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SYNOPSIS

Henry Whitman and his wife, Sylvia, a middie aged
couple, poor and kard working, living in the New KEag-
land silage of East Westland, come unexpectedly into
the property of Sylvia'sécousin, Abrahama White.
Abrahama’s will cuts off ker own sister’s child, Rose
Iletcher, an orphan, living with rich people In New
York. The property censists of a big bouse standing
on 59 acres of gronad, and an anaual income of $600 in

stocks. Herace Alien, prineipal of the local schoel,
who had boarded with the Whitmans in their days of
poverty, remains with them in their presperity.

s timid young woman, keeps the ho-
dirells therein, an object of suspicion
ause of great beauty, despite her advanced Yyears.
merning she is found dead iz bhed of poison. Lu-
vinda Mart is suspected of giving her poisoned candy
and is srrested, together wiih Hamsak Simmeons, whe
is supposed to be her accomplice. Now, Miss Farrel, it
‘urns out, was the person whe teok ecare of Rose
I"leteher, having secretly wettled her eatire fortune ea
her, but given all the credit te the New York people.
Censequently Rowe Fletcher is summeoned to the fune-
Fal. ©On her srrival she captures the Wkitman family,

Lucinda Hari,
el Miss Parrel

IS

Ve

though they look with awe and misgiving upon her
city elothes and ity manzers. The casc against Lu-
cinds Hart and Hannah Sisumons falls through. Be-

cause of the departure for Eurcope of the Wilten fam-
with whom ske had been living, Rese Fletcher de-
ides to remain with the Whitmans. She makes friends

iy,

with a mervons, hysterieal girl mnamed Luey Ayres,
vwhese morbid faacies Lave greatly disturbed her
wmother. Ineidentaily, Herace and Henry hear that
Lucy is fond of making candy and uneasiness s

aroused in the minds of hoth. When Luey offers Rose a
box Herace saateches it anny and crumples it inte his
pocket. To add to Henrs's distress he notices that there
is something preying on bkis wife's mind. As"to Hor-
e is outraged to find that Lucy cherishes a mad
passion for kim, while he himself is in love with Rose.

Meanwhile Henry, weary of enforced idleness, is
anxions te returm to his old life in the shop. To add
to his distress, he mees that something is preying om
bis wife's mind. She cenfesses that she is werrying
or fear she may lose Rose. whem she has learned to
love with a jeaious maternal afection.

Henry apnounces that he has determined to retura
te his work in the shop. Sy'vin, geing to Rose's room,
tinds her erying. It seems that Loey had told Rose that
«he was engaged te Horace, which Sylvia regards as a
ialsescod. Sylvia turns over Aunt Abrahama's jewels
iv Reose.

ace.

CHAPTER XXV

She Has Given More Than She Knows
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night. The day had been rather werm, but the night
was one of coolness and peace. The moon was just
rising. Rose couid see it through the leafy branches
of an opposite elm tree. It seemed to be caught in the
green foliage of the tree. New shadows were leaping
out of the distance as the moon increased. The whole
landscape was dotted with white luminosities, which
it was bliss not to explain, just to leave mysteries.
Wonderful sweetnesses and fresh scents of growing
things, dew wet, came in her face., Rose was very
happy. Only an hour before she had been miserable,
and now her whole spirit had leaped above her woe
with an impetus of some celestial element rarer than
all the miseries of earth, and of a necessity sur-
mounti{pg them. She looked out at the night and it
was to her as if the whole world was her jewel cas-
ket and the jeweis therein were imimortal and infinite
in possibilities of giving and recelving glory and joy.
Rose thought of Horace, and a delicious thrill went
over her whole body. Then she thought of Lucy Ayres
and felt both pity and a sort of angry and contemptu-
ous repuision. “How can a girl do so?’ she thought.
Intultively she knew that what she felt for Horace was
a far nobler love than Lucy's. Love! Was it love,
after all? Rose did not know, but she gave her head
a proud shake. “I never would put him in such a posi-

tion and lie about him, and—feel so about him. just.

