¥ hilz head down untll thelr

B <

slowly they retraced
erypt, where they lighted
and llatened again, and now,
y théy heard the sound of &

w‘“nm rdoﬂ
sald.

. We must hnrd th
afrald,” she sald. “"We can | ynger cover
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inte the hole among the

‘beside him, and there for
the stalrs he held her In
they listened again for
along the dark passage

Hugh-—whatever it ls—
W

JERY MEMBER OF THE FAMILY CAN FIND SOMETHING INTERESTING HERE TO

i
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o

Ui 0 e 1
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ry and lowered Ma-

sahlle Ledger Company  Copyright,

He explained his plan more fully, then
bade her go back for another rifla, am-
munition; and returg in the protection
of the opposite wall ta tha post opposite.

“They can do nothing unless they
bring artillery,” he sald confidently
“Don't expose vourself or look out, but
It a plank comes over, push It dewn.’

.lh the darkness A lm'a!

worth fighting for

“We

how." he whizperad, “we

|
their |

through
M cause
he ‘_nan_

yet
is

t her pale face in admira- |
.lrehnf ‘r‘rso!unan glowed In

muttered grimly, “we can

l!l"l'nory—clnTo "
y stalr.
i u::‘.‘nn hobbled down the

And then, "“Are there any
| i

hall,

ay from
m;’me ‘nt
ou
gahed 1o t
| the post

wns nowhere (o be seen.

lay

that,
tage.

1 men were adv
timber,

|
* And she
But as they

above, ehrieking,
their feet. They
what she said, bul |
he door and peered |
Upon the flag-
and the
But
though aware of
causewny he-
ancing, bhear-
Rénwick's eye ap-|

orn,
motionless,

as
n the

hurriedly and he

ie::lt;“l!:: delny would be

he relonded the elip of his
he ordered guickiy.

1 have a plan. There are

at the foot of the etalr—not

03

|
You and Ena must bring |

3 can

1 will return '’
g her. he dashed out
. punning to the right

lon of
- erawled

the other man, the ch

nt he learned
ched. the men upon the

Then get what

loaded
Bring them here, too,

of the
ained

the rampart. behind |
townrd the gate

auffeur,

|

|

For as Ren.
other

ed in spanning the abyss,

them ruszhed ove
8 halfwny across= a

r. When the
shot rang out
h

| the

] fd the man on the |
':dt'nnnd fell. Another followed
shot rang out, but  the

on.
e’m:'lil:mlimz tforward, shouted
encouragement, Te =aw the

rlne“frnr\': his
fellow just as
t:ﬁ-minr him a blow
Jose

Ewun
L
to =afety,
tection of the gate, =ev.
arted from the causeway |
wifeur staggered and dropped
on his face

Corders, Herr Hauptmann,” he
SABut they'rs

pro

[}

-

h

el

1

the end of the timber
into the gorge ax he

concealment
he reache
which
s balance and fail

put before he

just n= Renwick

too many—my

one——" He turned

2 l::m'fnr the first time saw

face. “You-——" ha mut-

're not. r

n't matter who 1 am. Are
e

'm;:i-: Yes—through the

done for.'
mie past him and
le ‘t‘mush which he

“what was passing upon the

o

..n'l]r.

the ab:
inaster
of their enthuslasm, for
wn to the other end of
y. where they were holding
ing the shadows of the
of any others concealed
Renwick took the chance
, gate unguarded, and in
of the wall rushed back to
re he found Marishka
{sts, walting for him.
- withdrawn,"
on &gain in a moment,

i

}ad robbed the be-

he sald, “but

ear, to defend the gate
athl

pale, but she smiled
® picked up the two

earried them outside while
him, 1 lt!l‘llng.
one side of the gate, I on

1f they succeed in throwi
ac , we must push it off.
peither of us nesd expose our-

ng
In

nd—and there are rifles

ron load them?”’
c‘l’“lgldrﬁ them while Karl
‘gate, but Ena was afrald to
out."”

“them. You're quite safe
below the wall of the ram-

dear—and God bless

the gate before Windt's
to the attack, and put one

and crouched, walting. |hosts passing above.
valley the commotion ha

ne of defense upon
ut he feared to leave

d

the sounds of firing went

1t seemed Indeed,

Beslda him, the man

P moment

\

ng
“sald, that the end of the | sauoy,

e
-Thlng with difficulty. From | the huge crow arm

firing had ceased for the
crawled up and peered through the loop-
hole
"We've
Lerled triumphantly

Oove

1ntd, by D, Appleton 4 Co.)

beaten them,

£SS

Marishka,"”
“Thay've gone back
—1 see no timbere, They're doing some-
thing

READ

moment, ns he

he

can ®ee qilte plainly now—

fagtening a handkerchisf to the muzsle

of a rile” And ns she rose to look.
She amiled and slipped nwas into the | “hon't exposs yourself may he o
darkness, and Renwick returned to his |trick. For God's sake, keep down

He picked up the magazive rifle be-

loophole, The sky above was getting |, % (0 Tind thrust It tarougn the loop-
lighter, and a glance up the mountaln |hole, covering the twn men who were
side to his left showed 't already !nlliltl\'al:n-lngT lrII! !Ihe!hrink ‘?l'! lthl: l:\l'.\'!s-

n the pale it e markesd e figure
clear profile against the lightening east, | 8 (26 B 'I‘”lf clenFly The other rann
which announced the coming of the | wora the uniform of an officer of Aus-
dawn. And with the dawn—Ilight. Was | (rian Infantry. And now he heard the

this what the attackers were wafting
for?

He saw the gray figure of Marishka
ereen nlong the opposite wall, and in a
she was there, not ten feet
away at her post, crouched in safety
and waiting

“Oin no aceotnt look through the loop-
hole” he ordered. “Asg the light growsa,
there will be men to shoot at them, Keep
Understand

tria, 1

vaice of the officer ralsed in parley

“Jehlogs Bzolnok—a truce !
For reply Renwlick thrust the muzzle

af his rifle further through the loonhole.

