
-.'\u25a0\u25a0 •. Henry Whitman asd hit wife, sjrlri«, \u25a0 middle nged

coaplcy poor and hard norklnc. livingIn the -»tt Kbk-
land Tillage •£ K*»t AWatland. come ntie*p*ete«llj- In***

ihr property of Sylvia** ron.Mn, Abrafcimn. White..-
Abrabama'i will rot» off Tatr orra «Utcr*« «"Talld. Bw
Kirtdn-r, «b orphan, living with riefc people In »*r
York. The property consists of a bl«- h«n»f. stanrtlnc

. on 50 acres of ground, and an annual Income of ««OO
.- fn.~ stocks. Jmt before the funeral Sylvia catches the-

'undertaker's daughter. Flora Barnes, snipping a thin
\u2666 Tnrald of •ilk out of the komo that drapes the eorp«e.

>he had been robbing the dead for years In order to;
. -

-nmuloic material for a blark silk dres« for herself,

"ther characters Introduced ore Horace Allen,a school
•escber. who had boarded the Whitman* In their
il«v« of poverty and remain* rvitb them In their pr©«-

.:^m»Hij. mid Albion Bennett, nho preside* at the little

\iltase «lsr store and dole* out the drinks thnt cheer
PBd IIWr»Ur Inebriate.•' l.nclsda llart. a timid jount i^oioan. keep" the

'
hotel. MUk Farrel dwell* therein. »n object of suspicion

bwvosr of crrat brunt;. de*plte her advanced year».

•*be l» w »cho«l tenchrr In Ka«t >Ve»tl«nd. One morn-
ins **li«» Parrel U found mrrdcred In bed. l.uclnda
H*rfI*««««.pe«-«ed of chine Twer poisoned c»ndj- «n<i in

•" nrmtH. tcßether with llannnb «lmmon«. who Is m*p-

r.-v.r-.i iiibe htr accomplice. >'o»r. >llss Farrel. It turns
'

#*»rt. »*»» Ihc p*>r»on nh» v (onk cure of Ho«e Fletcher,

'\u25a0n^ltijj »ecrctl? «e«tled her eollrc fortune «•\u25a0 her. but
'chrn all «lie cre«!lt t« Vfn York p^opl*-. Consequently

H»«P Fletcher Is •nmm«»ed to the funeral. On her
-. BZTfvid *he captures ihe Whitman family, tbonich they

. l«««k \»lth mr\f and mlMtlvlnpbimiii her city clothes
nnd »-f«> »imnner«. The ca«e a«a!n«t I,ttrlntla Hart and
llanvah Mnm«n» was ne*er presked.. Because of the
iii-[inri;;trfor I'urope of the people nhom she had

lt«-en llvliie Ho»e Fletcher decides to remain irlth the
Whitman*. *«he make* friends tilth a morbid, hysterl-

«-iil irlrl named I.uey \?re*. Incidentally. Horace and
Henry hear that I,uey l« fond of mulcliiK candy and un-
easiness U arou«ed In the mlad« of both, the more so
ihßt Henry «h>fnfo there !• somethlngr arcatly

troubling fai« wife.
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Rose started, and looked at the other girl*in hor*'
ror. "Why don't you have- a doctor?' said she.

"Oh.Idon't mean that she^-I don't mean that thera
is anything serious, only she has always been over-
anxious about me., and at times Ifancy she is nervous,
and then the anxiety grows beyond limit. She always
gets over It. Idon't mean that

—"

"Oh, Idon't know," said Rose.
"Inever mean to be impatient." Lucy went on, "but

today Iwas very tired, and Iwanted to see you espe-
cially. Iwanted to ask you something."

"What?""
Lucy looked away from Rose. She seemed to shrfals

within herself.
v The color faded from her face. "I heard some-
thing." she said faintly, "but Isaid Iwouldn't believe

Iit until Iasked you."

I-"-
"1 heard that you were ensrased to marry Mr. Allen.*",.
Rose flushed and moved away a. littl* from Lucy.

"You can contradict the rumor whenever you hear it
again."

N
3»he said.

"Then it i«n't true?"

Lucy njstled apainst Ro^e in spite of a sudden cold-
ness which had come over the "other girl. "Tou aro
so dear." said she.

Ro*e. looked straight ahead and sat stiffly.'."I am
thoroughly ansrry at such rumor', merely because a girl
happens to be livingin the same house with a mar-
riageable man." said she.

