e

* driving to fall and upset their buggy,

‘daughter of Mrs. Putnam,

‘the funeral he learns that Strout ‘has
‘been circulating more false
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SYNOPSIS.

Quincy Adams Sawyer, the son of
the Honorable Nathaniel Sawyer, @
prominent lawyer of Boston, is at
Mason's Corner, Mass, for the bene-
fit of his health. HIis courtesy to the
young women of the little town fmake
him the object of spite on the part
of Obediah Strout, the village singing |
master, who tries to enlist Xzekiel
Pettengill, a young farmer, with him,
but faiis. Deacon Mason, with whom |
Sawyer is staying, has a daughter,
Huldy, who loves Quincy but is loved
by Pettengill. Quincy finally tells
Huldy that he cannot marry her, and
the girl, excited by his words, forgets
herself and causes the horse she is

whereupon she falls out and breaks
her arm. Quincy then changes his
boarding place to Ezekiel Pettengill's
hame, being invited there by Petten-
gill's Uncle Ike, and old friend of the
elder Sawyer. Here he meets Alice,
Hzekiel's sister, who has been brought
home from Boston, where she was a
bookkeeper until her eyesight failed.
The young man loves her but does
not betray his feellngs. Meanwhile,
Mrs. Putnam, a rich old woman in

neighborhood tells Quincy that
she is to leave her fortune to Alice,
though no one else is let into the se-
cret. Lindy Putnam, who is is also
yrich in her own right, and the only
tries to
jearn from Quincy her mother's secret
but fails. Huldy and 'Zekiel come to
a ‘complete understanding and join
with Quincy to be even with Strout for
the gossip he has started regarding
their estrangement. The next day
Jim Sawyer dies and Quincy has the
body interred side by side with his
wife 'and children. On his return from

reports
fnst him and prepares to fight
Strout in his own wav. A snow storm
occurs to keep all inside the house sev-
eral days and meanwhile Quincy falls
deeper in love with Alice, and agrees to
act as her amanuensis while she is
preparing a story for publication. She
develops an appetite for writing both
and prose. Mrs. Putnam gives

m. an envelope which must be de-

| bating, which - publigsher he'would call

stroyed 24 hours after Mrs. Putnam’s
death without its contents being read,
but Quiney decides to learn what it

_says, having been told by Lindy that |

. mother refuses to disclose her

oy
>

0

. to take Alice's story to show to a lit-

~ and she knew that in his eyes she was

; lseft an immense fortune at the age of
a1,

is a foundling and her fo:zter
rue
identity. Leopold Ernst, a college
friends of Quincy, and a literary critic,
promises to place Alice's stories and
says they have merit.

— ——

CHAPTER XXIV,
The New Doctor.

Quincy improved the first opportuni-
offered for safe traveling to make a
ait to the city. He had several mat-
ters to attend to. First, he had not
gent his letter to his friend, request-
ing him to make inquiries as to Obadi-
ah Strout’s war record, for the great
spowstorm had come the day after he
had written it. Second, he was going

she

erary friend, and see if he could se-
eure its publication. And this was
not all; Alice had told him, after he
had finished copying the story she had
dictated to him, that she had written
several other short stories during the
past two years.

In response to his urgent request,
she allowed him to read her treasured

anuscripts. The first was a passion-

ate love story in which a young Span-
ish officer, stationed on the island of
Cuba, and a beautiful young Cuban
girl were the principals. It was entit-
led “Her Native Land,” and was re-
plete with startling situations and ef-
fective tableaux. Quincy was delight-
ed with it, and told Alice if dramatized
it would make a fine acting play. This
was, of course, very pleasing to the
young author. Quincy was her aman-
uensdis, her audience, and her critie,

already a success.

- She also gave him to read.a series
of eight stories, in a line usually es-
teemed quite foreign to feminine in-
atincts. Alice had conceived the idea
of a young man, physically weak and
suffering from nervous debility, being

His money was well invested, and
in company with a faithful attendant
he travelled for fifteen years, covering
every nook and corner of the habitable
globe. At 36 he returned home much
{mproved in health, but still having a
marked aversion to engaging in any
business pursuit. A mysterious case
‘and its solution having been related
to him, he resolved to devote his in-
come, now amounting to a million dol-
lars yearly, to amateur detective work.
His great desire was to ferret out and
solve mysteries, murders, suicides, rob-
beries, and disappearances that baf-|
fled the police and eluded their vigi-
lant inguiry.

