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"Then it is all over, Nan," said the 
man slowly, "and you will not have 
me?" 

"I am sorry, Tommy, dear, but I 
shall never marry any one as long as 
I live," she answered, with a tremu
lous little catch in her voice. 

The man regarded her steadily. 
There was a troubled and thoughtful 
look upon his usually smiling and al
most boy'sh face. 

"Nan," he said presently, "I want to 
talk to you." 

The girl drew her chair nearer the 
fireplace and shaded her face with 
her hand. "Yes, Tommy," she said. 

"We have known each other all our 
lives," he began. "Why, I carried 
your books the very first day we went 
to school. You could not say my name 
distinctly then, Nan, so you called me 
"boy," and sometimes when 1 had 
pleased you it would be "boy, dear." 
Through all the years that have come 
and gone you have always been my 
one beautiful dream, the goal that I 
have ever been striving to reach." 

"Don't, Tommy," the girl protested, 
but he continued. 

"Well, I have failed. If there had 
been some one else, Nan, I would have 
taken my defeat as final, but you have 
never even given any one a chance." 

"You have been far too good to me, 
Tommy, all your life," the girl inter
posed. 

"Now, Nan," said the man quietly, 
"the worm is going to turn. There 
must be a reason, for you are not a 
girl of whims, and you will have to 
tell it to me tonight. There is noth
ing strange in the fact that you have 
never cared for any one—you who are 
so sweet and fine. Who could be 
worthy of you. Nan? But you say 
that you will never marry. Don't you 
think, then, that you owe it to me to 
give a reason?" 

"Tommy!" she cried beseechingly. 
"I must know," he reiterated. 
"You shall have my confidence," she 

said at length." but it must be sacred, 
for the story has never passed my 
lips before. My own father and moth
er do not know. 

"You may remember the summer of 
my first long dress and pinned up hair, 
when I Went away to visit my fa
ther's sister, and because we often 
speak least where we feel most deep
ly, so I never mentioned the name of 
one who made that summer the hap
piest 1 have ever known. 

"One evening when the syringas 
were filling the room with their fra
grance we sat in the twilight, my lit
tle old aunt and 1, she primly erect in 
a straight back chair, while I played 
and sang the sweet old songs that she 
had loved in her girlhood. 'Douglas, 
Douglas, Tender and True.' still lay 
upon the piano before me when a 
young man, an acquaintance of my 
aunt, entered the room. He told me 
later that Douglas was his own name 
and that as he was passing the bouse 
my voice seemed to call to him and 
he had answered the call. Through 
all the joyful days of my visit we 
were inseparable companions. He 
told me of his father's death and of 
the fortune left his only son on con
dition that the son should not marry 
before his twenty-fifth year. This 
clause, however, was subject to change 
If the mother desired to alter it. Then 
he told me of his mother. Proud and 
lacking of affection she seemed to be 

W H V } E K 
"A MAKRIAQE OP THAT KIND CAN BE 

ANNULLED." 

from his unconscious description, but 
ambitious above all things that her 
•on should make a name in the world." 

" 'Some day she will know you, 
Nan,' he would say. 'And when I 
have finished my college course she 
will change the will, and we shall be 
married.' 

"I have never known a nature like 
his, strong and dominating, yet with 
such personal charm of manner that it 
never occurred to me to dispute his 
/word, or perhaps I bad no wish to do 
80. 

"The day came for my departure, 
and Douglas was also leaving for col
lege. My aunt waved a goodby from 
the porch, where autumn leaves now 
grew In place of* the syringas which 
bad bloomed at my arrival. She was 
glad to have Douglas drive me to the 
station, and he—oh, he was desperate 
at the thought of parting, fearful that 

I might forget hiss, and so—and so"— 
Her voice broke at the recollection; 
then she hurried on. 

"His masterfulness swept away all 
my objections. 1 could not resist the 
charm of his pleading. We stopped at 
the little white parsonage on our way 
to the station and—were married." 

"Nan." The man cried out sharp
ly, but she seemed not to hear. 

"I was quite bewildered," she con
tinued, "when he helped me on the 
train with the minister's words still 
sounding In my ears. For a moment 
we looked into each other's eyes like 
two frightened children, and again I 
searched for him through a blur of 
tears." She covered her face with her 
hands. "That was ten years ago," she 
whispered, "and I.have never seen him 
since." 

The man jumped to his feet and 
stood looking down upon her. "I do 
not understand." be said slowly. 

