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orence Belden, who bad busied her
s2if at & stationary wash *'11"! in ths
corner of her laader's offien, turned and
smiled affectionatsly, but rather gulltily
as she democratically dried her hands on
the office towel She was mora touched
by the older woman's tribute than she
cared to show, but she felt she did not de-
serve It She had done something, of
course, but 5o much mose she could have
done had been forgotien or postponed
Even as Mrs. Huntington talkad Florence
had bheen planning to take advantage ol
that lady's absent mindedness and escape
bafore the chairman remembared what
she had meant to ask her to do Tha
other's praise kilied that E:n-ﬂhzo Impulse
Probably, Filorence gl m reflectad, it
had also kilied all afternoon
plans

“There was somathing else you had in
mind for me."” she reczlled to her leader;
“somathing made vou look up the
address book. What was 117"

“Lat me see she musad aloud, “I've
forgottean his name, but | think It begias
with F Posaibily will recognize It il
pee It M-m-n Fagan
Feenay''—her lips moved almos
lessly as she recited the long lits
names Florence walched with
understanding She knew now the spe.
cial service required of her. 1t was with.
out  doubt to take somée discouraged
maim®d voumng soeldier under her special
wing. to write to him, to visit him In
arrange for outings and
mmnent If he proved phys!
cally them She had B ETeat
deal of such work and she enjoyed It

Ahl, here it I8! Farrand-—David
rand Twenly-seven M-m-m.’ \rs
Huntington flashed an eye down the Far-
rand record, to refresh her memory.. then
EAve the resuit to her companion in a
brisk summary

“He has becon In hoapitals since
the armistice, and | wouldn't dare to teil
you how many operations he bas had
Now, at last, is getting bettler In
fact. be s » well, but he can’'t be
made to realize | He ls stil] a lttle
‘hipped.” 1 am suré you comnld help to
braca him up. The point is—|at me see
—what was it that made ms plck him out
for you? O, yeaa. He s from your home
town, but everrbody seems to have for-
gotten him. He hasn't had a letter or a
visitor for months.”

Mizs Helden's delicats avebrows rose
Her "home town™ wWas the greal sastern
¢lty upon which she now looked out
urh the windows of Mra Hunting
ton's offlce nosi [orgolten

mall wos C r of Weyo

. whare her lather had
his miillons, and from which he had
ed to New York ten years ago, oring
otherless danghter with him
h Florence had ignored

Balden had seen to It thatl
forget the Beldens. He
Belden library In mem-
Belden hospital, in
memaory of his father and mother; Bealden
sark, in memory of himseif. Once a yeéar
he 4riftad dack there, for & faw days of
duek shooting In the region and a chat
with bhis ald frieands

Fiorepce had never gone back — not
that her memories of Wayo were anpleas-
ant, but becauees the recant full and won-
dearful years In New York were sponging
off the pale impressions of her childish
days. She had been a tremendous sue-
cess in the sast. Ehe had developed in a
way that made Henry Belden's eyes shine
when he thought of |t. She was as demo-
eratic as be was. She had hosts of friends
in every circle of lfe. Incidentally, she
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¢ was not thinking of all this now.
ker mind was busy with the name of
Farrand. It hung In hér memory ltke &
wistant baot full toned bell,
planzantly Iin the avenue of the years
1eq, indeed. she remembdered s Farrand

two Farrands. The first had been a
slight, stoop rhouldered, rather swest
freed retired prolessor of
chamistry wentern college, liv-
ing on & podEing in #mall but charming
bouse on the pulsk!rts of Weye There
had been a garden—it was rather strange
how wividl ihese detalls were return-
and the second Farrand was
« Rranceson of the first The boy had
hean away &t school moat of the year, but
hame In the summers with hils grand-
fathear He had been all of 16 or 17,
dark. and large for his age

In the summer time, when he was
home., she was often absent vwisiting
schoolmates or travellng with her father
And at all! times, the Farrands kept lo
themeasives Heavens, bhow all the de
talls ware filling in! The old
had lived alone, save for a4 man sarvant;
thers had seemed no one belonging
him excapt his grandson; both appeared
to be hermite; and last, y&l most Im-
portant of all—they had a garden whose
beanty was calebraied by the [=w whi
gaw i1 Thal garden had slept
high brick walls, and o the childish
Imaginations of Weyo it took on infinite
romancs and hystery from the fact,

