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BOOK 11
CHAPTER XXIIT—(Continued),

3 B8, Peter.” Bhe was busily om-
-Y played upon a plece of ambraldery,
land began (o sing softly to herself again
as she worked,—that old wsong which
worthy Mr. Popys mentions having heard
the lipa of mischlevous-eyad Nell

ynn:
“im Beariet tewn, where | was bomm,
There was = falr mald dwellin',
Mada every youlh ory Waell-n-wayl!
Her name wawe Barhara ‘Allen."
mAre you so happy, Charmian?
"0, alr, indifferent well, 1 thank you.
“ALL In the merty tanih of May
When green buds they waere sweliin’,
Young Jemmy Grove on his beath-bed
For love of BHarbara Allsm
“Are you ste-missrable, Pater?”
“Why do you ask?'
“"Recuuse You slgh, and algh,
por Jemmy Cirove in the song.’
“"He was a fooll” paid I,
“For sighing, Petor?"
“For dying."
1 suppowe no philowopher
po—foolish, Peter?"
SN0 mald 15 “eertainly not!"
“It In well to be n philosopher, sn't §t,
Peter
B OHum!" wsald I, and once more aot
about lighting my pipe. Anon I rose
and. }'msnins to the open door, looked

. fro
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the wild face helow,
far hence
Now while, 1

“tomorrow 1 wil! go

you gesed al mysaif 1

heard n rudden gasp behind, and, turn. |

Ing, behinld Charmian
“Patar! In It you?
Arawing back from me
“Whe else, Charmian?
yout"
“Nen—oah, Peter™
“Are you afratd of met

rhn  whinpersd,

™Ma 1 siartle

“You are like ona who has walked with |

—denth'"

I ross to my fest
down at her

‘Ara you afraid of me,
"No, Peter.”

“T am glad of that"
I want to ank vou
mian.'

and stood looking
CRarmian?®"'

mald 1,
e marry

"because
me, Char=

CHAPTER XXV

Ll ETER!"

1 wish you wounldn'e,”

‘Wouldn't what, Ciarmian®" =

“dtir vour tea round and round and
round—it s really most—exasperating!"

I beg your pardon!" sald 1 humbly

"And you eal nothing; and that s niso
exarnorating!'

“T am not hungry.”

“"ANA T wus wo eardful with the bocon

son 11 i fried—bhenutifully—yes, you are
Yery axasperating, Poter'™

Here, Anding | was absent-mindedly
rtirring my tea round and round again.
I guiped It down out of tha way, Where-
upon Charminn took my cup and refilied
it: having done which, she set her ¢lbows
upan the table, and, propping her chin In
her hoands, looked at me

“You climbed out through your window
lant night, Peter?"

Y an

“It must have been a
jucoze!™

¥t

“And why did you go by the window ™'

“1 did not wish to disturb youw.”

"That was very thoughtful of you—only.
you e, | was up and dressed; the roar
of the thunder woke me. 1t was a dread.
ful storm, Peter.”

“Yeu'

“The lightning was awful!"

e

“And you were out In jt?

“Yea"

“Oh, you poor, poor Peter!
you must have bheen''

“On the contrary,” 1 began,

“And wet, Peter—miserably
elummy !

“T Al not notiee It,"” 1 murmured

“Deing a philosopher, Peter, and too
much engrossed In your thoughts™'

T war cartainly thinking.*

iyt yourself!'”

"Yos-"*

“You are n great
Peter ™'

“Am I, Charmlan?"

“Wno but an egoist could stand with
his mind so full of himself and his own

drendfully tight

How cold

wet and

éRgoint, aren't you,

eoncerns as to be oblivious to thunder and

“Do you ever see any—any men lurking about the hollowi"

Ut tipon the summaer night, and sighed,”
coming back sat ‘watching Charme
busy Nngers.

CSCharmian,” sald 1 at last.

*Yes, Poter?’

