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CHAPTER XXXiX

Robert Wiley with his quiet simple
way?, his apparently thorough en.
joyment of the company of Mrs.
Hogan's little ones and his tact and
sympathy in all discussions with
honeet, impetuour, warm-hearted
Dick, had gone quite into the hearts
of the simple couple, and both were
equallly determined on making him,
if possible, content to remain with
them.

They igplicitly believed the brief
account he had given of himself,
end were utberly unsuspicious, even
when his fears, which he could not
aelways control, betrayed him into
sudden steris and haunted expres-
sions. To the other neighbors he
had nobhing to eay, further than a
slmple saluatation when he met them,
and the fact that he was a friend of
Miss Barchill ~which tact Mrs,

| est embarrassement, and he proceeded

Hogan had shought it -her duby to |

tell ~disposed them all to regard
him with kindly interest, and to be
equally unsuspicious of any of his
antecedente. Hogan had already
spoken for him at the shop, and had
secured a promise of speedy employ-
ment, which Wiley had decided to
accept,
from the vicinity of his child, now
that he had seen her, and in all her
budding, girlish loveliness. His
heart was torn by its yearning for
her, and he felt that he would risk
death itself rather than be separated
from her by a greater distance. It
was while he was fllled with such
thoughts as these that Miidred came
to him with her note from Rob
inson,

“Oh, Miss Burchill, we're right
glad to see you,” sald Mrs. Hogan
warmly. " Sure Dick last night got
the promise of work in a day or two
for Mr. Wiley, and Mr. Wiley seems

80 glad and thankful himeelf about |

it. I'll take you right in to him,
and ehe led the way to the room
which had been given up to the
stranger.

Wiley met her with a smile that
geemed to brirg to hie face
ingenuous expression it wore in her
picturs of Lim,

“ Tell me,” he said, when she had
seated harself, "' what did Cora think

other day ? She

jive me money. O God!

it wes the hardest struggle I ever

had to ret:ain from discovering my
self to 2

"She

the

had a very singular feeling
about the way you looksd at her,"
replied Mildred, “and she thought
you were in need, perhape. But
read this before we talk farther.’

He unfolded the unsealed
Bhe gave him. He read
growing pale and red
his haonds sometimes trembling
that the ietter shook in his grasp.

" How did he discover all shat he
knows about me?” hes asked, look
ing anxiously, and for a moment,
tuspiciously at Mildred.

Never for a moment thinking that
he could suspect her betraying him,

face

she met h's look confidently as she |

answered :

“Ido not know. The first intima-
tion of his knowledge which Ireceived
was from his own lips.”

Her answer, her look, convinced
him that he had wronged her. He
leaned his head on his hand for a

He oould not tear himself |

Mildred began to be painfully em.
barrassed.

“To marry him!" he repeated at
last. " Well, you will have wealth,
Mildred ; but whether you will have
happiness is another question.
However, since he is your choice,
perhaps you will run no great risk.”

Could he but have looked into her
heart, could he but have seen how
hie tone and words were laceratioll |
every fibre! But he could not look,
and he knew nothing more than
what she so quietly told him, and he |
assumed only that girls did uo(,|
marry eave for affection or wealth ;
and to the latter class possibly be
longed this otherwise praiseworthy |
niece of his. In any event, the
marriage would be for bis intereste,
and it was now a strong inducement |
for bhim to trust Robinson. He
answered :

"I suppose, then, that I ought to
vongratulate you and myself ?"

She didnotlookup; herheart wastoo |
full. But he seemed to regard her
dropped head as evidence alone of mod

" Do you agres with Robinson in
thinking i best for me to go imme ‘
diately to The Castle ?"

"1 know of nothing to be gained
by delay,” she answered, tremulous [
ly; then, after a wmoment's silence,
she asked:

“What course have you decided |
upon with regard to Cora? Will
you come to ue known to her as her
father, or only ae the man whom |
she and I met, and for whom Mr,
Robinson made a place in the
factory ?"”’

" The latter,” he anewered, flemly.
“I would win her esteem, her affec
tion, if possible, before I make myself |
known to her.”