She 4id not realize how long she had
been silent and unhearing, but she caught
the tall end of what ervid was tha
peroration of Mrs. Huntington's address

They say he ls very unapproachable—
wants to be laft entirely alona. Of course
that isa’'t good for him And as soon as |
heard that he cams from Wero, your old
home, | was sure you wollld take an in-
terest in his case.™

Florence banished her crowgding mem-
ories. ©

“I will.” she promised. “Dad will, too,
I am sura. Perhaps, in the conditlons, it
would be well to make haste rather slow-
Iy I wili write him this afternoon, and
send him a basket in a [ew days. Then
['ll motor out to the hospital In a week
pr two, after he has grown reconciled to
sceing me.'

'Floy, dear, you'rs such a comfort!™

That afternoon she wrote David Far-
rand & charming note, Incidentally men-
tioning that they had once been fellow
citlzéns of Weyo. Almost immediataly it
became elcar that the fact did not inter-
est him. He ignored the charming note
She had been prepared for this, and after
a {ew dayvs she wrote again, sending him
a large package of new hooks and maga-
tines

The gift brought a formal six-line re-
sponse from one of the nuraes Mr. Far-
rand, it appeared, wished to thank Miss
HBelden for her interest He was not able
to read much at present, but later hq
haped to be, Miss Belden sent another
letter, with a basket of hothouse frult, a
pox of cigars, and the ipevitable cigarets
To this Improssive offering the same
nurse responded with a saven-line note
of acknowledgment Mr. Farrand, she
oxplained, appreciatad the pleasure the
gifts had given his fellow patients at the
hospital.

The firm young Jaw of Florence Belden
little as she read the briefl docu-
ment It seemed clear that Farrand was
still as remote as in the past. Ten days
had been wasted in the preliminary
skirmishes. it seemed high time for
more direct measyres, | he really needed
help in returning to the living world. The
afternoon was surprisingly hot, but
cshe orderad her motar car and draove
forth 10 make her [irst call on the re-
caleitrant young warrior Her lighting

lood was up

At the hosplital she received the amlil-
ing welcome which always met her there.
on every side Her she was told,
weore desperately homesick for her. They
had ao: seen her for almost a fortnight—
guite long enough, one of them pointad

, Lo undo all the good of her previous

its= When sha had chatted with and
scattered her gifts among them she
sought out her now stancéh friend, the
purse, and expressed her wish to
young Farrand. The austere Miss
who had recently humanized un-
t¢&r the charm of the girl's face and man-
and the real value of her work, re-
vertod to Rer formér asloof personalilty
with a suddenness that amazed the caller

“Farrand does not recelve visitors.”
=he briefly announced

| know — but don't you think you

could persuade him (¢ Ree me? Miss
haldan's volee held the cajoling notes of
a child begging sweata from {is nurse
Mrse. Huntington thought YyYou might.
And you know.,” she reminded the other
wWOman I've had some luck with boys
who thounght they didn't want to meet
Arangers Besldes, when It comes to
that., Mr. Farrand and 1 are not really
sirangers We are (rom the same wesl-
ern city, and 1 have koown about him
since 1 was a littla girl™

“You hava?"’ Miss Greeley was hu-
man again. “You are the only ene who
does know. then.'” she voluntaered "He
is our mystery man He never talks
sbout himself or his home or his past ax-
periences All we know abouat him is his
army record, which 12 fine (ha has half &
and what |= on his
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hospital charts.” 8he stopped,
for a moment's reflection, while
of the boys walted respectfully
of her meditations

“He really ought to be sfirred up a
bit,” Miss Greeley suddenly conceded
"“Dr. Brown was saying so only the other
day, and talking about the need of a new
influence to hastan his convalescence
Yot it T go snd ask him to sée you, I am
sure he won't do It—and you are the one
person who could help him. if any one
could,”” she hapdsomely ended

Florencey dropped her pose of the be.
guilding child and became briskly busi-
nessiike, addressing the other from the
secure pedestal ol past success.

