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quite 8o overpowering in the way of a

Green Fancy

By GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON

Author of
“G - l I L1} %
Hollow of Her
Hand," “ Beverly of
Graustark,” “The
Prince of Grau.
stark,” Etc., Ete.

Girl of Mystery!
House of Mystery!

Synopsls.—~Thomas K. Barnes,
a wealthy New Yorker on a
walking trip In New England, is
threatened by a mountain storm.
At dusk at a lonely cross-roads,
miles from Hart's tavern, where
he intends to pass the night, he
meets a girl In a similar plight,
bound for a dwelllng house
called Green Fancy. Along
comes an  automoblle for the
girl. She gives hlm a lift to his
tuvern, There he falls In with
a steanded troupe of “barn-
storming” actors, of which Lyn-
don Rusheroft Is the star and
“Migs Thackeray” the leading
woman., The theatrical people
are dolng hotel work for thelr
hoard.

CHAPTER Il—Continued.
el

Barnes laughed aloud. There was
mo withstanding the fellow’s sprightly
Impudence.

“T happen to enjoy walking," said
he.

“If T enjoyed it as much as you do
rd be limping Into Harlem by this
time," sald Mr. Dillingford sadly. “But
you see I'm an actor, I'm too proud
to walk—"

The ecracked bell on the office desk
interrupted him, somewhat peremp-
torily. Mr, Dillingford’s face assumed
an expression of profound dignity. He
lowered his volee as he gave vent to
the following:

“That man Jones is the meanest hu-
man being God ever let— Yes, sir,
coming, sir!" He started for the open
door with surprising alacrity.

Barnes surveyed the little bedcham-
ber. It was just what he had expected
it would be. The walls were covered
vith a garish paper selected by one
who had an eye but not a taste for
«<olor—bright pink flowers that looked
more or less llke chunks of a shattered
watermelon split promiscuously over
a background of pearl gray. The bed-
stead, bureau and washstand were of-
fensively modern. Everything was as
clean as a pin, however, and the bed
looked comfortable. He stepped to the
small, many-paned window and looked
out Into the night, The storm was at
it helght. In all his life he never had
heard such a clatter of rain, nor a
wind that shrieked so appallingly.

His thoughts went quite naturally
to the woman who was out there in
the thick of It. He wondered how she
wins faring and lamented that she was
not in his place now and he in hers.
What was she doing up in this God-
forsaken country? What wns the name
of the place she was bound for? Green
Fancy! What an odd name for a
house! And what sort of house—

His reflections were Interrupted by
the retarn of Mr. Dillingford, who car-
rled a huge pewter pitcher from which
gteam arose in volume, At his heels
strode a tall, cadaverous person in a
checked suit.

Never had Barnes seen anything

gult. Jo=eph's coat of many colors was
ano longer a vislon of childhood. It
wns a reality, The checks were an
inch sguare and each cube had a nar-
row border of azure blue. The general
tone was a dirty gray, due no doubt to
age and a constitution that would not
allow it to outlive its usefulness.

“Meet Mr. Bacop, Mr. Barnes,” in-
troduced Mr, Dillingford, going to the
acediess exertlon of indieating Mr. Ba-
con with a generous sweep of his free
hand. “Our bheavy leads. Mr. Monta-
gue Bacon, also of New York."

“Hom and eggs, pork tenderloin,
country sausage, rump steak and
gpring chicken," sald Mr. Bacon in a
cavernous voice, getting it over with
while the list was fresh In his mem-
ory. “Fried and bolled potatoes, beans,
sucecotash, onlons, stewed tomatoes and
—er—just o moment, please. Fried
and bolled potatoes, beans—"

“Ham and eggs, potatoes and a cup-
or two of coffee,” sald Barnes, sup-
presging o desire to laugh.

“And appla ple,"” concloded the
walter triumphantly, *“I knew I'd get

it If sou gave me time, As you mny

e ohserved, my dear slre, I am not |
wlin would oall an experienced
" a matter of faet, 1"
1 downstairs rang viclently.
Mr. | v denarted In great haste,
A traveler performed hils al
Dillingford, for the moment | ¢
i .J ur n T“" i l_,. ._‘I' ""I
be i enjoyed himself. He talked
W Were nind t the start,” sald he |
pensively,  “Gradually we were re-|
du of including the mun-
ager, T of ‘e escaped betore thd
§1 e low comedinn asd ehar- |
aoter old woman, Joe Buckley and his
Wit Phaut lefe the old man—I me in |
M. tushoroft, the star—Lyndon Hush- |
croft, you know—myself and DBacon, |
Tomwmy OGroy, Miss Rusheroft, Miss

