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dhelr windows with paper signs ma-
nounving sales, Buch a policy waa
hardly in keeplog with their principles
and the glags of customers they drew,

“B.ay! | sa-ny, Winters!" began
oneg of the clerks, who had watched
Tom's movements with growing
nlarm, “Did Mellet tell you to"—

Tom swung around abruptly.

“Mellet,” he declared with undus
emphasis, “didn't tell me anything.
But"—

He closed hia lipa grimly. The pus-
eled salesman looked st him, and &
new thought was born in his mind.
Certainly Winters had been acting
strangely all day. Perbaps old man
Burr himself—The Impression spread
to the others,

T 5.30, when Mellet returned,
the shop waa deoing a hust-
ling business, and Tom Win-
ters was perhaps the busicst

of all,

Six o'clock came, The shades w oo
drawn down In the windows, the
counters were covered, boxes and pa-
pers cleared away, and the clerks filed
out with mumbled good-nights.

“Just a minute, Winters,"

“Yes, Mr. Mellet,”

“Who authorized that change in the
windows? And who Bave you per.
misslon to hold a sale?”

“Noabody, eir. [ dild It myself. |
happensd to go Into the stock-room
for @ linen shirt, There has been a
sort of new demand for linens, So 1
just thought this wns a good c¢hance
to sell off the vld stock.”
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That was all,

Tom headed for the sabway. All the
way home He swing from a strap,
brooding over the events of the day,
e wos tired Mowe, he was de-

pressed He had made a good start,
He had (o hand it to himself. But
what if it didn't bring him the de-

Blrod raise?
“Then,” he told Wimsell grimly, "it'h
be worth the fight Just to knew that
T've won buek my pep, my push, my
ambition,”
AL home Ruse

greeted him with a

ehy kiss. She had on o dainty Jittie
frock that belonged somewhere boack
in thelr conrtahip days.

Lo, Rosest™

“*Hollo, Tom! Tired?"

“You just sald it! Worked some
hard to-duay, Something nice to eat?
My, but dorsn’t somoebody’'s sweets
heart look wipping!™

It was well towarid 10 o'clock when
Roge suddenly turned from ‘Ihe plano
where shie had been recalling old mel-

You hknaow, Tom? That auin of
yours looks sart of shahhy Y ou ought
to hegin now 1o wenr your Sunday
Buil business.™

“tut, Lord? 1 conldn’t aford
anothoer solt right now Not with the
high Floie aof morchandise Why, you
can’t tonel o peally decent suit under
$50, %20,

Yed, you can,  Mrs Hudson next
door showeld me o st her husband
just fowd munke Cost Lim $100 liut
he ean'l wear it The coat's too tight
adcrosd the shouliders,”

Hand in hand they knocked nt thele
nelehlior’s: apastment, from whiceh an
hour inter, bving Hstened o several
TRCOTOS, o walin or Iwo, par-
i ken [ tings of oot béer, Tom
Winters led hix wife back, a 4iit of
new clothes aveyr ane arm,

"Nlce Tolks, the Hindions"

SAW MY They i Jumt i eriedd
wlhiovot three months,  Don’t i think
Al = g ?"

e T Like Budson better, thougzh.
Hee'lnr felluw That's o nice siil, too.

BHavgaln "

oy, Roses, betl | look
ke o omitlon dollars in it.
T wos alotig durlng the third week

of his self-Lestowed Increase that

the posteard  den steuck Tom

Winters, They had been taking

tnventory of their stock, and as back
numbers and broken lota were hrought
to Ught it sudilenly ocourred to him
that if they only could use some form
of advertiaging, nll that back stuff
could be made o bring very fine re-
turns,

The store had a Noe active list of
customera, To each of (these he
would send a postal curd purporting
to come from a [riend. It would run
something ke this:

Say, Old Man: Drop {uto the
Metropolitan Haberdashery Shop
to-morrow. They've an inventory
wale which {8 not being adver.
tised.

Jusgt Bovight some atuff myself.
Some real valuos. Thought *d lel
vou know. Your friend,

TOAL

“I'M write the things out by hand,
and so give them the personal touch.”
ha mused as he looked at his trial
card, *“And 1 guess it's all right to
sign them Tom, Nearly every man
has a friend or an acqualntince
named Tom.,"

Then came another prollem. Who
would puy for those cards? Mellet
would certialnly not sanction such an
idea,

“I'll ordér them anyway,”
clded, The bill won't come up for
another month. If the Idea works
they certainly won't kick. If It doesn’t
work—1 guess I'll be kicked."

