
THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE

near doing something old fashioned He al=<E
fell in love!

Miss Rose Riley, stenographer, whose desk -to

next to his. Wi the cause. Rose was trim, psk
cheeked, with shining black hair a: : a laagk ai

merry as a wren's on a summer rr.i rning. Bror:
•\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0-.. himself paying her irnplisieatsc:

*\u25a0 •\u25a0 ) deep a nattire to he itemized a "jolly." H:
wondered if she was in love with ':..:: He believe-:
this to be fullypossible: .... so, hi v couldieac-j
count for the deliberate snubbing she sornetaas j
gave him? Brov.-n did not know that Rose t^

just as cautious as he was: that -he thoroi:c~
understood him: and that his •

: '..ricn for i
home, consisting of half clothes ..: : tit hot air,Ti.-

a constant check on her impulse. :-. v.is afraid c:
poverty.

—
afraid as only those v.::> have actual"

felt its merciless pinch can be.
One morning, to his extreme st;:j t:\u25a0 tion. Bro^:

learned that Miss Rose Riley and t le manager

He indulged in a bad hal£-hoi:n. Then he sari
"Well, she was sensible!"

"^TT'HEX summerarrived John was < n two weeki
vacation. Formerly.'he had <.":'. \u25a0\u25a0. ys gone hcr.e.

He would sit around on the farm .-.<! his mother
would make him Washington pies, and he wcuk
tell her his troubles: and his father •• u!d greets
the advice he ha«l always given him

"Early to Id
and early to rise, makes a man h "thy. wealthy,

and wise." and more old lash icd philosophy
\u25a0 . \u25a0

• rder
But this summer John went : ghrena&feses;

side resort. He took an elaborate \u25a0 .-.rdrobe ak-r.?.
which he hadn't paid for. and :: :"::nds for_the
expenses of the trip were furnish^ by the «rFc:ts
of arTobliginf: horse.
,>.... ofhis arrival, when '-r wasontcs ~e

board walk, something happened : :made a dee?
\u25a0

A man and a woman, whom he ..\u25a0": >cen bttUX
in the parlors of his hotel, paiis* '.ear r.:rr.. rx:
seeming to realize that he was ::hir. ears.xt- .-
The man was young, and his once rashjoaableap-
parel was rather seedy. The w'i \u25a0. was nadM
aged.

—
gaunt, plain of face. hard- :i:ely gowsi

and nracti be^eweied ,
"Mrs. Rich." the man began in .» very dejecrf

tone 4 voice, "do think yoa •' eyergetoar-
ried .lL'iin

'''

The woman tamed her head .. regarded tea
with an immovable countenance. ,'.

•\u25a0 It yon do." the man continued, 1 :<no«Icc-j
make you a good husband. 1 .:::: steady. |
don't care anything about a woinar ms; ywa^ j
like an older woman. Idon't care :h:sg abou.
beauty ertan

The woman rose. "If1 ever :h-:.- f tsatrjSS
again." she remarked grimly, "it vvc-a't be to 1

numskull!" . pf
Brown indulged ina silent gnffa-.

"Xuffis^;!;
You bet!

'
That's it.

—
he's a bl« 0:1 .g ctnosfa^-

he commented.

A WEEK from that night he hi: :paused in t'"^
-**\u25a0 same spot withMrs." Rich. 11. .asarra.^dioM
best, and was assuming his most

- arfing front *J

Jove!" he exclaim Isuddenly, t. ntEog irn?ul>:ve.?
toward Mrs. Rj i "but you look huruL-ome to-
night! You're stately. fhat> what you are.-
stately as a queen! Don't call me »ii>wn! Afeuo1

'
loses his head sometimes

—" .
Before John had left that spot . > eog3gP« »

one of the richest widows that irv •\u25a0 :c>! th«t bwJ«
walk.

A littlelater in the season he r-r.: ::; home wri
day just to tell them about the grc.t ,h.>ns<i i« C!

arr.iirs
"Andwillyou give up your po>iti>j:i \u25a0

"
his jnothr

inqaired.
He regarded her indnlgentlv. The:-, he rei'j1^

"Yes. It will take .illmy time. v..i: \u25a0.:."*. to}**]
after my wife's affairs and some vt '.:\u25a0• owa -tt-
U.il! Srrt-t-t pt-ts

'"

"<>h. I'm afraid we'll never see you any core!
his mother suggested tearfully.< >h. yes. you will!"John" responded cheertßU?
"11l run up every once in awhile in or.c «*
touring cars; and then Til bring y, 1: ucd &&
down to town and show yon -:.Ia time **-
never had in your life."

"\u25a0 Dear, dear! isn't it wonderful how he has S1
on?" commented his mother. .

