ARTLETT GORDON, leaning idly
B mgainst the veranda ralling, was

swearing sofily to . himself and
wondering why he had been such a fool
as to come down to the beach at this
partictilar time, whon that cad, Archio
Freeman, was invited slong with him-
self.

Simply Daphne Vanderpool,
whom he hisd not sen In five Years, wias

beoauasn

to. bhe one of the house guests at his
hostess® Summer home *And heciause tha
girl of 18 had bean gracious, he thought
ft-mot improbablea that the woman of &
would ba willlhg o taks up the frisnd-
ship whera they had left off,

Last night's ball had plainly shown
him hiyg error. Ah! she lind been radiant
Japt night, In that shimmering Eown

which showed the wonderful whiteness of
hoer faultless shoulders But she had
been dlstantly cold, at Jeast toward him-
pelf, if pot Freeman, aM™d it was hard to
Deliaves was ths sama girl who had
gone through school with him, his com-
rivie and chuom,

And a0 he swora softly,
and wondered why so many really
girle tolerated such a puppy as
Freeman. 'And here ['ve been t}
of her every hour for five yeoars!™
deciarad savagely.

Bartlott Gordon
himeslf, and had

ating the facls

sha

and whistled,

tried honest with
no thought of exagger-
bhut o of pretty
Eiris would have doublipsx Deen
prised at hls assertion. And 1f the mem-
ory of a pulr of sweetl Eruy eyes owted
By one the a&core, oconsoled him now,
in, his ulter desolation, It wis hecauss
hiz pride had - suffered boyond exproes-
slon,

His beaut
intéd his m

o be

sur-

of

ul setter thrust A cold nosa
hand sympathetically,
but Gordon repulmed him gloomily,

"Why did we coma, Donald boy?' he
asked, and just then Daphne Vanderpool,
& visglon In blug, descended the stairwany;
and as his heart leaped forward to grest
her, he knew why, wns but
girl In world, The othera
didn’'t count—were forgotien—never ex-
Inted! There was one regal polsad
head, crowned with a wealth of glorioug
red halr:; but ono palr despest ceru-
lean cyen, and but one dainty bhiue gown
in the amd  ithey belonged to
Daphns Vanderpool, snd—high lhesven
willing—to himself some duy!

_ Her “good morning' was cheerfulness
4elf, nnd Gordon begged the privilege
of taking her In to breakfast.

"Your oyas are bright, yNour
gown la so becoming, that T am alrhost
afrald," he wold her. “But your
regasures me, for It the le of
girl 1 to know, and |1
you—Daphne "

"Well,”™ she peturn rogulshly, "¢ince
¥you have that longing, ! may a= weall
10 you that my dearest dellght
ba called—tn breakfast!  Compli-
befors event not partle.
ularly please me; I actually Jeep wish-
fng they waore nlege hot muffins, SO
know. Shall wa go la™
And because thelr hostess, bleasad with
pavolr falre, had properly trained hor
maids, they two had their breakfnsts 1o

for'y

There

after all

ane

the

but

world,

111 and
rmile
the
call

(13

s iong Lo

confosn
s to
do

meants that

gother, without walting for the olhers
who dld not begin straggling In unti]
they were finlshing And Daphne was
most chirming throughout, even pouring
Gordon's coffee for him, although he
could naver rightly tell afterwards
whether ha deank it or not, so pregnant
with t(endar associations had been the

slmple act.
After breakfast Daphne vanished above
sluirs, desconding ngaln wearing a

aonn

straw bonnet tled under her chin One
great beautiful bow, of tha color to
mutch her gown and her eyes  that
chressed her littla left ear, and Bartiett
Gordon’s demoralization was complete

He stood In the doorw'ay, and, pre-
tending to jest, would not permit her o
pass, In truth, he could not, Hea longed
10 run away with her, in ride primeval
fashion, to some desertod  Bland, where
po eyves save his own should ever gaze
uponr heyr loveliness,

His action of stunding acroszg her path
thus, savored of mpaterfulneds ar 1
manners elther sntficlent to make
Daphneg angry. She was capable of cru-
elties of spoech when angry, and her
manneérs of the night before—when Gor-

don had Inadvertently [Nn!l'.!iﬂi'l her of
a made in the past—relurned
now, and drew herself up haaghtily
“1 am golbg for a walk!"” she sald, calm-
Iy, but with look that should
warned him.

