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“T'Il remember an’ tell wmamma that, she’ll be real
“pleased.  An’ how she'll laugh when L tell her you ask-
ed what you owed me.’

The. old man put his hand deep in his pocket and
drew out'-an ancient leather wallet. From *this he ex-
tracted a bill and smoothed it on his knee.

‘ There is a lame boy whose name is Joe,?! he slow-
ly said. =~ ° He needs a chair. Do you know anything
about the mrice of these things 7

The child’s eyes spariled as she stared st the bill.

* Yes, yes !’ che answered. ¢ Mamma went and Iound
out. Youw can get the kind of chair Joe wants for 15~
dollars. An' a real substantlal chair, to0.’

* Here's-twenty dollars,’ said the olil man, an’ tell Joe
it’s a Present from you. What's your pame ¥’

¢ Elsie.’

He watched her with an amused smile as she.
quickly drew @ tiny purse from-the pocket in her-
itock and tucked.the biil into it. Then, when the lit-
tle purse was restored to its place, she looked up at
the old man.

‘ Now,' she_said, *if you please, I'm goin’. to give

you a kiss. I always* give papa a l\1ss when he's
particularly nice.’
The eold man flushed a litile. -
¢ Just as you please,’ he said,
He stooped and she totched
wilh her lips.
‘You're a
hesitated.
self 7’
‘He shogk hi‘t head..
* T guess I can spare it," Ire answered.
Then came an interrupiion.
‘ Plsie,” a voice called from the doorway.
‘It’s papa,’ cried the child. . B
The old man looked arsund. o
¢ Well, Fenton 7' P
*1 trust she hasn't bolbored vou, siv ¥ .
‘We haven't bothered eaclt o'her a hit,’ cried the
child.
The old man shook his head.
¢ No,” e answered, ‘nol a bit.’ Then he looked
Hack to the man in the doorway. ‘ Fenton,' he said,
‘ when your wife comes for the child tell her, please,
that I want*to have a little husiness talk with her.
I'm. thinking of onening up v house.”
The eyes of the man in the doorway couldn’t con-
their wonderment.
«I'1] “tefl her, ®im?
¢ And, Fenton !’
t Yes, sir.’ i
. ‘You may leave the child here until the mother
_comes. —Exchange.”

ANNETTE’S - INVESTIGATION

! It was 1ust an Americdn vﬁlage such as_you seein:
~ pietures, - A background of superh bold mountain, all.
. clothed in. blue-green cedars, with a Gorrent thuodering
down a ‘deep gorge aid falling in bhillows of foam ; a
river reflecting the azure of the sky, and a knot of
houses, with a church spiie at one end “and a thicket
. of factory chimneys,at the other, whose black: smoke
' wrote everchanging hieroglypbhics a.ga,mst the brilliancy of
the sky. This was Dapplevale. And in the rosy sunset
of this bilossomy June day, the girls were all pouring
"out of the 'broad doorway, while Geraid Blake, the
foreman, sat behind the desk, a pen behind hig ear and
his small, heady-biack eyes drawn back, as it .were, in
the shelter ‘'of a precipjce of shagey eyebrows

One by one the girls stopped and received thelr yay
for one week’s work, for +this was Saturday night:
. One by ome they filed out, wilh fretf 1. digcon-
tented faces; until the last onz passed in front” o1 the
high-railed desk.
> She was slight and ta'l, with large-velyety-blue eyes,
" a complexion as delicately grained and transparent Tas
rose-colored wax, and an abundance of glossy hair of so
dark a brown that the casual observer would have
pronounced it black; and there was something in the
way - the ribbon at 'her throat was tied and the man-
ner in. which the simple- details ol her dress wére ar-
rgi.nged that bespoke her of [orefgn birth.

* Well, Mlle. Annette,” =aid. Mr. DBlake,
do you like factory life '

*It is not ’agreeable,’ she answered, a shght ac-
cent clinging to her tornes like fragrance to a flower,
as she extended her hand for the money the forcma.n
was counting out.

- *You have given me but four dollars,’ she said.
was to be eight dollars by tne contract.?

‘Humph ! he grunted: ‘you ain’t much accus-.
tomed to our wav of doing things, are vou mademois-
.elle" Eight—of course ; but we deduct two for a fee—

the wrinkled cheek

very nice men,” she said.

ceal

¢ a.nd how

Then she. -

* But didn't you need that money for your- | acity, ability,- a,nd—a.nd respousibility. Mr.

| I have none,’ said Annette quietly. -

.- - - »
‘A fee! For what?  Annebte demanded with
flushed cheeks an| spa.rklmg eyes.

‘For getting you the situation, ma.demmselle, to
.be sure,’ said Mr. Blake, -in-a-. superior sort of way.
¢ Buch pIaces don’t grow won every bush. "And “folks
naturally expect 1o pay something for the privilege.’

