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SYNOF'SIS.
CHAPTER I.—Harriet Field, twenty-
elght yvears old and beautiful is the 80-

¢lal secretary of the flirtatious Mrs. Isa-
belle Carter at “Crownlands,”” Richard
Carter’s home, and governess of 17-year-
old Nina Carter. Ward, twenty-four years
ld and Impressinnahla fancies himself in
ve with his mother's ﬂ_ttractwe secre-
. Mrs, Carter’s latest ‘‘affair’”. is
with young Anthony Pope, and the: youth
ia taking it very seriouslv

CHAPTER 1I. —Presiding over the tea-
€ups this summer afternoon, Harriet 1s
profoundly disturbed by the arrival of a
Visitor, Royal Blondin. Next day, at a
tea party in the city, Blondin makes him-
self agreeable* to Nina, and leaves a deep

ression on the unsuphlsﬂcated girl.

CHAPTER III. — Harrlet’s agitation
over the appearance of Blnndin at
“Crownlands'” is explained by the fact
that he nad been a disturbing element in
her life ten years before, and she fears

. The man is an avowed adventurer,
dlving on the gullibility of the idle rich.
rankly announces to Harriet his in-

tion of marrying Nina, who, as the
ughter of the wealthy Richard Carter,

& highly desirable ‘“catch,” and ur,'gas

to ald him. She is in a sense in his
power, and after pleading with him to
@bandon his scheme agrees to follow a
Ppolicy of neutrality.

CHAPTER IV —-Ha,rr!at visits hror —nr.
da Davenport, with v own

acquaintance with Blondir, and

hnr of his reappearance. The

; Hmnrn. realizing the unscrupulous natire

Blondin has

-,
¥

- ment in society EII‘LIE,E willingly

® man, view the future with appre- |

tender

CHAPTER V.- Knowing the
she has inapired in Ward Carter,

ng

m-lat is tempted to marry him for the
&mitlnn and wealth he can give her,
ough realizing she does not love him.
ingratiated himself with
@ Carter, Rlichard’'s mother, and
she is whole-heartedly in favor of his
Ill.l"r!lga with Nina.
ttn marry him at once.

AR

CHAPTER VI.—Angered at his wife’s
open flirtation with young Anthony

pe. Richard Carter markedly shows his |

resentment. Isabelle, ardently returning
her youthful lover’s attachment, elopes
with him on his yacht, and pursuit is
useless. The news of the sensational af-
falr, exaggerated, of course, bv gossip,
is kept as much as possible from being

pubuc property,

GHAPTER VII. — Ward Carter
urges Harriet to marry him, but she can-

agaln

: . ot bring herself to an alliance with him

mmerely for the sake of self-advancemEn}:,
@and refuses. The fact of Mrs. Carter's
w@lopement becomes public. Harriet's ca-
Pable managing hand is more than ever
meeded at *““Crownlands,” and despite the
«wcomplications she foresees as ine'. itable
«ahe decides to remain.

CHAPTER VIIL.—Blongin putq- pressure
on Harrlet to forward his marriage with
Nina, but she makes up her! mind to
defy him. Richard Carter questions her
concerning her knowledge of Blondin's
Intentions, and she counsels active oppo-
to the match. The family, with
Harrlet, move to a summer establishment
on Loqg Island.

CHAPTER IX.—In tha new home Har-

riet, with Madame Carter and Nina, set-

a dﬂwn for a vacation. In a frank talk

with Nina Harriet endeavors to show her
Blondin's unworthiness, but it has little
effect on the lnfatu&ted girl. On Richard
Carter’s insistence, Harriet is installed
as mistress of the household, but find-
ing her %ﬂsitiun untenable, declares her
intention of leaving. Richard makes an
oifer of marriage, as a way out of the
situation, but Harriet, considering_ such a
thing impnssible while Mrs. Carter
though divorced) is still alive, refuses,
leaves the house. To her old- fash-

i 1unaﬂ ldeas, the fact that Richard Carter

‘has been gr&nted a divorce from his err-
ing wife does not free him from his mar-
ital tles, and marriage with him is im-
mssihle

