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‘ rghimm trapsmission? Clairvoy-
W’! No, 1 can’t say | belleve
?gmch ‘n that sort of thing; you
ﬁbulnn’t expect it from a matter-of-
fact old city man like me would you.
4've had to look on the practical side
Of things ever since 1 was a boy.

Al the same, | did have a rather
ﬂﬁgus experience the other evening.
_§t was only a triflipg affair, and |

dsresay there is nothing in it really,

lm; I've tried to apply the ordinary

glel of experience to it—tried to
work it out by the rule of three, as

it were; but somehow there's always

j tion.

! ing hard of something that had bhap-

§ it?—-a sort of unconsclous cerebra-
Well ,sie must bave been think-

pened to her—that very day. I take
f1t. And | saw it all with hér eyes
First of all a dingy work room-—a lot
of girls sitting at a long table and
sewing mechanically dress materia!
of some sort—1'm no good at describ-
ing thbat sort of thing. but I skw it as
claarly as {f I'd been in the room.
The tioor a ltter, the table a litter,
patterns, stuff of every hue and yuai-
ity. cut ang uncut, yards of it, spread
out and tumbled together, dummy
figures, gome partially clad some only
framework apd wooden bust; sprays
of artiticia] flowers, lace, ribbon, cot-
ton. Cotton!' Why, the atmosphere
of the place seemed loaded with it
You know the close smell of a drap-
er's shop” | assure you | got exactly
that kind of impression

All the girls seemed to be chalter-
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8 hiteh that | can‘t quite level up.
Herg's the story for what

ures.

Joft #fde 1t was, up agalnst the metal

Balves.

There was only just room {or me,
20r my two fellow passengers on the
right were bulky individuals, so |
wedged up pretty tight agalnst
Qar. Iit's lucky that I'm not a
big man myself, or 1+ don't know what
‘weé would have done. As It was, In
mtl}p; down, my arm came rather
sharply Into contact with the sbould-
or of & girl wno was placed on my

- *  Jeft-——just the other side of the bar,

Jyou understand. She gave a little
oy uan atarted, just as If she had
" Been aroused from a nap, and didn’t
qQuite know where she was,

Ot course ! apologized and then
forgot all about the matter. 4 didn't
eoven look at the girl, didn't reallze If
She were smart or gbabby, falr or
4ATK; "It Is very rare for me to take
interest in folk 1 meet in omnibuses.

Bhe was quite young—nineteen or
twenty perBaps—neither pretty nor
¥gly and of nonuescript coloring. Her
hair was fluffed out on either side of
3er head, covering the top halves of

0. sgme cheap fur., It was quite un-
- pretentious, but somehow it suited
. Ir.  Her features were rather tiin,
" a8 she bad No complexion to speak
-9f; Ane could easily guess that she
. Wes gut In all sorts of weather, or

“aubjected to mnvholuome atmos-

AN

»,y ;
A
y"';* :

n.r‘& -
oS

%" hy bratn, ¢

ol 80

“'Oh, hio; I wasn’t the least bit fas-
sinated, or any rot of that sort. I'm
. 30t the kind of man who is always on
she lookout for ahapce acquaintances
- ~—that game is played out.as far as
it conoerned. But I had to think
) something angd the girl by my side

" was fmore interesting than any of the

wthey stodgy folk who had got into

" SH¥-“Bus—s job lot it ever there was

.- Thero was s woman sitting op-

Ppoiite me—a young weoinan, with a

i Qﬂb! on her kneep—whose expresston

* %ad 88 Inane and vacuous ag that of

."the baby itself, Hverybody was wet

Ang uncomfortable, ang we all hated
~ "@dich other with a cordial hatred.

- Well, the bus rumbled on, and
. Mehody seemsd inclined to move. We
wore all bound for Hammeramith, I

.- 3oanpd back in my seat as well as I

. #ould, to make-room for my stout

~«meighbor, who kept wedging me

'xt ‘gloger against the rail; the girl was
> Jeaning back t00, and my arm—I

oouldn’t help it, preased against hers,

And.my. hand upon -the.-rail, you

. m. she had both of hers clasped up.

