
"Oh. now don't try to soften the truth,"
she interrupted quickly. "I'm after facts
and Iam not going to lay anything you
may say up against you."

"Ihaven't the least idea what it is
about, but Iam glad that there is going
to be no animosity," Mowbray observed
politely. Then he settled himself to
listen. It was one of his virtues that he
never missed his cue.

Her r.cxt words came out rather ab-
ruptly.

"I'm not especially plain, do you
think?"

Her tone was deprecating, but she
turned her face toward him In a man-
ner as impersonal as if she were calling
his attention to the landscape. Then she
continued impartially:

"That is,Isuppose Iwould be classed
as 'fair to middling?'

"

He nodded assent with a gleam of mis-
chief in his eye.

"To tell you the truth"—her tone had
dropped Into the personal, confidential
key—"I'mnot at all conceited about my
looks, but I've always flattered myself
that Iam rather Interesting?"

"Rather Interesting, Ithink we may
say," he agreed suavely.

"And I'm sure I'm affectionate and
fairly good tempered and—and— ".

Mowbray encouraged her by a nod.
"And domestic"
"Ishall have to take your word for

that."
"Well, Iam domestic Iknow Iam!

So Iwant you to explain to me"—her
voice was growing tumultuous

—
"but first

promise on your honor that you'll never
tell how it is that I've reached the age
of 33 without ever baying had a pro-
posal?"

Mowbray threw himself back and roar-
ed, while her arms came down off the
bench and she dropped her face upon her
hands and sat looking at him with the
puzzled air of a pupil at the feet of a
master.

"When you've done laughing," she be-
gan with dignity.

"Pardon dear, a thousand pardons!"
He had never called her that before

and there was something in his voice
which bespoke a new hope and confidence,
but she was too engrossed Inher pursuit
of self-knowledge to notice.
''I forgot to say that I'm sensible. Men

always like that, you know. Anyway,
they pretend to."

She finished in a way that suggested
that she had her doubt of their sincerity.
With a mighty effort her companion
swallowed his mirth and prepared to face
the situation withher.

"Is itbecause you haven't wanted any
one to ask you?" he Inquired diplomati-
cally.

"No, Indeed!"
"And no man has evex told you that he

The ejaculation was full of enlighten-
ment. Mowbray was beginning at last to
understand things that had always puz-
zled him, as his next question showed.

"Would it be impertinfent to ask how
you have received these declarations?"

"Why, IJust listened! You see. It's
embarrassing. It makes one feel so ter-
riblyconscious."

"What about the man?" Mowbray
asked quietly. "Doesn't it occur to you
that perhaps he might need a little en-
couragement—that perhaps he might 'be
a trifta conscious, too?"

For a moment there was silence be-
tween them. The point of view was ut-
terly new to Miss Farrar, and she was
obviously impressed by It.
"Inever thought of that," she admitted

slowly. "Ithought that sort of thing was
so in a man's line—his metier." She
laughed a bit ruefully.

A squirrel darted swiftly across the
grass and turning its bead Jauntily to.
one side fixed a bright inquiring eye upon
them. Then with 'a saucy wave of its
beautiful tall it scurried away.
"Ihave it," said Mowbray, "Ihave it!

Learn from the squirrelILightness, airi-
ness, coquettishness! Don't you see what
Imean?" and he looked at her teasingly.

But she was not to be diverted. "Iam
serious," she assured him. "There's al-
ways a reason for everything and there
must be a reason for this. There's Alice
Nixon! She's not so awfully pretty. .I
heard her say that she had had nineteen
proposals!" Miss Farrar's voice was
touched with awe. Then a skeptical
thought seized her. j "Still

—
she's from the

South!" she added, and her tone Implied
that an allowance should be made for the

Mowbray bit his lip.
"Then there's her sister— just an-or-

"A-a-h!"

There was a faint suspicion of a blush
on Miss Fairar's smooth cheeks, but her
glance met Mowbray's w.th its usual un-
swerving honesty.

"Men have told me that they loved me
—several of them! But that's not a-pro-
posal, you know, any more than it's a
purchase when IBay that Iadore a string

of pearls at Tiffany's!"

loved you?" he murmured ina thoughtful
tone. "Strange!"

