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by the very absence which alone made them halcyon. It is 
a fact that you cannot give to any person fif teen minutes of 
valuable time every night, and not have your consciousness 
somewhat involved in that person's abrupt disappearance 
from your horizon. Messages from Fifi on matters of most 
trivial import carne to Queed occasionally, and these served 
to keep alive his subtle awareness of her absence. But he 
never took any notice of the messages, not even of the one 
which said that he could look in and see her sorne afternoon 
if he wanted to. 

XI 
Concerning a Plan to make a Small Gift to a Fellow-Boarder, 

and what it led to in ihe Way of Calls; also touching upon 
Mr. Queed's Dismissal from the Post, and the Generous 
Resolve of the Young Lady, Charles Weyland. 

T HE State Department of Charities was a rudiment
ary affair in those days, ju&t as Queed had said. 
Its appropriation was impossibly meager, even with 

the niggard's increase just wrung from the legislature. The 
whole Department fitted cozily into a single room in the 
Capitol; it was small as a South American army, this 
Department, consisting, indeed, of but the two generals, 
But the Secretary and the Assistant Secretary worked 
together like a team of horses. They had already done 
wonders, and their hopes were high with still more wonders 
to perform. In especial there was the reformatory. The 
legislature had adjourned without paying any attention 
to the reformatory, exactly as it had been meant to do. 
But a bill had been introduced, at all events, and the Post 
had carried a second editorial, expounding and urging the 
plan; several papers in the smaller cities of the Sta te had 
followed the Post' s lead; and thus the issue had been fair!y 
launched, with the ground well broken for a successful cam
paign two years later. 

The office of the Department was a ship-shape place, with 
its two desks, a big one and a little one; the typewriter 
table; the rows and rows of letter-files on shelves; a sectional 
bookcase containingCharities reports from other States, with 
two shelves reserved for authoritative books by such writers 
as Willoughby, Smathers, and Conant. Here, doubtless, 
would sorne <lay stand the colossal work of Queed. At the 
big desk sat the Rev. Mr. Dayne, a practical idealist of no 



1'18 QUEED 

commonsort a kind-faced man with a crisp brownmustache. 
At the type~riter-table sat Sharlee Weyland, writing firm 
Ietters to thirty-one county almshouse keepers. It was hard 
upon noon. Sharlee looked tired and sad about the eyes. 
She had not been to supper at Mrs. Paynter's for months, 
but she went there nearly every afternoon from the office 
to see Fifi who had been in bed for four weeks. 

The D~partment <loor opened, with no premonitory 
knock and in walked, of all people, Mr. Queed. 

Sha~lee carne forward very cordially to greet the visitor, 
and at once presented him to the Secretary. However Queed 
dismissed Mr. Dayne very easily, and gazing at Sharlee 
sharply through his spectacles, said: 

11 I should like to speak to you in private a moment." 
"Certainly," said Sharlee. 
"I '11 step into the hall," said kind-faced Mr. Dayne. 
"No, no. Indeed you must n't. We will." 
Sharlee faced the young man in the sunlit hall with sym

pathetic expectancy and ~me curio~it~ in .her ,~yes_. 
"There is" he began without prehmmanes, a girl at the 

house wher¡ I board, who has been confined to her bed wi!h 
sickness for sorne weeks. I t appears that she has grown thm 
and weak, so that they will not permit her to graduate at 
her school. This involves a considerable disappointment to 
her." 

11 You are speaking of Fifi," said Sharlee, gently. 
"That is the girl's name, if it is of any interest to you -" 
11 Y ou know she is my first cousin." 
"Possibly so," he replied, as though to. say that no one 

had the smallest right to hold him responsible for that. 11 In 
this connection, a small point has arisen upon which advice 
is required, the advice of a woman. You happen to be the 
only other girl I know. This," said Queed, "is why I have 
called." 

Sharlee felt flattered. ·"You are most welcome to my 
ad vice, Mr. Queed." 

He frowned at her through glasses that looked as big and 

QUEED 

as round as butter-saucers, with an expression in which 
impatience contended with faint embarrassment. 

