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CHAPTER X

at Lucy's
Arthur's expecta

The attendance
which, contrary to
tions, he had enjoyed
call, As he turned in the gate
way a few mornings to dis
charge his social debt, be determined
this done, not to come hither again,
There in  the
elements that might prove dangerous
to his future peace of mind, and he
ever had considered it the height of
folly in a man to risk a possession so
well

party

necessitated a
at
later

were assocliation

essential to his
being.

happiness and

Lucy was sitting the veranda.
The heavy vines draping it hid her
from him until he had mounted the
steps. Then she spoke, and turning
quickly he was conscious o
gladness in his heart
smiling face
the
hands

on

a strange
her
looking up at him from
her

as ne saw

piece of needlework in

gone to town, she

“"Mamma has
saild, rising to malke
the Her
from her finger
floor.
e S
industrious
said, and the
“Permit me to return
implement,” he
thimble to her

for him

slipped

and rolled across the

room on

bench. thimble

her
he
pick it up

fortunate finding

home,

m in

daughter at
stooped to

your dainty

added, handing the

for it is mammags
she complained, slipping it
her finger. "I lost

"1 will fix it so it
he He
his pocket, and with her sci
a narrow strip of
me your hand ! and
when she held it out, he wrapped the
paper finger
with care and then fitted the thimble.
he “that pretty little
hand is equipped for its warfare with
the ! Don’t indignant
when I say I never imagined it was a
warfare you let it often engage 1n.

“"Why pray ?"' she
taking up the napkin
stitching.

“Oh, why muset a woman
demand a reason for everything ?"”
he exclaimed.

‘Because we

"It is so loose,
back on
mine,

von't off,”

comse

said. took a notebook

paper. “Now
he commanded,

around the top of her

“Now, said,

needle grow

not, inquired,

she was hem

1 .
always

are so unreasonable,
she answered, and then both laughed.
And Arthur Stanton
that it was pleasant, indeed
here in the vine |
Lucy, cool and

itself, in her simple
with flowers blue
tered lavisbly over its

They talked of the ps
zest of youth which finds such joy in
the retrospection of happy hours, and
argued on the merits of the men and
the beauty of women who had
attended it; and then their words
were silenced by a mocking bird
which broke forth into its rapturous
song from his place in the locust tree
at the end of the As they
listened in silence, Lucy’s eyes were
on her sewing, while his g:
fixed on her bent head, and the little
hand swiftly drawing the |
and out of the white cloth.
quietness enfolded her.
him with a feeling akin to
the impulse to him
away and leave her to the dreams of
peace and of girlhood.
then she lifted her eyes and encount
ered his. A moment followed of sur
prise for each. A flashlight had been
turned upon their and the
wonder of what they felt rather than
saw, for the moment brief
for vision, left them The
rush of joy that came after sent the
light into his eyes, the color to her
cheeks.

“Isn’t it beautiful
hastened to looking over
shoulder at tree ‘My window
opens upon that locust, and oh, to
hear him break the still heart of the
night hi W gome
times itoverpowers me and
cry !

“Why do

things that »

1‘!‘:'1I,/"(|

to sit
pilazza with
the day
muslin
as her

swiftly

coverel
sweel as
daress,
eyes, scat
snowy ground.

rty with the

the

veranda.

1Ze¢ was

need e ln
A strange
touched
awe, and

It

came to sllp

[t was

joy

souls,

was too
dumb.,

she

her

his song ?
say,

the

with song !

I have to

you let yourself el

wy 2" he asked, and his

voice would have sounded harsh had

it not been so muffled.
oy

true
bravely enough nq

not have 1t otherw

deep, W (

of that 1
“But

beside

nnplete 18

‘e other things
he
ing tenderly «
flower-like face “There
you'll feel it deeper lik

the penalty paid for the deeper
ment.”

“I shall not call it
said, lifting her face
faint smile.

*You can say that now,
do not know what
suffering is,”’ he said
wouldn't be so glibly
words, if you had
grasp upon your soul.”

“If it were there I should
still say it,” she cried, "say it and be
lieve it true, and find the very
pain something unknown to others.

