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“He does seem to take a sight of comfort in "em,”
said Mrs. Deming placidly. Minnie's mother was a
large woman, ample of heart and body, with a face
that some thirty years ago must have been like her
daughter's. She bore no more resemblance to Mrs
Hewlett than a full-leaved oak does to a telegraph
pole
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She resumed her seat in the window with her palm-
leaf fan and promptly dismissed  the scbject of Mr.
Elton from her mind. She was quite sincere in the
opinion she had cxpresed to her sister, and she was
even amused at Mrs. Hewlett's speculations. “If I
was to tell Minnie that, wouldn't she be mad[” she
thought.

Presently she heard Minnie and the old man come
in from the ‘irdrn, and soon after the three young
men from the mill came in awkwardly and took their
places at the table, their hair damp from recent brush-
ing and their faces shiny from conscientious ablutions.
They shot an occasional awed glance at Minnie as they
ate, but they never addressed her. In fact, she em-
barrassed them terribly, much in the way an affable
ange! might an humble fanfily by saddenly appearing
at their board, and by his very radiance confirming the
immeasurable distance betwWeenshimself and them.

Mionic and her mother sat at the end-of the table
with Mrs, Hewlett. Besides Mrs., Hewlett was Elton's
empty chair.  "He must be working late to-night.
It's funny what's keeping him,” she complained to
Mrs Deming and Minnie. “I never knew him to be
as late as this.”

“Oh, I guess he'll be along presently,” said Mrs,
Deming

Minnie offered neither consolation nor comment.
She went on steadily with her supper, though she was
of a certain anxious bewilderment that sur-
“It does seem strange, and our last night
here, 100" she told herself in excuse of it

Presently she went out and joined Father Hewlett
on the narrow porch at the front of the house. The
o' man had had his supper at the kitchen table and
had corre out here with his pipe, The girl sat beside
L 2nd lie admired the touch of crimson at her throat.
“{iueas the garden’ll miss ye to-morrow,” he ventured.
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i the table-boarders who lodged in the next
ve, where Mr. Fhion also had a room, apprared on

a banjo and without warning
sret into melody. Mrs. Hewlett and Mrs. Deming
from behind the mosquito-nettings in the little parlor,
stopped the swaying of their rocking-chairs to listen.
Presidently Mrs, Hewlett appeared at the door

“Fo.” she said to the young man, "Jim Elton hasn't
there's nothing wrong at the works, is

own steps  with

come i yet
there " _

"Nothing as far as [ know,” he replied and resumed
his interrupted melody. )

A sudden thought made the girl start to hep feet
with the very hideousness of it.

No, there was nothing wrong at the works; Jim
Flton was staying away purposely! No doubt she
had shown too plainly her joy at his attentions and
fad Chorrible thought!) pursued him. This prear-
ranged sbsence was simply to give her vanity a lesson.

TFor a moment she winced with humiliation; then
she took hold of her fine courage with both hands,
though the idea with every moment's, passing sce
to grow more probable. “I've had about. enough of
this nonsense,” she told herself. “He can come or
stay as he likes—it's nothig to me, one way or the
other.” )

She went into the parlor in a few minutes with ht'l"
head high. “1 guess Il go up and finish packing,
she said to Mrs. Deming, “and then go to bed—we
have to start early for the cight-o’clock tramn. you
know.” . ) )

Mrs. Deming came panting up the stairs and sat
heavily on the side of the bed as her daughter pecked.

“In the land's name, don't work so hardl” she said
finally, “You're gnin' at that trunk as though you
hated it—real vicious!

The girl Alushed hotly; then the laughed. “Perhaps
I do,” she said.

"%’cll. there’ll be ome person here that's going to
miss vou, if I know it,” resyined her mother, “and
that's Father Hewlett. It's tickled him o death to
have you fussing around thdse flowers of his as though
vou'd never scen ohe beforé, Em don't seem to have
much sympathy with him.”

"Symﬁgyl her daughter repeated. “If you ask
me, mother, [ think she's dowhright mean to him,
poor old man! 1 only wish he was coming home with

us.

Syddenly her face worked and she burst into stormy
tears above.the skirt she was folding. “She’s down-
right mean to him!" she sobbed passionately. )

‘Why, what on earth is the matter with you . said
Mrs. Deming. She drew Minnig close in her motherly
arms—half-anxious—half-amused. ““‘Enihe idea. of
taking on so about Father Hewlett! looks after
him as though he was a baby. You needn't worry
that he isn't mloﬂable.hr?:y. ahe idea ™

Her daughter averted ce.

“| guess this heat has made you mervous. TTl be
glad when, we're home." ‘said Mrs Demine. .

