ILLUSTRATIONS
BY CLARK AGNEW.

Coprright by
Doubleday, Page & Co

WNU Service

(Continued)

SYNOPSIS

CHAPTER L—Introducing
g’}lrk DeJong) In his infancy. And hie

other, Belina DeJung. daughter of
Bimeon Peake, ganibler and gentleman
of fortune. Her life, to young woman
hood In Chicago In 1888, has been uf-
conventional, somewhat gpeamy, but
generally enjoyable At school
chum is_ Julle Hempel, daughter of
August Hempel, butgher 8imeon s
killed ‘in & quarrel that Is not his own
and Selina, nineteen years old and
practically destitute, becomes a school-
teacher.

“So Big’

CHAPTER I1—Selina secures a
tidn ms teacher at the High Prairie
pohool, In the outskirts of Chicago
living st the home of & truck farmer
Klaas Pool In Roelf, twelve years
old, son of Klaas, Seilna perceives a
kindred spirit, a lover uf bemuty, like
herself

Maartje Pool now thumped down on
the table a great bowl of potatoes fried
in grease; a platter of ham. There was
bread cut in chiinks. The coffee was
rye, toasted In the oven, ground, and
taken without sugar or eream. Of this
food there was plenty. It made Mprs.
Tebbitt's Monday night meal seem am-
brosial. Selina's vislons of chickens,
oly-koeks, wild ducks, crusty crullers,
and pumpkin ples vanished, never to
return. She had been very hungry, but
now, as she talked, nodded, smiled, she
cut her food Into Infinitesimal bites,
di4 not chew them so well, and de-
spised herself for being dainty.

posi-

“Well,” gshe thought, “it's golng to be |

different emough, that's certaln .
This 18 a vegetable farm, and they
don't eat vegetables. I wonder why.

What a pity that she lets herself
look like that, just because she's a
farm woman. Her halr screwed Into
that knob, her skin rough and neglect-
ed. That hideous dress. Shapeless.
8he's not bad looking, either. A red
mpot on either cheek, now; and her
ayés so blue. A llttle llke those women
ia the Dutch plctures father took me
to L) In—where ?—where?—New
York, years ago?—yes. But that wom-
an’'s face was placid This one's
strained. Why need she look like that,
froway, horrid, old! The boy s,
somehow, forelgn-looking — Itallan.
Queer, They talk a good deal
ke some German neighbors we had In
Mllwaukee. They. twist sentences.
Kdteral translations from the Dutch, 1
suppose.”

Jakodb Hoogendunk, Pool's hired
hand, was talking. Supper over, the
men sat relaxed, pipe Io° mouth.
Maartje was clearing the supper things,
with Geertje and Jozina -making a
great pretense at helping. If they gig-
gled like that In school, Selina thought,
she would, In time, go mad, and knock
thelr pigtailed heads together,

Roelf, at the table, sat poring over
a book, one slim hand, chapped and
grifty with rough work, outspread on
the cloth. Selina noticed, without
knowing she moticed, that the fingers
were long, slim, and the broken nails
thin and fine.

Seling wapted, suddenly, to be alone
in her room—in the room that but an
hour before hafl been a strange and
terrifying chamber wikh Its towering
bed, its chlll drum, Its ghostly bride's
chest. Now it had become a refuge,
snug, safe, Infinltely desirable. She
turned to Mrs. Pool. *“I—I think I'll
o up to my room.
ride, I suppose. I'm not
Her volce tralled off.

“8Sure,” sald Maartje, hriskly
bad finished the supper disbes and was
busy with a huge bowl, flour, a baking
board. “Sure go up.
to set yet and what all.”

*If I could have some hot water—"

“Roelf! Stop once that- reading and
show school teacher where is hot wa-
ter. Geertje! Jozina! Never In my
world did I see such.,” She cuffed a
convenlent pigtall by way of emphasis,
A wall arose.

