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ask, all that a woman can give.’
Her hands were still in his, and she made no effort 

to release them, but he knew it was for no tenderer 
reason than pity as she looked up and answered: “There 
is nothing to forgive you, but there isn't anything left to 
give, either. As I told you, all that is over and burned 
out. There is nothing here now—can be nothing but cold 
ashes."

She loosed one hand as she spoke, and laid it on her 
breast. Goodhue caught the hand back to him, urging 
her by pressure and voice.

"Hester, try to see it differently Today, as I passed 
over the moor, I saw what you might have called a 
destroyed field of grass, burned out, nothing but cold 
ashes. Yet I knew because of that burning the verdure 
there will be doubled in the spring. We have both suf­
fered cruelly, both been through the fire, can’t we make 
that help us to a closer life?"

ONG ago, in aeons past, .
Nature, kneading an 
iron, shore to suit her 
mood, twisted off a great 
careless lump of red 
rock and flung it into the 
ocean; then, as if by an 
afterthought, she tied it 
to dry land with a rope of 
knotted boulders. Thus 
created, Braces Rock has 
stood for centuries in the
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Show ■ blue waters, naked at Titmm first, but slowly clothing

Iartoi itself with a spare growth 
17-‘- of golden-rod its crev- oices, some stunted bay- 

bushes, and starved feath- . S ery grass, 

asertie or. stood on a certain Sep-ere tember afternoon, the 
souringsweeping sea-line spread.

out before its face, while 
■ at its back, in a pond-like 

Ginn shelter, gathered hun- 
areas of sea-gulls, looking like pads of white pond-lilies 
on the still cove’s waters, or yet more lovely, flaunting 
and fluttering their white wings as, perched on the little 
brown rock islands, they fought the waves of the rising 
tide, white-tipped as they. In all Septembers this shore 
revels in colors that shade back from the gray sand- 
beach and the spring green of the sand-grass to moors 
warm and rich with color that seems to fairly dash up 
the sides of the gray-peaked inland rocks, splashing high 
among .them red-leaved bushes and z . ' glowing

closely that despite her self-control her color rose slowly 
and hotly. As he saw it mounting to her throat, her 
cheek, her brow, he spoke, slowly:

"Hester, can’t you forgive me?",
For a moment she did not reply, then answered, with 

effort, "I had forgiven you—until I saw you."
""I understand. I am going now. But one word, one 
moment first. It was, believe me, for your sake more 
than for my own that I acted as I did. I know you 
cannot judge, not knowing what I do.”

She turned to him suddenly, hotly. "I can know 
that I am profoundly grateful to you for what you saved 
me from. 1 know now it would have been a living death 
to me. You saved me from that, and for that favor- 
but how can you think I ahpuld ever wish to see your 
face again?”’,

- “I do not,” he answered, gravely. “I am going now. 
But remember, I know 
nothing, T- have heard not 
a word - since : we parted-
not even that I spared you a is it

"Yes." he answered, sadly. "I understood you. You 
meant what you said. It was a case of conscience only. 
Good-bye, I don't ask you to reply. You were right We 
should never have met, and now we must part as quickly 
as possible. Good-bye."

Before she could speak again, had she wished to do 
so, he had left* her side, and was leaping from rock to 
rock out into the waters. Hester turned sharply away 
back to the higher sand of the beach. There, where they 
bad stood in the sand, together in all human probability 
for the last time, she saw the marks of Goodhue’s foot- 
steps and her own distinctly printed. The ripples that 
left the rushing waves behind to break on the sand in 
wrinkles soft as a baby's frown were yet strong enough 
to be wiping out these last frail memorials. Hester’s 
brow contracted as she looked, but she moved resolutely 
on with no backward glance, until a little bird, darting

"The tide is full. I think," he said, finally. "We have 
only to wait for it to fall."

Hesters eyes also were fixed in the distance, he be­
lieved on nothing.

Goodhue spoke abruptly. "Perhaps it will be easier 
to plunge in at once. When we parted, had you no idea 
of what parted us" Did you never"—his gaxe dropped 
to her hands which lay clasped in her lap—"suspect an­
other woman?" He saw her fingers tighten suddenly, 
and, glancing up, saw her quivering face, and bent to­
ward her with a word of protest on his lips; but before 
it found utterance she had moved back, still lacing him 
and meeting his eyes so fully and collectedly that be 
caught his breath.