YO ~ eVEr ses KNy — aAny - mon
abhout the Hollow—when I am

Her needle stopped suddenly,

B she did not look up as she noewered;

"No, Petar!"

L Never?-—ars you-ature, Charmian?”’

{8 needle bsgun to iy to and fro agaln,

I atill sho cid not look up.

FNo—of course not—how should 1 msee

¥ one? 1 scavcely go beyond the Hol-
And=—I'm busy all day."”

Eve—a Eve!" apid & volce In my
_“Isu trivked Adam, didn't abe?—a

L 2]

h this T sat for a long time without
WinE, my mind hurassed with doubls
M & hideous, morbld dread, Why had
Avolded my eye? Her own ware pure
8 truthful, and could not lle! Why,
had they avoided mine? If only she
Bt me!
ntly 1 rose and began to pacs up
n the room.
Are very restlams, Petor!”
' mald 1; “'yem, 1 fear I am-—you
pardon me—"
¥ not read ™
I had not

~
M

thought of my

4 read me something aloud, Peter,*

8 Wil read you the sorrow of Achilles

Eilhe loas of Brigels,™ said I, and, go-

hio the carner, 1 raised my hand to
books—end

talk."
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lightning, and not know that ha i mis~
erab'y clammy and wet?™’

1 thought of others besides myself.’”

“Hut only In connection with yoursalf;
evirything you have «ver read or seen
you apply to yoursslf, to make that self
more worthy In Mr, Vibart's eyes. Is this
worthy of Feter Vibart? Can Peler
Vibart do this, that or the other, and
still retain the rvespect of Peter Vibart?
Then why, being in all things so very
correct and precise, why s Peter Vibart
given to prowling abroad at midnight,
quite oblivious to thunder, lightning, wet
and clamminess? 1 answer: Boonuse
Peter Vibart is too much engrossed by-—
Potar Vibart. There! that sounids rather
eryolic and very full of Pejer Vibart; but
that |s as It should be,” and she laughed.

“And what doex it mesn, Charmian?’

“(lood sr, the aibyl hath spoken! ¥Find
har meaning for yourself.'

“You have called me, on Various og-
canlons, & ‘creature,’ & ‘prdant’—very fre-
aquently a ‘pedant,’ and now, it seems 1
am an ‘egolst,’ and all because—"'

“Hecauss you think too much, Peler;
yvou never open your lips without having
first thought out Just what you are go-
ing to #say; you never do anyihing with-
out having laborlously mapped it all out
veforehand, that you may nol outrage
Petor Vibart's lrangulllity by any im-
pulaive act or speech, Oh! you are al-
ways thinking and thinking-~and that s
even worse than stirring, and surring
at your ten, as you are doing now.” |
took the spoon hastily from my cup, and
jald it se far out of reach ms poasible,
“If gver you should write the book you
once spoke of, It would be just the very
sort of hook that 1 should—hate.™

“Why, Oharmiant’

vHocause it would be a book of art-
fully turned phrases; a book in which all
the charscters, eapecially woman, would

| My
| 0 woaman of whose past he knowa nath-
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BROAD 2

A Tale of 19th Century England, Fuil of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance

| mghaed, and Jookedl at me with her head
| 16 ohe side. “Ware they all Wke you,
Peter, | wonder—those old philosaphers,
Erim and stern, and torribly represisd
with burning Pater, and wilh very
long chins Epictetus was, of courne!
And you dislike Bpictetus, Charmian’
I detest Wim! Me wan just the kind
of porson, Peter, whe,
sleop, would have wandered out into &
tereible thunderstorm, In the middla of
the night, and, being cold and wet and
elammy, Pater would have drawn moral
lessons, and nmde epigrams upon the
thunder and lghining, Eplctetys, 1 am
quite sure, was a—person!”’
“"He waus one of the wisest, gentleal and
most lovable of all the Stoles!” said 1
"Can a philosopher possibly ba lovable
Peter™ Here | very absent-mindedly
ook up a fork, but, Ainding her eys upon
me, lald it down again,

ny e,

‘You are very nervoun, Peter, and very
pile ind worn and haggard, and all be-
caune you habitually —overthink yourself |
and, Iindesd, there 18 aomething very (ar
wWrongE with a man  who persevaringly
stira an empty cup—with a fork!"” Amd.
with a langh, she took my cup and, hav-
Ing once more reflled it, set it before
me