••\Veil_now—Ididn't say Just that, you
know!" ' •

The Journey had not been altogether in
vain. And while other passengers on that
train chatted gayly together, or read their
newspapers; or watched' the panorama of
forest and farmland and the twinkling
lights of villages, there was one young
man whose eyes and attention did not
wander from a photograph he held before
him.
•Three months later he was at one of

Mrs. Bloomer Billings' receptions. He did

might have been. Carrington knew thatno human being had been in that expanse
of sea while he was on the beach.

With almost feverish haste he ma-le a
print from the film. There was no doubt
about it. It was no freaK effect.'

The girl's face, which he had never seen
before, seemed to mock nlm in mystery.
Clad In a dainty bathing suit, she fitted
into th«KDicture as ifan artist hand had
posed her there, a dainty bit of indis-
putably human l'fe that rounded out the
scene and perfected It. Fate had tossed
a romance into his vacation after all.

He recalled the events of the day.
Grayson and he had reached the inn just
before noon, tired by a 'tramp of a half
dozen miles from a fishing station farther
down the coast. Dinner, then a lest: the
snap shot, and the final two hours' fish-
ing that closed the fortnight's holiday,
leaving the camera in the hotel office be-
Blde his grip while he was gone; then sup-
per and the train back to the city. All
this was clear enough." But how did the
mermaid creep info his camera? Car-
rington stared at the laughing face In
blank perplexity. Only one point was
certain. Itwas the prettiest face he had
ever seen in his life.

A paper he had recently read ina scien-
tific journal flashed across his mind. It
dealt with the photographic discovery of
a new light ray, invisible to the eye, but
duly recorded on the peculiarly sensitized
photographic plate.

"Nonsense!" ne promptly said. "That's
a flesh and blood girl. She has the face
of an angel, but angels don't wear bath-
ing suits with all those frills."

Next day he jumped on a train and was
whisked to Berkeley Inn. He sought the
manager and showed him the picture.

"You recognize her, of course?" Car-
rington asked with a careless air.

'

"Ishould say Idid." said the manager
with a smile. "That's the handsome one
of the Langford girls who wer» here a
month with their aunt. Went back to
town only a couple of days ago. Splen-
did picture. Taken right here on the
beach, too," he added in a quizzical tone.
"Ididn't know you were ncquainted."

Carrington rejected the conversational
tender. "Yes, t thfnk it's pretty good."
was all he said. But just before train
time he sought the porter and casually
asked him the destination of the Lang-
ford baggage two days before.

"New York, sah," came the ready re-
sponse. "Thank, you, sah."

v&/ /$a\ v epring days and
$*/ Mowbray and Hiss

K^\^~X^%' throueh the green-

l^J/^w/r^T ery of the park wlth

<*»7j™ r^V*- lanSuIa abstraction

I^Jw^Mi«* born of th* first-
ta warm weather and a

friendship of several years' standing.
Though their eyes drank in the beauty of
the »cene about them—the gTeat stretches
of greensward, the trees and bushes that
were bursting into the tender green of the
•e&son as into a sort of client song—

neither cf them was thinking of it.
Mies Farrar, indeed, was livingover

ether days, inevitably brought back by
the warm breeze and the smell of grow-
ing thing*—other springtimes when life
meant only the beautiful possibility of
love- And Mowbray was thinking of her
fcr.2 wondering ifby any chance it would
be worth while to tell her. For in epite
cf her unquestionable attractiveness he
could not help feeling that he would
find It hard to look into those calm,
clear eyes and talk of love. Yet he was
neither cowardly cor Inexperienced. He
¦Imply had a natural shrinking from be-
ing regarded with suppressed amusement
ty the woman he loved. And In her ap-
parent Immunity from such emotions that
was what he feared. She would, in all
probability, only laugh her light, frank
laugh and say, "Nonsense, Clark, don't
be eilly!"

He sent a speculative glance toward
hex as she walked beside him looking

eff In the distance with the preoccupied

tr of a woman whose whole mind was
given to some engrossing. and persistent
thought.

"Let us sit for a while," she proposed
as they reached the top of a knoll, where,

under a solitary tree, a bench invited re-
laxation. Butting the action to the word.
the eeated herself comfortably with her
elbows p'.aced defiantly on the back of the
bench—an, attitude peculiar to her aggres-

sive moods and one which Mowbray bad
learned to recognize as premonitory of an
intention to talk things out to a finish.
He wondered what It would be this time,

for he had long since dropped into his role
of mentor.

