
The LAME 0 
mummy° 

••44-440-*****•••4-4•••••41•4041;41 

Illinois 
Brevities 

IMDLL GORDON CURTIS 
Author of  "The Woman from  \do Iverthns" 

ILLUSTRATIONSfr-  ELLSWORTH. YOUNG--- 
COPYRIGHT e14 DY F. G. DT?01-81E a co. 4 

441  don't know. I can't decide what 
to do.  I  would say 'yen' if 1 could talk 
It over with Andrew Merry." 

"I have told you point-blank you are 
not to go on the stage." 

"You know how I feel about it" 
Dorcas spoke quietly. "You remem- 
ber, I told you It was the only work 
I ever cared to do." 

"When did Oswald suggest this?" 
"Several weeks ago. He has talked 

with me about it more than once." 
"He might have taken me  into  his 

confidence," snarled Wentworth. 
"He knew how you felt about it 

Besides, Enoch." the girl's voice 
trembled, "besides—lately I have not 
known whether you cared anything 
about my affairs." 

Wentworth did not answer until 
they turned into the quieter region of 
Waverly place. 

"Don't sit in judgment on me, 
Derry," he pleaded "When the trol- 
ley gets swung back on its pole and 
things begin to  run  without constant 
switching, I'll return to the old rou- 
tine. Have a little faith in me 	I 
have nobody In the world except you." 

Dorcas flung away the paper which 
she was carrying and tucked one hand 
into her brother's arm. 

"It's  a  bargain?" he asked, looking 
down at  her  with a smile. 

"It's  a  bargain," she answered. 
"About 'Cordelia,' Dorry, do  as  you 

please. 	I cut loose when  father 
planned my future, and did what  I 
wanted to. A girl, I suppose, has  the 
same rights, especially if she's  a  girl 
who can be trusted—implicitly." 

When he unlocked the door, Dorcas 
passed In before him. As he shut  it 
behind him she threw her as about 
his neck and kissed bim Wentworth 
held her for  a  moment in  a  close, af- 
fectionate grasp. On the hail  table 
lay a note addressed to Dorcas, also 
a telegram for Wentworth He tore 
it  open and stood for  a  minute deep in 
thought. 

'moth, I have an invitation here 
from Mr. Oswald to see Nazimova to- 
night. Do you mind If I go?" 

"No. Give Oswald a message from 
me. I sha'n't have time to see him 
before I leave!' 

"Leave for where?" 
"Fur Montreal. I put a detective on 

Merry's track. He has almost laid 
his hand on him, Tell Oswald I will 
bring Merry back with me In two days 
at the latest." 

"Oh!" cried Dorcas radiantly, "then 
everything will be righted!" 

"Everything will be righted," re- 
peated her brother. 

SYNOPSIS. 

Enoch Wentworth, newspaper man, and 
Andrew Merry, actor, after the guests at 
a  poker party depart. play a last hand. 
the stakes to be absolute control of the 
future of the loser. Wentworth wins and 
they decide to keep the matter secret. 
Dorcas, Enoch's sister, becomes Inter- 
ested in Merry. Knowing of his short- 
comings from her brother she tries to 
arouse the actor's ambition. He outlines 
the plot of a play he has had In mind 
and the girl urges him to go to work 
on it SCrhen he completes the play and 
reads It to Wentworth the latter de- 
mands It as the forfeit of the bond won 
In the poker game. 'Wentworth interests 
Oswald in the play and preparattons for 
etaging it are begun. Dorcas suspects 
her brother  of having etelen the play 
from his friend Merry. who  was to 
have  played the leading part, disappears. 

CHAPTER VII-Continued. 

had admired for beauty, Intellectual or 
heart qualities there had been imper- 
fections which were temperamentally 
feminine. Dorcas was different. Some- 
times he fancied it might be caused 
by her seclusion from the world dur- 
ing girlhood. Then he remembered a 
few of her girl friends he had met. 
In each of them he had seen some 
petty deceit or frivolity which, man- 
like, he accounted a typical feminine 
vice. Dorcas was different in heart 
and intellect. She resembled stalwart 
men  he had known. 

