.

{

L)

{

\

\
\

THE

 WINSTON'S
WORK

By Honore Willsit

a —————

(Copyright, 1907, by M. M. Cumuning-
ham.)

The sun was just rising behind the

bihffs wnen Darre! strolled out onto

the veranda of the bungalow.
east shore of the Mississippi it was still
gk and grey with night shadows, but
toward the dim line of Minesota
water was liguid crimson,
Darrel, a fine strong figure in his
bathing trunks, shivered as he paused
to look at the familiar beauty of the
great viver. Then he took'a breath that
swelled his deep chest: and plunged
with great bounds down the bluffside
to the river far beneath. When he re-
turned, red and dripping, Jim, his
darkey factoturh, was setting the
breakfast tablg
a short time
toffee and

arrel was drinking his
looking out at the tender

the

On the |

on the veranda and in ;

Bpring green of the midstream islands.’

It was for over a year now that he
end piqued the curiosity of the “na-
tives"” by living alene on the bluff side.
T'wo isolated facts, however, known to
"the gossips, accounted for all his ec-
centricities, Darrel was a writer and a
Néw Yorker. They called him surly.
Thzy could not know that  he was
mearely
of married happiness. They could not
known that he was merely fighting to
recover his old-time buoyancy that had

left hiin “that spring morning when
ElizoLeih had told him that she was
going 1o davete her life not to him, but |

to her ‘*‘art.”
Bariell sighed,
“Jim,” he said,
conie , 80 you had better watch |
the benli sh arply about noon,’
“Yessth.”
“And you may as

then rose, abruptly.

Loda

well fix up the

guesi room, this morning.”
Jim loeked around at the simple |
furnishinzs of the porch. and living

roo'. «ritically, 'Jim had served Dar-|
rel's father and had privileges.

“Am Mr, Winaston
Bah?”’

Darrel smiled,” “I don’t ' know, Jim.

"he publishers are sénding him out to

get illustrations for my  book. This

will have to do. ¥ And he swung down |
the bluffside, to the little pier, where |

was tied a striig of canoes and skiffs.
He jumped into a canoe and was off
down the river,

howrs spent on the water. In fact, it

was from the hours spent on this river |
jthat Darrel's bopk hdd grown. He had |

written it in a fervor of enthusiasm

readjusting his lifelong theory.|

“Mr. Winston may !

with beautiful long
strokes of the paddle that told of many

over the wonders of ‘the Mississippi’

®nd the publishers had received it joy- |

fully. Darrel had found a' new 1d.
The noon train drew slowly up to the

stdation platform . and Darrel turned

away in disappointment. But one pas-
‘seriger alighted and that was a woman.
$He glanced back once more to make
sure that he was not mistaken. Then
he ‘halted, There was something very
gamiliar ahout the slender, well-dresg-
wed ‘figure starding hesifatingly at the
far end of the platform. Suddenly the
‘iﬂ moved towatd him,
, Horane,* she‘eried.

es Elizabeth;”’ he. replied quietly,
@s if thdw had not parted over a year
Bgo.

“Well,
brightly.
do with ,me?”’

“I don't know,”
guestions. “What brought _yeu here,
Elizaheth?” e

The..girl loolggd‘fnto his face, with
her . candldxb’fue eyes full of wonder.

aren't you glad to see me?”

And what are you going toi

i
said Darrel to both !
| appreciate

“Wh)., Horace, didn’t they send you
. mwotd that I was coming?”’

“They" Whq are they?” Darrel’s
Bingérs were trembling.a little,
“Mr. Tompkins, your publisher.”

Darrel sat down heavily on a truck.

fThen rose, . “‘They wrote me that they !
wore going to send Winston. You —
gou know my old prejudice, Eliza-
beth!”

Elizabeth'l beautiful mouth twitchedl

Bnd Wer eyes twinkled, “You have al-
ways 'said that a. woman could do
only ‘pretty’ work. That she could put
no strength into her sketches. Come,
Borace, you are not very houspitable,
mre youqu

Dorrel was himself again, instant-
ly. ‘“You see, I could have put up
Winston but I am going to take you
to Mrs. Brady’s, who will be glad to
bave a ‘raying guest.’”

That afternoon Elizabeth sat in the
icanoe facing Darrel. In her lap was

: which
mats and permitted strangers to have |
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aln studied the sketch. “It
* he said, “You have told
se few strong brush
hgve in my whole

wistfully, “how
1d so well?”

i is wond
| moYe  in
! strokes than
book. Eliza
could you unders
i Elizabeth clasped™ yer hands soft-
tly in her lap. “O, pyt you see I've
read the bock and 1c-read it so I was
prepared to see all that you did.. The
book was as—as fine upg strong 88
you are, Horace.”

