o rogd’s shortcomings, while that gentleman

i.ryised to his, slashed with sudden ivory.
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¢GREGOR stood on the vestibuled
platform of the Pulman sleeper

waiting for the train to pull out

of the great station, and took

time to express to the ebony gentleman at
the foot of the steps his sense of the rail-

scanned each possible passenger with ex-
perienced and discriminating eye. At Mec-
Gregor’s final question the black face was

“No; no, he-he-he, no, siree; this time-
tgble ain’t got no convulsions; it only
gives ’em to passengers. He-he-he! Lordy!

TWHAT [5 7 ANY ONE HURT?

Hare we go. Hang on right smart if yer
ain’t set on goin’ straight ter glory,” and
he tossed a little footstool aboard and
followed nimbly.

“Rain’s been a-promisin’ for a week.
We'll ketch it ’fore night, an’ a big feller,
too,.I reckon,” he offered with cheerful

&essxmism before he passed into the coach.

“B% The train lurched and staggered and

jerked with nauseating pauses between
each performance. McGregor, hands on
opposite rails now, leaned far out_to test
for himself -any signs of the brewing
storm, but eaw instead only the woman
who was running toward him between the
moving express and the neighboring stalled
train. Her big valise swayed in unaccus-
tomed hands and threatened to upset her
at every step. Perceiving McGregor, she
beckoned him with imploring gesture:—

«“Wait—oh, wait a minute! “Tell them
to! Oh, dear!”

Face and voice were young and eager
and stirred the Good Samaritan in Mec-
Gregor until, like his historical prede-
cessor, he flung caution to the winds and
reached out an encouraging hand as
he eried:—

«Jump! Tl catch you!”

The station platform was sliding visibly
;? below the steps, but the girl obeyed
Shstantly. Gathering her skirts, she flew
over the short distance at breakneck
speed, sprang for the steps, stumbled
and flung herself upon McGregor, who
gripped the slender figure with the old
“half back, tackle” and held her fast in
safety bcsi‘:ie him.

But the next moment came reaction. Mec-
Gregor released her and looked down on
the flushed face with disturbed eyes.

“That was the closest shave to lunacy
that I ever saw,” he 1old her with a tardy
terror in his face. “Why, you might,
you know”’— He became thoroughly
‘ aroused now that all danger was past.

“You told me to jump,” she reminded
him between gasps.

«[ did. That was no reason, however,
that you should follow the advice of a
fool,” he retorted, determined, Adam like,
to force blame upon weaker shoulders.

But she semed not to heed him. With
a little cry she searched the platform
with frightened eyes.

+Oh, my satchel!” she panted, and stran-
gled a sob.

“Eh—your grip gone? The deuce it is!”
and his glance wandered helplessly.

“Qh, ring the bell or something, quick!
My pocketbook and ticket—and every-
thing!”

MecGregor drew himself up with sudden
suspicion. Was this a new development
of ihe storied game of bunco? His glance
was amused and jronical, and his com-
panion, reading it aright, drew back a step
or two, with flaming cheeks and piteous,
frightened cyes. Then she descended a
stdp impulsively, as if she intended to leap
after the missing purse.

“Here! What are you doing?” - Me-
Gregor laid a heavy hand on cither shoul-
der and she raised her face sideways to
his, that terror still deep in her cyes.

«Tet me alone!” she cried mervously.
“(Can’t you sec that T've got to get that
bag?”’ "

The train was moving swiftly now and
McGregor laughed as he lifted her with
gentle ‘strength and set her once more
beside him. ;

“Heroics are out of date,” he informed
her genially, “but this is like a return to
good old melodrama, isn’t it?”

“No, pure tragedy.” she insisted. Then,
as if irritated by his complacent aceept-
ance of the situation, she turned upon
him in a little whirl of {feminine anger.

«1 wonder if it would seem so funny if
i% were your purse and your ticket and
everything that were out there some-
where and you werc flying away from
them. as fast as you conld go, miles and
miles? What would you do?”’

