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A PILGRIM AND A COWBOY By Edith M. Doane.і g®?~

fi Tee, my dear Anna, "and bo they 
3 were married," like the prince and the 
! princess Jn the stories of our childhood.
. Indeed, the whole thing is so like one 

of those, familiar tales that I some
times find myself wondering what role 
I assumed.

There was always the good fairy, you 
remember, and the wicked fairy, and 
the crvfet. stepmother, but who was it 
who endured agonies of anxious days 
and sleepless nights? Theirs is the part 
I played. I know I am considered a 
worldly woman. I know that Margar- : a great day for the people around here, 
et’s brSttant marriage is supposed to Lots of competition between the 
be the riéeult of ambitious schemes. But ranches.”
If the troth were known, my dear "Did Big Horn ever win?"
Atjna, my role In this little drama was "Twice. Prize for riding,” admitted
rather that of the poor mother left Dick, diffidently. "But I’m a little 
behind In the cottage in the woods. afraid of the Victoria boys this year. 

But I must not anticipate.' There’s an Englishman over there
You, better than any one, know what who can ride like the devil." 

my weakness has been in considering "He’s a good fellow, though," mused 
a possible husband for Margaret, Not Dick, as he felt for a match. "You’d 
wealth—for the fortune Margaret’s ’ like him. ГЦ ask him over some time.” 
father left ue ranks high even in these j “Do. I’m wild to know a real cow- 
days of ample fortunes—but family. ! boy,” cried Margaret. Her eyes spark- 
The man :Mtirgaret married must be of led. She evidently did not Intend to al- 
lrreproachable lineage. low her eastern affairs to Interfere with

Descended as we are directly from any simple western pleasure, 
the Mayflower Pilgrims (as you re- j 
member my husband was a direct des- cowboy even might have his uses In 
Cendant of William Brewster, the elder, 1 sweeping, away undesirable memories, 
while I claim John Howland for an an- і The next day found us in the grand- 
cest«r)„ I have perhaps laid too great stand of the South Pass City fair 
stress ’upon this matter of good birth; grounds, among the .first ranks of the 
at toiy rate I have always demanded spectators of this genuine Wild West 
It of my own and Margaret’s assocl- show. The stands were packed. The 
atea band blared. Cowboys overflowed the

Imagine my annoyance therefore arena, riding broncos, throwing wild 
when, early in the winter, a young tel- steers, and all directed by a man in a 
idtw* good enough in his way but of big sombrero, who might have been 
absolutely no family, persisted In Buffalo Bill himself. Indeed, my dear 
throwing himself and "all his worldly Anna, the stage coach and Indians

were all that was missing.
The “Big Horn" and "Victoria” were

ride over to see the slports at South 
Pass City tomorrow,” drawled Dick, as 
he lighted his pipe. It was the evening 
after our arrival at Big Horn ranch 
and we sat on the porch at-one end of 
Dick's cabin.

“Of course we will. What sports?” 
demanded Margaret eagerly. Margaret 
has formed the habit of steering always 
for a good time If there Is one In view.

Dick shifted his pipe. “A little cele
bration we get up every year. Races— 
expert riding—lassoing wild steers. It’s

for stealing. They always sneak around 
the outskirts of the ranches.”

“Margaret!” The word stuck in my 
throat.

He wheeled around like a flash. 
"What of her?” he demanded sharply.

“Out
hoarsely, pointing down the rdad.

He muttered something under his 
breath and his face went suddenly 
gray. The next Instant be t was in the 
saddle and his hor>e, stung by his 
spurred heels, cleared the gate end tore 
do.wn the empty road. Stunned, sick 
with horror, I stood, while the pound
ing hoofs grew fainter In the distance. 
At the edge of the wood, where my 
dear girl had turned to wave her hand 
so cheerily, I caught the glint of sun
light on the’slanting barrel of his gun.

