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The Girl o f the Orchard
B y  H O W A R D  F I E L D I N G

C O P Y R I G H T  1 9 0 1  B Y  C H A R L E S  W .  H O O K E

T O  S U B S C R I B E R S

“T h e  Girl of th e  O r c h a r d ” w a s  begun 

in t h e  f ir s t issue  of T h e  E v e n in g  Telle r ,  

O c to b e r  26.

So m a n y  c o m p la in t s  w ere  m ad e  of 

i r r e g u la r  de l iv e ry  of  th e  p a p e r  d u r in g  

th e  fi rs t w eek  by r e a d e r s  of th i s  i n t e r 

e s t i n g  piece of fiction, a n d  so m a n y  new 

s u b s c r ib e r s  p laced on th e  list w ho e x 

p res sed  a des i re  to have  th e  f ir s t i n 

s t a l lm e n t s  of th e  s to ry  t h a t  it h a s  been 

dec ided  to rep u b l ish  t h e  s to ry  in i n 

s t a l lm e n t s  of six co lu m n s  a day . Seven 

c h a p t e r s  h av e  been p r in ted .  T h u r s d a y ,  

N o v e m b e r  5, th e  la s t  of  th e  r ep r in ted  

s to r y  will ap p e a r ,  to g e th e r  w i th  a c o n 

t i n u a t i o n  of  th e  in te re s t in g  ta le.

8 till more auspicious than  th is  false
hood w as the  fac t th a t he alm ost im
m ediately rem em bered som ething th a t 
he had  prom ised to  do for Mrs. W ither
spoon. H e m ade th is  the  excuse for 
his departu re , and  à  few m inutes Inter 
I saw  him hu rry ing  aw ay tow ard  the
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There stood J im m y  Lam oine offering 
me a  light.

s tr ip  of woodland th a t lay back of the 
house. H e w as not in search  of Mrs.
W itherspoon or upon any  e rran d  of 
ners. I t  did  no t com port w ith  my hon
o r  to follow him, b u t he had directed 
my a tten tion  to the  grove, w hich was 
m ore than  large enough to afford room and grinned a t Jim m y so th a t he m ight 
fo r both of us. know th a t I w as deliberately with-

I had come out w ith  th e  in tention  of draw ing in o rder to give him a chance 
going dow n to th e  lake, b u t the  wood to deliver his m essage about the plc-

W hile we talked there  w as a crac
kling in the  underbrush and suddenly 
Jim m y Lamoine b u rs t forth  in a great 
hurry. I t m ust have been the  surprise 
of his life when he saw  me. A youth 
of ordinary resources would have been 
puzzled to account for his own pres
ence there, and I th ink  it w as a notable 
trium ph of his peculiar genius th a t ht 
hesitated  so short a tim e for a false
hood, scarcely long enough Indeed to 
get his breath.

“Your au n t w ants  you.” said he to 
Lucy Ann.

The girl rose w ith a  q ua in t little  sigh. 
I t w as p leasan ter no doubt to sit there 
under the shade of the trees, and be a 
model for a handsom e young artis t, 
p leasanter even to envy Miss Jones' 
beauty and p re tty  clothes and u n a tta in 
able refinem ent of m anner, than to tod 
!n Mrs. W itherspoon’s kitchen. 1 pitied 
her w ith hearty  sincerity, exercising 
therein  a  v irtue  not my own, fo r such 
m erit is no more m ine than  is the 
money th a t 1 spend. I have them  lioth 
from  my father, and m y real nqjure 
goes back to some selfish anthropoid 
th a t  lived in a tree  and w as perfectly  
satisfied so long as he had coeoanuts 
enough ‘to fill his own stomach.

"W hat! More cake?” exclaimed 
Trask, addressing Lucy Ann in a fine, 
cheery tone. “Keally you m ustn’t m ake 
it so good. We ea t it too fa s t. I ad- 
« ise you to m ake a nice soggy one th is  
m orning.”

“I guess you don’t know my aun t,”
said Lucy Ann.

“Miss W itherspoon,” said I, rem oving 
my hat w ith reverence, “did- you mak* 
the  cake th a t we had w ith our ice 
cream  last evening?”

