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YRUS HARTMAN had oly
one more errand lu the bigMstore. Re was glad of it. He
didn't takre nahuraliy te shop-
ping, but Nancy badl given him

tjhat Mor - leugtby shoqqping list of
houmaold neesaties, compriemng noaly

* everyhing frem needies te saucepana,
and h. bail been compeiled te beave the.
Sociable circle lu the rotunda, et the
lihf le botel viiere h.e usualiy put up
viien lu tevu sud saily forth te nego-
tiste the red-hape, the moving-sarvay,
the sauperciiious cirks snd the. fussy
crovdseofthte big departintal store
*here Nancy aiways deait. He hated the,
eity sud ail that pertaiued te it-tbe
bot sud dusty treete, the. unonding pro-
cesin et tirod-faced people, the rush
sud edatler sud jangle. The cern-
miugled odors et tar, gasoline-exhaust,
Oive cent cigare, taicum powder sud
retaurant cooking made him ill. He
alvasya carried bis bille safely piuned te
an muer pockef, and looked upon al uew

acqatnances as possible feur-flushera
ho migbht tny te unload a gold brick

ou hlm. He dodged the, Street cars vith
admirable circuispechion, sud bis bead
thrust forvard like a duck in a thunder-
atormn. Tiie "slick city feller" that gel
aboad et Cyrus vould have te, get up
early And Crus vasn't really happy
tilt bie gel avay-avay eut upon the.
vindiug green trail that led te home sud
Nancy sud supper.

Yee, h. had only that dad-blamed lino-
leum te get nov, as b.e patiently awaited
bis parcel sud change aIt th. notion
counter as ho heavod a sigh et relief. In
another ton minutes or even lees ho
vouid bo turning bis borse's boads borne
yard.

He gazed unseeiug at the. burrying
througe et eboppers. Tii. sales-
woman vbo bad atlended te bis
vanta vas discussing seme topie et popu-
lar interest vith two coworker-etore
gossip, ne doubt, hoe supposed. Ho look-
ed at th group lu a bored vay. He
souldn't sevhy on earthbtbey couldn't
just give hlm hie purchases and let hlm
go, intead et sonding them alI away
someviiore lu a vire basket firet sud
keepiug hlm vaiting.

"lIt's a plain case of desertion!1 Thal'e
viat il le!" came te, bis ears suddeuly
sud sharply.

Cyrus turned sud looked at the. speak-
er as these vords penetrated te hie cou-
sclousuese. She vas a severe-lookiug
vomau vith hair that vas drawu back
tightly f rom a narrow brow, littho keen
dark oyoa, sud the general appearance
of s female Diogenes, vithout the. lau-
tenu. It was se. ho bad served hlm.

"lYour change is coming," abe suapped,
se ehe caught bis glance..

"Oh, Mies Crabbe, do you really think
se. as deeerted 7" asked a young girl
vho vas meaeuring bat elastie boside
lier.

'That's vhat I caîl it," averred Miss
Crabbe, as se rearranged some humbied
boxes. l'And L'y. seen a lot ef happen-
lngs in my tUnie. I ain't vorked bers
ton yeare for nothiug. . .. Something
for you " ah. added, approaching anotiier
cushomer.

"But she'e bound te turnuUp. The.
store is so volt syeematized-" began
a imid-looking girl whio vas dowa ou
lier kuees, puliug eut new stock.

"Oh she'11 humn up al ight enough,
poor little thing," Mies Crabbe cut in,
'.and thon she'I1 b. sent te tthe Refuge
or a Home for Orphans or somethiug."

Cyrus niov leaned acrose the counter.
"'Sens me," hoie aid, addres sing Mises

Crabbe. "Ha& there been a-a-su abduc-
lion or auything round bore T"

Miss Crabbe hurued a cold oye on
Cyrus.

,.Abduct ion notbing!" she rapped eut.
"It's ouly rich kide that get abducted.
This ies acase ef abandonmieft. Haven't
you heard about it?. . .. Two rolls of
tliis madam? Very well .. .. Why -he
flews is ail over the store!"

-1I didn't hear nothin,' se heip me Han-
uier!" declared Cyrus.

