
for a long walk. He was emptying
out of his mind all the grand plans
he had for a story, if his colleagues
had given him the least encourage-
ment especially "Vivian.

A favorite stroll of his was along
the city edge, where a broken stretch
had been developed into striking
turesqueness, and a number of fine
residences had exclusive location. At
one spoli a pretty rustic bridge
spanned a gully with a wayward
stream trickling through. He paused
there, leaning on the railing of the
bridge.

The surroundings were magically
entrancing in the clear whUe moon-
light and conducive to quiet thought,
but Moore brooded. Something had
gone out of his life. The first child
of his brain had been ruthlessly ban-

ished. '
"It's the humdrum dog trot and

the bread and butter after this, he
uttered, almost bitterly. "Good-by!- "

He jerked the roll of manuscript
from, his pocket in a resolute way
and gave it a vehement fling far as
he could beyond the bridge. A breeze
was blowing, and the leaves separ
ated. He watched them moodily
skither here and there and finally
settle down along the edge of the ra-

vine. Then he turned his back upon
italL

"Forget it!" that was the admoni-
tion of practical Jerry Gowan. Yes,
he would do that. The thing was
done with, but there was an aching
void at heart, not so much of disap-
pointment as because the memory
of the incidents he had grouped to
form the screed were still cherished
as lovely bits of naturalness and
suggestion that he would have loved
to exploit
'His rest was broken that night, and
he overslept the next morning. Just
as he arrived at his accustomed res-

taurant he found Rourke Vivian. The
latter sat drumming his fingers on
the table before him, as though he
had been there for some time.
. "Wanted to see you, Moore," with

a casual manner obviously affected
"You stirred me some. He laughed
mirthlessly. "That screed of yours

I couldn't get it out of my mind
all night"

"It didn't seem to impress you
much when I read it!" observed
Moore, quite spicily.

"I'm not given to wearing my heart
on my sleeve, as you ought to know,"
retorted Vivian gravely. "It hit me
hard. You know I came from 'the
cider country,' and you've caught its
spirit famously. Bring me those
pages, will you? I can do something
with them as a starter. In fact, you
want to go on with them."

"You are in earnest?" challenged
Moore, forgetting breakfast

"Very much so."
"I'll try to see you some tjme this

afternoon," spoke Moore fluttering-l- y,

and bolted.
There was but one thought in his

mind to recover the abandoned
manuscript With eagerness and ra-
pidity he reached the spot where he
had scattered the leaves in despera-
tion. He climbed down into the ra-
vine. He searched in vain. Moore
could not find a trace of the sheets.
He climbed up an incline, the top of
which was lined by a hedge, to rest
and think.

He had kept no copy of the screed
nor had he preserved the original
notes. Could he reproduce it? Not
in its original freshnesst he discon-
solately decided. He fell into a
dreamy maze.

What was that? Quite dozing,
Moore started up. From the other
side of thes hedge a sweet, . mellow
voice was reading. He could scarce
credit the evidence of his senses the
last sentence of his screed!

Moore peered through the hedge.
An old gentleman and a lovely young
girl occupied rustic chairs, and the
girl held in her hands the lost sheets
of his manuscript

The old man was wiping his eyes.
His voice was full of emotion as hs
spoke.
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