5 } *8he opendd v:he ,gurdtn-qu and

ot Aif §c,mwi- BRAND
S ¢ rbordersiof plants.that Would soon put.
& #48 soring’ evening was closing'in, | Toithi ‘ieir‘‘cholcest: blooms--ist Yiot

fwent’ sTowly” up- the" path ‘between the|,

walked Howiy down the/ for her, She passed the space.outhe| =~

bu){u-y road! "It wa erme lawn, from which -Joel

-QM and “a chilly wind had sprung orderi& ‘the’ Cape’ jasmine removed,
".‘ﬂﬁ"‘ﬁet dainty footwear was splashed, at'the request of his ybung wife. She
et soggy, but'she took no notice.| KNew that'story now; knew, too, that
he western ‘sky ﬂmmd with g crim- | I'Bianca, before the birth of her child,
n‘afterglow. the frogs had begun ' had “brought the blossom ' that  had

LRt
%G%m 8 by the pond; a black cloud of | room: wherée Mary: Lou had dfed; hop-
rooks Tlew past her, but she did pot ing, pérhaps, to gain forgiveness; per-
#hem, *  ‘Ihaps -attempting to

HGRE ‘Only two Hours since she liad ' And 1ow; ‘in the-darkness; - made 10.
left Judge Thorne’s ‘Office! It seemted 'live-2Bain by the  dampness of the
Silni%terdity, an enfless nightmate,  SPring night; the-scents-stored up for

"Eﬁ'ﬂy‘ f’mee Jhours sice Miss Liz had' twenty years were released on the air.

bkt the, old "Rand Tibrary with a story’ Torthe ‘famcifad, they ;lived: -again—
butThalf told! A story to which the those' fragrant hlossoms that the jll-

M Sadgé “l'fad ndded the ‘climax. ot  starredzgioung bride:bad-been arrang-

anfy, ok easily’ Ohly’ after- ‘tearstingsblen thehand.of her rival, struck|”

AYnd pleading, aftér Shifrley's last des-''ITér down. Thought: -her ;daughter: .

iri “Well, if you won't tell® me.
&{h&,ﬁngmus; be ‘ofHiefs who will?* ¥ :/her remorsel);8he oouldn't think of

Jongeihad yielded then, fo saVe 'her ‘Bianca as:mother;’:nox:.of Joe} Rand

2¥Monk ‘a ‘greater 'shbck;'and had spokerr| as ‘{father/! There was ~anly ,.Louls,

ﬁmuname that' Miss- Lig had* demed the ghlel. She was indeed gyphaned.

wher—
| Miss_ Liz's heaft’ fiiid failed her ar.‘cm for sny: dinper. and . sflsmissed
ial momeqt ,when she hadiher and.Tom, for the.njght... When

s

hu]:e‘ cr*

ol
HE &Fﬁlh
ger een whispered about  her un-‘ She was unconscions of bodily chill,
| but it seemed to her that her heart

mother during her, hrief, mar--
¥ %ﬁ?ﬁfc She knew now why she her-| would: never Beat 'Warmiy agéin.”

glt was shunned by her neighhors
é; clearly,, too, why Rodney had put ;
out of his life; why Miss Liz hpd W
mﬁded her. t
The daughter o & murdereul
““Tfie hiece of @ thiefl She who had|
bien §o proud! g
m‘;}&'sob Ghoked her. Hot, ,aunﬂpg
tears blinded her, and she htu.shed
N!;ex? knputhntly away with & qhu}ed
Litgle. hand,
She knew the whols it .now
=y

vshe sat for a time before the 1lbrny

dle from the‘maritel.’ The hoiise
A1 From ths whills the’ por-
i ant( (potilé hmdi 100‘£ed

the room, stopping” before each por-
triit’ And " 1ooking” long At the” ple-
fured ‘face; ak’ it she” Would' eilgrave
[1ts*Image  foréVer on ‘her: heart: ‘She
was s&ying her farewelll
““Puréwell to et dredm! ¥ Farewell
6 the horie that might have' besn!
Faréwell to peace ‘aird” sécurity” n.hd

knew. that Rodney Sh;ldon.,
.fﬂuk.tnx resmution for._her, ;tp. the |
nand estate, had ruined his auynt
ﬂ" q, himself. He had bought safety
a4q8 er. and for Louis, but he bad|the joy of living. ' Farewell to love!
=Rfgueht his own destruction. 4 1t was late when she had finished
. re walked on and on through the|lier/sad 1ittls pilgrimage. TH$ dlock
AR

ning, ‘dusk, plunging. muemy'on the"stairs -was ' striking ‘midnight.
peagoush, roads that were awash with Bhe returned’‘to “the library, where
-.:rlng freshets. The chill wind was

