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(Continued.)
{ In the evenings Pasa sat by the win-
/0% in the room next to the one where
&ey .drank, and 'strummed dreamily

i jon saer guitar. And then, by twos|

nd threes, .would come visiting young
#aballeros and occupy the prim line
$f chairs set against the wall of this
poom. They were there to besiege the
eart of “La Santita.” Their method
‘Which-.i's not proof against inteligent
éompetltior;) consisted of expanding
the chest, looking valorous, and con-
uming a gross or two of cigarettes.
fiven saints, delicately oranged 'prefer
?obe wooed differently.
¥.Dona Pasa would tidé over the! vés
‘ghasms; of nicotinized silence with “mus-
frotm' her guitar, while she wondered
en recelved ‘from some American
the Pomances she had read ahout
lamt®: and more—mdre,  contiguous
eavaliers. weére all lies. "At somewhat
:pgular intervals Madama would glide
in
Broughtssuggesting zleam. in her:eys

@nd there would be a rustling of stif-

fly-starched white trousers as one of

tiee caballeros would propose an ad-

Jouxninent to.the bar.

-:%Phat- Dicky Maloney would, sooner
ater, explore ‘this fleld was a thing

q “be Yoreseen. ' There were few doors
in" Coralio into which his red head had
not been poked:: [

%+'In an incredibly short space of time
@fter his first sight of her he was there,
eated close beside her rocking chair,
‘fPhere were no back-against-the-wall
poses in Dicky’s theory. of wooing. His
plan of subjection sas an attack at
¢losd range. 'Po carry, the fortress with
one ‘concentrated, ardent, eloquent, ir-
yesistible escalade—that was Dick’s
B it b b
¥ Pama was descended from the proud-
‘est Bpagish: families- in the country.
®oreover she had unusual advantages.
Two-Aears in g Netw Orleans school
had: elévated her ambitions and fitted
her for a fafe above the ordinary
maidens of her native land. And yet
here she succumbed to the first red-
haired \scamp with a glib tongue ,a,nd
& charming smile that came along and
courted her properly.

Very soon Dicky took her to the lit-
tle. church on the corner of the plaza,
and “Mrs, Maloney” was added to her
string of distinguished names.

. 'And it was her fate to sit, with her
patient, saintly eyes and figure like &
bisque Psyche, behind the sequestered
counter of the little shop, while Dicky

" | habits.

from the. dispensary, Wil a sert: of:

drank and philandered with his frivol- |
ous’ acquaintances. |
The women, with their naturally fine |
i instinct, saw a chance for vivisection, |
i and delicately taunted her with his
She turned upon them in 2|
beaufiful, steady blaze ‘of sorrowful|
contempt., |
“You meat-cows,” she said, in her|
level, crystal-clear tones, “you know |
nothing of a man. Your men are,
Marcmeros. They are fit only to roll |
| cigarettes in the shade until the sun
| strikes and shrivels them up. They |
| drone in your hammocks and you comb |
! their hair and feed them with fresh
| fruit. . My man is of no such blood. Let |
| him drink of the wine. When he has:,
! taken sufficient of it to drown one of |
your flaccitos he will come home to me |
more of a man than one thousand of |
your pobrecitos. - My hair he’smoothes
.and braids; to me he sings; he himself
feriioyes my zapatos, and'then, thers,
f-tpon ‘each ‘instep leaves a kiss. He
holds—Oh, you will never understand!
Blind ones who have never known 2
man."” '
Sometimes mysterious things hap-

pened at night about Dicky’s shop.
. Whila the front of it was dark, in the
Hitle room back of it Dicky and a few
of his friends would sit about a table
carrying on some kind of very _quiet
negocious until quite late. Finally he
would let them out the front door very
carefully, and go upstairs to 'his little
saint. These vislony yexe  generally
conspitator-like: Men “With, davk ‘clothes
and hats. -Of course, these-8ark doings
! were noticed after a while, and tatked
about. 4 ;

Dicky seemed to care nothing at all
for the soclety of the alien residents
of the town. He avoided Goodywin, and
his skillfful escape of the trepaning
story of Dr. Gregg is still referred to,

ing diplomacy.