“Never mind. It doesn't matter
Don't bother.” Selina was in a sort of
panic now. - She wanted to be out of
the room. But the boy Roelf, with
quiet swiftness, had taken a battered
tin pall from its hook on®he wall, had
Hfted an iron slab at_the back of the
kitchen stove. A mist of steam arose
He dipped the pall into the tiny reser-
volr thus revealed. Then, as Selina
made as though to take It, he walked
past her. She heard him ascending
the wooden stalrway. She wanted to
be nfter him. But first she must know
the name of the hook over which he
had been poring. But between her and
the book outspread on the table were
Pool, Hoogendunk, dog, pigtails,
Maartje. She pointed with a deter
mined foprefinger. “What's that book
Roelf was reading?”

Maart)e thuu,od a great ball
flough on the baking board. Her arn s
wege white with flour. She knead
and pummeled expertly “"Woorden
boek "

. Well. That meant nothing. Woorden

used

of

her |

I'm very tired The |
She |

I got my bread |

| boek. Woorden p— iJimly the mean-

Ing of the Dutch words hegan to come

to her. But it couldn't be. She
| brushed past the men in the tipped-
back chairs, stepped over the collle,
| reached across the table. Woorden
| —word. Boek—book. Word book,
“He's reading the dictionary|” Selina
sald, aloud. “He's reading the diction-
ary!” She had the .horrible feeling
that she was going to laugh and cry
at once; hysteria

Selina flung a good-nlght over her
*houlder and made for the stalrway
I.e should have all her books. She
would send to Chicago for books. She
would spend her thirty dollars a month
buying  books for Lim. He had been
reading the dictionary!

Roelf bhad placed the pail of hot
water on the little wash-stand and had
lighted the glass lamp. He was Intent
l:n replacing the glass chimney within
| the four prongs that held It firm.
| Downstalrs, in the crowded kiwehep, he
|had seemed quite the man. Now, In
| the yellow lamplight, his profile sharp-
|ly outlined, she saw that he was just
a small boy with tousled hair. About
| bis cheeks, his mouth, his chin, one
| eonld even see the last falnt traces of
|mft Infantile roundness,

“He's just a little boy,” thought Se-

! Iinn, with a quick pang. Fle wes ahout

V1o pags her now, without glancing -at
her, hig hond down  She put out her
bhand; ropchied his shoulder, He looked
up at her, his face startlingly allve,

lils eyes blazing. It came to Selina
that untll now she had not heard him

| spe ak. Her hand pressed the thin
i stuff of his coat sleeve,
|  "Cabbages — fields of ecabbages—

what you sald—they are beautiful,” he
stummered. He was terribly ln enrnest.
Before she could reply he was out of
the room, clattering down the stalrs.

Selina stood, blinking a lttle.

The glow that warmed her now en-
dured while she splashed about In the
Inadequaie basin; took down the dark

“Flelds of Cabbages—What You Sald

—They Are Beautiful,” He Btam-
mered.
soft masses of her halr; put on the

long-sleeved, high-necked
Just before she blew out

volnminous
nightgown

| black drum stationed
eunuch In the corner; and she eould
smile at that; even glggle a little, what
| with weariness, excitement and a gen-
eral feeling of being awake in a
| dream. But once In the vast bed she/
lay there utterly lost in the waves of
| terror and loneliness that envelop one
at night In a strange house amongst
strange peop'e. 8he listened to the
noises that came from downstairs;
volces gruff, unacenstomed; shrill,
high. These ceased and gave place to
others less accustomed to her clty-
bred ears; a dog’'s bark and an answer-
ing one; a far-off traln whistle; the
dull thud of hoofs stamping om the
harn fisor; the wind in the bare tree
| branches outside the window
Her watch--a gift from Simeon
Peake on her eighteenth birthday—
| with the gold case all beautifully en
graved with a likeness of a gate, and
a charch, and a waterfall and a bird,

| Iinked together with spirals and flour- |

ishes of the most graceful description,
| was ticking away companionably un-
der her plllow. She felt for it, took It
ont and held it In her palm, under her
rhe k, for comfort

