
of "The Last

(Conn.Hii. 1915.) 'which was true ; anything for a little
twenty years this man had to exercise

to keep alixc. or at least to Tllc went together.
"S'c'.s '"" th.c mother washcad-- j.keep sane. Those leaping

to her partner seventeen this fall.
acTics at the base of the bram began j can--

t do a ,hjng with ,lcr
the moment he stopped, and went in- - "I gct terribly tired of being dis- -
doors, and took up the ordinary work- - ciplincd," said the girl to Saltinstall,
ing life of men w'lM a "'H'1- - "' a'ways wished I was

a 'M' lrr o:l-- ' thing, xou'd be leftNo. being a bachelor and a rich man, ai0Ilc
"

be settled in old bricka TIlc wcl doun to (1c ,cnnU courtSi
house in one of the towns along the were challenged by Piffles-Whiffl- es and
sound, and made a business of pla. lie the girl child he was at that time "rush-wa- s

' "" '"st.II not quit,- fortx. so he had done '"trously. The
- newcomer played like a little savage

practically nothing else. He was now ;tIl ferocious energy and dctcrmina-- a
Might, xviry. sunburned man, with a tion.

lean face and rather precipe manner. Saltinstall introduced the newcomer
Kamc-c- s. they callcdliini, from the uav a" around, and went back with her to
his skull stood out under the brow ii J J"?"3- - S!lc aiuurcnil was not

nulcl1 ""proved, and on her way back
skin. His real name was Saltinstall. saxc him her views of all kinds quite

The generation that the man had liberally. She was a lixcly talker cspc- -
startcd with bad. natiirallv gone along c,allJ after he had praised her playing
about .ts and others had fol- -' !' m,tmc- - iu!'c a natural TC "i,J

,,and ot lite as a xoung fox.
lowed it lie was an exile, outside of, ..oh wouWn-- t ou'lMz to be a wom.
an generation He lived alone in his an !" she bur-- t out.
big house, with a couple of crotchet .

old servants; and cn few men now,
and no women at all. went inside. Hut
all the town au him playing religious-
ly lie had ceased to be a person and
bad become .n institution. And he had
jIm. nt .is man friends as a count
courthouse.

men were practically barred from do
hi- - t.nvatc life "I never saw a woman'. The two canic up on the piazza, arm
ct I hated enough to a-- k her to marry ,n arn'- - ,!,c girl talking.

Tie." - c said. "Vour daughter plays very well." said
Saltinstall, in hi. stiff wav. to theIt was curious under the circum- - mother

tancc-- . that the man should be thrown The women's council looked licr over.- much with women in his daily exist- - "I've been wondering, coming up,"
erne The onlv time he rcallv touched i sa"' Saltinstall. "1 have several riding
he world of men was Saturday and "'TbC ,llal Tfi' c; l)o UP- -

, Vc ou her ride one of them-- uuda-- the week-en- d, when he could iwith me?"
pl.. golf or tennis with them at the; The girl, standing at one side, had
count rv . ub. lie gorged himself with precipitated herself between him and
exercise then, and got blissfully tired "lcr motI,cr.

ut Then Mondav came, the men went' , "01u do " ,Tcnn ," ' ' cricd- - Hcr
,' ,acc was actually pale with excitement,b.ck to their work, and left him in the, And so that riding of theirs together

world of women i began.
It - a Ionclv and alien world for aj "How old did ou say she was?" ask- -

man to be left in. but Saltinstall ex- - c,i Mr5' .!isb" .,ook1R "p. at the
mother when Saltinstall movedisted there as well as could be expected. ,Mrs. Bisbec lived opposite the Saltin- -

away,

tuiLii in lujauy imcricrcu. mis lime 1

am speaking of, with the laws and Cris

t' nis of the country
Ti ie man had a regular formula for

living He rode Horseback in the morn-
ing and xvatched tlic work about his
garden. At 3 o'clock in the afternoon
be appeared at the country club.. In
the cafe sat Wicked Grandpa, the vct-ci- n

