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orm Country Polly

CHAPTER Xl|—Continued.
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Pollyop's sobbing volce penetrated
into the young man's darkening sen-
sibllities, and the ghost of a smile
crept to his lips. Then slowly his eyes
closed. The strained relaxed
from about his mouth, leaving it more
boyish; and thus did the Storm coun-
try give back to Evelyn Robertson her
freedom.
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muscles

After that came dark days for Polly- |

op. Even the reproduction of The

Greatest Mother in the World,

lift the

stone

falled to
like a

shanty wall,
load that rested
bosom,
it and dream—dream of a deep-toned
volce telling her of love and a future,
dream of Robert's arms about her and
her head pressed against him.

Up and down she went through the
Silent City, unable to smile, well nigh
unable to speak a word of greeting to
those she met. So sympathetic were

in

her squatter friends that many a fish |

found

thelt

and pan of baked beans
way into the Hopkins hut.

little
in

the

nightfall

never appeared as
sounded after
Robertson garden.

In July came rumors that
Robertson was to marry Marcus Mac-
Kenzie; and that he had bought the
Bennett farm of Oscar's helrs.
fled whispers went from mouth to
mouth in the settlement that he had
boasted how he was going to clear the

the

Just

squatters from the Silent City before |

the coming of Christmas.
night the dark
whom no home 1s closed !q:';i.llwl!
the Hopkins shanty and
Granny Hope. Althoug
of the old withered

One
into
summoned
one

mouth made

less to feed, Pollyop missed the oft re- | candy."

peated assurance that somehow, some

time,

straight.
Late

one day, she took Jerry

Bad

the

she

toward

picture

on

The

Silent City and
Man's Ravine,

cus MacKenzie's fence,
There for a moment
and
ful
and
realized what
plea meant.

her i

loved

Polly
When had been
was ages past, she had
the call in the mother-
3ut as one after another

had dwindled

face, she

that

ones
e
took
1 force had attacked her

the womnar

heard

footsteps

her head:; and al
me Instant the
not
of greeting

lobert

person
or
her
Percival was look-
ing at her, his serious white face hold
ing no hint of smile or welcome. For
a long minute they stared at each oth-
er; then the young man swung
swiftly and strode away.
Crushed almost Into Insensibility,
Pollyop lower and lower untll
Jerry slid away from her shoulders to
the ground. Her beloved had not

yop could move

force a word

tongue, for

from

about

sank

spoken, nor had the pained lines about |

his mouth softened even a little bit!

Afternoon shadows began to stretch
long over the lake and crowd down
upon the Silent City, and still the
squatter girl knelt and wept out her
sorrow and lonellness with no one
near but the Ilarge-eyed, sad little
child, leaning across the thin back of
Billy-goat Hopkins.

At length Pollyop arose, wiping her
worn face on her sleeve. Then she
hoisted Jerry to her shoulders and
turned for a last look at the lofty
mother of the world,

For a minute she gazed steadily.
And then, through the gathering
gloom, she thought she saw a smile
hovering about the beautiful mouth.
Pollyop went nearer by two steps. The
woman was smiling at her, and the
squatter girl, overwhelmed with a joy
that hurt keenly like a Kknife’'s blade,
smiled back, the first smile since
Granny Hope had left her.

Holding Jerry by one arm,
thrust the other hand upward.

“Biggest an’ beautifulest mammy in
all the world,” she faltered, “bless me
an' Jerry an'—an’ Daddy Hopkins
away off up in Auburn prison.”

Reverently she knelt with her eling-
ing burden, and then, swiftly rising,
went back to the shanty, her pale face
radiant with a world-wide blessing,

she

CHAPTER X1

Midsummer was full upon them;
land still Pollyop and Jerry held to
ithelr lonely tenure of the hut, A few
ihurt-hroken letters had reached the
isquatter girl from Auburn, and she
thad pamnstakingly answered them. Yet
in spite of the aaily predictions of the

uantter folks thet Old Mare would
shortly begin again to harass the

which |
hung in its accustomed place on the |
heavy |
her |
No more did she stand before |

| ertson

| shanty door.
Several times Pollyop had made an |

effort to see Evelyn, but the rich girl |

trill |

girl's
Evelyn |

| made,
Terri- |

messenger to |

love would make crooked things |

{ Polly scrutinized her

2 3 !
and

o J | Hopkins thi
the billy goat and walked through the

had |
grown to love in those long-ago spring |
days still gazed out at her from Mar-

halted |
solemnly contemplated the beauti- say I
happy, |

not |

away, |
one but Jerry was left, a clearer |

possession of her. |

Polly was happier. She could not have
explained, iIf she had been asked, why
the agony of doubt had given place to
a warmer glow about her heart when
she thought of Daddy Hopkins, Away
off up there In the gloom of the prison,
he had recelved a mother's benedle-
tion; Polly believed this with all her

