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CHAPTER XXV11. (Continued.)

It was well beyond the Wooulawn
nlnner-hou- r before be could muster up
the courage to cross the lawns to Deer
Trace. Wo word had passed between
him and Ardea since the September af-

ternoon when he had overtaken her t
the church door counting as nothing

' the effort she had make to speak to
him on the night of vengeance.

bhe was sitting at the piano In the
otherwise deserted music-roo- m when
lie entered; and she broke a chord in
he middle to give him both of her
Ands, and to say. with eyes shining,

as If the rescue were a thing of yes-

terday:
"O Toml I knew you had It In you!

It was line!"
"Hold on," he said, a bit unsteadily.

"There must ,be no more misunder-
standings. What happened that night
three weeks ago, luiu lo uapyeu,
five minutes before It happened I wis
wondering If I could aim straight
enough In the light from the slag-p- ot

to hit him. And I fully meant to do
It"

"I I was afraid," she faltered. "I
knew, you know Japheth had told me,
In in Justice to you. That was why I
ran across the lawn and called to you."

"Looking it all over, I don't see thaj
there is much to choose between me
and the men I've been hunting down.
They went after the things they need-
ed, without much compunction for oth-
er people; and so did I. On the night
of the on the night when you called
to me and I wouldn't answer, I was
going down to rub it in; to tell them
they were in the hole and that I had
put them there. I met a man at the
gate who told me what Japheth told
you. It made a demon of me, Ardea.
I took the man's gun and followed
Vincent around the yard. I meant to
kill him."

"The provocation was very great,"
he said, evenly. "Why didn't you do

It, Tom?"
"Now you've cornered me: I don't

know why I didn't. I had only to walk
away and let him alone when the time
tame. The slag-spilli- would have
settled him. But I couldn't do it"

"Of course you couldn't," she agreed,
convincingly. "God wouldn't let you."

"He lets other men commit murder;
one a day, or such a matter."

"Not one of those who have named
His name, Tom as you have."

"Now that it's all over, the taste of
It is like sawdust in the mouth; I'll
admit that much. I'm free; 'free amon
the dead, like the slain that He in the
grave,' as David put It when he had
sounded all the depths. Is that being
sorry."

"No I don't know," she confessed.
"You think I ought to go back to

first principles: get down on my knees
and agonize over it? Sometimes I

wish I could be a boy long enough to
do Just that thing, Ardea. But I can.t.
The mill won't grind with the water
that has passed."

"But the stream isn't dry," she as-

serted, taking up his figure. "What
will you do now? That 1b the ques-
tion: the only one that is ever worth
asking."

"They took to the woods, the waste
places, the deserts those men of old
who didn't understand. Some of them
went blind and crazy and died there;
and some of them had their eyes open-
ed and came back to make the world a
little better for their having liven in
It I'm minded to try it"

"You are going away?"
"Yes; out to the 'beyond' in Northern

Arizona. There is a new iron field out
there to be prospected, and Mr. Clark-so- n

wants me to go and report on It.
And that brings us back to business.
May I talk business cold money busi-
ness to you for a minute or two?"

"If you like," she permitted. "Only
I think the other kind of talk is more
profitable."

"A curious thing has come to pass
quite a miraculous thing, in fact Chla-wasse- e

will pay the better part of Its
debts and and redeem its stock; or
some of it, at least." He rose and
stood beside her. "Isn't it a thousand
pities that Colonel Duxbury couldn't
have held on to his shares Just a little
longer?"

"Yes; he is an old man and a broken
one, now." Ther6 was a sob in her
voice, or he thought there was. But it
was only the great heart of compas-
sion that missed no object of pity.

"True; but the next best thing is to
have the young woman who marries
Into the family bring It back with her,
don't you think? Here is a check for
what Mr. Farley's stock would have
sold for before the troubles began. It's
made payable to you because well, for
obvious reasons: as I have said, he lost
out."

"You are still the headlong. Impulsive
boy, aren't you?" she said, not alto-
gether approvingly. "You are paying
this out of your own money."

"Well, what If I am?"
"If you are, It is either a Just resti-

tution, or It Is not In either case, I
can not be your

"Now look here," he argued; "you've
rot to be sensible about this. There'll
be four of you, and at least two Incom-
petents: and jrwu've tot to hare money
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to live on. I made Colonel Duxbury
lose It and "

"Not another word, If you please. I
can't do your errand In this, and I
wouldn't if I could."

"You think I ought to be generous
and give it to him, anyway, do you?"