"Go on,” she answered simply. "It was the first cut 
only that hurt. I had suspected this among ether things. 
Have you more to say?”

of
New She moved restlessly, releasing both her hands, 

the fire has been too fierce. It has destroyed.
"No,

We 
oncan meet only for this hour in this world apart andFall the terms we agreed upon. You are letting the earthly 

enter."
Goodhue's eyes turned to the 

the nearer question. “Forgiveand causeway, forgotten in 
me if I thought it the

heavenly,” he answered; "and my promise was that the

Winter 
Suitings, 
is now on.

earthly should not enter while we were in the world 
apart; you see we are not cut off now.”

i

Hester’s eyes followed his. 
rapidly as they had risen, had

The waters, receding
uncovered the narrow, 
across from tbs main-"Something I scarcely 

dare put into words. Do you 
remember nothing strange in 
our first letters?”

“Nothing,” she answered, 
after a moment’s thought.

“Because you have not 
the key yet. When I first 
wrote you from my Pori» 
studio, you remember it -was 
about some unimportant de­

wet backbone of red-rock ridging
land leaving a clear path to the shore.

“Do you mean that we are free to go?” she asked.We are no longer eut off, or, rather, yon are cut 
off from nothing. For me—am I to live cut off from 
everything I care to live for. Hester? This is the last 
time I shall urge you. Dearest, you did love me—by that love so close so womanly in the past. I entreat you! 
You can recall it; trust me it can return richer, more 
ripe with promise than before."

, He realised that she raised her eyes not to read his 
mand, but that ho might read hers. When she spoke 
he knew already what the reply would be.

"That has all gone from me forever, not only toe 
you, but for any one on earth. My hand offended me 
and I cut it off. My maiming is absolute and for life. 
That is all.”

"You are deciding hastily.”
“I am not deciding at all. Life has decided tor me.’’
Hester, see, I can gather your hands into mine, your 

eyes. Into mine. They belong there now as surely, as 
lovingly, as your soul was once gathered Into my soul. 
You feel this. You are tree to part them all forever, but can you?" ■

Hester shrank back, her hands, her eyes quivering from his hold.
“Oh, you only quicken me to suffer. I have decided. 

This must be the end."
She rose, turning from him to face the glowing w set 

ern sky and the world between. A rim of the red. setting 
sun hung in the horizon tor a moment, then dropped 
below the line. Down the coast the sunset cannon told 
the death of another day. A bush and gloom closed in 
with the falling echoes, and from the lighthouses on the 
distant island leaped the blase of two leopard-like eyes.

- Hester started when Gooodhue’s voice again broke the 
silence. He spoke lightly, she knew, to veil emotion.

"Re be it. Come, Hester, inexorable angel of the 
flaming sword! The gateway to earth is wide open 
again. I have lived in Paradise an hour. If it has been 
that of a fool, never mind. Only—let me leave it with- out waiting!"

all I could. I told your 
father that you found the 
man of my letters, the man 
you had promised your- 
self to, not at all the man 
I was. Was it accepted?’’

“If It gives you any com- 
fort, it, was accepted. You
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prown or purple-pink grasses. X
Lawrence Goodhue, on this Septembe t at on the 

topmost ledge of Brace’s Rock, his elbo. on his knee, 
h's chin in his hand, his artist eyes garnering the scene 
into the storehouse of his brain, and so absorbed was 

’ he in details of color that when at last his gaze dropped 
to a spot not ten feet from him he sat staring at it with 
a sense of contusion. What he saw was an artist’s paint- 
rag. Still wet and fresh with all the shaded colors the 
landscape, but for the moment it was to him almost as

. if his vision had collected the widespread colors as a 
prism might, and thrown them together on the rock •

t Sending his eyes wandering again in search of the
, fellow-artist who must have preceded him, Goodhue 

finally discovered a figure climbing among the rocks be­
low. It was plainly a woman, though as he peered down 
at her a large, mushroom-like hat concealed from him. 
everything but a white skirt and an identifying artist's

re had 
You

tail of celer which 
discussed together, 
recollect that?"

“Yes, and I

generously gave me the hon- 
ors of war and I accepted 
them. But, why should I 
play out the part with you, 
who know those honors were . 
thrust upon me!”I

replied.
thanking you. It all seemed 
unimportant.”

