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ne at the beautiful Wynona
College, situated thirty miles east of
Indianapolin. knew Beatrice Boutelie.
71 nmot personally, certilnly by sight.
She was the est girl In the school,
and If this @cuoi was not enough,
she was by ar tae cleverest. Her
gowns were copled; her remarks
qugted. Where others failed in their
.u&hl. and failed igmominiously, she
sosred. Not by any exertion on her

part, but from &an inherent abllity to|

grasp knowledge quickly.

And her volce—well, one
eager, enthusiastic way, of W8 vast
possibilities, Some day—a blase world
but blase no longer—would breath-
Jessly take note of fiis Hquid notes,
and he alone would have the satlsfac-
tion of knowing, that It was he who
had trained (t Into Lthat pure rcsonant
caressing cadence,

She carrled herself regally. Bul,
with & certain hauteur, toat did net
fnvite confidences from the giris. Few
had entersd her rooms, but those few

ing, as Beatrice sat with Lolita in the
lntter's rather bare room, a telegram
came, saying that Lolita’s father had
fallen and crippled himself. To come
al onve.

It was Beatrice who packed the
shabby worm old trunik,
slipped a lowing note of
some money, which she ed Lolita
to. accepl, for “old sake’'s sake.”

should |
tiave heard Signer Gilaml tell, In his |

had openly boasted, in extruvagant
terms, of their grandeur.

Tall and straight and lithe
Beatrice, with great dark eves Inher-
fted from her French mother, but|
without her mother's vivacity, and |
{air halr that glistened wondrously in
ths sunlight, with & marvelous light.
and framed her oval face as If in a
halo. But hers was a face that lacked |
smimation; It was the flawless beauty
one finds in exquisite marble, but with
hat curious repellant coldness. No
oyal mandates ever lssued were

‘mur-'.- effectually, unquestioning!y
obeyed than hers: while the girla re- |
Welled at her despotism. yet—there
are those with the Napoleonle power |
to rule, and otners destined to follow. |
1t was ever thus
It was In 1n¢

was

secand year of the
Princess’ reign—us the glris called
her—some sneeringly, others ndoring-
1y, for this hero-worship or herolne-
worship in this Instance, s strongly
developed In  some  schooig—there
came to this grest Western college
from the mountains of Virginla a girl
whose cleverness and beauty many
predicted would usurp Ine Frincess’
throne. Thix newcomer—Lolita Des- |
mond— whom the girls affectionately
called “Dusky.” bud nad many 'uodl
fairiea at her christening. One had |
given her a wondertul complexion cL.-I’l
rose-like tint, not unlike |n ts trans-
parency and deilcacy coloring 1o
the dainty wild roses thut lent thelr
sweetpess and freshness 1o Lhe way-
#ide th her gar Southern home. They
gave her—these wonderful falries— |
great dark eyes of splendor, whose in- |
tense duskiness won for her  the

name thal sae was known by her
schoolmates, *“Dusky.” and—the pow- 1
¢r 10 see through them most lovingly |
the faults of pepple, where others BAW |
only disagreeableness—or to discern

merit: where others found arrogance

They gave 1o hera Wwarm, humanly

compassionate heart, delicately curv-

ed lips a# red as the crimson stained

roses of her Southland, ndorably sweet |
and warmly tender—hair uusku)'|

uf

black which she wore brushed simply
back from a low white forchead

They gave her wit, too, which I8 a
fortune in itself, as carelessly they
forgot to glve her money. “The lack |
of money Is the root of much evil"™|
gome one has sald. At any rate, it Is
well to have a sense of humor wlth'
poverty, or it might prove teo galling!

Bhe, 100, had the &l of
BONEK, but naot a magnificent |
volee 1ke Beatrice Boutelle's, But;
hera had in  its carol the [resh
gweetness of A& mountaln bird,
and to thowe whom life had hecome |
one long sordid struggle 1o live, there
lonmed (n the night's daspairing

, darkness that luminous star of |
Hope, after hearing Lolita sing and
they took fresh courage. She comfor-
ed the homesick; she was merry with |
the merriest.

Would Beatrice snub the newcvom-
er, or would she felgn indifference?
This was a question of ahgorbing In-
terest in the schonl world. Khe did
neither. She liked her! From the firat
she evinced an enthusiasm for her,
that surprised the students. Fnthuxl-
Bsm was 80 foreign to her nature. As
“Dusky," from hrr greal heart help-
ed the girle with her loving sympa-
thy. 80 Beatrice helped Lollta. Bhe
would not call her by the name the
other giris had bestowed upon her
Bhe piloted her safely along Latin's
hard  road—and into French— |
showed her how to arrange her halr:
taught her to embroider so chiarm-
ingiy that all of Lollta’s Inexpensive |
gowns seemed transformed by won- |
derful sprays of flowera that seemed |
to breathe, so magically real they
wrre. |

All of the pup!ls knew that Bea- |
trice lived on the famous “Lake
Bhore drive” near Chlcago, in & verl-
table palace, with wonderful grounds,
for very often the plctures of “Villa
Crescent” had appeared in the maga- |
gipes, and that h father and moth- |
er were dead, and that she lived with
an aunt But only Leolita knew that
bher mother had died of a broken
theart, for Mr. qﬂl!“‘]lf‘. a phlegmatic
Fnzlishman, had not understood his
&irl wife's impulsive French temper-
mment. That Beatrice was engaged 10 |
the son of her father's bert friend, |
a man older thAn she—Jack Alns-
Jeigh. A man who had accomplished |
monders ag & civil  eagineer and
whose feats of bullding bridgex and
raliroads had gained him world-wide
racognition. 8he was prood of hinm,
but ghe did not love him |

