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e Hands of Esau, by

Margaret Deland. §1,
(l]lultmt ed.

Harpur & Brothers, Now York
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unfortunite
How dare
3 from her? This
f Nina's charmncter,
nd truth, and
was a stern
ey, and the meot-
h a little strained.
nothings.
1ore

per

16 HAys.

ghould
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lscovery,
om hava |
the centra e
he admired Tranlkne
uldn't stand decejt
1dge. Tom calls o
E Ia happy, althoug
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T nsks Nix
"Only that |
Now, reader,
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1d forget his
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The subject formg an interesting
bject for discussion in women's clubs.
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s of B Self-VMade lullnrf
ll:ar Hlustrated ar
& CTo, Bosto

Maurice
Mauy-

om Jim to Bob, an elder brother
younger Advice in the form of

“Il 1s casy {0 advise others,
but_are you a worthy model?”

SO A7 Henry Colermen

of the best bits of counsel is:
the job that makes the man;
man that makes the job™
his own house and s worth
which he got by saving
for six vears and being
when one of the partners
out hi= interest for cash., So— Jim has
an right to glve advice on many sub-
Jects. The book is wise, eplgrammatic
und witty.

“it jan’t
It's the
Jim owns
335,000,
$1500 a wear
in a position,
died, to buy
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Jesus, the (‘womer by
well Hinsun -
The J 4

Rev, Waltar BHen-
B0 cente, 125 pages.
l.:ll Co., Fortiand.

The author of the 15 sermons con-
talned in this helpful litile book Is
the eloquent pastor of the First Bap-
tist Church, of this elty, a church
which Is widely known along the Pa-
cifle Const as “the people’s church.”
Dr, Hinson is on exponent of Chris-
tianity, and especially the democratic
element therein. Consequently, he has
become known Ip Portlund not ns the
preacher of o particular sect, but of and
for evervybody.

To speak frankly, there is a suspiclion
of dryness, often of dry-rot, in many
lenrne sermons. It {5 a pleasure Lo
stute, however, that thess sermons are
not in that category, and are as lively
a8 u May morning, and as reverently
ingpired as & fine orchestral symphony,

Wao henr of people who say, with
graat sincerity, that they are neither
“church people” nor bellavers in any
ane form of ecclesiasticiam. Very wall,
then. Rend these friendly advices, For
the churched and non-churchad, tha 1it-
tie book Is to be heartily commonded.
The Christ It pletures s & human ons,
Just as if he were passing on tha streats
of this city going to work. He Is pic-
tured as a veal friend.

The book Is published by the Baptist

ople’s Union of the First Bap-
“i1t honor of “the Car-
furnished the pluns and

——

Phyilis,
Illustra
City.

Miss FPhyl
with & rich,
valid mother

Thaoampsen Davieas
antury Co., New

$1.2%.
York
lis Forsythe is & rich girl
doting father and an in-
Phyilla Is 18 yeurs old,
and she is sent to be educated at Byrd
Acgdemy, down South, with plebelans
Ay her schoolmates Fhylils {8 sweet-
temperad, nok in vhire ir, and la &
blessing to all around her. 2 kKeeps
u diary which she calls *Loulse” and
this novel umrr rlll 1ig und wholesome,
Is the result of “Loulse.” The story
& remarkably natural expesition of
young girl'e life.
—_——

[

The Foot of l'lu- Rainbow, by Myrile Gilann
Tiobdarie, §i 'aul Elder & Co., San ¥ran-
olsec,

A play in three
motif. “When

acts, with love as ita
has & man found the
treasure? When ne has found his soul
When he is filied with jovy and pegos,
When he Kkpnows that love for mapn and
st and things, i1s 1t The con-
st of the play ?xs baautitally
poetic, and the sentiment expressed,
The mechanlcal part of the
an art trensure ¢f the print-

Sir

e —

Jacob Wisher. $1.20,
John C. Winston Co.,

s~

The Quitter, b;
' A Fhils-

Thx
Runsford Hallam,
indalent,

rich, muscuiar, and
loves Miss Sophie Burion, but
ghe will have none of him and calls
him ne good “quitter.” She wants &
biby musk coat, and Hallam goes
tg the A Cirele to get muak-ox
sking,. While thore he meets Norma
Leonard, child of Nature, and she makas
g real man A novel of fervent,
romantic inter

The “uﬂtin; of llu- Snark, Ly
50 centm The
New York Cilvy
One of the néew series of the popular-

priced - Macmillan's Juvenlle Library.

The book is a reprint of a well-Kknown

nnd admirdd verse collection of fanci-

fu! adventures, cspecially by
children ofs all

Lawian Carroll,
Macmliilan Co..

