THE ADVERTISER, LONDON, ONT., SATURDAY,

OCTOBER 21, 193,

A PICTURE OF
NEw ExcLAND HoME LIFE.

“I do not think that odr acquainiance
is of such long standing that vou are
warranted in asking me so personal a
question,” replied Quincy.

“Perhaps not,” s1:i1 Lindy, “but as
I happened to know, though act from
your telling, that she is to be iny moth-
ers’ heiress, I had a l.ttie curiosity to
learn whether you had already pro-
posed or were goinz——"’

“Miss Putnam,” »a1l (usy stera-

:L CHas. FELTON PIDGIN.

ly, “do not complete your sentence. I’'o
not make me think worse of 'you than
1 already do. I beg your parlon ior,
intruding upon youn [ certanly should
not have done o had I anticipated such |
an interview.”

Lindy burst inio a flood of tears. Her
grief seemed uncontroll ible, 21iney |
ciosed the partor doors, thinking that |
if her cries aad sO>bs were nearl up-|
stairs it would require a doubie €x-
planation, whiza it might be hard for
bim to give.

He stood and lookes at the weep- |
ing girl. She :al ev:deatly known all
aong who her mother’s heiress was.
She had been fuoinz him, but for *vhat |
reason? Was she in .ove witn hivn? No,
he did ~o* think so. 1 sh* had 1ieen
she would have contided in him rather
than have 30172. :0 foree h:m to con-
tide in her. “What «ould bz th2 n.oiive
for her action” Quincy was nonplussed. |
He had had coastlerable
lied upon languid grace or light re-
ded uvon languid srace or hight 1e-
partee. They never used tears eii}.r_-r5i
for offense or d :fense.

A surprise was ‘n -tere for Quincey.
Lindy rose from her chaiy an2 cane
towards him, her eyes red vith weep- |
ing.

“Why do you hai2 e Mi. Sam-
yer?” she asked. “Why will you not be
a friend to me, when 1 need one 80/
much? What first turned you against
me?”

Quincy replied, “I will tell you, Miss !
Putnam. They told me you were
ashamed of your father and mother, |
because they were old-fashioned coun-
try people, and did not dress as well |
or talk as good English as you did.”

“Who told you so?” asked Lindy.

“It was common talk in the »'ill:lge,"}
he replied.

“I should think you had suifered
enough from village gossip, Mr. Saw-
yer, not to believe that all that is said
is true.”

Quincy winced and colored. It was a
keen thrust and went home,

“Where there is so much smoke there |
must be some fire,” he answered, rath- |
er lamely, as he thought, even to him-
self.

“Mr. Sawyer, when I asked you to|
tell me a little secret you had in your
possession, you refused. I wanted a
friend, but 1 also wanted a proven
friend. No doubt I took the wrong wvay
to win yeur: friendship, but 1 am going |
to tell you something, Mr. Sawyer, if
vou will listen to me, that will at least
secure your pity for one who is rich in
wealth, but poer, in that she has no,
friends to whom she can confide her
troubles.” ¢ |

Quincy saw, that ne was in for it,
and Jike a gentleman determined to |
make the 'best of it, so he said, ‘“Miss
Putnam, T “will listen to your story
and if, aftér hearing it, [ can hf)nox‘-f
ably aid you,” I will do so with pleas-|
ure.”

Lindy took his hand, which he had |
half extended, and said, *“Come, sit
down, Mr, Sawyer. It is a long story |
and I am nervous and tired,” and she |
looked down at her black dress. t

They sat upon a sofa, he at one end |
and she at the other. ‘

“Mr. Sawyer,” she began abruptly, |
“I am not a natural-born child of Mr. |
and Mrs. Putnam. I was adopted byf
them when but two years of age. I/
do not know who my father and moth- |
er were. I am sure Mrs. Putnam knows, |
but she will not tell me.” l

