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DILK. BURTON :mf Mnry Cum-

s had bived side by side and
bad not spoken to cm.h other for
twenty years.

“I will never speak to you again,” had
been her last words which fell upon his
car, and that had been twenty years ago.

There had been no good reason. So
Dick lhouﬁht. M thought there was.
Anyway, the quarrel had taken place, and
Llw had kept her word.

ary's father had died and her mother
had died, and Dick's father and mother had
died, and first l(u-f and then Dick bad
become the owner of a big stony farm and
a century-old hoyse. They had gone on
their accustomed ways, and had ignored
each other's existence as much as if they
had been living on scparate planets in-
stead of on farms the boundaries of which
wound in and out of each other after the
fashion of boundaries of farms which date
from old colonial times,

Never by any chance did either mention
the other's name except when forced to
do so, and then it was with a casual in-
difference which made their studious
avoidance of each other's mention seem
the merest chance,

It was election day and Dick had been
to the polls and voted the straight Dem-
t{):rt::nc n::lkct l‘?‘er th::w “:dullm of r:’

ther and grandial qrut-ln -
father. His road led past Mary's house. Tt
was 1 when Cleveland and Blaine were
the contending candidates and when the
nppnml;g partisans advertised Ihﬂll' prv!:':r-
ences wearing preposterous plug hats
of felt—the Retm slicans black and the
Democrats. white.  Dick had invested in
one of these foolish hats and proudly wore
it to the polls,

Constance Matthews was Mary's nicce,
and she was at the mﬂdnw w Dick
went by, She begap to laug

“Come to the window, Atmt Mary,”
she called out,

“What for?" answered Mary, who was
du-Bln the mystery of pumphn res,

ick Burton is going by on his way to
vote for Cleveland,” was the responsc.

“Much good it will do him!" said Mary,
with a disdainful sniff,

Mary was a Republican, partly because
her father had been one, but :g.idly
cause Dick was a Demoerat,

“Come and see him!” Constance ma-
liciously insisted. “He looke fine. He is
wearing a white plug hat.”

—: wcmldnt care to see a man makin' a

fool o' himself,” Mary snapped.

“Uncle Morris wears a black plug,”
Constance said.

“Well, that’s different,” Mary began.
"It isn't so—so——"

“And father wears @ white one,” Con-

ued.
he can do it and welcome!”
Mary said wrathiully. “He won't wear it
very ‘long after he knows Bhillc is
elected.”

“But Dick told me " said the
mﬁ. “that Cleveland is sure to be elected.”
» 'l"hltsd mthh:ad knows alml.uit. ';l h:ald

ary, red wi ignation, * change
hss mind later.”

‘He told me,” said the niece, with keen
enjoyment of her aunt’s displeasure, “that
he was to pay the expense of having
come out at the head of the
Demu who will march from the vil-
lage to his house and have supper as a

celebration two mights after the election

"Wm t it be fun to see them march past

here, with their and torches, and
pl:,;" ‘Hail ! or something lke
Lthat

Mary was white with wrath.
“He wouldn't dare do such a thing!™

{ " Constance queried.
“Uncle Morn; will sic Bull on them as
they go by,” Mary suggested as a des-
perate remedy for impending evil.

“Fred English has sent him word that
if he does he will shoot Bull full of four-
teen holes,” Constance cheerfully lied.

“Well, if they come past here, I'll
Iyl " Mary said, choking with anger.
“But there is no use. They Im.IT not come.
They are going to be beaten.”

“Dick says not,” Constance
insisted.

Mary was oo a to reply. Anybody
less privileged than Constance would have
heard something decidedly to her disad-
vantage.

Constance went to the window and
chuckled. Her chief interest in politics
came from the fact that there was no
school on that day and that it gave her
wu-a*m tease her Aunt !
quoting s antagonistic opinions,

She sat by the window wnul Dick re-
turned, when she mischievonsly ulhll
Mary to the window, ostensibly to

maliciously
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riding by with his white
hat. Mary retreated swiftly and
her wrath umﬂ dimcr when her plan of
revenge was mathred
“I think thtrc are stil some Wekory

by Mary emphatically responded,

of Dick's confident

she said
to Constance, when the meal was finished.
“Don't you want to go over there wlth

nuts over on the hill opposite,”

me and see if we can’t ick up a fe

Of course Constance and the h:l:d
was soon filled, Then, as it seemed that
there were no more nuts to gather, Ma
wanted to know if Constunce didn't thin
it would be fun to pile w some brush for
y 2::““. th Id. Accordi

nstance thought it -'ou
to Constanee’s idea, the activities of thnl‘
uu{ldhcoéald be ;:lassc:il under the gen-
era cadings of study, piano-practice,
dishwashing and fun.  As ‘ibng brush
did not come under any of the other
it must be fun.

