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of brain and muscle rather than of 
saw-duet.”

One evening after office hours, aa 
Rosamond was walking homewards, 
Graham Ellis joined her. She had play­
ed so long on the dangerous edge of 
discovery that she had become accus­
tomed to It, but on this particule* 
night his sudden presence startled her, 
and to gain time .h- turned Into a 
shabby side street 
disappearing into <>, 
dorways. It was У. : y Brown. In­
stantly Rosamond sr.v a way of es­
cape.

"Good night," she said,' pausing, and 
abruptly holding out her hand to 
Graham Ellis.

"You live here?” he Interrogated.
A little demon of mischief looked out

IA light was burning In the sitting 
room and Joel sat reading. He sprang 
up at her aproach with a cheery 
"Good morning.”

"I thought you were not going to 
sit up all night,” she reproached.

“I thought you might wake up In 
the night and be scared." he con­
fessed. “Now I’m going over to make 
some coffee and bring It here. It won’t 
take very long."

He was out of the room with the 
same alert step that had marked his 
cartage the night before. There was 
no trace of weariness In il» stride, 
though every bone In his body ached.
He was soon back with a breakfast, 
and this time Bessie had the table 
prepared.

“You’ll have your folks here by din­
ner time,” he said as he gathered up 
the dishes. “I guess this ends our pic­
nic;"

“I’m sorry," she confessed, softly.
"You have been very good to me.”

“Just neighborly,” he said, awkward­
ly. “I was glad to help out, though It's 
going to seem pretty lonely over at
my house now. A woman sitting across , ]y lighted hall where Ihe figures of 
the table does give one an appetite.” Matty Brown was slowly receding.

"You should get married,” she sug- Here she waited till she knew chat- 
gested, with a blush. Graham Ellis had passed, and then

“I’m going to," was the straight- ' went out again, her heart beating 
forward answer, “Just as soon as It’s ! more than it had ever done over a 
polite to propose to you—that Is, If , social triumph Poor and dismal and 
you’ll have me.” dingy though the place was, he had

“I’ll say yes now, if you ask me,” cared enough to come and see her In, 
She promised. "I knew that I loved ! while the men she was accustomed to 
you when I watched you drive down meet In the drawing rooms ef her 
the road last night, and felt that you ; friends would have sneered and passed 
were going away from me.” . .

"I beat you!” he exulted. “I knew “I must have made a mistake in the 
that you were the girl for me the mo- number Miss March," he said to her 
ment you stepped out of that ward- the following week. “Was it fifteen

. .. or seventeen ? I rang at several doors,
but no one seemed to know you* 
name.”

“We’ve moved,” said Rosamond, 
calmly. “We don’t live there any 
more.”

“Oh, I see,” fald Graham Ellis, 
There was a long pduse. "Of course, 
he began rather stiffly. "Of course, 
If you don’t care to have me call—” 

Rosamond bent over her machine. 1 
don’t know when you’ve seen where I 
life, if you’ll like It,” ehem manured, 
and Ellis was too much In earnest to 
note the catch of amusement In her 
tone.

"Like it,” he cried, "of course I’ll 
like It! Do you think It makes any 
difference to me where you live. Surely 
we can’t have worked together all 
these months without your knowing 
that I love you!”

"Ah," said Rosamond, with a ripple 
your eyes and the sound of ybur voice 0( whimsical laughter, “then if noth­

ing makes any difference, you won’t 
Rosamond shook her head. "You mind my being Rufus Maythom’s 

see, father, you were an exceptional daughter, Instead of Rosamond Marsh I 
young man,’’ she said, but the look in For you know, there was once an 
her eyes was troubled, and a faint ancient who set out with a lantern to 
pucker showed between her brows. Her look for an honest man, but, since I’m 
father leaned forward and patted the a modern, I’ve used a typewriter in- 
slim young hand that lay on the carved stead! And it led me straight to you!" 

of the chair; his motherless "To a man with nothing on earth to
offer you, but love!"

“Well, Isn’t that the greatest thing 
In the world?" she whispered, flush­
ing adorably.

O'Rourke. Once and for all, which 
will ye take?”

Terry was usually slow to anger, but 
now a danger spark burned In his 
eyes.

“I’ll take the pig,” he said.
Clodah flew inside and banged the

and gone. The last should have 
started only an hour or so after the 
others, yet it was nearly nine o’clock 
and the familiar farm had not put In 
appearance.

Then a knock at the door startled her 
and she cowered Into the darkness, 
hoping that the Intruder, who-ever it 
might be would become tired and go 
away. Instead the knocking continued 
and presently there was a gust of cold 
air as the door was thrown open. It 
could not be the folks; they were com­
ing from the South. It must be a 
tramp.

The furniture was still plied In the 
centre of the room and there was no 
hiding place save the great cupboard 
that had been Grandma Bailey’s. 
Softly she stole across the room, but 
was just concealing herself when a 
man entered carrying a lantern.

Tremblingly she obeyed his com­
mand to come out and stood facing 
him. There was nothing very terrible 
about his appearance. He was muf­
fled up to his eyes in coats and scarf, 
but the eyes were frank and kindly 
and there was a twinkle suggestive 
of fun.

