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‘father thinks, Rosina. He has shown
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“I never could understan’ why peopie ) he never reach the top? Was ever a

{1l pay a quarter fur a patent cast iron
window fastener when a five cent gim-
Jet beats ’'em a mile,”” said Red Ike
sortly to himself, as he slipped the end
of his jimmy between the upper and
fower sash and with a quick movement
broke the flimsy lock.

<] bet I've smashed a ‘thousan’ of
them window locks in my time,” he
eontinued, ‘““all of 'em different, an’ I
never found one yet as much use as &
bent, hair pin; but when I butt into a
gimlet I know I'm up agin a hard pro-
position. Now, here's a house full of
money an’ the people ain’t got sense
enough—— fi

“Great Snakes!”

That wasn't what Red Ike said, but
for purposes of publication something
Jess expressive has to be substituted.

He had just raised the sash when his
eoliloquy was interrupted and at the
same time he staggered back as if
struck by a club, For a moment he was
speechless and then— !

“Gas!” he whispered. “Gas! Infernal
house full of it. Who ever-heard of
such rum luck, Here I've been spyin’
this house fur a week to git the lay,
and just as I've got things fixed nice
an’ pleasant, with nobody at home but
the woman and the baby, the gas fac-
tory cuts me out. It's sure death to
go in there. But—but—but——-~"

Another thought had struck him,

“The woman—an' the baby—are in
there. All alone. Dead!”

- He stood staring at the house through
the blackness of the night. In all his
experience hé had never been 50 dis-
concerted. \

“Mebby they’re not,” he muttered, as

the possibility entered his mind.

{ «“Mebby they're still alive. But—but if
| ‘they ain't they will be mighty soon, an’
| $here’s nobody but me to help 'em, If I
' yaise a rumpus the cops 'll get me; be-
| sides; they’d make a mess of it. 1t 1

eneak there’ll be a funeral here, sure.
It's not our funeral though, IKey,” he
went on, assuming the dual role habit-
ual with him when he became quite
confidential with himself; an’ it ain’t
none of our business. If it was a man
ifn there—but  it's a woman—an' a
baby. It's up to us, Ikey, we've jus’ got

| to make g try.”

Filling “his lungs with pure air he

lunged throughf the open window,
hastily raised the others in the same
gpartment, which he knew to be the
dining room, and then made his way as
rapidly as possible to the hall. He had
§n his mind the floor plan of the resi-
dence, obtatned by a careful profes-
stonal inspection of the exterior. He
kunew that the dining room opened into
the reception hall and that the door to
the upper rooms he sought must be
near the head of the stairs. “S'pose it
is locked,” he thought. “T’ll be up
against it fur sure if it is. But no use
to worry about that now. I'll find out
when I git there—if I ever do.”

He had almost reached the hall be-
fore he permitted himself to breathe,
but now his lungs forced action and the
was growing light headed and his legs
seéméd 'to ‘be disappearing beneath
déadly vaper began to affect him. Fe
him, as he staggered to the stairway
and fell at its foot. But up he crept,
step by step, panting, gesping. Would

! and pushed. It did not move.

stairway so long? His chest felt as
though it carried a load of a hundred
tops and & whimsical thought of the
strong man’s trick at the vaudeville |
passed through his mind—his mind,
which seemed . to belong to some one
else and to be floating on somewhere
ahead just out of his reach.

He was at the landing. How pleas-
ant it would be to stop right here and
let everything go. Why not give up
the struggle? There was nothing in it
for him. He had come to rob them.
Why should he make greater effort to
save their lives than he would to get
their silver? They would find him
there in the morning. Perhaps they’d
blame him. Ah! “Come back here, you
old mutton head. Quit chasin’ aroun’
on your own hook. Settle down on my
neck and get busy. I need you.” He
didn’t give this command with his lips.
‘He was past that. He could not rise,
but he could yet crawl. N

