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ihe Odd Remance of & Marriage

That Preceded a Courtship

By Margaret Wid
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Allun pase the

Fhylie  saked
Wallie ansionsy, sand
ing vutside bis doar nest
morning.  Mha had Lesy

W s T ochieh, speeding the part-

Ing woests and interviewing the coul

and o hatbermaid

Mrs
‘hewnrful

rhulce  had  lLiven
ta & degres, apnd black, all
o W) & fat Virginia coak, & slim
young Tuwhkegee chanbermuid of a
ale waddle War, and & shiny brown

fanecy's

vtdonr man who came from nos
Wi particular, but wus very
warful v he wos here, Phyllin hud
saen 1hoon all thes  mGrning  and
found 1hem everyihineg (T 17 ]
phoull te Now she was looking af-
Wer A, as her duly wWas

Wallin boamed from axainst  Lhe
doorpost, bis tray o s hands

i's one of the

U“Mra, Harriogton,

beet slectn Mr. Allsn's had! Four
howre wiraight, and then  eleoping
oeidl, if broken, till & o'clock! Aud
AU taking interest in things Oh,
jaa'nim, yvou should have heard hibm
yesdnrdoy on the train, as furipus as
futtoun’ It was beautiful!™

“rhnen hle o apine  wasn't  Joarred,”
sald Phyilin thoughtfuily. “Wallis, 1
bolleve there wus @miore nDoivous
shock 4ud nervous depression than

aver the doctlors realised, And 1 be.
lieve all he needa (s to be Kept hap-
py, to bo much, much better. Woulds
n't It be wonderful If he got so he
vould move freely from the walst up?
1 belicve that may happen If we can
kecp hiin choered and interosied”

Wallis Jooked down at his  tray.
“Yeu, ma'am,” he siid. "Not to speak
Il of the dead, Mra, Harrington, the
late Mrs. Harrington was always
saying, My poor stricken boy, and
things Hke that—"'Do not Jjar him
with lll«timed light or merviment,’
and reminding Mm bow bad he was,
And alie certainly aldn’t Jar him with
aay merrimunt, ma‘am"

“What were the doctors thinking

about?™  demoaoded Fhyllls indig-
aaptly.
“Well, ma’am, they did all sorta

of things to poor Mr. Allan for the
first year or su. And then, as nothing
helped, and they couldn't fAnd out
what was wrong to have paralysed
him so, he begged to have them stup-
ped hurting bim. Bo wo baven't bad
ene for the past Hve jeurs"”

“l think a masseur and a whesl-
chalr are the next things to gel,"”
sald Phyllls declaively. “And remem-
bar, Wallls, there's sometbing the
matter with Mr. Allan's shutters.
They wou't always close the sunshine
out a8 they should."

Whallls almost winked, If an elderly,
mutton-chopped servitor can be lm-
agined as winking.

“No, ma'am,” he promissd, "SHome-
thing wrong with 'em. Ull remember,
mu'am."

Phyllls went singing on down the
sunny old houss, awinging her colored
musiin skirtsa and prancing a little
with sheer Joy of belng twenty-five,
and prottlly dresssd, with a dear
houss all her own, and—yes—a dear
Allan a littls her own, too! g

Doing well for & man what another
woman has done badly hua & peren-
nial joy for a certain type of woman,
and this was what Phyllls wus In the
midst of. Bhe pranced a liltle mora,
wnd came almost stralght up aguinast
a long old mirror with gilt cornices,
which bad come with the houss and
wis staying with it. Phyllis stopped
wnd looked eritically at horself.

“l haven't taken time yet to be
pretty,” she reminded the girl in the
kinss, and began then and there
tuke nocount of stock, by the way of
veglnning, Why—a good deal had
done |tself! Her halr had been
varhed aboul every ten minutes since
Jiu had been uway from tho Hbrary.
Lwas springy and three shades more

sden,

Bhe had not been rushing out in all
wonthers unvelled, nor washing
bastily with bard water and cheap
Wbrury soap elghl or ten times a day,
heonuse privale houses are compara-
thvely elean plicea. Ho her complexion
had been getting back, unnoticed, &
good deal of Its originel country romse

cand crewm, with a little gold glow

uaderneath, And the tired heaviness
was goune from hor eyellds, hecauss
she hud acarcely usod her oyes aince
whe had morried Allan-—there had
beun too much vise to do!