“It could do no harm, now that you
are a woman grown,” said Quincy. |

“At first they both loved me,” Lindy\
continued, *but a year after I came
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, rage at this.
| marrying his sister ! They said it was|
'a erime and a sacrilege, and the ven- |
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! and allow me to be your friend? 1 w}ll before you destroy that letter, you will
‘try to atone in the future for my mis- let me read to vou once more what is
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here to live their son was born, and |
irom that time on ail was changed.Mr. |
Putnam was rever unkind to me but
once, but Mrs.Putnam seemed to delight !
in blaming me, and tormenting me, |

|and nagging me, until it is a wonder !

that my disposition is as good as it is, !
and you know it is not very good,” |
said she to Quincy with a little smile. |
She resumed her story: “I loved the:
little boy, Jones 1 always called him, !
and as we grew up together he learn-|
ed to love me and took my part, al-|
though he was three years younger |
than myself. This fact made Mrs. |
Putnam hate me more than ever. }e|
stayed at home until he was twenty—:

| two, then he went to his father and |

mother and told them that he loved me!
and wished to marry me. Both Mr.‘i
and Mrs. Putnam flew into a great
The idea of a brother |

geance of God would surely fall upon |
us both. Jones told them he had writ-'
ten to a lawyer in Boston, and he had |
replied that there was no law prohib-
iting such a4 marriage. ‘But the Jaw|
of God shines before you like a ﬂnming"
sword,” said Mrs. Putnam; and Mr.
Putnaun agreed with her, for she had
his property in her possessrion.”i
Quincy smiled, “They packed Jones off !
to the city at once,” said Lindy, “and!
his mother gave him five thousand
dollars to go into business with. Jonést
began speculating and he was suc-|
from first to last. In threc§
months he paid back the five thousand |

i dollars his mother had given him, and |

he never took a dollar from them after !
that day. At twenty-six he was worth |
one hundred thousand dollars. \th,n|
I went to Boston I always saw him, |
and he at last told me he could smnd!
it no longer. He wanted me to marry !
and go to Europe with him. I}
told him I must have a week to think
it over. If I decided to go I would
be in Boston on a certain day. I!
would bring my trunk and stop at a/l
certain hotel and send word for him |
to come to me. I used all possible ]
in getting my clothes ready, |
and packed them away, as I thought,
in my trunk, which was in
Mrs. Putnam must have sus-

The day before |

I planned going to Boston, or rather |

while I was asleep, took every particle
of my clothing, with the exception of
one house dress and a pair <f slippers, |
and locked me in. They kept me there
for a week, and I wished that I had
died there, for when they came to me '
it was to tell me that Jones was dead,l
and I was the cause of it. I who loved
so!” And the girl's eyes filled
with tears. !
“What was the cause of his death?”’ |
asked Quincy.
“He was young, healthy and care- |
less,” answered Lindy. ‘“He took a
bad cold and it developed into lung |
fever. Even then he claimed it was
nothing and would not see a doctor. !
One merning he did not come to *he

when the doctor was called it was too |
late. It was very sad that he should |
die so, believing that I had refused to |
go with him, when I would have given |
my life for him. He loved me till;
death. He left me all his money, but |
in his will he expressed the wish that!
I would never aceept a dollar from his |
parents. So now you see why Mrs.
Putnam does not make me her heir-|
You think I hate Miss Pettengiil |
because she is going to give it to her,
but truly, I do not, Mr. Sawyer. What
I said when you came in I really
meant, and I hope you will be happy, |
Mr. Sawyer, even as 1 hoped to be|
yvears ago.” |

Quincy had been greatly interested |
in Lindy’s story, and that feeling of}
sympathy for the unhappy and suffer- |
ing that always shows itself in a true
gentleman rose strongly in his breast.

thand,”

“Miss Putnaw,” said he, “I have consented to keep a secret with me, I’

wronged

have told me. Will you forgive me

doings in the past.”

He extended his hand and Lindy laid
hers in his. :

“I care not for the past,” said she.
“I will forget that. I have also to ask
your forgiveness. I, too, have said
and done many things which I wouid
not have said nor done, but for woman-
ly spite and vanity. You see, my ex-
cuse is not so good as yeurs,” said
she as she smiled through her tears,,

“In what way can I serve you?”’ ask-
ed Quincy. “Why do you not go to
Boston and live? I could introduce you
to- many pleasant families.” .