He found, the door by inmstinet. It
was ajar. He entered and noticed that
the air seemed to be less heavy. The

escape was evidently below. The wo- |

man and child lay on the bed, unconsci-
ous. He reached up and shook them
feebly but they made no sound. To the
window he crasvled, slowly, painfully,
a thousand deaths in every inch of the
way. He raised one hand to the sash
His
arms seemed limp as strings, What's
the use? “Brace up, Ikey, f{t's back
bone you need.” Gripping the ledge he
drew himself to his knees and—drop~
mped back. He tried again. Life was
just outside the window: Life for him
—may be life for the forms on the bed.
He had come this far and he must
‘“‘see it through.” This time he got hold
with both hands and raised the sash a
few 1inches. A-a-a-h! Was anything
ever half so sweet as that drought of
air? He leaned against «the sill and
sucked it in, feeling strength return

with every inspiration, Raising the
sash to the top he thrust he head and
shoulders out and reveled for a mo-
ment in the luxury, regardless of the
danger of discovery. Then he recover-
ed his voice.

‘T smyboy,” he gasped, “this
beats—em all. You've—had—somae close
calls—but = this is—sure—the limit.
Lord, how my-—ribs hurt. Why didn’t
—you stay—heme tonight—with the ole
woman an’ the kid? They need—you
more—than—than—"

‘““No, Ikey, you're wrong. Get back—
and finish—the job.”

His legs were still togp weak to serve
as supports, but he dragged himself
again to the bed feeling anew the tor-
tures of opposed respiration. But he
was stronger than before, He could
not lift them from the couch, but it
moved easily on its rollers, and with
his shoulders he pushed it ineh by inch
up close to the opened window. It
was hard work. At every move he felt
an dlmost irresistible desire to give up
and rest; and when he knew that the
woman and child were as near to air
and life as he could possibly get them
it took al his will to continue the fight.
He was cut off, from that window now,
but there was ‘another close by and he

must get to open also. Then he could
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THE WOMAN AND CHILD WERE AS NEAR TO AIR AND LIFE AS HE GOULD GET THEM.

really rest and breathe, A few feet
more and everything would be all
right. The air from the open window
reached him in little puffs and gave
him courage. ‘‘Cheer up—Ikey,” he
muttered, ‘“‘you ain’t—dead yet—an’ you
ain't poin’ te be. Takes mor’n—a gas
factory—to kneck—us out. Gee! Ain't
that great!”” He had reached the other
window and raised it. Onve more he
felt the exhilaration of returning
strength, now mingled with the satis-
faction of a deed accomplished.

But what had he done? He had not
vet known that the two on- the bed
were alive. How long had the gas been
escaping? How long had they been
under its influence? The street lamp
threw a little light into the room

end he could see that the
child’s face was covered, but that of
the woman wad bared—white as the
sheet that formed its background. She
was a young , woman—*pretty.” Red
Ike thought, af he looked at her from |
his position in the shadow of the win-
dow.

“Just about as old as Mag,” he sald
softly to himself. He wanted to g0
over and touch them to see if they
were dead, but he was yet terribly
weak and terribly—afraid.

“I wish we wus out o’ this, Ikey,” he
muttered. “It's a bad deal and we'll
git the worst of it if we loaf aroun’
here. We can’t do anything more, can
we? We ain’t no bloomin’ doctor. The
cops’ll be along this way pretty soon

an’ have us up for murder if they
ketch us! Nobody’d believe wus, Ikey.
We don’t have ro standin’ in court, as
them cursed lawyers say. We'd better
slide. But—"

He could not satisfy himself with

' this reasoning. Perhaps he could do

more. At any rate he must see. The
open windows below and above had
created a current which was rapidly
clearing the room, although  the
gas was no doubt still escaping some-
where downstairs. His. chest was torn
with racking pains and his heart was
beating like the hoofs of the leading
horse coming down theh ome stretch.
He leaned over the bed and touched
the face of the woman. It was cold.
He could detect no movement of the

lungs or heart. She was apparently
dead. He uncovered the face of the
child and rejoiced to find some signs of
life. The covering had protected her.
He raised and lowered the woman’s
‘arms as he remembered to have seen a
doctor work with a man who had been
dragged from the surf. After a
moment & gentle sigh came from her
closed lips. He stopped and listened.
An aspiration so soft that only an ear
acustomed to noticing the faintest
sound could have been heard, but it
was enough. Had he not stood in the
‘darkness many a night and strained
his ear to hear the peculiar note which
he knew indicated deep slumber?

