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h:.d been raised to admit the traveler.
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lrem which a soft, hot mist was rising.
His steps ld him down silent streets te-w- ard

the inn where he had taken up his
quarters. He drew near ami pictured to
himself how the tigure; of the "merry mon-

arch" mast have looked when, as the
townsfolk tell us, he halted at the door-

way and quaffed a cup of sack before ho
lode on toward the seaport town some
miles beyond. He almost fancied that he
could hear ti.e clatter of the horses' hoofs
on the cobble stone s and the jingle of spurs,
and that he could see the bewigged mayor
In his robes bowing obsequiously at the
Kind's bridle rein. Then the swarthy face,
with tae black curls hanging around It,
ihe courtiers, the horses and pages, van-

ished around the corner of the street, and
Mr. Walter Alleync found himself in the
new ly-resto- entrance hall of his hotel,
with Its very modern upholstery, and its
clusters ot'golf sticks In the corner. He
mounted the stairway, went down the cor-

ridor, and the several little flights of stc.s
which still give the inn its character of
fcr old-wor- ld house, and ordered tea in the
coffee roam.

"What a mercy to have no evening pa-per- s,

he thought, as he took n parcel of
letters, neatly strapped together, out of
his pocket, and reread one or two. Tho
waiter came in bringing a nickel teapot,
thick, soft toast, and some jam. Mr. Al-ley- ne

was in a humor to be pleased with
most things. The somnolent charm of the
town had exercised a wholesome effect on

his worn-ou- t nerves. He had had an un-

usually hard siell of work in London, and
the do-nothi- ng life of the last few days
had been to him an unmixed delight. Ho
had astonished the hotel manager by not
caring to play golf; for he found that loaf-
ing by the river bank, strolling in long
grass, which rustled and whispered at his
feet, and listening to the song of the larks,
who seemed almost delirious with joy, had
more than satisfied him. He was thor-
oughly tired out. It was gratifying to
had that no familiar friend seemed likely
to come his way. Anyone looking at him,
as he sat stirrlr.g his tea, and glancing
from time to time at his letters, would
h ive guessed him to be a hard worker. His
clean-shave- n face had the sallow tinge of
a man whose occupation keeps him in a
Mtiated atmosphere the lines round his
i.o utlt and aeross his forehead might have
f.'.imcil the faces of a man ten years older.
Iiis eyes, whtn lie raised them to glance
at the patch of velvety blue above the op-

posite gables, were keen and shrewd, as If
r.iore accustomed to note the foibles of
humanity than the graces of nature.
Though in no ordinary sense good-lookin- g,

A!leyne"s face was somewhat attractive
:rom its alertness of expression, and the
air of kindly humor that seemed to flit
across it when he tpoke and smiled. His
i;-r.- was slight and active, his hands

and refined in shape. He poured
Limf-el- out a second cup of tea, and the
head waiter came in again with the bland,
l.alf-patronizin- g. smile on his lips that ho

rt tl suitable to his position. He laid
n printed circular on the table before Mr.
A Heyne.

"Oh: a concert." said that gentleman,
with an nh of indifference that vtxed the
head waiter not a little.

"Tickets can be procured in the hotel,
fir." he remarked firmly.

"Thank you. thank you" and Allfyne
laid .'.own the circular, and looked thought-
fully at the overhanging roof of the oppo-

site house.
"hall I say you require tickets, sir?'

remarked the head waiter with grave per-

sistence. "It's for a good hobjeck," he
rather more sternly, as this

p- - nth man seemed very absent-minde- d.

"Ail riht. all rijht!" said Mr. Allerne.
looking round. And he laid a

fdVtTt iga on the cloth by the cruet stand.
" Ow many tickets shall I book, sir?"

Th- - waiter bowed and smiled a sad, but
xr.'Te approving smile as he spoke.

" h. it don't matter; keep the change."
eald Mr. Alleyne. who only did not want to
be In, th. red. The n he picked up his gray
'Hornburg" hat and sauntered out ot tho

dining room, away from the cold meat and
the Hies and the gilt-edge- d mirrors, down
the-- shallow stairs again.

