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_room, where the apparatus of the fire-
# vlarm was stationed.
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belrt :fg[,:l:,n unseagz;:am,'v. ho(t‘lSeptem;s Ke'ghley ordered: ‘‘Cast oft.” He “Dodger 'l remind yeh of Nip him-| awash at high tide, on the far side gan to couple up a line of hose, under “Take a joke! These ain’t the days o herd of volunteers, and -irove them
beseile ‘kxoon‘i l;ll‘t l‘. \\atexeliom ho !!umed to Noonan. “Better come along | self,” Keighley added. of an open field at which the houses the lieutenant’s orders, dragging the Silver Nine.” with shouts | to (11.1, nnesA from the
v York, with a sun overhecad that "he memory-of the past — the past § had «il stopped. lengths out on the pier. He went down the ladder, and Noon- hose-box and sn'et'«ﬁed them up the

struck a quivering refraction from the
dried and warped planks of the
wharves, and with a breeze that came
warm across the sparkle of the bay,
where the glancing facets of small
waves shone like a million gleaming
little mirrors. The tugs and ferries,
steamboats, floats and scows, bustled
apd wallowed and staggered past,
squealing . in a shrill impatience when |
they whistled, and puffing short of
breath when they reversed. The water
under their bows broke and fell back
sluggishly. The swells in their wakes !
reeled away in an oily roll. The air
was heavy with the drifting belch of
their funnels,

The pler-houses of the fire-boat Man-
hattan stood at the head of its slip, as !
bare as a lighthouse to the beat and
reflection. of the heat, with its rows of
open windows gdping in the sunlight |
like a line of gasping mouths; and be-!
hind the unshaded sill of one of these,
old Captain Kcighley had been sitting |
for an hour, listening to the political |
arguments of “Tim’” Noonan, the lead- |
er of the “Bixt.”. Wherever Noonan
went, he closed the doors behind him.
Keighley had heard him in a silence
that was irritating; and Noonan, in the
breathless office, had arrived at &
blood-hot esperation that kept bolling
up red in his face.

“i'11 think it over,” Keighley prom-
ised for the fourth time.

Noonan plucked from between his
teeth the frayed but of a cigar
chewsd to tatters. Now look a-here,”
he said hoarsely. “I'm yer friend, I'm
tellin’ yeh, Dan; but I can’'t go back
with no such answer. An' you know
it. Take it er leave it. There's promo-
tion in it the one way &an’ there’'s
trouble the other. Are yeh with us, er
are yeh not, now?” :

Keighley looked out the window
placidly, and scratched the back of his
hand. “This crew,” he said, “when I
took a hold here, it was the makin’s of
& mince-pie. An’ it 'd ’'a’ been the
worst mess o' nothin’ in the whole de-
partment if I'd run it Brownie, er an-
ti-Brownie, er anythin’ else but straight
business to put on fires. I got nothin’
ggainst the Actin’-Chief ner his Brow-
nies. They ain’t botherin’ me any—
now." i

.Noonan had a long, round upper ip
{hat met a round, protruding under
one in a mouth like a rent in a rubber
bvall. He opened it, and then shut it
again in a politic effort to control his
temper. “Dan,”  he sald at last, “I
like a . joke, but I'm no more a dum
fool than yeh are yerself; mind that
now. Yeh 've been fighting half yer
comp'ny fer the six months gone, an’
yeéh think yeh 've won. They ain’'t
botherin’ yeh any more, no. Yeh
think they ’'ve had enough, an’ mebbe
they have. Mebbe they have; but
there’s them that ain’t.” He plugged
his mouth with his cigar again, and
puffed it till it crackled. “Have sense,
now,” he said. “Have sense, man.
Here's er chance to get the best that’s
&in'. 'Will yeh take it er leave it|"”

Keighley had turned to listen to the
tinkle of a telephone bell in the sitting-

“#Will yeh take it er leave it?"* Noonan
demanded.

Keighley did not answer, He swung
round in his swivel-chair. Some one .
rapped at the door and he called,
“Come!"”

Lieutenant Moore looked in to re-
port; ‘A telephone call ‘from head-
quarters. Soap-works afire at Nohunk.
They want us to keep it off the coal-
docks.”

with us,”” he said.
side.” :

Now, Noonan was the father-in-law
of the Acting-Chief, and the Acting-
Chief was the leader of the “Brown-
ies.”” The “Brownies” were a semi-po-
litical “‘benevolent association’” of fire-
men who had fallen foul of Captaln!
Keighley, had tried to break him ij
treachery, and had failed. He was too
strong to be attacked again openly,
becauss he had an undetermined - in-
fluence with the Boss, and the Boss
was already angry with the Brownies
for having forced the old chief from |
his command by methods that had been
exposed on the Chief's appeal for pro-
tection under the civil-service laws.
The exposure had aroused the reform-
ers to “raise a howl,” and the Boss ob-
jected to department intrigues that got
into court.

Since Keighley could not be driven,
the leaders of the Brownies had decid-
ed that he must be led. Noonan, of
the suave Irish diplomacy, had been
sent to lead him. He had found it hot
work leading old obstinacy in the pier-
house office. The boat looked cooler.

