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" T K N O W they can't spare you, my
A dearest," Lindsley wrote, " and
I'm afraid you'd be disappointed in me,
because I'm not the shining star of the
class. I'm not wonderful, like you.
I'm just a fair-to-middling sort of girl,
but nobody on earth ever had a better
time than I'm having—unless it was you
in those splendiferous lovely Washington
days when father and grandfather were
alive."
Mrs. Macross held the letter in her
hand as she came down the steps of the
seminary. All the afternoon she had
directed the work of decorating the
chapel for the next day's exercises.
Nothing missed her eye. She had a word
of praise here, a deft suggestion there.
People did things for Mrs. Macross
without knowing why.
Even in the earliest days of her widowhood no one spoke of Marian Macross
as " poor Mrs. Macross." Very great
sympathy was expressed for her, but no
one spoke of feeling sorry for her. She
was dark, with a creamy skin, warm in
tone but without tinge of red.
When
she entered a room she seemed to be unusually tall, but when she stood beside
a woman of average height she was seen
to be the shorter. An accident at a
frontier post, of which she never spoke
in detail, had left her slightly lame, and
lameness with her- gave additional grace
to her carriage. It was a distinction,
not a defect.
The day had been warm, and the late
afternoon brought no cooling breeze.
Mrs. Macross's face was a thought paler
than usual, but as she walked she seemed
to be in a pleasant reverie. Men coming
home from their offices met her, and re^ Copy7-j\srh/, lOoy,
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membered to mention it at supper as an
event of the day. For each she had a
smile and a slight bow. She did not
speak to any of them, but each passed
on with the feeling that she had asked
him something concerning the matter he
had most in mind. At her gate she
paused a moment, reading Lindsley's letter again.
" When grandfather was alive," she
repeated, and went on into the house.
Mrs. Macross walked slowly into the
drawing-room. Her injured foot dragged
a little. She stood under the portrait
of " Fighting Bob " and looked up at it
steadily.
A step sounded in the hall. Mrs.
Macross turned with an instant change
of expression. It was as if she had
drawn down a veil. The figure of an
elderly mulattress appeared in the doorway.
" I didn't hear you come in. Miss
Marian. I was waiting till you come to
put the biscuits in."
Mrs. Macross came across the room
with her graceful, dipping walk, and
patted the old servant on the shoulder.
. " I was hoping all the way home that
you'd have biscuits, Nicey," she said.
" Please take my chair out to the porch,
and I'll sit there till tea is ready."
When Nicey had returned to the
kitchen Mrs. Macross leaned back in her
low chair and folded her hands in her
lap. Below the hill she could see the
street-lamps beginning to bloom like
yellow asters in the gray dusk. The
dome of the court-house showed black
against the glow in the west, and the
mellow old ivory tones of its classic fagade were losing their warmth in violet
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dimness. It was the miniature of the
twilight of another day, with another
dome and another pillared
fa9ade
against another sunset sky, and her eyes
widened as they turned back to the vision
of greater things.
'i"he boards of the bridge over the
creek in the hollow chuckled under the
smart tap of hoofs, and a buggy began
to climb the hill. The girl in it leaned
forward eagerly and her laugh trickled
and bubbled like a brook.
" There she is on the porch, Willy,"
she laughed. " I'll just have to surprise her for once. Did you tell her you
were going to meet me? "
The young man shook his head.
" Why, no," he said. " Of course not.
Vou told me not to. I haven't seen her,
anvway, since I got your letter."
The girl glanced at him sidewise under her lashes for an instant, and then
turned her eyes again toward the house.
Mrs. Macross had not seen them coming.
" Hello the house! " Lindsley called
from the gate. Mrs. Macross started to
her feet and gave a little cry of joy.
" I'm here, mother," Lindsley cried,
standing up and waving her hand.
" S h ! " she said to the young man in
an undertone. " I'll leave this box of
candy in the buggy. You can bring it
over."
Her hand touched his and she fluttered
to the ground. Mrs. Macross was halfway to the gate when her arms caught
Lindsley and held her.
" M y baby g i r l ! " she said. " O h ,
my baby girl! "
Through the dusk the light in Lindsley's eyes shone adoring and sweet.
" They wanted me to stay two days
longer," she said, " but I was so anxious
to get home 1 simply couldn't wait.
Good night, Willy. Ever so much
obliged to you for bringing me up. It's
Willy Van Ardsdale," she explained.
" He happened to be at the station, or
I'd have had to walk. Do you suppose
the time will ever come when there will
be more than one hack in Gordonsville? "
They stopped at the door for one look
at the last faint glow in the west.
" How lovely it is! " said the girl
softly. " And now come in and let me
tell you ten million things."
They went into the drawing-room to-
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gether and Lindsley's eyes flitted from
this familiar object to that, till they
rested on her father's portrait.
" Nicey's forgotten to put flowers under father's picture," she said.
" She's been very busy, and I was late
coming home this evening."
" I'll do it now I'm home. I'm going
to do lots of things, mother."
They went up the wide stairs, the
girl's arm about the mother's waist.
'I'hey had much the same healthy pallor
of skin, but Lindsley's blue eyes were
tlie eyes of Bob Macross. Their voices
possessed the same open-throated quality,
tlie same caressing inflection, but in
Lindsley's was a plaintive note which
her almost boyish smile belied. Mrs.
Macross's beauty was satisfying; Lindsley's was elusive.
Mrs. Macross opened the door of the
room and preceded Lindsley into it.
Lindsley caught her and kissed her.
" How sweet you've made it," she
cried. " New curtains—new matting—
oh, it's lovely, simply lovely 1 Why, why,
you've had the water-color Miss Burtiss
did of father framed for me. Let's take
it down to the dining-room. I've
brought the photograph back. She
called it the ideal soldier type. I told
her all you'd ever told me about him.
(General Robinson told me several things
I'd never heard before."
Mrs. Macross turned quickly.
" And it was all splendid and brave,
wasn't i t ? " she asked.
" Of
course," Lindsley
answered.
" Why, mother, you've given me your
rocking-chair. Who painted i t ? "
" Nicey."
" Good old thing! I saved the box of
candy Cornelia's brother bought me, to
bring home to her—but I must have left
it in Willy's buggy. I was in such a
hurry to get to you, I didn't stop to pick
up anything. Nicey always did love
candy."
Lindsley was stooping over her traveling-bag on the bed as she spoke. Faint
blue veins showed at her temples and
the heavy mass of her tumbled hair
seemed to give a pathetic little droop
to her head, a suggestion of fragility not
borne out by the rounded lines of her
figure. She looked back at her mother
over her shoulder and smiled.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