She knew she would not sleep that |

night She knew she would pot

b u|o-|>p—--
She awoke to a clear, cold November

| dawn; children's voices: the peighing

'

e
=

the lamp her last glimpse was of the | ;o0rs'into the ayes, plowing the drifts,

llke a patient |

and squawking in the barnyard It
was six o'clock.
school teacher.

roomful of round-eyed Geertjes and
Jozinas and Roeifs. The bedroom was
cruelly cold As she threw the bed-
clothes aside Selina declded that It
took an appalling amount of courage—
this life that Simeon Peake had called
_I A great adventure.

Chapter 111 A

Every morning throughout Nevem-
ber it was the same. At six o'clock:
“Mliss Peake! Oh, Miss Peake [

“I'm up!” Selina wotld call in what
she meant to be a gay volee, through
chattering teeth. :

“You better come down and. dress
| where s warm here by the stove.

Peering down the perforations In
the floor-hole through which the par

i
of horses ; a great sizzling and hissing, |
and scent of frying bacon; a clucking | ''Vable.

|

Selina's first day as a |

In s little more thap | Dutch cherubs in
twe bours she would be facing & whole | ments of learning

psomber

lor chimney awelled #e proudly inte
the drum, Selina could vaguely descry
Mrs. Pool stationed just below, her |
gaze upturned. |
That first morning, on hearing this |
Invitation, Sellopa had been rocked be
tween horror and mirth. *“I'm Dot
cold, really. I'm almaost dressed, . I'll
he down directly.” '
Maartje Pool must have sensed
soine of the sbock iln the girl's v@ice;
por, perhaps, even some of the lalgh-
ter. “Pool and Jakob dre long out
already cutting. Here back of,the
stove you can dress warm." -
Shivering and tempted though she
was, Sellna bad set ber will against ‘
It. *“1 won't go down,” she sald to
herself, shaking with the cold “1
won't come down to dressing behind
the kitchen stove llke a-—~llke @& peas-

ant in one of those dréwdful an
novels, That sounds st up
and horrid. . Thl_ Pools s are
good and kind and dec#nt.. But

[ won't come down to huddling ‘behind
the stove with a bundlewf underwear
in my arms. Oh, dear, thik corset's
Ilke a casing of lce

“But 1 won't dress bebind the kitch-
en stove!" declared Sellna, ghiring
meanwhile at that hollow pretense,
the drum. She even stugk her tongue
out at it (only nineteem remember!),

When she thought back, years later,
on that period of her High Prairte
experience, stoves seemed to figure
with absurd prominente In her \mem-

ery. That might well. be. A stove
changed the whole caiirse of her life.

From the #frst, the schoolhouse
stove was her bete molr. Out of the
welter of that first year it stood, huge
and menacing, a black tyrant. The
High Pralrie schoolhouse in which Be-
lina taught was a little more than a
mile up the road beyend the Pool
farm. She came to kmow that road
In all Its moods—Ice-locked, drifted
with snow, wallowing In mud. School
began at half-past eight. After her
first week Selina had the mathematics
of her early morning reduced to the
least common denominator. Up at
sifX. A plunge Into the frigid gar
ments; breakfast of bread, cheese,
sometimes bacon, always rye enffee
without eream or sugar. Oa with the
cloak, mufMer, bood, mittens, galoshes.
The lunch box In bad weather.’ Up
the road to the schoolhouse, baftling
the prairie wind that' whipped the

slipping on the hard ruts and: ley
ridges In dry weather. Excellent at
nineteen. As she flew down the road
In sun or rain, In wind or snow, her
mind's eye was fixed on the sfove
The schoolhouse reached, her numbed
fingers wrestled with the rusty lock,
The door opened, there singe her the
schoolroom smell—a minglieg of dead
ashes, kerosene, nonwashed hodles,
dust, mice, chalk, stove-wood, lunch
erumhs, mold, slate that has heen
washed with sgaliva. Inte thisa Selina
rushed, untying her muffler as she en-
tered. In the little wvestibule! there
was a box plled with chunks of stove
wood and another heabed with dried