club "lush;" two bloated and
xxaitcrs stared out of the win- -

I'lttlc u hifflcs. the rusticated
j Tp school boy. a cigarette cater and horse a small brow girl, look-tu-s-

of girl-- , lopped with one leg ing smaller on her big mount than she
1 cr a chair-ar- Occasionally some really xias.
other derelict from the world of men! They rode scdatclv at first he xvas
1 nncd m: occasionally some of the not sure of the girl's" horsemanship. It

n rtmj; set barnuhar in his bic crccn was a xvondcrful mnrninr rrcn ami
.n driving some oung woman with acllow: crows calling on the edges of
irple x nl ; occasionallv a clergyman.

r iliuol teacher, or doctor, or some
ihrr male ofliLial of the world of

women
The xv omen sat on the piaza on pleas-

ant dax- -, talking over their own af-lai-

m their o 11 tongue, which men
nexer hear, debating, adjudicating, and
1 xccuting the laxvs of the The
aged Supreme Court, xvith Caroline Ann
Schuyler as chief justice, was at its
bridge table; "S. O. S ," the most ac-
tive social engineer named for her habit
ot sending out a wild call for atten-
tion xvhenever a male iiox-- c in sight of
the piazza moved restlessly back and
torth among tables. And at the edge of
t c piazza gathered the apprentices
t'c girls of from tourteen to twenty
studying and rehearsing and perfect-
ing themselves in the customs and laxx-- s

ind business of wornen. Nearly every
attemoon Saltinstall played golf or ten-
nis with them, as he had their long
hne of predecessors.

At 3 o'clock one afternoon in that
summer I was spending there, Saltin-
stall came up toxxard the clubhouse, and
" S O. S." xvho xvas Mrs. Emily Bis-
bec in private life stood signaling to
11m from the piazza. When he xvent up,

e was a new xxoman there, to whom
be xvas introduced a fair, d

v oman, rather overdressed, xvhom he
finally recognized as a girl he had once
known She bad married and mox-c- out
of town: brr husband had died, and she
xvas back again just coming out of
mourning At one side, curled up in
a chair, xvas a little brown creature,
mostly eyes and hair, xvho xvatched him
-- teadilv ami She seem-
ed to be about fifteen years old.

Her mother, his old acquaintance, call-
ed tn hcr final!. She untucked hcr legs,
and came oxer and shook hand- - look-
ing him squarely in the face.

"Jack," her mother called hcr. The
nukname xxas one of hcr father's queer
notions Hcr real name was Jessamine.
thosen by the mother herself. But the
husband had called her Jack, because
of her childish preference for the career
of Jack the Giant-Kille- r. He had tried
Ins best to keep licr a little girl.

Th-gi- rl xxaited until her inventory
xxas complete, the eyes of the piazzafu!
of xxomen upon hcr. It xvas cxidently
a somexxhat exasperating experience.

" at an odd nickname," remarked
Mrs Bisbee, prolonging the agony.

"No odder than xours," said the girl
abruitl. Mrs. Bisbee laughed sharp-I- v

"Nor mine," said Saltinstall quickly.
"No, nor .xours," said the girl. "You

all have funny nicknames here," she
continued comprehensix-ely- .

"Jack, Jack," said tier mother fever-ishl- v

"Vhy not?" asked the girl. "They
spoke of my nickname; why shouldn't
I of theirs?"

"I can beat xou playing tennis," she
said to Saltinstall xvith the pur-
pose of breaking an awkward situa-
tion.

"Jack, said her niothcr feeblv, "you're

He encouraged her expression of
Pin'on.

