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HIS MYSTERIOUS
CORRESPONDENT.

Meraht A 3ald the Juntor pavtn
the great firm of vaughn, Cloaes
el and Vaugho, 1 want you o do
maa faveu”

He was witting on o cotner of s
wak, hunds I pockets aml swingiug
st foot ~rather impatiently hia secre-
Loy though'

Welt, 1 shall be pleased to; what
1O Ll

Hate you read anv of thuse letteis
.vadat ' In the Metropolitan 2

NGy Miss Maaslifleld cou-

sudered tor i moment, then veplied < -
Yes, 1 have; why do you nsk o
Well, you have excellent taste §u
Herature, don't you think (ke res
markablo 7

“Why, I don't Kuow that I do;
though they e faliy goud, F be-
Heve,”

Al, you are praurlous with adjee-

4 oen 1 recollect, Now, I think they
are far above the aveisge, and I should
ke to discover the ldentity ot this
+ Nevada - +he Interests me Intensely.™
“You think Neivada 18 a woman,

hen 7

“Why, yes, I shonid  judge  39;
shouldn't you 2" .

1 naven't ghven the subject much
thought.”

+Oh, I'm 1casonably sure I’ a wo-
wan, and what I want of you is to Qs
cover her for me.! .

Miss Marshficld looked her astonisn-
ment and asked i— .

“yWhy not try it yourself "

“f have tried and fafled ignomtn-
lously. The unspeakableness of the
sphinx 1s garrulity beslde the silence
those publishers have chosen to wrap
about * Nevada.' ™

“ But the silence 18 probably x\ccord:
ing to the instructions of “ Nevada
herself, so how can I hope to break

qu
“" Why, that's what 1 can't exactly
sce; [ thought perhaps your woman's
wit would suggest & way. You seem
t0 be on & friendly footing with liter-
ary peaple—you might get some infor-
matlon from that source.”

“You are Wrong about my footing
with literary people. I know very
few, and am afraid I cannot be of the
Jeast use to you Jn this matter.”

“\What & wet blanket you can be
on occasion, Miss Marshfield, 1 inaist
on belng shown the respect due the
tail of thig firm—won't you plenge turn
round ngaln for o moment 2"

o Phere's u large grist of letters to-
aay,” she reminded him, turning par-
tinlly about.

* Yes, yes, I darcsay, there generally
1. but, Marshiield, I'm not joking
about this thing. 1 want to know the
author of thowe lelters~mian  or wo-
mans? 8

“The question ol sex does not n-
fluence your disire for acqualntance,
then 2*  The secrelary's penetrating
gaze was Nx:d on her typewrlter, and
she nsked the question with apparent
carelessness.

#Not at all; though, as 1 told you,
1 feel reasonably sure it {s a woman.”

« But granting that, you cannot feel
reassonably sure she Is & person you
would wish to know. She may Le o
nobody notwithstanding those articles.”

“ Not Miely, should say. Huch tal-

the fileondahip which had grown up he-
theen them diing the three years In
which “he had been with the tirm—a
1 p pl 1o to all apy o9,
Of the tno, the stenographer hnd the
®cater addnptability. In the  thyee
vears vl hud mastered the detalla of
thefe fmense trade, and her keen fne
SIRhY and quick meinoty wers rolted on
Ly ANl three partners,

“Talk about « woman belng titogl-
cal,” Rald the elder  Vaughn; “that
young woman in the office I8 worth a
dozen rattie-pated dudes,” and In proof
of hix appreclation her surroundings
Weire comfortable to a degree Lordering
on juxury.

CPuch magle  with worda,” echoed
Mixs Marshfleld, thoughttully. “ Have
sou constdered that there i apt 1o bo
a wide breach between the personality
of atv author and his wrltings 7

‘* No, I hadn't thought of it—=not par-
tenlarly.”

*T could point you to many notable
examnples.”

*On, « 1 daresay there are exe
amplex, bue you niuse admit that In &
world the alze of thls there ave ex-
wuples af everything.'