THAPTER X —At her sister’'s home
HHarriet helps to bring her small nephew
sately through an attack of diphtheria.
L.inda cordially approves
o Lhe question of marriage with a di-
vorced ‘'man. David Davenport, ILinda’s
brother-in-law, warmly presses his suit,
and Harriet haﬂ about made up her mind
to accept him when Richard Carter ap-
Pears with the announcement that Isa-
belle is dead and no obstacle to his mar-
riage with Harrlet remas ns. The girl
yields, and the marriage is quietly sol-
pmni?eﬂ Harriet offers to tell Richard
‘the circumstances of her entanglement
with Blondin, but he refuses to listen,

Harrlet’s stand

CHAPTER XI. — The news of their
S -nother’'s death, shocking to Ward and
Nina, is softened by Harriet's comfort-
ing. The three take a trip to Bermuda,
and on their return Richard Carter real-
izes that he is deeply in love with Har-
riet, though their marriage has simply
bean one of convenience, [

CHAPTER XII.—TFormal announcement
of the wedding  Is made, and Madame
Carter somewhat gr udg'mgly. welcomes
her new daughter-in-law. Harriet’'s close
frienda however, many of them promi-
accord
fner a place, and E‘htE‘I‘I{] sincere congratu-
Jlﬂ;t"‘-‘nq f'ﬂ H,j.'l:hard

. "You ‘se¢, you're only seventeen, Ni-

na,” Harriet said, “the age when most
girls are still in the schoolroom, long
before*they have affairs! Well, you're
not Interested in college, so that ought

to give you three or four clear years of

girlhood. You’re bound to have other

1 m-ﬁtz

| fairs; he will always have an_ atfrac

S

affairs, you've proved that!

you go to Canada—to California ;
world is yours.
. B H-Entl

You go
to South America—perhaps there is

Bome interesting man on the steamer:
the

Now, Royal is differ-
He is an experienced man of af-
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“You Aren’t His'Match, Now, Nina. In
a Few Years You May Be ®

twWo !

Ward urges Har- !
She procras-

fion for womern, an.d taey fir nim. Yon
aren’t his match, m'm Nina. In a few
years you may bhe—
“I m not jealous!” Nina said, prouc-
But Harriet smiled.

“‘_fv:-;, you are jealous. You wouldn’t

. be a real true woman if you weren’t!”

she accused. A reluctant dimple tugeged
at Nina's pouting mouth. She did not
dislike the idea of potential despotism,
of the traveled, experienced woman of
the world, confident of her charm.

“If I offered a check to Royval, do
you suppose he'd accept it?” she re-
marked, after dark musing. She was
sitting on the edge of her bed now, and
Harriet was brushing her hair.
~ “If you really are werried about his
business affairs, Nipna, why not try
it?” Harriet bllf:ﬁf“it{:‘d sensibly. To
.this Nina returned a pouting:

“I'm perfectly willing to try it!”
And as a great concession’ she added,
with a sigh: “And I'll tell him what
Father thinks!”

“Now you're talking like a woman
who has herself well in hand!” Har-
riet said, approvingly. “When are you
to see him?” t

“He's coming over especially to see
I'ather tomorrow,” Nina said. “I sup-
pose I might as well go down,” she
added, eyeing herself gloomily in her

. mirror, “for Ward and that boy seem

absolutely at a loss for amusement !”
“And I'll be down presently,” Har-
rier said. But when Nina was gone

she walked slowly to her own dress- .

ing table, and sat down, and regarded
herself steadily, and with heavy eyes,
Unexpectedly, here¢ between the fam-
ily dinner and the early going to bed,
on a June evening, a crisis in her life
was confronting her, and she knew
that she must meet it.

Ward’s guest was only the young
Saunders boy, who had been with
them constantly last summer, and who
was of absolutely no significance in
their lives. And yet Harriet had been
introduced ‘to him all over again as
“Mrs. Carter”—there was no haltfway,
in the eyes of the world at least, in
this relationship of hers with Richard,
and she must begin to take her place
In the family.

“Mrs. Carter!”
distinction as If the title, the signa-
ture, and the dignity had never been
vouchsafed to womankind before. She
had marveled at her old self, that had
taken “Miss” and “Mrs.” with cheer-
ful indifference—why, there was a
world-wide chasm between the two!
Just to have this silly Saunders boy
call her Mrs., Carter, as a matter of
course, was to receive the accolade
that gave her all her Ilonged-for
dreams in one. It was the name of
the man she loveaq, ana, even thougn
In a shadowy and unloved way, she
liked the title that made her his.

