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svxorsis.- Henry WTiltma» and his wife, Syl-ris, a middle ««e«
coaple, |MM»r and hard worklns, Mvlme 1» tlie Xc*w Ea«*

• land vIUa-Ke of Eait Westlaad, conic unexpectedly Into

"the property of Sylvia's connln, Abraham* White. A*ra-
'

hama'i -win cuts off her ©vrn \u25a0IsterVi child, R*«e H««*-

/>x, an orphan, Uvin*with rich people In >ew \«rfc

The property con«lsl» «f a bl* house .tandln^on on

acres of cronnd end an annual Income of fCOO from

\ stocks. Horace Allen, principal of the local school, who
;.had boarded with the Whitmans In the days of their
'
porerfy, remain, with them In their prosperity.

MM-lnria Hart, a timid youn» vroman, keeps tn« n»-

tel. Ml«s Farrel dwells therein, an object of suspicion

becanse of creat beauty, despite her advance* /years.

6a« morning; rte Is fonnd dead In bed of poison. LU-

einda Hart Is snspected of fftvinc her poisoned candy

and !« arrested tocether with Hannah Simmons, who Is

«appo«ed to be her accomplice. Xow, Mlm Parrel, It
tarns <mf, was the person who took care of Rose

Fletcher, hnrinr aecretly settled her entire fortune o»

her, but t-flvlns; all the credit to the New \ork people.

-Consequently Rose Fletcher Is summoned to the fune-
ral. On her arrival she captures th« Whitman family,

tho-aa-h they look with awe and ralstrlvinK upon her city

". Hothes nnd city manners. The case agalnnt -Lnclnda
Hart and Hannah Simmons falls through. Because of

the departure for nurope. of the Wilton family, with

whom she had been linns, R»«e Fletcher decides t«

\u25a0: remain with the Whitmans. She makes friends with a
nervous. lij-Bterlcal trlrl named I,ucy Ayres, whose.mor-
ttid fancies bavo creatlj* disturbed her mother. Inci-
dentally, Horace and Henry hear that Lucy Is fond of

.unklne candy and uneasiness Is aroused In the minds

«f both. When Lucy offers Rose a box Horace snatches
'
it awa-r and crumples it IntoIlls pocket.

Himself In!or« with Rose, Hiram Is outraged to nnd

Ibat Lucy cherishes a mad passion for him. Me*n-
nhtle Henry, weary of enforced Idleness, Is anxious to

• return to his old life In tbe shop. To add to Ms «H»-
"\u25a0

tress, he sees that sometblns Is preylnc on bf« wife's
:mind. She confesses that «hr is worrylna; for fear nhm

•
may lose Rose, whom she has learned to love with a
Jealous maternal affection.

CHAPTER XXV

ON
his way home Henry stopped at Sydney Me«ks*.

He found the lawyer Ina demoralized diningroom

\u25a0which had nevertheless had an air of horn-sly

comfort -with Its chairs worn into hollows to flt
human anatomies and Its sideboard set out' with dusty.

dishes and a noble ham. Meeks was a very good cook,

although one could not confidently assert that dust and
dirt did not form a part of his ingredients. One of his
triumphs was ham cooked In a manner which he

claimed to have invented. After having been boiled it

\u25a0was baked and frequently basted In a manner which
Meeks kept as secret as the bouquet of his crapa wine.
Sydney cat at the table, eating bread and ham spread

with mustard, and th»r«> -«*ras also a .mysterious pl» in

reserve and a bottle of wine. "Draw up, Henry." said

-Sylvia had chicken salad, and flapjack?, and hot
•^iecTiits"

Sydney sniffed. "Cut a elice off that hsm," he or-
tftred, "and draw a chair up; not that one; you'll go

through? T>s, that's right. Bring over another wine-
glass while you're about it. This Is daisy wine, 1° years

old. I've got a. pir here that I'llbe willingto stake yen
X, fortune you can't analyze. Imade It. It's after the
pattern of th« cold pastries you read about Inold Kng-

lish novels. Tou shall cuees what's in it. Draw up."
Henry obeyed. He found himself sitting opposite

.Sydney, eating and drinking with Intense enjoyment.
Sydney chuckled- "Good?" said he.