Hughes and a woman named Bradley,
seven of us. The woman named Brad-

ley sald her mother was dying in Buf- | of ours
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falo, so the rest of us scraped together
all the money we had-—nine dollars
and sixty cents—ané did the right
thing by her. Actors are always do-
ing darn-fool things lke that, Mr.
Barnes. And what do you suppose she
did? She took that money and bought
two tickets to Albany, one for herself
and another for the manager of the
company—the lowest, meanest orner
lest white man that ever— But I am
crabbing the old man's part. You
onght to hear what he has to gay nbout
Mr, Manager, He can use words 1
never even heard of before. So that
leaves Just the four of us here, work-
ing off the two danys' board bill of
Bradley and the manager, Rusheroft's
ungodly gpree, and at the same time
keeping our own slate clean., Miss
Thackeray will no doubt make up your
bed In the morning. She Is tempo-
rarily a chambermaid. Cracking fine
girl, too. Are you all ready? I'll lead
you to the dinilng room. Or would you
prefer a little appetizer beforehand?
The taproom 1s right on the way. You
mustn't call it the bar. Everybody In
that little graveyard town down the
road would turn over completely if
pou did. Hallowed traditlon, you
know."

“I don’t mind having a cocktail. Will
you joln me?"

“As a matter of fact, I'm expected
to,” confessed Mr. Dillingford. “We've
been drawing quite a bit of custom to
the taproom. The rubes llke to sit
around and listen to conversation
about Broadway and Bunker Hill and
0Old Polnt Comfort and other places,
and then go home and tell the nelgh-
bors that they know quite a number
of stage people, Human nature, I
guess, Listen! Hear that? Rush-
croft reciting ‘Gunga Din.' You can't
hear the thunder for the nolse he's
making."

They descended the stairs and en.
tered the taproom, where a dozen men
were seated around the tables, all of
them with pewter mugs In front of
them. Standing at the top table—that
Is to say, the one farthest removed
from the door and commanding the at-
tentlon of every creature In the room
—wag the Imposing figure of Lyndon
Rusheroft. He was reeliting, In a so-
norous volce and with tremendous fer-
vor, the famous Kipling poem. A
genlal smile wiped the tragic expres-
slon from his face. He advanced upon
Barnes and the beaming Mr, Dilling-
ford, his hand extended.

“My dear fellow,” he exclalmed re-
soundingly, “how are you?" Caordial-
ity boomed In his volce, *“I heard you
had arrived. Welcome—thricefold wel-

“Welcome, Thricefold Welcome.”

come " TIle neglected to say that Mr.

Montague Bacon, in passing a few

minutes before, had leaned over and

whispered behind his hand:

“Fellow upstairs {rom New York,
Mr, Rusheroft—fellow named Barnes,
Quite a swell, belleve me."

It wons n well-placed tip, for Mr.
Rusheroft hod been telling the natlves
for duys that he knew everybody
worth knowing In New York,

Buarnes  wns  momentarily  taken
aback, Then he rose to the spirit of
the ocension,

“Iello, Rusheroft,” he greeted, as if
tht an old-time and greatly be
e friend.  *“This Is

il you are like a thriving Jdate

middle of un endless

pabm in the
ert, How tire you?"

They shook hnnds warmly, Mr. Dil
Hinglord slapped the neweomer on th

ehoulder nflectonately, famitldarly, and
Oited : !
“Who would have dreamed we'd
¢ross good oid Bomesy up here? Iy
Jove, IUs mnrvelous )
“Friends, ecountrymen,"” boomed Mr
Rusheroft, *“this 15 Mr. Barnes of Now
York.,. Not the mun the book wus

written abour but one of the hest fol-
lows God ever put into this Hitle world
I do wot recoll your 3smes,

gentlemen, or 1T would Introduce each
of you separately and divisibly,”

Lyndon Rusheroft was a tall, sagey
man of fifty, Despite his determined
erectness he was Inclined to sng from
the shoulders down. His head, huge
and gray, appeared to be much too
ponderous for his yielding body, and
yet he earried it manfully, even the-
atrieally. The lines in bis dark, sea-
soned face were like furrows; his nose
was large and somewhat bulbous, his
mouth wide and grim, Thick, blnck
eyebrows shaded a palr of eves in
which white was no longer apparent—
it had given way to a permanent red.
A two-dayg' stubble covered his chin
and cheeks. Altogether he was a sin-
gular exemplification of one's idea of
the old-time actor,