The to
draw a veil from some depths of his
nature of whose existence he had not
dreamed, and the sight perhaps more
shocked than surprised him. It set
him on his feet, and then he said, ex
cusingly

“I should like to see those roses of
which you spoke a while ago.
you know I have gone in for horti
culture ?”

“No,” she replied, layicg aside her
work, “Wait until I get my hat.”

birds’ son rejoined

his eyes dwe
. Itis
enjoy
too high,” she
which showed a
because you
suffering
hastily
spoken, those
felt its

real
‘They
ever iron
now,
n
suddenly

words seemed

Did |

She left him
and had
before her

alone for a moment,
himself well in hand
return, The garden
south side of the house, |
the went between a
bopder of low growing, old-fashioned
flbwers. Pinks
the 1nnocent
looked up at him
the girl
them years before

stood at the
and way to 1t
and sweet williams
face of the phlo
a8 he walked by
who had planted
and whose loving
them in
There was a certain

and

the side of

hands were now tending
their maturit
precision about the garden that was
her mother, whom, hav
first the night of
party, he had straightway dis
liked. As the walk progressed the
personality of the mother grew more
pronounced, and with un
reasonably, a sense of injustice done
; and he
the tour of inspection

eloquent of
ing met the time

the

1t came,
to him by her was glad when
was over,

""And where is your

gpecial nook
Somehow 1 can not fail

here.

he asked.
to find it
"How
"1 love
and
place

duce you to m

you are!

but not 1n
mamma thinks that is
shall
bower.

cried.
a garden,
the

now

keen she
”(Y\\I'X"
only
for them. 1 intro
She led the way toward the orchard
the
lli)

in clover, and
wds
they

18 the

It was heavily
tall ¢

touched

get
rimson het
th
the place w

At the
an oak tree, under which, perchance
of his
often stood, as he surveyed the
to his

bluegrass

reaching
passed,
hum of

while
the

the orchard wa

m as
over
bees. end of
the first Kentucky ancestors
had
he would leave

I'he

great estate

descendants. heavy

the only uncha thing the tree
found amid a world of changes, grew
up toits trunk and
slender bl
Where
protruded
natural chair, and

on it and rested her head against

in places the long
vdes swept the rough bark.
faced north, ¢
vhat, forming ¢
as she sank-down
the

stanzas

the tree the

root 8OM

great bole
from "The Talking Oak
“Whose is that?"” she

"Tennyson's,” he

he quoted some
questioned,
throw

beside

answered
ing himself on the grass her,
“Is it possible you

with Tenn

are not acquainted
son

i she replied. “You
know I was so busy his
that it
t

on sj

reading tory
in school,
home I go
the poets
them.’

“"But not too many

\m | a barbarian

isonly since coming

eaking terms with

And there are so many ol
UHM.’]')H'\]

she cried

are not as

the bards

Philosophers
loyal of
plained, inclining
her

come

friends
head toward
with the slight mockery she had
know And
‘.\hl} are your l‘\'][]i?iﬁlll”i]*‘ Hfllll‘l the

to in his voice

oak tree ?
“"Well,” she

“there is Keats
o and who else

paused.

Why

laughingly.

begar, hesitatin

‘he asked

she
she ar

just Keats swered,

“He so loved the green
know, it

invite 1

looks unfriendl
here

when he

sward yon
not to
days. And
sing—well, vou forget the oth
“You would that if you
knew Tennyson, insisted. I'he
day after tc Sunda
know, when
I am goi
oak, and
‘*!]l’\\ ex

on such

im
then begins to
i
not say
he
norrow 1t
I am
ng to come up here to
['lennyson
meet

is
you free from all
duty
your
along. 1
here, prepared
favorite
I find you appreciative,
bard for a week.

period you will be ready
the that
histories included, to procurea copy

bring my

pect to
to listen

poems to

you
read

nen, 1l

to me
my you
you may have
my At the end of

that
all

to sell
books you have, the

“The histories were not mine,’
said, her laugh rippling
face. "Why do you
histories, Arthur ?

