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had wished to have her for his own,
“Harden tonched her arm. .
*Afolly. we are just at the hotel,
_Bhe looked up with wild eyes,
o] want to go homwe; let me go home,
Y can't stay with you. I must go
1 "

" His face hardened. He frowned.

" “You're talking nonsense,” he snid
poughly. '‘Please remember that you
‘are my wife, T will talk to you dicect-

. Please be sensible.'’

But Molly was pnst reasoning with,
realized that it was not so much
telegram as his reception of it that

used the slumbering suspiclon In

cart. Bhe followed him into the

| mechanieally., Bhe stood by in
big lounge while a porter brought
'is their luggnge. Theo Harden spoke
‘agaln, and sbe found herself moving
with bim ncross the hall and up the

'.ﬁlll‘"mlllng maid met them, Bhe lookeg
‘st Molly interestedly. Molly wondered
"if every one knew that they were nowly

rried. Hbe glanced down at lrer ring.
:gmmed to hang like a weight on ney

..ﬁ: went over to the window of the
feom ioto which she had been shown
" aod looked out Into the streer. 1t war
- a qulet, ugly street with rows of houses
that all locked nlike; their high roofs
shot out mu:lt of the s:zy and gave
erything a dreary aspect.

"lﬁrden‘ came into the room behind
ber. He closed the door and followed
ber to the window.

¢ 4)olly," he began, She turned, He
was looking nt ber anxiously, *“*Welll"
be sald with w smile. **What am 1 to
sy to be forgiven? What can I do to
woovinee you that there Is nothing se
very terrible in my life after all?”

The banter of his volee hprt her. She
wnderstood now thnt he had always
treuted her as n child, never ns u wom-
an! She bad grown very wise during
the last hour,

For a moment she «id not answer,
(hen suddenly sbe found her voice,

“1t Mr. Fernald had died a wmonth
8go, you would never have married me,

" would you?'" she said.
. The hot blood rushed to his face; his

. ayes fell.
" Molly turned away ond groped for n
r. BShe felt as if some one had
struck her., She dropped into the chair
and hid ber face on her arm. She looked
s forlorn little bride sitting there in
the¢ wedding fioery of which she had
#o proud.

Harden walked a step away and came

ck.
“Molly."" he said gently. He knelt
down beside her, and tried to make her
Jook up. ‘“‘Listen, Molly, and 1'll tell
you the whole truth. I should bLave
told you—soe day—anywny, It's only
" that you will henr it a little sooner."
He took the hand thut lay in hee lap;
the hand that wore hig very new ring.
"I knew Mrs, Fernald years ago—be-
she was married! I-—ghe—we
were engaged—just for a little while, a
few months, I was a poor man then,
Molly—-not rich enough to buy her all
the Trocks und pretty things she wanted ;
and so—so she threw me over."

He stopped, and for some moments
there was silence. Then be began once
more, !

"I never eaw her from the day she
fnt me away till T met her with you
in Little Helpton, when you were look-
Ing over the house next yours. You
must have seen that the meecting was
wot & happy one for me.'’

Molly made u little convulsive move-
ment. She knew she had been blind—
:l;l::rnbly blind wot to bave guessed

“Meeting her like that,”” Ilarden |
went on with diffieulty, *‘reopened all]
the old sores, T--I suppose | cared for
ber more thun she ever cared for nie ; |
At any rate, when 1 saw her ngain, I
new that T -lad never really for- |
gotten,'

Bloll{-'u hand was ‘torn suddenly from
ble. “She lifted her head and looked
It‘l:!lru with wild eyes,

And you never cared for me: you
Ut minde yse of me, Oh, why didn't
guess? Why didn't T guess?”’

