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pince big enough for me to forget 
you !’ ”

•«Now—!" said Isabelle, rising and 
beginning restlessly to walk the floor. 
"Now, what shall I do? 
away to his death, or ‘ risk Mr. Car
ter’s Insulting him again, as he did 
tonight ! Anthony Pope means It, 
Harriet—I know him well enough for 
that.”

She fell silent. Germaine appeared 
with a tray, and began to loosen and 
brush the dark hair, and Isabelle 
went automatically to the business of 
creaming and rubbing, still shaken, 
but every minute more mistress of 
herself. With the thick, dark switch 
gone, Harriet was almost shocked by 
the change in the severely exposed 
forehead and face, 
fully her age now, more than her age.

“Weill” said the mistress, somber- 
eyed still, and with a still heaving 
breast, “There was something else, 
Harriet— Gently, please, Germaine, 
my head aches frightfully. Oh, Har
riet, will you see what this Blondln 
man wants with Nina? She tells me 
he suggested some sort of summer 
party In his roof garden ; I don’t know 
quite what It Is. But her heart is set 
on It. They seem to understand each 
other—I always felt tljat when Nina’s 
affairs did begin, site would pick out 
freaks like this I Don’t 
had gone to the bathroom for a hot 
towel, and Isabelle dropped her voice, 
almost affectionately—“don’t worry 
about this little scene, Harriet It will 
be quite all rljhtl”

“Oh, surely !" The companion’s 
voice was light and cheerful ; she 
went upstairs only pleasantly excited 
and thrilled. And at the breakfast 
table next morning Harriet could show 
the head of the house the same bright 
assurance. Richard had come down
stairs early, and they had their coffee 
alone.

Richard brought the strange man 
to the dinner table;, but there 
nothing In that to make the dinner 
so unnatural. To be sure Richard ate 
little, and spoke hardly at all ; but 
this Mr. Williams was quite entertain
ing, and the old lady In good spirits.

At eight Hansen was back, present
ing himself in his dusty road-coat ; 
Mr. Carter immediately drew him with 
Williams Into the library, 
loitered up to bed, but the old lady 
and Harriet remained downstairs. 
They did not like, but they some
times amused, each other. Sudden
ly came the summons: would Miss 
Field please step Into the library?

Hansen was going out as she came 
ln; Richard was at the big flnt- 
topped desk, the mart Williams stand
ing somewhat In shadow. Harriet’s 
heart leaped ; they were going to ask 
her about Royal.

“Just a moment, Miss Field,” Rich
ard said. “Will you sit down?" And 
as Harriet, looking at him In fright
ened curiosity, did so, he begnn quiet
ly: “We are in some trouble here. 
Miss Field. I hardly know how to 
tell you what we fear. Did you no
tice anyth’ng strange about—Mrs. 
Carter’s—manner today?”

“I thought I did,” Harriet admitted.
“Did you think of any reason for

them a passing glance, and wondered 
fi little in her heart. The boy was 
handsome, and fascinating, and rich, 
but It was just a little unusual to have 
Isabelle so openly interested In any 
dhe.

for fear some one suspected her, that 
she was under surveillance. 
Royal—bad Ward—

She turned a card, took the deal, 
found Anthony Pope her partner, and 
entered Into the game with spirit. 
Richard’s first words to her were reas
suring; If there was constraint here, 
she was not Involved In it.

“No trump—says little Miss Field. 
Well, that doesn’t seem to frighten me. 
Two spades.”

"I think we might try three dia
monds, Miss Field,” Anothony said, 
gravely and pleasantly, and Harriet 
felt herself acquitted of any apprehen
sion In that direction as well. It only 
remained for Isabelle to show friend
liness.

might try to h 
Granny knew 
either of them !

“Well, then, I must follow them 
home,” Harriet said, pleasantly, “You 
don’t Come hack tonight?”

To this Madame Carter very point
edly made no answer; her plans were 
not Miss Field's business.