“What!” cried Lindy. ‘“Me, a waif
and a stray! You are too kind-hearted,
Mr. Sawyer. I shall not leave the wo-
man everyone but you thinks to be my
mothef;~ When she is dead I shall
l;i;e};@astborough never to return. My

object in life from that day will
be to find some trace of my parents or
relatives. Now it may happen that
through Mrs, Putnam or Miss Petten-
gill you may get some clue that will
help me much in my search. It is for
this that I wish a friend, and I have a
presentiment that some day you will be
able-to help me.”

Quincy assured her that if it Jay in
his Power any time to be of assistance
to her;, she could count upon him.

“By the way, Miss Putnam,” said he,
“how did your investment with Foss &
Follansbee turn out? I heard a ru-
mor that the stock fell and you lost
considerable money.”

Lindy flushed painfully. “It did drop,
Mr. Sawver, but it rallied again, and
when they sold out for me I made
nearly five thousand dollars, but,” and
she looked pleadingly up into Quincy’s
face, “you have forgiven me for that
as well as for my other wrongdoings.”

“For everything up to date,” said
Quincy, laughing.

At that instant a loud pounding was
heard on the floor above.

“Mrs. Putnam is knocking for you,”
said Lindy. “Miss Pettengill must be
ready to go heme. Good-bye, Mr. Saw-
ver, and do not forget your unhappy
friend.”

“I promise to remember her and her
quest,” said Quincy.

He gave the little hand extended to
him a slight pressure and ran up the
stairs. As he did so he heard the par-
lor door close behind him.

As they were driving homg, Alice
several times took what appeared to
be a letter from her muff and held it
up as though tryving to read it. Quin-
cy glanced towards her. ;-

“Mr. Sawyer, can you Kkeep a se-
cret?”’ asked Alice.

“] have a big one on my mind now,”
replied Quincy, ‘“‘that I would like to
confide to someone.”

“Why don’t you?”’ asked Alice.

“As soon as I can find a person whom
I think can fully sympathize with me
I shall do so, but for the present 1
must bear my burden in silence,” said
he.

“I hope you will not have to wait
long before finding that sympathetic
friend,” remarked Alice.

“I hope so, too,” he replied. “But I
have not answered your question, Misg
Pettengill. If I can serve you by shar-
ing a secret with you, it shall be safe
with me.”

“Will you promise not to speak of it,

| even to me?”’ she asked.

If you wish it I will promise,” he
answered.

“Then please read to me
written on that envelope.”

Quincy looked at the envelope. “It
is written in an old-fashioned, cramped
he said, ‘“and the writing is
‘confided to Miss Alice Pettengill, and
to be destroyed without being read by
ther within 24 hours after my death.
Hepsibeth Putnam.’”

“Thank you,” said Alice simply, anc
she replaced the envelope in her muff.

Like a flash of lightning the thought
came to Quincy that the letter to be
destroyed had some connection with
the strange story so recently told him
by Lindy. He must take some action
in the matter before it was too late.
Turning to Alice he said, ‘““Miss Pet-
tengill, if I make a strange request to
you, which you can easily grant, will
you do it, and not ask me for any ex-
planation until after you have com-
plied ?”

‘“You have worded your inquiry sc
carefully, Mr. Sawyer, that I am a
little afraid of you, you being a law-
yer,
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~ Helplessness is more to be dreaded than any amount of pain or suffer-
ing. It is helplessness that makes the approach of old age so much regretted.
In the great majority of cases helplessness of mind or body is the result of a

Wrecked Nervous System.

You cannot meet a person having the first symptoms of Nervous
Exhaustion, such as irritability, sleeplessness, neuralgic pains, loss of energy
and vitality, without calling to mind many terrible examples of paralysis
locomotor ataxia, prostration, insanity or some form of helplessness and

suffering.