“You’re all right, my lady,” he said,
with a grin of satisfaction. “Mebby
Red Ike ain’t no doctor, but he’s got
'em skinned on this job. Hello! The'
kid’s coming ‘roun,’ too. Time for you
to mosey, Ikey. You don’t want to be
 here when they wake up. We ;ain’t *
been introduced, you kmow, and it
might be embarrassin’. We'll just close
,up that gas factory below, ¥ we ean
find it; then we’ll sneak homs.”

He gave a parting look at the woman
and child, assured himself again that
they were still breathing and then !
glided softly from the room. Ten min-
ntes later he crept out through the
same window by which he had entered,
and, keeping Wwell within the shadow,
mdde his way down fthe alley to the
street and beyond.

It was half an hour or more after
the intruder’s departure. A tall man,
carrying a suit case in one hand, came
rapidly down the street and ascend-
ed the front steps of the house with
the open windows.

“Strange,” he sald to himsslf, “that
Margaret should take such risks.
Something mnst be wrong.

Hurriedly inserting his night key he
threw open the door. The odor jof gas
was still present, but 1 "was no longer
overpowering.

“Good God!” he exclaimed,
may be dead.” '

Up the stairs he sprang and into the
bedroom, crying, “Margaret! Margar-
et!”

“Ah! Thank God, they live, they
Jive!” he exclaimed, as he leaned over
‘and felt-the returning warmth in their
cheeks, the faint but ' unmistakable
beating of their hearts and their flut-
tering breath upony his face. "Fhey
were still - unconscious, but as he
worked with them hysterically, calling
“Margaret, dear one, wake up!” his
wife opened her eyes with a long in-
spiration half sigh; half groan, look-
ed up into his face and smiled, they
| passed again into unconsciousness. He
rusheg to the telephone and called up
his family physician.

“Come quick, doctor, My wife and
baby asphyxiated. Just got in. Found
them unconscious, hut alive. What's
that? Open the windows? Yes, of
course. Hurry, doctor, for God’s
sake!”™

The doctor was only a square away
and he came with all speed.

“It's all right, Jones,” he assured
the frantic man. “They're coming

round nicely and will be as well as
ever in a day or fwo. See, the baby
has opened her eyes, and your wife—
ah! Mrs. Jones, good morning. What

“they

has happened? Oh, I'm just making
an early call. You've been having 2
little dispute with the gas company
and for once, thank God! the com-
pany has lost. Now, den’t try to talk.
Just take this medicine and rest quiet-
ly.”

“Jones,” continued the physician,
“wou have shown unusual coolness and
judgment in this matter. Moving the
bed to the windows was a fine idea.
1t required considerable courage, too,
to come up here through a gas-filled
house, even if it was your own wife
and child in peril. I wonder Yyou
don’t feel the effects of it more than
you seem to do.”

“But, doctor,” exclaimed Jones. “I
dhdn’t open ‘the windows! I didn’t
move the bed! And the house was
practically free from gas when I en-
tered. I can’t undergtand it at all.”

“That's ecertainly strange, Is there
no one else in the house? Where is the
girl?”

«y Jooked into her room. She isn’t
there. She always spends Wednesday
nights at herjown home.”

“Perhaps she didn’t. Perhaps she's
somewhere below, unconscious or—
dead:; We'd better investigate.”

“There are windows open below,” the
doctor continued ,as they descended the
stairs together. “There’s a strong cur-
rent of air passing through the house.
A fine thing, but all the more mysteri-
ous.”

They found the windows raised in the
dining room, but no girl anywhere.

“Look here, Dr. Roberts,” cried Jones,
“the sideboard is open and the silwer
is gonel” !

