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She recognized Bertha, and smiled 

with an expression which drew a stiff 
crease down from each corner of her 
mouth. She exclaimed:

"Why, hello, what are you doingICTOhunhertz ICIII
seemed like a cordial

here?"
Her utterances 

welcome.
Bertha turned and walked away

blindly, knocking against pedestrians. 
She reached the cool, dark streets. 
She went on and on, at random, like a 
somnambulist. She stared up at the 
clear sky, spread out like a great 
canopy of blue-black velvet, and was- 
amazed to see shining there the count­
less stars, cold, calm, unaffected, im- 
mutable—just as they had always 
been.

She reached the flat-house and 
slowly climbed the four staircases. She 
opened the door. George was sitting 
in her rocking-chair, talking to her 
mother. I

He had on a fireman’s uniform. He 
rose, trembling from apprehension, un­
able to speak, his face transfigured by 
a look of dumb devotion.

For a moment she could not be­
lieve it true.______,.

Then, in a failing voice: Oh, 
George!" she cried, and reached out 
her hands to him.

The End.]

debonair, aristocratic, always dressed 
for the evening in glistening hat and 
pumps, and a fur-lined great-coat, 
always at the end of the adventures 
in which she perceived him,' taking her 
in his arms.

And yet, walking with burning, 
hungry eyes in that fair region, crav­
ing intensely all its rare allurements, 
into her mind crept stealthily specu­
lative thoughts that she would not, a 
year before, have tolerated.

Each night she opened the door of

The same afternoon she was resting 
on one of the green sofas in the shop, 
which happened for the moment to be 
empty. Beside her reclined the fore­
woman, who, while recounting wittily 
an intimate adventure of a friend of 
hers, managed to exhibit, as if casu­
ally, a new ring set with a large emer­
ald. Listening absent-mindedly to the 
forewoman’s story, replete with de­
tails of a sort which nowadays did 
not disturb her in the slightest. Bertha 
looked up and saw entering the room 
a young woman and a young man, 
both strangers. The young woman was 
blond, handsome and well dressed. 
Her companion, following with that 
self-conscious pose of tolerance which 
men are apt to assume when lured in­
to such places, was the embodiment 
of Bertha’s dreams!

He was tall and heavy about the 
shoulders; his smooth-shaven face was 
finely modeled; his yellow hair, clipped 
short, rippled above his white fore­
head. He and the woman with him 
looked alike; evidently she was his 
sister:

She wanted a new ball dress in a 
great hurry; she had been everywhere 
else, but had not found anything to 
suit her. Perhaps the forewoman had 
something already made, from Paris, 
that would fit her with a few altera­
tions? The forewoman, with suave and 
competent manner, produced from a

As for Bertha, before her rose the in­
distinct faces of innumerable other 
women.

In the dark street that night when, 
faithful to his appointment, he ap­
proached her, the girl turned on him 
savagely: "I want nothing to do with 
you! How dare you speak to me!"

“What!" he ejaculated, astounded, 
crestfallen.

She sped home; in the black alcove, 
her cheek upon the pillow, stealthily 
she cried herself to sleep.

She thought of the flat, of her mother 
working night after night in the little 
kitchen, of the racket rising from the 
rough street to her window, disturbing 
sleep in the close alcove. She thought 
of the days before her, each one like 
its predecessor, and of her mother 
finishing her life on one of them with- 
out ever having enjoyed “something 
better."

“Oh, what a fool I was!"
Summer passed, fall brought cold 

rains, and in the somber streets the 
first snow fell.

Walking home one evening through 
the fine avenue where, perversely, she 
still tormented herself by gazing at 
that other world, she saw striding to­
ward her a tail figure, with glistening 
hat and pumps and a fur-lined great- 
coat. In a flash she felt an acute, burn-

missing This annoyed Bertha, who 
was always neat; she had often an 
impulse to sew a new button there.

Late one afternoon a strange man 
a superintendent in a frock coat, while 
walking between the glass-laden tables 
noticed Bertha. He hesitated, stopped 
and came back to her. He stared at 
her face, her hair, and especially at 
her figure.