"Yes,- that is so," saitl Lucy. She, remained quiet

.. for a few .moments, leaning apalust Rose, her blue clad
shoulder pressing lovincly the black clad one. Then
she moved away a little and reared her pretty back
with a curious snakelike motion. Roa^ watched her.
Lucy's eyes fastened themselves upon her. arid some-
thing *trani?e- happened. Either Lucy Ayrea was a
born actress or abe.had become -actually so imbued _
through abnormal emotion and love, with the' very*
spirit of the man, that she was capable of projecting

*'hls
k

own emotions and feelings' into her own soul, and
thence upon her face. "At all events, she looked at
Rose and slowly Rose became, bewildered.' Ifseemed
to'her.fhat Horace Allen was looking at her throuph
the eyes of this girl, with a look which she had often
seen since their very first meeting. She felt herself

'glowing from head to foot.. She was conscious of a
deep crimson stealing all over her face and neck. Her
eyes fell before the other girl's. Then suddenly it
was all over. Luc^ rose with a little laugh. "You
sweet, funny creature," she said. "I can make you
blush looking at you as ifIwere a man. Well, maybo
Ilove you as well as one."

v- . Lucy took the bowl of candy from the bench and
extended It to Rose. "Do have some candy." said sn«».

"Thank you." said Rose. She looked bewildered and
felt so. She took a su cared almond and began nibblins:
at it. "Aren't you coins: to eat any candy yourself?"
said she.

."Ihave eaten so much already that Ithas made my

head ache." replied Lucy. "Is it scoodT*
"Simply delicious. You must teach me how to make- such candy." ;
"Lucy will be glad to teach you any day." said Mrs.

Ayres* voice. She had come swiftly,upon them and en-
tered the arbor with a religious newspaper Inher hand.
Lucy no longer seemed annoyed by her,mother's follow-
ing her. She only set the candy behind her with a
quick m^vement^ which puzzled Rose. "Aren't you»
coins: to offer your mother some?" she asked, laughing.

f "Mother can't eat candy. Dr. Wallace has forbidden
it,"Lucy said quickly.

"Yes, that is quite true," assented Mrs. Ayres. She
besran reading her paper. Lucy offered the bowl again
to Rose, who took a bonbon. She was just swallowing
it when Horace Allen appeared. He made a motion
which did not escape Mrs. Ayres. She rose and con-
fronted him with perfect calmness and dignity. "Good
afternoon. Mr. Allen." she said.

Lucy spransr up quickly. She was v»ry white.
Horace said good afternoon perfunctorily and looked,

y&ly&l Rose.

fMrs. Ayres caught up tne bowl of candy. "Let m<»
offer you some. Mr. Allen." she said. "It is homemade
candy and quite harmless, Iassure you." Her fair,
elderly face confronted him smilingly; her voice was
calm.

"Thank you." said Horace, and took a sugared
almond.

Lucy made a movement asi5to stop him, bat her
mother laid her hand with pentle firmness on her arm.
"Sit down, Lucy," she said, and Lucy sat down.

WHEN
they were in the house again she r«pura»d

l:*r book. r<-s<JinKT "very word carefully, and
Henry took up:the Sunday pap«r. wliit-h he

bad net finished. The thouglit* of both, botr-

A-Vr. turned from tiin* to tiru* toi*»rd Horace. Fylyia
d-id not know where h* hard itonc^ Sh*> did not suspect.

Henry kn<^w, but he did not know .why. Horace had
fljrimp suddenly to Ms f*-<°t and <~ai;pht up hi* hat xs

;hc two men had b«»*-n sitting und*>r th* trees. Henry

had exnitt«*d a long puff" »f -tobacco smok'' and looked^
.•!;q-:.irinsrl>- at tiini through the filmy Mu* of It.t-

-J rant stand it another minute." Mid Horace,
alinopt with violenrf. • I've cot to know what is coin*
on: Iam coSnjr to the Ayre** myself. Idon't car*- what

tJiV.v think! I«lon*t rare wh«t shp thirikF. T don't care ,
iv t «-1 anybody t^ink*."' With that lie was zon*.

. Henry mok another puff »t In? pipe. Itshowed the
difl>r<>n<-p between the masculine and the feminine
"point pf view that Henr^' did not for the moment ai-

:«RcJ> a Fentimontal. reason to Horac*> •iro'nj:. He r«»al^
•\u25a0jkj-d Hose's attractions. Th*- v»>ry probable supposition

ihat she and Horace iniKnt fa" *n l°v* with and marry

each oth*>r had occurred to him. but ihleXhe kn*w at
:.'r>mf. bad nothing whatever to do with that. He
\u0084tijrn*d the whole over and over in bis mind, with no
.result. H«« lacked <>nourh premises to arrive at con-
«-lufions. H*» ha<l Ftart«H3 for the house and his Sun-
Ssiy pap<?r when he mci Sylvia, and had re*olv*d to put
!i k',l out of his mind. But he war not quite able.
Th?r«» is a masculine curiosity as well as a feminine,
,and -onp i*about as persistent af the other.

\u25a0 M*>E.r.tiir.e Horace was walkiuir-down th» road toward
..'• .\yros house. It wn* a pretty, much ornamentcl

:m!;!;* .Mttay. •Jrtth a carefully fc«=r>t lawn and Fhad*
<^0,«.. ,\t .in-: f-ide v.i? an old fashioned earden with
an arhor. in this arbor, as Horace drew near, he *?w
';h»- s'v««?p of feminine draperl*'*. It to him
(that/ Hip arbor w*? full of Trom»n. In reality there
'\u25a0iv-ef" only three

—
Lucy, her mother an<l Rose.

