Digitized by GOOSIQ






e R s
SRR oy S P




Digitized by GOOS[G



By Sanction of Law

JOSHUA HENRY JONES, JR,




Digitized by GOOS[G



BY SANCTION OF LAW

BY

JOSHUA HENRY JONES, Jx.

Il

BOSTON
B. J. BRimmer CoMPANY

1924



S 359
Uiys 34

Copyright, 1924
By B. J. BRIMMER COMPANY

First Printing, March, 1924



DEDICATED
TO
my father and the man I revere and most
deeply respect next to him, the Honorable
James M. Curley, Mayor of Boston.



e ———



BOOKS BY MR. JONES

Poems of the Four Seas, The
Heart of the World,
and Other poems



C -



PREFACE
To the reading public:

I have not undertaken to present between these covers
something that will cause the venom of prejudice to grow
more poisonous; to arouse greater antagonisms; but to
lay before a fair-minded, love-governed world the omly
real solution of any problem of the many mankind face.
Having lived and battled in a world of prejudice, knowing
that under the skin I was and am no whit different than
any other human being, and knowing the fallacy of race
prejudice, also the swiftness with which race prejudice
vanishes when we know one another, I have tried to
show how all can dwell side by side, good patriotic
American citizens, living and allowing to live.

I have reserved to myself the right of every story
teller, viz. — to name outright some places to which the
story reaches and to merely describe others. Not all the
events described have occurred in the places where they
have been placed in the story but they are based on actual
happenings nevertheless. The thread of my story is hu-
man; as human as life itself, just as Romeo and Juliet,
Othello and Desdemona, Ruth and Boaz and Jacob and
Rachael are human.

‘ Tre AuTHOR
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CHAPTER 1

Colonel Park Lauriston sat in the shadiest corner of
the wide veranda ornamenting two sides of the magnifi-
cently roomy, many-gabled, “Big House” as it was still
known by all the pensioners of this South Carolina plan-
tation, from the Negro field hands to the tenantry and
overseers. As he sat, sheltered beneath an enormous
spread of white oak branches a soft near-spent gulf breeze
bore up to the nostrils of this typically aristocratic South-
erner the deliciously combined odors of flowering jas-
mine, green bay and honeysuckle though it was almost the
fag end of the summer season. It was to him like a breath
from an oasis in the midst of a hot, sandy desert.

The house stood at the rear of one of those old-fash-
ioned gardens in which grew well-trimmed, dwarf cypress
and juniper trees as well as many other specimens of
shrubbery and trailing vines; planted and grown in artis-
tic relation to their general appearance, and calculated to
satisfy the eye for beauty whether it saw them from the
big white sandy road on which it faced, or from the veran-
da from which Colonel Lauriston now gazed and medi-
tated. Over all this the very house itself towered with a
dignified aloofness as if to defy neighborliness with the
traffic that passed its distant front gate.

The day was one of those hot sultry mid-August times
when Nature seems parched and gasping. Before Colonel
Lauriston, on a tete-a-tete table, stood a glass of refresh-
ing julep from which he sipped luxuriously languid swal-
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lows at the same time slowly fanning himself with a wide
palmetto leaf.

The attitude, the slow, leisurely deliberate movements
and the calm expression about the glinting yet kindly eyes
of grey indicated that he was in a happy, complacent
state of mind as if conscious of a duty done. And he was
satisfied in spirit for he had just ridden in after a trip
over the wide fields of his estate where blossoming cotton
rows drooped and a veritable sea of silking corn swayed
with languorous precision that almost caused one to
drowse and dream hypnotically. This ride had been tor-
rid beneath a still more torrid southern sun and Colonel
Lauriston was now resting, glad to be beneath the shade
and protected from the stifling heat that simmered up
from a parching earth.

The sun was not more than three hours from setting
now and Colonel Lauriston studied the shadows, extend-
ing from trees and shrubbery over the plush-soft lawn
divided in weird twistings by a white gravel walk and
driveway. From this contemplation his eyes roved to the
little particles of light that filtered through the leaves of
the great over-reaching oak.

“Drat it all,” he mused, “This heat is hellish. Here it
is, ‘lay-by’ time and not a cooling breath stirring. Wish
’twas time to go North with Lyda—"

Before he could say more a delightfully musical voice
called from within the house:

“Daddy, did you call?”

Colonel Lauriston lifted his head deliberately to speak,
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changed his mind which refused to be distracted from its
reveries, then sipped from his glass at the same time set-
ting his fan in renewed motion. His meditative mood
gripped him again.

While busy with his thoughts his eyes lifted and his
vision fixed itself on the distance across the field and along
the ribbony road on which a vehicle of some sort could be
seen approaching. The Colonel’s eyes narrowed in effort
to more clearly discern the object approaching. The pu-
pils of his eyes also contracted, behind the lids, to beads of
steel as the vehicle raised its trail of hot parched dust then
he turned again to his fan and julep with:

“Old John can’t hide himself even in his dust.”

The thought caused the Colonel to chuckle with mirth at
his joke till his spare frame shook him almost into an out-
burst of laughter.

“In a devil of a hurry, too, for this time of day,” he
added as an after comment, still intent on the approach-
ing dust cloud. He turned for a moment to his refresh-
ment and when his eyes next took in the figure, man and
vehicle were turning into the open gateway at the front
of the lawn a quarter of a mile away and wheeling brisk-
ly up toward the veranda. The team showed no slacken-
ing of pace till buggy and passenger had rounded the
curving approach and swung up to the hitching post under
the tree whose patriarchal fifty-foot branches spread
themselves about the front of the house and its veranda as
if to guard and protect it from all the vicissitudes of
weather whether winter storms or summer suns.

3
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This giant white oak was indeed a patriarch of the
plantation. It was planted in Colonial days by the found-
er of the house of Lauriston and encouraged to grow
through succeeding generations till now it had become the
most venerable and venerated bit of the estate except pos-
sibly the dining room plate and furnishings. These also
had been kept intact and handed down from head to head
of each succeeding generation of Lauristons. '

Colonel Lauriston was himself now almost as much a
patriarch as was this oak and the “Big House” itself. A
tall, Indian-straight, spare-limbed man beyond middle
age, with aquiline features and the grace of kings in his
every motion, thoughtful eyes and high well-formed fore-

- head set off by grey mustache and thinning hair.

As the buggy, horse and man stopped, creaking, pant-
ing and puffing at the post:

“Hello, John,” was the Colonel’s greeting.

“Fu-fu-fu-fu-tuh, Hello Park,” stammered the visitor.
The two men had been neighbors and cronies since boy-
hood with that comradeship that grows between friends of
long standing.

“Aren’t you ’fraid you’ll leave some grease on the road
traipsin’ ’long at this rate, John? It’s no time for fat men
like you to be fussing ’round country roads.” The Colonel .
smiled broadly as he spoke.

“Fu-fu-fu-fu-tuh grease your grandad. Ef youall fu-
fu-fu-tuh had s-s-s-some o’ my grease you’d fu-fu-fu-tuh
have asthma,” retorted the visitor.

“They’ll sure have to provide a new spring board in

4
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Hades when you jump off, John. Your three hundred
pounds ’ll sure break the one they’re usin’ now,” twitted
Colonel Lauriston.

Having no ready reply to that sally, Old John Marley
good-naturedly joined in the laughter into which the Colo-
nel burst as he scored on the peculiarity of his boyhood
chum and visitor. Old John’s Falstavian sides heaved like
billows with each chuckle. The heft of John Marley had
been the source of joking between the two men for years,
though good-naturedly. Old John took both his bulk and
the twitting of his friend philosophically. '

‘“’Light, John ’n come up,” offered the Colonel hospit-
ably, when the joking ended.

Old John started to ease his proportions which had
seemed to spread themselves out over all the seat of the
buggy, tilting the body on its springs in such a degree as to
threaten overturning the vehicle.

“Look out! Look out!” shouted Colonel Lauriston,
“It’ll tilt over ’tother way on the flyback, if you don’t look
out.”

The prediction was false, however, for climbing out of
this buggy was no new experience to Old John. He finally
accomplished the process, dragged his flacidity up the steps
to the high veranda and swung over to the corner in which
the Colonel had been sitting, seated himself in a handy
stout rustic oak rocker of home-made design, built for
support rather than ornament and began fanning and
puffing. Colonel Lauriston seated himself again before his
drink and called:
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“Lida! Lida!’

The voice that had called to him when he first began
to rest again echoed from within some recess of the house.

“Yes, Daddy,” she responded.

“Bring another glass of mint, Girl. Company’s come,”
Colonel Lauriston requested.

The two men sat in silence for a few moments, Old John
Marley puffing as he rocked back and forth and fanned
to cool himself, Colonel Lauriston toying with his glass.
As they waited the screened door was pushed quietly open
and a tall girl, not yet fully entered into the first flush of
womanhood, lithe and full of vibrant vitality appeared
carrying a tray on which were two glasses of cool, tan-
talizingly refreshing julep.

She seemed a silver blond-haired goddess as she stepped
across the threshold onto the veranda with a free swing
indicative that she had not yet been spoiled by any affec-
tations or vanities. She bore the tray like a Hebe, her
summer frock, neither tight fitting nor loose, clung to her
form just enough to give emphasis to graceful proportions.
The eyes of both men followed her fondly as she ap-
proached and placed their glasses, removing that from
which her father had been sipping.

Old John noted every motion with approving eyes, in-
wardly commenting on the fact that she possessed her
father’s eyes except that they were larger and more of the
dreamy kind, with long lashes to match her hair. Her
hair hung down her back in one long full heavy braid as is
the style of simple, unaffected girls brought up in an at-
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mosphere of simplicity. Her face had the general con-
tour of a Greek statue and conscious of the fact that the
elder man was studying her, her cheeks flushed to the deli-
cate pink of a shell from the sea, from her forehead along
her aquilinely aristocratic, sensitive nose to her well chis-
eled chin.

Old John noted the coloring and added to her con-
fusion by remarking:

“D-d-d-don’t you fu-fu-fu-tuh mind me, Lida. You’re
a right pert girl and your daddy’s pride. I fu-fu-fu-tuh
hope you’ll be mine too, in a way, some day.”

She could stand no more but hurried confusedly into
the house where her blushing might not be seen. The
two men watched the figure of the retreating girl in fond
silence seemingly having forgotten their refreshments.
Old John was the first to speak. He slowly turned his
head from the door through which the girl had vanished as
if loath to lose the vision and half expecting that she
would return, sipped then drank heartily. Placing the
half emptied glass on the table he turned to Colonel
Lauriston.

“Fu-fu-fu-tuh I was fu-fu-fu-tuh thinking, Park, that
your girl would make a good match for my John. Fu-fu-
fu-tuh seeing’s we’ve been fu-fu-fu-tuh friends and neigh-
bors fu-fu-fu-tuh so long and our fu-fu-fu-tuh families been
neighbors before us. It would fu-fu-fu-tuh be nice to have
our fu-fu-fu-tuh acres joined that way. We’d fu-fu-tuh
leave the pair mighty nigh, fu-fu-fu-tuh the whole of
Hebron County between us when we go. And it would

7
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fu-fu-fu-tuh sort o’ ease my way over the fu-fu-fu-tuh line
if I knew John had a wife like Lida fu-fu-fu-tuh to watch
out for him and raise his family.

~ Colonel Lauriston remained silent several moments then
asked:

“How’s John feel about it? — You know Lida’s my
only girl and I won’t force her to anything. Her ma’s not
here to look after her and I've got to. I believe in letting
her choose for herself when the time comes but I’m not
any too durned anxious to see her go from me even to
your son John. Besides, it’s no use doing her courting for
her; and I don’t believe John’ll take well to us old codgers
meddlin’ either. We’re a pair of old doddering fools to
think of it. You know colts have got to have their heads
a little or they don’t break well to harness.” '

“I fu-fu-fu-tuh, I’ve fu-fu-tuh talked with John and got
his slant. He likes the girl purty well. Fu-fu-tuh give
them a chance to fu-fu-fu-tuh be fu-fu-fu-tuh together
some and you’ll fu-fu-fu-tuh have another son and I’ll
fu-fu-fu-tuh have a daughter. It won’t fu-fu-fu-tuh take
two healthy young people like John and Lida long fu-fu-
fu-tuh to be holdin’ hands and lookin’ calf eyes at each
other if they fu-fu-fu-tuh run together a little. You've
fu-fu-fu-tuh held the girl too fu-tuh much to herself. Fu-
fu-fu-fu-tuh give her some company. Fu-fu-tuh give her
company.”

“Yes,” Colonel Lauriston’s eyes narrowed as he spoke.
“You mean give her John’s company. Well, I don’t mind
telling you. I don’t hanker after your land. It’s made
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you too durned much like a—a—a—a—,” here Colonel

Lauriston became lost for a fitting adjective with which to

describe the mass of fatty flesh before him. “I’ve got-
enough for Lida and her bub, Elvin and as for company,

she’s going to have that for I’'m leaving next week for the

North where Lida’s to have a year at school and see some

of the world and have company. Your John’s a likely

enough boy but he’ll have to take his chances with the

rest.

“My Elvin’s finished off his schooling up there and it’s
done him a mighty sight o’ good. He comes home this
fall and Lida goes for her chance. When she gets back if
John’s willin’ he can pop like any other man — same’s
you and I did, and take his answer. But as for me joining
hands and plotting with you for that event, I tell you
there’s too many chances o’ his bein’ an old porpoise like
you when he ages for me to go yelling for him to be my
son-in-law. We’ve been good friends John —'and good
neighbors but man, durned if I want any of your fat on
my hands.”

Old John began to stammer a reply but before he could
frame the words from around the corner of the house
there came screams and shouts of a woman in raving mad-
ness and anger.

“Let me go, you rascals! Let me go! Don’t you dare
touch me. I will see him. Where’s the old varmint?
Where’s he — where’s he?—” Her screams became unin-
telligibly hysterical as she swept into view, two of the
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Negro servants who had been working on the lawn follow-
ing and clutching at her hands.

Colonel Lauriston leaped from his chair and rushed
toward the end of the veranda from which the sounds
came, Old John Marley waddled puffingly behind, his
flabby face agitated to a pale beet red flush. Colonel
Lauriston reached the corner of the house almost in colli-
sion with the irate woman, who proved to be Mrs. Sally
Gorton, a tenant on the estate the ousting of whose family
had been one of the errands of Colonel Lauriston during
his afternoon ride.

