LOVE OR DEATH.

Hark! who 1s he that calis?

Dost thou not hewr bim, toon?

And yet agaln, the silence through,
The summons clearly falls
Can It be Love, with honeyed breath,
Or—oh, my God!'—can it be Death?

I dreamt, bul yesternight,
My eyelids were kisssd down,
And whiist 1 made as If ta frown
I smiled from sheer dellght
For. ah! those lips, my #yes above,
Were the impassioned lips of Love,

I cooved fond speach to him,
1 murmured llke the bee,
The while bright spirits, amilingly.
Teant down from glory's rim
Alas for me! for 1 awoke,

And dawn that dream of rapture
I broke,
| Hark! now agaln the call,
And ob, 1 fear! 1 fear!
| What {f sweet Love be not anear
| And Death my steps enthrall?
| 1 am s0 young, aod he s old,
l Warm runis my bloed, and his is cold

| Goodbye, dear heart, grodbye!

To him who s § spereide
Unfearing wheresoe'yr he lead—
And it s Death 1
For ls! the myrtle crown aneath
The eyes of Love shine forth from
Dwuth
’ —Emma M. Long

“Hearts Are Dust, Hearts' Loves Remain,”

(By Grace Denio Litcl
“How unfalr iife 18" s=ald Miss Nan-

ey, suddenly, “How unfair and har
Bertha looked up In lazy surprise.
“Why, Auntie Nan! What s 1t
Miss Nancy laughed nervously.
“COih, nothing! Nothing new. Nothing

Is new under the sun, you know-—not|

even our longings and our wantings
and our wonderings why evary one
cannot have her share. You girls have
had =0 much—every one of you. Yuu
bave only had to pilck and choose
among your lovers. Here |8 Belle just
married, and you and Sallle both en-
guged, and even little May on the way
to become o, While T—old as I am,
1 am not old enough yet to mind."

this reserved, trangull lttle woman,
whose parrow life ran along among her

flowers, reflecting whatever of bright-
pees and bloom was about it? But Miss
Nunoy could not instantly restruin her-
sell. It is a dangerous thing to pasa

any set boundaries of reticence even | gentle, gray cyes

by a single step. She hurried on lm-
petuously,

“Ome {8 never old enough not to
mind, and not to want one’s own some-

thing that might have been one's own

N alone. There wus nothing to bring it
home to me But coming among all
you happy young ereatures showed up
my life by contrast. [ cannot help
feeling as If 1 had not had all my
righta.”

She broke off, astonished at hersalf
& faint deprecating color overspreading
the fragiie white-crocus prettiness of
her face.

Bertha's eyes sparkled with amused
pity. How could anything matter
much after one was middle-aged? Was
anything of real moment then?

“How strange you seem today, Auntie
Nan," she sald. “But for all your de-
mureness [ cannot believe you never
bhad a lover. Was there really never
any one, auntie—not when you was a
il ™

Miss Naney shok her head. *Not
any one for me, my dear. Life's best
i= not for all.”

“Poor littl auntle!" returned Bertha,
with the condescending, easy pity of
the young and secure. *'If there had
lnlt"been & Jack for you as well as for

“I¢," Miss Nancy murmured, “IL"

She remained silent a time, then went
away to her own room and sat motion
less In her window, dreamily watching
while the twilight slowly blurred the
fandscape Into a homogensous thing
lke her llfe

That outbreak to Bertha had not
Seen the expression of a passing dis-
content. It was the rebellion of a life-
time’s gathering—the final outery of a
Ufetime's starvation and repression,
When there was so much love in the
world, why had she alone been denled
4t* Why should she, ton, not have had
her story, at least, if nothing more?
For thers had been some one once.
What woman exists In whose life there
thas not at some time been some one,
and In whose heart there does not lurk
the desire, however subjugated or lg-
mored, for that without which her life
p sust remaln forever Incomplete, al-
though she life it never so chesrfully
and erowd Its every hour to the full
with compensating duties? Yet how
many women confess the feeling? Misy
Nancy did, Indeed, acknowledge the
truth to herself as she sat alone in
the kindly screening dusk, but she re-
colled, even then, before the temerity
of the admission. Besides, what good
accrues from the recognition of a wanl
that can never be gatisfied? It is but
converting ‘an Ignorance Into a regret.

Bertha was at her desk the next aft-
ernoon when a timid hand was lald
upon her shoulder. She glanced around
impatiently—who likes to be disturbed
in the middle of a love letter?—but at
the sight of her aunt’s face she bright-
amed into immediate Interest.