Wl:**» Ros*' had runp the doorbell she had b»en
KCrprised by tvlsat sounded iik<? a' mad rush to answer
b«r ring. Mn=. Ayres opened the door. She looked
•wfijT*> Rnti p*»rturbrd. and behind her showed Lucy's

f&<*\ Busbvd and angry. --'•\u25a0 " . ~
s
-

"Iknew It i\z*. Miss Fletcher. Itol<l you so.
iV>tlj«?r,*" paid Lvjvry.and her low. voi«-e ranßT out

i;k" ?n anjsxy birds with a sudden break for the higli
notes.'

\u25a0 Mr?. Ayres kept her self-possession of manner, al-
;!;<j'-prh her fa«e showed not only nervousness but some-
'tiiiufr like terror. "Good afternoon. Miss I'letcher,"

sl:c J=aid. "Please walk in."• '"She said for .me Co call her Rose." cried Lucy,

""i'lease row in. Rose. T am so frlad to see you."
In >pite of ilie cordial the girl's voice was

stransre. llo^e stared from daughter to mother and
?>a«-k acrain. "If you -w-ere eng-aped." she said, rather
cold]}',"you would prefer that Icame some other time."

"No. huk-ed." i-ri^d Lucy; "no other time
—

yes, every

.<u.?xr time. Wtiat am Isaying? But Iwant you now.
'too. fC«rnsiright up in my room. Rose. Iknow you
witl e.xcuse^my wrapper and my bed** being tumbled.
nwvc bwn lyinc down, feme right up."

Itosc followed Lucy. anO. to her astonishment, be-
came aware that Lucy's mother was following her.
Mjp. Ayres entered the room with the two jrirls. Lucy

'looked impatiently at her. and spoke, as Rose wondered

an" daughter could ypeak.'. "Rose and Ihave some
I'.inE's to talk over, mother," she. said.

"Nothing. Ipufff, that your mother cannot hear,"

returned Mrs. Ayres with forced pleasantry. She sat
down., and Lucy fluns lierself petulantly upon the bed,

wlier* ,<he had evidently been lying,but 'seemingly not
reposing, for it was mucli rumpled, and the pillowsgave

evidence of the restless tof^ing of a weary head. Lucy

"herself had a curiously rumpled aspect, though not
exactly untidy; Her soft r.-hite laec trimmed wrap-
per, .irelessly tied with blue ribbons. , was wrinkled,

her little slippers were unbuttoned. Her mass of soft
hair was lialfover her shoulders. There were red spots

on Hip cheeks which had been so white in the morn-
ing, and her eyes shone. She kept tying and untying
iyeo bine ribbons at the netk of her wrapper as she
lay on the bed and talked rapidly. "Ilook like a.fright,I
ks^.ovi-." t=lie said. "I was tired after church, and
clipped off my dress and lay down. My hair is all In
a muss.*'• "Itis such lovely hair that it looke pretty anyway,"

said Rose.
*

Lucy drew a strand of her hair violently over her
shoulder. Italmost seemed as if she" meant to tear it
out by the roots.

•r-ucy!" said her mother.
"Oh. mother, do let me alone!" cried the girl. Then

Continued From Preceding: Pasr*

improbable
—

but of that he did not whisper a syllable,

to old Mrs. Dulcimore.
"J don't believe a word of it. Mr*.Duldmor*,," hi».

raid laughing: "Kittyha« just jrone »w»y In a huff,

and. for all you kn%w. Is back in the house a grain by

this time. She's too clever to* glv* you cause for any

real auxietr- Take my advice and send mome one up
to her b«droorn

—
as like as not you'll find her there all

the time."
"The xery thing Isaid "to me Anthony

—
but five

rhinutes ago! She'll be upstairs all the time. Isaid
—

And what must the ljiot be doins but setting off for
Shoreham after her. Oh, sorrow the day that Iwas
married to an elephant, sorry the—but wait till he
coujps home and' I'll know his reasons

—
ay, Mr. Wil-

lousrhby. fend with justice!"
Willougtiby laughed Inhis sleeve at this

—
and. hav-

ing drunk a glass of wine and eaten a mouthful of food,

he returned to the chaise in which he" had traveled
riown from London— and there, with his very foot upon
the step, he came- face to fsx-e^with Kitty,as we have
told, and was instantly put In possession of her story.'

