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‘ancer missed her

in the way of a

‘omed at the moms
d, did not know

il ht ]_ 2 DA
urned, and when

time, one aflernoo:

“Saperlotte!” she answered, “of

course Have 1 not saild it already,
Have 1 not proved 17

For the five weeks that followed, the

youth lived in a heaven

‘ nia, flattered at the wor-

)n that was hers, re-

ve-making with all the

could conjure up for the

When he

m'slen”?

of his own

(.\n.-ip"-" Ber TO
his heart, she
d a litrle, and the kisses

held againat

fromm her were flavored
sunshine of the Riviera and
nest as she could possibly make
Ah those moon-silvered nights
San Henmwo! They are made only
friend, and no one knew

this better an Marle

for love, m:
They were the
happiest he had ever known or could
ANOW

Then the inevitable occurred Lit-
tle by llittle glamour of it all faded
failed to respond.
him were hur-
he held her, she freed
herself, gently but deftly. Poor Ma-
rio, none of this did he realize. To him
she was still the exquisite creature—
adored by bhim and ador-
ing in turn. Too soon, alas, was he to
swaken from his dream,

There came to the Bella Vista the
Antont Scott!, from

awav and Sonia
The kisses she gave

ried When

his first love

wealthy Barone
Rome, a short, stout Italian nobleman,
bronzed by fhe sun of two continents
and llving only for the pleasure and
enjovn nt life yielded him, It chanced
he had 1ot the Riberia in Paris, the
season sefore and his delight In see-
ing her again was touching.

After her dance, that evening, at his
table in a secluded corner of the din-
ing-hall they resumed their acguaint
of champagne.
walted In the fragrant
gloom of the gardens below and won-
dered why she did not appear

“Well, mia cara,”

ance over a bottle
while Mario

the Barone said,

filling her glass, himself, “we meet
again in San Remo after many months.
It 18 well. I had expected to remain
here but one week—then Monte Car-
lo—*

“Qui? And now?

He leaned across the table,

“And now,”
stay until—until—you leave!’

“It has been very nice here,~ Soni

he answered, “1 shall

sald pensively, “but I shall be glad 10
go. Dieu! one wearies of a place, aft-
er a time, does one not?”

The Barooe inclined his heavy head
he answered heartl-
the case of one #0
charming, I would advise Venice . .

“Certamente!”

ily. "In your case

A gondolier on a moonlight night , . .
you and | ¢h, Signorina!!”

It did not take very long for Mario
to understand bow matters stood. How
could he help 1t? BScotti tagged at her
heels ke a fat and faithful wateh-dog
and his infatuation was common talk
along the broad, white verandas of the
Bella Vista. Indeed. Signore Reodolfo
had to take the Riberia aside and cau-
tion her 1o be more discreet. It did not
look good, he said, to conduct a flirta-
tion with a guest so openly. She
laughed and promised

My friend, when a woman has two
strings to her bow, and when these
same two trings come in contact, there
is sure tc be a discord. Is tha! not
true? It was this way with the Barone
sid Mario, who, innocent of women's
wiles, suspected nothing of Sonia and
thought Scott!{ was trying to steal her
from him, *

He went to the Barore's suite, one
morning and confronted him.,

“The love of Sonia Riberia 1s mine,”
he declared quietly “She is not for
you, sua altezza
of this fact”

The Barone looking up from his
morning paper stared n almazement,
unable to credit

Be advised, please,

what his ears had

heard. Then, at last when he finally
did understand, the room shook with
his mirth,

“Insect.,” hea said, wiping the tears
{from his eves, “report at once to Ro-
dolfo and tell him I say wvour salary
is to be doubled. You have given me
the best laugh | bave had in twelve
years!”

Mario's face whitened and his voice,
when he spoke, trembled.

“You have heard! If vou persiat I
shall be compelied to—to—"

“Continue, by all
sald, as the young
moisten his dry lips.
tion is enjoyable.”

Mario looked at him gravely

“You see fit 1o jest
you force your unwelcome attentions
on Signorina Riberia, in the future, I
shall have 10 kill you!”

When he closed the door the Barone
was still laughing.

Later, Mario met Sonia in the per-
gola at the water's edge and told her
what he had informed the Barone

“And,” be concluded, “if he troubles
vyou, I shall do what I have said.”

“Mon Dieu!"™ the dancer cried, an-
grlfy_ “Why did you say
thing? He s my (riend, my good
friend! T knew him in Paris
I knew you!

means.’” Seottd
man hesitated to

“Your couversa-

Very well--If

such a

befora
You have insulted him!"

