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. THE BARGAINER

By Rose Dewitt Tresham.
"Oh, Hugh Evans is easy," boast-

ed big fat Basil Drake. "He's a good
fellow, all right He's friendly and
accommodating. Too much so for
his own good. Hasn't any ginger in
him, though. Wish I could marry
him off and see him settle down for
life."

Well might bluff, hearty, but in-

tensely selfish Basil Drake speak in-

dulgently and patronizingly of his
cousin, Hugh Evans. Years before
Drake had been a'clerk in the senior
Evans. When the latter died he
eurned the business over to Drake.

"All I ask, Basil," he said, "is that
you take care of my boy. Help him
along until he can take care of him-
self, and if you feel like giving him a
start in life, then, so much the bet-
ter."

Now, Drake had done fairly well
for this quasi ward, in his own esti-
mation. He had sent him to school
and provided for him, but he found
Hugh a good helper about the store
and had kept him ground down in a
business way. Of late Mrs. Drake
had intimated that she wished Hugh
would find quarters elsewhere, not
that she disliked him, but the grow-
ing family needed all the living room
in the house.

Hugh was a good man. When that
was said, it covered the case. He was
honest, industrious, sympathetic and
kindly to all humanity. The Drake
system had in a measure tended to
suppress ambition, but the mental
and spiritual aspirations of the man
were pure and strong. He was con-
tent to remain in the humble situa-
tion fate seemed to have awarded
him. As for the rest, truthfulness
and earnest sentiments of humanity
for all his fellow creatures gave to
Hugh that greatest of all blessings, a
peaceful mind.

& was towaids the close of a fair

spring day that Hugh, passing down,
a squalid street in the poorer portion
of the town, paused to take in an un-

usual scene that appealed powerfully
to his warm sympathetic nature.

A small heap of wretchedly poor
furniture lay on the sidewalk, evi-

dently just removed from a two-roo- m

tenement. In its midst, wan, poorly
dressed and evidently ill, was a young
girl of about eighteen. Tears filled
her eyes and the look of blank des-

pair in her tired face made Hugh's

"Do It," Chuckled Drake.

heart ache. A motherly looking wom-
an with a brood of tattered children
at her heels was trying to console
the poor girl. Her efforts seemed
vain. As she stepped aside Hugh
spoke to her and asked her the occa-
sion of the distressing scene.

I "Oh, sir, it's pitiful," broke out the
I genuine-soule- d creature. "She is Ivy

Moore. Her father, who was an old
physician without a practice died a
month ago. She has been ill since
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