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o7 A NEGLECTED

&~ Mabel Herbert Urner

and how
things

all s
1o

yw atrange It

should ardalin

Saptamber 15th
hess long evenings alonas
very moul Alone—
it has come 1o be

fon, there

g dr a foar, & nameolons terror of 1
now I what Oh, Hora If you
knew what 1 suffered you we not leave
me 0 much alope—you not, evan
il jove me: YouT Very

wugh you
humanity wo

u want tn help

me.
Baplember
Last ®ight I walked the =
after midnight! ad reacht
whara 1 eould be alone nol on
longer. I left the house as thou

5 O
d we tight & truggle so?
heard peoble who have taken

riable rooms or been foreed
an uncongenial nelghbarhood say:
only for a shori time. we can put op
with anvthing for = Ntte whilea; next
YEAr WA are going abroad.” The thought
that it is y for a “short while'" makes
almost 5 Jurable And yel
Jnelf in only “ghort while.” I w
always k of It ks this I would be
mors reconciled
w rarely one consldera
We arm sustantly sirly
- appiness.™ [or
k of as enduart
Naow 4 Lhen, by the death of a friend
or relative, we ars brought suddenly o
reallze how “short & time™ it Is But
jn a fow days we are agaln planning
striving, straiving for samne condition,

-tﬁmr gosl, with An sagerntss and anxiety
aternity, and not

as though It ware for al

HORACE, BUT I DID NOT MOVE.

STDDENLY A DOOH OPENED FROM ABOVE AND A FLOOD F LIGHT CAME OUT. I KNEW IT WAS

Instantly he released me and stepped
back. “‘Misunderstand™’
*No—no-—I don't mean

that. Of course,

1 know you won't. [ am oversensitive,
desr, becaase—just becauss It i all so
near.'

“Deareat!"’ he whisperaed tenderly, Then

ho led me over to & large red-plush sofa.
me ag I ex-
He told ma
a business trip

He did-pot slt down beside
pected, but drew up a chalr,
of how he hagd Invented
1w New York Just to see me: that he
wias going to stsy over tomorrow, and he
wanted me to glve up shopping f{or the
morning and let him take me for a drive.
Ha had nevir been more reverentind,
moras reserved. He did not agalo take
me in his arms, nor even Kiss me. In-
stinctively 1 knew the cause. It was be-
cause of what I had implied when he en-
tared--the fear that he might misander-
stand. And he was auysworing me by be-
ing far more constrailoed and ressrvad

cortificatr—
s of duty,

without this
feel
tion,

the same 8¢
to me that naw,

never forget that I

. L

fifteen bmal ve 1
ago I would hea myself for
clnim,: bhut now

always thinking of

I cannot p It g the thought
to my hearl I he glven him my
youth, I have given the best of my life.
No other woman's cisim osn be as
strong as that
Outobar 24th

In a4 magnaine today. 1 came across
a page well-knows people—pictur-
ing Lhem as they looked pnow, and as
they will Jook when they are aighty!
| In ench face the artist bas ¢leaverly
kept the lkeness of fqatures and ex-
pression; but distprted It with the
wrinkled, shriveled aspact of gEaunt
old age. It was a ghawtly Ides, but the

