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HES of DESII@

James Hopper

MAN sat ot the black desk of his

darkened study,  From a lamp hang
A mg above pnd bebamd Liom, 8 rosy ray
of hight tell vpon @ vound pradishied
spol s ke o el e the venter ol
I head \ small
nished metal was i bis el bad @ with it he hind
slit the envelope of the commmmication he wis
ing, It eonld J.J||I|_\ be termeid o lettey Two
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Lo, able to o, and Vel siizod
by a varished days, he had
l{l'\il:iTl hed w Vealernale grooting 1l
with lim now; a1 the champagne,
mwaking the md  of the
tarn, had “written his o lier nane.

He counted these, tirst There were just thirty
four. Twenty-one years betfore, there had boeen Fwer
hundred. This sin ple vomparison seetned too thiros
him into a yueful veverie; twice, lesitatingly, lis
|1.'|||.|1 1= :{Illi t-r1]l'||+-»| 1||-‘ H]:..l” ll:l!l\ spul IIM' n
chip upon lhis head.  He
list, ]lllll~ih: a moment at ench name

Some told L L 'I\‘-‘_\ Were as
the mizht, a sound fallen wte vaeun:
him yaguely a dily
taste; or the relleetion of a o
l’.\' \I]n anee al!|tl lt_‘. haze.

Others ealled up
A lmear prolile, a trick of mobile Peatares, o head
withoul its faee, o Foce withoot itg eves, What tan
‘H]if_l'i] Iity was that he eould not recall the vorees

But suddenly his eves loweved sharply toward
the easd.

Beinge far, and not
nostalen pang To
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beean to work downy the
nold lim colors 1n
o moved
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Pl
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Home, made

pictures clear but  jneomplete

Mrz, Caviton Coslidoe (Kuth Anderzson)

Long and with an ardent concentration, he seru
titized the little purple letters,  He wanted to see
iff they had trembled.  When he raiked his head
geain, the oie went lissing ont of s longs, He
found that

the pen leapaing into action, as though long
prepaved for this adventuring

“Duth Anderson Today there eame to me the
card of the cuss, and Tor the st Dioe o pwenty
vears 1 am gazing
handwriting.  Had T o mreroseope, |
i, For with age | am beesoim
W osenrelien

e walt
e il d 1o =

WO Nour e i your owh
Wil \I'illlll
'y 0 l e
and e who 18 les2 and less answered,
Sriiieant
Agait, today, vou stand before me,
featl gold i the Imee gold land, Awd o (PUesLIoLN

1 Ay restive withoy e s one wloneh hos torn et

But it is not only vour uame 1 osee (i its
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me long and weveasingly wath the years; and which

now is alost a tortnre, and which yon wlone ean

nsEwWeY,

(11 0O ASK o, I must go back fwenty years o

the time of onr feiendship, 1o the time of its
fuluess, For Iy months it had been absorbinge sun
and dew, Geadually # had swollen with honeyved
rieness, till it was v ry |n'i|-}. and bardensd us mt
times — in the long silenees ol the yvellow lnll, when
Lo ony ears oaine ntnl_\ a fow :Ilnl ambient hoame wlieh
wis as the patter of wnponderable sunshi
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1 ber? We were
I on the elifl=s ot

twibight, T e

whighit pod wist ' day had beeyn a
fal, with o 3 By WALTER ADOLF ROBERTS Ii. . itahbade 3 as flians
mouth that ] Y Uoless omd fno
p W starshung on e reh s siiver wivite i
langhed and T ) he Arch ! J I T tintedd ahid per
5 that wers Elves. April elves. are dancing in the Square : 1 oot bt |
Vs I 5 o 1 nls
1 11 \ - The green-robed Spring has come 10 rown wnight o .I ' I| "
wad, o 1y L ' . i i ke
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like ¥ ellow =un. A Jasmines are in her arims, and clouded quite b 1 tronmilows wilh
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IS glanee The starshine onthe Arch is si'ver white [‘E - rh i agitation hike a
s Poll Lo i i i |5 i et T
h'l w fell | | 4 With sap a1 floodiide and pale leaves bedight I i1 ubhthe fear
the  floor  ane . - Chosts of gray trees assume a vernal air ik | tver  the: sep,
1ol | .
through i, mto ' Y The green-robed Spring has come 10 10w tomight §II v Hashine sa jr-
an abyss of oW "R i | phirve at noon,
doult whieh Wi 1 Yourg lovers’ lips seek ouwt the old deligh | | | 0 EPAVIOSS WS
rephed to lis ; Al On the park bench that winter-long was bare— &; 4 i spreading  like
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only with Haid. v And they who hear her primal call aright ‘ﬁ o 44 _‘J and the clonds,
hueless and no A - M Rejoice thar, deathless \.lfa'llll\] and fair, ; | erfllamed a mo-
}'illl'”m" sin 1 ; ' The green-robed Spring has come 10 1own onight : L iy ment before
vings, Finally, | L By ; 1l et with s0 gener
unanswered, lie ) Dreamers whose windows on the Square are brighi e M s g splendor
| L. | !' i - Know that your dreams may notwaith this compare: ‘l " o) J
i o s Wil . i i . - T DWW Wi [} [
g oo fuda s w bish The siarshine on the Arch is silver white, i ! o 80 ;
paper and be- JRSRENNESER 10 green-robed Spring has ome 10 1own 'tonight by £¥ dull and nert,
guan lo write, . ' + they came (lap-

