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THE
sketching was spontaeous

and dramatic. Mathematics

had no part in it: nor was

there accurate direction of
Mr. Adams’ relation to the institu-

tion of Lamb & Cos. The point was

clouded, in fact; though that might

easily be set down to the general

haziness of young ladles confronted
with the mysteries of trade or com-
merce, Mr. Adams either had been a

vague sort of junior member of the
firm, it appeared, or else he should
have been made some such thing; at

all events, he was an old mainstay of
the business: and he, as much as any

Lamb, had helped to build up the pros-

perity of the company. But at last,

tired of providing so much intelligence

and energy for which other people

took profit greater than his own, he
had decided to leave the company and

found a business entirely for himself.
The Lambs were going to be enraged

when they learned what was afoot.
Such was the impression, a little

misted, wrought by Alice’s quick nar-

rative. But there was dolorous fact
behind it: Adams had succumbed.

His wife, grave and nervous, rather
than triumphant, in success, had told
their daughter that the great J. A.
would be furious and possibly vindic-

tive. Adams was afraid of him, she
said.

"But what for, mamma?” Alice
asked, since this seemed a turn of
affairs out of reason. “What in the

world has Mr. Lamb to do with papa’s
leaving the company to set up for him-
self? What right has he to be angry

about it? If he's such a friend as he
claims to be, I should think he’d be
glad—that Is, if the glue factory turns

out well. What will he be angry for?”

Mrs. Adams gave Alice an uneasy

glance, b-!*sltated. and then explained

a resignation from Lamb's had
afwsy3 looked upon, especially
by “that old' nra.J’ treachery. You
were supposed to die la ?-}** service,

she said bitterly, and her daugnter, a

little mystified, accepted this explana-

tion. Adams had not spoken to her
of his surrender: he seemed not in-
clined to speak to her at all, or to
any one.

Alice was not serious too long, and
she began to laugh as she came to

the end of her decorative sketch.

“After all, the whole thing Is per-

fectly ridiculous,” she said. “In fact,

it’s funny! That’s on account of
what papa’s going to throw over the
Lamb business for! To save your

life you couldn’t imagine what he’s
going to do!”

“I won’t try. then,” Russell as-

sented.
“It takes all the romance out of

me.” she laughed. “You’ll never go

for a Parisian walk with me again,

after I tell you what I'll be heiress
to.” They had come to the entrance

of the little park: and, as Alice had
said, it was a pretty place, especially

on a day so radiant. Trees of the
oldest forest stood there, hale and se-

rene over the trim, bright grass; and
the proletarians had not come from
their factories at this hour; only a

few mothers and their babies were to

be seen, here and there, in the shade.
“I think I’ll postpone telling you

about it till we get nearly home
again,” Alice said, as they began to
saunter down one of the gravelled

laths. “There's a bench beside a

spring farther on; we can sit there
and talk about a lot of things—-

things not so sticky as my dowry’s
going to be.”

" ‘Sticky?’ ” he echoed. “What in
the world—”

She laughed despairingly.
“A glue factory!”

Then he laughed, too. as much from
friendliness as from amusement; and

she remembered to tell him that the
project of a glue factory was still “an
Adams secret.” It would be known
soon, however, she added; and the
whole Lamb connection would proba-

bly begin saying all sorts of things.

Heaven knew what!
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Surgeons to Cut Short a
Cold or Cough Due to Cold
and Prevent Complica-
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structed to refund Price
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Up.
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Asplronal, the quick-acting cold and

cough reliever, authoritatively guar-
anteed by the laboratories; tested, ap-
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dorsed by the highest authorities, and

proclaimed by the common people as
ten times as quick and effective as
whiskey, rock and rye or any other
cold remedy they have ever tried.