1 A1a not mean to imply a ule, ot
woupse, but I think «enins Is often ke
A brightewinead sotrit condned o
house of very common clay., Your
“Nevada ' might pove o disappoint-
ment I you succecded in finding her.
Better be content with the arileles and
seek not to know the author, You
mizght Hlewise be poorer by the loss
of un siuston.”

She looked at him with a laugh in
her eyes and  resolutely struck the
keyvs of her typewrlter,

" You mustn’t bother me any more,”
she asserted. “I am behind with my
work as It I8

‘¥ ask for asslstance, and you glve
‘me axloms, he retorted. * Neverthe-
leas, [ am not discouraged. Your opine
lons are usually worth looking Into,
bug this {s too gruzy."

* Go on,” she sald, over her shoulder;
*never mind my opinlons, hut when
you tind yoursalf h don’t

-

One of the days when Vaughn  re-
coltedd one of thepe tetters he was nb-
mont mtnded to a marked degree, and
the budden of pexponsibiiity for that
A4y tested on the stequgrapher, but she
atted e complatut, merely nfnd-
e Wl occadonudly of neghocled dne
Ve,

Bom mes K would apiing suddenty
tes hig feot In an abatiacied mood and
e the ottlon tloor, sometimes  stand
oetore o wittdow and gaze long out over
the ajoining vacrnt luts, wWhere weie
plled @ few plecer of old  machine
iz sceretary wateaed him  narrowty
at these timey, nnd one day when she
had calted dis attentlon to something
Wilch necded M8, he turned  abruptly
and sald ;—

= Marahfieh), there’s no dunbt about
sour being 1 treasare. You are the
cue who shoutd be juntor paitner here.
Upon my word, I'm good for nothing."

“hcn the alight, black-gosuned Ngwe
ned tmned toward hiw.
“ Lot me advise you,” she satd. ' {

think ¥ou had better glve up this cor-
respondence of yours; It {4 dolng you
no good. Better drop it and forget
1t and attend 1o business.”

“Drop 1t! You don’t know what
you are saying.  Have you any Idea
what pmt this fricndehiip has come (o
play in my deily Hte?  Now, don't,
please, et wme dowa for a drivebing
idlor. I am not going about with wmy
Reart on my aleeve tdiing every one
what ‘ Nevada' Is to me, hut there’s
something about you which invites my
confidenco notwithstanding that your
erlticisms have been rather acrld. I
would give ten years of my e for the
privilego of sceing ‘Nevada's' face—
ot hearing her toiK as she writes. Why,
ald I show you her letters on Egypto-
logy 7 1 thought I knew a few things,
but she makes me blush for my Ig-
notance. Egypt! The very name is
a mine of mystic delights under her
taclle pen. Scoft at me 12 you will,
Marshileld=—you with your cool wit and
calm judgment of men, hut I would

Hing) my best

for o voyage down the

forget that I warned you.”

‘I'hls ended the discussion for that
day, and during many followlng days
Vaughn never mentioned *“ Nevada.”
‘Ther, one morning, he came Into the
office, looklng unusually cheerful,
threw oft his coat, and besan tosalng
about the niail on his desk In an abe
sentemninded fashion. His secretary
sald nothing, rightly opining that he
would soon disclose tho cause of his
satisfaction.  Presently he paused in
the aet of opening & letter and sald -~

“1 feel greatly clnted this morning;
can you gtess why 7

“ 1 am not good at guessing.”

“Well, then, I shall have to tell you.
I've found ‘Nevada ’~or, rather, I've
been wble to communicate with  her
through her publishers, and the result
18 that slte has consented to correspond
With me ag the boys trade jack-knlves,

out o' #lght 'n unseen.’

