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thick eyeglasses. “The idea," he said; 
then with the red coining into his face, 
"Don’t talk, Jimmie, it’s bnd for you.”

But when he had tended the poor lit
tle throat and the boy lay weak and 
pale on his pillow, the doctor whisper
ed. “May I have a violet, Jimmie?” 
and tile small boy nodded, and the doc
tor laid the little blue flower carefully 
in his pocketbook between the perserip- 
tlons and the unpaid bills.

Unpaid bills were the reason that, in 
spite of his thirty-five years, the doc
tor had not Indulged in romance. Not
withstanding his success in his profes- . 
slon the expenses of city living and a 
mortgage on his mother’s farm, kepi 
him in a state of chronic insolvency, 
with a consequence constant shabbi
ness.

At the door Nurse Isabelle helped h m 
on with his rusty overcoat.

“There’s a button off,” she told him; 
“IT sew it on if you will wait.”

As she took deft stiches, the doctoi 
looked down at her white-capped head. 
From beneath the cap little blond lock» 
curled against her round throat.

‘‘Jimmie’s right," he said aloud, and 
when Nurse Isabelle said “What ?” in 
a startled way, he stammered, “Oh, 
nothing. Let me know how the boy I» 
nothing. Let me know how the boy 
is,” and went away.

That night he took an account oi 
ways and means and found that it 
wouldn't' do. There was a big balance 
yet to be paid on the mortgage, and he 
must still travel the path of loneliness

"Oh, I say,” Jimmie informed him a 
week later, ‘you ain’t doin’ it right.”

"Why not?" the doctor asked.
“Aw. you ought to bring her a rose 

or some violets," Jimmie told him; "she 
likes 'em.”

“I haven't time for foolishness," the 
doctor stated briefly, and Nurse Isa
belle, coming up, heard him.

With her bçad held high, she helped 
him examine Jimmie, and after the 
doctor had gone, the small boy said 
shyly: "Well, anyhow, I’m dead stuck 
on you, nurse, dear.” She kissed him, 
■with her cheeks blazing.

That night she telephoned to the 
doctor, “Jimmie is worse."

When be came the small boy wag 
fighting for breath. “Tell—me about— 
the robin,” he begged, feebly, and 
Nurse Isabelle bent over him and sang 
softly

ould have none 
boy had been

iatlon, but his father 
of it, even after til 
born.

He watched with unseeing eyes the 
other detachments go past. They had 
been waiting the arrival of the special 
from the East with the paraders, and 
now that these had found their places 
the word was passed and the head of 
the procession moved out.

It was a long trudge for the veterans 
through" the streets to the cemetery. 
More than one dropped out to wait for 
the ambulances that closed up the line. 
But they were all there around the 
marble shaft that commemorated the 
leader under whom so many of them 
had fought, and they listened, some 
of them with streaming eyes, to the 
vibrant words of the principal speak
er, their division commander.

None realized better than he how fast 
and he spoke

fGOOD SHIP ROOSEVELTchatted, three days’ abstinence form 
conversation having left her with a 
surplus on hand.

“I was just sending some of these 
things to the boys;” he said, "they are 
living in a shack near mine, and it will 
tickle ’em immensely to get these pic
tures of civilization. You see, we have 
been out there for two years digging 
away for gold without any success, 
and Just as we’d fallen into a fit of 
gloom and shortage in grub why, we 
struck it rich.”

"How lovely — did you find it in 
chunks?’ her eyes sparkling like a

THE JEST THAT RECOILED
By Rita KellyLouise J. StrongBy

her brother ran his hand through her 
arm and whirled her right abut face, 

"See here, young lady" he said ser
iously, “introduce me to tills young 
man. What is it, my dear?"

To his chagrin and utmost self-re- 
preach she had buried her head on his 

and he thought he heard

(Copyright, 1907, by Homer Sprague.)
“Betsy, let’s run out into the Hud

son and see Peary’s ship!”
Betsy Cobb jumped at her brother’s 

words and gazed with sudden intent
ness out the window. She had come 
up to his office for a few moments' 
chat, and, as she felt the blood pound
ing into her cheeks and up to her hair, 
she wished poignantly that she had 
stayed away. To the Roosevelt, in
deed!

“It’s too cold,” she objected, simulat
ing a shiver. ‘.‘We’ll freeze getting 
out there.”

"Bosh! Get on your gloves. It isn't 
every day that one has a chance to 
climb over a vessel that’s been with
in hailing distance of the North Pole. 
I’ll just cut my appointments. What’s 
the trouble?"

She had balked flatly at the gentle 
urgency of her brother’s hand on her

purchased of her with simpering pat- 
with a cold nod of re- 

other passed with 
oblivion of her.

^Copyrighted. 1907, by P. C. Eastment.)
. Ellison had sometimes imagined what 
“might have been,” had Millicent War
ing been otiler than the only child of a 
multi-millionaire. What would have 
been, rather, for he would have encom
passed heaven and earth to accomplish 
It; and in his inmost heart he had felt 
that the accomplishing would not have 
been difficult.

