EBEN HOLDEN

IRVING BACHELLER
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*Guaess I've got a job” I said, try-
fog to be very cool about it

“A job!™ ~~!1 Hope eagerly as she
ose. “Where?

“yWith Mr. Horace Greeley,” I an-
Swered, my voice betraying my ex-
¢itement. :

“Jerusalem!” sald Uncle Eb. “Is I

F

“That's grand!™ sald Hope. “Tell
s about it."

Then I told them of my interview
wvith the great editor and of what I
bad done since.

“Ye done wonderful!” said Uncle ED,
and Hope showed quite as much pleas-
gre in her own sweet way.

I was for going to my room and be-
ginning to write at once, but Hope
sai@ it was time to be getting ready
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for dinner.

When we came down at balf after @
sve were presented to our host and the
guests of the evening—handsome men
and women In full dress—and young
Mr. Livingstone was among them. I
feit rather cheap in my frock coat, al-

theush T had thought it grand enough
for anybody on the day of my graa-

uation. Dinner announced, the gentle-
erea- rose and offered escort to the la-
{Jies, and Hope and Mrs. Fuller reliev-
&d our embarrassment by conducting
s to our seats—women are so deft in
those little difficulties.
The dinner was not more formal
+#han that of every evening in the Ful-
Ser home—for its master was a rich
mnan of some reflnement of taste—and
not at all comparable to the splendid
hospitality one may see every day at
the table of a modern millionaire. But
it did seem very wonderful to us, then,
srith its fine mannered servants, its
fowers, its abundant silver. Hope had
‘written much to her mother of the de-
réalls of deportment at John Fuller's
~table, and Elizabeth had delicately im-
parted to us the things we ought to
‘know. We bebaved well, I have since
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you to do this remarkable man
must hereafter play before you his
part—compared to which mine is as
the prattle of a child—in this drama of
God’s truth.

“You bave not heard,” said Mrs.
Fuller, addressing me, “how Mr.
frumbull saved Hope's life.”

“Saved her life!” I exclaimed,

“Saved her life,” -she repeated.

#There isn't a doubt of it We never |

pent word of it for fear it would give
¥ou all needless worry. It was a day
of last winter—fell crossing Broadway,
a dangerous place. He pulled her
aside just in time. The horse’s feet
were raised above her. She would
have beecn crushed in a moment. He
Lifted her in his arms and carried her
to the sidewalk not a bit the worse

And
says

| and never “I am"” in that pl
then
fool
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more yast than any I had ever entered
Hope was gowned in white silk a
créscent of diamonds in her hair, &
birthday gift from Mrs. Fuller.

First Henry Cooper came on with
his violin—a great master as I now re-
member him. Then Hope ascended to
the platform, her dainty kid slippers

ous Livingstone escorting her. I was
never so madly in love or so
jealous. I must confess it,
trying to tell the whole truth
self—I was a fool. it is
er folly that one ever
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“Seema asg if it were fate,™ sald

Hope. “I had seen him so often and
wondered who he was. I recall a night

svhen 1 had to come home alone from
rehearsal. I was horribly afraid. I
remember passing him under a street
Iamp. If be had spoken to me then I
should have dropped with fear, and he
wwould have had to carry me home that
fime.”

“It's' an odd thing a girl llke you
should ever have to walk home alone,”
solkd Mr. Fuller.

An' t' think it's my little Hope!"
no further. His hand-
in his hand, while he

took refuge in silence. .

Going home the flowers were heaped
upon our laps, and I, with Hope beside
me, felt some restoration of comfort.

“Did you see Trumbull?" Mrs. Fuller
asked. “He sat back of us and did
seem to enjoy it so much—your sing-
ing. He was almost cheerful”

peautiful rooms, they say, on Gramer-
cy park. Lives alone with an old serv-
ant. We got to know him through the
accident. Mr. Fuller and he have done
business together, a great deal of It
gince then. Operates in the stock mar-
ket.”

A supper was walting for us at home,
and we sat a long time at the table. 1
was burning for a talk with Hope. But
how was I to manage it7 We rose
with the others and went and sat down
together in a corner of the great par-
lﬂl'-
“I've heard how well you did last

to that little Miss Brown!"
“But decently polite,” I answered.