the fire -had burned itself sut, and,

un)blng her; her lips were gmwmg,uhlocking the old ' secretaire, - took
e,
3

from:a drawer, as she had once seen
She stumbled, for the road was be- | Louis do, the miniature  of ‘Bianca
ﬂgon’lng Tough, Once she fell, and‘felt Van Dorn. As she. lpoked at the bel.\l'
JAcy_water. seeping through her tiful, wilful face, something stirred in
thin cloth skirt. Once a light shope |her; thers was'bon‘sn infinite :pity
Qm. from a house near the road, a |8nd a tenderness-for .the: unhappy
}door opened, and 8 voice haﬂed *her

mother ‘'whom:she had never-known.
;but she hurriéd on Once % dog camne [+

“I am going to take you with.me,”
she dold the bit of ivory:in.hes palm.
“We~don't ‘belong here; - you .and I.

!i“%:? her, anxﬂme ln trte fuh-
#fion, and she, put out her hands’ fo. it |
and sobbed when it licked her fingers, W:I h‘“l“o ;;]gt::";—she bowe\& i
night h Jong, since  comer: Her:volce L
,..;@qu she chej:.‘d her pumoselg;ﬂ head and her neau splashed on her
flight with an exclamation of v«onder' hands. , . . .
wAnd,incredulity. Before her, she saw | When old Tom came i, to bulld the
_Ig&}onz beam of light that shone at [fi¥es jin:the morning, he found. his
S-WNPS from the old-fashioned lan- \youn( mistress, dressed for. traveling,
“Zn sbove the Rand doorway. She | :“;:d :‘“" gloved, .with . hz l:.t.‘lum
d then that,she had walked in | R8Rd-She was yery composed, but her
“,S%e She was home e,ga,:n pd eyes ‘.loop!ed as though shp hadn't
slept, She told the old servmc that
L4 TR e TS| she was going away for an indefinite
peripd
| .Gatrying her.own bag, she. walked

to.the railroad- station, trying not, to|"

think of that, q;hgr momlqz,. 50.long
ago, when she had gncoux}&ered B-od-
| ney Sheldon there md had known in

Rand had|

“Hightly ‘chorus’ in the shadow.) caused her ‘such ‘emotion > into - the|

atone - to the|, .
*‘"silé had’ been ' Walking “for two!bright'life Her hand had.crushed.out.|, ...

“Poor, Biancal: She -helieved: that,. in|

d the bare facts of Mary Lows | they. had :gone, to.thelr, own. quarters,|

{ley ‘Kknew now the story dmg fire, still in her muddy, wet clothes.|.

Alter 2 while, she fose" and o0k a ‘

" 7ro " Bnirle§; ‘thetr’ péinted éyes ware -.{-.:.
nccushig but _sh& met’ thexf: bravely,

lms been searchingly examined and
. tested for quality, for richness, for
_flavor, None' but the best enters
.the King' Cole package. Ask your

-..8hirley- 4old :Dicey. that, she -QUdn’t (. .-

old house. And that girl, with her
rouged cheeks and bold eyes, ‘would
be mistress there.

She sald, with difficulty: “I have
never had a chance to thank you for
what you did for my uncle and me.
It was wrong of you—and wonderful
and good and generous. You have
made me very ashamed, but I shall
repay you.”

He wasn't even listening. He was
looking across the river. She saw how
haggard his eyes were, and how bit-

méc, Park,. where 11, curves to follow
the river. He had been in Washing-
ton for three days, arranging for his
nlelu from the consular service. Isa-
belle had insisted that he resign.
“Seven more days of freedom!” He
afeeled his mind against the thought
of how endless that time would seem,
it it ‘were Shirley, and not Isabelle,
whom he was.to marry, His heart re-
belled against this marriage of ¢on-
venience, for that was the only name
for it, Isabelle was buying him and
he was selling himself, to save Miss
Liz and the Sheldon stables; to undo
the harm he had done in serving
Shirley,
_ Springtime filled his mind with
thoughts of Shirley. And, as though
his longing conjured her out of the
sunlit air, he saw her coming toward
him under the arch of the cherry-
blossoms along the path. She was the
incarnation of spring, clad in her
favorite soft gray, with jonquils at
{her breast. And the petals of the
[cherry-blossoms drifted down upon

mouth,

He said irrelevantly: “Heaven
knows, I don’t want to be disloyal to
Isabelle, but I can’t help remember-
ing that, if it hadn’t been for your
uncle'’s interruption that night at the
Prom, you might have been married
to me today, instead of to Bertrand.”

Shirley’s ‘eyes opened wide,

“But I am not married to Mr.
Bertrand!”

