Jobn Devine had, day in, day
out, was the too brief Interval
of hall space between the third and
fourth Sights of hls reoming houss
Hare in the room directly beneath his
own, the door often stood open s few
inches, enough (o allow a glimpse to
& passerby. There was a jolly littls
stove always gleaming red-— frequent-
ty crackling garly. Beside it stood
gaunt, & violin rack. That was all
John never passed the doorway
without & louging glance at the stove
and & prolonged gare into the narrow
opening. Often he heard a rustie, a
delightfully feminine rustle, but he
never saw the roomer. Somotimes, if
be was not too iate in ths evening, he
beard soft trills of & violin, scarcely

P‘I-TRHAP? the only real pleasure

more thas whispers. They floated up
to him—enough to make him long for
more, but ceasing almost as soom as
they began.

For weekn this room had fascinat-
od him. Wiy, be could not say. Waa
it the stova? Was It “the roomer” he
Dover saw?

Tonight he passed the door slowly.
He saw the same few inches only, and
bo heard the lightest possible rustle
and that was all, but his heart choked
him, and he stumbled up to his own
Toom.

There he sat on the odge of his
lumpy bed, and buried his face in his
hands, He wantad to ery. He did not
ery. Ipstead, he thought and thought.
Wn"th.wr"m.lu! Was

she young or old? Dare he speak to
her? 3

He glanced about his grim four
walls which could never bo & home to
him. Hia memory of a little gray
house in the flelds of golden corn, or
among the tender Spring shoots, ar the
whitened stuhble, sent hot tears to his
eyea. Tha present box from home had
been meagre. “The girls,” who took
ples and cookles an a matter-of fact,
and who nover knew what it was to be
away from home, could not under-
sland.

But little Benny, "queer kid4™ had
sont three oars of the prize corn from
the farm, and all the popcorn he had
raised in  his school garden: “Queer
kid, Benny," thought the big brother.
But the corn looked good to him. It

was the beat preagnt he had ever had.

Moanwhile something he had not ex-
pecled wus happening from Lhe room
below, The stralns of the viollu float-
ed up to him; bravely, cheerily they
began. It was & tune he knew and
loved. A volee joloed. A young volce,
sweet and tender.

The volee trembled and ceased In a
sob. The chords of ths instrument
stumbled and ceaned. The door banged
shut.

John leaped to his fesl. He hastily
selected the three Yusty ears of yellow
cdrn from the others and bound them
together with thifr own dried silk, and
ns bastily removed his heavy boola.
Then stealthlly he crept down the
stalra. Outside the room under his
own, he nolpelessly fastened the cars

bt corn to the door knob and stealthily
returned to his room. Up there he
hurried “"Udying up," whisking his tol-
Iot articles lnto a drawer, kicking his
shoes and rubbers under the bed, and
stuffing his clothing behind the salled
curtaln which served ns a closet,

Then he spatchad up his banjo and
strummed the strings. His own volee,
mtrained, but young and spontaneous,
swelled,

Singing lustily, John heard sounds
other than the strumming snd his sing-
Ing. Waa he supe he heard a stified
ery of pleasare? Was he asure he
heand a rustle on the stairs? Ho sang
on,
Th# unlateched door swung open and
standing thgre bhalf ‘alraid, hull joy-
ous, the ears of corn tighlly clasped In

You will talk, won't you™ she pleaded.
“Pell me all ubout it. I am so home-
slok.” o .

John was #hy, and he fushed, bul e
saw the giri's distress was groater
thun his, g5 he smiled bravely and
said:

“l come from Miferal, Where do
your*

The girl smiled brightly now. The
tenrs sparklod in her dimples. "Oh,”
sho sald, “I'm most & nelghbor. 1'm
from Sheffield.” -

"Sheffleld?™ John laugbed witl de-
Jight,
simply.

“And I'm Lols Prentiss,” yplunteered
the girl. They both laughed for'wheer
Joy.

“John Devine,” the girl spoke decld-

“'m John Devine," he sald, '

“Lot's take that”
Bonny's pop-corn, “and pop . You
come down !7 wo'll pop It on my

“Have you a popper?’ - asked the
practical John.