The wilderness, the wide, sweeping 
plains, were ever new to Margaret, and 
she had almost reached a stretch of 
woodland three miles from home be
fore she realized that it was time to 
turn; She halted for one farewell look, 
then caught her horse, up sharply, and 
sat, frozen with terror. Indians—five 
of them—with evil, swarthy faces, were 
sneaking out from the timber and com
ing toward her, their horses on a dead 
fun. At the same time she heard gal
loping hoofs behind, and Jim Lancaster 
ranged his big bay alongside jber. The 
next instant a flying bullet whizzed 
above her head.

voice was icy. His coolness provoked 
me beyond endurance. ■ “I refuse to 
discuss it. I forbid you to speak to 
Margaret,” I cried.

His determined blue eyes met mine 
stubbornly. It was absurd that at this 
crisis a momentary picture of a plung
ing horse and fearless, masterful rider 
should flash across my memory.

would make an Ideal

1L

> there—alone!-” I whispered
!

"Margaret 
ranchman’s wife,” I suggested with 
fine Irony

He flushed. “I have never Intended, 
■it—and a t least I can otter her a cer
tain position. I am----- ”

“I am ont likely to forget what you 
are," I retorted, “nor that she Is an 
heiress. Granting that you are hon
estly fond of her, would an honorable 
man place himself In the position of a 
fortune hunter?"

“Fortune hjmterl" A dull red crept 
slowly over his tanned cheeks. "I did 
not know. Has she a —great—deal— 
of money?” His voice wae strained 
and unsteady. '

“Millions,” I replied curtly. Really, 
the man wae more mercenary than I 
had thought him. I eyed him scorn
fully. He caught my expression.

“Don't think that! You don’t under
stand. Everything’s changed — but 
you’ll advise me. Do you think I 
might continue to see her—if I don’t—'

“No," I said decidedly, “because you 
would."
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I sighed as I glanced at her. Still, a

! л
ll,II 3і "Run for It!” cried Jim, as his rifle 

blazed with a heavy report, and one 
of the Indians, turning suddenly limp, 
fell slowly to the ground. Both horses 
wheeled and tore rapidly along the 
homeward road as the cowboy’s rifle 
flashed a second time and au Indian’s 
arm hung useless. As he raised his gun 
again a desperate, frightened cry came 
from Margaret. Her horse, grazed by 

і a passing bullet, had thrown her anti

“But I cannot——”
"Yes, you can.”
The expression on his face would 

have softened a heart of stone. "I am 
truly sorry,” I said relenting and hold
ing out my hand.
He smiled rather forlornly as he took 
it and after a second’s hesitation went : 
slowly away.

%h
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і

goods” (inherited, by the way, from a 
coarse but successful father) at Mar- 
gareVs feet. I disapproved, at first si- represented in all the events. Promir 
lently* then audibly, then finding ac- nent among the Victoria men was a 
tive measures necessary I told Mar- tall, good looking fellow In riding 
garet that I wished the acquaintance clothes and sombrero who seemed to

be everywhere at once, distinguishing 
himself in all the feats and overseeing

X ;

X 0V»
“You don’t mind If I ride Just a little

way, mother dear?” questioned Mar- j ^ped oa®

j j horse, lifted her with a sweep of his 
arm, and turned to remount as the big 

; bay fell, struck In the neck,
"Lie down, lie down!” he cried fierce

ly, “close to the horse—flat In the grass 
—so.” Then, with blazing eyes he rose 
to one knee and leveled his rifle with 
careful aim.

There was a flash from behind the 
, horse, and a bullet from the Indiana 

answered It.
Flash! Flash!

І
ІЧ1

» /; garet.
I was on the porch reading and 

looked up from my book to smile at 
her wistful face. For three days Mar
garet had gone around looking as 
though her hours had been robbed of 
their sweetness since life (and Victoria •
Ranch) had nothing to offer. My 
heart ached for her, but I made no 
sign.

