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SYNOPSIS

Henry Whittwan and wife, Sylvia,
couple, poor and hard working, living in the
Esgland village of East Westland, e uRexXp
into the property of Sylvia’s cousim, Abrahams White,
Abrahama’s will eunts off her owna sister’s child, Rose
rletcher, an orphan, living with rich people in New
York. The property consists of & big house, rtanding
on Afty acres of ground, and sm sanunal income of $600
in stocks. Horsce Allem, principal of the lecal schoel,
who had bomrded with the Whitmans in thelr days of
poverty, remsims with them tn thelir prosperity.

Lucinds Hart, a timid ¥ the hotel
Miss Farrel dwells therein, am object of suspicion be-
cause ©of great beauty, despite her advanced years.
One meorning Mias Farrel Is found murdeved in bed.
Lucinds Hart is suspected of giving her polsoned
candy snd is arrested tegether with Haznsh Simmons,
who is supposed to be her accomplice. Now, Miss Far-
it turns out, was the persea who tosk care of
Rose Fletcher, having secretly gettled her entire for-
(une on her, but given all the credit to the New York
people. Consequently Rose Fletcher is summoned te
the funersl. On her arrival she captures the Whitman
family, though they look with awe and misgiving upon
her oity clothes and city mauners. The case against
Lucipds Hart and Hannash Simmons talis through. Be-
suse of the departure for Europe of the Wilton fam-
with whom she had been living, Rose Fletcher de~
te remain with the Whitmans. She makes friends
with & morbid, hysterical girl mamed Lucy Ajyres,
whose morbid fanclep have greatly disturbed her moth-
er. Imcidentally Horace and Henry hear that Lucy is
fond of making candy and uneasiness is aroused In the
minds of both. When Lucy offers Rose n bex Horace
spatches It away, and erumples it into his pecket. To
Henry's dlnre--' he motices that there is some-
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Y e first came to East Westland she was a pro-
stery t race, who hed only known well two
= t types of the purely provincial and the re-
Rose, W mixture of the two, puzzled him.
i3S no he lesst shy, she had a reserve
ed her to remain a secret to him for some
] ¢ ,er life was to her something sacred,
g ealed At last, through occasional
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faces seemeq] to dim before this -present one.
He rea something in her very dear and precious,
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) he magrry upon his slight salary?
high school in Hast Westland was an endowed
itution. The principal received $1,200 a year. People
he village considered that a prodigious income. Hor-
knew bette. He did not think that sum
, to risk matrimony. Here, too, he
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o think of Rose's wealth and his paltry
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seemed promisingly large. In spite of all his anxiety

e was exalted He began ito wonder If circumstances
would not soon justify him in reaching out for the
sweet he coveted. He made up his mind not to be pre.

pitate, to wait until he was sure, but his impatience

ed during the last few hours, ever since that
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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 avold following her into .the hall.
The door of the north parlor stood open and the whols
room was full of the soft shimmer of moonlight. It
looked like a bower of romance. It seemed full of soft
and holy and alluring mysteries. Horacs looked down
at Rose. Rose looked up at him., Her eyes fell; she
trembled deliciously.

“It is very early,”
which would not have been known for his,
the male cadences of woolng musle,

Rose stood still.

“Let us go in there a little while,” whispered Horace.
Rose followed him into the room; je gave the door a lit-
tle push. It did not quite close, but nearly. Horace placed
a chair for Rose beside 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 him out 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 spirit, held them in check. Rose, with the
full white moonlight shining upoil 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. B8he was the goddess before
whom his soul knelt at & distance. He thought he had
never seen anvthing half so lovely as she was in that
white light, which !eem!d to crown her with a frosty
like a nimbus. Her expression was
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 full of vision. It did not seem possible
to him that she could be !hinking of him at all, this
beautjful ereature 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 with impatience for his closer contact, for the touch
of his hand upon hers.