“I don't!” he declared. " 1 love
them. If it weren't for the histories
we and that would
taken to poetry
found

one

she
her
dislike

lovely
the

might agree,

Had
might
and,
two of a kind is one too many

never do.
instead, |
dreamer,

you
have you a

as I am myself,

Had
would
, and tha
A8 you are,

v smile on his face.

you gone in for
have
would have wearied me.

you

been a sentimentalist

you suit finished,
the hint
“And 1
this account
Y1t s

me admirably,
of
BUppPOse

she
your du

I should be glad on

retorted.

ity to be so he

d gravely whereupon she

g at him a ¢ blossom which

OV I
had broken hr

cked it vd

off in pass yugh

rchard,

laid
shoulc 1ing
I'hat

much right to

he
blossom had
allotted

do y¢

lover

18
live out its time as

but it

you

have How . know

had done so?” she asked. “"That

fat
this verysway, 1

was it » to be plucked by me

n this very
nature’s

hour ?
he
answered, "hence I act
interference with her
plans, when, in passing through the
otf this pretty
from you when
it suited your fancy to do so. If you
take selfishness, and thoughtlessness,
and cruelty out of the world, Lucy,
you will find there little of
Fate left.

“Those

"That is not method,

see in your

only a wanton
clover, you snapped

blossom, to toss it

is very
things are not Fate,” she
contradicted. "They may the
means by which Fate often operates,
but that is all. Were they
existence, she would find
through which to work her will upon
life. Often those who live surround
ed are the helpless
victims of her will.”

be
not in

others

by love most

“And who has not found love more |
cruel |
he asked, his eyes leaving |

‘ often thoughtless, selfish and
than not ?’
her face for the tree-belted horizon.
“But you cannot call that love!”
| she exclaimed.
“It is 8o catalogued,” he rejoined,
again turning toward her.

“Oh Arthur!” she cried, bending
slightly forward, her fine face glow
ing with feeling, “you do not call it
’ You know that love would
suffer itself to shield the loved one,
that it lives in the thought of that
loved one's hawppiness, that the sword
that finds the
pierced love's own heart,

B8O

loved one has first

You
hie

“"And man's

are of God's

man

talking now
not
is the

she asserted

love, said slowly,

love reflection

of God's,
“Perhaps, but the medium
utterly bad we rarely find a
flection,
She

18 BO

true re

he said,

at him.

Catching her expression, amusement

flashed into his eyes.
“You regard me as

looked him, pitying

one of the un-
he exclaimed, but almost
instantly he grew "I do
express these views often, perhaps 1
strive to hold them ; but a
years in the courtroom, Lucy if you
are a thinking person, do not tend to
exalt your ideals of human nature.
“"Butit isonlyone portion of human
nature find there
"Because there has

redeemed !
grave not

not few

you she objected.

sen

arl
the pr

no occa
of the
‘Had there

ked to examine

sion calling for esence
other portions,” he said,
we should |

been e a

the

thoughtlessness

picture of elfishne

and

ol

cruelty the
three «
And
asked.
"There i
“"But th

humanity
hat

orpnerstone

the fourth, is v

he

which the

fourth

sround

no rejoined.

upon
ance.
ha

is igno

. 8he stened to say.

wisdom

A mere carving on the completed
he interrupted.

could

heartless a

makes for

O no! he

subscribe to

never,

never
doctrine said.
despair.
cried

looking up, his

of all the

thoughts

sh the

eyes now ared gloom

brought by "You don't
with the

10U can

have
rough
lay on them the trim

to fin house

foundation stones.

shapely bricks,

or crown them with a structure of

litter

1ou

finely chiseled rock

or rear a g
ing |

tly '
all

marble
the

ol cos
with

ni«

palace
adorn it
Hllll

can beauty of

column and delicate
tracery
But she shook
“"What does
build for the
when the

stands

ad.
L matter
the

her he
what
world to
u;‘H'l '\‘H‘ 116
unsightly she cried
"I should always have to remember
the the
ground on which they stand,

1 y
nng

eyes ol
see, unseen

I8 80

hideous cornerstone dank

I8 1t not something
and

a foundation we «

for
that
wn build
a temple ? he asked, his
her face

our respect admiration

upon such

carcolng eyes on

[ should rather k
tion were fair,
But 1t 1sn't

down

now the founda
1]

sadly.