"What does Dick say? Is It safe?
Do be careful,” I replied, anxious, yet

an/rt-ht-W a uttie wnv ■■ After awhile the cracking shots 
She rLl™ g jUS a Httle Way' ; ceased, and there was an omlnious sil- 

m , . _ _ « „ lence. Jim Lancaster clutched at his
To my dying day I shall remember rlfle awkwardly-from force of habit he

thL?1 1 »teh smaf H® h 1 SlLe *°,° tried to load it—then he sank limply
there, sweet and girlish. In her trim ha..kward
riding habit, her soft hair caught In
a heavy braid under the stiff little 11 was that wa^ “e* ^ the men 
hat. a faint smile touching her mouth f°und tb*m: the unconscious figure of 
and eyes і the Bnglisman stretched motionless on

, -Very well," I assented, grudgingly. 1 ‘he short grass and Margaret kneeling
A man always has been to Margaret mirers through the maze of their vari- i admitted grudgingly that he was gQ my dear girl rode away through l>€sl°e hIm* trying In vain to staunch

і man, his eyes blazing, his mouth one a thing to be smiled upon and encour- ous disturbances to be affected by the good-looking as he flung himself from tj,e yeiiow sunshine, looking back and b|ood that trickled from his shoul-
grim, stubborn line, sat there as coolly aged, therefore the Increasing and ever , symptoms of this Impossible cowboy. his horse and came rapidly along the laughing and waving her hand cheer- <>J:r to t^e eround in an ever-widening

I as If’ he was on a rocking-horse. Fin- lengthening visits of the cowboy caused “Jim Is only a shareholder In the path. His riding clothes were worn 1 цу aa вре disappeared beyond the edge crimson stain. ^ ^ e e s
I glanced at her standing tall and ally tbe anjmai shot down the course me no uneasiness. I even allowed her victoria; it’s owned by an English and shabby, but he wore them like a і the wood. , '

graceful by the window. There was a ]|ke a streak> апд afrald to look longer, to ride with him. і syndicate,” he went on, shifting his gentleman, and the expression of j never knew how long it was- before : Thus It happened, my dear Anna,
little mutinous curve to her lips. The j leanea back with closed eyes. The „и>8 аЦ said ' pipe. “I heard something once about | friendliness on his handsome bronzed I became dimly conscious of the pound- 1 that when the roses were a glory of
thing must be stopped at once. I sllence Was tense; then suddenly It was Dlck_ ,.Jlm Lancaster із no mamma’s some property in England, but he | face was disarming. He swung up the ing of approaching hoofs and glanced fragrant bloom Margaret, looking like
thought rapidly. broken by yells and cheers, and I open- j boy but he,s straight as gtrl . hasn’t any money. Still he’s an all- porch steps, two at a time, offering his up t0 see B horse and rider tearing a summer rose herself, married her

••We will accept your uncle’s Invita- ed my eyes to see the horse and rider |. lt dQ her d „ e* round man, and he’d make a darned ! hand in easy, pleasant greeting. Ig- down the road on a dead run. Some- cowboy. And because he happened not
tiott to spend the winter on hts ranch,” walking—yes, Anna, actually walking— ! • ' sight better husband for a girl than noring the hand, I barely acknowled- thing tense about the familiar, broad- to be Just James Lancaster, but rather
I announced, nerving myself to meet a ei0wly past the stand, while the Judges і So she galloped across the wide, some cf those ‘Little Willie’ boys you ged his presence. shouldered figure Ailed me with vague , James Bradshow, ninth Earl of Lan-
storm of opposition. bellowed something about “Victoria” sweeping plains, her cowboy always stand for.” He was fair with an Englishman’s foreboding, and as he flung himself : caster, the marriage was heralded in