“0f cotrse ndl,” anwwered Lals, “but’
anybody can pop Illinols popeern in &
tea siralner, provided she wants to,
chuckled Lols as she jumped up from
the bed und ran to the door, “Of
course, if you don't want lo—"

But Joho’ was {alking, too, “Pros
vided sha and he want to," he was
saying, emphatically.

Lols was tripping down the stairs
and laughing gayly, so naturally John
Inughed, oo, and hurried after her,

FLL, of all the mean Initia-
tions,™ and Bcotty
bearily. .

“Preliminary caly, Bcotty, old boy; md

walt untll the big éay, then you will
sy this was sasy,” and Dick Ramsey
Iaughed heartily, for on every line of
Beotty’s fealures was written “mis-
m-

Ted Beott micknamesd  “Sootty™ by
Bis friends, was what the borys de-
peribed as being “pleaxingly plump”
and very good-patured, Bootty was to
be miitiated Into the “Rab-Rab-Jah"
Boclsty, snd probably becauss of the
old saying that “plump” folks gener-
ally &3 & rule are good-natured, or be-
ecausa (hey knew Scotty was almost su-
per-sensitive about certaln things, they
voted that he should board a street car,
the 7:15, which s usually crowded,
and even though a nice young lady ot
fadles were to mmils on him very
swestly, he was to “sit lm:f' and look
into that particuiar. young ‘lady's face
and smils sweetly, and then pget off at

Allston Corner, that they would be
there waiting for him. “Scotty™ knew
he would be watched every moment.
it was with some fearful misgiv-
fngs that he boarded the 7:15.

The ear was crowded fm & short
time, but “Scotty™ managed to get a
seal. Was it his luek, or what? but
at that momaent & young girl about 19
entered the car and stood beside
*Scotty.,” He felt himself weakening,
but !mmediately he encountered a palr
of eyes from across the way that
warned him to ‘alt tight'™

The young girl after riding some
distance looked down on “Scotty” as
ehe held on to the strap, but there was
n sunpicion of a smile lurking around
the corners of bel mouth , and did
“Scotty™ imagins 17 but be felt sure
there was & mischlevous twinkle in her
eyes aa she looked at him,

Agaln "Seotty” was about to give up

able whatever will she think of me"
and it was then that Secotty's gnzo
shifted, and+jt was then that be met a
far different gaze than the yonng
girl'e,

It was the gaze of an elderly wom-
an, tall and stout She fairly’ giared
at "Scotty.” She was seated, but she
was indignant because Scotty did not
offer his seat to the young girl. The
perspiration started to rain down
poor Scotty's cheeks, He was “mls-
ery” personified.

"Aliston Corner,” shouted the con-
ductor, and Scotty made n grand rush
for the door and for a breath of fresh

his seat, and again he encountered that air. The youog lady also got of at

warning glances acroas the way.
“Oh!"™ thought Seoity "I am miser-

Allston Corner.

“Heayens,” came Trom Scotty: "I'm

willing to bet almost anything that she
knows me,” and his head dropped al-
most to his feet with shame,

Al Gordon, who was responsible for
those “warning glances” in the car,
Jumped off aiso.

“Here he I8, boys, and, say, be car-
ried it out to perfection,” and the boys
one by one cheered kim, but “Seotty™
broke away and went home to pleture
what that nlee young girl must think
of him,

“Scolty” was in town Lhe following
day, and returned home om the 7:15
again, never dreaming be would mect
the -young girl, and in the excltement
of last evenlng he forgot that it was
the 7:15 he boarded. Every seat wos

i mHim = i\ FY ==

occupled, and this time “Scotty” hung
on to & strap. -

Directly in front of him sat the
young girl of last evening. Thelr eyes
mel, and soon she Jumpoed up with an
amused twinkle In her eye and sald,
“Allow me." and walked to the other
end of the car to a scat which was
Just vacated,

“Bootty” stared at the meat vacated
by ber. and It then dawnsd on him
that she was making him feel the hu-
miliation that probably she went
thriugh last evening.

