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CHAPTER XI1L—Continued.

1 did my best to leave them alone
on the way back but Miss Patty stuck
<lose to my beels. IL was snowing,
and the golng was slow, For the first
five migutes she only spoke once.

+ Vlend Miss Bummers und Dicky
Carter old friends!"

“It n;-*nu w0, Mr, Plerce snid,

“Bhe's. rather magnanimous, under
the ¢ matnnces,” Misa Patty re
marked ]:ﬂrmlarnly

"Umh’r what clreumstancds ™

I beard her laugh s lttle, behind ma,

“Nevdr mind,” sho sald. “You
needn's | tell me nnything you don't
<onreé o) But what a stew you muoat
all have-been In!"

There was a minute's allence bshind

me, then Mr. Plerce laughed too.
“Stow!" he sald. “For the lnat fow
days ® beon elther paralysed with
fright sloctrified Into wild burste
of meflty. And I'm not naturally
A ltar,” !
“Really!” she retorted. “What an

motor yQiu are!”

They {laughed together at that, and 1
Eained little on them, At the cor-
ner white the path skirted the deor

park turnoed toward the houss 1
lost nitogether and I foundered
on slon¥e But I had oot gono twenty
foet whiell 1 stopped suddenly. About

fifty '“i nhead a lantern was com-
ing tow q mo through the snow, nnd
T could [B8ar a man's volee, breathloss
and g,
- fdown," it sald. "The damnad
pust boa fAlled with lead,' It
i 1ike Thoburn.

ho snow,” another volce re-
"1 told you

fir. von Inwald's.
B tako two trips.”
" Mhoburn retorted, breathing
ne, “Btay up all nlght to get

ad Stopped In the Bhelter of
the Fqnce Corner.

wimed atuff here, and then got
dnwn for a cold bath and =
«mile walk and a&n apple for
ast. Ugh, my shoulder is dislo-

wd mnd fow back to Miss Pat:
Plerce. They had stopped In
pltar of the fence corner and
foo wie on his Mness In front
I whn 80 sstounded that 1 for-
the moraent what had brought

n wocond” he was saying. “It'n
haal

o gol up off your koess, you'll

nse | “Here, you girls orawl over the fence;

& | hopslossly.

AVTHOR.
Crie

with my knife. Wiy don't you wesr
overshoes T
“I never have a cold!" she retorted.
“Why, Minnle, is that you?t"
"Quick,” 1 panted. “Thoburn and
Mr. von Inwald coming—baaket—Ilan-
tern—warn Lthe shelter-house!™
“Oreal Beott!” Mr. Plercn sald

you'll be hidden there,
and warn them.”

The laotern was swinging ngaln, Mr,
Thoburn's grambling eoame o us
through the anow,

“1 can’t cllmb the fence!” Miss Pat-
ty sald pititully. But Mr. Plerce had
gone.

I reached my basket through the
bars and climbed the funce in & hurry.
Miss Patty had got almost Lo the top
And was standing thers on one ssow.
covered mall, siaring across st me
through the darkness.

“l ean't, Minnte," wshe whispered
“1 never could olimb =
fence, and in this skirt—"

“"Quick!™ I sald In & low tone. The
lantern was very close. “Put your leg
over.”

Bbe did, and sat there lgoking down
&t me liks o sonred baby,
“Now the other.”

put d both over !
“Rurepil”

With a ltde grunt she put the oth-
or foot over, aat a minute with agony
in hor facs and her nrms out, then she
elid off with & squenl and brought up
In & sliting position luside the fence
corner. [ dropped beside her.

“What was that nolse?™ sald The-
burn, almost upon us. “Something's
moving inside that fence corner,”

“It's them deors,” Mike's volce this
tima, We could make out the three
fgures. “Darncd nulsance, them deers
ia. They'd have heon ahot long ago
If the springhouss girl hadn't object-
ed. Bhe thinks she's the whole choese
around here”

"Sel It down again” Mr, von In-
wald panted. We heard the rattle of
bottles ne they put down the basket
and the next Instant Thoburn's fat
hand was resting on the rall of the
fenco over our heads. 1 could feel
Miss Patty trembling besido me,

But he didn't look over. He stood
there resting, broathing hard, and
swearing at the weather, while Mike
walted, In surly sllence, and the von
Inwald cursed la Gorman,

After my heart had been beallng In
my ears for abaut three years the fat
hand moved, and I heard the rattle of
glasa again and Thoburn's groans as
he bent over his half of the load.

“Comn on,” be sald, and the othors
grunted and started on.

When they had disappeared in the
snow wo got out of our ermmped posi.
tion and prepared Lo mourry home, 1
climbed the fence and looked after
them, "Humph!* I sald, I guese that
bankot lsn't for the hungry poop. 1'd
give o good bit to konow—" Then I
turnod and looked for Miss Patty, She
was flat on the smow, crawling be-
twoen the two lower ralls of the fonce.