The man rose and wairxed back and
forth. “Elizabeth, can you ever for-
give me for being such a fool as to
belittle your work? Why, do you know
| I admire Winston's work so much that
1 was in the seventh heaven when I
found that I could get him to do my
illustrating and your work is far and
‘ away better than his.” He turned
toward the girl abruptly. “Elizabeth,
why did you come?”

“Because,” the girl looked up at him
bravely, “I wanted to see you again
and—" she paused.

“And?" suggested Darrel,

“And when you asked for Winston
1 was glad to come I always 8ign
my work Winston, It is my middle
| rame, you know.”

“Darrel drew her close to him “But
your ‘art’?” he questioned.

“I—I wanted to see if a woman
could,” she whispered.

“And a woman always shall,”” he
said. *“ ‘Winston’ shall illustrate all
my beoks!”

CAPTURING A
BURGULAR

By Harriet Lammie Smith

(Copyright, 1907, by Mary McKeon.)

hall and fanned himself with his hat.
Through the open n door came the sound
| of feminine volices, anmimated and
eager. The young man’s eyes scanned
the Hndseape with something of wist-
fulness  in - their depths. He had’
noticed one or two pretty girls in the

1 Scott sat on the steps of the guild-'
=

F

very particular, | throng of older women who were en-

]giﬂeermg the church supper, but ap-
parently they were all to busy for
conservational advances. He reflected
| with a serse -of injury that his visit
was opening tamely.

| “Chester!” It was his aunt’s brisk
| volce and Scott rase with alacrity.
Energetic Aunt Anne liked to see peo-
ple busy. In her summons'he read a
promise of occupation and ‘welcomed it
regardless of its nature. Nor was he
destined to be disappointed.

»This is my nephew, Mr. Scott,” said
Aunt Anne, addressing a. group of
ladies, who acknowledged the intro-
| duction by a collective smile. “And

he’ll be delighted to do any little
| errands for us,” she added generously.
“Now, Mrs. Anderson, tell him about
your spoons.” ;

Mrs. Anderson beamed gratefully on
the young man, “I'm sure it's awfully
i kind of you, Mr. Scott. You see we're
short of spoons and I want to send
you for mine.
street? Yes, it crosses Main at. right
angles and my house is a yellow cot-
tage on the right, with woodbine over
the porch. You'll find the key under
the mat.
into the dining-room and the spoons
are in the left-hand drawer of the side- |
board. It’s just lovely of you to help
us out, Mr. Scott,

The other ladies murmured assent
i.and one or two of the younrger flashed
glances in his direction.
Scott’s spirits rose. He promised a
speedy return and started on  His

refreshing conldence of a community
left its keys wunder the door-

‘access to its homes.
He had. no difficulty in finding the

place. He made his way through the

!
!
!yellow cottage and the key was in its
i
i

| sllent hall into the .dining-room and !

:here he encountered his first check.

@ sketch book. Darel had said nothing :

more concerning feminine artistic abil-
ity.. He was struggling with the old

that, as if the intervenirg years had
been for nothing, rad returned with re-
doubled force at the sight of Eliza-
beth’s beauty. She was so dainty, so
merry, so winsome that Darrel had
never been able to consider her or
her art, seriously. She was a thing to
be adored and protected and slaved
for. The toil of a profession was ridi-
ktulous considered with Elizabeth.

She sat looking at him in an in-
geriiable sort of way. “You must take
me to the places you want sketched,
Wirst, Horace, so that I won’t get con-
Fused 1,y seeing too much else.”

They paddled slowly up to the foot
pf Grey Ragle. Darrel held the canoe
egainst the current and looked up at
it bluffside, whose great face
and cool with pines. The

Miesissipii bluffs were new to Eliza- |
beth; She sat in silence for a moment
Jook!ing o 1o grandeur of river and
shorg. 4 she began to sketch,
yapidiy. . ‘brilliant spring after-
noon, thiz; ..idled about; in silence,
¥or the 1o part. ISlizabeth slipped

her sketches as rapidly as they were
finieh¢ld inio her portfolio amd Darrel
did not ask to see them. He was grate-
ful to Ilizabeth that she did not
rhapsodfze over the scenery. Words
were inadequate and idle here,

At last the girl, with a tired little
Bigh, slipped the last sketch into her
pertfolio.
to supper with me, we will talk them
bver,” she said.

Théy sat on. Mrs. Brady’s porch jusat
before sunset and Elizabeth laid one
of her sketches in Darrel's hands. He
Eave a little start of surprise. How
had she done it? The Mississippi, calm,
Bwift and deep, in all its potency of
motion; then for miles, bluft - after
bluff, pushing into the water, stern,
torbidding. vet lovely; the tenderness
pf the bHlue sky; the softness of ragged
tlouds; the—

“Elizabeth,”” said Darrel,
veice trembled a iittle. “I did not
know that vou could do this. - This is
better than Winston’s best work.”