She smiled, and there was a strange 
bitterness in Nan's sweet voice. "Do 
you not?" she asked. "It was very 
clear to me when I began to see things 
plainly. Carried away by the impulse 
of the moment, my lover regretted his 
rash act; also the loss of a fortune. He 
knew that he could rely implicitly upon 
my secrecy, for I was conscience 
stricken at the tender welcome of my 
father and mother as they met me at 
the end of my journey and rushed to 
my room to write a wild, frightened 
little note: 'Never let any one know, I 
cautioned him. It would break my par
ents' hearts to learn that 1 had de
ceived them. Some day we shall be 
married over again. Until then never, 
oh, never let any one know.' 

"As the days passed and no word 
came from Douglas I wrote again and 
still again until at last I came to real
ize the truth. 

"Boy," she said softly, "you will 
never know how much you helped me 
then. Did you guess at some hidden 
sorrow that you were so kind?" 

"Poor little girl!" the man said pity
ingly. "Poor little girl! And do you 
intend to sacrifice your life like this— 
faithful to the memory of a cur and a 
coward?" 

"What else is there left for me to do, 
Tommy?" she asked simply. 

"There must be a way of escape," 
he said, considering. "How old were 
you then. Nan?" 

"Seventeen." 
"And he?" 
"Not quite twenty-one." 
"I do not know much about these 

things," he said, "but I believe a mar
riage of that kind can be annulled." 

Nan shrank back into the chair. Her 
eyes were wide with horror. "Oh, no," 
she whispered. "I could not bear the 
disclosure after guarding the secret 
for ten long years." 

"Yon must let me tell one other per
son," said the man presently, "and 
ask his advice. I shall repeat the 
story without mentioning your name 
to Old John, who is a lawyer. If it 
is possible to have the marriage an
nulled with perfect secrecy he will 
know." 

"1 have heard you speak of this John 
before," she said wearily, "but this 
means so very much to me. Are you 
sure that you can trust him?" 

"Trust Old John!" he exclaimed. 
"Why, Nan, he has been getting me out 
of troubles and scrapes since my first 
college days. 'David and Jonathan' 
they called us then. 1 would trust 
John with my very life—in fact, he 
gave it back to me one time. You re
member the epidemic of typhoid that 
swept through our college during my 
freshman year. Old John was the 
first to succumb, and when he return
ed from home white and thin he found 
me lying isolated and sick with no 
money tor pay for proper care, and he 
took me to his own rooms and nursed 
me there through delirium and con
valescence as tenderly and as tireless
ly as a mother might have done. Of
ten in the silence of the night I would 
awaken to find him bending over me. 
Why, Nan. it was he who wrote the 
first rambling letters to you from my 
dictation, and when you/r answers 
came he would lay them upon my pil
low and steal silently away. 

"Care free and thoughtless, I acceptr 
ed all Old John's sacrifices. The debt 
has always been upon one side, but if 
ever a time comes when I can make it 
up to him"— He paused, and there 
was a look of determination upon his 
face which Nan had never seen there 
before. "I will do it." he finished 
quietly. 

She went to the door with him as 
he was leaving. 

"I will call tomorrow." he said kind
ly, "to let you know what John ad
vises." 

When he had gone she called after 
him. "Tommy!" she cried. "Tommy, 
let us leave things as they are." But 
he did not hear. 

She was very pale when he saw her 
the next afternoon. 

"John says that he must question 
you. Nan." he told her, "and see the 
marriage certificate before he can 
form an intelligent opinion. It will 
be a painful experience, 1 know, but 
he is kind and thoughtful and will 
spare you all he can." 

So she went with him to the great 
stone building. "I would rather be 
alone." she said. So he left her at the 
office door, which stood ajar. She 
looked so small and white and fright
ened that he came back for a moment. 

"Goodby. Nan," he said again. 
"Goodby, boy, dear," she answered. 
A man was standing facing a win

dow as she entered. He looked around 
at her approach, and Nan gave a sharp 
little cry. Unconsciously she spo^e 
the well remembered name. "Doug
las!" she exclaimed. "Your' 

The thick dark hair was tinged with 
gray about the temples, and his face 
wore a gravely stern expression, which 
had given to him the name of "Old 
John" in his college days. But the 
dark eyea looking down into her own 

of Short Stories Fof Tfi 
F>H ? ^ - j a v V M - " - *&•&!» 1**r» VKt* 

fnTtrne 
were unchanged, and the voice Bad 
the old musical sound. 

"I am sorry to have startled yon," 
he said, "la it possible that you did 
not know?" 

"Do you think I would be here if I 
had known?" she asked scornfully. 

In his old masterful way the man 
closed the door and drew a chair for
ward. 

