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| The closing paragraphe of chap- |

ter 4, echeduled to appear on page
6 last week, was crowded over t
this column by pressure of late
news. ]

tonished them both. Passion and a
sense of the dramatle had ever
far from his nature,
however, his fingers closed around her
wrists. Ralsing her hands, he pressed
hiz Ups upon them.

“Heaven knows what wis
wrong,” he declared hurriedly.
oh, my dear! God help you!”

right or
“But—

The door slammed, and he was gu:lv.

from her life—this man who . had been
friend and brother, playmate or lover,
nll her youth, She stood gazing
drearily through the window at the
desolate teonis court, where they had
played so often together, and an extra
wave of lonely bitterness swept Into
her heart, She saw Hugh, with
bent head, cross the grass to the gar-
den gate, Then she sank into
a chalr before the fire, crushed by an
overpowering sense of physical weak-
ness,

\4

Darbury seethed and bubbled, and
consumed endless tea. over the broken
engngement of Hugh and Barbara. It
ls always easler to criticlze other peo-
ple's actions with the ald of this sooth-
Ing bheverage, It enhance
one's own sense of respectability In a
world of sin.

Nobody was surprized, of course!
Nobody ever Is on such oceasions,
Everybody knew that something would
happen—which 18 always a safe con-
Jecture,

But what everybody did not know
concerning the latter thrill was the
real reason. And heéreln lay the eause
of the emptying tea caddles. Unfor-
tunately, Miss Davies was In London
attending Christmas meeting over
“fallen girls,” so the mystery remalned
unsolved. But the weed of suspleion
grew Into a lusty tree. Again, and
In louder tones, the questlon arose:
What happened on the Island?

It was known that the Rochdales

seems to

“How Do You Know?

and Mrs, Stockley were deeply upset, |

the latter exceedingly wroth: but the
two most affected kept their own coun-

sl

The only ray of comfort to Barhara |

In her wretchedness lay In her aunt's
nhsence The relations between her
mother and herself were of the eold
ent Mrs, Stockley never forgot her
position as a beacon, nor her Honor-
Grandmother's gracious act In
establishing her own identity with the
county This marriage bhetween her

uble

daughter and Darbury’s future squire |

had been her dearest ambitlon. Now,
for no tangible reason, this ambition—
revived with the girl's
hurled to the ground. Not easlly eould
Mrs. Stockley view the dashing of her
bopes. The ecene hetween them had

bhesn stormy She had wept, ecajoled
&nd upbralded, exasperated by the oth
ers irrevocable demeanor.

“You are throwing away what m.
wonld give their eyes to possess!” she
cried at last. “What will people say?
There has been enough talk already
You confess you still care for Hugh—"

to]

heen |
Involuntarily, |

return—was |

“Oh, yes, yes!" Interrupted Barbara

impatiently. “But that's not sufficient.
| I's not a woman's love for a man:

that's quite a different thing. I know.”
“Don't talk llke a novelette!” her
mother broke In querulously. Then,

suddenly, her eyes narrowed and her

thin face sharpened. *“How do you

know?" she asked meaningly.
Barbara was momentarily off her

guard, not realizing her slip. The

other woman pursued the advantage
“Answer me, Barbara! I have not
hitherto pressed for
that was my due—in spite of the gos-
sip which has come to my knowledge.
You owe it to us all, now, to give an
account of your life upon that island.

this step?”
The girl stood looking down Into the
fire, uncertaln of her reply, for a few

| moments. Her mother gave a little
click with her lips,

“Ah!" she sald decisively, *“we
thought so!™

“Thought what?™ cried Barbara,

turning sharply.

“That there had been some non-
sense between you and that man, up-
chaperoned as you were”

The girl's eyes smoldered ominously,
and she set her teeth, Her mother,
exasperated by thls reticence, contin-
ued with Increasing anger:

“I ought never to have glven my
consent. I always knew he was an
unscrupnlous type of man—I never
trusted him! But you at least should
have known better, after your very
[ careful upbringing. If his ldeas were
looaa—"

“Stop,

mother™ Her quick anger
mounted. *“You dom’t know what you
are saying. He was the soul of honor,
And because of 1t I—yes, I grew to
love him with all my heart. I couldn’t
help It. I shall love him until I die,”
ghe cried recklessly, throwing herself
Into a chalr and baurylng her head.

“You mean to  say,” nsked Mrs,
Stockley sarcastically, “that [t is ‘the
soul ¢f honor' to mmke advantage of a
girl’'s lonely position? To lure her
from the man—"

“He did not!™ She sprang angrily
to her feet; then realized, too late, the
wisdom of Hugh's warning.

Her mother laughed incredulously,

“Then you gave him your affection
unnsked? You behaved llke a sentl-
mental schoolgirl—threw yourself at
his head, In fact?