I t is a  g reat th ing  to  m ean w hat you 
say. I f  I had not v itally  believed th a t 
th a t cake w as the  best ever baked 
since the world began, I could not 
have pleased this poor child. She would 
have seen stra ig h t through me. As it 
was, she gave me a  quick glance of 
gratitude.

“Yes,” said she. “I m ade It.”
“Lucy Ann m akes all the  cake.” said 

T rark . “She Is an  incom parable 
a rtis t.”

"In  th a t case,” said I, “i t  Is fitting 
th a t I should carry  my h a t in my hand 
all the  way back to the house—th a t is, 
if Miss W itherspoon will let me walk 
w ith  her.”

W ithout w a iting  fo r a  reply I said 
good m orning to  Miss Jones and  Trask.

1 glanced 
we had lef

upon the  rising  ground looked very in
viting, and  so, tak in g  a d ifferent course 
from  J im m y’s and a  more leisurely 
pace, I ascended the  gentle slope. I 
w as alm ost w ith in  the  shadow  of the 
fine old trees when, tu rn ing  a  little  to 
the  right, I cam e suddenly into view of 
a  w hite  parasol w ith  blue polka dots.

ture. I t  was a g reat and rare  pleasure 
to observe th a t he w as disconcerted.

“ Did you ever see the  like of Jim m y 
Lam oine?” said I to  Lucy Ann when 
we were out of earshot.

“ If  you’d taugh t school as I have,” 
she replied, m entioning the occupation

! buck tow ard the spot w here 
ft tile others. All were upon 

their feet, T rask  facing in my direc 
tion. w ith Miss Jones at his right hand 
and Jim m y a t his loft. By the  way 
th a t T rask ’s head turned  from side to 
side 1 knew th a t an anim ated  conver
sation was in progress, and 1 could not 
be in doubt as to the subject. Jim m y 
had told his news about the photo- . 
graph. Did they guess th a t I had sup 
posed it to be Sibyl's? Probably. So 
T rask  was in the  secret, l ie  knew 
w here Sibyl was.

Well, for th a t m atter, so did I. Be
yond question she was the girl in the 
orchard.

C H A P T E R  V III.
T H E  B E A C O N  A N D  T H E  W R E C K .

H E  north w ind w as gaining 
streng th  as the day advanced. 
The orchard was a m ass of 
tossing boughs as I looked ; 

down upon it from my window. Those j 
trees m ust have been planted by an in 
spired geometrician, Tor the  design w as i 
such th a t w hatever point of observa- ; 
tion m ight be selected there  w as a l
w ays one tree, and only one, betw een 
the  observer and the  lodge. It seemed 
perfectly easy to move a little  w ay and 
get a clear view, bu t a t the precise in- ! 
s tau t when any given tree passed from 
the line of vision ano ther Interposed. 
The branches hung low, and the lodge 
was on a hummock, so th a t a waving 
green veil alw ays fluttered before it.

There w as no strong tem ptation  to 
look th a t way, for Miss Scott’s side of 
the  lodge w as the nearer to the  house, 
and  Miss Scott, by all accounts, was 
not a rom antic object. N evertheless l 
had acquired a habit of s taring  down

into the orchard, and  on th is particu lar 
day the high and rising w ind so tossed 
the  boughs th a t I  had a  be tte r view 
than  usual. I saw  Miss Scott s itting  
by the door, and I m ade h e r ou t to be 
angular, aw kw ard  and well p ast her 
youth, yet these were guesses, for the 
distance was considerable and my 
glim pses m om entary as the  green bil
lows of the  orchard rose and  fell.

Presently  I saw  Jim m y Lam oine go 
down the crooked path, and I w as not 
surprised. He exchanged a  few  w ords 
with Miss Scott and then dodged round 
the corner of the house, passing beyond 
my vision. H alf an hour la te r I w as 
startled  to see him coming along the 
carriage way th a t led from  the road. 
There w as, however, no m ystery in his 
re tu rn  by this route, for the  “lay of the 
land” w as such th a t he could have 
passed from the lodge to the  road w ith 
out being visible from any p a rt of the 
house, unless perhaps the  roof.

