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CHAPTER XVIIL—(Conrttged.)

Bartrop Clegg, whose distinetion wnas
that of belng the oldest loafer In the
circle, spat nocurately Intd the deaft-
hole of the glos e, 85t back and tilted
his hat ot'ér his eves

“Well, boys, I reckon hit's erbout
time, ain't WLT he mornlized. “Leetls
Tom must be a-goin' nwn two year old;
and I don't recommember ¢z Tom ‘r his
pappy has ever done a livin' thing for
Nan™

A half-hour later, Brother Japhath,
trudging back to Deer Trace on tha
plke, saw the lght In the long-desertad
cabin back of the new foundry plant;
BaW this apd was overtaken at the
Woodlawn gateés by Thomas Jefferson
with Longfellow arnd the bugwy. And
he could not well help observing that
the buggy had been lightened of Its
burden of household supplies.

Tom turned the horse over to Will-
lam Henry Harrison and went in to als
belated dinner somberly reflective. He
Was not sorry to find that his mother
and father had gone over ta the ma.-
or-house, ESolltude was grateful at the
moment; he was glad of the chance to
try to think himself uninterruptedly
out of the snarl of misunderstanding
In which his impulsiveness had entan-
gled him.

The pointing of the thought was 1o
see Ardea and kRave It out with her at
once, Reconsidered, It appeared “he
part of prudence to walt a littlee The
muddiest pool will seitle if time and
and freedom from (-judged disturb-
ance be given It DBut we. who have
known Thomas Jefferson from his ba-
Finnings, may he sure that It was the
action-thought that triumphed. Thay
also serve who only stund and walt,
was meaningless comfort to him; and
when he had finished hils solitary din-
ner snd had changed his clothes, Ne
astrode ucross the double lawns and
rang the manor-house bell

CHAFPTER XIX

The Deer Trace fumily and the two
guests from Woodlawn were In the mu-
tle-room when Tom was admitted, with
Ardea at the plano playing war songs
for the pleasuring of her grandfather
and the ex-artilleryman. Under eover
of the musle, Tom slipped Into the cir-
cle of listeners and went to sit beslds
his mother. There was a courteous
hand-wave of welcome from Major
Dabney, but Miss Euphrasla seemed
not to see him. He saw and under-
‘stood, and wag obstinately Impervious
4o the chilling east wind in that quar-
ter, I
Ardea lingered lovingly on the clos-
Ing harmonles of & nocturne, and
when the final chord was struck her
bands lingered on the keys untll the
gweet volees of the strings had sung
themselves afar into the higher sound
beaven. Then she turned quickly and
surprised her anesthetized audience,

“¥ou poor things!" she laughed, *“In
another flve minutes the last one of
you have guccumbed. Why didn't some-
body stop me?”

The Iron-master sald something
about the heavy work of the day, and
helped his wife to her feet. The Major
came awake with a start and bestirred
himself hosplitably, and Miss Euphrasla
rose to speed the parting guesis—or.
rather, the two of them who had been
invited. In the drift éown the wide
hall Ardea feil behind with Tom, whom
Cousin BEuphrasin continued to ignore

“] came to tell you," he sald, in «
low tane, snatching his opportunity. “1
can't sgleep untll 1 bhave fought it out
4 you."
“l";;l'u'u don't deserve a hearing, even
from vyour hest feiend,” was her dis-
couraging reply: but when they were
door she gave him a formal re-

at the

prieve. 1 ghull walk for a few m]h:

yles on the portice to rest my :...r._-,.,..

ghe ssid “If you want to come La :k
LL]

He thanked her gravely, and went
pbediently when his mother called to
him from the steps, But an the Woodl-
lawn veranda he excused himself, and
when the door clogsed behind the two
in-goling, he swiftly recrossed the lawas
to pay the penalty.

