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\u25a0TKOPSXS /
Henry Whitman and wife, Sylvia, « mladl. •»•*

conple, poor and hard worfclar, Urtos to th. Wew

Ecrland rillsee of East We*tland, com* unexpectedly

Into the property of •ylrla*» «o«.tn, Abnkima'Wim
Abraham*'. wOl end off her own •!«t«r»» chM, Bo««

Fletcher, as orphan, Urine with rich po.pl. U W«w

York. Th. property eoanlat. of «W*h«M»
•*"***•

on nfty acre, o* «ro«d, and « annual tocom. «f t«»
in .tock*. Horao. Allen, principal .f th. l.eal .cho.l,

«ho had boarded with tho Whttanan. to thel* day. of

por.rty, remain, rrtth them to their »ro«p«lty. -_
Luctnda Hart, a timidywm» wwnu, keep, th. hotel.

Ml«. Farrel dwell, thereto, an objoet of muM9lclo» be-

en.* of *r«at beauty, de^plt. her advanced year*

Oa. momto* Ma. PaVrU U found mnteii I« bo*.

Luctoda Hart U nupeeted of «lrto« her pol.oae*

candy and 1. axrerted t^ether with Hasaafc Slmmona,

who la .oppose to bo he* accomplice. How,Visa. Far-

rel. It tnrna out, w« th. P*»w who to«»k care of

rto.e Fletcher, h.Tlaa- .wsretly .ettled her entire for-

tune on her, hat airem all th. credit to th. W.w To*

people. Con..«nently 80.. Fletehe. 1. remmoaed to

tho funeral. On her arrtral «he capture, the Whitman

family, though they look with aw. and mfcalrln* upon

her dty clothe, and city manner*. Th. oaa. a»alnrt
mrfada Hart and Hannah Simmon, fall, through. Be-

cauae cX the departure for Europe o* tho Wilton fam-

ily,y*UM nbom .he had been Uxtns, Ro.e Fletcher de-

cide, to remain with the Whitman.. She make, friend,

with a morbid, hy.terlcal *trl named Lucy Ayr*.,

whose morbid fancle. hare greatly disturbed her moth-

er. Incidentally Horace «nd Henry hear that I.ucy I.

fond of making candy and uneaclnes. «• arouwd In the

mind* of both. When Lucy offer. »©"« « hox Horace

.n«tche. Itaway, and crumple. ItInto hi. pocket. To

«dd to Henry. dUrtre.J he notice, that there 1. .cue-

thins preying: on hi. wife's nttnd.

-!« f^RKEL. teaching In her country school,'

l^lLad htd visions ol a girl rising a thorough-

l Itrcd in Central park with a srroom In at-

1 \u25a0 tendance; where*. th« reality was an

oW >aan vrho served 'both as coachrtan and butler In

,a.eful!v kept Hvery. guiding: two hocies apt to itnaibl.

from extreme age through the.snoppfins district and the

pretty face of the girl looking out of the windows of an

ancient coupe, which nevertheless hs* a coat of arm.

upon its door. Miss Farrel imagined Rose ina brilliant

bouse party at Wiltmcre. Mrs. Wilton's and Miss Pame-

la's country home; whereas in reality she was^roamlngr

*bou» the fletdi and brooks with an old bull terrier for

puard and cofnpanion. Res« generally .carried a book

-n><-e expeditions, and generally not a modern book.

Her -overness had a terror of modern books, especially

ot novels She had looked into a few and shuddered.

Rose's taste in literature was almost Elizabethan. She

<vas not allowed, of course, to glance -at early English

novels which her governess classed with late English

und American in point of morality, but no.poetry except

Byron was prohibited."
nose loved to sit under a. tree with.the dog In a

white coil beside her and hold her book open on her lap

m"d read a word now and then and amuse her.elt with

fancies the rest of the time. She grew In-those days ot

her girlhood to have firm belief In tboso things

«'inc'i:she ncv-er saw or heard, and th. belief never
wholly deserted Her. 6U« never saw a wood nymph

Etretcb out a white *rm from a tree, but she believed

in the possibility ofIt and the belief gave her a curious

aellght When she returned to me house for her scanty

r'ogantiy served dinner with the three elder ladles, her

eyes would be misty vith these, fancies and her mouth

would wear the inscrutable smile of a baby*, at the

charm of them.
When she first came to East Westland .he was a pro-

found mystery to Horace, who boA onlyknown well two

distinct types of girl—the purely provincial and the re-

verse.' Rose, with her mixture of the two. puzzled him.