“In the name of the Fmperor of Aus-

command
Hauptmann Leo CGoritz ™

voy  to

Renwlek laughed madly
Y1 oregret thot that s impossible.”
“I bheg that you will lsten to reason.

PAustrian troops are all about vou

deliver

Herr

You

She only lnughed hysterically {cannot realat by dayiignt I vou will
In & moment, as the light grew, he |dellver the person of Herr Hauptmann
warned Wer that they were coming | Gorite and Countess Strahnl, we will
again leave yvou in peace ™

CKesp in,” he erled. “Dont try to Renwick paused. Far helow in the
ook at the end of the—" | valley to his right, a new gound broke
The warning came just (n time, for the stillness of (the early morning—
a fusiliade of bLullets swept the .gate Tifle-fire close at hand, rapld volleys,
and they heard the sounds of many | and then a scattering of shots which
men's voloes as they came on the run. |echoed with a new significance up the

Another fustllrde which sent dust and
fragments of =tone  flying all  about
them ! Then a timber crashed across,
hut bhefore (U settled Into place the two
Joists had pushed it off the smooth Tand-
g At the same time another volley
wig fired which wonld have aurely found
a mark {f Henwick had exposed him-
=elf, but Marishka matched her action
to Renwick's, crouching low, =afe from
observation, pole In hand, eagerly wateh-
ing her hall of the gate.

Another timber—which fell harmless-
l¥ and crashed down into the gorge.
and another volley—alike harmless to
the defenders High hopes rose in Ren-

ing

fusion
“Well, what i= your reply ™"

velee of the Austrinn officer,

veu
ghouted,

charge
| vh

mountain side

—horses—guns

Repwick laughed again.
“Why should you leave us in peace If

can

tnke the

in

drawbridge?"

He peered through one
| of the crénclations of the rompart he-
glde him and could just see through the
morning mists the moving muss o
men

rush-

miad  con-

vamo the

he

“Hauptmann Gorlte ls warited on the

e,

of

murder. 1
Wi you take it

glve you

this

“I regret that it s impossible.” replied

Gorltz s

wick. They could do nothing. "'I';‘f‘lmtel“"I‘“_'"k-‘_

him Marishka, forgetting all her fears, |  Why!

had canght the contagion of successful | "“‘:'é'"” Herr Hauptman

resistance and erouched, her jaws =set, | 9°0 : =

| eves sparkling, her slender h-,...f;,. grasp- | ‘Tread? What assurances can I have

ing the rough timber, p that this 18 the truth?”

”.5,.]“1(._ - ! undaunted ‘"dl “You have only fo look at the foot
“Keep under cover—' he shouted, ga |°f the olfff below

nnot hc-rnlimhnr came ,.‘--rn:p * » | The two men consulted for a moment
This one wns better cast and lodged | 4nd then Herr Windt's volce was heard.

squarely upon the stone lintel. They | 15 "0untess Strahnl there?

both shoved at s end, but a manp's ,‘,\""I_“l“d "r"_"“'ji:‘.‘,.f,"

wel adwv | “And whn are you?

d:m‘.‘m;nlnﬂd' upon:it made their task 5= Hugh Renwick, Herr
It is on my side Push, Marishka '™ - R e
He almed hig automatic nast the sdge ~the  ¥Englishman he

of the gatepost and shot the man—an
Austrian soldier—Jjust ag he sprang for |
landing. He fell upon the stone,
hung 1o the timber a moment. und fell.
Renwick sprang further out and emptied
his clip at the next man, who gave a
ey and dropped Penwick feinl a sting-
Ing blow on his Jeft arm,. but hefore
another man hegan to cross Marishka

about
progehing

“Then

for the

vou refuge®”

“"Posttively "
CONTINUED TOMORROW
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And if you're going to|
| tnke this giate, you'd better be in a hurry
Nussinns

are np-

managed to shove the timber clear and
It fell into the abyss helow

They were gafe for the moment. He
looked nt Marishka in the gathering
Hght. She was pale as death, but she

did not show fear
YAl right?” he asked anxiously
"Yes—ves, she gasped, “and vou?”’ |
“Never better "
His arm burned like a live rconl. but
the maidness of battle was in his bhlond
and he did not care—so long as Mar-

Great demand far the EVENING
rrBLic
tn miss an Installment of this very
lhiad better,
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story. Yon
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ishka did not know of hig injury. The

CHAPTER 1

“DREAMLAND ADVENTURES’

By DADDY
“OLD KING CROW"

| erossed

Continned from Page Nix
with what I already had, and with what

from hig pocket and consulted |L

children of Rufus Blalsdell

¥ the name of Duff. But
now. The elder son 1&8 Frank Blalrdell,
He keeps a groceryy store
James Blal=dell. {e works
Bstate ofMce.
married Rhe's about forty
I belieye, and does dressmaking
Blalsdll har a son, Fred, seventeen and
two younger children.
has one daughter, Melllcent,
extent of ny knowledge at present
it's enough for our purpnse.™
| “on,
|posa! W

"I've done 1t
In vour morning paper that Mr. Stanley
G. Fulton, the somewhat eceentric multi-
milllonaire, {5 about to start for South

-two or three.

“1 eame in today to make a Ehun!-

wpnintment for tomarrow, please.
?\csrm:lyl”,-:nrrlna on suech A hazardous
journcy must he prepared, you under-
atand I want to leave my affairs In
such shape that you will know exactly
what to do—in emergency. [ may come
tomorrow 2

The lawver hesitated, his face an odd
mixture of determinatiom and irresolu-
tion.

“Oh, hang It all—yea Of course, you
may come. Tomorrow at ten—if they
don’t ghut you up before.”

