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~#Do you not think,” continued the
ice “t{st he loathes you all, and each
of your evolutions through all my forty-
gix chapters and fifty thousand words?
%!o you not sicken and disgust him? He
i the stupidity of it all—far
petter than you do—yet you must stand
there and gibl orn |
use he makes you p nate, the
geckening mazes of a worn-out plot. Has

not a soul far above the twaddle which
_binds you and your attendant puppets

] toqe_ther?

. “But who, pray, are you, who speak
with such ecertainty?”’ asked the Heroine.
“1 am the father and mother of you all,”
answered the slim figure through thegloom.
“They call me ‘The Story!,’ and 1love the
brain which gave me birth—me and my
. brothers. Loo?there atthatg;ece of paper
beside his hand, read what his soul longs
to write, what he sought to find solace n
sfter the weary drudgery of his hack-work,
which was the formation of .you; trying
to find forgetfulness when sleep overcame
him!”
. They stole forwird and bent over the
bpptoe oo o, mev
hig sleep.  Upon the paper, in his famil-

iar handwriting they saw these words:

“.,....and, however much we mﬁﬁ

however mugh we may strive, we shall
i 8

s
LT o

ing which
ve stand triumphant on the summitgof

) peaks of ﬁay%nd gold which seemed,
! 80 far away yestere'en; we see stretch-
!gwards and heavenwards, tier upon

‘glittering inaccessible glory, rising
d, up to the very footstool of the Al-
mighty. The ldeal would he worth little
were it ever absolutely attainable....,.”
I'hey stood silent for a moment.
‘He never made me . say beautiful
like that,”’ said the Heroine, ‘‘only
ally, girlish, love nonsense. 1 never
he could have invested my character
with such beauty.”’

‘He had to write you dewn to the proper
my degr,” came the voice of the
ry.  ‘““He has to prostitute his soul for
e eighty dollars; and he would get for
the Mountains of the Ideal, not as many
eents. They will only ask him again to
gink his soulyand all that he loves to write,
which he must to stave off the hard,
hungry days he and I have known. They
refuse his dreams, and welcome the ab-

L
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of the so-called ‘novelettes’
with a strong love interest,”
* % &  x  % *

The grey dawn was beginning to show
through the shabby blind, and the reading
lamp was gurgling itself toa.smoel?' death.

‘Tge sleeper awoke and looked at the
sheet of paper in front of him. Suddenly
he|stretched out his hand and crushed it
mto a ball. Rising, he hurled it across
the room towards the fireplace. The
gheaf of manuscript he tenderly pushed
into an envelope; which he addressed.

. “The dream,” he murmured sleepily,
licking the flap of the envelope, ““the dream
—how can it ever hope to exist against
the dollar in the competition of this
business?”’

-

I Tackle the Hired Girl Problem

My soul has been filled with great bit-
terness in these latter days. I have
tackled the hired-girl problem, and have
been its. In dealing with this problem
heretofore I have adopted the simple but
satisfactory method—which I recommend
to husbands—of having my wife hunt up
the girl, and when she did not succeed in
finding one I said it was mighty strange
that a woman never could do business ex-
peditiously, as a man does. But it did
not work that way in the latest instance.
My wife was taken sick, and, by one of
those remarkable coincidences which are
not unknown at such times, the woman
who was doimg our work was taken sick
at precisely the same time. It was a crisis
In our family history, and I said I would
step out and get a girl.

I stepped out. After two days of earn-

spare I found a lady of former affluence
Whose circumstances had been reduced by

8aid she would enter my service on the

next morning came, but the lady of re-
duced circumstances did not, and I have
not seen her since. I suppose that her fall
from affluence had jarred her memory:.
Two days later—we were living on bakers’

bread, canned corned beef and stewed

G _prunes in the meantime—I found another
ber over his worn out body ﬂ,d

y who'said she would come to work the
next morning. I never saw her again,
either. It is the gospel truth that I am
telling you. 2

Then a friend of our folks.said there
used to be a girl named Maggie who lived
in Russian Town, and that she would be a
good girl for us if we could get her. She
said she did not know her other name, and
i)erhaps she had left Russia Town, but

picked up the forlorn hope she presented
and went over to Russian Town to find
Maggie if possible. At the first housc at
which I knocked a woman clad in a bricf
green sackeloth garment and blue stock-
ings, and with a red table cloth carelessly
draped about her shoulders, came to the
door. I said, “Sabe Maggie?”
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‘not know what it was; but I judge she had

tized that they all

I never will tell what she said, for I do

no palate, and had caught a cold on top of
that. That is, I du:aj}‘xgge so until I no-

that way over
there, and then I concluded that it was
Russian 'that ailed them.

Finally I found a woman who talked
some ish, and she told me where the
mother of Maggie lived. Thither I went
and addressed the mother of this Maggie.
I said, “Ma;gie your girl?”’

She gaid,“Ja; bolgis bollisku.”

“He ?”

:‘1‘1\310 i bo];loialqu.”M e

0 ,not lgls— aggie.

‘“Maggie bolgis bollisku.”

“I guess 0. ‘I do not kno® her middle
and family names. .I want to get her to
work for me.”

“Maggie bunder beratsky.”

“Well, I might try Bunder if Bolgis is
not at home. Anything that is shaped
like a hired girl will do for me now.”

“Maggie beratsky cur-r-r-r.”

-and I could not get htné.,* 1.said"that p
o id

“Ihope, madam, that you do not mean
anything personal by that last remark.
You see before you a broken and heart-
sick man who is here on peaceful business
and—" ki A 4]

“Bblgis." ;

“Yes; trot Bolgis out. Trot out mﬁi

anybody—anything—that you think w
do.  You can’t imagine how weary I am
of this—" i

Just then an interpreter came along "ﬂ .

explained that Maggie was out at'

haps Beratsky would do, but ‘he"
thought I must have misind
Then I went home again. =~
We have a girl now, but I shall not'
how we obtained her for fear som
will work the same scheme on ys. . I
we did wrong, but I was réduced to
a.condition of desperation that 1 was p
pered to elope with a hired girlif one

have been obtained in no other way.id .

A. J. Waterhouse.
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A Real Darnless' St

Buster Brown S

Sayaf-—

T

- ¢I can wear these stockings
without ever getting a hole in
them, and you knowme. Iam
not too careful. The best thing !
I ever did was to put my name

on this hosi-
ery,somoth- _

ers would .
know how to
buyDarnless
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Stockings.”
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Girls, Too—

Buster Brown’s Sister’s Stocking
for the girls is a splended looking
stocking at a moderate price, A
two-thread English mercerized lisle
stocking, that is shaped to fit and
wears very well indeed.

Colors—Black, Leather Shade
Tan, Pink, Blue and White,

her as a sister. I went home and wrote a
little ode full of joy and gratitude. The
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@he Chipman-Holton Kuifting
Co, Limited - -
Largest Fosiery Mamfarturers in Canads A
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o Your dealer sells them in Black and ' Leather Shade Tan. Cost
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Don't spend hours N '
stockings. Thereis no
need for it. “Buyyour -

durability, nitted -
double or treble where
the wearis the hardest.
Save money, too ! .
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MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONT.

Also makers of the celebrated “Little Darling” and -
“Little Daisy” Hosiery for Infarits and Children B
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