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law to cover just such cases — penalties of whose nature he was entirely ignorant and didn't
care to think. Heavens! for all he knew that angel might have let herself in for a jail sentence.,

Billy pictured that queen among women! that paragon! with her glorious hair cropped and
her pink-tipped little hands set to beating hemp —he had a shadowy notion that the lives of all
female convicts were devoted to this pursuit—and groaned in horror.

*“In the name of Heaven!' Mr. Woods demanded of his soul; *‘ what possible reason could
she have had for this new insanity? And in the name of Heaven, why couldn’t she have put
off her féfe-a-téle with Kennaston long enough to explain?  And in the name of Heaven, what
does she see to admire in that putty-faced, grimacing ass, anyway! And in the name of Heaven,
what am [ to say to this poor old man here? 1 can't explain that his daughter isn't in any
danger of being poor but merely of being locked up in jail! And in the name of Heaven, how
long does that outrageous angel expect me to remain in this state of suspense! "

Billy groaned again, and paced the vestibule. Then he retraced his steps, shook hands with
Colonel Hugonin once more, and, Kennaston or no Kennaston, set out to find her.

XVIET

UT when he came out upon the terrace Sarah Ellen Haggage stopped him — stopped him

with a queer blending of diffidence and resolve in her maunner.

The others, by this, had disappeared in various directions, puzzled and exceedingly uncertain
what to do. Indeed, to congratulate Billy in the Colonel's presence would have been tactless:
and, on the other hand, to condole with the Colonel without seeming to affront the wealthy Mr,
Woods was almost impossible. So they temporized and fled — all save Mrs. Haggage.

She, alone, remained to view Mr. Woods with newly-opened eyes; for as he paused impa-
tiently, the sculptured Eagle above his head, she perceived that he was a remarkably handsome
and intelligent young man. Her motherly heart opened toward this lonely, wealthy orphan.

" My dear Billy,"” she cooed with asthmatic gentleness, ‘‘as an old, old friend of your
mother’s, aren’t you going to let me tell you how rejoiced Adeéle and I are over your good
fortune? It isn't polite, you naughty boy, for you to run away from your friends as soon as
they've heard this wonderful news. Ah, such news it was, such a manifest intervention
of Providence! My heart has been fluttering, fluttering like a little bird, Billy, ever since I
heard it."

In testimony to this fact Mrs. Haggage clasped a stodgy hand to an exceedingly capacious
bosom and exhibited the whites of her eyes freely. Her smile, however, remained unchanged
and ample,
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““MY HEART HAS BEEN FLUTTERING, Billy.

FLUTTERING LIKE A LITTLE BIRD, BILLY,
EVER SINCE | HEARD IT"

XVIT

Y GAD! " said Colonel Hugonin very grimly, * anybody
B would think yvou'd just lost a fortune instead of inher-
iting one. Wish you joy of it, Billy. I ain't saying,
vou know, we sha'n't miss it, my daughter and [ — no, begad,
for it's a nice pot of money, and we'll miss it damnably.
But since somebody had to have it, I'd much rather it was
you, my boy, than a set of infernal, hypocritical, philanthropic
sharks, and I'm glad Frederick has done the square thing by

you—yes, begad!"

The old gentleman was standing beside Mr. Woods in the
vestibule of Selwoode, some distance from the other members
of the house-party, and was speaking in confidence. He
was sincere. [ don’t say that the thought of facing the world
at sixty-five with practically no resources save his half-pav —
I think I have told you that the Colonel's diversions had
drunk up his wife's fortune and his own like a glass of water
—1I don’t say that this thought moved him to hilarity. Over
it, indeed, he pulled a frankly grave face. But he cared a
deal for Billy; and even now there was balm—soothing,
priceless balm —to be had of the reflection that this change
in his prospects affected materially the prospects of those cul-
tured, broad-minded, philanthropic persons who had aforetime
set his daughter to requiring of him a perusal of Herbert
Spencer.

Billy was pretty well aware how monetary matters stood
with the old wastrel; and the sincerity of the man affected
him far more than the most disinterested sentiments would
have done. Mr. Woods accordingly shook hands with en-
tirely unnecessary violence.

" You're a trump, that’s what you are! "’ he declared: ** oh,
yes, you are, Colonel! You're an incorrigible, incurable old
ace of trumps —the very best there is in the pack —and it's
entirely useless for yvou to attempt to conceal it."

““ Gad " said the Colonel.

** And don’t you worry about that will,”" Mr. Woods advised.
“I—1I can’t explain things just now, but it's all right. You
just wait— just wait till I've seen Peggy,'' Billy urged in
desperation, ‘* and I'll explain everything."'