With n boyish laugh Mr Stanley G.
Fulton leaped 1o his feet

“Thanks. Tomorrow at ten, then' At
the door he turped back jauntily. “And,
gay, Ned what'll vou bet 1 don’t grow
fat and voung over this thing? What'll
you bet I don't met so 1 can eat real
meat and ‘taters ngain?"

CHAPTER 11
. Enter Mr. John Smith

T WAS on the first warm evening in
early June that Miss Flora Blaisdell
the common and turned down
the street that led tp h‘.-r)lrollwr James's
home.

The common marked the center of
Hillerton., Its spaclons  green  lawns
and elm-shaded walks were the pride of

the town. Thers wasg a trelliged hand-
stand for summer concerts, and a tiny
pond that acenmmodated a faw hoats In

summer and a Hmited number of skal-
org In winter. DPorhaps most important
af all, the common divided the plebelan
Fast Side from the more pretentious
West. James Blaizdell lived on the
West Side, His wife =ald that every-
body did who wag anvhody  They had
lately moved thers and were indeed,
barely settlad

Miss Blaladell did
Fome was a shabby
on the Tast Side She was a thin-
faced lttle woman with an  anxious
frown and near-sighted, peering eves
that seemed alwayvs to be lockine for
wrinkles. She peersrd now at the houses
as she passed slowly down the stroet,

dressmaking, Her
little rented cottage

a4 complete, new adventure each week, boginning Monday and ending Eaturday.

Brownie Owl on the Warpath

(In a previons adventure
has rescued Brownie (hwl
claybank where he has been walled
up by a Hock of crows. MHe has
'rawed vengeance wpon the crows)

AW! Caw! Caw'™

13

C Peggy lifted Ler eves to where a |
long, black procession was speeding
rapldly across the calm evening sky. |

“The Crow army nomeward bound !
she thoughi 1 hope they haven't been |
in mischief today'”

There were thousands upon thousands |
of dusky birds hastening to their rookery |
after a day of hunting They made n
swift-flowing aerial stream that seemed
endless. Woe to the farmer upon whose
shocked corn deésconded that dark, de-
straving eloud Woe, alsn, 1o the Youns.
wezk birds that fell in their path If the
day’s hunting hadn’t been good,

“T declare war' | declars war on all
| the erowe," came a challenging hoot from
|!h- top of the house. There stood |
| Brownie Oiwl. the picture of deflance,
| ruffiing hiz feathers Impudently at lm|

Pegoy
from a

On his head was
n =hining military helmet made of a
| water Iily pad, that added to the bold-
appearance. He looked =0
there all alone and
| hurling his reclkiesa defy *nio the face of
?‘_ that Pegegy couldn’t

ners of hig
standing

‘tha loophole. Renwick heard | help ziggling at him

and as the ropd was still}

wick—the Englishman?”

reely.
Hauptmann Goritz?"
* peplied Renwick.

,! sald the man.
u too—soon
forward, to

‘It is

ppled sideways

lon was desperate, and vet
ought calmly, he gained

the
1d

arishka upon one side

other armed with the

be difficult for the at-

Y

stone outside the gate

lodgment for thelr

and litile effort would

to push their timbers down.

yer and Karl

SXpos!

had lost

ing themselves unneces-
with the two joists, both | argue the matter.
gate could be commande

creeping under the {\rn-
, wall, Marishka joined
riflen.

coming ?" she asked,
‘But they will soon.”

at her.

"Princess Peggy, arlze'" he hooted
“The time has come to strike! This
night vou are to lead my forces against
the dastardly Crows'™

That put an  entirely different face
upon the matter for CERY It was
funny for Brownle Owl to challenge
the thousande of Crows, but It wasn't
a hit funny for him to drag her Into it

‘i Why ghould I lead vour forees?” she
asked fmdignantly |

“Heeause you promised and the prom-

|
|
|
|
He heard the giggle and scowled down ‘
|

QM .'“ ¥ .
\\\\‘\ \ \;,i“l

\

“You

lonked very

r chariot awaits,

hooted Brownie Owl

Princess! %}

rd

formidable in epite of the

fact that they didn't ¢ompares at all in

“Prin

vesd  Peggy, we eEalute vou'"
they eried  “Undep vour leadership we
shall make the forest and flelds safe |
from Crows and other destrovers '
“Oh, if that is what vou are tryin

| numbers with the Crows

|t do, I'11 help you all | can.” answere

|1s¢ of Princess Peggy Is sacred,” prompt- | Peggy, who grew more enthusiastie when

Iv hooted Brownte Owl in reply
| Then Peggy remembered that she had
made him a promise—a promise to help
lhim if he went to war upon the Crows,
dbut she hadn't promised to take the
| whole burden of the fight upon herself
Brownie Owl didn't give her tims to

"Come, my brave army,

and salute
| Princess ' Peggy ™" he

she fou

nd that they

were battling for

samething worth while, Instend of sim-
ply to secure revenge for Brownie Owl

“"Your

honted

Over the roof came &allin
in wnich ghe
previous adven-

aerial charlor,
wonderful flights

tures

chariot
Brownie Owl

In

awalts,

(Princess "

E PegEy's
ad taken

Only this time instead of heing

commanded, and'| carried by Scariet Tanagers and drawn |
im | over the top of the roof there strutted | by Biue Birds, it waz carried by Whip-

Irnwn upon rows of Owls, Night Hawks | Poor-Wills and drawn by Night Hawks

and Whip-FPoor-Wills
met like that of Brownie Owl, and they

® STUBBS—What Makes Ma

helmets

Each wore a hel- | They all loaked very warlike in their |

“You'll find fairv-ring grass under
the throne,” hooted Brownie Owl Sure
enough, in & tiny chest on the charlot
| were the magical blades of grass

| Peggy tasted one, and quleck as a wink
| #he was as tiny as the RBirds Rhe
atepped aboard the chariot and seatsd
herself on the throne Up roes the

Birds and soon she floated
high above the town
Peggy looked anxiousiy for the Crows,
but they had all dlsarr‘earﬂd in the dis-
tance.  Brownie Owl's forces followaed
of attack?”

aftery them

“What's the plan
Peggy to Brownie Owl, who
nlong beside the charfot

“Ch, we left that for yvou,” answered
Brownle Owl “1 just organized this
armyv—you're leading it

“Well, if you organized it why didn't
vou get some Swallows, Turple Martins
and King Birds in it?" asked Peggy
gharply. ~ "They are real fighters?

