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CHAPTER XXIIL—(Continued).

Later In the day, Tom crossed. the
plke to the onk-shingled office of the
Chiawagsce Consolldated. His father
wiis deep In the new wage scale sub-
mitted by the miners’ unlon, but he
sat up and pushed the paperss away
when his son entered.

“Have you seen this morning Trib-
une’' asked Tom, tiking the paper
from his pocket,

"No:; T don't make out to find much
time for |t before [ get home o' nights,"
sald Caleh, “Anything doin'?"

“Yen; they mre having a hot time In
Chieago and Pullman, The strike is
apreading all over the country on sym-
pathy lnes.”

“Reckon {t'll get down to us in any
way ™ querled the {ron-master.

“You ecan't tell. I'd be a little ensy
with Ludlow and his outfit on that
wage scale, If 1 were you, We don‘t
want a row on our hands just now,
Farley might make caplital out of ir.*

Tom took an electric car for tha foont
of 1T ahannr an tha line sannnacting with
the Inclined rallway running up the
mountain to Crestcliffe Inn. He had
not seen Ardea since the midwinter
night of soul-awakenings; and Alecto’s
finger was still pressing on the wound
infllcted by the closed doors of Moun-
tain View avenue and his father's dis-
directed sympathy.

He found Major Dabney on the hotel
veranda, and hls welcome was not
scanted here, at least, The moment
belng ausplelous, Tom sounded the
maater of the Dear Trace coal lands on
the reorganization scheme, and found
nothing but complalsance, Whatever
rearrangement commended Itself  to
Tom and hls fathen and to Colonel
Duxbiury Farley, would be acceptabla
to the Major.

"I reckon I ean trust you, Tom, and
my ve'y gaod friend, youh fatheh,
witteh out for Ardea’s little fo'tune,”
was the way he put it. 1 had planned
to wmlve her a little suhprise on her
wedding-day: suppose you have the
lawyehs muake out that block of new
stock to Mistresa Vincent Farley In-
stend of to me?”

“Of course, Major Dabney, If you say
eo. Dlut wouldn’t It be more prudeat
to make it over In trust for her and
her children before she becomes Mra
Farley "

*Tell me, Tom. have you had youh
guspielons In that qua‘teh, too? I'm
apeaking In confldence to a family
friend, suh

“It Is Just as well to be on the safe
side,” sald Tom, evaslvely., There was
enough of the uplift left to make him
reluctant to strike hils enemy In tha
dark.

“No, suh, that fsn't what I mean.
You've had youh susplelons aroused.
Tell me, sul, what' they are.”

“Suppose you tell me yours, Major,”
smiled the younger man.

Major Dabney became reflectivels
reminigcent. “I don't know, Tom, and
that's the plain fact Looking back
oveh ouh acquaintance, thah's nothlng
in that young man for me to put a fin-
geh on; but, Tom, I tell you In confi-
dence, suh, I'd glve five yeahs of my
old life, If the good Lord has that many
mo' In Hls book for me, if the blood
of the Dpbneys dldn't have to be—uh—
mingled with that of these heah Yan-
kees. 1 would, for a faet, suh'”

“Then you'll let me place your third
of the new stock In trust for her and
her children?” he sald. "That will ba
best, on all accounts, Dy the way,
where shall 1T find Mliss Ardea?"

“She's about the place, somewhahs,”
wis the reply; and Tom passed on to
the electric-lighted lobby to send his
eard in search of her.

Cliinee saved him the trouble. Some
one was pluving In the musle-room and
he recognized her touch and turned
aelde to stand under the lopped por-
tieres., She was alone, and agnin, os
many tinies before, It eame on him with
the sense of discovery that she was
radiantly beautiful—that for him sha
hid no peer wmong women, There
was no greeting, no welcoming Hght in
the sinte-blue eves; and she did not
sBeem 1o BeE “']'l!.'ll he came nearer and
offered to shake hands.

“I've Leen talking to your grandfath-
er for an hour or mory,” he began, "and
I was Just going to send my card after
you, Haven't you a word of welcome
for me, Ardea?"

