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E)ill Pickle in a New'-Role

1Y MARIA C BOCHERMERHOKN,
In Lon Angeles Timoes.

“ OU  surely can't mean that,
Y Margery,” and Bob's coffee
cup cnme down with a crash

ihnt nearly shivered it 3N

“Tindeod, 1 do,"” she declared with
a pout, rielug quickly from the table
o avold the surprise and indignation
gathering In his wide blue eyes.

“And for such a (rifle,” he groaned.
PFor one sllent moment he watched
hor, resentment  plalnly  struggling
with amusement in his face, then
tousing hig naplkin to the floor in mas-
cullue disregard of table amenlties,
he swung Impatiently from his chalr
and started for the door,

Murgery walked over to the buffet
and rearrunged with studled but per-
functory eare pome of the dainty
china and cut glass that filled Its
shelves, while she malntalned a frigid
dlepce. She was consclous that his
vyea wore following her, but she g-
pored them, and ber givlish fgure
presented an uncompromising back,
She henrd him pause at the door as
If offering & last opportunity for re-
concillation, but she only eclattered
the cupa and saneers nolslly with
nervous . fingers and stiffened into
greater vigldity, When, a moment
lnter, he stole over and whispered.
Loet's klss and moake up, darling,”
e flung  hersell from him  and
rushod from the room, leaving him
wnnding, dazed and angry.

In & few moments the front door
cloged with & bang, and she knew
that he bhad left the house, Her first
impulse was to run and call him back,
but Instead she watched him from
the window lmp stiffly down the
glrect and disappear around the cor-
ner,  His football leg seemod lamer
thun usunl, she notieod with a Uitle
pang.  For some time she stood there
sirnining cager ovos out of the win-
dow, then turning slowly she rang
the hell for Nora and restlessly
awalted her coming, her brow erin-
kled into a thoughtful frown,

‘Are there any dill pickles in the
house, Nora?'' ahe asked.

No, mum,"

"Then go down (o the grocery,
ease, and get me the lnrgest one
on can fipd,"”

You, mium., Anything else, niom "

No. And you may have the afi-
vrupon off, Nora, ag we shall dine out
ihis evening,” and Mps. Osterhout
turned her back quickyq,

When left along she sprang to the
window and aguln pecred anxlously
down the streot; after a moment she
turned away with a half-checked sigh.

“The mean, selfish fellow!"” she
murmured us she pleked up a small
pleture from the dressing table and
stared resentfully at a round, boy-
iuh faco that looked up at her with
w teaning amile in the eyon. “And to
think that we've beon married only
throe months, and he should treat me
ko this!™ and the augry tears
dropped with molst reproach upon
the upturned face.

A slight tap at the door was un-
hoedeod, and a gentle “'Good morning,
dear,” startlod her out of her self-
pliying musings.

“"Why mother!" she exclalmeod, and
then turned aslde, echagrined that
anyone—even the dear mother—
should fing her in tears.

“Are you not well, duughter dear?"
her mother asked with anxlous con-
wern,

Yor, I'm well,” was the resorved
reply.

With a reserved look her mother
sibsided comfortably into an arm
thalr,

“I'm going out for the day, mum-
5, Murgery aunounced as she pinned
on her bat, “It's so lovely,” she de-
clared, and agaln her qulok glance
sought the window, *“After paying a
litde vislt I'm to meot Murlel Van
Rensslner at the Palues Qrill for
lipeheon, and then we're golng 1o
the matinee *

That sounds pleasant, dear. It
will cheer you up and you'll come
homo to Bob with a4 smiling face.”

Then Margery knew that her fool-
ish teiurs had not escaped ihe mother's
keen eyen.

“Hob's golng to take dluner at the
Club, and-—und-—1 was coming ‘round
10 have mine with you, mumsy dear,”
and there was a quivery tremble in
the volee that brought a questioning
louk from the mother,

Margery falterod on,

The truth Is,"” coloring deeply,
wi've had a ltile quarrel, our very
first, and 1 told him he neefln't come
home or speak to me ti) he'd wpol-
Oplied” she confessed miserably.

W h’,\. Maorgery!" her wmother ex-
e
Yoo, 1 kmow it, and he sald he
e would, and he looked so gueer
&l wtubborn that—oh, mumsy, I'm

s0 unhappy,” and with a little sob she
turned again and sought the solace
of (he window, hut could see nothing
through the treacherous tears.