Anything was hetter than exposing
Alan's name to the fate awalting it
If the truth oozed out. She caught at
thix straw, anxlous to end the ordeal

“If you llke. to think so. He cer-
talnly never—asked me to care for
him. But I couldn't help It,” she re
peated,

Thus It was whispered from one
bosom friend to another throughout
Darbury that, duting her sojourn upon
the island, Barbaya became the vietlm
of an unrequited passion. This added
| splee to the myatery, while whetting

enrlosity. Did her ecompanion never

guesa?  Could nii_t man, : in sach cir
cumstances, be fso blind—or so pla-
tonle?

Curious glances followed ther; voices
were lowered  when she appeared; a
constraint became,obvious in her pres-

| ence, . W@ aware of it all, she
| threw [t off ‘with & shrug, scorn adding
| to the misery of her heart as she
| dragged through the days. Ocecaslonal-
ly her mother fomowed the subject open
Again

“If Hugh ever ' wishes to renew the
| engagement,” shq. sald once, “T Insist
upon your doing se.”

“l1 eonldn’t pgesibly, mother

“Why not? 1'hp other man is dead
" You o/an’t ruin your life over
an Infatuatiom of that sort :
The Rochdaleq are snch old friends”™
| =he moaned, aliother time
consider hew T miss them
all affects mqp™

“But yon can comtinue your friend
ship. Why nck 1" asked the girl, ha
ing grewn nnaccustomed to Darbury
habits. This, however, was
to all custom?, and a certain estrange-
| ment hetweery the two familles began,
As & matter of course, .

Barbars traraoped the eommon In all

how this

Y|
|

IN HEAVEN

BY CLIVE ARDEN

the confidence |

Did anything happen there to cause |

“You don’t

CONtrary |

weathers, consumed with a restlessness |

that woryld ‘mot let her sleep, unahle
to find peasy of mind In any occups
tion. Coming back from one of these

tramps two days before Christmas

she neticed, in the gathering dusk of |

the short afferpoon, a woman's figure
standing neer the lake, a =small child
bher arma. With a casual
t girl was entiring the cottage gute,
w'ien she heard her mame uttered low
like a faint exe |amation
quickly, peering’' with
| through the glo pm; then rw_e-m;n:t!on

& \

glance, |

She turned |
pmzzied brow |

dawned Lo her face.
“Jenny? Jenny

membered she had

return

She re-
not seen the girl
“What are do
Home for Christmas?t

Grant !

since her vou

ilng, Jenny?

she asked kindly, presuming her to be

now In service somewhere. There wus
no reply ; and, aware of the shyness of
such village maldens, she continued :
“Where are you working now?”

“I—I ain't got no werk, Mlss Bar
bara.”

The voice trembled on a sob. Bar-
arn glnnced at her quickly again, and
realized the child's présence. A dim
nemory of one among the many cholce
norsels recently recounted for her
own benefit returned to her mind.

“Oh, Jenny she cried iovolantar
ily; then stopped, as the girl, hiding
her face on the sleeping child. burst
Into a of tears. Taklng her
arm, she led her to a seat placed near

passion

the lake, saying nothing wntil thée fit

[ |

of weeping had subsided Fhere was |
no need of words. In Barbara's face
and heartfelt exclamation Jenny had
rend tbe knowledge she had learned

to dread awakening, mingled with a
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sympathy she had never yet entoun-
tered. Of her own accord, at last, she
begun a bling explanation

“'E was a sallor, miss 'E
was goin’' to marry me, but was or
dered sudden-loike bhack to ‘ls ship; |
an' then 'e—'e got the 'monla an’|
died. But ‘e would 'a’ married
me, all right! 'E would!” She spoke
with a deflance which the Illsf@hing
girl understood well. “We wa# wrong, |
I know,” she went on, “but we wns
young an'—an'—partin’, an',” with
sinking volce, “I luved 'im! Oh, miss!
I did, Indeed! ., ., "

The hand on her arm tightened its
Erasp,

“Yes, Jenny, I know o
Then for a few moments she fell sl-
lent, reflecting upon the varied and
extriordinary results—the high re-

solves and sacrifices, the Impetuous,
hot-headed folly, the loss of all prin
ciples—uchleved by that “terrific
foree.” “What has happened
glnee—?"  She glanced at the ¢hild.
“My naunt sent you to a ‘home, I

think ?"