“Imt

promiso
xho

n hikve

tor ane moment,"” he answersd,
no! notlcing af muatungr, “I
Ecarcaly got a glimpse of sou last ight,
only thar one little dence, you know. You
LT T | awny and so caldly light.
Ju=sr like soma glittering and 1T was
one of the Wiss Men, followed
Thigs meorning you nré more human, more
Ilke a sunbeam; and so | have renounced
mll of my wisdom t6 bacome a Sun-wor-
shiper. You have no idea how charming
you look In that gown."
“Ploase. I am going for o walk™

_ Her lones we

her change

so far
ainr

s )
who i

e mansured, clear-cut and
incislve, ough g« somehow
or other, to probe such density.

But Gordon was blinded to everything

dgs tH

termined,

#ave the beautiful pleture she mads
stariding there tn the sunlight

“I should count it the privilage of
my Ilife,” he begun, but she inter-
rupted:

I prefer solitude, thank you!™

“But tell me—
“1 have told you!'
“Dear!"

The mera tone was af ltself enough to
giva pause to & girl of her heartless na-
ture, and accompanied &8s It was naw with

n gesture of absolute hopelessness, the
wotdl became the *vehlcle of pussinnate
tenderness :

“You are so— Inconafdernte!” murmured
Daphne, with sweoping iawhos.

“¥ou are ns conslderkte as  usyual,”
cama the reply, with a sigh of putient
rexignation. And then Gordon's face
brightened pérceptibly, wilh an llluminat-
ing ldea.

“Do you know,” he exclaimed, *if I
might kisa you, T bellevas I xhould not

annoy you o muooh—for a littla whije **
“You are & brute!" indignantly
“You are an angel, and I adore you.'
defiantly.
“Oh, how can

protestingly,

yvou may such thinga?*

DAPHNE PRESRED HER WARM LIPS SOFTLY TO THE BLEEFER'S OWN AND, TURNING, SWIFTLY FLED.

|
| buib and walted, motionless.

|
|
l
|

“How oan I help saying them? reck-|
lessly. |
“But last night you promised nnot Lo say
them—io be good—" accusingly
“Last night 1 was a fool!" conclusively
“How could you be n fool, If one of the |
Wise Men?" provokingly
“Er—1 meant—you Eee
was but & Nfgure., You must

the Wise Man
have under-

stood,"” helplessly.

“I no'w understand it was somesthing of
the sort—that it could not be really
true?” sarcasticnlly.

“And ®o mist you understand that a |

fellow, despite his promises,. s not golng
to be really govd—after five yoeurs!™ des-
porately.

“Not if he wishoes to make samebody
happy.” engagingly

“"Not If he wishes samebody to make
him happy!” selfishly.

Daphne glanced Jonginely atl the open
dear behind the tall. athletle form. Bhe

had never. In all her life, lowered the. flag
in & warfnre of words or wit, and had no

presant intention of dolng 2o, Suddanly
bethinking herself of ‘the low window
which stood open. near the stairs, she

as suddenly siepped backwnard and vaulr-
od lightly through tt, putting her beauatl-
ful hend within again to say:
“I am olng for walk!"
antly
And I am going to the davil!™ trag-
leally.

trivmph-

B a

Picking wp his gun, Gordon strode
swiltly away, and Dnphne. turtively
wittching to see what dlrection he

took. faw him pat his dog's head and
send him back to the house.

A half hour before Gordon hnd been
most rdduciant to laave, to k("l‘p A Cer-
tain appointmeént with a poetie youth
who oWwiied g cameri. But now It was
n dlatinct rellaef He wixhed, howeaver,
he hud not promised to loan him his
gun. He envied him the long day's
spart in the woods, nngd had hnlf a mind
to offer Lo go along as It was, Mean-
while he found his pipe most com-
forting; the morning was fuultloss;
thera were four long hours in which he
nadd give no account of himself, and
there wera Some half dozen chaptleors
of & mosl interesting novel to he pe-
ruaesd In his banishment, Surely life
was still worth the having'

