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you Susie—my boyhood’s first chosen sweetheart.
Why, years ago, at that donation party, 'twas [ who
egged those lads on, daring them to offer their escort
to the girls, simply as a cloak to my own desire to
walk with vou! Dear soul, pure heart, I will not
claim that I have waited intentionally for you all
these years; but I thank God I have waited, and I do
claim that vou were my first choice as you shall be
my last—Susie!”

Incapable of uttering a word, the woman turned her

fuce with all its racing blushes, and lifting dilated
blue eves gave him one look of such devoted, grateful
love that tears sprang into the bold, dark (yes of
McDonald as he ceried ‘Susie, vou do love me?"”
and catching at her hand: ** You will marry me, dear
as soon and got no further; for he felt Susannah
tear her hand from  has w her face pale
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she folded her arms about her head, and from that

No, it cannot be! 1

cannot

Narry

ter sobbed

MceDonald stood staring 1t the
dized that th Vvils not coguetry

weeping woman

She was not

one to raise pretended obsta les to ¢ nee the value
of 1 nal vieiding He thought hard He knew
had scen io i her g ©oeve Then what

reason for refusn him Suddenly his face
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that
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her brief widowhood, he felt
‘What 1s it,
too
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the world
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seeking Bess and the coarse jest of James Bullock,
at Susannah’s expense, his face darkened with anger.
Still ne listened quietly while she pmm-nl forth the
entire story of her wrong-domng; but as he saw how
thoroughly both women had been taken in by this
most guileless creature on earth, laughter overtook
him and he shook from head to foot. Only once he
when Susannah was saying intensely: I

should right there ; but |
real compan-

.\Iuvkt‘_
know I
was so lonely that
ionable.”

And then in a burst of pity he caught her trembling
hands, and murmured protectingly: “Oh, my
my dear!” he pre them to his bearded lips

when the recital was ended he laughed agamn, this time

have

Mr.

‘“'i’[“"l

Brown seemed

dear
and

in almost boyish triumph

“Then vou are no man's widow, but just my sweet-

Susie? Now, when shall w 1
But Susannah, with reproacl ) said
gravely: ** You would not care to marry a woman who
tole vour spoons, or tucked your best n 1s up her
AN d with dancing eves, ' [ think not
And | she cried dejectedly, ‘““have stolen a
husband!
Prove 1t!"" he Produce the goods Oh
Susie, why don't : the day?
But she argued distractedly: “ You can’t marry me;

and our marru would not

for I'm Brown here,
be legal.”

“Then I'll go to Clevelan
Blaclock,
promptly rephied

One last ol

where vou are Miss

and where our marr

be legal!” he

jection Susannah offered: with drooping

mi trong passion cannot well be stayed by merely H E A R T L E § § Judging by a letter sent by Bess to Margy
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Mol 1 stood with knitted brows; his eves were falling And still she stayed upon her of that dear girl? Oh, speaki
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ing me and were greatly changed
unce they were married ; until—
until one day I received, by mistake,
you understand, this.” She took from her pocket-book
a worn-looking letter handed it to McDonald.
“The whole crazy undertaking was caused by that.”

As McDonald read the mocking words of the self-

and

Depends on these humble homes.

1904

head she said: ‘“‘Harry, you are a proud m Do
you think when I have humbled mysel
confessed and they have all—the husband
have had their say and—"" shivering nervously— ‘B
can be dreadful when she is angry—do you
you will care to marry a woman so humiliated
shamed?”

Then, with the sharp ring of authority in his voi
McDonald “You will humble yourself
no vou humiliation from no one.
Personally, 1 these two time-
serving hypocrites made nidiculous in their own eyes.
Oh, If you only had a sense of the
ridiculous how you would enjoy the trick you have
But since 1t all means grief and pain to you,
we will be silent—that is all. In three months [ wili
join vou m Cleveland, where we shall be marned I
myself will announce to Bess and Margy that on ou
Jdl pay each a visit of a day or tw
Your first
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though.”
in McDonald, taking
g her brow

e grace of God, and we

“on the first T

will become my wife."”

And list! in his life’s gray twilight
An angel chorus sings:

* Here cometh a gentle hero—
Well-doer of little things!”

If he but does his best.

shall have to get

an 3

enng 1

preparations for the ent
our expected guests: for it
Harry  McDonald expects evervone else
devoted as he is to the late Mr. Brown’s widow
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