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THE TURKEEN MORTGAGE
By Kathenne Howe

"I don't care!" exclaimed Bessie
Turkeen with bitter emphasis; "I've
worked like a slave and done the
best I could to keep up the interest
on that horrid old mortgage, and just
because I had to get ill and lose that
two weeks and can't come right up
to scratch with the money, we get
this contemptible letter from that old
skinflint!" ,

Bessie was undeniably pretty, with
golden glints in her hair and blue
eyes so dark and deeply shaded they
always reminded one of spring vio-

lets hidden in the grass. So when
she gave vent to a grievance the rest
of the family invariably sympathized.
The family consisted solely of her
mother, her younger sister Jane and
herself. In this case they seemed to
have very good grounds tot sympa-
thy. Bessie was a bookkeeper in a
mercantile house in the small town
and the breadwinner of the family.
Jane, just out of the grammar school,
was learning the millinery trade, and
beginning to earn a little, while the
mother kept the home, sewed, mend- -'

od and did the thousand and one
things that unselfish women do, but
which are never charged up to their
account George Turkeen, the hus-
band and father, had departed this
life about three years previously,
leaving nothing much but a hand-
some gold watch and diamond studs,
winch had been sold by the widow to
pay the doctor's bill and funeral ex-

penses. The deceased had in his
youth sown a crop of
wild oats, which had estranged him
from his elder brother Jared and, had
depleted his energies to the extent, of
rather unfitting him for efficient
sen-ic- in the battle of life. True, he
earned his salary, but he never got
a raise and the mortgage which his
brother held on the little home had
never been paid off. Jared Turkeen
had always been referred to by the

younger brother as "that old screw,"
"miser," or "skinflint," and the fact
that he took interest on his mortgage
as almost a criminal proceeding, so
it was not strange that the family
had come to regard him as a grasp-
ing, inhuman monster. He did not
attend his brother's wedding and had
lived in Australia much of the time,
so Mrs. Turkeen and the daughters
had never seen him. She had written
to the lawyer's office where the inter-
est was sent and informed Mr. Jared

Jane Saw Him From the Window.

Turkeen of his brother's death, but
had never received so much as the
courtesy of a reply, so it was not
strange that there seemed to be good
and sufficient grounds for the un-

pleasant reputation of the terrible
Mr. Turkeen.

After Bessie had given vent to the
emphatic protest with which this
story open's, little Mrs. Turkeen
looked up from her sewing in a trou-
bled, helpless way.

"I don't know wlmt we're to do,
I'm sure," she sighed.
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