Aren't thex tuiim hone-t- h arm't
they fuiui ? Look at them lip there,
-- itting on the piazza, like like educated
duck-- , ju-- t sitting there evcrlastinglv.
And the longer they sit, the duckicr the
gct Don't the, now ?" she inquired
earnestly "don't they? Olh I'll never be
likr tll.it npicr nt or I V. :f I

stall houe, and had the run of his
grounds flowers, vegetables, horses
even. She made herself very much at
"ui'ic .villi mini.

Saltinstall grinned to himself several
times that night as he sat in his living-roo-

His exes xvould not let him read
indefinitely, and his exenings xverc prcttx
long.

The next morning the rcsentful-ce- d

factory worker-- , drifting to their work,
saw- - another figure riding beside the fa
miliar gnm-tacc- d man on the black

the woods, and robins
listening, and valiantly dragging their
reluctant prey from green laxvns. Life
boiled up in the child; she patted hcr
horse's neck, mox-c- in hcr saddle, gaxc
great sighs of contentment

"Oh. isn't it great!" she said "morn-
ings like this. It makes you feel so
adventurous. Come on, let's gallop.
Come on! Oh, I can stay on, all right."

They clattered half a mile down the
road.

"Morning has always seemed to me
the best time for she an-
nounced, xvhen they xxalkcd their horses.
"Doesn't it to ou? You see, my father
and I, morning, used to have an
adventure when I xxas a kid. We xvalk-e- d,

of course ; xve couldn't afford horses.
And ever- - morning xve went together
somexvhere, on an adventure. Ye plan-
ned them in . He made me a
rope ladder, I remember, and I climb-
ed out of the xxindovv to meet him one
time. 1'xe got it noxx1 the ladder."

"Oh, don't you hate to get old!" she
said suddenly; and a suddenly look-
ing at his face repented.

"I m alwas xoung, said Saltinstall.
"That's my business "

She laughed, without understanding;
and went on chattering giving a gen-
eral confession of faith

Had he read "Treasure Island?" Did
he like traxel? Wasn't it splendid to go
on and on alxvays to sec something
new? She thought so. Siic had alvvas
hail one idea. She rather be a
discoverer no, an archaeologist, rcal-
lv ; a noted archaeologist. She always
had, ever since she xvas a child. And
she still intended to be one. She gen-
erally did what she made up her mind
to.

From that time on, there was a curi-
ous change. The man who xvas exiled
to outh. who pkned grimly alone, noxv
touched the laughter and enthusiasm of
real xouth again. Morning after morn-
ing the incongruous pair came riding by
again, as the xvorld of men xvent out
to work the girl crowding ahead, the
man slightly Lchmd, xvatching her
a half smile on his face. Afternoons
they placd together at the country club

quite usually. It never occurred to him
that the thing couldn't last forever. Or,
if it did, he quicklv forced himself to
forget it

But there were those xvho nexer for
get xvho must not forget. It xvas the
apprentices speculating, xv o n d e r i n g
over the approach of the chief venture j

of a xxoman s life xxhj mox-c- first
Whatever Saltinstall might think, or
rather not think, about the freezing of
the clock upon the hour of childhood,
their instinct taught them better.

So the apprentices xvatched, half
friendly and half hostile. The veteran
bachelor, the rich man of the town,
xvas taken at last by one of their own
age! There s a certain sporting pride
in this fact, and a general agitated in-

terest.
"Hoxv doeshc do it?" the apprentices

asked their closest friend. "I don't con- -
cirtf lir rnlli- - nrnttv Ar on'

old enough not to pounce on Ir. Salt-- 1 The newcomer took an unexpected at--
mstall that way. lie does not want to.titude. All advances, hostile or friendly,
nlax xvith you now." Ixvcre savagely repulsed the friendlier,

"Oh, xcs, I do," said Saltinstall 1 in fact, the more savage the reception.

THE WASHINGTON HERALD, SUNDAY, JANUARY 10, 1915.

MEMORIES OF A DOCTOR By GEORGE
Author

KIBBE
Christian."

