o begin with Fleming
wos & wuecessful
merchunt and had
made . modest for-
tune, o he decld-
ol to retive,

Hig shop  wWas
urned  over fo
couple of his leu-
tepante—they  pald
wold owed w fine

for the good will, G, F.
Co —tha siyle and ttle un-
ho had wWon BUCCRRE~ WiH

llentennnts  bave «done
so well, indeed, that they
rse (0 Fleming's namy be-
justead of their own, for
¢ thing and private life an-

Goorge Fleming had taken
had long ago been settled
id In full. He might have
pey with the firm; he de-
er, to put it Inte some-

erigie as lo the exnel nn-
o investments, Al T know
Iy that ten yenrs later they
dly, leaving George Flem-
Jurch and past his prime,

to gtort all over agoin,”
“'m not besten. There's
ork o me," and ho (upped

s enough of his money left
sh, nnd he hnd decided
ld be London, and even Ox-
R, ax in the old duys, Tt
litm thut he might re-entey

TETTY Ada Manley
cutared Miss Cath-
erine Lane's dainty
sitting room in w
somewhyt  ptormy
mood, She fung
down an open let-
ter and stamped a
rebelllous 1i1tTe
{aot,

“Now, here's Auot
ske satd, “dietuting to me
Il do with every cent of the
Unecle Ben left me, and I'm
carced my own living for
Sbe saye T am earning
live on, ¥0 1 needn’t touch
leguey. She wants me to
her Baturday and she will
how 1o Invest It. She says
ber bands of me forever if
peony of it. Well, she may.
had o reully good time in

hig old firm, buy back a share 1o it, capital to such us they, and all his

or ialke gome high position,

It wua years since he had been in
London as a breadwinner, A few days
here and thero with the wife and girle,
stopping at & good hotel and dolng a
round of shops and theaters—such wan
hig more recent contact with the elty,

Today he found himaelf there av a
petittoner, and nlready at Paddington
soma of his courage peemed to go, u
daze began 1o thicken hip ldeag, and
he found some rellef {n the knowledge
that he had a little money behind him
and Jingling soverelgng In his troup-
ers pookets.

A stiff brandy and soda Lelped him
to epter the many-windowed frontage
of Megsrs, G. F. Fleming & Co. nith-
out to great a sense of {ts oppressive
lhugeness. To think that ull ihis gpace
and vastness had started from hig own
modest enterprige in the conier 90y

Department after department wn-
folded itself, new, undreamt of In his
time, At last with au effort he eol-
lected himsell and sought out the
counting house and next the private
roome of hig successors. 1f he were
to make & proposal he must do it pow,

The two partners—they had come to
him as  apprentices—recelved  him
warmly. He wust go out to luneh
with them; he must give them one
hour-—two, They peemed to have no
idea of his recent losses aud he
conldn’t very well broach ihe aubject
without a sacrifice of pride. He let
the moment sllp, the opportunity.

The fgures they dropped so casually
plartled him. What use was his rmall

JUS

now, Just us woon as I read the Jaw.
yer's letter about the money I lknew
what I should do. 1'm guing to have
some nice elothes made, styllsh and
right, and I'm going 1o Mocassett (o
stay three solid weeks aud pretend to
myself that I was born with & mold
spoon in my mouth. I want o know
how it fTeély 1o spend money, and T
want to forget that I'm a lttle Hfteen-
dollar-a-week rtenographer, and that
all the living relative I have is can-
tupkerous Aunt Harriet. But, of
course, 1 cant go alone, You'll go
with me, won't you, dear Misy Cather.
ine? Please say you will. elso my
castles in the alr will 811 fall”

“But wby, my dear child, do you
choose & place vo far away and so #x-
pensive? There are pretiy,guict sum.
mer resurta much nearver.”

“Dont you seo, dear Miss Cather-
ine, that 1 couldn't fee]l halfl so gold

il ' golog to bave onespoony If 1 was lHable ut any time o

knowledge and experience so lony out-
dated? When (hey ghook hande and
separited Flemiog had sald nothing
thut touched his own concerns.