mugazines now exploll any idea If it be

. ]
CHAPTER VIL or what this all means. But I balleve you , »= g 9 | where tirelessly he walked back and|ooid stesel-hardness died out of his
2 A M, Beptember 26 are Il and you must Jat ma send for Dr- | ¢ 4 | torth before my door He took both sy hands in I
¢ 1= torture to Its th Martin.” : : The other moment was In the oid I telt %is rgainst my fore-
thinking—thinking. Perbaps ft will help | T am not (1L T answered very quietly, | £ s | Fifth Avenus Hotel o few weeks bhe-
me to write. [t is horrible and | shall not see Dr. Martin. But I| 4 { |fore dur marriage. I waa standing on dear Nitle girl, good night
- aw. night after am very tired; if you will loave me now, | & ¢ |an upper flight of the wide, rep-car- ) f that night T sat by the wine
for aloep as 1 dr_: now, nig ba 25 | v shoold Hks to g0 to bed.'” " ¢ | poted stalrs, and Horace was coming ] od wi wany emotions that [
One after another I try all ihe Jot my clothes drop from tme.and | ¢ 4 | alowly, reluctantiy up toward me, with | had never knewn before, and with a
she trieks ] have ever heard of jppedt into bed. Rest—sicop—the need | : : & pa tarn face and deflant, blazi love that had grown stronger. deepat
Lzt a snid tn induce aleop I count | was imperative; ! had no othar thought. | § + !.«:—.p_-o_ ¥ detall of that pictun and more r than it had sver heen.
" nile. e the alphabet That strangs thing 1 sald was in a way . ' burnoed srin Ty memory. A large, October
i Betaca s fna adad e Y true: ‘there are ao many things benida | ® ¢ | ald-tas! d gas chandeller with 10 1 teel It ihroush this
- g T Tha e w t can make ope drunk. Joy can, : : glasn pendants hung In the hall aboy ¥ Hovacr tled to me o
repeat All the poems if it |s great enough, and so can misery 1 i - § {1t shone direct on Horace as he ce acts and Ve
un my oF Azain Horasce came in and stood beside | § s |toward me, throwing a circle of | =emhled maore nded that
and at lmst 1 2 the bed. *“Mary, I want you to promise | ¢ ¢ | over the high, white wall and part df | for me wis un
’ of stuper that If you are wakeful or nervous during : ¢ | the dark mahogany banisters, . leaving | me Ir
od is to th the night you will call me, I will leava % | the rest in gloom. used to do
y—1 the door open.” | : : That was ths moment—but the hour | I might atill &
things that are ar £ “Very well,” I murmured | ¢ + | belore had made It what it was. any one élse fn
other, as desk. wine. mountaln, cathedral. | Still he hesitated. “I want you to| & . Father nad come to New York an congtantl
sign, pear, clock, atc {s the confuo- | promise, Mary. 1 want to tn-‘ eure that : $ | mome political business, and had ‘_“' _:‘- r:'?rr:--:.ﬂ to
slon and wedr at this causes that | if you need me you will call.” > : brought me with him to buy my trous- | HEVE '-"-u. was his
firally bring alesp ] promise.” 1 answered wearily. And | + - \. l 3 lw'u'.:. We were af the Fifth Avenus, :1"“‘ he has too
But thera are when, try Mfi :iiL I romember nothing more. 1 must have | § = 4 l-'thom 11—-.:-. had stopped for years. That | the m -:;l\r.ﬂ,.,—. of o
I cannot keap my 4 on mny of these | fallen asleep while he stood there. + r night he was ont at some mosting, | ®¢raie them now by
methods. After n faw moments' effart I It was very lute when [ awoke. Hilem | ¢ .l = Tired from & day's shopping, I had I'E'“' an empty
find mywssif back thinking of her—always | hrought up i breakfast-tray, which I sent | ¢ M i > M : silpped into negligee and wasn witting | 97
. hack untouched. She sald Mra. Kennedy : = -3 3 | by wne of the long, low windows, look- -""f_ me by
the nights! They may | had left word that 1 was not to be| 4 | T ii l 4+ | Ing out at the lights In Madison Square, _ay X f t with him wo
smselves, but for me, sa | awakened, and that he would call up} : |\1 | | 1 4 | thinking dreamlly of Hormce, and of '“’l 1"'-1:"1" be lo -t--
hrough the long, slesplesa | during the day to know how 1 was ] ” | ¢ | our new iife, now so near, when thars n my h ' t
ve comne to have an Inex- Octoher 8.7 1 ¢ ‘ J % | oame & sharp knock at the door It {m- Oh! ¥ o
nfulness. The hoarse shrick Horace has been at hpme every ew«r:\n‘l : " T | ' ; was a Ddellboy with a card—Horaoe's ;’1' T“.I:M i‘!"‘- that
rhonts long-Arawn-out kike | this week. A few months ago this would | § | .‘“H‘ { (i § | card! e L e