Jerry and she too had come in
their share; and this new confi-

soul,
for

! dence lifted the shadow from her eyes |
a little and lessened the stabbing hurt

her side.
The thing

in

that tormented her most

was Jerry's constant mourning for his |

father. Day by day she had racked
her brains for ways to amuse him, but
as soon as the novelty of the play had
ff, the old-time cry would

worn oi

gin:

“Want to play horse wif my Daddy |

Hopkins! Wee Jerry wants Daddy

Hopkins!"

She was :
ing after one of
and wistfully ng It
way to hurry him off

look him one

Ing at
h

1
consider!

there
might be a to
Auburn for a day, when Evelyn Rob-
suddenly appeared I[n the
For a long time
her

days

uncomfortable,

made

her were exceedingly

y, the remembrance of the squatter |

pale, pleading face tormented
was fearful Pollyop
not keep the promise she had
and Marcus MacKenzle would

forever,

her, and she

might

be lost

see the girl that
her In. Overlooking
ertson stepped into

barrassment.

she neglectad to ask
this,
the room In
began,

had

she

“I just

catching her
speak

“Pollyop,”
i breath,

{ I'm go
z

h the absence |
\

to to you.

I came to talk to you about It
to bring the

e, an

and—and baby some

Her expression grave with surprise,
coldly.

his

“Jerry'd rather his

Daddy
retorted,

have
1!.'!}'

in . she
frowning

Miss
shaking her head.

“I couldn't manage

she sald soberly,

Robertson drew back little,

that, I'm afrald”

Pollyop shifted uneasily.

“Mebbe you could get Old Mare to
Jerry to Auburn,
“Jerry'll die if
daddy.

tnke
ventured
his

an' thinner

could
7" she

he don't see
ner i
HJling like mis
Hng like ni

Evelyn pondered on thi

1

disappeared

d something

itated.
urred Miss Rob-
anaged for cloth-
nuch herself
but, as
then per-

ne

to

she wi
s need ;

nand a favor,

haps she had better offer as much
she could
A-l) 11 ’
olly,

awfully 5 |

she ejaculated, “you've been
to me, and you can have
one of my dress you want, and
keep |t I'll persuade Mr.
MacKenzie to get you a permit to go
to Auburn.”

Polly feit her heart grow big
after all,
his daddy

yoe}
any fn

too

Then,

“1 s'spose—] s'spose.,™ she hesitated, |
trembling, “you couldn’t tell your cous- |
|

in Her throat caught In a sob but
she cleared it, and went on, “Just tell
'im Oscar wasn't my maa?"

Evelyn Robertson had often
over the horror of the minutes when
the shameful secret of her
to Oscar Bennett was so nearly dis-
closed to Robert Percival, More than
once had she congratulated herself
upon the cleverness with which she
had avolded that danger. To be sure
her escape had been at the expense
of Polly’s reputation. She regretted
the necessity but reasoned that a good
name could not be much of a loss to
A Ssquatter,

“Of course I couldn't do that,” she
returned sharply. “Why-—why should
you want—"

The squatter girl's gaze lifted to
the speaker's face, and tears welled
over the fringed lids. Then Evelyn
read the truth; and her eyes glinted
and narrowed.

“Merciful Heavens, you're In love
with my cousin?” she exclaimed. “Is
that what you mean?”

The brown head fell forward,
a flame-hot face was hildden In
chestnut curls,

“And he loves you, too,” eried Ev-
elyn, In Qisdain. “What a fool I was
not to discover that before! How per-
fectly awful! That's what has been
the matter with him for months.”

She snatched Poliyop’'s arm and
shook her.

“It's absolutely mad of you to think
of my cousin In that way,” she con-
thued, her volce hoarse with fear,
“Promise me again you'll never tell
him about Oscar?”