“"But they are day-time fighters," re-
plled Brownie Owl "“This is Eoing to
be o night attack, so I made up an army
of night hirds."

"Oh, that's the {dena"
thoughtfully. She now

in the nir

cried
fluttered

eald Peggy.
began to sve
gome possibilities fn this battle In the
dark. If Braownle Owl's warriors could
eatch the Crows asleep they might he
abla to give them a =ound thrashing he-
fore the Crows could get thoroughly
awake. The Crows wouldn't be able to
gee in the dark, while the night Birda
could,

The gun had gone down and dusk was
lfnlllng Brownie Owl's forces skimmed
ovir the treetops of a large forest. From
helow came sleepy caws and murmurs,

tle ones:

Oh. shut your tired perpers,
You dear baby sleepers;
Dream of the sweat corn
You'll nave in the morn,

We'll feast and we'll frolic
| Tl you all have colle
| o now take your rest,
Safe closs to my breast,

Suddenly a loud hoarse Crow volce
rang out

“Caw! Caw'! Caw! Rest to you all—
and disaster to him who disturbs you!"
| “It's the King of the Crows sounding
| Taps,” whigpered Brownie Owl. “They'll
all be asleep In a minute and then we'll
attack.”

{In temorrow's chapter Peggy
finds that she has wndertaken more
than she bargained for the King of
Crows {8 an ogre and a magician,
and not just an ordinary bird.)

Boh has written me, 1 know these factn™
He paused, pulled a small notebook

“There are two gons and a_daughter,
Rufus died
ﬁrnn ngo, and hiz widow mnarried a man

ghe's dend

The other Iz
in a real
The daughter, Flora, never

James

Frank Bilalsdell
That's the
But

nything’'s enough—rfar your pur-
‘hat are yvou going to do first?
You'll goon be reading

It was the Crows going to bed. As the
Birds hovered over the Woods, FPeggy
heard a Crow mothear’'s lullaby to her lit-

'OH, MONEY, MONEY!

fact that the street was wtill alight
with the last raye of the metling sun.
Suddenly acrosa her worried face flagh-
ed a relieved smile.

“Well, If you aln't a1l here out on the
plazza ! ghe exclaimed, turning In at the
walk leading up to one of the ornate
little housen, "My, ain't this grand !”

"Oh, yens, it's !mnn?ﬁ all right,” nodded
the tired-lopking m in the big chair,
removing his fest from the rajling. He
wag In his shirt-gleeves, and was smok-
ing a pipe. The droop of hig thin mus-
tache matched the droop of his thin
shoulders—and both Indefinitely but un-
mistakably spelled disillusion and dis-
couragement, “It's grand, but I think
it's too grand-—for us. However, daugh-
ter says the best ls none too good—in
Hilterton. ¥h, w7

Bessie, the prétty sixteen-yvear-old
daughter of the family, only shrugged
her shoulders a little petulantly. [t was
Hurriet, the wile, who spoke—n 'arde,

erfea, and that it is hinted he is . A 5

:1?|1nn}n to finance n gigantic exploring | florld woman with a short unpsr Tip, hllld
expedition. The accounis of what he's | & bewl(lderment of hepuffed llght halr.
going to explore wil vary all the fhe wasr airendy on her feet, pushing &
way from Inen I!n}lm:ilins to  the | chaly townrd her slater-in-law,

source of the Amazon. ['ve done a lot of “Of course It Isn't too grand, Jim,
talking today and a good deal of cau-|and you Know (t. There aren't any
tioning as to secrecy, ete. It ought to | really nice houses In Hillarton except
bear fruit by tomortow, or the day after, | the Pennocks' and the Gavlord placs,
at the hnr‘ﬁi I'm ﬁrfﬂnk ‘:"’; ’::‘;;n;;‘r"’;‘ There, sit here, Flora. You look tired”
J and I'm really go v i il

;‘n::i'th:\‘u,th oot exnetly e they think. | Thanks. 1 be— turrible tired,

| Warm, too, ain't 1t?" The little dross-
| maker began to fan herself with the hat
| #he had taken off. "My, 't is fur over
here, ain’t 1t? Not mach llke 't was
when vou lived right ‘round the corner
from me! And I had to put on a hat
and gloveg, too, Someway, 1 thought 1
ought to—over here.”

Condescendingly the bepuffed head
threw nn approving nod in her direction.

“Quite right, Flora. The East Side s
different from the West Bide, and no
mistake, And what will do there won't
do here at all, of course.”

"How nhout father's shirt-sleeves?”
It was a scornful gibe from Bessie In
the hammock. I don't notler any of
the rest of the men around here sitting
out ke that.'

“Bessie !" chided her mother wearily,
“You know very well I'm not to blame
far what yvour father wears. I've tried
Eard enough, I'm sure!"

“Well, well, Hattle,” slghed the man,
with p gest of abandonment, I sup-
posed 1 still had the rights of a freehorn
American citigen in my own home; but
it seems I haven't.” Resignedly he got
to li's feet and went lito th: house.
When he returped a momen' later he
was wearing a coat.

