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Jokn Holman drew an qulm
Tom fis pocket and looked gcvoms.

table at hip wife,

my dear,” he sald
“Not an umpleasant cne!™
Johs swiled a Hitle ruefully.

*it deponds on the point of view."

He slowly produced a letter.

“We are te have a visitor,” ke naid,

“A wisitor! *-sbe echoed.

“Yes. He says hell come f§f
<onvesient.”

“*What d/4¢ you answer Mm?"

“Nathing. He's on his way here
He's coning in perscn to find

mow.
<ut whether 1t's convenieut.”
“Who Is ke, John?"

“He's my great-uncle. I'd forgot-
ten gll about Bim, but he hadm’t fox-
sotten we. He's my motber's Undle

By, ber youngest uncle.”
“Uncle By™

“Bhort for Byroo. Uncle Byrom

Tram.~
“And what fs he?”

“He Deglects (o sxy. Writes that
he's Been knocking apound a good
dea)  Sort of rolling stone, 1 fancy.
Faor, wo, no doubt Wants to renew

hia acguaintamee with his desr o

bew, and inc2dentally with hia Gear

mieoe—if there s one ”

“And where is he to sleep, Johnt*
“1 dont thimk there is any neces-|
aity for worrying shoot that unti] we
make up our minds whether we want].
bim or not Ee may be quite tmposithe

sible.”

“1f be comes here, John, we &re not
And
1 fee! sure he wouldn't have written
that lstter if he wasmat fit to comae.
WeTl keep bim one night, anyway,

going to turn him from the door.

John~

“You're all right, Clare" cried the
“And if he doesn't

young husband.
prove to be too long he can sleep

e ball bedroom And {f he Is too
long we will have to give him our
room snd camp down in the hall bed-

room ourselves. ™
“Read the letter. John. ™
~Sure.

timself gnderstood. Here goes.
dexr neplew JFohn
somye difficulty In recalling me. but
art your great uncle.

er's sons.
yon, Johm. and if you bave a wife

want to soe hor, too. “I've bes Xeock-
ing sround the earth for a good many
years. &md | want to have a lttle
rest and get scgyuainted with my sun
viving relstives.—1f-- you -cant~ Xeep
me over night, John, tell me s0 frank:
U 'know Tia“ sot much to look at,
great-uncle, and on your

1y.
but 'm
dear mother'd account-—she and

‘were playmates tn our youthful days—

1 wan't to know you. I'll glve you

<all; anyway. snd then ou can jet me
anow whether it {s convenient or not
So expect me most
any time Goodby until I see you, and
my vegards to Mra. John—itf there i3

for me to stay

one.”
Mrs. John smiled
“Naot

ucter.” she sald.

fudgment

8he was interrupted by a quick

Dlast from the speaking tube.
“Eb'” sald John Holmen. “There
the man now "
“Good graclous'"”

©of hatr

John looked around.

“Is he welcome?”

“He .

Joha picked up the tube.

“A gentleman to see Mr. Holmnn
SBend him up.”

John's wife cast s hurried glance

abeut the room.

“It'e fuck his letter reached us

first,” dhe sald.

“There Iw something in that" John

admitded.

A rmuffled creak and rattle from

the hallway announced the stopping|awfuilly careless about money. Could
of the elevator. A moment later there

was a light knock at the door.
“Sit dowm and

hatd.

But the man in the doorway fxited
to votice this friendly overture. He
was & tall man, very erect, with a
and s somewhsat
flushed cotntensnce. He way irre-
proachadly dressed and in his hand

white mustache,

he bore a sflk hat.

“1 beg your pardon,” he sald, with
a slight inclination of his head. I
am looking for Mr. Holman, Mr. John

Holmnn:" -«
“I am Mr. Holmam,” said John, “Wiii
you come in?”

The tall man accepted the invita-

ton.

~“f am Mr. Cuthbert Marsh,” he said.

“My wite, Mr. Marsh.”

The tall man bowed a litfle stiffly.

“1 am gorry to trouble you,” he said,
“but fay errand will be a brist one.
Thank you, I will not take a chair.,”
He hesitated a moment. “I have
«called to meet a guest of yours, Mr.
Byron Train.”

