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HE soft June breeze idly played
among the tops of the birches
and’ balsams that beckoned in-
vitingly from the shores of the

mountain lake as Wainwright leisurely
piled his paddle. Now and then he stop-
ped fo fill his lungs with the fragrant air
and rest his eyes on the wooded ridges
looming blue on the horizon. His heart
was glad, for he was back in the woods,
his woods, that he had loved from child-
hood. :

The magic of a Northland June was
upon him, and stretching his length he
left the canoe to the :caprice of the
breeze. As he lay idly puffing his briar
the canoe gently grounded on the shore.
Lost in the beauty of the scene, he re-
mained for some time with eyes half
closed, when suddenly a faint rustle in
the brush behind him roused him from
his reverie. Wainwright casually turned,
expecting to meet'a pair of bright eyes
peering from the small bewhiskered face
of some marauding mink or interloping
squirrel, but nothing so bloodcurdling
met his gaze and he resumed his dream.

In a moment, however, the noise was
repeated and realizing the cause was
something more pretentious than a mink,
~and attributing it. possibly to a curious,
mild eyed doe or stupid, yearling moose,
he again glanced at the shore to rest his
eyes momentarily—to his amazement—on
‘2 small head of tumbling chestnut hair
framing two laughing brown eyes; but
only for a moment, as the hea@ im-
‘mediately disappeared behind a friendly
white birch. i

Wainwright sat up, all attention, and
waited for the dryad to show hex:self
again, for dryad or fairy she certainly
was. He was not disappointed, for pres-
ently out peeped the head from behind
the birch, and at the same time he gave
'the warning cluck of the hen partridge
calling her chicks, which so convulsed
the diminutive dryad that she burst into
pails of fairy laughter, and stepping from
"her hiding place revealed a lady of some
seven summers to his amused and aston-
ished gaze. As she shyly stood brushing
with two small brown hands the thick
locks from her eyes she seemed a veri-
table fairy denizen of the woods. Then
with the utmost gravity he said, “You
ywill pardon me, but I was not aware
that the fairies were out so early, yet I
am sure that I am addressing their
queen,” and doffed his felt hat with a
sweeping bow. The dryad received his
remarks and low obeisance with a look of
joy ntingled with wonder in her round
little face. “Or,” he continued, “if you
are not Queen of the Fairies you must
be a little shadow girl, for I am sure you
are not a real little girl at all.”

* “Oh, then you believe in fairies?”’ she
cried excitedly, as she moved nearer the
canoe. N

“Why, of course I believe in fairies,”
rejoined Wainwright. “In fact, I have
some intimate friends among them, and
I have known the Little Red Gods, who
are uncles of the fairies, for years.”

“Oh, tell me about the Littie Red
Gods, please! Are they really red? Do
they live near here, and will they talk to
little girls?”

By this time the dryad had lost all shy-
ness and stood on the ehore, where
Wainwright leaned on his paddle. “You
know,” she continued, now thoroughly at
ease, “I ran away from nurse this morn-
ing to hunt for fairies. She doesn’t be-
flieve in fairies, and if you don’t believe
in them you will never see them, will
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gide her, now deep in the spell cast by
the elfish beauty and frank friendliness
of this wonder child. “We must believe
§n them or they will not trust or believe
gn ‘us. You and I believe in them and
gome day we shall go and find them and
perhaps be invited to tea. I thought I
heard one {32 morning, but I found that
it was only a dear little shadow girl.”
"The Ijig brown eye grew wide at the
suggestiom of taking tea with the fairies.
Then she took one of his muscular fists
in both hers and, looking frankly into his
gray eyes, said, “Oh, I like you so much,
and I am sure you are the nicest man in
the world except papa, but papa doesn't
ibelieve in fairies. And will you really
ta'c me to see them?”

