SUNDAY MAGAZINE for NOVEMBER 6,

heart the moment I met her.

She was beautiful beyond rues-
tiom, so beautiful that anyone would
have an instinetive desire to caress her.,
When we came out after supper she
sut down on the edge of the piazza
close to my chair, and there in the
twilight, surrounded by the trees and
the topography of the foot-hills of the
Adirondacks, the desire getting the
better of me, 1 almost put my arm
around her neck. Fortunately, I pulled
up in time: for, to tell the truth, we
had known cach other for only about
ten minutes.

Yet when Captain Barmard left us a
moment later I knew that something
was going to happen. The chords of
my throat instinctively drew them-
selves into that old ditty about being
in the gloaming, and then she looked
up at me with those great brown eyes.
That settled it. 1t was only a little
movement quictly to draw her head
down upon my knee, and in the silence
that followed T was tenderly brushing
the brown hair out of her eyes, mur-
muring all sorts of ridiculous things
—when the Captain suddenly appeared
on the pinzza again.

We both straightened up in haste
and in somc natural embarrass-
ment, and wet, plain as the whaole
thing must have been, that ridiculously
old man did not appear to have
noticed anvthing at all.  He was cer-
tainly a ridiculous man. In the first
place he was seventy-four years old,
gray and shaggy, and though he criti-
vized the President, the Philippines
and Cuba, he had been to neither
Havana nor Manila, nor had he ever
s0 much as laid eyes on the chief
executive of this great country, for the
simple reason that he had never been
seventy-five miles  away  from  the
house upen the piszza of which he
now sat. It was nidiculous enough for
him to criticize automobiles, for ex-
ample, which everybody eriticizes and
which never got within a hundred miles of his home,
nor for that matter ever can, until some one has intelli-
aence enough to make a road out of the old brook-
Led which we had used that afternoon to the disgust of
the horses and the complaints of a wagon. But of
vourse that was nothing to his strident criticisms on
the Philippines and Cuba, for evervone will agree that
it 1s ridiculous in this country for a man to give out
Larsh and decisive comment on men and places which
hie has never seen.,

But the thing that made the Captain rndiculous
Bevond all else, as I considered it afterward, was that
he took no notice of the rather unconventional atti-
tude of Mrs, Barnard at the moment when he appeared
on that sentimental piazza. I wondered
then, but afterward—how muany  other masculine
hands had softly hrushed the hair out of those beautiful
brown eyes.

Instead of taking notice, the Captain turned to me
and said: ' Would you like to try the woodeock early
in the morning? "

1 hesitated a moment, and then remarked in what
I tried to make a nonchalant tone: *Would Mrs. Bar-
nard go too?"”

Y Oh, she's the best of us all.”

That was encugl..  When I heard that we wmight
roam together all day through the aklees I turned and
looked down at her. She must have seen the JinN in
my eves, for she did something that g
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