R N O, I i B e e | e e e el Y

—F =

e S

—

e —

—————

——

—_—

; IN A NEW LIGHT.

(A Blory of Confessed Love)

Tawrence Hancroft was  decidedly
bored that summer afternoon ad he lay
in his Invalld’'s ehalr under n wide
spreading buckeye tree. He had ex-

rienced A great many vacieties of

redom In the three weeks he had
beenn 0 the country—befors that he
had Leen too Ml even for ennutb—and
pow congidered hWimeel! an authority
on the subject. Consegquently he had
no diffculty In classifying the specl-
men which was aMicting him as the
most unpleasant known, There might
be worse Kinds undiscovered, but he
doubted it. At all events, I there wers,
the digscoverer would never Hve through
them to tell the tale. The kind of en-
pul when you suspect that, while the
present clrcumstances of yYour existi-
ence ure not agreeable, there may be
others under which It would be more
o, and when you can even think of
spocinl combinations of externals and
internale that would produce the does
sired resul€ I not go baed; but when
there seems to be nothing In heaven or

on enrth worth the trouble of Hfting
your hand o gel, when the dreamns
and wishes g0 dear to you in hieppler

moods are as hopelessly unatiractive
aa the reality around you, this is the
goenuine article, this is ennul

Lawrence wondered if he over had
really belleved this earthly existence a
desiinble thing., Vague recollections of
foolish thoughts nbout the Joy of liv-
ing and the pleasure of merely draw-
ing breath In & world where youth and
gtrength nnd the trick of o #mile
broupght guch lavish returns, came Into
hi= hend, but he banished them ke
the remembrance of one's breake, He
did not even witnt this same strength
now. Had there ever been moments
when trees and runiing water and
books and friends and musle and love-
making, yes and even enting and deink.
Ing, had appealed to him? The evi-
dence In favor was glrong Whnt a
fool he had been not to ses the empti-
ness of I all

Jugt here Lionel,
victim a

who had given his
moment's peace, came back
with hix Mttle frecklied face daubed
with jelly. At this moment nothing on
earth could have made Lawrence be-
lleve that he had ever been attriacted
by children, or had ever thought this
particular specimen endurable, e shut
his eyes, a device that was sometimes
effective—about once In every ten times
—in warding off the enemy’'s alincks;
but this was not the once.

“Say, where's your puppy dog?" de-
moanded & shrill, piping volee,

Lawrence made no reply

“Say, where's your puppy dog?" the
wvoleo repeited in a still higher key,

Lawrence gave n sigh. The case
wan hopeless; no subterfuges would bo
of use, and the question would be re-
ponted untll he answerad.

“Hhe s somewhere nround; she was
here 4 moment ago,” he replied Indiffer-
ently, n that the munner ever had
the slightest effect on Lilonel

“Where I he gone to? ' he demanded,

T don't know,' his vietim replied re.
signedly,

“You don't know where your puppy
dog hans gone to?"

“No, 1 don't know."

“My popper don't ke pupy dogs,'
Lionel continued, In the tone of one giv-
ing an Iinteresting plece of Information,
as he hung hend downmost from a
branch of the big cherry tree opposite.
Lawrence did not answer,

“1 say, pupper don't like puppy dogs,"
continued the tormentor. The vietim
sighed and gave In.

“Poesn’t he?" he asked polltely.

“He's afrald they'll climb the trees
aad eat the cherrles,” explained Lionel
with wonderful dist'netness, connslder-
fng that he had stuffed four cherrles
into his mouth at once,  Lawrence de-
clded that the comblnation of cherry
Julve, Jelly, dirt, ele,, was nol an lm-
provement to the human face,

“ swallowed the stones, | nlways do,”
Lionel went on cheerfully, Seving that
& projlest wus  expected, Lawrence
checlted the one thut rose 1o his Mipa

“Lionel! came a feminine volee “ram
the shrubbery, and Lionel went X an
fast an his 1tile legs coulil carry him,
He had had many n sad lesson as Lo
the consequences of Hngerlrg when that
volee called. “Mommer,” wag the one
porson of whom that young mun stood
in awe.

The victim breathed a sigh of relief.
There certainly was a slight distine-
tion between the different conditions of
this mortal life, and there was hope for
him. If no Lionel seemed more attracs
tive to him than Lionel, and it certainly
did he was on the up grade Perhaps
something to eat would seem  worth
while in another hour or sao,