At times, wild pictures had presented 
themselves of the possibility of the 
beastly money's taking the proverbial 
wings, opening for him the gates to 
paradise! В tit in his saner moments he 
derided such fancies, for with Mr. 
.Waring to the fore there was not the 
•lightest probability of such an occur
rence. Instead, he had arrived at a con
dition where the "wings” were a neces
sity to himself if he would retain a rag, 
of self-respect. This cherished self-re
spect was suffering considerably now 
In the yielding that had brought him 
back; and he had sternly limited him
self to a week, even while calculating 
how often he might contrive to see her 
in the time, without too greatly trans
gressing convention.

He was hurrying to his hotel to make 
himself presentable for an immediate 
call when, as he whipped into the 
broad, main avenue, a sight presented 
Itself at which he reeled as from a blow 
In the face. Leaning limply against a 
doorway he stared, muttering, “Impos
sible'. impossible!”

His wildest imaginings had material
ised before his eyes; but he scornfully 

*L Я rejected the suggested explanations of 
his reason, repeating again and again, 
“Impossible!”

He was unconscious of the passing 
throng, and too deeply shocked and ab
sorbed to feel surprise when a hand 
clapped him upon the shoulder, and a 
hearty voice cried, “Hello, old man! 
When did you blow in?”

Ellison seized the speaker and drew 
him around the corner.

“Fred,” he demanded, “is that Miss 
Millicent Waring? My eyes tell me so, 
but I cannot believe them!”

“Sure. That's. Miss Waring.”
“But—but—good heavens!—what's she 

doing in the confectionery shop7” 
’•Belling, same as other shopkeepers. 
“But why? Of course, I see she is 

selling, but why?" he shook the other 
vehemently.

“Necessity, I suppose, same as the 
other shopkeepers, again,” he grinned 
wlnkng at a newcomer over Ellison’s 
shoulder.

“Necessity!” yelled Ellison. “You
don’t mean—yon can’t mean-----"

“Better moderate your emotion, Elli
son,” the newcomer advised, indicating a btueco&t who was regarding them 
suspiciously.

“Of course, boys," Ellison’s voice was 
a murmur, “of course, I konw you can’t 
mean that she is obliged to do it.”

“Why not? Couldn't old man Waring 
come a financial cropper, same as thou- 

of others Just as astute as he?” 
“The wofld -could -come to an end,” 

Ellison jeered, but his heart had set 
up a sudden pounding that dazzled 
him.

"Comes to ssi end every day, dear boy, 
for those money kings when their little 
card houses tumble. It’s a new 
world for them, and their families too, 
after that.'*

“You bet!” exclaimed one of another 
couple of youths who had. added them
selves to the group. “Miss Waring is 
finding It a' new world, all right.”

Sundry sly winks and nods were ex
changed by the four young fellows, ac
quaintances to whom Ellison had for
gotten to give a greeting.

"Where’s Mr. Waring?" he asked. 
“Oh, he’s around. He’s plucky. He’ll 

pull it oft again sometime I reckcon," 
one said wth a laugh.

“That’s So,” affirmed another.
In the meantime there must be bread 
and butter.”

-■But wasn’t there somebody—or 
something elese for Miss Millicent—” 

Fred Wilson interrupted Ellison’s in
dignant outburst:

"Nothing by which she could so 
quickly and easily rake in the shekels." 

"She's pulling them in by the hand- 
' tul, too,” saldl Hughes. “She seems 

a natural saleslady, has the gift for 
trade.”

Ellison flushed resentfully.
cannot be pleasant-----"

••Oh, her position has Its unpleasant 
features, of course,” Strean interrupt- 

"Some of the ’climbers’

rouage, some 
cognition, while 
haughty, sneering 
Some of the smart youths inclined to 
a familartty that almost amounted to shoulder

something like a sob work its way out 
from the cloth of his coat. He could 
not raise her head. She burrowed It 
there. He could only look at the young 
Northman and unveil a romance.

The man’s face was drawn with a 
sort of starved tenderness in his blue 
eyes gazed wistfully at the golden, 
shiny tendrils which 
wind from Hie 
and swept the doctor’s shoulder. Stern 
repression showed in the tense mouth. 
His whole expressive being seemed to 
bespeak the pain f having lost forever 
a much beloved prize.

"Betsy, for heaven’s sake stop cry
ing. Those people are lootyng at us.”

determinedly 
was taking 
of blaming 

somebody else, besides he wanted to 
know what all this was about. .

Betsy disclosed a flushed but tear
less face.

“Not crying,” She denied the allega
tion spiritedly. “What is there to cry 
about? Fou! I Just wanted a whiff of 
that nice smelly 
coat.
now—” she slipped a companionable 
hand through the arm of each—"show 
us the boat.”

