ing the way of impatlent nhoppers
whils he searched his avallable pock-
ota,

“l have, and Aunt Olivia has got to
have that silk this afternoon. Its ber
only chanoe to be fitted by Mme, Cyr,
or words to that effecl. 'What was that
stufl? T wasn't dope; I was.some-

you bave on?”

oale: with undis-
guized intereat

“You ses,” Harry tried to axplain,
with more blushes and increased em-
barrassment, "I was to get ons like it
for my sunt”

It hardly soemed possible nn that
spple blossom face could assume such
a haughty expression or that thoss ax-
quisite blue eyes could have that frozen
stars

“Really!™ waa all the beautiful lips
could utter, 48 the young lady turned
with intensified interest to tha Inspec-
tom of hoslery. The fluffy blonde was
laughing frankly. He rushed to the
silk counter,

“Can you ses that lady thres count-
ers down—the pretty one? Quick.
please, before she goes awny!"

The tall, severe, middle-aged girl
who was sclling silks glanced in the
direction he indicated,

“My eyesight is fairly good. Yes, 1
can seq her,” she answered stonily.

“Good! 1 want four yards of silk
just 1ike that gown she is wearing.”

“We are oul of that shade this morn-
lu'

“Oh!™ he gnaped. “Are you sure!
You ses, It's for my aunt, She's mak-
fug over something, and 1 have to get
'Lll

“You don't have to got it here”

Here! Harry saw a my of hope:

“Ia there somewhore else? It's a vory
important commisston.”

His distress was evident. Tha mid-
dle-aged girl relaxed a little from her
severity,

“They might have it at Ballard &
Barr's."

“QOh, thank you. Thank you a hun-
dred times.” He turged back to whip

out & notebook. "“What color shall 1
nsk for?” .
“Taupe.”

“That's it. [ remember now.™ Harry
slapped his thigh In recoguition. He
printed in large capitals that covered
& page of his notebook; T-O-P-E and
vanished.

“Silk or satin!" naked the tired.
looking salesgirl! who was measuring
endless, lengths in Ballard & Barr's.

“Which is the more upenmo

*Oh, satin."

“Then 111 take that”

rushed Lo the nearest lunch room and
dropped into & vacant chalr, Glance
fng at the demure face oppooite, he
recognized & palr of blue eyos. His
vis-a~vis was the wearer of the iden~
tioal taupe gown. Her gown was -
leved by & fow tonehes of rose coloy
and her dark halr was orowned with a
rose-colored crsation that sccentuat-

of the lovely ocolor In ber girllah
cheoks,
“ON!" he gasped. "I Leg your par-

don—that 18 to say—1 hope I don't In~
truda”

“Certainly not," she Answered ne-
renely. “This is & public tabld"

“Ob, yes, but I thought—I was
afrald you might be offended by my
abruptuess in Congreve & Cutler's.
You oee I was shopping for Aunt
Olivia. She sm't really exacting, you
know, only when sho has got to bave
n thing, she has got to have it."

“I understand.”

“Anid 1 had lost my sample, and that
gown you're wearing wis my salya-
tion."

“'m afrald 1 didn't seem obliging,

sunt-."

“Just like me,” Harry interposed,
“I'm staylng thers with Aunt Olivia"

“And when I cowe {n to Chlcago for
a lttle shopping Aust Penelope nl
woys warns Tie not to talk with
strangors,” g

“That's Just rlul of her—1 mean In

getoral. But s your sunt Miss Penc- taria,

lope Winter?

“ghe cortainly "

“Then sbe wouldn't conalder me »
stranger, 1 used, the minlatos'a boys
and I, to stoal melond out of hos gar-
den. I mn Harry Belden, and I am
amployed by the Amaranth Insurance
Company. You Laven't any advantage
of ma, though. You are Miss Jessle
Galbraith. I saw your pamse in the
Maridon Froo Pross, Iere's the walt-
o, _Only tea and eakes for you?! I'm
famishod with all (hls shopplag. I'm
golng 1o have beefstealk with mush.
rooms  Mayn't I order for twot™

Bhe hesitated,

“ “f know Misas Penslope couldn't ob-
Joct, T'm such an old friend.”
Miss Jessie laughed brightly. “Per-

ta Wylle's brideamalda.”