She rose to accompany him fo
Mrs. Hogan in order to tell her of
Mr. Robineon’s offer to Wiley, but |
she did not intend to speak of her

| own engagement. and she requested

| hoped o

| rea! gentlemen, and the place in the

her uncle to maintain a like silence |
on the subject.

Mrs. Hogan was glad and sorry at |
the newe. She had so confidently
have their guest as a
member of her own little family ;
but then, as ehe said in her cheerful |
wa

“It's the best
Wiley.

thing for you, Mr, |
Wae can a'l see that you're a |

| tactory will be better suited to you |

ran |

than Dick's shop.
bad, though, at
pany.”

He

But Dick’ll feel |
losing your com- |

won't lose my company

| altogether, Mrs. Hogan, for you will

| alwaye were of Miss Burchill's.

letter |

and |
80 |

let me come to see you as often ne I |
can, won't you ?"

" Oh, then, with a thousand wel- |
comes, Mr. Wiley; and it's pround
we'll be of your visite sir, az ws

So Mildred took her leave, her
uncle promiging to follow her in the
course of the afternoon

Upon Miss Burchill devolved the
task of telling Cora about the ex

| pected arrival at The Castle, and the |

girl's eyes brightened with plsasure
when she learned that it was the
same apparent!ly poor man whose

| strange look at herselt had so im- |

moment and appeared to be in deep |

thought., When he raised
his features were agitated

“What sort of a psrson is the
lady who delivered my note to you?"”

" Liady
received it from Mr. Thurst6n.”

Wiley roee from his chair ;

“I gave it to a Mre. Pmiilips for
you.' Mre. Hogan suggssted that, as
ehe would nos enter Robinson’s place
Mrs. Paillips would take i, Baying
Mrs. Phillips was a frequent visitor
at The Castle, and a good friend of
yours,”

it even

Sue ie, or used to be a frequent
visitor at The Castle, but she is not
a friend of mine,” and Mildred grew
pale with the thoughte, which rushed
to her mind.

" What is her
manded Wiley.
Robinson's? Would her curiosity
lead her to tamper with that letter
in any way before it reached you ?”

" Sha could not, she would not, be
80 base,”” was the quivering reply.
‘I shall not believe such a thing of
her. Mr. Robinsoa muet have gotten
his information in some other way."”

Wiley shook his head

" Women are sometimes capable of
baser things than perhaps enter into
your category of their failings.
However, even to know how he
gained his knowledge would be of
no avail now. The question to be
considered is his offer,—a tempting
one, I allo But can I trust him "

"I think you can,” she answered;
and then she looked at him, wonder-
ing why he said nothing of her
engagement to Robinson. Could it
ba tuat the factory owner had left
the announcement of it to her?
Though the letter had been given to
her unsealed, and was of a purport
which she already knew, she had not
read it

Now she requested Wiley to read
it to her. Ha did so, and, while it
set forth in very clear terms all
pertaining to the proposal, it did not
contain a word relative to the
engagement,

"I thought he womld have told
you,” she said, timidly, and with a
vainful blusa, “that he has asked
me to marry him, and that I have
congsented to do so0.”

Astoniehment kept her wunole
gilent, and for so long a time that

character ? de

V.

| for good.

pressed her. |

" How did you find him ?” was her !
impatiently put queation. |

" Why your uncle had learned |
something about him, and where he |
was stopping, and he sent me with a I
letter to him.”

"1 am go glad,” exclaimed the girl,
“for it would have been very lone |
some now that Mr. Tharston's gone. |
Uncle told me at lunch he had gone

Do you know, Miss ]iu:r"
chill, I just think your engagement |
Y0 uncle had everything to do with |

his going.”
No lady gave it to me. I | i
|

" Hush !” and Mies Barchill’s hand

| was play fally stopping the moush of |

" Is she a friend of |

the spesker, while her heart felt as
if & cruel weight had been put upon |
it,

Mildred could not refrain from
picturing to herselt the mestir g be-
tween the brothers in law, but all |
her imegination wss not euffi iert
to depic: ths emotions by which th: ¢
meeting was characterized. Un one |
side thers was the most intenss |
form of Yankee hardness, acoom |
panied by an exaltant triumph in the
changes which had made the fastory
owner wealthy and powerfu!, while
it left his sister’s husband poor and a
refugee. Oa the other side there
was & fearlessners, amounting even
to that deflance which, at the risk of
losing all that was at stake, might
break into open denunciation and
gcorn did Robinson assume any of
his old demeanor. But Robinson
read his man. Hs saw that the
spirit which had censured and re-
pelled hm in the past was as little
broken by prison discipline and
suffering as though it had en-
countered neither; and fearing that,
it he yielded at all to the feelings
which possessed him he might over-
shoot his mark, and perhape even
lose that for which all his schemes
had been laid, he wottened his
manner, and even strove to put a
semblance of heartiness into his
tones as he advanced with out
stiretohed hand, to Wiley :

