The San Prancisco Sunday Call.

THE SHOULDERS

SYNOPSIS

Henrr Whitman sad his wife, Syivia, a middle aged
couple, poor and hard working, living in the New Eng-
land village of East Westland, come unexpectediy into
property of Syivia's cousin, Abrahamn White,
\brabhama's will cuts off her own sister's child. Rone
1ietcher, an orphan, living with rich people in New
York. The property consists of = bix house, standing
on scres of ground, and an sannusl iscome of $600

stocks. Just before the fumeral Sylvia catches the
ndertaker's daughter, Flora Bsrues, snipping 2 thin
raid of =ilk out of the gown that drapes the corpse.
she had been robbing the dead for years in order to
ewmulate material for a black silk dress for herself.

her characters Introduced are Horace Allen, & school
had boarded with the Whitmans in their
and remains with them In their pros-
presides at the Hitle
the drinks that cheer

1he

W

whe

x of poverts

Albion Bennett, whe

store amnd deles ont
sc inebhriate.

Hart, & timid young keeps the

Miss Farrel dwells therein, an object of auapicion

ine

nd=

woman,

se of great beanty, despite her adyvanced years.
- school teacher in Fast Westland. One morn-
Miss Farrel is found muvrdered in bed. Lucinda
in suspectied of giving her poisoned eandy and is
gether with Hannah Simmons, whe is svp-
he r mecomplice Now. Misa Farrel, it turns
person who teok crre of Reose Fletcher,
P Is settled her entire fortune em her, hut
= n = redit te New York people. Conseguentlys
Fleteher is summoned to the fuwersl. On her
s} captures the Whitman family, though theyr
th swne apd misgiving upon her city clothes
samners I'he rase against Lucinda Hart and
' Simmons was mever pressed. Because of the
e fe 1arope of the perople with whom she had
e ng Rose Fletoher decides to remain with the
hifmans she makes friends with a morbid, hyateri-
gir named Luey Arsres, Incidentally, Horace and
henr that Lucy is fond of meaking candy and un-
asiness is sroused In the minda of both, the more seo
Henr obhser es there is something greatly
pg his wife
(HAPTER AN |
e 2K ghe resume
, - w e gref and
< = per. W
ghite
) : 5
N Y A - a
e had B She suspee
1% w orace
= . « hat as
sitting ees
g puflf of s =
4
wthe . £a e
e K £ going
are w < ks
< n - e c =
r puff at s pipe
¢ as B fer £
» - ~ b4 -~ c =
a g forace’'s gOINg e
-~ = e r T bat s &
iR e wit
this) he knew a
» tha e
B o ses to arrive a
e 2 s S
= F as qQ te =2 -
< gE we as a fem
< . S
< kKing - - wa
2 . . T
£aul
; ce | § Y
£ e e
£ s had bee
. b ad et ANEW
do She ked
e showe CeY'S
<
cswe g out
£ K hig
{ EEFPSE 4 e
er eness &
1 1 Miss € er
ai e Ros e
= 2 gla
is t g ’ vas
- f [ r othe wd
g gag < said, rather
=0 0ot er e.”
T S
s P a2
E ) s¢ - Ry ou
ed’'s being 3 le
& K1t 3
r astonis ¢ he-
< was f ving er.
e 1w girls L
spoke. as Rose w ered
2 k Rose 2 a some
< ca
- o < . 2 ot ear
< f easantr S sat
. =e - bed
4 - g
& pillows= ga
@ss = 4 i I -

s  lovely k that it looks pretty anvway™
strand her bair violently over her
st S as if she meant 1o tear it
GOLE
ey »
ot a e ried the ginl en

P i e

CITCYS EVES FTASTENED TEHEMSEINVE,
2" S URCN

OAFFEINICD.”

FTICEEIIAOY IRRELEALSED MAIRCIT

hair, then at
s. . You know
hair your color.

