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always liked Grace. Wo wont tof school to-

gether. At first she said she liked mo too.
Then she said she didn't, and I began to
find out how much "

He stopped abruptly. Bert had risen and
had stepped down hurridly to meet a woman
that had turned in towards the house. Joe
saw the woman's face and he heard her.

'My baby," she said, "My baby. O

Bert, can you come. She is she is dying
and I'm all alone."

She clutched Bert's arm. "Will you
come?" she demanded. Bert answered
quickly, "Yes."

The woman was gone and Bert was in the
house speaking to her mother. Joe stood a
moment on the step and walked with Bert up
the street. When Bert turned to leave him
he held out his hand. His eyes looked
bright in the starlight.

''You are a good girl Bert," he said
slowly.

She shook her head and drew away. But
before she could leave, he bent his head over
her and kissed her impulsively on the cheek.
Bert reeled a little under nis kiss and stood
a moment to listen to his footsteps ringing
on the walk. Then she turned and went in.

She felt the woman put the little girl into
her arms, she half heard a hurried cxplana
tion about getting the doctor and she woke
to find herself alone with the child in her
arms dying, its mother had said.

Bert sat down whore the light from the
lamp fell on the blue little face that had
smiled up at her somotimes when she had
walked past. The childish little hand fell
back weakly against her broast. It seemed
a long time that she sat holding the child.
She listeued to its breathing. Why didn't
its mother come, and the doctor ? How still
it was! Its weight grew heavy on her breast
and choked her. It was dying. An hour
ago Joe had kissed her and now what did
a kiss matter? This was the only reality
this death. Love was a dream and this
was the waking. How would it all end ?

The child would die and Joe would love her.
O, if she had Joe with her now or if why

o

didn't thoy como? The child was so heavy.
It would die hero with her. She mustn't lot
it. Her mother she must got her mother.
She stood up wildly. The child om her arm
trembled.

Bert drew a hard breath. .There was

nothing to do till thoy came. She sat down

again and listened for the child's breathing.
There was none. The child had died in her
arm 8.

When the doctor came and the child's
mother, they found Bert sitting quietly hold-

ing the child and rocking it gently. Her
eyes were dry.

"It is dead," she told them apathetically
and let the doctor take it from the arms.
She roused herself when oho heard tho

mother crying. What ought to bo done ?

What must she do? Her first thought was
of her mother.

The rest of the night was long for Bert.
Her mother tried to make Bert go homo and
sleep, but Bert would not go. She helped
her mother dreBS tho child for burial and sat
for a little while by it. Her mother was
talking to tho other mother. She felt
irritated when she heard them crying. Sho
did not feel like crying, and it had died on
her arm. She wanted to think.

So sho left them and went into tho dark
front room. They could call her if thoy
needed her. She aat by the window whore
sho could sec tho stars fade in the light of

morning. Sho heard the spring night-win- d

and tho rustling of the trees. She thought
of tho littlo dead thing lying in tho other
room, of the kiss on her cheek, tho weight
over hor heart. She thought it all out and
when morning came she told herself that Joe
did not lovo her. There was no love in the
kiss he had given hor. Ho may have thought
so but there wasn't. And what ho had
started to say was best loft unsaid.

Sho took up her day's work wearily.
Things had changed so! nothing seemod real.
Sho could not work steadily. Hor head
ached and hor eyes hurt. At ton o'clock
sho sat at her desk with her head down on
her arm. There was a confused sound of