"1 have been told your story," he* 
said, "and the narrator did not spare 
the man whom he believed to have 
treated you so cruelly. Poor Tom! Little 
did he know that the one he was ac
cusing so unmercifully was also his 
best friend. He has opened my eyes, 
however, to the misery which youthful 
folly and pride can cause. But even 
a murderer is not condemned unheard. 
Will you listen to my explanation, in
excusable as it may seem?" 

She nodded dumbly. 
"After I had bidden you goodby at 

the station that memorable day I pur
sued my way to college and had bare
ly arrived when your note reached me 
entreating silence upon the subject of 
our marriage. 1 was hot headed and 
angry for a few days at the thought 
that you had sent no kinder word, 
and then 1 was taken seriously ill and 
went to be cared for in ray own home. 
I wrote to you as the fever abated, 
telling of my sickness and pleading for 
one line, but no word ever came. I 
have been told that you did write and 
can only conclude that my mother, 
fearing an entanglement which might 
?0st me the fortune left by my father, 
had intercepted the letters and de
stroyed them. I hope that I am not 
judging wrongly." He paused for a 
moment. "My mother died several 
years ago. Well, you know the rest. 
When I went back to college, sick in 
mind and body. 1 met Tom. If he 
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had mentioned me in those days be 
would have used my second name of 
John, by which 1 was generally known 
at college. I was much with him dur
ing his illness, and in his boyish way 
he confided to me the one romance of 
his life, and as my pen formed his 
words of love to you I could only be
lieve that our marriage had indeed 
been against your will and immediate
ly repented. When you replied to his 
tetters I resolved to make the only rep
aration possible to efface myself and 
await the inevitable. Well, it has 
come at last. Through all the years I 
have known of his faithfulness, and 
now he is to be rewarded." 

The man looked at her questioningly, 
anxiously, but she remained silent. 

"There was one other thing," he said 
presently. "You misjudged me regard
ing the fortune left me by my father. 
I had not fulfilled conditions, there
fore had no legal right to the money, 
and it was otherwise disposed of." 

Nan arose and hurried toward him. 
"You mean?" she asked breathlessly. 

"That I own nothing but that which 
I earn," he finished. 

Impulsively she held out her hands 
and then withdrew them. "Douglas, 
she whispered—"oh, Douglas!" 

The man bent over her. "Nan," he 
said—"Nan, there was never anything 
that counted in the world save your 
happiness. You must not be sorry for 
me now: if you can forgive, that is 
all I ask " 

She turned to go, then looked back 
at him. "Douglas." she said softly, "I 
am going home to think things over. 
Will you wait here for a message from 
me?" 

Before he could reach the doorway 
she had gone. He sank into a chair 
,before the desk and buried his face in 
his arms. 

Lights began to appear In the streets 
below; office doors were closed and 
locked as men hurried home to greet 
their families. A strange silence 
brooded over the great building, while 
he still sat in darkness and alone. 
Brisk steps resounded along the mar
ble passage. 

"Hello, old man!" called a familiar 
voice, and Tom pressed the electric 
button as he entered. -

"John," he said earnestly, "Old 
John, things have been pretty one 
sided between you and I all along, 
but now the scale is evening up. Nan 
has told me all. No one has ever had 
the ghost of a show with her but you. 
It would have been the same. I think, 
if there had never been a marriage 
certificate. Some women are made 
that way. She is looking for you now, 
John. That's her message." 

The men clasped hands silently and 
went out into the night. At the gate
way of Nan's home they parted, and 
as Douglas Cameron walked up the 
garden path the deep snow muffled 
his tread. A light was streaming from 
the window, and through the half 
drawn curtains he could see Nan seat
ed at the piano. 

The ten hopeless years seemed to 
fade as a dream that is past. Once 
more he heard and answered the call. 
"Douglas. Douglas. Tender and True." 
she sang. The man opened the door 
and went In. 

FREEDOM. 
There are two freedoms—the 

false, where a man is free to do 
what he likes; the true, where a 
man is free to do what he ought. 
—Charles Kingsley. 

CHARACTER, 
p i e gifts of wealth, place, ease 

and luxury are dispensed with a 
good deal of caprice, but.nobody 
ever heard that a character was 
got by chance. 

Accumulated 
Work 

A Story For 
Labor Day 

By CLARISSA MACKIE 
Copyright by American Press Asso

ciation, 1911. 

She Knew. 
"And you allowed that young man 

to kiss you?" 
"Yes." 

| "That was very indiscreet." 
' "Not at all. I had looked at his 
financial standing."—New York Jour-

•P15 

Her Good Point. 
Even the most impulsive women 

have their good traits. 
An Irishman, mourning his late wife, 

tearfully remarked: 
"Faith, she was a good woman. She 

always hit me wid de soft ind av the 
broom." 