TURNER

FOR

V.--EXIL-
ED

The apprentices xverc now quite gen-

erally hostile. They pronounced hci
sentence frcch to their elders, with ap-

propriate explosions of emotion :

"She's impossible -- pcrfcctK impossi-
ble. You ought to sec her with him
She's utterly shameless, the way she
'runs after him."

The girl was direct: there was no
question about that. She called Sa'tiu-sta- ll

Mr. Ramcscs now to the aston-
ishment of all hearers. In a xcry short
time she was inside the gambrel-roolc- d

house where women never came, by
the simple process of asking, "What'-ou- r

hou-- e like inside?"
After that she established herself

there regularh mornings perched on
the window-sea- t- of the living-roo-

reading through the contents of his. li-

brary She xxa- - strong for the xvar-o- f
the rose-- , and Mary Stuart, and

Scottish bonier xxarfarc: c

the wilder the better.
She sat in that corner of the precise

room, cross-legge- d, head down, reading:
and, when he came in and interrupted,
she luokcd up at linn abstractedly and

i :'-,- .. .- -, . jZs
Morning after

distantly a traveler over two centuries,
called suddenly back.

This second development wa- - doubl
unfortunate. It cemented and hardened
a relation that xxas perfectly impossible.
And it adxxrtiscd itself loudly to the
whole community this young girl sit-

ting in the xxindoxv of that bouse. Mrs
Bisbec saw it first, or course, from
across the road. She had heard at length
the viexx-- s of the girl's contemporaries.
She showed the whole thing plainly to
the girl's mother.

"Why, she's only sixteen less than
that, really," said the mother.

"Do you really think that girl is back-xva- rd

in such things?" asked Mrs. Bis-

bee, smiling indulgently.
"Whv, ves; don't you?" said the

rwiothcr.
"I certainly do not!"
"Don't say that," said the mother.
"Shaeen." said S. O. S. "Do you re-

member hoxv you xv ere when you xvere
sixteen ?"

"What shall I do?" rejoined the
mother faintly. She remembered.

It s the opinion of Mrs. Bisbee
and of those she spoke to that the
only thing to do xv to send the child
to Miss Chilson's That ancient fitting-scho- ol

for womanhood, in a neighbor-
ing xxhere most of the local
xvomen xvho could afford it had been
prepared for life. The discipline of the
place xvas proverbial; It turned out
xvomen finished in the prex-ailin- mode,
as reliably and evenly as a Grand Rap-
ids furniture plant brings forth period
furniture.

The Supreme Court heartily approved.
They had studied the girl from the
piazza, and like all the xvomen had
long since passed sentence of maturity
t'pon her

YOUTH
"A forward girl," said Caroline Ann S.

Schio lei.
The matter in'gan to reach even to

the men C.randpa passed his
xerdict lrotn the iae, as was his cus-
tom.

"A damn wib, child, I call hcr," he
--aid huskil.

The girl'- - mother, of course, was no
pcr-o- n to h milli the child. She did
11 thing of convenience -- poke to the
girl and went on with
her own -- mall affairs

")i wh t thi tcavc me alone!"
aid ll.e irl " h lan't I dj as 1

- oni?"
Then, was no one to give her any

logical ins ,cr. Ni thi worst thing po
ibl. bapptned Si e attributed it ill to

hvpocris) and personal enmity, ami
went on calmly iteming and
the c'stoins. yf women generally.

About thi- - time there were signs that
the man should certainly haxc seen as
he tinder-too- d aftcrxvard. Mr- - Bisbec
thrcxv out to him occasional hints about
his "little playmate." The girl gave cer-
tain signs that she wasn't happ. The

morning the incongruous pair came

old impatience that she xxasn't a hoy
was with licr oftcner hcr old hostility
to the "silliness" of women. And there
wa- - no limit to hcr spirit of adxcnttirc.
She xvould haxc ridden to the end of
the earth suggested impossible excurs-
ion-.

