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With Respect to His Friends
How an OId-Fashioned Policy Paid

By BETH PORTER SHERWOODa =

~''HERE now, 'm ail dune. I've hunted every-
i where f rom cellar to attie. At your request

I've ripped bis mattress ail to pieces, but
l've had my labor for my pains. l'in sure it's flot
in the house. You can continue the search out-of-
doors, if you want to, but as I said before, l'mi
througzh "

W-ithout turning toward hier husband, wbose ap-
proacb she bad beard, and flot heeding bis warning
"abems," Mrs. Simpson made known bier decision
and went on gatherîng up the fragments of a dis-
mantled mattress.

"Umi, ah, yes, bere's Susan, Lida." Mr. Simpsonî
jerked out the words at last as if he feared somcie
tbing miglit be added to bis wife's declaration of
indep endence.

With an unwontcd flush on bier usually sereine
face, plump, easy-going Mns. Simpson wbeeled
around to greet bier caller, a slender. plainly-attired
woDman, wbose dark, resolute eyes widened with sur-
prise as she vîewed tbe littered apartiment and dis-
ordered dress of her sister-in-law.

"Oh, I didn't know you were liere, Susan," she
apologized, extending a limp band. "I don't know
what James brouglit you in here for, anywny," a
note or irritation creeping into the ulsually getitle
drawl. "lie knew tbe place wasn't fit to be seen.
Corme out îiito the sitting-room and take off your
bat.,"

"I can't stay, Lida," explained Mrs. Duncan, as
she followed ber bustess f rom the roomi. "Walter
was going aven to Smith's for sorte more clover
seed, and I camne along to sec if you'd lend me
Iaia's akint pattern"

"Yes, you're very welcome to the pattern, if I
can find it, but," besitatinigly, "V've been so upset
lately witb your father's dcath and-and ýeverythinig,
1 hiardly know whcre aniythiing is."

"Wbiat?" began Mrs. DuInCal, tbICn top)pcd, Witli
holding the question sbe felt shli(,ad 'no righit to ask.

" elI, really, I suppose there's no reaLson wby
you shlould not know, and l'mi sure l'U .be glad to
talk about it to somieone becsidesï James. Thiere's a
lot of mioney mnissing."

"A lot of ne" repeated Mrs. Duncan, incre-
dulouisly. '4Wiose ?"

"Your fathcnr's. [He did flot tell us anytling
abolit it, you know biis Way, and %%,(neyeýr knew any-
tbing about liii business aMly what lie bad a mitd
to tellIlus, and that wast't muli. Wben 1l1:1,1vd
over tbe rest of his property t ius lbe kept that little
place in the village tilI iast fali, wbien lie sold it for
two t1iousand dollars. Five liiiunred d(ollars lbe pt
in the batik for Lauira, bult whiat lie did with the rest
tbc Lord only knows.

'vc donc positiveiy nioting sÎnce tlis death but
look for that mnoney, and Ji deciare Pli be glad to
krxow lie gave it to somiebody : for it's just worrying
nMy life out. I suppose blie idnt- she stopped
and looked questioniiîgly at bier visitolr.

With a fint imile Mnrs. Dunicani shook bler head.
"You mean did hie give it to lis? hod i didn't.
Hle neyer forgave mie for marryving John instead of
the rish old, iirnlhe haid licked lolit fo)r inie.1Ineyer
eýxpeecd hlm to leave maybn;thouigb it wold lie
very acceptable just now, wheil Walter lbas hiii heant
set on going ta college, and Jobnl's brotber Will
talks of gainig West. Ifflhe does John wonild likeu
to bu 7 the old Duncan homecstea-d;: utl'in afraid be(
can't,' she finished with a sigli.

"Well, it's tao badc," sympathiIed Mirs. Simpson.
"but I have thonglit somectimes that if you bhad't
been so independent your father woid bave been
more friendly than hie was. r thiniklie softened to-
ward you at the lait; and there were some thîngg
of your motlier's, somne old-fashioned ornamients and
a number of odds and ends, that 1 know he wanted
youi ta have. I put everythinig inito his trinnk, and
set it out here."