Love, Home and the Inner Life, by Arthur
H. ‘Jienson. @ cemis. Fred A, Stokes Co.,
New York Ciiy:

A little gift book of friendship or
affection, especially =uited for a young
woman., The talks are all serious and
helpful; 164 pages.

| i ——

The Cost of » Promise, by 3z, Haillls Rey.
nolds, $1L.25., Gee. H. Doerun Co. New
York City.

An English novel of force and bright-
ness. The heroina is & suffragist.
JOSEPH M. QUENTIN.
——

NEW BOORS RECEIVED,
Her Wings, by Prunces Newton Symmes

rtalning letlers, and lots of it. One

Allen, §1.39, a smart, well-written agvel of

B e - el .De/cand-’?
FnZihor of
‘e Fioricis of Zissezr ”

who drifted Into feminism, and Te-
in time {Hogghtop-MIfflin Cao,,
Boston).
- . -

The Duke of Oblivien, by John Reed Boott,
$1.25, & dashing novel of an lsland oa the
CaribLean Sea whete dwell, isoluted, & Brit.
Ish DTukte, his familes snd retainers.

The Thresa Fuorlongers, by Shiela Kaye-
HSmith. 3 xllsh novel of blg ac-
campliahm . W 1 by R Bew novellst of
upusual po pplr:con Yhila.)

The B;ckmmdm:u. by E_nnr;l-l G. D, Rob-
erts, 30 eants, an admirable reprint of &
s?lnndld out-of~doors novel (MacMillan Ca.,
N. . = o

The Wondar-Worker, by Vineent Brown,
$1.85, = novel about an old coupla each
more than 70 years old, whe had nat mur-
ried, yet had children. 1In their Innocent,
child-like Illves, comes a great preacheor-
raformer. The effect Is nearly nlectrical.
The n!or}' has a wealth of emiotional power.

Liumoyle. by B. M. Croker, §1.35 & clever
and racy novel of Iriah Iife.- (Brentano's

X.)

¥y Cassandra, by Mra, George Da Horns
en English novel of love and

-

EBesponsibility, by Emile
voweriul ssssys which lhave
ay thalr prim:lpnl text a copstryctive sug-
ze#tion for what the author calls & truey
aristocracy, a goverament under democratic
formau,

T
Faguet. I‘ =5

$1.25, & famoua

Bo
-aga?uzms the work “&n ur"ﬁrmh :lmd‘

mi story won

offered by the Academic Yn!wu fer "nn-

aginative work of an Qluv:tud chamcter.™
The Swindler, by Mihel M. LS, »

series of short stories, pa-urtunr nwn ap,

on the general text of love and m

(Pgtnam'a Sons, N. Y.)
. =

Mald of the Mist. by Johm Oxenham.
$150, a desert-lsland story, with = reveis-
tion of wonderful lovs sxperience.

Bellamy, by EHnoer Mordaunt, §1.95 =
povel of uplift, witk & hero who begins as a
mill+hand, belleves o advancement, and
E_c;h;‘ S lndder 0of success. (John Lane
e, N. Y.

Books Added to
Library

Victoria, quean uf England—Early court
of Qusen Vieterin, by -'-ll-l‘ Jerrold, 1013,

BOOKS BN FOREIGN LANGUAGES.

Buh-ﬂ—-ﬂliwl'! of Amarics, n Yiddish.
arr—Guida degll Statl Uniti per Vim-
mhnmn itallarno.
Carr—Gulde to the Unitad States for the
Jowish Immigrant. In Yiddish,
t.srrv—-?u.-odmk po Htanach Zjednoc-
nych do usyitku polaskich Imigrantow.
ol‘nnlumn—Wuhlnﬂnn. » wketch of the
Bu.: General Washington, In ¥iddis
8 Constitution—Constitotion o-l the
t“unﬂl Btutes, and The cliizen under now
taws; In English and Yiddish; tr. by Alex-
ander Herkavy.
OGaborisu—Rope
i 4 paris, tr, by Krantg In Yidd!
Gordin—aAllcia ben Abuyah. In ‘!!ddllh
Gordin—Mirely Afres, In
. Gordin—The slaughtering; in &
scts, In Yiddiah
Harkavy—Coelumbus; or, The discovery of
Amarica. In Yiddish,
Hurwitz—FBlography of Henjamin Frank-
Hn: freely tr. from the Russian. In Yigdish,
Margolls—Of thn present time; satires
and stories In Yiddish. -
a Nordau-—Selvctod Zionist writings., In ¥id-
inly,
Hosonfeld—Haturich Helne, In Yiddish.
Eeiffert—Cuba; or, The Hpanish |nguisition
of the 1IMh century: = modera nove]l with
historicnl basis, In Yiddish.
Tolstol—The Kreutzer sonata. Im Yiddish.
Welssnberg—=8elected works. v. 1. In Yid-
dish.

about the meck: = nevel
h,

s auml

TRAVEL.
1912,

DESCRIPTION AND
Jerrolda—Humpton Court.
FICTION.

