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Suddenl_,v uproar proke out ‘lll‘lﬂtallﬁ!:
there were thumping feet, shrieks.
wild laughter, and slamming doors.
With a suddenly lightened heart Rich-

“Amy Hawkes—Amy Hawkes—Amy

Hawkes—Come Into Court!” Ward
Intoned. “Drunk and Disorderiy!”

wmi'd ran up the wide, square flight to
ihe landing.  Flis son, in pajamas that
were more or less visible beneath his
streaming robe of Oriental silk, was
pirouetting about the upper hall with

& siphon ‘of soda water. Subdued
gigrles.and smothered gasps indicated
that the young ladies were somewhere
mear. in hiding, Young Hopper, un-
der Ward's direction, was investigat-
sng doors and alcoves.

“Amy Hawkes—Amy Hawkes—Amy
Hawkes—come into court!” Ward in-
toned, “Drunk and disorderly!”

“Here, here, here!” Richard said.
“What's all this?”

Amy and Nina, with hysteric
shrieks, immediately forsook cover,
and dashed down to him, clinging to
him wildly.

“Oh, Father! Make them stop! Oh,
Mr. Carter., save us!” screamed the
glids In delicious terror. *0Oh, they
got poor Francesca—she's locked up
in your room! They climbed up our
porch, after they swore to Harriet
that they wouldn't make another
sound—" _

Harriet nmow appeared in the hall-

. way, her hair falling in a braid over

sexplained,
rthen the boys locked her

~pekea at this point,

~coler flooding her
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her shoulder, and the long lines of the
black robe she wore giving her figure
am unusual effect of height. She did

net see Richard immediately, for she
‘had eyes only for Ward, as she caught
his ®houlder, and took awayv 'the si-

phon.

“Now, Ward—look here,” she said,
gternly. “What sort of honor do yvou
call this! Half an hour ago I thought
afl this nonsense was stopped® Shame
oit you! Those girls promised me—"*

She saw Richard, and laughed, the
face.

“Ar1en't
s el

Ofyee

t they simply shameless!” she
“I had thenr all settled down.
Nina, where’s F'rancesca? You

Harriet said, in rapid explanag

tion #0 Richard, “I gave the girls my

room tonight, so that they could all

The girls,
her severity,
now, and
weak
Yions,

“I'rancesca unlocked that door, and
rashed into Mr. Carter’s room!” Amy
wiping her eyes. « “And
in there!”
The composed reappearance of Fran-
however, added to

entirely unalarmed
had deserted
were clinging to

laughter and feeble

by
Richard
her with
expiana-

the general hilarity,

“Fou did not lock me in, Smarties!”
Francesca drawled, childishly. *“They
adimbed to the balcony, and we were
—well, we were undressing,” she said
te Richard, “and here they were ham-
mering and velling like—Ilike Si-
wwashes! We orabhed our wrappers,

‘we wanted to—"

“4we wanted to lock them out

“aere!” Amy explained, laughing un-
«ontrellably. “But—"

“And I snapped off the light—"
‘Nina iﬁtﬂt"pﬂﬁt“rt!, with deep satisfac-
Holl.

“And, mind you—"

J

#And, Pather—"
““And the wonder was that we didn’t

die of fright—"

“Now, lf:mL. here,” Harriet said., iIn
the bﬂhET “I'1l give yvou all exactly two
minutes to quietsdown. Never in the

course of my life—"
tichard thought her maternal indul-

eence delightful: "he thought the
_ynung people who clung ahout her
charming In their apeologetic and

laughing promises. Ward and Bruce
Hopper mounted to their own reglon;
Richard went with the girls and Har-
riet to the rooms that had been at-
thcked. Pilgrim, the tireless, was al-
ready there, replacing pillows, straizht-
ening beds, untwisting curtains. The
girls, with reminiscent bubbles of

laughter, began to help her.

~awav!”

