LOVE AT LONG DISTANCE
BY JAMES RAYMOND PERRY
WITH PICTURES BY JOHN CASSEL

ilACK E M M O N S loved Miss thing—her eyes and the laugh on her lips
Daisy Lampson to the verge —that were responsible for Mr. Emmons's
of distraction, and longed repeated repulses. One might march up
to make her acquainted to those eyes and that laugh with ever so
with the fact. Seven times, brave a heart and with ninety-five per
by actual count, had he cent, iron in one's determination, and after
made up his mind to propose to her, and five minutes' exposure to the pitiless batseven times had he failed. Perhaps, after tery retreat in disorder. At least, such
all, he was not to blame, when one con- was the experience of Jack Emmons.
siders what manner of maid Miss Daisy
But such experiences begin to wear on
was. A moderately courageous man—one a man after a time. Seven iron determinawhe, for example, would unhesitatingly tions, succeeded by seven ignominious
spring in front of a runaway horse, or failures, are sure to have their effect; and
club a mad dog, or grapple with a burglar this effect is pretty certain to be depressin the dark—might feel his courage oozing ing. Mr. Jack Emmons began to grow
and his determination getting limp in the moody—that is, as moody as a man of
presence of a girl so particularly pretty and Jack's naturally sunny temperament can
so gaily light of heart as Miss Daisy. To grow. H e did not lose flesh, and he did
march up to such a maid and say: " I love not stop smiling altogether, though his
you. Will you be my wife ? " requires smiles were not quite as constant and joycourage of a high order. Miss Daisy's ous as of old.
dimples alone might serve to daunt such
" If only I did n't have to face those
presumptuous courage. For any man with eyes and that laugh I believe I could proa decently modest appreciation of himself, pose to her," reflected Jack, with a look
viewing those dimples, would feel that he on his round face as nearly gloomy as any
was asking for a great deal in comparison he had ever worn. " But that's what bowls
with the very most that he could give in me over every time—especially her eyes.
exchange therefor. But add to the dimples
" T h e nearest I ever got to an actual
the roses in her cheeks, and to the roses proposal," reflected Jack, " was that night
the snow of her brow and the cream of when we 'd been up to West Point and
her neck, and add to these the curve of got back about midnight. I t was n't even
her lips and the wave of her hair, and you moonlight that night, —just dim starlight,—
have such a formidable array of defensive and Daisy and I were sitting on the upper
charms as might cause any modest man to deck all by ourselves. I could n't see her
tremble. And when to the sum of all these eyes much, and I could n't see her wavy
powerful defenses you add the incompar- hair and dimples very well, and I came
able battery of Miss Daisy's eyes, even a mighty near proposing. That shows that I
much braver and much less modest man could propose to her—at least, I think I
than Mr. Emmons might be pardoned for could—if I could n't see her while I was
feeling what folly it was to try to take doing it. It was her laugh that knocked
the citadel within the walls—Miss Daisy's me out that night. Something funny struck
heart.
her, and she got to laughing. Of course
It was her eyes, indeed, more than any- you can't propose to a girl when she 's
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laughing. I wonder if she knew I was
going to propose, and laughed just to head