"Yet you couldn't know 
how your reply, short as it 
was, differed from anything 
I expected. There was noth­
ing very marked in it, yet it 
was different. Later, when 
I had drawn another and an­
other letter from you, I did 
write you that I had scarce­
ly dared hope for any an- 

, swers whatever, because 
€ when we met you seemed so 

shy and inaccessible. A 
wood violet could not have 
been more retiring. Did you

Goodhue stood with 
bowed h e a d, repudiating 
nothing. He half turned 
away, then looked back. 
“Before I go,” he said, sim- 
ply, ‘you need not prepare 
for what I am going to say.

RL iDU
equipment hanging from the climber’s shoulder.

Not an hour, before, Goodhue had been over every 
inch of that lower ground, and he now watched the 
progress of another with peculiar interest. At what he 
left to be the risk of life and limb, he had crawled down 
not only to the base of the rock itself, but under a Jut- 
ting boulder overhanging the water, and there discovered 
a veritable jewel-casket.-

The waters, lapping in and out twice daily between 
the crevices, had formed somehow a great oblong basin, 
and this the sea had filled with Its own wonders. It 
had flrst draped the gray sides with long, Weeping sea- 
weeds, or crusted them with tawny barnacles and Mack 
mussels dashed with silver. There spongy anemones of- 
every soft tint stretched down thirsty necks,—while the 
floor below was a rich mosaic formed of multi-colored 
snails, with here a blazing orange starfish, there another 
of pink or royal purple. The approach to this treasure- 
house lay down a sharp descent, slippery with wet weeds

ine Tailoring It seems very prosaic to 
mention this at all, but-lot # 
me warn you, as I crossed 
the causeway from the main- 
land to this rock, I noticed, 
the boulders scattered on 
the causeway were wave 
worn. This, with some other 1 
signs, made me sure that at, 
high tide, whenever that 
may be, this rock would be

and Men’s
whWear never wonder at my think­

ing that ?"
“Why should I? You had 

met me in a crowded house- 
party for two days only. 
That was all. I saw you 
had gained a wrong impres- 
sion of me. which I remem­
ber I attempted te dispel." 

“It was done quickly and 
effectively, and forevor. For 
days I did not know whether 
your letter of self-revelation 
most fascinated me or be­
wildered me. It was all so 
truthful, so delicate, so fan- 
tastic, yet so unlike my Idea 
of what you were. First you 
condoled with me teasingly as 
a color-blind artist misrak- 
ing a rose for a violet. Then 

7 you went on more seriously 
to tell me there were rose- 
women and violet-women 
born into the world differing as distinctly as the flowers, 
and the perfume of the rose 
was not the perfume of the 
violet. That was all. but 
it was enough to reveal you. 
Hester, when I laid your 
letter down. I could smell 
roses! Later, perhaps then, I 

- 22721387**37—- . „knew I loved you, and when
“Goodhue at once held out the book toward her, advancing no farther than it was needful to do so." • anwered you know what 

you answered.” He paused 
and went on with difficulty, out rapidly, not looking at 
her. "I could hardly wait to finish my work-hardly wait 
to cross to you—and then I stood in your home waiting 
for you to come down to me, and I could call up, as I 
think only an artist can, every feature of the woman I 
had seen but once and learned to love by letter only— 
remember that. How shall I tell you? Your eyes are 
violet, your hair is dark. The face I saw so vividly as 
I watted there for you had soft brown eyes and the 
hair WAS fair, and—it was Anne’s face I saw, Hester.

On the mainland two little half-beaten paths rose from 
the causeway to run inland—the one to the right, the 
other to the left. The right-hand path runs in and out 
between golden-rod and red-berried rose trees, to be lost 
st times among the bay bushes that spread their heavy 
green leaves' and gray aromatic berries above a yellow 
carpet of scented grass. The path to the left leads 
straight and uncompromisingly along the rocky coast. 
Goodhue glanced from one path to the other, as he helped 
Hester over the last stepping-stones, and they stood to­
gether on the mainland. ‘

"There is your path,” he said, "to the right, over 
the moors. That rocky way to the left, the steep, single 
path, Is mine."

Hester looked up toward the crags of the right-hand 
path. "Mine is single also,” she said, quickly. But 
Goodhue did not respond.

"Why do you make me seem so harsh?” she cried, 
suddenly, turning to him. "There has been too much, 
suffering on both sides. At least we may think kindly 1 
of each other.”