But her face was unexpectedly ra- through the megaphone. beside her, attendant upon her least Riirll^aed mv shoulders. This sub- fairness, this tempestuous cowboy, and from his steaming horse I rose tremb- j the yellow journals throughout the
diant. “In Wyoming! Oh, mother, how Margaret leaned over the edge of caprice. He taught her her to send aj = rowbov threatened to be-| he flushed to the roots of his thick, ling to meet him. j length and breath of the land as an-
lovely!” she cried, swooping down upon ! the box, quivered with excitement, lasso whizzing over an accommodating ", tiresome і blonde hair as he stood for a moment "Where’s Dick?’’ ! other example of a European title

iq fcn affectionate embrace. “Just couldn’t he ride!” she breathed gate post with unerring aim; she even ’ . I twirling his sombrero in embarrass- His breath came quickly. Î bought with American gold.
Since' then I have realized that my softly, with all a woman’s admiration learned to shoot (Margaret Is nothing _ Dick pulled vigorously at s P P • ed s|lence. then his eyes met mine de- “I’ve frightened you,’’ he added with . You can imagine my happiness, with

fears w'ere groundless, but at the time for the masterful masculine. “He Is a If not thorough), w'hile from my pedes- “He’s too good to be played wi . terminedly. “I am sorry,” he said, quick compunction. “There’s nothing to Margaret "married to a title?’’ I dare-
I firmly believed that Margaret had rea] man. He----- ” tal of Eastern prejudice I followed the Margaret dan t mean anything w у , j w]gb to speak to you about— і alarm you, really. I came to warn say I am not indifferent to it, being
begun to care for the boy and that our she was Interrupted by the arrival of little drama, utterly unaware even that. can’t she let him alone. j Mjsa Brewster.” I Dick. The men had better keep together still human, but my views have under-
only safety lay In flight. In fact, my Dick. Behind him loomed the tall It was a drama, or that my call came j “My dear Dick,” I replied, lmpat- ! Here was a ease of Mahomet being j after nightfall; I fancy it would' be gone a radical change in several direc-
dear Anna, Fate, for reasons of her own figure of the strenuous cowboy, who next. | lently, “it isn’t Margaret’s fault that met by the mountain. "And I,” I re- і safer, and it would be a good idea to tions. After one lives through what I
decreed that we go to Wyoming, and stood, sombrero in hand, while Dick “Jim’s over her a good deal," com- | she is attractive. Your cowboy will turned “wish to speak to you on that patrol the outskirts of the ranch. Two
so tp Wyoming we went. presented him as “Jim Lancaster.” mented Dick one evening as we sat as 1 have to look out for yourself. He . same subject.” j or three bands of stray, half-drunken

There, having arranged the play to Margaret smiled ,and when Margaret usual on the little porch. Margaret ■ seems capable of it.” He took the initiative. I Indians have been sneaking about and
her liking, with an appropriate stage smiles she Is an alluring combination and the Englishman were Inside. She ; He was. j seemed the only decent thing to they mean mischief.”
setting of towering mountains and of starry eyes and bewildering dimples, had been playing, and now and then і Early the next day a speck appear- ' do—to come first to you. 1-І Intend ; I gazed at him in speechless horror,
sweeping plains. Fate lost no time In Then she held out a slim hand. "I’m the murmur of conversation punctuated • ed upon the horizon which resolved It- to ask Miss Brewster to marry me—if I tried to speak but a giant hand or so substanial a landmark as Ply-
ringing up the curtain. The first scene eo glad you’ve come,” she said, fervent- by desultory chords floated through the ! self into the “made-in-England” cow- she will." ’ ! clutched my throat. ! mouth Rock—may be relegated to an
dealt chiefly with the effective entrance ly; "I’ve been wanting to know you.” open window. j boy. Maragaret had gone with Dick I grasped before the gigantic egotism t “There really Is no danger here,” he unimportant background,
of the leading man. Such, my dear Anna, was the specta- "Yes,” I said, Indifferently. I had to a distant part of the ranch and I of the man. “I would suggest, then, Insisted reassuringly. “Ask Dick. These j

“I wonder If you folks will want to cular entrance of the leading man. followed too many of Margaret’s ad- sat on the porch atone. that you alter your Intentions.” My stray Indians are a cowardly lot—out

0
Vto cease.

“Why?” she demanded.
“You know perfectly well,” I argued, bis men.