“Ah, you snake!” she 'screamed.” Take that—and
that — and that.” With each word she applied a raw-
hide whip to Colonel Lauriston’s head, face and shoulders.
He sought wildly to seize the lash but she grabbed it from
his hands and plied it again and again. Finding himself
unable to prevent the blows the Colonel jumped back, at
each step of retreat trying to catch the lash so as to wrench
the whip from the woman. Her aim in each blow was
perfect, however. With blazing eyes and hair streaming
she seemed a veritable fury and to have uncanny knowl-
edge of where to ply the lash so as to elude his grasp.

Lida, however, attracted from the house by the screams
rushed to the veranda in time to see her father being
lashed and jumped between him and the woman in time
to receive one stroke across her shoulder. This blow across
her tender flesh raised a welt of blue that could be seen
quickly, showing its discoloring trace under the thin waist
she wore. With no hesitating thought she braved the blow
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screaming to the servants to grab the whip. At her shout
and the sight of the blow the two employees caught the
whip and held it. Mrs. Gorton’s fury seemed to change
then and she railed like an infuriated witch.

“You’ll drive me off my place, will you? —” she raged.
“After all these years. Park Lauriston you’re vile —
you’re rotten — you-you-you dog! After all I’ve done for
you — after all I've been to you since your wife, the
mother of that girl, died. Now when I’m getting old and
no longer useful you’ll put me off your place, will you?
The day’ll come when you’ll be sorry — the sorriest man
possible. You, with your pride of family. You’ll be sorry
Park Lauriston. There’s justice for every wrong. This
may be my punishment but neither the blood of the
Carterets, nor the Beauforts of which you boast will save
you. My day will come and from this time on I —I—
curse you and your family.”

Her hysteria seemed to subside with the imprecation
pronounced in this most dramatic way, her hands up-
lifted and her face toward the skies. Her whitening hair,
straggly and fallen in disarray, added to the weirdness
and solemnity of the curse. As she lowered her head and
turned away her hysteria changed to tears. Lida was
clinging to her father protectingly, wide-eyed in wonder
and trying to understand it all, her face toward the woman
on whom she had always looked as a godmother but who
was suddenly turned her enemy, fearing the imprecations
and yet preserving a haughty pose.

“Yes,” continued the woman addressing her words to

11
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Lida. “Stand there in your pride and protect him. You
don’t know him and it’s a good thing you don’t.” Her
anger rose again and she waved her hand as if to take in
the whole sweep of the plantation. “You’re all cursed,”
she shouted. “Your whole house is cursed and I'll live
to see the day when ruin will stalk in your midst and
you’ll regret this day and doings. The whole brood of
Lauristons is cursed.” .

Colonel Lauriston had caught his daughter in his arm
protectingly now as they stood listening to the woman’s
ravings. When she ceased and turned away, Lida began
to weep silently, depressed by the maledictions. Colonel
Lauriston led her gently back into the house, the girl
shuddering and asking between her sobs: “What does she
mean, Daddy? What does she mean?”

Some of us reach maturity out of youth so gradually
as to make the change unnoticeable; others bridge the gap
in a night or a day while others are made men and women
in an instant, by some great catastrophe or incident that
sees us children one moment and adults the next. We
face some great issue in life and the facing it makes over
our natures and we become men and women. With the
scene through which Lida Lauriston was just living she
was leaving her youth and insouciance behind her. Life
was gripping her in its whirl. She seemed to sense the
change yet could not fathom it.

When her question remained unanswered, between her
sobs as she clung to the arms that enfolded her, she asked
again:

12
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“Daddy, what did she mean? She-she-she was so hor-
rid.” Convulsive sobs were causing her body to shudder
as the tears flowed again.

“Never mind, child,” Colonel Lauriston comforted.
“We’ll be leaving for the North next week and be out of
her way. She can’t harm you anyway. She meant noth-
ing. I just put her out of the crossroads house today and
she’s mad.”

The scene was exceedingly painful to the three remain-
ing on the veranda after the woman had departed followed
by the servants. Colonel Lauriston’s face was frightfully
distorted with spasms of passion surging through him as
well as the miserable, shuddering and hysterically weeping
Lida as she half reclined in his arms.

The situation was also painful for Old John Marley; so
intensely painful that when the ragings ceased with the
maledictions and father turned toward the door with his
daughter, Old John waddled toward the steps without at-
tempt at adieus. He turned only long enough as he was
about to descend to his buggy, to see Colonel Lauriston
half leading, half supporting the almost swooning girl into
the house at the same time saying:

“Never mind, Child — There now — Never mind —
Dont cry any more. I’ll take you right away and you’ll
soon forget the tauntings of the old woman. Don’t you
go and mind what Sally said.”

“But Daddy, she str-str-struck you,” Lida sobbed in an-
other outburst. “And-and-and-said such horrid things.”

Colonel Lauriston resorted to the pet name he had given

13
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his daughter when but little more than an infant so deeply
was he moved to console the girl.

“Never mind, Nubbins — never mind, Honey — Forget
her — We'll get ready and go North as soon as possible.”
He knew this was the one thing his daughter had set her
heart on and had been planning for as well as dreaming of
for some time and this appealed to him as the suggestion
that might most easily cause her to forget the present un-
fortunate affair. “We’ll get away the first of the week and
then you’ll forget. The winds up there’ll bring back the
calm to your soul and the color to your cheeks.”

As he spoke he stroked the silver blond head that lay
on his shoulder till the convulsive sobs grew fewer and

fewer and finally quiet gripped Lida again.

* Colonel Lauriston and his family differed much from
most of those most noted in South Carolina largely be-
cause of the long line of illustrious ancestors through which
the name had run from Colonial times to the present. Be-
cause of the boast of lineage in which blood was mingled
that of Huguenots from the Carterets, the Oglethorpes,
Cordovas and the Middletons, the family was one of the
most exclusive in the state and only after the War of the
States when the whole social fabric of the South was de-
stroyed did the blood of less illustrious persons enter into
the strain. In keeping with that background, Colonel
Lauriston had insisted that his family preserve the purity
of diction that would mark it from the remainder of the
natives, hence neither he nor any of his household had al-
lowed themselves to be affected by the nasal drawl so char-
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acteristic of the South. Not only did Colonel Lauriston
scrupulously study himself to avoid this but he sought by
education and the training of his children to prevent them
from musically gliding over their words. To make sure
that they remained untouched by the habit adopted all
about them he had his children educated by correctly
speaking tutors and instructors, surrounded them with
persons who spoke only the purest language and sent them
to schools in the North to secure their education.

It was in keeping with this custom of his that he had
planned for his daughter, Lida, to have a year in the
North at some finishing school before she should assume
her place at the head of his domestic household, taking
the place of his wife who had died when Lida was but a
child.
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CHAPTER II

Market Square, in that Northern city to which Colonel
Lauriston had brought his daughter for her year of polish
.and cultural finish was a busy mart on this delightful Au-
gust morning when they arrived. The change from the
stifling heat of the South to the entrancingly cooling blue
New England sky and sunshine had already worked ad-
ditional wonders in the cheeks and eyes of this flower of
the Carolinas. The former were delicately pink tinted and
the latter wider opened at the sights unfolding to her in
this new world; sights new to her but so common to this
staid old University city that they passed unnoted and
ignored.

To Lida, however, whose horizon up to this time had
been bound by vast fields of growing cotton, corn and
wheat, broken here and there by forests of oak and tall
pines this was a veritable fairy land from which she could
see the wide blue bay with ships coming and going, tugs
busily puffing away with their monstrous loads at their
sides or trailing along behind, the tugs seeming like and
reminding her of ants about her own home who tackled
and carted away loads many times larger than their seem-
ingly frail bodies and who, for their strength had always
been a source of wonder and marvel to the girl. She was
also reminded, as she watched the small tugs with their
buffers of plaited rope at their bows steam up to some
giant craft, of pictures of buffalos she had seen, with
bushily lowered heads charging across the plains.

16



BY SANCTION OF LAW

“Look, Daddy, aren’t they wonderful? It doesn’t seem
as if they could pull those monstrous ships. How can they
do it?” As she stood watching one of these little ants of
the sea swing a ship of leviathan-like proportions from her
slip, and point her down the bay, musical laughter of girl-
ish delight rippled from her throat. Even Colonel Lauris-
ton caught the spirit of his daughter and smiled happily as
he enjoyed her chatter and comment, pleased that she was
delighted and that he had been able to provide such joy
for her. At her laughter also, even the matter-of-fact old
New Englanders to whom such a sight was so common as
to be beneath their notice paused, looked at the girl in her
frank pleasure, then stopped also to enjoy the scene as if
viewing it for the first time.

Colonel Lauriston stood for a few moments allowing
Lida to take in the scenes that moved in panorama before
her ere warning her that they had to finish their journey.
As she stood gazing, entranced, down the harbor toward
the sea, Colonel Lauriston, loathed to break the spell that
held the girl, finally drew forth his watch and reminded
her: “Come, Lida, Child, we must be going.”

“Oh, Daddy, this is a wonderful place. I know I shall
love it!” She exclaimed enthusiastically.

Without answering, Colonel Lauriston aided her into
the taxicab that had been summoned when they alighted
from the conveyance by which they had come from the
train to the Square. He gave the address of their destina-
tion to the driver, then settled back, glad to see his daugh-
ter in such a happy mood. He had determined to place
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her in one of the most fashionable finishing institutions in
New England, Miss Gregory’s School for Girls, noted all
over the country for the careful training and the standing
given it among select schools, largely because of its prox-
imity to one of the larger universities of the East, in the
shadow of whose greatness this girls’ school basked.

Nestling among the elms for which the city was fa-
mous, on a prominence around which the wealth and aris-
tocracy of the city was grouped, the main building of Miss
Gregory’s school sat fronting a well kept lawn, the elms
and lawn combining to create the picture of some mon-
astery of heavy stone masonry. This structure had once
been the home of an eccentric millionaire who toiled to
accumulate, then erected this mausoleum in which he
planned to pass his declining days overlooking the city
below and amusing himself counting the passing small
craft on the Seekonk River which passed the rear of his
wide garden.

When the mansion was built it was then the fashion of
New England aristocracy to acquire immense acres of land,
build imposing structures on some prominent and well
chosen part of it, fence in the entire plot with a high stone
wall and make a fairy garden out of a portion of the en-
closed land in the rear of the house, while utilizing the
other part for garden purposes. Such had been the history
of the ground now occupied by Miss Gregory’s school.
The entire plot covered some twelve acres with this three-
storied cupola-studded castle-like building, now ivy over-
run standing as a bar to entrance if viewed from the front;
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and like a monarch counting his fields if viewed from the
distant rear. Running vines covered most of the stone
wall, save at the corners where parapets like outposts were
built.

In former years, as the cherry and pear trees ripe with
tempting fruit stretched their tantalizing branches over
the wall, every passing school boy on his way to swim cast
longing eyes, but the height of the wall prevented any
yielding to temptation. Also in the spring the garden
seemed a veritable sanctuary for migratory birds who rev-
el in the freedom of the place and its security as every
breeze wafted to the street odors from blossoming flowers
and trees.

Gradually as the city grew to and beyond the estate
those who lived on the opposite sides of the streets bor-
dering it were treated to the beauty within, their upper
windows allowing clear view of the entire place.

The flowers and the gardens were still a feature as
were also the birds in spring, but where there was other-
wise silence and quiet now that Miss Gregory’s school
occupied the place, in the springtime and summer where
bird songs once charmed and tempted the passerby to
pause and listen, now there was the merry laughter of
girls at fun. Where once the cherries and pears tempted
passing boys now these were plucked from within by dar-
ing hoydenish girls, who once in a while in their daring
peered over the wall at the passing city from their perches
in the overhanging branches or sometimes dared discre-
tion and the wrath of some instructor or governess to toss

19



BY SANCTION OF LAW

fruit to passing youth in a spirit of flirtation and in their
exuberance of youthful spirit. When once the fruit was
thrown there would be a bashful half-smothered scream
and the youth would look up just in time to see a face
quickly disappear.

It was to this school on Brook Street, that Colonel Lau-
riston brought his daughter after having carefully studied
the catalogues of more than half a hundred institutions
which offered to do for her what his ambitions had
planned. The carriage drew up to the walk leading to the
heavily carved, brass-knockered door and the two stepped
to the street. A bevy of eager curious-eyed faces watched
the Colonel and his daughter pass their luggage to at-
tendants and then walk to the door.

The school was just in the midst of fall opening and
older students were watching for the return of friends and
the incoming of new pupils. As father and daughter
reached the door it swung wide to welcome them and they
were soon seated in a large high vaulted reception room
while the servant sought Miss Gregory. Arrangements
for the year were soon completed and Lida enrolled as a
pupil.

Having installed Lida in the care of Miss Gregory and
satisfied himself that she would be well protected, Colonel
Lauriston departed. Miss Gregory, a small, calm, moth-
erly-faced woman whose hair was but just tinging grey,
whose popularity with her girl proteges was due to the
sympathetic heart she possessed and the tactful way she
had of persuading the girls to conduct themselves as she
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wished, formed a liking for Lida from the first meeting.
The pupil from the South seemed so fresh and new to the
great world into which she had come that her very shyness
drew the sympathy of the educator and the two uncon-
sciously became friends though friendship was unpro-
fessed till later circumstances brought them together more
intimately. ,

Lida was miserably lonesome at the departure of her
father but as is the way with youth in good health these
pangs were forgotten in the excitement of surroundings
and new acquaintances except at night upon retiring and
upon awakening. Then tears would come to her eyes de-
spite her efforts at repression. At such times the world
became utterly desolate till after she had been at the
school a week Miss Gregory chanced to be passing her
room and thinking the girl asleep touched her cheek with
a caressing hand to find it moist.

Without a word she bent over the girl and kissed the
tear spot tenderly. Impulsively Lida clasped her arms
around the woman’s neck and wept till her grief was spent
while Miss Gregory soothed her nerves with cheering
whispers. This experience cemented the friendship be-
tween the girl and woman more closely.

“Never mind, Child,” Miss Gregory whispered. “Go
to sleep. In the morning there’ll be mail for you and
you’ll be happy.”

As she spoke a great maltese cat, which had followed
his mistress as was its custom, climbed to the girl’s arms
and began to purr softly, at the same time rubbing its
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nose against Lida’s hand in a friendly way.

“There, now!” whispered Miss Gregory. “You’re sure-
ly one of the family. See! Mopsie has adopted you and
he’s very particular as to his friendships. There aren’t
five girls in the school with whom he’s on such friendly
terms as he is with you at this moment.”

Involuntarily the girl’s hand moved over the fur of the
cat’s back and smiles replaced the tears. The cat, as if to
prove his entire friendliness turned then lay down con-
tentedly on Lida’s arm to sleep under the stroking of the
girl’s hand.

