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- Thb deep lines about bis mouth
smoothed miraculously out.

“Judith,” he whispered, “—you—

r3 | sure.you fold me the truth a while ago,

when you sald—you sald—’

“Yes, yes,” Shirley andwered, put-
er young arm under him, thin
ing dnly to soothe the gnxiety that
seemed vaguely to thread sqfne vague
hallucination.

He fled again. “It makes it
gasier,” Hie sald. He looked at Valiant,
his mind seeming to slip farther and
tarther away. “Beauty,” he gasped,

“you didn’t go away after all, did you!
I dreamed it—I reckon. Il be—all

Killed. | right with you both.”
itk wecds and erjepe & Buci He sighed peacefully, and his eyes
§ iitate . the. place, Vallant turned to Shirley’s and closed. “I'mi—
hich
gg-:-':m O winn oo auadiincet o the |80 glad,” he muttered, “so glad I—
Shiriey -ud; the polece L he | qidn’t really do It Judith. It would
hac hia father | have—been the—only—low-dawn thing
o aetodnt of & duel b whith Doc- —I—ever did."
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CHAPTER XXXI.—Continu
In the little haircloth trunk b
her room lay an old scrapbog
held a few leaves torn from letts
many newspaper clippings. | From
these she had known of his work, his
marriage, the great commercial suc-
ceps for which his name had stood—
the name that from the day of his go-
ing, she had eo seldom ut-n wn her
lps. Some of with
his habdits and idiosy: N ts of
. an altered personality, and aldofness
or loneliness that had set him apart
‘and made him, In a way, a stranger to
those who should ‘have known him
best. Thus her mind had come to
hold sdouble image: The grave man
these shadowed forth, and the man
ahe had loved, whose youthful face was
in the locket she wore always an her
breast. It was this face that was
printed on her heart, and when John
Vallant had stood before her pn the
porch at Rosewood, it had seemed to
bave risen, iustinct, from that old
grave.
. He.bad not Kept silence!” He had
written! It pealed through her brain,|
like a mufed bell. But Beauty Vali-
ant was gone with her youth; in the
room near by lay that old companion
who would never speak to her again,
the ‘litelong friend—who bad renlly
falled her thirty years ago! .
md 1n a tin box a mile away lay a lev
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“H» won't rouse again,” the| doctor

He Went Upstairs, Into the Bedrooms
One by One.
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Valiant sat the couch, the major
©opened his eyes suddenly.
‘whispered. “Whére's
" Bhirley?”

She was sitting on thc porch just
outside the open window, and when
#he entered, tears wore on her face.
The doctor drew back silently; but
‘when Vallant would Iuv. done 5o, the
‘major called him neare:

“No,” Ne panted; “T un to see you
two together” His volce was very
‘weak and tired.

As she hn.l and tauched his hand,
be smiled whimsically. “It's mighty
he “but T can't get it

out of my head that its Beauty Vall-

-: and beckoned to Jereboam.

The doctor went swittly to the door

“Come n

ow, Jerry,” he sald in a low volce,
‘quickly.”

The old negro tell on his knees by
the couch. “Mags’ Monty!™ he cried.
“Is you' gwine away en leabe ol' Jer-

? le yo'? Mare

The cracked but loving voice struck
across the vold of the falling sens
For a fust time the major opened his
misting eyes.

“Jerry, you—black scoundrel!” he
whispered, and Shirley felt his head
grow heavier on her arm, “I reckon it's
—about time—to me golng—home!"

CHAPTER XXXII.

unciation.

The grim o that gathered in
haste that afternoon did not ride far.
Its work had been singularly well
done. It brought back to Damory
court, however, a white bulldog whose
broken ‘leg made his would-be joyml
bark trafl into a sad whimper
owner took him Into welcoming lrml,

Next ‘day the major was carried to
his final rest in the myrtled shadow of
St. Andrew’s. At the service the old
church was crowded to its doors.
Vallant occupled a humble place at
one side—thp others, he knew, were
older friends than he. The light of the
late atterncon came dimly in through
the stained-glass windows and seemed
to clothe with subtle colors the voice
of the rector as he read the solemn
service. The responses came broken-
Iy, and their were tears on many faces.

Valiant could see the side:face of
lthe doctor, its saturnine ' grimness
strangely moved, and ond him,
Shirley and her mother. Mahy glanced
at them, for the major's will had been
opened that morning. and few there
had been surprised to learn that, save
for a life-annuity for old Jereboam,
he had left everything he possesped
to Shirley. Miss Mattle Sue was be-
side ghem, and between, wan with
weeping, sat Rickey Suyder. Shirley's
arm lay shelteringly about the small
shoulders ae if it would stay the pas-
sion of grief that from time to time
shook them.

