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. ONLY A ROSE

By Mildred Caroline Goodrrdge.
"The new minister is a good deal

of a stick," pronounced flirtatious
and Myrtle Farr.

"Oh, I don't think that," imme-
diately dissented Rhoda Evans. "He
is certainly shy, but you must re-
member what strangers we are to
him. He certainly makes up for his
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reticence and youth with those beau-
tiful sermons he preaches."
l Myrtle gave Rhoda a quizzing look
in her usual shrewd, suspicious way,
but her pretty friend, quiet, smiling
as ever, evinced no indication by
blush or eye quiver of any particular
interest in the Rev. Arnold Joyce.

Myrtle voiced ,the sentiment of a
goodly portion of her set A new min-
ister was a new source of animation
for the village, especially an eligible

marriageable one. They had come of
all sorts in the past and had lent
variation and new ideas to-- the com-
mon life. There had been the sport-
ing type, the tea drinking, the perfect
ladies' man, even the bluff, intensely
human, political, smoking and boxing
species. They had come and gone
rapidly, falling into the matrimonial
net set for them and fading away into
broader fields of labor through the
needs of married life and the results
of family influence.

"Why, this Mr. Joyfce doesn't seem
to even notice us young ladies bolts
off with the meniwhenever there is
an entertainment"

"I think that is only natural bash-fulnes-

said Rhoda.
She smiled to herself gently as

Myrtle left her. Rhoda could have
exulted over her if that had been
her way. It was not and she ingenu-
ously kept to herself the belief that
in her company at least, when alone,
with her, Mr. Joyce was a different
person to what he was amid a group
of vain, admiration-seekin- g young
ladies.

Rhoda. was in charge of a charity
committee and she had spent some
delightful hours telling her hopes and
troubles to an ardent listener and
sympathizer, Mr. Joyce himself. They
were in perfect harmony. She had
noted his shyness disappearing and
his face brighten when they were to-
gether.

Then, too, as they grew more
friendly and confidential, the finer
features of the new minister's quali-
ties had come out. There was no
silly romance between them. He evi-
dently craved her company and she
was never happier than when they
were together.

Then, one day when she accident-
ally dropped a rose from her corsage
and saw him furtively secure and
hide it, her senses thrilled and she
wondered if in the depths of that re-
tiring nature there was a secret
chamber that cherished her solely;

The Rey, Mr. JqyceJtook a solitary


