
T he Bow of Ulysses
By PE-GGY WEBLING

11S naine was Ulvsses Boehim, and lie made fris first
inappearance in the good old days wlien sliows

were, scarce in Sterryville, Canada, as solo vio-
linist witli the Mandrake Vaudeiville Company.

Sterryvîlle was sucli a sinaîl town tliat the only ad-
vertisemnents were liall a dozen bills in the store windows.
The hall was liglited liv two lianging oul lamps, th e stage
being' illuminated by four footliglits, with pieces of tin-
foil as reflectors.

Mr. Hiram Sterry, tlie most prosperous merdhant in
tlie town, was sitting in tlie mîiddle of the front row,
witli lis wife on lis riglit liand and lis eldest daugliter
on lis left. Hiram was a big man witli closely cropped
lair and grey beard, strong featured and wrinkled; lis
wife was, a quiet, worn little wonian, *and bis daugîter
was a captivating girl of twenty, as delicate and sphingy
as a bow o! witcli-lazel, accustotned to lie flattered and
adtnired, but so frank and lovable that ail thie girls, as
well as ball tlie boys, were devoted to lier.

ITliink it will lie a good sliow, Cissy?" asked lier fa-
ther, giving lier the programme.

"lIt lookis proniising, pa," answered Myra; -,"I'm
very glàd tbere's sucli a good crowd. It's simply pack-
cd ! lIt miglit lie election times."

"Tliank beaven it'isn't!" observed lier fatlier.
Feeling ran very bigli in Sterryville at election times,

and Hiramn Sterry belonged to the tlien unpopular
"Grit," or Liberal party. lIt was, a conviction among
bis friends that if ever a Liberal goverument went into
office tliis strong, self-made man would be leard of in
Ottawa. ime was to prove the trutli of tlie prophecy.

Tlie Mandrake Vaudeville Company opened the pro-
gramme witli an old-fasliioned farce, ini wliicli Mandrake
and bis wife played tlie, chief parts, supported by an old,
broken-down actor wlio worked for his expenses, witliout
salary. Ater tlie farce Mrs. Mandrake sangr a lengtliy
song, accompanied by tlie remaining member of thie coni-
pany, Mr. Ulysses Boehm.

IJlysses was a taîl, Iieavily-built youne- man, witli
tliick brown liair, lis overlianginZ foreliead sliading a
pair of mnoody, bazel eyes, and tlie sulky expression of
lie singularly mobile moutli xaking lim look hike an
injured scboolboy.

Hie did bisbest wÎtli the ancient square p)iano, ratti-
ing snatclies of popular airs between thie different items
o! thie programme, and in tlie middle of thie second part
lie played a vîolin solo.

IlHow .will lie ever lie able to manage witb, that
awful old piano?" saîd Myra Sterry.

'tlie big, su'lky bov liad awal<ened lier interest. She
wondered liow long it would take bier to put liim in a
good temper. Slie lad gzreat experience witli boys.

Ulysses Boehm played his solo without an accon-
panifient. Hie lounged awkwardly on to the stage, toolc
up bis position iii thie centre, and, stretchiing out a
powerful liand, struck bis keynote and tuned bis flddle.
Hie played well, surprisingly well, witli sil and feeling,
and the nusic crept over the audience like the notes of
a strange, haunting song.

Myra Sterry, young and impressionable, bent for-
ward eagerly, forgetting lierseif. and lier surroundings,
lianging on every note, and' positively trenîbling witb
suppressed excitenent.

"Isn't lie .great, pa! Wasn't it lovely?" she ex-
claimed, as the young violinist liowed and nade bis way,
awkwardly as before, off tlie platforn.

"'Fine ! First classi"l said Hiram Sterry.
"II wîsli 1 could bear lin play witl tlat funny old-

fashioned violin. bow that we've got at home," said
Myra.

"Your fatlier's people brouglit it fromn the old
country, so I guess lie don't want to exbibit it to a
pack of slowfolks," said Mrs. Sterry.

Myra ýsaid no more, but site thouglit of tliat old bow,
agaxin and again, during the entertainment.