“Well, I never!” exclaimed Miss Gregory. “I’ll soon
be jealous of you, Miss Lauriston. Mopsie never sleeps
in any arm but mine.” With that she kissed the girl
tenderly on the cheek again. Lida held the hand to her
cheek as she replied:

“I love you. You’re kind and your kiss was just like
my mother’s used to be.”

“You poor child!” was all Miss Gregory could say,
though her heart was full of tenderness. “What you need
is loving — and you’ll have it.”

As she spoke a flood of full harvest moonlight filled the
room, enveloping the three, it seemed a place of enchant-
ment and in this enchantment Lida soon slumbered her
lonesomeness forgotten while the elderly woman’s thoughts
retraced the years to the time when she was a girl at
school, her mind as flooded with the memories as the room
was of moonlight. As the girl slept she tiptoed gently
from the room back to her own apartment where she sat
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for many minutes gazing out of her window into the soft
silvery-dewed night while memory conjured up romance
after romance of other days.

Miss Gregory’s predictions of letters for the following
morning were true for when Lida awoke with the sun, re-
freshed as if out of a very pleasant dream, two letters on
her dressing table attracted her. With a bound of glad-
someness and pleased exclamations she was out of her
bed and kissing the envelopes in an abandonment of joy
as she noted that both were from her father. Feverishly
she opened both before reading either. One told of his
arrival in New York and of his meeting with old friends
whom he had not seen for years and the other mere per-
sonal, telling of his loneliness for her and his solicitation
for her ease and health. It was truly a paternal letter,
full of tenderness and cheer. Also was enclosed a check
for spending money.

Miss Gregory was waiting in the doorway of her apart-
ment as Lida started down the hall toward the stairway
leading to the dining room when the summons for break-
fast came. The former was wondering how the girl would
act toward her after a night’s rest; whether the experience
of the evening had impressed the girl as it had her. Im-
pulsively as Lida espied the matron she rushed to her and
threw her arms about the woman in a girlish embrace.
Involuntarily Miss Gregory gently placed the girl’s head
on her shoulder where it rested for a moment then the two
started down the stairway together, Lida telling of her
letters and the check.
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“I suppose you’d like to make a shopping trip after
breakfast,” was her smiling comment.

“I’d love to,” was the enthusiastic reply.

“Very well, we’ll organize a party and I’ll chaperone
you.”

In the dining room the plan was announced and the
invitation extended to any of the girls who wished to ac-
company them. Breakfast was replete with chatter rela-
tive to the tour and when the meal ended there were sev-
eral who expressed a wish to go. The group started and
by a ten minute walk down the hill on which the Univer-
sity stood they were in the shopping district and soon ab-
sorbed in their tour.

With the party was a girl who had been three years at
the school, Louise Comstock, whose room was opposite
that of Lida’s and who because of being neighbors with
the girl had been her most intimate companion about the
school. These two made but small purchases on the trip
and soon wearied of walking from store to store. Both
- she and Lida wished to return to the school or to simply ~
walk about the streets down town. The others in the
party, however, demurred, and after some debate it was
decided by Miss Gregory that Miss Comstock and Lida
should return to their rooms, the older girl being in
charge of the newer.

The groups then separated at the Arcade, the two retrac-
ing their steps while the remainder of the party continued
their shopping. Lida and Miss Comstock had reached
Market Square and were chattering in delightfully girlish
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unmindfulness, greeting other passing and repassing
groups of girls bent on similar errands. From time to
time parties met and collected here and there obstructing
the sidewalk and overflowing into the street busy in their
world of youth and education, hailing and greeting each
other, waving hands and smilingly exchanging introduc-
tions oblivious to all except their little worlds. Youth is
all self center whether it is boy or girl youth and particular-
ly college or higher school youth. :

The scene was merry with a merriness that was in-
fectious. Even staid business men were forced to smile
patiently as youthful femininity elbowed them off the side-
walks and into the street in blissful thoughtlessness;
others, accustomed to all this and similar scenes year after
year paused in their peregrinations to recall days when they
were equally full of vibrant life, health and optimism.
The square was filled with happiness and smiles. Even
the blue-coated police who seemed unusually numerous in
the Square seemed happy.

Also the blue, undulating bay seemed to smile in the
sunlight; to smile back to rows of hucksters whose teams
flanked the bridge at the right and who hawked their
wares to the passerby with varying tones and syllables
that added to the crescendo of vocal utterances to be
heard. ,

As the two girls started across the square for the climb
up the hill to the school, from their left and around a
corner from the direction of the railway station came the
sound of band music and the tread of marching feet.
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CHAPTER III

Youth always dislikes to miss any entertainment, even
such minor amusement as a small parade, being able to
extract excitement from the dullest of marching bodies.
Lida and her companion were no exception. At the sound
of the music one clutched the arm of the other as the two
paused.

“Oh, listen,” cried the older girl. “A band!— Some
parade. Oh, Goody! we’ll see some fun. That’s ripping!
We'll have something to tell the other girls.”

Lida’s heart was full of expectancy also. There are few
parades in the country and none with martial music,
particularly in the South. For this reason, though she had
witnessed some parades, on circus days when she had gone
to Lexington, near her home for a visit, the music of this
band was so lively and the occasion to unique in her life
that she was almost in an hysterically excited state.

The two girls stood arm in arm, listening in eagerness
while the noise of the parade approached but was as yet
unseen, around a further corner of the square. As they
stood, a band behind a large American flag, came into view.
Accompanying this flag was another emblem of the or-
ganization of street car men. A banner announced that
they were on strike and were parading to their hall for a
meeting.

On they came, into the square till the entire body, some
five hundred of them were in view. As the head of the
procession reached the square proper they were met by a
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squad of police who attempted to turn them back. The
procession halted then started again. As it did so the
police were seen to rush them. This precipitated a riot
and soon the square was a mass of yelling, pushing, surg-
ing, fighting humanity.

Women and girls who had been caught in the mass, by
the suddenness of the shift from peace to war were strug-
gling, screaming, fainting and adding to the hubbub. The
sickening dull blows of club against cracking skulls, the
thud of fists against faces and bodies increased the melée
and confusion. Where a few moments before there was
law and order, peace and harmony, now the beast in man
was raging and the law of the brute fought for mastery.
In the midst of this riot suddenly revolvers began to bark
their shots. Panic seized the weaker hearted of those in
the throng.

At the beginning Lida and her companion failed to
comprehend the seriousness of their predicament and stood
so long gazing at the spectacle that before they fully
sensed their danger they had been swept from the side-
walk and into the midst of the whirling, swirling, fighting
mass. Indignation at their predicament and their inability
to free themselves as well as the spirit of battle that now
seemed to grip all, caused them to forget the refining in-
fluences that had been theirs and they battled back with
those about them till they were so tightly hemmed in by
the jam that their efforts were futile. They were fast be-
coming as hysterical as those about them, losing their saner
senses, appreciation of their dangers overwhelming them.
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As they struggled a cobblestone swirled over Lida’s
shoulder and crashed against the skull of a citizen who im-
mediately lost consciousness and slumped, though the com-
pactness of the crowd about him prevented his body for a
moment or so from falling to the paving where it was
later trampled into an unrecognizable mass.

Both girls now began screaming as the horror of their
predicament grew. In the midst of the confusion, just as
Lida was losing control of her senses and becoming entirely
mad she was conscious of a strong voice over her shoulder.

“P’ll protect you, ladies,” it said. “Don’t get nervous.
Don’t get nervous. Steady now! Steady!”

There was something so commanding about the voice;
something so vibrant, confident and reassuring that Lida’s
courage which had been forsaking her began to return.
She tried to see who was behind her but failed. The
soothing positiveness of the assertions she heard was re-
storing to her a calmness that a few moments before she
was ready to believe was impossible. Her companion,
however, was still screaming and battling.

Before she could collect her senses further the voice
commanded, still in that vibrant calm assured tone:

“Turn about now. Turn till you face me.”

The voice seemed now to be having the same effect on
Miss Comstock as it had on Lida for she ceased to scream.
Both girls, with every sway and twist of the crowd
wrenched their bodies till they were turned in the direc-
tion they had been commanded to take. With each give
and surge of the crowd they gained more freedom of move-
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ment. When turned completely about they clung to each
other desperately and looked for the face of their rescuer.
His back was now turned to them but he talked to them
over his shoulder.

“Now catch my coat and cling for life. Don’t let go for
anything, and keep behind me,” he shouted.

The girls battled till they were pressed closely against
his back; so closely that they breathed with difficulty. He
waited till he felt the clutch at his coat and the clinging
arm about his waist. Tall of shoulders and ruggedly set
up he was almost complete protection for the girls on their
front. As they clung frantically to him he started to make
a path through the fighting mass. Fists were flying and
blows were aimed in promiscuous as well as disinterestedly
generous profusion at the head of the young man who
acted as their protector.

Lida was self-possessed enough by now, thanks to the
healthy outdoor life to which she had been bred that her
nervousness was leaving her. They moved toward the
outer edge of the crowd with slow, disputed steps. Lida
looked up at her protector and marvelled at the coolness
with which he fought for them; how he parried blows
aimed for him and through it all waded toward the rim of
the mass and safety. '

Twice his head was tilted back by the blows which were
rained on him. Once Lida felt his progress halted and his
body tremble. She thought he was about to sink and
inwardly uttered a prayer for strength for him. His dark
almost curly hair, which fell about his face was shaken
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back from his brow again and again by blows. Being
taller than most of those about him he was a target for
almost every other fighting man. Police clubs swung at
him at the same time that fist blows came his way. He
parried them all with the deftness of a ring master but
never faltered in his advance toward the safety zone.
Once a giant fist landed a bone-cracking blow against
his chin and his head sank to his breast for an instant but
was raised again. The blow bruised the flesh and blood
flowed freely in a slow stream from the open wound. He
shook his head and Lida felt a drop of the warm fluid on
her cheek. It was a disagreeable sensation but she dare
not release her grip to remove it and in an instant forgot it.
At that moment she was conscious of more freedom of
movement and realized that they were almost free. A few
steps more and what had seemed hours but had really
been but a few minutes ended; they were approaching the
wall of a tall building. Willing hands, at the outer edge
of the mass reached for them and pulled them free. As
she became aware of this a heavy stone came hurtling
through the air from the midst of the mass and straight
for the man rescuing them. She shrank herself and tried
to shout a warning but could utter no syllable. She heard
the crash of the stone for she had closed her eyes from the
sight, and felt the body of the man weaken. She pressed
him more tightly about the waist as if to hold him in sup-
port. He faltered an instant. The pressure of her arm
seemed to revive him. He struggled on. A moment more
and they were safe. The girls still clung to him, however.
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Without a word he rushed them along the side of the build-
ing to which they had come and to a drug store on a
further corner, through the rear entrance of that and again
into the street but beyond the riot zone. As they emerged
from the store a taxicab was passing. The driver was
seeking safety, fearing the mob would soon turn that way.
Without preliminaries the young man halted the cab,
opened the door, hurried the girls into it, shouting:

“East side! — East Side! Quick!”

The driver pulled his levers and drove rapidly up the
hill past the University and toward the vicinity of Miss
Gregory’s school. The girls were still in such a frantic
state of hysteria, though subdued, that when the cab
halted they feared another assault. Asked where they
wished to be driven, Lida who was the more composed of
the two decided they would walk, having seen the school
cupola a few streets away. Their rescuer started to ac-
company them but they demurred. Miss Comstock, who
had been weeping silently regained self control as they
walked away. The driver realizing that the young man
was in need of medical attention turned on the power and
hurried to find a physician.

The simple life of the Southern country girl had given
her a constitution to which “nerves” were unknown. Due
to this she was the more composed of the two girls, the less
shaken as they started down the street to the school en-
trance. Miss Comstock seemed to sense this strength and
clung shiveringly to Lida’s arm. The latter was the first
to speak. “Wasn’t it awful?” she commented, half mus-

31



BY SANCTION OF LAW

ingly. Her companion shuddered and clung to the arm
she had grasped.

“A street fight.” Lida continued, her mind retracing the
events. “I wonder what it was all about? —1I surely
thought we’d be killed — and we would have had it not
been for him — Oh!”’ she cried, standing still at the new
thought that intruded.

“Oh! we didn’t get his name. — How rude! —and he -
was hurt too.” Then turning to Miss Comstock. “Did
you see how his head was bleeding. Poor man. He must
be frightfully hurt.”

She suddenly pictured again the flying stone as it crashed
against their rescuer’s head. Her heart filled with stifling
pain. She too began to weep as she recalled their struggle
to reach safety and the risk this unknown man had run to
save them, hysterical reaction forcing the tears and sobs.

“I shall love him all my life—love him and no other
man.” She vowed amid her tears.

Miss Comstock, who was now regaining her composure
proved consoling as she offered: “He certainly was brave
to risk his life for us in that mob. — Did you see his face?
—Such deep brown eyes — such a smile — and such cour-
age! —1I wonder who he is! His face seemed familiar.”

“Poor man! We were a pair of selfish sillies not to
think of getting his name so we could thank him. Thanks
would be such small pay, though, for what he did for us.
It’s perhaps better that we don’t thank him.”

“I wonder if he was badly hurt?” Miss Comstock asked
sorrowfully.
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“Badly hurt. Poor — poor man! He’s k-k-killed” Lida
sobbed sympathetically as she thought of and analyzed
the struggle, recalling the blows she knew struck his head
and shoulders. “I hate mobs!” she exclaimed vehemently.
“Mobs are such brutal things. Why do men fight and kill
anyway?”

Miss Comstock looked at her companion. “Why, I
thought you people in the South were used to mobs” she
said.

“Oh, they don’t count. Only niggers get hurt in them.
Besides my folks don’t indulge in those things. Southern
mobs are composed of the poor, the rough and the people
new to the country. The better class whites are above that
sort of thing. I hate those mobs too, she added. A mob’s
a mob and savage at the heart whether South or North, in
America or Timbuctoo.”

The girls had now reached the school and were soon
detailing the story of their experiences, to the teachers and
girls who gathered about them, having noted the disarray
of their clothing. Lida’s hat had been entirely lost and
her hair tumbled about her face, her waist and skirt almost
in ribbons and Miss Comstock in almost the same condi-
tion. :

They were still in the midst of their recital which had
been freely interspersed with spasms of weeping as they
recalled frightful portions of their experiences. They
talked alternately, at the same time and sometimes with
a half dozen chattering at once but all being understood
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when Miss Gregory and the others who had made the trip
burst in on them.