She held out her hand as she spoke, as if offering a 
friendly parting. Goodhue took her hand in his, holding 
ft gently, as be replied, smiling:
.“There was once a queen whose starving people cried 

to her for bread, and she asked why they didn't eat little 
cakes.' "She was as innocent as you, Hester—but none the 
less cruet" Again he saw that she hesitated, and he 
waited patiently until she spoke, tremulously:

‘We must part in peace.’’
“Forgive me if I seemed rude to you just now. But 

as you say you can be nothing to me, be nothing, I bog 
of you. Let it all end here. Let me go my way ar 
orce and you yours."

He saw her eyes turn from one path te the other, 
then out over the sea where the two great leopard eyes 
stared blazingly through the gathering darkness. Good-- 
hue drew back a step, loosening his grasp on her hand, 
which she had left in his.

"Wait!" she cried, quickly. "Oh, wait a moment. If 
to part like this is so hard, then I must be able to think 
of something that will soften it."

"I will wait," he answered, "but you will think of 
nothing, as it cannot be all."

Again he watched her eyes turning to the diverging 
paths, following the narrow way of each so far as sight 
might carry her. When she at last looked up at him 
again he could no longer read her thoughts. Yet her 
altering face seemed to him as a book, fluttering open 
in his hand.

"If you will not take my peace," she began, "nor 
my kindness, then you will have to take my confusion. 
We have been talking as if we were soul to soul. I 
am still trying to speak so. My feet seem somehow to 
refuse my path, and yet—they refuse yours equally. I 
am standing here utterly unhappy either way 1 look."

The salt airs blowing in from the ocean seemed wrap­
ping the gloom about them, the odors of the bay-leaves 
crushed beneath their feet rose in aromatic sweetness. 
Goodhue bent over the hand he held, pressing it to his 
lips, then laid it gently in his arm and turned toward 
the path on the moors.

"Come," he said, "I am very patient, Hester. Let 
me take your path for a while. Dear, I accept your 
kindness and your peace alone for the present, for so 
long as you shall wish, and for the future—"

cut off."Ï 
"Submerged?"" 

“Hardly,” he answered, 
glancing with a smile at the 
crassy heights above. "A 
rise of tide that submerged 
this rock would flood all the’ 
mainland —— well. but the 

and black with barnacles, and it was a recollection of the causeway is much lower." : 
difficulties of the climb, not unwillingness to see another Hester, glanced back at 
.hare his discovery, that brought Goodhue to his feet and, the Water behind them. At 
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hatlay below up and broke-on the outer 
the slip rocks, rushing rover their .usl

al Blindness
often causd by neglecting the 

yesightin youth anoniddicage wo 
le wise in time, and w ben you 
elyourey sil et faillir g have it' 
ested free by us, and we will fit 
our eyes accurately with glas- 
es that will till their require- 
cents in every way. Fete

made him look down, anxiously as 
■ - - the overhanging lock, 
ripera, 

the attempt at another point. Foiled, --------cn-r--114--01.9-att.

paused above + 
she, too, had

by

ing up the attempt. He fancied that a sketch of the . 
was to be the next move to order, as he saw the girl 
take what looked like a sketch-book from her side,bu 
by" a deliberate movement she poised the book with 
careful aim and flung it swiftly down under the rock, 
then, with only, a moment’s hesitation, she rose, plunged -----Lalfleruia. MlLWi. 

‘as dangerous, he remembered that both difficulty and tangle them roughly." b, tatter. ..." FL WE: toorlh. ”.." A. Hingst” 

“e event of accident, he made his way quickly, down the “Yes," Goodhue answer- 
.side of the rock, and, reaching the top of the overhang-

Tug‘spur, waited there patiently. j■ » It amused him, unseen and unsuspected as hs,knew

ristiths 
- dashing spray and foam.

The seaweed clinging to the a. rocks was no longer a flat ”” 
drapery, the waves were lirt-
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hm. t
ptician ed, ‘it has been rising for _

some time. - I am afraid high tide cannot be far off. It 
would really be wiser to make your escape good at once. 
The quickest way is up over the centre of the rock, only 
it is very steep.” If you would let me help you”—he 
hesitated, but Hester hurriedly took the hand he had 
half offered, and breathlessly tolled after him on the 
steep ascent which they at once began. In many places 
Goodhue had almost to drag her up the rock's sheer face, 
as he had done on their meeting at its base. There was 
no chance for speech, even had either desired it. Hester 
climbed with a feverish haste, and Goodhue, yielding to 
her mood, hurried the ascent as rapidly as he dared. 
Once, as he touched her arm to aid her. he felt that her 
whole body was trembling, and he looked up at her 
quickly. V."Are you afraid?" be asked. "I assure you there's 
no possibility of danger. Even if the tide has covered 
the causeway, the worst that can happen will be a short 
imprisonment. This rock could not possibly be sub- 
merged.’ ■9She glanced at him a moment and then turned away 
again, pressing forward faster. "Perhaps/' she said, 
coldly, "I might prefer submersion."