But the plan worked. Out of a clear
sky, so it seemed to Mellet and the
other clerks, a veritable mob of shap-

he des

pers Invaded the store. From oarly
morning till night things hummesd
nlong with such spesd that Mellet
himself was forced to go behind the
counter.

And then J. M. Burr himself trotted
in,

He was pufling from ftoo mueb
walking, but the geninl smile that ale
ways lit his face radinted good cheer.

“Hello, Mellet! Just got a oard
from my friend Tom telllng me to
drop in here. Could get a few bar-
gaine, Got somo one to wait on me?”

Mellot took the card f(rom Burr's
hand and read it over, Never s word
did he say about it

“Mr. Winters hewre will serve you."

Tom felt the blood come pounding
to his forehead,
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red, were fully $10 less than
thon getting. In every
samea old story. Didn't
difference what your record
fore—you had to make good In Ahe
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place.
And tn one of the shays e anronne
tared Burr.

“Hello, Wintera!"

“COUNTED A FIVE-DOLLAR BILL FROM HIS CARD EARNINGS,
PLACED IT WITH THE FOUR TENS AND CAREFULLY RESEALED

THE ENVELOPES"

“HMold tight!™ he counselled himselt
ficrcply “ferce'a your test!™

"Yow, ®ir?™ he stepped forward
briskly “Shirts? Certeinly, Tera
are some of the finest linens, Pre-war

stock offered at pre-wor prlees, Just
slx of them left.  You know thelr
bramd. Marked to.duy at §7. Sold
them only lust week at §8.95. Al six,
sir?  Hard or soft collars to wear
with them? HBoth? Yes, nir. Here

are the latest models—low and com-
fortable. No, sir. No reduction. New
stock. Have you seen our socks for
sports shoes? Look them over, sir.
Not u fluw in the weave, Six palrs?
All right, mir,”

Moving so swiftly as almost to daze
Burr, keeplng up a convineing line of
chatter, Tom pretty soon piled up a
considerable mound of merchandise,
The bill totalled way paat §50,

Burr laughed as he drew the
mongy from his pocket

“Tell you what, Mellet,” he chafred,
‘l haven't bought as much from my-
self in a long, long time. Got to hand
it to you, old man, you'ra some shark
at tralning sulesmen. So long, Mellet!™

N Saturday night, for the
fourth time, Tom Winters
sleamed open his  envelope
and inserlted $5. Then he
looked at the ten still remalning from

NEXT SATURDAY’S

“"How-do, Mr. Burr!”

"What you doing here?

Tom gulped. -

"Looking over the merchandise unad
oomparing prices,” he lied promptly,

“Fine Idea. [ Lell you, Mellet hos
the right slant on things, You cun't
have falth In jyour own stuff unlcss
you mre absolutely sure (t's the best
there L at the price. Well, see you
again.”

Mellet had the cight ldei! A bitter
smlile forced itself to Tom's lips. Whnt
& world this was. People gotiing credit
for the thinga they didn't do; other
people not getting credit for the things
they did do. Some little old gume.
Elther you beat the game to it, or the
game beat you.

There cume the night when lhe put
the last Ave-dollar bill Into Lis pay
envelope. Before him lay an emply,
dreary weck, and at the end of It—a
confeagion to Rose. He would have to
tell her, He would have to ses the
gtricken, disappolnted look flash across
her face and & quiver take the aoft-
nean from her lips. Bhe wouldn't sing
to bim any more. They would have
to forego thelr Sunday outings—and
he would full loto the place of a llar
and a deceiver.

Yet when the night came, he weoak
ened Aa he passed n puwnshop he
fiagered hls watch, 1t would bring
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. Bwp be—couln’'h [V was fresws
ot to hiem pome four yrwrs before
And pever for A day Bad ho boen wrm.
out . Ir be souid cnly Pul off dellng
bewr for & woek or two  [hace nad
been someining n Mullet's attitude

Well, Wluters,” he Lud queried, “all
played sul? No mér naw oo™

“Not ua your sweed lifel " Iwe had
L. "I'm just laylopy ww il
establiah Lhomaselve. n (his
new plans. We doa'd wamt u lLerung
an everyday sale and Dargmn onesn,
ke thoss placos that are gomx ewv ol
every day for the lase isn
Too mmny sales apol) tue p iy,
The idea s te hold obs every now
and then—with g nonsidersdte lapss of
time in betwwwn. That's what hriags

“You sea,” Tom had® thowght. “1
wonder how much yew really do sen.”

