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i• The matter? Nothing." Eliza answered, her voice glad and
ited. " Only, I guess I have found ont what Radcliffe spirit
I thought it w'as just a place to study iii; but I went down

the lelr-"'
,lîs Fairfax souglit for Eliza's hand, and shook it warmily.
reieiber imy first Idler, too," site nused aloud. " I'd been

lit iard put to it in History-1. conference the day before.
wn at the Idler I forgot ail about it. Oh, loney, isn't it nice
ix- one of a lot ?"
liza imuriured, "l Yes." But what she really lad in iîind
g, ow coifortably near lier the senior sat and the thouglit,
lie's called mle ' honcy' twice."

Ir.
The Japanese lanteris string thickly above the gra.s patch
aile Faîy Htouse swung back andi forth with the wind; thîey
dL, a sort of iubrella of colored twiiklings over the field of
l tables set out for tea. Mos: of the Class-Day guets liad
ne. cloaked groups passed dow n the steps and rolled aw ay
tîrriages, tliroighî the gatew'ay and along Garden Street.

uîAma Fairfax and Anie Oliver, free at last fron guests, liad
. outI to get a bit of salad and soine confedions. The salad
long ii cominig and Louisa forgot it, abAtractedly thiising

t i.ext Thursday shte would get lier degree and go honte for

\inne Oliver spread ont lier arms contentedly. "'Aren't 3uti
Lut sec them going ont the gate ?" shte asked.

Yes," Louisa said absently. " Anie, lione : Du 3 ou
i.e that we're going horne next w eek?"
0, ny Appleton Marshes, the laz3 sea, tle funny little pink-

d.j clow llun% er, thiat stick i) in t.e sandid Aie e.xcliiimed
igltedly.

iWlat ! You're glad tliat the college days are over ?"
I don't think I ain," Aime nused aloud. I'n such a

eerful body. I think I like to sit by and watch mii3 self lihe,
e a smnoker vatcliing lis pipe."

But, lioney," persisted Louisa, " that's jist i. The berenîe
belongs here, and te'll 'bave to leave it behindt. And what

>l I do vith my Anglo-Saxon aind Philosophy wlen 1 get
lie ? It's as if you took 3 our fuirs to Florida.
l'îe salad finally made its appearance. but Anne pulshlel il.
de. " Do you really meanu, Di.sey," shte began, " that ever) -
x life claslies."
Louisa nodded gravely above lier rutfles.

I am sorry," was Anne's only comment. lier coinely, good-
tured face was knit into unusual wrinkles.
l'he whispering of silk skirts and the babel of talk and
i.hter all about laid for a moment ceased, and they talked on
the silence.
Tlere's une thing," Aune began at lengtlh in lier placid

e, " tiat carries away all vestiges of your Anglo-Saxon."
Do you mean-"
Love," said Anne denurely.
uuiisa's cars tingled at tlie word. She leaned lier head back,

di .ed lier eves upun the stars tliat seened to fluat on the
a seas of sky. lier thioughts danced about Marlow Brown.

Mn. was Ilways a consideratioi of himiî in ber iind, but
li.etiiiies it surged forward. covering lier nith confusion. She

âdil in the tide of felicit3. The representings of his look
d sIech iluslied lier constiousness. The pleasure of* the
pnent unconscioisly led lier away fron the chatter and liglits,

uforgot Ane Oliver, fair ii lier pale-purple dress, acrossr-ible. The charn of mornent passed preseitly, and Loîuisa
..aile aw. are of a sense of discomifort in tlIe proxinit of tlie

fLing crowtl. She pushed back fromn hie table.
Don't go, Dixey," Anne cilled to lier. Stay and get

rne.îtholy, as they do after iarvird Class Day."
I :amlX right tired, Annie, lioncy," Louisa answered. Site
ed along in the wet grass toward Fay Ilouse. She tried to
iii lier tlouglits as slie w ent but they galloped off promis-

, set agog by the Jmiie niîiglit weatler and the electrictil
les of lier nature.

begani pacing up and dow'un in frult of tl.e Ilunped lilac
lI.s, .tleir spra3s tapping tie frills on lier sIouiliers. Site
to tu reali4.e that this rare ardor aus bound to cool presently,

&..Prrow., witbout doubt, sIe would be put back inîto lier
aX ily, many-sided, reasonable life-the Louisa Fairfax all
iiffe.liked for inerriment and courtesy. Onie would be glad

.week-da 3 moud again afier tlris Sinda3 of lte 3oung
Of a suddeu turning toward the lights of Fa3 louse

L an% Ruth Garden and a youIig muai com"i e tdown the steps
iei, saw Ruiti'. .freling brown eyes shine tup toward him.

