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Horatio Alger or, the American Hero Era,
published by Wayside Press, 1964, as the
leading authority on the subject.

Manuscripts relating to Horatio Alger's
life and works are solicited by the
editor.
* * *
THE ALBERT JOHANNSEN
COLLECTION OF DIME NOVELS
by Jack Bales

Ever hear of Malaeska, or the Indian
Wife of the White Hunter? It was Ameri-
ca's first dime novel, published in 1860
by Erastus Beadle, and it sold over
300,000 copies during its publishing
history. However, although all aficio-
nados of this 'vanished literature' are
undoubtedly acquainted with Albert
Jjohannsen's superb study of Beadle's
book company and its publications, The
House of Beadle and Adams and Its

Dime and Nickel Novels, probably few

are aware of the location of the
material Johannsen used in the writing
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of his three volume history of this
publishing house.

I am indebted to Miss Debbie Osterloh
of the University of Illinois Graduate
School of Library Science for sending
me the following information. Earlier
this year, Robert B. Downs, interna-
tionally known librarian and scholar,
wrote Guide to Illinois Library Re-
sources. Published in Chicago by the
American Library Association, this book
alphabetically arranges by subjects the
various types of materials that are in
libraries throughout Illinois. One of
the headings is ''dime novels," and
quoting from the passage under it:

"Northern Illinois University Library
has the Johannsen Collection: A compre-
hensive collection of material origin-
ally collected by Albert Johannsen, the
author of The House of Beadle and
Adams.. . .In summary, there are 6,593
Beadle and Adams publications, 2,102
other 'dime novels,' 600 periodicals
and pamphlets on various subjects re-
lating in the main to 'dime novels' and
their writers; 560 miscellaneous books
including reference works relating to
'dime novels,' and other items from the
personal and professional library of
the late Albert Johannsen; 13 bound
volumes of manuscript material relating
to the work The House of Beadle and
Adams and Its Dime and Nickel Novels; 4
boxes of miscellaneous manuscript mate-
rial, photographs, negatives, scrapbook
material, etc., all relating to Beadle
and Adams publications and the subject

of 'dime novels' in general."
* ® %

Keeping on the subject of dime novels,
in the June, 1974 issue of PCAN (Popu-
lar Culture Association Newsletter),
this was written about the famous Hess
Collection at the University of Minnes-
ota: '''Hess Collection: Dime Novels,
Story Papers, Boys & Girls Series
Books, Paperbound Libraries,' a 20 page
pamphlet is available free on request
from the Curator, Hess Collection, 109
Walter Library, University Libraries,
University of Minnesota, Minneapolis,
Minnesota 55455."
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Horatio Alger and Profits

By IRvING KRISTOL

Over these past months, I have been at-
tending many conferences of businessmen,
and it almost alwagy happens that some-
one will intervene w inquire, plaintively:
“What can we do to make the profit mo-
tive respectable once again?’’ Or: “Why,
in view of the general prosperity which the
free exercise of the profit motive has
brought to our society, is it held in such
low esteem —indeed, in contempt—by intel-
lectuals, academics, students, the media,
politicians, even our very own children?”
Or: “Why is the profit-seeking business-
man, who creates affluence for everyone,
a somewhat less than reputable figure in
American society today?'

Whatever the precise wording, it's a
fascinating and important question. In
some ways, it may be the most important
question confronting our liberal-capitalist
society. There can be no doubt that, if
business as an occupation and business-
men as a class continue to drift in popular
opinion from the center of respectability to
its margins, then liberal capitalism—and
our liberal political system with it—has
precious little chance for survival.

But, as phrased, it is also the wrong
question—in the sense that it reveals how
antibusiness opinion has shaped the think-
ing and the language of businessmen them-
selves. For the idea that the businessman
is ruled solely by “‘the profit motive," that
he is simply an acquisitive creature lusting
after the greatest possible gain, and that
liberal-capitalist society is nothing more
than an “‘acquisitive society,” was origi-
nally proposed as an indictment of our so-
cio-economic system, and is still taken by
many to be exactly that.

Indeed, if the description is true, the in-
dictment is inevitable. Who on earth wants
to live in a society in which all—or even a
majority —of one's fellow citizens are fully
engaged in the hot pursuit of money, the
single-minded pursuit of material self-in-
terest? To put it another way: Who wants
to live in a society in which selfishness and
self-seeking are celebrated as primary vir-
tues? Such a society is unfit for human
habitation—thus sayeth the Old Testament,
the New Testament, the Koran, the Greek
philosophers, the medieval theologians, all
of modern moral philosophy. So if capital-
ism is what this indictment claims it is—if
it is what so many businessmen today
seem to think it is—then it is doomed, and
properly.

But this is not what a liberal-capitalist
society is supposed to be like, and it was
only in recent decades that anyone thought
it was supposed to be like that. As a mat-
ter of fact, if this had been the original
idea of capitalism, it could never have
come into existence—not in a civilization
still powerfully permeated by Christian
values and Christian beliefs. Certainly cap-
italism did free the spirit of commercial
enterprise from its feudal and mercantilist
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fetters. It did legitimate the pursuit of
self-interest—but the pursuit of self-inter-
est rightly understood. And when this capi-
talistic ethic is itself rightly understood as
an ethic, it turns out to be something quite
different from a mere unleashing of ‘‘the
profit motive."’

Businessmen as Heroes

If one wants to appreciate the moral di-
mensions of the liberal-capitalist perspec-
tive, there is no better place to look than in
the Horatio Alger novels—the only sub-
stantial body of American literature where
businessmen are heroes rather than vil-
lains. These novels, of course, are no longer
read today. But prior to World War II,
they were still in wide circulation and
were being avidly read by adolescent boys.
They had by then been enormously popular
for half a century, so presumably they cor-
responded to certain deep American be-
liefs. And what does one discover when one
returns to a reading of Horatio Alger?
Well, one discovers nothing like a celebra-
tion of *“‘the profit motive,"" pure and sim-
ple. Instead, one finds a moral conception
of business as an honorable vocation for
honorable men. A profitable vocation, to
be sure. But profitable because honorable,
not vice versa.

The basic assumption of Horatio Alger
is that the life of business is a good life be-
cause it helps develop certain admirable
traits of character: probity, diligence,
thrift, self-reliance, self-respect, candor,
fair dealing, and so on—all those ‘‘bour-
geois virtues'' which no one quite believes
in any more. A young man who enters the
vocation of business must have these vir-
tues latent within him, or else he cannot
succeed honorably. And if he does succeed
honorably, he will represent these virtues
in their fullest form. Horatio Alger's suc-
cess stories are also full-blooded morality
tales.

It is also important to notice what Hora-
tio Alger does not say. He does not say you
cannot succeed otherwise—''speculators"’
and ‘‘freebooters’’ (wheeler-dealers, we
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Today, businessmen des-
perately try to defend their
vocation as honorable be-
cause profitable. Without
realizing it, they are stand-
ing Horatio Alger on his
head. It won’t work.

should say) may indeed become wealthy,
but such types are not honorable business-
men. They can become wealthy but are
never ‘‘success stories,’’ since they have
only enriched but not ‘'bettered” them-

selves, i.e., their characters have been in
no way improved by their active lives. Nor
does he say that success under capitalism
is an analogue to the ‘‘survival of the fit-
test” in nature: the law of the jungle is no
suitable model for human association in
society. Nor does he say that ‘‘private
vices'' (e.g., selfishness, greed, avarice)
are justifiable because they may result in
“‘public benefits'’ (e.g., economic growth);
he insists on a continuity between private
ethics and the social ethic of a good soci-
ety. All of these other apologia for liberal
capitalism, which we are familiar with,
are curtly dismissed by him as unaccept-
able to anyone with a more than rudimen-
tary moral sensibility.

Now, it is true that Horatio Alger wrote
fiction, not fact. But it will not do to dis-
miss him as a mere fancifier and myth-
maker. To begin with, he would never
have been so popular, for so long, if his
conception of American society had been
utterly fanciful. His readers understood
that he was writing stories, not sociology
—but they apparently perceived some
connection between his stories and the
reality of their socio-economic order.
There was in fact such a connection, which
even we can still dimly perceive. Some of
us are old enough to remember that there
was a time when the only thing more re-
prehensible than buying on the installment
plan was selling on the installment plan—it
encouraged. '‘fecklessness.”” And we still
have some business institutions which
could only have been founded in Horatio
Alger's world. Thus, on the floors of our
various stock and commodity exchanges,
transactions involving millions of dollars
take place on the basis of nothing more
than mutual trust: there, a businessman’s
word is his bond. Imagine trying to set up
such institutions today! A thousand law-
yers, to say nothing of the SEC, would be
quick to tell you that such confidence in
the honor of businessmen is inconsistent
with sound business practices.

What the 20th Century has witnessed is
the degradation of the bourgeois-capitalist
ethic into a parody of itself —indeed, into
something resembling what the critics of
liberal capitalism had always accused it of
being. These critics, intellectuals and
men of letters above all, never did like
modern liberal society because it was
“vulgar'' —i.e., it permitted ordinary men
and women, in the marketplace, to deter-
mine the shape of this civilization, a pre-
rogative that intellectuals and men of let-
ters have always claimed for themselves.
(This is why so many intellectuals and

men of letters naturally tend to favor some
form of benevolent despotism, in our
time called “‘a planned society."') But their
criticism was relatively ineffectual so long
as liberal capitalism was contained within
a bourgeois way of life and sustained by
a bourgeois ethos, the way of life and the
ethos celebrated by Horatio Alger. The




common man has always preferred bour-
geols capitalism to its intellectual critics;
in the United States he still does. for the
most part

But the trouble is that capitalism out-
grew, as it were, its bourgeois origins and
became a system for the impersonal liber-
ation and satisfaction of appetites—an en-
gine for the creation of "“affluence,”” as we
say. And such a system, governed by
purely materialistic conceptions and in-
fused with a purely acquisitive ethos, is de-
fenseless before the critique of its intellec-
tuals. Yes, it does provide more food, bet-
ter housing, better health, to say nothing of
all kinds of pleasant conveniences. Only a
saint or a snob would dismiss these
achievements lightly. But anyone who na-
ively believes that, in sum, they suffice to
legitimize a socio-economic system knows
little of the human heart and soul. People
can learn to despise such a system even
while enjoying its benefits.
Placid Acceptances

Nothing more plainly reveals the moral
anarchy that prevails within the business
community today than the way in which it
can placidly accept—indeed, participate in
—the anti-bourgeois culture that is now
predominant. How many businessmen

The preceding piece, "Horatio Alger and
originally appeared in the
July 11, 1974 edition of The Wall

It is reprinted with
permission of The Wall Street Journal ©

Profits,’

Street Journal.
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walked out indignantly from a movie like
“The Graduate,” which displayed them
tand their wives) as hollow men and
women, worthy of nothing but contempt?
Not many. I would think —the capacity for
indignation withers along with self-respect.
How many businessmen refuse, as a mat-
ter of honor and of principle, to advertise
in a publication such as The Rolling Stone
or even Playboy —publications which make
a mockery of their industry, their integ-
rity, their fidelity, the very quality of their
lives? The question answers itself.

If businessmen are nothing but mer-
chants of affluence, then their only claim
to their rights and prerogatives is that
they can perform this task more efficiently
than the government can. This assertion is
unquestionably true, but it really is irrele-
vant. Efficiency is not a moral virtue and
by itself never legitimizes anything. It is
the culture of a society—by which I mean
its religion and its moral traditions, as
well as its specific arts—which legitimizes
or illegitimizes its institutions. For dec-
ades now, liberal capitalism has been liv-
ing off the inherited cultural capital of the
bourgeois era, has benefitted from a moral
sanction it no longer even claims. That leg-
acy is now depleted, and the cultural envi-
ronment has turned radically hostile.

1974 Dow Jones & Company, Inc. All
The author, Irving
Kristol, has also given permission for

Rights Reserved.

his head.

Newsboy to reprint his article.

Kenneth B. Butler, co-founder of the
lloratio Alger Society, has written these
remarks concerning Mr. Kristol's essay.
Newsboy also welcomes other's opinions
of this rather thought provoking work.

Today, businessmen desperately try to
defend their vocation as honorable because
profitable. Without realizing it, they are
standing Horatio Alger on his head. It
won't work. That inverted moral ethos
makes no moral sense, as our culture
keeps telling us, from the most popular
movie to the most avant-garde novel. This
culture is not, as it sometimes pretends,
offended by some bad things that some
businessmen do, it is offended by what
businessmen are or seem to be—exem-
plars of the naked ‘‘profit motive.” Busi-
nessmen, of course, are unaccustomed to
taking culture seriously. They didn't Liave
to, so long as it was mainly a bourgeois
culture, with anti-bourgeois sentiments
concentrated on the margins. Today, un-
less they start trying to figure out a way to
<ope with the new cultural climate, they
are likely to catch a deathly chill. It may
be a bad time for businessmen to sell stock
(or buy stock) but it would seem to be a
good time for them to take stock.

Mr. Kristol is Henry Luce Professor of
Urban Values at New York University and
co-editor of the quarterly The Public Inter-
est. He is also a member of the Journal’'s
Board of Contributors, four distinguished
professors who contribute periodic articles
reflecting a broad range of views.

recent issue of The Wall Street Journal,
saying that today businessmen desper-
ately try to defend their vocation as
honorable, because it is profitable.
Without realizing it, writes Mr. Krist-
ol, they are standing Horatio Alger on
"It won't work," says this
professor from New York University.

Today's society, he says, holds the

profit motive in contempt.
Alger's tenet that getting ahead de-
velops character, probity, diligence,
thrift, self-reliance and fair-dealing.
Wheeler-dealers and unscrupulous free-

They scorn

booters often got rich in Alger's

A COMMENTARY ON
""HORATIO ALGER AND PROFITS"
by Kenneth B. Butler

Poor Horatio Alger's character or abili-
ties are always being assassinated.

He's accused by one of being a woman
chaser, by others as being a hack writer
of the lowest order, by some as writing
eloquently about riches but having him-
self died with little of the world's
goods. -

Now comes Irving Kristol, in a well-
written piece prominently featured in a

stories, but were never successful,
since they only enriched themselves and
did not better themselves.

Without realizing it, perhaps, Professor
Kristol is not saying that Alger was
merely a fancifier. Ile is saying that
Alger wrote factually but that today's
society has turned hostile and wants
neither facts nor sentiment.

But I am unimpressed. I still believe
in the Bible, the adages of Alexander
Pope, and the wholesome naivety of
Horatio Alger.
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BOOK MART

The listing of Alger books in this de-
partment is free to our members. Please
list title, publisher, condition and
price. P = Poor, F = Fair, G = Good,

VG = Very Good. :

Offered by Edward T. LeBlanc, 87 School
Street, Fall River, Mass. 02720.
Satisfaction guaranteed or money re-

funded. Post paid. 10% discount on net

sales of $10.00 or over.

Andy Gordon NYB G $1.50
(dated 1910)

Bob Burton Burt G 2.00
(campfire cover)

Bob Burton Dono. G 1.50

(books and candle on orange cover)

Bob Burton Dono. G 2.00
(books and candle on blue-green cover)

Bound to Rise Trade G 1.50
(RR Station on cover - no endpapers)

Bound to Rise Dono. G 3.00
(boy reading paper on cover)

Bound to Rise World S. VG 1.00
(red cover - thin edition)

The Cash Boy NYB G 1.50
(dated 1909)

C. Codman's Cruise Winston G 3.00
(ADT messenger on cover)

Chester Rand Hurst G 2.50
(pasted-on cover - no front end paper)

Cousin's Conspiracy Hurst G 2.50
(blue cover - missing front end paper)

Cousin's Conspiracy Hurst G 3.00
(pasted-on red cover)

Digging for Gold Winston G 3.00
(ADT messenger on cover)

Do and Dare World S, V¢ 1.50
(dust jacket a little ragged)

Facing the World World S. VG 1.50
(with dust jacket)

Facing the World World S. VG 2.00
(purple cover - thick edition)

Facing the World Hurst F 2.00
(pasted-on cover)

Frank's Campaign World Ve 1.00
(red cover - thin edition)

From Farm to Fortune G&D G 10.00

Frank's Campaign World S. VG 1.00
(red cover - thin edition)

Grit Hurst G 3.00
(pasted-on cover)
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Hector's Inheritance DBurt ST 50
(a little shaken

Helping Himself Hurst G 3.0
(pasted-on cover - end paper missing)

Helping Himself World S. VG 1.50
(red cover - thin edition - with dj)
Helping Himself World P. VG 1.59
(red cover - thin edition - with dj)
Helping Himself Saal. G 1.00
(small thin edition)

Helping Himself
(thin edition)

H. Carter's Legacy NYB G 1.50
(dated 1909)

H. Carter's Legacy Mershon G 2.50
(shows a little wear)

In a New World Hurst F 2.+50
(boy with knapsack on cover)

In a New World Burt F 2,00
(boy at campfire on cover)

Dono. G 1.50

Jed, the Poorhouse B. Burt VG 3.00
(boy at campfire on cover)
Joe's Luck Burt F 2.00

(boy hunter and dog on cover)
Joe's Luck World P. VG 1.50
(with dust jacket)

Julius the Street Boy Hurst 2.00
(shaken - pasted-on cover)

Julius the Street Boy NYB G 1.50
(dated 1909)

Julius the Street Boy NYB G 1.50
(dated 1910)

Luke Walton - NYB G 1.50

(dated 1910)

Phil the Fiddler
(pasted-on cover)
Risen from the Ranks

(newsboy on cover)
Risen from the Ranks NY Pub. 2.00
(red cover - slightly warped)

Dono. G 2.00

Hurst F 2.00

Shifting for Himself Burt G 1.50
(boy with knapsack on cover)
Shifting for Himself NYB G 1.50

(dated 1910)

Slow and Sure Winston G 2.00
(ADT messenger on cover)

The Store Boy Winston F 2.00
(pasted-on cover)

Strong and Steady Burt G 2.00
(boy at campfire on cover)
Struggling Upward Burt F 2.00

(boy at campfire on cover)
Struggling Upward Hurst G 2.50
(pasted-on cover)
The Telegraph Boy Burt G

(S8 ]
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(boy at campfire on cover)

Try and Trust Hurst G $2.50
(pasted-on cover)

The Young Acrobat Burt G 2.50
(boy at campfire on cover)

The Young Adventurer NYB G 1.50

(dated 1910)
Young Bank Messenger Winston F 2.00
(ADT messenger on cover)

The Young Miner Burt G 2.50
(boy hunter in forest)
The Young Miner HTC P 1.50

(badly shaken)
The Young Musician Hurst G 2.00
(pasted-on cover - end paper missing)

The Young Musician Burt F 1.50
(shaken - pasted-on cover)
The Young Salesman Burt G 2.00

(pasted-on cover)

(Editor's Note: Eddie LeBlanc's method
of describing a book's condition in a
manner other than just '"poor," "fair,"
"good," or "very good," is an excellent
idea! Besides giving the potential
buyer a clearer idea as to the volumes'
condition, it also enables him to dif-
ferentiate between editions. For ex-
ample, there are many Burt editions, and
just the word "Burt" beside the title
does not tell the buyer a great deal.
However, when "boy hunter and dog on
cover" is also appended, he knows which
edition is being referred to.

A fact which some of our newer members
may not know is that Eddie is editor of
The Dime Novel Round-Up, an excellent
publication which many H.A.S. members
subscribe to. It has featured some
very good Alger articles in the past,
and it covers many boys' books besides
just dime novels. Subscription price
is $5.00 per year).
%

%* *

President's Column
by Bob Bennett
RAGGED DICK - THE FIRST ALGER SERIAL

Ragged Dick, Horatio Alger's best known
work, is often referred to as his first
book. Alger buffs know that it was
actually his eighth published volume;
however, it was the first Alger tale
published as a book that originally

appeared in serial form.

Ragged Dick appeared during 1867 in the
twelve monthly issues of Student and
Schoolmate. This successful story
paper was edited by William Taylor
Adams, better known by his pseudonym,
Oliver Optic.

You will recall that it was Adams who
aided Alger in getting his first book,
Bertha's Christmas Vision, published by
Brown, Bazin & Company in 1856.

Horatio had submitted several short
stories to the Adams publication and
Adams suggested that instead of writing
short stories about street urchins,
Alger should expand the concept and
prepare a full-length story to appear
as a serialization. Horatio's original
effort was entitled "Among the Boot-
blacks," and it was Adams who created
the title, "Ragged Dick," after the
hero of the tale. Adams also arranged
with Aaron Loring to publish the story
in book form following its serial run.*

Ragged Dick became the first of six
full-length stories to appear in Student
and Schoolmate. Each story covered the
twelve monthly issues for each year,
1867-72.

The complete bibliography of Alger mate-
rial appearing in Student and Schoolmate
follows.

Full-length Stories:

Ragged Dick - Vol. 19, No. 1 to Vol. 20,
No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1867.

Fame and Fortune - Vol. 21, No. 1 to
Vol. 22, No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1868.
Rough and Ready - Vol. 23, No. 1 to Vol.
24, No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1869.