Passing through the office, his arm
linked in one of Barnes’, Mr. Rush-
croft hesitated long enough to Impress
upon Landlord Jones the importance
of providing his “distinguished friend,
Robert W, Barnes,” with the very best
that the establishment afforded. Put-
nam Jones blinked slightly and his
eyes sought the register ns if to ac-
cuse or justify his memory. Then he
spat copiously into the corner, a nec-
essary preliminory to a grin, He
hadn't much use for the great Lyndon
Rusheroft, His grin was sardonle.
Something told him that Mr. Rush-
croft was ahout to be liberally fed.

CHAPTER I11.

Mr. Rushcroft Dissolves, Mr. Jones in.

tervenes, and Two Men Ride Away.
" Mr. Rusheroft explained that he had
had his supper. In fact, he went on
to confess, he had been compelled,
like the dog, to “speak” for it. What
could be more disgusting, mopre degrad-
ing, he mourned, than the spectacle
of a man who had appeared In all of
the principal theaters of the land as
star and leading support to stars, set-
tling ior his supper by telling stories
and reciting poetry in the taproom
of a tavern?

“Still,” he consented, when Mr.
Barnes insisted that It would be na
kindness to him, “since you put It that
way, I dare say I could do with a little
snack, as you so aptly put it. Just a
bite or two. What have you ready,
Miss Tilly?"

Miss Tilly was a buxom female of
forty or thereabouts, with spectacles,
She was one of n palr of sedentary
waitresses who had been go long in the
employ of Mr. Janes that he hated the
sight of them.

Mr. Rusheroft's conception of a bite
or two may have staggered Barnes
but it did not bewilder Miss Tilly. He
had four eggs with his ham, and
other things in proportion. He talked
a great deal, proving In that way that
It was a supper well worth speaking
for. Among other things he dilated
aut great length upon his reasons for
not beilng a member of the Players or
the Lambs In New York elty. It geems
that he had promised his dear, devoted
wife that he would never join a club
of any description. Dear old glirl, he
would as soon have eut off his right
hand as to break any promise made
to her. He brushed something away
from his eyes, and his chin, contract-
Ing, trembled slightly. *“What Is it,
Mr. Bacon? Any word from New
York?

Mr. Bacon hovered near, perhaps
hungrily.

“Our genial host has instrocted me
to say to his Iantest guest that the
rates are two dollars a day, in ad-
vance, all dinlng-room checks payable
on presentation,” said Mr. Bacon, apol-
ogetieally. |

Rusheroft exploded. “0O scurvy in-
sult,” he boomed. *“Confound his—" |

The new guest was amiable, He
Interrupted the outraged star. *Tel] |
Mr. Jones that I shall settle prompt- |
ly," he sald with a smile,

“It has Just enterad his hean that
you may be an actor, Mr, Barnes,"” sald
Bacon,

Miss Tilly, overhearing, drew a step
or two nearer. A sudden Interest In
Mr. Barnes developed. She had not
notleed before that he was an uncom-
monly gooddooking fellow., She al-
witys had sald that she adored strong,
| “athaletie” faces,

Later on she felt Insplred to Jot
| dlown, for use no doubt lo some future

ATl this wonl appenr to be reason.
ably definite were It not for the note
regarding the color of his halr. It
leaves to me the simple task of eom-
pleting the very admirable deseription
of Mr. Barnes by announcing that
Miss Tilly's balr was an extremely
dark brown,

Also It Is advisable to append the
following blographienl Information:
Thomas Kingsbury Barnes, engineer,
born In Montclalr, N, J., September
26, 1886, Cornell and Beanx Arts,
Paris, Son of the late Stephen 8.
Barnes, engincer, and Edith (Valen-
tine) Barpes.  Office, Metropolitan
bullding, Now York city. Residence,
Amsterdam manslon. Clubs: (Lack
of space prevents lsting them here),
Recreatlons, golf, tennls and horse
back riding. Tellow of the Royal Geo-
graphical soclety. Member of the
Loynl Leglon and the Sons of the
Amerlean Revolution,

Added to thig, the mere announces
ment that he was In a position to In-
dulge a fancy for long and perhaps
almless walking tours through more
or less out-of-the-wny sections of hie
own country, to say nothing of excun
sions In Europe.

