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'THE MIDLANDERS”
By Charles Tenney Jackson ---

COniUUHT, 1»1*. TIIK HOIIHH-MICK HII.1. COMPAUT.

Sy*o*«l« of Prreedl»« <'••«<»»*,
Uncle Michigan. an after it« war 

rebel soldier liv'ag with another old 
Aefedcrato captain In the l.ouielai.a 

• wantps picks up Aurelle. a baby girt, 
»stray from an . rphan asylum. on the 
»treets of New Orleans, mistaking her 
for a boy. The old soldier» have been 
looking for a boy to bring up and edu­
cate that he may revive and lead their 
lost cause. They bring her up to young 
girlhood und Uncle Michigan and Aure­
lle find themselves settled near the 
Iowa river town of Rome with John 
Lindstrom, a quarry hand, who becomes 
soured and turns against the world be­
cause he is unjustly sentenced to a day 
In jail for contempt of the court, of 
Judge Van Hart. Harlan's father- Har­
lan loves Aurelle and meets her out­
side the village in the evening and in­
duces her to go with him to his mother 
to confess th.-ir attachment.

Wiley i’urran. th* town printer, 
helps Aurelle win the beauty prise of­
fered by a metropolitan paper.

her barbarous French. “Me the lit­
tle savage! Aurelle! Am I changed?” 

She turned with an odd forelgnneas 
and shrugged, displaying herself for 
him. And then she saw Miss Vance, 
an«l chocked herself. Then Harlan, 
and gasped. But she came to him 
with the most natural grace and held 
out * hand.

"And Harlan glad to see me. are 
you?" Then to Janet. "And you? I 
reckon this old town won't know me!” 
She turned with a little flutter of hap­
piness Janet decided that Aurelle 
had discovered herself, a rare trick of 
making the moat of whatever came 
her way. with a natural player's per­
ception of value*. It all enhancod her 
blithe drollery, this bit of the man­
ners of the world, and she had the 
wit to utilise It. In no other way 
could Janet account for the amazing­
ly changed Aurelle. Her lonely pride, 
her defeated pathos were gone.

She Introduced thp stranger with a 
Jubilant confldeniX "This is Ada 
Norman, and she was our heavy wo­
man. Sho sank Into Mr. Curran's 
chair with an air of having done the 
situation carelessly well. Then she 
raised her big black eyes llmpldly to 
young Mr Van Hart, with that tiely­
ing spiritual penalvenea* which must 
once have so ensnared him. "Hhe 
knows how to be the coquette,” mused 
Miss Vance- and glanced keenly at Mr. 
Curran.

Mr Curran was staring at Aurelia 
with frank delight. Janet was swiftly 
aware that his despondency of the 
hour had vanished. He waa In the 
clouds, his Inescapable romance, the 
love of the bizarre and the daring, had 
seiz. d him "Aurelle. you Incredible 
child! he cried. "How—how—splen­
didly you look!”

Indeed she did. She knew It. She 
found happiness In It.

Mr Curran.” she smiled: "you’re 
the only person—except Uncle Mich — 
who ever understood me a bit!”

Harlan and Janet were silent If 
Aurolie was the vulgarian, this was 
suppogable In her world of vulgarians. 
Morris Feldman woulp assure you that 
the thing was to get the money and 
th.- press stuff. He was confident that 
Miss Lindstrom could do both. And 
wear clothes What else was need- 
ful?

Wiley saw Harlan's eyes fastened on 
Aurelle’* hand. He knew that Janet 
also was thinking of the story of Hen 
McFetrldge's diamonds. Hut Aurelio 
wore only one little ring! Mr Curran 
glanced defiantly at the others Jnnet 
looked at him with a sudden sickness 
of heart. He was shlnlng-eyed. It 
took this to delight his vagabond soul 
—a girl of fluffy clothes, the charm of 
adventure out in the world, airs and 
appealing graces, the typical feminine 
—and he had succumbed.

"Janet!" he cried. “Do you remem­
ber her? The little rabbit-hunting 
savage up |n the hills, the defying 
school child with a heart none could 
ever find?"

"Nobody ever tried," said the savage 
with a smile, "Nobody!”

"Indeed not.” drawled the languid 
Miss Norman, "unless It’s all the ba­
bies and beggars I wonder how many 
rehearsals she’s been fined Just for 
them!”

"It's fun!" burst out Aurelle. "To 
have some money and give It away. 
And to tickle haiiles—It makes 'em 
stare so! Miss Norman and I are 
going to New York and try to get on, 
but honest, I’d rather have a baby." 

