THE

SYNOPSIS

Henry Whitman and his wife, Sylvia, a middle aged
couple, poor and hard working, living i» the New Eng-
land village of East Westland, come unexpected!y into
the property of Sylvia's cousin, Ahrahama “’hitc.‘Ahrl-
hama's will cuts off her own sister's child, Ho-_e l-le.tel-
er. am orphan, living with rich people in New York.
The properiy comsists of a big house standinz om 5O
aeres of ground mmd an annual Income of $500 from
stocks. Horace Allen, principal of the loeal schoel, who
nsd boarded with the Whitmans In the aa.";“ol their

verty, remaiss with them in thelr prosperity.

) l,;:inﬂn Hart, a timid oung ‘Yoman, keeps the he-
tel. Miss Farrei dwells therein, an object of suspicion
becsuse of great beauty, desplte her advanced Yyears.
©@ne morying she is found dead in bed of poison. Lu-
cinde Hart is suspected of giving her poisoncd candy
and is arrested together with Happah Simmons, who Is
supposed to be her accomplice. Now, Miss Farrel, it
turns out, was the person who took care of Rose
Fletcher, having secretly settled her entlrov fortune om
her, but giving all the credit to the New York people,
 omseguently Rose Fletcher fs summoned to the fune=
ral. Omn ber arrival she captures the Whitman family,
though they look with awe and misgiving upon her city
“lothes and city manners. The case against Luclndn
Hart and Haonah Simmons falls through. Because of
the dcparture for Europe of the Wilton family, with
whom she had beem living, Rose Fletcher decides to
remain with the Whitmans, She makes friends with a
nervous. hvsterical girl named Lucy Ayres, whose mor-
hid fancies have greatly disturbed her mother. Imci-
dentally, Horace and Henry hear that Lucy is fond of
making candy and uneasiness is aroused In the minds
of both. When Lucy offers Rose a box Horace snatches
it away and erumples it into his pocket.

Himself in love with Rose, Hiram is outraged to find
that Luecy cherishes a mad passion for him. Mean=-
while Henry, weary of enforced idleness, is anxious to
return to his old life in the shop. To add to his dis-
tress, he sces that something is preying on his wife's
mind. She confesses that she is worrying for fear she
may Jlose Rese, whom she has learned to love with =
jenlous muternal affection.

CHAPTER XXV

hie wav home Henr?¥ stopped at Sydney Meeks',

Iie found the lawyer in a demoralized dining room
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CHAPTER XXVI

H Her was at Sydney Meek's 1o n sat
/ zlone in the south room smoking awud reading
the evening papey He kept looking up from
s D&aj i listening. He 18 hoping that
s spite of the 1 that she had not been able to
supsy might yet make her anmpearance.

.
e s} ated on her altered looks and manner at din
He o« d not help being a little anxio xpite
all Mrs res’ assurances and the really vague na-
re of his own foreboding. He asked himseclf if he
d had from the beginning anything upon which to
base suspicion Given the premises of an abnormal
girl with a passion for himself which humiliated hini,
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 himseif had eaten some of presumabl!y the same
andy with no ill effects. Mrs. Ayres had assured him
of her constant watchfulness over her daughter, who

&8s no doubt in an alar ngly nervous state, but was
she necessarily dangerous? He doubted if Mirs. Ayres
2d left the two girls a moment to themselves during

e drive. What possible reason, after all, had he for

arm?

When he heard Sylvia mounting the steirs and
aught a glimpse of a little tray borne carefully he gave

ip all hope of Rose’'s coming down. Presently he went
wt and walked down the village street, smokipgz, A=
e passed out of the yard he glanced up at Rosc's win-
ow and saw the light behind the curtains. Ii{o thought

ow glad he was that the girl had a woman llke Sylvia
to care for her As he looked Syilvia's shadow passed
between the window and the light. It had in its shad-
wy enlargement 2 benignant aspect. There was an an-

gelic, motherly bend to the vague shoulders. Sylvig
was really in her element. She petted and scoldea the
girl, whom she found flung upon her bea like.a cast-

away flower, sobbing pitifully.