Mario silenced her with a gesture,

“That 1s true, but you have heard
what they are saving,” he replied, in-
dicating the hotel back of them, with
8 motion of his hand.
low such talk.”

Sonia jumped up,

“You can not allow {t!” she sald
harshly, emphesizing her words with
& stamp of her foot, “and who are
vou to prevent me from continuing my
friendship with him!"”

Mario steadied himself against the
balcony rall,

“But

*I can not sl-

but--they say he loves you

By Abner Anthony

She laughed cruelly,

“What of 1t™

He looked at her, silent and stunned
“What of 1t?” she repeated in a cool
“Am I compelled to care
Dieu!
an well come t0 an understanding hsre
To be frank monsieur, all is

level volce,
only for you? We might just
-—now
over between us. 1 thought you knew
that, but it seetns [ must enlighten
you.”

The youth taggered and clutched the
rall for support, gazing at her wildly

"What—are yvyou sayving!™ he whisp-
ered boarsely. “"Do you know what
vou have sald! You can't mean-—you
doubt "

She gave him an amused glance.

"l do. Sapristl! You are a nice
boy, but young. Some day you will
learn, m'sfeur, that g woman's love is
the most fickle thing o all the world
Au revoir, and take it not to heart.”

Dimiy be heard the click of her high
heels on the stone fagging When he
looked up she was gome., His head
sank down on his arms, and when
he finally raised ft, minutes later, his
dry evyes burned with a queer light.

I1.

Sonila had Introducé&d a new Span-
ish dance to the guests. Costumed as
a cigarette gir! in a gaudy shawl and
in her high-laced ghoes, she danced a
Castillan refrain to the music of cas
tanets, & red rose between her lip#
It was a languorous sort of dance,
filled with the rbythm
Madrid and in it the Riberia was
her best. It was her custom to glid
to the
there, pirouette and then drop the rose
from between her lips on his= table
bow and rumn quickly off, followed by
the rattling applause from the

dreamy {

table of the Barone, pause

diners
On the same evening that Marlo's
dream castle had tumbled down about
his ears, there was a peculiar sort of
fénseness ]

in the alr, preceding thi

v ——
Spanist dance
11, my friend

owy but

You could only sense
It was vague and shad-
nevertheless, curious ss It
might seem, 1t was felt by all

The usual opera selection compiet.
ed, the orchestra began, pizsicato, the
melody of the dance, and Sonia stepped
gayly out and Iinto the center of the
floor,

her Hps

the customary red rose between
Never did she dance as she
danced that night! Dio! It was mag-
nificent-—incomparabla! She Ry
dancing for Scott! alone. and all Xnew
it

Round, round she whirlad aocent-
ing every other beat of the musio with
A stamp of her [ittle foot and clacking
her castanets in rapturous abandon

At length she reached the noble-
man’'s table. In a moment the danoe
would be over Already you were
pushing your plate aside s0 as to de
ready to applaud The rosa fell from
har lips on the tabls and ths Baroms
smiled up in her face

But ghe d4id pot turm and ™mn on a8
usual. Instead she stood thare sway-
ingg. Then before one could cateh a
breath, she collapesed In a Ifttie heap
&t Beottl's feel

111

Over the room had fallen a hush. It

was so still you could have heard a

pin fall was suddenly
broken by a volee from the musician‘s
was Mario, leaning over,

blazing In his

The Call of Old Erin
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ho sat working af
1N = 1% ; it ?r_»g'!'u--t‘
thing of i 3 nd rhodendron

branches, gnarled and twisted

protested the

panting “You will be after

pardonin’ his impudence, sor—'tia
many a day he is from a man yet!”

Fbhe worker, an alert little man ol

"X with

impld blue

eyes, tu

.""\ir"” hl‘ ;'D?'l-'

Ire
parent haqa stopped
of March, td play golf
d tucked in her beil
Uil of shamrock and | er eyes were

brighter than the stars beginning to

come outl over the

mountain. It had
been so long since she had talked

i ¥ - - &£
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her own age {rom the
“old sod.” and old Michael
furniture maker

appreciated the things

their visit to the rustic furniture man
little John reminded her, “The stick
man said I could go on the mountain
with him when he went for more
sticks this morning, Maria!”

