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Girl of
House of

Synopsis. Thomas K. Bnrnos,
a wealthy New Yorker on a
walking trip In Now England, Is
threatened by a mountain storm.
At dusk at a lonely cross-road-

miles from Hart's tavern, where
he Intends to pass the night, he
meets a girl In a similar plight,
bound for n dwelling house-calle-

Green Fnncy. Along
cornea an automobile for tho
girl. She gives him n lift to his
tavern. There ho falls In Avlth
a stranded troupe of

actors, of which Lyn-
don Bushcroft Is the star and
"Miss Thackeray" the leading
woman. Tho theatrical people
nro doing hotel work for their
board.

CHAPTER II Continued.
2

Harnes laughed aloud. There was
.no tho fellow's sprightly
Impudence.

"I happen to enjoy walking," said
he.

"If I enjoyed It as much as you do
Td bo limping Into Harlem by this
Hmc," said Mr. DHUngford sadly. "But
you see I'm an actor, I'm too proud
to walk

Tho cracked bell on the ofllce desk
Interrupted him, somewhat peremp-
torily. Mr. face assumed
Jin expression of profound dignity. Ho
lowered his voice as he gavo vent to
the following:

"That man Jones Is the meanest hu-

man being God ever let Yes, sir,
coming, sir!" He started for tho open
door with surprising alacrity.

Ilarne3 surveyed the Httlo bedcham-
ber. It was just what ho had expected
it would be. Tho walls were covered
Tlth a garish paper selected by one
who had an eye but not a taste for
color bright pink flowers that looked
moro or less like chunks of a shattered
watermelon split over
a background of pearl gray. The bed-
stead, bureau and washstnnd wero of-

fensively modern. Everything was as
clean as a pin, however, and tho bed
lookpd comfortable. He stepped to tho
.small, many-pane- d window and looked
out Into the night. The storm was at
Its height. In all his life he never had
heard such a clatter of rain, nor n
wind that Bhrleked so appallingly.

His thoughts went quite naturally
to tho woman who wns out there In
the thick of It. Ho wondered how she
wns faring nnd lamented that she wns
not in his place now and he In hers.
What was she doing up In this God-

forsaken country? What wns tho name
of the place she was bound for? Green
Fnncy I "What an odd name for a
liouse I And what sort of house

His reflections wero Interrupted by
ithe return of Mr. Dlllingford, who car-
ried a huge pewter pitcher from which
tstenni arose In volume. At his heels
strode a tall, cadaverous person In a
checked suit.

Never liad Barnes seen nnythlng
quite so In the way of a
uult. Joseph's coat of many colors wns
ino longer n vision of childhood. It
was a reality. Tho checks were an
inch square nnd each cube had a nar-.ro- w

border of azure blue. Tho 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. Bacon, Mr. Barnes," In-

troduced Mr. Dlllingford, going to the
acodlcss exertion of Indicating Mr. Ba-

con with n generous sweep of his free
'hand. "Our heavy lends. Mr. Montn-.gu- e

Bncon, nlso of New York."
"Ham and eggs, pork tenderloin,

country sausago, rump steak and
spring chicken," snld Mr. Bacon in a
cavernous voice, getting It over with
while tho list wns fresh in his mem-
ory. "Fried and boiled potntocs, beans,
succotnsh, onions, stewed tomatoes nnd

or just a moment, please. Fried
and boiled potatoes, bonns "

"Ham and eggs, potatoes and n cup-o- r

two of cofTce," said Barnes, sup-
pressing a desire to laugh.

"And npplo pie," concluded tho
waiter "I knew I'd get
"U If you gave me time. As you mny
Tinve observed, my dear sir, I am not
what you would call an experienced
w nlU r. As ft matter of fact, I"

TI.o bell downstairs rang violently.
Jilr Bncon departed In groat haste.

liii tl'9 travelur performed his ab-iii- il

.us Mr. Dlllingford, for tho moment
n. ngi-ged- , snt upon tho edge of tho
bod and enjoyed hlmsolf. Ho tnlked.

