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0LD WORLD

By W.

(Copyright, 1907, by Homer Spragué)

“He looks as if he were one of the
statues, just a part of this wonderful
picture of the old Italy and the new
rolled jnto one.” mused Penelope Gardi-
ner. “He is really more than life size,
Six feet four if he is an inch.”

iier - munt, Mrs. Hamamell,
around sharply.

“IWhe? Oh, that guard? 1t is his
nelmet, my dear child, and his high-
heeled boots. Wouldn't you think he'd
be ashamed to pose like that at the
head of the great staircase? Did you
ever s2e so much gilt braid and shiny
leather on onc huinan being?”

Mrs. Hammell’s veice had executed a
gradual crescendo, and Penelope reach-
ed forth a protesting hand.

swung

AND NEW

S. 0Odlin

studivcame the click of teacups, and
a confused murmur of well-bred
voices.

“Jolly glad to
Hunter, looking up
gray-blue eyes. Sometimes he had
thought that if he could have looked
down instead of up, she might have
said “yes,” instead of ‘“no.”

“Isn’t it a good crowd today? You
sec, I had something special to. bring
them. You haven’t met Lececa yet, have
you? Hello there, old chap—I ' svant
you to know Miss Gardiner. You
wouldn’t think he was an Italian, eh,
Pen?” Hunter rattled on. “YWhe ever
heard of a six-fgot Italian, with blonde
hair at that?”

“My friend Hunter ‘said

see you,” exclaimed

into Penclope’s

“Don’'t speak so loud, Auntie, dear.
Hece might understand.”

But the great, square-shouldered  fi
ure in glittering uniform stood-d&H

passive as the knights in the old Gabes="
lin tapestry before which Mrs. Ham-"
mell stood enraptured, though she ¢on-'

tinued to criticise the king's guard.
“That's just the difference between

our soldiery and what we see abroad.

Bvery one of our ladg holds possibili

ties of doing big things. Foreign sold--

iers are mere puppets.”’ s

Penelope replied with conviction;

“I don’t agree with you. That “man
has the face, the bearing, of one who
will some day do things that are worth
while. #He makes me think of that
tapestry knight, setting out to fight for
his true love.” i

Mrs. Hammell gasped and closed her
Baedeker with a snap. 4

“My dear Penelope, I am amazed! If
you behave - this way over the first
handseme man you see in uniform, how
will you feel by the.time we have .at-,
tended a few receptions and met the‘
real nobility, rising young diplomats
and all that sort of thing—" * |

“Thoroughly disgusted, I presume,”,
said Penelope, coldly. “And. I hope we
shall not go to any receptions ' where
tiny men with wazed mustachios and
mincing steps will look through my
backbone to daddy’s newly acquired
bank account. It is because that man
is so big, so strong, and looks as if he
could ‘move heaven and earth to ac-
hieve for the woman he loved that I
was studying him. It is so seldom that
I meet a man whom I could:look up to,”
ended  Penelope guith a sight for her
five feet eleven™ inches <of graceful
slenderness. - “I was considering him
only as an abstraet quantity, a hypo-
thetical man, so to speak.”

“I should hope so,” was her aunt’s
indignant reply. ‘“Why, these special
guards of the king are gathered in the
north of Italy solely for their height,
the guide-book says, - and no doubt he
was found grubbing in some wretched
farpn or vineyard. In New York he
would be working in the subway.”

Penelope turned and started to cross
the great throme room where through
an opeén window the soft Italian’sun-
light beckoned to her. The martial fig-
ure at the entrance so close to the
Gobelin tapesty had not moved the
half of an inch, but above the gold
braid on his collar and rising up to the
peak of his helmet was an unmistak-
eble flush. = .

Penelope paused, frozen in her tracks,
but the man looked straight  ehead.
She crossed to the window, resting her
hegd wearily ‘on her gloved hand. Her
glance ‘travelled over the freat court-
vard of the ‘palace, while Mrs. Ham-
mell completed her tour of the tapes-
try-huag walls,

“He understood English—every word
we said. How intolerably stupid of us!
‘And auntie said he probably. grubbed
on a farm! No wonder these foreign-
ers think we Americans are rude. We
are so secure and smug in our ignor-
ance of their language that we can-
not believe they understand’ ours.”

The sunlight wared, and Penelope
knew that out on the Appian Way ten-
der amethyst shadows were settling.
‘Why could not her aunt be satisfled
with Romeé’s beautiful outdoor life, its
drives and walks? Why must she spend
days and days in musty churches and
hideously garish palaces. She looked
back into the room. Lovely shadows
softened the gilt frames and furniture,
reds and blues blended into purple—
and the uniformed figure right-faced
abruptly! He had dared to watch her
as she stood thus at the window! Well,
it served her right for talking about
human beings as if they were statues
or curios. e

That night she wrote in her diary:

“Spent entire afternoon in the Royal
Palace. Tapestries remarkable but

would not make of me either 'a lion or
yet a.curio, but ligten how he- talks-—
—-" Some one turnéd on &n:électric
dight, and,;before  its‘‘flash the soft
shédows, ot the . studlo | disappeared.
Penelape zave a little gasp, and slow-
ly, from Lecca’s face, every vestige of
colored faded. |

Penelope recovered first.