Pollyop shook her head,

“I've never told nothin’'; I've sald I
wouldn't,” she replied thickly, almost
sulleniy.

Then Evelyn smiled. The dimples

and
the

h\‘* i

{ hurry.
Evelyn's consclence |
Even |

| Ings,
| wear
So astounded was Polly Hopkinsg to |

Miss Rob- |
em- |

i to be married to Mr. McKen- |

bresathe easlly,

| the dress bene

i did not

i sinall

she could take Wee Jerry to |

lived 5

marriage |

"

played hide ana go seek at the cor-
neds of her lovely mouth., The steely-
blue glint faded from her eyes, leav-
ing them the color of heavenly tints,
She was certaln her secret was as safe
in the breast of Polly Hopkins as It
wag In the heart of the dead Oscar.

“You sha#¥l your father”
sald, dropping her hand, “and you can
have any dress I have to wear. Come
up tonight, at seven, The folks will
be at dinner; and I'll slip out and bring
you In*”

Then she went awsay, leaving Polly
Hopkins alternately plunged Into the
depths of despalir when she thought of
Robert Percival and singing with
gladness over the joy In for
Wee Jerry and Daddy Hopklins.

It was broad day when Polly
Hopkins Wee Jerry playing by
the with squatter

See she

store

still
left
water's

edge SOme

| youngsters and started for the Robert-
morn- |

is spells of weeping, |

s0n

met

home, True to her word, Evelyn
her In the grape arbor at
and hastily led her up the back stairs
to her I»t'rh’imiu.
“There the

“Take anything

seven

closets,” she sald.

like, Polly, but
The cook's In the kitchen, and

ure

you

the other malds are busy.
for fear someone will come to find me.
There's the

Once
Polly's
slons, It
the least

dinner gong™
beautiful
its broad

al 4
flone the

in

swept

room,
gnze dimen-
these surround-
somet!

hing to

Lo

of Rorgeous
She only wi *d
to Auburn, something
brate her visit and do Daddy Hopkins
proud,

and peered

cele

in.

The sound of laughter somewhere In |
{ the

house 4
Shv
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under her hand,

sent a

wave

her. snatched
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down

die¢ and fled
n

she was In the lane again,

v
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to arrange the

know, bu
sure, she had
wear,

After she had
and the door was securely
iy drew the htls

ignti
windows

put the

curtalins

mal Even the

As If She Had Been Handling Eggs,
She Drew on the Beautiful Robe,
Her Bare Neck and Forearms Gleam.
ing White in the Candle Light,

the room lost thelr shadows ; and “The
Greatest Mother In the World” seemed
to stand out more plainly than even
when the sun shone,

Pollyop placed her warm cheek
against the picture and smiled, She
earnestly belleved this wonder-mother
was helping her to go and see Daddy
Hopkins. She turned and looked long-
ingly at the sick little man, then up-
ward to the woman's face.

“You've done so much for me an'
Jerry, ma'am,” she whispered. “Meb-
be sometime you'd make—him-—smile
Just once at me”

Then she took the bundle from un-
der her cot and spread out her treas.
ure, It was a delicate shimmering
silk, ana In it was the color of the
sun just before he salled over the
western hill on his journey around
the earth. There could not be such
another beautiful gown In all the
world, Polly thought. Then she slow.
ly slipped from her own ragged dress
and stopped a moment, contemplating
Daddy Hopking' big boots. Even to
Polly’s primitive mind they did not
seem to be just the thing to wear
with such a dress. So the boots, too,
came off.

As If she had been handling eggs,
she drew on the beautiful robe, her
bare neck and forearms gleaming
white in the candlelight.

Then back and forth she walked, en-
tranced with its voluptuous loveliness,
But twist and turn as best she might,
she could not see the whole of her

| her

| but
I'll go down |

| her
did not occur to her to covet |
She sw ung open a closet door |

r|she did not Intend

| than

| his
|

City and

golden glory; so she took down Daddy
Hopkins cracked plece of mirror
which he had used when pulling out
his shaggy whiskers with the tweezers,
By the ald of it, she could get glimpses
of her slim young figure and the grace-
ful sweep of the skirt. Holding the
glass higher up, she studied her slen-
der neck where the sun had tanned it,
But tan did not matter, for Daddy
Hopkins loved her In spite of It

All at once she heard a knock
against the slde of the hut. Hastily
slipping out of the dress and folding
It, shoved it under her plllow,
Then she put on her old dress and
opened the door,

Larry Blshop was there, extending
her a letter, Taking the note In
amazement, she smiled and thanked
him,

“Aln't you comin' in, Larry?
asked. “Kinda chilly tonight, huh?’
The squatter stepped inside, his cap

his hand.
“Yep,
he returned.
gettin® on?
a while?”

