OUR FARM HOMES

I"‘T‘Z like a dome of many coloured glass
Stains the white radiance of eternity.—Shelley.

In the Spy Net

Cy Cmel Parker in Farm and Fireside.

(Continued from last week.)

Y] HEN what Is it? Does anyone
T engaged In an innocent pur
suft act in this way? Think

of the suspicious things he ha: done
—telling you, after much hesitation,
that his name is Carl Stackpoole,
while in his bag were numerous be-
longings marked R. K. M. . No,
don’t say that he might have borrow-
ed these things, for he could easily

Kave told yon that; but instead he de
liberately to'd :um that he had no
hair brushes, waile there were two in
this bag marked with those initials
Why does he avold all mention of his

profession or his fan or his home?
~—even the simplest questions Aunt
Sarah asks him he evades. Then, to
sneak out of the house at night when
he thinks éveryone Is safely in bed!
Heaven knows how many nights he

has gone that you don't know about!
And to-night you yourself saw him
go—obviously in a boat. That proves
another thing, perhaps more serious
than anything else—whatever he s
doing he is not acting alone. At
least one ather person shares his
secret, but that person is not you."

Hour after hour the girl lay awake,
wide-eyed, unable to form any plan,
unable to think beyond her present
moments of agony.

When Liza called her
morning she said with truthfulness
that her head ached and that she
wanted no breakfast. Having been
awakened, however, she found it im.
possible to go back to sleep, and as
she pictured her guest sitting down-
stalrs alone in the dining-room she
half wished that she had decided to zo
down.

So deeply had the roots of her af-
fection for him gonme down into her
heart, hitherto untouched by any man,
that it was impossible to tear them up
all at once

“This Is an unforgivable thing!"
sald common sense For already
Euogenia’s mind was on a trail

Shortly after nine the girl rose and
went directly to her aunt's room

“Dear me, Eugenia!” said that lady.
“You look as pale as a ghost. Speak-
ing of ghosts, I've just been reading
such a terrible and yet thriling ac-
count of the Stepham. You know the
Sunday edition of the Savanrah pap-
ers came yesterday, but T didn't have
time to do moré than glance over
them, because you and Mr. Stackpoole
came up last night—not, of co rse,
that T wasn't glad to see you. I do
think he Is such a courteous young
man; for all the world like poor
Charlle Daingerfield. But as I was
saying, 1 looked over the papers this
morning while 1 was waiting for Liza
to come up, and 1 read such an inter-
esting letter which an Atlanta boy—
Simmons, 1 think his name was—
wrote to his family. He had enlisted
in the navy, and was one of the crew
of the Stepham."”

Bugenia waited with breathless in-
terest.

“What did he say?" she asked.

“He sald that the Stepham had been

the next

tried cut, and on her first trip had
proved to be an excellent boat—the
best type of destroyer we have, as a
mattter of fact, That was the reason,
you see, that no one could learn any-
thing of her a short time ago. Do you
remember, 1 saw something in the
papers about her, and I was afraid
that she had been sunk, and I had all
those muffiers knitted for her poor
sallors?”

“Was thzl all he sald—just that
wes a good boat?”
h, dear me, no! The important
thing was that in some mysterious

sh:

the thought of seeing him was pain-
ful, the thought of not seeing him was
ui e,

She went out into the

an orange tree.

“Oh, but T am glad to see you!" he
exclaimed. “How is your headache?”

Never had his volce seemed so
magnetically sympathetic. For the
moment she could not believe that
last night had ever existed.

“l am much better. Come, let's pick
some roses for Aunt Sarah.”

He looked as if he would have pre-
ferred more personal conversation,
but he acquiesced

“Shall we plck red or pink?” he
asked.

“Both. If we get only pink she's
sure to say they are very pretty, but
she has always preferred red. And if
we get only red, it's sure to be pink
she likes. Unless, of course, you took
them t> her. A« Liza says, you must
have her ‘hyptized.'”

Then she remembered that within
half an hour she had discovered a
possible reason for his devotion, In no
way connected with a desire to please
Miss Burr, and she was silent.

After her basket had been filled she
sat down on the bench, glad to bask in
the sun, and he sat cross-legged on the
grass, smoking a pipe with an air of
deep contentment. A horrible idea
came to her—could he be merely pre-
tending to love her with some possibie
galn in view?

June 13, 1013,

she's going to name it for you,
‘Genla—exactly after you.
most tickled to death.”
“I don’t wonder. I'm dellghtod 1o
And 1 shall go to see her this very
* {ternoon.”
“Isn’t it too far for you to wam
the man asked as they sat down gy gy,

Migg
Ole Samy

table.
“No, Indeed. It's scarcely threg
miles, there and k. 8he lives

one of those cottages at the en( of the
island, you know. The fresh air yy
do me good.” S8he expected |y &
offer to accompany her, but he

nothing about it. -
It was hard for her to reconcile y
contradictions. Before she had m

him, life had seemed a simple thing ty
Eugenia Stepham; now it secmeg o
elly complex. There was no one |y il
the world to whom she could g for
guidance, and she felt woefy alone

and incompetent. She had alway
supposed that when love (um, [
smoothed out all difficultios gy
swept away all obstacles, but Ler oy
had brought the most hara , the
most saddening problems of her |

Unaware of how much nearer g g
lution she would be when next she
eaw him, Bugenia started after jyyp
eon, carrying a large basket of i
ute for her namesake.