It seemed hotter than ever when he
merged into the street. This time he went

tip the town, away from the gateway and
the river. He stopped to look at an oi.'
house, with a curious doorway, rouml
which winged figures were carved, and read
the date over the entrance "1719." He won-

dered what sort of woman had lived in the
old house when it had rlrst been built. He
Imagined her with brown curls piled high
on her bead and falling over round, white
rhoulders, and a string of pearls sluns
itcross her treats like a picture by Kr.eller
that he had always loved la hi old home.
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The scorched his feet as he walked
very slowly on. up the gentle slope of the
street. He turned aside, past a draper's
shop, where an anaemic young woman was
staring at hirn from the window; by the
jualnt Flemish houses with their half-tragi- c,

half-peacef- ul crowd of memories,
into the open country once more. A stretch
of waste land under the shelter of a wall
looked green and inviting, and down this
Alleync went. Uehind the lnclosure stood
an old house, so smothered in ivy, jes-
samine and clematis that It was some time
before he discovered that it, too, was built
of red brick like the wall. It was the sleep-
iest, most silent dwelling that he had as yet
observed in this town of drowsy surround-
ings. Not a breath of air stirred the leaf-
age, not a face or hand appeared at any
casement, not a voice came lloating from
the old garden. The place breathed only si-

lence and sleep.
Alleyae, sketchbook in hand, drew back-

ward ome steps into the long grass. He
had determined to waste; no more time, and
to do a quick impressionist sketch of a
corner of this house. "What a delicious
warm glow there is on the tiles?" thought
he. "And the shade? ef the lichen, golden,
lemon, green, why they are simply glori-
ous!"

A eloor in the wall suddenly opened and a
girl came out of the shadows. The low,
red sun smote her on the forehead and dyed
her muslin dress softly pink. A smile
llltted over her face at the sight of the en-

thusiastic artist. His eyes were screwed up
with the intentness of his gaze at the roof,
and for a few moments he did not see the
gracious young figure standing- watching
him from the door. He looked up, and she
came towards him in the most natural and
simple manner In the world and asked him
if he would not be able to do his sketch
more to his satisfaction if she were to bring
him out a chair.

Alleyne took off his hat.
"That is very good of you," said he, "but

I am only trying the merest little daub, a
study, perhaps, for a larger drawing."

She came and looked over his shoulder.
"How pretty that is! And how wonder-

fully, just with that one splash of violet,
you have got the effect of the clematis!" '

Alleyne put down his sketch book ami
smiled gratefully at her. She was very
young and fresh, pretty as so many Eng-
lish girls are fair, in early youth, but
Alleyne noticed that her hands and wrists
were burned brown vith the sun, that her
neck was too thin for beauty, and that her
waist looked square in a badly-mad- e

spotted muslin dress. Put he was sure that
in spite of these defects she was attractive,
and also good, fraak and sincere. He felt
that It would not bo disagreeable to ex-

change a few words with her, although
only an hour ago he had been congratulat-
ing himself that he had at last discovered
a place where he need talk to no one. This
girl seemed merely a part of the pleasant,
restful summer. Health shone on her
checks and In her eyes; there was no trace
of self-conscousne- ss, no seeking for ad-

miration in her manner. It was simply
very cordial and kind. She asked him if he
had ever seen the town before, if he had
observed the dear old Flemish houses, the
carving over lintels and doorways, and if
he had looked at the monuments in the
church yonder? She told him that there
was a pretty view of the tower at the cor-
ner of the field, and they sauntered to-

wards It through the grass that grew near-
ly as high as her knees.

"Have you noticed the butterflies here?"
said the girl.

"Yes, what a wonderful variety! That's
a lovely fellow, that white one, with his
black spots. And I say, look at the blue
one, why, he's too pretty like a flying
turquoise!"

"This field here seems to attract them.
There are such beautiful kinds of grasses,
you see. Do watch that fly! I have only
noticed him when the weather is almost
tropically hot!"