“Sure,

she

in
cold for Poll,”

“Say,

too sumimer,
brat,

Got 'nough beans left for

more'n
“I writ

enough, Larry,”

replied. Daddy In my letter

yesterday how blessed good you'd all |

been to me, I bet, when I get face to
face with 'lm, I'l tell things I
scribble. An' now you go bringin’' me
this."”

She tapped the letter with her fin. |
touched |

gers as a mysterious smile

1 )

lips.

The shook his head grimly,

“You won't be seeln’ your dad very

Pollyop,” muttered, “not If

I guess right
“Mebbe I will,” she told him, finger.

letter

man

800N, he

T

ing the A
She llked Larry Bishop very much,
she was eaten up with curlosity to
of the
Perhaps, oh, might

you get this,

know the contents v;’n'ol..;'«
hand,
“Where'd
asked, holding It
”
plained
me if 1
hut was.
He
the Hopkins girl)’
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up.
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“an' a feller aske
whe Hopkins

. ‘Yep, I'm goin'

“‘Take this letter

was comin’ down
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knowe re the

there

now.,’

to
an' I says, ‘Y ' an'
brung
]

aused
Belng

to, he

is presence,

il persuaded

went out,

! | His footsteps had no sooner died away

Polly
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Her
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Then she turned ]
looked

g0 It
A thril)
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must be me
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ihert
nt her a
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Wit

come again,

ling anticipation she

Tight

velope and by the ligh

ut its contents

1lly at the paper
it s 2% | »
(B2 » (Rl L 4
. _v "
couid not go

d Jerry

reve] ved
Was vers
countis

nearer

! Aos
aear

Daddy’s

on her mind

one had tl

father,
the

it never left her

time she conceived this
thoughts, She
on Lehigh
Valley train from Ithaca to the Silent

often stolen rides the
dropped off where the engine
the Buffalo Spe-
Why could she not
Auburn?

While the squatter girl was making
arrangements carry out this
mighty plan, preparations for the
MacKenzie-Robertson wedding were
going rapidly forward,

took a switeh
cial dashed by.

steal a ride

while
clear to

to

pathy for the dead Oscar, passed the
mostly at dressmakers and
shopa. Her contentment would

days

the

have been complete if her cousin Rob- |
not looked so sad, or if she !
could have rid herself of the sense of |
unhappiness, |

ert had

responsibility for his
But hoping In her flippant way that

all wounld come out well after she was |
married, she gave little heed to him |

and none at all to Polly Hopkins.
Early one morning Polly hopped
quickly out of bed and after a break-
fast of bread and beans, began to dress
Jerry In the best he had,

over the lake,

Polivop wrapped Granny Hope's
old shawl around the little boy and
tied a warm rag anbout hisz head; and
the child, satisfied with his sister's
assurance that he was going to see
his father, sat on the cot widéeyed,
watching her in sllence.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

0. K. Till Their Fuse Blew Out!

Thelr meeting was mutual, She be-
ing immediately attracted by his mag-
netiec personality, while he was not
repelled, for his lips soon made con-
tact with hers, and the sparking grew
Intense. He proposed with lghtning-
like precision, then they were united,
Thelr friends were electrified. Wasn't
it shocking?K. K. Loafbowrow In
Detroit Free Press,

she |

| and so charming.
how you |

| beautiful
she |

| the

can't |
| change taking place.

| the

| trimmed with large han

are

to be seen among

hoping she would open |

Evelyn, happy |
in her new love, untroubled by sym- |

in |

The day |
was chilly, and a fine rain drizzled |

CAPES
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Outer Garment Now Is Important
Part of Wardrobe.

