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Was that father?—no, Tlge had not I any Inconvenience rather than make 
hurt him—it was the fire—and heed- ! complaint?”
less Joe—where was the spring—and— | Richard Burnside sat down rather 
the cup. There! mother was bathing suddenly. This was not just what he 
his burning head and face and neek-ч had expected, 
his hands and arms. He smiled at 
her and whispered “Good," and again 
the warm rain dropped upon him—and 
his big, heavy head was lifted, and 
laid—why, it must be cool, damp moss 
above the spring! it was heavenly!— 
if it was nptf or the dreadful some­
thing that hurt so, about Lizzie—Liz­
zie Bradley-Lamson—he could—Lizzie 
Bradley-Lamson—Liz.

“I don’t know as any of us can say 
much for ourselves. Let such a sick 
man lie here alone for days—never 
come near him, so busy hustling for 
the dollars—but all the same, Lamson’s 
a brute, with less feeling than a hog!
And he thought that Lizzie'd—faugh!"

Lizzie—Lizzie Bradley-Lamson—Liz.
“Don’t say that Joe Harris!—can’t 

you understand, Lamson lied!"—Lizzie 
—Bradley-Lamson—

"Oh, never mind mother, he’s too 
light-headed yet, but the fever is cool­
ing and the doctor’ll be here soon.
.Loek out yonder, Ben’s got a crowd, 
all right! Joe’s grain’ll be in the stack 
in short order, and it isn’t hurt yet, not 
an atom, in spite of Lamson’s know-it- 
all verdict!"

Lizzie Bradley-Lamson—he was hurt 
—did Lizzie Bradley-Lamson—No, he 
wouldn’t! wouldn’t put out his tongue 
—It was too stiff—and big, like his 
head—and he wouldn't have a spoon In 
his. '

"Here, young man, you take this!
Swallow it—do you hear?" Some one 
Bhook him slightly, with the order, and- 
(he swallowed, and grinned, and said it 
was Davy’s cough drops—and it was 
Lizzie Bradley-Lamson who — who 
made the Are—was that little Sis who 
cried out sharply and sobbed? Davy 
mustn’t hurt little Sis—he, Joe was all 
right, only Llz-zie.

"Oh, shut up," the gruff one com­
manded. "I’m the doctor and I say for 
you to drop it and go to sleep."

There was mother again, with the 
gourd from the spring, and he drank 
end drank till they took it away—and 
then he slid down ftnd down, and out 
where there was only a cool, quiet 
blankness.
It was late of the next day, the sun 

was sending its last level rays across 
the door, when Joe Harris came to 
himself and looked about with a calm 
and growing consciousness.

There was a far-off, cheery sound of 
busy machines. Through the open win­
dow he could see his ilelds swarming 
with men and teams. The food wagon 
and eating tent stood back by the 
well, the important cook bustling over 
a Are. His room was cool and fresh.
Flowers stood upon his little, home­
made table, with the doctor’s medicine 
glass.

Bit by bit he studied it out and, as 
be recognized Mr. Bradley and the boys 
and other neighbors and Mrs. Bradley 
herself putting his freshly-washed 
shirts upon the line, his eyes Ailed and 
he murmured a faint, “God bless
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tunlty for studying his captor. She 
was certainly a remarkably .pretty girl. 
The stem determination of her eyes 
could not hide their depth and lustre. 
The pallor of her cheeks failed to dis­
guise their exquisite curves. The hand 

bands soft- і that held the revolver was a very 
I’ve shapely one. It pained him to notice

back fatigued and disheartened. “The 
price we want to pay and the kind 
of an apartment we would like don't 
seem to At together," she wailed, re­
counting her adventures to Molly and 
Grace at nightfall. And this particu­
lar day proved no exception to the 
rule. By U o’clock in the morning she 
had tramped mlleU and found nothing 
suitable.

"Is this Edgemere?" she wearily 
Inquired of an elevator boy in an 
apartment building whose marble en­
trance and artistic green walls wêre 
like a ray of hope to her dejected 
spirits.

“Tes’m," said he of the trim suit 
and brass buttons.

“I’d like to look at one on the third 
Aoor,” said Rowena, smiling on him.
Rowena’s smile was one of her chief 
charms. It lighted up her piquant 
face and showed a dimple lurking in 
her cheek. It would captivate anyone, 
from a king to an elevator boy.

The third Aoor of the Edgemere 
proved desirable from every point of 
view. RoWena was delighted. "And 
all for $50 a month,” she breathed.

The boy gaped at her. “Fifty dol­
lars,” he scoffed. “Why, these here 
apartments «rents for one hundred and 
fifty!"

“One hundred and Aftyl You’re cer­
tainly mistaken. The paper said—"
She opened her pocketbook, found the 
clipping and showed It to him. He 
shook his head.