The litle frown lnes betweosn the
brows had gone too, with the need of
reading glesses and work under slec.
triclly. Bhe was more rounded, and
her look was less  Intent.  The
strained Liberry Teacher look was
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Fryithie amied v pueasiidy at The

Twr n sabd Ahe rib and comlugt
able vore of Lily-Auna, the vouk,
from the dining roowm Soot | §ou skol)
ey fy whet she's maivied . Yo
dom' bouk much mo s 8 bride, e e
an’ dat's & far'. Dioss you want jo
reguiar Ul de gewm man @ile wel*

“Yeo to pes for the presant, by
way, said Phytiie, with & misture of
e doortmil chose this time to Fing

A Pusiness like »oung neer
with & rocking crate wanted o spask
Plyibie ahopging et had come

The wolfthoutid's doing Ane, ma'am,’
the inesacnger answared In jesponse ta
aiready  All b poaded wan exerviss
wnd u liitle sociedy You'm, this pup s
broken—in & manner, that s Your
Metie felier in Whe Ltter. Hers, Fosy
~warelful, lady! Hold on to Ma leash !

There was the passage of the check,
wnd ihen the messenger from (he kens
nois drove back to the station, the
erala, which had been smptis! of &
on the seat Leside him

CHAPTER X 11,
LLAN, Iying at the window

A wondering (f they had bean

having aprings (ke this af
the titie he had lived in the elty,
wife's voice inquired breathlesaly of
Wallls, "Can Mr, Allan-—sso me? ¢ @ »
Oh, grovious-—don't, Foxy, you little
Mhut It--quick, Wallls!"

Hut the door. ewing to eclroums
stunces over which nobody but the
lantly opan here, and Allan had a fiy.
g vision of his wife, fushed, laugh-
ing and badly mussed, being raile
cingly exuberant Freach bull at the
end of o |eash,

“He'w=he's a choerful dog.” panted
chor near Allan, "and 1 don't think he
knows how to keep atill long enough
to pose across your feet—he wouldn't
mun-dog, Allan, not an Interior deco-
ration. * * * Oh, Wallis, he has
Mr. Allan‘s alipper! Foxy, you little
puppy ™

“Lid you get him for me, Phyllia?"
asked Allan when the tumult and the
Foxy had buried his hideous little
black-punsy face In a costly Delleok
dish of water,
favorite seat, the ficor; "but you
noedn't keep hlin unless you want Lo,
I can keep him where you'll never
Only I thought he'd be company for
you, and don't you think he seems—
cheerful 7
back on the cushions and laughed and
laughed,

“Chesrful!” he sald. "“Most assured-
Phyllls, You're an awfully thought-
ful girl, 1 always did like bulls had
one in collage, & Nelson. Coiue nore,

Ha whistied, and the puppy 1ifted
Ita munzle from the water, made a
dripping dash to the ocouch, and
bhad owned each other since birth,
Never wan a dog less welghod down
Ly the glories of ancestry. :
with his most useful band, and asked
with Interest: “Why on earth did
they call & Franch bull Foxy ™
stand, sir, that he was the most activa
and playful of the litter, and chewed
up all bis brothery' sars, slr. And the
that they callod him Foxy."

“The best-tampered dog In the lit-
ter!" cried Phyllis, burating ianto help-

“That doesn't mean ho's bad-tem-
pored,” explained muster and man
engerly togather. FPhyllls began o
as much for Walllis as for Allen, She
lert them adoring the dog with that
revorent emotion which only very
broust, and fitted oul, happy over the
success of her new toy for Allan.

"Tuke hime out when he gots too
way softly w Wallis as she passed
him. Hut, except for a run or so for
Els health, Wallls and Allun betwson
most of the day.