This was more like Betsy.
"What is your name?” he asked, in 

a voice that was

% rudeness.
Ellison noted it all, his heart grow

ing hotter until it burst all restraint.
“Miss Waring—Millicent!” he breath
ed with low intensity 
alone for a moment, 
this! It may be presumption—Impro
per even for me to speak here—I can
not help it! I am sure you have long 
known of my deep love for you, though 
you can’t realize how it is my very life 
and soul—I have so little to offer, I 
felt I could not presume to ask you to 
give up for me your luxurious posi
tion, to—but I can provide you with a 
comfortable hôme, and my whole life Qn very
shall be devoted to-----” wanted to sit round the fire at night

His stammering speech was inter- ta]k it over wlth the boys. How
rupted by the laughing bubbling crowd going to stay?” he asked
of conspirators,, eager to witness his y0U B S
d“La?Look at him!” "Oh. the ‘‘Ten ^^ebeenhere three.” His

of Mr. Waring—” ’’Failed!” “As if ed dolefully. *Why dont jou stay 
-----“Ha! ha!” longer?"

bZZZ,* The ,™r 0, m, «1-е.

drawers and piling it up in heaps upon are rather a parsimonious lot.
the counter. -There," she said at last, “I don’t know much about Eastern, ^ her acquiescence, but, on the other
■■four hundred and twenty-seven dol- etiquette, but I wonder it it wouldn t j hand> her brother’s curiosity was not
lars and ten cents. That means 58*4.- / be tolerably proper for us to do some to be roused too much. He had a most

sight-seeing together this afternoon. uncomfortable habit of going to the 
he said with a touch of boyish shy- bottom ot things.

"Well,” she skid reluctantly, “ГВ 
She laughed a bit hysterically.

child’s.
“That’s about the size of it,” ho 

laughed with a whole-souled heartl- 
he hadn’t experienced for days;as they were 

“I cannot bear
ness
"we sure found it in large-sized pieces, 
and I just thought I’d take a vacation 
to see the world. I’ve never been east athe death roll grew, 

frankly and tenderly of the gaps that 
had been made to their ranks, winding 
up with a farewell to those who he 
might never meet again.

It was too much for some of the vet
erans and they grouped 
through the throng about the speak
er’s stand. The Governor was yet to 
speak, but. they did not care for his 
coldly polished phrases, and 
sought the quieter parts where already 
the tiny flags marked the resting 
places of the hero dead.

“Fop” Gleason was one of those who 
slipped away, and with tear-dimmed 
eyes wandered down the green aisles. 
He did not mark where he was going, 
he would be among those w(ho were ab
sent next year. Would Dick come and 
lay flowers on his grave? He wandered 
if Dick were here. Some one had told

before."
'•Do you like it?" she failed to put 

as much doubt as to the charms of 
Washington in her tone as she might 
have put half an hour earlier.

“I’ve been about the loneliest person 
the dome ever shadowed. I could get 

well In the daytime, but I’ve

escaped in the 
small black turban

their wayK-

arm.
“I won’t go!" she declared.
The doctor laughed good-humoredly.
•‘What’s up? Is some fickle admirer 

who forgot for the first time to send 
you a box of candy for your birthday 
due out there this afternoon? Come on. 
It isn’t every day I can run off, and 
it’s no pleasure to go alone.”

Betsy’s head swam with a perspec
tive of a chain of horrors opening up

theyThe doctor having 
brought on the deluge 
man’s inalienable right

I

I haven’t struck it rich—In

iodoform on your 
Mr. Jensen, my brother. And

him, that the boy had Joined the па» 
tional guard.

“Hello.” “Pop” started and looked 
down. The little veteran who had 
headed the Boston boys was sitting on 
horseback and eyeing him curiously.

“You tired too?” continued ethe boy.
"I was tired so I came away to sit 
down.”

“Pop” seated himself on the cold 
stone and drew the little fellow on his 
knee.

“Yes, I’m tired too,” he agreed. “The 
old man’s getting feeble, laddie. I can 
remember the time when I’d march all 
day and then fight ail night if I had 
to. I was with Sherman on his way to 
the sea. I guess you never heard tell 
on that, did yer?”

“My grandpa, he was with ’em, too,” 
said the boy proudly.

“What was your grandpa’s name?” 
he demanded tremulously,

“Thomas Sidney Luck,” said the boy 
promptly. “Pop’s” head dropped. For a 
moment, he had hoped that this might 
be his own little grandson, this soldier
ly little lad.

“My mamma says that my grandpa 
was the bravest man that ever was,” 
continued the youngster. “He killed 
millions and millions of men and he 
wore a sword Just like mine and when 
he said ‘Fire!’ all the other soldiers 
shot off their guns and then the enemy 
ran away and grandpa chased ’em. He 
was awfully brave, but he can’t run 
now,” he added Inconsequentially.

‘‘There’s lots of us who fought then 
who can’t run now,” said “Pop” sadly. 
"We didn’t run then,” he added, “un
less it was after the enemy.”

“I know,” agreed the boy. “My grand
pa would have died sooner, he said so. 
I’m sorry for boys what ain’t got sol
dier grandpas. There’s Izzy Isaacs. His 
pa runs a clothing store and he didn’t 
even know there was a war until he 
come to school,”

“It’s a fine thing,” declared “Pop.” 
“A thing to remember with pride, my 
boy. Never forget that your grand
father was a soldier. And never let him 
be ashamed of you."