“Have you no shame?!” | demanded.

Bhe looked up at me with her head
and balf her long wsealslin coat
through the fence,

“Nons,"” abe sald pitifully.
I'm stuck perfectly tight!”
“You ought to be left ns you are™ 1
nald, jorking st her, “for people go
ocome"—jerk—"tomorrow to look at"—
jork. Bho came through at that, and
we lay logether in the enow nod llke
to burst & rib laughing.

“You'll .never be a princess, Miss
Patty,” 1 declared. "You're too lowly
minded "

Bhe sal up suddenly and stralght-
ened her sealakin cap on her head.

“1 wish,” she sald unpleasantly, “1
wigh you wouldn’t always drag In dle-
agreanble things, Minnje!*

And she was sulky all ths way to
the house.

Miss Bummers came to my room
that night s 1 was putting my hot-wa-
ter bottle to bed, In & baby-blus aflk
wrapper with & band of fur around
the low wneck—Miss Bummers, of
course, not the holt-water bottle,
“Welll" she sald, sliting down on
the foot of the bed and staring at me.
“Well, young woman, for & person who
has never been farther away than Fin-
leyville you do pretty well!™

“Do what " 1 aaked, with the covers
up to my chin.

“Do what, Mlss Innocence!” sho sald
mockingiy, “You're the only red-balted
woman [ ever saw who didn‘t Jook as
pophisticated na the devil, T'l tell you
ono thing, though.” Bhe reached down
Into the pocket of her dressing-gown
nud brought up » clgaretto abd o
watch,

I'll run back

“Minnie,

mateh.
I lny and stared back,
“And another thing'"
never had any real Inten
Ing Dieky Carter

2 LOWER. TEN
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“You never had me foaled for | na
n minutel” She looked at me over the |
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etto. on the back of my collulold mir
ror, and then suddenly she threw back
ber hoad and laughed.

“Minnle!™ she sald, between fits,
“Minnie! As long as I live 1l never
forget that wretched boy's fmee! And
the sand boxes! And the blankets
over the windows! And the tarpaulln
over the rmafters! And Mr. Van A}
styno altting on the lawumower! 1'd
rither have had my minute In that
doorway than fifty thousand dollars!"

“It you had had to earry out all
those things—" 1 pegan, but she
chooked me.

"Listen!"” she sald. “Bomebody with
Fbrains has got to take you young poeo-
¥ In hand. You're nol able to look
afler yourselves, I'm fond of Alan
Plerce, for one thing, and | don't care
to soe a sanatorfum that might bave
bean the child of my sollcitude kid-
naped and reared as & summer hotel
by Papa Thoburn. A good fal man s
very, very good, Minale. but when he
Is bad he Is horrid.”

"It's o Iste” 1 objected fosbly.
“He can't got It now”

“Can’t hel" Bhe got up and yawned,
srotching. “Wall, Il lay you ten to
one that If we don't get buay he'll have
the house empty lu thirtysix hours,

daye.”  lmeu 8 3 Bdo W s
knew of Thoburn's scheme, and It
turned me cold

- . L] L] L L] .

Doclor Barnes came to me at the
nows stand thu next morniag before
Eymnacium.

“Well," be said, “you look ss busy
as & dog with fieas, Have you heard
the glad tidings ™

“What?™ 1 askoed without much spir
it. “I've heard couslderabls tidings
lately, and not much of It has cheered
me up any.”

He leaned over and ran his fingare
up through his hair,

“¥You know, Misa Minnle" he sald,
“somebody ought kindly to %l our
friend Thoburn, or he’ll come (0 a bad
end.”

“Bhall T do It, or wiil you? 1 said,
fllling up the chewing gum jar. (Mr.
Plerce had taken away the candy
cane,)

Doector Barnes glanced sround to
see If thero was anyone near, and
loaned farther over,

“The oupbonrd lsn't empty now!" he
sald. “Not for nothing did T spend
part of the night In the Dicky-bird's
nest] What do you think la in the
cupboard

“l know about it” 1 sald mhortly.
“Liquor—Iin a caso labeled ‘Books—
brenkable.’