The titles that Alice had chosen for
her stories were as mysterious, in their
way, as the stories themselves. Ar-
ranged in the order of their writing,
they were: Was It Signed? The
Man Without a Tongue; He Thought
He Was Dead; The Eight of Spades; |
The Ixit of Mrs. Delmonnay; How I
Caught the Fire-Bugs; The Hot Hand;
and the Mystery of Unreachable Is-
land.

When Quiney first reached the city,
his first visit was to his father’s office, |
but he found him absent. He was
told that he was conducting a case in
the Bguity Sesslon of the suprems
court, and would not return to the of- |
fice that day. g

Instead of leaving his letter at his
friend’s office, he went directly to the
adjutant general's office at the sfate
bouse, Here he found that an ac-
quaintance of his was employed as a
clerk. He was of foreign birth, but
had served gallantly through the war
and had left an arm upon the battle-

fleld. He made his reguest for a copy = W
of the war record of Obadiah Strouf, pold said, “Neow-we*will Bdve some pamntly'm/dpnp #tYid

0. the —th Mass. Volunteers. Thena

thought came suddenly to him and he at home. and I don't like to g0 out!|otson. He Bas an o

requested one also of the record of Hi- |

ram Maxwell of the same regiment,-
Leaving the state house on the Han-

ocock avenue side, he walked down!

| their strong points oratorically. for, as

ool

that narrow: but convenient; thorough-
fare, and was stauding at it§ entrance|
to the sidewalk on Beacon street,, de-:

on first, when 4 cheéry volce ‘said,
‘“Hello, Sawyer.” "When: helooked up
he saw an old Latio 8chool.and: col-
lege chum, named ‘Leéopoltl. Ernst.
BErnst was a’ Jew:.but: he hdd been one
of the smartest and most popular of
the boys in school and of the men at
Harvard.

“What are you up to?” asked Ernst.

“Living on my small fortune and
my father’s bounty,” said Quincy.
“Not a very creditable record, T know,
but my health has not been very good,
and I have been resting for a couple
of months in the cquntry.”

“Not much going on in the country
at this time of the year I fancy,” re-
marked Ernst.

“That’s where you are wrong,” said
Quincy. “Thére has been the devil to
pay ever since I landed in the town
and I've got mixed up in so many com-
plications that I don’t expect to get
back to town before next Christmas.
But what are you doing, Ernst?'*

“Oh, I am in for literature; nat the
kind that consists in going round with
a notebook and prying into people’s
business, with a hope one day of be-
coming an editor, and working twenty
hours out of the twenty-four each day.
Not a bit of it, T am reader for —;"
and he mentioned the name of a large
publishing house. “I have my own
hours and a comfortable salary. 1 sit}
like Solomon upon the efforts of cal-
low authors and the productions of
ripened genius. Sometimes I discover
a diamond in the rough, and introduce
a new star to the literary firmament;
and at other times I cut up some ego-
tistical old writer, who thinks anything |
he turns out will be sure to.please the:
public.” 1

“How fortunate that I have'! met!
you?” said Quincy. “I have in this|
little carpet bag the first effusions of |
one of those callow authors of whom {
{,;m spoke. She is poor, beautiful and

ind. |

“Don’t try td trade on my sympa-i

thies, old boy,” said Ernst. “No per-|

4

light knock was heard on the door.
Leopold opened it, and the domestic

brought in a tray with a pot of tea and

the,ingredients of a light repast, which

:she placed upon anoth¢r table near a
‘window. Bl 3

- ““Phere is @lways enbugh for two,”
] ‘said Leopold.” “Readi

A New England Story Dedicated to the Memory
of James Russell Lowell.

is mighty tire-
gome work, and listening is too, and
a cup of good strong tea will brighten
us both up immensely. You can come
back for the tray in fifteen minutes,
Jennie,” said Ernst.

The supper was finished, the tray re-
moved, and the critic sat in judgment
once more upon the words that fell
from the reader's lips. - Leopold’'s face
lighted up during thé reading of “Her
Native Land.” He started to speak,
and the word “That's—! escaped him,
but he récovered himseélf and said no
more, though he listened intently.

Quincy took a glass of wine and a
cracker before starting upon the story
which had been dictated to him. Leo-
pold gave no sign of falling asleep, but
patted his hands lightly together at
certain points in the story, whether
contemplatively or approvingly Quincy
could not determine. As he read the
closing lines of the last manuscript
the cuckoo clock struck 12, midnight.

