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CHAPTER XVIil~—~Continued.

He did not once ioterrupt her. Al
the time she was speaking he was
studying the profile of her faco as if
fascinated by Its strange immobllity.
For the matter of a full halt-hour he
sat on the rall, his back ngalnst a post,
his arms folded acroas tho breast of
the thick ulster he wore, staring at
her, drinkilng In every word of the
wtory she wld, A look of surprise
crept Into his face when sha came 1o
the point where the thought of marry-
ing Hetty to the brother of her victim
first began to manifest itself In her
designs, For a time the look of in-
credulity remalned, to be succeeded
by utter scorn as she went on with
the recital. Her reasons, her excuses,
ber explanations for this master stroka
in the way of compensation for all
that she had endured at the hande of
the scornful Wrandalls, all of whom
were hatoful to her without exception,
stirred him deeply. He began to une
derstand the forces that compelled her
Lo resort to this Machlavelllan plan
for revenge on them., Bhe admitted
everything: her readiness to blight
Helty's life forever; her utter cullous-
ouss In laying down these ugly plans;
her surpassing vindlotiveness; her re-
flections on the triumph she was to
enjoy when her alms were fully at-
talned. She confessed to a genulne
ity for Hetty Castleton from the be-
ginning, but it was outweighed by that
thing she could only describe as an
obsesston! ., . . How she hated the
Wrandalls! . Then came the
renl awakening: when the truth came
€0 her aa o revelation from God, Hetty
bnd not been to blame. The girl was
tonocent of the one sin that called
for vengeance so far as she was con-
cerned. The slaying of Challls Wran-
dall was justified! All these months
she had been harborlng a woman she
belicved to have been his mistress as
well as his murderess. It was not so
much the murderess that she would
have folsted upon the Wrandalla as a
daughter, but the mistress! . . .
Bhe loved the girl, she had loved her
from that first night. Back of it all,
tarefore, lay the stern, unsuspected
orath: from the very beginning she In-
stinetively had known this girl to be
tnnocent of gulle, . . . Her house
of cards fell down, There was noth-
ng left of the plans on which It had
Geen constructed, It had all been
swept away, even us she strove to
protect it against destruction, and the
ground wps strewn with the ashes of
fires burnt out. . . , Bhe was
shocked to find that she had even
Built upon the evil spot! Al-

Ly's own story of her meeting with
Challle Wrandall, and how she went,
step by step and blindly, to the last
ocene In the tragedy, whan hils vile-
ness, his true nature was revealed to
fier. The glrl had told her everything,
Sle had thought herseif to be In love
with Wrandall, 8he was carrled away
by his protestations, She was infatub
sted. (Bara smiled to herself ns she
spoke of this. SB8he knew Challls Wran-
dall's charm!) The glrl belleved in
him implicitly,. When he took her to
Burton's inn it was to make her his
wife, as she suppo He had ar
ranged everything. Then camé the
truth. She defended hersell. il

“l came upon her in the road on
that wild night, Brandon, at the place
¥ pointed out, Can you pleturs her as
1 have described her? Can you ple
ture her despalr, her hopelessness, her
misery? 1 have told you everything,
irom beginning to end, You know how
she came to me, how 1 propared her
£or the sacrifice, how she left me, |
fave not writien to her. I cannot. She
must hate mo with all her soul, just ns
{ have bated the Wrandalls, but with
greater renson, | confess, She would
fhave glven herself up to the law long
ago, If It had not been for exposiug
mo to the world as her defender, her
protector, She knew she was not mor-
ally gullty of the crime of murdaer. In
the beglnnlng she was afruid.  She
4ld not know our land, our laws. In
e she came to understund that she
was o no real pertl, but then it was

b

"I thank God for you, fot
for everything.

her

I thank God that ghe |

and | away with
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ugly thought of 1 tive
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ery respect, infinltely so, he argued,

found him out in time, that she killed -peared to her on that last, enlighten: | And vet there was something in Sara

him, that you shlelded her, that you | Ing day,

falled to ecarry out your devillsh | growlng more horrible to hor, It has
echeme, and that your heart 18 very | been heslde her all the time.  All
sore today." thegs months she has known that |

‘You do not despise me?"

“No, I am sorry for you."