He was shaken from thin musing by
& violent shaking of the high board
fence which Iny to the sast of the
buckeye tree, The vines that covered
it swayed violently to and fro, Was it
an earthguvnke, or was it Lionel again,
coming over that way to surprise him,
Lionel was fond of surprises, But thera
wis no Juelly on the face that appeared
at the top of the fence—no felly and
no freckles. Hidden as he was by the
low hanging boughs, the lrespasser v
idently did not suspect Il near neigh-
borhood, but swung herself Hghtly and
easlly over the fence and into the cher-
ry tree, her short duck =kirt and lenth-
er legring geemiingly designed for such
exercises, She was evidently enjoying
the cherries, which she dle one ot o
time, g0 thoroughly that Lawrence hes-
ftited to interrupt her. She would prob.
ably be much embarrassed and would
hate him ever afterwards, and she was
too pretty for hira o enjoy this pros-
pect.  Besldes, how should he address
her. His friend Lionel’'s “say' had its
disadvantages. He had time for a leis-
urely survey of the girl, who was ap-
purently about sixteen, though she
might be younger, before his perplexity
wis ended for him by a short bark
from Fly, who had Just returned from
some Interesting Nttle expedition of her
own, and resented poaching on the fams-
lly preserves, The Intruder turned and
gaw the dog and her master She col-
ored and looked confused for half n soc.
ond—hall a second only—and then re-
moarked ecalmly:

“Would you like gome? They are very
‘hl_ld-”

“Very much' Lawrence answered as

calmly, suppressing with difficulty =&
desire Lo laugh. The young girl pleked
geveral fine bunches, and, swinging her-
self down from the (ree, came over Lo
his chair and handed them to him,

“You used to glve us lectures about
breaking off the spurs—isn't that what
you call them7—with the cherries, but
perbaps you don't mind such
now,"”

“1 gave you a lectyre?™
exclalmed, In surprise

“Yes, Uncle Lawrenoe

*Uncle Lawrence ™ he
more mystified

“It Is unkind of you to forget
nlacesd g0 easilly, even when Lhey
only sdopted anes,”™ the young girl re-
turned, seating herself on & low hung,
horizontal Hmb of the buckeye, and
swinging herself gently to and fro by
touching the ground wlﬁ the end
her foot But a light ha
dawn on Lawrence

“1 verlly belleve.” be remarked de-
liberntely—*1 werily belleve you are
that little—gigh who spent the sumincr
wih the Osbornes Do many ycars ugo.”’

you."
exclaimed, still

“Yen, T am the same little devil,” tha
gir! returned calmly, taking small bitea
out of & cherry with evident appreain-
ton of its Navor 1 saw Florence In

L town a couple of months ago,” she went
on. In the same easy, unembiarrassed
manner, 'and ghe tald e about your
actident., Bhe didn’t tell me you wera
coming  here, though It was very
strange, for 1 told her 1| was,"” che add.
ed retectively

“Hhe didn't know It. It was decided In
A& hurry. The tonants gave us the
place unexpectedly, =a 1 thought It
wus ng gobd a place as any to pateh
mysellfl up In. And so you are peity
Reynolda? he went on. 1 see the re-
remibinnee now, theugh 1 never should
have known you You and Florence
used to seem about of an age, Betty,
but she I8 quite grown up and out ml
soclety now, while you, | suppuse, hava
/il that still to look forward to Let
me see how old are you? Now that |
think of 1t, 1 remember that there was
[ & yeur or two's difference in your nges.”

"Thure Is Just two yeurs and a half,”
remarked Betty, giving hersel! another
awing, There wos o mischisvous e
gleam In the depths of her eyes that he
found very nttractive,

"And Florence (0 nearly twenty, so
you must be seventeen. You will soon
be In long dresses now, I suppose?

“There 18 nho hurry, for, you see,
Unele Lawrence, 1 look young for my
age and I might as well keep 50, You
don't mind my calllng you 'uncle,’ do
you? It is o much less formal than
‘Mr. Bargroft,' and {t reminds me  of
old thmes, You know Florence and |1
always used to share our relatives., Bhe
CillE my grandmother Usborne ‘grands
mother’ to this day.”

“It makes me feel old Lo have such
Brown up jooking nivces,” Lawrence
remarked, with a laugh.

“Well, you are getting along, aren’t
you?" Miss Betty remarked, frankly.
“Let me see, You must be noout o,

“I am twenty-seven,” he answered,
trying to keep the Indignation out of
him valoe,

“Oh, well, 1 knew it was somewhere
around there!” Hetty returned calmiy,
“1 know you used o seem a patriarch
In those days, You didn't know 1
adored you?' she went on, with a ques-
tion in her volee. Lawrence sat up a
little, the only change of position he
could make unalded. The conversation
wang growing decidedly interesting,

I should never have sugpected It. Yoo
ook gqueer wave of showing 1" he ex.
clulmed, with recollections of npple pled
beds and favorite possessions wdden in
undl:k.-u\'ernhh- pluces crowding Into his
mind.

What a Httle imp of Satan she had
beent! Florence had been older, and a
head and shoulders taller, and yet it
had been Betty who had been the mov-
ing spirit In all schemes of mischlef,
He wondered now that he had not rec-
ognizged his visitor at onece, In spite of
certaln decided chunges for the better
in her appearance,

The Betty of ten yoars before had
been small and abnormally thin—"gkin-
ny' was the only word for . This
Betty was still small, considering the
difference in age, but all the old angles
were filled out Into curves, An Impu-
dent Hitle recollection now thrust itself
into his mind, and he gave an Involun-
tary glance at the trim galters, but
they told no tales, for the short blue
duck skirt was pulled decorously down
over them. Florence had confided to
him that Betty's pipe stem legs were
a source of deep mortiflestion tn her,
and that she always wore three palrs of
ptockings when sne wenn oo w party,
with & view to hiding thelr deflclencles,
Did she still do 11, or was I, perhaps,
no longer necessary?