Elizabeth looked anxiously into his
face..“Do vou think that?”’ she said.

and his

“Now if you will come back |

disappointment and with the old love i girl with very white cheeks

the side-board. In fact, they were not
in the side-board at all, though he .ran-
sacked it thoroughly to make sure.
Opening the closet door he was re-
warded by the sight of a well-stocked
silver chest and ke possessed himself
of the " spoons,
laugh at the expense of the:owner of
the silver, whose memory . wasd so un-
reliable.

“Hold up your hands.”

The request came in tones whose de-
termination could not be mistaken,

and Scott spun on his heel to find him- ;
self facing a revolver. Back of the re-'!

volver was a girl. She was a rather tall |
and*ab-
surdly long lashes. She wore a garden
hat, beneath which litMe . tendril-like
curls festooned themselves about her
forehead.

““Hold up your hands,” said the girl
again and Scott obeyed, reflecting that
it was better to humor her first and
explain. afterwards. The spoons in
his pocket seemed to weigh a ton. He
felt hot and ridiculous.

“Your mother asked me,” he began—

The girl interrupted him. “I have
no mother. Your excuses will only
make a bad matter worse.”

Scott bit his lip. Absurd as the sit-
vation was, it had a serious side. He
spoke with as much dignity as was

consistent with standing before a beau- |

tiful girl with his hands on a level
with his ears. “I was requested to come
here by the ladv of the house,” he in-
sisted,

“0O indeed. Then perhaps you will tell
me her name.’

Scott racked his brain. In the dis-
traction of that general introduction,
Mrs, Anderson’s name had failed to
dmprint itself on his memory.

“] ‘don’t know her name,” he ac-
knowledged, “but she is a dark-haired
woman, about 46 I should say, with a
good deal of color.” He would have
gone further with his description, but
the young woman checked him by a
gesture not to be misunderstood.

“I prefer to know no more of your
preposterous fiction,” she said wither-
ingly. *“Evidently you are not as
shrewd as you think yourself. It hap-
pens that I am the lady of this house
and I am goeing to keep you right here
until my uncle comes.”

Scott cursed his  folly. Doubtless
there were yellow ¢ottages on every

block, and all the neighborhood kept |

its keys under the door mat. He tried
to say something about a mistake, hut
she would not listen, Keeping her eye

upon him she seated herself deliber- |

ately. “Please do not move,” she said,
“or I shall be compelled to shoot and
that would be very disagreeable for
me, and considerably worse for you.”
In the position-he was compelled to
assume, £cott had an excellent ..ppor-

Do you know Fayette !

Gostraight through the hall !

errand, reflecting as he went on thé |

The. spoons were not in the drawers of |

promising: himgelf a |

Under other circumstances !
Scott would have voted her charming. |

| sky and a promise of rain in the air.

tumty for studying his capter. She
was certainly a remarkably.pretty girl.
The stern 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
{ that held the revolver was a very
shapely one. It pained him to notice
that the girl was gradually growing
nervous. Her hand trembled. Her
bosom rose and fell as if sobs were
struggling to escape. Once‘or twice
her eyes scemed almost to waver be-
fore his own. “‘Stop looking at me like
that,” she suddenly commanded.

“I beg your pardon,” said Scott hum-
bly and looked at the: floor. Now that
he no longer had-her face to distract
him, he realized that the unaccustom-
| ed position of his arms was a most un-
i comfortable one. A twinge of pain
. contracted his face and he sighed.

“Doea it hurt?’ asked the holder of
the revolver, with a grim plecasure in
the situation.

“It does,” Scott acknowledged feel-
ingly.

“On the whole,” observed the .girl,
‘“it’ {s probably less painful than a
term in the penitentiary.” 2

“I have no doubt that you are right,”
Scott agreed politely.

Silence fell between them after this.
They were still for so long that a lit-
tle mouse creeped out of the closet and
scuttled like a fleck of gray cloud
facross the room. The g'lrlz cried out
and dropped the revolver, “Allow me,’
said Scott, and he picked'it ﬁp and re-
turned it to her. Then he again raised
his hands.

A becoming flush routed the girl's
pallor. “I gueu you.needn’'t do that
any longer,” she 'sald. ‘“And perhaps
you would be more. comfortable it you
sat do

“Than you » Scoft said gratefully,
and dropped into a chair, rubbing his
aching arms with u!welxﬁe]} relief. -Af~ |
ter a minute or two he was shocked to
discover that the girl-was in tears,

“I don't see,” she sobbed, “why any-
one who can be as courteous as you,
should ever have‘

|

{and as considerate,
taken up burglary.”

“My dear girl, cried Scott. “I'm no
more. a burgla.r than you are. I am &
gentleman as you ought to begin to
realize by this time. Miss Annie Bags-
by is my aunt and I stopped off here
this morning qn my way east to apy |
her a few days’ visit. There is to be
a supper at the gu:lld-ha.ll in which
| she i8 interested, and as they were
! short of spoons, one of the women sent
me after hers.” =

“It couldn’t have been—" the girl be-
gan and then she stopped. There was
a sound of footsteps in the hall. . A
! well built, middle-aged man, came into
{the dining-room , with a cheerful,
“Well, Amy,” and then Stopped stock
still in surprise.