Puylila, in one of her Aying visite,
found the littie fellow, tired with play,
snugkled down by his master, his Lt
tls crumpled black muezis on the pll.
low cloga to Allan's contented, sleop-
ery. The pathetle lack of Interesta
which madas the coming of a new littlo
dog such un event!
before ohe set Uup oven 4 book from
the oxes which had been her tather's,
before she arranged one more article
village for the regular delivery of
four dally pupers, und a half dosen of
the most masculine mogasines xho

Wit rered giri
b pretiy Yar's & lady wanis o
dintr e brought inte de stlin -reom
comfusion and dignity Forteansisly
to the madam The last liein o
bt questions “Like & different dog
man ploked you out the best.tempered
a few directions sboutl dog-biscults,
wrikgling six.months black bull-dog,
of the sunny bedroom, and
heard & souflle gutside the door. Hia
hinek gurgeyle! Open the door, or—
black dog had any control, lew vio.
roaded acrons the room by a prags
Phyllls, trying to bring Foxy to an.
become them, anyhow-—-he's a real
fraud! Did hitn want & drink, angels
shouting had died, and the carncoling
"Yoo," gasped Phyllis from her
see him=—can't I, honey-doggums?
Allan thraw his plcturesque head
ly! Why—thank you, ever so much,
you lttls rascal!™
serambled up over Allan aa if they
Allan pulled the fopping bat-eurs
“You, wir' suld Wallls. *1 under-
kennel people thought it was so clever
Jous laughter from the Noor,
sve that she had bought a fawily pet
ugly bulldogs can wake In 4 man's
much for Mr. Allan,” she managed to
them kepp the dog In the bedroom
dog blacuits and other attentions,
ing face. She felt us If she wanted o
Bofore ahe hung one more pleture,
of furniture, sho talephoned to tha
could whink of on the lbrary lints. She
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had nover known of Allan's dolngo:ay
reading. That bhe had eared tor ks
before the accident, she Knew, At
nny rate, she was resolved to leave no
point uncoversd that might, just pos-
nibly might, help her Allun Jjust o
little way to Interest In life, which
ahn felt to be the way to recovery
He llked belng told stories to, any
way.

“Lo you think Mr. Allan will feel
like coming into the living room to-
duy ™ aho asked Wallis, mesting him
in the hall about two o'clock,

“Why, he's dresssd, ma'am,” was
Wallla's astonishing reply, “and him
and the pup Is having a fine game of
play. He's got mors use of that hand
an’ arm, ma‘am, than we thought."

"D you think he'd carse to be
whesled Into the living room about
four?™ aaked Phyllis,

“For tea, ma'am?' inquired Wal-
lis, beaming. "I should think o,
ma'am. I'll nak, anyhow."

Phyllis . had not thought of tea—
one doea not stop for such lelsurely
amenities in & busy public lbrary
—but she saw the beauty of the idea,
and saw to It that the tea waa there.

Lily-Anne was a jewal, She bullt
the fire up to a bright Aama, and
brought In seme daffodlis from the
garden without o word from her mis.
trema.  Phyllin hernelf saw that the
viotrula was in readiness, and cleared
A wpace for the couch near the fre,
There was qulte a featal feoling.

The talking mpchine was also &
surprise for Allan. Phyllls thought
afterward that she should have saved
It for another day, but the temptation
to Krace the occaslon with It waws
too strong. She and Alln wers as
excited over It as & coupls of chil-
dren, and the only drawback 1o
Allan's enjoyment was that he oh-
viously wanted to take the records
out of her unaccustomed fingera and
adjust them himaelf.

Ho knew how, it appeared, and
Phyllls naturally didn't.  However,
she managed to follow his direstions
successfully, She had bought reck-
lossly of rag-time discs, and pro.
vided w falr amount of opera seleo-
tlons,  Allun svemed equally happy
over both,

Aftor the thing bad been playlng
for three-quarters of an hour, and
most of the records were saxhausted,
Phyllls rang for tesa. It was getting
a little darker now, und the wood fire
cast funtiustle red and black lights
and shadows over the room, It was
vary Intimate and thrilling to Phyllis
suddenly, the fAre-lit room, with just
their two selves there. Allan, on his
couch before tho #ire, looked bright
and contented,

The adjustable couch-head had
bean bracvd tw such a position that
he was almost gitting up, The bull-
dog, who had latcly come back from
& lupg wulk with the grutifed ocutdoor
man, anored regularly on the rug
noir his master, wakoning enough to
Dat his tall on the Noor If he was re-
terred to,

The itle tea-table was hetweon
Allan and Phyllls, crowned with
bunch of apple  bloasams, whose
spring-like acent dominated the warm
room. Phyllls, In her green gown,
her cheeks pink with excllement, was
walting on her lord and master u lit-
tia milently,

Allan watched her amussdly for
awhile) sho was ns Intent as o gond
ehlld over her tea-ball and her lemon
and her Iittle cokes