Her oyes narrowed. I don’t want
you to fesl sorry for mo”

“You don't understand, 1 am sorry
for you hecanse you have found your
#elf out and must ba despising your-
selr”

“You have guessed the truth, 1 de-
splae myself. But what could be ex-
pected of me?' she asked lronically
“"An the Wrandalls would eay, 'blood
will tell” ™

“"Nonsense! Don't talk like that!
It I8 quite unworthy of you. In spite
of evarything, Bara, you are wonder
ful. The very thing you tried to do,
the way you went about it, the way
you surrender, makes for greatness In
you. If you had gone on with it and
succeeded, that fact alone would have
put you In the ciass with the great,
strong, virlle women of history, It—"

“With the Medicls, the Borglas
and—" she began bitterly.

“Yes, with them. But they wers
great women, just the same. You are
greater, for you have more than they
possessed: a consclence, 1 wish 1
could tell you just what I feel. 1
haven't the words. (f

"1 only want you to tell me the
truth. Do you desplse me?"

“Again I say that 1 do not. | can
only say that 1 regard you with—yes,
with awe.”

“As one might think of & deadly
sarpent.”

“Hardly that,” he sald, emlling for
the first time, He crossed over and
lald hig hand on her shoulder, "Don't
think too meanly of yourself. 1 under-
stand It all. You lived for months
without s heart, that's all."

“You put it very gently.”

“l think | am right. Now, you've
got It back, and It's hungry for the
sweal, good things of life. You want
to be happy. You want to love again
and w be loved. You don't want to
pitied, 1 understand. It's the return
of a heart that went away long months
ago and left an empty place that you
filled with gall, The bitterness s
gone, There Is something sweet in
its place. Am 1 not eight?"

She hesitated. “If you mean that
1 want to be loved by my enemies,
Brandon, you are wrong,” she sald
clearly, *1 have not been chastened
in that particular."”

"You mean the Wrandalls?"

"It 18 not In my nature to love my
enemies, We stand on the same fool-
ing as bhefore, and always shall, They
underetand me, [ understand them. I
am glad that my project failed, not for
their sake, but for my own."”

He was sllent. This woman was be-
youd him. Ho could not understand a
nature ke this

“You gay nothing,
you to undeérstand. We will pot dis.
cuss my enemies, but my friends.
What do you lntend to do io respect
to Hetty?"

“I am golng to make her my wife,”
he sald levelly.

She turned away, It was now quite
dark. He could not seo the expres
slon on her face,

"What you have heard does not
wenken your love for her?

“No. It strengthens it.*

Well, 1 can't ask

"You know what she has done, She

Wwo late. A confesslon would have
placed mo in an lmpossible posaition.
You see, she thought of me all this
time. Bhe loved me a8 N0 Woman aver
loved another. Was not | the wife
 the man she had killed, and was
apt 1 the noblest of all women In her
eyea? UCGod! And to think of what 1
had planned for her!"

Thia wans the end of the story

The words dled away In a sort of
whimpering wall, falling in with the
wind to be lost to his stralning ears
#Her head drooped, her arms hung
Himply at her side,

For a long time he sal there in s
fence, lookiug out over the darkenling
water, unwilling, unable Indeed, 1o
speak. Hie heart was full of compas-
sion for her, mingling strangely with
what was left of scorn apd borror
What conid he say to her?

At Ilast she turned to him. “Now
you know all that I can tell you of
Hetty Castleton—of Hetty Glyon, You
zould not have forced this from me,
Brandon. Bhe would not tell you, It
was left for me to do in my own good
fime. Well, 1 have spoken. ‘What
wave you to aay?

“¢ gan only say, SBara, that 1 thank
Bod for everything,” he said alowly.

“For everything?

This Woman Was Beyond Him.

has taken a lfe with her own hands.
Can you take her to your bosom, can
you make her the mother of your own
children? Remember, there ls blood
on bher hands."

“Ah, but her heart is clean!"

“True," she sald moodily, "her heart
is clean.”

“No cleaner
Sara."

She uttered a short, mocking laugh.
“It 1sn't necessary (o say a thing
like that o me."

“1 beg your pardon.”

Her manner changed abruptly. S8he
turned to him, Intensa and serions.