because''—she said to herself.
sentence. Rase was innately modest even as to her
own self-discldosures. Her emotions were so healthy
that she had the power to keep them under the wings

She did not finish her

of her spirit and hold the superior place. She had a
feeling that Lucy Ayres’ love for Horace was in a
way an insult to him. After what Sylvia had said

she had not a doubt as to the falsity of what Lucy
had told her during their drive. She and Lucy had
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fore Aunt Elizabeth's door she perceived the house to
briliiantly igh and wondered If the sociable

Sarah had been entegtaining the neighborhood {n her

sence made no mention of it, however, and
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spoke calied her back to reason.
n a flash this old lady perceived that some vil-
entrapped her niece and carried her to the
able club. All her anger vanished in an instant.
. g the door quietly she took Kitty's coid hand
in her own and led her toward the parior. Ne word
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hungry. I have

and

was s=poken; ne further gquestion put for many min-
utes—just & Woman's sympathy expressed, and that
so cleverly and with such sincerity that all Kitty's

valor

melted in a moment and there she lay sobbing in
Eli

h's arms as though her heart would break.
dear aunt, they have put me to such shame!
life is in danger, sunt. What shall I do to
My Dick, whom I have loved all my life!
Oh, teil teil me, what shall T do to save him?"
God help Aunt Elizabeth, we say, when she listened
to this story. Why, there had been no mention of Dick
Escombe since Kitty had come to Marlow; not a word
breathed about him; not a secret told. And he was

ne,

the third, remember, for had not the silver haired old
lady already popped Repton and Willoughby in the
scaies and weighed their chances critically?

“To save him, child—your Dick—but who, in God's
name, is he, Kitty, and how did he come to be there?”’

“He came to the club because he knew they had
taken me there—I cannot teil you, dear aunt—I re-
member ®o little. Oh, I am so eold and hungry, and
Dick Is there, and they will kill him if he remains—
and, aunt, I cannot help him, I cannot, I cannot.”

And so she sobbed on and so, at every word Aunt
E;Hzabexh hugged her closer and there, in the dawn
light these two women comforted each other as only
women can in the hours of their distress.

True, it was sorfiething of a shock to Elizabeth that
Kitty should speak of hunger and by implication of
baked meats amid@ such a threnmody: but the old lady
wisely put this down to the child's hysterical condition:
and no sooner did she understand that Kitty had not
taken bite or sup since tea time yesterday than she
roused the maids with resonant voice, caused the fires
to be lighted despite the month, and generally pre-
scribed that vigorous treatment by which fatigue and
cold are to be successfully resisted.

All this permitted a2 good hour to pass. The sun
rose before Kitty had drunk her posset and eaten
sparingly of the food which Elizabeth pressed upon her
with kindly insistence. There was no thought of bed,
however. It was the top of the morning when, hand
in hand upon the sofa, the two exchanged those swift
questionings and responses which meant se much to
both of them.

“They took you to the club, Kitty?"

“Lorda Harborme, T am sure. He sent 8 man I had
seen at Brighton. T should have recognized him earlier.
He has been watching the house for some days, aunt.”

“The villain—if I had seen him. Is it Richard Es-
combe the rebel you speak of?"

“No rebel, aunt. The king knows that. He is now
at Windsor and will be made governor'of the castle,
they say. I heard that he had met with an accident
and that he wished me to come to him. It was half a
truth—and I went. Then they drove the coach into
the ditch—and you know what happened.”

“Will ve tell me about the place, ,cmld?\ Queer
stories are told; ye have seen strange things there?”

Kitty answered as best she could. Her memories
were all of lights and laughter and wine, of savage
men masked and unmasked, of drunken voices and
hollow eyed women. She spoke mote particularly of
the scene between the old fop Whitwould and the man
Musgrove. She tried té tell her aunt particularly of
that and of the rule by which men take their own lives
in the name of women.

“The wickedness of it.
a penny piece whether the
dead. Go on, child.”