Oneces arrived at the “Giant's Chair”

the pimce upon which they had agreed
ag n rendesvous, Gordon found he
must walt, and In a twinkling the
“Glants Chalr” beecame a eouch. It

ssomed mors troublesdme to read, too,
than he had anticipated; therefore he
knockad the ashes from his pipe, put
the book beneath his head, and fel] to
pondering, with half-closed eyeos

“Ohk, Daphne, why, why did you ever
Eo away on that long visit ta® tha
rich aunt? Why doesn't the camers
youth, with the poet's heart show up?
Why did I promise him, liks an imbe-
clle, to poss for my picture this morn-
ing? Why should an innocent-loeking
hlue how, under tho !eft ear, prove o
distracting? Why does the measuring
worm go on measuring? ‘Why s Areh
Fresman, notwithstanding his cox-

comhbry.
penple?
awnke?"
Leries

to intslilgent
can't a fellow keep
none of these mys-
solved, for Bartlert

invited
Why
And

WwWeEre evar

maoot

r Gordon was as faskt asleep a= was Lit-

tle Bey Blus on that.fatornl day of the

ralding of the corn. It had been 1ata
wheén he relired, and éarly wnen he
nrose and the sun waf warm and the
gllence =oothing,
The camera youlth kept his appoint-

but mot untll hig friend was far | ing

1 the reach of a gentle hint in the

| way of o violent fit of eoughing. or loud, | In

prolonged, whistling, Heé  concluded to
appropriate the pun, leave & nate, and
go, for ho had promised himself & long
| duy's hunt. Wishing to keep his part of
the agreement to it letrer,” howaver. nhe
decided to phiotograpn thesleeper just ’s
he lay, and so, 1o obtaln & {ocus of the
dals-ltke rock upon which Gordon re-

posed, he clamberéd Lo an opposite bunk
and polnted cilmern through an opon-
in the thick bracken

Imsphne hnd meanwhile lost all plensure

The Mystery of Haystack Rock

Continned From Page 38.

oiff man, with & ery of joy, flung himusalf
upon a long, narrow box, which was l1y-
Ing at the feet of the skeleton. My own
exc¢itement was scarcely less than his, |
feit a wild exultatlon that even the pres.
ence of the ghastly relie at our fest could
not repross. Herd wera we in the heurt
of this rock, whera for noarly a century
and s half had lain unmolested the vast
fortane which now lay uncoversd before
us,

Al length, recovering my composure
somewhat, I turned to the old man. who
crouched In the fitful glare of the torch-
lHght upon his white beard and gleaming
eyves, heside the box anid earsssed It with
tremiling hands as though It were a llv-
ing thing. Hia aspect frightenad me;
he looked mo llke a2 madman.  Howeaver,
I touched him upon the shoulder and sig-
nified that we must carry the bBox down
af m0on as possible

Witihout a word, but with an evident
effort over himself, he ross, and was
graxped the handies of the box to Ift it
But in wvain It was too heavy, Waeo
then trieg to ralse the !d, bur j¢ was
bolted. It was then that our small plek
came Into play. With a few blows *I
broke the lock, and lifting the 1id, dis-
cioged a treasure such as sorpassed our
wildest fancles. The yellow gleam of
Spanizh doublons mingled with the =par-
kia of dinmonds and rubles. All were
heaped promiscuously In the box, which
they Alled near!y to the drim.

The old mun fell on his knees bafore it
and thrust his arms Into the precious
mnss.  Filling both hands full of gold
and jewels he kissad them repentedly,
utterly obilvious of his surroundings.

I took out several massive gold plates
and a bag of diimonds, and heaped them
on the floor, after which we were anbile to
drag the box with itz remalning contents
out to the ledge. There the old man fell
to caressing the treasure again, while 1
went back for the torch, which T had left
stinding agninst the wall

T was about to placa it on the ladge,
where It would [ight the way back to the
raff, when 1 gianced up and saw the old
mun looking at me with narrow, stealthy
eves. He had taken & long, Jewelled dag-
gor from the box and was fingering [t
nervously. In an Instant T divined his
purpose and with & thrill of terror it

1 flashed

across me that he was mad

sprang back and ns I did =0 happened to
strike the toreh with my fool, sending it
whirling Into ithe water below. whare
with a hiss it went out, leaving utter
darkness

The old man sald not a word, but In a
few seconds I eaught the sound of his

loud, rapld breathing. In anothar moment
that ceased and 1 was there In that noar-
row placs In absclute darkness and still-
ness with a madman groping for me with
a long dagger. I pressed myself aguinst
the wall In un agony of terror. The sac-
onds dragred on and the suspense grow
frighttul.