s haunted wild thing, the | have mads me very happy, would havel ¢ {} .l pt il ‘ | ] | . The blood flew to my face.  He waws |° e '.r it ware
agging hoofs of weary cab filled me with hope, with the bellef thatq ¢ i A UL & | there—downatalrs! 1 told the boy to say l'f“ h\rr(_f-_\ e 8 yeas K
he faint rumble of the elsvated, | he was coming back fo me. thst the cloud 4 g # | 1 would ba down In a few moments. And | %l&n for B ks s ek he d
ays In the background, if one | that had so long darkened my lfe was l L/ { | then with a rush came the thought, why Iifm% Tt U L o
tently, comasd that subdued night | fo ba lifted. But 1 cannot beliave that + | need 1 dress and go down? He wag my nye 1t sor ..]' I did o
the city—ths great. seething | now 1 feal that it is _:ml_‘- & temporTary | : + | fance—why could I not roceive him as 1 (n'lll vf:wr :u.n,..rl i conld
lch even In its sleep is restless | thing, that he 8 staying with me now | : : waa, up here? Fnather had taken a two- Ea‘e- ;‘;h:m.\nulr: Ilpu‘l\:, ] me
mMUrmurous. | beomuse that night he-had a glimpsa Ints | room sulte. and one of the rooms was a 14 2y In that bhelle
. b : e o o 1t were not true
Seplember I the daptha of my despondoncy. opep s | 1 : private parlor, axcept for a large folding- hn:r:im-:”w-rt-“:.:M PR
strange a thing Iz fove: Thers | the memory of that ia lees vivid, 'when | 4 ¢ | ped. I caught a sgtimpwe of myamit in the u A
beatt & momant in &l ¥ 1 ha thinks I am better and that he ecan | ! | iong mirror batween the windows; the r[m-w—}s Have n-.;.'{-vl-
ur married lifa that I have wot ’.r“"\: leave ma o mysslf agaiv. [ !'-ﬂ| ’ ] It‘aio pink negligee I was woaaring was .Till:lh.lmrl“"rlizmj. :':r.'ll_l
es desply. complately. And | that it-will be just =a It was before. 4 4 | far more becoming than any dress. Quick- | & . TPHE i
he last 10 years up TO & Year ago Detobar :ﬂ - : : v I rang for another boy and told him to Il.‘:;;ﬂ"l nw:..r:—.p:.:r \
had becoms a qulet, nted | T have been afrald to open this joursal | 1 { | ask Mr. Kennedy to come up. it 16 Swowid cdly
In these yoars [ dld n plek g ese !"':.{ fn‘v "f-’a"‘m'-(-"‘u:":”m. e — + I wlu,;ld In nervous uncertainty and frﬂm ri"’cr’trhxj onl)
Jdothes, his brushes, his gipves, hat i= ¢ me, | § g — ¢ | doubt. Had I done right? I, who had s
them as I 4id in the first few afrald ‘..ll’.lll wiil « en .mz- l:u”l‘.r- + % | always besn so shy and conventional— AR o . -~
4 1.d4e mow. I did not wait | Ing “'h‘-"-'*‘l'j' ehaAng . A"‘: : : was this conventional? What would he cnnt;rrlrhn.;: J“”"_":" II -
rohbing pulse mnd yet for 13 days. now, he has bsen Wik: 1 ! | think? A & and Tond
v " 1 ! Hia name nand 1ine~"
at his slightest | me every evening—13 daysi ‘ . . Then came his knock Tremuloualy 1 v i 4
firut lew years, ! Getober 14 'l + ropor.ed the door, my fnce suffused with nedy n"‘? ?!_“,'_'\ R ‘,r”""'
The ecopstant Com And 1 had let myael!l h‘.;w”- . s i * 4| cotor. In & moment he bad me in his \ll"r::sm EI’r.i.:u.\ maetrimony
. M etobear 1 L] 'Y iftls tha monn now
years had taken [ _ = st s |1 § i . , all I have Ieft—that bit
v and brought Bometimaes I try rﬁnjf rt m 391! ; 1 + My dariing! this s so dear of you! I ., o oo Sk
comtentmant. | the thought that in & few s 1t will] ? ! | never dreamud of having you lie thin” | "3 ."Sn: ¥ a0 e
I ara losing | R7t matler whether 1 have be y or| 4 ¢ | He was kissing my halr, my lps, my e g e
unhappy—whether I or| 4 4 | ihroat. not belleve that! It Ix
"'"‘71 ectagie al : : With an affort I drew away. "But s it E';Tmil‘_“”“ th}: . :,:r'.
npres A ' { | right? Sholud T have done this? You |, :,‘r‘_',*fzﬁ.1:|‘f“:,‘ 238 gk
" ¢ } & £ th hat
. ¢ | won't misunderstand —hkad I lved with !
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fisalng from something I do not
whers [ went—blindly [ walked on and
on. with an endurance [ have never
knoen before. ] had no thought of dan-
gor. or of the sirangen of the thing I
was doing. [ only felt pelied to go on
Just the streets, the passing peo-
seemed to halp me Sometimes I
in & nslghborhood of amalil
heerful lighted windows;
pass through blocka of
uses, dark but for an oc-
an upper room; then
again by aome small sguars, with dim
lighta through the dark trees,
Hehting © 1e beach on which huddled
a seping tramp