After the last good-night€isRichard
and Harriet had no choice but to ¢ross
the hall again, and they siood there
for a moment, laughing at the recent
excitement. |

“After twelve,” Harriet said, with
‘a smiling shake of her head. “Aren’t
they young demons! However,” she
added in an undertone, “it’s the best
thing in the world for Nina! This
sort of ﬂﬂllEEI‘l?E will blow cobwebs
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THE TRANSCRIPT, CHESTERTOWN, MD., APR. 22, 1922

Kichard was only conscious of a
dpshe to prolong this intimate little
moment of parental consultation.

“She doesn't speak of Blondin?' he
asked, o

“Not at all. The birthday came and
went plaeidly enough,” Harriet an-
swered, suddenly intent after her
laughing. And as he did not speak for
a second, she looked up at him, inno-
cently. “You don’t think she’s hiding
anvthing?” she asked, anxiously.

“I—no,
answered, confusedly. Their eyes met,
and he smiled vaguely. Then Harriet
slowly crossed the hall to the door of
the guest room, where she was spend-
ing the -night, and gave him" an only
half-audible good-night. Richard stood
watching the door for a moment or two
after it had closed upon the slender,
dimly seen’figure. Then he went to
his own room, and began briskly
enough to move about between the mir-
rors and dressing room, windows and
bed. But two or three times he
stopped ' short, and found himself
staring vacantly into space, all move-
ment arrested, even thought arrested
for whole long minutes at a time,

Harriet, entering her room, closed
the door noiselessly, and remained for
a.long time standing with her hands
resting against it behind her, her eyes
alert, her breath coming as if she had
been running. There was only a night
light in the bedroom : the eovers were
still tumbled back from her sudden
liecht toward the rioting yvoungsters in
the hall.  She got back into her bed
and opened her book. But for a long
tinie she neither slept nor read;'her
eves widened at the faintest sound ot
the summer night; her heart thumped
madly. when the curtains whispered at
the window, or the wicker chairs gave
the faintest creak. It had not been
on'y for Richard that the midnight
hour of responsibility and informality
shared had had its thrill.

One o'clock. Harriet closed her book
and snapped off her light. But first
she went to the window and leaned out
into the sweet darkness, There was
shadow unbroken everywhere; no light
in all the big house was burning as
late as her own.

et e B LS

CHAPTER XVI.

After that life took on a mysterious
fragrance and beauty that made every
hour of it an intoxication to the mas-
ter and mistress of Crownlands, The
fact that their secret was all their own
was all the more enchanting. To the
domrestic staft, te the children, to the
outside world, life went upon its usual
smooth way. Mr. Carter would be in
town tonight, Mr. Carter was detained
at 1he office, Mrs. Uarter was chaperon-
ing the young people, there were (low-
ors for Mrs, Carter. That was all Bot-
tomzley and Pilgrim and Ward and Ni-
N Saw.

Jut to Harriet and Richard the de-
licious, secret game of hide-and-go-seek
made everything else in the world in-
s:igniﬁn:_':ei'm:.—. Harriet, opened the hoxes
of flowers he sent her with a heart suf-
focating with jov. Richard consented
to be absent from the dinner.table
over which she presided with an ag-
ony of renunciation that
him feel ill. When he chanced one day
to meet hLer with Ninaz, in a breezy,
awninged summer restaurant, the
sight of the slender figure thrilled him
as he had never heen thrilled by any

woman he had ever known, He was
to speak to her, to hear her voice! One
day he bought her shoes; in the shop
she looked at him for approval. He
thought the shoes, low shoes with
buckles, that showed the silk-clad an-
kle, very suitable and pretty. He was
thrown into sudden confusion when
the shoe clerk turned to him with a
murmured mention of the price.

Ten dollars? Richard fumbled for
his purse. He had met her walking
alone in the Avenue ; she had said that
she must get shoes, Huhdreds of other
men were presumably buying their
wives shoes, up and down the bril-
liant street. But Richard found the
adventure shaking to the soul.

