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aawiinal gad’ Uncle Joe, ¢clearing
his theoot. . “It it's going ‘to do you
any P ciiar good, Carlyn May, 1
» Suppose 1 can take a walk with you.”

It was a crisp day—one of those aus
tumn days when the tang of frost re-
mains in the afr, in spite of all the
efforts of the sun td/warns it. -

Heré #nd thére they stopped to pick
up the glossy' brown chestauts that
had burst from thelr burrs. ‘That is,
Cardlyn May and her uncle did. Prin
after a single attempt to nose one‘:
the prickly’ burrs, left them strictly.
alone, [ ¢

“You might just'as well try to eat
Aunty Rose's strawberry needle cush-

lon; Princey,” the lttle girl "said '

wisely. “You'll hitve a sorer nose than
Amos Bartlett had when he tried to
file it down with a wood rasp.”

“Hum!” = ejaculated Mr. Stagg,
“whatever -Possessed that Bartlett
child to do such a fool trick?’

“Why, you know his nose is awfully
big,” sald Carolyn May. “And his
mother is always worried about it. She
must have worried Amos, too, for one
day last week he went over to Mr.
Parlow’s shop, borrowed a wood rasp
and tried to fle his nose down to a
propér sise. And now he has to go
with his nose all greased and-shiny
till the new skin grows back on it.”

“Bless me, what these kids will do!”
muttered Mr. Stagg.

It was just at that moment that the
little girl and the man, becoming really
good comrades on this walk, met with
an adventure. At least to Carolyn
Muy it was a real adventure and one
sheé was not to forget for a long, long
time.

Prince suddenly bounded away,
barking,. down a . pleasant . glade,
through the bottom of which flowed a
brook. Carolyn May caught a glimpse
of thing brown moving down
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there and she called shrilly to the dog
to come back.

“But that's somebody, Uncle Joe,”
Carolyn May sdid with assurance, as
the dog slowly returned. “Prince
never barks like that unless it's a per-
son. And I saw something move.”

“Somebody taking a walk, like us
Couldn’t be a deer,” sald Mr. Stagg.

“Oh,” cried Carolyn May later, “I
see it again. That's a skirt I see.
Why, it's a lady!”

Mpr. Stagg suddenly grew very stern-
looking, as well as silent. All the
beauty of the day and of the glade
they had entered seemed lost on him,
He went on stubbornly, yet as though
loath to proceed.
| “Why,” murmured Carolyn May, “it’s
Miss Amanda Parlow! That's whe it
isl”

The carpenter’s daughter was site
ting on a bare brown log by the broak.
She was dressed very prettily, all i»
brown.

Carolyn May wanted awfully to
speak to Miss Amanda, The brown
lady. with the pretty roses in her
cheekis sat on a log by the brook, her
face turned from the path Joseph

along.

And Uncle Joe was quite stabborn.
He stared straight ahead down the
path without letting the figure on the
log get into the focus of his vision.

Hanging to Uncle Joe’s hand but
looking longingly at the silent figure

Yon the log, Carolyn May was going

down to the stepping stones by which
they were to cross the brook, when
suddenly Prince came to a halt right
at the upper end of the log and his
body . stiffened.

“What is it, Prince?’ whispered his
little mistress. “Come here.”

But the dog did not move. He even
growled—not at Miss Amanda, of
course, but at something on the log.
And it was just then that Carolyn
May wanted to scream—and she could
not!

For there on the log, raising its flat,
wicked head out of an aperture, was
‘a snake, a horrid, silent, writhing
creature, the look of which held the
little girl horror-stricken and speech-
less.

Uncle Joe glanced down impatiently,
to see what made her hold back so.
The child's feet seemed glued to the
earth. She could not take another
step.

Writhing out of the hole in the log
and colling, as it did so, into an atti-
tude to strike, the snake looked to be
dangerous indeed. The fact that it
was only a large blacksnake and non-
poisonous made no difference at that
moment to the dog or to the little
girl—nor to Joseph ,szx when he
saw it

It was coiled right at Miss Amanda’s
back. She did not see it, for she was
quite as intent upon keeping her face
turned from Mr. Stagg as he had been
determined to ignore her presence, ;

Qarolyn May was shaking and help-

Stagg and his little niece were coming

Leaped Forward With His Walking
Stick to Strike.

the mongrel dog was there first. He
wisely caught the blacksnake behind
the head, his strong, sharp teeth sev-
ering Its vertebrae.