What on earth is the matter?” demanded Sylvia in
a honeyed tone, which at once stung and swee’ened.
Here you are in the dark crying and going without
vour victuals. You ought to be ashamed of yourself.”

Suddenly Rose sat up. ‘Nothing is the matter,” she
said. “I am just nervous.” She made an effort to con-
trol her face. She smiled at Sylvia, with her wet eyves
and swollen mouth. She resolutely dabbed at her flushed
face with a damp little ball of handkerchizf. Sylvia
turned to the bureau and took a fresh handkerchief
from the drawer, She sprinkled it with somon toilet
water that was on the dréssing table and gave it to
Rose. “Here 18 a clean handkerchief,” she said, “and
I've put some of your perfumery on it. Give me the
other.”

Rose took the sweet smelling square of linen and
tried to smile again. “I just got nervous,” she 'said.

“Sit down here in this chafr,” sald Sylvia, “and I'll
draw up the little table, and I want you to eat your
supper. I've brought up something real nica for you.”

Rose looked hopelessly at the dainty fare. Then she
looked at Sylvia. The impulse to tell anothér woman
her trouble got the hetter of her. If women had not

other women 1n whom to confide thefe are times
when their natures would be too much for them. *“T
heard some news this morning,” said she. She at-

tempted to make her voice exceedingly light and casual.
“What?” L
“I heard about Mr. Allen's engagement.”
“Engagement to whom?"

T Lucy.”

“Lacy?

“Laicy Ayres. She seems to he a very sweet girl. She
i very pretty. T hope she will make him very happy.”
Rose’'s voice trembled with sad hypocrisy.

“Who told you?' demanded

“She told me herself.”

“Did her mother hear her?”

“She heard, but I think she did not understand. Lucy
spoke in French. She talks French very well. She
studied with Miss Farrel, you know. T think Lucy has
all in her power to fit herself to become a good
wife for an educated man.”

‘“What did she tell you in French for?
she speak in English?”

“I don't know.”

“Well, T know. She did it so her mother wouldn't
hear and say in English that she was telling an awful
whopper. Mr1. Allen 1s no more engaged to Lucy Ayres
than [ am.”

Rose gazed at Sylvia with sudden eagerness.
makes yvou think so,~Aunt Sylvia?”

“Nothing makes me think what [ know. Mr. Allen
iJas never paid any attention to Lucy Avres beyond

Liat he couldn't help, and she's made a mountain out of

Sylvia.

done

Why cidn't

“What

mole hill. Lucy Ayres is man crazy, that's all. You
needn’t tell me.”
“Then vou don't think——"

“1I know better. I'll ask Mr, Allen.”
“If vou asked him it would make it very hard for

him if it wasn’t s0,”” said Rose.

“F.don’t see why.”

“Mr. Allen is a gentlemen, and he could not prac-
tically accuse a womagn of making an unauthorized
claim of that sort)” sald Rose. She looked at the tray
and took up a fork.

“Well, I won't say anything about it to himn If yvon

think T had better nof,” =aid Sylvia, “but I must say 1
think it’s pretty hard on a man to have a girl going
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round telling folks he's engaged to her when he ain’t.
Eat that lamb chop and them peas while thiey're hot.”

“I'm going to. They¥ are delicious. I didn't think I
was hungry at all, but to have things brought up this
way it X

“You've got to eat a saucer of strawbherries after-
ward,” said Sylvia happily. She watched the girl eat
and she was in & sort of ecstasy, which was neverthe-
less troubled. " After ‘a while, when Rose had nearly
finished the strawherries, she ventured a remark:

“Lucy Ayregis & qp'q_ofjirl." sald'-she. “I've known
all about her for sowme time., She has been thinking
young men were in Jove with her when they never had
an idea of such a thing, ever since she ‘was so high
(Sylvia indicated by her outstretched hand a peint about
a foot and a kalf from the floor).