In Mx day, he reflected, the most
prosperous shopkeeper would not huve
been udmitted to the palatial club
where they hind entertained him.

The claret had warmed him and so
had the friendliness. ‘These two young
men—well, perhaps they were not so
very young. he reflected—these two
Young men stlll had a sense of gratl-
tude, u dash of sentimentallty about
ahout the old relationship, and no
doubt, If lie had asked, they might
have found some place for him. But
6 partnership, or even a position of re-
sponsibility, that was too rosy a dream.
:It- recognized now that he wis past
{

The very fashions of all these wom-
en in the streets of Londou were be-
yond hilm; there was nothing ke them
nt bome, nelther in the village nor in
the county town. A woman dressed
fs they were dresged would have Leen
regurded as & show

He stopped on  the pavement and
watched them. Ooce he bad knoww all
about It—-the very latest thing anid the
fashions of the coming seagon. Today
he stood nooplussed or gazed into shop
windownp, It was bevond him —the
eclothes they wore. the way they cur-
ried them, and strunger wiill the per-
sonality behind the clothes,

The fumes und mental stiv of that
expensive  luncheon lasted until 6
o'vloek  and Fleming had gradually

be recognized by somebody as one of
Bent & Co.'s stenographers? And 1
don't want a qulel place, No, T must
g0 w0 Mocugsgett., Now, please, pleaso
sy you will go with me!"

Migs Cutheriue did vot at opce con-
sent: but when she reallzed what the
project masnt to Ada abe at last yield-
ed.

A month later an impecunious ad+
venturer., styligh of air and clothing.
walllng along & terrace at Mocaswetr,
spoke low to George Arnold, tutor and
companion to the invalld heir of a
wenlthy house:

“Have vou seen thut Miss Manley
who norrived this afternoon with a
fine-appearing elderly woman?! The
girl's o vorker for looks; hajr and
eves ug black as your hat, and, judging
Uy her clothes and general appoar-
ance, uhe's got money, But 11 And
wuitl before 1 fall In love with her, No

alL

drifted back 1o his hotel to digcover
that he was capable of what hin pliysi-
clun called “depresslon.” So far he
hitd always regarded (his s a dis
trossful and uncomforiable complaint
which selzed on women, leaving the
glerner sex fmmune,

He dined alone dejectedly, ferling
hig race was rup. A late hour found
him fn the crowded streets, still shak-
en, still bruised, and gathering knowl.-
edge of his own futility,

A hansom cab met  with ju the
Strund had glven him & momentiry
thrill. He¢ wag not the sole survivor.
And agaln, In the line of vehicles oui-
side an emptying theater he had de-
tectad a carriage and pair smone the
shining horde of gasoline-driven cars.
But mostly he had wandered—ulien
and strange—a denizen of the 19th
century st large in the 20th,

He recalled a book he had vead
about the plunet Mars, This life, this
clty, und s people might bave be-
longed up there. Tn a few brief »ours
they had changed to Martians while he
still kept the cansier ways of earth 1t
was a faney. and unaccugtomed Might.

It pursued bim all the way to his
hotel; and o bed he Tay awake, von-
dering where tn this new elty of speed
—nf fubes, of taxie, of motor buses, of
overpowering bulldinges fed by elova-
tory, of unaccustomed light and glare,
snd gasolipe stench and motlor Lorne

wondering whore in It &1l remained
& plaes for him. The hunsom, he re-
membered, Bad crawled ulong empty,
Just so  would he erawl If he came
back here

fmpecunious fair ope for your hittle
Willfe. The girl 1 marry must Lave
rocks as well ap 1noks™

“So you'd marry a woman for her
money ™

“Hel your 1ife 1 would and the more
the better.”