A titter went aroud the car, and
“Scotty” could seo that the passengers
thought It = huge joke. Mo could only
stare at the vacant seat and wish with
all his heart that the car would fairly

fly to Allston Cormer. Finally his
wish was realived, mod he Mighted
with a]urlug.

He was hurrving along but stopped
ms someons called his name.

“Mr, Scott, please let me spologize
for-the humilistion 1 cyused you this
evening. but It wus my Initiation also.
I didn't feel half so bad as you did
last evening: to me it was highlr
emuning, the idea of me offering my
sent to o voung man, but T did feel
sorry that it happened to be you, and
I hope you will forgive me,” and Beth
Sawyer smiled sweetly,

“Forgive yom; why the idea! 1
shoild ask your forgivensas for my
apparent rudeness last evening in the
car. You see—" 3

“Please don't dbother to explain, Mr,
Beott: it ia all right. Brother Al was
mighty scared you wouldn’t bave an
opportunity to be mortified, so he
placed %ap right in front of you, and I
was greally amused but felt sorry for
you, and you see I undersiond it was
your ifltiation.” And again she
smiled. -

“Al Gordon's sister!” falrly shouted
“seotty.” “Just you walt il 1"

“Well, Mr, Scott, I'm & sympathizer,
#0 come up 10 the house with me this
evening and we will @x that big
brother of mine,” And Beth laughed
henrtily,

“Do—<o you mexn L™ And "Scol-
ty's” eyen fairly ubhone with pleasure,

"Allow me,” and Both 1ed Lhe way.

C

LORENCE WILSON wat seated
in the middis of a group of
giris on the steps of the col-

lege dormitary, *I'1 bet you all & bhig
box of candy aplece” ™ hers rthe
stopped until the commotion subxided;
“you meedn't think it's so funny, you
won't get IL™ she added,

“But Florrie, that scheme of yours
is sbsurd. Just because you live in
Arizons isn't & sign you have to hire

- out a5 & mald for the Bummer. You

now very well we would love to bave

you visit us™
“Thank you, ea, but I have
fully mads up my to answer Mra.

Raweon's ad. And f T kesp wy Job all
Bummer you all get that box of
.

candy.”

The next day Florence dressed as
slmply as she knew how and set off to
securs the situation as a mald fn the
palatial resldence of the wealthy Mrs.
Rawson. Timidly she rang the bell, to
be admitted by a trim maid in black and
white. Florence gave her a friendly
glance and sat down in the Hbrary to
awslt hor turn for an interview.

Finally she hesard & sharp “Misa
Wiison.” and slowly she arose from
the chalr.

Upon entering she found Mrs. Raw-
son gquite the opposite from what she
had expected to ses. The lady was
Httls and white-haired, in fact, with
quite » motherly alr. Fiorence gave a

P
little gnsp ps she entered the room,
thinking of her own littie mother away
off in faraway Arizona.

After a fow friendly questions she
was told to report the next day.
Florence ran all the way back to the
college with the good news, only to be
scolded and lectured by her school-
mates,

“The idea of you, with your social
standing, to think of doing (his,” “one
girl exclaimed.

“lda Longworth, ¥ou ought to be
ashamed of yourself. It ls good, hon-
est work, and it won't hurt me one bit
I might just as well work as spend the
whole Summer running around visit-
ing my friends.”

Four Weeks From Tomorrow , By Algia Frances Brooks.

The pext day Florenoe left her
friends at the railrond station, not to
woe them agdin until their return to
#chool in the Fall, As she turned her
steps toyard ber new quarters she
could think of nothing but her new du-
ties, and two hours later found her in
ber uniform awaiting orders.

