
-- ' Theodore," he Interposed, ; terms to the man who loves you honor-
ably, he'll never look at you again!" . v

- "iWhen Ernest saw that only Helen was ;

waiting for him he rushed to her and
, folded Jier in his arms with a long, im- - .'

passioned embrace.
"Tour brother told me you were 111, r

" I would have seen you before. I hope you
are better again." he exclaimed.

.. . "If I was ill, it was only for the need
of you." Helen said with abandonment
to the ecstasy of the moment. I want
you never to leave me again, Ernest
never!"

"Now that I have you, and am sure of
you. and realize how" badly I do need

- you. I will never let you get aWay from
me," Ernest assured her. "And now you
will apologize, I am sure, for what you
said it seems worlds and worlds ago
that you didn't think you'd marry me,
after all. Tou did not really mean that,
diyou,dear?" There was a pleading In
hisNolfce that pained her. She trembled
and ;quljered like a wind-blow- n leaf.
Ernest was afraid she still was ill.

, "No. dear It is just because your
arms are around me, and I am so afraid

. you do not understand what that means-t- o

me. Tou think my prejudices were
foolish, and it makes me tremble when I
think that, perhaps, I still have to per-
suade you that I am right. I have made
up my mind, for your sake and mine.
Our love is too holy, too real, too mag-
nificent to be debased by that monster-marria- ge."

"But you know we cannot have each
other without it we really can't. And I
need you. Tou know that. We are help-
less without each other. It is too late to

think of aught else. Whether you will or
no? the beautiful power of lore la sweep--
log us together, and we must yield, not '

only to It but" to the thing that love
means, and that Is the wedded bond.; I
used to look uopn marriage as a mere
contract now I know, as I look into your
eyes and feel you against me, and realize
what It will mean to protect and care for
you. that marriage Is more than a con-

tract, it Is a religious sacrament. f f.

"But can marriage, dear." pleaded
Helen, "make love any more binding
our love than it is now? Does It need
the wedding ceremony to make it sa-

cred?"
"No; it does not need an Incantation'

to make love, given by God. righteous. '
but- - "

"I knew you would acknowledge It
that you would see It." Helen Interrupted
eagerly, . "It is the mistake of all the "

e ges marriage. They've tried to make
love fit It, but It can't be done. Marriage
must be changed to fit love. Tm going to
Paris with you, Ernest but not as your
wife!"

Ernest held her froa him for one long
minute. Ilia eyes tried to pierce her souL
He quivered in the repression of his emo-
tion. Then slowly, almost dramatically,
he dropped her arms and stepped back. ,

"Tou mean that you must go with-
out marriage?"

"I mean without marriage just ' as
you and I. loving each other, "devoted to
each other, joined ( but not tied to each
other!"

(To fee ronflnired next tetfk)
Coprrtcbt. b7 1. KMlcy

They're so dependent, . you know. Tou
see, he really ; doesn't know yet that I r
have decided not to"marry,hlnv. but to ",

love him and allow him to love me Just
'the same." - ..'... ,

'

John saw a gleam of hope. He imxne-- .

diately drew the Judge aside and pre- -.

posed that by some plan' they get the
doctor off to Paris. 1 . .

This," the judge counseled, would be
unwise.

"You can't stop her from following,"
he said. "She is at the edge of the preel- - ,

'pice now, and the slightest . mistaken '
move will push her oyer. We are dealing
wlthblg people and a big passion a big-
ger passion than I have ever witnessed.
even with all my experience on the
bench, where most of the passions of
marriage usually come to be adjusted.

Before John could reply the butler ap-

peared to announce Dr. Hamilton;
Tell him to come out here," the judge

advised."
When John demurred, the Judge and

Theodore united in the opinion discussed
in low tones that Helen, of whom Lucy
had taken possession, could not overhear

that it would be wise to allow Helen
and Dr. Hamilton to meet alone; both the
judge and Theodore, knowing now that
Dr. Hamilton had not already consented
to such a mating as Helen proposed,

, firmly believed that he would, as they ex-

pressed it, "bring her to her senses." The
butler was told to show Dr. Hamilton
into the garden, and' the three men mo-tion- ed

Lucy to leaye with them.
Lucy could not forbear a parting ad- -

monition as she turned from Helen.
"If you offer yourself on any such

' Just divorce it's the end of , romance,
happiness and every -- sentiment - that
makes for love." ""

