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Tre eary mgnt came on. Trere
wore ligtts mow tn Lkirs. Allison’s
tvuse, ard within was warmth and
laughter. Tre old ladies, . excited
ured cuger, Wld each other 1n figph-
irg at:des that Mr. Towne was 1}e
grvul Frederick Towne The olwe
whose name was w0 often in the DB
pers, and Mis niece, Edith, hod been
deserud st Lthe sltar. “"You bnow,
my drar, b one who ran away.”

When Jane said that she must be
griting toeome, they prrased atound
her, antffing her Rowrre, aaying
pirusant things of her prettiness—
tunting of Tuwne's sbsorption In ber.

Yo laughed and sparkled 1t wus
& Juyeus etaperience  Mr Tuwne
hod o way of making her [ee]l im-
purtunt And the odulation of Ue
vid lodirs 6dded to her elation

Ay Frederich and Jone woulked
scross the street towurds the Little
house on the terrace, 8@ gaunt fAigure
rose frum the tWop step and greetrd
them.

“Evani™ Jane scolded, ""you need
s guardisa Don't you know thut you
shoukdn't sit oul 1n such werather as
thiat*

“I'm not cold."

She presented him to Frederick.
“Won't you come In, Mr. Towne?"

Hut he would not. He would call
hey up Jone ntood on the purch
and wutcdlud him go down the
ateps He wovd to her when he
reached hin car.

“Oh, Evuns,"
ruch v day

They woent tnto the house together.
June hghted the lump  “Cun’t you
dine with us*"

“I hujad you might sak me. Moth.
er s stuying wilhh o sk friend

ahe sald, ""I've hod

11 I go hume, 1 rhall sup on bread |

urd milk "’

“Saphy ‘s chops will be much bet-
ter.” She beld her fluacers up to
him  “"Isn't the {rogrunce heaven-
iy*"

“Towre gave them to you?™

Shie mxtded  "Oh, I've been very
grond and gorgeous—=lunch at the
Chevy Chase club—a long drive oft.
crward—"" +he broke off. "Ewvans,
you look half-froren Sit here by the
hre and get warm ™

“I met both troies.”

“Evans—why will you do such
thangs®"’

“I wanted to see you"

“Iut you con rce me oany time=""

“1 cannut. Not when you are
lunching with fashionable gentlemen
with gold-hined pocketbooks'” He
held out his hands to the blaze. Do
you hike him?*" b A

“*Mr Towne? Yes, and | like th

things he does for me. 1 had e
pinch myself to be sure il was true.”

“If what was true?"”

“*That I was really playlng around
with the great Frederick Toune."

"“You talk as if he were conferring
o favor.”

She had her coas off now and het
hat. She came and sat down in the
chair opposite him. ‘Evans,' she
said, "you're jealous."” She was stil)
vivid with the excitement of the aft-
ernoon, lighted up by It, her skin
warmed into color by the swift flow-
ing blood benecath.

“"Well, I am jealous,’” he tried to
smile ot her, then went on with »
touch of bitterness, ‘Do you know
what [ thought about as I sat watch-
ing the lights at Mra. Allison’s?
Well, as 1 came over today I passed
o snowy Mfeld—and there wos o
scarccrow in the midst of it, futter-
ing his rags, o lonely thing, an ugly
thing. Well, we're two of a kind,
Jone, that scarecrow and I1."

Her shocked glance stopped him.
““Evans, you don’t know what you
ore saying."

He went on recklessly. “"Well, aft-
er all, Jane, the thing is this. It's a
man’'s looks and his money thal
count. I'm the same man Inside of
me that I was when I went away.
You know that. You might have
loved me. The thing that s left
you don't love. Yet I am the same

man—"" |

As he flung the words at her, her
cyes met his steadily. "No," she
sald, "you are not the some man.”

HW nﬂtT"

‘““The "an of yesterday did not
think—dork thoughts—''

The light had gone out of her as
if he had blown it with a breath.
“Jane,’”” he sald, ungtnndlly. “T am
mm__u

S8he melted at once oand began to]

acold him, nlmest with tenderness.