Martin—Barmabetta.
Walpole—Duchesa of Wrexe,
FINE ARTE "
Emery—Elements of harmony.
Emery-——Elomants of pJarmony:
mentary excrcisss, chants and chorals, 1814
George—iiame of suction pinnochle, 1014
Lynes—Koy to Emery's Elemonta of har-
mony. 160,
Bpaln—¥qual temperament ta theory and

practice. m, 4.
HIBTORT,

Vickers—England in the
mges, 1913,

1807,
supplo-

later middle

LITERATURE.
Guthris—Vital study of literature. 1012,
Magnus—Introduction to poetry. Ed. 2.

1912,
Moore—Hull and farewall; v, 5, Vale. 1814.
Bharp—Studies and appreciations, 1012,

FPHILOBOPHY.
Hall—3Mastery of grief. 1818,
RELIGION.

Kew Tork city Christian science instituts
Vital fssues Inm Christian science. 1014,

DUCHESS HELD AS FOE

Germans Take Red Cross Workers
but American Gets Them Out.

THIZ HAGUE, Eept —Millicent,
Duchess of Sutherland and her Red
Cross workers left for England by way
of FPlushing recently, The party had
an adventurous experience during the
bombardment of Namur, working in a
hospital established in a4 convent and
nursing 150 Belgians, 45 French and
eight German wounaed, After the Ger-
mans captured Numur the Belgian and
French patients were removad as pris-
oners of war, although their condition
wis such that they should not have
been moved, awccording to membars of
the party. The Germans took over the
care of thelr own wounded.

Several shells axploded in the ocog-
vent yard and the houss In which the
nurses were quartered wus burned.

The party wont from Namur to Brus-
welw, where they were placed under the
control of the German milltary authori-
tles, Thanks to the intervention of
Hrand Whitlock, the Amarican Mipis-
ter, they were pérmittad to leave for

Joan Gliles, Schoolbey, Ly Andre Lafon.

the Netherlunds.

SLEUTHS ARE PUZZLED
BY ANTICS OF KEYMEN

Two Finally Learn Why Opernors in Happy Mood Stop to Listen at Iron
Post, Murmur “0. K., 0. K,,

" and Then Wander Away,

steps he ap-

w proached the corner of Broad-

way anfl Stark strects, He was

not drunk, “just comfortable.” in police

vernacular. At the corner he stopped

suddenly and listened Some famillar

sound atiracted him. Hi=z eyes rested

on i lamppost. He npproached thye post
und put hi= ear to

For a long time the man remained
in this position. Finally Patrolman
McCulloch noticed him huogging the
post.

“What's the
up?™ inquired thes officer,

The man &till listeped intently, oniy
turning his head to grin at the police-
man.

“Here. you'd better move on. You've
stood there long cnough,”™ ordered Mo
Culloeh.

0O K, 0 K, old man, P
the stranger, and ssuntered
Btrect.

“Huh!" efaculated MeCulloch, with a
puszled expression aa the other went
kis way,

Price and Malleit See Man.

A few nights later Detectives Priee
and Mallett stood on Broadway directly
across from the same corner. The part-
ners were contemplating. Finally Mal.
lett spoke.

“I'm watching

ITH uncertaln

matter, won't it s=tand

ropliad
up the

that son of A gun
acroga the street.” ha sald, reflectively,
"He's been standing with bils ear to
thut lamppost for five minutes. Let's
see what's the matter with him." The
two cropsed the streel

“What's the noise there?™ asked
Price. .

The man grinned.

“Whatcha standing there listening
iike that for?™ repeated the officer,
showing his star.

O K, O K™ saild tha man. “All clsar
on this end. 0 K,” ard walked away.

“What's that O K stuff he's pullin?
Price asked Mallett

*The same thing another fellow told
MoCulloch,” Mallett sald. *“Something
funny about this corner.”

Price put hia ear to the post

"Whaddaya hear™ asked his pactner.

“Nothing except a little ticking."

MeCulloch Comes By,

Both put their ears {o the post. Just
then McCulloch walked by on his beat
and saw the detectives

“*What the—" ha began. “Say. I just
chased o fellow away from there ‘half
an hour rgo.’

“What did he =ay when you chased
him awar?" asked Maljett

“Said O K, O K, just the game as an-
other fellow a week ago”

“I can't figure it ogt.” said Prica

A few pnlghts later another man in
happy frame of mind ceame to the same
corner and listened, He also put his
ear to the pdst

Mysteries are solved by accldent.
Price and Mallett acetdentally camb
alopg and saw this man. .