For some time after she was in bed Minnie heard
the younmg man with the banjo singing tenelessly
himself, Presently she heard him go in and shut the

door.

a% it was when her mother and hen
mﬁﬂ&w‘ Horning, the youny men- from
bad caten and gooe their way.

OPTRIGHT. 1'%

Mrs. Deming and Minnje ate breakfast. with their.
hats on. were to leave. in ‘a- fgw minutes,. 1f
Mrs. Hewlett had recéived any word from the -absent
Elton she had ne chance to impart it. *

Father Mewlett came into the room as they rose from
the table, ‘a huge binch of crimson ramblers in his
trembling ‘old -hands. He had cannily planned to appear
at the last moment and surprise and delight }Enrﬁe
with a bouquet of his favorite bloom as a parting gift.
He had risen almost at dawn to' have plenty of time
for this labor of love,

Though he realized the magnificence of his. gift, he
tried to present it lightly. - “Here's just a little posy
picked to go home with you,” he said as he put it into
the girl's arms,

Mrs. Deming regarded the hu’h bunch with -some
concern as ad amusement. “Goodness]” she said
to her hister. » “Just listen fo the fuss Minnie's making
over them! She’s got a good heart, if I do say it
Why, to bear her you'd, think they was made of gold!
Well, it's about time to start, 1 guess. I that’s the
trolley at the bottom of the hill, we'll have to run fgr
it as af is” )

* There was a moment of leave-taking, followed by one
of intense excitement as Mrs: Deming suddenly dis-
covered that . her pocket-book was not in"her hand or
her pocket. Minnie laid the valise and the csimson
ramblers on the table,

“You left it on the dressing-case this morning! [
remember ‘[ mieaht to bring it down,” she said. “I'll

t it, mother, and you take these and gp on ahead.

ex'll hold the car”

The old man hobbled excitedly to the {ront door as
Mre. Hewlett.and hér sister embraced for the last time,

Father Hewlett and his daughter-in-law heard ' pres-
ently the clang of the departing trolley and Mrs, Hew-
lett betook herself promptly to the kitchen and the
unwashed dishes. It Was only a moment or so before
she heard the old man calling her and something in his
voice prompted her to drop her towel and run to the
dining-room.

"WFliy =ee here, Emme,” he quavered. “Minnie's for-
got her posy. Don’t secem as if she could of—I'm going
right down to fhe station after 'em; maybe the train'll
be late and I can ketch "em.  You get me my hat”

Mrs. Hewlett barred his way to the door.

“Now, father,” she scréamed at him, “you ain't going
to do anything of the kind. You couldn’t ketch ‘em
if you did. | don't believe they forgot”em at all. They
probably had so much to carry that they were sensible
enough to leave that great bunch behind ‘em”

Father Hewlett's bewilderment deepened. “Minnie
didn't want 'em—didn't want her posy 1 cut for her?
Why she was just set on that rambler. 1 don't know
what you mean,”" he said, but his mouth worked piti-

fully.

&Jllt-, Hewlett did not mean to be unkind—she was
only in a hurry and young Elton's absence was worry-
ing her

“Now don't be foolish, father. 1 guess she was just
carrying on over that rambler to please youn. Now
don’t you fuss any more about it."

She said her last words from the kitchen to a noisy
accompaniment of rattling plates, Left alone, the old
man stared down at the flowers 4ff silence. "She didn't
want ‘'em!” he said. “Why | thought she's be tickled
to death with 'em and I got up early to pick ‘em for
her—and-—she didn't want "em!”

The train that Minne and her mother were to take
was one that carried them only as far as New York.
From there they were to go to another line.

They made the eight o'clock train with time to spare,
and having settled Mrs, Deming in comiort Mignie
dropped into the seat beside her and watched list-
lessly from the car window the receding town. Against
one of the houses a hardy crimson rambler caught
the girl's eye as the train flashed past, and a sudden
dismay dawned vividly on her face. *“Mother,” she
said, “what did you do with Father Hewlett's bouquet ?
1 left it on the table when I ran up-stairs for your
pocket-book. Mother, you didn’t forget®it?”

“Well, 1 declare!” said; the contrite Mrs. Deming,
“but that's just what [ did, Minnie, and I wouldn't have
done it for anything, and he so pleased with it and
all. Why, child, it's nothing to look so about. You've
turned real white—you wrRe Father Hewlett a nice
letter when you get home and tell him how it hap-
pened.”

The conductor put his head in the door and the train
began to slow. “Bridge Street,” he called.

Mrs. Deming turned her wondering eves on her

" I'.

 determined face.' "Well

Mps: Déming’s arguments broke at her daughters
ell, if you're as set on it as all
o she said. “But [ sha'n't dfaw an easy-breath

untlt { see you.”

