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My dear Mr Twigg. would you per- I 
form a moat interesting service for 
me? Of course I shall wear a white 
flower in my coat—ahem! I'm not 
afraid-no, Fame! 1, Ananias, take 
thee, Em Bevis—no; that's not right 
Em—Em — Emma—or Emmaline—ah!' 
Mr. Stine resorted to snoring once 
more and the widow, now thoroughly 
awake to the perfidy of her star board 
er, sat up in bed and fell to planning. 

When the Widow Rowell fell to plan- 
ning—well, things usually happened. 

For an entire week she watched and 
waited and listened and peeked and 
pried, and when Thursday evening 
drew around she was possessed in 
some mysterious manner of most of 
the details of the approaching elope- 
ment. She knew that Hep Riddle's 
buggy had been engaged and that Hep 
was to harness the sorrel horse, al- 
though Hep Riddle himself didn't 
know what Ananias Stine wanted to do 
with a buggy. 

By Thursday evening Ananias Stine 
was shivering with nervous dread. He 
bad a feeling that in some way  or  oth- 
er  his elopement would be frustrated. 
Time and again he had found the Wid- 
ow Rowell's wits could outmatch his 
own, but so far as he knew not  a  soul 
was aware of the approaching mar- 
riage save the prospective bride, the 
minister and himself. 

Ananias ate scarcely any supper, al- 
though Mrs. Rowell had prepared his 
favorite dish of oyster stew. She sat 
opposite him and blinked her eyes at 
him until he gulped down a huge cup 
of scalding hot tea and bolted away 
from the table. 

"Little dear!" murmured the widow 
with a strange smile on her face. 

Ananias locked himself into his room 
and made an elaborate if hasty toilet 
After many maneuvers he let himself 
out and managed to escape by the back 
ball door. There was no sign of the 
widow, and he hoped she had gone to 
call upon one of her cronies. It would 
be ill luck indeed if she had taken it 
into her head to call upon Em Bevis, 
though the two rivals were not the 
best of friends since Ananias came be- 
tween them. 

Still. the Widow Rowell was apt to 
do the most baffling things. 

Ananias hurried to Riddle's stables 
and climbed into the buggy which a 
grinning negro had prepared for him. 
He drove rapidly out of the yard, near- 
ly losing a wheel in the turn, for he 
was not a skillful driver. 

Quince Harbor folks are inquisitive 
and prone to mind each other's busi- 
ness to a most annoying degree; there- 
fore It bad been decided that Em Be- 
vis was to wait for Ananias in Whip- 
poorwill lane by the brook He would 
catch her up into the vehicle, and away 
they would go to Big Harbor. 

Whippoorwill lane was there, and so 
was Em Bevis, for Ananias recognized 
the white veil sbe was to wear about 
her uncovered head. 

He pressed her hand and received a 
tender pressure in return. After that 
they rode in silence through the woods 
toward Big Harbor. 

At last they reached the main street 
of Big Harbor, and the sorrel horse 
chose to gallop madly until Ananias. 
sawing at the reins, managed to bring 
him to a stop before the gate of the 
parsonage. 

"Belay there!" yelled the little  ex 
sailor angrily just as the minister 
opened the front door and stepped into 
the porch to meet them. 

The prospective bride got out unaid- 
ed while Ananias was tying the sorrel 
horse and she was inside the house by 
the time Ananias had reached the gate. 

When Ananias Sline reached the par- 
lor, where stood the beaming clergy- 
man and his smiling wife and a couple 
of servants for witnesses, he stood in 
the doorway aghast at the sight that 
met his amazed eyes. The bride was 
there—a bride was there, indeed, but 
not the one he had so carefully chosen! 
Standing there in the modest splendor 
of a gray satin dress hurriedly gar 
nished with white lace and bunches of 
artificial orange blossoms was the 
Widow—Rowell! 

Em Bevis was nowhere to be seen. 
Somehow he had been tricked by 

the artful widow whom he had at first 
courted, only to leave when a better 
chance presented itself. Surely retri- 
bution was close upon the heels of 
Ananias Stine! 

"We  are  waiting, Mr. Stine," remind- 
ed Mr. Twigg, smiling benevolently. 

"Dear Ananias!" cooed Hetty Rowell. 
fixing her agate colored eyes upon 
him. 

Ananias moved forward mechanical- 
ly. There seemed nothing else to do .  
Things were hideously mixed and  a 
bitter fate seemed to have driven him 
straight into the arms of the Widow 
Rowell. He felt that she had outwit 
ted him again—never more would he 
try to get the best of her. He would 
admit defeat As for Em Bevis, what 
could he do about it now without 
creating a scandal  that  would shake 
the three villages to the core? 

Nothing! 
So Ananias went forward- and wall 

joined In the bonds of holy matrimony 
to Betty Rowell. When the ceremony 
was over Mrs. Twigg congratulated 
them warmly. 

"It's  the oddest thing," she babbled, 
"but Josiah and I really thought the 
bride—we understood  it  was to be— 
another. We are quite surprised!" 

