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ONLY A WOMAN'S HEART.

CHAPTER L
THE TFIRET BHADOW.

* Going to-day, Arthur?"

“Yes, little Barbara. The {rain for Boston leaves
in an hurur, #0 you must say good-by now.”

# I wish {m were not obliged to go. It will seem
so—so lone

The low, swaat tones contained a plaintive little

uaver thia times, But Arthur Clifton, handsome and
Eebunair 83 & young prince, only laughed, in his care-
less, chearful way.

“ Why, yonspeak as though I were going-to Califor-
nia instead of to a city only sixty miles distant,” he ex-
cla'i'ﬁﬂd' brigh 1 the girl

en, seoing & bright tear glistening on the girl's
cheek, he h;:;fg and kgmi it n.vg.}r, gently nddingmr

* 1 ehall come back again one of these days—come
back after the little wild flower which I shall claim for
my own. Then we shall never have to leave each other
while we both live. Omnly a little while, Barbara."

His cheerfulness, his earnest aesurance, and the
bright hope for the futere which they imparted, lifted
for a moment the gloom of parting. The shadow upon
B&{‘ibara’a fair face was chased away by her brightest
smile. 2

“ 1 suppose you think I'm very silly, Arthur,” she
said, her earnest brown eyes meeting his la.ugh:mg blue
ones,
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8 THE YIRET GHADOW.

“Ho, no. Indeed, I'm glad you do feel a litdle like
crying because I'm zbout to ]BI.WE you. It is & way all
true women have of showing real regret. But for me,
the fiture seems too full of joy to admit of even momen-

glmm_“

A brief silence fell between them. The gentle Sep-
tember breeze murmured throngh the trees, whose great
arms formed an arch over their heads.

Then the distant whistle of a locomotive came to
their ears, terminating the plensant reflections to which
they had given their minds.

*The train is coming, and I must go,” Arthur ex-
claimed.

He took both Barbara's hands in his own; he bent
and kissed her lipa.

* You will write to ma? ™ she questioned.

% Yeoa, often.”

“ And you will return as soon as your uncle's affairs
are settled? "

# Yes—perhaps sooner, and, in the meanwhile, you
will prepare your bridal trossean, little Barbara; for
the holidays will oon be here and then—"

She reached up and placed one hand upon his Yips.

“ Bee that you are ss punctual as the holidays,” she
eried, blu_uh.m% laughing, and half orying. And the
next moment she stood alone, gazing throngh her tears
after the straight, agile figure as it disappesred be}rmd
the low swaying branches that uvarhunf the pa

* For several minutes she stood there mten tu the
roar of the approaching express. Another hoarse,
short whistle announced its nearer approach. Then
the sounds censed—but only for an instant. The train
started away from the village station, and its nmsg ﬁ-
sage was resumed. Arthur Clifton had
bara Grey became suddenly oppressed %;
loneliness such as she had never axi)am

aaanaanf



THE FIRET SHADOW. 9

In vain did she strive to entertain the brighter h
which were hers. A nameless foreboding banished
anticipation. Arthur bad gone to the greatcity. He
would be occupied with ita briek life, ita brilliant
gociety, its constant whirl of husiness and gay activity.
How could he be lonely or downeast amid such sur-
roundings !

Barbara turned and slowly walked toward the cottage
that nestled among the maplee and elms, In that pic-
furesque spot she hed dwalt durin% the nineteen years
of her life. Yet it waa not like a home to this orphan
girl. Granny Perkina and her erippled husband had
never been like parenta fo her. They wers harsh, exact-
ing, uncultured in speech and tastes. They were sel-
ﬁaﬁ and ungrateful, too, for the cottage and the culfi-
vated acres surronnding it belonged {o Barbars, and
they lived upon her bounty.

Toward this cotlage she slowly bent her stepa. As
she did so, a shadow fall across her path and & gruoff
voice radely broke in upon her reflectiona

“Bo he's gone at last, Bab?" the voice said famil.
iarly.

he recoiled with a little ory of alarm.