All drug stores are now supplied

with the wonderful new elixir, so step

Into the nearest drug store, hand the
clerk half a dollar for a bottle of As-
plronal and tell him to serve you two
teaspoonfuls. With your watch in
your hand, take the drink at one
swallow and call for your money back

in two minutes if you cannot feel re-
lief coming within the time limit.'
Don’t be bashful, for all druggists in-
vite you and expect you to try it. Ev-
erybody’s doing it.
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pironal is by far the safest and most
effective, the easiest to take and the
most agreeable cold and cough rem-
edy for infants and children, as well
as for adults.—Advertisement.

Thus Alice built her walls of flimsy,

working always gaily, or with at least
the air of gaiety; and even as she rat-
tled on, there was somewhere in her

mind a constant little wonder. Ev-
erything she said seemed Wj be neces-

sary’ to support something else she
had said. How had it happened? She
found herself telling him that since
her father had decided on making so
great a change in his ways, she and
her mother hoped at last to persuade
him to give up that “foolish little
house” he had been so obstinate about;

and she checked herself abruptly on

this declivity just as she was about
to slide into a remark concerning her
own preference for a “country place."
Discretion caught her in time; and
something else, in company with dis-
cretion, caught her, for she stopped

short in her talk and blushed.
They had taken possession of the

bench beside the spring,
(

by this
time; and Rusesll, his elbow on the
back of the bench and his chin on
his hand, the better to look at her,

had no guess at the cause of the
blush, but was content to find it
lovely. At his first sight of Alice
she had seemed pretty In the par-

ticular way of being pretty that he
happened to like best; and, with
every moment he spent with her, this
prettiness appeared to increase. He
felt that he could not look at her
enough; his gaze followed the flut-
tering of the graceful hands in al-
most continued gesture as she talked:
then lifted happily to the vivacious
face again. She charmed him.

After her abrupt pause, she sighed,
then looked at him with her eye-

brows lifted in a comedy appeal. “You
haven’t said you wouldn’t give Hen-
rietta the chance,” she said. In the
sofetst voice that can still have a

Little laugh running in it.
He was puzzled. "Give Henreitta

the chance?”
“You know! You’ll let me keep on

being unfair, won’t you? Not give

.he other girls a chtC® to get even?”
He promised, heartily.

CHAPTER XV

ALICE
had said that no one wh,

either Russell or herself would
be likely to see them in the paik

or upon the dingy street; but although

hey returned by that same ungenteel
thoroughfare, they were seen by a
person who knew them both. Also,

with some surprise on the part of
Russell, and something more poignant

han surprise for Alice, they saw this

person.
All of the dingy street was ugly,

but the greater part of it appeared to

be honest. The two pedestrians came
upon a block or two, however, where
it offered suggestions of a less upright
character, like a steady enough work-
ingman with a naughty book sticking
out of his pocket. Three or four dim
shops, a single story in height, ex-

hibited foul signboards, yet fair
enough so far as the wording went;
one proclaiming a tobacconist, one a
junk dealer, one a dispenser of "soft
drinks and cigars.” The most credu-
lous would have doubted these sign-
boards; for the craft of the modern
tradesman is exerted to lure indoors
the passing glance, since if the glance
is pleased the feet may follow; but
this alleged tobacconist and his neigh-
bors had long been fond of oust on

their windows, evidently, and shades
were pulled far down on the glass of
their doors. Thus the public aye,

small of pupil In the light of the open
-frvet. w,s intentionally not invited to
the.dusky interiors. Something differ-
ent from mere lack of enterprise was
apparent; and the signboards might
have been omitted; they were pains

thrown away, since it was plain to the
world that the business parts of these
shops were the brighter back rooms
implied by the dark front rooms: and
that the commerce was in perilous
new liquors and in dice and rough
girls.

Nothing could have been more in-
nocent than the serenity with which
these wicked little places revealed
themselves for what they were; and.
bound by this final tie of guilelessness,
they stood together In a row which
ended with a companiorable barber
shop, much like them. Beyond was a
series of soot-harried frame two-story
houses, once part of a cheerful neigh-
borhood when the town was middle-
aged and settled, and not old and
growing. These houses, all carrying
the label, "Rooms,” had the worried
look of vacancy that houses have
when they are too full of everybody
without being anybody’s home; and
there was, too, a surreptitious air
about them, as If, like the false little
shops, they advertised something by
concealing It.

