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CHAPTER VIII.

Delatole’s apartments were in the Uni-
versity building. He loved the weather
stained pile because it was old—so little
was old in New York. He loved the
gloomy halls and the high, dusty win-
dows. His rooms were a medley where
discord in the extreme blended into a
startling harmony. Curiosity shops had
been ransacked for treasures, and he had

“ even paid flying visits to ship chandlers’
shops upon the wharves in the desire to
collect antagonistic bits. Fish nets that
had the salt of the sea woven into their
fibers took the place of more conven-
tional hangings. Mugs of every sizeaml
the most fancitul shapes, some of them
very old, hung in a line around the man-
tel, ench a mirror for the erackling fire
below. Divansswathed in Turkishstuffs
Jutted from shadowy angles and held
palpitating gleams from hanging Lunps
in their oriental, bespangled folils, His
bed had curtains of pale tapestry fri-
grant as spice and looped up by spears,
It was screened by nleathery Indian mat
resembUling the back of a huge turtle and
suspended by hooks from the ceiling.

Delatole Liad many sides to his charne-
ter. He was u rake, a parasite, but he
was also a genuine artist and loved his
work. He loved the somber dreams
which stole in npon his solitude in this
old honse, in this old street. They tipped
his pen with cabalistic power., When
the wind howled and the snow fell, the
drafty passages seemed trodden by
ghostly feet, and fancy often crossed his
threshold, garbed in some fluttering rag
of the dead years. Sometimes he had
but to half shut his eyes, and looking
across his untidy desk to the limits of
the spacious square beyond see the roof
tops stretch away into a sun kissed des-
ert, and the hanging smoke become the
white tents of n waiting urmy.

Yes, he loved the place, but it mnust
go and his life there be remembered ns
a drenm. On this November afternoon
while he wuited for Tom he held in his
hand, which was trembling with rage, a
notice to leave these self same apart-
ments or pay a very large sum in a very
short time, Curious that awau should
prefer us o tenant sowme commonplace
fellow with money instead of a brilliant
critic who made cigaretle lighters of
his dunning letters! A few oaths that
reduced creation to chaos, und o few
puffs of ncigarette cleared his brain, He
sat back to think.

So much money had gone at the gam-
bling table; so much on the races: so
much in speenlation. And the resnlt?
Enormous bills flowing in from every
guarter, chief among them an appalling
array of figures for more than a year's
rent.

“‘There’'s not a hole or corner where I
can borrow o third of it,” he excluimed
impatiently, and tightening the girdle of
the eastern robe infolding his slight figure

— he strolled to the window, and through

the tangle of bare branches looked across
at the snowy grass plots of Washington
gquare.

He scarcely moved for many minntes,
‘Was there nothing he conld do? Nothing?
One plan after another was dismnissed as
impracticable until his eyes fell upon
Tom coming neross the park, the orunge
light streaming from the west behind
him, making a moving silbhoucite of his
vigorous figure.

elatole’s eyes becameinserutable, the
emoke wreaths curled furiously aronnd
his head, and he caressed his lip with the
point of his tongue, as if he had literally
tasted a palatable thought,

“You fool! Why didn't you think of
him before? he said alond and burst ont
laughing.

When the sedato English valet, swho
had almost forgotten the look of Ameri-
can woney, opened the door for Tom,
his host strolled from the window with
hands outstretched.

HOnly half an honr Lt
ily in his dreawlineg voice. = Not bad for
apew celebrity.  Did you see The Chals
lenge this worning?  Good—wasn't it?
Here, rend this,”

He picked up some loosely seattered
pages covered with his delicate, eramped

writing and pushed themn into Town's

ald air-

~==" hands.

#*This will be in on Thursday morn-
ing. Yon see, it's a minute veview of
the play. You certainly can’t complain,”

Tom carried them to the window and
turned one rustling page after another,
Glorious words were these—magnetic,
intemse. And how trnel—how marvel-
ously trne! His own intimate strugeles
in writing the play had been divined by
the keen eritical understanding of tho
writer. The lincs flowed delieately, sub-
tly, and were sweet as incense. They
throbbed in his braing Lis eyes lightened.