He sat with his eyes fixed on  an 
ocean steamer moving majestically up 
the harbor. When her whistle shrieked 
in response to a salute, Wentworth 
rose  with a start and glanced sharply 
about him. He felt that some one was 
watching him 	His eyes met the 
gaze of his sister. She eat  on a  nearby 
bench staring at him, a newspaper in 
her  lap and her bands clasped list- 
nessly over It. 

"Why, Dorry! How long have you 
been here? Did you call me?" 

"I did not speak to you," she  an- 
swered quietly. "When I laid  down 
my paper a minute ago you sat there." 

He did not offer to take a place be- 
side her, though she moved to make 

CHAPTER VIII. 

His Eyes Met the Gaze of His Sister. 

thin. "I simply cannot  imagine  et God 
who—Mr. Oswald!" She grasped his 
arm with a half-stifled scream and laid 
her trembling band upon his. 

What is It?" asked her companion, 
rising. "What frightened you, Miss 
Wentworth?" He stared past her out 
into the street. The block of vehicles 
had begun to move. They were again 
driving slowly down Broadway. 

"Nothing," she answered quickly, 
"nothing but a chance resetublance. 
I thought I--saw some one whom I 
once knew. It must have been a mis- 
take." 

The Englishman glanced at her curi- 
ously, She began to chat about the 
play and other things. She was try- 
ing to forget whatever bad startled 
bey. She said "Good-by" at the door 
of her home. Oswald realized that 
she was eager to have him go. As he 
drove away he tried to recall anything 
which could have happened. A wom- 
an  of her poise would not be disturbed 
by a trifle. 

Dorcas shut the street door and ran 
upstairs to her brother's study, where 
the 'phone stood. She searched dis- 
tractedly through the directory for the 
address of  a  livery from which occa- 
sionally she called  a  cab. The name 
had escaped her. She stood for a mo- 
ment trying Ln vain to recall it, then 
she rang the bell. Her wait seemed 
endless before the old servant ap- 
peared. 

"Jason" she cried impatiently, "who 
is  Mr.  Wentworth's livery man?" 

"Costello, missy." 
"Stay here a minute." she said as 

she  paused  for  central s answer. Then 
she stooped to  the  'phone. 

"Send  a  cab, please, to 26 Waverly 
place, Immediately." 

She turned again to  the  old servant 
"Jason," she asked. "you have wait- 

ed on Mr Merry when Enoch brought 
him here—wick—haven't you?" 

" 'Deed  I  has, missy. Many'e de 
time Mane Enoch  en  I's done all sorts 
ob  waitin' on him, when be's done 
been sick, puffectly missuble, missy. 
Yo'-all don't know how missuble." 

"Can you help tonight? I may bring 
Mr Merry back with me miserable." 

"'Deed I can," cried the old man, 
with eager eympathy. "Yo' des leeb 
him to me Lawdy! I t'Lnk ez much 
ob Marge Andrew mos' as I do ob 
yo'-all. He's been mighty good to me " 

"Thank you," said Dorcas gratefully. 
"I am not sure whether he will come, 
but in case he does, be ready for him. 
He may want a hot bath and supper. 
Have a cheerful fire; it is bitterly cold 
outdoors." 

She turned and ran downstairs 
when she heard the rattle of wheels 
on the etreet below. 

"Don' yo' want me to go wid yo', 
missy?" suggested Jason "Hit's pow- 
erfu' late fo' a lady to be goin' roun' 
New York alone." 

"No; I would rather have you here 
waiting for our return.' 

"Tenth and Broadway," she directed, 
as the cabman shut the door. He 
pulled up at her signal opposite the 
bakery. The place was closed, the 
bread line had dispersed, and the 
quiet gray of early morning had be- 
gun to creep over the street. Occa- 
sionally a cab dashed past or a trolley 
went on its clamorous way, but there 
were few stragglers to be seen. Here 
and there  a  man on foot walked 
briskly, as if a shelter waited him 
somewhere. On the sidewalk stood a 
tall policeman. Dorcas 'studied his 

"What  Frightened You, Miss Went- 
- worth?" 

month An pea a settlement lady? 
he tusked respectfully. 

"No," The girl's face flushed. "1 
thought tonight when we were passing 
that I saw some one in the bread line 
I knew, somebody we can't find." 

