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OLD CLOTHES AND NEW

By Frank

(Copyrighted, 1907, by Mary MeKeon)

They were all up in Aunt Clara's
room, packing the box, when Jessie
Boyd came in at 4 o'clock to ask Car-
rie what she was going to wear that
evening to the musicale. Jessie went
upstairs without ceremony. She was
Carrie’s most intimate friend.

“Oh, there you are,” said Carrie, who
was sitting on the foot of the bed with
a pile of clothes on her lapy: “I've
been wondering all afternoon what had
become of you. We're packing the box
to go to mother's cousin in West Hol-
den. Aunt Clara wants—"

“Where's the bottle of benzine?"” ask-
ed Anges, interrupting. “You had it
last, Carrie.

“Loook on the shelf in my closet,” said
Carrie. “What dre you going to do
with the benzine?"

“ Clean the spots off that tan cloth
cape of mine. I'm ashamed to send it
as it is now.”

“Oh, you needn’t be ashamed to send
anything,” said Aunt Clara, who was
on her krees before the box, spread-
ing some newspapers over the bottom.
“They are so poor they’ll be glad of
anything, no matter how old. You
thaven’t time to clean off spots.”

“They can do it for themselves,” said
Carrie. “Here auntie hadn’'t you better

“Seems to me Carrie. you could wear
put these old, white skirts in first?”
that white skirt with the ruffles your-
self,”” remarked Mrs. Brandon, who
was pulling over the contents of a
trunk she had dragged.in from the
hall. “It doesn’t look at all worn.”

“No; but it doesn’t hang right,” re-
joined Carrie, “and it's too short. Be-
sides I despise a ruffled petticoat.”

*“Very well,” said her mother, in a re-
signed tone, “put it in. You and ;\nges
are dreadful extravagant. I don’t
wonder your father complains about
expenses.”

“He are some old night dresses,”
said Mrs. Brandon. “I intended to
tear them up for window cloths, but
Rachel might patch them up.”

“QOf course she will,” said Aunt Clara
seizing upon the night dresses eagerly.

She thoroughly enjoyed the packing
of this box. She always declared that,
no matter what her faults were, no
one could accuse her of not being gen-
erous.

The trunk yielded in addition to the
night dresses, an old black alpaca skirt
which had heen soiled by paint when
the front porch had been given a fresh
coat the previous fall; a much-worn
pair of shoes; a black straw bonnet
which had béen lying in the tray “for
ages;” several pairs of hose in sad
need cof darning; a gray wrapper da-
maged by moths, and a black silk pet-
ticoat, the ruffles of which had been
whipped out.

“You could use that silk for lining a
grenadine, Frances,” said Aunt Clara.

“But I don’t expect to have a grena-
dine this summer,” rejoined her sister,
“and it seems a pity not to put in
something- decent.” i I :

“Well, if you had been to Cousin
Rachel’s, and seen how poor they are,”
said Clara, “you’d know that anything
would be acceptable. Rachel has a
real gift for turning and patching,
too.”

“For my part, I'm glad to get rid of
my old clothes,” said Carrie, “and I
vote we send Cousin Rachel a box every
year. It’s a good deal better than mak-
ing bundles for the Associated Chari-
ties to distribute. We know just where
the things are going.” She tossed her
aunt a green surah waist, the seams of
which were frayed. “I can wear the
skirt around mornings with a percale
shirt waist,” she added.

All this time Jessie Boyd had stood
quietly at the foot of the bed, looking
on.,

“Hag your cousin any girls about my
age?’ she asked, regarding attentively
the two faded waists which Aunt Clara
was folding together.

“Dear me, yes,” answered the lady.
“Alice Is just your age, and Stella a
year or so younger. Then there are
two little girls of ten and twelve—Amy
and Ruth. I stopped over in West
Holden for a day in March, on my
way home from Florida, and saw the
mall. They're pretty girls, too, partic-
ularly Alice. T felt so sorry for them.
I don’t suppose Alice ever had a pretty
gown or a bunch of ribbons in her life.”

“Then yould you mind if—could I
send something?”’ stammered Jessie.
T wouldn’'t want them to know, of
course, but I have several things, and
P

“Oh, my dear child, yes,” Aunt Clara
interrupted. ‘‘Bring anything you
choose; I'll pack it. No matter how old
it is, they can make use of i’

Jessie went home at once. In about
twenty minutes she returned with a
good-sized pasteboard box, with a nar-
row pink ribbon tied around it. On the
cover was written “For Alice.”

“you're just in time; I'm ready to
have Peter nail up,” said Aunt Clara.
“Oh, I'm not to see what you're send-

jng. Now, my dear child,- you needn't
be ashamed of it, whatevr it is, for |
they have so little that anything—T '
only hope Rachel will appreciate the
trouble I've taken,” and she followed
Jessie into Carrie’s room.