“Yes,'" she went on, swinging gently

things

LawWrcnce

your
are

of |

d begun 1u|

back and forth on her buckeye bough,
“1t would have given me grent pleasure
to let you use me for a door mat, but
I would have dled rather than have
you suspect 1"

I certainly didn't,” eall Lawrence.
“1 remember 1 made overtures of friend
ghip towards you, bul you were very
scornful, Do you remember the time I
Kigsed wyou as a punishment because

you took my new tennis racket to bat
stones with? You always hated It ke |
potson. What a little fury you we re, |

and what a scrateh you gave me!” He
I hod expected this Detty to be embar-
rasged at this alusion but she wWas not
In the least.
possessod for a young person of 17, but
bashfulness had never Leen one of her
virtues,

“And the funny part was that I liked
it all the time" she confessed frankly.
“AL least 1 mean 1 HKed (t afterwardes,
I had too great a sense of hurt dignity

It possible you were only seventeen,
Uncle Lawrence, 1 huve always remems
bered you as grown up, though you did

were no boys convenient
1 think you must tave
nice boy 7
nim, and the gray weyes still had the
gleam of mischief, but not an atom of
coquetry, in thelr depths. 1 can re-
member a great many kind things you
did for me; for instance, how you car-
rivd me all the way horie from Btraw-
berry creek the time | went in wading
and got my fool stung with
You didn't know how grateful | felt,
for 1 was as unplen=ant as 1 knew how
to be, o 48 not o show iL"”

Lowrenee wins  decldedly  Interested,
and the thought finghed Into his head
that perhaps he had been mistaken in
hig conclusgions of an hour ago about
Ife and things generally. There cer-
tainly were clreumstances under which
existence was desirable,

“Have you redlly remembered  that
all those years? You were such a lietle
thing.'” he was bheginning, when the
volee of the enemy lnterrupted him

“Choo, choo, choo, choo,™ Liunel was
scuffling his feet along the Kravel
walk and ralsing & cloud of dust to
attract thelr attention Thig he var-

Do you know,
been rither a

ing down with hia little legs stretched

| wide apart and ejaculations of “Yah,
yah, yah!'
“Who I8 that—interesting child?” ask-

ed Detty,

“You don't remember Tim MeGufly,
our gurdener, of course?”’

‘Don't 1? You don't mean to say he
Is still with you?"

“Yes: and this i8 Llone), his son. He
Is kind enough to help me through a
few of my many lelsure hours by giv-
ing entertainments Hke the present one
‘ for my beneft.'

“(ih!" exclaimed Betty, expressively,
“and can't you do anything?"’

“And hurt Tim's feelings? He thinks
somebody is the most marvelously at-
tractive person who ever walked this
¢arth, and that it I8 a greal resource
to me to have such a companion He

| knows [ am fond of chilldren,”

‘A lttle red bird flew in &
droned the tarmentor, In 4 monnoto-
noeug volee “Look st me, look 2t me,
ook at me!” he went on, as nobody
| nuticed his song. pufling hls checks out
and letting his breath outl wgain with an

unpleasant noise

“"Refore 1'd stand this for any one's
feelipgs!" Belty exciaimed. “"Why don't

| ¥you make the child understand that he
is not 1o come pear you?'

“A lttle red bird few
continued Lionel,

“1'd llke to see any one do )"
| rence exclaimed, with a short laugh,

“lonzl is Impervicus to suggestions,
! und, llke his father, he thinks he is o
fascinating that he canot understand

sewer!™”

in a sewer!"

Law-

She was wonderfully self- |

and outraged modesty at the time, Is!

condescend to play with us when there!

She was looking straight at |

nettles, '

| gssumed—""1necle

to me?

jed by jumping up in the alr and com- !

! the

| that he

that you 46 not ind him #o, too, Tha
other day 1 told him that 1I'd spank
him If he came over to this side of the
garden again, and he remarked calmiy,
‘You can't. You can't get up” "™

“1t s too bad you should have this
to bear, too,” sald Betty aympathetic-
ally, to a vhorus ¢of “A little red bird
flew In a suwer!” The child Betty
had been anything but sympathetlo,
Lawrence remembered,

“A Httie red bird flew In &8 sewer!”
chanted the enemy for the fftieth time,
Betty rose to her teot witn an alr of de-
termination and broke off & twig of
the buckeye.

“A lttle red bird flew in a sewer!"
The tone was more plercing than ever,
Ehe walked over to the sstonished ohild |

“Shouldn't you llke It7?"

“I am po tired of reading that I
néver want to see a book again. Are
you as fond of It as ever?”

“Not quite. I don't think one s
ever fond of anything with guite the
pame Intensity as when one 18 a child
1 know I am not.”

“Not even of me,” put In Lawrence,
but as ghe did not choose to hear, he
went on; “You were the greatest chlld
for & book; and when you got buried
In one the la®t trump Iteell could not
have roused you. You were a very In-
teresting child, Hetty, and ancomimons
Iy old for your nge. You seem old to
me now, 1| suppose you will be coms-
ing out nest winter?”