“Mr. Byron Train.” repeated Jolm.

“Yes. Is he bera?”

“No.” John replied.

“Pardon me, but have you seen
Him T

‘No. 1 have never seen him.”

“Excuse my insixtence. You know
ot his whereabouts?”

“Nothing whatever.”

The tAli man sgain hesitated,

“1.am very sorty -to kave m«u;

“A suall surprise,

Byron Train,
the youngest of your grestgrandfath./to
I want to come and see

of au ludex to his char
"Nor does it con-
jure up any picture of the man. We
will have ta soo him before we pam

‘s “Fine.

cried Mra. John
as ghe reached for a wandering lock

try to look uncop-
cerned,” whispired John., Then he
opened the door and extended his

the M
ened omr portals.”
cle?”

.done u.nmng?'

Cutthert Slirmb to the Afth story,

w.annparlmutbo\monarammb'
They both suddenly started. ‘It was|“Bomedoly st
onlythasquukutthummmmvuh

John horried to ft.
ped the tud.

he mid

“Yaon dom't suppose the oy is
fire?”

ment in the Uncle Byron mystery.”

op-| the office he was called again,

drew her attention.

worse for waenr.

“Then there fa & Mre. Johp,'
his somewhmt startiing greeting.
in|] Mrs. Joln wddenly aughed
“Come In, Unecle SByron,” she sal

his bat mnd shebby little bag.

welcome!”

“Certainly, Uncle Byron.”
“Tajked it over with Johm, eb?™
“Yes"

“He agrees with you!”

§i  “About yous?! Yes "

stay.”
“Stay aa long as you lke™
1l “Honest?”
“skre. oy sﬂddnnh Iaughed.
“Haven't | an homest face?"

JoRm-gelervil your T
Mrs, Jobo's lacs. lm.d. -

“He thinks he does.”

“That's different. How's John!”

1} “Quite well. He will be back in a
few momenis. Take this easy chair,|

a| Uncle Byropn.™
“1 will. Snung iittle place”
“Rather too nug.
could afford.

Byron.*
“Eh, Wbyt

guest chamber.”

“Ratber close quarters, eh?
that's all right
down anywhere
where | can get lots of sir?™
“Yes"

How“s John doing?”’
“Fairly well."

“Takes good care of you, eh P
Mrs. John was much amused.

“Not a bit of |l

“Very sure”

1 N;m km"
Alre. John weplind.  “% oply hopw that ulceid
qur neighbwrs across the Rafl aw tha} 'ﬂu)

Al adarsiand e Wit ¥

on”
“Bp sertouws, Clare. What doss that! “Yow'll
old blueblod want of our (mt umistay

¢k
-“Tou domt suppose, Johm, that ba's

“‘Pm wanted on the house ‘phone,”™

“They woudn't bothsr 2o il e
of it" He loocked around im the dooesja sudden hangh
way. "T'1l be! it's somp new develop-

it was fnlly twenty minuts Iater
wrhen he retumed to kis roota. Thers|indefnitely.
was comfusion on the wires nd he
tad trouble In finding out who hxéd
called kim. DBefore he counld lsava

But the tme had passed npidly
with Mrs. Jobm, Searcely bad thedvisitor.
etevator boaring Ber husband gone
down when a light rsp at ths door

.An eldatly man..con{ronted-her-om
threshold. Ho was a man of leas
than medinyn beight, quite gray and
tits wrinklsd face hiad a weatkerboat-
en loock. He was very plainly drassed.]
the string tie about his old styls col-|

lar was owt of place and the soft hatiman hamrtily agreed.
he held by the brim was much the,

and drew him into the room and tock

“Uncle Byron. ed? Thmt sounds)
good.” He stared at Mrs. Johm. “Am
it tsn't much to look at|l
o1 the spelling 1 falr and the writer
seemsy to undersiand how to make
~My
You may bave

“Bettor think it over. 1 may wsat

“You bavs A very nlee faoe My
dear. And & viry afce volce. !ho}p&

It’s the Vst we|

She suddonly iaughed.|wws learmed th
T'm glad you are not taller, Uncleied th» ai