"Idon't know when my victuals have tasted right

bfefore." said Henry. He received a large wedge of the
.pie on his plate, and his whole face beamed with the
first taste. Sydney leaned across the table apd whis-
pered. "Sauabe," said be, "and robins; big, fat ones. I
shot 'em night before last. It's all nonsense, the fuss
Colks make about robins and a lot of other birds; as far
as that goes

—
damned sentiment. Year before last I

hadn't a bushel of grapes on my vines because the
robins stole them, and not a peck of pears on that big
Seckel pear tree. If they'd eaten them up clean I

'wouldn't have felt so bad; but there the ground wsuld• Y>* covered with pears rotted on account of one little
.peck. They are enough sight better on women's bon-
nets than eating up folks' substance, though IOion't
promulgate that doctrine abroad. And one thing I

'.ain't ashamed to say, big, fat robins ought to be made
ijse of. This pie is enough sight more wholesome for
the. -bodies of men who have immortal souls dependent
a little on what is eaten. In sptte*"of the preaching, than
western tainted beef. Imade up my mind that' pie was
the. natural destiny of a robin, and Imake squab and
'robin pies every week of my life. The robins are out
pf mischief in that pie, and they are doing us good.
What makes you look so, though, Henry? There's oome-
thlns besides my pie and ham and wine gives that

•' look to your face."
"I'm going back to the shop tomorrow," said Henry.

Sydney looked at him. "Most folks would sa.,- you were
an uncommon fool." said he. "T suppose you know that."

"Ican't help it,"said Henry, happily. Along- with the
-pavory pie in his mouth came a subtler relish to his very
ioul. The hunger of the honest worker who returns
to bis work was being appeased. .
•

%» »HILE Henry vras at Sydney Meek's Horace sat
. \ V / alon*- in the. south room smoking and reading;

\/\' the evening paper. He kept looking up from

his paper and listening. He was hopin?; that
Rose, In spite of the fact thAt she had not been able to

come down to supper, might yet make her appearance!

He speculated on her altered looks and manner at din-
ner. He could not help being a little anxious, in *pite
of all Mrs. Ayres' assurances and the really vague na-
'tur« of his own foreboding. He asked himself If he
had had from the beginning anything upon which to
fease suspicion. Given the premises of an abnormal
rirl with a passion for himself which humiliated him,
an abnormal woman like Miss Farrel, with a similar
passion, although under better control, the melodramat-
ic phases of the candy, and sudden death and traces of
arsenical poison, what should be the conclusion?

He himself had eaten some of presumably the same
candy with no illeffects. Mrs. Ayres had assured him
of her constant watchfulness over her daughter, who
was no doubt in an alarmingly nervous state, but wat

she necessarily dangerous? He doubted if Mrs. Ayres

had left the two girls a moment- to themselves during

the drive. What possible reason, after all, had he foi
• alarm?

-When he heard Sylvia mounting the stair* and
caught a glimpse of a little tray borne carefully he gave
up all Ijope of Rose's coming down. Presently he wenl
out and "walked down the village street, rsmokips. \u25a0 A-
he passed out of the yard ho glanced up at Row's win-
dow and saw the lightbehind the curtains. Ho thought

glad he -was that the girlhad a woman like Sylvia
to care for her. As he looked Sylvia's shadow passed
between the window and the light. Ithad 3 si its shad-
ofry enlargement a benignant aspect. There was an an-

"Allthese things belonged to your Aunt Abrahams,

and now they belong to you," said Sylvia in a tri-
umphant tone.i^jSS&B&Sp!

