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Onthh now It had not occurred to

SYLVIA GARRISON ihat her contemplated
four-year course at Wellesley concerned
anybody but herseif,

PROFESSOR KELTON, her graundfatber, and
his oid friend,

MRS. JACKSON OWEN,
Indianapolls, who has
money for expenses.

But on this bright summer morning at
Waupegan, she gleans from a conversa
tion with her benelactor's niecs

MRS. MORTON BASSETT, wife of a prom!-
nent statesman, that she is deeply im-
pressed because Mrs. Owen has not sug-
gested a college course for her daughter,
Marian, whom she wishes to become a
writer.

In the law offices of

WRIGHT & FITCH of Indianapolis, young

DAN HARWOOD pores over documents
during the day. etudies law at night and
as a side line writes for the Courier, a
Democratic publication

By request of the writer Sylvia Is not
to know the contents of an unsigned let-
ter delivered to her grandfather by a
gtrange young man, containing a proposi.
tion which he refuses

Sylvia thinks it will do no harm to re.
peat to Mrs. Lassett a remark of her
sunt's, that bad etruck her as
funny.

wealthy widow of
provided the

“l Just happened to remember
something Mrs. Owen sald about col-
leges. She said that If it Isn’t in the
colt the trainer can’t put it there, and |
I suppose the successful literary wom- !
en have had genius whether they had |
higher education or nct. George Eliot |
hadn’'t a college tralning,

but of
course she was a very great woman.”

Mrs. Bassett compressed her Ups.
She did not like this -quotation from
Mrs. Owen's uterances on this vexed

question of higher education. Could
it be possible that Aunt Sally looked
upon Marian as one of those colts for
whom ths trainer could do nothing?

*“]l have never feit that young giris
should read George Eliot. She doesn’t
seem to me quite an ideal to set be
fore a young girl."”

As Sylvia knew nothing of George
Eliot, except what she had gleaned
from the biographical data In a text
book on nineteenth-century writers,
she was unable to follow Mrs. Bassett.
She had read “Mill on the Floss" and
“Romoia” and saw no reason why ev-
ery one shouldn’t enjoy them

Mrs. Bassett twirled her closed para-
sol absently and studied the profiie of
the girl beside her

“The requirements for college are
not really so difficult, I suppose?” she
suggested.

Sylvia's dark eyes brightened as she
faced her interlocutor. Those of us
who know Sylvia find that quick tlash
of humor i{n her eyes adorable

“Oh. they can't be, for | answered
most of the questions!” she exclalmed,
and then. seeing no response Iin her
Inquisitor, she added soberly: “ItUs
all set out In the catalog and 1 have

“I knew you were coming; they
were speaking of it this morning.”

They had dravw.n closer together
during this friendly exchange. Again
their eyes met for an Instant, then
he surveyed her sharply from head
o foot, as he stood bareheaded lean-
ing on his stick.

“I must be going,” sald Sylvia.
“There’s a path through the corn that
Mrs. Owen lets me use. They'll be-
gin to wonder what's become of me.”

“Why not follow the path to the
lane—I think there is a lane at the
edge of the field—and 1 will walk to
the house with you; it's growing
dark.”

*“Yes, thank you, Mr. Bassett.”

“I had no Idea of meeting any one
when I came out. [ usually take a
little walk after supper when I'm here
and I wanted to get all the car smoke
out of my lungs. I was glad to get
out of Chicago; it was flercely hot

there.”

The path was not wide enough for
two and she walked before him.,
When they reached the lane they

walked together until they came to
the highway, which they followed to
the house. An ofl lamp marked the
walk that led through Mrs. Owen's
flower garden.

“Aren’'t you coming in, Mr. Bas-
sett?” asked Sylvia, as they paused.

Her hand clicked the latch and the
little whitewashed gute swung open.
In the lamplight their eyes met agaln.

“I'm sorry, but I must go home.
This s the first tyme I['ve been here
this summer, and my stay Is short. [
must be off agaln tomorrow.”

“Oh, that's too bad! Marian has
been telling me that you would stay
a month, she will be terribly disap-
polnted!™

‘My Western trip took more time
than I expected. I have a good deal
to do at Fraserville and must get back
there.”

She stepped inside, thinking he de-
layed out of courtesy to her, but to
her surpriss he fastened the latch de-
liberately and lingered.

“They tell me you and your grand-
father llve at Montgomery. It's a
charming town, one of the most In-
teresting In the State”™

“Yes, Mr. Bassett. My grandfather
tzught In the college there.”