The front Goor of the manor-housa
was shut and the broad, pillared porti-
co was untepunted. He sat down iIn
one of the rustle chairs. The door
opened and closed and Ardea stood be-
tore him. BEhe had thrown & wrap
over her shoulders, gnd the light from
the music-room windows Hluminated
her. There was counl .ur»n‘n, in the slate-
hlue eyes, but in Tom's thought she
had never uppe:xrvd more unutterably

peautiful and deslrable—and unattain-

e,
at..‘ have come,” ghe sald, In a tone

that cut him to the heart for It very
indifference. ‘“What have you to say
tor yourself?™

vp'm afrald I haven't left myyelt
much to gay,” he began, penltently. *I
was born foolish, and It seems that I

n't oulgrown It Bul, really, It you

hove i

would Know-——
8 "ll'nhu;-r!!s'. 1 do know,” she Inter-

rupted . "I I did not, | might listen to
you with betier patience.*

“1t did look pretty bad,” he confess-
pd.  “And that's what I wanted to say;
It looked & greal deal worse than It

; y know."

w?:. a:;d bound to believe what I see
with my own eyes,” she rejolned. "Per-
haps you can maka 1t appear that see-
ing is not belleving.”

wif course 1 gan‘t If you take that
attitude,” he complained. And then he
said frritably: *You talk alout friend-
ship! You don't know the meaning of
the word!"”

vig 1 dian‘t, 1 should hardly he here
at this moment,” she suggested. “You
don't seem 1o apprehend to u.rhat de-~
grading depths you have sunk.'

His sins in the business field ross
befgre him accusingly and prompted
his reply.

"X v&_l do; but that s another mat-
ter, We were gpeaking ‘of what yvou
shw this evening: Wil yYou let meé trs
o explain ™

“Yes, If you will tell the plain truth."

“Lacking Imagination, I can't do any+

thing else. Nan has haa a falling-out
with the old scamp of a moonshiner
who calls himeelf her father. She came
to me for help, and Yroke down In the
midst of telllng me about it. 1 can't
stand & woman's orylng any better than
other men™

“And that was all—absolutely all,
Tom ™ s

“l1 don't le—to you" he sald, briefly.

She gave him her hand with an Im-
pulsive return to the old comradeship.
“I belleve you, Tom; in the face of ali
the—the unilkeliness. But please don't
try me agaln. After what has happen-
ed—" ghe stopped In deference to some-
thing In his eyes, half anger, half ba-
wilderment, or a most skillful simuls-
tion of bhoth.

“Go on,” he sald; “tell me what has

happened. 1 seem to have mlssed
something.” 1
“No,” she sald, with sudden gravity.

‘T don't want to be vour acouser or
your confessor; and If you should try
to prevaricate, I should hate you!™

“"There Is nothing for me to confess
10 you, Ardea.” he sald, soberly, still
holding the hand she had given himn.
“You have known the worst of me, al-
ways and all along, I think"

“Yes, I have known,” she replied,
freelng the Imprisoned hand and tura-
ing from him. *“And I have been sorry,
sorry: pot leas for you than for poar
Nan Bryerson. You know now what I
thought—what I had to think—when 1|
saw you with her thls evening.”

It was slowly beating its way Into
hia brain, Little things, atoms of sug-
gestlon, wera separating themselves
from the mass of things disregarded to
cluster thlckly on this nucleus of re-
vealment: the old story of hils eom-
panying with Nan on the mountain:
his uncle's and Japheth’s accusation at
the time: and now the old moonshin-
er's enmity, Japheth’s meaning look
and distrustful sllence, Nan's appear-
ance with a child bearing hils owa
name, the glances askance In Hargls'
store when he was buying the little
stock of necessarles for the poor out-

cast. It was all plain enough.
“Tell me” he sald, thickly; “you
heard this: you belleved it Have I

been misjudging you?”

“Not more than I misjudged you.
perhaps. But that Is all over, now: I
am trusting you again, Tom. Only, as
I sald before, you mustn't try me tos
hard.” ;

“Let me understand,” he went on,
still in the same stralned tone. “Know-
ing this, or belleving It. you could still
find a place In your heart for me—you
could still forgive me, Ardea?”

“I could still be your friend; yes ™
she replied. *“T belleved—others believ-
ed—that your punlshment would be
great enough; there are all the coming
years for you to be sorry In, Tom. But
in the fullneas of time I meant to re-
mind you of your duty. The time has
come; you must play the man's part
now. What have you done with her?”

