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SYNODPSIS,

| OHAPTER L—Ficoard Derting, return-
ing from a winter In the woods to his
maother's farm home, I8 overtaken by his
uncle, necompanled by Nis eecentrio wife,
coming to 'pey & visit st the farm

CHAPTER 11—A mnt Jerusha's gqueb-
tons about Emily ¥V ulton, supposed to be
Richard's sweetheart, bring out the fact
that she s to marry s merchant, KEd-
winris,

CHAPTER 1L —Derring's
ment stimulaies his ambitlon &and  un-
der the advice of Heth Kinney, a hermit
of the wooll, he rocolves to Mt Kimeelf
for college, Kinney pronises to toach
him Greek,

CHAFTER IV.<Darring tella hin mothe
er his resulve, and In hisn grandfather's
old laboratory begine the study of Groek

CHAFTER V.—80th Kinney hears Fich-
ard's Greek recitstion in the wooda while
e and Tom Blshop ply the cross-cut

w.
ucunm's:n VI <Derring learna that he
ean look indifferently upon the loss of
Emily, He vigits Aunt Jerusha, who vol-
unteers to halp htr.n through college, mak-

him a gift of §100,
‘ngl-lArg”l‘l:‘nl VIL-The Oreck learned in
the woods carries Fiehard triumphantly
through entrance axaminntions, wins ap-
proval from the profeasor und Insures hls
popularity among his fellows.

CHAPTER VIII —Four ysars In college
obliterntes the memary of Emily, Ders
ring beging his jourralistle work In Chi-

CHAPTER IX.<Derring meots  Helen
Gardon In hor studio, where he goes to
Nl an assignment.

CHAPTER X.—Deorring's promotion to
art critte on his paper makes him more
secure fnenclally. He makes rapld prog-
rons In comradeship with Helen, The dis-
covery of an old love eplsode In her life
=syenls to him that he loves her,

CHAPTER XL-Helon refuses (0 marrs
Richuard and hamper hls carver and her
own, They enter Inte a compact which
permite  anly  compoantonshilp  with  *“no
pramises’ on elther side.

CHAPTER XI1L-Both find happiness In
the undefined relution, Hebon fnds Blch-
ard's suggestions very ler
work,

CHAPTER XIIL—-Helen suffers 1 of
feots from sketching on the lnke shore
In Janunry., A alight {lineas brings her
Into closer relations with Richard,

CHAPTER XIV.—Richard disgovers a
sixth wense which wurns him of any dan-
gor or discomfort to Helen, He is ealled
home by the thens of Beth Kinney and
determines to test the strength of this
pecutlur power of communication,

CHAPTER XV.—8¢th Kinney ia dying,
and B chard resolves to remain to the
end. SHeth hears the story of Richard's
western experience and reveals the story
of hie own wasnted ife

CHAPTER XV1—=Dying In the apring,
Beth Jeaves Derving u  small  fortune,
which enables him to place his mother In
comfortable clrcumstances, He returns
to Chicngo. Helen starts on a vislt to
her home In the east and Is killed In a
rallway aecldent. 8he ledves o mesange
for Richard, saying: 1 shall come back
Sa van U T ean BuL ¥ got—"

heiplul in

CHAPTER XVIL

.

Derring threw himself Into work
with the intensity of despair. He
worked early and late. He dared not
give himself time to think. Beauty
had gone from the world—Iinterest
from life. Work was the only thing
left. He plodded on in a dull, mo
notonous fashlon. It served to kil
time, und there was the chance of los-
ing himself, for a little while, In his
task.

He would work for days with fever-
ish eagerness, for the sake of these
few minutes of working oblivion, In
which he could lose himself, until the
dull pain that always preceded his re-
turn to consclousness became (oo
stroog (o be ignored. When he turned
to question its meaning, memory stood
always at hand to place the burden
once more on his shoulders.

Except for these brief minutes
there was not an hour in the day
when his loss did not press upon him.
To his tortured Linagination he was
Jdike a man torn in two, one-hall to
be burled out of sight., the other to
live on, suffericg and enduring. till
the jageged wound should heal At
every turn his thoughts went out o

. her—only to be met by the hopeless
blank of heér death, For months the
thought of her had boen the last in
his mind at night, the first to greet
bhim on waking. Now he sat up un
tll worn out with work and loss of
sleep. And If then sleep would not
come, he counted sheep jumping over
A wall, watched water falling from a
high préciples down — down-—ol
resched out hiz hnnd for the oplate
that stood always at hand. Anything
was better than the homelessness of
memory.