On and on 1 walked,
and body seemed
unfesling wear
in the darkness,
luminated clock-tower—it Wnas
took the first cariine 1 came

again 1
grave, silent b
casfonal light in

both mind
inte & sort of
AN Suddeniy. high up
before e shone an il-
midnk
to

until

1

jangilng harsecar—and found I was
or: the East Side, and that 1 muat
nge twice before 1 could mot back
How strangs and unfamilar our
houss seemed when at lamt 1 stood
bafors it! 1 had a sense of having besn
awar for a great length of tims When
1 unionked the door and entered the
dim baill, Horace’s hat and coat were
therse., In a dazed way [ stared at
thern: that he might come homs first
mad mot ocourrad o me. And than
slowly came e thought—he knhew I
was ;not at yme—I, whao had naver
pefore heen outside of the house alone
at night—and he had not cared! He
was @10t aven worriad—he had gEone
o ¥ to bed!

! think my first (mpulse was to g0 out
agsin intn ihe -night—io wandar on and
momae way to

ne back—in

an. hever o
ge out of his | But the phys-
jiral wearinoas me WAS L

Inn-f diszy—1 qﬂﬁ!d

faint
now

was

r T wouid g0 away . v
ing tears 1 groped for the
irngged myself up the
Half way up I stumbled and feil
A wave of such
such uller
1 wanted to
evar to move
was consclous of
e thick carpet be-
noy chesk, and found mysalf think-
3 must aweep Lha stalrs
I could have laughed
1y of the thought
iy a 4 opened f{rom above,
swod of Hight cams out. I knew It
but ! 4id nol move—I 4)4
to care. Whether he saw me
ja no difference 1o me thed
-y B He was buside ma,
sa me up “What has hap-
are you here?”
wer. It was not resent-
sa that kept me wilant; !t
great indiference. [ think
suffeg or feel arything more

stalre
T mads no affort tn rise

wegknsan
missry, swepl ¢ T e

hopeleasncess,

or

y &

Kity to

What does
{ carried me into

O0m. Mary—are you

my
e

Are you I That is what he always
BATH: nEVer-are you ushappy, are you
fonely. hearteick, miserable; but alwayre—
are you 17

"Mary, you
me

“No: T am only drunk!

What made me say that 1 shall never
kacw, I &4 not even know | was saying
it gntil T heard the worda. 1 suppose it
was a form of hysteria. and yot st that
moment 1 felt so curiowualy quiet. I 444
not lsok up ot Horace. I do mot know
horrbr or Incredulity his face ax-
emed, but his hands rembied as
mine. Tith a strange, Impersonal
rtereat | wondered what he would msay.
It scemad & long while before be spoke.

