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CHAPTER VIL

HE moon had risen, and there
was o lace of mist along the

creek when Japn and Helen
reached thelr  bench. (Of
course they went back there) Hbe

turned to him with & little frown.

"Why bave you pever let Tow Mere
dith know you were living so pear him
«Josa than & bundred miles—when he
tas always liked and admired you
above all the rest of mankind? [ know
that he has tried time and again (o
bear of you, but the other men wrote
that they knew nothing, that it was
thought you had gone abroad. 1 had
heard of you, and so has he seen your
pame 1o the loven papers—about the
White Caps and in polities—but he
would never dream of connecting the
Plativille Mr. Harkless with his Mr.
Markless; though 1 did, just a littls, In
a vague way, | knew you, of course,
when you came into Mr. Halloway's
focture the other evening. But why
haven't you written to my cousind”

"Houen seema rather far away 0
me,” he anawered quietly, "I've beeu
there only once, half a day on busines.
Except that, I've never been much far
ther than Amo-—and then for a conven-
tion or to make a speech—aince | came
here”

“Wicked,” she oxclaimed, “to sbut
yourself up Ike this! I sald it was fioe
to drop out of the world, but why have
you cut off yaug old friends from you?
Why haven't yeu had a relapse now
and thets and come over to hear Yeaye
play and Melba sing, or to see Mana-
fleld or Heury Irving, when we bhave
had them? And do you think you've
beon quite falr to Tom? What right
hiad you to amsume that be bad forgot
ten you "

“Ob, 1 didn't exactly mean forgot-
ten," be sald, pulling a blade of grim
to and fro between his Oogers and
miaring at It absently. “It's only that
1 have dropped out of the world, you
gnow. They rather expected mwe to do
a lot of things, and [ haven't done

e, Posaibly It 1s because | am sen.
sitive that I pever let Tom know, They
expected me fo amount to somethimg,
but | don't belleve hin welcowe would
be less hearty to a fallure—Le s a
good heart.”

“Fallure!” she cried and clapped hor
hands and Iaughed.

“I'm really not very tragic about It
though | must seem consumed with
polf pity,” be returned, smiling. "It le
only that I have dropped out of the
world while Tom la still in IL"

“Dropped oul of the warld!' " she
ochoed [mpatiently. “Can't you wee
you've dropped Into I1t? That you"—

“Last night | wos honored by your
pralse of my geaceful mode of quitting

"

“And s0 you wish me to be conalst-| girls

eot” abd retorted scornfully. “What
becomes of your gullantry when we
abide by reasenl”

“T'rue enough; equality s a denlal of
privilege,"

“And privilege Is a denlal of equal-
ity? 1 don't like that at all" Hhe
turnsd a serious, suddenly Hluminated
face upon him and spoke sarnestly:
“It's my bobby, I should tell you, and
I'm tired of that nonsense about ‘'wom.
#n always sounding the personal note.'
It should be sounded as we would
sound it. Aod I think we could bear
the loss of ‘privilege’ “'—

He laughed and raised a prolesiing
band. “But we couldn't.”

“No, you couldn't. It's the ribbon of
superfority In your buttonhole. I know
soversl women who manage o live
without men to open doors for them,
and 1 thiok I could bear to let a man
pass before me pow and then or wear
hin hat in an ofice where | bappened
to be, and I could get my own lce at a
dance, 1 think, possibly with even less
fuss and scramble than ['ve sometimes
observed in the young men who bave
done It for we. But you koow you
would never let us do things for our
selves, po matter what legal equality
might be declured, even when we gel
representation for our taxation, You
will never be able to deny yourselves

don't you make the Hernld a dally ™’

To bedr ber speak of “earning one's
living” was too much for him. Bhe
gavg the lmpression of rlches, 1ot
unl,\r'lﬂ the fine texture and fashionlng
of ber gafments, but one felt that Jux-
urles hod weupped bor from ber birth,
e bad pot bad much time to wonder

whut she did in Plattvitle. 1t bhad oc-
curred 1o | that It was a little odd
that she could plan to spend any extebt

of time there, even If sbe bad liked

| Minnie Briscos st school. He felt that

she must bave been sbeltered and pet-

ted and wi on all her life. Ome
eould not help yearning to wait on her,

He jnarticalately, “Oh,
some day,” in to her question apd
then fell inte Inughter,

“I might have known you wouldn't
take me seriotly,” she sald, with po
indignation, only a sort of wistfuluess,
“1 am well used to It 1 think It 18 be-
cause 1 am not tall, People take big
with more gravity. Big people
are nearly always lstened to.”