“Misprint, lady," he answered. "They 
ain’t no such price." - 1

"Sure, that’s Just what I’ve been 
teling this gentleman," said a neat- 
looking scrubwoman, suddenly ap­
pearing in the doorway. Behind her
tow'ered a fair haired young fellow, neSs and smiled feebly:

„„„ ., c„„„ t-rottifniiv broad of shoulder and Arm of chin. He Lamson. Glad you came. in. Yes. I’ve
you, bcott sam grareiuny, stared at Rowena for an instant been laid up a bit — can’t remember

echln*r°ar™ wRh -ur^rJhed relief Af- "Why, Miss Holden," he cried with how long - fever muddles my head." 
aching arms with Uitfelgh • a boyish laugh of pleasure. "Are you His speech was broken and dragged

Dan el I sighed, then rose, abruptly. .. — ter a minute or two he was shocked to ' n fnn,.. T?’ Г"
"Jim," he said, “Mr. Winston may discover that the girl was In tears. , _hoilld ’think von’d know It at .. ,,5", —, m11„h .——ecom .1 y. so you had better watch (Copyright, 1907, by Mary McKeon.) don’t see," she sobbed, “why any- 1 ..^îd ^nwen» resJrallv ^ 4

I Scott sat on the steps of the guild- one who can be as courteous as you, .glance, said Rowena, tragically. and good thing that is, to, for an
! hall and fanned ^himself with his hat. and as considerate, should ever have! _“y sisters tell me that my face has old bach that’s got nobody."

"And you may as well fix up the I Through the open door came the sound taken up burglary." ^„nte^ü took of етіт f^S, ~ a .jTm.ch
gués-; this morning." lot feminine voices, animated and “My dear girl, cried Scott. "I’m no J» ““ ЄГІт sick fanyr so much, and with such

Jim looked around at the simple • eager. The young man’s eyes scanned more a burglar than you are. I am a p . _ .. lau„hed __аіп vividness and his bereavement s
furnfsliinga of thé porch and living: the landscape with something of wist- gentleman, as you ought to begin to . lf trials are as great ]*ut/a fe^ days back* With an
room, і i lUcally.- Jim had served Dar- fulness in their depths. He had realize by this time. Miss Annie Bags- я„ тТпГ, Т.т ctobhlnT tokrther with he replied: _ „ , .
Tel's filler and had privileges. noticed one or two pretty girls In the by Is my aunt and I stopped off here r ц and drying to fill the h.Iwant n°tl^’,f when

"Am Mr. Winston very particular, throng of older women who were en- this morning qp my way east to ару . d „ , furnlng me ?гі“ет m.? ? P*», *UU mornings, when
Bah .” girfeering the church supper, but ap- her a few days’ visit. There is to be Mor^ove,Ttod I’m getting the he doesn’t forget, as he did today He

Darrel smiled. “I don’t know, Jim. „arently they were all to busy for j a supper at the gulid-haU, in which * ’ each ’and ail is turning me îc®stufe<? t°w^,rd the empty bucket
The publishers are sèndtng him out to conservational advances. He reflected she Is Interested, and as they were Moreover T feel I’m getting the the cba*r beside the bed, but the
get Illustrations for my book. This j Wjth a sense of injury that his visit short of spoons, one of the women sent fTZ’ts f om anrintiner up so many to* did not notlce lt; noF *be lon8?f
will have to do." And he swung down ! waa openi„g tamely. me after hers." ' m?hts of sTair! " ,П th® f®V®r red-eyes’ the cracked
the bluffside, to the little pier, where "Chester!" It was his aunt’s brisk "It couldn’t have been—’’ the girl be- , " building"we’re In now Is going Up8’ . „ „ , „ ...
•was tied a strip# of canoes and skiffs. volce and scott rase with alacrity, gan and then she stopped. There was be tQrn d<)wn gQ we have tQ яеагСь,” “Doctor, of course, he intimated
He Jumped into a canoe and was off Energetic Aunt Anne liked to see peo- a sound of footsteps in the hall. A_ Rowena "And oh Mr Cur- briskly. t . .
down the river, with beautiful long ple busy. In her summons he read a well built, middle-aged man, came Into . ' a ’ reasonable “No’ slade wouldn t go for him, and
strokes of the paddle that told of many promise of occupation and welcomed it the dining-room with a cheerful, anartmen»B with light airy rooms in a n0 one e'se 8 been iik
hours spent on the water. In fact, it regardless of its nature. Nor was he “Well, Amy," and then stopped stock Dlea„ant neighborhood not too far from "Slade wouldnt go. ha, ha! guess
was from the hours spent on this river deatined to be disappointed. «till ln surprise. tb Hne^’’ not much- You dont 8et tbe old
Ithat Darrel’s bopk had grown. He had I „Thlg lg my nephew, Mr. Scott," said With a dexterous movement, the girl . , „ rnrfght answered groundhog that- far from his hole back
written it in a fervor of enthusiasm Aunt Anne- addressing a group of had pulled the folds of her dress over "though I repeat those of the hill. Everybody's busier than
over the wonders of the Mississippi ladlea who acknowledged the Intro- the revolver. "Uncle Charlie," she phrases even in my sieep! I tell you in sheepshearing time, you know, har-
fcnd the publishers had received it Joy- ductlon by a collective smile. "And faltered, “this Is a trend of nilne. A P,hat_wh can.t w' hunt together? It vesting their grain. Reason no ’one’s
fully. Darrel had found a new f*ld. he,„ be delighted to do any little nephew of Miss Anne Bageby.” wlU J e „„ццде and two been along, I reckon. I’m through in

