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ple Case of Susan
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XI,

N Yedncaday afternoon Mr. Wil-
bur took the plunge. He drop-
ped in at Mr. Stanwood’s office
downtown, eml in a few chaste,
unemotional words, asked permis-

sion to pay his attentions to Miss Stan-
wood. He waa guite ealm and plain spo-
¢n ang frank about it. e pointed out
that hie loved her more than all the world
ot cetern, ot cetera; that his regard for
her had come vpon bim entirely una-
wares, amid that his life's happiness
wonld not Le complete without her,rct
vetesa, ot eetera,

A Stanwead dude't seem io be sur-
prisel. 1t was an ohl story te him. Ho
swung uround in his swivel chair and
Faewd Mr., Wilbur and thoughtfully lock-
il him over.  Mr. Wilbur “submitted to
the serutiny gracefully, duly conscious
that no eyve, however lllsanmahng,
cauld detect @ flaw in hini. As a mat-
ter of faet, Mr. Stanwood rather liked

. Wilbur, He lad known him for
W vears, and in all his wide ae-
Gu ntanee he di:n't recall one individual
whose coat set so well in the back. He
wonld be n distinet nddition to any fa-
mily, would Mr. Wilhur,

“You Liaven't said un\'thmn to Mar-
jorie abaut your—your Temard for her,
1 assume?”  Mr. Stanweod inquired at
Iast.

“Nothime, of eourse,” said Mr. Wilbur.
*1 it eare to offer myself in o quarter

where 1 might e objectionahle’?
“Quite right,” commented Mr, Stap-
wonl, “Lack of consideration e their

vlders is one of the hesetting evils of the
yonuger generation,” There was o pause.

“ilave _\":m any renson te believe tha
v danghivr cures fur you?” hie asked at
Taxt.

Mr. Wilbur eonsideresd  the matter

thoughtiully in detail.

“I have davedi to hope that 1 was not
Mabasteful to her,” he remarked at last.
=My regard fer her is such that I-1
liope [ ean make her care for me”

“You know this thing of arbitrarily
g n young girl’s happiness in hand
I twlieve, a mistake in a great many
[ETENTY . Btanwood qucl\ml didacti-
ealby, “I)on t vou personally think it
Ywiter to ascertnin her wishes and desires
Lefore nadertaking to guide them toward
any one ohject ¥

“Yes, nf course” Mr. Wilbur agreed.
“I'm a~kmg for permissinn to pay my ad-
tentions to your daughter. If 1 find Tam
nat arceptable to her, exeept as o friend,
1 <hall withdraw, of course.”

A fuint luminoug twinkle was io Mr.
Slanwool’s eyes.

“And if I say you may,” he said after
A mement, Y1 assume you are prepared
te fight your own way with her? I am
not to he enlled npon as arbiter. I shall
neither emplay coereion nor do anything
te injure wour chances. Personally, you
are weeeptahle to me, T'Il say that. She
lns the last choice, of course.”

Mr. Wilbuy nrose, and in a burst of en-
thuviasm shook hands with Mr. Stan-
woml, There was a faint quaver of emo-
Lion in lhis voier when he spoke,

“Thank yeu, Mr. Btanwood,” he snid
with un rffort. “Tt's an hrnour that I
stareely daregd to hope for.”

Mr. Rtanweod waved his
nside,

"Pan't thaok me,” he remarked. “You
Know vou've pot te settle with her yeb,
Aul now, Dan, how arve vou fivel fimn-
rially? One must alwoys have an sye on

o

gratitude

these things when one’s own daughter is
involved. -

Mr. Wilbur told him candidly, went in-
to the possibilities of revamping the old
family house in Eighty-first Street, and
mentioned the chance of getting Belknap
cottage at Newport. Mr. Stanwood list-
eneqd silently.

“Of eourse, all that's of ne conse-

quence,” he gaid at the end. “Underatamd
Dan, that it is my daughter's happiness
thut is to be always considerel” He
was silent a little while, “And mere mo-
ney isn’t happiness, Dan,” he sald at
last slowly. No man knows that bet-
ter than I do.” "He gheck off a sudden
mond and eaiie back to business nguin,
“Dan, if you were left wbsolutely penni-
leas conll you ewrn a living for your
wife #' e asked, “ARer all, that is the
main puint.”
C HReally, Mr. Btanwouwd, the nulttm had
nover . oceurred to me in ‘]lth that hyghe
hefore, Mr. Wilbur  confessed falter-
tevingly, Y1 dare say 1 could, althouusn
there seems not even a rewote possibi-
lity that 1 would ever have to da s0.”