Benny, perched precariously on the
veranda ralling, gave a sudden (ndig-
nant snort, Benny gas cight, the young-
est of the family,

“Well, T don’t think I like it Liere, any-

how,” he chafea. “I'd rather ko back
an’ Hyve where we did A feller can
have some fun thers. Tt hasn't Leen

amything but ‘Here, Banny, you mustn't
do that over hore, ¥ou mustn’ dn thar

| ever here!’ ever since we came, I in
gying nome an’ Hve with Aunt Flina,
gav, car’t 1, Aunt Flo ™

"Blesg the child! Or course you can,”
| heamed his aunt. “"But you won't want
lto, 1'm sure.  Why, Benny, I think it's
perfectly lovely here ™

“Ba don't "

“Indeed 1 do, Benny.,” correeted his
father; hastily.,  *It’s very nice indeed
here, of course.  But I don't think we
can afford it. Wo had to squeeze every
enny hefare, and how we're golng to
meet this rent I don’t know." He drew
u profound sigh.

“You'll earn it, just being herse—
more business," asserted his wife firmly.
“anyhow, we've just got to be here,
Jim! We owe it to ourselves and our
family. Look at Fred tonight!”

"Oh, wves. where |8 Fred?" querled
Miss Flora.

“He's ovar to Gussie Pennock’s, play-
ing tennis,” - interposed Bessle, with a
pout.  “The mean old thing wouldn't
ask me!"

“But you ain't old enough, my dear,"
|snothed her aunt. - “Walt; your turn
will come by and by

“Yes, that's exactly it,” triumphed
the mother. “Her turn will come—I|f
we live hers. Do yvou suppsse Fred
would have got an invitation to Gusasle
| Pennock's if we'd still been |lving on
the KEast Slde? Not much he would!

dear,” remonstrated her husband gentiy.
l;'!“f’e had friends, and good frlendi.
ore.”
“Yes ; but you walt and see what kind
of friends we have now!"
“But wae can't keep up with
people, dear, on our income ; and—'
--Em. here’'s . man. | guess he wants

such

—asamehady.” It was a husky whisper
from Benny.
James Blaledell stopped abruptly,

Bossle Blaisdell and the little dress-
maker cocked their heads intm‘asteﬂl&'.
Mrs, Blalsdell rose to her feet and ad-
vanced toward the steps to meet the
man coming up the walk.

He was a tall, rather slender man,
with a eclose-cropped, sandy heard, and
an air of diffidence an pology. As
he tonk off hig hat and came nearer,
it was seen that hils eyves wera blue
and friendly. and that his halr was red.
dish-brown, and rather scanty on top
of his head

“1 am looking for Mr. Blalsdell—Mr.
f"r?” Blalsdell,” he murmured hesitat-
ngly

Something In the stranger's deferan-
®nl mamher sent a4 warm glow of im-
partance to the woman's heart. Mrs,
Biaisdell was suddenly reminded that
sl was Mrs, James D. Blalsdell of the
West Side,

1 am Mrs. Blalsdell,” she replied a
bit pompously. “What can we do for
you, my good man?'  She swelled again
1alf unconsciously. She had never l.‘ll“ﬂ(l
a person “my good man” hefore. She
rither llked the experience.

The man on the steps colighed slightly

behind his hand-—a sudden spasmodic
little cough. Then very gravely hes
rn;u‘!‘tml Into his pocket and produced
a letter.

“From Mr. Robert Chalmers—a note
to your husband,” he bowed, presenting
the [etter,

v ook of gratified surprise came into
the woman's face,

“Mr. Robert Chalmers, of the First
Natwnal?  Jim!" She turned to her
husband joyously. *“Here's o nole from
Mr, Chalmers, Quick—read jt!"

Her husband., already on  hjs feet,
whisked the «heot of paper fromftha un.
genled envelope and adjusted his passes,
A moment later he held out a cordial
hand to the stranger.

“Ah, Mr. Smith, I'm glad to see you.
I'm glad to see any friend of Bob Chal-
mers. Coma up and sit down. My
wife and children, and my sister, Miss
Blaisdell. Mr, Smith, ladles—Mryr, John
Smith." (Glancing at the oper note in
hix hand.) “He in sent to us by Mr.
Chalmers, of the First Natlonal.” *

“Yes, thank you, Mr. Chalmers was
en kind," Still with that deference so
delightfully heart-warming, the new-
comer bowed low to the ladies, nnd made
his way to the offered chalr. "I will
explain at once my business" he =ald
then, “1 am a genealogist.”

“What's that? It was an eager
auestion from Benny on the veranda
ralling. “Pa l=n't anyvthing, but ma's
a Congregationalist.'”

"Hugh, ehiid! rotested a duet of
feminine volees softly ; but the stranger,
apparently ignoring the interruption,
continued speaking.

“1 am gathering terial for a book
on the Blalsdell famlily"

“The Blaisdell family!" repeated Mr.
James Blalsdell, with cordial Interest

“Yes,” bowed the otner. "It I8 my
purpose to remain soime time In your
town. I am told there are valuable
records here, and an old burying-ground
of particular interest In this connection.
The nelghhorln towns, ton, have much
Blaisdel]l data, I understand. As [ said,
I am intending to make this place my
hendquarters, and [ am looking for an
attractive boarding-place, Mr, Chal-
mers was good enough to refer me to
you."

“To usi~for a boarding-place!" Thére
was an unmistakable frown on Mra.
James D, Blaigdell's countenance as ghe
sald the words, "Well, I'm sure T don't
see why he should. We don't keep
boarders !

“But, Hattle, we could,” Interposed
her husband eagerly. ““There's that blg
front room that we don't need A& bit.
And It would help a lot {f—" At the
wriathiul warning in his wife's eyes he
fell back silenced.

“I sald that we didn't keep boarders,
reiterated the lady distinetly. “Further-
more, we do need the room ourselves."

“Yes, yes, of course; 1 understand,”

Why, Mr. Pennock's worth fifty thou-

broke In Mr. Smith. ag if in hasty con-

T WAR Saturday afternoon, and Mar-
tha Graham was on her way home

after a very busy morning in the office
aof a Marge leather concern As she
nearsd the new tunnel she pouted, *'1
dan’t like this new way of going home.”
But she later changed her mind.