-that he Isn’t our kind. He may be “The Englishman!" exclaimed Mar- 
nice enough, but he has no social con- garet.
nectlons whatever, and as for his fam- Whoever he was, he knew how to
ily----- ” I threw up my hands In de- ride.
epalr , The closing performance of the day

"I wouldn’t care a rap about his fam- was the subjugation of untamed horses, 
tly if I loved him,” returned my young and Indeed, my dear Anna, It wae a 
lady decidedly. "I don't see the good terrifying sight. Wild horses driven 
of family and descent and ancestors. Into the lnclosure dashed madly around 
any how. For my part, I’m tired of the course until they were thrown and 
living up to those musty old Mayflower draged back to the starting Plaf® to 
Pilgrims. I think It Is dreadfully stupid be saddled. We had been watching 
to depend upon your ancestors and Margaret's cowboy, and I saw him 
never amount to anything on your own spring Into the saddle as theh orse un- 
account ” der him leaped up on all four legs and

, ... . .r— „ .__,a • brought them down in a bunch. ThenI,™ a™°rea T"! the horse, in a tertble rage, tried to
realize what you are saying. I I th hls rlder; he whirled, sat on his 
turned, "nor how much this attitude __’ .. ’

-ЛГ аГаії tL While that’

cept any more of this young man's at- . 
tentions.’’

I 1 Цft
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"RUN FOR IT!" CRIED JIM, AS HI S RIFLE BLAZED AND ONE OF TH E INDIANS FELL SLOWLY TO THE
GROUND.'4

me.

>

і

me

did during the agonizing hours in 
which -1 waited for Margaret to come 
back to me, one’s values are apt to 
rearrange themselves, and even so im
pressive a thing as a European title—

(Copyright, 1906, by P. C. Eastment.)
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By Mrs. Philip Champion De Crespigny.CYNTHIA’S DILEMMA Лі
- '!

“What do you mean by ‘symptoms’ ?" 
"What I told you,” she said, bend

ing forward eagerly, “crooked ties,
that

"Cynthia!” I cried sharply, “do talk ! ”1 was rather )n a fix, but I felt quite it, Honor,” she remarked. "I have had
sense! Do you mean to tedi me that sure' it would be no easier to make up a telegram to say he is coming at three 
you don’t know whether you have ac- my mind at the end of a week—why, | o’clock, on the chance of finding me, 
cepted Mr. Peters or refused him?”

“That is exactly the state of the I thing would be to do it at once, 
case,” she replied, with maddening j did.” 
serenity. “I sent him his answer last 
night, and I’ve no more notion what it 
was,” she looked around for an exam
ple, “than the man In the moon."

I continued to stare at her.
“Cynthia,” I said slowly, “I think one

It's going to rain, I have probably 
said ‘No.’ ”

I shook my head.
Indeed, should It?—and that the best 1 and I don’t know whether I have ас- “I do not see what would be gained | and bootlaces undone, and all

So I j cepted or refused him, any more than if I were to find out, and whatever j sort of thing. *
і the cat. I have studied that telegram silly thing you may have done, I have I 

“I am glad to hear It,” I remarked j till I’m sick of it, backward and for- no desire to probe Into a man’s pri- , were buttoned. I know that because I 
drily. “I understand you to say you j ward, upside down, inside out, every vate affairs. It would be sheer tmper- 
do not know what you had said.” conceivable way you can think of, and tlnence. I can’t imagine how you can 

