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st five minutes more, and
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rning as I have spoken of

. in just such & slothful frame
e I had hardly closed my
the additional slumber when
disturbed by the postman’s

the
our first

.eyes for
sometimes

guch a MmO
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of mind.
eyes for
1 was
knock.

«why should a postman come a-

ound disturbing honest citizens at
. ¢ch an unseemly hour?” I aske#,
sud muttering some very uncompli-
e ’mrv criticisms of the habits of
::;:Cau:l'iers, I ventured to look at
oy watch. It was nine o’clock!
-Jumping up, I proc:‘:eded to dress
with all possible cleerity and T men-
ly exonerated the United States
tal.\d service from blame while I

posln : icl £
= various articles o
threw my:. ¥

clothing. -
Two letters lay in my letter box;

poth in strange handwriting.  One
ng, formidable looking enve,
business-

on

was a 1o :
lope, addressed in a jerky,
jike hand; the.other was more‘l)udg_
ety and homely looking, and in the
upper left-hand corner bore a pic-
ture of a daisy, and the words,
«Daisy Farm Dairy, Boston, Mass.’”
"1 opened the more formidable one,
and found that it came from Mr.
Bush, an old gentleman whom I
knew well as the attorney for the
estate of my deceased parents, and
who (the letter so informed me) was
the executor of the estate of James
Fox, an old iriend and companion of
The letter only told me

my father. bound for Boston. Daisy Farm was
in an official way what I already eight miles from the city
knew; that James Fox, among other limits, and I found m_‘\'
pequests, had left $10,000, with t.hc granduncle awaiting me at the
conditions that if his niece, aliss depot with a comfortable trap

Alice Fox, married the son of his old
friend, James Campbell, Sr., (who
was myself) in accordance with the
agreement made between (the testa-
and the said James Campbell,

tor
her,

Sr.. $5,000 would be paid to
and $5,000 to the happy groom. In
the event of Miss Fox marrying any-
one else, or remaining unmarried af-
ter the age of twenty-six, the 8$10,-
000 would go to the Ellis Orphan
Asylum.

1 had attained my majority but a
few days before and was now ripe
for the matrimonial market. This
was the reason for the attorney’s
motice; a sort of warning that I
was worth $5,000,—and should not
take a penny less.

For four years, ever since the
death of the excellent Mr. Fox, this
sentence had hung over me. I had
not seen Miss Fox since childhood ;
for the family removed from the
Pennsylvania ‘town where we lived,
to New York, when I was a child.
I did not doubt that the strange
‘conditions - of the bequest were even

more repugnant to her than they [he continued. “ When I felt the
were to me; and I could easily im- | rheumatisin gripping me at first I
agine her vexation and embarrass- | gaid: ‘John you're getting old,” but
ment when the will was published. | now that I see all of you young

But however she felt, it placed me
ina very unenviable position. All
of Miss Fox’s friends and acquaint-
ances, and many others, too, knew
of the conditions of the bequest, and
if I faliled to sue for her hand and
dowry, the omission would be a
slight that would almost assume the
magnitude of an insult. On the other
hand, if I persisted in following out
the “agreement’” . 6f my father and
ber uncle, she and the public might
axribe my devotion to- mercenary
motives; and I might suffer the hu-
wiliation of being jilted by a gim
for whom I had no affection. The
Uewspapers, that'take such a mor-
bid interest in matter which should
ot concern' them, would appear with
8big heading, ‘“Would not Marry
Him for $10,000."

There- seemed - to be -no way out of
the dilemma, unless she should fall in
1ove and marry some one else. This |1
Va8 a drowning man’s straw 1o me,

4 I clutched at'it with terrible en- | ing was about a quarter of a
away.
all the work at the latter place was
performed by men, and
cheeked milkmaids 1 had dreamed of
were supplanted by males
same general make-up as Pete. Pete,
by the way, was quite an important
personage at the farm, for, besides
‘being my uncle’s hostler,