“Appeal to “the conductor, of couree,”
he suggested, and led the way by opening
the door. . ¥

But the conduotor, though regretful,
proved adamant. He was politely dis-
~urbed that he could not pass & distressed
ady half across the North American
“ontinent without mnmcn‘-‘;fliun of some

,"%nd. but the company’s rules gave him
4§ ircedom of choice. Of coursc, she
could telegraph back to the station agent

®

>

»

some one on the train who would ad-
vance?—— His cough was suggestive. The
girl flushed -again uncomfortably. No, she
knew no one from .whom she could possi-
bly accept such a favor. At the first stop
che would leave the train, and for the
intermediate fare she offered her watch—
a bejewelled toy—as security, to be re-
deemed as soon as ehe could communi-
cate with her friends. Haying announced
this determination, she turned her face
resolutely to the window, as if the case
admitted no further argument.

“But the first stop is Pittsburg, and
that's to-morrow,” persisted the conduc
tor, who was adhesive.

“Very well, stop the train and put me
off here then,” advised the girl, with
considerable hauteur. McGregor touched
the conductor’s arm. He knew full well
what an ass he was, as he had told him-
self grimly several times during the brief
conversation, but the half frightened, half
defiant, wholly brave little face had over-
come his scruples and he thrust a rust-
ling bit of green paper into the conduc-
tor's hand, with a devout hope that none
of the “boys” would ever learn of his
weakness. He’d never hear the last of
it if they did. The conductor, taught
by long experience, surreptitiously noted
the denomination of the bill before he
undertook to reassure his unhappy pas-
senger. -

“Well, then, we’ll have to let it go
this time, I suppose, but if you will give
me your watch—yes, thank you—a mere
matter of form, of course.” He passed it
secretly to McGregor, congratulating him-
colf that the gentleman held some ee-
curity any way, and McGregor dropped
it into his pocket with the guilt of a
thief. “Now, then, where are you going?
New York? Certainly, T’ll pass you all the
way to the coast. Ne, mo thanks at all.
This gentleman”’— But McGregor’s
frown forbade further disclosures, and
after an interview with the porter the
girl settled in her section and the men
departed, secure in the conviction that
a woman can neither sce nor appreciate a
pantomime acted under her nose.

An hour drew slowly away. McGregor
having made many attempts and exhaust-
ed every commonplace subterfuge in vain,
became more than ever set on a converea-
tional victory, and racked his brains for
ideas. Meantime his eyes fell into a habit
of straying to the copper and bronze
glory under the big hat across the aisle,
and his fingers, itching, for his brushes,
contented themselves with sketches drawn
surreptitiously on letters and cuffs.

Two hours passed. MecGregor had set-
tled into a steady depression. The wind
had been rising fast and the rain came
in gushes and torrents. He listened to
the monotonous roar of it on the car|
roof until he saw that it was “drawing
oblique lines on a certain window not far
away making a new background for” a

| INHERIT

le Fergusor Knighl:

does. He said so
that it doesn’t look half so bad near to.
Any way you're lots nicer than Sychee.
You wouldn’t
that, would you?
“Did she break her promise?”’ ques-
tioned Mary senior with unwise curi-
osity.
“Why, don’t you know? About the cun-
ning little boy who liked her, oh, aw-
fully, and they
promised never
day he was so mice she forgot and she|
broke her promise and—and he just b]e\vi

parted for mew
McGregor with

hand.

“Thanks. It

demure glance
and with a s

until his raids

unaware.

Gregor. For h

an old problem

of his conflict.

rushing train
jerks, slowing

sible disaster.
past.
At a run he
vindow, on to
“Rails gone,”

out.”

ing of
threatened,

growing joy?
He returned

lights were ga
fresh from the
vainly for one

sure, until a li
and he started

posed enough,
bronze braids

was clinging to
child with the

shook McGrego

repeated her g
“What is it?

profile and a hat. After that he under-
stood that rain had its uses.

And as he looked through half closed
eyes a wee mite of a girl crossed his‘

line of vision, a round little maid in white | much dishevelled. It required several min- ' ernor had been one of the chrew | 4 :
; o i < i \ ad bee e rewdest | nunciation means.” sl s k it if v ‘ the window,
muslin, whose pudgy, white spockxnged legs| yfes to still her sobs, and then her new!men in the street. It ceems so out ofi° “Your father never gue my exile. Let me keep it if you can. : )
danced up and down the aisle regardless!found friend turned again to McGregor. | keeping with everything.”

of possible bruises. McGregor, itching for|
something to do, won her devotfon by
carving an arrow from a toothpick, a
feat he enlivened by the tale of Cupid
and Psyche adapted to the mental require-
ments of a maiden of tender years. Thel
story finished, she veceived the arrow in|
stony silence and after a moment she
took to the floor with a sigh.