“They’re lovely shoes,” Harriet said,
as they walked out inteo the sunshine,
She told him that she was to meet
Nina at his mother’'s at five. Richard,
with sudden eagerness, wondered Iif
she would spend the interval in hav-
ing tea somewhere, but instead they
went into a bookshop, and she carried
a new book triumphantly away. “It's
a frightful day in town,” Harriet said,
“and if we're a little early weé may
all get away to the country that much
sooner ! |

She established herself contentedly
beside him when they did finally start
for Crownlands. Ward, beside Han-
sen,cdid most of the talking ; Nina was
silent, and Harriet noticed that she
was very pale. Richard was repeat-
ing to himself one phrase all the way;
a phrase that he found so thrilling
and absorbing that it was enough to
keep him from speaking aloud, or lis-
tening to what the others said,

“I Jove her—I love her—I love her!"”
thought Richard. And sometimes he
glanced sidewise at her, her beautiful
hair rippling in thick waves under the
thin veil, her face a little pale from
the heat of the day, her glorious eyes
faintly shadowed. When the swift
movement of the ear brought her
shoulder against his, their eyes met
for a smiling second, and it seemed to
Richard that his heart brimmed with
the most delicious emotion that he had
ever known. L

Nina complainead of a headache
when they reached home, and went
early to bed. Harriet, when she had
tubbed and changed to an evening

gown, glanced in at Nina, and thought

almost made |

I hardly think so,” Richard ! .

i

F

the girl asieep. ‘I'neré were men
guests for dinner, and afterward there
was bridge., Harriet sat with Madame
Carter for awhile, for the old lady had
also dined upstairs, went about the
house upon her usual errands, and,
going to her own room, found Nina
reading, at about ten o'clock. Nina
did not look up or speak as Harriet
came in.

The door that led to Rwhard’s mnrn
was’' not only unlocked, but actually
ajar. Harriet gave it a surprised
glance, and spoke tfo Nina, in the next
I'o0OIn,

“Nina, did you unlock this door?”

“What door?” Nina called. “Oh,
ves!” she added. “I did.”
“Oh,” Harriet murmured. And she

stepped to the door, and looked into

Richard's room. ;
upstairs sitting

It was a seort of
room, furnished simply, In man
fashion, with deep leather chairs on

each side of the fireplace, broad tables
carrying only the essential lamps and
ashtrays, a shabby desk where Rich-
ard kept personal papers, and book-
shelves crammed with novels, Har-
tiet, making o timid round, saw Bal-
rac and Dickens, Dumas and Fielding,
several Shakespeares and a complete
Meredith, jostling elbows with modern
novels in bright jackets, and yellow
French romances losing their paper
coyers. . .

Suddenly her heart turned to water:
some tiny sound in the gilence warn-
ing her that some one had entered.

fiﬁl ': . ",l
’fillgi’l Mk

Y ok
l,ﬂmlllli
l' '

|
. ~,~,’.\

“Giving My Room the Once OGCver?”
He Said,

in the
apart-

discovered Lere
of his own private
ment. He was standing not three
feet away from her. For a second
they stared at each other with a sort
of mutual trepidation,

“Hello!"” he said; then matter-of-
factly, “I brought home a paper to-
night; I wanted Unger to see it! 1
left it in the suit [ wore,”

He stepped to the dressing room,
and probed in a pockef, without mov-
ing, his pleasant look from her.

“Giving my room the once over?”’ he
said.

“Nina left the door onen. I've never
been in here before,” Harriet said, {ry-
ing to make her voic2 gs natural as
his own, /Confused and ashamed, she
was hardly conseions of what she said,

“Heore we are!” Richard glanced at

She turwed,
very center

the ﬁﬂper he had found. “See here,”
he said, presently, going to a win-
dow, “come here a minute, 1 want te
show you this! You see,” they were
both looking out into the moonlight
now, “vou see, this is where I propose
to build on that big room downstairs,
throw the library into the blue room,
and have a big sleeping porch upstairs
here,” he explained. . *“Perfectly feasi-
ble, and yet it will make a different
house of it!” \

Harriet commented interestedly
enough. But. she heard his voice
rather than his words, and saw only
the well-groomed, black-clad figure, the
shining patent-leather shoes, the fine
hand that indicatéd the changes.