“The child is growing up!” the old 
lady said, smiling at some thought. 
“Well, we must look for love affulrs 
now 1”

Harriet felt that there wa3 small 
profit In following this line of conver
sation. She glanced at her twisted 
wrist.

gimimiiiiiiiimimmiiiniimiiuijmum old the child back—but 
girl nature better than Had

-I

HARRIET Send him1
Undefined and vague, this was still 

somewhere in the background of her 
thoughts as she returned to Crown- 
lands, and when she met Ward Car
ter, wrestling with the engine of his 
own rather disreputable racing car, 
out In one of the clean, graveled 
spaces near the garage.

Harriet felt a little quickening of 
her pulses as she saw him. There was 
no mistaking the pleasure in his eyes 
as she came close.

“Spark plugs?” she asked, with the 
sympathy of one to whom the peculi
arities of the car were familiar.

and the E
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“I think I will make that two o’clock 
train, Madame Carter, unless there Isi /

Isabelle looked“Du hast dlamonten and perlen, 
you two. I can see that! You’re 
down, Harriet I” Mrs. Carter said, 
thoughtfully. Harriet began thorough
ly to enjoy herself. If they were all 
furious, at least it was not with her. 
She speculated, as she gathered In 
her tricks. Was it conceivable that 
Richard did not enjoy She discovery 
of the tete-a-tete dinner? But Isabelle 
had often been equally Indiscreet, and 
he had never seemed to resent It be
fore. Harriet knew that Isabelle was 
111 at ease; she suspected that Tony 
was furious. The old lady was ob
viously quivering with baffled Inter
est and curiosity.

After three rubbers the game ended 
suddenly; Richard said he had some 
letters to write, and was keeping Fox 
waiting In the library; Anthony scrib
bled a check, said brief and unfriend
ly good-nights ; Isabelle merely raised 
passionate dark eyes to his. She was 
languidly gathering In her spoils 
when the lights of his car flashed yel 
low on the drive and he was gone.

Immediately afterward Richard 
Carter said good-night to his mother 
and wife, and went In to his study. 
Madame Carter followed him In, and 
went upstairs, but Isabelle sat op 
moodily shuffling and reshuffling the 
cards, In the bright soft light of the 
terrace lamps.

“Walt a minute, Harriet,” she said, 
briefly, and Harriet obediently loitered. 
But isabelle seemed to have nothing 
to say. Her eyes were on the cards, 
her beautiful breast, exposed In the

“She’s fixed now; I've just cleaned 
'em," Ward announced, flinging away 
his cigarette and stra'ghtenlng his 
back. “She’ll go like a bird, now. Say, 
get In and try her, will you?” he asked, 
eagerly, 
sport !”

CHAPTER V.

Harriet slept in the room with Julia 
and Josephine that night, or rather 
tossed and lay wakeful there. At 
about two o’clock the wind streamed 
mercifully in, hot and thick, but 
prophetic of rain, and Harriet, wan
dering about to make windows fast 
encountered Linda, on the same er 
rand. When the worst of the crack
ling and flashing was over, the girl 
glanced at her watch. Three o’clock, 
but she could sleep now. She sank 
deeply Into dreams, not to stir untU 
Linda’s alarm dock,’ hastily smoth 
ered, thrilled at seven, and the smnl' 
girls rose with cheerful noise, to let 
streams of hot sunshine upon her face.

Immediately after breakfast the 
two small girls attacked their Satur 
day morning’s work with a philosophic 
vigor that rather touched their aunt. 
Fred had hurried away after his hasty 
meal; the boys were turned out into 
the backyard, which Pip was expected 
to rake while he watched his small 
brother.

Harriet’s heart ached deeply for 
them all as she watched the Jersey 
marshes from the car window a few 
hours later. Josephine was to be a 
stenographer when she finished high 
school, and little Julia had expressed 
an angelic ambition to teach a kinder
garten class some day. Nina, at their 
ages, had her pony, her finishing 
school, her little silk stockings, and 
her monogrammed Ivory toilet set, 
her trip to England and France and 
Italy with her mother and brother 
and grandmother.