“Give an account of yourself,” he 
“Trying to steal the

would have melted, for all that—Jured arm tight, and flew back to work 
again at the tire.

Jean received a feverish Impression 
through her pain that there was a 
parley and almost an altercation. 
Maurice semed to be eut of patience 
with everybody and the heiress played 
him a close second. Jean couldn’t see 
all the time, but she heard Madge 
Racer's voice grow shriller and shrill-

you
let it go. The past Is past. But John, 
my boy. Must his life too be spoilt. 
He loves your daughter. She loves 
him,” unheeding the Squire’s angry 
flush. “Must they lose their youth and 
let life’s sweetest years be sacrificed, 
merely to satisfy a dislike of me, Lem­
uel?" A passionate energy inspired her 
eager words. “Lemuel.”

"Dislike,”
thoughtfully. Dislike, was 
that? Whatever his faults, the Squire 
was truthful. "But Hetty,” a sudden 
warmth breaking into his own voice. 
“Hetty, you said—you said “spoilt 
too.” Do you mean that you cared? 
Did you, Hetty?" with compelling eyes 
on hers.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Wetherby simply. 
“I cared. And you went away, you 
never wrote. And so—at last—I mar­
ried Johnson Wetherby. He was a 
good husband.” A sudden Impulse of 
loyalty towards the dead surging with­
in her.

“And I married Susan Martin,” mus­
ed the Squire aloud: But he was con­
scious of what he was saying. A great 
wonder held him fast. Was this the 
quiet self-repressed woman 
these years had sat across the aisle 
from him every Sunday morning In 
church, this slender, vibrant creature, 
trembling In the might of her demand 
for happiness of this her son? Was 
this the woman whom he had believed 
without feeling? In a sudden flash of 
insight he caught himself, a man cher­
ishing the hidden resentment whlcl\. 
year by year hardened character and 
face. While she— A tender reverence 
slowly crept into the stern old eyes.

"Come," he said gently. "We’ll have 
some dinner. And then we can talk 
about John.”

When a wek later, the Squire’s bug­
gy pulled up before the honeysuckle 
by pulled up before the honeysuckle- 
laden porch of home , the owner’s 
brows were drawn together into a 
semblance of Its former frown, the 
mouth fteld Its accustomed lines. Only 
In the deep-set blue eyes’ a new light 
gleamed Irrepressibly. But Susie did 
not see. The girl came slowly to the 
door. Cuose behind followed a tall, 
slim young fellow with steady brown 
eyes. The Squire stared.

"Father,” announced Susie, pale but 
resolute. “I want to tell you at once 
that I’m married to John. The blank 
licenses for any one needing them 
were on your desk, already signed. It 
was only necessary to fill In the names. 
1-І hope you forgive me. But If you 
w’on’t,” as her father still stared with 
features unrelaxed, “I’m ready to go. I 
couldn’t leave the house alone, though. 
And besides I wanted to tell you my­
self. We were married this morning," 
the Squire’s own defiant will beaming 
from her blue eyes. She was his own 
child all right, the Squire recognized 
with an amused recollection of his 
former thought. And he could hardly 
sue hlmsel for Issuing a license to a 
minor without her parent’s consent, 
his oyn name being signed to the 
document.

The Squire threw down his reins.
“Well,” he capitulated. "If It’s done, 

lfs done. And we were planning to 
give you such a fine wedding, too. 
Then as an amazed "we” brokr from 
the startled girl, Squire Godfrey lean- 
ed over and patted the curly head..
Tn not going to scold,” he declared 

heartily. "Fact is, I'm married myself. 
My wife’s waiting now at the hotel for 
you to come; said I must tell you my­
self first. So run get on your hat 
John,” while a long searching look 
passed between the two men as their 
hands met, “you’ve got to be doubly a 

Your mother has taken

SELF ANNIHILATED SUITOR %
0i ?vBy Jeanette Walden

• msdoor.
Next morning she passed Terry's 

cabin, riding with Jim Hagan in his 
jaunting car. Her muslin dress was 
as blue as the sky, and Its many rib­
bons fluttering in the wind. Terry 
was out in his garden, apd Clodah 
feigned net to see him, though Jim 
glanced round with a look of triumph.

“How are ye, Terry,” he called out, 
“ 'Tts a folne dry for the fair."

And they rattled gaily down the 
road, the new yellow wheels of the 
jaunting car shining in the sun.

Terry gazed after them. All the 
brightness seemed gone .from life. It 
was as if the candle of his happiness 
had bean blown out, leaving him in 
utter darkness. “ ’Twas a wise man,” 
he muttered, “who said that Fortune 

fickle Jade. A turn of her wheel 
where are ye now,

“A man must be willing not only to 
efface himself, but to blot himself out
of existence. If necessary, for my Мг Buck]ey muat take the teck

Jean Boyce made this statement ®eat "Ith Mlss Boyce’ rU rlde ln
:^OUinPnurtdItatwani ЇПіг» “t Л But Mr. Buckley said that someone 
that she had been called upon to give ">ust stay with the disabled mach ne.
^гіГ^єуГ ЬеГЛьГш^ geste™ Maurice^ as* thTT'on^ to d'o th£ 
“его^ГГГь “ and Ts ^‘his Madge Racer insisted that they 

this time she wanted it to be final. Buckleys auto in tow
They had just turned the corner ln- After what seemed hours to Jean she 

to her home street. Jean hastened felt herself lifted up n somebody в 
her steps as she spoke with a Utile arms and the next thing she knew 
laugh of impatience. • the wind of rapid motion, against her