Rufus and Rose - Vol. 25, No. 1 to Vol.
26, No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1870.

Paul, the Peddler - Vol. 27, No. 1 to
Vol. 28, No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1871.

Slow and Sure - Vol. 29, No. 1 to Vol.
30, No. 6; Jan. to Dec., 1872.

Short Stories:
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"Squire Pitman's Peaches'" - Vol. 16, No.

1; July, 1865.

"Deacon Baxter's Cow" - Vol. 16, No. 3;
Sept., 1865.

"The Worst Boy in School" - Vol. 16, No.
6; Dec., 1865.

"Sam's Adventures" - Vol. 17, Nos. 1, 2,
3; Jan., Feb., March, 1866.

"Seeking His Fortume" - Vol. 17, Nos. 3,
4; March, April, 1866.

"The Rivals" - Vol. 17, Nos. 5, 6; May,
June, 1866.

"Harry Lynch's Trip to Boston" - Vol.
18, Nos. 1, 3, 4; July, Sept., Oct.,
1866.

"The King of the Play-Ground" - Vol. 18,
Nos. 5, 6; Nov., Dec., 1866.

"Giacomo's Good Luck" - Vol. 20, No. 4;
Oct., 1867.

"Little Phil's Christmas Dinner" - Vol.
20, No. 6; Dec., 1867.

"How Pat Paid the Rent'" - Vol. 21, No.
3; March, 1868.

"George Conant's Terrible Adventure" -
Vol. 23, Nos. 3, 4, 5; March, April,
May, 1869.

Poems:

"Song of the Croaker' - Vol. 14, No. 4;
Oct., 1864.

"Where is My Boy Tonight?" - Vol. 14,
No. 5; Nov., 1864.

"Introductory Poem for a May Festival" -
Vol. 19, No. 5; May, 1867.

"John Maynard" - Vol. 21, No. 1; Jan.,
1868.

Note that each volume covered a six
month period. 0dd numbered volumes ran
from January to June and even numbered
volumes ran from July to December.

*Cardner, Ralph D. Horatio Alger or,
the American Hero Era, Wayside Press,
Mendota, I1l., 1964, pp. 189-189.

* * *

NEWSBOY BOOK REVIEW

The Making of a Rebel.
114 pages. Naylor Co.

By Joseph Mayer.
$4.95.
by Jack Bales

As announced in last month's Newsboy,
researcher and author Joseph Mayer sent
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me a complimentary copy of his auto-
biography, The Making of a Rebel. It
was at the height of the '"Mayes-Alger"
controversy when he wrote me, and he
noted that I might enjoy his book, as
his life is similar to that of
Alger's heroes.

I've always liked autobiographies - I
suppose because there is always a
special flavor - an abundance of anec-
dotes - that is never present in just
biographies. For those H.A.S. members
who have read Gilbert Patten's auto-
biography, Frank Merriwell's 'Father',
you'll find Mayer's book similar to it
in that there is a wealth of lively
and interesting stories connected with
the author's life.

The book begins with Mayer's recol-
lections of growing up in New York
during the Gay Nineties, and ends with
his graduation from Southwesternm Uni-
versity in Austin, Texas. The title
is reflected throughout his work, as
Mayer relates how he developed his
nature of self-reliance and his habit
of not letting anyone do his thinking
for him. For example, at Southwestern,
one of the traditions was staging a
mock debate on the subject of woman
suffrage. Quoting from the autobiog-
raphy: "The spoof involved elaborate
horseplay such as pounding the rostrum
and allegedly quoting from a high
stack of law books - all in fun, with
the audience cheering lustily at the
wisecracks." However, at the school's
most important debate of the year,
Mayer decided to treat the matter ser-
jously, and the contest ended “in a@
complete rout. The opposition, the
audience, the judges were aghast.
Didn't know what had struck them, so
deep at the time was the prejudice
against woman suffrage. The judges
(one chewing tobacco) shook their
heads in open hostility, but the deci-
sion was inescapable. /[ The opposi-
tion_/ went down ignominiously.” (pp.
95-96) .

Refreshing and light reading, The
Making of a Rebel is a breezy account




THE

DISAGREEABLE WOMAN.,

CHAPTER I.
A SOCIAL MYSTERY.

“If I live till next July, I shall be
twenty-nine years old,” simpered the
young widow, and she looked around the
table, as if to note the effect of such an
incredible statement.

“ You look much older,” said the Dis-
agreeable Woman, looking up from her
tea and buttered toast.

There was a general silence, and the
boarders noted with curiosity the effect
of this somewhat unceremonious re-
mark.

Mrs. Wyman, the young widow, flushed
and directed an angry and scornful look
at the last speaker.

| am sure I am very much obliged to
you,” she said.

“You are quite welcome,’
Disagreeable Woman, calmly.

“You look older than I do,” said the
widow, sharply.

“Very possibly,” said the Disagrecable
Woman, not at all excited.

“ Do you mind telling us how old you
are?”

“Not at all!
age—"

All bent forward to listen. Why isit
that we take so much interest in the ages
of our acquaintances? There was evi-
dently a strong desire to learn the age
of the Disagrecable Woman. But she
disappointed the general expectation.

« 1 have reached the age of discretion,”
she continued, finishing the sentence.

“Who is that woman?" I asked my
next neighbor, for I was a new comer at
Mrs. Gray's table.

“ Wait till after breakfast and [ will tell
you,” he answered.

Mrs. Gray kept a large boarding-house
on Waverley Placc. Some fifteen boarders
were gathered about the large table. I
may have occasion to refer to some of
them later. But first I will speak of my-
sellf..

1 was a young medical practitioner,
who alter practising for a year ina Jer-
sey village had come to New York in
quest of a metropolitan practise and
reputation. I was not quite penniless,
having five hundred dollars left over
from the legacy of anold aunt, the rest
of which had been used to defray the ex-
penses of my education. I had not yet
come to realize how small a sum this was

said the

I have reached the

for a professional start in the city. I had
hired an office, provided with a cabinet
bedstead, and thus saved room rent, For
table board I had been referred to Mrs.
Gray's boarding-house, on Waverley
Place.

« | boarded there once,” said the friend
who recommended me, “and found not
only a fair table but a very social and en-
tertaining family of boarders. They
were of all classes,” he continued, *“ [rom
literateurs to dry goods clerks, school-
teachers, actors, and broken-down profes-
sionals.”

This description piqued my curiosity,
and I enrolled myself as one of Mrs.
Gray's boarders, finding her terms not
beyond my modest means.

But in his list of boarders he forgot—
the Disagrecable Woman, who must have
come alter his departure.

She was tall, inclined to be slender,
with a keen face and singular eyes. She
never seemed to be excited, but was
always calm and sclf-possessed. She
seemed to have keen insight into char-
acter, and as may already be inferred, of
remarkable and even perhaps rude plain-
ness of speech. Yet though she said
sharp things she never seemed actuated
by malice or ill-nature. She did not
converse much, but was always ready to
rebuke pretension and humbug as in the
case of the young widow. What she
said of her was quite correct. I judged
from her appearance that Mrs. Wyman
must be at least thirty-five years old, and
possibly more. She evidently did not
intend to remain a widow longer than
was absolutely necessary.

She paid attention to every male
boarder at the table, neglecting none.
She even made overtures to Prof. Poppen-
dorf, a learned German, with a deep bass
voice and a German accent, whose green
goggles and shaggy hair, somewhat griz-
zled, made him a picturesque person-
ality.

We all enjoyed the rebuff which Mrs.
Wyman received from the Disagreeable
Woman, though it made us slightly
afraid of her lest our turns might come
next.

But I am keeping my readers [rom my
friend’s promised account of the lady
who had excited my curiosity.

CHAPTER 1L
THE MYSTERY DEEPENS.

« The first time I met the Disagreeable
Woman,” said my neighbor, who was a
commercial traveler, “ was on my return
from a business trip. Looking about the
table to see what changes had occurred
in the family, I saw sitting opposite to

me a woman ol somewhat unusual ap-
pearance, whose caustic speech made her
feared by the rest of the boarders. This
was three months since.”

“ What is her name ?” I asked.

“Upon my word,” he answered reflec-
tively, “I am so accustomed to hear her
spoken of as the Disagreeable Woman
that I hardly remember. Let me see—
yes, it is Blagden.”

« And the first name ?"

wlgne:

“[s it Miss or Mrs. Blagden?”

«“] don't know."

«She has been here three months and
you do not know,” I said, in surprise.

“ Precisely.”

« Did it never occur to any onc to ask
her?”

“Yes, Mrs. Wyman asked her one
day.”

“ And what did she reply ?"

“\Whichever you please—it is quite
immaterial.”

“ Do you think she has any reason to
maintain secrecy on this point ?”

« [ think not. She probably takes the
ground that it is nobody’s usiness but
her own.”

«“ How soon did she obtain her desig-
nation of the * Disagrecable Woman?'”

“ Almost immediately [judge. When
[ first met her she had been a member of
Mrs. Gray's household for a week, and
‘already this was the way she was spoken
ofi?

« suppose she does not live in the
house 7"

“ No.”

“ Where then?”

“No one knows. She comes to her
meals punctually, turning into Waverley
Place fron. Broadway.”

« fTas no one ever thought of following
her home 7"

“Yes. A young broker's clerk, on a
wager, attempted to track her to her
lodging place. She was sharp enough to
detect his purpose.  When they reached
Broadway she turned suddenly and con-
fronted him. ¢Arc you going up or
down DBroadway? she asked. *‘Up
Broadway,’ he answered with some hesi-
tation, * Thea good evenihg! 1goin the
opposite direction.’  Of course there was
nothing for him to do but to accept
the hint, which was certainly pointed
enough.”

« She must be a woman with a history,”
1 said, thoughtfully.

« Most women have histories.”

« But not out of the common.”

«True. What now do you conjecture
as to Miss Blagden's history ?

“ [ am utterly at a loss.”

«“Dc you think she has had ‘a disap-
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pointment?”

“She does not look impressionzble.
One cannot conceive of her as having an
affair of the heart.”

“1 don't know. One cannot always
judge by the exterior.”

“Do you think she has any employ-
ment 2"

“If so, no one has been able to conjec-
ture what it is.”

“To me she seems like an advocate of
Woman's Rights, perhaps a lecturer on
that subject.”

‘“Possibly, but T know of nothing to
throw light on her business or her
views."

“Do you think she is a woman of
means ?"

“Ah,” said my friend, smiling, “ you
are really beginning to show interest in
her. I believe you are unmarried ?"

The suggestion was grotesque and I
could not help smiling.

“1should pity the man who married
the ‘Disagrecable Woman,'” 1 made
answer.

“I don't know. She is not beautiful,
certainly, nor attractive, but I don’t think
she is as ill-naturcd as she appears.”

“Is this conjecture on your part?”

“Not wholly. Did you notice the
young woman who sat on her left ?”

“Yes."

“We know her as the young woman
from Macy's. Well, a month since she
was sick for a week, and unable to pay
her board. She occupies a hall bed-room
on the upper floor. Miss Blagden guessed
her trouble, and as she left the table on
Saturday night put into her hands an
envelope without a word. When it was
opened it proved to contain ten dollars,
sufficient to pay two weeks' board.”

“ Come, there seems to be something
human about the Disagreeable Woman."

“ Just so. To us it was a revelation.
But she would not allow herseli to be
thanked."”

*“That last piece of information inter-
ests me. My office practise at present is
very limited, and I find my small capital
going fast. I may need the good office
of Miss Blagden.”

“1 hope nat, but I must leave you.
My employers have sent me an orchestra
tickct to Paliner’s theatre.”

“ 1 hope you will enjoy yoursell.”

So we parted company. I went to my
offce, and spent a part of the evening in
scarching among my medical books for
some light on a case that had baffled me.
But from time to time my attention was
distracted by thoughts of the Disagreea-
ble Woman,

CHAPTER III,
PROF. POPPENDORF.

Dinner was nearly over. The dessert
had been succeeded by a dish of withered
russet apples, when Mrs. Gray, leaning
forward a little, said: “If the boarders
will kindly remain a short time, Prof.
Poppendorf has an interesting communi-
cation to make.

The learned professor cleared his
throat, removed his goggles for an in-
stant, and after wiping them carclully
with a red silk handkerchief, replaced
them on a nose of largs proportions.

“ My friends,” he said, “on Thursday
next I am to deliver a lecture at Schiller
Hall, on Second Avenue, and 1 hope I
may have the honor of seeing you all
present. The tickets are fifty cents.”

“ May I ask the subject of your lecture,
Professor ?"" asked Mrs. Wyman, with an
appearance of interest.

*Ishall lecture on * The Material and
the Immaterial,’ " answered the Professor,
in a deep bass voice.

The boarders luoked puzzled. Thean.
nouncement of the subject did not secem
to excite interest.

* Shall you treat the subject ina popu-
lar manner, Prof. Poppendorf?"” asked
the Disagrezable Woman, in a tone that
did not necessarily snggest sarcasm,

Prol. Poppendorf seemed puzzled.

“1 do not know !" he answered, “ if it
will be populor—I hope it will be in-
structive.”

“Will there be any jokes in it, Profes-
sor?” asked Sam Lindsay, a voculist from
an uptown Dime Museum.

“ Jokes!" repeated the Professor, evi-
dently scandalized, * It wou!d not be
appropriate. The subject is metaphysi-
cal. If you want jokes you must go to
the variety theatre.”

“True,” said Lindsay, “or to the Dime
Museums. We've got a man at our place
who will make you split your sides
laughing."

“1 have here some tickets,” continued
the Professor, ‘' some tickets which [ shall
be glad té dispose of in advance,” and he
drew outa package of perhaps twenty-
five. “Miss Blagden, I hope you will
patronize me."

“You may give me two,” said the Dis-
agreeable Woman, drawing a dollar bill
from her pocket, and passing it to the
Professor.

“You take two tickets?” said Mrs.
Wyman, with a knowing smile. “I sup-
pose there is a gentleman in the case.”

“ You are mistaken,” said the Disagree-
able Woman, quictly.

“You don't want both tickets for your-
self, surely?"

“ No, I shall use neither of them.”

“ You will give them away, then?”

“1 do not think so.”

“Why, then—"

“Why then do I buy them? Out of
compliment to our [riend, Prof. Poppen-
dorf, who, I hope, will win a success.”

[ thank you," said the Professor, * but
I should be glad to have you honor my
lecture with your presence.”

“T feel no particular interestin * The
Material and the Immaterial," " said Mrs.
BRlagden. * Besides I am not sure whether
1 should get any clearer ideas respeoting
them from attending your lecture.”

“You do not flatter the Professor,”
said Mrs. Wyman, appearing shocked.

“No, I never flatter any one. Why
should 17" returned the Disugreeable
Woman.

« 1 like to be flattered,” said the widow,
simpering. I like to be told that 1 am
young and charming.”

* Even if you are not.”

Mrs. Wyman - colored, and looked
annoyed. She evidently did not care to
continue her conversation with the Dis-
agreeable Woman.

“ Professor Poppendorf,” she said,
* will you allow meto suggest something
which will enable you to sella good many
tickets "

“1 should be very glad to hear," said
the Prolessor, eagerly.

“ Get Chauncey M. Depew to preside,
and introduce you to the audience.”

« 1 did ask him, but he could not come.
He is engaged to preside at a dinner
given to the Yale Footbull Team.”

“Does Mr. Depew kick football ?”
asked the young womza hom Macy's.

«] think not,” 1 ventured to say.
“ Gentlemen over forty seldom indulge
in athletics.

“] am so sorry you can't get Mr.
Depew,” said Mys. Wyman. “T should
so like to hear him.”

“You will hear me"” said Prof. Pop-
pendorf, with dignity, “if you will kindly
buy a ticket.”

Mrs. Wyman looked embarrassed.
She had a fair income, but carried
economy to a fine point.

“ Perhaps,” she said, with a hesitating
glance at the person of whom she spoke,
“ Miss Blagden will give me one of her
tickets, as she does not intend to use
either.”

“That wouldn't help the Professor,”
said Miss Blagden, quietly. *“ You had
better buy one of him."

The Professor evidently approved this
suggestion.

Mrs. Wyman reluctantly drew from
her pocket forty-five cents in change, and
tendered it to the Professor.




“ 1 will owe you a nickel,” she said.

“You can pay.it any time, my dear
lady,” said the Professcr, politely, as he
passed a ticket tq the widow.

Nearly allat the table took tickets, but
the young woman from Macy's was not
of the number. The price was small, but
she needed gloves, and could not spare
even fifty cents.

“ Prof. Poppendorf,” said a young man,
who was attached as a reporter to one of
the great morning dailies, “did 1 not
hear you say once that you knew
Bismarck ?”

“ Ah! yes,” said the Professor, “T was
at the University with Bismarck.”

“How nice!" said Mrs. Wyman, with
girlish enthusiasm. * It must have been
a great privilege.”

“ 1 don’t know," said Prof. Poppendorl,
deliberately. “ Bismarck was notagreat
student. He would notstudy. Bismarck
was wild."”

“Did he drink beer ?" asked the widow.

“Of course,” answered the Professor,
surprised ; “ why should henot? I drank
beer myself.”

“Ts it possible? I would not have be-
lieved it. Fie, Professor!”

“ Beer is a very good thing" said the
Professor, gravely. “ There were not
many of the students who could drink as
much as Bismarck.”

“And did Bismarck cars for young
ladies ?”

“ [ should think so. T had a duel with
Bismarck mysclf about a young madchen."”

More than one of the boarders smiled.
It was so difficult to associate the gray
old Professor with anything that savored
of gallantry.

* Oh, yes," he continued, * Bismarck
was tne devil among the girls.”

“Oh, Professor, I am shocked! You
should not use such a word as devil at
the table.”

* What, then, do you call him ?" asked
Prof. Poppendorf.

* He is not mentioned in polite society.
But tell us about the duel—were you
wounded ?"

“You see that scar,” said the Professor,
pointing to a slight disfigurement of his
left cheek. “ That was given me by
Bismarck."”

“Oh, how interesting! It is almost
like seeing Bismarck himself.”

“ Prof. Poppendorf,” said the Dis-
agrecable Woman, “why do you not
lecture on Bismarck, instead of the dry
subject you have announced ?”

“ You admire Bismarck, then, my dear
lady ?”

“Notatall.”

“ But [ don't understand.”

“The people are interested in him.

They don’t care for the ¢ Material and
the Immaterial.”"”

“ That is a good suggestion, Protessor,”
said the widow. *I would much rather
hear about Bismarck. 7 admire him.
Why do you not, Miss Blagden ?”

“ Because he wys a second-hand auto-
crat,” said the Disagrecable Woman.

“ Again I do not understand,” said the
Prolessor.

* He was the servant of the Emperor.
His authority did not come [rom the peo-
ple.”

There was some further conversation,
and Prof. Poppendorf promised that his
next lecture should be upon Bismarck.

CHAPTER 1V.
PROF. POPPENDORF'S LECTURE,

We all sat at supper on Thursday
evening. There was a general air of ex-
pectation. It was on this evening that
Prof. Poppendorf was to give his lecture.
Weall gazed at him with more than ordin-
ary interest. The old Professor, gray
and grim-visaged, sat more than usually
erect, and his manner and bearing were
marked by unusual dignity. He felt him-
self to be the hero of the hour.

I have neglected to say that Mrs,
Wyman had been transferred to the seat
adjoining mine. As she could not do
without masculine attention I suspect that
this arrangement was prompted by her-
sell. Henceforth I was favored with the
greater part of her conversation.

“1 am quite looking forward to Prof.
Poppendorf’s lecture!” she said. “ You
are going, are you not?”

“1 think so, but I can'tsay I am look.
ing forward to it. I fancy it will be dry
and difficult to understand.”

* You think he is a learned man, do you
not "'

“Very probably—in
tions."”

“Dr. Fenwick, I am going to ask a
favor of you.”

“1 hope it isn’t money,"” thought I, for
I was beginning to have some anxiety
about my steadily dwindling bank ac-
count.”

“Name it, Mrs. Wyman,” I said, some-
what nervously.

“[am almost ashamed to say it, but I
don’t like to go to the lecture alone.
Would you mind giving me your
escort 2"

“ With pleasure,” I answered.

“My answer was not quite truthful,
for I had intended to ask the young
woman from Macy's to uccompany me.
She was not intellectual, but she had a
fresh, country face and complexion ; she
came from Pomliret, Coinccticut, and

certain direc-

was at least ten ycars younger than Mrs.
Wyman. But what could I say? I
had not the moral courage to rcfuse a
lady.

“Thank you very much. Now I shall

look forward to the evening with
pleasure.”
“You are complimentary. Do you

expect to understand the lecture >”

“] don't know. I never gave much
thought to the ‘Material and Imma-
terial." "

“ Possibly we may understand as much
about the subject as the Prolessor him-
self.”

“ Oh, how severe youare! Now I have
great faith in the Professor's learning.”

“ He ought tobe learned. He certainly
has no physical beauty.”

Mrs. Wyman laughed.

“1 suppose few learned men are hand-
some,” she said.