"Why not ?" -- he teased. "Why not ?"
The question had bcionic a formula for
hcr.

And all the time -- he became, unfor-
tunate! , more and more a part of his
dail existence He s not xcry xvcll
for a few da.vs; she read to him. She
was coming to give color to his whole
life. Anil he let the thing go on, xvith.
out analysis or thought. Everybody saxv
it but himself.

In the cafe. Wicked Grandpa, though
he had pronounced against the girl, laid
the principal blame on Saltinstall,
where it belonged.

"Damn cradle-robber- ," he called him.
I Id had made a regular daily pass-

word of the thing. "Well, what's the
cradle-robb- er doing with his victim to-

day?" be asked the bloated waiters
everv afternoon.

But the burden of the affair fell upon
the girl. Day after day the machinery
of justice of the women xvent grinding,
grinding, grinding at her, changing her
in spite of herself

It xvas the opinion of the younger set
that, forxvard as she xvas, the thing the
would end in marriage. But Mrs. Bisbee
knexv the situation and the man. There
xvas no possibility of his marrying
anv one. She explained that to ever-
ybodyto the mother. "If you flatter
yourself he will, xou are mistaken," she
told her bluntly. of

The situation could not go indefinite-
ly.

it
Sooner or later an explosion xvas

due, and when it came it xvas a disaster. its

TO

O. S. at last persevered too long in
her acrid humor on his "little

"Can't vou 'top following him for a
minute?" she

"No; can oii?" said the girl im-

pudent!
Mr-- . Iti-b- was iiuturall nettled.
"Vou' re getting old enough to know-i- t

isn't quite the thing to do.!' she said.
"You were old enough ears and

cars ago," the girl replied crudely.
Nothing could check licr; -- he was

bound 011
"Korw.-'rd,-" -- aid Caroline Ann Schux- -

It to aociate of the Supreme
Court

"Vtrv prccociou pronounced the
other.

"Vou loo. ou fat jild tiling!" -- aid
the girl furiou-l- v, turning on the vxhis-- "
pcrers. Ml of oii drc-sin- g up like
foolish old doll-- , dangling xour-elv- c

before the men, talking about scandal
and marriage!"

There xxa- - a ver short silence.
"No one will talk marriage to xoti.

my dear," said Caroline Ann Schuyler
quite cahnlx, "if xou keip on as oii

riding by.

are goiuc." and went on with her bridge
game.

The affair wa- - .a public i uc now.
The girl had not hesitated at the last
thing. She had committed bla-phc-

agam-- t woman's niot sacred institu-
tions. 111I the iii.icliinrrv of justice was
focu-c- d upon hcr She was an outlaw.

Kvcrxbody knew it, of course, but
Saltinstall; it was quite .1 club joke.
Wicked Grandpa noted it with peculiar

n.

"The bloodhounds arc out after Lit-

tle Iixa," he soliloquized in the cafe.
"The are on the job. They'll
get her, all right. Good thing, too damn
wild child."

And everybody took the cue for ac-

tion.
Not the best thing xvas the sympathy

and the kind of people all this naturally
attracted to the girl the kind that al-x- x

ays come to rebels. They encouraged
her. like tohear her lash out against
the authoritfes. Farquhar met her then,
and young Van Vlcet. and all that
sporting croxxA There xvas nothing
raw about them. Thev were people of
breeding, a reaf enthusiasm for
outdoor sports. The situation couldn't
have been xvorse for the girl if it had
been planned.

The xvorst irritation xvas that Mrs.
Bisbee xvas her mother's confidante in

affair, and the girl knew it and
knexv, too, that she xvas going every-
where peddling the statement: "The
girl's just infatuated him. YVe

can't do a thing xvith her."
The girl xvasn't infatuated xxith Salt-insta- ll;

she would nexer hax-- e thought
such a thing if they had not put
into her mind. -- But gradually the

continual pounding on the subject had
effect 1 and forced

'
1 .

her to some extent to do xvhat her
mother continually urged upon hcr to
lessen a little the time she spent xxith
Saltinstall.