He waited patiently with eyes that
roved carelessly over the mansions on the
far elde of Fifth avenue, which in turn
»ent back a well-bred stare, knowing that
her feelings would soon reach the point
cf overflow. Atlast ene broke the silence.

"DoIlook to you like a person selected
by Fate to be distinguished among* wo-
men—disagreeably distinguished, Imean?"
che demanded, turning toward him with
a directness which challenged a truthful
answer. He regarded her in a manner
Intended to convey that he was making
an expert examination.

"No." be admitted. "Ican't say that
you do. That is—" He stopped rather
yaguely.

Jack laughed good-naturedly.
"Allright, old man; sail in. but hurry

up," he said.
Fivo minutes later George Carrington

had snatched his camera from the broad
hallway of the Berkeley Inn, snapped it
at the waterscape, and he and Jack
Grayaon were off on a fishing trip. It
was the last day of their vacation, spent
wandering down the const at random,
seldom two nights in tho same place.

The final day's sport over, Carrington
sped back to the city in a train, camera,
flBhing kit and grip beside him, tanned
and tired, but happy. Ho reached hia
apartments and thought of the last pic-
ture of clouds and rocks and sea. He
must develop it forthwith, and he did.

"A vacation of Jolly good fun without
a romance," jhe mused. "Nature, sun-
shine, fresh air. a. good chum and good
fishing. |Nothing more to be desired."

The film sank in the developing fluid,
and in a few seconds the outlines- of. a
coast scene appeared. First came the
blotches of black, representing the high
lights, clouds and the crests of waves.
Byan alchemy, which never ceases to be
marvelous, all the delicate gradations of
lightand shade filled in.until the perfect
picture appeared.

Then occurred something which caused
Carrington to gasp in,astonishment and
almost drop the developing, tray. For
In the center of the picture, head and
shoulders visible above the crest of a
breaker, appeared the form of a young
woman, like a mermaid arising out of the
sea. There was a saucy tilt to the laugh-
ing face, and the bare arms were out-
stretched as a beckoning mermaid' a

j a y Jove, Jack, you

j^^S^^^J must wait until Iget

I-Hs*
my canura for that

l*»Viij f afternoon sun over the
iCSjB^^^StjE water. Aren't those

[•j'* î~%&'§ The roc^ en the
«KBffiFB™™8s3B3 beach, the woods over
yonder, the waves almost too lazy to
break as they come rolling up—Ican see
the picture now, printed deep brown on
sepia paper, fast to a prize at the ama-
teur exhibition."

(Copyright, 1903, by T. C. McClure.)

Both were silent another moment. Re
sat eagerly, expectantly. Her eyes were
fixed on the floor, and as she slowly ex-
tended her hand and placed the picture
In his he felt the warm touch of her fin-
gertips.

"No less surprising was the picture my
sister took of me," she exclaimed ex-
citedly. "The water and rocks were love-
ly,but Iwas nowhere to be seen!"

"Now the mystery is no longer myste-
rious!" laughed Carrington. "It's plain
enough. Isaw another camera in the ho-
tel office, but never thought until this in-
stant that Imight have picked tip the
wrong one. Tour sister took a picture
with mv camera and Itook one with
hers." Suddenly he became silent, and.
after a moment or two stammered. "I—I
suppose this is your sister's property, hut
mayInot keep it?"

The girl tossed her head and smiled !n
mock hesitation. She had been turning
the Picture around and around in her
hand. Then the smile and the warm blood
left her face in company and there was
an almost imperceptible tremor of the
long dark eyelashes. On the back of th©
photograph she had read:

"Mymermaid."
Again their eves met. but hers were

quickly withdrawn. Her hesitation was
•real now.

"Itook a picture of the beach, but not
that one." he said slowly. "And yet that
is the one Ifound in my camera."

"Their eves met for an Instant, and
the girl flushed crimson. Silent and be-
wildered she studied the photograph. Sud-
denly she broke Into the laugh of th»
waterwltch again.

"Ihave a picture Iwonld like yoa to
see. Miss Langford." he said diffidently.
He took the photograph from his pocket-
book and showed tt to her.

She gave a little startled cry. and th*
unmounted print fell from her hand.