¢ same startled

her. -She threw

* said she.
She noticed Mrs.
and she thought

as sweet a girl
odd Kind of
face and her
suf-

al-

this morning,” she
a look of alarm in-
face, which Rose
er's likewise,

r Miss Hart, because I
he was guilty of what
“that 1 don’t like to
But 1 will say this

Her

essiv

look of mortal
1y nervous she
Mrs. Ayres rose,
turned with a bottle of
she said, as she poured'out
drink this, dear. You
drink port wine, and
ng this morning.”
he wine cagerly.

sa Rose, “to stand
audience as there was

rs. Ayres in a harsh voice,
body isn't uged to it. Lucy's

had to be out quite late at
rehearsal last

I hope it won't be too much for her,” said Rose,
“but it is suc delight to listen to her after—"
“Oh, T am tired and sick of hearing Miss Hart's
name!” ecried Lucy pleasantly.
said Mrs. Ayres
I am said Lucy defiantly “It has been
o it Miss Hart, Miss Hart from morning until

&

night lately. . Nobody thinks she peoisoned Miss ¥Far-

rel, of .course. It was perfect nonsense to accuse her
.of it, and when that is said I think myself that is
enough. 1 sce no need of this eternal harping upon it.

I have heard nothing except ‘Poor Miss Hart’ until T am
nearly wild, Come, Rose, Tll get dressed and we'll go
in the arbor. It is too pleasant to stay in doors.
room i awfully close.”

“I think, perhaps., 1 had better not stay.,”
plied doubtfully. 1t seemed to her that she was having

This

tlose re-

a strange call, and .she began to be indignant, as well
as astonished.

“Of course you are going to stay,” Lucy said, and
her voice was sweet again. “We'll let Miss Hart alone,
and I'll get dressed and we'll go in the arbor. 1t is
lovely out there today.”

With that Lucy sprang from the bed and let her
wrapper slip from her shaoulders. She stood before
her old fashioned black walnut bureau and began
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 if it had offended you,” she said.

“Don’t brush so hard, Lucy,” said Mrs. Ayres.

“I just hate my old hair anyway,” said Lucy, with a
vicious stroke of e 'brush. She bent her head over
and swept the whole dark mass downward until it con-
cealed her face and nearly touched her knees. Then
she gave it a 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 glow on her cheeks;
her 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 mmzed at the
superb curve of her shoulders rising above the dainty
lace of her corset cover and smile undisguisedly.

“I wish 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.

Lucy’s smile vanished suddenly. *“Well, what if it is
plump?” she said. *“What is the use of it? A girl
living here in East Westland can never wear a dress to
show her neck. People would think she had gone out
of her mind.”

Rose laughed.

eves

“I have some low necked gownss

antinued From

Preceding Page
at he did not whisper a syilable
he
iff.
by
any
up
there all

f it., Mrs. Dulcimore
gone aAwWay a kb
in the house again

give cause for

advice and send some one
like as not you'll find her

word o
has just
v, Is back
100 clever
ake
—as

in

all yo
es to vou

The thing T said to me Anthony—but five
e She'll be upstairs all the time, T =aid—
st the ijiot be doing but setting off for

fier her. Oh, sorrow the day that 1 was
an elephant, sorry the—but wait till he
and I'll know his reasons—ay, Mr. Wil-

with justice!”

- Jaughed #n his sleeve at this—and, hav-
glass of wine and eaten a mouthful of food,
to the chaise which he had traveled

London—and there, with his very foot upon

ce to face with Kitty, as we have

was instantly put in possession of her story.

15 Willoughby—oh, can it be Cousin Wil-

ar

ka
ed in

tress Kitty, could be any other? What,

t ble—crying—oh, Kitty, Kitty—"
et ord upon the ¢liff, and he insulted me—

to his house, Cousin Willoughby—
father nor mother understands—they are
eople nd know no better. Cousin—I must go

t leave this place—will you take me,
think. what will they—"

t though all the country cries upon me. Is
that T have been in this man's house for
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'HF-- stared at her zmazed. His pulse beat furiously,
s tongue cleaved to the roof of his mouth because of
the excitement of his thoughts.

“Kitty,” he stammered—you know there is nothing
would not do—and if your mind is really set upon
3 Oh, cousin, cousin,” cries Kitty, “if I were your

s.ster, would you leave me here for men to scorn me

vould you taks to a house of safety?”

God knows, 1T would give my life for yvou,” say= the
lad—and immediate opening the door he bade her
enter the chaise

Such, then, was the beginning of that pretty flight—

an escapade of which the town wonuld make much in the
days to some, as we shall presently discover. And yet,
as we kn € a boyv and ‘girl affair;
s0 much as a hoyden comedy playing among the
1eat sheaves innocently or set up for an example ¥n
the pastorals beloved of the King's theater.

Kitty fled Brighton because she believed it
were an infamy to stay longer there—the young soldier
accompanied her because she agked him to and for no
other reason under God's skvy.

1t ie true that Master Willoughby's heart Beat quick,
that the blood throbbed in his veins and that every im-
pulse of his young mManhood was quickened when he
found himself side by side with Kitty in the chaise; but
this was a natural sequence eénough.