“You are a mighty good reader,
Quincy,” said Leopold,. “and barring
fifteen minutes for refreshments, you
have been at it ten hours. Now you
want my opinion of those stories, and
what's more, you want my advice as to
the best place to put them to secure
their approval and early publication.
Now T am going to smoke a cigar quiet-
ly and think the whole thing over, and
at half past twelve I will give you my
opinion in writing. I am going into
my library for half an hour to write
dowdi what I havé‘to say. You take a
nap on the lotmge there,-and you will
be refreshed when I come back after
having made mince meat’sf your poor,
beautifu}, vlind protege.”.

Leopold @lsappeared into-the library,
and Quincy stretching himself on the
lounge, rested, but did not sleep. Be-
fore he realized that ten minutes had
passed, Leopold stooa beside him with
a letter sheet in his hand,; and said,
“Now, Quincy, read this to me, and I
will see if T have got it down straight.”

Quincy’s hand trembled nervously as
he seated himself in his old position !
and turning the sheet so that thelight
would*fall up on‘it, he read the fol-
lowing: :

Opinion of Leopold Ernst, Literary |
@ritie, of certain manuseripts-submit-
ted for examination by Quincy A. Saw- |
yer, with some advice gratis.

1. ‘Series of eight stories. Mighty |
clever general idea; good stories well-.
written. Same style , maintained
throughout; good plots. Our house !
could not handle them—not of our line, |
Send ‘to ;. (Here followed the
name ‘of a New York publisher.) I
will write Cooper, one of their readers,
He is a friend of mine, and will secure |

son who is poor has any right to be- *‘quick degision ,which, T prophesy, will

come an author. ' Tt takes too long in |

these days to make a hit, and the poor .

author is bound to die before the hit
comes.,
with me at all.

their pictures are ever published. As’}

regards the ‘blind’ part, that niay be S

an advantage, for dictating ralievesq
one of the drudgery of writing one'’s |
self, and gives one a chance for a full- |
er play of one'’s fancies than if tied to |
a piece of wood, a scratchy pen, and
a bottle of thick ink.™ + e |

“Then you won't look:at them,” said |
Quincy. ; Al

“1 didn't say so,’ replied Ernst. “Of |
course, I can't look at them in a busi- |
ness way, unles&. they are duly submit-
ted to my house, but I'have been read-
ing a very badly written, but mightily‘
interesting manuscript, for ‘the past
two days and a half, and I want a|
change of work or diyersion,”to brush,|
up my wits. Now, old feHow,” said |
he, taking Quincy by the arm, “if you |
will come up to the elub with me, and
have a good dinner with some Chianti, |
and a glass or two of champagne, and |
a pousse cafe to finish up with, then we |
will go up to my rooms on Chestnut |
street—I have a whole top floor to my-
gelf—we will light up our cigars, and
you may read to me tilll tomorrow
morning and I won't murmur. But,
mind you, if the stories are mighty |
poor I may go to sleep, and if I do that,
you might as.well go to bed too, fr)rl
when I once go to sleep I never wake |
up till I get good and ready.”

Quincy had intended after seeing u!

publisher to leave the manuscripts for |
examination, then to take tea with his
mother. and sisters, and go back to
Eastborough on the five minutes past
gix express. But he was prone to
yield to fate, which is simply circum-
stances, and he accepted his old col-
lege chum’s invitation with ‘alacrity,
He could get the opinion of an expert
speedily, and that fact carried the day
with him.

When they were comfortably en-
sconced in their easy-chairs on the top
floor, and the cigars lighted, Quincy
commenced reading. Leopold had pre-
viously shown him his suite, which
congisted of a parlor, or rather a sit-
ting-room, a library, which included
prineipally the works of standard au-
thors and reference books, his sleeping
apartment, and a bathroom.

There was a large bed louhge in
the sitting-room, and Quiney deter-
mined to read every story in his carpet
bag, if it took him all night. He com-
menced with the series of detective or
mystery stories. He had read them
over before and was able to bring out

it has been said before, he was a fine |
spealer.

Quiney eyed Ernst over the corner |
ot the manusecript he was reading, but
the latter understood his businesgs. Oc-
casionally he was betrayed into a nod
of approvel and several times shook
his head in a negative way, but he ut-
tered no word or commendation or dis-
approval.

