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CHAPTER XVIL,

—12e .
For an lustant he
was on the point of breaking down, hut
bravely dis-
her

Georga choked,

he commanded himself,
missing the self-plty roused by

compasdlop. “How can I help but be?"
bhe sald
“No, no.® Bhe soothed him. “You

mostn't. You mustn't be troubled, no

matter what happens.”

“That's ensy enough to say!"” he
protested ; and he moved as If to rise,

“Just let's stay llke this a little
Just a minute or two,
I want to tell you: Brother George
har been here, and he told me every-
thing about—about how unhappy you'd twenty about this; that's the pity of
been—and bow you went so gullantly it! Twenty can find out only by get

[ ting to be forty. And so we come to
1 fiis, dear: Wil you live your own life

while, dear.

to that old woman."
little lanugh.

thing a vulgar old woman can bel”
“Mother, I—" And agaln he moved
to rise,
“Must you? It seemed to me such n

eomfortable way to talk. Well—" SBhe
Ylelded; he rose, helped her to her
feet, and pressed the light Into being,
As the room took life from the sudden
lnes of flre within the bulbs Isabel
made & deprecatory gesture, and, with
& faint laugh of apologetic protest,
turned quickly away from George.
What she meant was: “You mustn't
#es my face untll I've made it nlcer
for you" Then she turned again to
bim her eyes downcast but no slgn
of tears In them, and she contrived to
show him that there was the sem-
blance of a smile upon her lips. She
still wore her hat, and In her unstendy
fingers she held a white envelope,
somewhat crumpled,

“Now, mother—"

s "Walt, dearest,” ehe sald; and
though he stood stone cold, she lifted
ber arms, put them round himi agaln,
and pressed her cheek lghfly to his.
“Oh, you do look so troubled® poor
d¢aF! One thing you couldn't ddubf,
belover boy. You know I could never
care for anything in the world as I
ears for youw—never, never]”

“Now, mother—""

Bhe relensed him snd stepped back.
“Just & moment mord, dearest, 1 want
Jou to read this first. We can get ot
things better.” She pressed Into his
bhand the envelope she had brought
with her, and as he opened 1t and be
gan to read the long Inclosure she
walked slowly to the other end of the
room; then stood there, with her back
%o him, and her head drooping a Tittle,
until he had finished,

The sheets of paper were covered
with Eugene's handwriting,

“George Amberson will bring you,
this, dear Isabel, He Is walting while:
I write. He and I have talked t_hlmml
over, and before he gives this to you
he will tell you what has happened. I
ought to huve known It was coming, |
because I have understood for quite u

Isabel gave a snd
“What a terrible old
woman she 18] What a really terrible

fwonld to any other kind of old cats
mewing!

We'd not be very apt to lot
such things keep us from the plenty of
life we have left to us for making up

I want to talk to you about
this letter of her father's.”

“Yes, dear, that's why—"

“It's simply the most offensive plecs

'Y “No.

to ourselves from old unhappiness and | of writingthat I've ever held in my

mistakes,

of it, becawse we haven't any,

frightens me!

appoaring minsma. Forty can't tell

your way, or George's way? I'm golng

fatal not to be wholly frank now.
George will net toward yon only ns
Your long worshlp of him, your sac-
riffcos—all the unseen Mtile ones every
day slnce he was born—wil make him
act, Dear, It breakd my heart for you,

the history of your own selfléss and
perfect motherhood, I remember sgay-
Ing once that what you worshiped In
your #on was the angel you saw In him
~tnd I still believe that s true of
every mother, But in a mother's wor-
ghip €he may not see that the will in
her son should not always be offered in-
cense along with the angel, T grow slck
with fear for you—for hoth you and
me—when I think how the will against
us two has grown strong through the
love you have given the angel—and
how long your own sweet will has
served that other. Are you strong
enough, Isabel? Can you make the
fight? T promise you that if you will
take heart for it, you will find 8o quick-
Iy that It has all amounted to nothing,
You shall have happlness, and, In a
little while, only happiness. You need
only td write me a line—I ean't come
to your hopse—and tell me where yon
will meet me. We will come back In
a month, and the angel In your son
will bring him to you; I promise it.
What 18 good in him will grow so fine,
oncg you have beaten the turbulent
will—but It must be beaten!