he

enoughn

she sald
Lucy,
rar i
best
animal A1l tl
to that, 1s
I
and

Insis

of

o1

heart and
1at
the

nscious

the

the us
the primal
be superior
conscions
wn

the

result of
or
part

past.

effort on

our « part of the
race in

Her

d around
figure
the e
the

to a

hands were ¢
the
forward,

sp
knees, lender was
while
thoughtfully

pasture
wheat

he

bent yes were
green
field of
harvest A s
he felt
waver,

that this fair

life upon which he looked rested on
that foundation. The slip paper
he had placed on it the
thimble, was still securely wrapped
around the tapering finger, He
leaned forward and playfully re
moved it, and started her
the of his hand on

bent on
sweeping back

riper for ti

her,

beginning

1ing

gazed upon his

opinion to 80

improbable did it seen

of

to secure

she from

reveries at touch
1€rS8.

g how
finger!” he
her inspection
ferently at the
nail a drew her hand in
Her silence filled him with
vague misgivings, which the troubled
her quickened.
understand it, and
her hand seemed to
stion. But when he
with him to
as on that other day she had
him to the 1d
the thought of her - wa

thrusting itself before him

‘See it has raarked
said, holding it up for
looked indif

hand below the

vour

She
red
nd away

silence.

expression of
He could not
withdrawal
prohibit a
left

the oflice,

brow
the

of
H“I
seemed

she

to go

accompanied field, a

always

when ¢
moment relaxation from work
came It was seducive thoug

too, one which,

8 he wi

perceived power

to
gain the ascen mind,
ind  th
Work w
Arthur
as an

lency his
immgeriere A} th
s all that

Stanton

his work
now
‘(l 1€
fiend to hi
he wi

remained
turned to it
By

succeeding

o

opium
trenuous effort

the

were

in his profession, and

before

prospects
nim promising
But he understood himself sufficient-
ly well that, if that future
were to be realized, he must keep his
life free from

his friendship

invited. With

different. Once
it was as if she

opening

to know
distractions as
with Lucy Frazier
Sylva the was
out of her presence
did not while
a mere meeting with the other girl
called for effort for forgetfulness.
Equally anno¥ing was it that the
prospect of seeing her could thus
seem to retard the progress of time,
making the hours until the Sunday
afternoon appear interminably long.

But she was not waiting for him
under the oak tree he had half
expected, and, as the minutes |
and she did not
in upon his consciousness
had no intention of
would find her at the house, but not
on her under the oak tree.
This strict adherence to the rule of
| conduct the suspicious words of the
‘()I\l negress had set for her, now
‘irrital‘bwl him, and he decided to go
|h(mu\ and never again cross Lucy

such
case

exist,

as
Nhl‘li
come, 1t was borne
that she
doing so. He

seat

Frazier's way nor permit a thought
her to bother him. But the
prospect of the long afternoon, with
its disappointment, him,
and he hesitated, stood there
the made by
concerning the girl's
to him. He
that between
ntained
that sympathy
which a
like Luecy’s hungered for, that rather
the stood above her A
strict mentor and judg and
lapse from what was held by
be right would
demned in
idea strong
place and
when

of

rose before
A8
remarx

he
indecision
Major
loneliness
could
her
there
and

in
Uncle
occurred
readily
and

believe
self «
little of
comradeship

her mother
was
nature
mother as o
any

to
mercilessly con
the daughter. With the
in his he left his
went to the house ; but
Luey « down the little
gleam in her seemed to indiecate
that he had been mistaken
opinion of the reason of her

“"Don't think
keep one's appointments ?
trying to
loveliness

hex
be

mind,

ime
l')l‘.
in his
absence
ought to
he asked,
by the

face be

you one

not
appealing

softened
the

be
ol
fore hix
Who has
asked
“"Weren't

inder the oak tr
he asked

"You said you

done
res l'ennyson
this afternoon
but 1

with your

1
id

would
fall in

replied.

no
promise to

she Perhaps it doesn't
suit

‘0
Wi

me
he
lden]