“Is that all?”’

“That was the last of Cupid,” McGregor
corrected unfeelingly.

Another silence. Then:— ‘Will it hurt
much?”’ she demanded.

“Hurt? How?”

“When I stick it in, you know,” illus-
trating with the arrow. “T’'m going to be
Cupid.”

“Depends upon the afflicted party,”
laughed McGregor, much amused. “Who's
to be stuck this time?”

“Why, her, you know,” pointing with
stubby finger across the aisle, ‘“the one|

perhaps more.

He was smiling, jubilant. She turned,
repeated his words comfortingly to the could understand that infatuation;. perhaps! thing out pretty 1 i S

5 ; i : ) pretty thoroughly, but until last|pept your watch— erhaps you guessed

mother of the child, a young woman, | because I never saw her, but the gov-!night I never began to know what re- th'l\)t I had it? It is gn i EHVQ to take into turned slowly

“Wha s 4 A Vi . W 2 = =
What a mercy it was not worse. she Outsiders never can understand such af-: “He would have been the last one to have| jng into a city where you have no friends, | her eves

said.

“Merey? The biggest piece of luck that voice.
ever fell my way,” he laughed boyishly.| *“Well, perhaps you're right. The factleft her to me. There the story begins!cour grip is forwarded

“Think of it!
nothinz to spoil

He stopped, laughing aloud again to cover|sing.”

the omission.

¢ 1 ’ i -az | risi . ig ste strais A 1 «
Hush!” she warned him, for other eyes|rision now, and his mstener straightened! *He was the best and the most unselfish | jjeve that you will be the inspiration for|

were watching.

ultation was questionable.  She turned | his story to notice. | “You mean he deserves something better

and, lifting the

her shoulder as she moved down the

aisle:—

“Very sad, indeed,” agreed her audience,
and then, involuntarily, she lifted her eyes
lto meet the dark ones across the coach.
Instantly each turned to contemplate the
drenched landscape through opposite win-
dows. The little maid babbled on, but her
listener had become inattentive, and after
awhile she scrambled to her feet and de-

Nevertheless her mission had borne fruit.
an open magazine into the stranger’s

“That’s an awfully good article on Crus-
tacea,” he offered at random.

tive, but I suppose it’s timely,” with a

Gregor advanced along this paper paved
pathway to his doom. His inventiveness
developed marvellously during the next
few hours. A long list of exigencies
drew him across the aisle again and again,

ill disguised amusement to his fellow
travellers, an interest in his destiny of
which McGregor was fortunately blissfully

But when the berths had been made
up and silence had settled upon the sleep-
ers,, slumber forsook the eyelids of Mec-

turning and twisting and struggling with

a score of times before, but that had as-
sumed new difficulties to-night and that
refused to be solved while the rain thun- : » ‘

dered on the roof and the rattle of iron 13 X by e A ‘ R . : i A > : y $
and steel wove their strength into the web : : G ; % ¥ Ve ; g ; AT e .4 o '

So it was that when, near dawn, the

and snorting under the pressure and
whistle of the brakes, McGregor was the
first of the passengers on his feet, the
first to wrench open the door and to
dash out into the drenching gloom when
the train was still. Lights were moving
about far ahead, uncanny fireflies of pos-

through the darkness and .the wi.nd, high
and strong, tore at his clothes as it howled

anxious face was outlined -in the small

terns moving about something in advance.

E ssed swiftly from mouth to . ; - A
mglil&l w;;g %;c(;regor azfz’er the first feel-|she was willed to his care. The will read( “You cannot understand. The money$®
' relief that mno loss of life was something like this:—To my son I leave| comes, unfortunately, without any condi-

emiled in the di;k;\eﬁ ;m(tl] my wife, feeling sure that in remembrance | tion, so that the possible escape of refus-
folded his arms as if he would hold 1as of me he will care for her interests and|ine the legacy and so esca ing the en-
something precious. He looked with amage- | cherish her as I would have done, at any cugmbrance gis 3icnied him.” 5

ment upon his fellows, now constantly ar-|gsacrifice of time or personal plans.
riving with turned up collars and slouched| “But 1 do not understand.”
hats, each of whom seemgd to po?ﬂ??_ an| “That's just it. I want you to under-1 gyerbright and parted lips and neither