"She Is so far away, Brandon. On
the other side of the world, and she
1&g full of loathing for me. How am |
to regaln what | have lost? How am

than yours I8 now,

pratended to love her as—"'

“1 don't believe you know Hetty as |
well us you think yvou do,"” he broke |
In. “You forget that she loved you |
with all her soul. You can't kill love

s0 enslly ms all that. It will be all
right, S8ara. You must write and ask
her to come back, Jt—"

“Ah, but you don't know!" Then

she related the story of the Ilbpratm!|
canary bird. "Hetty understands. The
cuge door s open,
when ghe chooses, but

+he must come of
wilL"

“You will not nsk her to come?"

“No. It is the test. Bhe will know
that | have told you everything. You
will go to her. Then ghe may under-
stand. If she forgives she will come
back., There is nothing else to say,
nothing else to consider.*

“1 shall go to her at once,” he sald
resolutely,

She gave him a quick,
glance,

“She may refuse to marry you, even
now, Brandon."

“Bhe can't!” he crled. An inetant
later his face fell. “By Jove, I—I sup-
poge the law will have to be consid-
ered now. She will at least have to
go through the form of a trial”

She whirled on him angrily. “The
law? What has the law to do with
It? Don't be & rnoL!"

“She ought to be legally exoner-
ated,” he sald,

Her fingers gripped his arm fercely,
“l want you. to understand oune thing,
Brandon. The story 1 have told you |
was for your ears alons, The secret
lives with us and dies with us.”

He looked hle rellef. “Right! It
must go no farther, It I8 not a mat-
ter for the law to declde. You may
trust me."

“I am cold” she sald. He heard
her teeth chatter distinctly as she
pulled her thick mantle closer about
her throat and shoulders., “It is very
raw and wet down here. Comae!"

As she started off along the long,
narrow pler, he sprang after her,
grasping her arm. She leaned rather
heavily against him for a few steps
and then drew herself up. Her teeth
gtill chiattered, her arm trembled In
lis clasp.

“By Jove, Sara, this ls bad.,” he
eried, In distress. "You're chilled to
the marrow."

“Nerves,"” she retorted, and he some-
how felt that her lips were set and
drawn,

“You must get to bed right away.
Hot bath, mustard, and all that. Ul
not stop for dinner. Thanks just the
same. [ will be over In the morn-
Ing."

“When will you sall?" she asked,
after n moment,

"] ean't go for ten days, at least.
My mother goes into the hosplital next
week for an operation, as 1've told you.
| can't leave untll after that's over.
Nothing eerious, but—well, 1 can't go
away. | shall write to Hetty tonight,
and cable her tomorrow. By the way,
I—I1 don't know just where to find her,
You see, we were not to write to each
other. It was In the bargain. 1 sup-
pose you don't know how [ can—"

“Yes, | can tell you precisely where
she is. She Is in Venlee, but leaves
there for Rume, by the Express.”

“Then you huve been hearing from
her?" he cried sharply.
much: there hus not been a day since
ahe landed In England that 1 bave not

She may return
don‘t you sea?
her own free

searching

recelved news of her. I have not
baen out of touch with her, Hrandon,
not even for an hour."

“Good heaven, Sara! You don't
mean to say you've had her shadowed
by—by detectives,” he exclaimed,
aghast,

“Not directly. But 1 will say this

“Her mald 1s a very falthful sery-
ant,” was her ambiguous refolndar,

CHAPTER XVIIL.
Disturbing News.
He walked home aswiftly through |

the early night, his brain seething with |
tumultuous thoughts Tha revela-
tlons of the day were staggering; the
whole universe seemed to have turned
topsy-turvy since that devastating
bour at Hurton's inn, Bomehow he
wak not able to conflee his thoughts
to Hetty Castieton nlone. She soemed
to slnk into the background, di'ﬁl:”ui
the absolution he had been go ready,
80 eager to grunt her on hearing -ﬁn
story from Sara's lips. Not that his
resolve o search her out and claim
her In épite of everything was Hkely
to weaken, but that the absorbing fig-
ure of Sura Wrandall stood out moat
clearly in his reflections,

What an amazing ereature she wau!
He could not drive her out of his
thouglits, even when he tried to con-

| torrents of tears behind them.
| had glistened as If burnished by the

centrate them on the one person who
was dearest (o him of all In all the
world, his warm-hearted,
Hatty., Strange contrasts Buggeated
themselves to him as he strode along,
heiad bent and shoulders hunched. e
could not help contrusting the two

1 to make her understand? She went

women. He loved Hetty; he would

always love her, of that he was posi- | teverish.

mRdornble I

All these manths It has been | tha! could crowd this adored one, this

perfect one out of his thoughia for the
time belug He found it difficult to
concventrate hie thoughts on Hetty
Castleton

How white and ill Sara had looked
when she sald good night to him at
the door!
mysterious eyes haunted him; he
cvould ses them in the night about Mm.
They had been full of pain; there were
They

fires of fever.