With a dexterous movement, the girl
had pulled the folds of her dress.over
{the revolver. ‘“Uncle Charlie,” she
| faltered, “this is a frend of'miine. A
! nephew of Miss Anne Bagsby.”

The middle-aged man advanced cor-
dially. “I'm very glad to meet -you
Mr. . He threw a. reproachful
glance at the girl blushing in .the
background.

Scott seized his outstretched hand
]"Scott, Chester Scott. My aunt is in-
| terested in a church sapper, and as they

|

<

1 were short of spoons, she sent.me out
| to borrow some. Miss Amy has kindly
conserited to loan me two dozen and
to give me her compgny at the sup-
per.”
j ‘“Oh, indeed. Well, I shall
see you again. Mr. Scott. Are 'you
' staying long?”’ asked the middle-aged
man quite unconscious of a dramatic
i display of indignation behind his back.
{ “I may stay some time. I’'m not
. quite sure,” said Scott cautiously.
{ “And now, Miss Amy, I'm afraid if
| we don’t start at once they’ll send out
| & searching party for us.”

‘When they were outside she handed
him the revolver. ‘“You have the
. spoons and you might ad well have
this, too,” she said defiantly. (‘And
| if you turn out to be a Raffles sort of
person, I'm disgraced.

i He laughed at her tenderly. {You
know you believe in me,” he declared,
“without any more explanations.”

| And something in his glance struck
sparks from hers.

Aunt Anne was watching for him on
the guild-hall steps. ‘“‘Chester Scott,
where have you been so long with
{ those spoons?” Then recognizing his
companion she stared helplessly.
“Why, Amy Traynor!”

“Miss Traynor and I are going for
a little walk,” said her nephew, ‘“but
we'll be back with good appetites for
supper. Here are some spoons which
Miss Traynor has kindly loaned.”
< He handed them over and the pair
moved on. Mrs. Anderson laughed at
her friend’s bewildered air.

“So that was the attraction,” she

| said.
i “I didn’t even know that Chester was
acquainted with her,” sighed Aunt
Anne. “I was taking all the credit of
his coming to myself.”

Mrs. Anderson laughed again. “I|
guess its a settled thing all right,” she
sald, “judging from the way he looked |
|at her and the way she blushed at|
' him. Well, I'm glad if Amy Tray-|
nor has found somebody to suit her |
at last. Now perhaps some of the
other girls will have a chance.”

FOR RENT.

By C. D’Archy Mackay

(Copyright, 1907, by C. T. Parcells.)
“Be sure it has six light rooms, all
outside,” abjured Grace.

“And remember- it must be in a nice
neighborhood,” added Molly. A
Rowena sighed. “I'll try,” she said
resignedly, and taking her umbrella |
under her arm started down the
stairs. It was a cool day, with a gray

i

The streets and boulevards had the |
faled dusty look that late summer al-
ways wears before the first frost
arrives to sharpen and brighten things.
Vans, laden with furniture, passed |
with a frequency which proclaimed ;
that moving time had come. !

“T must remember that all places
look less cheerful on a dull day,” said
Rowena to herself, taking a list out of |
her pocketbook and running over ir.,
with a ruminating eye. l
| “Bright, attractive apartment, six |
‘ rooms and bath.” “I think I'll try that !
| one, though they all advertise them |
| as attractive, and the reality is a lot |
of stuffy little rooms overlooking an |
| air shaft on one side and somebody’s |
: backyard on the other. But I'm start- !
ilng awfully early in the season and
that ought to give me a better choice.” |
For a week Rowena had been flat
jhumlng, climbing endless flights of |
;stalrs and Interviewing -a seemingly
endless line of real estate agents and |
janitors. Each morning she set out;
blithely and each evening she came

i

1like a ray of hope to

“T have not,” Dwight answered
.gravely, “though I repeat those
phrases even in my sleep! I tell you

hope to :

back fatigued and disheartened. “The
price we want to pay and the kind
of an apartment we would like don’t
seem to fit 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 11 o'clock in the morning she
had tramped mile’u and found nothing
suitable.

“Is this Edsemere?" she wearily
inquired of an’ elevator boy in an
apartment building whose marble en-
trance and artistic green walls wére
her dejected.
spirits.

“Yes'm,” said he of the trim suit
and brass buttons.

“I'd like to look at one on the third
floor,”* 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 floor 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 srents for one hundred and
fifty!”

“One hundred and fifty! 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 answerod “They
‘aln’t no suc¢h price.,”

. “Sure, that’s just .what I've been
teling this gentleman,” said a neat-
looking scrubwoman, suddenly ap-
pearing in the doorway. Behind her
towered a fair haired young fellow,
broad of shoulder and firm of chin. He
stared at Rowena for an instant.