The twu men happened lo meet
agaln in ibe evening.
* “No douger In welling you, Arpold.”
sald the adventurer, “seelpg youd
seorn to marry a girl for her money,
I've found out about Mirs Menley.
Bhe's the daughter of old Hi Manley,
who got riek in the laundry soap husl-
nesy.  Bhe's worth millions if ghe's
worth a cepnt. Now, [ shall proceed 10
get introduced In proper style, and
then witch me make love to the poap-
millionairess. O, 1 shall love her, all
right. Dan't you werry. | could love
a girl with that amouni of money I
ahe were as homely ay n hedge fence,

he train whereon George Fleming
roturned, ercatfallen and despondent,
tool  him to & west-coyniry town
whence he would drive homewanid In
a iy, or he could walk the short lhiree
milen and let the ishmonger bring out
hig bug. He declded to walk,

It wae early in the afternoon. and
fresh from Londen this place had a
sweotness, an alr  of gettled prace,
From the moment he disembarked at
tho simple station & littles of hig cour-
age came back and pome of hi: old
power,

In High street he paused, and for
the first time since he bad known that
somfolent thoroughfare he loitered;
actually loftered. Hitherto—speaking
commercially and in respect to the
shops—he had always regarded ims-
ford as "“a one-eyed place:” It wax his
own ferm for it. “A onoc-eyed plnce”
was FElmsford; be had wsald so fre-
auently, and Elmeford had taken it
without complaint,

The county town made o pretence
-~ hud never sped the metropolitan, It
Niled up on market days: It served
the stabler needs of the surrounding
gentry: it was crowded again on ¥ri-
duy and Saturday nights when the la-
boring folk drew thelr wages, UGeorge
Feming looked at it and found him-
self once more withip the 18th cen-
tury

He loftered, apd the women who
passed gazed at his well-known firure.
A few of them bowed reapectfully
Hore they stood in awe of him; here
they dressed like human belngs and he

ittle ““‘Stenog

By Ethelred Elkins

and Missg Manley's a beauty.”

The introductlon was obtalned and
the adventurer begsn 1o use all his
arts 10 win the supposed helress. Ada,
Intoxicated by her new lfe, with s
freedom from daily toll and {ts gayety,
was fattered by the uttentions of the
deboualr young mop apd soon fancied
berself in love with him, His manper
toward Miss Lane wae perfection it
self, and the old lady, uvsually so
astute, believed in him aod lked Lim,

George Arnold remained in  the
background, merely the tutor of young
Richard Fronch, but Ada's eyes often
followed him pomewbat wistfully vp he
walked with his charge. She was not
vopscloug of any special attraction to-
ward him, She fully meant (o say
“yer" 1o the adventurer when he
should ask the all-important question
that his manner toward her lefi no
doubt of his Intention to apk

could understund thoem—ne could vinn
ter them. It weemed tamiliar ground.

A vavant ghop Tront cnught his sye,
quite close to Martin’y,  the leuding
dispers,  He looked in at Mariin's
Yoeu, he could do as well ag that, and
better: far better. More glags. 4 moroe
varied display; the fellow hml no
taste, no senwe of contrant, or balouee;
he crowded thingn,

George Fleming stood there ng n
eritle, a past master. He conld Lokl
his own with Martin's: he conld gmunh
them If 1t came to it. He knew his
business. There was the vacant ghop
close by,

George Flemiog swelled with pow.
er again; his deep defection had
paseed off, leaviog him young, fartile
and full of the methods that had won
him his Oxford street succoss

Andrew Martin camao out of the shop
and greeted the ilustrious master. The
two men koew one another; (hey both
st on the County Counell. But far
above that distinetion was Flemingn
pant,

In Martin's eyes be was a claysic
He wus the original proprietor of G
P. Meming & Co., he was limitless, he
wag immortal. 8o might a4 jouruey
man painter feel ip the presence of
Sargent or n small novelist greel (he
august shupe of Caine,

“T'm thinking of starting » buniness
here,” gald Meming. “I'm going back
to it ugnin, Had too much loafiog "

“Here in Elmsford ™ anked Andraw
Martin.