*Why, Auntle!”

Miss Nancy's cheeks wers flushed and
here eyes downcast, and thers was an
odd flutter about all her delicate per-

son,
“Something han happened—just a lit-
someth

\ e «thing,* she faltered. “Not
; much, Only this’ ’
. held an envelope befare her

Bhe
nisce’s eyes and Bertha read the ad-
dreas aloud: “‘Miss Nancy Rathbone,
Edge

wood, New York, United States of

*" A forelgn letter! I did not

know you had mny foreign correspond-
‘What an extremely p=-

plainly
is
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Bertha stared. What had come over| breathlessly,
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'hl - '-"1 r.l‘ (" '.

“Auntle! And you vowed only yes-
terday that there was no one!™

“But we were pot swesthearts That
Is—" She gtumbled and stopped

*1 understand,” sald Dertha, sncour-
agingly. “You were nol precisely en-
gaged. Neither were Juck and [ for
aty age. But! Well eAnd then?'

“Then we were separated.’” Miss Nan-
cy's face changed. “1 never saw bim
agaln.

"You quarreled?”

“No, no! We never quarreled.”

Bertha was hanging on her words
“Somebody came be-
twesn you? Another giri?"*

Mise Nancy hesitited. Bertha eager-

nIT

nieces llke & brook through a field of | ¥ followed up the clew. “There was an-

other girl? Bay, auntie, was thers?”
Yo yeg
“Horrid thing! How 1 hate her!™
Misa Nancy hastily lifted her faded,
There was an edr-
almost o reproving look In them
d=nr, Eisie
o wAs uUn
girl

my

nes,

“You must not say thut

Brown was u sweet girl

lisht—bul she wi
as a pink.
A

a =W
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She

“And she

like th

your lover {rom you!

8§ &l

“Nu, no! You do not mean to,
but you do her wrong. She was o sweel
girl, I tell you™

"“Yet she came hetween you
she did. Did he marry hor?’

*No. She married some one else'

“The Jit!"

“Huegh, Bertha!" Miss
volce grew suddenly quite etern. “You
do noi understand. Fisie never did
anything wrong., She forgot him—that
ia all—and—and—he and 1 were Bep-
arated,”

“You poor little young auntie! How
hard! And you knew all the time that
It was you he really loved?”

Miss Nancy turned aside her head,
crimsoning to the ears. “My dear”
she answered, very gently and with
great effort, “I only knew all the time
that I loved him."”

"You sweet old darling!
married?”

"N

“Hurrah!" Bertha executed a gay pl-
rodvette. “And at last he has come
back to his first love—and he has writ
ten to tell you so? You might as well
confess. auntie, as blush s0 outrage-
ously 1 never saw such blushing!
How does he say it? Do tell me, there's
a dear! And what reason do=s he give
for not writing socner?”

“There was nothing to explaln, Ber-
that, I always understood it perfectly
He was never to blame for anything.™

“Hiess your loyal heart! But you are

to have your rights at last, are you not,

ol
i

1 know

Nancy's soft

Has be

Auntis Nan? He is comihg back to
you now, is he not?’
Miss Nancy's ingers boved nervously

It is
But

“He does not say.
I told you.

in her lup.
—it iz only a letler,
I-1-"

“(h, you rend between the lines, of
cours#! supplemented Bertha, blithely
*“That I8 what Jack and I do. We

write wide apart on purpose. AL least
now, though, you will write to Mr.
Keene, will you not, auntie?”

Miss Nancy's head drooped. “Yes™

she answered at Iast In a volce trem-
bling with a subdued pathetic happi-
ness. “That much [ may do. [ shall
write to him."
“A nilce letter,
mine to Jack?"
Mies Nancy looked up. The light of &
pew spring time seemed to have passed
transformingly over her. Her eyes were
desp and dark nnd young again, “You
could not writs your Jack such a et

auntie? As mnlce as

ter If you tried,” she sald. "I have
walted for years to write him. It is as
if I had bean dumb tl now™

Bertha 1ald her hand sympathetically

over Mise Nancy's thin fingers. They
wers hot and quivering, as if with
eiagerness to begin, and the girl im-

pulsively drew her to the desh sweoeap-
ing her own ha!f-finpished not untere-
monlously out of the way. “Sit here
and begin at once—-now, while you are
in the mood for I, she orderad, with
the unconscious patronage of the com-
petent adviser. T will go away und
jeave vou alone. And, Auntie, may I
tell the girla™"

Little waves of color ran over Miws
Nancy's trangparent cheeks in ajterna-
tive negative and nssent, “Do what
you lke” she murmured falntly
“There Is not really un[lhlnx to 1ell,
you know.” And she bent her head low
over the desk, while Bertha flew jubl-
jantly from the room.