“I had not hoped for this,” he suid,
with a grateful glance as he came lack
to the table while slowly drawing off Lis
gloves. “How awfully kindof yon! My
conviction that you mean it all is fur
dearer than that New York will rend
these words,”

“Yes, I mean it ull,”

Delatole handed him a cigarette, gave
. an abrupt glance at his harassed, weary
face, and said musingly—

““You don't lovk like yourself today.
Aren't you well?”

“I'm quite well,”

“But you seem depressed.”

Tom smoked for a moment in silence.

“Not so much depressed. I am dis-
gusted,” he said fiercely, “Did you
know that I was—drunk last night?”

Delatole opened his eyes very wide
and  softly laughed as if infinitely
amnsed.

“I wish you wouldn't laugh,” Tom
gaid, a little sullenly, a streak of color
crogsing his cheek. ‘It was the first
time and {8 not vleasant toremember,”

Delatolo’s eyebrows twitched; he lows-
ered his eyes and thoughtfully moved
some trifle on the table,

“But, I say, are you going in for re-
spectability—for that cumbersome re-
spectability that ‘strains at a guat? Are
vour”

" The languid curiosity of his tone was
wmore contemptuous than his laugh.

Tom was trdubled by a strange feeling
as he listened, He did not like Delatole
in his nsual genial, unreserved way.
Just to wateh the slow movements of
his listless hands held an enigmatical
fascination. He felt a strong desire to
emulate his ease and sagacity, but un-
derncath and throngh it all there Yloated
an ill defined repmlsion,

The man seemed the product of a
forced, perverted life, Something about
his dark pallor and sneering lips dimly
reminded Tom of a flower forced into a
semblance of bloom by the aid of a nox-
ious gas, but with life and color and
strength missing.

“You see, my dear fellow,” Delatole
continued, I know that vou are fresh
from a religious environment—that yon
are young; therefore I don't nccept your
views seriously. Perhaps they are but
natural. I won't label you ‘prig' and
give von up, I'll ounly give you time.
Here comes my man with some brandy
and soda. Perhaps your saintship won't
have any*"

“Of course I will. Yon don't suppose
I meant to draw such fine distinctions.
Surely you understand,” said Tom ecar-
nestly, and he looked nway into the leap-
ing golden leart of the fire. *‘Last
night’sevents gave a blow to my precon-
ceived ideas of life. I mean to hold to
them, vou see,”

“Rubbish! A little laxity only makes
n man's nature wholesomely expand.
Now, look here, Murray,” and Delatole
spoke impressively as he stroked his
pointed beard, “I'm going to transplant
you, and to asoil where you'll grow
mentally, If you don’t astonnd us with
a play even more unforgettable than
“The World's Way," becanse more ma-
ture, it won't be my fault,”

A question darkened Town's eyes, and
he leaned eagerly forward,

*You made a wonderfully good guess
at life’s Hlavor in 'The World’'s Way.'
But I'm going to make you taste it in
truth, the brackish and the sweet. In
short, I'm going to ‘ask you to pitch in
your fortunes with mine and share these
rooms with me.  Since Glendenning dis-
appointed mie I have preferred to live
and dremn alone,  But—frankly—I like
you, The suite is large, We would
not clush,  Besides, just across the hiall
is i atelier left vacant since De Courcey
ran away only recently to escape his
debts. Yon'll probably find the drapery
of o departed model sl npon the plat-
form. You could furnish it as yon
please and  have it as your own particn-
Tar den.”

He witched Towm's eves travel half
wistfully aronnd the odd, artistic place.

“Charming,” he said at length and
added slowly, “hut impossible. You
see, I woing (o marry very soon,”

Delatole stared at him as if incapable
of grasping the statement,

SYes," sald Tom, and now a blunt
tenderness rang in his vaice, “I am go-
ing to marry Virginin Kent,"

“Are yon mad? and the words were a
slow exclnnntion,

Dielintale vo= as he spoke, lifted one of
the froazile ghts=cs on the table and con-
tenpinonsly ilinog it from him. It lay
npon the heurth, amass of opaline splin-
ters.