Many letters arrived addressed: to
«Mr. Dicky Maloney,” or ‘‘Senor
Dickee Maloney,” to the considerable
pride of Pesa. That so many'pepple
should desire to write to him only con-
firmed her own suspicion that the light
from his red hair shone around ths
world. As to their contents she never
felt curiosity. There was a wife for
you!l

The one mistake Dicky made in Cor-
alio was to run out of money at the
wrong time. Where his money cameé
from was a puzzle, for the sales of his
shop was next to nothing, but “ that
source failed, and at a peculiarly un-
fortunate time. It was when the com-
mandante, Don Senor el Coronel - En-
carnacton Rios, looked upon the little
saint seated in the little shop and felt
his heart go pitapat,

in Corallo, as a masterpiece of lightn- |

The commandante, who was versed

In all the Intricate arts of gallantry,/

first delicately hinted at his sentiments
by donning his dress uniform and
strutting up and down fiercely before
her window. Pasa, glancing demurely
with her saintly eyes, instantly per-
ceived his resemblance to her parrot,
Chichi, and@ was diverted to the ex-
tent of a smile. The commandante
saw the smile which was not intended
for him. Convinced of an impression

made, he entered the shop, confidently, |

and advanced to open .compliment.
IPasa. froze; he pranced; she flamed
royally; he was charmed to injudicious
perjsistence; she commanded him
leayve the shop; he trned to capture her
hand, and—Dicky entered, smiling
broadly, full of white wine and the
devil;

He spent five minutes in punishing
the commandte scientifically and. care-
fully, so that the pain might be pro-
longed as far as possible, At the end
of that time he pushed the rash wooer
out the door upon the stones of the
street, senseless, . :

A barefooted policeman 'who had
been watching the affair from across
the street blew a whistle, A squad of
four soldiers came running from the
cuartel around the corner. When they
saw that the offender was Dicky, they
stopped, and blew more whistles, which
brought out re-enforcements of eight.
Deemingly the odds against them suf-
ficiently reduced, the military adcanced
upon the disturber.

Dicky, being thoroughly imbued with
the martial spirit, stooped and drew

“the commandante’s sword which was
girded about him, and charged his foe.

He chased the standing army four
squares, playfully prodding its squeal-
ing rear and hacking at its ginger-col-
oured heels. :

But he was not so successful with
the civic authorities. Six muscular,
nimble policemen overpowered him
and conveyed him triumphantly but
warily to jail, “El Diablo Colorado”
they dubbed him, and deraided the
military for its defeat,

Dicky, with the rest of the prisoners,
could look out through the barred door
at the grass of the little plaza, at a
row of orange trees and the red tile
roofs ‘and 'dobe walls of a line of in-
significant stores, -

At sunset along a path across this
plaza came a melancholy procession of
sad-faced women bearing plantains,
cassaba, bread and fruit—each coming
with food to some wretch behind those
bgrs to whom she still clung and fur-
nished the means of life. Twice a day
—morning and - evening — they were
permitted to come. Water was fur-
nished to her compulsory guests by the
republic, but no food.

to

That evening Dick’s name was called
by .a sentry; and he stepped before the
bars of the door.  There stood his little
saint, a black mantilla draped about
her head and shoulders, her face like
glorified melancholy, her clear eyes
gazing longingly at him as if they
might draw him between the gars to
her, She brought a chicken, some
oranges, dulces and a loaf of white
bread. A soldier inspected the food,'
and passed it in to Dicky. Pasa gpoke
calmly, as she always did, and briefly,
in her thrilling, flute-like tones. “An-
gel of my life,” she said, “let it el
be long that thou art away from me.
Thou knowest that life is not a thing
to be endured with thou not at my
side. Tell me if I can do aught in this
matter. If not, I will wait — a little
while. I come again in the morning.”

Dicky, with his shoes removed so as
not to disturb the other prisoners,
tramped the floor of the jail half the
night condemning his lack of money
and the cause of it—whatever that
might have been. He knew very well
that money would have bought his re= -
lease at once,

For two days succeeding Pasa came
at the appointed times ahd brought
him food. He®eagerly inquired each
time if a letter or package had come
for him, and she mournfully shook
her head. ' |

On the morning of the third day she '
brought only a small loaf bread. There
were dark circles under' her eyes. She
seemed as calm.as ever,

“By jing,” aid Dicky, who seemed
to speak in English or Spanish as the
whim seized. him, “this is dry proven-!
der, muchachita. Is this the best you,
can dig up for a fellow?” =

Pasa looked at him as a mother looks
at a beloved but capricious babe,

“Think better of it she said, in &
low voice; “since the next meal there
will be nothing. The last centavo is
spent.” She pressed closer against the
grating. =

“Sell the goods in the shop — take
anything for them.”

“Have T not tried? Did I not offer
them for one-tenth their cost? Not
even one peso would any one give.
There is not one real in thig town to
assist Dickee Malonee.”

