It was a remarkably cool and pieas~
ant reom, a gentle breeze flutiered the
white . spuslin curtains audg the roses

on their tall bgshes nodded acrose the

smiled’ dack at them and drew a jong
Wreath -of the delicately pertumed cir,

He was a young aman who liked
roses and green fields and the charm
of the countryside. And ne liked tha
restiul guist of the H.le nituns room.

He arbse qmckly 23 a Iady entered
the -room.

“Good morning, madam.”

“Good morning.”

She wag a slender lady of perhaps
sixty, & gray haired lady of an old
fashioned type, & lady of much dignity
of movement, and yet with a quick
manner that at times suggested the
sprightiiness of a bird.

She pressed her gold-rimmed glasses
& little closer to her nose and care-
fully surveyed the young man.

“1 trust you are quite well,
madam ?”’

“Quite well.”

She drew her thin lips together

{sn’t anxy use of your staying a min-
ute longer.”

The caller smiled.

“I'm not a book agent,” he told hep,

“Is it apple corers?’

“I'm not & peddler.”
. “I bought an apple corer of a young
man who was something of your build
mos: three Years ago. It broke om
the second greening. He was a mite
stouter, perhaps,” She paused and
again regarded him attenuvely. "It
You gre neither a book agent nor an
apple corer,” she said, “you may take
a chair.” .

“Pardon me, madam,” he said, ‘"my
name fs Rfchard Barclay, and my
home is in New York. 1 am in the
law ofice of Renfrew & Darnley and
will be admitted to partnership in the
firm the first of January.”

“There is nothing very atartling
about that,” said the lady, “Perhaps
iIn time you will get aroun. to the
‘business that brought you here.’

“Yes, madam. You have a niece.”

“Oh, it's my niece you want to
seo?”

“No, madam, my busines iz with
you.”

“You- are -the strangest-youhg man
- for bLesting around the bush ] ever

met. Why don't you say what you

‘waht, and be done with it.”

“Madam, I want your permisaion to

JAITY Yyour- niece.”

“I knew,” she presently said, “that I

, “was taking: great chances when Ciare
made that visit to New York with
Louise Humphrey.”

“] haven't much to offer her,”” he
said; “at least, at present. I'm young
and I'm making my way, and my
chances seem good. 1 can give Clare
& modest home in a nice neighbor
hood,-a home-in which there will al-
ways be room for you, deer madam.”

The lady slighly sniffed.

‘“‘Fou are getting ahead a little too
4ast young man. I've no thought of
moving just at present. Does Clare
know about this—this delightful ar-
rangement?’

“Yes, madam."

“It's all settled, then?”

“No, madam. It all depends on
. you.”

Again the Iady slightly suiffed.

“My plece was in New York just a
motith. During that.-month " yéu con-
trived to pérsusade yoursélf that she
was the only girl in al! the world you
could care for. Did you,-or did you
not?”’
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“Seems nonsensical, doesn!t'it?"

“No, -madam.” :

~“She shook her hedd at him raprov-
fngly.

“You look like a fairly sensible
young man. Does ‘my niece recipros
cate this—the fanciful attachment?”

“"Yes, madam.”

“And she sent you to me?”

“Yes, madam.”

“But why come to me if you are

both agreed?”
“Clare owes you too much, mad=am,
S 2 8 . .. ... Do do anything contrary -te. your. aps
proval.”
“Holty-toity! And suppose I re-
fuse?”

“We can wait, madam.”

“That’s just what you should do.
How s.:lv this seems. You have met
my nlece twenty times, we'll say, and
no doubt think her the one perfect
flower of all girlhood. Lo I use tne
right expression?” '

“Yes, madam.”

“She drew the gray shawl a little
closer.

“Do you appreciate what you nre
waking of me?”. she suddenly flamed
out. “What do*we 'know-about you?”

“Very Httle, sisdiém. I can only tell
you that I am clean dnd honest, and
have a good profession.”

