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fired out. The Hlacs were fust be-
ginning to bloom, and I sank down
on the porch, tnluh.ng thelr frag-
tance, and wishing there wasn't a
tomorrow of drudgery, when mother
came out on the steps, all excite-

ment.

“*0h, Florence she sald, 'T saw
the most terrible thing today. You
know the yellow cat that belongs to
the big house? Well, I saw it run
over to the house next door, that
brown one, and a maid lifted the
window and poured scalding water
on it, and the poor thing just crawled
away.'

“l suppose you saw this through

* the glasses. How do you know it was

the yellow cat?
- " "Why I could see it plain as day,
_F'ium:ce It's & regular canary yel-

‘ Please do not mention this to
anyone,” 1 said firmly.

"“1 only told the grocer boy," she
answered meekly, ‘I couldn’t help it,
becanse he sald the Evans were wor-
rying over their big yeilow cat be-
‘cause it badn't been home all day,
and 1 told him what I had seen, but 1
never mentioned it to another soul.’

“*“Of course, the grocery Was
‘the only one she had seen that day.

““The next night [ worked very late,
and as 1 wearily trudged from the
station, a volce spoke to me out of
‘the darkness.

_ ""May I take you to your door,’ it
asked politely.
‘In the brown house, and you
;ahnui'in‘t be out alone so late at
L L

{ *“He talked very friendly to me all
ithe way home, and 1 just prayed he
-wouldn’t hear of what mother had
tald the grocery boy.

« "When I opened the door, there sat
«mother, all dressed -in her best siik
jand her cheeks fushed with excite-
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she came over in her automoblle and
took me to the magistrate’s, and 1
told him just every bit of it.’

“Did you tell him how you had
seen this?™

““Why, of course. Nobody sees
anything wrong in that but you, Flor-
ence. He sald he couldn't issue a
warrant for the Jennings—they're
the people In the brown house—but
he was as sweel to me as could be.
Mrs, Evans was cross, though, be-
cause he wouldn't arrest Mrs. Jen-
nings.'

“l put her to bed, Jane, and then
lay tossing, opem-eyed until the
morning when I fell into a dore from
which 1 awoke at nine o'clock, when
I should have left home at seven.
Mother was still sleeping. ~

“About half past ten I was ready
to go to the city, and I stepped out on
the porch just ss a woman opened
the garden gale.

" ‘You are Miss Barbour?® she said,
pleasantly.

“I nodded.

“‘Well, I am Mrs. Jenninge 1
wanted you to lmuv that Mrs. Evans'
cat has come home'

“l murmured something incoher-
ent, but she was smiling.

“ “You mustn't feel badly, Miss
Barbour, My husband says you did
not. get home until after eleven last
night and you look very tired today.
Isn’t there something I can do for