Dick clenched his teeth grimly.
«“That’s the commandante,” he growl-
ed.  “He's responsible for that senti-
ment. Wait, oh, wait till the cards are
all out.”

Pasa lowered her voice to almost &
whisper. “And. listen, heart of my
heart,” she said, “I have e__ndea,voured
to be brave, but I cannot live without
thee. Three days now—'"'

Dicky caught a faint gleam of steel
from the “folds of her mantilla. For

once she logkgd in his face and saw it

without a smile, stern, menacing and
purposeful. Then he suddenly raised
his hand and his smile came back like
a gleam of sunshine. The hoarse sig-
nal of an incoming steamer’s siren
sounded in the harbour. Dicky called
to the sentry who was pacing before
the door: “What steamer comes?’

‘“The Catarina.”

“Of the Vesuvius line?”

“Without doubt, of that line.”

“Go you, picarilla,” said Dicky joy-
ously to Pasa, “to the American con-
sul. Tell him I wish to speak with,
him. See that he comes at once. And
look you! let me see a different look in
those eyes, for I promise your head
shall rest upon this arm tonight.”

It was an hour before the consul
came. He had his green umbrella un-
der his arm, and mopped his forehead
impatiently.

“Now, see here, Maloney,” he began,
captiously, ‘“you fellows seem to think
you can cut up any sort of row, and
expect me to pull you ought of it. I'm
neither the War Department nor a gold
mine. This country has its laws, you
know, and there’s one against poupd-
ing the senses out of the regular army.
You Irish are forever getting into
trouble. I don’t see what I can do.
Anything like tobacco, now, to make
you _comfortable—or newspapers—"

“Son of EIli,” interrupted Dicky,
gravely, “you haven’t changed an
fota. That is almost a duplicate of the
speech you made when old Koen's don-
keys and geese got into the chapel loft,
and the culpits wanted to hide in your
room.”

“Oh, heavens!” exclaimed the consul,
hurriedly, adjusting his spectacles.

! “Are you a Yale man, too? Were you

in that crowd? I don’t seem to remem- |
ber any one with red—any one named |
Maloney. Such a lot of college men |
seem to have misused their advanta-!
ges, One of the best mathematicians
of the class of ’91 is selling lottery tick- |
ets in Belize. A Cornell man dropped '
off here last month. He was second
steward on a guano boat. I'll write
to the department if:you like, Malon-
ey. Or if there’s any tobacco, or news-

«There's nothing,” interrupted Dicky,
shortly, “but this. You go tell the
captain of the <Catarina that Dick
Maloney wants to see him as soon as
he can convenjently come. Tell him
where I am. Hurry. That's all.”

The consil, glad to be let off so eas-
ily, hurried away. The captain of the
Catarina, a stout man, Sicilian born,
soon appeared, shoving, with little
ceremony, through the guards to the
jail door. The Vesuvius Fruit Com-
pany had a habit ‘of doing things that
way in Anchuria. ot

“1 am exceedingly sorry — exceeding=

ly sorry,” said . the captain, “to see
.this occur.. I place myself at your. ger:
vice,. Mr. Maloney, Whatever Yyou
need shalt be furnished. = Whatever
vou.say shall be dopne.”

“Dicky looked -‘at him unsmilingly.
His ved hair could "mot detract from his
attitude of severe dignity as he stood,
tall - and calmy, with his’ now. grim
mouth forming a horizontal line.

“Captain De Lucco, I belleve, I still
have funds in the hands of your ¢om-
pany — ample and personal funds. I
ordered a remittance last week. ‘The

-motiey has not yet arrived. ¥You know,

whtt 4s needed in this game: >Money
and money and more money. Why has
it not been sent?”

“By the Cristobal,” replied De Lucco,
gesticulating, “it was despatched.
Where is the Cristobal? Off Cape
Antonio I spoke her with a broken
shaft. A tramp coaster -was towing
her back to New Orleans. I bropght
money ashore thinking your need for
it might not withstand delay. In this
envelope is one thousand dollars. There
s more if you need it, Mr. Maloney.”

“For the present-it will suffice,” said.

