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CHAPTER X

8o Christmas Eve came, and the
soetume ball at the Townes'. There
Sere, as Baldy had told Jane, just
Edoj them at dinner. Cousln Anna-

1 was stil] in bed, and it was Ade-

® Laramore who made &t sixth,

Eke was all [n silvery green.

Edith had told Mrs. Folletie frankly

that ghe wizshed Adelside had not

been asked.

~ *But she fshed for it. She always
does. She Batters Uncle Fred and

ha falls for it."

Baldy brought Evans and Mrs
Yolletie over in his Alvver. They
found Mrs. Laramore and Frederick
already In the drawing room. Edith
had not come down.

“She is always late,'” Frederick
complained, “and she never apolo-

EI." a

Baldy, silken and siim, In his
page's scarlet, stood {n the hall and
watched Edith descend the stairs
BEhe seemed to emerge f(rom the
ghadows of the upper balcony like
a shaft of Ught. She was all tn sil-
vary green. her close<clinging robe

ed with pearls, her halr banded
th mistlstoe.

For a moment he stood sadmiring
har, then: *“You shouldn't have
worn it,'” he sald.

“The mistletoe? Why not?"*

"'::::u will tempt all men to kiss

“AMen must resist temptation.”
His tone was light, but her henrt
d a beat. ere was some-
g about this boy so utterly en-
geging. He had set her on a pede-
and he worshiped her. When
ghe sald that she was not worth
worshiping, he told her, “You don't

mw_ﬂ

Ehe was unusuanlly silent during
dinner. With Evans on one slde of

r and Baldy on the other she had

ttle need to exert horsclf. Baldy
was always adequate to any conver-
sationnl tax, and Evans, in spite of
his monk's hablt, was not austere.
Eu was, rather, llke some attrac-

ve young frlar drawn back for the
moment to the world.

He showed himself o genlal teller
of tales—and capped coch of Fred-
erick’'s with one of his own. His
mother was proud of him. She felt
thaot life was taking on new aspects
=this fricndship with the Townes—
her son's Increasing strength and
goclal ease—the lace gown which
she wore and which had been bought
with @ Dickens' pamphlet. What
more could she ask? She was re-
rene and satisfled.

Adclalde, on the other side of
Frederick Towne, was not sercne
and satisfled. She was looking par-
ticularly lovely with a star of din-
monds i’n her hair and sheer drapers
jes of rose and faintest green. *'I am
anything you wish to coll me," she
had sanid to Frederick when she
came in—'‘an 'Evening Star’ or ‘In
the Gloaming' or ‘Afterglow.” Per-
haps 'A Rose of Vesterday'=" she

“had put it rather pensively.

He had been gollant but unin-
spired. *“You are too young to talk
of yesterdays,” he had sald, but
his glance had held not the -slight-
est hint of gallantry. Ehe felt that
she had, perhops, been unwise to
remind him of her age.

She was atill more disturbed,
when, towards the end of dinner,
he rose and proposed a toast. "'To
little Jane Barnes, A Merry Christ.
mas."” The

Thay all stood up. e Was a

‘s sllence.: ens drank as

hplﬂdﬂkﬂ!l'lnl:flmiht- L3 I
. Thsn Edith sald, "It ssams al-
moat buartiess to be bapoy, dossn’t
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Adslaide interposed irrelevantly,
1 ahould hats to spend Christmas
in Chicago."

Thare was no responss, 0 she
turned to Frederick. *“Couldn’t KMiss
Bammes leave her slster for a few
d.,.?ll ;

“*No,”" bs told har, *"she couldn't.”

Ehe paruisted, I am sure you
didn't want her to mizs the ball”

*“1 did my besst to get har here.
Talked to her st long distance, but
she couldn't sse L'

*“*You are 80 good-bearted, Ricky.”

Frederick could be crusl st mo-
menls, and her paralstence was lrri-
tating. *‘Ob, look here, Adslaide, it
wasn't enlirely on her account |
want her here myssll.’

Ehe sst motionless, her eyes on
her plate. When she spoke agaln it
was of other 5. “Did you hear
thst DelaBield s coming back?”

**Who told you?l"

"“"Eloise Harper. Benny's esister
mw Dal ot Miami Ehe s sure he
s Inptcun' to marry the other
‘lr .,'.