"I don't presume to say," was the
cool rejoinder. "When you have come
fully to your right mind, you will know
what to do, and how to go about it"

He crumpled the check, thrusting It
into his pocket and made two turns
about the room before he said:

"I'll see them both hanged first!"
"Very well; that Is your own affair."
He fell to walking again, and for

iuii minute ine silence-wa- s nroken only
by the murmur of men's voices In the
library adjoining. The Major had com-
pany, It seemed.

'This Is 'good-by- ,' Ardea; I'm going

said, when the silence had begun to
rankle unbearably.

"You've hurt me," she declared turn-
ing again to the window.

"You've hurt me, more than once,"
he retorted, raisins; his voice more than
he meant to; and she faced about
quickly, holding up a warning finger.

"Mr. Hennlkr and Mr. Young-Dickso- n

are in tne library with grandpa
They wll hear you."

"I don't care. I came here ht

with a heart full of what few good
things there are left in me, and you
you are so wrapped up in that beggar
that I didn't kill "

"Hush!" she commanded, Impera-
tively. "Grandfather has not heard:
he knows nothing, and he must

"nev
The murmur of voices in the adjoin-

ing room had suddenly become a storm,
with the smooth tones of Mr. Hennlker
vainly trying to allay It In the thick
of it the door of communication flew
open and a white-haire- d,

figure of wrath appeared on the
threshold. For a moment Tom's boy-

ish awe of the old autocrat of Deer
Trace came uppermost he was
tempted to run away. But the wrath
was not directed at him. Indeed, the
Major seemed not to see him.

"What's all this I'm hearing now fo'
the ve'y first time about these heah
low-dow- n, schemln' scoundrels that
want to mix thet-u- h whlte-nigge- h

blood with ouhs?" he roared at Ardea,
quite beside himself with passion.
"Wasn't It enough that they should use
my name and rob my good friend Ca-
leb? That snlvelln' young houn'-do- g

must pay his cou't to you while "
The ' Major's face had been growing

redder, and he choked In sheer poverty
of speech. Moreover, Tom had come
between; had taken Ardea in his arms
protectingly and was fronting the fire-

brand Dabney like a man.
"That's enough, Major," he said, de-

fiantly. "You mustn't say things you'll
be sorry for after you cool down a bit.
Miss Ardea Is like the king: she can
do no wrong."

There was a gasping pause, the
sound of a big man breathing hard,
followed by the slamming of the door,
and they were alone together again,
Ardea crying softly, with her face hid-
den on the shoulder of shielding.

"Oh, Isn't it terrible?" she sobbed;
and Tom held her the closer.

"Never mind," he comforted. "You
know he will be heartbroken when he
comes to himself. You are his one ewe
lamb, Ardea."

"I know," she faltered; "but O Tom!
it was so unnecessary; so wretchedly
unnecessary! It's it's more than two
whole months since since Vincent'
Farley broke the engagement, and "

He held her at arm's length to look
at her, but she hid her face In "ier
hands.

"Broke the engagement!" he exclaim-
ed, almost roughly. "Why did he dJ
that?"

She stood before him with her hands
clasped and the clear-welle- d eyes meet-
ing his bravely.

"Because I told him I told him I
could not marry him without first tell-
ing him that I loved you, Tom; that I
had been loving you always and In
spite of everything," she said.

CHAPTER XVIII.
"Tom, Isn't this the same foot-lo- g

you made me walk that day when you
were trying to convince me that you
wore the meanest boy that ever breath-
ed?" asked Ardea, gathering her skirts
preparatory to the stream crossing.

"It is. But you didn't walk it, as
you may remember: you fell off. Wait
a second and give me those azaleas.
I'll go first and take your hand."

Tom Gordon, lately home from a full
half-ye- ar spent in the unfettered soli-
tudes of the Carrlso Iron fields, to bo
married first and afterward to start
up with Caleb for superintendent the
idle Chlawassee plant as a test and ex-
perimental shop for American Aque-du- ot

was indemnifying himself for the
long exile.

On this Saturday evening in the lov-

ers' month of June he had walked Ar-

dea around and about through the fra-
grant summer wood of the upper creek
valley, retracing. In part, the footsteps
of the boy whose fishing had been
smiled and the Uttle girl who was to

be bullied Into submission; and so
rambling Uiey had cunM at length to
the old moss-grow- n foot 'xg which had
been a newly-felle- d tree In the former
time. Tom went first across the rustlo
bridge, holding the hand of ecstatic
thiillings, and pausing in mid-passa-

that he might have excuse for holding
it the longer.