Everything wenl along smootifly and
Florence was congratulating herself
on her ability as u foaid,

At last one der Mra. Rawson called
hor into her own private sitting room.
The minute Florenoe entered bher syes
fell upon a photograph on her dressing
table. Mra, Rawson evidently saw the
glance and volunteerad the informa-
tion thaf it was her son, expected

howme (rom colloge in three days. Flo-
rence felt ber boart leap up, but com-
tinued on In u discreet sllence,

The three days passed quickly, and
with them came a young athietic fel-
low two years her menior, On their
first mecting, young Tom Rawson's
eyen followed the mew mald around
the room. It was not until he had
been home fve days that he had the
good fortune of calching hor alone in
the roam. At last that day came, and
he awkwardly asked her U she liked
hor work -

“Oh, yos, indeed,” Flarence
swered, “One has to do something teo
carn & living.'

Tom looked at her a lttle dublous:

an-

Iy. “"You den't look as If you have
worked for yours very long” he ve-
marked,

Florence felt ma If she might be
nuspected o sbe deftly turned the con-
versation, Many Umes he tried to
make her snswer calch questions, but
vach time ahe ovaded the subject. One
day, however, he asked her to go for
& ride in his car, and as Mrs, Rawson
wan away for the week-end, she ac-
cepted the offer and went

After they had got feirly starled,
Tom turned to the girl and said:
“What are you doing this for, Flor-
ence Wilkon? 1 know who you are, so
don‘t try to feol me.”

Florence Atried to smile, bpt It
chunged into a Jook of anxiety. “You
won't tell auybody aad make® me
phange my plans, will yod™ ahe
pleaded earnestly.

“On  omne copdition, falr lady, and
that ks you let me take you oul when
the copst {8 clear

Florence readily copmsented, and afl-
er that the Summer few by all too

quick, At last came the end of Au-
gust, and Florence gave hor notice in &
very busisess-like wiy, Tom was
right on hand when she gave It, and
broke the uncomfortable silence by
making Nhis mether If abe would give
her references.

“Yes, Indesd, she'is the best littla
girl 1 have ever had in my employ, In
faot sbhe sosma like one of the family.”

“Perhaps nhe will be, some day,
mother,”

“Tom."

Of course explanationy had to fol-
fow, but the result was that Florence
want back o hor friends with & won-
derful ring on her loft hand.

“I'Il tell you what 1 will do, girls”
she sald, after she had told them the
great pews, “Instead of that boyof
candy, you can &ll cote to my house-
warming and we'll have a big spread.”

Just as she was leaving them o re-
turn to thelr studies, she called over
her shoulder, “Girls, that will be four
weeks from lomorrow.”

T waa the first evening that Ann

Puilllp Masaair five years before 1
poen Anm for 10 years, and
when I heard of the fatal secident to
bustand I lmmediately wrote for
o Mldred and join me in
Bouthern bome until she recor-
ered pomewhat from the shock. Al
Jeast 1t would be a change of surround-
ings and furnish her rest

Ann's mind seemed reminiscent as
we gat In the room ufter dinner. We
bad beem college chums, had enter-
talned our first “beaux™ together. 1
married Conrad, but Elwin Abbott had
merely tampered with Aon's love, and
for ysars afterwarda she oonfesscd the
Afalr hud left her an aching heart and
created o her n distrustful sttitude, 1
was [nterested In Ann, and was not
only pleased to learn about her meqt-
ing Phillp, but giso to see her enjoying
—i{f 1 may use the term—Iliving over

A

again In memory her unique courtship.

“You know, Bernice, T was always
interested in what | called the pey-
chalogry of love—" -

“And what 1 cafled nonsenze.” |
broke in. “Pardon me.”

“For five years I just lived oo
meaningiessly, loving only oy work
and my pupils, ever try ng to ctncenl
the fact that I was harboring that nat-
ural passion to love and to be Joved.

1 thought of Ao as & cnllege girl,
and recalied how lt'l‘ould hurt her if
any of the girla seemed to poglect her
or fafled to show thelr fondness for
her. Ann was likeable, loveable, and
we were all devoled o ker,

“I becams the officini chaperone for
the boys and girls in the high school
where 1 taught. Thelr love affalrs in.
terested me, and often 1 recalied El-
win and longed once more to love and
be loved. Lowe was my gospel, 1 lived
it, tanght It 1 longed for that which
1 didn't have™

“Why, Ann, wasn't thers anyone ‘for

By Elsie Endicott

you® To be a chaperone doesn’t elim
Inate one’s own sultors”

“Elwin, 1 thought them all alike”
the poor woman mided with o sigh

*Then one day I passed a billhoard
1 know it's siliy ta you, Bernice, but ]
was stiracted by whot | saw.”

