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lived up, so far as he could, to the
traditions In which he had been
born.

She wondered what color his eves
were, and even as she wondered
they opened, at first drowsily, then
widely as they suddenly turned and
met hers. They were dark, she dis-
covered—very dark, almost black,
Indeed, they seemed gquite black
under stress of their owner's varied
emotions as he stared at her,

“L hope 1 haven't startled you,”
she sald gently. As he seemed un-
able to answer at once, she went on.

“I should not have come, of
course. I know you don't want
to mect strangers. But—I could
not feel that we were strangers."
He was making it hard for her,
with his silence and his intent, al
most resentful glance. *“You see,”
she added with a smile, “we both
eame from Weyo, ag I told you in
my first note—and 1 remember you
when you were a boy."

“You—you do?' he stammered
A change took place in his expres
sion, a change which she could not
analyze. Was it merely resigned
accaptance? It looked like that.

"Of course you are Miss Belden®
he ended, gquietly,

She was encouraged. At least ha
was not asking her to go.

“Fes. 1w you remember
an?"”

Fﬂr.”'lﬂ first time he smiled. Tt
was an ironical emile, and his voice
when he spolke matched |t

“Of course,” he sald again,

She went on, resolutely.
grandfather's parden wasa one of
the fairy places of my Imagina
tion,” she told him, *“becauss none
of ue children wa= ever invited to

e al

“Your

enter it, I us=ed to look at the high
brick wull that shut us out, and
imagine the garden peopled with

all sorts of things—falries and

gnomes and (rolls, And sometimes
I was horribly sorry for you be
cause you had to live there, and

somelimes I envied “you."”

Bhe stopped. For a full momoent
he did not speak, but stared out
over the water, his expression
changing agnin. She felt that he
understood, So much had happened
since those old days! At last he
turned to her with the air of one
who has made up his mind, who
has actually squared his shoulders
to meet the issue of the moment.

“You were a schoolgirl then,” he
paid at last, in the ecasual conver
sational tone of™ courteous but not
especially interested host, “A little
girl with golden hair that alwals
seemed blowing in the wind.”

“Yeu, 1 wam fourteen, and rather
untidy about ribbons. Of course
you can't really remember much
about me,’”” she plumbed hopefully.

‘0, yes, T do."” The words were
reassuring, but his wvolee lacked
warmth. “You and your father per-
meated Weyo llke an atmosphere.
When people there were not talk-
ing about your father’s public gifta
they were gossiping about your
ponies and your hirthday partles
and that sort of thing. And I s
member seeing you quite often rid-
ing or motoring, always with your

hair blowing out like a golden
mane.”"
She had not liked part of this

apeech, nor the mauner in which it
wns delivered.  But, after all, he
wis a sick sollier, and, in @ way,
an old friend Also, having shut
out all others, he had at least re-
celvad her, and that was progress
enough for one day. She would go
away and think him ovep before
venturing another Interview., She
rose,

“We have established n common
Intorest,” she declared Hghtly, “and
now [ am going. 1 promised Miss
Creeley T wouldn't stay long. Put
—I'm coming agnin'’

He made no effort to detain her,
nor dld he apologize, grimly or
humorously or Liltterly, as many of
the poor boys did, for his Inablity
to show her the courtesy of rising
He merely Inclined hls head

“Good-bye.” he sald And am an
obvious aftarthought, ""Thank you"

Sha hesitated. Then, @ “May 1
come nagain?’ she asked, and won
adéred at herself, She had not In-
tended to ask that question. He
walted perceptibly before replying,
and she felt the bload mount to her
shecks and was furious with herself
and the phenomenon, Why did she
mind a rebufl from this man when,
after nll, the whole eplsode was
purely a part of tha postwar work
she lind taken up? It was not per

sonnl. The phirage wWas reassuring
and she repeated (t—""not personal
at all.”

“Why—why, yes,” she heard him

say at last. Then, slowly, as If he
had realized his ungraciousness, he
amilled up at her,

YPMense come again,'” he said,

It was her first wlimpse of the
enchanted prince. She laughed tri
umphantly.

