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“Oh, nothin®" Flenry still kept his
eyes upon his gloomlly scuffing toe.
T Just wondered, because T didn't
happen to see him In school this after.
noon when | happened to look In the
door of the Eight-A when It was open,
1 didn't want to know on account of
anything particular. 1 Just happened
to say that hecanse I didn’t have any-
thing else to think about just then, so
I Just happened to think sabout him,
the way you do when you haven't gol
anything muecl on your mind, and
might get to thinkin' about you ean't
tell what, That's all the way It was:
1 Just happened to kind of wonder If
he waos around anywhere, mayhe”

Henry's tone was obviously, even
elaborately, sincere: and Herbert was
reassured.  "Well, 1 didn't see him,"
he responded, “Maybe he's slok.”

“No, he Isn't,” his friend sald
“Florenes sald she saw him chasin'
his dog down the street about noon.”

At this Herbert's uneasiness waoas
uncomfortably  renewed, “forence
adid?  Where'd yon see Florence?

Mr. Rooter swallowed, “A  little
while ago.,” he sald, and again swal-

lowed,  "On the way home from
school.”

“Look—look here!™ Herbart was
flurrled to the point of panie. “Henry
—llid Florence—did she go and tell
you—dld she tell you— 1

“l didn't hardly notice what she
was talkin® about,” Henry said, dog-
gedly., “She didn’t have anything to
gay that I'd ever care two cenis about,
She eame up behind me and watlked |
nlong with me a ways, but I got too |
muny things on my mind to hardly
puy the lenst nttentlon to anything
she ever talks about, She's a girl
what T think about her the less people
puy any ‘tentlon to what she snys the
better off they are”

“That's the way with me, Henry,”
his partner assured hlm earnestly. *]

S never pay any notice to what she

suys, The way I figure It out about
ber, Henry, everyhody'd be a  good
denl better off If nobody ever paid
the least notice to nnything she says. |
I never even notlee what she SAVE,
mysell.”

“I dom't eliher,” said Henry, “Al
1 think about I8 what my father and
mother suy, because I'm not goin' to
have thelr advice all the rest o' my
life, after they're dead, If they want
me to be polite, why, I'Il do It and
that's all there Is about 11"

“It's the same wny with me, Henry.
If she comes flappin' around here
blattin' and blubbin' how she's goln’ té
have somep'm to do with our news-
paper, why, the only reason I'd ever
tet her would be hecnuse my fumily
#ny I ought to show more pollteness
to her than up to now. 1 wouldn't
do it In any other ncount, Henry"

“Neither woulil 1. That's Just the
sume way I look at it. If I ever bhegln
10 treat her any betler, she's got my
father and _mother to thank, not me.
That's (he only reason 1I'd be willlng
to say we better jeave the plank down
and let her in, If she comes around
here like she's Hable to™

*Well,” sald Herbert, “I'm willing,

1 don't want to goet IwUuhle with the
family.”
i And they mounted the staira to
thelr editorial, reportorial, and print-
Ing rooms; and begun to work In &
mauner not only pregccupled but ap-
prehensive. Now and then they would
give each other o furtive glance, and
then seem to reflect upon thelr fathers' |
and mothers’ wishes and the troublous
state of .the tlmes. Florence did not
Keep them walting long, however,

She might have been easler to bear
bad her manner of arrlval been less
#issured. Bhe romped up the stairs;
<ame skipping across the old nmr,l
swinging ber hat by a ribbon, fAung
wpen the gate In the sacred ralling,
#ind flounced into the prinelpal chalr,
immodestly placlng her feet on the
table Im front of that chair. Aaddl-
tlonally, such was her rlotous liveli-
mess, she aflected to light and smoke
the stub of a lead pencil. “Well,
men,” she sald heartlly In a volce as-
#umed to be that of a tall, powerful
mun—*1 don’t want to see any loatin’
around here, men. 1 expect to have a
preity good newspaper thls weck—
Yes, sir, a pretty good pewspaper—
and I guess you wen got to jump
around pretty brisk to do everything
I think of, or else maybe 1 puess I'll
have to turn you off and get some new
ones that'll be more obedlent. [ don't
want to hat to do that, men*™

The blackmalled partners made no
veply, on account of an Inabllity that
wias perfect for the moment.