“Mary, of courss | know what you sald
is zot tvaa 1 doa’t know why yoo said it

Mmust ENEwer me—als You

el

|

Perhaps tomortTOWwW
1

yeanrs

merely “short whi a fow
most. and perhaps only a faw montas
1 am marking this page by
down the corner. 1 want to turn
agnin and fenl If 1 can
this thought befcre e—that 1t s ouly
for a "“short while,” at In & oW Year
1t will make no difference—l will not sufl-
fer no

at
to this

agaln, 1

down to the i
# orders
y door & large litho
had hung thers It
srit of a well-known
soAp, and raprese ed A YOUNE WOmMAN
with a face fiswleasly pink and whits,
and Jnderneath: "'Creales and prosarves
a 'perfoct complexion.™

Imstinctively 1 glanced in a small glass
Oh, th

When I weant
morning
noticed on the pan
graph calendar she
wns an pdvertisc

Ellen keops over the icebox.
contrast—the ghastly contrast!

wEllen, whers Mid that cslendar como
from?T" 1 asked sharply

*“Tha grocar's clerk gave it 1o ma,
ma'am. Jt's a real pretty one, isn't nT
%o [ think it bideousx. I don't wea
why you want to disfigure Your paniry

with such cheap, gaudy advertl=sements,
17 vou want & eslandar 1 will get you
ohe. but do take that thing déwn.”

Poor Ellen, how bawiliered and dis-
tresmed ahe looked fhe has boan with
us fM«<a Yyoars,
s unswerving. But I know wshe
wondsrs what has so changed har or
cheer’ul, practical and wholly reasona la
miztrsss (o & =ad and distraugul ‘woman,
abseniminded and forgetful, and who i«
at times aven strangely irritable and un-
Just

ofter

Afterwards 1 felt very much sahamed
of my sharpness about  (the calendar.
Have T preaily bdecome mo bitter and sa

warpx! that 1 cannot bear to sit
a young and beaytiful woman on tha car,
ar aven see opa pictured on & Hthograph?
Huas my brood!rg over my age, my grow-
ing unloveliness, brot ght me to thisY
Octobar 14
From & car window today 1 saw =&
wratched gray horse in an old wagon
driven by & couple of boyw It sermed
almnst top weak to stand, and 3
was baing merciloanlys whipped {wto a |
gallop. PFor just & second I eagght sight
of & great, Yaw sors from heneath Itn
collur, and sn the leather where It ribbed
against the sors was a dark, sicksning
. Frantically I rang the bell, but
It was another block before the
stopped. and then it way too U
the mass of traffic the horse was no-
whars to be seen. It may have been
driven dowrn e<lther of the alde streets
I questicned a polliseman oo the pornar,
but he had not moticed lt—they never do
All day I bave Deen haunted by the
thought af that wretched animal. Tf only
1 sould have overtaken It, had the driver

arrested and the poor thing ashot or
cared for

But why must [ alwars see such
thinga? Why can | never go on ths|

strect without seeing and suffering with
avery wretched. wtarved, over-burdensl
horee. If 1t has a sore back or o lame
leg. or W being driven until lts head
bangs In sbiect misery, 1 must always
sos 1. Other people do not—they pass
by unnoticing, indifferent. How can they
bs so blind. so callous, to the suffering
of horses—poor dumb, patient, helpless
beasts? Oh, how cruelly so many of them
ars troated! Not the waluabla, spirited
horse, but the worn-out wreiches thst
have worksd so long and mo hard. umtil
they can be bought for & mers pittancs,
and thelr ownpars think it chesper (o
starve and owerload them to a slow, tor-
turous death. and then to buy another
squally cheap and doom It to the sama
fate, than to feed &nd cars for them hu-
manely.

cheap express wagoos! BSBomelimes when
ons s by the curd, I T stop to
strolke fta thin, searred neck. It will turn
to look st ma with mesk, appesling eyes,
a8 though begging me o reisass I
Irom !ta mMASSIF.

