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and Starlight

I’O“g;gfh't sald Q madltntively:
T"ilke moonlight and aturll;ht' laylr:'
fn the holler of your hand, don’t it?
And the clerk, being, like many other
derks, an imprisoned poet, foreed I.um-
pelf to smile at the magnificent West-
erner'n poetry, though to do so he had

%

ol '?u'.u';"':m e, dnd ¢ e

e of her puplls, s the oirts, MUrmured. ‘“‘Say, ba reasonable — I
s %ﬂcﬂf& ,g:;,:;,',,z ,i,,,',ai:,.::: wanted You to read that book '

Jen o Ja ot The IAum of Chiswick glared, and through _ghe

glare slowly emorged n delighted sénine
of humor and a satisficd dexire for
unusual experiences, He slowly re-
sented himself,

“Your methodn," he satd, ‘‘are a
Mttle extreme, aren't they! But I
belleve we are going to he gruteful
to you. We're golng to thank you.
Yes—I doubt if I should ever have
.r?ad the thing, without , your—prod=

ng. There In an extraordinary
chamge which does not oceur wuntil
about halfway through the third

chapter. Listen !"

Q lstened wistfully,

“Great stuff, eh?'”

“'Aln't that the truth!"’ he murmur-
ed and looked down. Ile hmd never

to grimace wlightly, Sentiment bends
eften over the Tiffany counters, the
eletks nre falrly aceustomed to it, but
it usunlly disguises Ituell tlecently in
glang or banter or impersonal dignity ;
Q's poetry had stalked fortn unaulmmml:
,He had put Dlis purchase earefully
{nto an inner pocket, the same one thr:t
peld the faded record of Miss Selda’s

onate blunder, and then, knitting
Mmeelf for battle, he sought out an

.“Tl;:’ atmosphere of & publishing
house, still, spacious, leathery, chilled
all his nerves, He stood at a port of
parrier behind which gray, scholarly,
old-young, young-old pedple  moved
without haste on various dignified
grrands, and ot last he attracted the
gttention  of a  bald-headed young
gebolar with horn-rimmed spectacles,
“gay,” murmured Q huskily, *I

ot to see your boss'’
n"l belleve lLe's busy.
eard.'”
“That's something my edieation
hasn't got round to yet. lmt_mo write
it down for you, stranger; it's a right

name,

mfii: wrote it in pencil, and with it
the now frankly grinning Gogeles de- I

parted in the direction of the glass |
:rf'or fteen more. He looked at the
tables loaded with books nnd his heart
smnk, At last Goggles rveappeared,

“I'm sorry, Mr. Kinwydden, but
Mr. Chiswick is very much occupisd
this nfternoon, TDerbaps 1 could at-
tond to your business.'’

“No, .{u-_ I liev got to see the bosg.''
“I'm very sorry.'

"When does your shop close?'’

“Mr, Chirwick will be leaving at
about five-thirty today.'

Q looked nt his watch,

“I'll wait,'" he said, and sat down to
pll and light a clgarette, Goggles,
mreastic and temporarily baMed, with-
drew bebind tables to another gluss
cage, presumably his own. () waited.
A RIEI!t not far away smiled upon him
and he dazzled her by his appreciative
return,  Another clerk presently in-
quired bis business, mode a tentative
effort to win into Mr. Chiswick's
mnctuary, and enme baeck to adyvise
Mr—er—er—tn write down his busi-
Bess, Q patiently vepented himself.

“I don't suffer nny from waitin',"

explained sweetly, and again the
typist and Lo exchanged beautiful and

more intimate smiles,

B{ the time the lights came on, Q
smoked hix tenth eclgaperte and began
to roll his eleventh, The typist sud-
denly and impulsively rose, .Llhn went

'lmr to Chiswlek's door and knockedl
soartly. There was something chival-
rous and dauntless in the earringe of

'hﬂ' head.  8he remained for n long
time In the eage ; (d conld see her slind-
ow stnmllng Hhove some one and swny-
ng eloquent y.  When she came out,
she came wiftly on glad feet,
brought her theough a gate to
rose and stepped
rette,
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{he felt the gewerous and plueky victim

gtood for fifteen minutes and [1o n lady,"

been able to get the drift of the Barth-
worm's philosophy, **You are agoin' to
make a book of it, then?'*
“If Mr. Mortimer ngrees—we nre.
es, I may safely stay that we positively
will,  But not because of your aute-
matie, Mr, Kinwydden.'

JOh, that wns aw harmless as n
child, Mr. Chiswlek.  You'll put that
down in wrltin' for me—I wmean, as
to mnkin' a book."

""Yes. _Ht-rr. I'll eall my stenogra-
pher.  What's the fellow's name—

Grinscoombe—good old New York name
that—ch ¥

The stenographer took down the letter
rapidly—a careful appreciation, an ac-
ceptance with one condition—that the
author agree to throwing the material
contuined In the first thrde chapters into
the form of an introductlon, that the
book itself begin with Chapter Four.

"“That letter will go off as soon as
I get Mr. Mortimer's decision, and 1've
no doubt of its being favorable, And
now Mr. Kinwydden, we're past office
hours, I1f 1 declde not to hand you over
to the police—wlill you have dinner with
me?"