“8v. T prayed with-all the fervor
of my soul that Miss Fox might fall
Madly, desperately, in' fove with
| %ome eligible young man for, whom
| ¢ would sacrifice $5,000.
I was 0 much disturbed over this
Matter that I almost: forgot the oth-
‘l”mef- “The Daisy Farm Dairy,”
; m"'”d- Probably Some new  in-
‘Il'm food company has heard that
| * Braduated in medicine, and wishes
'M to usc and endorse its products. | t
But when 1 opened the >
- found oty mistake,
bottom, wags the unmistakable scrawl
my granduncle, : L

solely to show off the sharp

ed like anything but a butter-man.

grew broader the nearer I approach-

folks growing so that you can look

said all this in one breath, and then
laughed as though- getting®old was a
very funny proceeding. Then he turn-
ed his head towards a knot of cab-
men and shouted :

crooked eye, and milk splashes
his hoots, detached himself from the

group and came forward with a
limp.

‘“Take the gentleman’s check and
have his baggage brought over to

the farm,"”

lowed with the baggage and my bi-
cycle in the milk wagon; and, after
about an hour’s drive, we arrived at
Daisy Farm.

modern structure of light brick, sur-
rounded by a park-like expanse

stretched the farm; the dairy build-

charge of the one exclusive milk
route which the Daisy Farm con-
rolled. Most of the dairy shipwents

were of the wholesale order, Dwe
for, at the| few city customers were
-every morning with fresh cream. Pete
| had charge of this route; and I hav-
ing by presents of sundry
etc., proved myself worthy
| iriendship, he offered to take
with him one morning that I might
see Boston by daybreak. To do sol
| had to rise at 4.30 a.m.,

now think it a very pretty name. My
granduncle was an old bachelor, and
having of late years stopped active
work on his farm that he might bet-
ter manage its affairs, he haa been
seized with that enemy of the aged—
rheumatism. He told me this in his
letter, congratulated me on having
successfully attainéd my degree of M,

D. and invited me to pass a couple
of weeks at Daisy Farm, adding,
*“You may use me to experiment

with all of your rheumatism remed-
ies, and find out which is the best.’”

Uncle John was a shrewd old man,
and his invitation could not have
come at a more opportune time. Be-
fore I had finished my cofiee T was
resolved to visit Daisy Farm and try
to forget my troubles. I would hunt

the pheasant in the maple woods,

gay in red and yellow from Jack
Frost’s brush; T would follow the
squirrel to his haunts and store-

houses, and pluck the ripening chest-
nuts in spite of his angry - chutter:
and, in the evening I would watch
the gorgeous autumnal sunsets while
I followed the mecek-eyed alderneys
through the fields of golden rod, and
see the rosy-cheeked milk-maids with
their pails of frothy, lacteal nectar
And so, while I prepared to depart,
I built castles in the air and hoped
for good weather,

The following Monday saw me seat-
ed in a through

passenger train

and a handsome team. The oid gen-
tleman, much to my surprise was fat
and aristocratic looking. My

ish recollection pictured him

ehitd-
as a
long, angular man with chin whisk-
ers, who spoke with a
whose clothes hung about
though they had been placed on him

drawl and

him  as
points
of his anatomy. Prosperity and
Boston life had brought him rotund-
ity and rheumatism, and, with his
white hair and mutton-chops he look-

While I was observing him he anx-
iously eyed the passengers that
streamed from the depot exit, and
when he saw me, his ruddy, good na-
tured face broke into a smile that

ed, like a widening circle of ripples
on a pool of clear water.

‘““Ah! James, my boy; glad to see
you!’’ he exclaimed, as he shook my
hand vigorously and then held me at
arms length that he might
the better.

““Hardly would have known you,”

view me

over my head, 1 feel sure of it.”” He

Pete!’’