"Why. but these are perfectly beautiful things.
\u25a0 "Yes. Idon't: believe anybody InEast Westland ev»r

knew she had them. Idon't believe sh3 could have worn

them here even when she was a ;rtr!. or Ishould hav<»
heard of them. Ifound them in her bureau drawer.

She didn't even keep them under lqclc-.and key, but

then she never went ont anj-where, and I!nobody

even knew she had them they were safe enough. No-**
they're all your?."* .

"But they,belong to you, Aunt Sylvia."
Sylvia took up.the most -raluable thing there. 3 r-ally

good pearl necklace, and held Itdangling from her skin-
ny hand. "I should look pretty with this around my

neck, shouldn't IV she said. "I wanted to"wear that
pink silk, but when It comes to some things Iain't
quite out of my mind. Here, try It on." Rosa clasped

the necklace around her white .throat and snllled at

!herself in the glass. Rose wore a gown of soft green

china ."ilk, and ;the . pearls over its lace collar sur-

rounded her face with softgleams of rose and green.

"These amethysts are exquisite.'* said Hose after ah*

had done admiring herself. She took up one after an-

other a ring, a bracelet, a necklace, a brooch and ear-
rings all of clear pale amethysts; in beautiful settings.

"roil should wear these." she saia to Sylvia.- "Iguess Ishan't begin to wear jewelry at my time
of life." declared Sylvia. ' Her voice sounded almost
wngry in its insistence. "Everything here Is yours." she
said, and nodded her head and set her mouth hard for
further emphasis. v

The display on the dressing table, although not of
great value, was in.reality rather unusual. All of th«>
pieces were, of course, old. and there were more semi-
precious" than precious stones; but the settings were
good and the -whole enough to delight any girl. Rose
hung over them in delight- She had^ not many Jewels.
Somehow her income had never setfmed t» admit, of

Jewel?. She was as pleased as a child. Finally sh*
hung some p*>arl earrings over her ears by bits of whit*
silk, her ears not being pierced; sh<* allowed the pearl

necklace "to remain. She clasped on some charmlnsr
cameo bracelets and a heavy gold one set with a minia-
ture of a lady. .She covered her slender fingers wtth
rings and pinned old brooches all over h-r besom. . Sh*
fastened a pearl spray In her hair, and a heavy 9h«?U
cttrnb. Then she fairly laughed out loud. "There," said
she to Sylvia, and laughed again.

Sylvia also laughed and her laugh had th© ring of *
child'e. "Don't you feel as if yo»i were pretty well off
as you are?" said she. Rose sprang forward and hugged
Sylvia. "Well oft!"said she. "Well off!Inever knew a.
girl who was better off. To think of my being: her»
with you and your being as good as a mother to me. and
Uncle Henry as good as a father, and this dear old
house, and to see myself fairly loaded down with j^wel*
like a crown princess! Inever knew Iliked such things

bo much. Iam fairly ashamed."
Rose at that minute was wonderful. Something akin

to the gleam of the Jewels seemed to have waked within
her. Sylvia gazed at her In a sort of rapture. She felt
a warmth of lovpand ownership of which she had never
known herself capable. She felt that the girland her
jewels

—
the girl, who was the greatest Jewel of all

—
were her very own. . For th» first time a secret anxiety
and- distress of mind, which"she had confided to no on<*.

was allayed. She said to herself that everything was ai

It should be. She, had Rose, and Ros* -was happy. Th<?n
«he thought-- how.^ she. had found the girl when she first
ent?red the- room and had courage, seeing her as ah»i
looked, now,*N».ask again, "Whai was the matter? Why

\u25a0 were r.qu\ crying?"
Rose' ttujrnea upon her with » 'mtl* of perfect radl-

«nee. :"Nothing-;at all. dear Aunt Sylvia." she cried
happily,' "nothing at all."