11 As her fellow-lodger," he resumed, precisely, "I have 
heen in the habit of assisting this girl with her studies and 
have thus come to take an interest in her - a small interest. 
During her sickness, it seems, many of the boarders havt? 
been in to call upon her. In a similar way, she has sent me 
severa! messages inviting me to call, but I have not been in 
position toaccept anyof theseinvitations. Itdoesnotfollow 
that, beca use I gave sorne of my time in the past to assisting 
her with her lessons, I can afford to give more of it now for 
purposes of-of mere sociability. I makethe situation clear 
to you?" 

Sharlee, to whom Fifi had long since made the situation 
clear, puckered her brow like one carefully rehearsing the 
several facts. "Yes, I believe that is all perfectly clear, Mr. 
Queed." 

He hesitated visibly; then his lips tightened and, gazing 
at her with a touch of something like defiance, he said: "On 
the other hand, I do not wish this girl to think that I bear 
her ill-will for the time I have given her in the past. I -
ahem - have therefore concluded to make her a present, a 
small gif t." 

Sharlee stood looking at him without a reply. 
"Well?" said he, annoyed. "I am not certain what form 

this small gift had best take." 
She turned away from him and walked to the end of the 

hall, where the window was. To Queed's great perplexity, 
she stood there looking out for sorne time, her back toward 
him. Soon it carne into his mind that she meant to indicate 
that their interview was over, and this attitude seemed ex
tremely strange to him. He could not understand it at all. 

"I fear that you have failed to follow me, after all," he 
called after her, presently. "This was the point - as to 
what form the gift should take - upon which I wanted a 
woman's advice." 

11 I understand." She carne back to him slowly, with 
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bright eyes. "I know it would please Fifi very much to have 
a gíft from you. Had you thought at ali, yourself, what you 
would like to give?" 

"y es " he said frowning vaguely, "I examined the shop 
window~ as I ca~e clown and pretty well decided on some
thing. Then at the last minute I was not altogether 
sure." 

"Yes? Tell me what." 
"I thought I would give her a pair of silk mitts." 
Sharlee's eyes never left his, and her face was very sweet 

and grave. . 
"White silk ones," said he- "or black either, for that 

matter, for the price is the same." . . ,, 
"Well" said she, "why did you select m1tts, sp~c1ally? 
"Wha~ first attracted me to them," he said simply, "was 

that they carne to precisely the sum I had pl¡mned to spend: 
seventy-five cents." 

The little corrugation in Sharlee's brow showed how ca_re-
fully she was thinking over the young man's s~ggest1on 
from ali possible points of view. You could easily f~llow 
her thought by her speaking sequence_ of express1o~s. 
Ciearly it ran like this: "Mitts - splend1~ ! J ust the _gift 
for a girl who 's sick in bed. The one pmnt to cons1der 
is, could any other gift possibly be ?etter? N_o, su_rely none. 
. . . Wait a minute, though! Let s take th1s thmg slowly 
and be absolutely sure we're right before we go ahead .. 
Run over carefully ali the things that are ever used as g1fts. 
Anything there that is better than mitts? Perhaps, 
after ali ... Mitts .. . Why, look here, is n't there ~ne 
small objection, one trifling want of the fulness of perf ect10n 
to be raised against the gift of mitts?" 

"There's this point against mitts," said Sharlee slowly. 
"Fifi 's in bed now, and l'm afraid she's likely to be_ the~e 
for sorne time. Of course she could not wear the m1tts m 
bed. She would have to tuck them away in a drawer. some
where. Don't you think it might be a good idea to ~ve her 
something that she could enjoy at once - somethmg that 
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would give her pleasure now and so help to lighten these 
tedious hours while she must be in her room?" 

The mitts were the child of Queed's own brain. Uncon
sciously he had set bis heart on them; but his clock-like mind 
at once grasped the logic of this argument, and he met it 
generously. 

