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Ae crawled at6p „ „___ ___Ml ■
Jaat ami opened the door of the skylight

you, aayhow, Hoover.
As Mrs. Barker’s roomers sat thus owe 

summer’s evening, Miss Leeeoa looked 
up idto the firmament and cried with her 
little gay laugh:

I*Why, there’s Billy Jacknoa! I can 
see ■him from down here, teo.”

All looked up-—some at the windows 
of thS skyscrapers, some vastiitg about 
for an fljinkip, Jackson guided.
“lt> that star,” eaplaiæd Misa Lee- 

son, pointing with a tiny finger. “Not 
the big eae that twinkles the steady 
• lue one near it I can see it every 
night through my skylight. I assied it 
uiliy JackSoa. ” ", *

' " Weil, reallyl ’ ’ said Mi* Loagneeker,
11tlidn *t know you were an aetrtlaomer, 

Mi* Leeeoa. ” , r
‘*0) yes,” said the /tmall star gaxgr, 

‘*1 know as much as any hi them ahgjst 
the style of sleeves they’*» going to 
wear next fall In Mars.”

> *Well, really!” said. Mi* Long 
necLer, “the star yoe refer to is (ism 
ma, of the conrteUation Cassiopeia. It 
s nearly of the second magnitude, and
itei* nhufikon î» * >•‘4*’ raid the ®£.ung Mr. Ivans, ««I 
think Billy Jackson is a much better 
name for it.” ■

• Name here,” said Mr. Hoover, loud 
ly breathing def 
neckcr. ”1 thinh
*s much right to HH
those old astrologers had.” ' -

•‘Well, reallyl” said Mi* Longaeeker. 
“I wonder whether It’s a shooting 

star,” remarked Mi* Dorn. “I hit 
nine docks and à rabbit out of ten in 
ibe gallery at Coaey Sunday.” ^
“He doesn’t show up well from down 

here,” said Mi* Leeeon. “You ought 
to see hi* from my room. You know 
you raa see stars even la the day time 
from the bottom of a welL At night 
my room is like the shaft of a coal 
mine, aad it mils Billy Joeknon look 
like the big diamond pin "that Night 
fastens lier kimono with.”

” I ^ like to, see our afctoipal friend, 
Mr. Jackson, from such a point ef rant 
age,” said Mr. Skidder.

- ‘‘Let"a all go up sad have a look 
at kirn,” laughed Mi* Leeeea. “None 
of the rest of yon enjoy the advantages 
of a skylight room.”
* With little cries aad giggles of ae- 
qeieereare the whole stoop party eiat-

THE SKYLIGHT ROOM
She was too weak to light the lamp 

or to undress, tike loll upon the iron 
ewt, her fragile body scarcely hollowing 
the . worm springs. Aad in that Krebus 
of a room she slowly rpieed her heavy 
eyelids and smiled.

For Billy Jackson was skiniag down 
oa her calm and bright aad constant 
through the skyKght. 
world about her. She 
pit of blackness, with 
square of pallid light fi 
•that eh«t bad so whimak 
ineffecturJly named. Mi* Longneeker 
must be right; it was Gamma, Of the 
constellation Cassiopeia, and not Billy 
Jackson. • Ami yet 'she could ae* let it

BY O. HESRY

HU Away la a Garret RShe was a Poor Little
She Would Have Starved M Her Star, “Billy Jackson,

He hi the Nick of Time.

First Mrs. Parker would show you the 
double-parlera. You would eot dare to 
interrupt her description of their advant
ages aad of the merits of the gentleman 
who had occupied them for eight years. 
Then you would ma* 
forth the coafe—ioa that 
nr a doctor oor a dentist 
manner or receiving the 
such that you could never afterward en- 
terta n the same fee ing towards your 
parents who had neglected to train yow 
up in eae of the professions that fitted 
Mrs. Parker’s perlera 

Nest yoe amended eae light of stairs 
aad looked at the second floor beck at 
fifi. Convinced by her second floor man
ner that it war worth the |1S that Mr. 
Toowaberry always paid for it until he 
left to take charge ofi his brother’s or
ange pirn, tat ion in Florida near Palm 
Beech, where Mm Melatyra always 
•peat the winters, tost had the double 
Iront room with private bath, you nun

Kxeuse Mr. Skidder,
Parker, with her demos’s smile at
I-ale leaks, I didn’t knew yoe it Ufit smallthe lady to have a look at yodr the star

••They’re too lovely for anything,” 
said Mi* Leeeoa, smiting is exactly the 
way the angels do.