““By gad——!"" said the Colonel. But Mr. Woods was
half-way out of the vestibule.

Mr. Woods was in an unenviable state of perturbation.

He could not quite believe that Peggyv had destroyed the
will; the thing out-Heroded Herod, out-Margareted Margaret.
But if she had it struck him as a high-handed proceeding,
entailing certain vague penalties made and provided by the

ah —oh, yes!
“1 never in my life saw Adele so deeply affected by anyihing,'" Mrs. Haggage continued
“* The sweet child was always so fond of you, you know,
Ah, I remember distinctly hearing her speak of you many and many a time when you
were in that dear, delightful, wicked Paris, and wonder when you would come back to your
friends—not very grand and influential friends, Billy, but sincere, I trust, for all that."

with a certain large archness.

Very kind of vou, I'm sure! " said Mr. Woods.

Mr. Woods said he had no doubt of it.

** So many people,’’ she informed him confidentially, ** will
pursue you with adulation now that you are wealthy, Oh,
yes, you will find that wealth makes a great difference, Billy.
But not with Adéle and me—no, my dear boy, despise us if
you will, but my child and I are not mercenary. Money makes
no difference with us; we shall be the same to vou that we
always were—sincerely interested in your true welfare, over-
joyed at your present good fortune, prayerful as to your
brilliant future, and delighted to have you drop in any
evening to dinner. We do not consider money the chief bless-
ing of life. No, don’t tell me that most people are different,
Billy, for I know it very well, and many is the tear that thought
has cost me. Wae live in a very mercenary world, my dear
boy; but owr thoughts, at least, are set on higher things, and
I trust we can afford to despise the mere temporal blessings
of life, and [ entreat you to remember that our humble dwell-
ing is always open to the son of my old, old friend, and that
there is always a jug of good whisky in the cupboard.”’

Thus in the shadow of the Eagle babbled the woman whom
—for all her absurdities — Margaret had loved as a mother.

Billy thanked her with an angry heart.

““And this'""—1I give you the gist of his meditations —
*“this is Peggy's dearest friend! Oh, Philanthropy, are thy
protestations, then, all void and empty, and are thy noblest
sentiments —every one of 'em —so full of sound and rhetoric,
so specious, so delectable—are these, then, but dicers’
oaths? "’

Aloud, ** I'm rather surprised, vou know,”” he said slowly,
““that you take it just this way, Mrs. Haggage. 1 should
have thought you'd have been sorry on—on Miss Hugonin's
account. It's awfully jolly of you, of course—oh, awfully
jolly, and I appreciate it at its true worth, [ assure yvou. But
it's a bit awkward, isn't it, that the poor girl will be penni-
less? [ really don't know whom she'll turn to now.''

Then Billy, the diplomatist, received a surprise.

" She’ll come with me, of course,”’ said Mrs. Haggage.

Mr. Woods made a— fortunately —inaudible observation.

“ I beg your pardon? '’ she queried. Then, obtaining no
response, she continued with perfect simplicity: ** Margaret’s
quite like a daughter to me, you know. Of course, she and
the Colonel will come with us, at least until affairs are a bit
more settled. Even afterward — well, we have a large house,
and I don’t see that they'd be any better off anywhere else,”’

Billy’s. emotions were complex.

* You big-hearted old parasite,’’ his own heart was singing,
“*if you could only keep that ring of truth that's in your voice
for your platform utterances —why, in less than no time you

“ER—AH—OH, YES! VERY KIND OF
YOU, I'M SURE!™ SAID MR. WOODS

could afford to feed your Afro-Americans on nightingales’
tongues, and clothe every working-girl in the land in cloth of
gold! You've been pilfering from Peggy for years —pilfering
right and left with both hands! But you've loved her all the
time, God bless you; and now the moment she's in trouble
you're ready to take both her and the Colonel —whom, by
the way, you must very cordially detest—and share your
pitiful, pilfered little crusts with '"em and —having two more
mouths to feed — probably pilfer a little more outrageously in
the future! You're a sanctimonious old hypocrite, you are,
and a pious fraud, and a delusion and a snare, and you and
Adéle have nefarious designs on me at this very moment, but
I think I'd like to kiss you!"’

Indeed, I believe Mr. Woods came very near doing so. She
loved Peggy, you see; and he loved every one who loved her.

But he compromised by shaking hands energetically for a
matter of five minutes, and entreating to be allowed to sub-
scribe to some of her deserving charitable enterprises—any
one she might mention—and so left the old lady a little
bewildered but very much pleased.