Perbaps the hardest part was the
uttter lonellness of it all, He had
turned to Helen with every pleasure
or sorrow. Now he was called upon

to [ace the greatest sorrow of his life
alone—absolutely alone. He seemed
to have lost the sense of human kin-
ﬁhlll

Sowetimes B sudden sight would
touch bia heart—two lovers walking
together, Me would follow them as
long as he dared, noting every glanoe
Bod gesture between them. It com
forted him to feel thar love was still
in the world—although it bhad gone
from hils own life

Except for this slight link he was
cut off from his fellow-belngs—adrifn
on & shoreless sea. He did not reel
that others sulfered as he was suffer
Ing. that meny o gallant ship  that
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disnppoint- |

passed with colfors Bying was frelgnt-
od with a burden as heavy as his own.
He clung with pathetle eagerness to a
belief that others were happy and
found lfe worth living, ¥or, as time
went on, he found the question of the
worth of life rforcing (tself upon him
with cruel Insistence —not as u specu-
intion, but out of the bitternoss of
life. Tt met him et every turn. It
stood walting at hiz bedside (o greet
him when he woke and it followed
close at his wide through the day
Why should he take up the burden of

another day? No one depended on
bim—would mourn for him. His
mother?—8he was now Independent

of his help., She dld not need him.
No one needed him. One plunge and
he would know whethor dealh ends
all, or whether In a new life one may
meet or make new happiness,

Giladly would he have died. In hope-
less, desperate fashion he prayed for
denth, But something—intangible—
Btill held him from taking his own
life. He did not percelve that there
were depths of misery lower than any
to which he had yet fallen. Had he
foressen the trackless country over
which he was to wander, he would
have Inid down his life in despair at
the outset. Hut the slght was merol
fully withheld from him, and he
pressed steadily on, unloved and un-
loving., but hugging cloge to hilg heart
one delusive bellef—love was still In
the world, Not for him, but for
others, life was still worth the living.

How or when this bellef escaped
him he never knew. He awoke one
day to the awlul convictlon that even
this had been taken from him——that
nothing remained between him and
absolute despair. He had been a fool.
How could any love—even as pure ns
theirs—how could even this make life
worth living? It was at best a frall,
uncertain thing, Hable to snap at any
moment and leave life empty, deso
late—like his own. No, life was a
mistake, Derring could fancy it the
gilt of some arch-fiend who lay back,
laughing fn his sleeve, aa from afar he
watched men rushing here and there,
pushing and scrambling, cheating,
swearing, dylng—for what? For a
willo“the-wisp, a mirage, a child's
fable.

Thus despalr took hold on him.
the effect was not what one
have foreseen. It drove him towards
his fellow-men. In his first grief he
had been moody and reserved, speak-
ing seldom and then only of the most
matter-of-fact detalls of work, Now
he sought companlonship. He courted
conversation, But his conversation
was sharp and cynieal in tone. No
subject was too sacred or too tender
for his wit. 1t was as If the fiend
had taken ‘him far above and had
showed him that all 18 vanity and
vexation of spirit—transient, fleeting,
beginning nowhere and ending In
nothing—too (riling to mourn over
and surely not worth enthusiasm.

Every one in the office [lelt the
change. Many a young fellow who
came under the lash of his tongue
wondered vaguely what had come
over Derring. But no ome guessed the

But
would

Sometimes a Sudden Sight Would

Touch His Heart—Two Lovers |
Walking Together.
rhuse, ‘or although he seemed so

open and bluff, he was wore reserved
than ever.