“Your brother, that good friend, la
waiting with such patience; I showld
not keep him longer==and I am saying
too much for wisdomy I fenr. Buot, oh,
my dear, won't you be' strong—suoch a
little short strength i would need!
Don't strike my life down twice, dear
—ihis time I've not deserved It

“HUGENK.”

Conelunding thds  missive, George
tossed it abruptly from him so one
sheet fell upon: his bed and the others

of thefr falling Isabel eame, and, kneel-
ing, begno to gather them ups

long time that young George was get-
ting to dislike me more and more.
Bomehow, I've never been able to ge
his friendship ; he's always had a laten
Mistrust of me—or something like di
trust—and perhaps that's made m
W a little awkward and dim-
th. him, I/think it may be he!
Relt from the first that I cared a great
deal about you, mnd he naturally re-
med it. I think perhaps he felt this
. during all the time when 1 was
@0 careful—at least I %hought I wa
pot to show, even ‘to you, how im-
mensely I did eare. It's perfectly com-
prehensible to me, ‘also, that at his age

; ) .Rll I[I”i‘,_'.

|

“Did you read It, ary”
George's face was pale no Temger,.
but pink with fury., “¥es, I did"

“All of 1t7" she asked gently, as she
rOse,

“Certalnly ™

She did not look atthim, but kepn ber
eyes downeast wpon the ketter Ins her
hands, tremuwiossly reseranging the:
sheets In order as she spoke—sad
though she smiled, hew smile was asd
tremulous as Ber hands, Nervousnessd
and an (rresistible timd By pmumswl;
her. “I—I wanted to say; George,” she
faltered. “T feit that If-if some dag
it should happeo—I meany if you came

a lttle fourther, because It would be

but what you have to oppoge now Is |

upon the floor; and at the falnt nolse |

But now we're faced with— | hands !
not the slander and not our own fear

She stepped back from him, startled.

but | “But, dear, I thought—"
someonea else's fear of It—your son's.
And, oh, dearest woman In the world,
I know what your son 18 to you, and It
Lot me explnin o Httle:
I don't think he'll change—at twenty-
one or twenty-two so many things ap-
pear solld and permanent and (errible
which forty sees are nothing but dis-

i "I ean’t understand your even ghow-
Ing me such a thing!™ he eried. “How
did you happen to bring It to me?"

“Your uncle thought I'd better. He
thought It was the slmplest thing to

“] Am Doing What' My Father Would
Do If He Were Allve

Fugene, and Eugene had agreed. They
| thought—"

“YesI™ George suald bitlerly,
should ke to hear what they thought !
“They thought it would be the most
stralghtforward thing.™
George drew a long hren i
what do yom think, mother?”
“I thought it wonld be the simplest
and most siralghtforward thlog; I
thought they were right.”

“Well,

do, and he sald that he'd suggested {t 40 P

"I 1;mw him?"

| yomr good name Just to plense him? ' mother, who put It there. It shall
That's nll he asks of you—and to quit pever come ngaln! [ love you better
being my mother! Do you think I ean | than sanything and everything else op
| belleve you really care for him? 1|earth, God gave you to me—and oh!
don't! You nre my mother und you're | how thankful 1 have been every day
an Amberson—and I belleve you're too |of my life for that sacred gift—and
proud! You're too proud to care for | nothing can ever come between me
a man who ecould write such a letter and God's gift. And Eugene was
fa that!” He stopped, faced her, and | right—T know yon couldn't change
spoke with more gelf<control: “Well, about thig. Your suffering shows how
whant are yon going to do about I deep-geated the feeling Is within ¥oi.