"That happens many a time." 
"Do you think," Dorcas asked ea 

gerly, "there would be any chance of 
his being here tomorrow night?" 

"The likeliest chance in the world 
It a man'e wolfish with hunger—and 
you'd think some of them were wolfish 
the way they eat—there's a  heap  of 
comfort in even a mouthful of bread 
and a cup of coffee." 

"If I should come tomorrow night—" 
"I'll give you any help you want," 

said the officer kindly, as Dorcas hesi- 
tated 

"I don't believe I'll want help. The 
only thing is—I wish to do it as qui- 
etly as possible. It is altogether a 
family affair." 

"I understand. You'll find me here." 
"Thank you_ Good night," said Dor- 

cas gratefully. 
"I didn't bring Mr. Merry tonight, 

Jason," she said, when the old servant 
opened the door for her; "but tomor- 
row night I think he will come" 

The following day seemed to Dor- 
cas the longest she  had  ever lived 
through. The weather  was crisp and 
coil She went for  a  long  vrelk,  tread- 
ing  for  the first time  a  tangle of 
streets in the vicinity at the docks.  It 
was a part of the city which belongs 
to the very poor. She searched every- 
where far  one  figure_ Poverty, famine, 
and hopelessness seemed to create  a 
family resemblance among  men,  wom- 
en and children Still—she found 
nowhere the man for whom she looked  
When she reached home at  noon  she 
felt tired physic/411y and mentally 
She had spent  an  almost sleepless 
night As she dropped  off  in a 
drowse she dreamed of finding Merry, 
of bringing him back to  the world 
where he belonged, of setting his tate 
towards tame, happiness, and an hon- 
orable tile 

Not a thought of love—the love of 
a woman for a man--stirred in her 
heart  She  had forgotten her broth- 
er's question. There was something 
singularly childlike about Merry. With 
his magnetism was blended a strange 
dash of childish dependence which a 
few men never lose. It had appealed 
to the maternal instinct in Dorcas the 
first time they met 

From morning till night she waited 
anxiously for news from her brother 
but none came. She realized that he 
was on the wrong clue, but he had 
left no address, and Dorcas could 
merely wait After her walk she lay 
down to rest on the library couch. A 
few minutes later she was sleeping 
peacefully as a child When Jason 
came in he dosed the shutters noise- 
lessly and covered her with an afghan. 
The city lights were ablaze when she 
woke. She waited impatiently for the 
hours  to  pass. The policeman had 
told her It was of no use to come to 
his corner until eleven or later: it was 
past midnight when the bread was dis- 
pensed. The clock struck eleven when 
a carriage Dorcas had ordered stopped 
at the door. Jason hovered anxiously 
about her, 

"You mus' put on yo' big fur coat, 
missy, please" He was trying con- 
stantly to manage her as he had done 
when she was a little girl. 

"Jason, I don't need it; I'm perfectly 
warm" 

"Yo' do, sure ez yo' breathtn', 
missy," he pleaded anxiously. "Hit's 
grown bitter col' fo' November. Yo'-all 
'11 freeze of yo' don'." 

"All right," laughed the girl, and 
she slipped her arms into the wide 
sleeves. "Just to please you, Jason— 
remember that—not because I'm cold. 
Now," she added, "don't get nervous 
if it is an hour or two before I return 
I shall be quite safe. Mr. Merry will 
come back with me tonight, I know. 
Have everything as cozy and cheerful 
as possible. And—Jason—I've got 
my key. I'll ring when I want you. 
Don't bother about opening the door." 
The girl's intuition told her that Mer- 
ry might have fallen to such low es- 
tate that it would hurt for even the 
old servant to see him The negro 
understood. 

"1 know, missy, I'll do des ez yo' say 
—but fo' de Lawd's sake do take care 
ob yoaset What could I say to Mane 
Enoch if anyt'ing happened to missy?" 

"Nothing's going to happen, good 
old Jason" cried the girl as she ran 
down the steps. 

The officer was waiting at the cor- 
ner. He  beckoned the cabman to pull 
up where an electric light would not 
shine into the carnage then he 
stopped for a minute at the window. 