" How do you do, old fellow? I've
agreed to let all bygones be buried:
80 I'm glad to see you, and hope
you'll make yourselt to hum."

Wiley took the outstretched hand,
but somewhat slowly, while his
bright, frank eyes met those of the
epeaker, ag if he would look through
them to the very heart of their
owner:

“If you sincerely mean all that
you have said in your letter to me,
then I must confess thal fou are
kinder and more generous than I
thought it possible for one of your
naturae ever to be.”

Robinson laughed :

" You thought I was too darned a

| destitute

| liness, his quiet

| conversation

Yankee, I suppose, to have any of
your English good nature., Well, the
fact of Mildred going to be my wite
draws us pooty close you know, and
makes me kinder soft on any of her
relations.”

"“Yes, I attributed to her engage
ment to you the spirit which
prompted your offer to me."

" Well,"” the

answered factory

owner, secretly netiled that he was |

credited with no disinterestedness,
"I gave Cora & home before I'd seen
much of Mise Barchill,”

Wiley smiled slightly, as if he had
read the thoughts of the speaker:

" What interested motive led you
to give her n home when, in her
infancy, you refused
provide for her, I do not oare to
kndw.
have been, I am grateful to you for
having given her a home, I am grate
ful to you, on my own behalf, for
what you now offer to do for me ; but
tobinson, let us understand each
other.” He drew himself up a3 it he
were the measter of the situation.

| "I come to make my home with you,
from |

not a8 a criminal escaped

justice, and indebted to you for

| shelter and safety ; but as a wronged

and innocent man, placed by un
toward circumstances in my present
position. My services in your em

| ployment shall compensate for your

present generosity. I expect to re-
ceive such treatment from you as
one gentleman would give another,
and in no way shall I guffer an
allugion bearing directly or indirect-
ly upon anything of which you may
suppose me to have been guilty.’

" Ob well, I reckon there won't be
anything said to ri'e your feelings.

And now supposing we jist drop all |

this kind of talk? Dinner'll be
ready in a few minutes, and as Mil
dred tells me you don't want to be
known to Cors, ¥ suppose I'm to
introduce you to her as Mr. Wiley ;
and I suppose, too, I'd hetter begin
to git ueed to calling you Robert.
Eh ?”
Wiley nodded :

" Well, I'll ring for some one to|

show you to your room,"”
He did so, and Wiley departed with
the man who answered the bell.

CHAPTER XL

Cora could not suffisiently praice
Mr. Wiley. Hia refined air, at which
his long prison scjourn had not d
prived him, his perfect gentleman
attention to herself
whenever they met, and above all
the expression of suffering and
melancholy which seemed to haunt

his eyes, won her warmest interest |

and .sympathy. She loved to tall
about him to Mildred, and the latie
deemed it well to invite the fullest

| eonfidence,

"1 teel 8o often,’ she sxid one day
to Miss Burchill, when, as usua! her
drifted almost uncon
soiously to Wiley, * ag if I wanted to
ask him waat
sad ot times. I ghould
comfort him in some way. I tried to
get out of uncle what his
might{ be, for 1 tancied Mr. Wiley
might have told him in return for
his kindness; but uncle said Me.
Wiley would never say a word about
himeelf, and that he guested be
didn’t want people to know anypthing
gbout him, Sometimes [ think, per.
haps, he's lost a daughter who was
like me, and that's the reason he's
80 attentive to me. Do you think it
might be 8o, Miss Burchill, or do you
think that he has even been
married ?"