Dicky, softening .as he crinkled the
envelope and loked down at the half-
inch thickness of smooth, dingy bills.
“The long green!” he said, gently,
with ‘a new reverence in‘his gaze. “Is
there anything it will not buy, Cap-
tain?” 4
;“1 had three friends,” replied De
Lueea, who was a bit of a philosopher,
‘“who had money. One of them specu-
lated in stocks and made ten million;
another is in heaven, and the third
married a poor girl whom he loved:."”
“The answer, then,'*:said Dicky. “is
held by the Almighty, . Wall Street,
and Cupid. So, the question , remains.”
«“This,” queried the captain,’ includ-
ing Dicky’s surroundings in a signifi-
cant gesture of his hand, ‘is it—it is
not—it is not connected with the busi-
ness of your little shop? “There'is no
failure in your plans?’:  °
“No, no,” Dicky. “This is
the result of a little private affair of
mine. a digression from the regular

{line of business. They say for a com-
i plete life a man must know poverty,

love and war. But they don’t go well
together, capitan mio. No; ,there is
no failure in my business. The -}ittle
shop s doing very well.” L

When the captain Had departed “Dicky
called "thie “sergeant of the Jail squad
and asked:

“Am I preso by the military or by
the civil authority?” .

“Surely there is no martial law in
effect now, senor.”

“Bueno. Now go or send to the al-
calde, the Juez de la Paz and the
Jefe ‘de los Policios. Tell them I am
prepared at once to gatisfy the de-

merely:

mands of justice. A folded bill of the
“lonpg green” slid into the sergeant’s
hand.

| Then Dicky’s smile came back again,
for he knew that the hours of his cap=
"tivlty were numbered; and he hum-
med, in time with the sentry’s tread:

F"They’re hanging men and women
5. mow,
- For lack of the green.”

i

So, that night Dicky sat by the
window of the room over his shop and
his little saint sat close by, working
at something silken and dainty.
Dicky was thoughtful and grave. His
| red"hair was in an unusual state of
disoroder, Pasa’s fingers often ached
to smooth and arrange, but Dicky
would never allow it. He was poring,
tonight, over a great litter of maps
and boks and pa hioeprsns rdl nrdinl
and books and papers on his table uns
til that perpendicular line came be~
tween his brows that always distress=-
ed Paso. Presently she went and
brought his hat, and stood with it un-
til he looked up inquiringly.

“Jt is sad for you here,”” she ex-
plained. “Ge out and drink vino
blanco. Come back when you get that
smile you used to wear. That is what
I wish to see.”

Dicky laughed and threw down his
papers. ‘“The vino blanco stage is,
past. - It has served its turn. Perhaps,
! after all, there was less entered my
mouth and more my ears than people
thought. But, there will be no more
maps or frowns tonight. I promise
you that. Come.”

They sat upon a reed silleta at the
window and watched the quivering
gleams from the lights of the Catarina
reflected into the harbor.

Presently Pasa rippled out one of
her infrequent chirrups of audible
laughter.

“I was thinking,” she began, antici-
pating Dicky’s question, ‘“of the fool-
ish things girls have in their minds.
Because I' went to school in the States
I'used to have ambitions. Nothing
less than to be the president’s wife
would satisfy me. And, look, thou
red picaroon, to what obscure fate thou
hast stolen me!”

“Don’t give up hope,” said Dicky,
smiling: More than one Irishman has
{ béen: the ruler:of a South American ’
i country. - Thefe was a dictator of
Chili named O’Higgins. Why not a
President Maloney, of Anchuria? Say
the word, santita mia, and we’ll make
the race.”

“No, no, no, thou red-haired, reckless
{one!” sighed Pasa; “I am content”—
{ she laid her head against his arm—

|

ihered!

(To be continued.)

BETTY: ALIAS NELLIE NE

—

= By Sarah Chic

ster Page.

.The' rural-mail man brought me &
fetter today from Lesley - Henderson,
saying he would come to Newington
the day after tomoIrrow.

I almost had a fit.

I wanted to show him off dreadfully,
for he is a very delightful thing from
Philadelphia. You never Ssaw such
lovely clothes in your life.

But ‘I always feel I'm naughty when
e man comes to Newington. Papa
looks extremely grave, and the others
very critical. : . : !

Altogether, I got a bad ocase of
buck-fever, and decided in two minutes
1 would depart to Carisbrook and have
bim come there. That'is my cousin’s
place in'the mext caunty, thirty-five
miles away. L

So I'ryished to the telephone and bes-
ged our 'Central, Miss Eva, to get a
message through to Mrs. Caxy, - of
Carisbrook.

T know I can’t make them hear me,
Miss Eva; wil you please ask if I may
come tomorrow, if she will send half-
way to meet me, at Tracey; and tell
her: there’s a man coming from FPhila-
delphia;“and can she have him, too?”