There were two chairs under a flap-
ping awning on the “fantail.” Noonan
went sulkily aboard.

But Keighley took him to the wheel-
house instead of to the stern, and
there was a pilot at the wheel. Noonan
waited in an impatient expectation that
the captain would give his orders there,
and then go aft to finish their conver-
sation; but as soon as the boat was
under way, the men, clearing the decks
for action, began to roll up the awning
and carry the chairs below, and Noon-
an looked at the captain with the ex-
pressior. of a man who had been trick-
ed.

Keighley stood at thé pilot's should-
er, his hands behind him, innocently
watching the course they steered. He
was of the steel-eyed breed of “North
of Ireland sharp nose,” keen and sil-
ent. Noonan, with his gray side-whis-
kers and his long lips, was the sort of
Irishman who would have made an
amiable parish priest if circumstances
bad not made -him a ward leader—the
sort of man to whom politics is a be-
nevolent affair of “gettin’ jobs” for his
{friends and loyally keping them from
his enemies. The only dishonesty in
public office that he understood was
the dishonesty of treason to the organ-
ization, and he despised the political
renegade as h'e’ would have despised
the turncoat who deserts his church.

Brownie ‘@and anti-Brownie were
merely factions of the organization,
and he could come to Keighley with a
charitable desire to convince the eapt-
ain that he was standing in his own
light. They had been young together.
They had served together as fire-lad-
dies in the red shirt days of the volun-
teer fire department. Yet Keighley re-
ceived him without trust, and held him
off, ;

He smoked resentfully, and the
head wind, through the open window
of the wheel-house, blew the ashes in
his eyes.

Keighley said:
up at Nohunk.”

He blinked and grunted.

Noonan -understood that Keighley
was trying to placate him; he was not
shrewd enough to see that the captain
was playing on him. He smoked,
somewhat mollified.

“«OI' Dolger,” Keighley said, “the
mayor—or whatever he is—he's got all
the boys with ’im. They elect im to
everythin’ up there. Do yeh remem-
ber the Red Crows?”

Noonan made an amicable sound
of asent in his throat.

“It'll be cool oul-

“Volunteer flremen

that has always such a poetical appeal
for the Celt—twisted Noonan's lips in
a queer smile, “Nip was a great boy,”
he said at last—"a great boy.”

The boat was then darting and dodg-
ing her way through the cross traffic of
the lower river. By the time the rail-
road terminals were passed and the
breeze began to come less bituminous
from open water, Noonan was laughing
and talking, with his hat on the back
of his Lead and a blur in his eyes. It
was: “Do yeh mind the time I put the

ash barrel over the hydrant, an’ the
boys o' Big Six went by it? Ho-ho!
They near broke ev'ry bone in me

body!” Or: “Will y’ ever ferget the
night we run Silver Nine into the ditch
an’ they sailed into us, tooth and nail,
at the foot o Chatham Hill?” Or:
“Hurley, was it? Well, anyways, he
put his fist into me mouth just as I
opened it to yell ‘She’s over!” an’ I set
down in the road an’ coughed up teeth
be the handful.”

Keighley nodded and coughed, puck-
ered his eyes appreciatively, and
cracked his finger-joints behind his
back. He did not laugh; it was as
hard for Keighley to laugh as it is for
most men to sing when sober. Besides,
he knew enough of Noonan to under-
stand that, although the politician’s
joviality was not all assumed, although
even the fond moisture in his eye was
not from the eye only, old friendships
would not change present policies, and
Noonan did not intend they should.

When Keighley caught the warm
odors of fields and orchards from the
Nohunk shore, he reached mechanical-
ly for the pilot’s glasses, “Them was
wild days,” he said, focusing the bin-
oculars.

“We used to hang together well
enough then, Dan,” Noonan insinuated.

Keighley studied a mist of light
smoke that lay along the water’s-edge,
and worked his lips in the twitching
of a dryly contemptuous smile; then he
dropped his_cap on the chair beside
him, without lowering the glasses, and
with one hand began to loosen his
necktie. ‘“Dolger's got his work cut
out fer 'm,” he said.

The boat went throbbing through the
water at a fourteen-mile gate; there
was silence in the wheel-house.

«Take us in south o’ the ol’ pier,” the
captain ordered. He caught the heel of
one boot with the toe of the otlier, and
jerked off the elastic gaiter; the glasses
did not leave his eyes. “If yeh'd like
to come in with us, Tim, I can give yeh
a turnout,” he said to Noonan. A fire-
man passed under the window. “Bring
me me rubbers,” Keighley ordered him,
without looking down. ‘“¥eh're allow-
in’ fer the current, are yeh?” he said
to the pilot. Lieutenant Moore came to
the doorway. ‘‘Get the starboard lines
out,” Keighley directed, without turn-
ing. He kicked off the other gaiter,
after loosening it with the toe of his
stockinged foot. “It’ll remind yeh of
ol’ times,” he said to Noonan. And Lis
orders and his remarks were all given
in the same absent-minded voice of a
man who has his eyes fixed and his
mind busy on another matter.