"So are we!" smiled Mrs.  Ananias 
Stine as she took her husband's arm 
and went down to the waiting baggy 
and the impatient sorrel horse. 

Somebody tossed an old shoe after 
them for luck and  it  struck Ananias 
right in the back of the neck. so  that 
he uttered  an  explosive blast  of pro- 
funny that caused the minister and his 
wife to close  their front door hurriedly. 

But the Widow Rowell—I  mean Mrs. 
A na  nlit Sline—nierely- smiled  compas- 
sionately, as  If  she  knew that her  huts- 
hand had just  cause for  exasperation. 

Ananias Stine had at last made up 
his mind. Of all the desirable widows 
and spinsters in Quince Harbor none 
seemed so attractive as Mrs. Em Bevis, 
who was the proprietor of the Quince 
Harbor dry goods store. If any on{ 
had remotely suggested to Ananias that 
the profitable little business had en- 
hanced the charms of the Widow Be- 
vis in his middle aged eyes he would. 
have laughed one to scorn. Still, being 
half proprietor of a dry goods busi- 
ness  was infinitely better than being 
porter in a village bank. Any one 
would admit that! 

When he put the question to Mrs. 
Bevis it was noontime and her two rosy 
cheeked clerks had gone home to din- 
ner. Ananias had assured himself that 
they two were alone, and he had 
promptly possessed himself of the wid- 
ow's generous hand and told her the 
story of his lonely life and his longing 
for a home, provided she would pre- 
side over it. 

"Oh, Ananias," she simpered. "I nev- 
er  dreamed—I never thought—oh!" she 
shrieked as Ananias imprinted a kiss 
on her work worn band. 

That evening Ananias called upon 
her and discussed their early marriage. 

"There's only  one  obstacle to a fancy 
wedding," said Ananias when Em Be- 
Vie  had outlined  a  plan for the cere- 
mony to take place in the Baptist 
church, with her little niece as flower 
girl and white satin ribbons festooned 
from the tops of the pews. 

"And that is?" asked Em In a dis- 
appointed tone. 

"My landlady." 
"Hetty Rowell? My land, you ain't 

engaged to her, be you?" inquired the 
widow sharply. 

"Not if I know it," said Ananias cau- 
tiously, "but somehow I never know 
where I stand with Widow Rowell, 
Em! I swan I never proposed mar- 
riage to her in my life, but half the 
time she talks like she was engaged to 
me! I wish we could be married in a 
few days," added Ananias. 

"But what's your hurry?" protested 
Em. "I'd like a chance to make some 
wedding clothes and get ready!" 

"I know it, my love," cooed Ananias 
in her ear, "but I am afraid of the 
Widow Rowell. Great blizzards, I am! 
I talk in my sleep, you know. What 
if she should hear me saying some- 
thing about you! It would be all up 
in the air!" 

By the time Ananias went home he 
bad persuaded his fiancee that she 
could select a very presentable trous- 
seau from the stock of her own de- 
partment store; so. relieved of this 
momentous question, Em agreed to 
elope with Ananias on the following 
Thursday, and Ananias wrote a note to 
the Rev. Josiah Twigg apprising him 
of the coming event and asking him 
to consider the matter as entirely con- 
'Mendel. 

That night Ananias let himself into 
his boarding place and tiptoed up to 
his room with unusual caution. One 
never knew when the Widow Rowell 
would pounce out And one never 
knew in what part of the house she was 
seeking a night's repose. She had a 
pleasantly careless custom of taking 
prospective guests through her spa- 
dons old house and permitting them to 
choose whatever room suited the mo- 
ment's fancy, provided  it  was disen- 
gaged. As for herself, she slept around 
as fancy dictated—one night the west 
front chamber appealed to her, for she 
loved to hear the roar of the waves on 
the beach; the next night it might be a 
small hall room for the moment unoc- 
pied that would tickle her restless im- 
pulse. 

What Ananias did not know was 
that on this particular evening the 
widow had been approached by the 
proprietor of the Quince Harbor hotel 
and asked to accommodate a half doz- 
en guests for whom he could find no 
room until the following day. Mrs. 
Rowell sweetly assented and gathered 
up her own belongings and carried 
them into  a  tiny room next to the room 
of Ananias Stine. Here she dropped 
her weary limbs upon a most uncom- 
fortable cot and slept 

The sound of the softly closed front 
door aroused her. If that was Ananias 
Stine tiptoeing in at such a late hour 
she would have a serious talk with 
bim in the morning. Either he had 
been courting—and that was not to be 
allowed, for Betty Rowell felt that she 
had a prior right to the affections of 
Mr. Sline—or be had been to lodge 
meeting. and as it wasn't lodge eight_ 
why. he must have been courting! So 
there the widow's logical mind calcu- 
lated the matter, as we know. quite 
correctly. 

She dozed off to sleep again and 
awoke to  the  resounding snores of Mr. 
Stine in the next room. 

"Drat him!" she muttered, turning 
over. But she could not sleep again. 
She got to thinking about Ananias and 
where he bad spent the  evening,  and 
she decided that  It  was Ero  Bevis  who 
had  captured him. 