I.listened-at the “phone, hearing the
message departing in its roundabout
way across the state. It was repeated
quite straight for a while, but present-
1y I'_h&ard, Haymarket in a yeri faint
voice requést of her next neighbor on
the 1line,—

“Tell ‘Mrs. Cary, of Carisbrook, to
meét Miss Betty tomorrow inorning at
Trecey: and can she bring a mare and
colt from ‘Philadelphia?”’ :

Mary Cary, of Carisbrok, was never
daunted by any prospect, however
serious, and the answer came back
braye and clear:

*Tell Miss Betty the wagon will meet
her:at Tracey’s tomorrow, and she may
brirt anything she pleases.”

So I sent a wire to Mr. Henderson:

«7yill be at Weatherby Station on
Weflnesday—delighted . to meet you
.there.” 5

Then coming up-stairs to my big old
roorh, I put on my dressing gown. sat
down_in the little chair that used to
belppg to Mammy, and folded my
hands to think it out.

It 'was all very well to run away to
Carxisbrook—I could change the scege
of action—but there was no escaping
the decisive battle. For this was surely
the result of month’s hard flirtation
on the sands at Cape May, and for an-
other month, last winter, in that dear
city where it's easy to stir up any kind
of love—brotherly or otherwise.

There was nothing in the world to be
eriticised about Lesley Hendearson;
and sometimes I had thought I loved
him. But sometimes I thought I had
loved one or two other men, too.

And now the years were slipping
away, and I might as well face the
matter and have it out. You see it's
a very disgusting thing to have to con-
fess you've been loving somebody you
don’t know, all your life

It may be I haven’t quite been loviug

him, but I've been having him migthy
seriously on my mind, and he has
been getting perpetually between me
and my definite decision.

I got down the old green desk with
pink roses on it, that Willie Lee gave
me the day 1 first went away to
boarding-school in Alexandria.

I took out a package of letters and
read, first one, and then another, re-
flecting:

Zhere really seems nothing to do but
‘advertise for the man!

They tell me I had four grand-
mothers, sixteen great-grandmothers,
thirty-two great-great-grandmothers,
all of whom lived here at Newington,
lo rat Westover, or Shirley, or Wid-
| worthy,—mending . their husband’s
| stockings, making jam, teaching the
catechism to little negroes, and never
once doing a “thing they should not;
while, at the age they were getting
married and having fifteen children
apiece, I was at school, writing to an
unknown man—and now I'm thinking
of advertising for him!

This is the way it happened.

One night at-school my room-mate,
Jeanie Marshall, lamented the fact
that we seemed to be so fatally good.

We never had done a thing-in the
world we should not do, and soon we
would be responsible-young-ladies and
it would be too late for. frolicking.

This seemed so sad that I was in-
duced to enter into her suggestion that i
i we should write to a ‘man we didn’t |
know. (That was the most devilish
thing she could think of short
notice.) ¢ \

She had heard of a man called Robert
Warren, of Berryville, represented to
her by some interested feminine as a
type of manly perfection.

So the silliest letter was composed
and addressed to him. And, almost im-
mediately, Jeanie was called home by
her father’s illness, and stayed there,
leaving me to bear the whole brunt of |
the escapade,

The small amount of sense due a girl
of sixteen having returned to me, I,
awaited in some trepidation, what 1
knew I richly deserved,—a very impu-
dent reply.

We had signed the letter ‘“Elinor Ne-
ville,” and, not daring to ask at the |
post-office for a fictitious name, I sim-
ply added that to a list of six or eight
names which one of the girls inquired
for every day, she having much busin-
ess on hand, of various~sorts, with
which she amused herself.and her set.

The answer came very promptly, and
I braced myself to take my medicine
without a murmur,

Imagine, then, my surprise and relief
. to read:

at

“Dear Miss Neville: It’s awfully kind
of you to write to me. You must have
known what a stupid dreary winter I
am having in this little town, and how
much I need a beautiful witty girl, like
yourself, to help me through.

“I'm sure you are beautiful from your
description, and you should know best
of all. And your wit ecries aloud for
recognition of itself.

“But, all joking aslde,—and of course |
I know you meant it all for a joke,—'
something in your letter interests me
immensely., You wrote it thoughtlessly,
because you are young and careless.
But let me see the other side of you—
will you not? I know girls often write

such letters for a lark, but it may be
that you and I might get out of this
something real and lasting, and of ben-
efit to us both, Will you try it?

“My life is horribly dull here just now,
and you might give me a lift! Write
me a long letter about yourself. Don’t
you realize you could write much more
€ully on that subject to me, whom you
fdon’t know, than to some one you
know? I glory in the fact that the cor-
respondence must perforce be all ‘‘ego:”
there’ll be no chance for gossip if you
preserve your incognito, as I fear you
intend doing.” Etc., etc. i

It was a long letter, and particularly
delightful because I so little degerved
it. And it was one of a great gnany.