“Buppose you take me stralght to him
and jeave me there?" she calmly sub-
mittad. “He ecan't do more than order
me out, afld I don't imagine he will do
that. [ won't stay more thap & few mo-
ments this first time—just long enough

dozen

result

vibrating®™

to break the lee 50 ¢ can come again
Where iz he?”

While the he#ad nurse penderad the
stggestion, her mental process bailng slow
when directed outside of their ususl or-
hit, Florence chearfully draw her for-
ward in what she hoped was the line of
thhe YOung man’'s rétraat.

“1 suppose rou have wheeled him ont-
side somewhera?" she asked.

Yes We keep them all out as much
as wo can, of course, though it's really
inside in this unseasonable heat
Weo would think it wa=x only the first
week In June?  But he has a pet spot
aAamong some trees—I think wea'll find
him there =

She had yielded and was briskly lead-
ing the way. The visitor followsd hér
along the veranda and across a lawn to-
ward a heavy ¢lump of trees and =shrub-
bery some distance away

“Fhere's a little open spot among those
evergreans,” Miss Greecley explained. It
i= about the size of & small room, shaded
on three sides, and In [ront théra's a
lovely view of the water That's where
Farrand witzs most of the time He has
lielpaed himself to the place and It has
become an understood thing that others
shall keep away.™ )

Florence endeavored to go in quietiy.
Her foot broke & twig and the camp chalr
struck a hranch and evoked a protesting
hiss, but the sllent figure in the wheel
chair did not turn its head

I hope I haven't startled
sald gentls & he seemed
ANSWET Al Onoe,

“1 should notl have come, of course. 1
know you don't want to meet strangers.
But — 1 comid mot feal that we wers
sirangar:.:' He was making it hard for
ber, with his silence and his inteant, al-
most resantful giance. “You see,” she
added with & smile, "*we both come from
Weyo, ag | wold you In my first note—
and 1 remember yon whén you weére a
boy."

‘“You—you do?" he stammeared A
change took place In his axpressjon, &
change which she could not analyze., Was
it merely resigned acceptancea? It looked
like that

“Of course
ended quietly

She was encouraged. At
not asking her to go.

“Yes. Do you remember me at all?™

For the first time he smlilad It was
an lronical smile, and his volce, when he
spoke, matched It

“Of course,”” he zald again

She went on, resolatsly. ‘‘Your grand-
father's garden was one of tha fairy
places of my fmagination,”” she told him,
“because none of us children was ever in-
to enter {t. 1 used to look at the
high brick wall that shut us out, and
imagine the garden peopled with all
sorts of things—{fairies and gnomes and
trolls And somet/mes I was hosribly
sorry for you because you had to live
there, and sometimes 1 envied you."

Sha stopped For a full moment he
did not speak, but stared out over the
water, hig expression changing again. She
felt that she understood. So much had
happened since those old days! At last
bhe tarned to her with the alr of one who
has made up his mind, who has actually
squared hiz shoulders to meet the [ssue
of the moment

“You were a sehoolgirl then,” he said
at Iast, In the casual converasational tone
of a courteous but Mot especially inter-
osted host “A little girl with golden
hair that always seemed blowing in the
wind.'

“Yes, |
about ribbons.
remember mygeh about me,
hopefully

“0, ves, | do."" The words were re-
assuring, but his wvolce lacked warmth.
“You and your father parmeatad Weyo
like an atmosphere. When people thers
weére not talking about your father's pub-
lie gifta they wera gossiping about your
ponies and your birthday parties and that
sort of thing Apd 1 remember seelng
you quitsa often riding or motoring, al-
wayve with your hair blowing out Illke &
galden mane.’

She had not liked part of this speech,
nor the manner In which it was dellvered.
But—after all—he was a sick soldier,
and, In & way, an old friend. 1so, hav-
ing shut out all others, he had at least
recelved her, and that was progress
enough for one day. She would go away
and think him over before venturing an-
other intarview She rose.

“We have established a common inter-
est.” she declared lightly, ““and now [ am
golng. I promised Miss Grealey I wouldn't
stay long. But—I'm coming again.”

He made no effori t6 detain bher, nor
did he apologize, grimly or humorously or
hitterly, as many of the poor boys did, for
his inability to show her the courtesy of
rising. He merely inclined his head.

“Good-by,”” he sald. And as an
obvious afterthought, “Thank you."

