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THE EMPTY ROOM
By Harold Carter

(Copyright, 1917, W. G. Chapman.)
- It was not that Hubert-Le- e was

unable to afford the rental of the
cottage, for he had sold several pic-

tures the year before and was begin-
ning to make a name for himself in
the art world. But it happened to be
the one cottage that he felt he must
occupy if he was to paint the great
picture that summer; and it was not
for rent. Nobody in the district
knew anything about it. It was sur-
mised that the family had moved
west and simply abandoned it.

And such a cottage as it was!
There was a litle flower garden, filled
with hollyhocks of immense size, and
pansies and zinnias, all run wild and
flourishing. There were roses climb-
ing up the walls, and lilac trees, in
full bloom, when Hubert moved in.

The cottage itself was much larg-
er than he had guessed on looking at
It It was partly furnished, and it
contained a dozen rooms. It was
just the place in which to paint And
Hubert resolved to feel no qualms
about taking up his residence there.
For if ever the owners came upon
the scene he would give them what
they wanted, and if they did not
come he would use the money.

There were two rooms on the top
floor that none of his keys would fit
and when he managed to turn the
wards of the locks he found that they
were bolted on the inside. Hubert
was curious about these rooms, but
some delicacy restrained him from
breaking them open.

He had a curious experience on tha
day he moved in. It was nearly dark
and he thought for a moment that
he saw a girl's face looking at him
from an upper window just such a
face as he wanted for his picture and
had never succeeded in obtaining.
But when he entered the house no-bp-

was there and there came no

answering sound from behind tht
two closed doors.

So he began to paint. And the
picture succeeded more admirably
than he had dared to hope. He sat
all day in the little garden with the
hollyhocks, while the thoughts of
his brain took shape upon his can-

vas.
He slept at night in pie little bed-

room over the porch, and surely the

Saw the Beautiful Girl's Face

influence of the old house was de-

lightful, for he found inspiration in
the moonbeams that straggled in
through the blinds, and each day
was hke a magnificat.

A month has passed before he saw
the face at thfe window again. It was
a clear moonlight night and he had
been walking in the garden. He
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