Alleyne followed the direction of her
eyes, which were brightly enthusiastic as
those of a woman who receives the gift of
some new jewel. An insect, whose woneler--

ful wings like green enamel had brilliant
scarlet patches upon them, was poised
upon a spray of purple vetch. In a few
moments he rose and darted across tha
grass.

"If there were any wind to-da- y I should
say it was a geranium petal blown from
your garden," said Alleyne. "Ah! there's
another. How full of exquisite things just
this one little patch of grass is."

"Yes, indeed, indeed! Such colors! One
can spend hours here limling out more and
more about all these lovely creatures and
their ways."

"You live here most of the year?" asked
Alleyne.

"All the year. I have never been out
of this place that I can remember, ex-

cepting for one week once long ago at the
sea."

"And you don't get a bit tired of it?"
"Oh, no; why should I? At least not

when I can be out of doors. I have to read
aloud a great deal to my old aunt, whom
I live with. Now and then I do get a little
weary of that, perhaps. Dut to-da- y I am
let off, so that I may have a rest before
the evening."

"Then you have a party to-night- ?"

The girl laughed. "No, indeed! Fancy
Aunt Lucy giving a party! 1 am only go-

ing to sing at a concert." She blushed
vividly and pulled a rrinted programme
out of her pocket.

"Oh, 1 have seen that," said Alleyne.
And he added: "Yes, by Jove, and I've
taken tickets, too, 1 remember."

She blushed quite poppy red this time.
"Y'ou are coming then this eening?"
"Well, I don't know. I hadn't thought "
Her face fell, and the naive disappoint-

ment that gave her eyes an expression al-

most of pain was not lost upon him. Wal-

ter Alleync was the last man to embark
on a flirtation with an unknown country
tjirl, but he was kind hearted in his way.

"Well, if you advise me to come I must
look in," he said. "Ah, your song now,
which is it?"

She pointed with her sunburnt hand to
her name, "Miss Janey Cunliffe."

"Oh. so that is your song?"
"Yes, and one on the next page, too. Do

you think "Janey a silly name? I was
christened like that, I am sorry to say."

"Weli. it's uncommon." said Alleyne,
feebly, wishing to be civil. "And so you
work hard at music?"

When Alleyne was not obliged to be pres-

ent in the law courts, he was in the habit
of attending concerts. He had a thorough
knowledge of modern German and other
music, and he fell sorry for himself when
he thought of the evening looming in store
for him in the Town Hall. Ferhap's the
expression worn just then by his shrewd
face was not exactly cheerful.

"It will really be a very nie concert!"
said Janey, earnestly clasping her brown
lltle hands together. "Do I work hard?
No. not very. But it is exciting, isn't it,
to gee one's name actually In print? That
Is the first time I have seen min a. Don't
you think it rather fun?

Alleyne smiled and his face looked pleas-
ant now. "Well. I suppose It would soon
pall on you." ,

Miss Cunliffe replied that she thought It
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would be a long time before she would
cease to be gratified by such notoriety.
Then they looked at the church tower, and
the windows all crimson and twinkling in
the sunset. Walter glanced at the rough
sketch in his book. Then at his watch, and
he wished Miss Cunliffe a friendly good
night, turning back when he got to the
er.d cf the long grass to take off his hat
again. He thought that she made a pretty
picture standing by the dor, with her
hand shading her eyes from the l!ght. The
butterflies and little gray moths were flut-
tering at her feet, the swallows flying over
her head, and a blackbird calling to his
mate in the garden behind her. She was
lonely perhaps,, but surely not sad; simple,
but not stupid. Happy with her friends
the winged creatures, and the July flowers.
Alleyne pictured to himself the despair that
would overtake some women friends of
his now in London, if they had to change
places with this girl. Then he wondered
for how long he himself would be able to

.endure such a life? His recent Illness had
made him yearn for absolute quiet, but
with returning health he knew that no
one more than he would miss the excite-
ment, the work and the pleasures of his
daily existence.