“Suy somerming, Phyllls' e sug-
gonted with the rouch of miachief
:hn wan not yet used to, coming from
im,

“This |s u sertous matter,"” she re-

Ellad gravely, “Do you know 1
aven't made tea-—-afterncon tea,
that Is—for so lonk It's & wonder I
know which Is the cup and which s
the saucer?™”

“Why not? he asked ldly, yel In-
terestedly too,

"l wan otberwise occupled. 1 was
# Dauwhtar of Toil,” explained Phyl-
lin serenely, setting down har own
cup W relax In her chalr, hauds be-
hind her head; looking, in her greon
Kuwn, the ploture of grageful, strong,
young indolence. "I was a lHbrariin
—didn't you know?"

“No, 1 wiah you'd tell me, 12 you
don't mind," sald Allan, "About you,
1 mean, Phyllls. Do yvou know, 1 feel
awfully married to you this after-
noon—you've bullled e so muoh It's
no wonder—and 1 really ought 1w
Know about my wife's dark past.'

Phyllis's heart beat a little fustor,
Hhe, too, had falt “awfully married”
hore alone in the fire-lit lIving-room,
deuling o Intimately and guyly with
Allan.

“There fan't much to tell” she
sald sobenly,

“Come over here closer,” ocom-
manded Alan the wpoilt. "Wae've
both had all the tea we want, Come
close by the coueh, 1 wunt to sce

ou whoen yvou tulk”

Phylits did as he ordered

“I wus w New Englund country
minister's daughter,” ahs bogan. "New
Englund country ministers ulways
know lots about Greek and Latin
and how to make one doliur do the
work of ons-saventy-five, but they
pever have any dollars left whén the
dolog's over, Pather und 1 lived alons
together llwn{l. and be taught me
things, and
nend |t, specially when they have
eountry congregations—and wa didn't
bother much about other folks. Then
he~diad.

“I was eightesn, and I had six
hundred dollars. [ couldn’t do urith-
metic, because father had always sald
It was loft out of my head, and I
needin't bother with i, Ho I couldn’t
temch. Then they sald, ‘You like
books, and you'd better e & librarian.’
As a matter of fact, a librarian never
Eola w chunce to read, but you can't
expliin that to the peneral publle,

I cama to the city und took the
course at library school.

“Then | got & position in the Green-
way Hranch—two years in the clrous
Inting deak, four In the cataloguing
rooin, and one In the Children's Dee.
partment, The short and simple an-
nils of the poor!™

o on,'" sald Allan.
“1 balleva It's merely that you lika
the wmound of human voles,” mald

Phyllis, Inughing. “"U'm going to go
on with the story of the Five Little
Plgs--you'll anjoy It just as much!*

“"Exactly,” sald Allun “Tall ma
what |t was llks In tha llbrary,
plaane.’

"I was rather Interesting' sald
Phylils, ylelding at ones. "“There are
85 many Alfferent things ta ha dona
that you never fesl any monotony, as
I mapposs a teacher does, Hut the
hours are not much shorter thap a
department store's, and It's exacting,
on-your-fest work wll the time [
IHiked the work with the children best.
Only=-you never have any time to be
anything but neat in o lihrary, and
you do gt so tired of beltg just neat,
i you're a girl'”

“And a pretty ons' sald Allan, "I
don't suppose the ugly onea mind as
muel

It was the fArst thing he bhed anld
about her looks. Phyllis's ready enlorp
eama infto her cheaeks, 8o he thought
whie Wi pretty!

“Da you—tblok U'm pretty? ghe

potted bim-—fathers

ln:h-d breathlessly. She couldn't help

“Of course 1 do, you little goose,”
anld Allan, smiling at her.

Fhyllis  plun back Into the
middle of her story:

“You see, you can't sit up nights
to sow much, or practise doing your
hair new wnto. bocauss you need all
your stren to got up when the

alarm cloc barks next morning.
And then, there's always the money
worry, If you have nothl but your
salary. Of courss, this yeoar,
when I've metting $80 & month,
uiings have bean all right. Put when

It was only $30 a month In the Cir-
culation—wall, that was pretty hard
pulling," sald Phyllls thoughtfully.
"But the worst—the worst, Allan,
was waking up nights and wondering
what would happen If you broke
down for & long time., Because you
can't very well save for aslekness-in-
surance on even fifty a month, And
the wark—well, of courne, most girls’
work is just a little more than thoy
hieve the steength for, always, But
I was nwrully lucky to get into shil-
dren's work, Bome of my imps, little
I'olas and Slovaka wnd Hungarians
mostly, are the cleverest, most af-
fectionate bables—"*

Bhe began to tell hig atories of
wonderful ten-year-ol w
Hoclalists by econvietlon, and read
sconomics, and dazed little atyplcal
sixteen-year-olda who read uther
(hmu’ and astopped even that be-
caums "they got married.