After depositing her fare in the slot
she started down the stairs. Half way
down she spied an snvelope which was
heing trampled on by the crowd. As
she stooped to pick it up, the onrush-
ing crowd would have thrown her down
if o young sailor had not enufhl her in
the nick of time. She half stammered,
“Thank you." Tipping his hat, he sbon
digsappeared intp the waiting train.

A second later Martha remembered
where phe was, and hurried into the
train just before the door closed.

As vsual, the train was crowded. Mar-
tha was about to reach for a strap when
she felt a light tap on her shoulder.
Turning, she saw the same YVoung man
who had previously befriended her, He
offered har his seat, which was gladly
accepted. .
|  After a short ride she reached her
destination, & little furnished room,
| which she called “home.” It was not
|umn now that she opened the envelope

which had caused so much confusion,
| She extracted a ticket which would ad-
| mit one to the baseball game that after-
| noon.
{  Now, Martha had never attended a
ball game, 80 she then and there decided
to go, as every one talked a great deal
ebout this beloved pastime.

She hurriedly ate a meager meal,
which was satisfying to her, as_the
thoughts of attendimg one of the world
serles games gave her but little ap-
tite. As she thought of the happen-
g2 of that morning she decided that

| fn

It would have been unertn‘.‘rul without
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the helpfut sallor. Indeed, she thought
of him more than onee.

After a great deal of wasted tima she
left the house and procesded to the
patk wherg the game was to be played.

Az she handed the ticket 1o the man
she blushed gulltily at the thought of
cheating some one of a good game.
She passced through a great deal of rig.
marele, and finaily wuas seated in ﬂ!f
front row of the bleachers.

Five minutes or more elapsed, and
Martha, nervously glancing around,
eaw her friend the sailor, who |n re-
ality was John Lynn, coming to a va-
cant seat beslde her. He very guickly

recognized her, and by the time the
game started they were chatting
merrily.

The game roceeded, and Martha

found herseif ¢ eerln! a8 lustily as any
of the other fans. She decided which
side she wanted to win and put all her

strength in yelling for them. Finally
the game ended, the score In favor of
Martha's cholce,

John received Martha's permlssion te
escort her home. By the time they
reached there they were like old friends.

As the weeks passed the sallor and
the once lonesome girl'a friendshi
ripened into love. But Fate destine
to change thip state of blise. It came
shortly. Jahn came to see Martha, and
he had sad news for her. His ship
was to eall for service In forelgn waters
for the duration of the war,

Martha bravely hore the news untll
he left the house. Then ghe eried untn
her eyes were red and swollen,

The next two weeks were occupled by
shopping &and getting ready for the
departure,

The night before he went John put a
solitalre on Martha's finger, and as
“Pan Cupid” sounded the' call to armas,
ever-ready John and Martha responded

Tomorrow's Complete Novelette—

“THE HOLIDAY.”

woman at his left—"'might—er—accom-
modate me, Perha you, now-—"
He turned his eves fui?'upon Mirs Flora
Blrisdell, and walted.

Ths littla dressmaker blushed pain-

ully.

"{la? Oh, mercy, no! Why, 1 live
all alone—that is, I _mean, 1 couldn't,
you know," she stammered confusedly.
*1 dressmake, and 1 don't get any sort
of meals—not fit for a man, 1 mean.
Just women's things—tea, toast, and riz
biscuit. I'm so fond of ris biscuit!
But, of course, you—" She camse to
un expressive pause.-

"Oh, I could stand the biscull, go long
as they're not health biseult.,” laughed
Mr. Smith genially, *“You ses, I've been
living on those and hot water quite long
enough as it le”

“Oh, ain't your health good, sir?"
The little dressmaker's face wore the
deepest concern,

“Weli, it's better than It was, thank
‘o, I think 1 caa promise to be a good
carder, all right.”

"Why don't you go to a hotel?' Mrsa
James D. Blaisdell still spoke with a

slightly injured air,

Mr. 8mith lifted a deprecatory hand,
"Oh, Indeed, that would not do at all
—for my purpose,” he murmured, “I

wigh”to be_very fulet. 1 fear I should
find It quite disturbing—the nolse and
confusion of a public place like that,
Besides, for my work, it seemed emi-
nently fitting, as well ax remarkably
convenlent, if 1 could make my home
Jwith one of the Blalsdell family.*

With & sudden exclamation the Illittle
dressmaker sat erect.

"“Say, Harrlet, how funny we never
thought ! He's just the one for poor
Maggle! Why not send him thera?™

“Poor Maggie?' Tt was the mild
volce of Mr, Smith,

"Our sleter—yes. BShe llves—"

“Your sister!” Into Mr, Smith's face

Lhad come a look of startled surprige—

n look ‘almost of terror. "But (here
weren't but three—that is, T thought--1
understood from Mr. Chalmers that
there were but three Blalsdells, two
brothers, and one sister—you, yourself.”

"Oh, poor Maggie ain't a’' Blaisdell.”
explained the little dressmaker, with a
smile. “She's just Maggie Duff. father
Duft's daughter by his first wife, you
know. He married our mother years
ago, when we children were little, so we
were brought up with Maggle and al-
ways ocalled her nister; though, of
course, she really aln't any relation to
us at all.”

“Ohh, gen, Yes, to he sure. Of
course!"  Mr., Smith seemed oddly
thoughtful. He appeared to_be pettling
something In his mind. “She fsn't a
Blaisdell, then.”

"No. but she’s sn near like one, and
ghe's a splendid cook, and—"

“Well, T ah'n't send him to Maggls,
cut in Mrs. James D, Blaladell with em-
phasls.  "Poor Maggle's got quite
cnough on her hands, as it s, with thar
father of hers. Besldes, she isn't a
Blaisdell at all.”