pang towaird s oon bat-led wings

silent, but o the gestinre of then
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thght there was

were

sommiel g evoeative of =erecelies god lamentations
| feli "Il'ill']ljl\ Vol shoulder very vlose Lo wine
“Why this emotion of Natore?  Was our Fate,
then being  determned, of  anversal importanee?
Why not, Huth Anderson?  Ave we not one with
thie AL Hesh of s sl fhre of s Hhies,

ol its wloms, wtertwined impenishably with (s poins

Hom

el gts govs?  Peghops, that mght, was the Cospnos

sense ol mostake aad Tl

tronbled with o pensive

MYe: s teoublad as i, wateling with lis sidd ey
thie voud, Tt should havi Ul inssing, l!-'uuhl!ll_\
1|.'.||--r1|t thironeh 1T -i.]r ol e o i -HJi mn

clunery two Hlaming sinrs avid for each otliey

“Hut this i= not what | wounld ask I o ap
|||'||:|1 h:r;::. 1|r\\:1l1| Ll st '\\'é'
went in nfterward,  Side by*side we sat bhefore the
fire, and looked wto it as al somethimg enchanting.
Such a flame as with prodigal magniticence we il
then in that land.

“Hours slipped by, At far intervals, like a bell
striking the Howing of time, one of us said o word,
whieh reverberated long — like a hell.  We lind by
then hittle need of speecli,  For the vave, the won
drous fact about our friendship, Ruth Anderson,
was that we communieated.  From the fivst, with a
strange theill, 1 digeovered ity and this thell now
18 the precious pearl of wy wemory. The happi
ness of eommunion !

“AL midmght, | halt-vose and sad that T st
(0N For & moment my fate tretnbled on the vis-
ible halanee, Then you saud: *‘Stay) Aud 1 re
mained, gazing by vour side into the fire.  Twice
again | said that 1 shoold go, and twice you said:
‘Stay.,"  And fhe pussing  toward the
morning It was, 1 think, the three notes of a
meadow-lark which stitTfened me to deparctore. They
had i them, already, the tinkling dewdrops of
musie, a gaiety of dawn and the dempds ol day
| nrose, .H.r-u wis e moment of wineh T wounld
U LI
which manv times SN, nnil ]l-ll'_'. nnd ]I.Plll-ll't”\.
[ have hent in search and examination, and pozling
surmise, and passionmle intereogntion

senrehing,

might  was

(uestion you the mstant of eeinge elernily

“YI M were standin
I made a motion
toward my hat!) and how small, and yot with what
inefTable vesnlt, In the movement 1 felt ngainst my
cheek the passing cavess of vour han's loosened gold.
On the nstant, with o surge as sndden and compel
ling as the rise of the ocean to the heave of o
catastrophie earthquake, there welled through me a
tremendous impulse, sewzing as 11 possed my every
vein, terve and Hhre. T wanted to press you to e
To eateh you in my arms and deaw vou slowly
to mwe ina movement regular, resistless and - fatal;
then to erush you agninst me, my lips on your eyes,
vour sad eyes: on yonr mouth, your merry month;
i o spasm to erush yvou, till vou sank mto my being
and through the room vour pecfome wonld yveel, the
essenee of Your ].Hr-wi-ur-i sui)

“8o strong was ths
that even now as |

¢ shgeht and stewight, near e

prtisate as bocintend (if was

Ruth Anderson,
write these lines, to the re
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awakened ghost of it my heart s sull: for the time
of several beats remunin
wy mouth I feel my

absilutely stidl, while in
(Continucid on Page 14)