And now she owed him the truth,
the whole, painful, humiliating story.
df she had told him menths ago, se
much the better and braver woman

she! She had not done so: she had
been fighting Nina and his mother
then; she had been afraid. But she

was not afraid now; he could forgive
that long-ago girl of seventeen . he-
cause her advocate was the woman of
twenty-eight, the finished, cultivated,
capable woman who had served him
and his house, who must win his re-
spect back because she loved him with
every fiber of her being,

The words in which she would tell
him came to her in a rush. Why—it
was nothing! It was less than noth-
ing. In half an hour she would be
back here in her room again, with all
the past clean and straight at last,
with the cloud gone, and with her
whole soul singing with hope of the
glorious future. For a moment slie
kKnelt by her bed, her face in her
hands.

She rose to her feet.
tap at the door.

It was Bottomley. “If you please,
'm—DMr. Carter would be so much
obliged if you would step down to the

There was a

library, 'm.” Harriet gave herself a
parting glance, and followed the man

downstairs. o

“Courage!” she sald to herself, with
her hand on the library door. *“I've
exaggerated and enlarged upon this
thing too long! I've imagined it into
an importance that it really hasn’t at
all !”

Richard was back at his desk; he
smiled and rose as she came in, There

was another man in the library, who !

rose and faced her, too.’

And when Harriet saw him she
knew that she was too late. It was
Royal Blondin,

A dizziness and sickness came over
her as she went slowly to the thair
opposite Richard. She touched the
desk for support as she sat down, and
felt that her fingers were cold and
wet. :

“Mr. Blondin has come to talk to
me about Nina,” Richard sald. Har-
rlet somehow moved her dizzy eyes
toward Blondin, and she smiled me-
chanically. But she had to moisten
her lips before she could speak,

“I see!” Her volce sounded hor-
ribly choked to her:; she cou'd find
nothing to add to the meaningless
words. _

“Mr. Blondin asks my consent to an
Iimmediate marriage,” Richard said.
“You know my objections to that,
Harriet., of course! We have just
been discussing them, as I explained
to him. This is a painful matter to
me, and I regret it. But Mr. Blondin
has given me no choice but to tell him
frankly why I think him an unsuitable
husband for my daughter. I have told
him exactly what my procedure will

| be in such a case, and I think we un-

derstand each other!”
Royal was smiling the

Harriet loved that |
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of him. ;

“Nina,” he said, tenderly, “is warm-
hearted. And a EhEtIlEE allusion to my
financial position, which I thought I
owed her, has distressed her unneces-
sarily, It will, truly, be out of the
qtll:“:tlf}ll for me to travel, as we had
plﬂﬂned The unfortunate specula-
tions of my friend—"

“Whose name you withhold,” Rich-
ard interrupted the musical voice to
say, dryly.

“Because of a promise!” Royal
flashed promptly.. “But,” he resumed,
turning to Harriet, “I 'shall be able to
negotiate this business, as I assure
Mr,. Carter. without any assistance
Irom nmn or N8 daughter,”” his Iip
curled scornfully, “and I do not pro-
pose to give her up for any three
years—or three weeks!”

Harriet could only look at him fix-
edly, with an ashen face.

“God help me,” she breathed in her
soul. *"God help me!”

“"Well,” said Richard with weary
impatience, “we did not eall you down
to bore you with this! I asked to see
you, Harriet, because Mr. Blondin has
made the statement to me, just now,
that yvou were heartily in accord with

proved of the affair!”

The prayer in Harriet's heart did
not stop as she moved her wrntahed
eves to Blondin.

“1 believed that you and she had
not seen each other since December,”
she reminded him. “I lost no chance
to advise her against the engagement !
I thought it was all over!”

“Well !I” Richard said, with a breath
of relief. He had heen watching her
closely, now he settled back in his
chair and moved his contemptuous
scrutiny to Blondin.

“One moment!” Royal Blondin said,
gently. But he was also pale. “You

“Ask Her—She'll Tell You! Ask Her!”

believe that I would make Nina a good
husband, don’t you?’ he asked Harrlet
directly and quietly.

sShe was not looking at him.
eyes were on Richard Carter,

“I believe you would ruin her life!”
She said, deliberately..