"Wi wero nine at tho start," said he
pensively. "Gradually wo wero re-

dact d to seven, not including tho man-
ager. Two of 'em escaped before tho
smash. Tho low comedian nud chnr-'te- r

old woman. Joo Buckley nnd his
wife. That loft tho old man I mean
Mr. Bushcrnf t, tho star Lyndon Bush-crof- t,

you know myself and Bacon,
Tommy Gray, Miss Bushcroft, Miss
Hughes aud a woman named Bradley,

oven of us, Tho woman named Brad-
ley said her mother was dying in Buf

falo, so the rest of us scraped together
all tho money wo hnd nlno dollars
and sixty cents nnd did tho right
thing by her. Actors nre nlways do-
ing darn-foo-l things like that, Mr.
Barnes. And what do you suppose she
did? She took thnt money nnd bought
two tickets to Albany, one for herself
and nnothcr for the manager of tho
company tho lowest, mennest orncr-les- t

white mnn that ever But I am
crabbing the old man's pnrt. You
ought to hear what ho has to say about
Mr. Manager. He can use words I
never even heard of before. So that
leaves just tho four of us hero, work-
ing off the two days' board bill of
Bradley and tho mnuager, Bushcroft's
ungodly spree, nnd at the same time
keeping our own slnto clean. Miss
Thackeray will no doubt make up your
bed In tho morning. She Is tempo-
rarily n chnmbermald. Cracking fine
girl, too. Arc you all ready? I'll lead
youi to the dining room. Or would you
prefer n Httlo appetizer beforehnnd?
The taproom is right on the way. You
mustn't call It the bar. Everybody In
that Httlo graveyard town down the
road would turn over completely If
you did. Hallowed tradition, you
know."

"I don't mind having n cocktail. Will
you join mo?"

"As a matter of fact, I'm expected
to," confessed Mr. Dlllingford. "We've
been drawing quite n bit of custom to
the taproom. Tho rubes llko to sit
around and listen to conversation
about Broadway and Bunker Hill and
Old Point Comfort nnd other plnccs,
and then go homo nnd tell tho neigh-
bors thnt they know qulto a number
of stage people. Human nature, I
guess. Listen I Hear that? Bush-
croft reciting 'Gunga Din. You can't
hear tho thunder for tho noise he's
mnklng."

They descended tho stairs nnd en-

tered the taproom, where a dozen men
wero sentcd around tho tables, all of
them with pewter mugs In front of
them. Standing at the top table that
Is to say, tho one farthest removed
from tho door and the at-

tention of every creature In the room
was the imposing flguro of Lyndon

Bushcroft. He was reciting, In a so-

norous voice and with tremendous fer-
vor, the famous Kipling poem. A
genial smile wiped the tragic expres-
sion from his face. Ho advanced upon
Bnrnos and tho beaming Mr. Dllling-
ford, his hand extended.

"My dear fellow," ho exclaimed
"how aro you?" Cordial-

ity boomed In his voice. "I heard you
had arrived. Welcome thrlcefold wel- -

"Welcome, Thrlcefold Welcome."

cornel" He neglected to Bny that Mr.
Montnguo Bacon, In passing a fow
minutes before, hnd leaned over nnd
whispered behind his baud:

"Fellow upstairs from New York,
Mr. Bushcroft fellow nnmed Barnes.
Quito a swell, bellevo me."

It was a well-place- d tip, for Mr.
Bushcroft had been telling the natives
for days that ho knew everybody
worth knowing in New York.

Barnes was taken
aback. Then ho rose to tho spirit of
tho occnslon.

"Hello. Bushcroft," lie greeted, as if
meeting an old-tlm- o nnd greatly bd-lov-

friend. "This Is good. Ton
my soul you are like n thriving date
palm In tho middle of an endless des-
ert. How nro you?"

They shook hands wnrmly. Mr. Dll-
lingford slapped tho newcomer on the
shoulder familiarly, and
.shouted:

"Who would linvo droamed we'd run
ncross good old Bnrnosy up horo? By
Jove, It's marvelous 1"

"Friends, boomed Mr.
Bushcroft, "this 13 Mr. Barnes of Now
York. Not tho man tho book was
written about but ono of tho best fol-
lows God ever put Into this Httlo world
of ours I do not recoil your zimea,
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gentlemen, or I would introduce ench
of you separately nnd dlvislbly."

Lyndon Bushcroft wns n tall, saggy
mnn of fifty. Despite Ids determined
erectness ho wns inclined to sng from
tho shoulders down. His head, huge
and gray, appeared to bo much loo
ponderous for his yielding body, nnd
yet he enrried It manfully, even the-
atrically. The lines In ids dark, sea-
soned face were like furrows ; his nose
was largo nnd somewhat bulbous, his
mouth wide nnd grim. Thick, black
eyebrows shaded n pair of eyes in
which whlto wns no longer apparent
It had given way to n permanent rod.
A two-day- s' stubble covered his chin
and cheeks. Altogether he was a sin-
gular exemplification of one's idea of
the old-tlm- o actor.