“Listened to!” be sald, and felt that
be must throw himself at ber fool
“You oughtn’t to mind being Titania
Bhe was listened to, You"—

#he sprang to her feet, and her eyes
flashed, “Do you think personal com-
ment In ever in good taste?' she cried
flercely, and (n his surprise he almost
foll off the bench. “If there s obe
thing | cannat bear, it is to be told that
{ am ‘smalif’ | am not. Every one who
isu't & giantess lsn't ‘small’ 1 detest
personalities. 1 am & great deal over
five feot, a great deal more than that
T =

*Please, please” be sald, “1 dido't"—

“Dot't say you are sorry,”” she Inter
rupted, and 1o spite of his coutrition
he found ber angry volce delicious, It
wis still so sweet, hot with Indigoe-
tion, but ringing, not barsh. “Don't
say you didn‘t mean it, because you
did! You can’t unsay it, you capnot
alter it, and this Is the way I must re-
member you! Ah!" Sbe drew In her
breath with a sharp sigh and, cover
ing ber face with her handa, sank back
upon the bench. “I will pot cry,” she
sald, not so Armly as sbe thought she
did.

“My blessed child!™ he cried In great
distress and perturbation. *“What bave
1 done? 1-—=1"—

“Call me ‘small' all you llke" she
anawered, “I don't care. 1t Isn't that.

giving us our ‘privilege’ 1 hate being
walted on! [I'd rather do things for
myself."

Bhie was so snrnest In ber satire, 8o
full of scorn and so serious In her mean-
Ing, and there was such a contrast be-
twoen what she sald and ber person—
abe looked so preeminently the pretly
muarquise, the little exquinite, so essen:
tially to be walted on and helped, to
have clonks thrown over the dampoeas
for Ler to tread upon, to be run about
for—be could see half & dozen youths
rushing anbout for ber loes, for her car-
tluge, for her chaperon, for her wrap,
at dapces—that to save his life he
could pot repress a chuckle. He man-
aged to make It inaudible, however,
and it was as well that he did

“l understand your love of newspa-
per work," sbe went on lesa vehement-
Iy, but not less earnestly. “1 have al
ways wanted to do It mywelf, wanted
to Immensely. 1 can't think of a more
fascinating way of earning one's liv-
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You mustn't think me such an im-
peclle” 8he dropped ber hands from
her face and shook the tears from her
eyes with a mournful little laugh. He
saw that her fngers were clinched
tightly and her lip trembled. *[ will
not ery,” sbe sald again,

“Somebody ought to murder we. 1
ought to bhave thought—personalities
are hideous' —

“Don't! It wasn't that"”

“1 ought to be shot"—

“Ah, please don't say that,” she mid,
shuddering. “FPlease don't, not even a8
a joke, sfter last night!™

“But 1 ought to be for hurting you.

She lsugbed sadly again. *“Tt wasn't
that. [ don't care what you call ma, 1
am small, You'll try to forgive me for
belng such & baby? I didn't mean any-
(hing I sald. 1 baven't acted so badly
since 1 was & child.”