“Do you think you deserve a walcoma
from any self-respecting woman?'" she
asked, In low tones,

“Why shouldn't I?" he demanded
“Whut have 1 done to make every
woman I meet look at me as If I were
a leper?”

You know very weoll what you have
done,” she sald evenly. “If you had a
gpark of manhood left In you, you
would know what a dastardly thing you
are dolng now In coming here to see
me,"

“Well, 1 don't,” he returned, dogged-
1. “And anocther thing: I'm not to be
put off with hard words. 1 ask you
agnin what has happened? Who has
been Iying about me this time?*™

"You were intending to walk down 1o
the valley?" she asked.

He nodded.

“T will walk with you to the oliff
edee

It was a short hundred yards, and
there were many abroad In the grav-
eled walks: lovers In palrs, and groups
of young penple pensive or chattering.
So It wns not until they stood on the
very battlements of the western eliff
that they were meagurably alone,

“Has no one told you what hiappen-
ed lnst March—on the day of the lea
storm?" she asked, coldly.

ll-\‘o‘ll

“T used to think T knew you” she
sald, faltering, “but I don't, Why don't
you despise hypocrisy and doublesdenl-
Ing as you used to?"

“T do; more heartily than ever."

“Tom, It 18 a terrible thing to say—
and your punishment wtil be terrible.
But you must marry Nancy!"

He was standing on the brink of the
eliff, looklng down on Paradlse Valley,
spread llke a sllver-stched may far
below In the moonlight. The flare and
sough of the furnace at the {ron-works
came and went with regular Intermit-
tency; and Jjust beyond the group of
Chiawassea stacks a tlny orange spot
Bppenred and disappeared like s wili-
o'-the-wisp. He was staring down at
the curious spot when he sald:

“if 1 may that I hove no duty toward
Nan, you will belleve it Is a lle—as
you d4ld once before. Have you ever
reflected thut It Is possible to trample
on love untll It dles—even such love as
I bear you?"

“It 18 a ahame for you to speak of
such things to me, Tom. Consider
what I have endured—what you have
made me endure. People sald 1 was
standing by you, condoning a sin that
no right-minded young woman should
condone. 1 bore It because 1 thought,
I belleved, you were gorry. And ut
that very time you weres decelving me
—decelving every one. You have drag-
ged me In the very dust of shame!"

“There 18 no shame eave what we
muke for ourselves,” he retorted. One
day, according to your creed, we shall
stand naked before your God, and be-
fore each other, In that day you will
know what you have done to me to-
night. No, don't speak, please; let me
finlsh, The last time we were together
you gnve me a strong word, and—and
you kissed me, For the sake of that
word and that klss 1 went put into the
world a different man. For the lttle
fragment of your love that you gave
ing then, I have llved a different man
from that day to thls,. Now wyou shall
sep what I shall be without It.”

Before he had finlshed she had turn-
ed from him gasplng, choking, strang-
ling In the grip of o mighty passion,
new-horn and yet not new. With tha
suddenness of a reveallng flash of
lightning she understood; knew that
she loved him, that she had been lov-
ing him from childhood, pot because,
but In spite of everything, as he had
once deflned love. It was terrible,
heartbreaking, soul-destroying. Bha
called on shame for help, but shame
had fled. She waas cold with a horrible
fenr lest he should find out and she
ghould be forever lost in the bottomless
pit of humiliation,

It was the sight of the little orange-
colored spot glowing and growlng he-
yond the Chiawassee chimneys that
saved her.

“Look!" she cried. “Isn't that a fire
down in the valley just acrossa the pike
fiom the furnace? It Ix a fire!"

He made a fleld-glass of his hands
apod looked long and steadlly.

“You are quite right,” he sald. cool-
Iy. "It's my foundry. Can yon get
back to the hotel alone? If you can,
Tl take the short cut down through
the woods. Good-night, and—good-
by." And before she could reply, he
had lowered himself over the coliff'a
edge and was crashing through the un-
derbrush on the slopes below,

CHAPTER XXIII.