*“Yes, dearie,” he replied, as he put his
arm ‘around his diminutive questioner.
“Some day we shall sail away on a won-
derful quest for the Little Red Gods and
the fairies. 1 know where there are a
dozen little, round ducklings, each like a
yellow ball, and every morning their
mother takes them out for a swimming
lesson. ©° And not far from here lives a
family of partridges ,and, oh, such small,
brown, roly poly chicks, who hide under
the leaves when they hear anyone com-
ing. Then, too, there is a nest of very,
very hungry minklets, who dearly love
fish, so their poor mother’s feet are kept
wet all day catching them, which makes
the poor thing cough dreadfully.” This
was more than a Shadow Girl could be
expected to endure, and, with hair tum-
bling about, eyes dancing with delight,
she begged to be allowed to behold sucn
1avishing sights.

. Wainwright, endowed with a rare sym-
pathy and imagination, was so charmed by
the sweetness and appealing personality
of the child that, gathering her up in his
arms, he kissed her gmiling little face an,
tucking her in the bow of his canoe,
turned down the lake in search of the
camp so fortunate in the possession of a
veritable daughter of Elfland.

“Oh, mamma!”’ cried Wamwright's di-
minutive passenger as he landed the canoe
and placed her in the possession of her
adoring mother, “I wasn’t lost at all;
was found.”

Then he described to her amused par-
ents, the Ranfords, his meeting with the
Bhadow Girl, and announced his intention
of paying most serious court to the daugh:
ter of the house, for he had completely
lost his heart, as he had always known he
should, to a fairy.

True to his promise, the next morning
found Wainwright at the Ranford camp.
In a hammock elung between two pines
the mite of a maid lay fast asleep. Pres-

{ ently she moved, and with a flutter of the
{long fringed lids waked to stare in blank
amazement at her friend of a day, stand-
ing smilingly o®er her. Finally speech
came to her and she managed to ask, as
‘ ghe, rubbed her eyes with two small hands,
“‘are yqu really, truly one or only a dream
man? 'I guees you are only a dream man,
for I've been dreaming that we were tak-
izg tea with the Little Red Gods and you
were really true then.”
{ *“You ame no more real than L” bhe
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laughed, “and I am sure that your home
is in Fairyland, and that you dance every
bright night on the moonbeams.”

“Do fairies dance on the moonbeams?”’
she asked in amazement.

“Oh, yes, and all the little girls who
love them dance, too!"”

“Oh, I wish 1 were a fairy!” cried the
child.

“You are a Shadow Girl, a little sister
of the fairies, and that is nicer, for I have
met man; fairies, but you are the only
Shadow Girl 1 know. Now we are going
to set sail for'the Enchanted Island where
live the Little Red Gods.” And so the
Dream Man and the Shadow Girl em-
barked for the Island of Enchantment.

In a deep cove, miles away at the head
of the lake, lay the object of-their quest.

‘spot, lured by the natural beauty of the
cove and the island -iteelf. Here he had
passed many a blissful hour in a dream
world of his own, and it was to the Island
of Enchantment that his thoughts had
instinctively turned as the natural scene
for the introduction of the Shadow Girl
into Arcady.

As they noiselessly rounded the shoul-

der of shore that guarded the realm, and
turned into the cove they surprised a
family of teal in the midst of a swim-
ming lesson, and the Shadow Girl gasped
with delight as, led by the old bird, the
brood scampered off, beating the water
with feet and wings in a wild scramble
for safety. Yet little they knew how safe
they were-in the presence of a shadow
girl and a dream man. Further on they
were scolded by an indignant mink, whose
inquisitive face, peeping for an instant
from the far side of a log, betokened his
resentment at the intrusion of strangers
on his private domain.
* After circling the shore of the cove they
landed on the island, and swinging the
Shadow Girl to his shoulder the Dream
Man mounted to a large rock on its most
elevated portion, from which the blue
waters of the lake could be seen miles to
the southward sparkling in the June sun.
There he told her wonderful tales of the
little brotheis of the air and woods. How
at sunrise s few mornings before he had
seen a white doe with two spotted fawns
drinking at the mouth of the brook across
the cove, and ‘how the white deer were
beloved above all others by the fairies,
because they were so rare. That the fairy
queen when making a long journey always
rode between the silken ears of a white
doe and held fast by each hand as her
fleet footed minion bounded through the
forest and over the hills. Then the en-
tranced Shadow Girl learned that the owls
came out and gossiped ‘all hight because
the sunlight hurt their eyes, but at the
first sign of dawn in the east they would
say to one another, “Oh, my, how late it
is growing! It is high time we respect-
able folks were home and abed, lest some
spiteful person criticize our habits,” and
with that they would fly away home and
sieep all day. § .