Maurice Ankeney looked at her first ^ce, brought everything clear to her. 
with disappointment in his frank blue Maurice at her s de. looked back grim- 
•yes, then speculation, and at last »Y over his shoulder and swore under 
amusement. “Could you care that
much for anyone?" he asked coldly. "A,11 J *ht?” *e Questioned seeing 

"Oh, no,” her tone was matter-of- her looking at him. “Guess 1 Borprtee^ 
fact, “I couldn’t. It isn't in me. them this time. She thought I wa

"Oh, I see, you demand It as a com- folng to wait to take Buckley in tow 
plimentary quality in others.” with you about to keel over there on

He continued his scrutiny of her the ground. ,
face as a smart trap with a man and “But I didn’t keel over. Her voice 
woman ln It rounded the corner. The 
woman — a stoutish blonde with a 
mountain of lavender plumes on her 
head—was driving.

The warm colqr that came to Jean’s 
cheeks as she returned the man’s re­
cognition, deepened as the trap rolled 
pajrt,.' for she knew that Maurice was 
watering her, and she felt the new, 
strange Intehtnete „ef his gaze.

As for Ankeney, his expression sud­
denly became a mixture of calmness 
and stern determination. “I’ll do It," 
he exclaimed. And for this apparently 
eccentric remark, he was rewarded by 
an electifytng look of Inquiry from a 
pair of dark eyes.

“Do what?”
"Efface—I mean extinguish myself 

by getting him for you."
The dark eyes became instruttble.
“If you want Harold Buckley, you 

•hall have him,” he continued precipi­
tately, as they mounted the steps of 
Jean’s Boyce's home. It will be an 
easy matter. He Is only dazsled by 

і her millions. It’s you he really cares 
for. Madge Racer has no right to 
buy—’’

"Maurice Ankeney, I’ll never speak 
to you. again.” As Jean faced him with 
this emphatic announcement, her 
blushes were fully accounted for by 
her angel*.

“All right; I might as well die one 
way as another," and h# was gone.

In the daps that followed Jean Autumn was dying ln a blaze of 
Boyce had a dew experience. Maurice crimson and gold. Every where color 
Ankeney had «ever stayed away so fairly rioted from the vivid blue of 
long before, and she had missed him— the cloudless arching sky against 
a condition she âad not thought pos- which the green of scattered firs steed 
slble. Still there was the counteract- sharply defined, down to the wind­
ing annoyance of Heboid Buckley and blown leaves through which the old 
the heiress. It Is trui, she never real- white horse shuffled his slow way. 
lied that she cared for Buckley until squire Godfrey, Justice of the Peace 
she found that he was out of her reach. for the County, and now out riding cir- 
But Jean’s self-analysiS could go no 1 cult, let fall the reins while he grate- 
deeper than this, and her state at mind fully inhaled long breaths of the clear 
became chaotic once more,’ when one October air. The nuts must surely 
afternoon Harold Buckley , called. , be ripening.

Jean’s resentment was not wholly ; From the woods on his left rang 
dispelled by Buckley’s keenly correct ! out the merry voices of children and 
valuation of the heiress. “She was involuntarily the Squire smiled. In 
flshlnjl for a husband," he said, and those very woods forty years ago he 
“it’s a good thing just to know such ana Hetty had gone a nutting. Hetty, 
women. It makes one expert at esti- with her dancing rougulsh brown eyes, 
mating character.” her plain little calico frock and the

jean Interpreted this last remark: “А deep sun-bonnet always hanging by
How distinctly he could

girl was just
if the dingythe Squire, 

it really
repeateder.

2

of Rosamond's brown eyes.
"Why not?" she queried, lightly, al­

ready half way up the steps.
"May I come and see you some time, 

when you’re not too tired or busy ?” 
he asked.

*T should be delighted.” smiled Ros­
amond, and then slipped Into the dtm-was a 

—and Terry
O'Rourke!"

Then he harnessed up slowly, put the 
pig In the cart, and took the road for 
QulmulleL

who all demanded, 
house?’’

"We are moving In,” she cried In­
dignantly. ‘JI came on with the first 
load and mother and father were to 
be here with the last. They have 
not arrived yet. 
can be keeping them.
Lyford,” she added 
thought.

“And I’m Joel Ware,” he Intro­
duced. "I Just got back from town 
and saw the lights. I did not know 
that the new owners were moving in 
and came over to see if tramps were 
In the hôuse. I live across the way.”

“I hâve been here since eleven,” 
she said. "We are moving out from 
Groton. I was to 
where to put the things, 
load went—oh! years ago."

"And you’ve been sitting here since 
then watching for your folks,” he 
said, looking at the chair by the 
window. "Had your supper?”

“I had a cold lunch,” she said in­
differently. “The kitchen things are 
on the last load.”