She hesitated. Then, “May [ come
again?' she asked, and wondered at her-
sslf. She had not intanded to ask that
question.

“Why—why, yves."” she heard him say
at last. Then, slowly, as if he had realized
his ungraciousness, hie smiled up at her.

“Plesse come again,” he sald

It was har [irst glimpse of the en-
chanted prince. She laughed trium-
phantiy

“] didn't give yon much chance to
escape me,” she handsomely admitted.
“Will you tell me what was in that gar-
den when I come agaln? 1 have always
wantad so dreadfully to know."

“I will tall you,"” ne sald gravely. "N
was really rather a jolly old place. The
odd part of 1t is that when I was a kid
I thought, too, that it was full of goblins
It had a lot of dark. wnysterious spots. [
used to slay goblins in those corners—
lots of "em! And"—he looked at her—
“1 nsed to rescue vou from all sorts of
perils. You, of course, were the obvious
princess,”” he anded, more lightly. That,
surely was “'personal” enough. To her
amazement, it made her heart contraet,
In the next instant she understood. He
was still the snchanted prince, and he
had come to this—to suffering and pov-
orty and neglect. For a speechless mo-
ment she stood looking down at him.
Then she put her hand into his.

onoiar

voun,” she
unable to

you are Miss Belden,” ha

least he was

vited

was 14. and rather untidy

Of course you can't really
" she plumbed

“We shall have wonderiul things to
talk about."” was all she could say asz she
left him \

Hut when she made her second visit,
three days lafer, it was not immediately
of haunted gardens that she talked
Since their first meeting she had beén
thinking of Farrand to an amazing de-
gree Her thoughts were llke Dbirds
which, after brief flights, returned to him
as to thair home. She told herself that
this was because he was from Weyo—
avoiding any analysia of why that sim-
pile fact had suddenly taken .on a peculiar
significance and Importance, She must
plan for him. She must make that home
town take an interest in its distinguished
son. BShe must find out why he was in
such financial straits. She must enlist
dad’s ald. All this being so. of course,
sha must think of Farrand.

It was of her plans that she talked
when again she found him in his favorite
haunt in the hospital grounds, and she
was 60 nbsorbed in thess, so sure of thelr
appeal to him, now that ap entente had
heen establizhed, that at first she [ailed
to perceive him lack of response The
ice had heeén broken. Suarely she conld
plunge In.

“Two of thea Weyo boys are at college
here,” she told Farrand, at the end of
her almost uninterrupted monologus.
“0f course, you remember them — Bob
Gordon and Ted Fiske. They are coming
to New York as s0on as eollege closes. |
want to bring them to fee you.

She had sald all she meant to gay. but
she would have gone on, feminine fash-
lon, Tilling hiz silence with sound rather
than lose the ground she felt that she had
galned. Now, however, she was checked
by the look in his eyes as he ahrup!l)
leanad toward her.

“Misg' Belden,” he
you o me a favor?"™

“Of course [ will —any number of
them."” She was conscious that she had
made a mistake

*Then 1 beg that you will gay nothing
about me to our Weyo friends, or to
vour father, or, in fact, to anyone. 1 am
glad to know you———"

“I didn’t give you much cholce ahout
that,” she interjected nervously.

He went on as if ehe had not spoken

“But to meet a lot of well-meaning
people just now, wherever they come
trom or whoever thay are, would do me
more harm than good, 1 know this. I
made it plain to the doctors and to Miss
Greeley. And J shall be much obliged if
you do not ev mention my name to the
friends you have &poken of. Is that
understood 7"

She falt like a schanlgirl saveraly disci-
plined by a mastar. The fiag of hear
pride went down belore the neéw experi-
ence.

““Why, of

sald ecrisply, "will

course,” she stammered.
“That is, I won't speak to anyone 1
haven't already mentioned you to. 1
talked to dad about you the day I was
here——""'

““To what others did you speak?” To
those boys?” He feirly fired the ques-
tion at her.

*“*No, but only because | havan't seen
them.” she honestly admitted. “And 1

wroté to Helen Moore, who lived In Weyo'

when we did. She is married now and
har homa Is In Philadelphia, but I knew
she would be interested However,"” she
added in a different tone, her polse sud-
denly restored Dy the realization of how
friendly had been her intentions in all
this meddling, “‘you may be sure that
naeither Helen nor dad will trouble you.
And I reallze now that the way I myself
leaped over your barriers was—was un-
pardonable, I must apologize for that.””