“You are staying here some time?

“Another week It seems that we've
hardly been here a day."”

“You are fortunate in having Mrs.
¢rwen for a friend. She is a very un-
usual woman.”

“The most wonderful parson | ever
knew!" responded Syivia warmly

“1 mustn't keep you here. Please

one with me. I'd be glad to bring it
over If you'd like to see it.”

“Thank you, Sylvix 1 should llke
to see It I may want to ask you |
s:ome questions about the work: but
of course you won't say anything to!
Marian of our talk. I am not quite
sure, and I'll have to discuss it with |
Mr. Bassett.”

“Of course I shan't speak of it, Mrs.
Bassett.”

Marian's volce was now heard call
ing them, down the path and the giri|
appeared. a moment later, munching a
pit of toast stuccoed with jam and|
sager to be off for the casino where a
ternis match was scheduled for the|
morning. |

“Don’'t be late for dinner this eve-|
ning. Marian; your father will be here, |
and if you see Blackford. be sure to|
tell him to meet the g |

“Yes, mama. I'll remember, and I'll |
try to meet the train

t00.” And then |
to Sylvia, as she led the way to the|
boathouse to get the canoe, “I'm gla.di
dad's coming. He’'s perfectly grand,
and I'm =olng to see i{f he won't give
me a naphtha launch. Dad's a govd
old scout and he's pretty sure to
do ft.” |
Sylvia had formed the habit oti
stealing away In the long twilights,
after the cheerful gathering at Mrs.|
Owen’'s supper table, for a little self- |
communing. Usually Mrs. Owen and}
Professor Keiton fell to talking of
old times and old friends at this hour
and Sylvia’s disappearances wer= un-
remarked. She felt the joy of llving
these days, and loved dearly the de
laying hour between day and night
that is so lovely, so touched with
poetry in this region. A little creek
ran across Mrs. Owen’s farm. cutting
for itself a sharp deflle to facilitate
its egress Into the lake; and Sylvia
liked to throw herself” down beside a
favorite maple, with the evening
breeze whispering over the young
corn behind her, and the lake, with
its hear open to the coming of the
stars, quiet before her, and dream
the dreams that flll a girl's heart In
those blessed and wonderful days
when the brook and river meet
On this Saturday evening Sylvia
was . particularly bhappy The aoay's
activities, that had begun late, left her
a little breathless. She was wonder
ing whether any one had ever been
so pleansatnly ordered. Her heart-
beat quickened she thought of

as

college and the busy years that
awnited her there; and after that
would come the great world's wide-

She was untouched by
envy, hatred or malice. Her path had
fallen {n pleasant places, and only
benignant spirite attended her.

Sfhe was roused suddenly by the
sound of steps in the path bereath.
This twilight sanctuary had never
been invaded before, and she rose
hastily A narrowbrimmed straw
hat rose above the elderberry bushes
and with a last effort a man stood on
level ground, panting from the climb.
He took off hat and mopped his
tace as he glanced about. Syivia had
Jrawn back, but as the stranger
e¢ould not go on without seeing her
#he stepped forward and they faced
eacn other, In a lttle plot of level
grwund beside the deflle.

open doors.

his

| the name gravely, and their syes met

| foor closed upon her he walked on

“Pardon me!" he exclaimed, still
sreathing hard; and then his eyes met
hers In a long gaze. His gray eyes
tearched her dark ones for what
jeemed an interminable time. Sylvia's |
hand sought the maple but did not
touch it; and the keen eyes of the
stranger did not loosen their hold
of hers.

“Pardon me, again! I hope I dldn’t
frighten you! I am Mr. Bassett, Ma
rian’s father.”

“And 1 am Sylvia Garrison:
staying—"

“Oh,” he laughed, “you needn’t tell
me! They told me at the supper-

I am

table all about you and that you and
Marian are fast friends.”

remember me to Mrs. Owen and tell
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her I'll 4rop in before I go.” He bent
nver the gate and put out his hand. !
‘Geod-night, Mins Garrison!