On account of thelr gradual and insidious approach nervous diseases are

most liable to be neglected.

But they never wear away of theinselves.

The

nerve force that has been wasted must be replaced. The most effective means
of creating new nerve cells and building up the nervous system is Dr.

Chase’s Nerve Food.

~ Natural and gradual in its reconstructive effects and truly marvellous in
its curative influence, this great food cure promptly arrests nervous waste
and sets in action the process of restoration.

It makes pale, weak, nervous men, women
and children strong and well.

MR BRADT.
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By notin

your increase in weight whiie

using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food you can be
certain that new firm flesh and tissue is bzing

added to the body.

This 1s one of the most

satisfactory proofs that the whole systen: is

being benefitted.

Mr. E. C. Bradt, 51 West Avenue N,

Hamilton, 9n:.,

writes:—‘ Three years ago I was a physical wreck, unable to work

and of no material use to myself, family or friends.

I could not sleep

well, was tired in the mornings, had no appetite and had severs

neuralgia pains through my body.

Though I consulted five city

physicians, at considerable expense, they could not help me and gave

me no hope of recovery.

‘* Being strongly advised to try Dr. Chase's Nerve Food I dil s
and before I had used three boxes I was much stronger and better,

I then resolved to give this treatment a thorough trial and continu-d

using the food until I had taken twenty-four boxes.

To-day I am a

well man and in better physical condition than ever since my birth
My weight increased from 135 to 153 pounds and I am feeling s'p'cndid.
I am firmly convince | that Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food saved me from v.
lingering death from nervous exhaustion, and gladiy recommend this

great medicine to others suffering

as I did.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food

Is sold by all dealers at the advertised price, 50 cents a box, 6 boxes for
$2.50, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price by Fdmanson, Bates & Co.,

Toronto.
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Thro Tara's Halls,”” so sweetly that

you both in thought and ac-: will trust you and will promise to com- |
| tion, but I never suspected what you ply with your request.”

“All 1 ask is,” said Quincy, “that

written upon the envelope.”

“Why, certainly,” said Alice, “how
could I refuse so harmless a request as
that?”

“I am greatly obliged for your kind-
ness,” said Quincy to her; but he
thought to himself, “I will find out
what is in that envelope, if there is
any honorable way of doing so.”

Hiram came over to see Mandy that
evening, and Mrs, Crowley, who was in
the best of spirits, sang several old-
time Irish songs to them, Hiram and
Mandy joining in the choruses. They
were roasting big red apples on the
top of the stove and chestnuts in the
oven. Quincy, attracted by the singing,
came downstairs to the Kkitchen and
was invited to join in the simple feast.
He then asked Mrs Crowley to sing
for him, which she did, and he repaid
her by singing “The Harp That Once

tears coursed down the old woman’s
cheeks, and she said, “My poor boy
Tom, that was killed in the charge at
Balaclava, used to sing just like thati.”

Then the poor old woman began to
wéep so violently that Mandy coaxed
her off to bed and left the room with
her. :

When Hiram and Quincy were alone
together, the latter said, ‘“Any news,
Hiram?” e ’

“Not much,” replied Hiram. “The
snow is too deep, and it's too darned
cold for the boys to travel 'round and
do much gossipin’ this weather. A mo-
tice is pasted up on Hill's grocery that
it'll be sold by auction next Tuesday
at 3 o'clock in the afternoon. And I
have got on to one bit of news. Strout
and his friends are goin’ to give Huldy
Mason a surprise party. They have in-
vited me and Mandy  simply because
they want you to hear all about it. But
they don’t propose to invite you, nor
'Zeke, nor his sister.”

“Has Strout got anybody to back him
up on buying the grocery store?”’ asked
Quincy.

“Yes,” said Hiram, ‘“‘he has got two
thousand dollars pledged, and I hear he
wants five hundred dollars more.

over twenty-five hundred dollars.”

“How much is to be paid in cash?”
Quincy inquired.