“ Then perhaps | may console myself
for having so little learning. Do you
think the same rule holds good with
ladies *"

“To a certain extent. [ am sure the
principal of the seminary I attended was
frightfully plain; but I am sure she was
learned. Prof. Poppendorf, have you
sold many lecture tickets?”

“ Quitca few ! answered the Professor,
vagucly.

‘“ Arc you going to attend the lecture,
Miss Blagden?” asked the widow.

“ Miss Canby and I have agreed to go
together.”

Miss Canby was the young woman
from Macy’s. The Disagreeable Woman
finding that she wished to attend the
lecture, offered her a ticket and her com-
pany, both being thankfully accepted. So
that after all my escort was not needed
by the young woman, and I lost nothing
by my attention to the widow.

We did not rise from the table tiil
seven o'clock. Mrs. Wyman excused
herself for a short time. She wished to
dress for the lecture. The gentlemen
withdrew to the reception room, a small
and very narrow room on one side of the
hall, and waited for the ladies to appear.
Among those who scated themselves
there was the Disagreeable Woman. She
waited for the appearance of the young
woman from Macy's, whom she was to
accompany to the lecture. Somehow
she did not scem out of place in the as-
semblage of men.

“You did not at first propose to hear
Prof. Poppendor( ?” I remarked.

“ No; I shall not enjoy it. But I found
Miss Canby wished to attend.”

“ We shall probably know a good deal
more about the Material and the Imma.
terial when we return.”




“Possibly we shall know as much as
the Professor himsclf,” she answered,
quictly.

“I am afraid you are no hero wor-
shiper, Miss Blagden.”

“ Do you rcler to the Professor as a
hero

e is the hero of this evening.”

“Perhaps so. We will see.”

Prof. Poppendorf looked into the re-
ception room previous to leaving the
house. Ilc wore a long coat, or surtout,
as it used to be called—tightly buttoned
around his spare figure. There wasa
rosc in his buttonhole. I had never seen
one there belore, but then this was a
special occasion.  Ile scemed in good
sprrits, as one on the eve of a triumph.
He was content with one comprchensive
«lance.  Then he opened the front door,
and went out.

Just then Mrs. Wyman tripped into the
room, closcly followed by Ruth Canby.
The widow was quite radiant. I can’t
undertake to itemize her splendor. She
looked like a social butterfly.

Quite in contrast with her was thc
young woman from Macy's, whose garb
was almost Quaker-like in its simplicity.
Mrs. Wyman surveyed her with a con-
temptuous glance, and no doubt mentally
contrasted Lier plainness with her own
showy apparel. But the Disagreeable
Woman's eye seemed to rest approvingly
on her young companion. They started
out ahead of the rest of us.

“What a very plain person Miss Canby
is!" said the widow, as we emerged into
the strect, her arm resting lightly in
mine.

“ Do you refler to her dress o1 her face
and figure?”

“Well, to both."”

“She dresses plainly ; but T suspect
that is dictated by economy. She hasa
pleasant face.”

“Tt is the face of a peasant.”

“ [ didn’t know there werc any peasants
in America.”

“ Well, you understand what I mean.
She iooks iike a country girl.”

“ Perhaps so, but is that an objection?"

“ Few country giris are stylish.”

“ 1 don't myself care so much for style
as for good health and a good heart.”

“Really, Dr. Fenwick, your ideas
are very old-fashioned. In that respect
yon resemble my dear, departed hus-
band.”

“Isit permitted to ask whether your
husband has long been dead ?”

“1 have been a widow six years,” said
Mrs. Wyman, with an ostentatious sigh.
* [ was quite a girl when my dear hus-
band died.”

According to her own chronology, she

was twenty-three.  In all probability she
hecame a widow at twenty-nine or thirty.
But of course 1 could not insinuate any
doubt of a ludy's word.

“ And you have never been tempted to
marry again?” I essayed with great lack
of prudence.

“ Oh, Dr. Fenwick, do you think it
would be right ?" said the widow, leaning
more heavily on my arm.

“If you should meet one who was con-
genial to you. I don’t know why not.”

“1 have always thought that if I ever
married again I would select a profes-
sional gentleman,” murmured the widow.

I began to understand my danger and
tried a diversion.

“ 1 don’t know il you would consider
Prof. Poppendor![ a * prolessional gentle-
man,” I said.

“ Oh, how horrid!
such an old fossil 7"

“ It is well that the Professor does not
hear you."”

Perhaps this conversation is hardly
worth recording, but it throws some light
onthe character of the widow. More-
over it satisficd me that should I desire
to marry her there would be no violent
opposition on her part, But, truth to
tell, I would have preferred the young
woman [rom Maucy's, despite the criti-
cistn of Mrs. Wyman. One was artificial,
the other was natural.

We reached Schiller Hall, after a long
walk. It was a small hall, looking some-
thing like a college recitation room.

Prof. Poppendorf took his place behind
a desk on the platform and looked about
him. There were scarcely a hundred per-
sons, all told, in the audience. The men,
as a general thing, were shabbily dressed,
and elderly.  There were perhaps twenty
women, with whom dress was a second-
ary consideration.

= Did you ever sce such frights, Doc-
tor 2" whispered the widow.

“You are the only stylishly dressed
woman in the hell”

Mis. Wyman looked gratified

The Professor commenced a long and
rather incomprehiensible talk, in which
the words material and immaterial
occurred at frequent intervals. There
may have been sume in the audience who
understood him, but I was not one of
them.

“ Do you understand him ?” I asked the
widow.

“Not wholly,” she answered, guard-
cdly.

I was torced to smile, for she locked
quite bewildered.

The Professor closed thus: * Thus you
will see, my [riends, that much that we
call material is immaterial, while per
cortra, that which is usually called im-

Who would marry

material is material.”

“A very satisfactory conclusion,”
I remarked, turning to the widow.

“ Quite £0,” she answered, vaguely.

“I thank you for your attention, my
{riends,” said the Prolessor, with a bow.

There was faint applause, in which |
assisted.

The Prolessor looked gratified, and we
all rose and quictly left the hall. I
walked out behind Miss Canby and the
Disagrecable Woman.

“How did you like the lecture, Miss
Blagden?" | inquired.

“Probably as much as you did,” she
answered, drvly.

“What do you think of the Professor,
now "

“He secms to know a good deal that
isn't worth knowing."”

CHAPTER V.

A CONVERSATION WITH THE DISAGREE-
ABLE WOMAN.

One afternoon between five and six
o'clock I was passing the Star Theatre,
when I overtook the Disagrecable
Woman.

I had only exchanged a few remarks
with her at the table, and scarcely [clt
acquainted. I greeted her,however, and
waited with some curiosity to see what
she would have to say to me.

“ Dr. Fenwick, I believe?” she said.

“Yes;are you on your way to supper ?”

«1am. Have you had a busy day ?”

As she said this she looked at me
sharply.

“1 have had two patients, Miss Blag-
den. I am u young physician, and not
well known yet.  Iadvance slowly.”

“You have practised in the country ?"”

»\es.”"

“Pardon me, but would it not have
been better to remain there, where you
were known, than to come to a large city
where you are as one of the sands of the
o

| sometimes ask myself that question,
but as vet Lam unprepared with an an-
swer. | am ambitious, und the city offers
a much larger ficld.”

“With a plenty of laborers already
here”

yess

“ 1 suppose you have confidence in
yoursell?”

Auain she eyed me sharply.

“Yes and no. I have a fair profes-
sional training, and this gives me some
coutidence.  But sometimes, it would be
wreater il 1 had an extensive practise, |
feel baffled, and shrink from the responsi-
bility that a physician always assumes.”

“1 am glad to hear you say so,” she




remarked, approvingly. Modesty is be-
coming in any profession. Do you feel
encouraged by your success thus far?"

“I am gaining, but my progress seems
slow. I have not yct reached the point
when I am self-supporting.

She looked at me thoughtlully.

“Of course you would not have estab-
lished yoursell here if you had not a re-
serve fund to fall back upon? DBut per-
haps I am showing too much curiosity.”

“No, I do not regard it as curiosity,
only as a kind interest in my wclfare.”

“You judge me right.”

“I brought with mec a few hundred
dollars, Miss Blagden—what was left to
me from the legacy of a good aunt—but
I have alrcady used a quarter of it, and
every month it grows less.

1 feel an interest in young men—I am
free to say this without any fear of being
misunderstood, being an old woman—"

“An old woman?"

“Well, I am more than twenty-nine.”

We both smiled, for this was che age
that Mrs. Wyman owned up to.

“At any rate,” she resumed, “I am
considerably older than you. I will ad-
mit, Dr. Fenwick, that I am not a blind
believer in the medical profession. There
are some, even of those who have achieved
acertiin measure of success, whom I'look
upon as solemn pretenders.”

“ Yet if you were quite ill you would
cull in a physiciun 77

“Yes. [ amnot quite foolish enough
to undertake to doctor myself inaserious
ilness. But T would repose unquestion-
ing faith in no one, however eminent.”

1 don't think we shall disagree on
that point. A physician understands his
own limitations better than any out-
sider.”

* Come, 1 think you will do,” she said,
pleasantly. “If I am ill at any time I
shall probably call you in.”

“ Thank you.”

“ And I should criticise your treatment.
If you gave me any bread pills, I should
probably detect the imposture.”

I should prefer, as a patient, bread pills
to many that are prescribed.”

“You seem to be a sensible man, Dr.
Fenwick. I shall hope to have other op-
portunitics of conversing with you. Let
me know from time to time how you are
succeeding.”

“Thank you. I am glad you are sul-
ficiently interested in me to make the
request.”

By this time we had reached the
boarding-house. We could see Mrs.
Wyman at the window of the reception
room. She was evidently surprised and
amused to sce us together. I was sure
that I should hear more of it, and I was

not mistaken.

 On, Dr. Fenwick,” she said playfully,
as she took a scat beside me at the table,
“1 caught you that time."”

“I don't understand you,” 1 said, inno-
cently.

*Oh, yes, you do. Didn’t I see you
and Miss Blagden coming in together "

iYres;

*1 thought you would confess.
you have a pleasant walk ?"”

* It was only from the Star Theatre.”

1 see you are beginning to apologize.
You could say a good decal between
Waverley Place and the Star Theatre.”

“We did.”

“So I thought. I suppose you were
discussing  vour fellow boarders, includ-
ing poor me.”

“Not at all.”

* Then my name was not mentioned ?"

“Yes, I believe you were relerred

"

1o

Did

* What did she say about me?" in-
quired the widow, eagerly.

* Only that she was older than you.”

“Mercy, I should think she was. Why,
she's forty if she’s a day. Don't you
think so ?”

“I am no judge of ladies’ ages.”

“I am glad you are not. Not that I
am sensitive about my own. I am per-
fectly willing to own that I am twenty
seven."

“I thought you said twenty-nine, the
other evening "

“True, 1 am twenty-nine, but I said
twenty-seven to sce if you would re.
member. I suppose gentlemen are
never sensitive about their ages.”

“I don't know. Iam twenty-six, and
wish I were thirty-six.”

“ Mercy, what a strange wish! THow
can you possibly wish that you were
older.”

“Because I could make a larger in-
come. Itis all very well to be a young
minister, but a young doctor does not
inspire confidence.”

“I am sure I would rather call in a
voung doctor unless I were very sick.”

“There it is! Unless you were very
sick.”

“But cven then,” said the widow,
coquettishly, “1 am sure I should feel
confidence in you, Dr. Fenwick. You
wouldn’t prescribe very mnasty pills,
would you?"

* 1 would order bread pills, if I thought
they would answer the purpose.”

* That would benice.  But you haven't
answered my question. What were you
and Miss Blagden talking about ?”

« About doctors ; she hasn’t much faith
in men of my profession.”

“ Or of any other, I fancy. What do

you think of Ler?”

“That is a leading question, Mrs.
Wyman; I haven't thought very much
about her so far, I have thought more of
yoeu.

* Oh, you naughty flatterer !" said the
widow, graciously. Not that I believe
you. Men are such deceivers.”

“ Do ladies never deceive ?"

“You ought to have been a lawyer,
you ask such pointed questions. Really,
Dr. Fenwick, I am quite afraid of you.”

“There’s no occasion. I am quite
harmless, [ doassure you. The time to be
afraid of me is when you call meinasa
physician.”

“ Excuse me, doctor, but Mrs. Gray is
about to muke an announcement.”

We both turned our glances upon the
landlady.

CHAPTER VL
COUNT PENELLL

Mrs. Gray was a lady of the old school.
Shie was the widow of a merchant sup-
posed to be rich, and in the days of her
magnificence had lived ina large mansion
on Fourteenth Street, and kept her car-
riage.  When lier husband died suddenly
of apoplexy his fortune melted away, and
she found herself possessed of expensive
tastes, amd a pittance of #eo thousand
dollars.

She was practical, however, and with a
prert ot hier money bought an old estab-
it boarding-house on Waverley Place.
This <hie had conducted for ten years, and
it yielded her o good income.  Her two
thousand dollars had become ten, and her
future was sccure.

Mrs. Gray did not class hersclf among
boarding-housc kcepers. Her boarders
she regarded as her family, and she felt
a personal interest in cach and all.  When

they became too decply in arrears, they
reccived a quiet hint, and dropped out of
the pleasant home circle. But this did
not happen very often.

From time to time when she had any-
thing which she thought would interest
her “family,” she made what might be
called a “speech from the throne."”
Usually we could tell when this was
going to take place. She moved about a
little restlessly, and pushed back her
chair slightly from the table. Then all
became silent and expectant.

This morning Mrs. Wyman augured
rightly. Mrs. Gray was about to make
an announcement.

She cleared her throat, and said: “My
friends, 1 have a gratilying announce-
ment to make. We are zabout to have an
accession to our pleasant circle.”

“Whoisit?" asked the widow, eagerly.




~

Mrs. Gray turncd upoa her a look of
silent reproof.

“It is a gentleman of high family.
Count Antonio Penelli, of Ttaly.”

There wasa buzz of excitement. We
had never before had a titled fellow
boarder, and demecratic as we were we
were pleased to learn that we should sit
at the same board with a nobleman,

Probably no one was more pleasantly
cxcited than Mrs. Wyman. Every male
Loarder she looked upon as her constitu-
ent, il I may use this word, and she
always directed her carliest efforts to
captivate any new masculine arrival,

* What doces he look like, Mrs, Gray
she asked, breathless.

“1le looks like an Ttalian,” answered
the landlady, in a practical tone. “lle
lus dark hair and a dark complexion.
He has also a black moustacke, but no
side whiskers.”

“Is he good looking ?"

“You will have ts decide for your-
selves when you see him.”

“When shall we sce him ?"

“ He is to be here to-night at supper.”

“The day will scem very long,” mur-
mured the widow.

“You seem to regard him already as
your special property.”

This of course came from the lips of
the Disagrecable Woman.

“I presume you arc as anxious to see
him as I am,” snapped Mrs. Wyman,

“Tonce knew an Italian Count,” said
Miss Blagden reflectively.

*Did you? How nice!”

“1do not know about that.
out to be a barber.”

“orrible! Then he
count.”

* 1 think he was, but he was poor and
chose to earn a living in the only way
open to him. I respected him the more
on that account.”

Mrs. Wyman was evidently shocked.
It scemed to dissipate the halo of
romance which she had woven around
the coming boarder.

* Count Penelli did not appear to be in
any business?” she asked, anxiously, of
the hndlady.

1Te said he was a tourist, and wished to
spewd a few months in America.

The widow brightened wup. This
scemed to indicate that he was a man of
tcins,

I'vof. Poppendor( did not scem to share
i the interest felt in the Count.

L do not like Italians,” he said. * They
are light, [rivolous ; they are not solid like
tiie Germans.”

* The Prolessor is solid enough,” said
Mrs. Wyman, with a titter,

This could not be gainsaid, for the

I1e turned

was not a

learned  German certainly  tipped  the
scales at over two hundred pounds.
There was a strong suspicion that he im-
bibed copious potations of the liquid so
dear to his countrymen, though he never
drank it at table.

“The poor man is jealous,” continued
Mrs. Wyman, making the remark in a
low tonc for my private hearing. “Ile
thinks we won’t notice him after the
Count comes.”

This might be true, for Prof. Poppen-
dor{ was our star boarder. Ile was not
supposed to be rich, Lut his title of Pro-
fessor and his ancient intimacy with
Bismarck, gave him a prestige among us
all.  When he first came Mrs. Wyman
tricd her blandishments upon him, but
with indifferent success. Not that the
grizzled veteran was oo old for the ten-
der passion, as we were soon to learn, but
because he did not appreciate the coquet-
tish ways of the widow, whom he con-
sidered of too light calibre for his taste.

“Don't you think the Professor very
homely ?” asked Mrs. Wyman, in a confi-
dential whisper.

* He certainly is not handsome,” I
answered.  “ Neither is Bismarck.”

“ True, but he is a great man.”

* We should respect him on accourt
of his learning—probably much more
so than the Count whom we are expect-
mny.

“That may be. We don’t expect
noblemen to be learned,” said the widow,
disdainfully.

Immediately after breakfast she began
to sound Mrs. Gray about the Count.

* When did he apply for board ?” she
asked.

* Yesterday afternoon about four
o'zlock.”
“ Ilad he heard of you? What led

him here?”

“ 1 think he saw the sign I had out.”

“1 should have supposed he would
prefer a hotel.™

* He's staying at a hotel now.”

“Did he say at what hotel? Was it
the Fifth Avenue ?"

“He did not say. He will move here
early this afternoon.”

“ And what room will he have ?”

“ The back room on the third floor—
the one Mr. Bates had.”

“1 should hardly think that room
would satisfy a nobleman.”

“Why not? Is it not clean and neat?”

“ Undoubtedly, dear Mrs. Gray, but
you must admit that it is not stylish, and
it is small.”

“ It is of the sume size as the Profess-
or's.”

“ Ah, the Professor!
of clegant tastes.

He is not a man
I once looked into his

room. It smells so strong of tobacco, |
could not stay in there ten minutes with-
out feeling sick.”

“I think the Count smokes.”

“ Perhaps he does, but he wouldn't
smoke a dirty clay pipe. I can imagine
him with a dainty cigarette between his
closed lips. But, Mrs. Gray, I am going
10 ask you a great favor.”

* What is it ?”

“ Let me sit beside the Count. I wish
to make his acquaintance. He will be
reserved and siient with most of the
boarders. 1 will try to make him feel at
Lhome,”

* 1 thought you wished to sit beside
Dr. Fenwick.”

= So 1 did, but he and T are [riends,
and he won't mind my changing my
scas”

When | came to supper that evening
I was not wholly surprised to find myself
removed to the opposite side of the table,
Hut this T did not regret when I found
that I was now next neighbor to the Dis-
aurecable Woman,

In my ol scat there was a slender
vouny man of middle height, with dark
eyes and haire Mrse Wyman had  al-
ready established hersell in confidential
relations with him, and was conversing
with him in a low tone.

“1 suppose that is the Count,” I re-
marked.

“ At any rate he calls himself so. He
has deprived you of your seat.”

“ Not only that but Mrs. Wyman has
transferred her attentions to him.”

“ Doubtless to your regret ?”

“ Well, I don't know."”

“She is scarcely off with the old love
before sheis on with the new,” quoted
Miss Blagden, with an approach to a
smile.

“ Perhaps you will console me,” 1 ven-
tured to suggest.

“ I can't compete with Mrs. \Vyman in
her special line."”

“1 quite believe that,” I said, smiling.

Alter supper the widow fluttered up
to me.

“ The Count is charming,” she said,
with enthusiasm. * He has a large estate
in the Scuth of Ttaly. He has come here
to see the country and get acquainted
with the people, and he may write a
book."

“ He doesn’t scem overstocked with
brains,” observed the Disagreeable Wom-
an.  Bat Mrs. Wyman had fluttered
away and did not hear her.




CHAPTER VII.
MACY'S.

One day I dropped in at Macy's. I
wished to make some trifling purchase.
Possibly I could have bought to equal
advantage elsewhere, but I was curious
to see this great emporium. Years be-
fore, I- had heard of it in my country
home, and even then I knew just where
it was located, at the corner of Four-
teenth Street and Sixth Avenue.

Curious as I had been about the place,
1 had actually spent three months in New
York and had not visited it. It was
something of a shock to me when [ first
learned there was no Macy, that the
original proprietor had vanished from
the stage and left his famous shop in
charge of men of alien race and name.
Macy had become nominis umbra—the
shadow of a name. Yet the name had
been wisely retained. Under no other
name could the great store have retained
its ancient and well-carned popularity.

| made my purchase—it was trifling
and did not materially swell the day's
receipts—and began to walk slowly about
the store, taking a leisurely survey of the
infinite variety of gnods which it offered
1 the prospective purchaser.

As I was making my leisurely round,
all at once [ heard my name called in a
low but distinct tone.

“ Dr. Fenwick !”

I turned quickly, und behind the hand-
kerchicl counter I saw the young woaman
from Mucy's, whose pleasant face 1 had
seen so often at our table.

She nodded and smiled, and I instantly
went up to the counter.