:
E
it

B

y r i TS el b -
A . 3 ] j p F
- -I' . 5 - .1_‘ L~
i o 3 Sl
. 8 i
i bl
i H F n i Ve i
i -+ P i .
: h f d {
. p 4
- . .1| v I
- ] S LT 1
o e A T F i ]
i, B s - ! 5 s
W

showing underhermmdﬁnodbk

i
:

£

g
it
:

2E3
&F
5
i

:
:

E
:
:
i

E;

igEf
Bng
RES
%e
il
Egg-
B
i

¢
g
4
i
S
8

“She 1s right, I must confess It," I
said. “I am madly, hopelessly in love.

' It is time you knew it,. Hope, and I

want your counsel.”

Bhe rose quickly and turned ber face
away.

“Do not tell me, do not speak of It
again, I forbid you,” she answered

coldly.
Then she stood sllent. I rose to take

lherhandanﬂasthurmtell me why, &

pretty rankling in my beart. Soft foot-
steps and the swish of a gown were
approaching. Before I could speak
Mrs. Fuller had come through the
doorway.

“Come, Hope,” she sald, “I cannot
let you sit up late. You are worn out,
my dear.”

Then Hope bade us both good night
and went away to her room. If I had
known as much about women then as
now I should bave had it out, with
short delay, to some understanding be-
tween us. But in that subject one
loves and learns. And one thing I have
learned is this—that jemlousy throws its
illusions on every word and look and

\ the world somehow,
fmmedtumamnblnrd I could hardly

| beor as I

| act. I went to my room and sat down

“In trouble?" he whispered,

“In trouble,” I said,

“"Bout Hope?"

“It's about Hope."

“Don't be hasty. Hope 'll never go
back on you,” he whispered.

“She doesn’t love me,” I sald impul-
gsively. “She doesn't care the snap of
ber finger for me.”

“Don't believe it.™ he answered
calmly. “Not a single word of it. Thet
woman—she's tryin' t' keep her away
from ye—but ’twon't make no dif-
fer'nce. Not a bit.”

“I must try to win ber back—some-
way—somehow,” I whispered

“Gi'n ye the mitten?" he wsked.

“That’s about it,” I answered, going
possibly too far in the depth of my
feeling.

“Whew-w!" he softly whistled
“Waal, it takes two mittens t* make
a pair. Ye'll hev t' ask her ag’'in."

“Yes, I cannot give her up,” I said
decisively, “I must try to win her
back. It isn't fair. I have ns elaim
upon her. But I must do it"™

“Consarmn it! Women like t* be
chased,” he sald. *“It's their natur’.
What do they fix up so fer—di'mon’s
an' silks an' satins—if "taint t’' set men
a-chasin’ uv 'em? You'd orter enjoy
it. BStick t" her—jes’ like a puppy t* a
root. Thet's my adviee.™

“Hope has got too far ahead of me,”
I said. “She can marry a rich man if
she wishes to, and 1 doan't see why
she shouldn'tt What am I anyhow
but a poor devil just out of <~ollege

gnd everything to win? It makes me |

miserable to think bere in this great
house how small I am.”

“There’s things goin" t* happen,” Un-
cle Eb whispered. “I can’t tell ye what
er when, but they're goln' t' happen,

an’ thev're roin’ t' chanse everythine"
We sat thinking awhile then. 1 knew

what he meant, that I was to conguer
and the Iidea

help laughing as melancholy as I felt.

“Now, you go t' bed,” he sald, rising
and gently touching my head with his
hand. “There's things goin® t' happen,
boy, take my word fer It."

I got In bed late that night, but there
was no sleep for me. In the still hours
I lay quletly, planning my future, for
now I must make myself worth baving
and as soon as possible.

Some will say my determination was
worthy of a better love; but, bless you,
I have my own way of doing things,
and it has not been always so unsuc-
cessfol

CHAPTER XXI,
OPE was not at breakfast with
us. =
“The child Is worn out,”
said Mrs. Fuller. *“I shall

phe:-lnbadldlrurm"
“Counldn’t I see her a moment?” I In-

thing is in bed with a headache.”
It Hope had been 1l at home I
should have felt free to go and sit by

!