Noonan laughed admiringly. “That
ain’t the way ol' Nip used to give his
orders, Dan,” he said. S

From that distance the village of No-
hunk was a cluster of yellow houses
that looked as if they had been rolled

down the sides of the Nohunk valley |

and piled together on the water’'s-edge.
Behind them, a trail of small cottages

' tain intended to leave

marked the path they had come from '

the hill-top; in front of them lay the
soap-works and the brewery—as if their
greater bulk had given them greater
momentum—with  their foundations

1t was this field that had saved the
village from the fire; for the local fire-
men, massing in the open, had been
able to force the flames back on the
water-front, following them and con-
fronting them as they extended down
the piers toward the brewery and the
coal-yards. And Captain Keighley, put-
ting in at a disused and broken pier,
on the flank of the extending line of
fire, planned to drive it back before it
reached the coal-wharves, and to hold
it back until the shore companies could
drown it out.

To a boat that could lift its hundreds
of gallons of water with every drive of
its pumps, the blaze was a bonfire.
To a crew of men who knew that they
were beyond the reach of the depart-
mental authorities, the whole affair
was a warm-weather lark. Under a
stern spray that kept them cool, they
manned their lines in blue shirts and
old trousers, all of them bareheaded
and some of them in their bare feet.
Keighley, on the wheel-house deck, and
Lieutenant Moore, in the fantail, wore
helmets and rubber boots; but Noonan
was the only one who put on a water-
proof coat, and he was directing a
monitor nozle, under Keighley's in-
structions, with all the deadly earnest-
ness of an old man at play. i

Two stand-pipes were trained on the
pier for which the fire was reaching,
and a third was turned on the nearest
coal-wharf, to wet it down. But the
brewery was beyond the reach of the
stationary nozles, being farther up the
jnlet in which the Manhattan lay and
across the road from the foot of the
pler at which the fireboat had tied up.
Captain Keighley, peering through the
smoke, could see a squad of volunteer
firemen vainly trying to reach the roof
of the brewery with streAms that fell
short of the third story. dHe was or-
dering a line of hose stretched up the
pier to aid them, when a fat man, red-
shirted, in the white helmet of a chief,
came puffing corpulently down the
wharf toward the boat, aving a
gpeaking-trumpet. It was Doiger.

He was whiskered like a Boer, and
his beard swept the embroidered front
of a yellow plastron that reached to the
bulge of his waist. He waved his hand
at them, and yelled breathlessly: “Vill
idt cost de county?” .

Noonan forgot his duties at the
stand-pipe and came over to ask:
«What is it, Dan? What's he talkin’
about?”

Keighley shook his head and looked
away from the spectacle of an excited
old man making himself ridiculous. |
Dolger ran on to the squad in the |
stern, and shouted again: “Vat'll idt;
cost de county?”

The nearest fireman answered impu-
dently over his shoulder: *“Nuddings,
if you don't charge us fer the water.”

“No; dot's free,” ‘Dolger panted.
«Com’ along mit idt. I'll show yah vat
idt is to do.”

The men grinned, and went on with
their work of getting their hose out of
its box. One of them said: “Dot voss
Santa Claus in der red shirt. Vee gates
vos loss mit ’im.”

Dolger threw back his shoulders and
blew out his belt like a drum-major.
“De cabt'n—vich is he?” he demanded.
Keighley had turned his back to direct
the stream which Noonan was neglect- |
ing, and the men, glancing up at the;
wheel-house, understood that their cap- |
the resplendent :
chief to them to deal with. |

Dolger explained majestically: “I am |
der chief. Dis feuer iss by me.”

They laughed with the contempt of |
the regular for the volunteer, of the‘i
professional for the amateur. They be-

| the nozle and thrown it up.

“Stob!” Dolger ordered. ‘‘Stob . idt
so!” He was suddenly calm and
haughty. “I don’ vand yah.” They

paid no attention to him. He waved his
hands at them, with the palms out, as
if swimming, in a gesture that was ri-
diculous. *‘Go away back! I don’ vand
yah. Nein.”

The fireman with the nozle, as he
shoved past, said: “Run away, Dutchy!
Nix kommer ous. Go an’ lose yer-
self!” And Dolger put his trumpet to
his mouth and ran up the pier, shout-
ing indignant German to the men in
the roadway. .

Noonan had been watching the inci-
dent from the wheel-house. “What is

it Dan?” he asked. “What’s he goin’ |

to do?”

“I guess he's goin’ to give us what“
Red Crows.” |

Silver Nine gave the
Keighley answered, without a smile,
“J¢’ll remind yeh of ol’ times.”

“Aw, quit yer foolin’, Dan,” Noonan
said anxiously. “What’s he up to?”

“He's goin’ to bring his gang down
here to take charge o’ of the boat,”
Keighley assured him, “How're yer
teeth?’

Noonan licked his lips. “No!” he ex-
claimed.

“That’s right.”