“Its my fault, all of it. T've tired
you out, and I let you get crushed at
the circus, and"—
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“That!” she sald. “I don't think 1
would have missed the circus,"

He bhad s thrilling hope that she
meant the tent pole. She looked as If
she meant that, but be dared not let
bimeell belleve It

“No,” he continued, “1 hav® been so
madly happy in belng with you that
I've falrly worn out your patience. 1've
bhaunted you all day, and | have"—

“All that bas nothing to do with It.”
she sald, with a gentle motion of her
hand to bid him listen, “Just after you
left this afterncon I found that 1 could
pot stay bhere. My people are golng
abroad at once, and 1 must go with
them. That's what Is almost making
me cry. I leave here tomorrow morn-
ln'.ll

He felt something strike at his heart.
In the sudden sense of dearth he had
no astonishment that she should be-
tray such agitation over her departure
from a place she bhad known so little
and friends who certalnly were nol
part of her life, He rose to his feef,
and, resting his arm against a syca:
more, stood staring away from her al
nothing. 8She did not move., There
wins a long sllence.  He had wakened
suddenly. The skivs bad been sap-
phire, the sward emerald, Plattville a
Camelot of romance, a ¢ty of enchant
ment, and pow, lke g meteor burned
out in a breath, the necromancy fell
awny and he gazed Into desolate years,
The thought of the square, his dusty
oflice, the bleak length of Main street,
as they would appear tomortow gave
him a faint physicnl sickness, Today
it had all been touched to beauty. He
had felt 6t to live and work here o
thousand years—a fool's dream, and
the waking was to arld emptiness, He
sliould die now of hunger and thirst in
this Sabara. e boped the fates would
let it be soon, but he knew they would
not; knew that this was hysteria, that
in his endurance he should plod on,
plod, plod dustily on, through dingy.
lonely years,

There was n rumble of thunder fur
ot on the western pralrie. A cold
breath stole through the hot stillness
and an arm of vapor reached out be
tween the moon and the qulet earth
Durkness fell, The man and girl kept
silence between them.  They might
have been two sad gunrlinng of the
black little stream that plashed un
seeft At their feet. Now and then o re
Nectlon of farpway lghtning faintly
Huined them with a green Hght. Thun
der rolled nearer, ominously, The gods
wore delving thele chariots over the
bridge. The chill breath poassed, leay

Ine the alr asais W& 35 Lot fgertia,

THE MORNING ASTORIAN, ASTORJA, OREGON.

Inst, with tears just below the surface
of her voleo. 1 wanted to stay here,
but te—iey wouldn't—1 can't"—

“Wanted to stay here?' be sald hus-
kily. not turning, “Here? In In-
diana ™

Yo"

“Ino Houen, you mean?

“In Plattville.”

“In Plattville!” He turnsd now, as
tounded,

“Yes. Wouldn't you bave taken me
on the [Herald?” Bbe rose and came to-
ward him. “I could have supported
myself bere If you would, and I've
studled how newspapers are made. |
know | could have earned a wage, |
could have belped you make it a dally.”
He searched in vain for a trace of rall-
Jery In ber volce. There was none,
Bhe seemed to Intend her words to be
taken literally,

“] doun't understand,” be sald
don't know what you mean.”

“l mean that I want to stay here;
that 1 ought to stay bere; that my

e |

She aprang to her feet, and her eye
flashed.

conscience tells me [ should; but 1
can't, and It wakes me very unhappy.
That was why [ acted so badly.”

“Your consclence!” he cried.

“Oh, 1 know what & jumble and pus-
gle It must seem to youl”

“] only know one thing—that you are
golng away tomorrow morning and
that I shall never see you again.”

The darkness had grown Intense.
They could not see each other, but a
wan glimmer gave bhim a fleeting, misty
view of her. Bbe stood half turned

him, ber bhand to ber cheek In
the uncertain fashion of bis great mo-
ment In the afterncon. Her eyes, he
saw In the flying plcture that bhe
caught, were troubled, and ber hand
trembled. She had been irresistible in
her gayety, but now that a mysterious
distress sssalled her, of the reason for
which be had no guess, she was 80

adorably pathetie and seemed such a
rich and lovely and sad and bappy
thing to have come into his life only to
go out of it, and be was so full of the
prophetic sense of loss of her, it seemed
%0 much like losing everything, that be
found too much to say to be able to
suy anything.