“The same old Ann, overcome®at 1%
by your ideal love, and even st 25 you
are [mpressad by a bilibdard. What
wan it, & ‘Let us furnish your home {or
you' advertisernent®

My altempt to cheer her, t.appl-al
in sny way Tacetious, met with disap-
proval at once. 1 saw It from her ox-
presfon, for at 20 she was still a
bundls of emotions, any one of which
was ready Lo game Lo the surface,

Choking back & sob, Ann qontinued:

"It owal an e oream advertisement,
Two curly bhatred ehlldren, about Mil-
dred's age-—-a boy and a girl—were
embracing. ‘Love st fividk  pight’ Is
whal It meant. | stood still and gazed
at the pieiure. Somothing xeomed 1o
whisper to me, ‘as God intended it-—
Love." There it was, the prycholagic-
al appenl, innocent love, divine love.
Thon Elwin—"

Bhe didn't finish, but 1 keew her
thoughth. Bhe and Eiwin had boon on-
gaged: bout he was never worlhy of
Ann: Conrsd often said that

Tao help ber 1o continne, T asked:

“What has that to. do, with your
mneting Phli?™

“1 had not notjeed & man standing
near me, who seemed equally oblivi-

otato s surtoundings, 1 turned to
g0, and the man sald hall aloud with-
oul laking his eres from the adver-
tigament, ‘an God intetided H—Jove' "

In spite of my sympathy. 1 conldu’t
check a smile. Ann poticed it. and
again [ had to gquestion her before ahe
wolld contioue,

“It wan & common appeal siriking
hame o two eguuelly hungry, equally
lsappointed persons.  There was o
forwardness om his part nor on mine.
We just sinod there and talked. He
knowing that I was concealing the renl
reason of the appeal of the two chil-
dren, and | kmowing that ho was, We
went our ways, bul day after day we
soamed Lo meet at that Billhoard, and
as we passed we always spoke.” »

"And you secretly thought ot began
to think that he was intérested in you,
and that you might learn to love him.”

I showld hayve known better. Ann
looked hurt, and covered her eyas with
hor handkerchief,

+1 delleve you told me that you
finally met bim when one of your pu-
pils met with an Wecidest in school,
and Phil was ciulled to attend him.”

“Yos, Phil had just been appointed
medical attopdant at the school.”

1 reatized that elther on acebunt of
my unwige remarks or Ann's fatigue
that she no longer showed gagergess Lo
tell her story. y

“And soon you married him"

“Yea, and soon he died.”

With that Ann seemed to think ber

wtory ended, Her tears ulfected me,
and the conversation lagged. Finally
1 added:

“Well, Ann, there were flve years In
which you lived your ideal, and Mil-
dred will soon be four., Life for you
has nol bean vold, and Joek what Mil-
dred means to you.”

Ann would siuy no more,

"Eyer answer any of thoso oonl-say-
ing advertisements " a

“Answor 'em all, I guess, But I
only got one recipe that had any
merit."

“What was that?

"It read: ‘Coa) mey be made to Inst
longer by keeping It away from stoves
and furnaces.'"