Suppose that she, Harriet, was right 
In suspecting that Ward’s feeling was 
more than the passing gallantry of 
a light-hearted boy? It would be a 
nine-days* wonder, his marriage at 
twenty-two with his mother’s secre
tary, more than four years his senior. 
But after that? After that there 
would be nothing to say or do. Young 
Mr. and Mrs. Ward Carter would es
tablish themselves comfortably, and 
the elder Carters would visit them ; 
Isabelle absorbed as usual in her own 
mysterious thoughts, and Richard 
Carter—

Harriet’s thoughts, none too com
fortable up to this point, stopped here, 
and she flushed. She would not enjoy 
telling Richard that she was to marry 
his son. Those keen eyes would read 
her through and through, and while 
her father-in-law might love her, and 
see her beauty and charm with all 
the rest of the world, Harriet knew 
that she must begin an actual cam
paign for his esteem on her wedding 
day. The prospect had an unexpect
ed piquancy. She had little fear of 
Its ontcome. She would make Ward 
Carter a wife for whom his father 
must come to feel genuine gratitude' 
and devotion. There would be chll- 

• dren, there would be hospitality and 
music and a garden. And Ward 
should seriously settle down to his 
business, whatever It might be, and 
show himself a worthy son of hts 
clever father.

“Why not—why not?” Harriet asked 
herself, as she reached Madame Car
ter’s pretentious apartment house, and 
was whisked upstairs. She was to 
meet Nina here, and she glanced about 
for the big llmouslno at the curb, as an 
Indication that tbe old lady might be 
ready to accompany them back to 
Orownlands. But there was no car In 
sight. The maid's first statement was 
that Miss Carter had gone home with 
her brother, and then Madame Carter 
came magnificently Into the room.

“Well, our bird has flown!” said the 
old lady. Harriet.could see that she 
was pleased about something.

“Gone home with Ward?” Harriet 
asked. Madame Carter never shook 
hands with her; there was conscious 
superiority In the little omission. She 
sank into a chair, and Harriet sat 
down.

“Come on—come on, be a 
But perhaps he was as much 

surprised as delighted when she very 
simply stepped Into the low front seat. 
He gave her more than one sidewise 
glance as they went dipping smoothly 
up and down the green lanes, and said 
to himself, "Gosh—when she crinkles 
those blue eyes of hers, and her mouth 
sort of twitches as If she wanted to 
laugh, she Is a beauty—that’s what she 
Is!”

About a week later they met for a 
few moments in this very side garden. 
It was early evening, and twilight and 
moonlight were mingled over the silent 
roses, and the trimmed turf, and the 
low brick walls.

Af-Yi0
y

Germaine It?’
Harriet gave the stranger a glance 

that made him an eavesdropper.
“I fancied that It was connected 

with—with what distressed her Inst 
night, Mr. Carter.”

“You may speak before Mr. Wil
liams,” Richard said. He looked

They came straight toward each 
other, and stood very close together, 
and he took both of Harriet’s hands.

“Now, what Is It—what Is It?” the 
man said, quickly. ‘Tve been waiting 
long enough. I can’t stand it any 
longer I I can’t go away tomorrow, 
perhaps for two weeks, and toot 
know I”

m
*

“Nina?" asked her father.
"She comes back today,’ 

said.
iter masseuse, so she won’t be down. 
She asked you to remember that you 
are dining at the Jays’ tomorrow. 
There’s to be tennis at*about four.”

"Finals,” he said, nodding, and went 
out to his car apparently well pleased 
with himself and his life, 
started for the Hawkes’ with a philo
sophic reflection or two as to the 
ephemeral quality of married quar
rels.

Harriet
Mrs. Carter Is going to have“A Very Interesting—A Most Unusual 

Man—A Very Good Family, Too— 
Excellent Old Family.”

Jl“Ward,!’ the girl faltered, lifting an 
exquisite face that wore, even in the 
faint moonshine, a troubled and In
tense expression, “can’t we let It all 
wait until you get back?”

“Why, Harriet," and his arm went 
about her shoulders, and he bent his 
face over hers, “Harriet, why not let 
me go happy?” he pleaded.