*You poor little girl!™ sald Allan,
unhesding. “"What brutes they wers
to you! Wall, thank Heaven, that's
over now!"

“Why, Allan!" she sald, laying
soothing hand on his. “Nobody was
& brute. There's never mores than
ons erank-in-authority in any Hbrary,
they say. Ours was the Supervieor
of the Laft Half of tha Deak, and
after 1 got out of Clreulation I naver
saw anything of her'

Allan burst into unexpected laugh-
ter. “It sounda like & Chinese title
of homor,” he explained. *‘Grand
Warder of the Emparor's Left Blip.
por-losette,” or something of tha
wort.'

“T'he Deal's where you get
hooks atamped,” she explained,
thi two shifta of girls who attend to
that part of the work sach hove =
supsrvisor—the Tight and TLeft
halves. The ons that was horeld had
favorites, and anapped at the ones
that weren't, 1 wasn't undsr her,
though, My Supervisor was Im---nl;:i
an Irishwoman with the moat flor
hats, and the kindest, most just dis-
position, and alwaye lnughing. We nl!
adored her, she was a0 falr-minded,

“You think & goed deil about
inughing,” nald Allan thoughtfully.
“Does It rank as a virtua in libraries,
or what?*

“You bave ta laugh' explained
Phyliis. "If you don't ses the laugh-
pida of things, you ses tha cry-side,
And you can't afford to he unnappy
It you have to sarn your living. Peo-
pla ke brightness beaat. And (t's more
comfortable for yourself, once you
gt used to 1L

Mo thut was yoeur philosophy of
1fe,* sald Allan. His hand tightened
rompasslonately on bers, “You paor
Httle wird! * ® ® Tell me about
the ory-sido, Phylis*

Hin volge was viry moved and oa-
reasing, and the darknoss was desp.
aning as the fAre sank. Only an oe-
canlonnl  thngos of fAame glinted
norons Phyllin's sliver slipper buckle
ond on the meal ring Allin wore. It
wian eany to (ell things there In the
perfumed duskineas,

your
“and

were j

It was & great m: Years alnce
any one had cared to hear the ory-
aldo, And It was so dark, and the
hand hnplng hers In the shadows
might have bheen any kind, comforts
Ing hand., 8She found herself pouring
It all out to Allan, thers close by her)
the loneliness, the strain, the hard
work, the lack of all the woman
things In her life, the lsoclation and
drearineas at night, the overfaligue,
and the hurt of watching youth and
womenhosd sliding away, unused,
with nothing to show for all the
yoars; only a oold hope that her flock
of little tranaiant allens might be a
Iittle betier for the guldance ahes could
give them—
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And then, that wel, discouraged day
In February, and tha vision of Eva
Atkinsos, rediantly freah and bappy,
kept young and pretty by ualimited
money and time.

“Her children were so puthv.' aald
Phyllls wistfully, “and mine, dear ILL-

tle villaine, wers such dirty, un.
taught, rude Mttle thi h, 1t
mounds anobbish, but 1'd have wiven