Passing through tho ofllce, his nrm
linked In ono of Bnrnes', Mr. Bush-
croft hesitated long enough to Impress
upon Landlord Jones the Importance
of providing his "distinguished friend,
Bobert W. Bnrnes," with the very best
that the establishment afforded. Put-
nam Jones blinked slightly nnd his
eyes sought tho register ns if to nc-cu-

or justify his memory. Then ho
spat copiously into tho corner, n nec-
essary preliminary to n grin. He
hadn't much use for the great Lyndon
Bushcroft. His grin was sardonic.
Something told him thnt Mr. Bush-
croft was about to be liberally fed.

CHAPTER lllv

Mr. Rushcroft Dissolves, Mr. Jones In.
tervenes, and Two Men Ride Away.
Mr. Bushcroft explained thnt ho had

had his supper. In fact, ho went on
to confess, he hnd been compelled,
Hko the dog, to "speak" for it. What
could be moro disgusting, more degrad-
ing, ho mourned, than tho spectacle
of a man Who had appeared In nil of
tho prlnclpnl theaters of the land as
star and lending support to stars, set-
tling for his supper by telling stories
nnd reciting poetry in tho taproom
of a tavern?

"Still," ho consented, when Mr.
Barnes insisted thnt it would bo n
kindness to him, "since you put It thnt
way, I daro say I could do with n little
snack, as you so nptly put it Just n
bito or two. What have you ready,
Miss Tilly?"

Miss Tilly wna a buxom female of
forty or thereabouts, with spectacles.
She was ono of a pair of sedentary
waitresses who had been so long in tho
employ of Mr. Janes that ho hated the
sight of them.

Mr. Bushcroft's conception of a blto
or two mny hnvo staggered Barnes
but it did not bewilder Miss Tilly. Ho
had four eggs with his ham, nnd
other things in proportion. Ho tnlked
n great deal, proving in that way that
It wns n supper well worth speaking
for. Among other things ho dilated
at great length upon his reasons for
not being a member of tho Players or
tho Lambs In New York city. It seems
that he had promised his dear, devoted
wlfo that he would never Join a club
of nny description. Dear old girl, ho
would ns soon have cut off his right
hand ns to break nny promise made
to her. He brushed something away
from his eyes, nnd 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 instructed mo
to say to ids latest guest that tho
rates nre two dollars a day, In e,

all dining-roo- checks pnyable
on presentation," said Mr. Bacon, apol-
ogetically.

Bushcroft exploded. "0 scurvy In-

sult," lie boomed. "Confound his"
Tho new guest was amiable. Ho

interrupted tho outraged star. "Tell
Mr. Jones that I shall settlo prompt-
ly," ho said with a smile.

"It has just entered his benn thnt
you may bo an nctor, Mr. Barnes," said
Bncon.

Miss Tilly, overhearing, drew n step
or two nearer. A sudden Interest In
Mr. Barnes developed. She hnd not
noticed before tluit he wns an uncom-
monly good-lookin- g fellow. She

hud said that she adored strong,
"nthnlellc" fares.

Later on she felt inspired to jot
down, for use no doubt In some futuro
literary production, n concise, though
general, description of tho magnificent
Mr. Barnes. Sho utilized tho back of
the bill of fare nnd she wrote with
the feverish ardor of one who dreads
tho loss of a first Impression. I here-
with append her visual estimate of the
hern of this .story:

"Ho was n tall, shapely specimen
of mankind, "wrote Miss Tilly. "Broad-shouldere-

Smooth-Hhavo- d face. Pen-etrntl-

gray eyes. Short, curly bnlr
about tho color of mine. Strong
hands of good shape. Fnco tanned
considerable. Heavy dark eyebrows.
Good teeth, very white Square chin.
Lovely smile thnt seemed to light up
the room for everybody within hear-
ing. Noso Idonl. Mouth same. Voice
aristocratic and reverberating with
education. Ago about thirty or
thirty-one- . Ilhii ns Croesus. Well-turne- d

legs. Would make u good

AH this would nppcnr to bo reason-
ably deflnlto wero it not for tho noto
rcgnrdlng tho color of his hair. It
ienvos to mo the simple tnsk of com-
pleting tho very admirable description
of Mr. Barnes by announcing that
Miss Tilly's hair was an extremely
dark brown.