Sylvia smiled. \u25a0 .A smile was always somewhat of an•ffortfor.Sylvia.wlth her hard, thin lips, which had not
overused to smiling. Sylvia had no s»n.«<» of humor.

*Her. smiles would never be possible except for sudden
and.unlooked for pleasures, and those had b*ert rare In
her whole life. But now she smiled, with her lips and
her >yes. "Rose wasn't crying because she thought Mr.

.Allen was going to marry another girl."sh» told herself:
"she was only crying because a girl Is always full of
tantrums. Now she is perfectly happy. lam able to
make her perfectly happy. Iknow that all a glr.lneeds
in this world to make tier happy and free her from earn
is a woman to be a mother to her. lam making her sea
it. Ican makeup to her for everything. Everything

Is just as it should be."
She stood gazing at Rose for a long moment before

. she spoke. "Well." said she. "you look like a whole
jewelry shop. .Idon't see. for my part, how your aunt
came to have so' many, why she wanted them."

"Maybe they were given to her," said Rose. A tender
thought of the dead woman who had gone from th»

house of her fathers and lefther Jewess behind softened
her face. "Poor Aunt Abrahama." said she. "She lived
in this house. all her life, and was never married, and
she must have come to think that all her pretty things

had not amounted to much."
"Idon't see why," said Sylvia. "Idon't see that It

was any great hardship to live all her life in this nice
house, and Idon't see what difference Itmade about her
having nice things, whether she got married or not. It
could not have made any difference." Vy_

» "Why not?" asked Rose, looking: at h«»r with a mis-
chievous flash of blue eyes. A long green gleam, like a

• not* of music, shot out from the" emerald on her finger
as she raised it Ina slight gesture. "To have, all these
beautiful things, put away In a drawer ami never to
have anybody Bee her in them must have made some
difference.**:

,"It wouldn't make a mite," said Sylvia stoutly.

"Because it wouldn't."
"Rose laughed and looked again, at herself fn*.th<»

Klass. "Now,you had better take off all thoso thins*
and go to bed and try to go to sleep." said Sylvia.
. "Yes. Aunt]Sylvia." said Rose. . But she did not stir,

•except to turn this way and that to bring out more col-
ored lights from the Jewels.

'

(To Be Continued Next Sunday.)

gelic, motherly bend, to the vaguer shoulder's..- Sylvi^
was really in her element. She petted and fc-.oktcd tliu
girl, whj>m she found flung upon her bed like-a cast-
away flower, sobbing pitifully. I \u25a0 ;•'\u25a0.-' ••*."

"
\u25a0.'•".>

"What on earth is the matter?", demanded Sylvia in
a honeyed tone, which atlonce stung1

and sweetened.
"Here you are in the dark crying and- going without
your victuals. You ought to be ashamed of;yourself."'

Suddenly Rose 'sat up. \u25a0. "Nothing.' is 1 theimattei-,". she
said. "Iam just nervous." She made an cftorCto.con-
trol her face. ..She smiled at Sylvia,' with'her wet:eyes
and swollen mouth.: She resolutely dabbejl at her flushed
face with a damp little ball of handkerchief./ Sylvia
turned to the bureau and took a"fresh •handkerqhlef
from the drawer. She sprinkled It withVibriio 'toilet,
water that was on the- dressing, table; and gave it to
Rose. "Here Is a clean handkerchief," she *said. "arid
I've put some of your perfumery on' lt. Givo me the
other.", "i'j, '.- \u25a0 ..>\u25a0'"\u25a0:'/- ['\u25a0\u25a0>\u25a0 ; -

Rose took .the sweet smelling square of linen and
tried; to smile again. "Ijust got nervous," wsh a;Vaid.;-:;.

"Sit down here in this chair," said Sylvia, "and I'll
draw up the little table, and I.want you; to eat« your
supper. I've brought up something real nice for you."