“Flmsford suite me

29

1t had not been asked on the even-
ing that he nccosted Arnold with un-
usunl exeltement of mapner. “Eay,
Arnold,” he sald. “I'm stung all right.
Chap here this afternoon op & fying
trip suys Hi Manley's daughter bhus red
balr and sbe's in Europe now. Hayw
he's dend sure this girl's & stenogra-
pher that he's poticed in & big whole
sale house back in Aldens. Mighty
lucky 1 bado't got engaged to her

“Mighty lueky for har,” growled Ar.
nold,

“What do you say®”’

"1 say that you ave a low.down rep-
tile, and if you don't make yourself
scarce quick 1'll throw you over the
wall.”

The adventurer, more discreet than
plucky, walked rapidly away apnd a
moment afterward Arnold went in the
opposlin divection, Then u burning-
oved Ada arose from n rustic seat near
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the open
windows of the -
s white houpe

vime the sounds of
Jnging and occa-
dionally one would
cateh & glimpse of
he songstress as
ibe  moved back
nnd forth from ta-
ble to atove, If
oug enough one could dis-
she Wag ag good to look up-
HEr volce to listen to, Borne
Ugust morning breeze there
8 the appetizing odor of
Mollie Wade was frying

polander

of uut-brown beau-
ar e

buck of the sove

=BV TR

SRUR RV R RN (T 1 N,

‘Not asa draper?’ For it seemed In-
credible, and fo Andrew Martin's eyen
It wewmed w threat

“T've Just baepy having a look round
i Loandon. My old firm will back me
I can buy with them, and they'll send
me Hner they've  overstocked, 'm
afrald 1’1 be in a position to ou!
prices, but business is business.”

He wan romancing, vot he conld wee
It wll po plainly. He might have the
nge of that great nnme, and the two
partners would help him. He would
profit by their immense, purchases
their direct accounts with agents and
manufacturers. He needn't fddle
along with usurious go-between and
small-parcel prices,

Poor Andrew Martin saw {t, too,
Here was the master come out of a
prolonged retirement. * You're joking"
tie foreed himee!f to say: but Fleming,
stern and formidable, assured him to
the contrary and meutioned that he
mugt be moving,

The following wmorning he sat st
brenkfast with his wife and daughtars.
A siogle letter had come by the first

post

He read it The thing was aston-
irhing: It was wsurprieiog  And yel
.+ « Martin’s ha. asked him 1o
reconsider his declslon. A partner
ship might be arranged, they said.
They would pot be difficult as to

termp, and united they could do more

than ie opposition.
them,” he cried,

“I've frightened
throwing the letter across to Mrs.
Fleming. “1've frightened them worse

than London frightened meo."

by, concealed by & clump of shrubbery,
where she had gone to enjoy the cool
evening breeze, She knew pow that
her evstwhile ardent lover had loved
not herself, but the money he thought
she possessed, and phe realized, too,
that her pride and not her heart suf-
fered. The wnext day the adventurer
left Mocasset and Ade pever saw him
again

It wag her lapt avening. Again whe
st op the rustic seat, but this lime
not alone.

“"Hwostheart,” suld George Arnold
“it was & glad moment for me when 1
heard that you were not the daugh-
ter of a multi-millionaire, but just a
dear little stenographer whom 1 might
hope to win for my wite.”

“When did you begin to love
George?"

“The Arst time | sl eyos on yon,
blessed extravagunt little girl™

Mollie Wade

Every once o a while
slellitully rescued one from the bot fal
with the ald of & long skewer and add-
ed it to the pile,

Perhaps it was the voice of the girl
s she sapg. Perhaps it was the fra-
grant wmell of the doughpute It
might haeve been the fault of both. At
apy rate a weury knight of the roed,
first cousin to John Barleycorn, rous-
ed from his morning slesta. lovked
longlngly toward the little white
house.