She  was  convinced  of  it  when Ana- 
nias ceased snoring and fell  to talking, 
as was  his habit  when  the day bad 
been an exciting  one. 

"Ahem!" babbled  Ananias.  "Ahem. 
next  Thursday  evening  at 8 o'clock! 

We don't know how many cases have 
occurred where minors have been swin- 
dled out of their Inheritances by rela- 
tives, guardians or executors. but there 
are quite a number of such instances 
on  record. When we remember what 
a temptation  a  fortune Is and the 
number of unscrupulous persons in the 
world it is a wonder that there  are  not 
more  such cases. 

Wben I  was In  the high school I 
formed  an  attachment for  a  girl nam- 
ed Hazel Mansfield. She belonged  to 
a wealthy family, while my parents 
were poor. Indeed, when I went to 
college I was obliged to work my way 
by teaching and other expedients 1 
parted with Hazel Mansfield when we 
were graduated at the high school and 
did not meet her again for many 
years. 

After leaving college I studied law 
and in time put out my shingle as an 
attorney. I had not practiced long be- 
fore I received by mall  a  copy of a 
book handsomely bound and altogether 
quite  an  acceptable gift. After tearing 
off the cover, which was much soiled. 
I looked eagerly  on  the flyleaf for the 
name  of the donor and was surprised 
to find the leaf  as  blank  as  the day it 
came out of the manufacturer's hands . 

I  ran  through the pages. expecting 
that  a  card would appear. but found 
none. Then I opened the book and 
shook it. There was nothing In it 

I examined the writing  on  the cover, 
which was in  a  woman's band, but it 
was not familiar to me: at least I did 
not remember it. I  was  addressed  as 
an  Individual, not as  a  lawyer. I looked 
all over the wrapper. but saw nothing 
to give  me any clew. The book. con- 
sidering the way it came to me, was 
a mystery. 

A few days later I concluded to read 
the book, hoping that there might be 
something  in  the text that would sug- 
gest  an  explanation. It was  a  book of 
travels and to  me  very dull. I was 
about to give up its perusal when  I 
came to  a  light lead pencil mark under 
the word "my." I noted the fact and 
read on. On the next page the word 
"dear" was similarly underscored. This 
began to look  as  though I was on the 
track of something. I now ceased to 
read, but looked for another marked 
word. It was "old." The next was 
"school." I was somewhat disappoint- 
ed, for "my dear old school" meant 
nothing to me. But I turned the leaves 
till I came to the word "mate." 

These five words were a revelation. 
My mind at once turned back to my 
school days. but I had a number of 
friends among them and could not set- 
tle on any one who would be likely to 
send me any such mysterious commu- 
nication. I read on and evolved the 
following sentence: "I need both a 
friend and a lawyer." At this point  I 
was so eager to learn who was my 
correspondent that I turned to the 
back of the book and examined it from 
the end to the beginning, Here I 
found letters, not words, underscored.  
The first letter marked was a "d." 
the next an "17 the next an "e," the 
next an "i," the next an "f."  I  knew  I 
was noting the letters backward and 
kept trying by reading them in reverse 
order. When I came to the "f" I no- 
ticed that thus far they spelled "field." 
Four letters more. read also in reverse, 
gave me "mans." The two syllables to- 
gether gave "Mansfield." 

Could the communication come from 
my old chum Hazel Mansfield? I looked 
eagerly for the next letter. and, sure 
enough. it was an "1." I ran over the 
pages rapidly. coming to "e." "z," "a." 
"h," in sequence. 

Having discovered my correspondent. 
I was now impatient to know why she 
had need of a friend and a lawyer.  
Turning to the forward part of the 
book where I had left off, I began 
again reading the message. It inform- 
ed me that the writer was held a pris- 
oner in a country house with no other 
near neighbors by the executor of her 
father's estate. She was kept there 
waiting legal permission to place her 
in a retreat for feeble minded persons 
or to be disposed of in some other way 
that would enable the executor to ap• 
propriate her estate. A part of this she 
knew and a part she surmised. She 
begged me to do something to extricate 
her from her terrible position. 

Her reason for sending me the book 
was that she was not permitted to 
communicate with any one. She had 
found the book in the library and at 
times when she was not watched had 
underscored the words and letters that 
composed the message. She was per. 
witted to go out riding guarded by a 
woman who was her jailer. She had 
concealed the book, which she bad 
wrapped. addressed and stamped.  In 
her muff and while being driven out 
managed, when the woman was look- 
ing the other way, to drop it out of the 
carriage.  

All being explained, I went to work 
on the case at once. applying to the 
court for  a  habeas corpus, and before 
anything could be done by the enemy I 
got Miss Mansfield out of her jailer's 
possession. I unearthed so much res. 
entity that before long I had the ex- 
ecutor of the estate  fleeing  to  some for- 
eign land. where he went  into  hiding  to 
keep out of jail. He  had squandered 
one-half the estate  that he had been 
appointed to  manage,  but  I  saved  the 
other  half for  its  legitimate owner. 

As the husband of the heiress I man- 
aged the  property so successfully  that 
It is now  what  it was  when  her father 
died. 
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