Noonan began to unbutton his rubber !

coat. He snorted “Huh!” belligerently.
“Here,” Keighley said, ‘“tend to yer
nozle. Don’t let it play in one place.
It’ll knock holes in that wharf, if yeh
do.”
Noonan took the directing-wheel
again, and began to swing the nozle
from side to side mechanically, watch-
ing over his shoulder for Dolger’s re-
turn. Keighley went down the ladder
to take charge of his crew, and
left Noonan alone on the wheel-
house; and when Dolger's men ap-

peared, running through ‘the smoke
with their chief’s white helmet
leading them like an jkon, it was

Noonan that saw them first. He raised
a warlike shout of “Hi, boys, hi!
Hooks an’axes! Hooks an’ axes!”

The men looked up curiously at the
charge of the red shirts. Keighley
said, “Go on with yer work.” Noonan
screamed: “All aboard! They ’'re
comin’! They 're comin!’!” And then,
seeing that the crew would be taken
un-prepared, he swung around his
nozle to repel the attack himself.

He had had not experience of the
strength of such a stream, and before
Keighley could get back to the wheel-
house to interfere, the water struck the
deck of the old pier almost at the feet
of the volunteers, lifted the loose
planks on the rebound, and over-
whelmed the company like a burst of
surf. Dolger's white helmet flew on
the crest of it; the first men, taken in
the faces with the sheet of spray, were
thrown back bodily on the others; and
when the stream, tearing its way
through the planking, struck a stringer
that had already rotted from its sup-
porting piles, that- section of the pier
collapsed under the sprawling weight
of the fallen men, and dropped them,
with the chief himself, into the
water.

By that time Keighley had reached

R
Tim,” he growled, ‘“‘do yeh want to
drown ’em! Get yer ladders there,
men!” he shouted, “Haul those fullehs
out!”

The crew caught up their scaling-

ladders, and ran, bewildered, to the gap |

in the pier. “They w'u'd, w'u'd they!”
Noonan fumed. He shook his fist at
the red shirts that had rallied at a safe
distance. Keighley caught him by the
shoulders, and turned him round.
“Take a joke, Tim!” he said curtly.

an, with his coat half off, his helmet

pushed back from his forehead, remain-

ed to swallow, and stare after Keigh-
ley, in the posture of a man who had
been egged on to a fight and then left
and laughed at when his blood was up.

He understood that he had been made

a fool of. He did not know that he

had done worse than that for Dolger.

The man whom Dolger-had led down

to the Manhattan had been drawn from
the squad that had been protecting the
bremery, and he had taken the chance
of getting them back to the building
! with a powerful line of the boat’s hose
in time to recover any ground that the
| fire might have gained in their absence.
Noonan’s method of receiving them had
| been a deadly disarrangement of their
plans. It left the brewery undefended,
and it put Keighley’s men at rescue
work when they should have been |
stretched in their line.

They got a ladder down to Dolger;
but he was too weak to do more than
cling to it, and they had to bring a
heaving-line from the boat, tie it under
his arms, and hoist him to the pier|
with the aid of two of his own men, !
who .buoyed him up in the water and
under-proppeéd him as he was dragged
panting up the slant of broken timbers. |
He had hurt his hip, he was too weak |
| to walk, and he collapsed on the pier
'in a pool of trickle from his bedraggled
| uniform, while the water ran from his
Iforeheadrinto the fat pouches of his
| eves, and he moaned, Ach Gott! Ach'
]Gott!" in a beard that dripped with
| salt water like a bunch of seaweed.
| They left him there until they had
| rescued seven of his men who were
|clinging to plles or floating on planks
| under the pier; and these gathered

about him, one by one, forlornly wring-
! ing the water from their trousers, tak-
| ing off their boots to empty them, or
i vainly trying to wipe the smart of
brine from their eyes with the cuffs of
| their shirts. - Keighley looked them |
over sternly. “Don’t you fullehs know
no better ’n to run into a stream like
that? Do yeh want to get yerself kill-
ed”

“We did n’t see it comin’,”
them protested.

“Comin’”’ he said.
was comin’.”

They muttered and looked back ' at
the hole in the pier. “You ’ll get kill-
ed at some o' these fires some o’ these
days, if yeh go runnin’ into places full
o' smoke this way without Ilookin’
where yeh ‘'re runnin’. The Chief
ought to know better. How ’‘re veh
1 feelin’, Chief?”

Dolger groaned: “De pbrewery! Stob
her!”

“Help him aboard there!” Keighley
ordered. *“Cast off, an’ run her up the
pier further, Moore, an’ get that line
in!” The volunteers helped their limp-
ig officer aboard. ‘“Yeh ought to know
better,” Keighley grumbled, “runnin’
in blind like that. Hurry up there,
boys!”

The guilty Noonan had hidden in the
wheel-house. Kaighley saw him watch-
ing from the window, and grimly or-
dered the men to carry Dolger in there,
too. While that was being done, the
boat was run up past the gap in the
pier and made fast again; and for the
next half hour Keighley was too busy
to think of Noonan or his vietim.