“Oh, my girls!” she exploded as she gathered them both
weepingly in her arms, “I'm so relieved — so relieved.”
With this she kissed them both in her excess of emotion
as she held them. “I’m so glad you reached home. I
was afraid you had been caught in that mob down street
and either hurt or killed. We just missed being caught in
it ourselves and saw ambulances rushing wounded to
hospitals and stations. Wasn’t it awful? — Such fighting
I never saw. There was no regard for women and chil-
dren or anything else. I’m so glad you escaped and were
not in it.”

“Oh, but they were,” one of the girls answered. “They
had the thrillingest experience imaginable. Even to being
rescued by a handsome hero. I envy them.” At this
everybody burst into laughter thus banishing another ap-
proaching storm of weeping. “They were just telling us
about it when you returned.” The speaker continued.

“What?” exclaimed Miss Gregory, as she held each
girl off at arm’s length and inspected them, fear in her
. heart again. “Were you hurt? Were you hurt,” she asked
frantically anxious. “Oh, why did I let you leave us!—
Why did I? — Think what might have happened !’

“Oh, but we’re all right now,” Lida volunteered. “—A
little shaken but that’s all.”

At this Miss Gregory became authoritative again. “Get
right to your rooms, Girls” she commanded to those who
had been grouped about Lida and Miss Comstock. “Right
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to your rooms and prepare for dinner.” As she spoke she
ushered the two girls into her study to question them con-
cerning their experiences. Both young women assured
her they were whole of bones and had now recovered from
their nervousness. As she heard this Miss Gregory
exclaimed:

“I shall never allow two of my girls to travel alone
again.”
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CHAPTER 1V

Truman Bennet was so weakened from loss of blood
and dizziness due to the last blow he had received before
he rushed the girls to safety that he feared he would faint
while they were in the cab with him. It was only exercise
of the giant will within him that he held control of himself
till the girls had left him. Had he not been afraid of
distressing them with his wounds he would not have
allowed them to quit the carriage till safely at their homes.
As it was when they turned from him, as he watched them
down the street, he smiled weakly for an instant then the
world blackened and his eyes became sightless while his
body slumped to the street, his knees crumpling under him.

He knew not how long he had remained unconscious.
It seemed eternities, suddenly he opened his eyes again
and reached his hands to his head as if to ease the pain
just above his ear. He felt the soft blood-matted sticky
wound and remembered again. He struggled to his feet
but slumped again, this time barely being conscious of the
face of the cab driver looking back at him. .

When he regained consciousness again he was on the
operating table in the relief station to which he had been
rushed by the cab driver and was being bandaged as a
kindly doctor who had heard the cab driver’s story was
saying: '

“Young man, you came very near to being a dead hero
at this time. You’d better thank your lucky stars you
have been getting your football training at the University.
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Almost any other man would have been dead. I suppose
the picture of that pretty face you rescued kept you up.—
Now the romance begins.”

Truman continued to follow the movements of the phy-
sician but only half consciously, not yet realizing that it
was Dr. Bayard Tansey, Physical Director of the Uni-
versity who was speaking.

Dr. Tansey continued to talk smilingly. “You, I’m talk-
ing to. Look at me with those brown eyes. I suppose you
only see the face of a pretty girl now. All men are like
that. Go daffy for a pretty face then wake up after they
married. — You’ll do the same as the rest, if I get you
well. Guess I’ll let you die. — No, on second thought, if
you die you won’t know what I know about women and
every man ought to know at least as much. — Besides they
need you on the football squad yet awhile.” He was just
about to be puzzled at the still silent gazing eyes and to
wonder if there was not a blood clot on the brain which
paralyzed his patient’s senses when a film which seemed
to envelop Truman’s head faded away and intelligence
came.

Dr. Tansey noted the change. “Ah, I thought I’d bring
you to after awhile. You had a narrow squawk, boy.
Here taste this.” He held a medicine dropper to the
patient’s lips. The pungent fluid cleared away all the
mental clouds and Truman tried to rise.

“Steady, now. Not so fast.” Dr. Tansey stepped to the
table and gently pressed Bennet back to his reclining posi-
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tion as he spoke. “You mustn’t do that,” he continued.
“You'll spoil all my plans for you.”

Bennet again essayed to rise, the effect of the drops
administered to him now having fully cleared his brain.
With the attempt, however, he felt a stinging pain in his
head, lifted his hand to ease it and slowly pulled it away
as he touched the huge bandages in which his head was
swathed.

“What’s the matter, Doctor!” he asked.

“Nothing, only I’ve just saved St. Peter the disagreeable
task of kicking a perfectly good athlete out of Heaven
and preserved real promising football material from a
burning.”

“Yes, I know all that rot but what am I doing here?
and where’s the girl —where’s the mob — who hit me
with that brick?”

“Ah,” exclaimed the doctor. “I know you’re better now.
You’re a poor hero, even if you did do a good job in
rescuing two pretty girls out of a pretty mess.”

“Two girls! — Two girls! — Why, I only saw one.”
Bennet answered his brain now flashing back pictures of
the mob and the struggle.

“All the same —two or one — what does it matter?”
the doctor replied shaking his head in a whimsical man-
ner. “You’re a lost child now Bennet. You saw beauty
in distress, looked into her soulful eyes — and yielded to
Circe’s power — plunged into a fight that was none of your
affair, — got your head cracked —and you’ll be loony
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for the remainder of your life. All for a girl — a skirt —a
woman with large blue dreamy eyes.—

“Oh, don’t deny it,” he continued as Bennet raised a
hand to protest and defend the girl, though still weak from
the battle, the loss of blood and the operation. “—1I got it
all from your ravings while under the anaesthetic and I
was operating, and from your cabby. Boy! your constitu-
tion’s iron, I guess. You raved like a mad one over the
girl.” :

“By jove, Doctor Tansey, she was worth all the risk.
You ought have seen her.— A Hebe —a Juno —a Min-
erva—A —a—a—goddess. That’s it Doctor, a god-
dess.” Bennet’s eyes sparkled as he pictured the girl in
his mind.

Dr. Tansey, the idol of the football team, in fact of all
the athletes at the University, burst into loud laughter at
this. Beneath his exterior of sarcasm and raillery all those
who came in contact with him at the emergency hospital
knew he was a man of sympathy for youth, particularly
youth suffering from injury. He adopted this attitude to-
ward those young men who came to him from the football,
baseball, track field or the gymnasium on the hill with
their injuries in order to test their sincerity, their vitality
and their spunk.

At the outburst of Bennet’s he was pleased for he knew
that the vitality of this young swarthy giant of manhood
had not been sapped to danger point and that recovery
would be rapid. Even his chin hidden by an imperial cut
of hirsute adornment seemed to reflect the joy he felt at
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the discovery that Bennet was not in danger any longer.
He had formed a special liking for this black-haired foreign
looking American and there was more than ordinary joy
in his laughter when he exploded after Bennet finished
speaking of the girl. He raised his hands above his head
in token of surrender, as he exclaimed:

“Gone, gone, gone! Completely gone! Goodbye Bennet.
That blow on the head set you off completely. It knocked
the man out of you and turned you into a fool lover. I
~suppose you’ll be off your game for the remainder of the
season and you’ll be mooning up and down the street in
front of Miss Gregory’s school from now —”

Bennet almost set up from the chair on which he was
still reclining at the words.

“That’s where she’s from? That’s where she’s from?”
he asked. Dr. Tansey gave no answer. “I know it! I
know it!” “— Doctor take me to a ward — Please take me
to a ward. —How long shall I be here? — That’s it.
That’s it!”

Dr. Tansey was replacing his scalpels in their case after
carefully cleansing them. He was so deliberate in his
movements as to be almost tantalizing. As he placed the
last one in its place and folded the case he looked at
Bennet and there was approval in his eyes. The blood was
flushing the latter’s face again. Dr. Tansey walked over
to the chair, took a wrist in his hand and counted the pulse.

“You'll never: be” he was tormentingly
deliberate, “cured.” He looked at Bennet to see the effect
of the words and when he saw the disappointed look in
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the boy’s eyes, he added “— till — you’re married to her.”
With that he burst into laughter again and pressed the
hand he held in warm friendship.

Bennet gave the hand a returning grip then a twmkle
came into his eyes and he said “Bring her on and Pll
marry her now.”

“Now I know you’re hopelessly foolish,” Dr. Tansey
replied. “No man in his senses would be willing to marry
a girl when he had no prospect ahead of him and at the
start of his senior year in college. And if I thought you
meant any such thing as that I’d go get that brick that laid
you out and present it to you again.”

Bennet was no longer listening to the doctor, however,
His mind was searching out the girl. Exhaustion was
creeping over him also, and he began drifting off to sleep
as the physician and an attendant whom he had now
summoned trundled the wounded youth off to his ward.
As Bennet was being lifted into his bed Dr. Tansey,
immaculate in his suit of white duck eased the bandages
about the wounded man’s head, whose eyes were becoming
more and more drowsy as he half muttered: “Get me
well, quickly, Doctor. She’s a queen.”

It was several weeks before Bennet was sufficiently re-
covered to leave the hospital and return to college and
several weeks longer before he was able to take part in the
football contests scheduled for that fall. He was greatly
missed by the entire team. The strike had long since been
settled and the clash of police and workmen almost for-
gotten. So rapidly do human events follow one another.
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Those incidents in our lives that shock us today are gone
and forgotten tomorrow. All adding to the sum of- life
and experience; all making history as we move toward
eternity.




CHAPTER V

There was one place, however, where the scenes of that
day were never forgotten and among the girls of Miss
Gregory’s school the incidents were told and retold with
romantic variations and speculations. To Lida mention of
the day’s events were becoming seemingly distasteful for
she would never speak of them; but away from her studies
and in her room, alone, the pictures of that scene ever
recurred and with the picture came the image of her hero
of the occasion.

She wondered what had become of him; whether he had
died of his wounds, whether he had recovered; who he was
and why she had never met him again to thank him in
person. Often she pictured to herself scenes in which they
met and she had thanked him for his bravery. At such
times a crimson flush tinted her cheeks and suffused her
neck clear to the shoulders as she shyly thought of actions
her heart told her she might be led to perform in her
gratitude. Constant picturing of these scenes had created
in her a shy distrust of herself and a constant conflicting
struggle for and against such a meeting. If they ever did
meet again she hoped it would be by accident and she
would be taken unawares for otherwise she felt she would
run from the meeting.

As thoughts of his condition came to her she would be
filled with pity at the memory of his wounds. This pity
more and more often awakened tender thoughts and she
wished she might have been near to nurse him, to care for
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his wounds and to show by nursing how she appreciated
his unselfish efforts to rescue them.

When pity awakens tender thoughts love is just over the
fence within easy call. So when these moments of pitying
came Bennet loomed to her as an unknown hero and she
treasured the thoughts in her heart as a girlish romance
too sacred to be disclosed. Hence it was that all reference
to the events of that day became outwardly distasteful to
her; so seemingly distasteful that her schoolmates ceased
to attempt to discuss them with her.

To all the girls of the school the events of that day were
sources of wonderful romances. Each treasured the stories
told in her heart and pictured herself enviously as the
heroine of the occasion. While Lida refused to allow her-
self to be drawn out and to expose the inward dreams
of her heart for general discussion, not so Louise Com-
stock. Though she confessed she was too excited and
distracted to see who it was who rescued them she knew
he was big and strong and dark and foreign looking and
that was enough for her. She was frank in her expressions
of love for him and delighted in picturing meetings with
this unknown hero. Also she felt a growing conviction
that she knew him.

Each night at the hour for retirement a group of girls
would gather in one of their rooms, and in the darkness
or under the moonlight which they allowed to shimmer
through their curtained windows they would build ro-
mance upon romance with themselves as heroines and the
unknown rescuer as hero.
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“When I marry him,” Louise Comstock announced one
night as the girls were gathered in her room and were
romancing, “I’ll not let one of you girls come to the wed-
ding. I’d be afraid of you all. I'd be jealous.”

“Why, Louise!” several exclaimed at once.

“Yes, I'm too ravenously in love with him to let you
girls have a look at him.” ' '

That was as much as she had opportunity to announce
for all the girls pounced on her with sofa pillows, sheets,
cushions and whatever soft thing they could battle with
and soon Louise was being smothered beneath an ava-
lanche of feathers while all the girls were screaming and
laughing with the fun. So furious was the battle that Miss
Gregory was called from her suite by the noise to subdue
them. ,

Lida, who had been soundly sleeping, wandering amid
pleasant dreams was awakened by the noise and commo-
tion. As she roused the moon from a bright October sky
flooded the room with its silver sheen that was almost a
dreamlike day. The great pale disk, round and bright as
only a harvest moon can be, was almost over head, causing
the still clinging autumn leaves of the elms whose branches
spread from sidewalk to sidewalk to make a dark fairy
bower beneath them on the street. Through these falling
leaves, now thinning with the accumulations of frost there
danced and sparkled on the street little bright silver
patches between the dark.

When the girls had been quieted Lida tried again to close
her eyes and sleep but the brightness of the moon, the
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clearness of the sky showing through the treetops, and the
quietness of the street all seemed to cast a dream spell
over her that she could not overcome. Casting a robe
about her and gathering some cushions about her feet she
drew a chair and sat by the window looking out on the
dew-sprinkled lawn and the street along which it ran till
her gaze trailed itself out into the distant sky where only a
few stars twinkled; and out where her thoughts could
roam at will.

There was an entrancing stillness about the night with
all the earth in slumber, the whole scene spreading out
like some fairy garden over which some witching spell had
been cast. As she sat, there came over her a loneliness, a
dreaminess, that caused her to sigh aloud. Her heart
seemed especially filled with tenderness and pity tonight
as she sat, her elbows on the sill, her hands cupped and
her chin resting in them, a lone teardrop hanging like
pearls at the corner of each eye. A breeze, gentle and
almost warm rustled the light silken sleeves of her gown
and the lacy trimmings at her throat. Almost unconscious-
ly her voice gave sound to the thoughts running through
her mind.

“I wonder,” she sighed, “if we’ll ever meet? —I’d just
like to tell him how much I thank him — He’s the hero of
my heart — and always will be. — Oh, I wonder if he’s
dead — Poor man.” At this thought she bowed her head
and wept silently. As she bowed her head in tears a figure
at the base of the great elm near her window stirred as if
to move. It was not the intention of the figure to play
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eavesdropper on a girl. As the figure moved the girl raised
her head again. The figure hid behind the trunk of the
tree again. To move would have been cruel to the girl as
well as to have disclosed himself in a despicable act. One
impulse prompted him to bolt and run while the delicate
sense of honor and sympathy also cautioned him that to
move would have been to disclose to the girl that she had
been overheard and to have caused her shame. He de-
cided to remain hidden and to preserve the secret of her
anguish.