“No more I do.” there’s nothing more to be made of It behave in such a way, Cynthia, I
“Then I give it up.” I flung myself than Just that. He Is coming at three went on, growing warm at the thought 

back on the bench, exasperated. o'clock. It may be with elation be- of her iniquities. “It is perfectly
“The way I did it was this: I don't cause I’ve accepted him, or to ask me odious of you to 

quite know what made me; it was a to reconsider It if I've refused him; thoughtlessly. I don't believe you half 
sort of inspiration. I wrote two let- and I can’t, and won't, meet him till understand what you have done.” 
ters, one accepting him and the other j know wht I've got to be prepared "I don’t,” Cynthia murmured gently, 
refusing him, and addressed them ex- for." “that’s why I want to go and see
actly alike and shuffled them with my she tapped her heel sharply against Mrs. Maloney’s new baby.”
eyes shut, and then I put one in the the stonework to give emphasis to her
fire and the other in the mail." remark.

"Which did you put in the mail?"
”1 don’t know," she answered placid

ly, "that's just where the fix comes 
In.”

“Cynthia!” I exclaimed, laughing 
against my will, "and you call that 
making up your mind!”

"Well,” she

"Honor,” Cynthth said, balancing 
herself sideways on the old balustrade 
overlooking the lake, and dropping lit
tle bits of the crumbling stone down 
into the water.
would do If you‘were in my position.”

"Fall over Into the lake,” I replied 
promptly; “as you will In a minute if 
you are not careful, and you will find 
It very deep water.”

She swung around to face me sitting 
opposite to her In a corner of the stone 

terrace, and looked

marry them," Cynthia said Impatient
ly. "I never know what to say."

“There Is not much choice," I ob
served. “You can only say ‘Yes’ or

“I wonder what ■No.’ "
"His tie was all right, and his boots“That’s Just what is so tiresome,” she 

said calmly. "I said nothing. Yester
day he wrote to say he really must 
have an answer."

This did not seem unreasonable, as 
I knew he had been asking for it for

t
noticed that one of them was oft.”

“A button off! Humph!” she re
marked thoughtfully. “That looks like 
‘No’; but you can’t tell for certain, as 
I don’t suppose he sews them on him
self. What else did you notice?”

“He had a flower in his buttonhole.

more than a month.
“He gave me a week to think it over, ! of us must be mad, and I do not be-

She '■ lieve it is I."
have behaved so 'Ibench on the 

aggrieved.
“I am In deep water already,” 

said gently, and with an air of abstrac
tion. “І want your advice.”

“And my assistance, I suppose.”
I was becoming accustomed to Cyn

thia’s appeals for help; and she had 
gradually learned to look tor my help 
as a matter of course.

“I should be more than glad if >>iu 
And a way to help me, but It won’t

as he did not wish to hurry me.” 
turned from contemplation of the lake j “Not at all," she returned briskly; •■'if 
and looked at me. j you will listen I’ll tell you exactly how

"He has already asked you to marry ; It happened. It might have happened 
him more than once, Cynthia; it is ! to anybody. It’s no use shaking your 
not fair to keep him waiting like that. I head like that, Honor; wait until you 
Surely your mind must have been ; have heard what the newspapers 
made up one way or the other ever ! would call the 'untoward circumstan

ces,’ and then get meout If you can,” 
"It wasn’t," she said, shaking her і It seemed to me that to get her out 

head sagely. “It’s Impossible to make of her troubles was what Cynthia 
up one’s mind in a minute about so thought I had been put in the world
important an affair as that. “She for. Although but a few years; her
paused, and then added. “But I sent j senior, my cousin had always come to 
him my answer by post last night!" j me for help out of her difficulties, and 

I was stirred by a faint curiosity to | when Cynthia’s pretty mouth dropped, 
know what it was. It was not often | and her blue eyes glistened with tears, 
that Cynthia was driven Into a corner. I she generally got what she wanted, 

"Why did you do that?” It would j "Mr. Peters has been pestering 
have been better to have waited, as і for an answer for weeks,” Cynthia be-
he suggested It, till the end of the : ean in an aggrieved voice,
week, I think.” Cynthia could change | -q don't think ’pestering’ Is the word 
her mind a dozen times in a week. j to use; the man has a right to an ans- 

"No," she answered seriously, "I sent !wer." 
the answer at once because I hate to 
have a thing of that sort hanging over 
my head.”