CIHIAPTER XXV

“’I;he Begiuning of & New Life
Molly pushed him away when he
Would buve touched her; she vose to her!
t and began pucing the room,
I suppose T couldn't expect

you to
really eare for me—after her,"

she said

gmlngl.‘r. “T kuow ' not pretty like |
e in, ! know thut we aren't—aren't
ybody.'' The words came with little |

yéterlcal pauses between them. She
wrung her hunds In anguish, '
“]ﬂ'h]"h took her by the shoulders, |
1've told you the truth, hoping that |
Toull forgive me."" he said, 1 did
re for her: it's no use denying it.
Ut now, Molly, I swear to You e
'ha could not break awny from him,
']It' | she turned her heag away with a
tle gesturs of repulsion.  Ile had
never belleved that she had so much
.!ar.h of feeling. Vop the first time he
" lh: flllr;mw of the pussionate \.\'numrl'1
“:I.Iwout.t @ girl bie bad so lightly wooed
suppose you knew I liked you,"

she went on, sobbing, ‘I supponexl let

oU kee jt, I was o fool— !

ht thought  you liked ?ngw:un.nui

dl:i't"'ht* OUb, T did think so; I .ml-l|
“Molly,”" said Harden sharply. Tler|

Yolee Lnd broken off with n Hitle sob.

| RE wail, gk she ! 2 -|
l""!: ]‘ ;‘;‘“ hlm?mbhd forward belp |
ald her back in the big chair and|

‘:""l the window wide, llnllmlheld h:-lri

_ “"_J and lookened Lep pretey frock, He |
sed hlmse!? ug bo looked at ber white

o bad told her that he was t ki
ﬁll:“[’r:mh nhlmlowu into nmwhlm-.lll 325
L]
.”1“1‘ bhudrml. brought her into the
0 knew that he had heen unutter-
:l!bilfl solfish: that all along ho had|
o ¥ thought only of Limsoll:
iy i.lwd this gl to protect bimself
4 s love fnr' anaother woman, 1t
4 n his man's way, He hud sacvi-
< ': givl for whom he did not care

|me, Molly, 1 beg of you-—-—

Bhe shook her Lead. .

"1 don't want to go nbroad. I don't
care where we go. If you think we
had better stay here, 1 don’t mind."
Sbe spread her hands with a gesture
of helplemsness, ‘‘Anyway,”’ she paid,
“I'm glad I know!"" Her voice broke,
but she econtrolled it instantly. She
looked up at- him, and the ghost of o
smile curved her Iipu. “Ilow you must
have hated it all!’'" she said, “‘Deing
engaged to me—and—today !’

ie broke out in vehemont denial.

“It's not fair to say that, Tt's nal
true. I am proud and plensed that you !
should—should think enough of me ta
wish to marry me,'’ !

“But—but you don’t love me at all?"* |
she added for him painfully, 'as he
stopped.

ﬁn tried to say that he did, and te
make her believe it: bat he knew that
his voice rang insineere. Ile knew that
she did not believe him—that she never
wonld believe him again.

There was a tragie silenee, Then
Molly lnughed; the saddest little laugh
imaginable.

“Well,”" she said, “it's n good thing
you're rich cnough to he able to keep
away from me when yon want to. Why
—why, we needn’t even—even live in
the #ime house unless we lke.”

He flushed. .

*“You are trying to hurt me. You
are doing all you ean to make me [ee!
what a cad I've been, Molly, if you'd
try to meet me half way! ‘We've been

ooid friends—you toldl me once you'd
ike me for a friend. Can’t we start
from that and make something of our
lives?'”

Nhe shook her head.

““No,"" she sald. **No, I'm afraid ¥
—I ecan’t do that.” +All her tenderest
hopes - and dreams were down ‘fu the
dust, and out of their ruins this man
whom she loved—how well she never
knew till now—wus <atmly nsking her
to turn her romance into—friendship !

And down in Little Helpton Ale: |
Fernald lay dead! The barrier that
had kept Jolhn from the woman e
lovedd was no longer there. Lilith was
free! Tt was John now who was tied,

She could not bear it! A wild long-
ing to get away, to be nlone, seized her,
Bhe felt as if she would burst ont zobh-
bing it she stayed another moment.
Bhe turned blindly to the door. .