“Thal's great. I'm to Do head usher,
Rather nloe we should meet belore the
relisarsal, just In so Informal way.”

“It was rather Informal,” Miss Gal
braith sdmitted. Her eyes rostod on
n lttle tear In the wrapping paper.
“But that eflk fen't taupe; It's wils-

" -

"Wistarin? What's that?

“It's #he color of that goods you've
bought, lu:ru!clmmanlml-

take,"
“Mistako?! Not T That fugged-out-
looking glr! gavo wme the wrong par-

cel. Creat Caasar!”

“I'm suro they will exchangs it for
rou"

Ho aprang up. "Theyll have to. It'a
for Aunt Olivia. I'm sorry to leave you
lko this, bt you've saved me agatn.
And we'll be sure to moest Friday st
ths rebearsal”

Dy » torrent of alogquence Harry
convinesd an apathetic saleagirl and a
skeptical floor-walker of the mistake
and earrled his purchase home {n tri-
umph. b

it's tope,” Harry lnsisted.
you 4id remember =20 muehs
Oh, yuir needn’t explaln, 1 knew you

Fatlgued with bis efforts Harry but 'm staying {o Meriden with Wy  *7 should think so I'm one of Aul- losf the sample. Perliaps Madame Cyv

ean make o comblnstion,”™
sha can”
cheerfully,

“Much you know asboul It} but R
dossn't matter so mudh, I've just had
word that Aniia bas spradned hor ankle
and the wedding Ia Indefnitely post-
ponad.

“Poptponed? And won'{ thers bo &
reloaraal Priday night?™

“Cortalaly not,  Antts Is Inld up”

“Fxcune me, Aunt Olivia, T have an
important letter to wille"

Misa Olivia looked after him na he
rushed to hls den. "With all his
faults, that oy In devotod to busiuness.”

Harry. was writing: "I want to make
amuads 10 Mins Penolopo for my boys
sy follles. Wouldn't she enjoy going
to soms ol the Symphony convoris?
To think 1 should gromble over doing
n litfle shopping for dear Aunt Olivial
With the robenisal off, If it hadn't
beon for that tope stufl wo might nove
er have me!, Now | bave a presentls
ment we ahiall be meeiing right along.”

Aud Harry was not deesived, Thay
wore,

JGER AMES was young and
husky and out out for a regu-
lar farmer, but he wore spec-

tacles and mammerisms and sat tn

dhalr of mathematics at the ur sity,
except when he chummed sround with
Flem Green and scted according fo

your system,” langhed Flem. “What's
ihe use? You're human emough whoa
you forgel your cards. Golng to get
left sometima, old boy. All signs fail,

right,” sald Flem Green in the tone of
s man who dossn't. “When you get
left, let ma know. Some girl might
put one ever on you. Why dom't you
gt scquainted wilh soms good old-
fashioned buman naturs first hand,
somo timé? Come over to the houae
and mest my sister.”

Roger grinned and hailed & wost-
bound henna car. “Not taking this
ones tonight?™ he called.

Settllng himsell io the back seat, be
prepared to file his fellow passengers,
before he reached EFmmons street
whera the newshoys got on and he
oould begin his evening paper, the pa-
per which, according to R. Ames’ diag-
nosis, labelled him the suecessful, me-
thodical man who had no tme for
frivolities, but wheo, (this from the
partions he chose and the regular or-
der) would setile down eventually
with a correctly noted girl In a slzable
square fraume house with an even row
of peonies and a prim row of lark-
spur along the walks and planty of
well-pruned frult tress I the back
yard,

Suddenly Ames' general eataloguing
became specifie, because sil at omce
the well-trained eyes, without any

¥ warning, glimpsed an amazing girl in

the second seat front on he other side
of the car. £he was the kind of girl

who would be sure to smile vhm you
wers forty minutes late for dinner aml
then produce a corking dinner inte
tha Dbargain. Her nose proved It
Straight, thin, then tip-tilted and just
the right shade—naturally ploky-
white. Unusual, that nose! R. Amea
bad never seen one like it