“Thank you,” Richard said. “I think
that is all, Mr, Blondin. I was aware
that you had—misunderstood Mrs.

Her

Carter when you
ment !” |
“Not quite all,”” Blondin persisted.
“You believe that Nina would be wiser
not to marry me?’ he asked Harrlet.

“You—" She cleared her throat.
“You know that I think So!” she said.

Blondin laughed.

“And now, Mr. Blondin, yvou will
kindly leave my house!” sald Richard.

The other man was watching Har-
riet, with a menace in his narrowed
eyes. White lines had drawn them-
selves about his tightly closed lips,
yet he was smiling. He had lost the
game, truly, but she knew he would
play his last card, just the same. The
suavity, the calm of years fell from
him, and his voice deepened into a
sort of cold and quiet fury as he said:

“One moment, Mr. Carter. Why
don’t you ask your wife what makes
her think ¥ won’t make Ninaa good
husband? - Why don’t you ask her if
she has been hiding something from
you all this time? Why don’t you ask
her if she herself wasn't madly in love
—and with me!—when she was Nina's
age, and whether she was married in
my studio, to me, ten years ago—!1"

He had shot the phrases at her with
a distinctness almost violent. Now
his dry voice stopped, but his swift,
venomous look went from the silent
man at the desk to the silent woman
who stood before him., Before either
moved or spoke he spoke again.

“Ask her—she'll tell you! Ask her!”

“Be quiet!” Richard said. “I don't.
believe one word of it!” And then as
the girl neither raised her eyes nor
attempted to speak, he asked her, en-
couragingly and quickly: '‘“Harrlet,
will you tell him that not one word of
that is true?”

Harriet had risen, and was standing
at the back of the carved black chair
with both her hands resting upon it.
She had looked quietly at Blondin,
when he began to speak, and the beau-
tiful white breast that her black eve-
ning gown left bare had risen once or
twice on a swift impulse to interrupt
him. But now she was looking down
at her laced fingers, with something
despairing and helpless in the droop
of her bright head and lowered lashes.

It had had its times of ' seeming
frightful to her, this secret, in the
troubled musings of the past year. But
it had never loomed so horrible and so

made that state-

|

serene, | -

momentous as now, in the silent libra-
ry, with the eyes of the man she loved
fixed anxiously upon her.
trusted, he was beginning to admire
her, and like his wife and his daugh-
ter and his mother, she had failed him.

“Harriet?"' he sald In quick uneasi-
ness. She raised her head now, and
looked at him with weary eyes devoid
of any expression except bewilderment
and pain.

“Yes,” she said, simply. “That is
all-—qulte true. It sounds—" she hes-
itgted, and groped for words—*it
sounds — as {f—"” she began and
stopped again. “But it is all quite
true!” she finished, In the troubled
tone of a child who is misynderstood.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc6000_40_1-0530.jpg
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his plans for Nina and that you ap- |

{ *“T" imagine

75 | consideration, poor child!
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CHAPTER XV,

The curtains at the Frénch windows
in the library at Crownlands stirred
In the breeze of the warm summer
night, the pendulum of the big clock
behind Richard Carter moved to and
fro, but for a long time there was no
other sound in the library. Richard
had dropped his eyes, was idly staring
at the blank sheet of paper before
him,
his arms, for a moment studied’ Har-
riet between half-closed lids, but pres-
ently his eyes fell, too, and with a
rather troubled expression he studied
the pattern of the great oriental rug.

Harriet stood motionless, turned to
stone. If there was anything to be
sald ‘in/ her behalf, she could not say
it now. For the first time the full
measure of her responsibility and the
full measure of her deceit smote her,
and in utter sickness of spirit she
could advance no excuse. It was not
that she had failed Blondin, or that
she had failed Richard, but the extent
of her failure toward herself appalled
her. She was not the good, brave, cul-
tivated woman she had liked to think
nerself; she was one more egotist,
with Nina, and Isabelle, and Ida, un-
scrupulously playing her own game
for her own ends.