It was an unusually long letter that
Mise Nancy wrote, and from beginning
to end the writing of It was one ex-
quisite, Intoxicating joy. When at last
she appearsd, rlosked and honneted
among her nleces, some new and vital
atmosphers, vibrant with Intense emo-
tion, seemed to enetr with her.

The three young girls looked at her
awkwardly, deeply Interestad, yet not
knowing how to express themselves, for
sven keensr than thelr curiosity in
the hinted love story was thelr sense
of the incongruity of connecting it with
Auntie Nan. How could love begin ail
over agaln for any one at & time when
it ought to be comink to an end? Why,
Auntie Nan was nearly Afty years old.
To think of her at that age with a
lover was like walching for the sun-
rise in the middis of ths day.

1 am golng to the village to ta
letter,” Misa Nancy sald, Irresalutely,
{nterpreting the expression on their
frank, moblle fares

“There {8 no hurry, you koow.” 8al-
Ife observed. '“There I» no mall steam-
er hefors Batorday.”

#“Oh!" retarned Miss Nancy, confus-
edly. “1 had not thought about the
steamern.”

“Dear me, you will have to wait a

They talked much of Mr. Keene o
the fojlowing days afier the fizmt re.
serve had worn away, and Miss Naoncy

was persuaded tnlo showing them #
photograph which she had bad hidden
sway for twenly years. It was &
harming face, m and full of
swertniess, and M Nancy's eyes
grew dim as ahe gazed al it

“ie lookis ever so much lke Jack,
Joesn't he Hertha comn ted in de-
ghit, and Miss Ny ued that
he did, and Nales  resen

nue had always L Bcret
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3¢ il i N Og =ged her
mild opders 86 Ndently She hagan
Iy t th ez and Lo dress
o aintily urting FUER=S-
| n modernitle t adornment, and
allowing the girls the work their will
with her soft, duil halr, in the end
adopting the style thut they

agresd
upeon as the most bocoming |

“It is ooly natura! Lhat I should ke '
to look my best,” she sald, apologet.
leally.

They assented with 4 heartiness that
did thelr understanding eredit, and be-
gulled her into talking more and more
of Mr. Keeno, teasing her into various
smull reminiscences of the days when |
she first knew him and completing her
sketchy to suit themasives,
while exulting the embarrassment oc- |
caslaned by thelir audacity

“How aboual that rose thint you saved

outlines

to waenr for him, Auntle Nan?" Hullle

| asked one evening, "o you suppose he
hus iU yet?”

“My dear, I do not know what event.

uilly beonme of the rose" Miss Nancy
reg d In the s« caraful way in
which =i WwWelE her Yery wond
when sp=nking T o “1 hnve
1 it since that night. The gar-
Lty full of roes, but this was the
vollest. 1t grew Just b tha gals
‘But of course you gpave 1t to him
went to get It and found
Own, up, Aut Nan! Did

N lear* the gentls valee return-
ed In ita preciss accents. "1 did not
give it to him. He took 1"

“And what did he do with It, auntie?
Ivesms pUW Jwos €1y ao 3 nd Wy Pl
It was your picture lald upon his

breast? Did he” Do say'™
Miss Nanecy looked stralght at her in-
Her volee grew oddly hard
lele stond there, top, He giave
to Elsis Brown.'*
Then a ook of an old haunting palir
crosssd her fsaatures, and Bertha and
May recognized Instinctively that her
was some holy ground no touch should
desecrate. But natures are not gifted
alike with spirftual Insight, and heed
Iesn Sallle rattled on.

“But dldn't he gmive you a kise fTor
the roée, Auntie Nan, later, when Els
wias not there? Don't Le sty of w
girle. We know all about roses and
Kilsses  Say, didn't he kiss yvou?” |

Miss Nuaney suddenly stiffened and
drew back, dropping her lids over u

curious look of ashamed longing thal
leaped Into her evea, “No,” she an
swered coldly., “He never klssed me

niot then nor any time" And they a

grew uncomfortable together, and
wished that the question had not beer
'l.\]‘:q"l‘