“You’ll see a dozen younger girls at 
Harriet rea-

( \
some errand I might do for you?" she 
said respectfully.

This courtesy, from a beautiful 
young woman to an old one, always an
tagonized Madame Carter. Harriet 
knew that she was casting about for 
some honeyed and \enom0u3 farewell, 
when the muffled thrill of the bell 
came to them, and the footsteps of 
Ella were heard. Immediately after
ward Richard Carter came quickly in.

He met Harriet at the door.
“How are you, Miss Field? Tell 

Nina to hurry ; Tve got about five min
utes!” he said, pleasantly.

“Don’t keep Miss Field ; she Is mak
ing her train!” said his mother, com
ing forward under full sail, and laying 
both hands about his. “I’ll explain 
about Nina.”

Richard Carter gave his mother the 
peculiarly warm smile that was espe
cially her own.

“Went on with Ward, eh?” he said, 
In his hearty voice. “That’s all right, 
then. Oh, Miss Field !” he called, after 
Harriet’s discreetly retreating back, 
“the car’s downstairs. Walt for me 
there; 1*11 run you home In half the 
time the train takes. I’m playing In 
the tennis finals, Mother—’’

Harriet, turning for just a nod and 
smile, heard no more. But as she en
tered the lift, the girl said to herself, 
with a passionate sort of gratitude: 
“Oh, I like you ! You’re the only genu
ine and unselfish and kind-hearted one 
In the whole crowd 1"

She went down to the street, and 
saw the small car waiting. He was 
driving himself today. With a great 
sense of comfort and relaxation Har
riet got into It, and was comfortably 
established, and tucked In snugly, 
when Richard came down. He smiled 
at seeing her, got into his own seat ; 
the muchlne slipped smoothly Into mo
tion, the hot and sordid streets began 
to glide by.

“Ever think how lllutntnatlng R 
would be, Miss Field, if we kept a list 
of the things that are worrying us 
sick, and read ’em over a few weeks 
later?”

Harriet
»

i
the Bellamys’ camp, 
soned, “girls with whom it would be 
Infinitely more suitable—”

She brought Nina back at noon, a 
garrulous and complacent Nina, who 
could pity the elder Hawkes as girls 
who “never had admirers, 
they reached the driveway of Crown- 
lands, Harriet recognized the car that 
was already there, and said to her
self that Anthony Pope would join 
them for luncheon. But just as she 
and Nina were about to enter the 
cool, wide, dark doorway, Anthony 
himself p&ssed them. He was al
most running, and apparently did not 
see them. He ran down the shallow 
steps and sprang Into his car, which 
scattered a spray of gravel as he 
Jerked It madly about, and was gone 
before she and Mna had ended their 
look of surprise. Harriet went slowly 
upstairs, with a dim foreboding far 
back In her heart.

(am“Please!” he interrupted, patiently. 
And almost touching her warm, smooth 
cheek with his own, and coming so 
close that to raise her beautiful eyes 
was to find his only a few Inches away, 
he added, fervently, “You love me and 
I love you—Isn’t that all that mat
ters?”

When r=f

t
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V**y sn-r-
Did she love him? Harriet hoped, 

when she reviewed It all In the rest
less, tossing hours of the night,that she 
had thought. In that moment, that she 
did. It was wonderful to feel that 
strong, eager arm about her, there was 
a sweet and heady Intoxication In his 
passion, even If it did not awaken an 
answering passion In return. Under 
all her reasoning and counter-reason
ing In the night there crept the knowl
edge that she had known that this .was 
coming, had known that only a few 
days of encouraging friendliness, only 
a few appealing glances from uplifted 
blue eyes, and a few casual touches of 
a smooth brown hand must bring this 
hour upon her. And back of this hour, 
and of a man’s joy In winning the 
woman he loved, she had seen the hazy 
future of prosperity and beauty and 
ease, the gowns and cars and homes, 
the position of young Mrs. Ward Car

Harrlet Gave the Stranger a Glance 
That Made Him An Eavesdropper.

down ; was silent, 
help me,” he added, slowly, 
young Mr. Pope here today?”