Syme day they would marry,
pald, far by some ahaurd clause in
her father's will, and in
ther's will, the one who falled tacom-
“ply with thizs request xhould he a

of a third of her, or his estate,
and an Ilinols orphanage that much
the richer. Or, {f both married some
One else, each forfeited a third 1t
=as all very. very fooiish! One
often tead of like circumstances, but
@4 not meet them In real Life

Two-thirds of an estate womld suf-
“heoe Jack, ahe thought, but her, nover
$he Joved money too well, not for

L Wmoney’'s rake. but for the luxuries it

‘swould buy, that were ahpolute neces-
gitles to her.

A
i ,jr’.. This mercenary method of having

Prince Charming cdme Into one's it
@4 not appeal to Lolita’s high sense
of honor. One should loyve the man
she married. But Beatrice brought up
in a world of artificiallty, pityingly
. gold her that romanve was provin-

. And Beatrice knew, in turn, ihe

ely little history of Lolita. How

“Ber mother “ran away” from a state-

"3y 'old Virginia home, to wed the

1 m: ghe joved, rather than the

3 whom did not, mnd

ved her family's displeas and
A velor Daboy. Maver

¥ . sirong,

‘a flower from their

| thing that happened

| forelgn

| with

| meet queens—hearls will be lald

| again

| ysr of resurrection. Tender colors,

shr |

Jack's fa- |

And, one afternoon, worn out from
nursing, and mbney almost gone, Lo-
lta found this pole, and for friend-

ship's sake accepted the money and |

felt better for the lovingly cxpressed
sympathy.

After Lolita's departure, Beatrice
lapsed again into hér ways of despol-
jxm, and indifference, and a Yyear
later salled to be gone an indefinite
period abroad with her aunt Ooncee
frem Paris she wrote Lollta a letter
full of the charm and mysterious
beauty of that wonderful city. Then
& long sllence.

But one day there came a pack- |
age of newspapers, with detalled ac-
counts of Beatrice's triumphs Across
the sea. Her presentation &t court, |
her wealth and magnetic charm Bome
of her remarks—epigrams of bril-
lancy—were quoted

It all came back to Leolita—some-
in the long ago
—as she sat on the two steps of her
mountiin home, reading these papers
1t hud been just such a day as this,
the wir full of the mellow warmth
of October, with glorious tints of col-
or riot everywhers, that she and
Beatrice nad set out for a walk. They
had chanced upon & gyp=y's tent and
the beautiful imperious looking Hun-
gurian, with a dominant impeling
quality in the mysterious depths of
her dark eyes, and slow soft voicve
with American spoken waords, but
accented, had “read thelr
pulms.” Each l#tening, knew thut she
had correctly told the others temper-
amenlt

Then
asked,

whe

abruptly. gruvely, had
“Ir you luve eal h ether?”

They nodded wssent in unlsun, teo
frightened at the strungely spoken
words to glve utterance in speeca, |

[ believe you,” she had answered,
vund yet—some  day” peinting  tu
Baalrive, “you Wl cross aer path
sorrow. You will married
sume day 1O @ men 3ou admire,” she
hud furthermore sald 1o Heatrive,
“but whom you do not Jove You are
too engrosscd in sell,” she hud sald
brutally “You will sail over scas,

L

at |
your feet.” While you,” she had said
to Lolita, "like Lhe little Cinderilla of

the falry bouk, will have poverty. 8or- | caller und dinner simultuncously,

rdw wlill come Lo you, and—then one |
day Fate wlill take your measure. Bhe
will say—this oft “eruel inexorable
Fate, ‘vou have done well You have
not rebelled. Some day I wlill compen-
suate you with o beautiful U\t'f'l"ﬂ"“'“lf
Love' For the standing of the trials,
the fortune Qteller had quaintly

ded
ad}"la.h word was photographed
clearly on her memory. Of too sunny
a dlsposition to entertain superstition, |
yet the slow words uttered In that vi-
brant, low, grave yolce, the words .-_ifui
the dark oyes haunted her Tne
words of the poet, about ~in Hitle
things be great . . . -« Fate oy
measurs will take. . .+ . . I will
make thee worthy of me recurrcd
to her