R Ner lap. She wore po gloves, and

she had a chiedp ring on one of her

w7 tipgers—an engagement-ring I sup-

. Pose it was mesnt to be. Nabody
" ‘#poke, and by degrees I began to fee}

;o WleepY—forgot all about the ‘'bus,

WY about the little lady by my stide,

. I have rather a habit of do-
‘Iag that aftor a heavy day, and I give
Jou my word, it's most restful to

At the same time, ] suppose—as
clairvoyants wowld say——the
48 particnlarly receptive when
. ‘In that condition. Anyway, af-
8 Whle a curious mist began to
gm befare my eyes, a mist which
M De e & DIUF oL A 016 P Ay
‘*f 5 gradually workead itself to a fo-
S of Hgkt, in which X felt somehow,
1 could ses Pdctures if [ wished.
WAN & strange semsation, quite niew
-me. 1 wasn't asleep, you under
Wrd: If | tried I could see the
L m%% faces of the woman who sat
me and the baby on her

g %ﬂh, the mist dispelling to let me
but woen I gave myself up to
thoughtiess reposs it collected

b 1 was con-
ﬂ *“at one other thing-a curious
gm‘mﬂﬂﬂ im my left arm,
P’m againat that of
x side: 1t was just as If
ﬂiﬂﬂn‘ from her
i M't know if |
u ‘was such a cu-
or s matier-of-fact
thet I mxx ‘know

“§| Witogather, though I think ¥he was of
. tia same clasa—Alice and Claude

it’s
worth: 1 bad nad a busy day at the
aflice, and was tired out when I took
MY usual bus home— Hammersmth,
you know,; and 1 had walhed as far
@8 Charing Cross by way of exercise
apd %o ciear my brain of stuffy fig-
it had just begun~o drizzle,
and ] was lucky to get a place in the
*bus—just about the centre of the

‘bér that divides the long seat into

Ing together gayly enough--all ex-
cept my girl. | saw her as plainly asq
| see you. Bhe was working a sew-

& a0
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’ THE OATHOLIU

B EASHFUL YET &
FEARLESS

1f | had been caugnt in such a sit-
uation by anybody but John Benton ]
should have been terribly annoyed.

There ! was sitting on the floor of
the nursery with hair tumbled, my
face red, and a great rent across the
front o! my skjrt where it had been
caught by a nail a few .minutea be-
fore during a fierce blindman’s buff
scrimmage.

My little sister Alice was having &
party and of course I had to assist in
entertaining the guests. There were
just twelve, seven boye and five g.ris,
when John Benning tapped at the
door | sald "‘come in,”’ carelessly sup-
posing it was one of the servants.

*4 beg your pardon., Miss lL.atour.

ing machine, and she kept glancing
at a big clumey ciock upon the wall
Bhe could bhardly see the time by it,
for the room was so full of mist,
there were flaming gas jets hanging
from the cefling, but they didn't seem
to give sufficient light. However, I
krew well enough what the girl
wanted; she was anxious for the hour
to strike when she would be at liber-
ty to take her departure. The m'n-
utes seemed to drag out into eternity
for her.

“"Will he be there?” Thnat was
what she was repeating to berself,
and, of course, being for the tie, as
it were, In her brain, | Knew all
about ""bim*”—as much as she did,
anyway. 1 thought!., with her. that
he would be certaln to turn up at the:
appointed meeting place

He did. Tiey met at an A B. .G
tea shop, and he was evidently cross
with her for being late [ didn’'t ike
the look of the fellow at all; he was
& shocking bounder, loudly dressed,
and with a bowler oat set on one slde
of his head. A loafer. If | ever saw
one. He had shifty eyes and a
receding chin and horrid thick lips
He smiled and chatted amiably
enough &t firet, while the girl ner-
vously sipped her tea; but hig ex-
presaion changed quickly when she
leaned forward and began to talk to
him very earmestly. | quite expected
1. would—as did she, poor girl You
seo, | knew what was in her mind

It was pitiful He regained li's
composure and began to taik sooth-
ingly, but It wag guch obvious acting.
kven she waa scarcely deceived by it
—though she tried bard to belleve
him genuine. He kept shifting about
in his geat, anxious the whole time to
get away. There were tears in her
eyes when she rose to go, but he
whispered sometbing that made her
smile up at him through her tears I
think it was & promise to her.