There, on the bed, lay the gown her |
younger niece was to wear to 4he’
musicale. It was a cream China silk,i
trimmed with lace and white ribbon, !
and beside it was a pair of high-heeled
slippers of French kid.

“you'll wear your new China silk
waist, of course, Jessie,” said Carrie,
as her friend glanced toward the bed.

Jessie shook her head. “No, T've de- |
cided on my blue organdie,” she ans-
wered quietly, and then began to talk'
of something else.

They were opening the box in the
sitting room at West Holden when
‘Alice Brent came in, breathless. She‘
was a slender girl, with soft eyes.

“¥as it come?” she cried. “How glad ;
I am I got here in time.”

«yes, but we weren't going to un-
pack it until you came,” said Stella.
«We just wanted to have it all ready.
It's a family treat, to be enjoyed 10-(‘
gether.”

Jessie’s pasteboard box
first, as it was on top.

“Something especially for me,” cried
‘Alice. “How lovely! But I won’t open
it until the last. Take out the other
things, mother dear.”

The other things were take out. One
by one Mrs. Brent unfolded them and'
Jal” 4be= in a xnile on the floor. Not

came out:

I her board bills, unknown to Bess,

H. Sweet

one of the girls ventured to make a
remark of any sort, and Alice did not
dare glance at Stella.

“That is all, I think, my dears,” said
the mother, as she placed on the pile’
the white petticoats Carrie had con-
tributed . “I will put all the things
in my closet, and examine them at my

leisure.”

“Blessed are they who expect noth-
ing, for they shal not be disappointed,”
remarked Stella.

“Stella!” Mrs. Brent's voice was one
of rebuke. Little Ruth began to
weep.

“Here, let's look at my box, Ruthie,”
scaid Alice.We musn’t forget that.”

“Probably filed with soiled ribbons
ani discarded artificial flowers,” mut-
tered Stella, in whose black eyes angry
tears burned hotly.

With fingers that trembled a little,
Alice untied the pink robbon and re-
moved the cover of the box.

“Oh! Oh!” she said. “Mother, look
here! Just see—'" and then her voice
broke and tears filed her eyes.

In the box, neatly folded, lay a pretty
white china silk waist, trimmed with
lace, a pair of perfectly new tan gloves,
three dainty handkerchiefs and twelve
yards of fine white lawn.

“There’s some mistake,” said Stella;
“this doesn’t agree with the rest at all.
Probably they will write to have it re-
turned.”

“Stella, dear, we couldn’t expect
them to send things they could use
themselves.” :

“No, I suppose not; and I'm an un-
thankful wretch. Beggars shouldn't
be choosers; but,” and her voice
quivered a little, “it isn’t in me, some-
how, to be a grateful beggar.”

Mre. Brent wrote a well-worded let-
ter of thanks to her cousin.

«T must not neglect to tell you,” she
said in conclusion, “of Alice's pleasure
in the contents of the pasteboard box.
The pretty gloves and dainty silk
waist fitted her perfectly, and she is
busy today making up the lawn, which
will be her best gown all summer.”

Aunt Clara bit her lip as she laid the
letter down.

“How ridiculous of Jessie to send
new things,” she muttered. “And I
was so particular to tell her that any-
thing would do.”

EINDING
MISS FILSON

By Nora Bayne

Comma e

(Copyright, 1907, by C. H. Sutcliffe.)

“Find Miss Filson,” directed the o)
Man,” and Andy Brant, with a prgmpt
and respectful ‘‘Yes, sir,” tucked the

‘Jeter into’ his pocket and finished add«}

ing the column of figures upon which
he had been working.

Had Lowell & Lowell told him to.go
out and find. the North Pole, Andy
would have replied in precisely the
same tone-and would have started on
the trip in precisely the same spirit:
Nominally the assistant bookkeeper,
Andy Brant, was the general utility
man. 1: was he who had given first
aid to the injured water pipe with a
piece of rubber overshoe and some ad-
hesive tape from his bicycle kit, and
who had treated the office cat when it
had fits.

But the present quest was not so
promising. A correspondent had ask-
ed that his daughter be located. “We
know that she was to have gone to the
Y. W. C. A.,”” wrote the westerner. “No
doubt it will be easy to locate her.”

Andy grinned as he replaced the let-
ter in his pocket and started for the
association office.

The elderly woman in charge was
willing to tell what little she knew,
when Andy showed his letter as author-
ity. Miss Filson had come to them
three months before, but had soon
moved to an address far uptown. She
smiled -approvingly upon Andy as he
thanked her. She liked this clean-skin-
ned, honest-eyed young fellow, and
she even unbent so far as to venture
the hoge that he would meet with suc-
cess.

Andy's answer was a grimage. Young
women had a trick of losing them-
selves in New York. Miss Filson had
left the association three months before.
1t was not likely that she could endure
life in one cheap boarding house for
that length of time. Most places were
endurable for less than a month.