Six items on the concert programme had
been disposed of before Alleyne found him-
self in the overheated Town Hall. Uy gotd
luck his seat chanceel to be close to a win-
dow, which he surreptitiously opened ever
wider as time went on. The velvet-blu- e of
the sky was spangled with stars. A planet,
whits and glittering, kept watch over the
church tower. He listened, occasionally
with patience, but more often his eyes and
thoughts wandered. A fat man finished a
song which sang the glories of pig-stickin- g.

"The boar, the boar, the mighty boar!"
he bellowed

"He may well say that," thought Al-

leyne, sadly. Then a lady in a blue dress,
cut very straight acro.--s her thin should-
ers, played u solo on the mandolin; and
after that. Miss Janey Cunliffe, dressed all
in white, with pink cheeks, and a nervous
quiver round her mouth, came shyly for-war- d.

She was evidently popular, for the
applause that greeted her was loud and
hearty. A stout young man, with a red
face and fair mustache, who sat on the
platform, clapped vehemently with his
enormous hands. Had Alleyne not already
met Miss Cunliffe, his attention would have
been arrested by the pure quality of her
voice, In timbre like that, of a boy-singe- r.

What she lacked was expression. The
pathos of the words of her song seemed to
have nothing in common with the young
joyousness of her notes.

"Let us forget we loved each other
much," she sang.

Alleyne felt sure that she had never
loved anyone.
"Let us sit down upon the daisied grass.
And hear the larks, and watch the swal-

lows pass."
He thought of her, lightly smiling,

among the butterflies and the long grasses.
Then, for no reason whatever; except that
the hall was oppressively hot, ho sighed.

Miss Cunliffe stepped off the platform,
her hand being held by the fat young man
with the broad face. It was his turn now,
apparently Alleyne glanced at tho pro-
gramme, and observed that his name was
Mr. William Van Ryn. A lady who sat
near the window smiled, nodded, and
stampeel on the floor with large feet shod
in white satin. The performer bowed
graciously, and he had the unmistakable
air of the popular favorite as he did fo.
His patriotic stavo was greeted with loud
shouts and encores.

"A grand, noble voice, has he not?" said
the lady of the white shoes to Alleyne.

"Yes, and plenty of it," responded that
gentleman. "Is he a native of the town?"

"What, you elon't know young Mr. Van
Ryn? Our banker's son! Why, the family
have been here since since when was it
that dreadful Spanish duke persecuted the
poor Dutch?"

"Ah! Since then, they've been here?
That's very interesting."

"And their house, Willy Van Ryn's fath-
er's house. Why! it's quite a sight for the
neighborhood, is St. Mildred's! Such carv-
ing and chimney places! I myself don't
like such gloomy old things, but no doubt
it's a curiosity!" The lady gasped and
gazed at the platform again.

Meanwhile Mr. Van Ryn descended with
heavy steps from the dais, and Alleyne
watched him making his way to the sile
of the hall where Miss Cunliffe was sitting.
Then, with a self-satisfi- ed expression, this
descendant of the Dutch refugees sat down
by the young girl. Walter Alleyne glanced
at his programme. "Shall I wait for her
ether song?" he asked himself. The room
was stifling and the singer of the "Mighty
Boar" was to perform again. Alleync

at the starlit sky, hesitated, rose,
and went out into the sweet freshness of
the July night.

II.
The following afternoon turned out as

gohlen and sultry as any of the preceding
one's that Alleyne had spent in the old-wor- ld

town. At 5 o'clock he sauntered to-

ward the church, sat down beneath a yew
tree, and began to sketch the tower with
its triple tier of arches. Suddenly he heard
a voice addressing him from behind the
iron railings which inclosed the churchyard.
He lifted his eyes and saw Miss Cunliffe,
looking very childlike and sweet in a dress
of dark blue cotton. She told him that she
had been to place some flowers on her
father's grave.