“Please don't sapologize.” His volee
bad changed. From the first she had
observed what an agreeable and well-
bred speaking voice it was. Now it held
an unsuspected quality of beauty and
charm ““You are the exception,” he
waent on. “"There's always an excaption,
you know, to the strictest rules, [ shall
ba frightfully cut up if you drop me."

“Really?" She was incredulous, but
anxious 10 be convinced. She looked at
kim with eyes whosa clear brown depths
showed conflicting doubt and hope.

“On my honor."

He was smiling at her, not senti-
mentally, but with frank good humor—
his most charming, boyish smile. It
fllumined the situation like a sun break-
irg through clouds. She drew a breath
of relief.

“Then we're golng to be friends?" she
ssked, and again she wondered at hersalf.
What inner force was driving her on,
making her actually humble to this man?
She told herself that it was pity —of
course |t was pity!

“Indeed, we are,”” he assured her. "But
we're pgoing to be mighty exclusive.
We're going to meet in the old garden
that interested you so much and depend
on its high walls to kesp out everybody
alsa. SHall you mind that—{for a little
while? And s It a bargain?”

He was still smiling, but his eyes were
serfous again. She answered under the
urge of that new, driving inner force.

“Of course, it's a bargain, {f you wish
it so. What right have [ to drag others
Into your life?"

He followed har lead.

“It all depsnds, with most of the fel-*

lows, on whether those who come to see
them are reaily interested in them, The
man can always tell. And—well—they
don't like to be patronized or made the
objects of some buterfly’s three-day char-
ity impulse.”

Despite herself, she again swung the
econversation back to him. There was
something she had to know.

“In your case.” she sald, slowly, "I can
understand. Yon have slways shut every-
body out-— you and wyour grandfather.
You must have been horribly lonely—but
you seemed to prefer it. even when yom
were a boy, And evidantly you have kept
up your barriers all your life.”” Her voice
stopped there, but he eaught the un-
asked question: *"Have you?"

“T was lonely, all right."” He made the
admission. then abruptly shied away
from further revelations. The little giri
with the blowing halr was knocking too
urgently on the door of the past

‘“SWhat part of our garden will you
play in?"" he asked.

“Oh, are you going to give me some of
iL?" She had herself in hand now. This

pity for him that made her heart swell
a2nd her throat ache should and would be
dwemd into praetical channels,

“Of course. And I think the part you
would Ilke best is the sunken garden.
That's off in the southwagt corner, and
you get into it by going down a Ilittle
flight of red brick steps. When ybHu ara
there you seam quite away from all tha
rest of the world."

“But you will invite me into it
times, won't vyon?*

“Let's go in now,'" she said.

At her requast he described the garden
in detall. It was an enchanting place—
quite a8 mysterigus and romantic as she
had pictured it.. The old man, it seemed,
had lived his life thare—pottering around
it all day long, eating his meals ig the
open, reading and studying, even sleep-
ing there In a screened, flat hammaock, on
summer nights. Listening, Florence
seemed to sea his thin shadow, even now,
flitting in and out among the trees.

They were side by side on a stone
bench in the sunken garden, discussing a
favorite fairy tale, when her eyzs {ell on
her wrist watch. She shook her head re-
proachfully.

“I've stayed an hour,” she é&xclaimed
“Shocking! Miss Greslsy won't let me
come any more if T do this sort of thing.
And my boys will think I have deserted
them.

She made the last statament with clear
deliberation. e was to understand that
she had forever dissociated him from the
meres rank and file of “the boys," They
two wera old friends. She rose from the
camp chair and stopped at his side for
& moment, Among the black hair'on his
temple was a narrower line of white.
The impulse to touch it was almost over-
whelming. She sat her taeth.

“Is there anything I can send back to
you?'" she asked. “‘Or any message | can
take into the hospital as [ go by?"

“*No, thank you,” he szaid, almost ab-
santly. His expression, too, was almost
absent. If pique had not been too trivial
an emotion f[or that big moment, she
would have indulged in it. He wsas s0 ob-
viously resigned to heér going! Her heart
went down, down Had she found Him
too late?