the noon train drew slowly up to the errands for ua „ ahe adfled generously. „The middle-aged man advanced cor- better than one, you know. Ane shape. I tell youi-and I ve prom-
■tation platform and Darrel turned „Now_ Mra Anderson, tell Шт about »«аИУ- *m very glad to meet you Beald üovrn at the beach this sum- ised myself and gan^to Skyder for a
Tawny In disappointment. But one pas- r apoona... Mr. -------- . He threw a reproachful • у,а1 Hawkins man monopolized week — and man! You ought to be
Wenger alighted and that was a woman. Mra Anderson beamed gratefully on **тсе at the girl blushing ln the gQ much of your Ume that It’s only looking after yours-it’s spoiling fast
He glanced back once more to make the young man_ .Tm Bure tf, awfully background. • fair for me to have my Innings now. I noticed.” He laughed at the start e
sure th.1t he was not mistaken. Then klnd of Mr. Scott. You see we’re „Scott seized his outstretched hand. we t0 Seventy-sixth street expression that widened the hollow
he halted. There was something very , shQrt gpoons and I want to send і Scott, Chester Scott. My aunt is in- K eyes. "Forgot .it, had you? Well, you
familiar about the slender, well-dress- , m|n^ Do you know Fayette ! terested in a church snpper, and as they "realize,” said Rowena a want to see to it right away. I must
ed figure standing hesitatingly at he lt croaaea Maln at right : were 8hort ot sP°°"a’ abe aant week later, as they sat on a bench on mosey. I’m out on a sweet errand
far’end of the platform. Suddenly the ^ Bnd ’ houge to a yellow cot. to borrow some. Miss Amy has kindly Hlver8lde Drive- ..that time is flying, .Got my new house done, it’s a beaut, 
girl moved toward him tage on the right, with woodbine over consented to loan me two dozen and and we>Ve found nothing—absolutely too, and furnished tip-top. And now
'#• Horace,” she «Tied. ch. yEou.’u flnd the key under to *; ve me her comPany at toe ***- nothing, so far?" the cage is ready. I’m going up to
"Yes, Elizabeth, ne replied quietly, e mat Gel-straight through the hall ; per' "But we’ve had a tot of fun," Dwight settle the date of taking home myB6 if thipy had not parted over a year th^ ^ ^ ^ spoong "Oh, indeed Well, I shall hope to rep]ied_ gmiling reminiscently aa he bird. Lizzie's fought shy but she’ll

. ... are ln the left-hand drawer of the side- see you agaln- Mr- Scott. Are you thought of sundry strolls they had ; pull steady when we’re tied, all right.
“Well, aren’t you glad to see me. board It’s just lovely of you to help staylnS long?" askeff the middle-aged taken the park, sundry luncheon# Ha, Ha!”

brightly. And what are you going to j board It s just о e y you man qutte unconscious of a dramatic tete„a.tete in the title Casino, sundry "Lizzie?" Harris repeated vaguely,
do with,me?” ; The 0"ther lad|êB murmured assent. dlaFIay of l”dlynatlon Behind his back. car rideg tQ perfect!y Irrevelant places his voice hesitating and troubled.

"L don’t know, ' said Darrel to both Qr the younger flashed ! K ™ay ®.tay ^тЄс І1™Є' 1, 1 and all with the ostensible excuse of "Sure. Lizzie Bradley-Lamson, Kind
questions. “What brought _you here’ appreciate glances іпУhis ^direction. sure’ aaldA Sc°ta, ca",tl0.’isly; flat hunting. o' tidy name I take it; something like „ By KâtiS AllStlll.
Elizabeth?” . і Scott’s spirits rose He promised a : And now. Miss Amy, I m afraid if -rhia la good enough for me,” he those swell New Yorkers, ha, ha!" He * J Then came the great day when

The girl lookgd-Into his face, with return and started on Bis we don * Btart at “J10® th?,y I 8end out went on, with a look flrst at Rowena j roared boisterously at his flash of wit. ----------- James Barnes, senior, returned from
ber candid-'bTue eyes full of wonder. errand reflecting as he went on thé ' аЛД^ГСІ1іїЕ party for,aa' , . and then at the river where myriads “Well, hope you’ll pulf up soon. So schHffe. 1 hls trlp around the world- Richard

“WÏys.'tloracet didn't they send you refresh’, COnldence of a community . ,Лта®.п. they were ou‘alde ahe hand®d of water craft plied up and down, long!" He stamped away whistling, (Copyright, 1907, by C. H. Sutc .) Burnalde had no need to give account 
JWeRT that I was coming?" whj h left lta keys under the door- hlm the revolver. You have the gteam launches puffed pretentiously, leaving the door open. For the third time Marian Macrea of hls stewardship. Others had done

“They? Who are they?" Darrel’s permitted strangers to have a"d ?°U я И Л- JÎ sailboats gleamed ln the sunlight and In the silence that again closed rose, from the uncomfortable settee ao in letters that encircled the globe,
lingers were trembling a little. і а„„ечд to it« homes ! »lB’ t^°’ Sh<! an excursion steamer churned past all upon hlm_ Harris lay and stared out that faced the complainant desk and and a0 one bright spring morning the

"Mr. Tompkins, your publisher." ] . , difflciiltv in finding the lf У°и Ч™ t0 b®, ® Rafflea sort of flags flying and a band playing lustily at the quivering heat waves and little approached the young woman seated head ot the house sat in hls superin-
Dariel sat down heavily on a truck. | cottage and the kev was^in its 1 ™ „ on deck. The .rows of stone houses dust eddies that whirled In at times ; behind the wide window, who was talk- tendent office, saying the sort of