At that instant T heard a cry, the sound
of & slip, then a loud splash, and In an-

other second the most fearful soream,
after which all was silent,

I slipped to the floor with the ecold
swoea! oosing from avery pore. 1In a few

moments I roge and with trembling limbs
begun feeling my way down the narrow
ledge. The other torch was on the raft.
Slowly and with palnful cunution I made
my way down

After golng, it seemed to me & mile, 1
reached the raft, found the toreh and
after governl attempts syccegded in light-
Ing it. 1 then looked about, thinking the
old man might have bean able to kewp
himself afloat. But there was no sign of
him, All was black and s=ilent, except for
the rushing of the water.

It was soms momenis before 1 eould
summon courage to return up the ledge
to the treasure;. When T did so T was so
fearful of falling from the slippery rock
that T had to summon all my resclution
to go forward.

Finally 1 reached the top. What
was my dJdismay to find that the chest
of Iroasure wa® no longer there.
gazed biankly naround, thinking it
might have been moved by some mys-
terlous agency. But It waa not to be
found, It had probably fallen with
the old man, pérhaps been pulled off
by him as he iried to save himself,
He clung to tha tremsure to the last.
thought I grimily.

The pisces of plate and the bag of
dinmonds were still where I had placed
them, and with these, the sole rem-
nants of @ wealth vaster than I dared

her solitary . walk. Sha recalied that
Gordon had neither taken his dog nor
' worn hizs hunting Jacket, but had carried
| his gun. The fact seemed fraught with
slgnificance, And then she stowed this
dungerous weapon, ull londed as It was,
in the same mental rack that held his
desperate looks when he struck out with
thode awfu! words upon his lips, .
Oh, suppose !t were so! [t had often
happened In the newgpaperss and in nowv-
els. Daphne could not recnll sver encoun-

to guess, I wils obliged to be content

I guthered them together, and onaoe
more retraced my steps down the nar-
row path Arriving at the bottom, I
perceived thit the tide had risan and
the raft wns arfioat I managed to
capture it before It got beyond my
reach, however. Bul what was more
serious, the water had risen so high In
Ilth-- cuve that the antrance was closoed

i up and my escape gut off

I stood aghast for a moment. renlix-
Ing that for 11 hours at least I should
bhe n prisoner In this frightful plidce
Then, mustering what ocourage nand
composure [ could, I =set out to endura
It with m¥ vtmost fortitude.

I eannot reeall those moments evean
you without a shudder, and to write of
them Is extremely puinful. Therefore,
I will bring this account ta an and as
spoodily ax possibie,

After the passage of nges and ages

the hands of my watch finally ecrept
around to the late afternoon, and 1
knew that low tide and the time of

my escape were at hand. Cresping for
the last time down the narrow pRas-
nge, T gained the raft and pushed out
through the low opening into the
rocvks and breakers bevond. It wns
with a thankful bheart that T saw once
more the light of day. Narrowly ex-
eaping the perils of the rocks, 1
reachad thes shore, and dragging my-
golf up the bemnch, fel] faintlng in the
sand.

While most of the srormous treas-
ure was Inst, T kept the bag of dia-
monds, and these gave me an ample
fortupe, but they hardly compensate
for the terribla hours I passed within
the cave Tha halr around my tem-
ples was whitée whon I next looked =t
myaelf.

I have made many Investigations In
the hope of discovering the old men’s
identity, but =o far without syccess
It is partly the abject of this nnrra-
tive and my most earnest desire thet
ft may ald in that purpose,

A Bitter View.

Phlladeiphia Press.