“That looks bad. Possibly your wife
put it in some other place. But no!l
There has been a burglar here. This
window has been forced. The latch is
broken and there are the marks of &
tool here. Could the burglar have
turned on the gas to murder the occu-
pants of the hoige?”

“But. why open the wisdows? And
how came the bed to be moved?”

“True, Jones, that theory is unten-
able. But it'’s evident a burglar has
been in tHe house. Either he turned on
the gas or he found it escaping. The
drcumstaxzoes make the first proposi-
tion improbabie—imposeible.”

‘“Then there is but one explanation,
doctor. He risked his life to save my
wife and baby. It was he, not I, who
displayed coolness, judgment and cour-
age, not for his own but for his social
enemies!™

“That must be the solution,
strange as it may appear.”

“Ther God bless the burglar. God
bless him. He’s a man. He is wel-
ecme to my silver—and more, too, if I
could find him.” /

. —

In a little room in another part of
the city Red Ike sat examining a col-
lection of silver with the eye of a con-
noisseur. ;

“It was too bad to have to take ’ems;
Ikey,” he chuekled, ‘“‘but we can’t afford
to let our little diversions interfere
with business.”

Jones,

'(Copyright, 1908, by Ruby Douglas.) /
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E WAY 10 THE ATTIC

By Walt Makec.

K

“Buy '4t1” exclaimed Doughty, turn-
ing ‘quickly ' to face his wife and
daughter, reclining in the ecushioned
depths of the speeding auto-car. “Buy
it! Today?”

Mrs. Doughty returned sharply, “Do
wou supose we brought you all the way
up here to Chester copnty merely to
observe the beautles of the land-
scape?”’

4But I—"’

“Never mind, father,” Rosina began,
*j¢.you think best—"

«1t isn't a question of what your

me’ very clearly that he has thought
all:he intends to think about the mat-
tekf When he gave his consent to our
aliggestion some days ago he closed
the“deal, as far as he Is concerned.”

Nat a bit of it! No deal is closed
“n’;w_____n

a¥our father has changed his mind
and wants to break the news gently.”

“rrye, I gave my consent; nor have
I changed my mind. T want Rosina
to'lave a country place as my wedding
giff;-and T want her to have what she
likes best. T'm willing to spend an
even ten thousand, but, my dear, we
must proceed with eaution.”

“As usual, Rosina, your father has
green lights on his mind.”

“It isn’t that, Fanny, but Rosina will
not be married for another month yet,
and, moreover, she will not want to
use ‘a country seat until next summer,
g0 there is really no need for haste in.
the matter, so far as T can see.”

“THen look a littke further, Mr.
Doughty. This is October. Suppose she
could not find exactly what she wants.
Suppose the place she finally decides
upon would need a lot of repairs; sup-
pose, indeed, that she merely décided
upon the ground and would have to
bufld an emtire new kouse? That takes

of dust, leaving in its wake the repugn-
ant odor of bolled gasoline.

‘“What a horrid hat she
Rosina observed.

“Never mind hats, just now. We are
talking realty.”

“You hear, Rosina, your father has
at last condescended to discuss real
estate. I# you will listen attentively,
he may offer fo buy you ,a country
place as a wedding gift. These retired
soap-makers become exceedingly gener-
ous at odd and unexpected moments.”

“1 want to say to you and your
mother, Rosina, that there is a time
for all things and proper ways and
means. Real estate buying and selling
should be left to specialists in that
particular trade. There’'s an art in
knowing the how, when, and where of
lands. I would suggest that you
choose two or three places that seem to
suit you, and then by inquiring find
whether they are in the market, after
which we will employ an agent—"

“Your father, my dear Rosina, al-
ways believed in climbing to the attic
in order to reach the dining-room.”

There was a profound silence for
some time thereafter. Then Mrs.
Doughty took up the broken thread:

“Real-estate agents always double &'
gelling price for their commission.
You may just as well save the commis-
sion, Rosina. Men ars so negative in
these matters. I sometimes look in
wonder at Rufus Doughty and marvel
that he could make the fortune he has
made by such roundabout methods as
he always suggests to us.” She paused
to assume a commanding tone. ‘“Have
you your check-book with you?”