She decided that for the future Adéle must not see so much
of Mr. Van Orden. She began to fear that gentleman’s views
of life were not sufficiently serious.

XIX
ILLY went into the gardens in pursuit of Margaret. He
was almost happy vow and felt vaguely ashamed of him-
sell. Then he came upon Kathleen Saumarez, who, indeed,
was waiting for him there; and his heart went down into his
boots,

He realized on a sudden that he was one of the richest men
in America. It was a staggering thought. Also, Mr. Woods'
views at this moment as to the advantages of wealth might
have heen interesting.

Kathleen stood silent for an instant, eyves downcast, face
flushed. She was trembling.

Then, *° Billy,"" she asked, almost inaudibly, **do—do
you still want—your answer? "'

The birds sang about them. Spring triumphed in the
gardens. She looked very womanly and very pretty.

To all appearances, it might easily have been a lover and
his lass met in the springtide, shamefaced after last night's
kissing. But Billy, somehow, lacked much of the elation and
the perfect content and the disposition to burst into melody
that is currently supposed to seize upon rustic swains at such



moments. He merely wanted to know if at any time in the
remote future his heart would be likely to resume the dis-
charge of its proper functions. It was standing still now.

However, * Can you ask—dear?’ His words, at least,
lied gallantly.

The poor woman looked up into Billy's face. After years
of battling with the world, here for the asking was peace and
luxury and wealth incalculable and —as Kathleen thought —
a love that had endured since they were boy and girl together,
Yet she shrank from him a little and clinched her hands
before she spoke.

“"Yes, ' Kathleen faltered: and afterward she shuddered.

And here, if for the moment I may prefigure the Eagle as a
sentient being, I can imagine his chuckle.

““ Please God,"”” thought poor Billy, "I will make her
happy. Yes, please God, I can, at least, do that, since she
cares for me."

Then he kissed her.

"“ My dear,”” said he aloud, " I'll try to make you happy.
And—and you don't mind, do you, if I leave you now?"
queried this ardent lover. '‘ You see, it's absolutely neces-
sary I should see—see Miss Hugonin about this will business,
You don’t mind very much, do you—darling? ' Mr. Woods
inquired of her, the last word being rather obviously an
afterthought.

““*No," said she. "' Not if you must — dear."’

Billy went away lugging a heart of lead in his breast.

Kathleen stared after him and gave a hard, wringing motion
of her hands. She had done what many women do daily;
the thing is common and sensible and universally commended ;
but in her own eyes the draggled trollop of the pavements
was neither better nor worse than she,

At the entrance of the next walkway Billy encountered Felix
Kennaston — alone and in the most ebulliently mirthful of
humors.

AX
UT we had left Mr. Kennaston, I think, in company with
Miss Hugonin, at the precise moment she inquired of
him whether it were not the strangest thing in the world —
referring thereby to the sudden manner in which she had
been disinherited.

The poet laughed and assented. Afterward, turning north
from the front court, they descended past the
shield-bearing griffins—and you may depend
upon it that each shield is adorned with a bas-
relief of the Eagle —that guard the broad
stairway leading to the formal gardens of
Selwoode. The gardens stretch northward to
the confines of Peter Blagden's estate of
Gridlington ; and for my part—unless it were
that primitive garden that Adam lost — [ can
imagine no goodlier place.

On this particular forenoon, however,
neither Miss Hugonin nor Felix Kennaston
had eyes for its comeliness. Silently they
braved the griffins, and in silence they skirted
the fish-pond—silver crinkling in the May
morning —and passed through cloistral ilex-
shadowed walks, and amphitheatres of green
velvet, and terraces ample and mellow in the
sunlight, silently. The trees pelted them with
blossoms; pedestaled in lealy recesses, Satyrs
grinned at them apishly, and the arrows of
divers pot-bellied Cupids threatened them,
and Fauns piped for them ditties of no tone;
the birds were about shrill avocations over-
head, and everywhere the heatless, odorful air
was a caress; but for all this, Miss Hugonin
and Mr. Kennaston were silent and very
fidgety.

Margaret was hatless —and the glory of the
eminently sensible spring sun appeared to
centre in her hair—and violet-clad; and the
gown, like most of her gowns, was all tiny
tucks and frills and flounces, diapered with
semi-transparencies — unsubstantial, foam-
like, mere violet froth. As she came starry-
eyed through the gardens, the impudent wind
trifling with her hair, I protest she might have
been some lady of Oberon’'s court stolen out
of Elfland to bedevil us poor mortals—with
only a moonbeam for the changeable heart of
her, and for raiment a violet shadow spirited
from the under side of some big, fleecy cloud.