“Good dog!” shouted Mr. Stagg ex-
citedly. “Fine dog!”

“Oh, Miss Amanda !” shrieked Caro-
Iyn May. “I—I thought he was going
to sting you—I did!”

She ran to the startled woman and
clung to her hand. Prince nosed the
dedd snake. Mr. Stagg looked exdeed-
ingly foolish. Miss Amanda recovered
her color and her voice simultaneously.

“What a brave dog yours is, little
girl,” she said to Carolyn May. “And
I do so despise snakes!” Then she
looked  divectly at Mr. Stagg and
bowed gravely. “I thank you,” she
sald, but so coldly, so Carolyn May
thought, that\wher voice might have
come “Just off an iceberg.”

“Oh, I didn’t do anything—really I
didn't,” stemmered the man. “It was
the dog.”

Both looked very wuncomfortable, .
Joseph Stagg began to pick up the
scattered chestnuts from the over
turned basket. The lady stooped amnd
whispered to Carolyn May:

“Come to see me, my dear. I want
to know you better.”

Then she kissed Carolyn May and
slipped quietly away from the brook,
disappearing quickly In the under
growth, ™~

Jokeph Stagg and the little girl
went on across the stepping stones,
while Prince splashed through the
water. Carolyn May was thinking
about Miss Amanda Parlow and she
believed her Uncle Joe was, too,

“Uncle Joe,” ghe sald, “would that
bad old snake have gtung Miss
Amanda?”

“Huh? No; I reckon not,” admitted
Mr. Stagg absent-mindedly. “Black-
snakes don’t bite. . A big one like that
can squeeze some.”

“But you were scared of it—like me
and Prince. And for Miss Amanda,”
sald Carolyn May very much in ear-
nest.

“I guess 'most everybody is scared
by the sight of a snake, Car’lyn May.”

“But you were scared for Miss
Amanda’s sake—just the same as I
was,” repeated the little girl decidedly.

“Well?” he growled, looking away,
troubled by her insistence.

“Then you dox’t hate her, do you?”
the child pursued. “I'm glad of that,
Uncle Joe, for I like her very much.
I think she’s a beautiful lady.”

To this Uncle Joe said nothing.

“I guess,” thought Carolyn May
wisely, “that when two folks love each
other and get angry the love’s there
Just the same. Getting mad doesn’t
kill it; it only makes 'em feel worse.

“Poor Uncle Joe! Poor Miss Aman-
da! Maybe if they'd just try to look
up and look for brighter things they'd
get over being mad and be happy
again.” i

When Uncle Joe and Carolyn May
returned from this adventurous walk
Mr. Stagg went heavily into his own,
room, closed the door and even locked
it. He went over to the old-fashioned
walnut bureau that stood against the
wall between the:two windows and
stood before it for some moments in
an attitude of deep reflection. Finally,
he drew his bunch of keys from his
pocket and opened ome of the two
small drawers in the heavy piece of
furniture—the only locked drawer
there was. He drew forth a tintype
picture, faded now, but clear enough
to show him the features of the two
individuals printed on the sensitized
plate. R 7%

His own eyes looked out of the pho-
tograph proudly. They were much
younger eyes than they were now.

And the girl beside him in the pie-
ture! Sweet as a wild rose, Mandy

Parlow's lovely, calm  countenance
Lmﬂ-ed all the beauty and dignity

—ah--ul wamanhand hod anhloved

Mandy!” he murmure(
’ “+“Oh, Mandy .
b

He held the tintype for a long, long
time in his hand, gazing on it with
eyes that saw the vanished years
rather than the portraits themselves.
Finally he hid the picture away again,
closed and locked the drawer with a
sigh and with slow steps left the
ro0m.
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4 -~ . CHAPTER VIII.

o “ Chet Gormiey Tells Some News.

It was when she came in sight of
the Parlow place on Monday after-
noon, she and Prince, that Carolya
May bethought her of the very best
person in the world with whom to ad-
vise upon the momentous question
which so troubled her.

‘Who could be more interested in the
happiness of Miss Amanda than Mr,
Perlow himself?

The little girl had been going to call
on Miss Amanda. Aunty Rose had
sald she might and Miss Amanda had
invited her “specially.”

