
THE SMART SET 

the cushioned corner and to poetry-
laden sentences. She wished, more 
than she had ever before wished ar yj-
thing, to walk with Cousin Dick in tlie 
freshness of the morning—not to rhs/p-
sodize with Israfael in the dimness of 
the twilight. 

With the change of interests came 
also the change of ideals. Surely, it 
was better to feel the blood pulsirig 
through one's veins, to find joy in be
ing alive, to run like a Diana through the 
woods, than to be a willowy maiden, 
and hold a sunflower. 

So, it came about that a little note 
brought back Cousin Dick, and, later, 
another one went to Israfael, which 
started that young man hom.e from 
Paris, Vvdthout delay. 

Two weeks later, there v.^aited on the 
pier, in the mists of the earlj? Winter 
morning, a man and a maid. The stron g 
win d that ruffled the water blew tendriis 
of gold across the gray coat of the man, 
as the girl stood half-sheltered by his 
broad shoulders. 

Over the rail of the incoming boat 
leaned another man, who gazed eagerly 

at the mass of color that told of people 
waiting. 

At first, he could not distinguish a 
single person; but, as the vessel cov
ered the intervening water, he picked 
out, at last, a tall figure in gray—the 
figure of a man, broad-shouldered, mus
cular; a little nearer, and he saw the 
strong, quiet face. 

The man on the boat looked at the 
man on the pier, steadily; and, pres
ently, the man on the pier leaned down, 
and a speck of red which had stood out 
agamst his gray coat, detached itself, 
and proved to be the hat of the girl, 
who waved a welcome. 

Then, a strange thing happened. The 
m.a,n on the boat, looking v/ith disap
pointed eyes, beheld a young woman 
of heavy proportions, red-cheeked, 
dotible-chinned, dimpling with a smile 
of suprem.e content, the smile, as he 
mused bitterly, of the miediocre. 

But the man on the pier, gazing with 
eyes of love, saw a being radiant—a 
girl all color and glow, a girl strong 
and alive and sweet-tempered; and he 
thanked God because the girl was his. 

afe 

WHAT OF THE VICTORY? 

"DALE roses and pale leaves and little wings, 
-̂  And all the silver fiovv' of early light, 
And all the lute-like notes the morning sings 

Over the bier of night. 

For night is past. Have I not fought my way 
QvX of the dark? Yet, here vfithin the bright, 

Imperious presence: of celestial day^ 
I mourn—0 God!—the night. 

ZONA GALE, 

E—It makes me a better man to kiss you. 
S H E — I want to help you all I can. 

(f-^-tS?:.^ 

C O M E self-made men have relieved the Lord of a great responsibility. 
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^HREE YEARS AFTER 

By Owen Oliver 

a were strolling toward the 
Sandsea jetty when I sav/ 
Nellie Redwood again, after 

three years. She was looking straight 
at us with her big, daring eyes, and I 
knew that she meant mischief. My 
wife saw nothing. She is blind. 

" What is the matter, dear ?" my wife 
asked. " Yoti shivered as if you had 
met a ghost." 

"Perhaps, I did!" It was useless 
to say that I was merely cold. She 
can read half of my thoughts with her 
finger-tips upon my arm. 

" I s it anything 570U can tell me?" 
" Something reminded me of a friend 

I have lost." Nellie was more than a 
friend. 

"Ah, I know!" She pressed miy 
arm in sympathy. 

"Yes, dear," I said, "you knor^r." 
"You would not forget your friend, 

would you, Fred—even though it hurts 
you to remem.ber?" 

"No, dear," I said: "oh, no!" 
Sometimes, I think I would. 

"Once, I had sad memories of 
friends; meraories that hurt. Bu.t now 
—I have you!" 

"Only me!" 
" i t is enough." She smiled up at 

me with her sightless eyes. 
" I have you, and so many things. 

It should be easy to forget, or even to 
remember; b u t — " I paused. 

"You do not wish to talk about it 
now?" 

"No, not noiv." My eyes met 
Nellie's again as they followed.us down 
toward the sea. 

"You •will tell me, some day?" 
"Yes, dear, some day." Some 

day, I shall tell her—something else! 

I lost sight of Nellie, and we walked 
along in silence. For two years, I had 
told rnyself tliat I had forgotten. I t 
was a lie. 

" I am tired, dear," said Agnes, 
v/hen v/e turned back. "You v/ant to 
be a little while alone. Take me in." 

So, I took her in. Then, I came 
out again and walked dov/n to the 
grove, at the end of the esplanade; and, 
there, I met Nellie. 

"Well?" I asked. We did not 
trouble to shake hands. There was 
never any half-way with us. 

" I thought you vrould come," she 
said, with a slight sneer. " You were 
always quick to understand. You 
remember!" 

"Yes," I said, coldly, " I remember. 
What do you wish?" \We walked 
along under the trees, in the dusk. 

"That , I suppose, was your wife?" 
"Yes. I shotdd prefer that you 

confined yourself to me." 
" Unfortunately, your wife is a factor 

in the matter." 
"Then, I decline to discuss it ." 
"V/ould that be wise?" 
"You are a she-devil," I said, pas-

sionateb/. 
"Yes, I am. Whose fault is i t ? " 

Her eyes blazed at me, and a streak 
of moonlight danced in them, through 
the trees. 

"Mainly," I answered, sullenly, 
"your own. But for your ungovern
able temper " 

" Had my temper nothing to try 
i t ? " she demanded. " Was there noth
ing to wear the brightness out of me? 
Nothing to kill the goodness in me? 
Oh, yes! say there v/as none to kill. 
Say it was only you, instead of some one 
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