How he had loved the child; how often in his dreams
had he_pictured her as the new gay discovered her—"
eves half closed, upon a white pillow: the golden
threads of her pretty hair tousled upon a snow white
foréhead: her breath faint at one who sleeps a child's
sleep: the little hands clasped upon her lap—Kitty be-
come the nomad, Kitty fleeing from riches te the cot—
and by her side a man who named her for his divinity!
None the less, voung Willoughby would sooner have
cut off his strong right hand than have betrayed a
word of the truth at such an hour. Indeed, we find
that he labored for her comfort in a way that no man
of the world could have bettered; rousing the inns at
her coming; urging the post boys to dispateh; asking
her at every turn how she did—and expressing his love
by no other overt act than that of the homage his eyves
could not conceal “And ghus, at last, he brought her to
St. James—and there he left her at a hostelry he knew
until leave could be obtained and he might conduct her
*o Marlow to her kinswoman's house. K

Of this second stage of the journey we shall have
but little to say. It had been a happier day for Ensign
Willoughby, perhaps, had he chosen another for her
escort—for what must bappen but that, when they ap- .
proached the village of Slough, whence Windsor is.
clearly to be discerned, the lad suddenly recollected Sir
Richard’'s presence at the castle and made mention of it.

“The Kking, they say, is very pleased with him,
Kitty,” he remarked, in ‘a generous impulse not to be
restrained. 2 N
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R RICHARD ESCOMBE

To this Kitty replied by the first earnest word she
had spoken since they quitted Brighton.

“Then Sir Richard has been to Leondon again,
cousin?” S
“Not once since you were there. They .tell the

oddest things of him—were Medmenham a monkery in
fact as well as name, Sir Dick would be the very man
for a habit in the place.”

Kitty thought upon this for a little while and pres-
ently she said:

“Why do vou speak te me of Sir Richard. cousin:
why does every one speak to ‘me of him?”

“Because we all thought thati you loved him, Kitty.”

“And vou, cousin—did you believe it?”

“Could I help it, Kitty? If it had not been so, if I
had not thought it so, would not T have told you long.
ago what T have always been afraid to tell you, Kitty?”

Here was a declaration if you like; and what would
have followed upon it but for Kitty's discretion God
only knows. Young Willoughby, a great hope return-
ing to him, had no other desire than to catch Kitty in
his arms and, holding her close, to take an oath that
no day of his life should separate them again—which
folly, perchance, he would have committed had not he
surprised her prettv eyves regarding the distant castie
=0 wistfully that all her secret was to be read in an
instant and his own supreme desire frozen at his heart.
Kitty, however, wished still to deceive him; and speak-
ing very kindly, she said: 3

“I shall never learn to love, cousin; it is a lesson
no one can teach me.” -

“Ah, Kitty, if I gould believe that. Look in my eyes
and tell me it is the truth.”

“No, no,” she cried, “the sun is setting and it blinds
me, cousin; look, all the west is aflame. T cannot speak
of it. And now tHe castle is far behind us; oh, do not
iet us talk of it any more, cousin.” v

He obeyed her without a word. This knowledge that
whatever her lips might say her heart was another
man’s came to him as a sad echo of the declining day
and an omen of that night through which it seemed
all who loved Kitty Dulcimore must live,

“She will marry Richard Escombe or she will never
marry at all,” said Ensign Willoughby, and then with
an instinctive dread of that which had been done he
asked himself, “What will he say, what will London
say of last night's work?”

- But this was a question the future alone could an-
swer—and how it answered it we shall presently tell.
% "Fo Be Continued Next Sunday.
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Rose siarted. and looked at the other girl
rer. “Why don’'t you have a doctor™ sald she.

“Oh, 1 don't mean that she—I don't mean that thers
is anything serious, only she has always beemn over-
anxious about me, and at times I fancy she is nervous,
and then the anxiety grows beyond limit. She always
gets over it. [ don’t mean that—"

“Oh, I don't know,” said Rose.

“I never mean to be impatient,”” Lucy went on,

in

hope

“b

t

espe-

today I was very tired, and I wanted to see you
cially. I wanted to ask you something.”

“What?”

Lucy looked away from Rose. She secemed to shripk
within herself.

The color faded from her face. I heard some-
thing,” she sald faintly, “but I =aid I wouldn't believe

it until I asked you.”

“What is it?”