"Your point is well taken. It proves the wisdom of 
getting the advice of a woman on such a matter. Now I had 
thought also of a book - " 

"I '11 tell you ! " cried Sharlee, nearly bowled over by a 
brilliant inspiration. "A great many roen that I know make 
it a rule to send flowers to girls that are sick, and - " 

"Flowers ! " 
"It <loes seem foolish - such a waste, does n't it?- but 

really you 've no idea how mad girls are about flowers, or 
how ~uch real joy they can bring into a sick-room. And, by 
changmg the water often, and-so on, they lasta long time, 
really an incredible time - " 

"You recommend flowers, then? Very well," he said 
resolutely - "that is settled then. Now as to the kind. 
I ~ave only a botanical knowledge of flowers - shall we 
say something in asters, perhaps, chrysanthemums or 
dahlias? What is your advke as to that?" 

"Well, I advise roses." 
"Roses - good. I had forgotten them for the moment . 

White roses?" 
A little shiver ran through her. "No, no! Let them be 

the reddest you can find." 
"Next, as to the cost of red roses." 
"Oh, there '11 be no trouble about that. Simply tell the 

florist that you want seventy-five cents' worth, and he will 
give you a fine bunch of them. By the way, I 'd better put 
his name and address clown on a piece of paper for you. Be 
sure to go to this one because I know him, and he' s extremely 
reliable.'' 

He took the slip from her, thanked her, bowed gravely, 
and turned to go. A question had risen involuntarily to 
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the tip of her tongue: ít hung there for a breath, its fate in 
the balance; and then she released it, casually, when another 
second would have been too late. 

"How is your work on the Post going?" 
He wheeled as though she had struck him, and looked at 

her with a sudden odd hardening of the lower part of his 

face. 
"The Post discharged me this morning." 

"Oh-" 
It was all that she could say, for she knew it very well. 

She had had it from Colonel Cowles two days before it hap
pened, which was three days after the April meeting of the 
directors. Charles Gardiner West, who was to have raised 
his voice in behalf of Mr. Queed on that occasion, happened 
not to be present at all. Having effected the dissolution of 
Semple and West, he had gone to the country for a month's 
rest, in preparation for that mapping out of collegiate plans 
which was to precede his tour of Europe. Hence the direct
ors, hearing no protests from intercessors, unanimously 
bestowed discretion upon the Colonel to replace the tran
scendental scientist with a juicier assistant ata larger salary. 

"At least," the young man qualified, with a curious mix
ture of aggressiveness and intense mortification, "the Posl 
will discharge me on the 15th day of May unless I show 
marked improvement. I believe that improvement was 
exactly the word the estimable Colonel employed." 

"I 'm awfully sorry," said Sharlee-" awfully! But after 
all, you want only sorne routine hack-work-any routine 
hack-work - to establish a little income. I t will not be very 
bard to find something else, as good or even better." 

"Y ou do not appear to grasp the fact that, apart from 
any considerations of that sort, this is an unpleasant, a 
most offensive thing to have Ílappen - " 

"Oh, but that is just what it is n't, Mr. Queed," said 
Sharlee, who quite failed to appreciate bis morbid tender
ness for even the least of his intellectual offspring. "You 
bave taken no pride in the newspaper work; you look down 
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on it as altogether beneath you. 
any personal way _" y ou cannot mind this in 

"I mind it " 'd h " ' sat e, like the de ·¡ " 
1:he word fell comically from his li v1 . 

~gamst the shut door, looked at rur:s, ?ut Sharlee, leaning 
m her eyes. with grave sympathy 

"M r. Queed, if you had tried . 
an~ - failed, would you have tak:: ~teh nursery rhymes 

Never mind arguin it I 1 o eart?" 
couldexplain it to you _g th n fact, I don't know that I 
way. The central fact ~ ª oroughly !0gi~l and convincing 
most decidedly. I hav' e e concrete thmg, is that I do object 

If 
spent too much ti · 

myse to express valuable id . d' . . me m equipping 
~ be kicked out of a seconl-~ m iscrunmating language 
mcompetent office-boy Of ate newspaper office like an 