The broadside of streams from the
Manhattan had checked the progress of
the fire down the water-front, and a
! single stand-pipe was sufficent to hold
| it now; but the roof of the brewery was
| flaming under a rolling plume of black

smoke, and the excitement ashore rose

to the confusion of a paniec. Keighley,

on the bulwarks, gathered together a

one of

“It was you that

: crestfallen

pier. They tripped over their own feet,
blundered with their hose-spanners,
tried to secrew the wrons nozies on the
lines, turned on the water before their
couplings were tight, got in the way of
the trained men, and were bruised and
wetied, blinded, bewildered, and were
cursed like a crew of clumsy stage
supers caught in the hurry of a “dark
change.”” When they got their big line
Jaid and the water was turned into it,
the force of the siream kicked them back
as if they had been trying to hold 2
cannon, and it was only by virtue of
the everlasting luck of the beginner
that the plunging nozle did not thresh
the lives out of them. Keighley swore
disguestedly, and sat down on the side
of the boat.

The brewery was doomed in any case,
He watched it burn.

While he was still siting there, the
Noonan came up behind
him, prespiring remorsefully, and wip-
ing his red face in the crook orf his
elbow. “We got the oI’ Dutchman in
trouble, Dan.”

Keighley snorted his indifference.

“The boys all work in the brewery.
He says they’ll blame him fer bein’ out
o jobs.”

Keighley spat. “It ’'s up to him; it
ain’'t up to me.” :

“His deputy ’s been in there, crowin’
over 'im. He'll be gettin’ elected to
Dolger’s place. He did n't try to save
the brewery. He says Dolger let the
soap-works - burn a’ purpose. The
whole dang thing 's been botched.”

“Sure it ’s been botched,” Keighley
sai® ‘“What ’d yeh expect? They're
too busy playin' politics to put out
fires.”

Noonan’s mouth shut like a trap. He
stroked his chin thoughtfully with a
thumb and forefinger, looking down his
nose. Then he went back to the wheel-
house and lighted a cigar.

When the Manhattan turned home-
ward again, the sun was setting
smoke-red over the hills of Nohunk,
and the wreck of Dolger's career
stretched from the ruins of the soap-
works to the blackened shell of the
brewery. He had been helped to his
home by a squad of loyal officers; his
deputy was wearing his white fire-
hat; and in the road that had marked
his line of battle the indignant citizens
of Nohunk were planning a revolution
in his fire department.

Noonan watched them sadly from the
taffrail. Delger’s woes lay heavy on
him. Behind him Keighley said:

“Between the boys of the soap-works
fightin’ the boys of the brewery, an’
Chief Dolger scrappin’ with Depaty
Hencks, there ain’t much left o' No-
hunk.”

Noonan did not reply. Keighley took
a turn around the deck. When he
came back to the stern he said: “Them
days is past fer us, Tim. We don't
wear red shirts nowadays; we don’t
elect *ur Chief; we get a day’s pay fer
a day’s work; an’ we got no use fer
polities.”

“What de yeh mean by that now?”
Noonan cried. “Talk straight fer once
in yer life, will yeh?”

“I mean that Brownie ner anti-
Brownie makes no diff'rence to®me. If
a man does his work, I'll stan’ by him.
An’ if he don’t, I'll pound him till he
does. That’s the rule aboard this boat,
an’ it al’ys will be.”

“Yeh ’'re makin’ amistake,”
warned him, ‘‘a big mistake.”

Keighley settled his collar. ‘“Yeh bet-
ter leave me to,run me men in nv’
own way. Mind yer politics, an’ leave
me to me fires. Yeh're a good deal of
a-joke with a pipe yerself, Tim. Yeh
’d better leave that to me.”

Noonan
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~ JUSTINA'S PL

YMAIE

- = By Gracc Lathrop

Collin

] ]
The Knowles parlor v’as in blue be-‘
cause, as any member of the Knowles !
family would have told you, blue was |
the color for a parlor. The dogma had |
originated with one Madam Knowles,
who had rendered supportable the pro-
tracted solitude of a Revolutionary
winter by embroidering in blue and
buff twelve square of tapestry for the
twelve claw-footed mahogany chmrs!
set round the wainscoted walls. ‘When |
her child was born, Major Knowles had
taken delight in making, “with his own
hands,” a minijature claw-footed chair;
and his lady-wife, with languid fingers,
had set the stiches of a thirteenth
tapestry square. The placid camfort
of the succeeding years had the flavor
of luxury, in contrast with the eontigu-
ous privations. The dozen chairs were
drawn about many punch-bowls, or
were pressed into service round the
lengthened dining-table. To such us-
age Madam's handiwork yielded up its
freshness, and the “parlor set” became
faded and frayed, until, in due time,
the daughter-in-law of Madam’s daugh-
ter-in-law had the twelve refurnished
in bright-blue reps.

But the little chair had known no
such casual treatment. Only stately
tribal gatherings, or feminine conven-
tionalities adapted to childish: presence,
had rawn it from fits assigned position
beneath the inlaid card-table. The
tooth of time had been pleased to spare
this small relic, and although the blue
and buff of the shield, the ribbon, and
the laurel-wreath, had faded to silver
and gray, the crossed stitches remained
intact. The little object descended like
a miniature throne from generation to
generation. It was never accounted a
toy, and by the time that it was the
sole testator to the industry of the
Revolutionary Madame Knowles, it
was accounted scarcely an article of
furniture.= It had become the symbol of
the reward of the child who was good,
and who was, be it recorded, of the
Knowles blood.