He paused ju s t outside my window 
and seemed about to deliver a  rem ark  
of trem endous Im portance; then he 
changed his mind and w ent on w ithout 
saying anything. This was one of 
J im m y’s favorite  methods of m aking 
him self obnoxious; it w as a rite  in his

weariness, inaeca w uu an access or | In ih 
s treng th  for every step, and when at 
last I strode across the  fields tow ard 
Mrs. W itherspoon's, w ith the w estern 
sun giving me a half mile of shadow, 1 
viewed th a t part of the  house which 
held the  kitchen w ith a certa in  uneasi
ness. At th a t d istance it did not look 
big enough.

But no man will s tarve  a t Mrs. W ith
erspoon's. no m atte r w hat Ids appetite  
may la*. She fed us amply anti well 
th a t evening, and 1 went forth  a fte r the 
meal exceedingly content. The breeze 
had gone down witji the sun. and the 
lake seemed to tie smooth as a mirror 
when 1 viewed it from the head of the 
long path, it invite«! me, anil not in

e >.ey tha t 1 tdt, tor tie would have ___ _,  txr^n „„ fit...... ..... . ............  , nian w ants to buy flowers? Well, wen!

There were half a dozen boats on 
the strip  of beach, and 1 chose the  one 
tha t pleased me liest, i t  was a rule at 
Mrs. W itherspoon's to follow one’s in. 
pulses in such m atters. 1 judged ttiat 
a person whose impulses proved to tie 
defective would lie gently cllminateu 
from this idyllic spot and that the dis 
covery of his unfitness would b> 
prompt. Such was my confidence in 
this notion th a t at the end of the first 
week I would have gone into the With 
erspouti stable and saddled a horse 
w ith my eyes shut, sure th a t had I 
been the soil of fellow to take the 
wrong horse l should not have re 
mained so long a guest of the  house.

I paddled out into the lake. There 
w as still a trace  of color in the  sky, and 
ill the a ir seemed to be most delicately 
rose tinted. The mere eye could not 
see this, could not w atch it fade into 
the fain t gray of the  ashes of roses, but 
It was none the less visible. There were 
whispers from all the shores. The rough 
hill spoke In Its own w ay; the  low- 
ground where the willows grow had a 
very different story and the orchard 
another. I was na tu rally  most in ter
ested in the orchard, and I propelled 
the boat to a favorable position, keep 
fng my distance, however, as I had 
been taught.

Suddenly I became aw are of a light 
I upon the shore. The lake meanw-liile 

had clothed itself w ith indistinctness 
tha t was not the dark, but scarcely 
m ire penetrable. That light had a red
dish glow, and it illum inated nothing 
rxcept the narrow est path upon the 
water. I m ade it out to bè a fire of 
ittle  sticks kindled upon the rocks that

witli a touch of pride, as I thought.
T here w as a  girl under it, and I stopped “you'd have seen a  good m any.”
short. Im m ediately Mr. T rask  jum ped (T he above concludes the re -pub- ofTn'vsTery,'Ynd U som etim es
up from  the fa r  side of th e  parasol, pshed portion of “The Girl of the Or- 
sketchbook anil pencil in hand, and chard." The story will now appear in 
bailed me by name. The sunshade rftguia r installm ents each  day until 
dropped a t  th a t  mom ent, and  I had a finished.) 
glim pse of a  d a in ty  xvhite gown adorn-

”So you 've been a  schoolm a’am ,” I 
rejoined. “D o you like it be tte r than 
m aking cake?”

“Cake is m ighty uncerta in ,” said she, | *n their ways.

ed w ith blue ribbons and of a very 
effective liâ t—so effective, indeed, th a t 
I nearly  fell over backw ard  a t  the 
s igh t of it, for beyond possibility of 
question it w-as the  one I had a  p icture 
of in my pocket. This w as the  more 
certa in  because I saw  the  liâ t before 
the  lady turned  her head—saw  it pre
cisely as the  cam era had caught it.

T here was bu t an  in s tan t of tim e, yet 
it w as quite enough. Then I saw  the 
lady’s face and recognized Miss Jones 
of St. Jo. Slw looked even p re ttie r than  
when I had first seen her, and  the gown 
she wore was certa in ly  a  iplracle of t 
sw eet sim plicity. As she ro se  to greet 
me I perceived th a t  she a lso  had been 
sketching, and I had a lready seen the 
“sub jec t,” xv bo w as no o th é r th an  our 
landlady’s niece, looking quite  p ic tu r
esque in her plain gray gown and the  ; 
big sunbonnet, which seemed to be her , 
favorite  headgear. '  |

V “Good m orning,” she said, looking up 1 
a t  me w ithou t m oving from the  "pose.”