Chen rose. "They wrote me that they y ad hl through the vJ1® ,auSh®d at Л'8 J®"d® 0У' facing the drive were closed and sil- aggravating his burning heat and ing to the checker. things that warm an employe’s heart,
wore going to send Winston. You - ! pl.a®®' ”®Лаа® thhl® dtotol-mom and У®“ bell®V® ІП ШЄ’ ® da=ared; ent> the lower windows boarded up, thirst. But he did not notice them. “Of course, it gave her a good chance when there came a tap at the door
you know my old prejudice, Eliza-| encountered his^flrst check wlthout any .m0J.® exPlanatlons- while the half-shut blinds of the upper He was striving to steady his throb- to let us all know what nice white arms and a glrl wltb goft brown hair and
betV’ і ^,r® enZins W^e not in tLTawerrof ! AnduS0^eHll,îf, StrUC ones gave them a semblance of super- blng brain and analyze the torturing she has, but my mother’d see me in eyeg entered the offlce_ herhanda flUed

Elizabeth’s beautiful mouth twitched j p h . - - , th t !8parka Arom her8’ . , , . cllious drooping eyelids. inner sense ot pain and loss which my grave before she’d let me go to a wlth report вцра,
and Her eyes twinkled. "You have al- the side-b^d. In fa^ toey were o Au”t Anne was watching for him on Rowena toyed with her parasol. She now intensified hls bodily distress. ball In any such costume as that. "Mr. Rames, I want you to know
Ways said that a woman could d0 ! ‘“j^!®i u'^"thnrnnghivU’toh 1̂ thu gul'd*haU 8t®p8-] C^e,t P was looking dangerous demure in pale The crop—^the c-r-o-p?-that was all "Will you kindly ascertain whether Mlss MaCrea, the very capable-’’
only ’pretty’ work. That she could put \ l ^? fre" ?yh®r® have У°и_Ьееп so long with b,ue A tlp tllted coquettish hat set right-lt лсаз great—he could put up they Ьале found my parcel yetr in- But Mr_ Bames, quite apoplectic, we«
*io Strength Into her sketches. Соте, і °pea'ag ah® cla8î? d°°^^ h® p,7^Lvpd th°S® 8p00n8’ Then recognizing hls Hghtly on her wen-posed head. the dainty cottage he had planned so terrupted Marian, tapping the desk gparring for wlnd.
Horace, you are not very hospitable, | ^1vd d ЬЬУЛ andteke повзееГей hi^elf ’'тТ д™ TrevnnH" d helple8sly’ "I feel like a perfect culprit when I otten these last months, since the lightly with the tips of her gloved fln- ..Marlan_what in the world-lf yeu
îre yoù»" ; silver Chest and he possessed himself -why, Amy Traynor! retum &t n]ght-„ ahe confegged. “The promiae of early summer had shown gers. ' wanted something to do, why didn’t

Darrel was himself again, instant-!?1 the spoons, promising himself a Miss Traynor and I are going for over me and say what a auch abundant fulfillment In the ripen- The young person flung her an lmpa- you go ln tor setlement work—"
"•You see I could h^e put UP iaugh„a the expense of the owner of a little walk " said her nephew, "but ^ day , mugt have been through!" tog fleids. The crop-the crop?-who tient look. Richard Burnside felt the little

IWinston but I am going to take you th.® ?.ver’ whose memory was so un- well be back with good appetites for know.. echoed Dwight, grinning aald lt waa spoiling!—it was all right "What parcel?" 9fflce spinning around, as Marian
to Mr- Brady’s who will be glad to j a „ aappelL Here are * sympathetically. "The fellows tell me _he would begin on it today—when “The one about which I inquired at стоаае(і у,в room and patted the
have à ’navine guest ’ ’’ Rold up your handa- Mj8s Traynor has kindly loaned. that rm a brick and that they’re no he had a dlink—he could drink the. Intervals for the past halt hour, ■ ap0pleetlc forehead soothingly with

That anern^n Ehzabeth sat in the ! T6? r®?ue8t ca™® 1,1‘0Pes whose de- He hantied them over and the pair end teful whlle aa lt is, rm hav- weU dry! He fumbled clumsily, with "What’s your name and what’s wrong her gIender wMte hand.
eanoe facing Darrel In her lap was : termination could not be mistaken, moved on. Mrs. Anderson laughed at ing the t,me of my Ufe! Must we the beddlng| and esaayed to rise, but with the bundle?" inquired the girt ,<Dear Uncle Jimmy> do not haro
a sketch book Darel had said nothing and Scott spun on his heel to And him- her friend s bewildered air rea]]y g0?„ he p]eaded, as Rowena fell back Inertly, a little foolish smile in bored tones. , ,, gtroke. With the head of the Arm
more concerning feminine artistic abil- aeff facing a revolver. Back of the re- So that was the attraction, she abruptly gathered up her gloves and on the „arched lips. His head was so "You took my name twice and tele- globe trotting, and everything mother
Itv He was stru"Klin" with the old volver was a Strl. She was a rather tali , said. parasol. big!—he had not known one’s head phoned the delivery department and I and j bad ln tbe worid in this store, I

ointment and with the old love КІП with very white cheeks and’ah- і I didn t even know that Chester was shefluahed. could be so big-and heavy-and the am waiting for their report. Why do , felt j kad a „gbt to ln here and
tot c r venir it vears haJ aurdly 1oR* lashes- She wore a garden acquainted with her, sighed Aunt almply must decide on something c-r-o-D ?-the crop was all rlght-he you not call them again and see gee that оцг дта11 lnvestment

