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The two friends were sophomores in col-
ege when Atwater first showed Minturn
me of his aunt's letters. Minturn read
t with an appreciation that was tinctured
vith surprise. He had aunts of his own
vho sent him occnsional checks, snd fre-
juent budgets of advice, but their com-
numications .did not in the least bl
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turn to preclude an occasional impulsive
act on his part. When a letter came from
Atwater's aunt, saylng that she had no-
lfced sfgns of mentusl perturbation fn sev-
xral of his recent letters, and delicately
bnting at her readiness to be of service,

hat of Atwater's aunt. Jt was a long
etter, but Minturn was sorry when he
cached the signnfure.

“I say,” he remarked, as he folded the
etter carefully and returned it to.its en-
‘elope, “’she hasn't forgotten that she was
young once, has she?'’

“You bet she hasn’t,’” said the affection-
ite nephew heartily, and there the matter
rested for the time. But when Atwater
sprained his wrist at football practice,
\[inturn volunteered to write his usual
veckly letter to his aunt,

Atwater made.such hard work of dictn-
ion that Minturn finally dispensed with
ils assistance, and wrote the letters him-
sell. Ie received a nice note from At-
vater's aunt, thanking him for his kind-
1e88, and forthwith he developed a most
surprising  solicltude regardigg Atwater's
wrist, hinting darkly at amfy oumber of
irendful cousequences that were likely to
result from using it before it bad fully
recovered. When at length he could frame
10 possible excuse for writing Atwater's
weekly letter to his aunt, he ralled his
zourage to make a proposition on his own
hehnlf,

“The friendship of an older woman,”
wrote Minturn fo Atwater’s aunt, ‘“a
woman ke yourself, who knows life and
the sorld, svhose ‘mind i# enriched by the
sulture of experience, without losing sym-
puthy with youth. is an inestimable boon
o 2 young man like myself” It was his
best sopliomorle style, which bad resulted
n his appoiutment as editor-in-chief of the
ollege paper. It proved equally effective
with  Atwater's aunt.  She graclfously
1greed to his suggestion that they corre-
spond!

1t was rather singular that though their
novel acquaintance soon ripencd into a sort
of intimacy, tlieyr did not meet. The vaca-
tion Minturn f£pent at Atwater’s home, At-
water's aunt happened to be in Lurope, and
when the boys graduated she was {ll and
unable to be present at the commencement
exercises. But -the correspondence con-
tinued without a break. Mipturn tald@ At-
water’s aunt 2 number of things he would
never bave thought of confiding to anyone
else, and she advised ‘him in his varjous
dflemmas with the calm confldence of one
who bas lived through youth’s turmoil and
knows the peace that les beyond. Minturn
always thought-of her as n woman whose
smile had in it a certain wistfulness, on
whose delicate fage, under the gray. bair,
love and loss hnd left their unmistakable
tracery. It was not necessary t> go Into
tiresome detaifs with Atwater’s aunt. She
always understood him. . N

Minturn had Leen in his uncle’s law office
nearly two ycars.when something came up
on which he, felt the need of a woman's
coupsel., Morcover, it was something he
could not very-well trust to paper. His
uncle had said to him on séveral occastons
that it was time he was settling down, and
Marguerite Foss had jntlmated the same
thing, .not _in -words, it {5 true, but by
means of sidelong glances and unnecessary
blushes. - : -

- Margperite was a pretty girl. Minturn
thought' It' & ‘pity that’ she was so plump
and bad so.much color. But he told him;
self, judicially, he might do ,worse. Ie
wondered what Atwater's aunt would ad-

vise.
. The legal quality of mind bad mot be-

Minturn suddenly resolved to answer it In
person, lle took the early traln, and
reached lfs friend's lhome- fn the golden
ulet of the summer evening.

Atwater was on the porch sitting in &
jammock with a girl—a very pretty girl.
It the cubman had been alive to his oppor-
Aupity he might have given Minturn any
thange he pleased, for the young man wis
‘hinking of the girl in the hammock and
10w red and clumsy and countrified Mar-
juerite would look beside her. With an
Wdd pang he wondered {f Atwater were on-
jaged. There had been something fn the
tttitude of the two not unlike the affec-
fonate coufidence of acknowledged lovers.

Atwater was down the sleps before
Minturn had time for further reflections.
‘Couldn’t belleve my eyes, old man,” he
oared. “To think of you dropping down
b us In this fashjon!" Then he pounded
Minturn on the back and prodded him in
‘he ribs, all of which {s the mascuitne
}quivalent for cordiality. These courtesies
laving received attention, lhe selzed Mia.
Aurn by the arm and dragged him up the
iteps to the divinity of the'hammock,

The girl had risen to her fect and was
ooking down with a consclous air that con-
irmed Minturn's suspicions. lie was de.
voured by a sudden unworthy jealousy of
Atwater, who, good fellow though he was,
1id not deserve such lavishness on the part
»f capricious fortune. IIc suspected a dim.
e back of the girl's demureness and
Afshed impatiently that she would look up
that he might know the color of the cyes
shaded by the curling Jashes. There was
1 lopng, silent pause which might have
seerned awkward to stn outsider, thouglf not
‘0 Minturn, who was sufficiently occupied,

Ok, I say,” cried Atwater, who had licen
ookipg from onc to the other in surprise.
‘I forgot you'd never been introduced.
Why, Minturn, this is my aunt.”

The ¢lmple was there, fust as Minturn
had suspected, but a sudden, uncontrollable
Aush drowaed ft.

“There’s no need of looking at me with
such reproach,” cried Atwater’s aunt, in
Juttering defiance, *“just because I haven't
wrinkles and gray hair.”

“No, she’s an ail-right aunt,” Atwater
issured him, *even {f she doesn’'t quite
ook the part. She's 18 months younger
than I am, aren’t you, dear little Auntier*

“But how,” began Minturn, and
then be paused uncertainly. He was try-
Ing to reconeile the worldly wisdom tbat
Jad been his gulde so long, with" the
pretty, girlish confusion of her averted face.
A sudden sense of rellef possessed him as
ie realized that it would not be necessary
to ask her counscl concerning Marguecrite.

When Atwater took him by the arm, Min-
turn said to him almost appealingly. “See
bere,” he said. “'I want to talk things over
1 little with your aunt. Just clear out like
1 good fellow, won't you?" R
+ “Sure,” sald Atwater obligingly, and he
departed. When he came back after ail
hour, the palr 1z the hammock looked at
him with gentle reproach and proceeded to
ignore him.  Atwater went away agaln,
and smoked his cigar on the back steps.

“0ld Minturn will make s first-class 13t-
e uncle,” Atwater remarked philosoph-
ically as he blew rings of smoKe up toward
the stars. “And, besides, a pretty, marriage-
able aunt fs: too much of a respousibility
for a young fellow like me.”

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