“Ah, theére is Dorothy Kent pouring
ateg.:' I know. it .will be worth drink-
fgz.t" And Leccs, dazed, watched the
'trail of a shimmering ciel blue voile
8kirt across across Hunter's priceless
rugs to the tea table. " There for sev-
eral minutes she stood.with her back
turned full upon the' group eround her
host and his gwest ‘of honor.

She was the centre of another laugh-
ing group, when shé felt his compell-

| ing gaze drawing her away from the

chatter. Hunter was speaking to her in

| a tone which .the tense nervous girl

did not realize was one of renunciation.
‘“Lecca has been unpacking some of
his traps in my further room. He wants
to know if you would like to see them.
It's an honor Pen. Even I have not
seen the 'picture he éxpects to exhibit
at the academy next month. He's a
fine fellow. Met him last year in Paris
—awfully glad he has taken 3 shine
to you.”
| Without speaking, Penelope passed
through the door, whose hangings Lec-
ca drew aside for her. He crossed to a
{ canvas and threw back the trapery
which hid it.

“I have named it “The Old World:
and the New,” he said simply.

Penelope looked with widening eyes.
There was the tapestried wall of the
throne room in all its old-wortld.color-
ingg, Xaded in places, almost obscure,
while ingt it, wvital, full of grace
and vigor, was the figure of an Ameri-
can girl, clad in navy blue broadcloth,
a violet picture hat on her soft brown
hair, and a great bouquet of Roman
violets at her beilt.

“You see I have done what you said
—somehting worth while, and, having
done it, I have come fo show it to you
and your people. I wanted you to know
that you had made it possible=it is not
for sale—" He drew himself up proud-
1y and she reached out her hand plead-
ingly. '

Much has ‘happened to me since -the
day—in the throne room. We—we have
ilgst . everythipg.”

“Ah!” The man drew a long, deep
breath. ‘“Fote has indeed been kind.
Otherwise I might not speak! I was
& foolish boy, unworthy son of a gifted
father, proud of my authority in.the
royal guard. and my toy uniform—faugh
—until you came and the man in me
cried out in shame. You said I could
do it? Hlave I done it well enough to
please you?”’

She bowed her head and then raised
it again. Yes, without the helmet and
the high theels, he stilled towered above
her, and her eyes fell before his earn-
est gaze.

“That day—it was the same, the
gilance, the flash, wou will forgive he,
the message of love. In our country
love does nét wait. Yet for five years
I have worked for you. All I am you
have made. Today I may be an artist
to our king—Will you come!”

“To my king—yes.”

And though-his next words were of
his own .country, the girl understood,
for the language of love is the same in
tae old world and in the new,

IN SPITE
OF HIS GRACE

By Grace Hendrick

(Copyright, 1907, by Homer Sprague.)

rather boring. Bedrooms reserved for
various royal guests reminded me of
Waldorf-Astoria. Were not permltte’d\
to enter royal suite, of course, but|
heard laughter of royal children
through folding doors, and a hurdy-
gurdy playing in what must have been
the nursery. Italy is a place of disillu-
sions. The natives are learning Eng-
lish, the better tO‘ do you, my dear!” I‘
3 : L

Penelope Gardiner held off the plate
card at arm’s length and studied it
critically. |

“It's lovely, Pen—you ought to charge
more for your work. You could get it, :
you know. Rich womten love to patron-
ize girls like you——" [

“Who once ate off their plates, in-
stead of painting cards for them? I
think I will charge Mrs. Fitch half a
dollar more for each of these ecards.
They were done to match her Italian
villa dining. room, you know.” i

“1what I do know,” pursued Pene-
lope's caller, “is that you ‘are going
with me to Archié Hunter's studio tea
this afternoon. The way you have
shut yourself off from all of us, just
beecause your father dropped money in
the wrong copper mire, is inexcusabie.
Pen—there are so many who loved you
in spite of your monrey and love you
now more because you haven’t any—
won’t you come?”’ ]

St. Anthony himself couldn't refuse
yvou, Kathie,” said Penelcpe, pushing
aside her work. “I am going, and
what is more, I srtall wear my new
spring frock, made over from one that -
last year I might have given to my
maid.”

Penelope could say such things with-
out a touch of bitterness. She scemed
rather to glory . in the fact that,
was sclf-supporting, able to face the
world which had promised her so
much and then withdrawn {its hypo-
eritical smiles.

Through thc open door of Hunter’'s

she

it AR

“The special car for New York?” de-
manded Margaret.

l “Track- twelve,” came the response.