It was during the pauae,
and while she was linking down on the
swirling waters sometime of terrifying,
that Miss Dabney said: M"How deep Is It Tom? WBB I real-
ly have drowned If you andRctor had
not pulled me out?"

"It's a thankless thing to spoil in
idyl, but you could have waded out"

She made the adorable little grimace
which was one of the survivals of the
yesterdays, and suffered him to. leid
her across.

"And I have always believed that I
owed my life to you and Hectorl" sh9
said, reproachfully.

"You one me much more than that"
he affirmed broadly, when they had sat
down to rest they had often to do this,
lest the way should prove shorter than
the happy afternoon on the end of the
bridge log.

"Money ?" flippantly.
"No; love. If It hadn't been for me,

you might never have known what love
Is."

"It is a high gift" she said, soberly;
"the highest of all for a woman. Onco
I thought I should live and die with-
out knowing it as many women do. I
wish I might give you something as
great."

"I sm already overpaid," he asserted.
"For a man there is nothing so great
no influence so nearly omnipotent is

w ' - wt WWU ,, ........ kit Ull.
lever that moves the world what littlo
It does move up the hill to the high
planes."

Silence while she gathered the sweet-smelli-

tangle In her lap into some
more portable arrangement And af-

terward, when they were drifting slow
ly homeward In the lengthening shad-
ows, a small asking.

"Mr. Morelook is coming out
to hold service in St John's, and I

shall go to play for him. Will you ,o
with me, Tom?"

He smiled out of the gold and sap-
phire depths of a lover's reverie.

'One week from the day after the day
after and It will be the
longest of my life,
dearest your grandfather will take
you to church, and I shall bring you
away. Won't that be enough?"

She took him quite seriously.
"I shall never be a Fellclta Young-Dickso- n,

and drag you," she promised.
"But. O Tom! I wish "

"I know," he said, gently. "You are
thinking of the days to come; when the
paths may diverge yours and mine
ever so little; when there may be chil-

dren to choose between their mother's
faith and their father's Indifference.
But I am not Indifferent So far from
It I am only anxious now to prove
what I was once so bent on disprov-
ing."

"You yourself are the strongest
proof," she Interposed. "You will see
it some day."

"Shall I? I hope so; and that Is an
earnest hope. And really and truly, I
think I have come up a bit out of the
wilderness, yuu know. 1 am willing to
admit that this is the best of all pos-
sible worlds; and I want to do my part
In making It a little better because I
have lived in It Also, I'd like to be-
lieve In something bigger and better
than protoplasm."

Her smile was of the kind which
stands half-wa- y In the path to tears,
but she spoke bravely to the doubt i:i
his reply.

"You do believe, Tom, dear; you have
never seen the moment when you did
not It waa the doubt that was unreal.
When the supreme test came, It waa
God's hand that restrained you; yon
know it now you knew it at the time.
And afterward It was His grace that
enabled .you to do what was Just and
right Haven't you admitted all this
to yourself?" ,

,: '

They had crossed the white pike lo
the manor-hous- e gates and were turn-
ing aside from the driveway Into the
winding lawn path when he said:

"To myself, and to one other." Then,
very softly: "I sat at my mother's knee
last night, Ardea, and told her all there
was to tell."

Ardea's eyes were shining. "What
did she say, Tom, dear1 or is It more
than I should ask?"

"There Is nothing you may, not ask.
She said it wasn't altogether true, I'm
afraid but she put her arms around
my neck and tried and said: 'For this
my son was dead, and Is alive again;
he was lost, ami Is found.' "

She slipped her arm In his, and there
was a littlo sob of pure Joy at tho
catching of her breath. The moon w.ts
Just rising above the Lebanon cliff-lin- e,

and the beauty of the glorious
night-daw- n possessed her utterly. Ah,
it was a good world and a generous,
bringing rich gifts to the steadfast!
Instinctively she felt that Tom's little
confession did not require an answe-- ;

that he was battling his way to the
heights which must be taken alone.

So them came In the sacred hush of
the young night to a great tulip-tre- e

on the lawn, and where a curionsly
water-wor- n limestone boulder served
as a ruBtlo seat wide enough for two
whose hearts are one they sat down to-

gether, still In the companionship that
needs no speech. It was Tom who first
broke the sllenoe.