‘They parted under the glare of the
clectric light outside the shop. 8he
lIifted her face .or a kiss and he
gave it to her; but I think hig kiss
must bave told her the truth. She
stood gazing after him as he dls-
appeared in the crowd, and there was
Al Agony of apprehension in her face.

*He won't come back' | shall
never pBee him again!"' You may
laugh, but 1 felt as if the words were
tord from my own heart.

Well, I'm very near the end of my
story. The girl must have moved
her arm just then, for all of a sudden
the whole train of impressions was
troken. I started up as if I had just
come out of a dream and those words
were on my lips—I1 actually spoke
them aloud—'"He won't come back!
1 shall never see him again!"”

She heard me. It must have
seemed to her as though I had spoken
her actual thought. She too, was
sitting up, and there was a scared
look on her face—her eyes were ab-
aojutely wild.

“How did you know?” she whis-
pered. Then realizing that 1 was a
stranger fancying 1 suppose, that ]
had not addressed her, that she had
been dreaming: "'Oh, I beg your par-
don,’* she said bhurriedly.

1 can't remember if I replied or
not. 1 was stroggling to collect my
own thoughts. I felt a bit dazed
myself, and perhaps it was lycky that
the baby set up a how! just at that
moment and distracted everybody’s
attention. Before I had time to de-
clde how to act, the girl got up, and
without so much as looking at ‘me
Jumped out of the 'bus. We were
rvearing Hammersmith then, but I'll
vow she badp’t reached her own des-
tination,

AT queer "Etory; Tisn’t- 1t 1 can’t
attempt an explanation, but 'm abso-
hitely positive that, guite innocently,
1 got an insight that evening into the
poor little tragedy of a girl's life.

For I'm quite sure he never came
back—-he wasn’'t the sort of man to
do so.

No. 1 never saw her again,
though I traveled back by the same
‘bug night after night, rather in the
hope of doing so. But thare is a se-
quel, and it's this—perhaps the
Btrangest part of the whole affalr,
when one remembers that it was all
an impression, a sort of dream,

1 gaw the man, the identical follow,
dressed just as I had figured him
that evening. 1 was at an A. B, C.
shop where 1 sometimes go myself
for a cup of tea. He was sitting at
one oI the little tables angd there wrs
L % glrl with him to whom he was en-

‘ mny.
u--o‘l? no; it was an%tier girt re

A tollowed the direction of her nnsgr.

They sald 1 should find you here.
But perbaps | have made some mis-

take -

Not at all, Mr. Benton, " said | as
{ scrambied to my [feet ‘We are
pleased to see you 8it down on --on
the plano stool. The chalrs hn\el
been taken Into the other room We
have been playing bllndman’'s buff **

*1-- 1 recelved this nvitation,’
wentl on Mr Henton, taking anp enve-
lops from his pocket

The gilit-edged card within read:

"Miss l.atour requests the pleas-|
ure of your company ou Tuesday, De-!
cember 29, al five e'clock ™’

| looked reproachfully at my sev-
en-year-old sister Allee 3be had
géfit obe of the prinied IGvitat.ons o
which the printer had neglected to
insert the name "*Alice’’ to John Ben.
ton. and the great booby had taken it!
for granted that [ was the Miss La-
tour, so be had come in full dress a
nice contrast to Imy torn dress and
digL.eveled hair ®

1 did not care much what | sald to
John HBenton Ever since I bhad met
him at the Warren's bal] three
months before, m,s brotherg all de-
clded that he was {n love with mae.
but was too bashful to tell me wo.

Not that he was backward where
men were concerned My brother W!l)
took me to the Stock Exchange one
morning, and | saw John Benton,
with bis hat on the back of his head,
grasping & brass ralllng with one
hand and shaking the other, holding
some papers in the face of a sAavVage
looking man. angd shouting at him at
he top of his voice in the most de-
flant manner.

But Mr. Henton was not thinking
about the market as he walked over
to the p»iano stool in his dress sulit
and white necktle and sat there with
one of the most sheepish smiles 1
ever AAW ON A young MAN'A face.

“"Now, L.ou, you must sit down on
the floor agaln, so that we can play|
forfeits. And you, too, Mr. Bengton,
come on,  sald Alice.