“Five hundred dollars,”
“and that’s what troubles Strout. His
friends will indorse his notes and
take a mortgage on the store, for they
know it's a good payin’ business. They

good interest, but it comes kinder hard
on them to plunk down five hundred
dollars in cold cash.”

At that moment Mandy returned, and
after asking her for a spoon and a
plate upon which to take a roast apple
and some chestnuts upstdirs. Quincy
left the young couple together. As he
sat before the fire enjoying his Junch.
he resolved that he would buy that
grocery store, cost what it might, and
that 'Zeke Pettengill, Alice, and him-
self would go to that surprise party.

CHAPTER XXIV.
The New Doctor.

Quincy improved the first opportun-
ity offered for safe traveling to make a
visit to the city. He had several mat-
ters to attend to. First he had not
sent his letter ‘to his friend, requesting
him to make inquiries as to Obadiah
Strout’s war record, for the great snow-
storm had come’ the day after he had
written it. Secondly, he was going to
take Alices’ story to show to a liter-
ary friend and: see if he could secure
its publication. And this was not ail;
Alice had told him, after he had fin-
ished copying the story she had dic-
tated to him, that she had written sev-
eral other short stories during the past
two years.

In response to his urgent request she
allowed him to read her treasured man-
uscripts. The first was a passionite
love. story in- which a young Spanish
officer, stationed‘ on the Island of Cuba,
and a beautiful young Cuban girl, were
the principals. . 1t was entitled “‘Her
Native Land,” and was replete with
startling situations and effective tab-
ieaus. . Quincy was delighted with it,
and told Alice, if dramatized, it would
inake a fine acting play. This was, of
course, very pleasing to the young au-
thor. Quincy was her amanuensis, her
audience and her critic, and she knew
that in his eyes she was already a suc-
cess.

She also gave him to read a series
of eight stories, in a line usually es-
teemed quite foreign to feminine in-
stincts. Alice had conceived the idea
of a young man, physically weak and
suffering from nervous debility, being
left an immense fortune at the age of
21. His money was well invested, and
in company with a faithful attendant
he traveled for fifteen years, covering
every nook and corner of the habitable
globe. At 36 he returned home much
improved in health, but still having a
marked aversion to engaging in any
business pursuit. A mysterious case
and its solution having been related to
him, he resolved to devote his income,

.now, amounting to about a million dol-

iars yearly, to amateur detective work.
His great desire was to ferret out and
yoive “mysteries, murders, suicides,rob-
beries, and disappearances that baffled
the police and eluded their vigilant in-
quiry.

The titles that Alice had chosen for
her stories were as mysterious, in their
way, 'as the stories themselves. Ar-
ranged in the order of their writing,
they were: “Was It Signed?” ‘‘The
Man Without a Tongue,” “He Thought
He Was Dead,” “The Eight of
Spades,” “The Exit of Mrs. Delmon-
nay,” “How I Caught the Fire-Bugs,”
“The Hot Hand,” and ‘‘The Mystery
of Unreachable Island.”

When Quincy reached the city, his
first visit was to his father’s office, but
2e found him absent. He was told
that he was conducting a case in the
Equity Session of the Supreme Court,
wnd would not return to the office that
day.

Instead of leaving his letter at his
‘riend’s office he went directly to “he
Adjutant-General's office at the State
House. Here he found that an ac-
juaintance of his was employed as a
lerk. He was of foreign birth, but
aad served gallantly through the war
ind had left an arm upon the battle-
ield. He made his request for a copy
»f the war record of Obadiah Strout,
»f the —th Mass. Volunteers. Then a
-hought came suddenly to him and h'e
requested one also of the record of Hi-
~am Maxwell, of the same regiment.

Leaving the State House on the Han-
:ock avenue side, he walked down that
iarrow but convenient thoroughfare,
ind was standing at its entrance to the
sidewalk on Beacon street, debating
vhich publisher he would call on first,
when a cheery voice said, “Hello, Saw-
ver.” When he looked up he saw an old
“atin School and college chum, named
eopold Ernst. KErnst was a Jew, but
1e had been one of the smartest and
nost popular of the boys in school and
f the men at Harvard.

