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Fisbee's items were written In ink.
There wus o blank space beneath the
last. At the bottom of the page gome-
thing had been seribbled In pencil,
Harkless vainly tried to decipher it;
but the twillght had fallen too deep,
and the writing was too faint, so he
struck a muteh and held it close to the
paper.  ‘The action betokened only a
languid interest, But when he canght
sight of the firgt of the four subscril-
od lines be sat up stealght in bis chair,
with a sharp ejuculation, At the bot-
tom of Fisbee's page was written In
n dainly feminine hand of a type he
had not seen for vears:

*The time has come,” the walrus said,

“To ik of n v things—
Of shoes and s ps and sealing wax
And eabhbnges and Kinga'

He put the poper dn his pocket and
SeL ol rapddly down the villnge stroet,
AL his depurtare William Todd looked
wp quickly, Thea he got upon his feet,
with n yawn and quietly followed the

editor,  In the dosk a tattered little
tgure rose up from the weeds geross
the wny aml stole noiselossly aflier
Willlitn,  1le was in his shirt slooves,

bis wal=iennt nnbittoned and toose, On
the nearest corner Mr, Todd enconnter-
od n follow towosman who had heen
pacing up and down in front of a cot-
tuge crouning to o protestive baby held
tn his arms He had paused in bis vigil
to stare alter Harkless.

“Where's he honnd  fer, William?”?
Inquired the man with the baby.

“Briscoes’” auswered William, pur-
faing his way.

“I reckoned he wounld be” observed
the other, tnraing to his wife, who sat
on the doorstep. 1 reckoned so when
I see that Iady ot the lecture last
night.”

The woman rose to her feet, *“HI,
Bill Todd!" she sald. “What ye got
on to the haek of yer vest?'  Willinm

paused, pii his hand behind him and
encountermd a paper pinned to the dan-
gling strap of his waisteont. The wom- |
an ran to bl and unpiuned the paper, |
It bore o writing. They took it to where
the yellow hunplight shone out through
the open door arud read:

" der 8ir-FoLer harkls ol yo ples an
gnltd him yolt bhest venagens is closteR
barkls not Got 3 das to live we come in
wile, |

*What ve think, Willlam?" askal
the man with the baby anxiously. But
the woman gave the youth a sharp |
push with her bhand, “They vever dast |
to do 1! she ervied; "never o the,
world!  You hurry, Bill Todd. Don't |
leave him out of your sight one :-u-c-]
ond.”

CHADPTER IIL

HE sireet upon which the Pal

afe hotel fronted formed the

sonih #ide of the squure and

ran west to the edge of the |
town, where it turned to the sonth for |
& quarter of a wile or more, then bent |
to the west again.  Some distance |
from this second turn there stood,
fronting close on the road, a large
brick house, th¢ most pretentions man-
gion in Carlow county. And yet it was
a homvelike pluce, with its red brick
walls embowered In masses of cool |
¥irginia creeper and a comfortable
wveranda erogsing the broad front, while
balf a hundred stalwart sentinels of
elm and beech ind poplar stood guard
around it. 'The rfront walk was bor-
dered by geraninms and hollyhocks, |
and honeysuckle elitnbed the pillars of
the porch, Behind the house there was
a shady little orchard, and back of the
orchard an old fashloned, very fragrant
rose garden, divided by a long grape
arbor, extended to the shallow waters
of a wandering ereek, and on the bank
a rustic seat was placed beneath the
sycamores,

From the first bend of the road, !
where it left the town and becnme
{after some indecision) a country high- '
way, called the plke, rather than a
proud city boulevard, a pathway led
through the fields to end at some pas-
ture bars opposite the brick house, ‘

John Harkless was leaning on the
pasture bars. The stars were wan and
the full moon shone over the flelds,
Meadows nnd woodlands lay quiet and
motionless under the old, sweet mar-
vel of n June night. In the wide
monotony of the fat lands there some-
times comes a leeling that the whole
earth is stretched out before one. To.
night it seemed to lie so, in the pathos
of ellent beauty, passive and still, yet
breathing an antique message, sad,
mysterious, reassuring. But there had
come a divine melody adrift on the air,
Through the open windows it floated,
Indoors some one struck a peal of sil-
ver chords, like a harp touched by a
Jover, and & woman's volce was lifted. |
John Uarkless leaned on the pasture
pars and listened with upraised bead

a’“d parted lips.