“Hurry up! They're just closing the
gates.”

With a little shriek of excitement
Margaret dashed down the concourse

and slipped through the gate just in

itime.,She paused uneertainly, looking

for the private car. A brakeman darted
forward, half pushed her upon the rear
platform and the train began to move.
There was a clamor at the gate, evi-
dently from the people who had missed
the train, and Margaret smiled con-
tentedly as she realized by how nar-
row a margin she had caught the train
herself. .

The friendly brakemen Ilooked puz-
zled when she spoke of a specia! ear,
but at last a light dawned upon *=
‘face. i

“That was to Ye attached to the
‘Washington e¢xpress,” he explah‘.ed.!
“The train is twenty minutes late.”

“And- I'm on the wrong train,” she
cried.

“It’s all right if you want to go to
New York. We'il get there about the
time they do.”

“Then I may as well stay on.” Mar-
garet moved forward to the Pullmans
still attended by the brakeman. She
had just entered the first of the parlor
cars when she felt a tug at her sleeve.

“Jimmy,” she cried in astonishment.
“What are you doing hcre?”

“Bearing defeat back to New TYork,”
he explained. “I got the license, and
tried to get word to you, but it seems
that your father took the precaution to
put a ecouple of private detectives on
guavd. One of them had me arrested
for disturbing the peace when I tried
tad see you., I just got out in time to
leazn that you ‘were on your way back
home,"

“That was horrid,” she sald. “It was
rot like father.”

“But you sece he's worked so hard

that he |

“And 1f 1t Wis—-I—T could not Buy ft. |-

that he wants to land the match.”

Meg frowned as she always did when
reminded of her approaching marriage.
An English duke with vast estates and
an infinitesmal income had asked her
hand in marriage, and her father had
given assent in her name.

Francis Cadmus had been ambitious
for his daughter. He had always frown-
ed upon Jimmy Dorval's suit even
while admitting that he was a fine
young fellow and bound to :nake his
way in the world.

Ben Tibbettson’s daughter had mar-
ricd a baronet. Here was a chance to
aslminister a-final coup to Tibbettson,
who had boasted of his titled son-in-
law ever since. So when young Dorval
began to show signs of insubordination,
Cadmus had hired private detectives.
The events in Philadelphia had proved
the value of this move, for Dorval
and Margaret had planned an elope-
ment.

Meg’s mother came from one of the
old Philadelphian families, and her
aunts had insisted upon a visit that
they might shine in reflected glory of
Her engagement to the duke. Cadmus
had sent her over in a‘private ear and
had arranged that she -should comey
back the same way. The gateman had
not caught her reference to the private
car when she came back from the tel~
egraph office, and by mistake had di-
rected her to the -regular train just
pulling out.

“It's a dispensatian ‘of Providence,”
declared Dorval when' she had explain-
ed the situation. “There are his duke-
lets, the detectives and your respected
parent cooped up, waiting for the other
train; .and here we are, together, and
with a Pennsylvania license in my
pocket. If we can be. married before
we cross the state line—will you,
dear?”

“Of course I will,” she declared brisk-
ly. “I don’t want to marry the duke,
and I do want to marry you. Is there
a clergyman on board?”

“I'll get you one,” offered the brake-
man, who had been standing at hand,
in expectation of a tip. “There’s an old
guy with white whiskers two cars
back.” - i

‘He darted out while Jimmy gave Meg
his'eat and stood beside her. The train
‘slowed up for West Philadelphia, and a
boy in blue and brass came through
the car calilng her name. She held out

“Her hard for the telegram.

“Father says to wait here. She
smiled as she read it through, Dorval
fished out a bill and handed it to the
boy, together with the message.

“You could not find the lady, under-
stand?” : v

“I'm wise,” agreed the boy. ‘“Mebbe
the lady didn’t here me,” .

He pasgsed out and just as the train
began to move, Meg saWw him mowing
leisurely across the platform, the enve-
lope still in his hand. 3

‘“Th’ old guy was a drummer,” ' ex-
plained the brakeman, returning with a
young and very nervous person with a
flushed face. “He says heé’s a minis-
ter.”

“I have just begun my pastorate,” ex-
plained the nervous man, “but I am 4
;regularly ordained clergyman, I leave

§:traln shortly, If you can safisfy me

t there is no legal impedient, I

#®hould advise celerity.” :

7 Rapidly Dorval explained the situa-
“tion. The drawing rooms were all en-
- gaged, but there was a cafe car on the
train and the tiny pantry was empty.
The porter mounted guard to keep out
the curious, the simple ceremony was
concluded and a ceretificate made out
16ng befare the minister reached his
stopping place.

¢It was my first marriage,” he said
nervously, as his slender fingers closed
over the yellow-backed bill. “I am sure
that I wish yau all happiness.” He
pecked Meég’s cheek much as a bachelor
kisses a baby and returned to his own
car to hide his confusion,

The, passenger in the seat adjoining
Dorval’s, who had been impressed as a
witness, expressed an overwhelming de-
sire for a smoke, and went forward
that the young couple might not be sep-
arated.