"Cousin Willoughby—oh, can it be Cousin Wil-
•loughby?" BO9VCBHfIS^OffiVPMK

'Now, Mistress Kitty, could be any other? What,

j.ou are in trouble—crying
—

oh. Kitty.Kitty—"
"Imet niy-lord upon the cliff,and he insulted me

—
J'fannot return to his" house. Cousin Willoughby—

neither my, father nor mother understands
—

they are
simple people and know no better. Cousin—lmust go
away

—
Imust leave this place

—
will you take me,

cousin?** . *
But.'Kitty. think, what will they—-" /'
"Icare not though all the country cries upon me. Is

it not cnousrlv that Ihave been lathjiman's housefor.
\u25a0weeks together? Cousin Willoughby,;lam going to my;
kinswoman at Marlow. Ifyou willnot help 'me to get

there Iwill walk the whole way—and Ihave- not-a
Ehillingin my pocket nor a cloak for.my neck. Kow,

cousin
—"

He stared et hex amazed. Ins, pulse beat furiously.-
his tongue cleaved to. the roof of his mouth :because of;

th« excitement of his thoughts.
"Kitty." he stammered

—
you know, there is nothing;

Iwould not*do—and Ifyour mmd • is really "set upon"

"Oh, cousin, cousin,** cries Kitty,. "if I"were_ your,
sister, would you leave me here

'
for-men to scorn, me

or would you take me lo a house of safety?".
"God knows. Iwould give my life for you," says the

lad
—

and immediately opening , the door .he bade her
*

ent^r the clinise. \u25a0 .
Such, tlien, was the beginning of that' pretty.flight—

an escapade of which the t<jwn would make much in tho
days to some, as we shall presently discover.'V And:yet,
as we know, it was never even a-bovvand.'girl affair;"
never so much ag a'hoyden comedy playing amonp. the'
wheat sheaves innocently,or set up' for.; an examplefin'.
the pastorals beloved of the. King's theater.

Kitty fled from Brighton because :she believed it;

were an infamy to stay longer there—^the young soldier ;
accompanied h^r because she asked him to and for no
other reason under God's sky. : \.Itis true that Master Willoughby's heart beat quick,
that the blood throbbed Inhis veins and that evory_lin-;
pulse of his young manhood "was.quickened ;when, he -
found himself Fide by side with'Kittyin the chaise; but:
this was a natural sequence enough.

How he had loved the child.^how often in his dreams-
had he. pictured her as the new .."discovered her-'-*'
eyes half closed, upon a white pillow:',the .golden*
threads of her" pretty hair tousled upon a snow ,white.:'
forehead: her breath fairiVafe one who sleeps ra child's-
sleep; the -little hands clasped upon her lap—Kittybe- ,
come the nomad, Kittj*.fleeing from riches Up/.the cot— ;V.
and by her side a man who named her for his divinity!;"
None the less, young •Willoughby would; sooner haver
cut off his strong right.hand: than .have; betrayed.-iaV
word:of the itruth at such -; an hour.,A Indeed, !we/findn
that!he. labored for her, comfort in a;way that rio'man?:.
of

-
the world could ,have;bettered ;irousing:;the inns lat|

her coming; urging the post boys, to dlspateh; asking
her at every; turn how, she did—and. expressing, his ;love s-
by,no other overt act than tbat.of the homage • his [eye's -^
could not conceal.

'
And Jhus,

'
at*last,:he brought her;to -•*

St. James— and there he left herat a1a
1

hostelry^ he" knew/;
ufltil• leave could be^ obtained :and he might[conduct -her.
*oMarlow to her kinswoman's house.^^^ . >"Jv -* 'v

Of;this 'second stage.lof ;the; journey: weVshalHhaye|
but little to eajv;It-had -been a happier' day, for:Ensignc
Wllloughby,;perhaps/i had the tchosen % another ifor.; her :
escort— for;what must*b"appen but- that,; when^ they ap-^.
proached ;the village> otf. Slough," iwhence isV
clearly.,to be discerned; the; lad:suddenly^ recollected ;Sir'*
Richard's presence at the castle'and made "meDtion^ofiitff,

\u25a0/? "Thel;king,*::they-;say/ Is?;very jipleased v|with^himrS
Kitty,"he^ remarked, -in 'a generous ;Impulse'-: liot to' t>e

To this Kittyreplied >»y the first 'earnest ? word;she?
had- spoken sinV-p they quitted Brighton.

"Then
*

t?ir Itichard has been to London again,
cousin?"''; -.\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0;.".}'-\u25a0..'• V ''/ .- ..\u25a0\u25a0.":\u25a0

">>"ot once, since you were 'there. .They. .tell the
oddest 'things of-him— werftMedmenliam a monkery in
fact as weli as name, ,Sir

•Dick would be the very man t
for a" habit in place." f'-'^'- , ;;Kitty thought upon, this for a little while and pres-
ently;«h« .said:- ' '-.:

- :'.: '. \u25a0' [*'i;:\.
'
v;-.": \u25a0' ",

'; "

\u25a0 "Why doiyou speak -to me of Sir Richard, cousin ;
why;does everyone speakto'me'of.him?" ; \u25a0'

''Because we all thought that/ you;loved him, Kitty."
"And you,;cousin— did you believe it?" --. ~ . \u25a0 „'
"Couldl help it,;Kitty?'iIfit had.not been so,.-\u25a0i'f ;.r

had not thought'it so,;would not >l.have" told you long
ago -what;l.'have ."always been afraid;[to tell you, KittyHl-

tHere'was a" declara tion-Ifyou r like;;and*what would;
havo ;followed ''\u25a0. upon jit%but Sfor^Kitty's. discretion -Godionly, knows. . ~