The father nodded his head. "The survivalo**3
fittest— the survival of the fittest!" h«r assert*0

solemnly
A too* that was fourth cousin to shtfipisto*

showcl for an instant on John's face. Then h«"
"^

'Oh, yes, of course. Bui perhaps you had N^:e
say, 'The fittest—according to the way thjcg*^
It '-.n't exactly like the good boy 1 used to re*
about in the Fourth Reader at 'school, not *'*\u25a0
rethn like Deac.m Green, whom you poinW« t>u

to me when Iwas a youngster as "a model tfcut
fellow ought to follow.?

"Oh, well."interrupted his mother. reg-rdiKg W^
proudly and scarcely heeding- his words, '•'>! â>
you're happy— as lung as you're hapi>y. }**>*•
other things don't matter so much." X

"Oh—happy?" said John shortly, as thongß
something new had ken sprung on him. "i>B.»
don't know aUmt that. Nobody tus>es much :it*'B«
such things as that nowadays.

"

It's not the P«*7you know."
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i\u25a0\u25a0• er, never, going to rent or
Ian < >r sell again, inany :> rm,
and that v.*>myself!

1 felt like an Indian chief

Miss Kable was with me, of
course. The Russian Count
.i!,i] Mr. Mace put us in < ur
cab. and for a second Mr.
Mace and 1 stood apart \u25a0 n
the ;\u25a0\u25a0 ement."

I'd like \u25a0
\u25a0 -\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0*• usly

well t<> call on you, Miss
Crotchett,"' he said. lie
wasn't smiling .<t all:bui '\u25a0

\u25a0\u25a0

was dark ;n;il sol< mn, .:• 1
his c}•\u25a0! •!"• \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0•

-
:\u25a0 •< >k< •'. heavier• han ever

"
I'd like t<

1 won't!"
'\u25a0 Don't!" 1 said. and Uas

evet: \u25a0
\u25a0 jsei than he. "V« \u25a0 i

\\< re talking about real an 1
pretend tl ing«. Well. I! 1
t- 11 you this: 1 wasn't . r«. 1
guest. lam .. Universal Pr-.-
vider, and I hired <ut to
Mr? Wilkinsi \u25a0 a th; ; -he• bmldn't It. l< f1 at a tal Ie
wilh thirteen

1 \i> !.nibr< ike all up into
crinkles, broke up the w\,;.

the ice breaks in the Rock
River. "Well," he said"

what are y<>v s< icr< >ss ab< ".t."

Vi \u25a0\u25a0: < ..; ned j> >ur money
1 thought it was a horrid •

thing foi him to say. HeheW
out his hand ; but if 1 had
taken it.1 sht>ul>l have cried.
So 1 didn't. Ionly said

"I'mglad you're not g< ing
to call.""

S<. am 1.
"

he said. "Y<v
have a dreadful temper.""

\\<\\ haven't an idea h< .
bad !" 1 snapped back !

'1hen the < ab came, and he
put me in. He looked pleasanter than I \u25a0 had . ' •

•\u25a0

evening
• 1 don't see why you're so happy!" Isaid."

Because I'm not going to call." he laughed.
Then he lifted his hat. So did the Russian Count.

They :-ti'<>i! there in their long evening coats, smiling
and bowing, and we drove away grandly. It was
quite splendid. You would have thought that was
ju--t the sort of thin<^ 1 should like; now wouldn't
you, Delphine?

Well, ;t may or may not have l>een; but when
Miss Kable in her nice little way. "Well?" 1
put my head on her shoulder and <rie<l into her

soft eiderdown collar till it
ivas -all caked and soggy.
Really, itlooked so bad that
he next day Ibought a new
•ieee and set it in for her.
Ikept the old piece. Idon't
\u25a0enow why. For my sins. I
suppose. When Igel too
fieady, Itake out that messy
>ld bitofeiderdown and think
>f how pride goes before a fall.

y(>l" see, there sometimes
•*\u25a0 is .1 temptation to be
leady. Ihave succeeded too
•asily! Ihave all Ican do.
\ctuaHy, Ihave been asked
:o furnish a six-room cottage

•ut in the suburbs for a man
.vhose \u25a0....-". \u25a0 \u25a0 is coming

\u25a0t: from England. He wants
i» take his bride into a ready-
o-wear house. I'mgoing to
Iomy verybest. Everything
.hallbe just right, the lamp
m the table, the easy chairs
•laced, the dishes suggestive
•i cozy meals. I'm even to
stock up the pantry with
«ood things toeat. Itseems
ilittle unfair taking all this
\u25a0usy pleasure away from the
•rifle: but that's the man's
ookout. He thinkshe's doing
\u25a0 great thing,and l"m putting
m we than mere work into it.
'in putting myself into it 1
hink good thoughts for him
nd her all . the time I am
vorking, and perhaps when
hey come in. that first day.
ittle elves of good wishes
vill come out and play for
hem. You know. lam dis-
overing that the invisible
hings count just as much
is the visible.