“Are you sorry now that it's over,
dear?” he asked, as he leaned forward
and placed his hand over hers,

“I shall never be sorry,” she said
bravely. “I was only afraid that you
would not be able to rescue me from
the duke.”

“I bet he drops his eyegless when we
tell him,” said Jimmy, with a wicked
smile. “He’ll drop his eyegless and say,
“My word!” see if he doesn’t.

“I'm thinking of what father will
say,” she answered, trying to smile. “It
will be a great disappointment to him.”

“Then he shouldn’t sell his daughter,”
explained Jimmy. “I guess that’s him
now."”

He pointed out of the window as &n-
other train went rushing by. On the
platform of the rear car, made into an
observation balcony, they could see the
duke.

The special had been sent through on
another track and Mr. Cadmus's tem-
per was not improved by a half hour
wait in the Jersey City station for the
slower train with Margaret aboard. The
entire party were lined up at the gate
as the passengers of the regular train
poured through.

“I made a mistake,” explained Meg,
as she held up her face to be kissed.”

“So the gentleman . said,” her father
returned. “It was very good of Mr. Dor-
val to take care of you. We will re-
lieve him of any further responsibility.”

“I say,” broke in Jimmy, “you can’t
very well do that. I've arranged to
take care of Meg for the rest of her life.
We were married on the train coming
over.

The ducal jaw dropped and the ducali
eychrows were raised while the monocle
dropped from the ducal eye. |

“My word,” said his grace.
very extraordinary, you know.”

“I told you so,” said Jimmy, breaking
a tenseé situation with a laugh.

“How

Py

ey

F
AN ACTINIC VOICE.}"
e W

Mr. Martin was of those who say of
muslie, “I don’t know anything about
it, really, but I know what I like.” Un-
fortunately his lack of knowledge
never led him to silence.

“I heard a wonderful tenor voice
while I was in Paris one summer,” he
said, with enthusiasm, to a patient
friend. “Wonderful! The highest tenor
I ever heard.”

“Indeecd!” said the friend, ‘“What is
his name?”’

“Why, I can’t recall his name,” ad-
mitted Mr. Martin, ‘“but the voice
stays in my mind. Why, man, he sang
way up above the scales with perfect
ease!”

(Copyright, 1907, by Mary McKeon.)

Bakersville was like any other ham-
let. It had a store, a postoffice, a
blacksmith shop and a ruined old saw-
mill. It had & river and a_dam, and
there were fish in the river.!The latter
fact was told to Bessie Foster, njece of
Uncle Joe and Aunt Mary Warner,
who had come from the city for a va-
cation, and who was looking about to
a new diversion.

The girl was rigged out with pole,
hook, line and bait, and Uncle Joe went
with her to point out the spot where
he once had a bite from something al-
most as big as a whale, and for half an
hour slie was so intent on her fishing
that she was oblivious of her surround-
ings. Then a cough from a human
throat startled her, and she looked up
to see a young man fishing in the same
waters and not over twenty feet away.

At first glance she saw that he was
a stranger to the hamlet. As she look-
ed up he raised his cap and bowed.
How long he had been there she could
not determine, but his action in sneak-
ing up, fn the first place, and in mak-
ing' the bow in the seconmd, irritated
her." Shé at once gave a vidous jerk
to her line, intending to quit the spot
at once, but she was naturally defiant
and changed her mind in an instant.
She would not be driven away. She
had simply stared at him in & haughty
manper, when he had lifted his cap,
and should he attempt to push matters
further he would get a rebuff to freeze
his blood.

For the next quarter of an hour the
two fished in silence. Now and then
the young man reeled in his line and
made a néw cast and hummed oOr
whistled ta show that he had not been
snubbed. Now and then the girl gave
her head a toss, just to prove that she
thought herself alone. During this in- '
terval the suckers in the river had re-:
mained quiet or had business else-
where. All of a'sudden, however, one
of them found the girl's hook and
gulped it down. There was a mighty .
tug from the captive and a scream
from the girl. It was the first time
the sucker had ever been.hooked, and,
the first time the girl had ever hooked
a fish. The young man saw the situa-
tion and came running up to call out:’

“You've got him! You've got him!
Don’t handle him that way or youll
lose him.  Play him! Play’ him{”

Miss Bessié Foster was excited, but
she didn’t lose her presence of mind.
She realized what tlie situation called
for, and s};&‘ gave the young man one
awful ‘look and ‘then threw her fishpole
into the water and turned and walked
away. : In thaét one awful look she noti-
céd that .he:was rather good looking
and had certain halimarks of a gentle- |
man, but despits that she continued to
‘toss her head; and her cheeks kept get- |
ting ‘reddef an@ redder, as she left him
hehind, Kt e
£ “For the. land’'s sake, but what has|
happened. o yom?” exclaimed Aunt
Mary as the. gifl .entered the house on
& half ruh and plumped down into the
rockinyehalr, % I

“I—I've found an impudent man,”
was the reply. 7

“Found a what? I've lived in Ba-
kersville ever since I was knee-high to
a grasshopper, and I've .never run
across an impudent man  yet. How
was he impudent?"