He was rich. Perhaps not as riches
are measured o these Midas-ike days,
but rich bevond the demands of avae
rice. His legney hnd been an ample
one. The fact that he worked hard at
his profession from one year's end to
the other—not  exeluding the six
devoted to mentally productive jaunts
—i8 proof sufliclent that he was not
content to subsist on the fruits of un-

other mun's enterprise, He was a
worker,
The first fortnight of a proposed

slx weeks' jaunt through upper New
Englnnd  terminnted when he lald
aside his heavy paek in the lttle bed-
room at Ilart’s Tavern, Cockerow
would find him ready and eager to be-
gin his third week, At least so he
thought. But, truth is, he had come
to his Journey's end; he was not to
sling hig pack for many a day to come,

After setting the mind of the lund-
lord at rest Barnes declined Mr.
Rusheroft's invitation to “quaf™ a cor-
dial with him in the taproom, explain-
Ing that he was exceedingly tired and
Intended to retire early.

Instead of golng up to his room Im-
mediately, however, he declded to
have a look at the weather. His un-
easiness concerning the young woman
of the crossronds Increased uns he
peered at the wall of blackness loom-
ing up beyond the cirele of light, She
wns somwhere outside that sinister
black wall and In the smothering
grasp of those Invisible hills, but was
ghe living or dead? ¥iad she reached
‘her journey's end safely? He tried to
extract comfort from the confidence
she had expressed in the ability and
Integrity of the old man who drove
with far greater recklessness than one
would have looked for in a wild and
irresponsible youngster,

He recalled with a thrill the imperl-
ous mauner in which she gave diree-
tions to the man, and his surprising
servility, It suddenly occurred o him

was rather amazed that he had not
thought of it before.
Moreover, now that he thought of It,

Joinders she had made to his offerings,
the faint suggestion of an accent that
should have struck him at the time
but did not for the obvious reagon that
he was then not at all interested In
her. Her English was so perfect that
he had failed to detect the almost im-
perceptible foreign flavor that now
took definite form In his reflections.
He ftried to place this necent.
it French or Itallan or Spanish? Cer-
talnly It was not German.

He took a few turng up and down
the long porch, stopping finally at the
upper end. The elear, Insplring clang
of o hammer on an anvil fell sud-
denly upon hig ears. He looked at his
watch, The hour was nloe, certalnly
an unusual tlme for men to he at work
In a forge. He remembered two men
in the taproom who were bare-armed
and wore the shapeless leather aprons
of the smithy.

Hterary production, n conclse, though
roneral, TIl'.‘-.l'l'[Ill’tl-.'l of the magnificent |
Mr. Barnes, She utilized the back of |

the hill of fore and she wrote with
the foverish ardor of one who dreads
thoe loss of a first Impression, T hore
| ud 1 visunl « mute of the
! his stor
|
g 1l s [} ‘_‘,- TR
L I Ll I Ahixs iy I
i I | | > 1verd . 1 n
i i i I, eurly hnlr
i calor of =tron
] ! i d sl | 0 |
i leorn sl 1 |
| eeth, ver Wil ' hin
L.ovely stulle tha seqctiiel] to
the rooin for every! withiu henr
Ine Nose ldeal, Mouth same. Voled
nristoerdtle and roverbernting v .I’ai
eduention, Age ahoul Lhirty ur
thirty-one. MRirh as Croesus, Well-
| turned legs,

| bieman,”

r Hart’s tavern is enter-
tainingly serio-comic, when
suddenly tragedy takes the
stage—battle, murder and
sudden death,

(TO BE CONTINUEL.)

Mother Wasp's Good Work.

8o far as known, only one small In-
sect—n wasp of the
nmong the milllons of ereatures belong-
Ing to 0 lower order than mnn, has
ever cmiployed the ald of o tool to ace
compli=h a desired result, The mother
wasp of this fumily Jdigs 8 tunnel In
the ground, depogits her eges o It and
fafter the wasp hns mode its tunnel amnd
deposited the eggs, It Ninlshes 118 tosgk
by rumming down pellisds of enrth, lit-

sphex family— |

NEBRASKA.

that she was no ordinary person; he |

there was, even In the agrecable re- |

Was |

Concerning Wraps for Children.