“This morning, I don’t know how 
long,” Harrtet said, with a great light, 
or darkness, breaking In upon her 
mind, “he was leaving when Nina and 
I came home.”

T asked him to 
‘Was K

At about three, when Harriet and 
Nina were Idling on- the shady ter
race, with the hound, the new maga
zines, and their books, Hansen brought 
one of the small closed cars to the 
side door. Five minutes later Isabelle, 
In a thin white c- it, a veiled white 
hat, and with a gorgeous white-furred 
wrap over her arm, came out. Ger
maine wns with her, carrying two 
shiny black suitcases. Isabelle, Har
riet thought, looked superbly hand
some, but Germaine had evidently 
been scolded, and had red eyes.

Isabelle came over to give her 
daughter a farewell kiss.

"Mrs. Webb has telephoned for me, 
ducky. Your father isn’t coming home 
tonight, but have a happy time with 
Miss Harriet, and PU be back In a 
day or two. Good-by,, both of you. 
All right, Hansen I”

They swept away, leaving Harriet 
with a strange sense of nervousness 
and suspense. The summer air seemed 
charged with menace, and the silence 
that followed the noise of the car odd
ly ominous.

Madame Carter was on the terrace 
when they came back at five from an 
idle trip to the club, reporting that 
her son had just returned unexpect
edly from the city, and had gone In 
to change for golf.

Nothing alarming here, yet Harriet 
experienced a sick thrill of apprehen
sion. Something abnormal seemed to 
be the matter with them all this after
noon I

“Did you call me, Mr. Carter?” She 
hardly knew her own voice, as he 
came down the three broad steps from 
the bouse. Her hands felt cold, and 
she was trembling.

“Do you happen to know where 
Hansen Is, Miss Field?”

“Driving Mrs. Carter to the Webbs’ 
at Great Barrington,” the girl an
swered, readily. “Mrs. Carter left in 
a hurry. She did not expect you to
night Hansen ought to be back at 
about seven, I should think—"

He was not listening to her; ab
ruptly left her. When Harriet went 
Into the house she saw nothing of 
him. She made her usual little round,
spoke briefly to a maid about __
Allen daisy petals, consulted with the 
housekeeper as to the new cretonne 
covers.

“Do you know who took the tele
phone call from Mrs. Webb?”

“No, because nobody did. No per
son named Webb called from Great 
Barrington, or anywhere else, today,” 
said Williams, breaking In decidedly, 
his voice a contrast to Richard’s hesi
tating tones.
Hansen didn’t drive to Great Barring
ton. Two miles from your gate here, 
Mrs. Carter gave him other direc
tions."

“Walt a Minuta, Harriet,” 8he 8ald, 
Briefly, and Harriet Obediently 
Loitered. As a matter of fact,

low-cut silver gown, rose and fell 
stormily, and Harriet saw that she was 
biting her full under Up, as If anger 
seethed strong within her.

“Come upstairs to my room ; I want 
to speak to you!” Isabelle said, sud
denly. Harriet followed her upstairs, 
and they entered the beautiful boudoir 
together. Here Isabelle dropped Into 
a chair and stared dully ahead of her, 
a queen of tragedy.

Germaine came forward, evidently 
more accustomed to this mood than 
Harriet was. Like a flash the high- 
heeled shoes, the silver gown, and 
the brocaded stays were whisked 
away, and a cool, loose silk robe en
veloped Isabelle, and she took a deep, 
cretonned chair by the window. The 
lights were lowered, Isabelle nodded 
Harriet to the opposite chair.

“I ask you," she said, with a great 
breath of anger restrained, “I ask 
you if any woman in the world could 
stand It ! Yon saw the way Mr. Car
ter acted. You saw him make me 
ridiculous—make a fool of me! The 
boy will never come to the house 
again.”

ter.
She had let him turn her face up, in 

the strengthening moonlight, and kiss 
her hungrily upon the lips, and she 
had sent him In to his dinner half-wild 
with the joy of knowing himself be
loved. Harriet had gone In, too, shaken 
and half-frightened, and with his last 
whispered prophecy ringing In her 
•ars :

’What directions?’ Harriet asked, 
antagonized by his manner, and feel
ing her cheeks get red. The man evi
dently had small respect for woman
hood.