"How long have you been down 
here?"

"Six months," she answered, and 
was almost suffocated by the beating 
of her heart. He looked surprised.

“Report for work at the dressmak­
ing department in the morning."

She rushed home; with glowing eyes 
she entered the flat and found her 
mother in the kitchen calmly peeling 
potatoes.

“Mother, I’m to go into the dress­
making department! It means nine 
dollars a week!"

Her mother dropped the potatoes, 
which rolled about on the floor. The

purse, gaily dressed, wearing a great 
hat full of feathers. Bertha, looking up, 
recognized her. It was the wife of the 
glass-cutter.

The woman's face was close to 
Bertha’s. The intense green light from 
the shop window illuminated it, turn­
ing to purple the rouge on the cheeks, 
revealing fully the furtive anxiety and 
the exhaustion stamped on the de­
teriorated countenance.

REFUGE the flat, she knew exactly what to ex- 
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Looking into the "parlor," she could

ticked resonantly on the 
in aA Modern King Cophetua 

and the Familiar Beg­
gar Maid.

shelf; her mother.

see the tidy on the table, the work- 
basket, the earthenware shepherdess on 
the mantel-piece, the broad brown 
stain on the ceiling where the water 
had leaked through one day, the foot 
of the bed looming in the black aper­
ture of the little alcove. Night after 
night that scene, its insignificant de­
tails always the same!

One evening, the monotony of their 
existence was broken in a startling 
way. There was a rumble and a crash 
on the staircase, a clatter of feet, a 
woman’s screams. Every one rushed 
into the halls.

A glass-cutter who lived with his

[By Stephen French Whitman.] 
Illustrated by Jay Hyde Barnum.

two women embraced; there was even 
tears in their eyes. Their supper was 
an event. The whole flat seemed at 
once more cheerful, and they spent the 
evening planning a thousand little 
projects of improvement, now and 
then dreaming in silence of the pos- 
sibilities of the future.

In the morning, Bertha became a 
salesgirl in the dressmaking depart­
ment.

She learned the names of the 
women who came to shop, 
their affairs, the scandals in the 
lives of some of them, evolved in 
exact detail no one knew from what 
sources, but nevertheless implicitly be- 
lieved by eager audiences. Her eyes 
were opened to a strange world; things 
which before she had heard of through 
indefinite hints alone, here were re- 
counted to her in plain language, and 
with the to-called principals of dis­
reputable histories she came in actual 
contact, serving them. Curiously she 
would watch them meanwhile, wonder­
ing at the calmness of their agree­
able faces, their beauty, their pros- 
perity. Was this, then, the way that 
viciousness was served?

One day, at some preposterous story 
related by the forewoman—a ruthless 
gossip—Bertha retorted almost in ex­
asperation:

“One would think there weren’t any

(Copyrighted, 1913, by the Newspaper 
Enterprise Association.)

Her name was Bertha; she was a 
shop-girl, twenty-one years old. Her 
slim shape was attractive; her hair 
was dark and heavy; her skin had fine, 
clear pallor; her eyes were large and 
serious. Cheap clothes she wore with 
that subtle display of good taste which 
poor girls of discernment manage 
sometimes to acquire by observation 
of the more fortunate women whom 
they have to serve.

The mother did sewing, paid for by 
the piece; towels, napkins, babies' 
clothing she made from materials with 
which a charitable society of women 
furnished her. Bertha worked in a 
great department store, and her week's 
wages were six dollars.

She had been put to work in the 
basement, in the glassware depart­
ment. There, in an enormous, white­
washed room as full of pillars as an 
Egyptian temple, under the violet 
glare of arc-lights sputtering in great 
globes, from morning till night she 
sold dishes, tumblers, cruets, fruit 
jars, articles for a hundred homely 
uses. Lengthwise in the place ran long 
tables, laden with glistening glass. 
Here were the samples, and when a 
customer had made her choice from 
them, a young man hurried off to the 
storerooms with the number of the 
specimen, to duplicate it. He was a 
tall, bony youth—this messenger—who 
shaved his blue cheeks every day. hut 
seemed seldom able to afford a hair-
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good people at all in a big city." 
“My dear," said the forewoman,

"those you 
the clever

looking at her intently, 
hear nothing about are 
ones."