His suspicions were verified when he
reached the uptown address. Miss Fil-

son was dimly remembered by the rosy-|
cheeked servant girl who answered
the door. She stayed only two weeks |
and had departed on an express wagon,
explaining that she could not trust the |
driver with the trunk. It was this in-
cident and the fact that she did noti
leave her new address that fixed her |
more clearly in the girl’'s mind than|
most of those who came and went. ;

Andy interviewed express wagon|
drivers in an increasing circle for the|
remainder of the morning, and wound |
up so conveniently near his own board-|
ing place that he stopped in for|
lunch, I

Mrs. Lennon's establishment was dif-|
ferent from the average New Yr)rkl
boarding house. Andy had lived thnre‘
for a year and still liked it. Now|
that golden-haired Bess Saunders had|
taken up her residence there he was|
willing to remain indefinitely. Andy|
was not susceptible, but the first time|
3ess had come into the stuffy dining |
room he had fallen in love; so deeply
in love that when she had lost her posi-|
{ion as stenographer and could not pay|
lmi
had arranged with Mrs, Lennon that |
he would be responsible for the bills un-‘
til Bess found a new place, when the|
lady should reimburse him. I

“Any luck?”’ he asked as he sl!ppodi
into his seat opposite the girl. :shej
shook her head.

“wWell, I have some good news fori
you,” he went on. “Our typewriter is|
to be married week after next. She’s |
going to quit the job, and the Old X\Ianl
says you may have it I

Bess clapped her hands delightedly|
and Andy beamed upon her, |

“Let’s celebrate,” he suggested. “I've|

to the matinee, will you? Might as
well do that as tramp around town for
nothing.”

Bess nodded, and Andy sat on the
front steps smoking a cigarette and
building air castles while the girl dress-
ed. They had only cheap seats in the
rear of the balcony, but it was a treat,
and occasionally Andy could feel the
slight pressure of the girl’s arm against
his own, emphasizing her nearness. He
did not think much of the vaudeville
performance. What mattered the ac-
complishments of the trained seals and
the toe dancer when he could lean
back with closed eyes and conjure up
visions of light housekeeping with Bess
as the houseyeeper? He was earning
enough salary for two. After all, she
reed not take that place with Lowell
& Lowell.

“Isn’t that great?’ asked Bess. Andy
roused himself with a start to observe
the accomplishments of a pair of acro-
bats.

“Sure thing,” he assented. “I was
thinking of something Dbigger and
greater.”

‘“What’s that?’ she demanded.

“] was thinking,” he explained, “that
perhaps you wouldn’'t need Miss Aus-
tin’s place in the office. What’s the
matter with us getting married? We
could get a little bit of a flat and live—
not board.”

Andy's voice made the distinction elo-
quent, and the girl’'s gray eyes grew.
“But you don’'t know anything about
me,” she protested, wistfully.

“I know you're the girl I want to
marry,” he insisted stoutly. Mrs. Len-
non’s known me for a year, and the
Old Man’s had me working for him for
three years. You can write to Brew-
sterville and find out the rest about me
if you want to. I'm not from Missouri,
where you're concerned.”

There was a sudden darkness as the
llghts went out for the motion pictures,
and in the gloom a tiny hand sought
his, and was quickly captured.

“Is it yes?” he asked, his breath com-
ing in sharp aspirations.

“I can’t write back home,” she said
softly. “But if you will take me as I
am, Andy, it’'s—yes.”

“There’s nothing wrong,” he declared
stoutly, “but if you were a shoplifter,
I'd marry you just the same.” The au-
dience was filing out before the last
pictures were thrown on tHe screen,
but he leaned over and kissed her.

“We're engaged,” he declared, “but
you’ll have to wait until Saturday for
the ring.”

The lights flashed on again and un-
willingly enough Andy gathered up

their belongings and prepared to join !
the departing crowd. The boarding |
place was but a short distance away, !
and they decided upon walking. Andy’s |
feet touched the sidewalk, but he felt :
as though he were in the clouds that ;

dotted the evening sky.

“I don’t want you to think I've done
anything wrong,” whispered Bess. “It
isn’t that, dear. It’s just that I have
no family, and don’t want ever to be
reminded of them. My father married
a second time, my stepmother and I
did not get along well and I—"

“Lit out,” he said. “I don’t blame

you. Lots of girls won’t put up with a |

second-hand mother. I'm looking for

one this very minute; that is, I'rgsup-:

posed to be,”” he added.

. #That was what took you out of the |

office this afternoon?”’

“Yes. You see, her father buys goods |
from us and he wrote Lowell & Low-

ell to look the girl up and tell her that
her near-mother had decided to be good

and begged the girl to come home. It's |
too far for him to come and look for
her in the busy season, but we're to |

find her and ship her back to Elton,
Ohio.”

“Elton?”’ she echoed.
name Filson?”

“Sure thing. Do you know her?”

“Andy, is. his

“I'm Frances Elizabeth Filson,” she !

explainied. ‘‘Saunders
mother’s name.”

“That let’'s me out,” sighed Andy.
“Why, your father has seven different
kinds of money.”

