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ninety-six. (
I wouldn’t touch it now at any price.”
“You’re crazy!” asserted Gray. “There
is no stock on the-market.”
- 66 s ere isn’t!” retorted Brent.
“Well, Dowling & Rutledge offered me all
I wanted up to one thousand shares at

nifiety-six, and even agreed to. scale it

down to ninety-four on a sale of the whole
bloclix g 3;1:‘110}1':. Saig they’d already sold
two. hun at ninetyssix,””
Hamilton and Grayyinstincti\‘rely did a
simple sum in addition, and found the
of the stock put on the market sig-
t P

- “Do you suppose,” gasped Hamilton,
“that fo{l girl ¢ _

It seemed so incredible that he hesi-
tated, but Gray hazarded the suggestion
that it was a good guess. o

- “What is it?q’ asked Brent, seeing that
his news carried real consternation to the
men he had thought guilty of trickery.

“It's Miss Bascom,” replied Hamilton.

“She’s sulky and won’t play,” added
Gray sarcastically, “because we refuse to

) pianos for the girls in our employ.”

. ell, ym nl3etter ‘Checl‘h }lxler og

uick,” "asse rent, “or she’ll spo
q- new stock issue. Why didn’t you
Jer intorest?” )

‘She never offered it to us,” explained

miilton, “‘and it’s taking about all that
we ¢can swing to float the new issue with-
out adding more than a hundred thous-
and for a block of the old stock. §ut
we've got to get that off the market.

“You certainly have!” agreed Brent.

““But you'll stick,” urged Gray.

“Pll wait and 1
*“It may be all right, but 'm in no hurry
to -go-into: a_thing at par when other

le are unloading,”

p.mmﬂton and Gray did not attempt to

detain him, the moment being unpropi-

tious’ for argument. Each acted on a
: of his-own, Hamilton went to the

outer office, where he sent a boy with a

b to hunt up Keene, and Gray pulled
f-I.lmﬂtoh’s desk telephone over to a
uﬁl When

where he co use it,

int
fﬁmﬂ,, Uton returned tb the room GraB was
in oonz:mtion with Rutledge, of
ing & Rutledge

owl-

m’il 3 ”

t was a good guess,” announced Gray,
as~he.hun¢tgx the receiver. ‘“Miss Bas-
com put her stock in their hands the very
day of the directors’ meeting, with instruc-
t!oalﬂdt% sell it aclll fﬁr the bes}t; prlfle tlt
wo ring—said she was ashamed to
own it. I asked him to keep it off the
market and we’d make a proposition, but
he said his instructions were to sell for

at the earliest possible moment.”

“It's awful!” declared Hamilton. “Our
stock has been worth par or better for
ten years. She’s throwing away money!”

"X woman doesn’t cate about money
when . she’s cross,” commented Gray,
“and that girl was real cross. What are
we going to do about it? We don’t want
to buy stock now; we want to sell it.
And a hundred thousand is a good deal of
money to scrape up in a minute.”

“I’ve sent for Keene,” said Hamilton.
“Perhaps he ean do something with her.
It takes the right ‘man, you know, to

dle a capricious woman.”

They discussed the subject in all its
bearings while they were awaiting Keene,
and the situation seemed the more serious
the more they discussed it. Allington
Shoe Company never had been a specu-
lative stock, being held by legitimate
investors, and to have any of it sold
below Bar at this time was about as hurt-
ful & blow as the company could iwell
receive. That a large block of it—more
than could be readily absorbed—should
be thus publicly offered might destroy
confidence and necessitate a postpone-
ment of the new issue. Nor was Keene,
when he arrived, able to reassure them.

“Why, Miss Bascom hasn’t spoken to
me since the directors’ meeting,” he said
ruefully.

“Youre old friends, are you not?”
asked Gray.

“We were,” admitted Keene.

“Well, I don’t believe a girl is going to
let a little business difference interfere
with an old friendship,” said Gray.

“You really must see what you can do,”
added Hamilton. “It is a matter of the
utmost importance, involving her own
interests as well as the future of the
company. Why, she is simply throwing
away money!”

Leene allowed himself to be persuaded.
Perhaps he Was glad to have an excuse
for. calling upon her. At any rate, he
went to her home as fast as a cab could
carry him—and was rewarded with the

I tell you, it looks bad, and

see,” returned Brent.
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announcement that “Miss Bascom is not
at home.” Being accustomed to social
usages, the fact that he was admitted
before her abserice was discovered seemed
to him signifieant, and he mildly suggested
that Miss Bascom, who was not at ome,
be informed that he ealled on a most
important business matter. This brought
the information that Miss Bascom was
“‘at home” to any business messenger, and
would see him in the library, which
message was not of a kind to ‘make an
-interested young man_especially happy.

“I hope,” she said coldly, when he
cntered, “that your business is not. merely
an exeuse.”

“Indeed it is not,” he assured her.
“We have just learned that your stock
is being offered as low as ninety-six and
ninety-four-—'’ ‘

“No lower?” she interrupted in sur-
prise. “I told him to sell it for what it
would bring, and sell it quick. I didn’t
expect much over eighty or eighty-five.”

- “But that's throwing money away!” he
protested.

“It’s my money, isn’t it?”’ she asked.

“Yes, but—"

“And T am at liberty to make any
sacrifice that my eonscience digtates, am
I not?”

“Be reasonable!” he pleaded
ately.

“}, do not think,” she said, “that a man
who begrudges girls & rest room is quali-
fied to give advice.”

“You are angty with me,” he argued,
“because I used my own judgment in a
business matter.”

“Not at all,” she returned calmly, “I
would have the utmost contempt for a
man who did not use his own judgment,
but I am disappointed and annoyed that
your judgment is not better.”