KEven as he wrotle his long, trium-
phant letter to Hetty Castleton, the
pleture of Sara Wrandall encroached
upon his mental vision. He could not
drive It out. He thought of her as
she had appeared to him early in the
spring; through all the varying stages
of thelr growing Intimacy; through the
interesting days when he valnly tried
to tranglate her matchless beauty by
means of wretched plgments; up to
this present hour In whlch she was
revenled, and yet not revealed, to him.
Her.vivid face was always before him,
between his eyee and the thin, white
papar on which he seribbled so enger-
1y Her feverish eyes were looking
into his; she was reading what he
wrote before it appeared on the sur.
face of the sheet!

His letter to Hetty was a triumph
of skill and diplomacy, achleved after
many attempts. He found It hard not
to sy too much, and quite as difficult
not to say too little. He spent hours
over this all‘important missive. At
last it was finished. He read and re-
read It, searching for the slightest
flaw: & fatal word or suggestion that
might create in her mind the slightest
dould as to his sincerity. She was
sure to read this letter & greal many
times, and always with the view to
finding something between the lines:
such as pity, resignation, an enforced
conception of loyalty, or even faith!
He meant that she should find noth-
ing there but love. It was full of ten-
derness, full of hope, full of promise,
He was coming to her with a stead-
fast, enduring love in his heart, he
wanted her now more than ever before.

There was no mention of Challls
Wrandall, and but once was Bara's
name used. There was nothing in
the letter that could have betrayed
thelr joint secret to the most acute
outsider, and yet she would under-
gtand that he had wrung everything
from Sara's lipe, Her gecret was his.

He decided that it would not be safe
to anticlpate the letter by a cable-
gram. It was uot likely that any mes-
sage he could send would bave the
desired effect. Instead of reassuring
her, in all probabllity it would create
fresh alarm,

Sleep did not come to him until after
three o'clock, At two he got up and
dellberately added a postscript to.the
letter he had written. It was in the
nature of a polgnant plea for Sara
Wrandall, Even as he penned these
lines, he shuddered at the thought of
what she had planned to do to Hetty
Castleton. Staring hard at the black
window before him, the pen still in
hia hand, he allowed his thoughts to
dwell so Intimately on the subject of
hin welllmeant postscript that her
ashen face with (ts burning eyes
seemed to take shape in the night
beyond. It wne & long time before
he could get rid of the (lluslon, After-
wards he tried to conjure up Hetty's
face and to drive out the llkeness of
the othgr woman, and found that he
could not recall a single feature in the
face of the girl he loved!

When he reached Southlook in the
morning, he foynd that nearly all of
the doors and windows were boarded
up. Wagons were slanding in the
stable yard, laden with
crates. Servants without livery were
scurrying about the halls, There was
an air of finality about thelr move
ments,

“Yes, sir,” sald Watson,
to his gquestion, “we are
Mrs, Wrandall expects
'ouse this evening, sir.
this afteruoon, 1

in
in a rush
close the
We all go up
BUupposs you know,

Lo

She was Sarn’s superior In ov- | lor as soDn a8 you get 1o town.

The memory of her dark, |

trunks and |

M PR
reply | |

|

sir, we ‘ave taken a new apartment |
in town."
‘No!” exclaimed Booth. ;
Yes, slr, we ‘ave, sir. They've

been decorating it for the pawst two
weeks. Seems ke she didn't care for
the old one we ‘ad Aa & mutter of
fact, | didn’t care much for it, either

She's taken one of them hexpensive |

ones looklng out over the park, sir
You know wa used to look out over
Madison avenue, sir, and God knows
It wasn't hinspirin', Yes, sir, we go
up this afternocon Mre. Wrandall
will be down In o second, thank you,
Kir."

Booth actunlly was startled by her
appearance when she entered the
room & few minutes Inter, She looked
positively (11

“My dear Bara,"” ha eried anxiously,
“this s too bad, You wre making
yourself 1ll. Come, come, this won't
do.”