T rask  laughed a t  h e r In a  gently  teas
ing fashion as he took a step or two 
tow ard  her and p u t his sketch pad Into j 
h e r hands.

“ You’re a  g rea t model, Lucy Ann," | 
be said, 
b e tte r.”

She looked a t  the  sketch w ith an 
eager, childish In terest and seemed to 
enjoy holding It In her bands.

I saw  th is  ou t of the  corner of my 
aye, my m ain a tten tion  being given to 
M iss Jones. Positively th is  could not 
be Sibyl; th e re  w as not the  slightest 
physical resem blance. H er m anner 
vaguely rem inded me of some o n t 1 
bad  knoVn, bu t surely  not S iby l whose 
h ab itu a l em barrassm en t In youth m ust 
have  le ft some trace  upon her, and 
M iss Jones w as perfectly  a t ease. I 
bad been pursu ing  a phantom . The 
p ic tu re  I had found unquestionably < 
represen ted  th e  g irl before me. She ' 
a n d  Sibyl m ust be friends, and thus 
th e  p ic tu re  h ad  come Into our house. i 

I t  w as both  a disappoin tm ent and  a I 
relief. My though t of ft w as a strange 
m ass of contradictions. I would have , 
liked to  find Sibyl, though I bad come 
to  M rs. W itherspoon’s to avoid doing , 
so. I had given m yself g rea t uneasi- 
ness fo r fe a r th a t  S ibyl would not be She gave me a quick glance or !gratitude.
pretty, and here was the pre ttie s t girl a t th a t mom ent appeared Mrs. W lther- 
that I  had seen In five years, y e t I was spoon, looking, as I thought, not quite 
glad she w as not SlbyL a* pleasant as usual.

grieved me sorely w hen he thus an 
noyed me to be rem inded of his sister. 
As for the physical resem blance be
tw een them  which Lucy Ann had m en
tioned, I had never been able to see it; 
but I w as beginning to  be painfully 
aw are th a t there was a  certa in  similar-

“b u t I guess more seliool pupils are 
spoiled in the  baking. I suppose a  per
son naturally  likes to do w hat he can 
do best. I wish 1 could d raw  like Miss 
Jones.”

“Perhaps you could,” said I, “If Mr. 
T rask  would teach  you. H e teaches 
her, doesn’t  he?”

"Yes,” said Lucy Ann. “H e tenches 
her all the tim e.”

"Is  she s tay ing  here?” I asked.
She seemed not to have heard the 

question, and I w as about to repeat it 
when she m ade a gesture tow ard  the 
house, and a t the  sam e tim e shook her 
head.

“Ton’ll see her around qu ite  often, 
though,” she said. “ Ain’t she pretty?” 

“Indeed ahe is,” I assented.
“M ighty p retty , I call her," said Lucy 

Ann, and she com pressed her Ups firm
ly a fte r the words were out. We w alk
ed a little w ay In silence.

“Goodby,”  she said suddenly. " I’ve 
got to go In.”

She nodded to me and then ran  llght- 
rm ’ ksh am eT to  have'doue'no ! tow ard  the  kitchen door, In which

à
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I t  was grotesque—the likeness of a 
fearfu l caricature. T h a t which was 
w ith Anna a p re tty  a ir of reticence, the 
veiling of some sweet fancy, a  delicious 
riddle, appeared in Jim m y as a rran t 
trickery. Thus will a fam ily tra it  often 
disclose Itself In varied form in the d if 
ferent Individuals, and beyond a  doubt 
the  prudent may now and then  gain 
valuable w arnings tn th is  way. But 1 
did not wish to be w arned; I did not 
believe th a t It w as necessary, and 
m any a  tim e I could ' m ost willingly 
have laid a hand upon Jam es not In the 
w ay of kindness when he perform ed 
before my eyes th is  dire mockery of his 
sister.

