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The Eyes
By Mrs. WQ

UEEE was a quiek, louad knok
*on the.door of my den, a. ring-

ing rat-atat-tat, evidently
delivered by the impatient
hand cf youth. The impa-

tient foot of youth did neJ even
await my permission, but entered bard
jipon the impetuous knock, and the im-
patient face of youth frowçned uPon my

~4en sober apartment, my toilinig self, 'my
desk strewn with papera, and the floor
where pages Iay thîck as the leaves
of Vallembroso.

"O0h, Amy, bide that disgusting blue
infr bottie and throw that tireseme pen
in the wastebasket, a.nd corne out ini the
Park.*"

It was the impatient veice of youth
now, Harding Caswelt's voice. "Why,
Amy, it's spring,--summer a 1tm o s t.
Haven't you realized that yet? If you
ignore it much longer and sit in this
musty atmoephere, you'll look, exactly
like a bookworm."

"ýHow does a. bookworm look?" 1
asked 'without intereat, my eyes on my
scattored pages.

"«As.you will if you keep on boring
your sinuous way through books ail the
time, and wearing that old brown
frock," hoe replied frankly. "But Amy,"
laying bis hand oeaxingly on the sîceve
of the despisedl brown gown, ucome eut
in the park with me. I want te, tell you
ail about it ia the 10 en air, out in 'the
greenth and blueth.'

The sweet fresh air whicb blew »in
through the open windows was tempting
so was the sunshine without, s0 was
Harding's veice.

"But this article mnuai b. lnished
to-nigb±, " I hesitated.

"Ah, Amy, do corne." Ho gatbered
my scattered shoots of paper into a
heap without regard to paging. «I really
do want te talk te you about hier, and
I can't do it hete."

A confidant was an absolute necessity
for Harding. I bad occupied that proud
and taxing position for years. But a
conidant was not sufficient; this spoil-
ed boy demanded the proper atmos-i
pliero for each confidence. Qbmetinies,
oren if it were midday, th4iI.rtainsi
must hoe drawn, the candies highted.
Agnin every lamp must ho extinguisbed,
and we must sit in the boart ef mysteri-
ous shadow with the moonl;,ght falling
through the windws and lying in silver
equares upon the floor. But to-day,
since the park had been chosen at the
proper setting for this lateat confidence,
Iwas evidently destined te, hear â

spring song.
"Amy, cerne!" lio eoaxed. There is no

gahxsaying or resisting Harding, it is a
waste of breath. I put a paper weight
on xny disordered pages. "The midnight
cil for you," I sighed, pinning- on my
bat, and thon we went out to, the park.

1Above us were the blue, blue wastes
of the sky, about us the green, green1

f spaces of grass and trees, and the sweet
sweet fragrance of early sununer. .

WTe sat down and Harding prodded,
with his stick, the black earth, wet witb
recent revivifying spring rains, and then
lie looked up. "I've met lier," hoe said
it last with a solema ecstasy in, bis
tones, " "Ive actuafly met bier."

"I knýw," I replicd perfunctorily.
"Why look!" with real interest, "that
rosebush is fufll of buds; in a week,
perhaps le-ss, they wrail ho b in delicious
flower. Yes, of course. youýve met bier.
It's about time, isn't it? Let nie see;
it is quite two years Since you saw
London through a haze of lier, and it
Trgs sprîng a year ago that the silver
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MAYBE you swear at hlm some

mornigs when you'd give anything
i the world for forty winks more!

But, alter ail, yoS swear by him be-
cause he's only carryingout your own or-
dmr and calling you exactly when you
say.

And isn't that what you want? A
dock that takes time seriously; that lets
you sleep right up to the last tick; and
then keeps good time ail day.

Right there's the reason why Westclox
aI.rms have so many friends: they rua
and ring on time. Why shouldn't they?
Every Westclox has that same good con-
struction that got Big Ben lup i t1e
world.
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grays cf Paris served as a background
for stiil a different ber, and the lait
Nevember, you met ber, another her
again."

He waved his band disdainfully.
"«Nething ef the kind. Hew oaa you
talk so T I tell you I have soen ber for
the first time. Of course, I have bad
faimies and alt that; but Amy, tbis in
the. reai tbing. For the first time, I'm
in love; and it's changed the whole
current of My 111e, my thoughts; it'a
made a new man cf me. And I wanted
te talk to you a little, te tel Tou about
i4t first, and then you take it in this
flippant, careless way. It isn't wortby
cf you. De yen know, I realize at lust
that I reslly am going to do great work;
I foot the impulse, the motive. It's bard
for a rcserved man like me te unburden
bimself this way, and I'm clot in the
habit of boring people with Mny confi-
dences; but she la wo'nderful, no rare
and exquisite, mo-"C'ý

"Mhen did you meet ber?" 1 inter-
rupted.

"Yesterdav afternoon. 11ll ityou ail
about it. Yrou know bow bard I bave
been working Iately at My painting.
Well, ycsterdav, I was at it like a bouse
sûre, when wbo should obtrude himseof
but Hri.-gins-bounder! Only ho es an
angel in disguise. 0f course, ho yu
terribly stuffy and pompous and looke.d
as if ho had just been carefu]ly var-
nisbed.

" 'Corne on, old man,' ho said te me;
T'i on, xny way to caîl upon Ruth
Dufrange."'".

« 'Ruth Dufrange!' 1 interrupted Hard-
ing te excla-m. 'Is sbe bere nowl'

"'Yes-sbe and ber poems,' he replied
reverently, 'ber niarvelous, exquisite
poems and*ber more marvelous, exquis-
ite self. But te go on. When Hliggins8
croaked ber niaie, I started lilco I was
shoit 'Ruth Dufrange!' I cried, jumping
from my seat; «of course Fil go. Wait
tili I get the paint off My banda sud
brush- mv bat.'

"'You'llbave te do more than that!
ho said, with a nasty sneer, and a beavy-
tidded glance from bis puffy oyes. 'You'll
bave to get into your afternoon clotbel.'

"'My afternoon clothes!' I cried. 'My
afternoon clothes are these, and thoy'Ve
seen inany mornings and evenings tee.'

Il Yoi know perfeetly well wbat I
inean,' said Hieons vi tb another d*s-
gusting sneer. 'You certainly can't cal
on Ruth Dufrange in those paint-
Émearçd rags.'

"These, Amy. Ho spoko that wray cf
these." Harding tapped bis cbest a.nd
drew bis coat about bim, looking dowfl
at it with some pride. "ltVwaa this suit
ho was insulting. Not bad at ail, I cRIî
it, especially on my litho, Endymilon-
like young figure. I givo you My word
I nover saw Higgilns look more lbath-
sorne, sitting t.hcre with his bulk stran-
ing the buttons of bis waistcoat, a shiny,
red crease of neck over the back of bis
coUar, bis trousers hauled up, and bis
gaudy silk socks in evM~ence, bis beastly
imniaculate gloves, and a lo)vely, virginal
rosebud slîrinking in bis coat. AmY, ho
wa.sa terr'ble exhibition of the evildoer,
the whited sepulier. I tried to throW
aIl the scorn I could into my pure, yfulg
eves; but it didn*t feca:e hlm. Ho was
intrencbed behind bis clothes.

"Tlav ent vou got any afternOofl
thincs?' lie asked. là

"T his, Amy, was rn'0hour. 'Yes,' 1T e*,
plied witli nîode-t tr;lîînpli. 4I Claîm-oh,
flot boastinglyv, Higgins. dont feel un-
eonfortable-I1 daim to possess the
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