Rose looked hopelessly at the dainty fare. -Then she
looked at Sylvia. The impulse to tell another woman
her trouble got thn better of"her. Ifwomen had ..not
other -women in whom to confide thefs are times
when their natures would be too much for them. "I
heard some news this morning," said she. She- at-
tempted to make" her voice exceedingly lightand casual.

"What?" .-•'\u25a0._ '•-' - > • -
"Iheard about Mr. Allen's engagement.".
"Engagement to whom?" . . . .

i "To
—

Lucy."
"Lucy?"
"Lucy Ayres. She seems to be a very sweet girl.She

1p very pretty. Ihope she willmake him very happy."
Rose'svoice trembled with sad: hypocriey. - .

"Who told you?" demanded Sylvia.
"She told me herself." ,;

"Did her mother hear her?"
."She heard, but Ithink she did not understand. Lucy

spoke In. French. She' talks French very well. .She
studied with Miss Farrel. you know. IthinktLucy. has
done all in her power-to fit herself to become a good

. wife for-an educated man.".
"What did she tell you in French for? Why oldn't

she speak in English?"
"Idon't know."

-
\u0084

. ;-\; -\ \u25a0 .
"Well, Iknow.

'
She. did it so her 'mother wouldn't

hear and say. ln English that she was telling an awful
.whopper. Mr. Allen is no more engaged to Lucy Ayres
than Iam." ,' .^> . {-.', - \u25a0/\u25a0',. ,

Rose- gazed at Sylvia,withsudderi eagerness. '"What
makes you think so.^Aunt Sylvia?" \u25a0:

"Nothing makes me think what I.know. .Mr. "Alien
has never paid any attention to; Lucy- Ayres beyond
what he couldn't help, and she's made a. mountain* out of
a mole hill. Lucy 'Ayrox'.i'B man 'crazy,^that's all. You
needn't tell me."

"Then you- don't think—
—" , --

"1know better. I'llask Mr.Allen."
"Ifyou asked him it would make It-very hard for

him 'if It wasn't so," said Rose." >:>/,';
"I.don't see why." \u25a0

-
'\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0"\u25a0

'
-'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.

''
'*ilr. Allen is a- gentlemen, and he' coiihl not prac-

tically accuse- a \u25a0woman .of making an unauthorized
claim of that sort," said Rose. She looked at the -tray
and took up; a fork.

"Well. I:won't say anythin-r.about It to him '.if you
think Ihad better no{,",said Sylvia, "but I.must pay. ]
think it's pretty hard on a man to have a girl

round tfll^ng::folks.he's, engaged, to hftr.].wh<!'i he ain't.-.
Eat that\lamb'cliop'and;them'peas while they're hot."-

'
\u25a0•• \u25a0 "I'm'"going •toI<:_iThey-aVc delicious.'?; !:\u25a0 didn't ;.think:I•

was hungry,at;all,\but to^have things' brought,up this?

\u25a0 ''You've. -got-' to .eat'r,a":saucer -of strawberries .after- I
ward," said .Sylvla

v
;;happily. ;;.She;watched, the ;girl eat?

•and' she .was -in[a -sort 1 of-.ecstasy, 'which*' was
-less^tFoublcd.'^AfterVja^while, >whe"ijiß'(W<^lia,a^HeaH^
finished' thelstr2LWberrles,.she'.ventureda;remark:;', ':
";

-
"Lucy Ayrcs'' is "aiqueer^srirl.V said.'she.r^'Tve known

'

all -about her' for'-soine*v thne.'V She "has. been j-thlnkirig.'
.young men jVerelnnove, with.her^when'they^never 'ha..! ;-
an- idea of-,suchr/ a. thing.^ever since"; Hhe;iwas ~;so .high?