But had not sams of the Hungari-
an'a words come true? Wus she not
shut out from the great alluring
world with its congenial vompanion=
ship and wonderful places to see—
with a great sorrow—knowing that |
day by day her father was fast slipping
away from her, and then she would
be entirely alone, Beatrice huad mailod
sfus” she had “‘met queens’ —
woridg had  been prophetically
Would she cruelly “cross her
gorrow,” she wondered
How odd, the Hungarian's jdra, that
we are our own Fates. When her
mensure should be taken—she would
try tn Lbe worthy
Idiy she watched the sun set be-
hind the great mountains, with their
zorgeous apparel of mnutumnal color.
and with that pecullar thrill that it
always gave her lo kee the sun die
Thix was Death, but  a glorious
death!—io-morrow the sun would
shine. It was the comforting

of the ages, the eternial mmm; |
ol |

Nooded
the

over
the
spaken
path with

thought

vy vielet, and pink,
the sky and were mirrorcd
water, but quickly faded,
Night descended and veiled the
mountains in thelr majestic sirength.
cast mysterious shadows on the
rocks Lhal aross abruptly
walter's mlge. with thelr
tall sentinels of pine, whaose evenln
songs of moaning had hegun.,
Silently, one hy one, came the stars. |
The gl watched them eagerly. One
secined more lumindusly beautifuol to |
her, sitting in the shadow of Lhe
vineés, than the others, It seemed to
breathe @ mesage of  peace and love
and hope. With a lightened heart ghe
arosc, went sofltly closed thi
door behind her

gnft sl
in

and
uneven
from the

in, and

CHAPTER 11
Inng July afternaen
mogt spent. 10 had peomed ke an
eternity to  Juck Alnslelgh =ltting
alone with his thoughts. in the lihra-
ry of his magnificent home Onptside |
the sun shone brilliantiv. Lake Mich
jgan scintiliated with wonderful ecnl-
nre. Underneath e trangull walers |
of to-day. with itg sleepy song of lazy |
waves, and of opal colors of [sint
shimthering greens, and pearl pinks
and mellowed blues, one would no
dream there lurked g0 much crucity,
sn mucn relentless, heartloss treach
ery, and yel It was so. For the lake |
wax false as she was falr Ah! when
aroused, it was the arousing of a
gleepy tiger {he emamn pussinnale
swift fury. Then gallant ship= wayld
tose an a [eather on the high waves
that white capped lmughed with cruel
merriment, or beat the shore with
harsh lamentatlons,

Bul to-day the lake peacefully
slepl. And only sang in a pelulant lit-
tie undertone, ke a tired child mur-

The was nl-

murs of play when sleeping—a croon-
ing Jullaby.

The long welgela hedges with their
pink blossoms, glowed softly pink
ggainst the emerald of green whirh
sloped to the waler's edge at the back
| of the library, From out the masses
1nf shrube, und muany vines, and tall
I\\Tld tasaclled gramses on the beach,
{cama subtle, sweet, tantalizing fra-
| ETances

A breeze came up and stirred the
| white blossam-laden clematis  out-
kide the windows wheres the man mat
It blew in aharply, and  scatlered
| some written sheets of Daper near at
! hand, on u #mal] table, to the floor,
but to the man logl o reveric, It was
unheeded. .

He was thinking—thinking. oOf
many things—bul most earnestly of
the girl to whom he was engaged, who
was pow In Burope. She had bade
him -am Indifferent farewell. She
had never reully cured for him, but
for his wocial position. gnd the little

e 'men had ju thelr gonerosity

d jmto It |of that slow

152‘@. and | in

| with one moment a white soun foam

| lowers

| claverly conmcealed, was a bell, which
| he rang.

L down
[ dispelied
|two of the many quaint old brass fix-
| He deftly touched s mateh

and ' plice,

| Teal,”
| Jus=t

| mat
pulled forward

| world's stage anymore, but whom we
| declided was
| tor

| trine
| softened by the candles' roseate glow,

| gremed

| but
| sion"—dejectedly—IU's & beastly hole.

| regular 'Sunny Jim'

| think,

| hotgl where T am to go, but 1

stowed on him, A letter hud just

"
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come from her, It might have been
written to the newsboy who delivered
the cvening papers for the Interest
manifested In him. She knew, too,
he had been very, very il

It made him shudder now to think
long fever, somntractpd
Old Mexico, while metting ready
the plan for a railread. It was his
first lilness of any consaquence. Even
the lake's Invigorating breeze had
fulled to bring back This usual
strength.

Quickly. the daylight faded, and
the sun beZan to die away. Such an
Aftermath of splendor. as It left on
hill and river! The man's apatay
was gone, No one could see such
beauty unmoved. Long broken waves,

with golden flecks, gleamed, or with
a faint lavender, or a shimmering
transparency of riotous color. It vi-
brated, this wonderful lake, wita
movement, and light and color!
Quietly, lingeringly, this splendor
faded into misty blue gray and the
blue gray into biack. and the
water became mysteriously dark,
with here and there, a faint gleam
of glistening foam, for mnight had
come qulckly And the darkness cov-
ered the beautiful old garden wilth
its sweet odors and only the faint,
soft lapping of the wavaes, with taelr
slow rhythm was heard, as with a
long awish they touched the shore.
Here and there gleamed whitely one
of the many statues set In the wil-
derness of the shrubs. There had not |
yet come into the sky a single star.
Suddenly from out the myslerious
depths of the terraces, into the In-
tense bDlackness of night, hundreds of
tiny phosphorescent lizhts gleamed
weirdly, Uke will-'o-the-wisps—the
firefiles, Altting drpowsily about, amidst
ull the perfumed sweelness of spary-
kissed grass, and deliciously fragrant

The man by the window arose and
shivered, for It had suddenly become
very cold, Behind the curtains,

It was responded to by a
servant, who nolselessiy entered, and,
as If anticipating the unspoken com-
mand, closed the windows, drew
the heavy velver curtajns, and
the darkneas by lighting

wall
the
fire-

the
to
Immense

tures oddly placed about

Kreat gas logs 1o the

Then he as nolselesaly withdrew as
he huud entered, bul & few minutes
luter reappeared, and annvunced o

Mual-

most
It was
he had

The caller proved to be Dr,
comb Broce, Javk Alnslelgh’s
intimate frlend and physician
to hix officient skilful care
vwerdl his recovery.

