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THE HERMIT LOVER

By Grace Beulah Windsor
Randal Ware had read in some

book or newspaper that there are
animals which, "when desperately
wounded, seek some secluded spot in
which they may die peacefully. This
recurred to him as he gloomily picked
up his sportsman's outfit, prepara-
tory to a speedy dash for the wilder-
ness.

For he had been grievously wound-
ed in his affection, it was true, but
all that was worth striving for
seemed to have gone out of his life
and he was inclined to give up the
struggle.

This had happened: The young
lady with whom he was desperately
in love, and who he was assured sin-
cerely returned his affection, was
about to marry another. This was
her wedding eve. It had been tor-
ment unutterable to remain in the
same town where she was, but jeal-
ously guarded from his company it
was slow torture now to linger with-
in the echoes of .wedding bells that
might peal forth the joy of others,
but to him misery his doom!

It was all the fault of purse-prou- d,

autocratic parents. If Leila Bridges
had gone so far as to engage her-
self to Ware the latter would have
stood his ground and maintained his
rights. As it was, while eye to eye
had spoken unutterable devotion, no
definite promise had passed between
them. Ware had been refused ad-
mittance to the Bridges home, Leila
was whisked away to a whirl of so-

cial gayety in the city. Only one tiny
note, evidently dispatched under dif-
ficulties, for it was a hasty scrawl,
bore Leila's initials, with the enig-
matic words: "I shall fool them yet,
and you I shall never forget"

Striving to believe that something
might intervene to delay or prevent
the wedding, Ware had lingered
about the town after Leila's return
from the city, but now, within 24
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hours of the ceremony, he abandoned
all hope. A willing bride or a sacri-
fice, Leila had chosen or had been
forced to choose stupid but wealthy
Boyd Weaver as her life companion.
Therefore Randal Ware was about to
fly to familiar solitary haunts, to hide
himself, to mourn in secret, to try to
forget.

It was a strange coincidence, he re-

flected, as he was driven from the re- -

There Was Little Zest in the Sport,
However

mote pineries station to the old
camping place he and his friends had
so often visited, that he passed the
summer home of a cousin of Leila's.
In fact, it was here that he had first
met Leila. That was the previous
season, when she and her mother had
been guests of the cousin in question
and of his family.

It was quite dusk as the old buck-boa- rd

wagon passed the Lodge, as it
was called, and Ware noticed lights

1 moving about the place.
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