Young Mr Van Hart looked at Mr. 
Curran. Mr Curran laughed grace« 
lessly Miss Vance was beginning to 
smile. Hhe was concluding that Au­
relle was comical. Rlangy, droll, 
good-hearted, honest—but all that spir­
itual chastness of her faro when sho 
was not laughing—would be harmless 
after all!

"Now York." went on Aurelle. "If 
one Is going to really act, one must 
go there. And starve, maybe. Hut 
Ada says I won’t. Rhe knows we'll 
got on, and the managers will listen 
to mo You know they said In Den­
ver it wasn't Just my face. They said 
I was worth while—In the newspa­
pers."

"She certainly Is," put in Miss Nor­
man. "I never saw any one work a 
part so hard all the tricky bits And 
It doesn't soem work with her And 
she can wear clothes, and In the busi­
er that's everything'"

The "heavy woman" looked down 
at herself. Sho was quite forty and 
th>' slock companies had made her 

feel It. "An old trouper like me," she 
went on, "watches a lot of these kid* 
■moke up and go out. Jlut Aurelle, 
here. Is class. Where she got It. God 
knows!”

"When Hen and Ben make another 
fortune." pursued Aurelle, "they're go­
ing to buy the tin opera-house, and 
I'll come back a leading woman and 
show these old grannies something"* 

Mias Norman laughed wearily. 1*1*10 
ly Hen and Hen were provocative of 
glee to professional people. "Angel 
Hen!” she murmured.

"Good old Hen'” said Aurelle Then, 
quite Innocently, Mr Curran, do you 
know Hen McFetridge wanted to mar­
ry me?”

"N-no—” Mr. Curran looked evasive­
ly at Harlan. Jnnet had an impres­
sion that Harlan was fighting down a 
blaze of anger.

"Hut then.” went on Aurelle— "every­
body was good to me “

"Wanting to marry you, Aurelle?" 
faltered Mr. Curran; "do you call that 
being good to you?”

"Of course," demurely, "at least if* 
Interesting.”

Harlan was on hl* feet. Ha at­
tempted to pass her, and she looked up 
in wonder.

"You're not going. Harlan. Why, sit 
down. Tell me all about yourself I 
thought"—«he hesitated — "since you'd 
been east you'd be a great man by 
now! ”

"I'm practicing law here,” ha an­
swered quietly,

“Going to settle down here?”
"Yes"
Hhe looked at him with a pity that 

stung him. Hhe had grown so amaz­
ingly In the year. "I shouldn't think

■"i could stand it. I couldn't oh, 
to be somebody! And do something* 
I remember the nights I used to climb 
the bills and stare off across the river 
and wonder and wonder! out there 
was something and 1 wanted it. And 
If Mr Curran hndn't sent my picture 
to the paper I'd have been there yet - 
climbing Ragle Point trail at sunset In 
watch the light go out Just as lonely 
as of old.”

Home way or other they were still 
“And dear Old Mich!” she went on 
softly. "Ikone come up-river! I>one 
gain' to occupy the land! That's what 
he'd say. Dona goln' to find the land 
of Joy!” Hhe turned to Wiley sudden- 
ly. “And before I go. I'm going to 
climb the hills once more. And I'm 
going out to see 'em all, if Papa Lind­
strom will let mo on the place. I Just 
want somebody whoso eye« get bright­
er when I come among 'em And Un­
cle Mich's will, Mr Curran!”

"I know they will, Aurelle. And 
Knute'a and Peter** and the baby**! 
And surely all of u*! The land of 
Joy? You'll bring it to them out there. 
Aurelle. You've sent them so much 
stuff and money they'd have half­
starved last winter, when Albert, the 
pedler, was sick, if you hadn’t done 
that. John knew you were sending 
the money, too. but he pretended he 
did not. Why, we all like you, Au­
relle.”

"I’m glad," she answered, and stood 
In the doorway looking over the town 
with a forgiving and proud simplicity.

"They do like her," drawled the 
tired blonde woman from her chair. 
"I’ve been in stock five years, and be­
fore that seven over the Beckrneyer A 
Grady circuit spot-lighting a song, 
and I’ve seen ’em all. When I tie to 
a kl<l, she's got to havs It. Hpllt-woek 
vaudeville and cheap stock don't leavtr 
you no illusions But Aurelle—I'm 
going to take this kid to Now York 
und got her in right If I have to sell 
my shoe«?"