Sweet. 
"We countrymen have the best of it. 

When all else fails we can eat the for
est preserves." 

"I don't know that you have the best 
of it," retorted the city fellow. "We 
have our subway jam."—Washington 
Herald. 

"It's rightly named," growled Mr. 
Shatter as he drank his morning cof
fee. "Every holiday ought to be called 
'Labor day' so far as I am concerned. 
Do you know what I've got to do to
morrow, Helen?" He put the question 
aggressively, and his maiden aunt look
ed pityingly at Mrs. Shafter. 

"No, dear; what have you to do to
morrow?" asked Helen serenely. 

"Do!" sputtered her husband, pass
ing the toast to Aunt Electa with a 
ravage lunge to emphasize his remark. 
"To begin with there's the lawn to 
mow, the chicken pen to clean out, the 
cellar to whitewash—if you wouldn't 
begin housecleaning so early, Helen, a 
fellow might have a show once in 
awhile—oversee that the six tons of 
winter coal gets in all right and clean 
up after the coal man." 

Later In the day, after Mr. Shafter 
had sunk into his Sunday afternoon 
nap in the hammock, Aunt Electa 
called Helen into the summer house on 
the lawn and talked long and earnest
ly to that young woman. 

"Certainly, dear Aunt Electa," agreed 
Helen sweetly. "James always retires 
early on Sunday, and we can have our 
own way about everything." 

"For a married woman that will be 
an unusual treat." And Aunt Electa's 
eyes twinkled merrily. 

"Then let me hasten its coming," 
cried Helen blithely. "I shall have an 
early supper and hustle James off to 
bed." 

When James Shafter awoke the next 
morning he heard the unmusical clat
ter of a lawn mower and sniffed the 
fragrance of freshly cut grass. "Good 
Lord, it does seem as though Finley 
might let a beggar rest a little in the 
morning. It can't be more than 6 
o'clock." He craned his neck to look 
at the timepiece and noted with satis-

"WBO THB TCOKENS OUT THE IiAWN?" 

faction that his guess was correct to a 
minute. Still his opposite neighbor's 
busy lawn mower was an unpleasant 
reminder that his own grass needed 
shaving that morning and after that 
was accomplished stretched the tasks 
he had enumerated the day before-
chicken house, cellar and coal man. 

"It's an Imposition!" growled Mr. 
Shafter and turned over in bed. 

The sun shining through a chink in. 
the closed blinds awakened him at 
last, and another glance at the clock 
assured him that three hours had melt
ed away. It was now 9. He bounced 
out of bed and into his morning bath, 
while his mind calculated how he 
could divide the remainder of the 
short end holiday into working shifts 
and squeeze out time enough to read 
his newspaper. 

,He found a delicious breakfast 
awaiting him in the cool and shaded' 
dining room, and as he ate he com
plained bitterly of the noise Finley 
had made that morning with the'de
tested lawn mower. 

"Woke me up ahead of time, Helen; 
and I dropped off to sleep and never 
awoke again until half an hour ago. 
It's going to be a scorcher too.". ,v ^ 

"It is hot already^" agreed Helen 
cheerfully. 

Shafter kissed her pink cheek and 
murmured appreciation of the break
fast and so went out on the front pi
azza to survey the ragged lawn he 
had left the night before. "I suppose 
I may as well pitch in now as any 
time," he muttered, and then stopped 
short. 

Instead of the untidy lawn he had 
worried over there stretched a smooth 
expanse of velvety turf, neatly trim
med about the flower beds and newly 
wet with the revolving sprinkler. 

"Great Jove!" muttered Shafter, and 
sought his wife, noting that his oppo
site neighbor's grass was untouched 
as yet. 

"Helen, who the dickens cut the 
lawn?' he demanded, puzzled. 

"I did," she returned. "It's great 
sport. Such a time as I had! I was 
afraid you would wake up." 

Armed with hoe and shovel, he en
tered the chicken yard and prepared to 
make the abode of these industrious 
tenants quite trim and tidy, but some 
magic hand had forestalled him here 

| also, for the chicken bouse had been 
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more thoroughly cleaned than it ever 
aad been under bis practiced band, 
and in addition a fresh coat of white
wash dazzled his eyes. Several busy 
hens poked .impatient heads nt him 
from nest boxes filled with fresh hay. 

"Humph!" muttered Mr. Shafter, and 
carried the tools into the shed. Once 
more he sought his wife. "Helen, you 
didn't clean that chicken house?" he 
demanded authoritatively. 