“ It we wait a little ;"
Mildred, ev asively, " we may learn
all about bim., When he knows us
all better, perhaps he will not be 80
l’l‘[."("u:- E

Robingon was kecoming impatient
for the naming of his wedding day ;
but as often as he approached the
subjaot, Mildred had requested him
to defer it until she could be gure
that there was no danger of rearrest
to her uncie, an assurance which
exch succeeding day secmed to .brir g
and to coofirm, in the absence of
oven the elightest gossip about Wiley
further than he was a friend of Migs
Barchill, and be:ause of that hed
been taken into the factory by Robin
800, who intended him ultimately to
fill Mr. Thurston's place. Rumor
had added, though upon what
authority it had been baced itself
was & mystery to both Mildred and
her uncle, that Wiley had come quite
recently from Eugland, and, as no
one contradicted the rumor, it gained
rapid credence Even the news.
papers seemed to have dropped all
interest in the recapture of the con-
viet, for now weeks had glided by
and there was not a paragraph about
him. For the refugee himself, he
seemed to like his duties at the
tactory, and the operatives were fast
growing to like him. In view of all
these facts, Robinson determined to
refer no longer to the wishes of his
affianced. The influx of his mid
winter company was due in a fort
night, and, since he kunew that Mil-
dred would ingist on a very quiet
ceremony, he was determined that as
#oon as the visitors had gone—and
he intended to shorten the time of
their stay—he would have the mar
riage performed, and immediately
whea he had g0 resnlved he gent for
Mildred and announced to her his
determination,

She had no reasonable excuse to
oppose him longer, and yet to con-
sent to so speedy a commencemenf
of her bitter sacrifice was like Bign
ing her own execution. She looked
at him as he stood befora her, tall,
spare, and with all the ungainliness
bred from ill proportioned limbs and
vulgar habits, while his thin, elong
ated, wrinkled facs looked down upon
her with soarcely more expression
than if it were a piece of yellow

80 lika to

answered

to |

Whatever your motive may |

it is that makes him so |

sorrow |

parchment, Her very soul sickened
at the thought of marrying him, and

it seemed to her that never betore

that to which she had bound herseld.

‘hud she remlized mll the horror of
|

She fell on her knees, and while the |
| tenrs gushed from her eyes she im \
| plored him to release her from her |
| promige. [
1 "I will minister to your comtort in |
any way that I can do,” she said, |
" bub do not ask me to become your
wife,”

He laughed, the malicious laugh of |
heartlessness and triumph, 1t told
her doom at once, and she sank |
| closer to the floor, and sobbed in all |
| the bitter abandonment of woe

"“"You've RBot to be ny wite, Miss
Burchill ; there' ain't no question
about that. I ain's going to release |
| you, and I'm going to stand to my |
i part of the contract if you don't keep 1

youre. You jist refuse to marry me, |
‘\ aod I tell you I'll have Chester
‘ Horton with the handeuffs on |
| quicker'n it takes to tell you this, |
| S0 you jist bester leave off them |
| tears of your'n and #ell me what you |
mean o do. I mustknow now, right
| away. Will you marry me on the
| day I've named ?
| She arose and looked at him, her
face pale, her mouth quivering, and
the tears still upon her cheeks

" Since you wring the consent
from me in this manner, you have |
it; but remember, Mr, Robinson, you |
are taking a wife who, as such, will
loathe and detest you.” She turned |
quickly and lefs the room. |

I'ne factory owner chuckled as he
eaw the door olose.

“Them feelin's of her'n'll change
arber I get her ;" he said to himsel!,
| " and when she takes her turn wish |
| you,” shaking his flst a8 the corner |
of the room to which he always
looked when under the influence of
his strange terror," she'll be tame
enough, 1 reckon.” He rubbed his
skinny hands together, and continued
to chuckle. Then he began to take
| slow, lengthy strides thromgh the
apariment, while his mind was
| rapidly forecasting the atbendant
| circumetances of the weddisn g
| That nighy, for the first sime since
i Thurston had takenup his residenceat