- Goodhue - colored and drew back. “I beg your par- 
don—’’ he began.

But at that moment they reached the summit, which

with a sharp chirp from some crevice, flew past her, 
almost brushing her with its wings in its hurry to be 
off. Turning involuntarily to watch its dipping flight, 
her eyes caught a glimpse of Goodhue's figure standing 
on a rock far out in the yeasty waters.

Brace's heights rose solidly between her and the In­
land when she stopped again and stood looking out at 
the distant sea-line. The sun, now almost level with the 
world, was behind the rock, and cast the shadows of Its 
peaks in longer and longer reflections at her feet. The 
deserted waste of waters lay cold and gray. Two finger- 
like lighthouses on a distant island were pointing upward, 
their straight lines already blurring and purpling in the 
withdrawing light. The air seemed suddenly cold, and 
Hester shivered involuntarily. As if seeking for warmth, 
she nestled down in one of the rock crevices, leaning 
close against the stone’s rough side as she waited, watch­
ing the waves that came dashing in, throwing their spray 
almost to her feet. The roaring of the waves was so 
monotonous and continuous she heard nothing, until at 
last, at a step close behind her, she turned with a start 
to see Goodhue.

"You have not gone?" she cried, rising and facing 
him.

“You must not blame me," he answered. "After all, 
it proved Impossible."

"The tide had risen too high?"
He paused a moment, then replied, with grave signifi- 

cance: ‘Yes, the tide had risen too high. I might play 
with words and still say that too truly. But I have 
come back solely because I love you and because I must 
tell you so."

She stood staring at him bewildered, and he repeated 
his last words.

"I must tell you so."
"No," she cried, rousing. "You could have left me, 

and have dared to come back for this! How have you 
ventured? Do you think you can once fling a woman’s 
heart away and ever come back—"

He checked her with an earnest gesture. "Flung 
away! And you have thought there was no better reason 
than that kind of faithlessness? Then, indeed, you must 
hear me."

"Never. Never again!"
"You must. In justice to me, flrst you must listen, 

and, further—as you yourself decide. For a year I 
have let you judge me unheard, because I could not 
speak. Now I can, and claim a hearing. In common 
justice, you have no right to refuse."

"I do refuse. Tn common justice, I have some claims. 
I did love you. You know it. Why should I deny it?" 
She caught her breath for the moment, but went on. "I 
have at last reached the point I made up my mind I 
would reach the day we parted. I don't deny it was 
hard at first, but I have utterly ceased to care. I will 
not be troubled now. I have the right not to be."

He stood looking at her face, flushed and quivering, 
but decided—at the indignant violet eyes which she 
forced herself to raise to his, and at the curve of her 
quivering lips. Then he looked away from her again 
out over the waters about them.

"We are as if in a world quite apart for the time," 
he said, at last, quaintly. "I wish we could forget for 
these few moments that there's any other world to con­
sider. When our souls meet in another world they will 
perhaps talk of all this freely together. Why shouldn't 
we speak now, as it may be we shall speak then? Our 
friends know nothing of this meeting—they need, never 
know. All that is in our own hands. When we leave 
this little island for the earth again, you could take

was, and knowing as he did every beauty that Ihe of nature, to hear now and then
half-uttered exclamations: of delight coming from be- 
neath the rock. was tous: *-----------*
the delay, before the round of 
its way warned him that the reckless adventurer, having 
satisfied her artistic curiosity, had finally I 

ascent. He moved softly nearer to the jagged edge,a noment later saw a woman’s ‘--- lama Lwa ----

long, and he did not wonder at 
"a foot cautiously scraping

was

begun her
and "Anne-my own sister. Oh, no—no! She has been 

with me night and day through all this—she could not—"
‘She knew nothing—knows nothing now."
"Oh, speak plainly—my own sister!"
Goodhue laid his hands strongly on hers as they lay 

trembling on her knees.
"Try to listen calmly. It is hard to explain at best. 