“Just in time to share my lonely
cried Jack “"Robert has
announced dinner 1 tell
vou, man, if a fellow ever neecded a|
dinner guest, it is . [ am heartily |
tired of my own vompany ™

“Why, man,” sald his friend, as he
down in the chalr Robert had
for him, “You sound

at the older man. “But I have so much’
hard work to do, 1 can’'t e¢ven stay to-
a‘:fg;.hm_rc:um ::’ the hotel in con-
§ 0. Take care ot Jark, ror
he's been Ill—-hg?s the Alnsleigh who
says railroads can be bullt where oth-
ers say they can't, and them to prove
his assertion true, he does it, Remem-

men he had climbed into the old hack
and was soon oul or sight

The older man moioned te a chalr
and asked his guest to be seated, say-
ing he would tell his daughter of his
arrival. She was expecting Doctor
Bruce, but as Deoctor Bruce's fricnd
he was welcome,

He arose and walking slowly and
palnfully, with the ald of hls crutches,
he went Into the house and soon re-
turned.

“I am afrald the ride tired yon,"
sald the older man gently. “The roads
are pretty rough In places. After sup-
per you can rest [ yod wish, It Is
very nearly ready, my daughter
Dusky sald. If you will come with me,
1 will show you to yeur room, when
you are ready come Iin there,” with a
wave of his hand toward an epen
door at the end of the hall

“Dusky!"” . Such an appellation!
Bounded for al] the world like an In-
dian name. He knew she would be
sandy-halred and homely and
freckled, Freckles were unpardonable

adore it, and adoring it. must tell the
one I ddore,” he answered smiling.
“Base flatterer!” she eried “I

would not have thought It of you!™ | orrt W0 gone and April with

ber me to Miss Dusky,” and with a|1¥. "I gave you credit for
hearty handshake with each of the|cternment than that” Then

“Can't you distingulsh between sin-
cerity and mere fNattery ™ reproving-
ais-

denty
his face became very grave,

sunny, winsome smile was :
ing the earth. Timid grass was brave-

Iy showing its tender green, the pecan
Mrees,

tall and straight, with mysterl-

ously shimmering bits of green, were
flaunting their color against the bl
—very blue—of the sky, Such a wor
of sky! Such an ocean sky! with

“l am golng away early to-morrow
morning,” he sald abraptly. “I wiil
not gee you after to-night; and I want
to tell you a little story, May [?"

“Yen,” she answered slowly.

“Well,” he began in his clear, vi-
brant volce—"once upon & time, I
think, sounds more like a story—
there lived a man—"

“Déscribe him,” she demanded.

“I can’'t do that, just an every-day
kind of a chap. I'll leave the hero to|
your Imagination, ana next door, '
which was, in reality, many . acres
apart, lived a beautiful girl. Their
fathers were very great friends for
years and they decided that they| Robert Burns, at the *“C. and L.
would like these two people to marry. | ranch,” and iIncidentally to see a rall-
So they drew up a will to that effect. | rond whose building was to do so much
1f they married each other—these two  for that part of the country, sat at
—they were to each Inherit without!the breakfast table, ldly gazing at his
any question their father's estates— | mall. Suddenly from the pile he drew
they were both only children. If the | a foreign postmarked letter inm a thin
man married some one else, he for- blue, long envelope.
feited a third of his estate a an|from Venice and had been delayed

drlf"lt!nl laxily across this sea of cloud-
| land! }

The osuge orange hedges, 100, were
a misty, tender green. The Walnut riv-
or flowed swiftly on, as If free at last
from winter's tyrannical bonds of ice
which hads kept it ma thrall, on, on
until one day it flowed beneath the
cahyons of Colorado,

Jack Alnsjeigh, who had .come

orphanage secured it; If the girl did  and forwarded so much that K was

likewlse, so also a third of her money mnow a month old. He eagerly opensd

in a woman!
As he entered the Jlow celllnged
indicated by his host, its qulet|
simplleity pleased and attracted hlm,|

hogany sideboard. on either side of
which were quaint cupboards of this|
same wood, with beaded glass doors
set in gueer little deslgns. Inside were
many odd bits of china. There \\erei
set close to the wall many low book-

roses. A Lruss bowl of these same
pungently swecl roses were on the
table, lighted by four slender brass |
candlegticks In which gleamed scarlet |
candles,

A girl came forward to imeet him, |

the red ruses i the brass bowl.

**This ia vur guest, Lolita,” Mr.
Desmond suld, He did not call her |
“Dusky.* That must be a nickname, |

sultel her =oft dark beauty as did tnnl
othera Dusky cyes, dusky halr!

“Mr. Alnsley, my daughter,
Desmond.” '

The girl extended her hand vordl- |
ally. "We are glaud to have you with
us. I am surry you have been il 1
hupe our pure mountain alr will do
wonders for you,” she added, smlil-
Ingly.