“I’ll bring something over,” 
dared.

to see Clodah 
drive out of* Ballymoran save a few 
old women and children. The rest of 
her neighbors had risen with the dawn, 
and set out for the fair hours ago.

"Clodah, being of two minds whether 
to go or not, had kept the ardent Jim 
waiting till she reached a conclusion. 
Now they rolled swiftly along ln order 
to make up for lost time. The road 

almost deserted save ln the dis­
tance where there were a few tardy 
wayfarers like themselves. And these, 
too, having the start of them, soon 

Clodah was contented 
enough. She felt that she was looking 
her best, and if she had any doubts on 
that score, Jim’s fluent tongue would 
have reassured her. She answered his 
love making with laughing banter, and 
he was declaring for the twentieth time 
that be would make the kindest hus­
band ln the world, when the Jaunting 
car gave an abrupt lurch, and Clodah 
found herself sitting on one side of the 
road, while Jim scrambled up from the 
other. He did not even pause to ask 
her if she was hurt.

"Oh be the powers,” he ejaculated, 
“look at my folne earl The wheel’s 
off, ruined "entolrely.”

-If it’s the wheel that’s troubling 
ye___ ’’ But Clodah’s sarcasm was lost

There was no one

sounded far away.
“Oh, no you didn’t. You’re game. 

I’d like to see the heiress in the same I don’t know what 
I am Bessie 

as an after-fix.”
There was so much of genuine ad­

miration in his look and tone that Jean 
took new strength for a moment. She 
must have been weak too or she would 
not have said what she did next.

“Do—do you really care for her 
money?”

Maurice gave her a sharp, quick 
look. "You must be out of your head,” 
he muttered as he bent again over the 
guide wheel.

Whe he was ready to leave her at 
home, after the sprain had been cared 
for and the color was creeping back 
Into her cheeks, he stood over her 
in her couch and naked humbly:

"Am I sufficiently blotted out?”
"I think you are,” she laughed.
"But I’d like you to be sure,” he In­

sisted.
“I am sure,” declared Jean, and the 

look that came into his blue eyes told 
her that he was satisfied.

on.I 8
was

CUPID AND CROESUS.vanished.
show the men 

The last
By Constance D'Arcy MacKay.

“But the trouble with being rich Is 
®at you never know whether any one 
Is in love with you or not,” mourned 
Rosamond Maythom, stretching out a 
daintily slippered foot to the fender 
where a bright fire gleamed.

Her father’s eyes twinkled. "I think 
I have heard that phrase before, my 
dear,” he said kindly, "and ,while I 
acknowledge that your fortune is a 
good real of a lure, I must confess that 
if I were a young man Just the sight of

\he de-
"I haven’t had my supper '■}

yet.**
He slipped out, and Bessie sank Into 

the chair by the window to resume 
her watch. After a while he returned 

went out Into the dining 
where he was straightening outBY SPECIAL LICENSE and she 

room,
the chairs. The steam of the hot coffee 
filled the room with its delicious odor 
and for the first time she realized that

S
$en him.

“My folne earl" he cried over and 
over again. From where they stood 
It was five miles to Ballymoran, and 
five to Gulmullet. The fields and *>ogs 
stretched away unbrokenly to the sky 
Une. There was not a cabin ln sight.

“Well, can’t ye do something?” said 
Clodah. Her ankle was paining her and 
the sun was very warm.

But Jim was better at repartee than 
at meeting emergencies, and with his 
head on one side he considered the sit­
uation.

■Tm thinking we’U have to foot It,’ 
he said, gloomily.

There was a sob In Clodah’s voice.
“My ankle’s wrenched, and 'tie not 

a step further I’ll go.” she avowed.
“You sit here, thin, and I’ll go for 

help,” said Jim, his face brightening.
"Yes, and it fair time, and the coun­

try full o’ vagabonds! That’s a grand 
Idea, Mr. Jim Hagan, to leave me alone 
entolrely by myself.

Jim wilted.
“What’ll we do thin?" he demanded.
“We’U sit here till some one comes,” 

said Clodah.
So they sat. Birds sang in the long 

meadow grass. A hare flitted by like 
a shadow. Nothing else stirred. The 
road stretched away white and de­
serted. Tim moodily scanned the hori- 

and Clodah wonderer if the

would be enough for me!"By A. M. D. Ogden
she was hungry.

“I brought mine, too,” he explained. 
“It’ll save time.”

He drew up a chair and presently 
she found herself chatting as she sip­
ped the coffee and munched the bis­
cuit. Joel, she found, kept bachelor 
hall in the little farmhouse across the 
way. In the summer he had several 
hands helping him, but in the winter 
he lived by himself and was glad 
enough to have neighbors again.

She almost forgot her troubles until 
the tray was depleted and Joel rose.

these things over to the

arm
daughter was very dear to him.

“What’s gone wrong, Roeamond?” 
he queried, “Is the new Worth gown a 
failure, or didn’t you enjoy your dance 
last night, or is the world generally 
stuffed with sawdust?"

“It lwn’t the world that’s stuffed with 
sawdust. It’s the men!” cried Rosa-

i
IS YOUR DIAMOND A REAL ONE?

Girls Who Wear a Single White Stone 
on the Engagement Finger Can 

Test for Themselves.
“I’ll take

house,” he said, “and then come back. 
You won’t be scared, will you?”