I was sensible that I must not take up
the time of one of the salesladies—I be-
lieve that the gentecl designation of this
class—without some pretense ot business,
so, alter greeting Ruth Canby, I said:

“You may show me some of your
handkerchiefs, please.”

“Do you wish somcthing nice?” she
asked.

“ 1 wish something cheap,” [ answered.
“ It doesn't matter much what a forlorn
bachelor uses.”

“You may not always be a bachclor,”
said Ruth, with a suggestive smile.

“] must get better established in my
profession before I assume new responsi-
bilities."”

“ These handkerchicfs arc ten cents,
Dr. Fenwick,” said Ruth, showing a [air
article.

«1 think I can go a little higher."

“Aud these arc fifteen. They are
ncarly all linen.”

« T will buy a couple tu uy,” [ said, by

way ol excusing my small purchase.”

The young lady called “ Cash,” and
soon a small girl was carrying the hand-
kerchiels and a filty cent piece to the
cashicr. This left me five minutes for
conversation, as no other customer was
at hand.

“So you arc in the handkerchiel
department?” I remarked, by way of
starting a conversation.

“Xes:

“ Do you like it 2"

1 should prefer the book department.
That is up-stairs, on the second floor.
My tastes are litery.”

I am surce this was the word Ruth
used. I was not disposed to criticise,
however, only 1 wondered mildly how it
happened that a young woman of literary
tastes should make such a mistake.

“ I suppose you are fond of reading 2
*Oh, yes, 1 have read considerable.”

“ What, for instance ?

* 1 have read one of Cooper's novels,
disremember the name, and the Gun-
maker of Moscow, by Sylvanus Cobb,
and Poe's Tales, but I didn't like them
much, they are so queer, and—and ever
so many others,”

“I see you are quite a reader.”

* I should read more and find out more
about books if I was in the book depart-
ment. A friend of mine—Mary Ann
Toner—is up there, and she knows a lot
about books and authors.”

“ Do any authors cver come in here, or
rather to the book department?”

“Yes; Mary Ann told me that there
was a lady with long ringlets who wrote
for the story papers who came in often.
She had had two books published, and
always inquired how they sold.”

“ Do you remember her name ?”

“No, I disremember."”

I should like to have given her a
hint that this word is hardly accounted
correct, but I suspected that if I under-
took to correct Miss Canby’s English 1
should have my hands full.”

“ Do you think you stand a chance to
wet into the book department ?”

* Mary Ann has agreed to speak for me
when there is a vacancy. Do you often
come into Macy’s, Dr. Fenwick ?”

* This is my first visit.”

“Youdon't mean it?  Ithought every-
body came to Muacy's at least once a
month."

* Truly it looks like it,” said I, looking
about and noting the crowds of cus-
tomers.

“ | hope you'll cume again soon,” said
Ruth, as she turned to wait upon a lady.

* 1 certainly will, Miss Canby. And it
won't be zltogether to buy goods.”

Ruth looked gratified and smiled her

appreciation of the compliment. Cer-
tainly she looked comely and attractive
with Ler rather  high-colored country
face, and | should have been excusable,
being a bachelor, in letting my eyes rest
complacently upon her rustic charms.
But I was heart-proof so far as Ruth was
concerned, I could not think of seeking a
litery wife. No, she was meant for some
honest but uncultured young man, whose
tastes and education were commensurate
with hers. And yet, as I afterwards
found, Ruth had made an impression in
a quarter quite unexpected.

I was not insearch of a wife. It would
have been the height of imprudence for
me, with my small income and precari-
ous prospects, to think of setting up a
home and a family in this great, expen-
sive city. Yet, had it been otherwise,
perhaps Ruth would have made me a
better wile than some graduate of a fash-
ionable young ladies’ seminary with her
smattering of French, and superficial
knowledge of the various ologies taught
in high-cluss schools. The young woman
from Macy's, though she probably knew
nothing of political economy, was doubt-
less skilled in household economy and
able to cook a dinner, as in all probability
my wife would find it negessary to do,

As we entered the room at supper,
Miss Canby smiled upon me pleasantly.

*1 hope you arc pleased with your
handkerchiels, Dr. Fenwick.”

* 1 have not had occasion to use them
as yet, thank you.”

* Aha, what is that ?” asked Prol. Pop-
pendorf, who was just behind us.

“Dr. Fenwick cualled to see
Macey's,” answered Ruth.,

Prof. Poppendorf frowned a little, as if
not approving the visit.

“Do you have gentlemen call upon
vou at Macy's, Mees Ruth ?” he asked.

* Ouly when they wish to buy articles,”
said Ruth, smiling and blushing.

* What do you sell, Mees Ruth

“IIandkerchiefs, Professor.”

“Do you have any like this?” and he
prlled out a large red silk handkerchief.

*No, | have ouly white linen handker-
chiefs."”

* | haf never use any but red ones, but
I might come in and sce what you have,”

“1 shall be glad to show you what I
have, Prolessor.”

Prof. Poppendorf was soon engaged in
the discussion of dinner. He had a good
German appetite which never failed.
He seldom talked much during a meal,
as it would interfere with more import-
ant business.

Now that I had changed my place at
the table, I sat on one side of the Dis-
agreeable Woman, and Ruth Canby on
the other. Next to Ruth sat the Profess-

me at




or, but for the reason already stated, he
was not a social companion.

Just opposite sat Mrs. Wyman and
Count Penelli. So far as I could judge,
he wasa quiet young man, aud had very
little to say for himself. Mrs. Wyman,
however, kept plying him with questions
and remarks, and did her best to appear
on terms of intimate acquaintance with
him. Some fragments of her conversa-
tion floated across the table.

“You have no idea, Count, how I long
to visit Italy, your dear country.”

“Itis ver' nice,” he said, vaguely.

“Nice? It mustbelovely. Have you
cver scen the Bay of Naples ?"”

“ O, s, signora, many times.”

“ It is charming, is it not ?"

« Si, signora, it is beautiful.”

« And the Italian ladies, 1 have heard so
much of them."”

1 like ze American ladies better.”

“ Do you, indeced, Count? How grati-
fying! When do you expect to return to
Italy 7"

“[ do not know—some time."”

“1 hope it will not be for a long time.
We should miss you so much.”

“The signora is very kind."

This will do for, a sample of the conver-
sation between the Count and the widow.
I hough several years his senior, it looked
asif she was bent on making a conquest
ol the young nobicman.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE PROFESSOR IN LOVE.

I was sitting in my office one morning
waiting for patients, much of my time
was passed in this way, very often I
waited in vain. The modest sign which
I was allowed to put on the outside of
the house,

DRr. JAMES FENWICK

didn’t seem to attract attention. Of the
little practise I had, at least a third
was gratuitous. Yet I was expected to
pay my bills, and when my little stock of
money was exhausted there seemed a
doubt as to whether the bills would be
paid atall.

One day I was summoned to a house
where a child of three was struggling
with croup. It was a serious case, and I
gave up my time to the case. After sev-
eral hours I succeeded in bringing the
child round and pronouncing her out of
danger.

When I sent in my bill, the mother
said :

“ Dr. Fenwick, Mary is but three years
old.”

“ Indeed !" T returned.

I failed to understand why I should be
informed of this fact.

« And,” continued the mother,* I don't
think any charge ought to be made for a
child so young."

I was fairly struck dumb with amaze
ment at first.

Then I said, “ The age of the patient
has nothing to do with a physician’s
charges. Where did you get such an
extraordinary idea ?”

“I don't have to pay for her on the
horse-cars.”

“ Madam,” I said, provoked, “ I will not
argue with you. You ought to know
that no physician treats children free. If
you were very poor, and lived in a
tenement house, I might make some
discount, or leave off the charge alto-
gether.”

“But I don'tlive in a tenement house,”
objected the lady, angrily.

“No; you have the appearance of be-
ing very well to do. I must distinctly
decline abating my charge.”

“Then, Dr. Fenwick," said the mother,
stiffly, * I shall not employ you again."

*“That is as you please, madam.”

This seemed to me exceptionally mean,
but doctors see a good deal of the mean
side of human nature. Rich men with
lurge incomes keep them out of their pay
for a long time, sometimes where their
lives depended on the physician's skilland
fidelity. Oftentimes 1 have been so
disgusted with the mecanness of my
patients, that T have regretted not choos-
ing a different profession. Of course
there is a different side to the picture,
and gratitude and appreciation are to be
found, as well as the opposite qualities.

| had been waiting a long time without
a patient, when a shuffling sound was
licard on the stairs, and a heavy step
approaching the door.

Next came a knock.

[nstead of calling out, “ Come in!" [
was so pleased at the prospect of a
patient, that I rose from my seat and
opened the door, myself.

I started back in surprise. For in the
heavy, lumbering ficure of the new
arrival I recognized Prof. Poppendorf.

“ Prof. Poppendorf!" T exclaimed.

“ Ja, doctor, it is 1. May [ come in?"

“ Certainly."”

Supposing that he had come to consult
me on the subject of his health, I began
to wonder from what disease he was
suffering. Remembering his achieve-
ments at the table I fancied it might be
dyspepsia.

The Professor entered the room, and
sank into an armchair, which he quite
filled from side to side.

I suppose you are surprised to see me,
Herr Doctor,” began the Professor.

*“Oh, no. I am never surprised to sec
anybody. I had not supposed you were
sick.”

“Sick! Oh, no, I'm all right. I eat

well and I sleep well.
the matter with me ?"

“I am glad to hear such good reports
of you.”

Was I quite sincere? [ am afraid it
was a disappointment to learn that my
supposed patient was in no need of
advice.

“Ja, 1 am well.
thank God !"

Then I am to consider this a social
call,” I said with affected cheerfulness.
“You arc very kind to call upon me,
Prol. Poppendorl. 1 appreciate it as a
friendly attention.”

* No, it is not quite dat.”

Is there anything I can do for you?"

“ 1 come on a little peczness.”

1 waspuzzled. I could not understand
what business there could be between
the Professor and myself.

[ shall be glad to hear what it is.”

“You sce, | thought | would ask you
il you were courting Mees Ruth Canby,
if you mean to make her your wile ?"

I dropped into the nearest chair—I had
been  standing—-in  sheer amazement.
To be asked my intentions in regard to
the young woman from Macy's was most
astonishing, and by Prol. Poppendorf,
too!

»Did Miss Canby send you here to
speak to me?” 1 asked, considerably
annoyed.

“Oh, no! she knows nothing about it."”

“ I can’t understand what you have to
do in the matter, Prof. Poppendorf. You
are neither her father nor her brother.

“Oh, sa, you are quite right.”

“Then why do you come to me with
such a question?”

“I thought I would like to know my:-
self.”

“I deny your right tospeak to me on
the subject,” I said, stifly. “ If now you
had a good recason.”

“But I have a reason,” protested the
Professor, carnestly.

“What is it?”

“1 lofe her mysell.
her my fraun.”

This was most astonishing.

“ You love her yourself?”

“ Ja, Herr Doctor.”

“ And you want to marry her?"”

uja."

“ But you are an old man."”

“ Not so old,” said he, jealously; “ T am
only a little over sixty.”

“And I think she cannot be over
twenty-one.”

“But I am a good man.
[ am well.

What should be

I was ncver better,

[ wish to make

I am strong.
Look here!” and he struck




his massive chest a sturdy blow, as if to
show how sound he was.

*Yes, you scem to be well.”

“ You have not told me, Herr Doctor,
il you lofe Mees Ruth,” b said, uneasily.

* No, I don't love her.”

“But you culled to sce
Macy's."”

* 1 called to buy some socks and hand-
kerchiefs."”

*\Was that all?” he asked, with an air
of relief.

“ I wasall

* Thea you donot wish to marry Meces
Ruth "

“1 do not wish to marry any one. 1|
am not rich enough.  Are you ?”

“1 bave just engage to teach philos-
ophy at Mces Smith's school on Madi-
son Avenue. Then I have my private
pupils. Ah,a, I will make quite an in-
come,” he said, complacently. * Besides,
Mees Ruth, she is a good housekeeper.”

“I do not know."”

“She will not wish to spend monecy,"”
he said, anxiously.

“ I think she was brought up cconom-
ically.”

Ja, dat is good. All the German
frauleins arc good housckeepers. Dey
can cook and keep house on a little
money."”

“Were you ever married, Professor?”

“ Ja, long ago, but my frau she not
live very long. It is many yecars ago.”

“If you married Miss Canby would
you still board here "

“No, it would cost too much moncy.
[ would hire an apartment—waat you
call a flat, and Mees Ruth would keep
the house—she would wash, she would
cook, and—""

« Take care of the babies,” I added,
jocularly,

“ Dat is as God wills.”

« Have you spoken to Miss Ruth on
the subject >

“No, not yet. I wish to speak to you
first—I thought you might want to marry
her yourself.”

“You need have no anxiety on that
subject; I never thought of such a thing.”

“Dat is good. I feel better.”

«Have you any idea that Miss Canby
will agree to marry you?"

“ldo not know. 1 am a Herr Pro-
fessor,” he said, proudly.

In Germany there is a high respect
felt for titles of every kind, and the Pro-
fessor evidently thought that his official
dignity would impress the young woman
from Macy's.

« Stiil, you are so much older than she,
that she may not at first like the idea.”

“You think she refusc me—that she
vives me the mitten ?” he said, uneasily.

her—ut

“ If you proposc too quick. Will you
take my advice 7"

“Ja,jal"

“ Then don't propose at once. Let her
get accustomed to your attentions.”

“What shall I do first?” he asked,
anxiously.

“ Suppose you invite her to go to the
theatre with you?”

“ Ja, dat is good !"

“ Perhaps you could take her to hear
Patti ?"

“ No, no. It cost too much!" said he,
shaking his head.

“ Then you might invite her to the
Star Theatre to see Cranc.”

“So I will”

He rose and shuffled out of the office
in a very pleasant humor. He felt that
there was no obstacle to his suit, now
that I had disclaimed 2all intention of
marrying the young woman from Macy's.

CHAPTER IX.~

AN EVENING AT THE BOARDING-HOUSE.

The confidence which Prof. Poppen-
dorf had reposed in me, naturally led me
to observe his behavior at table to the
young woman from Macy's. Tkere was
a difficulty as [ had to look round the
« Disagreeable Woman,” who sat next to
me. Then 1 could not very well watch
the Professor’s expression, as his large,
arcen goggles concealed so lurge a part
uf his face.

11 still continued to devote the chief
part of his time to the business of the
hour, and his eyes were for the most part
fixed upon his plate.  Yet now and then
I observed he offered her the salt or the
pepper. a picce of attention quite new to
him. I had some thought of suggesting
to Miss Canby that she had awakened an
interest in the heart of the gray old Pro-
fessor, but it occurred to me that this
would be hardly fair to the elderly suitor.
it was only right to leave him afair field,
and let him win if Fate ordained it.

On Wednesday evenings it was gen-
erally undgerstood that the boarders, such
at any rate as had no other engagements,
would remain after supper and gather in
the little recepticn-room, till the dining-
room was cleared, spending the evening
socially.

On such occasions Mrs. Wyman would
generally volunteer a song, accompany-
ing hersell if there was no one else to
play. She had a thin, strident voice,
such as one would not willingly hear a
second time, but out of courtesy we list-
ened, and applauded. The widow had
one who fully appreciated her vocal
eflorts, and this was hersell. She always

looked pleased and complacent when her
work was done.

It was on the first Wednesday after the
Count's arrival that she induced him to
remain.

“ Don't you sing, Count ?" she asked.

“ Very little, madam,” he said.

“ But you are an Italian, and all Ital-
ians are musical.®

Ilc uttered a faint disclaimer, but she
insisted.

“Do me a favor—a great favor,” she
<aid, persuasively,  and sing some sweet
Italian air, such as you must know."”

“No, | don't sing Ttalian airs,” he
said.

*\What then?”
“ [ can sing * Sweet Marie."”
« [ am sure we shall all be glad to hear

I sometimes sing a little myself—just
tiny bit.”
“1 shall
sigrnora.”

* I shall feel very bashful about singing
to an Italian gentleman. You will laugh
at me.”

“ No, no, I would not be so rude.”

“Then perhaps I may. Our friends
always insist upon hearing me.”

So at an early period in the evening
she sang one of her routine songs.

I watched the Count's face while she
was singing. I wasamused. At first his
expression was onc ¢f surprise. Then of
pain, and it seemed to me of annoyance.
When Mrs. Wyman had completed the
song she turned to him a look of com-
placent inquiry. She was looking for a
compliment.

“Didn’t I do horribly ?” she asked.

“Oh, no, no,"” answered the Count,
vagucly.

“It must have seemed very bad to
you."

“ No, no—"

“ Do you think it was passable?”

“ Oh, signora, I never heard anything
like it.”

“Oh, you naughty flatterer,” she said,
smiling with delignt. “I am sure you
don’t mean it."”

*“Indeed 1 do."”

I was sitting next the Disagreeable
Woman.

*The Count has more brains than I
thought,” she said. “ [ quite agree with
him.”

* That you never heard anything like
it 7" 1 queried, smiling.

“:¥esl

* Miss Ruth,” I said to the young wom-
an from Macy’s, ** do you never sing ?"

* 1 used to sing a little in my country
home," she admitted.

* What, for instance ?"”

* I can sing Annic Laurie.”

“ Nothing could be better.

- -

like much to hear you,

It is a




general favorite.
night 2

* But I cannot sing without an accom-
pamiment,” she suid, shyly,

“1 am not much o! a musician, but I
can play that."

With a little more persuasion I induced
her to sing. She had a pleasant voice,
and while I cannot claim for heranything
out of the common on the score of music-
al talent, she rendercd the song fairly
well.  All seemed to enjoy it, except Mrs.
Wyman, who said, ina sneering tone:

“That song is old as the hills.”

“It may be so,” I retorted, * but the
best songs are old."”

“It was very good,” said the Count,
who really seemed pleased.

This seemed to annoy the widow.

“You are very good-natured, Count, to
compliment such a rustic performance,”
she said.

“ But, signora, I mean it."”

“Well, let it pass! She did her best,
poor thing !”

“ She is a nice girl."”

“ Oh, Count, she is only a young wom-
an from Macy's. She was born in the
country, and raised umong cabbages and
turnips.”

He seemed puzzled, but evidently re-
garded Ruth with favor.

Mear.while, Prol. Poppendorf had list-
encd attentively to the song of the
maiden on whom he had fixed his choice.

“ Mees Ruth, you sing beautilul!” he
said.

Ruth Canby smiled.

“Youare very kind, Prof. Poppendor,”
she said, gratefully.

« I like your singing much better than
Mrs. Wyman's,"”

“No. You mustn't say that.
sings airs from the opera.”

“1 like better your leetle song.”

By this time Mrs. Wyman had suc-
ceeded in extracting a promise from the
Count to sing.

“ Dr. Fenwick,” she said, “can’t you
play the accompaniment for the Count?”

* What is the song ?”

*Sweet Maric.”

“I will do my best. I am not protes-
sional.”

So I played and the Count sang. He
had a pleasant, sympathetic voice, and
we were pleased with his singing.

“Oh, how charming, Count!” said
Mrs. Wyman ; ““ I shall never dare to sing
before you again.

“Why not, signora.”

“ Because you are such a musical
artist.”

“ Oh, no, no, signora !"” he said, depre-
catingly.

He was persuaded to sing again, and
again he pleased his small audience.

Won't you sing it to-

She

“ Miss Blagden, won’t you favor us
with a song?” asked Mrs. Wyman, in a
tone of mockery,

“Thank you,” said the Disagreeable
Woman, dryly. “There is so much
musical talent here, that I won't under-
take to compete with those who possess

¢

“ Prof. Poppendorf, don't you cver
sing ?" asked the widow, audaciously.

“1 used to sing when I was young,”
answered the Professor, unexpectedly.

“ Then do favor us!”

ITe seated himself at the piano, and
sang a German drinking song, such as in
days gone by he had sung with Bismarck
and his old comrades at the university.

There was a rough vigor in his per-
formance that was not unpleasant. No
was more surprised than Mrs.
Wyman at the outcome of what she had
meant as a joke.

“Really, Professor,” said the Dis-
agrecable Woman, “you are mcre ac-
complished than I supposed. T like your
seng better than I did your lecture.”

Prof. Poppendorf removed his glasses,
and we saw in Lis eyes a suspicious mois-
tarce.

“ Ah," he said, not appearing to hear
th:c compliment, il it was a compliment,
* it brings buck the old days. I have not
sing that song since I was at the univer-
sity with Bismarck. There were twenty
of us, young students, who sang it togeth-
er, and now they are almost all gone.”

This ended the musical performances
of the evening. Alter this, there was
conversation, and later Mrs. Gray pro-
vided ice-cream and cake. It was Hor-
ton's ice-cream, and the plates were small,
but we enjoyed it.

Before we parted, the Professor found
himself sitting next to Ruth Canby.

“ Do you ever go to the theatre, frau
lein 2" he asked.

“Not oflten, Professor. I cannut go
alone, and there is no one to take ne.”

“ 1 will take you, Meces Ruth.”

The young woman from Macy's looked
amazed. She had not drecamed of such
an invitation from him. Yet shc was
very fond of the stage, and she saw no
reason why she should not accept.