If Thomas Gordon, opening hia eyes
to consclousness on  the mld-week
morning, felt the surpriss which might
naturnlly grow out of the sight of Ar-
dea sltting In a low rocker at his bed-
gide, he did not evince It, possibly be-
cnuse there were other and more per-
plexing things for the tired braln to
grapple with firat,

For the moment he did not stir or
try to speak. There was a long dream
somewhere In the past tn which he had
been lost In the darkness, stumbling
and groping and calling her to
come and lead him out to life and
Ught. It must have been a dream, he
argued, and perhaps thls was only a
continuation of It. Yes, no: ghe was
thera In visible presence, bending over
a tiny embroidery frame; and they
were alone together.

“Ardea!” he sald, tremuloualy,

She looked up, and her eyes were
like coollng wellsprings to quench the
fever firea In his

“You are better, she sald, rising.
' go and call your mother,"

“SValt a minute, he pleaded; then
his hand found the bandage on his
forehead. “What happened to me?”

"Ion't you remember? Two  men
tried to rob you last Saturday evening
as you were coming home. One of
them strick you"

“Saturday? And thlas |s—>

“This Is Wednesday"

The cool praciseness of her replieg
eut him to the heart He did not need
{o ask her why she had come. It was
mere neighborliness, and not for him,
but for his mother. He remembered
the Baturday evening quite clearly
now: Japheth's shout; the two men
springing on him; the instant just pre-
eading the erash of the blow when he
had recognized one of hils assallanta
and guessed tha ldentity of the other.

“It was no more than right that you
should come,” he sald, bitterly. “It
wias the least you could do, since your

She was moving toward the door, and
his ungrateful outburst had the effect
of stopping her. But she did not go
back to him.

T owe your mother anything she
likes to psk” she affirmed, in the same
colorless tone.

“And you owe me nothing at all, you
would say. I might controvert that,
Hut no matter; we have passed the
Saturday and have come to the Wed-
nesday. Where Is Norman? Hpand
hie been hera?"

“"He has been with you almost con-
stantly from the first. He wus here
legs than an hour ago.”

“Where is he now?

8he hesitated, *There 1s urgency of
some kind In your bustnesa affalrs
Your tather spent the night In South
Tredegar; and a lttle while ago he
telephoned for Mr. Norman—from the
lron-works, I think." BShe had moved
awny oagiln, and her hund was on the
door-knoh,

“You are In a despernte hurry,
aren't you? he gritted; though the
testh-grindlng was from the pain I
cost him to move. “Would you mind
handing me that desk telephone before
you go?

“If you wish to speak to some one,
perhaps | could do it for you," she sug-
gested, quite In the tralned nurse tone.

“If you could streich your good=-wil
to—to my mother—that far,” he sall.
“Please call my office—number five-
twenty-slx-G—and ask for Mr. Nor-
man."

Bhe complied, but with only a strange
young woman stenographer at the oth-
er end of the wire, & word of explana-
tlon was necessary. “This ls Mias
Dabney. at Woodlawn. Mr, Gordon 18
better, and he wjishes to say—what did
you want to say7?" she asked, turning
tc him.

“Just ask what's golng on; If It's
Norman you've got, he'll know," said
Tom, sinking back on the plllows.

What the stenographer had to say
took some little time, and Ardea's col-
or came and went In hot flashes and
her eves grew large and thoughtful as
she lstened. When she put the ear-
plens down and spoke to the sick man,
her tone was kinder,

“There la an Important business
meeting golng on over at the furnace
offiee, and Mr, Norman s there with
your father,” she sald. “The stenog-
rapher wants me to ask you about
some papers Mr., Normun thinks you
rmay have, and——"

She stopped In deference to the yel-
low pallor that was creeping llke a cu-
rlous mask over the face of the man
In the bed. Through all the strain of
the last twenty houra she had held her-
selt well In hand, dolng for him only
what shas might have done for & sick
and suffering stranger. But there wero
Himits beyond which love refused to be
driven.

“Tom!" she gasped, rising qulckly to
go to him,

“Walt,” he muttered; “let me pull
myself together. I—I'm weaker than &
girl,” he whispered, “Vince—Il mean
the thug, hit me a lot harder than ha
needed to. What was I saying?—oh,
yes: the papers. Wil you—will you
go over there In the corner by the door
and look behlnd the mopboard? You
will find & plece of It sawed so It will
come out. In the wall behind it there
ought to he a package.