She did not answer him, being ap-

and grabbed Lim by tke shoulder be-| parently absorbed In some thought of

fore he could move

"Look here!” ahe exclnlmed, showing
her switeh, “Do you wee thin? Well, It
1 ever find you this slde of that lau-
restinus hedge, T will glve you the big-
gest whipping you ever had In your
life. Do you understand? And If you
gay unything to your father about it |
' give you twa,” Llonel bhurst into
violent howling, an dthe minute Betty
let go of him disnppeared as fast as
his little legs could carry him: Betty
dropped her switch, dusted off her
hand=s and walked slowly back und
pented hersell ngaln on the buckeye
:muxh. resuming her lelgurely swing-
ng.

“1 don‘t think he will trouble
agnin very soon” she aald calmly.

“I am a thousand times obliged to
you," exclaimed Lawrence, Hetly gave
him a sudden look, and he thought
there were tenrs In ber eyes, Lut she
turned them away so quickly that he
could not be gure. There were none
In her volece, however, as she sald:

“1 will come over every aflerncon you
are out and read or thlk to you, if you
ke, but you mugt make me n solemn
promige that you will send me away
when you are tired. 1 am not llke Lio-
nel. I can take a hint. Is that the
way you pronounce his name?’ she
asked abruptly.

“That i the way his mother does,”
he anawered with a smile.

*1 am so glad. I wondered If T had
been pronouncing it wrong all my life
and never found It out till now. After

you

her own, but a second
dressed him:

“Unele Lawrence.”

“My child.*”

“What Jdo you think Is the hest line
for o girl to tnke If she wants to be
popular when she comes out?”

Lawrenoe gave & laugh,

“That Is such a big gquestion., 1 could
not answer It offhand. Well, at any
rate, she wants to be refined and mod-
est and ladylike, not free and easy, and
glangy,” he bhegan, thinking that there
there was a chance to sow some good
seed; for from the susplciously yellow
cover of her book and the carcful way
she kept the name averted, he susrpect-
ed that Betty had been improving her
French and Increasing her knowledge
of the world at the expense of her mor-
gls

“You mean to be like Mabel Taloott?"
she answered, unexpectedly, keeping
her eyeg on the ground =o that he
could not gee the gleam of mischief
that he felt sure was there,

“What do you know about Miss Tal-
cott? he demanded, quite taken aback.

“Oh, I heard that you especially ad-
mired her, and as we happened to be
thrown together a part of last gummer
I rather modeled myself upon her, as
of course 1 wanted you to approve of
me. Among other things, she guve mae
lessons in lighting the gas with your
foot. You fasten something through
the chalin that connects with the elec-
tricity, and then It is quite simple, If
you haven't too scant skirts on. Oh,

later she ad-

all,* she added, “your little friend has| yeg 1 found her refined and modest and

Imagination.

That I8 a redeming polnt | 1adylike, and not at all free and easy.

“How do you make that out?' asked Qpe told me a lot about you, Uncle Law.

Lawrence.
*“Why, by his song, If you choose to

rence.”
“What dld she tell you?' he asked

call it that, "A lHttle red bird flew Into| yneasily,

o sewer.” It takes imagination to Invent!

“A thing or two. T am so glad to

a line ke that, and 1 don't l'El"l'll".‘mhl‘l'l know the kind of girls men admire”

It In any of the poets with whose works | ghe went on.

I am familiar. I had better be mure|
polite to him. He may be a poet him- |
gelf #gome day, and 1 may want his
autograph; poets are always sensitive,”

“Then Lionel I8 not a poet,” he ex-
clatmed emphatically. *“Whatever he
Is, he is not sensitive.”

COA TIttle red bird flew In a sewer,
quoted Detty to herself,

“He may be a writer of prose,”’ Law-
rence continued, *“I fancy his worka
will be 0 mixture of realism and ideal-
I8,
ty thought, suggestive of upward as-|
piratinns, It was an artistie touch
making the bird red; it so easily might
have heen sober brown or gray. Yes,
Lionel. you have a career before you.
We advise you to continue to send con-
tributione—postage enclosed—to  the
Weekly Bunco.”

"I suppose you get the reallsm from
the word ‘sewer,’ " remarked Betry,

“Yen: 1 have not the siightest doubt |
but that Lionel, If he does take to lit-
eranture, will be nasty enough to satisfy
the most ardent realist. You are not
going?"' he added, as Belly rose from
her bough,

“Indeed, T am; but I'll come agaln to-
morrow, if you llke"”

“l do lke, most Adscidedly. Well,
if you must. Aren't you golng to shake
hands with me? You know you haven't
done It yet; and there is nothing the |
matter with my hands, thank henven!
It has been 80 good to see you ur.nin']
Betty."”