Perhaps he was conscious of confu-
sion, too, for his words stopped, and
presently they were looking at each
other in a strange silence, Richard still
smiling, Harriet wide eyed.

Then suddenly his strong arms held
her close, and her blue, frightened
eyes were close to his, and she felt
everything else in the world slip away
from her except the exquisite knowl-
edge that she loved this man with all
her heart and soul.

“I want to tell you something,”
Richard said, quickly and incoherent-
ly. *I want you te know that I love
you—I think I've always loved you!
this wasn’t in our bond, I know, but 1
think I couldn't have wanted you so
without loving you! If—if the time
comes, Harriet, when you can care for
me, you’'ll tell me, won’t you? That’s
all I want, just to know that you will
tell me. You're going to tell me, your-
self! I'm going to make you love me!
I'll be patient—I'll not hurry you—but
some day you'll have to tell me that
I've—I've won you!”

He had spoken swiftly, almost stern-
ly, with a sort of desperate determina-
tion. Now he freed her arms as sud-
denly as he had grasped them, and
added, in a lower tone:

“Until that time I'll not—not even—
kiss the top, of your hair, Harriet,”
he said,.

In the mad rushing of her senses
she could neot find the right word,
but she detained him with an entreat-
ing hand. Her eyes, shining with a
look that he had never seen there be-
fore, were fixed gn his. But Richard
did not look at her eyes, he looked
down at the hand she had laid on
his own.

“T don’t think,” Harriet said, breath-
lessly, “that I can ever like you any
more than I do!”

She had meant {t for surrender; her
heart was beating wildly with the
glorious shame of a proud woman who
gives herself. But Richard was not
looking at the betraying eyes. In the
great new love that had swept him
from all his old moorings there was a
deep humility. He only heard her say
that she could never learn to love him.
He hent his head over her finger tips,
and kissed them, as he said quietly:

“But I'm going to try to make you,
just the same!”

Then he was g mng.‘ and Har riet W%
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' tenderly.

stanamng alone 1n the softly IMghted
room,.  For a few moments she re-
mained perfectly still, with her white
hands pressed to her burning cheeks.

| Then, shaken® with joy and surprise,

with a delicious’/ terror and' something
of a child’s Innocent chagrin, she
went noiselessly back to  her own
room, closed the communicating door,
and undressed with pauses for the
dreams that would come creeping
over hody and soul, and hold her in
their exquisite stillness for long min-
utes together.

She was brushing her hair when
Nina suddenly appeared, and came
lifelessly in to sit on/ the edge of
Harriet's bed.

“T want to ask you something!”
Nina said, In an odd voice. *‘“And,

BT Mney ’
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“And, Harriet, | Want You to Tell Me
‘the Truth!”

Harriet, T want you to tell me the
truth !”

| Harriet, turning, faced her hetween
two curtains of rippling gold. She
saw a new Nina, a subdued, thought-
ful, serions woman in the old confi-
dent Nina’'s place.

“But first I ought to tell vou that
I wasn't with Amvy today!” ‘Nina said.

“Oh, Nina! Must we begin that sort
of thing?” Harriet reproached
But she was puzzled by Nina's man-
ner. “Back to school-girl tricks!" she
said.

“Never hack to a school-girl,” Nina
said, passionately, “I’'ll never be that
again. Harriet,” she went on, “I've
written Royal three times, since my
birthday, and I've s¢éen him twice.”

“Tou saw him today?' Harriet ven-
tured. |

“T went there this afterncon.,” Nina

admitted, heavily, Then suddenly,
“Harriet, did my father pay him—did
he take money-—to break our EI]FHEE-
ment 7"’

“Nina, -what a horrible thought! QOf
course not!” Harriet could fortunate-
ly answer in perfect honesty. ‘

“Oh, Harriet,” K the girl caught her
hands, turning sick and imploring eyes
toward her, “are you sure?”

“Nina, dear, your father would have
told me!”

“He might not—he might not!” Nina
said, feverishly. “But if he did—!"
she whispered, half to herself. “That’s
Pilgrim, I rang for her,” she said, of
a knock on her own door. *“Ask my
father to come up, will you?” she said
to the maid, when Pilgrim appeared.
“Welll settle it now!”

