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gered in our midst for a little while enjoy-
ing the vacation and the change, but after
his departure his name was never spoken
aloud in the old Fort again and to the town
he was a guilty stranger. Out of deference
to father the men and women around us
took care to keep the affair out of the largertown newspapers, so the tragedy in our
home did not travel much further than the
confines of our own town.

"When one week had passed without tid-
ings, then I think the last hope died in
father's heart. At any rate that day the
pall settled down over his spirit and his face
took on that iron look which never left it
until yesterday. Brother and I wept our
hearts out for our mother and as long ago
as it has been I can still feel that awful

where her dear head had lain was wet with
my tears, and I doubt if even father's could
have been more bitter. We did not tarry
long. Father merely stood a short moment
in the center of the room and gazed at the
tall oak bed arranged so neatly; at the
marble topped dresser where every article
was in its place ; then he put a shaking hand
over his eyes for a second before the thought
of the other man intruded into his thoughts.

"Then still without a glance at me, cower-
ing beside the bed in apprehension, he
rushed to the closet door where mother's
clothes hung, closed it with a bang, locked
it and thrust the key into his pocket. Next
he walked to each window, closed the green

shutters, and pulled each blind

AS you may imagine, we did not arrive
at this bitter conclusion, only after
the most careful searchings, the most

exhilarating intervals of hope; the most
excruciating periods of despair. Aunt
Rhoda was the last person to see mother,and then she was all dressed but without
her hat and gloves and had slipped into the
kitchen to give some directions about the
evening meal. When she tripped out of
the kitchen singing as usual, it was as if
the floor had opened and swallowed her up,there was no smallest trace of her. Her hat
and parasol had disappeared and with them
she had vanished into air.

"We opened the vault and descended into
the trap door and out through the secret
passage which came out in the grove of
trees east of the house, thinking that she
had gone down there for some
unknown purpose; at the very
last some men even dragged the
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to its utmost length, and only
then in the shadows did he
notice me, and that was but bya gesture which waved me into
the hall. He followed imme-
diately and without a glance
inside, locked the door to
mother's room and left it as
dark and deserted as a grave.

"No one ever went into that
room again until yesterday.
No, I will omit nothing, and I
am glad if you think the story
interesting. To me it is only
sad, but I have lived for
eighteen years under the
shadow of that closed door.

"At first it seemed to me as if
I must go inside; must see
again the things her hands had
touched, but, my dear, while the
grief of ten is poignant it fades
soon, and so did mine. As the
days passed I remembered my
mother only at intervals and
my studies and my play crowd-
ed out unpleasant memories. I
spent six years of this period of
my life in a convent in the
South, only coming home for
the vacation periods, and those
school days are among the hap-
piest in my memory. When

river which was far away from
our village, but to no purpose.
No ene had been in the front
part of the house all the after-
noon and Aunt Rhoda was
picking chickens down by the
spring close to the orchard
fence. Anybody could have
come and gone ; a million
tragedies might have happened
and I was ever secretly of the
opinion that some wicked per-
son had kidnaped my mother.

"This seemed also to be the
opinion of others, only the
wicked person had been
Howard Spencer, for he, too,
had failed to show up at the
lawn fete, and a careful in-

quiry of his landlady disclosed
the fact that he had left hur-
riedly the same afternoon hav-
ing been summoned, as he said,
by telegram to return to his
home. The town was very
quiet because everybody except
the servants were at the party
and it was very hot.

"The story that the boy at
the livery stable told was plaus-
ible; Howard Spencer had
come to him early in the after-
noon and asked for a team to
drive to the flag station to catch
the northbound Katy passen-
ger whose next stop was Atoka, twenty
miles away. No one was at the stable but
the boy and Spencer had explained that he
would hitch the team securely near the flag
station and that later in the evening one of
the boys who would then be off duty could
ride over and get the buggy and team. The
boy who was questioned looked frightened
and the landlady wept. She had been fond
of Spencer, and she called to mind how he
had cautioned her not to forget to carry his
regrets and his adieus to his hostesses and
his friends and to explain his hasty de-

parture.
"In the light of recent events it does not

seem strange that Howard Spencer should
have left us so abruptly, or that he should
never have returned. He was but a stranger
after all. We knew nothing of his life or
work but he had gained the liking of every
one by the charm of a pleasant personality.
He was on business which none of us ever
rightly knew and he was called back sudden-l- v.

What more natural? He had but lin

my school life had ended I came
back to the old home to which
father had clung, and we set-
tled down to the routine which

had not been broken until yesterday.
"Why have I never married? That is an-

other story. The knowledge of my mother's
crime put the cold light of calculation into
the eyes of the only man I could ever have
learned to love, and being wiser than I then
realized, I shut the doors of my heart.

"As we grew to manhood and womanhood,
brother and I sometimes spoke tentatively
and hesitatingly of mother, but it was al-

ways when we were alone and, I am ashamed
to say it now, in an undertone. And al-

ways brother blamed and I doubted. Some-
how I could not speak words which would
echo unkindness against my mother, per-
haps because I was a woman, and that is
why he suffers more today than I. Even
his wife has failed to comfort him. He was
so unforgiving so wrong, and so bitter.

"Sometimes with bated breath we asked
ourselves this question, 'If she should come
back, what then?" but could go no further,
at least when together. Often in the
very stillest hours of the nigh I nave

His eyes were staring, staring at the small space inside
the newly opened door

weight in my breast when I woke each
morning and found she was not there.

"At the end of the seventh day father en-
tered mother's room for the last time for
eighteen years. I followed him inside, for
somehow I felt as if I must be near him. It
seemed to me that at any moment he might
burst into sobs, so tense was his bearing.
Now and then great sighs would force
themselves from his over-charg- ed heart, but
if he shed tears, none of us ever saw them.
When he opened the door to mother's room
he hesitated an instant before crossing the
threshold. Already he was feeling in antici-
pation the frightful struggles which he must
undergo while he looked on that familiar
place. But he threw back his head and not
heeding my timid presence behind him
walked firmly into the room.

"Everything was in careful order; I had
already ascertained that partly because
mother was a neat housewife, and partly be-
cause I had made several visits into the
room during the week passed. The pillow