Thus two, three—six years passed.
Then o chapge came over him, The
bitterness passed from his heart and
left only a great pity for mankind
It was a cruel thing to create a race
capable of suffering and condemn It
to a life of froltless striving! ‘The
hopelessness and the wmisery *haunted
hlwi—day and night., He bocame very
gentle Even towards sin and viee he
showed u leniency thut surprised his
fellew-workers. His own grief bad be-
come to bl o very small thipg —hard-
Iy worth a heartthrob o comparison
with the curse under which the hu-
man race strugeled. He would gladly

have dled to bring & ray of ngne b
mian,
that the sina of the world may be lald
'nn one  men Put with the under-
gtnnding onme a conviciion of (he
BopoTonnn sy
| on bhig shoulders—gome to  boéar i
even to a cruel death—but npever
must one dare hope that because he
suffered nnother should be free,

For himself, as tho years went by,
he questioned no tore, Life and its
meaning had redoced lteolfl to this—
to help those that are In trouble—this
muech he had gathered from the
wreck,
fragment, a negative sort of comfort.
But 1t was better than the blank
apathy of Indifference. 1t wns some-
thing to live for

But happlness—Iiiving, thrilling hap-
piness—was for him a thing of the
past. That it could ever come to him
again he did not for a moment dream.
Life was upon him. He must endure
it as bravely, as helpfully a8 he
might. But never might he hope for a
Joy that should make It perfect, or
for a reason that should justify the
suffering.

CHAPTER XV,

The day had been unusually warm
In the office, but otherwise no differ-
ent from other dnys.

When Derring came home at nlght
he threw bimself on the bed to rest
befare dressing for dinner. It had
boecome a common thing for him to
stop 1o rest now and then during the
day—how common, even he himself
did not realize. He was less intro-
gpective than formerly, He worked
Instead of speculating or dreaming.
When he found himself too tired to
work he rested for a little, as he
wad doing now,

It had taken hlm long to learn the
art of resting. But he had at last
galned the power to turn aside at any
moment from the rush of life and
vield himself, body and mind, to a
quiet restfulness,

As he lay In the half-darkened room,
his eyes closed, his brealh coming
and going lightly between parted lips,
It was easy to see that the past ten
years had not all been as peaceful ax
this. The thick hair, pushed careless
ly back, was streaked with gray, The
exuberant vitality of the face and
frame had glven place to a worn look
of passive strangth. Ten years should
not #o change d face were it not that

ten years, as men count time, are
sometimes a cvcle,

Derring was not thinking of the
past, however, nor of himself. He

wns resting, gaining strength for the
next work that lay before him.

At last he rose and begun to move
about the room, making ready for din-
ner, Suddenly he stopped, bewildered,
putting his hand to his head. What
had happened? A change too subtle
to be put in words had come over him
while he rested. He looked at his
face In the mirror, half expecting to
see some slgn. It was not there. But
deep in his heart he felt it throbbing
—thrilling. Life was, after all, worth
living! Nay, more, it was a wonder
tul, beautiful thing. The fecling did
not take words. It was too pervasive,
too complete, for that. No mere
thought could bave carried such
welght of conviction. It was too sim-
ple for a chain of reasoning. Yet it
carried belief, He had reasoned care
fully and logically to the opposite
conclusion. How was it?—Life could
not be worth living. Since there is
no permanent happiness, existence
has no reason for being rather than
for not being, and no certainty of an
outcome that shall justify suffering
He smiled at his careful logle, awept
away by the forece of pure conviction
—Life wae worth living!

It lay before him simple as day-
light, and as clear. His mind ran
ahead. He must find the work he
could do well, and do it. Herein lay
happiness. Then let him help others
to find thelr place, He would have
Joy of heart and the purpose that
makes life reasonable. It mattered
little about the immortality of the
soul, Threescore years and ten was
Immortality. The structure of the
universe betrayed a master plan. To
live In unison with this plan, to ald
in ite execution—Iif only for a few
years—was enough.