Florence made it clear to them that
henceforth she was sole editor of the

North End Dally Orlole. (She sald
she had declded not to change the

uname, after all) She Informed them
that they were lo be her printers,
nothing more; she did not care to get
all inky and nasty, she sald. She
would, however, do all the writing for

ber newspeper, god had with her a
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The Blackmalled Partners Made No
Reply, on Account of an Inability
That Was Perfect for the Moment.

new poem. Also, she would furnish

all the news und It would be printed

Just ns she wrote It, and printed nice

Iy, too, or else —*“look out ™
Thus did this cool hand take pos-

sesglon of nn established Industry, and

In much the snme fashlon did she con-

tinue to manage It. There were un-

suppressible protesis; there was oo

vert nnguish: there was even o strike

—but It wus u short one. When the

printers remained awny from thelr

Inte newspaper bullding, on Wednes-

dny afternoon, Florence had an inter-

view with Herbert after dinner at his
own door. e explained coldly that

Henry and he had grown tired of the

printing press and had declded fo put

In o)l their spare time bullding n the-

pter In Henry's attie; but Florence

gave him to understand that the (he.
ater could not he,

Henry  and  Herbert  had  hoth
stopped  “speaking” to Patty Falr
child, for ench belleved her treach:
erous to himselif; bhut Florence now
Informed Herbert that far from de-
pending on miere hearsny, she had In
her possession the confession of his
knowledge that he had ocular heauty
—the rulnous bit of writing in his own
hand and signed with his comp'ete
nime—that  she had discovered the
puper where Patty hind lost it : and that

1
It was now in n seonre place, nud In an

envelope upon the outside of which
was alrendy written, “Wallle Torbin,
Kindness of Florenes ALY

Herbert collapsed. So did Henry
Rooter, u litile Inter that evenlng, af-
ter a felephoned conversation with
the slyve-dreiver,

The two miserable printers were
back In thelr pluces the next afier-
nooan,

And on Saturday the new Orlole,
now In every jot and (tem the In-
spired orgun of feminlsm, made Its
undeniably sensational appearance,

A copy, neatly folded, was placed
In the hand of Nohle THiIl, as he set
forth for his plnce of business, nfter
lunching ot howe with his mother.,
Florence was the person who placed
It there—without charge. She came
hurrledly  from somewhere (o the
nelghborhood, out of what yard or
alley he did not notice, and slipped the
little ohlong sheet into his lax fingers.

“There!™  she sald, breathlessly
“There's a good denl about you In ft,
thls week, Me. DI, and 1 guess—]
guess—"

“What, Florence?™

“1 guess mayhe yon'll—" She looked
up at klim shyly ; then, with no more
to gay, turned and ran back In the dl

rection whence she had come—and
was gone, Noble walked on, not at
once examining her Hetle gift, but ear-

| rying it ubsently In fingers still lax at

the end of a dangling arm. There was
no Uie In him for anything; Julin was
RWAY.

Awny—and yet the dazzling crea-
ture looked at him from sky, from
earth, from ajr; looked at him with
the most polgnant kindness, vet al-
wilys shook her hoad! She had an-
swersad his first letter by a kind Hitle
note, his second by a kinder and lttler
one, aml his third, fourth, fifth, and
sixth by no note at all; but by the
kindest message (through one of her
aunts) that she was thinking abour
hlm a great deal. And even this was
three weeks ago. Since then, from
Julln—nothing at all!

But yesterday something a lttle
stimulating had happened. On  the
streel, downtown, he had come face to
face, momenturily with Mr. H. L. At-
water, Senlor, Julin's pecullar old
father; and for the first (!me In No-
ble's life this Mr. Atwater nodded to,
him pleasantly. Noble went on his
wuy, eluted: Was there not something
almost fatherly In this strange greet-
Ing? There had been an easement of
the paln of absence: and he glowed
with thoughts of Mr. Atwater,

The glow faded somewhat from
Noble when he reached a telephone :
he culled up his mother, and she sald
thére was no recenl news of Julln
current In the Atwater family connee-
tlon that she could hear of ; none of
them had word that she was coming
home. However, Noble did not de-
Bcend all the way lnto the cellar of
s soul; some of his glow remalned
and kept him a Hitle more cheerful
than he had been for several weeks,
The kind greeting of Julla's father
had stirred his imagination, An event
80 singuliar might be lnterpreted In
the happlest way: What had Julln
written her futher, to_change him so