To his surprise Maria needed no
vrging. The little company had climb-
#d more than twe mileg up the moun-
tain road, past groves of laurel and
patches of rhodendron before Bowers
began to cut out his sticks and roots

“Sure, there be plinty of shrubbery
Maria wondered. “"Why

timber closer by the

all-along.”
not get the
town ™™
Bowers laughed “Plinty, indade,
irind, but the closeby mountain sides
belong w the man that ownse the hotel
vhere ye and the child's people do be
gtopping. And these rich wans won't
you get a twig off thelr lands; no,
not even if they have no use for it
theirse’fs at all—at all! So 1 gather
my wood aff a frind's lands up here”
"Tis the way they do things in Ire-
remfarked Maria
*There

clome where 1 were born and lived to

land, 100" Bowers

smiled grimls were lakes

my twintieth year, with many a meal
‘em, and my father and my

livin on pitaturs the year

round! The landlord kapin
thim lakes for his sportin’ frinds. Sure,
didu't 1 pass part o' me time in pris-

were

on fer fishin' an thim lakes!’

“Tis the fine bold lad ye must ha’
been!” commented Maria

Bowers laid dowa his gribbing hoe
and looked at her with a whimsical
gmile,

“Sure, Michael Flanagan Bowers Is
the fine, bold
him well, and when the lonelinesas is
not pressin’ on him! Since I'm wot
young any more, and can’'t travel alsy
from place to place, from wan state to
another, I've got me & home to Stay

lad yet, and ye know

in, but sometimes I'm the lonely wan!

“'Tis me that's tired of the travel-
in"!" commented Maria, “But a noorse
must go with thim sh%'s workin' fer,
an the rich ones must he ]
chasin’ the warrum in winter
cool in summer, You'd think
ed In prison houses, the |
they kape to their homes,
think "tis fine to have a3 home
in, and had I a pot of gold I'd
one!'’

“There's a crock of
deep pool in Donegal,” observed

ers, "thatd buy many a home!”

Maria sighed. "“Don't 1 wish that
crock of gold were in these two hands
of mine.'

“I'll go get the crock of gold fer
you, Maria,” little John made gener-
ous offer.

“But the water
deep, deep down

in the pool—ils
littie man,” objected
Bowers.

“Not over Maria's head?” persisted
Jobhn. “She could
herself.”

wade and get (it

“It's over Maria's head, an’' beyont
the pool's a great snake, & hundred
feet long. that lies by the ecrock day
and night."

“1 don't want the old

Maria'!"™ wailed John

“*Huslhi, mavourneen,
gnake and no gold!
a fennachle in Ireland, the

tell tales here.” ahe s8aid to

“Would you bellev
you a tale that you might some
wanted it, withou?
he asked
That evening when Maria's charge

get a home, an' ve
moneéy and without price?
was asleep she bent over him with
1ess. “"For all vou're ¢

" she whispered, "this

By Elsie Endicoti

Irish fool's a lovin' you, and she'd
bate to give you up, but—

“"Tis the best cookin' I've ate since
[ left the old ®od,” Bowers declared
wistfully the next time Maria and Ht-
tle John were out with him, and Ma
ria produced a picnic
prepared herself, “When you are gone
to the north, mavorneen, I'll get
more picnic dinners like these”

idocl S8She ad

“For three words I'd not go to ths
north,” burned in Marias heart. “For
the love of Mike, say thim, man!"” she
thought.

At the end of the week Mrs. Nugeant
informed Maria that in answer to a
telegram in two days they would start
I'hat

for New England. night there

was no sleep for Maria, but it was
near dusk the next evening before her
mind was m

ade up. Just before sun
set she led 1

ittle John past Bowers
Louse. is face lighted at sight of
her

“Is there anywh
INg 10 you
be listening

she asked

Wy '}_.th ‘,.“ gEhe QUAYE

-Lhére was onc

pair uni
they'd give
re. If she

[

Mary
and sal

tended gho

people who

dvy went in th

bacansg she

4
.l

s

WAas

AS
2aTs |
'I,{-k':"‘ "n"" \"‘t'a.- »

the present in Ye Olde
iafortune had
She Lad been In
the height of her happinese; her debut
a tople of conversation; her en-
Nicholes French just an-
4 Tape— s i ) il 4
LAlaer aZot Dimmeall
i1in of his affairs
i1 v ERT ST -~ -
lied Mcory's moth-
braver. When
they had In
"!" 1 .n:."‘l
and that the man ske belleved in hed
foreaken her and th her own Lhead
g R
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bread she ate 1o the future as well as

A
e

every necessity for bher feeble mother,,
she stood up and squared her shoulders
to the burden. The candy shop was
rented the old
whose fituauon

opened her

an inspiration She
Doubleday house,
madas |t desirable, and
business. A single season made her
candy famous

One day a most beautiful yacht came
harbor From the narrow
street that twisted past Ye Olden Co-
lonfal Candy Shoppe Mary saw the
funnel and gpars and snapping pennon
of the vessel Somehow she thought
of Nicholas French; he had almost
passed from her mind as ffom her ex-
{stence, The lasf she had heard of
kim he bad gome yachting round the
world.

into the

She was not disconcertingly sur-
prised when that afternoon she turned
from her chelves 1o see him standing
at her counter, the same courtly gen-
tloman with the same selfish hoeart.