"Y'ou may as well show me all the inter-
esting features of the building now we arc
here," said, he.' "And I must congratulate
you very much on your song of last night."
"Y'ou liked it! I am glad! Y'ou knew it be-

fore, I daresay?"
"Y'es, but 1 have never hearel it sung so

charmingly." Alleyne's thoughts went back
to a,-- concert in a large London drawing-roo- m

a room with walls of red damask,
and filled with pretty women in striking
dresses.

"I liked the song better last night," ho
said, half absently, as they strolled to-

wards the church porch. Janey showed
him the holes in the great oak door, from
which the bullets of Cromwell's troops had
been extracted. She remarked that she
herself had no sympathy with the Parlia-
mentarians, but that young, Mr. Van Ryn,
who was church warden, and here Miss
Cunliffe blushed brightly, was an ardent
admirer of Cromwell's. She pushed open
the door, and they entered the church, the
atmosphere striking their faces like an
icj-- hanti. Alleyne duly admired the worn
tiles, resembling sea-wav- es under their
feet, the half effaced brasses; the still
grandeur of the recumbent stone figures
in the side chapel; the delicate interlacing
and horse-sho- e pattern of the carvings.
Janey took an Intelligent interest in all
these things, and it was pleasant to won-
der, in her sympathetic company, about
ths elead knights and honest merchants
asleep there after their warfare and toll.

"That is an ancestress of the Van Ryns,"
Janey remarked, pointing to the kneeling
3tone figure of a woman with full skirts
and folded hands.

"The young man has got Just the same
square Jaw and firm expression, hasn't
he?" said Alleyne, looking sideways at
Japey. "I gather that he is very popular
here, from what a lady told me at the
concert?"

"O! yes. he's very much liked." Janey
assumed an air of careless Indifference,
and they passed out through the side door
together. '

"Let's walk round and look at the tombs,
shall we?" she asked. 'Through the ever-- ,
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green3 shone a of red roofs
with the sun hotly upon them. A
pair of tiny warblers clung to an elder
bough and swung up and down.
The air was very still and

"This would be a happy place for one's
last sleep," said His hat was
raised a little off his and in the
brilliant light he looked rather olel and
tired. They passed very slowly round to-

wards the other side of the church. Per-
haps they both wished, half
to prolong their walk in this cor-
ner under the shadow of the gray walls.
The girl grew graver and more silent. She
showed a tomb with its
carved device of skulls and an hour glass,

bj' the serpent with its tail in
its mouth which By her

he read an
to a of ships" and "his careful
wife, zealous to Ged, and a tender mother"

and then they left the old to
their long slumber beneath the grass where
the bees and went on
towards the iron

outside, very erect, his broad
red face glued to the bars, his
eyes fixed fiercely upon them, was Mr. Wil-

liam Van Ryn. In spite of a certain
of gait, he was a

of and when he came and
stood beside Janey and her the
two men afforded a curious contrast.

was rather under than over middle
height, pale, alert, with an
brow and shrewd, dark eyes. Van Ryn

with a highly col-

ored and a stony gaze. He did
not appear to be in a good humor. Even

honest of his idol
failed to restore him to his usual

He was almost
in his desire to get rid of this
from whose ease of manner and
well-c- ut clothes were an offense to Mr. Van
Ryn. secretly amused, walked
with the young banker and Miss Cunliffe
down several streets. His cordial

of a old house which stood
away from the road behind a lawn did not
soften Mr. Van Ryn.

"Y'es," he "that's my
It's a rum old place. But people do admire
it, no end, I believe. A chap from London
effered my governor three figures for one

piece." And he glared at
Mr. with his stony, round eyes.

When the latter had left them to return
to his hotel Mr. Van Ryn still walked by

Miss side. He jerked his thumb
over his

"So you know him, that chap
from London. Well, I'll tell you who he is.
He's the lawyer mixed up, don't
you know, in all those horrid cases mur-

ders, divorces and so on! Y'es, that's your
friend!"