He swung round to face her, his
face white under his tan,

ter the lines around his handsome’

thnt often forces wero stronger than
love. She hadn't told him why she
was to marry Bertrand. It hurt her
almost more than she could bear, but
she let him surmise that she desired
wealth and ease, rather than love,
and that she was marrying the Vag-a
bond Commodore because . of his
money. He sald bitterly: b
“Heaven knows I have nothing to|M
offer you. Nothing but a run-down
farm and plenty of debts. To ask 8
girl who ha# been raised in luxury to
share that future is really asking too
much.”

“Stolen luxury,” Shirley reminded
him, with a sad little smile, but he
brushed that aside,

“With your beauty and wealth,
you'll have the world at your feet.
What could I give you to offset that?”
She was silent, because she knew
she must be strong for them both.
She even kept herself from asking
why he was marrying Isabelle Ban-
nerman, and he didn’t tell her. Ho!
could he say that he was saving S8hel-
don farms and the happiness of Miss
Liz, lost through quixotic service to
Shirley? Isabelle knew the terms of
the bargain; it was she who had
made it. Rodney had not deceived
her. She knew he still loved Shirley.

Rodney said bitterly, as they walk-
ed slowly up from the Park.toward
the lights that were beginning to
glow along the Avenue.

“Then/ if you won't marry me, and
your decision is final, I suppose this .
is good-by.”

She winced at the word, but he was
staring straight before him, his eyes
gloomy and resentful.

“Not yet,” she told him softly.
“We've & little grace—tonight and
maybe tomorrow. Let's spend it hap-
pily, forgetting the past and refusing
to think of the future”

“Together?”

She nodded.

“Let's pretend to go back three
years to that spring at the Univer-
sity. Let's play we're going to be
married after commencement; that
nothing stands in the way. Let's have
a beautiful day .« . . Or tWo . « « .
or three, without mentioning the
future, or thinking of it..in so far as
we can help doing so0.”

“You're cruel,” he told her. “You
can’t really love me, or you'd not be|§
able to forget the whole hideous busi-
ness.”

“Wouldn't you like. to have even
one perfect day to look back upon?”
she asked him, and he answered sulk-
ily:

“Women may be content with mem-
ories, but it's podr fare for a man
who loves some one with all his
heart.”

In the end, when she pretended to
withdraw her suggestion, he ‘snatch-
ed at the crumb she offered him.
Bitterly, he consented to the promise
she wrung from him that, there would
be no further mention of the fate in
 store for them.

He left her at her hotel. From her
windows, Shirley could watch the
river, where the Sea Nymph would
lie when she came in from her long,

“SUNWORTHY"
WALLPAPER

Will Not Fade.

her like a benedlctlon

Her eyes had a look of haunting
wistfulness, and on her face was an
expression of exaltation,
They came together without a word.
The flame that leaped to life at the
cdntact ot their hands enfolded them.
In silence their eyes met. The past
was forgotten; the future was not yet
born, inthat exquisite moment,

“Shirley, don't tell me that you—

that he—"

She corrected him gently: “I shall

be married to him, as soon as he ar-
rives. That is why I am waliting here.
He wished it so, for some reason.
You know he is very eccentric;
will not come ashore, even to be mar-
ried. So I must go to the yacht.”

he

He had heard only her first words.

weary voyage across tempestuous
seas. Pausing while she dressed for
the evening she was to share with
Rodney—perhaps the last evening—
she sank to her knees.and breathed a
little prayer for another day of re-
spite. If only she might not wake to
learn that the Sea Nymph had ar-
rived during the night,

22 and 30 Inches
‘ Wide.

VARNISHED
TITLE’S

His face was aflame with joy. He
seized her hands, heedless of passers-
by.

“Come with me, quickly. Never mind
anything else inthe world. Nothing
else matters . . . . I thought you
'passed!! were already married, or I could never

Rodneys voice ‘almost broke: as he
said huskily: “We can't go on this
‘way, Shirley. 'We love each other.”
Joy; dazzling ° and triumphant,
flamed in’ her heart, He loved her!
He loved her stlll for all that had

| her heart that she. Toved him.
= é& thp.t\ml of the road, sne.lnoked
biac ,ﬂimpn,q the hame

qg hep;,ancq,yom Thie early, .,sunllght
[ glinted ‘on. its, sla “mmg the, iitags

At '.hp ;Qtion gh-,unt ;;cobh 1o
i Oscar, Bertrand af, the, )
| zegular por of
(."I haye, stw tnd wlll ao-

I ST 0 5

. ,we‘ch dther, haven't we?"
; ,lm Tovaliness..

