THE DELINEATOR.

@l The matter? Nothing." Eliza answered, her voice glad and
+Only, I guess I have found out what Radeliffe spirit
I} T thought it was just a place to study in; but I went down
o the [dler—"
\i-9 Fairfax sought for Fliza’s hand, and shook it warmly.
18] remember my first Idler, too,” she mused aloud. “ I’d been
st hard put to it in History—l1. conference the day before.
bwn at the Idler I forgot all about it.  Oh, honey, isn't it nice
1Moe one of & lot?” .
Bz murmured, “Yee.” But what she really had in mind
&2 how comfortably near her the senior sat and the thought,
$hie's called me ‘honcy? twice.”

. 1L
Tl Japanese lanterns strung thickly abuve the grass petch
Mide Fay House swung back and forth with the wind; they
e o sort of umbrella of colored twinklings over the field of
y tables set out for tea. DMos! of the Cluass-Day guests had
¢. «loaked groups pussed down the steps and rolled away
carringes, through the gateway and along Garden Street.
FDuw-a Fairfax and Amne Oliver, free at last frum guests, had
Qoue vut to get u bit of salad and sume confections. ~The salad
B> lung in coming and Luuisa forgot it, abstractedly thinking
bt next Thursday she would get her degree and go hume for

noe Oliver spread out her arms contentedly. ‘‘Aren’t you
1 tu see them going out the gate?*' she asked.
Yes,” Louisa said absently. ‘¢ Anne, houney !
ize that we're going home next week?”

kO, my Appleton Marshes, the lazy sea, the funuy little pink-

3fd-yulow fluwers that stick up in the sand ! Anue exclaimed

Pizhtedly.

What! You're glad that the coliege days are over?*
K1 don’t think I am,” Anne mused aloud. “I'm such a
rful body., I think I like to sit by and watch myself live,
a smoker watching his pipe.”

' But, honey,” persisted Louisa, * that's just it.  The screne
belongs here, and we'll bave to leave it behind,  And what
Il I do with my Anglo-Saxon and Philosophy when 1 get

guic 2 It's as if you took your furs to Florida.

The salad finally made its appearance, but Anne pushed it

Buic. ‘Do you really mean, Disey,” she began, ** that ever -

v life clashes.” .
vuise nodded gravely above her rufles.

I am sorry,” was Anne’s only comment.  Iler comely, good-
ured face was knit into unusual wrinkles.
'be whispering of silk skirts and thc babel of talk and
<hiter all about had for & moment ceased, and they talked un
the silence.
¥ There's one thing,” Aone began at length in her placid
fpe. ** that carries away all vestiges of your Anglo-Saxon.”
Do you mean—""
Luve,” srid Anne demurely.

[Louisa’s ears tingled at the word. She leaned her head back,

d fiaca her eyes upon the stars that seemed to fluat on the

on sens of sky.  Her thoughts danced about Marlow Brown.

lere was always & consideration of him in her mind, but
wetames it surged forward, covering her with confusion.  She
sill in the tide of felicity. The representings of his look

0 speech flushed her consciousness.  The pleasure of® the

P ucnt unconsciously led her away from the chatter and lights,
forgot Anne Oliver, fair in her pale-purple dress, across

g .ible.  The charm of moment passed presently, and Louisa

f e aware of a sense of discomfort in the proaimity of the
ung crowd.  She pusied back from the table.

Dont go, Dixey,” Anne cailed to her. Stay and get
wanicholy, as they do after Harvard Class Day.”
1 am right tired, Annie, honey,” Louisa answered. She
hlked along in the wet grass toward Fay Iouse. She tried to
§.n her thoughts as she went but they galloped off promis-
B.usly, set agug by the June night weather and the electrical
B).ulsex of her nature. D
3> we began pacing up and down in front of the cJumped lilac

ws, their sprays tapping the frills on hier shoulders.  She

.« o realize that this rare ardor was bound to cuul presently,

BE...crow, without doubt, she would be put back into her
laly, many-sided, reasonable life—the Louisa Fairfax all
.iiffe Jiked for merriment and courtesy. Oune would be glad

wie weeh-day moud again after tiis Sunday of the young
Of a sudden turming toward the lights of Fay ouse
aw Ruth Garden and a young men come down the steps
«tier, saw Ruth's feeling brown eyes shine up toward him.
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‘When he had put her into the waiting carriage she put her head
and rosy silk shoulders out, murmuring a question. e kissed
her wrist as it rested on the carriage door.