Shie rose as she spoke, and wvitb bier guest, went
over to the trunk and lifting the lid, together they
stood looking down into it.

"Are you sure the mnoney is flot in the trunk,
Lida?" asked Mrs.Di>uncan.

"Oh, yes, we've looked thorouighly. We've even
tried if it had a false bottomn or sides. 1 tbink very
likely he's given it to sorte charity or lost it in some
spectilation. Anyway, it woulld have saved uls a lot
of trouble if h'd have told us \what lie did ivitli it"

As her sisten-ini-law was speaking, Mn,. Duncan
took f rom the trnink a large, old-fashioned album
with a spray of tarnished metal ilies-of-the-vailley
sprawling across the crirrison caver.

"Iarn glad ta have titis," she said, opening if.ý
Then lier dark eyes snapped, and lier cheeks flush-.

cd incdignantly as she looked at the arrangement of
'NWhyfather must have 1been crazy I He alwavs

usd to hate pictures of people like that," site cnied,
holding toward lier companiion the open album wiii
its photographa of kitli and kin strangely interi'-
ed with titose of the most incongruonus characters.

"Youn father wasn't to blame for that,» defended

Mrs. Simpson, bier calor risiug sligbtly as she
spoke. "Minnie Burke was visiting here last *fal.,
and sbe and my sister NelI got those dancers and
prize flghters and sncb like, out of some pictures the
boys bad. Tbey had great sport aven it," sbe add-
cd, not noticing ber companion's indignation. "The,
do look funny. Your graudmothen, sol stiff and
sbocked-looking, alongside of that spart; and your
gnandfatber by tbat actress. And sec your father's
picture. lit secmns as if his liair is rising with borror
at being beside a chorus girl. Oh, yo'l think I amas bad as the girls, for laugbing at tbemn," she
flnisbed, apologetically.

Mrs. Duncan turned the remaining leaves rapid-
ly: ber lips setting tbemselves in a straight fine.
Then she snapped the book shut and tucked if unden
bier at as if to proteet the picturcd faces of bien
kindred fnom futher insult.

"Did father sec tbemn. and wliat did lie say ?" she
asked.

"He neyer said a word, but 1 know lie didn't
like it, for lie took and put thie album on the table
in bis ronna, and it's been there ever since."

'I wonder some of you did not take those things
ont when you knew lie was displeased.""lOh, lie liad more time than anyane cisc, and if
bie was satisfied witb if, the rest of us ouglit to bce,"
repiied Mrs. Simpson indifferently.

"Weil, wben 1 get tbemi homte l'Il fix tliem up and
l'Il burn those, creatures," declared MnIs. D)uncan,
"That is," she said more gcntly. as, if asbamned of lier
beat, "if none of you wants tbemn."

"The boys are tiredi of sncb tbiings now; youi may
do wbat you like with them,."

"'Mammna, comte ont and stop papa f rom dliggingý
np my gatrden." Ibeggcd b1aura, a girl of fouirtceen,
wba camnu ishinlintffo the room1.

(],t)des lie wanit ta do that for?" qucstioned
Mrs. Siion.o

"Ie('says granidpa warkc abilouit tbe zganden sao
mucli it wouild be the mnost likely Place for im ntabidle that mnoney. 1 wish the maoney was in Jericho.
It miakes menietired ta bean abolit itshe avowed,
pet tishly.

"ara, rproved hier moithien, "wliat will your
Aut f.Susani think of volu?"

Tl'le girl tnnnied and f aok lier aunt's frcc hand,ii1 boti ber own "V',on wnuotldn'lt like youir pretty
gandn dg up, wouldI yoni, Aunit Susan ?" she said,

ingratiatinigly.
'I centainly woufld floit," nturnied Mns. Duncan,

smllinig dlown info the gil's veivety bnawn eys;
"maybe youn mthuer can stol) hirm.