“Thank you,” Jack responded, *“you
are very kind. 1 am sure 1 will get
Letter, but 1 owe you both an apology
for coming In unannounced like this;
it's Bruce's fault.”

“You are welcome to father as one
of Doctor Bruce's friends, In his eyes

Misa '

iIf the world was not treating you
That's gratitude!” severely, |

L
squurely.

i *from a fellow who had almost de-

cided not to play his part on this

|
too |mportant an Ac-
to let slip this early In Life's!
game. Read an article to-day in ‘Cur-

| rent Notes,' telling how Indispensable
| you were

to the world's—not United
States’'—mark you—progress. Cheer
up!” |

“I am qulte overcome with such a
purfeit of praise,' sald Jack smiling,
hix fine clear-cut features, just now a
thin, and the frank gray cyes

frunklyv, Bruce, to-day has
Ilke u bit of purgatory. The
used to be gay partners |
come to the conclu-

*But,

world and [
1've about

h(rl" "

His friend laugned heartily. "And
all these yeurs,” he chided, "I've held
vou up as An apostle of optimism, a
Say, 1 have Just!
had u professional call that carries me |
dgwn in Virginia. [ leave to-morrow |
afternoon; leave vour vialet here, go
down there, get next to  ‘Nature's
heart'—it s the wvery best thing for
vou. It will be the making of you.,
I've engaged board at an old friend's |
for myself, but find I can't go, so [
will take you as my substitute, You
may gt your things togelner,” he
sl authoritatively, “I'll sce to the
Pullman reservation”

““Thank you for the permission tn|
gt remdy,” replied Jack, humbly, then
he added, “UGreat Scoll, man. your
conversational powers are wonderful!
I have been so lost In admiration that
anyone could dellver such a Jong

! splel and not take breath, that T didn’t

quite cateh the trend of all your re-|
marks. Am [ to understand that
whether 1 care to or not 1 start to- |
mnrrow with you to Virginia?" |

“That's about the size of it'" sald|
hia friend determinedly. Jack laugh-
v and lonked at his friend In ad- |
miration—the clean-shaven rather
grave  fuce, the determined Jaw. |
the honest, f{earlcss hrown cyes and
the vapable hands with their combin-
#) tenderness and strenglh. He had )
heen ever hig dearest friend.

“I will he by for you early,” =aid|
MNoctor Bruce. “We will take that
traln which deaves Chicago  pretty |
rarly Im the aflernnan. Puts us, 1
into Indianapnlis at six some- |
ihing, and in Virginia to-morrow ut|
noon, It is a pretty goond ride from
our opping place to the mouniain
jeave
come (o my journey's
end. You may find that girl down
there, of whom you used tn may at
enllege you would never find happiness |
until you found her. Remember her? |
You used to talk me blue in the face,
ahout Her, with a capital H.”

“Hay, Bruce” responded Jack, pret-
ty stiMy, I think you've forgotten my
fNgAgAmMent,'”

“Wish I could,” he answered brutal-
ly frenk. “Of all the crasy wilis for
those twn sensible. otherwise asane’
men to make! Wirh ghe would marry
shme one else, and you apo fall in
iove, Theén that money wouid go to.
thoso orphaned little kiddies who
need it n sight worse than you lwo,
and you both would be happler apart,”
brusquely,

It was quite late the next afternnon
when the two travelers alighted from
the hack before a low rambling old
house bulit in the mountain’s side, and
almost overrun with vines

“How do you do, Doclor Bruce?
sald an elderly man, who with the ald
of his crutches Bad Imped forward Lo
greet his guest. “I am certainly very

d to see you and your friend. 1
ust this moment got your message.”

“Thié is Mr. Alnsleigh, Jack Alns-
leigh, Mr. Desmond, whom 1 have’
taken the privilege of bringing to
stay a vouple of months in my place.
As T had engaged I am certaln-

- of being

viou hefore |

1o be ..-.2 :
with you,” with an "

Doctor Bruce t8 wonderful. 1 think so,
100, for father owes not being a hope-
less cripple,” In an undertone, “to
nim."

“He's a great fellow.”
enthu.lastically, as he sat down at
the table and took some hot bread
from the fat woman who was walt-|
ing on the table, and whose face was
80 very fat, that her features seemid
almaost blotted out

The girl did not join in the con-;
versation much at the table, for her
father, who had come from the West,
was intenselyv® interested |n  asking
and hearing about Its wonderful de-
velnpment, but when the fat woman
had removed the supper, they gather-
rd—1herse three—hospitably about the
great wond fire, and talked of many
things. Jack Ainslelgh was surprised |
at the girl's versatile mind and beau-|
tv. Such glorious dark eycs and such |
wonderful black halr. He found him- |
self at a4 loss ror a simlie to compare |
their wistful depths to, |

When the old-fashioned clock In
the hall struck 10, the girl arose.

“Father, you must show Mr. Alns-
leigh to his room, Invalids must not
st up late,” slfe IJ‘G with a pretty :it-
tle alr of authority.

“We breakfast at half-past saven'”
gald Mr. Desmond, “our dinner we
have at mid-day. and supper is a mov-
able feast. We live simply, but you
are verv welcome, not only as Doctor |
Bruce's substitute, but for yourself.”

“Thank vou,” replied Jack, “and [
will try to be prompt &l my meals,
for 1 feel sure this mountain alr will
make me ravenously hungry.”