-\ow, mere s .Aunt Louise down home. Youcan't
see her love, can you. or the thoughts she has. or the
prayers she prays? But they can be felt. 1 tell you!
It's the littleinvisible Aunt Louise that keeps Katy
Crotchett from making a pink idiot of herself,

—
because, as you must know, there are plenty of
chances up here in town to be almost any sort of
idiot. •

"

1 don't say a thing about you; but 1want to hear
all about you just the same. You mustn't think
you are merely a patent steam valve for your over-
charged . Katy Ckotchett.

T< !\u25a0: . \u25a0
\u25a0 r,..,,. next ...

' 'XT see why 1don't
L't; on," said John
Br< wn.as hepainstak
ingly brushed the derl j he had worn !\u25a0 r
three winters and me summer. "

When
1 have .:Job, Iwork at it conscientiously.
lamstrictl\ truthful; Inevergambl* ..: !
1 can ./U'Ut live on .i toothpick."

He dejectedly put on his hat. "Look
how some fellows get along!" he mut-
tered. "There's something the matter
with my methods I've goi to wake up!
There's Smith from :p home, every-
thing booming with him. I'm .v<'in;j t<>
call on him. He's never asked me to;

iu1 II!inange one method n^'ht now and find out
ifth< re i-^n't something to be gained by butting in.
Perhaps I'llbe able i<< get a pointer from him

"

<<\u25a0 ?\u25a0\u25a0 Smith's he went, and was very decent lyre-
11 ived

"There's nothin1 in turning a fellow down." Smi*h
. fterward remarked to a friend. "Treat "em all
good You don't want to have anybody against you

"

Br< wn went again to Smith's. <>n this occasion
he ventured To remark that he was disgusted with
in- present job,—"hard work, only seven per. and
ii<iih.ii.ic ''i advancement

"Well, look at you!" retorted Smith. "Look at
you! Do you think you'll ever do any Letter in
those clothes? There* just two parts to the secret
ot gettin' ahead. 'lie is hot air. the other is p.o<l
< lothes

"

"But 1 can'l afford
"

began Brown.
"Candy speech!" interrupted Smith "Try plav-

in^ a race Go without your dinner a day or two.if
you have to. You'llstrike it sooner or later. Ifyou
won't, why get <m on the instalment plan but
you've ,u'' •! to have "em if you ever are gom' to
amount to anything

'"
Brown moistened In-- lips nervously. "I'lltry the

instalment," he said.
"Then when you p ( lookin' for your job," o-n-

tinucd Smith, "don't slip in th\n\ anxious and bum-
ble. Hot air 1

"

A FICW weeks later, Brown stood one morning be-
\u25a0**\u25a0 fore the desk of the manager of the Kfon Con-
struction Company. H<- was dressed like a fashion

plate, and a pleasant smile play-
ed onhis lips. llehad leftbehind
him in the street the memory of

two dozen unfruitful interviews. His new motto
\u25a0•\u25a0..- the one thin}; in his mind."

Ican't talk snapped the manager. "Can't voti
see how busy 1 am?"

Brown glanced about, astonished. "For pity's
sake!" he burst out impulsively. "

You're not doing
this work yourself? ell. some ofus chaps can learnsomething about hustling, by looking in on yon
and seeing bow you do things!" He turned tode-part.

"Here, young fellow!" said the manage! sharply
"Uait a minute."

John was immediately retained by the KroaConstruction Company, and at double the salary
he received formerly.

By degrees, he began to lose his prejudice againstgambling. "You see." he said apologetically toMnith 1 was brought up to consider horse racine
and poker playing dishonest."

"They're pretty honest compared with somethings, retorted Smith "
You ain't juggling with

other people s money without their knowing it; m.Ianybody that loses to you is doin" it with his eveswide open and because he was willing to take ichance b Xt *l

"Yes." assented Brown."
Iknow .1 fellow who was down to his last nickel "

continued Smith "Well, he plugged that nickelinto a slot machine, and won out Then he took ichance at a poker game, and won again. Then heplayed a horse, and his luck stood him in Then he
went to a curb broker he knew about, and Knight ashare in something. Well, let me tell you, he's richnow, that fellow Gambling is speculating; an'nowadays you ye gut to speculate if yon ain't go

-
m-'.>\u25a0 be a back number.

' X

gROWN soon began to be considered "getting"
along. He wasoften broke; but nobodvknewitHe had acquired the art of making a front; ant! hesoon found that if one was only dressed for ?'hanging up a creditor (the feat that is so difficultto the man that has wrinkles in the back of hiscoat, whose derby had gone soft) was not such atrying process after all But at this point he came

I Am Furnishing jCottage for a BriJc.
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