ftv nothin j"had returned with re- : hat’ beneath which lithe tendril-like Anne. I was taking all the credit of today„ he sald_ a ring of détermina- would build the cottage-for-for Liz- whether the parcel has been located? ! safe
Ье-n fm nothing, had 1С™ curis festooned themselves about her hls coming to myself. today," she said, a ring of détermina- zle Lizzie! He cried out hoarsely, "Say, do you think I want to get the
doubled force at ‘he sigh * ; forehead. Under other circumstances Mrs. Anderson laughed agatm I j tjQn ,n her volce- ..f cannot put tt with a pang 0f anguish at the sudden, delivery boys down on me? If they flnd motor and the other a new yacht_..
both* beauty. She X as o d y, ; Scott wou]d haye voted her charming. I guess its a settled thing all right she - of[ any longer_.. duU recognition of his loss. There was it, they’ll tell me quick enough- Ten mlnutes later Tdairan laid her
*ncrri, so winsome t at i "Hold up your hands,’’ said the girl said, Judging from the way he looked .ІЬе1.д try tkia> then,” suggested no Lizzie for him-none—none!—nor “If—’’ echoed Malian, her delicate reports on Burnside’s desk and turned
never been able to , agaln and Scott obeyed, reflecting that : at her and the way she blushed at Dwight> looking up at a white stone ] had been—what mattered the crop!— j [face flushing under the girl’s cool im- to leave He he]d tbe door open for
her art, senousb. SI e c to ,t wa3 better to humor her flrst and him. Well, Im glad If Amy Tray- buildlng on a side street. "This is No.: let it 8poil!—what mattered anything pertinence. her and as she flung him a cheery
, ат?ГС<! Р Hdi- explaln afterwards. The spoons in cor has found somebody _to suit her 2g H ]ookg pretty spic and Bpan- nQW Lizzie— Llz-z-ie—bird—cage—Liz- “Well, I’ll take your name and ad- am„e she stopped guddenly. Hie face
tor. The toil of a pro! _6*o g hls pocket seemed to weigh a ton. He at last. Now perhaps some of thfi doesn't It? I have an idea that It will j zie Brad-biz. He scowled impatient- dress and drop you a postal when we looked old< His eyeg were heavy, ae
IluIous considered with Elizabeth ^ felt hot and rtdiculouSi other girls will have a chance. do.» | lv. He could not get the name right- find it." .. lf they had watched something very

She sat looking at mm m an 1 “Your mother asked me," he began— * Rowena gave a regretful shake of hla head was so big—he was so hot— “Indeed you will not. I want it now, ieveiy and dear pass out of hls life.
Burulable sort of way. You muet ШП €flrl interrupted him. “I have T'/XTh rhF",VPTl the held. burning. Mother!—where was mother? said Marian and she walked away from ghe paused irresolutely, and glanced
*ne to the places you want sketenea, no mother. Your excuses will only IkIIV k НІ! | “It's too small." she declared, glane- Was she jn the fiery lake that Elder the window, with head high and nos- oyer her skoulder. Mr. Bames, senior,
first, Horace, so that I won get con- make a t,ad matter worse." * VzÂY Де ing about at the little drawing-room. : Watson had so scared the little boys trils quivering. was just passing through the opposite
Ifusod \y. seeing too much else. Scott bit his lip. Absurd as the sit- "But oh, what a darling! It’s the love- with—he hadn’t meant to be a bad boy "Wonder if she's going down into doorway int0 the mail-order depart-

They paddled slowly up to the foot uation Was, it had a serious side. He IJy Л D’ATChV МяскДУ llest one weve seen any where! With;—mother knew—she Would keep him— the sub-cellar to get it?1' giggled the ment.
bf Oiey Eagle. Darrel held the canoe flpoke with as much dignity as was J f a little money and a little taste it: ; bUt he was so hot—burning! Water! young person to the checker. "It is ‘*уои will be up tonight as usual?
agabiFt the current and looked up at con8i8tent with standing before a beau- ! . n m D ». could be made a perfect jewel box. ^water!— Lizzie — Liz-zie Bradley— funny how some swells think they can j want to talk over the question of a
•nagliif.ecnt bluffside, whose great face : tlful ^ wIth hls hands on a level (Copyright, 11W7, by c. i. careens.; How the sun streams ln and how dear! Lamson! Lizzie Bradley? Lamson! come in here and run this store. I new reat room for the giris__”
>as d(4q; ami cool with pines. The - wItb hie earg ..j wag requegted t0 come Be sure It has six light rooms, an and cosy thla drawing-room would ! The perpluxed look deepened to a guess she don’t know we’ve got a sys- Richard BurAside’s face went a 
ÎMiFsi.ssip; і bluffs were new to Eliza- here by the lady the house," he in- ou.^A a race- be!" ' frown of pain, and trouble; he had tern here.’’ „ shade paler and he spoke ln a voice he