The girl arose from the high old-
timey rocker jn which she had been
sitting. X i

“Good-night,” she sald In her soft
slow volce. “The happlest of dreams
to you both!" she added, as she dis-

appeared Into the wide old hall
L] - - L L] L ]

sald Jack
|

CHAPTER 1IL |

Too quickly for Jack Alnsleizh he
saw the days pass. With each day he
felt his strength returning. At first he
had walked but little, but now he tnok
long tramps. fometimes he walked to
the hotel where Miss Desmond read
afternoons to an |rritable old woman
and rode honwe in the high, queer old
buggy with her. In the mornings he
read or talked to Mr., Desmond. In the
evenings Mr. Desmond would slip
away early to bed with an apology for
“hoing lazy,” but they both knew, al-!
though they did not speak of i1, that
his days were becoming shorter,’
Sometimes thege two would talk, or|
the girl would =ing. and when ghe
sang all things seemed possible that
wera good and true,

One night the candles had not yet
been lighted—It was afisr the evening
meal was over, they sat In front of the
great wonod fire in the long dining-
room., where the moonlight gloriousiy
flonded the room (o mingle with the
firelight. A-bow! of old-fashiencd roses
on the quaint old plano sent forth a
subtle aweetness of perfume. There
way an elusive hint of the odor of
honeysuckle In the room aiso. Bome-
how, In after years  Jack Alnsieigh
eould not bear the odor of tea roses;
there was that in thelr sweet fra-
grance that reminded him of the puin
he had endured that might. |

He had grown quiet. On the mor- |
row he was to leave. His heart nched'i
ut the thought. He wonld be leaving
the girl who h dearer mr
him than all e How he loved her! |
Not alope for her soulful beauty, but
for her sweetness and bravery.

How the firelight

in merry

danced and curtsied Jow

flames of gold and faint sllver blyes
ﬂmnm.
for ¥ thoughts,” she

¥ Barely for 4o mu|

sum you will disclose them.
¥ are oo depp”—wistful
A 2
“-‘_’c' 7

was to help to swell the exchéquers of | it. It was, as he knew from the char-
this self-same orphanage, and those acteristic individuality of hand writ-

ita freighted cargo of jdle white salls|th

down. for & week's visit to his friend, |

It was written |

R
this slender,

1

| happiness for a girl wh

poor little children have that gauch
more to eat. If they both proved fool-

very much—he fancled It was love. |
The gir]l 4ld not care for the man at'!
all, save for his soclal positlon and
a little fame that had come hls way.

cases, and an open plano on Whosa | All his life he had dreamed of some quilly now. To-night
polished surface was a bowl of red one loving him. His father had been| sdelaide and I—fo a stupld at home.

very reticent and the few caresses he

had bestowed on his only boy this boy  netic charm we call personality save  chalr

had treasured as old people do the ro-
mances of thelr youth, or the golden |
s0 low now

His mother"—he spoke

a slender girl in & simple white soft | that the girl could scarcely hear—*"he/ him, Jack, and not you!
gown, and whose red lips glowead llké | aderrd., She was as winsomely dalnty | willed it 50, for neyver have you truly

as a spring flower, with a heart made |
of love. She petted him, she Joved|
him, she broke his heart and his|
futher's by golng away to another

and ydt how well her Spanish name | world, The father followed soon, and am not capable of deep love—as you

wis entirely alone—you are sure
not boring you”" he said anx-

he
I aum
fouxly

‘N, siare sald gently, and then
Lravely added, "I Jilke to hear about
the bLeaptiful girl and the lovely little

| mother" [

“Well,” he sald, as he gazed into
the fire whose flames had been so
bright when the little story began, buat
now with deadly monotone wearily
sent forth a dull breathing, as if all its
brightness was too fast turning into
ashes—"the man's great house was
loncly. He wished to marry that next
fall, for her father was dead, and she
llved with an aunt. She had not yet
finlshed school, Then later ahe wanted
to go to Europe, which she did, and
stayed on and on. Here she was feted,
2o much homage Jald at the feet of |
beautifur girl that sne
had- forgotten almost the lonely man
who had been so very IM. Then one
day she wrote him. Some day—Iit
would not be so very long now-—she
would return; unti] then, let her be
free. Free! She had atways been, for|
only love fetters the heart.

“The man went away to get well |
and he met a little mountaln girl
Then he knew—he had at last found
the realization of his Ideal, her of
whom he had dreamed.”

A log fell into ashes and suddenly
flared Into a blaze of light. The girl|
looked up, startled. The man saw that
her dark eyes were full of tears. He
arose and gtood looking at her.
“Child,”” he cried, his volce shaking
with emotion, “It ls you I love! With
all my heart T love you! I will ask
Healtrlce to release me and—"

There was something divinely
sweet about the falr race looking up
at him, and very adorable; but sud-
denly he saw her grow very white.

Beatrice! Oh, why had she never
thought of It before, that this was Lthe
man to whom Beatrice Boutelle was
enguged! Jack Alnslelgh—his name
had sounded so strangely famlllar
and yet she had not once thought of
his being the man they had often
talked of in the old days at Wynona!