“It seems as if she must have had soms reason some-
times,” sajd Rose, with an impulse of loyalty toward
the other girl. “She is very pretty.”
¥ “As far as I know no young man in fast Westland
has ever thought of marrving her,” said Sylvia. *“T
think myself they are afraid of her. It doesn’'t do for o
gir! to act too anxious to get married. She just cuts
her own nose off.”

“T have never seen her do anyvthing unbecoming,”
bhegan Rose, then she stopped, for TLucy's expression
which had caused @ revolt in her was directly within
her mental vision. It seemed as If Sylvia interpreted
lier thought. “T have seen her making eves,” said she.

Rose was silent. She realized that she also had seen
poor FLacy making eyves. '

“What a girl is so crazy to get married for anyway

‘when she has a good home and a.good mother 1T can't

gee,” hegan Sylvia, leading direectly up to tlia subject in
the secret place in her mind.

blushed with apparently no veasen. “But sife
can't have her mother always, you know, Aunt Sylvia,”
safid she.

“Her mother's folks are awful long iived. DBut Lucy
is younger; in the coursa of nature she wilt outlive her
mother, and then she will be all alone.”

“What if she.is? Ain't she got her good home and
money enough to live on if she's sareful?”

“I always thought it would be very dreadful
alone,” Rose said with anether blush.

“Well, she needn’t be alone. There's plenty of women
always in want of a home. No woman need live alone
if she don’'t want to.”

“But it isn't quite like

“Like what?”

“It wouldn't seem quite so much llke your own
home, would it, as if " Rosec hesitated again.

Sylvia interrupted her. “A girl is a fool to get mar-
ried iIf she's got money enough to live on,” said she.

“Why, Aunt Sylvia, wouldn't you have magried Uncle
HHenry if you had had plenty of money?” asked the girl,
exaculy as Henry had done.

Sylvia herself colored
different matter,” said she.

“But why?"

“Because it was,” said Sylvia, bringing up one of her
impregnable ramparts against argument. ' But the girl
persisted. I don't see why,” she sald.

Sylvia colored again. *“Well, for one thing, your Une
cle Henry is one man in a thousand,” said she. "I know
every silly girl thinks she has found just that man, but
it's only about once in a thousand times she does, and
she's mighty lucky if she don't find out that the man in
a4 thousand is another woman's husband when she gets
her eyes onen. Then there's another thing—nothing has
ever come betwixt us.” X s

“T don’t know what you mean.”

“[ mean we've had no family,” said Sylvia firmly, ale
though her color deepened. “I know vou think it's aw-
ful for me to say such a thing, but look right up and
down this street at the folks that got married about the
same time Henry and T did. How many of them that's
had families ain't had reason to regret it? T tell you
what it is, child, girls don’t know everything. It's aw-
ful having children and straining every nerve to bring
them up right and then to have them go off in six
months in consumption the way the Masons lost their
three children—two boys and a girl—or to worry and
fuss until you are worn to a shadow the way Mrs.
George Emerson has over her son and then have him
take to drink. There wasn't any consumption in the
Mason family on either side in a straight line, but the
three children all went with it, and there ain't any
drink in the Emerson family on her side or his, all as
straight as a string, but Mrs. Emerson was a Weaver,
and she had a great-uncie who drank himself to death.
1 don't believe there's a family anywhere around that
hasn’'t got some dreadful thing in it to leak out, when
vou don't expect it, in children. Sometimes it only leaks
in a straight line, and sometimes it leaks sidewise. You
never know. Now, here's my family. I was a White,
vou know, like your Aunt Abrahama. There's consump-
tion in our family, the worst kind. I never had any
doubt but what Henry and I would kave lost our chil-
dren if we'd had any.”

“But you didn’t have any!” sald Ross in a curiously
naive and hopeful tone. : : :

‘“We are the only ones that got married about the
time we did who didn’t have any,” said Sylvia In her
conclusive tone.