amazing variety of descriptive adjectives|stand. It will be some .small comfort| oticed that she had t,or;1 the fim . g . looked away a moment
and forcible vex_‘bs. He had no part or|when you are gone'— _He checked him- r;lask from his story. imsy | return no more. IFrom time o e -

pa!jeel mhh their regrets. Had not the] self. He had known this woman but a| “That is my temptation,” he replied | {1 girl wh t $31 in 4k ite
golid earth moved aside to prolong his|gcant twenty-four hours? And yet the|gpimly. the girl who sat so still in the oppost

left it, on a run. Within,fthe women | of his Rresent.
were huddled in the aisle, a few wringing| She turned to his a face that moved| « b har ; - :

their  hands and moaning, while Tthe hi;n curiously. Hard! The hardest thing I ever tackled | ;34 become her assiduous slave. When
stronger few strove to offer comfort. The| “I want to hear it all—every word,”|gome hard problems alone there in the|,nd brought that smiling henchman and

<hadows on white lipped faces. MecGregor, | that the car—or the planet—held aught brought his clenched fist down up. on the|pcld her silent so Tone sud timidly asked

him. He noticed that her face was ghast-|ond time, before he could remember an- - 5
. 1 ! , . : n-| much you will want that thing, and yet|fergit number seben.  Yaas 'm, he ma
ly, though che seemed quiet and . com-; other father, and whose mother died in{{o have to turn away without making the be%m de train; coulditt rightly syay. Yan);

against the black gown that, opened an|iellow ever knew. I cannot explain the| «g e . o : : :
: g impe ite ! i e ut why not make the—the effort? The interminable evening was over at
%ol ¢ must, bave known the man to have under-| gpreading her face. “This—this woman | quent talk and the continual recurrence of

sleepy misery, and one arm encircled the

a glance at his face she withdrew her|quiet in her place beside him. When he |y, i is is 3 i 1
3 roice was ste ‘ ; : \by telling her she is a regular nuicance;cyadow of the curtains, where no alien managed at last
eyes, though her volce W85 steady as she spoke again the emotion had passed. | { have a little loyalty left for him. But e\‘::; could see, she tore open the envel-

“No, only a ‘.V*‘Sh"“t; but the bridge is} West to make his fortune, just like alright to anything that will mean home| jhruptly:—
gone and we will be delayed some hours, | real story, you see. The older man after| or happiness;. That I.must travel from . )‘I“"Il‘llleyl‘murs have brought decision and

mamma don’t like red hair. But he

. I'm going to tell mamma

break your promise like

’

were so happy, ‘cause she
to look at him. But onet

away and mnever came back. That man

said so0.”

fields ot conquest.

renewed hardihood thrust

looks dreadfully instruc-

at the dripping window,
igh of thanksgiving Mec-

had become a matter of

ours he lay broad awake,

that he had thrashed “out

suddenly drew breath in
in shrieks and quivering

Unseen voices ghouted

: : 3 .\ﬁ“ e SRy
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passed the cab, where an|

the group of men and lan- SHE i
THE, FAINT
IN HER EVE

said a voice. “Bad wash-

)

“You anticipate refusal?”’ She turned
swiftly and searched his face with eyes

, and then her eyes
came back steadily. “Now, don’t inter-
rupt, but listen. I want you to tell him
that I vefuse to permit him to serve as.
trustee—positively. Oh, it doesn’t in the
least matter what the law says; I refuse,
and you must fix it somehow. Let him
take the old money -or anything else—T'll
work hard”’—this with another nod—‘be-'
fore T will submit to any dictates of the
law on this subject. My mind is made
up. I happen to know that to serve as ex-'

evidences of his thoughtfullness reached

parting from her, inevitable as he knew|® «Qp. is it so—so hard?” He did not see section; chin on hand, her unseeing eyes
to the sleeper as he had'it to be, had become the absorbing dread il ! ; on the countly that flew, all blurred, past

1 th? light d.‘ s Oub. of the eager face as he|per window. Charlie, the porter, touched
apswered bitterly:— with a new and unmistakable enthusiasm,

in all my life, and 1 thought I had struck | ;fter weary waiting night had fully come

rish and cast unpleasant|she said softly. And forthwith both forgot| iy West. None like this—ever!” and he|per supper, she forgot the pride that had

darkness, dazzled, sought|but their two selves : « : : : 3
7 i il . e e cushioned arm. To give up everything| fo: th vho had sent it ecutor or trustee—or whatever you legalt
whom he longed to reas “Perhaps it wilk seem commonplace| just now. To wait and watch and want "L{-ﬂ(;':ne,r:] ‘he 1done gor;e fur a walk people call it—would mean a terrible sac-