A day or so after the first mall that
could have brought Miss Nuney s reply
to her letisr, she come bgck from the
postoffice, haviog lately assum Lthe
charge of carrier, and, finding Bertha
on the porch. Il a jetter in the giri's
fap. ""Bomesthing from your Jnck.'
dear,” she sald, and then touched her
pocket with & nervous hand. “A jetier |
added, In a whisper

for me, too,” shi
and hurried away. When she reip- |
pedred, lang alter, her eyes were shin I
ing, uud there was a bright Aush on
her chesks

*1 have been writlng—that Is all™

she expliined, simply, when her nieoes
roguishly commentsd on her louks.
“You don’'t know what It Is to me to
Wwrite to him at jast”™

From that day she wrote st regular
intervals, and always for hours after
wards she looked as one who, fainting
af thiret, had come to an ocasls In a
dusert. By Adegroes she becume alto-
gether o different woman, The reserv
self-restraint and alsofness which had
hitherto kept her n strafger in hes
home, meited gradually away, and her
nieces, o thelr astonlshment, sounded
depths of feeling in her In comparison
with which thelr own secmed drolly
shallow. Insensibly, too, her attitude |
toward them changed. She was no o
ger “just Auntie Nan,” the chaperon
and housgekeeper, doer of all the slight
drudgeries so Irksome in the doing and
so Indigpdnenlie La peaceful living, bul
the wvirtunl head of the house, as w#h
ghould hwve been, the critic and n
the critlcised, some one to consult and
defer to and obey.

When Sallle's wedding day drew nea
Mixs Naney came prominently forwarid
48 never befure, taking w more author-
lative and, If posslble, & more intel
ested part in the prépuarations Lhan
even the bride elect, no detull proving
too petty to claim her closest care,

“How good you are Lo me™ Balll
said, gratefully. “How can I ever no-
pay you?"

“By coming back and helping when
it I8 her turp and all this s o do for
her,” suggested Bertha.

“fPor me?' exclaimed Mlss Nancy,
startled und confused, “For me?’

“Certainly, you dear goosey. What
do you suppose all these letters an
feading up to? How soon I8 It to be

“[ have not thought” Miss Nancs
was all in a tremor, looking at the
girls In a dazed way. “You must glv:
me time to think.”

“Pime!™ echoed Sallle. “You have
had months and months already. What
does Mr. Keene say about I, Auntic
Nan? When Is he coming back ™

“Not—not now,"" faltered Miss Nancy.

“When he comens the wodding will boe
at once, of courss” Ballle declared
“And what on enrth s to be done with
May and Bertha then? They will hav.
to come to Hslle or me."”

Miss Nancy's thin lips strajghtensd
“hiid, " she sald, eeriously, “set your
mind at rest. | will pever leave them '

“Ho you think mow, but walt il he
enmes!’ ‘objected Bertha

Miss Nancy only mset her lps the
more determinedly and went away
her room and aat and thought and
thought. How cotld the girls Imagine
#he would leave them?

A couple of days after Hallle's wed.
nE wisters snt

me In from
postoMm

| and

| ehould 1t

“Yes, Indeed!” ejaculated both girle
simultaneously, “"Well?™
Mins Nancy extended a small tremuy

lous hand An envelope lay tighth
crushed within L

“] huve had—a letter®™

“He s coming back? Oh, Aunii

When ™

Miss Nancy erimsoned violently
made no answer. Bertha sprang
sxcitedly, “When is he comlhg, sunt
By the mext steamer?

“He does pot mention any steames

“But when? When? How goon®™

Miss Nuncy's Hung xul She
looked singularly distyesssd, and tho
her lips moved, d1d not speak. The
girla bhovered about ber with a sudd

an

4 ny

ahe

reallzation of wil that the coming ol
this man meant to them

“Oh, dear, dear Auntls Nan!™ the
cried. “What will we r 0 wilh
you! How can we give you ap
to himT

Misa Nancy's eyen filled. "Chilldren

“1 shall neves
o not £

she =ald, br
you. [ cou
“You
excia
would
way of your
bappiorss 1o
Auntie Nan™
“Oh, yes, 1
Miss Nancy
f low unexpect t
and refu y anything mure
But later, In the twilight haur
fldence as the three sat
fire, Bartha and May broach
subject aguin, and, though Miss Nanoy
pal quite silent, nelther confessing nor
depying anything, they chattad on un-
repulsed, giving thelr fancies free rein
indulging In every concelvable
girligh speculation s to Mr. Keene's
looks and ways, and what he would do
and say when he came
“You might at least read us a bit of
hls last letter to make us know hin
better,”” Bertha pleaded. “Oh, auntle
dear, fust a line or two, Please!™
Miss Nancy (urned scariet, “No,
child,” ahe sald flrmly, and her ¥y
e “Arthur's letters are for no ot
It was the first 1# she had spoken
of hiri by Lis Christlan name alone. 1t
brought neur May noestled
) onxlngly
hatl vou kald to him, suntle
will as well”
ad “Well
te him
1 _E

ult™
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stand for one
happiness!
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much dlsap;
DIl you say

sauld Bertha
Was that all?
that "

ther word.”