*To thy chamber window roving, love
hath led my feet.”

The Lord sent manna to the children
of Israel in the wilderness. Harkless
bad been five yenra in Plattville, and a
womnn's volce singing Schubert's “Ser
enade’” came to him at Inst as he stood
by the pasture bars of Jones' fleld and
lstened and rested his dazzled oyos
on the big white face of the moon,

How long had It been since bhe had
henrd o song or any discourse of music
other than that furnished by the Platt-
ville band? Not that he had no taste
for n brass band. But music that he
loved always gave him an ache or de-
lHght and the twinge of reminiscences
of old gay days gone forever. Tonight
higs micmory leaped to the In=t day of
a June gone seven years to o morn
ing when the little estuary waves
twinkled in the bright sun abont the
boat In which he sat, the trim looneh
that brought o clicery  party
from their selivoner to the easino lnnd
ing at Winter Harbor, far up on the
Miuine const,

Tonight he saw the pleture ag plainly
as if it were yesterday,  No reminis
cences had risen so keenly before his
eyos for years, 'rotty Mres. Van Skoyt
sitting beside him—pretty Mres, Van
Skuyt and her roses — what had be-
come of her? He saw the crowid of
friend= walting on the pier for thelr ar-
rival, the dozen or o emblazoned clnss.
mates (it was in the time of brillinm
flannels who sent up a volloy of caol-
lege cheors in his honor, How plainly
the dear old, young faces rose up before
Lim tonight, the men from whose lives
he had slipped!  Dearest and jolliest of
the faces was that of Tom Meredith.
clubmate, classmate, his elosest friend,
the thin, redheaded third baseman. He
conld see Tom’s mouth opened at least
a yard, it seemed, such was his frantie
vociferonsness,  Again and again the
cheers rang out, “Harkless! Hark-
Iegs!” on the end of them. In those
days everybody, particularly his class-
mates, thought he would be minister
to England in a few years, and the or-
chestra on the easino porch was play-
ing “I'he Conquering Hero Comes™ in
his bhonor and at the behest of Tom
Merwdith, he knew,

ashore

A woman's wvolec singing Schubert's
Serenade” eame to him,

Tircr= were other pretty ladles be-
sides Mrs. Van Skuyt in the launch
load from the yacht, but as they touch-
ed the pier, pretty girls or pretty wom-
en or jovial gentlemen, all were over-
looked in the wild scramble the college
men wade for their bero. They haled
him fortl, set him on high, bore him on
their shouiders, shouting “Skal to the
Viking!" and earried him up the wood-
ed bluff to the casino. He heard Mrs,
Van 3kuyt say: “Obh, we're used to it.
We've put in at several other places
where he had friends!”
ed the wild progress they made for
bim up the slope that morning at Win-
ter Harbor—how the people looked on
and laughed and clapped thelr hands.
But at the verunda edge he had no-
ticed a little form disappearing around
a corner of the building. a young girl
rununing away as fast as she could,
“Bee there,” be said as the tribe set
bim down; “you have frightened the
pPopulace.”  And Tom Meredith bad
stopped shouting long enough to an
swer: “It's wmy Mttle cousin, overcome
with ewotion. She's been counting
the bours till you cawe—been hearing
about you for a good while, She hasn't
been able to talk or think of anything
else. Bhe's ouly fifteen, and the erucial
moment is too much for her, The great
Harkless has arrived, and she bas fled,”

But the present hour grew on him
a8 he leaned on the pasture bars. It
had been a reminiscent day with him,
but suddealy bis memories sped, and

He remember- |

flie volee that was singing Schubert's
"Serenade” actoss the way  touchwd
him with the urgent personal appeal
that o present beauty had always held
for him. It was a soprano nnd without
tremolo, yot eame to hilg ear with a
certain tremnulons sweetness, It was
goft and slender, but the listener Knoew
It conld be Hfted with fullnegs and
power if the slnger would. It spoke
only of the song, vet the listener
thought of the singer. Under the
moon thoughts run Into dreams, and
he dreamed that the owner of the

volee, she who quoted “The Walrus |

and the Carpenter” on Fishee's notes,
was one to lnugh with you nnd weep
with you, yet her laughter would be
tempered with sorrow and her tears
with Inughter.