: ¢ rifice to him.’ Oh, I have it on the best au-.

ht touch fell on his arm ! er » skt e : . J !
: sudugh” be bopmn. LB U SO R LEM o EE day, every hour, |jong 'n mornin’—can’t say the hour. zactly,

at finding her close beside| tiny lad whose mother had married a sec-|and to realize from the very first how it he caution me mighty hatd not ter| thority, and he shall not be sacrificed. He

has heard somewhere that I sing, and he
hates the stage as much as—as—he does’

and he saw too, that the a few short years, leaving that boy to the b 'S W . : , ’s i rejudiced, a
hung lustrous and heavy | care of the best friend a fatherless little :ﬁl;l}:szoegsrrtd"fo gt i Uhats wherll e 2“ he. do be, a”berry nice gem'men, he Icr:; &h,a}‘:‘?{;”l;or:ggiieggé can:i’ingid]?’e'.‘
me Her eyes were softly pathetic. “Anyway,
be sent straight home an soon as
he comes, and he must never see me—,
never, you understand, never, never, for—
well, it doesn’t matter why, but he!
mustr’t,” and the firelight shone warm om

her skirts, whimperin in' atood, but# they w Lo
motherliness that womeh'can never forget.” ihhfﬂhe "Ll hever Bnow. The ' | opened to admit—every one but the one
5 x : gOVernor | who never came. Bedtime at last, and, as

know. A throb, half pain; half pleasure,| He stopped abruptly with knitted brows, | trusted me with his dearest treasure 0 she drew curtains, Charlie, looking very | her cheek.

“Wait, wait a moment.”” The lawyer
to stop her after several
vain attempts. ‘There is some mistake,

uestion:— «Well”’—he drew a deep breath—“the.I want you to know that I cannot|gpe and scarcely saw the greenback that for this gentleman has been with me for

Any one hurt?”’ boy, grown to be a man himself, went:do, that—that I have no future, N0/ futtered to her lap. The * note began | some time and I have heard nothing of:
sacrifice or refusal. Let me present him—

Mns. Malvern, Mr. MecGregor.”

She did not ‘move or speak at once, and;
the eyes raised to the lawyer’s wore the
panic and fright of a child. Then she
toward the great desk near
where a tall man stood sil-
houetted against the light. A fleeting
she cast in that direction, and then
‘ and the toe of her boot were busy
and it will be a comfort to me to feel sure| tracing the big medallion in the carpet.

“Perhaps. But he loved her, and he|that you will not be inconvenienced until{ And during that long moment the cheer-
i | ful crackle of the fire was the only sound

A day, perhaps two, and | remains, and the worst part of it all isa , e |
el oy | i : % 4 e i s;and ends. «] cannot trust myself to see you again. | in the room. Then Mr. Goddard pushed
the hours or drag you”’—— that the poor little. fool thinks she can, As he turned to look at her he was|fy new strength is none too freat. TH is| back a chair noisily and coughed, the man

| surprised to see a hot tear roll unheeded | ot easy to go without a word. It is im-|at the window came forward and the

to cover his de-!dow > cheek i 3 : b o roic
niiet cover his de-| down her cheek. | possible to go without asking you to be-; woman found her voice.
“Qh, ves; co this is my stepson,” she

r as he looked, but after;and his companion sat very still and | cherish, and do you suppose 1 shall begin | jmportant, and a note. Sitting in the

|

a time remarried”’—his lip curled—“a | place to place, dangli : :
: 7" el » to place, dangling at her stage struck| ¢o}f-abasement. It was cowardly to rest
mere child, they tell I confess I never: heels! I thought I had thrashed this ‘:m' str:mglc on your shou]ders: 1 have

ssed what this| T have dared to encloge something that
said, spiritedly || peg you to use, as 1 fear you may be go-| glance

1
| could mean to you,” she

fairs,” she reminded him in a muffled | accepted it had he known.”
|

There was no

and his ill disguised CX’;PCFCODtibly, but he was too absorbed in|man that ever lived,” she said brokenly.| 1l that is good in the tite of | said with a pretty mervous laugh. “I did
Pt . e I ) ! > “A STRANGER.” inmt lnow that you were here.”