' , John, even-mor- infuriated, if possible,
by Helen's calm assumption that her
logic " was unimpeachable, ' would ' have

. turned more of his wrath upon her had
not the Judge, realizing that John might ,

get beyond himself, intervened. . Taking
Helen in his arms soothingly, he said to'
John: 'V -

"Now don't be overwrought- - Helenas
all right she's merely excited and a bit
stubbornly anxious over the fate of her

- Jdeas.' I euy believe in her and Xjrtilt- -

believe in Hamilton. It's simply that
he's so absorbed, in his work he doesn't
realize what he's asking her to do."

Helen freed herself from the judge's
paternal embrace and said, quietly still:

"That's Just what I told him--h- e was
too absorbed In his work when he asked .

ne to marry him." '
"What!" they all gasped. "He asked

you to'marry him to really marry him?"
"Of course-lmplor-ed me to marry

him. Swore he'd not have me under any
ether conditions." '

Lucy was the most 'amazed. She for-fr- ot

allyelse except that here was the case
of a young woman refusing the bund in
marriage of an eligible' young man.

"And - you refused him?" she ex-

claimed. "Refused a man who loves you
honorably?" ' .

"Of course. Tou don't suppose I'd
take advantage of the poor fellow's weak-
ness? Women often do, I have to admit

even when they're not in love some-
times. It's the habit of the sex-t- o feath- - .

er their nests at any needed sacrifice.

meals opposite a housewife regaling him
with the social ambitions of the other'
commuters? Ugh! It has ruined enough
brilliant men already. Do you want me
to destroy a great career, Theodore ?

. "Ton" will be a blot upon that career-- as

surely a blot as is the stain on a price- - v

Jess manuscript left by an overturned ink
bottle, Theodore returned. ..."And you
will be disgraced, despised, ostracized by
all good society," added Lucy. .

Helen smiled. . . ' .

"Only a choice of evils, my dear," she
said quietly. "Of course, none of , those
costly, well-ke- pt wives who are on your
visiting list will call upon me. But In-

stead 'of having him merely one day at
home, instead of making a tired husband
work for me day in and day out, sacri-
ficing everything , to the necessity of
clothing, feeding and .humoring me, I'll
have all my days free to work for him
and with him, like the ed

woman you admire, Lucy. Instead of be-

ing an. expense, I'll be a help to him."
"This is all damned nonsense!" ex-

claimed John, unable to longer control
his outraged feelings. "Now look here,
you've either got to marry this fellow, if
you want him, or else go away and never
see him again. Never, I say. That's
final."

'That's what I thought," returned
Helen suavely, "when I ran away to
Paris. I thought I'd go away and never
see him again. But 111 never trypt again.
I can't live without him, and I know he
cannot live without me. If I didn't love
him so much and want to help him so
much, I'd marry him and have done with
it. But I love him too well. Marriage is

QgJl of itlhi City mauds !iEOTEG'x 1

re in perfect accord., Only
they turn conscientious scruple against .

montage.' They are aimply going to sets "

pJunisekeeplnc, without the formality
tev wedding ceremony.
' Theodore dropped Helen's hands as It

they burned him. Before he could ask
an explanation, however, Helen Inter
rupted: v ...

"We are going to do nothing of the
sort. Uncle Everett."

Theodore gratefully took Helen's
hands again, darting- - an accusatory
glance at the Judge.

Helen continued: -

"We are not going to set up house-
keeping: at all. He will keep his present
quarters and 1 shall keep mine. But just
the same we will belong- - to each other
quite as fully and completely as if Theo-

dore here had murmured his conven-

tional incantations over us."
Again Theodore dropped ' Helen's ,

hands so abruptly the Judge laughed
aloud.

Theodore turned upon him aghast.
"This is outrageous," he said. , "L rep-

resenting- the church, am horrified. Tou,
representing- - the state, should be just as
much alarmed. We should do something,
you and I, to turn this poor child's mind
In the right direction."

