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HIRLEY, sitting out on the fromt porch, sewing,
was startled out of her summer afterncon’s wak-
ing dream by sceing a man enter the gate. Not
that such a sight was unosual, but such & man

-

ﬂ As he came slowly and deliberately up the bo:-
. i walk towards the house she noted him carefully.

_Iw'u tall and wore a lmickerbocker suit of dull

1 velveteen, with an old slouch hat pulled rakishly

. e

his eyes. Around his neck was knotted a red silk’

Bandkerc of, and through his open coat was visible a

Blie flanoel shirt. Tn one hand he carried » violin case,
other a heavy stick for walking, and on his
ders was strapped a Jight knapsack.
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audible from the rooms beyond. " You may have some
of that if you like."

* Perhaps your parents will object,” the stranger said,
as if not wishing to get her into trouble by his request.
She could not be over seventeen or eighteen, he thought

"wthough in fact she was twenty—and therefore was cer-
tainly not the mistress of the farmhouse itself.

“1.have no parents,”” Shirley said simply; "there is
only Aunt Luella”

“And Aunt Luella? " he interrogated.

“Js away nursing a sick frientl. © She is the village
good angel” Then she added, as if she had perhaps
spoken ‘imprudently : “ And of course there is Ben, the

hired man, and Hannah, the hired girl”

" claimed.

The fiddler looked at the serving-mald quite as
gravely as he had looked at the girl on the porch. " You
are quite right,” he said, “but I really prefer this to a
wood-pile just now "—touching his violin.

“Of course you do. You tramps is a:ll lagier than

cold molasses. But we pever ture no one away hungry;

do we, miss? "
Shirley said that they did not; lnd told Hannah to

y an extra plate on the einlnldnblc.

Hannah was horrified. " Land sakes she
“You don't mean that you're u-goin’' o set
down with a common tramp off the road! Why, yer-
rant will be madder than a wet hen when she hears

about such goin's on."

| " ex=

THE TRAMP TUCKED HIS OLD PROWN FIDDLE UNDER HIS CHIN AND BEGAN TO PLAY.

[ peddier,” thought Bhirley, ® or a wandering musi-
i Pt’ohtb!y the latter, though I never saw such a
poking one. He has rather a brigandish air, too,
if He swaggered instead of walking so straightfor-
I think T'd call for Hannah to come to my
" These thoughts passed rapidly throtgh the
luind, but her face reflected none of them.
stranger, coming to the foot of the steps and
eing the girl for the first time, took off his hat with a
L" and she saw that he was very thin, indeed so
pmaciated that his clothes just hung om his body. His
gce was white, but a slightly bronzed look was begin-
# to appear, as if he were living out in the sun and
d 2 great deal. He had soft, carling brown hair
B 2 high white forehead. These details Shirley added
,hf mentz] inventory of the man before he spoke,

$ s

"' ¢h he did not do until he had depeosited his violin

on the step of the porch. Noting the girl's gaze he
{ 3 little confused, for a Mull streak of red
P d to his temples, but he said unhesitatingly:
I, *3 would Tike to ask for a dinner bere, if | may"™
rley drew her brows together in annoyance at this
Tt Bad not been what she expected, though she
ld not have told whr. She was ashamed of the
e interest the man had awakened in her. He
me 3 mere tramp, after all '
P AnL” be contipsed, “1 can pay for it in cither of
: ways: one, by playing some tunes on my Hfle
B another. by smbing 508 & Hitle pen-and-ink shoetch
howse, and the third, in vulgar pence—thoogh
my limit ja fiftecn conts for 3 meal ™
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pow” for & cheerful mattle of dishes was of sawis’ on that oid squeaky thing”

_f she amewersd " In fact, 1 think sopper i
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“Thank you,” the man replied. “Then what is the
price to be—a tune, a penny, or a sketch?”

“The t;xne. if you please”

The tramp opened his violin case, took out an old
brown fiddle, tucked it under his chin and begamr to
play. It was early summer. The dooryard was rife
with foses, and the porch thickly screened by Japanese
honeysuckle vines; and as he played their combined
fragrance, stirred by the soft sushmer breeze, smote his
senses like an intoxicant

Ah, indeed, how he played! The girl sat listening,
her hands folded quietly in her lap, her thoughts far
away. He questioned as he saw her abstracted look
whether she understood music. He could not tell, for
Shirley's face did not reflect her emotions.

He was soon enlightened, however, for as he con-
cluded she said rather timidly: “I don't like Strauss—
that is, not for just now. Play me some Italian music;
the kind that fits in with the roses and June"

So the musician played on and on and well
his sopper, and as he played he wondered if this maiden
in the simple white frock knew she was very beawtiful,
with her rose-leaf cheeks and her red-gold hair. Did
she know, too, that her voice was lke a little strain of
a Strause walts itself? “ Pshaw! of coarse she does,” he
jeered at himself. * She is probably the village beauty
and Bas hilf the swains of the countryside at her feet!”