Also It Is advisable to append tho
following blogrnphlcnl Information:
Thomas Kingsbury Bnrnes, engineer,
born in Montclnlr, N. J., September
20, 1885. Cornell nnd Benux Arts,
Paris. Son of tho Into Stephen S.
Bnrnes, engineer, and Edith (Valen-
tine) Barnes. Ofllce, Metropolitan
building, New York city. Besldence,
Amstcrdnm mansion. Clubs: (Lnck
of space prevents listing them here).
Bccrentlons, golf, tennis nnd horse-bac- k

riding. Follow of tho Boynl al

society. Member of tho
Loyal Legion nnd tho Sons of tho
American Involution.

Added to this, tho mero announce
ment that he wns In a position to

n fnncy for long nnd perhaps
nlmlcss walking tours through moro
or less sections of his
own country, to say nothing of excur-
sions In Europe.

He wns rich. Perhaps not ns riches
nro measured In these Mldas-llk- o days,
but rich beyond the demands of ava-
rice. Ills legacy had been nn nmplo
ono. The fact that he worked hard nt
his profession from ono year's end to
the other not excluding tho six
devoted to mentally productive Jaunts

Is proof sulllclcnt thnt ho wns not
content to subsist on tho fruits of an-
other man's enterprise. Ho was n
worker.

The first fortnight of n proposed
six weeks' Jaunt through upper New
England terminated when ho laid
aside his heavy pack In tho Httlo bed-
room nt nnrt's Tavern. Cockcrow
would And him rendy nnd eager to be-
gin his third week. At least so ho
thought. But, truth Is, lie had como
to his Journey's end; he was not to
sling his pack for many n day to come.

After setting the mind of tho land-
lord nt rest Barnes declined Mr.
Bushcroft's invitation to "quaff" n cor-dl- al

with him In tho taproom, explain-
ing thnt lie wns exceedingly tired and
Intended to retire early.

Instead of going up to his room
however, ho decided to

hnvo a look at tho weather. Ills un-
easiness concerning tho young woman
of the crossroads increased as ho
peered at tho wall of blackness loom-
ing up beyond the circle of light. Sho
wns somwhere outside that sinister
black wall and in the smothering
grnsp of those Invisible hills, but was
sho living or dend? Had she reached
her journey's end safely? no tried to
extract comfort from tho confldenco
she had expressed In tho nblllty and
Integrity of the old mnn who drovo
with far greater recklessness thnn ono
would hnvo looked for in n wild nnd
irresponsible youngster.

He recalled with n thrill tho Imperi-
ous manner In which sho gnvo direc-
tions to the man, and his surprising
servility. It suddenly occurred to him
thnt sho wns no ordinary person; ho
wns rather amazed that ho had not
thought of it before.

Moreover, now that lie thought of It,
there was, even in tho ngreeablo

sho had made to his offerings,
tho faint suggestion of nn ncccnt thnt
should have struck him at the tlmo
but did not for the obvious reason that
he was then not nt nil interested in
her. Her English was so perfect that
ho had failed to detect tho almost Im-

perceptible foreign flavor that now
took deflnlto form In his reflections.
Ho tried to place this nccent. Was
it French or Itnllan or Spanish? Cer-
tainly It was not German.

Ho took a few turns up nnd down
tho long porch, stopping finally at tho
upper end. Tho clear, Inspiring clang
of a hammer on an anvil fell sud-
denly upon his enrs. He looked at hla
watch. The hour wns nine, certnlnly
nn unusual time for men to bo at work
in a forge, no remembered two men
in tho taproom who wero bnre-arme- d

and wore the shnpcless leather aprons
of the smithy.

Hart's tavern Is enter-
tainingly serio-comi- c, when
suddenly tragedy takes tho
stagebattle, murder and
sudden death.

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

Mother Wasp's Good Work.
So far ns known, only one smnll In-

sect a Wasp of tho sphox family
nmong tho millions of crcntun3 belong-
ing to n lower order than mnn, has
over employed tho aid of u tool to ac-
complish n desired result. Tho mother
wnsp of this family digs a tunnel In
tho ground, deposits her eggs In 'It, aud
nfter tho wasp has mndo Its tunnel and
deposited tho eggs, It finishes Its tnsk
by ramming down pellets of earth, Ht-

tlo stones, etc., Into tho mouth of tho
tunno'. This Is tho race habit of theso
wnpt It Is recorded nn undoubted
until 'y that ono Inventive mother,
wjiei i3 mouth of tho tunnel was cov-

ered in u level with tho rest of tho
ground about it, brought a quantity of
fine giains of dirt to the. spot, and pick-lu- g

up u small pnbblo In her mandibles,
used It as u hammer In pounding them
down with rapid strokes, thus making
tho spot as firm and ns hard ns tho
surrounding surface. Tlion sho depart-
ed, brought moro dirt, picked up tho
pubblu again and used It.