“Walt a moment. I must know one
other thing," he Insisted. “You hearsd
this before you went to Europe?*

“Long before*

“And It dldn't make any difference ‘n
the way you felt toward me?"

“It did; it made the vastest differ-
ence” They were pacing slowly
and down the portico, and she walted
until they had made the turn at the
Woondlawn end before she went on. '
thought | knew you when weé were boy
and glts together, and, glrl-like, I sup-
pose 1 had 1dealized you In some wayas.
I thought I knew Your wickedness, and
that they weré not weaknessos, s0-—80
I* was &4 miserable shock. But It Was
not for me to Judge you—only as you
might rise or sink from that desperate
starting point. When @I came home I
was sure that you had risen; I have
been sure of It ever since until—uniil
these few wretched hours to-night
They are past, and now I'm going o
e sure of It some more, Tom.”

“What if 1 should tell you that you
are mistaken?"

“Don’t,” she said, softly. “That would
only be smashing what Is left of the
fdeal 1 think I couldn't bear thae*

»And you've been calling this friend-
ship! Ardea, girl, It's lovel”

Ardea shook her head slowly.

*Nu," she rejoinéd, gravely, “At one
time I thought—I1 was afrald—that it
might be. But now 1 know it lsn't”

“How do you know 12"

“Pecause Jove, as I think of It, Is
stronger than the traditions, stronger

¥
ap

than anything else in the world. And
the traditions are still with me, T ad-
mit the existence of the soclal pals,

and as long as I live within It T have a
right to demand certain things of the
man who marries me."

“And love doesn't demand anything,"
he satd, putting the remainder of the
thought into worda for her. “"You are
right. If I could clear mysolf with a
word, T should not say L™

*Why 1

"Recause your-—loyalty, let us call I,
is too precious to be exchanged for
gnything else you could give me In
place of It—esteem, respeot, and all the
other well-behaved and virtuous be-
stowals"

*HBut the loyalty is based on tha ba.
iief that You are trying to earn the
well-behaved approvals” she econtln-
ued.

“No, it lso't It exists ‘In spite of
everything, und not ‘because of ang-
thing. The traditions may try to make
you stand It on the other leg, it's a
way they have; but the fact remalng”

vpne ‘traditions’ are nbout to send
me intg the house, and the principal
problem is yot uptouched. What bave
»you (one with Nancy 1

Fle told her briefly and exactly, adds
ing nothing and omitting nothing; and
her word for ft was “Imponsible”

“Don't you underatand?” she obleat-
ed. "1 may choose to belleve that this
home making for poor Nan and her
wall Is merely n bit of tardy Justica
On your part and honor you for It. But
nebody c¢lse will take that view of it
If you keep ber in that little eabin of
Yours, Mountaln View avenue will have
\ fit=and very properly.”

"1 don't see why It should,” he pro-
teeted, densely,

“Don't you? That's hiecause you r=s
sl g0 hopefessly  primeval. Peopls
won't glve you ercdit for the good mo-

tlve, You must think of some other
wav,*"

"SBupposing I say I don’'t eare a
hanf?" '

“"Oh, but you do. You have your

father and mother nnd wvnd me Lo con-
slder, hawever recklegs vou may be forr
youraelf and Nancy. You mustn't leave
her where she 18 for 4 single day.”

“I ean lenve her there 1£ 1 Uke, ID've
t6ld her she may stay as long as she
wants to"

“"No” she anld declalvely, "yvou will
hive n perfect hornete' nest about vour
sira. Every move vou mnke will be
watched and commentad on. Don't you
so¢ that you are plaving the part of tha
headstrong, ohstinate boy again?™

“Yet you think 1 oumht to provide
for Nan, In some way; how am [ golng
to do It unless I ignore the hornets?”

“Now vou are more reasonagle,” she
sald, approvingly. "1 shall ride to-
morrow mornlig, and If yYou should
happen to overtake me, we might think
up something."

The door was opening gently under
the pressure of her hand, but he was
loath to go.

“I wouldn't take Ave ndded years of
Iife for whint I've learned to-night, Ar-
dea.” he snld, passionately. And then:
“Hava you fully made up your mind to
marry Vincent Farley?