“You're a real man!" ejaculated Q.
and added, “*And 1'm right sorry about
that dinner, 1'd mighty well like to
come, but I've got to get back, *'I—

of his liold-up must have a convincing
oxcuse—"1 hev got to get a new ring
" e said,

Chiswick found himself fnvolved in
elaborate congrutulations,

Miss Selda's Pride

An August moon and a breathless
harvest night-—the long manor drive,
straight and silver, barred by [ts still
poplar shadows—-at its end, the manor
door open nnd golden as o human smile s
through this fuiry biue enchuntment of
outdoors, its barrier shadows, its cerle,
bewlldering lights, Q moved like n man
conscious of u spell.  The ring lny like
n magie token against his heart. He
had won through such shadow barriers,
he had been dazed by such uncertnin
lights, he could imrlil- trust himself
to believe In the guquen welcome up
there at the journey's end. He leaped up
the steps and stopped, to get his breath,
fhalien by emotion, hy su pense; he
remembered the ¢hill May night when he
had left Helolse with a sharp dread in
his heart. He shut his eyes, thinking
of vietory,

Then he went in softly, The hall was
stlll; n blg moth fluttered about a
shaded Hght ; the gold curtalns hung un-
moved, like solid metal, In its silence
it seemed a Lostile plave, (f took out
lis  ring, pushed back the golden
draperies with n conscious effort of
his will and stond within them, cluteh-
ing them together belilnd him with both
hiands, so that the jewel cut into his
palm,

Below Sir Sydney's portrait, Heloise
had twisted Lerself about in the arms
of a tull muan, They fell from her,
and she wavered like a white flame in
o wind, She was dressed in gilver with
the crescent of brllliants in her halr.
) moved forward half o stride, and then
she spolke, quickly, never so surely, a
little oudly, as from a height.

“Where have you been, Q7 T tried
to get you yesterdoy. Mr. Marston has
Just got back from Russin, 1 want
you to meet him.'* IHer eye caught
Q's and held it steadily, "I have
promised him to be his wife.”’

I’robably for the first time rfince his
overgrown boyhood, Q did a physically
awkward thing, e :lrupljred !IIB ring
and it rvollel over to lLelo's feet.
Marston bent qulekly and picked it u‘:,
The magnificent jewel glimmered on his
palin.  Heloise stared down at it wigh
parted, geranium-red lips. But Marg-
ton looked from it to bher. His fine-cut
fuce quickly betraywl a question.  She
could not gather her answer; all her
young self-porsession left  ler; in-
stinetively she looked to Q for help.
Marston, too, turned his eyes from her
to the man: they were rather deep-set
pven,  uncompromising. Q  anwwersd
thelr challenge, but it was the stark
prayer in Lelo's fuce that shnped his

h.
’pff':'\';, mietnke,”” he murmured, ‘‘not
hers.' 1le took buck the ring and,
turning It in his fingers, smiled im-
perturbnbly. *'1 reckon 1'm not used to
elvilized wnys,'' he salil, "_:\n’hmlj' "
to blanme but the folks that didn't give
me my trainin'.  Mr, Marston, [ did
Miss Grinscoombe a serviee and sho
thinked me for it. Bhe didn’t do any-
thing bur thank me, but being a [|Iumll1
fool and an ignorant wan, I didn't
sIVVY.

s instead of walting for her explonn-
tions, 1 took the bit in my mouth and
polted like n brone, My mistake. Miss
Grinscoombe, will you tuke l|.l.l ring
—n4 an engagemnent present? He
took her hand boldly and coolly in one
of his, placed the ring in its narrow
and fey palm, and fulclgd her long fin-
gers round It.  *“That's payment for
my education,’” he sald—"'it has come

cheap., 1'll say good-by n'nd wlsh you
ln:ullhn piness, 1'm agoln’ back West,
where i belong. I1'm plumb tired of

nkin' a fool of myself."’

" With that le smiled again, lifted hh.n
eyes onee somberly to  Sir  Sydney
Grinseoombe, bowed and went out,

The hull, outslde of the gold curtains,
peemed to be full of white, dense mist.
Q stood clutehing the edge of the table
and moving n hand across his eyes pu-
tiently to clear them, Hia heart and
braln  were loud with joering volces,
pointing fingers, mocking laughter. Hir
Hydney's ghost raised a thin, lece-
rufMled hand from his  gold-knohbed
stlek and struek him npeross the face.
Q started physieally and made out that
It wans not Sir Sydney's ghost, but Miss
Noelda, smiling faintly and holding out
lier hand. 8he had not struck him, but
at siglit of her, his heart turned to iron
and he shat bis teeth tight on an onth.

“Will you come in here with we,
Q7' she asked, *'I want to talk to

.u‘l.l‘
f Ie followed her, still with locked
teeth nnd lps, into the drawing-room,

where ahe seated herself and looked up.
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SCROOL DAYS

The young lady across the way
says the child's whole after life is
influenced by his environment dur-
ing the informative period.

Years ano YEARS OF EXPERIENCE
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