“Mr. Carter is just coming up,” Pil-
erim said. And a moment later Rich-
ard, with an interested face, came
through Nina’s room, and joined them.
Harriet had had time only to knot her
hair back carelessly, and slip into the
most formal of her hig Chinese coats.

“Father,” Nina said, when they three
were alone together, “did Royal Blon-
din take a check from you ten days

agn?"’ |

Richard, taken unaware, glanced
sharply at Harriet, who shook her
head, with an anxious look. He sat

down beside Nina on the bed, and put
a fatherly arm about her.

“Ah, Father, don’t put me off!” the
girl begged. “I wrote him, after my
birthdayv,” she said, “and told him
that money made no difference to me.
He didn’t answer. Then I got Bruce
Hopper to ask his mother to have
Blondin meet her at the club for tea,
and I saw him then. Bruce,” Nina
cast in, still in the new, self-contained
tone, “has been wonderful about it!

T know he only seems a silent sort of |

never forget what he’s
done for me! Roval,” she resumed,
“didn’t want to see me, and said he
had promised Father that it was over.
He—but I needn’t tell you all he said.
It sounded—" Nina clung to her fa-
ther's hands, and shut her eyes. “It
sounded so—so false!” she whispered,
bitterly. “So I went to his studio to-
day!” she presently continued. “And
—there were two or three women
there, but it wasn’t that. They were
—well, perhaps they were just having
fun, But—" And Nina looked piti-
fully from Harriet’s sympathetic face
to her father’'s troubled eyes. ‘“But
I've not been having much fun!” she
faltered, with a suddenly trembling
mouth, “I've been planning—pray-
ing |—that somehow it would come out
right. He told me today that he had
promised not to see or speak to me
for two years,” she sald, slowly. “I—
Father, T knew that he had a reason!
He was changed. I never saw him so!
And two hours ago,” she pointed to
the door that led into her father's
room, ‘“two hours ago I went in there,”
she sald, “and I looked over your own
check book. Father, did you write
him a check? Was that the stub that
had ‘R. B. on it?”

Richard looked at her sorrowfully.

“I'm sorry, Nina,” he said, simply.
“T told him von should not know, from
me! I would have spared you that.”

For a few minutes there was silence
in the ronm. Then Nina said bravely,
through tears:

“T don’t know why you should be
sorry for what will save me months
of slow worry, all at one blow! You
and Harriet needn’t worry any more,
I'm cured., I've been a {fool, let himn
flatter me and lie to me,” said this
new Nina, with bitter courage, “but
I'm over it now. I'm sorry I gave you
miuch trouble, IMather s

“My darling girl,” her father said,
“I only wish 1 coyld spare

N e g

boy, but I'll

her. .

' radiant Harriet.

‘she said.

“mother,

rasa

you -,lll LiIL :

“Better now than two or three 3&&1’3
after we were married,” Nina said.
“Plenty of girls find it out then! Fa-
ther, I want you to get that check,
through the clearing-house, for me,”
she said, heroically, “and I want to
keep it. If ever I'm a fool about a man
again, I'll take it out and look at it!”

“T have it; I told Fox to get it to-
day,” Richard said. “You shall have
e

Nina had turned suddenly white; it
was as if a last little hope had been
killed.

“You have it!” she whispered.
cashed it, then!”

“He vcashed it the next morning,”
Richard said. Nina was' silent for a
moment.

HHE

“How you must laugh at me, Har-

riet!"” she said then.

“I? Laugh at vou!” Harriet said,
stricken. “My darling girl, I am the
last woman in the world who could do
that! I was only your age, Nina, when
I met him—-you know that story. Why,
Nina, vou're but eighteen, after all;
you'll have many and many an affair
before the right man comes along,”
Harriet said. “You'll look back on this
some day, and say, ‘It was an experi-
ence, and I learned from it! It is only
going to make me happier and more
sure when the man whom I really love
comes to me!""”

Nina, sitting between Richard and
Harriet on the bed. looked wistfully
from one face to another.