"Weil, se. vas the eveeteet luttle
thhng you evor 55w. She couldn't have
lx-en more than five yeare old, sud ehe
liad lovely golden curies ad big bine eyee
anid '«as dressed juet se.1 , wasn't eue,
Çettie? Tiie mother-though it's a sin

to eal sup~h a creaturs that-was bore at
this very counter right after lunch and
ah. bad the ebld vith ber thon. You
couldn't help but notice tbem, hhey vers
that striking. People turned around aud
stared viierever tbey went."

"And viiere vas she oat ?"
«"Rigbt bore in tuis store, they ssy.

About three o'ciock. Up on the. fourth
floor. But, of course, it might bave
been anyviiere. If the. mother iefttber
on the fourthfloor she'd hardly go igit
to the, store deteet ive aud hell hum 80,

wben she'd made up ber mind te desert
the. kid," aud s suspicions moisture
gathered in the bard eyes et Miss.-
Crabbe as she'spoke.

Cyrus made clucking sounds with bis
tongue againet bis heetb, sounde indicat-
ing sympathy sud horror and hie utter
laek of worde.

"The mother," vent on Miss Crabbe,
"cwas on.et those fluffy blondes that tbe
mon fait for. She bad a babyish helpiese
.look, but I guese il vas ail put on. I
sized ber up for an actrees. Didn't you,
Nettie "

"Oh yos, se was certainly an achrese,"
agreed Nethie. "My! I nover saw such
a prety chld in ail my lite. A perfect
picture."

"You mean t' say ber> ma vont an'-
an'.-" began Cyrus, inarticulats vith
wrath.

"'Abaudoned her? Weii, vhah else
does it look 1k ? The store bas been

tive trame of mimd. Elovators vers
hie espeial horrer, s0 ho trudgsd up the.
four flightis of ataira tifl ho àrrived in
the section vhere Nancy'aTOofetlino-
leum, vhieh as had picked out from a
bargain lot leat time ahe had beon in
town awaited him.
."That'a one thiug they can't put in a

wire basket sud aend for,,a ridel"
cbuckiod Cyrus, sud then pereeiviiig the.
cierk, waved hie baud sfter the manner
of a ignalman telliig a freight train
that the. vay vas "Iail clear" sund hailed
him thus: "Whers's that thore rol '
oilcloth my old lady told yeu te. keep
for bier, young felier?... Eh? Tiie
name ? Wby, Mrs. Cyrus Rartman o'
the Bar K ranch to b. sure!'>

zfter a short aearch the, bulky pack-
age, tied about the. middle vith a bit of
roipe, vas fouud and Cyrua "heftod" it
and finafly decided that sitough t
weighed a mite more than ho bad ex-
pected ho would nevertiieleus aoru thie
assistance of any "store beip" sud Just
take it down and out te bis wagon him.

self. Re always carried bis own par-
cela, he said.

The clerk humored hlm, but told hlm
he wouid have to take the. freight elo-
vator to the ground floor.

"Well, vell," aaid Cyrua, reslgnedly.
"Mebbe gemn' dowu von't b. se dis-
agreeabie as goin' up. I do. bats tatt
ail-gone feelin' at the. boIt lino tbough.
SURl, come t' tbiuk now 1 couldn't be
more empty there than I amn, cuaI had
my lunch i n eeo' your esaaboe
and they didn't gniOO11eouh keep
a bird alive an' stuck me four bita Joat

Aristocrats of the. Downa

searehed ali over hwiee and there isn't
a trace et the 11111. hhing. Tboy say
lhe mother took on terrible up iu lbe
manager's office, but, et course, that
wkbuld b. part et ber role. She claimed
liaI se had loftIthe, child in tb. loy
department vbile se. ooked at semee
ruge-wbat au actrese weuld want with
rugs beate me-sund that ail of a suddeu
sie caught sigbt- et a friend- sudthbey
stopped te bave a chat-lie usual bunk
-sud that wheu ehe went te get the
child se. aa't ho ho teuud. . . .Cash-

ier! Ruelle Ibis gentleman's change sud
b. quiek about it."