"Are you going there to act'.’" In­
quired Mr. Curran innocently.

"Who? Me?" The spot-light artist 
sat up and turned her heavy, good- 
humored face to him. "oh. Gawd - 
me on Broadway! Hay, you're one of 
thewo Jay humorists, ain't you? Cut 
out the funny stuff."

"Now, Ada"—hurst forth Aurelle — 
“you mustn't talk so! You're the best 
and kindest woman I ever know!" 
She turned defiantly to the others; 
"oh, the days ami nights she couched 
me, and rehearsed me and dressed 
me—and told me how to behave at 
hotel tables and everything' Mon 
Di*u! Each night I say a little prayer 
for Ada Norman!" Rhe finished Hoftly 
and was «taring out the window. 
"Maybe this town was right In laugh­
ing at me In the old days. I guess I 
wa* funny! And I felt so bitter when 
I went away. But sitting hero in Mr. 
Curran's old shop, somehow, all that 
Is dead. The birds singing up I he cliff

(Ceatlaued From tJWt Week!

His grimace deepened. Through the 
weeks Janet had watched his prog­
ress. He had astonished every one 
as a campaigner; "tricky," his opp >- 
nents said, but winning by his Ilk*- 
blenesx. He had been filled with a 
boy's delight to discover that he could 
really speak In public—that his old 
nervous heaitance had gone like a 
mist before his new ardors, his mer­
curial enthusiasms. Out in the other 
counties he had won dashingly; but 
among his horpe people, he confided 
to Janet, he was a "lame duck."

He could not explain that. She 
knew it was because here they had 
seen his purpose, his hope, his imagi­
native life come to nothing. He was 
of that type of which the towns and 
provincial cities have many—a person 
whose chaste tastes, intellectual as­
pirations and social qualities had 
starved under the stress of making a 
livelihood. Ideas, finer achievement, 
al; bartered with the standards fixed 
by a vulgar need. Janet herself had 
felt the impact; she knew his battle. 
And so long he had given up! And 
so late had arisen! He seemed to have 
forgot his useless years, his defeats, 
he had gone out among men, and they 
had honored him.

Today he was in one of his "slumps." 
Janet went on with her ingenious en­
couragement. "I wish you knew what 
a rare mystery you are to the coun­
try people. And how splendidly they 
believe in you! You’re a now sort of 
politician. And I'm very proud. 
Wiley!“

He still looked ruefully at her. "The 
fool editor,” he mourned—"I wonder 
if I spoke here—as I must sometime 
— who’d turn out to listen? You and 
Aunt Abby, and my printer, and 
doubtless the undertaker.” He sighed, 
and waved his hand out to the town. 
“Sometimes the old feeling comes 
back. I don't belong here. I’m the 
misfit, Janet. The dreamer"—he let 
his eyes go off to the summer land. 
It was too rich; never had It hun­
gered. and never from it could arise 
his epic song—never from this would 
come the watchers of dawns. "I think, 
sometimes, even now, that I ought to 
be a starving poet in a garret Eh. 
then, Janet! i'd do something!” He 
came to Harlan with his direct af­
fection and put a hand upon the shoul­
der of the younger man I'd like to 
be back where you are. boy! And start 
anew—the slate clean!” He smiled 
sadly. “What absurdity—me a poll- 
tiefan!”

He could run on thus with these two 
—Janet, with whom he had been 
schoomate. and Harlan, whom he had 
loved after his return. These two had 
ma<!e life livable In his shabby years 
—they had understood. They had 
made him keep faith with himself. T 
need you two,” he murmured; "oh. I 
need you!”

They saw his eyes, the fondness 
in them, watching out the door. Then 
he cri- d out.

Carmichael's bus was at his plat­
form Two women were getting out. 
One v.as a stout light-haired person. 
The other was Aurelle Lindstrom She 
dropped her suitcase, and lifting her 
veil, ran forward to Mr. Curran. And 
she kissed him!

Mr. Curran colored. He was dum- 
founded. He gasped This Aurelle! 
This being, so mischievous with 
laughter, so rippling with life, so com­
plete with happiness md confident 
with saucy tricks and clothes and per­
sonality!