“it's Burke,” sald one

“] know him,” suld dhe other, and

grabbed the man by Lthe shoulder.

*Suy, do you want to go Lo the can

agalin? Whatehu listening to there?™
demanded Price.

Burke grinned

“O0 K, O K, TlIl go
three, old man,” wnd when
loosenead 'I|h1 grip Burke walked awny.

“0O K, 73" repoeated Ml.llett “Say,
John, what does he mean by 732

“May be a number on Iiroadwa)'.
Let's catech him and find oute”

The sleuthz ovaertook the fellow
brought him back.

“*Now look here,
lett “What

home. Saeventy-
tha detactive

and

Burke.” satd Mal-
does everybody listen Lo
that post for and then say 0. K., 0. K.,
and go away? What does it mean T
Burke lnughed uproariously.
“Ldstan,” he ipvited, and the
put their eare te the post
“Hear anything?' he asked
“Only a little tieking."” growled Price.
"Thut's It. Telegraph, somewhere,
“Let's tuke a look.”
Ha peered [nside the Hotel Oregon,
At the Postal branch office, an oper-
ator waa busy st a desk.

Burke Pounds Fowst.

Burke listened in the air a minute,
Puzsled a bit, and then hammered the
post with his fisg

“Thers It is, see. The wire's wotking
in there. You can hear the solinder
out here, but the post's hollow, and
somahow it sounds llke it's coming
from the post. That's all there Iz tp it"

“Clear as mud,” agreed Mallett. "But
whit does everybody listen for and
then say O. K. and go away™

Again Burke laughed loudly.

“You know crooks, all right, but you
don't know operator=. Thix sounds like
it's coming from the post, so they
listen. Every time an operiator hears
an instrument he naturally looka
around to sea whers the sounder is,
= = = Especlally if he's got some-
thing under his belt,” Burke added.

“What's this O, K. stuff? inguired
Price.

“Just ths same as you say ‘I gotcha,
Steve, " explained Burke “When you
gEet the stuff they're mending, you say
O, K. on the wire. see?, Any good
shop-talking operator will say 0. K.
instead of ‘alright''™

“Pretty =imple, then,”
turning to Price.

Burke started to leave.

Number Explainecd, Too,

“Wait a mipute, there,” yelled one of
the slsuths. " “What was this  room
number you Egave us?™

“What?"

“That number—&6 or
thing.™

“Oh, 73, my dear fellow. That means
‘my best compliments.” [ repeat it, 70"
anid Burke departed homeward.

“0. H." grinned Mallett as he left

At headguarters the detectives wrote
a lengthy repaort, three sheets full, on
dhe occurrence. The matter was
cleared wup. It should o on record.
The sheetzs were turned over to Acting
Captain Tichenor.

Tichenor read and grinned. Then he
seized p big blue pencil and wrote
aoypss the face of the repoit the lst-
ters: “O. K.

three

sald Mallett,

7% or some-

x4

| loved

n OHara

Chapter IV—(Continued.)
N GERHARD was here in August.
I told him that all my firm reso-
Intlons to forsake newspaperdom
forever were slipplug away, one by cne.

“I have heard of the fascination of
the newspaper coffice,” ha said, in his
underatanding way. ‘1 Dbelieve You
huve a heimweh for it, not?™

“Heimweh! That's the word,” T had
agreed. “After you have been a news-
paper writer for seven Yyears — and
it—youn  will be & nawspaper
at. hesrt and by instinet at
teast, unt!l you dle. Thare's no get-
ting mway from it. *It's in the blood.
Newspaper men have besn known to
Inherit fortunes, to enter pelitics, to
write books and become famous, Lo
degenerate Into press angenis and be-
come Iinfamous to blossom Into per-
sonages, to sink into nonentities, but
their news.nose remained s part of
them, and the inky, smoky, stuffy
smell of a newspafer office was ever
Sweet in thelr nostriis™

But, “Not vet,” Veon Gerhard had
sald, "unless you want to have again
this miseruble business of the esick
nerfe. Walt vet a few monthe”