I'he Castle, Robinson rssamed hi
| old custom of visising she villape
| hotel. His visis, marked by the same
[ Apparenily aimless saunser throagh

bar-room and parlor which characser

ized it in the oxcited much
curiosity and secral comment,

Feared as he wae, bscause of hi
| wealth, inflaence and well known
| bard cast of character, he was at the
fame time, because of the odd
| mysberious stories circulated about
| him, an object of sirange and absorb
| Ing Interest. Men looksd up now
| from their tumblers as he passad

taem, and forgot for a whils te

their contents, in their ca:

respecting him. Ch acquaing

ance—made such through basinss
for Robinson coursed ne Ea
bury friendships—were deterred from
any but she briefest salutation:

the impassable expression of the |
parchment like face. Mine host
himself fain would have been m 280 |
geaclious on this renewal of a onge |
customary visit, though in the pass |
it had krought nothing in the sh 2pa
of patronage to the house, where
Robinson was never known to have |
called for refreshments of any kind, |
—s8till it had been a sort of stamp of |
respectability, from thse fact that the |
factory owner was the wealthiest and |
most inflaential man in the village, ’
Bat even mine host's obssquiousness
was somewhat chilled by the cold, |
indifferent manner wish which it |
was recelved. A litile latter, how- |
ever, when Robinson had finis:ed |
his eaunter, he stood at the bar, an i
to the uster astonishmens of the host, ‘

demanded a glass of liquor. All the |
| loungars abouy gtared as 1 y were |
not sure but their ears had deceived |
them, and the factory owner looked |
around as il to note the expression 1
of their faces, or possibly to learn
their number, Owing to the com |
paratively early hour theve were but
‘ few in the roow, and atter a at |
‘ hesitation, as if he were h lding some
| mental debate, he said with at artling
abruptness :

" Come, boys, and have a treat,
'Tain't often, I reckon, you git the
chance of drinking with old Robin
800, —he smiled geimly,—" and may
be you woulda't this time, only I'm
going to be married in a few weeks ;
I'm going to be married to Miss Bur-
chill,”

A profound silence succeeded his
annouccement, and for two or
three scconds it was not broken even
by an attempt to accept on the part
of those invited.

Robingon attempted to laugh away
the constraint which he had imposed
acd he repeated his invitation, trying
to agsume the jovial tone and man
ner which would have been the
accompaniment of such an offex from
almost aay ong else: but his effort
was & fullure, and it left him
grimmer than before.

The host, now, somewhat recoy eved
from his own surprise, cams to she
rescue, aud his acceptance of the
invitation reassursd the others, and
brought them forward at last with
exprassions of thanks, and con
grastulations on the approaching
marriage, though the congeasulations
wers spoken with an air rasher
guggestive of doubt and inslocerity.

TO BR OONTINUED

pass,
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deir
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Trust funde should all be invested
in Victory Bonds.

“That night is day for us when
God 18 in our hearts, and the day is
night for us when he i{s not there.”

Hurry means the breakdowa of
the nerves. It is the royal road to
nervous prostration,

| while she still

THE NEWS IN THE
MORNING PAPER

Mr. Cassldy was & man of few
words and no explanations, Forty
years of observation had taught his
wite to know him too well to be in
need of either, so when, after a
pleasant * good morning,” and a jest
ing remark about the heat, he bacame
absorbed in the morning paper to the
neglect of his breakfast, she under-
8tood that it contained news of un
usual interest. Ordinarily he glanced
at the headlines on the first page and
laid it aside, to be enjoyed at leisure.

Five minutes passed and he did not
stir, Mrs. Cassidy glanced toward
him geveral times, bus his face was
hidden. At last, her curiosity, get-

ting beyond comtrol, she esid, ina |

cheery, playful, entirely disinterested
way, "Do begin your breakfast, John!
There can’t be anything in the paper

too thrilling to wait for, and your |

coffee e getting cold.”

Mr. Cassidy laid the paper aside,
then, and without a word began to
8ip his coffes and to toy with a bis-
cuit. To ker mmazement, Mrg, Cas-
Bidy saw that kis face was ashy white.
Carioue, and intensely anxious, but
too wise %o ask any questione
bsgan to talk of one little domest.o
detall atter another, noy very sensibly
or coherently, it is true, but that did
not mattse, for it was evident that
Me. Cassidy paid no heed.