“In another year vou will e s artis-
tically runined as that wluss,”

Not dreaming of the selfish motive
prompting  this violent oljection and
listening to words that were a passion-
less prophecy, Tom conld not resist the
shudder that ominonsly passed over him,

“One would think I talked of commit-
ting a crime.” Aud the words were
breathless,

“And so yon are.  Isn't it a crime to
throw away your chauee? Life doesn't
offer too many of them. Let me tell
you, too, my dear fellow, that you do
not strike me as one who would  eulti-
vitte the virtues of patience and hnmility
under the stress of failure and poverty,
Marry now, when you have just crossed
the line, before your strength has haud a
fair test, and youw'll not only fail, but
probably break your wife's heart in o
year. Yon remember what I said to
you last night. I did not dream then
that you were thinking of the madness
of an early warriage; that you stood on
the verge of the nbyss strewn with the
ruins of good Leginnings.”

As Tom listened his face grew stern,
his eyes searching.

“Why should I fuil becanse 1 keep my
word to a woman, better, truer, a hun-
dred times, than I am—not a woman to
retard any man's progress? She has
been my inspiration. You don't know
Virginia.  She is more to me than any-
thing in the world. I need not fail. 1
will not fail,”

He looked very stalwart, very deter-
mined, ns he towered nbove Delatols, Lis
blne vyes flashing in his intense face.

“What interest can I have but for
Yyour good!” asked his new friend, and
the silken voice helda soothing gentle-
ness after Tom's hot, strained tones,
“Let us look at this matter dispassion-
ately. Yon ure young, You have writ-
ten one play of startling strength and
charm, It will bring yon go much mon-
ey. Alone, independent, yon wounld have
@ good income, be ablo to iix with the
world, travel a little and feed your brain
until it teemed with digested impressions
gathered from boudoir and barroowm.
The eame money will not support a
home and a wife cxcept in a cramped,
obscure way. Your love for her will be
another drawback to enrnest work. The
treadmill of your dull, loving, respecta-
ble existence day in and day out in some
little flat will afford no feverish impetus
to your imagination. You will never
write a play worth having typewritten
on the inspiration offered by a baby's
fists, Ah, have I not watched the mental
paralysia get in before? Love s bad
enough, but love and poverty”——

Town turned away and fuced the win-
dow. He did not seek the park, TFor
Jjust one moment the gray picture Delatole
stretched rose before hijm. and un acnte,

unmeasured despair took hold of him.

He beat it back fiercely, He would
not believe, But the resistance was no
longer buoyant; it was forced.

““Then there is the other side—freedom
knowing no limit,” continued Delatole
in a solilogquizing tone as he walked up
and down smoking, never once glancing
at the silent, erect figure in the window,
“Freedom, Only those who have sur-
rendered it know the full sweetuess of
that word. Every door would be open
to you, You need not only be a Bohe-
mian. A fellow like you, of undoubted
talent, well looking, clever, independent
and with some money would not have
to knoel at society's golden door for ad-
mission, It would fly open to yon. For
wyself I hate the stiff set, but it is al-
ways well for an artist to become
nequainted with every sort of human.
Under conditionsof thissort your artistic
vein wonld warm and expand, your nn-
tare vibrate to change after chiige. The
man who enters a race fettered is a fool,
When I have said this, 1 have said all,”

There was silence after these words
and then the rustling of paper. Tom
hastily turned and saw Delatole leaning
against the table, looking scornfully over
ench of the pages whercon the eriticism
was written that had so delighted him.
A painful premonition made him cold,
but he said nothing.

“Ah, well, T wish I had kunown that
you contemplated this idiocy before I
wasted time and ink on you, Murray.
You didn't tell me, of course, No rea-
son why you should. But I assure you,
had I guessed what manner of man yon
were I wonldn't have plunged into such
a bewildering prophecy about your fu-
ture greatness. I'm not usually o im-
pulsive,” and he rent the sheets half
across Lefore Tom's voice made him
pause.