"It has been turned in the right direc-

tion, Tneodore," said Helen; "the sur-
prising- thing is that the church and the
state does not admit it. Why, think what
would happen to an eager intellect like
Ernest Hamilton's if he had 'to come
back to a narrow apartment, or a dreary
suburb, each evening and eat morbid

Tin
I ... IIE WENT up the

stairs with eager
quickness and 1

lightness of step,
despite his seventy
years, inserted a
key in the lock and
entered the little
apartment. He

. paused just-- a mo-

ment to listen, and
then called:

"Mother!"
"Yes. dear!" ,
She came pattering to meet him, and

he stooped to kiss her a tender kiss
which he never forgot under any circum-
stances.

"See what I have for you, mother!"
He held up a small bunch of flowers

wrapped In purple glazed paper.
"Violets! Oh, William!"
Her old eyes sparkled with pleasure as

she buried her delicate little nose In the
fragrant purple depths.

"Thought you'd like 'em," he answered
with conscious pride. "Come, get your
bonnet cm, and we'll go into the park.
It's spring today, real spring. Wait till
you feel it in your old bones!"

She trotted back into the bedroom a
little box of a room full of heavv old- - ,

lashioned furniture. She was sma.l and
plump and placid; her face was like an
exquisite piece of old ivory, and her faded v

blue eyes were' serenely happy. She had
looked steadfastly upon life and had
found it good.

She adjusted her neat little hat, picked
up the coat of her "suit" the skirt of
which she already had on, for of course
she had been sure that William would
want her to go somewhere with him on
Saturday afternoon and took her gloves
out of the bureau drawer.

"Ready so soon, mother? Well, it does
beat all how spry you are! You could
give your daughters some good pointers-I'v-

seerfem keep their husbands wait-
ing everlastingly!" Q

A famt pink crept into her softly
wrinkled old cheeks at his words of
praise. She slipped into her Coat as he
held it for her and started to draw on her
gloves.

"And now the violets!"
He brandished a long pin preparatory

to fastening them on.
"But they'll wither if I wear them,"

she objected faintly.
'"Nonsense, mother! Of course you'll

wear 'em. This is spring, and what did
1 get 'em for, I'd like to know?"

"All right, William,' she submitted,
secretly pleased.

She went to the windows, from which
could be seen the tops of the trees of
Central Park and the waters of the lake

the "view" was quite like the; country,
the agent had said and drew down the ,

shades to shut out the spring sunlight.
She liked the sunshine, but she could not
let it fade the blue upholstery of an-
other collection of heavy, ed

furnlttire which filled the ;: living-roo-m

furniture from the good-size- d house that
they had given up after thelast one of
the "children" had married and gone.

Down the stairs and down the street
they went, very happy, very contented,
sniffing the spring air, which was exceed-
ingly soft and sweet, even as it stole into
the 'canyons of city streets.

Mr. and Mrs. Tlathaway they were- -;

William Prentiss Hathaway was the
name on the little card behind the glass

. in the apartment-hous- e vestibule. Her
first name, Margaret, had long ago been
lost In the mystic maze of years that had' made her "mother" to husband and chil-
dren alike. --

; , He was trim and well groomed neatly
dressed from the crown of his carefully
brushed stiff hat to the-- gleaming toes of

,. his spat-topp- ed shoes. His white mus-
tache was closely clipped and his white

."hair smoothly brushed. ,He wore gloves
' and carried slender cane. He' radiated

the spirit of unforgot ten youth and sev-
enty years of the Joy of living. . He guid--4

v ' ed the little, old lady, solicitously over
street crossings, with a tenderly protect
tlve air that was as beautiful as Jt was'

v .natural to him. '
- - As they entered th e park", he stopped"' to buy a bag of peanuts from an Italian

vendor.
, "Nice-- a day, " John," he said as- - he

: threw him a coin. - . v

.Th was a'Njolly twinkle Jn the old -

' gentleman's eyes. .The Italian showed all ' "

overlooking the sea they heard a babble
of children's voices, and two rosy young-
sters, a boy and a girl, came tumbling
out of the house with delighted shrieks of
"Gtandfather! Grandmother!" ,

William Hathaway immediately com-
menced to romp, which lasted until the
children bore htm off to show him a new
pony. After that he was m the midst of
an absorbing fairy story when they were
all summoned to dinner. At the table his
grandchildren began, in their high-pitch- ed

little voices, to coax him to stay
with them "a long, long time, grandfa-
ther!"

"If anything could bring us to Ocean-shor- e

it would be you, my dears," he
merrily told them; "but the trouble is.
grandmother and I are not young enough
to live in the 'country."