.Young
*
Willoughby,\u25a0; a great * hope ;return-

ing, to him, had; no other J desire than; to. catch -KittyIn
his: arms !and,"^ holdingiher- close,

'
to;take ;an oath tthat

no dayiof, liis^life should^ separate -them again— which;
folly.lperchance.^h'e *

would;hav«_ "committed had, not ;*he
surprised iher ipretty- eyes Iregarding "the distant castle-so ,wistfully*that all'^her >secret ;was ito;be read, in an*
instant and his own supreme. desire frozen at his heart.
Kitty/-however,*. wished' still'to deceive'hlm; and speak- '-,
ing very|kindly^she saidr^M y;

'
A-

:v:}/'1 shall fnever: learn; totlove,*,cousin; -jt js a lesson 1

no. one can ;teach "me." *
-/ :'L,-vii-''•'- : \u2666-

f."Ah."Kitty, IfIpouldibelieve that. Look in my eyes";
anditell me;it'ls(the^truth.": :, ; . :* *":';.

"No/;no." ishe Icried.";s"the,sun ;is ;setting: and it blinds;
me, cousin ;ilook/;all

'
the west- is aflame. ;Icannot speak 1

ofiitijfAndfijotvitfle"jcastlej is far:behind us:^oh,'. do"not:
let'Uß,talk,"_of 'it any^more,>cbusln.",j-. ; :; v.-r. \u25a0'\u25a0;'\u25a0 'v '•-:';\u25a0.
ji'He'obeyed hef^without a _word.^ ,This knowledge, that
whatever; tier.ilips,fmight;;say,;herAheart^ was -another.
rnan'sjcametto}hlm^as.a;sad:echo;of theideclininsfday"
and; an- omen{offthat fnight*through .which it;seemed
alUwhoi loved;Kitty.'Dulcimore) must;live." v :
:j:

j- "She^wlH;marry|Richard:Escombe;or "she willnever
marry/.atTall,";said Ensign \andIthen with
anl instinctive (dread fof3that|which \had 'ibeen • done!he

-
asked

*
himself, f.TWhat

'
wlllfhe *say, what .' will%London v

say fofjlastInight's *jworkr' \u0084 ,\
v Butsthlslwas^atquesUonUheUutufefalone'could'ajT^i

swer-^nd^liowf itfanswered^ it|welshall* presently itelL^
": :""/-.:

'
Io

'

:Be;c9ati^^s,d \u25a0N-C^t;Sunday., . -

she said, looking ancrrily at her tress of hair, then at
Rose, "it is not nearly as -pretty, as yours. ... You know
ItIsn't. Allmen are simply crazy over hair your color.
Ihate my hair. Ijust hate it!"

-
• '..

"Lucy!" said her mother again, in the same startled
but admonitory tone. \u25a0 \u25a0

• '
Lucy made an impatient face at her. She threw

back the tress of hair. "Ihate it," said she. -. : .
Rose began to . feel awkward. She. noticed Mrs.

Ayres' anxious regard of her daughter, and she .thought
with disgust that Lucy Ayres was not as sweet a girl
as she had seemed. However, she. felt an odd kind of
sympathy and pity for her.' Lucy"^ pretty face and her
white wrapper seemed alike awry with nervous suf--
fering, which the other girl dimly understood, al-"
though it was the understanding of a normal character
.with regard to an abnormal one.

Rose resolved to change the subject.
"1did enjoy j*our singing so much this morning,"she

said. , •
"Thank you," replied Lucy, but a look of alarm in-

stead of pleasure appeared upon her face, which Rose
was astonished to see in the mother's likewise. .

"I fo«J "so sorry for that poor Miss Hart,' because I
cannot tnink for a moment that she was guiltyof what
they accused, Jjer," said Rose, "that Idon't like to
say anything about her singing. Hut Iwill say. this
much. 1 did enjoy yours." . . '

*:.

"Thank you." said Lucy again. Her look of mortal
terror deepened. From beinc aggressively nervous she
looked on. the verge of a collapse. Mrs. "Ayres ruse,
went to Lucys closet and returned with a bottl* of
tvine and a glass. "Here," she said, as she poured^out
the red liquor, "you had better drink this, dear. You
know Dr. -Wallace said you must drink port wine, and
you are all thed,.out with your sinking this morning."
Lucy setrcd the gla.<x» and drank the wine eagerly.

"Itmust be a' nervous strain." said Rose, '.' to stand-
up there before such a crowded audience as there. was
this morning and sing." \u25a0 . "

:
"Yes, it is." agreed Mrs. Ayres in a harsh voice,

"and especially when anybody isn't u*ed to it.- Lucy's
not at all strong and she had to be out quite late at
rehearsal last night, too." \u25a0 -.