“He drove to New London,” Richard 
supplied. “Pope’s yacht Is there.”

Hls manner was very quiet, he spoke 
almost wearily, but Harriet felt as If 
a cannon had exploded In the study.

‘Tve had New London on the wire," 
said Mr. Williams. “Mr. Pope had been 
getting ready for a cruise. The 
chances are that they have already 
weighed anchor.” R

“On the other hand,” Richard said.'| 
glancing at his watch, “we have an ex-i 
eellent prospect of finding them there. ! 
I was not supposed to come home until ; 
tomorrow night. I found Mrs. Carter’s 
message at five, twenty-four hours 
earlier than she expected me to. Wil
liams may be mistaken, of course,” he 
finished, with a glance at the detec
tive.

“Walt n year—rot! m go to the 
Bellamys’, because I promised to, but 
the day I come back, and that’s two 

eeks from today, we’ll tell everyone, 
id this time next year you will have 

•"eu my wife for six months !”

”1 suppose so !” tbe girl said, a little 
surprised, and yet with fervor. "We’d 
have a fresh bunch then, and be wor
rying away just as hard!”

The spontaneous response In her 
tone made Richard Carter laugb.

Harriet was content to enjoy this 
restful Interval between the hurry and 
crowding of Linda’s house and the 
currents and cross-currents that she 
must encounter at Crownlands. She 
watched the green country go by, the 
trees silent and heavy with their rich 
foliage, the villages blazing with the 
last June roses.

They flew by the great gates of the 
country club, and turned in past 
Crownlands lodge, and Harriet got out 
at the steps, and turned her happy, 
flushed face toward the man to thank 
him. Whatever she saw in hls face as 
he smiled and nodded at her pleased 
her, for she went upstairs saying again 
to herself, “Oh, you’re real—you’re 
honest—I like you !"

It was delightful to get back Into 
the familiar atmosphere, to catch the 
fragrance of flowers In the orderly 
gloom downstairs, to take off her hat 
and her hot, dusty clothing, and have 
a leisurely hot bath; to put on Uesh 
and fragrant summer wear, and to go 
downstairs presently, rejoicing in be
ing young and comfortable, and tre
mendously Interested in life. The sig
nificance of Richard Carter’s parting 
look, its honest admiration and friend
liness, augmented by her own glance 
at a chance mirror on her way up
stairs, stayed with her pleasantly.

At one end of the terrace there was 
an awning whose shade fell upon the 
brick flooring and the jars of bloom; 
and this afternoon It also shaded Isa
belle, In a basket chair, and the big 
hound, and Tuaj Pope. Harriet cast

a

CHAPTER VI.

A most opportune lull followed, 
when Harriet Field had time to collect 
her thoughts, and get a true perspec
tive upon the events of the past week. 
Nina was leaving for a visit to Amy 
Hawkes, at the extremely dull and 
tlrely safe Hawkes mansion, where 
four unmarried daughters constituted 
a ehaperonage beyond all criticism. 
Isabelle Carter was giving and attend
ing the usual luncheons and dinners, 
her husband absorbed In an especially 
Important business deal that kept him 
alternate nights In the city. The house 
was quiet, the domestic machinery 
running smoothly, the weather hot, 
sulphurous and enervating.

She dined as usual alone, that 
nlng, and was surprised, at about eight 
o’clock, to receive the demure notifica
tion from Rosa that Mrs. Carter would 
like to see her. With hardly an in
stant’s deluy she went downstairs.

On the terrace outside the drawing 
room windows they were at a card ta
ble : Richard, looking tired and hot In 
rumpled white, Isabelle exquisite In 
sliver lace, and young Anthony Pope. 
Near by. Madame Carter majestically 
flugered some Illustrated magazines.

It appeared that they wanted bridge ; 
It was too hot to eat, too hot to dance 
at the club, too hot—said Isabelle 
pathetically—to live!