When Justina Knowles was grown to!
womanhood, the dozen squares of blue;
reps had in their turn become faded,
although of late they had lived in a
darkened parlor, and had served only
in the saddest of family rites. As to
the little chair, it was thirty years and
more ginee it hnd heen brought out to
stand close to the chair of Justina's
mother, in order that Justina's stints
of sewing—on doll’'s clothes, by special
indulgence—might he duly superin-
tended. Seemingly it would end its
days under the shelter of the card-
table; for of all the family, root and

. branch, Justina alone bore the name of

Knowles,

‘ Yet Justina had never adjusted her-

gelf to that Insidious blindness of|
-

i

solitude to which so many New Eng-
land women adjust themselves.
To her thinking—or to her
feeling, rather—the house, except as in-
habited by herself and her servant,
stood vacant, No habitual disuse could
render empty rooms other than empty.
No names of “store closet” and ‘‘spare
chambar” could disguise the fact of
their lack of occupancy; nor could the
tenuous leisure of her days deceive her
with a sease of employment. In the
morning she realized that with empty
hands sne faced the day. In the even-
ing she realized that with unexerted
energizs she faced the night. She wel-
comed such unforeseen breaks in the
routine as a leaking roof or a defec-
tive flue. She anticipated such preor-
dained variations as autumn preserv-
ing and spring housecleaning.

In one of these grateful upheavals,
Justina came upon the linen-swathed
bundle of her dolls. It was a domestic
dogma held by the Knowles woman-
kind that no little girl should play
with dolls after her thirteenth birth-
day. Juctina’s devotion to her play-
things had recognized no date, and the
dolls had never seemed more human
than when they were stowed away. She
had not seen them for thirty-one
years. Now, as she smoothed the
crumpled, yellowed garments, and re-
garded the chipped, staring faces, as
unblinking as idols, the impotent
childish passion of the day of their
banishment came back to her. Then
she had consoled herself with the self-
made promise that when she was
grown up she would ‘“‘play dolls” as
often as she pleased. Again her fin-
gers hovered over a scrap of ‘black-silk
apron thrust through by an unrusted
needle, Only the Knowles dignity kept
her from the folly of taking up the in-
terrupted stitch. Could any justif,\-’lng‘
aspect, no matter how oblique, be dis-
covered, she would fill out her abbre- |
viated playtime. If only, for instance,
there were a thirteen-year-old girl at |
hand! But neither the family connec-
tion -nor the neighborhood could furn-
ish forth that variety of childhood. As
Justina turned over the creased heap
of the puppet wardrobe, the little-girl
sensations of being “fairly driven”
with family cares woke Dblissfully.
“pPlay dolls” she must. If herself an
outlaw by age, she would regain ac-|
cess to little-girihood by means of a
playmate.

Houschold tasks forced her to lay
aside the bundle. but she went about
in a pieasant day-dream. She conjured
up her parlor sweet with surlight, her-
self in a mahozany arm-chair, and
drawn elose to her knee the little an-
cestral seat, with a child holding up |
a bit of stitched cloth for her inspec-

tion. Years before she had had other
day-dreams, which had faded as nat-
urally as night-dreams; but this time
no other interests arrived to banish the
mood evoked by the toys. And when
one mornin’s mail brought a gray
pamphlet, it found Justina ready for
decision—a decision demanding action.
The pamphlet was the annual report
of an orphange in a neighboring town.
Time out of mind the name of Knowles
had stood on the list of trustees. The
recurrence in its columns of her family
name seemed to sanction her purpose.

She set out on a journey to the orphan-

age.

In coaching days the present orphan-
age had been the tavern, and thus
stood close -to the highroad. It had
plastered walls, washed to a lavender
color, and cinnamon-brown shutters.
The windows were small in proportion
to the expanse of wall, and gave an ef-
fect of gulls’ nests on a seaside cliff.
Before the entrance, in place of the old
swinging sign-board, an arch had been
erected, inscribed with the legend that
this building, holding a collection of
forty children and a matron, was a
“Home."”

Justina waited in the parlor. “I hope
the matron won’t think I've come to
spy on her,” she thought. ‘Maybe I
ought to have sent Mrs. Briggs word
that I was coming. Only I started 80
suddenly, there wasn’'t time. But i
tell her how perfectly neat everything
is, and how well-cared for the children
seem to be.” Such an expression would
have been no flattery. It was no more
than the matron’s due. From the mo-
ment of opening the front door, the
odor of pine floors, damp from recent
scrubbing, 'assailed the visitor. From
the hall was added the smell of stew-
ig meat and vegetables. In the parlor
there was not a speck on the thread-

{ bare carpet, the maps of the township

and’ the eountry, the sallow engrav-
ings of Washington, hung straight and
bleak on the walls. The horror of the

impeceability of the place weighed up- |

on Justina.