He turned to the window and, draw-
ing up the shade. looked ncross the
broken lines of chimney-pots and roofs
to the western sky. His heart leaped
to meet it. Beauty had come back to
the earth. He stood drinking it In
with the eagerness of a traveler who
sees home at last. He had not known
how hig artlst nature had hungered
[ for 1t through the years, The tears
came into his eyes as he looked A
| tangle of chimneys nnd gables against
a twilight sky, but full of subtle beau.

|ty. Would it stay with him?—Where
 had It been? There In the outer
| world—-but hidden from him becaiuse

i he was unworthy? Or in his own soul
| langulshing with its sickness® Then
In & moment it came to him—Iit was
' not In the world, nor in his sou'. It
was the soul self coming to -on
lariu:ram-su, reragnizing t=elf, hoh,dd.
Ing its own features, as in & glass—
existence reaching its highest form in
the consclousness of the soul He
stood awed before it It secmed to
stréetch uway Into space, wonderful,
lofty, but ¢lose about him

He went down to dinner with anp
eager Interest Everythliog had be-
comwe transformed. Men and women

were no longer machines wound up Lo
run through a definite term of prin,
and calllug on his sympathy and help,
They were divine—capable of the
highest happlness. He felt like leap-
Ing, exulting, erving aloud In fulhess
of Joy at the beauty of life and buman

' kinship.

| “Derriog was more like himself to
night than be has Leen for yoears,™
remarked ao alderly mgn to Jilg com-

He began to undecstand, dimly, |

o knew that It was only a | them

Every true mam must |
| Buller, must gloop to tnke the burden |

|

i
i

the |
room whera they sat smoking afer
dinner
The speuker was a guiet, thoneht
ful man with obeervant gray oyes. Ho

was the only one left of thosé who
had been in the house ten vears he
are, “He always used o be like
that” he went ot, “full of life and a
kind of magnetism, He drew you."

Detring pagsed out of the house and |

down the stroet, walking with swift,
eagor feet. He felt cordn of sympathy
drawing him to those he met. He
wialked until late at night, seeking out
the busiest streots and pressing In
close among those who tirronged
He was Intoxionted with hn-
manity and the joy of lite. He must
come cloge to it. He was thrilling
with a sense of exultation—all thia

Hying. surging crowd, capable of per |

fect development of the divinest Joy!

Whon he returned to his room, he
did not retire Immediately, There
wero letters that must be written be-
fore he slept. He had thought, as he
walked, of two or three young men
whom a word from him might help to
better positions. He must not miss

his opportunity. Life was short. He
longed to bring happiness to the
world.

He fell asleep, planning for the

coming day. It seemed girange to
look forward to the morrow with any-
thing except a senze of dull endur
aneo,

When he wakened he eould not. for
4 moment, account for the feeling that

It Seemed to Stretch Away

Space.

wakened with him, Like a child, hall
awake, he groped in memory to recall
the gift that yesterday made him so
lhappy. Then it came to him, It had
not failed him. It was not a passing
mood. He was awake, alive, in a
world full of beauty and love.

Into

CHAPTER XIX.

The morning sun was streaming
Into Derring's private office. . Two
young men were walting for him.

They had come to consult him about a
plece of work in the slums,

Derring himsell kept out of slum
work. He always ansawered, when
pressed to give himsell to it, that he
had no call thaf way—and & man
needed a very strong call or a great
deal of cheek Lo thrust himself un-
asked Into a man's home—even

| taken

though the home happened to be u |

poor one, A man's castle might be
only one corner of a room, but it was
his castle still, fortified by all the
laws of ldentity and individuality.
For bimself, Derring declared, he had

[ _ |L__"“’ ' {

“For Your Philanthropic

Sald Derring.

Cranks,”

after you once know him vou ean't
get alomg without him.™

His eompanion sat lost In thought.
“I think it Is because Derring neods
us,” he said at last.

“Needs ug?

"Yes. 1 never knew a
needed poeople as he does, e gives
himsell and never msks. But & love
like*that must carry with {t a need.
If Derring 8o much as lavs hls hand
on my arm, I feel a power between
us—a sort of espiritual magnetism
that I can no more resist than | can
resglst my own heart. It somehow
nsks as well ag glvea"”

"Oh, well, Conway, yon're a poet.
You ecan't expect a mere artlst lke
me to understand anything that ean't

man that

be put into black and white. But he's
good enough for me."
“For your philanthropic ecranks."

sald Derring as they laid the case be
fore him, “you must have an organiza-
tion.”

They protested In one breath.

“I know, You think that as soon as
a movement has taken on organization
it has lost its vitality. That Is a mis
view of the case. my youns
friends. Organizations were invented
to give employment to cranks,
must make offices and put them in
They will have so much to do run
ning the offices that they will let
“the poor” alone for awhile, When a
movement Is well under way It must
have an organization as a life-pre.
server.”