While she was not In the least shy, she had a reserve
which caused her to remain a secret to him for some

time. RoeCs Inner life was to her something sacred,

not to be lightlyrevealed. At last, through occasional

remarks and opinions, lightbegun to shine through. He

had begun to understand her the Sunday when he had

followed her to Lthcy Ayree*. He had also more than
begun to love her. '.Horace Allen would not have loved
her so soon had she been more visible as to her Inner

self. Things plainly on. the surface .rarely interested

him very much. He hcui 3iot an easily aroused tempera-

ment, and a veil which, stimulated his Imagination ana
aroused his searching instjnet was really essential ifhe

were to fall in love. Ha had fallen in love before, he

had supposed, although he'had never askett one of th«

fair ones to marry Mm. $ow he began to call up va-
rious faces and Tronder Ifthis were not the first time.

All tho faces seemeil to dim before this -present one.

He realized something in her very dear and precious,

and for the first time ie felt as ifhe could. not forego

possession. Hitherto ft had been easy enough' to bear

the slight wrench of leaving: temptation and moving,hit
tent.

'
Here it was different. Still, the old objection re-

mained. How could he zaajrry upon his slight*salary?

The high school in East Westland was an endowed
institution. The principal Teceiv.d $1,200 a'year. Peoplt

in the villageconsidered tnat a prodigious Income. Hor-
ace, of course, knew bettea:. He did not think that sum

sufficient for him to risk matrimony. Here, too, h<!

was hampered by another consideration. Itwas 'Intol-
erable for him to think of.Rose's wealth and his paltrj

$1,200 per year. An ambWlon which had always slum-
bered within his mind awoke" to full strength and ac-

tivity. He began to sit up late at night and write ar-

ticles for the papers and He had got on<

accepted and received a check which to his inexperienc<

seemed promisingly large. In spite of all his anxietj

he was exalted. He began to wonder If circumstance:
would not soon Justify him In reaching out for th<
sweet he coveted. He made up his. mind not to be pre

cipltate, to wait until he was sure, but his lmpatienc<

had waxed during the last few hours,* ever sinee -tha

THB
r.cxt morning at breakfast Rose announoed he»

intention of seeing IfLucy Ayres would not «»
to drive with-her. "There's one very nice little

horse at the livery stable." said she. "andIcan

drive. Itis a beautiful morning and poor Lucy did not
-

look very well yesterday, and Ithink It will do her

good."
Horace turned white. Henry noticed it. Sylvia, who

was serving something, did not. Henry had thought ha

had arrived at a knowledge of
"

Horace's suspicions, .
which in themselves seemed to him perfectly groundless,

and now that he had. as he supposed, proved them to

be so, he was profoundly puzzled. He had gone to Hor-
ace's assistance before. Now he did not see his way

clear to'doinfr so, and saw no necessity for It. Ho ata

his breakfast medltatlvery. Horace pushed away his
plate; and rose. "Why. what's the matter?" asked Syl-
via. "Don't you feel well. Mr. Allen?" .

J'Perfeotly well;never felt better."
"You haven't eaten enough to keep a sparrow alive."
"Ihave eaten fast." said Horace. "Ihave to m»ki

an' early start this morning. Ihay» some work to do
before school." .

Rose apparently paid no attention. She went on with
her plans for her drive.