He brought down his bow with a start as a Jond and
distigetly antagonistic woice from the doorway called
out, *Tes's ready, That there fiddler can take hit’n in
the kitchen with the hired man I ¥pose what he's
‘round here for fs somethin’ to cat. I yerrant

earned

“ Please do what I ask yod to, Hannah,” Shirley said,
and Hannah flounced off to do as she was bid.

The man held up his dust-stained hands ruefully, and
Shirley noticed their long, slender fingers, “I tink
Hannah is right again,” he said, smiling gravely, “I'll
just have a snack in the kitchen."

“] wasn't brought up in that fashion,” the girl an-
swered with some spirit. “ My father always taught us
that the stranger within our gates must share our best.
Of course,” she added laughingly, “these are Aunt
Luella’s gates, but you are a gentleman even——"
" “Even if ] am a tramp,” he concluded for her,

“You'll find a basin and water and soap on the back
“And Hannah will give you a
Han-

porch,” she told him.
clean towel—and don't mind her uoldmg. .please.
nah means well.”

As they ate their hot biscuits, omelet, and strawber-
ries with cream they said little, but the girl wondered
more and more what sort of man this could be who
tramped the country and played for his dinner, yet who
ate like a gentleman, and certainly talked like one
When he did speak, however, it was only of the country
throogh which he was passing—the plenitude of things,
the general prosperity, and the glorious air.

*1 don't know wery much about this part of tl:e
world,” she told him, in answer to some qum be
had put to her. “I've only been here a month _It's
mice, of course, but these hills don't take the place of
my blue Virginia mountams I'm a Southermer, you
see, but sinoe my father and mother died several years
sgo T've been at a bosrding-school n Washington.
Now l'vemraplurrrl.nmhﬂ'nw;ndigthe
fall P'm going to teach in the village school” She
flushed deep'y a3 she concluded hurriediy, u@
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word into speaking of her affaim to a stranger, .
“And I live nowhere,” he told her, as if owing her

a confidence in return. * “But I have been an orphan, .

too, these many years, The sky is my mother and the
carth my father, and the road is my pal and fellow
traveler. It ‘goes with me step by step, opening out
its heart as we go, always new, strange and alluring
It waits for me now at the gate, as you see, and T.must
go on.  Thank you for a supper that was meant for'a
king and not for a poor tramp.

Shirley followed him out on the porch. “Won't you

play for me just once more before ydu go?" she en-

treated. “‘It has been so lopg since I heard any really
good musie, In Washington I used to go to some con-
certs, and the opera whenever it came there; but ndw I
never hear anything better than the ‘Frolic of ‘the
Frogs' or ‘Silyery Waves' of the village music’
teacher.” . g

The tramp smiled and again laid his fiddle uhder his
chin. He played in the twilight now, for dusk had
nearly fallen. The west was red still, but a single great
star biirned there. Secing it he played the evening star
song. "0, thou sublime, sweet evening star!™ the
music yearned ; ‘and there seemed, as he played, a
bridge between earthly thoughts and those strange emo=.
tions born of God.

Shirley shut the gate with a little click behind him
as he fihally went out, but he lingered yet a moment
outside; as if loath to leave the little garden, ~

“ Good-night,” he said reluctantly.

“And you,” the Igirl exclaimed bluntly,
play these beautiful things—and understand them—you”~
are an ordinary tramp! I cannot believe it.”

The man flushed deeply, and then laughed, Then he
sald, “Don’t think me just an ordinary tramp, but an
extraordinaty one, who likes Verdi and Wagner, and
bread and butter in' plenty, but who most of all likes
and needé the freedom of God's out-of-doors” - He
lifted his hat, but ghe held him back.

" MBut it' isn’t always sunrise or sunset,”

“you who

she nlld.

- “I¢'s dark, creepy night, and there are fearful stormg..

; Where do you find shelter such times?"

The man, as if prompted by a sudden impulse, lifted
hig violin out of its box agsin. | * Listen, and I'll tell
you,” he said. He played once more, and this time he
sang, too, inm deep, rich barytong!

“ By road and river, countryside and town,
I wander daily with my fiddle brown,
Creeping under barns so gladly,
When outside the tempest howls,,
Playing-sadly, playing madly,
. Waking pp the rats and owls '

* Ah, it {s gay, night and day,’
Fair aftd cloudy weather;
Fiddle and 1 wandering by
Over the world together, -

¥ Down by the willow, summer nights T lie,
Flowers for my pillow, and for roof the sky,
Playing all that heart remembers,
Old, old songs from far away.
Golden Junes and bleak Decembers, |
Rise around me as I play.

* Ah, it is gay, night and day,
Fair and cloudy weather;
Fiddle and I wandering by
Over the world together.” :

J The listener's eyes were moist, but she smiled as i
to hide her feeling. “ Promise me,” she said, * that you

will come back this way again this summer .and play.

for me”

The man turned resolutely.
*—God willing.”

He went at last, but turned once at the crossroads
where he might have a last sight of the white farm-
house. Shirley was still standing at thc gate gazing
after his retreating form.