. “Why, Miss Holden,”” he cried with
a boyish laugh of pleasure. ‘“Are you
on the trail, too?”

“I. should think you’d know (it at
first glance,” said Rowena, tragically.
“My sisters tell me that my face has
taken on the expression of the New
York flat hunter—a look of grim
despair that is unmistakable.”

Dwight Curtis laughed again.

“I ‘wonder if your trials are as great
as mine! I'm clubbing together with
two other fellows and trying to fill the
wants of each and all is turning me
gray. Moreover, I feel I'm getting the
| wants of each and all -is turning me
gray. Moreover, I feel I'm getting the
rickets from sprinting up so many
flights of stairs.”

“The building we're in now is going
to be torn down so we have to search,”
explained Rowena. ‘“And, oh, Mr. Cur-
fis, have you seen any reasonable
apartments with light, airy rooms in a
pleasant neighborhood not too far from
the car line?”

what—why can’t we hunt together? It
will be a lot miore' sociable and two
heads are better than one, you know.
Begides, down at the beach this sum-
mer ‘that Hawkins man monopolized
'so much of your time that it's only
‘fair for me to have my innings now.
Shall we go to Seventy-sixth street
next?”

“Do you realize seld . Rowena @&
week later, as they sat on a bench on
Riverside Drive, ‘‘that time is flying,
and ‘we've found nothing—absolutely
nothing, so far?”

“But we've had a lot of fun,” Dwight
replied, smiling reminiscently as he
thought of sundry strolls they had:
taken in the park, sundry luncheong !
tete-a-tete in the litle Casino, sundry
car rides to perfectly irrevelant places
and all with the ostensible excuse ,of
flat hunting.

“This is good enough for me,” he
went on, with a look first at Rowena
and then at the river where myriads
of water craft plied- up and down.
Steam launches puffed pretentiously,
sailboats gleamed in the sunlight and
an excursion steamer churned past all
flags flying and a band playing lustily
on deck. The rows of stone Houses
faeing the drive were closed and sil-
ent, the lower windows boarded up,
while the half-shut blinds of the upper

,Got my new house done, it’s a beaut,

ones gave them a semblance of super-
cilious drooping eyelids. |

Rowena toyed with her parasol. She|
was looking dangerous demure in pale}
blue. A tip tilted coquettish hat set|
lightly on her well-posed head. i.

“T feel like a perfect culprit when I
return at night,”” she confessed. ‘““The
girls fuss over me and say what a
hard day I must have been through!”

“] know,” echoed Dwight, grinning
sympathetically. “The fellows tell me
that I'm a brick and that they're no
end grateful, while as it is, 'm hav-
ing the time of my life! Must we
really go?’ he pleaded, as Rowena
abruptly gathered up her gloves and
parasol.

She flushed.

“1 simply must decide on something
today,” he said, a ring of determina-
| today,” she said, a ring of determina-
tion in her voice. “I cannot put it
off any longer.”

“Let’s try this,- then,” suggested
Dwight, looking up at a white stone
building on a side street. “This is No.
929. It looks pretty spic and span,

doesn’t it? I have an idea that it will |
do.”

Rowena gave a regretful
the head.

“It's too small,” she declared, glanc-
ing about at the little drawing-room.
“But oh, what a 'darling! It's the love-
liest one we've seen any where! With
a little money and a little taste it
could ‘he made a perfect jewel box. |
How the sun streams in and how dear |
and cosy this drawing-room would |
be!” |

“With a window seat there,” said |
Dwight, “and a bookcase against the
wall.”

“And some pictures and bits of bric- |
@a-brac on the mantle!” Rowena glowed
with enthusiasm.

“And a low round table and a read-
ing lamp,” added Dwight, delightedly.

The voice of the ever-present jani-
tress broke in on them, “I think you'd

shake of!

like it,”. sh= observed. ‘‘It's just the,
place for young married couples.”
Rowena ' gasped and retreated.

“Dwight followed.

“Dea~, he besought. ‘“you know it's
exactly as she says—it’s meant for us,
| and no one else. Ah, Rowena, won't’
you say that the light which shines
through these windows will be our|

{ home light? Won’t you say that every |

night at Ginner time the woman I love |
will be waiting here to welcome me? |
Won’t you say—" and there was mirth
in his voice as well as tenderness,
“won’t you say that our flat hunting
is over?”

Mowena hesitated,

.1 don’t know,” she began demurely.

| “I hadn’t meant to lease my heart s0 |

soon, but since—since so desirable a|
| tenant has applied, it seems only |
right to oblige him with a permanent |
ocgupancy, provided he keeps it in
good repairl”

: brother's, but never losing it entirely

/the

FIRE AND
WATER

By Louis J. Strong

B

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 loss three years before
had sent him to the”Far West to try
to forget his homelessness, The strug:
gle to master the new conditions at-
tendant on ranch life had taken him
out of himself and done him good;
and as success crowned his efforts
dreams of a home again made so by
the presence of a sweet-faced girl-
wife, lighted his toil.