A long nosed individual, with a

on

said my undle.
““I jumped into the trap; Pete fol-

My uncle’s residence was a roomy

of

awn and shade trees. Back of this

mile

Contrary to my expectations
the rosy-

of the

he had

a
supplied

cigars,
of his
me

but de-
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neither. The fate that 1 had so
carnestly wished for Miss Fux had
befallen myself, I was desperately in
love with some one whom I
know.

did not

The first morning that I rode out

with Pete we stopped, about eight
o'dock, at a house in the fashiona-
ble quarter of the city. Pete rang

his bell vigorously for about five
minutes; but there was no response,
that he never could pronounce r—he
One of Pete's many peculiarities was
always substituted a w. As he rang
he grew red in the face and I heard
him mut ter something about people
being “‘nevaw weddy;"” then he
started towards the rear of the pre-
mises with the can of cream. He had
disappeared around the corner of the
house, when the front door
and a strikingly pretty

opened
young lady

came down the steps and advanced

towards the wagom. I had a con-
fused remembrance of golden hair,
faultless features, and laughing blue

| eyes, and, hampered by my strange
situation, I felt myself growing very
much embarrassed. She evidently at-
tributed troubled
| for she said with a smile that would
propitiate an ogre A |

my iook to anger,
suppose you
but Mary
without warning, and

are vexed at the delay;
leit yesterday
Mrs
no one to come so I volunteered my

Dean was very busy. There was

services.”’

a milk-

said to
stand

Heavens! she took me for
“I must explain,” I

to

man

myself, and T attempted

up. I forgot that I was in a cover-
ed wagon till my head struck with
a thud against the wagon top, and
my hat came down over my nose
and ears. I knew that the visible
portion of my face was as scarlet as
a ripe tomato, and, while I tugged

at my hat rim to free myseli, T felt
that she was laughing at me. How-
I succeeded in extricating

of

ever, when

my head and recovering the

my eyes, she looked very aemure.
“I am not the milkman, Miss,”” I

said with a last attempt at dignity,

use

which I knew was a miserable fail-
ure.

“Not the milkman?"” she said in
surprise; ‘““Why, what did you ring

your bell for? The wagon says—'’
She stopped, for the irregular step
of Pete was heard and he appeared
hearing an empty milk can.

““Oh dear!’ she cried. ‘““ Pardon
me!”’ and blushing vividly at her
mistake she rushed into the house

But my early morning journeys
were all fruitless. In vain I strained
my eyes at the windows of her

house; never a glance did I catch of

her. An unusually plain and homely
girl came for the cream, and, from
the way that I surveyed the pre-

mises, she must have thought me a
burglar making a dajlight recon-
noitre. The urbane and loquacious
Pete told me that the house was oc-
cupied by a Mrs. Dean.

“Pow’ful wich people, I cakelate,”
said he. “*They use heaps of
cweam.”’

Pete’s idea of the social greatness
of the Bostonians was measured by
the amount and quality of dairy pro-
ducts which they consumed. At my
suggestion he inquired of the freckle-
faced girl, and found that a young
lady from New York had recently
come to live with Mrs. Dean, but be
coitd not learn her name. The
freckle-faced girl and Peter were old
friends, and an accidental conversa-
tion revealed that they were even
more than this, and that Pete, also,
had a romantic interest in  Mrs.
Dean’s residence. I observed that
while the sunburned damsel stood in
front of the wagon she would fre-
quently place “her finger in her
mouth, look through the corners of

her eyes, and make a serws of
smirks and grimaces that I could
not understand, until at last 1 be-

came convinced that she was suller-
ing from some nervous diserse. One
day I asked Pete why she went
through these exercises in facial ex-
pression. He blushed and became
very uncomfortable, and taen with
an attempted air of unconc:rn said .
“She’s a wegelah flirt.”’

It cost me an effort to kexp frem
laughing, but I succeeded, and |
found that Pete had been ‘‘keeping
compuny’’ with the young womun
for some time. He showed 1ie two
paper covered novels whizk he had
bought for her: ‘‘Married, Yet Sin-
gle,”” and ‘“The Lover’s Curse'" were
the titles.