"Father!" "Pop" stiffened suddenly. 
His son towered above them. “I was 
looking for Tommy Luck," went on 
Dick. "The exercises are over and the 
post wants its little mascot. Poor little 
chap, I guess he’s tired out."
“Dog tired, but too much of a soldier 

admit it,” said the old man. "He’s 
game, Dick. I wieht I had a little 
grandson like that.”

“We wrote you when Georgie came,"
. ,, „ .-.„„„і-- he reminded. “We called him after(Copyright, 1907, by M. M. Cunning- уо^ rfr „

?®ra,) j ». „ . nf “I know,” said "Pop” wearily, “I
With a blare of brass an was an old fool, my boy. I am sorry

the wood wind the x now. The words of my old commander
Company of the state m a p sank in and I came away to think it
briskly past to the air of a P°PUlar oyer » rm not ]ong for here, Dick. If
song. Pop Gleeson s feet involuntar- уоц can forglve ^ oJd man rn try t0 
ily kept time to the marke ea , make up to you all these years. Sitting 
his face showed signs of disapproval, here with this little soldier lad has done 

"They ought to play Georgia, do me a heap of good. I want little George 
them vod-e-ville things, ’ he confided tQ admlt lt,. the oId man_ -He’s
to "Cap” Johnson. When we was ■pommy 0f his grandpa. Why, old
with Sherman you bet we didn t have yom Luck was only my sergeant, but
no such music.” the lad here says he killed millions and

"Times is changed» Pop,” was the mjjjjong j want my little grandson to 
sad reply. “I guess they’ll make fun ^ proud 0f me> though I don’t know 
of our fifes and drums.” ^ that I ever killed that many men.”

“Let ’em," scolded Pop. "I’m kinder He rose uncertainly to his feet and
sorry we didn’t stay to Pleasantville. w;th his son’s arm through his treaded 

“It’s the last rally,” said Cap, chart- tbe crowds that thronged the City of 
tabiy. "We'll see some of the boys for (he Dead wbere had been born again the 
the last time I guess." father-love that is stronger than hate

Pop shook his head sadly. The dlvi- and hurt pride, and "Pop” Gleeson, 
sion commander had asked that all wlth his own little grandson upon his 
nearby G. A. R. posts join in the кпее_ laid his head against the soft yel- 
Rutledge celebration. The membership |ow curis as he retold the story of the 
was fast growing smaller, and he march to the sea, while the boy's par- 
hoped that here, where the general lay enta looked with pitying eyes upon 
at rest on the hillside, they would those who mourned their soldier dead 
hold their last rally after the Memor- and rejoiced that their own hero who 
ial day parade. The Beemansville post had been dead to them was alive again, 

about their fife

20 for the hospital from you fellows. 
You folks who dared me to do this 
promised double of the amount I took 
In, you know." She beamed at them 
sweetly.

“My hat! I never dreamed you’d pull 
in so much!" gasped Strean. “It's sure 
up to us, boys! But, oh, Ellison, sonny ! 
Ellison—you—you—!” he doubled with 
Joy, "your face pays for it all! See it 
now, don’t you? Catch on to it? It was 
*ueh a chance as comes once in a life
time! Oh, my! Oh, my!”

Ellison perceived, and turned a blank, 
mortified face to apologize to Miss War
ing, but she laid a gentle, restraining 
hand upon his arm and again addressed 
the gurgling, crowing crowd very sweet
ly but distinctly: “I claim your con
gratulations upon my success as a 
saleslady, and—” (she blushed adorab
ly) “and also upon my engagement to. 
Mr. Ellison.”

№
ness.

“I wonder,” she said slowly.
The Joy of companionship settled the 

question for them, and he called at 
her boarding house morning after 
morning, guidebook in hand, the plan 
for the day already laid out.

too vibrant to be
go.”
“But I’d rather be hung."

Her brother remembered with some 
uneasiness that Betsy had not been 
herself with late. She was not so gay 
and fun-loving as usual, and he often 
caught her mooning. That was what 
she was doing back at the office just 

and it decided him to run away

called steady.
The doctor wheeled in consternation. 
"Betsy Cobb, haven’t you ever met 

this man?” he demanded.
“Cobb!” The Northman’s big voice 

boomed up into the masts with sheer 
Joy. "Aren’t you married?” he cried, 
his boyish face breaking into a pathetic 
eagerness that was too beautiful and 
too intimate for any one but Betsy to 
see.

So the doctor was thrust out into a 
little world of his own for awhile, after 
Betsy ecstatically gurgled, “Gracious, 
no!” Betsy, dear little sister, didn’t be
long to him any more. And he had in
sisted upon getting rid of her!

“We’ve been engaged,” Betsy’s voice 
reused him, “ever since the Roosevelt 
sailed two years ago, but I promised 
not to tell till Paul came bâck. Do you 
know why I didn't want to come out 
here today? I thought Paul had for
gotten. He never let me know he still 
cared.”

