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'—?7 - HERE is a certain lure about
| Journalism which becomes well
’ nigh irresistible. My employment,

; 4¢ though not yet specially remuner-
‘,’ ." ]Hf ative, interested me deeply, as it
§ "‘vM» does _:|ll newspaper men, :md‘l
1/;‘:&.‘ P soon found myself reaching out in

SN all directions for new avenues be-

] sides those assignod me,

“Howard, my boy,” said my college friend, meet-
ing me on the strect one day, 1 hear you are
doing well. They think at the office that you have
in you the making of a first-class journalist.”

This was certainly very pleasing news to me, in
view of my compact with Dorothy.

“With your connections in this city,—founded
by your forefathers—your father's connections
with the business interests of the city, you ought
to be able to get a dozen good stories every week.
Of course, it will take a little time to catch on,
and know good news when you come across it:
to recognize ‘a scoop’ when you get it, and handle
it right; but an all round chap like you will cer-

tainly get there; and don't you forget it. Now,
there's the brokers: von ought to be able to get

good tips from them.”

This was very encouraging, for this was one ot
the days when I was feeling dispirited and needed
just this Kind of talk. Thus stimulated, I began
to look around in search of new fields.

“I began to call upon my father's old friends; a
thing which [ could not bring myself to do,—at
first. From them I picked up many little items of
interest to the public. One of them, Mr. Moreton.
a broker to whom my father entrusted a great deal
of his business, was specially cordial, imparting to
me treely wany scraps of information in demand
at that time.

I'n passant. taking me into his private office one
day, he said to me:

“Now, Percy, my boy, here is a tip for you and
no one else.”

“Not for the dear public?”

“Not yet. When it is ready for the public, |
will put you next. You shall have the ‘scoop,” and
it will be a biz one. Yon may have heard your
father speak of a certain deal in lead and zinc
lands, in which he was greatly interested?”

“I remember it very well.”

“If he bhad lived, my boy, it would have made
him a million. When the crash came those securi-
ties which he held in this deal had to go with the
rest. They were taken over, in fact, by the syndi-
cate, at what he paid for them. It could not let
them go upon the market, because it had not then
acquired titles to all of the lands, which the syndi-
cate had in view; and did not wish to attract at-
tention to their operations. Now our plans are all
matured. We were only waiting for Mr. \ernon's
return from Europe, in fact this is the chief thing
that brought him back at this time. Of course, we
could have arranged everything by cable, but he
is here and evervthing is settled.

“Now, my boy, I am telling you this becausc
you are your father's son; hoping you may be
able to take advantage of the opportunity offered
to obtain a little interest in this property. If
you happen to have a few hundreds or thousands
or so lying idle, I can make a pretty little deal
for you—an absolutely safe one. In fact, I can and
will guarantee it.”

I did have just one paltry thousand lying in
the Savings Trust Co, drawing its three per cent
interest. My father had sent it to me on my
twenty-second birthday, for a summer trip to
Furope, thinking of Dorothy, no doubt. Before
the time came he was gone, and the thousand
was about all that was left to me.

I had never counted it in my assets, for it
would not go very far when once broken, as |
knew from experience. | was therefore keeping
it for a rainy day.

I knew of course the hazard of such deals.
but it seemed to me as my father's friend talked
to me that it must have been given me for that
very purpose. I thanked Mr. Moreton for his
confidence, shown in entrusting the matter to
me, and for his considerate offer made to me per-
sonally.

I told him of the little sum I had laid by, and
asked if the offer could remain open until Monday.
This was Saturday.
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“l know that in matters of this kind nothing
is absolutely certain. There must be some risk,
and I feel that 1 must take a little time for con-
sideration. The fact that it was one of my father's
favorite securities has impressed me, has sufficient
influence with me to cause me to consider taking
the risk and ask for a little time

“I understand. Take until Monday to think
it over. If you decide to make the investment,
dismiss it from your mind; forget that youn have
it. Some day, maybe, when you most need it, it
may come in handy.”

Dorothy

I longed to ask, “‘How long?"
bly turn over within a year?

I found Dorothy watching for me on Sunday.
She it was who opened the door and put up her
hand for me to kiss.

“Sweetheart,” 1 said, ‘‘Let this be the token
between us that you have found no other man
that you prefer to me. Then I need not be
always asking disagreeable questions.”

“It's a bargain,” she answered, smiling adorably.