“What are you up to?’ asked Ernst.

“Living on my small income and my
‘ather’s bounty,” said Quincy.- ‘““Not
rery creditable, I know. but my health
a8 net- been very good, and I haye
)een resting for a couple of months in
he- country.” - . ;

“Not much going on in_the country
t this time of the, year, I fancy,” 1re-
narked Ernst. . M

“That's where you are wrong,” said
uiney.. “There has been the devil to

: ‘since’ I landed in the town,

4 :aﬁ ever gince
; e

éd up in S0 many com-
; : .get

i

He |
don’t think the whole thing will runi

|

said Hiram, '

expect to get their money back with

|

.

for family use

Such a

tea 1s

Black, Mixed
Ceylon Green

s

A good tea must, in addition to
good, possess certain nutrient and non-injurious qualities.

Blue Ribbon
Cevion Tea

fragrantly odorous, it is particularly a family tea.
tannin or other bitter and injurious ingredients in Blue Ribbon
Tea. Simply the best of tea for young people and grown ups.

Forty Cents

Blue Ribbon Tea

tasting

Should be Fifty

Delicious-
tasting,
There 1s no

Ask for the

Red Label

3¢

“Oh, I am in for literature; not the
kind that consists in going round with
a notebook and prying into people’s
business, with a hope one day of be-
coming an editor, and working twenty
hours out of the twenty-four each day.
Not a bit of it; I am reader for —;”
and he mentioned the name of a large
publishing house. “I have my own
hours and a comfortable salary. I sit
like ‘Solomon upon the efforts of cal-
low authors and the productions of
ripened genius. Sometimes I discover
a diamond in the rough, and introduce
a new star to the literary firmament;
and at other times I cut up some ego-
tistical old writer, who thinks anything
he turns out will be sure to please the
publie.”

“How fortunate that I have met
you!” said Quincy. “I have in this Jt-
tle carpet-bag the first effusions of
one of those callow authors of whom
you spoke, She is poor, beautiful and
blind.”

“Don’t try to trade on my sympa-
thies, old boy,” said Ernst. ‘‘No person
who is poor has any right to become
an author. It takes too long in these
days to make a hit, and the poor auth-
or is bound to die before the hit
comes. The ‘beautiful’ gag don't work
with me at ail. The best authors are
homelier than sin, and it's a pity that]
their pictures are ever published. As |
regards the ‘blind’ part, that may be |
an advantage, for dictating relieves cne |
of the drudgery of writing one’s self, |
and gives one a chance for a full ‘r!
play of one's fancies than if tied to a |
piece of wood, a scratchy pen, and al
bottle of thick ink.” i

“Then you won't look at them,” said |
Quincy. {

“I didn’t say so,” replied Ernst. “Of|
course, I can’'t look at them in a busi-
ness way, unless they are duly submit-
ted to my house, but I have been read-
ing a very badly written, but mighty
interesting manuscript for the past
two days and a half, and I want a
change of work or diversion to brush
up my wits. Now, old fellow,” said he
taking Quincy by the arm, “if you will
come up to the club with me and have
a good dinner with some Chianti, and
a glass or two of champagne, and a
pousse cafe to finish up with, then we
will go up to my rooms on Chestnut
street—I have a whole top floor to my-
self--we will light our cigars, and you
may read to me till tomorrow morn-
ing and T won't murmur. But, mind
you, if the stories are mighty poor I
may go to sleep, and if I do that, you
might as well go to bed, too, for when |
I once go to sleep I never wake up till
I get good and ready.”

Quincy had intended after seeing a
publisher to leave the manuscripts for |
examination, then to take tea with his |
mother and sisters, and go back to
Bastborough on the five minutes past
six express. But he was prone to
yield to fate, which is simply circum- |
stances, and he accepted his old college
chum’s invitation with alacrity. He
could get the opinion of an expert
speedily, and that fact carried the d:r,v!
with him. !