He tried to speak and choked a little.
A big drog of rain fell on his bare
bead. Neljher of thenl Doticed the
weather or cared for It They stood
| With e reaewed Wackpess hanging
like a drapery betweett Them,

“Can—can  you—tell me Why tnu
thivk you ought not to go?" he whis-
pered Soally with a great effort.

“No; not mow, But [ know you
would think 1 am right in wanting to
stay. 1 know you would If you knew
about it; but I can't, I can't. 1 must
g0 In the morning.”

“l should always think you right,”
be answered In an unsteady tone, “al-
ways” He went over to the bench,
fumbled about for his hat and pleked
it up.

“Come,” he sald gently, "l am golng
m*‘.'

She stood quite motionless for a full
minute or longer; then, without a word,
she moved toward the house, He went
to her, with hands extended to find ber,
and his fingers touched her sleeve.
Together and silently they found the
garden path and followed Its dim
length. 1n the orehard e touched her
sleeve ngaln and led the way.

As they vame out behind the house
abe detnined him. Stopping short, she
ghook his hand from heér arm.  She
spoke In a breath, as if it were all one
wond,

“Will you tell me why you go? It is
not lute, Why do you wigh to leave
me, when [ shall not see you agaln

“The Lord be good to me!™ he broke
out, all his long pent passion of dreans
rushing to his lips as the barrier fell
“Don't you see it ls because [ can't
bear to et you go? | boped to get
away withont safing it. T want to be
alone. 1 want to be with myself and
try to renlize things. I didn’t want to
muke a babhling idiot of myself, but 1
am. It is because | don't want another
second of your sweelness to leave an
added pain when you've gone. It Is
necause 1 don’'t want to hear your volee
wgnin, to have It hauot me in the lobe
iness you will leave, But I8 useless
iseless, 1 sholl hear It plways, Just ns
{ sghall nlways see yFour fuce, just us
[ have heand your volee and seen your
face those seven years, ever ginee |
irst saw you, a child, at Winter Har
wr. 1 forgot for awhile. | thought I
was o girl I had made up out of my
wi heart, but It was you nll the time
he Impression 1 thought nothing of
hen: just the merest touch on my
ieart, lght as It was, grew and grew
leoper til it was there forever. You'vs
wown me twenty-four bours, snd 1

speaking to you lke this If I had
koown you for years and bad walted
and had the right 1o speak and keep
your respect, what bave | to offer you?
1 couldn’t even take care of you If you
woent mad as [ and listened. I've no
excuse for thls raving— Yes, I bave”
He saw bef in adother second of
lightning, a sudden, bright one, Her
back was turned to him, and she had
taken a few startled steps from him.

“Ab,” he eried, “you are glad enough
now to see me go! | knew it I want:
ed to spare myself that. I tried not to
be a hysterical fool in your eyes” H
turned aside, and his bead fell on his
breast. “God belp me!™ he sald, “Wha
will this place be to me now 7’

The breese had risen. It gathered
force. It was a chill wind, and there
rose o walling on the prairie. Drops of
rain began to fall

“You will not think a guestion im-
pliad In this,” be sald, more composed-
Iy, but with an unbhappy laugh at bim-
self. *1 belleve you will not think me
capable of asking you If you care”—
“No,” ahe answered, “I—I do not love
,uu

“Ah, was it a question, after all? 1—
you read me better than I do, perbaps.
But, If | asked, | knew the answer."”

She made as If to speak again, but
words refused her.

After a moment, “Goodby,” he sald
very steadily. “l1 thank you for the
charity that bas given me this littie
time—with you It will always be—
precious to me. [ shall always be your
servant.” His stendinesa did not carry
him to the end of his sentence, “Good-
by*—

She started toward him and stopped.
He did not see her. She answered noth-
ing. but stretched out ber hand to him
and then let it fall quickly.