Dick sat within his latticed porch with a
spy flns directed toward the pair. He
would have died before -he would have
let anybody else know of hizs occupation.
But he kept up lhe watck for hours while
the brush heaT He
given all his he i a hohda_v, aud there was
no danger of his being cnugln at his
clandestine employment. So he laid dewn
the glass and looked and then raised it

- and looked nﬂ:m. Trim and slim the two
[

res moved gracefully about, alike, yet
different.  Dick could not help thinking
how mu:h like Constance was now Mary
had twenty Euﬂ before, still in
short shru and full of fun and life.

Boy and girl they had been, with man-
hood and womanhood just before them.
He was very certain that he had been in
love but he had never admitted it to any
one else and now he was equally certain
that his love had long been cold. But
he thought it would be pleasant if t
could be friends once more and talk
those old days and !be confidences that
had been exc ed so un% ago. But he
was not going 1o meet in. He
was sorry that Mary was so mforgiving
and he would hold naught against her on
that account. -But that did not mean t
he should expose his head to fre
wounds from the metophorical broom-
stick.

At last the brush heap was of suffici-
ently colossal proportions to svit Mary's
\-indicli\-c intentions,

“There!” she said triumphantly, “that
will make a big enough bonfire to cele-
brate Blaine's election!”

“Oh! Aunt Mary!” exclaimed Con-
stance, whos¢ exceedingly small stock of
nolitics was of the Democratic persuasion,
“And I belpea it! What will father
say? What will Dick say?”

1f Constance had rested with the first
question Mary might have felt conscience-
stricken, but the hardened her heart
And, to speak the truth, Constance asked
the question with no other purpose than
that of getting a rise out of Aunt Mary.

“What do | eare?” Mary savagely de-
manded. while Constance turned aside to
hide a Jaugh

“You ean tell them to look out for it
about midnight!” Mary wemt on. "B
that time [ will know for sure, thoug
1 have becn perfectly certain all along
I have sent Abmer to the village to get
the news as fast as it comes in.  As soon
as he hears that I:!llme is rlllrctcd }I.’: |:_

ing to hang a lantern in the gable o
ﬁ”ldﬂﬂ‘ Mason's barn.”

“And what when he hears that Cleve-

land is clected?™ Constance innocently
inquired.
“Cleveland isn't going to be clected!™

“But Ab-
ner asked me some such foolish question
as that and just to satisfy him [ told
him he could borrow a couple of lanterns
~—a red and a green put up
ma-heuhbnnﬂhmeudaﬂ
ed and—but that's all there is to it
Comstance gave her aumt uwnl more
as to the
vesult of the clecuon and then mwounted
Ber povy and started bome. She stonped

-

had the hill which

in front of Dick's gate and the owner,
with whom she had maintained an odd
and jolly friendship as long as she could
remember, came out to chat with her.

“Aunt Mary says that Blaine is sure to
‘l clected,” she announced.

“Mot in a thousand years!” Dick em-
phatically returned. Cleveland is clected
just as sure as that sun is going down
m the west!

“Aunt Hary says nnt"

“Well, aof course,” said Dick, klepmg
in his temper as well as he could, “she
doesn’t know anything about pUIll'LS.
She reads the Tribune and believes it

“Yes,” said Constance, “and she says
she is for anybody who will believe
anything the World says.”

“She does, eh? Well, she will believe

something different from what she does
now in a few more hours”

“She has a I:gehenp of b‘l’llbl‘[l' over an

is going to light as
honfire when she hears that &mm is
elected,” Constance said, delivering the in-
formation which had been the express rea-
son for stopping at the gate.