*She’s vewy sentimental,” said he.
Bot I must not laugh at Pete's
love episode for it was the means,
indirectly, of gaining wme asfess to'
Mrs. Dean’s residence. IPromplly

'\
—

love. He invariably retarncd before
11 p.m: and reported for orders be-
fore retiring. One night, though, he
had not reported at his nsual hour
and my uncle thought that be must
have forgotten his duty. He had his
quarters in the upper story of
stable, so we went to bed
any doubts as to his safety.
Towards morning there came a
sharp peal irom the door-bell. 1
hastily threw on some clothes, hur-
ried down stairs, and met my uncle
in the hall in dressing gown and
slippers When we opened the door

the
without

we were conironted by two police-
men, who hore something between
them on a litter, They stepped into

the hall and we found that the
“‘something’" was Pete with a badly
broken leg. The sergeant inquired
for Mr. Dobbs, and, when my uncle
stepped forward, asked if fthe injured
man was an employvee at the Daisy
Farm. My uncle replied in the affir-
mative. Having made a note of his
answer, the sergeant continued: *‘Pa-

trolman 43 found this man near ¥re-

mont strect at about 12 a.m. He
was unconscious and this lay by his
side.”’

The sergeant produced a ver rude-
ly made rope ladder and then re-
sumed: ““The man was taken into
custody. When he had recovered
consciousness, he said that he was

employed by you, and gave his name
as Peter Snyder. He explained
that a young wo-
to elope with
the

when ne

his
injuries hy
had
She had

Tor

saying

promised
let
him,

man
him. down rope
ftadder but at-
tempted to climb it the ladder broke,
and he fell After
hearing his statement at the station
house and
brought him here because his
tion that
surgical treatment.””

My uncle, ever hospitable,
the officers and offered them some re-
freshment, and, when they had de-
parted, we turned our attention to
Pete—our modern Romeo.

“Why did she want to elope?’’ said
my *‘Did anybody object to
her marriage?’’

““Naw,”” said Pete, with a tone of
disgust, which showed that he
entirely cured of his heart-sickness.
“‘She is vewy womantic. She wanted
in ‘“The
dawned

to the pavement.

he was discharged, we
condi-
he needs careful

is such

thanked

uncle,

was

to elope like Gwendoline
Lovah’s Cuss’' and like a
fool, I twied to humaw her.””

By the time Peter was removed to
his apartment and a physician sent
for it was nearly four o'clock, and
the question of who would take his
milk route came up.

“I hardly know what to do,” said
my uncle. ““The place is short hand-
ed at present and we cannot
well spare anybody .
knows the route hut Pete.

He tapped his forechead with his
forefinger, a habit that he had when
he was thinking deeply, but no idea
came to answer his persistent knock-
ing. Meanwhile I had my mind made
up.

very
Besides no one

‘“Would you object if I took the
route?’” I asked.
‘“Do you honestly mean it?”’ said

my uncle, in a manner that plainly
indicated that he hoped I did mean
it.

““Of course, I do,” I said.
shouldn’t I mean it?"’
“Very well,”” he said. ‘“You have
taken a great weight off my mind,
James, and, thougan I would never
ask you to do this, I will not forget
your kindness.”’

I believe he was as truly grateful
to me as though I had done some
wonderful deed of heroism. I bundled
him off to bed and went down to
the creamery where the wagon stood
already loaded, amd, after ordering
the team hitched up, I donned a suit
of overalls and was ready for duty.
By half-past six I was in the city
performing my duties as if I had
been fitted for nothrng else,

When I arrived at Mrs. Dean's, the
freckle-faced girl did not appear, so
I hoped for another view of the
young lady who had so charmed me.
My heart thumped against my ribs
with anxious anticipation. No one
appeared; 8o I carried the can to
the rear of the premises and left it
on the kitchen steps.

My work was completed at eleven |
a.m., and after taking dinner 1
started for home. Perhaps the un-
fortunate Peter had left some tammt
of his ill luck in the vehicle; at any
rate when I had driven only a short
distance from the city I heard a
sharp crack; and, on an examinution
of the wagon, I found a whippletcee
broken. I walked back to the city
with the injured vehicle, leading the
horses, and brought it to a wheel-

“Why

around Boston that afternoon, how
they would guy me. I saw my rve-
flection in a show window nirror,

and I must confess that I looked like

a typical farmer,

I had to wait until elght o
completed and by that time it
very dark. A storm seemed
brewing, and both moon and
were obscured. 1 had some d
as to the proper route, but [ tr
greatly to the sagacity of

reins hang loosely on their bac
had left the city 1|
After driving this way for

soon as 1

turning, about a mile from her
tire Then it
so dark_ that we both became

was punctured

We will be willing to pay you
your trouble, and, no matter
vou may charge us, we will
consider that you have done
favor if you will us to
city. We know it is a great dc
ask of a total stranger, but we
that the peculiar circumstances
excuse our presumption.”’
““Although we do not
other in a formal way, Miss,"’
swered, ‘“we are hardly total st
ers; for I think I had the pleas
conversing with you last Thu
morning, when you mistook m
what I now

drive

know

any payment for doing what i
plain duty.”