"No, I didn't," returned Mrs. Shaf
ter, shelling peas on the side piazza. 
"Aunt Electa is responsible for that" 

"Aunt Electa!" shouted the horrified 
husband. "Why—why—that's no sort 
of work for an elderly lady"— 

"Who calls me an 'elderly lady?"* 
demanded Aunt Electa from the door
way. 

"But, Aunt Electa, that chicken 
house is not the sort of work"— 

"Go to, James," interrupted the good 
lady smiling; "stop arguing and enjoy 
your holiday." 

"Holiday!" snorted James from force 
of habit, and then, with sudden recol
lection of how bis work was dwin
dling, he reddened and sought the cel
lar to vent his discomfiture in slapping 
whitewash on its stone walls. But 
once more was he foiled—again he was 
dazzled, for the work was done. He 
opened the door and peered into the 
coal bin in the desperate hope that 
the coal man had neglected to come,' 
and he almost whooped with joy when 
he saw that his hope was fulfilled. 
He was cluttering in the seclusion of 
that blackened, stone walled room 
when he heard the shriek of the speak
ing tube in the outer cellar. 

He answered it. 
''James," said his wife's voice, and 

there was a tremor in its evenness-
he wondered if she was laughing— 
"James, dear, just to make sure 1 tele
phoned the coal office and as it is a 
holiday they will not deliver until to
morrow. 1 can see about it when it 
conies. Now, do clean yourself up and 
try and enjoy your holiday, that's a 
dear!" 

The "dear" choked helplessly. "Did 
Aunt Electa do the cellar?" he asked 
weakly. 

"Both of us—we did it last night aft
er you went to bed. It was fun for 
us. You know we get tired of our 
monotonous tasks. Please, James, 
aren't you going to come upstairs. It 
will soon be dinner time." 

The newspaper lasted until dinner 
time and after dinner was a hiatus to 
be filled in some manner. James Shaf
ter was a man of activity. He must 
be doing something every moment and 
however he might fume and sputter 
over, his Self imposed tasks, he took a 
certain enjoyment in them. Now, his 
occupation gone, he wandered aimless
ly; around the house and grounds, sat 
awhile with his wife and aunt on the 
piazza and then strolled down the road 
for a solitary walk. 

A wooded lane led him in a new di
rection, and presently he found him
self leaning over an old picket fence, 
surveying a weed grown vegetable gar
den with disapproving eyes. A voice 
startled him, and he had glanced over 
the shabby little old fashioned house 
before he saw the open window in 
which sat a man of bis own age with 
a gaunt, haggard face and sunken, pa
tient eyes. 

"I said it was a pretty day," re
peated the man in the window. 

"Yes," returned Shafter cordially; 
"it's hot, but mighty pleasant You've 
got a nice little place here." 

"It was nice before 1 got cut up in 
the railroad wreck. I planted that 
garden, sir, and now I can't keep the 
weeds out of it. My daughter's got 
the ambition to do it, but she's young 
and frail, and there's plenty for hjr 
to do waiting on a sick man and tak
ing in work from the mill to support 
me." He spoke bitterly, and it was 
plain to be seen that he resented his 
inability to work. "It's Labor day, 
sir, and it seems as if I would give 
most anything to get in line with the 
boys'and march, but hot for me!" 
, He held up the stump of an arm, 

and in response to Shatter's inquiry 
said he had lost a foot also. He was 
too poor to employ a lawyer to take 
his case against the railroad. 

"Where's your garden tools?" de
manded Shafter, entering the gate. 
And five minutes later he was stripped 
of coat and Vest and working in the 
garden with hoe and rake. The sick 
man talked to him from the window, 
and vhis gratitude to the stranger was 
pitiful When the garden stood forth 
weedless, with straight brown earth 
ridges crowned with green and the 
corn' rustled in the breeze that came 
up from the south,'James Shafter 
straightened _his bent back and mop
ped his dripping face. 

"God bless you, sir!" muttered the 
man awkwardly as his benefactor pre
pared to go. *'It isn't every gentle
man would do what you've done, 
and"— 

"I've got two hands and two feet, 
and I guess that's what they're for," 
returned Shafter quite as awkwardly. 
"I have a friend who is a lawyer, and 
if you like I'll bring him around to
morrow .and go over your claim. You 
ought, to pull a lot of money out of 
that accident." 

"I don't know how to thank you, 
sir,", and tears stood in the man's 
eyes'. Shatter's face, sunburned, 
sweaty and very dirty, grinned up at 
him with a smile that chased the dis
content from it forever. 

"It isn't me. There's two women 
up at my house who are responsible 
for my meeting you. and. say, you 
know you've done me more good than 
I can ever do you. I've always done 
lots of work and liked It but some
how- I never tasted the sweetness of 
doing It before. I've got to get along 
and tell those dear women." 