A few minutes later Mollle was in-
terrupted in her work and in ber song
by & knock at the side door, and, open.
Ing It. found herself face to face with
a tramp whose apologetic attitude nnd
volee could not belie his true charac-

Better
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" ARTHA VALE crowd.
A #d another plece of
4 "vood inie the old
stove, and slooping

(3 down,  dextrously
} “aused the ples on
S 'be top and bottom
%y, “halves 10 change
Places. When the

‘;':n do&;r W4s onee

. e ciosed upo
o 42, Vi o
Rpron wij ihe

her faded cbm
I 4 settled hersalf for &
el I8 the old wooden
“’j"‘l::'t rock—couldn't
| §

board lunt Jason

"o

*

s’ by 1

law ontered

“Mercy, Martha, but it's hot in Lere
That stove of yoyra is worse then a
furnace When you going to get one
of thoss wicklegs ones? If you want
me 1'll meet vou tomorrow aod help
you select one."”

Martba slowly raised bher downcast
¢yes to the other's inquiring gase
“"Twouldn't be no use 1o meer me, Kl
len, I'm pot golug to get one of Luoee
stoves this summer after all. Jascn
says that he peeds all the money be
can get 1o help pay for that strip of
ueadowland he is golng to buy from
Luke Hardy.”

“Well, I'd ke to know, Aud he aft-

er telllng Will only the other day that
ts rockers, he expec _u".g, 2

ough out of
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tor. Mollie hastily agreed 10 bis mum
iled demand for good; glad to shut the
daoor upon s visage

Alope io the house she tully realized
that #he was entirely at bis merey.
What could she give him to get rid of
him at opece? Her eyes fell upon the
pile of doughnuls and with trembling
fingers sbe bastily filled & big with
the brown baauties.

Meanwhile fate was having 'ty own
partioular frolle with Mollle Wade.
While she was busily filling the bag
with doughnuts the arrival of a young
man on the scens was the cause of the
trainp's abrupt departure. Just as the
voung man reached out his hand 1o
grasp (e brass knocker Mollle Wade
cautipusly opened the door far enough

Days

kpows that there (g0t 4 farm Inhlln
miles that is paylog as well as lilg'n
or n farmer that hag as good lools 10
werk with. Théy know, Loo, that (here
jgn't a woman within the same dis
tance that bas as little to do with as
vou have and {t's all your owp fault,

rithe Vale
a‘f'lt vou hadn't always given in 10
Jagon things would never bave been
so bad Look at that chalr there Do
you suppose that any other woman
would have sat quistly by snd let their
husband uail it up because he didn’t
ke to aee it rocked? What about the
lhin’n that Juson doss that you donm't
ke

“Oh. | kpow what you're golog (o
And If it's true it's just hu
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10 admit the passage of the bag, shov-
ed it into the outstretebed hand aod
with aspumed bravery ordorsd tha re-
velver 1o be off

The young muan slared in umazcnient
from the bag in his hand to the door
which bad just banged shut ln hig face.
There wds still & puzzled cxpredalon
on  bis face as Le pagsed dowp the
steps and out upon the road. Bo pre-
occupled was he in wondering why the
pretty viglon in pink had ordered him
from the door that it was not yotil he
reachied his own house that he discoy-
ered he was still holding the puper
bag that hud been thrust Into bile hand

Curloglty prompted him to open it
A dellclous fragrance assulled his nos
trilg and the slght of the contents re

head

est way for you, Martha. What you
need s & little more spupk

“Da you suppose that becuuss Jason
ta my own brother that 1 can’t gen his
faulta? It isn't that he means (o be
bard, either, It's just u habit (hat has
sprouted and grown copslderably un-
der your meekpess. Martha Vale, It
you want to get any bappiness in this
life with Juson, sou've got (o handle
hio differentiy "