At the subway cafravce he mat &
friend, who Bashed & heavy and fab
bank note roll. e could sak lim for
a loan. FHe was sure ho'd ged it too,
Peoples trusted him.

“But what's tbe use? What's (he

use?”
He stumbled homewsid,
“Hello, dear!” Roseo's poft arms

lwined themselves about his mek as
she kissed him gently.

OM reached into Lis pochet and
extracted his pay envelope.

“Ifaven't time to take Ib

now. Drop It Inlo my bag

will you? And hurry up. The Budsons

are having a litlle party to-might and

we're Invited to supper. Go on, dear,

rush Into your things! They're all laid

out on the bed.” o

It was a jolly assemblage that zath-
ered in the Hudson home. Tho little
repast was deliclous; and, to fnish,
thers were lhome-made cookies and
freah orangeade,

Then Budson enjoined gquict upow
every one, and led Rose to the piane.

“Mrs, Winters Is golng to give us a
tune ar two,” he announced.

Tom slarted. There was a !ime
when it was quite natural for Hosie (o
perform publicly. But now—she gave
80 little time to practising. Why, it
was only six weeks ago that she Lad
appiaached thelr own plano for the
first time in nearly four years! Jle
didn’t want her to trip up on anvthing.

Nor did she. Smoothly, with nll
their old agility, her fingers flew noroas
the keyboard as the old favorite melo-
dies sang (ut Into Lthe night

Two briglit spols of colow leapnd to
her eliceks; her eyes shone with pleas-
ure: and s she recelved the sinecers
fittle complimenta and pliiidits, ghe
flashed Tom a glance of utter happl-
ness Lhint gtroack despalr into his henrt.

How cpnld ke tell hen? She lind
been 8o happy these last weeks. There
had been born between them some-
thing tender and fine. Could he tear
that npnret and consign  themniselves
again o the prosale, hopeless plivne of
living thiat bhud Imprisoned  them be-
[ore?

“IIl just ein Into the kitelien and
take a cup of milk,” whispered Rose
as they cnlered thelr own flat, “Want

some, ton"
UNo, thank= I'll turn In. U'm tred.”
In the boilvonm, however, he momon-
tarily awalted a ery from her. Doubit-
less slie would open the onveloge now
How he dreaded 1o meetl hier guestion-

ing foaoe! For ten minutes he hogi-
tated hefore awitching off the Heht
und then, leaving 1t beight, he crepd
imto bed, where e lay i another
quarter of Ay hout staring at the eell-
Ing? wWhnt coull be detaining hor?

And then the duor
eame inlo e

opened and she

roostn,  1The openecd ene

velope was in her hiangd

“Why  why-—uob, Tom! why didn's
yonu tell me®

Cold  apprelicnsion gripped  at  his
hanrt He sat up and  leoked her
bravely o the rves

SO, Tom'™ The tenrs came, nnd,
sobbing econvo'iively., she sank down
on the bed.

A whole torrent aof wordsa Rew Lo

Tom's lipz and in their eMoeL o
precedence over one another, he
eame quile tongar-tiad,

"Why Meay
1 was trying to

gnln
be-
Vi Ren <Ttosen depr—
suve it far the morn-

ing when yay would be able 1o tuke
It more calmiy. | wanted to"'——
“Bul—biut seventy-fivée o weskl

Tom! That's w fortune! J—oh—1"-——=
Tom sat boli apright
UWihint—whut nre yon tulking
about?"
He took the onvelope out of hae

hand and rewd he slip of paper thab
accompanimil the bille:

The Motropolitin Men's Haber.
Aashery S|haps wish to thank yon
for your very fine work,

Beginning Monday, yYou will he
in charge of the shop now pon.
ieted by Mr. Mellet, who has en-
thuslastically recommended you to
aucceed hilm while he takes charge
of our new s'iop on 5t Street

Your aalary will start with $75 «
woal. JAMES M. BURR.
That night Tom Winters lay uwake

again, and If ever a man wanted to
ory for shese thankfulness (t was he,
It was 0 good old world witer all, and
the man who Lought hin gama bravely,
squaraly,  ceanelesyly was bound tLe
win!
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