“l[()\\ conll you, for instance??

*Well---er—er—1 should say 1'd clhoose
Wall Rtreet.”

“It takes money to start there,”
M. Stanwood.

“0f course—I hade’t thought of that,”
My, Wilbur musel. “wWell, there's o great
deal to he mnde with a raeing string,
sy he went on, hepefully.

Alr. Stanwood shook his hend.

“More money to start,” he said,

“r—anr- gl Mr., Wilbur was dJdes-
perate, ©1 tell yor,” he burst cut swd-
iomly, “1 ecoull wri sLY,
I'vee Leen cverywhere, dune everything,
md seen everything, and they tell e
some of those nuthor chaps turn quite
a penny at writing boeks.”’

Alr. Btanwood arose, Tt wis a signal
thot the interview was nt an end.

“Talk it over with Marjorie,” he sng-
ested kindly. “As [ sy, you're ngree-
wble to me persenaliy, but 1 shall use no
inlffuence cither for or against.  You
understand ¥

And while this was l:npplnlng Lien-
tenant Faulkner was holding Marjoric
Stnwoeod™s hand and  telling her that
her heart-line showell that she wounld
marry only once, that she would love
her husbamd devotediv—almost ag muach
as he loved her—and that she woulkl live
to a ripe old age in perfect happiness.

saidl

XIL,
Crabbed, crusty science tells us, ency-
clupediendly, thut electricily is our most
potent foree: wherefere it would appear
1hat seience is a musty, drivelling, math-
caten o'l dumbhead who never sat oppo-
wite a pair of hrown eyes socking potency.
Electrivity  merely  moves  machinery,
Dridges illimitnble spuce and eures scia-
tica; while the power thnt lies in r wn-
man's exes mnkes the merry old world
o roundd, 14 everturas cmpives, novks

at  monarchs, bedevila  diplormey  and
atherwise  smarls  things  up  through
‘wheer lightuess of henrt. Fhis ix its
amuserment.

Al the powers of earth lie in the eycs
of womi, I8 o seiense in itself, inex-
act 3 you please, nnd unfettered by
known rules,  But some day some (!mp
will rome aleng and mnke =
study of it. nml then, nfter five,

!I‘I'I LIEY
wy ten,

ar fifteen thousand years he will be com-
petent 1o write & brief prefuce apologis-
ing for scant information and generol
ineruraecies.  All this power is there—
particularly in brown eyes, They Hicker
und Heer, and promise and provoke, und
tlush  and flame, and smoulder
smother., Blue eyes are only brilliunt,
grey eyes are only gracious,
Dbewitching, but brown
Lirown cyes nre dungerous, .. you please
that's the werd—dangerous!

It may be that that was the quality in
Alarjorie Stanwood’s exes which appealed
to Lieutenant Faulkner. Duanger! There
is some popular tradition to the eilvet
that the sollier delights in danger, and
Licutenant Faulkner was a sollier,  All
of which leads to the general conelusion
that that fortune-telling episode may
faivly be classed as an auspicious ovea-
sion. EHlolding o lady’s hand for thirty-
{ive minutey, wiul unfulding the unknown,
with only an oveasional hint of the ob-
vious, s an achievement, for yonng
bhearts beat fust and rudidy Llood leaps
easily.  Dan Wilbur woulld have consil.
ereel it an impertinence; se woeuhl Mar-
Jorie =S nwoml if Dan \\ﬂlmr lizd tried
it.

Accustomed to material dangera, and
ithawed by the intangible, Licutenant
Taulkner romped on the cdge uf the
ubyss-amd wos miling dariogly inte the
browrn eves when, finaily, Marjorie with-
drew her hand,
es, -2 long life,
-

and

DLinck eyes

are only uyos!

—yes,

amd Jots of happi-
he assurmd berglibly. U You'lll
b1 warry but once, aacd youar husbamd
will bie just erugy alout you, Ha'll he a
pool  fellow, your busbhand. I might
cven  eonjeeture ta his—to his pro-
[ession, vou nre interested?”’
Marjorie bit ber red lips uunlil they
wuere redder than ever.  And red lips,
e it known, are just as dangerous as
brown eves—perhaps more so.

“Naturally, [ amn intereated,” she said
with a slight smile.

Livutenant  Faulkocr . drew a
Dreatly, and eeased smiling,

You'll mavry *and he prused.
“T think you'l better let me examine
your hwmd again” He renehed for it

Marjorie primly placed both hands. he-
lind her buek.