“That s what you say.” -Then her
eyés suddenly twinkied belilnd her

_ glaszes, “I'll admit that Pm a little
prejudiced In  your favor—altnough
you certxinly are not as good looking
“am Clare would have me believe, And.
1 like your letters.”

“pid Clare show them to you?”

“How else could I have seen them?
They were not nearly as sluahy as.

. might bave been. expected.

T . “Thank you.”

B “Phat one that told i.bout the Italian

‘ :hmluw,butnmwh

On very!

- She Tk o@“kﬁr ;?m“md M
wiped them with muth care. He

Zooked at her curiously. +Fwhich s t"h'hud ‘

window sills at the caller. Tne callee }

“U it's books,” she sald, “there:

-wkose womanly heart can't be Bpofled

"I have nothing to fear.” She turned

TOM08 | gald.
“Of what?™

The Iady Imughed softly.
“T waisp't particularly startled by
your appesrimnce.”

& book agent?”
IINO
“Aunt Lucy,” xaid the young m a,

mu’n
taking @ good deal for granted, Rich-

frank and stemightforward. 3 promise

perfectly in@ependent on our sile,
you understand,. We may bhe pou.—
or at least vexy far from rich, but we
are proud. We came by it natuerally.
That's my {ather’s picture up thece,

lord.”
The young man looked up quickly.
“What did you call his name?”
“Jethro Ho¥t."

+ The young man’s eyes sparkled.

; “Jethro Holg, of Petunia, Me. burn

| there in 1815 ; died in 1863."
“Why, yes. He wag my father.”
The young man drew & _arrow bool

from bhis pocket and rapldly leafea it

over.
*Jethro Holt left three chlldren, &

boy and (wo girls, Arthur, Lucy and

“Yes. | uxn Lucy Mellen' Holt—-
commonly cakled Aunt Lucy Mellon.
At least thai"s whai Clare has caiied
me ever since she could talk. Emily
was Clare's'mother. She died when
Clare was a babdy, and Clare's father
died the year after.”

The young man stared hard at her,

“Can ‘you pxove this relationship?”

“Why, yes, of course. [ ‘have tae
old family Bilxle and many letters anq
my father's picture and the deea ot
the old Home,”*

‘He drew a quick breath.

“This is wonderful,” he aaid. “Tell
me about yourxr brother.,”

“He was ofder than I—nine yeam
older. e wms a wayward boy angd
greatly worried my, father. When he
was eighteen he ran away from h ne
and shipped on & whaler, The sauip
was lost in the Pac.fic afid all .he
crew were reported drowned.”

“Your brotixer escaped,” sald the
young mian. “He was picked up by
a Russian senJer and Ianded at & S
berlan -port. - He-found his wa) to
Austraiizand rolighed 't as a 8. ep.
berder. There, through some iuad
fancy, he changed his name. He was
no longer Arttaur Holt, he 'was Heary
Harlan. He -became a trader and
prospered greatly, Finally be made his
resiuence iIn New York., He lived
there twenty years. He died there!
seven months ago.”

The lady, & strange look in her
eyes, stirred suddenly.

“And that nan was my brothert”

“Yes.”

She s ghed. “My poor brother.”

The young man leaned forward,

“Oh,” he said, “we have sesrched
for you §n so maany places! The head
of our firm was your drother’s attor-
ney and one of the executors of the
egtate. The matter of finding ‘the
heirs “was pisped in my Hands. 1
have traveled many rniles on falwe
ciews; I have advertised in msany
sections—and mow, to stumble on you.
like this!"”

“fhen we mre heirs to his prop
erty?” said the lndy.

__“He died withoyt s wijl, You and
‘Clare ‘are ¥ only {iving ki, ~

“Poes that méan we tro rich?"

“Very, -very-xich.” . .

They -were dboth silent for s“meo-
ment or two. Then the lady sighed.

“That comes a little date for me,”
she softly maid, “but it will be bemu-
tital] for Clare.”

A troubled look crossed the young
man's face,

“Clure,” "he murmured. “This
changes everything.” )
“What do you mean?” .
“Don’t you see? Clare 18 now 'a
great. haiross, - A new -Word - tpegitt
before her. She can choose where
she will.”

