
HOME

"My ebild, corne home. Corne home
f9r Thanksgiving.-Mother."

Briggs slowly raised his eyes from
the paper. The office wall became for
him the background of a picture in
far perspective. How well lie knew
that white-haired figure seated in that
comfortable armehair 1 And <the
room, how familiar it was, even to
the Rogers group on the mantel!1

Distant Ilinois; and yet ît was
here. And lie had flot been there for
ten years--had flot seen that kindly,
loving face for ten years! Hie had
been too, busy 1 Too busy 1

lie folded the paper briskly. Hie
got up from his chair, and rnarched
straiglit te the office of thec hief.

"I1 arn going to leave you, Mr. Par-
ley,/' lie said. "I'r going home-for
Thaxnksgiving."y

"And where is home ?" Privately
the chief was a man, after ail, thougli
iu public lie neyer seemed able te
forget that lie had once been United
States Miluister te a foreign country.
"And where is home ?" lie repeated.

"A thousand miles from here,"' aaid
Briggs. "And I'm going. Clenden-
ning cati take my work."

"Don't worry," said the chief.
"ýYou're entitled to a rest. Corne back
in a week or two, if yeu're ready-
but whatever you do, corne back!"l
Hie studîed the younger man's face
with smiling comprehension. "I ean't
sar. yen long, Briggs. I'm getting

«I'rn going toilit,> said Briggs,
hardly taking in wliat the chieras
words imnplied. "Home, Mr. Farley!
Just te think of it 1"

The ache was gone frorn, the back
of his Deek. Hie was smiling as lie set
his desk to riglits. lie slapped BUi
Miayo on the back. lie gave thc city
editor a special cigar, and lie coni-
miserated the flustered Clendemiing.
Wheu at hast lie disappeared, the force
was still dazed. The Cub, asan after-
thouglit, wondered why the managing
editor earried wîth him the amudged
first eopy of the first edition.

Briggs, as it happened, hai a sen-
timient for that ernudged paper. lie

meant to keep it. Nevertheless, lie
forgot it, and lef t it on the Subway
train.

When Delaney went aboa.rd the
Subway local at Grand Central, lis
firat act was to pick iip the paper tliat
was lying on the emipty seat.

"Somehody miist have ruibbed this
across the bar," lie remnarked to hlm-ii
self, noting the rnudgeýs on the first
page.

Hec epened te the financiaI columun
and read it with the yawning indif-
ference of one wlio knows more about
Wall Street than do the reporters.
At Fiftieth Street lie got off, taking
the paper with hlm. Ile made hi,
way Wo a nen-committal aide aitreet iu
which steod a nion-cemmittal apart-
ment-lieuse, buit before the days of
steel and concrete. lie pressed tiie
third button from the end, over the
row ef inset letter-.boxes in the entry-,
and presently the door clicked open
for him. Hie slowly climbed the
creaking atairs, regaled en route by
the ascending odeurs of tIe jauiter t
dinner.

The doer at whîei lie uiltimately
knocked bore the. information that
Miss Chare lived within. It wau open-
ed au n ch, and a bigli voice said:

"la thât you, Harry 1"
"Surest evýer,>' replied Delaney.
"Welh, atay tIere till yen hear my

door slhut," said the voice. "Then
corne in, and wait for me ln the ait-
ting-room. Lucille is doing my hiair.»

"Any old thi ng,'> agreed belaney.
"Wherel it be this evening?»

'Reetor9s 7"
"Riglit oh F'
Slippered feet pattered away, and

a door was shut. Delaney entered
discreetly, went into the sitting-
roem, and bestowed himseli among
the briglit green pluali upholstery. Hie
east a blasé eye toward the photo-
graphe ou the walh-photographa of
Miss Birdie Clare as 8ylphine lu "The
Higli Rollers,» of Miss Birdie Clare
as Cupid in "The Arrows of Love,"
of-but why enumerate or describe 1