everythiog | had to huve a dainty,
clean Mttle ludy-child throw her wrns
wround
my pet little hundsome, sticky Folish
ewess, Up at home everything had
been a0 clean and old and still that
[ou always oould remember It had
esn finished for 800 years. And
Father's cloan, stll, old Ubrary' s
Phyllis did not know how she was
revealing to Allan the unconsclous
motherhood In her, but Allan, femin-
inely sonmitive to unspoken things
from his long sojourn in the dark—
Allan did 1t was the mother lnstinot
thst sha was spending on Mm, t
maotkar instinet of a kind ha had never
known before; gayly self-effacing,
afMolent, shown only In It resulis,
And ahe eould never have unythi
olse Lo spend It on, he Lthought, Well,
he was dun to die lu & few years,
* ¢ * Hut he Aldn't want to, Ldv.
Ing was just heginning to be inter-
oeting ugaln, somehow, Thers seamed
no utlthutor! solution for ths two
of them, * * Woeil, he'd ba un-
pelfinh nnd die, any way. Meanwhils,
why not be happy? Hers was Phyllia,
His hani oinrd hers more closely.
“And when Mr. De Guenther '
me that offer,” she murmurad, col-
oring In the darkneas, “l was tired
and discouraged, and the ysars
sramed so endlesn! It didn't sesm aw
though I'd be harming any one—but
I wouldn't have done [t If you'd sald
:uwrnl against Wt—truly 1 woulda't,
r“l
Tha last little ward alippsd out un-
notieed. ®ha had heen calling her
Iibrary childran “dear” for a year
now, and the word slipped out of
Itsalf. Hut Allan Hked it
“My poor Uttle girl!" he sald, *In
your placs I'd have marriad the davil
Rimaelf—up agalost & life |ike that"
“Then—then you don't—mindg ¥
asked Phyllls anxloualy, as she had

asken pefore.
“No, Indesd!” sald Allan, with a
“1 told

littls unnecessary frmness,
you that, dldn't 17 T like 1t.*

“Bo you dld tall me,” she anld pan-
Itantly.

“Aut mippoaing Ds Guanthsr hadn't
pleked out some ons ke you"—

“That's just what I often thought
mysalf,” sald Phyllls naively, *“8Bhe
might have been much worse than L
e & o Ok, but I wan [rightaned
when I saw you frst! T dldn't know
what you'd be like. And then, when
1 looked at you''——

“Weall, when you looked at me?"
demandad Alian

But Pbhylils refused to go om

me and kiss me, instead of 1

By Maurice Ketten [ T WS COMPETE MEVEL W TN CVOANG
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Whi e oeie & cerad g
ol e moeseied
| Thase weirs Ny
19 hade't aur pears o tmiwt Lhaen of
anyehery to anrrtain ‘hew F L uad
el I Wk pee, (here Bal e
ah il beschbheajed at The becardisg
| ] AN b bardars 1hers wers
vkl That wan why the joogie &

beomne had b0 00 They thoought o
wonid e sale 11 was all of that
Well, the budbhorger ™ donanded
Allsn.  “Youre sraying ofF from
(il Rt slive The evikksaper,
Brlke, my desr 7
| "T'm ieiling yvu about bim" pro
festad Phyliie e was awluily eross
[ becmuse | weuldn o marey him, bat |
dida’'t see any reason why 1 phouid |
$1dn’L ke fim espacially, and | wouid
probably have gone of with my wore
|aflarward Thers didn’t seem 1o me
|t e anyiking to It Tar any one el
bl Por of rourse 1'd have bad lis
mending and all thet to 45 whea |
cams homs from the jibrsry. and |
scarcely got lime for my own Mt
he lost his \ewmper fTearfully beonusse
I dian's want to Then, of course,
el would try to Alet In the librsry,
Pt the Jabitor siways made tham go

Ot Whes you aeked bl o He
loved dn % s Why, Allan, it
must be T o'clock! Shall | turn on
more lighat”

“Na . . . Then you were qulis
as shut up In your noley Lbrary as |
was In my dark rooms,” said Allan
sty .

“I supposs | was" she sald, “though
l. never thought of It before. You

musin't think il was horrld, |11 was
fun, lpta of it. Only, thers wasn't any
being & roul girl 00"

“There Ian't much in this, 1 should
think,” maid Allan mAvAguly, “except

louking after a big doll.
Phyllin's laugh tinkled ogut. "Oh, 1
lova playing with dolis” she sald

mischisvously. “And you ought to pes
my new alippers’ | bave pink ones,
wtd blue wnes, and lavender and
reen, all aalin and suede And when

gal Uime I'm golnm to buy dresses
to mateh. And A banjo, maybe, with
& wif-teachier, There's a room up-
staire where pobody can hear a thing

ou do. I've wanted siippers and a

#u ever sinve 1 aan remembar ™

“Then you're fairly happy? de.
manded Allan suddenly.