“To me tos,"

sald Detty warmly. "I|
heard you were down here some days
ago, but T thought you didn't lenve
your room, or 1'd have been Lo e« you
before,'

“What If 1T dldn't? You might have
come Lo see me all the same, consliler-
Ing the relationship between us You
didn't use o be o particular. You and
Florence used to make yourselves quite
at home In my room. 1 remember 1 had
to sleep one night with a whole famly
of paper dolls that you had put Into
my bed”

SOh, T didn’t mind, but T was afrald
you might!? and Betty walked up the
walk, with a wave of her hand over her |
shoulder. She had only gone a few
yards whe he called after her:

“Hetty!"

She turned and looked back.

“Well?'" she salil.

“If you climbed that fencee over there
you would find it a much shorter way |
home.” he suggested innocently. It is |
not at all hard to elimb, and the cherry
tree I8 4 help. Just try and gee’’

Betty turned and walked #lowly back
until she stopd In front of him.

“Unele Lawrence,” she began, twist-
{ng her hands in front of her and look-
ing down at the ground with an em-
barrassment which he was sure was
Lawrence, 1 sapposé |
it would be politer to apologlze for
stealing your cherrles; but 1 remems-
bered how good they were, and thought
they were going to waste, and I was al-
ways fond of cherries.” Bhe caught
her brenth once of twice, asf she were
golng to burst into tears |

“We will never speak of it,” Law-
rence returned solemniy.

“And aren't you going to do anything
" ghe demanded, raising her
eyes, which, as he suspected, wers full
of mischief, He had to laugh, too, and
the culprit never re celved the sentence
she deserved. o

“Why don’t you take the fence way?
he asked instead.

“Because,” she answered
and walked up the path agiin
time he did not call her back.

After Lawrence had been establighed
the next afternoon under the shade of
big buckeye, the =apvs of  Viwile
expectation that he had had all day cul.
minated in a feeling of inceilse Boxiety
as to whether his visitor of the day
before would Keep her promise or nol.
He blamed hils nerves and confounded
himself for everything contemptible
could think of, but he
not help it Fortunately, the suspense
did not last long. Betty appeared, by
way of the fence, considerably earller
than the afterncon before. She Was
dressid In the same blue duck gkirt and
legrings as the day before, but her
shirt walst was pink Instead of blue.
Lawrence thought It was more becom-
ing.

41 don't see why you wouldn't go
home by way of the fence, If you would
come by It." he began when ghe had
seated hersell on the low hanging buck-
eye bough

“You don't? 1 am
stupid. Just give yourseil five
und see if you can't think of »

“Phe frame of the fence is

demurely,
This

afrald you are
minutes
reason.’
on your

| glde: 1s that it, Miss Sphinx 7'

“Yea, Mr. Oedipus. 1 don't believe
1 conld climb up from this side, even
with the help of the cherry tree, par-
ticnlarly with an interested audience.”

“You have a book undeér you arm.
You are not going to insist on reading
v me, are you?™'

‘A lttle red bird'—that is a pTGI'L lady.

der what the matter was,”
| vence, who was Intensely amused.

“It has been a serious
question with me what role I should
adopt when I come out:!” and Betty
ployved with the loose lock at the end
of one of her heavy bralds of halr. "It
Is no use; It just won't curl,” she broke
out In dismay after a second's pause.

“It looks natural to see it bralded
agaln. You had it done up yesterday,”
remarked Lawrence, glad to change

the subject, although he was Inwardly
much amused,

“f do It up once In a while to play
But Uncle Lawrence, won't
you please glve me some more advice,
I should llke so much to be a social
success, and I do feel 8o nervous about
my first party. It would be perfectly
dreadful to be a wallflower., I be-
lieve I'd take pnison afterwards.’

1 don't think you need be afrald,”
Lawrence remarked patronizingly.“You
are not shy, and you always have plen-

| ty to say yoursgelf, and that goes a

great way., And then you are perfectly
unaffected and easy to talk to.'

*(dh, thank you!" Betty exclaimed,
humbly, keeping her eyes cast down.
“But can't you give me some advice?
Men ought to know what men llke. I
belleve you could teach me a lot if you
would only forget my youth and the
nzoessity for being strietly moral.
Wouldn't it be an interesting experi-
ment for a man to train a girl. to he a
gocinl success?' she broke off impul-
aively, “If you could only eliminate
the personal element!' she added more
soberly.

“You mean that he would fall in
love with her?" nsked Lawrence,
ve certainly wouldn't want
fellows to If he consldered her worth
instructing: and so he wouldn’t play
fair. He wouldn’t he honest and tell
her what men really llke, He'd tell
her the things that Sunday school
books and old fashloned novels gay
they like and she wouldn't bé¢ a suc-

cess after all.”

»And then I suppose she would won-

g If she haid native
savey enough to make the man want to
teach her, she'd have enough to dis-
tinguish between what people say they
like and what they really like,
pose, after all" continued Betty, who
was carrving on the discussion with
the utmost seriousness although Law-

“Nio, ghe wouldn't,

rence hed a lurking doubt—w hich was |

becoming chronic—as to whether the
gerlousness was as real as It uppeared
to bhe—*1 supposge, after all” ghe ree-
marked, with an alp of summingE up the
question, "if a girl doesn’t happen to be
constructed in just the vight way, there
isn't much use giving her hints o

“There certainly won’t be any ne d
to give you any,' Lawrence declared
emphatically .