Wraps for All Mours of the Day, From
Earliest Morning Until Late
at Night,
In Paris the. wrap
& most important

to
ward-

has
part of

come

the

robe, For the newer long, loose dresses |

something of the sort I8 always neces-

TO BE WORN WITH SWEATER

be |

sary for an outer covering, and lately, |

notes & Paris fashion
the French woman has been rather
liking the cape In preference to the
coat or the suit.
There s something
graceful about the wrap—so
Is It any
appreclate
much more
their forms.
wraps

80

that French women
lines7—it makes them
when [t
and
senson
and,

80
graces
The capes the of
new

than ever

cape

Aare more

correspondent,

genuinely |
feminine |

wonder |
its |

numerous |
In spite of the threat |

that suits would take thelr place, there |

seems no immediate danger of

that |
There are wraps |

for all hours of the day, from earllest 1

morning until late at night.
of them has its distinet character
own way
occasion.,
Many

luminous

capes are made in that

manner of heaping

And each |
its |

of expressing the feeling of

YO~ |

thinness |

upon thinness until it becomes a com- |

position of varied shadings. Some are

d-made flowers
and with wreaths of smaller blossoms
Then some are covered In places witl
paillettes to make them glitter In

evening gowns they

com-

petition with the

used to cover,
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FOR THE CHILD'S WARDROBE
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OYSTER WHITE CREPE GOWN

This gown of oyster white crepe
with georgette sieeves embroidered in
black, and worn with a black milan
hat whose only decoration is a large
cerise rose--makes an ideal dinner
costume,

Even the sweater has its acecompany-

ing cape, and this one is of white silk

with large black dots.

under

sturdy
the

rgaLn
fona neline
FREF 8Sprii
T € W

D
for

i

CAPE AND DRESS “EN SUITE”

Outfit Is One of the Newest in Spring
Fashions; the Drees Is in
One Piece.

The Ears Are Revealed,
w thi in haird g as in-

€4 12 o
il _.;i'*!

8elf Fabric Decorations Now Bloom.
ing in Charming Profusion on
Many Types of Frocks.

The only surprising thing
great vogue for frocks trimmed solely
with flowers made of self fabrie, which
have begun recently to bloom in charm.
ing profusion, is that the coutouriers
had not realized their charming possi-
bilities before, notes a fashion writer
in the Kansag City Star. Flowers,

along with laces and frills and ribbons |

and other dainty intimate things are
such an alluring and essential part of

the frivolities with which femininity |

decks itself.

These soft, simple, graceful frocks,
with only the shy appeal of a gariand
or mass of these hand-made flowers,
contrast delightfully and restfully with
the ¢laborate and more exotic gowns
to which we have bhecome accustomed
for some time since, It is not a far
cry from the dainty, tiny satin rose.
buds which have long adorned the
dance frocks of the young girl to the

huge and fluffy chrysanthemums and |
dahlinag which now encircle the waist |

line of a frock as its sole trimming.

The flowers are very often of the
same color of the material, making for
a far smarter and more subtle effect
than if the contrasting color were
used, though this Is probably contrary
to one's first thought on the matter,
One of the loveliest types of frocks
seen this season Is the all-white frock
of clinging chiffons or soft silk with
water Hlies defining the walst line all
the way around.

These flowers are made by rolling
the edges of slender strips of material,

about the |

FLOWERS BEDECK THE GOWNS

usually the same as the but in
naturalistic o« with ostrich swirls,
| These much of their dis

{ tinction if they are not closely massed

gown
dors
flowers lose
{ together, unless it he the single flower
which Is used to cateh up a swirling
drapery, or one which has apparently
| dropped carelessly from the mass at
| the waistline and was canght and held
by the end of the sash or a floating
panel,

Canton crepe romain, georg-
ette, chiffon and even broadcloth have
that in their texture which make flow.
{ers of Intriguing realism.,

A new ldea is the single flower at
{ either side of the front and back of

the waistiine with long ends falling
| deboniarly below the hem and giving
{ it the smart uneven iine.

erepe,

A Taffeta Frock,

New jaunty ways to trim the &pring
taffeta frock are band effects of ribbon
or velvet. Graduated black velvet or
{ alternate narrow widths are pretty
on blue taffeta, while colored ribbon,
an inch or helf-inch wide, in rich raln-
bow or orange and henna shades
makes a stunning oriental effect on
brown, Skirts and bell sleeves are
thus decorated.

Spring Sults,

Monkey jackets are back! Newer
than the wvery straightlined jacket
they will probably not be seen quite so
much this spring, but they're on the
way! And designers say that next
fall there wil. be a very decided waist.
line on the new garments for outdoor
Wear,




