
THE PAISLEY SHAWL

By Mildred Caroline Goodridge
(Copyright by W. G Chapman.)
"Think hard, Eustace--xr- y and re-

member!" urged Wallace Brierly, but
his invalid brother shook his head in
a helpless, melancholy fashion.

"It's no use, Wallace," he declared
"it's all a kind of blur, except the

quaint little story and half house
painted yellow, and the sweet-face- d

girl who was so kind and pitying, and
the lady with the Pais-
ley shawl. I can see it now a white
center and the figure in quaint curli-
cues and saffron-colore- d fringe. Find
that shawl, Wallace, and you find the
papers."

"If they have not been destroyed,
yes," nodded the brother, with a se-

rious sight "We are an impetuous
poorly balanced family, Eustace. I
lost my share of the fortune left to
us by father in speculation. You
wasted yours and you are now pay-
ing the penalty of your folly. I fancy
we have both learned sense. We will
have to begin business life all over
again. We can do it with good,
strong capital, if we can find those
lost papers."

"I never knew their value," spoke
Eustace Brierly. "When I took my
last thousand dollars from the safe,
the envelope they were in, I discov-
ered later, held a couple of preten-
tiously legal-looki- documents. I
supposed they were some old deeds
of no value."

"You are sure they were in the
coat you wore the day you ex-

changed that garment for the over-
coat you tell about?" pressed Wal-
lace anxiously.

"Positively, and about all there
was in it at that time," declared Eu-
stace. "I had long before spent all
the money I took away with "me. I
remember leaving Springfield and
striking out for home here on foot
I was half starved, nearly frozen, as
I tramped through village after vil
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lage. That day we were talking
about I must have had the start of
the wasting fever that has kept me
an invalid for over six months. Ev-

erything is a blur from the moment
I was sitting swaying to and fro on
a rock by the roadside, when a young
girl and an old lady in the Paisley
shawl passed by. I fell sideways, ex-

hausted, iust then. They got me into
their house a yellow-painte- d story
and a half cottage. They led me up-

stairs to an attic bedroom. They
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brought me food and drink and then
I slept. I recall waking up in the
morning, half delirious, not sensible
of my real surroundings. I remem-
ber dressing and putting on an over-
coat hanging across a chair and leav-
ing my own worn undercpat in its
place. I recall stealing down the
stairs, and in my lightheadedness
chuckling that I had a covering now
to fight off the biting cold and keep
me warm warm! Since then a
blank, until I wandered into the
house here, burning up with fever
and in wild delirium."
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