I was childish in many ways, but he
wrote to me as if I were a responsible
human being. And all winter I had such
a delicious sense of being naughty, as
well as the terror of being round out.

I knew it must end with my leaving
Alexandria in the spring. I had no in-
tention of bringing anything so scand-
alous home to Newington with me. He
besought me to let him come to see me,
and, when I told him seriously I meant
never to make myself knowlr, he beg-
ged me to appoint some place where he
might only see me, promising to make
no effort to follow me or discover my
identity. But my youth and shyness,
and a newly-awakened sense of pro-
priety, shivered at the suggestion. (Be-
sides, I knew very well I was not so
beautiful as I had led him to believe!)

I've spent a large part of my life
grieving for things I've missed through

! an inordinate sense of propriety inher-

ited from those thirty-two old ladies.
That’s the reason I've got to advertise
for a man at this stage!

But to return.

About this time I began to boast to
him of the fact that, though I knew
all about Mr. Robert Warren, he knew
not—nor would ever know—my name,
my home, nor anything concerning me.
This brought about a very strange de-
nouement. He wrote me a contrite

! letter and said he would have to con-

fess to having decelved me, after all.
That he was not Mr. Robert Warren,
or any other Mr. Warren—

and, I am sorry to tell you, Nellie, that
it’s evident you knew very little of Mr.
Warren, after all, or you’d have known
that he left Berryville some years ago
and lives somewhere in the West.
“Mr, Warren’s brother received your
first letter and opened it; I happened
to be in the post-office at the moment,
and he handed it to me with a smile,

saying I might get some fun out of it 3§

1 tell you this with some trepidation—
dear little girl—though I can’t, to save
my life, see what difference it could
make to you. But it has been a shame
to deceive you in any way, And now, I
beg of you, let us have done with sec-
rets! tell me who you are, let me come
to your home and know your face, as,
I flatter myself, I've learned to know
your mind and your heart. i

“Write and say you forgive me, Nel-
lie, and let me come.”

And, will you believe, I never answer-
ed the letter!

I ascertained easily, from some one in
Berryville, the truth of Robert War-
ren’s having been in the west for sev-
eral years. But, beyond the fact that

{ small, I find him very congenial.

{ mail time, you_know, and yow’ll
him sitting in his buggy somewhere |1y, and presented me with great cere-

he 1§ not Robert Warren, I'’ve never had |
any ‘idea ds to who my friend is.

He wrote again twice; the letters
were forwarded me to Newington by
my obliging little school friend. They
were all imploring pardon and begging
to come to see me, But my feelings
were outraged by his deception, and I
just would not forgive him.

And every year since, he has grown
dearer with the very mystery and with
the abnegation. And when I've tried
to school myself to be sat-
{sfled with one man or another,
my heart has always begged off,
Betty—Alias Nellie Neville atr
at the last, with “only wait until 5§
find the man who is not Robert War-
ren.”

But how to find him!

It’s more than probable that he is
married, of course; he may have gone
to the confines of the earth, or, indeed,
left /it altogether. But if he should
be/still in Berryville, and if he should
still remember kindly poor little Nellie
Neville would it not be worth while
trying to tell him she is sorry she
would not.let him come to see her?

1 don’t think I could send a ‘‘person-
al” to the Berryville paper. But I
might have put it in a society item, |
several times, like this:

«Miss Nellie Neville is spending the!
summer at Newington, her home, near
W——, and hopes to see something of :
her old friends.—”

It would be more to the point to say:

Turning from the Telephone, I found |

/ both old gentlemen on their feet, bow-

ing, with hands extended.

“Delighted 'to see Yyou at Tracey, |
Miss Betty. I know your father very
well; permit me to introduce myself— |
mw name is Tayloe Smith. And this
is my cousin—another friend of your
father‘s, Mr. Smith Tayloe.”

I shook hands. warmly with them, |
and told them I'd heard of them al-|
ways and was delighted to know them. !

«But, gentlemen, I interrupt your |
game, and you are playing a favorite
game of mine, I think—sniff?” {

“Then perhaps you will honor us by |
joining in the game?”’

“Why, with the greatest pleasure ini

; the world, if- we could sit so as to. see:
' the road; for Mrs, Cary, of Carisbrook, |

is sending to meet me, and I must not .
miss her carriage. Could we not play |
outside?” !