In the twinkling of an eye she was
another woman—<cold, unapproachabla,
with pride kindling as If she had re-
celved a mortal affront,

And then he hads her wood-night and
went his way with a lliting song of
triumph In hisa heart which not even
the chilling rebuff of the leave-taking
wes sufficlent to sllence,

“She loves mae! She would stlll love
me If she were ten times Vincent Far-
ley's wife!™ he sald, over and over lo
himself: the words were on hls lips
when he fe!l asleap, and they were still
ringing in hig ears the next morning at
dawn-break when he rose and made
ready to go to ride with her.

(To be contlnued.)

One Trip Nearly Pald for Schoouer,
were given Jd

Dealers at T whart
surprise when Capt. Horace Hillman
of the 14-ton schooner Eliza Benner
of BEdgartown offered 20,000 pounds of
fish to buyers at the exchange, No
one belleved that a schooner the size
of the Benner would attempt rounding
Cape Cod st this seascn s0 deeply
loaded. But the captaln had recently
purchased the vessel and thought it
he could reach Boston at a time of
high prices he might be able to nearly
pay her purchase price. i

Wwith five young men belonging to
Martha's Vineyard Capt. Hillman took
the schooner out on the ocean side of
Nantucket and In a short time fillad
the eraft to the hatches. The venture
proved so successful that the crew
earned about $30 each and the Ben-
ner akmost pald lor hersell.—Boston
Herald,

The Antiyulty of the Urgnan.

The organ I8 the most magnificent
and comprehensive of all musical in-
gtruments, While the plpes of Pan,
aside from that mythleal personage,
indleate a very ancient use of plpes as
a means of producing musical sounds,
the “water organ of the anclents” fur-
nishes to the student of organ history
the first tangible clew regarding the
remote evolution of the Instrument
In the second century the magripha,
an organ of ten plpea with a cruda
keyboard, 1s sald to have exlsted, but
accounts of this Inatrument are In-
volved in much obscurity. [t s aver-
red that an organ, the gift of Con-
gtantine, was in the possession of King
Pepin of France In 767, but Aldhelm,

0,

a monk, makes mention of an organ |

with “glit pipes” as far back as the
year 700,

The Little Things That Tell,

A SBouth Bide mother was dressing
for a tea the other aflernoon when tho
fropt door bell rang. She Instructed
the mald that If the visitor appeared
to be about to make a formal ecall to
gay she was not at home, But the
mother had not counted on the S-year
old daughter playing in the front
yard.

The mald, seclng a woman dressed
as if for calling, obeyed Instructions,

“She |8 not at home,"” the mald sald,

“Why, she 18, too, Miunis,” camé a
gharp lpterruption from the child on
the lawn. *“1 saw her lower the cur-
tain just now."

“pPerhaps she just came in”
mald responded weakly, “I'll sea,”

The situstion was saved by the fact
that the visitor was the mother's sia
tar, whom the meald dld not know,—
Kansas Clty Star,

A"Ilw Tomh of tachel,

Writing from the Holy Land, a cor-
respondent of the Phlladelphia FEx-
ponent has this to say about the tomb
of Rachel, which ls marked by & mo-
morial, the funds for which came from
Bir Moses Monteflors: “Two hours'
journey to the south of Jerusalem, on
the road toward Hebron, stands u
small fortress called Barak, beslde tie
gate of which are three tanks [or the
reception and preservation of rain
water., Near thls fortreas, beslde a
gpring, stands a house sald to have
been built by King Solomon, and a
mile and a half farther south Is the
tomb of Hachel"

the

A hog's habit of scrutebing itself
agalnst a post has led to ..o Inven
tion of an automatic disinfector for
animals, which it sprays as they rub
sgainst & supporting column,

—

'IN A FAR
COUNTRY

By Temple Bailey

f L
(Copyrighted, 1010, by Associnted Literary Pross)

Over her cakes and coffes Cynthin
admitted her homeslckness. Parls
was the place of her dronms. #Hhe
bad thought her little home town
dull, but it was nothing to this
droary waste of cathodrals and art
gallerles, with every one speaking a
strange language.