After several of the stories had been
read, Ernst called a halt, and going to
a cupboard brought out some erackers,
cake, and a decanter of wine, ‘with
glasses, which he put upon a tahle, and
placed within comfortable reach of
hoth reader and listener, Then he
said, “Go ahead.” munched a cracker,

sipped his wine, and then lighted a He statéd Hisefly the facts concerning

fresh cigars s S5 2N TN PN 2o -
. _When the ‘sariég svas finfshed, T.eo-'
tea. I do a great deal of my reading

again after [.hiiva gtawled up” four |

[flights of stairs, 8o my lapdlady sends |

me up a light supper at just about this'
hour. There Is the maid now,” as a,]

The ‘beautiful’ gag don't work #V<¥E
The beitgnuthors are know Jameson, the reader,

homlier than sin and it's a pity thatgespecially if. yousavould @lvé him. the |

right: to| dramatize it: He is, ag@,,a_ng%go” 4
loye 1;\'v‘}kth f:’ll‘{ﬁé“ﬂg@}&f. agers | Onir ]
d seyeral suceesses. . - .and found Alice s

{laws of the Medes and Persians, and !

i revently called.
{of it are called, towheads.

S 1ATiaB Sy case, and Aigged

be favorable.: ! Fi ;
2. “Her Native Land” is a fine sto:

Ty. I'can get it into-a weekly literary
aper: that our, house publistresi = T
will take'it, |

and.has;
That story about the
want for our magazine.

Duke, I
It is capital,

and has enough meat in it to make a |

full-blown novel. All it wants is oys-
ters. squp, fish, entrees, and a dessert

prefixad to and;jbined on to the solid |

roast..and game which the story as
now written itself supplies.

“In Witness Whereof, I have hereun-
to set my hand, this 24th day of Feb-
ruary, 186—." 3

Leopold Ernst, Literary Critic.

Quiney remained all night with Leo- |

pold, sleeping on the bed lounge in the |

sitting.-room. He was up at 6 o'clock { with me all the morning, but he asked

ia few minutes to be excused, so he

the next morning, but found thet his
friend was also an early riser, for on
entering the library he saw the latter |
seated at his desk regarding the pile |
of manuscript which Quincy had read |
to him.

Leopold lopked up with a peculiar
expression on his face.

“What's the matter,” asked Quincy,
“changing your mind?"”

“No,” said Leopold, “I never do that,
it would spoil my value as a reader if
I did. My decisions are as fixed as the

are regarded by literary aspirants as
being quite as severe as the statutes
of Draco; but the fact is, Quiney, you
and your protege—you see I consider
vou equally culpable—have neglected
to put any real name or pseudonym to
these interesting stories. Of course I
can affix the namaq of the most popular |
author that the world has ever known, |
—Mr, Anonymous,—but you two prob-
ably have some pet name that you
wish Immortalized.”

“By George!” cried Quincy, “we did
forget that. I will talk it over with
her, and send you the nom de plume
by mail.”

“Very well,”” said Leopold, rising.
“And now -Jet us:go and have some |
breakfast.” = :

“My dear fellow, you must excuse
me. ] have not seen my parents this
trip, and I ought to go up to the house
and take breakfast with the family”

“ “All right,” said Leopold; “rush that
pseudonym right along, so I can send
the manuscripts to Cooper. And don’
forget to drop in and see me next {tm
you come to the city.” ' e

On his way (o Beacon street Quiney

i covered up his pleasure

he is:  For a fact I know he is not an
M. .D., but I faney that the diploma
that he holds from the Almighty is
worth more to suffering humanity than
a good many issued by the colleges.”

‘“You are a pretty broad-minded allo-
pathy” said Quiney, “to give such a
sweeping recommendation to'a quack.”

“I dido’t say he was a quack,” re-
plied” Culver. "“He is a natural-born
healer, and he uses only nature's reme-
dies in his practice. Go and see him,
Quincy, and judge for yourself.”

“But,” said Quincy, “I had hoped
that you—"'

“But I couldn't,” broke in Paul. “I
am an emergency doctor. If baby has
the croup, or Jimmy has the measles,
or father has the lung fever, they call
me in, and I get them well as soon as
possible. But if mother-in-law has
gome obscure complaint I am too husy
to give the time to study it up, and
they wouldn't pay me for it if I did.
Medicine, like a great many other
things, is going into the hands of the
specialists eventually, and Tillotson is
one of the first of the new school.”

‘At that moment & maid announced
that some one wished to see Dr. Cul-
ver, and Quincy took a hurried leave.