“Yes, miss, Afterward I got work;
but the haby was delicate an' A couldn't
'Im with me An' It's bin the
same all along. I've bin out of work
now wi' 'Ilm fur weeks, an' all
money well-nigh gone. So I cum 'ome
to mother, an' she-—she's turned me

"ave

me

away.” The sobs hpke out
nfresh. “I—dunno w'ere to g9, nor
w'at to do I wish I was dead!
I was wonderin', thera by the lake,
ir—"

“No, no, no! Don't say it, Jenny!
We—we'll think of something.” Per-

haps It was more than natural aver

sion which forced such horror Ihto her |

own face and voice. “Have you ahy
friends, anywhere?’

“Only In Edinburgh,” Jenny replied
“I 'ave an aunt there wo
would ‘elp over Christmbas if |
conld afford e She broke off,
swaylng forward and mearly dropping
the child. Barbara took him from bher

“Jenny,” she asked, “have you ha

hopeless|v
me

to-

any food lately?” "

“lI ain't ‘'ad—none todag=-miss,”
came the whisper

With all Alan's suddenness of pur
pose, Barbara rose, supporting the gir!
with one arm and the baby boy witl
the other

“Come with me,” she sald

Mrs, Stockley, making out a list of
necessities for a systematically orgar
ized parish ten presently ligtened
wghast to her daughter's impetuous ex
planation and extraordinary request

“That girl! Jenny Grant! To stay
in my house? My dear Barbara, 1
won't hear of such a thing! Whatever

would people sav? A wicked little

where is she now?

olntion.

Half an hour later, after extricating
from Martha's distinetly
ministrations, she rang the bell
House of the Moor,” and de-
posited them In the friendly arms of
msekeeper of that harbor where
“Mrs. Fleld won't

she said “l shall be back

She bhurried away across the
paths; then turned along the
leading to the vicarage
the vicar help,”
'red to herself. “If only 1 had
the money handy myself—" Down the
oad skirting the wall, a bicyele lamp

me flashing. A dark form flew
girl; then, with a scraping of
brakes and rattle of springs, jumped

off and hurried back

b

her charges

at the

all were welcome

ir
road
Surely

will she

pasl

the

Ah! Miss Stockley! 1 bave wanted
T g8e YOu ]

Ihe vicar's volce sounded unusually
subdued

[ was just coming to see you, Mr
Horne,” Barbara replied

Really? Ah! 1 am very glad of

t. 1 hoped you would.,”

“Wbx? she Inquired, in genulne

We want vou to investigate our
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“Eecan

felt much troubled about you."

she sald, he paused

wheeled hils bleyele nearer and
somewhat hesitatingly There

that about Barbara, nowadnvs
seemed to check has bland plati-

se—well, to be candid, 1 have

“Indeed ¥ ns
He
‘;[.“L..
WS
W ..Ill'I!
tudes
“1 have been genulnely palned,” he
continued In his pedantic manner, “at
vour continued refusal to take up your

old work In the parigh, and your ab-
sence from church. Both have been a
rinl grief to me, as they have to your
mother, 1 am overjoyed, therefore,
If, at last—"

“No!" she Interrupted. “You are
mistaken I—ecan't do—either.”

He guve a deep sigh. *“RBut—my

dear Mlss Stockley—wheti one's duty
lles plain—"

“Mr. Horne!" she Interrupted agaln
a note of suppressed passion In her

voice, “If you met a blind man, would

you send bim wus gulde to a party of
tourists 1"

“Er-—no,” he sald, bewlldered,

She laid her hand his
and the passion rose in her
worde,

“Suppose

on bieyele

burrled
your  whole life
thoughts, your motives, tastes,
faith—had been taken and changed;
then whirvled around and dashed to the
ground, that that you were
broken, crushed, blind-—groping in the
dark yoa . teach children thelr
creed? train young girls to be
‘gnides’? Or—or kneel In church and

If He exists al
hate |

~your
Ideals

S0 S0
could

Or

worship a God whown
all—vou hate 7—yes,
“Mise Stockley— ™
Poor Mr

speecliless

Horne was rendered

Barbara wselzed the opportunity of
forwarding her originnl purpose
“I wanted to see you, tonight, about

Jenny CGrant.”

“Jenny Grant?' he echoed, still
dnzed,

In n few sentences she acquainted
him with the facts. He looked at her
by the light of his bleyele lamp, In yet
more astonishment; then, with an alr
of profound melanchely, shook his
head and sighed ngaln

“They are chapel people, Miss Stock
1oy It Is not my business to Inter

| fere”™

“But surely ' Whatever difference
does that make? It's only a lonn of a
few pounds—I will pay you hack

“You don't understand these mat
ters If we begin lending money to
those who are but ng the re

“Martha Is giving her food. She was |
starving."