Having admired the baby unti] py
adjectives were exhausted, Eugey
started home by a roundahout road
which led along the beach for some
distance.

The Auto on the Farm Makes Such Picnics Possible.

t 18 more en
While

Joved by the farm family than a trip by automobile to &
e where a plenic may be Indulged in such as th

L @& hike of this nature may
in the busy life on the farm, for this reason it 1s all the more enjoyed whem it

e one
not be of very frequent occurrence
J

% take place.

way the second time they attempted
to take her out they found that she
had been damaged. No one knows
how. They repaired her again, and
tried her out; but again she had been
damaged. Of course they suspected
that some member of the crew was in
the ememy’s service, but they can't
locate anyone who Is even suspicious
Although this letter doesn't say so, 1
judge that they have been trying her
out very near here. You know there
used to be a naval station south of
here.”
Another
Eugenia.
“Does Mr. Stackpoole ever read the

fdea had .occurred to

papers when he comes here?" she
asked.
“Oh, yes; always. Ho asks me

what news there is, and then he looks
over the papers himself. Oh, I do think
this Stepham affair is simply terrible’
Heveral lives have already been lost
through the machinaffons of those
flends who are trying to wreck her.”

When Eugenla went back to her
room she carried with her that section
of the paper which told of the Ste-
pham's plight. She put on a dress
of soft rose color, hoping that Its
glow would lessen the pallor of her
cheeks, and tylng on a wide-brimmed
hat, she went downstairs

It was partly with relief and partly
with regret that she realized that her
guest was not in sight; for, although

He seemed to divine her thoughts.
He looked up at her with an expres-
sion in his dark eyes which she felt
must express genuine emotion.

“I love you, Bugen! he said. “Oh,
how I wish I had the right to tell you
how much I love you!"

She could not speak.

“But 1 must not talk like this!” he
exclaimed, springing to his feet. “Bu-
genia, would it help you to forget
about your headache If we were read-
Ing aloud?” She was glad to acqul-
esce. As he was finishing the story
the luncheon bell awoke Eugenia to a
eense of the disaster she knew must
be upon her,

It only she were not the kind of
woman to whom love comes but once!
She thought of Aunt Sarah and Char-
le Daingerfield: but how much worse,
infinitely worse, this would be!

As she got up to go into the house
the man, as If sharing her unhappi-
, presSed her hand to his lips.
arest In all the world!" he ga'‘d
Yet, although his words warmed her
heart, she heard in them a note of
sadness, as If he grieved for some-
thing that might have been but was
now impossib]

Liza, grinning broadly, was walting
at the door of the diningroom.

“I'se_done got good mnews, Mi
‘Genfa! My daughter Lucy, that mar-
ried that worthl nigger Henry
has got a baby girl. And

.

Suddenly her keen vision tected g
small boat bobbing up and down somy
from the shore. It astonishy

her to see so small a craft in they

waters, and she speculated idly ypy
its destination.

To her consternation she saw thy
it was heading directly for the sy
from which she had seen Stackpoy
disappear the night before

Hastlly she slipped behind the gigy
trees, confident that she had not bey
seen and should not be. She was yuy

that there was something sinister j
for

the boat's approach, the only
proper landing was some  distane
away, and this the boat hadl avolde,
reeking Instead the more hazardon
but concealed landing for which it wy
now making.

She moved swiftly along
by the heavy growth
follage, until she had reached a @
cluded spot from which she could st
only watch the approaching boat bt
also the path down which she had
seen her guest come the night befors

She saw & man jump out of the
boat, pull it on shore, and then glase
up and down the beach as if fearful of
being observed. Apparently mths
fied that no one was in sight, he walk.
ed straight up the beach, as if comt
steps. Halfway between the
d the outstanding trees of
the forest he stopped, knelt down, sl
began digging into the sand with by
fingers.

He pulled up something whid
seomed to the girl to be a small b
drew something white from his pock
et, placed this in the box, again burid
the box, and re-covered it with sand.

He looked all around once mom
then went hastily back to his bot
pushed off, jumped in, and in anothe
second was rowing hard away from
the shore,

The entire Incident had not takm
more than a minute by actual tim
but to Eugenia it was as vivid sl
she had seen it enacted over and over

sheltersd
of trees s

agaln. She knew that she woull
never forget that scene in all her i
The seemed to move wilk

agonizing slowness, for she was s¥
filled with fear lest Stackpoole apps
at any moment. She had no dosk
that whatever had been placed in (e
hox In the sand had been put there ke
kim, and It occurred to her that g8
haps the reason for his not accomp
anying her on her visit to the esd &
the island had been due to his
to rocelve this message as soon &
arrived.

(Continued next week)
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