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{Continued from last Sunday.)
CHAPTER V.

THE DAY AFTER FALLING IN
LOVE.

The next day was a very memorable
day for Jack. The day after a falling
In love is always a red-letter day; but
the day after the falling in love—ah!

One looks back—far back—to the day
Defore, and those hours of the day be-
fore, when her sun had not yet dawn-
ed, and struggles to recollect what ends
Llife could have represented then.
one looks forward to the next day, the
next week, the next year—but, particu-
larly, to the next meeting with sensa-
tions as indescribable as they are de-
lightful.

Whichever way you tip it, the kalel-
doscope of the future arranges itself in
equally attractive shapes of rainbow
hue, and the prospect over land or sea
—even if it Is raining—looks brilliant
#reen, and brighter red, and brightest
yellow.

Upon that glorious “next day” of
Jack’'s the weather was quite a thing
apart for February—partaking of the
warmth of May, and owing that fact
10 a sun which early June need not
have scorned to own. Under the cir-
cumstances, the house party overflowed
the house and ravaged the surrounding
country, and Jack and Mrs. Rosscott
began it all by having the highest cart
and the fastest cob in the stables and
making for the foresf just as the clock
was tolling ten.

“Do you want a groom?” asked Bur-
nett (who was occasionally very cruel).

“Well, I'm not going to wait for him
to get ready now,” replied his sister
{who had sharp wits and did not dis-
dain to give even her own family the

. benefit of them).

Then she gathered up the reins and
whip in a most scientific manner, and
they were off.

Jack folded his arms. Oh, but he was
nappy! He didn’'t care where they
went or what they did, so long as he
had her all alone to himself, and might
revel in the bliss thereof.

They bowled away upon a firm, hard
road that skirted the park, and then
plunged deeply Into the forest. Mrs.
Rosscott handled the reins and the
whip with the hands of an expert.

“1 llke to drive,” said she.

“You appear to,” he answered.

“I like to do everything,” she said.
“I'm very athletic and energetic.”

“I'm glad of that,” he told her, warm-
1y. *“I like athletic girls.”

He really thought that he was speak-
fng the truth, although upon that first
day If she had declared herself lazy and
ianguid he would have found her equal-
Iy to his taste. (Because it was the
first day.)

“I'm very independent,” she declar-
ed, further.

“1 like that, too,” he assured her.

“Oh, T didn't do at all in England,”
she confessed. *“I never dared let them
know at home what a faflure I was as
an English woman. I mortified my hus-
band’s sisters all the time. Just think—
after a whole year I often forgot to say
“Fawncy, now!' and used to say ‘Good
gracious!” instead; and I don't believe
Y could get the hang of when to use
‘Jawt’ and ‘gawt’ the way that they do
if I lived there for a century.”

Jack laughed.

“My husband’'s sisters were very un-
happy about it. They did want to love
me, because I had so much money; but
jt was tough work for them. Did yoa
ever know any middle-aged English
voung ladies?”" she asked him, sudden-
1y.

“No; I never did,” he said.

“Really, they seem to be a thing
apart that can’'t grow anywhere but
in England. Every married man has
not less than two nor more than three,
and they always are a little gray and
embroider very nicely., Some one told
me that as long as there's any hope
they are athletic, but as soon as it's
hopeless they take to embroidering.”

“It wust be rather a blue day for
tb=m when they decide definitely to
make the change,” sald Jack.

“] never thought of that,"” said Mrs.
Rosscott, saberly. *‘Of course it must!
I was always very good to them, 1oo0.
I gave them ever so many things that
I could have used longer myself, and
they used to set pieces of muslin in be-
hind the open-work places and wear

them.”

She sighed.
‘“It's quite as bad as being a Girton

girl,” she said. “Do you know what
a Girton girl 1s?”

“No; I don'L."”

“Tt's a girl from Girton College. It's
the most awful freak ¥You ever Saw.
They're really quite beyond everything.
They're so homely, and their hands and
feet are so enormous, and their pins
never pin, and their belts never belt.
And no one has ever married one of
them wvet.'

She paused dr'amaﬁcally.

“] won't, either. tnen,” he declared.

She laughed at that, and touched up
the cob a trifle.

“Did you live long in England"" he
asked.

"Fnrcw-r"' she answered, with em-
phasis; "at least, it seemed llke for-
ever. Mamma left me there wWhen I
was ninet=en (she married me off be-
fore she left me, of course) and I stayed
thers until last winter—until I was out
of my mourning, ¥ou know—and then
I was on the Continent for n while,
and then T returned to papa.’