“But, Aunt Sylvia,” saild Rose, “vyou woulda't stuop
everybody’s getting married? Why, these wouldn't be
any people in the world in a ghort time.” &

“There's some people in the world now “‘hat would
be a good sight better off out of it for themselves and
other folks,” said Sylvia. ; . 1 :

i.é:l"’l'xen you don't think anybody ought to be mar-
ried? ghe

“If folks want to be fools, let them. Nothing I can
say is going to stop® them, but 1'll miss my guess i
some of the girls that get married had the faintest
idea what they were going into they would stop short, it
it sent them over a rail fence. Tolks can't tell girls
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" Rose hasitated.

faintly. . “That was a very

~everything, but marriage is an awful risk, an awful

risk. And"T say, as I sald before, any girt who has got
enough‘to live on is a fool to get marrield”

“But 'I-don't see why, after all.”

“Because she 1s,” repllied Sylvia. his time Rose did
not attempt to bruise herself against the older woman’s
imperturbability. She did not look convinced, but again
the troubled expression came over her face. “I'm glad
you relished your supper,” said Sylvia.

“It was very nice,” replied Rose, absently. Suddenly
the look of white horror which had comé over her face
on the night of her arrival possessed it again. “What
on earth is the matter?” cried Sylvia. >

“T'almost remembered then,” gaspel the girl. “You
know what I told vou the night I came. Don't let me
remember, Aunt Sylvia. T think T shall die if I ever do.”

Sylvia was as white ds the girl, but she rosc briskly.
“There's nothing to remember,” she said. “Youn're ner-
vous, and I'm going to make some of that root beer of
mine tomorrow. It has hops in it, and it's real quiet-
ing. Now you stop worrying amd wait a minute. T've
got something to show you. Here, you look at the book
vou've been reading and stop thinking. T'1l be back in a
minute, I've just got to step into the other chamber.”

Sylviarwas back in a moment. She never was obliged

to hesitate for a second as to the whereabouts of any'

of her possessions. She had some little
hand and one rather large one under
looked at them with interest. “What
via?" sald she.

Syvlvia laughed. “Something to show you that be-
longs to you,”’ she =aid.

“Why, what have you got that balongs to me, Aunt
Syivia?

“You wait-a minute.,”

Sylvia and Rose both stood peside the white dressing
table, and Svivia opened the boxes one after another

boxes in her
her arm. Rose
is it, Aunt Syl-

and slowly and impressively removed their contents
and id them In orderly rows on the white dimity of
the table. The lamplight shone on therg, and the table

blazed llke an altar with jeweled fires.

Rose gasped.
“Why, Aunt Sylvia!” sald she.
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“All these things belonged to your Aunt Abrahama,
and now they belong to you,”w said Sylvia in a tri-
umphant tone.

“Why, but these are perfectly beautiful things™

“Yes, I don't belleve anybody in Easgi Westland ever
knew she had them. I don’t belleve sih2 could have worn
them here even when she was a girl, or T should have
heard of them. I found them in her Lureau drawer.
She didn't even keep them under lock:and key, but
then she never went out anywhere, apd If nobody
even knew she had them they were safe epoughk. Now
they're all yourse.”

“But they belong to you, Aunt Sylvia”

Sylvia took up the most waluable thing ther . A really
good pearl necklace, and held it dangling from her skin-
ny hand. “I should look pretty with this around my
neck, shouldn’'t I?” she said. "I wanted to WwWear tha_t
pink siik, but when it comes to some things I aln't
quite out of my mind. Here, try It on Rose clasped
the necklace around her white throat and sullled at
herself in the glass. Rose wore a gown of soft green
china =ilk, and the p=arls over its lace collar sur-
rounded her face with soft gleams of rose and green.

