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A Novel of Which He is Not the Here
By F. HOPKINSON SMITH.

Copyrighted by
Charles Suribrer’s Sons.

Chapter XIII.

The Scribe is quite positive that had
you only heard about it as he had, even
with the details elabonated, not only by
Peter, who was conversation itself in his
every statement, but by Miss Felicia as
well—who certainly ought to have known
—you would not. have believed it possi-
ble until you had seen it. Even then
vou would have had to drop into ome
;)f Miss Felicia’'s cretonne~upholstered
chairs—big easy-chairs that fitted into
every hollow and bone in your back—
looked the length of the uneven porch,
run your astonished eye down the damp,
water-soaked wooden steps to the moist
brick pavement below, and so on w0 the
beds of crocuses blooming beneath the

clustering palms and orange trees, be-

fore you could realize (in spite of the

drifting snow heaped up on the door-

steps of her house outside—some of it
still on your shoes) that you were in
Miss Felicia’s tropical garden attached to
Miss Felicia’s Geneseo house, and not in
the back yard of some old home in the
tar-off sunny South.

It was an old story, of course, to
Peter, who had the easy-chair beside me,
and so it was to Morris, who had
helped Miss Felicia carry out 80
Utopian a scheme, but it had come to
me a complete surprise, and I was still
wide-eyed and incredulous.

“And what keeps out the cold ?” I
asked Morris, who was lying back blow-
ings rings linto the summer night, the
glow of an overhead lantern lighting up
hia handsome face.

‘‘Glass,”” he laughed.

‘‘Where ?°’

“There, just above the vines, my dear
Major,”” interrupted Miss Felicia, point-
ing upward. ‘“Come and let me show
You my frog pond—"" and away we wemnt
along ‘the brick paths, bordered with
pots of flowers, to a tiny lake covered
with lily-pads and circled by water-
plants.

“I did not want a green-house—1
wanted a back yard,”” she continued,
“‘and I'just would have it. Holker sent
his men up, and on three sides we built
2 wall that looked a hundred yeara old
—but it is not five—and roofed it over
with glass, and just where you see the
tittle flight of stairs is the heat. That
©old arbor in the corner had been here
ever since 1 was g child, and so have
the syringa bushes and the green box
next the wall. I wanted them all the
year round—not just for three or four
months in the year—and that witch
Holker said he could do it, and he has.
Half the weddings in town have been
begun right’ on that bench, and when the
lanterns are lighted and the fountain
turned on outside, no gentleman ever
escapes. You and Peter are immune, so
T sha'n’'t waste any of my precious am-
munition on you. And now what will
YOu  wear in your button-hole — a
®ardenia, or gome violets ? Ruth will
be down in g minute, and, you must
took your prettiest.”’

But if the frog pond, damp porch and

"k.l‘rashi”m‘d garden had come as a sur-
Prise, what ghall I say of the rest of
Miss  Felicia’s house which I am now

about to

inspect under Peter’s guidance.
“Here,

come along,’”” he cried, slipping
his arm through mine. ‘“You have had
€nough of the garden, for between ‘you
and me, iy dear Major’’—here he looked

askance gt Miss Felicia—‘‘1 think it an
admirahle place in which to take cold,
and that's why—'" gnd he passed his
hand  over hig scalp—““I always insist
o0 wearing my hat when I walk} here.
Mere auestion of imagination, perhaps,
but old fellows like vou and me should
take n, chances—'’ and he laughed
hearti]y

“MTric s 0
This room was my father’s, con-
Hnued poter, ‘“The bookcases have still

THE FARMER’S

some of the volum

es he loved: he lik
the low ceiling ted

and the big fireplace, and
always wrote here—it wag his libra;'y
really. There openg the old dra.wing:
room and next to it is Felicia’s den,
where she concocts most of her devilt,ry’,
and the dining-room beyond—ang that’s
all there is on this floor, except the
kitchen, which you'll hear from later.””

And as Peter rattled on, telling me
the history of this and that piece of old
furniture, or portrait, or queer clock,
my eyes were absorbing the air
cosey comfort that pPermeated e
er of the several rooms. Everything
had the air of being used. In the
library the chairs were of leather.
stretched into saggy folds by many tired
backs; the wide, high fender fronting the
hearth, though polished so that you
could see your face in it. showed the
marks of many a drying shoe, while on
the bricks framing the fireplace could
still be seen ‘the scratchings of count-
less matches.

ot
very corn-

The drawing-room, too—although, as
in all houses of its class and period, a
thing of gilt frames, high mirrors and
stiff furniture—was softened by heaps of
cushions, low stools and soothing arm-
chairs, while Miss Felicia’s own particu-
lar room was so veritable a symphony
in chintz, white Paint and old mahog-
any, with cubby-holes crammed with
knickknacks, its walls hung with rare
etchings; pots of flowers everywhere and
the shelves and mantels crowded with
photographs of princes, ambassadors,
grand dukes, grand ladies, flossy-headed
children, chubby-cheeked babies (all
souvenirs of her varied and busy life),
that it was some minutes before I could
throw myself into one of her heavenly
arm-chairs, there to be rested as I had
never been before, and never expect to
be again.