“If you will withdraw your stock from
the market,” he urged, “the com any will
arrange to take it at par a little later.”

“I do not care to have any dealings
with such heartless people,”” she declared.
“I do not care to hear from the company
at all until it is ready to do justice to its
employecs.”

“Suppose we agree  the rest room,”
he suggested.

“And the clubhouse?”’

“Oh, that’s a different matter!”

“And the clubhouse,” she repeated.

He felt like a man in a maze—the
unf{xthomablg maze of a woman's unrea-
soning vagaries.

“Now, look here, Agatha!”
excitedly.

“I permit only my friends to call me
by my given name,” she interrupted.

Friends!” he repeated. “Why, we were
engaged—"’

“I didn’t know it.”

“There certainly was a tacit under-
standing—"’

“I am not responsible
understood.”

He sighed wearily. It was hopeless.

“Won't anything restore me to your
favor?” he asked. '

“I don't know,” she replied, with a
little softening of her tone and manner.
“Something might. I'd like to think well
of you, but I can’t while your heart is
with_cruel capital.”

"“But businesg—"

desper-

he began

for what you
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“I don’t think there is anything more
to be shid. I am’ashamed to own stock
in that company, and I am selling it as
fast as possible.” It is useless to argue.”

Keene returned disconsolately to Ham-
ilton and QGray, his mind mora oceupied
with Agatha Bascom than with her stock.

“She’ll sell her stock down to eighty
if necessary,” he said, “and ghe will not
five the company any time to absotb it;

think she’d rather ‘sell it at eighty or
ninety to outsiders than at par to any
of us. It is on the market, and it stays
there. I don’t think anything would
change her mind exeept complete capitu-
lation on the subject of the rest room
and the clubhouse.”

“She’s childish,” commented Gray dis-
gustedly when Keene had left 3 “she
ought to be spanked. Such costly fool-
ishness is wholly out of the question.”

“We’ll have to hold back the new stock
issue until we get the matter straight-
ened out” said Hamilton resignedly.
“It’s certainly amazing that a big cor.
poration should be blocked in g business
matter by a frivolous girl.”

III.

Austin Keene was moody and unhappy.
He was very sure that he had done exactly
right, but this brought him little consola-
tion. The clubhouse ides in existing cir-
cumstances was certainly preposterous,
and even in her rest-room plan she went,
to absurd extremes. His reason told him
that he had taken the proper business
view, but what is reason where a girl is
concerned?

“She’s worth g hundred clubhouses,”
he told himself. “What do T care if. the
company bankrupts itself on clubhouses!
I can live on what I can earn, but I can’t
live without her.”

hese reflections finally brought him
to the conclusion that “the blamed old
company could go to thunder,” and he
went to see Miss Agathg, Bascom.

Strangely enough, Miss Bascom diq not
specify on_this ocecasion whether she wag
receiving him as g stranger, a business
messenger or a friend. Perhaps Miss
Bascom had had some unhappy moments
herself. At any rate she received him
promptly, .

“Agatha,” he began with impulsive
thoughtlessness, and then suddenly re-
membered how she had replied to him
when he thus addressed her a few days
beforo.. Now, however, she did not seem
to notice it.
like result.

It was a small matter, but his spirits
I)e_gap to climb. She certainly was not
effusively cordial, hut neither was she
cold, and her manner held out something
of encouragement without giving him g
single tangible thing upon which (o base
it. Only a woman could steer that
course successfully. If he had been wise
in thq ways of women, it is possible that
he might have recognized the signs of
11]t1111a§(} surrender, but the possibility of
reconciliation only made him the more
anxious to concede everything.

“Agatha,” he said, “I was a brute not,
to back you up at the directors’ meeting.
'm awfully s Ty —"" 2

“Oh, no,” she interrupted, and therc

So he tried again—iith

as certainly warmth in her smile; “I
;vm now ableyto see that, from a business
point of view, you were quite rlgbt.”"

“Hang the business point of view!” he

laimed. !
ex?‘I presume,” she conceded, “that I
was unreasonable, but I do think the
workers are entitled to a little considera.

ion.” .

* “They are going to have it!”’ he declared,

“Has the company agreed—"’

“Hang the compeny!” he interrupted,
gaining - in .courage and aggressiveness.
“You and I are going to make it agree

“Really, Austin?” The tone, and most
of all the use of his given name, so thrilled
him that he would cheerfully have given
the company to the ragman,

“Together,” he explained, “we hold
enough stock to make the company sit up
and take notice, and my place on the
board makes our position stronger. Il
give them something to think about,
Agatha; T'll tell them that we’ll throw our
jomnt holdings on the market if they don’t
make these concessions, and know
they’re good and worried already.”

“Its awful nice of you, Austin.”” She
had been sitting in the middle of a settee
and quite absent-mindedly she move
over a little. When a girl on a settee makes
room for another, 8 young man ought to
know what to do. Keene sat down
beside her. “But I've no doubt I was
unreasonable,” she added.

“No, indeed,” he declared.

“Yes, I was,” she insisted. “I can see
that the clubhouse is inexpedient now, but
the rest room—"’

“We'll have 8 rest room on every
floor,” he asserted recklessly; “we’ll have
all the frills— :

“We mustn’t be too extravagant about
tp:ﬂ;{’; she interrupted. “You were quite
rlg b ! &

“No, I was entirely wrong,” He had
taken possession of one of her hands, but
she did not seem to notice it. “But we
are=" )

“Why, of course,” she said. Then, with
a girl’s perversity, she jumped up just ag
he was about to take more complete pos-
session. ‘I must telephone Mr. Rutledge
not to sell any more of my stock!” she
exclaimed. “I’'m afraid he’s sold a little
already.”

“Hang Rutledge!” he ejaculated plain-
tively.
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