mother?" S0 I've written him Just about what
George was right about hig mother’s | I think you would Hke me to—though
being proud, And even when she [T told him T wonld alwaye be fond of

Inughed with a negro gardener, or even | him and always his hest friend, and I
those few times In her life when peos | hoped his dearest friend, He'll under-
ple saw her weep, Isabel had a proud | &tand about not seeing him. He'll un-
look—something that was Independent | derstand that, though 1 didn’t say It
and graceful and strong. But ghe did | In s0 many words, You mustn't trow
not have it now: She leaned agalnst ble  abont  that—he'll  understand,
the wall, beside his dressing table, and | Good-night, my darling, my beloved,
sopmed beset with humility and with | my beloved! You mustn't be tron-
wenkness, Her head drooped. bled. I think I shouldnt mind any-

“What answer are you going to|thing very much #o lopg as I have
make to guch a letter? George de- | ¥You all to ‘myself’—as people say—to
manded, like a fudge on the bench. |nmk(= up for your long years awny

“I—I don't quite know, doear” Rh¢|franln me at college, We'll talk of
murmured. what's best to do In the morning,

“You don't?™ he cried. shan't we? And for all this pain you'll

“Yon--"

“Walt,” she begged him. *“I'm go— [foreive your loving and devoted
donfused.” mothar, “ISABEL."

“I want to know what you're gnlmrL
to write him, Do you think If you CHAPTER XVIIL
did what he wants you to I could o
bear to stay another day In this town, Having finished some errands down”
mothér? Do you thlnk I could ever town, the next afternoon, George Ame-
bear even to see you agaln If you  Derson Minafer was walking up Natlon-
married him? T'd want to, but youn | al avenue on his homeward way when
surely know 1 just—eouldn't!™ he saw In the distance, coming toward

She made a -futlle gesture, and Dhim, opon the same side of the street,
secmed to breathe with difficulty, *p the figure of a young lady—a figure
~—I1 wasn't—quite sure,” she faltered, | Just under the middie height, comely
“shout—about It's being wise for usg|!pdeed, and to be mistaken for none
to be married—even before knowing |©ther in the world—even at two hun-
how you feel about it. I wasn't even |Ored yards. To his sharp discowfiture
sure it was quite falr to—to Eugene, | D18 beart immediately forced upon him
I have—I seem to have that fumily |!1e consclousness of its aeceleration  a
trouble—Iike father's—that I spoke sudden warmth about his neck made
to you about once” She managed a him aware that he had turned red,
deprecatory little dry Ilaugh. “Not and then, departing, left him pale. For
that It amounts to mueh, but T wasn't | @ panicky moment he thought of fac-
at nll sure that It would be fair to|!% fbout In actual filght ; he had little
him. Marrying doesn’t mean so much, | 10ubt that Lucy would meet him with
after all—not at my age, It's (‘ﬂullﬁh'”ﬂ token of recognition, mnd all at
to know that—that people think of | “PC® this probabllity struck him as un-
you—and to see them. I thought we |°Pdurable. And if she did not speak,
were all—oh, pretty happy the way|'Wt$ It the proper part of chivalry to
thiugs were, and I don’t zhi;ﬂc it would lift his lm_t and take the cut bare-
|!|wnn glving up a great deal for him headed? Or should the t’nwr gentle-
or me, elther, #f we just went on as| M@0 fcquiesce in the lady’s desire for
we have been., I~I see Igm almost |"© further acqualntance, and pass her
every day, and—* with stony mien and eyes constrained

e i Goort i . e
"“Mother 1™ George’s volce wag loud &: ward? CGeorge was a young man
and stern.