*“Indeed ! How did you manage it ™"

** By means of my prestige as the au
thor of * From Sea to Sea,’ which is the
Urst intiimation I ever recefved that T
had any cuch prestige. I played the
card In desperation and 1t won. Quite
romattic, don't you think ?* *

“Well, rather, if ‘Nevada' 18 &
woman, Have you ascertained vaat 7

“No, 1 don't know yet, but 1 shall
woon learn, It won't be possible to keep
me Ifled long. But all thought of

ents as hers don't go a-beggl You
know there is no caste in geniua.”
“No? 1 am glad to hear that.”
“You speak as though you hal been
Qoubtful on .the subject.”
“Not In my own mind, hut T ath't
know what might be your opinfon.’”
1 meo that you nre not inclined to
be enthuslastic with me over this new
writer. ‘The slmple truth iz that he
or she, whichever 1t muy be, has cast
& spell upon me. I never saw such
fmagery—such niaglc with words."'
For & member of a Arm dealing in
hi and a eal
knowledge of busluess, Russell Vaughn
was ubout as unpractical a man as
could have been found; that {8 to say,
he would have been It he had glven
his imagination free rein und follow-
«d after the things which most allured
him. But the mind of Vaughn, the
<lder, was fervently set on seelng his
favourite son in his own place at the
head of the firm, and Ruascll was pro.
eminently & dutitul son. He had sat
at the desk on which he now reclined
for ten years, and the constant effort
to diacipline his facuities down to the
‘basis of machinerv had worn indelible
lttle grooves between his eyebrows.
He had been a Qeep student—was
st o deep student, 80 far as his duties
would permit. The powers alone know
in what firmement he imight have
shone had he not aprung from ¢ com-
mercial race, with whom precedent was
law. His dfather had
dealt in machinery, likewise hls fa-
- ther, mo he, too, ‘deait In machlacry,
though under ailent protest.
Previous to being taken Into the frm

that aside, I am premising mydelt un-
tola from this

An Interchange of Ideay with a writer
#o versatlle aa * Nevada,' i3 onc of the
Kkeenest pleasures of lfe*

“1 don't know anything about that,
never having huad a  regular  corres
<pondent.’

“X’'m " Vaughn went on with his
work atter this carcless corament, o
Wwas not more than ordinarily zelfish,
but It never occurred to him that his
secretary might possibly have a per-
sonal feeling with regard to this corre-
spondent. Jf she had, however, It
would not Lave been suspected from
her manner.

Somo days after this converaation he
pulled g letter out of his pocket, and,
handing it over to ner, sald :—

“ Now, tell me what you think about
‘Nevada’ beng & woman.”

Miss  Mavshfleld tock the letter,
amoothed it with her long, slender fin-
gers, and asked ;—

* Do you think this pertectly falr 2"

** Certainty—why nnt 2 It would bo
a aln to keep such n letter ns that to
mys2lf."”

After reading 1t she lald it on the
table before her, and seemed to be
pondering.

** Why did you adopt the pseudonym
of ‘Darwin’?" she arked, presently.

**Oh, for no reason only that it was
the first that occurred to me. Yousee,
T was to use one, and not scek to penes
trate hers.”

“Hers! You nre sure It is a woman,
then, at last 2"

**Can you doubt it after reading that
Ietter 2 T think she Is certalng a wo-
man, and a ¥y wng one at that!

“ O sall the sccretary, drily, “and
Leautiful ton, no doubt. You scera to
have gathered a large amount of lu-
formation frem this letter, while I see
avsolutely nothing in it which betrays
either age or gender. In this day of

= ho had apent several years In forelgn
travel, and these had been the happlest
yeara of his life. Hec had recorded
thelr experiences in a small volume,
publishers seemed to find ** not avall-
Eab)«" for after two ot threa trials of
them he had concluded to “climb up
£ some other way,” as he ex-
proesed it to his secretary. The book
ana tiough it had not become fumous,
had recelved many favourable presa
* tiots and been-warmly welcomed by
Porple not too much saied With travel
1o look at it through hia fanciful eyes.
it az honoured place in her library.
_ She bad spoken warmly of many thinge
¢ 1t contalned as agresing with fmprea.
= alons of her own formed amid the same

written tn & whimsical style, which
was brought out at his own expense,
Mive fleld had read it and given
Emnu. and this served to strengthen

writing it is to tell
who is behlud an article—~whether man
or woman—hut 1 1 were to Judge by
one or two expreasions here, I should
way the writer ought to he A big-beard-
ed man
“ Oh, Marshfield, poeitively you are
the last person I ahould have accused
of Jealousy.”
TOr a yoar this romantic correspond-
enoa went on, growing oonstantly more
ahnorbing to Nuseell Vaughn, and, It

in
Nile with * Nevadn® as a compenion.”