He got out his mental note-book and
went (o appralsing the brunetie love-
liness under the trim navy sallor.
Dressed right, too, by Joye! Nice

where the newsboy got on. But Rogar
Ames pesded no pewspaper lest for
tha girl across the aisle. 8he was sure
as car-farea. He almost forgot to get
his copy of the Messenger and quite
forgot to notice the sheet in the girl's
hands, untll in lurid, fAve-lnch head-
lines it fairly flung itseif upon hin be-
wilderod sight. There scemed to be all
colors of the rainbow, all the sensa-
tlona of the universe spattered about
the crigkling page the ammalng girl

siraight heels on her shoss, neats was bending over, Roger had bought

bands, good-looking but not too good-
looking blopse, well pressed skirt, but
slightly worn. Economical! Nice,
sensible bag, too, sitting part way out
in the alsle. Ah! Now she was looking
round so she could ses the lights in
the park longer. That was it. She
liked outdoar things. Roger tried to
meke the brown eyes ook at him.
They did. Then they didn’t, and regia-
tered another point in their favor.
He'd got to meot that girl Somehow.
There wasn't any other way about L

Oh, here they wero at Eminons street

that paper once in the darkest cornor
and thrown it into the stove before
he'd looked at it It had burned his
fingers. Now she was devouring it in
great chuckling gobe.

“It's a sure test, too, the newspa-
per. But so ls the nose!"” grumbled
R. Ames without enthuslasm. "I dont
helieve it. She's the first girl I ever

saw that—" In the excltement and

threatened disilluslonment of the mo-
ment suddenly Roger Ames strode for-
ward, He never ndexed exiactly what
he inteuded to do, reckiessly leave the

viclnity of his falling angel and walk
to the lonely rooms or ask hér to mar-
ty him at the pext stop. What ha did
do was to trip glibly over the angel's
senafble bag that lad been projecting
{oto the alsle, reel unbecomingly nn
one fool, cluteh madly at the alr and
grasp something fairly supporting.
Then amid a carful of snltkering com-
muters, R. A. landed on the lurid
headiines in the girl's Iap. with a hand-
ful of navy sallor an his visible life-
BaYer,

"Shall wa got'off here™ Rogor ask-
ed politely as soon as he could get his
breath

And they got off at Park Corner.
After all, it was easler o face each
other unno than undor 100 rapid fire
eyaballs,

The girl spoke nm. “Just what s
the {dea?™ whe asked with pralse-
worthy ealm,

Roger Ames funibled Ia hig indexing
brain for a glimmer. A glimmer came,
but not from {(he fodex region.

“Never belleved In love at first

sight before, buv I do now. Par-
don mo for being blunt. Koow I've
never met you I'll wait any length of
time, or more,. or longer, ‘It you'll
promize mo you'll sort of try (o see
‘m not such a bad chap and warry me
and we'll have a square house and
rows of larkspur and peonifes and--
frult trees—Miss or—ar—"

The gir! deliberatelr smoothed the
crumpléd paper and folded il Into her
senaible bag. Then she gazed squarely
Into the man's lover-oyoes,

“Is all this quite according to Hoyle
and the {ndex system, profeasor?™ she
anked.

“"Professor'? You know tua by sight
theén? You've henrd of my filing hobby?
But 1 beg of  you, don't lay it up
mgainst me. It's fmpossible. T love
you. Might I not take you home, Miss
=0T =T,

“Suraly, professor., Live ncroga the
park, you know. This s where | al-
ways get off. Bellevs you do, too, for
that matter, though not slways in the
fashion you choss tonlght. Bat we're

both on the same car alwasr, I'm Flem
Grean's alstor, do I supposs I'm Miss
er—ar Groon. I'm in your Math A,
Divisions 1 Class. Bit [n the front row,
third peat and 1've gatéd at you every
(ay for three yoars, becauss you fAunk
me oul regularly, and { take the stuff
over beeause you-—amiise me, and 1
plan to funk, you see.  Don't faint