“Do you think you eould budly flustered,
go one seelng him after this = As they drew nenrer Goorge tried to
She had been talking helplessiy | Prepare himself to meet her with some
enough before: her tone was litfle  remoant irt.fl‘phamh. He kept his eyes
imore brolen now. “Not—fiot eyen—= | rom looking full at her, and as he
y saw her thus ¢lege af hand, and com-
" o "o . | ing mearer, & regret that wns dum-
unfg‘lq:::.' :lm:wr;:uzo l:::ﬁ:ﬁ:;t ﬁ;[:l! f fnm;llm_r Mulfljln;:e:l_':.ul;;tl ol .hhrn'.f I]-’ur
v o nombn. . Lhe first time he\had the sense of hav-
:,;:ir ,ﬁ,,gf";l:,';ktﬁ'," l:l.:'uh(‘:nlj‘l:'lﬁt:m Ing lewt gomething of o¥srwhelmiiig im-
see him, knowing what talk 1t nml:ma;"““'—“"""'
every timw he turns inte this street Lucy did no
and knowing what fhat means to me!
Oh, I don't understand all this—I

keep to” the

ine, and with her lnd offered to him.

“Yery well!l We'll agree It way sim-
ple and stralgidforward. Now, what
do’you think of thut Fetter itself?” [
She hesitated, looking away. “T—of
course I don't ngree with him In the
way be spenks of you, demr—except
about the angel! T doa't sgree with |
s#ome of the things he lplies, Yon've
always Peen unselish—upobody knows
ithat bettsr than yoar mother,
“And' y=t.”" Qeorse bro¥e In, “you
see what Ae Implies about me, Don't
you think, really, thst this vas & pret-
iy Insulting letter for that man to be
nsking you o hand yoer sont™ v
*Oh, no!" sle cried) *You @& how
\ fufr be menns to he,awe e dido’t ask
ifor me to give M to youu It waa birother
Gesrge whio2"
“Never mind that, now! Yom say
he telea to be falr andlyet do you sop-
posa It ever occurs ‘e him (hat I'm
dolng my simgle duty?* That I'mdoing
what may father wounld do If he were
alive? That Pin doing what my father
woulll mxk e to do ifbhe could speak
from s grove out yonder? Il you
suppose it ever eccurs e that man for
lone minute that I'm. protecting my

to feel differently about' i, and Hu-
gene and F—that ts if we/Sound that o
seemed the most sengible thing to dée—

be a little gqueer about—Laey., [ mwan
if—Iif she wese your step-gister. Wf
course, sho'd not be eves legally -:n-l
Iated to you, and If you—if you onreds
for her—"
Thus far she got stumblingly vithy
what she wanted to say, while George,
watched her with a gase thut pyew
harder and hotter ; but kere he cub her
off, “I have already given up all bea
of Lucy,” he sald. “Notorally, 1
couldn't have treated her father us I
deliberately did treat him—1 eenld
hardly have done that and expected his
daughter ever to speak to me again’
Isabel gave a quick cry of compas-
slon, but he allowed her no opportunity
to speak., "“You needn't think 'm

gald sharply, “though I would, quickly
enough, If I thought It necessary In o
matter of honor llke this, 1 was Inter-
ested In her, and 1 could even say 1
did care for her ; but she proved pretty

! Eugene's Handwriting.

o gets excited about gossip. Dear
Isabsl, what I'm trylog to get at, in my

confused way, {8 that you and I don'

eare about this nonsensical gossip, our-
selves, at all. Yesterday I thought the

time come when I could usk you
e § r “If you plense " he sald emphatieal-

to marry me, and you were den

|

t come to that'

H

to me to tell me ‘sometime It
Well, you and I,
oursélves, and knowing what
ve been und what we are, we'
much attention to ‘tulk’ as we

satlsfactorily that she cared
enough about me!
not congeninl and we'd found that
much out, at lenst, before she left.

of me—not very pleasant,

pature in the world, and—"

t | his nrm,

before they get adjusied, and you
mustn't let—"

ly. moving back from her. "“This i=n'
that kind.
cure to speak of it agnin,
d | Don't you understand 1™
“But, dear—"

