
It was only after he reached the
street that Harry realized he must
turn this hospitable kindness into
mockery. However, he knew the
duty of a newspaper man? and per-
haps because of his humiliation he
wrote the funniest of all the inter-
views that appeared. Gravely, sol-
emnly he set down the high moral
worth pf Miss Cavendish's books. It
was a "continuous vaudeville," as
Miss Ennis, who reported church
news, ' exclaimed enthusiastically.
And the "story" was acclaimed in
the office as the gem of the next
morning's makeup.

Harry received no letter from
Laura for several days. It had been
planned that he was toeet her at
the station and take her to her
aunts. He was beginning to grow
uneasy when he received a letter
with the New York postmark.

"Dearest Harry," she wrote, "I
have arrived in New. York and I
thought I would give-yo- a little sur-
prise5 by letting you remain fn igno-

rance untiH had actually come. You,
see, my dear, the train came in so
late at night, and, with your exacting
duties, I couldn't let you come and
take me so far and miss your sleep.
I was quite well cared for by the
agent for the Travelers' society.

"And now I have a little surprise
for you. Myaunt is no less a per-

son than Miss Cavendish, the famous
authoress. What do you think of
that? I don't think very much of
her stories, but I wouldn't let her
know for the world for fear of hurt-
ing her. And I am only now going
tdStell her that I am engaged to be
married, and from her house! The
surprise will just delight her. You
see, she is mother's sister, and was
very, very kind to me after mother
died."

Harry read the letter and sat still
as though stunned. Then he per-
ceived that another missive with a
romantic pink scented envelope lay
beside his papers. He opened it. It
was from Miss CaYendisbf
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"I cannot begin to tell you," it ran,
"how much I liked your delightful in
terview. But,-- Mr. Rogers, I am
afraid you "have overestimated my
influence among working girls. Come
and see me and let us have a nice,

'unprofessional chat." ,
The sarcasm bowed the young

man to earth. He knew that he
would never dare to set foot inside
Miss Cavendish's house again. Evi-
dently she had not been informed of
the engagement at the time she
wrote that letter.

But what could he say to Laura?
Suddenly resolution came to him.

He would go bravely to Miss Caven-
dish, bear her reproaches and ask her
forgiveness. Perhaps he could make
her understand, although to a wom-
an of her and deli-
cate refinement of spirit it seemed
impossible.

With determination that did not
falter he made his way to Miss Cav-
endish's house that evening. What
agonies of spirit he 'endured during
the day only he knows.

He was shown into the same room
as before. The room was empty.
And while he stood thera; desperately
gathering together the few strands
of courage that remained to him, the
door opened and Miss Cavendish hob-
bled in .with her crutch.

She came up to him and held out
both hands.

"Now I know who Harry Rogers
is," she said, "he is doubly welcome."
And the little old lady kissed him on
the cheek.

"Miss Cavendish," he began, "that
interview I must tell you I must
explain "

"My dear boy, it was simply splen-
did," the old lady answered. "It made
me feel prouder of my work than I
ought to feeL Not a word more, be-

cause I am too old to blush; Harry."
And the young man realized that

the spiteful, envenomed shaft has
passed her by. She Was utterly un-
conscious of the hidden satire, of the
malignant sneers. She was too high
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