“How do you do, Mary? he msald,
and haeld out his hand. She gave him

fiuger briefy., “Fine lttlie place
you Bave here! You're locking well
How s your mother's bealth ¥ He was

embarrassed. Mary smiled & little

Changes Wrought by Misfortune

RE—

“Mother is frail, cheerful, thank
you."

"Quaint {dea,
went on. “"Mary

Another customer entered and then
another., He had no chance to say
So he bought a box of salted

almonds and went awav But

more
Mary
knew that he would come agaln.

She did not want him to come agaln,
He was not changed, but she was ma-
terially. She wondered how she bhad
ever come to engage herself to him.
It waa not because he was rich, for
then she bad no need to covet riches.
It could not heve bdesen because she
loved him. "Girls are such fools," she
thought, “He was ;omance itself 1o
me. Dut he hadn’t a spark of heroism
12 his When trouble came he falled
me. He went away and then he wrote
that letter, so carefully worded, and
yot I knew what he meant. He wish-
¢d me to free him, nd 1 did, I was
more disgusted than heartbroken, No,
I certainly did not love him, end I
iove him losa now, becausze ] see him
more piainly, [ would not trade m
candy shop and present security for

1%

&l he possesses. But, then. ! shall

never Rave the chance.”
That
cloaed and her mother had retired and

eveniog after the shnp was
the old candy workers had gpone to
lamp, Mary went into
the garden of the old Doubleday house
to Bit alone and breathe the alr. It

sit beside thelr

was a neglected garden, yet lovely

still with its fringes of hellyhocks and
mats of feverfaw, columbine and love-
in-the-mist. Aary sat
bench dwarfed sumac,
with her face toward the harom: wiich

ttered with lights. The svund of a
band playing there and the bells of
the yaclta came to her on the salt
reeze. She clasped her hands bebind
er head and leaned back resting and
dreaming.

down on the

nv—-d‘_r tha
UOaGel Lae

Presently she turned her hoad and
saw & man sianding within ten feet of
where she sal, |ooking wiatfully at he:

He was very tall and dark and strong

looking His bhead was bare, and his

pegligee shirt showed his megnificent
throat,

“Fairyland, {sn't {t, over there?" he

said and poinied with "Deon'l

b

hig plp
were 1aere,

yOou wish you

they're daneing and

Mary, wlhere

laughing? You

belong there.”
Marsy
She made room for

“Oh, no, Dan, I belong hera’™
"Sit down

im beside ber

sald.
He crouched forward

beween I8 hands, letting

smoke into the &ir unnoticed

night be came up the steps from the

house below and they sat

talking.

years, and yet somellow to-night wWas

together

They had done it for three

not like all the other evenings they
bad passed together

“That's French's yacht where all
those lights are,” he said Mary did
rot answer, “"Mother se'd spe saw
him going into your shop today.”

“Yen"

“Mary! He d4idn't want just ecandy
He wanted to see— you, They may
bha'n wild over you, and that's why he's
come back, I heard him talking my-
self today on the whar{ to Bert Marr)-
'L saw her,' be sald ‘Heavena
Bert, what a fool 1 was to give her
up. BShe's worth all the women ! ever
Enew And I'm

'
itwW,

going to have her
now.! Those were his words. ™
Mary

ever oo lightly on the big

put out her hand and la'd

shoulder

By Phil Moore

J

gEhe chided

near=st her. "Dan! Den!”
Ecntly
buried his face in his
win,” he seid. “T've always
been efraid of bhim He'n got savery-
thing to win with. I havan't. I'm only
the harbormaster—ea fsherman’s son
to begin with. Love i{a about all I've
got to give wou—'
"Love {8 snough.,” Interrupted Mary.
"Mary!”
“Dan!”
For a momant they looksd into such
And them she was tn kis

banda.

other's evea
ATMmA

“But I can’t give up my candy nhop
even for you, Dan.,” Mary sald present-
ly. "You must take me, candy shop
and all. I'm awfully attached to the
candy shop.”
‘God Jlove the ocandy
“sines it bronght you

He laughed

shop,
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