"I'll stay near by and keep my eye 
on you. When you see your party 
signal me. I'll give your cabby the 
order, and he can drive around a 
block or two and take you up Tenth 
street. Then slip out and get your- 
your—friend that way. There ain't no 
chance of him seeing you come up  pe 
hind, as he would if you crossed the 
street." 

"Has the bread line begun to gather 
yet?" she asked. 

"Hardly, ma'am. There's a few 
stragglers hangin' round. Them that 
come first get the first chance, of 
course, only it's a nasty night to watt 
outdoors with an empty stomach." 

(TO  FIE CONTINUED.) 

What 6he Didn't Understand. 
'Here's a curious item, Joshua"' ex- 

claimed Mrs. Lemington, spreading 
out the Billeville Mirror in her  ample 
lap. "The Nellie E Williams of 
Gloucester reports that she saw  two 
whales, a cow and a calf, floating off 
Cape Cod the day before yesterday." 

"Wet, ma," replied old Mr. Leming- 
ton, "what's the matter with that?" 

"Why, It's all right about the  two 
whales, Joshua, but what bothers me 
Is how the cow  and calf set way  dod 

4  there." 
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Harrisburg.—Thomas Austin, known. 
as "Happy Jack," smokestack painter, 
was run over and killed by a switch 
engine. 

Decatur—A special dispensation 
has been granted by the grand master 
of A. F. and A. M. of Illinois for the 
formation of a  new Masonic lodge in 
Decatur. 

Windsor.—Rev. Thomas M. Griffith 
died here. He was seventy-five years 
old, a Civil war veteran, a Baptist 
minister for nearly fifty years and 
chaplain at Chester penitentiary under 
Governor Tanner. 

Decatur.—Louis G. Nichols, propriee 
tor of a confectionery store which was 
burned ten days ago was arrested on 
a charge of arson. State Deputy Mar- 
shal Bogardus is the complainant. 
Nichols was released on bond. 

Morris.—The Carnegie commission 
will probably award a hero medal to 
Miss Jennie Buffo, aged sixteen, of 
Norris. The girl descended into a 
deep well by means of a rope and 
held up a two-year-old child until men 
could pull both from their perilous 
position. 

Pana.—State Senator Stephen B. 
Canady of Hillsboro announced his 
withdrawal as Democratic candidate 
for congress-at-large. Canady explains 
in a public statement that he feels  it 
his duty to his constituents to serve 
out his additional years in the state 
senate. 

Taylorville.—Mr. and Mrs. Jacob 
Yockey of Christian county held  a 
family reunion in celebration of their 
fiftieth marriage anniversary. Both 
are natives of Pennsylvania, but have 
resided in this county 50 years. They 
arc seventy-nine and sixty-nine years 
old respectively 

Fairfield.—Amos Holman, seventy 
years old, a retired farmer, was found 
dead in his bed. Apoplexy was given 
as the cause. He was alone, his wife ,  
being in Montana for the heated sea- 
son. He  is  the father-in-law of Coun- . 

ty Treasurer William M. Daubs. Mr. 
Holman was for many years a mem- 
ber of the county board of supervisors 
from Elm River township. 

Springfield.—In the report for July, 
issued by State Fire Marshal Ben- 
nett's department, 1,030 fires in July 
is shown. Of this number 331 were 
reported from Chicago. The total 
fire loss was computed at $1,093,797. 
The insurance was $1,838,951. Dwell- 
ings and barns overshadowed all oth- 
ers. Lightning caused the greatest 
number of fires- 

Bloomington.—Miss O]la Johnson of 
Ames, Ia., has been appointed head of 
the department of domestic  science  at 
the illinois Wesleyan university here. 
She was formerly a member of the 
faculty of Humboldt college in Iowa 
and also was with the vocational 
schools of Memphis, Tenn. Miss John- 
son  succeeds Miss May Williams,  re- ,  
signed. 

Champaign.—The Big Four  station 
at St. Joseph, near here, was robbed 
in broad daylight, the robber  getting 
away with $50. The man purchased a 
ticket for Danville, had the agent at 
the point of a gun after the  train  had 
started while he went through the  cash 
drawer and hopped on to the last 
coach. He left the train at Glover 
and took a north-bound train on the 
Chicago & Eastern Illinois. 