When he had put lier into te waiting carriage slhe put lier head
and rosy silk shoulders out, muîîtrnuîring a question. lie kissed
lier wrist as it rested oit the carriage door.

Louisa said a prayer inier lier breath, turning away fron the
liglhted steps: "I want. to stay in love." It seened to content
and quiet lier. She thought thauit now site wouild go honte, nnd
turned lier back on the dusk of the lilac bushes.

Xarlow Brown was coming fromt the gateway, his eyes fell
upon lier. A current of deliglt set in lier veins; site stood still,
warmn alt leart, to wait for hit.

" It's well ý ou liadi't gone home," lie staid. " You sent le
a long way ip Brattle Street witli that Miss-iever mîind lier
name."•

I was just going up for my fan and things," Loiisa mur-
mured. ' M3 brother is vaiting for nie, sonewliere, inside."

'.)oi't yoi think lie imiglt find his way home alone ? " sug.
gested the oniig main. T1hc climubed the steps together and
loitered upstairs to tlie library. It was deserted: the long-
leggetl errîîand boy was lowering the gas at one end of taie room.
IIe nent utit and downstairs, wtiti lodti clicking boots.

•1My last Class-Day," Louisa said, amusingly. She looked
about t t the btok-sielves, te .tables and cishioied wicker

aiiîirs. and at the tireplace, that hiad becn so cheerful on many
a Wiiter ifternooi. It blazed differently Iow-witl a giatnt
Radcliffe seal cut out of cardboard placed just above it.

J"ertitas, I"eritua," repeated Marlow Brown, looking at the
seuil. Clriitu et ecclesaî. What do youî think the Latin means
tu me? I ain like Join, the Orange-inan. I trainslate freely."

Louisa stood treinuloisly marvelling to the core of lier leart
at the rare beauty of his voice, kept low and continent.

" It mîîeans just love-that vwe should love each otier," lie
said quietly. Loiisa turiied to him with upward shiining eyes.
Tlhe motion recalled to lier. deep as sie was in wells of joy,
Ruti Garden's look as site passed down the steps in lier rosy-
sliiimering dress. lie put out his aria and she slipped into the
circle of il, lier white ruflies crtmpling rustlingly. A line she
liad oice thoutiglit awkward in the "Last Ride Togetlier " caine
tu mind, and she quoted it: " Who knows but the world may
end to-niglt? "

A little while afterward a book lialt-dislodlgedi front the slelf
belind toppled over and fell lodtily.

" It's thiat new Berlin professor's book," said Marlow Brown,.
picking it up. " Did you ever go in for Philosopliy-XI?"

" Oh, I've forgotten," Louisa answered lappily. " After ail
those things do the Gentiles seek."

Mary Mark passed along Harvard Square beside tiers of
windows ruddy with crimson cheesecloth and dozens of crimson
flags offered for sale. The gray. leatless street was alive with
whirring trolley cars and throngs of whistling and chattering
3oung men. Mary felt tinder the lapel of jer coat for the bit of
crimison ribbont pinined there, that sle ineant to fliaunt that after-
ioon at the football galme with Yale.

It vas gotd football wveaitler-cloutily-fair, bracing, a smell
vf frost in the air. At Aniee's and Sever's, as placards in the
n iilows declared, tht, tickets were all sold, and small boys were
already do n chasing cach other tue narruw street thiat led to
Soldier's Field. Mary laîrd disjointed gossip about the quarter-
back and tackle and captain as she passed the earnestly talking
studeits. Sote of theni appeared on the point of qtiarrellihg,
thouglh in low tonles. A n irj, slabby youth was gesticulating
ut a pink-ct..npleximned une lie was walking with. " Why man
alive, n e haven't n% on in years! IIarkness alone, with bis blund-
ering and fuibling -" They passed out of earshot.

Cieer like thuintder; tiere's more in it than you thtink, you
lazy rascals." It vas a lulking fellow in ia jersey that said that.
" I used to like it better than dinner when I was on the fresh-

man eleven."
Mary's ieart varmed witl the palpable excitenent, ail about;

lier checeks tnder lier brow n veil burned. All the way along
Garden Street, beside lie sleepy churchyard and brown. Christ
Citurt.lh, the sense of nomitentous issues being at stake followed
and electrified hier. Shte had spent lier scant pocket-money
iigi-licartetl3 to .see this afternoon's game, aud it was for the

present of more accounît tu lier feelings than the scholarship she
meauit to win next year.

l the hall corner at Fay Ilouse a knot of girls listened while
une read aloud Tlhe Criuon's prophecies for the gane. Mary
passed thtein by, going in to read the notices on the bulletin
board. Here were advertised the club meetings and dues,
varions notices from professors, and 'ntiscellaneous bits of college