He found his father, mother, and sis-
ters at home. and breakfast was aquick-
iy served after his arrival. They all
said he was looking much hetter, and
all asked him when he was coming
home. He gave an evasive answer,
saying that there were lots of good
times coming down in Eastborough and
he didn't wish to miss them. He told
his father he was improving his time
reading and writing, and would give a
good account ol himself when he did
return. ¢

He had to wait an hour before he
conld secure an interview with Dr.
Tillotson, The latter had a  spare
day in each week, that day being
Thursday, which he devoted to cases
that he was obliged to visit personal-
ly." Quincy arranged with him to vis-
it Easthorough on: = the following
Thursday and by ecalling a  carriage
managed to catch the half-past eleven
train for fhat town, and reached his
boarding place a little  before two
o'clock. - He had arranged with the
driver to wait for a letter that bhe
wished to have mailed to Boston that
same afternoon.

He went in by the back door, and
as he passed through the kitchen,
Mandy made a sign and he went to

‘her.

“Hiram waited till one o'clock,” said
she, “but he had to go home, and he
wanted me to tell you that the sur-
prise party is coming off next Monday
night, and they are going to get there
at seven o'clock, so as to'have plenty
of: time and lots of fun, and Hiram
suspects,” and her voice fell to a
whisper, “that Strout is going to try
and work the Deacon for that five
hundred in cash to-put up for the gro-
cery-Btore next Thesday. That's all,”
gajd she. - :

“Where ‘is
inguired. RIS

“She's in-the parlor,” said Mandy.
“She has been playing the piano and
ibut I guess she has

Mlsi lietterfgill?" Quincy

y to the parlor
: ! @ before the op-
en fire, her right hand covering her
eyes.

She looked'up as’Quiney entered the

room and said, “I am so glad you've
got back, Mr, Sawyer. I have hoen
very lonesome simee you have been
away,” .o -
. Alice did not see the happy smile
that spread over Quiney's face, and he
by saying.
“How did you know it was I?”

“Oh,” said Alice, “my hearing is very

son in the house. Swiss has been

could get his dinner”

Quincy laughed and then said, **Miss
Pettengill, we forgot a very important
matter in connection with your stories
we omitted to put o1 the name of the
author.” He told her of his meeting
with Ernst, and what had taken place,
and Alice was delighted. Quincy did
not refer to the coming visit of Dr.
“Tillotson, for he did not mean to
speak of it until the day appointed ar-
rived, “Now, Miss Pettengill, T have
some letters to write to send back

mailed this afternoon. While I am do-
ing this you can doccide upon  your
pseudonym, and I will put it in the let-

¢ Quiney went up to his room and sat
down at his writing' table.
letter was to his bankers and enclos-
ed a check for five hundred dollars,
with a request tp.send the amount in
bills by Adams Express to Eastbor-
ough Centre,to reach there not later
than noon of the mnext Tuesday,
and to Dbe held until called
for. The second letter was to
a prominent confectioner and cater-
er.in Boston, ordering enough ice
cream, sherbet, frozen pudding and as-

sorted cake for a party of filty pev-!

sons, and fifty gralbi-bag presents; all
to reach Eastborough Centre in good
order on Monday might on the five
minutes past six express from Boston,
The third letter was to Ernst. It was
sfiort and ‘to’ the point. “The pseu-
‘donvinn is ——" And he left-a blank
space for the name, Then he signed

suddenly stopped and,regarded a sign’

that vead, Paul Culvér, M. D., physi.
cian and surgeon. He knew (‘ulverl

. but hadn’'t seen him for- eight ynars.‘

They were in the Latin school togéth-
or under pater Gardner. "He rang the |
bell and was shown into Dr. Culver's |
office, and in a few minutes his old |
school mate entered. Paul Culver was |
a tall, broad-chested, heavily-built!

{ young man, with frank vlue eyes, and |

hair of the color that is sometimes ir- |
ar rather the wearers

They had a. pleasant talk over old |
school days'and college experiences, |
which were not identical, for Paul had
graduated from Yale coliege at his
father's desire, instead of from Har-|
vard, Then Quincy broached what |
was uppermost in his mind and which
had beep_the real reason for his eall.

N ’uﬂé‘t"
few*moments ap-
Yol A

“My adviee.” said he, “is to see Til-
e in the Hotel
i¢ library, you

Dr. Culvergat fareg

Pelham up. by the D\‘Rv
know.” TR o T .
“Is ho a ‘regular'?” asked Quincy.