“Foolish girl,” said Paul, gripping 
both her hands in an ecstasy of recov
ery. "It’s all fhe fault of old New 
York. I had forgotten in the ice floes 
that everybody down here moves every 
six mrnths, and when I rushed up to 
Sixty-ninth street, all agog with delight 
to get back to the dearest little girl in 
the world—they told me Miss Cobb was 
married and didn't live there any more! 
Think of it! ^ome other Miss Cobb 
nearly bowling me off my feet like that! 
I knew two years was a long time for a 
fascinating little girl to remain true to 
a poor dub probably frozen into an ice 
cake around the north pole somewhere, 
so I didn’t blame her much. I was going 
to be everlastingly grateful to her 
memory. For if it hadn’t been for the 
thought of her I think I should have 
lost my grit once or twice. But as it 
was, I just kept on a-llvlng.”

“I knew it,” said Betsy. “I knew it 
when I saw you.”

■
I

They had left the trip to Arlington 
for the last afternoon of her stay, and 
they wandered through the grounds, 
more beautiful than ever in their early 
summer foliage, until they reached the 
spot overlooking the Potomac, where 

rises in honor of the

now,
with her for awhile.

“Betsy, don't you feel well?” he ask
ed, as they scrambled off a crosstown 
car at the ferry slip.

“Botheration, yes! What a silly ques
tion!
careless, she avoided his eyes and look
ed off down the Hudson.

this day,” she announced

"me robin is dressed in his feather* 
and down,

With warm red breast and hie wings ol 
brown,”

and then she stood back that the doctoi 
might see him.

She knew that things were very 
wrong. The doctor gave orders quickly, 
and she followed them, and for hour* 
they fought with death.

At midnight they thought that the 
end had суще. Jimmie lay very still 
with his little face gray in the shaded 
light.

Isabelle, bending over him, began to 
silently at first, then hysterically.

the tall shaft 
heroes of the Spanish war.

“This is the loveliest spot of all,” he 
said, as they eat down on the grassy 
slope with their faces turned toward 
the river. “Washington will seem dead 
after I put you on the train this after
noon. Have you enjoyed this week, lit
tle woman?” a slight nervousness in 
his voice.

“It has been—perfect," she said soft
ly. “After I had you to talk to the 
crowds didn't seem unfriendly at all— 
they changed into a set of good-natured 
passersby."

“I—er—haven’t seemed to miss tne 
boys much lately, either," he said, ab- 
eent-mlndediy. watching her slender 
fingers arrange the largest daisies ana 
clover leaves that she found near her, 
“but I’ll go to missing them fcgato the 
very minute your train pulls out tlKs 
afternoon.”

He sat up straight suddenly and look
ed at her almost sternly.

“Do you think a man ought to be 
lie?" he demand-

But, though her words were

“You can’t
get across 
with perceptible relief. “The ice is all 
caked up here on the New York side 
so that a launch couldn’t possibly get 
thrlugh.”

“We’ll hire a ferry, then,” said her 
brother cheerfully. One thing was cer
tain — the Roosevelt had something 
Vital to do with her state of sulks. 
Good; he would probe further.

“Is there any way of getting out to 
the Peary ship?" he Inquired of a

t

TWO ON A TOUR
By Troy Allison

і
:(Copyrighted, 1907, by Mary MoKeon.)

The elevator of the Washington 
monument reached the ground after its 
solemnly slow descent of twenty min
utes, and Rhoda Jamison, feeling some
what overawed by the world as seen 
from the top of the monument, sat 
down on a bench near the elevator 
door.
readjust heg 
the rest of (he day.

Rhoda had saved every possible 
from her salary during the

cry,
“Oh, why can’t you save him?” she 

gasped, “wby can't you save him?”
“Hush," the doctor warned, “hush.”
But she was worn out, and the sobs 

came faster andfaeter, as with shaking 
hands itie tried to hold Jimmie up.

The doctor took the boy from her.
“Go and get me hot water,” he order

ed, “plenty of it. I'nvashamed of you.”
baric he had his coat 

off and his sleeves were rolled up. “It's 
the last chance," hé said, and she help
ed him lift Jimmie into the bath.

down her cheeks and

policeman.
“Ice is pretty end. No boats going 

out of here, but tnsytie it yqu walk 
up to Forty-fourth street you can get 
on a bigger boat. They been out 
today. Guess you’d better go 
to Jersey. «ПНИСЬ.» No ice over there, 
and you can hlre*4»bme one to take you 
out to midstream: The Peary boat is 
nearer the Jersey shore anyhow," he 
called after the determined-looking 
physician, who had seized his sisters 
arm as the ferry gong sounded and 
was hustling her on board.

Besty loked furitlvely -at the vessel, 
lying low and gray with her nose up 
stream,’ as the ferry passed. There was 
much deep interest amounting even to 
fascination in her glance, but she feign
ed extreme indifference. Several other 
people were evidently on 
quest, and as the ferry neared the Jer
sey shore a cry of disappointment went 
up. Not a launch or rowboat in sight! 
It looked very much as though those 

not good swimmers would

once
across

,She needed a few minutes to 
thoughts and to ріал forIs

When she came

forgiven for telling 
ed, abruptly.
Two on a—No. 4.—

Her face paled slightly and her eyes 
with fear that he might, 

way confess -himself unworthy 
she had

a
penny
school term In order'to take this Wash
ington trip, and had determined to 
crowd as much sightseeing into her ten 
days as ay other Washington tourist 
had ever done.