“But I am richer, for I have you,”
she whispered.

“Do you mean it? You still want to
marry me now you've won your father
back?”

“You know I do,” she sald reproach-
fully.

“And to think,” mused Andy, “that
I was cussing the Old Man for chasing
me out on such a fool job.”

Bess laughed. She knew what Andy
meant. :

was my own

-

HOW THEY FOOLED
THE PREACHER.

N
When our grandmothers arranged ta
have chicken for Sunday dinner—for
the preacher—they picked out the big-
gest and fattest and toughest old hen
on the place Saturday afternoon and
had the boys and dogs “run her down.”
A tough old hen that is chased all over
the place and frightened out of her life
is as tender as a spring lamb when
cooked. Fright makes any animal,

bird or fowl tender, so the beooks say, |

and it appears from this that our

grandmothers knew

about when they had the tough old |

hens chased before killing.—El Dorado

(Kan:) Republican.
- -

CHANGED HIS MOTTO.
— —
A southern representative in Con-
gress is reputed to be of such a per-

suasive manner that, no matter what |

party may be in power, he outdoes his

colleagues in procuring favors for his |

constituents.

One afternoon the statesman was

met by a newspaper man. “Well, ma- |

jor,” asked the latter, “how many ap-
pointments and appropriations have

you arranged for today? We all know |

your way of getting everything that
you go after.” !

“Nothing today,” responded the rep-
resentative rather wearily.
perience this time reminds me of the
old Confederate soldier that I knew in
Tennessee. ‘I went into this
said he, ‘with the motto “Venl,
vicl,” and 1 came out vice versa.
S§t. Louis Republie.

vidi,

IT KILLED HIM,
*

“I should fancy the laundry business
was about as easy as any to start.”

“What makes you think so?”

“All you have to do is to lay in a
supply of starch.”

Yes.

“Well, that'll starch you all right.”
Three days after ther was a burial.
—London Tit-Bits.

Assume in adversity a countenance
of prosperity and in prosperity moder-

got an order that I can’t fill. Let's 80! ate thy temper.—Livy.

what they were |

“My ex- |

war,’ |

(Cpoyrighted, 1907, by Homer Sprague.)

Marion looked up, hopefully as the
card was brought her. Even the an-
nouncement of Duncan’s name Was
comforting. But the little oblong of
cardboard bore in addition to the name
the initials P. C. Perhaps it meant
“penitent “culprit.” Durcan was al-
ways doing odd things. The ~magic
letters might be his expression of re-
gret.

But when he came briskly into the
room there was no penitential sorrow
in his couatenance, cnly the same
merry twinkle of the eyes, the old
lifting of the cornmers of the mouth.

“They t=11 me that Tad is no better,”
he said as he took Marion’s hand. “As
you will perceive from my card I am a
physician to children.”

Marion’s face darlzened.
was the meaning of the card. He was
worried about her brother. For a
moment she was minded to renew the
old quarrel, but she needed help and
sympathy, and so she laid her head
on his sboulder and sobbed out her
troubles.

Her father had been obliged to go to
Europe on business and had taken his
wife with him. Marion had been left
in charge of her nine-year-old brother,
and almost before the ship had passed
Sandy Hook Tad had come down with
typhoid.

¥is robust constitution had thrown
off the disease, but the battle had left
him weak and listless, and even the
gray-bearded physteian was worried.

“There is no actual danger,” he ex-
plained to Marion, “but he must be
roused from this lethargy or he will
go into a decline.”

Hle had confided the same fear ‘o
Henry Duuncan when he met the latter
on the street and the younger man had
asked after his little chum. Then, de-
spite tha raisunderstanding between
Marion 2nd himself, he could hold out
no longer, and his call was the result.

“If he should die before mother
comes back what should I do?” wailed
Marion.

«gend a cable,” advised Duncan
promptly, “but there is not going to
be any more WOrry now that the physi-
cian to children has stepped in. May
I see my yatient?”

Marion led him to the boy's room.
Tad's face lighted as he saw Duncan,
and his fingers twined confidingly
about the man’s firm hand. Duncan
was shocked ot the thinness of the
fingers, but he gave no sign.

This, then,

demand>d with a voice now wonder-
fully gentle, “They tell ms you don’t
find the world '‘any good any more.”

“p'm tired,” said Tad plaintively.

“T'11 bet you'd @ot be too tired to 89
to a circus,” said:Duncan.

Tad shook his head.

«There ain’t any,” he said. “1 was
| asking Dr. Stanton. H> says it's too
early for them.”! :

“Cirguses ‘are no good if they are
| pickad before they are ripe,” admitted
Henry, “but if yon don’t want too big
a circus I 'think I can get one for you.”

I don’t want a play circus,” ex-
| plainied the boy. “I've got some play
circuses. One's in a book and the
other’s in the cupboard.”