“I'm extremely sorry,” Richard said,
presently, in a somewhat lifeless tone.
that if my daughter
known this, she might have been
spared some suffering and some hu-

miliation. But we needn’t consider
that now.” He was silent, frowning
faintly, He put up a fine hand and

adjusted his eyeglasses with a little
Impatient muscular twitching of his
whole face that' Harrlet knew to be
characteristic of his worried moods.
“Mr. Blondin,” he said, wearily and
politely, “I have had a great deal on
my mind, lately, and have perhaps
been hasty in my condemnation of you.
However, this does not™ particularly

| help your cause with my daughter,

There are a great many aspects to the
matter, and I—I must take time to con-
sider them. Nina must be my first
Her mother
failed her—we have all failed her!
She has a right to know of this. con-
versation—"

Harrlet stirred, and his eyes moved
to her., Without a word, and with a
stricken look in her beautiful, ashen
face, she turned, and went slowly
toward the door. When she reached
It, she steadied herself a second by
pressing one fine hand against the
dark wood, then she opened it and was
gone. '

“I'm very sorry——" Blondin said hesi-
tatingly, when the men were alone,

“Mrs. Carter,” Richard said, get-
ting to his feet, and very definitely
indicating an end to the conversation,
“before she consented to the arrange-
ment into which we entered, of course

took me Into her confidence in this
matter!”

“She—she did?” Royal stammered.

“Certainly she did,” Richard said,
harshly. And.looking at him the other
man saw that his face looked haggard
and colorless. “She did not mention
your name, I presume out of a sense
of generosity to ;»;nu, I could have
wished,” he added, “that you had been
similarly generous, and had seen fit
to leave her, and leave my daughter
alone. I think I must ask you to’/ ex-
cuse me,” said Richard at the door.

'His tone was one of absolute suffoca-

tion. *I can see mno object in your
frankness tonight, unless to distress
and humiliate Mrs. Carter., My daugh-
ter, and not myself, is the one entitled
to your confidence, and you are well
aware. of my feeling where she is con-
cerned! I would to God:” said Rich-
ard, with h:treme% “that I had never
Seen your face! Mrs. Carter has been
& useful—and Indispensable |—member
of this family for many years; if there
was in her past some unpleasant and
painful event, that is her own af-
fair— 17

.Not when she marries a man who
I8 unaware of it,” Blondin suggested,
in his pleasant, soft tones.

“That is mine!” Richard said, stern-
ly. And he opened the library door.
“Good evening!” he said.

“Good evening!” Blondin, with his
light, loitering step, crossed the thresh-
old, and Richard closed the door. He
took his chair again and reached
toward the bell that would have
brought Bottomley to summon Nina
in turn. But halfway to the bell his
resolution wavered, disappeared. In-
stead, he rested his elbowg on the
table, and his head in his hands, and
there sounded from his chest a great
sigh that was almost a groan,

Oh, he was tired—he was tired—he
was tired! It was all a mess—the boy,
the girl, their mother, his.own ar-
rangements for their protection and
safety. All a mess. :

She had been beautiful, that glrl
with her golden hair in the lamplight,
and her white arms a little raised to
rest her locked hands on the chair.
Like some superb actress of tragedy,
some splendid and sullen prisoner at
the bar. The slender figure in the dull
wrapping of satin, and the white bos-
om, had looked so young, so virginal,
the blue eyes were so honestly fright-
ened and ashamed. And she had been
that bounder’s wife—in his arms! Di-
vorced! Harriet Field? Poor girl,
cornered by this unscrupulous scoun-
drel, this bully, with all the ugly past
dragged up like the muddy bottom of
a river, staining and clouding the
clear. waters. And what a look she
had given him, there under the lamp !

“It's a funny code,”” he mused. “Bar-
barians, that's what we are, when it
comes to women. Nina, Ida, Isabelle,
Harriet—all of them pay for the man-
made rule! I shouldn’t have forced
her hand in this business marriage:
it was taking an advantage of her. No
woman wants to marry for anything
but love, and if she had married for

. iove, she would have made a clean
He had |

breast of this old affair, of course. I
didn’t exact that. We’'ve made a nice
mess of it, all around!

"1 mustn’t let her work herself info
a fever over all this!” he found him-
self thinking.

But Nina must be the first :_nnaulf-h
ation. He must plan for Nina. He
brought his thoughts back resolutel y—
his daughter must break her engage-
ment now, there was that much gained.
And for the journey to Rio—

“But why didn’'t she tell me!” he
interrupted himself, suddenly.

Royal Blondin, who had folded

 were gradually

had |

+ Harrlet
. eyes.

