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"It's early yet can't ltay out till

dark?"
"Do you want me to send for the

bagman?"
That query was the terror of all

juvenile Acton and it invariably
brought results. Kidnapers and gyp-
sies had no such power to affright
as "the bagman." He was a familiar
institution of the little isolated vil-

lage, harmless, even gentle, but his
sinister-seemin- g one eye, his gruff,
creaking voice, above all the recepta-
cle he carried, were too much for the
excited imagination of youthful Ac-

ton.
That bag that gave the

bargainer his nickname was to fear-fill-

juvenility a bugbear, a thing of
majesty and mystery. What tales
they wove about it; what gruesome
stories of the lonesome hut where
he carried it nights! It was filled
with ogres, dwarfs, elves! Once a
mischievous lad called old Bartlett
names. He declared that the bagman
opened his bag and that a great hu-
man face had flown out, pursuing
him clear to the kitchen door of his
home.

Yet Bartlett was frugal, honest and
industrious. He exchanged new
cooking tins for old apparel, mended
up his stock of garments, once a
month shipped his accumulation to
the city and was said to make quite
a profit selling to second-han- d shops
in the slums of the big metropolis.

There was one child in Acton, how-
ever, who was afraid of neither Bart-
lett nor his bag. He was Bennie Raw-so- n,

4 years old, and his mother was
called "the young widow." Many
doubted if she was anything more
than a "grass widow," and there
were many guesses as to a hidden
tragedy in her life. Certainly in her
sorrowful, impressive face there

were traces of suffering. She had
come to the village, whence no one
had learned. Reserved, yet gracious,
sad, yet always industrious, she had
won the respect of the community.
Her kindness toward old Bartlett,
when she had housed and nursed him
when he had a broken leg, had bound
him to a debt of gratitude that never
left him.

Rarely a day passed that Bartlett
did not make it a point to pass the
Rawson home. Rarely a day that he
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The Plan Worked Admirably.

did not bring his prime favorite, little
Benny, an apple, candy, a toy. The
friendship of these two lonely waifs
was the one bright spot in the life of
the hardened piece of human drift-
wood.

He was seated on the doorstep one
afternoon, taking a rest after his reg-
ular rounds. Benny, enchanted with
the fairy story he was reciting, when
Mrs. Rawson came to the door and.