Mercy of tho Future.
Tho veil which covers tho faco of

futurity Is woven by the hund of uicrcj
Dulwer Lytton,
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Concerning Wraps

On very Httlo children designers
sometimes llko to put clothes thnt
make them look like fascinating mln-lalur-

of their mothers. There is u
wonderful appeal In theso Httlo repll-ca- s

of grown-u- p garments, something
droll nnd something that brings out
Iho sweet promise thnt makes little
girls so lovable. As tho Httlo lady
progresses Into tho flapper stago this
mimicry of grown-up- s Is nbandoned
because she requires things mndo es-

pecially for her In her "pin-feather- "

stago. It takes the little, downy chick
to look lovely while she apes her
mother nnd to make us wish to have
tho world an easy place for her to Ilvo
In when sho grows up.

For n girl of ten or thereabout
tho checked coat shown In tho picture
hns been designed with thought only
of her nnd her necUs. It Is In black
and gray, and Is a very childish look-
ing and crisp garment, ns buoyant ns
n hair bow. It hangs straight at tho
front, has roomy sleeves with wide

Drcco Approved

If the feminine mind ever needed
convincing that pretty and htrlctly
feminine clothes add ii world of Joy
to life, it is thoroughly mndo up pn
that point now. During tho war
women got themselves Into business
clothes aud uniforms, turned their
backs on everything thnt hinted of
frivolity and "tended to their knfttlng,"
(Irt'SKcd In the quietest nud most ct

way. But tho tnlnutn It
was over they welcomed everything
that Is beautiful and cheerful In ap-

parel and aro spending moro money
for clothes than ever before, to tho
benefit of everybody.

Of cour.su millinery reflects moio
quickly than anything elso tho moods
of tho public, for several reasons. A
glanco nt tho group of bats pictured
hero reveals picturesque shapes, love-

ly colors, blossoms, ribbons, exquisite
materials, all telling tho story of mid-

summer ns clearly as bo. At tho
top of tho group thoro Is a wide-brimme- d

black bat of braid with a
portion of tho brim cut uwny nnd tilled
In with inallnoH. Flowers nre bet
against the crown and ribbon encir-
cles it ; ono gets a' gllmpso of them
thioiiyh Iho nullifies In tho brim,

.liiM 'ioIow fit tho left, II lovely leg-li-

lii.s Its upper brim und ciowil

for Children.

n

cuffs, fastens with two largo buttons!
nnd hns u girdle that is Joined at tho
ends with a buckle. Having trnveled
this fnr In n quiet and dignified mnn-n- er

tho designer grow playful In mnk-
lng tho accessories. Tho pockets nro
queer nnd just make-hellcv- o nnd tho
collar plays pranks. It takes on n
band of plain gray cloth nt tho back
and becomes rovers nt tho front by
menus of nn unexpected side-ste- to
which attention Is called by two Httlo
buttons. It Is n coat to plcaso a
Httlo girl nnd every one who sees
her.

The very Httlo girl has n demure
nnd correct cont on with a full body
gathered to a fitted yoke. Tho pointed
collar flnlshcd with n tnssol nt tho
back suggests n hood nnd looks very
Uttlc-glrlls- but n mum or collar of
silk has n very grown-u- p air. Design-
ing clothes for children Is not ns sim-

ple ns It looks, but there nro pcoplo
who aro gifted with u special kuncU
for doing It. . t

,

veiled with georgette. Velvet ribbon
In u pastel bluu Is druwn over tho
crown nnd fnlls In long ends nt tho
lack nnd small garden flowers nro
clustered ngalnst this nzuro back-
ground. You can Imaglno how plena-- !
lug they nre. At tho right another
leghorn Is simply trimmed with very
wldo pink satin ribbon tied In n fulF
bow with short ends, nt tho back,
Tito last hat is a black shapo with
tnllan crown and hair braid brim nnd
has n sash of narrow sapphlro blue
ribbon with clusters of small flower
set against It.

Ruffleo and Frills for WalstB.
If one's happiness depends on ruf-

fles and Hhoor frills, says Vogue, thcro
is u gay widst of net, which Is ono of
tho newest materials for tho warm
weather blouses. It, Is In u deep cream
tono and ripples around tho neck Into
a rulllo edged with cream Venetlnn
liico. The .sleeves ut tho cuffs urn mniin ?

Lwith it dmiblo rulllo. ono of tho plnln
.Hoi. tno ouicr or net edged with luce.
ileum crocneieu imttutis fusteu thQ
flout.

Hats by Fashion.
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