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Old Man Wimpole,

.strode down the street
a new benignity in his manner,

a new hat on his head and a flower in
his buttonhole. He went toward the
station and presently ascended the
hill again beside a very pretty young
woman, who looked a little

under the scrutiny of the
neighbors.

"His fourth," said Mr. Stiles, the
druggist, to his assistant

"No, I guess he's advertised so
much in his business, with such suc-

cess, that he things he can get re-

sults the same way in his domestic
arrangements."

Old Man Wimpole, who had never
married, had, in fact, scandalized the
neighbors by advertising that he
wished to adopt a daughter. The
news had been published in sur-
rounding cities, and, as a result, nu-

merous young women had climbed
the hill, to retire baffled in their
quest

The quest was worth while, for old
man Wimpole was worth $200,000.

Finally the choice settled upon a
Miss Higginson, who remained just
a week. The next was a Miss Gray,
who stayed 13 days. Miss Fellow,
her successor, lasted a month and a
half, and had expressed the opinion
to Mr. Stiles only the day before leav-

ing, that she thought her job was se-

cure.
Why old man Wimpole had de-

tached three successive females from
his household he proceeded to ex-

plain to Amelia Darragh, who, all
agreed as she ascended the hill, was
the best-looki- and the most lady-
like of the lot

"Sit down, daughter," said old man
Wimpole, as they entered his parlor,
about which the girl cast an approv-
ing glance. "I advertised for a
daughter, who'd Jtake care of me,

when I grow old, having learned to
love me."

"Yes, father?" inquired Miss Ame-
lia biandly, and old man Wimple
looked at her in something of ad-
miration. Miss Amelia had already
grasped the psychological nature of
the situation. He admired clever

"young women. '
"I'm a rich man, but I'm not a

happy man," confessed old man
Wimpole. "I brought up a nephew,
Jim Wimpole by name. I took him

"He Bi the Hand That Reared Him."

from the institution where he had
been put when his mother followed
his father to the grave. I reared him.
And he bit the hand that reared
him."

Miss Amelia remained perfectly si-

lent instead of expressing sympathy
and old man Wimpole nodded ap-
provingly. Amelia Darragh, with her
black eyes and red cheeks, her at-
mosphere at once .demure and keen,