And so 1 have walted, sayving noth-
ing to Norah and Max. But 1 want to
be In the midst of things. I misa the
sensation of having my fingers at the
pulss of the big, old world,. I'm lonely
for the noise and rush and the hard
work; for a glimpee of the busy local
room just before press time, when the
Ughta are swimming in a4 smoky haze,
and the big presses downatairs are
thundering thair warning to hurry,
and the meén are breezing in from thelr
runs with the grist of news that will
be ground filner and finer as It pnsses
through the mill of the copy-readors’
and editors’ hands. I want to b there
in the thick of the confusion that Im,
after all, s0 orderly. I want to be
thers when the telephone bella are
ringing, and the typewriters are
snapping, and the meassenger boys are
shuffling In and out, and the office
kids "are scuffling in & ecorner, and
the hig city editor, collar off, sleeves
rolled up from his great arms, hair
bristling wildly above his green eye-
shade, Is swearing gently and smoking
clgarette after cigarette, lighting
each fresh one at the 4ying glow of
the Nast., I would give & year of my
lifa to hesr him =ay:

“I don't mind tellin’
Falrfax, that that was
story you got on the
vOrce. The other fellows
word that isn't re-hash™

All of which s most
for Ia not marriugs womnn's
aim, and home her true
Haven't I tried both? I ought to
knew. 1 merely have boen misgast in
this Jife's dramn. My pasrt should
have heen that of one who makes her
way alone. Peter, with his thin, erual
lips, and his shaoking hands, and his
haggard face and his smolderifie e¥es
is a shadow fn*«n-r blotting out
sunny places in my 1 was me
to be an old terrible
old Kitty O'Hara. of .the
tatting-and-tea kind, but an In_\pr_c;n-
sive, bustling old girl, with a double
chin. The sharp-tongued Kitty O'Hara
used to say that being an old maid
wias & great desl like death by drown-
ing—a really delightful sensation
when you ceassd strugling.

Norah has pleaded with me
more like other women of 1
and for her silkke T've tried. Ehe
led me about to bridse parties
tea fights, and I have tried 1o act
as though I were enjoying It all, but
1 kpew that I wusn't getting aon o
bit. 1 hava come Lo 1t conclusion
that one youar of newspapering cou
for tweo years of ordinary existence,
and that while I'm enty-eight in
the family Bible, I'm forty Iin-

e. When one Jday may bring under
ona's pen a priest,-a payper, a prosti-
tute, a philanthropist, ench with a
story to tell, and each reguiring o
be bullied, ar cajoled, or bribed, or
threatened, or tricked Into telling it
then the end of that day's work finds
one looking out at the world with
eves that are very tired and as old
as the world ltself.

I'm lpnmuu for
chureh sociables and ufternoon
brikiges, A hunger for the is upon
me. The long, 4 3 1 o doye
have slipped by, an Autumn
tang In the alr. brecse has a
touch that sharp

Winter in a 1little Northern

hould go mad. But Wintar In the

The stres at dusk on a Crosty
sning; s ml windows narranged
by artist hands for the be .nu> ln\’lr&
eyes f women; the rvows of
jewels gtrung on an invi
the glitter of brasse and enamal
endless procession of motors
past; the smartly-gowned wo-
the kesn-eyed, nervous mian;
rill notes of (1} crossing po-
iwn’s whietle: svery smokeoe-grimed
wall and piliar taking on & mystarious
ehadowy beauty n the purple Jdusk,
every unsightly blot obscored by the
kindly night. But best of all, the fas-
olnation of the People I'd ke Lo
KEnow, They spop up now and then
in the shifting crowds, and are
the next moment, leaVing behind them
#n Vagua grot. Somatimes 1 call
them the Peaple I'd Like to Know and
somelimen I ¢all them the Peouple 71
Enows 1'd Like, hut it means muc tha
same. Thelr faces flash by In the
crowd, and aro gone, but I recognize
them instantly as belonging to my be-
loved clrele of unknown friends.

Ones it was & glrl oppesite me in a
car—a girl with a wide, humorous
mouth, and tragic eves, and a hole in
her shoe Once It was a big, homely,
red-headed ginnt of a man with an
engineering magazine sticking out of
hin coat pocket. Tie was standing at
# boek counter reading Dickens like a
schoolboy and lwughing In all the
right places, T know, because T pecked
over hils shoulder to see. Another time
it was a sprightly little grizazied wo-
man, staring into a daxzxzling shop win.
dow in ‘which was displaved
derful coilection of fushionably impos-
gible hats and gowne. She was drossaed
all in rusty bisck, was the little old
Indy, and #ho hard = guaint cast in
her Jeft eye that gave her the oddest.
moet sporting leok. The cast was
working overtime a= she gased at the
gowns, and the ridiculous old sprigs
on her rusty blanck bonnet trembled
with her sillent mirth. Ehe looked
like one of thise clever, epigrammatie,
dowdy old duchesses that one reads
about in English novels I'm sure
she had cardamon seeds in her shabby
bag, and a oarriage with a e¢rest on
it walting for her just around the
corner, I ached to zlip my Thand
through her arm and ask her what
she thought of it eil. 1 know that
har roply would have been exquisitely
witty and audaclous, and I 4id so long
to hear her say It

