Ag she did not offer to touch the mis-
sive, His Highness presently sat down
and crowded up against her knees. Then
he laid the letter in her lap.

Her expression became inscrutable as
ghe picked up the letter; while she was
reading it there was color in her cheeks:
after she had read it there was less,

“1 see not necessity,” she sald to His
Highness—*1 see no necessity for his go-
ing. I think I ought to tell him so, . . .
He overestimates the ‘mportance of a
mutter which does not coneern him, , . .
He is sublimely self-conscious, . . . a

typical man. And if he presumes to
believe that the hazard of our encounter
is of the slightest moment .. . to me . . .

The dog dropped his head in her lap.

“1 wish you wouldn't do that!™ she
said, almost sharply, but there was o dry
cateh in her throat when she spoke,, and
she Inid one fair hand on the head of
His Highness.,

A few moments later she went down-
stairs to the great hall, where she founcd
Colonel Hyssop and Mujor Brent just
finishing their morning cocktnils.

When they could at last comprehend
that she never begun her breakfast with
a cocktail, they conducted her solemnly
to the breakfast-room, seated her with
empressement, and the coffee was served.

It was a delicious, old-fashioned, coun-
try breakfast—erisp trout, bacon, eggs,
and mounds of fragrant flapjacks,

“Langham’s gone off to the West
Branch; left duty's compliments and all
that sort of thing for you,” observed the
Colonel, testing his soffee with an air.

His Highness, who had sniffed the
hacon, got up on a chair where he could
sit and view the table, Molsture gath-
ered on his jet-black nose; he licked his
jllwl.

“You poor darling!” cried his mistress,
rising Impulsively, with her plate in her
hand. She set the plate on the floor. It
was cleaned with a snap, then carefully
polished.

“You are fond of your dog, madam,”
said the Major, much interested,

“He's a fine one,” added the Colonel,
“Gad! I took him for Langham's cham-
pion at first.”

She bent her head over the dog's plate.

Later she walked to the porch, fol-
lowed by His Highness.

A lovely little path invited them on—
a path made springy by trodden leaves;
and the dog and his mistress strolled
forth among clumps of hazel and sllver-
birches, past ranks of alders and Indian-
willows, on sacross log bridges spanning
tiny threads of streams which poured
into the stony river,

The unceasing the birds
freshened like wind in her ears. Spring
echoes sounded from blue distances: the
solemn congress of the forest trees in

chorus of

gession murmured of summers past and
summers to come,

How could her soul sink in the pres-
ence of the young world’s uplifting?

Her dog eame back and looked up
into her eyes. With a ery, which was
half Jaughter, she raced with him along
the path, scattering the wild birds into
flight from bush and thicket.

Breathless, she halted at the
river's shallow edge.

Flung full length on the grass, she
dipped her white fingers in the river, and
dropped wind-flowers on the ripples to
watch them dance away.

rosy,

She listened to the world around her;
it had much to say to her if she would

M

only believe it. But she forced her mind
bauck to her husband and lay brooding.

An old man in leggings and corduroys
came stumping along the path; His
Highness heard him coming and turned
his keen head, Then he went and stood
in front of his mistress, calm, inguisitive,
dangerous,

"*Mornin', miss,” said the keeper; 1
guess you must be one of our folks."

“I nm staying at the club-house,” she
suld, smiling, and sitting up on the grass.

“I'm old Peler, one o the guards,” he
sald,  “Fine mornin', miss, but a leetle
bright for the fish—though I ain't deny-
in' that a small dark fly’d raise "em; no'm.
If 1 was sot on ketehin® a mess o' fish, 1
guess o hare's-ear would do the business;
1 jest pnssed Mr. Langham down
to the forks, and I seed he was a-chuckin'

yes'm,

s hare's-ear; an’ he riz 'em, too; yes'm.”
“How long have vou been a keeper

here®” she asked,

“How long, 'm? Waal, T was the fust-
est guard they had; yes'm,
They bought my water
rights; yes'm, An' they give me the
Job, ‘T'he president he sez to me, ‘Peter,’
he sex, Jest like that—'Peter, youn was

I live down
here o piece.

raised here; you know all them brooks
an' rivers like n mink; you stay right
here an® wateh "em, an® I do the squar’
by ve. he sez, jest like that, An' he
done it; yes'm.”

