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| his sister, and not st all like her,
! Where Hildegarde was generous.
1y, if exquisitely, made—all gold-
en tints, with blood coursing
warmly, close under the skin—
her brother was dark and slight,
1 with erisp black hair, a pale olive
; skin, and sensitive, delicately
chiceled features. . . . Ernest
Thorvald's wife, Derek had writ-
ten, had been a Spanith lady.

As the boy stirred restlessly,
Mark Rogers said in a swift une
dertone, “Sit here, please,” and
Constance dropped into a chair
by the side of the bed.

The boy moaned, cried out
sharply, “Camilla — Cam, dear?
. » - Con't you move? . Oh,
no—no, no!" and seemed about
to open his eves,

Dr, Rogers murmured, "Closer,
He's had an opisie, and can't ses
very clearly.”

Constance leaned forward,
clasped her hands together on the
edge of the bed, and breathed,
“Yes. I'm here, Jo-jo."

The boy turned dark
hozed eyes toward the sound of
her woice, shut them, shook his
head slightly, and sald incredu-
louely, “They told me you'd be
) here, but I didn't believe them,"
SN Constance reached out & warm
was the way Dorek had | 0% 1 g placed it over the resi-
| less  fingers near heyr on the
‘spread, Mark Rogers motloned
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in & bewildered whisper. “You
were—dead . .. . I saw you—Iy-
ing thare—in the light of the car . .
. . I called you, but you didn't move
or -speak . . . . Then someone—
came—and took you away."

“But, you silly boy,” Constance
aid, making her voice sing, caress-
ing each syliable with her lips as
‘he had often watched Camilla
Wynne read her lines in a close-
wip, "I'm here now, aren't I7"

“Why—yes. You seem to be
here,” The boy spoke slowly. “But
you have before . . . Only you al-
about on.” ways went away when I woke up
a large,!. . . And those times your face
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Ihanded her from ane of Camtltn][
|‘:'-’_\'r:ne'! most popular roles: and

|the proper line came tripping to

| Canstance's tongue,

| “But, Jo-jo, dear " —she even re-

jmembered to lsugh in that mn,l
careszing way that was one of
,Mllna Wynne's most effective man-
| erisms—*don't ¥ou suppose 1 ever
need a new dress? ... And 1 was-
('t hurt badly that night—just|
stunned for a few minutes'—she |
glanced for encouragement toward |
Dr. Rogers, who nodded from the |
background. “You can gee for|
ryourself that I'm all right, dar-|
Hng. . . . But now vou must rest

We'll talk some other time. I'll just
sit here, very quietly now, while
¥ou go o sleep.” |

He seemed to think that over
frowning with the effort of con- |
centration. His hand fumbled for
iher fingers.

“Yes," hie said slowly. “1 guess|
it's you all right—this time. Your
hand is warm—and you asmell
sweet . . . You never touched me
any of those other times you
came."

“That's because 1 never did come
before—not really," Constance tald
bim softly, “You dreamed all that, |
| ¥ou know. But this time you're not
going to dream—not about me, nor |
anything else—just sleep.”

He sighed, a quivering little sigh, |
like n child who has cried hlmsell’r
ut.

“You were nice to come," ho said |
drowsily, “after—the other nlghLI
But you were — always a lot—
sweeter to me than I—deserved , . .
That's what I was — trying to tell
you when we met the truck—that
I didn't deserve it, I mean—-be‘|
cayse I—don't seem to love wou
any more—not the way I used to
+ o I"—he frowned faintly—* I
didn't put it very well, I guess ., .
Men shouldn't have to—say things
like that to—women .. . . Women
|ought to — =ee it coming, and—
make it easy."

| “But 1 did understand” Con-
|stance sald swiftly. “And you
|mustn't worry about that any
more" . . . What, in heaven's name
wis she saying, she thought, in
the volce of that woman the boy
thought her to be? |

She went on, “I'a have told you

that night if we hadn't gone over
|the bank. . . . I don't blame you.
|No one can help—not loving some
|one any longer. It's—" she broke
|off, startled by the fronic truth of
|her own childish phrase,

BSuppose it had been she, In her
own person, who had had to speak
those words—to Derek?

The boy made a drowsy motion
as if to pat the hand that rested
50 close to his own,

“That's swell," he said. “Because
I really—ecan't help it ., . But {t
was—nasty—thinking 1I'd — killed
j¥ou . . . . Now T think, if you
don't mind, 1 won't—talk any more
—just now."

-« .

Mark Rogers opened the door,
and as the nurse came quietly
farward, Constance slipped outside
the room, In the corridor he over-
took her.

“That's more like it," he said
with a relief that lifted the words
from the prosale. “He may really
sleep now." |

Then when he saw that her
lashes were wet, his eyes danced
wickedly for a moment.

“You're not spilling perfectly
good tears over being jilted by
proxy, are you? Den't you take
your play-acting too gerjously?

Constance wondered what he
would say if she told him that for
a moment she had almost forgotten
|that it was play-mcting . . . Look
{at her probably, in that twinkling, |
quizzical way of his, as if she
were samething new and interest-

ing, wriggling on a slide, as if he
wers  wondering just why the
specimen wriggled the way it did;

and just what combinati of eir-
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cumstances might make it wriggle
difterently . . . . He was doing it
now.

She was casting around for
something scathing to say to him
when he anticipated her.

(To Be Coniinued)

DEERHORN, April 12—(Spe-
cial)—Mr, and Mrs. M. J. Wearin
left this week for Liberal, Kansas,
where they will visit at the home
of Mrs. Walter Furgeson, a niece
of Mrs, Wearin.

Homer Dawson, former resident
of Deerhorn, but now of Portiand,
it spending the spring school va-
cation at the hame of his uncle and
aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Jim Wheeler
and family.

W. R. White and Harve Polter
are slaching brush for Lester Mil- |
lican to increase the pasture land
on the latter's ranch.

s |

AT DEERHORN

DEERHORN, April 12—(Spe-|
clall—=Wilbur Dehne, frashmen at
Oregon State college, spent the

wesk-end with his family.

John Harris of Pleasant Hill has
been blasting roats and stumpe for
Dick Hart on the lstler's clearing
jeb at his f . Mr. Harris, an
expert po nan. has often been
employed ! in this
neigh ;
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