This seemed very good to them, and:
they moved the table out to the side-
walk under a big maple which had put
or some very gay colors for the early |
October weather.

“you see, Miss Betty,” Mr. Taploe
explained. ‘‘Smith and I fell into the
habit of playing this little game soon
after the war. We had to wait so long
sometimes for the mail The roads
would be bad or the stage would break
dewn. So when we met out here every
morning we would just take a few
games of sniff. And it does seem like
a pretty good way to begin the day
when you come to think about it It
never means anything more serious

| than that one or the other sometimes

«Miss Elinor Neville, having been &
half-fool all her life, finds herself to
have arrived at last. Will answer any
man who chooses to write to her at!

” |
expects the,

However, one never
The first shall |

truth in newspapers.
g0.

And now what about Lesley Hen-
derson?

6

The drive to Tracey was pleasant—
in spite of a disturbed mind. Papa.|
sent me in the carriage, with Uncle |
Henry to drive me. And as Uncle
Henry has driven me since 1 wasl
ThS |
horses were fresh—the air also—and
we arrived sooner than I had expect-K
ed.

I sent the old man back with the
carriage; and, having traced the tele-
phone, by wires, into an apothecary
shop, I went in to telephone papa as
to my safe arrival at this stage or my
journey. Tracey is a pretty little vill-
age, running down a hill by one street
only: and the shop was of general
utility apparetly. Being small, a large
part of it was oceupnel by a little table
and 'two large old gentlemen who play- !
ed dominoes upon it.

1 gained permission to use the tele-
phone, and asked Miss Eva to tell my
father I-had sent the carriage back

| and would wait there for Mrs. Cary’s

carriage. “No, there’'s no use giving
me Newington, Miss Eva; papa won’t
be there at this time of day; -it’s nearly
find -

about the post-office.”

has to buy another box of matches.
We count games with matches, and E
believe it was only yesterday Yyout
couldn’t smoke your pipe without bor-
rowing a light, wasn’t it, Tayloe? By
the way, Miss Betty, it was when we |
were in prison at Johnson’s Island ,
with your grandfather that we learned ‘
to play the game—eh, Tayloe?”

It was nearly mail-time, ad the peo-
ple from the surroudig coutry were be-
gining to gather at the post-office justi
pelow and every one, in passing, had
to hail the old gentlemen, who were
evidently immense favorites.

And presently a man came over the
hill who seemed very well worth stop-
ping the game to watch,

He rode a golden sorrel, and came on
at an easy canter, riding with long
stirrups and sitting with absolute ease
and comfort in his saddle.

He was just a little above the aver-
age height and carried not a superflu-
ous pound. His shoulders weres broad
and square and theres were no hips in
sight under his short riding-coat. His
soft hat was pushed well back, reding
a red glint in his crisp chestnut hair,
and there was a clear red in his face,
too, and gray eyes looking black
unde black lashes, His mouth had a
ripple in it, but his nose was cut clear
and his jaw and chin were strong.
His legs were straight and lithe in his
perfectly cut riding breeches, as he
reined in his horse and lighted on his
feet, with almost one motion, at sight
of us.

“Why, is this Italy? Where’s . the
Chlanti?” coming up with hig bridle
over his arm.

The dear old fellow greeted him

warms-

«yYour father will know all about
him, Miss Betty; he used to spend
weeks up there in his young days.”

“I know all about The Glen myself,”
I said; “but I thought—"

“Oh, you hadn’t
bought it back? Bless your heart,
it’s the best thing that’s happened in
the neighborhood for twenty years.
And, 1 tell you, Miss Betty, he’s fixing
it up! Water—goqd Lord, water every-
where! People about here thought
they were extra clean when they had
a bath-tub, but he never stopped till
he got a pool big enough to swim or
drown himself in.” 2

“And where have you been, all these
yéars, Mr. Welford ?’—and, asking it,
I noticed a few gray hairs just over
his ears.

«I've been almost everywhere a dol-
lar was to be made. Except the one
place I wanted to go—the old Univer-
sity. I missed my chance for that, and
nothing in life can ever make it up to
me.” He spoke hifnterlx;i bu Mr.
Smith slapped him on the houlder.

“Great day, boy! don’t talk like that;

' you’ve done a better thing,—you’'ve sent

Harry there, and given him a good
profession. It's not often a man is
able or willing to do so much for his
younger brother, Miss Betty.”

«But Harry's a bully fellow and well
worth all I could do for him. I wish
you kneéw -him.”

“I mean to know Yyou both—if you
will come to Newington next week, as
soon as I get home. Surely that’s the
Carisbrook wagon?”’