Obligingly, Harriet took her place, 
rut for the deal. But her eyes had not 
i alien upon the group before she 
»- used that something was wrong, and 
C o bu i a moment's flutter of the heart

*

en-

“Not likely I” said Williams, with a 
modest shrug.

“However, even if he Is right,” Rich
ard resumed, “the chances are that 
they are still there, and If they are, I 
will bring—my wife back with me to
night. Meanwhile, I leave the house In 
your care. Miss Field. I needn’t tell 
you that my mother and Nina must ho 
kept absolutely Ignorant of what wc 
suspect You’ll know what to tell them, 
In case I should be longer away, 
our calculations are wrong, there’s no 
telling where I may follow Mrs. Carter. 
I leave this end of things to you !”

“I’m sorrier than I can say,” she 
said, huskily.

“I know you are ! It’s—” Rlcharn 
passed his hand over hls forehead— 
“It’s utter madness, of course, 
please God, we can keep it all hushed 
dp- She has Germaine with her; Han
sen I can trust We’re off now, Miss 
Field. I’ll keep you Informed If I can.

Harriet went back to the drawing 
çoom with her heart big with pride. 
He had mentioned Hansen and Ger
maine, but he knew that he could trust 
her!

“Oh, I don’t think that 1" Harriet 
mild, In honesty.

“Mr. Carter stalked In upon us, at 
dinner—” his wife said, broodlngly. 
She fell into thought and suddenly 
burst out “Harriet my heart aches 
for that boy ! My God—my God— 
what have I done to hlm I"

She rested her white full arms on 
the dressing table, and covered her 
face with her hands. Harriet saw the 
frail silk of the dressing gown stir 
with her sudden dry sobbing.

“My God—if I could cry!” Isabelle 
said, turning. And Harriet realized, 
with a shock, that she was not acting. 
“Mr. Carter only sees what I see," 
she added, “that It must stop. But 
I am afraid It will kill him. He Isn’ 
like other men. He—" She opened a 
drawer, fumbled therein. “Read that I" 
she said.

Harriet took the sheet of 
pressed It open.

“•My heart’,* she read. In Tony 
Pope’s handwriting. “ 1 will go away 
from you If I must But It will be 
further than India, Isabelle, further 
than Rio or Alaska. While we two 
live I must see you sometimes. Per
haps outside the world there Is a

Ward and his friend, this Mr. Blon- 
A verydin,” Madame Carter said.

Interesting—a most unusual man. A 
very good family, too—excellent old 
family. Yes. Nina assured us that she 
had to wait and go home with her 
Daddy, but that—’’ Madame Carter 
gave Harriet a deeply significant smile 
—“but that didn’t seem to please 
Somebody very much !" she added. “So 
I told Nina I thought Granny would be 
able to make it all right with Daddy, 
and off the young people went."

She rocked, with a benignly tri
umphant expression, and a complacent 
rustle of silken skirts. Harriet, be
neath an automatic smile, hid a trou
bled heart. Royal was losing no time, 
Ward hls Innocent Instrument, and this 
fatuous old lady of course playing hls 
game for him !

Harriet saw that she was pleased 
and flattered by an older man’s appar
ent admiration of Nina; and that she 
would further the girl’s first definite 
affair In every way that lay In her 
power. It was maddening; it was ex
asperating beyond words. An honest 
warning would have merely flattered 
bar with its Implication of her impor-

eve-

If

! ^

But.
tA man was to come and 

measure those covers this very after
noon—perhaps this was he. modestly 
waiting at the side door.

But no, this man briefly and sim
ply asked to be shown to Mr. Carter, 
remarking that he was expected. He 
disappeared Into the library; Harriet 
saw no more of him for an hour, 
be silently appeared beside her _ 
asked to see the «hauffeur Mai

v MJ
paper.

sensational
enough. But back of the excitement 

j lay the joy of being needed and being 
1 trusted.

TO BB CONTINUED

'When The event was
and

« «K» « he cassa.
j ah, no, Isabelle and .Harriet