Eb? I want to see you very much."

look in at the conservatory.

“Where's yer busband?” Uncle Eb
inquired.

“He's not up yet"” said she. “I fear
he did not sleep well.”

“Now, Mis'* Fuller,” sald Uncle Eb

I can do t' help jes' l¢’' me know what
‘!us‘ﬂ

She sald there was nothing. Pres-
ently Uncle Eb sneezed so powerfully
that it rattled the crystals on the chan-
delier and rang in the brass medal-
lions, r

The first and second butlers came
running in with a frightened look.
There was also a startled movement
from somebody above stairs,

“I do sneeze powerful sometimes,”
sald Uncle Eb from under his red
bandanna. *“’'S enough t' scare any-
hode
bumble, but gquaint and cleanly, X
thrifty German who, having long fol-

“ave been more miserable. 1 tried to
ndoce him to stay a night with me in

—& great srray of tempting dishes.
“Jest hev four pancakes an’ a biled
egs,” said Uncle Eb as he sipped his
tea. “Gran” tea,” he added; “strong
enough t" floet a silver dollar too.”
“Mrs. Fuller,” I said, rising, when
we had finished, “I thank you for your
hospitality, but as I shall have to work

near the office.”
“You must come and see us again™
she answered cordizlly. “On Saturday

I shall take Hope away for a bit of
rest, to Saratoga probably, and from
there I shall take ber to Hillsborough
myself for a day or two.”
“Thought she was goin' home with
me,” sald Uncle Eb.

“Oh, dear, no!" sald Mrs. Fuller.

and it's such a long journey.”

for Uncle Eb.

It was from David Brower. He
would have to be gone a week or so
buying cattle and thought Uncle Eb

had better come home as soon as Con-

venlent,
fully after going over the letter again.

old.”

Uncle Eb was older than elther of
them, but he had not thought of that
“Le's see; "s about 8 o'clock,” said he
presently. *“I've got t' go an’ ten' to
some business o' my own. I'll be back
bhere some time t'day, Mis' Fuller, an’
I'll hev t' see thet girl. You mustn't
never try t' keep me 'way from her.
She's sot on my knee too many year
fer that—altogether too many."

We arranged to meet there at 4. Then
a servant brought us our hats. I heard
Hope calling as we passed the stalr-
way:

Then Uncle Eb hurried upstairs, and

I came away.
I read the advertisements of board
and lod perplexing task for one
so ignorant of the town. After
calls I found a place to
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as we sat waiting, “If there's anything |
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CRISIS OF GIRLHOOD,

A TIME OF PAIN AND PERIL

's Vegetable

Pinkham Compound
Baved Her Life and Made Her Well
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“She cannot go now. mﬂﬂhﬂ]._;

The postman came then with a letter '

“They're lonesome,” he said thought- I

“!Tain't no wonder—they're gittin®

of polished brass that o

. table. A ship's clock that had a n
| and cheerful tick was set in the

A narrow passage led to the room in
front, and the latter had slanting
gides. A big window of little panes

In its farther end let in the light of "

William street.

Here I found a homa for myself— ,

“I musn't,™ bhe sald cheerfully.

"Fore long U'm comin’ down ag'in, |

out I can't fool round no longer now.
['ll jes' go an' git my new clothes an’
put fer the steamboat. Want ye t'

m probably I must find Mm il o an’ see Hope tomorrow. E8he's com-

o' up with Mis' Fuller next week. I'm
goin' t' find out what's the matter uv
2er then. Sumthin's wrong somewhere,

' Dunno what ‘tis. She's all upsot.”

Uncle ED sneezed,

Poor girl! It had been almost as
heavy a trial to bher as to me—cutting
me off as she bad done. Remem-
brances of my tender devotion to her
in all the years between then and

| childhood mukt have made her sore
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“Won't you come up & minute, Uncle | with pity. I had already determived |
| what I should do, and after Uncle Eb

had gone that evening I wrote bher a
" long ‘letter and asked her if 1 might

not still bayve some hope of her loving
me. I begged bLer to let me know
when I might comne and talk with her
alone. With what eloguence I could
bring to bear I told her Fow my love
bad grown and laid hold of my life,

I finished my article that night and
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(To be continued.)
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