V fcethi fihe S it In silence for a moment glstede And remember it must be in a nice « with a window seat there," said j found her name, and as he drifted Then while the girl continued her ас- had never used to her before,
looking rr ihv grandeur of river nnd .,q indeed. Then perhaps you will tell neighborhood, added Molly. Dwight, "and a bookcase against the farther and farther from consciousness count of the fancy dress ball, Marian “Certainly—*if you wish it."
fchoiT. »* *lv‘. began to sketch, me her name." Rowena sighed. Ill try, she sa.a wall ». he carried her name with him back to crossed to the main aisle, found a floor „of course j wish it." She tried to
rapid];.. brilliant spring after- Scott racked his brain. In the die- resignedly, and taking her umbre a “And .some pictures and bits of brie- ; uttle boyhood, tangling it with- his walker and asked to be directed to the 8peak gaily, but her voice trembled.'
fioon, 111 *. .idled about; in silence, traction of that general introduction, under her arm started <^°^rn ie à-brac on the mantle!" Rowena glowed brother’s, hut never losing it entirely superintendent of employes. Five min- ««Don’t you understand? I want every-
ifor thr- !;/< part. Elizabeth slipped мГ8і Anderson’s name had failed to stairs. It was a cool day, with a gray enthusiasm. again. Lizzie Bradley-Lamson—be utes later she was ushered into the thing to go on just as it has before,
her sketches as rapidly as they were imprint itself on his memory. an<* a Prom‘se rain in the a r. “And a low round table and a read- carefUi Davy—mother said not to go presence of a smooth-faced, square , w^y do you make it so hard for
finished into her portfolio and Darrel ««j don’t know her name," he ac- ^be streets and boulevards had the jng lamp," added Dwight, delightedly. , too near the bonfire—but he did, Joe, l shouldered chap who looked as if he ^ me >• face was still stern but she
tiid not ask to see them. He was grate- knowledged, “but she is a dark-haired faled dusty look that late summer al- і vojce Qf the ever-present janl- j careless one—and now he was ; had received his training or} the foot persi8ted. T—I want you to tell me—
Iful to Elizabeth that she did not woman, about 46 I should say, with a ways wears before the first frost fresg broke in on them. "I think you’d ! burning, burning — mother— Lizzie ball gridiron rather than as stock boy wkat—what I would not let you say
rhapsodize over the scenery. Words good deal of color." He would have arrives to sharpen and brighten things. , цке r she observed. “It’s just the i Bradley-Lamson.- і in a big department store. tke other night—because now I knew
jwere inadequate and idle here. gone further with his description, but Vans, laden with furniture, passed piace f0r young married couples." .«Qh you p0or, poor boy! Bring і Richard Burnside had risen from the lt wag all for myself—don’t you under-

At last the girl, with a tired little young woman checked him by a with a frequency which proclaimed , Rowena gasped and retreated. some water, quick!" ' lowest ranks in the store where he was : Sfand?»»
fcigh, slipped the last sketch into her gesture not to be misunderstood. that moving time had come. , Dwight followed. Did some one speak, or was it—| now superintendent, studying practical
portfolio. "Now if you will come back ! “i prefer to know no more of your “I must remember that all places “Dea-*, he besought, “you know it’s again the little foolish smile cracked : business methods by day and physical
io supper with me, we will talk them ; preposterous fiction," she said wither- look less cheerful on a dull day, said | exactly as she says—it’s meant for us, parched lips)—he had known culture and English branches at the
bver," she said. . ; ingly. “Evidently you are not as Rowena to herself, taking a list out of ; Bnd no one else. Ah, Rowena, won’t і mother would come—she always did Y. M. C. A. rooms by night.

Thé у sat on Mrs. Brady's porch juat ! shrewd as you think yourself. It hap- her pocketbook and running over it j you gay tkat t^e light which shines - when Rer boys were hurt, even if they Now, he stood beside his desk, Marian
before sunset and Elizabeth laid one pens that I am the lady of this house with a ruminating eye. I through these windows will be our | did lt carelessly, themselves--r-but she Macrae’s card bent between his fingers,
of her sketches ln Darrel’s hands. He And I am going to keep you right here j "Bright, attractive apartment, six j home llght? Won’t you say that every ; dld not know how big his head was, He looked the slender, graceful figure
Igave a little start of surprise. How until my uncle comes." ; rooms and bath." "I think I'll try that night at dinner time the woman I love j or s^e wou]d not. try to lift it—oh! he over with the keen eye of a man accus-
bad she done it? The Mississippi, calm, Scott cursed his folly. Doubtless ! one, though they all advertise them ; will be waiting here to welcome me? | waa at the old spring drinking—drink- tomed to seeking good material for his
fcwift and deep, in all its potency of there were yellow dottages on every j as attraotive, and the reality is a lot j won't you say—" and there was mirth j lng. staff, and decided that she must be a
motion; then ror miles, bluff after ! block, and all the neighborhood kept of stuffy little rooms overlooking an in his voice as well as tenderness, j ..He must not have too much at once reporter or magazine writer hunting Once a Scotchman was visiting New
bluff, pushing into the water, stern, : its keys under the door mat. He tried air shaft on one side and somebody’,s j “WOn’t you say that our flat hunting _the poor boyt-_.a warm rain fell information about the condition of the York, and coming across as tatute of
forbidding, yet lox'ely; the tenderness : to say something about a mistake, but backyard on the other. But I’m start- jg over?” | upon his face—the cup vanished—his yprking girl He had met many sut 1 Washington stood gazing at it.
Df the blue sky; the softness of ragged : she would not listen. Keeping her eye ing awfully early.in the seasort and ,Rowena hesitated. 1 groping, trembling hands could not since he became superintendent. Yankee came up and

I upon him she seated herself deliber- that ought to give me a better choice." _“i don*t know," she began demurely. | ^nd it—how could he have too m- \ "What can we do for you, Miss Ma- " st
ntely. "Please do not move," she said, For a week Rowena had been flat j *4 hadn’t meant to lease my heart so wben he was burning!—that w.Bn't erae,” lie inquired, offering her a seat. said to Sandy: “There s a good man.