Vivid as was his imagination it could
scarcely keep pace with the demands put
upon it by the divine curiosity of his lit-
-tle companion. She taxed to the utmost
his knowledge of the habits of the crea-
tures of the forest, but the romance and
mysticism in his nature, allied to his quick
sympathy with her moods, which were at
times as elusive as the sunbeams on the
waves or the shadows of the clouds on
the trees, enabled him to conjure up
around them a Northland Arcady and
create a dream world of their'own in the
Island of Enchantment. And so the
Lorns of Elfland sounded throughout the
golden summer days for the Dream Man
and the Shadow Girl.

As the summer waned he fell more and
more under the spell of the sorceress,
who seemed less a creature of this earth
than a tiny spirit from another world, so
complex and intangible’ and yet so sym-
pathetically alluring was her child nature.
So the summer passed and the Shadow
Girl learned to know the voices of the
forest and the ways of their owners, and
many a brood of partridge chicks and oft-
en a spotted fawn did her delighted eyes
behold, while the friendship, cemented by
the common bonds of imagination and
sympathy between the child of seven and
the youth of twenty, was formed which
was to endure,

Other summers followed, filled with
happy days in Arcady and wanderings in-
to the land of the Little Red Gods. As
she grew older what delicious humor and
fancy came to be hers! And what letters
he wrote her, letters which none but a
Shadow Girl could understand and a
Dream Man write, and what anewers
from Fairyland he received in return!

So’ the years came and went, and the
Dream man left college and passed into
the world to seek his fortune, and the
Shadow Giri was sent abroad to school;
but she wstill wrote him dream letters,
which sometimes baffled the understand-
ing of even a dream man, with their
moods as evanescent and variable as the
wind that whispered in the pines of the
Enchanted Island.

One bright morning in late August, as
the sweet breeze from the balsam fringed
ehore rippled a mountain lake and the
purple ridges cut the sky in sharp ott-
line, as is scen only in the clear air of
the North, a bronzed young man in gray
flannel shirt was making a canoe fly
through the water with vigorous stroke
of his paddle. Presently, as he neared a
point of the shore thickly grown with
birches, with a turn of the blade he stop-
ped the headway of the canoe and as the
i slender craft slowly grounded he stretch-
ed his length and pulled impatiently at
the briar clenched in his teeth. He had
hardly assumed this position when a rustl-
ing behind him betokened the presence of
eome creature moving in the brush. Sit-
ting up the man looked in the direction
of the sound, to see surveying him from
a large birch two alluring brown eyes be-
neath, a mass of chestnut hair, only to
quickly disappear.

The pipe -fell neglected as the man
sprang from the canoe and rushed into
the tangled brush toward the tree from
which had peeped the eyes. As he went
he gave the call of the mother partridge,
and then there stepped into view from
Lher hiding place the Jovely owner of the
eves and hair, who with a radiant smile
approached him. “Dream Man,” she
cried, as she gave him her two hands,
“Shadow Girl,” he answered, as his eves
hungrily took: her in, “or is it the Fairy
Queen?  Shadow Girl, can it be you?

“Oh yes, Dream Man.” she laughed,
with ecyes glistening. It is vour little
Shadow Girl, and a very, very glad one
too! How cxcited T was as T came down
the trail, fearing that I might be late,”
and then, with a sigh, “I'm so happy to
be back in Arcady!”

He <tood looking down at her with her
hands still in his, too stirred to spealk.
As he gazed he saw that the Shadow Girl
had grown into exquisite womanhond,
and it was with a touch of sadness that
he realized that his dear little playmate
of old had gone, never to return, and in
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her place had left, instead, that world’s
mystery—a woman.

“*Well,” she said at last, “why don’t
you say you are glad to see me? Haven't
you stared at me long enough?”’