40

MUNSEY'S

" Here's a book Miss Burtiss gave me
to read on the train—' Sesame " and
Lilies.' I wisli you'd tell me what to
•ay about it when I write to her."
The smile was Bob Macross's smile.
" Say the truth. Tell her exactly how
it seems to you."
" Oh, but I'd have to read it to do
that."
She paused a moment in her work of
unpacking the bag.
" Mother," she said, " what do you
suppose ' being all things to all men '
really is? "
Mrs. Macross's face was averted for
an instant.
" I don't believe it was ever meant—
not quite literally," she said. " Did
vou think it meant being nice to everybody at the expense of the t r u t h ? "
Lindsley sighed.
" You can't stick to the truth always
without hurting somebody's feelings,"
she said. " Let's go down and hurry
Nicey about tea. 1 want to tell you all
about commencement and the girls, and
Fm too hungry to talk."
Her talk across the table was the
tinkle of the shallows, and as she gossiped her boyish smile crept up to the
rims of her blue eyes and sparkled there.
She threw off the restraint of schoolroom discipline as lightly as she might
have flecked a snow-flake from her sleeve.
One felt that the hours were measured
for her by the sun-dial, not the clock.
Time would stop when the shadowceased on the dial.
Mrs. Macross sat listening, too content
to talk. The faint strangeness of the
home-coming was wearing oif.
" I haven't heard you sing for so
long," Mrs. Macross said as they went
into the drawing-room. '" Can't you
sing a little for me n o w ? "
" I can't do very well so soon after
tea—and all mv new music is in mv
trunk."
" I like old songs best." said her
mother.
Lindsley's eyes sparkled.
" I've learned a very old one. General
Robinson told me when I went to school
after Christmas that it used to be one
of your favorites. I'll try that."
She opened the piano and ran her fingers up and down the kevs. Then, with-
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out prelude, she began " Lorena." Mrs.
Macross's hands tightened as they lay
clasped in her lap. She was sitting in
the shadow, but a tall lamp threw its
glow over Lindsley's upturned face.
The pathetic note in her voice raised
the song from its old-fashioned sentimentality ; there was heart-break in it
as she sang it. An old song—and her
mother had not heard it for a score of
years. Mrs. Macross's eyes dropped
from the portrait to the tender sweetness
of the girl's face.
The sharp click of a gate-latch caught
Mrs. Macross's ear. She stirred with a
look of relief. Lindsley's voice swelled
to a fuller tone as she sang on.
" Oh," she said, breaking off suddenly
as the bell rang. " Who on earth can
that be? Shall I go to the door? "
" No, I'll go," her mother replied.
" Sing something else—something I
haven't heard before."
Lindsley gave her hair a quick touch
and straightened her neck ribbon, one
hand touching the keys thoughtfully.
" Oh, my candy 1 " she said, as Willy
Xan Ardsdale came in. " Did I leave it
in the buggy? I'm glad 3'ou brought it.
Goodness knows when I'll have any
more."
The boy greeted her awkwardly, a little ill at ease in Mrs. Macross's presence.
His unusually evident
cuffs
seemed to oppress him. H e looked relieved when Lindsley suggested going
out to sit on the porch. She left the
door open, and their voices floated in to
Mrs. Macross, sitting with a book in her
hands. She seemed to be reading, but
she was listening. Their talk was the
gay banter of a girl and a boy who
have known each other always, but Mrs.
Macross, listening, caught a note which
she seemed to be hearing for the first
time.
At half-past ten Mrs. Macross laid
down her book and went out to the
porch. The young man rose at sight of
her, evidently expecting her to seat herself. She remained leaning against the
railing, however, and presently he took
his leave, lifting his hat with a long
sweep of his arm.
Lindsley yawned.
" I'm glad you made him go," she
said. " He isn't verv amusing, and I'm
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sleepy. I believe 1 could pound the
pillow twelve hours at a stretch."
" What on earth do you mean by
that ? " Mrs. Macross asked.
" It's just plain, low-down slang for
sleeping," Lindsley explained, laughing.
" Willy says it. He puts up a great line
of talk."
" I wish you wouldn't be so dreadfully quick to copy him. It really—I
don't like to hear it."
" I won't, then," said Lindsley easily.
" But you know everybody's slangy
these days. It saves so much time.
How sweet the honeysuckle smells! "
She slipped her arm about her mother,
and they stood for a moment looking
down the hill and away to the courthouse, looming softly, duskily silver
against the sky. The wind stirred the
tree-tops lazily, making them rustle
pleasantly.
Lindsley's light burned till after midnight. She was writing letters.
The
first one r a n :
MY DEAR MISS BROWN :

I am sitting by my window, with the
moonlight streaming in in a silver flood of
glory. It is late, but I cannot go to sleep
without telling you of the pleasure " Sesame
and Lilies" gave me on my journey home.
It is a lovely book—so helpful, so uplifting.
I shall think of you always when I read it.
I arrived home safely, but as I took
mother by surprise, there was no one at
the station to meet me. Fortunately, however, I found some old friends who drove
me home. Mother is well and sends her
regards. I am feeling a little blue at leaving the girls and all the pleasant associations of the dear old school. I wish I were
coming back next year, and I hope you
will not forget me. I remember all you
ever said to me; I shall never forget how
kind you were to me when I came there
a stranger, and if I ever displeased you,
I hope you will forgive me.
I must go to bed now, as I am very tired.
Most sincerely yours,
LINDSLEY MACROSS.

The second letter was more hurriedly
written:
DEAR CORNIE:

How did you like the style of turn-out
that met me? Tell your brother that it's
the fastest horse in town—and the driver
isn't slow, either—and I expect to spin
along behind it a great deal this summer.