“And yet, Poter—1 den't think—ne, 1
don't think I would have you very much
changed, after all”

"“You mean that you would rather 1 re-
mained the pedantle, egotistical ecrea-
ture—""

"I menan, Peter, that, belng & woman,
I natumlly love novelly, and you are
very novel—and very interesting.”

“Thank you!” said T, frowning

“And more contradictory than
woman!"

“Hum!" said 1

“You are so strong and simple—an wine
and brave—and do very weak and foolinh
and timid!

"Timid?* sald 1,

"Timid!"" nodded she,

"I am n vast fool!” 1 moknowliedged,

CAnd T never knew a man anything
like yon before, Pater!"

“And you have known many, I under-
tand?™’

“Very many."

"Yes—you Llold me
believe,"

"Twice, Peter; and each time you be-
came very silent and gloomy! Now you,
on the other hand,” she continued, “have
known very few women?’

"And my life has been calm and un-
ruffled In consaquence!"

"“You had your books, Peter, and your
horseshoens."”

"My books and horseshoes, yes.'

“And were content?

“Quite content.'

“Untll, ohe day—a woman—cams
you."

“U'ntll, oné day—1 met a woman.*

“And then—""

“And then—1 asked her to MArry mea,
Charmian.' Here there ensusd a Pause,
during which Charmian began to pleat
n fold in the tablecloth
“That wah ratheéer—unwise
wasn't it?" sald she at last,

“How unwisa?"

"“"Because—she might—~have tnken you at
your word, Peler."”

“D¢ you mean
Charmian?”

“Oh, dear. no! | have arrived al no de-
elsion yet—how eould 17 You must glve
me time to consider.'”” Here she paused
In her pleating to regard It critically,
with her hend on one side. ""To be sure,'
eald whe, with a lUttle nod, *“to be surs,
you need some one to—to look after you—
that is very evident!"

“Yen.'

“To cook—and wash for you."

“Yen."

“To mend your clothes for you'

“Yen'

“And you
petent™’

'*Oh, Charmian,

“Thank you!" aaid sahe very solemnly,
and, though the lnshes had drooped, 1
felt the mockery of her eyes; wherefore
I took n zudden great gulp of tea, and
eame near choking, while Charmian be-
Ean 1o pleat another fold in the table-
cloth

“And so Mr. Vibart would stoop to wed
w0 humble a person as Charmian Brown?
Peter Vibart would, actually, marry

Any

a0 once before, 1

to

of you,

that—that you won't,

think me—sufficlently com-

I—yen."

ing™

Yo

y Il“l'. I'
wouldn't

“Why ™

“Consldering Mr. Vibart's very
idenls In regard to women.*”

“What do you meanT’

“Didn't you once say that your wife's
name must be above suspiclon-—like Cae-
gur'a—or something of the kind?*

“Did 1T—yen, perhaps 1 did—well?*

“Well, this woman—thia Humble Person
har no name at all, and no shred of repu-
tation left her. Hhe has compromised
herself beyond all redemption in the eyes
of the worid.”

““But then” sald T, “this world
have nlways mutually despised
other.* .

“She rmn away, this woman—eloped
with the most notorious, the most accom-
plished rake in London.'

|-wnil?li

“Oh'!=la not that enough?"

“Enough for what, Charmian®™' | saw
har busy Angers faller and tremble, but
her volce wan steady when she an-
awered:

“Ennugh to make any—wise man think
twice before asking this Humbie Person
to—to marry him.”