“Why, of course!” msaid  FPhyllis,
though ahe had not really stopped
to ank herselt before whother she
waa or not, Thers had beon so many
axciting  thines to do, “Wouldn't
you be happy i you eonld buy
everything you wanted, and every
wne wus lovely to yon: and you had
pretty clothes and a lovely house—
and & rose-gurden ™

“Yes—if | vould buy everything [
wanted,” sald Allan, His volce drag-
wed a little.  Phyllis sprang up, in-
stantly penitent,

“You're tired, and I've been talk-
ing and taliing about my allly littls
wosa Ul Pve worn you out!" she

sald, "“But=-Allan, you're getting
better. Try to move this arm. The
hand I'm holding. There! That's

a lot more than you could do when
I first came. 1 think—I think it

would be a good plan for a masssur
to come down aud see {L"

“Now look here, Phyllia' protasted
Allan, "I like your taste in houses
and music-boxes and bulldogs, but
I'll be han If I'll stand for a
TN are's no ume: thay can't
do me any good, and the last one
wimost Killed me. There's no reason
why | should Le tormented simply
because a professional pounder needs

the money."
1Me, "Not that

"No, no!"” sald
kind! Wallls can have ardara to
if he touchas

shoat him or somethin

your spinal column. I meant was
a man who would wive the muscios
of your arn and oulders a little
oxercles. That couldn't hurt, and
might help you use them. ‘That
wouldnt be any trouble, would it?
Please! The {ret minuts he hurts,
you oan send him flying. You know
they r’ul muassage lasy people's ex-

1 belisve you're really Interested
In making me better,” wsald Allan,
after n long silence,

“Why, 'of course” mald FPhyllis,
uuﬁblni. “That's what 1'm here
ort

But this answar did not seem (o
sult Allag, for some reason. Phyliis
sald po more abowt the masseur, Bhe
ondy deolded to summon him, any
way. And prasently Wallla came In
and turned all the lights on.

CHAPTER XIII.

N dues coursa of time Juna
ocams. Ho did the muasseur,
and more fowsred frooks
far Phyllls, and ths whesl.
chalr for Allan.

The Immadiate effect of June was
to bring out buds all over the rose-
treen; of the flowered dresses, to make
Phyllln very ploturesquely protty. As
for the masseur, he had more effect
than anything sise.

It was an Phyllis had hoped: the
paralyals of Allan's arms had bosn
lean permanent than any one bad
thouxht, and for perhaps the last
thres yoars thers had been lttls more
the matter than antire loss of strength
and muscie-control, from long Jdisune.

By the time they had been & month
In the country Allan's use of his armas
and shoulders was nearly normal, and
Phyllla wan having wild bhopes, that
whio confided to no ono but Wallls, of
even mora aweeping betterments.

Allan wlopt much better, from the
slight Inorease of activity, and alsg
perhaps because Phyllls had coaxed
him outduors as soon as the weather
becameo warm, and was keeping him
thers. Bometlines he lay In the gar-
den on his couch, sometimes he snt
up in the wheel.chalr, almost always
with Phylls sitting or lylng in her
bhammock near him, and the devoted
Foxy pretending to hunt somethiog
nearhy,

Thera were occanlonal fita of the
old depression and silonce, whan
Allan would lHe sliently In his own
room with his handas crossed and his
oyes shut, answering no one-—-not
even Foxy.

Wallls and Phyllls respected Lhease

|
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- s

i pen by mrery meas e
Bhemy e teuw el Por s 80 PUR
eMas

irally a

Allan proved e See
Hghisr bsart and e
A apmition  than  Phplle
s woture dippeomition wase DEsPant.
Wallie med thet e had sever bl &
macd v bie Lfe G the acsldent.

M atviiude to hie wife heaname
mate and more 8 tdl"-h‘m
affection wnd dependence
be fearsd that
Badly. But 1t was o long sase The
Bad Been mesded by any one PeIPen
& Alian nended her!

And bhe had such jovable, Mloglesl
muscul ne ways of being wronged
Be 4148t get the requisit
petiing. and arateful for
favors and taking big caes
ed, that —entirely, an Phyll
to herself, from & sense of
duty and grateful |nterest—abe
have had hor pretty hoad removed
and sent him by parcel past, ¥ be
had 1dly suggested his possthie nesd
of & pirl's head poma time,

And 1t was so heaveniy—oh, bul it

vem'
ha

raref oo

il

wan heavenly there in Phyllin's rese -

garden, with the colored flowars Som-
Ing out, and the little gresn caters
pillars roaming over the leaves, and
protiy dresses to wear, and Foxy-dog
to play with—and Allan!