One night, more shan 3 your 280, the| than half-hearted service?” l Throughout the long night that followed ‘I seem to muddle things everywhere

governor was brought home to her help-| ‘“That, and more. He never counted the | it was the woman's turn to lie m\'nke——ulwr_\' thoroughly,” said McGregor. “‘But

less—apoplexy—a matter ol a few hours.' cost of service for duty. Oh!” passiom! \'igil(,&jlm never forgot—until the slow da\vn",you came in so quickly—so unexpectedly—

child, spoke to him over

In the morning it will not all scem QO\ And here we come around again to the ately, “why are loyalty and fidelity co| creeping into the section showed the crum-! I had .not the least idea you were”—

dreadful perhaps,” she said, and his face!beginning of the story. The governor left| hard to tind?”

fell.

But the morning brought only more|to my friend. his son, you see.”

rain and the
rough voiced c

'3 : d letter she held tightly clas ol in heed ¥ T know,” she assured him. “It
iihc gule S that stage it (L o m——l He deew o deep breath. His i ki"'i{;zx‘x;ld.l.t’l"llen, with nogcmyfusion‘ to herald | doesn’t mater at all”—with an airy ges-

dled. - its coming, the limited drew inio the | ture of toleration. “Indeed, it will make
[And Guat b to be my answer?” he said. | Grand Central and Charlie’s voice was at it all the easier, perhaps, to absolve you
his face working with pain, desire and a|the curtain. Dressing  hastily, the girl | from your duties.”

wrecking train, with its| “Yes, yes. Well?” Her interest hurried |
rew. After breakfast Mc-| him.

Gregor shamelessly crossed the aisle. “The governor had bound himself to fur-| sudden strength. “I have told you the!left her own dleeper, and,. with a fu.fziti\'oi ] refuse absolution,” I et with

«Turn me out when I have bored you|iher her ridiculous ambition—you know | story and you Kave seen only the puling
, o o 3
to death,” he haa the grace to tell her,|{how a designing woman can manage such ' fool, but”

glance at the unoccupied section, entered | a faint smile,
cab and was whirled away into thc'l «But T insist.” This with much hauteur.

a

you look at so much. You said Sychee’s; “ g i . i is firs : Xorrly s+ must Bave be 3 e k .

L E A bohe e ff)r I "xm lﬂ{e t.he youth with his first tlxmga 80 A(lle\ul_‘. and 1vrnnst liave been| A little sprite in white muslin danced ! early morning mist. Mec(iregor bent nearer. «T wrote you my

r was like that. Is her name Sychee, toast, who discovered that the more hejthis ambition that he meant when he!into the secti 2id o 5 | ; : = R . iy y

to0?”’ | talked the more he had to say After|csid ‘to further her interests/’ e $ o U gection and cried autocratically,| A half hour later €he was set down.inj-decision, have you forgotten?’ he said.
e il Pt O further Bek ste, don't you|“] want that story mnow, pleasc. You | Washington square betore one of the red| Instantly the hand that. she had half

bl 5 P shi | the 2 . Ao R | B A s B d 5 g
Probably,” sad the unblushing Mec- | that nothing but heroic means and an-|cee? My friend must henceforth serve as| promised.” She pushed and jostled them|and white voliox. of early New York. She' raised to her breast St s and she

Gregor, concealing a grin.

The messenger of the gods did not
tarry nor wait. Straight across the aisle
she marched to lean in fascinating per-
suasion against the stranger’s knee. Me-
Gregor saw thé welcoming smile and, in
spite of carefully inculcated principles
deliberately listened.

“Wot's your name?”’ demanded Five
Years Old.

“Mary Mmm”—— McGregor leaned for-
ward, but just too late to catch the syl-
lables.

“AMy name’s Mary, too.” The elder Mary
picked up her namesake and cuddled her,
while she ‘murmured something that her
guest evidently appreciated, for she be-
came at once voluble. ““That man over

6 forward the valise, if found, to its des-
tination, and meantime perhaps she knew;

there said your name was Sychee, cause

cho had red hair just like yours. My

cient eggs could stop him.”