“1 didn't glve yon much chance
to escupe me,” she hagdsomely ad

mitted, “Will you tell ms what
was in that garden when 1 come
again? T have always wanted wso

drondfully 1o know.™
“1 will tell you,” he mald gravely

“It was really rather a jolly old
place. The odd part of It “is that
when | o wam a kid T thought, Lo,
that 11 wasn ol of geblins It hado

& lot of dark, mysterious spots, I
used to slay goblins in those eor-
ners—lots of 'em! And'’—he looked
at her—"I used Lo rescue you from
all sorts of perila, You, of course,
were the obvious princess,” he enfl-
od, more lightly, That, surely, was
“personal’ enough. To her amaze-
ment, it made her heart contract.
He was still the enchanted prince,
and he had come to this—to suffer-
ing and poverty and neglect, For
a speechless moment she stood look
ing down at him. Then she put out
her hand into his

*“We ghall have wonderful things
to talk about,” was all she could say
a8 she left him.

But when she made her second
visit, three days later, it was not
immediately of haunted gardens that
she talked. Since their first meet-
ing she had been thinking of Far-
rand to an mnmﬂipg degree. Her
thoughts were like birds which, af-
ter brief flights, returned to him as
to their home, She told herself
that this was because he was from
Wevo—avolding any analysis of why
that simple fact had suddenly takon
on a pecullar slgnificance and im
portance, She must plan for him.
Aha must make that home town
take an Interest in {ts distinguighed

son. She must find out why he
was in such financinl straits. She
must enlist dad’s aid.  All this b
ing 80, of cuurge she must think
of Farrand.

Bhe ended by thinking of 1t

olse, He had a fashion of sudden
Iy visualizing himself to her—of
coming into her line of vision. Some
~times his dark face was hard and
glonmy. Sometimes hix boylsh smile
with  its unexpected sweetneas,
flashed gut at her, He ecame when
he chase—not when she was quietly
alone and ready (o receive him, but
when she was entériaining at din
ner, when she was at the theater,
when she was chatting around some
tea table, when she was listening to
music—mo=t of aH, when she wuas
listening to muslc,. He came, and
with himy came the companion pie-
ture of the years—the young prince
of the enchanted garden, a mysterl
ous, boyish figura shrouded In shad
ow. Hls words, too, returned to her
again and asgain. “You,"” he had said,
“were the obvious princess.” Yet
she had been =0 young, had eaugh'
a distant glimpae of him =0 rarely
Where and when had he seen her”
Tt wag of her plans that she talk
ed when again she found him in his
favorite haunt in the hospital
grounds. And she wns so absorbed
in these, so sure of their appeal te
him, now that an entente had beer
eatablished, that at first sha falled
to perceive his lack of response
The ice had been broken, Surely
she could plunga In.
“Two of the Weyo boys were
college here,” she told Farrand, at
the end of her almost uninterrupted
monologue, "Of course, you rememn-
ber them—Bob Gordon and Ted
"iske. ‘They are coming to New
York as soon a8 college closes. T
want to bring them to see you. You
won't mind thelr belng jyounger
than you, for Ted Is the most amus
ing boy 1 know ,and Bob sings like
an angel You will enjoy them
Iremensely, and they wiil be so gind
to come and so proud te know you
She had sald all she meant to say,
but she would have gone on, femi-
nine fashion, filling his silence with
sound rather than lose the ground
she folt that she had galned. Now,
however, uhe wa= checked by the
look in his eyes as he abruptly
leaned toward her.
“Miss DPelden.” hoe aald
“will you do me a favor?'’

criaply

*Of course, I will—any numboer of
them."” 8hea wnus consclous tic.t she
had mnde some mistake, The volee
in which he spoke had not bLeen
that In which one sues for favora
And bher plans had been so well
thought out! It had seemed 2o wise
casunlly to give him hiz proper

place among his old nelghbors, tJd
assume casunlly that he would are
cept It

“Then T heg that you will sy noth

Ing about me to our Weyo friends,
or to your father, or, In fact, to
any one, I am glad to know you—

“I didn't give
about that,” she
vously,

He went on as if
spoken,

“Iut to meet a lot of well mean
Ing people Jurt now, wherever they
coma from or whoever they are,
would do me more harm than good
I know this. T made [t plain to the
doctors and to Miss Greeley And
I shall be much It you Jdo
not even mention my name to the
Priends you have spoken of. Is that
understood?"

Hhe felt Mke a schoolgirl severaly
disciplined by a master. The flug
of her pride went down before thas
new experienee.

“"Why, of courss, she satammered
“That s, T won't speak to any one
[ haven't already mentloned you to.
I talked to dad about you the Qay
I was here—"'

“To what othera did you speak?
To those boys®' He fairly fired the
question at her.

