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€6Y/0U Martin Greenleaf?” she
. queried. “I'm Daisy Mon

tresor, that you got a let-
ter from a week or so ago
The troupe has been at Bixby
Corners, but 1 managed to get off for
this trip, and I thought, being so
near, I'd come and see the farm and
yon, and find out if there wasn't a
chance of our being mutnally suited
eh? But of conrse it's too early t»
speak of that, so forget that I said
it. This your family? There's quits
a lot of 'em.”

Martin was completely dismayed
He gazed at her ultramodish imita
tion velvet suit, imitation marabout
boa and muff, willow-plumed picture
hat, with the violently wellow trosses
beneath it, and the foolish little vel
vet boots on her feet. Painted, powd
ered, sheving plainly the marks of
the barlesque st she was a most
incongruous figure in the plain, clean
farmhouse with these honest folk

The girl plucked at Martin's
sleeve

“Introdace me!"” she commanded in
\ stage whisper. ‘‘Miss Daisy Mon
tresor of the ‘Merry-Merry Burles
quers.’ Land, but you're siow!"

Martin achieved the introduction
and Dolores came forward and in a
constrained voipe invited Miss Mon
tresor to remove her wraps and have

Mike!"” replied Daisy. eas
but I've got a fierce hun
this place looks pretty
near all right! Is that tea strong? I
can't bear weak teal”

She drew a chair up to the dis
mantled tea-table, and commenced
helping hersalf to food, while Dolores
went to the kitchen for the ‘“‘strong
tea” the new guest had ordered

Martin followed her. ‘What are
wo going to do?” he asked miserably
as he approached her, while she pour
ed boiling water upon the tea leaves
in the teapot

Dolores raised her eoyes, sparkling
with indignation “Go away from
me! I hate you!” she whispered

fieroely.
CHAPTER 1V
ENTER MATODORA

Miss Daisy Montressor took her
time over her tea. She first de-
manded toast and sent back the fried
potatoes because they were not suffic-
iently browned. But in time her ap
petite gave out, and she rose with an
air of languid repletion and moved
towards the parlor, where Martin was
trying to explain to Mrs, Jones that
Miss Montressor's coming was unex-
pected to himself as to other mem
bers of the family

Dolores cleared the table with swift,
vicious movements. Her eyes blazed,
and there was a red spot high on
each cheek. She had just poured out
the dish water when a knock was
heard, and she went to the door to
find standing upon the threshold a
figzure which almost filled it from
side to side

“Is dis Mr

pper.
“Sure.

Martin Greenleaf’s ?"'

inquired a voice. “My hebbenly Lord !
Isn’t I t'ankful o strike dry land at
last! T'se hoofed it clear f'om de
station at Bixby, t'ree miles, an’ I'se
bout dead, 'deed I is!"

Dolores grasped the arm of the
stranger and pulled her into the
ligh The features were those of a
negress, and the color was a sort of
chocolate brown! Martin, who had
been surprised by the knock and had
started to answer it, stood transfixed
in the parlor doorway, and to him the
newcomer appealed

Is vou, Mr. Greenleaf? Here's
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and rest up, and it wili be all right,’

Lolores bit her lips as she watch-
ed the scene, but suddenly her sense
of the ridiculous got the better of
her. She abruptly bolted in‘o the
kitchen and shut the door, and Aunt
Lovey coming through the room a
moment later found her doubling up
i spasms of almost hysterical laugh
ter

When she had gotten the better of
this unseemly k, Dolores de.

ng the new ar-
comfortable, but Matadora
White was apparently used to waiting
upon herself. She assisted in setting
out a lunch on the kitchen table, and
having eaten it, accepted Dolores’ loan
of an apron, tied it over her magenta
one-piece gown, in which she looked
ike mothing so much as a fat toad,
and capably helped till the kitchen
was ready for the night

When all was done, she approach-
ed Dolores confidentially and whis-
pered: “Do vou mind if I smokes out
here? I knows it ain't stylish, but I
does love my pipe, an’ 'if it don’t
trouble no one—"'

“If you shut the door, nobody will
care,” said Dolores, and before she
left the room she saw Matadora hump-
d into the straight backed rocker,
puffing away at a short-stemmed clay

the picture of con‘entment
d the sitting room
heard the voice of Miss Daisy
Montresor lifted in song, and stepped

This sturdy youngwter,
opment, is the 16 mont

letter your cousin, Miss Letty, sent
you by me. She told me as how you
was needin’ a woman, an’ I t'ought |
would like de country once more.
was done raised on a farm myse'f.
way down Souf, so I says, ‘I'll go, if
he wants.’ An' she said you'd want
me right off, seein’ you was so hard
up fo' a woman so | jes’ started right
out. An' here 1 is. I asked 'em if
"twas far, at the station, an' dey say,
‘Oh, no, "bout a mile an’ a half,’ but
#t's de longest mile an' a half dis
chile eber seed.”

Martin took the proffered letter.
and found that it was indeed from
his cousin, whom he had neglected
to notify of his success in securing
Dolores, though he had written her
that he needed someone, and asked
her to see what she could do for him.
It said that if he were already sup-
plied with a girl, the bearer wou
like exceedingly well to secure a
place somewhere else in the neigh-
horhood, if possible, and requested
Martin to try to help her to a situa-
tion. Matadora White, so the letter
stated, was an excellent cook, but had
tired of city life and would appreciate
1 country berth,

Martin looked up at the brown
broad face. There was humor and
kindliness there, and his heart warm-
ed to the negress.

