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AMar fifiadl Adl^isojry B©airdl

She PlvjcKed a Blu«- Blo>-om, lA.i---.-ti I',.in.l C.ivc- It to Him

best] rmld withMartha. It wa a trifi* hard f rm
ii si me ways."

\u25a0' F r < sample?"'
Oh! merely that Iwasn't entirely sure of h< rbeii '

the woman exactly suited to yn\i; but. then, she
i- -\u25a0\u25a0 good-natured and with so much money—about

Phineas in my own case. I suppose Iwas so
impressed with y >ar common-sense views that I
praeticallv repeated them How nicely it has all
work.,] out!"

"Finely." Seaward, half-reclining at her feel I \u25a0

•".. fnngi I£< ntian fr m his cat, toyed with it fora
••. \u25a0 . •.• then held it up. "Berry," he said, "no
•\u25a0-. :.. v can buy this keepsake. I shall treasure it
always."

"Nonsense, Harley! I*llgive >• •-. a bushel."
•\u25a0 x iin that way."
"Oh! that was nothing, foolish. fust a hint that you

mustn't try to kiss m< again, although that was nothing

either
—

merely an impulse, an accident, perhaps. Still,

as you had never done it before. 1 thought
—

that is,

you startled me. and so
—

well, it seemed the thing to

do. Imean, giving you the flower. Please don't
look at me so, Harley. What possesses you to-
day '

••I v. . :.
• I '.:\u25a0 -' \u25a0" y U at all, Berry. Iwas

wati nine v \u25a0-" hat li I in the wind and wondering how
n h could blow off. What were you saying? I'm

. • .;
-
;. :-. Nt fri m sual, am I? You didn't consider

•\u25a0 _• \u25a0\u25a0.••\u25a0\u25a0 a :. aning anything, Ihop.-.
y \u25a0

• . md Inever thi ught. As for 1 1 i
\u0084 [m \u25a0

•
\u25a0 i]| always remind me of that ;ar-

. - •
;\u25a0 | 'where we have so often sat.

. •;. with t!ic birds around us and the fresh-
hade. Ilove old associations. The gentian

•
\u25a0

\u25a0 (.-m back years from now, when you : i

. ..,•:! ::v . It shall press it in some book
:

—
'Lorna Doone." Iguess. Remember

: : ; "
aid Berenice, hi ering and clasping

jur ;_\u25a0 ; \u25a0 Take m,' down to The Ledge, Harley.

It'- sheltered there. We shall >'.ay until five o'clock.

I* n't mind me. will you- I'mawfully nervous, lately,

or Ishouldn't ha \u25a0 dreamed ofpaying ary attention to

\u25a0

\u25a0 lor with-
\u25a0

I

\u25a0

• • :. ':

its.**rei

I
I

\u25a0

\u25a0

: \u25a0

\u25a0

'

\u25a0

\u25a0

l

\u25a0

I\ • Iboldness the fresh,
V \ md kissed her cheeks

mil they g i '.: . •

a noon i \u25a0• asify-
•' • ''

\u25a0 '• s as • hey rested
ag< r tare in a \u25a0_• .. -

aj»l-»y yet r ing .-..
Ips had 1 . \u25a0

•

[her across the log

tray curl toss-
r th« breeze for its re-

\u25a0 : " \u25a0 r ellious-
t fa r deli n

ha . ild rii g m_-:w

. iking .-. .- • in his, :i ittering in it s

.'. !- • I -: \u25a0 v \u25a0

- •-
usly among 1 gra

. . \u25a0 . luster :_\u25a0\u25a0-.

sn ' h \u25a0 \u25a0 fgi
ped and ihher tret \u25a0' - . I

:- ~~
"1. !-vi>>«. iix ...-

. : all I can give v \u25a0:." .he
•• g» ntly. ""

V\u25a0..-.:V \u25a0..-.: \::: an br-
;

Sea- irddropped ', rfii g r%
. ' irter little laugh, the laugh :

\u25a0..-\u25a0•\u25a0 ted. 1 at
l3 hope of jrras;\ has vaa-

'\u25a0\u25a0 . Iandersi v I
. .\u25a0 : a, •m h -:'• ai in!

aor a b»jt, uni :'. passing
v pasture land to :::_:.•r

. \u25a0 '. •:"'. slope,
-.db am \u25a0 •. ax irith the

\u0084:::::g lake 0Ipea fu3

life nras a practical t
. tt their late \u25a0 .- .- the

! a 1 Her; the cottag
rea . I

. : \u25a0 ry-day.

en \u25a0

• '\" ..- winh-ja Ibeyond
Sea .-:.

\u25a0 . Ltion,
\u25a0 a

' v> o sanxmer
ished. with a., the. \u25a0\u25a0 . . aging \u25a0 -•\u25a0 \u25a0.'