The evening before had been further
darkened by the child's disappearance
and Miss Mattle Sue had sat throigh
halt the night in tearful ‘anxiety. It
was Valiant who had solved the riddle.
In her first wild compunction, Rickey
had gasped out the story of her meet-
ing with Greef King, his threat and
her own terrorized silence, and when
he heard of this he had guessed her
whereabouts. He had found her.at
the Dome, in the deserted cabin from
which on a snowy. night six years ago,
Shirley had rescued her. She had fled
there in her shabblest dress, her toys
and trinkets left behind, taking with
her oly. a string of blue glass beads
that had been Shirléy's last Christmas
present.

“Let me stay!"” she had wailed. “I'm
not fit to live down there! It's all my
fault that it happened. I was a coward.
1 ought to stay here in Hell's-Halt-Acre
torever and ever!" Valiant had car-
ried her back In his arms down the
mountain—she had been too spent to
walk.

He thought of this now as he saw
that arm about the child in that pro-
tective, ‘almost motherly gesture. It
made his own heartache more unbear-
able. Such a little time ago,he had
felt that arm about him! .

He leaned his hot head against the |
cool plastered wall, trying to keep his
mind on the solemn reading. But Shir-
ley's voice and laugh seemed to be
running eerily through the chanting

lines, and her face shut out pulpit and
lectern. It swept over|him .guddenly
that each abominable Four could but
make the situation impossible

for them both. Hs hall seen her as
she’ entered the church, had thought
her even paler than in the wood, the
Dluish shadows dgeper under her eyes.
Those delicate charms were in eclipse.

Aud 1t was he who was to_blame!

It came to him with a stab of en-
lightenment. - He had " been thinking
ounly of himself all the while. But for
her, it was his presench that had now
become the unbearablp thin A cold
sweat broke on his forehead. .
for I am a stranger with thee, uq a
sojourner; as all my fathers were. | O
spare me & ke, that | may recoter
my strength before I go hen v
'rn. Intoning volce fell dully on his

‘hna-ul Te pass out of her

life, to a future empty of ber?  How
could he do that? When he had

ed from her in the rain he had felt a
frepzy of obstinacy. It had seemed 6o
clear that the barrier must in the end
7ield before their love. He bad never
thought of surrender. Now he told
himself that fiight was all that was
left him. She—her happiness—noth-
ing else mattered. Damory court and
its Tuture—the plans he bad made—the
Vallant name—in that clarifying u-
stant he knew that all these, from that
May day on the Red road, had clung

about her. She bad been the inspira-
tion of all.
“Lead, kindly Light, amid the encircling

gloom.

The voices of the unvested choir
rose clearly and some one at his side
was whispering that this had been the
major's favorite hymn. But he
scarcely heard.

When the service was ended the
people filled the big yard while the
last reverent words were spoken at the

She Tried to Imagine That Letter's
Coming to Her—Then. Thirty
Years Ago!

srave, Valiant, standing with the rest,

trley, with her mother and the
dootor\pass out of the gato. She was
not looking toward him. A mist was
before his eyes as they drove away,
and the vision of her remained waver-
ing and Indistinct—a pale blurred tace
under shining halr.

He realized after a time that the
yard was empty and the sexton was
locking the church door. He went
slowly to the gate, and just outstde
some one spoke to him. It was Chis-
holm Lusk. They had not met since
the night of the ball. Even in his own
preoccupation, Valiant noted that
Luek's faco seemed to have lost its
exuberant youthfulness. It was worn
as If with sleeplessness, and had a
look of suffering that touched him
And all at once, while they stood look-

ing at each other, Valiant knew what |

the ofher had waited to say.

“I won't beat about the bush,”
Lusk stammering. “I've got to ask
you something. 1 reckon you've
guessed that I—that Shirley—"

Valiant touched the young fellow's
arm. “Yes,” he sald, "I think I know.”

“It's Do new thing, with me,” sald
the other hoarsely. “It’s been three
years. The night of the ball, I thought
perhaps that—I don't mean to ask
what you might have a right to resent
—but I must find out. Is there any
reason why I shouldn't try my luck?”

Valiant shook his head. “No,” he
sald heavily, “thero 16 no reaso

The boylsh look sprang back to
face. He drew a long breath.
“Why, then I will" he sald. “I—I'm
sorry it I hurt you. Heaven knows I
didn’t want to!"

He grasped the other’s hand with a
man’s heartiness and went up the road
with & swinging strfde; and Vallant
stood watching him go, with his hands
tight-clenched at his side.
o e e e e
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A little later Valiant climbed the
sloping driveway of Damory court. It
seemed to stare at him from & thou-
sand reproachful eyes. The bachelor
red squirrel from his treecrotch
looked down at him askance. The
redbirds, flashing through the hedges,
futtered disconsolately. Fire-Cracker,
the peacock, was shrieking from the
upper lawn and the strident discord
seemed to mock his mood.