*
J,

"Are you sure you know how to manage a horse?**
Sylvia said' anxiously. "Iused to drive, but Ican't g«
with you because the washerwoman Is coming." * •

"Of course Ican drive," said Rose. "Ilove to drive.
And Idon't believe there's a horse In tha stabla th»t
would get out of a walk anyway." •

"You won't try to pass by any steam rollers and
you'll look out for the automobiles, won't yon?" said
Sylvia.,Horace left them talkingand set out hurriedly. When

he reached the Ayres house he entered the gate, passed

between the flowering shrubs which bordered the gravel
walk and rang the bell with vigor. He .was desperate.
Lucy herself opened the door. When she saw Horac*
she turned red, then white. She was dressed neatly In
a little blue cotton wrapper, and her pretty hair was
arranged as usual with the exception of one tiny carl
paper on her forehead. Lucy's hand went up nervously
to this curl paper. "Oh. good morning," she said breath-
lessly, as Ifshe had been running. . •

Horace returned her greeting gravely. "Can X sea
you a few moments. Miss) Lucy?" hs said.

A wild lightcame Into the girl's eyes. Her cheek*
flushed again. Again she spoke In her nervous, panting
voice and asked him in. She led the way Into the. parlor
and excused herself flatteringly. She was back In a
few moments. Instead of the curl paper thera was a
little soft dark curly lock on her forehead. She had
also fastened -the neck of her wrapper with a gold
brooch. The wrapper, sloped well from her shoulders
and displayed a lovely V of whtte neck. She sat down
opposite Horace, and the simple garment adjusted It-
self .to her^ slim figure,^revealing Its tender outlines.
Lucy looked at Horace and her expression waa tray to.
foolish and. of almost revolting wistfulness. She was
youth and womanhood Inits most helpless and pathetlo
revelation. .Poor Lucy could not help herself. Sha waa
as a thing always devoured aad never consumed by a
flame of nature. , '

f .
Horace felt all this perfectly In an analytical way.

He sympathized in an analytical way, but In other re-
spects, he felt that curious resentment and outrage
of which a man is capable, and which is fiercer than oat-
raged maldenllness. For a man to be beloved when his
own heart does not respond is not pleasant. Hs can-
not defend himself, nor even recognize the fact without
being lowered Inhis own self-esteem. Horace had done,
as far as he could judge, absolutely nothing whatever
to cause this state of mind InLucy. He waa self-exon-
erated as to that, but the miserable reason for Itall. In'
his mere existence as a male of his species, filled him
with shame for-himself and her, and also with anger.,
..He strove to hold to pity, bat anger got the better of.

him." Anger coupled with shame make a balking team.
Now the man was really at a loss what to say. Lucy
sat before him, draped Inher little blue cotton robe, and
looked at him with her expression of pitiable self-reve-
lation and waited, and Horace sat speechless. Now hs
was there he wondered what he had been such an ass a«
to come- for. He wondered what he had ever thougnt
he could say

—
would say.

Then Rose's face shone out before his eyes, and hi*
impulse, of protection made him firm. Ha spoke abruptly.
"Miss Lucy," he began. Lucy cast. her eyes down and
waited. Her whole attitude was that of utter passrre-
ness and 'yielding.

\u25a0 "Good Lord!. She thinks Ihave come hare at X
o'clock Inthe morning to propose." Horace thought with
a sort of fury. He did not speak again. Ha actually
did not know how to begin, what to say. He did not
finally say anything. He arose. Itseemed to him that
he must prevent Rose from going to drive with Lucy,
but he saw no way of doing so.

'

When. he got up it was as ifLucy's face of foolish
anticipation was overclouded. "Tou are not going so
soon." she stammered.

"Ihavo to get to school early this morning," Hor-
ace said in a harsh voice. He moved toward the door.Lucy also had risen. She cow looked altogether tragic
The foolish wistfulness had gone. Instead claws
seemed to brls tlo all over her tender surface. Sud-
denly Horace realized that her slender, wiry body
was pressed agalnst'his own.- He felt her soft cheek
against his. He*felt at once in the grip of a tiger and
a woman, .and horribly helpless,, more helpless than
he had ever been 11n his whole life. What could ha say
or do? Then suddenly the parlor door opened and Mrs.
Ayres, Lucy's mother, stood, there. She saw with herstern, melancholy "gaze the whole situation. "Lueyr*
she said. BBHBHBfIi. Lucy started away from Horac*. and gazed in a
sort of fear and wrath at her mother.