“Goodby,” be sald again. “I shall go
out the orchard gate. Please tell them
good night for me. Won't you speak to
me? Goodby!™

He stood waiting. while the rising
wind blew thelr garments about them.
{:-.luned agalnst the wall of the

“Won't you say goodby and tell
me you can forget my"—

She did not speak,

“No!" be cried wildly. “Since you
don't forget it! [ have spolled what
might bave been a pleasant memory
for you, and I koow it. You are al-
ready troubled, and I bave added, and
you won't forget It. Dor shall [-—por
whall I. Don't say goodby! I can say it
for both of us. God bless you, and

~-ave sandhr goodby !
(Continued Next Sunday.)
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‘wow FThe Knew,

me I knew be bad been drinking.

Mrs, Bupple—You mean you smelled
his breath? i

Mrs. Jenkins—I mean that Mr. Jen:
kins pever kisses me except when be
bas been drinking.—Boston Transcript.

Proot of Popularity.
“And Is Jeanette really such a pop-
glar girl with the young men?”
“Popular? Why, when she bought a
gew automobile all of the chapples
tried to be the first she'd run over—
Chicago News,

Jin Jitan,
When a robber attacis you you seise hia
1+t wrist, :
m-&&mu ankie & wrensh and &
With a slight backward movement which
swings him up clear,

And as he fies past you you snap off his
ellr.

dhould ltl?hn-mhun.mnd.
¢ {

Place { lhu'l»auftum:nmmu
yoUur Fhow,

mﬁ w‘ log, with a con-

And you'll send Mr. Robbar at least half

amia - - o Mae
L—_—

FISHERS' OPER

Mrs, Jenkins—The moment be kissed |

Yery Likely.
Mre. Rubba—1 wonder why that wo-
asn I8 watching me so.,
Mr. Rubba—Probably she's frying to
Ind out why you are staring at her.—
hiladelphia Press.

Neot Umtll Then.
When dawns the bLright millennial

. 'motn
Each dollar bill will bear

A Lover's Byes.
Groom—1 guess that man we just
pasred {5 married.
Bride—Why do you think so?
Groom—He merely glanced gt you. -
New York Weekly.

Extreme Measures,
Clara—Mr. Borebam never knovs
when to go.

Carrie—No, Indeed, Last night I had
to yawn eleven times—Philadeipbia
Ledger.

Merry Mary.
Mary had a little dog. gy
The dog’s name It was Heetor. !
He watched the trunk

Whera she kept bor Junk,
80 she called him her “chest protector.™
~Cleveland Lendor,
Natursl,

“Colored people are usually cheer
fal.”

“Of course. You doa't expect to ses
& black man look blue."—New York
Times.

fure Enough.

“What do you suppose makes ou:
gan bill so large?™

“Why, George, don’'t you know ws
are light housekeeping?™ — Houston
Post.

A Theory,
Tz oft our own convenlence
That keeps the consclence warm,
And the man who has no office

Is the man who wants reform.
~Washington Star.

The Harder Task.
Martha—Mrs. Fulcher says she tanghi
ber hushand all be knows.
Blanche—Yes, but they have a gov-
erness for the children.—Brookiyn Life

In Miles.
“What's the difference between a Jaf
soldler and a Russlan?
“Just as much as the Russian cap
make it."—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
Iu or Dut.
Oh, say, y= ones who understand
The mysteries of fashion's whim,
Are parsons who hold watered stocks

Considersd In the social swim?
—=New York Press

Why She Teok Him,
Miss De Style—What prompted Mim
um-wmmaw!

Miss Gunbusta (ssrcastically)—Klep
tomania, [ guesa—New York Life,
Littie Wiilie had &
Pulled the trigger just for fun; =
No ons chanced to be in range—
Doean't this sound strange Tt
‘ s 1
A Slight Nisuaderstanding.
“You look a plcture of health,” i
“That's a cheap compliment.” 4
“Oly, byt { was referring to an oil ple
ture.”—Yonkers Horald :

- ——

a mnnu_.nm

“1 understand that you are very
mmrmd."nammm:
him after & long absence.

“Yes, Indeed” replied the matines
idol. “It 1s bliss to know that there fa
one woman who doesn't think I'm per
fect and never hesitates to tell me so.”
—£Ohicago Inter Ocean.

A HOUSE.

JOHN L. SULLIVAN Tomorrow E vening.