Lautira 1 aughed shacrtly. "Papa"s juqt like grand-
pa. Wlicni lie takes ia natio)n ta do anyfthing he'll
dIo if or break somiethling."

ag th eyfailowed Mn,. Simpqon ta the
garden, ,iid licard flie animatcdl discussion concern-
îîigIflic digginig.

"Now just listen ta mamma," exclaimedr Laura.
impatiently. "After il, qshe wats thedign donc
juifý as muicli as papla docs."

"Thev'r-e goîng to lift the plats withaut dis-
tnrbing the roots, and tlicy'll puit them riglit back,
so it wont hrt v,)tr garden lary at ail, Laiuna,"
cxplained MNIs. SunpLIson, coniciliafinlly, as she jobn-
cd lier dlaugliter and Mrsq. Duincan. "Hlere, let's sit
daown and reit andl watcli them for a few minutes,
Susa-n," shie said,. pulling forwardl a chair for bier
guest; and seatinig lierself. "I'mn tired cnougli ta sit

She ieanied fonward, lier arms lupan lien kuces,
.and watched her liusband and flie mani lifting Laura'splants with flot fao great a mecasunre of success, as
the so)ft loam ifeu aay leavîng flic oots exposed,

an cuin bna a on ndistresi aven the de-
struction of sonie favorite plant.

B y and byve itere mas a sharp saund as a spadestrLck some nmtallic oabject. Mns$. Simpson stnaight-.
ened uip, and looked at the nien, in whose faces ex-
cifenient was pliiy depicted,

"It's nothing but an oId tin kettle, 1 know," de-
claned Laura, p)ositiveIy. "Juit befone grandpa was
taken sick lie sunk it, filled with water to keep those
new lily roots damp."

A littie hecave, a disgustcd grunit, and out it came,
as banna pncdficted; a tin mucl i dsf'igured with nust
and pnnctulred with many haies.

;The mani lanighed, and threwv a siy glance at theinterested spectators upan the piaizza, but Mr. Simp-sou, with a gimmen set ta bis jaw, only delved flicdeeper. Again there was a sourd, as his spade strncksome abject, but it had flcot the metallic clintk oai ispredecessor. Again and again, and soon a flatsurface was laid bare, and the men, enlanging thehale, lifted ont and placed upon tlic gronnd a fait-
sizcd box.

"If the maricy's in that it must allic in pennies,"giggled I4aura, who, witli len mnother, arase and
rau dowu flic stepi.

In a marnent the lid was pried off, and a quantity
Of wliat praved ta bc clothing, mildewcd and earth-stainied, was exposed ta view. One by one they lifted

ont flic neafly-folded garments and laid them on theground.
si"Ah, tliat's where they went ta !" exclaimed Mns.Spon Âinvoinntanily.

"What do you mean ?" asked Mn. Simipson,sliontly.
"Those are some aid dresses and things ai younmother's. Tliey'd been about fthc bouse for years,taking up noom and gatliering dust, and I gav e thenita aid Mns. Green. 1 '.ondcncd fliat she liad nev'erused fliem. 1 did not think yonn fathen wonld evenmiss them; but lic did, and be bas botuglt tliem f rouilier, rathen flian that &be shanld have tliem. Well,I never," Site shaok bter head aven sncb inexp!ic-able canduct, and neturned to the Piazza."It's like father," said Mn. Simpson tunning tabis sisten. "Do you nememben that nid'ovencoat aiaur gnandfatlicn's that mathen gave to a tnamp andfathen gave him five dollars ion if and then burned
Mns. Duncan smiled. She remtembered the in-tense, if sometimes unreasonable, loyalty aoflienfather to the memory ai his kindned; and berthonglits turned ta what musf have seemed ta hlmflic desecration af thte Photographs.
At that moment a frank-faced atblcfic-lookingYoung iellow drave into flic Yard, and Mns. Duncanwent forward ta, meet bim.
"Have you moam fon a tnunk, Walter? I anitaking home sanie thingi of My mtbr's" she ex-plaincd.
"Lots of rooi.. 1 can take Laura, fo," lic saidmernily ta bis cous.in, 'wbo came runningto greet hlm."Can you? l'Il go and ask niathen, and 1ll juststay away tilI tbey get MY garden made np again. 1bafe it thie way ài s now," site said vehemently,stamping lier foot.
lu a moment she retnirued, "Moflier says if you'ilwait a momtent shc'll go toa and get those verbenaplants, She thinks uaw iq a'gaod timne,"é, à, riglt; tel lier ta biustle," lie answcred gaiiy.A littie laten tliey drave a'w ay. Waiten and Launaperclied upan flic trunk, flic mafrans accupying flicseat.
Upon flicir anival at thc imail, fhongh timlittie cottage, Iitb its neat lycPt lawin and ga rne,