. (Sylvia IndicateuVby her outstretched-hand a point about
fa"foot and a^lialf^from tho floor). ;.; , "i-'V • '•'

'">" .'• "Itseems asilf -she musthave had sometreason some-
times,' 1

-
"said Rbse.V with an<impulse .of iloyalty toward*

v;the.other. i.glrir,"Shev'i.s.-Tery pretty."-V ''."\u25a0.\u25a0.-'",\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0'.- • \u25a0" ."
-

•\u25a0..*£'< '"As far.'as.l.iknoV noyoung man'in •JSast'-Westlani'l
. has"- ever 'thoughts of marrying .'her,".; said ""Sylvia.'.•"• "I:'

think- myself they/ are:af raid.of,her. ,Itdoesn't do. fora.'
rg'rl-to act;toq.-anxious-t6 get married. ; She just.outs*
.her.; own-nose; off.", -'-\u25a0 ;.r-'-'^ ./;. '.;'.\u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0' : \u25a0

* '..-.-; "Ihave: never'seen- her do' anything unbecopikig,":
began Rose," then .she stopped, . for ,L.ucy'sV expression
which had caused c. revolt^ in*her' was 'directly within'

i 'her" mental vision. Tt
'
seemed, as' If;Sylvia",interpretotT

her thought. "Ihave seen her .making eyes," said she.'
>:Itose was silent.- She realized that ohe'also hadseeh

poor liucy making eyes. .-.;!.;. , .- \u25a0'

"What a' girl:is soorazy to get married for anyway

•when she has a good home and a.'good mother- 1 can't'
»«ee," began Sylyin', Icadlngidlrectly up to tho subjec; in
tin1 secret j»l3t;e in hnr mind.

'
..."'.. •

Rose ,blushed with npparently '\u25a0. no reason. ;''But .sttV
1 ;<:an't have her mother always, you know. Aunt Sylvia;"'

said .she.
" ...-.- . - , -

."Her mother's folks are awfullong lived. But? F.ucy
is.younger;; in'the course of nature she wilroutlive her
mother, and then she willbe all alone." -',-\u25a0 -

'"What" If.she. is? Ain't slie; got her good home. and]
'\u25a0 money- enough to live on If,she's careful?", - '> ,\ '",

'

'.?*
"Ialways thoutrhtlt would,be very dreadful to live

5 alone." Tlosesitid with another.blush.. \u0084
,' ".\u25a0'-..

I "Well, she needn't be alone." There's plenty of women
always, in-. want of a.home. "So woman need' live alone

t if she don't want to."
• "But it isn't quite like

—
'\u25a0
—

"Rose hesitated.
"-."Like?,what ?":\u25a0'\u25a0

t ' "It wouldn't . seem .quite 'so 'much 'like.your own
1 home, would it,'as if-

—-" Rose hesitated again.
3 ' Sylvia interrupted her. :"Agirl-is a;fool • to ]get mar-.

\u25a0„ried If she's got money enough to live on," said she. ..-:.
t "Why, Aunt Sylvia, wouldn't you have married Uncle

Henry ifyon had had plcnty'of money?" asked' the girl,- exactly as Henry had, done. ;';' .
1 -;':: Sylvia rherself colored faintly.»' "That .was -a very
c.;different matter," said she.- -"» t •
i.- "But'why?"- ; / • ,\u25a0/\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0;\u25a0;: ;' \u25a0 Vvv

"Becauseit was," said. Sylvia;:bringin{r up one of her
impregnable' ramparts against argument. "But the girl

;persisted. '"I/don't ;see why,"-she 'said. . '? ..'" . Sylvia colored again. "Wcll.;for one thing,' your Un-.. <le Henry is 'one man in a thousand..", sai<i she. B"Iknow.
overy,silly-'girl.thinks "she-has found just that;man,' but'-
it's;only;;ibout" once

'
in'a'< thousand •times' she- docs,, and

1. she's- mighty lucky ifshe don't 'find1
'
out"; that the.:man*.'.in[

't
:

-
si thousand is another woman's^husbahrl "when she gets
her eyes opeii.f Then there's another ihing

—
-nothing has

1 ever -come betwixt us.'' ;
#

""
'• . *'

1 "I don't; know what you mean."- r . \u25a0-.\u25a0

* "[meanwe've had no family," said Sylvia firmly,al-
though' hercolor deepened.', *"Iknow, you-.tfiinlj,it'saw-;:

:ful for me to; say such a thing, but lo'okf right;up* and
down this street at;the folks.that got ;marrled about tha
same timeHenry and Idid.