She would have died before she had betrayed this
vearning of hers, before she would have made the first
advance, but it filled her as with secret flre. Finally a
sort of anger possessed her; anger at herself and at
Horace. She became horribly ashamed of herself, and
angry at him ‘hecause 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 that it 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

he said, in a whispering voice,
It had in it
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be made hereafter.
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THE NEW YORK HERALD-SAN FRANCISCO CALL ANGLO-4MERICAN COMPETI-
TION
Max Pemberton, England, vs. Mary E. Wilkins Freeman, America.
Referee——The Public

The NEW YORK HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL have purchased the
exclusive rights to two novels, simultanecous publication of which began January 26, to con-
tinue, in woekly installments, for about 18 weeks, announcement of the closing date to
One novel is by a distinguished Englishman, Mr. Max Pemberton;
the other by an equally distingulshed American woman, Mrs. Mary E. Wilkins Freeman.
In order to supplemecnt the purely artistic incentive to high endeavor the NEW YORK
HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL wiil award a largo prize to the author of
the better novel of the two. In event of a tie the prize money will be divided equally.

Believing that the public Is a more competent judge than a self styled “critic,” the
NEW YORK HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL invite their readers to ex-
press their individual opinions of the weekly installments by filling out the subjoined
ballot and sending it to the Anglo-American Comgpetition Committee; care of THE CALL, 1
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of the moonlit night to come within her scope of vision
at all.

Rose chilled, when she did not mean to do =0, by
sheer maidenliness.

Horace, gazing at her calm face, felt in some way
rebuked. He had led a decent sort of life, but after all
he was & man, and what right had he to even think of
a creature likke that? He leaned back in his’'chalr, re- L
moving himself further fram bter, and he also gazed at
the moon. That mysterious thing of silver light and
shadows, which had fildmined all the ages of creation
by their own reflected light, until it had come to be a
mirrer of creation itself, semed to give him a sort of
chill of the flesh. After all, what was everything in
life but a repetition of that which had been, and a cer-
tainty of death? Rose looked like a ghost to his fancy.
He seemed like a ghost to himself, and felt reproached
for the hot ardor surging in his fleshty heart.

“That same rhoon 1it the world for the builders of
the pyramids,” he said, tritely enough.

“Yes,” murmured Rose in a falnt voice.

The pyramids chilled her. So they were what he had
been thinking about, and not.herself.

Horace went on. “It shone upon all those ancient
battle fields of the Old Testament, and the children of
Israel in their exile,” he said.

Rose looked at him. “It shone upon the garden of
Eden, after Adam had so longed for Eve that she grew
out of his longing and became something separate from
himself, so that he could see her without seeing him-
self all the time: and it shone upon the garden in Solo-
mon's song, and the roses of Sharon, and the lilles of the.
valley, and the land flowing with milk and honey,” She
sald in & childish tone of levity, which had an under-
current of earnestness in it. All her emotional nature
and her pride arose*against pyramids and Old Testament
battle fields, when she had only been consclous that the
moon shone upon Horace and herself. She was shamed
and angry as she had nevér been shamed and angry be-
fore.

Horace leaned forward and gazed eagerly at her.
After all, was he mistaken? He was shrewd enough,
although he did not understand the moods of women
very well, and it did seem to him that there was some-
thing distinetly encouraging in her tone. Just then the
night wind came in strongly at the window beside which
they were sitting. An 2Ardent fragrance of dewy earth
and plants smnote them in the face.

“Do you feel the draught?” asked Howard.

“I like it.”

“I am afraid you will catch cold.”

“I don’t cateh cold e!\sily at alk?

tThe wind is very damp,” argued Horace with in-
creasing confidence, He grew very bold. He seized upon
one of her little white hands. “I won't believe it unless
I ean feel for myself that your hands are not cold,” said
he. He felt the little soft fingers curl around his hand
with the inveoluntary pristine force of a baby's. His
heart beat tumultuously.