“I am so lonely.” Lida sighed. “So lonely without love.
Without his love. I love him. I do love him. I wonder
if he lives. I’d give the world to know if he ever thinks of
me — if he’s dead. He can’t be dead though, for some
sense would have told me.”

It is the first impulse of human beings when they have
been religiously taught, when in the midst of great emo-
tions; in the face of great difficulties and in the face of
great crises in their lives, if never before, to pray. The
first prompting of Lida’s heart in her mood was to pray
and she lifted her face to the sky as she uttered the words:

“Oh God, Thou knowest my heart; Thou hast given me
love; give me the one I love.”

The first impulse of Truman Bennet, for it was he who
stood beneath her window, was to disclose himself. He
realized, however, that he was in the presence of too deep
a sentiment, too sincere an emotion and too reverent an
occasion to spoil it all by disclosing himself, however much
his heart leaped with gladness at the discovery that the

47



BY SANCTION OF LAW

feelings that prompted him were also so deeply moving
the girl.on whom his heart had set itself. He longed to
make himself known yet felt the impropriety of intrusion
on such a sacred hour in the girl’s life and on such a
sacred event. He resolved to treasure this maiden’s secret,
however, and never to take advantage of the knowledge
he had gained that he was loved by her.

“I shall prove ever worthy of that love, though I never
attain it, s0 help me God” he solemnly swore.

As if her prayer was answered there stole over Lida a
calmness and serenity that was like the night itself. Her
soul seemed satisfied and after drinking in the blissfulness
of the night scene a few moments longer she sighed audibly
then slowly closed the shutters and retired, to peaceful
slumber.

Truman Bennet when he was able to leave the hospital
had lived, dreamed and hoped for nothing so much as to
meet the girl he had rescued and become acquainted with
her. Having learned from Doctor Tansey’s conversation
that she was a pupil at Miss Gregory’s school he had
.ended his evenings by strolling by the great school and its
high stone walls hoping for another glimpse of the face
that haunted him, or for a chance meeting that would
make them acquaintances. It was on one such errand as
this that brought him alone and lonesome by the school
this night when the girls were at their pranks and Lida
had awakened. As the figure stirred and the shutters
opened to the night he was so selfconscious of his errand
that he thought it must be known to someone in the school
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and that this person had opened the window to tell him to
move along and mind his own business; also not to be
lurking about the school like a thief in the night. This
was the thought that prompted him to step behind the
trunk of the friendly elm and hide himself from view.
Having hidden himself when he discovered the girl in her
musings he realized what a shameful though unintentional
predicament it was in which he was placed and the
embarrassment of the girl should he disclose himself, so
when the panic of his soul subsided he reasoned that it
were better to remain hidden than to be the cause of any
discomfiture to the girl.

As he realized the state of the girl’s heart toward him
the last vestige of youth in him vanished and in its stead
came manhood. So do events shape and reshape our
beings; so do we rise or fall to meet circumstances. Those
who have the character measure up to events that con-
front them, and those who lack that character to measure
up, shrivel and dwindle. It is by such as this that we
succeed or fail,

Truman Bennet walked on air as he returned to his
room that night. Yet the seriousness of realizing that he
had the heart of a girl in his keeping even though un-
pledged and undisclosed sobered his happiness and
caused him to sit by his window long hours before he re-
tired for sleep. He debated with himself what his course
under the circumstances should be.

“Shall L” he asked himself, “go to this girl whom I love
and confess my love then ask for hers, or shall I keep
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silent? What would I have done had I met her. What
a fool I was to go near that school. What a fool I am
any way! How can I love or let myself love when I have
my way to make. To confess that I was within hearing
of her voice would be to lose me whatever chance I might
have. She would consider me a cad and rightly. No, I
could never do that. She would have nothing to do with
me then. No, the only thing I can do is to trust to chance.
I love her, though. Love her with all the being in me.

“I wonder if she would understand? I doubt it. She
seems a timid thing; and yet no, she is not timid. What
shall I do? I don’t know. Yet they say, ‘faint heart ne’er
won fair lady.” — I guess I’ll let circumstances guide me.
No, that’s shirking. Ah, I have it. I shall pass her
window again each night and some night when she’s
awake I’ll begin to talk as if to myself and tell her who I
am and that I love her. Perhaps she’ll understand then
and if she really meant what she said tonight I'll know
then I can act. If she really loves me, boy, oh boy, the
world is mine!”

That weighty question settled to the satisfaction of
youth Bennet was soon abed and asleep. He awoke sev-
eral hours later refreshed and with a song in his heart.
Youth always sings in the morning hours. It seems ap-
propriate. Youth is morning and morning the youth of the
day—so youth, song and morning go hand in hand. With
Bennet’s first waking hour came the picture of the scene
witnessed the evening previous. The memory filled him
with happy dreams again and as he pictured the form at
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the window, leaning out into the dewy night while the soft
wind was causing Lida’s long loosely combed hair to wave
back and forth about her neck and throat the vow he had
overheard so filled him with joy that his eyes filled with
tears of pain. He looked from the window of his room into
which the sun was shining but saw only the silver moon-
light of the night before and the image at the window.

“Oh, God, how I love her!” He exclaimed fervently
while tears filled his eyes. “What a wonder girl.” His
thoughts became seriously sobered again as he added,
“God help me to prove a man to her. May I never fail
her!”

Truman Bennet’s injuries had been so serious that his
services were practically lost to the team for the season
and by the time he was in condition to play the season
was over. His mental state, also was such as to cause Dr.
Tansey to deny permission for him to enter into any of
the contests. With nothing to do but study and dream
of Lida, Bennet found himself each night strolling by the
window from which the girl’s confession had been made,
hoping for another glimpse of her yet fearing to be seen
lest he be recognized.

There was no chance for a meeting since he knew none
of the girls at Miss Gregory’s school and had no chance
for an introduction. His soul was agonized alternately
with despair and hope. Fortune smiled on Bennet, how-
ever, most unexpectedly.
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Both schools had now settled down to the routine of
book life for the winter when announcement at the college
and at Miss Gregory’s school told of the reception to the
President of the college, an annual affair to which the girls
of the school were usually invited.

This first social function of the year for the college was
usually a bore to most of the professors and the students
alike. While informal, there were so many strangers among
the Freshmen and guests, there was little chance for
making acquaintances. Those who attended, in the large
reception room of the common dining hall, appropriately
draped for the event, sought little groups here and there to
renew acquaintance or to be introduced to newer comers.

Except for the professors and teachers who came from
year to year and the older of the students the entire affair
was dull. Some of the younger classmen tried to dance
after being presented to partners, others sat off in corners
talking light conversational chatter. Bennet was just be-
ing bored with the affair and preparing to greet the Presi-
dent then leave when he thought, “Ah, she might come.
She’s new and some of the girls may bring her. Perhaps
I’d better wait.”

He was about to pass into an adjoining room to seek a
corner from which he could watch the door when he was
halted by a call from Dean Ira Sandager.

“Here, just a moment, Bennet,” he beckoned. Bennet
turned to the speaker who stood in a small group and
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walked over to Dean Sandager. The latter taking the
young man by the arm drew him into the group beside
him, smiling. “You’ve met my friends?” Dean Sandager
asked bowing toward those standing with him. Bennet
smiled as a young man and two young women greeted him
with outstretched hand, at the same time exclaiming,
“hello, Bennet” the girls merely nodded.

“Oh, yes, we’ve met,” Bennet laughingly shook hands.

One of the young women of the group stood partially
facing another group with whom she was speaking. She
heard the voice of the newcomer and instinctively turned.

As she did so her eyes met those of Bennet. Both were
unguarded in their meeting. A vivid crimson colored Lida
Lauriston’s face for an instant then she blanched as her
eyes drooped. Bennet almost gasped in his surprise, the
smile waning on his face. There was an awkward stillness
for a2 moment. One of the young ladies in the group,
however, turned to Bennet, with:

"+ “Miss Lauriston, I don’t believe you’ve met Mr. Bennet.
Miss Lauriston, Mr. Bennet.”

Bennet’s head was in a whirl. Embarrassment over-
came him. He stammered and struggled to master him-
self. He wanted to extend his hand but resisted. Lida
was flustered herself at the surprise of the meeting so
suddenly with the man over whom she had often dreamed.
The situation was fast becoming awkward when the young
woman who spoke first added:

“Miss Lauriston is new here. I’m sure you’ve never
met. — She’s here at Miss Gregory’s for the first year.”
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Bennet inwardly thanked the speaker for the words. It
gave him opportunity to recover somewhat. Lida was still
silent.

“He’s one of our heroes, Miss Lauriston,” Dean Sandager
offered. “One of our athletes.”

“Oh!’ was all she could gasp before Dean Sandager
continued. “He’s off the team this year, because of ac-
cident. Got mixed up in that mob of strikers and got hurt.
—You remember seeing the stories in the papers. They
say he rescued some girls, too. — Never got the straight of
it. — Bennet never would talk of it and the papers never
identified him or the girls.”

He was resting his hand fondly on Bennet’s shoulder as
he spoke. The latter was embarrassed to perspiration.
Lida was too overcome to say anything of what she might
and as conversation lagged, Dean Sandager turned to
Bennet, with, “Get the ladies some refreshments, Bennet.”

Glad of an excuse Bennet turned and was off to do the

_errand after learning the desires of those in the group.
Lida looked after the retreating form of Bennet as he
passed behind a grouping of fernery and palms into the
refreshment room. On returning all sought seats about
the room. Neither Lida nor Bennet was aware of the
manner in which they became paired as they thought of
the event afterward, but when they started for the side of
the room they found themselves together.

Bennet’s heart was pounding a tattoo against his coat.
He looked helplessly at those ahead of him. Lida too was
still embarrassed. There were not seats enough for them
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all together, Lida and Bennet being in the rear were left
without.

“You’ll have to find seats, Bennet,” said Dean Sandager
waving a hand, “— Not room here.”

“All right, Sir,” he answered; then turned toward one
of the adjoining rooms. As they started to enter, Lida still
embarrassed and feeling that her emotions would be dis-
closed under the light, exclaimed:

“Oh, let’s don’t sit here. Let’s walk. I can eat my salad
walking. I’ll feel better. — Let’s don’t eat. — I don’t want
to eat.”

Bennet was of the same mind and taking the plate she
offered placed them on a table while they continued
through the rooms to one unoccupied. Neither of them
spoke, each glad to be with the other yet afraid to trust
to their feelings. Bennet remembering the moonlight scene
hesitated, not wishing to remind the girl of the circum-
stances under which they had met, if she had forgotten
and she, remaining silent lest she say too much. She felt,
however, that she must thank him. She realized that it
was for her to express thanks for the rescue, if the subject
was to be mentioned at all. They walked on like two
bashful children. At last Lida determined. With a deep
intake of breath she began.

“Mr. Bennet!” She paused to control her emotions, all
the little speeches she had planned and rehearsed were
forgotten as wave after wave of blushes suffused her face.
Bennet waited, himself as little under control as she,
happy to be with the girl of whom he had been dreaming
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constantly and yet dumb for her very presence. At last
Lida continued. ,

“Mr. Bennet — I have long wanted to know you and to
thank you for the service done me that day.”

Bennet longed to take her tenderly in his arms, he had
80 often pictured the hope of such a right. He mastered
the desire, however, remembering that he had sworn not
to let her know he had overheard her vow that moonlight
fall night. He waved a hand as if to pass the incident off
lightly with: “Oh, it was a pleasure to serve you. I am
glad I could help.”

“You not only helped, you saved my life. —I can never
hope to thank you sufficiently” she said fetvently.

“You need not thank me. I would do it over again
tonight and willingly.” His voice vibrated like the basso
of some stringed instrument.

“That’s noble of you. And I’ll never forget it.” Her
voice was sincerity itself.

“I don’t think I’d say never, Miss Lauriston. Never,
you know, is a long while — and sometimes, under stress
we say things we soon forget — or may wish to forget.”

“But I know myself. Besides your bravery was noble
indeed and I’d be mean to forget it. I couldn’t, Mr. Ben-
net — I couldn’t. I only regret I have no way of showing
you how much your noble action means to me.”

“There is a way, Miss Lauriston — a real way —a way
I’d appreciate to my dying day.”

“You’ve only to make it known. When I think of the
way you struggled to save us; of the mad mob that was
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about us, and of your wound — Oh, it was cruel — cruel
——cruel — and to think you did it for two unknown girls.”

“Not for two, Miss Lauriston, but for one — for you.”
This was said in such a solemn tone that the girl, who had
been looking off across the wide quadrangle of the campus
turned quickly to him. There was a sadness in the tone
that was convincing. The emotions that surged in both
were two strong for utterance. For reply Lida touched
his arm with the gentleness of a zephyr. For some reason
Bennet was seized with a feeling of deep depression, as the
arm still rested on his sleeve he said:

“There is one way in which you might please me, Miss
Lauriston, and that is by permitting us to know real
friendship. I hope I don’t ask too much.”

“Why, I already look on you as my friend and you
always will be my friend. I could not be anything less.”

“Friendship means something deeper to me than the
word ordinarily means. Once a friend, always a friend,
with me. Friendship means understanding, sympathy, in-
terpretation of moods, generosity of spirit.”

“It means all that and more to me also. Effort to im;
part happiness; a sharing of sunshine and clouds of life,
loyalty. Those are some of my ideas of friendship and
when I say you have my friendship and always will have
it those are no idle words.”

With the words they clasped hands. There was sud-
denly and unconsciously an upturning of her face toward
his which looked down toward her. His arms stole about
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her and her head drooped in his simplicity of frankness,
to his breast while he whispered:

“Heart of Mine, I love you — I love you — I love you
and always will. That is the friendship I want. I always
have since first I saw you and I always will. It is not
friendship I want — I want love — I want you. I want
you as I have wanted nothing else in life.” His voice
trembled with deep emotion which overmastered him.

Lida remained motionless for a few moments filled with
happiness and the consciousness that her love was returned
while tears filled her eyes. Suddenly she said:

“Mr. Bennet, I am a simple girl. I have not been long
out in the world. I don’t know the ways of the world.
What I said I mean. I have been told that men talk light-
ly and seldom mean what they say when they talk of love.
Your words make me supremely happy for my heart has
been yours. Please don’t deceive me. I love you as only
an honest true-hearted girl can love and I trust you. I
hope my trust is not vain.” This was said so earnestly
and honestly Bennet was breathlessly pained. “I suppose
it is brazen to be telling you this so frankly but I was
brought up to be truthful and natural. You asked for my
friendship. It is yours — my heart is yours — I trust you.
If you deceive me I shall die. I know so little of the world
and its ways. If you don’t really love me, please don’t
deceive me. Take back your words and though I’ll never
forget them and will love you for them, I’ll forgive you
and we’ll part friends.”