After a moment's silence, her
mother sald gravely:

“You are sure, dear, that you were
not at fault? You know Bob's proud,
Independent spirit, He'll surely take
you at your word,"

A petulant shrug was Margery's
Answer,

“1 don’t care If he does. But he
wan't, you'll see,” she assorted confl-
dently us she gathersd up some an-
gular-looking parcels, “Hesides,"”
she strajghtened up with all the lm-
prissive dignity of her flve-feet-one-
In-her-stockings, “besldea, 1 wasn't
& bit wnredsonable, either, 1 only
asked him to getl some statlonery en-
graved with his family crest, and he
Just laughed; sald It was stupld and
snobbish and uwn-American, and 1
don't know what all. It's the first
thing he's refused me since we wore
married, sod I think be's the unrens-
onable one,” and she sniffed aftor
the mannerr of a scpoiled child,

“Is that all?"” questioned the quiet
volco,

"Oh, we talked a good deal about
IL” Margery admitted with slow re-
luetance, “and 1 trled to show him
that with such a fine old name he
ought to be proud of It and do as the
Van Amsterdams and other old fam-
Illes  are doing, and use the cont-of-
arms on our house Hnen and sllver
and-—and-—limousine-—when we get
It, It would be ao classy, mumsy,
dear,” and Margery's eyes danced
with anticlpatory pleasure,

Her mother shook her head,

Embarrassed and a trifle nettled
by the wordless disapproval, Mar-
gery hurried on in confused explana-
tlon,

“But Bob only laughed; he sald |
was o little snob; he made remarks
about the effete arigtocracy, and a
whole 1ot of other rubbish. When I
told him he wag o demoerat and a—a

plebelan he lavghed all the harder,
That made me angry,” and Margery
glanced a bit anxiously at the clock.
“I must calch the next car, mother,
Wil you come with me?" and she
snatched up her parcels and started
for the door,

“No, I'll go hame, dear
day to you. And—T—wouldn't-
she started to say, then (hinking bet-
ter of It she kissed her daughter ten-
derly and hurried away,

Margery stood for & moment look-
ing down absently at the toe of her
dalaly pump,

“Mother doesn't approve, 1 ean
see that,” she admitted with a frown.
“I supponse she's right, but, oh, dear,
we can’t all be senzible.” Margery
slghed ns she stooped to plek a
thread from her skirt, “He might
have done it if only to please me, |
wonder,” sho mused as she took a
last survey of herself in the glass, “1
wonder If ha really will be mean
enough to take me at my word and
not speak ) we make up,” and a
shadow of anxiety had erept loto her
face when she left the room,

As she hurried down the atreet,
Nora called after her,

“Did ye want the piekle, mum?"™*

“Oh, I came near forgetting it,"
Margery exelaimed, flushing with an-
noyance as she caught a glimpae of
an amused smile on the face of a
passing neighbor., “What a bother
that would have beon!" She reached
out a daintily-gloved band for the
dripping, sMppery confeetlon which
whe saw to her dismay was wrapped
but loosely In & slogle plece of par-
affine paper, quite ipnovent of a
conlinlng siring. A car was com-
ing with a precipitate directness that
left no time to cover the plebelan par-
¢ol more securaely, so clutehing it gin-
gerly, she irled to conceal It among
her pareels and hastenod on, As the
onrushing eolectrie approached the
cornor a shrill volee yelled after her:

“You've dropped something,
ma'am,” and a small boy, grinning
wickedly, overtook and handed her
«the elusive plckle Just as she stepped
whoard the crowded car.

Bregihlefs and embarrassed, pain-
fully consclous of the amused faces of
the curious passengers, she sat down
in the nearest seat next the arlsto-
cratie Mrg. Van Houten, whom she
had recently met at an afternoon
fanction,

“Good morning, Mra, Osterhout,
Lovely day,"” greeted her neighbor,
glancing with well-bred curiosity st
the bundles, which, to Margery's pal-
pitating confusion, had pever secmed
in such offenslve evidence,

Before she conld answer, a dnll,
unmigtakable thud strmek her ear,
and with an exclamation of horror
she saw that depraved plekle lying at
her feet in the middle of the passage-
way, grinning deflance at the asxtons
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lshed lonks of the convilsed passen-
Ecrs. It meemed incredible (o her
that am inanimate object conld ex-
presg such insolence,

A8 she reacheq to plok It up, & gen-
tleman sliting opposite who had been
Apparently absorbed in the morning
the offending «dible, deftly rolled it
In Its scanty wrapping and handed it
pAper, sprang forward, snatehed nwp
to her with a profound bow. Not a
quiver of an ‘eyelash betrayed his
AmMusemeant,

8he took It im haughty silence,
with a bare inclination of her head
In acknowledgment of the courlesy,

A good-natured but sympathetie
smile flickered around the var, Bhe
flushed crimson, but smited back.

“This  wretched plokle!™  she
laughed in spite of her embarrass-
ment. “You see,' she hegan to ex-
plaln, and then choekod herself, She
had suddenly become aware by an
infallible feminine Instinet that the
Immaculate and shiny black shoul-
dera of the aristocratic Mrs, Van
Honten had stiffened into rigid lines,
and that the head surmonnting them
was poised at an angle that no longer
brought her discomfited neighbor
within the range of her viston. Then,
too, an a ganzy handkerohief was
rafsed languldly to the averted face
Margery onught a glimpse In one
corner of an elabortely embroidered
family crest,

Her lipa elosed  tightly, There
ghonld be no explanations from her,
She settled back in her seat and clung
In grim gllenve to her pickle, at the
same time glancing across resentfolly
at the man behind the paper.