““What made you Ioock at the scare-,

crow? Why didn't you turn your
back on him, or if you had to look,
why didn't you wave and soy, ‘Cheer
up, old chap, summer’'s coming, and
you'll be on the job again't To me
there's something debonalr In a
.gcarecrow In summer-he dances
in the breecze and seams to fling de-
flance to the crowsa." : ,

He fell in with her mood. “But
his deflance is all bluft.”

‘“How do you know? If he keepa
away a.crow, and adds an ear of

| low smdery boat-landing,

comn 10 & Farmery slare—hamn’t he
fulfilled his destiny?'”

“Oh, I you want to put It thst
wuy. §aupposr you are hirtirg hat
| can ket p away & CIOw CF two-—""

“I'm not hinting, [ am telling U
straight omt *’

They heard Baldy's step In Uw
hull Jare, rising, gave Evans' head
a pat s ahe pareed him. “You sre
thirking sbout yourself oo much,
old drar, stop 1"

Naldy, ramping in, demanded a
detolled account of Jans's sdwven-
ture.

“And 1 wok Brigges to marhet™
rhe told him gleefully, midwey of
her recital; “you should heave seen
tim. MHe carrtied my parcels—and
uffered advice—""

Daldy had no cars for Driggp’ et-
troctions "D you grel the Lhings
Mus Towne wanied?”

“We did We went o the houlrs
ond ] wmaited In the car shile Mr.
Towne hed the bages pached He
wunled me W go n but | wouldn’t
We brought her bags out with wa”’

“Who's wel"

“Mr. Towns and |, myself,"” ahe
added the spectacular details.

“Do you mean thot jyou've been
pluying around with him all day?"

“Nout all dey, Daldy. Part of 1L'"

“I'm not sure that 1 like "

“Why not?"’

“A man like that. He might Al
your heud with idens.”’

CHAFPTER V1

Raldy Bames furing forth to find
Edith Towne on Sunday moming
wus 8 figure os old os the ages—
youth in quest of romance.

It was very cold and the clouds

' werre heavy with wind. But neither

cold nor clouds could damp his ar-
dor—aot his journey’s end waos a lody
with cyes of burning blue

People were going to church as he
came into the citly and bells were
ringing, but presently he rode agaln
in country silences. He crossed the
lung bridge tnto Virginia and fol)-
luwed the road o the south. ‘

It was carly and he met few cars.
Yet hod the way been packed with
motors, he would have still been
alune fn that world of imagination
where he saw Edith Towne and that
firat wonderful moment of meeting.

S50 he cntered Alexandria, pass-
ing through the narrow streqis (hpt
spcok po ¢loquently of history.
yond the town was another stretch
uf rvad parallel to the broad stream,
und at las}] anp ancient ropdside
inn, of red brick, with a garden ot
the back, barren now, but in sum-
mer o tangle of bloom, with an ex-
pans¢ of reeds ond waler plants,
extending out into the river, and o
which
showed black ot this season above
the ice.

For ycars the old inn had been de-
scrted, until motor cars had brought
back its waonished glories. Once
more Ita wide doors were open.
There was nothing prutentious about

At But Baldy knew its reputation

for genuine hoapitality.

He wondered how Edith had kept
herself hidden in such a place. It
wos amazing that no one had dis-
covered her. Thot some hint of her
presence had not been given to the
newspapers.

He found her in a quaint sitting-
room upstairs. '] think,'' she said
to him, as he came in, **that you are
very good-notured to take all this
trouble for me-""

8 hyre™

Trey laughed together. e was
peat fun, she decided, differect

“Yeu v wonderirg, | fancy, how
1 happened to come here,”” she said,
learurg back tn her chair, her bure
rithed hair pganst it faded cush
vk,  Well, an cid cock of Motk
er's, Marths Burrs, i3 the wife of
the landicrd. Bhe will do anytking
fcr mme. 1 have had all my meald
upatairs. 1 might be & thousand
miles awasy for all my sorld knowe
cf me ™

*] was worrisd o death when §
thought of you out in the storm.™

“Ard all the »hls | was yutling
with my fretl on the fender, resding
sbhoyt mysel In Lthe evenlng pa-
[rra.”