"“Bad taste, | call ir."

“*Everybody s crary to kinow who
ahe s."

“"Have they any Idea?"”

*No. Benny's sister sald he talked
quite frankly about getting married.
But he wouldn't say s word about
the woman."

*I hardly think he will find Edith
heart-broken.” Towne glanced
across the toble. Edith was nol
wearing the willow. No shadow
marred her lovely countenance, Her
eyes were clear and shining pools
of sweet conlent.

Her uncle was proud of that high-
hald head. He and Edith might not
always hit 1t off. But, by Jove, he
was proud of her.

**No, she's not heart-broken,' Ad.
¢lalde’s cool tone disturbed hils re-
flections, "she !» getting her heart
mended.”’

“"What do you mean?"

**They are an sttroactive pair, Lt
tle Jane and her brother. And the
boy has lost his head.”

“OQver Edith? Oh, well, she p]nygl

around with him; there's nothing se-
rious in t."

“Don’'t be too sure. She's Inter
ested."’

“YWhat maokes you insist on that?™
irritobly.

*“1 know the signs, dear maon,'” the
cat seemed to purr, but she had

claws.

And It was Adelaide who waos
right. Edith had come to the knowl-
edge that night of what Baldy meant
to her.

As she had entered the ballroom
men had crowded around her.
“Why,'' they demanded, *‘do you
wear mistletoe, if you don't want
to pay the forfeit?'

Backed up against one of the maor-
ble pillars, she held them off. *“I
do want to pay it, but not to any of

ou."
Tt Her fronkness diverted
“Who 1Is the lucky maon?*

‘“‘He is here. But he doesn't know
he Is lucky.”

They thought she was Joking. But
she was not. And on the other side
of the marble pillar a page In scar-
let listened, with joy and fear in his
heart. *"How fost we are golng
How fast."

There was dancing until midnighe.

then the curtalns at the end of the
room were drawn bock, and the
tree was reveanled. It towered to
the ccelling, o glittering, gorgecous
thing. It was welghted with gifts
for everybody, fantastic toys most
of them, expensive, meaningless.

Evans, standing back of the
crowd, wos aware of the emptiness
of it all. Oh, whaot had there been
throughout the evening to make men
think of the Babe who had been barn
ot Bethlehem?

The gifts of the Wise Men? Per-
haps. Gold and frankincense ond
myrrh? One must not judge too
narrowly. It was hard to keep sim-
plicities in these opulent days.

Yet he waos heavy-henrted, and
when Elaolse Harper charged up to
him, dressed somewhat scantlly as
o dryad, and handed him a foolish
monkey on a stick, ahe seemed to
suggest a heathen saturnalia rather
:Pr:.:& anything Christian and civi-

zed.

“A monkey for a monk,"” said
Eloise. *Mr. Follette, your cassock
Is frightfully becoming. But you
know you aore a whited sopulchre.”

“Am I

*“QOf course. I'll bet you never say
your prayors." &

fhe danced away, unconsclous
thaot her words ha b
What reason had she to think that
mﬂ! this meant more to him than
it to her? Had he borns witness
to the falth that was within him?
ﬁnht;'w it within hima? And if not,
e :

He stood thare with his foolish

them

Gim whigisd  Usughlog, shriaking ' trom

In his monk's robe, within thst
circle of light, Evans ssemed a8 mys-
tical gure. He seemed, oo, appro-
priately ascetic, with his greay halr,
Iihr weary linss of his old-young
ace.

But kis volce was fresh and clear.
And the song he sang hushed the
great room into allence. §

‘O ltues town of Bethlehem,
How still we sse thee Lo,

Above thy deep and dreamless
alee

P.
The ailent stars go by,
Yel in dark streets ahingth,
The ever Light,
The hopes and fears of sll the
years
Are mat in thee tonight'’

He sang as If he were alons tn
some vast arched space, bensath
spires Lthat resched Lowards Heaven,
behind some grille that separsted
him from the world

And pow it ssemed to him that he
sung not to that crowd of upturned
faces, not to those men and women
in shining sllks and sstins, not to
Jane who was far away, but Lo those
others who pressed closse—hls com-
rodcs across the Great Divide!

So he had sung o them (n the
hospital, sitting up In his nsrrow
bed—and most of the men who had
listened were—gonae.