“I must speak very warms- |
| ly of Mrs. Brigg’s good management,” |

che warned herself, as she heard the
matron’s steady, massive step on the |

stairs,
|
The matron received the deserved
comniiments unemotionally. Her mat-

ter-of-fact, large, tidy person was as,

acustomed to approbation as the child-
ren were to soup. “Yes, I have two
nine-year old girls that could be bound
out right now,” she said. 2 0 1
them, and you can take your choice.”

fetch |

Again Justina waited, this time with .

hands close pressed.

On its return, the

steady step on the stairs was accom- |

panied by an iregular patter.

Mrs. | cape, held an ivory-handled

Briggs stood in the doorway, by her
side a little girl. Justina looked and
her heart sank within her. She could
find no fault: of the orphanag,e the
child was orphanly. She was all that
she could be, and she was insufferable.
She was a nice, straight child, with a
pleasant color in her broad, polished
cheeks, and shrewdness in her smap-,
ping black eyes. There wak a recom-
mendation in every roll of her smooth
black curls.

“Good afternoon,”

«What is your name?”

“Stella, ma’am,” raplied the girl

Justina shivered inwardly. She had
happened always ta detest that name, *
and Stella’s voice! Of course there was
nothing the matter with her but Justina
could not harbor the thought of hear-
ing its wooden tones day after day. If
only she could devise some means of
escape from the matron, still blocking
the doorway, she would abandon the
whole ridiculous plan, and end her days
in fastidious solitude,

“There's another little girl, you
know,” said the matron. “Here she is,
behind me. She’s so small for her age,
I don’t know as you saw her. Come out ;
now, and hold up your head.”

There was thrust forward a second
little figure in checked pinafore, She
did not return Justina’s gaze. Her eyes
sdught the floor, and a brass-toed shoe
traced, in an extremity of shyness, an
arabesque on the carpet. Her limp
brown hair was pushed behind her ears.
Her neck stretched in birdlike thinness
from the gingham ruffle. When a whiff
of soup that was fairly visible came
through the door, Justina noticed that
the child’s nostril quivered with an in- |
nate disgust. Justina’s heart went out
to her. “And what is your name?’ she
asked.

«“Phebe.” Ah, the rare child volce by
which some few of the human young
bespeak their souls!

*You ought to say ‘ma’am,’ ”’ prompt-
ed Mrs. Briggs, patiently.

Phebe flushed. “aa’am,” she added.

Justina watched, fascinated. For sO
small a being, with what elaboration
was she finished! It was fairly amusing
—{hat little nose, with the pointed tip;
the up-curled eyelashes, the precisely
cut corners of the lips. Compelled by
Justina’s continued gaze, the child
raised her eyes; and for the first time
since her mother died Justina read in
another’s eyes that she was lovely to
look upon. For the eirl forgot cmbar-
rassment in admiration as she looked
at Justina's face, aquiline of feature,
mild of eye. Above the parted, waved
hair was a bonnet of heliotrope and
tiny yellow rasebuds. Her gray-gloved
hand, emerging from the black-silk
parasol. \

said Justina.

Her cashmere skirt lay in ripples on
the carpet. About her was the inex-
pressible aroma of a parlor, com-
pounded of flower-vases, potpourri-jars
of India china, pine-knots behind brass
andirons, morocco-bound books, No de-
tail escaped the shy inspection, each of
the other. Their eyes met in a smile
of mutual appreciation.
“you're going to ask

“No, no."
«well, then, if the lady’s done with

you, both you little girls can go up- !

stairs again. First shake hands with
the lady.”

Stella’s firm, solid hand filled Jus-
tina’s grasp. Phoebe lay like a bird’s
claw in her palm. She looked down at

it. Such a sentimental little hand as

it was, flexible and, although tanned
and rough, the type of Justina’s own.
She clasped it affectionably, already
with a sense of ownership.

“I supopse you think there ain’t
much choice, but I wanted you to see
all T had. I don’t want to do any-
thing unfair.”

“No, there’s no question of choice.
T’d like to take her with me tonight.”

“Well, now, Miss Knowles, I don’t
see my way to letting you do just that.
There 're records to be looked into, and
indenture papers to be made out.
Though, to be sure, as you're a trus-
tee, that business will be put right
through. But her clothes ain't up from
the wash yet, and there’s a school
treat this Thursday. She'd be real dis-
appointed, unless ’'m mistaken, to go
off now.”

“Oh, if it’s a matter of her pleasure,
by all means let her wait.”

“Now, as it happens, I'm coming out
your way
a meeting about the work we're doing

here. [ could put the legal forms, all !
ready to be filled in, in my bag, and |

bring the litttle girl, it that would
saitt

“phat would suit admirably. There
are some preparations that I should
like to make, too, for the child. Good-
by. The trustees are to be congratu-
lated upon the Home,
Mrs. Brigzs.”