Louisa snid a prayer under her breath, turning away from the
lighted steps: *‘ [ want to stay in love.” It seemed to content
and quiet her.  3he thought that now she would go home, and
turned her back on the dusk of the lilac bushes,

Marlow Brown was coming from the gateway, his eyes fell
upon her. A current of delight set in her veins; she stood still,
warm at heart, to wait for him, .

*It's well you hadn’t gone home,” he said. ** You sent me
a long way up Brattle Street with that Miss—never mind her
name.” :

“Twas just going up for my fan and things,” Louisa mur-
mured. My brother is waiting for me, somewhere, inside.”

**Don’t you think he might find his way home alone?” sug-
gested the young man,  They climbed the steps together and
lvitered upstairs to the library. It was deserted: the long-
legged wrrand boy was lowering the gas at one end of tae room.
e went vat and downstairs, with loud clicking boots.

* My last Class-Day,” Louisa said, amusingly. She looked
about at the buovk-shelves, tne tables and cushioned wicker
chairs, and at the fireplace, that had been so cheerful on many
a Winter afternoon. It blazed differently now—with a ginat
Radcliffe seal cut out of cardboard placed just above it.

" Veritas, Veritas,” repeated Marlow Brown, looking at the
seal.  * Christo et ecclesic.  What do you think the Latin means
to me? Iam like John, the Orange-man. I translate freely."

Louisa stood tremulously marvelling to the core of her heart
at the rare beauty of his voice, kept low and continent.

It means just love—that we should love each other,' he
said quietly. Louisa turned to him with upward shining eyes,
The motion recalled to her, deep as she was in wells of joy,
Ruth Garden’s look as she passed down the steps in her rosy-
shimmering dress. He put out his arm and she siipped into the
circle of it, her white rufiles crumpling rustlingly. A line she
had once thought awkward in the ** Last Ride Together * came
to mind, and she quoted it: ** Who knows but the world may
end to-night? »

A little while afterward a book hali-dislodged from the shelf
behind toppled over and fell loudly. )

** It's that new Berlin professor’s bouk," said Marlow Brown,,
picking it up. **Did you ever go in for Philosophy—XI?”

*Oh, I've forgotten,’ Louisa answered happily. ** After all
those things do the Gentiles seek.”

T,

Mary Mark passed along Harvard Square beside tiers of
windows ruddy with crimson cheesecloth and dozens of crimson
flags offcred for sale. The gray, leafless street was alive with
whirring trolley cars and throngs of whistling and chattering
young men. Mary felt under the lapel of her coat for the bit of
crimson ribbon pinned there, that she meant to flaunt that after-
noon at the foutball game with Yale.

It was goud foutball weather—cloudily-fair, bracing, a smell
of frost in the air. At .\mee's and Sever’s, as placards in the
windows declared, the tickets were all sold, and small boys were
already down chasing each other the narruw street that led to
Soldier’s Field.  Mary heuard disjointed gossip abuut the quarter-
back and tackle and captain as she passed the earnestly talking
students. Some of them appeared on the point of quarrelling,
though in low tunes. A wiry, shabby youth was gesticulating
at a pink-c.mplexivned one he was walking with. ** Why man
alive, we haven't won in years! IHarkness alone, with his blund-
ering and fumbling—"" They passed out of earshot.

** Cheer like thunder; there's more in it than you think, you
lazy rascals.” It was a hulking fellow in a jersey that said that.
“Tused tolike it better than dinner when I was on the fresh-
mau eleven.”

Mary s heart warmed with the palpable excitement all about;
her cheeks under her brown veil burned. All the way along
Garden Street, beside the sleepy churchyard and brown Christ
Churdch, the sense of momentous issues being at stake followed
and electrified her.  She had spent her scant pochet-money
high-heartedly to see this afternoon’s game, and it was for the
present of more account to her feelings than the scholarship she
meant to win next year.

In the hall corner at Fay House a knot of girls listened while
one read aloud Tke Crimson's prophecies for the game. Mary
pussed them by, guing in to read: the notices on the bulletin
board. Here were advertised the club meetings and dues,
various notices from professors, and miscellaneous bits of college