"Lucy," said Mrs. Ayfes, "go up to your own room."
Lucy obeyed.- She' slunk out of the door and crept

weakly upstairs.'
Horace and Mrs. Ayres looked at each other. Thera

was an expression of doubt In the woman's fact. "For
the first time she -was not altogether sura. Perhaps
Lucy had been right.after all in her surmises. Why
had Horace called?

."What did you coma for, Mr. Allen?"
Suddenly Horace thought of tha .obvious thing to

say, .the explanation to give. "Miss Fletcher Is think-
ing of coming later to take Miss Lucy for a firtva,"
said he. ' B|

"And you called to.tell*her?" said Mri. Ayres.
. .Horace looked

'
at her. Mrs. Ayres understood."

"Miss Fletcher must corns with a doobls sectad
carriage, so that Ican go," «aM ah*. "My daughter is
very nervous about horses. Inever allow nar to go to
drive without •me.**%gB3BBBB&

.She observed ..with a sort, of bitter sympathy the
look of relief overspread Horace's face.

"Iwill send a telephone, message from Mrs. Slmm.V.
next door, to the livery stable, so there willba no mis-
take," she said. \u25a0 v:.- r - *

:To Be Continued Next Week.

THE SHOULDERS OF ATLAS

delicious note of stilted, even cold praise, and that check-

had arrived. When Rose had^started to go up stairs he

had not been- able to avoid, following her into .the hall..
The door of the. north- parlor, stood open and', the :whole •

room was full of the soft shimmer of moonlight: ': It

looked like a bower of romance. It-seemed fullof soft

and holy and alluring!mysteries. Horace. looked down
at Rose. Rose looked up at him. Her -eyes 'fell; she
trembled dellclously.

t

'
V ; .v :-.>..;,

"It Is very early,
-

he said, in a whispering i-volce,

which would not have been known for his. Ithad in it
the male cadences of wooingmusic/ \u25a0• •; ;. '\u0084

Rose stood "still.
'

V \\? .
"I<etus go.ln there a little while/'..whispered' Horace.'

Rose followed him into the room';. fiegave .the door a-lit-'
tie push.' Itdidnot quite close/but nearly/ Horace placed

a chair for Rosebeside a window into; which the moon :

was shining, then he drew up' one beside It.but not very
close. He neither dared/ nor, was sure that he desired.
Alone with the girl in this. moonlit :room an awe "crept

over him. • She looked away from himout of the window,

and he saw that this same awe. was over.her also. All
their young impulses were thrilling,but this awe," which
was of the held them in check. Rose, with the

full white moonlight:shining/upon
'
her face, gained an

ethereal beauty which gave her an adorable aloofness.
The young man ;seemed to see her through the vista

of all his young dreams. : She was' the goddess before
whom his soul knelt at a distance. Ho thought he -had
never seen anything half so lovely,as she was in that
white light, which seemed, to crown her with a frosty

radiance like a nimbus. Her very expression was
changed. She was smiling, but there was something a
little grave and stern about. her smile. Her eyes,- fixed
upon the clear crystal of the moon sailing through. the
night blue, were fullof vision.; Itdid not seem possible

to him: that she could be; thinking of him at all, this
beautiful creature with her, pure ;regard ;for the holy

mystery of the nightly sky; but in reality Rose, being

the more emotional of the two and also since she was
not the one to advance, the more daring," began to trem-
ble withimpatienco for his closer contact/for the touch
of his hand upon hers. *--\ . :

She would have died, before she had betrayed, this
yearning, of hers, before she would have made the first
advance, but It filled her as with secret fire. Flnaliya
sort of anger possessed her;' anger at herself and at
Horace.