"Why— why—yoa .were at Berkeley
Inn?" she exclaimed.

not know Mrs. Bloomer Billings:but he
had not been idle during the autumn
months, and without being a Sherlock
Holmes he decided that he must get an
Invitation, and he did. Mrs. Billings was
a literary lady whose assemblages were
diverse and often astonishing. Artists
and writers attended them, musicians and
player folk, with a leavening of accepted
"society." They were truly heterogene-
ous gatherings.

Eagerly Carrlngton scanned the room*.
A long-haired violinist had Just finished
a Beethoven sonata, »r.d there was much
clapping- of hands. Carrington was pre-
sented to Mrs. Billings, who was sur-
rounded by a bevy of pretty girls. Amo-
ment of gallant conversation, and then
his face lit up with a sudden Joy that
eaused his hostess to look up in politely
suppressed wonder. In that group, now
in a setting of pink and white, but with
the same laughing face of the glistening
beach and wave, stood his Lady of the
Sea.

An hour later they sat together on¦
window seat listening to a prim* donna's
song.

ELIZABETH'S FIRST PROPOSAL
By Keith. Gordon By Henry T^olens

CARRINGTON'5 MYSTIC MERMAID

Her cheeks were hot and her lips trem-
bled.- A strong hand reached out and
took - hers in .a masterful way, and she
suddenly knew,that something which she
had never dreamed— was true.

"ButIasked you," she moaned, jwhen
at last she recovered her wonted serenity,
"Ipositively asked you!"

"You encouraged me," he corrected,
"and that's what they usually do, only
your method was brutally direct!"
It was when she began to flush again

that he added:':'! shall always have
something to tease you about, dearest!"• And the squirrel, which had been watch-
ing them in the lingering hope that they
might possibly have brought him nuts,
like sensible people, gave up in disgust
and scurried away.

"Ilove you, Beth," he said simply, "and
Ithink you know the rest. Tell me that
you do!"

There was a palpable pause before M'ss
Fairr-.r replied. But at la^t her straight-
forwanlmss prevailed.

"Sometimes Ishake my head and look
rather shocked. Then they think that 1
Oisapprove of such conversations

—
think

I'm ncble. you know! At other times 1
largh and say, 'I have never had one!'
in a tone- which implies the reverse."

She finished this confession and looked
nt Mowbray out of the corner of -her eyes
in a way that drove the last vestige of
fear out of his mind. Thl3 naive woman,
the person whose dignity and coldness he
had stood aloof from in absolute, embar-
rassment for so long. He could have
laughed at the absurdity of it. ¦ Why had
she never shown him her real self before?
"Ithink Ishall propose to you," he re-

marked deliberately.

For a second she looked surprised and
then her eyes danced.

"Let Itbe inyour best style," she plead-

ed. "Remember, it's my first and Ifear
itmay be my last, tool"

He leaned toward he: and looked
straight into her eyes.

"Itwillbe your lalst undoubtedly." His
voice was low and tense. For a long
moment he looked at her—looked in a
way that first made her small ears burn
and then troubled her clear gaze, which
wavered and fell.

"What do you gay upon »uch occn-
slons?" demanded Moworay, watching

the squine! that was again eying them
from, a distance.

dinarily nice girl—follows with fifteen.

Marion Pierce owns up to a dozen, and
Beth Garrett— dear, homely Beth—ac-
knowledges six! 1 asked her because I
specially wanted to find out! Perhaps
you can Imagir.e hew ciuter it makes mo
ft el!"

Father Goulet sniffed the air. "You
cubs-.th'nk you knew, but Iwill show
you. I.Goulet, the Krcat dice, thrower, I
smell victory.- 1 .am the winner at once.
Let me show you .how, youngsters."

JJe reached forth and grasped an old
dice box. from a shelf, there were tvo
there and one upon the shelf above. The
last box.was the newtFt. / ¦-•-. , : ' .

Old; Goulet' had 'one' box.. A.»other-one
Mar a handed to Fiancols- The last she
gave; to 'Johnny.- . 'ir £?: -1 ,';.
.•'A Ixx f(Mveck"~ she 'said, "that each
may shake well to'mciUe well.''

-
.Johnny shook his Uox. remtniscently.

"The last t!me Iplayed." he remarked,

"was with the bull bear from the States—
the monster with the neck. Ilost to him
—IMost a bit, Itell you." He thought of
the nugi.lst c trick he had' learned. "He
was a wonder,' that man," he said aloud.