Bessie shook her head laughingly.
certainty of movement

mond.
Her father laughed outright, and 

Rosamond frowned at him with delic­
ious severity.

“Ah, you may laugh," she said, “but 
I’m ln earnest. Just the same. I’m sick 
of all men I see at balls and operas.
I don’t want a puppet in evening dress retail jewellers throughout the country 
to talk to I want a man—a man who of a new but simple method of distin- 
works and thinks and feels, and in this guishlng nil glass imitations from gen- 
silly social whirl I’ve not been able to ; uine stones.
find one. Besides, there’s not one of Hitherto, dealers in Maiden lane say, 
them that’s not a fortune hunter, from I the sale of spurious gems has been 
Toby Lapman to George Astorgtlt. The greatly facilitated by the fact that the 
fact is, I’m beginning to tire of utterly , false character of many of them could

not be detected except by a man train­
ed in using special apparatus. Now 

“What do you intend to do, then?” ! any person by simply dipping the stone, 
"I propose to work for my living." I whether free or set, into an acid, may 
“Seriously, Rosamond?" ! learn at once if it is glass. Hydro-
“Doesn’t this look serious?" She I fluoric acid, which Is commonly used in 

drew from the floor beside her a writ- ; jewelry factories in etching glass is the 
In- pad covered with cabalistic signs, only requisite. One minute’s immersion 

"Shorthand, as I live!" ejaculated her will eat the polish off the hardest glass 
father "Well, Rosamond, I’ve always let ever made.
you have your own way, and if you Because of the cheapness of this acid 
want to try an experiment, go on. I 1 and the simplicity of the method the
won’t hinder you! I suppose in a month j dealers believe it will soon be !n gen-
or two you’ll be applying for a situa- eral use in retail stores and among
tion in my office.” ! purchasers of stones to end deception.

"Nothing of the kind," she flashed. The president of a company of lapld-
•TU find a situation of my own! I’ll aries in this city discovered that the
cease to be Rosamond Maythorn; to- acid would solve the problem and !m-
morrow morning I’ll be Rosamond parted the Information to other whole-
Marsh, and if you expect to catch a ! sale dealers.
glimpse of me you’ll have to be up Hydrofluoric acid, this man says, will
early, for I’m off to my business col- j not injure gold, so that stones set In
lege at eight o’clock." j rings or brooches may be Immersed

,, - « - . , There folowed days when Roeamond without removal from the settings,
plained. “The tramps mo®tly h°ld was utterly fatigued and disheartened. Turquoise and opals are rapidly eaten
the line of the railroad, so don t worry. was и“Є"У hovered on the verge by the acid, and quartz gems, such as
I’ll be back as soon as I can. course and going back amethyst, ordinary topaz, crystal and

She watched him drive ost of he , J ^ guPerfly exlstence. But the peridot, are slightly etched. The deal-
yard presently and as me w energy that made her father . ers are sending out warnings to personsmatched team sped down the road | ^ше^епегшу that^ ^ m j ^ uged handlmg aclds to wear rub-
a sudden sense of loneli e he her t00 and she struck out courage- ; her gloves or rubber Anger tips to pro-
her. It was not quite the g though often the penciled let- tect the skin and to exercise caution ae
hf experlencedbeforoThat had been оиЛуher eyes her ba,k to the fumea which are dangerous.
th<! Tnn'riv because Ware hod gone, ached, and her fingers almost refused They are rejoicing because the four

lonely becau hpr_ j t0 "ciack“ at the type of her machine, stones classed as precious—the dia-
To a girl accustomed to waking at ten j mond, the ruby, the emerald and the 
in the morning it was no small wrench sapphire—are all proof against the ac­
te put back the hands of the clock to tjon 0f the add. 
seven a. m., as a rising hour, and in­
stead of luncheon In a well-appointed

«

Wholesale dealers in precious stones 
have opened a campaign against the 
fraudulent sale of Imitation prerious 
stones, and information is being sent to

There waç a 
about Joel that induced confidence, and 
as she watched the light go up in his 

while he moved about at his 
silhouettetyitchen 

work,
against the light brought comfort to 
her. Then the light went out again 
and she could see him striding through 
light snow that had begun to fall.

She looked up with a smile as he en-

occasionalthe
man does not need to be bitten more one string. 
than once,’’ and she found heraelt see the little figure,
wondering why she did not feel flat- Then the shaggy grey eyebrows 
tered by his confidence. Still she felt , met ln a heavy frown over the keen 
gratified by her triumph ln bringing blue eyes. What was Hetty to him but 
him back. She did not understand un- , the girl who had flouted and mocked 
til afterwards why hin next remark | him, driving him away from home for 
quenched her elation. : these wretched ten years. Well, he had

"She has Maurice Ankeney on her come hack and made a success of Ms 
hook now, or rather, he took her by Me—and the Squire’s frown soothed 
Storm I never saw a fellow manoeuver Itself as he reflected on the prosperity 
so ’’ He spoke contemptuously. "But which was his. And Hetty had ™®-r" 
he’s welcome tied Johnson Wetherby, who had died