No doubt some good angel tugs at
my <common sense, vestraining mae
fromm doing these things that I am
tempted to do. Of coursa, it wonld
be madness for o woman te address
unknown red-hended men with a4 look
of an enginser about them and a book
of DMckensa in their bhands, or perky
old women with nut-cracker faces; or
girla with wide humorous mouths,
Oh, it couldn’'t be done, W supposc
They would ¢lap me in a padded ceil
in no time If I were to say: -

“Mister Red-headed Man, ¥m se
Elad your heart is young enough for
Dickens. 1 Move him too—enough to
réad him standing at a book counter
In & busy shop, And do you know, I
Jike the squareness of your jaw, and
the way your ayes crinkle up whep
you laugh: and as for your bulng an
englpeer—why wpne of the very [first
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sEone |

men 1 aver loved was the engineer In
‘Soldiers of Fortune'”

I wondsr what the girl In.the car
would have sald if T bad crossed over
to her and put my hand on her arm
and spoken thus:

“Girl with the wide,
mouth, and the tragic ayes, and
e !mlu in your shoe, I thiwk you
Giust bo an awfully good sort. I'D
Wager you paint, or write, or act or
do something clever like that for =
livipg. But from that hele In your
shoe which you have inked so care-
fulty, although it persists in showing
white at the scams, I fancy you are
stumbling ovkr a rather stony bit of
life's rond just now. And from the
ook in your eyes, girl, I'm afraid the
stones have cut and Dbruised rather
cruelly. But when I look »nt your
smiling, humorous mouth I know that
you are trying to laugh at the bhurts.
I think this morning, when you inked
your shoe for the -dezenth time, you
hesitated between tears and lezughter,
and the laugh won, thank God! Please
keep right om laughing, and don't you
dare stop for a minute! Because pret-
ty soon you'll come to a smooth, ecasy
place, and then won't you he gload that
you aldn't give up to lHe down by the
roadside, weary of your hurts?”

Oh, it would mever do. Never, And
¥ot no charm possessed by the people
I know and llke can compare with the
fascination of those peopls I'd llke to
know, and know I would like,

Here it home with Norah there are
no faces In the crowds. There are no
crowds. When you turn the gorner at
Main street you are quite sure that
you will see the same peoplae in the
eame pluces, Fou know that Mamle
Hayes will be flapping her duster just
outside the door of the jewelry astore
where she clerks, She gazes up and
down Maln street as she flaps the
cioth, her bright eyves keeping a sharp
watch for any stray traveling men
that may chance Lo be passing. You
Enow that thers will be the same
lounging group of white-faoced, vacant-
eyed youths outside ths poolroom. Dr.
Briggs' patient runabout will be stand-
ing at his office doorway. Outside his
butcher shop Assemblyman Schenck
wiil be holding forth on the subject of
county politics to o group of red-faced,
badly drossed, prosporous Iooking
farmers and townamen, and as he talks
the cirele of brown tobacco julce which
surrounds the group closes in upon
them, nearer and nearer. And there,
in a roomy chair in a corner of the
publie llbrary reference room, facing
the big front window, you will see Old
Mun Randall, His white halir forms a
halo above his pitiful drink-marred
face. He was to have been a greut
lawyer, was Old Man Randall, But on
the road to fame he met Drink, and
she grasped his arm and led him down
byways and into crooked lsnes, and
finally Into ditches, and he never ar-
rived at his goal. There in that library
window nook it s eool In Summer and
warm in  Winter. 80 he sits and
droams, holding an open volume, un-
read, on his Xnees Bometimes he
writes, hunched up in his corner, fever-
ishly wseribbling at ridiculous plays,
short storles and novels which later he
will insist on reading to the tiittering
schoolboys and girls who ecome into the
lHbrary to do thelr courting and refer-
ence work. Presently.
dusk, Old Man Randall will put away
hie book, throuw kis coat over hls
shoulders, res dangling, flowing
white locks sweeping the frayed wvel-
vet collar. He will march out with
hin soldlerly tread, humming o bit of

down the etreet and into Van-

ter's saloon, whore he will beg

and a lunch, and some man

will ;,n-.‘ It to him for the sake of what
Old Man Randell might have been.

All these things you know. And
knowing them, what Is left for the im-
amgination? How can one dream dreams
nbout people when one how
much tbey pay their hired girl and
what they have for dinner on Wednes-
da i<

huymorons

when it grows

slee

CHAPTER V.
The Absurd Becomes Serious.