"My son," said Pere Goultt, "he was.
That man with his two hands could throw
a buck— perhaps a bull moose. Who
knows? You say well; he was a monster.
True."

Franco's shook his box. "You first."
said Goulet's daughter. "Each shall have
three throws, and Ishall keep

—
what do

they say?—Ishall keep tab. Your knife,
Francois." He tossed |t over" and she
held It, ready to notch the table as they
played.

"She Is mine—she is mine!" cried
Francois.

"Aha!" yelled Francois with excite-

ment, as he rolled his dice. He made a
iair throw—a very fair one.

Gou'.et followed. "Sacre!" he ex-
claimed In guttural tones. For his score
was low.
"You've got me, Francois," remarked

Johnny, as he emote his cubes upon the
tab!*; "but no, you have not, either."

For he had done well—as well as man
could do. Maria, her face set to her task,

was cutting notches thick and fast.
"This time," announced Francois, "I

shall throw twice. It means luck and
avoids delay." He threw poorly at first,
but better on the -second trial. He was
exultant. It was not the first time he
had thrown, and his skill was great.

"Papa Gou".et," said he, "beat that if
you can. Give it your best twist ifyou
can." Goulet threw and' groaned. He, at
any rate, was a loser.

"She is mine, she is mine!" called
Francois. He smiled on Maria, and she
returned the smile. So entranced was he
by it that he did not notice the first
throw from Johnny's box until the dice
had come to a standstill. Then he
frowned.

"Vmfnot so bad at this myself." said
Johnny. "Still, you can never tell."
He threw asrain. Barely had he done

so when Francois, with a mighty shout
of anger, lunped at him across the table
and nearly felled him. Johnny, with a
heightened color In his face, good na-

tnem. But now they hare sunk
—
Ishall

never see them more."

The girl laughed. "Sunk," the exclaim-
ed, "of a surety they have sunk. How
could they help it?" She drew his head
down and whispered to him. "They sank;
they could not help It.poor thlnga." She
drew a sharp breath Inward and burst
into a hysterical laugh. "They were load-
ed—they were loaded dice—of courss they
sank. Why not?"

"Loaded dice!" exclaimed Johnny.
"Surely." answered she. "The bull-bear

man
—

they belonged to him, when you
and others lost to him—and he gave them
to me."

"Loaded!" exclaimed Johnny once again.
"Why, that's not—" He stopped, for a
sudden llsht had broken In upon him.
"Loaded, and you gave them to me to-
night to play the game."

"Yes," she answered breathlessly.
Johnny kissed her with vehemence.

"Then." he continued, "itwas not a game
to-ntg-ht. Then Ihad won you long be-
fore to-nizht."

She nodded. "Months, yea, years be-
fore," she answered.

Johnny drew her toward him. "My little
wife." he said.

"Johnny Le Boutillier, my husband,"
answered she.

Side by nlde they plunged into the Great
North Trail.

"What has that to do with it?" retort-
ed Michele. "A mother, bah! Yes. but
what is a mother? She had no old father.
Therefore, and only therefore, she mar-
ried. And therefore yon should not.
Never marry- Ido not expect to marry.
Come now. What's good enough for me
is good enough for you. Look at me."

Maria drove her other two admirers to
the frenzy point as well. Francois, the
jealous, the black browed, was easily
aroused and hard to appease. Thrice he
fought with Johnny Le Boutillier

—
fa-

mous fights, too, by the light of torches,
with many men around the combatants
bared to the waist. Twice did Johnny Le
Boutillier go down and out.

At the next fight between Francois and

"There Is yet time," she Raid.
"Ishall marry." she informed MlcheV,

"why not? Did not my mother mnrry"—
"Marry nothing," snapped old Michele,

losing sight of the facts in order to
prove his point. "What good young wo-
man would marry and leave h»r old
father? And beside*," he added, as
though making a guarded admission,

"even if she did marry, she had no old
father—she had nobody but me. So we
married."

"She had a mother," insisted Maria
Goulet.

Tip there, where men are plenty and
women few and far between, the sight of
Michele's daughter came as a surprise.'
One held his breath, for she was a flower,
was Michele's daughter— a wood flower
of the trail. She was worth while. And
there were many who understood that
and who hopelessly desired to wear this
flower some day. Most of them did not
bother Maria. She sent them off. Good
men, they were, too—a bit rough and
wild, good as men of the forest go.