It being Peter’s winter holiday, he and
Morris had stopped over on their way
down from Buffalo, where Holker had
spoken at a public dinner. The other
present and expected guests were Ruth
MacFarlane, who was already upstairs;
her father, Henry MacFarlane, who was
to arrive by the next train, and last
and by no means least, his confidential
erk, Mr. John Breen, now two years
Cidar and, it is to be hoped, with comn~
siderable more common-sense than when
he chucked himself neck and heels out
into the cold world. Whether the ex-
pected arrival of this young gemtlemyam
had anything to do with the length of
time it took Ruth to dress, the Scribe
knoweth not. There is no counting
upon the whims and vagaries of 'even
the average young woman of the day,
and as Ruth was a long way above
that medium grade, and with positive
ideas of her own as to whom she liked
and whom she did not like, and was,
besides, a most discreet and close-
mouthed young person, it will be just
as well for us to watch the game of
battledoor and shuttlecock still being
played between Jack and herself, before
we arrive at any fixed conclusions.

Any known and admitted facts com-
nected with either one of the contest-
ants are, however, in order,, and so
while we are waiting for old Moggins,
who drives the village ’bus, and who
has been charged by Miss Felicia on no
accdount to omit bringing in his next
load a certain straight, bronzed-cheeked,
well-set-up young man with a springy
step, accompanied by a middle—aged
gentleman who looked like a s.oldler,
and deliver them both with their at-
tendant baggage at her snow-baunked
door, any data regarding this s.ame
young man’s movements since Lhe' mgk?t
i’eter wanted to hug him for leaving l‘ns
uncle’s service, cannot fail to be of in-

terest. o
To begin then with the day on which
Jack, with Frederick, the second man’'s

assistance, packed his belongings and ac-
cepted Garry’s invitation to make a bed
of his lounge.

The kind-hearted Frederick l\nm'v what
it was to lose a place, and so his sym-
pathies had been all the I‘H(Jl'(’ keen.
Parkins’'s nose, on the contrary, had
risen a full degree and stood at an
angle of 45 degrees, for he had not only
heard the ultimatum of his employer,
pleased with the result.
believed

but was rather
As for the others, no one ever
the bov really meant it, and everybody
10 v ally , ’ ik
—even the maids and the high-priced
hef—fully expected Jack would turn
CcCNei- \ \
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Plays " Piano!

Player Piano—Style 120.

Because_nobody in your family plays is no reason why you should be
without a piano. But don’t have a dumb piano! Get a

SHERLOCK - MANNING

20th Century Player - Piano
‘“‘Canada’s Biggest Piano Value”’

In order to play it you néed absolutely no skill or training. By the
operation of a few simple devices, anyone (even though they never saw one
hefore) can render perfectly any musical composition.

The Sherlock-Manning Player-Piano has the Otto Higel Mechanism
(the newest and best player mechanism produced), Sustaining Pedal Attach-
ment, Solodant (which plays the accompaniment, instantly omits the melody
or correctly accents the theme in any composition), Tempo-Aid (which auto-
matically reproduces the time and volume as originally intended by the

composer).
YOU BUY IT FOR OVER $100 LESS

. _Sherlock-Manning Player-Pianos are found in some of the best homes
in Canada. Write Dept. 4 for information and handsome art catalogue L.

THE SHERLOCK-MANNING PIANO CO.
LONDON (No Street Address Necessary) CANADA

War Announcement

When war was declared the British Government assumed control
of all sources of food supply in Great Britain, dnd even some of

the important horse and live stock foods,  among which was the
MOLASSINE MEAL plant.

This absolutely shut off for the time being all supplies of
MOLASSINE MEAL for Canada and other countries,

However, in response to the many inquiries from our friends who
have been unable to get their regular supply of MOLASSINE MEAL,
we are pleased to announce that special arrangements - have been
made by the British War Office that now permits our factory to
export to Canada limited quantities of

Canadian farmers and breeders who have been feeding it, or those
desirous of obtaining this economical and profitable food, can now
obtain their regular supplies either direct from us or from their
regular dealer.

(Be sure and get the genuine Made-in-England.)

WRITE TO-DAY FOR FREE BOOKLET

The Molassine Meal Co. of Canada, Limited
402 Board of Trade Bldg., MONTREAL, QUE.

Branches: Toronto, Ont. St. John, N. B.
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