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It was a complicated and f{ascinating problem that
made Vietory forgetful of the flight of time one stormy
night in midwinter. The doctor had left home in the after-
noon in the midst of a beating rain. Later he had tele-
phoned that he should mot be back for dinner. At 8
o’clock the word came that he might be detained all night.
By this time the rain had changed to a driving sleet, and
as the trolley-cars made their belated way through the
streets the overhead wires blazed with a green lipht that
illuminated the sky like lightning flashes. )

No patients came. Victory Gibbs bent happily over
her work. She had the same pride in mastering an elusive
problem that a fisherman feels In Janding an especially wary
trouf. It was not till she had finished and given herself
up to self-congratulation that it oceurred to her to look at
the clock, and then she staried guiltily.

¢ Quarter after one! Well, of all things!  She re-
flected that it was fortunate the doctor had not come
home and found her thus defying the rules of liygienc,
which he had laid down for her guidance.

‘But I'm glad I got ib, even if it did tske time,
thought Victory, smiling, and putting away her hook. And
at that moment the telephone bell rang.

¢Is that you, Jane? It was the doctor’s voice, with a
note in it new to her ears. I was afraid I couldn’t get
you, so many of the wires are down. I want you io
wake John at onece, and tell him to bring me some more
ether as soon ag it is possible to get it here. Tell him
that he will have to take out one of the horses, for the
street cars haven’t been running since 10 o’clock.’

Victory wrote down the address, and hurried to rouse
John. At the scund of her vigorous rapping, the cook
came to the head of the stairs.

¢Ain’t no use, honey. John,
Tooks like he ain’t comin’. | :
puts up with that triflin’, no-account ? Vietory did
not sait to hear the rest. The feud hetween Sally and
John was an old story, and Victory had other things te
think about. o

The doctor’s wife was awakened by the apparition of
a tall ignre beside her hed. It was Victory in coat and
mittens., She explained in a half-dozen sentonces, and
Mrs. Haswell listened aglast as the wind drove the slect
against the window. ) ,

¢ Bnt, Jane, how are you going to harness?

Victory laughed. 1 was raised on a farm.’

¢ But you can’t drive yourself. You don't know the
city.’ . . ,

‘T've heern studying the map in the docter’s office.
T can find the place all right.! Victory did not wait for
further objections. But the doctor’s wife lay listening to
the storm, and she conld not sleep. . i

Victory Gibhs did not consider herself a candidate for
sympathy. In battling with the storm she felt the same
exultant thrill that she experienced in mastering the com-
plicated algebra preblem. The wind stung her cheeks and
hurled sleet and snow into her eyes, till she was forced
to shield her face with her left arm. Old Charlie had his
own opinion ahout being taken from his comfortable stabls
on such a night. He stopped protestingly time and again,
and looked over his shoulder at his driver, as if in hopes
that she might relent. ¢ Pretty hard, isn’t it, old fellow?’
Victory agreed. ‘But we've gob to get the doctor what
he wants.’ . .

They ploughed their way painfully throngh shash,
through rows of dark and silent dwellings. And suddenly,
with a erack like the report of a pistol, one of the weighted
wires overhead broke and fell. Old Charlie shuddered and
dropped to the street, limp and lifcless, and in the first
panic of terror she had ever known Victory leaped into
the snow and fled to the sidewalk. THer knees trembled
under her as she realised that if -the drooping wire had
gwong backward instead of forward, she, not Charlie, would
be lying dead. But even in that dreadful moment, when
her self-possession vanished, one thought remained stronger
than the impulse of self-preservation. The precious ether
was safe, hugged to Victory's heart.

A policeman came hurrying toy.'artl her, an exasp_erated
policeman, hardly io be distingnished from an animated
snow man. ° What are vou deing out in the storm, girl?
Have you gone crazy? ,Gel home as fast as you ean.’

‘T work for a dootor,” Viertory cxplained, ‘and I am
taking him some ether. He's got to have it for a patient.

‘1 guess he’ll have you for a_patient hy the time you
get there,’ said the policeman, but with softened tones.
Ho looked at old Charlie lying in_the snow, and added,
* That is, if you get there at all. Tt's a dangerous night.
1 hope you've got the sense to see that.’ ]

tYos, 1 see that.! Virtory's teeth were chattering,
although mnot with cold, but her determination did net
waver. The policeman drew a long hreath.