THE

WOMAN

41

Tell your brother, too, that I want that
glove he took sent right straight back. It
seems awfully nice to be home again, and
I expect to have a gay time of it. Gordonsville is small, but it is maddingly gay compared to being at school. I'll have a lot of
things to tell you when I come down for
the Fourth. Dig up all the men you know.
I'm afraid of your brother, and I know he
thinks the way we giggled in the train was
too silly for words. Still, we had a good
time, didn't we?
Well, it's awfully late, and I'm sleepy
as can be, so -by-by and write soon.
Yours,
LIN.
II
MRS. WILSON gazed from the window
of the sleeper with a sense of well-being
that no smiling stretch of June meadow
and woodland could have given her.
The whirling snow deepened her content
with her secure comfort.
She was a slender woman. Her face
was of the type one associates with old
daguerreotypes. It was delicately oval,
with a certain softness of modeling.
The mouth was small and firm, with a
firmness which was physical rather than
temperamental: the forehead was broad
and thoughtful, the eyes were large
and heavily lashed.
She was thirtytwo. About the slope of her shoulders
and the lace at her throat lay the suggestion of the fashion of daguerreotype
days, but her gown expressed the mode
of the moment.
As the gray square of the window
darkened into purple blue, the faces of
her two fellow travelers were mirrored
in it.
The younger man was fresh-colored
and clean-cut. H e was, possibly, fiveand-twenty. Mrs. Wilson defined him to
herself as the kind of young man women
like, and smiled whimsically, appreciating her definition's indefiniteness.
Certainly he was handsome in an entirely
modern way.
The elder man, twice his age and
more, was handsome after the fashion of
an earlier day. He wore his white hair
longer than is the custom. His white
mustache, while it drooped at either side,
did not conceal his smile. Mrs. Wilson
analyzed the smile and perceived it to be
nothing more than an occasional parting
of the lips to show perfect and slightly
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prominent teeth. Many a reputation for of more interest to him than the affairs
good humor, she reflected, is based on of Colonel Macross.
" Maybe she'll ask him if he wiped
prominent teeth.
" A man grows old," the elder man his feet on the mat as he came in."
Mrs. Wilson, somewhat to his surwas saying, " but the heart keeps its
youth. Those we loved when we were prise, considered the suggestion seriously.
" I shouldn't be a bit surprised," she
young, the old familiar scenes—a place
by the fire—these are the things a man said. " People do and say such foolish
things in great moments."
wants when he comes to sixty years."
Again he wondered at the unusual
There were tears in his voice. H e
quality of her eyes. His thoughts leaped
roused himself suddenly and rose.
" If you will excuse me," he said, back to his own situation—his new" I think I'll take a smoke before I turn found and unexpected wealth, his decision to spend a few months in Europe,
in."
Left to themselves, Mrs. Wilson and then return and live in Washington.
Wendell found nothing to say for a mo- Unwittingly he spoke aloud.
ment. Mrs. Wilson blinked energetic" It will be right nice
" He
ally before she broke the silence.
stopped abruptly.
" I didn't know Westerners said ' right
" Poor old fellow! " she said. " Did
you ever hear such a remarkable his- nice.' " Her voice had an effect of remoteness.
tory?"
" My people were from Kentucky, like
^Vendell was studying her as intently
as he dared. There was something yours," he answered. " Maybe that's
curiously fascinating about her direct why I say it."
gaze.
Mrs. Wilson's conscience triumphed.
" I ' m not a Southerner," she said.
" I knew a case somewhat like his
once," he said. " A man who forgot " I was born and brought up in Wiswho he was for five years—hurt in a consin. I deceived that poor old colonel
about it."
mine accident."
" And did you understand that Col" But," he said, " you talk like a
onel Macross has only just remembered Southerner."
who he is? "
" I know I do. I've practised it ever
" Yes, but if he's been like the man since I was ten years old, and it's second
I knew, he hasn't been what you call in- nature now. I always wanted to be
sane all this time. I should judge that a Southerner. My great-grandmother
he can remember his second personality', came from Virginia, but the rest of my
or whatever you call it. I think he's family didn't come from anywhere at
been in business down in Mexico."
all, and didn't stay when they got there.
Mrs. Wilson seemed to be merely I was brought up all over Wisconsin."
thinking aloud.
" I'm an American, even if I was
" And I suppose his wife went home born in Russia," he said. " I don't see
to her people after he disappeared. why being born in Wisconsin need keep
That was before the daughter was you from being a Virginian, if you want
born—and • they've never heard from to be one. We had some kittens at the
him
"
ranch once, and they were born in an
She sat up suddenly and fixed a ques- oven, but that didn't make biscuits of
tioning eye on Wendell.
them."
" How .did he know the baby was a
She regarded him thoughtfully.
g i r l ? " were the words on the tip of
" You've suggested the very thing I've
her tongue, but she did not speak them. always wanted to do," she said recklessly.
" I beg your pardon, but I didn't " I've always wanted to explore the State
catch what you said."
of Virginia with a horse and a springMrs. Wilson leaned back again.
wagon, and see if I couldn't find a place
" I didn't say anything. I was only to belong in. Would you mind telling
thinking. I was wondering what his me, as an outsider, would it be a very
wife will say to him when she sees him." eccentric thing to d o ? "
" I not only advise it, but if I can
Wendell laughed. Mrs. Wilson was
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think you're going to do it, I shall be
saved a lot of worry while I'm gone."
Mrs. Wilson looked at her watch.
" 1 really had no idea it was so late,"
she said in a tone of dismissal. " Will
you ring for the porter, please? "
She put out her hand at the same moment toward the bell. Wendell's hand
closed over it for a moment.
" May I come and see you when I
come back? " he asked, " I'll be in Washington. That's not far from Virginia."
" I might not be in Virginia," she said,
withdrawing her hand.
She stood up and brushed down her
dress.
" But I should like to see you," she
added.
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" A prodigal, perhaps," he said.
" But repentant, weary of the husks."
Ill