“True,” said the lady.

“It puts me in a painful, a false
pcdition. Why, even you might be-
lieve that | knew her relationship to
Henry Harlan before I asked her to
be my ‘wife.”

“True,” sald the lady again.

“Such a suspicion is shameful” he
went on. “The one manly thing for
‘me ‘to do is to release Clare from
her promise.”

The lady JArose lnd went to the
window. It was plain "that she was
agitated by his startling news,

Presently she beckoned to him.

“Here,” she said. “Do you see that
young woman coming up the road-
way? That {s the great heiress.. And
she’s something much better than.
that. She’s a sweet and lovable girl

by any amount of money. I know her
better than any other Hving pormo, |
Richard Barclay, and I tell you yon

and looked at him,and laid a slender
hand on his shoulder. “Besides-—"
'shé& began.

- “Yes, dear Lady” . . 0
She softly langhed,

“I begin to have a xusmm:' he unlees it hegan in

“That you Xnew o aif the tima™ { dextcgenerstion.
*Ang you didn't really take me’ ior Poapier nen-and atemoftaphiecy.

*you certainly are a, very clevar [elerk:away down East. . Belogiof a

“Aunt Lucy! Hoity-tolty- You are|fAed by actudl shupt “ihat: of M,
ard Barclay. But there; lets be|Write #n advertisement ‘or a church
you nothing, You will stay and take |0ouths before using it Now, thixdency

olerk always uses the best pencily, } wer
gﬁf‘gﬁ gervtvl:enu: ';omma Py ﬁ cherishing a one. with something |

;Jethro Holt. He was as proud &s a|

penclls ™ wite “fooker n\m mm M
whs Soitlaed’ by Qxiﬁsp& o .Uk

s "lexd pencil should n&mh wﬂ. e
It - hardens, the jead- and yuias the X
foencil.  Thisfactin ¥now' to- %bnw:; g

aekrly ererymi elne-doen web dpéh*
el before using it. e fact wa
Jeiinitely settled by » nmum

mathematical turm of mux he ascer [:1
persons who came inlp hix office to
notice, 49 wet. & pepecil in - their

at a pride a. soltler Igeln In his gon bw

in&s to have hig pencils  spolied.
gSuyr politeneas :md bdusiness consjder
itions require him to'lend his pencll |
scores of times a day. And often, | pre
‘after it had beeén wet til it was hard Joxe
and brittle snd refused to mark, his|
teslings would overpowar him. oo
Finally ‘he got some chéeap “percils tars
and sharpénéd them and kept them: ‘»aen hi
to 1¢nd. The first ‘person-who fook o
up the stock péncit im* & drayman,{ $°0% 2
whose breath amelt “of onions and ™
whisky. He held the point in: his} ™.
mouth and soaked it ssveral: minutes, {
whlle he was torturing ‘himmelf mi
the effort to write an-sdverti§ement
for a missing bulldog. Then & sweet.
looking young ady curve into the
office , With' kid xloves that buttoned {doop
Hhalf the length of her ‘arm. She
plcked up the rame ol peneil and-
pressed it to her dainty lips presi
paratory to writibg an advertisament
for a lost bracelet. The ¢lérk would
have stayed her hand, even at the|
cisk of a box of the best pencils, but ily
he was too Iate. And thus thaty
pencil passed from mouth to mouyth whteh'h
for a week, It was sucked by people ig &0 =
af all ranks and statfons, and ail de .
grees of cleanliness and uncleéanll | ..
aess. But ‘twere well to forbamn i
Surely no one who remds this will t
sver agsin wet a’ 1eud puncll. --Gm.
phite. . 2
. Origln ot the labmlq Dbnn. .‘-’ : A
Some persons, including a few eéncy-: :” q
clopaedists, are inclined to tq;nk ‘thint
the baker's domn origlnsted "when
heavy fines were considerad necesssry
to counterbalance light- weights, and
the bakers, in oider {o fnsure fuu
welght, took the procuu!,lon to add'an’|
additional unit. Bome htm cnmm it:
the-devil's dozen; because thirtsen’ v,
ithe mumber of witches who used' to)
{'vide their broomiticks to the “Bl
Muss™ of Satan. ‘The baker's ' groit.
ook 'In - Astor  Library hu.,lnotlm
story-of ita origin:
Jan Platerson, of Anuberdam. 'wn u :
good church man, but neverthelesa| .
‘he was afrald of being bewitched. - On |
‘the isat night of 1654 he sat in hin|,
bakeshop trying to keep out the evil}: .
spirita by priming himself with & giass " 2%
of good spirits. Balés had been briak.
There were no customérs in the shop
for the moment, and he uat -back;
meditating on the guins he *would
take on the morrow, “whén ‘the fresh |
'‘New Year's cakes were put on asle.],
He,was stirtled by a-sidtien fup. An.