-

folding |

L

b

and her devotion to mn |

besido |

i

|
|

|

-

& gother them all
in my arme—all thase poar old horses,
with thelr bent knees, Lhelr sore hacks,
thair whip-siroaked sides—and carry them
away (o some green pasture, where they
would not be goaded and lashed  to
further torture, but could end their days
in the peacs and rest they have more |
than earned by years of hard and falth- |
ful work.

if I onuld only

Octaber 17

Lillian Russell is plaving hers now. To-
day I went 1o mallnes 1 wont Tar
one resson  only ned if 4 re-
tained her youth besut t mar-
velouy degree the papers < al 1
cu a soat ad near the g A8  pos-
sit tha fifth row of the orchestra.
When she came on I was astomished
it nesds m strongsr word than that—aus-
toundad Ix better It was a4 FOoung wWo-
man—a young womsn—that gracioualy
grooted 1the applause And vet T knew
her tn be as old, If older, than 1.
1 knew that ahe bas & married daughter
and fs a grandmother. Of course, she
was made up, but I allowed for that]
without it she would still have been
FOUNE And that was ILdlllan Ruasell
whom I had seen 20 years before, whobo
plcture has bheon o gerbaxes for as
MADY YOArs or more! I watched her
jealounly an she moved gracafully aroand
the singe, smiling, winning confidant of
her charm. Her role was that of »
young girl, and she guve It all the ex-
uberan = of vouth, exooat-

and

(1.0

not

ipg 44 one act somelhing verging on n
ekirt dnnee. And was all done wdth
eass and gETACE, never for & moment seem-

ing riliculous even inappropriate,

I thought of myself or any of the other
middle-aged women sifting around mse go-
antice—how hid-

ing through the same
ecusly ahsurd we wonld seem! 1 don't
®now why 1 torture myassif with such
thoughts, but 1 do. All the way home
I was pleturing myself In that part lash-
ing myeelf with the thought of how
ridieglous 1 would have looked

wotTel” : had I

voaars loft almnast

|
a4 T life of an actross muat |

be hord-harder than that of & shisided
aheltered woman. And  yel ir |
they retain their youth looger LED

sonsiant care may do a great deal,
I bellews it Ia, mfter nll, the nerv-
ous temsion itself, the comtinual change
and excitamens. the vers intensity of Hv-
log, thal keeps them YOUNE.

October 18
in & book today:
“rhere s nothing more pititul In life
than the sight of a woman on her
knees trying to fan into IHfe a love that
has grown colL" ¢ & ® A woman on
her kneas trying to fan into life 2 love
that has grown cold! And that fs what
1 have hean doing for momthe. =

Oatober 28

Thers are Momenls in every Woman's
life That are unforgetable, that even ia
years long after are Uved over and ovar
again.

What = wonderful dofument It would
be If o few women would write honestly
of whal was the most supremes moment
of their lives, of the moment that stood
out above all others in haunting vivig-
fesn! |

In my own life there bkave becn two |
momants so great that somaetimes T
feel 1f therse had beem nothing eins,
life would still have heen worth Mving
for—just for those.

One was safter the birth of our ohiid,
when Hornoe was first allowed to ses
me. The nurse opened the door for
Aim and then went out, closing 1t after
Xor—leaving us slone. Oh the look in
kis oyes as ha came the bed
and knelt beside ma! I think he whis-
pered my name, "Mary!" but that wWas
all And even had I mot heen too weak
to talk I know he would not bave
spoksn. It was & moment for which
there were no words. I can still feal
the dear of his face sgainst
=3 band, still &% S0m§!

I read

this sentence

Fressssssssssasabebtorsen

B e e e e R R R R R

S -

and moixt that fell thers and at the
wlight roughnoss of hia lips and cheek,
which 1 knew meant two days neg-

|

iected shaving: For the nurse had told
me that in the 4% hours I had been
uneconsclous he had hardly left the hail,

Bend Girl of 20 to

ake Possession and Prepare 160 Acres Bought With
Bavings, to Bupport All

cer e

MISS GLENNA LYNUH, WHO WILL TAKE POSSXSSION. OF IDAHO
FRUIT RANCH FOR CHICAGO SEAMSTRESSES.

e P s s P I AP eI PR BRI I I e B s Il st e P I I I ReErl e le larttettssstsstsssttosssssssssrsssnsed