T H E seminary bell rang out the strokes
of noon and Mrs. Macross rose to
dismiss her class. The pupils passed
out slowly, with an effect of bowing to
her, though no head was consciously
bent. She heard them romping down the
stairs as she went into the dressing-room
for her bonnet and cloak. It was the
one day of the school week when she had
no afternoon classes, and this day was
the anniversary of her father's birth.
Her lips tightened a little at the memory,
but her face was placid again as she
crossed the campus.
Nicey met her mistress at the door.
Over his cigar in the smoking-com" They's a gentleman waitin' to see
partment
Colonel
Macross let his you. Miss Ma'an," she said. I tol' him
thoughts wander. He pictured the old you'd be home early to-day."
home on the hill that Marian had deMrs. Macross opened the door of the
scribed so often. He had never visited drawing-room. The man was standing
Gordonsville, but in his musings it be- with his back to her, but he turned to
came the dearly loved home of his boy- face her as she entered. She closed the
hood. His eyes were moist as he took door behind her and leaned against it.
his flask from his pocket and unscrewed Colonel Macross came toward her.
the cap. He thrilled to think that Ma" Marian," he said, " don't you know
rian's home had been the birthplace of m e ? "
his daughter.
Mrs. Macross began to rub her hands
He pictured the welcome—Marian, as if they were cold.
whom the years could not have robbed
" I wasn't killed," he went on. " I was
of her charm. Only for a moment did only hurt so badly that I didn't know
an uneasy recollection stir, and he tilted who I was for a long time."
the flask again. She had always loved
His hands were outstretched to touch
him better than he deserved, and she was her. She shook her head.
a woman who could not change.
" Where is the woman? " she asked.
" She has been dead two years. You
The dead are always forgiven, and he
"
was coming back from the grave. The don't understand
Mrs. Macross interrupted with cold,
world had never given him his just deserts, but he bore no malice. Marian suppressed passion.
" You've known all these years.
would forgive. They two would go
down the hill toward the sunset hand You've let me do for Lindsley what I
in hand. H e was tired and broken. could. You knew, and you stayed there
Marian and home and his child were tug- in Mexico with that woman. Where is
her c h i l d ? "
ging at his heart-strings.
" Dead."
Long he sat there, returning to the
" Lindsley's sister. Lindsley's sister.
car only once, unnoticed, to take something from his traveling-bag. Again in That was your daughter. This is mine."
the smoking-compartment his visions
" My daughter, too."
grew brighter and brighter, till they
" Not your daughter—mine.
You
merged into a cloud of content. He were dead before she was born. You
lounged heavily, rousing now and then were not fit to be her father."
to drink, and to mutter. Once when the
" One sin to count against me all these
uneasy recollection recurred he met it years! One sin—and I have repented.
with his smile.
I've come home."
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" N o t one sin. Ten thousand. You
left me to work for her—you know where
your money went—even before she was
born. I hadn't clothes enough for her.
I bought her the coarsest, the cheapest.
I've worked for her—I've fought."
She began to shake with dry sobs.
" But surely, your father," he began.
" My father
" She turned toward
him.
" Do you know we've lived on your
pension and what I could earn—that and
nothing e l s e ? " she said steadily.
Colonel Macross sat down heavily.
" I did not know," he said.
" W h a t shall we do n o w ? " she said.
" W h a t ' s to be done? Have you
?"
He shook his head.
" A few thousands—a very few. But
I'm not too old to work, Marian; let me
see our daughter."
He rose and came toward her again.
She caught the odor of liquor on his
breath. Her face twitched as if she had
lost control of her muscles.
" Sit down," she whispered. " Wait—•
wait! "
She brushed back a lock of hair and
glanced about the room, seeing nothing
till her eyes fell on the portrait of Bob
Macross.
" There's Lindsley's father," she said.
" She has been taught to love him. He
is her hero. Are you going to kill him
again for her? "
" You're mad, Marian. I have come
home to her with a father's love in my
heart."
She laughed shrilly.
" And your father's love for your
other children? "
" A man doesn't love—can't you understand how different all that is? I
always loved you."
She turned with a choking sound in
her throat and went to the window, flinging the curtains back.
The
light
streamed in on an old man, battered,
worn, coarsened. Her hands went out
to him.
" Oh, Bob ! " she cried. " After all
these years ! "
He held her hands and looked at her
closely.
" You haven't changed," he said.
" You could still queen it among them all
as vou did in the old davs. I know I've
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been wrong, Marian, but after this—on
my honor."
She wrenched her hands away. Lindsley was laughing with Brewster at the
gate.
" You can't have her," she said. " It's
too late.
Go away again—oh, go!
Don't you see? It isn't Lindsley alone—
it's the money. We'd have it all to pay
back—we couldn't live. Go away."
" From you and my daughter? "
" Oh, yes, yes. Just for a little while
till I can think what to do—till you can
find something somewhere. We could
come to you. Don't tell Lindsley."
" I must.
A father's love has its
claims."
She turned on him pale with fury.
" If you tell her," she panted, " I'll
tell her the whole story. I'll make her
understand. I'll break her heart with it,
I'll make her ashamed to be a Macross.
She won't be able to understand what a
father's love is, but I'll make her know
what a man's honor is worth. I'll make
you a thousand times more dead to her
than you were before. I'll teach her to
hate 3'ou if it kills her i "
Lindsley opened the hall door. Mrs.
Macross looked straight at her husband
for a moment.
" Lindsley," she called, " come in
here. We have a visitor I want you to
meet."
Lindsley came into the room. She had
never looked more like Bob Macross to
her mother.
" It is Colonel Richards," Mrs. Macross went on. " He knew vour father
years ago, dear."
Lindsley swept the old man with a
glance and came forward smiling, Mrs.
Macross's daughter.
" I am so glad to know you," she said.
" I've seen so few people who knew
father. He was a wonderful man, wasn't
he?"
Colonel Macross held her hand and
looked at her steadily.
" Do you think I look like my father? "
she asked.
" You look more like your mother. I
think," he answered slowly.
Lindsley seated herself on the sofa beside her mother.
" Were you ever with father in any of
his engagements?" she asked.
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'' Colonel Richards was at Chickaniauga," said Mrs. Macross.
Lindsley's eyes lighted.
" That was the time—they charged
seventeen times over the same ground
without stopping to pick up the wounded.
And you were there I Oh, Colonel Richards, tell me how father looked that day."
" I didn't see him," said Colonel Macross huskily. " You don't see much at
times like that. You just go ahead."
" Like father," said Lindsley.
The
light died out of her eyes as she looked
at the old man. " How very long ago
that was."
She spoke with an effort of separating
the old man from the vision of her
father.
Colonel Macross lowered his
eyes.