"I never read, the papers, so it does not
mean much to me," said Miss

"Should hope not! No lady would read
those things. I should bo sorry myself
I know that to have a finger in such! Why,
just think of that chap there he looks

and sallow and no wonder,
getting and most awful brutes
off scot free, just because "he's got the
gift of the gab. Why, it's not work for a

I say!"
Mr. Van Ryn had his steps

and was more scarlet In the face than ever,
and was his stick around and
around.

"Y'es," he "it was Alleyne who
got off the famous
rear Slough, you know. And then there
was that brute of a

"I don't in the least want to know about
her!" Janey was not in the best
of herself. She turned around
quickly a minute and said

to the young who
left her with a fierce glare in his eyes, and

back to St. as if walk-
ing for a wager.

The next day it was by the old gateway
that Mr. and Miss met
again. And on he did hot
attend church, he to time tha
exact moment when the
it. Young Van Ryn, being church warden,
bad been by the vicar In the ves-
try, so the lawyer was able to escort the
young lady to her home. And when they
arrived there It seemed a pity to go in-

doors, so they strolled on
the grass, a brown with
his wings set In red spots) like a border

1
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of jewels, and listened to the madly happy
seng of the larks rising ever higher and
higher above their heads.

To do Alleyne justice, he had never from
the first moment of his with Janey
had the smallest Intention of on
a either trivial or serious. Such
a course would have been for-
eign to his nature. He would have argued
that in any case a busy man, no longer
young, with a career to look
back on and to would be

an absurd action If he wasted his
time or amused himself in trying to en-
gage the of an
country girl. in his special ease
there were other reasons why such a thing
would have been to him. It was

by friends and by
himself that when he

which would now be soon, there
was only one woman to be of by
him. His of many years past
with Mrs. n wa3 a
fact. That lady's were most-
ly not the sort of people who would have

her to remain faithful to an
and The but-

ler at her house in Pont street would have
been if Mr. Alleyne
had not looked in most days after his work
at the law courts. A few months ago all
that was left of Mr. had been

In solemn state to Kensal Green,
and Mrs. as her friends
said, "so well In black, with her lovely fair
hair," only received at present two or
three most often the

lawyer. Now that his future
was settled,

would have found it difficult to define his
inmost on the He was
fond of 'Mrs. above all he was

to her. She was clever,
and in his work, and,

as people said, a hostess. He
Was inclined to feel

when he noticed the undue stress that she
laid upon trifles with social life
and at her to be

She was and never
But she was to him and

proud of him. He knew that he had every
reason to be

That evening when he home
from his walk in the he wrote
her a long and letter.

III.
"I have come round to say

Miss
She was sitting in the outside

the door, and she was
"So July Is at an end," said "and

all my days here!"
He threw himself on the grass beside her.

"And I feel so much Miss Janey
so very fit and well, in fact, that I

mustn't be idle any more."
"Y'ou are going back to
"Y'es and abroad, I think, later on in

She looked away from him, at the waving
yellow fields of barley beyond the green
one at their feet.

"You are said
She and he took the book from

her. She had scored one stanza with a
pencil, and Walter Alleyne read it aloud.

are given us once, and only once,
yet may we keep them ours.

If, like this daj we take them out of time,
And make them of the constant

peace.
Which is the shadow of

lines," said he, "but you are
much too young quite to
them?"

"Am I? I don't think so."
with his artist's eye, looked

keenly at her. He wanted to
her always just as she was then.

She wore her little frock of dark blue cot-
ton, by a broad white collar. A
shadow fell from her hat over her eyes
and Her face, fair, and yet

was graver than he had ever seen it.
Her mouth she had very red Hps twitch-
ed a little, and she moved her hand

over it. as if to hide Its
was at the

which came over him. a long regret for the
dying summer, an unshed tear,
for the grim that wills that

ever follows
He rose.
I am really very, very aorry ta ear
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unconsciously,
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Alleyene strangely

surrounded
signifies eternity.

direction carefully inscription
"commander

townsfolk

hummed, together
gateway.