HICAGO, Aug. 4—(Specinl)—Miss

Glanna Lynch, 36 years old, has been

chosen by & group of Chicago sedin-
stresses (o proceed lo Wendell, Idaho,
and take possession of a li-mers fruit
farm, which they have bought with their
earnings. The young women call them-
selver the “Idaho Guild"” They bdandasd
together soveral years ago with the agri-
oultural project in view. By pooling thelr
resottrosn. they secured 180 screa of Gov-
ernmant irvigatsd land and haws been
putting thelr spare sarnings Into improve-
ments since. Bight members constituted
the original “puild™ bdt there have best
same additions as the prospects of the
schames grew. Miss Eynch will maks ean

~Sbe Sasm, plck up all

the working dsta she can and act as the
agont on the ground for her companions.
Muanwhile, unt!! the farm 1s sble to sup-
port all of them, the ones at
home will forward such funds =5 Mlsx
irnch muy call for to put the propoerty In
the best condition.

On the ove of her departare, Mlas Lynch
was given & fsrawell reception by the
Dressimakers® Art Clobh and Idaho "Guild
&t the rooms of the Art Crafts Institute,
She was prosssnted with a silver tollet
met, aithough she told the donors that sbe
beleved = palr of hip boots and =&, brace
af magnsioe revolvers would bo more use-
ful on the Idaho farm. Miss Lynch con-
fosses to about 30 years—ahe is not more
than that—and sha has braind, abil

iy,
lots of gournse and iz not afrsid of bard
moTk,

8 = 3

- iHa gased

then he woudl have been had T been con-

- ventionally gowned In the drawing-room

at home.

This very dellcacy and resirainl made
me want hin love and cartsses more than
I silpped my

I had ever wanted thom.
hand timidly through his arm.

"You ne t be so cold and distant
just beonuse 1 was very—{fooliah when
you came |n."”

“Doar, I'm not oold.'”

“ewell, T want to be noticed.” with & lit-
e lmugh

“And am I not noticing you? What do

vau think T've been doing sinee 1 came
iring s changieller?'

1 hate you WwWhen you're—face-

y not facetious, dear. I'm only

trying to be as | thought you would

mther have me I thought you were b

it nelf-conscioun, and I wanted to
fut you at ease.”

Buddenly, Impulsively, 1 turnad and

burled my ftace agalnst his arm

"Ol, T've misssd you so—I've wanted

kisnes so!"

you, dear—have Yyou reaily
He had drawn me close
to his side now. [ could feel his heart
beating hard and fast. And yet he daid
not Kiss me. It was as though he was

your
“Hitve
wanted them?®™

holding me to him, and yet away from

him.
.Bomething seemed forcing me on—
forcing me to break down his reserve
As T ralsed my arm to his shoulder, the
isoe slenves fell back and my bare arm
brushed his ftace and neck. I felt him
guiver at the touch, and-then he drew
back. pushing ma almost roughly from
him.

“But you haven't kissed me!
you to kiss ma."

“Mary—don't, dear!

s o

I want

Let me go—

RIY .
i heard him walk over (0 the

win-
dow. The wnilence of the room was
horrible,. When I dropped my hands

snd looked townrd him. he was stand-
ing motionlean before the window, Al
length he turned and eame toward me,

= will say good noght Mary. I
know of nothing else to say. I shall
not come again until you send for me.”™

I saw him walik across ths room,
taka up his het ar turp to the door.
Then It closed after him. In the next
few moments thers swept over me such
& wave of understanding, of knowledge,
of tealization that the fault had boan
mine—mine—that 1 alone had been o

biame. and that he had h#sn too gen-
ervus to tell me so! That he had ac-
eepled in silence my scathlig rebuke.

and l=ft me without a word of defense.

Bnatehing from the wardrobe a long
opera cloak, [ threw It around me and
rushed down the halll the wide wind-
ing wtairs, one flight, then another—

snd then I saw him still a flight be-
Tow,
“Horace!” He turned. He made no

move toward me. [ went down a few
mors steps, holding fast to the banis-
torm.