On tlie following norning, befote anypne i the bouse
was astir, Myra rose softly, dressed, and crept down-
stairs. She opened lier fatler's old Englisli cabinet' and
took out the precious bow. Wrapping it carefully. in
paper, slie slipped out of tlie front, door, and turned lier
face towards the otler end of the, town. The hail-
keeper lad toldý her fatlier, on the previous niglit, that
the Mandrake Comipany wa Ieaving Sterryvlle by an
early train in the morning.

Myra lad no intention of making lier presence known

at the hotel. She trusted to luck-and the help of one
of hier many admnirers-to sec lJlysses by himself. Her
luck did not fail lier. The admirer, wlio was the son
of' the hotel proprietor a.nd acted as booking clerk, was
standing at the door and greeted Miss Sterry with
pleasurable agitation.

"Has the troupe gone away yet, Teddy?" she asked.
"They're havin' breakfast now, Miss Myra," ariswered

the booking cleTk.
IWiil you do xiîe a favour, Teddy ? Ask Mr. Boehma

-the tali young maxn who pînys the violin-to speak to
me in the parlour. He's an old friend of father's, a.nd
I've brouglit a message.

When she reached the little parlour unseen, Myra
Sterry was suddenly overwhelmed with self-consciousness.
What was she to say to the young stranger ? What
would lie think of lier ? While she was debating witb
herseif the possibility of escape, the door opened, and
Ulysses Boehm, shyly and liesitatingly, entered the
room.

H1e was taller and older than slie expected ; lis dark
liair was bruslied snxootlily. back, and lis expression was
perliaps a little more amiable than on the pre'vious
niglit. He gave lier a quick, curious glance, and tlien
dropped bis eyes, miaking an awkward bow.

"I--wanted to see you, Mr. Boelin," said Myra,
and hesitated.

"IYou are very kind. Can I do anything for you?".
answered tlie young violinist.,

H1e spoke like an Englisliman, and bis voice was pe.
cuiliarly soit and musical. His, thin slioes were trodden
down, and lis clotlies were miserably sliabby.

III want to thank you for last niglit," she said, re-
covering lier usual self-possession, 'II want to send youi
away from our town witli tlie knowledge tliat you leave
a friend behind."

"'You are very ki!nd," lie repeated, ail lis youtl re-
spondîng -to tlie innocent enthusiasin of the girl. 111
don't know low to tliank you. 1 was ratlier discou-
raged-last niglt-I used to play well, but lately-times
have been very hard-and I-"

His voice sliook and lie turned abruptly away.
"FPoor feilowl"
Tlie words broke froin Myra's lips before slie could

checkc tliem. Site knew, without words, tliat lie was
poor and wounded-lonely-mnisunderstood-and she liad
the courage to speak to him at tliis vital minute witli
pity and sincerity..

1You muet lie brave!" site said. "Vox are a brîlliant
player. I guess you've lQst lieart. Wliy don't you shift
tliese Mandrake people ? 'You're far too good for
tliem."

III must earn miy bread someliow," said *Ulysses
lioarsely.

III knowL"' saeid Myra, "But you're working, your way
towards Toronto, and you mîust linstle round wlien you
get there. Don't lie scared because you feel poor and
don't look tony. Wlien people liear you play tley'll
forget everytling else."

"Do yoni reaiy mean tlat?" said Ulysses Boehmn.
"(Yes, 1 believe ini you witl ail my lieart," said Myra

simply.
He grasped the liand slie liad laid on lis atm, and,

stooping, kissed it almost rouglily.
SMyra gently d-rew away lier liand, and remnembered

tlie old bow. She asked lin to look at it, and lie drew
it tlirougli his flngers-caressingly, testing it on the table,
as a man tests tlie point of aL rapier, by pressure of
band and quickness of eye.

."Tliis is a Frenchi bow," lie said, "one of Tourte's-as
liard as iron and flot too leavy. A perfect bow. Did
you conte to asIc me its value? ""No!" said -Myra, smiling at lier own frankness. "I
came to, wisli you lucli. I brouglit the bow as an ex-
cuse."'

1 "You are a strange girl!" said Ulysses, looking at
lier*tlioulhtully under bis lieavy brows.

.Once. more lie pressed the point of thie bow on thte

table, and then gave it back to, lier.
tPetliaps yôu will return to use it somne day!" said

Myra.,
Illi you keep ît for mne--Penelope?" askedý the eng-

lish violinist..
"IMy naine is'Myra," sJie said.

(Concluded in next issue,)