John Benton blushed and looked
at me. |

Most of the penaities were in the,
shape of kisses, and | felt nervous un-,
til my turn came. Alice held for-
feita over the head of a particular
friend of bers, a girl of her own age
and 1t wag the duty of the latter Lol
say what would be done with the‘
owner of the articie. There was my |
bandkerchief held up threateningly.

I am ashamod to say that my
heart beat quickly when Alice re-
peated the familiar jargon, and ]
fairly Jumped when she with a mla—|
chievious giance at Mr. Benton and
myself stepped and whispered to her
friend. Then she went on with the
question:

“What sbhall be done with
owner?”’

Clear cut and distinct came the an-
swer:

“She shall kiss Mr. Benton.”

**Oh, it's Lou—It's Lou!’ shouted
Allce.

There was sllence. as everybody
except Mr. Benton looked at me to
see the operatioln performed, when a
baby voice at my side said:

“I'll tisg him for you, Lou.”

S0 Btella climbed up to Mr. Ben-
ton’s neck, with one of her hands on
his white shirt front, and, as she
said herself:

*1 tissed him right on the mout,
and it tittled my nose!”

1 did not want to play at forfeits
any longer—it was too dangerous,
80 1 proposed that we should all
sing."”

“Hss, I tan sing.
songs:"’

“Yes, Stella, let us hear you sing
one all by yourself.”

830 she commenced deliberately:

“Little bir-die, on the tree (& long
breath) on-the-tree! (another long
breath) on-the-tree!”

Then she stopped, and with &
haughty disregard of the desires or
opinions of her audience that would
have been worthy of a petted prima
donna, turned carelessly round on
Mr. Benton’'s knee and looked out of
the window while the company wait-
ed. her pleasure,

**Ob, loot—loot at the big birdie on
the tree out of the windaw,” she sald
suddenly pointing downward toward
where 1 knew a tall tree grew close
to the house,

Mr. Benton was apparently startled
by the evidenoce of Stella’s keen vis-
fon, for 1 saw him jump as his eyes

!

the

1 know lots of

l‘ied Quickly:
“1 think that is the shadow of &
cjoud in the moonlizht and not &

short,
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“No, no, | saw a birdie on the %

tree,” sheo persisted

He put her dowe gnd she ran over
to me. As I took her on my lap I
Bheard the door close and saw that]
+ohn Benton hau disappeared.

*] want some more sugar candy,”
announced Steila, imperiously.

* 1 shall have to go down for it,

stetla. It i{s all in the dining room,”
1 sajd.
“Well, go down. ['ll be dood.”

Of course | had to go. I left SBtel.
ia to Allce’'s charge and ran swiftly
down the stairs. The nursery was
on the third floor. [ do not know
what induced me 10 open the door of
my parents’ bedroom as I passed it
I did so, however. [t was quite dark
save for tne narrow bar of moonlight
forcing {ts way through the branchesg
of the poplar outside the window.

1 glanced carelessly into the room,
with my hand on the handle of the
door, and was about to continue my
journey to the dining room when I
féit a current of air from an open
window, and saw something white
gleaming in the moonlight for an in-
stant, and then disappear.

"What s that’ It looked like a
nand.”” . thought,. as an inaescribable
feeling of terror passed over me and
left me shivering.

T'here was not a sound to be
heard In the room save the rustling
of the curtains as the light wintry
breeze blew them from the window,
but | was certain someone ~as there.

tie was inside the room by this

!lee and | noticed that his footsteps

~were nolseless. as {f he had no shoes

,0n as he moved across the bar of

moon!ight toward the bureau where
my mother always kept her jewelry.
'l saw a round path of bright yellow
full on the keyhole of the top draw-

er and then heard a metallic rattling.
The thi~f was picking the lock.

or call
the man

[t 1 could omnly scream
Wiit? The drawer opened;

was fumbling at the contents, when—
crush’
apprared, and, with a fearful word,

The yellow flash of light dis-

! saw the man fall, another man
holding bh.m. Then a pistol shot
rang through the room and echoed
wp and down the gtairs, and the room
was Hoodcd in light. Somebody had

sw:itched on the lght .