“Because we are golng to put you
into the hxll Budzoom. % ounr-only

But
I'm used to camping|
Is there a window

“Do | look 1fke an abused woman?”,
[ wouldn't ask for
a better recommendation for John.
And you are qmto sure I'm welcome?!™|

of society.” sald Jeba 3
amhauﬂﬂwﬂuwﬁMn&mem*ﬂ,

Bavs lobg Showgh. uuuma& . derandsd by
% . *

* »
g g b el e

» th, d % hegln
Tjeaxieun’ 'ilhﬂ!*l? M‘ﬂ{ﬁd

drocht.

amiquletly.

d.

that psmm.”

rant™

There
panoply.

“Ten™

fortable.”

tain.

somewhere.”
“HuBo, Johm"

“Good evenimg,”
. {stapped across the-threshald. : He-
a fine looking oficer, Ma geid hadge
indicating the rask of capisia.
-rn;a oas be driefky

§ kudﬁ:wum
go ‘Ruh."

-m

tolegrmams awsiting Mm ot The
“Well™ ho called. Them b drop-jvencr. asd there ssems te be

The yousger msn sisried.
“Umcls Byrom,”

bus (ke (hat®

A queer twinkle in Uhe ol man'
eysa caught Joha's alleatiam. Some-
bow he seemed drawn

4 lttis tho gosd fer yeu™
eyos twinkied o ke meddad saw
the youny wile. -

laft, and cne of them-—ed, weil

“Never mind them. Thay will Xaep.”

There was a rap at the desr. Johninunting, somne catching melos, wode

looksd &t his wife with,s eswmicaligquirrels, wome Birds, It dsesins, Iof
smile.  ‘Thes b twrmed the knobjaach o, t.dopcn

s police elloer in il &

party is supposed to have kidsapp
himself, A partiemlar friend of mlwe)wers tuyroparly trought,
who stamds pretty high b the Saaw|mid all over. BSwellng
mmm

apartment howse and 1 dacid-
ed to follow the trafl mymll”
gaze rested on the old mam.
mll:.mr’

“And you are all rkhﬁ"
“All right, thank you, and very com-

“Q3isd to know it,” sald the big cap-
“Sorry to have troublad you.

Good svening all.”

“What

! “I'm pot much to look at. Yon'll be) the door.

ashamed of me."
“That's unkind.”

thing by it. Axnd there’s to be noth.
ing said about paying board?”

“Nothing. You are our guest.”
“Good. That suits me.” He sud-
denly fumbled in.his pockets. *“I'm

you let me bawe a couple of dollars,
dear?” !
he didn’t hesitate, but opened a
table drawer xnd drew out a little
purse. He watched her closely.
“Here it is, Uncle Byron,”
“l wouldn’t want John to “koow
about this,” he said u he took the
mones. .
*Then you musta't ten him.”
“Good. I like you still better, my
dear. 1 can smee that we are going to
got along amazingly well And 1
haven't sald & word about paying back
the monaey.”
Mrs. John nodded &t him,
“‘T'm.not worrying sbout that.”” She
paused with & Hiftle laugh. “1 think
you borrowed it just to tast me?”
The old man Iaughted too.
“You're ag sharp as tacks, my Qear
But you'll mever see this - raoney
again. ~ Rest assured of that.”
“Very well, Uncle Byton. Say no
more about it. Thers, 1 muatn’t for
got to teil you that you bad a caller
‘his evening.™

“A caller? Who?” -

“Mr. Caothbett Marsh.”

“Oh, yes. Looking m\ me, is he’]
Good.”

you.”

“Very likely. Ee wasn’t home when
1 called.
Impressive woman, Kept me waiting
too long in her gned parior. } told

“So It is. Bul I didnt mean any.

tered.

“Good evening,”

And he was goune.
Johp looked at Mrs. Joka and llrl.
John looked at Johm, and they both
looked at the old man,
a lot of

This tizne the caller was a trim
young man with keen, gray eyes, He
madss sWweeplig Httls bew-as-be o

Mr Byron Train.”

msan.

the colty.”

is afl right.