““Indeed you are a gentleman
worthy of the name,’’ began th
er lady.

worth something—"’
the subject was ended, while T v

overalls in search of my cari
Of course I could not fnd it:
fished out a single card from my
pocket and handed it to the yo
lady.

of the wagon, stored “he
next to them, and then placed

the centre. T lifted the ladies
the vehicle and improvised a
from a small box while I drove

As soon as they found

gan
could not catch all of their rem
but I heard the younger: one
‘““Yes: Mr. Brown, the trav

He’'s not the re'gular milkma
all.”’
but the words, ‘““the other mery
‘‘the same gentleman,”’
suppressed laughter convinced
that the young lady was relatin
encounter with me.

me as Mr. Brown? ‘‘The trav

gave her in the dark, in place o
own.

elder lady asked me if T was a
eling man, I said:

have you not?’’ I asked.

‘said the clder

horses, and I lit a cigar and le

am—a milkman, I
be happy to do anything I can
assist you; but I claim to be a gen-

wagon seat next to the bicycles,

salesman for the ‘Daisy Farm Dairy.

man for ‘Daisy Farm,’ she said.
must have been Mr. Brown’s card 1

Something tempted me
keep up the decaption, and, when the

‘clock

before the repairs on the wagzon viere

was
to be
stars
oubts
usted

the
t the
cks as
imits,

about

three miles I noticed two points of
light on the road a distance shead
of me. As I approached cautiously I
found that the light came from two
bicycle lamps, and also that two
ladies with bicycles were staading 1y
the roadside. I knew that sowe-
thing was wrong and I had occcided
to stop when I heard a rather veip-
less and trembling voice call: *Mis-
ter! Mister!”’

The voice seerned familiar and 1
puzzled myself to think where [ Lad
heard it before. Suddenly it camo
to me; it was the mysterious vo.ng
lady who was staying with Mrs
Dean. What a glorious opportunity
to form her acquaintance, ! swore
vows of eternal gratitude to Peter
and his freckle-faced fiancee, while I
talighted and asked if 1 could be of
any assistance to them.

“You can, indeed, said the voung
lady. We came out for a short ride

this evening, and when we were re-

e, my
grow
very

much afraid and we have waited here
for some time in the hope of sceing
some one who would take us homne.

for
what
still
us a
the
ral to
trust
wiil

ecach
I an-
rang-
ure of
rsduy
e for
wiil

to

tleman and cannot consent to accent

s my

, well
e e'd-

“But your time is certainiy

I waved my hand to 'ndicate that

ainly

turned out all of the pockets of my

case,
but I
r vest
unger

While I was lifting tne bicyecles in-

icyele

to the wagon I saw her examine the
card by the light of her b
lamp. I placed my cans in tle

rear

hicyecles

the
in
into
seat

themselves
homeward bound the two Indies be-
an animated conversation. I

aiks,
sSoy:
eling

n ai

Their voices sank to whispers.

ning'’

followed Ly

me
g her

What did she mean hv referriag to

eling
1t

f my
to

trav-

““Yes, T owe my
present position to an incident which

happened last evening near your
premises.”’ °
“Pear me!’’ said the, elder lady,

‘‘near our premises? How strange.’’
‘“You have a servant girl with red
hair and freckles who is very roman-
tic and reads a great many novels,

*“That is a very accurate deserip-

ay.

“In this way: through the roman-
tic ideas of your Mary the love sick
driver of this milk wagon came to
grief last night; and on account of
his mishap I was forced to take his
place.”’

