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T was melodrnma, wasn't 1€Y' she
sald.  He langhod, but she ghook her
bend,

“Purest comedy,” he said gayly, “ex.

copt your part of it. You shouldn't have
done I This ovening was not arranged
In heaor of “visiting ludies’  But you
mustn’t think we o comedian, Traly, 1
didn't plan i, My friend from Six
Crossroads st e given the eredit of
Aevising the seene, though you divined
‘t“‘

“It wans n little oo pleturesgue, |
think. 1 know phout Six Crossronids,
FPlease tell me what you menn to doe,™

“Nothing, What should 17"

*YNou mean that you will keep on let-
ting them shoot e you untll they —antil
you” She stroek the bench angrily
with her b,

“There’s no stnner thester in Six
Crosseomids, There's not oven o chinreh,
“l!.\ shouldn' l|h'_\' " he asked ErAVEe.
Iy, “Pbariong the long and tedious even-
Ings 10 cluvers the poor Crossroader’s
soul 1o drap over here and take o shot
ot me. 11 owhiles away dull eare for
Bim, ol e bas the additionn] exerclse
of running all the way bone,”

“ALI she eried indignantly, “They
told e you always naswered Hke this”

“Well, yousee. the Crossroads efforts
bhave proved so thoroughly hygienie for
me, As a patrfot T have sometimes felt
extreme mortification that such bad
marksmnship should exist In the conn-
ty, but | cousole myself with the
thought that their best shots are, un-
bappily, in the penitentinry.’”

“There awre many left. Can’t you un-
derstand that they will organize again
and come In a body, as they did before
you broke them up’t And then, if they
coine on o night when they know yon
are wandering out of town"—

“You have not hnd the advantage of
an Intimate study of the most exelusive
people of the Crossronds, Miss Sher-
womdl. There are about thirty gentle-
men who remgin in that neighborhood
while their relatives sojourn under dls-
cipline. It you hLad the entree over
there, you would understind that these
thirty couhil not gather themselves into
a company umd mareh the seven miles
without physical debate in the ranks,
They are not precisely aminble prople,
even among thetselves, They would
quariel and shoot one nnother to pleces
long before they got here

“But they worked in
once."”

“Nover for seven miles. Four miles
was thelr radins.  Five woull see them
all dewd.”

She struck the beneh again, “Oh, you
laugh at me! You make a joke of your
own life and death and laugh ot every-
thing. Have five years of lattville
taught you to do that¥”

“I laugh only at taking the poor
Crossronders too seriously. 1don’t lnugh
at your running into fire to Lelp a fel-
low mortal.”

“I knew there wasn't any risk, [
knew he had to stop to load before he
shot again”

“He did shoot again. If 1 bhad known
you before tonight, 1"— His tone
changed, and he spoke gravely., “I am
at your feet in worship of your divine
phllanthropy. It's so much finer to risk
your life for a stranger than for a
friend.”

“That Is g man's point of view, isn't
ity

“You risked yours for a man you had
never seen before,”

“Ob, no. 1 saw you at the lecture. 1
heard you fntroduce the Hon, Mr. Hal-
loway."

“Then T don't understand your wish-
ing to save me”

ghe smiled unwillingly and turned her
gray eyes upon him with troubled sun-
niness, and under the sweetness of her
regard he set a watch upon his lips,
though he knew it would not avail him
long. He had driveled along respect-
ably so far, he thought, but he had the
sentimental longings of years, starved
of expression, culminating in his heart.
8he continued to look at him wistfully,
searchingly, gently. Then her eyes trav-
eled over his big frame, from his
shoes (a patch of moonlight fell on
them; they were dusty; he drew them
under the bench with a shudder) to his
broad shoulders (he shook the stoop out
of them). Bhe stretehed her small white
hands toward him and looked at them
in contrast and broke into the most de-
Melous low luugliter in the world. At

a  company

worthless,
uteg till he should present bimself to

her eyes us a sentimental and suscep-
tible tmbecile. He knew it. He was in
wild spirits.

“Oo you renlize that one orf your
dang ¥ might be a shaking?" sl.Jg
eried. *'Is your scrlousness u lost art?
Her laughter ceased suddenly. “Ah,
po! 1 understand Thiers sald th.a

Freneh laah alwaye in order not to
weep, [ haven't lived here five years.
1 shonld langh, too, If T were you."