"How small of him,” observed Jean, not long after leaving her with one 
Then all at once she thought of Maur- boy to educate and care for. She had 
kek strange “omise to her and she done It well admitted the Squire 
wondered—no it could not be, he only grudgingly. But that young

, . „ fn- hla mercenary am- should have presumed to court his
wanted a cloak f Susie! The Squire’s frown became a It was summer in Ballymoran,
billons.. altogether compll- scowl as he whipped up the old white long days of blue and white and green,

Joan did not fee g Harold horse. He would have none of that the blue of the sky, the white of drift-
mented by the ease with which Harrna lng cloud. and the bright green of the
aeeumed his oia Wj*ao • a 'mobUo : • Luckily Susie was a good girl. She Irish turf. Qorse rose golden in the 
he asked her ta ta accented submitted quietly enough to the fields, wild roses blomed by the hedges,
ride that same evening, в e p • thunderln, pronunclamento launched fragile and exquisite, yet full of snares 

Her Pride In Har°M Buck ey e per^ I ^ ^ ^ by the ,„te gqu,r.. She for the unwary. Many an eager child 
sonal attractiveness was ext not t0 *see that Wetherby, not to plucked at them only to withdraw a
his splendid machine as they weM h|m_ except the one letter eon- scratched finger.
bounding over the road with a rea vey(ng her father.e decision. Terry O’Rourke, looking UP from his
October sunset In their races "And you cannot marry him with- potato patch, philosophically observed

Another automobile смів tooting p | ^ my consent for three years yet,”- that “thtm flowers were as sharp as 
behind them and passed them °" chuckled the Squire. "For I won’t sign they were swate, lvry one o’ them!" 
road. It was occupied by Madge Race , №e Ucenge 0: course. If you choose and then smiled to himself, thinking of
and Maurice Ankeney. | to ruh off to some other country----- ” Clodah Mulvaney. Hazel-eyed she was,

The vague depression that had been j But SusIe akook her head. No, she wjth red-brown hair, cheeks like a wild
haunting Jean became poignant, bne ' wou)d not do that. rose, and temper as keen-edged as the
felt misused. it was well that he had been so prickliest thorn.

"Queer taste, he has," she observed, flrm> pursued the Squire. He" had "Yet, faith what matter about the 
with a curl of her lip. Then to hide been proved tn the right, for it was a thorns,” said Terry, “if the rose be 
her pique she conjured a spirit of dar- year now s{nce Susie had ever men- worth the winningl”
Ing. tioned John’s name. She was cured, не was as quiet and determined as

"Oh, let’s pass them, do, do!” just as he predicted she would be. clodah was hasty, and if, as his neigh-
Harold Buckley, ready to please her, otherwise he would scarcely have left hors declared, he was a bit slow in his 

or possibly for reasons of his own, en- gafe having her in charge of the love making, he was none the less sure, 
tered Into the sport and put on power ofnce according to former custom. But True, he had a dangerous rival in -Jim 
with great abandon. he could trust Susie: she was his own Hagan, who had lately fallen heir to a

jean was almost delirious with the | ch]ld perhaps the Squire overlooked iegacyi who had spent the half of 
excitement of swift motion. "How the fact (hat he himself had not yet lt on a bran new jaunting car fit for
jolly----- ” Then came a sudden jolting forgotten. the Mayor himself. It was ln this that
and a desperate adjusting of brakes. As he drew up at the little Inn Jlm had begged Clodah to accompany
They had struck a rocky place in the j which was to be his first halting place, him to the Gulmullet fair, some ten
road. Before Harold could slow up, (he man was surprised to see a famll- miles distant.
Jean was almost shaken from her seat. , iar looking buggy already fastened In -Thank ye kindly, Jim,"
The sun’s days, on. a level with their (ке trim wooden shed. The tavern was 8Wered, “but I’ve promised to go with
eyes, blinded them. There was a loud ; a quaint, homely building, white and Terrence.”
report, a scream from Maurice An- square, with tall pillars and green “Well, thin, it’s myself that will have
keney’s auto, which they had grazed shutters. At the rear ran a wide to rlde alone,” sighed Jim, dis- 
in stopping, and they toppled over into sunny verandah. The Squire, going consolately, "for sure there's no one 
a shallow ditch, with an extra tire through the dark, chilly hallway push- ln Ballymoran who can take your place 
hanging to one Of their wheels. ed open the swing door. Then he at all] at ац."

Jean felt a sharp pain in her arm as stopped short. Facing him rose a slim. The night before the fair Clodah and
she picked herself up. Then the diver- j white faced little woman, clad in dusty Terry before her door discussing the 
elon of what followed made her forget, black bombazine. The worn hands, joyg 0l the morrow, 
herself The blond heiress followed up tightly clasped together, shook a bit, -we’ll start early," said he,
her screams by an attack upon Harold, but the brown eyes met his own with be back by nightfall.”
who had lust extricated himself whole , the old dauntless look. "And I’ll wear my best dress with
from the ditch. “Lemuel," she murmured. the blue ribbons,” said Clodah, "and

"Mr Buckley, this Is a great way to “Hetty,” responded the Squire, be- keep my coat in the back o’ the cart.’
drive " she cried in her high voice with wilderedly breaking the silence of mistru8t ye’ll have to hold lt on
Its slightly foreign accent. "Why don’t thirty years. , , your lay, mavoureen," said Terry, “on
you look at your road?” A sudden appeal flashed up into the account 0' the pig.”