He wag deoply engrossed In his
reading, and showed no further in-
terest In elither piokie or passenger,

Margery was strangely silent the
rest of the way, answering the per-
functory remarks of her nelghbor
with grudging monosyllables, When
she left the car, oager to escape the
seene of her humilintion, she shot a
quick, backward glunce at the man
hehind the paper,

A hurried walk of three blocks
brought her to & small cottage whose
shabbiness was softened and pll but
concealed bhehind a tangle of climb-
Ing vines and rosos, Ax she was
about to knoek she digcoversd to hor
dinmay that the preclons plekle was
mising, 8She wsearchod for it with
deaperate eagerness among hor par-
cols, but [t had qnite disappeared.
After all the humillation it had cost
her to think that the perverse grecn
thing had escaped at last! 8he began
to think It had life and deliberate in-
tent to annoy and mortify her. With
an angry oxelamation wshe looked
nhont wondering what she should do.

As she turned, a startled ery Lroke
from her, for there HE stood—tho
man behind the paper—mutely hold-
Ing out to her, ke a groon ollve
branch, the lost offender. She omly
stared. They looked at cach other
In sllence, her sensitive face bLotray-
Ing all gorts of emotlons, he with a
faint suspiclon of a amile lurking In
his oyea,

“Oh, Bob!" she eried. “‘where—
how-—why?" and she burst into 4
ringlng laugh in which he finally
Jolued.

“Where dld yon find it?" ghe de-
manded, pointing traglcally at the e~
ratle object

Bob shook his head salemnly, but
sald nothing.

“Why don't you speak?" she urged
with a gullty look.

“May I he aswed with a twinkle
that contradicted his meskndss,

“Of course, you foolsh fellow! It
was mean of you not to recognlize me
on the car,” and a suspicion of a
pout began to hang about her lips, [t
was quickly dissipated, though, when
she looked up at him and sald with
bowltching sweetnoss: “'U'm sorry |
was so sllly and wureasonable this
morning, Bob,*

He placed a sllencing finger over
her lips.

“1 was a brute, dear, for Inughing
al you,” and he cauvght up her haod
and kissed it eagerly.

“You baven't told me where you
found the pickle,” she reminded hilm
after thoy had read forglveness lo
each other's eyes,

“Why,*just where you dropped It
on the ear as you got off. It fell at
the conductor's feet and I told him 1'd
see that you got it. Otherwise It
would bhave been turned into the com-
pany's offlee to be clalmed by you
later,” he teased.

Margery looked unutterable things.

“Bob,"” she whispered, looking fear-
fully about. “Do you know [ could
almost swear,"

“Well, what in thunder are you
doing traveling about the city with
all those parcels and this confounded

thing anyway, Margery?" and he held”

up and viewed with infinlie sowrn
the Hmp, Inanimate thing,

She laughed happlly, Nothing

matterad now that Bob was there and
they'd made up.,

“Why, you see,” she explained,
“Gottlieb, onr gardener,” she nodded
towird the ltte cottage, "has o small
boy, Fritzy, who's slek, and the doe-
tor says he ean’t got well, Has hip
disense,”” her oyes  softened  with
ready sympathy. “The last time I
called | asked the ttle fellow what
he'd Hke me to bring m, and he
sald w0 seagerly: ‘A dil plekle, it
yon please, ma'am,” and here it fg,"
she smiled ruefully, *1 hrought a
few toys, 100, ahe added, following
Bob’s enrlous glance at a tin head and
some wooden legs that were protrud-
Ing aggressively from the dishevelled
paekages,

Agunin thelr oyes met in smiling
undersianding.

“You ernzy lttle democrat!  You
plebelan Amerfcan!™ he wurmured,
squeezing hey hand ferveutly. “And
YOU want a crest!™ he moecked.
“Well, I'm going siralght down now
to order the dle for [t,"

“Are you, Doh? That's just dear
of you," she gazed at him adoringly.
"But—1I don't believe | want it now,”
she confessed as o flecting vislon of &
palr of vigld black satin shoulders
rose before her,

“But you will when you know what
the design |5 to he,” he smiled back.

“Why, what Is It?" she looked
puxzled,

He paused and walched with mook
sevlousnesa the question grow fn her
face; then with a teasing twinkle he
announced ;

“You, 1t's to b A DILL PICKLE
RAMPANT.”

One swift look fnto his eyes, and
her face broke into a ripple of merry
smilles,

“Oh, Bob! You droll, aristocratioe
humbug!* she exclalmed. ‘Then, un-
mindful of the curlous gaze of a
passing stranger, she alipped for one
ecstntle Instont Into his out-siretched
arms,

And the unconsclous “‘peacemalk-
or," having fulfiiled (ta wission, fell
to the ground and lay Inert, forgotten
and negleciad between them: while
o paly of big, wistful eyes, deep set
in n palndrawn face, watched |t
hungrily from the near-by cottage
window,
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