“Oh.” he began. Then he stopped suddenly, as Rose
snatched her hand away and again gazed at the moon.
“It is a beautiful night,” she remarked, and the harm-
less deceit of woman, which Is her natural weapon, was
in her voice and manner. N

Horace was more obtuse. He re/mainod leaning eager-
ly toward the girl. He extended his hand again, but she
repeated /in her soft, deceitful volce, ‘“Yes, a perfectly
beautiful night.” !

Then he observed Sylviea Whitman standing beside
them. “It's a nice night enough,” said she, “but you'll
both catch your deaths of cold at this open window.
The winhd is blowing right in on you.”

She made a motion to close it, stepping between Rose
and Horaoce, but the young man sprang to his feet. ‘“Let
me close it, Mrs. Whitman,” sald he, and did so.

“It aln’t late enough in the season to set right beside

" an open window and let the wind blow in on you,™ said
Sylvia severely. She drew up & rocking chair and sat

down. She formed the stern apex of a triangle, 6f which-
Horace and Rose were the base. She leaned back and
rocked. i =t
“It's a pleasant .night,” said she, as if answering
Rose’s remark, “but to me there's always something
sort of #ad about moonlight nights. They make you

‘think ‘of times and people that's gone. I ddresay it's

different with you young folks. I guess I used to feel
different about moonlight nights years ago. I remember
when Mr. Whitman and I were first married, we used
to like to sit out on the front doorstep and look at the
moon and make plans.”

“Don't you ever now?” asked Rose.

“Now we g0 to bed and sleep,” replied Sylvia de-
cisiyely. e
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There was a silence. “I guess it's pretty late” sald
Sylvia, in a meaning tone. ‘“What time is it, Mr. Allen®

Horace consulted his watch. “It is not very late” he
sald. Tt did not seem to him that Mrs. Whitman could
stay.

“It can't be very late,” sald Rose.

“What time is 1t?” asked Sylvia relentlassly.

“About half past ten,” repllied Horace, with reluc-
tance.

“I call that very late,” said Sylvia.
Rose, anyway."”

“I don't feel at all tired,” sald Rose.

“You must be,” sald Sylvhe. “You can't always go by
feelings.”

She swayed pitilessly back and forth in her rocking
chair. Horace and Rose walted 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. “I think it is getting rather

“It is late for

late,” said she.
“It is very late,” agreed Sylvia, also rising. Horace
rcse. There was a slight pause. 1t seemed even then

that Sylvia might take pity upon them, and leave them.
But she stood like a rock. It was quite evident that she
would settle again into her rocking chalr at the slight-
est indication which the two young people made of a
disposition to remain. -

Rose gave a fluttering little sigh.
hand to Horace,

*Good night, Mr. Allen,” she said,

“Good night,” returned Horaoce.
Whitman.”

“1t is time you went to bed too,” said Sylvia.

“I think I'll go in and have & smoke with Mr. Whit-
man first,” said Horace.

“He's going to bed too,” said Sylvia. “He's tired.
Good night, Mr. Allen, If you open that window agdin
vou'll be sure and shut it down before you go up stalrs,
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 Kkept her back
toward the light. Her pretty face was flushed, and
she was almost in tears. Sylvia hung the girl's gown
up carefully, then she looked at her lovingly. Unless
Rose made the first advance, when Sylvia would submit
with inward rapture’but outward stiffness, there never
were good night kisses exchanged between the two.

“You look all tired out,” sald Sylvia.

“I am not at all tired,” sald Rose. She was all quiv-
ering with impatience, but her voice was sweet and do-
cile. She put up her face for Sylvia to kiss. “Good
night, dear Aunt Sylvia,” sald she.

“Good night,” said Sylvia. Rose felt merely a soft
touch of thin, tightly closed lips. Sylvia dld not know
how to kiss, but she was glo%’tng with delight.

When she joined Henry in their bedroom down stairs
he looked at her in some disapproval. “I don’t think
you'd ought to have gone in there,” he sald.

“Why not?”

“Why, you, must expect yvoung folks to be young
folks, and it was only natural for them to want to sit
in there in the moonlight.”

“They can sit'in there in the moonlight if they want
to,” said Sylvia. -“I didn't hinder them.”