Standing
prominent

clum-

siness magnificent speci-

men humanity,
companion,

Al-

leyene
intellectual

thick-lippe- d, ponderous,
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Alleyene's appreciation
Cromwell
imperturbability. childlike

gentleman
London,

Alleyene,

admira-
tion beautiful

growled, 'father's.

chimney defiantly
Alleync

Cunliffe's
shoulder.

wizened

celebrated

Cunliffe.
sharply.

gloomy enough,
murderers

gentleman,
quickened

swinging

continued,
murderer, somewhere

woman"

evidently
tempers

afterward good-

bye banker, thereupon

tramped Mildred's

Alleyne Cunliffe
Sunday, although

managed
worshipers quitted

detained

together througa
admired butterfly

130 North Pennsylvania Street.
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meeting
embarking

flirtation,
absolutely

successful
anticipate, com-

mitting

affections inexperienced
Moreover,

impossible
understood Alleyne's
Alleyne married,

probably
thought

intimacy
Frankly well-establish- ed

acquaintances

expected red

paralyzed husband.

extremely astonished

Franklyn
conveyed

Franklyn, looking,

visitors, including
celebrated
marriage practically Alleyno

feelings subject.
Franklyn;

accustomed am-

bitious Interested
delightful

sometimes impatience

connected
overeager craving fash-

ionable. conventional
romantic. devoted

satisfied.
returned

churchyard,
affectionate

good-by- e,

Cunliffe."
grass-fiel- d

reading.
Alleyne,

pleasant

stronger,

London?"

August."

reading poetry?" Alleync.
nodded,

"Things

portions

Eternity."
"Lovely

understand

Alleyne,
somehow re-

member

softened

forehead. sun-

burnt,

hur-
riedly expression.

Alleyne surprised sadness

perhaps,
destiny

"Parting meeting

A

good-bye- ," he said in his kind voice, with
its rather sharp metallic tones.

She looked straight into his face.
"Thank you! Shall you ever come back?"
"I don't know. Well, I must hope eo.

Thank you for all your kindness to me."
He noticed how very cold her hand was

as he held it for a moment.
When he was gone she remained sitting,

looking up at the infinite sky, watching a
lark hovering. Mr. Van Ryn came slowly
towards her through the waving grass.
He sat down beside her, and his broad red
face wore a constrained, painful expres-
sion.

"Janej," he said, "I'm as clumsy at
words, at saying what I truly mean, as
most fellows. But I do love you! That's
about enough, after all, I suppose, isn't it?
Will you marry me, Janey?"

His face looked even more crimson, and
much sadder when he left her an hour
later. He had not shown nearly as much
pluck as had distinguished his Dutch an-
cestors.

IV.
Two whole Julys and the greater part of

another had gone since Walter Alleyne
had spent his holiday In a sleeply town of
red roofs and historical memories. He
had been married a year. Twelve months
of work, success and prosperity had passed
by, leaving the lines a shade deeper in his
face, and quenching: yet a little more his
zest for the .repetition of futile civilities
and aimless hospitalities which his wife
appeared to appreciate as much as ever.
They were sitting at the breakfast table,
he and she Alleyne was looking through
the Times, and his wife was rereading her
notes and cards of invitation.

"I must say, Walter, it was rather cool of
the Moyle-Mudfor- ds to ask us to such a
dinner as that one last night."

"Was it? I didn't see much wrong with
it. The quails were unusually fat, I re-
member."

"My dear old boy! Remember the two
men I sat by! That perfectly impossible Mr.
Sopwith, for one! But both were assom-mant- !"

Walter Alleyne glanced at the first sheet
of.the paper and his hand shook suddenly.
The name "Van Ryn" had caught his eye.
In the list of marriages, the public were In-

formed that on the 17th of July William
Van Ryn, jr., of St Mildred's House
had taken to wife Janey, the only daughter
cf the late John Cunliffe, Esq. Mr. Alleyne
angrily crumpel up the sheet in his thin,
nervous hands. lie experienced a feeling of
intense dislike towards that bridegroom,
with his coarse good looks, his vacant,
prominent eyes. And meanwhile the cheer-
ful flow of his wife's chatter went on.