'
She became horribly" ashamed of;herself, and'

angry at him rbecause of- the shame. She gazed out at

the wonderful masses of shadows which the trees. made
and she gazed up again, at the sky and that! floating
crystal,.and it seemed impossible thatlt was within her
as It was. Her. clear . face was as calm as marble, her
expression as immovable, her gaze as direct, . it seemed
as if a man must be a part of the wonderful mystery

"of,the' moonlit -night to comerwithln.her; scope of vision

'•"at'ajl. v-.. \u25a0;;.;\u25a0:\u25a0'\u25a0 "(\u25a0.'-\u25a0\u25a0'; :°:.' :. -it' '\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0'- :'V- .'
'

1 r.Rose chilled,- when she. did not mean to do 80,-by;

sheer maidenllness.' ,• • '.'\ . . \u25a0. .'
•.\u25a0v*Hora'ce;Jgazlng*.at her. calm :face, felt-in some way .
:rebuked^ ;hVhad led' a.decent sort of life,but-after all
he • was a man,I;and what right had[heito > even think of
a creatureyik'e that?- Hegleaned-.'back'^lnrhls^chalr, :re-^'
moving hlni^self fufther'fronj^her, and he also* gazed at'
the

'"
mobn^lp That^ mysterious"- thing * of silver light' and

shadows, t?hich had }illumined "all:the ages of \u25a0 creation \u25a0

by'\u25a0tn'elr. own^^ reflected ]light;?until it>hadfcbmej.tobeja.
mirror .of, creation Itself/? semed

- to \give;him sort
'
of \u25a0

chill ;of,the2 fleshy After;all; whatiJwasVeTerythlnff. In ;

lifebut:a repetition 6f;*that which;Sad-been; *nd a cer-
talntyof dekth? yfßoseyfßose looked ilke\a- ghost to his fancy.

\u25a0

;He "seemed .Hke'a.' ghost to himself, and' felt,reproached
\u25a0 tor\ the :hbt;ardor surging in his fleshly,heart.
' * "

''That jsame rmobn* lit',the ;"world for' the builders: of
•thopyramids/'.he'sald, tritely.enough. . " ,

"Yes," rnurmured vßose in a faint..voice. -i:

\u25a0 Tlie pyramids chilled her. So they were what he had
bcen^thinking about; and' not .herself.- - -

Ilorace \u25a0 went on.'. "It shone' upon all.those ancient',
battle fleids of thejdld Testament,' and the chlldren'bf
Israel'in their exile,", lie said., \ '\u0084

"

\;f/ Rose looked iat him. '"It shone upon thejgarden of \u25a0

;Eden^ after;Adam had so longed-for Eve rthat-she grew
iout;of hia:longing and DPcarne something separate from .
'
himswlf.so 7 tiiat ;he could see her without, seeing h)tn-
self:all;the time; and \t shone upon the garden. in Solo-
mon's song, and the roses of Sharon, and the lilies of the.

/ valley/ and the land -flowing with milk and honey," i^lie
said In a childish tone of levity; which had' an under-

current:Qf earnestness in it. Allher emotional nature

and her pride arose'against pyramids and Old Testament
':battle fields, when she had only,been conscious. that tlie
moon shone upon Horace and herself.^ She was shamed
and angry as she had never been shamed arid'ansrybe-

\u25a0 fore. \ '\u25a0.-. •\u25a0

' ..- . \u25a0\u25a0
\u25a0 .;. ' • .;" . ;

.Horace leaned "forward and gazed eagerly at -her.
After all, was he mistaken? He was shrewd enough,
although "\u25a0 he \u25a0\u25a0 did>not understand \u25a0the; moods of women
very well/and It did seem to;him that there .was some-
thingdistinctly 'encouraging in her. tone. .Just then the
night wind came in strongly at tho. window^beside which
they'.were sitting. An 9rdent* fragrance of,dewy earth
and plants smoteHhom in the face.
' "Do you feel the draught?" asked Howard.

' ' '

;"Illke it." ;
. "Iam afraid you will_catch cold." -
,"i don't catch cold easily at all."
'I'The' wind is very damp,'.' ;argued \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0Horace .with in-

creasing'confidence, lie grew, very bold.; lie seized upon
one of her little white hands. "Iwon't believe itunless

\u25a0I can feel for myself that your hands are noVcold," said
.he; He' felt"the little soft fingers curl around: his hand

with the involuntary pristine, force' of *a- baby's. .Ilia

; heart beat tumultuously. v ', v-

"Oh.".he began.. Then he stopped suddenly," as .Rose
I snatched^ her hand .away and

'
again :

;gazed at:the moon."
"It:Is

'a night,";she \u25a0remarked, ;and the
'
harm-

less deceit of-woman, which is her natural weapon, was
inher voice and manner.