But she was instantly mollified by thin face. Her fingers strained them- cried Clodah.
Harold’s abjeot apologies, and shook selves desperately in their cotton ,Tm going to take the pig along In
hands wltii him quite sweetiy. gloves. the back o' the cart. ’Tls a folne price

Maurice who had got to work with- “Lemuel, she began again. 11 i’m expecting to get for her, and
out loss of time had almost finished want to speak to you—I ve wanted to -Terry O’Rroulte,” shireked Clodah. 
«uttlng on a new tire, when Jean felt for a long time, but you wouldn’t let „do ye think I’d ride ln a cart with a
so faint that she had to sit down on me. Then John told me that you would pIg?-
the grass The pain was coming back probably stop here today  -You’ve done lt before. ’
Into her wrist . “Ah, yes, John.” said Squire in an .^lver wUh my beet dress on!”

then that Maurice An- altered tone. “For the moment I had -Lave your beat dress at home, thin,"
kenev happened to look over his forgotten John. It is to him then that aald Terry, humorously,
shoulder. ' He burst out roughly to I am indebted for this pleasure,” his clodah saw no humor in his remark.

still busy with the stubborn mouth wrinkling Into a sud- "You can choose bet wain us,’ she 
the girl is den sarcasm. said haughtily. “Will ye take me—or

Mrs. Wetherby regarded him with wm ye take the pig?”
"But, Clodah, glrrul, be reasonable.

harm. She’s as

son to me now. 
me at last.”

tered.
"I was tempted to run

with the dishwashing," she 
thought or I should

across andA TURN ON 
THE WHEEL

vapid days, and a pleasure-seeking ex­
istence."help you

cried. "I never „
have offered to do so before you left.^ 

"I guess I can do my own chores, 
he laughed back. "I was wondering 

it would do to hitch up and drive

zon,
sunlight would fade her ribbons. She 
wished devoutly that she had never 

Who could have supposed thatcome.
her pleasure Jaunt would end like 
this.
She cast a quick glance at him. The 

great unfeeling umathaum!
had he asked her how she felt, or

how . .
back Groton way. I’ve got a fresh team 

don’t mind being alone! I 
matter. I

.

and if you
can find out what’s the 
brought my revolver over so you would 
feel safer. I don’t suppose you’ll need 
It, but it might be a comfort to feel 
that you had it."

“But It’s such a long, cold drive, 
she protested.

-I guess a little snow 
me, or the team, much,” he laughed. 
“You’ll be worrying till you know what 
the matter is. I’ll bring in some wood 
for the stoves and then get along.”

He built up a roaring fire and then 
turned to Bessie.

“This is a sort of back road,” he ex-

Never(Copyrighted, 1907, by Constance D’Arcy 
Mackay.) once

If her fall had shaken her! Ah, Terry 
was the lad! Terry always knew what 
to do!
him through her folly, 
was no good ln thinking of that now, 
and she had blinked hard to keep back 
the tears, 
throat was parched, and the pangs of 
hunger were astir. The sullen silence 
of Jim wore on her.

"Why don’t ye say something?" she 
’’Instead of sitting there

John

And she had lost him — lost 
Well, there

won’t hurt
It was near noon, her

burst out,
staring, like a bump on a log!’’

“Whist, Clodah, here’s someone com­
ing at last!’’

Through a cloud of dust apeared a 
rickety little cart drawn by a gray 
donkey. Terry was on the front seat.
The pig stole stolidly behind. At 
sight of their plight Terry halted. Clo­
dah hung her head and could not raise 
her eyea 
first,

“We’re ln the divle of a mess,” said 
he. “The wheel’s broke and Clodah’s 
hurt her ankle."

"Has she now?” cried Terry, a note 
of anxiety in his voice.

“ 'Tls not so painful whin I sit still,”
of'alWhfcrows whin I try to walk!” gcmuTof ^he^eeding'hours ^n* dining room, to scurvy to a restaurant j

to\t Ш Jhe was touehf I ^-hurried mid-day mea- ^ ;

fair, and thin I’ll send some one to ^ sprang ^ by gH!apse course Is nearly finished,’ sighed Matty ,
help ye with your jaunting car. How j Brown, a trim girl in black, busily en- j
will that be suiting ye?” -T atout'seven miles out.” gaged in putlng on her hat before a ease, first

There seemed no other way and Jim | 1 ® „ that the sled small mirror, which hung In the cloak definite character is given to lt by Its
muttered that it would suit him very be explained. - (or another і room. T suppose we’ll he hunting for periodicity, and hence it is called folle-
well tipped over ІШ ® tiiev work next Vender if we’ll soon get circulaire, ln lt there arc three sec­ond you, Clodah?” team. Your ™a broke her leg another ! work.next. tlons of the mental circle that the pa-

”If—if ye will take me.” she said "e£ *° .. w|th thelr own "I hope so,” said Rosamond, soberly, teitn moves in-viz., elevation, depres-
humbly. “SmE btbat they never thou^ti that The hundreds and hundreds of tollers rion and „anlty-and In this round he