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

In his partial delirftum and hazy
wandering he muttered now the long
repressed confession, whispering it
eagerly with feverish impatience for
the response his heart hoped for.

At length the silence, which lay like
the pall 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! Iaid up,
hey?”

The sick man roused to: conscious-
ness and smiled feebly: “How'do
Lamson. Glad you came.in. Yes. I've
been laid up a bit — can’t remember
how long — fever muddles my head.”
His speech was broken and dragged
thickly.

“Ain’t wanting to eat much, 'spose.
and good thing that is, to, for an
old bach that’s got nobody.”

Harris winced—mother had been in
his sick fancy so much, and with such
vividness and his bereavement seemed
but,a few days back. With an effort
he replied:

“I want nothing but water, and Slade
brings me a pail full mornings, when
he doesn’t forget, as he did today. He
kestured toward the empty bucket on
the chair beside the bed, but the visi-
tor did not notice it; nor the longing
in the fever red-eyes, and the cracked
lips,

“Doctor,
briskly.

“No, Slade 'wouldn't go for him, and
no one else’s heen in” :

“Slade wouldn’t go! ha, ha! guess
not much. You. don’t get the old
groundhog that- far from his hole back
of the hill. Everybody's busier - than
in sheepshearing time, you know, -har-
vesting their -grain. Reason no ‘one’s
been along, I reckon. I'm throtigh in
fine shape. I tell youl—and I've prom-
ised myself and gan; to Skyder for a
week — and man! “You. ought to be
looking after yours—-lt‘s spoiling fast,
I noticed.” He laughed at the startled
expression that widened the hollow
eyes. “Forgot it, had you? Well, you
want to see .to it right away. I must
mosey. I'm out on a sweet errand.

of course,” he .intimated

too, and furnished tip-top. And now
the cage is ready. ' I'm going up to
settle the ‘date of taking home my
bird. Lizzie’s fought shy, but she'll
pull steady when we're tied, all right.
Ha, Hal”

“Lizzie?” Harris repeatod vaguely,
his voice hesitating and troubled.

“Sure, Lizzie Bradley-Lamson: Kind
o’ tidy name I take it; something like
those swell New Yorkers, ha, ha!” He
roared boisterously at his ﬂash of wit.
“Well, hope you’ll pull up soon. Bo
long!” He stamped away whistling,
leaving the door open.

In the silence that again closed
upon him, Harris lay and' stared out
at the quivering heat waves and little
dust eddies that whirled in at times
aggravating his burning heat and
thirst. But he did not notice them.
He was striving to steady his throb-
bing brain and analyze the torturing
inner sense of pain and loss which
now intensified his bodily distress.

The crop—the c-r-o-p?—that was all
right—it was great—he could put up
the dainty cottage he had planned so
often these last months, since the
promise of early summer had shown
such abundant fulfillment in the ripen-
ing flelds. The crop—the crop?—who
said it was spoiling!—it was all right
—he would begin on it today—when
he had a dnink—he could drink the
well dry! He fumbled clumsily, with
the bedding, and essayed to rise, but
fell back inertly, a little foolish smile
on the parched lips. His head was SO
big!—he had not known one’s head
could be so big—and heavy—and the

‘Was that father?--no, Tige had not
hurt him—it was the fire—and heed-
less Joe—where was the spring—and—
the cup. There! mother was bathing
his burning head and face and neck-s
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 notf 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—Llizzie 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
1h;ea.d—d,nd he wouldn’t have a spoon in

s

‘“‘Here, young man. you take this!
Swallow it—do you hear?”’ Some oné
ghook him slightly, with the order, and-
the swallowed, and grinned, and said it
was Davy’s cough drops—and it was
Lizgzie Bradley-Lamson who — who
made the fire—was that little Sis who
cried out sharply and sobbed? ' Dawy
mustn’t hurt little Sis—he, Joe was all
right, only Liz-zie, 5

“Oh, shut up,” the gruff one com-
tmanded. “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
and drank till they took it away—and
then he slid down“nd 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 flelds swarming
with men and teams. The food wagon
and eating tent stood back by the
well, the important cook bustling over
'a fire. His room was cool and fresh.
.F‘;pwets stood upon his little, home-
made table, with the doctor’s medicine
glass.

Bit by bit he studied it out and, as
he recognized Mr. Bradley and the boys
and other neighbors and Mrs. Bradley
herself putting his freshly-washed
shirts upon the line, his eyes filled and
he murmured a faint, “God bless
them!”

At the sound there was a stir by the
head of the bed and a girl with anx-
jous eyes leaned over him and touched-
his forehead with a shy, little/hand.