“l Weard that you were engaged 1 Mr A n
Rose flusiled and moved away a ttle fro: 3
“You can contradict the rumeor whenever you Jear it

again,” she szaid.

Then it isn't true?”

No. it isn't

Lucy n_‘;!!"d against Rose in spite of a 1dde 1-
ness which had come over the oths si You are
s0 dear,” sald she

Rose looked straight ahead and sat
thoroughly angry at such rumeors, merel
happens to he g ir ! s
riageable man.” said she

“Yes, that is =o said 3 = 3 quiet
for a few moments, leaning agains ' lad
shoulder pressing lovingly the black ad one Ther
she moved away a little eared tty back
with a curious snakelike R d
Lucy’'s eyvea fastened thems : s
thing strange happened. \ 3 was a
born actress or she had become actua so ibued
through abnormal emotion and ) ~
spirit of the man t she w 1 I e 12
iis own emotions and s and
thence upon her face. al S at
Rose and slowly Rose became bewilderes t seemed
to her #hat Horace Al was looking thy gl

eves of this girl, w a look w sle ad often
seen since their very eeting She alt herself
glowing from head te foot She was scious of a
d y crimson stealing all over her face and neck Her
e fell before the other girl's. Then suddenly it
was all ever. Lucy rose with a little laugh. “Yom
sweet, funny crea ~ she can m vou
hlush king at you as if I were a mai Well. mavhe
I love you as well as one.”
: Lucy took the bowl of candy 1
extended it to Rose. “Do have

“Thank you,” said Rese. S 1
felt so. She took a sugared alme z
at it. “Aren’'t you going to eat any an yourself?™
said she.

“I have eaten SO mu« alvead hat it has made y
head ache.” replied Luey Is it good?

“Simply delicious. You must teach me W to 1ke
such candy.”

“Lucy will be glad te teach you any day,”
Ayres’ voice. She had come swiftly upon

tered the arbor with a religious newspaper i
Lucy no longer seemed annoyved by her mother's fo

ing her. She only set the candy behind
quick mgvement, which puzzled Rose
going to offer your mother some?” e asked, 1
Mother can’t eat candy. Dr. Wallace has forbidden

it,” Lucy said quickly.
“Yes, that is quite true,” assented Mrs. Ayres. Si
begar ng her paper Lucy offered the bowl agair

<, v to R who took a bonbon. She was just swallowin

- it whe Horace Allen appeared. He made a motion

= whic did not escape Mrs. Ayres She rose and co

:'a fronted him with perfect calmness and dignity. “Geod

% afterncon, Mr. Allen,” she said.

LI L sprang up quickly She was very white.,
lHora said good afternoon perfunctorily and looked
at Rose.

Mrs. Avres caught up tne bowl of candy. et ma
offer some, Mr. Allen,” she said It is homemadse
candy and quite harmless, 1 assu you. Her fair,
elder face confronted him her voice was
calm.

said Horace, and took a sugared
HER, AND SCMETISING Dot Bt Seueath <n el b
84 her hand w ger nness on hepr arm,

~Sit down, Lucy,” she said, and sat down,

said she, “but I can’'t wear them
fortunate for me; my neck

“You will wear them in other places,” said Lucy.
“You won't stay here all your days. You will have
plenty of chances to wear your low neck gowns.” She
spoke again in her unnaturally high voice. She turned

either. Maybe that is

is so thin.”

CHAPTER XII

ENRY WHITMAN and
the one reading his Sunday paper, ti
while

his wife Sylvia remained,

e other her

book, Horace and Rose were away,

to“:a’rd Bor (‘l-‘»?et“w g‘;l A Henry's paper rustled, Sylvia 'ned pages

‘Lucy!"” said Mrs. Ayres. ‘ " : e

“Well. it is the truth,” said Lucy.> “Don't preach, gently. Occasidnally she smiled, the seif-satisfied smile
mother. If you were a girl and somebody teld you of the reader who thinks she understands the author, to
tour neck was pretty, and you kn other ‘girls had ;.. own credit. Henry scowled over his paper, tha
chances to Fear r e ress 'ou wouldn't . .
"'J“, “;( I'l:,]“‘“(k“i. l;»\]\'”:mk e v iy scowl of one who reads to disapprove, to his own
be above fe = it a little. oW

“My neck was. as pretty as yours when I was a 'IN][_‘,:", = w3 1 el . S Bl Tendial
girl, and 1 never wore a low neck dress in my life,” FOth Wers QUite CREINERew. . VR T o an
said Mrs. Ayres > extremely interesting portion ‘of her t and Henry
T S e ras readi secti 4 ch made hin