“He looked at me, He raised his cap
and bowed. He . gang and whistled.
When I had hookdd 2 fish he came and
wanted to boss things. And ¢h, aunty,
it was such a lovely fish, and such a
big one, and he was so willing to be
caught!”

When Aunt Mary had extracted all
the information possible she went to
the kitchen door and blew the horn for
dinner, though it was half an hour
ahead of time. Uncle Joe came up from
the lot in which he was working, and
in answer to the surprised look on his
face Bessie told her story over again.
When she had finished, Aunt Mary
drew herself up:and added: {

“And now, Joseph Warner, you will
eat your dinner and then start out and
find that impudent young man and
give him a plece of your mind. He has |
gat to be talked to good and hard, and
if you are not the man to do it, I am.” |

An hour later Uncle Joe went down
to the postoffice to make inquiries con- |
cerning the strange and cheeky young
man. All he could find out was that the
newcomer was stopping at White's, at
the other end of the hamlet, and was
thought to be a{r-college student on his
vacation. The old ‘mill was next vis-,
ited, and there it was found that Bes-
sie’s role and line had been recovered
and left in a conspicuous position.
TUncle Joe carried them home and told
his story, and Aunt Mary threw up her
arms and exclaimed:

“Did any one in all the world ever
see such a case of impudence! Joseph,
if you were a man you'd go up to
White's and take that young man by
the ear and make him heg Bessie’s car-
don. She can’t go fishing again so long
2s he is hanging around here.”

«gut T willl” declared the girl, as che
flared up and stuck her chin in the air.
“1'11 show him, whoever he is, that he
can’t scare me off. I'll be right there
tomorrow morning at 9 o’clock, and if
he daresto speak to me again I'll—
I'll--well, after I have given him a
look he won't dare to, that’s all.”

And Miss Bessie Foster was there at
the hour named.She saw nothing of the
impudent young man, but a board had
been paced across two logs to make a
seat for her, and she instantly suspeet-
ed that it was his work. She refused to
sit down. For ten minutes, or while she
was getting real mad, she wouldn't go
within fifteen feet of the seat. Then
the stranger suddenly made his appear-
ance from behind the old mill, and to
sitow him what she thought of him she
laid down her pole and picked up the
board and pushed it into the water. To
her chagrin the young man didn’t seem
to be aware of her presence. He was
catching all the fish and she wasn't
getting a nibble. He made a great fuss
every time he caught one, and present-
ly the girl found herself wishing that
he would tumble in. Fle could have
told her that her line was in only two
fcet of water and that a crab had eaten
off her bait as soon as the hook touched
the bottom, but he had nothing to say.
He even grinned becouse he had nota-
ing to say.

Half an hour had passed away when
Miss Bessie changed her position, It
did not seem to be a secure one, but
in her definance and chagrin she was
willing to take chances. She rebaited

1

. four hours'later he was again ushered

! and see if that pie in the oven has

MILTON'S

' children,

INDEPENDENCE vs HEROISM

By Jane Lewis

and cast in her hook, and within a
minute something seized it.She repress-
ed a cry and was taking a firmer grip
on her pole, when the planks under
her feet gave way and she went into
the pond with a shriek and a splash.
She rose to the surface gurgling and
gasping to find the impudent young
man beside her and saying in her ear:
Oofidad pkitni$n hfloul‘i eetffilo hakcwe

“I expcted it. Don’t struggle ang
you'll be all right. We have got to go
over the dam, but I can swim ashore
below with you.”

The girl ought to have given him
“one of her looks,” but did not take
advantage of the occasion. The water
was very cold and the fall over the dam
ten feet. She gasped with fright and
clutched the young man, and then night
seemed to have come. When she open

ed her eyes again she was in' bed at)

;lunt Mary’'s and the doctor was say-
ng: ‘

“She will do nicely now. I happened
to be driving by the old mill and sgw
it all. The young fellow managed like
a hero. There was no boat, and I could
render no assistance, and two or three
times I thought they were gone.”

“Aunty,” asked the girl after the doc-
tor had gone, “did I fall into the mill
pond?”

“Yes, dear.”

“And go over the dam?”

“Ye’."

“And how—how was I saved?”

“Why, that impudent young feller
had the nerve to jump in after you and
bring you ashore. If things are to go
on this way, I don’t know where they
will stop. I'll just bet he’ll have the
nerve to call here and ask after you.”