The great house had become home
to him; he told himself that he would
make 1o other. The few things he had
brought—his books and trophies—had
grown to be & part of it, and they
should remain. The ax should not be
laid to the walnut grove. As his fa-
ther nad done, he would leave behind
him the life ho had lived there, and
the old court should be once more
closed and deserted. Uncle' Jefferson
and Aunt Daphne might liye on in the
cabin back of the kitchens, There
was pasturage for the horse and the
co and for old Sukey, and some
acres had already been cleared for
planting. And there would
swans, the ducks and. chickens, the
peafqwl and the fish,

A letter had come to him that morn- |
The corporation had resumed | cotton bales

ing.
business with credit unimpaired. Pub-
lic opinion was more
now. A place walted for him there,
and ove of added honor. {n- a concern

‘| gloom, glinting from

sald |

that had rigorously cleansed itsel? and
already looked forward to 'a new ca-
reer of prosperity. But he thought of
this now with no thrill. The old lite
50 longer called. There were still
@ unpeopled spaces ‘somewhere
man's hand and by were na’
[6d, and thers was work there
um -onld Relp hit to bear, if not for-

Ho paced up and down th poreh un-
der the great gray columns, his steps
spiritiess and lagging. The Virginia
creeper, trailing over its end, waved
to and fro with a sound Iike a sigh.
How long would it be before the lawn
was once more unkempt and draggled?
Before burdock and thistle, mullein
and Spanish-needle would return to
smother the clover? Before Damory
court, on which he had spent such
loving labor, would lie again. as it lay
that afterncon when he had rattled
thither on Uncle Jefterson's crazy
hack? Before there would be for him,
1n some faraway corger of the world,
only Wishing-Hoase and the Never-
Never Land?
| In the hall he\stood s moment be:
|fore the fireplace, his eyes on its
| carven motto, “I clinge:"” the phrase
was like & spearthrust. He began to
wander restlessly through the house,
|up and down, ke a prowlisis animal
| The dining-room looked austere and
chill—only the little lady, in hoops and
lovecurls who had been his great-
grandmother sthiled wistfully down
Ptrom her gilt frame above the consolo
—und In the lbrary a melancholy,
deeper than that of yesterday'se trag-
edy seemed to hang, through which
Devil-John, drawing closer the leash
of his leaping hound, glared sardon-
fally at him from his one’ cold eye
The shutters of the parlor were
closed, but he threw them open and |
let the rich light plerce the yellgw
the figures in
the cabinet and weaving a thousand
tiny ralnbows in the prisms of the
great chandeller.

He went upstalrs, into the bedrooms
one by one, now and then passing his
hand over a polished chairback or
touching an ornament or a frame on
the wall: fpto The Hilarium with fts
records of childish study and play.
The dolls stood now on drese-parade
in glass cases, and prints In bright
colors, dear to little people, were on
the walls, He opened the shutters
here, too, and stood some time on the
threshold before he turned and went
heavily downstairs.

Through the rear door he could see
the kitchens, and Aunt Daphne sitting

he could dimly see the green rocks,
and the white froth of the water bub-
bling and’ chuckling down over thelr
rounded ojtlines to the shrouded level
below. The mopy lifted finally and
olred thrgugh the sky, blowing out

of stars. Upder its
l(hl & gossamer mist mbM the land-
scape in a shimmering opalescence,
in which tree and shrub altered their
values and became transmitted to sil-
watching over a de-
mesne of violet-velvet shadows filled
with sleepy twitterings and stealthy
rustlings and the odor of wild honey-
suckle,

At the last he stood before the old
sun-dial, rearing its column
pearly clusters of blossoms.
no hours but the happy ones:
the inscription with
breath. Then, groping at its base, he
lifted the Ivy that had once rambled
there and drew up the tangle agaln
over the stone disk. His Bride's-Gar
den! §

In the library, an hour later, sitting
at the big black pigeonboled desk, he
wrote to Shirley:

“l am leaving tonight on the mid
night trgin. Uncle Jefferson will give
you this note in the morning. I will

not stay at Damory court tn bring
more pain into your life. I am golng
very far away. I underitand all you
are feeling—and so, goodby, goodby.
God keep you! I love you and I shall
love you always, al

CHAPTER XXXIII, B

The Volce' From the Past.