I can understund the smotions of a
broksEn-down warhorse that s hitched
to & vegetable wagon. I sam going to
Milwaukeo to work! It is u thing to
make the goda hold their sldes and
roll down from thelr mountaln peaks
with laughter. After New York—>Mil-
wuukeel

Of course Von Gerhard
But I think even he sees the humor of
i, It hauppened in this way, on & day
when I was Indulging In a particularly
greesncery-yallory fit of gloom., Norah
rushed Into my room. J think I was
mooning over some old papers, or let-
ters, or ribbons, or some such truck
in the charming, Knife-turning way
that women have when they are blue,

“Out wid yexr!" cried Norah, "On
with your hat and coat! I've just had
a wire from Ernst von Gerhard. He's
coming, and you look like an under-
done dJdill plekle, You uren’t half as
bicoming as when he was hera In Au-
gunt, and this Is October. Get out and
walk until you cheeks are so red that
Yon Gerhard will refuse to believe
that this flery-Taced puffing, bouy
treuture is t green and limp thing
thut huddled In a chair a few months
Bgo. Ont yo gol™

And out T went Hatless, I
ocountrywards, leaving p ed streets
nwnd concrote wulks fotf behind There
were drifts of talien leav uil about
and 1 seuffled through tham drearily,
trying to feel gloomy, and old, and
useloss, and failing becauss of the
tang in the alr, and the red-and-gold
wondar of the frost-kisaed leaves, and
the regular’ pump-pump of good red
blood that was coursing through my
body as per Norah's reguest.

In a fleld at the edges of the town.
Just where ity and country begin to
have a bowing acqgualntinces, the col-
lege boys wore et a4 football pructics,
Thelr searlet swealers made gay
patches of color aguinst the dull gray-

i Lo blame,

strode

a won- |

brown of the Autumn EgETass

“Beven-elghtesn-two-four!" ecalled a
rolee.  There Tfollowed & peouffle, a
creaking of leather on leather, & thud.
I watched them, & bit envipusly, walk-
ing backwards until a {wist in the
road hid them from view, That samne
twist transformed my path into a real
country road-—a brown, dusty, monoto-
nous Michizan pountry road that went
soveroly about Its bupiness never gnoe
stopping to flirt with the blushing
Autumn woodland aiL its left, or to
dally with the dimpling ravine at its
righe.

“Now if that were an English coun-
try rond" thought I, *a szoclably in-
tlined, huppy-go-lucky, out-for-pleas-
ure English country road, one might
expect something of {t. On an English
country road this would be the peycho-
logical moment for the appearance of
B blond god, in gray twaed. What a
delightful time of it Richard Le Gal-
liemne's hero had on hla guest! He
could not stroll -down the most Inno-
cent looking lape. he might not loiter
along the most out-of-the-way path,
he never ambled over the barest piece
of couniry road, that he 4id not come
fece to fece with some witty and love-
Iy woman creature, also in search of
things unconyventional, and able to
quote charming lines from Chaucer to
him."

Ab, but that was England, and this is
Amerita. I reallze it s=adly as I step
out of the Toad to allow & yellow milk
wugon o rattle past. The red letters
on the yellow milk cart Informm the
reader ghat It i¥ the property of Au-
gust Schimmelpfsouig, of Hickory
Grove. The Schimmelpfennig eye may
be seen staring down upon me from the
bit of glass in the rear x» ihe cart rat-
ties ahead, foubtless being suspiclous
of Iu.ﬂeu young women wundering
along country roads at dJdugk alone.

>

There wus that in the staring eye to
which I took exception. It wore an
pxpression which made me feel surs
that the mouth below it was all agrin,
if I could but have sesen L. It was
bad enough to be stared at by the fishy
Schimmelipfenniz cye, but to be grinned
st by the Schimmelpfenniz mouthi—I
resented I In vrder to show my re-
sentment I turned my back on the
Schimmelpfennig cart and pretended
to leok up the rsmd which I had just
teaveled,

I pratended to look up the road, and
then I did look in earnest. No won-
der ths Schimmelplennis eye and
mouth had worn the leering expros-
sion. The blond god In gray tweed
was swinging along toward me!
knew that _he was blond because he
woro no hat and the last rays of the
October sun were making n little halo
effect about his head. I knew that his
Bray clothes were tweed because every
well regulated hero on & country road
WERrs tweed. It's almost = religlon
with them, He was not near enough
to make a. glance at his features 'pli_:‘
Bible. T turned around and continued
my wnlk., The yelloy t‘.a'.'t, withh 1wa
impudent Schimmelpfennig . Was
disappearing in, ®cloud of Shades
of the “Duches and [
How doea one
ETay tweed on o
one has him!