' ' '"';*<- / :' \u0084.

'

'
;ViHorace was more obtuse. He remained leaning eager-- ly\toward"the girl.:He extended his hand again/ but she

\u25a0; repeated (in her soft, deceitful voice, "Yes, a perfectly

beautiful night." '/ :•.'.. '.:-,-\u25a0' - '\u25a0-.., \u0084V v; ;".,
'

.'\u25a0 \
"

" jThenVhe .observed Sylvia; Whitman standing beside
them. \u25a0 "It's a-nice^night enough," said \u25a0 she,' "but you'll

>both;catch
~
;your deaths/ of 'cold at.this open ,window.

-The .wind is blowing"right In on- you.".yV \u25a0 ;_" /'.-;,
: .She made a motion to close It,stepping:between~:Rosa
and^Horaoe, but the. young man sprang; to.his, feet. 'T^t

;'me'clbse' It/Mrs/Whitman," •said he, arid;did \u25a0 so.
"Itain't late'euough Inithe season to set right beside

'an ;open;window and let the windl'blow;In>"ohryou,"» said
.; Sylvia^severely.;; -She'd\T»wTvp:\-fc<A^B^e^lTiAndint

down.- She formed the stern apex of a triangle,- b'f which
?;Horace; and;fRose jwere \u25a0 the- base. >: She^ learie^back: and

->';.-:'^ * . .-.
'

4.*"> "•* i
**

:•
'

"It's • a pleasant .night/ <said she, . as.if:^ answering
r Rose's iremark, ."but \ toV'meithere's ': always •; something

:sibrt^of*sadjabbut; moonlight' nights:^" They*make tybii
i-think jof|times: arid ipeople C that's :'sjbn«^.;^l?ddresa"y, ;-it's
'dlfferenKwlth:you .young, folks/- Iffuessii;used to,feel
/different "about moonlight^nights years agor.l| remember
\"when -Mr.

-
Whitman and •I[were first;maorrled,lwe 'used

-to like to
'
sit;but on1the front doorstep fand}look"at the

imoon. and make plans'."- • •;- .-.'.•.':\u25a0 ''••\u25a0•'.'".'! '\u25a0;\u25a0•\u25a0

\u25a0•"Don't you fever now?'; asked Rose^;} :;/"
'
, , /

''Now' we:go ito bed and sleep," replied: Sylvia,de-
cisisely.

' ' J ..%-„*'V *,

\u25a0\u25a0.. There was a silence. "Iguess It's pretty, late, said

Sylvia, in-a meaning* tone:- "What time IsIt;Mr.Allen."

Horace consulted his -watch. "Itla not very late," he
said. It'dldnot*seem to him that Mrs. Whitman could
:StaV. '

\u25a0 • \u25a0

--- - I\u25a0'- "7 '
'' *

• :"Itcan't be very late," said Rose.,
; "What time Is it?" asked ;Sylvia\relentlessly. ,

1 '•
"About half past ten," replied Horace/ with.reluc-

tance. ...'.'. . \u25a0"',\u25a0. ;.'.;./; --...' \u0084;

.-, }"Icall that'very late." twld
;Sylvia. "It Isolate for

Rose, anyway.',' <^,* >;'-. ;.* \u25a0\u25a0 '- '.-./ .... .'.,re:-\u25a0r c:-
\u25a0 "Idon't feel at all tired," said Rose. ./" \u25a0",.

-r "You must be^' said SylvW "You can't always go by

feelings." £: :, -\u25a0\u25a0:.\u25a0\u25a0

She swayed 'pitilessly back and; forth Inher rocking,

cliair^ Horace and
'Rose waited' In;- an agony.' of

'
impa-

tience for her to leave them) but'she had "no idea of do-
ing,so. She rocked. Now and then she made some mad-
dening little remark which had nothing whatever to do

with the situation. '.Then she rocked again. ;Finally she
triumphed. 'Rose stood up. "Ithink Itis getting rather
late," said she. .