“Don't you worry, Mrs. White,” he
said heartily, “We'll see about get-
ting vou a place to.morrow, though
s you see | already have a house-
keeper. You shall have some supper,

rowiog up in the finest of surroundi
" old eon of one of Our Folks, J. G.

to Another

for ohild devel
orry, Lanark Co.

into the hallway to look through the
door. Daisy sat at the cabinet or.
gan, pumping away at the pedals for
dear life and singing ‘‘Everybody
loves a Chicken,’” at the top of her
lungs. Mrs. Jones, a photograph al-
bum in ber lap, listened grimly, and
Aunt Lovey wore an expression of
puzzled endurance.

Martin was living up to the advice
of the old lady who said her favorite
text of Scripture was “Grin and bear
it” He was visibly grinning and
bearing it, and if Dolores’ heart had
mot been so sore, she would have pit-
ied him. But remembering what she
had thought him, and contrasting it
with what he seemed to be, her face
took on a bitter look, and she rurned
away disgusted, as Daisy, undisturb.
ed by lack of applause, struck up,
“When the Mid-night Choo-choo
Leaves for Alabama.”

“Hol’ on dah, honey,” said a voice
at Dolores’ elbow, and evidently ad-
dressed to Daisy, “dat ain’t de way
to _sing dat dar song!"

Daisy turned upon the stool, and
gazed disdainfully ar Matadora

“Is this your cook?” she
haughtily of Martin, “and do_ou al-
low your servants in the parlor with
your guests?”’

“Hol’ on dar,” repeated Matadora,
“mebbe T jest as much guest as you
be! Ain't I, Mas'r Greenleaf?” she
appealed to Martin

“Quite as much so” said Martin
with emphasis. “T place no compul-
sion upon anybody,” he went om,
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““and if the presence of this lad
offensive to any of you, you ar
liberty to withdraw. She has «
here on business, where the re
you Lave come without invita
and she shall be treated as your «
while she stays here.”

Daisy whirled upon the stool
slipping away from the organ, s
herself in offended state on the o1/
side of the room. Matadora wadd .4
to the organ and seated herself
the stool. Her brown pudgy
moved over the keys in a simple
cession of chords, and then a voic
velvet soft and honey sweet, began
song which Daisy had been shri
and earried it on to the end, hol
the audience spell-bound by the
formance. Even Daisy forgot o
sulks and cried eagerly at the cnd
“‘Say, that's all right! You onght.
in vaudeville!”

Matadora beamed henignantly
responded to a chorns of urein
more ocoon soncvs. plantation o
and other old-time musie

“Yas, T done learned to play
'muf to accomplish myself.” she
plained, and she was generons enoi )
to give them a very good concert

Had it not been for Matad
vocalizing, it is hard to say just wiint
that  evening would have brou ht
forth. Mrs  Jones was bridling
swelling with indignation at the
trusion of Daisy upon the domiin
which she had vlainly deci
onre for herself. and Daisy was
rius at the presence of everv on
these women who had spoiled
plans for the annexation of Murtir
and his property. It was not unt
Matadora had <ung herself out
the strangely assorted party had
conducted to the various rooms |
vided for them. that Martin detor
minedly cornered the elnsive Dolore
in the kitchen. and penning her
between the sink and the cook st
foroed her to listen to the word: |
had been burning to say all the
ening.

“Dolores! T can’t think what
must suppose I am, but T hadn't
idea that this wonld Mfdpen wh
wrote that advertisement. T was
my wit's end for a housekeeper
was ready to try most anything

“Well, vou seem to have got ‘most

”

never read those womens' [t
ters. T didn't know they were comin
and if T had, T'd have locked the
doors and hung ont a smallpox fli:!
I never dreamed women wounld d.
sol"

“Well, now you see they will, and
T can’t say 1 pity you much! Any
man that'll answer matrimonial o4
vertisoments deserves just what
coming to him "

“I suppose he does, but just the
same, it's kind of tongh for ignor
to be enlightened in quite such a 1 1
haicy )

“Experience keeps a dear scli
but—you know who—will learn i
other.”

‘Oh lores! 1 deserve everyt!
yvou've said and implied, except
blame of having intention of ti
working out like this! T had be
happy here with you, and T'd b

hat some day you'd—marry 1
mavbe. I love you, fool as T am
as 1 richly deserve to bo ealled
I hoped you'd love me. too—""

His voico trailed off in broker
cents. and his whole appearance
s0 abjectly miserable that Do
conld not help pitying him. She «
soe that he was telling the «
truth, She had often wonderec
his child-like innocence of the
of the world, and after all it
hard, as he said, for ignoranc
bring such consequences with it

“TI'm sorry T spoke as 1 did,
tin,' she said softly, laying a '
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on bis arm.
help «nowing

them
snd 1'm sorry
baven't but j
going to get 1
day? There |
that goes thr
Martin gro
never though
ever ot over
‘1 guess it
threo-ring o
but it can't
to just make 1
it till they ca
It is beyon
man nature
looking up eof
red cirlish i
of friendlines
be something
s & youn,

rried moven
tin, a despera
ores, and she
and had reac
But Martin's
thrill of the I
o, was as ®
ties are prove
Dolores’ left
rose, when in
ol in the gla
gowing face
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