“How do we strike you after your
long absence?”’ .
“Oh, you suit me admirably she

eaid, turning and smiling qqu'wnlv into
‘and’ of the

his face: “‘only the terrible
majority does get on my nerves some-
what.” ’ )

“What ‘and”

“Haven't you noticed? Why. when
an American runs out of talking ma-
terial he just rests= on one poor little
sand” until a fresh run of thought over-
whelms him; you listen 10 the next
person you're talklng with, and you'll
hear what I mean.™

Jack refiected.

«T will,”” he said, at last.
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among a thicket of bare tree trunks |

and brown copses, and the sunlight fell |
out of the blue sky above straight down
upon thelr heads,

“If it don't annoy you, my referring
to England so often,” said she, present-
Iy, “I will state that this reminds me
of Kaysmere, the country place of my
father-in-law."

“Is vour father-in-law living yet?"

“Dear me, yes—and still has hold of
the title that T supposed I was getting
when I was married to his oldest son.
My father-in-law: 1s a particularly
healthy old gentleman of eighty. He
was forty years old when he married.
He didn’t expect to marry, yvou know—
he couldn’t see his way to ever afford-
ing it. But he jumped Into the title
suddenly, and then, of course, he mar-
ried right away. He had to. You'd
know what a hurry he must have been
in to look at my mamma-~in-law’'s por-
trajt.”

“Was she so very beautiful?’

“No: she was so very homely.
tilda's very like her."

Jack laughed.

She laughed, too.

“Aren't we happy together?" she
asked,

“My sky knows but one cloud,” he
rejoined, “and that is that Monday
comes after Sunday."

“But we shall meet again,” said Mrs.
Rosscott. ““Because,” she added, mis-
chievously, "I don't suppose that it's on
account of my Cousin Maude that you
rebel at the approach of Monday.”

“No,” said Jack. *“It may not be
polite to say so to you, but I wasn't in
the least thinking of your cousin.”

“Ploor girl!"” sald Mrs. Roscott,
thoughtfully; “and she was so sweet to
vou, too. Absolutely I don’t belleve
that the edges of her smile came to-
gether once while you were -talking to
her last evening.”

“Did you spy on us to that extent?”
said Jack. “I wouldn’'t have belleved it
of you."

“Oh, I'm very awful,” she said, alri-
ly. “You'll be more surprised the far-
ther you penetrate into the wilderness
of my ways." |

“And when will { save the chance to
plunge into the jungle, do you think?"”

“Any Saturday or Sunday that you
happen to be in town.”

“Are you going to ljive In town?"

“For a while. I've taken a house
until the beginning of July. I expect
some friends over, and I want to en-
tertain them."

Jack felt the sky above become re-
fulgent. He was in the habit of spend-
ing every Saturday night in the city—
he and Burnett together.

“May I come as often as I like?” he
asked.

“Certainly,” sald she; “because you
know if you should come too often I
can tell the man at the door to say
I'm ‘not at home' to you."

“But If he ever says: ‘She’s not at
home to you,” I shall walk right in and
fall upon _ the man that you are being
at kome to just then."

Ma-

His face grew a trifle flushed,

“I'm not afraid,” he said, as coldly as
it was In him to speak; “but I'll leave
him the field.”

She turned and looked at him,

“The field?” she asked with puzzied
eyvebrows.

--1‘c.;-ﬂl

Then she frowned for an instant, and,
then g species of thought-ray suddenly
flew across her face, and she bursg out
laughing,

*“Why, I do believe.” she cried; mer-
rily, "I do believe you're jealous of the

man at the door.”

i “Weren'y you speaking of a man in
L t
The road went sweeping in and ou | the drawing room?’ he asked, all her!

phrases recurring to his mind .ogether. ]

“No," she said, laughing; *“I was
| speaking of my footmman., Oh, you are
| sa funny!"

His horizon glowed again so suddenly

{ that he quite lost his head, and, lean-

!ing downward, kssed the hand that
held the reins.

“I'm not funny,” he said., “It was’
the most natural thing in the world.”

She curbed her laughter.

“You'd better not. be foplish,” she
sald, warningly. *“I don't mix well with
college.”

“I'm thinking of cutting collegs," Le
declared, boldly.