"It is very late," agreed" Sylvia, also rising. Horace
rose. There was a slight-pause, rlt seemed even then
that Sylvia might take pity upon them, and leave them.

-But she stood like a rock:.ltwas quite evident that she
would settle again into her rocking chair at the slight-

est
*
Indication which the two jrourig people made of a

disposition to' remain., .*\u25a0'•V--].>--:-.. >--:-. * . '
Rose gave a fluttering little.sigh.;She extended her

"hand to' Horace.
; "Good night, Mr. Allen," she said.
,: '"Good night," returned Horace. "Good night, Mrs.
Whitman." '"\u25a0 . ;

"ItIs time you went to bed too," said Sylvia.
_-

"Ithink I'llgo Inand have a smoke with Mr. Whit-
man first," said Horace.'

••He's going to bed too," said Sylvia. ;"He's tired.
Good

;nightr Mr. Allen.' Ifyou open, that window again
'you'llbe sure and shut'lt down before you go up stairs,

won't you?" •'."
- , , -

'.^Horace promised that he would, ;Sylvia went with
Rose Into her room to unfasten her gown. A lamp was
burning on the dressing .table. Rose kept her. back
toward;'the light. Her pretty -face was flushed, and

\u25a0she was almost in tears. Sylvia hung the girl's gown

>up carefully, then she looked at her lovingly. Unless
Rose made the first advance, ywhen Sylvia.would submit
withviriwartl rapture' but outward stiffness, there never
were good night kisses exchanged between the two.

"You look all tired out," said Sylvia.
; "lam not at all tired." sald'Rose. She was all quiv-

ering with Impatience, but her.voice sweet and do-
cile. She; put up

"
her -face for Sylvia to kiss. "Good

night, dear Aunt Sylvia,',' said she.
;.' *;v''Csobd •night."* said Sylvia.

\u0084 Rose felt merely , a soft
-touch of thin, tightly closed lips. .Sylvia did not know

how. to kiss/butjshe was glowing with delight.
When she joined Henry in their bedroom down stairs

he looked at &er ',inl some disapproval. "I.don't /think
)you'd^oughtto" have gone ln/theYe,'* he said.

•J ;s '^Why jiot?" v- v
.i-V'Whjv you, must expect young folkstobe yoons
folks, 'and ;ltlwas only natural for them to.want to sit

c in there in the moonlight."•• -,"They; can" sitMn there in.the moonlight If they warn
;to/.'; said 'Sylvia. -"I'didn't/hinder .them."/ . "!rI

Vj:~?V"I think"they,,wanted to be alone.'."
" '•

s "When they; sit;in -the -moonlight I'nY going to si
; too, "_. said. Sylvia. '•'\u25a0\u25a0'.'-'
.VV;SIie slipped her, gownjcaretully^over' her. head. {Whei

the head" emerged Henry saw
'
that ''it^was^carried hish

,_: with-'the >ame': rigidity"*.which had lately 'puzzled him
: arid. that 'her face had .that same-, expression \of ste'ri
/'isolation.

'
. , \u25a0

""\u25a0 '". .'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 ;'.'
"

?'-y'".:"V.;-'-~.":..
'-\u25a0 ,"\u25a0""» VSylvia!";'-'said Henry.' \u25a0 ;-••".: ..".-*'"\u25a0 . -...- s.

{\u25a0,'\u25a0'.-. "Does ''anything .worry.you lately?'.'
\u25a0 "I'dIlk'

i;to.;know;whyJ'yoir^shojrfd^ think.'anything (worries me/.!, said she, "ascomfortableasjwe areloft how.", 7

..'\u25a0-•' .."Sylvia/have, you'anythinjj^onlyourjlmlnd?"
p^V^'lfdon't Iwantj tol1seeTyourig

t

J folks 'imaking f fools -o
; themselves/*/sald iSylvia;ishortly.? and =her, voice' had

'
th'

