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duce the ruddy, blonde face of the Blue
Berge Man bheaming mcross o chafing-
Bish; the mourniul, sobblag sound of &
@dog's dream; tha criep, starched Monday
emell of the blue gingham aprons that
Alrik's Wife wied to wear. ‘fhe vision
man altogethef too vivid to be pleasant,

Then the wet wind blew in through
e window like a mplash of alcohoi,
rhilling, reviviiying, stinging as s whip-
fash. The tormented fandle flame strug-

led furiously for a moment, and went
Eut, hurtling the black night down upan
ae like some choking svalanche of hor-
yor, In utter idiolie pamic I jumped
from my bed and clawad my way toward
dhe feeble gray glow of the window-

rame. The dark dooryard before me
mas drenched with rain, The tall linden
trees wared and mourned in the wind.

“0Of course, of course, there are no
ghosts,” | reasoned, just #4 one reasoms
ghat Lhere ia no mistake in the dicrion-
pry, o fAaw in the multiplication table.
Put sometimes onc's fantastically jaded
perves think they have found the blun-

er in language, the fauli in science,

shoats or no ghoats—il you thonght you
baw one, wouldn't it be just as bad? My
¢yes strained out nto the darkness. Sup-
ose—I—ahould--think—that L heard
rhe bark of a dogt Buppose-—suppose—
kimk from thak Dlack shed deor where
the antomobile used to live, T should
;hink—e\-en T H-IN-K that 1 saw the
Milue Serge Man come stumbling with a
fantern? ‘The black shed door burst
open with a bangbawg-bang, and 1
creamed, jumped, snalched a blanket,
znd fled for the lamp-tighted hall.

A ditile dazzled by the sudden.glow, L
phirank back in alarm from a figure on
the tup stair. It was the Pretty Lady.
AVrapped clumsily like myself in & hig
Bianket, she sat huddled there with (r.he
kerosene lump clage beside her, mending

" the Blue Serge Man's Cap. On the step
below her, smothered in a sogzy laven-
der  comforter, crouched Alvik’s Old
Mother, her dim eyes brightened un-
gannily with superstilious excitement. 1
nsas evidently a welcome nddition to the
party, and Lie oid woman cuddied me
in FHke a mealunck beside her.

“Naw one ecould sleep a night like
thia,” ele croalked,

“Slepp?” gasped  the Freity
Seorn infinite was in her tone.

But comforially and serenely {rom lhe
end of the hall came the heavy, regular
heeathing of the Partridge IHunler, and
from boyond that, Alrik's blissful, ob-
livious snore. Yebt Alrik was the only
one among us who clgined an agonizing,
personal surrow. . o

I bugan to lavh a Lit hyslerically.
#)en are funny plople,” 1 velunteered.

Alril’s Uld Mother caught my hand
with a chuckle, then mobered suddenly,
and shook lier wadded hread.

“Men ain't exacthy—people,” she com-
fided. “Men ain’t exactly peopie—at
alit” .

The convietion evidently burned dull,
steady, comforting as a night—ll;zh_t. in
tha olil crane's eighly yeary’ experience,
But the Pretly Lady's face grabbed the
new idea desperately, as. though she
grare trying to vekindle kappiness with
n wot matel, Yot every Lime lLer fret-
Aed lips siraighiencd oub in seme sem-
Blance of eace, hep whole head would
guddenly explode in ooo gigantic snecze
N here was no other sound, I remember,
fot hours and hours, except the sleady,
yaonotonous, Alobbery wasi of a .hurst-
fng roof gutter somewhere close in the
euves.

Coertninly Dawn ilsclf was not more
chilled and gray than we when we créph
back al jast to our beds, thick-eyed with
growsy exhauslion, limp-hodied, mulie-
mindad,

But when we woke apain, the Tate,
Tot poondilay sun wos like a scorching
fire in anr fuces, ani the drenched done-
sand atewined  like o dye-house in the
gudilen hurst of wnseasenable heat.