" Is this your first visit to Gordonsv i l l e ? " Lindsley went on.
Colonel Macross half rose from his
chair.
" Yes, it's Colonel Richards's first
visit," said Mrs. Macross, " and we must
do what we can to make it a pleasant
one. Run and tell Nicey that the colonel
will stay to tea with us."
After Lindsley left the room, neither
the husband nor the wife spoke. Colonel
Macross crossed the room to look at the
portrait of " Fighting Bob." A sword
swung by a faded silk sash hung under
it. Mrs. Macross watched him with an
agony of fear in her eyes.
He was still gazing at the sword when
Lindsley returned, and he fell into anecdotes of war days, of frontier life. Like
a golden thread the glory of Bob Macross ran through them all.
Mrs.
Macross sat silent.
He w'as building for lindsley an image of her
father glorified beyond the girl's dreams.
It was a Galahad he was shaping for
her, and a Lancelot had been the highest
her mother had taught her.
He talked vividly, speaking with voice,
with face, with gesture. Mrs. Macross's
eyes followed his left hand. He held it
with fingers loosely curled, concealing,
even in his eagerness, its defect—a missing little finger. There was more of
the father Lindsley knew in the missing
finger than in the whole body of the man
who spoke.
They went presently into the diningroom. Colonel Macross sat facing the
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little w-ater-color sketch, and Mrs. Macross caught Lindsley's eyes turning from
it to the old man. It was a vaguely
troubled look, but no hint of suspicion in
it. To her there was no likeness in the
smiling, debonair picture to the furrowed
face of the old soldier. Twenty years of
other standards were writ large in his
eyes and in the lines about his mouth,
graven deeper than his smile had power
to efface.
Mrs. Macross's hands moved steadily
about their accustomed tasks. She saw
the lamplight gleam on them and realized
that they were beautiful. What Lindsley
and Colonel Macross were saying she
did not hear, but she noticed a nicked
place in a cup and decided to speak to
Niccy about it. It was old china and
valuable.
After tea they talked for a little time
in the drawing-room.
Mrs. Macross
spoke now and again, gently, graciously
smiling. She could not remember howfar sound travels in a second. One sees
the lightning flash and later hears the
thunder. She recalled hearing some one
say years ago that no man hears the bullet that kills him. Who could have said
that? It was—there he sat where he had
been sitting for all eternity—Bob Macross. Once it was in her mind to cry
out the truth to Lindsley. A moment
afterward she was standing, smiling as
Colonel Macross said good night.
It
seemed hours before he spoke.
" I cannot tell you, my dear child,
what a privilege it has been to me to see
you," he said. " I fear I shall not be
able to repeat the pleasure. I am leaving to-night, and I am an old man."
He came nearer the girl.
" As your father's old comrade, may
I kiss you good-by?"
Mrs. Macross drew a deep breath as he
kissed Lindsley's forehead. At the door
he held Mrs. Macross's hands for a moment.
" In all probability I shall never see
you again, either," he said, raising the
hand to his lips. His eyes were wet.
When the outer door had closed after
him, Lindsley turned smiling to her
mother.
" How tired you look, dear," she said.
" These old gentlemen never know when
they've talked enough.
I suppose he
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must have left the army years ago. He
didn't seem like a man who had ever
been an ofificer, did he? "
IV
BOB MACROSS'S footsteps had died
away down the street some minutes before, and Mrs. Macross sat, listening, as
always thereafter she must listen, for
their return. The first numbness of the
shock was passing. As Lindsley chattered before leaving her for the night,
Mrs. Macross, from minute to minute,
could not tell how much longer the impulse to cry out, to beat her hands against
her head, to give way entirely, might be
resisted.
The pain of awakening reason was intolerable. She caught her hands at a
trick new to them. They were writhing
and twisting in each other. That must
be the way people wrung their hands.
It was precisely the movement Lindsley
used when she rubbed cold cream in.
Mrs. Macross laughed suddenly. She
had not heard what Lindsley was saying.
Tlie girl, brushing her hair before the
mirror, looked over her shoulder and
smiled.
" I t was funny, wasn't i t ? " she said.
" Mr. Brewster thought he ought to tell
me for my own good, but I've seen Judge
Gordon going into the very saloon. I
don't see why it's any worse for Willy
to do it than it is for the judge. Mr.
Brewster's so good he makes you feel
lonesome."
Was it the click of the gate-latch?
No, the footsteps passed.
Far away
Mrs. Macross heard the roar of the
north-bound train—the last train of the
night. Was Bob Macross stepping into
a car now? H a d he missed the train?
She held her breath till the roar began
again. It sank to a distant thunder, a
muiifled roar, a faint whisper, and died
away. The pine-tree beside her window
rapped sharply against the house.
It
sounded like a knock.
Lindsley stopped talking.
" I hadn't thought of it," Mrs. Macross said vaguely.
" T h o u g h t of w h a t ? " Lindsley asked.
" Dear me ! " answered her mother. " I
was dozing."
Lindsley kissed her and went slowly
to the door. Did she mean to turn slowly
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and say she knew? How could she fail
to know when the swing of her own
shoulder was Bob Macross's? She flung
out lier arms and yawned.
" B-r-r-h!
I'm sleepy!" She said.
" Good night."
Mrs. Macross was alone. Till Lindsley ceased to move about in the next
room she sat as she had been sitting. In
a little while, when Lindsley was asleep,
she would give way. She undressed and
turned back the covers of her bed. A
fit of trembling seized her and she
dressed again, caught up a cloak, and
stood listening.
From the half open
door of Lindsley's room came the sound
of deep, regular breathing. She stole
into the room and tucked the covers
closer about the girl's throat. Lindsley
stirred a little. Mrs. Macross stretched
an arm above her protectingly. Lindsley was her all—all hers.
Lindsley stirred again. Mrs. Macross
went out silently, down the stairs, and
along the lower hall to a side door. The
key moved harshly under her fingers^
and she waited, an explanation ready on
her lips. Nicey had left a table-cloth
on the line. She was going to bring it
in.
The house was very still as she closed
the door behind her and went down the
steps. At the corner of the lawn, directly on the street, was the small building which had been her father's office.
She was running to him now as she had
run with every small trouble of her
childhood.
" Father ! Father ! " she called under
her breath.
The office-door gave under her fingers
and she groped for her father's old desk,
his chair.
" O father ! O God ! " she whispered,
and sank sobbing beside the chair.
The light of the street-lamp outside
streamed, flickering, through the dusty,
uncurtained window. The books on the
shelves were as her father had left them.
His chair and desk had never been
moved. The place was full of him. He
had never failed her in the old girlish
days, and now, long after he had gone,
she was telling him the story of her
womanhood for the first time. She had
spared him when Bob Macross was supposed to have died, and afterward, be-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