‘“What for?”

“Answer my question!"

“T am never without it, unless T am
without my family.”

Mrs. Doughty turned to her danghter.

wore!”’

time. It is not at all probable that
Rosings will find a place just to suit
her.”

“How eternally feminine!” And’
Doughty looked off across the fields. i
© “put this one does suit me, mother.”

Eh?'* From Doughty, suddenly in-,
terested. “What one, Rosma? Have
yot wnd your mother been up here be-
fore?”

“A week ago, if you please.” Mrs. |
Douthy lifted her lorgnette to look at |
a farmer seated upon a wagon-load of
potato-baskets. “Rosina has found the
very place she wants, and all there is
to do mow is to, find the price of it and |
gettle the matter at once.”

A touring car passed them in a flurry

' road?

“You remember where that little frame
house was that stood back from the
You know, the one with the
stony lane leading up to it; the lane
vou. thought eould be turned to such a
beautiful drive-way. Where was
that?"’

3efore the answer came, Doughty
said, “We should have brought a
map.”

“I'm talking to Rosina.”

By way of showing his utter indiffer-
ence. Doughty gave the chauffeur a
cigar and mentioned the eondition of
the roads.

Rosina said, “It was just beyond that
little stone church. You recall, mother,
don’t you?”* :

“Oh, yes, the little church without a
steeple.”

Doughty turned about again. “That’s
one thing I always .admired about
country churches; they don’'t let the
fteepte builder get the advantage of
the congreégation by getting nearest
heaven—first.”

No one seemed to hear him, but the
chauffeur, who, as was customary,
smiled, l

“Oh, yes, we stopped outside the
church,” Mrs. Doughty concluded; and
then, leaning forward, she said, “Tom-
son, stop at the church.”

“And then what?’ asked Doughty.

“Never mind, Mr, Doughty; Rosina
and I are quite capable of conducting
this affair alone, All we ask of you is
to remain comfortably seated until the
real work is over, and then you may
arise and share in the glory.”

“Or the costs.”

“That’s always the way with you,
Rufus. We came out for enjoyment.
We should have expected you would
put a damper upon it. Did you decide
upon the trimmings, Rosina?”

Doughty said, ““I would suggest gable
ends and mullioned windows."”

Mrs. Doughty went on, “Do you think
the lace will do?”

“I think it will, mother, It's very
pretty.”

““Oh, it's clothes now, is it?”

“Do be quiet, Rufus. When we need
you, you will be consuited.’

“About bill time,—as usual.”

This was ignored, ~

The chauffeur turned the car in at
the church and stopped It.

“This the place?” Doughty queried,

! somewhat amazed. But his wife went,

on gathering her wraps together, *'I
say, is this ‘the place? If it is, I'd esti-
mate it at two cents an acre. Chances
are the church is mortgaged up to the
limit. I suppose you’d transform the
tomb-yard, back there, into one of
those fool ‘gawf’ links——''
“Let him alone, Rosina. Perhaps he’ll
idiscover after a whilé that we are a
quarter mile from our destination.”
“Well what in thunderation did you

| stop here for? I never knew before that

there was a religious side to real es-
tate.” e

“There isn’t,” his wife assure(i him,

“but we have to go along that rocky
lane there to the house. It's just over

the knoll.’

“Nature isn’'t very clever at road
making,” he observed, as his wife and
daughter alighted. ‘Now, don’t be
ong., It’s after four o’'clock, Just tell
the man to wrap it up and send it

P

home for you—"

Mrs. Doughty was saying, “Not a bit

unhandy. It’s only four miles from the
main line, and ypu'll use it inssummer
,anyway. I wouldn't make it" too pre-
tentious. Perhaps you can replan the
farmhouse instead of building an en-
tire—""

‘“Yes, Rosina, your ma will show you ,
how to rip up the back and put a few
box pleats in it. Why, when I first be-
gan to peddle soap at five cents a
cake—""

“Come, Rosina, your father is becom-
ing reminiscent.”