““Is this fair? If you really liked ‘The
World's Way," why won't you say so?”

The mysterions violet gray of twilight
stealing through the high windows be-
hind him touched lLis young face with
shadows. It was pinched, eager, watch-

ful.

“Oh, I'll do that, of course. A few
lines, a puragraph, will suffice, but not
this psalm of victory, this heralding of
a new voice that is not to be stilled, but
will rise again and again—not that.
You'll have to prove all I've said fulse
before I write of you in that strain.”
And he was the incarnation of bland,
impersonal regret as the papers once
more flutterad in his hands,

He looked them over half regretfully.

“It's one of the best things I've ever
written, but in subiission to my honest
opinion I must destroy it,"

In o few strides Tom was beside him,
They looked intently at each other
Tom's eyes wavered and fell.

“Don’t—don't,” he said, and his voice
wis half choked., “Give me time. Let
me think.”

Half an hour later they were walking
up University pluce. They dined ata
chophouse  frequented by’ Bohemia,
where tables were barve and beer was
servedd in mugs,

“Better than Delmonico’s in certain
moods,” suid Delatole a8 they crossed
the sanded floor; “the food is excellent
and cooked to suit Lucullus. As accom-
paniments youn have art, devil-may-care-
ism, smoke and even socialism,”

His friends were scattered through
the long room, and merry greetings were
called ont to bhim, which he repaid in
kind. The hours passed in sparkling
reminiscences, jeste and langhter, Dela-
tole's levity became aetonislfig, and in
this 1mpudent wig, who soon fored o
group around himself, 17were was not a
trace of the cynic, the philosopher, the
serious man of letters. Much that he
Baid was coarse, but so audacionsly hu-
morons it was impossible not to respond.

Tom found himself moved to entinsi-
asm and laughter, His pulses were
alive; his eves glistened. Yes, let him
reason as he would, he was attuned to
this reckless brilliancy, this mingling of
wits, this clatter of defiant freedom and
spontaneity. Delatole was right, Chance
words here and there gave him o new in-
gight into a happy. modern paganism
that filled his brain with jimagery, The
witchiery, the sweep of it were intoxicat-
ing.

he regretted when 8 o'clock came and
Delatole parted with him to keep an ap-
pointment at his elub. No word had
been exchanged between the two men
upon the subject that so nearly con-
cerned them both, Now, as Tom hur-
ried up town the undecided question
danced before his eyes, his henrt became
suddenly weighted.

Should he east the old life behind him
utterly and enter npon a new one—frec?

He reached Union square, 1t sparkled
in erystal whiteness, The branches pat-
terned on the pavements waved fantas-
tically about his feet ns he strode on, his
head down, Passionate indecision went 9
with him like & wraith in the white rays.
He thought of his enchanted dreaming
of the night before. Only last night!
Al, he had learned much since then.
Had hé ever veally reasoned or under-
stood before?

“Keep yourself unshackled. The man
who enters a race féttered is a fool.”

The frosty breeze that whistled past
his ears seemed whispering these words
to him,

His memory flew back to amiserahle
childhood spent among the rigors of a
poor western farm, and he shuddered,
Only by a hard fight and incredible sac-
rifice had his father saved the money
necessary for his support and education.

Poverty! How heloathed and feared
itl How he had always loathed it! In-
grained in his nature was a love for the
poetry of life, a hatred of the common-
place, and now—let him be careful, lest
by one ill advised step he taste all the
old bitterness again,

The fragrance of the hyacinths in his
coat came to him in the crisp air, so
penetratingly sweet it gave him a heart-
ache—the flowers she had given him,

With a groan he flung himself into a

gent,

“I love her! I love herl And she?
Have I not had the confession in her
eyes—in her kiss? Who has helped me
—who has understood melike her? How
can I pain her—how can I leave hers"