“There was a great quarrel over a dreadful woman.
and then a person they called the chaplain intervened.
He read the rule and all laughed at it. I saw the
woman go out with Mr. Musgrove and that was the
end of it.” :

“There w_ould be many of the quality there, Kitty?

“I recogunized Lord Allsa and I think Lord Chuychill.
They have both enjoyed my father’s hospitality and
yet they permlitted the others to insult me. - Oh, if I
were & man, aunt—oh, if I could go back to them

now-——e
Te.Be Continued Next Sunday.

pair of them are alive or
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And the woman not csring’.

been on the front seat of the carriage when Lucy had
intimated that there was an understanding betwgen
herself and Horace. She had spoken very Ilo in
French and Rose had been obliged to ask her to repeat
her words. Immediately Lucy's mother's head was be-
tween the two girls and the bunch of violets on her
bonnet grazed Rose's ear. “What are you saying?
she had asked Lucy sharply. And Lucy had lled. “I
said what a lovely day it was,” she replied.

“You said it in French™

“Yes, mother.”

“Next time say it in English,” said Mrs. Ayres.

“Of course if Lucy had lied to her mother, she had
lied to her. She had MHed in two languages. She
must be a very strange girl,” thought Rose. 5he re-
solved that she would not-go to see Lucy often, and a
little pang of regret shot through her. She had been
very ready to love poor Ltey.

Presently, as Rose sat beside the window, she
heard footsteps on the gravel sidewalk outside the
front yard, and then a man's figure came into view,
like a2 moving shadow. She knew the figure was a man
hecause there was no swing of skirts. Her heart beat
fast when the man opened the gate and shut it with a
faint click. She wondered if it could be Horace, but
immediately she saw who it was, from the slightly
sldewise shoulders and gait, Henry Whitman. She
heard him enter; she heard doors open and close. After
a time she heard a murmur of voices. Then there was
a flash of light across the vard from a lighted lamp be-
ing carried through a room below. The light was re-
flected on the ceiling of her room. Then it vanished
and everything was quiet. Rose thought that Henry
and Sylvia had retireq for the night. S8he almost
knew that Horace was not in the house. She had
heard him go out after supper and she had not heard
him enter. He had a habit of taking long walks on
fine nights. Rose wondered. Once the suspicion smote
her that possibly after all Lucy had spoken the truth—
that Horace was with her. Then she dismissed the
suspicion as unworthy of her. She recalled what Sylvia
had said, she recalled how she herself had heard Lucy
lie. She knew that Horace could not bq fond of a girl
like that, and he had known her quite a long time.
Again Rose's young repture and belief in her own hap-
piness reigned. She sat still, and the moon at last
salled out of the feathery clasp of the elm branches,
and the whole landscape was in a pale, clear glow.
Then Horace came. Rose started up. She stoed for
an instant irresolyte, then she stole out of her room
and down the spiral stair very noiselessly. She opened
the front door befére Horace. It had been unlocked.
Henry and Sylvia had a contempt for burglars. Hor-
ace started back. “Hush,” whispered Rose. She stified
a laugh. “Step back out in the yard just a minute,”
she whispered. Horace obeyed. He stepped softly
back, and Rose joined him after she had closed the
door with great care.

‘“Now come dovgn as far as the gate, out of the
shadows,” whispered Rose. “I want to show you
something.”

The two stole down to the gate. Then Rose faced
Horace in a full glare of moonlight. “Look at me,”
sald she, and stified another laugh of pure childish
delight.

Horace looked. Only a few of the stones which
Rose wore caught the moonlight to any extent, but she
was all of a shimmer and gleam, like a creature decked
with dewdrops. “lL.ook at me,” she whispered again.

“I am looking.” ;

“Do you see?”

“What 3

“They are poor Aunt Abrahama's jewels.
Sylvia gave them to me. Aren't they beautiful? Such
lovely old fashioned settings. You can't half see in the
moonlight. You shall see them by day.”

“It ts beautiful enough now,” said Horace with a
sort of gasp. “Those are pearls around your neck?”

