
A PRINCE IN TATTERS
By Walter J. Delaney.

The young lawyer paused iri his
restless walk, and looked irritably
at the office door, as there was a
tow. hesitating knock. It might
be a client. Clyde Bissell had
found only three within the two
weeks since he had hung out his
(shingle. A few days previous heKppJBRW'Ebi fjPI'

I I

S &:
,"A Letter? Miss Duncombe!"

Exclaimed Clyde.

would have hailed the approach
of a prosperous litigant with
eagerness. Xow he shrugged his

'shoulders and looked annoyed.
'Tie had inherited a fortune, but

'he was ambitious. The one
thought when he proudly receiv--

ed his diploma, was that he would

win a high name by championing
ever the cause of the downtrod-
den and oppressed, but now life
had suddenly become dun and
sere, and he had lost interest in
everything. There was in Fair-vie- w

a certain lovely witch of
seventeen, namely, Miss Viola
Duncombe, For over a month
Clyde had paid her marked atten-
tions. Only four evenings since
he had very nearly told her the
state of his distracted feelings.
They were interrupted, but sure-
ly her heightened color evidenced
that she understood him. The
next day Clyde learned that
Viola was about to depart on a
long visit to a relative. He im-

pulsively sent her a little note,
and it said : "May I 'hope to call
upon you to tell you something
you must surmise I left unfinish-
ed the other evening?" No re-

sponse came, and the days grew
dreary and the nights sleepless.

"Come in !" ordered the young
lawyer sharply. The door mov-
ed, opened a crack, was closed to
again, and Clyde fancied he
caught a vague sniffling sound
He pulled the door open wrath-ily- .

and confronted a small boy
with traces of tears in his eyes.

"Well, what do you want?"
rather ungraciously demanded
the disturbed young man.

"Please, sir, are you Mr. Bis-
sell, the lawyer?" faltered the lit-

tle fellow.
"Yes who are you?" demand-

ed Clyde.
"I'm Mrs. Wood's- - boy," ex-

plained the urchin, and he began
to cry. "My ma said I'd got to