“well,"” said Culver, “I don't think

o o el o

~@uincy.

table and saw the three poems that
Alice bad given him to read. He addea
a postscript to his letter to Ernst. It
read as follows:

“1 enclose three poems written by

| the same person who wrote the stories,

Tell me what you think of them, and

so, and this shall be
therefor.

yvour warrant
Q. A 8
When his mail was in readiness he
went down stairs to the parlor, tak-
ing a, pen and bottle of ink with him,
and saying.to himself, “That pseudo-
nyvm shall not be written in pencil.”
“] am in a state of hopeless inde-
sision,” remarked Alice. "l can think
of Christian names that please me,
and surnames that please me, but

_please me .at all.”’

acute. I know the step of every per-’

|
by the hotel carriage, so they can be

ter that I am going to write to Ernst."” |
The first,

his own. He glanead over his writing |

a year longer than any 39¢

suits in Ottumwa.

stuff.

OVERCOATS

FOR MEN ANDB BOYS

in every variety at prices from $25
down to $2.50 |

A splendid line of All Wool UNDERWEAR at from $1.00
to $2.50 per garment.

An extra quality of fleece lined underwear for 50c each.
length, heavy weight, firm goods—no dropped stitches—and 5 1 cert better than
the regular 50c goods. They are much warmer than the cheap grades and will last

These goods arc full

Dress Suits and Wedding Outfits a specialty. The finest line of black dress
Prices range from $30.00 down to $2.75. ;

10 Boys’ Reefer Overcoats at HALF PRICE.
THE FILJ s

m

the name.”

“That's a capital idea,” said Alice,
“it is harder to select a name than it
was to write the story.”

The slips were written, placed in
the hat, shaken up, and Alice selected
two, which she held up for Quincy to
read.

“This is not fair,” said Quincy. "I
never thought. Both of the slips are
mine, We must try again.”

“No,"” said Alice, “it is ‘Kismet.’
What are the names? she asked.

“Bruce Douglas, or Douglas Bruce,
as you prefer,” said Quincy.

“I 1ike Bruce Douglas best,”
Alice,

“I am so glad,” said Quincy, “that's
the name I should have selected my-
| self.”

“Then [ will bear your name in fu-
ture,” said Alice, and Quincy thought
to himee!f that he wished she had said
those words in response to a question
that was in his mind. but he had doeld-
ed that it was not vet time to ask her.
He was too much of a gentleman to
refer in a foking manner to the words.

which Alice had spoken and which
had been uttered with no thought or
idea that they bore a double meaning.

Quincy wrote the selected name in
the blank space in Leopold’s letter,
sealed it and took his mail out to the
carringe driver, who was seated in the
kitehen onjoying a piece of mince pie
‘and a wiag of cider which Mandy h=d
given him.

As Quiney entered iue kitchen he
heard Mandy say, “How is ‘Bias now-
adays?"”

“Oh, dad’s all pight,” said the young
man; ‘‘he iz going to run Wallace
Stackpole again for tax  collector
against Obadiah Strout.”

“Is vour name Smith?” asked Quin-
cy. advancing with the latters in his
 hand.

“Yes,” replied the young man, “my
name is Abhbott Smith. My dad’s

name is ‘Bias; he is pretty well known
'round these parts.”

“I have heard of him,” said Quincy,
| “and I wish to see him and Mr, Stack-
pole together. Can you come over
for me next Wednesday wmorning and
bring Ar. Stackpole with you. 1 can
telk going back, and I want you to
drive us over to your father's place.

replied

| Don't say anything about it except to'

iMr. Stackpole and your father, but I
{ am going to take a hand in town poli-
tics this year.”

The young man laughed and said.
| “I will' be over here by eight o'clock
! next Wednesday.” 5
{ "I wish you would have these let-
| ters weighed at the postoffice and if
fany more stamps are needed please
put them on. Take what is left for
your trouble.” and Quincy passed Ab-
bott a half dollar,

He heard the rvetreating  carriage
wheels as he went upstairs to his
! room. He made an entry in his pocket
| diary, and then ran his eye over sev-
eral others that preceded and followed
1t.

i\ “Let me see,” soliloguized he, as he
read aloud, “this is Friday; Saturday,
I expect war records from Adjutant Gen-
| eral; Monday, hear from Ernst, sur-
| prise party in the evening; 'Tnesday
| get money at express office; Tuesday
afternoon, buy Hill's grocery and give
| Strout his first knock-out; Wednesday,
see Stackpole and Smith and arrange
to knock Strout out again; Thursday,
Dr. Tillotson.” He laughed and closed
| the book. Then he said, “And the city
| fellows think it must be dull down
' here because 'there is nothing going
{on in a country town in the winter."