Not long a f te r  he passed the  window 
I saw  him going down Into the  orchard 
again, th is  tim e accom panying Lucy 
Ann and carry ing  in a  big basket the 
luncheon for Miss Scott and the  girl.
I observed th a t Lucy Ann took out the 
portion th a t was Miss Scott’s and th a t 
Jim m y then carried the  basket around 
to  the o ther side. So Lucy Ann did not 
serve the  girl; did not see her a t all. 
W hat could this mean? Obviously tha t 
the girl xvas some one whom Lucy Ann 
would recognize If she should see her 
a t close range.

I jo tted  down th is point for fu ture 
reference. I had not yet m ade up my 
mind th a t  the girl w as Sibyl; th a t Is, I 
had said so to  myself, but som ething 
w ithin me had refused belief. Keally 
l  could as easily believe th a t MIbs 
J ones w as Sibyl. T he basis of this 
confusion was th a t  elusive memory 
such as drives one d is trac ted  when Û 

: nam e dances upon the  tip  of the  tongue 
for hours, eveu for days, and will not 
be o ttered. T he girl rem inded me of 
somebody, and it seemed th a t ' If I 
could hut th ink  o f th a t  person all doubt 
would x-aulsh. I t  did not vanish  when 
I thought of Sibyl.

1 spent the  afternoon In the  woods 
alone, “a book of vers«*s underneath 
the bough,” no loaf of brea«^ no ju g  of 
wine, no girl. Y et though lacking th«i 
liest p a rt of old O m ar's prescription, I 
did not w aste the  hours. T he frees 
sang well In the wind, and the  odors of 
the wood were heady as wine. They 
luted me aw ay from my book; they 
raade me walk m any mil«» w ithout

were quite rugged at the eastern  side 
of the orchard 's sea edge near the hill.

I t  was so placed as to  be visible over 
a small area only, and this I knew from  
having come so suddenly into the view 
of it. Now, w hat should a light be kin 
dled for upon the shore except for the 
sailor who seeks a harbor? A beacon 
is set upon a rock as a guide to show 
the wuy. B ut there  are  false lights, of 
course, and the  m ariner m ust exercise 
great caution; he m ust not set all sail 
in a hurry.

I am a good skipper of small craft. I 
can puddle over the rail of a boat, and 
you shall neither hear nor see anything 
th a t bears a h in t of propulsion. And 
thus I floated in tow ard  the shore 
through the  gray night.

Presently  there  cam e a  sound as if a 
hand had been laid upon a stringed in
s trum ent; then there  were chords very 
lightly  struck , and a t la s t I heard a 
w om an's voice singing softly an air 
th a t xvas new to me. Considering, this 
m atte r in a coldly ra tional fashion, it 
w as evident th a t if  the lady had wished 
me fa rth e r aw ay she would have sung 
more loudly. IIor voice w as so won
derfully d e a r , even in this xvhisper of 
singing, th a t I fe lt su re  she could ha\re 
m ade the music audible across the lake. 
P lainly, then, this was an invitation, 
and upon the strengtli of it I cut my 
distance from the shore in half. Yet 
the song neither ceased nor grew  
louder.

My boat m ust have been visible. It 
m ight look \xrhite or black in the  night, 
for th a t question is not determ ined by 
the normal color of the paint. I f  thç 
firelight reached it, the skiff would 
show w hite and declare itself more 
plainly for w hat it xvas. I decided to 
be frank  about it and not try  to pass 
for the trunk  of a tree. In m atte rs  of 
rom ance I believe thoroughly in hon
esty —if it wins. So I cu t off another 
rod or txvo of distance.

The fire w as noxv quite distinct. I t 
seemed to be on a flat rock not much 
above the w a ter level, and behind It 
xvas a curving wall, a  little cliff ten 
feet high, bu t of this only the top was 
visible, for. It w as of course Impossible 
for me to  see any th ing  th a t was d i
rectly behind the  light.

As for the  singer, she was u tterly  in
visible. T here w as som ething m ystlcsl 
In this music, xvhieh seemed to proceed 
out of the  red fire tha t, w ith the fa 
m iliar habit of inanim ate moving ob
jects, assum ed to the eye the rhythm  of 
the song. I was so deeply fnseinated 
by all th is  th a t I forgot my seam an 
ship and let my oar strike  the boat's 
rail w ith a sharp  sound.