SOIt 1ood or lamplight, and the flash
of the blue eyes that turnmed toward
Blondin.

“She could have killed him!” Rich-
ard said. "My God! how she will love
when she does love!”

% * b o * b *

Meanwhile, to Harriet had come the
bitterest hour of her life. She had
reached a crossroads, and with steady
fingers and an anguished heart she
prepared for the ‘only step that to her
whirling brain  and” shamed soul
seemed possible. She must disappear.
There was no alternative,

She had harmed them all, they could
only think of her now as an unscrupu-
lous and mischievous woman who had
by chance entered their lives when
they were all in desperate need of wis-
dom and guidance, who had played
her own contemptible game, and added
one more hurt to the hurt reputation
of the house of Carter.

Harriet got out of her evening gown
and into a loose wrapper. She went
about somewhat aimlessly, yet the
suitcases, spread open on the bed,
filled, and her per-
sonal possessions gradually disap-
peared from' tables and walls. Now
and then she stopped short, heartsick
and trembling; once her lips quivered
and her eyes filled, but for the most
part she did not pause.

Nina, at about eleven, had come to
the door between their rooms, and
opened it. The girl was undressed,
and for a few moments she watched
scowlingly, with narrowed

“Are you going away?’ she qaid
presently.  Harriet brought heavy
eyes to meet hers, and stood consider-
ing a minute, as if bringing her
thoughts back a long distance.

“I—going away? Yes,” she said,
slowly. “Yes, I may.”

Nina stood watching, which seemed
vaguely to trouble Harriet, who gave
her a restless glance now and then ak
she went to and fro. Presently she
spoke to Nina again.

“Good-night, Ninn "

“Good-night!” snapped
the door slamn:ad,

Harrlet continued to move about for
perhaps half an hour before Nina's

Nina, and

odd manner recurred to her, on a wave
of memory, and she seemed to hear
agaln Nilna’s ungracious tone.

“He told her!” she said, suddenly.
“She saw Royal, and he told her! Poor
child—"

And she went to Nina's room, with
a vague idea that she would sit beside
the weeping girl for awhile, one heavy
heart close to the other, even if no
words could pass between them.

But Nina lay sleeping peacefully,
and Harriet, after watching her for a
few minutes, went back to her own
room, $She went to the open window,
and stood staring absently out at the
dark summer night, the great branches
of the trees moving  in the restless
wind, and the oblong of dull light that
still fell from the library window.

She could not see the horror as
Richard saw it: she could not see her-
self as only a mistaken woman, a
woman with youth, beauty, and intel-
ligence pleading for her, one problem
more In his life, it is true, but only
one among many, and not the greatest,
She did not see him as he saw himself,
his family as the somewhat trouble-
some, and yet quite understandable,
group of selfish human beings in whose
perplexities he had always played the
part of arbiter. |

To Harriet the thing loomed momen-

,tous, unforgiving, incalculable. It as-

sumed to her the proportions of a mur-
der. Richard, In her estimation, was

‘not what he thought himself, a some-

what ordinary man In the forties
whose life had already held poverty
and disillusionment and wholesome
disappointment, whose nature had
been tempered to humor and generos-
ity and philosophy ; to Harriet, he was
the richest, the finest, the most deserv-
ing of men, and she the adventuress

who had brought his name down to

shame and dishonor,

Until two o’clock she was wretched-
ly busy in soul and body. When the
last of her personal possessions was
packed, and when she was aching from
hea i to.foot, she took a hot bath, and
crept into bed.

But not to sleep. The feverish
agonies ®f shame and reproach held
her., She was pleading with Richard,
she was talking to Nina—she was mak-
ing little of it—making much of it—
she was saying a reluctant “yes—yes—
yes!” to their questioning.

At four o’clock she dressed herself
again, half-mad with headache and
fatigue, and went out into a world
that was just beginning to brighten in-
to faint shapes and colors,

A steamer moved majestically up
the river, the smoothly widening wake
spread from shore to shore; pink light
showed at one cabpin window : and into
Harriet’s somber thoughts came unbid-
den the picture of a yawning cook,
stumbling about amid his soot-black-
ened pots and pans.