Miss Marskfield was rather paler
than usual, but she only sald quickly :

*And she eludes you persistently 7"

“ Yes, and I can’t seq why, L have
done my best. I have brought alf the
power there 18 i words to the alege,
and unfortunately words are my only
avallable weapons. She promlses an
Intcrview sometime in the future, but
continually puty mo off.  She has seen
me, 100, which doesn’t scem alt vound
fair.”

Migs Mavshti>ld inoked at
mirth In her eyes.

“What now 7”  he sexclalmed (n o
vexed tone, ' Look here, Marshfield,
You're getting altogether too much fun
out, of me. I see y garrwity nceds
muzzling, It don't seem lke you,
though; I thought you'd have some
sympathy.”

“And s0 1 huve, but T ean't help con-
templating the possibility of your cor-
respondent being some  Ieathery old
woman ‘vhose romance i all In the
past, and who {8 amusing herself by
warming It over the flame of your
Juung passion, Of course she couldn’t
show herselt, because that would mean
=curtafn."

“You nic talking most unheard-of-
nonsense, for you. No leuthery old
woman could write with such fire nnd
eloquence,  She fs young and enthusl-
ostle. You have not seen all her lete
ters.”

“No? I think you might havy
shown them to me.” She lovked hard
at him ag she spoke, and he actually
blushed under her scrutiny.

“Ah! I see,” she went on, mercilcas-
1¥; “*Nevada' has been making love
to you.”

He nefther acknowledged nor denled,

but turned abruptly away—for the firat
time In thelr acquaintance—unrgy with
her.
{ “ Supposing,” she went on, as It she
had not notlced, "' that you meet your
*Nevada' und find her, though at-
tractive to the eye, unlovely in chare
acter, would her genfus obliterate the
cftect="

* Utterly 1mpossible tor a person who
writes ke that 1o be apiritually un.
lovely.”

“Theie you are in error. Nelther
bad nor geod qualities are absolute {a
1eal people. Nature has lts moods and
tenses, and I have been told that writ-
ers as & class are eapeclally susceptible
to them-in fact, that it's a very x00d
rule to know your pet author at a re-
specttul distance.”

“Well,” aald Vaughn, trylng to throw
oft his sullenness, “ you may be per-
fectly right—I daresay you are—but all
this 1s too complex for me. I am not
an adept In analysing character, and
to telt the truth, don't think I care to
be.  Not, however, that I mean to Jdis-
parage the habit. Probably it is a
very good one, only not congenial to
my tastes.”

“ No,” 381 Mlas Marshfield, thought-
tully,” it is not congenial to your
tastes.  You care so much more for
Ideals than for actualitics.”

Vaughn hid been standirz with his
back toward her, looking out of the
window. Suddenly he wheeled about
and stood beslde her deak.

* Marshfleld, It occurs to me that X
muo'l seem very puerlle and slily to
you.”

** No, indeed; 1t I have sald anything
to imply that, forgive me~1 never
meant it. I du think though, that it's
best to have no enthusissms; they
leave such heartaches In their wake.
Hardly anythiag fu lite comes up to
the expectations of an impulgive per-
a0n, WHile it we expect littla or nothing,
the good (hat comes to us seems & ull
measure. Have you not found it so

™"

m with

trom the of her let-
tere, the same to ' Nevada.'

{ " Now that you mention it, I belleva

hTheCatarrh C—Idtch

This Disgusting Malady Is at the
Throat of 500 of every 1,000 of
our Couniry’s Populailon.