“lI suppose It must,” said the art
ist with a sigh. “Can you help us
about the conatitution f we come
around to-morrow?"

“Come to my room at ten.
free then.”

They rose to go.
lingered a minute,

Derring looked at him inquiringly.

“It's nothing,” he sald, smiling, “I
was only wondering If I might come
a little early?"

“To-night?”

“There's something 1 want to ask
you about—if I may.”

"Of course. Come—" He paused
“l was going to take a walk before.

Yiou

I'l be

But the poet

hand.” he sald. “Why couldn’t
you—"

“Meet you?"

“At the breakwater—yes, At nine

thirty.”
The poet's face lighted. “I will be
there. It's something 1 can't decide

| for myself—"

“Then don't expect me to.”
“No. You will help me to see it. 1

not the courage to invade It. If g man  ®™ Dot sure of myselr.

had a genulne call to the work, let
him do it and thank the Lord that
called him,

For the dilettante philanthropists
who posed amid the picturesque
squalor of the slums he had only the
keenest shaft of ridicule. It'was his
Insight that made those who were
taking up the work In earnest seek
his advice. While he had not gone
into it in person, he was cognizant of
every altep taken, and often, by his
shrewd counsel, balanced the sentl
mentality of overenthusiasm.

The young men were walting to
consult him as to the best way of
dealing with & pair of philanthrople
cranks who persisted in thrusting

themselves into the work and who, by |

thelr obtuseness, were undoing the
best results of the past year. While
walting for Derring and discussing
the situation, they had drifted into
talking of his fitness for the work and
of the strange delicacy that kept him
from It

“He stands ready enough to help
any of us fellows that come to him.
Hut 1 suppose that's just it—these
people don't get in his way and we
do. Lucky for me, 1 did!"

A laugh rippled the undercurrent of
the speaker's words. He was peated
‘n an office-chair, his hat thrust back,
% shock of reddish-brown halr rising
itralght above the broad white fore-
brad. He looked as If he might be
*lie driver of an express cart or of
any vehicle that rumbled and rattied,
In reality, he was an artlst of much
rowmlse His sketches had in them
depth

of senthuent that gave even
Rreater promise than their technigue
Three years woo no one hnd believed
thai e woula oy e anyihing more
than a dubbler 1y art He had had
pleuty money und vas leading a
Ires, devil-aay o Lle, gowing o the
Wind mnd eompiaccatly Jlooking  for
ward to the whiriwip?® Now his sue
Cess wWas spoken of L3 a thing as
wd,  He bad..es he put it, “got In
Derring's way," aud, onee there, he
ied found suwrrender emslor than es
cape

“I wonder,” he went on, thought
fully, “what It Is about him that holds
you s0? He doesn't seem o do any-
thing in partcular, But somehow

CHAPTER XX,

The night was warm, but a breeze
name from the lake, itfully. It greet
ed Derring as he opened the door of
his room after dinner.

Groping his way to the droplight on
his desk, he had a sense, as he went
ol disp'ncing., In the darkness, other
forms and personalities, He often felt
@ In coming Into & vacant room—al-
ways If the room was dark or half
lighted—that sense of other forms
glving way to his, retreating, gliding
past, with nolseless belng. Always
for a minute they jostled him, as if
unable to escape. Then, In & breath,
his presence fllled the room—to the
furthest lving corner. Thers was no
one there,

He found the droplight and reached
for a match. The breeze stirred again
and blew against the hand that he'd
the mateh to the dropligit He shaded
It with his other hand, and the light
lared up into his tired face. His eves
émiled absently. He was thinking of
the poet and his troubles.