She had spent hours with the visiting 
milliner in her town, planning every 
detail of the time, and had finally ar
rived in the city and taken a cab dir
ectly to the xjuiet lodgings she had re
commended. The milliner had, however, 
forgotten to take into consideration the 
fact that the girl had never been ac
customed to a city and to city ways, 
and had therefore failed to prepare her 
for the feeling of desolation and loneli
ness that grew more and more oppres
sive every minute.

The congressional library had satisfied 
her love of elegance, the capitol and 
the White House had seemed like old 
friends from the pictures in the geo
graphy and history from which she 
had taught for months—but in her class 
she had been the personality. Here she 
seemed to dwindle into nothingness, 
and the things that had been mere ideas 
and pictures towered over her oppres
sively, and she was overcome by her 
littleness and her loneliness and longed 
for some one to speak to her with a 
hint of friendly interest.

The big, broad-shouldered man sitting 
on the other end of the bench she had 

walking down the steps of the

The tears ran 
dripped into the tub. Once she looked at 
the doctor. "I am so ashamed of my
self,” she whispered. “But—I haven’t 
many people to love me.” And she sob
bed under her breath.

The doctor’s hair was wet, his face 
was red and his shirt was open at the 
neck, showing the cords.of his strong 
neck He lifted the little steaming body 
in his arms, and held the boy while 
Nurse Isabelle enveloped him in a heat
ed blanket.

Jimmie opened his eyes as they laid 
him on his little cot. ‘‘Tell me about 
the robin,” he murmured dreamily, and 
went to sleep, holding tightly to Nurse 
Isabelle’s finger.

The doctor, warm and rumpled, look
ed at the two.

"You haven’t any business nursing, 
he said to Isabelle.

Her startled eyes met his. "I was 
afraid you would say that,” she quav
ered. “I was such a—fool.”

“You are not a fool,” 
blazed, “but some women aren’t any, 
more fitted to be nurses than I am to 
be the Angel Gabriel.”

Nurse Isabelle was not so sure of 
his unfitness for the sacred office, as 
he stood there in his strength and dig
nity with his halo of fair hair.

“If I had anything to offer you,” he 
remarked abruptly, “I’d marry you.”

“Oh!” Nurse Isabelle tried to rise

were large
In some
of the friendly confidence 
placed in him. The unconventionally 
of their acquaintance stood in her 
mind suddenly, as viewed from the 
world’s standpoint.

“You haven't—lied to me? she ask
ed faintly.

“Absolutely! No one ever told a big
ger one,” he said, his eyes fixed on 
the clover leaves, falling to see her 
pallor, "for It will not be the boys 111 
be missing, it will be—just you.”

Her color came back with a rush, 
and she avoided his eyes as she rose 
hastily to her feet, the daisy and clov
er leaves falling to the ground.

"I’m sure I will be late for my train 
she said

the same

POP GLEESON
ANDwho were 

have to content themselves with ferry 
of the famed ship, ana cam- 

began snapping industriously. TOMMY LUCKglimpses 
eras

Again Betsey’s manner became more 
spontaneous.

“You will get out to 
will you?” she twitted her brother joy
ously. “Well, I don’t envy you the 
swim In this temperature. Fortunately, 
I’m a girl, and so exempt.”

“Ho! I don't know, 
boats around here somewhere, 
handle the oars all right. You are the 
most indefatigable croaker I

1 “But

the Roosevelt,
if we don’t hurry back,” 
abruptly.
“I almost wish you would miss It—It 

shame that you cannot af-

■

seems a
ford to stay longer when I have more 

than I can possibly spend—un- 
the town will let me build ’em

Plenty of row- 
You’ll the doctormoney 

less
another library. You couldn't let me—
er___ ” he stammered, not knowing
how to express himself.

"No, I couldn’t!” she-blazed, catch
ing his half formed idea.

“There—there—little woman—don’t 
get huffy. I suppose I do bump up 
against conventionalities occasionally, 
but somehow I hate for you not to 
have everything you want,” he blurted

ever
saw.”

Following the directions of a long- 
he guided Betsey's lagging 

for five minutes across the 
interminable flights of 
the road to the "wood

"But it
shoreman, 
footsteps 
bridge, down

.stairs, across 
pile,” and brought up before a rotten 
log enmeshed in Ice cakes that led out 

of decrepit old canalboats ly-

seen
monument. Ho had evidently felt so 

in his superb physical strength 
that he walked down to examine more 
closely the inscriptions on the stones 
that could not be studied so well from

ed lightly, 
snub her and disapproval riots on all 
sides, but Miss Mtlident carries it off 
well. She might have married—that 
Is, I suppose so,” he Insinuated with 
wicked eyes.

"Yes, she might have married while 
the old man’s pile was intact,” Forest 
assented.