With the morning, the peace of a
conquered spirit fell upon her. She
had thought it all to an ending at
last. It seemed to Harriet that never
in her life had she thought so clearly,
so truly, so bravely. Her duty to
Richard, to his children, to Linda; she
had faced them without fear and with-
out deception, tasting the humiliating
truth to its bitter dregs, planning the
few short interviews that must pre-
cede her leaving them all forever.

For Harriet emerged from the fur-
nace the mistress of her own soul.
She had been wrong; she had been
weak ; she had been econtemptible, but
not so wrong or weak or contemptible
as they would think her. She would go
on ‘her way now, the braver for the
lesson -and the shame. And what they
thought of her must never shake again
her own knowledge of her own Iin-
nocence.

Go on her way to what? She did not
know. But she neither feared what the
future might hold nor doubted it. ‘5119
could make her own way from a new
beginning. “But before I go,” said

. Harriet, resolutely, “I must tell him

that I’'m sorry. And I must ask Nina
to forgive me.”

She turned, and buried her face in
the thick, soft sleeve of her coat. ‘But

she dia not cry long, and when Jen-

sen, the boatman, came out on the dock |

at seven, the lady he knew to be his
new mistress was sitting composedly

The !‘enough on her bench, studying the now

reference. was not to Nina. Again he | glittering and sparkling river with
saw the superb white shoulders in the 1 quiet eves. ’
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~didn’t approve of her at all.

Harriet nodded to him, and I'EFEE
somewhat stiffly, to go up to the house.

| She meunted the brick steps with g

thoughtfully dropped head — the
straight shafts of the sunlight were
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“Where Have You , Been?” S8aid
Richard, Sharply, Then, “You Look
e 4

making it impossible to face the house,
In any case—and so was within three
feet of Richard Carter before she saw
him,

He looked fresh, hard, even young,
in his white flannels, They stood look-
ing at each other for a moment with-
out speaking.

“Where have you been?” said Rich-
ard, sharply, then, “You look 111"

Tears, despite her desperate resolu-
tlon, suddenly stung Harriet's eyes.
And yet her heart leaped with hope.

“I wanted to see you, Mr. Carter,”
she faltered. “I couldn’t sleep very
well. I've been down at the shore. But
later—any time will do!”

“You couldn’t sleep!” he exclaimed
with quick sympathy. He looked from
her about him, as if for a shelter for
her emotion. ‘“Here,” he said, “come
down the steps a bit. I was going
down to the court for a little tennis;
Ward may follow me, but he won't be
dressed for half an hour yet. Sit down
here; we can talk.”

They had come to the marble bench
on the terrace, where Isabelle and An-
thony Pope, sheltered by these same
towering trees and low brick walls,
had had their talk a year ago. Har-
riet, to her own consternation, felt
that she was in danger of tears.

“II hardly know how to say fit,”
she began. “But—but you know how
ashamed I am!”

“I know—I know how  vou feel!”
Richard said with a sort of brief Sym-
pathy. “I'm sorry! But you know
you mustn't take this all too hard. I
didn’t—I was thinkilng of this last
night; I didn’t ask you for—well, any
more than you gave me, in this mar-
riage of ﬂum Your divorce was your
own affalr—

The girl’s tired eyes flashed.

“There was no divorce!” she said,
quickly.

“No divorce?” he echoed with a puz-
zled frown.

“I want to tell you about it!” she
sald. But the tears would come again,
“I'm tired!” Harriet said, childishly,
trying to smile.  “I've been up—walk-
Ing. I couldn’t sleep!”

The consciousness that he had been
able to forget the whole tangle, and
sleep soundly, gave Richard’s volce a
little compunction as he said:

“You don’t have to tell me now.
We’'ll find a -way out of it that is easy
for every one—"

“No, but let me talk!” Harriet, in
her eagerness, laid her fingers on his
wrist, and he was shocked to feel that
they were icy cold. “I want to tell
you the whole thing—I want you to
understand !” she said, eagerly, Rich-
ard looked at her in some anxiety:
there was no acting here. The rich
hair was pushed carelessly from the
troubled forehead. She was huddled
In the enveloping coat, a different fig-
ure indeed from his memory of the
superb and angry girl of last night in
the library -Jlamplight,

“MTr. Carter, I never knew my moth-
er—" she begqn But he interrupted
her.