“How shibby of youl' expostulatsd
Bertha. *“Why I find ever so much
more than that to say to Jack every
time."”

Miss Nancy looked at her strangely.
“You never wsald as much as that
Jack., You could not You do not
know what lonelines s

“Perhape,’” Bertha admitted, unwil
Hngly. “However, |f Mr. Keene suils
sson, he will not g=t that letter”

it
ed nolh
Ing hut

“Not une

Mizs Nancy drew a quick, sharp
breath, that sounded like a sigh. “No
he cannot get it. All the same, T had

to write it. The words were burning
me.""

“Well, 1 suppose we must sel at
iite about getting your wedding gown,
sald PBertha, practically.

YOI Miss Nanoy sxclaimed, almost
In & fright. “My wedding gown?”

Bhe stood Irresolutes under thelr reit-
orited assurances that she must be in
readiness, dallying with the ldes and
banging from white to pink ke a
bashful girl Presently some thought
struck her. Bhe looked up diMdently

“ro you think It would do—that it
would not be foollsh—to get a white
cne?"

“Cf course 1t must be white!™ May
respanied with declsion, "What else
be? We will send to New
York tomorrow for smmples.™
So the material was seis

ted and pur-

chased, o ft, rich, white silk over
which Miss Nancy passed an apprecl-
ative hand agaln and again. “It wil
be time enm to have It made when

the day Is fixed,” she sald, and bore

It away o her room with a look of
mingled ghame and triumph.

Bertha smiled aa the door closed
“That =llk would sullt me perfectly

It is Just what T haws
But really—for

you knaw, Maiy.
ajlways sald 1 wuntesd.
Auntie Nan—!"

“And why not for Auntie Nan?' re
tarted May. “Are only young girls 1o
have pretty thinge” Dear Auntle Nan!

shall look her very sweetest on her
wedding day.”
That day seemed nearing fast. Sl

Misd Nancy would give her nleces no
lue as when she expected Mr
Keene, lning to answer wherever
the dlrect question wis put to her
“Don't teise her'! May begged of
Bortha at lust, “Evidently she pre-
fers us not to know. Bhe does not want

10

e

¥

us watching her.”
“Oih, a# 1o that! Beértha replicod
withh & shrug of the ghoulders, "1 shall

know Just by watching., 1 sm absolute

Iy sure he I8 on the water now, she
lovks 80 restless and disturbed and
keops such track of the wetsther re-
ports and the shipping news. She told
me last evening (hat there had been
dreadful storms at sen lately. It 18 to
be hoped nothing will huppen to Lhe
poor old gentieman.”

“Take care! May warned., 1 hear
her st the front deor. She has been to
the :cli!lfl}ﬂl(‘l‘."

But Miss Nancy dld not come where
they were, Contrury to her wont, #she
passed on at onceé to per room. Hours
went by and still she remained upstairs
until her niecces grew anxious and be-
gan to question what could kKeop her
there #0 long. By dioner time she had
#titl not appeared, and, when the mald
brought word that Miss Rathbone
wished nothing, and the young ludles
were to dine without her, Bertha and
May glanced st each other In alarm.
and, with a common lmpulse, turned
and flew up to her door. It was lock-
ed, but In responss 1o thelr uppeals it
was at last thrown opén.

“Come In,"* Miss Nancy saild. 1 have
something to tell you" She stood just
within the thréshold as they sntered
The shades had all been lowered. They
conld not see her features distinetly,
but the excess of qulet In her volos
indleated & represscd aglitation, May
threw her arms about her.

“Auntle, darling. not bad news! Don’t
say it is bad mews!"

Misa Nuncy stood so still within the

encircling arms that May was more
frightened that if she had felt her
tremble.