The blond god
for me,

“Hil" he
There was
thers came
of the kind
four fingers

\l.un{.
Boertha M.
bliond god
country when

Breatl a
road
a¢lved the promlemn
cualled, I did not
moment's silonce,
shrill, insistent whistle,
nt made by placing
between the teeth, It in
a favorite with the gallery gods 8
wonld not have balleved that gras
tweed gods stooped te it
*HI!" called the wvoleoe
near now. *“Lieber Gott!
I ween no proud a
I whirled about
hard; a strangely
fessjonal lovking
“Young m

turmn.
F Then
a
is

aguain, very
Never hayo
Yyoung woman!™”

to _face Yon Ger-
boyish and unpro-
Von Gerhard.
I sald severely,
you been a-follerin’ of me?"
“For milea,” groaned he, Os=
thook hand=. “You wulk Illke a grena-
dier. I am sent by the charming Norah
to tell you that you are to come home
to mix the salad dressing, for there
com pull) for supper. I am the com-
pan

I was still
did you krow
when—**
“Wunderbar,

“haTe

e

in

o bit dazed, *“Bot how
which road to take? And

nicht wahr?' laughed
Von Gerhard, *“But really quite =im-
ple. I come in on anjearlier train thun
I had expected, chut a1 moment with
rister Norah, Inqulrse gfier the health
of my patient, and I am told that she
i# running away from a horde of biue
devile—I quote your charming slster—
that have swarmed about her all day.
What direction did her rlight take? I
ask, Sister Norah shrugs her shoul-
ders and presumes that it Is the road
which shows the raddest and yellowest
Autumn coloré, That road will be your
road.  Sol!"
“Pooch!
second dis
me today
“But how
has not

How simple! 'That the
ppointment you have glven

s

is that poseibla? The first
time to happen™

5L waus yourself,” 1 reaplied,

“1 had been longing for an ad-

venture, And when 1 saw you ‘way
up the road, such an unusval figure
for our Michigan country rouds, I for-
got that I was a disappolnted old grass
widder with a history, and 1 grew
young agaln, and my heart jumped up
pinto my throat, and I sex to mesiif, sex
I: ‘Enter the hero! And It wus only
you,"

(To be Continued.)

NURSE KIDNAPS HER WARD

Love for Boy Prompts Thelt and, At-

tempt to Found Home.

NEW YORE, Sept. I5.—When Arthur
Wiessnar, 4 years old, who dlsappeared
with his grandfather's housekesper on
Saptember ‘was found recentiy the
police discoversd that the maternal in-
stipet in Mre. May Carlson. the young
housekeeper, had been strong that
ahe had decidea to establish a home of
her own with Arthur as her agr She
wept hysterically when the child waa
taken from her. She was locked up in
the Liberiy avenue sln 1, Brooklyn,
on & charge of kidnup

Oscer . Wiessner, a hat manufac-
turer of Manhattan, bad employed Moo
Carleon as his housek wer in his homs
al Neo. 97 schenck avenue, Brooklyn, for
more than a year. One of ber duties
wes the care of Httle Arthur, whose
father s in Cleveland, nnd whose
mother is on Staten Island,

She obtained permission on Septem-
ber 11 to take Arthur with her on &
trip to see her aunt, who lived at Co-
lumbus navenue and One Huodredth
strest, Manhattan Ehe did not =ay
who her aunt was nor the number of
her house. They did not return, and
the next day Mr. Wicssner began a
search. Failing to find anyvthing hs
employed agoency detectives and then
called In the police, all with the re-
quest that no publicity be given to the
matter.

Alter a search of more theu a week
the police advised thal the newspapera
be informed, and there appeared for
the first time stories of the dissppear-
ance of the child and ths housekeepsr
Newspaper publicity guickly had the
desired result. Mrs, John Craig, eof 112
West One Hundradth street, ths aunt
of Mra. Carlson, called Mr. Wiessner
by telephone and Informed him that
Arthur and Mrs Carlson were living In
a amall flat in her bullding, which Mra,
Carlson had rented the day she disap-
peared from Brooklyn

Mr. Wiessner hurried to Manhattan
and found Arthur having a fine time in
his new home. Ho had learned to call
Mrs, Crrison mother and while his new
home wa: not ax fine s the old, he
was enjoying it just as much. Despite
the tears of Mrz. Carlsen, who taold of
her love for the child, Mr. Wicssner
took Arthur home and informeoed the
police. He said he had no desire to
pro=ecute her

PAPERS SAY LONDON RUINS

to Find Re=
ports in Germany Not True.

11

F1a)

Americans Surprised

LONDON, Bept 25.—Three surprised
Americans drifted Into London recently
from Berlin, who bhad been residents
in the capital for over o year

According to the German newspapers
Lacds had been destroved. Edinburgh
burned out and Lendon was in rulne
“*Well," said one, *if ths Germans oould
only he told the truth, there'd be some
riota"
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