Her heart contracted suddenly with
the thought of the pain of glving him
up. She saw the long, lonely years he-
fore her. For a moment she almost
hated Beatrice she had loved so much!
After all Beatrice did not love him,
she was only proud of hi#z fame. |
She, Lolita, loved him for his/
gentleness and goodness and  his
great  heart. Suddenly from out
the past rang the slow sweet voice
of the Huddgarian, she was in the
avtumnal clad woods, looking Into
the maglic drawing dark eyes of lne
fortune teller, with thefr strange mes-
meric power: the volee compelling
rang again in her ears! Would she
never forget It! “8Bhe will eross your
path with sorrow.” As If in a dream

she heard it. It had come true! Cruel| he attacked his breakfast with alac-

and Inexplicable that Fate nhoul*h&:-
stow so0 great a gift as this wonder-
ful love, and yet take it away at the
same time! Ah! what was 1t she had
#ald about “standing trials"—then
Fate would compensate her, If she
measured up In her strength to the
sorrow! These thoughts flltted Inco-
herently, madly through her braln.

“And you do like me a little?" Jack
was saying. Bhe had not heard,

*No,” she sald slowly, and hils face
becameggy hite and saddened, but fairly
radiated joy as she impulsively added,
“for 1 love you!" Her face and volce
were sirangely sweet In the moon-
light.

“Lolita!™ he cried, and the .
tone In which he prondynced the t
Spanish name had a caréss in it, but
as he would hayve finished speaking,
the girl arose, her face very grave.
“We must part forever to-night,” she
sald dully, as If rehearsing a lesson.
In her heart she knew she M bhe
true to Bentrice,

“But,” he sald, as he took her little
cold handg in his. “Why ls this, dear?
We love each other, It would be
wrong for two people to rifice their

1= a veritabls

April's lady,” he passionately.
*“1 will ask —" '
But the girl had suddenly dra

hor hands away. WHh sad despalring

ing, from Beatrice Boutelle.
It |s very, very late, Jack,” it be-

Th i t e -
ars_wWas an. eddly carved: old ms | ish, according to their fathers, each| gan, “but I obey an impulse to write
| gave a third. The man liked the girl (o you to-night. The moon is shining

bright and you who know Venlce by
moonlight so well, can realize what
that means—Its charm and sublle
beauty. All Venice )s sleeping tran-
we wepnt—Aunt

Not a person there with that mag-

one, and it I8 of him I am writing
you to-night. For this mysterious He,

rent of our Hves, for I am te marry
Fate has

loved me.*But this Itallan nobleman,
who has beside his great birth and
good breeding, a real deep love for
me, [ know I do not love him, for [

know—] am tog seMish. You see |
aum treating my faults frankly as |f
they belonged to some one else—but
i+ nave the greatest, the tenderest re-
gpect for him, We are to be married
the 16th of April from my cousin,
Mudame L.'s, home In Rome. It will
be a very qulet marriage, as the
Duke's mother's deatn 1s of so recent
u uate we will divide our time be-
twee Is villa In Rome and my homa
In AMerica, for after all, in all my
selfishness, I have a deep and abid-
ing love for the country of my birth,
despite the fact that I had an English
father and a French mother.

‘“Please write me, Jack, that you do
not think me entirely heartless. Some-
whage there ls a girl whom you will
find who will have all those atiributes
of charm and sweetness that will ap-
peal to you, and you two will marry
and come to see me. ‘All's well that
ends well!™

“With all my heart—I mean it sin.
cerely—I wish you happiness, For old
sake's sake shall we not still be
friends?

“I must stop now and write jurt &
line, as Jate as it is, to Lolita Des-
mond, an old college friend, who Is
the only girl T ever really cared for.
gome day when we meet, I will tell
you of her, and you, too, will want to
meet her,

“Write me, Jack, that you are glad
to be free, but tell me you wish me
happinessa, “BEATRICE."”

For & long time Jack sat !n sl-
lence. It was a cruelly frank letter,
and—she had been heartless, and yet
it had showed more emotion than he
had ever known her to evince be-
fore

80 she was {o marry on the 16th
of April. To-day was her wedding day.
What strange freak of Fate was I,
tmyouzm the news on the very

day her wedding!
A she knew Lolla! Could it be

posaible that Lolita had known of his
engagement to Beatrice, and for her
love of Beatrice would not be unfaith-
ful to her? Bhe must have! 1

Suddenly there dawned upon him
the faét that he was free to ask Loll-
ta to become his wife. And—she had
sald that she loved him, He would
start that very next orning for
Hillcrest. The local in had now
gone, He would have to wait until to-
morrow, he thoaght with impatience.

His friend, buttering a plece of
toast, glanced up.

“Geel!” he drawled, startied at the
radiance of his_friend's face. “Been
left a gold miné?” he queried, excit-
edly.

“A girl has just jlited me!” Jack re-
plied most cheerily.

“Of all the fools!” was Burns’' com-
ment. “It is a death blow to me ever
to get turned down,” moodily.

“Say, Bobble,” answored Jack. ad|

rity, “What's the very soonest 1 c?‘n
send a cablegram, and from where?
“When you finish your breakfast”
he replied, laconically, “Bohble,” like
the poef of old, whose name he hap-
pened to bear, was tie, He
scented a romance, and he folt cheat-
ed that e was not to be let’into its
“ﬂ;t h it from here to
“You can ‘phone
Wichita,” he :ddd. “It will be for-
warded from there 1o New York.”
And po a little later a cablegram of
congratulation started :
of Madame L. for Miss Beatrice
elle, but namé had chang-

ed ere it reached thers.