7 I think they wanted to be alone.”
. “Whén they sit in the moonlight I'mr going to sit
too,” said Sylvia. :

She slipped her gown carefully over' her head. When
the head emerged Henry saw that it was carrled high,
with the same rigidity which had lately puzzled him,
and that her f_ace had that same expression of stern
isolation.

“Sylvia!” said Henry.

“Well?”

“Does anything worry you lately?”

Sylvia looked at him with sharp suspicion. "I'd lke
to know why you showld think anything worries me,”
sald she, “as comfortable as we are off now.”

:‘Sylvla. have you anything on your mind?”

I don’t want to see yvoung folks making fools of
themselves,” said Sylvia, shortly, and her voice had the

same tone of deceit which Rose had u
T e : sed when she spolke

*“That ain’t it,” said Henry, quietly.

*“Well, if you want to know,” said Sylvia: “she’s been
pestering me with wanting to.pay board if she stays
alon:t'heu. and I've put my foot down; she shan't pay
a cent!”

“Of course, we ean't let her,” agreed Hen
he added: “This was all her own aunt’s g:opertry. y,T 2:3
:u!):. and if there hadn’t been a will it would have gone

o her.” - ;

“There was a will,” said Sylvia, fastening her cote
ton nightgown tightly around her skinny throat.

“Of course she's going to stay as long as she's cona

~
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tanted. and she aln’t going to pay board.” sald Henry,
quietly; “but that ain’t the trouble. Have you got any-
thing on vour mind, Sylvia?

“I hope so.” replied Sylvia, sharply. = hopo“rvs got
a little something on my mind. I ain’t a fool.

Henry said no more. Neither he nor S:.'l\»t;:o::‘,t;
; . nce lit r
The moon’'s pale influe e e

sleep at once.
and seemed disturbing in itself. Presently
smelied cigar smoke. :

“lie's smoking.” said Sylvia. “Well, nothing makes
much difference to you men as long as you can smoks.
I'd like to know what youw'd do in my place.”

“Have you got anything on your mind, Sylvia™

“Didn't I say I hoped I had? BEverybody has some-
thing on her mind unless she’s a tarnation fool, and I
ain't never set up for one.”

Henry did not speak again.

CHAPTER XIV
HE next morning at breakfast Rose announced hee
intention of seeing if Lucy Ayres would not geo
t ive with- her. “There’s one very nice little
horse at the livery stable,” sald she, “and I can
It is a beautiful merning and poor Lucy did not
well yesterday, and I think it will do her

drive
leok
good.

Horace Henry neticed it. Sylvia, whe
was serving something, did not. Henry had thought he

at a knowledge of Horace's suspicions,
mselves seemed to him pegpfectly sroundless,
that he had, as he supposed, proved them to
was profoundly puzzled. He had gone to Hor-
istarice before. Now hae did not ses his way
y doing so, and saw no necessity for it. Fe atas
breakfast meditatively. Horace pushed away his
e and rose. “Why, what's the matter?” asked Syl-
a Don't you feel well, Mr. Allen?"
“peorfectly well; never felt better.”
haven't eaten enough to Keep a sparrow altve™
have caten fast,” sald Horace. “I have to make
an carly start this morning. I have some work to do
before school.”

ose apparently paid no attention.
her plans for her drive.

*“Are vou sure yYou know how to manage a horse™
Sylvia said anxiously. “I used to drive, but I can't go
with you because the washerwoman s coming.” .

“Of course I can drive,” said Rose. “I love to drive.
And I don’'t belleve there’s a horse In the stable that
would get out of a walk anyway.”

“You won't try to pass by any steam rollers and
vou'll look out for the automobiles, won't you?" sald
Syivia.

Horace left them talking and 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 Horace
she turned red, then white. She was dressed neatly in
a little biue cotton wrapper, and her pretty halr was
arranged as usual with the exception of one tiny curl
paper on her forehead. Lucy's hand went up nervously
to this curl paper. “Oh, good morning,” she sal@ breath-
lessly, as if she had been running.