“He in dead, chlldren, she nald, slow-
ly. “Arthur Keene is dewd. That Is
what 1 have to tzll you™

“Auntie! Auntie™ the girls cried out
together, But she went on steadily In
euriously even measured tones:

“IHe was drowned. It was on  the
twenty-fifth, The captaln of the nteam-
er wrote me about it. There was &
storm A horrible storm, He was on
deck, A wave struck him and sw

1

closely, and May burst into tears. Miss [ on black for last year, dled oVer VWl
Nancy disengeged herse!f and  drew |1y years ngo!”
away, troubled by their distiess, “Hettha!™
“liush, children, Dun't ery. 1 4id not “Yen! Yes! Yes! I know perfect]
think you woaid mind s much 1 do|what 1 am saping. Juck has made pri-
not whnt you to mind. This s my sor- | vale Inquirics siace, & il all that Fisle
row. No oue elee loved nim—onty L | Vaonind toid us is absolutely trus, Ab-
Feven RKisle forgol bim Hutl 1 loved | saiutely e went to Europe on Lusis
him better thao all the workd, better | ness, and he was © yming home f{or tha
than even you jove Jack—better tharn | wedding, snd W all happens d exastly
afly happy wi loves Ber Lusband any- | as Bl Ly 1 Lol UKk 11 did ere
warTe the workd over But be |ls Jendd was n il ful stotrm and he wal
s everytibng er e S UW Y wiehed oy s i rel it was on thm
TRy T 1 49 v pnyvibing. | tweniy -flfth of November And the
| No, not even your syl 3 Forgive | capinin was a friend of Autitls Nan's
o, 1 am nol ungrateful, bul you can- | prople. and he wivta Her Ihe newas so
not unders: 1 No 01 Leav bt Bh lehit break 1t gently 0 Elsle,
me, plean I want juite alone” LIust thin fih hork to Auntle with
2a the girls crppt v grieved 1ol te obe ito Hreak gently to her, and
{'.'- saul for hs ' o and | she Jovis i T3 I Jacy
' " n Wi ? I ehe may | Muy ht b r by the arm.
! ’ 1 uot ad? ‘They |* ] that other Ar-
| il ¢ 5 4 1 n nRn “as
‘\: Nuney J§ i 1 ¢ ago 1o WINETY
d 1 J
Fiils L A k bought s nooother Arthur Keetie,”
f hier w rowith o] * t Jierthn'® Auntie would never
quaniity 1 I have 1 o Lo U e It
TELEL S burris ir I “l Know that, Muy, | caonet ander-
r ! stand it BHut I have tried (o
neg s ¢ { » i b= | ber everything she tald us, and 1 can't
n Bt M . [ ¢ owas cali, | re<all her ev n wnything posi=
#t peacely = yhjed them | tive to us Iun't you ko how whe
1 v na . 1l th » thine | used o Just hint at things and leave
lke & 8l wedd exultatlon in ber bedar- | us to piece them out as we chone T
8 } i oyt to Hertha the whil “Hut he wrote to hor, Bertha.'
ace and sllk “Ind he? She nover showeid us any.
| “Take it my dear. 1 have no use for | thing of his
|1t Tt shall make your w edding gowt “Why, she showed you his first Jet-
This ghe lonked down at herself ter.’ ]
“this 18 something 1 put by whem 1| “May, Fisle Vannini wrote that let-
left off crape for your mother. I ghall | ter”
| never leave it off again.* “Kinle Vannini!™
Hertha lad no answer ready, anpd “] dlscovered it In the simplest wny
May could only clasp her aunt's hand | In the world. 8he told me she bad
| tightly, Spesch is most fettersd where | written to auntle from Home a oouple

sympathy I8 sirongest
| "o ahall miss my letters so,’
| Nancy sald & [ittle tremulousiy.
cannot think what
to write to Him.
the opening of u flond gate.”

The girls stood silent and constrain-
ed Miss Nancy went to the hearth
and stirred the fire into a binze, then
torned 1o them, her slender black-
robed flgure secming to grow taller and
(1 miliar s the Bames leaped up bes
hind It
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remadned firm
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b
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him
. but ‘her vole
mAnnsr
- ressod] ApIe
med legs griel thun
pride. 1t was as If her sarrow, Instead |
of crushing her to the earth, had lifted
her abave the need of pity, and as ghe
talked her nlecos came to fegl ob
scnrely that her love was even more to
her than her lover, &0 that In loving |
him she was mnot wholly comforticss
naw that she had logt him.

“How she has adored him all thess
yenrs™ Herthn mald te May when the
sisters were alome In thelr  bedroom
“He must have been lovely, he looked
so much llke Jack. But 1 wish she
would cry or something. Think how
1 should go on If it was Jack! It 1s not
natural for her to be o calm.™

“That is because her love s 80
great,” answerad wise May, “What i

W

with
thing In It which s

beyond expression !s bound to be
dumb."”