“Why?' demanded Miss Belly, une
compromigingly.

“Hecause you are perfectly captivat-

fng without any,” he snid unl-iuuhlm:_l.\'.
Betty did not appear in the least dis-
certed, but laughed a mocking Httle
rh.

luH;‘m vou think that |8 the way to |rl!k
to o girl of 177" she asked. *“You will
be putting ldeas in my b ad, firet thing
vou know." .

1 think they are there nlready,” he
replied boldly. Hetty lnughed harder
than ever at this, and turned the back
of the book in her lap a little farther
away from him. Nelther spoke for A
minute or two., Then Lawrence con-

I tinued:

syou are much quieter than 1 ever
thought you would be, Betty. You
dont live up to the name you gave your-
self yesterday.”

«Now I think of it, I have been rather
subdued since we repewed our acquiin-

| tance” she replled; "but there has been

could |

a special reason for It"

“What Is that?' he asked,

“On 1 don't mean to tell you! 1
just thought that the fuct that there
was one would sound interesting.”

“It does. And vou won't tell me
what it Is, Betty™*

“No, Uncle Lawrence 1 won't."

“You might drop the ‘uncle,” "' he sug-
gested,

“PThere are a great many things I

might do; go home, for one.”

“Oh. no'™ he exclaimed, as she
up from her bough

“(rh, yes; T am golng for a drive with
my granny, It is cne of her goud days.
Good by, Mr. Bancraft, since you object
to the ‘uncle "

“Don't be eruel to a poor cripple,” he

got

pleaded Hetty ¥ fave underwent a

change. The smile dled away on her

lips and she held out her hand withoug '
a word, Lawrence grasped it in both

his.

«Is this it. Betty? Am 1 the reason?”
he asked In a low voice. The tears
enme into the girl’s eves, but he held
ter hand so tight that she could not
turn away.

O, 1 can't bear to see you like this™

she exclimed with a short ok, and, re-
L

other |

sald Law- '

I sup- |

|

! tensing her hand, she hurried away up
the path,

She did not appear for two days after

this; but when she did come nothing

[ could have been more cheerful and less

sentimental than her manner. Law-

rence Aid not Hke to work on her syme-
pathies by allusions to his Infirmities,
and no other subject wus productive
of anything but ligg hter and nonsense.

He declded that ¥ iss Betly was un-

commonly precoclous in the arta of tan-

inligation, as well as In a few other
things.

Ag the days went by, thelr acqualint-
ance progreossed rapldly, Almost every
day Betty dropped over the fence for
& couple of hours, Lawrence began to
fnd e wonderfully Interesting, and
astonished his doctor Ly the progress
he was making towards health, A num-
bir of hipg symptoms diganpearcd now
that he had gomething ¢l=e¢ to think
about, He found himeeif unable to keep
hold of the fact of Betty's youth, her
personality wak so absorbing. Once In
a while he would cateh himself up in
wome discussion that he considered un-
euited (o her age, much ta that yoang
person's amusement; but, geanerally, une-
less uhe hersell recalled 1t ta him by
gome ingquiries about the socinl world
before herghe forgot that she was not
the woman of the world she seemed, 11
she {8 like this now, what will she be
when ghe |8 really mature?” he would
wonder, with pilylng thoughts of the
| poor masculinities whom these chiarms

were to dazzle. This was at first. Boon
he stopped thinking of any man except
one—number one—in connection with
his young friend.

One afternoon they were seated In
| thelr favorite haunt, the buckeye tree,

1t was warm, so that Dottty had declar-
ed her long lenther galters Intolerable

and had taken them off; she had like-
wlge removed her hat and untied her
necktie In a dellelously free and easy
fashion that reminded Lawrence of the
| old Betty. They were deep In the dis-
| cussion of some Interesting problem
| when Betty, who was gazing across the
lawn, gave a start, hastily tied her
necktle, clutehed her galters and gath-
ered up Fly, who was asleep on the
| ground beside her. She bent her bough
down to the ground until her short skirt
covered her feet and tucked her gaiters
out of sight.

“What are you dolng that for?" de-
manded Lawrence.

“Somebody I8 coming here,"
plainel.

“Well, what of it

Betty did not answer. for the new-
comer Was very near He saw the
group near the buckeye tree and came
stralght for them, with eyes for nobody
but Lawrence, Fly showed a decided
inclination to get down and bark at
him, but Betty held her fast,

“Well, Lawrence, they told me 1
should find you here,’”” thelr visitor re-
marked, as in the same breat that Law-
rence exclalmed;

“Why, Tom!

from "

| *“1 am on my way around the world,
and of course 1 would look you up'” he
was beginning, when his gaze rested on
Bettly,

! “Mies Reynolds!” he exclaimed, as if
he doubted the evidence of his senses,

I “yes, Mr. Goodwin, it I8 really 1. I
don't wonder you are astonished, but
I am visiting my grandmother, who

| lives next door, and Mr. Bancroft is an

old friend."”