As she concluded she looked up at Bennet’s face which
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was still turned to hers. There was infinite tenderness
written there. Tenderness that was so strong as to make
Lida regret her words. He pressed her head back to where
it rested on his breast while he said:

“I know men, these days, speak lightly of love and
pledge themselves without meaning to be serious. I am
not of that kind. As I honor my mother so I mean my
love to be true; so it shall be true. As we live and breathe
my heart is yours and always will be. My Love, I love
you. Let me whisper it again, I love you and ever will.”

“If you really love me” the honesty of her heart in her
words, “then night is day to me. There is no world but
this in which we live, you and I. Nothing shall come be-
tween us. Nothing can come between us. Where you go
my heart will be; where you are my dreams will attend
you.”

“Ah, Love of Mine,” Bennet breathed, “those words are
sweet. Sweetest I have heard since years ago when my
mother used to sing us as children to sleep. ”

Lida drew a deep intake of breath. “Speaking of
mothers” she said, “I have a token I would like to have
you wear as emblem of our love and in memory of this
night.”

“I need no other emblem than your love, Girl of Mine”
Bennet whispered.

“Oh, but, Truman—"

“Say that again, please,” Bennet interrupted “it sounded
8o charming coming from your lips.”
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“It’s my mother’s ring, Truman, and I’d like to have
you wear it. Just for me.”

“I also have my mother’s wedding ring. I hope you’ll
keep it for me and may it guard you as it has me.” She
touched it to her lips as she answered: “I shall love it—
and treasure it.”

Lida and Bennet had forgotten time and were only re-
called to their senses when Louise Comstock came into
the room and exclaimed:

“Oh, Lida, I have found you at last. I’ve been looking
everywhere for you.” When she recognized Bennet as
Lida’s escort a spasm of pain and smiles in combination
passed over her face and she turned suddenly back into
the great reception room. “Oh!” was the only word she
uttered. - When next noted by any of her friends she was
bidding them goodbye, her wraps about her and her escort
waiting.



CHAPTER VII

The spell under which Lida and Bennet had been in-
fluenced for the while was now broken and they returned
to the reception room in time to see Louise departing.
Lida started from Bennet’s side toward the girl but before
she could reach Louise the latter was halfway down the
steps and running for the car which awaited them.

“Why — why — wh — wh — what’s the matter with
Louise?” Lida asked turning to Bennet. “She never acted
like that before.”

“I don’t know,” Bennet replied! “Never mind her, Girl
of Mine. You'll see her at the school and perhaps she’ll
explain. I’'m sure I don’t know.”

“But that’s so unlike Louise. I can’t understand it. I
must go home and see what is. the trouble.”

Lida was not long in preparing for her departure and
as she stepped from the reception room to the vestibule
and started down the steps toward Bennet she seemed a
queen stepping from some previous century and back into
life. Bennet noted the lightness of her step and the happy
beauty of her face. His entire being thrilled with gladness
at the thought of having her love. Bennet ushered her
tenderly into the car and they were off. The distance was
so short from college to school that almost before they
were seated the automobile in which they were riding drew
up at the entrance to the school. They were loath to leave.

“Oh, here so soon?” Lida asked.

“Do you regret the shortness of this our first ride, Girl
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of mine?” asked Truman, again his voice vibrating like
some melodic basso string.

“I don’t want to go in,” she confessed. “I wish we
might just ride on and on and on into the night and out
of it into the daylight and beyond — anywhere, so long as
I’m with you.”

“That’s noble of you, and I love you all the more for it.
The stars of this night are my witnesses.  I’ll ever take
care of you so that you ride only in happiness.” Bennet
pledged confidently. Youth reckons so little on circum-
stances and consequences.

At the pledge she touched her head to his breast for
an instant, as if silently to drink in the intoxicating ex-
perience. “I didn’t know love could be so good,” she
sighed. Her head rested but a moment, however, before
the driver had dismounted and was opening the door for
them to alight. Bennet lifted her lightly from the car and
escorted her up the steps and into the vestibule. There
they stood a moment in parting embrace.

“I hate to leave you — Don’t go, Truman, my love. I
wish we might never part. I hate so to let you go. This
is the happiest hour of my life. Do you blame me then
for wanting to prolong it?” she asked.

“How could I blame the one I love. If parting be pain-
ful to you how much more painful must it be to me. I
have been heart hungry for love like yours.

“P’ll try to be both mother and sweetheart to you, Tru-
man. — I must say goodnight now and yet I hate to.
Good night dear heart—May God’s best angels guard you.
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As sleep overtakes me tonight I'll whisper your name,
Truman.”

“Good night. Heaven has been good to me in giving
me you. A gift I shall ever cherish. A gift in which I
already feel I am envied. How happy I am!”

“Let’s try and temper our happiness, Truman, so it will
last. I want our love to last; not be like the love of so
many nowadays. With so many it is a case of off with the
old love on with the new. I could not love that way. One
lasting love mine shall be.—Good night, Dear—and may
God keep you.”

Bennet, as he reviewed the scene walking to his room
failed to recall how he reached the street. His happiness
was so intoxicating as to have cheated his memory of the
moments intervening between his farewell with Lida and
his reaching the sidewalk in front of the school. When he
found himself he seemed to be gliding above the sidewalk
and not touching the ground at all. This was the begin-
ning of a happiness that continued until long after the
holidays and well into the spring term.

This being Bennet’s last year in college the lovers busied
themselves, between studies, with planning for their home.
Prom week came, one of the annual institutions of every
New England college, a time when books were forgotten
and the heart of youth was the only serious study under-
taken. Girls at Miss Gregory’s were busy with their party
plans, their dresses and their beaus. The engagement of
Bennet and Lida was well established in the minds of all
the girls despite efforts on the part of the two at concealing
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the fact from the general public. All the girls were aware
of the state of affairs with the single exception of the
head of the school. With proverbial consistency the only
person who should have known most of all of the engage-
ment was the one person who did not, Miss Gregory.

Following the encounter of Louise Comstock with Lida
and Bennet at the President’s reception intercourse be-
tween the two girls was strained and difficult. Lida was so
centered in her studies and Bennet, that she gave little heed
to the incident and the two girls having no classes together,
any personal contact or confidences was easily avoided,
particularly since Louise made a very studied effort to
escape contact where possible. From the hour of the recep-
tion, however, there came over Louise Comstock a mood
that changed her from a happy hearted and usually frank
girl into a quiet, taciturn and somewhat morose miss.

The occasion for the change disclosed itself, when les-
sons aside a group of the young women had ensconced
themselves in the corner of the great reception room on the
main floor of the school, amid a profusion of sofa pillows
and were discussing partners and escorts for the dance,
the feature of Prom week.

“Paul will be here from Yale, just think of that girls!”
chattered one of the group.

“Yes, and Harry will come to take me. He wrote me
yesterday that he could get away,” spoke up another.

Louise' Comstock was just coming into the room from
one of the upper floors when several of the girls spoke at
once:
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“Who’s going to take you, to the dance, Louise?” She
hesitated and flushed before speaking. She had had sev-
eral of the young men from college inviting her to be their
guests but had refused them all. She was hoping for an
invitation from one, but that one never realized, so never
asked her. Pressed for an answer, as the girls grouped
themselves about her she waved them aside with only the
words, “wait and see.”

“Oh, I hate mysteries. Why make one of this, Louise.
Come on, be a sport, tell us. I’'m not afraid to say, Paul
will take me. Harry is to take Madge and we each know
who the other girls’ fussers are. Who’s yours.”

“Wait and see,” was all she would answer. With that
she departed. When she left, however, there was deter-
mination in her mind. It was rather a bold move and she
flushed as she determined but decided to go through with
it. Going to her room she hastily scribbled a note, donned
her wraps and left for the street as if to mail it. She
walked toward the men’s college and when near there es-
pied a small boy peddling papers.

“Take this note to the address on it — and here’s a dime
for your trouble.”

The urchin took the note in his soiled hands, looked at
the dime then read the address and answered, knowingly,
“Yes Miss. Any answer?”

“No. Just say I’'m waiting” she suggested.

The youngster made his way across the campus to the
main college hall and up to Bennet’s room. After rapping
on the door and being bidden to enter, the boy asked:
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“Is Mr. Bennet here?”

“This is Mr. Bennet,” answered Truman at which the
note was handed to him. The boy waited while Bennet
read:

Dear Mr. Bennet:

I know this is unconventional but I would like a few
words with you. I’ll be waiting at the main gate.

The Girl you rescued.

At reading the signature Bennet immediately thought
of Lida but the note not being in her handwriting he
realized it was not she who wished to see him. He had
forgotten Louise for the time. He reread the note and
stood gazing at it till recalled by the words of the news-
boy who was still waiting.

“She’s a swell Dame that’s waitin’ for youze” he
volunteered hoping for another tip, knowing from ex-
perience the prodigality of college boys, particularly where
note carrying was concerned. He was disappointed, how-
ever, for Bennet instead of handing him another coin or
making any remark got into his hat and coat and strode
down the stairs. At the gate he was greeted with an ex-
tended hand, and:

“How do you do, Mr. Bennet?” ‘

Bennet raised his hat and smiled, a little bit puzzled;
then waited for the girl to speak again.

“I suppose I’'m very bold and I've lost in your estima-
tion but I’'ve wanted for ever so long to let you know how
grateful I was for the way you came to our rescue that
afternoon last fall. At first I did not know who you were,
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and could not thank you; then I have not seen you very
much since, and there has been no opportunity.”

“Qh, there’s no need for thanks, Miss — Miss — Com-
stock?” He recalled the name at mention of the rescue.
“I sincerely hope you are recovered and have not suffered
from the experience.”

Louise placed her hands over her heart to still the
perturbation there but failed. Her breath came in short
puffs and confusion suffused her face. She was glad to
note that Bennet had not embarrassed her by failing to
-remember her.

“I shall never forget your bravery, Mr. Bennet — and I
can never thank you enough. You don’t know how often
I wished for the opportunity to personally express my
gratitude,” she exclaimed. “It never came so I sought it
tonight. Do you think the less of me for it.”

“On the contrary I honor you for the frankness you’ve
shown. In these days of flappers and feminism it is
thoroughly in keeping with the times that you should act
with freedom.”

“You’ll think me bolder still and less feminine when I tell
you that I have a great favor to ask of you” — she touched
his arm as she essayed to speak. “Now don’t pledge your-
self till you know what it is. That wouldn’t be fair to you.
I have a special reason for asking. — It is that you allow
me to be your guest at the dance.”

The two had been walking slowly along the twilight
brightened street. When she made the request, Bennet
halted and faced the girl, surprise almost taking his breath
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away. Bennet thought of Lida then wondered. He looked
at the girl at his side and saw only earnestness and sin-
cerity in her face. At first he was on the point of denounc-
ing her but at sight of the seriousness mirrored in her
countenance he controlled himself and was all sympathy.

“You can’t really mean that, Miss Comstock. You're
joking” Bennet managed to say.

“I’m in deep earnest, Mr. Bennet.” The tone proved
her sincerity.

The solemnity with which the words were uttered and
the expression on the girl’s face were convincing. They
had paused in their walk and stood facing each other.
There was a long silence in which the nervous breathing
of each could be heard. One could also almost hear the
throbbing of the girl’s heart. Bennet spoke at last, in his
deep vibrant voice.

“Pardon me. I couldn’t sense it at first. I'm sorry—
very sorry I cannot, however much I like to oblige a lady
and relieve her of the embarrassment of such a situation.
I would not have had this happen for the world. Why,
—don’t you know of my engagement — Miss Comstock
you can’t be serious. I’m engaged to Miss Lida Lauriston.
Didn’t you know that?”

“Engaged to Lida? Oh-h-h-h—I didn’t know. I didn’t
know. I didn’t know.” At these words the girl was over-
come with a fit of weeping for a few moments, great
spasms of grief shaking her entire body. Suddenly, with
tears blinding her she wheeled and hurriedly — almost ran
from him.
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Bennet’s heart was full of compassion for the girl and
her distress over her disappointment, knowing what depth
of feeling must have prompted her to make such a request
of him. He returned to his room, a feeling of deep misery
enveloping him because of the unavoidable hurt he had
given the girl.

Yet what could he do? He tried to discover wherein
he had been to blame for placing the girl in such a situa-
tion, yet could find no such occasion. True he had known
her casually since the previous year when they had met
but they had never been in each other’s company for more
than a few minutes at each time and he had never given
her any attention. He felt that he must have been to
blame in some way and yet could recall no occasion. He
was miserable over the situation, being of high ideals as
to his conduct with girls. He puzzled for some time over
the situation, as he sat at his desk when he had returned to
his room but try as he would to find wherein he was to
blame for the situation he could not. His heart was heavy
as he retired and for the first time in many weeks closed
his eyes without the picture of Lida Lauriston in his
mind.

Rage, confusion, humiliation and chagrin surged through
Louise Comstock’s being as she ran from Bennet and
started back for her school. Rage because she had failed
to find in him the response she desired; chagrin to think
that he loved another girl when she loved him so, con-
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fusion at the thought of the position in which she had
placed herself, in his estimation and humiliation at the
thought that she must attend the reception, if at all, alone
having refused all other invitations hoping to be invited
by Bennet. Tears of blinding anger flowed down her
cheeks unheeded as she hurried along.

Self pity at her disappointment filled her for a time and

then anger returned. It was not anger, however, directed
.against Bennet. They say Hell hath no fury like a woman
scorned but while this may be true Louise found no anger
in her heart at this moment against Bennet. Her anger
was against the fate that permitted another to have what
she sought, a man’s heart and love. She reached her room
she knew not how, without being observed by any of the
other girls and threw herself sobbingly on her bed where
she lay for several hours alternately crying softly and
groaning in anguish. Bitterness filled her being and for a
time she was overwhelmed with desire to die.

She refused to leave her room the following day, re-
maining all day without food and with the shades drawn,
her tears having been exhausted, her anguish having
brought upon her a raging headache. When the other
girls found she was ill each offered to remain with her and
to help in whatever way they could, to relieve her. All
their proffers were refused, however.
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It was late in the afternoon when Lida heard of the
illness of her friend, and with the compassion of one whose
heart is filled with love she hurried to her friend’s room.
Love chastens some persons causing them to feel more
deeply the sufferings of others, and it has such an effect
on some of those in love that they feel more tenderly to-
ward all suffering. True love, by reflection, so radiates
itself that its effects are felt on those even not the direct
object of that love. It was so with Lida. She was so
completely in love herself that the intoxication of it ex-
panded to take in those about her. It was in this gentle,
expanding mood that she approached the door of Louise
Comstock’s room, turned the knob softly so as not to
disturb the girl if she was sleeping and tiptoed gently in
and toward the bed.