pose, just the same. Maybe if she could n't
see me I 'd have more courage. But h o w ' s
a fellow to propose,
and keep himself hidden
while he 's doing it ?
I
Some fellows write their
!
proposals; but I 'm no
jf^hand at writing.
I
t";'
should n't know what to
say, and should be sure
to write something that
would make her reject
me. If I could write a
decent proposal, and
say just what I meant
and nothing more, I 'd
do it. But I can't, and
I don't dare risk it.
Now, if I could only
talk to her, and not have
those eyes of hers looking at me, I believe I
could propose; but a
fellow can't get behind
a screen at such a time,
and he can't wear a
mask."
As he ruminated thus
gloomily. Jack's glance
rested on the telephone
standing on his desk,
suggestively near his elbow. It seemed to say :
" Well, what am I here
for ? Have n't I served
you many a time in the
past, and served you
faithfully ? This is a
delicate piece of business, I know ; but can't
you trust me ? I 'm
far better than a screen.
I 'm the very medium
you 've been wishing
for, and I 'm most cheer^s>*as=aJ
fully at your service,
sir."
" By Jove ! I wonder I
had n't thought of it before ! " exclaimed Jack.
Half-tone plate engraved by C. W. Chadwick
Without giving the im' A HALF-SUPPRESSED GURGLE OF LAUGHTER WAS BORNE TO
HIS EAR, AND JACK HALTED
pulse time to cool, he
took the receiver from
me off? Perhaps just being near her makes its hook. " Hullo, Central! Give me ' Pink,
me afraid of her. If that 's the case, it double one, four, two,' " he called. " Eleven
would n't make any difference whether I forty-two. Pink," came the answer, and
saw her face or not; I 'd be afraid to pro- Jack settled back in his chair, the receiver
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to his ear. That his heart was
beating a pulse or two faster
than usual must be admitted;
but otherwise Mr. Emmons
was calm This eighth attempt at a proposal seemed
to possess such elements of
possible success that he even
smiled as he waited.
" Hullo! Eleven forty-two,
Pink. Is Miss Lampson there
— Miss Daisy Lampson ? Oh,
hullo, Daisy, is that you?
Who ? Bessie ? Oh, I thought
't was Daisy; your voices
sound so much alike. Is n't
Daisy there ? "
"Wait a minute while I
call her; she's up-stairs," said
the voice. " It 's Mr. Jack
Emmons, is n't it ? "
" Yes," Jack answered.
" All right; wait just a minute," called the sweet girl
tones in his ear, at once remote and near; and with a
fluttering heart the wooer
waited.
In another moment a voice
equally sweet and equally
intimate and remote was saying to his left e a r : " Hullo,
Jack! Did you want to speak
to me ? "
The supreme moment of
determination number eight
had arrived; but though,
naturally, he was somewhat
flustered, Mr. Jack Emmons
had no thought of retreating.
The flash and dazzle of the
masked battery at the other
end of the wire did not daunt
him.
" Yes, Daisy," he answered,
" I want to speak to you a
minute. There 's something
I 've been wanting to say to
you for a long time, but I
never could seem to get just
the right opportunity, so I
thought I 'd call you u p and
say it over the wire. You
know, Daisy, we 've known
each other for a long—" A
half-suppressed
gurgle of
laughter was borne to his ear.
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Half-tone plate engraved by H. C. Merrill
' W H A T WAS IT YOU WERE SAYING?'

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

939

/ '