But the thought of taking the old
carpenter into her confidence and ad-
vising with him delayed that visit. Mr.
Parlow was busy on some plece of
cabinet work, but he nodded briskly to
the little girl when she came to the
door of the shop and looked in.

“Are you very busy, Mr. Parlow?”
she asked him after a watchful min-
ute or two.

“My hands be, Car’lyn May,” said
the carpenter in his dry volce.

| “onp
“But I kin listen to ye—and I kin
talk.,”
| “Oh, that's nice! Did you hear
| about what happened yesterday?”
| “Eh?’ be querled, eying her quizzi-
cally. “Does anything ever happen on
, Sunday?’

“Something did on this Sunday,”
| eried the little girl. - “Didn’t you hear
about the snake?”

“What d'ye mean—snake?’

And then little Carolyn May ex-
plained. She told the story with such
earnestness that he stopped working
| to listen,

“Humph!” was his grunted com-
ment at the end. “Well!”

“Don’t you think that was real ex-
citing?” asked Carolyn May. “And
just see how it almost brought my
Uncle Joe and your Miss Amanda to-
gether., Don't you see?”

Mr. Parlow actually jumped. “What's
that you say, child?” he rasped out
grimly. “Bring Mandy and Joe Stagg
together? Well, I guess not!”

“Oh, Mr. Parlow, don’t you think
that would be just be-a-you-ti-ful?”
cried the little girl with a lingering
emphasis upon the most important
word. “Don’t you see how happy they
would be?”

“I don’t know as anybody's per-
tig'lar anxious to see that daughter of

ine and Joe Stagg friendly again.
No good would come of it.”

Carolyn May looked at him sorrow-
fully. Mr. Parlow had quite disap-
pointed‘her. It was plain to be seen
that he was not the right one to ad-
vise with about the matter. The littie
girl sighed.

“I really did e'pose you'd want to
see Miss Amanda happy, Mr. Parlow,”
she whispered.

“Elppy? Bah!” snaried the old
man, setting vigorously to work again,
He acted as if he wished to say no
more and let the little girl depart
without another word.

Carolyn May really could not under-
stand it—at least she could not im-
mediately,

That Mr. Parlow might have a gelf-
Ish reason for desiring to keep his
daughter and Joseph Stagg apart did
not enter the little girl’s mind.

After that Sunday walk, however,
Carolyn May was never so much
afraid of her uncle as before. Why,
he had even called Prince “good dog!”
| Truly Mr. Joseph Stagg was being
transformed—if slowly,

He could not deny to himself that,
to a certain extent, he was enjoying
the presence of his little niece at The
Corners, If he only could decide just
what te do with the personal property
of his sister Hannah and her husband
down in the New York apartment,
| Neyer in his life had he been so long
| deciding a question. 0

He had really loved Hannah. He
knew it now, did Joseph Stagg, every
time he looked at the lovely little
child who had come to live with him
| at The Compers. Why! just so had

thing. The same deep, violet eyes and
sunny hair and laughing lips—

Mr. Stagg sometimes actually found
a reflection of the cheerful figure of
“Hnnnah's Car'lyn” coming between
him and the big ledger over which he
Spent 80 many of his waking hours.

Once he looked up from the ledger—
it was on a Saturday morning—and
r.eally did see the bright figure of the
little girl standing before him. It

the cat, suddenly shot to the topmost
shelf, squalling with wild abandon.

Prince was nosing alo at Carol
May's side, i it

“That das of wanme Mawlyn Maw yeill
% 5 )

Hannah locked when she was a little |

Was no dream or fancy, for old Jimmy, '

“Bless  me! croaked Mr, Stagg. ;

Jive Jimmy & conniption Ot yet. “Whae~

d'you want down here?”

Carolyn May told bim." A man had
come to the house to buy .a cow ang
Aunty Rose hadt “ssnt vhe little gird
down to tell Mr. Stagg to come Home-
and “drive his own bargain)’ .

“Well, well,” said Mr, Stagg, locks
ing the ledger in the safe, “I'll hustle-
right ‘out and tend to it. Don’t see
why the man couldn’t have walted tm
noontime. - Hey, 'you, Chet! Look out
for the store. Don't have any fooling,
And—"

“Qh, uncle! may I stay, too? Me:
#nd Prince?” cried Carolyn May,.
“We'll be good.” ¥

“Pshaw! Yes, if you want to,” res
sponded Mr. Stagg, hurrying away.