Soon he apandoned all'pretenss of

| eating, and pushing a chair cloee to

one of the windows, unfolded his
paper and spent some minutes over

| 44 before he rose and left the room,

murmuring something about going
to work in his garden. Three years
before Mr. Cassidy had retired, rich
according to a modest standard of his
own, and glad to rest after a weary
struggle, which had begun when, at
seventeen, he turned his back on his
father's farm, a pennilese, untutored
overgrown boy.

Mrs. Cassidy was leaving the din
ing-room by another door and she did
not catch what her husband said, bus
& few minwtes aftsrward, from a
kitchen window, she saw him go
down the path that led to the garden,
having absent-mindedly provided
himself with scissors and a screw-
driver. A# once she went back #o the
dining-room to sse the paper. Mr,
Caseidy was secus to leave it
on th winaow-sll
although ehe d
morning in seven,

isner was 15 on
the chairs. She
now she was great
ing that he had ©
ireaded #o have
had found on {#s first

Mrs. Cassidy
room, the 1l brary, t
the paper, al lass,
under soms oushic
ussd p Five
understood. The Handsrson
facturing Company, in
hard-earned money
gone invo bankruptoy. What
suey do ? What couid thay do ?

She was s#ill sitsing motionless in
& corner of the parlor, with the paper
on her lap and her hands pressed
bightly together, when her busband
came back to the house. Hearing
him, she thrust the telltale papsr
back into its hiding place among the
cushions, and slipping into the din.
ing room began to dust some painted
plates.

Mr. Cassidy, passing through the
room in silence, went into
and paced the length of it two or

ymed
for
giance ad 19 one

3 Or any ol
osen
larmed, realiz

it because he
know what he
page
searched the dining-
sked out of sig

in the little-
rior.
Manu
whic

va8 invested,

three times bafore he wearily climbed |
| the stairs ; a few moments afierward |

his wife heard him moving res lessly
about in his own room.
later he came back to
roowa. Mrs. Cassidy
dusting, began o rearrang
pieces of esilver
upon the sideboard
was B0 very quiet that
she stole a glance across the room.
He was standing bsfore the fireplace,
his back toward her, and with a folded
bandkerchis=f was deying firet ons eye
shen the other. He thrust the
handkerchlef into his pocke*, and
watched took it out
and wiped his eyes again.

Mrs. Cassidy tiptosd across the

the dining
the faw
udly displayed
Her husban

pr
I

and

| room and put her two wrinkled old

hands over nne of his. ‘' John, dear,
I saw the paper,” she said.

For a moment he neither spoke nor
moved ; then he put his arm about
her and held her oclose. He said
nothing until she tried to comfort
him. “We're old, Mary — too old to
begin again,” he answered sadly,
hopelessly.

" But we have each other,
whispered.

" We have—thank God!" he mur-
mured in assent.

She made him sit beside her at the
window, with his lef¢ hand in both ot
hers, while she talked encouragingly
in a low, soft voice. * And, besides,
we own this house,” she concluded,
having forgotten the fact, until that
moment.

" Yes, own it to pay taxes on and to

keep in repair!” he ratorted bitterly.
smiled bravely.

Still she " And
your little garden provides all the
vegetables we oan eat, and Plain old
people like oursslves don’t need many
clothes or many pleasures, and—"

la allowsd her to talk on without
interruption, until at last, as he
seemed to pay no attention, she wsked,
with a little quaver master g her
resolutely chesrful voice, “ Father,
was all we had iavested in the Hsn
derson Manufacturing Company ?"

" Every peany,” he told her.

Alter o long silence, she ventured
tlimidly, " Father, Jaok — perhaps,
Jask—"

He ocmt her shord. “ Whatever
comes we'll aak nothing of Jack !" he
said hotly. “We haven't had a line