“We got him a toy circus and a cir-
! eus book,” whispered Marion. ‘“He has
| somehkow set his mind on a circus. It
will bs a long time before one comes.”

“There are no more circuzes,” reiter-
ated Tad sadly. “They've all gone
away.”

“Rats,” laughed Duncan. “That
shows all you know about circuses. will
a little circus do, a real circus, only
with one ring?”

‘Real horses, real everything?” de-
manded the boy.

«gverything except the tent and the
red lemonade. You see in winter they
ke>p circuses in houses so the elephant
won’t get his ears frost-bitten. I bet
if you had ear as big as an elephant’s
you wouldn’t like to get your ears
frostbitten?”

The boy laughed in delight at the
fancy and beat the counterpane with
Lis fragile hand.

«phen there's the giraffe,” went on
Duncan. “Why, when he starts to
cough, it's a full minute before it wrig-
gles up his throat. So they keep cir-
cuses in hot-houses,

«“And there really is circuses?”

“you get rested up and we're going
to one tomorrow,”’ assured Henry.

“Really and truly?”

«Man's word,” declared Henry, as
he put out his hand. ‘Now you get bet-
ter quick, so Dr. Stanton won't say
that vou can’'t come. 1’11 be here at
eleven.”

With a pat on the curly head he
rose and left the room. Marion follow=-
ed him down the hall

“He will be awfuily disappointed to-
{ morrow,” she said doubtfully.

' «pen’t believe it,” laughed Duncan.

“you leave it to me and that boy will
| be champion secrapper of the block in
another month. I have Stanton’s per-
mission to assume the case. He admits
his inability to meet the situation. My
fee is very large, though,” he warned.
it nothing less than a wife by the name
of Marion.”

“1 don’t think you will be kept wait-
;ing for the fee,” she replied blushing.
“I'm sorry I was so mean.”

“go am I,” he agreed absently. “That
| is,” quickly. “I mean I am soITy I was
mean. T'll be around in the morning.”

She watched him strike up the
| street with his springy step, and turn-
| ed back into the house greatly coms=
forted. Somehow Henry Duncan al-
ways brought comfort where he came.
She had been so foolish to allow a
! petty misunderstanding to come be-
tween them.

Tad was sitting up, really dressed,
when Henry drove up to the door the
! next mn'rninp:. Already the queer medi-
| eine had commenced to act, for he was
! gar more like his old self, and a slight
lﬂush of excitement tinged the cheek
|
|

that had threatened to fade into the
waxen pallor of death.

Duncan wrapped the boy up warmly,
and, with a flourish of the whip, they
went into the country, not yet free

| from the thraldom of Jack Frost,
| though there was a promise of spring
! in the soft air.
It was to a place very untike a circus
that Duncan drove, a collection of long
| 1ow barns, and one large square build-
“ng, but when they entered the latter,
behold there was a real circus was a

«What's the:matter, old chap?”’ he;

just like plants.” |

 DUNCAN, P. C.

By Emile Girard

band in one corner laboriously going
over unfamiliar music.

A stout man nodded to Henry and
stooped to greet Tad.

“You're goning to have a circus all to
yourself,” he explained. *“Want to feed
the elephant?”

“I havern’t any peanuts.” Tad's lip
began to quiver, but Henry drew a bag
from his pocket.

“You must have peanuts to go to a
circus,” he explained. “Come on old
chap.”

e led ihe way :o one of the barns,
where Tad fed the elephant and was
permitted to get much closer tfo the
lion’s cage than he could at the big
circus. A man standing by even pluck-
ed a hair from-the lion’s tail and pre-
sented it to Tad with due ceremony.
Then they went back to the big build-
ing and sat through a long, delightful
dress rehearsal of the Boston Brothers’
Unparalleled Railroad circus and men-
agerie. He was even permitted to see
the cars, shining in their new paint,
and was permitted personally to talk
with the clown while Duncan talked
with Manager Boston of the chances of
an early season in the South.

“Good luck to you,” Henry said, as

. they shook hands in parting. “You've

saved one youngster’s life and the sea-
son is not yet open.” 3

“He’ll be a mascott,” said Boston, as
he waved a farewell.“Glad you brought
him out.”

It was supper time when Duncan
turned a very sleepy little boy over to
his sister. Tad looked up drowsily as
Marion put him to bed.

“There is circuses,” he announced.
“Really and truly ones like Henry said.
And I got a lion’s tail,” he added, as
his sleep-heavy lids closed.

Marion came into the parlor where
Duncan paced the uoor.

“Are you a magician?” she asked,
smilingly. Duncan shook his head.

#] kenw Boston was going to take bis
show South early this year, and got
permission to bring Tad to ithe dress
rehearsal. Have I earned by fee?”

“How can you earn what was al-
ready yours?’ demanded Marion as
he drew her to him, :

AN UNPRO-
TESTED CHECK

By Edith M. Doane

'(@opyrighted, 1907, by M. M. Cunning-
! ham.))