Chicago.—The Sportsmen's Club of 
America has arranged a  complete  pro- 
gram for Friday, ''Beachey night" 
Jack \riles, chairman of the aviation 
committee, will have charge of the af- 
fair and will give a talk on the bene- 
fits of hydroaeroplanes in war times, 
and Beachey will also give an illus- 
trated talk describing his loop the loop 
act and other special features per- 
formed in the air. 

Peoria.—Cliff Logan, a negro, shot 
and killed his wife here and escaped, 
only to be cornered later on the out- 
skirts of the city, where he was holding 
a posse at bay. The sounds of the re- 
volver shots from Logan's borne at- 
tracted the attention of neighbors, who 
summoned the police. They arrived 
In time  to see the negro making for 
the edge of the city on foot. A posse 
was quickly made up of deputy sberlffs 
and city patrolmen and they went in 
several automobiles to the edge of 
town, where the negro was seen to 
enter the cornfield. The negro is a 
desperate character and is armed with 
two pistols. 

Pane—William Eugene Hayward, 
seventy-three years old, former mayor 
of Pena, Civil war captain and lieu- 
tenant, retired banker and philan- 
thropist, died in Boston, Mass. Mr. 
Hayward had been Ill two years and 
was at Marblehead,  A18.138, for ocean 
treatment He was one of the largest 
land owners in central Illinois  and 
had large holdings in Missouri, Kan- 
sas and Nebraska. His fortune is es- 
timated at $1,000,000. His wife, Mrs. 
Clara M. Hayward and daughters, 
Mrs. Susan Schneider of Indianapolis 
and Mrs. Evadna Hlbben of Brooklyn, 
N. Y., survive. 

Rockdale.—Mrs. Katherine Didzolis 
and her five children of Rockdale filed 
nuit against James Yuskes, a saloon- 
keeper of Rockdale, demanding $10,- 
000 damages. They aver that their 
husband and father Anton° Didzolls. 
while drunk in Yuskes' saloon, was 
burned by persons in the resort, ren- 
dering him  a  cripple for life. 

Carml.—John H. Cook was arrested 
here charged with bigamy. Miss Caro- ' 
tine Bond, whom Cook is alleged tr 
have married here last March, says, 
her complaint that she traced C 
to Ottawa where she found Mrs. 
No. 1 with him. 

face for a moment, then she beckoned 
him. He came instantly Ito  the cab 
window. 

"Is this your beat every night?" 
Every night this week," said the 

man  in blue. 
'The men in the bread line have 

dispersed, Do you know where they 
go?" 

"Where they go, lady?" The police- 
man smiled. "I couldn't tell you no 
more where they go than if they were 
rabbits scurrying to their holes." 

Dorcas shivered. "Are they abso- 
lutely homeless—on such a night as 
this?" 

"A good share of them are." The 
man spoke with litthis  interest..  The 
misery in the streets of New York was 
an old story to him. 

"Do the same men come to the line 
night after night?" 

"A man has to be mighty hungry 
when  he stands an hour or two wait- 
ing for a hunk of bread. If his luck 
turn he drops out. Still, I've seen 
the same faces there every night for  a 

Before the middle of October a]) the 
parts were in rehearsal except two. 
An Englishwoman, Zilla Paget, was 
crossing the Atlantic to play "Mrs.. Es- 
terbrook." Oswald refused obstinately 
to give "Cordelia" to any actress that 
Wentworth suggested. 

"We must close with somebody 
mighty quick," said Enoch, when Os- 
wald had turned down Katherine 
Dean. 

"Miss .  Dean is not even to be 
thought of," answered the Englishman 
decisively. 	"She's 	beautiful. but 
where s her feeling, her Intelligence? 
I eat watching her face—the light fell 
strong upon her while you talked. 
Thetis- absolutely nothing to her but 
beauty." 

p . 

 

She can act," insisted Wentworth, 
"I've seen her act. It Isn't acting 

we want In  'Cordelia.' The woman 
who plays 'Cordelia' must have feel- 
ing, tender, compassionate understand- 
ing, dignity, with a young face—not a 
face into which youth Is painted." 