Az the last words reng out his
audience see¢med (0 wake with a
sigh.

Then the lUghts went up. But the
monk had vanlahedl

Evans left word with Daldy that
he would go home on the trolley. *'l
am not quite up to the supper and
all thet. Wil you look after Moth-
er?””

“Of course. Bay, Evaens, that song
was top noich. Edith vants you to
sing onother."’

WUl you tell her 1 can't? I'm
sorry. DBut the last time I sang
that was for the fellows—in France.
And it—got me—"*

**It got me, 100,"” Doldy confided;
“made oll this seem—silly."

It wos just before New Year's
that Lucy Logan brought a letter
for Frederick Towne to eign, und
when he had finished she naid, *'Mr.
Towne, I'm sorry, but I'm not going
to work any more. So will you
please accept my resignation?'

He showed his surprise. *“"What's
the matter? Aren’t we good enough
for you?t"

It isn't that,'" She stopped and
went on, *I'm golng to be mar-
ricd, Mr. Towne.”

“Married?'' He wans at ance con-
gratulatory. *“"That's a plcasant
thing for you, and I mustn't spail it
by telling you how hard it is going
to be to find someone to tnke your
place.”

I think if you will have Mins
Dale? She's really very good."

Frederick was curious. What kind
of lover had won this quiet Lucy?
Probably some clerk or saleamuan.
“What obout the man? Nice fellaw,
I hnl}e—" M

*“*Very nice, Mr. Towne,” shce
Aushed, and her manner seemed to
forbid further questioning. She went
swoy, and he gove orders to the
cashier to sec that she had an In-
crease in the amount of her final
heck. *'She will need some pretty
things. And when we lcarn the dote
~ve can give her o present.”

So on Saturdny night Lucy left,
and on the following Monday o card
was brought up to Edith Towne

Y

e

“And=] told him he must mot,
Miss Towns."

She read it. “Lucy Logan? |
don't belleve I know her,” she _sald

to E mald. o ”
‘“She says she s from |
that 1t is im-

& :

Touwne's office, and
Nﬂm "
*Miss Towns,” Licy sald as Edith
approachsd har, "l have resigned
your uncle's office, Did he

T R T T T I R R Y =N TN T o :

With characteristic straightior-
wardnzas Lucy camas at oncs (o the
peint.  *1 have I must
talk over with yoo. [ den't know
whather I am ths wise thing.
But it is the only thing.”

“l can't imagine what you can
have Lo say."” @

“No you can't. It's this—* zhe
hasitated, then spoke with an ef-
fort. *'I am the girl Mr. Eimms is
in love withh He wants to come
back and marry me."”

Edith’s fingers caught at the arm
of the chalr. *Do you mean that it
was because of you—that he didn't
marry mel"

“Yes. He used to come W0 the of-
fice when he was in Washington and
dictate letlers. And we got in the
way of talking to esch cother. He
seemed Lo oy it, and he wain't
lke some men—who are just—allly.

And | began to think about him »
lot. But I didn’t let him see it. And—
he told me afterward, he was al-
woys thinking cof me. And the morn-
ing of your wedding day he came
down (o the office—to say 'Good-by .’
He naid he—just had to. And—wrell,
he Lot it outl thatl he loved me, and
didn’t want to marry you. But he
said he would have to go on with it.
And—and ] told him he muat not,
Miss Towne.” -

Edith stared at her. *'Do you
mean that what he did was your
fault?"

"Yes,'” Lucy’'s face was white, "t
you want to put it that way. [ told
him he hadn’t any right to marry
you U he loved me." She hesilsted,
then lifted her eyes Lo Edith's wilh
s glance of appeal. ""Miss Touwne,
I wonder U you are big enough to
believe that It was just becaute 1]
cared s BUuth—and not bacsuse of

“] know ! do. And you don't. You
never have. And he didn’t love you.
Why—Uf he should lose every cent
tomorrow, and 1 had to tramp the
road with him, I'd do it gladly.
And you wouldn®. You wouldn't
want him unless he could give you
everything you have now, would
you? Would you, BMilas Touwnel?"”

Edith's sense of justice dictated
her answer. *“No,"” she found her-
self unexpectedly admitting. "'If ]
had to tromp the roods with him.
I'd be bored to death.”