But there were three who were very
close admirers. Each of these had sworn
to have Maria for his own. One was a
Canuck, pure and Flmple. Francois he
was, a good sort ofchap, but with a tem-
per. The next was an American, a man
with a French name, too. This was
Johnny Le BQUtillier. younger than
Francois and lighter Incomplexion. The
third admirer was" the greatest of them
all. His name was Michele Goulet. He
was Maria's father. Francois whispered
to himself that already she was his.
Johnny Le BoutUlier told her out and out
that she was his. And old Micheie Gou-
let, he shook his flst and Insisted— sacre!
—that she didn't belong to anybody at
all—that is, except to him. He informed
her that she cou'.d marry anybody she
chose, only .she must remain single al-
ways and live with him. Francois, bah!
And Johnny Le Boutillier. bah, too!
What like were they? Oh, yes, they were

well enough in their way—but they were
not her kind. Maria smiled— and on all
three.

But there is more, for there is Maria,
Michele's daughter. Another name too
often the subject cf mispronunciation.
One must cay Ave Maria beneath the
breath, and then he may know how to
cpeak of Michele's daughter. Otherwise
it were best to call her— well. Miss Gou-
let. But not now, though. That would
nrrer do, for at this time all la different.
But cne must not anticipate.

Goulet is the puide par excellence.
Across the Great North Trail he has es-
corted many, many persons. The Presi-
cent of the United States? Assuredly.
And many, many school teachers
throughout the long vacation. In the
printed itineraries of the railroads he Is
included, though not by name, in the list
cf "competent guides at every point." He
Is ail things to all men. He is sublime;
he Is the great Northwest. He Is Michele
Goulet. Can man say more?

This rame Gooley Is a Ctlt. Ah. of
course, to be sure. No one would think
otherwise. But he Is a different kind of
CcJt, is Gooley— for his name when spoken
is Mike iiooley, true enough, but when
written It

*
Is wholly something else

—
Michele Gou.et then. A Frenchman— a
Frenchman to the marrow. One knows
that, finally, but only when his eye lights
upon this same Michele Gouiet- and one
Is elad. for In the lonely march through
the Great North Trail, and in the nights
around the camp fire, it is possible to lift
the voice in the midst of the great si-
lence— to lift the voice in solemn song:—

Oh, Michele Goulet. Michele Goulet.
The greatest Man-ltcba ever knew.

Oh, spell It Goulet. but never Gooley,
Goulet, Goulet, Goulet, Goulet, do.

*> j^r5£=ra VST across the border
I Jl Is the Great North

%^^»ti^*? TrrLlL Ore enters Jt ln
X£^w£a|ii>;I summer as a ,uie jn

-J^- rL^"f'-• winter it becomes irn-
•^^¦Sf* ?£&¦§{ Passab1 *'- This trail Is
I£-^&Ss££^5r\ |'.| the forest primeval.
<¦!¦ Ii¦ I i^-^*J On this side of It.

before one enters, are men and books
and railroads. Beyond— who knows?
iVho enters must leave hope behind.
Mike Gooley. that Is he. His com-
fortable hut Is the . lodge house of the
Great North Trail. Mike Gooley, what a
came:— a name to conjure with. His na-
tionality Is ascertained and certain at
the very Instant of the revelation of his
r.aroe. But yet there is a mistake some-where, and Cue to the fact that his name
is alwajs heard but never Ften. He has
tpe'led it time ard time again for some
seven thousand men and women, for to
that extent numbers the great army
¦which he has escorted by twos and threes
safely through the Great North Trail.

She turned her back upon Johnny Le
Eoutilller. "Or Johnny Le Boutillier,"
she continued, "or Pere Goulet."

Pere Goulet growled, but Francois leap-

ed to his feet.
"Iam famous with the dice. he ex-

claimed. "It is good. 1 asree."
"Maria Goulet." laughed Johnny Le

Boutllller, "you're a dead game sport. I
go you."

"Ah!" This from Franco'.s.

Maria had waited patiently for the re-
marks to end. "Ishall be fair. Franco's
has fought for me. He has won. Johnny
has fought for me. He has won. too.
Pere Oou'et has growled for me. It Is

woise than rlghtinjr—we may say that
h«» has won. Well and good. Now there
shall be no more fight:ng. There shall
bp ro more growling. Ishall marry Fran-
cols.