“]I am just coming back slowly from
the old garden and the kid I was,"” he
sajd at last; and he added. with a sigh
that ended in a smile: "It's & long jour-
ney.” ’

Recalling these words, and  Aall his
words, during the drive home, Florence
realized how whole heartedly he at least
had played their little game.

When she visited him the third time,
after a dragging interval of four days,
sha c¢arried out to his c¢hair in the
grounds a great mases of flowers and
dropped them into his lap. It had
seemed rather an absurd thing to do—
but what could one offer a sick soldler
who certainly did not smoke or read and
who, apparently, did not eat? She saw at
once that the flowers pleased him. He
fumbled among them witih his thin
hands and raised a cluster of them to his
face.

“*These old-fashioned whité roses might
have grown In the garden. Don't youn re-
member the two rows of white rose
bushes I told yvou about, that lined the
east walk?"” he asked eagerly. *I don't
supposa one could find roses like thosa
nowadays, with tha delicious old «time
perfume. Inm fact, I don't remember that
any rose [ have had since had any per-
fume at all.

He pinned & rose In his tunie, kept a
bunch of white roses im his hands, and
looked regretfully at the mass left in his
lap.

“It's
tentatively.
water.”

She turned 'back to him and shook her
head.

“No, they hage come to dis for you..!
brought a lot more. Those are In a big
pitcher of water at the head of your bed.
Thega are for a fairy ring—to put in a
circie around your chalr and make a wish
over."

He amiled. 1t was the smile she had
begun to watch for hungrily, the boyish,
charming smile under which his dark
face semed to flash into lizht

“Who is going to make the first
he asked.

“You are—firgt
one, too.”

*“All right,” he said. *‘But I'll have my
work cut out for me, thinking up 2 wish.”

His tace had clouded again. She looked
at him, heavy-hearted and solemn-eyed.

“It would be nifce If we could both
make the sama wish," she venturad.

“What would that ba?" He asked the
question almost indifferently, watching
her ax she now rose and began to drop
the flowers around him, but seemingly
feeling no great interest in the pretty
game.

“That you may soon be as well and
strong &8s you ever were, and"—she hesi-
tated, then resolutely brought out the
rest—"'that your ambitions may be re-
awakened.”

He turned and gave her a
sharp look.

“Just why do you say that?”

The tone distressed her, but she held
her ground.

“Dr. Brown tells me you
amazingly clever — that you could do
anything you sttempted if omly you
an effort. But he sald another thing
would work up enough ambition to make
that disturbed me very much,” she
rushed on, before he could Interrupt.
**He added that you had been getting on
beautifully up till a fortnight ago, but
that since then you have slipped back
until you are as indifferant and almost as
impossible to influence as you were when
you came. Everyone has noticed the
change, but he says he can't account for
it. That made me fesl—unhappy. For,
don't yon see, 1 came in just about that
time. to help you—and perhaps you were
right. Perhaps you needed to be left
alone, Possibly 1 have done you more
barm than good. That's why ! am mak-
ing the ring—and my wish. Wher I have
done It, 1 am going to Ilsave you in
peace."’

“Do you think it would be peace?” he
asked, quietly.

“] don't know,” she said, tryiag to
speak steadily, 'I don’'t know anything
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You have never told me any-
excepr ahout that gar-

abaut you.
thing, yon know,
den."

“So you have decided to
He asked the question zlowly. his
éyes unswervingly on her face

She jeaned forward, picked np one of
the flowera in hi= lap, gnd slowly pulled
it to pleces.

“Pleasa don't put it "hat way,” szhe
sald at last, in a voice so low he had to
lean closer fo hear it. “‘Surely I have
shown you how muech I wanted to halp,
and—I1 have let you see how munech [ have
enjoyed the effort. Bul, apparently, |
have merely mgade things worse for you
—ar zomething has. J believe Dr. Brown
Raelds me responsible, -or he  wouldn't
have spoken as he did. So—von under-
stand o

For a long time silence lay
them I[ike a substance which
conld remove

“T wigh,” he said at last,
the words to tell you u.n it I'va g
But—I can't!” The {inal admiszion was
almost 5 The sound hrought her
upright in her ch her brown eyes
seeking his, which Lrl not masi

“Surely,” she then aaid, *““you
there Is nothing that vou can’'t
me.""