Horace returned her greeting gravely.
you a few moments, Miss Lucy?” he sald.

A wild light came into the girl’'s eyes. Her cheeks
flushed again. Again she spoke in her nservous, panting
voice and aszked him in. She led the way into the parler
and excused herself flutteringly. She was back In a
few moments, Instead of the curl paper there 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 white neck. She sat down
pposite Horace, and the simpls garment adjusted It-
self to her slim figure, -revealing Iits tender outlines.
Lucy looked at Horace and her expression was traglo,
foolish and of almost revolting wistfulness. She was
vouth and womanhood in its most hélpiess and pathetlc
revelation. Poor Lucy could not help herself. She was
as a thing always devoured and never consumed by &
lame of nature.

Horace felt all thil'v{rfectly in an analytical way.
He sympathized in an analytical way, but In other re-
spects ha felt that curious resentment and outrage
of which a man is capable, and which is flercer than out-
raged maidenliness. For a man to be beloved when his
own heart does not respond is not pleasant. ¥es can-
not defend himself, nor even recognize the fact without
being lowered in his own self-esteem. Horace had done,
as f% as he could judge, absolutely nothing whataver
to cause this state of mind in Lucy. He was self-exon-
erated as to that, but the misérable reason for it all, 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 held to pity, but 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. Luey
sat before him, draped In her little blue cotton robe, and
looked at him with her expresSion of pitiable self-reve-
lation and walited, and Horace sat speechless. Now he
was there he wondered what he had been such an ass as
to come for. He wondered what he had ever thought
he could say—would say.

Then Rose’'s face shone out before s
impulse of protection made him flrm. ke spoke abruptly
“Miss Lucy,” he began. Lucy cast her eyes down and
waited. Her whole attitude was that of utter passive-
ness and yielding.

“Good Lord! She thinks I have come here at 3%
o’ciock in the morning to propose.” Horace thought with
a sort of fury. He did not speak agalin. He actually
did not know how to begin, what to say. He did net
say anything. He arose. It seamed to him that
1st prevent Rose from going to drive with Luey,
1@ saw no way of doing so.

When he got up it was as If Lucy's face of foolish
anticipation was overclouded. “You ars not golng so
soon,” she stammered.

“T have to get to school early this morning.” Hor-
ace said In a harsh voice. He moved toward the door.
Lucy also had risen. She now looked altogether traglo.
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The foolish wistfulness had gone. Instead claws
seemed to bristle all over her tender surface. Sud-
denly Horace realized that her slender, wiry bdody

was pressed against his own. He felt her soft cheelk
against his. He-felt at once in the grip of a tiger and
a woman, and horribly heipless, more heipless than
he had ever been in his whole life. What could he say
or do? Then suddenly the parlor door opened and Mrs.
Ayres, Lucy's mother, stood there. She saw with her

ern, melancholy gaze the whole situation. “Luey™
she =ald.

Lucy started away from Horace,
sort of fear and wrath at her mother.

“Luecy,” said Mrs. Ayfes, “go up to your own room.”

Lucy obeyed. She slunk out of the door and crept
weakly upstalrs.

Horace and Mrs. Ayres looked at each other. There
was an expression of doubt In the woman's face. For
the first time she was not altogether sure. Perhaps
Lucy had been right after all in her surmises. Why
had Horace called?

“What did you come for, Mr. Allen?”

Suddenly Horace thought of the obvious thing te
say, the explanation to give. “Miss Fletcher is think-
ing of coming later to take Miss Lucy for a drive,”
sald he.

“And you called to tell her?" said Mrs, Ayres.

Horace looked at her, Mrs. Ayres understood.

“Miss Fletcher must come with a doubls sested
carriage, so that I can go,” sald she. “My daughter is
very nervous about horses. I never allow her to go to
drive without me.”

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

“I will send a telephone message from Mrs, Simms’,
next door, to the livery stable, so there will be no mis-
take,” she said.

To Be Continued Next Weaek.
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