When the train stopped at Bridge Street she
her daughter appealingly, but- the girl never

at her. )

The obligmg policeman who put lier on the right y
trolicy gave her voluble directions as well, and it was
less than an bhour-before Minnie ran breathlessly. up
the steps. that led to Mrs, Hewlett's door. . She opened
%1. screen door without the formality of ringing  the

_She went directly to Father . Hewlett, who sat in
his chair by ‘the window in the. dining-room, the #
bunch of cfimson.ramblers still held in his tre '
old hands. s PSR

“I've come back for my flowers, Father Hewletd”
she said, in“ber high, yvoung voice. “I didn't miss them
until we'd “taken the train, and L came straight back
for them.” N i .

The old. man regarded her with a losk that- turmed
from beewilderment to rapture. “You' come hick for
your posy " e quavered: -

“Yes, T did,” she said, “and I left mother “on. the
way to Nev York and 1've got to burry back. I.couldn't
go without my flowers, Father Hewlett, and that's all"

He shot a'look of triumph’ and delight over her head
at his dapghtersin-law.

“Left your ma on the car and come all the way back
for your posy!” he repeated. \

“I meyer heard of such a thing!” said Mrs, Hewlett.
“Why, you'll'be all tired out. Sit down a minute any-
way, can't you?”

“I promiseqy mother I'd come right back,” said Min
nie with the red roses in her arms. ]

Minnie walked. toward the corner  where she was
to meet the trolley. For the second time that morn-
ing she had escaped from her aunt before Jim' Elton’s
name had been spoken though even now every impulse
urged her back into the house ghe had just quitted to
a<k for news from him,

It was at this moment that the god of coincidence
prompted Jim Elton to open his lodging-house “door
and comeinto the street. He came toward her with
such delight that it overshadowed his amazement,

“Mrs. Hewlett told me you had gome!" he said,
beaming at her. “I got in ten minotes after you left
this morning and raced down to the station just as
your train was going.”

“l forgot something,” she said lamely. “I'm on my
way back. Good-morning, Mr. Elton. I'm ina hurry.”

“Mrs. Hewlett didn't tell you what kept me away
last night, did she? Well, I don't like to talk about-it,
but just before we closed last night, there was an
accident, a girder Jell, dhd Cassidy—poor fellow,~he
was right under it, Minnie. I went to the hospital

~with him and then—somebody had to tell his folks.

He lives out in Wayne. There's just his mother—
that's all. [ stayed with her until some of the neigh-
bors came in this morming. She was nearly crazy,
poor soul "

“Oh!" said the girl,

The trolley that went to the station clanged past
them and she looked at it smiling.

“] declare, I've missed my car!” she said

“Walk to the station, won't you?” he urged. “There's
plenty of time. I felt gmty sore about not seeing
you last might, Minnie. can hardly realize it's you
with me now. How did it happen?”

She told him about Father Hewlett and the crim-
son ramblers, and he looked at her adoringly as théy
stood on the platform of the station waiting for the
train.

“Will you give me a‘lawer?' he said. s

She broke a bit of crimson from her bouquet and
he caught the hand that gave it to him in his as
the train came thundering in.

“Minnie,” he said, “T get a vacation next week, if— '
if 1 come to Connecticut will you be glad to see me?.
There's something [ had to say to you last night that's
got to be said. Will vou let me come, Minnie?

It was not in the girl's nature to coquette.

“Yes, T will,” she said clearly.

They looked at each other for a moment with that
look in which the man claims the woman that God

_meant for him and the woman the man,

Mrs. Deming, having placidly read and fanned her-
self some two hours in the New York station, greeted

her daughter with an attempt at severity,

~

SHE SMILED BACK AF HIM OVER HER ARMFUL OF ROSES

danghter who had risen from her seat and was hur-
riedly putting on her gloves. The girl's mouth was
determmed—her eyes were very bright.

“]1 am going 1o get off this train the minute it stops,
and I am going back for jhat bouquet,” said Minnie.
“I'd rather die- than have that poor old man think
1 didn't appreciate his flowers™ )

“Why, you muist bé crazy!" grasped Mrs. Deming,
her large fice crimson: “What am | going to do?

“You stay on 'the train, that's all,” said hér daughter:
*and when you get to New. York, just sit in the
waiting-room until 1 come—I'll be as quick as 1 can.
We're not out of the city yet, I'll take a ¢ar back and
catch the first train | cas to New York You just

me, mother. that's all" y
miss the Shore train!”
we'll take the next one. Now don't say an-.

“The man says we can't
wo o'clock,” she

mothen - You jstt get & myecsg - — -

station till T come1*