“Don’t let us decide anything definite
until we've known another
four whole hours,” she =aid looking at
him with a gravity that was almost ma-
ternal; and then she turned the horse's
head toward home,

CHAFPTER VI

THE OTHER MAN.

That evening Burnaty felt it necessa-
ry to give his friend a worg of warning.

“Holloway's going to take Betty In
tondght,” he said, a= they descended
their tower stair together,

““Who's Holloway?' Jack asked.

“You can't except o have her all the
time, you know,” Burnett continued.
“She's rezlly one of the biggest guns
here, even If she is one of the family.”

“Who's Holloway?"”

“Last night the mater had her all
mapped out for General Jiggs, and I
had an awful time getting her off his
hook and on to yours, and then you
drove her all this moming and walked
her all the afternoon, and the old lady
says she's got to play in Holloway's
vard tonight—jus 1liY bit, you know.”

“Who's Holloway?” Jack demanded.

*You know Horace Holloway, we
were up at his place once for the night,
Don't ¥You remember?"”

“I remember his place well enough;
but he hadn’t got in when we came,
and hadn't got up when we left, 20 his
features arn’t as distinctly imprinted
on my memory as they might be.”

“That’'s so,” sald Burnett, pushing
aslide the curtalns that concealed the
foot of the wee stair; “T'd forgotten.
Well, you'll meet hirm tonight, anyhow;
he came on the five-five. Holly’s a nice
fellow, only he's sop darned overfull of
good advice that he keeps You feeling
withersome."”

“Who will I have for dinner?” the
guest inquired glancing ar~rand to see
if there were any silver tissues or dis-
tracting curls in sight.

“Well,” his friend replied, rather hesi-
‘tatlngly, “you must expect{ to balance
up for last night, I reckon.”

“Your cousin, I suppose,” Jack said.
~Burnett nodded. *

“She wanted you,” he said. *“She's
taken a fancy to you, #nd she can af-
forg to marry for love,” he added.

“I'm thankful that I can, too,” the
other replied, fervently.

Burnett laughed at the fervor,

“But he's a very large man,” m.ld
Mrs. Rosscott, seriously; “he’s larger
than yvou are,*I think.”

Jack was consclous of a fresh shock. |

“But I'm way over six feet,” he sald,
his heart golng heavily faster, even
while he told himself that he might!
have known it, anyhow.

“He's all of six feet two,” she sald,
meditatively. “I do belleve he's even
taller. I remember liking him at the'
first glance, just because he struck me
as so royal-looking.”

He was miserab'y consclovs of acute
distress.

“Do—do you mind my smoklng"" he
stammered,

(Might have known that, of course,
thers was bound to be some one like
that.)

“Not at all” she rejoined, amiably.,
“1 like the odor of cigarettes. Shal] I
stop a little while you set yourself
afire?"

“It isn't necessary,” he sald.
set myself afire under any
stances."

He lit a cigarette.

*Is he English?"
asking then.

“Yes,” she said; “I like the English.”

“You appear to like everything to-
day.” He did not intend to sound bit-
ter, but he did it unintentionally. I

“I can
circum- |

he couldn't help

(Confounded luck some fellows
have!)
“I do. I'm very well content today."”

He wgs silent, thinking.

“Well?" she queried, after a while.

He pulled himself together with an
effort.

“I think perhaps it's just as well,"” he
said. I

“What {s just as well?"

“That I know."

“Know what?" |

“About him. I shan't ever take the
chances of calling on you now." I'

She laughed,

“He wouldn't kick you out unless I
taold him to,” she said. *You needn
be too afraid of him, you know."

" she?

! pere slved.

“You make me think of her teacher,”
I'he said. *“She gings and when she was
sixteen she meant to outrank Patti;
she was lots homelier then.”

“Oh, I say!” Jack cried,

' lieve ‘mo%t anything, but—"
Burnett laughed, and theéen sobered.
“She was,” he sald, solemnly; *‘she

really and truly was. And her mother

siid to her teachsr, there In Dresden:

‘She will be the greatest soprano, won't

And he said: ‘Madame, she has

only that one chance—to be the great-

est.”

Jacrk laughed.

“But why ‘Lorne'?’ he asked, sud-
denly. “Why not ‘Burnett,” since she's

“I can be-

| your uncle’s child?”

“Oh, that’s straight enough; there's a

| hyphen there. My uncle died and my

aunt married g title. My aunt's Lady
Chiheleywicks but the family name is
"Lorne. And you pronounce my aunt's
name Chix.”