"I bel you eould find lier," remarked
Cyrus admiringly. "'il be goch-durned
if you don't look like a sister o' Sherlock
Holmes!",

've got sense," admitted Mis Crabbe,
reaching up te the parcel-carriage.that
uow cane hunding aloug. "Sorry 't bave
kept you," and se emptied the change
inte Cyrus's big brown psw and handed
hum bis package.

"An' yen say eh.e vas an actresq, eh?'
obeerved Cyrus, stewirig bis parcel inhe
hie capacielis pocket. "My xny, ain't it
a pity them stage folk bave te bave
children'at ail!"

Te hie single-minded integrity the

p1rofesslion, espeially for women, wae the
Ile Plu, ultra &f iniquity. Mise Crabbe
merely semiled % ight-lipped cmii. at his
shoeked accents.

"O0h, '«e mustn't b. se uarrow as ho
disparae what is cometimes ea noble
-al..ing," she eaid generously. "St iii Ihat
kiud of life is bad for children, sud 1
just hope sonie decent honeet bard-
workiug persun finds the little girl and
keepe he."

Cyrus '«eut on bis '«Ly -in a rumina-

the. saine. COo.i-all-hernbock! Il boat$
my lime bow you fellers manage te
keep body an' eoul together! Se long,
au' boggin' your pardon. No barmn
meaut." -

The lerk vatehed Cyrus disappear sud
tien shrugged hie ahoulderesud mur-
mured something about "fresh old
rubes"; but asethe slore's biggest trade
came from juet such as Mr. Hartman ie,
vas perfore. obliged to lbe phileàophicat
over the malter.

Cyrus drove rapidly eut toWard the.
suburbe, bummiug a happy lilîle lune
xneanwhile. Nancy vouid have f reah
dougbuiutesud pancakes sud maple-
syrupý for supper, iu addition te hua
favorite pork pies sud acailoped potatoos.
Presently ase twilight drew ou ho.lbo-
came client, eogituting upon cihy life
sud ite baleful effect ou yonug people.
Tiiat clerk now, the, puny pale.faced
shrimp! Wouldn't he bo inuch botter
eut on a farm doiug a. real man's vorkf

And lho vacn't the ouly eue. There
ver. lvte of othors liat slid tiirough
thie draft bocause they ver. tee, insig-
nificant, tee email and spindliug te,
bother with. Penbaps Mr. Harîman was
a trifle prejudieed about cilie. Back et
aIt this was the experience et hie owu
so well knù,wn te the ueighborhood, vh.u
bis only son Jim had rebelled sud left
the parental roof ho seek a livelihood
ini town. Hoe reflected gloomily ou lii,
flicking the off horse with the vliip trom
time ho lime, and wondering viiel Jim
looked like nov aftr nine years of liv-
ing in towus sud cities. Would hoe b.
a dressed-up dudo with s saleow iskin
and eockesud necktie liaI mahched
like that. clerk? God torbid!

"'Nine yeas, by bock!" mutlered

Prize Package Polly
w..4+au for The&W..sbrn THome Monthlv bKu i+iiG.l Rfvne

y.

Cyrus. «Svaflered up b7 tii. jreît M&W
e' the ety. Wentt. e Oëfan àWFrwOo
an' thon New York, a'in all thein yr
he ain't mot us morea tour posteard..

Poor Jim. Nover had » sueo for
a plow, did Jim. Purty mM hwk, ani'
me gittin old an' orter uae-up in the
hind-legs. . .. Aiways vas stwong for
muie--faneisd ho bad & voIe.!Poor
Jim. ... The dura foil... .e and a
great slgh reit the bosomn of Mr. Hart-
mn, wealt anhe ad deooliofet be

churh. d'Idrmakkedby smie a bard-
bofle old' h»ô*Ihte, a bimrtiio phari-
soe, eu 1 UIed the toiler fiat time...
I vond« ýeno... Ivst!-nbu
1 vasaat a mite bard on iii à' raI.
Ho Vas Ouly soeventoii..e

Tho thougbt wu8 1Jy no ilUises a W
on, butto*jy it oSle4to 004uk*

frshpogmi~cyfor morn roa. P«p
hapaU' fyis aeelig-mone fred fh$*

usul after a trip tecltty. Of late
these journeyus eomed te boker 1lm*ou
quiekly. He vas gsttl4g 04on. e efsood

Ye Puingtowards sevuaty »ov.
&ýmiugapamrently f rom some distanc

the. vail Ja chlld auddenly broke iD
on bis revei.