Aunt Mary was right. That evening
the young man did call and make in-
quiries and leave his card, and twenty-

into the parlor, to find the rescued
maiden able to be about. Aunt Mary
heard a great deal of talking and some
laughing, and at the end of half an
hour'when the caller withdrew she was
ready with the observation:

““Well, I ’spose it's some more of his
impudence?”

“I—I think I must have been mis-
taken gll the time, Aunty,” replied the
gi¥l with a blush.

“What? Wasn’t it impudence?”

[ “N-0-0, I'guess he knew more about
fishing than I did.”

Aunt Mary looked at her for a long
n'xlmxtg‘, and then sagely shook her head
and furnéd away with the observation:

“I don’t know about that, young lady.
I should say it was right the other way.
You may not have caught a whale; but
that ain’t saying you haven't “caught
something else.”

There may be good fishing in the Ba-
kersville mill pond again this year, but

. sought a position.

there will be no further impudence on
the one hand nor indignation on the;
other. Affairs have progressed too far,

gunage of Aunt Mary:

“A girl comes a-visiting—she goes out
to fish—she meets an impudent feller—
she falls into the pond—he saves her
life—they—"

“They what?” asked Uncle Joe.

‘““None o' your business! You go out
|

burnéd all to a cinder while I've been!

thinking of things.”

MOTHER

By W. F. Bryan

Bess gazed through the open window
out past the school yard with its well-
beaten . earth, trampled hard and
smooth by the play of generations of
through the orchards, now
pink and white with the promises of
fruition, down to where the river
wound its silvery length betwecen green
banks and tiny islands.

It would be hard to give it all up,
and yet before her on the desk, was
the formal communication from the
school board of Milton township, noti-
fying her that her services would not
be required during the ensuing term.

The note was cold and formal, but
for weeks past she had known of the
battle waged against her. The only ob-
Jection was her age, but every mother
with a marriagable daughter. or son
had urged this objection upon the
school board. Mijton township was not
over-well stocked with young men and

this girl from the city, with her self-
possessed way, her stylish clothes and
her bright face constituted a menace to
the mothers.

For once thye united in a common
cause and urged Bess's removal. The
dimple in her chin, the soft color of her
cheeks, the laughing brown eyes, the
rippling hair and the delicious curves
of her throat, each constituted an ob-
Jjection that found common expression
in the cry that she was too young to
manage the young men who formed the
upper class in the winter term.

“There’s Jed Stroughton,”’urged Man-
dy Mills. “Why, he's two years older'n
she be. And him trottin’ over to her
house every evenin’ t’ git help with his
Latin! What does the boy want of
Latin, anyhow? Of course it was the
teacher he wanted. When I was a girl
and taught school, you ¢'n remember
I used to whale the boys good. They
never had a chance to flirt with th’
teacher then.”

Si Judson, chairman of the board,
told himself that that was in part re-
sponsible for her continuation in a sin-
gle state of blessedness, but Mandy
was the sister of the editor of the
“Banner,” and Si wanted to be town
clerk at the next clection.

So each of the other members had
been approached and the result was the
letter that lay in the desk in front of|
the girl. Had she been re-engaged she|
might have spent the sumer in Milton.
Now she must go back to the hot city|
and haunt the teachers’ agencies until]
something else offered for the coming
year.

Slowly she rosc to her feet and went
to the door. At the threshold she paus-
ed a moment and looked around. Her
eyes fllled as her glance swept the
empty benches and the ghastly white
walls with the faded maps. - She had
been happy here in Milton. - She was
looking at her schoolroom for the last
time.

She slipped across the road to Jud-
son’s house and delivered the keys into
the keeping of the gfm-faced Mrs.
Judson. :

“I should like to say good-by to Mr.
Judson,” she faltered. “He has been
very kind to me this winter.” .

“I sent him over to the Center,” his
mother sald stiffly. “Si ain’t got no
call to be gaddin’ about with young
girls. 'Fain’'t decent.”

She closed the door with a nice shade
of emphasis that just avolded a posi-
tive slam, and Bessg turned away to-
ward the river. It-was both companion
and comforter, and as she reached the
bank she sank into a litle nook formed
by a screen of bushes, and the tears
that had been sternly repressed all day
flowed unchecked.

‘When she had first come she had
looked forward to the long summer
days which she would spend by the
river. Then she had been full of en-
thusiasm and there was no question in
her mind as to her continuance in the
position. Now, just as the river seemed
at its best, she was going back to the
city. -“She recalled with a shudder her
struggle of the year before. Her father
had died just after she had graduated
from coliege. When the small estate
Wwas settled it was found that he had
lived up to every penny of his income.
There was just enough left to pay his
outstanding debts and leave a couple of
hundred dollars for the girl. The half
of this had gone for board while she
The rest, together
with her small savings, must go this
year, She had corpmenced the drudgery
of life. She could meet it bravely, but it
tore her heart to leave the river and the
country that she loved so well.