“Look ot the moon,” he responded. |
“We Plattvillians own that with ﬂw'l
best of metropolitans, and, for my part,
1 see more of it here.  You do not ap-
preciate us, We have large landscapes
in the heart of the city, and what other |
capital has advantages like that? Next I'
winter the railway station i8 to have a
pew stove for the walting room, Heayv-
en itself Is one of onr suburbs-it is so
eloge that all one has to do is to die.
You insist upon my being French, you
gee, and 1 know you are fond of non- |
pense,  IHow did you happen to put
The Walrus and the Corpenter” at the
bottom of a page of Fisbee's nofes?”

“Was 1t? How were you sure it was
n

“In Carlow county!”

“Iie might have written It himself.”

SRishee has never in his life read
anvihing lghter than cupeiform in-
seriptions.”

*“Niss Briscoe"—

“8he doesn't rend Lewls Carroll, nudl
ft wus not her hand. What made you
write it on Fighee's manusceript?”

“He was  here this  afternoon. 1|
tensed him a little about your heading
in the Hernld —'Businesg and the Cra- |
dle, the Altar and the Grave,” isn't it?,
=and he said it had always tronbled |
him, but your predecessor had used ir.l
and you thought It good, 8o do 1. He

asked me if 1 could think of anything
that you wight like better and put in
place of it and T wrote ‘The Time HHas
Come,” because It was the only thing
I could think of that was as appropri-
ate and as fetehing as your headlines,
He was perfectly dear about it. He
wiax 80 serious, He said he feared it
wouldn’t be aceeptable. 1 didn't notice
thut the paper he handed me to write
on was part of hils notes; nor did he, 1
think. Afterward he put it back in his
pocket. 11 wasn't o messapge,”

“I'm not so sure he did not notice,
He is very wise. Do you know, I bhave
the lmpression that the old fellow
wanied me o meet you,”

“How dear and good of him!" She
spoke earncstly, and her face was suf-
fused with a warm light, There was
no doubt about her meaning whint she
Buid.

“It was” John auswered unsteadily.
“He knew hiow great was my newd of
a few minutes ('olu]mIl!c'llmhlvllvssI
with—with™-

“No,” she interrputed. “T meant dear
and good to e, 1 think he was think-
Ing of me. It was for my sake he!
winted us to meet,”

It wmight have been hard to convinee
a woman If she had overheard this
speech that Miss Sherwood’s hamility
was not the calenlated anffectation of §
coquette.  Nometimes a4 man's unsus-
plelon is wiser, and Harkless Knew |
that she was not flirting with him. In!
addition, he was not a fatuous man;
he did not cxtend the implication of
her words nearly so far as she would
have had him.

“But I had wet you,” said he, “long

“What!" she cried,
danced. “You actually remembor?’

“Yes, Do you?' he answered, *“I
stood in Jones' field and heard you
singing, and I remembered. It was a
long time since I had heard you sing:

“I was a rufMler of Flanders
And fought for a florin's hire,

You were the dame of my captain
And sang to my heart's desire, '

“But that is the balladist's notion.
The truth Is that ycu were a lady at
the court of Clovis, and I was a heath-
en captive. 1 heard you sing n Chris-
tlun bymn and asked for baptism.”

Bhe did not seem overpleased with'
his fancy, for, the surprise fading from
her face, “Oh, that was the wuy you
rememberad,” ghe sald.

“Perhaps it was not that way alone,
You won't desplse me for being mawk-l
ish tonight?' he asked. “I baven't had
the chance for so long.”

The night alr wrapped them warmly,
and the balm of the little breezes that

and her cyes

stirred the foliage around them was
the smell of damask roses from the
garden. The creek splashed over the
pebbles at their feet, and a drowsy
bird, half wakened by the moon, eroon-
ed languorously in the sycamores 'The
girl looked emt at the sparkling water
through downcast lashes. “lIs it be-

cause it 1
this be knew the wateh on his lips was -' $ %0 trapnsient thag beauty Is

It was a guestion of min-

pathetic,"” she sald, “because we can
never come back to It In quite the
same way? I am a sentimental girl,
If you are horn so it I8 never entirely
teased out of you, Is it? Besldes, to-
night is all a dresin. It Isn't real, you
know. You couldn't be mawkisn.”

Her tone was gentle as a caress, and
it made him tingle to his finger tips.
“How do you know?" he asked,

“l just know. Do you think I'w

very bold and
dreamily

“It was your song 1 wanted to be
sentimental about, 1 am ke one *who
through long days of toll' only that
doesn't quite apply-—and nights devoid
of ease) but I ean’t claim that one
doesn’t &leep well hiere; it is Plativille's
speclalty ~lke one who

Y8l heard in his goul the music
Of wonderful melodios, ™

forward?" she said

*Yes," shie answered, “to come hoere
and to do what yon have done and to
Uve thils Isolnted villuge e that wust
be so desperately drey and dull for a
man of your sort, amd yet to have the
kind of heart that makes wooderful
melodies sing in itself—ob,” she eried,
“1 say that is fine!”