Now that I looked at her in the broad light
of day I saw the changes a year had made in
her. She was very beautiful, as she had always
been in my eyes, but in losing the soft rounded
contours of early youth she seemed to have grown
more spirituelle.  Perhaps this was what Mam'
Chloe meant when she said she was “peeked”
from “fretting.” 1 hoped so, for in that case she
would soon regain her wonted health, Now she
reminded me of a fragile flower. I feared she
had outgrown her strength, while I had been

Could it possi-

sith Do

“Dorot
“Why
“Well
teally, .
et nar
ind—""
*“Man

broadening out and taking on the proporlior‘
and sinews of a man. My heart was filled wit
tenderness for her. My sweet Dorothy must nc
be crossed or made unhappy.

With these thoughts in my mind I had bee N
holding her at arms’ length, surveying her (.rin()th‘i.n‘"
ically, my whole heart in my eyes, as I could sc)nlv l';i‘
from her face. ‘0“'.,..

Above her forehead was rolled in silky \\':1\'(1‘ \ {
her soft brown hair, a tinge of burnished gzol ‘_‘“f'.”
running through it. Her skin, fair and exquisit 22t .l'
in texture, was tinted like a sea shell as th)“‘_?, W
blood came straight from her heart under m| I;\
steady gaze, lingered awhile, then raced lmc\b : ]_‘"_L
leaving a soft glow on her cheek. Her moutk "; ast
rose-lipped, was parted with a most alluring .s:milu{‘l '; I'lo |
tempting a man almost beyond endurance tl;’l", ¢
gather her in his arms and lay his kisses upo “”“""
her sweet lips. O

Leading her to the mirror I brought my hea = You
matched exactly, as they did in our childhoodake it.
one could scarce tell them apart. acquaint

“Dorothy dear, they must have been matchels not ‘fi
in heaven.” self as

“Are vou satisfied?” she asked, lifting at lengt) _1?0"0”
her downcast eyves to mine, I do

“More than satisfied.” etrime

“Then turn to the light; | would rom yc
are mutually pleased with each other,” lookinfnyself
me over carefully, never vouchsafing a wordour fri
Growing restive under her calm scrutiny, I askedgeave vy

see if w

“What do you see?” in cons

“What do I see? [ see a man-—-a real man-gove Im)
gzood to look upon. He is very tall—as he shoufghey cii
be to look down upon me, and give to him agourt to
air of superiority over all of his fellows. T thir@t is yo
he is handsome—others may not agree with m@ring.”
He is naturally light-hearted, boyish; now 18 “In o
looks grave, weighted down by care, borrowirf@ain,” v
trouble—it seems to me a very bad habit. The @rom m
severe lines which only of late have marked I &llow

mouth may disappear with proper massage. Th,
are more than counter-balanced, however, by t.
love light that I find in his dark blue eves, usualj
so full of humor, now too serious by far; a'L
the brown hair., with a glint of gold, is like &%
own—matched in Heaven, I think." l ]

“Witch, sorceress,” 1 exclaimed. *I forsee the
will be no peace of mind for me until the fate
vear is ended. You find me youthful, boyli
Well, time is fast mending that, as you sce,
in the same breath you say you see a mzul
a real man! 1 hope time will also pay off
borrowed troubles' I sighed. unconsciously, ’
I still held her at arm’s length. 3

“No sighing today. That is tabooed here.

Slipping her hand in mine she led me i
the reception room, where the bhright snnli:‘,‘
was excluded by hangings of silk and lace, S+
leading, she seated herself upon a small div
making room for me beside her. As I lool;
about me at the rich furnishing, the harmonic
coloring, everything indicative of lavish weal
and taste, forming a perfect setting for f
dainty maiden at my side, a feeling of abji
wretchedness came over me.

It was at this moment that I realized m
keenly how hopeless was my love for Dorot
Years must elapse before 1 could provide
environments suited to her, to which she &
been aceunstomed all her life. How would 4
bear transplanting into the “wee, tiny np:mmn-E'

N

of which 1 had fatuously dreamed for a 1.

moments the other night, when she had 4!  “Onl,
mitted me to look into her heart and see t - kn
she loved me.  And |—thinking still only of ‘ide a
self, of my love, of my strong desire for the sw “And
companionship of Dorothy-—had weakly allo wat I

matters to drift. «l he

I recalled the time two years before w min
Dorothy seemed to have outgrown me; noyg  “Tha
realized that the balance had changed. 1 Vv SW

about attained the maturity of manhood, Wy her,
my sweet Dorothy had only just reached 1o ldist
most alluring period of the young maiden vere .o is sw
on womanhood. in |“Nor
All of this I realized, sitting there beside . 45 ey
in the dim, luxuriously appointed parlor, her h,3 e oy
still clasped in mine. T had come early,, Sineg
Dorothy’s behest, in order that we might er, o gy ch
this hour together alone; instead I sat th g %ung,

dumb with the misery of it all. Under the Mar orld;
and stars which shine alike upon the prince , || |
the pauper, I had somehow lost sight of the n we
ave, 1
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