"And ghe couldn’t come and conk and
take care of umx near so much, elther,
could she,” plunged in_ Benny, "It she
|w‘!l‘ this man ter feed?"

hat will do, Benny,"” admonished
hig mother, with nettled dignity. “You
forget that children should be seen and

net heard."

“Yes'm. But, pleass, can’t 1 be heard
Just .a minute for this? Why don't ye
rend the man ter U'nele Frank an' Aunt

Jane? Maybe they'd take him. "

"The very thing!" eried Miss Flora
Blalsdell. T wouldn't wonder a mite if
they did.”

“Yes, 1 was thinking of them,"” nodded
her sister-in-law. “And they're alwayvs
glad of o little help—especially Jane

“Anybody should be, observed Mr
James Blalsdell quietly,

Only the helghtened color In his wife's
cheeks showed that she had heard—and
understood,

“Here, Benny.," she directed. "go and
;l'hrw.' the gentleman where Uncle Frank

ves' .

“All right!" With a spring the hoyv
leaped to the lawn and pranced to the
sidewnlk, dancing thers on his toes
“I'Il show ye, Mr, Smith.” .

'r"ho gentleman addressed rose to his

e

o
"I thank you, Mr. Blaledell,”" he sald,

“and you, ladies. T shall hope to gee
yvou agaln soon 1 am sure you can
help me, If you wlill, In my work. I

shnll want to ask—some questions.”

“Certainly, sir, certainly! We shall
be glad to see vou,” promised his host.
“Come any time, and ask all the ques-
dong you want (o'

“And we shall be so Interested,” flut.
tercd Miss Flora, “I've always wanted
‘o know about father's folks. And
are vou a HBlajsdell, too?

There was the briefest nf pauses. Mr
Eml&h coughed again twice behind his

and.

“Er—ah—oh, ves, T mav-say that
T am. Through my mother T am de-
scended from the orlginal Immigrant,
Ebenezer Blalsdell.”

“Immigrant!" exclaimed Misg Flora.

“An fmmigrant!" Mra. James Blais-
dell spoke the word as™if her tongue
were a palr of tongs that had plcked
up & noxious viper -~

“Yes, but not exactly as we com-
monly regard the term nowadays,”
gmiled Mr. Smith. “Mr. Ebenezer Blals.
dell was 2 man of means and distine-
tion. He was the founder of the fam-
l‘is'l_lr-s' this country. He came over In

[

"My, how Interesting!" murmured the
little dressmaker. as the visitor de-
scended the sateps,

“Good-night—good-night' And thank
you a;;in,“ bowed Mr. John Smith to
the assembled group on the veranda.
“And now, young man, I'm at your serv-
ice,” he smiled, as he jolned Benny,
etill prancing on the sidewalk,

“Now he's what I call & real nice
leasant-gpoken gentleman,” avowed
R“sl Flora, when she thought speech
was safe. "1 do hope Jane'll take him."

“Oh, yes. he's well enough.” econde-
scended Mrs. Hattle Bialsdell, with a
yawn.

“Hattle, why wouldn't vou take him
in?" reproached her husband. “"Just think
how the pay would help! And |t
wouldn’'t be a bit of work, hardly, for
you. Certalnly It would be a lot easler
than the way we are doing."”

The woman frowned limpatlently.

“Jim, don't, please! Do you suppose
I got over here on the West Side to
boarding-house? I guess not—

“Oh, we'll ,el along somehow. Don't
worry !"

"Perhaps if you'd worry a little more,
I wouldn't worry =0 much,” gighed the

man_ deeply.

“Well, mercy me. I must be going,''
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She had been only twice to her brother's sand, If he's worth a dollar! ‘They cillation. “I think Mr. Chalmers meant (nterposed the fittle dressmaker, spring-
new home, and :he wits not sure that | are gome of our very firat people.” that perhaps one of you'—he glanced Fing to her feet with a nervuqu‘glnﬂ
she would recognize it, In spite of the “But, Hattle. money isn‘'t everything, | Uncertainly at the anxious-syed little|at her brother and his wife, “I'm for-

apmng It aln't so near as it used to be..
ood night !”

“Good - night, good - night! Come
again called the thres on the verandh,

en the door closed behind them, as
they entersd the house,

Meanwhile, walking across the com-

mon, nny was entertaining Mr.
Smith,

“Yep, they'll take + 1 het ye—Aunt
Jane an' Uncle Frank will''

"Well, that's good, 1I'm sure.™

Yes. An' {t'l] be easy, too, Why
Aunt Jane'll Just tumble over hersslf ter
get ye, if ye just mention firat what
verll pay. Bhe'll begin ter reckon up
right away then, what she'll raye. n
in a minute sha'll say, ‘Yes, 1'll take ya'"™

“Indeed !"

The uncertainty In Mr. Smith's voice
;:s palpable even to eight-year-o'd

nny.
“0Oh, you don't need ter worry.” he

hastened to explain. "“She won't siarve
ve; only ghe won't let ye waste anythin'.
You'll have ter eat all the crus=is to

ver ple, #hd finleh 'taters before you
can get any puddin', an' all that, ye
know. Ye ges, she's great on savin'—
Aunt Jane 1s. She says waste is a sine
ful extravagance before the Lord."

“Indeed !" Mr, Smith laughed outright
thiz time. "But are you sure, my 0
that you ought to talk—just like this,
about your aunt?’

Benny's eyves widened,

“Why, that's all right, Mr. Smith
Ev'rybody in town knows Aunt Jane.
Why, Ma says folks say she'd save ters
duy for ter-morrer, {f she could But
she couldn’t do that, could she? o
that's just =illy talk, But you walt till
you ses Aunt Jane.

“All right, T'Il walt, Benny."

“Well, ye wan't have ter walt long,
Mr. S8mith, 'causs here's her house. She
lives over the groc'ry store, ter save
rent, ve know. It's U'nele Frank’s stores,
An' here we are,” he finished, banging
open a door and leading the way up a
fight of il-lighted stairs.