“Arnd what you read was a-plee
ty,”" sald Daldy. slanglly. *“Gome
of Uume reporiers destnvé W b
ahot "™

““Oh, they had to do i,” tndiffer
ently, "._m; what they have aald 9
rcthing (o whet my friends are asy-
ing It's 8 cholce morsel. Every
kirl aho ever wanted Del's millions
s Crowilng over the way he treatad
mr Lo

The lock in his eyee disconcerisd
her. Do you really think thet?'’

“Of course. We're 8 greedy
bunch.*

] don't Like Lo hear you say such
thinge."*

““Why not?'” ~

*Becauss—~you aren't greedy. Yoo
know it. It wazn't his milicns youo

| were after.™

**What was | after—1 wish you'd
tell me. ] don't know.'* | !

“Well, 1 think you just followed
the Bock. Other girls got marrisd
So you would marry. You didn't
wnow anything sabout love—or you
wouldn't have done LY

“How do you know 1've paver
been in lovel"

lan't it true?”

“] wuppose it 13. 1 don't know,
really.” : - - e '

wou'll know some day. And you
mustn't ever Lhink of yoursslf as
mercenary. You're too wonderful
for that—too—too fing-—''

Ehe realired in thst moment thad
the boy was In eameat. That ha
was not saying pretty things o har
for the sake of say them. Hse
was soying them all in alncerity.
*It ts nice of you to balleve in me.
But you don't know me. 1 am Lke
the Ltte gir]l with the curl. [ can
be very. very good, but sometimes §
am ‘horrid.* ™ .

““You can’'t maks me think it." He
handed her o packst cf lettare
“Your uncle sent these. Thee's ond
from Simms on top.” ;

1 think [ won't read it. [ won't
reod any of them. It has been haaw
cnly to be away from things. 1 fesd
Lke a disgmbodied splirit, locking
gn 13\! having nothing to do with the
world I have left ' .. 77 Tad*m (0

They were I‘.Fﬁtlin: now. ‘1 can
believe thot,”' Baldy said, *but I
think you ought to read Simmas’ lat-
ter. Yo _nvd.n‘l tell me you haven't
any H:ﬁnl o Phi SR

“Well, I have,” she broke the en-
velope. "Bore than that I am mad-
ly curious. [ wouldn't confess i
though to anyone—but you."

‘*They can cut me up In little

| pieces—before I break my silence.'”

Again they Ilaughed togethar.
Then she broke the seal of the lst-
ter. Read it through to hersaH,
then read it a second time aloud.

“Now that it Is all over, Edith, [
want to tell you how it happened.
1 know you think it is a rottan thing
1 did. But it would have bean worse
if I had maorried you. 1 am In
love with another woman, and I did
not find it out until the day of our
wedding.

**She {sn't in the least to blamaes,
and somehow I can't feel that I am
quite the cad that everybody s call-
ing me. are bigger some=
times than ourselves. Fats jJust took
me timt moming—and swept ms
oway from you.

It un:iizhnr tlu.llt. She ﬁ.m't
go away me, although
her to do It Andlhtmrm{l‘:
COLUrse.

“*She s poor, but she ien't m-.rrﬁ
tng me for my money. The wos
will say she s — but the world
docsn't recognize the real thing. It
has come to me, and if it ever comes
to you, you're u:ulng to thank me for
this—but now you'll hate me, and
I'm sorry. You're o beautiful, won-
derful! woman—and I find no ex»
cuse for myself, except the one that
it would have been a crime under
the circumstances to tie us to each
other. . |

‘‘In spite of everything, j

“Fal '

s -'Hm,t.i-l

There was a moment's silence, as
she finished. Then Edith sald, *Bo
thot's thot,"" and tore the lotter into
little shreds. Her blue cyes were
like bits of steel. ,

*‘He's right,”” sald Baldy. *“I'd
e T

nppy=—but - g was Dbigger
than himsel." _ .
She shrugged her shoulders. "Of
coursee if you are going to condong—
dishonor—""

He was leaning forward hugging
anvthing. . But—1 know thise

. Ut~ w ' :
some day if you ever fall in love,
you'll forgive-"" :

(Oontinued ot Pase B)