They came presently through a trim, yew-
hedged walkway to a summer-house covered
with vines, into which Margaret peeped and
declined to enter, on the ground that it was
entirely too chilly and gloomy and exacily
like a mausoleum; but near by they found a
semicircular marble bench about which a
group of elm trees made a pleasant shadow,
splashed at just the proper intervals with
sunlight.

On this Margaret seated herself; and then
pensively moved to the other end of the bench,
because a slanting sunbeam fell there. Since

it was absolutely necessary to blast Mr. Kennaston's dearest
hopes, she thoughtfully endeavored to distract his attention
from his own miseries—as far as might be possible—by
showing him how exactly like an aureole her hair was in the
sunlight. Margaret always had a kind heart.

Kennaston stood before her, smiling a little.
sort of man to appreciate the mancuvre.

““My lady,”" he asked very softly, ' haven't you any good
news for me on this wonderful morning? '’

“* Excellent news,'" Margaret assented with a cheerfulness
that was not utterly free from trepidation. *‘1've decided
not to marry you, beautiful, and I trust you're properly grate-
ful. ¥You see, you're very nice, of course, but I'm going to
marry somebody else, and bigamy is a crime, you know,
and, anyhow, I'm only a pauper, and you'd never be able to
put up with my temper — now, beautiful, I'm quite sure you
couldn't, so there’s not a bit of use in arguing it. Some day
vou'd end by strangling me, which would be horribly dis-
agreeable for me, and then they'd hang you for it, you know,
and that would be equally disagreeable for you. Fancy,
though, what a good advertisement it would be for your
poems! "’

She was not looking at him now —aoh, no, Margaret was
far too busily employed getting the will {(which she had car-
ried all this time) into an absurd little silver chain-bag
hanging at her waist. She had no time to look at Felix
Kennaston. There was such scant room in the bag; her
purse took up so much space there was scarcely any left for
the folded paper; the affair really required her closest, undi-
vided attention. Besides, she had not the least desire to look
at Kennaston just now.

““ Beautiful child,"" he pleaded, ** look at me!"’

But she didn’t.

She felt that at that moment she could have looked at a
gorgon, say, or a cockatrice, or any other trifle of that nature,
with infinitely greater composure. The pause that followed
Margaret accordingly devoted to a scrutiny of his shoes and
sincere regret that their owner was not a mercenary man who
would be glad to be rid of her.

““ Beautiful child,” spoke the poet's voice sadly, ‘' you
aren't—surely, you aren't saying this in mistaken kindness
to me? Surely, you aren’t saying this because of what has
happened in regard to your money affairs? Believe me, my

He was the
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“MY LADY,” HE ASKED VERY SOFTLY,"“ HAVEN'T YOU ANY GOOD NEWS

FOR ME ON THIS WONDERFUL MORNING?”
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dear, that makes nodifference to me. It is you [ love—you,
the woman of my heart—and not a certain, and doubtless
desirable, amount of metal disks and dirty paper."

*“ Now, | suppose you're going to be very noble and very
nasty about it,”" observed Miss Hugonin resentfully. ** That's
my main objection to you, you know, that you haven't any
faults I can recognize and feel familiar and friendly with.”

** My dear,”" he protested, '* I assure you I am not inten-
tionally disagreeable.”’

At that she raised velvet eyes to his— with a visible effort,
though—and smiled.

““1 know you far too well to think that,” she said wistiully.
“I know I'm not worthy of you., I'm tremendously fond of
you, beautiful, but— but, you see, 1 love somebody else,"”
Margarel concluded with admirable candor.

““Ah!" said he in a rather curious voice,
chap, eh? "’

Then Margaret's face flamed in a wonderful glow of shame
and happiness and pride that must have made the surround-
ing roses very hopelessly jealous. A quaint mothering look,
sacred, divine, Madonna-like, woke in her great eyes as she
thought — remorsefully — of how unhappy Billy must be at
that very moment, and of how big he was, and of his general
niceness; and she desired, very heartily, that this fleshy
yvoung man would make his scene and have done with it.
Who was he, forsooth, to keep her from Billy? She wished
she had never heard of Felix Kennaston,

Souvend femme varie, my brothers,

However, ‘' Yes,' said Margaret.

“*You are a dear,’’ said Mr. Kennaston, with conviction in
his voice.

I dare say Margaret was surprised,

But the poet had taken her hand and had kissed it rever-
ently, and then sat down heside her, twisting one foot under
him in a fashion he had. He was frankly grateful to her for
refusing him; and, the mask of affectation slipped, she saw
in him another man.