And then he came townrd me—slowly,
reluctantly—bis fage khite, his eyes
11ke burnished steel. And that was the
moment! The momeant o which I first
renlized the grentness af my love for
Bhn—of all that It meant—of how com-
pletely my bappiness, my fife, Iay in
his keeping. Untll then I had given
him enly-a young girl's love: and with
It came & deop Eenss of awe and of ex-
altation.

“Horaee,”" I
me—."

“Thare ia pothing to torgive,” he mn-
swored quistly, coldly. X

He walked up the staira bemide me
to my door, and held it opem for me.
He made no movament to snter; with
another cold "good night” ke would
hava closad It, had T not touched his
RTM.

“Horase, [ cannot Jet you go MWie
thisz. I lowa you! T never knew how
murck before, Horace!”

whispored, “forgive

) Jlaspbe gpal . Ged

only striking.

Always any thought of ags I n]':pi»‘
to myself Bomehow 1 have nevar
theught of Horace aa growing old—in
some vague way I have felt tha ho
would always remaln the same. But
now for the first time I pleture him
as old—old! How would he Jlook &t
alghty? What would he he like? At
forty-sixz he s o strikingly handsome,
vigorousn, virile man. But what oruel
changes will thirty-four ars make?

I remember pittng In the Ben-
ate gallery at Washingion, und looking

down at o v old meriber, o man who
had long b i bofors pubilic, but
who wes now In his dotagn He sat
there a pathetic, decrepil Hgure,
leaning tremblingly on his cane, his
mouth half open. 1 wow told that pge

s musclas of his mouth,
veld It thit wa
of repulsic
exproassion |t
when latar he
was painful-

had weakened t!
and that he habitaally
I remembelr my feoling
and pity for the ldiotic
gave his face And
arose Lo speak, his volcs
Iy shrill and wheesy.
Wil Hormace #Var
Horace, with his virile strength and
rieh.  full volee? ©h, no—mo—1 oanpul)
bear that thonght! If only I could|
throw my arms around him and shield

né

ke thal—

he

nim with my love [from a change Kol
meralless
(To Ba Continued.)
e
Curious Birike of Queens.
Paris Figaro
In the lttle French town Magny-sn-|

Vexin, which ia picturesqualy aituated on
the banks of the Aubette, thers is & feel={
Ing of unusual unresl bsomuse of & pe-
guliar strike. For many years it has boen |
oné of tha cumtorss fn connection with |
the celebration of the Feest of Roses 1o |
crown one of the girls as gueen—Rosiare
—and thes one to whom the choles fa]l |
alwars racelved st the kand of the Mayor |
A& EML Oof 30 france and the bomage of!
the participants in the feast. For the
first time thers has been no sspirant for
the distinetion this year Up to the inat
moment [t wns hoped that s candidate
would step forth, but no ong came, and
the crowning fealurs had to be aban-
doned One of the conditions under
which the gift was made waz that the
queen muat marry withis the year, and
the inference I that the strike was
ecaysed by tha inmctivity of Cupld, that|
npone of the maldens of the place saw
any matrimonial proapects ahead and
-.I:m:n!cw could not moropt the arown,

The Makin's.

He used to bust for the Lasy Y—
The cooleat cowboy, and the best
That aver throwsd a steer's heels high
Or madoe a wild borse lose his saat;
But ailus, when most men ‘4 cugs
Cre rlp orf ra’sr or tear o pray,
o Jim ‘4 stmply say to us;
“Jest pasa the makin's, plsase,
WAY.

this

A new top hand was= braggin' once—
A loud-mouthad puncher known AS
Bllm—
How he could do graat ridia’ stunts.
The rest of us &ll knowsd that Jim
Could ride him seasiok any day
And every puncher turmed his head
To sec what he would heve o say
But, “"Makin's, please,” was all Jlm asid
|

The other dar a chap blownd in
Who knowed Jim in the Cubran fule—
Had msen death's palior an his skin 3
And give him water when the cum |
Was dyin' fmnat. This foller aaif—
And when be 10ld of it ke ovied—
That of' Jim wmimply ralsed his head
And sald, ‘The makin's, plesse.”

J—n-qu |
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