He looked at her for a moment. Then |
he ~muttered feebly, questioningly:
“I.izzie Bradley-Lamson?’

With. a rush of tender tears she laid
her warm, pink cheek against-his mur-
muring: “No, Joe, dear, no! Lizzie
Bradley Harris!”

AT THE COMPLAINT DESK.

+ By Katie Austin.

(Copyright, 1907, by C. H. Sutchliffe.)

For the third time Marian Macrea
rose, from the uncomfortable settee
that faced the complainant desk and
approached the young woman seated
behind the wide window, who was talk-
ing to the checker,

“Qf course, it gave her a good chance
to let us all know what nice white arms
she has, but my mother'd see: me in
my grave before she’d let me g0 to &
ball in any such costume as that.”

“Will .you kindly ascertain whether
they hate found my parcel yet?" “4n-
terrupted Marian, tapping the desk
lightly with the tips of her zloved fin-
gers. !

The young person flung heﬁ an impa-
tient look.

‘““What parcel?”

“The one about/which I inquif'ed at
intervals for the past-half hour’’

“What’s your name and what's wrong
with the bundle?” inquired the girk
in bored tones.

“You took my name twice and tele-
phoned the delivery department and I
am waiting for their report. Why do

¢r-o-p?—the crop was all right—he
would build the cottage—for—for Liz-
zie. Lizzie! He cried out hoarsely,

with & pang of anguish at the sudden, |

dull recognition of his loss. There was
no Lizzie for him—none-—none!—nor
had been—what mattered the crop!—
let it spoil!—what mattered anything
now Lizzie— Liz-z-ie—bird--cage—Liz-
zie Brad—Liz. He scowled impatient-
ly. He could not get the name right—
. his head was so big—he was so hot—
burning Mother!—where was mother?
Was she in the flery lake that Elder
Watson had so scared the little boys
with—he hadn’t meant to be a bad boy
—mother knew—she would keep him—
but he was so hot—burning! Water!
~—water!— Lizzie — Liz-zie Bradley—
Lamson! Lizzie Bradley? Lamson!
The perpluxed look deepened to &
frown of pain, and trouble; he had
found her name, and as he drifted
farther and farther from consciousness |
he carried her name with him back to
little boyhood, tangling it with his

you not call them again and see
| whether the parcel has been located?”

“Say, do you think I want to get the
delivery boys down on me? If they find
it, they’ll tell me quick enough—'

“If—" echoed Marian, her declicate
| face flushing under the girl's cool im-
pertinence.

“Well, I'll take your name and ad-
dress and drop you a postal when we
find it.”

“Indeed you will not. I want it now,”
said Marian and she walked away from
the window, with head high and nos-|
trils quivering. i

«“wWonder if she's ~going down: into
the sub-cellar to get it?” giggled the
young person to the checker. It s
funny how some swells think they can
come in here and run this store. I

tem here.”

Then while the girl continued her ac-
count of the fancy dress ball, Marian
crossed to the main aisle, found a floor |
waiker and asked to be directed to the |
superintendent of employes. Five min-

again. Lizzie Bradley-Lamson—be
careful Davy—mother said not to go
too near the bonfire—but he did, Joe,

the careless one—and new he was,
burning, purning — mother— Lizzie
Bradley-Lamson. -
“Oh you poor, poor boy! Bring
some water, quick!” |
Did some one speak, or was it—

again the little foolish smile cracked |
parched lips)—he had known |
mother would come—she always did
when her boys were hurt, even if they
did it carelessly, themselves-~but she
did not know how big his head was, |
or she would not try to lift it—oh! he"‘
was at the old spring drinking—drink- |
ing.

“He must not have too much at once |
—the poor boy!”"—a warm rain fell
upon his face—the cup vanished—his|
groping, trembling hands could not
find it—how could he have too m' ‘|

when he was burning!—that w nﬂt:

fair Davie, when his head was <o hlg
and he couldn’t run.
“The brute! The perfect brute, go |

off and leave him like this, never even
get him waterd”

| in a big department store.

{ staff, and decided that she must be a

utes later she was ushered into the |
presence of a ,smooth-faced, square
shouldered chap who, looked as if he
had received his training on the foot |
ball gridiron rather than as stock boy |

Richard Burnside had risen from the
lowest ranks in the store where he was
now superintendent, studying practical |
business methods by day and physx(‘al'
culture and English branches at the
Y. M. C. A. rooms by night.

Now, he stood beside his desk, Marian
Macrae's card bent between his fingers.
He looked the slender, graceful figure
over with the keen eye of a man aceus-
tomed to seeking good material for his

reporter: or magazine writer ' hunting
information about the condition of the
working girl? He had met many such
since he hecame superintendent.

«“wWhat can we do for you, Miss Ma-
crae,” he inquired, offering her a seat.