When: all the legal formalities were
ended and the fortune that had been
Robert Maxwell’s was finally handed
over to his “beloved daughter Eliza-
beth,” that young lady regarded her
new-found responsibilities in. dismay
and prompfly proceeded.t6 shift them
to: other and broader shoulders. James
Gordon had been her father’s secretary
and his shoulders were presumably
better fitted. for the burden.

“But you cannot hand me over your
fortune to carry, as if it were a book or
a parcel,” said Gordon distractedly,
though inexpressibly cheered by this
profession of confidence. “You do not
understand——"

“Oh, yes, I do,” returned Miss Max-
well serenely. “I understand perfectly.
I shall appoint you—"

“Chairman of the finance committee,”
suggested Gordon.

“Yes,” said Miss Maxwell, “I will be
the committee.”

“Well, I shall do my best,” said Gor-
don, laughing. “But the committee will
please remember that it has certain
active duties.”

“I don’t see why it should have any,”
she retorted. “Practically, you have al-
ways managed the estate for the past
five years. You were invaluable to
father.”

“Perhaps I was,” Gordon returned.
“Though I don't remember it and he
never mentioned it. However, I appre~
ciate your confidence and will serve
you faithfully; but (gravely) what if I
should make mistakes? Is it wise to
intrust the handling of so much money
to one man?”

“T should think it might depend a
great‘deal upon the man,” sald Miss
Maxwell softly.

So Gordon fitted up an office in a
down-town skyscraper, where he sat at
a table strewn with papers and pink-
taped legal looking documents, figuring
and writing late in the nights; and
Miss Maxwell, having arranged her
financial affairs to her liking, annexed
a meek, elderly relative as chaperon
and turned her attention to other dif-
ficulties.

Her first, chiefest and most immediate
difficulty was her cousin, Tom Cor-
nish.

«Jt fsn’t that I do not like you,” she!
painstakingly explained for the hun-
dreth time. “You Rnow I do. As a|
sister, now, I—"

“Oh, drop it,” retorted Tom inelegant-
ly.

“And, anyhow, I shall never marry."”

“go it's all up?”

“] think I have been telling you fnr[

«1 think I have been telling you that,
for the past five minutes,” said Miss|
Maxwell, impatiently.

“you know what I meant all along,’|
he said sullenly. “Some one has been|
giving you a resume of my vices."”

“Your ‘vices are nothing to me, nor|
vour virtues either. If you ‘

Aol
words died on her lips. For the first

{ and he being a wise young man in his|

| injustice, but his-arms went round her,

Jetty blushed furicusly. A person
looking on and not understanding migit
of course—. She turned suddenly to
Tom, who was staring at her uneasily.

“Now go!”’ she cried, desperatecly.
“Gol

Meanwhile Gordon had found his hat
and the sidewalk and walked blindly
down the avenue, forgetting the pagers
he had come Tfor; forgetting every-
thing, except a girl's flushed, dismay-
ed face. IL was scandalous that she
should be allowed to drift into com-
plications with that fellow. It was all
very wel that Cornish was her cousin,
but what of the fellow’s. character—
a gambler, a fortunc-hunter? Yet what
could he do? All day he had looked
forward to sceing Betty. Well, he had
seen her. And she must have been in
earnest. She wasn’t the kind of girl to
let a man—and as memory gripped
him, he plunged gloomily on.

It was several days later that Miss
Maxwell, blue-gowned and demure,
turned inte the entrance of a bank on
lower Broadway and walked calmly to
the paying teller’'s window.

“I suppose you know that this over-
draws your accrunt, Miss Maxwell,”
said htat gentleman, handing out a
packet of fresh banknotes.

The girl stared at him in astonish-
ment. ‘“No, I did not know—I had not
thought,” she said nervously.

“That last check was rather large—
ten thousand—-="

“Ten thousand,”
weakly.

‘“Yes. ‘We* did not question it, »f
course, because Mr. Gordon so often
draws large amounts.” He looked at
her keenly. “It was all right, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes, oh yes,” said Betty unsteadily.
“It was all right. I—I suppose Mr.
Gordon cashed it?”

‘“‘He sent a messenger, as #e usually
does.” ~

Betty nodded. The bank swam and
for an instant her brain reeled, as she
turned away, perplexed and vaguely
conscious of impending evil.

Ten thousand dollars!

Even to Betty’s vague business rea-
soning, ten thousand dollars seemed a
good deal to lose track of. But there
must be some good reason why Gor-
don had filled in the check for so
much. For Miss Maxwell’'s methods of
dealing with the management of her
estate had not changed, and though
she still signed all her checks, she ser-
enely washed her hands of further re-
sponsibility, and Gordon usually filled
them in.

Once at home she hurried to her
desk. She had a prejudice against keep-
ing her checkbook in order and an ap-
palling number of hastily scrawled
stubs confronted her. She worked bus-
tly, covering a pad with figures, and
counting up totals on her fingers. But
it was slow work, and near the end
one stub stared out from the rest pro-
vokingly. :

It was blank.