"Walter, dearest, you look very tired. I
shall be thankful when that odious case is
over. I wish you might act back a little
earlier this evening; you won't enjoy the
opera a bit otherwise. And both Monsieur
Jean and Edouard are singing to-nigh- t."

Ah, it was on this very same day In July
that he had once on a time attended a con-
cert in a hot town hall, and what a weary
age ago it seemed.

"Let us forget we loved each other
much." How fresh her voice was,
such a childlike, glad voice! Mr. Alleyne
looked across at his wife. Her dress of
lilac cambric was an ideal combination of
smartness and simplicity. The butler had
forgotten to pull down the blinds as low as
he usualy did at breakfast. Walter could
r.pt help observing that there were a good
many gray hairs under the fair curls on her
head. Her skin looked withered in this un-
flattering white light.

He rose and walked slowly toward the
door.

"I think I shall start early and walk
down the embankment this morning,"
said he.

"Oh, I daresay the air will freshen jou
up. Aud Walter, the duchess has asked
us to her music! I expect it will b very
small! How sweet of her, isn't it?"

He nodded kindly, and went out into the
street with ä curious smile on his face, but
he did not look really amused. As he
strolled along the riverside he thought of
other July breezes, hot and fragrant, bring-
ing scents of lime blossoms and mignonette
frum behind a wall. Of long grass, lull of
butterflies vith blue and white palate!
wings of larks singing. Which Is really
life Uf at Its truest and best? he asked
himself. Which are the days to sigh and

4p..-.-T

15

i
i

r
I
l

i

i

i

I'
i

i
l!

t-
I.
T:

1

t;

I'
d
t.

'

I

It

Ii
r,

ii
Ti

r,
T,

i!
it

u

Km
vi

A WEEK

f
o

iTt ''

-

Akron
Route
Open

Via Pennsylvania and Erie Lines

from INDIANAPOLIS
' to BUFFALO.

Two Daily Trains.

T j Round Trip
1

15 Days Limit

$19 .75 Round Trip
Limit Oct. 31st.

NEW YORK $17?2
Ten Days' Stop-ove- r at Buffalo.

FOR TIME TABLES and particular
information call upon or address

W. W. RICHARDSON, D. P. A.,

Pennsylvania Line, INDIANAPOLIS.Ind.

INTER-STAT-
E TRAV-

ELERS GUIDE.

GUIDE Tbe Lellablc BLIE RKC.
$1.60 Pbr Year

IF YOU TRAVEL. YOU
NKEI) TIIH

15c. Psa Corr.
AIX

NEED
SHIPPERS

THE jgTI Guide

JOURNAL PRINTING CO.
PUSLISMrKS.

222.228 W. MflRYLTUVD ST..
PHONES 490. INDIANAPOLIS

GROVES & BETZ,

-- PLUMBERS
SUCC04S0IS to

CLIFFOKD CO.
Estimates cheerfully furnished.
High-grad- e work and reasona-

ble prices.

245 Massachusetts Ave.
New I'hone IT 17.

Briefs, 7t)c A
PAGE

Reporter Publishing Com'y
77 FlticeraldIluIIdluc Tel. 51.

to tveep for? Those pfiit In this rcst!c
f'.ver of living, where the aims are fin aler,
the prizes glitter, and the crowd ar-plauds-

or the rarer ones in which man draws vtry
near to the warm heart of Nature, whea
the wild flowers and birds, and the whis-
pering streams are his friends when, if
the pleasures are simpler, the aches art
perhaps less poignant, where love itself 13

something less complex, less full of fraaxt-Ir.- g.

aimless regret? But throughout his
walk he could find no satisfactory answer
to the Question.

Tile sad Fistula Care..
Sample treatment Ked Cros Pile and

Fistula Cure and book on piles sent trc
to any address. Hea Bros, ii Co., Dept. 4iUnntapolls. illna.

r