For himself, if the reckless ambition

10Ve awiy, bIOT 1t rroui his life, and tne
thought had some of theecstasy of mar-
tyrdom. But Virginia loved him, and he
knew it. The thought of hurting her
was cruel, and in the agonized tumult of
the moment cold drops stood on his
brow. Again us in the morning came
the inward avowal of his own weaknoss,
Oh, what if Delatole had spoken truly,
and the sovereignty of love meantthe
enslaving of the talent he had sworn
should make him famous! Then—oh,
then, to what depths his ruined hopes
would fling him! And he would drag
her with him in his fall, perhaps making
her taste n bitter anguish to which this
younger disappointment was but little,
And the other sifle of the nicture—the
lire or tne arust purely, theuntrammeled,
easy, earuest life, where great things
would be accomplished—was it not bet-
ter?

Hours passed in this mute confliot.
Love with dove's eyes first pleacled, then
changed to a fury and scourged him.
Doubt, fear of himself, insatiable ninbi-
tion, passed in mocking line and with
shadowy lips whispered predictions that
terrified him.

When he rose from the seat, he was
benumbed. The frost seemed to have
made a casing for his heart, The mid-
night traffic of the town, like the throb-
bing of massive machinery, swept across
the white silence of the square impera-
tively rousing him to a'Bense of action.
Yes, there lay his world, his life. No
more dreamning, He had dreamed long
enongh, The conflict was finished. Love
had received its death wound.

CHAPTER 1X,

Day by day the breach widened be-
tween the life Tom had led and the one
newly opening before him. The atelier
had been transformed into an eastern
nest, fragrant, harmonions, He had
given Delatole the money that paid the
bills, hiad also advanced half a year's rent
for the suite and stood hopelessly com-
mitted to the agreement,

The hours spent in Chelsea square
were like the rigor of an unsought pen-
ance, but the days drifted on while his
new home awaited him, and still he
could not find the courage to cut the old
ties, He was in continual antagonism
to his better nature. His honest instinets
asserted themselves only to be stifled,
for his decision had been taken, his steps
set npon a road that ullowed no turning
back.

So i fortnight dragged by, bringing
Christmas snow and greens to the town,
Chelsein square wins o pateh of crystal
brightness, the snow nudisturbed in the
seminary groumds.  The bells in the
chapel pealed gladly morning, noon and
night.

DBut the benedictory chintes were like
mockery to Virginin,  These days, when
every window and shop v ovidenes of
Christuins cheer, wore hlick and cold to
her.  Tom was changed,  He avoided
her eves. When left fora moment alone
with her, Lie relupsed into u constrained
silence. His life hecame daily wore iv-
regular, his noods more uncertain,  The
simplicity that matched his Llue eves
wus slowly vanishing before new, insio-
CEre NUINNETISINE,

When Virginia remembered the kiss
that had opened parmdise to her, shame
burned her, and her pain changed to
fierce self contempt. It was the fruit of
a mowment's passing impulse with Lim,
and ithad meant everything to her, He
had forgotten or set aside the unfinished
sentence that bad shot like a rainbow
across her life. He had forgotten, ane
she bad remembered. She had hugeed
these things to her heart as iemories
precious beyvond words, a half spoken
promise of a love that matched her own,

Furions pain, wounded, aching pride,
sometimes made the defiant little head
droop wearily and a passion of wild sobe
leave her lips in a stified cry. Bat only
when she was alone. Let him come and
go as he pleased, let him hurther by thie
other side of his nature daily revealing
itself more fully, but he must not gneas
she had dreamed of that which might
never he hers,

Bat, oh, to see him, speak to him, and
never by a single glance mirror the mu-
tiny that kept singing one question in
her brain—"*Why—why—why has he
changed:"—this was pain of that cruel
and parfienlar kind that dwarfs in ite
penctrating torture the endurance re-
quired forlarger griefs,

And worse to bear than all was her
father's assmmption of a secret under-
standing existing between them,

“I say, now, you and young Murray
are not quite so indifferent to each other
as yon'd have me believe, are you?" he
asked her one morning as he lingered
over his paper and cup of chocolate,

“Tom will always be my friend, I
hope,” Virginia answered steadily, but
almost inaundibly.

i=. Mr. Kent gave a sharp side glance at
her pale face and a shrug.