*1 did not !’ flashed out Annette Duvelle.

¢ Oh—well—all right.. Because you know, you a.n’t
obliged to stay unless you choopse:’ ey -

“Do you mean,’ h'eslta.t{e:l Aiinebt.e ' vhat if I‘ﬁon‘t
pay you this money—' --

*Yow can't expect to stay in. the works,’ sald Mr.
Blake, hitching up his collar.

¢ But the olher two dollars ?’

¢ On,’ sa.id Mr. Blahe,’ Cibat's
girls a,lI pay.’

27 But what is it for 7’ - -

Mr. Blake laughed,

‘Well, it helps out my’
know, the girls all expect to’
week for keeping their s-ituatlons
there's so. many anxious lo get m

a pcrccntage the

Salary. Of course, you
pa.y something every
Jin a place where

VAnd Mr. Blderslie ' 7 - ' -
' Oh,” Mr. Elderslie,” répealed', Blake» “He hasn’t
much to do wlth it. I Al master of the Dapplevale

- Calico Wortks." - N

t Mr, Elderslie owus 1’r 1 believe ?%

* Well, yes, he owns it. Butl e ménage evelyt.hmg
Mr. Eldexshe reposes the utmost confidence in my cap-
Elderslie is
a good business man..' And now . if  vou’ ve: any more
questions to ask~—'
© ¢ But—1 want
this money mayseli I work hard for it.. I' earn it
righteously. How. can I ;afford, and how can the others
among these poor “laboring E,uls aﬁord to-"pay it 1o
your greed’?’

*Eh ? ' elactlated Mr.  Blahe, Jumap'mg iro«m uis  seat
as if some insegl-had stung him,

+T will not pay it,” ealmly concluded Mile - Annette.

¢ Very well—very WLll Jusl as you like, mademoi-
selle,” cried {he foreman, turning red in the face, ‘Omdy _
if ykou won't counforin to the rules of the Dappleva.le
works—"

- Are these the rules?’ scom"[ully dem-a.n-ded An-
nette.

¢ Pray consider your —~hameé’ crossed off the books,’

went on Mr. Blake. ‘ You are no longer in my em-
ploy. Good evening, Mademdiselle Whalbever-you-may-
call-yourself.’ - - e
And Mr. Blake slammed down the-cover of his desk
as if it were a patlent gul]lotlne ~and _poor  Annette
Duvelle’s neck were under it~ .
tYou've lost your place, -ma’amselle,” whispered

Jeany Pu-ton, a pale, dark-eyed little thing who sup—
ported a cripplsl mother .:,rd tivo little sisters oubt ‘of
her mulcted earnings. SN i

¢ And ‘he'll pever let Vuu 1n~ag'a.m " added Mary Rice.

¢ It matters® not,’ .sald Annette. * He ig'a rogue,
and rogues sometimios oul-zeneral themselves.’ :

The petals of the June roses had fallen,
carpet all afong ‘the edge of the meIS, and . the
Dapplevale works wore. their holiday guise, even: down
10 Simon Pettengill’s newly brightened engine, for Mr,
Elderslie and his bride were to vyisit the wonhs on
their wedding tour. - .
© Mre, Gerald Blake, in his hest broaficloth suit,

a pink

-a.n-d'

- moustache newly dyed, stood siniHig 0 the broad ldqorc)r-

way as the ecarriage drove up to t*hue entrance, _and
Mi. Eldersiie, a handsoine, blonde-haired man, sprang
out and assxste.l a young lady in a dove—oolomd travel-
ling suit to alight.

¢ Blake, how are- you 71 he said, with the carelessness
of conscious superiority. Annebb_e my love, this is
Bla':r. my foreman.' -~ )

¢ Mademoiselle Annetlte 1° i ¢

Ard Mr. Gerald Rla‘e found himself cringing  before
the  sliht French girl whom he had turned from  the -
factory door “a month before.

AT must bez fto ook ab the books, Blake,’ said
Flderste authoritatively. *My wife tells me some
strangs stories abouf the way things are managed- here.
It heoyme so .notorious thal {he rumors reached  her
evén at Blythesdale Springs, and she chose to come and
see for lmrself. Annette, my darling, the best wedding
gift we—can make to ihese poor working wirls is a new

foreman. Blake, you may consider vourself dismissed.’
But sir—'
" Not another word,' ¢ ied My, tld@rs}m, with' a low-
erihy brow. X
Eiderslie turned to his wie, - X
¢ You were "tight, my love,’ said he.. ‘ The man's

face is su.:’ﬁclent evidence. apainst him.’
And a 'pew reign hegan -for poor Jenny Purion and
the working gitls; as well as for.Simon-Pettengill.
Anpette never regretted her week’s a,pprenfi;lceshnp 'ah
the Dapplévale Walico "Works. —Lxchanse