THE

WORLD

x\ND

cause he was an old man and he loved
her—because, too, he was a man and she
a woman, and she felt bitterly that he
could not understand. He would have
expected a wife to forgive.
She had forgiven Bob. The wider outlook of maturity had taught her the truth
against which her early wifehood had so
bitterly rebelled.
She had learned to
believe in Bob's love, and to accept that
eternal difference between a man's love
and a woman's
Loving her, he had
been untrue—but loving her.
She had come even to pity him as a
mother pities. He had been helpless in
the grasp of his temperament, and his
temperament had made him the ideal soldier he was.
Some one was coming up the street.
She got to her feet and stood beside the
window. It was late for any one to
be passing, unless—the man stopped before the house, his hand on the gate. He
looked up at Lindsley's window, and
threw a kiss. Mrs. Macross heard him
laugh shrilly as he walked on.
He
lurched a little as he came. The light of
the street-lamp fell on his face. It was
^^'illy Van Ardsdale.
Mrs. Macross watched him as he
passed on. Something to look at kept
her from thinking, and she must think—
she must find a way out for Lindsley.
A flood of bitterness against Bob Macross swept over her. How was Lindsley
to be saved from him ? He had been dead
so long—so long forgiven.
Yet—she
seemed always to have known he would
come back.
Because of that knowledge she had lived day by day, never
looking ahead, never planning for Lindsley's future. What, in God's name, was
to be done?
She fell to thinking of her father
again. The room seemed to ring with
his voice.
" I have played a big game," he had
said when last he sat in that chair. " A
big game, my dear."
Mrs. Macross drew her cloak closer
about her. A letter fell from the pocket.
She replaced it, and paused, with her
fingers still holding it, for Mrs. Beauchamp, who had written it, was the only
one of her Washington friends with
whom she had kept in touch.
" How much longer are you going to
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stay buried out t h e r e ? " she recalled the
words of the letter. " Do you mean to
let Lindsley marry without even a
glimpse of the w o r l d ? "
The rest of the letter came back. But
there was no money, and Lindsley was
a mere child. Mrs. Macross had even
smiled at the idea of marriage for her
daughter—she was so young. Perhaps
some day—and now Bob Macross had
come back—he would always come back.
How long a time could she count on
him? There was nothing to hold him
in Mexico. He knew the way back to
her—he wanted Lindsley—he wanted a
home. His few thousands—why, her father's library was worth a few thousands.
Mrs. Macross closed the door of the
office behind her and went back to her
room. It was near morning now, and
very cold. She crept into her bed and
lay staring into the dark.
" A big game," her father had said;
and she was his daughter.
Slowly the chill light of the winter
morning turned the black into gray. In
the hush and the dimness familiar objects loomed, colorless and unreal. There
was no life, no joy in the coming of the
day, only the slow, painful lessening of
the shadows.
Mrs. Macross's eyes fell on her desk.
In one of the drawers, she remembered,
were the old address-books, the visitinglist, the few links which bound the life
of her father's time to the present. She
pushed the covers away from her and
stood beside the bed.
The movement had been abrupt. For
an interminable moment she was conscious that her heart no longer beat. The
room was black again and she was falling. She seemed to have been falling
longer than she could remember. Then
she was staring at the gray ceiling.
She lay for a moment unable to think,
conscious that she could not move
her hands, conscious of an intolerable
fear. How long had it been since she
fell? H a d days passed? Or seconds?
Thought returned with a throbbing
rush that seemed to tear her brain. In
all her life she had never before been unconscious. This
time of
blackness
seemed to cut her life squarely in two.
She remembered that her mother had
died in such way as this, suddenly, hur-
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ried out of the world without a cry or
word. Her hands twitched and became
a living part of her again. She rose
cautiously, clinging to the bed. The fali
had not bruised her body, but it had
shaken her soul.
Lindsley stirred in the next room.
Mrs. Macross lay down again with closed
eyes. Out of the darkness two blows
had fallen.
Before either should fall
again how long, how short was the time
left to her?
V
GENERAL JACQUEMINOT'S fame is