CHAPTER' IIT _
The Small Boy at the Keyhole

T THE top of the stairs Benny tried
to open the door, but as It did not

glve at his pressure, hs knocked lus-
tily, and called “Aunt Jane, Aunt
Jane !

“Ten't this the bell?"* hazarded Mr,

Smith, hle inger almost on a sniall push-
button near him.

“Yep, but It don't go now. Uncle
Frank wanted it fixed, but Aunt Jane
sald no: knockin' was just a= good, an'
‘t was lots cheaper, ‘cause 't would eave

But Unele Frank saye—"

The door opened abruptly, and Ben
ny Interrupted himself to glve eager
greeting. .

“Hullp, Aunt Jane! T've brought you
somebody. He's Mr. Smith. An' you'll
be glad, You see if yver ain't!"™

In the dim hallway Mr. Smith saw a
tall, angular woman with graying dark
hair and high cheek bones. Her ayves
were keen and Just now somewhat stern-
ly inqujring, as they were bent upon
himself,

Perceiving that Benny considéred his

end, Mr. Smith hastened to explain.

“1 came from your hushand's brother,
madam. He—er—sent me. He thought
E::hntps vou had a room that 1 could

‘8.

"A room?" Her eyes grew still more
coldly disapproving.
" "“Yes, and bonrd, He thought—that

{:L tho\'lthonght that perhaps—you would
£ 80

"“Oh, a boarder!
of course?”

"Most certalnly !

“Oh " She softened
stepped back. ““Well, 1
never have—bhut that
couldn't, of course. Come in. s CAn
talk it over, That doesn't cost anyvthing.
Come in; this way, please." As she fin-
Ished speaking s=he stepped to the low-
burning ges jet and turned it carefully
to give a little more light down the nar-
row hallway.

"Thank you,” murmured Mr, Smith,
stepping across the threshold

Benny had already reached the door
at the end of the hall. The woman began
to tug at her apron strings.

“I hope youll excuse my gingham
aproﬂ'."Mr.—H‘—Hm’lt!l. Wasn't that the
name?”

“Yes." The man bowed with a smile

“I thought that was what Benny sald.
Well, as T was =aying. 1 hope vou'll ax-
cuse this apron.' Her fingeks were fumhb-
ling with the knot at the back. *“I taks
it off. mostly, when the bell rings, eve-
nings or afternoons; but I heard Benny,
and I didn’t suppose 't was anybody but
him. There, that's better "' With a ferk
she switched off the dark blue apron
hung it over her arm and smoothed down
the spotless white a.F"““ which had beengs
beneath ‘the blue. he next instant she
hurried after Benny with a warnin
"“Careful, child, careful! Oh,
you're always in such a hurry!”

Benny, with a cheery "Come on!" had
already banged open the door before him
and was reaching for the gas burner, *

A moment later the feeble spark above
had become a flaring sputter of flame.

"There, child, what did I tell you?'
With a frown Mrs, Blaisdell reduced the
flaring light to a moderate flame and
motioned Mr. Smith to a chair. Befors
she seated herself, however, she want
back into the hall to lower the gas there,

During her momentary absence ths
man, Smith, looked about him, and as he
looked he pulled at his collar. He felt
suddenly a ehaklnf. suffocating sensa-
tion. e gtill had the curious feeling of
trying to catch his breath when the
woman came back and took the chair
facing him, In a moment he knew why
he felt so suffocated—it was because
that nowhere could he see an

You mean for pay,

visibly and
don't know. I
len't saying I

ery.
enny,

with some other obi]eei or that was not
serving as a cover tseif, . L

The Mgor bore Innumerable small

fireplace, The chalrs themselves and the
sofa Were covered with gray linen slips,
which, in turn, were protected by nu-
meroug squares of lace and worsted of
generous size. The green silk spread on
the piano was nearly hidden beneath a
linen cover, and the lable showed a suc-
cession of layers of silk, worsted and
linen, topped by crocheted mats, on
which rested several books with paper-
enveloped covers. The chandelier, mir-
ror and pleture framed gleamed dully
from behind the mesh of pink mosquito
inetting. Even through the dmrwr:x into
the hall might be seen the long -bor=
dered white linen path that carrled pro-
tection to the carpet ben€ath,
“I don't llke gas myself.” (With a
start the man pulled himself together
to listen to what the woman Wwis say:
ing.) "I-think it's a foolish extrava-
gance, when Kkerosene 1s so %nod and se
cheap; but my husband will have it, an
Mellicent, too, In apite of anything
say—>Mellicent’'s my daughter. [ tell
‘e If we were rich, It would be -
erent, of course. But this is nelther
ere nor there, nor what you came to
talk about'! Now just what ls It that
"m‘ rd here, if T may."

you want, sir?"’
ayoy é perhaps, If we
¥ ll"; 3
sfed."

“A year—two
are mutually satl
“What do you do for a living™'
S8mith coughed suddenly. fors he
could catch ﬁs breath to answer Benpy
had H’umpul into the breach.
“He sounds something like a Congre=
only he ain't that, Aunt
ne, and he ain't after money for mis=
slonaries, e

ther.
Jane Blaigdell emiled at Benny in-
dulgently. Then she sighed and shook
her hea ;

“You know, Benny.
nothing would svit A

b | wun]t t

atlonalist

unt Jane better

thon to give money to all the m
sionarl g)lho world, if she only had
it to give!" .She sighed again as she
turned to Mr. Smith. “You're working
for some church, then, I take it."

:llr.‘liml ghve & quick gesturs of

issent. -

Y1 am quloﬂ:t. , In
small way. am co! lnf data for
book on the fudell family.'

“Oh ! l:?. 1 fro

mendin', and didn't use any ‘'lectriclty,

misslon as master of ceremonies at an |

object .
that was not wholly or partially covered

very well, that
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one before each chair, each door and tgn