As they entered the apartment that
evening .he said :

"Home's the best placey after all. isn't
It mother? This suits me 'first rate."

4Tm sure I like it best, William," she
replied. "We should be so shut up out
therein the country." Which sounded a
blyaradoxicaI, but he understood her
peAtly.

."Well, Cora hasn't lived In the city as
many years as we have."

'

ra. .

blossomed into opulentSPRING park put forth alf Its splen-

dor. On some streets the houses 'pre-
sented blank, boarded fronts; on others
the children swarmed, and the stone
stoops held laughing, chattering groups.
On still others, downtown, the fire es-
capes were choked with bedding, and
worn mothers strove to find 4 breath of
air for puny, whimpering babies.

a BlaM Spot
rem Page Two)

velvet,, was awaiting her car, but she
pressed forward to congratulate Mrs.
Randall. "

"Tour son is made!" she said extrav-
agantly. "And the girl, Selina Dens-more- !"

A pause, and then:' "When will
the engagement be announced?"

Mrs.' Randall did not answer.
' "Such an idyllic love story," the other

continued sweetly. "I've seen Malcolm
and this young lady so often together in
the park."

Mia Randall found her torrgue.
t-- "The exigencies of art, my dear Mrs.

James, are quite beyond your compre-
hension,", she said superbly.

- f; The next night Selina went, despite
her triumph, to her duties at Mrs. Ran-
dall's. But as she entered the door of
the great house Mrs. Randall emerged
like a gray Nemesis from the drawing-roo- m

and stood awaiting the disappear-
ance of the man who had admitted Se--

' Una. Mrs. Randall then spoke crisply.
"Here is a month's salary. Miss Dens-more- ,"

she said. "I shall no longer re-ou- ire

your services." , , '
Selina stood frozen, and at the mo- -.

ment. quite timely, like an actor in one
of his own plays taking a cue. Malcolm
Randall issued from .somewhere. He

, went straight to Selina and lifted her
cold 'little hand."-Vr,- - ; , .v':

"My , leading lady, mother," . he said
"with precious meaning. r . . . ,

- Well, the end of the story is that the
g)rl with the blind spot (which after all
was not a blind spoti but a dazzling! y
dear spot)

v married a governor's only .

i son.' who in lime became, a great, play-
wright,' in whose plays Sellna'appeared,
to the Joy even of the eritics. And be- -.

wildered Alden. on receipt of, the news,,
' sat up amazed, but. recovered sufficiently .

" to say that in this strange world one
never can tell! . , '";.

y- - tCoprrlcht, 1918, by J. Kcelerl '

"Why didn't y&u let me know you were
coming? I'd have had the car meet you
at the station."

She was a stronger, more ' energetic
edition of her placid-face- d mother, blonde
and pretty, a little past 80 the youngest
and most prosperous of their three mar-
ried daughters. She began now on the
subject that was nearest her heart in re-
gard to her parents.

"You poor dears, it must be so warm
In town today! Why don't you come out
here with us until fall? I know nothing
could tempt you away from the city In'
the winter,, but I wish you'd close up that
stuffy little flat for the present, anyway."

"My dear Cora, I assure you it isn't
stuffy," returned her father. "The sun
was almost too bright this morning. A
bird was making himself quite at home on
our window sill the crumbs your mother
strews around are some inducement; and
since the trees have budded In the park
the view Is really magnificent." . -

"It's so much pleasanter and healthier
. here," protested his daughter.

"But rather inconvenient for me to
get in to business in the morning," he
added.

"Oh, father, business why don't you
give it up? But if you won't, you could
go in with John every morning:"

William Hathaway Shook his head.
"We shall do very well as we are, my

dear. We'll run off on lots of little trjps
this summer, won't we, mother?"

The house at Oceanshore was spacious
and beautiful. It had been "done" by a
noted Interior decorator, with every plan
for comfort as well as artistic effect.
Small wonder that. Cora Marston could
not understand why her misguided par-
ents preferred their city flat!