“I'm glad T know,"” said Jack.

Just then volces ang rustling became
apparent in many directions, and Aunt
Mary's nephew wondered if any other
fellow present had such a tempest
within his bosom as he himself wasg con-
scious of attempting to regulate un-
And then, after all, she
wasn't among the influx. Miss Maude
was, though, and he had to go up to
her and talk to her; and terribly dull,

. harg labor it was

While he was rolling thz Sisyphus
stone of conversation uphill for the
sixth or seventh time, Jack noticed a
gentleman pass by and throw a more
than ordinarily interested glance their
way. He was a very well-bullt, fairly
good-sized man of thirty-five or forty
years, with a handsome, uninteresting
face and heavy, sleepy, dark eyes.

“Who is that?” he asked of his com-

panion_

“Don’t you know?" ghe said in sur-
prise. ““That’s Mr. Holloway. He's
just come. Oh, he's so horrid! I think

twenty- i

e
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“Why 1"

“Because he does such mean things.
‘ I just know Bob must have told you
how he treated me. Bob's always tell-
ing it. Bob thinks it's so funny he's
always telling it. Surely he's told you.”

“No, never,” said Jack, his eyes
riveted on the staircase; '"he never told
me, But do tell me. I'll enjoy hearing
your side of it."

“But I haven't any side,
Horace Holloway's meanness,
nothing funny.”™

“But tell me anyway.”

It's just
There's

|
“Do you really want to hear?"
“Indeed I do.” |

““Well, it's jusg that we were up in the

mountains, and I was rowing myself,
and the boat didn’'t go well, and Mr.|
y Holloway came down off the hotel
piazza and called to me that she needed
ballast, and—and I said: 'Is that the
trouble?” And he said: 'Yes: row!
ashore, and I'll ballast you." And so,|
of course I rowed ashore to get him,
and (of course, I supposed he meant
himself) and when I was up by the|
dock he picked up a great stone and|
dropped it in, and shoved me off, and
called after rne: “She’ll go better now,
anpd—everyona laughed!"

Miss Lorne stopped, breathless,

“] mever would have believed it of
him,” Jack exclalmed, turning to see
where Holloway kept his sense of
humor; but just as his eyes fell up-
on the latter, the latter's altered and
suddenly became so bright and Intent,
that his cobserver involuntarily turned
his own gaze quickly in the same direc-
tion,

| and houest.

i little tiring,

It was Mrs. Rosscott who was ap-
proaching, all in cerise with lineg of
Chantilly lace sweeping aboug her. It
seemed a cruelty to every woman pres-
ent that she should be so beautiful.
Jack wanted to fly and fall at her feet,|
but he couldn't, of course—he v 3 tied|
to her hyphenated cousin.

But Eolloway went forward and|
greeted her with all possible empresse- |
ment, and the man who was so much |
hig junior felt an awful welght of youth
upon him as he saw her led out of his
sight.

“I think dear Betty will marry Mr.|
Holloway,” her cousin chirped, bla.ndlyl
(thus settling her hash forever). "Hs_-I
came over In her party, you know, and
—she's alway® been fond of him."”

Jack suddenly recollected how Mra '
Rosscott had commented oa the terrible
tendency to land upon “and,” and won-‘,
dered why he had never noticed before
how disagreeable sald tendency was.

(Going to marry Holloway!)

“But, then, dear Cousin Betty's such|
a coguette that no one can ever tell
whorn she does like, She's very Insin-
cere," i

Jack twisted uneasily. If there was
any comfort to be derived from Miss,
Lorne's last speech, it was certainly of
a most chilly sort, -

(Probably going to marry Holloway!)

“Now, I think it's too bad, when there
are so many simple, sweet girls in the
world that men just adore——"'

He stood up suddenly. He couldn’t
help it. He was crazed, maddened,
choked, stifled. The fates must inter-
vene and rescue his reason or else—

There was a blessed _séund—the ans
nouncing of dinner,

Later there was musle In the gwat.‘
white salon where the organ was,
Maude Lorne sang, and the man with
the monocle accompanied her on the
organ. Mres Rasscott sat on a divan
between Holloway and General Jiggs.
Jack was Jefy out in the cold.

(Surely in love with Holloway!)