"It's always the women folks that's 
back of everything, God bless 'em!" 
said the man in the window, and the 
words were echoed in Shatter's heart 
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I make this record, which I have 
sealed, to be opened by my oldest son 
as soon as his mother and I shall have 
passed away. I have brought up my 
children to refrain from the slightest 
reference to their parents' childhood 
and youth, telling them that to do so 
would imperil their very lives. The 
story of how they as young people 
passed out of existence will therefore 
only be read when the narrator has 
passed away. I shall give no real 
names. I shall call myself Alexis 
Olizoff, which is a confession that 1 
am a Russian. My father is a landed 
proprietor and, though not noble, is 
a gentleman. When I came to the 
proper age he sent me to the univer
sity, where I became intimate with 
the most pronounced radicals, and my 
father, hearing of my affiliations, took 
me away before I had finished my 
studies. When I reached home I had 
a long conference with him respecting 
my future, and it was decided that I 
should go to America. 

The third summer after my arrival 
in the new world I spent a vacation 
at the seashore. While there a favor
ite lounging place with me was on the 
rocks directly in front of the hotel. 
It was a fascinating spot. Beneath 
me the waves kept up an incessant 
influx and reflux. To the left stretched 
a broad band of foam composed of 
innumerable curves, at the farther end 
of which the beach.was broken by a 
rocky point. A short distance out 
from that point a white plume of 
spray kept bursting into view/fading, 
coming and fading again with the 
regularity of a revolving light 

One afternoon I was lying on my 
back, watching this scene, my hands 
under my head, one leg thrown over 
the other, my hat shading my eyes; 
indeed, my indolence in keeping with 
my surroundings, especially the lazy 
plash of the water and the effortless 
soaring of the gulls. Hearing a rus
tle of skirts behind me, I instinctively 
rose and held my hat in hand, waiting 
for a young girl who was coming to 
pass on. To my surprise her face in
dicated recognition. 

"Alexis!" 
"Lisa! What brings you ^.ere?" 
"To this particular spot? You. 1 

saw your name on the hotel register 
and have been looking for you." 

"But what brings you to America?" 
"Oh, I read of the independence1 of 

the American women and the fields of 
labor open to them. I couldn't sit 
and twirl my thumbs waiting for my 
father to find a husband for me. I 
preferred to make a career for myself." 

"But, Lisa, do you expect to make 
a career for yourself at a summer re
sort?" 

"No. I have but just arrived in 
America and have been told that it is 
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now the dull season. I came here to 
wait for busier times." 

1 Lisa Vasselevna was the daughter of 
a gentleman whose estate adjoined my 
father's in Russia. We had been play
mates as children, but I had not seen 
her since my departure for the univer
sity. It was natural that the meeting 
should bring me great pleasure. We 
walked down to the foot of the rocks, 
thence to the beach and strolled north
ward on the sand. Lisa told me many 
things of home—that my brother had 
gone into the army; that my sister was 
engaged to be married; that her father 
had received an appointment under the 
government These bits of news she 
gave me as we walked side by side. 

"Where are you staying?! asked. 
"At the same hotel as you. But I am 

going to change." 
"No; I will change." 
"A farmhouse will suit me better. 

I am without a chaperon, and a hotel 
Is not the best place for me." 

I was somewhat surprised that this 
Independence of character which had 
led her to choose a field of labor should 
be found side by side with such 
deference to custom. However, the 
change of residence was essential and 
resulted in avoiding criticism, for we 
were, constantly together. Usually hi 
the morning we would sit oh the beach 
looking at the bathers. In the after
noon we would go to tile rocks and 
watch the water pour in and out of the 
caverns at their base. Occasionally 
we would take a boat with a single 
sail, which I could manage quite well. 

sad skim over the ocean. Remember
ing the restrictions in such matters 
that Lisa had been used to at home, 
I: apologized for asking her to go out 
thus alone with me. A curious ex
pression crossed her face as she said: 

"What have I to do with such ab
surdities?" 

Again the inconsistency of her be* 
havlor puzzled me. 

Indeed, in all things Lisa was sin
gular. As a child she had been seri
ous, and now that she was a woman 
that seriousness had deepened into— 
what? I could not define i t She 
seemed to have been lifted far above 
the narrow old world "views among 
which she had been born. And yet 
she did not seem fitted for the hum
drum existence of a working woman. 
She certainly was not in a hurry to 
set to work. If I questioned her as to 
her plans she would say, "Time 
enough for that when I have returned 
to the city." Indeed, I began to sus
pect that she had had* another motive 
.in coming to America—a love affair. 
She did not enjoy our (meeting as I did 
and every day grew more and more 
distrait. Besides, it was plain that 
she was trying to conceal from me the 
fact that she was troubled. 1 sounded 
her as to the cause. 