“Nonsenss!" Bertha rejolned, unbe-
llevingly. “She will probably break

down by tomorrow. It ia not human
for her ta tnke It as she does”™

But Miss Nancy did not break down
the next day or any time thereafter,
and, apart from her mourning, which
swhe never lightened, her lfe went on
unchanged. Her nlecox surprised her

It has boen to e | dress.
It has cased me like |

now and then sitting dreamily In  the
Ausk, her stim honde folded, and xhe

way: "You ecannot think how miss
in tears. And, though she pometimes |
mentioned her laver's name, lingering |
v, % If the mere gaying of It gave her
pleasure, she pnever again could be In-
Auced to speak of him at any length,
seeming to have folded away his mem-
vy for gond and all among the per-
tumed relles of her past.

Sn Bertha's wedding day came and
went, and Miss Nancy and May were
alone [n the old home

“What shouid 1 do withou! you,
Auntie Nan!" May sald time and agaln !

i

1 need you so!” What should 1 have
done If Mr. Keene had taken |
away?"

“1 would not have left you'™ Miss
Nancy nlways declared soberly. “You |

nesd not have been afraild.'” And she
never sald any mare
Iertha had gone abroad for her wad-

ding journey, and soon after her re-
turn she and Jack came to make a
visit 1o Edgewood. She was in rudl

ant spirits, as befitetd a bride; never
thelesa, May moon percelved that there
wns samething on her sister’s wmind
which she was walting the opportunity
te communlente, gnd the first moment
that they were alone Bertha burst out
cugerly.

“0Oh, May, T have the strangest thing |

few nights before we palled?
Hrown! At least, she I8 not
Hrown now. She |s Elsle Vanninl, It
seems she married an Itallan, and hos
lived In Rome ever since—in Rome, |
May!"

May's eyes wors with with Interest
“That hateful Elsle Brown who spolled
Auntie Nan's life? You met her?

“She is not hateful, May. She I ex
actly what auntis sald. Ehe Is 2 gwesat

little woman, rather shallow and «af-
feoted, perhaps, but she must have
been tremendously pretty ones,  Fhe

sal oppogite us at the table d'hote, and
kopt slaring at Jack all the time. After
dinner she came up to us In the salon,
and sald he lokoed like pome one she
hnd ance known and that we must ex.
cuse her for asking If he were any re-
lntlorn, - And just Imagine my aston-
Ishment when she sald she meant Ar-
thur Keene!”

“She maw the
Well ™

“Why, when ahe found I was auntie's
wne, and she became at once so utterly
frank and unreserved that It all came
out."

“What came out?"

“Ome sxtraordinary thing after an-
other, and all without her suspecting a
thing. Of courss we were not going to
glve Auntle Nan away, even to her
denrest fHend, but Jack asked wsuch
splendid questions. May, Mr. Keene
never cared for Auntie Nan st all!”

“Oh, Bertha!*

“My dear, he was engaged to Flsie
lirown befors Auntle Nan ever paw
him., That night ghe went to the gats
to got the vose and found him and
Fiisie there, was when she first learned
of thelr engagement.’

“Was that it? Poor little suntie!”

“Yen, I foel awfuly sorry for her. Tt
was natural enough she should have
cared for him. There was no onbe, you
and, being o like
charming, But,

llkeness, too, then.

“Cth, suntle! Oh, suntis, dariing!”
the two girls eried again, and could
sy no more, dumb In the face
of such & . They clung o her

you | know,™

L d

to tell you—the most impossible thing! | geain, and you lovk so well and
WWhom do you think T met at Genoa a |)‘--ul'.~"|f’ Only
Elgle | sumed very gentiy
Eleie | wear thin black gown?

of years ago, and had never had any
answer, and she haded me hor address

“Tou | book to ses (f she had the right ad-

And 1 could hardly credit my
eyves, It was the Kentical handwriting

that 1 saw on that snvelope—a most
curious, unusual sort of scrawl, Thers
wis no possible mistaking 187

“What can It all mean!” May ex-
claimed, in Bewlildorment, "Auntle
Nun ciértalnly wr te him."

“That is the puzzle of It. She wrote
to Him beyvond o doubi. 1 ney meant
to spy on her, but one day 1 came up
suddenly when she was writing and
1 could not help seelng I wil net
t#ll even you. May, ! the letter hes
gnn, except that | name thare,
bt poor old darling, L makes my heart
ache 1o remember how red and
ashimed she was I how guickly she
paverad up the : Y2t how oould
ghe write to the man If e weors diead?