“1 might think twenty times,
would be all one!"

“*You—moan—-71"

“That If Charmian Brown will stoop to
marry & village blackemith, Peter Vibart
will fAind heppiness agaln; a happiness
that 1a not of the sunshine—nor tha wind
in the trees—Lord, what n fepol T was!"
Her fingers had stopped altogether now,
but ahe neither apoke nor raised her
head,

“Ctharmian," =sald T,
aoross the tahle, “speak.*

“Oh, Peter!"” sald she, with a suddan
break In her volee, nnd stooped ber bead
fower. Yet In a litle she looked up at
ma and her oyes were very sweet and
shining

Now, as our glances mot thus, up from
throat to hrow (hare crepl that hot, slow
wava of color, and ip her face and in her
oyon 1 soomod to read joy, and fear, and
shame, and radiant joy again, HBut now
she bent her head once more and atrove
to plait another fold. and could not
while T grew suddenly afraid of her and
of myself and Jonged to hurl aside the
tabls that divided us, and thrust my

anid I

ngnin, wouid be rather—unwise,
Ly

and 1
ench

and It

leaning nearer

Ing there my tabae

Charpisn T

with her
“Patar!’
. ““Yoa,
wonder why so grave rson
. MM“&" -4

being unable to
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to get in wid a good

WITH THE ENEMY

~Yonden Opinien,

“Wilhelm Hindenburg Zeppelln Tirpitz Abdul Prans Yoreph Schrmidr”

Pian-o-ln

Hill sald she must hnve gified hands
To play such muaic sweat

But then, of course, he didn't know

S8he played It with her feet.

J | 'J' I‘.I;Ill‘f:’!_’”

"How cume to be & second
man?"
“Tough luck boss, I wns never able

thing on de
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Hard Luck
“What ars you hers tor, and why,
miaguided friend?* gueried one of
prison paracns re-

cently.

of the
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“Well, you see;, alr, I'm the victim
uniucky number 11"

“*Tell me all about it=that uniucky
"

“Yes, slr; 12 Jurors and one Judge™
=London Oplnlon,

Desperate Moments!

~—AND THE WORST IS YET TO COME

How to Get It

“Say, Tom, lend me B until tomor=-
row, I've laft my wallet nt home.""

“I'm sorry, old chap, but I haven't
the cash to spare! However, I can teil
vott how to get it very easily.”

“How 2"

““Here's a nickel; go home and get
your wallet.”

THE PADDED CELL

Edith—Whiat made you Eo lite to-
day?

Edythae—Well, you ses 1 teook
phioes to the cobbler's to have
hesled, and he soled them

my
them

DID IT EVER HAPPEN TO YOU?

| AL v
Tommy—8ay, dnd, who was Bhyiock?

Dad—What! Don't know who Shy-
lock was? What do I saend you teo
Bunday school for? Go and read your
Bible

THE TROUBLE WITH
MOST MARRIEDHEN IS
THEY Too 300N FORCET
THE LITTLE GIFTD THAT
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Dusa-unco‘tt}z COURTING
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:ma:t. WAITING
BUT 172 WORTH
WAITING FOR TH
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THESE CANDIES

I
AND COME O THE. OWL? AN
WiTH 1T, THE IDEA OF
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FINE SPEEIH TN Cr

[on' You DEAR oLD
MACK!!

Barber<Try a bottle of this prepata-
tion, slre, Splendld thing for buldness
Customer—Perhaps It ls. but I've got

all the baldness | want. thank you
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Pationt (after X-ray oxaminmtion)—
goin’ to run them movin' plolers they

awY
‘l?u“lll-'lhl.
',“ sev Ihe

"

==L —— —— —  —— — 1

~dlaw York
Nurse, could ye foind cut where Lhey"
uk o me isoldes? i
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