“Yes, really lovely pearls, and such carved pink
coral. And look at the dear old pearl spray in my
hair. Wait. Ill turn my head so the moon will show
on it. Isn’t it dear?”

“Yes, it is,” replied Horace, regarding the delicate
spray of seed pearis on Rese's head.

“And only look at these bracelets and these rings,
and I had to tie the earrings on, because my ears are
not pierced. -Would you have them plerced and wear
them as they are? I believe earrings are coming into
vogue again; or would you have them into rings?"

“Rings,” sald Horace emphatically. z

“I think that will be better. T fancy the earrings
dangling make me a little nervous already. See all
these brooches and the rings.” :

Rose held up her hands and twirled her ring laden
fingers and laughed again. *“They.are pretty large,
most of the rings,” sald she.
one emeraid that are charming, and several of the
dearest old fashioned things. Think of poor Aunt
Abrahamsa having all these lovely things packed away
in a bureau drawer and neéver wegring them!” :
. ~I should rather have packed away my name,” said

orace, -

“So should I. Isn't it awful? The Abrahama fIs

Aunt

_simply dreadful, and the way it comes down with a

sort of whack on the White! Poor Aunt Abrahama! I
feel almost guilty having =ll her pretty jewels and be-
ing so pleased with them.” -

“Oh, she would be pleased. too, if she knew.”

“I.don’t know. She and my mother had been es-
tranged for years, ever since my mother's marriage.
Would she be pleased, do you think?’ o, ore

“Of course she would, and as for the things them-
selves, they are fulfliling their mismion.”

_“Maybe jewels don’t 1iKe to be shut

up for years and years in a drawer -away from the
light,” sald she. “They do seem almost alive, Look,
you can really see the green in that emerald.” v

"~ Horace was trembling from head to foot.” He could

hardly reply.’ - ¢ .
ol By, you' are shivering.’ sl Rose. “Ate you

rg

“There is one pear! and
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“No, well, perhaps yes, a little. It is rather cool
tonight after the warm day.”

‘“Where have you been?”

“I walked to Tunbury and back.”

“That is seven miles. That ought to have warmed
you. Well, I think we must go in. I don't know what
Aunt Sylvia would say.”

“Why should she mind?”

“I don’t know. She might not think I should have
run out here as I did. I think all these jewels went
to my head. Come. Please walk very softly.”

Horace hesitated.

“Come,” repeated Rose imperatively, and started.

orace followed. The night before they had been
on the verge of a love scene, now it sgemed impos-
sible, incongruous.

“Please be very stMl,” whispered Rose when they
had reached the house door. She herself began open-
ing it, turning the knob by slow degrees. All the
time she was stifling her laughter Horace felt that
the stified laughter was the main factor in prehibiting
the love making. Rose turned the knob and removed

‘her hand. As she pushed the door open something fell

with a tiny tinkle on the stone step. Both stopped.
“One of my rings,” whispered Rose. Horace stooped
and felt over the stone slab and finally his hand struck
the tiny thing. “It's that queer little flat gold one,”
whispered Rose.

Sudden boldness possessed Horace.
it?" he sald. ) :
“It Isn't & bit pretty. I don't believe you can wear

‘May I have

- A

Horace slipped the ring on his little finger.
fits,” he sald. “May I have it?

“I don’t care,” sald Rose hesitatingly. “Aunt Sylvia
gave me the things. I don’t belleve shé will care. And
there are two more flat gold rings, anyway. She will
not notice, only perhaps I ought to tell her.”

“If you think it will make any trouble for you e

“Oh, no; keep it. It is interesting because it is old-
fashioned, and as far as giving it is concerned I could
give away half of these trinkets. T can't go around
decked out like this, nor begin to wear all the rings.
I certainly never should have put that ring on again.”

Horace felt daunted by her light valuation of the
ring, but when he was in the house and in his room
and neither Syivia nor Henry had been awakened he
removed the thing and looked at it closely.

AlPF the inner surface was coveredswith a elear in-
scription, very clear, although of a necessity in minute
characters, “Let love abide whate'er betide.”

Horace laughed tenderly. “She has given me more
than she knows,” he thought.