————t

This 1s Not Heareay. It {s Potne Out by Carefult
Compiled Statisticy of Miseases MM!’Pnnlan

113 Vevelopment s Watched Carefally
St 18 90 sure a forcrunuce of comumguon [
Neplected. Mot Catorch Cures Contatn €.
‘which is a Dangerous Nareotle, snd Prof Iieys,
the Ontario Schevl of Chemistry and Phanmacy,

ys:i—

#After an examination medo from samples pro-
euted on the open matki t, 1 doclaca that ther) 1s no
COCAINBcontainedin the peepatation of Dr. Chase's
Catarch Cute ™ Mtk ustonishing resnirs ara daly
comning Into Dr. Chusc s.othec of thacaresmade. Hera
e a Gow In condenced form  We stk you fo
orwatte 10 the following. pamallaullwpual:ND

OSWALD RURKHARDT, 1. PORTLAI
STRERT XORONTO. sullcred Trom Catareh for
pine years, and was cured by Dr. Chase's Catarth

MR J. PALMER, HAIR DRESSER, 673 QUERN
STRERT WEST, TORONTO, could not sleep for
re.r3 on acconnt of 1he Inucus dm{‘:mn‘ Into the
zhron cuted by Dr. Chase s Catarth Cures

MR, WHITCOMNBE, OF THE MRTHODIST
BOOK ROOM, TOKONTO, sufitied for two yoars}
Cured by ono box of Dr Classe's Catarsh Cure.

MRS, COWLE, 467 QUERN STREET RAST,
TORGNTO, thintre 1iary aco way attacked wlih
Hay Fever,  Nover kaew whatit wasto bave an
sellef unul #he teed Di Chase's Catoreh Cute, 1M
anyone trout | with Catacsh calls on
aba will give her endorsation as £ bet ouré.

1 bhave frequently; but where, let mie
ask, did you gt all this wisdom ? One
docs not ltearn these things by balng
told them.”

“ 1 have Wved a great deal of 1, and
the rest I have seen others ive”

“ You say your fricnd taught you to
conyuer the jlls of ife.  Now, how,
for fnstance, would you overcome the
fate which hold you bound to duties ot
& prosaic sort when you were continu
ally longing to shake them off and Ay
to the other end of the earth 7

* 1 should patlently Llde the shaking
time,  You know 'all things come to
kim who wafits,’ though my experi:nce
proves that they are not always satis-
tactorily attained.”

‘* Not always, no; but how can = fel-

low tell that they won’t be ULl he
tries 2 -
“I have often thought,” ssld the

aecretary, musingly, “ that it is & great
plty to spend the best years of one's
life In accumulating the means of sub-
sfstence, It the neads of clvilizatlon
were fewer it would materially de-
ciease the migeries of th: world.”

“ For my part,” sald Vaughn, quick-
iy, “1 could be content with the In-
dian’s blanket—or a yellow robe and
begging bowl. There are Influlte pose
albilities In the latter.  Glve me the
freedom of the globe and civillzation
may have {te (rl-desrols’

$8ix weeks after thls conversation
found Vavghn with «tilt not clue to the
tdentity of his correspondent. Al her
letterz reached him through the pub-
lishers, but they were gradually grow-
fng less frequent and colder in tone.
Tt was very strange, he thought, for
it had not Leen loug since fn one of
thoxe thrilling cpisties which so elated
him she had exclaimed :—

“ Almost thou persuadest me, ° Dar-
win,' that the only things dealrable In
this world are you, a moonlight night
and the Nile; but wait yet a little
longer. You shall see my face~T swear
[

Now it seemed that she was trying to
get rid of him without fulfilling this
promise.

Miss Marshfleld watched his growing
disinclination for business with annoy-
ance, and finally she sald to him —

“Mr, Vaughn, you are not well.”

7" he returned, In surprise; * Oh,
yes, T am always well! A moment
after he added :~"Queer, my father
#ald something about that, too, but I
have never been sick in my life, and
certainly am not now."”

&he sald no more, but watched hiin
furtively as he sat over his work, the
two little wrinkles [n his forchead
drawn Into a positive scowl. She notic-
ed that he was sallow, thinner fn flesh
than usual, and that his eyes bore evi-

suffocated tor & moment, unt as Miss

Marshticld dropped her eyey and ool b tene 2

outed rlightly, he sprang to his 1
nnd adked Jttl

"t
room wasn't uucom-
fortably warm. She made some  une
eellbinie teply  and b lowesd a
window: then, fstead of resuming his
chair came ARd Atood besido her while
het nimble fingers played rather ner-
1oushh over the keys. At length  he
wpoke 1=

* Your eyes would entico the truth
out of u confirmed Mut, Mawshield, I
way @s well tell you the whote sleken-
ing »tory, theugh, of course, you'll
say It was to be expeeted.  Sho’ given
me the sack--without even the com-
mon decency of saying good-bye She's
been teving iU for a long time, and
now she's done §t. Very shabby of
her, don't you think 2

** 1t undoubtedly secma shabby treats
wment frsm your point of view, but it
was the most mereiful thing she could
At

* Beeause why

~ Because that correspondence was
unbitting you for buxiness and making
rou mere vislonary and ldeallstie than
or, which wasn't at all necessary.”