When they were comfortable en- |
sconced in their easy-chairs on the
top floor, and the cigars lighted, Quin- !
cy commenced reading. Leopold had
previously shown him his suite, which
consisted of a parlor, or rather a sii-
ting-room, a library, which included
principally the works of standard au-
thors and reference books, his sleeping
apartment and a bathrom. |

There was a large bed lounge In the |
sitting-room, and Quincy determined to |
read every story in his carpet pag. |
if it took him all night. He commenced [
with the series of detective or mystery |
stories. He had read them over before !
and was able to bring out their strong
points oratorically, for, as it has been
said before, he was a fine reader.

Quincy eyed Ernst over the corner:
of the manusecript he was reading, but!
the latter understood his business. Oc-!
casionally he was betrayed into a nod |
of approval and several times shook |
his head in a negative way, but he ut- |
tered no word of commendation or dis-|
approval. 1

After several of the stories had veen
read, Ernst called a halt, and going to
a cupboard brought out some crackers,
cake, and a decanter of wine, with]|
glasses, which he put upon a table, and |
placed them within comfortable reach |
of both reader and listener. Then he]
said, “Go ahead,” munched a cracker, |
sipped his -vine, ana then lighted a |
fresh cigar. !

When the series was finished Leopold
said: “Now we will have some tea. 1!
de a good deal of my reading at|
home, and I don’t like to go out again |
after I have crawled up four flights of
stairs, so my landlady sends me up a |
light supper at just about this hour. |
There is the maid now,” as a light|
knock -was heard on the door. :
Leopold opened it, and the domestic |
Wt in a tray with a pot of tea, and |
the ingredierts of a light repast, which |
she placed upon another table near ai
window. ey

“There is always eénough
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L

i
|

for twe,”
is mighty

3

a4

| Cooper, one of their readers.

u
February,

brighten us both up immensely. You
can come back for the tray in fifteen
minutes, Jennie,”” said Ernst.

The supper was finished, the tray
was removed, and the critic. sat in
judgment once more upon the words
that fell from the reader’s lips.

|
|
|
|
|

Leo- |

pold, sleeping on the bed lounge in the
sitting-room. He was up at 6 o’clock
the next morning, but found that his
friend was also an early riser, for, on
entering the library he saw the latter
seated at his desk rvegarding the pile
of manuscript which Quincy had read

pold’s face lighted up during the read- | to him.

ing of “Her Native Land.” He started

to speak, and the word, “That’'s—" | expression on his face.

escaped him, but he recovered himself

and said no more, though he listened | “changing your mind?”

intently.

Quincy took a glass of wine and
cracker before starting upon the story
which had been dictated to him. Leo-
pold gave no sign of falling asleep, but
patted his hands lightly together
certain points of the story, whether
contemplatively or approvingly Quincy
could not determine. As he read

at |

i

closing lines of the last manuscript,the |

cuckoo clock struck twelve,

minutes for refreshments you have been
at it ten hours. Now you want 1y
opinion of those stories, and what's
more, you want my advice as to the
best place to put them to secure their
approval and early publication.
I am going to smoke

midight. |

“You are a mighty good reader,Quin-| .. . $ el b 13 1.
cy.”’ said Leopold, “and barring fifteen | cjn affix ths hene St S8 KIS popu BE

Leopold looked up with a peculiar

‘“What's the matter,” asked Quincy,

“No,” said Leopold, "I never do that,

41 it would spoil my value as a reader if

I did. My decisions are as fixed as
the laws of the Medes and Persians,
and are regarded by literary aspirants
as heing quite as severe as the statutes
of .Draco; but the fact is, Quincy, vou

thy | and vour protege—you see I consider

you equally culpable—have neglected to
put any real name or pseudonym to
these interesting stories. Of course, I

author that the world has ever hnown

| =~Mr. Anonymous—but you two proh-

ably have some pet name that you

| wish immortalized.”

and think the whole thing over, and at|

half-past twelve 1 will give you
opinion in writing. I am going into my
library for half an hour to write down
what I have to say.

my !

You take a nap

on the lounge there, and you will be re- |

freshed when I come back after having
made mince-meat of your poor, beau-
tiful, blind protege.”