One of them—the one next to the
barber shop—had across its front an
ample, jtg-sawed veranda, where afore-
time, no doubt, the father of a family
had fanned himself with a palm-leaf

fan on Sunday afternoons, watching

the surreys go by, and where his
daughter listened to mandolins and
badinage on starlit evenings; but, al-
though youth still held the veranda,
both the youth and the veranda were

In decay. The four or five young
men who lounged there this afternoon
were of a type known to shady pool-
parlors. Hats found no favor with
them; all of them wore caps; and
their tight clothes, apparently from
a common source, showed a vivacious
fancy for Oblique pockets, false belts
and Eastcb-egg colorings. Another
thing common to the group was the
expression of eye and mouth; and
Alice, in the midst of her other
thoughts, had a distasteful thought

about this.

The veranda was within a dozen
feet of the sidewalk, and as she and
her escort came nearer, she took note
of the young men. her face hardening
a little, even before she suspected

there might he a resemblance between
them and any one she knew. Then
she observed that each of these
loungers were not for the occasion,

but as of habit, a look of furtively
amused contempt, the mouth smiled
to one side as if not to dislodge a
cigarette, while the eyes kept lan-
guidlysuperior. All at once Alice was
reminded of Walter; and the light
frown caused by this idea had just
begun to darken her forehead when
Walter himself stepped out of the
open door of the house and appeared
upon the venranda. Upon his head
was anew straw hat. and in his
hand was a Malacca stick with an
ivory top, for Alice had finally de-
cided against it for herself and had
given it to him. His mood was lively,

l\e twirled the stick thropgh his
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fingers like a drum major’s baton,
and whistled loudly.

Moreover, he was indeed aecnmpa

nied. With him was a thin girl who
had made a violent black-and-white
poster of herself: black dress, black
flimsy boa, black stockings, white
slippers, great black hat down upon
the black eyes; and beneath the hat a
curve of cheek and chin made white
as whitewash, and In strong bilateral
motion with gum.

The loungers on the veranda were

familiars of the pair; hailed them
with cacklings; and one began to sing,

in a voice all tin:

“Then my skirt, Sal, and me did go
Right straight to the moving-pitcher

show.
Oh, you bashful vamp!”

The girl laughed airily. “God, but
you guys ars wise."’ she said. “Come

on, Wallie.”
Walter stared at his sister; then

grinned faintly, and nodded at Rus-
sell as the latter lifted his hat in

salutation. Alice uttered an incoher-
ent syllable of exclamation, and, as

she began to walk faster, she bit her
lip hard, not in order to lQok wistful,
this time, but to help her keep tears
of anger from her eyes.

Russell laughed cheerfully. “Your

brother certainly seems to have found
the place for ‘color’ today,” he said.
"That girl's talk must be full of it.”

But Alice had forgotten the color
she herself had used in accounting

for Waller’s peculiarities, and she did
not understand. “What?” she said
huskily.

“Don’t you remember telling me

about him? How he was going to
write, probably, and would go any-

where to pick up types and get them
to talk?”

She kept her eyes ahead, and said
sharply, “I think his literary .astes
scarcely cover this case!”

“Don’t be too sure. He didn't look
at all disconcerted. He didn’t seem

to mind your seeing him.”
“That’s all the worse, isn’t it?”
‘Why, no,” her friend said, ge-

nially. “It means he didn’t consider
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that he was engaged in anything out
of the way. You can’t expect to un-

derstand everything boys do at his
ige; they do all sorts of queer things,
and outgrow them. Your brother evi-
dently has a taste for queer people,

and very likely he’s been at least
half sincere when he’s made you be-
lieve he had a literary motive behind
it. We all go through

”

(To Be Continued.) *
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