In s tan tly  The music ceased, and I was 
tortured  by a perfect silence. This 
w as an emergency, and I knexv it. The 
ringer m ight be a t th a t momeut escap
ing by some secret path am ong the 
rocks. For n moment 1 xvas near to 
the deadly banality  of addressing her, 
apologizing. Introducing myself, com
m itting  I know not w hat absurdity .

T hen  It occurred to my mind th a t 
since there undoubtedly w as a way of

found few tha t could sing it. I think 
a special dispensation m ust have been 
g ranted  me. for 1 got through the  first 
stanza like u nightingale, but 1 per- 
splred freely w ith terror. Then I 
waited, and by my sensations of d u ra 
tion it should have been 4 o’clock in 
the next afternoon when 1 heard  a 
blessed sound from  the siiore. it  w as 
tlie guitar, and presently the  lady sung 
again. She had chosen “ H eart's  De
light,” a quaint little melody, and 
Sibyl's favorite of all. ns I remembered.
I have strong fa ith  in tin* power and 
the xvill of chance to deceive a man. 
but to take tips for coincidence was an 
impossibility.

It could ho only Sibyl tha t sang to 
me. and I must have been less suscepti
ble to emotion than was the wood of 
tin* boat tau t boro me if 1 had not 
thought teuderlv of the little  girl who 
had wept In the dark a t “ H eart's  De 
light" in the  old days.

In the  voice itself there  was nothing 
w hatever tha t rem inded me of Sibyl.
It was not girlish, anil of course 1 
could not fully realize the difference 
th a t the years had made. She w as 
stili a child to me, and the voice xvas 
womanly. 1 would have said the singer 
had boon taugh t not only by thoroughly 
com petent m asters, hut by her own 
emotions; well taught by both, and In 
the school of the heart one gets no 
degree a t 1'.* it is indeed an early age 
to he adm itted.

1 made no analysis at th a t tim e; 1 
merely thought tha t it was strange. 
Therein it xvas the more agreeable. I 
did not wtsli to reduce this adventure 
to tlie level of the known. It w as ail I 
asked to sit there in tlie red ray of fire 
ami speak tin* language of music w ith 
a dream girl incarnated from tlie June 
night.

There was an Intervu I of silence. Oli- 
{ viously It xvas for me to break it, and 

I suddenly began to ransack my brain 
for a good song. That xvas the wrong 
place to Investigate. If I had left my 
brain  a t Mrs. W itherspoon’s it would 

I hax’e been better. Prom ptings th a t are 
j  w orth obeying a t such tim es arise from 

the deep seated, unerring region of in 
; stinet. I could not think of the right 

song, but If I had sung w ithout th ink 
ing there  would have beeu no chance 

' Of m istake.
W hile I hesitated, a little breeze

sprang up from the south. The bow of 
my boat was high, and she swung up
on her s tern  as on a pivot, pointing 
tow ard  tlie shore and  m aking way in 
th a t direction. I put strength upon my 
oar, bu t too late. There was a reef In 
the  W itherspoon lake, and I struck i t  
Tlie iron shoe of the boat grat«*d upon 
the rocks w ith a singularly .long and 
harsh sound. I t seemed to me th a t a 
m an-of-w ar m ight have gone aground 
and m ade less noise.

I wus 50 yurds from the shore, but 
perhaps the girl did not know it. My 
boat may have beeu qbite invisible to 
her. Indeed, If she were directly be
hind the  fire it m ust have been. I f  the 
sound of the keel upon the rock were 
ex ag g e ra t'd  to her, as It was to me, she 
may xvell hnve bellev«*d th a t I xvas 
much closer to the land.

W hatever she saxv or believed, tlie 
result was tlie w orst possible. The Are

i  This is ju s t w hat I expected."
“T here’s tw o or th ree  of them  around 

here," said he. “ I ’ll th ink  xvhieh Is the 
liest. I've  got to go into the  house now, 
hut I'll be righ t back. W ill you be 
here?”