"I have been trying ever since that
night last winter to feel my way out"
he said, slowly. "But what Is to come
of it? I can't go back to the boyhood
yesterdays; In a way I have hopelessly
outgrown them. Let us admit that re-
ligion has become real again; but Ar-
dea, girl, is Isn't TJnole Silas' religion,
or or my mother's, or even yours. And
I don't know any other."

"It la all right, dear; there Is only
the one religion In all Christendom
perhaps In all the world, or m God's

part of . The difference is In peo-
ple."

"But this thing that has been slowly
happening to me this thing I am try-
ing to call convlncement: shall I wake
up some day and find It gone, with all
the old doubts in the saddle again?"
he asked It almost wistfully.

"Who can tell?" she said, gently.
But it will make no difference; the Im-

mutable fact will be there Just the
same, whether you are asleep or wak-
ing. We can't always stand on the
Mount of Certainty, any of us; and to
some, perhaps, It is never given. But
when one saves his enemy's life and
forgives and forgets O Tom, dear:
don't you understand?"

But now his eyes are
and the white-gowne- d figure beside
him Alls all horizons.

"I can't see past you, Ardea. Never-
theless, I'm going to believe that I feel
the good old pike solid underfoot
and they Bay that the House Beautiful
Is somewhere at the mountain end of
It If you will hold my hand, I believe
I can make out to walk in It; blind-
folded, If I have to and without think-
ing too much of the yesterdays."

"Ah, the yesterdays!" she said, ten-
derly. "They are precious, too; for out
of them, out of their hindrances no less
than their helpings, comes Kiss
me, twice, Tom; and then I must go
In and read to Major Grandpa."

V (The end.)

FACTS ABOUT THE NAVY.

One-Fonr- th of United States Fleet
Practically Worthies.

The statement is widely printed that
the United States Is now the "second
naval power or tne worm. luu as-

sertion may please patriotic pride.
The difficulty Is that It Is not strictly
true.

Any real comparison of naval
strength must primarily reat, not on
the total number of vessels built or
building, nor on the entire tonnage of
such craft. It depends on the ships
which are effective Judged by exacting
modern standards. ThuB within the
next three years England will have
seventeen armorclads of the Dread-
nought or t" type,
Germany will have thirteen. This
country will have ten.

The bulk of the German navy Is
composed of ships constructed at a
later date than our own. The kaiser's
fleet has comparatively few vessels
that will need to bo sent to the scrap-hea- p

In tho near future. Not fewer
than one-fourt- h possibly one-thir- d

of the large naval craft under the
American flag are regarded by compe-
tent observers as practically worthless
for fighting purposes y. Most of
them were excellent when they were
built. But marine architecture moves
with gigantic strides in the twentieth
century. It Is believed that one float-
ing fortress like the lately launched
Florida could whip three or four of
our older battleships.

It Is the very big and very powerful
shLp that counts. This republic is
gradually creating a respectable array
of these. Its proportionate rank is
far higher than It was even half a
dozen years ago. But there is small
use or sense In boastful proclamations
which do not accord with the facts.

H WeaNlen Carry Ktggn.
According to the Scotsman, a weasei

was recently surprised crossing the
public highway leading from Jedburgh
into Oxnam Water. It was observed
to be carrying something under Its
chin and pressed against Its slender
neck, and when a collie dog belonging
to one of the onlookers made a dash at
tho little creature It dropped its bur
den a hen's egg and, gliding under
the roadside hedge, disappeared In the
woodland. On being picked up the egg
was found to be without a crack. The
nearest poultry run Is about 300 yards
distant from the place where the
weasel was Intercepted.

ihiRliinds Fatal Saturday.
Autliorlties on things supernatural

may be able to explain why Saturday
has been a fatal day to the rulers of
England. William HI. died on Satur-
day, March 8, 1702; Queen Anne on
Saturday, August 1, 1714; George
II. on Saturday, October 25, 1760;
George III. on Saturday, January 29,
1820, and George IV. on Saturday,
June 26, 1830. George I. Just nil.ssed
Saturday by two hours, dying at 2 a.
m. on Sunday, and the late King Ed-

ward breathed his last Just a quarter
of an hour before midnight, Friday
night, May 6.

Second Choice.
The woman was lightly clad and evi

dently not too well off.

"Have you no heart?" she asked.
"Nono." The man's answer was

gruff, almost harsh.
"None whatever?"
"Absolutely none."
"Then I guess you may give me a

pound of liver." Tlt-Blt-

Her Great Boast.
"Did you have a good time on your

boat trip?"
"A good time? I should say I dldl

I was the only one permitted to eat at
the captain's table." Detroit Free
Press.