But he did not lift his steady, com-
pelling eyes from mine, till he asked,
“Do you mean it? May I come?”’

‘“‘Please do,

But here Mrs. Cary's Dblack colts
(they had been “the colts” ever since
I could remember) came down the hill

”

i exactly like a pair of chamois, drawing

(or jerking) an open wagon which
jumped from rock to rock, and driven

by Lin, a very black and exceedingly‘;
|]ight-hearted person, who urged them

to greater speed in order 10 hold them
up with terrific effect by my side.

Shaking hands and expressing great
pleasure at my visit, he put my bag
in and then produced & halter.

«Miss Mary said how .they was lia-
bility of a myar and ~ colt?’ looking
around with lively interest.

“No, Lin,not today; and now are we
ready ?”’

“No, miss, not quite. Miss Mary is
right in the midle of her pickle, and de
vinegar done give clean out. ‘Shengives
me dis jimmyjohn-and she say I cyarn
come home lessen. I gits it full. T'm
going’ try in dese here stores;,—but it's
powerful skerce ‘dis time o’ de year.”

As we drove off, T heard M. Smith
say, “Smith, get the mail and let’'s be
moving: It's. twelve o’clock and past
the hour for my nap. But she’s mighty
nice. . I don't regret it.” And Mr.
Welford stood by his horse looking
after us, till I turned and he lifted his
hat. .

Lin had many exciting things to tell
me about the summeér's doings at
Carisbrook. Mrs, Cary had two young
daughters, just coming out, and the
place had swarmed with life.

We asked at every shop on the road
for vinegar, in vain. 1 insisted he
should take a side road, to the village
of waterside, only a mile or so out of
our way.

There was but one country store

mony to Mr. Welford, of The Glen.

heard Billy had

here, and as Lin stopped before it, the
woman ran out, exclaiming, “Ain’t
this Mrs. Cary’'s wagon?”’ then, hesi-
tatingly, “but there ain’t no mare and
colt.””

“No, there is not,”” I said, “but it
certainly is Mrs. Cary’s wagon.”

‘““Well, Mrs. Stuart she sent down
word this morning, that she overheard@
on the telephone that you'd be passing
along; going ta Carisbrook, and she
thought “it likely you’d be coming up
t6 Waterside for something; an’ ef
you did, I must tell you she sure
would expect you to come up to The
| Hill and pay her a visit while you was
in the neighborhood. But you was to
be signified by a mare and colt. Didn't
-nothin’ hgppen to it—did they?”

IIL

| The next morning, when we started
to the station to meet Mr. Henderson,
Mary Cary ran out to enjoin us to
! bring quite a number of things; and
especially her shoes from the cobbler,
! because she could not do without it an-
. other had, ‘“and—oh, yes—three lemons.
But you’ll never remember all that, so
. be sure you stop at the telephone office,
and I'll tell you it all over again.”

This being my mother’s native coun-
try, everybody in the neighborhood
| was aunt, uncle, or cousin to me, and
i it was .a great joy to be able to see
them all.

| This, of course, was best accom-
plished at the station and post-office
,at “mail-time,” when every one gather-
‘ed to do the purchasing from the vill-
| age shops and her the news. $So, when

Mr. Henderson got off the train, he
Ifo!.md me surrounded by quite a crowd
j of my family and connections of all
| ages and both sexes.

It was a very proud moment!

I had known his clothes were
grand, but, when he stepped down
at that station, he looked like a man in
the back of a magazine going out in a
motor car or something!

From the way he took up his bag af-
ter shaking hands with us (the Cary
girls had come out with me), I suppose
he thought we would be driving home
immediately.

But he little knew! It would be quite
an hoyr before the mail was opened,
and I meant to show him off.

We got him in the wagon somehow,
bags and top-coats and all, and drove
him up to the post-office, among the
long rows of buggys, spring wagons:
saddle-horses, etc.; and there we held &
reception.

For the news had spread that ‘“Betty
had come, and had a friend with her,”
who must, of course, be received and
entertained, if possible.

Uncle Nelson got out of his buggy,
though he is old and fat, and came
across to give me a smacking kiss and
be introduced to my friend. “We|are
delighted to see you in Virginia, ir.
Henderson, and now when can you
come and stay with us? Betty, your
aunt will certainly expect you and M.
Henderson to give us a week, at least,
at Waverly.”

Mr. Henderson looked mildly astons
ished, said he was only down for a
few days, and said it in as few words
as possible.

s

(Continued on Page 7.)