Y
cut. His coat sleeves were short; 
wrists were thick, and one saw 
cuffs about them. His cravat was

his 
no 
in-

Ten months passed; Bertha was 
nearly twenty-three years old. Her life 
in the store continued in its outward 
details as before. Day after day, with 
fluent praise and flattery, she ex­
hibited costumes of silk, of velvet, or 
diaphanous tissue—perishable master- 
pieces of dressmaking on each of 
which a dozen working women some­
where had used up their wits, stiffened 
their fingers, and worn out their eyes. 
Nonchalantly she mentioned to the 
customers the extravagant prices of 
these thing , amazed no longer at the 
thought that there were women who 
could pay for a ball dress what • ould 
keep her and her mother for almost a 
year.

On her way home at night, walking 
for choice along the fine avenues as 
far as possible, through a dusk gemmed 
with golden lights clustered before the 
porticoes of great hotels and restau­
rant , she was tormented constantly 
with jealousy. She saw, before cano­
pied doorways, ladies descending from 
their carriages, climbing the carpeted 
steps, their long trains trailing after 
them like tumbling foam. Doors opened 
to them, disclosing the interiors of 
splendid houses, and shut while she 
looked longingly. Beyond the deserted 
terraces of restaurants, she perceived, 
througli long windows, by the aid of 
candles lit on snowy tables, white 
pearls, outstretched fingers glittering 
with rings—vague people moving in 
another world.

She observed also the men who ac­
companied these fortunate women. 
From observing them, and from the 
perusal of stories in magazines and in 
novels which she borrowed, she made 
more dreams—dreams no less per­
sonal. dreams of the sort which young 
girls have. From actual perception and 
from fiction she constructed the young 
hero, the inevitable prince—handsome, 
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ing pain below her heart. It was he 
again.

He stopped before her. They stood 
motionless, heedless of the people who 
brushed past them with askance looks. 
Presently, she found herself walking 
: lowly beside him in a by-street, his

wife and three small children across 
the hall—a great brute of a man who 
spent his money on liquor as he earn­
ed it, and every Saturday night appear­
ed before his family reeling—had come 
home drunk, slipped on the last stair­
case, and fallen down it.

The ambulance surgeon, in a white 
suit, came skipping upstairs and ex­
amined him. The fellow's back was 
broken. The surgeon called up his 
driver, who appeared with a stretcher. 
And Bertha, with a shock of amaze­
ment, recognized in this tall, bony, 
blue-coated man, the youth who, 
in the glassware department, used to 
run back and forth between tables and 
storerooms. He looked up, saw lier 

1standing on the stairs a yard from him, 
and gaped at her as if petrified.

"You live here?"
“So you’ve left the store?" 
“Six months ago. And you?" 
“Still there."
On his way downstairs, holding one 

end of the stretcher, he still kept 
gaping up at her in bewilderment.

Three evenings later he met her at 
the door of the flat-house, stammering 
that it was his "night off."

"I thought perhaps you’d go to a 
chow?”

George returned to the flat on his 
next night out. After that he present­
ed himself at every opportunity. He 
took Bertha sometimes to the theatre, 
sometimes to an "Italian table 
de’hote." There seemed to be little 
doubt of his intentions, and the mother 
from behind her blue spectacles watch­
ed the progress of his courtship with 
suppressed excitement. Late one night, 
when he had brought Bertha back to 
her door, in an agitated, half-coherent 
speech, he asked her to marry him.

"I know I’m not good enough for 
you! But ever since I first saw you in 
the basement------"

wardrobe a low-neck gown of silver 
tissue, covered with minute embroid­
ery, all in one piece. The customer, as­
suming the illegible expression of a 
bargainer, examined it, while her 
brother snapped his watch-case, yawn­
ed, and began indifferently to inspect 
the sales-girls.
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SOUR, UPSET STOMACHS FIXEDhand beneath lier arm. He began to 
speak, and the rich vibration of his 
voice made lier tremble.