“Dear me, but this is a pleazant sur-
prise! I haven't sget eyes on you sgince
the Colliers” cotillion, which, If you
remember, T had the pleasure of danc-
Ing with you,"”

“Did you think I had forgotten it?"

“Ome can never tell with such a pop-
ular young woman as yourself., One
selp more or less doesn't count, DBut
I hardly knew you with your halr down.
You uever locked much over seven-
teen, but you don't look fifteen now."”
Lawrence, himself forgotten, listened
| iIn amazement to this and the
vorsation that followed. Presently Belty
EOL up to go.

“I have been bicyeling,' she explained
as she pleked up her leggings. 1 sup-
| puse It was droadfully impropor to take
them off, but it was =0 warm, and [
have known Mr., Bancroft such ages
{1is niece and I used o be bosom friends
when T was twelve and she was ten—
there was over two years difference in
our ages,"” she expliained with apparent
tautology—"and 1 have always con-
sgldered him as a sort of uncle,” She
luoked at Lawrence, but he refused to
meet her eyes. She and Mr. Goodwin
exchanged the most cordial goodbys
and regrets that they had met only 1o

she ex-

Where did you come

part, and then she left the lwo men
wlone.
Goodwin found his friend absent-

minded and not very expansive, but he
get It down to Hiness and wns more
| sympathetic than ever, while he enter-
iunuml him with wvarious storles of
Hetty's triumphant career on the top

of hours and then took hls departure,
much to Lawrence's relief

The next afterncon he had himself
| wheeled down to the buckeye tree, in
a state of mingled indignation ngainst
Betty and longing to #ee her;
did not appear, and the longing got
the best of It. The pext afternocon in-
dignation was rather to the fore when
a young woman irteproachubly gow ned

in spotless white duck, with a skirt
]Ihut reached to the ground, parasol,
vell, gloves, and all the accossories ufl

the

young ladyhood, walked down
| path.
“Well, Uncle Lawrence,” she began

calmly, "have you forgiven me?"
“I have not been in the lenst offend-
ed." Lawrence replied, with dignity,
“Are you going to be dignified mad?"
Betty demanded appealingly, using an

expression that belonged to the old
days,
“A man dees not ke to be made a

L fool of.'' he replied angrily,
| T just did it for fun,” Betty explain-
ed humbly., “You were so patronlzing
that 1 couldn’t resist when you miade
the mistake about iy age. It was very
natural, Nobody ever velleved that 1
wug older than Florencs You must
never be & Sunday school superintend-
ent, Uncle Lawrcence, or take any posl-
| tion where you have to address the
young, for you certainly are not a suc-
¢ess at it

Lawrence's face was colder and his
manner more polite than ever as he
made some commonplace answer. et-
ty's temper had never beéen her strong
point, and now she beécame polite, too,
and a minute later took her departure
with & remark about expecting a caller,
| Three days pasesd and no Betty.
There was no doubt in Lawrent e's
mind now as to which fecling was up-

| permost. Ldonel, finding out that the
enemy had departed, appeared upon
| the scene and gamboled arvound his
ehalr unthreatened. On the fourth day
| Lawrence was so much worse again
that he had to stay In bed, having
| fretted  himaelf Into &  relapse,
A  wreteched, tormenting, agonizing

week he passed In bed, haounted by vis-
jons of gray eyes with teurs of sympa-
thy in them and by lith muocking
laughs. At the end of a week, though
hardly At for it, he had himself dressed
and taken out into the garden H
dismissed his sttendant, and, shutting
his eyes, lay back on his pillow In an
agony of expectation Presently he
| heerd the much longed for sounid. the

shnking of the fence; but a cruel diss
Licnel was

sppuointment awalled him,

cone-
|

| man,

but she |

| he was talking about

' are the greatest

less  fen
of the social wave, He stayed a couple | iinine on

clambering along the top of it. He was
apparently unconsclous of the neigh-
borhood of hils victim, but climbed up
into the cherry tree, away up into the
higher branches, where a fow scattered
cherries were left. Lawrence Kept per-
fectly still, feeling thut he ought to re-
monstrate, but being unwiliing to at-
ract his attention He shul his eyea
ingtead and forgot the child In his own
thoughts, Presently o plereing cry net
all his nerves guivering, and. looking
up, he saw Lionel hanging by the seat
of his little trousers from a slender
branch near the top of the tree, And
he was powerless, Would aobody come?
Cry after ¢cry rent the alr. The fence
.;tthu--l- again but Lawrence dld not hear

“Keep perfectly still, Lions"” and 1
will get you down,” the one volee in
the world for him eald ealinly, and

Betty herself appeared upon the soene
Lawrence watched her In  tortured
suspense, for she wus appurently run-
ning towards the bottom of the garden,
nnd there was ceriainly no help to be
got there, There was not o ladder on
the place that would rrach within ten
feet of the cohild In a4 #c¢oond she
returned with a hammock, and, climb-
Ing the cherry tree, she proceeded to
hang It calmly and deliberately under
the place where Lionel hung suspended
between heaven and eatth, talking to
the child as he did it Je had ceoased
his screams at the first sound of het
vuice.