corn-cobs.  Alongside this a can of
kerosene. The cobs served as kin-
diing. A dozen or meré of these you

soaked with kernsene and stuffed
Into the maw of the'pusty irom pot-
lh»!iiori stove. A mateh. Up flared
the corn-cobs, Now Was.the moment
for a small stick of weond; another te
keep It company. BShut the door.
Dranghts. Dampers.” Smoks. Sus
pense. A blaze, then a crackle. The

wood has ecaught. In with a chunk
| now, A walt. Another chunk. Slam
the door. The schoolhouse fire |Ia

| started for the day As the room
thawed gradually Sellna removed lay-
| ers of outer garmentsa By the tipe
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| of mouth. Jan and Cornelius, Katring
and Aggle went to school to learn
reading and writing and numbers, not
to sfand with open windows In the
winter.

On the Pool farm the winter work
had set In. Klinas drove Into Chicago
with winter vegetables only omce a
week now. He and Jakob and Roelf
were storing potatoes and cabbages |
underground ; repairing fencesg; pre i
paring frames for the early spring
planting ; sorting seediings It hnad

1

the children arrived the room was

Sellna had seen herself, dignified

yet gentle, instructing a roomful of
the ‘simpler ele
But it Is difficult

to be dignified and gracious when von |
are suffering from chilblains. Selina
fell vietim to this sordid discomfort,
as d1d every child In the room. She |
sat at the battered pilne desk or |
moved abont, a lttle lcecwool shaw! |
around her shoulders when the wind |
was wrong and the stove balky. Her I
white little face seemed whiter in |
contrast with the black folds of this
Earment. Her slim hands
were rough and chapped. The oldest
child In the room was thirteen the
youngest four and a half,

Eunrly In the winter Belina had had
the unfortunate ldea of opening the |
lee-locked windows at Intervals and |

giving the children filve minutes of
exercise while the fresh cold air
cleared brains and room at once.

Arms waved wildly, heads wohbled
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short legs worked vigorously. At the
end of the week twenty High Prairie
parents sent protests by note or word

been Roelf who had taught Sellnn to
bulld the echoolhouse fire He hnd
gone with her on that first morning,
had started the fire, filled the water
pall, Initlated her In the rites of corn
cobs, kerosene, and dampers. A shy,
dark, sllent boy. She set out delib-
erately to woo him to friendship,
“"Roelf, 1 have a book called ‘Ivan
boe.! Would you llke to read 1t?'
“Well, I dom't get much time."
“You wouldn't have to hurry. Right
there In the house. And there's another
called “The Thrée Musketeers,'"
He was trying not to appear pleased ;
to appear stolld and Dutch, llke the

people from whom he had sprung
Some Duteh sallor ancestor, Selina
thought, or fsherman, must have

touched at an Itallan port or Spanish
and brought back a wife whose eyes
and skin and feeling for beauty had
skipped layer on layer of placld Neth-
erlands to crop out now In this wistful
sensitive boy.

Sellna had spoken to Pool abomt a
shelf for her books nnd her photo-
graphs. He had put up a rough bit of
board, very crude and ugly, but it had
perved. She had come home one snowy
afternoon to find this shelf gone and In
Its place a smooth and polished ons
with brackets Intricately carved Hoelf
had cut, planed, polished, and earved
It In many hours of work !n the cold
little shed off the kitchen, He had
there a workshop of sorts, fitted with
such tools and Implements as he could
devise. He did man's work
farm, yet often at night Selina could
faintly hear the rasp of his handsaw
after she had gone to bed.  This sort
of thing was leoked upon by Kinas
Pool as foollshness. Roelf's real work
In the shed was the making and mend
Ing of coldframes and hotheds for the
early spring plants. Whenever possihle
Roelf neglected this dull work for some
fancy of his own. To this Elars Pool
objected as being “dumb.”