When the song was ended he strack
the rall hie leaned upon a gharp blow
with his open hamd,

There swept over |

him a feeling that he had stood precise |

ly where he stood now on such a night
a thonsand years ago; had heard that
volee and that song nnd been moved Ly
the voice and the song and the night
Just as e was moved pow.  He had
long kunown Lihirself for a sentimental:
Ist. e had nlmost given up teying to
cure himselt.,  And he knew himself
for o born lover. e bd always been
In love with some one.  In hig earlier
Fouth his affections had beon so con
stantly inconstant that he tinally eame
to wettle with his sellfl respect by ree
ognizing in himself o fne constaney
thint warshiped one wonian always, It
was only the shifting image of her that
chinnwd Somewhere (he  dremsmed,
whitusieally  indulgent of the faney,
Yot wovking bimsell for i there wis o
girl whom he hid never seen who wall
ed till he shonld come. She was overy
thing.  Until he Connd bee he could not
belp adoring others who possessed 1t
tle pivees and suggestions of her-lee
brithianey, her courage, her short upper
lip. “like a curled rose leaf,” or hey
dear voice or her pure protile.  He had
no recollection of any lady who luul
quite hier eyes. He had never passed
a lovely stranger on the street in the
old days without a theill of delight and
warmth, If he never saw her again
and the vision bad only lngted for the
time it takes o lady 1o eross the slde-
walk from a shop door to a c¢irrlige
he was always a little in love with her
beenuse shie bore about her somewhere,
a8 did every pretiy girl he ever saw,
a suggestion of the farnway divinity,
One does not pass lovely steangers in
the streets of Plattville.  Miss Briscoe
was pretty, but not at all in the way
that Harkless dreamed.  For five yeors
the lover in him that had loved so of-
ten had been starved of all but dreams,
Only at twilight and dusk in the suwm-
mer, when strolling he enught sight of
& woman's skirt far up the village
street, half outlined In the darkness
under the cathedral areh of meeting
branches. this romancer of petticonts
conld sigh o teae lover's sigh and, if
he kept enough distance between, tly o
Yearning fauney that his Indy wandered
there,

Ever since his university days the
Image of b bhad been growing more
and more distinet, He had completely
settled his mind as to her appearance
and ber voliee, She was tall, almost too
tall, he was sure of that: and ont of
his consclousness there had grown a
sweet nnd vivacious young face that he
knew was bers, Her halr was light
brown, with gold lusters (he reveled in
the gold lusters on the proper theory
that when your fancy is painting a
picture you may as well go in for the
whole thing and make it smnptuons),
and her eyes were gray. They were
very earnest, and yet they sparkled and
laughed to him companionably, and
sometimes he smiled back upon her.
The Undine danced before him through
the lonely years, on falr nights in his
walks and came to sit by his fire on
winter evenings when he stared alone
at the embers.

And tonight, here In Plattville, he
heard a voice he had walted for long,
one that his ickle memory told him he
had never heard before. DBat, listening.
he knew better—he had heard it long
ago, though when and bow he did not
know, as rich and true and ineffably
tender as now. He threw a sop to his
common sense, “Miss Sherwood is a
little thing” (the image was so surely
talli, “with a bumpy forehend and spec-
tacles,” he said to himself, “or else a
provincial young lady with big eyes to
pose atl yon," Then he felt the ridicun-
lousness of looking after his common
sense on a moonlight pight in June;
also, he knew that he lled.

A —

The song hind ceased, but the musician
Hngered, and the keys were touched to
plaintive harmonles new to him. He
bad come to Plattville before “Caval-
leria Rusticana'” won the prize at Rumpe,
and now, entranced, he heard the “In-
termezzo" for the first time, Listening
to this, he feared to move lest he should
wake from a summer night's dream.