“1 am an out-and-out fraud,’”” he confessed with the
gayest of smiles. “'1 am not in love with you, and I am
inexpressibly glad that you are not in love with me. Oh,
Margaret, Margaret —you don’t mind if I call you that, do
you?—1 shall have to, in any event,because I like you so
tremendously now that we are not going to be married — yon
have no idea what a night I spent. I consider
it most peculiar and unsympathetic of my
hair not to have turned gray. I thought you
were going to have me, you see.'’

Margaret was far too much astonished to be

** The painter

angry.
‘* But last night! ' she presently echoed, in
candid surprise—"' why, last night youdidn’t

know I was poor!"’

He wagged a protesting forefinger. '‘ That
made no earthly difference,’’ he assured her.
““Of course, it was the money —and in some
degree the moon—that induced me to make
love to you. I acted on the impulse of the
moment; just for an instant the novelty of
doing a perfectly sensible thing —and marry-
ing money is universally conceded to come
under that head —appealed to me. So I did
it. But all the time I was in love with
Kathleen Saumarez. Why, the moment I left
you I began to realize that not even you—and
you are quite the most fascinating and gener-
ally adorable woman I ever knew, Margaret
— I began torealize, I say, that not even you
could ever make me forget that fact. And I
was very properly miserable. It is extremely
queer,’” Mr. Kennaston continued, after an
interval of meditation, *‘ but falling in love
appears to be the one utterly inexplicable,
utterly reasonless thing one ever does in one's
life. You can usually think of some more or
less plausible palliation for embezzlement,
say, or for robbing a cathedral, or even for
committing suicide—but no man can ever
explain how he happened to fall in love. He
simply did it."”’

Margaret nodded sagely. She knew,

' Now, you,”” Mr. Kennaston was pleased
to say, ‘‘are infinitely more beautiful,
younger, more clever, and in every way more
attractive than Kathleen. 1 recognize these
things clearly, but it does not appear, some-
how, to alter the fact that I am in love with
her. I think I have been in love with her all
my life. We were boy and girl together,
Margaret, and —and [ give you my word,"
Kennaston cried with his boyish flush, **1I
worship her! I simply cannot explain the
perfectly unreasonable way in which I worship
her!*

He was sincere. He loved Kathleen
Saumarez as much as he was capable of loving
any one — almost as much as he loved to dilate
on his own peculiarities and emotions.

(Continued on Page 21)
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Margaret's gaze was intent upon him.
“ Yet,'' she marveled, '* you made love to me
very tropically.”

With unconcealed pride Mr. Kennaston
assented. ‘' Didn't I?"" hesaid. ‘'l was in
rather good form last night, I thought!"’

““ Aud you were actually prepared to marry
me? '’ she asked —'' even after you knew I
was poor? "’

““1 couldn’t very well back out,’"’ he sub-
mitted, and then cocked his head on one side,
““You see,’” he added whimsically, "' I was
sufficiently a conceited ass to fancy you cared
a little for me, So, of course, I was going to
marry vou and try to make you happy. But
how dear —oh, how unutterably dear it was
of you, Margaret, to decline to be made happy
in any such fashion!’ And Mr. Kennaston
paused to chuckle and to regard her with
genuine esteem and affection,

But still her candid eyes weighed him and
transparently found him wanting.

“*Y¥ou are thinking, perhaps, what an un-
utterable cad I have been? ' he suggested.

““ Yes— you are rather by way of being a
cad, beautiful. But I can't help liking you,
somehow. [ dare say it's because you're
honest with me, Nobody —nobody,” Miss
Hugonin lamented, a forlorn little quiver in
her voice, ' ever seemed to be honest with
me except you, and now I know you weren't.
Oh, beautiful, aren't I ever to have any
real friends? '’ she pleaded wistfully.

Kennaston had meant a deal to her, you
see; he had been the one man she trusted.
She had gloried in his fustian rhetoric, his
glib artlessness, his airy scorn of money;
and now all this proved mere pinchbeck.
On a sudden, too, there woke in some by-
corner of her heart a queasy realization of
how near she had come to loving Kennaston.
The thought nauseated her.