"D · course I shall t b • . o you careto tell m h no su rrut to it." 
"Do!" He hi th e w at you mean to do?" 

t e <loor-post a sudd bl • 
expectedly large hand "¡ h 11 h en ow with an un
of the Post." · 5 ª ave myself elected editor 

"B ut- but- but -" said h . 
largeness of this order _ "B t e girl, ta~en aback by the 
Colonel Cowles?" ut you don t expect to oust 

"W e are not necessarily s ki f 
day. An actuary will tell peath ng o to-morrow or next 
Colonel Cowles I m yfiou at I am likely to outlive 

lled . ean, rst, to have m d. . 
ca , and, second to be d .Y 1sm1ssal re-
three times my pr~nt 1 mae T hregu_lar as~1stant editor at 
t th d' sa ary. at 1s my 1 edi 

0 e irectors of the Post I . . mm ate reply 
ship wait till old Cowles di. "am w1Ilmg to let the editor-

" T 11 " es. e me, said Sharlee " Id be editor of the Post ? ,, ' wou you personally Iike to 

"Like itl I 'll resigo the d f 
-sheer wounded vanity - a/~:nter they ~lect me. Call it 
m~kes no diff erence. I know :n1 g you . hke ! The name 
sh1p for a day - and all f th y that I w11l have the editor-
. · • or e worthless ¡ f mg 1t m their faces." ' He 1 ked P easure o pitch-
and bis light gray eyes fill: 'thpas~ her o~t of the window, 

wi an mdescnbable bitterness. 
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"And to have the editorship," he thought out loud, "I must 
unlearn everything that I know about writing, and delib
erately learn to write like a demagogic ass." 

Sharlee tapped the calcimine with her pointed finger
nails. He spoke, as ever, with overweening confidence, but 
she knew that he would never ·win any editorship in this 
spirit. He was going at the quest with a new bnrst of intel
lectual contempt, though it was this very intellectual con
tempt that had led to his downfall. 

"But your own private work?" 
"Don't speak of it, I beg!" He flinched uncontrollably; 

but of his own accord he added, in carefully repressed tones: 
"To qualify for the editorship of course means-a terrible 
interruption and delay. lt means that 1 must side-track My 
Book f or two months or even longer 1" 

Two months! lt would take him five years and probably 
he would not be qualified then. 

Sharlee hesitated. "Have you fully made up your mind 
to- to be editor?" 

He turned upon her vehemently. "May I ask you never 
to waste my time with questions of that sort. I never -
never - say anything until I have fully made up my mind 
about it. Good-morning." 

"No, no, no! Don't go yet! Please- I want to speak to -. 
you a minute." 

He stopped and turned, but did not retrace the three 
steps he had taken. Sharlee leaned against the door and 
looked away from him, out into the park. 

The little Doctor was badly in need of a surgical opera- , 
tion. Somebody must perform it for him, or his whole life 
was a dusty waste. That he still had glirnmerings, he had 
shown this very hour, in wanting to make a gift to his sick 
little fellow-lodger. His resentment over his dismissal from 
the Post, too, was an unexpectedly human touch in him. 
But in the same breath with these things the young man 
had showed himself at his worst: the glimmerings were so , 
overlaid with an incredible snobbery of the mind, so en• 
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crusted with the rankest and grossest egotism, that soon 
they must flutter and die out, leaving him stone-blind 
against the sunshine and the morning. No scratch could 
penetrate that Achilles-armor of self-sufficiency. There 
must be a sh_ock to break it apart, or a vicious stabbing to 
cut through 1t to such spark as was still alive. 

Somebody must administer that shock or do that stab
bing. Why not she? He would hate the sight of her for
evermore, but . . . 

"Mr. Queed," said Sharlee, turning toward him, "you 
le~ me see, from what you are doing this morning, that you 
thmk of Fifi as your friend. I 'd like to ask if you think of 
me in that way, too." 

O Lord, Lord/ Here was another one! 
"No," he said positively. "Think of you as I do of Fifi! 

