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THE FOREST VISION

By Carl Carter
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
"I must confess this is a ghost

story," said Jamieson at the club.
"However, you can put it down to
three nights and days spent wander-
ing in the Adirondacks, if you prefer
to. It doesn't matter to me. I've half
a mind not to tell it anyway, only I
remember the expression on Tar-
rant's face when he told it to me.

"Tarrant and his wife had been
married six years and that is just
about the time when trouble devel-
ops, if it is going to develop at all, es-

pecially when a couple is childless.
They just began to disagree. The
truth was, they were .living an arti-
ficial city life and both were getting
bored.

"Tarrant and Molly had been deep-
ly in Jove with each other when they
married. Molly couldn't understand
why Jack seemed not to care for her
any more, and Jack Tarrant won-
dered why the sweet girl he had mar-
ried was always nagging and finding
fault with him. They talked of a sep-
aration.

"The matter was still up in the air
when they decided on spending their
usual summer holiday separately.
Molly went home to her mother and
a lot of crank female friends the un-
married kind who try to separate
happy couples. Tarrant went up to
the Adirondacks to fish.

"The first day he mooned about,
very miserable, and yet relieved at
the sense of freedom. He had ex-

pected to long for Molly; on the con-
trary he began to think of all the

that had been in their lives.
The thought of the tie between them
maddened him, and that was how he
lost his way in the woods at sundown.

"Tarrant had no woodcraft at all.
He wandered on and on, and by the
time he decided to shout for aid he
was at least ten miles from anywhere.

right in the heart of the most desolate
tract in all that wilderness. He slept
somehow that night, and the next day
was the most terrible of all. The sec-
ond night he became delirious but
through it all he knew that he hated
Molly.

"He had no more knowledge of the
passage of time, but toward evening
he came suddenly upon a little de-

serted place in the heart of the for-
est There had been a clearing there
once, and there was still a tumble- -

He Wandered On and On

down log cabin. Tarrant approached,
trying to pull himself together suffi-
ciently to appear intelligent, when
suddenly there emerged from the cab-
in the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen.

"Tarrant was not in a condition to
appreciate leminine beauty just then,
but there was some quality in the
girl's face that seemed to stun his
faculties, so that he could only stare
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