“You are very kind, Professor,” she
said. “I did not think you cared for the
theatre.”

“T would like to go—with you,” he said,
gallantly.

* Then I will go.”

“ [t will be like going with my grand.
father,” she thought.

onge

CHAPTER X.
A KUSTIC ADMIRER.

Sunday was always a lonely day to me.
In the country village, where I knew
everybody, I always looked forward to
it as the pleasantest day of the week.
Here in the crowded city, [ felt isolated
from human sympathy. I accustomed
myself to attending church in the fore-
noon. In the afternoon I took a walk or
an excursion.

At the boarding-house cven it was dull
and less social than usual. Such of the
boarders as had friends near the city
were able to absent themselves alter
breakfast. Among the faces that I
missed was that of the Disagreeable
Woman. Sometimes she appeared at
breaklast; but never at dinner or tea.
Though she never indulged in conver-
sation to any extent, I think we all missed
her.

One Sunday alternoon, soon after the
eathering described in the last chapter,
I walked up Fifth Avenue to Central

I'ark. It was a picasunt day and many
were out.  Through the magnificent

avenue 1 walked in aleisurely way, and
wondered idly how it would seem to own
a residence in this aristocratic street. 1
could not repress a fecling of envy when
I thought of the favored class who dwelt
in the long line of palaces that line the
avenue.  Their lives seemed far removed
from that of a struggling physician, who
was in daily doubt how long he could
maintain his modest style of living in the
crowded metropolis,

Arrived at Fifty-ninth strect 1 saun-
tered toward the menagerie. This is
the favorite resort of children, and of
young persons [rom the ccuntry. Per-
haps I, myself, might be classed among
the latter. I did not care so much, how-
ever, to observe thc animals as the
visitors. I had a hope that I might sce
some one whom I knew.

At first I could sce no familiar face.
But presently I started, as my glance fell
on the short and somewhat plump figure
of the young woman from Macy's.

She was not alone.  With her walked
a tall, sun-burncd young man, who was
evidently from the country. She leaned
confidingly upon his arm, and her face
was radiant. He was evidently an old
friend, perhaps « lover.  He, too, looked
contented and happy. \Were they lovers?
It looked like it. If so, the matrimonial
plans of Prof. Poppendorf were doomed
to disappoistment. Dclicacy dictated
my silent withdrawal, but I confess that
my curiosity was aroused, and I resolved
to gratify it.

Accordingly T pressed forward and




overtook the young woman from Macy's
and her escort. She looked up casually,
and a little flusk: overspread her face
when she recognized me.

“Dr. Fenwick!" she said, impulsively.

I turned and lifted my hat.

“Iam glad to meet you, Miss Canby !"
I said.

At the same time [ looked inquiringly
at her escort.

« Stephen,” she sz2id, *“this is Dr.
Fenwick from our boarding-house.”

“Proud to know you, sir,” said the
young man, offering his hand.

I shook it heartily.

“You have not mentioned your friend’s
nare, Miss Canby,” 1 said.

“Excuse me! I am very neglectful.
This is Stephen Iliggins from our town.
[ used to go to school with him.”

* [ am glad to make your acquaintance,
Mr. Iliggins.”

“ Sume to you, sir.”

* 1 suppose you are on a visit to the
city, Mr. Higgins.”

“Yes, sir. Icame here to spend Sun-
day, and sce Ruth.”

“1 presume you have been in the city
before ?”

“Not for five years. It's a pretty
smart place. I'm so turned round that I
hardly kaow which way to turn.”

“You will have a good guide in Miss
Canby.”

“In Ruth, yes.”

“1 wish I could go round with him all
the time he is here, Dr. Fenwick, but to-
morrow I shall have to go back to my
work at Macy's.

She gave a little sigh as she spoke.

“Do you intend to stay long, Mr.
Higgins ?"

“Ouly a day or two. It's pretty expen-
sive stayin” in York.”

“I want him to stay over till Tuesday,
Dr. Fenwick. He can’t sece much if he
goes home to-morrow.”

“If you could be with me, Ruth—"

“But I can't, so it's no use wlking
about it."”

“ Wouldn't Mr. Macy give you a day
off "

*If I could find him perhaps he would,”
she said, laughing.

*“ Why can't you find him? Isn't he at
the store cvery day ?”

“Mr. Macy is dead, Stephen.”

*Then how can he keep store?" asked
Stephen, bewildered.

* Somcbody clse runs it in his name ?"

“Don’t let me interfere with your
plans,” I said, feeling that perhaps I
might be in the way.

They both urged me to stay, and so I
did.

By this time all the attractions of the
menagerie had been seen, and I proposed

to walk to the lake.

“How would you l’ke to live in the
city, Mr. Iliggins ?" I asked.

« First rate, if 1 could find anything
to do.”

“ What is your business at home?"”

“I work ou [ather’s farm. Next year,
as father’s gettin’ feeble, I may take it on
shares.”

“ That will be better, perhaps, than
sceking a situation in the city.”

“I should like to be here on account
of Ruth,” he said, wistfully.

She smiled aund shook her head.

“There's nothing for me to do in the
country,” she said.

“I might find something for you to
do,” he said, eagerly.

Then 1 saw how it was, and felt
inclined to help him.

“Do you like Macy's so well, then?”
I asked.

“ I don't know,"” sheanswered, thought-
fully, “ 1 like to feel that I am earning
my living.”

“You wouldn't need,” commenced
Stephen, but she checked him by a look.

“ You might not like to part with the
Professor,” said I, mischievously.

Stephen took instant alarm,

* What Professor?" he asked.

“ Professor Poppendor(. Ieisa Ger-
mun, a very learned man.”

* And what have you got to do with
the Professor, Ruth ?"* he asked, jealously.

“Oh, you foolish boy!" she said.
“ You ought to see him."

“ 1 don’t want to see him."”

« Ileisanold gentleman, most seventy,
and wears green glasses.”

Stephen looked relieved.

* By the way, did you have a pleasant
cvening with the Professor at the theatre
the other evening, Miss Canby ?”

[t was very reprehensible of me, I
know, but [ [elt a little mischievous.

+ Did you go to the theatre with him,
Ruth #" asked Stephen, reproachfully.

*Yes, [ am so fond of the theatre, you
know, I could not resist the temptation,”

* What did you sce?”

“1 weat to sce Crane in the Senator,
Where do you think we sat?” and she
laughed.

“1 don’t know.”

“In the upper gallery. The idea of
asking a lady to sit in the top of the
house !”

“ The Professor is a German, and all
Germans are frugal. I presume he
thought you would be perfectly satisfied.
Did the Professor appear to enjoy the
play ?"

“Very much. He did not always
understand it, and asked me to explain it
to him. Now and then he burst into such

aloud laugh that I felt quite ashamed.
Then T was glad that we were in the
top gallery."”

“When the play wasoverdid he invite
you to take an ice-crcam at Delmonico’s
or Maillard's?"

“ No, but he invited me into a saloon
to take a glass of lager.”

Here she laughed again.

“Evidently the Professor is not a
ladies' man. Did you accept the beer ?”

“Asif I would!”

“ Poor man! you deprived him of a
pleasure.”

“No, I did not. He left me on the
sidewalk while he went in and took his
beer.”

“T hope you won't go to the theatre
with him again,” said Stephen, in a tore
of dissatisfaction.

*You can rest quite casy, Stephen, I
won't.”

*What made him ask you to go?"”

* You will have to ask him, Stephen.
Il you will come round to supper this
evening, I will introduce you to him.
There will be plenty of room, as some of
our boarders are always away on Sun-
day.”

Stephien felt a little bashful at first, but
finaily yiclded to persuasion and took his
place at the table in the scat of the Dis-
agreeable Womaun,

Alter seeing the Professor he got over
his jealousy. The old German scholar
hardly suggested a young Lothario, and
his appearance was not calculated to
excite jealousy. Prof. Poppendorf re-
moved his goggles the better to observe
Ruth's friend, but did not appear to be
disturbed. That Ruth should prefer
this young rustic to a man of his position
and attainments, would have seemed to
him quite out of the range of probability.

CHAPTER XI.
A POOR PATIENT.

1 was accustotaed to remain in my
office till about four o'clock in the after-
noon waiting for possible patients: It
was a long and weary wait, and often-
times not a caller rewarded me. I sup-
pusc it is the usual fortune of young
medical practitioners who are compara-
tively unknown. When four o'clock
came I went out for a walk. Generally
my steps tended to Sixth Avenue where
there was some life and bustle.

1 was compelled to practise the most
rigid economy, but I could not deny my-
scll the luxury of an evening paper. |
would buy cither the Sun or 1orld, cach of
which cost but a penny. One little news-
boy came to know mc, and generally lay
in wait for me as I emerged from a side




street. He was a bright, attractive little
boy of ten, whose name I found to be
Frank Mills. His clothing was well-
worn but clean, and his whole appear-
ance was neat, so that I judged he had a
good mother.

Usually Frank's manner was cheerful,
but on the day succeeding my visit to the
Park 1 found he looked sober and his
eyes looked red as if he had been crying.

“ What is the matter, Frank?” [ asked.

“ My sister is sick,” he said, sadly.

“Is it an older sister ?"”

“Yes; she works at O'Neil's dry goods
store. She has been sick two days.”

“ What is the matter?”

“ Mother thinks it is a fever.”

“ IHave you called a doctor?”

“ N—no,"” answcered Frank.

“Why not ?”

“We haven't any money to pay a doc-
tor. We are very poor, and now that
sister isn't working I don't know how we
shall get along. There is no one to earn
money except me, and I don’t make more
than thirty cents a day.”

“1If I were rich, Frank, T would help
you.”

“ [ am surc you would, sir, for you look
like a kind gentleman.”

This simple tribute went to my heart.
The boy felt that I was a friend, and I
determined that [ would be one so far as
| was able.

«Still I can do something for you. I
am a doctor, and if you will take me
round to your house I will look at your
sister and see if [ can do anything for her.”

The boy’s cyes lighted up with joy.

* Will you be so kind, sir? T will go
with you now.”

“ Yes, Frank, the sooner the better.”

[ followed him for perhaps a quarter of
a mile to a poor house situated on one of
the side streets leading down to the
North River. The street was shabby
enough, and the crowd of young children
playing about showed that it was ten-
anted by poor families, rich in children
if nothing else.

Frank stopped at one of these houses
and opened the door into a dirty hall.

“We live on the top floor,” he said, « if
you won’t mind going up.”

“I shall mind it no more than you,
Frank,” I said. “1 am still a young
man.”

We climbed three staircases, and stood
on the upper landing.

“I'll go in and tell mother I have
brought a doctor,” said Frank. * Just
wait here a minute.”

He opened a door and entered. Ilc
came out again almost immediately. He
was followed by a woman of p~rhaps
forty, with a pleasant face, but looking
very sad.

“ Welcome, doctor,” she said. “ Frank
tells me you were kind enough to offer
us your services."”

“Yes, | am glad to do what I can for
vou.”

“This is my daughter.
much worried about her.”

The daughter lay on a bed in an inner
room (there were but two). She was pale
and looked ill-nourished, but in spite of
the delicacy of her appearance, she was
pretty.

“ Alice, this is the doctor,” said her
mother. Alice opened her eyes lan-
guidly, and tried to smile.

“ Let me feel your pulse,” I said.

The pulsations were siow and feeble.

hie mother fixed her eyes upon me
anxiously, and awaited my verdict.

“ Your daughter is quite run down,” [
said. *“She has very little strength, but
1 do not find any positive indications of
disease.”

“You are right, no doubt, doctor,”
said the mother with a sigh. “She is a
delicate girl, and 1 am sure she was over-
worked.”

*“ She is employed in a dry goods store,

Fraunk tells me.”

“Yes, she is at O'Neil's. They are
very considerate there, but it is hard to
be standing all day.”

“It would be hard for any one. Iam
a man and strong, but I don’t think I
could endure it. She ought to have two
weeks’ rest, at least, before returning to
work."”

“I am sure you are right, doctor,”
said Mrs. Mills, “ but how can it be
managed? We have but two bread-
winners, Frank and Alice. Frank, poor
boy, brings in all he can, but Alice carrs
six dollars a weck. It is upon that that
we depend for our living. It is a hard
thing to be poor, doctor.”

“Indeed it is," I answered.

“ You speak as if you know something
about it.”

“I do. I am a young physician, with
very little money, and few patients. Life
with me is a struggle, as it is with you.”

I was well dressed—that is a necessity
with a professional man, who must keep
up appecarances—and this perhaps made
it difficult for Mrs. Mills to believe that I
was really poor.

* What do you prescribe, doctor "

“No medicines arc nceded. What
your daughter nceds most is strengthen-
ing food—to begin with a little beef tea.”

Mrs. Mills looked embarrassed. 1
understood her embarrassment.  What I
ordered was simple enough ; but where
was the money to come from, to supply
the sick girl's needs ?

“ 1 can make some beef tea,” she said,

1 feel very

after a pause, *“ and some bread.”

It is just the thing,” [ said, cheerfully.

“Then you dou’t think she needs any
medicine 7

“No."”

There was still that anxious look on
the mother's face. Alice was the bread-
winner, and she was sick. How were
they to live?

An idea came to me.

“1 will call again to-morrow morning,”
I said, cheerfully.

“You are very kind, doctor. I should
like to pay you, but we are so miserably
poor.”

“PDon’t let that trouble you for a
moment. I can give you some of my
time, for of that I have plenty.”

CHAPTER XIL

THE DISAGREEABLE WOMAN IN A NEW
LIGIIT.

I have said that I had an idea. The
destitute condition of this poor family
weighed upon me, and excited my sym-
pathy. With my scanty means I could
give them only advice, but could I not
secure help [rom others.

Mrs. Gray, my landlady, would per-
Liaps furnish a supply of food, but
though a good woman in the main she
was not inclined to be charitable. She
was inclined to be suspicious of those
who applicd to her for help, and T did
not want to subject Mrs. Mills to any
new  SOrrow mortification. Among
my fellow boarders, [ could not think of
one to whom I could apply, except—
well, yes, except the Disagreeable
Woman. Under her cynical exterior I
suspected there was a sympathetic heart,
though I belicve that I alone gave her
credit for it. I resolved to speak to her
about my poor patient.

As the reader already knows, [ sat next
to Miss Blagden at the table. Toward
the close of supper I said in a low voice:
“If you will allow me, Miss Blagden,
I will walk with you a short distance
alter supper. I havesomcthing to say
to you."”

She looked surprised, but answered
promptly, “I shall be glad of your com-
pany.”

This was the most agrecable speech [
had heard from her since our acquaint-
ance commenced.

Nothing more was said till I found
mysclf walking by her side toward
Broadway.

“Now ?” she said, expectantly.

“Iam going to take a liberty,” I said.
“ | am going to try to interest you ina
poor family. I of course know nothing
of your means, but my own are so limited

or




that in spite of my profound sympathy
[ can only give my medical services,
while more is necded.”

“ Go on, doctor,” she said, and there
was unwonted kindness in her tone.

[ told her the story in bri:f words, and
she seemed interested.

“ Your young patient has no organic
discase?" she inquired.

* None whatever.  She isill-nourished,
and works too nard. That is the whole
story.”

“ They are very poor.”

*“You can judge. Their income can-
not Le more than seven dollars and a half,
aud of this the girl earns sixdollars. Her
sickness will entail some outlay, and
there is only the boy to earn money
nHow,

“ It is very sad, doctor. 1low little we
whose wants are provided for know of
the sufferings of the poor! But fortu-
nately,” she added, and a rarc smile
lighted up her features and made her
positively attractive, in spitc of her name,
“fortunately there is a remedy. When
do you see this poor family again?”

“I shall call to-morrow morning after
breakfast."”

“ And in the meantime do you think
they will suffer for the lack of food ?”

“It may be so. Idon’tthinkthey have
much money in the house ?"

“ Do you think you could make it con-
venient to call there this evening 2"

“Yes, I ain sure [ could. Their poor
home is less than half a mile distant from
our boarding-house.”

“ Then, doctor, be kind enough to hand
them this.”

She drew out her purse and handed
me a five dollar bill.

I suppose I showed the joy I felt.

“Miss Blagden,” I said, “you could
not give me a more agreeable commis-
sion.”

« | believe it, doctor."

There was an unwonted sottness in her
tone, and her smile was positively at-
tractive.

How could we call her the ** Discgree-
able Woman?"

CHAPTER XIIL
MRS. WYMAN'S CURIOSITY.

1 was passing our boarding-house on
my return from the walk with Miss Blag-
den when Mrs. \Wyman tapped on the
window, and opened it.

“I saw you!" she said, in a bantering
tone.

“ At supper ?"

“No, I saw you walking away with
Miss Blagden. So you are smitten at
last !"

I smiled.

“ I assure you,” I said, “there is noth-
ing between us.”

“You seem uncommonly attentive,”
and I thought there was something of
pique in her tone.

“ What can I do ?’ [ answered. “You
have forsaken me, and devote yourself to
the Count,”

« As if I could forget you !" she said, in
a sentimental toune.

1f she had known how utterly indifler-
ent | was to her favor or disfavor she
would hardly have been complimented.
Sue had transferred her attentions to
Count Penelli, but she still wished to re-
tuin her hold upon me.

* By the way," she said, suddenly, “ are
you going to hear Patti duriug her pres-
ent engagement ?”

* Do you take me for a millionaire?”

* Her prices are frightful!” she said,
thoughtfully. ** Of course I cannot go
without an escort.”

“If you will sccure two tickets, I will
accompany you."”

* Thank you, but I am so poor. Still
1 dote on music, and | would buy my
own ticket."”

I shrugged my shoulders, and declined
to take the hint.

“Very probably the Count will wish
to go. He is an Italian, you know, and
would have the advantage of understand-
ing the language.”

“True.”

“ As a nobleman he is doubtless above
money considerations.”

“ You are mistaken. He is the heir to
great estates, but he is out of favor with
his father, and has to live on a very small
allowance. It is a pity, isn’t it ?”

“ He might work at somec business,
and replenish his purse.”

“But you must remember he is a
nobleman. Ilis runk debars him [rom
many positions that would be open toa
common man."

I am glad that 1 am not a nobleman,
then.”

« Ah, he might not object to being a
doctor if he were trained to that profes-
jon. 1 wish there were any way of
getting a ticket to Patti, without such a
monstrous outlay. Can't you think of
any way ?"

« Mr. Blake is connected with a morn-
ing paper. Perhaps he may be entitled
to a Press ticket.”

“ Thank you, Dr. Fenwick. Thatis an
excellent suggestion. I will speak to him
to-morrow morning. Where are you
walking, if I may ask ?"

“To scec a poor patient.
accompany me "

“No, no, I should be afraid of catching
some horrid icver or something.”

Will you

“TI'he family is poor, and stands very
much in necd of assistance.”

“ How will they pay you, then?"”

“They won't pay me. Ishall not ask
any compensation.”

« I think you are foolish to waste your
time on such people. They can't benefit
you.”

“I cun help them.”

* You will never get rich in that way.”

“I donotexpect to. Ishallbe satisfied
if I can make a living. If you feel
inclined to be charitable, I can recom-
mend Mrs, Mills as deserving all the help
you are inclined to bestow.”

“1 positively haven't a cent to spare.
Besides it would make it all the more
difficult to hear Patti.”

Mrs. Wyman closed the window. The
conversation had taken a turn which she
did not relish.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE QUALITY OF MERCY.

When I knocked again at the door of
Mrs. Mills, she opened it and regarded
me in some surprise.

«Did you think Alice
worse ?"" she asked.

“No, bui I am commissioned by a
charitable lady, one of my [ellow
boarders, to give you this."”

She took the bill which I offered her,
and her face lighted up with joy.

« It is a godsend,” she said. “I was
feeling very anxious. We had but
twenty-five cents in the house.”

« This will help along.”

« Indeed it will. Tow kind you are,
doctor,” and her eyes filled with grateful
tears.

« [ would like to be kind, but my ability
is limited."”

« And who is this lady to whom I am
indebted ?”

«We call her the Disagreeable Wom-
an.”

She looked very much surprised.

“ Surely you are jesting, doctor.”

“ No; she is a social mystery. She is
very blunt and says many sharp things.”

“ But she sends me this money. She
must have a good heart.”

«[ begin to think so. It would sur-
prise all at the table if they knew she
had done this.”

« 1 shall think of her as the Agreeable
Woman."”

« Now, Mrs. Mills, [ am going to give
you some advice. What your daughtes
needs is nourishing food. Use this
money to provide it not only for her but
for yourself.”

«] will—but when this is gone,” she
hesitated.

would be




“ We will appeal to the Disagreeable
Woman. What has your daughter
taken " :

I have given her some beef tea.”

“That is good as faras it goes. Do
you think she could eat a bit of steak >

“ [ will ask her.”

Alice scemed so pleased at the sugges-
tion that Frank was dispatched to the
butcher’s for a pound of sirloin steak, and
a few potatoes. Soon the rich and ap-
petizing flavor of broiled steak pervaded
the apartment, and a smile of content-
ment lighted up the face of tle sick girl.