4'
Francois leaped to his feet. "Myangel!"

he cried. Maria waved her hard.
"Or—Ishall marry Johnny Le Boutll-

Her." Johnny shuffled his feet with in-
terest and. recogniz ng that he had at
least a fighting chance, began to whist;e
softly.

"Or—Ishall not marry. There!"
"Ha!" cried Father Goulet: "she. shall

not marry. There!" / , *

"There «ha!l be no more fighting and
no more grtjwl'ng." proceeded Goulefi
daughter, "but there shall be chance and
wager. You shall play for me. There."
They wRlted^ "You three shall throw
diet," she added, "and this shall end it.
It is the game. It is griming. Iam the
etake. Ishall go to the man who wins,
whether," fhe added. "It be Francois—"

"Satisfied!" retorted Francois. "How
will1 bo satisfied If she does not marry?"

"Satisfied," nodded the old man, "sat-
isfl<d-thnt yqu will rot pet her."

"You don't have to favor me." growled
Goulet, "only don't marry. That is obe-
dience, not to marry. Where would we
all be if everybody married? Itell you
the world would be in a great pickle.
Dcn't favor me. my daughter. Idon't ask
anything at all at your hands. Only don't
marry. You said you would be fair. Be
fair. That is the way to be fair. Do not
therefore, marry. Then all will be satis-
fled." W

"Ishall be lair." she said; "fair to all.
Iwill favor no one. Ishall favor not
Francois, who wants to marry me; nor
Johnny Le BoutUlier, who would make
me his wife." Here she kept her face
slight.y averted from 'the ardent glance
of Johnny. "Nor willIfavor Michele Gou-
let."

been well, reasoned Francois with him-
self. But that idiot Le Boutilller! John-
ny Le Boutllller amused himself by try-

ing to stare Francois out of countenance.
Mlchelc Goulet— he would have cleared
them all out; they had no business there.
At length Maria spoke:

Johnny, Johnny, who had treasured a few
things up In his heart, was able, in the
language of his pugilistic friend, to "hand

to Francois in the most approved
manner. Francois went down, not once,
but eight, nine times. Then It was John-
ny's turn to stroll around. Assuredly.
But when Francois came around, after
some days, Maria did no't touch his
bruises with her finger. She laughed, andFrancois stormed.

But this could not go on forever. Fran-
cois said so. Johnny Le BoutUlier ac-
quiesced. Michele Ooulet felt in bis bones
that a crisis was Impending.
It was a cool night in the fall that all

three met. without deslg-n. In the hut.
Each had designed to be there. Yes. butnone tad designed that the other should
be there also. Francois Insinuated, he
muttered; his jealousy would out Johnny
frowned. Old Goulet stormed. Every-
body reasoned that nobody else had any
business there— except Maria. Everybody
reasoned that the room was big enough
for two; that two was company, but three
a crowd; and four—it was outrageous,
JFrancols and Maria, that would oat*
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turedly caught at him and, liftinghim In
the air, dropped him upon the floor.

"You must be polite."said Johnny. Old
Goulet swore and kicked at the dog. In

the excitement Maria gathered up the
dice and replaced the boxes upon tha
shelf. Then sha turned to Johnny.

"You
—

yon have •' won.
-monsieur," she

Bald, looking him in the face; "you have
won and Iam yours.."

"My forest flower." said Johnny, with a
bit of a catch in his voice, "come—coma
with me. my little bride."
In the Great North Trail when they

marry, they marry. Through the night

went Goulet's daughter with the arm of
Johnny Le Eouttilier about her. The
priest's «je brightened when he law
them.

"Bless you, .my children." said h© in
benediction.

As they wandered back toward Johnny's

forest .mansion at one point they crossed
a stream of swiftly running water.

Goulet'a daughter suddenly held out her
hand. It was closed tight upon some-
thing:. "See!" she exclaimed, "watch."

He looked. Then with a sudden move-
ment a few white particles darted through

the air and splashed into the stream be-
neath.

"They are dice," he exclaimed, "the dice
with which Iwon you. Iwould have kept

Johnny mafia a sudden movement, as
though he would prevent her action. It
had dawned upon h:m what they were.
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