‘““My dear,” he answered kindly, * you
will have any number of friends now that you
are poor. It was merely your money that
kept you from having any. You see,’’ Mr.
Kennaston went on, with somewhat the air
of one climbing upon his favorite hobby,
*“money is the only thing that counts nowa-
days. In America the rich are necessarily
our only aristocracy. It is guite natural,
One cannot hope for an aristocracy of intel-
lect, if only for the reason that not one person
in a thousand has any; and birth does not
count for much. So money, after all, is our
only standard; and when a woman is as rich
as you were vesterday she cannot hope for
friends any more than the Queen of England
can. You could have plenty of Hatterers,
toadies, sycophants— anything, in fine, but
friends."’

““T don’t believe it,"" said Margaret half-
angrily; ‘*not a word of it. There musf be
some honest people in the world who don’t
consider that money is everything. You
know there must be, beautiful!’

The poet laughed. *' That," said he afia-
bly, ** is poppycock. You are repeating the
sort of thing I said to you yesterday. [ am
honest now. The best of us, Margaret, can-
not help being impressed by the power of
money. It is the greatest power in the world,
and we cannot — cannot possibly — look upon
rich people as being quite like us. We must
toady to them a bit, Margaret, whether we
want to or not. The Eagle intimidates us
all.”

““I hate him!'" Miss Hugonin announced
with vehemence. ' Kennaston searched his
pockets. After a moment he produced a dol-
lar bill and showed her the Eagle on it.

*“ There,"" he said gravely, ‘' is the orig-
ial of the Woods Eagle—the Eagle that
intimidates us all. Do you remember
what Shakespeare observes as to this very
Eagle? "

Miss Hugonin shook her little head till it
glittered in the sunlight like a topaz. She
cared no more for Shakespeare than the aver-
age woman does, and she was never quite
comfortable when he was alluded to.

‘“He says,”” Mr. Kennaston quoted sol-
emnly:

“ The Eagle suffers little birds to sing,
And is not careful what they mean thereby,
Knowing that with the shadow of his wing
- He can at pleasure still their melody."

‘* That's nonsense,'’ said Margaret calmly.
‘““1 haven't the leasi idea what you're talk-
ing about, and I don't believe you have,
either.”

He waved the dollar bill with a heroical
gesture. ‘‘ Here,"” he asserted, ''is the
Eagle. And by the little birds I have not a
doubt he meant charity, and independence,

and kindliness, and truth, and the rest of the
standard virtues. That is quite as plausible

as the interpretation of the average commen- |

tator. The presence of money chills these
little birds—ah, it is lamentable, no doubt,
but it is true,”

Mr. Kennaston paused with a slight air of
apology.

*“1f 1 were you,'" he suggested pleasantly,
““1 would move a little— just a little—to the
left. That will enable you to obtain to a
fuller extent the benefit of the sunbeam which
is falling—quite by accident, of course
upon vour hair. You were perfectly right,
Margaret, in selecting that hedge as a back-
ground. Its sombre green sets you off to
perfection."”

He went away chuckling.

““The idea of his suspecting me of such
unconscionable vanity!’' she said, properly
offended. Then, " Anyhow, a man has no
business to know about such things,”" she
continued with rising indignation, "' 1 be-
lieve Felix Kennaston is as good a judge of
chiffons as any woman.
think, and catty, and absurd. I don’t believe
I ever liked him —not really, that is.
what would Billy care about sunbeams and
backgrounds, I'd like to know! He'd never
even notice them. Billy is a man — why,
that's just what father said yesterday!"’
Margaret cried, and afterward laughed hap-

pily. ‘' I suppose old people are right some-
times— but, dear, dear, they're terribly
unreasonable at others!' Having thus

uttered the ancient, undying plaint of youth,
Miss Hugonin moved a matter of two inches
to the left, and smiled, and waited content-
edly.

It was barely possible some one might
come that way; and it is always a comfort to
know that one is not exactly repulsive in
appearance.

Also, there was the spring about her; and,
chief of all, there was a queer fluttering in
her heart that was yet not unpleasant. In
fine, she was unreasonably happy for no
reason at all.

X7

UT ten minutes later she saw Mr. Woods

in the distance striding across the sunlit

terraces, and was seized with a conviction

that their interview was likely to prove a

stormy one. There was an ominous stifiness
in his gait.

*“ Oh, dear, dear!"" Miss Hugonin wailed ;
““he's in a temper now, and he’ll probably be
just as disagreeable as it's possible for any
one to be. [ do wish men weren't so un-
reasonable! He looks exactly like a big,
blue-eyed thundercloud just now — just now,
when I'm sure he has every cause in the wor/d
to be very much pleased — after all I've done
for him.

‘““He makes me awfully tired.
he's very ungrateful.
afraid."”