As they stood on the wide veranda

Maid Wife
(ConfdmMd

room, suffered the usual terrible pangs
preceding first appearance in public. But
she remembered Malcolm. And she re-

called that there was to be present a well-kno-

manager: She must do her best!
So when the curtain rose and revealed

Selina standing at the foot of a hill and
gazing up into' its purple mists, a young,
rather pathetic little figure in white,
seeking its vision, that same well-know- n

manager stirred a bit in hs seat. She
hadn't spoken a word; a trying situation
for any actress to magnetize by aliened. --

But it was good work, rare work, that
bit of symbolizing coming at the begin-

ning of a play, a bit of symbolizing to ,

put the audience in touch with the un-

derlying thouglit
Seliha had two purposes within her

heart this night; the one gleaming star-purpo- se

to make Malcolm's play a suc-

cess through the medium of tier talents,
and the next to make those white faces

. shining out in the dark cavery before her
look a bit interested and believe that life
is beautiful and has wings to flight
one up

So she dominated, she controlled, she
evaded and she frolicked, sometimes with
the sure, touch of genius, other times with
the wavering of the amateur, but always
that something that was like a. light in,
her face shone out, captivated and held.,

"The girl can act," said Mrs. Randall ,

to her son; "you were right In your se- -,

lection." . ,

Malcolm " was watching his sweet--,
heart. , What wonder this, that the wom-
an he loved Was there interpreting what,
no written word could have conveyed t
her senses! How had she looked Into hi

- soul and gathered all - its desires, its ..

beauties. Its little sly wickednesses, its.
- noble understandings! - v '

Mrs. Randall met her dearest enemy r

:Z in the foyer when the play was ended. .

The dearest enemy, attired in dull gold

. But far up in the little apartment
overlooking the park Mr. and Mrs. Hath-
away lived their quiet, contented lives.

At length, in August, they planned to
go away for the month. With much care
Mrs. Hathaway covered the furniture. '
and Mr. Hathaway took the silver what
was left of it after generous distribution
among the children to the bank. They
packed and started off together, in a
pleasant little flutter of anticipation, for
a lake resort in New Hampshire.

On the next Sunday but one Cora
Marston viewed their arrival at Ocean-shor- e

with boundless astonishment.
"But I thought you were in New

Hampshire!" she gasped, after she had
greeted them. ,

"We were, dear," answered her moth-
er, with a little glance of appeal toward
her husband, who stood talking with big,
jovial John Marston; "but we decided to
come down on Thursday."

"Tou were gone just one week!" cried
Mrs. Marston. "Didn't you like it?"

"Te-es- ." hesitated Mrs. Hathaway.
"The country was lovely, the table was
nice, and the people were pleasant. I
met a Mrs. Jones, who was charming.
She showed me a new crochet stitch for
that lace I'm "

'Then why did you come home in this
heat?"

"Well, you see. dear, the bed was
hard; and and"T-h- er daughter's accus-
ing eyes rendered the old lady a bit un-

comfortable "your father had such a
time getting the New York newspapers."

William Hathaway turned around at
this and burst out laughing.

"And tell 'em the first remark you
made, mother, when we reached town on
Thursday night." As his wife lid not
seem disposed to tell them, he chuckled:
"She said. 'Don't the city streets smell
good. William T- -

Cora Marston shook her head helpless-
ly and contented herself with : y

"Well, I give you two up!"

IV'
there came a time when fate tookBUT disposal of their lives out of their

gentle, capable hands." Early in the fol-

lowing spring Mrs. Hathaway contracted
. pneumonia. It was a very restless, sad-ey- ed

old gentleman who tiptoed around
the tiny apartment and ventured into his
wife's room only after obtaining permis-
sion from ya low-voice- d, pleasant-face- d

nurse.
The country-seeke- rs had started on

their summeV exodus before mother was
able to be about again. She was very
frail and weak. The doctor's verdict was
that she must leave the city, so no objec-
tion was made when Cora Marston came
and in her bustling, energetic way closed
up the fiat and carried her mother and
father off to Oceanshore.

But the placid little old lady did not
regain her strength. She sat on the ve-
randa most of the day sometimes cro-- .

dieting, but usually with quiet hands
folded in her lap gazing out over the
sea, and there was a wistful expression
In her tired, gentle old eyes.

'William Hathaway gradually) gave up
"business" the work that he had put-
tered at for several years after it was no
longer 'necessary so that he could spend
the days by his wife's side.

One day. --shortly after they arrived at
Oceanshore. he came back from town and
dropped a bunch of violets into her lap.

( She looked up at him) and smiled her
faint, pleased smile.