«T merely called to ask you whether
| your complaint department had been
organized for the convenience of your |
customers or to browbeat them so ef-
fectually that they will endure almost

{ tendent of

guess she don’t know we've got a sys- |,

any inconvenience rather than make
complaint ?”’

Richard Burnside sat down rather
suddenly. This was not just what he
had expected. ¢

Very deliberately but convindngly,
Marian told her story, from the Iin-
difference of the clerk who had first
waited on her, to the impertinence of
the young woman dt the complaint
desk. When she had flnished, Burh-
side leaned forward, his hands clasped
between his Lnees, 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 I, the superin-
this store, cannot find &
remedy—because 1 cannot handle wo-
men employes. I can handle the boys
in this line, because I know boy;, but
the indifferent, the insolent women em-
ploye is beyond me—"

He glanced up to meet Marian's
sympathetic glance, impulsively he told
her of his humble beginning, the pride
with which- he had accepted his new
work and his many vexations and
trials with incompetent help.

,“I have had five girls at that com-
plaint desk, each less satisfactory than
the one before her. If I could just find
a girl with judgment, discretion and

| good manners — but you can’'t expect

to find such a girl for twelve dollars
a week, can you?”’

His big gray eyes were lifted teo
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 fill the bill?
I would like to earn twelve dollars @
week—""

“You?” grasped Burnside, his glance
travelling from her neat boots to hes
trim tailored hat.

“Why, yes. When I cams in hen.
I never thought of such & thing,
though I have been wanting & position
of some sort. I believe I would knew
whether a woman had a just come~

| plaint or was trying to cheat the

and I have always been complimen
on my tact. I know I have patienes,
because I have been — companion te °
an invalid for several years. If you
would consider the proposition, I can
furnish references—"

“I don't give a fig for references
You're engaged. Can you begin Mon-,
day? Tl put that girl back where she
balom - in tho mail-order depart-
ment.”

And that was how Marian Macras
walked out of the Bammes Bros.
store with a job in her poeket and an
;)dd little smile playing around her
ips.

Three months passed. Burmside was
no longer worried about the conduct
of the complaint department. In fact,
he argued that the reason he dropged
in to talk complaints over with Iits
presiding head was merely as a relief
afger other worrfes. It was 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 at which reports from
floor walkers d complaining cus-
tomers were offered, little lectures on
the smoothing out of tangles, and the
adjustment of differences were -given.
The sales girls took a new view of
selling goods and handling custo-
mers—and none knew that these talks
were all planned 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-
er,

Then came the great day when
James Barnes, senior, returned from
his trip around the world. Richard
Burnside had no need to give account
of his stewardship. Others had done
so in letters that encircled the globe,
and soone bright spring morning the
head of the house sat in his superin-
tendent office, saying the sort of
things that warm an employe’s heart,
when there came a tap at the door
and a girl with soft brown hair and
eyes entered the office, her hands filled
with report slips.

“Mr. Barnes, I want you to know
Miss Macrea, the very capable—""

But Mr. Barnes, quite apoplectic, was
sparring for wind.

‘“Marian—what in the world—if you
wanted something to do, why didn't
you go in for setlement work—"

Richard Burnside felt the little
office spinning around, as Marian
erossed the room and patted the

‘| apoplectic forehead soothingly with

her slender white hand.

“Dear Uncle Jimmy, do not have
a stroke. With the head of the firm
globe trotting, and everything mother
and I had in the world in this store, I
felt I had a right to come in here and
see that our small {investment was
safe. You couldn’t expect Jimmy or
Howard to do it when one has a new
motor and the other a new yacht.”

Ten minutes later Mairan laid- her
reports on Burnside’s desk and turned
to leave. He held the door open for
her and as she flung him a cheery
smile, she stopped suddenly. His face
looked old. His eyes were heavy, as
if they had watched something very
levely and dear pass out of his life.
She paused irresolutely, and glanced
over her shoulder. Mr. Barnes, senior,
was just passing through the opposite
doorway into the mail-order depart-
ment.

“You will be up tonight as usual?
I want to talk over the question of a
new rest room for the girls—"

Richard Burhside's face went a
shade paler and he spoke in a voice he
had never used to her before.

“Certainly—if you wish {t.”

“Of course I wish it.”” She tried to
speak gaily, but her voice trembled.’
| “Don’t you understand? I want every-
thing to go on just as it has before.
Oh, why do you make it so hard for
| me.” His face was still stern but she
| persisted. ‘I—I want you to tell me—
what—what I would not let you say
the other night—because now I knew
it was all for myself—don’t you under-
stand?”

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.

Once a Scotchman was visiting New
York, and coming across as tatute of
Washington stood gazing at it.

Just then a Yankee came up and
said to Sandy: ‘“There’'s a good man.
A lie never passed his lips.”

“No,” said the Scotchman. “I sup-
pose he- talked through his' noise, like
the rest of you.”—New York Paper.