Mrs. Simipson and Lannra. accompanmied by MývildnedDuncan, went ta look at flic gnowing plants; andJamie, Mns. Duncan's youngest cid isec for-wand fa greet lisi mathen,
lncle Will's been here," lie sadid excitedly, "and

he's going West next weck.."
Slie laakcd a1st flic boy ta bis fathienwir abeen f Cp ng idedninu lbngrose. Hesmiled aind answcered lien unspaken question,
"brad(ley wi-ll have the a)Id Place," hc said, wvitbiassuned indifference "il offened it ta me for atbausand dollars. It is neally wontli a good dealmare, but lie miglit as Ill have said a million.What have you go)t the1re ?" lie asked abruptiy, flotwishing ta dwcll »Poin an, nupleasaut stibjecf."Father's aId album." abe neplied, "and neally, Iam aimait asliamed ta have you sec it. It Cameflic ncarest ta making me anigny ai anything1hvseen lu a long whle.' gIhv"Wliat 1if i?" lic qucstioned, laokinig puz zied.*"I suppose thaf's because thcy have ail thosefaîîcy people wvitli tliem," rcmarked Laura comingup. "Mammia thauglit that was f uiny, aud papajuît lanuglied."
Trhe golden sunlight streamed flirougi thfe fresit,yaung- leaves of a \vide-sprca ding maple, and flicsof, warm breeze ai early suminmer strayed abouttliem as Mns. Duncan seatcd herîcîf upon flic stepibeside lier iusband and opened flic old album,
Witli quick, impatient fingers site drw (ont flicahi ectianable pliatagraphs and threw ftem an flicgnound; then marc gently she began ta take ont flicpicturcd faces aiflier laved onie, ,when bler hnsbandcliecked lien movements witli an exclamation thatbrauglit allicheothers fa flic spot.
"For heaven's sake, Susan, wliat is fliat ?"
"Wby, I believe it's maney 1" ibe exclaimced; lierliands tnembling with excifement,
From flic space betwcn fwo large phofograplisshe carefully cxtracted flic strîp ai caloned parcli-ment. Witli flnslied cliceki she cantinucd lier inves-tigation and drew ouft, anc affen anoflier, fiffeec anchnndned-doîîar bank notes. Attacited ta flic laitwas a slip ai paper upon wlhichl as written: "Taflic persan wha lias enongli regard fan our relafivesta want ta, sec fliem in decent compaly, and wliodoci not think if sucli a mniglity joke to pair themoff with sucl iflîfl, I present flic maney piaced intitis aid album, ta be niscd as lie or she wislici...James Simpson."
"That means youi, al iglit, Susan," said Mns.Simpson, wvithliber iscual placidity, "and I ielieveyounr faflier meant if for von allith ime. Well, I'mglad the mny lias been found,' and I am n ealyv gladyau'vc gat if, Su1sani, nd Ikno 1Jaesw' lthn

jnst as I do about if."