“T'Il try to make it so, Harriet!”
And somewhat timidly she
added, “Father—and Harriet—shall
you feel dreadfully if I say that I don’t
want to go to Brazil? I'll tell you
why. Ward is going out to the Gardi-
ner ranch, and Bruce is going, too, and
it seems to me that riding .and camp-
ing and living in the open air will be—
well, will seem better to me than just
being on the steamer! I dread seeing
strange places and meeting people,”
said Nina. “The Gardiner girls were
simply darling to me the term they
were in school, and—don't you remem-
her, Harriet %—we were the only people
who took them out for Christmasg and
Easter holidays, and they llke mel

Mnd—if you weuldn’t be too disap-

pointed, Harriet, I believe I would like

| it better!”

“My darling girl,” Harriet - said,
warmly, “you must do what Sseems
right to you. But you won't need me?”
she added, tactfully.

“Well, you see Mrs. Gardiner and
Mrs. Hopper are sisters,” Nina ex-
plained, readily, “and they'll be with
us. But if you'd like to come—we are
golng camping in the most glorious
canyon that you ever saw!" Nina in-
terrupted herself with sudden enthusi-
asm. “And I am so glad I really can
ride ! I'd feel so horrible if I couldn’t!”

“I think you'll have a wonderful two
months of it,”” Harriet said, “and then
Granny’ll be coming West, to spend the
winter in Santa Barbara, too!
now, Nina love, it's after eleven
o'clock,” she ended with a change of
tone, “and you have had a terrible
day! We will have to do some more
shopping tomorrow afternoon, and try
on the riding habits, and do a thousand
things. And, Nina,” Richard heard her
add tenderly, when his daughter had
given him a rather sober good-night
kiss at the door of her room, “when-
ever yvou feel sad and depressed about
it, just remember to say to yourself,
‘This won’t last! In a few months the

sting will all be gone!”

“Nina is ‘in safe hands!” Richard
said to himself, thankfully, as he
closed the door. He carried a memory
of Harriet's earnest eyes, her low, ea-
ger voice, her encouraging arm about
Nina's shoulders.

% i * *

They were all at breakfast when he
came down the next morning. His
in one of her lacy, flowing
robes she always wore before noon,
laid down a letter half-read, to smile
at him. Ward; his dark head very
sleek above his informal suminer cos-
tume, was deep in talk with Bruce
Hopper, who had evidently ridden over
from the country club, and was in a
well-fitting, shabby jersey that became
his somewhat lanky frame. Nina,
somewhat silent, but interested 1n ev-
erything, wore an expression of quiet
self-possession that her father found
touching. Nina was growing up, he
thought.

Completing the group, and officjat-
ing at the foot of the table, was the
She looked as fresh
as one of the creamy rosebuds that
were massed in the dull blue bowl be,
fore her, her shining hair framing thé
dusky forehead like dull gold wings,
the frail sleeves of her blue gown fall-

pr3
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. ing back from her rounded arm.

E

“You're late, my son,” said Madame
Carter, as he kissed her temple,

“Never mind,” Harriet said serenely,
“I've just this instant come, and he
saves my face! Do turn that toast,
Ward!” she added. And to the maid,
“Mr. Carter's fruit, Mollie, please.”

Breakfast was the least formal of
all the informal meals at Crownlands,
Bottomley was never in evidence until
the late luncheon; mail and newspa-
pers, and the morning gaiety of the
young people all made for cheerful dis-
order.

“If you're going into town at ten,
Father, we'll go, too,” Nina suggested.
“But I can't,” she was heard to mur-
mur in an undertone to the disappoint-

ed Bruce. “I have to get clothes; don’t
?‘H d:r"
“Oh, Brazil—Brazil—Brazil !”, the

youth sald, disgustedly,
sound of it!”

“These clothes are for the ranch,”
Nina said, smiling. Both her father

“lI hate the

"and Harriet augured well from the

youth’s instantly transformed face.

“Sayv—honestly?’ he asked, inelo-
quently, with an irrepressible grin.