After breakfant, she Tretly Jady, in
lier Lnwdred-dollar retfles, went out to
1he huen with shabby Alrik, to help him
mend a mus<ty old pleugh harness, The
frretly Lady's Drainy were almost en-
lively in her fingars, Ro were Alrik’s,
The exchesiveness of their tusk secmed
therefore to thrust the Partridge Nuntee
and wie off Ly purselves inlo & sort of
anmntenr sarrow class, and we siarted
fortht as clverfolly as we couhl to in-
weatipate the pulomn waids

Tassing {le barn door, we heavd tle
pteident sowend of Alrik's complaining,
Qtraced with his heavy shoulders agninst
a corner of (he atall, ha atood hurtiing
down hia new.boru theology wpon the
gloasy blonde hend of lhe Pretty Lady
wha sat perched alinitly on & nall keg,
with two sliny-lipped fiagers prying up

Laly.

_cup In bhis hand.

the eorners of her mouth inte » emile,
One -sida of the smilse was distinetly
wry. But Alrik’s face was deadly earnest.
Bweat bubbled ont on his forehead like
tears that could not possibly wait to
reach hia eyes. .

“Thera ought to be a separaie heaven
for ladies and gentlemen,” he was ar-
guing frantically, “Tain't fair, *Tain't
right. 1 won't lhave it! I'll ses a
priest. Il find & parson. I it ain’
praper o live with people, it ein't pro-
per to die with 'ema. 1 tell you I won’t
have Amy careeriv’ rommd with strange
mwen, She nlways was foolish about
men. And I'm breakin’ miy heart for
her, and Mother's geitin’ old, and the
house is goin’ to rack and ruin, bui how
—how can a2 nwn go and get married
comfortable aguin when hia mind’s all
torturin’ round and round and round
about hisx fret wife?”

The Partridge Hunter gave a sharp
laugh under his breath, yet ke did not
seom exactly amused, “Laugh for twol”
I suggested, as we dodged out of sight
Tound the corner and plunged off into
the actual Outdoors,

The heat was really intense, the Oc-
fober sun daezingly bright. Wnrmth,
warmth, warmth steamed from tha
earth and burnished from the sky. A
piughy brown rabbit lolling acrose the
roadway dragged on one’'s sweating
senses Jike overshoes in June.  Under
our ruthless, heavy-beoted feet the wet
green meadow wineced like some tender
young salad. At the edge of the forest
tha big pines darkened sumptuously,
Then, suddenly, between a scarlet su-

“Niee little tin oup.” he afirmed ju-
dicislly. “The Blus Berge Man gave it
to me. It must have evat as much as
fifteen centa. And it will Jaat, I suppuse,
till the moon !s mud and the stars nre
dough, But the Blua Serge AMam Lim-
solf is—quite gone, Funny idea!” The
Partridge Hunter's forelead began to
knit into & fearful fvown. *“Of couras
it ian't mo” he mrgoed, “but it would
cerlninly meem rowetimes as though &
man's things were the only really jm-
mortal, indestruetibie part of him, and
that Seoul was nothing in the world but

juet a composite name for the S-ou- -
L-iiter .

venirs, O-rpaments, U-tensils,
that each man's personality acenmulates
in the few years’ time atlotted to him.
The man himself, you see, is wiped right
off the earth like a ebalk-mark, but you
carn’t escape or elude in & million. yeara
the wizened bronze elephant that he
brought home from Indis, or the showy
red necktie that's down hehind his bu-
rean, or the floating, wind-blown, ashs
barcel bill for violets that turns up »
generation hence in a German prayer-
book &t & French beok-stall..-

“And isw’t Death a teasing teacher?
Holds wp a persomality suddenly like =
map—makes you learn by heart every
possible, concetvable pleasant detail con-
eerping it, and then, when you are fairly
bursting with your happy knowledge,
tears up the map in your face and says,
“There's no such couniry any more, so
what you've learned won't do you ihe
slightest good.” And thers you'd only

just that moment found out that your
friend’s

hair was a beauiiful auburn

Cook (to her darling): Now, yowdbetter take this piece of beef with you,

too. Toeor catt
Soldier:

Bub what has the cal to dowith it?.