“You, Herman Bradly?" she exclaimed in startled
gurprise,

The young man laughed londly, He was a stalwart
fellow of splendid physical development, yet so slonch-
_ing in gmit and attitude that one comld not sdmire
bis height or breadth.

“ Afeard of me, be you?" he aeked, peering down
at her from under the broad brim of his palmleaf hat.

He had stepped directly into her path, and stood with
both hands sunk deep in his pockets. His head was
bent slightly forward; his blue denim tronsers were
tucked in his boot-tops; his air was one of insolent



10 THE FIRST BHADOW.

“T'm not afraid, Herman. But I didn’t know any
one was near until you spoke,” Barbara replied in her
a‘weat nist tones,

How shifted his fest awkwardly.

" thh:rna gone to Boston, has he?” he queried,
cantiously.

¢ ¥Yes, I suppose he has,” she answered.

#And you've been out hers bidding of him good-by ¥

“ How do you know that I have, Herman¥ Youn
would not etoop to playing eavesdropper, I hope.”

A flush, painfully vivid, dyed the fair cheeks of the
gtréi?aahasmdthm hiad 1 lsnehod i

e young man shiffed his feet again and langhed in
hia rud:; ;:ﬁz ' e =

* I guessed that was what you was out here for,” he
said, evasively. Then, with a trace of eagerness in his
tones:

“I ain’t sorry he’s gone, for my part.”

y do you dislike Arthur litton, Herman "

4 He’a too high-tunad to putt me, for one thing. And
he thinks nobody else has any righis but him, when
he's "round.”

“I am pure he treated yom civilly. But you were
very rude toward him.”

:‘I;Rudﬂ, was IP"

redly spoke angrily. Then, hastily modifying his
tones, hg nﬁ.&d: sy d e

“1 &’pose a feller that works on a farm and wears
cheap clo’es, and can't talk Latin and Hebrew, seems
rude to such ss Arthur Clifton. But he didn't have to
plant and dig potatoes when he oughter been going to
school. I did. But yon used to think I was all right
before he come here to rusticate through the sum-
mer and pub on eity aire.”

Barbum stepped to the side of the speaker and laid
ons hand g&ntir upon his arm,



THE FIRAT BEADOW. 11

“Don't speak in that way, Horman!” ghe exelaimed.

“ Why shounldn’t I? It's true, and you know it.”

“Have I given you canse to think me any the less
your friend ¥

“] don't know; maybe he's to blame for your not
taking so much notice of me as common. He's kept
g0 close to your heels that you haven't had a chence, 1
E‘! .!I

“ Stop, Herman! You shall not talk to me like that.
Mr. Clifton is a gentleman, and my friend "

* How do you know what he is, Barbary? 1 guess
maybe I could tell yon something "bout him that you
don’t mistrust. Them city chaps have a high time in
the country, making every good-locking gir] think
they're in love with ‘em. But I thought yon was sharp
enough tosee through his game. Has he been making
love to you?”

Barbara drew back; one hand was flung ountward
impetuouely; har fair cheeks flushed with indignation.

“You have no right to ask me that, Herman
Bradly!” she cried.

The man gtared at her a moment in dumb
s‘ur;lxlrisﬂ. n ke lifted one large, strong hand and
pushed the palm-leaf hat back from his forahead.

i I hain’t no right, eh!” he echoed, spesking with
earnest deliberateness. Then, as uhemag];enoreaponaa,
he ﬂ%ﬂt o‘n:I -

“ Didn’t to etick by you if ever you needed
& friend? And didn't yonea ﬁlit I might E:a a brother
to you, if nothin' mora? at was only a year ago;
and here you be flarin’ up like I had been trying to
abuse yon You think I'm jealous of that Clifton.
Well, p'rhaps I ba. But I wouldrn't come in betwixt
you and an honest chap. Pve sworn to stick by you as
" a friend, t—hunﬁh.und 'm going to do it, even if you

hate me for it.”