"Aren't they lovely. William V she
said, sniffing their fragrance.

In a. few moments she let them fall
listlessly Into her lap.-- . He sat down be- -'

side her and picked up the flowera
. "Don't seera as keen about 'em as you

once were," he remarked sadly. ' -
--I I . was Just thinking how wewent

into the. park, that day last spring, when
r you brought me the first bunch of the

season. I I wonder if the squirrels miss'
us, William!" - : -

.

, "Now, - mother, . well be back , them",
next spring, never you 'fear," he prom-lse- d

hopefully. In an effort to cheer her
" he hummed' the old ' song that he had

- - quoted to her so often: " "We've been to--
' gether forty year, an It don't seem a day.

" too much." '- - ' ' '.
" Sh? hummed . it.-- " too, as she softly ;

stroked his hand.. After a moment she
- murmured: - -

"It's been lonely without you today, "
William!"

And he determined, that he could not '
allow her to be lonely again. , '

But she never saw another spring.
During the long summer she faded quiet- -
- r t a,aa9 imi( niicu W10 iS'chill breath blew, she slipped away, de-
spite their efforts to hold her.

William Hathaway's sorrow was si-

lent, dazed he felt as if he had lost some
vital part of himself. His daughter and
son-in-la- w were kind, too kind he
vaguely wished now and then that they
would not "fuss" over him so much but
he turned to the little people for com-
fort. Aftr a tlmo tia rnmiuut with Ik.
children once more, built' card houses and
told them fairy stories; but he did every- - ,

thing in a sort of detachment from his
.uinuuuiuiriiuuii - mm it no wen
dreaming and expected some day to
waken.

He did not return to business. When
he mads , tentative suggestion to do so
his daughter opposed htm with affection-
ate determination. Later, when he pro-
posed living in town for4 a couple of
months of midwinter, she was horrified.

"Goodness, no, father!" she exclaimed.
"You can go in to spend the day as often
as you like; but live there alone! What
are you thinking of?"

He said no more.' He did not go In to -

. . ,j jt - t .1upcuu ilia uajrj lie sarauK Irum vue tons,
tiresome trip back and forth ,

V.

AT LAST spring came round again a
beautiful spring on Long Is-- '

land, but its beauty was lost on William
Hathaway. He was visualizing sprfcig In
the. city the smell of the streets; the
flower vendors; the park In tender green,
with romping children and frisking -

--all of it, heyearnei& see all of it!
One day he stole away to the train.

He wanted to escape. Cora's solicitous Jquestions as to whether he was not well,
or contented, or many things. -

When he reached the city he left the
crowded station and made for the park.
Many people turned to look alter the
well-groome- d, faultlessly dressed old gen-
tleman, with his trim, white mustache,
his spats, his slender cane. He bought
peanuts and fed the squirrels and chat-- ,

ted with the merry, friendly children.
Into his heart flowed joy and peace such
as he had not experienced since mother
died.

Ha at a. itmnl lunrhnn nil wan.
dered about the familiar, bdsy streets.
lie atoppea to Duy a nuncn or violets.

"Nice old gent!" the boy thought, as
he wrapped the bunch In purple glazed'
paper and handed it over.

n.lfll ..... a . .r mm m luuitwaj na mm sower
very carefully as he walked along. They
evoked many happy memories. There
was a little ache In his throat as he

.thought how pleased mother had always
been when he brought them to her.

Presently, at a corner on Fifth ave-
nue, he spied a clock. Four o'clock! He
was astonished beyond measure. Where
had the day gone? The train John Mar
ston took left the station at seven min-
utes nasi 4. All th io-- r went ont of the.
old man's revivified heart, leaving it cold
end dark. ' TT tni-nt-vl rmu the hmui

his feet seemed to be weighted with
" was aaa taasa, umit v y
A motor bus. bore down on him. Per

haps, in his haste, be was confused; per-ha- ns

his old evea were a bit dim aa one
, ever knew. When the bus was finally

brought to a stop the horrified spectators
saw the trim little old 'gentleman lying
very still In the street. They rushed to

, him and lifted him tenderly.. , -

Later a white-cla- d ambulance surgeon
examined him and shook his head pity-
ingly. - As they put him into the ambu--
lance a bunch of violets fell from his re- -:

laxed hand. .The young doctor replaced
-- ' them as carefully, aa gently, as h would

have handled a new,bom babe. .