Cook: She’ll get whacked for it afier wards.

mach and a slim white birch, the ea-
vernoug  wood-patls opened  forth mys-
terionsly, narvow and tall and domed
like the arch of a cathedral. Not a
turd twittered, not a leaf rustled, and,
far 08 the eye could reach, the wet
Lrown pine-needles Iny thick and aoft
and padded like tan-bark, as though
£t Nature waited hushed and expectant
for some exyuisilely infinitesimal tra-
gedy, Tlike the travail of a synirrel.
With brain and body all a-whisper and
a-tiptoe, the Partridge Hunter and 1
stole deeper and deeper into the Colour
and the Silence and the Witchery, dazed
at every step by the material proofl of
autumn warring Against the spiritual
insistence of ppring. 1t was the sort of
day to mawe oue very tender toward the

Yiving just because Liwy were living, and ~

very tender toward the dead just be.
cuuse they were dend.

At the gurgling bowl of a Nalf-hidden
spring, we made our first stopping-place,
Gut of his generous ecotduroy pockets
tite Purtridge IMunter tinkled two drink-
ing-cupa, dipped thein deep in the icy
water, aid handed me one with a little
shuddering exclamation of cold. For an
instunt his eyea searched mine, then he
Hited his eup very high and stared off
inta Nathingness,

“To tle=—All-Gona Teople,” he toast-
ed.

I began to ery. e seemed very glad
to have me ery. “Cry for two,” he sug-
gested blithely, “ery for two,” and threw
limself down on the twipgy ground and
began to soap metallically sgainst the

instead of ‘a horrid red’; that bis blessed
old vuice was hearty, not noisy’; that
his table manners were quaint, not

-queer’; that his morals were broad, notr

‘bad.” >

The Partridge Hunter's mouth began
to twist. “Ils o herrid {hing to eay,”
he stammered, “but there ought to be
a sample shroud in every home, so that
when your husband is lute to dinner, or
your daughter smokes a cigarette, or
vour son decides to marry ile cook, you
could get cut the elirond and try it on
1lie offender, and make a few experi-
ments  concerning—well, values.  Why,
T saw & man Jast week dragged by a
train—jerked in and out and over and
under, with his head or his heels ar the
hem of Lis enat just missing, Peath
every second by the bhundred millionih
fraction of an inch. But when he was
reacued at last nnd went lhome to din-
ner—shaken a8 an aspen, sicker than
puip, tongue-tied like a padlock—I sup-
pose, very likely, lis wife scolded Lim
for having forgoiten the oysters.” -

The Partridge Huuter's foca flushed
swldenty,

“] diudn't eare mueh for Alrik’s Wife,”
he attested abruptly, “I always thought
rhe war a trivial, foolish little crittar.
ot if I had known thot I wos never,
never, never going to mee her apain—
while the sun blnzed or the atacs blinked
~—1 shouid like to have pone back from
the buckboard that last morning and
stroked her brown hair just once away
from lLer cyes, Does that scem silly o
you 1’ .
d “why, no” I said. *I{ doesn't seem

. yet it makes a

" eaid.
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silly at oll. T T had guessed that the
Bl Berge Mam was guing off on such
a long, loag, mever-stop journey, 1 mighé
hava kissed him -bya,. But I cerr
tuinly can’s imagine anyihing that
wol have provoked or astonlabad hiox
morel FPeopls can't ga round pettin
one another just on the posalbls ¢

of mever meeting egain, And goodness -
gracious! mobody wuants to. 1t's only
that whem & peraon actually dies, a sort
of subtle, Loly sense in you wakes up
and wishes that just once for all eter-
nity it might have gotlem & pignal
through io that subtle, holy semse in
the ether person. And of eourse whem
a youngster dies, you fee)l pomehow that
he or she must have been different all
nleng from other penple, snd you simply,
wish that you might have guessed ihaf
fact sooner—before it was too late.”