"'Cordelia' must have beauty." 
"We may get both. I am not search- 

ing for 'Cordelia' among the stars. I 
have hopes of finding her among the 
unknowns." 

"That's a risky proposition," said 
Wentworth impatiently. "'Cordelia' 
is a big part. Why, it's almost leading 
business—it ought to be in rehearsal 
now; 

"Wait a few days," suggested Os- 
wald. "Now, tell me, when is Merry 
to show np? He should have been 
here a week ago. Can't you wire him 
today ?" 

"I'll do it right away." Wentworth 
tossed his hat on  his  head and left 
the office. He drew a long breath, 
when he stepped out on the sidewalk, 
and looked anxiously up and down 
Broadway as if hoping to see Merry 
approach with his nonchalant stride. 
He paused for a moment to light a 
cigar, then started at a brisk gait 
down the street. He was accosted 
here and there by a friend. Each one 
offered  congratulations. He was in no 
mood for that sort of thing. A block 
further ahead he saw Phillips of the 
Herald in the moving throng. There 
would be no escaping him. He 
jumped on a downtown car, and a few 
minutes later he was at the Battery. 
lie stet ped off and crossed the square. 
The tide was coming in and a stiff 
breeze blew off the ocean. 

He seated himself on a bench and 
watched the spray dash over the pier. 
Throngs came and went, but Enoch 
did not see them His mind was cen- 
tered desperately upon one anxiety: 
Merry must be found. He had felt 
so certain that the actor might appear 
at any moment that he had allowed 
Oswald to think he knew where he 
was. He reported him half-sick. try- 
ing to recuperate, and hating the 
worry of a lawsuit with an agry man- 
ager, which Oswald was trying to 
settle out of court. He assured him 
that the comedian was letter perfect 
In his part; all he needed was to ap- 
pear at late rehearsals. The strain, 
however, was telling on Wentworth 
He had grown nervous and irritable. 
Oswald saw traces of it, but laid It to 
anxiety over the preparations for his 
play. 

Dorcas realized the change in her 
brother and felt It keenly. She con- 
trasted the care-free, generous. gay 
Enoch as he had been a month ago, 
with the man who had aged suddenly, 
who was growing morose, fretful, un- 
communicative, and impatient over 
trifles. Day after day she saw less 
of him. His plea was hard work, so 
the girl was left to her oven devices. 
She had few friends in the city. She 
spent the fall days in long, solitary 
walks, and her mind dwelt constantly 
on Merry. Her brother scarcely men- 
tioned the play to her. She read news 
of it in the papers. Through them 
came the information that Enoch bad 
relinquiobed journalism and was work- 
ing on the production of a new play 
by  a new author She drew a long 
breath of relief over that announce- 
ment. She felt sure Enoch would do 
full justice to Merry when the time 
arrived. She was too proud to ask 
questiona. Her brother had always 
taken her completely into his confi- 
dence; sbe was certain he would do so 
again when the toil and worry were 
Over, 

Wentworth watched her closely. He 
realized how she felt his reticence and 
change of feeling; her every glance 
told it. He wondered frequently what 
the thoughts were that she did not 
Put tate words  in ever; woman be 

room for him. His face flushed hotly 
when his glance fell on the headlines 
of a paper that lay in Dorcas' lap. 

"Have you seen the story about 
yourself in the Times?" 

"Of course I have," answered Enoch 
impatiently. "It was not my doing. 
Oswald insisted on it, Every paper is 
clamoring for news. We reprodnee 
the play the first week of December." 

"The paper speaks of you alone. 
Merry isn't given credit for even sug- 
gesting the plot His name is not 
mentioned." 

Wentworth's brow wrinkled into an 
ugly scowL "How could he be men- 
tioned? He can't be found—any- 
where." 

"Mr Oswald said yesterday he was 
in the Catskills, ready to come on 
at a moment's notice." 

"I wish to God he were!" cried 
Wentworth desperately. 

"Why don't you tell Mr. Oswald the 
truth  9"  

"Dorcas, you're a child. You don't 
understand that I am up against a 
harder proposition than I can meet" 

"It seems to me, Enoch," said the 
girl slowly, "if you had not—" 

She did not finish the sentence. She 
had turned her eyes away from her 
brother and stared at the multitude 
of craft in the bay, jostling each 
other as vehicles do on Broadway. 