She leaned her e¢lbows on the desk,
and resting her c¢hin in her hands star-
ed hard into space. There was the
check unaccounted for and he had fill-
ed it out for ten thousand dollars. No |
one knew how many others he had
used. He was welcome to the money.
She would not fight it if she could.
But he had seemed so different—and
she had trusted him. Slowly her head
sank on the desk and the heiress of the
Maxwell millions cried her eyes out
tike any ordinary love-sick girl.

It was ten hours later—ten dreary,
interminable hours, that the clock on
Betty’s dressing table chimed one.

Betty shivered. No sleep had come to
her eyes. Getting out of bed she slip-
ped into a dressing gown. She would|
read. Anything would be better thanE
lying in bed open-eyed and sleepless,
moaning over James Gordon.

Her book was in the library. She
opened her door and ran hurriedly down
into the hall below. Pushing open the
library door very gently, she entered
the room—then uttered a rasnt scream.

The rom was lighted by the faint

The room was lighted by the faint
rays of a bull’s eye lantern.

Standing at her desk with his back to
her, opening her cheek book, was—Tom |
Cornish.

Starting convulsively at sound of her
cry he turned and confronted her, white
to the lips. “Betty,” he stammered.

Miss Maxwell stood very still,

“om,” she said, “Why did you do
i

repeated Betty

But Tom had fallen into a chair and!
hidden his shamed face in his hands.

“It’s all up,” he said hoarsely. “I'm!
dead broke and I thought' I stood a
chance to stake myself once more. I've
had the devil’s own luck lately. I lost
every cent of that other check.”

Betty looked at him as if in a dream.

“The check—your check. I was dead
broke — debts everywhere—and 1 got
hold of your check book. I knew Gor-i
don did about as he pleased—and it was/|
your signature all right. I meant to give
it back to you, Betty, as soon as my
luck turned, I really did.”

But to his mystification, Betty was
looking at him with shining eyes. ‘It
was you who cashed the check for ten;
thousand,” she repeated softly. “It was|
you—it was you.”

It was weeks before she told Gordon,

generation, said no word of her bygone

and he held her close, while she, ('rying‘
quietly hid her face against hie coat.

“No other man would have under-
stood,” she whispered softly.

time in all their lives his arms closed |

around her. Convulsively he held hnr!
to him, bending his head till his lips
met her soft, brown hair.

“Retty, 1I—I've got to—tell you—I'm|
in no end of trouble—I need you—I neecd |
your help— 7 !

By a single vehement effort Betty re-
leased herself,

“How dare you! How dare you!” she
raged—then came to a dead stop; her
eyes grew wide w ith dismay and fixed
upon the doorway at the end of the
room.

“Mr. Gordon.”
strained voice.

she said in a con-

at the other end of the long room, but
not so far that the late tabeau could
be unseen by him, and the distress of
her face was intensified in his as he
bowed hurriedly and the yellow portiere
fell behind him.

' were more fascinated by
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By Troy Allison |
(Copyrighted, 1907, by P. C. ICastment.) 1

“Fishing,” said Randolph reﬂecti\'el,\',!
his eyes fixed hypnotically on the blue }
and white bob dancing on the waters |
of the creek, “is the most fascinating |
pursuit of mankind.”

The girl had braced her pole in the |

| erook of an alder branch and was pin- |

ning her white linen skirt to clear her l

trim ankles. |
that men |

the pursuit

“I believe I have heard

| than by—well, you ought to be very

happy on that theory,” she said, peer-
ing into the empt basket at nis feot. |
“You just wait—that fly is a wonder, |

| and will soon have 'em taking noticed’ |
It was Gordon indeed. He was quite |

“RBut we've promised to catch enough !

| for dinner—and there ave ten hungry

| nothing of the chaperons.”

i
1

girls and ten voraclous men that can !
cat like a circus menagerie—to say
“1'11 not try to catch enough to g0
round--I hate chaperons,” he jerked his

| root, did you?

|

poie up and down vindictively. “We've
been c¢amping for four days, and this
is the first minute I've had you to m¥=
self. Four chaperons are entirely too
many for twenty  people, that’'s four«
tenths of a chaperon to a couple—too
rich for my system.”

“And what, may I ask, is your sys-
tem?” She made a gral, at her pole,
which had gradually slipped half its
iength into the creek.

“Pora Newten, you have a most irri-
rating habit of playing with a man’s
words—and with his heart,” he said, his
eyes fixed c¢n her @dnc young arms,
bared to the eibow.

I wasn’t playing--I was earnestly
seeking  information—the desire for
knowledge is strong within me—and ) 4
realiy wanted to know your—system.”
She landed a tiny perch and helplessly
held the rod for him to take the quiver=
ing fish off the hook.

He put the fish in the basket, and
they regarded the lack of proportion of
basket and fish gravely.

“It needs to be illustrated—" he said
solemnly, “not the fish—but the system
—I could teach it to you.”