“No, but only bocausa [ haven't
seen themn,” she honestly admitted
‘AnA T wiate 1o Helsn Moore whao

choire
ner-

you much
interjected

had not

whe

obllged

lived in Weyo when we did. She ls
married now and her home is in
Philadeiphia, but I knew she would
be Interested.  Towever," she add-
ed in a different tone, her poise
suddenly restored by the realization
of how friendly had been her in-
tentions in all this meddling, “you
may be sure that neither Helen nor
dad will trouble you. And I realize
now that the way I myself leapel
over your barriers was—was un

pardonable, I mus=t apologize for
that.”

She was sick at heart, What n
blundering jdiot she had been to

treat this man as she had treated
the others—as I he were like the
others. She had forced herself upon
him, she had patronized him, and
she was just enough to admit that
she deserved exactly what she had
got for doing it. '

“Please  don't  apologize ™ His
volee had changed. From the first
she had ohserved what an agreeablile
and well-bred speaking volee iU was
Now it held an unsuspected quality
of bheauty and charm. “You are
the exception,” he went on. “There's
nlways an exception, you Kknow, to
the strictest rules. T shall be fright
fully eut up if you drop me."”

“Henlly?™" She was ineredulous, but
anxious to be eonvineed. 8She looks)
at him with eyes whase clear brown
depths showed conflicting doubt an |
hope )
“On my honr.'

IHe was snulling at her, not sentl
mentallyy but  with frank good
humor—his most charming, boyish

shile. It {llumined the situatior
like a sun breaking through clouds,
She drew a breath of relief, -

“Then we're going to be felends?”
the asked, and again she wondered
it herself. What inner force was
driving her on, making her actually
humble to this man? She told her
solf that it was. pity—of course I
was pity!

“Indeed, wo are,”” he assured hes
“"But we're golng to be mighty e
clusive, We're going to meet in the
old garden that interested you so
much and depend on its high walls
to keep out everybody else, Shall
vou mind that—for a little while?
And is [t a bargyin?

He was gtill smiling. but his eyes
were gerious agaln, She answered
nnder the urge of that new, driving
inner force.

“Of course, it's A bargaln, if you

wish it so. What right have Fto
Urgg othera Into your life? [ sup
pose we often forget that, in our

nasoclation with convalescent sol
tiers,” she added, with an almost
flarce effort to pull hersalf togeteli
and change the natuce of thels
talk. “We must often bore the poom
fellows to death by bringing in peo
ple they don't know or don't care
to know."

He Lollowed Lier lead .

“It all depends, with most of the
fellows, on whether those who come
to see them are renlly Interested In
them. The men ean always tell. And
—well—they don't llke to be patron-
lzed or made the ohjecta of some
butterfly’'s threeday charlty im
pulse.'’

Despite herself, she again swunyg
the ronverzation back to him. There
was something she had to know

“In your case’” she sald slowly
“I ean understand. You have nl
ways ‘shut everybody out—yop and
your grandfather, You must have

beon horribly lonely—but you
aecmiedd to prefer it, even when you
were n bay And evidently you

hava kept up vour barriers all your
life.” Hep volees stopped thege, bul
he ecaught the unasked questio
“Have you?

“1 wns lonely. all right -
made the admission, then abrupt
Iv shied away from further revela

tions. The jitile girl with the hlow
ing halr waes knocking oo urger
on the door of the past

“WWhat part of our garden wi
vou play in?"” he asked

“), are yon going to give me
saome of Ehe had hersell b
hand now. This pity for him that

made her heart swell and her throa
ache should and wonld b diverted
into practical channels
“tM courae. And 1 think «the part
yvou would ke best s the sunken
garden That's off in the south
wost corner, and yvou get into It by
going down a little flight of red
brick setpa When you are there
you seem quite away from all the
rest of the world, Buot you will In
vite me Int t sometlmes
you™

“Let'a go In now

At her request he described the
garden in dotall It wana an en
chanting place—quite as myaterious
and romantic as she i had pictured
it. The old man, it seemed, hM
lived his Ife there— potlering
around It all day long. eating his
merds in the open, reading and
stodying, even alecping thoere, in a
screcned, flat hammock, on sum
mer nights. Listening, Florence
soomed to ses his thin shadow even
now, flitting in and out among the
1t roes,

They were alde Ly aide on a stone
bench in the sunken garden, dlscuss
ing a faworite fairy tale, when her

Wit

she miid

eyea foll on her wrist watch  She
shoalt her head reproachfully.
“I've wtaved an hour ™ ahe ex

claimed. “Shocking! Miss Greeley
won't let me come any more if 1
do this sort of thing. And my boys
will think I have deserted them.”