A ragged little shadow Hitted down
the puth behind him, and from a soli-
tary apple tree standing like a lone
ly ghost in the middle of the field
came the “Woo!" of a sereech owl twice,
It was answered—twice—from a clump
of elder bushes that grew in a fence
corner Mty yurds west of the pasture
bars, Then the barrel of a squirrel ritle
{ssued, lifted ont of the white elder blos-
soms, and lay along the fence.
music in the house ucross the way ceas-
ed, and Harkless saw two white dresses
come out through the loug parior win-

; dows on to the veranda. “It will be

The |

cooler out hiere,” eame the volce of the
sglnger clearly through the quiet. *What
a nlght!"

John vaulted the hars and started to
cross the rond, ‘They saw him from
the vernmdn, and Miss Briscoe ealled
to hitn In weleome.  As his tall fgure
stood ont plainly In the bright lght
against the white dust a strenk of fire
leaped from the elder blossoms, aml
there rang out the sharp report of a
rifle. There were two sereams from
the verandn  One white figure ran Into
the house. ‘T'he other, a little one with
a gnuzy wrap stremming behind, eanme
flying out into the moonlight stralght
to Harkless, There was a second re-
port. ‘T'he rifle shot was nnswered by
a revolver,  Willinm Todd had risen
up, apparently  from nowhere, and,
kneeling by the pasture bars, fired at
the flash of 4l vile,

“Jump fer the shadder, Mr, Hark-
leas!” he shouted,  “He's in them el
ders, Fer God's sake, come back!”

Empty handed ng he was, the editor
dnshod for the treacherous elder bush
as fost ns his long logs could earry
him, but before he had taken six
atrides o hand elutehed his sleeve and
a girl's volee guavered from close be-
hind him: “Don’t run ke that, Mr
Harkless! 1 ean't Keep up,”

He wheeled about and confronted o
vision, a dainty little tigure about five
feet high, o tHughed and lovely face,
halr and deaperies  disarranged  and
fiying, e stamped his foot with eage.
“Get baek o the house!™ he erboed,

“You wnstn't go!"™ «he panted.
the only wuy to stop youn,"

“Go baek to the house!™ he ghonted
savaugely

“Will vou come

“Fer God's sake"
Todd, “come bnek!  Keep out of the
rowd!” e wns ciaptying hig revalver
nt the elump of bhushes, the uproar of
his fiving blasting the night,  Some one
sereantmed from the house:

“Hoelen, Helen!™

John seized the girl's wrists,

“It's

oridd - Willlam

Her

gray eyes flaghed Into his defiantly.
Wil you go ¥ he ronred,
“Nol"

e dropped her wrists, caught her up
fn his avins as if she had been a Kit-
ten awd leaped into the shadow of the
treos that leaned over the road from
the yard., The rifle rang out ngain,
and the little hall whistled venomous
ly overhead, Harkless ran along the
fence and tarned in at the gate,. A
loose stramd of the girl's halr blew
across hisg cheek, and in the moon her
head shone with gold, Khe had light

The rifle rang out again.

brown hair and gray eyes and a short
apper lip like a curled rose leaf. He

set her down on the veramda steps,
Both of them laughed wildly,

“But you came with me,"” she gasped
triumphantly.

“1 always thonght yon were tall,”
he answered, and there was afterward
a time when he had to agree that this
WARS 0 somewhat vague reply. l

CHAPTER 1V,

UDGE BRISCOK smiled grim-
I¥ nwd leaned on his shotgun
in the moonlight by the ve.

oy randa, He and Willinm Todd
had been kicking down the elder bushes
and, returning to the house, found Min-
nle alone on the porch. “Safe?' he
sald to his danughter, who turned an
anxious face upon him. *“They'll be
¢#afe enongh now, and in our garden.”
“Maybe [ oughtn't to have let them

“Poohi! They're all right, That scal-
awag's hnlf way to Bix Crossroads by
this time, isn't he, Willinm #’ |

“He tuck up the fence llke a seared
rabbit,” Mr, Todd responded, looking
into his hat 1o avold meeting the eyes
of the lndy, “and 1 didn’t have no call
to foller. He knowed how (o run, |
reckon. Time Mr. Harkless come oul
the yard agnin we gee him tuke neross
the road to the wedge woods, near half
a mile up. Somebody else with him
then—looked like a kid. Must 'a’ cut
across the field to join him. 'They're
fur enough toward home by this." |

“Did Mise Helen shake hands with
you four or five times?" asked Briscoe,
chuckling, |

“No. Why 7" said Minnle, !