“You sperk With your acvcustomed
plainness.”

“ Yes, 1 am in carnest, but | hope
you are not offended.”

“ Why shotlid I Le- withyou 2 When
you have not been glviug me good ad-
vice—which, by the way, I wish I had
taken—you have been doing my neg-
tected work. 1 have no rcason for com-
plaining of you, at all events. Things
have tuthed out about as you predict-
ed. She can't be a person of good
principles—she must be a firt. She—
she must have found soniebody clse.”

* Oh, let us cover her with the man.
tle of charity, and suppose her nothing
bad, but only wrinkled and ugly, 8he
couldn’t help that, you know, The
tranecendent Jove you oftered her would
have tempted any woman —"*

“How do you know I offered her
transcendent love 7
“1 have heard

several times.”

** Come, Marshtield, let up on me. ¥'m
ready now to assent to all the spite-
tul things vou've sald about her. I do
hereby solemnly swear that to the best
of my knowledge and bellef she's a
big-bearded man; that in addition to,
and nouwlthstanding  that, she's &
leathery old woman who has been
anaalng hersel with my feeble-mind-
edness, and warming over her state
romances at the tire of my idlotic pas-
slon."

“ DI¢ I really mentlon fesble-mind-
edness 2

“Oh, you might as well! But this
fan't wading through that plle of let-
tets, Home onc has got to take a trip,
and owling to my tather's fancy that
f have been contined too closely of late,
it's been declded that I.am the one. My
know about

you talk of her

heeding the latter part of his remark.
“8hall you be gone long 7"

“Two or three weeks, I think, * he
replied, and became abgorbed In hls
reading.

At 8ix o'clock they had finlahed, and
then, as she was donning her street
clothes Vaughn remembered certain
things it was neceasary to talk over in
view of the intended trip. 8o they lin-
gered by the grate fire, without light-
Ing up, because It was pleasanter to
tatk in the twlilight. Tho business af-
tairs they discussed were nov of vital
Importance, but the secrotary seemed
not to notice that, and the junior part-
ner talked on lelsurely, rocking his of-
fice chalr. The firelight played over
thelr taces, and through the uncurtain-
ed window ahone the first refulgence ot
a tull moon,

This was & window which command-
ed a view of the lots, with their lumber
of old . ‘There was no snow

dences of The
1ght fell across him, and for the first
timo his secretary was fully consclous
of the change in him. Involuntarily
she let her hands allp from the keys
as she uttered an exclamatlon of
alarm.

‘Vaughn looked up and met her gate,

there was something in it Dbesldes
alarm, that
him. It seemed llke a look of tender

pity, but he thought it hardly possible
that he could have read It aright.
Supposing he hadt! He felt atmost

and over the motley array the moon
poured a silvery flood lending it a
welrd interest It was far from posses-
sing by daylight. The sharp angles
and ugly pmkuberance‘s of tha plle were
moftened by the hasy glow that made
the shadows seem to hide stranyo
things—mystical things—things v hich
betonged to the 1and of dreams.