On very little children designers
sometimes ke to put clothes that
make them look llke fascinating min-
Intures of thelr mothers, There & n
wonderful appenal in these little repli-
cas of grown-up garments, something
droll and somethlng that brings out
the sweet promise that mnkes little
girls so lovable. As the little lady
progresses into the flapper stage this
mimiery of grown-ups I8 abuandoned
because she requires things made es-
peclally for her In her “pln-fenther”
stuge, 1t takes the little, downy chick
to look lovely while she apes her
mother and to make us wish to have
the world an easy place for her to live
In when she grows up,

For a girl of ten—or therenbout—
the checked cont shown In the pleture
hag been designed with thought only
of her and her needs, It 18 In black
and gray, and Is a very childish look-
ing nnd erisp garment, a8 buoyant as
o halr bow. It hangs struight at the
front, hns roomy sleeves with wide

cuffs, fastens with two large buttons
and has a girdle that is Joined at the
ends with a buckle, Having traveled
this far In a quiet nnd dignified man-
ner the designer grew playful In mnk-
Ing the nccessories, The pockets are
queer and just make-belleve and the
collar plays pranks. It takes on a
hand of pluln gray cloth at the back
and becomes revers at the front by
means of an unexpected slde-step, to
which attention Is ealled by two lttle
buttons. It Is a cont to please a
little girl and every one who sees
her,

The very lttle girl has a demure
and ecorrect cont on with a full body
gathered to a ftted yoke, The pointed
collar finished with a tassel at the
huck suggests n hood and looks very
little-girlish, but a muffler collar of
sllk has a very grown-up alr. Design-
Ing clothes for children Is not as sim-
ple as It looks, but there are people
who are gifted with a specinl konack
for dalng I,

Dress Hats Approved by Fashion.

ever needed
nngd  strietly

If the feminine mind
convinelng that pretty

feminine clothes ndd n world of Joy
o Hfe, It s thoroughly made up pn
that polnt now, Durlng the war
wornen  got themselves Into buslness
clothes pud wniforms, turned thelr
baueks on everything that hinted of

(1]

frivolity and “tended to thelr knltting,
dressed in the quietest and most mat-

ter-of fuct way, But the minute it

wns over they welcomed everything

| that s beautiful and cheerful In ap-

| parel aml gre spendiug more money

for clothes than ever hefore, to the
Lenefit of everybody,

Of ecourse miilinery refleets more

l['.'- kly than noything else the moods

| of the publie, for severul reasons, A

e o o8, ete,, Into the mouth of the
tun This Is the ruce hubiit of these
It I8 recorded on undouhted
that one inv o mathed
outh of the tunnel I8 COVe
v leve h the rest of the
Bout 1t hrough quantlty of
e g ne of divt to the spot, amd pleks |
Ing 1 8mall pebble In bor mandibies,
TETE | 1% a hnmmer in ponnding them
! ith rapld roles, thus mnking
ne firm and as hard ns the
urrounding surfuce, Then she dejarts
e, ! ight more dirt, picked up the
pebible nguln aod used H.
Mercy of the Future,
The vell which covers the face of

Would make a good no- | futurity 18 woven by the hund of werey

~Bulwer Lytton,

group of hats pletured
pletnresgue shapes, love

glonee ut thi
hiere revenls

Iy eolors, blossomu, ribbons, exoulsits
muteripnls, all telling the story of mid
Sutnne clenrly as enn be, At the
top of the group there | n owide
brimined blnck bat
purtion of the helm eut awny nnd 1lled
In with mnlines, Flowers are
ulost the erown and ribbon enelr

s it

throngh the mulines In the breim.

B,
Tast below gt the left, i lovely leg |' eivin
it hus Its wupper brlio and crows | Host

| the  newes

af birankd with ul wenther blous

-r|'|ll

villed with georgette,  Velvet gibbon
In n pnstel blue I8 drmwn over the
crown and falls In long ends at the
Igek nnd small garden flowers are
clustered agalnst (his azure back-
ground. You ean hoagine how plens-
Ing they are. At the right anothes
leghorn I8 slmply trimmed with very
wide pink satin ribbon tied In a full
how with short ends, st the back,
The last hat Is a black shape with
milan crown and hair beald brim and
hong o sash of norrow sapphire bloe
ribbhon with clusters of small Nowers
gl ngainst i
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Rufties and Frilla for Walsts.

I one's happiness depends on ruf-
Hes and sheor (8 15, #uy¥ Yogue, there
o gay wilst of net, whieh Is one of

mnterinls for the warm
I Is n o deep cream
tone nnd ripples around the neek nto

e edged with crenm  Veoetlnn

| nee, ‘The sleeves ot the culls ure minidey

ong gets a glhmpsa of them Lwith o double rufle, one of the plain

ok the other of net edged with lace.
crocheted buttuns fasten thae
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