“You don't mean to say there's noth-
ing else? Stuff and nonsense! He was
in love with you, whatever he may be
now. Just before that play of his was
put on, when he was on the tenter hooks
of* anxiety, I saw him watching you
many & time. The tender passion re-
veals itself now just as it did when I
suffered from it, and Tom looked sheep-
ish, Idaresay Iusedtolookso. Iknow
my rivals always appeared so to me
Has anything changed him?"

No word came from Virginia's quiver-
ing lips. No word could cume.

“Then, you are not secretly betrothed
to him#

She went hurriedly to her father’'s sido,
and holding his arm tightly looked nt
him with dry, burning eyes.

*¥ou must not fancy such a thing, 1
am nothing to him, Oh, you wouldn't
speak to him about this, father! You
wouldn't! No; it would kill me if you
did|"” ;

“Speak to him? I? What are yon

Do I strike yon as that sort of person?
The man who wants to marry my dangh-
ter must sue for that honor.”

He studied her faco hard for a moment,
and his lips settled into a thin, straight
line. The tragedy in her diluted eyoes
told him the truth, and a haughty anger
agninst Tom awoke within him. Vir-
ginia’'s love won and thrown away

mastering him required it, ho conld put .

Jinterrupt.

talking about? Am I likely to do so? !

séemed an insighificant thing beside tho
rthought that any man should indulge in

desultory lovemaking with his daughter
and then repent of it. His daughter)
There lay the sting that was unbearable,

It was after 8 o'clock that night before
Tom. entered the honse, Delatole and
he were to leave for a visit to the south
in the morning, He could no longer
postpone his going. But how to tell’
them? How to say goodby? Would Vir-
ginia remain his friend? Wonld she un-
dergtand? Ob, she must, she must. He
counld not bear to think she would hate
or despise him.

As he walked slowly up stairs he met
Mr. Kent coming down. The old man's
greeting was chilling, but courteous.
Tom drew his breath hard and plunged
into explanations at once. The words
were feverish, rapid—polite regrets for
hia necessnry departure, mingled with o
recital of his future plans.

Mr. Kent heard him unmoved to the
end.
“I don’t wish to bandy any words with
you, Mr, Murray," he said in acalin, col-
orless tone. “*One thing I must say
however. When 1 was young, people
did not repay hospitality as you have
done. Pardon me, if you please. Don't
Without plunging into stu
pid detnil I am sure you understand me.
I will say goodby toyou now. You can-
not go too quickly to please me. I dure
say you will succeed. Thesensitive and
forbearing man is often left in the back-
ground, but men of your stamp, never."

He passed down the hall, leaving Tom
hot and indignant. Had Virginia told
him, or did he only guess? It was im-
possible to retaliate, impossible to tell
this selfish dreamer he had never been
his guest. Besidesthe words did rankle,
ol 50 deeply! for, though uttered from
a partially mistaken sense of wrong,
they were trne, He had acted a coward-
1 T,

T is face was worn and reckless as he
turned to the hall window, endeavoring

to conquer the quivering of his pulses

before facing Virginia.
1t bad commenced to snow again. He

could hear the students practicing anew

Christmas hymn in the chapel opposite.
In a moment the years spent in the col-
lege, so different from his present life,
‘passed in u series of pictures before him,
and with themn the thought of all he owed
Virginia. But for her "“'The World's
Way" would never have been written.
Looking buck, he saw how clearly her
companionship had nerved him to con-
tinual effort. Hers was the voice that
had urged him on, hers the dauntless
optimism that bad sent a rift of glory
into his darkest days.

An ache rose in his throat; the snow,
in the light from the open chapel door,
whirled mistily before him. Now that
he was actnally going the thonght that
he waf leaving lier was exquisite pain.
The familiar landmarks frowned an nn-
‘bearable reproach.