"I did not "or I shall be compelled to shoot and і hunting, climbing endless flights of soon, but since—since so desirable a falP Davie, when his head was ro big "I merely called to ask you whether A lie never passed his lips."
that would be very disagreeable for stairs and interviewing a seemingly tenant has applied, it seems only and he couldn’t run. your complaint department had been ««^0|“ said the Scotchman. "I sup­
ine, and considerably worse for you." endless line of real estate agents and right to oblige him with a permanent .«The brute! The perfect brute, go organized for the convenience of your ■ ’ talked through liis1 noise like

In the position lie was compelled to janitors. Each morning she set out ’ occupancy, provided he keeps it in 0ff and leave him like this, never even customers or to browbeat them so et- c _ . _
assume, gcott had an excellent .«ppor- blithely and each evening she came j good repairl" get him water!" fectually that they will endure almost the rest of you. —New York Paper.

FIRE ANDaln Studied the sketch. “It 
q. " he said, “You hare told 

brush 
whole

few strong 
hqve in my 
Xh," wistfully, "how 

could you undciiLld s0 well?" 
j Elizabeth claspci\bei.
: !y in her lap. "O, but

!Sestrokes than 
! book.I WORK! WATEREliza

Very deliberately but convincingly, 
Marian told her story, from the in­
difference ot the clerk who had flrst 
waited on her, to the impertinence of 
the young woman at the complaint 
desk. When she had finished, Burû- 
side leaned forward, his hands clasped 
between his knees, his face boyish no 
longer, but seamed deeply with lines 
of anxiety.

"Miss Macrae you have been treated 
outrageously — and so have many of 
our customers — and Ґ, the superin­
tendent of this store, cannot flnd a і 
remedy—because I cannot handle wo­
men employes. I can handle the boys 
in this line, because I know boys, but 
the indifferent, the insolent women em­
ploye is beyond me—’’

He glanced up to meet Marian’s 
sympatnetie glance, impulsively he told 
her of hls humble beginning, the pride 
with which he had accepted hie new 
work and hls many vexations and 
trials with incompetent help.
,‘T have had five girls at that com­
plaint desk, each less satisfactory than 
the one before her. It I could Just flnd 
a girl with Judgment, discretion and 
good manners — but you can’t expect 
to flnd such a girl for twelve dollar» 
a week, can you?"

Hls big gray eyes were lifted te 
Marian’s brown ones.

She laughed — a queer, chuckling 
little laugh that seemed to fairly bub­
ble up from her slender, white throat, 

“Do you think I would All the blllt 
I would like to earn twelve, dollars • 
week—1”

"You?" grasped Burnside, hie glanoe 
travelling from her neat boots to has 
trim tailored hat

"Why, yes. When I came In here,
I never thought of such a thing, 
though I have been wanting a position 
of some sort. I believe I would knew 
whether a woman had a Just com­
plaint or waa trying to cheat the Arm, 
and I have always been complimented 
on my tact I know I have patienee, 
because I have been — companion to 
an Invalid for several years. If yea 
would consider the proposition. I «an 
furnish references—”

“I don’t give a flg for 
You're engaged. Can you begin Mon­
day? Г11 put that girt back wbpre die 
belongs — in the mail-order depart­
ment."

And that was how Marian Macrae 
walked out of the Вате» Bros, 
store with a Job In her poeket and an 
odd little smile playing around her
lips.

Three months passed. Burnside was 
no longer worried about the conduct 
of the complaint department. In fact, 
he argued that the reason he dropped 
ln to talk complaint» over with lte 

: presiding head waa merely a» a relief 
after other worries. It wa» a pleasure 
to see a department run so smoothly. 
And all over the big store, the same 
atmosphere was beginning to assert 
itself. There were weekly talks to the 
women clerks st which reports from 
floor walkers atid complaining cus- 
tomers were offered, little lectures on 

He looked at her for a moment. Then t>,ft smoothing out of tangles, and the 
he muttered feebly, questionlngly. adjustment of differences were "given. 
"Lizzie Bradley-Lamson?" The sales girls took a new view ot

With, a rush of tender tears she la selling goods and handling custo- 
her warm, pink cheek against his mur- mers_and none knew that these talks 

"No, Joe, dear, no. Lizzie were ац pianned out in a charming
little uptown department, where the 
superintendent and the head of the 
complaint department gravely discuss­
ed store problems while the invalid 
mother forgot her own pains in listen­
ing to the new interests of her daught-