The two passed on beyond his hea.r—l
ing.

They were silent as they picked tht‘-ziut'Z
way up the stony lane, fraught with
dangér for wearers of high-heeled
shoes. !

At last Mrs. Doughty paused, out of
breath. “There doesn’t seem to be any
one at home. The house is all shut up.”

“They probably live in the Kkitchen,” !
said Rosina. “They tell me that coune
try folks generally do.” ‘

&0 they vent around to the rear of |
the house, frightening some chickens
that were bent upon the destruction of
a chrysanthemum bed. |

“There’s an ald man chopping wood,
Rosina.”

“You speak to him ma.”

“No, you do it. It is to be your house,
you know. But I do hope you’ll have
that lane paved if you expect me to
visit you very often. It would prove |
rather troublesome to Clarence, too, if
he should stay out late some night |
with the boys.”

By now Rosina had approached the
grizzled old wood-chopper from behind,
and began,—

“I beg your pardon, sir, but how
many acres have you here?”

The woodchopper went on with his
work utterly oblivious of WRosina’s
presence. She raised her voice: *'I
say—""

A Jdirty-faced little boy appeared
upon the back porch to announce:
“Grandpop’s deaf. What's ya want?”

“Is your father at home?”

"YEh." =

*1'd like to speak to him.”

“He's shavin'.”

“P'll wait, if he won’t be too longv~

“Better not. He don’t like no tres-
passin'.”

Rosina tried to squelch him with a
lowered countenance. He stood a mo-
ment in some hesitation, then, making
a very wry face, he turned upon his
bare heels and went within, slamming
the door after him. A moment later a

i that much, ma’am—'

' man appeared, wiping the ‘lather from

half his face. He nodded toward Re-
sina.,

“How many acres have you here?”’ .

she asked.

“Huh?” The towek ceased eirculating
over his cheek whilé he waited for
Rosina to repeat her question,

“How large is this farm?"”

“Ten acres, more or} less;
less.”

“What is it worth?”

“I dunno.

“I want to buy .it.”

“Oh. Is it for sale, you mean?
Well, I'm not sellin’ it today, miss.
Anything more I can do for you?’ He
turned half around toward the kitchen
door. Several faces — most of them

prob’ly

were  large-eyed and dirty—had ap-!
e to time at first one

pe&réd from t
and then another of ewery visible win-
dow,

“You’'d surely sell if you got a good
figure?”

‘“Nope.”

“Say,—seventy-five an acre. ‘That's
seven hundred and fifty dollars. You
could do a whole lot with that much
money.”

“Yep; spect I oquld.”

“The house, is probably too large
for your needs?”

T, & bit”

“And at—say & hundred dollors
acre—""

He whiped his hands slowly, while
Rosina argued that the pig which was
approaching her was perfectly harm-
less, aythough she experienced &
slight e¢hill as an accompaniment to
its grunts, -

“I'd be perfectly willing to give you
a hundsed and fifty,” she said, half
desperately.

“All my family’s been born under
this roof,” the man began, meditative-
ly. ‘““The old place is heav’ly mortga-
ged, too. Then the children’s attached
to it—""

“I see. You want to hold
purely sentimental reasons.”

“Mrs. Doughty came slowly around
the house to ‘Rosina’s side. She said:
“Perhaps the gentleman would take
two thousand dollars in cash for #?”

“To tell the truth, it ain’t worth

it for

“We'll offer three thousand—-""from
Mrs. Doughty.

“Mother, do let me manage this.”

“Very well, since you seem to know
so much about fit.”