“Now mind that you and Frank eat
some too,” I said. “I will sec you to-
morrow morning.

I made a report to Miss Blagden at
breakfast.

“If you had seen how much pleasure
your gift gave, you would feel amply
repaid,” 1 said to her.

“ Doctor,"” she said, earnestly, “1 thank
you for mentioning this case to me. We
are so0 apt to live for oursclves.”

“I also mentioned the case to Mrs.
Wyman,” I added.

“Well ?” she asked, curiously.

“She said she was very poor, and
wanted to buy a ticket to Patti’s concert.”

Miss Blagden smiled.

“I am not surprised to hear it,” she
said. “Did you ever hcar Patti, Dr.
Fenwick ?"

“No, Miss Blagden. I am new to the
city, and I am cut off from expensive
amusements by my limited means.”

“Do you like music ?”

“Very much. When Patti gives a
concert at fifty cents, I may venture to
go."”

At supper Miss Blagden placed some-
thing in my hand.

I looked at it, and found that it was
a ticket to Patti's concert on the follow-
ing evening. It would give me admis-
sion to the most expensive part of the
house.

“You are very kind, Miss Blagden,” I
said, in grateful surprise.

“Don't mention where you got it.
You may consider it in the light of a fee
for attendance upon your poor patient.
By the way, how is she? Iave you
been there to-day 2"

“Yes; she ic doing well, but is in a
great hurry toget well.  The rent comes
due next week, and—"

“How much is it?" asked Miss Blag-
den, interrupting me.

“ Seven dollars.”

She drew a ten dollar bill from her
pocket-book aud extended it to me.

* Give that to Mrs. Mills,” she said.

* You make me very happy as well as
her ; I am beginning to find how kind and

charitable you are.”

“No, no,” she said gravely. “ There
arc few of us of whom that may be said.
“ How soon do you think your patient
will be able to resume work ?"

“ Next Monday, I hope. Sheis gaining
rapidly.”

“How thick you are with the Dis-
agreeable Woman !" said Mrs. Wyman,
when she next met me. “Don’t fail to
invite me to the wedding.”

“ On one condition.”

“What is that?”

“That you invite me to your wedding
with the Count.”

She smiled complacently and called me
a naughty man. I wonder if she aspires
to become a Countess.

CHAPTER XV.

THE PROFESSOR'S COURTSHIP.

“What a guy !"

The busy day at Macy’s was over,
Troops of young women passed through
the doors, in street costume, and laugh-
ing and chatting, made their way up or
down Sixth Avenue, or turned into
Twenty-third street. Among them was
Ruth Caiby, and it was to her that her
friend Maria Stevenson addressed the
above exclamation.

Ruth turned to observe the figure indi-
cated by her friend, and was almost
speechless with surprise.

At the corner leaning against the lamp-
post was a figure she knew well. The
rusty overcoat with its amplitude of cape,
the brown crushed hnat, the weather-
beaten face, and the green goggles were
unmistakable. It was Prol. Poppendorf.
He was peering in his short-sighted way
at the young women emerging from the
great store with an inquiring gaze. Sud-
denly his eyes brightened. FHe had
found the object of his search.

“ Mees Ruth!" he exclaimed, stepping
forward briskly, “I haf come to walk
home with you.”

Ruth looked confused and almost dis-
tressed. She would gladly have found
some excusc to avoid the walk but could
think of none.

“ Maria!"'she said, hurriedly, “it is an
old friend of the family. I shall have to
leave you."”

Her friend looked at the rusty figure in
amazement.

“Oh, well, Ruth,” she said, “ we will
meet to-morrow. So long!"

This was not perhaps the way in wnich
a Fifth Avenue maiden would have parted
from her friend, but Maria Stevenson
was a [rec and easy young woman, of
excellent heart and various good qual-
ities, but lacking the social veneering to
be met with in a different class of society.

* How provoking!" thought Ruth, as
she reluctantly took her place beside
the Professor, who, unlike herself, scemed
in the best of spirits.

« I haf waited here a quarter of an hour
to meet you, Meces Ruth,” he said.

“ [ wish you hadn't,” thought Rutlh,
but she only said, “ I am sorry to have
put you to so much trouble.”

“It was no trouble, I assure you,
Mees Ruth,” said her elderly companion
in as genial a tone as his bass voice could
assume.

“ Let us cross the street,” suggested
Ruth.

She wished as soon as possible to get
out of sight of her shop companions, who
were sure to tease her the next day.

“ With all my heart,” said the Pro-
fessor. *“I should wish to be more
alone.”

They crossed Sixth Avenue, and
walked downon the west side. Ruth was
wondering all the while what on earth
could have induced the Prolessor to tuke
such pains to offer her his escort. She
did not have long to wait.

“I haf something very particular to
say to you, Mees Ruth,” said the Pro-
fessor, gazing fondly at her through his
green goggics.

“Indeed!" returned Ruth, in great sur-
prise.

“Yes, Mees Ruth, I hal been feeling
very lonely. I am tired of living at a
boarding-house. [ wish to have a home
of my own. Will you marry me? Will
you be my [rau—I mean my wife?"

Ruth Canby stopped short. She was
“like to drop,” as she alterwards ex-
pressed it.

“Marry you!" she repcated, in a dazed
way.

“ Yes, Mees Ruth, dear Mees Ruth, I
want you to be my wife.”

* But, Professor, I could never think of
marrying a man so—" old she was
about to add, but she feared it would
hurt the Professor’s feelings.

“1 know what you would say, Mees
Ruth. You think I am toc old. Butl
am strong. Sec here!” and he smote his
large breast vigorously. * 1 am sound,
and I shall live many years. My father
lived till eighty-five, and I am only sixty-
five.”

“ ] am only twenty.”

“True! you are much younger, but no
young man would love you so fondly."”

“ 1 don't know,” said Ruth.

“ Perhaps you think I am poor, but it
is not so. I haf a good income, and I
haf just been appointed to gif lectures
on philosophy in Miss Green's school on
Madison Avenue. We will take a nice
flat. I will furnish it well, and we will
haf a happy home.”




“Thank you very much, Prof. Poppen-
dorf,” said Ruth, hurriedly. “Indeed I
feel complimented that such a learned
man and great scholar should wish tc
marry me, but I am only a simple girl—1
have not much education—and I should
not make a suitable wife for you.”

“Do not think of that, Mees Ruth. I
will teach you myself. I will teach you
Latin and Greek, and Sanscrit, il you
please. I will read my lectures on phil-
osphy to you, and I will make you  une
Jemme savante,' so that you can talk with
my brother Professors who will come to
see me. You can ccok, can yon not,
Mees Ruth?”

“Yes, I know Low to cook, but—

* Ab, that is well,” said the Professor,
in a tone of satisfaction. *All the
German ladies can cook. Frau von
Bismarck, the wife of my old friend, isan
excellent cook. I hal dined at Bis-
marck's house.”

“ But,” said Ruth, firmly, “I can not
think of becoming your wife, Prol.
Poppendorf.”

“ Ach,so!" said the Professor, ina tone
of disappointment. ‘Do not make such
a mistake, my dear Mees Ruth. Is it
nothing to become Mrs. Prolessor Pop-
pendorf. You will take a good place in
society. For [ assure youthat I am well
known among scholars. Iam now busy
on a great work on philosopky, which
will extend my fame. I will make you
proud of your husband.”

“Inceed, Prof. Poppendorf, I do not
doubt your learning or your fame, but I
can not marry a man old enough to be
my grandfather.”

*“So, I am uot so sure about that. I
am old erough to be your father, but—""

“Never mind! We will not argue the
point. I hope you will say no more. I
can not marry you.”

“Ah! is there another? Haf I a
rival 7" demanded the Prolessor, frown-
ing fiercely. It is that Dr. Fenwick ?”

“ No, it is not.”

“1 do not think he would care to maruy
you.”

“And I don’t want to marry him,
though I think him a very nice young
gentleman.”

“ Who is it, then ?”

“If you must know,” said Ruth, pet-
tishly, “ it is that young man who took
supper with us not long ago.”

“The young man from the country ?”

“Yes."

“But what do you see in him, Mees
Ruth. He is a yokel.”

“A what?”

“He isa very worthy young man, I do
not doubt, but what does he know? He
is a farmer, is he not, with no idcas
beyond his paternal acres?”

*“Prot. Poppendorl, I will not have you
speak so of my Stephen,” said Ruth,
while a wave of anger passed over her
face.

“ Ah, that is his name. Stephen.
Pardon, Mces Ruth! T do not wish to
say anything against this rural young
man, but he will never give you the
position which I offer you.”

“ Perhaps not, but I like him better.”

“Ach, so. Then is my dream at an
end; I did hope to have you for my frau,
and haf a happy home and a loving
companion in my declining years.”

His tone seemed so mourrful th:t
Ruth was touclied with pity and remorse.

“ Prof. Poppendorf,” she said, gently,
* you must not be too much disappointed.
There are many who would appreciate

the honor of marrying you. Why do
vou not ask Mrs. Wyman?”
“She is a butterfly—a flirt. I would

not marry her il therc were no other
woman living."”

The young woman from Macy’s quite
agreed with the Proflessor, and it was not
without satisfaction that she heard him
express himsell in this manner.

“Well,"” she continued, * then there is
Miss Blagden. She is of a more suitable
age.ii

“The Disagreeable Woman.” What
do you take me for, Mees Ruth? She is
too strong-minded."”

“ Perhaps so, but I am sure she hasa
kind heart.”

“1 should never be happy with her—
never ! said the Professor, decidedly.

“Were you ever marricd, Professor ?"
asked Ruth with sudden curiosity.

“Yes, I wasmarried when I was thirty
—but my Gretchen only lived two years.
I hal mourned for her more than thirty
years."”

“You have waited a long time, Pro-
fessor.”

“Yes; till I saw you, Mees Ruth, I
never haf seen the woman I wanted to
marry. Perhaps,” he added with sudden
hope, “ this young man, Stephen, does not
wish to marry you.'

“ He will be only too glad,” said Ruth,
tossing her head. “He offered himself
to me a year ago.”

“ Then there is no hope for me ?"

*“ None at all, Professor.”

They had reached Waverley Place, and
so there was no time for further conversa-
tion. As they came up the stoop Mrs.
Wyman saw them through the window.
She was in waiting in the ball.

“Have you had a nice walk zogether ?"
she purred.

*“ How I hate that woman!” said Ruth
to herself.

She ran up stairs and prepared for
supper.

CHAPTER XVL
SITS THE WIND IN THAT QUARTER.

Of course [ attended the Patti concert.
The seat given me was in the best part
of the house, and I felt somewhat bash-
ful when I found that all my neighbors
wore dress suits. My own suit—the
best I had—was beginning to shcw the
marks of wear, but I did not dare go to
the expense of another.

My next neighbor was an elderly
gentleman, bordering uponsixty. In the
twenty minutes that clapsed before the
rise of the curtain we fell into a pleasunt
conversation. It was pleasant to find
that he was becoming intcrested in me.

“You enjoy Patti?” he said. “Eut
then I hardly nced ask that. Your pres-
sence here is sufficient evidence.”

“ 1 have no doubt I shall enjoy Patti,”
I answered. “ I have never heard her.”

“Indeed? How does that happen ?”

“Because I have been only three
months in New York. [ came liere from
the country, and of coursc I had no
chance to hear her there.”

“ Excuse my curiosity, but you do not
look like a business man."”

“I am not. I am a practising physi-
cian."”

“ Indeed!" he replied, with interest. “I
wish you could cure my rhcumatism.”

“ 1 should like a chance to try.”

This was a little audacious, as probably
he had his own family physician, but it
came naturally upon his remark.

“You shall try,” he said, impulsively.
“ My family physician has failed to benefit
me."”

“ It may be so with me."

“ At any rate [ will try you. Can you
call at my house to-morrow at eleven
o'clock ?”

“T will do so with pleasure.”

He gave me his card. [ found that his
name was Gregory Vincent, and that he
lived in one of the finest parts of Madison
Avenue. It occurred to me that he was
perhaps imprudent in trusting an un-
known young physician, but I was not
foolish enough to tell him so.

“1 will call,” I said with professional
gravity, and I entered the nawe and en-
gagement in my medical note-book.

Here the curtain rose, and our thoughts
were soon occupicd by the stage.

When the concert was over, my new
friend as he shook my hand, said, “ I can
rcly upon your calling to-morrow, Dr.
Fenwick ?”

“T will not fail you.”

« T don't know how it is,” he said, “ but
though we are strangers I have a pro-
phetic instinct that you can help me.”

« 1 will do my best, Mr. Vincent.”




Congratulating myself on my new and
promising patient, I made my way into
the lobby. There presently I met Mrs.
Wyman and ‘Count Penelli. I learned
later that she had purchased two cheap
scats and invited the Count to accom-
pany her. They had not distinguished
me in the audience, [ was so far away
from them.

“ Dr: Fenwick ! exclaimed Mrs. Wy-
man, in surprisc. “I thought you said
you were not coming.”

“1 changed my mind,” [ answered,
smiling. “Of course, you enjoyed the
concert ?"”

“Did I not? But whkere were you sit-
ting 2"

“In the orchestra.”

“What! Among the millionaires >

“ I don't know if they were millionaires.
I was ashamed of my appearance. All
wore dress suits except myselfl and the
ladies.”

“It seems to mec, doctor, you were
extravagant.”

“ It does seem so.”

I did not propose to enlighten Mrs,
Wyman as to the small expense [ was at
for a ticket. I could sce with secret
amusen.ent that her respect for me was
increased by my supposed liberal outlay.
In this respect [ showed to advantage
beside her escort who had availed himself
of a ticket purchased by her. She had
represcnted that the tickets were sent her
by the management.

“The Count had an advantage over
us,” said the widow. *“He could under-
stand the language.”

St, Signora,” said the Count, with a
smile.

“It wasn't the words I cared [or,"” said
I. “Ishould enjoy Pattiif she sang in
Arabic.”

“ Well, perhaps so. Were you ever in
Italy, doctor?”

“No, the only foreign country I ever
visited was New Jersey.”

“Is New Jerscy then a foreign
country ?" asked the Count, puzzled.

“It is only a joke, Count,” said the
widow.

*“ And a poor one, [ admit.”

*“The Count had been telling me of his
ancestral home, of the vine-clad hills, and
the olive trees, and the orange groves.
Oh, T am wild to visit that charming
Italy.”

“Perhaps you may do so some day,
my dear Mrs. Wyman,"” said the Count, in
a soft tone.

The widow cast down her eyes.

“ It would be too lovely,” she said.

When we reached the boarding-house,
the Count asked, *“May I come up to
your room, Dr. Fenwick?"

“Certainly. [ shall be glad to have
you do so.” My room was a small one.
I should have had to pay a higher price
for a larger one. However, I gave the
Count my only chair, and sat on the bed.

“Is it permitted?” he asked, as he
lighted a cigarette.

* Oh, yes,” I replied, but I only said so
out of politeness. It was decidedly dis-
agreeable to have any one smoke in my
chamber in the evening. I could, how-
ever, open the window afterwards and
give it an airing.

“Mrs. Wyman is a very fine woman,”
said the Count, alter a pause.

“Very,” I responded, bricfly.

“ And she is rich, is she not ?” he asked,
in some anxiety.

“Sits the wind in that quarter?” I
thought. “Well, I won't stand in the
way.”

“She scems independent.”

“Ah! you mean—"

“That she has enough to live upon.
She never seemed to have any money
troubles, I suppose it is the same with
you, you no doubt draw a revenue from
your estates in Italy ?"

“No, no, you make a mistake. They
belong to my father, and he is displease
with me. Ile will send me no money.”

“Are you the oldest son?”

“S7, signor!” bLut he answered hesitat-
ingly.

“Then you will be all right some
day.”

“True, doctor, some day, but just now
Tam what you call short. ¥ou could do
me a great favor.”

“ What is it >

“If you could lend me fifty dollar?”

“My dear Count, it would be quite
impossible. Do you think I am rich ?”

“You pay five—six dollar for your
ticket to hear Patti.”

“It was imprudent, but I wished to
hear her; now I must be careful.”

“T would pay you when I get my next
remittance from Italy.”

“It will not be possible,” I answered,
firmly. “Have you asked Prol. Poppen-
dorf?"

“No! 'Has he got money?”

“1 think he has more than L.”

“I have a special use for the money,”
said the Count, but I did not ask what it
was.

Presently the Count rose and left me.
It took twenty minutes to clear the room
of the vile smell of cigarette smoke.

“ After all,” thought I, “there is a
chance for Mrs. Wyman to become a
Countess, that is if he is a real Count.”
Upon this point I did not feel certain.

“Well, did you enjoy Patti?" asked
Miss Blagden at the breaklast table.

“Immensely. Why did you not go?"

“ Because I have very little taste
for music,” answered the Disagreeable
Woman.

“ Mrs. Wyman was there.”

“ She sings,” said Miss Blagden, with a
slight smile.

“ Yes, the Count was with her,”

“ Humph! where did they sit ?"

“ In the upper part of the house some-
where. T felt myself out of place among
the Four Hundred. But it brought me
luck.”

“ How is that ?"

“I sccured a patient,a Mr. Gregory
Vincent of Madison Avenue.”

“ Was Gregory Vincent there? How
did you make his acquaintance ?"

“He was my next neighbor. He
seemed to take a liking to me, confided to
me that he was a victim of rheumatism,
and [ am to assume charge of his case.”

“l am very glad,” said Miss Blagden,
heartily. *“ Do your best to cure him.”

“1 will.”

“ And don't be afraid to send him ina
good Dill.”

* [ am sure he will pay me liberally.”

*“It may be your stepping stone to suc-
cess.”

* Thank you for your kind interest.”

“ And how is your poor patient—.Alice
Mills ?”

“ Quite well now, but I wish she were
not obliged to spend so many hours in a
crowded store.”

“ When do you call there again ?”

“I may call this morning.”

“I will go with you. I havea plan for
them.”

Miss Blagden accompanied me to the
poor house. She was so kind and
gentle that I did not understand how
any one could call her the Disagreeable
Woman.

In a few days, thanks to her, Mrs.
Mills was installed as housckeeper to a
wealthy widower in Fifty.seventh street.
Alice was made governess to two young
children, and Frank was provided with a
home in return for some slight serviecs.

CHAPTER XVIIL

MY RICH PATIENT.

When I was admitted to the house of
Gregory Vincent, I was surprised by its
magnificence. It hasbeen said that there
are few palaces in Europe that compare
in comfort and luxury with a first class
New York mansion. I have never been
in a palace, and Mr. Vincent's house was
the only aristocratic house which I had
had an opportunity to view. ButI am
prepared to indorse the remark.

I handed mny card to the liveried
servant who opened the door.




«Dr. Fenwick,” he repeated. “Yes,
sir; you arc expected.”

He led me upstairs into an elegant
library, or sitting-room and library com-
bined. Here sat my acquaintance of the
evening before, with his foot swathed in

bandages and resting on a chair, while he
was seated in a cosy arm-chair.

“ Good-morning, doctor,” he said. “I
am glad to see you. Yousee that I am
in the grasp of my old enemy.”

“We will try to rout him,” I said,
cheerfully.

“That sounds well, and encourages
me. Do you know, Dr. Fenwick, that
without any special reason I feel great
confidence in you. You ar¢ a young
man, probably not more than half as old
as my regular physician, but he has not
been able to do me any good.”

“ And I hope to be able to do so.”

1 suppose you have had experience in
such cases?"”

“Yes, I have an old aunt who had
suffcred untold tortures from rheumatism.
She put herself under my charge, and for
her sake I made an extensive study of
rheumatic cases and remedies.”

“ Well ?” he asked, eagerly.

“T finally cured her. It is now three
years since she has had a twinge.”

“Good! My instinct was correct.
That gives me hopes of success under

your charge. Don't be afraid to lose
your patient by effecting a speedy cure.
I will make you a promisc. When you
have so tar cured me that [ am free from
rheumatic pains for three months, I will
hand you a check for a thousand dollars.”

“ A thousand dollars!" I repeated with
sparkling eyes.  * That will indeed be an
inducement.”

* Of course I shall pay yvou your regular
fees besides.”

I could hardly credit my good fortune.
I was like one who had just received
intelligence that I had drawn a large sum
in the lottery. Idetermined to win the
promised check if there was any chance.

I began to question Mr. Vincent as to
ais trouble. I found that it was a case of
-heumatic gout. A difficult case, but
very similar to that of my aunt. I
resolved to try the same treatment with
him.

I wished to ask some questions, but he
forestalled them.

“T have no wilfe,” he said. “I was left
a widower many years ago. My niece
and myself constitute our whole family.”

“Don’t you feel lonely at times?" I
asked.

“Yes. My niece has her friends, suited
to one of her age, but little company for
me. If I had a nephew now—like your-
self—it would cheer me up and give me
a new interest in life.”

“]1 wish you were my uncle,” I said to
myself.

“I am an old mar, but I have great
interest in young company. I think it
was that that drew me toward you at
Patti’s concert. \When I learned that you
were a physician I saw that I could make
it worth your while to callon an old man.
I hope you are not a very busy man.”