Her mother gnsped. She rose uncer
tainly, ae If on the polnt of frustrating
thie dlsposal & her goods: then some
thing In the girl's expression caused
her to resume her sent

“Oh, well She can have some food
But then she ls to go, Barbara—"

“Where ¥

Mrs. Stocklev fidgeted with er writ
ing paper

“That’'=s no econcern of mine Her
mother must ok after her Your
aunt will be back tonight. She will
do something

Barhara waved this |dea to a place
unmentionahle “WIill you lend her
money to reach Edinburgh? [ haven't
got enough loose casl

e nly not! I might never ses
t agalr

T | abruptly left the room at

this point, with another lmpulsive res

thelr sins—If

expect—"

wards of
them to

encournge

Barbara turned away
“If only Mrs. Fleld were here!™ she
muttered Involuntarily

I saw her at the stn

“Mrs. Fleld?
tion—"
“Saw her? Then she has come back?
Good night, Mr. Horne !
Before he could open his lips, he

found himself alone, the sound of fy

Ing footsteps In hi=s ears. St} feeling

distinctly dazed, he took off his plnee
nez and wiped the glass, before mount
ing his Meyele Yes, very
wring! Whatever the trogble, It ‘was

helng taken In quite the wrong spirit

But ome must be bhroadminded: one
must not glve up these In =in and
darkness, He would seud her that

little book,

mv[_

An anchor at last, In a mereclles
sen !

Thur A4id It seem to the girl =tam
bling hurrledly acrogs the deark comp

¢
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to New York

Go this way—it costs
but little more

Shasta route to California— (four
trains daily thence scenic S
route to New Orleans.

Excellent meals in the Southern Pacific

dining car.

Connection at New Orleans with pala-
tial steamers for New York—meals and

berth included in the one fare.
Sto

at New Orleans.

Ask aboutCarriso Gorge route from San
Diego—Apache Trail detour of Arizona.
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mon, The windows of the house blnzed
forth a pathway of welcome, long he

fore its refuge was reached. Then a
bright-faced mnld opened the door:
and that subtle sense of radiant

warmth—which s only possessed by u
house or person when the spirit of 1t 1s
at the belm—stole out and enveloped
her With a long-drawn sigh
she entered the cheerful hall,

One gwift searching glance at the
sharpened white fentures of the girl
hurrying up the stalrs, and the woman
In the fur travellng coat caught the
extended hands and drew her close
into her arms.

“Oh, Bab darling!" came the 'ery
from her heart's depth,

A convulsive cluging of thin arms:
no words were needed. Here
was, at last, the blessed peuce of
Understanding. . .

When the door of her den was
closed behind them the elder womnan
rilsed the girl's face and looked long
Into the sunken ayes, with those dee)
gray ones which bore such resem
blance to another's Barbaru

that

“Oh! | Love Him 80. . . "

caught her Breath. She remembered
once thinking his lacked their won
derful tenderness. But she had seen
it grow there—Iintensified

“Ah!" she eried, “how 1
you [

“1 want to keep you here for Christ.
mas,” Mrs. Fleld sald “Wil you
stay? I am leavidg afterward., Miss
Davies traveled back with me, so your
mother does not néed you'" She saw
the flash of unutterable relief cross the
girl's face, and turned to the
Within a few minutes a letter had
heen dispatched o Mre. Stockley, in
structions glven to the housekeeper
their ourdoor clothes removed and
they back In the little sitting
room

Mrs. Fleld knelt and poked (ne fire
Into a bright blaze, then looked up at

the silent figure heside her. Her eyes

tollowed those of the girl toward the
writing table and the photograph upon

wanted

door

were

B o And she understood. Hhe
rose to her feet. And'all the peculiar
magnetism, which drew people of

every class and creed to this woman,
shone In her face, seemed to vibrate
In the hand abe held out As the
other eaught at it, the sealed chamber
of ber tortured heart burst open In
one agonlzed cry:
“Iigge bimm . . .

[

Oh! I love him

0 i

“And-—he, Barbara?

“He-~loved me."

Barbara abruptly held out her left
hand.

“This was our wedding ring.’' she
whispered,

The Involuntory start which the
other gave was gquickly controlled.
She met steadily, albeit with some wup-
prebhension, the gir! arching look-—
seeming to probe to her very seul,
proving Its faith,

(Continued on page 4)

Hall's Catarrh

Medlclne will do what we

claim for it—
tid your system of Catarrh or Deafness
caused by Catarrh.

Sold by druggists for over 40 years
F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, Ohio

FOR SALE
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Barred Rock *.%
Cockerels 8. 1. Smith

Is your child meking good prog-
rees al school?

If your child is not making =
satisfactory average at school you
should find out why. Defective
eyesight is often responsible for

posr progress in studies, Don't
nwait longer. Find out for sure—
ow.

\ Meade & Albro,

Optometrists. Jewel ers !
and manufacturing opticians
ALBANY
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DELBERT STARR

Funeral Director and Li-
censed Embalmer
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