P

toward Nohle? And Noble was atih
Areamily Interpreting am he walked
down the street with tha North End
Dally Oriole 1dle In an idle hand,

He found a use for that hand pres-
ently, and, having sighed. lifted 1t to
press It upon his brow, but did not
complete the gesture, A8 his hand
enme within the scope of his gaze, lev-
eled on the unfathomable distance, he
ohserved that the fingers held a sheet
of printed paper; and he remembered
Florence, Instead of pressing  his
brow he unfolded the Journal she had
thrust upon him. As he began to read.
his eye was lusterless, his gait slpck
and dreary, but soon his whole de
meanor changed; It cannot be sald
for the hetter,

THE NoRTH END dally ORIOLB

Atwater & Co, Owners & Propreitars
Bubacribe NOW 3 Cents Per Year. Bub-
scriptiona should be brought to the East
Maln Entrance of Atwater & Co.,, News-
paper Bullding every afterNoon

0 to VI 26 Centa .

POeMS8
My Boul by Florence Atwater

When my heart s dreary

Then my msoul Is weary

A8 & bird with n broken wing
Who never again will sing

Like the aound of a vast amen
That comes from a church of men,

When my soul |s dreary

It could never be cheery

But 1 think of my Ideal

And everyihing scems real

Like the sound of the bright church bells
peal,

Poema by Florenoce Atwnter wlil be In
the paper each and every Sat

AdVertizementa iic. each Up

Joseph K. Atwater (o,
127 Bouth lowa St
Bteam Pumps

NEw8 OF ThE ¢ITY

“Miss Florence Atwater of tHis Clty
recelved a mark of 4 in History Ex-
amintlon at the concusion of the
school Term last June,

“Blue halr ribbons are In style
ngaln,

“Miss Patty Falrchild of this City
has not been doing ns well In Decla-
mation Iately as formerly,

“MR. Noble Dill of this City Is sel-
tom seen on the streets of the Clty
without smoking n clgurrette,

“Miss Julla Atwadter of this City |s
out of the Clty.

"Ihe MR. Rayfort famlly of thi
Clly tave been prosented with the
prexent of a new Cat by Geo. the map
employeD by Balf & Co. This ecat Is
perfectly baeutiful,

“Miss Julln Atwater of this City Is
visiting friends In the Soth. The fam-
ily have had many letters from her
that are read by each and all in the
fumild, -

“Mr. Noble Dill of this City Is In
business with his Father.

“From letters to the famlly Miss
Julin Atwater of this City I8 enjoying
her visit In the south a greadeal,

“Miss Patty Falrehlld of the 7 A
of thlis City, will probably not pass In
ARRIthwet!C -nless some Improvement
‘}‘ulu-n place before Examination,

“Miss Julla Atwater of this Olty
wrote a letter to the family stating

‘while vislting In the SOuth she has
made an engagement to be married to
MR. Crum of that City. The famlily
do not know who this MR, CRlum s
but It is sald he Is a widwer though
he hus been diVorced with a great
many children,

"Subscribe Now 205c¢. Per Year Ady.
450, up.
“Atwater & Co. Newspaper Bullding

=3 Cents Per Years”

It may be agsumed that the last of
the news Items was wasted on Noble
DM, and that he never knew of the
neighborhood  lmprovement belleyed
to be Imminent as a result of the final
touches to the ditch at the Mr. Henry
D, Vance backyard,

PART THREE

—_—

Throughout the afternoon adult
members of the Atwater family con-
nection made futlle efforts to secure
all the coples of that week's edition
of the North End Dally Orlole. It
could not be done,

It was a trylog time for “the fam-
ly." Great-naunt Carrie sald that she
had the “worst afternoon of any of
‘em,” because young Newland Saun-
ders came to her house at two and did
not leuve untll five: all the time count-
log over, one by one, the hours he'd
spent with Julla since she was seven-
teen and turned out, unfortunately,
to be a Beauty. Newland had not re-
stralned himself, Aunt Carrle sald,
and long before he left she wished
Julla had never been born—and as
for Herbert Mingsworth Atwater,
Junior, the only thing to do with him
Wes to send him to some strict mill-
tary school,

(To Be Continued)
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