"Soumis luke hie pa wau lkolW'14~M
geod, muttered Cyrus, Mad the,
beomlug more voluminOUS hle sd:1
I bad m anda on the petsa tha
ma*n' t kld bovi rd mqi 1P the
floor vlfh hlmi"

A bof unreaaonlng, anger tlri04 il.
"I bt If's Batlett. L- *&- V»

huasold bir<Ld sure lmu tàAmea-i
strate 10 hlm fth" eowBS nrlbtot
Once."

Bartlotvas inova lobshavenmm boat-
on Isevite.

Cyrus heard the i.ryng agalu ave
tîmos, receding appmatly nsv, as 1»
vhlpped up bis f.am. C Am is
trille deaf, howover, s0 ho I! 01
nod the. vayslde for s s id f0
be auroho .everlookod nso h"ýaeOf 0f9,e
lng hlm. The. sun vas setlim"ad 'tu

alw as Plcssnllcool 110Ww U e afBlgl
brstsfrrlng. le rmluat olus

seft t rog.chorua came fo
alougb, lntermlttently. B r.tifeo
in aleepy aIrain. Cyrus lad bomuaoqu-
lng sud nov ho puit himle avayfor
the buildngs otfeB0 1,19;$
d.nly up lu the. mlddle distaçe. T
minutes later h. drovo brI*4.ro
hie lano-gate sud brouif P *iI.,&
loud "viies!1"»at th.ie, à eoflb
ranch-houe.. simultaneoualy NaawY ap
pearod, a freilx vhite aprOft cov.tlg beW

ns lacsdrosa
"YuIelaIe," ah. e toit er pne

"le's sch anlenlagtI MbÇsSE
to suspetyou vus out oyridià VUt
nmre delgnl 'blond.evlddr.M

"You hdn't Oughler puý,t hum Iduu
in my hesd inme. t" rotunn.d lb. Kart-
man, desoendlng nheumatwml~auid00
throwlng the Ulnos te bie hlneît i"q
do't don y rd lots o' beha« teflirt, b"l
I avoar uhoy ean'I noue ' tii.. .tmPb
me-not vhon I got mcck i» fel.14 OU
aayut home! Suppor r"dy tn

"lCady an' vaIlu'ý Dld you filé
that Ihors linoleum for thoe tt1îà'noom
floor?1"

«Deu't 1 alwaya get viat Igo atirt
Tolltheii oid mnutopull cdown thé stars
an' he'Ilmake os th jobaayhow,
you bel. Goas h! a hatt

",what'a vwhat?"akod Naxeac t
ping lu her tai etlIfting panools troix
the. wagon. 1 dou't hear notiI'.r

"lLiaton, thon... . Thro.. -é- Com-
sarn il. Il'sa akd crylu'! I been hear-
in' it thia haIt hour or moMe. Boni
folks have 'bout smueh heurt sa igr-
nip. Il seems te me nmrnetdth.m
got too mauy kîds. If thhuy belua*
(or nons ah aIl) hhey'd sppréelte foi

mo G.rea Ceamar'.gotl i YOM
ain't lot them young kiltona ouh, liance.V&
*ud Mr. Harlin upeod under the.
wagon, for thi e und semed Wo orne
from sa point near at band nov.

But Nancy made Do reply. 8h. va
tugging franlically a a ir Pb tOfamali
vhile.slockinged legs thht protruded
wriggling, from one ond et1Ithe big roi
ot linoleum.

111 swan toecale%'lc" mutl.red CYru,
slariug, stock-stiill

"DIon't givo me no0 gab, Cyrus Hart-
mn, but la ybot o' tho roll au' pull
f roin he other end," dirocted bis vie.
1'l guess il's oeedo'hem Bartletj oung
enes, pleyln' tricks as usual ltj
n igh mmotbered herselftoo0, i reekon.9

Cyrus oboyed and finding liaI th. lm-