All that time, the growth of the thing
xvas lost on Sfinstall though be did
sec a change in the girl an added rest-
lessness.

"Do you ever feel smothered some-
times kind of -- mothered?" she asked
him, one day

The riding kept along: but the girl
stayed les- - in Saltinstall and
was less xvith him afternoons. He

several times at the tennis courts
waiting, apparently. And. in the mcan-xxhil- e,

the girl was in far worse com-jian- y

They were succeeding in driving
licr away trom him in the wrong di-

rection. The sporting -- ct were coining
into the situation. She was an interest-
ing child, and not when she
wa- - excited. It looked --as icked
Grandpa s;ii a- - if I"arquhar xverc "on
the trail again." Once or twice he had
her out driving 111 that big tjreen car
of his

The girl didn't care one wax or the
other about further than
that he seemed a quiet, obliging man.
and a good -- ort of fellow It was that
green car. She would drive to the end
of" the earth .mil back for the excite-
ment of the -- ixty miles an hour; and
also just then, no doubt, to fpjgct
But the trouble with the green car was,
a- - excrxhody knew but hcr, that it was
likely to get to the end of the earth
some day and break down. It had
done it

'If aiixhoiK xx try to rcll hcr any-
thing on such subjects and hcr mother
did try to tell she wouldn't bclicxc
It was all hypocrisy and xilcncss. And
the more they talked, the more she

So it happened, curiously enough, that
Saltin-tal- l. although be had started the
thing, was the only real influence for
good that touched hcr. And he didn't
know amthiin;

But about that tunc Saltinstall was
taken xxith one of bis headaches a jcal
one. such as he hadn't had since he had
met the girl. The girl didn't know
it until that cxeniiig. xxhen she saw
the doctor'- - carriage my rig at the
door. She insisted upon going oxer to
see him if necessary, to take care of
him. Hcr mother set her foot down
and said she should not go.

"I'm going," said the girl. "He's my"

friend. He's all alone in that house,
and I'm going."

Hcr mother called ox-e- r Mrs. Bisbee,
and the shut her up in her room up-

stairs. Then the crazy child raked up
that old rope ladder her father had made
hcr which she still kept in hcr room
and climbed out of the second-stor- y

window, xxent over there, and walked in
about 9 o'clock at night

Saltinstall was not in bed. lie xxas ly-

ing in a reclining chair. She fussed over
him. laughed with him, and saw that
he was as comfortable as possible. His
headache did not leave him much sur-
plus power for thought, but he finally
started hcr home by 1 1 o'clock. She
xvent back, and climbed in at hcr xxin-

dovv. And there, vxaiting for her, were
hcr mother and Mrs Bisbec.

That settled it. There xvas nothing
left but Miss Chilson's school. It xxas
a final resort, but it should be tried.

The trouble xvas that the girl xvould
not haxc it. The best they could do
xxas to get hcr consent to sec Miss Chil-o- n.

And it was practically certain she
go. The whole thing s at

a deadlock.
So it xvas only natural that, finally,

Mrs. Bisbec should be sent out as an
ambassador to the recluse, Saltinstall.
She didn't mind it much. She called
to him one morning, in that confidential
"come - here - -

manner of hers; and
they talked it out on her piazza.

It seemed inconceix-abl- e that a man
CMild be so oblivious of xvhat he had
been doing.

' fiat sort of thing can't go on," said-S- .

O. S. "You know that. Be sensi-
ble. Unless." she said, raising her eyes,
"ou are going to marry the girl."

"Marry!" said the man. "That child!"
"Well.'l didn't know," said Mrs. Bis-

bee
"Marry!" said Saltinstall. "I xvouldn't

ask a dog to live mv life with me."
He had turned cold at the first impact

of the thing. He -- aw at once that the
end of that impo-sibl- e relation had come
The girl must go along her natural path
in life: and he must stay behind. a
usual, going through the mechanical
motions ot youth. But the real situa-
tion had not struck him ct.