"What was It?”

A wild rose, picked out of the hedge 
most likely.”

she

"Then I think I must have said
’Yes.’ A man would hardly feel in- 

"I am not going to help you,” I ! dined to pick flowers if he had Just 
said, rising and walking across the been refused. Don’t you think that IS 

"And what are you going to do?” gravelled terrace to the balustrade. a sign of rejoicing because I've" said 
There was a long pause. "I am sure you will when you think ‘Yes,’ Honor?”
Cynthia’s blue eyes looked at me un- °f it, Honor, dear,” she said entreat- I can t tell. It might equally be A

blinkingly for a moment, then she [ lngly. “It is not much I am asking sign of rejoicing because you’ve said
turned them away and looked across j you to do. Just to see Mr. Peters, In- ! ’No,’ ” I rejoined crossly, 
the lake. I stead of me; and with a little dlplo- I Cynthia looked at me with mild re-

“I thought of going down to see Mrs. 1 macy you can get me out of this fix, proach In her pretty blue eyes.
Just as you have so often before. “You don’t help me one bit. I can’t 
Then I shall know how to meet him, help thinking there must have been 
and shan’t be taken aback. T seem to some sign or other of his state of 
be always tumbling into fixes,” she mind. When he came into the room, 
added helplessly. did he look Jubilant—as if he would

“And I, to be always helping you like to stand on his head?” 
out,” I retorted a little bitterly.

so long ago!” ;

can
be very easy,” she said; and the un
usually childlike innocence of expres
sion in her blue eyes warned me to be 
prepared for a dilemma out of the or- 

"It was quite accidental. continued doubtfully, Maloney's new baby about then,” she 
“at first I thought it was rather a said at last, 
good idea. Of course the awkward part 
is not knowing what I have said to 
him. And yet, if I had mailed one of 
the letters,” she went on thoughtfully, 
breaking the ivy stem into small
pieces and dropping them on the going to do it. It is I who will go to
gravel at her feet, "and opened the see Mrs. Maloney’s new baby, and you It was close upon three o’clock, and heads.” I retorted,
other instead of putting it in the fire, will remain here and see Mr. Peters!” when a servant came to tell me that Cynthia sighed.
I don’t see that I should have been Cynthia slipped off the balustrade ' Mr. Peters was in the drawing-room | "Or did he look as if he hadn’t

and stood before me with her hands ' and the Cynthia could not be found, I ] shaved for a week, and never meant
j knew she had gone to see Mrs. Malon- \ to shave again? Really I think you

might have found out a little more 
for me,” she said plaintively; “a few

dlnary.
something that could not possibly have I half rose to my feet in indignation, 

and then sat down again.
“And leave me, I suppose, to inter

view the victim of your foolishness! 
Cynthia,” I said solemnly, "I am not

been foreseen.
8he puckered her brows and looked 

at me as though she feared the skies 
■were going to fall.

“It always Is,” I remarked drily,.
“I thought It such a good idea to 

start with, but now It doesn’t seem to 
have worked out very well."

“What Is itr*
She hesitated, and I repeated the 

question.
“It’s Mr. Peters,” she said, turning 

her face away and looking out dream
ily across the lake.

“Still Mr. Peters?” I asked with a 
little surprise. “It has been Mr. Peters 
for quite a long time."

She made no answer to this, and I 
watched the sunlight play on her gold
en hair through the dancing foliage of 
the big Ilex tree that overshadowed us. 
She made a lovely picture, sitting there 
In her white dress. Idly swinging one 
foot to and fro against the ivy-covered 
balustrade.

"I don't know If I have told you that 
he has aeked me to marry him,” she 
went on after a pause.