“1 shall be all right In a day or
two,” she sald, with a weary little
geature. “l have been nervous. The
straln was too great, Brandon. 'This
is the reaction you might say."

“Your hand s hot, your eves look
You'd batter see ygur doc

)

An

ounce of prevention, you know."

“Waell," she sald, with a searching
look Into his eyee, “have you written
to her?"

“Yes. Posted
this morning.”

“1 trust you did
to—wall, to
behalf,
know."

He  looked uncomfortable “I'm
afrald I did take your name in vain”
he equivocated. “You are a—a won-
derful woman, Sara,” he went on,
moved to the remark by a curlous In-
fluenge that he could not have ex-
plialned any more than he could have
accounted for the sudden gush of
emotion that took possession of him.

She lgnored the tribute. “You will
persuade her to come to New York
with you?®™

“For your sake, Sarn, If she won't
come for mine.”

“She knows the cage la open,” was
her way of dlsmlssing the subject.
“1 nm glad you came over. | have a
letter from Leslie. It came this morn-
Ing. You may be interested In what
he has to say of Hetty—and of your-
self, Bhe smiled faintly. “He 18
determined that you shall not be with-
out a4 friend while he ls alive.”

“Les isn't such a rotter, Sara, He's
spolled, but he Is hardly to be blamed
for that."

“I will read his letter to you," she
sald, and there was no little signifi-
cance In the way she put it. She held
the letter In her hand, but he had
failed to notlce it before. Now he saw
that [t was a crumpled bull of paper.
He was obliged to walt for a minute
or two while she restored it to a read-
able condition. “He was in London
when this was written,'" she explained,
turning to the window for light. She
glanced awliftly over the first page
until she found the place where she
meant to begin. "'l suppose Hetty
Castleton has written that we met
in Lucerne two weeks ago,’ " she read.
“*Curlous colncldence in connection
with it, too. 1 was with her father,
C'ol. Brald Castleton, when we came
upon her most unexpectedly. 1 ran
acrogd him in Paris just befors the
aviatlon meet, and got to know him
rather well. He's a fine chap, don't
you think? 1 confess I was somewhat
surprised to learn that he didn't know
she'd lelt Ameriea. He explained It
guite naturally, however, He'd been
i1l in the north of Ireland and must
have missed her letters. Hetty was
on the point of leaving for Italy. We
didn’t gee mueh of her. But, by Jove,
Sara, | am more completely gone on
her than ever. She Is adorable, Now
that I've met her father, who had the
bgastly misfortune to miss old Murgat-
royd's funeral, | can readily see where-
in the saying “blood will tell” applies
to her. He 1s & prince. He came over
to London with me the day after we
left Hetty in Lucerne, and I had him
in to meet mother and Vivian at Clar-
ldge's. They like him Immensely. He
set us stralght on a good many points
concerning the Glynn and Castléton
familles. Of course, | knew they were
among the best over here, but 1 didn’t
know how fine they were untll we pre-
valled on him to talk a little about
himeelf, You will be glad to hear
that he is coming over with us on the
Mauretan!a, She galls the twenty-
seventh. We'll be on the water by the
time you get this letter. It had been
our intention to sall Iast week, but
the colopel had to go ¢to lreland for

|
' ] h -

1
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it at seven o'clock
not go so far ne
volunteer a word in my

You were not to do that, you

Booth Was Startled by Her Appear-
ance,

gonllle some

tenants.

a faw days lo
squabbles mmong the
year he wants me
the sheoting, He len't golug back to
India for two years, you may bhe In-
terested to hear. Two years' leave.
Lots of Influence, belleve me! We've
been expecting him back In London
gince day before yesterday, 1 dare
say he found matters worge than he
suspected and has been delayed. Ha
has been negotiating for the sale of
some of hig property In Belfnst--fac-
tory sites, 1 belleve. He i1s particularly
anxlous to close the dea! before he
leaves England. Had to lift a mort
gagy on the property, before he could
think of making the sale. 1 staked
him to four thousand pounds, to tlde
bhim over, Of course, he is eager to

beastly
Next

6 come over for|

(

7

' make the sale. 'Gad, 1 almost had
to beg him to take the money. Ter
ribly proud and haughty, as the butler
would say. He sald he wouldn’t sleap
well untll he has returned the fithy
luere, We are looking for him back
any hour now, But {f he ghouldn’t get
here by Friday, we will sall without
him. He sald he would follow by the
next boat, In case anything happened
that he didn’t cateh the Mauretania.'®

Sara Interrupted hereelf to offer an
fronle observation: “If Hetty did not
despise her father so heartily, 1 should
advisa you to look farther for a fnther
In-law, Brandon, The colonel s a bad
lot. Estates in the north of Ireland!
Poor Leslle!” She laughed softly.