Half-tone plate engraved by F. H. Wellington

•FROM A REMOTE PART OF T H E HOUSE A RIPPLE OF SILVERY LAUGHTER
REACHED THEIR E A R S "
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and Jack halted. If the battery of her eyes
was now powerless, the long-range power
of that merry laugh was still effective; and
Jack hurriedly considered if he might not
retreat, after all, and hope for better luck at
the ninth attack. If left to himself he might
have ordered a retreat and tried to think
up some way of proposing in which he
could neither see nor hear Daisy during
the trying period; but he was not left to
himself.
" Yes, Jack, we 've known each other a
long time," the silver tones cooed. " What
was it you wanted to say ? "
" I — er—" began Jack, more discomfited
than ever by the seeming weakness of the
resistance. H e paused, the speech which
he had so often practised now quite forgotten in this moment of direst need.
"Yes, Jack. Hullo, Jack, are you
there ? " came the far-away voice.
"Yes, Daisy; I - "
" Oh, yes; now I hear you. Jack. I
thought they 'd cut us off. What was it
you were saying ? "
Entrancingly sweetT invitingly soft,
sounded the voice, and retreat was,out of
the question. H e must storm the heights
at any cost, and take the citadel if possible.
" I wanted to say—I wanted to tell
you—" desperately he began, "that I—
that I 've known you a long time, Daisy,
and that I love you, and—and always
have, and always will; and that I 'm telling you now, this way, because—because
your beauty always frightens me when I
try to say it to your face. And, Daisy,
don't despise me for being such a coward ;
for if any one 's to blame, it 's you, with
your beauty and your wit. I love you,
Daisy; I could n't say how much if—if I
had all the telephones in town to tell it
with. Don't laugh, dear. I 'm terribly in
earnest, and mean every word I say. I
love you more than I ever loved any one
in all my life—a thousand times more;
and I—Daisy, I want you to marry me.
I know I 'm asking for a million times
more than I can give, but I want you—
not because I deserve you, dear; not because I ever can deserve you—but because—because I love you, and always
have, and always shall. Will you be my
wife ? "
Jack was not quite sure whether a ripple
of silvery laughter came floating over the
wire or n o t Perhaps, after all, he had only
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imagined i t : it would be quite natural for
him to do that, since Daisy's laugh was
the only weapon of hers he had to fear at
this distance. H e waited, listening intently
for some other sounds; but the mysterious
murmurings of the long-distance wire was
all that he heard.
" Hullo, Daisy! " he called, but received
no reply; or was there a suspicion of a
choking gurgle at the other end of the
wire ?
" H u l l o , Daisy! Hullo! H u l l o ! " he
repeated,, his face reddening with mixed
emotions.
" Hullo, Jack! Hullo! Are you gone ? "
came the voice.
" No, I 'm here. Did you catch what
I said ? "
" What ? "
" Did you hear what I said ? " he repeated.
" Y e s ; the wire does n't seem to be
working very well, but I can hear you now.
What was it you wanted ? "
" I said," began Jack, and then he
stopped, groaning inwardly. This telephoning a proposal was n't, after all, quite
what his fancy .had pictured.
" Yes ? " The silver voice in his ear was
soft and inviting. H e must go on, whether
or no.
" I said would you be my wife, Daisy ? "
he answered, in perspiring desperation.
" Yes ? Hullo, Jack! Hullo! Are you
there ? I don't hear you," called the voice
in his ear.
Jack groaned. H e took the receiver
from his ear and gazed at it reproachfully,
frowningly; then he put it back.
" Hullo, Daisy! " he called. His voice
was calmer now.
" Hullo, J a c k ! I thought you 'd gone,"
came the answer.
" N o ; I 'm still here. Will you be at
home this evening, Daisy ? "
"Yes," came the answer, prompt and
clear.
" All right; I 'm coming out to see you.
I have something to tell you that I can't
say very well by telephone. I '11 be out on
the eight-thirty train."
" All right; I '11 be here, Jack. Good-by,"
the voice answered. •
Mr. Emmons put the receiver back on
its hook and for several minutes industriously mopped his brow. Then he began
to pace the room.
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At eight-thirty-five that evening he
"Yes, Jack dear, of course it is 'yes.'
mounted the steps to the Lampson But what in the world do you mean by
home, and found Daisy sitting on the saying you tried telephoning, and that I
piazza alone. She greeted him cordially, must have heard part of what you said ?
and suddenly he felt that, in spite of I did n't hear anything. It was n't I at
the disconcerting dimples and the bat- the telephone. Jack."
" It was n't you! Who was it ? "
tery of bright eyes, this was going to be
"Why, Bessie. She said you tried to
better than the telephone. But there could
be no shirking now. He had told her he tell her something, but she could n't hear
had something to say, and he must say it. very well, and so you would be out this
He started in abruptly, fearing perhaps evening to see me. What did you say ?
the effect that the dimples and bright eyes Did you really propose over the wire.
Jack?"
might have if he dallied.
"Yes, Daisy; that is, I tried to."
" I came out, Daisy," he began man"Then I '11 wager that the little imp
fully, " to tell you that I love yoii, and ask
you to be my wife. I should have said it heard every word you said. She 's been
long ago if I had dared; but you fright- giggling about something all the afterened me with your beauty, and—and I noon."
"Well, dear, never mind if she did. I
could n't. That's why I tried telephoning.
I thought't would be easier; but it was n't. don't care as long as you love me, Daisy,
You must have heard part of what I said, and are going to marry me. Bessie 's all
though, and had some idea of what I was right, anyway; she told me to come out
coming out for, and you would n't have to-night, so I '11 forgive her."
And just then, from a remote part of
let me come if your answer was to be no.
It is yes, is n't it, Daisy? Don't say it the house, a ripple of silvery laughter
reached their ears.
is n't."

DAYS COME AND GO
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EAVES fall and flowers fade,
J Days come and go :
Now is sweet Summer laid
Low in her leafy glade.
Low like a fragrant maid,
Low, low, ah, low.

Winds sigh and skies are gray.
Days come and go :
Wild birds are flown away.
Where are the blooms of May ?
Dead, dead, this many a day.
Under the snow.

Tears fall and eyelids ache,
Hearts overflow:
Here for our dead love's sake
Let us our farewells make—
Will he again awake ?
Ah, no, no, no.

Lips sigh and cheeks are pale.
Hearts overflow:
Will not some song or tale.
Kiss, or a flower frail.
With our dead love avail ?
Ah, no, no, no.
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