'
How many of themlthat's

had: families ain'tihad reason to cregrnt.it? I>'Itell; you
whatlt is, child," girls don't know.' everything:. :It's aw:

; fv.l having ,and straining- every.; nerve:to \u25a0br^ng
them up :rlght;and•;• then Vtoihave:them jgo ;off ;in six
months -in-consumption the *way,-the ;Masons lost their
three children— two;boys :aridiafKirl-i^-or>to-.worry 4'and
fuss until^you? are ;wqrri*r tor a • shadow^the -way. Mrs.

'Emerson has \u25a0 over}her son ;ahd then have him
:take: to :drink. There [wasn't -•any -.consumption \u25a0! in' the

•
Mason family^on either side in\a-,straisht'. line, but the

\u25a0 three '
children ;• all -went-;with \u25a0",lt,)\u25a0_ and ;there ;ain't -any

drink:in the;Emerson family \u25a0 on\herjside ;or,{his, •all]as- straight! as a strihg,s-buts -but .Mrs. •Emerson J was?a: Weaver/p arid:she had: a great-uncle lwho:drank himselfjto death.'
§1* don't .believe >there's ;a\ family<;any where i.'around: that

hasn'tt got some; dreadful: thing infit.tO'leak^out.^when'
you don't 1expect; it,'*inchildren.- 7.•Sometimcsdtjonly leaks. in a" straight' line,v-and sometimes^itileaks^idewisp.tTou
:never., know.. .{Now.there's Imy'family.'.' \u25a0

'
Ii/was'.a JWhite,''

you kn ow,'like your Aunt Abrahama."? \u25a0-'..There's consump-
VtlonNin^our, fainilj-.Vth» ;. worst* kind.'"-:ll]never ,Jiad {any

doubt ,but;wl)at
'
Henry; and I.would;have lost \ our. chil-

-dren'if we'd: had -any." :v;.; ,•
' -

; • J- > ,"But;you didn't; have any!" said Ro^e.ln a.curiously
': naive and -hope,ful tone/*. C -'. . v -r'\> ' -

t
"WeTare; the; only] ones .that.got fmarried •about ;the•time we[did^who? didn't >have; any,":said\ Sylvia*in> her

tone.; /•-,;;;,•':,l' '^:' ''- .;'.:",; .r-V '.'.^'\u25a0:>'\u25a0 ' "\u25a0 -. '..[ ..:'-'":
\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0'•\u25a0: }Aunt|Sylvia,'

£

'
;*;

* said^, Rose, ""you;wouldn't Istop
.4 everybody's "gettingi married? J.Why.V there; wouldn't^ be

any, peoplelinxthelworld'lnFa'fihort; time." ; - " -
"There's7some^people^n' the^world lnow'/.hatiwould

/ be a]goodJslght .bdterVoff ;out !of It for,;themselves
'
and-

other; folks,".? said; Sylvia;
'

\u25a0\u25a0>:
*

". . '' ;-
"Then you'don'tithlnkanybody ought to';be j'riiaY-

.;rica?^'";": •'.\u25a0:•,,• :::\u25a0:; ;\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0;';:;,; -Si ;;;.; :. \u25a0;?;\u25a0\u25a0;\u25a0/\u25a0-'\u25a0'' \u25a0'\u25a0'\u25a0-' '.^\u25a0'\u25a0V? -.;••'"'"\u25a0 :,:'\u25a0
•If folks;want ;to ;be 'fools.; let" them."..: Nothing "can