& letter directed to ms -
and not your

2 hed me. God
your Injuries are not fous, Jack! I
you

going to atay wr
‘.ll',t—mbtr no talking,"” au-

am i
days, but

oritati

A week later, when Jack
to grumble at the gquantity s:? ity
f.fn";ﬁf':: mn bm, Doctor Bruce

convalesc
for him to leave. n Cl,“‘h

It was after he had gone that it
suddenly occurred to hh? that Mal-
comb Bruce would'know where Lollta
Desmngd was, 1dlot that he was, not to
have thought of it berore!

As soon as
copase o m‘:c could write, he would

When he was first allowed to alt
up, the middle-aged woman, with her
pleasant face, who haa been his nurse
since he was hurt, paused in the mag-
azine article she was reading and said,
“To-morrow we are expecting to have
a diMicult operation at which I am to
| help, and I am going to turn you over
to the care of & new nurse who s here
in tralning. She will amuse you—
that's what you need most now—and
glve you your medicine, She is very
capable and has the making of a fne
u:m in her,” she added nrofession-
ally.

“I don't want you to desert me ke
that,” said Jack, with a smile, for he
liked the gulet, self-possessed womun
who had been so kind and patient
with him.

“I'll not do that,"” she repMed.

He was idly napplng In his great
the next mornmg when the
door opened to admit his new nurse.

She was a slender girl with ador-

| curls of little children who have died. | js the one who s to change the cor- | able red Mps which were smiling. Her

[ blue print frock was immensely be-
coming to her.

“By the request of Doctor Bruce, an
old friend of yours. I am sent as a
substitute, until your nurse can be
with you again,” she sald demurely,

He opened his eyes, not half heart-
edly but wide open they wers now,
at the sound of that strangely swecot
famillar voice.

“Lolita!" he crled Incredulously,
happily. "It is time for your medi-
cine,” she saild professionally, al-
though there was an amusing glow of
excitement in the dark eyes looking at
him, and he thought he saw & Uny
smile lurking at the corners of the
sweetl winsome lips,

He took the medicine submissively,
and with his left hand he kept Im-
prisoned her sllm white hand. The
medicine glass fell to the floor. It
shivered into atoms.

“Don’'t,” she protested.
professional.’

“Tell me that you love me,” he de-
manded. “Blessed accident that
brought me hers! Tell me,” anxiously.

He still retalned her hand. The
girl’'s falr face became roster.

“Bruce's a trump!"” he sald. “Some-
time you must tell me how you hap-
pened to be away out here, and every-
thing. I am eo sorry, dear, about your
father's death,” he added gently.

S8he looked at him 1In startled
amazement. How did he know about
her father's death? .

But Jack was talking again hap-
plly; his .volce fairly quivered with
happiness, “This right arm of mine
will be slow In mending—I am glad
now | didn't get bomm crushed—and
1 am not going to walt until it heals,
for you and I are ng to be married
as soon as [ got § a trifie stronger,
determinedly, and go to see Beatrige,
who married an Italian Duke this
week, and—"

“Beatrice married!"” she gasped, "I
thought—"

“Yes, why did yout not tell me you
knew her? How much we will have to
talk about!” he said. ) :

With reddened cheeks the girl sald
" coMly, “Kindly let go my hand. If you
do not do as I tell you, I shall send.
some other nurse to take your case"

“] shan'h—he. sald obstinately,
“until you tell me you love me; th
left hand of mine was unhurt, but it
ashes; tell me,” anxiously.

‘“rhat's not fair,”” she sald. but
answered, shyly, “yes” and picking
up the bits of broken glass with
averted glance she went into the cor-
ridor. :

- . . 9 . L

“Would . you mind reading a little
verse that Nurse First.began?" Jack
asked that afternoon, “but,” innocent-
ly, “that I did not quite catch,” 10 Lo-
lita, who had been reading to him in
the rare intervals they had not been
talking. How ghey had talked and

talked.

And with heightened color, and a
queer little catch of happiness in her
throat, that after all her measurs of
fate “had been this glorious, overe
whelming love, she :ead:

“It's not

“It's we two, it's wa two, It's we two fer

aye,

All the world and we two and Heaven
be our slay,

Like n laverlock in the lift, sing O, bon-

ny brids,
All the world was Adam once, with Eve

by nis side!”
Some of the Things Sald by & News-
L] mu . M'u
New Orleans Dally States.

“I've got a good scoop for you—oum
elub's going to give a pienie.” <
“What does it cost to put an ad in

Two days latéer en route for home Pine'

Jack Alnsleigh received a telegram at
St. Loujs from the operator at HIl-
crest, Vi ja, In response to one he
had sent Lolita Desmond. *"Tele-
xram teenth returned. Since
father's . Miss De¢smond gone
Address unknown to me,” it read. He
had telegraphed her he would start
South immediately. .

‘He read it as he entered the autos
mobile which he had ‘phoned for to
take, him out to Cabanne Place to see
an olg friend of his mother's ths
couple of hours he had to walt.

They had gone but two hlocks,
when suddenly from sround » corner
there came & whose Torse was

the machine,