“It just

CHAPTER XXVIII

Henry Sticks to His Last

Henry Whitman ewoke the next merning with sen-
sations of delight and terror. He found himself abso-
lutely unable to work himself up to that pitch of
courage necessary to tell Sylvia that he inteanded to
return to his toil in the shop. He sald to himself that
it would be better to allow itfto become an arcom-
plished fact before she knew it, that it would be easler
for him. Luckily for him the family breakfasted early.
Directly after he had risen from the table Henry at-
tempted to slink out of the house from the front door
without Sylvia's knowledge. He had nearly reached
the gate, and had a sense of exultation llke a child
playing truant when he heard Sylvia's voice. “Heary!™
she called. “Henry Whitman!™

Henry turned aroungd obediently.

“Where are you going?’ asked Sylvia. She stood
under the columns of the front porch, a meager little
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figure of a woman, dressed with severe and immacu-
late cheapness in a purple calico wrapper, with a
checked gingham apron tied in a prim bow at her back.
She was New England austerity and conservatism em-
bodied. She was terrifying, aithough it would have
puzzlied anybody te have told why. Certain it was
that no man would have had the temerity to coantest
ker authority. Henry stood still near the gate
“Where are you geing? asked Sylvia again.
“Down street,” veplled Henry.
“Whereabouts down street?™
Henry said agaln, with meek doggedness: “Doww
street.”
“Come here,” sald Sylvia
Henry walked slowly toward her between the rows

of box. He was abdout three feet away from Sylvia
when she spoke again. “Where are you going? sald
she.

“Down street.” :

Sylvia looked at Henry, and he trembled Inwardly.
Had she any suspicion? When she spoke again an im-
mense rellef overspread him. I wish you'd go Inte
the drug store and get me a quarter of a pound of
peppermints,” said she.

Then Henry knew that he had the pest of it. Sylyia
had what she considered am almost guilty weakness
for peppermints. She never bought them herself or
asked him to buy them but that she felt humiliated.

Her austera and dictatorial manner vanished at the
moment she preferred the request for pepperminis.

“Of course I'll get them,” replied Heary with en-
thusiasm. He mentally resolved upon & pound
stead of a quarter.

“I don't feel quite right in my stomach, and I
think they're good for me,” saild Sylvia, still abjectly,
Then she turned and went into the house.

Henry started afresh. He felt renewed compunc-
tion at his deception as he went on. It seemed hard
to go agsainst the wishes of that poer. little narrow-
chested woman, who had se little in life that a quar-
ter of a pound of peppermints seemed too much for

ine

her to wish for. .
But Henry realized that he had not the courage (&
tell her. He went on. He had just about time fo

reach the shop before the whistle blew. As he neared
the shops he became one of & stream of toilers press-
ing toward the sanfé goal. Most of them were younger
than he, and it was safe to assume none were golng
to weork with the same enthusiasm. There were many

weary, rebellious faces. They had not yet comae to
Henry's pess. Toll had not yet gotten the better of
their freedom of spirit. They considered that they

could think and live to Detter ite
Henry had become its slave.

He was his trua sélf only under the conditions of

purpose without

his slavery. He had toiled a few years longer than
he should have done to retaim his ability to keep his
head above the waters of life without toil. The me-
chanical motion of his hands gt their task of years
was absolutely necessary to him. He had become, in
fact, ke a machine which rusts and is good for
nothing if left long inactive. Henry wus at once pit-
lable and terrible when he came in sight of the great
many windowed buillding .which was his goal The
whistle Blew, and he heard as an old war horse hears
the summons to battle. In his case the battle was all

for naught and there was no victory to be won
the man was happier than he had been for
His feeling was a pity and a shame to him,
happiness, and sweet to his soul. It was
happiness which he had not become too callous to feel
If only he could have lived in the beautiful, old home
and spent the rest of his life in prideful wresitling
with the soil for goodly crops: in tasting the peace of
life which should come as a right to those who worked
long! But it had all come too late, When a man has
become wedded to toll he can never separate himself
from it without distress and loss of his own substange
of individuality. What Henry had told Sydney Meeks
was entirely true—good forturne had come too [ate
for him to reap the physical and spiritual benefit from
it which was its usual dividend. He was no longer
his own man, but the man of his life experience.

hen he stood once more in his old place, cutting
the leather which smeliled to him sweeter than roses,
he was assailed by many a jibe, good mnatured in a
way, still critical. “What are you to work again for,
Henry. You've got money enough to live on. What In
thunder are you working for?”