She should see the river in twon, she
knew, a broad silent stream, covred
knew, a broad, silent stream, covered
with shipping and discolored by the
tides and refuse. It would be a gray
ghost of her old friend; a tantalizing
reminder of the river she had lost. She
was still sobbing when a sharp stac-
tato bark resounded and a small ter-
rier bounded into view. 3

Bess rubbed her eyes confusedly. The
dog was fawning upon her in a very
paroxysm of joy. Surely it would not
be Tony, and yet—. On the glistening
collar plate she read the name, “I am
James Harvey’s Tony. Tell him he’s
lost me.” Tony was a ghost from her
other life, and she threw her arms
about his wiry little neck and buried
her head upon his shoulder.

James Harvey, came softly up to see
what game the dog had tracked, paus-
ed a moment. to contemplate the pic-
ture. Another instant he had sprung
forward.

““Where difl you drop from Bess?” he
demanded. “I have been searching the
four corners of the globe for you.”

“I have been right here,” she said
steéadily, as she offered a cool, soft hand
“I had to do something, so I decided
to put to use my only talent. I am—
or, rather, have been--the teacher of
District Four.”

“And the terror of every mother with
& son or daughter of marriageable age,’
he completed with‘a laugh. *“I have
been hearing about you, but ‘the

and too agreeably for that. In thg lan_—I f:eacher , mever Miss Mayo.

“They are'all’ wrong,” she cried bit-
terly. “I did not want their sons, nor
to disappoint their daughters. I just
wanted to be let alone to earn my ‘v~
ing, and they would net do it.”

“T understand,” he said gently. “I
studied in old School Four myself when
I was a shaver. This is my home town,
you know.””

“You come from Milton?"’ she asked.
“Somehow I thought you had been horn
in the city.” !

“I am a traitorous son,” he laughed.
“This is my first visit here since I left
for college. I have bought up the Mil-
ton pulp mill and am going to settle
down here for the summer. I suppose
that you realize that you are a tress-
passer on my land this very minute?”

‘“It won't be for long,”” she smiled
sadly. “I am leaving for town in the
morning to find a school for mnext
year.”

“Why not stay here,”” he urged.
‘“Bess, you must know that I love you,
dear. I felt I ought to wait until you
left Bryn Mawr before I spoke, but I

{ thought you understood.”

Scarlet flooded her face. She had
thought she understood, but when the
crash came Harvey had given no sign.

“lI was in Europe when your father
died,” he went on. “I was on a pedes-
trian excursion and word did not reach
me until well toward the end of sum-
mer. Then I hurried home, and you
had left no trace. May I say now what
was in my heart then? Will yop mar-
ry me, dear?”

She restrained her impulse to yleld.

“It is not because you are sorry that
I lost the position?” she demanded.

‘“It’'s not a question. of smypathy,”
he said. “It is love, love that was born
lcng ago.”

“Do you know,” she said pensively,
“I was trying to realize what it would
mean to go back to the city and leave
the river behind? I have grown very

' fond of the river, Jim.”

He took her in his arms with a hap-
py laugh. He was familiar with her
cddity of expression and knew that
while she spoke of the river, there
was. a deeper reason.

“Now let the alarmed mothers set
their minds at rest,” he sald as he set-
tled himself with his arm about her.
“A most dangerous person has been
n ade harmless by Dan Cupid. Ithink
I am a public benefactor to Milton.”

“You are more than that to me,”
she whisperéd contentedly, as with her

| head against his shoulder she looked
| out across the silvery blue water and

realized that through it she had
fcund peace and the man she loved.

JOHN NORMAN'S
OPPORTUNITY

By C. R. Frame

(R

(Copyrighted, 1907, . by E. C. Parcells.)

The hands of the city clock pointéd
to 6, and the streets leading to the sta-
tion fairly hummed with life. Subur-
ban shoppers, business folk and the
idle minority ‘were all homeward
bound. Electric trams whirred and
clanged in every Cirection and eager
crowds surged into them.

“Roscdale! Rosedale!” shouted
starter.

Helen Gray gathered her suit case,
string bag and Beston fern and made
desperate efforts to secure a place. In

the

her haste che tripped cn a loosened

o

shoe-string and fell heavily into her
seat. She was weary beyond words
with the day’s shopping. It was a hot
evening and the tram was packed.
Passengers behind her crowded and
pushed, jamming her against a man at
the seat's end. A brass curtain rod
which she was carrying prodded him
siarply in the ribs. She turned to
apologize, but the words died on her
lips when she found herself confronted
by the eager face of “The Enemy.”
With a brief word she drew the offend-

ing rod into place and tried to edge-

away from him.

He had passed her early in the morn-
ing bound ecityward in his motor car.
She had encountered him a number of
times during: the day, and when she
had committed her one extravagance,
lanch at Maclean’s, he, too, had saun-
tered in and had seated himself at a
window table beside hers. The enjoy=
ment of her linch: was spoiled by the
scrutiny of John Norman’s gray eyes.