“Because Harkless did. My hand
aches, und I guess Willinm's does oo,
He nearly shook our arms off when we
told him he'd been a fool, SBeemed to
do him good, I told him he ought to

—

hire somebody to tnke a shot at him
every morning before breakfast—not
that It's any Joking mntter,” the old
yentleman finkshed thoughtfully,

“1 should say not,” sald Willinm,
with a deep frown and a Jerk of his
head toward the rear of the house,
“Ile Jokes about It enough, Wouldn't
sven promize to enrry a gun after this,
Bald he wonldn't know how to use It—
never shot one off since he was a boy,
on the KFourth of July. This Is the
third time he's bhe'n shot at this year,
but he says the others was at a-—-
what 'd be call 1t?"

YA merely complimentary range,' "
Briscoe supplied,  He handed Willinm
a clgar nnd bit the end off another him-
aelf,  “Minnle, you better go In the
house nnd read, 1 expect, unless you
want to go down to the ereek and Join
those folks.'

“Me!” she exelalmed,
to sty nway, 1 guess,
that terrible gun up.*

“No,'”" sald Briscoe lighting his elgar
deliberately.  “1t's all safe; there's no
question of that; but maybe Willlam
and I better go out and tnke a smoke
In the orchined as long ns they stay
down nt the creek.”

Iu the garden shafts of white light
pleveed the bordering trees and  fell
where June roses breathed the mild
night breesze, amnd herve, through sum.
mer spells, the editor of the Hernld
and the lady who had run to him at
the pasture bars strolled down a path
trembling with shadows (o where the
ereok tinkled over the pebhles,  They
wilked slowly, with an air of being
woell necustomed friends and comrades,
amd Cor some reason It did not strike
clther of them as unnatural or extraor:
dinary.  They enme to o beneh on the
bank, wrd b made o great Toss dast.
fng (he seat for her with his blaek
plouch Lhiat, Then he regretted the hat
—~It wis o <hinbby old hat of a Carlow
conunty fashion.

It was o long beneh, nmd he seated
himsell rather remotely townrd the
end opposite her, suddenly  reallzing
that he had walked very close to her
coming down the nurrow garden path.
Nelther knew that neither had gpoken
ginee they left the veranda, and It had
taken them o long time to come
throngh the little orchard and the gar-
den. She rested her ehin on her hand,
lenning forwnrd and looking steadily
at the ereck.  Her lnnghter had quite
gone: her attitude seemed a Httle wist-
ful and o little sad, e noted that her
hair curled over her brow In a way he
had not pletured in the lady of his
dreams. This was so much prettier.
He did not enre for tall girls.” e had
not cared for them for almost half an
hour. It was so much more beautiful

“1 know when
Do go and put

to be dainty and small and plquant,
He had no notion that he was sighing
in n way that would have put a fur-
nace to ghame, but he turned his eyes
from her bheeause hie feared that If he
looked longer he might blurt ont some
anbhout  her

specch loveliness, His

Neither kncw that neither had spoken,

glance rested on the bank, but its
dlameter Included the edge of her white
skirt and the tip of a little white, high
heeled slipper that peeped out from
beneath, and he had to look away from
that, too, to keep from telling her that
he meant to ndvoeate n lnw compelling
all women to wear crisp white gowns
and white kid slippers on moonlight
nights,

Bhe plcked a long spear of grass
from the turf before her, twisted it
absently in her fingers, then turned to
him slowly. Her lips parted as If to
speak. Then she turned away again,
The action was so odd, somehow, as
she did It, so adorable, and the pre-
served silence was such a bond be-
tween them, that for his life he could
not have helped moving half way up
the bench toward her,

“What is 1t?" he asked, and he spoke
In & whisper such as he might have
used at the bedside of a dying friend.
He would not have laughed if he had
known he did so. 8he twisted the spear
of grass into a little ball and threw it
at o stone In the water before she an-
swered:

“Do youn know, Mr. Iarklesg, you
and I have not ‘met," have we? Didn't
we forget to be presented to eanch
other?"

“1 beg your pardon, Miss Sherwood,
In the perturbation of comedy I for-
got.”

{To be Continned )