“Oh, well, »u got married when you were 18" ;‘:‘r]‘.re::r;ii«a .‘!;'(-;T}-,»S t s z':a:-p‘ “,‘y
said Lucy. There was something almost coarse in her . ‘r> £ th - - h';l‘c — e S e Pl
remark. Rose felt herself flush. She was sophisti- r:gtl "_gm: .‘em.w" : ,’rl‘l\,‘,‘l'\,": VY SUNAS T Sty
cated and had seen the weorld, although she had been o1 darAm:a.\u" n‘:\_ ;\'.ill b'o B cotly Sotu.™ ekl
closely if net lovingly guarded; but she shrank from et s . wo- &3 IONg protiy soom, W
some things as though she had never come from under -2 SR =2 a b
d“:ounir\'g'noilhr-r\ ximg in her life Syvlvia looked keenly at him. “Henry Whitman, did

v 1 S e. 3 e T

Lucy got a pale blue muslin gown from the closet "¢ f"; ‘:’\,m‘e A‘:; 'm}i?’lz.“ e “Well. T shouldn’s

and slipped it over her shoulders. Then she stood for _ - 'hLorger"llt.»i o _— . - uldn'e
Ly ¢
her mother to fasten it in the back. Lucy was lovely m‘l'leivhinl: 'a"nu R LD S A S il
. : s tty work, d Sylvia, angry re«

in this cloud of blue, with edgings of lace on the ruf- A pretiy . &

fles and knots of black velvet. She fastened her black SPO!S coming in her cheeks. Henry said nothing

velvet girdle and turned herself sidewise, with a ‘The idea [h;al'a "‘n"m':,vtjmrf;‘:“n t}: “ Lf - _:"
charming feminine motion, to get the effect of her slen- “,"“ a girl any longer than this without his fairly
der waist between the curves of her small hip€ ana °chasing her” said Sylvia.
bust. Again she looked pleased. “You are dear in that “Who knows that he is? ; S
blue gown,” said ' Rose. Lucy smiled. Then she “Do you think he is interested in the Ayres gir
scowled as suddenly. She could see Rose over her _,‘\0' I dqn E - 3 . . .
shoulders in the glass. It is awful countrified,” said . Then it is Rose,” said *\-"h"a,, Pretty work I call
she. “Look -at the sleeves and leok at yours. Where it- Here she is with her own folks in this nie
was vours made?”’ with everything she needs! ;

“My dress maker in New York.” faltered Rose. She Henry: locked at Sylvia. wil
felt guilty, because her gown was undeniably in better he f‘“d' sirls get »r}mrn:-d.‘ You g
Ktvis. I know I d:q_ said Sylvia,

“There's no use trying to have anything in East 27Vthing to do with it. Of course

Westland,” said Lucy. While she was fastening a lit- tn€ Minute she comes within guns

tle gold brooch at her threat Rose again tried to “Still, there's one thing certain, if she doesn’t want
change the subject. “That candy of yours looked per- him he can gake it out in chasing, .x‘f'u:* ;s chasing,
fectly delicious,” said she. “You must teach me how 2nd I don’t think he is,” said Henry. “Nobody is going
vou make it.” to make ROa“e Marry any man. .

Mrs. Ayres went dead white in a moment. She “She don’t act a mite in love with him."” said Svlvia
looked at Lucy with a look of horror, which the girl TUminatingly. She seemed real mad with him t
did not meet. She went on fastening her brooch. “Dia "ooR about :ha.z candy. Henry, that was a funny t
vou like it?”" she asked carelessly. for‘hl.m [C‘b‘”dlr,

“An accident happened to it, I am sorry te say,” ex- What?" asked Henry, who had so far <ot
plained Rose. r:as‘»c _rat!:er vague account of the «

“Mr. Allen and I.were out in the grove, and some- ‘\-vy’”"‘ explained. “He actnally kne t indy
how he jostled me, and the candy got scattered on “Y! °f her hand and made her spill w »oX,
the ground, and he stepped on it.” and then trampled on it. I saw him. §

“Were you and he alone out there?” asked Lucy in _ 1e0rY atared at Sylvia. “It must have been an ace
a very quiet voice. rulont.‘ said he.