For some time after bher siuter-in-
law had left Martha Vale sat starin
out upon the most prosperous farm i
the whole country. there her
guze slowly traveled back to vhe poor-
Iy furnished kitchen. to the dingv old
ublo-qu.:l‘oth with  Its Bumsrous

el i ———— e

warded hin eyes and tempted his pal
ate.  He ute one and Immedintely
reached fu the bag for another. A
fourth followed the third and atill bhe
was uot satigfied. When ibe botlom
of the bag was fipally reached utlil an
otber syrprise awaited him. There, In
the midat of & few remaining erumbs,
reposed a dainty gold brooch,

Tbe young man bad uo doubts as fo
who was lis owner, and despite his
reception of the morning, felt 1 kesn
senst  of pleasure In he knowlodge
that lilg discovery necessituted another
vialt to the little white houge,

The following morning Mollle YWade
wan agein interrupted in her taskp by
a knock ®t the door. Vislon of tha
tramp returning came to her.  This
time, however, she had not so wuch

the old, cracked and badly warped
stove that had belonged to hig mother

Ellen'n worde kept resounding lo
her sars, and as she poudered on them
she bacame so execited (hat she ovep
attempted to rock the chalr whe wan
stil] sltting in, snd dido't reslize what
she wag doing until a series of uncom
fortable jerks recallad her to tha situ.
atlon

Brushing back the damp clinging
locks of hair she rose listiessly with 3
half-vague idea to get the kitchen cool
and tidy before Jasom returned. And
then. born of her long-smouldering
sense of ipjustice which had been kin
dled iuto life by her sister-io-law’s
words, Martha Vale rebelled.

walls A few hours later when Jason re- ia

cause for fear. Aunt Latty wap at
hoeme, She was npevertheless agree-
ubly surprised when the open door re.
vealed & good-looking young mun in
place of the tramp she half expected
Lo wee

The new minister introduced Lim-
welf mod taking the gold brooch from
hig pocket bauded It 1o Mollle Wade,
“This, I balleve, In your property,” he
sild with u falot smile

Mollis Wade gazed at the brooch iu
glad amazemment. "My pin,” she cried.
“1 pever expected to see it again. |
lost 1t yesterday and after pearcuing
the bouse from top to bottom felt ver-
taln that it had dropped into the hag
of doughnuts 1 gave a ramp. Whoere
on earth did you find ™

The wmile on the minigters face

By Elsie Endicott

littls  kitchen, Decam® unbesiuble
"Whew, Martha, but it's hot in Lere
What vou been doing?"

“"Working.,” was Muartha's ron
chalant reply as she moved vigorously
back and forth o the rocking-halr
that now could rock while Jason star
o' ip open-mouthed amagement at hiy
once meek wife now grown deflant.

The days which followed were but &
repetition of each other, during whieh
ménl bhours a gource of tor-
ture to Jason, and during which time
~desspite an ynuaral amount of labor,
It was not until the end of a week
of such treastment that Jason evinced
noy sigus of wealisn

hot s |
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evening,
day

s .:quul:-ﬁ-\.f.‘_ A 4.

deepened. “'lu the of dougsouts
you gave me Mnd::.r.i he said.

Mollie Wade gaspod, “Gave you?
How-whan-where? 1 those
doughnuts to & tramp.” she exclaimed
weakly.

The new winister's smile was com-
pelling. "No." he sald, “that wag what,
you meunt to do. but the fellow ran
off when he spled me coming apd it
wan in my hauds you put the bag.”

“And upon you I slammed the door.
What must you think of me?" mur-
mured Maollis In sorrow,

It was not yotll & few months later
that he dared tell ber all he thought
of her; but when be did Mollle Wade
blushiogly sgreed (o cook doughnuts
for him for the rost of their lives.

much dosired v

"Batler get Ellen to go with you te
morrow o buy one. then,” he said
finally, “aud get whatever e)lss yvou
uesd 1o make this kitchen coo) and
comfortable.  I'm tired 1o death of all
thig needlegs heat and needlsgs wood
chopping

Martha smiled (o hergelf ap she
went about her work. Her atrategy
bad borpe frult and she knew that
there were better days ahead

Changed his Mind
“Do you think the wmolor-car has
neighbor,
e
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