,-y samejtone'of ,deceit :which Rose" had used when she spok'
-|of jthe}beautiful Fnight.f,;'\u25a0[.. ;<::\Ss;':^; \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0: :\u25a0*-

" .
1; %*<Thatfain't;lt.'^saia*Henryi\qul§tly.; .
>; ",Well,lif jyouiwant^to; know,",said Sylvia; "she's' beei
[V pestering^ me? wlth^ wanting!^tqipay- board Mf she "stay:
.Valong;here,:andjrve put? my:footidown;lshe. shant

spa5 pa-1

:iaccent !'.'i:s^^^^^:-;. "\u25a0;'..•>-. .•\u25a0 \u25a0•..\u25a0 \u25a0'-'- ;;•-\u25a0..-' .
|^C^"Of ?c6ur«e,!.we, can't ilet:her,'^agreed*Henryr.'Thei
> he :added:* "This;was{all? herjowns aunt's 'property/ ah1

;Xway/[and; lf there h*adn't;been a^.will \it would have gon"
-r.to.her.''*.:;: ,\u25a0\u25a0.;.; .r;;-T-.T.T

-.T.
;

T V: v."•.-"/ -.•„; •'_»-•'\u25a0\u25a0•;."« » -'--v.-- ..•:. >'Therßi.was a.will/:.said, Sylvia.; fastening her cot
\u25a0 ion nightgown tightly.afound:her

7sklnny. throat.. , VOf course" she's going;to'stay aa ;long 'as she's :con'
\u25a0\u25a0?\u25a0

- ,\u25a0:\u25a0'-'"\u25a0 ' \u25a0"'"\u25a0-" . \u25a0--:-\u25a0\u25a0_\u25a0 ".. . "-\u25a0 --•-.-- -^._..-•' -..

tented, and she ain't a-oin* to pay hoard." said Hsnry.

quietly; "but that ain't the trouble. Have yon *otany-
thing on your;mind. Sylvia.?*' \u25a0"\u25a0 -\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0" «'-._«»

"Ihope so." replied Sylvia, sharply. "Ihope rvs got

a little something on ray mind., Iain't a fool.
\ Honry said Ino more. Neither he nor Sylvia went to

sleep at once. 1 The moon's pale Influence Ht their root*

and seemed disturbing 4a Itself. Presently they both
smelleil .cigar smoke. .

"lie's smoking." said Sylvia. "Well, nothing oiR»»
much difference to*you men as Ions; aa you can smosa.
I'd like to know what you'd do in my place. __

"Have you got anything on' your mind, Sylviar*

\u25a0"Didn't Isay Ihoped Ihad?. Everybody has some-
thing on her. mind unless 'she's a. tarnation fool, and I

Henry did not speak again.

THE NEW YORK HERALD-SAN FRANCISCO CALL ANGLO-JfMERICAN COMPETE:
tion y.r;'-£:'

Max Pemberton, England, vs. Mary. E. Wilkins Freeman, America.
'

The NEW YORK HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL have purchased the
exclusive rights to twonovels, simultaneous publication ofwhich began January 26, tocon-
tinue, in weekly installments, for about 18 weeks, announcement of the .closing date to
be made hereafter. One novel Is by a distinguished Englishman, Mr. Max Pemberton;

the other by ah equally distinguished American woman, Mrs.MaryE.Wllklns Freeman,

litorder to supplement the purely artistic incentive to high endeavor. the^NEW YORK-
HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL willa^ard a largo prize to the author of
the better novel of the two. Inevent of a tie the prize money willbe divided- equally. v:y-

Believing that the public Is a more competent judge than a self-styled. ''crltlc^thc
NEW YORK HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL lovlte their^readers }(to,]ex^:
press their Individual opinions of the weekly'lnstallment* by Siting out the subjoined

ballot and sending it to the 'Anglo-American Competition ;Committeeicare otTHB-CALfy
San Francisco. \u25a0 '_' „-

' ' '

\ --./,<'.'-".-,/-:•'''•''/-•.''*•*

il~'consider this week's installment of (name of n0ve1)]:..,..... v... •'V'.'Vfbetter]- than

thatoi (name of aovel):......*.>*^r"m ' -