inritad: 1o mm , t"'bonl

r his gword, and _it hurts his fee}: | One ﬂ‘“ﬂiéat ( tn@nm ‘

ugly “woman' pustiéd ‘the door-open, |
“Give ‘the ‘s dozen “"Néw ’Ym‘n - R
cookies,” #he cfied-ina shrill Yolce, . { ...~
“The whrillnees 0f her volce :did votly, i .
piean-aiything to -His slow Dutc
thind. It'enly anmoyed him.. .
"Well, than, you-needn't>spsak. 89
loud,”»»ald Jan. 'T'm not deat’’ .
“A doszen!” she scmmod. “Glve ma b
&M&@‘ ! ..w_ Ll yes: ;
“Well, then, tveive i

"One more! * Twant:
- RyEll, you wilt dot ‘get it
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The hag’ Ieft ‘the'ihiop, Iiuf’h‘bh &m
hight Jan ‘had trouols. - The: akiop
‘sterned to be ‘bewitched, “His caked
were stolen. ' Efther- Mis bread was so
light that it soated up the chlmneyi_. . NPT
or so heavy that the supports of the: ;’E‘mm t:nd. et
oven guve way beneath the burden. | Seing M‘d with & fow il
His wife became deaf; his children: ﬁtmﬂbﬂi they Becanié the
went: wild. His trade took wings andii, o pgiiah bridge; anc
settled in the shops of his r’lv’ti& ; “Jol :
L Three times the oM. WOk Y
and each time was directed to the
devil’s sactum. Atlast, I despair, the
baker called upon St. Nicholas- ta
assist him. The venerable pairon ot
Dutch feasts dellvered a lecfurc onj
charity, telling the trenibifng man to
be more generous in the tuture. Then
he viihished and in fﬂl’]ﬂw l‘tﬁp&
hag, who repeated heér denisnd.
ons “more cake. JAn wotedEd; fwiieres
WUpon she exclaimed, “The=ipull
"Hroken; from this ‘time ohie’:dozen
thirteen.” Takingr from 'the- counie

bonks “Wore 'publ
faith the pract
s nét’ ?et

a gingerbread efigy of ‘8t. Nicholus,{ " p“,m,.pm
she made the subdued Dutchman lky| Somme photographie e

Iman emotions, obikined n

. . Magnin and M, Edwk

called & baker’s dozen.- -

Theé strengih of & gnnddtolie dp-[ véry susceptible: hyp
pears from recent tests to yiry wide<|who has been mnuéuee&w
ly with the degree of its weth ‘

ing tensfle strengths .of from Ullyneer, fear, esdness,
to 186 pounds per square {nch, :bufls cetera—have tisen Xe
after somking over night breakinghod photographe of the:
under stresses of 80 to 116 "oui the various forms of v
per square inch. : ‘
Hard facts do not axwup‘ ke
fmpréasion on a sott—hemm
- Corrupt souls feed on

“It really looks as if we onght u
mummmmum aave umm s the mm, T

Since that time thirteen huas m heimer, 31'6 ot mgrkg *fnt i

or dryness, stones that are dry show:lifre range of buman passfa