¢ The doctor’s the owner of this rig, I s’pose. What's
his address?’ Vietory waited $ill he had written it down,

hurried on.
and In the years she had been in Doctor Haswell's employ
Victory had made a conscientious effort to familiarise her-
gelf with her mew home, so unlike the one she had left.
But to-night she seemed not only in a strange oity, hut
in a strange world. The unlighted hounses, sheltering
peaceful sleepers, gave her a sense of loneliness she would
hardly have felt on the open prairie. There was soms-
thing terrible in the thought of the nearness of hu:namty

he ain’t come home.
Don’t see why the doctor
¥

and the romotencss of help. As the wind buffeled her and
whipped the stinging sleet into her face, her fascinated
eyes songht the drooping wires, bending under their load
Sharp sounds reached her ears occasionally which chilled
her.as ihe storm had not the power to chill her, and again
she saw old Charlie’s shuddering fall, and her lagging steps
gquickened,

At the crossings she stepped agsin and again knee-
deep inte stush, Her wet garments clung about her, im-
peding her progress. Her limbs were numb with the
cold. The package she was carrying seemed sirangely
lheavy. She realised now with a faint return of her first
trinmph that she was no longer afraid. A curious list-
lessness had taken the place of her wide-eyed dread. The
sight of lhe swaying wires stirred in her nothing more
than faint curiosity as to how far they could droop and
not break.

The sight of a house number, made distinct by a light
that burned hehind the glass, helped to drive away il
curious oppression of her hrain. * Twenty-seven hundred
and thirteen,” she said. She went on in a sort of chant:
‘ Twenty-seven huundred and fifteen. Twenty-seven hun-
dred and seventeen. You haven’t got so far to go, Vietory
Gibbs. Don’t you go to playing baby, and giving wp
before, yow're done. Twenty-seven hundred and twenty-
seTen.

In those last hard blocks she varied her tacties.
times she used furious, denunciation. That’s right, yon
lazy, heartless redhead! 8Sit down and rest, hecause you've
tired, and here’s this ether, and the doctor’s waiting and
wondering] I#’s the only chance you ever had to do some-
thing for him, and the last youw’ll get, like enough! It
would serve you right if he turned you out-of-doors in
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the marning!’

When her poor, stumbling, exhausted self no Ionger
responded to these taunts, Victory tried coaxing., ‘It’s
just a little way, honey. Think how the doctor’ll stare
when he sees you. It'N please him, honey, to think you've
iramped through all this suow, s0’s not o disappoint him.’

A brightly lighted house, awake and alert in the dea.l
of niglht, flashed upon Victory’'s vision. ‘It’s got to be
the one!” gasped Victory. She had long since lost count.
‘Tt’s got to be the one, for I can’t get a step farther!
She tottered up the wallk, and with numbed fingers groped
for the bell. When the door was flung wide, she thrust
out her arms bhlindly.

‘Take it, guick. T’m poing to falll” Then she drew
a breath of deep satisfaction and dropped like a stone.’

cChild!” What does this mean?® It was the doe-
tor’s volce heside her, and Vietdry roused herkelf, vaguely
but blissfully conscious of light and warmth and shelter
from the beating storm. Her tone as she replied was
apologetic :

‘Doctor, I'm not fainting. T wouldn’t he that silly.
But I'm so tired, I’m going to lie still before I go home—
if you don’t mind.’ .

Doctor Haswell’'s patients were subsequently surprised
to motice that he addressed as * Vietory’ the red-haired
office girl, whose mame they had thought to he Jane.
When some of them remarked that it was a queer name,
the doctor replied tersely that it was a very good name
for this particular girl. To those in the number who
were his friends, he added that he was afraid he would
have to make up his mind to do without her, for Vietory
was going to school.

“8he is certainly an mnusual girl,” said the doctor,
with emphasis. *We shall hear from her yet.’

It is perhaps too early to estimate the correctness of
the docter’s prophecy. But in the list of graduates from
a training school for nurses, connected with a famous New
York hospital, there occurred recenily the rather unusual
name of Vietory Gibbs.—The Youth's Clompanion.
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When I was Governor 1 tock a little pleasure trip,
going to see a special friend. His country home was near
the coal mines, and I made known my intention of
visiting them. Of course, my visit was known even before
I had arrived at my friend’s home, and the very children
along the wayside smiled up at me as I drove from ths
depot to my friend’s house.

The third morning of my.stay I went to the mines with
a pleasant party of gentlemen.. I was about to enter the
gshaft, when I felt a touch on my arm, and, turning, saw
a girl about fifteen years of age.  8She was the only female
tn be seen, thoupgh a number of idle men were standing
about ohserving the Governmor. .

The girl was bareheaded, holding a limp, flabby sunbon-
net in her left hand. Her shoes were much hroken, and
Ler hlack calico had heen washed until it was rusty. That
and the intense paleness of her long, bony face made
the big freckles very plain. 1 noted these things at a
glance, and then my eyes loocked into hers—the most be-
scching eyes I ever saw outside of the head of a hungry

og pushed into the cold.

“What is it, childf’
waiting,

I asked, everyone looking on,