“Phese amethysts are exquisite” said Nose af ahs
had done admiring herself. She took up one after an-

ter

other a ring, a brac elet. a necklace, a brooch ar 1 ear-
rings all of clear pale amethysts in beautiful settings.
“You should wear these, she said to Sylvia
“] gues® I shan't begin to wear jew eley at my time
of life,” declared Sylvia. Her voice sounded almost

sngry in its insistence. “Everything here is yours she
said. and nodded her head and set her mouth hard for
further emphasis.

The display on the dressing table,
great value, was in reality rather unusual.
pieces were, of course, old, and there were
precious than precious stones; but the ~‘~‘Y'>
good and the whole enough to delight any xirl R
hung over them in delight. She had not many
Sfomehow her income had never =-"".wd to
fewels. She was as pleased as a child.
hung some pear! earrings over her cars by bits of whita
silk, ears not being pilerced: shé allowed the pear!
necklaca to remain. She clasped some charming
eameo bracelets and a heavy gold one set with a minia
ture of a lady. She covered her slender fingers with
rings and pinned old brooches all over her bosom. Sha
fastencd a pearl spray in her hair, and a heavy shall
cemb. Then she fairly laughed out loud. “There,” said
she to Sylvia, and langhed agaln.

Sylvia also laughed and her laugh had the ring of a
child's “Don’'t vou feel as if yom were pretty well off
as vou are?” said she. Rose sprang forward and hugged

although Aot of
All of the
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Sylvia. “Well off!” said she. “Well off! T never knew a
girl who was better off. To think of my being hera
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 wit “wels
like a crown princess! I never knew I liked suc Ings

much. I am fairly ashamed.
Rose at that minute was wonderfu!
to the gleam of the jewels seemed to have wz
her. Svivia gazed at her In a sort of rapturs
a warmth of love and ownerzhip of wi )

known | felt that

herself capable.
jewels—the girl, who was the greatest

S0

She

were her verv own. For the first time a
and distress of mind, which she had confic on
was allayed. She said to herself that everything was as

it should be. She llad Rose, and Rosa was happ ]
she thought how she had found the girl when sha first
entered the reom and had rage, as sha

Yyen

seaing he

looked, now, de ask again, “What was the matter? Why
were you erving?”’

Rose:tyned upon her with a smile of perfect radl-
ance. “Nothing at all. dear Aunt Sylvia,” she cried
happily, “nothing at all.”

Sylvis smgiled. A smile was always somswhat of an
eftort for Sylvia, with her hard, thin lips, w h had not
heen overused to smillng. Sylvia had no sense of humen
Her smiles would never be possible except for sudden

and unlooked for pleasures, and those had heen rars In
her whole life. But now she smiled, with her lips and
her eyes. “Rose wasn't crying because she thought Mr.
Allen was going to marry another girl,” she told
“she was only crying because a girl is always full of
tantrums. Now she is perfectly happy. I am able to
make her perfectly happy. I know that all a girl needs
in this world to make her happy and free her from care
is a woman to be a mother to her. I am making her sea
it. T can make up 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, “vou look like a whole
jewelry shop. . I don't see, for my part, how your aunt
came to have so many, why she wanted them.”
., “Maybe they were given to her,” said Fose. L tender
thought of the dead woman who had gone from the
house of her fathers and left her jewels behind softened
her face. “Poor Aunt Abrahama,” sald 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.”

“I don't see why,” said Sylvia “I don't see that it
was any great hardship te Mve all her life in this nice
house, and I don't see what difference it u

arself

e about her

having nica things, whether she got married or not. It
could not have made any difference.” h
“Why not?"” asked Rose, lookin with a mis-

at her
chievous flash of blue eyes. T
note of music, shot éut from the

am, like &

3 n her finger
as she raised it in a slight gestur« To have all these
beautiful things put away in a drawer and never to

have anybody see her in them must ha
difference.”
“It wouldn't make a mite,” saild Sylvia stoutly.
“I don't see why.”

“Because it wouldn't.”

made some

Rose laughed and looked again at erself in the
glass, “Now you had befter take off all those things
and go to bed and try to go to sleep.” said Sylvia

“Yes, Aunt Sylvia,” said Rese. 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.)