I then told them about Pete’s rise

and fall, and both were very much
amused at the romance which had
been carried on under their very

eyes. During my recital I spoke of

Mr. Dobbs as my granduncle, and
the elder lady said she knew him
very well. “‘But pardon my forget-

fulness,’”’ she econtinued: “My name
is Mrs. Dean and this voung lady is
Miss Fox of New York.”

Oh! it was well that the excellent
old lady did not see my face then.
Miss Fox! And I had prayed that
she might marry somebody else.

I was so perturbed that I loosen-
ed my grip of the reins. The team
swerved to the right and we went
over a pile of stones with such a
jolt that myself and the two pas-
sengers were thrown violently a-
gainst the sides of the wagon. While
the and the milk
cans clanged together, T contributed
my share to the general uproar
shouting at the horses,
that they were to blame:
pitch dark and I

ladies screamed

by
pretending

It was
tried thereafter to
keep in the middle of the road.

We had driven some distance when
Miss Fox said: “I think something
fell out of the wagon that time, Mr,
Brown.’’

I stopped the team and looked for
iu match. I found a piece of one and
lit it. DBy its scanty light I saw that
one of the cream cans was missing.

“If you will not be afraid, ladies,””
I said, “I will walk back a little
way and see if I can find the can.’”

They assured me that they would
I started to
for the can, for
1 could not sce anything. After 1
had walked some distance I imagin-

feel and

look—or

perfectly safe,
rather feel

ed that 1 heard a noise in the direc-
tion of the
the noise

team. I listened, and
repeated. Nothing
filled my mind now but the idea that
the horses had taken fright and were
running away. 1 was resolved to
overtuke them, and I started back

was

as fast as I could run. I was just
warming up nicely for the chase
when—Bang!—something struck me
on the forchead and, amid a shower
of stars, 1 sat down in the middle
of the road, uttering a blood-curd-
ling yell of pain and surprise.

I heard an answering double scream
just a short distance In front or me;
for, instead of being assaulted
highwaymen, I had simply run
gainst the wagon at full speed
startled the
screech,

“Is that you, Mr. Brown?"
from the wagon.

by
a-
and
ladics uncanny

by my

came

“Yes,” 1 said. “‘I think it would
be safer to drive back a bit,” I
turned the horses and took the
reins.

“Did you hurt yourself, Mr.
Brown?'' said Miss Fox.

““Oh, no!" I said. ‘““Nothing seri-

ous,”” while I nursed a lump on my
forehead as large as a hen’s egg. “‘T
thought I heard the horses moving,

so I ran back to see, and bumped

, into the wagon.”’

.."“We were frightened, after all,’”
said Mrs. Dean, ‘‘and I don’t know’’
What she intended saying then was
never found out, for a second shock,
even worse than the first one, preci-
pitated all of us to the bottom of
the wagon.

From the crackling, rumbling,
noise, I knew that we had driven
over the cream can that I was in
search of. Aguain I turned the horses
toward the city and fished the bruis-
ed and battered can from a pool of
cream under the wagon wheels. No
other mighap occurred and we reash-
ed Mrs. Dean’s residence in safety.
Both ladies were profuse in their ex-
pression of gratitude, Mrs. Dean
cordially invited me to call on them,
and of course I promised to do so.
‘“We have caused you, not only a
vast amount of trouble, but have ale
80 been the cause of the destruction
of your cream can and the loss of the
cream,’’ said Mrs. Dean.
‘“Madam,’’ 1 replied, ‘‘there
yse crying over spilled milk.””
‘“You view the matter from & pro-
fessional point of view,”’ said she,
with a laugh.

““Well,”” said Miss Fox, smiling,
““although you have spilled your
cream, we will hear witness that you
still have a large scock of milk on
hand—the milk of human kindness.”
1 drove home, happy and jubilany,
and, when I told my experiemce to
my uncle, he laughed till he feared
that his fat sides would burst. The
vext day an experienced man was se-
eured to take Pete's place and I was.
relieved of my enfarced duty.
Of course I called at Mrs. Dean's.
My uncle accompanied me & on »mg,
first visit and his presence gave me
u.' prestige that I could not have ob-
tained in any other way. His health
had improved very much under .
treatment and he, therefore,  h
Ited opinion of my  pro

is no