“Glad to see you, Shadow Girl! Why,
‘T have been dreaming of this moment
ever since I received your letter in San
Francisco.. Glad to see you! It will take
days to tell you how glad to see you I
am, and what a beautiful Dream Lady
the Shadow Girl has grown to be. My,
almost a foot taller!” said he, in mock
amazement, ‘“‘and oh, such a grand lady
with her lair up and long skirts! But
come, the Little Red Gods are wild to|
see her, and we must not keep them wait-
ing.” g
As they once again sought the King-
dom of Arcady she told him of her years
of travel and study abroad, while he took
her to the ends of the world in his travels
as correspondent for a New York news-
paper. Soon, far in the distance, they
beheld, rising from the lake, the beckon-
ing pines and feathered balsam of the
Island of Enchantment.

As she gazed, the shadow girl softly
said:—‘“Dream Man, you little know how
much I owe the island and you. All these
years abroad my thoughts have constantly

wandered back to our Arcady. It was

_5udden1y a faunt rustle
in the brush behind him
roused him from his
reverie.

here I learned from you the great delight

and wonder of this queer old world of
ours. What should I have done without
it and you?”

“Oh, but it was you who made it an
island of enchanted: dreams, Shadow Girl.
It was you who taught me, and it has
been the memory of you that has kept
my faith in this weary old world wince
I've - been knocking about its nooks and
corners.”

“But I was a mere child,” she replied.
“I had nothing to give, but how lavishly
I took from that golden store of yours!”

“Ah, you were a wonder. child with a
magician’s wand. Your divine ‘curiosity
and comprehension were the magic keys
that opened for us the Land of Hearts’
Delight.”

As they neared the island they drank
in with hungry eyes the familiar outlines
where the winds stirred the pines with
the same secrets they had overheard in
the olden time. Filled with the memories
of days passed in these sacred surround-
ings, they landed and mounted to the
shrine. As each tree and landmark
known of old fixed their delighted gaze a
familiar looking gray nosed old squirrel
scolded them from an adjoining red birch,
and they vowed that he remembered
them and was delivering an address of
welcome. While they sat filled with the
delight of the moment the omnmipresent
moose birds came gailing across from the
opposite shore, lured by the smoke of
their fire, and presently a doe and fawn
emerged from the woods and walked
daintily into the lake at the mouth of
their Arcadian brook. Dipping two vel-
vet noses into the crystal water they
stood drinking until, as the breeze
snifted they .looked up, with pointed
ears and extended nostrils, at the
island.

“Oh, see them!” cried the Shadow Girl
delightedly. They know we have come
back to Arcady.” The dcer eyed them
for a moment longer and then, with
white tails erected, bounded into the for-
est.

“I am sure I can hecar the Little Red
Gods chanting far away in the hills. Oh,
it is €0 good to be back with you in Ar-
cady!” she exclaimed, as she gazed down
the shimmering length of the lake to the
far hills beyond.

*“Do you remember how we used to con-
jure up dream valleys over those red
rimmed hills, Dream Man?” she finally
said, “and how we promised ourselves
that some day we would go and find
them? But we never found time to leave
our own vale of Arcady.” :

And so they pased the Northland Au-
gust day, listening in turns to tales of
her life in her French convent school and
of summers in Switzerland and Nor-
mandy, and of his journeys to the Kast
and hunting trips to Alaska and the Can-
adian Rockies. Other days followed—
days of unalloyed joy for both. The Red
Gods, sought out in their lair, made them
their cleverest magic, while the forest
voices again sweetened their ears with

the songs of nature. If the Shadow Girl
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as a child had charmed the youth with
the witchery of her personality, her bud-
ding womanhood held the man enthrall-
ed. The affection he had given her in
the earlier years of their friendship was
akin to the loving care of an elder broth-
er, and until he had returned again to
Arcady she had ever been to him the

beautiful wonder child, his little dream
sister; but when first he saw her fast
maturing loveliness of form and feature
he knew his little dream friend had taken
wing forever to the far off land of mem-
ory, and wondered, almost with fear, if
the sShadow Girl had forgotten the
Dream

The Shadow Girl and the Dream Man
were spending their last day on the is-
land of Enchantment. Trouble was brew-
ing on the other side of the world and
the Dream Man had been ordered by his
paper to the scene of action. They had
wandered to, the rock capped crest of the
island, where was the shrine of the Little
Red Gods. The girl was much depressed
at the Dream Man’s departure, and had
been teling him for the first time of her |
plans for the future.