"Had not what?" he Insieted. 
She met his eyes calmly and they 

wavered before her own. "I mean if 
you had not made a false start—If you 
had gone into this honestly—every- 
thing would have come out happily." 

Wentworth did not answer. 
"I can't feel, Enoch, that Merry has 

had fair play." 
The man stamped his foot impa- 

"Help me to find him, then. Things 
will straighten out if he puts In an 
appearance Come, let us walk home. 
It's too chilly for you to eft here." 

Dorcas rose and folded the paper 
which lay on her lap. She kept up 
with her brother's long strides through 
the crowd that thronged Broadway. 
Aftet a few minutes' silence he asked 
suddenly: "How did you happen to 
see Mr. Oswald yesterday?" 

"He called at the house." 
"About what?" 
"On businese. He has asked me to 

play 'Cordelia.'" 
"It might have occurred to him to 

consult me!" 
Wentworth stopped for a second. 

Dorcas was not looking at him—her 
eyes were turned straight ahead on 
the hustling (street 

"Why didn't he speak to me first?" 
he perefsreet 

The Bread Line. 
"Miss Wentworth, what does 'Hilda 

in 'The Master Builder' mean to you?" 
asked Grant Oswald during the first 
lull of quiet they met after leaving 
the theater. Their cab had been held 
up in a Broadway blockade and the 
street became suddenly still. "She 
means something. Ibsen, first, last, 
and all the time, deals in parables. Six 
people whom I know, intelligent 
people, have six different interpreta- 
tions of 'Hilda.' 1 am curious to 
know what she stands for to you." 

Dorcas turned her candid gray eyes 
to his. 

"I see only one thing—conscience. 
She appears when the 'Master Build- 
er,' by one cruel, unjust, selfish action, 
is bound to go down to the depths. 
Nothing can save him but his con- 
science. 'Hilda' is his conscience. of 
course." 

"That to my interpretation exactly. 
It is a wonderful play!" 

"It is a wonderful play." She point- 
ed to a crowd on the sidewalk. ''What 
is that string of men" she asked. 
Their cab had been moving step by 
step for half a block. Again It came 
to a standstill. 

"It's the bread line. Had you never 
seen it before?" 

"No. Who are the men?" 
"God knows!" answered the Eng- 

lishman, with a thrill of compassion 
in his voice. "They are a lot of half- 
frozen, starving, human wreckage, 
who have been waiting there for an 
hour to get a loaf of bread." 

Dorcas lowered the carriage win- 
dow and gazed out. Oswald watched 
her. The girl's face mirrored her feel- 
ings so keenly he could feel what was 
passing in her mind. Her lips quiv- 
ered and tears hung on her lashes. 
She could not trust herself to speak. 

"I shall never forget how that pitiful 
line appealed to me the first time I 
saw it," the man continued, "although 
I had known the poor of London since 
boyhood. This homeless, famished, 
orderly column, growing and growing 
as one man after another comes creep- 
ing from his burrow to hold a place, 
was too much for me I stood watch- 
ing it from that corner," he pointed 
across the street, "night after night I 
used to try to help. In a few cases I 
did manage to put a man on his feet. 
The task  WE  generally hopeless, ex- 
cept that I could satisfy the hunger 
of the moment. During hard winters 
in New York I have seen the line 
grow till there were hundreds in it. 
Sometimes it goes down Tenth street 
and around the corner." 

Dorcas turned to look at him. Tears 
stood in her eyes and her lips quiv- 
ered. 

"I understand," he went on. "You 
are wondering why we, well clothed, 
fed and sheltered from the wind, are 
here, and they are—there. I  do  not 
know. It is a problem as old as the 
world itself. All we can do is to help 
individually, man to man." 

Dorcas' gaze went back to the bread 
line. Oswald sat in thoughtful ellence. 

"Don't think me sacrilegious, Mr. 
Oswald,' she confessed, "but when I 
see such misery it makes  1110  wonder 
if the Eternal himself has a con- 
fidence." She sat watching the line 
of patient, pallid men. 	Stragglers 

I  crept up to join it from every clinic- 
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