"But she didn't, 
prospective millions and 
nothing but expensive habits and pas- 

beauty are two very different 
things,” Strean asserted.

Ellison turned a furious face upon 
him and half raised a clinched fist, 
then mastering himself he remarked:

that's the way the world

secure but Jimmie’s thin fingers held her. 
“Please don’t,” he begged

‘Don’t disturb my patient.’ was the 
doctor's preemptory command. He ran 
his fingers through his hair. “If I 
wasn't so dead poor,” he ruminated.

“A woman who breaks down at such 
an important moment isn’t fit to be in 
a hospital," he continued. “She ought 
to be in a home where the tenderness 
would not be wasted.”

He came around to Nurse Isabelle's 
side. It was very still in the big room. 
The screen around Jimmie’s bed hid 
them from such wakeful patients as 
might be in Ward Seven.

"In my home it would not be wast
ed," lie said, softly.

Jimmie stirred slightly. Nurse Isa
belle rose and bent over him. When 
she straightened up, she was within 
the circle of the doctor’s arm.

“Oh," she gasped, all pink and white 
and beautiful.

"You're such a little thing to take 
care of yourself,” the doctor, whisper- 

| ed. “And I'll make ends meet.”
As she raised a radiant face, Jimmie 

opened bis eyes and took in the satis-

to a row
ing out of commission along the shore. 
A man appeared around the corner of 
the little turret on top of one of the 
boats and asked if they could row.

should say," the doctor

out
Her eyes softened and when they 

reached the station she watched his 
broad shoulders as he elbowed his way 
through the crowd at the ticket office, 
and wondered why, now her face was 
turned homeward, she should feel more 
homesick than ever.

the elevator.
She saw him take a fountain pen 

from his pocket, adjust it, and finally 
sort a package of souvenir postcards 
and begin writing industriously.

She remembered the package she had 
bought to send her pupils—so she took 

from her handbag and

“Well, I
shouted. __

And Betsy was forced to scramble up 
the perpendicular old ladder on to the 
boat, thence across and down a ladder 
into a flat-bottomed old fishing boat at 
the other end.Her brother took off his 
overcoat and wrapped it about her 
carefully before he seized the oars ana 
fell in with the stroke of the old river

And a wife with 
withone

When he had put her on the train, 
he leaned over and spoke determined-
1У“Гт coming to South Carolina before 

I go West.”
She didn’t answer and he took from 

Ihis coat pocket one of the clover leaves 
she had dropped on the ground at Arl
ington and held it up before her. She 
saw it had four leaves.

“Do you know what I am going to 
wish? That when I get back West— 
you’ll go with me”—*e waited, a big 
awkward boy in his ‘embarrassment, 
for her to look at him.

-І—I—the train is starting,” she said 
holding out her hand hastily, “but—if 
one finds a four leaf clover—he is pup- 
posed to get his wish.”

WHALING AS MODERN BUSINESS.

sable her own pen 
commenced racking her brain for little 

would amusethings to write that 
them.

The postal she liked best of all, a 
daintily colored view of the moun- 
ment itself, she adressed to her moth
er. Across it she wrote, “it’s so very 
big—and.I feel so little and so lonely.” 

leaned forward to flirt a bit of 
and a

was a little nervous 
and drum corps 
pertoire of military airs. So far even 

smallest posts had brought along 
their home

“I suppose 
sees it,” and strode away.

The four rascals burst Into exuber
ant delight, digging each other in the 
ribs and chuckling hilariously as 
disappeared down a side street.

Ellison had no coherent thought at 
first, as he tore along. The knowledge 
that the barrier between them was re
moved dazed him. But soon he began 

over In his mind, to

The doctor was studying Betsy closely. 
It looked to him very much like a case 
of the heart, he speculated as they 
drew near the ship. When she weakly 
made excuse to remain in the rowboat 
while her brother clambered over the 
ship, he was certain that the mascu
line reason lurked on shipboard. 
Betsy, perforce boarded the Roosevelt.

The ship was in gala dress, with 
many sightseers aboard. As 
her brother stood on deck clutching 
their hats in the stiff breeze, a young.

weather-beaten man sftepped up 
rather shyly held out his hand to

with its limited re-

IN WARD SEVENthe
the regular band fromShe town.

Then, from the direction of the 
station, came the shrill tones of the 
fifes and the rattle of the drums, and 
to the saucy strains of “The Girl I 

Behind Me," the POston post foot- 
the mud to

dust from the top of her pen, 
whiff of air blew the postal from her 
lap and left it lying at the big man’s 
feet.

He saw it there, 
had dropped one of his own, stooped 
and picked It up, reading it leisurely.

little and lonely," he read, 
turned to meet the

By Temple Bailey
So

and thinking he “Nurse,” piped the small boy in cot 
three,’’the doctor's dead stuck on you.” 

“Hush," said the nurse, and bent
to turn things 
even consider the possibility of his own 
thousands, which had seemed puerile 

a foundation 
which Mr.

