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t "FLAT BROKE"

By Augustus Goodrich Sherwin
If (Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)

Fortune was at odds with me. No-

body seemed to care for oil portraits
It il and miniature fates. If anybody did

I had not discovered it and a more
popular class of work than mine got
the orders.

I cared little for myself. I was
young, healthy, full of ambition. The
fact that I had no overcoat, having
sold it; and no watch, having pawned
it, rather urged me up to bravely
fight adverse circumstances, which
some day I would look back upon
amid luxury and fame, as themes to
be relished in the light of the expe-
riences of struggling genius.

What I cared for was the allied con-
dition of Helen Burt and her little
child, Ina. I loved both, but not pre-
sumptuously. It was a tender, sus-
taining chord in my nature, but I was
humble,

A young widow, left penniess by
the death of her husband, Mrs. Burt
had come into our little Bohemian
community, timid but beautiful, unas-
suming but having the staying talent
of a careful artist. She chanced to
rent the studio and living room of
apartments on the floor directly
below that where I had been located
for two years. She set at work
bravely, greatly encouraged by the
praise of old Tom Taylor, the dean of
or little isolated community.

With the last days of autumn near-
ly every member of our group left the
big chilly city of California. It was
a pleasant hegira, planned for ever
since the preceding winter. To those
who had been able to save up $200,
six months of useful sketch work
amid an utter disdain for the usual
grinding care of artist li(e, was guar-
anteed. Neither Mrs. Burt nor my-
self were among the lucky We prob-
ably had less than $100 between us
when hard biting wiuter came on

Then Helen Mis. Burt became

ill. She would not acknowledge it;
she was not altogether incapacitated
from work, but day by day she
seemed to fade. I was shocked when
I learned from the lady who sublet
the apartment that she was in dire
distress.

"It's food she needs, and rest, and
care," the good woman advised, and ft,
she gave me some details of the de- -
privations of mother and child that
saddened and then aroused me.

From the first the little one had
taken to me. From the first Mrs.
Burt had shown a confiding friendli- -

The Window Was Slightly Raised.

ness that made toe proud. I loved
her, but I never allowed her to sus-
pect it. In my impetuous Quixotic
way I was all for rushing to her at
once, confessing my love and asking
her to become my wife.

With cooler judgment I knew that
this would at once-- set up a barrier
where she would not accept my help.
I laughed too, at the thought of my-
self, practically a pauper, offering to
take ou a new responsibility.

I did go to Mrs Buit and set before
her the grim condition of our mutual
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