A nature so artistic had of necessity to
find a mode of expression, and she had
determined on the stage. The opposition
of her family was finally, with difliculty,
conquered and now she was to enter a
dramatic school in New York on the fol-
Jowing winter. It came like a blow to
Wainwright, for she had refrained from

mentioning the subject before. He ad-
vanced all the arguments against such

a course which his love for her and the
knowledge of the sacrifices which she
would have to make prompted, but to no
avail. She hisisted that she must have
her work. She could not beconie a so-
ciety waster, and felt that the stage of-
fered her the career for which she was
best fitted.

During the happy days which they had
just left behind Wainwright had refrain-
ed from showing the man's love which
had now sprung into life for his little
shadow friend of old. He felt that she
knew. She muet know. She who- had
always possessed such a sympathy and
understanding must sense what was now
in his heart. He had treated her as the
same little playfellow, and she had motj
his attitude with the quick comprehen- |
sion of the Shadow Girl of old. J’.ut{
now, on the eve of his departure, he had
brought her to their Enchanted Ieland
with the avowed intention of telling her
how necessary to his life &he had become.
He was going away, possibly never to re-
turn, and he could not say goodby with-
out voicing the emotion that had been
throbbing in his veins all through their
beautiful August days.

Jdie longed to take her .in his arms—
she whom he had carried as a child over
the hills and through the streams of their
kingdom—and tell her that together they
must wander in Arcady forever; that it
Lad been foreordaimed when firet she had
come to him out of the forest, and now
on the eve of his sudden departure to the
ends of the earth she must know that the
tender and protecting love that she had
instilled in him as a child she had fanned
to an overwhelming emotion as a woinan.

Man. L

The sun had begun to dip behind the
western ridges. A squaretail at intervals
ruiiled the surface of the cove in quest
of a belated fly, while from the far shore
the discordant nete of the loon broke the
silence. Overhead the firs stood motion-
less against the sky. The girl sat with
chin in her hands gazing far down the
lake, but her eyes did not see the beauty
of the sun bathed hills, .

Finally Wainwright began to speak.
“Garlie, dear,” he said, “I brought you
here today—our last day—to tell you how
hungry I have been all these lonely years
for the Shadow Girl. I brought her here
teday to our Island of Dreams to tell her
that life without her is going io be very,
very hard for the Dream Man; that she
lias” never been out of his life since she
came into it so wonderfully as a child on
that summer day years ago.”

“I had hoped through this last day that
she might have cared for the Dream Man
as he cares for her, but he has been
dreaming again, and his dream has not
ccme true. He wanted to wander out of
Arcady into Paradise.. ITe wanted to
marry a shadow girl, and who ever heard
of a shadow girl marrying?”’ he added
with a whimsical smile.

There were tears in the brown eyes as
lifted her head and turned to him.
“Dear old Dream Man, I only wish 1
could care that way. You have been the
greatest and finest thing in my life, and
I am eo grateful”’— “Gratitude,” he in-
terrupted =oftly, “not gratitude from -a
shadow girl.”
“Please let
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me finish,” she continued.
“Your freindship has becn the dcarest
thing I possessed. You have always un-
derstood, Dream Man, and, oh, how I

wish I could care in that way! Some
day — well, some day, 1 may. Who
Lknows?”?

“Yes, who knows?’ he echoed, “and
when that some day comes the Dream

Man may be in the Valley of the Shad-
ow”’— She took his hand as he stopped,
choked with emotion, and said:—"*Dear
old friend of mine, you would not have
me untrue to myself-—that self that ynu’
have created—or to you? Some day, when
I have worked and suffered and lived as!
you have suffered and worked, it may
come to me; and when it comes you will
be ihere. You have never failed me yet,
Dream Man, for you always undeistood,
and you will be there. I pray God it may
come some day.”

The western heavens were bathed in
the mountain eunset as Wainwright,
heavy hecarted but brave in his sorrow,
stole down the lake with the Shadow
Girl.