The Partridge Huntet Legan to smile.
“IF you knew,” e teased, “that I was
goirg to Le massaered by an antomebile
or crumpled by ar elevator before nexé
Oclobes—wonld yow wish that you had
petted me just a little to-day?”

“Yes,” I acknowledged, . .

The Partridge Hunter pretended he
was deaf, “Say that again,” he begged.

“Yeu™ I repeated.

The Partridge Hunter put back his
head and roared. “That’s just like kias-
ing through fho telephone,” le said.
“It isn’t particularly satisfying, and
despevately  eunuing
sound.”

Then ¥ put baek iy head and laugled,
too, because it is so thoroughly com-
fortable and pleasant to be friends for
only one single week in all the year.
Independence js at best such a scant
fabrie, and every new friendship you
incur takes just one more tuck in thmt
fubrie, 1ill before you know it your free-
dom is quite tco short to go out in.
The Partridge Hunter felt cxactly thae
same way about it, and after each little
October play-time we ripped out ths
thread with never & sear to ahow.

Even now while we laughed, wa
thought we might as well laugh ai
everything we could {hink of, and get
just that much finished and out of tle

WAy, .

“Perhaps,” said the Partridge HMunter,
“perhaps the Blua Sexge Man was glad
{0 see Amy, and perhapa he was ratiled,
no one can telll But LIl wager any-
iling he was awfully mad to see Grufl.
There were lots of wmeteors last June, I
remcimber. I understand now; It was
the Xlue Serge Man roking down itle
stars to pelt at Geul” :

“Graff was a verv—nice dog,” I in-
sisted,

“He was a very growly dog' arceded
the I'artridge Hunter. - .

“If you growl all the time, it’s almost
the same as a purr,” I argued.

‘The Partirdge IMunter smiled a little,
but not very generowsly: Homething
was on his mind. "Poor little Amy,” he
“Any nmunand-woman® game 13
playing with fire, but it’'s foolish te
thing that there enly two kinds, just

- Hearth-Fire and Hel)-Fire . Why, there's

aud ‘Usok-stove’  end
Fontlight=! Amy and the Blue Rerge
Man were playing with ‘Footlights,”
T guess. She peeded gn audience. And he .
was New York 1o ber, great, blessed,
shiny, rackety New Ywk. 1 believe ehe-
Joved Alrik, He muosi have bheen n pretiy
picturesque figure on that firsl and oaly
time when he DBlazed his  irail down
Broadway, Bul happy wilh lim—
H-ELI-ET  Away from XNew Yok!?
Tive years? In juat green and
Drown wowds where the pusies grow
on the ground instead of on lats,
and even the Christmas trees are trim-
med with nothing exeept renl snow and
live squirrels? (-l-o-r-yt  Of course her
c¢liest caved in. There wasn't knjky air
enough in the whole state of AMaine to
keep her kind of lungs pctive. Of ecourse
she elavved to death. &he meeded her
meat flavoured with harp and violin;
her drink aseratrd with eleeirie lights.
We might have done something for her if
we'l liked her just a little bit better.
But I didu’t even know her il 1 Lheard
tbat she was dend!”

He jumped up sudidenly and helped me
to my feet, Something in wy face muag
have siricken hitn. “%Would you like my
warm hand to walk home with?” e
finished quite abruptly.

" Fven ax he offered i, one of those
chill, quick autumn chamees came pver
the October woods. The sun grayed
down behind huge, windy clonds, Tha
leaves began to shiver and shudder and
chatter, and all the gorgeous reds and
greens dulled out of the world, leaving
nothing s far aathe eye could reach bub
dingy squirrel-colour tawny grays and

‘Stavdent-lamp”