"What are xou trying to do. then?"
continued Mrs Iiishcc. "Spoil hcr for
marrying anybody

"She"- - nothing but a child," he said
hiur-cl- y "sixteen."

Mr- - Bisbec -- pread her hands "ttcr
all," she -- aid. "there arc some conven
tions, ex en for sixteen.

"I in old enough " began Saltnstall.
"All the worse all the less natural,"

cut 111 Mr- - Bisbec briskly.
"Yes; I suppose," -- aid the man slow-

ly, "it looks rather unnatural."
His face wa- - rigid: the skull shoxxed

through the brown skin more plainly
than ever. He stood up suddenly.

"My God!" he said. "Isn't there any-
thing I can touch xxithout ruining it?"

Then he sat doxvn again, and Mrs.
Bisbee showed him the real problem
the twist in the mind of the girl; the
fact that there was no one xvho could
do a thing xvith her; the absolute neces-
sity of her going to Miss Chilson's
school, and her refusal.

"What if she doesn't go?"
"She'll stay at home And more than

likely go oxer to see you at midnight,
or some such thing." -

"I can keep out of her way," said Salt-insta- ll

coldly.
"It's got past that now," said S. O.

S. "You don't think you're the only one
she smashes the conventions xvith, do
you? Well, you aren't. There's that
other crowd. Suppose you dropped
her?"

"What crowd?"
"Karquhar and young Van Vleet."
"Not those not Farquhar!"
"Exactly. Not xery far. but still "
There xvas silence between them.
"Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Bis-

bec. musing. "It's a problem. Some-
times I think she's bound to have her
lesson. Some one's going to gixc it to

her. And. when they do. it xxill be a
mighty bad one."

"If her mother " began Saltinstall.
"rooryfool!" said Mrs. Bisbec.
They were silent for quite a xvhilc
"We haxc talked ex crx thing we

knew how," explained S. O. S "In
my opinion, there's onlv one thing t, at
could turn her. A shock a real -- hok,nothing else." v

Saltin-ta- ll got up to go
"The school, you think?" he said
"If possible." said Mr- -. c.

At home, he went indoors and xxent
all oyer it again back and forth He
saxv it all xxell enough now the touc'i
of youth and its buoyancy, which had
drawn Jiim out of common sense He
must leave it. and go on alone again.
But it wa- - more than that now

T"hc thing kept sounding in his ears:
"

bound to haxc hcr lc on any-
way

It wa- - no longer -- implv youth in thegirl; it was youth run wild through Ins
own criminal carelessness. He himself
had set it loo-- c. Snpjiosing he -- imply
droiped it now. hi- - handiwork, and litothers take it up Farquhar, or xoung

.111 Ylcct.
Hi- - head jumped and gushed with

lain. Ar.other headache was upon I11111

Bill be plugged along, .unl he saw plain-
ly, in -- pitc ol" it. It was up to him now
not merelv to lo-- c the youth of the girl.
It wa- - hi- - business to murder it

bortunately. matters moved f.- -t It
happmed. that xerv dav, that the girl
had hcr sc-- ion with Mi-- s Chilsoii That
night -- he went over again to Salfn--tall'- s

hou-- e. He was sitting alone,
when -- ome one rapped furtixely up 11

tbr window of the lixing-roo-

"It's I it'- - Jack." the girl's x.ue
whispered. "I.ct 111c in."

Ik-- opened the front door xxith a i"W
hand. He knew exactly what iic hail
to do.