She made the lagt statement with
clear deliberation. He was to un-
derstand that she had forever dis
soclated himm from the mere rank
and ftile of “the boys.” They two
wera old friends, She rose from
the camp chair and stopped at his
side for a moment. Among the
black hair on his temple was a nar-
row line of white. - The Impulse to
touch it was almost overwhelming
She get her teoth,

“Is there anything 1 can send
back to you”" she asked. “Or anv
message' [ can take Into the hospi
tal as I go hy?"'

“No, thank you,” he sald, almost
absently. His expression, too, was
almost absent. If plque had not
been too trivial an emotion for that
big moment, she would have in
dulged in it. He was so obviously
veslgned to her going! Her heart
went down, down. Had she found
him too. late?

“I am just coming back slowly
from the old garden and the kid I
was,”" he said at last; and he added
with a sigh that ended In a smlle:
“It's n long journey." n

Recalling these words, and all L=
words, during the drive home, ¥Flor
ence realized how whole heartediy

he at least had played their lttle
game.  Throughout that hour he

had kept her in the past. They had
talked] much about the garden—sn
rauch that she had a finished pic
ture of it in her mind's eye. Thes
had talked of childhaod games and
Joya and make bellever;, of favorite
tales, But, she realized It now more
fully than then, throughout that
hour she had been hls prisoner be-
hind those walls. Not once had he
permitted hier to get outside of them
even for a nibment Poss.bly he
never would. It was almost as if
he had Immured himselt beyond
*h of the~hands and wvolces of
today, And yet those boyish mo
menis had been mo warm. so hu-
man., so wonderful

8he wondered If, at any time du;

g the interview, he had heen in
pain. Certainly he had shown no
sign of paln He had not asked

her to come again, but, of course
she would go again, and soon. How

#oon, she found herself thinking
could she go—with dignity? Al
rulea, of course, went down whers
the boye were enneerned One

overran them with entire Impunity
mountad on the swift stesd of one's

good Intentions, But [t was dif
ferent with Frarrand! One could
not overrun him, eéven when ons

desired to, and—one dd desire to

Whan she vizited him the third
time, after a dragging imterval of
four days, =he carried out teo his

vhair in the grounds a great mas=s
of flowera and deapped them Inte
his lap. It had seemed rather an
ahsurd thing to do—but what could
nne offer a sick soldier who cer
talnly 414 not eat? She saw at once
that the flowera pleased him. He
fumbled among tham with his thin
hands and ralsed a eluster of them
to his face -
“These oldfusliioned white roses
might have grown in the garden.
Don't vou remember the two rows
of white rose bushes I told you
about, that linel the esast walk?"
he asked eagerly. T don't suppose
one could find roses like those nown-

days, with the deliclous old time
parfume. In fact, I don't remembe:
that any roge F have had since had
any perfume at all

The words, so casually spoken
made her turn away and, for a
long moment, look out over the
watera wilh unseeing oyvea Fan
rand had the look of A man whose
flowera had all lacked perfume

He pinned a rome in his tur
kept & bunch of white rosea In |
hands ind loked regretfully
the mass left in his lap

It's a pity 1o let those di I
sald ntatively They ought t
AVA same w "‘"

She turned back to him n

hook her hoad

“No they have come to dle £
vou. 1 brouzht a lot more. The
are In a big pitcher of water at the

hoad of your bod, These are for a

falry ring—to put in a clrele arolnd

your chalr and make a wish over
e amiled. It was the amile she

had begun to watch for hungrily,
the bovish, charming smile under
which him darl; face seemed Lo fa

» it

Who Is going (o make the f
wish™' he asked.

You are—firs!t Then 1
mnke one, too '

“All right,' hes eald. “"But TN
have my work cut out for me

thinking up a wish.*

His face had clonded agan Bhe
looked at him, heavy hearted and
solemn eyed

“1t would Le nlce If we
both mnake tha same wish
ventursd

“What would that be?' bie asked
the duestion almost Indifferently,
watohing her as she now rose and
bogan te drop the flowers around
him, but seemingly feeling no great
Intereat In the preity game,

“That you may soon be as well
and strong A8 you ever wers, and’

wha  healinted then reanttel

could
slie

brought out the' rest—"that youe
ambitions may be reawvusbkened!