“Roelf, stop that foolishness get
your ma once some wood. Carving on
that box again Instead of finishing
them coldfrumes. Some day, by gully,
1 show you. 1 break every stick . . «
dumb as a Groningen o

Roelf did not sulk. He seemed
to mind, particularly, but he came back
to the carved box as soon as chance
presented Itself. He was reading her
books with such hunger as to cause
her to wonder If Wer stock would last
him the winter, Sometimes, after sup
per, when he was hammering and saw-
Ing away In the |ittle shed delina
would snatech Maartie's old shawl off
the hook, and swathed In this against
draughty chinks, she would read aloud
to him while he carved, or talk to him
above the nolse of his tools Sellna
was & gay and volatile person. She
loved to make this boy laugh His
dark face would fash into almost
dazzling animation. Sometimes Maart-
Je, hearing their young laughter, would

on the

not

come to the shed door and staud there
A moment, hugging her arms In her
rolled apron and smiling at them, oa
comprehending but companionable
“You make fun, h'm?
“Come In, Mrs. Pool. 8it_down on

i —— —
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She Would Read Aloud to Him While
He Carved.

my box and mak® Tun, 100

may have half the shawl.™

“Og Heden! 1 got no time to &it
down."” She was off,

Roelf slid his plane slowly, more
slowly, ever the surface of satin-smooth
oak hoard. He stopped, twined a curl
of shaving about his finger. “When 1
am A man, and earning, I am going to
buy my mother a silk dress llke I saw
In a store In Chicago and she should
put it on every day, not only for Sun
day ; and sit In a chalr and make little
fAne stitches llke Widow Paarlenberg.”

“What else are you golng to do when
you grow up?' B8he waited, certain
that he would say something delight-
ful.

“Drive the team to town alone to
market.”

“Oh, Roelf !

“Sure. Already I have gone five tlines

twice with Jakeb and three times
with Pop Pretty soos, when 1
seventeen or elghteen, I ean go alone
At five In the afternoon you start and
at nine you are In the Haymarket
T'here all night you sleep on the wagon
I'here are gas lights. The men play
dice and cards, At four In the morn
ing you are ready when they come, the
ommission men and the peddlers and

Here, you

the grocery mena. Ohb, It's fioe, I tell
you [®

Roelf!" 8She was bitterly disap
polinted

“Here. Look.” He rummaged around

In a dusty box ln a corner and, sud
lenly shy agaln, lald before her a torn
«heet of course brown paper on
he had sketched crudely, effectively,
a melee of great-haunched horses; wa
gons plled high with garden truck,
men In overalls and corduroye ; flaring
gns torches. He had drawn it with a
stub of pencll exactly as it looked to
him. The result was ns startling as
that achieved by the present-day discl
ple of the Impressionistic school

Sellna was énchanted

Onee, early In December, Sellnu
vent Into town, The trip was born of
gndden revolt agninst her surround
ings and a great wave of nostalgin for
the dirt and clamor and crowds of
Chicago Early Satorday morning |

Kians drove her to the mllway station
five miles distant. She was to stay
nntll 8nnday. A letter had been
ten Julle Hempel ten days hefore, hut
there had heen no answer., Onee In
town she went stralght to the Hempel

writ

house. Mrs. Hempel, thin-lipped, met
her in the ball and sald that Julie was
out of town 8he was visiting her

friend Miss Amold, In Kansas Clty

vhich |

Selina WAS not asKeqa to stay to dlaner.
She was not asked to sit down, Whea
she left the house her great fine eyes
soemed larger and more deep-set than
| ever, and her® jaw-line was set hard
| against the Invasion of tears, Sudden-
Iy she hated this Chicago that wanted
none of her; that brushed past her,
bumping her elbow and offering no
apology ; that clanged, and slivieked,
and whistled, and roared In her ears

(Continued on page 4)
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