Descriptive.
"Is he broke?"
"Broke! Why, his assets rattla

around In his liabilities like a pea In a
coal bucket" fit Louis

CHOSE POOR TIME TO JOKF.

Street Car "Humorist" Found That
He Had Run Against the

Wrong Woman. s

A young man with a bouquet done
up In tissue paper and a lino of talk
he thought was funny came to grief
on a trolley car that runs from New
York to Flushing over the Queens.
borough bridge.

The car was crowded and he hung
onto a strap and started tn tnllr tn
his nearest strap-hangin- g neighbor.
ms conversation was Interspersed
with a few Jokes that were consider.
ed good when Jo Miller was a babe in
arms. Still, he proved they were good
by telling them loudly and getting a
laugh or two. It encouraged him, and
he continued:

"Now, Is a man stood In the middle
of a bridge that was 200 feet long and
was ten feet high, what would his
name be?" he asked.

The man next to him gave it up.
"Murphy," was the answer.
"Why Murphy?" inquired the other.
"Because his father's name was

Murphy," said the entertainer.
"I don't see that," said the other

strap-hange-

Having got this one past, and no-
ticing that a young woman laughed,
he announced he was in favor of wom-
an suffrage.

"I think every woman should vote.
Women ought to vote," he said. "She
should stop going through our pockets

i tu uut c uouic repect lOi
the ballot and leave the money alone
that a man gets by voting. Who
made woman? God made her, and
then he sat down and laughed about
it when he saw her."

"Oh, he did, did he?" said a woman
of athletic build. And she arose In
her seat and smashed his hat down
over his eyes. Then Bhe added:
"You're a loafer."

Some one opened the door and she
pushed him out upon the rear plat-
form, saying:

"If you como In here again with
your Insulting remarks, I'll see that
you are thrown off the car."

Like many others that have been
licked, he failed to come back.

A Good Parry.
Dr. Charles F. Aked, discussing his

recent good-nature- d controversy with
JVather Bernard Vaughan, smiled and
said:

"I have a great respect for Father
Vaughan. He Is one of those clergy-
men who never lose their temper. It
Is of him Is it not? that the story
of the thousand-yea- r Indulgence Is
told.

" 'What will you reply to this fath-
er?' a controversialist demanded. 'On
my last visit to Rome I saw on a
church door a table of Indulgences,
and In this table a remission of a
thousand years of punishment was
promised for ono lire.' I

"The controversialist bent forward,
believing he had scored a splendid
point.

" 'Yes, father,' he repeated, 'a thou- -'

sand years off for a single lire! What
do you say to that?'

" 'What do I say?' the priest cried,
gayly. 'Why, I say It was dirt cheap.
What more would you want for your
money?' "

8he Knew.
Chief Joe Engleman, lender of the

Miamis, was talking In Peru, Ind.,
about his tribe's claim against the
government.

"We Miamis will never fall Into the
same trap twice," said, In the cultl-vatte- d

tones of a university man, the
handsome chief. "We know from ex-

perience what to expect. We are like
the beautiful girl who accepted the
hand of her millionaire employer.

" 'Yes, Clarence,' tho girl said, pat-
ting the millionaire's scant gray hair,
'I will marry you, but I have one re-
quest to make.'

" 'Name It, my love,' said the dot-
ing old man.

" 'Let me select,' she replied, 'my
successor ut this desk.' "

Automobile Lunches.
A man who detests what he colls

picnic food otherwise the cold food
usually eaten at luncheon time when
motoring has hit upon a plan by
which It Is possible to have hot
lunches when stranded far from home.

Glass Jars are filled with hot soup,
coffee, chocolate, or any desired bev-
erage, another contains hot chicken
terrapin, lobster newburg, creamed
crab, dried beef, or any dish that can
be prepared ahead of a meal.

Tho Jars are then put In by tho en
gine of the motor, and when wanted
are found to bo as hot and dellcloup
as when packed.

Exhausted.
"Mister Grocer, ma says send her a

can o' poaa an' a pound o' butter an'
five pounds o' sugar an' charge it!"

"Lucy, you run right back and tell
your mother we are Just out of charge
it."

Impoliteness.
"It was very impolite of you to talk

so loud ut tho theater."
"Impolite!" replied Miss Cayenne.

You ought to have heard what some-
sf the actors were saying!"