Allan  demanded—no, not exagtly
dermnded, but axpected and got—eo
much of Fhyllis's socisty in these
days that she had learned to earry
on all her affairs, even the house-
keeping, out in her hammock by his
wheel-chalr or ¢ouch, Bhe wore large,
fAuppy white hata with roses on them,
by way of kesping the sun off; but
Allan, it appeared, 4id not think much
of hata except an an ornament for
girle, and his uncoversd ourly balr
was burned to a sort of goldly-russet
all through, and his pallor turned to

* Pavii loekad to trom tee werk
‘hy up m

one of thess heavenly last.of-June

dayn, and tried to declde whalher

really liked the change or not,

was handsomer
though that hed hardly beea ,

pary, Hut the Yy sta
look was gone,

Allun :f“ her look, and looked wp
at her. He had been reading
gine, for Phyllls bad »
large measurs in reviving his laste
for magasines and books

oll, Phyllis, my dear,” sald l‘
smiling, “what's the problem now?
ferl aure there Is something t
going o be aprung on me—get
wor‘gl over!" o she sald, Degin-

“You wrong me,” s
ning to thread some more pink sm-
broldery wsilk, *1 was only -
Ing whether 1T Hked you sa well
tanned as 1 did when &u wars 80
nice nnd white, back in oy,
X "(*mgul tg‘ounu" sald Adlan,
aying down hls masasine entirely.
“Shall I ring for Wallls and
peroxide? you sald t”
duy, 'l have to be approved or
unhappy.'*

“Oh, it really dossn’t matter,” sald

rlurtlu “l'mnhlmullr. “zu know,
marrel you principa ly A Tose-
garden, and that's lovely!™

“1 suppose 1 spoll the pmog'
sald Allan, unex ..-':33
Phyllis lsansd in her
som-dottead draperies and stroked
hand, that long carven hand she Joved
to wateh.

*Not a bit, Allan” she sald, -
tng ot him. *“You're
diemr.ruu! I :‘.W the
time | saw you I thought you hﬁ
ed "",‘,“3."' like & marble kalght
p tomb,

Allun—Allan the trancded
invalld of four months before—thraw
s head back and shouted with
hufhur. . l'h

“I suppose 1 serve & pu
garden statuary,” he sald, "#. -:
to have some horrors when | was
kid, | remember twno awful
desr that always looked If they
|rs;1ln| no:, to ntwlm Mﬂ“

a floppy bronze we

He was meant for a Corden )
I whank, but It ddn't po mmed
further than intention.

1 used to ride the deer.”

His face shadowed a littla as he
spoke, for nearly the first time, of
the dead ﬁl‘l.

“Allan,” Phyllls sald, bending r
to him, all rosy and golden In
green hammocok, “tell me about -
tse Frey—If you don't mind
nhout her? Would it be bad for yeu,
do you think?

Allan's eyes dwelt on his wife pleas-
urahbly. She was very real near

and lovable, and Loulse Frey

far away and shadowy In
thoughts. He had loved her wvery
dearly and passionstely, that boleler-

ous, handsome young Loulse, but that
gay boy-life she had belonged to
sremed soparated now from this

leanant rose garden, with its golden-
nired, wisely asweet young chate-
laine, by thousands of black years
The blackness cams back when he
remomhbared what lay behind |t.
“There's nothing much to &l
Phylis” he sald, frowning a little.
“She was pretty and full of lite. She
had black hair and eyes and & good
deal of color. We I'.rl' more or leas
friends all our lives, for our country
plaves ndjoined, She was elghtesn
when—It happened.”

“Flghteen,” sald Phyllls m .
"Hhe would have boan fust my
* s 8 Wa won't talk about It,

Allan, * * * Well, Viola™
The nretty Tuskeges chambarmald
was holding out & tray with & card
an it .
"The doctor, ma'sam,"” she sald.
“The doctor!" schoed Allan, half-
vexed, half-laughing. "I knew
had something up your sloeve, PE
;u'_ What un earth did you have
or ™

Phyllin's tace was & study of -
Ishment. “On my honor, T had -
notlon he was even (n existence,"

protested, “He's not my doctor!®
“He must have ‘just srowed. or
el Lily-Anna's called him in">
gusted Allan aunnily. “Bl'lut
along, Viola,™
(Tu Be Continued,)

—

-