Left
ed bravely through 
their place in line.

back of the music trudged a 
his little uniform 

to the sword that clank- 
martial spirit at his side, 

hand murmurs of applause 
the crowds that lined the

“I feel so 
and, surprised, 
flushed face of the girl.

“It’s mine," she said, holding out her

over and tucked him up.
Her cheeks were very red as she went I tying situation.

“I told you he was dead stuck on 
I you," he chuckled, weakly.

before, now serving as 
for a new beginning on 
Waring might build. The other, the 
Infinitely greater possibility of win
ning Miliclent he tried to keep in the 
background until a proper hour for 
its consideration.

Having at last adjusted himself 
somewhat to the new condition, he 
felt that he could trust himself to see 
her. They shook hands quietly. There 

little opportunity just then for 
humorous yet

Just 
tiny youngster, 
complete even 
ed with true

brown,
and
Betsy.

Whaling is a small enterprise com
pared with the great industry of long 

The old lure, oil, 4s scarcely

out of the ward and when she was a- 
lone in the diet kitchen she said under • 
her breath, "The idea.”

That afternoon she carried 
bunch of violets to the smalt boy, and 
pinned them on ihis little white night 
shirt, “I picked them in the yard," she 
told him, "spring is coming and I saw

hand for it.
“Do you feel that way, too? ne 

asked, eagerly. "That’s me, exactly!” 
"I shouldn't have called you really 

answered with the frank

doctor looked at his On every 
ran through 
sidewalks. “Pop” chuckled.

“There’s a boy for you,” he smiiea 
to “Cap.” There’s not many inches to 

Inch a soldier for all 
West Point

Instantly the 
sister. She was flushed, painfully em
barrassed, and was stammering like an 
awkward school girl. He was seized 

and Dr. Cobb came to

ago.
thought of today, the vegetable world 
having so completely supplanted the 
leviathan in the arts. The bone’s the 
thing. It has never been higher in 
price, some $6.50 a pound today, and a 
right whale will average more than 
25,000 pounds of bone. Two whales 
will yield a ship a dividend. Five is 
the average catch. It costs abovit $15,- 
000, including advances to the person
nel. later deducted from their catch 
percentage, to outfit a ship for a sum
mer in the Arctic. Often the catch is 
worth $120,000, of which about 525,000 

the skipper. There’s money in 
than in mining

ON TICK.
a wee

"The original of the phrase "on tl- 
meaning credit, was “on ticket," 
idea being that articles bought 
not paid for at the time had to 
noted on a ticket.

’little,’ ” she ,
fondliness of a girl who had never 
met with a circumstance that would 
cause her to ire suspicious of human
ity “I reckon you are referring to 
the first part of the sentence.-Tt is 
so big1 would really seem more suit-

extending his hand to 
who, he

him, but every
He might be athat, 

graduate.”
“That’s what,”

ed engagingly
words, but there was a 
tender glint in her eyes as she occa
sionally glanced at his earnest, pro- 
occupied face while she served a bunch 
of school children.

The four conspirators let her Into 
the secret and departed to spread 
broadcast the jest, the prank upon El
lison, whose sentiment toward Miss 
Waring was an ope.n secret. And pre
sently by twos and threes, and in 
squads her old friends and former as
sociates began to saunter by. Some

agreed “Cap.” I 
guess he was born a soldier.” _

“Wisht I had a little grandson like, 
lamented “Pop,” but I guess-” his 

sank into his snowy beard. Some-
but

-»■-embarrassed man, a, robin on the lawn.
The small boy eyed her adoringly, and 

the doctor came he whispered.
surmised belonged to the ship, from a 
certain fine manliness that is only bred 
from hardship and self-reliance.

The man smiled a litle whimiscally 
the hand of Betsy s

PINES AND OAKS.
__ *,---

most scientific forester In Eur- 
that the oldest trees in nor-

wheh
“The nurse gave ’em to me. The pretty j 

with the blue eyes.”
0b“That’s right,” he laughed, looking 
at the postal, “but that just proves 
that T can hold more loneliness than 

feeling lonely from the

The
ope says

“Nurse Isabelle?” asked the big. fair- j ^Europe are piu^of Norway

I known to live
Germany’s oldest oaks lived only a lit- 
tie more than 300 years.

voice
where he had a little grandson,

him. When Dick
oneas he gripped 

brother. he had never seen
married the Spencer girl against 

wishes there had been an angry 
Dick had flung out of the 

Later he had sought reconcll-

haired doctor.
“Yep,” said the small boy, “the one 

you’re stuck on.”
The doctor stared at him through his

Bet—Miss Cobb's brother, 
not?” Then he too, was cov-

more than 570 years.you, for I am 
soles of my feet to the top of my new 
felt hat that I bought in Carson City 

the sights of Washington in.”
farther from home 

” she

“You are hadgoes to
whaling, often more 
and salmon canning, the north admits, 
and so even greater lawlessness exists 
than in those pursuits.

are you
cred with confusion. "I beg your par
don, shehadntar“dS3harply away, but house.

his
scene, and

to see
“At least you are 

than I—I’m from South Carolina,
Betsy
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