It's settle

I was afrald you might think it would ['before blm.

muking any particular sacrifice” he |

e
The truth Is, we're

We
ghould never have been happy; &he
was ‘superior’ all the time, and eritical

mothar?” Geerge ralsad his voice ad-
anclag upomns the helpkess lady. flerce-
y: and she <omld only hend her hend
“Me tnlksabout my “Will’
—low it must be besten down yes,
and e asks my mothsr to do that 1it-
tie tldng to plense Idma! Whas for?
Why does, he want me ‘beaten’ by my
mother? Toeemuse I'm trying te pro-
teet lmer nume! He's got my mether's
nine bandled up and down tha streets
of this towm till 1 oan’t step Im those
strecks witheut wosndering what every
soul ¥ meet, I8 thinkieg of me and of
my fesmily, and now he wanis you to
marey hine so that every gossip in
town will say “There! Whabdid I tell
you? 1 gmess that proves it's true!
You can’t get nway from It ; that's ax
ietly whit they'd say, and this man
pretends he cares for yom, and yet
asks you to marcy him aued give them
the right to say it He suys he und
you don't cave what they say, but 1
know batter! He may net care—prob-
ubly he's that kind—Dbut you do. There
never was an Amberson, yet that would
let the Ambersen nama go iralling In
the dust like that! It's the proudest
name In this rown, and IY's goleg to
stuy the proudest ; and 1 tell you that's

|thnt such thiups were golng to hap-

tliem, and seemed to he startled,

never let you see me cry before, ex-

“Why—you—" he stunnnered, as he
don't! If you told e @ g " y

; v & FJOEI &89, | tockc 19, “Haven't yow—'" Whit he

pen, I'l have thought you were in-
sane—and now 1 belleve I am ™

Then, after g preliminary gestove nf‘

“Haven't T what? she acked; and he
saw that Fugene had nof} told her.

“Nothing ™ he gaaped. “May T—
Ay T turn and walk w™ Nl
way 7 L8 said cordially. |

"Yeu, indeed Bive altered what had
heen done: he was satisfied with all
that—satisfled that it was right, and
that his own course was right. But he
began to perceive a striking Innceu-
racy in some remarks he had made to

s . his mother. Now when he had put
“Oh, this won't do!" she said. “I velmuttvr.ﬂ in such shape that even by

despair, as though He meant Marm to
the eelling, he flung himszelf heawlly, |
face downward, upon the Bed. His
angulsh was none the less real for
itas v ST * A |

vehemence; and the m”cﬁ{rm’ﬁ'-r

113
came {0 him Instan TS
him, once = .___\!ilmng PR, T

armg, ©ohe sald nothing, but suddenly
ot tears fell upon his head; she saw

the relinguishment of his *ideals of |
life” he eould not have Lacy, knew |
that he never could have her, and
knew that when Eugene told her the
history of yesterday he ecoeuld not have
n glanee or a word even friendly from
her—now when he must in good truth
“give up all ldea of Luey,” he was
amazed that he couldl have used such
words a8 “no particuir sacrifice," and
belleved them wheo e sald them! She

cept  when father dled. I
mustn't "

And she ran from the room.

. +» » A little while after she hnd
gone, George rose and begnn solemnly
to dress for dinner,

He sat gauntly at the dinner table
with Panny to partake of a meal
throughout which nelther spoke. Is-
abel had sent word “not to walt" for
her, an injunction It was as well they | had looked never lmlier life so bewiteh-

obeyed, for she did not come at all | ingly pretty as she did to-day; and as

But with the renewal of sustenanee  pe walked beside her he was suve. thnt

furnished to his system, some relax- she was the most exguisite thingim the

atlan must have occurred within the | world.