“Almont a gonl. But not only llquors,
my lttle friond. Champagne—cnses of
it—caviar, canied grouse with truf-
fien, lobuter, cheese, fine clgars, every-
thing you could think of, arotic, ex-
otle and narcotle. An orgy In cans
and bottes, s bacohanallan revel; a
cupboard full of indigestion, joy, for
gotfulness and kaltenjammeor, Oh, my
suffering palate, to have to Jeave it all
without one sniff, one sip, one aibble!™
He's wasting hls money,” I sald.
“They're all cragy aboul the aimple
lige,”

Ho looked around and, seelug no one
In the lobby, reached over and took
one of my hands,

“Strange,” he sald, looking at It
“No wabe, and yet It's been an amphl-
blous lttle creature most of ltw life.
My dear girl, our triend Thoburn Is n
rasonl, but he la also a siudent of

way alone through the world with a bit
of & fiat lke that!"

i
g
i

on thelr faoes and eat dirt—and
ntewed fruft.”
He resched for my band agaln, ba

.| out in wingle file. As they passed Doo-

golng to be bullied lnto eating bolled
beef and cabbage.”
“Then | don't eare how soom he
does It" 1 sald despondently, *I'd
rather die qulekly than by Inches*
"Dle!" he sald. “Not a bit of It
Remember, our friend Plerce Is also a
student of human nature. He's think-
Ing It out now In the cpld plunge, and
I mins my guessa If Thoburn's sky-
rocket hasn't got u stick that'll come
back and hit him on the head™
He had been playing with ons of the
chewlng gum Jars, and when he had
gone | shoved it back into its place
It was by the merest chance that 1
glanced at i, and | saw that he had
alipped & smell white box inside. On
the lld was written “For a good gir),"
and Inside lay the red puffs from Mrs,
Yost's window down In Finleyville
Just under them was an envelope. |
could searcely see to open It
“Dearest Minvle” the nots inside
sald, "I bad them matched to my
thateh, and | think theyll match
yours. And sinee, in the words of the
groat Herbert Spencer. things that

Cu

“Last Call to the Dining Car, Minnle.”
mateh the same thing mateh each oth

or—! What do you say ™—-Barnes.”

“P. B.—~I love you. 1 feel llke &
damn fool saying It, but heaven knows
It's true.”

-P, P. B—8ull love you.
the second time."

“N, B—I love you—got the habit
pow and can't stop writlng It—B"

Well, I had to keep calm and attend
to business, but I was seething Inslde
like a Saoldlits powder, Every fow
minutes I'd reread the letter undor the
edge of the stand, and the more | read
it the more exclted I got. When &
woman's gone past thirty before she
gets her first love letter, sho lsn't
siire whether to thank providence or
the man, but she's pretty sure to make
a fool of hemalf,

Thoburn came to the news stand on
his way out with the lee-cutting gang
to the pond.

“Last call to the dining car, Minnle,”
ho sndd. “ Wil you—won't you—will
you—won't you-—will you foln the
daneat ™
“I baven't any reason for changing
my plans,” I retorted. *1 promised the
old doctor to stlek by the place, and
I'm aticking."

“As the man said when he sat down
on the fly paper. You're golug by your
hoart, Minnie, and not by your head,
and in this toss, heads win."

But with my new puffs on the back of
my head;, and my letter In my pocket,
1 wasn't ensy to #. Thoburn
shouldered his plek and, headed by
Doctor Barnes, the lce-outters staried

It's easler

tor Barnes glanced at me, and my
heart almost atopped,
Do they—in it & match? he anked,
with his oyes on mine.
1 couldn't speak, but I nodded “yes,”

sanatorium.

{ & cold. I'll serape 1t off

put & small package on the counter,
and stared at me over It ““Thare's
trenchery here, black treachery.” She
polnted one long thin forefinger at the
bundle,

“What s #t? A bomb? 1 nsked,
Mtepping back. More than once It had
occurred to me that having royalty
nround sometimes meant dynnmite,
Mis# Cobb showad her toeth.

“Yes, & bomb," she sald. “Minnie,
last night, when the Bummers woman
was  out, goodness knows where,
Blanche Moody and | went through
her room. We did not flnd my preclous
missives from Mr. Jones, but we did
find these, Minnie, tied around with a
pink stocking, Minule, 1 have felt It

all llon‘iwllr von [nwald ls the
prince b i

“No!*,

“You. And more than that, he Is
making desperate love to Miss Sum-
mers. Three of those lettars were
written In one day! Why, even Mr.
Jonea—"

“The wrelch!™ 1 eried. | was sud-
denly savage. Miss Colb was reach-
Ing out for the bundle. 1 sostched It
[rom her.

“Oive me thoss letlers |astantly,”
she eried shrilly. But | marched from
behind the counler and over to the

“Never,” 1 sald, nnd put the package
on the log. When they were safely
blaging, | turned and looked at Miss
Cobb.

“I'd put my hand right beside those
lettors to save Miss Patty » heart-
ache” 1 an'4, “and you know It.”

“You're a fool” 8Bhe was mging
“¥ou'll let her marry him and have
the heartaches afterward.”

“She won't marry him,” | snapped,
and walked away with my chin up,
leaving her staring

But 1 wasn't 8o sure as | pretended
to be. Mr. vou Inwald and Mr. Jen-
nings had been closeted together mont
of the morning, and Mr, von Inwald
was whistling as he startod out for the
military walk., It seemoed as If the
very thing that had given Mr, Plerce
his chance to make good had Im
proved  Mr Jennings' dlxposition
engugh o remove the last barrier to
Miss Jennings' wedding with some-
body siso.

