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Griggs was a traveling man. Draw

a picture of the type that this de-

scription calls up in your own mind
and you have Griggs. Forty-fiv- e or
a little less, stout, jolly, with a per-

petual smile and a noisy way, and an
addition to noisy clothes; that is
Griggs.

He passed through Evesham twice
a year and stayed, of course, at the
Phoenix, where he used to swap
yarns with the rest of us in the
evening. People liked Griggs pretty
well, but he wasn't exactly the kind
of man they would have preferred
for a neighbor.

He had a wife somewhere along
his route, but none of us had ever
seen her. We learned of the fact only
from a word that he casually let
drop one day. I pictured her as a
quiet, mouselike little woman, hang-
ing upon her husband's words anu
probably bullied a good deal by him.

Miss Amy Bellairs was the beauty
of Evesham. Her father, Squire
Bellairs, was one of the few men
who, belonging to the old type, had
adjusted himself to the conditions of
the present. The Bellairs had been
settled in Evesham since the pilgrim
fathers came and were immensely
proud. They had always been well-to-d- o,

but the present squire had
made a million o two in real estate,
so that they were more than the
usual sort of land-po- or "old family."
And Miss Amy treated the common
world of Evesham as dust beneath
her feet.

Well, you can imagine neither she
nor Squire Bellairs would have had
any use for a man like Griggs. They
wouldn't have noticed him, most
likely, if he had happened to fall in
a fit at their feet, which Griggs

vpd hke doing every time he
his mouth. Yet Griggs vis--k

v v llairs place. However, he

fW"r j"iwfrHfr,

?ent in at the back door and he used
to call on Martha Bayliss, Miss Amy's
maid. Of course the squire wouldn't
object to that. "A follower," he would
have considered Griggs. '

Wei, if Griggs was interested in a
maid it wasn't any one's business,
and it wasn't up to us to interfere,
even though we knew Griggs had a
wife somewhere. But Ernest, the
proprietor of the Phoenix, blabbed
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"In My Opinion You Have Come on a
Spiteful Errand!"

about it and the local sisterhood got
to hear.

You can imagine the upshot. If
there is one thing that enlivens Eves-
ham more than another it is a mar-
ried man paying attentions to an un-
married woman or a married one,
for that matter, unless she happens
to be his wife. Of late Griggs seemed
to have been making Eveshmam his
headquarters more than his business
warranted. The sisterhood didn't
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