“You do not understand,” he return
ed sadly, wishing before her to be un
mercifully just to himself, I cenme
here because 1 couldn't make a Hving
anywhere else,  Amd the *‘wonderful
melodies' 1 have only known you one
evening—and the melodios™ He rose
to hix feet and took o few steps toward
the gurden,
take you back. Let us go before 1
He finished with o helpless langh,

Bhe stood by the beneh, one hand
resting on it,  8he stood all In the
tremulant  shadow,  Bhe moved one
step toward him, and a single long
gliver of light plerced the syveamores
and fell upon her head, e gasped,

“What was it about the melodies?*
ahe said,

“Nothing. 1 don't know how to thank
you for thiz evening that you have giv-
en me. 11 suppose you are leaving to-
morrow. No one ever stays here, 17—

“What ahout the melodies?™

He gave it up. “The moon makes peo-
ple insane!” he eried,

“If that is true, then you need not he
more afvald than I, beenuse ‘people’ is
plural. What were you <aying about”—

“1 had heard them—in oy heart,
When 1 heard your volee tonlght 1
knew that % was you who sang them
there, had been singing them for me al-
wiays'"

S8R0l she eried gayly. “All that de
bate about a pretty speech!™  Then,
glnking before him in o courtesy, “I am
beholden to you,” she sald, “Do you
think no man ever made a little fat-
tery for me before tonight?!

At the edge of the orchard, where
they could keep an unseen wateh on the
garden and the bank of the creek, Judge
Briscoe and Mr. Told were ensconced
under an apple tree, the former still
armed with his shotgun.,
young people got up from their bench,
the two men rose hastlly, then sannter-
ed slowly toward them. When they
met, Harkless shook each of them cor-

dially by the hand withont seeming to
know it.

“We were coming to look for you,"
explained the judge,  “Willinm  was
afrald to go howe alone ~thought some
one wmight take him for Mr. Harkless
and shoot him before he got into town,
Can you vome out with Willetts in the
morning, Harkless,” he wont on, “and
go with the young ladies to see the
parade? Amd Minnie wants you to stay
to dinner and go to the  how with them
in the afternoon.”

Hurkless seized his hand and shook it
and then lnnghed heartily as he aceept-
ed the invitation.

At the giate Miss Rherwood extendsd
ber bhand to him aml =ald politely,
while mockery shone from hep eyes:
“Good night, Mr. Harkless, 1 do not
leave tomorrow. I am very glad to have
met you." ;

“We are going to keep her all sum-
mer, if we ean,” sald Minnie, weaving
her arm anbout her friend’'s walst,
“You'll come in the wmoming "

“Good night, Miss Sherwood,” he re-
turned hilariously. “It has been such
a pleasure to meet yon. Thank you so
much for saving my life. It was very
good of you, indeed, Yes; in the morn-
ing. Good night, good night” He
shook hunds with all of them, Includ-
fng Mr. Todd, who was going with him.
He laughed all the way home, and Wil-
Itam walked at his gide in amazement,

The Herald building was a decrepit
frame structure on Main street. It
had once been a small warehouse and
was now sadly in need of paint. Close-
Iy adjoining it, In a large, blank looking
yard, siood a low brick cottage, over
which the gecond story of the o'd ware-
bouse leaned in an effect of tipsy af-
fection that had reminded Harkless,
when he first saw it, of an old Bunday
school book woodeut of an incbriated
parent under convoy of a devoted child,
The title to these two bulldings and
the blank yard had been included in
the purchase of the Herald, and the
cottage was the editor's home.

There was a light burning upstairs
in the Herald office, From the street
a broad, tumbledown stairway ran up
on the outside of the bullding to the
second floor, and at the stairway rall-
ing John turned and shook his com-
panion warmly by the hand.

“Good night, Willlam,” he sald. *“It
was plucky of you to join in that muss
tonight. 1 shan’t forget It.”

“]I jest happened to come along,” re-
plled the other awkwardly. Then,
with a portentous yawn, he asked,
“Aln't ye goin' to bed P*

“No; Parker wouldn't allow it."”