And Anne—remember this always—knew nothing at any 
time. When I flrst saw you both it was together, stay­
ing in the same house. 1 never spoke to you apart. You 
called each other ‘Sister.’ I only learned your Chris­
tian name when you signed it in your flrst letter to me. 
I thought Anne indisputably the older. She seems .80 in 
her repose. You are very unlike, and she is a violet, 
Hester. 1 addressed my flrst letter to her as the sup­
posed. elder, and you as the actual elder received it. 
I might have written to one as well as the other. You 
wore both artists. There was nothing to undo the error, 
and it was to Anno that I believed myself writing in all 
those months. It was Anne I thought I loved and courted 
—you who replied. This is the miserable story. You 
know the whole." He paused, then went on with a 
difficulty that grew always greeter. "Do you remember, 
it. was Anne who came in to me first when I was 
waiting for you? Can’t you fancy my bewilderment 
when 1 saw her standing there to the doorway, warding 
me off with her outstretched palms—remember, I thought 
she was my promised wife! I heard her say she had 
only come to welcome ‘a new brother,' and it seemed to 
me the world turned round, and then she laughed in my 
face and ran away suddenly because she heard another 
door at the end of the room opening slowly. You know 
who came in that door, Hester. 1 saw your glorious 
violet eyes, your vivid face, your lovely dark hair, and 
you came toward me—If I could only see you coming so 
now—both hands held out, half shy, all gracious—’'

With a swift motion Hester cowered down where she 
sat, hiding her face in her hands. "And you let me!" 
she cried—"you let me!"

Goodhue bent toward her, clasping her wrists in his 
hands, speaking eagerly. "Hester, be lust to me, now 
quickly, before you think of yourself. What could 1 
do? If you suffer so in the thought that 1 played your 
lover for a few distracted days, try to think of what I 
saved you by refusing to play your husband. Think, 
too, of what I endured loving the body of one woman, 
the soul of another. It was like acting out some hor­
rible tragic farce. Day by day I had to see the body 
that I loved passing me, every graceful motion holding 
my gaze, and yet, when those dear familiar lips moved 
to speak, they spoke a tongue I neither knew nor cared 
for. Could I have met Anne's soul alone, I knew I 
should never have recognized it. On the other side were 
your mind, your heart, your spirit, so familiar, so dear to 
me, but clothed in a strange body. Again and again, 
when you spoke to me of some lovely thoughts you had 
only written of before. I turned to you expecting to see 
the features I had called up so vividly when reading your 
written words, and then your unfamiliar face—can’t you 
understand it?—would strike me as a blow. Hester, it is 
now the one face I care for, the one I was always seeing, 
always longing to see." He drew her hands from her 
face, and they lay so passively in his that his heart sank 
"I have told you everything," he said, slowly. "I was 
almost mad when I let you see at last that there was 
some ugly knot. I let you cut it without telling you 
what it was. How could I tell you then? How could 
I tell myself what I felt? Have you nothing to say to 
me. Hester?" a

She looked up at him with eyes from which the lustre 
had gone. "I can forgive you now," she said, wearily. 
"Of course, no one was to blame. It was an accident; 
that was all There is nothing to forgive."

“I am asking more than forgiveness now," said Good- 
hue, slowly. He was speaking carefully, with well-con­
trolled emotion. "Almost as soon as I left you, it came 
to me that, after all. it was you—your spirit—I had loved, 
not at all what I thought had clothed it, and then slowly 
your own beauty began to haunt me. Soon, too soon, 
I knew that the face I had seen as I read your letters, 
as I wrote to you. was never the face you could have 
worn. .Your face, your eyes, yourself, began to fit your 
soil for me, and at last I knew you as you were, not as 
half another. Your own hands, your own eyes, the very 
way you sit as you listen, as you are sitting now, all 
grew clearer and clearer in my memory. It was not the 
soul only I wanted—but you, all of you, body and soul, as 
I learned to mate them. Hester, it was accident that 
parted us, but today hasn’t an accident flung us together 
again? I have told you everything. Now I dare ask 
more than forgiveness. I ask you for all that a man can

ungloved hand groping 
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helplessly in air; but before Goodhue had decided
he should or should not grasp it, the band was clinging 

to a blunt projection, where the companion hand soon 
bout the other side of the blunt spur.followed, creeping 

Small and white sippe Cure they were, the hands seemed supple
and the wrists so strong that Goodhue what plan their owner had for them
fered... Stooping down and crawling__  ho looked cautiously over to see that the climber was 
standing on the narrowest of ledges. V“ 
thrown back to ga _________________
her about the rough corner, using the spur as a pivot.

to the rock’s edge.
S with her body
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In the impetus which was to owing
Q drag, her up to (49 19P of the rock, 
rrists, at the same time crying out a

her arms as ropes.There was no time for further hesitation. 2)grasped the girl’s
warning.,

“Don’t jump!
footing?’’ ‘^23,1 - "‘Yes," answered a voice from below.