Lovatt—It's funny that love stories
should invaTiably end with—tha mar-
riagse of the hero and heroine

Henpeck—Why so7

Lovati—Becauge that's really only
the heginning of their {ives,

Henpeck—That may be, but it's ths
end of the love stary.

sufficlent
bocauss of

reil life, but hadn't Bartiett
reasons Tor hating her, and,

her, to hate lite? Oh! {f was oo tarrible,
and when she had meant to aceapt him
all along! It was this very thought which
had, caused her so much mental agit
tion, That she could have no momentous
quostion to deeclde, like other girls; that,
from having ways belonged to Bartloett
Gordon, there ¢ould be no gradual sur-
render on her part Hke one reads about

no, she muat Just simply give in some

Well,

propriately belors

there Wi
hi#self he s

ne
oulld

1e

at |
shoul

ald

have his re-

ward,

Ufconaspiously, almost, she had diroctad

her steps  toward thelr trvating-rock
Suppose she showld be just in time to
gtay his hand’ The thought lont wings
to her fed y and an. Oh!

whs
betore?

and she ran
s heens g0 i
hail she t)

ilous the nighe

ght It nect

hast

-

aary® to hlde heg deep plonsure 4t meet-

{ exelnlmed

. Gordon strotched a

| forward, -however, shr

| Ing him behind & much stlly sham
—she. who had carricd o tiny stamg =
ture of himeelf in her Ipcket for five ng
en by his
jihy was takl r
preaging the bulb, when he almos

he sudden apperition
r

AlGud &

which dnshed within the rading of his
vision

Breathiess, panting, besutiful, SOLITIA
D phin with the picturesgue hat ing
backward, and her red halr fiying about
her face ke a nimbusx. When she o

full length upon

rock, with his gun 1 g him, saha did not!
seream, but went suddenly pale, and with
both ‘hands  pressed’ her heart, as if to
keep It fyom break! Shd atill cams

nk::uﬂv. and avert-

| ing her eyes nz If to lessen the harror,
| and yet moved to look, too, as if deter-
| mined to know the worst. The panto-
| mim wns plaioer waords to the
| camern youth.
| When at Iast aho hung over him, her
| white face stricken with foar and then
| suddenly discovered her mistake, sha
| smlled—such & adlnnt, transforminge
le—that tho Doy grow Bngry ab the
for wtill iving there llke o senssleas

of the glory ahed
her face lower.
vouth hald the
Would ehe
! Nol and the
mphuntly, for

ut her, Daph-

. With no knowledg
around him. BShe b

tower, and the cameoran

do it? Was sh
snapshol was
with one hasty 1
ne pressod her jwarm softly the
sleeper's own, sl ning, swiftly fesd

Tho camera youth thought of the beau-
tiful girl In blue, as he walked up the
broad drive of the Langhams that even
ing. to return the gun 10 lis owner

Soon bho Jdlsce 1 hor, wanardng o gown

to

ke a cloud, and, whila the
nthers to dinner and she lin-
gered to o nma speech of Gordon's,

who came . & goll =lant of the

sched

fun to her halr with s dyving ra-
dianeca. At 'the sight the camera vouth,
with tha poet's heart, shielded his eyves
with ond hand and with the othor made
the sign of cross, And when she re-
plind to Gordon proudly, almost patron-
izingly, as & quesn might, He closed hils
adtamnly

answer to hiz whistle, Goprdon turned
to' grest his i, but with =
dow aof pain in his dark eyves wt 1
nt b by tha amile ha

called Qp
"SBhe has hart ynu exoltimed the cam-
answered 1

it pleasure,”™ 1

diasarves what she has brought
" eame the dec ation, Tak

hotograph from

thun, hi

muned, ™

and as he

aad Coul poen hor as I 2

think

¥

wiuid
And the cau

you
noyi

gonfl-ilg
Gord Tt was
trdiap wan oven able to r

the title boalk hen h his

But that look upon Duph s face
radiance of it, refiecled, touched his own,
and be longed o Knesl to hor—=to Kizs Lhew
hom of her gown

Ha tu iece the last of tha whi
dress - in the direction of e
houss, he soon caught up wit 1L |
ownar and kept at | alde, smliling
lont Daphne gave n a qulek gl
It wans obvions that G aon wnsE suddenly
not i T felt rather than
knew that the time was gome—the times
when she should giwve In. once for all

“"Why wr«+ you 50 = . r whnat
AMuUses Yo L she n 1, whetling Oon
him and n ng a laxt stand,