. For a. fleeting moment. th old eyes
opened and the lips moved.. The surgeon
oeni ow u near. ".''"-'-

' ; "The city got me." v the old man
. faltered. j 3 can't say Pm sou j "

r William Hathaway's voice grew weah--
er and . weaker. It whispered one more

"Mother! -- '''"-;.- f.j Then it faded off Into silence.

his teeth in an energetic nod of affirma-
tion.

Mr. and Mrs. Hathaway sat down on
a bench. Their eyes were kindly and in-

viting as they watched the joyous young
things all about them. Presently he took
a peanut from the bag and tapped coax-ir.g- ly

on the cement walk. Two bright
eyes appeared in the bushes, a little gray
body whisked up to his hand, a pointed
nose nuzzled the peanut was gone, and,
with a flirt of a gray-plum- ed tail, the
squirrel darted away. !

This performance was enacted , over
and over again, until one squirrel grew
bold enough to seek the nuts in the old
gentleman's pocket, much to the delight
of an audience of wee citizens. Many a
shy youngster approached, '"retreated,
and, completely won, returned to stay.

But at last the peanuts were gone; the
children had reluctantly scampered off
One by one. The nursemaids were wheel- - '
lng sleepy-eye- d charges home to bed.

"Mother, it's time to be moving," said
William Hathaway.

"I suppose it is, dear," she answered.
They rose and strolled out to the en- - .

trance of the park. There they boarded
a car and rode to where the white lights
of Broadway were struggling' against the .

spring twilight.
"It's a great town, mother," he ob-

served proudly, looking about him al-
most with the zest of one who sees it for
the first time.

"Indeed it is, William!" she agreed.
They made their leisurely way to a

jolly Italian restaurant, where they had
a pleasant little table d'hote dinner, with. v

plenty of spaghetti and rather a scarcity
of everything else. After they had fin-
ished, and he had lighted a cigar, he
turned his chair around beside hers, and
they sat watching the dancing in a
cleared floor space in the middle of the
room.

"It's great. Isn't It, mother, this danc-
ing craze?" he remarked. "Makes, me
feel young again, almost as if I could do
it myself. Do you remember how we
used to dance?" .

She noddedplacidly, gently smiling at
his enthusiasm. His eyes beamed with
kindly indulgence, upon the dancers. , He
had a beautiful charity which accepted
all things as good. He had nothing of "
the narrowness of old age, which, con- -.

demns because "it wasn't done in. my
young days." .

"Well," he exclaimed finally, "they're
pretty good at tripping the light fan-
tastic, but I've yet to see one who can
beat what you used to do!"

"Oh. William!" she deprecated
He left her for a moment. When he

returned he said with a show of elaborate
carelessness:

"Mother, I told the proprietor that you
were a regular Irene Castle once upon a
time, and asked him if he wouldn't like
to have us do an old-fashio- exhibition
dance for him. He. said he .thought itmight make, quite a hit. .What do you
say if we try it?"

She shrank back timidly, as if ehe were
afraid he would insist, and then blushed .

in confusion as she met the twinkle in
J his eyes. He, enjoyed his little joke the

more because she had taken him seri--;
v ously. - , ......

Shortly after 9 o'clock they left the
restaurant and made their Way home.
Before " turning into bed she . put the
slightly withered bunch of violets into a
glass of water on her bureau. There, was
a faint little smile on her delicate face as
ehe fell asleep. .

' :"' - II. .

mother, where shall it beWELL,
.

The sun streamed in at the dining-roo- m

window,' and a little bird hopped
busily about on the sill. 4 - '

- Mrs. Hathaway cracked open an egg,
dropped it into a- - cup and seasoned it .
carefully. i' ; ' ,

"There 1 you are, Wil!iam."he said,
' handing it ,to him, as she. had done so

many mornings for more than forty ;

years. "Why, 1 suppos we'd better go
out to Cora's, seeing It's such a nice day.v-She'- s

4
been at us to come for some time." ' -

He looked over the Sunday newspa- -'
pers while she washed the .'iw breakfast
dishes. In due-tim- e they started out.
taking a train from the . Pennsylvania

.'station to Oceanshore. Long Island. - '
,

- "Mother, father!" Cora greeted them.


