"l don't know why you don’t marry
he said slowly. *‘You probab; »
ill. Then you 2will settle in the sub
rbs, and you will join the golf club, and
be mothers' club, and the Episc opal
harch, and have a front lawn. '

‘Aod a little lamp with a red shadet'’
“‘No

He tried to pierce the darkness,

""Please. no. Not *the little lamp with
he red shade, "’

“And it 1s for that 1| would not marry
im
The sentence rang in his ears as they sat
& minute in dangerous ‘silence. There
as a cry for mercy in it, a plea, a wealth
love, but he heard it only taintly as one
tches & strain of distast music on a
reeze. and so he listened to hear it again

16 8at immovable in the shadow strangely
uddled up,
8 “‘Helen!"" he cried

He spoke as if into a dark room,
M she was there,
Y 'Yes, Paul
¥ It came as softly as the whisper of a rose
’Jnf to the south wind. He seated bimself
"’ the floor near her Turk fashion.
2 ‘‘Helen, will you let me dream—here—a
Boment '’
he drew a quick deep breath spasmodic
y. Her face burned till it ached. In
r effort to keep back the stifled cry in
r beart she grew dizzy. He groped for
r hand, found it and closed over it. It
S & very warm little hunp, and
nched
hus they sat for an eternity, and what
h dreamed then became forever u burn
part of their lives They remembered
8 & wan born blind, permitted to view
BOTgeous sunset Lefore sealing his eyes
in and forever » might remember,
tap at the door broke the spell and
ght them *o their feet. It was the
er bearing a telegram.
he boy said it way ve
they sent him from
b

not sure

it was

ry important, sir,
your house here

en he went out.

len drew back to the piano where she
t find support and watch him,

aring it open, he read it, and as he
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did so his eyes kindled with a
that made her tremble,

He straightened as a soldier at commmand
of his officer,

mad light

“Listen!”" he exclaimed, turning to- “‘
wards her: {
**Can you start tomorrow for the Balk
ans? Wire at once!"’
It was from his old weekly ‘I must
leave to night! Ob, it's bully! The big
Balkans— the fighting—the picturesque

ness! 1 can see those mountains now!"’

He talked like a schoolboy rather than a
man who had besn a

dozen times on simi
lar assignments,

It was “this enthasiasm
they paid him for and

it was the “Wap.
aerlast.’
“John! John! ' he shouted. **Where s
that butlery Nevergmind I'll wire from the
hotel 1"’
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