In an earlier stage of my acquaint- 
i ance witli Jim m y I should have ac- 
cepted this sta tem en t a t its face value; 
b u t  having  gained a knowledge of his 
methods, L perceived the tro th , which 
was th a t  he had no idea w here there 
w as a florist, and w as going into the  
house to find some one who could en
lighten him. It w as im m aterial to me. 
so l sat down fn the  porch to w ait for 
him. H alf a dozen of the hoarders 
came out while I xvas there, more in 
deed than  I had ever encountered tie- 
fore In so short a space of time. Among 
them  was tlie blue eyed girl xvho sat in 
my p a rt of the  d ining room, though 
rarely when 1 xvas there, for the With
ersponn 
in their

I» ill 
gasl

•d o rs  di 
ronomic

£
1 roi 
.its.

narkably 
She had

a shaw l. a s m i m i l l  * 'lia and a portly
volutin*, win. •li was tl le “ Lifo and Let-
tors" of sum«»body wiio s e lia iiiii* my eye
did not Utah o out. p r oha lily 1localise 1

had neve•r hoa id  of liii
In spit «* of her somlhol tast«1• in liter-

a t uro, it SO«1mod to me tha t tlie girl

V .. .
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She swung upon her stem  as on a  pivot. 
suddenly disappeared, though by w hat 
means it was thus extinguished tn an 
Instant I could not guess. A thousand 
sparks shot up into the  air, and then 
all xvas dark. I seemed to see a gray 
figure moving along the  face of the 
gran ite  wall, hut it may have been a 
creature of my im agination. The ques
tion xvas of little im portance. The in 
cident had closed w ith the extinction 
of the beacon.

Never did m ariner curse the Ineh- 
eape rock—not evpn Sir Ralph the  Ro
ver, who cut off the  bell and then foun
dered there  for the lack of It—as I 
cursed the ledge in W ater WTlteh lake. 
My boat liad suffered no dam age, but 
a sum m er n igh t’s romance had met d is 
astrous wreck.

C H A PTE R  IX.
R O SE S A N D  L IL IE S .

R T T T I h EN  a gentlem an % has sere- 
I I naded a lady in the" evening, 

it is polite to send her flowers 
next day. Reflecting upon 

this m a tte r while eating my m orning 
meal. It cam e into ruy mind th a t there

9 1UCV UHTic uuutfuuiruij was a w aj ui , , , .

escape for her it m ight possibly be ! bp * ■  ^ en fH>n‘e" here
nermtMlhl.. for me tn stm r There have In th a t region. Indeed I seem«*d to te-perm isstble for me to sing. There have 
been serenades in all ages, and un 
doubtedly a t one tim e o r ano ther wo
men have listened to worse voices than 
mine w ith very kind acceptance of the 
offering for the sake of the sp irit In 
which it has been made. So I sang the 
first th ing  th a t cam e into my head, and 
it happened to  be a ballad called "The 
Evening S ta r,” quite triv ial in every 
way, th a t 1 used to slug to Sibyl long 
ago.

It Is well known th a t in moments of 
excitem ent one speaks above his usual 
pitch, and th is  law  of na tu re  worked to 
defeat me In th e  present Instance. The 
man xvho w rote ‘The Evening S ta r"  
would nex-er have dared to publish ii

m em ber the  shining roof of a green 
house beside the road from  the city.

A fter b reakfast 1 sought Inform ation 
of Jim m y, who xvas Rlttlng In a corner 
of the principal W itherspoon porch and 
staring  at nothing w ith the a ir of one 
xvho understood It perfectly, xvho knexv 
why it was nothing and rould c reate  
it out of som ething whenever the uni 
verse should run short.

"A place where, you can buy flowers?" 
said Jim m y. “M-iu-tn.”

He had caught th is  sound from  Mrs. 
W itherspoon and had modified it in 
accord xvi.’.i his own nature. As u t
tered liy him and accompanied by slow 
nodding of the head it m eant: "So th is

m ight yet he saved, for she gave me a 
very hum an glance out of the corners 
of her p re tty  eyes as she went past. I 
w as vaguely w ondering w hat th a t 
glance would have done to me if 1 had 
not been so deeply in terested  in two 
o ther girls, or possibly three, as Sibyl 
m ight not be the  orchard  nymph four. 
Indeed, counting Miss Jones, xvho was 
a lm ost certa in ly  the  p re ttie s t of all— 
when there  w as a sound of footsteps in 
the hall and Mrs. W itherspoon appear
ed w ith her niece.