"Ihope it won't be too much for, her," said* Rose,
"but it is such a delight to listen to her after—" :

"Oh. Iam tired and sick of hearing Miss Hart's
name!" cried Lucy unpleasantly. , .

"Lucy!" said Mrs. Ayres.
*

"Well. Iam," said Lucy defiantly. "It has been
nothing but Miss Hart. Miss Hart from morning until

nlsht lately. , thinks she poisoned Miss Far-
rcl, of>,course. -It was perfect' nonsense." to accuse her

>.of it, and when that is said I,think myself that Is
enough. Isee no need of this eternal harping upon it.;

Ihave, heard nothing except ,'Popr Miss Hart.untilIam:
nearly wild*."^Come, Rose, I'llget dressed-and we'll go
out In thfi arbor. ,It-is too pleasant to stay in doors.
This room.-.l* awfully close.". "1 think, 'perhaps, I.had better not stay," Rose re-
plied doubtfully. Itseemed to her that she was having
a strange call, and .she .began to be indignant, as well
as astonished. .-\u25a0 • : .

*
.\'

"Of course you arc going to stay,'' Lucy said, and
her voice was sweet again. **We*lllet Miss Hart alone,
and -I'll get.dressed and we'll go in the arbor. It is
lovely,out there' today." \u25a0•

- . - .
With that* Lucy sprang from the bed .and let her

wrapper slip \u25a0 from*her* sho.uldors. She stood before
her old

'
fashioned '\u25a0\u25a0 black walnut bureau ;"and /begran \u25a0

brushing her hair. . Her white arms "and., shoulders
gleamed through it as she brushed with what seemed
a cruel violence.

Rose, laughed in a forced way. "Why, dear, you
brush your hair as Ifit had offended you," she said.

"Don't brush so hard, Lucy," said; Mrs. Ayres.,.
"Ijust'hate my old hair anyway/ said Lucy, with a

vicious stroke, of tAe 'brush. I.She bent ,her. bead over
and swept the whoie dark "mass downward until it con-
cealed her face and !nearly touched her knees. Then
she. gave ita deft"twist, righted herself and pinned the
coil in place. . .

"How beautifully, you do up your hair!" said Rose.
/ Lucy cast an appreciative look at herself .in* the

glass. The wine.had deepened the glaw on:her cheeks;
her eyes, were more, brilliant. She pulled her hair a
little over one temple and; looked at herself with en-
tire satisfaction. :Lucy had a beautiful neck and arms,
unexpectedly plump.'for a girl so apparently slender.
Her skin was full of rosy,color, -too.';She atuzed at the
superb curve of her shoulders rising above; the" dainty
lace of her corset'eover and smile undisguisedly.

"Iwish my.neck was;as plump as yours," said Rose.• "Yes,:she has a- nice plump:neck;" ,said Mrs. Ayres.
While the words showed maternal pride the tone never
relaxed from. Its;nervous; anxiety. \u0084;'; v

v>; Lucy's smile vanished* suddenly. "Well, what Ifit isplump?" she ;said.': 1 "What is "the use" of it? A girl
livinghere in East Westland can never wear a dress to
show her neck. . People' would think she had gone out
of her mind."

Rose laughed. "Ihave some low necked gownsri'

said she,. "but Ican't wear them either. Maybe that is
fortunate for me; my neck is so thin." ;

''You will wear them" in other places," said Lucy.

"You won't /tay here all your days. You will have
v plenty of chances to wear your low neck gowns." She

spoke again in her unnaturally high .voice. She turned
toward her closet to get her dress.

."Lucy:" said -Mrs. Ayres. . : •
\u0084. "Well, it is the truth," said Lucy. > "Don't preach.

mother. If you were a girl and somebody told. you
rpur neck was pretty, and you knew other "girls had
chances to wear low necked dresses you wouldn't
be above. feeling it a llttls."

'

"My neck "was. as pretty as yours when Iwas a
girl, and Inever wore ?, low neck dress in my life,"

said Mrs. Ayres. .
. "Oh, well, you got married when' you were IS.":
said Lucy. There was something almost coarse in her *

-remark. .Rose felt herself flush. She was sophisti-

cated and had seen the world, although she had been
closely If not lovingly guarded; but she shrank from
some things as though she had never come from under
v country mother's wing in her life.•

Lucy got a pale blue muslin, gown .from the closet
and slipped it over her shoulders. Then she stood for
her mothqr to fasten it in the back. Lucy was lovely
in this cloud of blue, with edgings of lace on the ruf-
fles and knots of black velvet. She fastened her kblack
velvet girdle and turned herself sidewlse, with a

• charming feminine motion, to get the effect of her slen-
der waist, between the! curves of her small hip.'T and
bust. Again she looked pleased. "You are dear in that
blue sown," said 'Rose. Lucy smiled. Then she
scowled as suddenly. She could see Rose over her'

-shoulders in the glass., "It is~awful countrified," said
:she. "Look.-at the sleeves and look at yours. Where
\ was' yours made?". ;- *'\u25a0

'
,

'
"My'dress maker in Xcw York." faltered Rose.