Menacing calmness had succeeded the spasms of weep-
ing and the paroxysms of grief that had racked the girl’s
body and mind for the past twenty-four hours and she lay,
quiet on her pillow, eyes half closed revolving in her mind
a new determination, the idea of which had come to her but
shortly before and had given her the relief her emotions
needed. Her face was still twisted as if from pain, thus
taking on a new aspect, new to the Louise Comstock her
companions had known till then. There was something
almost diabolic in the smile that saved her face from
distortion completely.

Lida approached the bed and was about to speak when
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the reclining girl raised herself on her pillow, resting on an
elbow, hair streaming over her shoulders and gown in
disarray, eyes dilated to fury dimensions while she pointed
to the door.

“Get out of my room — I hate you — I hate you,” she
almost hissed. “Go-go-go” — she repeated in frenzy.

“No, I won’t go, Louise, you poor dear. You’re suffer-
ing.” Lida concluded the girl was out of her mind.

“Go — get out,” the reclining girl almost screamed. “I
don’t want to see you.”

“You poor dear. I won’t leave you. You’re suffering.
Won’t you tell me what ails you and let me help you?”
Lida persisted pityingly.

“l want none of your help—1 want none of you”
Louise still raged.

Lida wondered what had come of the girl. She was not
long in ignorance, however, for Louise continued. '

“You’ve come here to tell me Truman Bennet is to take
you to the reception. Come here to gloat over me with
your conquest —come here to torment me. Get out —1I
want nothing to do with you.”

Lida was about to speak but the girl interrupted.

“Don’t say a word. I know. He told me— You're
engaged — you’re engaged. Yes, you’re engaged but you’ll
never marry him. You’ll only hurt him. Your pride won’t
let you.” .

Lida attempted to protest again but the girl raged on.

“You'll never marry him, I say, when you know that
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you’re engaged to a man with Negro blood in him. He
is a Negro. Do you hear me? He’s a Negro.”

Lida waited for no more. She bolted from the room
and left the girl screaming the words that burned into her
ears and into her heart. She knew not what to do. She
rushed to her room and locked the door, cast herself on
her bed, feeling as if the world was strangling her, smother-
ing her and stifling her. She gasped, clutched at her throat
and tossed. She wanted to cry — wanted to think, wanted
to scream but was powerless in the grip of what Louise
Comstock had said. One moment she thought the girl
must be mad, stark mad and the next doubt and the
possibility of her words being true sent panic into her soul.

She turned and faced the ceiling, staring wild-eyed, on
through the top of the room into space. As never before
she was wishing she had a mother to whom she could
turn and talk. There was nothing but despair for her.
Helpless black despair. What if the words of Louise
Comstock were true? What if there was blood of that de-
spised race in his veins. He surely did not look like one
with a trace of Negro blood in him. True he did look like
a foreigner. As she began to analyze the face and features
of Bennet she could detect no trace of Negro blood in him.
His swarthiness, however, gave her some cause for doubt.
She seemed to be caught in a tangling net of circumstances
that was gripping her more and more strongly as she be-
came weaker and weaker. She could not cry. The situa-
tion was too appalling for tears. What could she do? As
she pondered she pictured, almost for the first time since
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leaving home, Mrs. Cottman as she pronounced the curse
on the Lauriston family.

She decided to return to Louise’s room and make sure
she had heard aright and that the girl was insane.
Thought of the possibility of the words being true, how-
ever, deterred her. She wrestled with the torturing situa-
tion alone. She was on the verge of insanity herself from
thinking over the words. Her lips became dry and
parched; her room stiffling to the point of suffocation.

The hours rushed by and she was still neither near relief
nor able to think herself free of the situation. Along
toward midnight the moon rose and along with this a slight
breeze began to stir. With a sudden gust of wind a shutter
at her window swung open and the beams of a soft night
- shining moon streamed into the room. As the light came
in she recalled the night in the fall when she had prayed
from that window to be given the man she loved. As she
lived through that scene again relief seemed to come to her
and tortures to vanish from her mind.

As they disappeared in their place came a resolution to
seek the facts as to Louise’s statements from Bennet him-
self. She felt so sure her worries had been baseless, and
the words of her schoolmate those of a raving irresponsi-
ble madness, that at last sleep overcame her and she dozed
into fitful dreams. The sun was high in the morning sky
before she opened her eyes again. When she did, however,
her worries returned. Both her heart and head began to
pain intensely, maddeningly. The words of her school-
mate again burned themselves so hotly into her soul that
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she sickened at the thought. Doubt as to their truth and
fear that they were true surged through her in alternating
waves.

When she recalled the so many persons of her own
district and section at home who were mulatto or lighter,
and who had a trace of Negro blood in them the words of
Louise seemed too painfully, torturingly true. She had
never given such things a thought before. What was she
to do now? She had given her pledged word as well as
her heart to this man. What if he was of Negro blood.
She felt she could not bear the thought. She, in whose
veins ran the proud blood of many of the historic families
of her state, blood of colonists, Revolutionary blood, and
the blood of the best families of the state.

She wept till she became tearless and intense burning
hot pains shot through her temples and eyes. All thought
became maddening. She felt she could no longer endure
the strain. She must know the truth. So engrossed was
she in her problem that she failed to hear the rapping at
her door when the maid came three times to arouse her
for her classes and so that the room could be tidied up
for the day. As noon approached at last the maid became
alarmed and notified Miss Gregory. The latter who had
also learned of the indisposition of Louise Comstock be-
came alarmed lest an epidemic was about to be discovered
in the school. This she dreaded and it was with much ap-
Prehension that she hurried to Lida’s room.

When Miss Gregory reached the room, however, Lida
had returned to her former decision, which was to see
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Bennet and to learn the truth of the accusation from him.
Her whole body was in agony; head seeming to split and
eyes burning like coals of fire. Miss Gregory, quick
to sense the fact that Lida’s trouble was mental, in her
motherly way went over to the girl and placed an arm
about her waist as she tried to comfort her.

“Tell me your trouble, Dear, won’t you? I’ll help you”
she urged. '

“No, you can’t help me, ’'m afraid. I must face this
alone.” Lida spoke with determination tinged with misgiv-
ing and a sense of hopelessness.

The sympathetic, motherly tone, however, brought tears
to the hot eyes of the girl again and she burst into a
paroxysm of weeping; Miss Gregory gently pulled the head
of the weeping girl to her shoulder, and the two sat on
the wide divan at the side of the room, the girl weeping
and sobbing heartbrokenly.

“Tell me what troubles you, Child; I’ll help you.—
Don’t cry any more,” Miss Gregory pleaded in a motherly
way.

Lida only shook her head between sobs, however, feeling
that she could not confide her trouble to anyone. Her
storm of grief passed after a time, and sobs ceased to shake
her body as Miss Gregory’s calm voice soothed.

“I promised your father I would look after you like
a mother, and if you continue to cry your heart out in this
manner your father will blame me.”

At the mention of her father Lida again felt tears surge
to her eyes but bit her lip and fought them back. After
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trying to persuade the girl to confide in her Miss Gregory
finally gave up the attempt with:

“Well, nothing is so bad that time will not bring forget-
fulness of the pain and if you two girls have quarrelled,
since Louise is suffering as you are, then it won’t be long
before you will be friends again.”

She chanced this as a guess, having tried also without
success to get the cause of her grief from Louise Comstock
and failing as she had in this case, knowing that the two
girls had been chums and that they both seemed stricken
with the same grief cause. Even this brought no response
from Lida as it had none from Louise. The latter, how-
ever, held to her secret grief and decided to wait till she .
could question her lover and hear the truth from his own
lips.

College youth knows how to provide places in anticipa-
tion of the time and the girl for those little téte-a-tétes
which so delight the young heart, and this occasion was no
exception. For the dance, the big feature of this special
prom week the large gymnasium floor had been trans-
formed into a bower. Tropical potted plants were every-
where in profusion, giving the large hall the appearance
of some southern garden, with draperies and bunting com-
pletely covering the walls, limbs of fir trees with the green
needles pendant, standing guard against the walls while
the room at the head of the hall, which was used ordi-
narily for instructors in classes and as office, was parti-
tioned off with plants behind which the orchestra played
music that fairly teased bodies and feet into rhythm. The
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swimming pool, adjoining the gymnasium had been board-
ed over and here and there little bowers had been erected
into which couples could be persuaded with but little effort,
between dances, where they could sit and chatter. The
wide veranda surrounding two sides of the building on the
outside, overlooking the track field had been turned into
little paradises also, and it was here that Bennet had
planned to have a few moments alone with Lida when she
arrived.

He was all expectancy and anticipation. It had become
known long ago about the college that he and Lida were
engaged and his classmates as well as underclassmen were
watching the romance with interest. Being one of the
committee of arrangements he was unable to escort Lida to
the dance but was on the watch for the taxicab that would
bring her and some of the other girls whose escorts were
also on the committee.

The worry with which Lida was troubled had made her
rather reticent and during the ride to the campus she was
silent while her companions chattered and laughed. Her
large eyes seemed to have become larger and more blue,
her face was pale with a radiance that was almost
evanescent. Bennet was on the steps of the gymnasium °
waiting when the cab arrived and the girls were aided to
alight. As she stepped from the cab Lida’s heart seemed
as if it would choke her with its loud beating. In his
evening dress, as he rushed down the steps to meet her, he
seemed to her like a Roman deity, joy in her presence
radiating from his face, the delight of his love showing in
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his eyes. Her own eyes drooped and for a moment her
face flushed as the call of her heart pushed back the evil
dreams that had been torturing her for the past few days.
She trembled and went weak for a moment, seeming about
to sink to her knees.

Bennet’s touch revived her strength, however, and her
arm rested in his hand as he aided her up the steps and
piloted her to the reception room. A dozen eager youths
sought dances with her but all were refused though so
- gently that none felt hurt. As she returned to the dance
" hall Bennet noted the lines of worry and the darkly circled
eyes which drooped and did not meet his in the frank
comrady way that had been customary.

“What’s the trouble! he asked, gently trying to puzzle
out the attitude.

For reply she clung heavily to his arm and said:

“Take me away, Truman, please. I want to be alone—
with you — I want to ask you something.” The serious-
ness of her tone struck wonder to his soul. He led the
way into the open air to the balcony which he had chosen
as his particular trysting spot. As Lida saw the spot and
noted that it adjoined several similar ones, she whispered;

“Not there — not there. — I want to be alone with you,
where we can talk alone.”

Without a word they descended the stairs leading to the
track field and started to walk along the cinder path used
by the sprinters. The scene was dark except for the lights
shining from the briliantly lighted dance hall which they
had left and the electric lights from the street corners
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some distance away, on corners of the quadrangle.

Having noted the seriousness of the girl in her whispered
request Truman waited for her to begin speaking and
wondered. Lida was at a loss how to begin the subject,
though the question seemed to be burning at the end of her
tongue. When they had nearly reached the corner of the
field in which the track for sprinters started she halted,
her arm still resting on that of her escort.

Truman stood facing her as she almost clung pitifully
to him. As they stood, suddenly her head drooped and
she began to sob softly. Her anguish communicated itself
* to him.

“Lida, Mine, what’s troubling you,” he asked, a world
of tenderness in his voice.

For reply she sobbed all the harder. He pleaded to be
told her trouble. At last her grief seemed spent and she
looked up.

“Truman, I love you, and I don’t want to hurt you. I
trust you and have trusted you with my life. I—I—I—
don’t know what to do.” She burst into a fit of passionate
weeping again.

All the love of her heart seemed to go to this man and .
she wanted him as she had wanted nothing else in the
world. Fear to lose him if she asked the question and he
became offended rivalled a fear that the words she wished
not to hear might be spoken.

“I don’t know what to do,” she sobbed again.

“You’ll not hurt me dear, unless you persist in weeping
and not telling me what your trouble is. Nothing can hurt
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me so long as I have your love. Tell me what the matter
is.”

For answer she reached up and gently caressed his
cheeks with both hands, much as a mother soothes the child
she loves. At last she mustered the courage she sought.

“Truman,— I am of a Southern family, proud of its
ancestry, which runs back for generations in its history
to the early colonists and further. You can have no un-
derstanding of the pride that runs through us.” He at-
tempted to interrupt her. “No,” she pleaded, “don’t inter-
rupt me. Hear me out then answer me one question I'll
ask. .

“My family has been one of slave holders for genera-
tions back. Our lands have been tilled by slaves, our
homes have been built and cared for by slaves till the
Civil war. Since that time descendants of those slaves,
former slaves and their children have cared for me and
mine. As servants and slaves I have cared for them and
they for me. But the attitude has been that of superior
and inferior. It has been bred into us as children. We
knew and know nothing else.

“It is only just recently that I have come to realize that
times are changing — have changed. New conditions have
arisen and are arising. Despite the fact that I see these
changes, the teachings of generations, the pride of the
South grips me. I see former slaves and children of
former slaves acquiring property, education and mounting
to success yet I cannot go back of traditions.

“It is one of the boasts of my family that we were
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never unkind to our slaves, nor have we been unkind to
our tenants. We have been their patrons, even to those
who have risen in wealth and education beyond the station
of tenant and slave conditions. I was always aloof from
their condition. It did not touch me.” Here Lida paused
for a moment, her hands still resting on Bennet’s should-
ers, her eyes looking up to his, a yearning in them.

“Only recently have I begun to live and to know life—
to know what life means. Just as I was beginning to learn
there comes a cloud and —and —I—1—1—I’m almost
lost.” Tears filled her eyes but she continued bravely.
“I'm almost lost. Just as I began to know what love is,
they tell me something to spoil it all. They say you have
slave blood in you. Tell me, Truman, is that so? Is it
true that you have colored blood in you?”

“If I say it’s so, what will you do?” he asked.

“I don’t know, Truman —1I don’t know.” She clung
piteously to the lapel of his coat, awaiting his answer, her
soul tortured with anguish. There was a stabbing pain in
his heart, so sharp as to cause him to gasp for breath.
Bennet wrestled with himself as he had never before,
debating whether to speak truthfully and risk the loss of
her love for truth or to temporize. At last the dominant
character of his nature triumphed and he resolved to speak
the truth.