“No,” she saill. “You've seen enengh.”

"But [ ean—I ean do so mueh better
when I'm looking at it,"” protested the
Lieutenant. .

“1 daresay,” remarked Marjorie,
she didn’t move her hands.

“Well” and the Tieutenant thonght-

louy

—a—

bnt

fully stroked his chin. “T think, if [ re.
member the linea of your hand well
L think, perhaps, you’ll marry

—=so— selemn-looking elinp with
chin whiskers,” he roncluded (lc-ip[-rnh-l\'
“Really, voud better lct me look ngmin,”
he blurted.

Mazjovie shook her head nnd laughed
ontrageausly for an dastant—just nn in-
stant—while the red bleod tingled in
Lieutem Faulkner’s face.  For the
tivat time in his life he kuew he wis
vowanl—a quitier. He grinned shoep-
ishly o cover Lis shame nnd went over
to peet some orchiils on the {nhle.
Finally he thrust an iaquisitive nose into
the Lrillinnt, vapid blossens, while Mar-
jurie, with pensive eyes, critieally exam-
ined the pnlm of her Jeft hand.  Neither
hal anything to say for o ling time, aml
ihen:

“WWha tanght
shp asked,

ymm Aw tel] fortunes

“A Spanisk woman in the DIhilip-
pines,” he replied absently, witkout look-
ing nround.  “Nhe lived in o little “dobe
hut on the outskirts of Cavite, a couple
of miles from our emup.”

"Young and pretty,
taunted.

“No, old, old, & regulur vkl witeh, who
tooked us if she might have kept o stable
of hroomsticks,” returnol the
unt.  He was still staring at the ovehids,
“She had s dog nnomed Atfonso X111, sa
meturnlly all

T dare say? she

Licuten-

ithe Awmericans liked
Al she eould almost cook w chicken n L
Marylam],” he added ircelevuntly.
waus n bully oll sport.”

A faint suppestion of o smile envled
the corners of Marjorie’s red mouth, She
wiy quite certiin thnt no ether man of
her negqnuintance would Lave stated the
ase just that way.

ber;

e

“And, of course, she told yowr jor-
tunct” she ingquired.
“Yex, lots of times,” the Lieute

confes=ed. Al he turned to f
with a singular gravity in his eyes. "

every time she marviml me aoff to a dit-
ferent princess uf Eumpe. You know
she thought the United States was just
south of Bwitzerland, a sort of high €
in the Enropmy Coneert”  He was lean-
ing agaitust Lie  Llable, walching  ler
smile. “I like the Philippines,” he wlil-
el subdenly. “Uve been thinking somwe

of roing back there—pretty soom??
It was a questien. The Livutsmant

wily staring into Lrown eyves which mel
his wnwaveringly; there vame not one
chinge in the curve of the searlet lips;
there was only the idlest interest in her
mueaer, ‘Il Licutenant's cyes narrow-
od a lttle.

“Mbhe deesut seem to lave been very
aceurite in telling your fortuue,” Mar-
jurie remarked enrvlessly, At least. [

duresuy, yon haven't murried your prin-
tess yetd”
“Well, 10, he confessed.

“Awl if she taught you, then your sys-
tem cun't be very goodt”

“Nu, I suppose nut,” very slowly.

Marjorie smoothed her skivt with one
slender Lanl.

“I'moawbully glad,” she snid at last,
with u little sigh.

Lieutenant Fanlkuer took one fmpul-
sive step forward.  “Why > he demaml-
ol engecly—"Why ¥

“{ hafr to thiuk that T should ever
have to merry w selemn-loeking chap
with ehin whiskers,” replisd Morjorie doe-
murely.  Then shie lazghed,

Licutenant Fanlkner didnt  smile—
the thing was poat the smiling stage
now — only stood Tookiapg at Ler with
huds  tightly  clenched nnd  inlinite
aderation in his eyes.

T didn't dare say what T wanted e
he remnrkel stendily. “You kuow what.
I meant ¥ Awl be took anether impul-
sive step forward,  “It was -

1 e zomething almut the Philip-
intecruptedl Marjorie in o cool-
placid dittle voice. "ve never heen
there.  Why do you want to go back '

Tt wite s gekd we i shiower-lath, Thae
Lienteuant stooul tensely for nn dustaut,
then the fingers loosened their grip on
his pahas, aml the decluration in his
ryed wilg  temporarny withdrown, He
st down. He might just ns well hegin
right now to edueate lier up to the
nrmy!

"Tlave you ever Tnaen to West Toind 27
b dngui
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