CHAPTER XIV,

Even I we hadn't known, we'd have
guessed there was eomethlog In the
Alr, There was an alr of subdued ex-
citement during the rest hour In the
springhouse, and a good bit of whis-
pering and laughing, fn groups which
would break up with faces as long an
the moral law the moment they saw
my eye on them,

They were planning a mutiny, as
you may eay, and | guess no sallors
on a pirate ship were more afrald of
the captaln’s. fist than they were of
Mr, Ploree's disapproval. He'd been
smart enough to ses that mont of them,
having bullied other people all their
lives, liked the novelty of belng bullied
thomsslges. And now they wero get-
ting & new thrill by having a revolt
They were terribly worked up,

Miss Patty stayed after the others
had gone, sitting in front of the empty
fOreplace In the eame chalr Mr, Plerca
waually took, and keeplng her back to

“I was looking for you,” he sald to

hor, “The bishop has just told me.
There are no obatacles now.”

“None,” abe sald, looking up at him
with wrotchednoss In her eyes, If he
had only seen. "I am very bhappyr."

“Bhe was just saying,” 1 sald bitter
Iy, "how grateful she was to both of
us."

“I don't understand.”

“It 18 not hard to understand,” she
sald, mmillng. 1 wanted to slap her.

| “Father was unreasonable because he

wis (Il You have made him wall, 1
ecan pever thank you onough”

But she mther overdid the joy part
of it, and he leaned over and looked in
her face.

“I think I'm stopid” he said. “I
know I'm unbappy. But lsn't that what
I was to do—to make them well if I
eould ™

“How could anybody know—" ahe
bagun angrily, and thén stopped, “You
bave done even more,” she sald
sweelly., “You've turned them into
cherublme and seraphims. Butter
would't melt in their mouths,”

Hao smilod.,

“My amiability must be the reason
you dislike me!™ he suggested. They
bad both forgotien me.

“Do | dislike you?™ she asked, rals

thought about it, but I'm sure | doa'L”
Bhe didnt look st him, she looked st
me. Bhe koew | knew she lled,

His smile faded,

“Well™ he eald, “speaking of disllk-
Ing amiability, you doti't hate your
self, I'm wure.”

“You are wrong,” she retorted, *I
loathe mysell.” And she walked to
the window., He took a step or two
after her.

“"Why do It at all? he asked In a
low tone. “You don't leve him—and
can’t, And If it lsn't love—" He re
memberod we suddenly and stopped.

“Pleaso go on,” she aald swestly
from the window, “Do not miod Min-
nle, Hhe In my consclence anyhow.
fiho is always scolding me; you might
both scold In ehorus.”

“I wouldn't presume to scold.”

“Then glve me a Wity advice and
look superior and righteous, I'm ac
customed Lo that also.”

“Aw long an you are In this mood, T
can't give you aoything but a very
good day.," he sald sngrily, and went
toward the door. But whoen he had al
most reached It he turned.

“I will say this,” he sald, “you havy
known for three days that Mr, Tho-
bura was golng to have a supper to-
night, and you dfdn't let us know. You
must have known his purpose,”

I guess 1 wan ss surprised as she
was. 1'd nover suspected she knew,

Bhe looked at him over her shouls
der.

"Why shouldn't he have & wsup
per?™ ahe demanded angrily, “I'm
starving—weo're all starving for decont
food. I'm kept here agalnst my will,
Why shouldn't I have one respest
able meal? You with your wretohied
stewed frults and whole-whont broads!
Ugh!"™

“I'm sorry, Thoburn's [dea, of course,
Is to make the guests dlscontented, so
they will leave”

“Oh!" she suld, 8he hadn't thought
of that, and she flushed. "At lenat”

me. When I'd finkshed folding the
stommer rugs and putting them away, 1 |
went around and stood o frent of her. |
“Your eyes are red,” I remarked. |
“I've got a cold.” Bhe was verrl
hanghty,
“Your ooss lsn't red” 1 Insisted. |
“And, anybhow, you say you never |
have a cold.”
*1 wish you would let me alone, Min-
nle.” Bhe turned her back to me, ~I
dare say I may have a cold If 1 wish.” |
"Da you know what they are saylng
here? I demanded. “Do you know |
that Miss Cobb has found out In somo i
way or other who Mr. von Inwald Is?
that the four o'clock gosslp edi-
says your father has given his
that you can go and buy a

5k
|
|
i
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oll,” ahe sald, In & choked voice,
bac! “what of ItY

she sald, "you must give me credit for

*Wao are going to allow the party’
on,” he sald, siiff and uncom
A muhmbnwnm