“My! your uncle’s changin’ more
and toore, ain’t he?” remarked Chet
the optimistic. “He does sometimes
almost laugh, Car’lyn. I never see the
beat of it!” |

“Oh, is he?” cried the little chil.
“Is he looking up more? Do you thinlf
he is, Chet?”

“I positively do,” Chet assured::ﬁ

“And he hasn't always got his
in that old ledger?’

“Well—I wouldn't say that'he nege
lected business, no, ma'am,” sald>thet
bey honestly. “You see, we men havey
got to think of business mostly.
he sure is thinkin' of some other
too—ya-as, indeedy!"” \

“What things, Chet?’ Carolyn
asked anxiously, hoping that Ui
Joe had shown some recovered intend
ést-in Miss Amanda and that Chet had
noticed it.

“Why—well— Now, you see,
that house you used to live in. I:
konow about that?”

“What about it, Chet#: the Liftis
girl asked rather timidly, '

“Well, Mr. Stagg ain't never dnnq
nothin’ about it. He ain’t sold it, ﬁ
sold the furniture, nor nothin’. ¥
koow;, Car’lyn May, your folks didu%
leave you fio money.”

“Oh! ' Didn't they? cried Carolym
May, greatly startled. i

“No. You see, I heard all about it§
Mr. Vickers, the lawyer, came in here
one day and your uncle read a I
to him out loud. I couldn't help b
hear, The letter was from anoth
lawyer and ’twas all about you
your concerns. I heard it all,”
the quite innocent Chet.

“And Mr, Vickers says: ‘So the cﬁ
hasn’t anytbing of her own, Joe?
Chet went on. “And yeur uncle sa
‘Not a dollar, "cept what I might
that furniture for’ And he hasn¥
sold it yet, I know. He jrci can'¥f
make up his mind to sell the).: um;3
that was your mother’s, Carly. May,
added the boy, with a deeper insi
into Mr, Stagg’s character than one
might have given him credit for pose
sessing. 1

But Carolyn May had heard mmJJ
news that made her suddenly gqui
Bnd she was glad a customer came ir
store just then to draw Chet
ley’s attent’- .

The chilc ! never thought beforg:
about how ¢ ood things of life caigy
to her—her ....d, clothes and lodgingt
But now Chet Gormley's chatteri
had given her a new view of the fa
of the case. There had been no mon:
left to spend for her needs. Un
Joe ' was just keeping her out d
charity !

“And Prince, too,” thought the 1i
girl, with a lump in her throat, “Hef
hasn’t got any more home than a rab
bit! And Uncle Joe don’t really
dogs—not even now, {

“Oh, dear me!” pursued Carol
May. “It's awful hard to be an
phan. But to be a poor orphan—j
2 charity one—is a whole lot worse,
guess. I wonder if I ought to s
with Uncle Joe and Aunty Rose l:n
make them so much trouble?”

The thought bit deep into-the litfl
girl’s very impressionable mind. Shé
wished to be alone and to think o
this really tragic thing that , fa
her—the ugly fact that she was
“charity child.” J

“And you're a charity dog, Prin
Cameron,” she said aloud, looki
down 4t the mongrel who walked
dately beside her along the coun
road.

The littlo girl had loltered along ths
road untll it was now dinner timd§
Indeed, Aunty Rose would have had
the meal on the table twenty minutes
earlicy. Mr. Stags had evidently rép

| maincd at The Corners (o sell the coly
| and eat dinner {oo—thus “killing th

birds with one stone.” |
f And here Carolyn May and Prim
were at Mr. Parlow's carpenter sho

| Just as the old man was taking off

apron preparatory to going in to
dinner. When Miss Amanda was awi
nursing, the carpenter ate at a nej
bor’s table.

fp Now Miss'Amanda appeared on
side porch. G §
B “Where are you going, little glrl?*
she asked, smiling. 1
! “Home to Aunty Rose,” sald Carolys
May bravely. “But I guess I'm late
for dlnne{." 2 2
! “Don’t you want to come in and

* with us, Carolyn May? Your/own

ner will be cold.” !

. “Oh, may I?" cried the little gi
Somehaw she did not feel - that