"Why did you do it? Why were you 
so cruel? I have had a terrible time 
ever since. Whenever I see a slender 
figure indistinctly in a dark street, my 
heart leaps into my throat and I think: 
It is she!’ When I close my eyes, I 
see you. Why did you run away from 
me? I would do everything for you. 
[ would like to see you always as you 
looked that day, in the silver dress. I 
love you."

"You do?" she asked, in a voice 
which she did not recognize as hers.

She felt his arms about her. Jn the 
shadows of the empty street, lifting 
her nearly off her feet, he kissed her, 
and she smelled a delicious odor of 
lilac water. She knew nothing. All 
was lost. When he left her, after walk­
ing with her for several blocks, she 
had promised to meet him the next 
night.

The next night she told her mother 
calmly that she was going to visit a 
shop-girl who was sick. The old wo­
man, starving for gossip, asked Bertha 
all about the invalid. The daughter 
was forced to invent a long story. It 
was her first direct lie to her mother. 
She told herself another-—and tried

“But the price is exorbitant!"
“Oh, madame! Not for this robe! 

Just look at it. If you could only try 
it on—it’s exactly your size, I’m sure."

The customer, whose street dress 
looked as if putting it on had been an 
ordeal, demurred.

“If you wish to see it on one of the 
girls, then? Bertha!"

Bertha, with her heart beating hard, 
took the dre s away. Presently re­
turning in it, she saw approaching her 
from a distance a beautiful woman 
with white shoulders and arms ex­
posed, slender, exquisite, to whom 
clung a gown of silver, trailing behind 
her, tumbling over the green carpet 
like foam in moonlight. It was herself, 
reflected in a mirror.

Suddenly she felt frightened.. She 
could not help looking at the young 
man. Staring at her. he was perfectly 
pale.

A blush of shame spread from her 
checks over her white neck.

“Walk across the room. Bertha."
With a pleading look at the fore­

woman, she obeyed, exceedingly grace­
ful even in her trepidation, amid the 
fading daylight gleaming like an allur­
ing apparition. The customer purchas­
ed the dress.

That evening, as Bertha in lier 
black skirt and jacket was walking 
home, midway in a deserted street a 
man who had been following her con-
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Fine Rash. Had to Give Up Work. 
Could Not Rest. Cuticura Soap 
and Ointment Cured.

to believe it—when, setting out, as 
short of breath as if she had been 
running, she kept repeating: “It will 
be all right. There is no harm in going 
to dinner, is there? He has been slan­
dered; he is good—shouldn’t I know? 
He loves me, for he said so. Then 
why should he not marry me?"

She entered Broadway. At once, up­
on lier beat a blinding light: from 
thousands of globes scintillating be- 
fore theatres, from many fantastic 
signs aloft, which, rocket-like, burst 
every moment into brilliancy, from 
the green glare emitted by shop win­
dows. turning all faces ghastly. In 
this illumination, lowering her head, 
she hastened through the crowd, like 
a guilty person fearful of detection. 
She bumped into a woman who was 
sauntering along, swinging a hand-

fronted her. It was he. She started 
back, but he approached nearer, hat 
in gloved hand, at first unable to be­
gin his speech.

“How shall I excuse myself? If you 
could only forgive my doing this! But 
how else should I ever meet you? If 
I had not, we should have had to go 
on always without knowing each other. 
For you that might have been easy— 
but not for me! What magic leaps 
from one person to another at the first 
glance! Forgive me—the wildest words 
seem reasonable to me tonight. Say 
you forgive me, that you will not pass 
by without a word!"

How rich his voice! How handsome 
he was! He took her hand; and in his 
fingers hers weakened and lay still. A 
look which she did not see—of intense 
satisfaction—crossed his face.