Bhe found it readlly—a thick packet
gecurely tied with heavy twine and a
little charred at the corners,

Shat's 1L he sald, weakly. “Now
one more last favor; please send Aunt
‘Phrony up a8 you go down. Tell her
I want my clothes."

“You are not going to get up?” she
sald.

“Yes, I mugt; I'm due this minute at
that meeting down yonder."

“Indeed, you shall do no such Insane

thing!" she cried. "What are you
thinking of!"
"Ligten!* he commanded., *My fath-

er has worked hard all his life, and he's
right old now, Ardea. If I should fall
him—but 'm not going to. Pleass send
Aunt 'Phrony." .

She consented Annlly, and as she was
lenving him, she said:

*1 hope your mother is still asleep.
She was here with vou all night, and
Mr. Norman and I mode her go to bed
at daybreak. If you must go, get out
of the house as quletly as vou ean, and
I'll have Pete and the buggy walting
for you at the gate”

(To be contlnued.)
Good Filling.

“Strange bow some fellows look at
things."

*“How now!"

“Well, there's young Gately, walting
for dead men's shoes; he never ean
fill them in the world."

“But he expects they will be stuffed
out with glitedged honds."—Boaton
Herald.

Unusunl,.
Bacon—What in the world Is that
rooster crowlng so about?
Bghert—Why, hes just dlacovered
an egg that's never been in cold stor
age—Yonkers Statesmnn,

Nature's Own Proceas.
He—Do you use¢ pasteurized milk?
Bhe—I1 suppose s0. It comes from a

pasturelzed cow, anyway.—Boston
Evening Transcriot,

ARIS—Some of the
latest designs ap-
proved by the great
dressmakers and tall
ors of Paris reveal un-
expected polnts,

Quite the roge of
the hour, for visiting
dresees, 18 the long, |

' =3 stralght, overdross
which s half a tunic and half 2
princess robe. These qualnt gnrments
are molded to the figura without being
actunlly udghtfitting, and very fre-
quently they are hemmed with a band
of fur.

Indeed, we find bands of fur here,
there and everywhere on the newest
and mogt costly models, with the
natural result that these garments
can be guitably worn without any man-
tle or wrap.

With regard to the new straight tu-

robe, it must be sald that when per-
tectly cut and fitted it is exceedingly
smart. The fact that it Is not actual
ly ught-fitung gives it & vyaguo and
pleturesque outline,

The Japanese Sleeve.

A curious fact in connection with
these close fitting tunles, and the same
holds good of the modified directolre
styles, is the Introduction of the Jap-
anese slesve, We find fhese pretty
sleeves, cut In one piece with the bod-
fee on all sorts and conditlons of
dresses; In fact, for any but a tallored
costume It {s the exception to find n
| sleeve which has been stitehed into the
armhola,

For example, take an afternoon re-
ception dress by Rouff—a very charm-
fng model. The materinl wne gaxe blue
gatin striped with black velvet. The
robe woe short wadsted and directoire
In outline except the sleeves, which
were quite Japanese, They reached a
little below the elbows and were fin-
Ighed off with a narrow band of sable,
slmilar bands appearing on the round
collar und algo on the deep hem of
blnck velvet which finlshed off the
round skirt. An attractive Htem of this
dress was the folded band of Llack
satin which formed the watstbhand,
with long ends falling to the hem of
the dresa In front,

Another admirable receptlon dress,
by the sanme artist, was composed of
blue nattier satin cloth, the skirt belng
tight and round, tho slmple material
being arranged (n a long tablier In
front. This tabller was edged with
bandas of ellver fox and these bands
were passed over the shoulders ut
the walst band with a broad buckle of
blue enamel. The waist llne of this
dress was quite high and the sleeves
were long and rather tight, with bands
of fur aranged to elmulnte & gauntlet
cuff,

In Khaki-Colored Velvet.