In fact, she was. Now that the meeting
she had anticipated these twelve hours past
was actually at hand, there woke in her breast
an unreasoning panic.
sidered, and caught up her skirts, and
whisked into the summer-house, and there
sat down in the darkest corner, and devoutly
wished Mr. Woods in Crim Tartary, or
Jericho, or, in a word, any region other than
the gardens of Selwoode.

Billy came presently to the opening in the
hedge and stared at the deserted bench. He
was undeniably in a temper.

But, then, how becoming it was! thought
SOme one.

““ Miss Hugonin!"" he said coldly.

Evidently (thought some one) he intends
to be just as nasty as possible,

“ Peggy! " said Mr. Woods after a little.

Perhaps (thought some one) he won't be
very nasty.

““Dear Peggy!' said Mr. Woods in his
most conciliatory tone,

Some one rearranged her hair complacently.

But there was no answer, save the irre-
sponsible chattering of the birds, and with a
sigh Billy turned upon his heel.

Then, by the oddest chance in the world,
Margaret coughed.

I dare say it was damp in the summer-
house; or perhaps it was caused by some
passing bronchial irritation; or, perhaps,
incredible as it may seem, she coughed to
show him where she was. But I scarcely

I think

think so, because Margaret insisted afterward |

— very positively, too — that she didn’t cough
at all.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

That’s effeminate, I |

Now, |

I—1 think I'm rather | |

Miss Hugonin con- |

EVENING POST

volumes. The
and so we've

In the realm of
without a peer.

EacC,

that city where
than anywhere else— Paris.

nilsome silk Hbrary cloth,
wsual books, ingide and out.

your coupon in the next mail to

SIEGEL COOPER CO. /
MNew York #}-ﬂ Nawme " - a

Sixth Avenue

BALZAC

An Unique Premium Of fer
For Those Who Purchase Now.

WILL you keep a fine set of books in your home for five days
— get five nights of solid entertainment reading some of the
greatest tales ever written—if yvou can do it without cost or obli-
gation? We've a few sets of the Library Edition of Balzac in 32
are on shelves which we need for our fall stock,
ecided to make room and friends at the same time
by selling out to first comers at less than half Iﬁr:'.:'f.
a sel of these books absolulel {?‘-ﬂ! on five days
vou to look them over car&% |
examine the superb illustrations — then, ¢/ yowu can pariwith them,
send them back at our expense.
to keep them — we'll make it easy for vou to do so.

BALZAC 1S BEST

ose fictlon Balzac stands
Mo matter what your taste
in literature—whether humor or pathos ;
dramatic climax or sober narrative ; romance
or serious study ; problem novels, satirical
and epigrammatic writings, or tales of the
* Canterbury”'’ sort— you'll find it all in Bal-
The " Human l:_.'nd'l'llnt].' e I:ﬂﬂ'lml
name for all his books) is an unparalleled
panorama of high and low life in and about
ere are more kinds of life
The Library
Edition, erdginally Hmited to 1250 coples, is
acknowledged to be the finest ever printed.
It is on special paper, contains 130 fine re-

oductions of drawings, and is bound in a
They are un-

DO IT NOW!1!

This is no time for argument or debate. There's nothing to risk.
You may as well see the books whether you intend buying or not.
Send us the coupon NOW, and do your thinking afterwards
— with the books before you. There are few sets; fewer
premiums; itis "' first come, first served,” with both. Get

21

- e —

We send yvou
: approval. We want
y — dip into the stories and tales —

If you cannot—if you want
Read on,

This Besides —FREE
As an extra [nducement for you to send in I
vour order at once, we will present you with
a beautiful copy of the English edition of
Balrac's story, A Street of Parls and s In-
halvitant.”" This story was intended by the 1l
master of the modern novel to be the first of
a new ° Human Comedy ' series, and s Ed‘l-l:v
tcally unknown toAmerican readers. 1tis the '|
only Englishedition—the translation by Henri ’
Pene du Bols, published in de luxe form with 228
the original 32 superb color illustrations by .-"",.-"""
the famous French artist, F. Courboin. W

The edition was limited to 400 copies, _, P
and has been selling at §10.00acopy. &% B
Oneafihesebooks while thevlast, .-,.-'" |
s il A every el seml ol an ,.-;.-"-"" Blegel

approval. Lf you keep theset 757 CGoaper Co. |
fing book ix yours—FrFREE. A Hew York ||

,.-y( St-rl:lﬂ mie 4::'?11 ap- |

val, . B2t
P nmelbrw;Ediﬂm
g of RBalzac and a copy of |}
2 the premiuvm volume, If
/’ satisfactory, 1 will pay $1
2o within 5 days of receipt of
227 books, and §3 per month there-
L2 afver for 12 months. 1f not satisfac- |

- :.:q.-.I will return set and premium

ﬁ"? within 5 days of recelpt. Until the full
##/ purchase price has been paid the title of
the books will remain with you.

o Address i i - . -
= — —_ —— —— —

You take a st?
man's comfort and contentment.