high-strung George. Dinner was not|  “Lycy” he sald huskily, “% want tn]
guite finished whemn, without warning, |tell you something. Something that

sleap hit him hard, ~ His burning eyes patters.” |
conld no longer restrain the llds ahove |  «1 pape 1's & Jively something then”

them; his head sagged beyond €ob-' ghg goid, nned laughed. “Papa’s bheen

tral; and he got his feet, and went o, qyum today he's searcely spoken to

lurching wupstairs, yawning with ex- ... Your Uncle Geowse Amberson

haustion. From the door of his room, | o350 to see him an hour age and they

which he closed mechanioally, with his | ., themselves up In the library, and

oyes shut, he went blindly to his bed, | your ppele looked as glum as papa.

fell upon it soddenly, and slept—with | p; pa glad It you'll tell me a funny

his face full upturned to the lght. | g0 George.”

i It was after midnight “Well, It may seqm, one to you," he |
when he woke, and the voom was durk. sald bitterly. - wJust to begin with:
He had not dreamed, but he woke with when you ';wm gway you didn't let
the sense that somebady or something s l-:ll‘u“", pot swen @ word—not ‘;
had been with him while he slept— |0 j

l

your

somehody or something infinitely coms- |  Her manner persisted In being ine
passionate; somebady or something in- congequent. “Why, po," she saldh, 1
finitely protective, that would let hiva Just trotted off for some visits. Bon't
come to no harna and to no grief. yvou rememben, George? We'd hnd a8
He got up, and pressed the light en. ll.'l"llllil quarrel, and didn't speek to
Pinned to the ¢over of his dressing th-| .. h other all the way home from a
ble was & square envelope, With the | .0 jong drive! So, as we gouldn't
words, “For you, dear,” writien lui[llll,\' together ke good chadren, of
pencil upos it. But the message 0| ooupg0 |t was plain that we oughtn't
wide was in lnk, a little smudged here | ¢, nigy at all”
and there. “Plax " he cried.

the deepest thing la my bpature—aot
that 1I'd expect Engene Morgan te un-

“I have been out to the mall box, “Yios, What 1 mean 18 that we'd come
darling, with a leiter T've written to | tp the point where it wns tlme to quit

right, i
Bt came stralghth to meet bim, smik |

meant to'fay was : Hawemth you heard?” |

ever be anything elsa.  Bo whiat was
the nse?™

“I don't know,"” he sighed, and hia
gigh wns nhysmal. “Bat what I want-
e to tell yom was this: when you
went away, you didn’t let me know
and didn't care how or when I heard
it, but I'm not Hke that with you.
This time I'm golng away. That's
what I wanted to tell you. I'm golng
nwny tomorrow nlght—Indefinitely.
Lucy, this Is our Iust wulk to
gothepe”™

“Evidently I she sald, “If you're go-
ing s#way tomorrow night,”

“Lucy--this mpy be the Iast time
I'li see you—ever—ever in my life.”

At that she looked up at him quick-
Iy, ncross her shoulder, but smiled as
brightly as before, and with the
snme cordial Inconsequence: “Oh, I
cuan hardly think that!" she said. “And
of course I'd be awfully sorry to think
it. You're not moving awuy, are you,
o llve?"

“l don't know when I'm coming
back. Mother and I are starting tomor
row might for a trip around the
world."

At this she dld look thoughtfal.
“Your mother Is golng with you?" 1

“Good heavens!” he groaned, “Lucy,
doesn't It make any difference to you
that I am golog?"

At this her cordlal smile instantly
eppanFed again,

“Yeéu, of course,” she Hald, “I'm sure
I'll migs ¥ou ever so much. Are you
to be gone lv ¥

He stared ut Her wanly. *I told yon
indefinitely,” he sald. “We've made
no plans—at all—for coming back.,"

“That does sound like a long trip 1™
ahe exclalmmed admiringly. “Do youn

plan to be travellng all the time, or

| will you stay In some one place the

greater part of it? I think it would

| be lovely to——"

| him.

He halted; and she stopped with
They had eome to a cornsr at

| the edge of the “business sectlon™ of

the clity, and people were everywhere
about them, brushing agalnst therm,
sometimes, In passing.