Lucy was not

does it not suit
wnd then it st
that

The smile

wnd the light in her

you

asked playfully
occurred to him
in a playiul mood

was

on her
face lorced
yyes was too dry and coquetry

Why

reas

must a man always demand

on for evervthing he

repeating his question of
the otl

re

creatures,” 1 wswered, but
ith,

I'ennyson

elther

under

not lat

going to re:
this
room o1

Which is

to ou alternoon
here

the

in this
tre

out there
your
( hl'.‘\l

And

audience she

id

asked, ar

who & be our

1 the it

the

nervous ‘Jaugh accompanyving

words sounded strange from Lucy

[ did,” he
looking into her 85 eye
sudder
the

answered,
1 with
this girl

feeling

li
Luucy he And
not disappoint 1
Would it be

she asl

a disappointment

lightly.

rejoined
You

d, trying to speak
he
whole d
that, I knc

short

dreadful one,

vould spoil my

said, tyin her hat
Why not
thought
she did
juestion and t

that

asked dden

Wi

0ce him

not he repe
was a tor
volice the was not

18 sald,

out
with ¢
words, and tl
teeth

made him set his while a nev

expression came 1nto his young iface.

I'hen he said carelessly

four we will read Tenny

his home
n a bad frame of
himself to
of pure intellect
ment for I

should

1 erted
make the hour

ual enj¢ ey, in order

that

she contrast it, to

Jasper's disadvantage, with the one
that
four o'clock
handed to
departure, As
he
carried
land on way
expression that his
worn faded, and
one of wounded pride
bad
while
the
Liouse

privet

and

vas to follow

he had

promptly at

clo book,
his

aken

turned

her L1 t

his face was
and his
her

home,

]l(“" ever
throt

from

~'('EV\
him father's
the quiet
countenance had
its

his

in stead came

Some fo
the
the
the
his great
near the
ich latex
bridge for

epithets he applied
down
whete
Reaching
hich

lanted

himself
hill to

log

journeying

quiet valley,
stood.
ancient bush w
ancesto
brook, at the
Uncle Major b
his Lil'l Mis
idering what had «
that had met j
adequate to hi
every established

lace over wh
vd b

and recon
admitted

inishme

urred,
he nt only
folly. \gair
con
ain every pride, he
ntiments
and
rds
send
to
should
aloof, he
ed
n which it
yrmerly reed divided
) He, 1ad denied its
existgnce, punished him
this afternoon having
admitted it. The thought seemed to
burn his brain. He it
in that moment was fully con-
vinced that he hated Lucy Frazier
more fiercely than he had done in
childhood days. Thus convinced he
resolved he would clip the wings of
her victory, as he had
before There was now,
no and honor loving friend to
point out the way to pursued,
instead was a nature, lashed to fury
by wounded pride and a misappre-
hended passion. But in that
moment the course it advised was
made him hasten to
the place, sweet with the associa
tions of happier hours of youthful
friendship.

recogni

no ;
and she had

for his ever
vinced under
and

done once
however,
wise

be

even

such, it leave

TO BE CONTINUED

e

When you do a good action, have
the intention of first pleasing God,
and then of giving good example to
your neighbor.—St. Alphonsus.

MARTHA’'S DAUGHTER

Mrs, MceNeil, plump and comfort
able, seated on the east porch be
piled high with

nodded and smiled at the priest

ide

a hasket mending,

who
had opened the gate.

" How is Martha's Daughter
he asked, returning
“"1I'm going

Jimmie

to
lay her greet
Mrs
down
Mrs, M
gingham skirt
started
aminute

Ing. over to see

Hollis
Mis' Hollis

Neil herx

billowing about

o I can't sit
Jimmie ?
crisp
her
into the house Just wait
Father. I've got a bottle
berry shrub you can take over
can tell her he'll find it
these hot day

Martha's
she would
softly

rose,
and she
of rasp
You
real coolin
Daughter—I
have

thought
the priest
God

said
as she departed bless
her

When he had gone, the bottle
raspberry shrub stowed away

of
in one
the girl in the rock
up ked her

capacilous pocket

ing chaix
question ui;[rll

Martha Daughter

Neil laughed

they all do call me that
Kelly.