“Flem told me about your allly newss
paper hobby and mbout the noses and
things. 5o tonight | gol desperate and
bought a glarey paper and made up my
vose with a knob on Lhe end. Il can
ba done, and decelve, I ono doean't
look too cloae. Wondered If yould no-
tiea me at last. I've irind everything
elss, Did you?

in the suburbs (s & certaln nooky
bungalow, nothing square about It, and
tanglea of roses and bridal wreath, not
anl even row among them, and ehickens
in the back yard, not a single (ruit ree,

That's where Professor Roger Amas
and his wife live—and the youngstors
—Flem Graen says IU's the humanest,
{oitieat place to come he knows.of,

By Parke Whitney

w mght:" “It's certainly
* they say, "but one thing
puszles me. You say this Btafford is
» millionaire™

*Yes, slr, Ted Stafford mades his pile
all right,” and Cy smiles to himselfas
! enjoring some necret joke,

“Well, why under the sun doesa't he
buy = real automobile? Thess Fords
of his are camouflaged with wire
wheels and made-to-order bodies so
they almost deceive you, but still they
are only Fords when all’s sald and
done.”

A-ha! Cy knew that was coming. He
Hicks his chops and begins. Por of all
the stories that Woodfield Ikes to tall
about her eftizons that la the favorite.

It was eight years ago in the month

ef June Tod Stafford and his mother
lived together on thelr lttle farm do-
Ing a very prosperots egg business,
the nucleus of the Stafford pouitry
farm. When Ted graduated from Har-
vard two years previous he was en-
tirely satisfled to mettle down na n
furmer. Already tha farm was show-
ing signs of progress under his man-
agement,

This June afternoon, howsver, Ted

was nol farming Just auter dinner he
ook & bath and donmed his “city”
¢lothes, When he walked into the
kitehen, straw hat in hand, his mother
appralsed him with an expression of
proud admiration.

“Dear me, Ted,” she joked,
wonder Ruth likes Woodfield.
tainly admire her taste.”

"Aw, cut It out, ma-
vou like this tie?”

Of course she dld. And It ma did,
then Ruth surely would,

Ruth Burnett Iived In the house
next to tha Staffords until she was 16.
The two famllles had been close
friends even after the Burnetts moved
to the city, where Ruth was now a
school teacher. What (s more, Mra.
Stafford invited Ruth to Woodfield to
spend part of her vacation every Sum-
mer, and rumor had it that in the near
future she was coming to Woodfleld

"it's no
1 cor-

Bay, ma, do

for good. AL any rate Ted was doing
&1l he could to make lha.rmor true.
Just now he was seiting.oul for tha
siation to meet the 3:45, which was
bringlng Ruth from the clty. As the
old horse jogzed along the shady rond,
Ted's mind was filled with the pleas-
ure of anticipation, For he knew that
the two weeks of Ruth's vieit wouid
be a delightful break In the dull mo-
notony of country life. He knew that
it meant canon trips with lunch under
the troes; flahing Mips where thoy
never caught any flah; rides along the
country roads; and this June |t means
all thees things and & log more—this
June, Ted decided, he would ask Ru'™h
to come to Woodfield to stay.

I don't know how he koew, bul be
was protty sure what tho pretty little
achool teacher's answor would be, and
that probably explained bis frequent
bursts of song.  “Yip-l-addy-l-ay!” The
hirds and the bulifrogs stopped to lis-

ten. Such a disturbance in this quiet
lane was unheard of

It was aabout quarter-past Lhroe
when Ted salighted from the depot
wagon. He buatted into the s*~tion
anid shouted o gréeting to Ira Jones,
who performed the dutlea of ticket
agent, bageage mastor and tolegraph
operator, and whose afficlal titls was
“station agent” Iran was the news
center of Woodfield since he pleked up
the doings of the surrounding towns
from the agents nlong tha Hpe Out-
wide of this, the tse of the telegraph In
Wondfield was nogligible,

“What's new, 1y queried Ted,

"Well, they got a new barber dowi
in Johnsonville, and there's a bur-
lesque show comin' Inter BEastway
Thursday night. Reckon Woodfield'n
mala population will bo kinda deplet-
od Thursday p.m. Think you'll go
down?"