“Well,” observed Willlam, with an-
other yawn, which threatened to ex-
pose the veritable soul of him, *I
d'know how ye stand it. It's closte on
11 co'clock. Good night”

John went up the steps,
aloud—

singing

“Come he sald, “let me ' §

When the |

“For tonight we'll merry, marry be,
For tonight we'll merry, merry be”
and stopped on the sageing platform
at the top of the stalrs and gave the
moon good night with a wave of the
hand and friendly lnughter, At this it
suddenly struck him that he was twen-
ty-nine years of age and that he hod
Inughed o great deal that evening
lnughed and loughed over things not
In the least humorous, ke an excited
schoolboy making a first formal call;
that he had shaken hands with Miss
Briscoe whien he left her as if e should
never see hier againg that he had taken
Miss Rherwood's liand twice In one
very temporary parting; that he had
shaken the judge's hand five times and

Willlam's four,

“IAot!”™ e erled. “What has hap-
pencd to me?" Then he shook his fist
at the mwoon and went In to work, he
thought.

CHAITER V.

HE bright sun of eclrena day
<hone Into Harkless' window,
and hie awoke to fnd hiimself
smiling.  For n little while he

lay content, drowsily wondering why

he wgmibled, only knowing that there
wis something new. It was thus ns

a boy he had woakened on bicthday

mornings o on Chrigtmas or on the

 Fourth of July, dritting happily out of

, pleasant dreams into the consclonsness

| of iong nwalted delights that hind come

| true, yet lying only half awake In o
chiveriul lerland, leaving happiness

| undetined,

The merning breezse was fiuttering at
his window bllnd, a honeysuckle vine
tapped Hehily on the pane.  Birds were
trilling., warbling, whistling, and from
the street came the rumbling of wae.
ons, werry orvies of greeting amnd the
barking of dogs,  What was it nuide
bim rfeel so young and strong and Hght
hearted?  The breeze brought him the
smell of June roses, fresh and sweet
with dew, amd then he knew why he
hail come smiling from his dreams, He
leaped out of bhed and shouted loudly:
[ *Zen! 1ello, Xenophon!™

In answer an ancient, very blnck
darky, his warped and wrinkled vis-
age showing under his grizzled balr
ke charred paper In a fall of pine
ashes, put hin head In at the door and
sald: “Good wmawn’, suh, Yessub, Hit's
| done pump’ full, Good mawn’, suh.”

,b A few moments later the colored

man, seated on the front steps of the

cottage, heard a mighty splashing
within while the rafters rang with
stentorinn song:

“He promised to buy me a bonny blue
rilibon,
He promised to buy me a bonny blues
ribbon,
He promised to buy me a bhonny blue
ribbon,
To tle up my bonny brown halr.

“Oh, dear. what ean the matter be?
Oh, dear, whit ean the matter he?
Oh, denr, what ean the matter be?
Johnnle's 8o long at the fale!™
The listener's jaw dropped, and his
motith opened nand stayed open. “1Him!"
he muttered faintly. “Singin’!”

“Well the old triangle knew the musle
of our tread;

How the peaceful Seminole would tremble
In his bed!"

sang the editor, "

* o1 dunno huceeme 1t," exclaimed the
old man, “but, bless Gawd, de young
man happy!" A thought struck him
puddenly, and he scratched his head.
“Maybe he goln' away,” he sald quer-
alously, “What become of ole Zen?”
The splashing ceased, but not the volee,
which struck into a noble marching
chorus,
“Oh, my Lawd,” sald the colored man,
*1 pray you listen at dat!”
“goldiers maarching up the street,
They Kkeep the time;
They look sublime!
Hear them play ‘Die Wacht am Rheln,’
They call it Bchnelder's bund,
Tra la la, o o
The length of Muain street and all
sides of the square resounded with the
rattle of vehicles of every kind., Bince
earliest danwn they had been pouring in-
to the village, n long procession, on ev-
ery country road, The air was full of
exhilaration; everybody was laughing
and shouting and ealling greetings, for
Carlow county was turning out, and
from far and near the country people
eame—nay, from over the county line;
and clouds of dust arose from every
thoroughfare and highway and swept
into town to herald thelr coming.
Dibh Zane, the “sprinkling contract-
or,” had been at work with the town

water cart since the morning stars were
bright, but he might as well have wa-
tered the streets with hls tears, which,
indeed, when the farmers began to
come in, bringing thelr cyclones of
dust, he drew nigh unto after a burst
of profanity as futlle as his cart.