They parted at the Ranford camp, for
he was to leave early in the morning. As
he silently, with a crushed heart, held her|
hands to his lips, the Shadow Girl bent |
and, kissing him on the forchead, said,
brokenly, “Goodby, Dream Man. 1 hope!
—I may-—some day.” .

With an effort he turned away and,
pushing off the canoe, whispered, huskil_\'.!
*(xoodby, Shadow Girl! God bless and |
Leep you, dear!” and disappeared in the |
twilight. |

One early May evening a bronzed faced,
athletic man entered a Broadway tlmltm!
angd, hastily writing a few words onr a|
card, left it at the box office with ordcrsi
te be delivered at once. I

Taking his wseat, he began mechanically
to scan the programme, but it was not|
the printed page that he saw, but a moun- |
tain lake leagues away in the north and a |

parted with the Shadow Girl and Arcady.
He had never cared to return, in the ab-
sence of tle Shadow Girl, to the scene
of the happiest days of his life, and the
memory “of that last afternoon on the
Island of Enchantment was as poignant
as though it had been but yesterday.
From time to time her letters had reach-
ed him on his wanderings—letters full of
her life of study and ceaseless endeavor
in her chosen .work. Then, as her per-
sonal charm and artistic potentiality
made themselves felt, she began to climb,
until a London engagement drew the at-
tention of the critics and one morning
found her famous. .

It was a part written by the great
feminist Pinero, and her sympathy and
intellect had caught the very conception
of the author. Her season in London
had been followed by a long run in New
York, where, as Wainwright had read
five days before on landing in San Fran-

.cisco, she was playing her last week.

It was a changed Shadow Girl that met
his eyes as the curtain rose, but the
heavy brown hair was worn as he had
always known it and the voice, though
deeper and richer, possessed the same
plaintive note. As the audience recogniz-
ed her entrance, something in her slend-
er beauty as she stood in her clinging
white gown waiting for a chance to speak
waked in him a feeling of fear. Taller,
and realizing to the full the beautiful
promise of her girlhood, there was yet
a look of fragility and weariness about
her that haunted him.

As he sat, at the fall of the curtain,
overcome by many emotions, an usher
handed him a note. Wainwright went
back - to the foyer and with trembling
fingers opened the envelope und read:—

¢ “Dear O1d Dream Man:-—You see, T dis-

covered you hefore the curtain rose. I
am 50 overcome at secing you that T can-
not ask you behind now, but please wait
at the stage entrance and take me home.
Dream Man, you have kept your promise.
needed

You have come when T you.
Please have merey and don't bLe eritical,
for T am so unstrung at your being in
New York., Untdl we meet. Shadow
Girl.”

Proud though he was of her success
and  compelling artistry, the personal
equation  clamored  too  strongly within

him to allow him to realize anything but
that in two hours he would have her to
himself to talk to, and all this applauding
crowd of people would not be there to
share her. He sat watching the play like
one in a dream, and at the fall of the

curtain went out oblivious to his sur-
roundings.
The Shadow Girl finally appeared at

the stage entrance and with "a little cry
ran to him and-gave him both her hands.
“Oh, Dream Man, why didn’t you tell me
you were on your way east?¥  she said.
“Shadow Girl, it really you, Shad-
ow Girl?”" was all the man could manage
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to say in his emotion.
“Yes, it is' I, Dream Man, and very
much of a shadow girl, T fear. I was

hardly able to finish the last act—but you
do not tell me how you liked it. You
know they have all come true—the
dreams.” i

They were driving to her apartments
now, and she plied him with questions
about his work .and wanderings, while he
with difficulty found words to reply, so
wildly was his heart beating and so fast
were the thoughts surging through his
brain. - It was so sweet. to be with her
and hear her voice again, and the old
wound that had never healed pained as if
but newly made.