“T think so,” Nina murmured. The
rest of their conversation was inaudi-
ble: they presently wandered forth to
finish it on the tennis court. Ward
followed his grandmother upstairs, and
Harriet and Richard were left to fin-
ish their breakfast alone. }

“You look tired,” Harriet said, ris-
ing, when his omelette came in, and

. pausing beside the head of the table

for an instant on her way to the

pantry.

“I had a bad night,” Richard ad-
mitted. “But that's not all you’re go-
ing- to have for breakfast?’ he pro-
tested.

“] never have more!” Harriet
smiled. “I'm sorry about the bad
night,” sald she.

L]

ble, and they do it so nicely!

And

| looked at him ' expectantly.

| going to think of that!”

“T couldn’t help thinking—" Rich-
ard began. “What is it, Mollie?’ :he
added, harshly, to the hovering maid.

“Nothing—no matter—sir,” Mollie
stammered, retreating. “It was just
that the man about the sheep came
sir—" she faltered,

“The sheep!” Richard echoed,
frowning. Harriet laughed gayly.

“Oh, ves!” she said.
had ordered two or
sheep,” she explained,
lawns cropped.

“I told you I
thiree g young
‘to keep our
They look so adora-
Has he
got them, Mollie?” she added, eagerly.
“Oh, I must see them! \I'll be back in
exactly five minutes, Mr. Carter,” she
said,

“What are we supposed to do with
them in winter?” Richard asked, smil-
ing. ,

“{}]1 thm will have a little—a little
byre!” she answered, readily. “You’ll
—you'll like them!” And he heard
her joyous voice - following Mollie

| AWWY.

Richard pushed haﬂh his plate and
looked irresolutely after her. Then
suddenly he rose and walked through
the pantry, asKing two startled maids
for Mrs, Carter. Etelka had been sev-
eral years in the house without ever
seeing “him” in this neighborhood be-
fore,

Richard crossed a sunshiny brick-
walied yvard, where linen was drying,
and went through a brick gateway
that gave on a neglected little lane.
The lane had once been the driveway

for a carriage and a prancing patr,
but there were only riding horses at
Crownlands now, and three of these
were looking over the wall at the
grass-grown road. And Richard found
Harriet here.

She was on her knees, in the pleas-
ant green shadow of the old sycamores
and maples; her back was toward him,
She was looking up into the face of
the old stableman, Trotter, who stood
before her, his crooked, dwarfed old
figure still further bent, as he held

two strong young ewes by their thick, |

woolly shoulders.

As Trotter gave him a respectful
good morning, Harriet sprang to her
feet and whirled about and Richard
saw the woodeny stiff legs of a very
young lamb dangling from her arms
and the lamb’s meek little black-rub-
ber face close to the beautiful face he
loved.

“Oh, Richard!” she said, carried
away by her own delight. “Look at
it! Isn't it the sweetest darling baby
that ever was! Oh, you sweet!” she
sald, putting her lips to the little wool-
ly head. |

“You are!” Richard said quite with-
out premeditation. ,

Harriet laughed, surrendered the
little lamb to Trotter and followed
the old man’'s departure to the stables
with an anxious warning.

“They're to have this little enclos-
ure all to themselves,” she explained
to Richard when they were alone.
“He's going to build them a little
shed.” And as Richard, his back lean-
ing against the low brick wall, made
no immediate' attempt to move, she
“Shall
we go back?’ she suggested. |

“That sounded very pleasant to me,”
Richard said with deliberate irrele-
vance,

Harriet looked at him in puzzled
silence, E

“l1 mean your calling me Richard,”
he said.

She flushed brightly and laughed.

“Did 1?
Richard!” she explained.