say is ,colhg? to \u25a0\u25a0 stop' them/v but 'I'lli" miss smy^ gu'esVi i*
'.some :of;the that ;getimarried} had* the? faintest
-iileaAvliat they jweregolnginto^theyt would:stop' short, I*.}1*.}f,iI_pent;jthem ;over) a> rail:, fcnce.Vv.Fol Jts'f cah't^ tell'fgirls

r/«v"ery^hing,3but- marrlataTi»t an";' awful^risk.tanl awful

risk. ,'And*l say, as:Isaid before, any. girlwho has got
enough* to live on is a fool to get* married."

\u25a0 "But'I•don't see why, after all." :.
;<'.'Because* she is," replied'Sylvia. This time Rose did
not attempt to bruise herself, against the olderVoraan's
imperturbability.'•', She did not.look convinced, but again
the^troubledVexpresslon came' over, her face.' "I'm glad
you relished your supper," said Sylvia.".\u25a0-.- ' "It was very nice," replied Rose,* absently! Suddenly
the look of-.white. horror.which had ,'come over her; face*
on the night:of"her 'arrival rpossessed it again.;" "What
on earth the matter ?*'.cried Sylvia." •*-\u25a0\u0084.:. ;"„
'.'•• "'. "I'almost' remembered .then.'.V gaspeJ .the- girl. "You

know^what ;l;told •. you "the .nightI.came. Don't "let me
remember, :Aunt Sylvia. IthinkIshall die ifIever do."
T. "Sylvia was as' white a**^the girl,\u25a0 but'she rose, briskly.
"There's/nothing to remember." she said. "You're ner^
vous,/ and I'm:going; to-make! some, of fthat root beer of
mine-tomorrow, vlt'.has' hops in it,and it's real quiet-
ing. .Now your stop} worrying;aird.waif a-minutr. I'va
got soniething-to show you.- Here, you look at the book
you've been reading and stop^thihking. I'llbe back in a
minute. I've just got to step into theother chamber."
,-. .'\u25a0 >Sylvias was back in a moment.- She never was o&llged
to,'.hesitate\ for a 'second'as to the -whereabouts of any'
of

-
'her 'possessions.'' She -had some, little boxes In her

hand and one rather largo one under her arm.
"

Rose
looked; at |them with interest. "tVh:it is it. Aunt- Syl-
via?" said she. »,

"Sylvia laughed. "Something to show you that be-
longs to you,"-,she said.^ ••

"Why, what have you got that belongs to ms» Aunt

'."You wait-a minute."
s.Sylvia and Rose both stood beside the white dressing

table.: and; Sylvia opened the; boxes one after another
find slowly,and impressively removed :their contents
and-Jald them In orderly, rows on the white dimity of
the table. The lamplight shon? on them, and :.h« table
blazed like an altar with Jeweled fires. Rose gasped.
.\u25a0Why, Aunt Sylvia!" said she. ,
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MaxPemberton, England, yp. Mary E. Wilklns Freeman, America.

The NEW YORK HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL have purchased the
exclusive rights to two novels, simultaneous publication of which began January 26, tocon-
tinue, inweekly 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 an equally distinguished American woman, Mrs:MaryE.W.llkins Freeman^
in order to supplement the purely artistic incentive to high endeavor the NEW YORK
HERALD and THE,SAN FRANCISCO- CALL wilt award^a large prize to the^ author iof
tlie better novel of \u25a0 the two/ In event of a tie the prize money willbe 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 fillingout *
the[subjoined:

ballot and sending It to the Anglo-American Competition Committee, care of THE CALL,

San Francisco. \u25a0,
*. - . ./; \u25a0.\u25a0' ~

v> \u25a0

/ consider this week's installment of (name of n0ve1)'............. ...better than]

(Address) .....'.. ... . .:.v; .?'. ;. ;.....: ... .'._. .\u25a0. .. ..'....'.........


