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By George Munson
" '(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
' 'May Halliwell sat staring into the
fire while the winter--gloo- came
down and filled the living room with
shadows. Jack Strange was to re-
turn that night from his trip west;
she had not seen him since he had
slipped the engagement ring upon
her finger the night before he was
called away on a business trip to Cali-
fornia in August. And now she was
trying to think how she should meet
him and what she should say to him.

They had known each other for
several years. She had never been
wildly in love with Jack, but she had
grown to care for him very much, so
that, when at last he asked her to be
his wife, there seemed only one an-
swer.

She was a sensible girl. She had
never believed in romantic love, and
Jack, too, was of the matter-of-fa- ct

temperament. She knew Jack was
as true as steel; he was rising in his
business and had excellent prospects.
Her engagement had seemed a Very
sensible thing to all her friends, for
the small salary she earned as a ste
nographer was barely sufficient to
maintain the home which she shared
with her old aunt, who was unable to
help supplement the family income
and was practically bedridden.

After Jack's departure she had
broken down and gone with a girl
friend, Louise Martin, to a small sum-
mer hotel in the Catskills. A week
was all she could afford; besides there
was no one to look after her aunt and
the old woman was largely dependent
on the kindly neighbors. So she had
hastened back, leaving Louise to
spend the second week of the vaca-
tion alone. But by then the mischief
had been done.

The man's name was Frank War-
ner and he had made love to her from
the beginning. At first amused, later
the girl had been thulled by the im

passioned nature of his g.

He had been everywhere and done
everything; his stories read like

and the thought that she was
the only girl who had ever enraptured
him gratified her pride. He touched
her heart, too. How different from
prosaic Jack Strange!

She remembered, with a mixture of
penitence and delight, that last even-
ing he had taken her into his arms.

"I Hope You Will Have One Soon,
Louise."

"I love you, May," he had said, "ana"
I shall always love you."

Then she had blurted out the story
of her engagement She had told
him that he fiance was away, that she
could not in justice release herself
until he returned. "After he comes
back I shall kndw my heart and write
to you; till then I cannot see you
again," she had said, 'and fled from
him.
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