He braced himself against the rock.
free now and I'll pull you up. Slowly!

gave them the flrst glimpse of the causeway, last seen 
as a ridge of red rock strewn with boulders and bounded 

- on either side by the sea. Now between them and dry 
$13.5- land lay a stretch of unquiet waters, flecked with little 
"Then swing wave-worn islands, some aa close together as easy step- 

Slowly!" He ping-stones over a brook, but others more dubiously dis- 
loosened “tant. Even as they looked, the rising waves, swimming 

in from the sea, were swallowing up these means of 
‘escape as rapidly as fishes devour crumbs of bread.

Goodhue turned to look at his companion. They had 
9 both paused abruptly.

\“I shall attempt it.'' Hester said, decidedly, in answer 
to his look, and at once began the descent, much easier 
on this side than the ascent on the other. Goodhue was 
at her side when she reached the beach that lay at the 

“foot of the rock, but she seemed almost unconscious of 
his presence. As she stood poised lightly on a stone at 

___ _____________ ___ the water's edge, her eager blue eyes on the farther shore, 
eye to eye. - A moment, still poised as they were, both her face flashed, her lips set, her dark hair blown back, then, with a word of inarticulate her whole figure as a type of motion, but for the moment

dragged the girl's limp body up arrested, it seemed to Goodhue as great an Impertinence
with to suggest danger to her as it would be to suggest it to 

the sea-gulls fluttering on the outlying rocks, disputing 
their possession with the buffeting waves that constantly 
swept them aside. Yet, when she lifted her foot from 
the first rock to set it on the next, he quickly stepped 
forward and laid his hand on her arm, half speaking his

tis dangerous. Have you kept your

D&/.larmacy felt the muscles of her wrists relax I 
on the.■ spur and the weight of he 
arms. , . In -- another moment he kn 
gained some new footing, for the 
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could not have been more actual than was this meeting

v/ta

3=7It surrounded, and
blue.eyes unlike
the overhanging rock on which he 
the pool, beneath, it seemed to G

were held motionless,exclamation, Goodhue _
the face of the rock to the spot where he stood.
solid ground beneath her feet, her first motion was to 
•tagger from Goodhue's support and lean weakly against 

'’the stone wall which rose high above them. But if her 
body was weak her fixed eyes could still ask the ques­

tion her lips were unable te demand, and with an effort 
Goodhue answered her exactly as if she had spoken.

honor, I did not know It was you!

But if her

RUNK thought:
• “But you have no wings. It is impossible."

Her impatient movement was meant to shake off his 
detaining hand. "There is nothing to prevent my trying." 

His hand still on her arm, he felt the forward spring 
of her body, and again deliberately resisted it, pushing 
her back. Her foot dropped to the sand.

“You forget me," he said, gently. "I must prevent 
your trying it.”We should "You prevent me!' she asked, incredulously. "You 

ese waves -mean to keep me here by force?"
ing us 10- He answered her urgently. "You surely will not 
have been make me do that. You must see the danger. Willing

from

Uy."‘Hester, on my
Your hat hid your help you only as any 

,woman in danger.”
trembling figure together against thesanyman would go to 

Hester drew -
rough rock to which she seemed to cling. Though she 
spoke, it was as if the wind caught her voice, blowing
it from her lips, it came so faintly, so unnaturally. 

‘Not—hot this man to this woman!'' 
"No," he replied, sadly, "you ere Hightare right.ISS Cover, 
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never have met again; put 
had caught us off—the land

if one of
gather on this rock, our meeting could not 
more accidental.” Sr ---cetteie.