CHAPTER XXV.
Some Plain Facts and Inferences.
The next day was Saturday; the

| sun did no show itself from behind the!

? clouds till noon, and Quincy put off his
| trip to the Eastborousgh Centre post-

| office with the hope that the afternoon !
it you can place them anywhere doj

would be pleasant. {lis wish was
gratified and at dinuer he said ho
was going to drive over to Easthor-
ough Centlre, and asked Miss Petton-
gill is she would like to accompany
him. Allee hesitated, but Cnele
advised her to go, telling her that <he
stayed indoors too much and needed
outdoor exercise. Ezekiol agreed
with his uncle,
| what secmed to Quiney to be a some-
what reluctant consent.

He saw that the gleigh was amply

~when 1 put them together they don't|supplied with yobes' and Manday, at

his suggestion, heated a large piece

lect two and what you select shall be |

1ke!

and Alice finally gave'

|
|
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| cape lined with quilted red satin, and
| on her head a fur cap, which made a
| strong contrast with her light hair,
| which crept out in little curls from
{ underneath,

| They, started off at a smart spdoed
for Old° Bill was not in the shafts thi:
time. Alice had been familiar with
| the road 10 Basthorongh hefore leaving
home, and as Quiney deseribed the va-
rfous points they passed, Alice enter-
ed into the spirit of the drive with all
the interest and enthusiasm of a child.
[ The sharp winter air bronght a rosy
| bloom to her cheeks. and as Quircy
| Jooked at those wonderful large blue
oyes, he could hardly make himself be-
lHove that they ceuld not see him. He
! was sure he had never secn a hand-
somer girl.

As they passed Uncle Ike's little
house, Quincy called her attention to
it, Alice said:

“Poor Uncle Ike, I wish T could do
more for him, he has done so much
for me. He paid for my lessons in
book-keeping and musie, and also for
my board until I had finished my stn-
jes and obtained a position. He has
been a father to me since my own dear
father died.”

Quiney felt some inclination to find

out the real reason why Uncle Ike
had left his family. but he repressed
it and called attention to some trees,
heavily coated with snow and ice,
which looked so beautiful in the sun-
shine, and he described them S0
graphically, bringing in allusions to
pearls and diamonds and  strings of
glistening jewels, that Alice clapped
her hands in delight and said she
would take him as her literary part-
ner, to write in the descriptive pas-
garos. Quiney for an instant felt im-
relled to take adyantage of the situ-
ation, but saying to himself, “The time
is not yet,” he touched the horse with
; his whip and for half a minute was
| obliged to give it his undivided at-
| tention.
: “Did you think the horse was run-
| ning away?” said he to Alice, when
| he had brought him down to a (rot,
| “Were you afraid?"”

“1 am afraid of nothing nowadayvs.”
she replied. “I trust my companions
implicitly, knowing that they will tell
me i T am in dapger and advise e
what to do. I had & debate a  long
time ago with Uncle lke about blind
people and deaf people. He said he
"would rather be stouc deaf than blind.
As he argued it, the deal person conld
read and write and get alonp very
comtfortably by himsell, 1 argued on

1

! the other side. I wish to liear the
| voices of my {riends when they tailk
iand sing and read, and then, you

know, everybody lends a helping hand
to a person who is blind. but the
dear person must look out for him-
self”

“Bither state is to be regrotted, if
there is no hope ofirelief,” romarked
Quiney. He thought he
to Dr. Tillotson, Lhut thaoy
proaching thoe cantra of the town, and
he kuew Lo would not have time to
expiain his action before he reached
the postoffice, s he detorniined to
postpone it until they were on . their
rway home,

There were three letters for him-
i seif, two for Alice and a lot of papers
and magazines for Uncic Ike. He re-
sumed his sdag in the sleigh and they
sturted on their journey homeward.
| “would vou like to 2o oack the

werg ap-

“ #Phen’weé will leave ‘it to fate,” said|of soapstone, which was wrapped upisame way that'we came?” asked Quin-

He tore a sheet of paper in-
to six pieces and passed three, with a

book and pencil, to Alice.“Now wrile,” |

said’ ke, ‘‘three ' Christian names that
please you, and I will write three swr-
names that pleage me; then we will
put the pieces in my hat and you se-

’

iand placed in the

| sleigh.