1

". She
:felt guilty,because her gown -was undeniably in better
\u25a0"stylo.

'

"There's no use trying to have anything in East
.TVestland," said Lucy. While she was fastening a lit-
tle gold brooch at her threat Rose again tried to
changes the subject^ "That candy of yours looked per-
fectly ;delicious," said she. "You*must teach me how

; you' make .it.".
; ;-... Mrs.;Ayres went dead-white in. a moment. She
"looked at Lucy with a look of horror, which the girl

did not meet. She .went on fastening her brooch. "Did
you like it?" she asked carelessly.
/ \u25a0 VAn accident happened to it,I'ani sorry to say," ex-• p}ained Rose. . '

."Mr. Allen and-I #were out.in the grove,- and some-
how he^ jostled\me, and the candy got scattered on

'\u25a0the ground, andhesteppedon it."
:"Were; you and he alone out there?" asked Lucy In

..a very quiet voic*.
'.

~
Rose looked at hframazcdly. "Why, no;"not when

i that happened." .«h<>. replied. "Aunt/Sylvia, was there,
too.". Sbe# spoke a little resentfully. "What if Mr.

, Allen and 1 had been alone— what Is,that to her?" she
thought.; • : . -.* . •

j "Thtirc' «-"\u25a0 some more candy," said Lucy calmly. "I
t willget it and- then we willgo out in the arbor. Iwill
: \each youi'to

'make the candy any day.' it is very
simple. Come,; Rose, dear. Mother," we arc going out

\u25a0 -in;the arbor.'' ",\u25a0 '."V :'
I Mrs. "Ayres rose immediately. She preceded ,the'- two
Ijftrlsdownstairs aud came through the; sitting room

door, with a dish of -candy in her hand just -as -they
reached .it. "Here is the- candy,, dear," she said to
Lucy,- nnd there was' something, commanding her

'.' voice. V „• -.-
-

r. Lucy took the .dish, a pretty,little decorated affair.
'Lwith '..what', seemed -to":Rose "an air of suspicion and a
I' grudging. "Thank you; Vmother." }* "Come, 'Rose,":she.
Ia said. \u25a0•'She -led the;way and Ro?e followed.^ »Mrs. -Ayres

\u25a0 'returned to'.the: sitting >room.i;.Thc ;girls went through
t'; the old fashioned with!its', flower beds outlined
: with box,:in'; 'which- the s earlier flowers were atitheir
i ,pfim>. to^ the arbor.- Itiwas a pretty.;old- structure,
s covered \u25a0 with the,. shaggy t arms ;of an;old- grapevine,"
s -whose- goldIgrcen: leaves' were" justs uncurling. . Lucj"1
iiplaced the 'bowl 'of candyj on anend "of the';bench".whlch
• ran around the interior,;and,^to 'Rose's surprise, 1 seated• herself -at a' distance^from; it*and motioned' to Rose to

sit^beside"? her, :iwithout >* her; any candy."
*;Lucy

i
'

leaned 'against ;Rose]and Jlooked 'up at her. '{:She looked
young: and 'pitoous

r
ajid;confidlng.> Rose' felt again? that

s she twast sweet? and a that -she" loved- her.; She'put,;her
;>arm^around;Lucy.:, \u25a0"". ;--:..- i. • ' ".;»' -' :"YouTarea:dear,'Vsaid she.-
::'.:-,,'.. Lucy :nestled *{closer. "I;'know.J you ;•must ~phave-:':thought me' perfectly,"horrid to speak as' I;did to
Smother," said she,\"but you'don't understand." -A
-.:.'--.-\u25a0\u25a0-' Lucy;hesitated. ;iRose jwaited.-

J

'v ,
*\u25a0

-
; "You? seev*thel trouble ;fis" y

m Lucy,vwent on,* "I love
r mother (dearly, fof course." /She .is \ the :best \"mother :that
l;:cver; a?grirl^jhad,v but 'shells J always -so about" me, and ;she'.? follows Jme" about^ so,\u25a0' and I• get -^nervous.'
y and \I^know^l?"don't talways

"'
speak *as Ishould. Iam

l-.oftehlashamedTofimyseli.v;You;see-^-"
5 X -Lucy";hesitated again for".: a longer period. \u25a0 Rose
iV'waited.::: -

.j;v";^A-'->w -~"i:;. \u25a0•.. :-' :;:
-
;'.;•; .- •

'
(.;; _.y.. y.

-
i.--:.-.-=.

"Mother ".has :times v'of ? being,: very.' nervous," '*Lucy• '
said >in- a'whisperi* "T^sometimes^think.^when^shejfol-'

•"low3|me"about?so^thattshe;iß-not^for?tJxe-tlmeibelng
fauite1herself." . -\ . ,: :

H* ENRY WHITMANand his wife Sylvia, ramafcietf.
the one reading his Sunday paper, the other he?
book, while Horace and Rose were away.