It was only twenty-six hours since he
had first met her and he hated to con-
sider his life as unalterably blasted, or
to even give up the fight. Nevertheless,
whenever he looked across the room he
saw fresh signs of the most awful kind.

he’'s just too awfully horrid for any‘ Even the way that she didn’t trouble to

trouble over the one man, but devoted

=

—Inland Printer.

]rra{n from seiging her in his arms,

| happiness.

| morning that Jack, buoyed up by mem-

' Saturdays, poured out the history of his

! frem belng gisinherited? That wouldn't

! nothing, he continued:

| a nurpose.** i

herself to General Jiggs was in itself a!
very bad portent,
Finally he went up to his oewn room |
and put on another collar, and thougnt'
about it a bit. After a while he Went
back downstairs. She was gone, and
Holloway, too. He felt very unhapp?.l
It was so damned unjust for one man|
to be thirty-five while another—just as|
decent a fellow in every way—was in_i
college. He——" |

A hand touched his arm.

Hg turned from where he was stand-
ing in the window recess, angd looked |
into her eyves. )

“I'm very wicked, am I not?" ahe!

asked, looking up at him so stralght

“I can't admit that,” he replied.

“But I am. I know it myself. What
Bob told you was al] true. I'm a heart-
less wretch.”

She spoke so earnestly that his heart
sank lower and lower.

“I wanted to speak to you about to-
morrow morning,” she sald, after a lit-
tle pause. “You know we were going
to drive at tep together, and—and I
wondered if——You see, Mr, Holloway's
an old friend, and he’s had so much to
tell me to-night, and he Isn’t half
through -

“Of course I don’'t mind,”” sald poor
Jack., “You go with him., It's—it's
quite one to me."

She gave a tiny little start.

“Oh, I didn’t mean that at all,” she
cried. “I meant—I meant—it's all a
and to-morrow's Bunday'
anyway, so couldn't we go out at eleven
instead of ten?"

She looked so sweetly gquestloning,
and hig relief was so great, and hia,
joy—

(Probably don't care a rap for Holl-
way!)

—s0 intense, that he could hardly re-

But he only geized her little hand in-
| stead and pressed it fervently to his
lips. When he raised his eyes she was
smiling, and her smile fllled him with

“You're such a boy!"" she gaid, softly,
and turned and left him there in the
window recess alone again,

CHAPTER VIL

DEVELOPMENTS,
It was during that drive the next

ories of Saturday and hopes of coming

whole life ay Mrs. Rosscotit's knees. He/
told her all about Aunt Mary, and his|
glde of the cat, the cabman, and Kala-
mazoo. It interested her, for she had
arrived too recently to have had It gll In
the newspapers beforehand, but when
he spoke of Aunt Mary's lasg jetter she
grew large-eyed and shook her head
gravely,

“You will have to be very good now.,"”
she said, seriously.

“SWhy?' he asked. to keen

“Juast
be so awful.”

“Wouldn’t it be awful to you?" she
asked, turning her bright eyes upon
him. “What could be worse?"

“Things.” he said, very vaguely.

Then she touched up the cob a little,
and, after a minute or two, as she said

“r'd almost fancy quiting college and
going to work. I was thinking about It
last night.”

She touched up the cob a little more,
and remalineg sllent,

Finally he said:

“What would you think of my dolng
that 7"

“1 don't know,” she sald slowly.
“You se¢, I'm a great philosopher. I
never fret or worry, because I regard it
as useless: similarly, I never rebel at!
the way fate shapes my life—I rwmrd'
that as a something past helping. I be-
lieve in predestination; do you?”

She turned and loovked at him =o e~
riously—so unlike her radiant self—that |
he falt startled, and did not know what |
to say for a minute,

Then:

“J don’'t know.” he esaid,
don’t know as I'd dare to. It
gtartless me to think that maybhe
our future s Izid ong now.”

“It don’t startle me,” she 2aid. It
seems to Me the only natural plan of the
universe. I beliesve that evervthing that
crosses our path—down to the tiniest

gnat—comes there in the fulfillment of

sglowly: *“I,
rather
all of

1

“I'mn sure thag all tb,, mo=zquitoe= that
ever cross=d my path eame there in the
fuifillment of a purpose,” J*-‘k Intc---
rupted. “I never doubted that.'

She  smiled a little.

“It’s the same with people,” she went
on. - [

“*Only less painful,” he interrupted
again, 1|
“Sometimes not,” she sald, with a|
look tha: silenced him. “Sometimea]
(Continued on page §6.) {
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