“Glad to see me, mon ami! Yes- 
Bo.” She was !niig!.!ng on. chattering

and the smell of the aim and clover — 
If* all so peaceful. I gueia I wo* 
wrung everybody would h«v* been 
my friend if I'd havs let them Ami 
now life I* big and beautiful ! almoat 
think people would be glad to *es Blv— 
I could Just love the old place'“

Miss Vance glanced out to whir« 
her brother wa* bringing the buggy 
•eras* the street Harlan, in the door­
way. was listening Hut only Mr. Cur­
ran looked at her. If Aurelle had 
breathed a prayer for forgiven«** tin 
could not have «tissl In more mule 
reverence And suddenly Janet turned 
to *oo hl* eye*. Then »he crossed to 
Aurelle and lifting th« girl'* face, 
kisnod her cheek Hhe could not tell 
what compassion, what unutterable 
renunciation, moved her Only *h* 
knew that to Curran Aurelle would 
over be the prince«* whom hr had re­
leased from the witches' spell This 
was the secret of ht* kindling fir««*, 
hi* new and exultant life For Janet 
them would tw the «teadfaM work, the 
Ion* road Hhe would «till th« faint 
dream of a man'* love. The other sort 
of woman, the primal appeal. would 
win Well. *he did nut need till* love, 
then.

Hhe left Aurelle In a *hy surprise, 
• nd Wiley in wonder at this demon­
stration Janet wa* not given to It. 
He watched her and Arne drive away, 
and Harlan cro** to th» courthouse. 
They were guesalng al hie tnudnes*, It 
•octned.

Aurelle decid'd that she and Mia* 
Norman would put up at the Parson* 
House Hhe wanted to be *e«n by 
Ml** Amelia and to order, with her 
n«w air of the world, the t>«at room 
and to cominant critically on the ee- 
date I’uraon* House dinner The Par- 
•on* fam 11,- had kept the Parsons 
Hou*e and one« had rntertalned 
Htephen A. Dougla* Mia» Amelia kept 
th» tradition a* well a* the hostelry 
so that she had the eminent riwpert. 
If not the patronage, of the l>«st 
p*ople.

Harlan, from hi* office window, 
looking absently ocroa* the square, suW 
Mis* Norman com« out of th» New* 
door and go down the *trcet toward 
th« Parson* House presently. Then 
she painted al the corner of the court­
house park to glatvre up al the splen­
dor of th« August maple* The bird* 
were *lnging, and the sunlight flick­
ered through Hhe crossed th« lawn 
to a seat and *at down. Harlan could 
■e* her looking about, drawing In the 
air perfumed with the bloom of tlm 
corn and the golden atubble up the 
hillside*. Her eye* closed, and after a 
whlla she slept— Juat a tired woman 
of 40 who had worked hard and had 
no Illusion«, who waa Just what the in­
evitability of work and life makes of 
all of u* But about the aquare. In 10 
minutes, gossip ran. The bleached- 
halrad lady who had com« back with 
Aurelle IJndstrom from her triumphant 
SI00,000 prize twauty tour of the west 
wearing the Ill-gotten McFetridge dia­
monds, wa* a*l**p in th* park!

No other woman had ever slept tn 
Rome'* park. Nothing could have an 
Jabbed convention, nothing so focused 
comment on Aurelle Lindstrom All 
■ bout the squuro, the store*, the bil­
liard parlor, at Play ter'* corner, at tho 
bank and around the hitching rails the 
buzz ran. Harlan heard talk of It 
from III* window. Clerk* «topped and 
told others; farmers stared Hom« one 
asked where was old Marnhal Bee, ami 
others sold the sheriffs office had 
Jurisdiction ns the park was county 
property,

Wiley Curran, talking Io Aurelle in 
his shop, saw Miss Norman drowsily 
lurch back under nil the mid-summer 
glory and sleep as a child sleep*.

"Poor Ad!" murmured Aurelio, "she's 
been tired for Ion years and never hud 
such peace and air ns this. It's Just 
fine to sen her!"

And Aunt Abbv, who hail hurried 
down, wiping hr floury hands to «.•»tile 
back her "specs" and kin* the wnn- 
derer, looked over In the park and said: 
"Poor dear lot her sleep till supper- 
time If she will. What else to tho park 
good for except tired pe»qd<>, nnd may­
be heart-*|i k, too."

But meat time Homo rocked with 
scandal. < ilrl Miir*hiil Bee whs milted 
from hl* midday meal nnd told to da 
something, nnd he ambled Into tho 
sheriffs office nnd said they ought 
to do something. Old Deputy Amos 
pulled his whiskers anil protested. Tho 
undertaker came In nnd denounced 
both of them, nnd the district nttor- 
noy was appealed Io, but he shook hl* 
head. Never would he wnke anybody , 
up lust before the primaries!

I To lie Conflnned)