“Here’s a piece o’ bread for ye. bbatb worrying and did not whom she passed in the streets each spends his life, passing out of one Into
Jim,” said Terry, "and a bit o’ goat's У°и might b P..8 JVs all nlght after the five o'clock whistles the other, for it is, when fully estah-
che«e. Belike it will stay your bun- ^ “Cthand your ma saîd not blew had given her a very different Hshed, a very incurable disease,
ger till help arrives. Don't ate It too ['еЬ‘’ Ь |ь'еТ1 be Tn shape to move , view of life from that which she had The patient takes an attack of man-
fast,” he called back, after he had ,to morning and ІЬеу'іГbring her cherished ln her brocaded boudoir. She | !a, during which he is joyous, restless,
helped Clodah up onto the seat beside ln tne n B knew nor that it was composed or j troublesome, oxtravagant and
him, “ don’t ate lt too fast, for tls onhmt. ,.But $llfinlte struggle and hardship, and It vicious. He eats voraciously, sleeps
rich, and likely to give ye the dys- Poor maQ “ that It’s only that was with a thrill of thankfulness that utile and never seems to tire. His tem-
pepsla.” Inula ot «me of The hor- she found herself singled out from a perature Is a degree or so above the

For a while Clodah and Terry rode ,"®tead ln* thinking ” dozen aplleants to be the stenographer normal, his eye bright and glistening.
In silence. Then—“Clodah, girl," said r^}e ^ings d better lf you of Graham Ellis, a young lawyer, of I he is enamored of the other sex.
Terry, tenderly, "’Tls a churl I am, * ‘ hat the matterwaz," he whom great things were Prophesied,
at times, but I meant nothing by It. knew Juat From the first Rosamond liked him.
will ye forgive me for what I said he repeated. "I can’t sleep He was kind and courteous; never too
last night?” hurried to be polite, never more exact-

“Forglve ye,” cried Clodah, “forgive 0 g ’ he Insisted. I’m go- lng than the occasion required. His
yel Oh. Terry, I'd rather ride with put 'up the team. Thro I’ll sincerity

• come back Rnd g|t here awhile. You 
get a bed fixed up and I’ll warrant 
you’ll sleep.

He was a true prophet, for after she 
had won from him a half-promise that 
he would not sit up all night she went 

and. exhausted by the

V

It was Jim who spoke

was
and even while she dred softly 
self her heart glowed as she remem­
bered how quietly he had taken possess- 

and had brought light into thesion
Л CURIOSITY OF LUNACY.--- *---

Periodicity of Mania by Which the 
Patient Lives Three Lives.

There Is a special form of mental dis- 
described in France,, whoseshe an-

M

"apd often'

HAPPENS ONCE EVERY 2.500,000 
YEARS.

A remarkable freak in moon phases 
straightforwardness wag noted in the month of February, 

not only in his frank and genial isoo, я month which has gone into 
direct glance of astronomical anr.als as “the month 
every motion of ! without a full moon.” In that year 

January and March each had two full 
moons, but February none. A 
in a leading astronomical Journal uses 
the following Kr.guas“ in dcs-rilnag 
it: "Do you realize what a rare thing 
in nature it was? It has not happen­
ed before since the beginning of the 

de- Christian era or probably since thé <ie- 
ntton of the world! It will not occur 
again, according to the computations 
of the astronomer royal of England, 
for—how long do you think? Not un­
til after 2,500,000 years from 1560!”

and
you and fifty pigs than 
Hagan and a coach and four!”

spoke
maner, but ln every 
his steady gray eyes, 
his well-poized head.

“Tired?" said Rufus Maythorn a few 
months later, looking at his daughter 

the dinner table that sparkledWHEN BESSIE MOVEDIt was Just
across
with silver and cut glass.

"Not a bit," she answered, cheerfully. 
"And you still like your employer?"

said Roeamond, 
murely, "to be a very just and reason-

to her
emotions so foreign to her usual placid 
life, she dropped asleep.

The soft black of the winter night 
grey of dawn

room

Harold, who was 
heiress, "Don't you see 
hurt?”

He got to her first, but in a second 
they were all bending over her. She 
assured them that it was only a "For my own 
sprained wrist. ; have plca,l ,d. That you chose to take

Maurice gave Buckley his handker- j as serious a bit of girlish folly, a child- 
chief, ordering him to bandage the ln- leh pique which one kind word from

".He seems,”Bessie sat with her face against the 
pane of the south windows. Ever since 
the gathering dusk of the winter af­
ternoon had settled down she had 
watched the road for signs of the 
team. Two of the loads had come

was lumping to the 
when she roused herself and stared

moment at the unfamll- able sort of person.
Then recollection reumed, "The people who tvnow him say fine 

wrapper and crept things of him,” returner her father.
should Judge that he was composed

level glance.
"Yes, it is John,” she said steadily.

sake. I should never
The pig can do no 
clean as an angel, and as well behaved, 
and ’tls mÿ one chance o’ selling her.” 

Clodah stamped her foot.
«I've given ye your choice, Terry

dumbly for n 
iar room, 
and she sllped on a 
downstairs.
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