“No, I guoss not, Tra."

Hare thefr dialogue was interrupted
by the clicking of tha telegraph re-
ceiver., Ted sauntered over to the gum
machine and wurveyed hlmsell as best
ba could in the little oircle of mirror,
He bestowed a second or two on his
tie and began to caress Nis muetache.
At least Tod claimed it was A muns-
tache; but were he not a six-footer
some of kis scqualntances might have
differed. However, It was still very
soung and, like all young things, was
rathor weak, with {ts beut days befora
it

"“Ted!" Sometbing In Ira's voleo
startled him, and he rushed to the
ticket window, Conslernation was
written on every line of Ira’s face.

“"S-say, Ted, w-wan there some friend
of youra on the 3; !5"‘"

“What's the matter? -

“It's gone over the banking at Fair-
fleld Junetion. Bome mix-up In sig-
nals—had a callision.™

Ted felt the bot blood surge through
his arterfes. "My God! Iry, do they--
was anybody hfrt?"

Ira spenf the next few minutes
frantically clicking his Instroment,
while Ted walted tennely, as pale as n
status and as rigi

"What
sy

“He says Lhey dan't know for sure
but they expect considerable [njuries
an' mavbe some deaths” Irn was
truthful but not tactful.

Ted commenced to pace the fioor In
& frenszy of anxlely, It he could only
do sompelbing—-if L= could only act]
But (hls suspense, |

Meunwhile the little Instrument was
still clickng. This time Ira was l;klnl
i mosmage In pencil. With the cossa-
tion of the clicking he called out, “A
wire from Boston for Theddors Staf-
ford,”

Ted devoured the messige and when
he finlshed he was weak with joy. To
this day be rates that telegram among
kin most valuable possossions,

Mr. Theodore Stalford, Woondfield,

Magns.

T mizssed the 3:45, Will arrive
tomorrow morning,  Tax!l hbroke
down and couldn’t got another. It
was a Ford, Dlame Fords any-
way. | RUTH.
“An' 1 gwan," declares Cy, *Ted

Aln't never —-got over his Hkin' for:
Forda—an' I you saw hin wifo I dune
no's y'd blame him eliber.”

they say, Irn—what they

YLVIA'S little foot tapped Che
sistion floor nervously. She
was uware of the disquieting

fact that there was & hole in the sale

calumity st any time, but doubly so to-
day. Why. Breck might even carry
" oul his mad scheuie, 8o often proposed.

At this point In her reflections Miss
Sylvin slghed and fushed, It was such
a pity that Daddy Allen could and
would nol usdersiand what A dear
Breck was

Just them Breck himsel! daahed inn,
tossed hiz overcoat on the seat besids
Sylvis and jolned the walting llng be-
fore the tickel window. He stopped &
fscond to impart some tnformation to
her,

“Everrthing is top hole, ange! child.
We'te going to remember today, and
‘%o mistake.” be chuckied,

Thiis portended action, and Syivia
| waa rusfully sware that a etrenvous
| Mfterhoon yas ot Jikely to tmprove

Bols, save in ales, to (he grest

ot

detriment of a perfectly good palr of
silk stockings.

As shoe cast about desperately (or
some speedy remedy nhe glimpsed a
plece of paper lying on the fioor near
Breck's  coal Further Inspection
proved it to be stiff and heavy, noeding
only judicious folding to make It fit in
the slipper. At any rate, it would do
temporarily.

Stooplng Sylvia picked up the paper
and fiad to & sacluded cormer, whare
phe rapidly alipped her pump off and
inserted the new sale. To be sure, it
did feel o Bit knobby, but she was uo
longer guite ¥o “out at sole.”

On thie traln the masterful Breck re-
vealed hia startling plan,

“Now that ! have the contract which
really establishen , the business, T
want vou. too, There's a license in my
pocket which has been there quits long
enough. When we get to Harville wa'll
vialt & certain nice old Justice of the
Peace.