Iverett Batcheller had told
how It would be, but Cynthia had had
her mlnd set on A year abroad, and
gho had scraped and saved, and had
at least attnlned the fulfillment of
her desire

But, In her planning, she had for
provide for friendships.

her

gotten to
Cynthia was a friendly little soul,
[and all her life she had had nelgh

bors and church assoclates who car
rled her off to meetings, and club
colleagues who consulted her sbout
things. At home she was n very
much occupled and rather important
person.

But here she was nothing. The
people at the boarding house turned
up thelr noses at her, and an English
girl had openly insulted her on the
Fourth of July.

Cynthia had written to Everett of
the latter incldent.

But Everett waa not entlrely sym-
pathetie, "You know that wherever
you go the eagle screams, Cynthia”™
her told her. “You ought to stay in
your own country, and among your

own people, If you want to be happy.”
“Her own people!” That sentence
stayed In Cynthin's miod long after

“Look Here, Let's Go Around Togeth-
er a Bit.”

she had tucked away the letter in her
trunk for safekeeping.

“I'd rather see a famillar face than
all the portraita in the Louvre,” she
mused forlornly.

As If In answer to
form darkened the doorway of
pastry shop, a halting volee asked In
very bad French for cakes and coffee,
and with a hesltating atep a very
large lady came and sat down at the
next table to Cynthin

Cynthia, eyeing hor with some ocurl-
osity, decided that she was an Amer
Il(‘ms. There was an unmistnkable alr
labout her clothes; there was lesa fin-
lish than in the attire of a French-
woman, and more of style than is
possible for an Englishwoman.
| There was tragedy In the face. and
lwhen the coffoe came and the cikes,
g2 gleh made Cynthia bold.

her wish, n

“May I ecome over and talk to
vou?” she asked frankly ‘'m aw
fully homesick, and I'm pretly sure

you are an American”

The face beamed. “My dear” sho
enid, "you hnve saved my |ife 1
think T should have dled if 1 bhad hag
to gtring out another French son-

lence. My tongue aches with Lwist-
ing It.”

Cynthia laughed, “Colng abroad
|-':an'! all 1t 18 eracked up to be, is 11"
she nsked. "1 have been homesick

pver since 1 landed.”

“Have vyou really?™ the stra nEer
|confided. “Well, It's the same with
me. I'm used to having my friends

|-ﬂll‘:llf me—hut after my husband died
and his mines turned out Ko well
ir-\‘t-:‘ﬂunh‘ sald 1 ought to travel—to
|bronden my mind, But | wasn't made
|to bronden my mind; 1 was made to
|-'.!l on my front porch and fan on hot
days, and to go In my kitchen and
bake better buns than these on the
ronl ones.”

Cynthla laughed, *I feel that way
myself. 1 Just long to bake n pot of
henns or a clam chowder, and some
times when I've been visiting tombs
and things I'd glve anything for a
cun of my own ten."

“Now that'a Just the way 1 feep»
gald the other. “Look here, lot's ¢n
laround together a bit. Mavhe things
lwonld be better If we had somebody
I!n talk It over with" \

Things went so  well thal, on the
gecond day, the two fook ga small
apartment together, with a tUdy sery-
ant In cobharge; and together they
went the rounds of slghtsecing, find-
ing & certaln sutisfuction In thair
gommon complaint against this Very
toreign town, and in thelr common
gnthusiasm over the home country,

“Hut 1 wouldn't tell Everett tor
anything," Cynthla confessed tq her
triend. “He told me how It would be
and 1 wouldn't belleve hm ]
thought It would be 1fke falryland,

but 1 dldn't understand that fairy-
land would be lonely without
e

the |

wyes, It would. But who Is Bver

.tt,"
“Hverett |s the man who wants te

marry me” Cynthis  sald, with
knitted brows. “Dut 1'd rather teach.®

“Goodness graclous,” oried = the
other woman, “why don't you marry
him? Any woman can teach, but It
jsn't every one who hus & man to
love her”

Cynthia Innghed. “1  bulleve I'm
half in love with him, But he isn’
broadminded, He's perfectly con
fent to stay In that lttle town and
stagnato.”

“There are worse things,” sald the
wise companion, “than stagnating.
Think twiee boefore you turn Hverett
down."