“My dear,” he said, in a tone he
might have used to Nina. He laid his
warm, fine hand on hers, and patted
it soothingly. “My dear girl, if you
feel that you weuld like to go to that
motherly sister of mmcs-—]f you feel
that it would be wiser—"

“Oh, I am going to Linda at once!”
Harriet said, feverishly, hurt to the
soul. “I had planned that! But—but
won’'t you let me tell you?’ she plead-
ed. She had framed the sentences a
hundred times in the long night; they
failed her utterly now, and she groped
for words. “I was only three years
old when my mother didd,” she said.
“Of course I don’'t remember her—I
only remember Linda. I was shy, my
father was a professor, we were too
poor to have very much social life. T
lived in books, lived in my father’s
shabby little study really: I never had
an intimate girl friend! Linda was
always good—angelically good—talk-
Ing of the Armenian sufferers, and of
the outrages in the Congo, and of the
poor in New York’s lower East side—
she never cared that we were poor,
and that we hadn’t clothes!”

“T know—I know!” Richard’'s eyes
were smiling, ‘as if he knew the pic-
ture, and liked it. _

“Well, Linda married when I was
ten, and Josephine came, and then
Julia came. T still lived for books and
babies. .But, unlike Linda, I cared.”
Harriet’s whole face glowed: she
looked off into space, and her voice
had a longing note. *“I cared for
clothes and good times!” she said. “I
adored the children, but I dreamed
of carriages—maids—glory—achieve-
ments! I knew that other women did
it—"

“lI remember feellng that way!”
Richard commented, mildly, as she
paused, |

“Well,” Harriet said, “I met Royal
Blondin one night. He lived in our
town—\Watertown, He had a dreadful,
artificial sort of mother, My sister
A friend
of his named Street was an artist, and

"day.
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hé had a niﬂe I1ftle Wlfe and a baﬁy,=
and they lived In a big; barnlike sort
of studio. It seemed wonderful to me.
They loved each other, and their baby,
but they were 80 free! They would
have the whole crowd to dinner,
twenty of us, bread and red wine and
macaroni and musie and talk: it was
wonderful-—or I thought so! It was
S0 different from Linda's ideas, of
frosted layer-cake, and chopped nuts,
and Five Hundred. I loved the studlo,
and they—they all loved me, and he
—Royal—loved me especially, He used
to talk about Yogi philosophy and .
Oriental religions and poltry, and aft-
er awhile it was understood among
them &ll that he loved me, and I him.
And we were engaged. Of course
Linda suspected, and there was oppo-
sition at home, but in the studio, help-
ing the Qtrevats get their suppers, it
seemed s0 right—so simple! Royal

sald he did not believe In the orthodox
ceremony of marriage. He argued that
no one could live up to its promises,
and I believed him, Miriam Street,
the artist’s wife, was a poet, and sha
wrote the ceremony by which we wera
married. We had a big supper, and
they were all there, and this poem—
this marriage poem—was beautiful. It
was published in a magazine, after-
ward, and called ‘A Marriage for True
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“l Remember Feeling That Wayl”
Richard Commented, Mildly, as She
PE“BEdt

Lovers.” It had a part for the woman
to say, and a part for.the man, and
Royal and I said those, and then it
had a part for the woman's friend,
and the man's friend, and for all their
friends. And then there was a promise
that when love failed on either side,
the two were free, to keep the memory
of the perfect love unstained by the
ugly years.”

She paused; Richard did not speak.
She had told him this much in a sim-
ple, childish voice, a volce that was an
echo of that old time, he knew. Pres-
ently she went on:

“There was-music, and then they all

kissed me, and we had supper, and

they drank our health. I went back
that night to my sister’s; Royal
stayed with his mother., We planned
to go away on our honeymoon the next
I did not tell Linda and Fred
that I considered myself married. I

| knew they would not understand and

would try to interfere.
(To be continued.)
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| Wire Fencing .

Poultry Netting

(Garden Seed

Collars

Garden Tools

YOU WILL FIND A FULL
STOCK OF SEASONABLE
GOODS AT

. M. CULP,
Chestertown Md.,

Opp. Court Hous
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FARM FOR SALE

Fine farm of 212 acres on state road
2 1-2 miles from town and boat. New
outbuildings, about 10 tons of hay and
all corn crops goes with farm. Posses-
sion time of sale. Very cheap and on
very best terms.
CHARLES E. HADAWAY,
Rock Hall, Mdc,
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