"Lisa," I said, "you • have something 
on your mind." 

"What makes you think so?" she 
asked, starting. 

"Well, I have thought that perhaps 
there is some one in Russia—some 
nobleman whom you love and who 
loves you, but whose rank cuts yon 
off from him." 

She sighed, but did not affirm or 
deny my hypothesis. Her actions only 
confirmed me in it, for it filled the con
ditions. She would, be likely to keep 
such a case hidden from the world for 
the sake of her lover, if not for her own. 
I returned the sigh, for I had dreaded 
this very confession. My view of the 
case was further confirmed by an in
cident that occurred soon after. We 
were sailing on the ocean when we 
were overtaken by a sudden squall. I 
lowered the sail as quickly as possible, 
leaving only a small bit of it loose for 
steerage. The wind struck in from 
the north and blew us southward along 
the coast We were not only in danger 
of being tossed keel upward, but of 
striking on sunken rocks. I confess I 
was very much frightened. Lisa sat 
as calmly as if we were swinging in 
a hammock. , 

"How brave you are!" I said. 
"Brave! Do you call this something 

to fear? There are troubles far more 
to be dreaded." 

Fortunately the wind lulled as we 
were passing an inlet and, hoisting sail, 
I soon made smooth water and tied up 
to a low wooden pier. 

"Thank God!" I exclaimed as I step
ped ashore. 

"Why thank God?" said Lisa. "We 
don't know what to be thankful for. 
We don't thank him when some mis
fortune befalls us, yet it may be a 
blessing in disguise." 

"Why, Lisa!" I exclaimed, looking at 
her in surprise. 

"Don't mind me," she said, smiling. 
"Try and remember me as you knew 
me in school, not as I am now." 

She said nothing more as we walked 
away toward our respective homes. 
Notwithstanding her seeming Indiffer
ence I looked for some involuntary 
consciousness that she was relieved at 
our narrow escape from death in the 
sea, but if she felt it she gave no sign. 

"Surely," I said to myself, "this love 
must have taken a strong hold of her 
since she doesn't care to have been 
saved from death/' 

That she suffered was plain, but 
how or what she suffered was a mys
tery. There were times when she did 
not appear to suffer at all, when 
some bright ray of hope seemed to 
break in upon her and lift her out of 
her despondency into a whirl of mer
riment Once when she waa in this 
mood I said to her: 

"I know why you are happy today. 
You have received news of your lover. 
AU will yet be well." 

I watched her closely to observe the 
effect of my words, but they had no 
effect, at least none that I could de
tect Her gay mood lasted till we 
parted. Then I saw tears. 

"Lisa," I said, "give me your confi
dence; trust me." 

"I cannot even trust myself,'* she 
replied and ran away. 

There were times when she would 
show a tenderness for me, which 1 
could only account for on the ground 
that we were solitary companions in 
a foreign land. Once when we were 
walking on the beach by moonlight 
she felt for my hand and held it in 
hers with her face averted. 1 tried 
to catch a glimpse of it, but without 
avail till she turned and looked at me 
as serenely as the moon was looking 
on the ocean. 

One morning Lisa and I were walk
ing on the beach. The wind was 
northerly, and, though the sky was 
cloudless, the air was crisp. Both 
felt its invigorating influence, and sud
denly Lisa started to run. As she did 
so she took a handkerchief either from 
her belt or her bosom. I thought 1 
saw something white flutter away 
from her and fall on the sand, but 
supposed it was the sunlight on the 
handkerchief. She was running very 
fast and I had all I could do to catch 
her. When I did so I had forgotten 
to ask her if she had dropped any
thing. 

That evening the moon, which had 
waned, rose late, and I concluded after 
leaving Lisa to go to the rocks and 
watch it come up out of the water. 
It rose with its.shrunken cheek, mak
ing a trudge of lighted wave crests 
between me and i t I was chilled sit
ting still and concluded to go down 
on to the beach. Indeed, I missed my 
companion and wished to bring her 
nearer to me by going over the ground 
where we had walked during the morn-

Aptly Described. 
"I have been courting her for two 

years," said the disconsolate one, "and 
I am certain that she will refuse me 
when I propose." 

"Ah, that is interesting," said the 
amateur photographer—"a sort of un
developed negative."—Pittsburg Press. 

Insulting. 
Youngley-I have just been insulted 

by the insolent old barber who shaved 
me. 