em-

balmed in the heart of a rose; Lord
Brougham's monument is a carriage.
Franklyn Lindsley added no word to the
world's vocabulary.
Many a man gains a statue through
dying at the right moment; Lindsley forfeited his by living after a republic which
is not so much ungrateful as short of
memory had forgotten him. Men who
have deserved less have endured in bronze
and stone. Nothing remains of Lindsley's greatness but a vague tradition, the
echo of a name. It is recalled that he
was a statesman, and saying " statesman "
one avoids naming him committally as of
the House, the Senate, or the Cabinet.
He belonged to his day, and he never
achieved a nickname.
Fashionable Washington has swept to
the north and west of the street in which
he lived, as a generation earlier it overflowed to the north of the old " first
ward," but the neighborhood is still
" good " in the Washington sense of the
word. Apartment buildings have not invaded it, and only here and there has a
boarding-house crept quietly in.
The
architecture is not varied. Each house
bears a family resemblance to its neighbor, but possesses a certain individuality
of its own. Washington houses were
never struck off in block-long brown-stone
editions. In Lindsley's street they belong to the same school, but are not
replicas.
Mrs. Beauchamp is accustomed to say of them that they possess
marked distinction because they are without marked differences, and repetition
has given her saying the authority of an
epigram.
" New Washington," she always adds,
" is all difference and no distinction."
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She was saying this to her son over the
luncheon-table on a day in December,
and he received it, as he did all her
speeches, with grave deference, pausing
a moment to consider it before he replied.
Henry Beauchamp's manner gave importance to any speech addressed to him.
He never listened lightly.
" And will Mrs. Macross prefer difference or distinction?" he inquired.
Mrs. Beauchamp went on without
heeding him. She seldom paid serious
attention to any speeches but her own,
and the conviction that Henry could be
trusted to say the right thing left her free
to pay no attention to what he said.
" I wish I knew how much money she
has. She speaks vaguely of fortunate
investments, but he couldn't have left
her much, could he? "
Henry Beauchamp appeared to turn
the matter over in his mind.
" W h o do you m e a n ? " he asked.
" Y o u said 'who,' didn't y o u ? " answered his mother. " It's a comfort to
me, Henry. You always look as if you
were going to say ' whom,' and I couldn't
live up to you if you did. I always detest people who say ' w h o m ' and ' It
is I.' They invariably curl their little
fingers when they hold a cup. I meant
her father.
Of course Bob Macross
hadn't anything to leave."
" He left her the earth," said Henry,
with unexpected promptness.
" That's
something."
" H e never had anything but his pay.
1 remember there was a special bill for
a pension for her. I always wondered
what on earth Bob Macross would have
been if there hadn't been a war. Gautier
says something about the position or
something or other of a Columbus who
hadn't discovered his America, or something of the sort, I forget just what.
Bob Macross was a lawless person, and
the war gave him a chance to be lawless
in a perfectly lawful way. I didn't mean
him, though, I meant Senator Lindsley.
He ought to have made money, but he
was constitutionally honest, or stupid,
which amounts to the same thing."
" Perhaps," said Henry,
" he cared for higher things
Mrs. Beauchamp focused
on him.
" W h a t things do you
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asked, almost pausing for a reply.
" You've always had money enough,
Henry Beauchamp, to be able to despise
wealth. Lindsley hadn't. He ought to
have made money—and of course he did,
in a way, but I don't believe he had much
to leave. I believe Marian Macross has
come back to Washington to marry her
daughter off. Of course, she won't say
so, but her wanting to take a house looks
like it, doesn't it? If she really wanted
Lindsley Macross just to see Washington,
there are hotels."
" Yes, there are hotels," said Henry,
with an air of recalling their number.
Mrs. Beauchamp nodded after a pause.
" We're going to look at them. Oh,
you said hotels, didn't you? Of course
1 didn't mean hotels. I meant houses.
1 wish you'd telephone to the stable. T
told her I'd send for them."
" T h e houses?" asked Henry gravely.
" She said she had keys to several, and
they were to be ready at two or at three,
I forget which.
However, it doesn't
make much difference. We sha'n't have
time to see manv. I wonder if they're
much alike,"
" In a general way, possibly," murmured Henry.
" If she's like either she'll be goodlooking," Mrs. Beauchamp went on.
Henry's replies never startled her into
attention as his silences would have done.
" Bob Macross was the handsomest man
of his day, and Marian always had an
air. Most Western girls are all r's and
bounce. I've always been glad I hadn't
a daughter, for that reason. You can't
tell a thing about girls these days."
She rose from the table.
" I wouldn't if I could," remarked
Henry, opening the door for her. " It
isn't nice to tell things."
The speech hung in the air, floated
about the bounds of Mrs. Beauchamp's
l^reoccupation,
and
ultimately
sank
through it to her consciousness. It disturbed her. Henry had always been so
satisfactory to talk to. She trembled for
her comfort. Listening would be such
an exertion if Henry meant to begin saying things that had the sound of cleverness.
" If he does say things," she decided,
comforting herself, " I can repeat them.
I wonder I never noticed it before."
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The speech was still in her mind when
Mrs. Macross and Lindsley came in.
" Henry and I were speaking of your
daughter a moment ago," she said, after
she had greeted them. " I can't quite
remember what he said, but it was about
girls in general.
This is Henry,
Marian."
Mrs. Macross put out her hand to him.
" I helped your mother cry over you
when your curls were cut," she said.
" But I wasn't here to join her in tears
when you were promoted to trousers."
Mrs. Beauchamp was holding Lindsley's hand and patting it softly.
" You've never had to lose your curls,
my dear." she said. " They're like your
father's. It's one of the advantages of
being a girl—having curls, I mean.
This is my son Henry. She's not like
you, Marian, and yet slie is. Resemblances are so odd. Now, Henry Beauchamp's precisely like his father's maiden
aunt, who never had any children at all,
and not in the least like either his father
or me. Family traits do come out so.
Aunt Maria was devoted to gardens, and
Henry's something over at the Agricultural Department. I'm never quite sure
what it is, but it has to do with cultivating something—forests or entomology
or something of the sort."
Henry murmured a more exact definition of his avocation.
" H a v e you the k e y s ? " Mrs. Beauchamp asked.
" I have the key," answered Mrs.
Macross. " The key to the house where
we lived so long. The agent tells me it
is to be let furnished. I hadn't expected
such good fortune. I f f can live there,
it will be like the old days. 'W^e shall be
neighbors again."
" Yes," said Mrs. Beauchamp.
" I
don't believe a thing's been changed, not
even the plumbing. I always say that
the Lindsley house and mine are the only
places in Washington where a cut-glass
chandelier is still lived up to. The people who lived in the house last were from
Chicago or Colorado or somewhere out
there. They've built out on Massachusetts Avenue. The woman always says
' Yes, m a ' a m ' when you speak to her.
But I think they never owned the house.
I'm sure it can't be furnished—at least
not comfortably."
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Mrs. Macross responded to the implied the wish was the last thought she ever
question.
bestowed on Willy.
" I slia'n't mind adding a few tilings,"
VI
she said. " It will mean so much to be
at home again."
MRS. MACROSS and Mrs. Beauchamp
" Still, you ought to look at some other turned in at the gate of the Lindsley
houses first. I don't believe in taking a house. They belonged to a day when
thing just because it's exactly what you haste was inelegant and elegance an end
want until you've looked around a little. to be striven for; a day when women enBesides, I know they ask a perfectly un- tered a drawing-room floating, not galloping.
reasonable price for it."
Mrs. Macross's eyes turned to I.indsley.
Both were well dressed, but with a dif" I am willing to pay the price," she ference. Mrs. Macross had a genius for
said. " I promised to meet the agent at clothes ; Mrs. Beauchamp—an excellent
the house and talk it over. The present dressmaker.
owner has agreed to repaper most of the
Mrs. Beauchamp was a head the taller,
rooms. The rest can be managed, I as she was a decade the elder. She had
a commanding presence and the spirit of
think."
A vivid curiositv burned in Mrs. Beau- a follower. All her life she had moved
champ's eye, but Marian Lindsley had along the line of least resistance. In
never been given to confidences and speech she obeyed the law of inertia.
Marian Macross was not a person to be
Usually when she began to talk she
kept on talking until something outside
questioned.
" ^'ou're not busy, are you, this after- her own volition stopped her ; but with
n o o n ? " Mrs. Beauchamp asked of Mrs. Macross. she frequently listened of
Henry.
" Of course, you never are. her own accord.
You can't be cultivating anything at this
" Twenty years, isn't it, since you went
time of the year. If you aren't, wouldn't down this walk last ? " she asked.
Lindsley like to walk over to the Cor" Twenty years," answered Mrs. Macoran Gallery or the Monument or some- cross. " Father stood in the door."
where of the sort with you? I know she
For a moment she seemed to see him
would. I want to talk to her mother." standing there. He had played a great