The lady of the  house did not pause, 
bu t pursued her w ay to  the garden, 
carry ing  the enorm ous tin  pan in which 
she gathered  for our delectation the 
finest vegetables ever grow n on earth . 
Lucy Ann, how ever, w as not upon the 
sam e errand, and I succeeded in detain 
ing her.

"M y goodness!” she exclaim ed when 
I had asked her about the florist. 
"W hat do you w an t to buy flowers for? 
The p re tties t roses th a t ever you saw 
grow righ t around here.”

"B ut you can’t  get American Beau
tie s  and th a t so rt of th ing ,” I objected.

“T hey’re A m erican enough to  su it 
me,” said Lucy Ann w ith  decision, 
"and  I ’m w ha t they call a  jingo. 
American? Well, I should like to know 
who im ported them , and  as for the ir 
beauty you ought to see them. Of 
course I know th a t you m ean a  particu 
lar kind of rose, b u t ».he Idea of your 
w anting bought flowers!"

“1 think women as a rule p refer th a t 
k.ud," said I, “unless the  posies come 
out of a p riva te  garden where, of 
course, they actually  cost more.”

"Oh," she s&td, “you’re going to  give 
them td  somebody.”

”1 don’t care m uch for flowers,” I 
replied w ith pnlpable evasion. “ At the 
academy where I fitted for college 
the head m aster xvas a crank on bot
any, and he kept us pulling flowers to 
pieces until we lost all respect for 
them ; grew to hate them , In fac t—and 
him. I'll never forgive the  rascal. By 
forcing my inclinations he spoiled a 
part of my appreciation of nature. 
Ca-sar’s ghost!”

The exclam ation w as sudden and 
seemingly uncalled for, and Lucy Ann 
opened lier g ray  eyes in surprise.

“ I beg your pardon,” said I. “S p eak -, 
lug of botany rem inded me of some
thing.”

“I t’s a gentle subject, I should say,” 
responded Lucy Ann. “ I don’t  see 
anyth ing  in it to m ake a person sw ear.” 

"Y ou're a P u ritan ,” said I, “or a 
Q uakeress. I d idn 't sw ear, though the 
Idea w as really s tartling . W here d id  
you sny your au n t's  garden w as?”

“I t’s w ay off over there,” she replied, 
w aving her hand in an Indefinite fash
ion tow ard  the upper end of the lake. 

"About how- fa r?"  I inquired.
She gave me a  quick, keen glance. 
“W hy do you w ant to know?” she 

queried.
"The day th a t  I arrived ,” said I, 

“your au n t cam e in from the garden 
w ith a pan of peas. As a botanist, you 
understand, not as  a boarder, I would 
like to see the  w arm  corner of Michi
gan w here peas a tta in  th a t  size In the 
middle of June.”

Lucy Ann bent forw ard  so th a t her 
face w as hidden by the edge of the 
gray sunbonnet. I observed th a t her 
hnnds, which were clothed In the re
m arkable gloves th a t she had w orn 
the first tim e I saw  her, were some
w hat tightly  clinched. I began to 
laugh.

“You w on 't say  any th ing  about this,” 
she said, looking up. “ Prom ise me you 
won’t.”

“I cross my heaçt,” said I.
“Well, then,” she w hispered, leaning 

forward, "m y au n t hasn’t any* garden. 
W hat’s the use? It doesn’t  m ake any 
difference how nice stuff one can raise 
in a garden, there’s alw ays somebody 
who can raise be tte r—somebody who 
makes a profession of it. My au n t 
says th a t th is  is the  age of specialists. 
H er boarders are  very select; they 
wouldn’t s tand  am ateu r vegetables. 
T h a t’s the way she puts It.”

"B ut they s tand  am ateq r cake,” said 
I, “and I will fight any three  men in 
M ichigan who dare  to a ssert th a t it 
isn’t the  best in th e  world.”

“ Bless your h e a r t”’ exclaim ed Lucy 
Ann. “ Pin not an am ateur. I've s tud 
ied a t the best cooking schools in Chi
cago. I-can sboxv you my diplom as."

"N othing  could add wejgbt to your 
word.” said 1. “rtot even' the cake lt- 
seL\ for th a t 's  too light. But about th is  
garden”—

(To be Continued.)
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