Ip late’ September the tramp passed that way sgain
—not the same tramp, for he was made new by the heal-

®ing of nature. He wai no longer thin and pale, but stal-

" he said,

“1 promise,

wart and ruddy, and he swung along with the buoyancy

of health.

Shirley came from the village, where she had been to
get the mail. It was a good mile and a half to the farm-
house, but she liked the walk, and better still to get
away from the narrow circle of her dunt's insular but
kindly matare and from Hannah's sharp fongve As
she got quite out of the village she was surprised to

‘hear musie comink from behind a great osk-tree by.
the side of the road Shnoppu!nﬂuly.br‘.t
recognired the song her * extraordinary tramp "—as the

always called him in her thoughts—had played mmd
sung for her that Juse day. Seauurml-nq-
out in the road and bowed to her

“1 was in the village,” hgl-hd."dﬁm
go into the post-office. * I ame out here and walted on
the €hance of meeting you and keeping my. promise to
“play for you sgain” He &id not tefl her bow many
-ﬂ-kumﬂdl&wuh;*
"1;* bnuhql.'l!-
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 yoor sint mbi! qunn. c-d mwl. m she
“ Shie mldn't." Shirley huhd. ex Ouvb’M.
Christian Soldiers* or ‘Old l'ltn:uim!.“'m’t
“Which, unfortanately, are not ]n my reperoire,” he
latighed in return, “ May I walk by your side for a few
steps? " £ &
“Why not?*™ the girl answered. ' :
"Thmismumrdb huaid inntum, “The
no conventions™®
are three,” she said, lmilm.. " you, your pd.
mdmlf You may walk with me as hrulhecroo-
roads; there by the big willow you shall play for me
again, and then you mpmmrm free;way and I |
will go back to my " she ended, a hulc
sadly. :
Shirley scanned his face in one m:f: glance
look different~—a great deal better,” she said, .
“I-am no longer ill," he tald her; and then went.on,
speaking rapidly, “I think T will ‘tell you part of my
story, at least,” he gaid. It will take only a few mo-
ments, I should like to have left you that June day
with a better opinion of me, but as it was only an ex-
periment I didn't think I ought'to. Ilam not a tramp—
a real hobo,” he told her, “hut a very ordinary man in
the disguise of one,
man, at vour service,”
“And T am Shirley Baker, schoolmistress,” ghe said,
“Yes, I know," he answered. “I found out by a few
discreet questions back there in the village to-day. I did
not do it for euriosity, but because’] wanted to know the

ruld

“You

‘name of the one'person who, in all my wanderings, has

treated me like an equal. A flannel shirt and knapsack
make lots of difference, don't they?” he said a trifle
bitterly.
+ “1It's like this,” he went an. “While on a story one
day in the New York slums 1 contracted rtyphoid feyer.
I had it for seven months, and when I finally got on my
feet again they were about all I had left. The doctors
in the haspital shid my heart'and lungs were shaky, and
that I must take a long sea voyage, or & summer in the
mountains, and that I must sleep out of doors if possible,
As I had just fifty dollars to my name—the paper had
kept me on the pay-roll as long as they decently could=
the thing looked preposterous ‘But I didn't intend to
let a little thing like the lack of money keep me down
after fighting for my life all those months. So I thought ,
out 1 the plan of coming up here in the Berkshires and
tramping it for a while. 1 was studying music and
could play fairly well, and I could draw in a slap-dash
sort of way, I thought the two combined might earn
me food efiough, though I should have preferred the
more muscular sort of work. I'd have sawed wood
that day, you know,” he added quickly, as if he wanted
to explain something particularly, *if I had been able.”
"You see,” he concluded, “the experiment has been
8 success. I'm on my way back to the city again. The
paper. will give me a job, so it's shoulder arms and for~
ward march unti] the next onslaught of fate”
“I'm so glad!” Shirley said, her eyes Shining. *I
knew all the time, someway, that you weren't even that
extraordinary tramp you told me to think you. I used
to wonder how you were getting on, and shudder nights
when there was a hard storm,”

I am Willard Baker, newspaper

*You needn’t have worried,” he replied, smiling. back /

at her, “I would lie in a barn those nights and wonder
if you would give me strawberries and cream when I
came your way again,” .

“ Hardly,” laughed Shirley, “—in September!"

The old brown fiddle was brought into use once again,
and thig time its music was a bridge between hearts
young with jox and sich with hope.

“Promise me,” the player said, when he had finished,
“that I may come this way again and play for yon. I'll

get acquainted with the village preacher, so T can get
. him to introdyce us—for Aunt Luelld’s sake,” he smiled.

“Can you promise?”
I ! " . said Shirley smiling, "and now good-
night” She held out her hand to lim and he took it for

second, and held it in his own. Then ehe started

a
homeward in the dusk. -

From far down the road a strain of music was wafted -

back—a joyful, happy tune, to which the words of an

“old nursery rhyme had been set:

“ Bobby Shafto’s gone to sea,
Silver buckles on his knee;
He'll come back and marry me,
Little Bobby Shafto.”
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