“ Not yet,” I answered, guardedly. “1
felt that it would be unwise to let him
know how far from a busy man I was.”

“Then you will be able to call upon
me every day.”

“I will do so gladly, but it will not be
necessary—({rom a medical point of
view."”

“No matter! [ shall be glad to have
you come, and of course [ pay for ycuor
time. It will be an advantage, no dc:bt,
to have your patient under con:tant
observation,"”

“That is true.”

“Now I won’t put you to the treubl:
of keeping an account of your visits. [
will agree to pay you twenty-five dollars
a weck if that will be satisfactory.”

Twenty-five dollars a week! Why I
scarcely made that sum in fees in a
month.

“ It is more than I should think of
charging,” | said, frankly.

* Then it s satisflactory. Your money
will be paid you at the end of every
week.”

When 1 left the house I felt as if I had
suddenly come into a fortune. Now I
could see my way clear. The little stock
of money which still remained to me
would suffer no further diminution. On
the contrary, I should be able to add
to it.

It is said that there comes to every man
once in his life a chance to succeed. Ap-
parently mine had come to me, and this
chance had come to me through the
Disagreeable Woman.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
THE PROFESSOR'S BOOK.

For some weeks matters went on
quietly at’ our boarding-house. Prol.
Poppendotl, in spite of the fuilure of his
matrimonial schemes, ate, smoked, and
drank as tranquilly as ever. Ruth was
grateful to him thac he had accepted her
refusal as final, and disturbed her no
more. Tley still sat near each other at
the table, but there was never anything
in his manner to indicate that there had
been any romantic passages between
them.

The Disagrecable Woman remained
as great a mystery as ever. Sometimes
she was absent for three or four duys

together. Then she would suddenly
reappear. No one ever asked where she
had been. It would have taken rarc

courage to do that. Nor did she ever
volunteer any cxplanation.

Whether she possessed large means or
not no one could conjecture. She always
paid her board bill, and with unfailing
regularity, at the end of every week.
Her dress was always plain, but often-
times of costly material. She seldom
indulged in conversation, though she was
always ready with an answer when spoken
to. Perhaps Imay mention as exceptions
to her general rule of reticence the young
woman from Macy's and mysell. She
seemed to feel morc kindly toward us
than toward any of the others.

There had been various attempts to
find cut where st e lived. None had suc-
ceeded. One day Mrs. Wymanasked the
question directly.

“« Where do you live, Miss Blagden, if
you will allow me to ask ?"

« [ witl allow you to ask,” returned the
Disagreeable Woman, coolly. “ Do you
propose to call on me?”

“1f you will permit me."”

“ [t is hardly neccessary. We meet at
the table every day. Iam a hermit,” she
added after a pause, *I do not care to
receive visitors.”

“ 1 once heard of a hermit who lived in
one of the cottages on the rocks near
Central Park,” said the widow, rather
impertinently.

“1 don't live there!” said the Dis-
agreeable Woman, composedly.

* Of course not. I did not suppose you
did.”

“Thank you.
usual.”

If Miss Blagden meant to be sarcastic,
nothing in her tone revealed it.  She had
warded off the attack dictated by curi-
osity.

Whether Miss Blagden was rich or
not, she was always ready to contribute
1o any public or private cause. When
Prof. Poppendorf announced that he was
about to pubiish a book, enlarged Irom
his lecture on “The Material and The
Immaterial.” Miss Blagden subscribed
for two copies.

“One is for you, Dr. Fenwick!" she
said, in a low tone.

“ Thank you, Miss Blagden. You are
very kind. Am I expected to read it?”

“If you can,” she responded with a grim
smile.

The other boarders were asked, but
each had some excuse.

“ ] have just bought a new hat,” said
Mrs. Wyman.

«1 no understand English,” said the
Count.

“Do you think T ought to subscribe,

You are right as




Miss Blagden?” asked Ruth.

“No, child. Why should you? You
have a usc [or your moncy. Besides, you
would not understand it. If you wish, 1
will buy one for you ?”

“ No, thank you, Miss Blagden. It
would be of no use to me, but I thought
the Professor would think it friendly.”

She could not explain that she wished
to make amends f[or refusing his suit, for
she had with rare delicacy abstained from
mentioning the lcarned Germun’s uncouth
courtship. Perhaps Miss Blagden, who
was very observing, penectrated her
motive, [or she said: “ There is some-
thing in that.  Subscribe, and I will pay
for the book.”

Upon this Ruth gently told the Pro-
fessor that she would take a copy.

He was surprised and delighted.

“ By all means Mees Ruth, but perhaps
I should give you one.”

“ No, no, Prol. Poppendotf. I want to
show my interest in you—-and your
book."

“You are so good.
first copy.”

“Thank you,” said Ruth, shyly.

“What do you want of the old fossil's
book > asked Mrs. Wyman later, when
the Professor was out of hearing. “I
suspect that you are in love with the
Professor.”

“No, youdon't suspect that,” said Ruth,
composedly.

“At any rate hc seems struck with
you.”

“I suppose I am either miaterial or
immaterial,” returned Ruth, laughing.

“You went to walk with him one even-
ing.”

“I am afraid you are jealous, Mrs.
Wyman."”

The widow laughed and the conversa-
tion ended.

CHAPTER XIX.

I will give you the

A SPEECIL FROM THE THRONE.

It was some time since Mrs. Gray
had made any communication to the
boarders.

But one evening she scemed laboring
under suppressed excitement.

“ Something is up,”;said Mr. Blake, the
young reporter who sat on my left, the
Disagreeable Woman being on my right.

“We shall have it after supper,” I
answered.

Mrs. Gray always waited till the last
boarder had finished his meal. It was
one of the unwritten laws of the board-

ing-house.
The last boarder on this occasion w:s
Professor Poppendorf. He was thz

heartiest eater, and we usually had to
wait for him. When he had taken the

last sip of beer, for in consideration of his
national tastes he was always supplied
with a schooner of that liquid which is
dear to the Teutonic heart, Mrs. Gray
opened her mouth.

“My friends,” shesaid, “I havea letter
to read to you.”

She opened a perfumed billet, adjusted
her spectacles, and read.

“1t is from Mrs. Wyman,” she said,
“and it is at her request that I read it.”

We had already noticed that neither
Mrs. Wyman nor the Count was present.

Mrs. Gray began:

“My DEAR MRrs. GRAY:—For three
years I have been an inmate of your
happy home. I have come to feel an
interest in it and in all whose acquaint-
ance | have made here. I had no thought
of leaving you, but circumstances make
it necessary. Let me say at once that
have consented to marry Count di Penelli.
You who are familiar with his fine traits
and aristocratic bearing will hardly be
surprised that | have been unable to resist
his ardent entreaties. I had indeed in-
tended never to marry again, but it was
because I never expected to find one vho
could take the place of my dear departed
first husband. The Count and I leave by
an early train for Philadelphia where the
ceremony will be performed. We may
remain there fora few days. Beyond that
our plans are not arranged. We would
have had a public wedding and invited
our [riends, but as the Count's family
are in Italy and cannot be present, we
thought it best to have a simple private
ceremony. When we go to Italy next
summer there may be another ceremony
at the Penelli Castle in Southern Italy.

“I cannot tell when I shall return to
New York. Probably I shall never again
be an inmate of your happy home. The
Count and [ may take a flat up-town—a
whole house would be too large for us.
But I shall—we shall certainly call on our
old friends, and I trust that the ties that
bind us together in friendship may never
weaken.

“ I shall soon be the Countess di Penelli.
But once more and for the last time, I
subscribe myself

“Your faithful and devoted
“ LETITIA WYMAN.”

We listened to the reading of the
letter in silent excitement. Then there
was a chorus of exclamations.

“ Did you ever ?” ejaculated the young
woman from Macy's.

“I am not surprised,” said the Dis-
agreeable woman, calmly. “ Mrs. Wyman
has been courting the Count ever since
he came here.”

“You mean that he has been paying

his attentions to her,” suggested Mr.
Blake, the reporter.

“No, I mean what I say.”

“ She says she had no thought of marry-
ing again.”

“Mr. Blake, you are a young man.
You don't understand women, and par-
ticularly widows. Probably there is not
a gentleman at the table whom Mrs.
Wyman has not thought of as a matri-
monial subject, yourself not excepted.”

Mr. Blake was a very young man, and
he blushed.

“She would not have marricd me,”
growled the Professor.

Most of us smiled.

“Are you pledged to celibacy, Pro-
fessor ?” asked the landlady.

“ No, madam. If a certain young lady
would marry me [ would marrry to-
morrow."”

Ruth Canby blushed furiously, and was
indignant with herself for doing so, es-
pecially as it drew all glances to her.

“Let us hope you may be successfvl in
your suit, Professor,” said Mrs. Gray.

“Thank you, my dear lady ; time will
show.”

Miss Blagden turned her searching
glance upon the flaming cheeks of Ruth
and smiled kindly. If there was any one
at the table whom she liked it was the
young woman from Macy's.

“1 suppose there is no doubt about his
being a Count,” suggested Mr. Blake.

“I should say there was a good deal
of doubt,” answered the Disagreeable
Woman.

“ Do you really think so?"”

“It is my conjecture.”

“Oh, I think there is no doubt about
it,” said the landlady, who prided hersell
on having had so aristocratic a boarder.

“Iama loser by this marriage,” said
Mrs. Gray. I have two rooms suddenly
vacated.”

“A friend of mine will take one of
them,” said Mr. Blake, the reporter. *“ He
has been wishing to get in here for a
mslit?f“u be glad to receive him,” said
Mrs. Gray, graciously. .

The other room was also taken within
a week.

CHAPTER XX.

A STARTLING DISCOVERY.

Usually I secured a morning paper,
and ran over the contents at my office
while waiting for patients.

It was perhaps a week later that I
selected the Herald—1 did not confine
myself exclusiveiy to one paper—and
casually my eye fell upon the arrivals at
the hotels.




I started in surprise as I read among
the guests at the Brevoort House the
name of Count di Penelli.

“« What !" I exclaimed, “ are our [riends
back again? Why is not the Countess
mentioned? Perhaps, however, the Count
has left his wife in Philadelphia, and
come on here on business.”

It chanced that I had occasion to pass
the Brevoort an hour later.

1 was prompted to call and inquire for
the Count.

“Yes, he is in.
card ?”

I hastily inscribed my name on a card
and sent it up to his room.

The bell-boy soon returned.

The Count will be glad to see you, sir,”
he said. * Will you follow me?"

“He is getting ceremonious,” I re-
flected. “.I thought he would come down
to sec me.”

I followed the bell-boy to a room on
the second floor.

“ Dr. Fenwick?" he said, as the door
was opened.

I saw facing me a tall, slender, dark-
complexioned man of about forty-five, a
perfect stranger to me.

“[ wished to see Count di Penelli,” I
stammered, in some confusion,

“] am the Count,” he answered,
courteously.

“ But the Count I know is a'young
man,”

“There is no other Count di Penelli.”

“Pardon me!" I said, “but a young
man calling himsell by that name was
for two months a fellow boarder of mine.”

“ Describe him, if you please,” said the
Count, eagerly.

I did so.

“ Ah,” said the Count, when [ con-
cluded, “it is doubtless my valet, who
has been masquerading under my title.
He ran away from me at the West, nearly
three months since, carrying with him
three hundred dollars. 1 sct detectives
upon his track, but they could find no
clue. Isthe fellow still at your boarding-
house?”

“No, Count, he eloped a week since
with a widow, another of our boarders.
I believe they are in Philadelphiz.”

“Then he has deceived the poor
woman. Has she got money?”

« A little. I don'tthink she has much.”

“That is what he married her for.
Doubtless he supposed her wealthy. He
had probably spent all the money he took
from me."”

“I hope, Count, for the sake of his
wife, you will not have him arrcsted.”

Count di Penelli shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“I will let him go at your request,

Will you send up your

poor devil,” he said. “Why did she
marry him ?"

“ For his title.”

“ Then the heart is rot concerned ?"*

“I neverdiscovered that Mrs. Wyman
had a heart.”

“Probably both will be heartily sick of
the marriage, perhaps are so already."”

“Thank you for your information,
Count.”

“And I thank you for yours.
morning !"

I said nothing at the boarding-house of
the discovery I had made. Why should
I? So far as the rest of the boarders
knew Mrs. Wyman was a veritable
Countess.

Good-

CHAPTER XXIL
AFTER THREE MONTHS.

The curtain falls and rises again after
an interval of three months.

There have been some changes in our
boarding-house. Prof. Poppendorf still
occupics his accustomed place, and so
does Miss Blagden. The young reporter
still sits at my left, and cntertains me
with intcresting gossip and information
about public affairs and public men with
whom he has come in coutact.

But the young womau from Macy's
has left us. She has returned to her
country home and is now the wife of her
rustic admirer, Stephen Higgins. [ think
she has done wisely. Lile in the great
stores is a species of slavery, and she
could save nothing from her salary.
When Profl. Poppendorf heard of her
marriage, he looked depressed, but I
noticed that his appetite was not affected.
A true Teuton seldom allows anything
to interfere with that.

Mrs. Gray has received two or three
notes from the Countess di Penelli. They
treated of business matters solely.
Whether she has discovered that her
husband’s title is spurious I cannot tell.
I hear, however, [rom a drummer who is
with us at intervals, that she is keeping a
boarding-house on Spring Garden street,
and that her title has been the magnet
that has drawn to her house many per-
sons who are glad in this way to obtain a
titled acquaintance.

As for myself I am on the high road to
a comfortable income. I was fortunate
enoigh to give my rich patient so much
relief that 1 have reccived the large
check he promised mc, and have been
recommended by him to several of kis
friends. I have thought seriously of re.
moving to a more fashionable neighbor-
hood, but have refrained — will it be
believed >—from my reluctance to leave
the Disagreeable Woman. I am begin-

ning to understand her better. Undera
brusque exterior she certainly possesses
akind heart, and consideration for others.
Upon everything in the shape of hum-
bug or pretension she is severe, but she
can appreciate worth and true nobility.
In more than one instance I have applied
to her in behalf of a poor patient, and
never in vain,

Yet I am as much in the dark as ever
as to her circumstances and residerce.
Upon these subjects 1 havs ceased, not
perhaps to feel, but to show any curiosity.
The time was coming, however, when [
should learn more of her.

Onc day a young girl came to iny
office. Her mother kept a modest lodg-
ing housc on West Eleventh street, and
she had been my patient,

“Any one sick at home, Sarah?" I
asked.

“ No, doctor, but we have a lodger who
is very low with a fever. I think heis
very poor. I am alraid be cannot pay a
doctor, but mother thought you would
be willing to call.”

“ To be sure,”" [ said, cheerfully, “ I will
be at your house in an hour.”

An hour found me ringing at the door
of Mrs. Graham's plain lodging house.

“1 thought you would come, Dr. Fen-
wick,” said the good woman, who person-
ally answered the bell. “You come in
good time, for poor Mr. Douglas is very
sick.”

“1 will follow you to his room.”

He occupied a small room on the third
floor. It was furnished in plain fashion.
The patient, 2 man who was apparently
nearing fifty, was tossing restlessly on his
bed. Poorly situated as he was, I could
see that in health he must have beena
man of distinguished bearing. Poverty
and he seemed ill-nated.

“Mr. Douglas,” said the landlady,
“ this is Dr. Fenwick. 1 took the liberty
of calling him, as you are so ill.”

The sick man turned upon me a glance
from a pair of full, black eyes.

“ Dr. Fenwick,"” he said, sadly, “ I thank
you for coming, but I am almosta pauper,
and [ fear I cannot pay you for your
services.”

* That matters little,” [ replied. “ You
need me, that is enough. Let me feel
your pulse.”

1 found that he was in a high fever.
His symptoms were serious. He looked
like a man with a constitution originally
strong, but it had been severely tried.”

“ Well 2" he asked.

“You are seriously ill. I am not pre-
pared just now with my diagnosis, but [
can tell better in a day or two."

“ Shall I be long ill>" he asked.

“ It will take time to recover.”

*Shall I recover?" he asked, pointedly,
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“We will hope for the best.”
“] understand. Don't think I am
alarmed. Life has few charms for mec.

oMy chief trouble is that I shall be a

burden to you and Mrs. Graham.”

“Don’t think of me, I have a fair prac-
tise, but I have time for you.”

“Thank you, doctor. You are very
kind.”

“Let me put down your name,” I said,
taking down my tablets.

“ My name is Philip Douglas.”

I noted the name, and shortly left him.

I felt that in his critical condition he
ought to have a nurse, but where was the
money to come from to pay one ?

“He is no common man,” [ reflected.
“He has been rich. IHis personal sur-
roundings do not fit him."”

Somehow I had already come to feel
an interest in my patient. There was
something in his appearance that set me
wondering what his past could have
been.

“ It must have been his misfortune, not
his fault,” I decided, for he bore no marks
of dissipation. )

Under favorable circumstances I felt
that I could pull him through, but with-
out careful attendance and gencrous liv-
ing there was great doubt. What should
1 do? I decided to speak of his case to

1e Disagrecable Woman.

CHAPTER XXII

-

I APPEAL TO THE DISAGREEABLE WOMAN,

“Miss Blagden,” I said when the op-
portunity came, “1 want to interest you
in a patient of mine—a gentleman to
whom I was called this morning.”

“Speak freely, doctor. Is there any-
thing I can do for him 2"

“Much, for he requires much. He is
lying in a poor lodging-house gricvously
ill with a fever. He has little or no
money, yet he must once have becn in
afiluent circumstances. Without a trained
nurse, and the comforts that only money
can buy, I fear he will not live.”

“It is a sad case. Iam willing to co-
operate with you. What is your patient’s
name ?”

“ Philip Douglas.”

“ Philip Douglas!" she exclaimed, in
evident excitement. “ Tell me quickly,
what is his appearance ?”

“ He is a large man, of striking appear-
ance, with full, dark eyes, who must in
carlier days have been strikingly hand-
some."

“And he is poor, and ill?” she said,
reathless.

* Very poor and very ill.”

Her breath came quick. She seemed
deeply agitated.

*“ And where is he living ?"”

“In No. — West Eleventh Street.”

“ Take me there at once.”

I looked at her in ainazement.

“Dr. Fenwick,"” she said, “ you wonder
atmy excitement. I will explainit. This
man, Philip Douglas, and I were once
engaged to be married. The engage-
ment was broken through my fault and
my folly. [haveregretted it many times.
I have much to answer for. I fear that I

wrecked his lifa, and it may be too late to
atone. But I will try. Lead me to
him.”

I bowed gravely, and we set out.

Arrived at the lodging-house I thought
it prudent to go up alone. I feared that
excitement might be bad for my patient.

He was awake and resting more com-
fortably.

“ How do you feel?" I asked.

“ Better, doctor. Thanks to you.”

“ Have you no relatives whom you
would wish to see—or friends?"”

“I have no relatives in New York,” he
said.

“Or friends?”

He paused and looked thoughtful.

“I don't know,” he answered, slowly.
“There is one—I have not seen her for
many years—but it is impossible, yet I
would give my life tosee Jane Blagden.”

“Why not send for her ?"”

“She would not come. We were
friends once—very dear [riends—I hoped
to marry her. Now [ am poor and
broken in health, I must give up the
thought.”

“Could you bear to see her? Would
it not make you ill ?”

“What do you mean, doctor?” he
asked, quickly.

“I mean that Miss Blagden is below.
She wishes to see you.”

“Can it be? Are you a magician?
How could you know of her?”

“ Never mind that. Shall I bring her

CHAPTER XXIIL
AT LAST.

Jane Blagden paused a moment at the
entrance to the room, as if to gather
strength for the interview. [ had never
seen her so moved. Then she opened
the door and entered with a firm step.

He lay on the bed with his eyes fixed
eagerly on the door. As she entered he
tried to raise his head.

“ Jane !” he exclaimed, eagerly.

She placed her hand for a moment on
her heart, as if to still its throbbing.
Then she walked quickly to the bed.

“ Philip !” she said.

“ At last !” he cried, in a low voice.

“Can you forgive me, Philip, dear
Philip "

“If there is anything to forgive.”

“ There is—much. [ am afraid you
have suffered.”

“1 have.”

*And so have I. Since we parted I
have been lonely—desolate. I let my
pride and my obstinacy come between
us—but I have been punished.”

She had drawn a chair to the bed-side,
and sitting down took his hand in hers.
It was hot, feverish.

“You are very ill, I fear.”

[ shall be better now,” he murmured.
“ It is worth much to have you beside
me."”

[ looked at the face of the Disagreeable
Woman. [ saw upon it an expression I
had never seen before—an expression
that made her look ten yccrs younger.
I could not have believed in the tender-
ness, the heart-warmth which it showed.

“ Philip,” she said, “ you must get well
for my sake.”

“And if I do?" he asked, eagerly.

“ It shall be as you wish.”

He closed his eyes, and a look of
happiness and content lighted up his
features. But soon there was a change.
It was evident that the excitement had
been too much for him."”