"I believe you, and if I had had a moment or prepara- 
tion'—she looked up at him, fully and proudly meeting his 
eyes—"I could have met you as any woman might meet 
any man" =-..-

As she ended she bent her head slightly and, crossing 
the small rocky platform, quickly disappeared behind the 
first jutting rock." Before he realized that she was 
going. Goodhue found himself alone, but the little 
sketch-book, which he had seen her fling under the rock.

t' RE I am to help you escape, I cannot, you cannot 
ure from here the distances of those boulders 
each other, nor the depths between them. You might be
caught midway, with retreat or advance cut off and the 
tide still rushing in. Then any fall for you among those 
sharp stones and angry waters could have but one end." 

"You are afraid."
- He looked at her with a half smile. "Yes," he said, 

‘“‘I am afraid. . Did you think you could scourge me to 
courage?"

the path to the left, I to the right, and, if you so will 
it, all can be as if this talk had never been."

He turned toward her again, speaking less resolutely, 
more earnestly: "Can't you give me out of your whole 
lifetime these few moments—in this place so far out of 
the world? A few moments is all I ask."

Hester stood looking away from him at the ever- 
strengthening waves. Once she turned and glanced at 
him, and he saw she hesitated, but he would .not urge 
her."If I could be sure," she began, slowly-“if I could be 
sure that the earthly would not enter—"

Ho interrupted her quickly. "In your hardest thoughts 
of me, have you ever accused me of deceiving you?"

"Not of deception."
“Then accept my promise. If you consent the earthly 

shall not enter.’"
She looked up at him again, and as he met her look 

fully and gravely, she turned as if to find a seat on the 
shelving rock behind them. Goodhue accepted the im­
plied consent.

“But we shouldn't. stop here," he said, practically. 
‘The sun is so low on the other side of the rock, this side 
is growing too cold. If we climb to the top of the rock 
wo can catch the warmth of the last rays, and we can 
watch the causeway, too, as it uncovers.”

Hester let him help her to the heights, and sat down 
silently in the crevice he selected as yielding most com­
fort for her. Goodhue knew she was waiting for him 
to speak, but he was silent, looking down toward the 
causeway, wiped wholly out of existence by the sea.

2lay where she had dropped it, forgotten, at his feet. 
Goodhue stooped and lifted the book. He hesitated a 
moment with it, in his hand, then passed round the rock 
where Hester had vanished. As she heard bis quick step 
she turned instantly with a look as if at bay, resolute, stand staying here." 
yet needing all her resolution. Goodhue at once held out “I do see that, and I don't mean you shall stay here- 
the book toward her, advancing no farther than it was with me. The only.thing I do beg of you is not to
needful to do so. 4450 Y attempt the passage until the way is quite clear again.
.. I doubted whether I ought to follow you with It,’’ You won't be imprisoned very long at worst.’’
he said, constrainedly. “I saw you filing this away—but Goodhue was taking off his coat as he ended, and 
then, I also, saw you risk your life to recover it I did Hester stood looking at him in silence, her face chang- 
not know- . C L . ing. As he rolled his coat into a bundle and thrust itI should have been sorry to lose it. I flung it away under his arm, she spoke coldly and abruptly:
only because I was afraid to climb down under the rock; - . “You called the passage very dangerous just now. If but I knew I should have to go down after the book was - 9 ®
there. Thank you for bringing it to me. I should hav 
thanked you also for your assistance, and I do now.” ?

If they had never met before, her manner would have

Her eyes lowered, she stood silent for the moment, 
then suddenly, with hands clasped, raised her eyes in 
entreaty. "I implore you to let me try it. I am very 
strong. I shan't be hurt. You must see I can’t—I can't 4.

9
/ks and Grips

F is true, I cannot allow you to attempt it. If any- 
1g should happen, my conscience—”
He interrupted her quickly. “I thank your conscience 

ut it may rest easy. I am a strong swimmer. In 
any ease I go solely on my own responsibility.” A bit- 
terness that for the first time spoke in his voice brought 
the color to Hester’s face.

"I did not mean to be unkind,’ she said, still formally, 
but more gently than she had yet spoken. "I only 
meant that I could not let you risk your life to spare me 
mere discomfort."

7 1

been perfect, keeping him at his distance, sufficiently 
grateful and explanatory and very simple; yet had they 
never met there could not have been in her eyes the 
veiled contempt he too plainly read there. As she ended 
it was as if she dismissed him, but though she held out 
her hand for the book, Goodhue did not give it to her. 
He was standing motionless, looking in her face so

"He was leaping from rock to ruck out inte! 
the waters." 2We are listening
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