HILIP BANDALL was vwery
proud of his wife, Allce, They
bsd boem married n year nod

three days and were supremely happy.
Allce was dalnty and very mut} alive
and tnterested in things both “inmide
snd ootstde her bome. Phillp Iked to
have his wifé ™a things" and encotr-
aptd her many aciivities, I[ooiuding
sewing circles and a social tea now
snd than

Alice did not Jet the bhome muffer,
bBowever, abd M was always as peal as
wax and very tastefully armanged
Things were rupning wery smoothly
for the Randalls, in fact, untél -
Uas day PLilip came homs &t DOOD

Cause and Effect

and found the houss vacant. He was
bungry and cross “Why couldn't Alles
bave lunch roady om tme? he'd llke
to know, “What was a wife for, any-
way, if ot to have meals ready on
time and make things pleasant for her
Busband T

Viclously bo chewasd his cigar and
_was just about ready o leave the
licuse and get bhis lunch elsewhers
when he heard the chug of Alice’s
roadster, his first wedding anniversary
gift to her thres ghort days before.
“Surely he had dome his best Lo make
Ler happy!™

Allce breezed inio the house, Jooking

yery pretty and youthful In a silk
sport aull. .

“Hello, hooey-love!™ she greeted
bim as abe kinsed bim soundly, guite
ignoring his disgruntled manner.

Phillp mumbled pomething peovishly
about a "tired business man having to
walt for hin meals.” Immediately he
was porry that he had sald it, but de-
termingd not to show IL

Alice fiushied, but playfully assured
the “bleasad grouch” that lunch would
be ready in a JIffy.

“In g JIMy!™ ejaculated Fhillp. "1
have to be at the office in 45 minutes,
unless you want me to [nss my job.”

His beart smote him sa he saw the

-

happy light die out of his wile's eyes;
bul semehow this noon he could not
help saying things which he had pever
allowed himself to say in the past.

While Alice busied hersell jn the
kitchoen he sat In his big ensy chair In
the living room and smoked. He was
sitting where he could mes Alles mov-
ing about preparing the belated meal.

Moodily he watched her, then sud-
denly sal srect,

“Could It be posaible, his Alice, al-
ways so bright and eheery, crying?”
But yes, he raw her wipd her eyes and
distinctly beard a faint sniff.

munmmmm-n@m

& greal remome look possesslon of
him,

“Oh, why didn't I keep my mouth
shut. Never spoke a cross word io the
poor Ittle girl, of courss she dossm't
know how Lo take it. And now he was
in a Ane mess and he supposed lunch
that noon would be about the dreariest
meal he had ever eaten.”

Furtively he glanced jnto the kitchen
agaln and sure enough, Allca was not
only wiping her eyes, bnt sitting down
actually making a business of erying.

Phlllp fdgeted, whistled & bIL, and
tried to hum a tune, but his tongue wis
hot and dry and clung miserably (o the
roof of his mouth.

“Bruta” e accused himeelf, “ecank.”
ethoed his consclence. To have hurt
the dearest wife a man ever had was
Indeed unhesamble.

Clumglly hg made bin way into the
kitchen, stumbling over a couple of
chalrs in his haste.

Allce took no notice of him, but con-
tinuad (o dig & pathetic 1itle wad of
moigt ligen into first one eye and then
the other. Then she smiled wanly
through her tears, and Philip, unable
to resist aoy longer, gathored hor into
bis arms and begged o be forgiven.

“Don't ery, dear, 1 @idn"t mean ft,
sweetheart, I'm sorry aod-—"

He, got no further.®

ns Alice lsughing st him? What
had coms over his dependable little
wife, who never had hysterics or any
of the other pursly feminlos affile-
tions,

“Oh,” geaped Allce.

*Oh, Phil” and she fairly shrisked
with merriment. “0b, you blessed pld

\ .

peach, did you think I was crying be-
catse you were a bit impatient 7"

“Well, weren't you?' demanded the
antonlshed husband.

“1—1 was pecling onlons” gasped
Alige betwoeen pouls of laughter,

Phillp jolned her quite relievedly
and shamefacedly.

“You know dear,” ha mald a few
minutes later, "stsak and oplans nevs
wr tasted so good before, expeclally the
onlons."

...-._.__u.,_—-
Applied Hydmalies,

Mixie—A friend of mine foll asleep in
1li® bathtyb with the water ronning.

Trixie—Did the tud overflow.

Mixie—Nope, lucklly he aleops with

his mouth open.
—_——
-} Hor Strle

Mre. Jems—] am economical mnd
Asver uko nutmeg in my favoring,
h:n.m—mmpm-“