Sylvia had never besn called Miss
Garrison before, and it was not with-
out trepidation that she heard herself |
=0 addressed. Mr Bassett had spoken |
agalin In lingering contact. When the
rupidly: but once, before the trees had
cbscured Mrs. Owen's lights, he
turned and glanced back

CHAPTER VII]

One night In this same June, Har-
wood wps directed by the city editor
of the Courier to ind Mr. Edward G.
Thatcher. Two reporters had falled
at it and it was desirable to verify
reports as to certaln transactions by
which Thatcher, In conjunction with
Morton Bassett, was belisaved to be ef-
fecting a merger of various glass.
manufacturing interests Thatcher
had begun life as a brewer but this
would long since have been obscured
by the broadening currents of fortune
if 1t had not heen for his persistent
dabbling In politics Whenever the
Republican press was at a loas for
something to attack, Thatcher’s brew-
eries—which he had concealed In a
corporation that did not bear his name
wers an Inviting and unfalling tar
get For years though never seek.
ing office. he had been a silent factor
in politics, and he and Bassett, it was |
sald. controlled their party Mrs. |
Thatcher had buflt an expens!voj
house. but fearing that the money her |
husband generously supplied was |
tainted by the remote beer vats. she
and her twn daughters spent most of
thelr tUme in Europe giving, how-
ever. as thelr reason the ill-health of
Thatcher’'s son  Thatcher's Income
was large and he spent it in his own
fashion He made long journeys to
witness prize fights; he had the repu-
tation of belng a poor poker player,
but a “good loser?" he kept a racing-
stable that lost money and he was a
patron of baseball and owned stock In
the local club He was “a good fel-
low” In & sense of the phrase that ro
quires qhotation marks Mrs. Sally
Owen, whose opinion in all matters
pertaining to her fellow citizens is not
to be slighted, fearlessly asked
Thatcher to dinner at her house. She
expressed her unfavorable opinion of
his family for deserting him, and told
him to his face that a man who knew
as little about horses as he did should
have a guardian

“He’s In town somewhere,” said the
city editor: “don’t come back and tell
me you can’t find him. Try the Coun-
try Club, where he was never known
to zo. and the University Club, where
he doesn’t belong, and all the other
unlikely places you can think of. The
other boys have thrown up their
hands.”

Dan had several times been for
tunate in like quests for men In hid-
ing. and he had that confidence in his
luck which (s part of the good report-
er's endowment He called all the
clubs and the Thatcher residence by
telephone The clubs denied all
knowledgs of Thatcher. and his resi-
dence answered not at all: whereupon
Harwood took the trolley for the
Thatcher mansion In the new quarter
of Meridian St. bevond the peaceful
shores of Fall Creek

As Harwood entered the grounds
the house loomed darkly before him
Fafling of any response, he tried a
slde door and finally the extreme rear
He had begun to feel discouraged
when. as he approached the front en-
trance for a second assault, he saw a
light flash bevond the dark blinds
The door opened cautiously., and a
voice gruffly bade him begone.
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“Mr, Thatcher not at home; nobody | to be a servant, and he had aban- | lounged forward with an air of lan.| distinguishable. His blonA: hair wes | pecullar ' to homes of wealth. He |himself slightly and spoke in a low

home,” growled & voice in broken
English. “You get right off dis place
quick!”

The reporter and the caretaker were
making no progress in their colloquy
end Dan was trying to catch a glimpse
of another man who leaned agains:

“I have a message for Mr. Thatcher;

the wall quite {ndifferent to the strug
sle for the door. Dan supposed him

doned hope of learning anything o
Thatcher, when a drawling volc
called out:

“Open the door, Hans, and let the
gentleman in: I'll attend to him.”

Dan found himself face to face
with a young man of about his own
age, & slender young fellow, clad In

blue overalls gnd flannel shire. He

guor that puzzled the reporter. His
dress was not wholly conclusive as
o his position in the silent house
the overalls still showed their pristine
‘olds, the shirt was of good quality
and well-cut. The ends of a narrow
red-silk fourdn--hand swung free. He
was clean-shaven for an absurd little

mustache so fair as to be almost in.

brushed back unparted from his fore.
read. Another swift survey of the
alight figure disclo «d a pair of pat.
ont leather pumss. His socks, re-
vealed at the ankles, were scarlet.
Dan was unfaalliar with the menage
of such estabJdshments as this, and
he wondered Wwhether this might not
be an upper ad nt of a new species

leaned on his stick hat in hand, and
the big blue eyes of the young man
rested ‘upon him with disconcerting
gravity. A door slammed at the rear
upon the retreating German, whom
this superior functionary haa dis
patched about his business. At a mo
ment when the silence became op

pressive the young man stralghtened

voice, and with amusement showing
clearly in his eyes and about his
ilps,—

“You're reporter.,”

“Yes; I'm from the ‘Couriery’
looking for Mr. Thatcher.”

“Suppose, suppose—if you're not in
a great hurry, you come with mes®

(To Be Continued)
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