The spel! of the aour was on these
twn, s they sat there by the fire, and
nelther wna witing to break it. They
tetked in low tones,  with  throbhing

|

i

" speak,

Pt s betieen thear i s gient eps

ooty \aughp leed one g
Pete 0 g ot v ben e s 1t d back
praln b wasna te Miss St -htand
i b ron that hix dvgt hand

caslly Feached anl clasped her rixht,
whteh lay ou the s of her chalr She
did Dot attemapt 10 vithdiaw it bur
- some o ant Femak, to which
wraed « ARt teply,  Hhe tooked
At the —oals, but his cyer nere on her
Tace

CMarhNA Ll Ties laiue wax Uttere
od very softly, and ne ben? dorer sl
CCauld vou ever YOh fusals
Bl

U r ook stop:ped hie 3he had wirn-
«d an him thowe #p akirg eyen which
HONAUIME S Aeemed to belle the alnness
of her demeanour, and there was no
miataking thefr oxpresston (s time,
Ne urad astoad as well 2~ i ~he had
Mt It into words

‘Ahoreughiy agitated. he v e, and,
“tanding behind her  cheb, waid  his
hiand on her shoulder a® he add, un-
Kteadily i—

* Marshficld, you foree me 1o belleveo
m the Ik of Lol in a natural
tomge oo events you aoubd despive me
~thank God for the unnatural  Don’t
vlease,  Tm aftald of  your
speech; It might contradict what your
eyes have told me, und it's too good
to be contradieted.”  He had bent low-
er, untll hix dark wcks mingled with

wonta

s Marahlleld dld uot xpeak;
Was sankhig with “llent laughter,

* What was §t,” h- asked; *more fun
At my expende 7 My dear glel, T can'y
blame you, but 1 have & strange feels
ing. Marshtleld—that 1t Is your {mage
1 have had In my heart &1l the time,
and nevor a dream of a myth. Explaln
thut, will you 2"

Then Miss Marshfield spoke, and this
was what she safd -~

** Darwln, alinost thou persusdest me
that the only things desirable in  this
woild are you, a moonlight night, and
the Nite.”

“What I" exclaimed Vaughn, stralght-
cening up, well-nigh paralygzed. * How
did you know she safd that 2"

™ Hecause ‘she’ and I are one.”

tmpctuously he whirled her chalr
abuut untll she faced him.

“ Yon are * Nevada 't*

* Yes; s it Incredible 2

“Caty fn the Jight of your outrageous
equiveeation.”

“Oh, I dWn't equivocate much; it
wasn't necessary, You were very easy
prey, Larwin.”

** Wag I, indeed 2

* I'll admlt that my course was a lt-
tle trregular, but you sce I was all the
time casing my conselence with the
promisc of an explanation, It was
very cxeitng, and I admit that tewpta.
tlon tuade e carr It toe far. For-
&ive me, pray. 1 have never romanced
Lefote, but you wrote such lettera—ah,
such letters, Darwin. You are & past
master in Jove-making. 1 don't think
I could have concluded to glve up the
correspondence so soon, but for the
citect it was having on you."

“1 ‘vas something undone, that's a
facl. And to think It was my dear
Marshlield all the time, Don’t you re-
member when I asked why you could-
n't have been 'Nevada.'? You might
have told me then.”

" But I was somewhat plqued to see
¥l 80 coolly metting me down as in-
ferior to your correspondent., It was
evident that your platn secretary had
not the ghost of a chance."”

%o, then, you wanted me to fall {n
love with my asecretary 7

** Perhiaps I did=the posaibliity never
vresented ftaelf to you, however.”

** Oh, Marshfield, I have always ador-
ed you, as you very well know, but
somehow ft seemed to me that you
wae not the sort of woman to re-
spond.  Many a time I have wald to
nmiyself, *Marshfleld 1s a dellghttul

chum, but she wouldn’t listen to a love
story.””

" [ think the very gods would Ilsten
fnd capitutate to such a atory as you
have to tell; what, then, could be ex~
tected of ma, whose wild desire was
with you In Egypt, even when you
thought me most prosale 7"

‘the two chalrs were close together
now, in the shadawa which the frelight
was throwing Into fantastic shapes.

*The wonder of jt d Vaugn.
‘ Marsbfleld, m; dear, invaluable
Mnrahtleld, who Wil keep me sober and
sensidle whether I will or no, and * Ne-
vads,’ the mate ot my soul. Oh, *Ne-
vada,” we shall float down the Nile to-
gether. In fancy I see already the dark
gllding waters and the glint of the
moonllght on the Pyramld."—Parma
Gentry, In “ Short Storles."
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