By Honore Willsit By Louis J. Strongyou see
j read the bock and ro-read it so I was that the girl was gradually growing 
I prepared to see all that you did. The nervous. Her hand trembled. Her 

book was as—as Аие aad gtrong as ; bosom rose and fell as if sobs were 
XCopyright, 1907, by M. M. Cunning- you are, Horace." і struggling to escape. Once4or twice

ham.) The man rose and waned hack and j her eyee seemed almost to waver be-
The sun was just rising behind the forth. "Elizabeth, can you exer for- j fore his own. "Stop looking at me like

bluffs wnen Darrel strolled out onto give me for being such a fool as to J that," she suddenly commanded,
the veranda of the bungalow. On the j belittle your work? Why, do you know “I beg your pardon," said Scott hum-
east shore of the Mississippi it xvas still I admire Winston’s work so much that bly and looked at the floor. Now that
dark ami grey xvlth night shadows, but I I xvas ln the seventh heaven when .1 he no longer had her face to distract
toward the dim line ot Minesola the , found that I could get him to do my him, te realized that the unaccustom-
waler xvas liquid crimson. illustrating and your work la far and | ed position ot hls arms was a most un-

Darrel, a line strong flgure In hls ; away better than his.” He turned , comfortable one. A twinge of pain
bathing trunks, shivered as he paused 1 toward the girl abruptly. "Elizabeth, contracted his face and he sighed, 
to look at the familiar beauty of the і why did you come?" “Does lt hurt?’’ asked the holder of
great river. Then he took a breath that ‘ "Because," the girl looked up at him the revolver, with a grim pleasure In
cxvelled his deep chest and plunged bravely, “I wanted to see you again the situation.
with great bounds down the bluffside and—’’ she paused. “It does," Scott acknowledged feel-
to the river far beneath. When he re- j “And?" suggested Darrel. Ingly.
turned, red and dripping, Jim, his “And when you asked for Winston “On the whole," observed the girl,
darkey factotuih. xvas setting the I was glad to соте, I always sign "it" Is probably less painful than a
’breakfast table on the veranda and In my work Winston. It is my middle term in the penitentiary." 
a short time Darrel xvas drinking hls : tame, you know." "I have no doubt that you are right,"
Coffee and looking out at the tender “Darrel drew her close to hlm "But Scott agreed politely.
Bpring green of the midstream Islands, your ‘art’?" he questioned. Silence fell between them after this.

••1-І wanted to see lf a woman They were still for so tong that а Ш- 
aml piqued the curiosity of the •'na- could," she whispered. tie mouse creeped out ot the closet and

“And a woman always shall," he scuttled like a fleck of gray cloud 
“ 'Winston’ shall illustrate all across the room. The girl

and dropped the revolver. "Allow me," 
said Scott, and he picked it ilp and re­
turned it to her. Then he again raised 
his hands.

A becoming flush routed the girl’s 
pallor. "I guess you needn’t do that 
any longer," she said. “And perhaps 
you would be more comfortable it you 
sat dox^

“Than

The fever scorched him physically 
and befogged him mentally. He tossed 
In a hot, restless haze at times bab- 
bingly childlessly of “Mother!” — the 
mother, whose toss three years before 
had sent him to the-Far West to try 
to forget hls homelessness. The strugx 
gle to master the new conditions at­
tendant on ranch life had taken him
out of himself and done him good; 
and as success croxvned his efforts 
dreams of a home again made so by 
the presence of a sweet-faced girl- 
wife, lighted hls toil.

They were only dreams as yet,. for 
he held himself humbly and had hesi­
tated to offer hls love until he felt that 
his affaire were on a firm, basis finan­
cially, as they would be when his pre­
sent abundant crop was harvested.

In hls partial delirium and hazy 
wandering he muttered now the long 
repressed confession, whispering lt 
eagerly with feverish Impatience for 
the response his heart hoped for.

At length the silence, which lay like 
the patl of desolation upon the lonely 
little shack was broken by heavy foot­
steps on the planks at the door and a 
burly fellow strode in with a noisy 
greeting: “Hello Harris! iAld up, 
hey?”

The sick man roused to consclous- 
"How’do

It xvas for over a year now that he

lives" by living alone on the bluff side.
«Txvo isolated facts, hoxvever, known to I said.
•the gossips, accounted for all hls ee- I my books!” 
centriclties. Darrel was a writer and a
Nfexv Yorker. They called him surly. ! _________
Tbay could not know that he xvas f' A 1 A
merely readjusting his lifelong theory LUIVAllvI A
of married happiness. They could not | '
kflown that he xxas merely fighting to j Гкї’ТГА/^ТТТ A Tfc
recover his old-time buoyancy that had Ml I Ir |_l І І Д lx
left him that spring morning when U U 1\\Av IsillV
ElizaLaili had told him that she v.as

cried out
%

By Harriet Lammie Smithgoing t r> da vote her life not to him, but 
to* her “art."

the bend sharply about noon." 
“Yeeshh."

I
\

*

them!”
At the sound there was a stir by the 

head of the bed and a girl with anx­
ious eyes Jeaned over him and touched 
his forehead with a shy, little hand.

muring:
Bradley Harris!”

Bgo.

AT THE COMPLAINT DESK.
er.

/

ly

\
1 was

Yon couldn’t expect Jimmy or 
Howard to do it when one has a new

\
She passed out like a flash, and 

drew the door shut behind her. Rich­
ard Burnside leaned heavily against it, 
breathing hard, but the light of vouth 
had come back to his eyes.

:

tlouds; the-----
“Elizabeth.” said Darrel, and hls; 

voice trembled a little, 
know that you could do this. This is 

Гі better than Winston’s best xvork.”
Elizabeth looked anxiously Into hls 

lece.,“Do you think that?’’ she said.
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