Over the dainty supper that awaited
them they wandered Dback through the
yvears like two children, and at the men-
tion of the island the tired eyes of the

But when he saw how fixed was her pur- | man standing on the wooded shore saying ! Shadow Girl brightened and her color re
pose and how overpowering her ambition : goodby to a slender, sad-eyed girl as the| turned.

he knew that any appeal on personal
grounds would be in vain. Unasked, she
had given him his answer,

twilight shades crept down from the tim-|
bered hills. |
Five years had passed since he had

Finally the Dream Man said:—“Shad:
ow Girl, vou are not well dear. I knew
it when I nrst saw you, and the note”’—
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s/ about my little Shadow Girl,

“Oh yes,” she interrupted, “the note.
You see, I have had a very hard season,
and,” she hesitated, “this is my last week.
I bad to finish, you know, but that is
what I meant by the note.” Then she
continued plaintively, ‘Dream Man_ thig
may be the last appearance of the Sl;adow
Girl,” and there were tears in her voice
and eyes.

He was at her side now. “Tell me all,
dear., Of course she is very tired and
must have a long, long rest. To think of
her wearing herself out for - the amuse
ment of others has cut me like a knife all
these years. You do not know what you
have made it cost me, dear.”

“But it’s my work, Dream Man, and
oh, it has been so good to come into my
ownl” :

“I know, and you little imagine hosw
proud I have been, hearing and reading
But_ now,
she has wom a long rest.” -
“Yes,” she replied, with 4 sig’l, and the
great brown eyes were rimmed with shad-
ows, ‘“she must rest now. The doctors
tell her if she does not rest she will bes
come a real shadow girl.”

She was speaking with the absent, far
away note of the child of years ago. Her
face was strangely pale, and into . his
heart side by side with his love for her
crept fear—fear that she was not telling

“Girlie, dear,” he began, ‘“you are ill
and tired and must go away and rest for
a long time and grow well and strong.”
She looked up smiling as if- she divined °
what he was about to say. “You know,
Shadow Girl, that far away in the North-
land the birds are singing and the songs
of spring and the first wild flowers ars
out in the woods. The air is coming
sweet with the fragrance of the pines
and balsam from the blue ridges tonight,
dear, and the ‘Little Red Gods are calling
us home to Arcady, eur Arcady, the one
we found long ago ‘in the Northland.
Won't you let me take you back to the
fairies and the Little Red Gods? They
have been very lonely without her all
these years, and have been waiting so
long, so long. They and I have grown old
waiting for the Shadow Girl. - Won't you
let me take you back to Arcady?”
Her eyes grew misty as she looked lon
into his-—those frank gray eyes illumine
with the love that years could not dim.
Then she slowly withdrew her hands,
and, reaching, drew his head down to
hers as she sighed like a weary child and
whispered:—“The Shadow Girl is so tired,
so tired and so lonely for her Dream Man.
T'ake her back—home—to Arcady.”
Swept with a great wave of joy and
tenderness, he folded her in his yearning
arms, and far away in the distant North-
land the hearts of the fairies and the
Little Red Gods were gladdened, for the
weary head of the Shadow Girl rested on
the shoulder of the Dream Man, and at
last she had come back home to Arcady.

‘The Early Bird.

A very steady and serious country gen-
tleman had joined a newly established
metropolitan club which offered the usual
advantage of bedrooms for country mem-
bers temporarily in town. When next
the country gentleman came to town he
put up for the night at the club, which
had in the. mecantime become extremely
fashionable and its hours correspondingly
irregular. The visitor went to bed at an
early hour when all was orderly and the
other members decorous and quiet.

The next gnorning he came down fer
breakfast at his usual hour—eight o’clock
—but was surprised to find the room in
the middle of the dusting process and not
a cloth on the tables. While he was gaz-
ing helplessly around, a sleepy-eyed waiter
came up to him. .

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said apolo-
getically, “but no suppers can he served
after half past seven.”—Harper's Weekly.

The Wise One.
Satan s de wise one—
He in de meetin’ pew;
You never see him sleepin’
In de sermon'time, lak you.

De ol’, deceivin’ feller—
He stay awake, an’ den
Wen de brethrin’ shout in meetin’

)

He holler out, “Amen!

You better keep yo’ lamp trim
Along de way you go,
Or Satan, in de night time,
Will ketch vou’ fo’ you know.
—Atlanta Constitution.

Most people who see the Wolfe memon
ial in Westminster Abbey assume that
the great general is buried there. As ‘a
matter of fact the hero's last resting®Place
has becn for a century and a half, with-
out a stone to mark it, in Greenwich

Parish Church.