“Yes,” I said, "several times.”
”1 wish people wouldn’t ask me to

me

“I don’t know, I have never seen 
anybody Just before they stood on their

A

“Well, he didn’t get It',* she retorted, 
undisturbed, “and the truth was I 
could not for the life of me make up 
my mind what to say. There was so 
many ‘fors’ and ’againsts,' when you 
came to think of It seriously. Don’t 
you think he Is a very nice man, Hon
or?” she added, looking at me earnest-

any better off.” -
"At all events you would have known clasped.

“Honor,” she -said Insinuatingly, 1 еУ*3 new baby after all.
"Yes, but If I found I had mailed “Just think how horribly unpleasant it As the Interview had been forced on

the wrong one, I should probably have would be for me to meet him, not hav- me I determined to make the best of ] fading questions would have been
sent the other after it. And that Ing a notion as to which letter I put it. enough., Did you ask him If he was

In the post. Whereas for you it would Cynthia faced me quite placidly on happy?”
“Hardly. It certainly is a ’fix,’ as he nothing; you could be as innocent her return. -No. I cried exasperated, "nor did

you call It; but you have brought it as a Iamb, and easily find out inci- “Well?” she said interrogatively, 1 ask h,m if he was nor how
dentally in conversation, whether 1 throwing her gloves on the table and ola he was; nor whether! he dyes hls

herself into a chair. "Did you see halr. nor апУ other Impertinent ques
tion. How can you be so silly as to 
imagine I either could or would ask 
him things of that kind!”

“Then it seems to me it has all got 
to be done over again, and we are no 
further on than we were before,” she 
said dismally, rising from her chair 
and walking to the window.

what you had said.”
“Cynthia made no reply, and I went

on.
"What Is It you want my advice 

about? There seems no need for It so 
far."

wouldn’t have mended matters.”
ly.

I could honestly answer this In the 
affirmative, and did so.

"That is just It; he is so nice that I 
hadn't the heart to say ‘No’ to him; 
but as I never have liked fair hair, I 
couldn’t be quite sure I wanted to say 
‘Yes.’ Then this letter answering for 
a definite answer came like a thumler-

“It isn’t all Just as simple as It 
seems. I am in rather a difficulty."
She paused again, and dropped the ivy 
leaves slowly Into the water.

"If you have already sent your ans
wer, where can the difficulty be? What 
was It?” I repeated with a little Im
patience. "Yes, or No?"

Cynthia lifted her blue eyes to mine bolt." 
with the gullelessnees of an angel.

“I don’t know,” she said gently;
“that’s Just yfhere the trouble Is.”

I sat bolt upright on the bench and 
stared at her.

entirely on yourself.”
"That’s small comfort. Every one Is said 'Yes or ‘No.’ ” 

liable to make mistakes, and it’s no | “May I ask how I am to accomplish him?"
that end without asking questions that "Yes, I saw hlm,” I answered curtly.

“Then there's nothing for it but to will probably lead him to tell me to “And which letter was it I put In the
face the situation," I remarked impa- mind my own business?” - j mail?” •

“Nonsense,” she retorted airily. I "I have no more notion than you 
“I don't mind the situation; it's Mr. , “You will be able to tell by hls man- have."

Peters I don't want to face,” Cynthia ner and general appearance. If he Is Cynthia opened her
cheerful and elated, and says what a : "You mean to tell me you talked to 

I could think of no suggestion, and fine day it is, you may be sure I have him for half-an-hour and couldn’t find
silence fell for a moment or two. said ‘Yes’; but if he looks dejected, out that much! Weren’t there any

“Just think of the unpleasantness of 'and has got hls tie crooked and thinks I symptoms?"

good crying over spilt milk.’’

¥ 0 Iчtiently. ;

As Mr, Peters had been asking for 
an answer for some weeks, Cynthia’s 
theories on the habits of thunderbolts

eyes. ;
murmured.

Л

seemed elementary, but I did not inter
rupt, and she continued i

- І
CContlnued on Page 74
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