We have taken six steps in
advance — have done away for-
traitorous top
by inveuting a

ever with the six
trouser - buttons,

in advance every time yon do away with a thing that interferes with

Buttonless 50c¢
Suspender Pair

Instead of buttons and buttonholes, there are little nickel-plated clasps, which fasten

easily to the trouserband but never let go till you say so.

Can't injure the fabric.

Cast-off back, as well as fronts, is an exclusive feature of the ** Buttonless."'

Write for book about Hhe “Buttonlecs"

Beller still, send Jfifly cenis for

somple pair, if yvour dealer von't snpply von,

THE BUTTONLESS SUSPENDER CO., West St., Bloomsburg, Pa.

tra vclitlF
The evi

Over
ready.

BE YOUR OWN BARBER
Shave yourself with the ORIGINAL and MECHANICALLY PERFECT

STAR SAFETY RAZOR

This guarantees ease and comfort at home, at camp, on the yacht, or while
under any and all conditions. ;
results of the Public Barber Shop Razor done away with.
fortably take from the most tender face a strong, stiff, wiry beard.
Jo00,000 daily users prove the value of this perfect razor.
ves time and expeunse. )
Imitators have tried to duplicate the STARSAFETY RAZOR, hut with poor results.

Full descriptive catalogue mailed on request (if you will mention this
publication) gives general information and prices of different sets.

N Rasors, complete, $2.00. Handsome Sets, $3.50 and up. New Star Diagonal Stropper, §1.50
-, KAMPFE BROS.,8-12 ReadeSt., N.Y. is3" igacing desers in gt dase e

Absolutely impossible to cut the face,
It will com-

Always

The Anna Morgan Studios

DORGANIZED AS A

SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION

Dramatic Art Reading, Reciting, Voice Culture
Phiysieal Culture, Literature, Dancing, Fencin and
French. Course classes open October 4th., Childrens

Classes a fenture. Catalogue sent free.
8256 FINE ARTS BUILDING, CHICAGO
sell for $2.50 10 $6.00 a doz. ; hotels
and restaurants charge 75 cents to

SQ U A B $1.50 an order (serving one squab).
vl VY D

There is good money breeding them ; a Aock
makes country life pay handsomely. Squabs
are raised in ONE MONTH; a woman can do
all the work. No mixing feed, no night
labor, no young stock to attend (parent birds
do this). S:nﬁ for our FREE BoOK, " How
to Make Money with Squabs,” and learn

this rich industry. Plymouth Rock Squab Company,
289 Atlantic Ave., Boston, Mass.

EDDING INVITATIONS

and Announcements printed and engraved. Up-to-date
styles. Finestworkand material. 100 Stylish Visiting Cards,
5. Samples and valuable booklet, ** Wedding Etiquette,”” FREE,

J. W.COCEKERUNM, 528 Main Btrest, Oakland City, Ind.
BTAMPE — 656 diff, rare Corea, Japan, Russia,

China, Columbia, etc., and Album, only Bbe. 1056
M dif. Hawali, Panama, etc,, only 10e¢. Agents
i wanted. % to 75% com. Mew B80-p. list and

§1.00 worth Coupons FEREE! We buy stamps.
STANDARD STAMP CO., 8t. Louis, Mo.

|
|

DON’T SHOU'T!
The ““ Morley”’

makes low sounds and whispers
plainly heard. A miniature Tele=
phone for the Ear—invisible,
easily adjusted, and entirely
com nrtah{c. Over fifty thou-
sand sold, giving instant re-
lief from deafness and head
noises. No case of deainess
that cannot be benefited.
Write for hooklet and testimonials.
The Morley Company, Dept. T,
19 South 16th Street, Philadelphia

CALIFORNIA o' Gentrat coast counts

Gem of ths Central Coast Countisa

No ocean fog of interior heat. Big ﬁw-n-lﬁu in fruit, dalry and
mhnﬁ Finest climate in world, cheap land, good schools.
il 2c. stamp for full information ta

L. W. JEFFERE0ON, Secretary, Hollister, Cal.

House-work
is a lot easier, and better, and
quicker with Fels-Naptha.

Fels-Naptha Philadelphia



	cover
	p_10
	p_11
	p_21