“But,” protested Sylvia, faintly, aft-
or a perjiod of stunned yul ecttstic al-
lence, "what will Daddy Allen say ™"

“Hang your father!' retoried Breci,

inelegantly, “he’ll thaw out by snd by
wheén I'm rich and famows.”

Bo in the course of an hour Sylvia
allowed herself to be passively guidod
up a fight of dingy stalrs and into an
equally dingy office. A kindly fuced,
stout old gentleman came forward 10
greet them, seeming- to understand
their errand wilhout explanation. The
phenomenon of -an eloping couple no
limger caused him a theill

“Hall a second and I'll have & wit-
ness 1n." He summoned an offica hoy
from some other region, delibsrately
adjusted his spectaclea and then re-
marked, “Now for the llcense. We'll he
sure that ia 0. K. first.”

Without the aslightest hesitalion
Breck confidentiy reached bLis hand
his pocket and drew It forth—empty!

There ensusd a profound silancs
broken by an irrepressible chuckle
from the office boy. Poor B’Iﬁt

whose courage lad been rapidly eb-
bing, wished hersell & thousand miles
AWAY,.

Further frenzied search falled to
firoduce the missing document, and tha
young peopis were finally forced to re-
treat, proffering apologles amd crimson
with embarraasment. The attorney
bowed them out with a slight !mcu of
weariness.

Later in the afternoon Sylvia and
Breek parted. He was tremendonsly
disappointed and chagrined, but Syivia
feit a thrill of wicked refief, for her
idea of a wedding was vastly different,
Bosldes, who ever heard of a girl being
married with a bale in ber shoe? She
Biggled at the thoughts,

At dinner Syivia stid iste her plape,
dreading the keen serutiny and ques-
tioning of her father. He, however,
was unusually amiable this evening
snd when she ventured to mention the

dact that she had been with Breck that
afterncon did not protest acidly.

“8o0 you think that you would be
kappler with that young whipperanap-
per, Brock Maorrill, than yoh are with
rour old father?” he queried dryly.

“I never put it that sway,' retorted
Syivia spiritedly, *“You know that |
think the world of you, Daddy, but |
am golng to marry Breck fust the
same:”

“Well,” her Inther went on, a twinkle
fn his o¥e, "I ses that he has fust se-
cured A contract. T've bhoen trying to
got myself. He's a clover fellow, so 1
guers you can have him if you find him
necessary to your happinasa. [ pre-
suma you will want the usual frip-
peries, a0 here's a check as a slarter”

When the full (mport of this
astounding announcement on the part
of her parent broke upon the aiightly
daged Bylvia she mads swift and rap-

turous acknawledgment, then fled up-

miairs. In the geclusion of her room
she pirouetted and kicked one small
alipper bigh Ia the alr,

it was the one with the hole in It
and the temporary sole fell out Syl
via smiled réminiscently and plcked it
up. Some writing on the fold attract-
ed her attention and wshe opened the
solled paper.

S0 Intennsaly Intorssting did she fnd
it that sbe gat crots-legged on the floor
and read It through with wrinkled
brows, then laughed untll the tears
came. Growing somewhat calmer, she
jumped up, and &till clutching the
cause of hor merriment dashed down-
stalrs skipping stalrs recklessly, one
shoa off.

Mr. Allen. enjoring his clgar and
newspaper in the library, wondered
mildly what Sylvis found so amusing
ia her telephone conversation. Had be

listendd iatently he wonld have heard
thoso roystifying sentences badly miz-
ed up with gurgles of laughter:

“Brock? Yes, just s soon sa yon
possibly can. Yes, fathier's home, He'll
bo dolighted to ses you. Honostly,
What? No, I'm not spoofing., You'll
never guess where [ found it. Hustis
over and I'll tell you everrihing."

Tha recelver clicked and Sylvia, stif
bolding & badly damaged marrings
leanse, sat down and laughed some
mars,

—l e

Fond Father (showing off his aff-
spring’s  intalliganca)—Now, Elala,
dear, what Is & cat?

[isle—Dunno,

Fond Fathor—Wall, what's that fune
ay little animal that somes creeping
up the stalrs when everyone's in bedl |

Elsle (promptly)——Papal