; Rndw" she sald finally.

| ‘vacht, directly Bie arrives, T have been
' | expecting him every day for nearly a

- | $Héir fieads, and far far across the water

,H{i ‘ow,

: oIt was o }ong~ minute - before theyJ %+ + . Not even for Aunt Liz. Come!”
.came back to bitter reg]it,y, Then He was quite incoherent now, and
-Shirley -said very quietly; - she, flushed and shaken and carried
»~4'Shall :we .walk a little way under|away by some force stronger than
the, trees? We-have €0 much- to say | herself, stammered:

“Where?"

“To the nearest minister! . , .
Shirley, we love each other. We must
have éach other , , . . ”

“No, no, no!”

“You do love mel” he oried. “You
can't deny it! Nothing else mat-
ters. Comel!” !
CHAPTER 67

.. He nodded, his eyes drlnklng in

. She d:ew‘a qulck llttle breath,
,“I am.here to meet Mr, Bertrand,

36 was a'long time before he ans-
WOM slowly: “And 1 am here to meet
my naneee

They, were both silent. after that,
wnlklng very slowly. under the archs
,lng treel %

3 "My—-Mr Bertund 1s . coming to
hgton fo meet. me,” Shirley said
tly. . “We are to. leave on his

THE PERFECT DAY

The sun was setting when the two
young people turned their steps city-
ward. The chfll of evening had des-
cended, and a faint purplish mist was
rising from the river,-Shirley exper
lenced a haunting sense of sadness
more poignant than she had ever
known. Bhe  was weary, after the
strain of a great struggle. Yet, a
little triumphant, too, over her vice
For she had made Rodney see that
marriage for them was impossible;

week. Tomorrow & surely he will come.”
“There was no sound, éxcept the
soft Stirring of the new leaves above

the faint, hioarse siren of a boat,
Rodney mut h.er conndencu, with

“The girl T am going to mlrry—-

Rodney came from his own hotel,
having changed quickly and taken a
taxi, even for the short distance, be-
cause he couldn’t bear to waste a
moment of the time, so brief, so
precious. She wore a black satin frock
like the one she had worn at his
fraternity dance, so long ago, when
they had thought they hated each
other, because they were already
madly in love and didn't know it.

Looking into her lovely, candid
eyes, He couldn't believe that she was
the daughter of a murderess, or that
she put wealth above love. It seemed
impossible that she could sell herself
to an old man for worldly things,

And yet, he reminded himselt bit-
terly, what was he doing that was
more admirable?

It he had loved her before, he
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cared now, more than ever, for he x :
realized, when he was away from the| Shirley seemed very gay. She car-
spell of her presence that, except for| ried him with her and made him
her keeping her head when he lost| dance and even laugh, occasionally.
his in his despair at their inevitable| But, if, for a moment, she relaxed
parting, he would have thrown to the| her efforts and the. shadow of the’
winds his promise to Miss Liz that he| future fell athwart the present, they
would never make the daughter of| sat silent, and the orchestra pl-m in
Bianca Van Dorn his wife. Bitter| vain. .

and heart-sore as he was, he was| Rodney said finally: "ummout.
grateful to Shirley for keeping him| of this, I can't sland it any longer.”
to his pledge. L She rose and followed him, He
They dined and then mg to the| hailed one of the old-fashioned open
newest and smartest dancing-place| hacks, quaint ' remifiders of other
tried to pretend they were eight-| days, drawn by sleepy, heavy-footed

| and twenty-two again, horse that ‘Dlod 'along the river
; drives, Inglmanc

The cherry-blossoms

ing river
¥ speeding ed the air.

mobn that whizz by, reloulnc the
furies of gasoline in their very faces.

“Drive along the river to the Point
and back," Rodney commanded the
coachman, w] 0 wore & coat of green-
ish broadeloth, eloquent of another
decade. They were off through the
streots, silent, except for the ltndy
blop plop of the horse's hoofs, The
purple darkness of the spring night
enfolded them, There Wwas_no moon,
but the stars were bright as crystals,
were

ghastly

blurs along the edge of the murmur-

and the scent of lilacs fill- g
v .

The next morning Rodney called
for Shirley, and they rode in Rock
Oreek Park for several hours, tryin
very hard to pretend that one of the
hired nags was Lady Jane. They
lunched at & restaurant on the banks
of the stream, where the waters {rom
an old mill cascaded musically. Their*
table was laid under a drooping Wil*
10w that swayed in the breeze and
hid them from the other diners.

The Seh Nymph had not armived
when Shitley awoke from dreams of
Mnoy. 8he kept hén eyes. closed fof

), ‘pretending that love sod
18)

you'saW her o the {alafid-—1s in New
York with het' fother, her
w?:nh ahiwmnm hmlnb

‘mm

Rentucky to m over the Sheldom
farms”

mumuum “I'm going to

- Bhirley's 1t m" “Ohl” was scarcely|.
imm,mum.m