“Well, if he doesnt light it until she
hears that,” Dick spoke with grim cons
fidence, "tl'u.- p:!c will rot away right
where it is,

“She. lns mn Atmef to town,"
stance o hang a lantern
he hears lamc is elecied and

Con-

when

the pony went again and Dieck

was duly informed by a very much fright-
and penitent that

was determined to set her fire as soon as

the green light ed,

“Well, that settles it,"”
Fmgtothewlh.: the

1l stay here hﬁ.ﬁthi‘;:e

shouldulonem Be sure 1o tell r

. Aunt Mary ‘is
too mad now to listen to any Demoml g

But when Constanee got home her
ﬁlher T{S’* lf;rm and every ﬂll;es

an y in the neighborhood

mde for one or other of the villages to
get the clection news. Telephones
not common then as now and there was
no way of reaching them.
ing to do but await the issuc of

¢

fire, where made an

to interest himself in a hok.
he went forth he cast a dreadful glance
in the direction of the Widow 's
barn, but nothing was to be sefn,
hour of midnight came and still he looked
But from the win-

which showed M the owner was still

keeping  wi, He grew miserably de-
grmedan whmhmmh{'l
frieth time his face felt flying particles

of ice, which the sweeping winds carried
al betokening the start of a smow.
‘It a mow _comes thlll \'Hl be
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e will Ther: was nom ﬁenhuwhm
lnght the fire at once. the fire was starting, but if it spread it
Heavens!” Dick exclaimed. might come within reach of the mz

“Surely she isn't thinking of setting such The chovel was the best thing cou

a fire with the wind blowing like it is
nou&! '_She will set the whole country
on fire!

“But ynn say that Blaine isn't going to
be elected !” said Constance.

“He 1sn't!” Dick insisted with passion-
ate conviction. “But that fool of an Ab-
ner may hear and believe anything that
1sn't so—he’s a Republican—and he may

out a lantern without any reason
for it. Go back, Constance, like a good
little girl. and tell your aunt that it will
be extremely dangerous to start a fire on
a night like this. She will be almmt cer-
tain to lose her house if she does”

Constance tarned her pony's nead and
trotted back to Mary’s house. “Dick says
that %uu had better not set that fire to-
night!” was the not particularly diplomatic
manner in which she announced her mes-
sage.

“He does, does he?” Maqr answered
furiously. “Well he attend to his
own business and l mll attend to mine.”

“He says that you will set the whole
world on fire,” Constance continved sweet-
ly. “He says, though, that if you wait
until Blane is elected, vou'll be lots older
than you are!”

“Did he say that?” Mary asked in a
voice choking with indignation,

*"Well, thase were not his exact words,”
Constance admitted. “But that was what
he meant. He said that the pile would
rot just where it liee. But he said that
Abner was a fool of a Republican and
that you were another—no he didn’t say
that—he =aid that Abner would believe
any fool thing that he heard about Blaine
being clected and would hang up his lan-
tern and then yon would believe nt too and
go burning up the whole country.”

Mary r-mlcr scarce speak for anger.

“You just go back and tell him,” she
said as soon as she could spult “that
he may look toward the Widow Mason's
barn and whew he sees a green light he
will know that Blaine is elected And
then he can look over here and see a big
bonfire burning in celebration of the vie-

mmmh&mau!alifhcuhrm

contemptible Democrats in the country.”
“But, Aont Ma ri D\rk ays——"

1« name to me again'”

Mary exclaimed m passiomate anger.
Constanee saw that her teasing had gone

oo far and she now tried to sooth |'t1'

3 he
think of for out the fire as i
spread thmughm

He hurried over to
far from where the brush heap stood,
just in time to see Mary apply a
to the dricd ksmatthehuohhehup,
She was on the windward side and the
flame at once drove into the heart of the
heap. A sharp smapping of Iwigs was
heard, then the steady roar of the rising
flames and the odor of burning bark rose
pleasantly ‘upon the air,

Dick stood by the stone wall which
marked the boundary of the two places.
He spoke no word and Mary knew no-
thing of his presence. In the strong light
thrown by the brilliant fire Dick could see
her features as ¢l as if it were day.
Hers was still a face of beauty,
though it had lost the prettiness
of twenty years before. There was in her
face none of the exultation he had ex-

it to show. He saw her turn and

toward where his own light still
burned, but she looked back with an ex-
pression of sad weariness which took
away much of the resentment of the man,
gray and grim, who stood watching out-
-1dc the circle of light,

The wind came only in heavy gusts and
during ome of the periods of calm the
flame rose in a perpendicular sheet which
stood high as the neighboring tree-tops. -
Now was beard the sound of wind com-
ing througn the forest like the rushing of
a distant train. The next moment it was

upon them. There was a scurry of leaves,
ahe m’mnbmk mdhm . the m:
ames, to the ty onrush o
air, lay almost level with earth. When
the wind had the was eve
where for many to leeward of 1
heap, burning among the dried
grass and

stood for a moment in dazed
fright, them picked crooked stick and

(Comtinued om page 9.)