“So you knew the president, then®"
she asked, in a low voice.

“Knew him?—him? Yes'm."

The old man laughed a hollow, tooth-
less laugh, and squinted oul across the
duzzling river.

“Knew him twenty year, 1 did. A
good man, and fair at that. Why, I've
seen him settin® jest where you're settin'
this minute—seen him a hundred times
a-settin® there”

“Fishing?" she said, In an awed voice,

“Sometimes. Sometimes he was n-drink-
in' out o' that silver pocket-pistol o' his'n.
He got drunk a lot up here; but he didn't
drink alone; no'm. There wasn't a stingy
hair In his head; he——"

“Do you mean the president # she said
incredulously, almost angrily.

“Him? Yes'm. Him an' Colonel Hys-
sop an' Major Brent; they
times in them days”

“You knew the president

had ﬂlltl(l

before his
marringe,” she observed, coldly,

“Him? e married,
miss 1™ said the old man, scornfully,

“Are vou with a
troubled smile,

“Sure? Yes'm. Why, the last time he
was up three year July
Fourth, 1 seen him a-kissin® an® a-huggin'

"

wisn't never

sure® she asked,

here, come
of old man Dawson's darter——

She was on her feet in a flash. The
old man stood there smiling his senile
smile and squinting out aceross the water,
absorbed in his garrulous reminiscence,

“Yes'm; all the folks down to the vil-
luge was fond o' the president, he was
thut jolly and free, an’ no stuck-up ety
no'm;  Jest and easy, an'
n-sparkin’ the gals the

nirs; free

with best o

them »”

The old man laughed und crossed his
arms under the barrel of his shot-gun,

“Folks said he might o' married old
man Dawson's darter if he'd lived, 1
I guess it was all fun. But 1
hear the gal took on awful when they
told her he was dead; yes'm.”

Vi

Towards evening Langham waded

across the river, drew in his dripping

dun’no.
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—A $12.50 value,

make No. 612,

T. L. Horn Trunk Company’s
TRADE WINNER

No.

Three-ply veneer Box, fibre covered Trunk, fully
riveted, round edges, heavy Brassed Trimmings, two-trays

A special introductory retail price of $10.00 for size
36; $10.50 for size 38; $11.00 for size 40,

Take no substitute—Ask your dealer for HORN'S

612
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At last!
a comfortable

e

hurt.

Why torture your feet
with hea
upports that actually
shape of your arch. No wonder they
If you want complete freedom

) late arch
istort the

, stiff metal

from foot troubles wear the new

Every personsarch is different
They vary in length, height, shape and
Jocation of high part. In the ordinary
metal plate arch support the location of
the high part is fixed and can’t be shifted
back or forward to fit the shape of the
wearer's arch, They actually force the
arch into a new and abnormal shape and
change one bad condition into a worse
one, The Wizard is diflerent. The ar-
rows point to the high partof each archand
show how the Wizard Adjustable Arch
Builder canbeadjusted to thesedifferences.

Arch BeYder

It is a soft, flexible, featherlight leather
insole witi’n three pockets beneath the
arch, each one farther back than the one
beneath it. Three light leather inserts,
thick and thin, fit into these pockets,
By shifting these inserts about, any de-
sired height and shape arch can ecasily be
formed. You can tell when it is right
by the way it feels——comfort is your
guide. It holds it shape and gives per-
manent relief, If your arch has fallen,
you can build it up to normal, with ease
and comfort by gradual readjustments of
snserts, at home,
Ask for a Iree copy of our book,

Urthopraxy of the foot" a treat-
ise¢ on foot troubles and thelr cure,

WIZARD FOOT APPLIANCE CO., St. Louis, Mo,