" I shall be very glad to go
" game—a great game.
" It was a lovely wedding," Mrs.
Lindsley began a little timidly. Henry
Beauchamp was so different from Willy Beauchamp went on. " I always say you
Van Ardsdale. She was not sure of her and Bob were the handsomest couple I
ground. The pretty confusion of her ever saw. He was a man, my dear."
" Yes," said Mrs. Macross scarcely
half smile pleased Henry.
" I shall be honored," he said with audibly, " he was a man."
" I don't think the outside needs paintdignity.
" Well, go, then," Mrs. Beauchamp ing—the window-sills, I mean," Mrs.
Beauchamp decided. " Your father was
said, dismissing them.
Lindsley paused at the door to look a handsome man, too. Lindsley has a
back at her mother. Her eyes met Mrs. smile like his. They were big in his day
Macross's, for a moment, candidly, —the men. Big things made them. You
can't expect fads to make anything but
adoringly, and then she turned away.
A white rose was tucked carelessly faddists. That's all the men are now.
into the front of her bodice, and before Henry Beauchamp's not half the man his
they descended the stoop she held it be- father was."
tween her teeth while she buttoned her
" H e seems to be very like Mr. Beaujacket and adjusted her furs. It was just champ," said Mrs. Macross.
" That's because you never knew Aunt
a moment's picture, but as she fastened
the flower in the clasp of her lynx scarf Maria. I hope the agent's not here first.
she felt surer of herself. Henry Beau- He'd hypnotize you into forgetting
champ was no longer Henry Beauchamp. things. I know their ways." She stopped
He was merely a man. She wished that at the top of the steps. " Unlock the
\Yillv Van Ardsdale could see him—and door and go in first, Marian," she said.
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Mrs. Macross's steps echoed hollowly
in the empty hall. She had gone out of
the door twenty years ago trippingly. She
came back halting. For a moment her
walk was an awkward limp; then she
turned with her dipping, wave-like motion
into the drawing-room. Years of transient guests had robbed the house of its
spirit. The chairs, the pictures, tlie tables
were the mere characterless belongings
of a furnished house. She walked to the
window and raised the shade slowly
before she turned, smiling, to Mrs.
Beauchamp.
" It is in better repair than I expected," she said. " You see, it will need
very little. I should like to have it as
nearly as possible just as it was in father's
day. I kept most of the best things when
I sold the Gordonsville house. I can
pick up what else I heed here."
" Y o u sold your h o m e ? " Mrs. Beauchamp asked in some surprise.
Mrs. ]\Iacross was examining the wallpaper.
" Oh, yes," she said carelessly.
" I
didn't care to be annoyed by renting it,
and a shut house goes to wrack and ruin
so soon. Property rents for almost nothing in Gordonsville, and I had rather a
good offer for the place. I don't believe
Lindsley will ever care to go back.
Shall we go into the dining-room?"
The house, after the fashion of its day,
was three rooms deep, the dining-room at
the back overlooking a small garden and
a deserted stable. Wainscoting of black
walnut in narrow panels surrounded the
room, broken only by the tall doors and
the white marble mantel. The room was
stately, if somber, the ceiling a little too
high, the woodwork a little too massive.
" That mirror over the mantel is new,"
said Mrs. Beauchamp. " Your father's
picture always hung there."
" I shall hang it there again—there,
or in the study. Colonel Macross's portrait will do nicely opposite. The room
always seated a dozen very comfortably,
didn't it? Father never cared for large
dinners. I've brought Nicey back with
me, by the way, to cook for us—the
woman father brought home from the
White Sulphur, you remember."
Mrs. Beauchamp nodded.
" With a good cook you ought to be an
immense success," she said. " Foreign-
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ers take our Declaration of Independence
seriously, and it leaves them nothing to
distinguish us by but our dinners. We
are all equals to them, but some of us
feed them better than others. I remember Nicey."
" I wonder whether any one else in
Washington will," said Mrs. Macross.
" Nobody in Washington remembers
anything.
Y'ou"—she looked at Mrs.
Macross witli some hesitation—" you will
have to begin all over, Marian."
Mrs. Macross smiled undisturbed.
" I expect to," she said. " Lindsley
and I will be strangers to begin with.
I scarcely know a dozen people all told."
" That really makes it easier. You
won't have anybody to drop. And you
haven't the handicap of being a Congressman's wife or an old resident—•
residenter, they always say in Washington. Of course, in a way, you are an
old resident. Your mother was a cavedweller."
The expression was new to Mrs.
Macross.
" The old families, my dear.
Mr.
Beauchamp was a cave-dweller.
His
great-grandfather was born in Georgetown, and his mother always made a
point of not knowing whether Congress
was in session or not. They were a power
once—the cave-dwellers, I mean—but
their day is over. They take themselves
so seriously, poor dears I Amanda Briggs
gives a ball once a year and opens it
with prayer."
Mrs. Macross laughed.
" I remember her," she said.
" Her niece married a Congressman,"
Mrs. Beauchamp went on. " It was a
fearful blow to Amanda, but the girl
has really got on. Isn't that an initial
on the window ? B ? Oh, yes. A family
named Brown had the house for a while
—Western people, I think. They began
with Capitol Hill and the Chinese legation, and stopped here on their way to
St. John's and the British embassy. I remember when Mrs. Brown kept the
Secretary of Agriculture's card in a case
except on her at home days. Then she
kept it on top of the tray in the hall."
" You are a gossip, Maria Beauchamp," said Mrs. Macross. " Y'ou always were. And what you are trying to
find out is just what my "—she looked
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at Mrs. Beauchamp frankly—" my plan Marian and her daughter would add vastof campaign is. It sounds brutal, doesn't ly to her interest.
it? Don't fancy for a moment that I
" She didn't even hint that I might do
don't know things have changed since something for Lindsley," she reflected
my day. Perhaps I shall be—who knows ? aloud to Henry, later in the day. " She'll
—a climber. Let's go up-stairs."
step right in where she stepped out.
Together they explored the upper There's something about her, Henry, defloors. The house lacked everywhere the cidedly there is. She's not a climber.
color that occupation would give it.
It She was born arrived. Did the girl bore
was nowhere shabby.
Mrs. Macross y o u ? "
stopped before the door of the upper
" Not at all," said Henry. " She seems
room which had been her father's study, a very natural, unspoiled little thing."
and laid her hand on the knob.
" She isn't—not little, I mean. She
" It is locked," she said, but in the has the faculty of looking little, just as
dim light she seemed not to have moved her mother always had the faculty of
her hand.
looking tall. I noticed it at once. She
I
In the drawing-room they found the speaks of Bob as Colonel Macross!
agent waiting for them. Mrs. Macross always fancied there was something of
did not haggle over details, and suggested the sort—there usually was with the
Macrosses. 1 really think she'd prefer I
no lowering of the price.
It
" Is it customary to pay in advance or didn't do anything for Lindsley.
would look as if she needed it."
by the quarter? " she asked.
" We prefer it in advance, but there's
Henry assented dutifully.
no fixed custom," the agent answered.
" I really don't know," Mrs. Beau" Quarterly payments will be perfectly champ went on. " I don't think she'd
satisfactory."
mind, though. What is the name of that
" I think I might as well settle it all newspaper woman who interviews you
in advance," Mrs. Macross said, " and sometimes? "
jiave it off my mind. I should be con" Miss Demslow."
stantly forgetting just when the rent was
Mrs. Beauchamp merely nodded.
due.
I shall send you a check tomorrow, and I can feel assured that the
From her hotel window Mrs. Macross
alterations will be begun at o n c e ? "
watched the twilight fade on the snowThe agent bowed deferentially. Mrs. covered square across the street.
She
Macross passed out of the door a person was content with her day. A thousand
of unlimited credit. The best Washing- memories came crowding back, till the
ton had to offer was hers to command by years of exile dwindled to the span of
virtue of that carelessly offered check in a dull hour indistinctly recalled.
She
advance.
was taking up her life where she had
The transaction was not without effect dropped it in Franklyn Lindsley's time,
on Mrs. Beauchamp. She herself would and the way lay smooth and pleasant
have preferred quarterly, even monthly, before her.
payments. The difficulties of Marian's
The equestrian statue in the square
position as a newcomer were in her mind loomed, masked by the twilight, mystesensibly diminished. The fortunate in- rious in the dusk. The paths were alvestments must have been very fortunate most deserted. A street-lamp flared out
indeed.
She walked home with Mrs. suddenly at the corner, and the shadow
Macross, listening to a quite unusual ex- of a man fell across the snow. Mrs.
tent.
Macross's eyes clung to the shadow and
Mrs. Beauchamp had never greatly the man, and she started from her chair.
cared for society, and had always been He was standing, his hat raised in revedevoutly thankful for the lack of a rent salute of the bronze rider.
The
daughter. Henry did not require chap- shadow of his broad shoulders, his
eronase, and she had been able to look slouch hat, his lifted arm, lay along the
on at the struggles of other mothers with path, pointing menacingly to the window
indolent amusement. She foresaw that where she stood.
(To be COntinucd)
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