“What a fool I am!” he thought and
gave his shoulders an impatient shrug.
“When I'lm with Delatole, I gee I've done
right. When I'm here—pshaw! what's the
use of these regrets? They lead nowhere.
1 can’t turn back. Imust goon. I'll
never forge:t Virginia, we can be friends
still, and some day, in a year maybe,
when I'm sure of myself, if she butloves
me, all will somehow come right.”

He went first to his own room and sat
down, looking before him ina dazed way.
;Would it all come right? Did he believe
that? Was he trying to deceive himself
at the lamti? Then for the sake of action
and to keep thought wvw.., ooonuch as
possible ho put Lis clotiies suul books
n his trouk, locked and addressed it
Even when that was doue he hesitated.
A tumnlt seemed striving to tear his
heart asunder. His hands were like ice.

“I must go to her, I must. Why de-
lay longer:”

He fonnd her leaning against the melo-
deon, her fingers buried in the fur of
thelittle white kitten he had often teased.
Her face was perfectly colorless, She
looked at him steadfastly, coldly and ut-
tered no word. It was evident she had
heard his voice in the hall and was wait-
ing for him.

There was & long and painful silence.
The words that came thronging to Tom's
lips were those he dared not speak.

“You have come to say goodby,” Vir-
ginin said abruptly, still bending upon
his face that full, disconcerting gaze, “1
heard all you said to father, Thereis
no need to go over it again.”

She held out her hand, and he seized it
eagerly, only to find it ecold and unre-
sgponsive. Oh, if she but uttered one

‘plending word, one veproach, that he

might in gome measure defend himself!
But this chilling repose was a wall which
shut him away from her,

“Do not misjudge me,” he burst out
passionately, his voice broken, and at the
words she looked away. “I am going
away for a time to work hard, very
hard. AndTI want to believe that your
good wishes go with me, that you still re-
main my friend.”

No reply, but her eyes were upon him
again, as eloquent with rgproach as the
cyes of the murdered Cwmsar gazing on
the face of Brutus.

That look told all. He felt it in his
inmost heart. Heo knew himsgelf con-
temptible. Dut Delatole’s worldly wise,
humorously cynical counsel was with
him, impressive and significant as the
tenets of a new creed to a convert.

He dropped her cold hand in silence
and half turned away.

*“I'll come and see youn very often, Vir-
ginia, if I'may,” he said haltingly, “New
York is not a wilderness, you know.
Whenever my work permits, P'll come
and have & chat with youn, just—just the
eame,"

The words died on Lis lips. He knew
he lied. He knew it would be long ere
he should choose to see her changed face.
if indeed ever again.

Her silence maddened him.

“Have you nothing to say, Virginia®"

“Goodby," she said, and smiled—but
snchasmile! There wereagony and scorn
in it,

“Is that all?

She held up her little head proudly,
and again from ler pale, tense lips camo
a4 murmur clear and defiant:

“Goodby."

Then her eyes closed, When shelook-
ed up, ho was gona.

| living that pitied her.

' Hér pody seemed welighted, and sho
moved with an effort to the window,
finding o dreaminess that soothed the
burt in her heart in watching the even

“ fall of snow,

Tho chapel yonder was ablaze with
light, rainbow coloring from the win-

‘dows falling in bars upon tho freshsnow

that lovingly outlined every twig and
angle. And now the students came
thronging out, still singing the chorus
of the Christmns hymn, passed from
her sight, and silence fell again,

A light touch on her arm made her
turn, and she saw her father. There was
an angry light in his eyes, although he
smiled.

*‘So our young gentleman hns gone?”

“Yes.” g

“M-m,” and he pursed up his lips re-
flectively as ho swayed lightly to and
fro, his hands behind his back, “Just
80. It's the way of the world. 1 know
it. I have seen my friends depart one
by one. Only the few stanch ones have
remembered and remained. But there
is one consolation. We haven't lost
much. Our young friend was a fair
specimen of the genus cad."

Virginia winced at the word and ghield-
ed her face with her hand.