“T can't stand this.” George said, in
a low wvoiece. “I'm just about ready to
g0 In this dmg store here, and ask
the clerk for something to keep me
from dylug ln my tracks! It's quite a
shock, you see, Lucy "™

“What is?"

“To find out cenainly, at last, how
deeply you've cared for me! To see
how much difference this makes to
you! By Jove, I have mattered to youl

Her cordial smile was temmpered now
with good nature. “@eorge!” #he
laughed indulgently. “Surely you don't
wunt me to do pathos ou a doww
town corner”

“You wouldn't “do
where "

“Well—don't you think pethow 1=
generally rather foezling?"

“1 ecan't stand this any longer,” he
gald. “I ean't! Good bye, Lucy ™ He
trok her hand, “It's gosd hye—I think

pafhos’ any-

it's good bye for good, Lucy!"
“Good bye! T do hope y#u'll have the
most splendid trip.” She gave his hand

She, Had Not Gone, @m, but Stoed
Watching Him.

g, sordinl little grip, them released 1t
Hghtly, “"Glve my ipve to your mother.

[ Good bye!"

He turned hesslly away, and a mo-
ment later glpaced back over his
shoulder, She. had met gone on, but
stood watchiog hina, that same casask,
cordlal smlle. on her face to the very
last; mnd pow, ms he looked back,
emphasized her friendly unconcesn by
waving hye small hand to him ¢heer
ily, though perbaps with the stightest
hint of preoccupation, as If she had
begun to think of the errasnd that
brought her down town,

Lyey remalned where she was until
he was ont of sight, Then she went
slegwly Into the drug store which had
struck George ns a possible source of
stimulant for himselfl.

I .

thut! I
don't think she has the very deepest

But Isabel put her hand timldly on

“George, dear, this 1s only a
quarrel; all young people have them

It's all over, and 1 don't

derstund—the very deepest thing In my | Eugene, and he'll hava it in the morn-
unfure is to proteet that nnwe and to Ing. It wonld be unfaly not to let
fight for it to the lost breasth wheh  him know at once, and my declslon
dunger threptens It as It does nnw——l condd not change if 1 walted. It would
through my mother!™ He turned from | glways be the same. 1 think it Is
her striding up and down and tossing | 4 Hitle better for me to write to you,
his arms about In a tumult of gesture. | ke this, Instead of walting till you
L {"T ean't belleve it of you that you'd ! wake up and then telling you, hedpiss
think of sach & sacrilege! That's | 'y foolish and might ery again, and
what it would be—sacrilege! When he | T took a vow onee, long ago, that you
t | tulks about your unselfishness toward | shoyld never see me ory. I think
me he's right—you huve beon uaselfish | what makes me most ready to ery
.| and you have been n perfect mothoer. | pow 18 the thought of the terrible suf
But what about him? Is M uuseltBSh | foring e o
of him to want you to throw wwud | happy ko

Ve (Wor o il the un

beulge thml L s Y winaer

“Please let me have o few drops of
aromatiec spirits of ammenia In u glass
of water,” she sald, with the utmost
cOn pusure,

“Yeor mo'am!" sald the Impression-
able elerk, who had been looking ac
her through the display window as she
stood on the corner.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

playing—well, what we were playing."”
“At belng lovers, you mean, don't
you '™
| “Something ke thet,” she sald light-
Iy, “For us two, playing at balng
lovers was just the same as playing at
cross-purposes, 1 had all the pur
poses, and that gave yon all the eross
ness: things weren't getting along at
all. Tt wus absurd "
“Well, hove It your own way."” he
“It needn't have been absurd,”

Very Few Are,
“No man I ever saw,"” sald Uncls
WNo. (t eouldn't help but be!” ghe | Eben, “was quite as good his own-
mformed hilm chearfully, “The way se'f as he thought av'ybody else ought
U nm ognd the way you are, It conldn't llu be."

sald.
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