the yotmg
¢ I

retreats \Voll

looked and a

comfortably
consider'ble

It all beg

specia Father n

ar, the time ladie

those y
came up here with Fathe
eet friendly little thing
thi
gettin' my

in on

Vont mornin
feel
ull

bedraggled outside

know how you

vou've done ; wash

an’' sort of

tea

empty in Well [t
but

em off

pretby

been anybody Molly wi

pretuy
you ju

in th

she

ha

pleadin’ wa
hould
retreat ou do eyer
woman Altar-and-Rosary
that 1 1ch |
that: it's just Molly
Oh, T forg you

bein’ a

W€ ant ho make
If
in tl
N ot
ot didr !
Catholic Wh
a convent for {
Just g
as I do when I plan my pre

ol grap
winter; got
that

sugar a ba

e {i
or v

you sort of ) over your life

same
S0 glasse
d so long last

this time

servin’,
jelly laste
to have more

many
means

80 many pounds ol kets
of grapes Well
that way

you'd ought to |

you o through

your Iile sort o' see what

y doin’ and what vou
neighbors the
should An
retreat, he

You make your

ain't done ; if your goi o treat God

way vo

the priest that gives the

an your
he can
good

ou

helps you 11

plans an
It «

like a spring

some

resolutions rtainly does

good house cleanin’ of

your soul
- Well,

‘'we want

should make wdie

wwiul

3 young 1t
anxio
I'd

cleaned

e
through
the

a conlir

just go

ah

an’ |

wsh house
[ had

make

So 1 just

weel

before knew 1

dress to for El'nor hie
week

tion

t
£ 1

next looked a 10X

an pretty short

Who do y« s'pose would keep
children
the

till you're

my house an' look after the
while 1

country ?

went retreatin around

> You just wait
Ferguson, an ot fiv
of

she's my

Helen

married, Molly g
take care
Helen

‘couldn’t

says Molly

O your to

But

own
couldn’t
oldest, you know
of
S’y
out o

take care

No

em
I, 'Helen couldn’t. She
till
won't |

ain't the academy next
then
An

nor's dress for confirimt

an even shne

responsible enough I've got
El
an' put up the screens
Frankie pas
get them sweet-peas wired, .an
’
white hen settin
strawberry preservin’,

make

an see

ses his examinations, an

head
an

off the from

start my an

make cookies for Leo

doughnuts for his
bread for somebody else

sugar an
father, an
An

for

ginger
, what's
more, | never was no hand medi
tatin’ even

school ;

when I was a girl in
think you
other n

the
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same, I
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BAVE K
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?’  Well, let
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house would go
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An’ my sympathies has always been
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rack an’ ruin; family, too.

Mary didn't show much
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mean it quite that wa
‘You know Our Lord
Martha's worryin'.over hel
and thinkin He cared
than to talk to her. An’ you
want to forget that when it
little further along, 'Now,
loved Martha, and Mary, her
gister,” it mentions Martha first.
What our Lord wanted that
Martha should stop frettin’ for fear
the biscuits would burn, and pay a
little 'tenshun to ‘the thing
necessary.’
**All the same,’ says I, stubborn as
| you please, ‘I sha'n't make no retreat,
an, there's an end of it I' =
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I'here's a old-fashioned name
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gsomething to do ! Ble
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quick
before the
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Mother, help me !

*1t come to me while I was out
the hen-yard killin’ a cotiple o' frys,
though 1 didn’'t dream the Lord had
answered my prayer., I just thought
plannin’ dinner
mind like that
Mis' Farrington an
be pretty
neck in the lemon pie race, so I knew
the family liked 'em. An' I hustled
right in and went after it—an’ I made
a plate of tarts, too, while I was about
it. ‘Marietta Veronica'll like these,
says I. Poor little Marietta Veroni
ca! If anybody'd thought of what
she liked an’' didn’'t like since her
| mother died, the child certainly didn't
| show it.

*“1 set the back stair open, so the
smell would stir Hughie up a little ;

Judge s poor,

strong boy

I was Just come

into my T'll make a

lemon pie.’ me,

we used to near neck an

| an' while that pie was bakin' I gave |
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