For a few seconds my eyes were -
dazzied that I could pot see anything.
Then | eaw two men rolling on the
noor in a desperate struggle, while a
pistol lay just outside of thelr
reach The man uynderneath with
his closely fitting plush cap, was

scowling at me as he tried to release

himself, and I thought I could see
murder written on his thin lips and
turned up rose so plainly that
| should have been in favor of hang-
tng bim on the sgpot

in the battle. just ag my father and
Wil reached the room the combat-
ants turned over, a very red face,
which, however, was anything but
sheepish now, wasa turned toward me.
‘I'he face of—John Bentop!

W11l had the thlef by the arm 1h &
moment. while John Benton lay pant_
ing on the ficor. Then it was [ saw
a great red stain on the white shirt
front. It wss bdlood.”

Somchow, | forgot all about the
thief, Will, my father—everything as
| threw myself down by the side of
John Henton and pressed my hand-
kerchlef over the red staln.

‘John. John' What ig i1t? Where
are vou bhurt? (Oh, father, he Is kill-
ed'" | screamed. “*What shall I do?”’

I will never Dbelleve again that
Jonh Benton was ever bashful, for he
just put one of his hands on the back
of my head, pulled my face down to
his and whispered-

“Do just what rou are doing now;
and as you have commenced tg call
me John do it all the rest or your
I{fe and let fne call you Lou.’

There waf a sudden disturbance.
The thief had broken away.

It ia not serious,” said John, sit-
ting up. "That fellow cut his hand
in some way while opening the bu-
reau and he rubbed the bBlood all
over my shirt, that's all,”

1 bit my lip and gave John a look
that should have frogen him. It did
not have the proper effect, however,
for he followed me upstairs to the
nursery, where the racket of play
had rendered the chlidren oblivious
to the ‘isturbance below.

As he took Stella on his knee he
saiad:

“You must sing ‘Birdle on a Tree’
for us again, will you?"

“*Ess, 1 will sing it for you. You
mus tisg L.ou for me now. She has
diven me lots and lots of tandy.”

“Yes, [ think s0,” said John. “And
1'1] tiss her for you.

And he actually did.

Perquisites of Fatness.

According to a writer in a contem-
porary magasine it iy the fat men
that get all the goods things in life.
They are conducted to the best tables
at restaurants, they get the corner
seats in the theatre, and always soem
to have enough money to get along
without worrying. When a fat man
enters a drawing room doesn't he al-
ways get the most camfortable chair,
asks the writer. When his hat blows
off on a windyv day, doean't somo one
always run after it for him? No
one expects him to get up in a 'bus or
a train to give his asat to a lady —~he
would block the gangway if he did.
iven his wife doesn’t expect him to
stoop to pick up things when she
drpps them. Everybody tells him
their best stories, because they like
to hear him laugh.~London Chroni-
cle,
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COURAGE OF EFFIE ;

DROOD

it was an account worth much ef-
rort and some sacrifice of digunity to
get hoild of. All the thr=s .ank mnn-l
agers in Beilington understood that;
the respective general mapagers at
the respective head offices understood
It even better, and wrote emphatic
tetters on the subject.

“You must offer Sir Jullan every
: ossible indu-~ement to give us his
bus pess now tnat he has definitely
agertded to do it ali in Bellington. It
necesssry, all commisston on the ac-
count may be walved and lnterest al-
lowed at Hank rate. The directors
‘00k to you to do your best in the
matter, and will feel greatly disap-
pointed it you allow yourself to be
out-manoeuvred by your rivals.”

3o sald the general manager of the
south Midiands bank to Mr. Grundy,
manager of the ..ellington Bank.

Mr. Drood and Mr. Steele, local
managerg of the Naticnal United
Bank and the Roya! Bank, were ham-
mered at by thelr chiefs In much the
same lone, especlally Mr. Drood,

And now once again 3Hir, Jullan
called on Mr. Lrood He stepped in-
to Mr. Droods private office with
smug triumph on his fat tace, as l(i
he looked forward to the enjoyment
of another bout of wits.

"l want to tell you.” he said,
straight out, “that Steeles peopie
are disposed to allow me half per
cent above Bank rate, and Grundy
sa)s he won t be beaten by anything

they can 43 | thought I'd let you
know.”
Drood shrugged his shoulders.