He caught the wrists of Lida’s hands as they clung to
the lapel of his coat, lifted his head, as his better nature
won and, gripping her wrists till they pained her, in the
tensity of his emotion, he told her:
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“Yes, I’'m of that race. — There is Negro blood in my
veins. — Not slave blood, however — the blood of men is
in my veins and of my ancestors and parents. — There’s
nothing shame-worthy in my blood. None of us are re-
sponsible for our birth. Our responsibility is the use we
make of life. I have been taught that color counts for
nothing. It is what we are.— Therefore I forget color.
Besides, of what color am 1?”

- Lida’s head drooped and she sobbed.

“Why couldn’t you have told me this before. Why
couldn’t I have learned it before? Oh, God, what shall I
do?”

“It never occurred to me that it would make any differ-
ence,” he defended. “I loved you and you loved me, of
what matter anything else? I gave no thought to ances-
try, either yours or mine. When we marry we don’t wed
ancestry, we wed not tradition, but one another.”

“Im sorry,” was all she said. “Take me back, Tru-
man, please.”

As they neared the gymnasium, Bennet felt her body
shudder and turned to her tenderly. He held her arm
tightly to comfort her and was conscious there was no
shrinking away as he had half expected from this new
turn of events. When they reached the steps and started
to mount she turned, with:

“No—no—. Not now—I want to go home—Take me
home.”

Forgetful of her wraps in the reception room, she
turned toward the waiting line of taxicabs. Truman dis-

83



BY SANCTION OF LAW

patched one of the attendants for her cloak and hat, then
when these came, bundled her into the taxicab, started to
give directions, when she asked, pleadingly,

“Aren’t you going to take me home?”

He silently stepped into the cab with her and they
‘started for the school. The ways of women are past un-
derstanding. They are at once a source of torture and
delight. Truman realized this as he pondered over the
evening in the small hours of the morning when he had
left the girl and was reviewing the scenes through which
he had lived that night. When he was handing her out of
the cab at the door of Miss Gregory’s school, he was res-
cued for the moment from the despair into which his heart
was buried as Lida, without a word, put her arms about
his shoulders and kissed him with all her heart. Without
a word she ran lightly up the steps and was gone, before
he had time to recover from the surprise of the action.
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CHAPTER X

So bitter was his despair at the dashing of all his hopes
that he failed to analyze Lida’s last act. All the world
suddenly seemed to have lost its brightness. Youth, so
prone to building castles of air, had been busy with Ben-
net’s ambitions and dreams during the past few months,
s0 busy that he had not seemed to be living on earth but
on some planet far away, peopled by but two persons.
One short half hour had spoiled all his dreams and filled
his heart with bitterness. Even her last kiss failed to
console him. He seemed to have lost interest in life it-
self. Instead of ordering the cabman to return him to
the dance, Bennet dismissed the man, without so much as
a word, after paying him his fee, then began to walk away
from the school.

Forgetting that he was one of the committee and his
presence was needed to aid with the entertainment, he
continued to walk past the campus and along the quiet
shadowy streets of the residence section as in a daze.
Without realizing what he was doing he turned back after
a time and walked toward the college, bitter thoughts
coursing through his mind; bitter at the fate that was his;
bitter at the loss of the girl he loved and bitter at condi-
tions which up to this time, he had never faced. He was
nurtured and reared in an environment which had never
before brought the subject of his race or nationality before
him except in a vague indefinite way.

There are some cities and towns in the United States
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where color is not heeded and men and families are
judged by their character, success and citizenship, because
the invidious propaganda of southern caste hopes had
not penetrated. It was in such a community that Ben-
net had been reared and schooled. Nor had his com-
panions at college given him cause to think seriously of
such matters.

His family, because of their stability and success finan-
cially had been rated one of the best in the little town of
Bremen where he had been schooled, and Bennet’s life
had been uneventfully one of ordinary youthful progress.
His father was a college man, his mother a refined school
teacher and though they knew of the potentialities of
prejudices, had purposely hesitated to burden their chil-
dren with any such hampering outlook on life. They took
their places in the citizenship of the town, were accepted
at the rating on which they placed themselves, that of
ordinary citizens, and raised their children in such an at-
mosphere.

When it came time for Bennet to attend college his
school was selected and he matriculated along with two
others from his graduating class. He had never tried to
conceal anything about his origin. It simply did not oc-
cur to him that any explanation would ever be necessary.
Little did he dream that the most serious blow of his life
was to come to him from this cause.

He was awakened from his dolorous thoughts by the
strains of music from the dance orchestra as he had un-
consciously turned his footsteps toward the college again.
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At the sounds he remembered that he was one of the com-
mittee and began to hurry back to the hall. Suddenly he
realized that to return without Lida would call for ex-
planations and decided to continue to his room.

Here he threw himself into a Morris chair where gloomy
thoughts engulfed him. Dawn was lighting the eastern
sky in streaks, great beams of light flashing intermittently
brighter and brighter across the house and tree tops when
Bennet’s thoughts returned to the present. Taxicab after
taxicab rolled and rumbled away from the gymnasium as
the last of the dancers departed. At last the chatter of
departing couples and their chaperones ended. He sat
at his window looking toward the East. As he sat the
great ball of fire that gives life to daylight and its hopes
climbed the horizon and pierced his eyes. The whole sky
was burnished crimson. Bennet noted none of these
things, however, his entire body was numbed and his mind
in a daze.

Great calamities sometimes affect persons in that man-
ner. They are robbed of their senses, overwhelmed at the
immensity of the weight seeming to crush them. Bennet
seemed to be affected in this manner. He gave no heed to
his surroundings, till a pair of pigeons alighted on the
window sill in front of him. The persistent efforts of the
male to win the attention of his mate, the struttings, coo-
ings, and other antics compelled attention. Just when
the male pranced in front of the mate to begin billing the
lady pigeon changed her mind and flew away. The sur-
prise of the bird left behind, the chagrin of defeat and the
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seeming loss of companionship anticipated, recalled Ben-
net back to the present with such a snap of realization
that he almost laughed outright at the bird.

“That’s the way of life, old bird,” he said. “Disap-
pointment steps in just before success.”

At the sound of his voice the remaining bird took wing.
Bennet’s eyes followed till the pigeon was lost to view.
As he looked over the trees his thoughts turned to Lida.
The despondency spell was broken, however, and though
heart was still heavy, youth is so prone to quick reactions
that he began to wonder what she was doing and how she
had passed the night. He wondered if she was as miser-
able as he.

“She can’t be,” he mused. “What has she to lose?”

Little did he realize that Lida, too, was suffering as had
he. Torn between pride and the clamor of her heart she
was in a state bordering on insanity. She had not re-
tired but sat, the picture of desolation, by her window
weighing all the recent events of her life as they passed in
kaleidoscopic sequence before her. She was sitting thus,
toying with the ring Bennet had -given her when they
plighted their lives to each other, when suddenly she felt
an arm steal about her waist and the gentle voice of Miss
Gregory sounded in her ear.

“Let me help you, dear. I know you are in deep trou-
ble. Tell me. Trouble that is shared soon flees. You need
not let a quarrel with Louise spoil your life, or temper.”

Intuitively Miss Gregory knew that no girlish quarrel
was the cause of this condition in her pupil. She took
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this indirect method of getting the girl to talk. Lida
turned slowly toward her, looked at her for several sec-
onds, sighed, and as she did so her lips began to tremble,
while her hand sought that of Miss Gregory as if for com-
fort.

“Miss Gregory,” Lida finally spoke. “Were you ever
in love?”

“Foolish child. Every woman, at some time in her life
has loved, whether successfully or not.” Miss Gregory
consoled philosophically. :

“I mean, did you ever love, hard enough and strong
enough to give up everything for the one you loved.”

“Yes, I loved hard enough for all that. But I did not
have the courage to give up everything for love. That’s
why I’m at the head of this school.”

“Do you regret giving up your love?” Lida probed.

“Let me tell you, child,” Miss Gregory said with a sigh.
“No sacrifice can compensate for the loss of love to a
woman. And when once a woman loves, never does she
forget that love. If I had my life to live over again, if I
could recall the lover I once had, nothing would stop me
from going to and with him, even to the ends of the earth.”

“Nothing, Miss Gregory,” Lida asked sadly, pathos in
her voice.

“Nothing, dear.” Miss Gregory bent close to the girl.
“Nothing is worth so much to a human being as love. In
fact nothing in life whether of humans or animals is worth
more than love. It is love that rules the Universe. Love
that rules us. We rule animals best, not by force but by

89



BY SANCTION OF LAW

the love and kindness we show them. It is love, of a di-
vine kind that sways the world and keeps us from catas-
trophe after catastrophe, cataclysm after cataclysm. But
as for humans there is nothing so beautiful or so satisfying
to a woman as the love of a good man—her man.”

“But suppose, there are differences?” Lida persisted.

“There can and should be no differences. There were
differences in my case and these differences, mere shad-
ows, have caused me many a night of tears and regrets.
Family should not count, nor should religion.—And finan-
cial circumstances least of all. So long as tastes are in
harmony, desires and ambitions dovetail, nothing should
matter.”

“But, Miss Gregory, suppose there’s difference in na-
tionality ?”

“The question of love between two persons is a matter of
individuality, personality and nationality should not matter
any moi.. than religion. God gave us the gift of love, or
rather breathed into us the spirit of love, which is him-
_self, before he divided us into nations and races, or re-
ligions. I have learned to know this after bitter experi-
ences.” :

Lida nestled closer to the elder woman as if the words
comforted. She still had some questions to ask for she
sighed pathetically. Miss Gregory drew the girl closer to
her as if to encourage her to talk. Before Lida could
frame another question, however, Miss Gregory continued
ruminatively:

“The trouble with most of us is we love not truly.”
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“Oh, Miss Gregory, how can you say that?”” Lida asked.

“It is true,” was the defense. “We love form, social po-
sition, public approbation, grandeur, wealth, and many
things when we men and women should love character,
gentility, good breeding, soul, ideals, moral courage, beau-
ty of spirit in persons. I neglected to see these and have
been left a lonely aging woman.”

“But you have your school and the love of your girls.
You are dear to them and they must be to you,” Lida
offered. .

“True, but what love can compensate a woman for the
love of a strong good man and children? No, my dear,
if you truly love a man and he loves you, follow your love
and your heart.”

“But, Miss Gregory, my case is so different. You don’t
understand. I—I—can’t tell you.” Lida burst into a fit
of weeping again.

Miss Gregory stroked the head that now lay in her lap.
As she stroked the girl’s head she soothed her with:

“You poor child. Don’t worry, it will all come out
right.” Suddenly Lida sat up, looked into the eyes of the
elder woman then asked:

“Miss Gregory, could you,—would you marry a man of
the colored race—a man of slave race, if you were of a
family that had owned slaves?”

Miss Gregory paled and almost swooned. “Oh, God,”
she said, “is that the trouble? You poor child, no wonder
you worry. What a calamity! What an awful calamity.”
she began to weep herself. Lida looked on in wonder-
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ment not knowing what to think. Miss Gregory, how-
ever, through her tears was picturing the calamity to her
school, and the scandal news of such an affair would create
among her pupils; she saw her school wrecked since par-
ents would no longer send their children to her place as a
select school for finishing. She saw her livelihood vanish-
ing, and panic seized her. Tears dried and horror gripped
her heart.

“You don’t mean that, dear girl.” She finally managed
to say. “What will your father say? What will every-
body say. Where did you meet him? Oh, forget him,
forget him, forget him. Such a thing is impossible! Such
a thing would only mean trouble. Don’t think of it.
Who is he? Tell me.”

“Im afraid it’s too late now, Miss Gregory. I love
him,” Lida said simply.

“Who is he? Where did you meet him? How did it
happen?” A thousand questions rushed in panicky fash-
ion through the elder woman’s mind.

Lida looked at her adviser in amazement. “Why, you
just said nationality shouldn’t count. What did you
mean?”

“Not that,—not that, not that,” Miss Gregory wailed.
“T never dreamed of that. You will ruin us all, ruin me,
ruin my school—Oh, God, what shall I do?”

“Then you didn’t mean what you were just saying!—
You were just trying to comfort me. All your fine words
were empty?—And I thought I had a friend,” she ended
pathetically. .
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The elder woman was silent till the silence was be-
coming painful to the two. Lida essayed to speak again.
Miss Gregory, her head still bowed, the chin cupped in a
hand, her elbow on the arm of the Morris chair, was still
silent. The words she had spoken to the girl were still
repeating themselves in her mind. Did nothing matter?
She was asking herself. As she debated she recalled her
own broken romance of early life, how this had spoiled her
life and caused her heart to wither and dry till she opened
this school. Her romance had been broken because of
proud parents and the question of wealth but it had been
broken just the same. Now after sacrificing love for
wealth, her family had lost their wealth, her father and
mother had died, the former of grief over financial losses
and she had been left cheated out of both wealth and love.
Lida had risen and was standing at the window of her
room looking onto the street. As Miss Gregory thought
the lines deepened in her face till it became drawn and
somewhat hard and pale. The silence was tense. Finally
she sighed deeply. Lida turned and the teacher beckoned
the girl to her.

“Lida,” she said, “I am here as teacher, counsellor and
guide to my girls. What I said a little while ago I meant.
Nothing in life should outweigh love, if we are truly to be
happy. The question of whether we are to sacrifice love
for other things is a matter for each to decide. I know
human nature enough to say that women look on love and
marriage differently than do men. If a woman loves a
man she cares not who he is or what he is. If she decides
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that a man can make her happy and keep her happy, she
cares not who or what he is. Most of us, though, are
color cowards and public opinion cowards. We fear what
the other fellow will say; what the other girl will say.

“For a girl to marry a colored man requires heroic
courage, here in America. There are many such mar-
riages, it is true, but none between a girl of your standing
and rearing and one of that race. I don’t think the man
ought to ask the girl to make such a sacrifice.—"

“Oh, he hasn’t asked me,” Lida hastened tq defend.
Miss Gregory waved her hand impatiently at the inter-
ruption.

“For a girl of your standing to take such a step means
the sacrifice of home, family, friends, wealth; the causing
of bitterness, heartaches on the part of your family and .
much doubt as to the success of the experiment. You
will be cut off entirely from your friends and associates
who will see only that you have thrown your life away;
you will be without companions except such as he, from
his choosing may bring to you and such an act can mean
only trouble and grief, for you. I have known some hap-
py marriages of the kind, and see no reason why such
unions should not be happy except that conditions in
America are not ripe for such. The world is too full of
prejudice. In some other country it might be successful.
It has been successful —It would be successful. The
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