“ Miss Blagden,” I said, “ I think you
must go. Our patient is too weak to
stand any more excitement or agitation.”

“Can I not stay here as his nurse?”
she pleaded.

“It will be better to have a trained
nurse—one who will not agitate him.”

“ As you think best, doctor,” she said,
meekly, “but I will stay in the house.
How soon can you send a nurse ?"

“ Within an hour.”

“Do so, and I will stay here till then.
If he wakes I will leave the room.”

Within an hour a trained nurse was
installed in the sick chamber. Miss
Blagden made an arrangement with Mrs.
Graham to occupy a room which had
fortunately been vacated the day pre-
vious. It was small and uncomfortable,
but she cared littlz for this.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE LIGHT OF HOPE.

Then commenced the struggle with
disease. Philip Douglas was very ill. I
had not exaggerated the danger. He
was unconscious most of the time, but in
spite of that he seemed to have a dim
consciousness that there was some good
in store for him.

While he was unconscious Miss Blag-
den felt at liberty to spend a part of her
time in the room. She assisted the nurse,




and waited patiently for the patient’s
amendment.

For three days it was a matter of
doubt whether he would live or die. I
gave up all other patients for him. Ihad
become almost as anxious as Miss Blag-
den. I watched Philip Douglas narrowly
to note any change either for the better

or worse. It wasa long and wearisome
vigil. T was waiting for the crisis.

At length it came. He began to
breathe more freely, though still uncon-
scious. I noticed a change for the better
in his pulse. Her eyes as well as mine
were fixed upon the sick man. Finally
her eyes sought my face with eager

questioning.

“Is there a change ?” she asked.

“Yes, he will live.”

“ Thank God !"” she breathed, [ervently,
and a look of grateful joy lighted up the
face of the Disagreeable Woman.

THE END.
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OUT FOR BUSINESS.

CHAPTER L
A GREAT SURPRISE.

Rosert Frost, with his books under his arm,
turned into the front yard of a handsome residence
in the village of Granville. He was a boy of six-
teen, strongly built, and with a handsome, expres-
sive face.

“ 1 wish mother were at home,” he soliloquized.
“ 1t seems very lonesome when she is away.”

He opened the front door and let himself into
the house. It was a handsome and spacious hall.
Two paintings hung on the walls, and both were
portraits. One represented a lady, with a pretty,
but rather weak face. She looked as if she had
very little resolution, and might easily be influ-
enced by one with stronger will. The other
picture was that of a man of near forty. It was
an attractive face. The strong resemblance which
it bore to the boy made it probable that it was his

father, and such was the case. Robert looked up
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Discovered earlier this year, the
original manuscript of "Out For
Business," by Horatio Alger, Jr.,
and completed by Arthur M. Win-
field (Edward Stratemeyer), is
now available in the form of a
Xerox reproduction for $35.00
124 pages are in Alger's hand-
writing, and the balance of the
manuseript is typewritten by
Edward Stratemeyer., Order from:

Gilbert K. Westgard II
764 Holiday Lane, Apt. 1
Des Plaines, Illinois 60018
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of the author's formative years. Though
“ayer was studious by nature, his memo-
ries of campus life before World War II
show that he - like any Alger Hero -
was not above the usual roughhouse that
goes along with growing up. Horatio
would have been pleased!
* * *
NOTES FROM RALPH
by Ralph D. Gardmer

First of all, congratulations to our new
Newsboy Editor, Jack Bales, who has
taken on a very demanding assignment.
Those of us who know Jack since he
joined HAS and have seen how he has
always been so generous in helping out,
know that he'll do a fine job. Jack
follows in the tradition of Carl T.
Hartmann and Co-founder-Editor, Forrest
Campbell. And, of course, a standing
ovation to Carl, who handled the job so
admirably during recent years. How-
ever, I can't really say that by stand-
ing down as Editor, Carl will have a bit
more leisure - it'll just give him more
time for his million-and-one other Alger
Society duties.

A couple of weeks ago I was in London
and visited with Herb Mayes. He invited
me to lunch at his White Elephant Club
and I had a most enjoyable time. Herb,
whose retirement is possibly the most
active one I've ever come across, now is
publisher of the London-based The Over-
seas American, a newsletter crammed full
of vital, interesting information for
every American who travels abroad.
Whereas most newsletters are only four
pages and issued monthly, The Overseas
American (which has correspondents
around the world) has eight pages and is
issued twice-monthly. The current
issue, for instance, describes hotels,
business practices and opportunities

in many countries, shopping bargains,
taxes, where to dine out, renting or
buying homes and apartments overseas,
etc., etc.

First piece of mail I grabbed upon my
return home was, of course, the HAS
newsletter, and I was delighted to see
the names of two new members, Bob

Bickel, of Geneseo, New York, and Karen
Sloan, a student at Middlebury College
in Vermont. I've known Bob, a corres-
pondent of The Rochester Democrat, for a
couple of years, during which time I've
avidly read his many news stories on
Horatio Alger. Members will look for-
ward to meeting Bob in person at the
Geneseo Convention next May.

I had the opportunity to meet Karen
briefly last weekend, when I went up to
Middlebury to visit two of my sons who
also are students there. After trying
to locate her for two days, she got my
message and came out in a pouring rain
to find me just as I was leaving. We
all welcome Bob and Karen and all other
new members.

Col. Les Poste, who has done as much as
A. K. Loring to spread the good word
about Horatio, conducted another Alger
celebration last July 18th, complete
with a giant Alger cake and even an
empty chair at the table for Horatio,
himself. I think this Horatio chair is
a wonderful innovation that we should
continue at all our events. Then Hora-
tio will always be present, in spirit.
Needless to say, Les' event was well
covered by all media - newspapers, TV
and radio.

The New York Times last July 26th gave a
wonderful review to Cast Upon the Break-
ers and it was syndicated to hundreds of
newspapers all over the United States,
Canada and elsewhere. It was even fea-
tured in the Paris Herald-Tribume. The
book was reviewed by William M. Freeman,
a Times editor and prominent journalist.
My thanks to all HAS members who sent
me copies of the review that appeared in
newspapers in their areas.

This past summer a new musical, "Hora-
tio'", opened at the Arena Stage in Wash-
ington. The play and lyrics were
written by Ron Whyte and the music by
Mel Marvin. I read fine comments and
reviews in the Washington newspapers,
The National Observer and there was an
impressive feature article in the Sunday
Drama Section of The New York Times.

October-November
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This is a play that should make it to
Broadway and other theaters throughout
the country. I was lucky enough to get
a copy of the program, which I consider
a valuable association addition to any
Alger collection.

~

Did any of you see the double page color
spread, "Heroes'", in the September issue
of Playboy? It shows some fifty-eight
all-time heroes, from Teddy Roosevelt,
Charles Lindbergh, Joe Dimaggio and
Evel Knievel, to John Wayne, Ernest
Hemingway, Tarzan and Superman. Natur-
ally, Horatio Alger is also present
(alongside Huckleberry Finn and Tom
Mix), but instead of using a picture of
Horatio, they use the illustration of
Phil the Fiddler (incorrectly listing
him as "Horatio Alger'"). Too bad that
they didn't caption the picture proper-
ly. It proves that there still are
many - who should know better - who
don't realize Horatio was a real person,
and still identify him as one of his
own fictional characters!

* % *

-~ B OUO/K (IMA KD

Offered by Robert E. Walters, 961
McClain Road, Columbus, Ohio 43212,

Julius and The Store Boy, being two sto-

ries in one. Holt, Rinehart, & Winston,

1967, with dust jacket, very good. $2.50

Strive and Succeed Dono. G 2.00
(standard format)

Tom the Bootblack Chatter. G 2,00

Tom the Bootblack Hurst 1.00
(binding good, but some pages are
crayon marked)

Silas Snobden's 0. B. Double. Mint 5.50
(with dust jacket)

* *

*

The picture at right shows HAS member
Gilbert K. Westgard II of Des Plaines,
I11., riding his high-wheeler bicycle.
Gil first rode one at the 1965 HAS Con-
vention in Mendota, Ill., and liked Con-
vention Host Ken Butler's bike so much
he bought one for himself. The bicycle
has wheel diameters of 52" and 20" and
is capable of speeds of up to 35 m.p.h.

M Photo from Des Plaines and Niles—-Golf
Mill Journal, June 27, 1974).

1974
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Alger Still Hard at Work

By WILLIAM M. FREEMAN

CAST UPON THE BREAKERS. By Horatio
_ Alger Jr. 258 pacges. Doubleday. $6.95

While it is probably not an item for
the front page, it most certainly is news
that a new Horatio Alger Jr. novel has
been found. Alger, who died in 1899 at
the age of 67, might reasonably enough
be assumed to be quite through as an
author by now, three-quarters of a cen-
tury later. Yet, after his death no fewer
than 11 books ap-
peared under the

name of Horatio

Alger Jr., written

by Edward Strate-
meyer, who called

himself  “Alger’s
literary executor.”

Still later, F. Scott
Fitzgerald wrote
an Alger - type

story in The Sat-

urday Evening

Post in 1929 and
even borrowed an
Alger title, “Forg-

ing Ahead."”

Complicating it .

all is the fact that

Alger used several

pen names, among
them Arthur Hamilton, Julian Starr and
Arthur Lee Putnam, the last of which was
used*on the “latest” novel when it origin-
ally appeared as a magazine serial.

The latest volume, undeniably from the
well-worn Alger pen, is “Cast Upon the
Breakers,” published in Argosy magazine
in May through August of 1893. The rea-
son for the dodge was that another Alger
story, “Victor Vane; or, The Young Secre-
tary,” was appearing under Alger’s name
in the same magazine at the same time.

Use of Pseudonyms

It was “lost” for many years after the
serialization partly because of the ephem-
eral nature of a monthly magazine and to
some extent because there was nothing
other than the style to link it to Alger,
although it was well known that Alger
used many names. Frank A. Munsey, the
business-minded publisher, encouraged the
use of the Alger pseudonyms to get as
much work out of the writer as he could.

Alger, a businessman as well as a hack
writer,-was more than willing to cooperate,
and stepped up his production to that of
a factory. He did everything, apparently,
but hire writers, as Dumas pére et fils are
known to have done.

Horatio Alger Jr.

¢; 1974 by The New York Times Company.

permission.

As important a literary find as the book
itself is the foreword by Ralph D. Gardner,
an advertising executive and military his-
torian who owns the world’s largest col-
lection of Alger novels,

Mr. Gardner, the author of a biography
of Alger, discloses that a familiar phrase
used by press agents, “a regular Horatio
Alger story,” to describe a client’s rise
from ragged newsboy to double-rich ty-
coon, presumably the standard require-
ment for a “‘personality” story in a Sunday
feature section, is a canard, fabricated, no
doubt, by a non-Alger reader.

Fin-de-Siecle Salary

In not one of Alger's more than 100
novels, which sold more than 400 million
copies, did a hero become a millionaire,
Mr. Gardner notes.

Alger heroes paid off a mortgage,
achieved Shavian-style respectability or
graduated from street salesman of five-
cent prize packages to necktie vender to
shopkeeper or perhaps to a post as office
manager.

Weekly salaries generally were four or
five dollars, and when the financier’s child
was saved from drowning or a runaway
horse, the reward was never a job as vice
president in charge of the Paris office
but an increase to $10 a week, a rather
good fin-de-siécle salary.

Nor is there much in the way of ro-
mance in Alger's works. Not once in more
than 100 books is sex permitted to rear
its head, ugly or not, and only once—in
“Sink or Swim”—is there a Kkiss. It is
tendered to the hero by a 13-year-old girl,
and he responds, despite embarrassment,
because he fears it would be “impolite”
not to do so.

A year or so ago, another Alger novel,
“Silas Snobden’s Office Boy,” made its
first appearance in book form. The volume,
the first book by Alger since 1910, 11
years after his death, went into a second
edition and even made a best-seller list.

The latest volume, presumably the last
to come from an author long gone, is
standard and delightful vintage Alger, de-
tailing the exploits of one Rodney Ropes.

It is full of enough excitement for a
13-week television series, taking in a train
derailment, a robbery, a chase, a ship-
board sequence, saving the old homestead,
life in a boarding school—you name it,
it's there.

With 1984 fast approaching, it's a
pleasure to visit awhile with an old friend
of a pleasanter era.

Reprinted by

AN INTERESTING
ALGER ITEM
by Dick Seddon

(Editor's Note: In a
recent letter to me, HAS
member Dick Seddon de-
tailed the finding of an
unusual Alger volume.
The following article is
taken from this letter).

I was passing through
Newburyport, Massachu-
setts and noticed a new
bookstore with a sign
proclaiming that the
owners dealt in "Old and
Rare Books.'" With the
true spirit of an Alger
collector I stopped and
made my interests known.
At the mention of Hora-
tio Alger I was informed
that they had a very
rare and valuable item.
The young man I was
talking to explained tQe,
me that Alger was an or
dained minister. I told
him that I knew this.

He went to his files and
brought out a nice paper
bound booklet (41 pages)
entitled, "Addresses De-
livered by Rev. J. P.
Sheafe Jr. and Horatio
Alger at the Semi-
Centennial Celebration
of the Dedication of the
First Unitarian Church
of South Natick, Novem-
ber 20, 1878." He ex-
plained that this was
the only printed copy of
a sermon by Alger and
was worth $50.00.

I had the advantage of
many conversations with
Max Goldberg of Natick
(a true Alger histor-

ian), and also vaguely
remembered reading in

Gardner's Horatio Alger

October-November
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or, the American Hero Era of this occa-
sion (see page 256) and I enlightened
the book dealer. I told him that the
sermon was by Alger's father and that as
a collector I was not all that inter—
ested. However, since it did have a
hymn (a poem)’ by Horatio Jr., written
for the occasion (on page 38), I said
that I would be willing to pay $10.00
and add it to my collection.

He demurred at first, doubting my knowl-
edge, but he allowed me to leave my card
with him, and agreed to sell it to me

if he confirmed my facts. In a few days
the booklet arrived in my mail with an
invoice. for $10.00.

This incident hardly puts me in a class
with some of the real Alger researchers
in the Society, but it made me feel
good to know that I am at last beginning
to learn my way around.
* * *
RANDOM REPORTS FROM ALGERLAND
by Jack Bales

In a recent letter to me, Forrest Camp-
bell included a clipping sent to him by
Hal McCuen. The newspaper article was a
review of three plays, one of them being
"Horatio", the play Ralph Gardner writes
about on page 30 of this issue of News-
boy. The reviewer, Clifford A. Ridley,
has this to say about "Horatio": " 'Hor-
atio', premiering at the Arena Stage in
Washington, is in its own way quite as
odd an entertainment - a purported bi-
ography of Horatio Alger, Jr., purveyor
of the American Dream to millions upon
millions of impressionable boys. The
biography, however, is not true; it's
based on a hoax life by Herbert R. Mayes
in which Alger is depicted as a reformed
boozing, womanizing wastrel. The point
appears to be that just as Alger's sto-
ries are important to us not because
they were true, (which they weren't) but
because we wanted them to be true, so
what counts in his life is not the truth
of it, but what we'd like the truth to
be - Prodigal Son Finds a Calling and
so on." (The name of the newspaper
from which this clipping is taken is
unknown to me at this time).

1974
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Ken Butler informs me that Wayside
Press has come into possession of three
copies of Ralph Gardner's lioratio Alger
or, the American Hero Era (1964), which
will be sold to any interested persons,
Each has a dust jacket, and the price
is $15.00 apiece, subject to prior sale.
Write to Wayside Press, Mendota, Illi-
nois 61342 if you wish to purchase cne.

I've received a couple of lengthy let-
ters from HAS member Jerry Friedland in
Monsey, New York, and he wrote that he's
managed to obtain a first edition of
Wait and Win, a real hard-to-find Alger.
Like myself, Jerry also collects tlurst
miniatures and has five of those and
one Caldwell miniature.

Rohima Walter wrote to ask me when the
news media first started publicizing the
fact that Herbert R. Mayes' Alger: A
Biography Without a Hero was intended to
be a hoax. To my knowledge, Time Maga-
zine picked up the story before AP and
UPI printed pieces concerning Alger.
Time's article, "Holy Horatio!™ appeared
in the June 10, 1974 issue, with a fol-
low up letter to the-editor being print-
ed in the July 1 Time. Of course, Alger
scholars have known the truth for many
years, with Malcolm Cowley probably
being the first to doubt the book's
authenticity, which he did on page 319
of the September 10, 1945 issue of New

Republic.

As the United States will soon be cele-
brating its bicentennial, numerous books
are being released which strive to tell
America's complete history. I've been
wondering how many of these mention
Alger, and have just discovered through
my brother, Dick Bales, a history
teacher, that one of the best of these
histories has a two page summary on lor-
atio. The two volume 200 Hundred Years
A Bicentennial Illustrated History of
the United States, published in 1973 by
U. S. News and World Report, has its
short piece alongside both a photograph
of six newsboys and the cover of a
Street & Smith edition of A New York
Boy. This Alger cover also appears in
the volumes' promotionary ads.
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Gary Scharnhorst, a student at Purdue
University, has recently sent me an
article for publication in a future
issue of Newsboy. This very excellent
piece deals with "significant histori-
cal allusions in Alger that offer in-
sight into the author's attitude towards
economic events of his period." (Quote
from article). I found this to be
highly interesting and it will be
published soon.

Gilbert K. Westgard II announces that a

copy of Hugo; The Deformed was buried in
a time capsule in Park Ridge, Illinois.

The capsule commemorates the centennial

of Park Ridge (which was November 11,

1973) and it will be opened in the year
2073. Hugo was serialized in the Park

Ridge Herald last year, and the material
which was buried were the pages from the
newspaper. Gilbert also deserves credit
for designing the "Newsboy envelopes" in
which each issue is now sent, and is
responsible for the complete lay out of
The Disagreeable Woman which appears in
this issue of Newsboy. Due to the large
number of pages involved, the cost
deemed it necessary to make this a
double issue.

And finally, I apologize for the delay
in getting the September issue out to
all members of HAS. Unavoidable prob-
lems in "editor switchover" accounted
for the lost time, but they have since
been solved and from now on each issue
should be delivered on time. The dead-
line for all material for each issue is
the 15th of the preceding month.

The picture below of New York's Great
Blizzard of 1888 is from an advertise-
ment for Mary Black's 0ld New York in
Early Photographs. This book, published
in 1973 by Dover Publishing Company, is
a collection of 191 photographs (each
with commentary) taken of New York City
between the years 1853 and 1901. They
are all from the New York Historical
Society.

The Great Blizzard began on Sunday,
March 1lth and ended on the following
Tuesday. Note in the picture the high
piles of snow and the collapsed awning.
Total damage to New York was $2,650,000.
For more information consult the follow-
ing issues of Newsboy: March, 1969, p.

1; October, 1970, p. 7; and November,
1970, p. 5.
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ORDER OF EXERCISIES

FOR

CLASS DAY,

AT

HARVARD COLLEGE,

Fripay, June 25,

1852,

1. MUSIC.

IL PRAYER. By Tae Rev. James Warker, D. D.

I1I. ORATION. By James BrapLey THAYER, NORTHAMPTON.

1V. MUSIC.

V. POEM. By WiLLiax Cross WiLLiamsoN, BeLrasr, MEe.

VI ODE. By HoraTio ALGER, MARLBOROUGH.

“Fair Harvard”

FFatr Harvarp! the ties that have bound us so long
In childlike affection to thee,

Are severed at last, and as pilgrims we stand
On the shore of Life’s perilous sea !

Yet erc we embark on its doubtful expanse,
A blessing from Heaven we implore

For thy motherly care which has guided our steps
In the paths that shall know us no more.

As we turn our last gaze on the time-honored courts
That have echoed our footsteps for years,

That have wituessed full many a scene in the Past
Which fond recollection cndears,

A shadow of sadness we cannot dispel
O’er the prospect will silently steal,

And the sigh and the tear which unbidden es-

cape

"The heart’s deep emotions reveal.

Once more, Alma Mater, our voices unite,
Hand in hand as we circle thy shrine,

And the song of our farewell we mournfully breathe
To the friends and the joys of Lang Syne.

To these scences of Apast pleasure we ne’er may return,
But, though guided by Destiny far,

Our hearts shall be gladdened, our pathway be cheered,
By the pale light of Memory’s star.

0, soft be the sunlight that warms this fair scene,
When the dream of our youth shall have flown,

When the counselling voice and the arm that sustained
Shall have left us to struggle alone.

May the wreath of fresh flowers which our hands have

;; entwined
And lovingly placed on thy brow,

Wihen the twilight of years darkly shadows our life,
Be as fresh and unfading as now.

" A




=ICR “_.

w

N

—

s’

=

A.b

NN S

Thayer

Holworthy
THE QUADRANGLE OF HARVARD COLLEGE

Btoughton

Hollls

His first year
room number T.

¥, his sophomore year in room

Bhe
his Jjunior year in room 29 of Hollis, and for

5 of Stoughton,
his senlor year he returned to Holworthy Hall,

During hls four years at Harvard College, Horatio Alger, Jr.,

lived in three of the above residence hall

was spent in room 18 of Holworth
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