Youther—Indeed? ' 
"Yes, he said shaving me reminded 

him of a game he used to play called 
hunt the hare." J "-~>\ «- * * ~ ;>,« 

lug. I was strolling along meditative
ly when I saw something white o a ^ ' 
the sand. I picked it up. It was a;~'# 
letter. 1 bare strong eyes and could v {•• 
make out by the dim moonlight t h e " ^ 
address on the back. It was Nina 
Nlkalovich. The Russian name nat
urally attracted my attention. I don't 
know what it was that Induced me 
mechanically to slip the letter from its 
envelope. I am not used to reading; 
other people's epistles. Perhaps it was 
some working of the brain in advance 
of logical reasoning, perhaps fate. At ^ 
any rate, I did so and unfolded, i t The V 
light was not sufficient to enable nie to /; "I 
read the finer writing within, except' 
one word that stared me In the'face—• 
my own name. - * 

Striking a match, I read the few 
lines of the letter. It informed Nina 
Nlkalovich that during the previous,. i 
spring I had been seen in Philadel
phia. 

Then I remembered that I had seen 
Lisa drop something during the morn
ing when she was running on the '• 
beach. It must have been this letter. 
She had not come upon me by acci
dent She had been hunting for me. 
What for? Suddenly a scene came 
up before me, a scene enacted while 
I was at the university In Russia. All 
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was clear. Clear? No; there must be 
some mistake. How could anything 
connect Lisa with that scene? 

I staggered back from the beach to 
some rocks and sat down. The north 
wind, which had chilled me before, 
was now not cool enough to drive the 
fever from my temples. 

It was some time after this—it might 
have been five minutes, it might have 
been an hour—that I sat up and 
looked out, dazed, upon the ocean. I 
heard the crunching of feet on the 
sand. Some one was coming. I 
crouched in the shadow of the rocks. 
A figure stood between me and the 
shimmer on the ocean. It was Lisa. 
She was bent toward the beach as if 
looking for something. 

I arose and went to her, holding out 
the letter. 

"Here is what you are looking for," 
I said. "It has explained all to me. I 
do not blame you. I know the inex
orable command under which you act 
It is my life or yours. Mine it shall 
be." 

She stood looking at me, her face 
dimly lighted, her garments fluttering 
in the wind. The moonlight made her 
look paler even than it was. 

"Yon came from the circle," I said, 
"that I was rash enough to join when 
I was a student I remember the 
night when after consultation with 
my father I told them that I was, to 
be sent to America, and since I could 
not serve them there I would resign 
my membership. Then the chief re-' 
minded me that I could never resign. 
Now he sends you.to kill me as a de
serter." 

"No," she gasped; "he has sent me 
to order you to kill a deserter." 

I shuddered. 
"Alexis," she went on, "I have not 

delivered the message because I could 
not bring myself to do so. Today I 
determined that I would do the work 
I was sent to order you to do." 

"Why," I stammered—"why would 
you assume my burden?" 

She turned and cast a glance out on 
the ocean, then up at the dome above 
as if looking for some means of es
cape from an inevitable doom. Then, 
turning to me, she said: 

"Because I love you." 
• • • • • • • 
Here ends the story as told by Alexis 

Olizoff. The residents of the place 
where he met Lisa tells of how one 
.evening in face of an approaching 
storm two young people, Russian by 
birth, took a boat and pulled seaward. 
Night fell, and they were still riding 
the waves, as was seen from the shore 
by an occasional flash of lightning. At 
midnight the storm burst, and they had 
not returned. The next morning their 
boat was found bottom upward on the 
beach. 

Neither Alexis nor Lisa were ever 
seen again at the resort nor in Amer
ica. A month later a man, accom
panied by his wife, walked into one 
of the villages of North Dakota and 
inquired where they might buy land. 
A farm in the vicinity being for sale, 
they purchased it and settled under 
the name of Crane. No one ever heard 
either husband or wife speak of their 
youth, their nationality or whence they 
came to North Dakota. All this they 
successfully buried In oblivion. 

Recently the wife died, and the hus
band followed her within a few 
months. There seemed to be some* 
thing that they had both borne together 
that the man could not bear alone, 
and this was given as the reason for. 
his death. There is no reason now for 
longer keeping their secret They were} 
Alexis Olizoff and Lisa Vasselevna.. . 
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Good Reason. /?! / 
"Well, Johnny, don't you wish that . -•-

you were a grown up man?" ''^•r^'/A i " . * ^ 
"You bet I do." . „> : % ' ^ ^ W l f r ' * 
"But w h y r ^ v ^ > i ^ ^ ^ ^ # : ^ : f ^ . 
"So that people wouldn't ask m s f f ^ " < ^ : 

such fool questions."—New York Jour-S \ ^ 
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