Yet another dress of the same or-
der was composed of khakl-colored vel.
vet, with a narrow band of black fox
at the extreme hem of the round skirt,
and, at the knees, n wide Insertion of
khaki-colored venetlan gulpure., The
bodlce portlon was absolutely plain,
with a band of fur at the throat, but
the Japanese sleeves had an Ingertion
of gulpure just above the elbows, and,
Just below, a band of black fox.

We have been told by persons In
supposed authority that round skirts
are no longer consldered correct for
afterncon wear, for visits, receptiony,
ete.; but In complete opposition to this
statement comes the obvious fact that
our best dressmakers are glvlng thelr
approval to just these very costume:
and that they are making them for
thelr best cllents,

Of Classie Design,

Some of the pewest alterno
gowns, for Indoor wear, are almour
clagsie In  thelr outline, They are

composed of excecdingly supple ma
terial, such as Hberty satin, silk erope,
chiffon velvet, ete, and they oling to
the figure In a fasclnating mwanper

which would have delighted the Em-
press Josephine. As o rule the bodiess
of these robes are held in place, ot

the walst by a narrow snsh of ribbon
or by a sllken cord.  The walst llne s
almost suways very high, and the nap-
row sash Is Introduecd high up, almost
under the arms. These dresses glve
an Impression of youthful simpliclty,
and they are undoubledly effective
when worn by married women,

The Ilea of allowing the satin bod-
fee to remaln uncovered while the
akirt of the same material Is complete-
ly velled In gauze, Is orlginal as well
as modern,

At some of the recent roce meetings
many really beaotiful tolleta have
been worn. For example, at Long-
champs, when the prix du Prince d'Or.
ange was run, the weather was superb,
and all the most notable soclety lead-
ers wene present. A notable number
of black satin tallored suldes were
worn, and one of the most effective of

MODES of ke MOMENT

nle, which Is as long as a princess

these was that of Princess Duleep-
Singh, The gkirt was round and cling-
ing, and the smart coat, of medium
length, had large directoire revera and
cuffs, A dalnty cravat of old yellow
lnce appeared at the throat and the
princess wore a large flat hat of eream
colored felt, trimmed with a searf of
yellow lace and a couple of large
TOSEHs,
Black Velvet Popular.

Baroness Raoul de Prescourt alse
wore a cout and skirt of heavy black
siitln with a superb stole and muff of
blnck fox and a big pleture bat of
black velvet loaded with feathers,

Hlack nand navy blue costumes had
it all their own way that afternoon,
and black velvet gowns were very
much in evidence.

I have seen coats and skirts in
maolo gray corduroy which were as sen-
sonable as they were beautiful, and
Redfern I8 just now making ldea)
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taflored sults in twine-colored velours,
with  large revers of twine-coloted
guede embroldered In heavy sills.

At Longchamps one has a good op-
portunity of judging the popularity of
black and white materials and black
nnd white combinations generally. The
inrge blnck felt, or velyet hat, trim-
med with handsome white feathers, is
rapldly becoming a sort of uniform
md the same may be sald of turban
oques,  Wherever black enn be com-
ined with white we find the two min-
ced and our ultrn smart Parislennes

¢ now nppearing in black velvet cos
umes, made In the princess tunle
ivle already deserlbed, In conjunction
vith stoles, muffs and turbans of er-
nine, And then on the other hand
nothing Is consldered more correct
(han the severely-tallored sult necoms
panied by blnck fox furs and a large
Mat hat of black velyet, , Black on
white and white on black; these are
the orders of the autocrats of the Rue
de la Palx this season, nnd It must be
ndmitted that the Parlsiennes seem
willing to obey them,

White Champis Gloves.

1 must not neglect to draw attention
to the fact that white chamols
goves, especlally for morning wenr,
are very fashlonable, They are worn
with tallored pults of all kinds, but
they are especlally effective with white
sorge coats and skirts, or, In the after-
noon, with one of the black valvet
silts mentloned above. These gloves
nlmost always have gauntlets, though
vot always stiff ones, and the smart
thing 18 to have them a size too large
go that they can be drawn on and off
with the ease of riding gloves.

An evening gown of faded rose satin
fs shown In the I{llustration. The
overdress {s embroldered in milk white
garnet and steel beads. Head-dress
of old lnce caught at the sldes with

pearl ornaments.
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