"I must go on," she gasped.
"No, no."
"I must go on. I can’t stay. I can’t 

talk to you tonight."
“Then tomorrow night? Here in this 

street, at the same time? Oh, don’t be 
cruel!"

She withdrew her hand and went 
quickly away. So long as she remained 
in sight he watched her. leaning on his 
cane, speculative, slightly smiling.

In the morning the forewoman had 
ready some gossip concerning the pur­
chaser of the ball dress. Yes, he was 
her brother. And the forewoman began 
to relate, with gusto, stories about 
him "which everybody knew." He was 
rich. Youthful as he was, he had led 
a. wild life: he was well known for a 
reckless, unscrupulous, dangerous

or d 
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Lombardy, Ont. — "I had been suffering 
for two years with eczema on my hands and 
arms. At first my band broke out in a fine

Watching him with intent eyes, de­
liberately she compared him to the 
figures in her dreams. She thought: 
“We should never be different. It 
would always be just—this!" Clinging 
to her old visions, her own unreason­
able hopes, she told him the truth: 
she did not love him. He stood still for 
a while; then his eyes filled with tears, 
and, turning at last he walked away.

She went upstairs to the window 
facing east, and stared out over the 
housetops.

rash with a burning and 
itching that was hard 
to bear. The itching 
and burning were so bad 
I had to scratch till my 
hands and arms bled and 
were so sore 1 could not 
stand to put them in 
water. I also had to
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give up my work. Then it spread all over 
my arms. I could not rest at night as the 
bed clothes would irritate the eruption every 
time I would stir or move my hands.

"I tried two treatments giving each a fair 
trial but they failed to cure me. Then I 
saw the advertisement in the paper about 
Cuticura Soap and Ointment so 1 sent for a sample and I began to use them with very 
little faith, but to my surprise I found 
relief from the very first. I washed my 
hands jn warm water with Cuticura Soap 
and dried them with a soft cloth, then I put 
the Cuticura Ointment on and bandaged 
them with soft cloth. I used two boxes of 
the Cuticura Ointment with the Cuticura 
Soap and used them steady for two months 
and they entirely cured me." (Signed) 
Mrs. Helena E. McCall. May 17. 1913.
/ A single cake of Cuticura Soap and box 
of Cuticura Ointment are often sufficient 
when all else has failed. Sold by druggists 
and dealers everywhere. Liberal sample of 
each mailed free, with 32-p. Skin Book. 
Address post-card Pott : Drug & Chem 
Corp., Dept. D, Boston, 1- 3. A.

Weeks afterward, when her mother, 
unable longer to contain herself, asked 
what had become of George, Bertha 
said calmly;

“I refused him."
For a minute the mother sat motion­

less. Behind her blue spectacles she 
seemed disguised, and Bertha, looking 
at her, had for the first time in her 
life an incomprehensible sensation of 
antagonism. At length, in a low, trem­
bling voice, the mother exclaimed: 
“So that’s what you've done!" And 
after a moment, rising to leave the 
room, added in weak accents: "I’d 
hoped things might be a little different 
some time before I died. I thought 
maybe I deserved it—at least for a 
little while."

Next morning, with wide eyes, Ber­
tha saw the dawn creep through the 
window, and that day she telephoned 
to the hospital where George had 
worked. He was gone; she could ob­
tain no information of him.
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(• ♦ Six hundred dollars is the new price of the 
Ford runabout; the touring car is six fifty; the 
town car nine hundred all f.o.b. Ford, Ontario 
(formerly Walkerville postoffice), complete with 
equipment. Get catalogue and particulars from 
Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited, 291- 
8-5 Dundas Street, London, Ontario.

FREE INFORMATION COUPON.
Mr C. E. Brooks,

2535 State St., Marshall, Mich.
Please send me by mall, in plain 

wrapper, your illustrated book and 
full information about your Appliance 
for the cure of rupture.
Name....................... . ...............................
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Newcomer—Is this a good place for 
rheumatism?

Old Native—Oh, yes! I got mine
Address 
City ... State... young man. The forewoman was ex-, 

cited by these accomplishments of his. here.
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