“We don't want him. ['ve learned to
snap my fingers at the pleasures that
won't stay and make the most of those
that will. We'll snap our fingers, Vir-
ginia. He's gono away liko a puppy
with a bone he wants to eat alone, Let
him go." '

But still Virginia looked out at the
snow and felt each of the city’s mufiled
sounds like the surge from a sea on
which her dearest had embarked, leav-
ing her alone.

“We'll not niss him, Virginia,” pur-
sued her father in the meditative voice
that maddened her to a dumb fury in
that moment. She opened and closed
Lier hands and set her lips hard. “Isay
we'll shed no tears for him, We'll for-
swear all sentimental dreams if we had
any. We'll remember that his leaving
the church for the stage was, viewed in
this latter light, but an evidence of the
rowdiness inherent in our young friend.
Very, very rowdy. We will console our-
selves by remembering how much we-
are above him and that we couldn’t
have expected more from a man whose-
father was a brown fisted Irish immi-
grant, his mother an ignorant girl of the
plains,”

He lit a cigar with a nice deliberate-
ness and put on his cape and hat.

“I'm going for a walk in the snow

now. This room depressesme. Stir the
fire and turn up thelight. When I come
back, I'll have you pray .. WY ising

by Mozart."

He turned her lightly to him and
kissed her on the brow, ,If her flesh Ll
been tonched by marble lips, the caress
could not have chilled or sickened her
more.  She conld not eling to her father
and sob out her pain. He had always
quietly transferred his griefs to her,
How could she expect him to help her
pow?

But when he was gone the loneliness
became unbearable. His voice could at
least keep the shadows from closing
around her like a tomb. Her heavy
glance took in each familiar thing, The
girl with the mmnsk laughed at her from
the corner. Thekeysof the organ flashed
back an eerie intelligence,

“Never again,” they seemed to say.
“Never again.”

A trembling seized her. She fell face
downward on a couch and threw her
arms oul wide. How cruel it was, this
eting of human love flung back to feed
in bitterness upon itselfl Oh, was there
nothing more in life than this? Was
thisall? How had she failed? What had
ghe forgotten or passed by that might
have held him?

For, say what we will, a woman's
heart does not beat only for the atrong
and true. Weak men and bad ones have
without effort controlled alove the angels
might have coveted. There is sometimes
sufficient fascination in a trick of man-
ner, just the fall in a voice, to outweigh
in love's inconsequent balance all the
Christian virtues.

It was Tom Virginia loved. No one
better, no one higher. He alone had un-
derstood her. His sympathy, his emile
had made her sunshine. And now he
wis gone.

A soft purring at her side, an animal
warmth against her throat, aroused her,
and she saw that the white kitten had
crept under her arm and now lay cud-
dled against her like a ball of down, lap-
ping her flesh in soft sympathy with its
serap of a tongue.

A cry broke from her. She caught it
wildly to her heart. It was something
But the little
thing wriggled from the violent em-
brace, gpat at her and scratched her on
the cheek.

Virginia started up, laughter heavy
with sobs leaving her quivering lips. She
pushed the kitten from her with a fran-
tic movement, and then with contra-
dictory tenderness picked it up again
and held it against her lips, weeping
wildly, as women do when painis robbed
of hope. Why shounld she hurt it? What
had it done more cruel than Tom? She
had held him too closely to her heart.
He turned and scratched her.

[To be continued next Wedneeday. |

THE DISPATCHER.

Trains are making the run between Bos-
ton and New York, 233 miles, in five hours,

The first railroad was two miles Jong, of
wooden rails, over which a_mule pulled a
wagon twicea day.

A locomotive running at the rate of near] ¥
70 miles en hour gives out 20 puffs of steam
every second—that is, 10 for each of its two
cylinders,

The first real railway tunnel in Finland
will be the one on the new Helsingsfor-Abo
coast line, which will pass through a moun-
tain between Ekenes and Fiskars,

Some one has figured that there are so
many railway lines, steam, elevated, cable
and horse cars in New York city that a per-
son may ride for six hours at a total cost of
50 cents,

Under the new Missour] law putting cx-
press companies in charge of the railromd
commissioners a reduction of 20 per cent in
express rates for merchandise in that state
has been agreed upon,