Leopold disappeared into the library i
| the manuscripts to Cooper.

and Quincy stretched himself on the
lounge, rested there, but did not sleep.
Before he had realized that ten min-

utes "had passed Leopold stood beside |

him with a letter sheet in his handg,
and' said, “Now, Quincy, read this to

me, and I will see if I have got it down |

straight.”
Quincy’'s hand trembled nervously as
he seated himself in his old position,

and turning the sheet so that the light |

would fall upon it, he read the follow-
ing:

ted for examination by Quincy A. Saw-
yver, with some advice gratis.

‘1. Series of eight stories.
clever general idea;
written. Same style
throughout; good plots. Our house
could not handle them-—not of our line.
Send to ———. (Here followed the name
of a New York publisher.) I will write
He is
friend of mine and will secure quick
decision, which 1 prophesy will be fav-
orable.

“2. ‘Her Native Land’ is a fine story.
[ can get it into a weekly literary pa-
per that our house publishes.
Jameson, the reader, will take it, espe-
c¢ially if you would give him the right

Mizhty

1 to dramatize it. He is hand and glove

with all the theater managers and has
had several successes.

“3. That story about the duke, T want
for our magazine. It is capital, and
has enough meat in it to make a full-
blown novel. All it wants Is oysters,
soup, fish, entrees, and a dessert pre-
fixed to and joined on to the solid

| cy suddenly stopped and
| ver,
i his old schoolmate entered.

“Opinion of Leopold Ernst, Literary |
Critic, of certain manuscripts submit- |

Now. | foreet

a cigar quietly. |

“By George!” cried Quincy, “we did
that. I will talk it over with
her, and send you the nom de plume by
mail.”
‘“Very
“And now
breakfast.”
“My dear fellow, you must excuse
me. I have not seen my parents this
trip, and I ought to go up to the house
and take breakfast with the family.”
“All right,” said Leopold, ‘“rush that
pseudonym right along, so I can send
And don’t
forget to drop in and see me next time
you come to the city.”
On his way to

well,”

let

said T.eopold,
us go and have

rising.
some

Beacon street, Quin-

regarded a
sign that read. “Paul Culver, M. D.,
Physician and Surgeon.” He knew Cul-
but hadn’t seen him for eight
years. They were in the Latin School
together under Pater Gardner. He
rang the bell and was shown into Dr.
Culver’'s office, and in a few minutes
Paul Cul-
ver was a tall, broad-chested, heavily-
built young man, with frank blue eyes,
and hair of the color that is sometimes

| irreverently called, or rather the wear-

good stories well |
maintained |

ers of it are called towheads.
They had a pleasant talk over school
days and college experiences, which

! were not identical, for Paul had grad-

i uated from
I Then Quincy

al
| been

I know |

roast and game which the story as now |

written itself supplies.
“In Witness Whereof. I have
nto set my hand, this
186—.
“LEOPOLD ERNST,
‘“Literary Critic.”

24th day of

here- |

Yale

instead

his fath-
of from Harvard.
broached what was up-
in his mind, and which had
the real reason for his call. He
stated briefly the facts concerning
Alice's case, and asked Paul's advice.

Dr. Culver sat for a few moments
apparently in deep study.

“My advice,” said he, “is to see Til-
lotson. He has an office in the Hotel
Pelham, up by the Public Library, you
know.”

“Is he a ‘regular’?”

“Well,”” said Culver, “I dont think
he For a fact, I know he is not
an M. D.. but I fancy that the diploma
that he holds from the aAlmighty is
worth more to suffering humanity than
a good many issued by the colleges.”

‘“You are a pretty broad-minded al-
lopath,” said Quincy, ‘“‘to give such a
sweeping recommendation to a quack.”

To be Continued Next Saturday.
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er's desire,

permost
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asked Quincy.

is.

Vienna is rcuffering from a

dust

| olague, the low temperature rendering

it impossible to water the streets with

Quincy rematned all night with Leo- safety.
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