Derring had more than hall guessed
them. He had been revolving in hia
mind all day whal he should s=ay to
him. The woman was a sirange crea-
ture, Derring had studled her {ace
the night before at the play. It was
heavy, with deep lines, but there was

someihinEg fine In the eves. He re
ecal'sd them now—wis'ful ¢ .4u mig
actye,
he pushed back the panwers on his
desw with a i ggn Why zhould
they come o a2iu with thelr voubles?
{ He was ptrangely tired. Boet with it
all, underneuih, bart a sense of com:
Iny release Groping for it. as he
seried bimscll at the desk, he ok
up his pen aad threw off the dupres
glon wihth un eflfort He was only
e He s.ould gD gwny oext week
1or o rest, Lsantime Heuching for
& rheel of paper e began Lo write
e Wrole rapldly I'TINE now nnd
thea W the letters he had  pushed
uside, sealing ecacl not~ as it was
tunielied and laying It oo the plle ut
hand. When the last one wus done.

| heé ran over the scattered letlers be

fore him, Allng some for relerence,
learing otbers scyoss and  throwing

h
|

He looked at his  wateh—nine
o'clock—<hnlf an hour yet. Rising he
stretohed bimself and looked about
the room. He moved to the window.

[ 1t was & moonlight night and shadows
bung luminous everywhere, Irtadiat-
ing bricks and tlles and trees. From
# tower near by the clock sounded,
spreading sonorously in the still air,
The ourtain swaved a little In the
breeze and he loaped it back. Return-
ing to his desk and moving the drop-
light to the table he drew a big chair
beside it, He searched among the
books on the table and took up a vol-
umie of poams,

The poems were Conway's. Ha had
seen most of them before—In manu-
script. But he wanted to read them
again. He bad not deelded what to
say to his visitor, The room was
very still. Something burred at the
screen, tapping It with light touches—
a June bug, perhaps. Derring paid no
heed, He was absorbed in the page
before him, The light Auttered & lit-
tle and he looked up Impatiently. He
turned It down, glancing towards the
open window. He took up the book
again. But the poems had lost thelr
hold. His eye was on the page, but
about him, around him, something
stirred, He ralsed hiz eyves slowly,

‘ them into the waste-beaket.
|

He Sank Back—the Face Was Gone.

looking towards the window. Against
the screen. faint agninst the moons
light, he saw It—her face—smiling to
him, the eyes shining mistily. He
halfl rose, stretehing out his hands to
her. He sank back. The face was
gone, Hut her volice, softly, was
speaking to him through the distance:
“You are coming—coming—coming—*"
With a quick exclamation he turned.
The light at his side had gone out.
The room lay In darkness. He stared
before him. BShe was not there. No
one was there. It was the common
prosalc darkness of a June night.

(To be Continued)
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—FACTS =

§ The news items of the home com-
munity.

€ The things in which you are most
interested,

g The births, weddings, deaths of
the people you know.

q The social affairs of our own and
surrounding towns.

Thess are the kind of facts this paper
sives you ia every imus. They are
cortainly worth the subscription price.

Steam Outfit for Sale.

For sale—The best steam ootfit in Chey-
enne county, consisting of one new Case
separator, one steam (32 h. p.) engine and
eleven fourteen-inch plows. Address
OREN GRISWOLD,

Dalton, Neb,
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The following blanks are for sale at
The Herald office;

Farm Lease,
Real Estate Mortgage,
Chattel Morigage,
City Lease,
Warranty Deed,
Agreementfor Warranty Deed,
Warranty Deed —Corporation
Bond for Deed,
General Hond,
Quit Claim Deed,
‘greement Sale of Real Esyyte,
Contract for Keal Estate,
Exchange Contract,
Articles of Agreement,
Heleass of Real Estate Maorigage
Assigoment of Morigage
Athdavit of ldentification
Conpon Note,
Mechanic's Lien
I Power of Aliorney,

Bill of Sale,
(Iputln
Short Will,
Appraisement of Froperty

Attached
Appraisal,
Dipping Ceruficale
Contest Notice
| Alfidavin and Order of Publicati n of Con-
test Notics
Meu: Shippers Certificate
Notice to Owners before Dielivery
1'!';:‘_
Promissory Nute.
Receipis
Township Plats
Hoad Overueer al lighwgy

|
| loventory aud

f Tax

sAnotal Sepple-
ment
Administravion
e xed
Notice 1o Appralser
Letters ol Guardi anship
inil Undertaking for 0Or lur of
Attachmeny,
Venire Facias
Athdavit against CGarnishes
Summons,
Order of Attachmen*

Letters ol with ' Will Ag-

Athdavit