One thing was said many times which hit him
hard: “You are taking the bread out of the mouth of
some other man who needs work; don't you know that,
Henry?™

That rankled. Otherwise Henry, at his old task,
with his mind set free by the toil of his hands, might
have been entirely happy. “Good Leord,” he said at
length to the man at his side, a middle aged man with
a blackened, sardonic face and a forehead lined with a
scow! of rebelliofh, “do you s'pose 1 do it for the mon-
ey? I tell you it's for the work.”

“The work!” sneered the other man. b

“I tell you I've worked so long I can't stop and
live.”

The other man stared. “Either youre a &4&—4d

fool or the men or the system, whatever it is, that
has worked you so long that you can't stop ought to

go to . he growled.
“You can’t shake off a burden that's grown to you,”
said Henry.

The worker on Henry's other side was a mere boy,
but he had a dbulging forehead and a square chin, and
already figured in labor circles. “As soon try to shake
off a hump,” he sald, and nodded.

“Yes,” said Henry. “When you've lived long enough
in one sort of a world it settles onto your shoulders,
and it's only death can ease a man from the weight
of it."

“That’s so,” said the bov. :

“But as far as keeping the bread from another man
goes——," sald Henry. Then he hesitated. He was
tainted by the greed for unnecessary money in spite of
his avowal to the contrary. That also had come to be
a part of him. Then he continued: “As far as that
goes,” I'm willing to give away a good part of what [
earn.”

The first man laughed harshly. “He'll be for giv-
ing a library to East Westland next, to make up to
men for having their money and freedom in his o
pockets,” he said.

“I ain’'t got so much as that, after all,” sald Henry.
“Because my wife has had a little left to her it dom't
follow that we are millionaires.”

“] guess you are pretty well fixed. You don't need
to work, and you know it. You ought to be ashamed
of yourself. There's my wife's brother can't get a
job.”

“Good reason why,”
“He drinks.”

“He drinks every time he gets out of work and gets
clean discouraged,” retorted the man.

“Well,” said the boy, “you know me well enough to
know that I'm with my class every time, bdut hanged
if I can see why your wife's brother ain't got into a
circle that there’s no getting him out of. We've got to
get out of work sometimes; we all know it. Wea've got
to if we don't want humps on all our shoulders, and if
Jim can't live up to his independence why he's out of
the running, or rather in his own running, so neither
God nor man can get him out of it. You know the
time ghat last strike was on he was In the gutter
every day when he could beg enough money to keep
himself there. Now, we can't have that sort of thing.
When & man's got so he can’'t work nor fight nelther,
why. he's up against it. If Henry, here, gave up his
job Jim couldn’t get it, and you kKnow it."

(To Be Continued Next Sunday.)

said the boy on the other side.
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THE NEW YORK HERALD-SAN FRANCISCO CALL ANGLO-AMERICAN 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, simultaneous publication of which began Jaguary 26, to con«
tinue, in weekly instaliments, for about 18 weeks, announcement of the closing date to
bé made hereafter. One novel is by a distinguished Englishman, Mr. Max Pemberton;
the other by an equally distinguished American woman, Mrs. Mary E. Wiikins Freeman.
In order to supplement the purely artistic incentive to high endeavor the NEW YORK
HERALD and THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL will award a large 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 imstaliments by filling out the su™joimed
ballot and sending it to the Anglo-American Competition Commitice, care of THE CALL,

Md(m“m) oa-‘-o-c-}oo.-o--o

I coasider this week's installment of (name of novel) ................ better tham
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