Rose looked at her amazedly. “Why, no: not when YI looked Hk»»'an accident on purpese.” said Sylvia,
that happened,” =she replied. “Aunt Sylvia was there, ‘Well, T guess I'll go out and make some of that
too.” Shef spoke a littlé resentfully. “What if My, Salad they like so much fer supper

After Sylvia had gone Henry for a while reflect- 3

ing. then he went

Allen and I had been alone—what is that to her?’ she sat

thought. . noiselessly out of the fromnt door and
“There is some more candy,” said Luey calmly. *“I around to the grove. He found the scattered pieces of
wiil get it and then we will go out in the arbor. 1 will candy and the broken box quickly enough. He cast a
teach vou to:make the candy any day. It is very wary glance around and gathered the whele mass
simple. Come, Rose, dear. Mother, we are going out P and thrust it into the pocket of his Sunday coat.
in the arbor.” Then he stole back to the house and got his hat and
Mrs, Ayres rose immediately. She preceded the two “ont 'f"ll again. He was hdrryving along the read
@irls downstairs and came through the sitting room W0en he met Horace and Rose returning.
door with a dish of candy in her hand just as they Rose was talking seemingly with a cold earnest«
reached .it. “Here is the candy, dear,” she said to P®SS to her companion. Herace seemed to be listen

ing passively. Henry thought he looked pale and anx-

Lucy, gnd there was something commanding in her

Soteh: fous. When he saw Henry he smiled. “I have an er-
Lucy took the dish, a pretty little decorated affair, Tand. a business errand.” explained Henry. “Please

with what seemed to Rose an air of suspicion and a teil .\!rl. ‘i\hitman I shall be home in time for supper.

grudging. “Thank you, mother.” ‘“Come, Rose,” she 1 domn’t thm)i she knew when I went out. She was in

said. She led the way and Rose followed. Mrs. Ayres the Kkitchen. & ¢

returned to the sitting room. The girls went through “All right.” replied Horace. After he had passed

the old fashioned garden, with its flower beds outlined them Henry caught the words, “I think you vwe me

an explanation,” in Rese's voice.

“It is about this blamed candy.,” thought Henry, feel-
ing the crumpled mass in his pocket.

“Sylvia is keeping something herself that Is
worrying her to death, in spite of her being so tickied
to have the girl with us, and now here is this candy™
he said to himseif. He understood that for some rea-
son Horace had not wanted Rese to eat the candy, that
he had resortéd to fairly desperate measures (o pre-
vent it, but he could not imagine why. He had no
imagination for sensation or melodrama, and the candy
affair was touching thdt line. He had been calmly
prosaic wifh regrd to Eliza Farrel's death. “They can
talk all they want to about murder and suicide,” he
said ‘to Sylvia. “I don't believe a word of iL"”

Now Henry wag forced to admit that he himself
was confronted by something mysterious. Why had
Horace fairly flung that candy on the'ground and
trampled on it, unless he had suddenly goue mad, or—,
There Henry brought himself up with a jeolt. He abso-
Jutely refused to suspect. “T'd jest as soon est all
that's left of the truck mysell.” he thought, “only I
couldn't bear candy since I was a ¢ and I ain’t
going to eat it for anybody.”

Henry had to pass the Ayres house. Just as ha
came abreast of it he heard a hysterical sob, then amn-
other from beHind the open windows of a room onm
the second floor whose blinds were closed.

Te Be Coatigued Next Sundav

with box, in which the earlier flowers were at their
prime, to the arbor. It was a pretty old structure,
covered with the shaggy arms of an old grapevine,
whose gold green leaves were just uncurling. Lucy*
placed the bowl of candy on an end of the bench which
ran around the interior, and, to Rose's surprise, seated
herself at a distance from it and motioned to Rose to
sit beside her, without offering her any candy. Luecy
leaned against Rose and looked up at her. She looked
young and piteous and confiding. Rose felt again that
she was sweet and that she loved her. She put her
arm around Lucy.

“You are a dear,” said she.

Lucy nestled closer. “I know you must have
thought me perfectiy horrid to speak as I did to
mother,” said she, “but you don't understand.”

Lucy hesitated. Rose waited.

“You see, the trouble is,” Lucy went on, “I love
mother dearly, of course. She is the best mother that
ever a girl had, but she is always so anxious about
me, and she follows me about so, and I get nervous.
and I know I don’t always speak as I should. I am
often ashamed of mysell. You see—"

Lucy hesitated again for a longer period. Rose
waited. ; :

“Mother has times of being very nervous,” Lucy

“T sometimes think, when she fol-
lows me abogt so, that she is not for the time being

to