"Ice conic to--- " the girl stammcrrl
"Oh, bow nice!" interrupted Saltin-

stall and' laughed
The girl went in. and seated herself

on the window -- scat xyhcrc he had
watched her dozens of times, buried 111

hcr adventures
She sat stiffly now. licr face was

flushed; she looked tired and excited
But hcr e.xcs were as frank and dircit
as the first day he saw hcr. She be-

gan xxith some embarrassment appa-
rently a sort of little formal set
speech.

"I've come to " the girl stam-
mered.

"Wait," he said. He went out to the
dining-roo- brought in a decanter, and
ostentatiously poured himself a drink ot
whisky. She had nexer seen him dnnlc
In fact, he nexer did drink.

"Have some?" he asked.
"Why no," she replied, shrinking

back.
"I didn't knoxv," he said drinking,

"Well, go ahead."
1 hen he poured out another glass
"Vou sec, Mr. Ramcscs,"t she began

the third time, "I've run away again and
come over to sec you.

"I see." said Saltinstall facctiou-K- .
"Glad of it. You can't come too often
to suit me"

"Don't Mr. Ramcses.' she said. ' n-- i

confuse me. I want you to help mc iut.
Can't you?"

"Certainly I can, my dear." he said,
and stood up. leering. He had nexer
called hcr "dear" before.

"We've been such friends," she .n
hesitating at his manner "such friend '

"Certainly." he said, moving1 toward
her. "I'm alwaS friends xvith young
ladies xxho come to see mc evenings "

She sprang to her feet, staring His
tone was too obvious now.

"What !" she said, sidling axvay.
"Don't be afraid, my dear." he said.

"The seivants are all out tonight."
It xvas like kicking a child in the face.
"What. you. Mr. Rameses!" she said.

"You!" Her xvas not much more
than a xvhisper

He steadied him-e- lf the best xvay he
could, and xvent on, under the guise 1 1

liquor
"Why not?" he said, in hazy justifica-

tion. "W hy not, as xxell as Farquhar"'"
"Farquhar?" repeated the girl
"Oh. come." said Saltinstall "F.verv

one knows Farquhar and those that
Farquhar runs with."

Suddenly the gu! threw her-e- lf fate
down on the xvindow-sca- t.

"How dull I was." said Saltinstall.
"all your coining here! I never dream-
ed "

She lay with her face in the pillow-- ,
breaking with sub- -. He was murdering
her youth with a vengeance

"Oh, come, conic," said Saltin-ta'- I
again

The girl sprang up "You bca-- t ' ' se
said, striking him in the face xxith 1 t

band-- . "Yon bca-- t! All you beast- - Ob
Cod. is the whole world like this '

anil -- tagucrcd blindly toward the door
"Going?" asked Saltinstall. xxith

drunken siirpri-- c. "Do you really xxant
to? Oh. all right. Go. I'm not Farquhar
I wouldn't keep any girl xxho didn t

"want to tay
She xvent out Hj watched hcr She

turned the only way she could home
. The Man Who Played sat down again
at his table, reached out a third time for
the whisky, drank, and sat staring at
the table.

"Poor kid." he muttered. "Poor kid !"
i'hen he thought, got up suddenly, and

xvent to the telephone and called Mrs.
Bisbee.

"That person xve xx ere talking of y--

knoxv. She xxould do exactly xxhat il
if xou folloxv my advice"

"What?"
"Don't try to drive her either of you.

And you keep out of it out of sight en-
tirely. Will you?"

"Yes."
"Telephone her mother at once. Tell

her to leave her alone absolutely till
she comes to her. Understand? Of her
oxxii accord. And. when stie does come,
to be affectionate to her not demon-
strative, affectionate. To scolding, not a
xvord. Affection understand ?"

"Ves."
"Hurry there's no time to waste'"
She did exactly as he said. Mrs. Bis-

bee is no fool; not a bad xxoman, either
at heart.
The next morning the girl and her

mother xxere crying together. The girl
is at Miss Chilson's now. So far as I
know, she is doing very xxell.