He turned and gave her o sude
den, sharp look.

“Just why do you rav that?”

The tone distressed Licr, but she
held her ground,

“In, Brown tells o vou  are
really amazingly clever—that you

could do anything yvou atiempted £
only you would werk up enough
ambitlon to make an ¢fMut. But he
siid another thing that disturbed
me very much,” she rushed on, be-
fare he could interrupt. “ile added
that you had been getting on bean-
tifully up till a fortnight ago, but
that since then you have slipped
back until you are as indifferent
and almost as impossible to influ-
“nee ag you were when you came,
Every one has noticed the change,
hut he says he ean't aceounti for it.
That made me feel—unhappy. For,
don't you ace, I came In just about
thnt time, to help you—and per-
haps vou were right Perhiapa you
needed to be left alone. Possilly
I have done ¥You more harvin thgn
good, That's why 1 am muking the

rlug—and my wish. When I hava
done jt, I am going to leave you in
=

All the time she lailked she had
een making her floral ring, glad of
the opportunity to da somethinge
that made [t possible to keep her
face twrned away from him. HBHut
now the circle was (inished. She
came and sat heside him on the

ittle eampstool that was already as
much a part of his pet resort as the
wheel chalr on which he rat.

"I} you think it would be peace”
he nsked, guietly

{ don't know," she sald. trving
to speak steadily. "1 don't know
auything about you Y have
never told me anything i know,
excent about the garder

“SBo you have declded y drop
me?" e asked the qguestion siowly,

hi= dark eyes

r

unswervingly an he

ave

Sha ro-mn‘-;l forward pleked up
me of the Aowers iu lus lap, and
dJowly pulled it to pieces

“Please don't put it that way
sne sald at last. in a voiee so low
he had to lean closer tn hear it
~urel? I have show you how
wweh T wanted (o help, and—I have
# you see how much | have er
yoved the -effort But [ did thrus
myrelfl in—there is no denyving thas
I think,” she hesiated, hut went- o
bravely e ! had sulbcounsciousty
convineed myselt that sou  wer?
st the enchanted prinee I used o
think you were when I was i seho
gifl. 1 wanted to you fron
the ogrea of paln aud loneliness

Flut ipparently, 'have merely mads
thinegs worse for you sometlyin
has. 1 believe Dr. Brown holda me
responsilile, or he ouldn't have
spoken as he il 8o ou under
stand—"" She thiew away a hand

of fina

meet |

ful of petal with o gestire
ity, and raised lhicr eyes to
—'"'T really have no choie

For a long time ailence lay 1

them Hke a substance whi

neither could remiove

“T wish,” he said ar tast i couls
find the words to tell you wht
I've got to say. PRut—I ecan't!’ Th
final admission was almost a groa:
The sound brought her upright
ter chair, her brown eyes seek
hiz, which 4ld not mest them

Surely,” she then said,

twoen

ow there ls nothlng that
van’t BAY to md
His eyes met hers and held N
You mean that™
Of vourse T mean it
he walted® watching his [
ila drew a deep, shaken Lireatlh
The second time you came hes
began, obviouxly forcing out t
word’'s “you spoke to me abm
' Fiske Do you happen to re
member Dan, the chauffour his f
or had so mnt Ve rs
She felt hille What 1} '
iske chauffeur P with w

Tidl's mother and = - Why de
ask?
Do you remembe 1 f
Liean
Florence move restive 0r
p o atool Ehe almost belleve
this was mere purposeless digre
slon till once more she squarely mct
lilg eves Their expression brought
her answer, n a 1fther breathloss
¢
1 know lLie had = al bovs
Don't you remember any one uf
emy
She might have been on the w
ness stand, at the niercy of
prosecuting attornes e sternne
of the question-——and something th
lay beneath it and stretehol
vanmd—stimulated her memor
There was one—there Ws
O 1) — %
‘Ton," The woid came ut he
v bullet
“There was one who was always
acting=—1 mean always playing «
part among the other boys.™”
“Yeoa,” he sald, curtly. "“Tell ma

all that you remember about him
Sometimea he was & King,” =he
went on, unstendily: “sometimes
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