Though the doctor left the church
with Shirley and her mother, he did
| not drive to Rosewood, but to his of-
|fice. There, alone with Mrs. Dan-
|dridge while Shirley walted in the
carrlage, he unlocked the little tin
box that had been the major's, with
the key Mrs, Dandridge gave him,and
put into her hands a little packet of
yellow olled-silk which bore her name.
He noted that it agitated her pro-
foundly and as she thrust it into the
bosom of her dress, her face seemed
stirred as he had never seen it. When
be put her again in the carriage, he
patted her shoulder with a touch far
gentler than his gruff gooddy.

At Rosewood, at length, alone in her
room, -n- sat down with the packet in
hes the long bours
since frat the little key had lain in
her palm like a live coal, she had been
all afire with eagerness. Now the
moment had come, she was almost
afratd.

She tried to imagine that letter's

under the trumpet-vine piecing a nine-
patch calico quilt with little equares
ot orange and red and green cloth.
Two diminutive darkles were sprawle

on the ground looking up at her wigh
round-serious eyes, while a wary ban-
tam pecked {ndustriously about their
bare legs.
“En dun Mul de roostah say,
Aunt Daph? |
“Ol' roostah he hollah to all’ he
wifes, Oo—o00! Oo—o00!  Young
Mars' come!—Young Mars' come! |
Young Mars' come!’ En dey all mlglnv\
| skeered, ‘case Mars’ John he cert'n’y |
fond ob fried chick'n. But de big mh
key gobbler he don’ blleeve et ‘tall. |
‘Doubtful—doubtful—doubttul!’ he say
lak dat. Den de drake he peep eroun
. en he say, ‘Haleh! Haish!

Fo' he done seed Mars' John
sho’ nufl. But et too late by
n, fo' Aunt Daph she done grab
Mis’ Pullet, en Mars’ John he gwine-
ter eat huh dis bery evenin' fo' he|
suppah. Now you chillun runs erlong |

home tex, yo' mammles, en don’ yo'|
pick nonePob dem green apples on do
way, neldah.”

It was not till after dark had come
that Vallant sald goodby to the gar-
den. He loved it best under the star-
light. He sat a long hour under the
pergola overlooking the lake, where '

| ago!

caming to her—then. Thirty years
A May day, a day of golden
| surishine and flowers. The arbors had
been covered with roses then, too, like
those whose perfume drifted to her

now. Evil news files fast, and she
| had beard of the duel very early that
| morning.  The letter would have

reachqd her later. She would have

| fled away with it to this very raom
to read it alone-
|

a8 she did now!
CONTINUED)
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Value of Talk.

Talk has the reputation of being the
| cheapest thing there ts. As supply
and demand have something if not all
to do with values, doubtless the sup-
Iy of talk s what gives it a bargaln
| counter value.

Things that are cheap lack enduring
quality.

It talic were confined to the things
done more than to the thing sald, it
would have a greater value.

Some one asked Edison if he experi-
| enced much inconvealence on account
|of his deafness. He replied that he
| thanked God for it every day, since It
protected him from the distracting ef-
fect of other people's talk. He could
thus live his own life, think his own
thoughts, do his own work {n his world
of silence.

REALLY USED COTTON BALES

Popular Idea Concern™§ Battle of
New Orleans Has Been Found
to Be Correct.

Interest in the slumbering cotton-
bale theory of the battle of New Or-
leans was aroused by the finding of &
water-color picture map of the original
battle plan {n an abandoned trunk mi
the celler of the St. Charles hotel.
Little is known about the drawing rvr[
the other contents of the trunk which
has remained unnoticed for years in a |
dark corner.

; Five veterans of the battle b

be the|

than friendly |

added thelr siznatures to the
able map to attest the fact that §
a true representation of b

plan as made under t

Andrew Jackson by his

neer, H. Laclotte. It shows
whith a marg

says was 1,000 feet long with a pro- |
longment extending 600 feet into tha
woods. Some historlans deny tha |
story about the use of cotton bales.
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The Hve veterans who say they | flipows b Shies.
fought behind cotton bales were Jo- | J] o8 fake iheselestons fa your |
seph St. Cyr, Jean Lamothe, P. M.
Laplce, Charles Raymond and Jean
Gervals. Pen plctures of these men
appear In the footnotes. N &
The finding of the picture is time- .
Iy, says the New Orleans Item, as it -
will be of service for the staging of 30
the battle, which is to be one of the
leading features of the Exposition of Days
BIS Ideas.
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Translator of “Arabian Nights.”

The “Arablan Nights” did not be
s until 1704,
into

t with the

s Galland
used to at the students, re-
turning in the early hours of
the morning, would knock at his deor |

and demand the recitation of & tale

of my reach and I'll lose umooo.
and my carefare home!™
/“This {s terrible!” cried Knocke-'

Tight! The enmgineer thought of a
new Argentine tango and he bad to
8to] lndbha'ulalh'ﬂnm He's

m
cast doubt on the
la

the tales was |
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