Alice appeared at the door equipped
 for her journey. Always iovely = in
Quiney's eyes © she appeared  still

‘ more §0 in her suit of dark blue eloth. |

Over her shoulders shic wore a fur

.

bottem- of - ~the-

Y. "
qy,

oy, oy shall we go by the upper road
and come Ly Deacon Mason's?"

I ¢honld like to stop and see Hul-

gdid” Alice ~nd Quiney took tlie
| Upper roud,
| Conversation iagged on the

) honie-
ward trin

—
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would refer !

| Mr.

Alice Leld ber two letters

in.her hand and lookod at them sev-
crel times, apparently trying to recog-
nize the handwriting, As  Quiney
glanced at her sidewise. he folt sure
he saw tears in her eves and ho decid-
od that it wounld be an approppiate
t‘me to annonace the subject of the
amw doetor. Tn fact, he was bezinning
to thirk, the njore his mind dwelt npon
1" ¢ subject, that he had taken an in-
ereusable liberty in arranging for Dr,
Tillotson to come down without firat
spenking to her, or at least to  her
Irother or uncle. But the deed
done and he must find seme way {0

have her see the doctor and got his

apinion about her eyes.

Quiney spent so much time vevolv-

Ing this matier in his mind, that

1o anite astonished when he lookes
araund and fonnd himaelf at the ex-
act place where ha spolie those words
to Huldy Magon that had eaded in the
accident. This time he ~aive caprsful
atteption to horse and hill and curve,
and 2 moment later he drew up the
sleigh at Deacon Mason's front gate.

Mrs. Mason welcomed them at the
door and they were shown into the
parlor. where Huldy sat at the plano,
The voung girls greeted each other
warmly, and Mrs. Mason and Huldy
hoth wished Quincy and Alice to stay
to tea. They declined, saying they
had many letters to read hefore sup-
ner and 'Zekiel would think something
had happened to them if they did not
come home,

*I will send Hiram down to let them
know," said Mrs, Mason,

“You must really excusc us  this
time,” pratested Quiney, “Some other
timoe perb=ps Miss Pettengtll will ae-
cent vour hospitality.” X

“But when?" asked Mrs, Mason.\Wea
might as well fix a time right now.”

“Yes,"” said Huldy, “and we won't 1ot
them go till they promise.”

“Well. my plan,” said Mrs. Mason, ‘is
this. Have 'Zekiel and Alice and Mr.

Sawyer come over next Monday arter- .

noon about 5 o'clock, and we will have
tea at six, and we will have some mu-
sic in the evening. I have so missed
your singing, Mr. Sawver. sinee you
went away.”

“Yes," said Huldy, “T think it is real
mean of you, Alice. not to let him come
and see us oftener.”

Alice flushed and stammered, “Te=l-=
I do not keep him from coming tg sce
vou. Why. yos, ! have too.” said she,
as a thought flashed through her mind.
“[ will tell you the trath, Mrs. Moson.
Mr, Sawyer offered to do some vwriiing
far me, and ! have Kept him were
busy.”

She stopped and Quiney continyod:

[ did do o little writing for hev Mrs,
Meson, during the greal sSnowsnony
and ig wos a great pleasure to me, as
hope it was a helv to her, ‘o1 had
nothine «lse to do.”

Wil

said Mrs. Mgson, “yon ean
settie that matter hetveen yer, Al
thit Muldy and o wants 10 know 8

all tree of You comoe and ke tea
ith us next Monday night?"

“{ shu'l be areatly picgsed to 46 80"
said Quiney

"“If ‘Zekiei I il said
Alice. nnd Quiney for an inntant foltea
¢light toueh of wonndud fegiive S,
cause Alice had ignored him ang:
in accenting the invitation.

As they drove home Allee | a4
“Mrs. Mason managad thnt vicelr, -
p't she? 1 didn't wish to appear ieo
eager e come, for Hgdy might have
suspected.”

“What mystery is this?” aoked Quin-
cy. “I reaily don't know whot vian are
talking ahout.”

“What!"” sald Alice. “Didu’t 'Zeliel
tell you about the surprise patie fthat

Strout WRsS gortiraimp, ant 1hat
you, ‘Zekiel, and I were v {0 Lo ig-
vited ?'

(To be Continucd Thursday,)
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