“Tlef wie das Meer soll delne Liebe sein,

hummed the editor In the cottage. His
song had taken on a reflective tone, as
that of one who cons a problem or
musically ponders which card to play.
He was kneeling before an old trunk in
his bedchamber, From one compart-
ment he took a neatly folded pair of
duck {rousers and a light gray tweed
coat, from another a straw hut with a
ribbon ‘of bright colors, He examined
these musingly. They had lain In the
trunk for a long time undisturbed. He
shook the coat and brushed it. Then he
lald the garments vpon his bed and
procecided to shave himself carefully,
after which he donped the white trou-
gors, the gray coat and, rammaging In
the trunk again, found a gay pink cra-
yat, which he fastened about his tall

collnr (al=o a resurrection from the
trunk) with a pearl pin. He took a long
thme to arrange his bhale with a pair of
brushes. When at lnst 1t sulted him
and hils dressing was complete, he sal
Hedd forth to hrenkfost.

Xenophon stared after him ns he went
out of the gnte whistling heartily., The
old durky lifted his hands, palms oult-
wiard

“Lan’' name, who dat?" he exclalmed
aloud. “Who dat In dem panjingeries?
He gone Jine de clreus!"  His hands
fell upon his knees, and he got to his
feot rhenmntieally, shaking his head
with forebuding.  “Honey, honey, hit
bald luek, buid luek siug ‘fo' breakfus'
Trouble 'fo’ de day be done.  Trouble,
honey, great trouble,  Bald Iuck, bald
luck!"

Along the square the passing of the
editor In his conl equipments was a
progress, and wide were the eyes and
deep the gasps of astonlshment eavsed
by his festal appenrance,  Mr. Tibbs
and his sister rushed from the post-
oflice to stare after hilimn,

“He looks Just beautiful, Solomon,”
sald Miss Tibhs,

Harkless usually ate his breakfast
alone, a8 he was the latest riser in
Plattville,  There were days in the
winter when e dldd not rench the hotel
until 8 o'clock,  This morning he found
a buneh of white roses, still wet with
dew and so Cragrant that the whole
room was fresh and swoeet with thelr
oldor, prottily areanged In a bowl on
the table, and wt his plate the largest
of ull with a pin through the stem, e
looked np =milingly aml nodded at the
red faced, ved hadred waltress who was
waving o long Hy brush over his head.
“Ihank  you, Charmion,” he  sald
“That's very prety.”

*“That old Mr. Wimbhy was here,'” sho
answered, “and he left word for you to
look out.  The whole possetucky of
Johngons from the Crossronds pusacmd
his house this mornin', comin' this
wiay, nnd he s#ee Babh SBKillett on the
sguire when he got to town,  He left
them flowers.  Mrs, Wimby sent ‘em to
ye. 1 dido’t bring 'em.”

“Thank you for arranging them."

Bhe turned even redder than she al-
wiuys was and answered nothing, vig-
orously darting her brush at an imag-
fnary My on the cloth, After several
minutes she sald abruptly, “You're wel:
como,"”

There was a sllence, finally broken
by n long, gnsping sigh. Astonished,
he looked at the girl, Her eyes were
set unfathomably upon his pink tle.
The wand had dropped from her nerved
less hand, and ghe stood rapt and im-
movable. She started violently fromn

 Honey, hit baid luck sing'fo’ breakfus'.”

her trance. “Aln't ye goin' to finish
yer coffee?" she asked, plylng her in-
strument ngnin, and, bending slightly,
whispered, “Say, Eph Watts Is over
there behind ye."

At a table in a far corner of the room
a large gentleman In a brown frock
| cont was quietly eating his breakfast
and reading the Herald, e was of an
ornate presence, though entirely neat,
l A sumptuous expanse of linen exhibit.
| ed Itself between the lapels of his low
cut walstcoat, and an inch of bedla-
monded breastpin glittered there like
an lce ledge on a snowy mountain side,
He had a steady blue eye and a dissi
pated fron gray mustache. This per-
sonage was Mr. Ephraiimm Watts, who,
following a ealling more fashlonable In
the eighteenth century than In the lat-
ter, decndes of the nineteenth, had
shaken the dust of Carlow from his
feet some three years previously at the
strong request of the authorities. The

| Herald had been particularly insistent

upon his deportation. In the local
phrase, Harkless had “run him out o'
town." Perhaps it was because the
Herald's opposition, as the editor had
explained at the time, had been “mere-
ly moral and impersonal,” and the ed-
ftor had confessed to a liking for the
unprofessional qualities of Mr. Waits,
that there was but a slight embarrass-
ment when the two gentlemen met to-
day. His breakfast finished, Harkless
went over to the other and extended
his hand. Cynthia, the waltress, held
her breath and clutched the back of a
chair. However, Mr. Watts made no
motion toward his well known hip
pocket. Instead he rose, flushing sligot-
ly, and accepted the hand offered him.,
“I'm glad to see you, Mr, Watts,"

| (Continued on Page Seveu.)
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