Alter they had gone Mr. Skidder got
Mm Parker’s

busy erasing the tall, Mack haired )iero- 
iae from his latest (unprodueed) play 
and inserting a small, rougiih one with 
heavy,. bright hair aad vivacious feat- 
urea '•'i.t*,'

••Anna Hold’ll jump at it,” said Mr. 
Skidder te himself, putting hie feet up 
against the lambrequins and disappear 
ing ia a cloud of smoke tike ah aerial 
cuttlefish.

Presently the tocsin call of • ‘ Clara !” 
sounded to the world the state of Mi* 
Leeeoa *s purse. A dark goblin seiseo 
her, mounted a stygian stairway, thrust 
her into a vault with a glimmer of tight 
in its top and mattered the menacing 
and cabalistic words, “Two dollars. ’’

“I'll take it!” sighed Mi* Leeeoa, 
sinking down upon the squeaky irou 
tod.
ij Every day Mi* Leeeoa went out to 
work. At n ght she brought home pa
pers with handwriting on them and made 
copies with her typewriter. Sometimes 
she had no work at night, and then she 
would sit on the steps of the high stoop 
with the other roomers. Mi* Leeeoa was 
not intended for a skylight room when 
the plans were lira* n for creation. She 
was gay-hearted and full of tender,

be Gamma*'1 f
As she lay on ber back she tried twice 

to raise her arm. The third time she got 
two thin Hagers to kef lipe sad blew a 
kbw out of the black p>K to Billy Jack- 
son. Her arm fell back limply.

••Good-by, Billy,” she murmured 
faintly. •• You’re millions of miles away 
ami you won’t even twinkle once. But 
you kept where 1 could a* you most of 
the time Up there when there wasn’t 
anything el* but darkness to look at, 
didn’t you . . . Millions of mile*.
. . . Good-by, Billy Jaekeou.”

Leeeon has just
any of

thing still
If you survived Mrs. Parker’s scorn,

yea were taken to look at Mr. Skidder ’e
large hall room oa the third floor.
Skidder "s room was not vacant.

cigarettes in it
Bet every room hunterall day

was made to visit the to admire the
visit Mr.

Skidder, from the fright caused by pos
sible eviction, would pay eoesethiag on
his rent.

The*—O, thee—if you still stood he said“Ambulance call to 4»,” 
briefly. “ What’s the trouble t
“O, yes, doctor” Weed Mrs. Park 

er, as though her trouble that there 
should be trouble la the boo* was the 
greater. “I east think what can be 
the matter with ber: " Nothing Ve could 
do would bring her to. It*» * young 
woman, a Mi* Elaie—yea, a Mi* Khue 
Leeeoa. Never before ia my bee*—’ 
“What room!” cried the doctor in an 

impatient voice, to which Mrs. Parker 
was a stronger.
“The sklight room. It—”
Evidently the ambulance doctor was 

familiar with the location of skylight 
rooms. He was gone up the stairs, 
four at * time. Mrs. Parker followed 
slowly, as her dignity demanded.

Oa the first hading she met him com 
ing beck bearing the astronomer in his 
arms. He stopped and let loo* the 
practiced eealp d ef hie tongue, not loudly.

foot, With
'the three moist ia your trousers whimsical fancies. Bbe was deeply 6ii 

man ami sympathetic. Once she ht Mr. 
Skidder reed to her three acts of his 
great (nnpuMished) comedy, “It’s No 
Kid; or, The Heir of the Subway.”

If nature had ever peeped down into 
the skylight room and had seen Mi* 
L»a*n there she would have exchiamd: 
“Weil, well, here’s something wrong! 
Thera ought to be a miner er a poet or 
a wire tapper ia that stuffy, dark room, 
instead of a poor titth sociable girl tike 
that”

There was rejoicing among the men 
roomers whenever Miss Lreeon had tisse 
to sit oa the steps for an hour or two. 
Bet Ml* 1 xingnerker, the tall blond 
who taught ia a public school aad said: 
•• Well,.WallyI” to everything you said, 
sat oa the top step soil sniffed. . Aad 
Mies Dora, who shot at the moving 
ducks at Coaey every Sunday and work
ed ia a department store, sat on the bot
tom step and sniffed. Mi* leeeon sat 
on the middle step, aad the act would 
quickly group around her.