As the hour drew near for her play-
mate’s arrival, Justina glanced again
at the reflection of her radiant face,
framed in the oblong of her bedroom
mirror. Every piece of furniture in
the room scemed to share her eager-
ness. The high-boy, the bureau, the
bedstend, were her confidants. She
turned again at the door, to smile in-
dulgently upon the conclusion of her
silent supremacy. With whispering
silk skirt she descended to the parlor,
and flung wide the blinds of the south
window, pressing their faded slats

some wmore |
i questions?”’ suggested the matron.

next week. I'm to address

1 assure you, |

among the vivid leaves of the lilac-
bushes. In an ancient wall-paper-cov-
ered bandbox, hidden in a corner, lay
the dolls. Justina had contemplated
setting forth the little chair in wel- |
come, but she had decided that Phoebe, |
as well as herself, would prefer a more
deliberate ceremony for (its installa-
tion. It was her fancy that Phoebe’s
first impression should be the scene of
the sweet-scented parlor, its sole oc-
cupant the lady in the mahogany
chair, a shred of sewing held delicate-
ly in her white fingers. So she waited,
the lilac-leaves of the escaped branches
retreating and advancing across the
pane. Even when the door-bell rang,
she would not step into the hall, and
disturb the tableau.

“well, here we are,” said Mrs.
;. Briggs.
JJustina raised her eyes. The ma-

|
| trons held the child by the hand; it
was Stella!

“My! but it’s warm outside,” Mrs.
Briggs went on. ‘“‘Seems good and cool
in here, though. We've had a real nice
yourney, too, and ought n’t to com-

plain.”
! Her platitudes continued, while Jus-
' tina stood aghast. ‘Once her lips

moved; that was on the impulse to re-
proach the matron bitterly for her
blunder. Then her eyes fell as she re-
minded herself that her own manage-
ment of the affair had permitted such
miscomstruction. Once her hands
clenched strainingly; that was at the
thought that she had been froward in
the favor of her choice, ard that here
was the direct rebuke; that in the
; selection of Stella the matron had been
“‘led." Justina felt the waters close
i over her. She apprehended that the
enfrance of this child was already a
fact in the family history. But at the
memory of that other child face, illum-
ined by devotion, exiled from the
Knowles parlor, Justina beat her foot
on the carpet. At the sound Mrs.
Briggs' garrulity was stemmed.

It was a silence so significait that
penetrated even Stella’s sensibilities.
{ The strange reception by this world-
less, pale woman, in this aloof room,
| had an eery effect, and Stella wept
{. aloud.

At the sound of this simple grief,
Justina trembled so that her finger-
tips tapped the chair. After all, she
reasoned, who was Justina Knowles,
to set herself up as arbitress of fate?
Was not this erying child in as great
need as the ‘other? Justina rose
stifly, went to the bandbox, end re-

turned with a doll. “There,” -aid she,
never mind. Don’t ery. You may play
with this. You can play by vourself,
can’t you? And you will be careful of
this doll? It belonged to a little girl

who has—who has died.” She laid the
roll in Stella’s lap, and heard some
part of its frail anatomy succumb to
the embrace of the broad hands.

“That little girl didn’t die of any-
thing catching, did she?’ asked Mrs,
Brigss.

“No.”

“I supposed not. Still, (it’s my duty
as matron to ask such questions.”

Will you tell me about the other 1it-
tle girl at the orphanage—Phebe?"”

“Well, now, Miss Knowles, you did
come right in the nick of time. At
that school treat I told vyou about,
Mis’ Brown—lives up Bast Weston
way, you know—came and wanted a
chore-girl, and seeing as Phebe was
the only one I had on hand, why, she
took her. But between you and me,
Miss Knowles, vou got the best of the
bargain. Not but Phebe’s a real good
child; but she ain’t rugged and never
will be. And while Phebe don’t mean
to, she will get to dreaming off. But
Brown ’s such a great hand for work
and can train Phebe up into a splen-
did help.”

Those sentimental little hands set to
gsuch clumsy tasks! Justina’s bosom
was consumed with flerce jealousy.
But, she told herself, the children had
been ,assigned. It was not her part to
tamper with destiny.

Justina watched Stella, awkwardly
doubled over the doll, with her feet,
swung clear off the floor, toeing in.
Then she looked at the little chair
under the table, hesitated, and moved
to the door.

“I'm going to leave vou and Stella to
bid each other good-by,” she said over
her shoulder. “I’'ll be back in a mo-
ment.”

From the upper hall she saw her
room. Giddy with dlsappointment, she
reeled against the door-frame. Then,
in a passion of chlidish loneliness she
flung herself face downward beside the
bed.

After a little space she rose, zrd
stuod before the bureau. *“If I were
good, 1I'd have given Stella the little
chair,” she told herself: but she avoid-
ed meeting her eve in the mirror, a
habit which grsw upon her iun after
years.

JERER— SR

A COSTLY ERROR.

2 >

Young Doctor—Have vou never been
sistaken in your dlagnosis, 'lzwtof?
Celebrated Physician—Only once.
very shabbily dressed
consult me one day. I told him he had
only got indigestion, and afterwards T
sound out he was rich enough to have

had appendicitis,

A

man came to