“1ts an awfu} pbusipess. Sir Jullap,”
be_said, "and there won t be a penny
profit I1n It, but I'll go a quarter per
cent. Dbetter than that Assuming
your credit balance keeps at about
£30,000, we will give you a quarter
per cent. over Bank rate, and charge
you no commlegion on a three
mounths’ agreement.”’

Sir Jullan seemed surprised

‘“I'ne deuce you wil:, Drood”"”

“‘Bince you say it, 8ir Jul'an, the
deuce will. And I'l] tell you why,
I'm rather ajar with my autnorities,

and |I'.n afraid they’'ll remove me
trom Bellingtonp, it ] fall {n this. ™
*Ah,” sald Bir Jullan. “Don’'t dust

tbeir boots for them qulite as they
like, en?"”

1 expect that's {t.
to them or any one.’’

The great man laughed.

**You're too independent for your
job, | can see, Drood,”’ he sald. “"Well,
thanks, |'ll make a note of your
amended terms. By the way, bow's
your pretty young wife?"’

Mr. Drood winced ever so slightly,

1 can‘t toady

“‘I'hank you, she {8 well.” he re-
plied

“Well, look here, Drood,’’ he said,
after a puff of smoke, "you can tell

her if you like that if [ transfer my
account to you it'll be more for the
sake of her pretty face than —-Hul-
lo! Whatsg up?”

Drood had risen sharply.

1 won't have your account'™ he
exciaimed. '] withdraw my offer
and wish you good afternoon.””

“Bless the feliow!"” salgd Sir Julian,
sitting still, '"you're too touchy.
t'hey’'ll kick you out of your berth
here to a certainty if | say the word.”

‘1 don't care what they do. ['l}
thank you to lecave my office.”

Sir Julian jumped to his feet.

“"Me! leave your office! Are you
out of your genses, man?’’

‘*Well, sir,”* sald Drood, hesitating
before the fate he was challenging,
‘perhaps { am a little out of my
senses, ['ve had a good desal to put
up with o1 late. If you will apolo-
glze for bringing my. wife i{nto the
matter -

‘*Apologize for mentioning your
wife! Me apologize to you, Drood?
1’1l see you hanged first. Go to the
devil your own way, my friend.
Such airs!’”’ He strode from @he
room into the general office, turned,
and gave poor Drood the finishing
stroke of humilhation in the presence
of his own clerks. *“I'll see your
folks et head office to-morrow,
Drood,” he sald waving his hand
with the cigar {n it. “*They’'ll be
deeply interested, | warrant. Good-
day to you!"’

Drood made no reply.

He and his staff watched the rich
boor strut through the door held
open for him by a porter,

“We have lJost his account,
Bridge,” sald Drood simply to his
cashler, as he returned to his own
pered.

Drood recognied the great man's
room. %

So it seemed,. Straight from the
National United Bank Sir Julian
drove to the South Midlands Bank.
Here, after very little parleying, Mr
Grundy offered thc same enhanced
terms as Drood,

*I'll let you know to-morrow,”
satd Sir Juliag curtly; and he made
for the third bank in the town.

With still less parleylng Mr.
Steele was also ready to offer the
Rreat ironmaster the same except-
ional facijities (o do uis business.

“I'll decide in the morning and
tinish it,” said Sir Jultan.

An hour later the banks shut for
the day, and, a little later stn,
Drood went upétairs t0 his wife,,
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somewnere, I'm acraid.”

But i£Me was a brave little wlfe

“The coarse wretch!” ghe declar-
ed, with a beautiful flush, when her
hushand came 16 the seurce of his
trouble. °“‘He a'ways was like that,
Adam, Father used to say he was
borrid 2s a young man, and such a
coward. If he hadn't all that money
he wouldn't dare hold his head so
bigh.~

“Yes,”” said Drood; "I dare say be
18 just a common bully. But |
coutdn t do enything else, could 17"

She laid ber pretty head on her
busband’'s shoulder.

“I'm & tombay stil] at heart, yon
koow,” she whispered. I would
dearly though like to—to punch his
head. That's what comes of growing
ap with eight brothers, Adam.”

“And oeing a champion at heckey,
eh, Kftie”"

“Uh, yes, all that kind of thing.
But don’'t let's see red before red
comes, old boy. We'll have some
tea and by and by a nice lttle din-
per—with oyster patties, and—oh!
tnat tiresome telephone!"