Especially Mr. Skidder, who bad cast 
her in kis mind for the star part ia a 
private, romantic (unspoken) drassa la 
real life. Aad especially Mr. Hoover,, 
who was 48, fat, flush aad foolish. And

pocket, and hoarsely

would Mr*. Parker be cicerone of yours. 
She would bosk loudly the weed 
“Clara,” she would show yoe her heck, 
aad march downstairs. Then Clara, the 
colored amid, would escort you up the 
carpeted ladder that served for the 
fourth flight, aad show yoe the skylight 
room

It occupied Ta* feet ef floor space 
at the middle of the hall. Oa each aide 
of it w* a dark lumber cloect or 
store room.

lu it w* aa iron eot, a wsshetsnd aad 
a chair. A Shelf was the draw. Its 
four Pire walls seemed to Mow ia upon 
yor .ike the aid* of a coffin. Your hand 
rept to your throat, yoe gasped, you 

looked up * from a well—aad breathed 
owe more. T hrough the glass of the 
lit|Je skylight you sew à square of Mue 
infinity.
“Two dollars, euh,” (Sara would my 

ia her half contemptuous, half Tuske 
geeaial tone.

One day Mi* Leeeoa came hunting 
fee a room. She carted- a typewriter 
made to be luggt d around by a rnbch 
larger lady. She whs a titl e girl arfth 
•yes aad hair that kept oa growing after 
eke had stopped and that always looked 
ae if they were raying: “Goodness aw! 
Why didn’t you keep sp with net”

Mr* Parker showed her the double 
parlera. “Ia this little closet,” she 
said, “one could keep a skeleton, er

tered upstair* to Mise Lesson's room.

prominent ia the rush, for they fi
possibilities ia the pursuit of astro no
■y-

Mi* Leeeoa tit the lamp until all hail 
parked themselves in ti*
Thee she turned out the li 
were ia inky Macknee* ■ 
neeker suddenly cried out: 
ly!” without any visible i 
ing so. Down through the Aylight 
Billy Jaekeou turned upon them hie 
bright, full, Mae, unwinking eye. And 
then the door .wee opened aad down 
stairs again they scurried. It was an 
more than a pièce of light frolic such 
* amuses the drifting transients ia

e a time after that when 
brought ao formidable pa 

pert beam to copy. Aad when she wet 
out ia the morning, instead of, working 
she went fro* office to office aad let her 
heart melt ia the drip ef cold refusals 
transmitted through insolent office hey* 
This weat on.

There came aa evening when Ac 
wearily climbed Mr* Parker’s stoop at
the hour when she always rotu *----
ber dinner at the restaurant

aad they

Well, real

hired
There

especially young Mr. Evans, who set op 
» hollow cough to indues her to ask hi* 
to leave off cigarette* The men voted 
her “the faaaiwt aad jolliest ever,” 
but the raiffs on the top stop aad the 
lower stop were implacable.e • •

1 !,r»7 you let the drama halt while 
<"bonis stalks to the footlights sad drops But sheBut 1 neither a doctor nor a

■aid Mi*dentist. tear upon the
into the hallMr. Hoover. To* the pipes to the tra

gedy of tallow, the bare of balk, the 
calamity of corpulence. Tried out, Fal- 
staff weald have rendered more romance 
to the toe than would hare Borneo’s 
rickety ribs to the ounce. A lorer may 
nigh, but be must sot puff. To the train 
of Menu* are the fat men remanded. 
In rain heats the faitkfulest heart above 
a fifty-two lack belt Araust, Hoover! 
Hoover, 43, flush and foolish, might 
carry off Helen herself; Hoover, 48, 
flush, foolish aad fat la

gave her the
a tittlePitjisg, sane ring, icy 

e who flailed to qualify
it the beldeetieto, aad toil the way to the

for her hand, and
Eight dollars f him weakly ia

! I’m not If I do took the fare.
I hs jeet a poor g herself , by the railing. She 

Mr. Skidder's door aa he was 
a stage direction for Myrtle 
* Leeeoa) in hie (nnnccept 
r, to “pirouette aero* the 
L to the side ef the dust”

Show me something
red inkii

jumped aad Delore (
rap ou for pro-