“Perhaps she wrote just for tl re-
lief of i, 1t made her =0 haps al-

| ways, She probably destroyed 1 let-
tere. You know we pnever saw her mall

onie, Bhe always would go alone tg the
pontoffice.”

“Yes, but really T hardly know what
to think, May I cannotl belleve she
made up the whole story Just to fool us

girls with i, That would not be one
bit llke her., One thing I8 clear, tho',
and that Is that Arthur Keene died

when auntie was & girl, and that he
wis not her lover.”

“He gave her his plcture
Bertha.”

“Not even that. 1 told Elsis Van-
ninl that | had seen his pleture—there
neemed no harm in sadmitting just that
—and she aald that she gave 1t to
Auntie Nan before she married. She
had stacks of Mr, Keene's photographs,
and she wanted the frame It was In,
By the way, she sald that Auntis Nan
never forgave har for marrying Auntle
thought she ought to have beesn triue
to Arthur's memory forever. Il mide
a complets break In their friendship
They never corresponded afterward. It
was the merest aceident her happen-
ing to write that one letter, and _she
wue not surprised at receiving no re-
ply.”

“1 wonder If it could have been that

at least,

| letter that put it Into auntie's head,™
would glance up with a faint smile and | may sald, thoughtfully “It must have
[brnu:l;t
my lettars’” But they never found her|and perhaps It reminded her how mu h

the past vividly before her,
maore fafthful she had been than Elsie,
Perhaps she began to pretend to her-

It that he hail loved her, Instead of
sle, and that he was coming back to
her now, and heér trying 1o make us
think so many have been only & way of
making 1t seem more real to herself.
The letters she wrote were real enough,
I am sure.

“1 do not know what to think"” Rer
that repeated, helplesaly, “But Jack
fancies she has ended hy actupally
leving It, instead of pretending lt, and

b

“You fire become 80 much to me, and | he (5 always right”

nra ever 1o
cannol ask

how we

"We

not A

gighed May

“I do

her "

“Decidedly not!" agreed Bertha, em-
phatically. Just there the dor opened,
and Mi=ss Nancy came In, sweret mud
gmiling, with tender, bright eyes anil a

| pile pink spot on sach dellcate choek

‘I hated to be w0 long away from
you, Hertha, dear,” she sald brightly,
“But Jack kept me, 1 never can resist

k. He has such n way with him,
and he looks so ke Arthur. He might
alrmost bhe Arthur™

Bhe sighed -4 s0fl, not unhappy »igh,
and the sisters exchungsd w quick
glanes, PBerthi weént to her and possed

|n loving nrm about hat

“Auntie, darling, it Is good ta sve you
1 e
“ghall sou always
It
ber! Bhall you never takes It ofr?"

A vague dlstress cloudsd Miss Nan

*mhe hesitated ther

I8 &0 mom

ey's placid face. She looked down at
her dress, olusping e folds In both
hands. “Jack asked me that just now,”
she syl In a troubled volis “1t In
strange you should apeak of It toea |
thought you understood. Jack nsked
if 1T would not leave It off. But T a4

him how happy It makes e to weur It
~mno one konows how happy. It is not a
#lgn of grief. It I» only a sign that ]
remembor when overy ona else han for-
gotten. 1 am happler in the right to
mourn for him than I have been all my
Iife In loving him. 1 could not leave it
off, for | shall remember nlways, vyou
know., And I thought that you under-
stood. Sull-"

Bhe paused and Iooked up with a
wudden childiike humility and wistful-
nenss,

“I will do just as you pay, ehildren,
Do you want me to take this off 7"

There were tears In the eyes of bolh
the giris, Bertha lsansd over her and
kinsed her Impulsively,

“No! no, Indesd! Wear it always,
Auntie Nan, always. How could we
think differently from Juck? We could
not want you to leave [t off, aven If
we 4id not quite underatand,”

.-

Chleago Chronlele: The elroum:
stance that an army chaplaim, ordersd
1o the Phillppines, hus got drunk and
landed In the guardhouss at the Pre-
#idlo of San Franclson in cause for doop
sorrow, yel the circumstance is  not
without Its compensations. As tha
military career of tha hibulous chap-
Inin will undoubtedly be cut short by &
tourt martial, & place will be left In
the army for some one of the warlike
Chicago brethren who bave beon howl-
ing death and destruction to the tral-
torous Aguinaldo ever aince the Phil-
ippine row Let

n. the militant
parsons
.uﬁ“ﬁo nfplullou in enrly