“Now," she esald at length, “if you
fall, you won't get hurt. keep Just as
still as you can till 1 get back.” B8he
was over the fence In another second,
and before Lawrence could do more
than wonder what she was golng to do,
ehe was back with a small saw in her
hand. She climbed the tree again up
to the highest point reachable, and ven-
turing a little way out on the limb
from which the child was hanging, too
slight to support them both, she began
to saw It off In front of her. Slowly It
dipped down. Lionel screaming all the
time in spite of her communds to keep
etlll, untll at length he was deposited,
frightened but unhurt, In the ham-
mock below, From there it was a coms
paratively simple muatter to get him to
the ground.

“Now, run away home,” =he =aid,
giving him a parting little shake, “and
tell your mother not o let you wear
anything but corduroys for the rest of
your days, They =aved your life. Noth-
Ing else would have held go long.” Lio-
nel did as she told him, eryving at the
top of his lungs, and then his preserver
turned her attention to her old friend.
It was time, for as soon as he had seen
the child on the ground, he had fainted
quietly away., When he came to, he
he-_ found Hetty's arms around him and
—it—R P shrdl shrdiu shrduu
his head on her shoulder, for she was
sitting on the broad arm of his chalr,

“Betty!" he exclaimed,

“"Lawrence!” she answered,
teara felt warm on his head, for she
hol hiden her face on his thick hair.

When the doctor came the next day
he found himself for the tirst time ahble
to set a definite day for his patlent's
recovery

There are several ehildren in the fam-
Hy and they were talking of their gar-
den,

“I am golng to plant the seeds Uncle
John gave me,” sald one, “and raise the
most beautiful flowers,"

“I am golng to ralse pinks and vie-
lets,” sald another,

“And I'm golng to ralse tube roses,”
gald the third.

Hut the little boy said nothing.

And presently his mother noticed that
he took no part in the chatter and her
heart smote her,

“And what Is
ralse ™" she nsked.

Perhaps Georgie's lips trembled, but
his voice dian't,

“Oh he =ald, stoutly, *I guess 1 can
ralse 4 worm or two."

-—- -

and her

Georgie going  to

The Aregentine republle has passed
noremarkable Inw to eneourgage mars
ringe. It Infllets a 1flne upon any pers

Ein of marriageahble age who rejects a
riveeanl Young men and women un-
der 20 are exempt from the law and
CHN LR ITY a= they plense.  After they
are 28 the men are ohliged to pay a
heavy tax if they remain single, In
Argentine women propose as well as
men, 0 an unmarried young man be-

tween 0 and 28 years old In that coun-
try has a troublesome time, Not only
Is he made to pay o tax for belng a
bachelor, but if he refuscs a proposal
he has to pay the proposer & fine.

-—- -

At five and a half yvears of age Mr,
Dinwiddie's little girl is absolutely self-
rellant. She has none of the timidities
of ordinary little girls) yet she I8 not
that account. Her
father Is not at all arfrald lest she will
Erow up to be a masculine young wo-
He says that the women of the
coming generation will be self-inde-
pendent and atle to tnke care of her-
self. The time has gone when women
were looked upon as inferlor to such
a degree as to be hardly companion-
able, Little ears, pearly tecth and mine-
ing ways delighted men formeriy; now
they want the female of thelr specles
to be their equal even physically,

— - - - -

The Rev, Sam Jones, the Georgla
evangellst, was holding na serles of
meelings at a church whose pastor was
noted for his lack of good looks,

One evening at a revival service, as
the sin of hy-
poerisy and duplicity, he—Iin a sudden
gleam of characteristic humor—turned
round to the pastor, sitting In the
pulpit behind him, and said, amid a
whirlwind of laughter:

“Well, John, your congregation ean
never accuse you of beipg a two-faced
man, can they? TFor the Lord knows
that If you had another face you'd wear
iIt, wouldn't you?"

-—-

The Prince Regent, being at Ports-
mouth one day, and seelng Jack Tow-
ers across the etrect, shouted out In his
royal way, “Hullo, Towers, I hear you
bluckguard In Poris.
mouth!” Towers replivd, with a Yow
bow, "I hope your Royal Highness has
not come here to take away my char-
acter,”

-—r -

It 18 a curlous fact that the higher
the clvilization of & race the slower the
action of the penses. At any rate, ac-
tua! experiments have shown that,
wherets the ear of a white man re-
gponds to a sound in 147-L000 of 4 sec-
ond, that of a negro responds in 130
1,000 and that of a red Indian in 116-
1,000,

-— .

Small Tommy wag very fond of candy
and asked “Mamma, can God make
anything he wants to?"  “Of eourse he

can” was the reply. "Well' exclaimed
the ltitle fellow “1'd Just like to see
him make a stick of candy with only
one end to it

- -

Two Irishmen were talking together
one day. “Eay, Pat"” 2ald one, “an’ do
ye know that If ye follow your nosia
ye'll always get where ye want to go?”
“Shure, then, Mike." replied the other,
“if ye follow yours ye'll go to heaven"