“Thank you,”

“I am Byron Train” ssid the ol‘

the yomng munm eaid
with a8 quick nod. “I am from the
‘Daily Argus’ and the ‘Argus’ would
like t0 know why the owner of the
tamnous Byron xismc misss and the
Byron silver mines amd the Utah
Sounthern raiiway, asd mamerous oth-
er noted enterprises, wiko has keptf
his Wdentity ¥o- Wag tonceRlsd, Ts 1A

“That's wery kind of the ‘Argus,”
sald the old man. “But 1 Savent
much for your readers tosalght. ©m
looking the ground over.
sezera] wildcat mining compzales that]
will do weil to get wnder cover-—com-
panfes that have bees-trading om the
strength of my developmeats. You
may also say that I am golsg to or
' |ganize & comnpaiy to opem up certainicumférence,
new mining properties that look very
promiging. And I want you to wmen
tion -that I am the guest of my nep-
hew, John Eolman, and his wile. That

**Thank you,” ssid the reporter, sad

turned toward the door.

to m.

1 expected t0 bo asked to stay Lo I {badroou

gw I was qinmﬁ ﬂ!&%

"‘“"v

“One moment,” the old man called
“In your reference to that
new company you may siy that the
secretary and assistant manager will
“He seomed guite anxious to findlye John HoIman™
“Good night"” safid the reportay.
John and@ Mrs. John efchanged
I saw Mrs. Marsh. Verylwitt glances.
“Po pretty tired,” said the guest
“Too many détalls for ome oM maw.
her that Cuthbert was the son of myipy golog to rely & good &l on
taltbrother Robert. She wusn’t -Mlyohwy.- And mow I whilk Wi

bit overcome by tha information. Kiwould show e

‘2’?

mh‘mh«ml by the
Byrew; tare Ale fwellooked upon a4 A common peat, Thit| 8
The Gree-{glorfousl> fres. thing, the - busadall] @8
e & wikl{“rooter,” does wdst afisct e nurTe Gl |
impremsion that Im ewmcealing Almmithe calm mnd automstie player; Bul s}
laugh, & cardlaan potiom, or an Ireek)
4 Be ol BaRjsvanl pature om the gol? ks i 3
thetle turpitide:|
t player Bagina).
ssid Jeha'm wifejiha aport Iater Ia uu *iu;hhu
an
The <ld man pet out Ms hand. Mmmmnmammm
“How are you, my beg? Taken pou-ijatntrigger
sessiom., you see. Ceing te cump dewn! In golf,
Fid 1t all with

C e e el

meddling people
there Are fn the world,” hs chuckled.
“Oh, you are going to fimd me & regu-
iar nuisance.”
Atd then came smother knsock at

he sald In & quick,
nervous fashion. X am looking for

sigm of mars] ek
In #t beomuse the £

devaloped Rarven
charmotar?

fuparfact buman

ts tuis oda} '

And s

ot

o

tils
“You
-+ fand wakeds- STo-yeww

" “Yes, ir*

hesrd.™

to Lire s lawyer.” .

owmm&
and wemes In the 1

body €het sl begais’ (b

fimit expired.

There ars

tice beciuse she
A codple of hours overy ho

———

Thé Rexmon.

owh business—Puci

] A good many so-calfed

?

"‘MM

o ot e

wlmu Oﬂ’l;

there s & certaln d:-m
dreifor stwost faliceiman parfection, nokl [
Johp. ‘What do yom think ol.an ince-foaty In skill, but in form, stiquetie]
axd the milnor moxalition; and such|f
demasd for excellante 15 & strain tnf b

W
Not Inmtimat, but H}Nt. i
“You are heartily weicem, Uscle] If saytkipg im the entire animsl)

Byroa,”™ hp said. mm:oh-m»mea;m
fys xTWays goes.”