"I think he knew that, Miss
Towne. He told me that If he didn't
marry you, your heart wouldn't be
broken. That 1t would Just hurt
your pride."’

Edith had a moment of hysterical
mirth. How they hod talked her
over. Her lover—and her uncle's
stenographer! Whaot a tragedy It
had been! And what a comedy!

She leaned forward o little, lock:
ing her fingers about her knees. *'l
wish you'd tel me all about it.”

So Lucy told the simple story.
And in telling it showed herself so
nalve, so stecadfast, thot Edith was
aware of an increoasing respect for
the woman who had taken her place
in the heart of her lover. She per-
ceived that Lucy had come to this
interview In no spirit of triumph.
She hod dreaded it, but hod felt it
her duty. ‘'l thought it would be
casicr for you i{f you kmew it be-
fore other people did."’

Edith's forehead was knitted In a
slight frown. *“The whole thing has
becn most unplensant,” she said.
“When ore you going to maoarry
him?"™

“I told him on St. Valentine's
doy. It seemecd—romantic.”

Romance and Dell Edith had a
sudden illumination. Why, this was
what he had wanted, and she hnd
given him none of it! She had
lnughed ot him—been his good com-
rade. Little Lucy ndored him—-—and
had set St. Valentine's day for the
wedding! .

There was nothing small about
Edith Towne. She knew fincness
when she saw it, and she had a {eel-
ing of humility in the presence of
little Lucy  *'1 think 1t was my

foult 88 much as Del's,'” she stoted.
*] should never have saoid 'Yes.'
Pcople haven't any right to marry
who feel as we did.”

“Oh,'" Lucy sald ropturously,
“"how dear of you to say that. Miss

s Towne, I olways knew you were—

big. But I didn't dream you were
s0 beputiful.” Tears wet her cheeks.
“You're just — marvellous,” she

1 said, wiping them away.

“No, I'm not."”” Edith's eyes were
on the fire. “Normally, I am rath-
er proud and—hateful. If you hnd
come o week apo—"" Her volce fell
away Into silence as she still stared
nt the fire. %

Lucy looked ot her curlously. "'A
week. ago?

Edith nodded. *“Do you like fniry
talea? Well, once there was a prin-
cess. And a poge came and sang—
under her window.'" The fivre purred
and crackled. *And the princess—
liked the song—""

*"Oh,” sald Lucy, under her
breath. R

8he stood up.. I con't tell you
how thankful I am that I camo.’

“You're not going to run away
yet,'”” Edith told her. ‘I want you
to have Junch with me. Upstairs.
You must tell me all your plans.”

“I haven't many. And I renlly
oughtn't to stay.” @ :

“Why not?! I want you. Ploase
don’t say no." :

S0 up they went, with the per-
turbed &l‘ﬂur maid speaking
through tube to thp pantry.

“Miss Towns wants luncheon for

T1two, Mr, Waldron, In her room.

Somathing

Somadn nice, ashe says, and plan-
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The prowentatjon took place be the Treni
HfHJ'?‘ITUH-lﬂ hotel st Mallax, Cap- mm
in Rally recenving the ment's to ia the
token at 1he hande of H. Hoster- ts alter his own wus
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ent vl lransport at 1lalifar, repre- disruss i n. Hia
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Georgetown F all Fair
September 11 & 12
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‘1 tell my Family that as long =8 Jack Is
everseos, we'll salt hash end ke 11.™

“We ARE at war. It cosats lots to win. It
would cost everything to lose. So I don’t
figure that because we'll voon pay a small
amount as compulsory savings, I can fold
my hands and say ‘That's that !’ No sir!
Some people may nead compuluory savings
to save something for their own gooad. But

that’s the minimum. I'm out to save all

‘:".-t - *--'M._—-——-&
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I can to buy War Suvingw Stamps und
Certificates to help win the war and have
somcthing substantinl put by for the days

when thero won't be all this work and
overtime."

“Fve chrltansd my garbage con ‘HiHes'
ond balieve me he dosin't get anything
thot's worth anything.”

Buy War Savinge Stamps from druggists,
©, mantatoras, grooers, tobacconists and other
!l::u'ﬂ atores. ﬂ:'r‘iﬂu ;
mmadists vary in denomina
and paat aflcas.

Natisnal War Flaance
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