'

\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 . Ithe center oi attraction
nj times, won't you? Martha

an :: \u25a0
-

estate
—

they are probabh
lent

—
and Isha "

\u25a0 •

..' t Id tins 1 \u25a0

. - . .irri Iand settled
—

y i \u25a0•\u25a0 '\u25a0

iand i \u25a0\u25a0' isn't ha mi h I
at then, shall ire?"

that trine. Put your arm undermine
This short grass is slippery."

So down the hill • hey went, these
two hypocrites, each soul crying out
for the other, each watchful brail dole-
fully repeating to its crying soul:
"Too late! Too late!"

She leaned upon himclosely, feeling
the tremble of his muscles againsi her
soft arm, sipping a last drop of com-
fort from her ebbing cup, with an in-
stinctive sense of v\ ')...\u25a0 lay behind his
smiling mask. Ah! had she but had
Priscilla's courage to invite her John

when he brought the message
of his Standish, t>> speak the words
she thought to draw fr< in him by in-
difference! Now it was too late. His
kiss and her flower

—
i»»>r, sweet, in-

sulted treasures, flung in the dust of
m< ckery, like uncared-for blossi ms on
the highway with the silver dew still
on them!

Silently they stepped through the
pine trees murmuring above tlum,
. • '. \u25a0 ftlyon to their retreat, a favorite
!•. ok f< r privacy, a great, spreading,
irregular shelf of fern-hung stone, with
a wooden bench facing thi lake seen
dimly throrgh the trees, another a
few feet away. \u25a0 n the west side, where
one mi^h* watch thesunset.

They sat here, quiet and th -\u0084''•.•:\u25a0:!.... first brief seconds, each wait-
ing for an interesting cue to launch a
conversation for the balancing ol dis-
turbed minds, their eyes upon the
ground, tluir withdrawn anus till
touching in a; ] arent uno ncern.

S !di nly a deep v< v c fr m the
neighboring unseen seal brought a
quick grasp > . the lingering fingers,

"Martha," it proclaim <1 solemnly,
"Iwish I •

it of ii The child
\u25a0

•
\u25a0

• me. V< iv dutiful
and all thai v : :

' • ursi I'mpi ud
of her beaut) I>ut she will never be

\u25a0 ; my wife. I' "\u25a0 n't do, M.ir-
tha. R< ally I'm a

'
has seen

t( \u25a0 :;;•:\u25a0 : I m!

"Not a bit." the placid
response. "I'vi had ny \ pen,
I is; Ido not blame them Who
i

• I •
im \u25a0 \u25a0

' . \u25a0
\u25a0 .

mal ter is I>< f< re v '•'• hii ha beei pied
with thi

' prints, they ha' c rami I '\u25a0 lay
after day until n< \u25a0\u25a0'•

—"

\u25a0 I tlin
'

! -: :-
\u25a0 Martha! Ii i .r fa lit.

and ma>
'

• for tl besi Wh< •
\u25a0 ..:\u25a0\u25a0:••.:.>

propose to Bereni I lidnot < nsider Ihi ; i ility
of her being unha \u25a0 y

"Ami Icoi :\u25a0.:::' vi Harl< v. n m mj • r
Your advice regarding his business qualiticatioi waa
excellent, Phil i i 'ut I fear he will be no more to
m< thai a pri ate secretary. It's all very well to
ha c a hand >me husband, but Ineed something
more than. an affectation of sentiment —

a cong ni;il,

substantial companion i-; what Iwant; certainly,
not a man in love withanother girl.""

Right Martha. You should release him at once."
"How?"
"Hum! That' my case with Berenice. We mist

throw them together; events will shape themselves I
can get a fine position for Harley. We shall see that
they are fixed all right."

"We?"
"Why not, Martha? Our mutual disappointment,

you know. Haw! Haw! We've blundered, my dear.
Isupposed, ofcourse, when Iwent to you about licre-
nk'tt

—
Iha:

—
thai

—"

"And I never expected Phineas Weare that you
would let

—
me

—
go

—"

\u25a0\u25a0 We've blundi red, Itell you. It willstraighten out.
Here! Don-c ryabout it. [can't stand that. Stop
or I'llbegin right away!"

A prodigious smack followed this announcement
succeeded by an equally prodigious sigh. Then
silence, save for the wind laughing in the tree toj>s.

The eaves-droppers, with close-pressed cheeks and
entwined anus, listened for more. The girl, half hys-
terical, was weeping softly. The man, folding iier
close, kissed away her tears.

"C m- !"he whispered, "let us settle it now."
T /\u25a0 ther they stepped around the rocks."

We're caught, Martha!" exclaimed Phineas
Martha gave a shriek and pulled away.
"We heart! every word! "cried Berenice, joyously.
"And quite agree with you," laughed Harley.