“I don’t know that you are a qualified
teacher,” she cast her hook in a way
that made her line cross Randolph’s.
“Prof. Jordan is coming down tomor-
row to'stay in camp with us two days,”
and the inference was that Prof. Jor-
dan, as a teacher, could not be dis-
counted.

“Humph!
Tandolph.

“Fessil? He's not more than forty—
and he certainly is a man of brains.”

“your tone, Miss Newton, intimates
that I am a mere matter of physical
bulk, and you are further aggravating
me by getting your line tangled in mine
just as I was about to have a bite.”

She cast her line in a new spot with
a stdden show of humility.

“Well—you see I hadn’t realized that
you had attained the degre of psychie
development necessary to tell—when
fish was about to bite.”

“Personally,” he continued, SProt,
Jordan bores me immensely—think rn
run up to town for the two days he in-
tends to illuminate the camp with his
intellectual light. Would you mind tell=
ing me if you are gcing to marry that
dried up Greek root?” He drew in his
line and fixed it for deeper water.

“He ha#lt asked me—yet,’ with &
toss of her head that intimated she
was prepared for future develop~
ments.

“I didn’'t know my vacation was
be spoiled by that old—dinosaurius,
He was delighted that he remembered
the word.

“Is he really so bad as all that?
Sounds three or four shades wickeder
than a Greek root, but I am glad you

The old fossil!” grunted

to

”"

! are at least generous enough to credit

him' with versatility.”

“Desn’'t make any difference which
head you classify him urder. If he's
coming here to spoil the party I might
as well go back to town and stay. 1
asked you to marry me seven times
last winter, and coulen’t even get you
to look at the matter seriously. Though

! maybe all this scenery and the moon-

light nights, and the—er—hammock$
would develop a little sentiment in your
soul—but if there’s another man in the
case—I have nothing more to say:”

“8o hammocks are included in your
system? I never sat in a hammock
with Prof. Jordan,” reflectively.

“1 could really imagine no greater
joy than—a hammock and the fossi=
lated Jordan,” he said sarcastically.

“] have to thcnk you for the sugges-
tion,” airily, “when you are in town to=
morrow night, gasping for a breath of
cool air, don’t think you are entirely
forgotten, I shall be remembering
your idea—and trying -the hamomek.
The moonlight here is—fascinating,”
she murmured, irrelevantly.

His pole dipped down with an unex-
pected jerk, and with the effort to
catch it his foot slipped on the edge
of the bank and he found himself sud=-
denly floundering in the creex. He
caught one glimpse of the girl's horri-
fied eyes, and with an inspiration
heaven born or wicked, according to
the point of view, he remembered the
trick he had learned in boyhood, and
disappeared from her sight.

She stood motionless, he hands
clasped convulsively to her Dbreast.
When be came to the surface near her,
sputtering and gasping with more
energy than an expert on the subject
weuld have pronounced aatural, she
dropped on her knees and clutched
him by the arm.

“0’ Dicky!” she screamed, throwing
her lithe young body on the edge of
the creek and reaching her other hand
to him, “hold on—tight—I've got you!”

T:andolph, dripping wet, scrambled
up the bank and helped her to her feet.
“I caught you,” she reiterated dazed=
1y, clutchig each wet <leeve with ner=-
vour fing..s, her fact white and tremu-
lous. B

“You poor little girl, I didn’t EKnowt
you would be so frightened as this,”
ne said contritely, unhesitating put=
ting his arm around the crisp white
shirtwaist. -

“I thought you were—d—dead,” she

| stammered, and Randolph looking in

her eyes was satisfied with his syse
tem.

“Dora,” he said finally, the last lin-
gering touch of jealously dying hard,
“you never loved that dried Greek

P

She freed one hand and stroked the
damp hair from his forehead. “I like
them—wet,” she gurgled, “put come,
let’'s run for the camp before you
¢atch your death of cold.”

“Humph! Much danger of cold in
this weather”

When they reached the camp ten
minutes later there were many deri=
sive exclamations from the hammocks,
and cards and novels were droppe:l for
newer - interest.

“Of all the earthly spectacles!
shouted the irrepressible brother of
Dora, throwing a pack of cards on the
rustic table with such cnergy that
they scattered over the g “Have
you been diving for shiell fish?”

“And where, may I ask wre the fish?
We've been waiting dinner for then,”
called Mrs., Bradley, the chaperon moest
to bhe feared.

“Dickey—" Dora's voice was an
nized whisper—“for the love
ven try to distract their atténtion un-
til I can slip into the tent—there's a—
wet streak neross.my where
your arm-—er—-"

Darling!” whispered Randelph {fatu-
cusly. Ther walking rapidly forward
he bowed low to Mrs. Bradley.

o opcned the basket where the lone
little perch had long since given up the

(e

8,

ago=-

of hea=

back

Paetrnggle for existenca.

“Here, madam,
humbly

is your fish,” he said,