-] -took-that=R praited. e sld au
1 was wealcome snd that wam enonghoivet—w tevent siudy by . A w:y.,
made in Profersor Munsterbergs, a1
borakyry wt Harvard, shows pret d
clearly that s cxt Mi no Instinetd
“Not & Dit of deudt ol 68" ths yeuag lmpﬂu to Wl asd et mice-por the
ny Imlinctive tear of cath
The old man drew a guiek braath. Bur:, nnu that & mouse Ay smellf by
“You looked fpst Ske yeur motheritke mose of an tosxpirienced okt b
when you sald that, Jeka." He sighedjevem petch on ite back, and be quity
and waw silont for & moment. “Thatisafe, w0 loiag ¢ It does NO TUR RWAY,
seoms & weary while apo. But there] For the Iustined of the kitten is lo
—l know more sbewt ysu them youjchase suy mmall moving object—balli ¥
think, sxy boy. Give ma your handfgpoct, tall, wonss—indierently. It
anin. There are dut two o my kinlis not (ke pwoive £hat Iitecests 1t, Dut
matee £n motion. Bomkae duy, olted
wocldemt, “the “Klitew playn’ ;
“ARd your telegramg, Uscle By rnnthl] with s capiive, anid discey.
t thare iy mest inside, It s
"kwbwx (Bat ‘eats spectalise thay]

that (g s the dre-
2l mﬂpa(h: of cat sad Mo,

discevery. A food mouser, 2
{30t 2 Rt Wit &, strong muut 1o |
be said. a8 Wsicy m,nmtmwt

Mvh‘ fmn e Semh,
Somse Yeers. 8¢o WMy mxm alory

' A youg JAwyy

Brows, Judge Guintt, who Wik pre
“Kidanpplng,” Be mmewsred. ~The|widlng, ¥as compelled 0 throw mahny
ol the cares out of court bécause they

mn

natlon,. Be. Aross —and--saids - 9You
Honer, will Yyou pleass te]! e how I/} .
{s possidle [m this court to et 1umcei '
axsisst » raflroad company?”’ | }.
Judlre Gantt qiletly ilnohd the con |
tempt of court shown ay ﬂu Iawrar

to that ;un:!ol. Mr. Browmt” -
defiantly replled the !n- et
diguant Wwyer;: “reae, iif, snd [ want L
to kmow how & farmer ean got hia
base inte this court so that it will bo

Judpe Gaatt smlied and said: “Well,
first, Mr. Brown, U'd adviwe the urmc; :

- Brown wilted~Claveling ™ Léader? |
St it rt——————— 1
Wornan Champlers Cotton Picker, -
The world's ragoird for cotton pleks| .
ing is held By Misx Margarat Mot ”
gomery, of Stillwater, Oxis. In a] .
fourbour contest she plcked 356! i
pobnds, or eighiyssven and & Wil
pounds an hour. Bhe defented cracki .
cotton pickers from ML purte ol e
cotton-growlii bult, wveraging about] |
five pounts an hour wore thai -
nearest compeilter, M Montgoin-|
sry 15 the diughter Of & waklihy éﬁ-
{ton grower s shé pleks oLy, for bs
Theid weré mew
o1 ngatast Yier ],
For three hours ste u:lly l1ed avery-]
g from
weary arms and cramps in the dngers.]
She lacksd the triining of the othérs
but showed ber pluck by kolding om
and retalning her lemd untit €h¢ e}

Culiivate Friendliness. .
It is the #elfeventred Kiero” who la)'s .
hold of vi~A4t"s e¢ver the poniFadeship |
of herdes. Dutisd® “Three Muskot-|
ecrd® (dud thé Gaucom who made the
greater faurth, with thelr oath, '.’Eap‘t: v
for sit, mod 2}k Yor esch,” inherit thar
“kipgdon: o romunce”™ How seldon
one pauses to think wof the Iniftifte]
meanfng of friendliness, how Httle it
costs and fisw everwidening is its oir

#Had Qemitive Ear Tor Muale,
A Munich servant girl ns given nb-;G
says lhalr n;gtf:i

ersiots In playing cisssical masle
: ratng, o)

thoogh xbe has not the sightedi o §
tlor: how it should be Interpreved. © §

“Omehal! of the world does nofy
know how the other half Tivew®
“Well, it is zratifylng to think that;
onedualt of the world aftends to its

e
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