“I am perfectly contented as I am,”
pald Cyothia, “and since I met you |
am begluning to enjoy the tombs and
the ‘Tulleries."

“It's the same with me; but you
and shouldn't feal that

Are  yYoung,
| way."

in the midst of thelr satisfaction,
the elder woman fell 1ll, and, in

gquernlous fashlon demanded home

cooking.

Cynthia, rising to the occasion, dis
missed the French mald, and, after
gome difMoulty, found an English
girl who ngroed to follow American
recipes. By means of much depend-
ence on eanned goods and dried prod.
ucts, a menu of baked beans and
clam chowder, of codllsh cakes and
corn bread was made possible.

The days were cool, and, with the
| magazines fronme home, and some sim-
l;-Ih pewing, the two allens spent their
days happlly.

“I don't seem to care for art gal
leries and things,” sald Cynthia; "It
s #o nice here under the lamplight”

In her letters to Everatt, however,
she still kept up her semblance of
sightsecing enthusinsm. “I'm not go
ing to let him crow over me, she
decided.

But he 4ld not crow over me, for
suddenly his weekly lotters ceased
and Cynthin began to realive, after s
month of sllence, that it bad been his
lotters that had kept her content.

*1 ean't understand,” she said one
night, “what has become of Everett”

“fle has probably found somebody
else, No man {8 golng to stand being
| treated as you have treated him.”

Under cover of darkness Cynthia
wept o lttle. Bhe began to under
stand what Everett had really meant

|to her, Bhe knew now that the
| vislon of her future had always
shown her in a circle of friendly

| faces {n ber home town, with Everett
| by her slde.

He was so much in her thoughts
he walked one morning
she met

that when
into the Parls apartment,
| him without surprise.

“Oh, dear, I have wanted you mso,”
she said

“I knew 1t.” was his sympathetie
response. “You and 1 belong to each
other, Cynthia, and even the - seas
couldn't really separate us."

After the first raptures, Cynthia
introduced him to her companion.

*“l have had her In training.” the
| matron stated. I wish you could see
the way we llve, Wao sew and read
and eat Amerfcan dishes, and 1f It
wasn't for the fact that we can see
Notre Dame from our windows {in-
| stead of the Baptist church spire, we
| wouldn't know whether we were In

Parts or in Plke's Cornera.™
[ “Why—s0 we wouldn't,” Cynthia
cried. “1 don't belleve | am as broad-
minded as I thought, Everett.”

"Well, yon are  broadminded
enough for me,"” Everett stated. “And
now, If you don't mind, Cynthia, we
will get married, and continue this
forelgn tour together*

“And I'! go home and get thinge
ready for youw" sald the other. 1
| wanted an excuse and this s the

beat ever, and 1 guess Cynthin and I

will have more fun talking over our

experiences on your fropt poreh than
in lving them in a fur country.”

TEACHING A CROW TO TALK

if His Tongue Is Split Stralght Down
the Middle Lengthwise He Can
Bpeak Better.

“You know, of course'" sald the
man in the muackintosh, “that you can
| tench n crow to talk™

Sllence gave negatlon to this propo-
kitlon.

“It's 8o, anyhow." he persisted; “"but
If you slit his tongue stralght down
the middle, lengthwise, he can talk a
good deal better. Why, I've seen that
thing tested. A nelghbor of mine, a
college professor, had a crow that
could speak several worda,. He had
s tongue slit, and when the tongue
got well the bird could say almost
anything the professor wanted It to
wny."”

“Did It perch upon the bust of Pale
las, fust above the—-"

“Cut that out! I'm telllng you
something that actually took place.”

“INAd the bird talk iteeolf to death?”

“Did It talk the professor 1o death ™

“Could 1t slng two parts?™

“DId 1t vde words that had & doy-
ble y

“"Gentlemen,” Interrupted the man
In the mackintosh, “you make me in-
tensoly wenry, The professor, it is
true, gave the bird away. A barten-
der has it now."

“What was the trouble?” inquired
the man with the green goggles,

“"He eouldn't make It talk gram-
matically. It split {ts infinitives ™

Bometimes Happens,
"He's been around the world any
yot you never hear him tell about his
experlencen”

“Maybe he was chased around the

world by detectives.
-
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