For nn he haeld up o he thw
little phot raph and =hs hem
breath, yatified, incredidous Then

“Oh, Buarty"—very soflly—""1 fonrmd soq
would find that out some day; but I don't
mind—not In enap!™

And, drawin forth the little Jocketd
which had so | agalnst hoee
heart, st pcio likoe

ness of
“Oh,

years

not

’ Camping Out a Natural Instinct [

B AlLl, have the camping-out in-
W stinot It s our call to the
wild, Boame# people belleve that

there wias once a golden age of the world
when everybody patent
ahoes, plug hats and diamond shirt studs,
thae

wore inather

and that we hanvo bean falling down

soale ever singe. The result s that you
and I have to get along with shoes at
$150 "and slouch hats But I don't take
any stock in the golden age It Is
A pipe dreum of a ten-vent poat My
theory i= that at the perfodl in which

they place the golden age of humanity It

woultl have been more wppropriate wnd
conslstent with the facts o have called
it the barefonted age of mankind Wa

all went barefooled then, and could wrig.
gle our toas without any trouble.

It was at this time that wea acquired
oyr camping-out instinct, for that was
the only wiay we had to live It wan

camp out all the time or starve to death.
Thus it comas abhout that when the Bum-
mer time rolis around we have that long-
ing to get out In the woods alongside aof
some dancing stream or-to plteh our tent
on the seabeach and heiar the surf pound.
ing day and night. Itis the old primitive
dnstinct stirring within o=

We put on our old clothes, pack up son
simples cooking utensile and with a small
amount of grub we hike to the wilderness.
Everyone wears a happy
of expression. Our grouches and kicks
are lald sway in the closet o awalt our
roturn to civilization. When It comes to
mealtimes, no one growls aboutl the coffes
and declares it Lo be =lop. The blscults
may be ne yellow and smoky as you
please, but they are swallowed with gus.
Lo, We got 3o that we go to sleep the
minute we touch the blankets, and wa
don't have Any horribla dreams nbout
how the man around thes corner Is =ell-
ing more groceries than we ate or that
ona of our nelghbors has got a new =lik
droess, together with a complets outflt,
and we will have to make our delains

over for another season. Such dreams

s arm forgotien

|

18
| shot for

good-tima sort | pretly near as dar

tha min

ule we gat Into the
hase any dreams @t
W found a
trout are all five-pounders, &
that they
that & hlack bear h

woode, 1t
they will
whers the

=) FAVEL

Wi all,

b Lhit have pool!

od
a chasad un

IO will bite at a

I sapling and is tr
to dig It up by
of droams do not |
or breakfast Thoy
primitive man; but
droim will make wrinkles on your facs
clear w the back pa of your neck
The primitive max morality cocomes
back to us when we t out caumping. We
mos 8 Blgn, ““No trespassing No shoot-
Ing allowsd on the premises,” and our
blopd boils mt this mon | What do
wo care for fences and all h relies of
an affets elvillzation? The nced ars
that there will be & dead pt nt if wa
got might of one, fence or no fenca, Theare
I8 an orchurd down the road about o
mile and u hulf We put this under trib-
ute, for does not the earth and the full-
ness thereof baelong to man FPrimitive
man was a great bogear, and so wa bang
around the ratnch-house and cast longiog
eyés at the green pons and 1 ting ears
Primitive man was a mighty poor hand
with neg and when the city man is
out and bns along a 20-30 (¢t =
dangerous to bo =afe As the old Gare
man expros 4 "They shont mt -ev-
| srvthing w maove Berkshires are

and Jersey heifers

for fat does, I 1o go walking through
the brush in the open season for deer is
rous as io ba Auto-

crat of all the R T8
But we all like to get back to the primi-

tive ance in a while, and =0 we have to
forgive the sins of our fellows. Anyway
It ls i good preventive of tubsreniosis and
that great disesnse of civilization—nerves,

MARCUS W. ROBBINS;
Grant's Pass, Or.
Locating the Blame,

Washington Btar
"“Why dpoes SBmithers inwist on gossip-
1og?" sald the conscions woman.
“That len't the raally serfous guestion,'®
answered Miss Cayenne. "Shs I8 marej
anxlous to oblige. Why dp we eager audl-

tors Insist on encouraging her to gossipMe
'