“He'll not ghow up, eh "

*Not a bit of it,” she sald. “He
may be charged to profit and losa in
Leslie’s books. This part of Lthe letter
will Interest you, she went on, as
it all that had gone before was of
no importance to him. *'I hear inter
esting news concerning you, my dear

gl®. My heartlest congratulations If
It Is all true, Brandy I8 one {n a mil
Hlon. 1 have hoped all slong to have

him as a full-fledged brother-in-law, il
that'a the way you'd put it. Father
writes that every one ls talking about
it, and saying what a fine thing it is
He has a feeling of delleacy about ap
proaching you in the matter, and )}
fancy It's just as well untll everything
is settled. I wish you'd let me make
& suggestion, however. Wouldn't It
be wise to let us all get together and
talk over the business end of the
gama? Brandy's a fine chap, a corker,
In fact, but the question is: has he
got it in him to take Challls' place in
the firm? You've got to consider the
future as well as the present, my dear.
We all do, With his artistliec tempera
ment he might play hoeb with your In
terests, and ours too, for that matter.
Wouldn't it be wise for me to sound
him a bit before we take him Into the
firm? Forglve me for suggesting this,
but, as you know, your Interests are
mine, and I'm terribly keen about see
ing you get the best of everything
By the way, wasn't he a bit gone on
Hetty? Passing fancy, of course, and
not deep enough to hurt anybody,
Good old Brandy!* "

“There 18 more, Brandon, but It's
of no consequence,’” she said, tossing
the letter upon the table, “You see
how the land lays.”

Booth was pale with annoyance.
“By Jove, Sarn, what an Insufferable
ass he is!"

“The shoe pinches?"

“Oh, It's such perfect rot!
ROITY ON your account,
heard of such gall?"

“Oh, he is merely acting as the fam
lly spokesman. [ can see them now
in solemn econclave., They think it
their indisputable right to select a
husband for me, to pass upon him, to
accept or decline him as they see fit,
to say whether he s a proper man to
hang up his hat and coat in the offices
of Wrandall & Co,"

“Do you mean to say—"

“Let's not talk about
It Is too silly."

They fell to discussing her plans for
the immediate future, although the
minde of both were at work with
something else,

“Now that I have served my pur
pose, | supposa you will not care te
see 50 much of me,” she sald, as he
prepared to take leave of her,

“Served your purpose? What
you mean?"

“l should bave put it differently.
You have been most assiduous in your
efforts to force the secret from me.
It has been accomplished, Now do
you understand "

“That isn't falr, Sara,"” he protest.

“If you'll let me come Lo gee you,
in spite of what the gossips and Mr.
Redmond Wrandall prediet, vou may
be sure I will be as much In evidence
as ever. | suppose | have been a bhit
| of a nuisance, hanging on as [ have."

I'm
Have vou ever

it, Brandon,

do

| ed

"1 admira your persevernnce. More
| than that, 1 admire your courage In
aceepting the sltuation as you have

| only hope you may win her over
your way of thinking,
Goodby .

"I shrll go up to town tomorrow,
Kit aud bag. When shall 1 see¢ vou?
We have u great deal loft to talk about
belore | aall”

“Come when you like”

“You really want me to coma?"

“Certalnly,"”

He studied her pale, tired face for
a moment, and then shook his head.
“You must take care of yoursell,”" he

to
Brandon.

sald. “You are unstrung. Get a good
rest and-—-and forget certalus things it
you can. Everything will come out

mll right in the end.”
‘It depends on what one s wiliing
to accept as the end,” he sald.
(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Why She Mourned.

“Boo-hoo!"™ gobbed the lady

"What are you crylng about? the
man asked

“You know the bread and the Jelly
I sent to the fair?”

“Yes. Didn't it take a prize? Well,
cheer up—those judges

"But it did take a prize -they both
took first prizes—boohoo!-—"

"Well, what are you erving about **

“The bread took first prize as the
best specimen of conerete, and the
Jelly as the best china cement!™