No, no! No, I do not." 
. "I don't mean to ask if you think of me as you do of 

Fdi. Of course I am sure you don't. I only mean - let me 
put it this way: Do you believe that I have your - inter
ests at heart, and would like to do anything I could to help 
you?" 

He thought this over warily. Doubtless doomed Smathers 
~oul? ha_ve smiled to note the slowness with which his great 
rival s mmd threshed out such a question as this. 

''. If you state your proposition in that way, I reply, ten
tatlvely, yes." 

"Then can you spare me half an hour to-night after 
supper?" 

"For what purpose?" 
"For you and me," she smiled. "l'd like you to come and 

see me, at my house, where we could really have a little 
talk. You see, I know Colonel Cowles very well indeed, and 
I have read the Post for oh, many, rnany years! In this 
way ~ know something about the kind of articles people 
here hke to read, and about - what is needed to write such 
articles. I think I might make a suggestion or two that -
would help. Will you come?" 
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After somewhat too obvious a consideration, Queed con• 
sented. Sharlee thanked him. 

"I 'll put my address clown on the back of that paper, 
saall I? And I think I '11 put my name, too, for I don't 
believe you have the faintest idea what it is." 

'' Oh, yes. The name is Miss Charlie Weyland. I t appears 
that you were named af ter a hoy?" 

"Oh, it's only a silly nickname. Here's your little direc
tory back. I '11 be very glad to see you - at half-past eight, 
shall we say? But, Mr. Queed-don't come unless you feel 
sure that I really want to help. For I 'm afraid I '11 have to 
saya good deal that will make you very mad." 

He bowed and walked away. Sharlee went' to the tele
phone and called Bartlett's, the florist. She told Mr. Bart
lett that a young man would come in there in a f ew minutes 
- full description of the young man - asking for seventy
five cents' worth of red roses; Mr. Bartlett would please give 
him two dozen roses, and charge the difference to her, Miss 
Weyland; the entire transaction to be kept discreetly quiet. 

However the transaction was not kept entirely quiet. 
The roses were delivered promptly, and became the chief 
topic of conversation at Mrs. Paynter's dinner-table. 
Through an enforced remark of Mr. Queed's, and the later 
discursive gossip of the boarders, it became disseminated 
over the town that Bartlett's was selling American Beauties 
at thirty-seven and a half cents a dozen, and the poor man 
had to huy ten inches, double column, in the Post next 
morning to get himself straightened out and reestablish 
Bartlett's familiar quotations. 

XII 
More Consequences of the Plan about the Gij,, and of how Mr. 

Queed drinks his Medicine like a Man; Fiji on Men, and 
how they do; Second Corruption of The Sacred Schedule. 

QUEED'S irrational impulse to make Fifi a small gift 
cost him the heart of his morning. A call would have 
been cheaper, after all. Norwas the end yet. In this 

world it never is, where one event invariably hangs by the 
tail of another in ruthless concatenation. Starting out for 
Open-air Pedestrianism at 4-45 that afternoon, the young 
man was waylaid in the hall by Mrs. Paynter, at the very 
<loor of the big bedroom into which Fifi had long since been 
moved. The landlady, backing Queed against the banis
ters, told him how much her daughter had been pleased by 
his beautiful remembrance. The child, she said, wanted 
particularly to thank him herself, and would n't he please 
come in and see her just a moment? 

As Mrs. Paynter threw oper., the <loor in the act of making 
the extraordinary request, escape was impossible. Queed 
found himself inside the room before he knew what he was 
doing. As for Mrs. Paynter, she somewhat treacherously 
slipped away to consult with Laura as to what for supper. 

It was a mild sunny afternoon, with a light April wind 
idly kicking at the curtains. Fifi sat over by the open win
dow in a tilted-back Morris chair, a sweet-faced little thing, 
all eyes and pallor. From her many covers she extricated a 
fragile hand, frilled with the sleeve of a pretty flowered 
kimono. 

"Look at them! Are n't they glorious!;, 
On a table at her elbow bis roses nodded from a wide

lipped vase, a gorgeous riot of flame and fragrance. Gaz-