“Now, as my mother,
hun—"

thirty-five

Why, are you assessing?"”’ |

an -

“But I'didn’t. I sald three thou-
. sand.”
| “Never mind, ma. We'll offer thirty-
. five hundred—does that pig bite, Mr.—
! eh? Why don’t you keep it penned
up?  We'll offer four thousamd; but
_be quick, please, That's surely enough
| to overcomé your  sentiment in .the
; matter, Mr.—eh, what’s your name?”’
| “Dorfing, miss, the other replied, as
! he shied a stick of wood and struck an
integrated pork chop. *“And I'd like to
eblige you by moving, out, ‘but moth-
er's sick abed and. it might be fatal
There’'s Jergson's a mile beyond. Ten
acres of good ground, and he'll” sell
cheap. You could farm it in corn or
potatoes, or it ight make a good
hen hatchery—""

“But I've taken a fancy to this par-
ticular—"

“I understand, miss—""

“Oh, pshaw! Rosina, what's the use
haggling with a man like this. Offer
. him five thousand and be done with it.
| That’s evidently what he’s after.”

l No, ma’am. It isn’t that, but yous
| see——""

! “Yes, I do see. You want to take
| the usual advantage of two women in
!a business deal. That's just like a
man! Come, Rosina. I'd be afrald to
i trust him any farther.”
l “Don’t be hasty mother. Perhaps

Mr. Dorning will consider six thousand.
That’s our last bid.”

“Don’t be a fool, Rosina. The place
fsn’t worth five hundred. It's dirty
and unkempt and full of gullies.”
| “Mother, I beg of you-—"

“And I beg of you—""
“It’s to be my place—""
“And I don't care if it is.
- my say——"’
| “But I think I should be let to
choose—""
i “Rosina, there’s no business in you.
| Just as your father has so often ob-
served. You jump at conclusions.
‘l ou don’t seem to understand the first
 rudiments——""

“Mothing, we're in public.

“] trust Mr, —er—Mr. Doorstep ap-
preciates the comp—"

“Dorfing, ma’am. D-o-r-f-i-n-g.”

“1 guess I know hoav to spell; sir!”

! “Mother, do behave. Perhaps, Mr.
| Dorfing will con—"

! “And perhaps he won't. I wouldn't
! give_him ten cents——"

I'll have

- -
“Ma! Thére are mémories———"
“Well, 'we’re not buying memories

It's real estate,’ and if—"

. “Mother! Do be quiet. But, as-my!

mother observed, Mr, it

*Dorfing, miss, and I want to say—"

“As my mother -observed, Mr, Dor-
fing, you can’t expect us to pay ' you
for your memories. The place is rath-
er dilapidated. But surely you
wouldn't hesitate st ten thousand—""

“That was to include - everything,”
her mother sdid, in a frightened stage
whisper,

“I know that, ma; I just wanted to
give Mr. Doornob a chance +to com-
promise the matter. I should ex-
pect him, as a gentleman, not to
accept a cent more than the place is
worth, - whieh is, I should say, about
one thpusand dollars.” ;

“I'msofry, miss, but I~ L

“You mean that you would refuse
eight thousand dollars for a ram-
shackle, old, tumble-down ranch like
this!  Very welll Not another word,
Mr., Doorjamb., I have finished. I re-
call all bids. I wouldn't have your
farm as a gift.”

Rosina! Don’t be cruel. Here is my
card, Mr. Thingabob. In case you
should change your mind, just drop us

2

“He needn’'t drop us anything,
man like him—"

But the short, fat form of father
Doughty appeared around the corner
of the house. It was evigent from his
facial expression that hegqhad been an
amused listener. i

“Since you've decided that you do
not want the place, Rosina, I'd like to
ask Mr. Dorfing one question.”

“What's the use of asking a man like
that anything. Can’t you see, father,
that he hasn’'t the first idea of busi-
ness?”

“Rufus, come. We've wasted enough
time here already.”

“But just a moment, Fanny. Mr.
Dorfing, do you own this farm?”

4No, sir, I do not.”

“That’s all. Thank you. Good-day.
Come ladies.””

And Rufus Doughty muttering some-
thing about climbing to the attie in
order to reach the dining-room, led the

A

“Be calm, mother. I know the sit-
uation exactly, Mr. Dorning. There |
are memories clinging about an old |
homestead—" ;
{ “An old ruin, you mean!”

|

way down the stony lane toward the
touring ear.

Twe women straggled after him, bur-
dened with a heavy silence.