Harden followed: He prevented her
from turning the bandle. Ile began
pleading with her.

“You must forgive me! This is our
wedding day, Molly. You'rs not going
to be angry with me today. TI'll do
noything in my power to make you
happy. Mrs, Fernald will never come
into either of our lives. 1 swear to you
that I will never see her any wore, 8he
went out of my life today, when 1
married you, Molly!"

She shivered away from him,

“T suppose—I suppose 1've got to
stay with you,”" she said. *“So—so we
can just pretend to be all right. 1If
that's what yon want, 1'll<I'll stay
here, And—and——"" Her voice trailed
away, only to go on again pussionately,
“Oh, I wish I'd never seen you, 1 wish
I could go back aud find myself at home
agaln—just Molly Dangerfield !**
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The Young Lady Across the Way

When a Young Lady Could Murder

The young ladg across the wuy

eays there really isn't any reacon
why a girl and a young man ean’t
be just good (riends without tle
slightest syllogism uboug it,

“You mean that you ma‘n,'t forgive

ile rm Lis arms around her, -
“Kiss me, Molly,""
Molly  covered her face with ler
handx. 1Ta way treating her like a child ; |
he did not yet understand that she was

n woman with a woman’s Dbreaking
heart.
“Leave me alone, oh, leave me

alone,"” she said wildly.

She broke away from him, and Ieft
him standing there alone in the sllent
room,

CHAPTER XXVI
A Daring Step

After that night, though they lived
in the same houxe, Molly and her hus-
band were almost  strangers.  Rhe
never nsked Tlarden what he did, or
how he spent his time, and she never |
gave him any dotails of her own life.

Before they had been home a week,
people were talking; they bhad known
all nlong that the marringe would be a
failure, so they declared; what cnulrl.
one expect when a man marrled such )
{an unsophisticated girl? No doubt he |
[bad wearied of her before the end of
| their brief honeymoon ; probably her en-

'Ll‘rn family were continually sponging on |
m 1

They felt themselves particularly ag- |
grieved becausn there had veen so little |
entertaining done by the newly married |
puir; the Little ll’el‘;\tnnllcu would have |
given a great deal for n chance tp be!
able to poke around, and see what sort |
of o home Molly had; they would like
to have been given the opportunity to
see how mhe played hostess, and inei-
dentally the opportunity te eriticize and
sneer; it was preposterous, they said,
that such n rleh man should do nothing
for the village,

“Mr. Harden has done a great dea)
for the village,”" so Mrs. Ashford pro-
tested when sueh things were said in her
hearing.  “‘Beenuse he dors things une.
ostentatiously it makes it all the rwll.r,-r:
nobody has any iden of the way he has |
helped the poor of the village.''

Her defense of Lim was met wltltl
silence ; the poor of the village had not |
heen in their nelghbora’ thought at the
moment. i

“Anyhow,"" some one declured after a |
moment, “*Mrs, ITarden ought to make
herself more ugreeable; she visits no-
body, and I'm sure we all called after
her murrioge.’

Mrs. Ashford thought it waws quite
ohvious why Molly bLad not returned
those enlls ; every one hud snubbed her
when her name was Dangerfield, and
she knew Molly well enough to under-
stand that she wus glorying in lher|
new position, and the fact that now she
had it In ber power to suub them in
return,

“And the way she goes about every-
where with thot young Wharton is o
positive scandal !0 some one else |
protested,  “Bhe really ought to he |

that hn{quf;u to about it: every one is talk-

lng.

Mes. Ashford bad notieed  Mally's
friendship for her  husband's  young |
specretary, and been a little disturbed

0 sake of a woman wh about it, but she was not goivg to dis-
X Ith hin whelo heart, yaom be cuss it with these poople.
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PETEY—At Palm Beach
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