ehe

she |

ber %o read, |
It wae not there ; |
31

uneaasy ; |

e hall, and found |
inutes later she |
thele |

had |
would

the hall |

Ten minutes

having finigshed |

after a time

from the ungrateful fellow for six |
monthe. We weren't fashionable |
enough for him bedore, and now—"' \
Mres. Caseidy had no answer ready, |
and they had been sitting in silence |
for some minutes when Hannah, the | -
mald of-all.- work, came to the door |
with a great bunch of asters in her |
hand. " Mrs. Allison sent these,” she ‘
sald. She told me to give you her |
love. And Jerry's come to scrub the ‘
8teps. It's Saturday, you know." |
Muws. Cassidy took the flowers and
examined them admiringly, “ How |
kind of Mre. Allison! She never sent
me flowers before. No doubt—'"' She
realized suddenly that every one had |
read the morning paper by that time, |
and that all their friends, and even |
acquaintances, knew of their interest |
in the Henderson Mantafachuring ‘
Oompany. “ It was kind of Mre. Alll- |
| son,’ she repeated slowly and |
| thoughtfully
| "And Jerry is here,”
minded her. |
| " Oh,yes;he'll want his money if— |
{ it—" Mrs. Cassidy glanced at her hus.
| band. His head was bowed and he
was siaring frowningly at the rug. |
I'll speak to Jerry,” she said. |
w=Going to the kitchen she found
| theve the tat old darky who for twenty | ;
| years had kept their porch and yard 15
in what he indulgently ealled order, | J
He was leaning lazily ogaingt the |
sink while he fllled a small buckat |
with warm water, |
" Jexry, I have bad news for you,” |
she said. “We have lost—that is, |
we're in trouble, and I'm afraid—" |
She laughed io spite of herself and |
not at all mournfully, at the surprised {
|
|

and aggrieved face that he turned
toward her. " I'm afraid that hence. |
forth the porch will have to scrub |
itselt —and the leaves blow off the |
walk."”
Jerry g¥ ffened; his manner became |
dignified. “You don’'s mean you're dig- |
charging me, do you, Mre, Cagsidy
he gaspad incredulously, Me that's | «

more, and kepi everything su tidy |

that all the neighbors around her

| they say to ‘Jerry,’ they

‘Jarry, you sure do keep Mrs

| sidy J and spad

[ wia 18y 4By time and

| “Itisn’t thas we're not eatisfled, |
Jerry, but we have very little mon )

| now—almos$ none, go—"'

| Jerry's face become as gerio

| a# possible, much money

| and Mr. Caseidy! And you was both
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The bewildered old map talked

t0 one after another in a dazed and

hopeless way, touched by their kind |
! nees, bat not helped by their sugges- ‘
| tions or consoled by their prediciion |
| that stockholders in the Henderson .
[ Manufacturicg Company would get a
[ listle out of the wreck. Mrs. Cassi 1y
sat beside him, confused by the talk

|

|

but far more cheerful than he, About | §#
| 5

!
| eleven o'clock a shy
hesrted maiden lad
the street sent m bushel basket of
piums, coming to the door a few min
| ub expiain tc

her cougin had sen
n his tarm—{
and she tk

gentle ter
who lived across |

8 to

|
more

\J qlluﬂ we
t hex neig n she mor
log paper anc 08 g ving bl
trouble, so sh sed her gratefully |
by way of ¢
Thus the morning wore away : [y
1 after a dinner which was hard
| tasted, and a nap during which bo#!
| Mr. and Mce. Cassidy d their
‘ eyes a4 usual, only to try to form some
| sort of plane, one cld friend after an
| other came, even some whom they
had not seen for yeare Throug: out
the afternoon consultation betveen
them, or even much sad thought, was
out of the question, but no visitors,
however kind, could help the lead-like
feeling about the heart that trouble
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Evening came ; the laet caller hur
ried away. The two old people were
alone at last. They eat side by side
in the dusk, no word pdssing between
them. The room grew dark : one by
one the noises in the strest were
hushed, and then.the sound ot Han
nah’s singing as she worked. They
had not forgotten the kindness of
their frisnds, and of many whom they
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had hardly counted upon as friends,
but neither could they forget that
winter was at hand, and coal and food
high in prics ; that Mr. (

have anew overcoat and Mrs. Cas
new shoes; that Hannah's

must be paid week after
there muat be money f
paw-rent and sodality

hundred other lithl

idy must

k; that
car-fare and
dues and a
2 needs.

The olock struck ssven—eight—and
otill not a word was spoken:

"I have a nioe coat, and as many
dresses as I'll want for years to come.
I'll nok need another if I live to be a
hundred,” Mrs. Cassidy said at last,
in her cheery way.

Mr. Oassidy's answer was to take
her hand in his and hold it fast. Per
haps he would have said something
bué a moment after an automobile
stopped at their gate and some one
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