Adam patted her loved head and
went to the tube.

The general manager himself was
At the cther end and soon Adam re-
Joined nhis wife with a particularly
glum expression.

“"Mr. Severn must bLave beard
something aiready,” he sald. “He
says | am to move heavyen and earth
to keep the account. My salary will
80 up to fifty if I do 1t.”

"And did you tell him. Adam?"

“No., 12 hadn't the courage. [
Just thanked him. Tbat's all.’”

‘Do you mind, dear.” she' sald
géntly, —if 1 cycle out to old Mpes.
forrest before dinner? I shan't ask
you to come with me. Have your
tea by yourself, old boy, and then
Jjust poetier aboit in ihe garden.
Wil you ™’

Old Mrs. Forrest lived at Hooten,
and so did Sir Jullan King.

fiffie's father had been vicar of
hooten and Mrs Forrest had nursed
her ag a8 baby. Mrs. Forrest's cot-
tage was close tg the lodge gates of
Hooten Hall. Little that went on
In the hal] escaped the dame’'s eyes
and ears. Bhe was wont to watch
the goings and comings as {f they
were as precious a part of her life
&8 the geraniums on her window gill,

“No, dear.e.” she sald, “Bir Jullan
1sn't home yet, but he's due. [t's
half-past 5, and he basn't heen lat-
er than that any day this weak. Fine
and pert he keeps for his age, too.”

Ihat's all right,”” thought Efe.
She enFaged the old woman with
her rheumatism and topics of geuer-
&l Interest for ten mlnuytes. Thep
the rush of & Liotor-car was heard,
and 8ir Jullan flashed up to the Hall
gates.

"There be goes, dearie!l” cried
Mrs. Forrest. “What a dust he do
leave behind him, to be sure'
There's no keeping one's curtaigs

clean for 1it.”
Etie rose to leave.
“Poor old curtains'!” she said gay-

‘I'll go and tell hlm about {t.”
She aped up the Hall avenne as if
tnat reatly was her intention. Mrs.
Forrest shook her head at the sight.
sbe had never knowm such a wilful,
determined, anu yet lovable child as
Miss wilie {n the old vicarage days.

| do believe she going to do it,"”
she wnhispered.

Bome twenty minutes passed and
ktie returned with glowing cheeks.
She paused at the cottag. to learve
half a crown for a new set of win-
dow curtains.

‘Didn’t | tell you?' she said. “Sir
Julian thinks your an old silly to
1ive In his dust, though, and so you
are—a beloved old silly.”

She was on her bicycle and away
again before Mrs. Forrests tongue
had a suitable reply ready.

80 back to the bank where Drood
was smoking a thoughtful ang rather
melancholy pipe in the green house-

She came in with laughier on her
lips and in her eyes and gave him a’
letter.

**Read that, old boy,” she whis-
pered. Drood recognized th eft
man's hampdwriting on the i;&,
frowned and opened the.envelope,

Hootcn—Dear 8ir: [ have pleas-
ure {n informing you that my ae-
count will be transferred to your
branch from head office on the pro-
posed arrangement of three days
ago, by which you allow me one-half
per cent. Interest above bank rate
on my credit balance with you amnd
charge me no commission.

Yours faithfully, Julian King.

There was also another note.

! hereby apologize to Mr. Draod
for my rude reference to his wife
this. afterncon, bnt hope he. will. do-
me the favor to destroy this as soon
as it is read. Julian King.

Drood starca at his wife’s laugh-
tng face:

ly

“What does it mean, 8ffie?” he
stammered.
“Mean! Why, that you've got a

capable wite my dear. Look at this.

-ILon't say a girl is no good at busi-

ness. | bushranged him in his own
study. The fun of it, Adam, teo,
once | persuaded myself that it had
to be done. He stood it splendidly.
He's not half s bad sort of brute.
But | promised to see this burnt, 3o
let's do it. Fifty on to our salary,
oid boy. Hurrah!™

She herself struck the match
which Dburned 8ir Julian's apolo-
gy. Drood meanwhile fingered
the revoiver she had producea after
the letter,

"Yon—-—d w% y:mn" he askod
» &

ties. Cook has & lot to learn Irom
me about oyster atiles.”’-—C. K-
nardﬁa_.
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