“S0o you abandon me on the Brazil

‘trip?” he asked, watching her seri-
ously., ‘
“Well—?” Harriet shrugged. *“I

thought you had to go,” she added.
“'m—T'll confess I'm disappointed,
But to have Nina want to do anything
Is such a relief to me that I'm only

“Yes, I have to go,” Richard said
slowly. “I must be there for a month
at least. But I'm disappointed, too.
I got thinking of it, in the night—I
couldn’t sleep! I'm disappointed, too.”
He fell silent. “I wish,” he said hesi-
tatingly, ‘“that you had not told me
that you—you don't feel that you—are
going to love mel” he said. “I love
you with all my heart and soul. It—
well, it’s all I think of now. I want—"
He tfurned and picking an ivy leaf
from the wall looked at it intently for
a moment and tore it apart before he
let it fall. “However,” he said phil-
osophically, smiling at her,/“we'll let
that wait!” 4

Harriet, close to him, laid one hand
upon his shoulder, |
“You misunderstood me,” she safy
steadily. “What I said was that I
could not love you more than I do!
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For a Long Minute They Looked Into
Each Other’s Eyes.

Aren't yﬂu——evéru—guing to under-
stand?”
For a long minute they looked

into each other’s eyes.

“Harriet, do you mean it?’ Richard
said then  simply. :

“Yes,” she answered,
I've always meant it. I've always
loved you, I think. No #fman could
want any woman to love him more!”

The blue eyes so near his own were
misty with sudden tears. In the de-
serted little lane, in the blue summer

“T mean it!

I always think of you as.
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sycam{}res they were alone,
put his arms about her.

And for a moment he held all the
beauty and fragrance and laughter
and tears that was Harriet close to
his heart; the soft hair tumbled, the
brown, firm young hand resting on
his shoulder, the warm cheek against
his own, |

A Dbreeze rustled through the
branches high above them: the
blue river, beyond the brick wall,
flowed on in  an even sheet “of
satin; two birds looped the enclosure
in a sudden twittering flight: and
from the stable region came the plan-
tive bleating of a mother sheep. But
to Harriet and Richard the world was
all their owif

"My wife!” ‘said Richard Carter. .

(THE END,)

KENNEDYVILLE

Miss Cynthia Clendaniel, of Phila<4™
delphia, was the guest of her parents,
Mr. and Mrs. John Clendaniel.

Mr. John Dukes returned to New
York on Monday after a pleasant visit
with relatives, |

Mr. Walton Redmile and wife, of Bal-
timore, and Miss Palmer Redmile, of
Wilmington, spent the week-end with\
their parents, Mr. and Mrs. Harry Red-
mile,

Miss Sara Staats, of Orange, N. J.
spent the past week with her parents,

Rev. and Mrs. B. B. Staats, at the /
manse. |
~ Miss Lillian Busick, of Baltimore, %
spent the week-end with Miss Elisa-
beth Pennington.
Miss Sue Johnston spent the Raster
holidays with her mother, Mrs. Anna
Johnston.

Mr. James Haggerty and family, Mr.

John Haggerty and wife, and Miss
Bonwell, of Wilmington, spent Sunday
with Mr. and Mrs. Willlam King.

Miss Carrie Hessner, of Philadelphia,
spent several days with her mother,
Mrs. Augusta Hessner.

Mrs. Henrietta Roeder has returned
home from a visit with relatives in
Washington, D. C.

Rev. B. B. Staats attended the New
Castle Presbytery on Monday, return-
ing home on Tuesday evening.

Miss Thompson, of Phila., spent the
week-end with Mrs. Rachel Redmile

and family.

"A Kentucky Belle,” the entertain-
ment given so successfully by the
young people of Kennedyville on Mar.
10, will be repeated at Worton on Apr.
27. : '
Service this Sunday morning at
Grace Church at 11 o’clock, Rev. B. B.
Staats, pastor. |
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W. M. CULY,

Successor to

Lofland & Culp

Wire Fencing

Poultry Netting
Garden Seed
‘Rope Traces
Bi.ridles

Collars

(zarden Tools
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YOU WILL FIND A FULL
STOCK OF SEASONABLE
GOODS AT

WM. M. CULP,

F
Chestertown, Md.,
022. Corart Hous
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,

The MAIELD 'L

SEED BOOK F REE

f‘fﬂﬂﬂli!ﬂlﬂhm a3 seedsmen, §ives you the b“'“ of
lmtn!_fnrl'.t

WM. HENRY MAULE; i g

a27-tf.