His eyes met hers and held them

“You mean that?"

“Of course I meant it

S8he wajted, watching his
drew a deep, shaken breath.

**The =econd time yon
began, obviously forecing out
“you spoke to me abhour Ted
voan happen to remember Dan, the
fer his father had so many years?

Sha fait chilled. What had the Fiske
chanffeur to do with what he and she
wera discussing? .

“*Dan?'" she
“Why, why — yes.
sands of milez, I suppose
going off on (rips with Ted's
glsters. Why do you ask?”

“Do you remembear any of his chil-
dren?"

1 know he had several boys.”

“Don't you réemember any
them?™

“Thare was one—there was one——""

“Yes." The word came at her like a
bullet.

“Thers was one who was always acting
~—1 mean always playing a pary among
the other bhoys,"

“Yes,” he said eurtly. *"Tell me
you remember about him."

“Sometimes he was a king."”
on, unsteadlly; ‘'sometimes a
sometimes a prince, sometimes a high-
wayman, sometimes a4 red Indian. What-
ever he was, he took tha part saeriously
and kept it up for days and weeaks at a
time. He made all the other children
accept it. The whole town talked about
him. Some people thought he was—a
little gquneer. Buat his father wag proud
of him. A wyear or so after we left Weyo
I heard that Dan Had sent the boy east to
college——"'

For some reason she could not go on
Her throat and lips felt dry

“Do you remember the
name?'”

“He was always called ‘The Play Actor
by the boys and girls. [I'm got sure of hlr
first name, but I think it was—was———"'

Again her voice failed her

"1t was David. The chauffeur's
was Farrand, though he was no
the old professor with the garden. That
boy's name was David Farrand, Miss
Belden, and—nhe is ‘play-acting’ still! "

There was a long silenge which the
girl could not break. The young man
went on.

“That's why I slipped back this ‘last
fortnight,'" he explained, In a queer, flat
voice from which all vitality had gone. "I
had made-.up my mind to stay here all
summer and act the role of Harry Far-
rand, so that you would come to see ms,
so that our friendship would go on. My
slipping back was play acting, my man-
of-mystery attitude was play acting, my
jsolation was play acting. Nobody wrote
to me and nobody came to see me, o [
had adopted the rols of sick hermit to
save my pride. When you wrote I didn’t
reply, I was still keeplng my role of
sick hermit. But I had a better reason.
1 was afraid. I thought you would come
once or twice and then get bored and
stop. 1 didn't want that to happgn 1
couldn’t have endured It The memory
of you meant too much to me For at
lenst”"—and now his voice grew more
natural—"1 haven't deceived you in one
thing You were the princess—you are

-you always have been and always will
be. FEven when | was an unwashed cub
1 used to hang around the garage till I
found out when you were going off in
the car. and then I was sure to he where
1 could see you gO But—could I tell
you that? What had you and Dan Far-
rand’s son in common?”

Arain he stopped, but still she did not
speak,

Again silence lay between them

“1 have not lied to you,” she heard
him resuime. “I never claimed to be Pro-
fessor Farrand’s grandson. And I knew
evary inch of the old garden,” hs ex-
plained dully, “for I had explored it =
thousand times. Harry Farrand used to
let me in on the sly We ®ould always
keep out of the old man’s way. That was
one of our advemtures — pretending he
was the ogre and avoiding him.™

“So now you know You would have
known today, anvway. [ had realized
that T must tell you the truth. I couldn’t
play act — with you — any longer. One
does mot play act with the "woman one
adgres. Oh, yes, I'm going to say it, even
though I am a bezgar and Dan Farrand's
son. And—I1 can’t gay I'm sorry I did—
what T did In my role as Harry Far-
rand, the role you vourself offered me
and which 1 grafbed, 1 will admit that I
—IJ—took advantage of it. [ didn’t ever
venture to live in the present. [ meraly
played my part. 1 gatherad and piled up
my mamories. By God! I'm glad T did
it."”" he broke out fiercely. “Those memo-
ries, at least, you can't take away from
me."’

He broke off short, leaned forward to
stare at her, stretched out a desperate
hand that failed Lo reach her, and utterad
an inarticulate sound. Both her hands
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