Henry's paper rustled, Sylvia turned pases
gently. Occasionally she smiled, the self-satisfied smile
of the reader who thinks she understands the author, to

her own credit. Henry scowled over his paper, tha
scowl of one who reads to disapprove, to his own
credit. \u0084 .

Both were quite engrossed. Sylvia had reached an
extremely Interesting; portion 'of her book, and Henry,
was reading a section^ of his paper which made him
fairly warlike. However, the clock striking 4 arouseti
both of them. "X think it is very funny that they hava
not' come home,'* said Sylvia.

"Idare say they will,be along: pretty soon," saitl
Henry. >.

Sylvia looked keenly at him. "Henry "Whitman, did
he go to the Ayres'?" said she. ,

Henry, cornered, told the truth- "Well,Ishouldn't
wonder." h« admitted.

"Ithink it's pretty work," said Sylvia, angry red
spots coming in1her cheeks. Henry said nothing.

"The idea that a young man can't be in the house
with,a girl any longer than this without his fairly,
chasing her." said Sylvia. '*-/•_ ":

"Who knows that he is?"
"Do you think he is interested in the Ayres girl?"
**Xo,Idon't."
"Then Itis Rose," said Sylvia. "Pretty work Icall

it. Here she is with her own folks in this nice home,
with everything she needs!"

Henry looked at Sylvia with astonishment. "Why."
he said, "girlsget married. You got married yourself."

"Iknow Idid." said Sylvia, **but that hasn't got
anything to do with it. Of course he has to chase he;
the minute she comes within granshot."

V "Still, there's one thing certain, if she doesn't want
him he can take it out in chasing, ifhe is chasing.
and Idon't think he is," said Henry. "Xobody is going;
to make Rose marry any man.**.

"She don't act a mite in love with him." said Sylvia
ruminatingly. "She seemed real mad with him this
noon about that candy. Henry, that. was a funny thin^
for him to do."

"What?" asked Henry, who had so far \u25a0 only sot
Rose's rather, vague account of the cantly episode.

-Sylvia explained. "He actually knocked that candx
out of her hand and made her spill the whole box,
and then trampled on it. Isaw him."
'Henry-stared at Syrvia. "Jrmust have been an ac-

cident." «ald he.
"1* looked like an accident on purpose." said Sylvia.

""Well. Iguess I'll go out and make some of that
sala«l they likeno much for supper."

After Sylvia had gone Henry sat for a while reflect-
ing, then he went noiselessly out of the front door and
around to the grove. He,found the scattered pieces of.
candy, and the broken box quickly enough. He cast a
wary glance around and gathered the whole mas.i
tip and thrust it into the .pocket of his Sunday coat.

-Then he stole back to the hous»*r and got his hat and
went out again.. He' was hilrryiner along the road
whf.n.lie met Horace, and Rose returning.
'-Rose was talking seemingly with a cold earnest-*
nfss to her companion. Horace seemed to be listen-*mc;passively. Henry thought he looked pale and anx-
ious. When he saw jHenry he smiled. "Ihave an er-
rand, a business -errand." explained Henry. "Please
ttllMri.Whitman Ishall be home in time for supper.
1 don't think she knew when Iwent out She was in. the kitchen."

- "«

...;"All> right." replied Horace. After he had passed
them Henry caught the words. *"I think you owe ma
an explanation," In Rose's voice.

1"Itis about this blamed candy." thought Henry, feel-
ing the'crumpled mass in his pocket.
i

* **Sylvia is keeping something tv herself that. Is
worrying her to death/ in spite of her being so tickled
to have, the girl with us. and now here •is ,this candy,"

;he said tohimself.; He understood that for some rea-
son.Horace had not wanted Rose to eat the candy, that
he \u25a0 had ;resorted to fairly desperate measures to pre-

u.vent^ltj-but he /could < not ",imagine why.,,He had no
imagination for sensation or melodrama, and the candy
affair was touching tbi.t. line. "He had been calmly

.prosaic wifhregrd to Eliza Parrel's-; death. .They can
talk all -they want jto about- murder and suicide.'* ha
said -to 'Sylvia. "Idon't believe a word of it." -

\u25a0~". Now Henry.was forced ,to. admit that "he himseli
.was confronted by. something ;mysterious. Why had
Horace fairly flung. that ;candy .;\u25a0 on-the

'
ground and

;trampled on it,unless he had suddenly gone mad.,br—.
i'There'Henry brought himself np with a jolt.-He abso-
lutely:refused -to suspect.] .'Td-.jest as soon eat all
;that's left-. of

'
the ;truck;myself.? .he :thought, 't"only,I

7couldn't *bear -candy since .Iwas a chUd, and Iain't
going.to-eat It for,anybody."

- , :
\u25a0\u25a0r..,f Henry :,hadj to;pass .the t Ayres house. \ Jnst as ,ba
,came abreast ;of•Itshe, heard <a hysterical sob, then an-
t;other,: fromI:befiirid~;the i.open windows of a •room oa
\ the second < floor whose blinds were "closed.

-
To.Be iToatiaucd .>cxt iiutlav