“But I have
have diffidence,’
be honest and
have come to fi

“May I tell

mush clated to find the long sought op- The girl turned with some impatience’ for?”

portunity open
I mean. It's a

most curious thing—he had a stepmother | compensation for such a service. I’'m crying for—for—happiness,” she | stretched hands.

willed to him.
She moved as

ffer ¢ 1 iscomic soften ! - g e i . i
buffer to ward off all discomfort, to soiten) apart and climbed to a place betweon| brushed past the man at the door with | spoke angrily to cover her confusion.

no more missiles than you v as rovernor woul re | T : - 4 e : : ' £ : 3
e told lim. “WH }r,\ i f%‘: her dslt)ll“ P{?‘f‘” " e ‘Z.h?“a dfl'”}(‘f‘th(\m. She gazed from face to face with|scant ceremony andl with the lcertainty/ off | 1f you will mot tesigh you shall be dis-
dinit . h y not|the inevitable mm'mm nents an A“nl-» a vague questioning in her own and put upia frequent guest. | missed,” she told him. :

l(it l:: &;Ls,?,?e that you|ures. F olr. this fen}(" 'h((*)\vmust' ”'”_C"l‘i‘cc one chubby hand to touch the woman’s| “No, Stevens, 1 Encw the way. Mr. God-| “¥on haye been willed to me,” retorted
g Y K every ambition of his own, every hope| cheelk. { dard is in the library, of course? He ex-| McGregor with irritating tranquility. She

“Why, you're crying,” she said. “What | pects me.” turned upon him then with passionate re-
She pushed open the inner door as he! bellion-in her voice.

MecGregor fled. The gir! looked at the|spoke and entered. A round faced, white “Oh, can't you sce how humiliated Y
,\\'l:iuknmd man rose to meet her with out- ; should be—how unhappy? 1 will not be so
2 . [y culous. will not. at sha v
. : . “He did; that’s just the trouble,” said | whispered with a broken sob, as ¢he| “Here you are at last,” he began gcn.zlt.l:hlu:}ll::x \.3“ ‘}:\(1\‘,‘1(;”,\(\11‘1}) ,l::dlllwl :2:1
if startled, but did not lift | McGregor bluntly. drew the litle guest close and kissed her. | ially, but “she stopped him. | change your absurd determination?” ;

you a story?’ he offered, | he has,” and he laughed mirthlessly.

go easily; ‘“‘a true story, toward the window.
bout a fellow I know. Al “The older man should have left a huge| child with quivering face.

her eyes f¥-om some bits of paper she “'ﬂs‘i “Trouble?”’ She steadied her \‘”i.(‘(‘ and About noon the rain ceased, though the! ‘*‘Don’t say a word, please. I haven'’t a “'m a little afraid to tell you,” mur-
t._?‘!"ll‘?.g with s:trm‘m, suppl»‘ hl?gers. ia(ldvd_ “where does the trouble 1\(*?"l clouds etill hung low, heavily fr(»ip;h(od,!nmman I've lest my satchel and pocket- | murmed MeGregor'. /

, .mﬁ .sm‘v:\ds Amt}wr n}tvre.ﬁmg. But| He tul.”ned squarely at (h:xtland studied | but the wreckers toiled on inaomitably, | book and evervthing.” She nodded reas-| She drew away from him then and stood
\\_hy \\lllh’d ; qu _.-ho{ refuse to care ffl»r‘hel' profile as she ‘Cﬂ_m’d against the red{and before darkness had fallen the great| suringly in answer to his gasp of astonish-!looking long into the fire, which in turn
him \\'}tlxou‘t explicit m:‘;tru«tmrl‘k or did | velvet cushion, and for a moment there | express, shorn of its proud record, had | ment. “Yesx. yes, U'll wll» vou all about itjtum-lx(:l that glorious ]mill‘ to gold, save
he resist Fauntelroy costumes? i | was a hard oleam in his eves. He stran- started once more on its journey East. | in a minute, but now [ must be quick. )[r\i where the coftpln'm\‘ns and purplg:‘s‘!;(\:trlt;:((l

“Neither. It

He was considerably older than she, and had changed when se spoke again. section. McGregor had disappeared to' —I don’t know how soon, and—and”’—she

was the other way round.;gled it with a strong hand, but his voice Inside the coach there was one empty | Malvern’s stepson will be here any moment | in the shadows. At length she moved and
] (Continued on page 7, fifth column.*
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