The feud between the Normans and
Greys was of the fine, unreasonable,
New Ingland type. There had been
real cause for grievance at the outset,
two generations back, but when the
grandnieces of Ezra Grey came to live
in the old homestéad, John Norman,
grandson of ‘William the Offender, was
more than ready to bury the hatchet;
and it was the irony of fate that he
should fall in lgve at sight with Helen
Grey. i d

He was rich and popular, and the
most eligible of Rosedale bachelors. He
had never before been anxious in re«
gard to friendship with women. During
his thirty-six years there had been so
many things that he had considered
more important. But for the past fous
months he had planned and schemed
to reach a friendly footing with his
neighbors and had failed. They quietly
ignored his friendly advances, gnub-
bed him a few times, and now, the fear
of marring the armed neutrality, kept
him from over-stepping their limit.
As Helen settled beside him in the
tram, he was very  conscious of the
pressure of her arm against his, and
of the weary droop of ther pretty head.
He had had her under espionage all
day and this accounted for his unus-
val proceedings, going back to Rose=
dale by trolley.

He was eager to take some of the
heavy bundles that encumbered her
lap, but he dared not make the sug+
gestion, her shrinking movement from
him and her unfriendly glance were
earnest of a rebuff,

Twilight deepened and the lights
twinkled in the car. 'When there was
elpow room she must tie her loosened
shoestring. She made two or three at-
tempts to reach.it, but to tie a shoe
in a crowded car, with bundle-laden lap
and gloved fingers is no easy feat.

Jobn Norman was aware of heg ef-
forts, ag his foot was beside hers on
the rail of the séa ahead. When ha»
felt a sharp tug at his shoe string he
understood its significance. He knew
also by the energetic twist that the
offending string was tied in a hard
knot, and that was as it should be.
She signaled the conductor to stop at
a corner some distance from her home,
rather than at the nearer one, where
they must alight together. He under-
stood the significance of this also.
She was getting off, bundle-laden, to
avoid the possibility of any association
with him. Norman's hand stroked his
mustache to conceal the smile at her
transparent tactics.’

As the car slowed she rose burdened
with ‘bundles. Then came a struggle,
confusion and sickening distress,as she
dropped back fairly on John Norman’s
knee. Then she realized what the trou-
ble was—she had tied her shoestring to
his. She was profoundly sgrateful for
the cool, matter-of-fact way in which
he took her wild behavior. She strug-
gled to her feet again, and all of Rose-
dale that was riding home in that spec-
jal electric car, craned its neck in in-
tense enjoyment at what was going
on. .

The motorman angry at the delay,
clanged the bell with furious insistance
and the conductor’s sharp “Hurry up!
hurry up lady, don’t keep the car wait-
ing.” added still further to her nervous
embarrassment.

John Norman’s clear voice rang out,
«“wait a minute, conductor,” in a tone
of one used to being obeyed. The con-
ductor had a profound respect for Mr.
Jorn Norman, and ran forward to stop
the clanging bell. In the meantime,
Norman had produced his pocket knife
and had cut the knotted laces, his and
hers. She gave a confused murmur of
thanks, and Norman hastily catching
up the parcels followed her out. Thera
was no word of protest and his sym-
pathetic glance revealed quivering lips
and big brown eyes suffused with
tears.

The car whirred away and a faint
echo of laughter was borne back. It
was the last straw.

“Fools,” he ejaculated, while the girl
leaned against a nearby wall and
aughed till’ the tears ran down her
cheeks.

The vagaries of women were beyond
his comprehension, and he looked his
bewilderment, standing mutely, with
suit case, bulging string bag and pot of
fern.

“Pleage, 'please forgive me,” she
pleaded. “I cannot imagine how I cama
té6 do such a stupid thing.”

He liked the pleading tone and the
kindly way in which she looked at him.

“It was a happy mistake for me,” he
sald eagerly, and I hope that we may
be friends.”

She had an inkling that there was
more than the thought of goodfellow-
ship in his mind as he held her hand
in a lingering good-night.

Some months later Mrs,
man, looking particularly
charming, leaned across
table and put a pertinent
her husband.

“John, do you remember the evening
that I tied myself to you?”

“Of course, I do. Is it likely that 1
should forget anything so delightful.”

She hesitated. ‘“I've been thinkins—"
Color came to her face. ‘“John, did »ou
know that I tied that string to yours?”

Norman leaned back in his cl’br and
chuckled.

“Of course, T did. Why, didn’t I tell
you, dearest, do you think that after
watching and waiting for months W
make your acquaintance, T would throw
aside such an opportunity. You tied
yourself to me and I knew it a signifi-
cant omen for our happy future.”

OH, SO CLEVER.
M el

Caroline~They say she is a clever
conversationalist. Pauline—She doesn’t
even need to converse. She can blast
a reputation just by the wav she
'Jhuw{her shoulders.

]

John Nor-
pretty and
the dinner
question to
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