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The White Satin Dress

BY MARY RAYMOND SHIPMAN ANDREWS

A new Lincoln story by the author of “The Perfect Tribute.™

£ arnEy, you've rather a problem
B coming up in that State Police
question, Are you going to let

the bill go through?”

There were sixteen people at the din-
ner-table—a tahle brilliant with ::r].rslaI
and Howers and silver, with tall candles
and bright dresses of women. Into one
of the spaces of table-talk the question,
flung from the far end of the festive
board, shot with a crack; everybady
heard ir, cxcept quite brainless Esther
Aspendale, and she buzzed on a mo-
ment and then hesitated, bewildered;
Eu one was even pretending to listen to

.

"Oh, did T interrupt something in-
teresting ¥ Oh, I do beg your

But nobody listened to that, even. So
she stopped; which seldom happened.
Two rows of eycs were turned to his ex-
cellency, the Honorable Barnwell Gar-
diner; the papers had been full of the
Massachusetts State Police bill, and of
its stormy support and stormicr opposi-
tion; what the Governor of Massachu-
setts had to say about it was of keen in-
terest to every one, possibly excepting
Esther Aspendale. -The governor, an
athletic, immaculate fgure in the best-
cut possible evening clothes, sleck of
head, bulldog of jaw, alert—and yet
oddly wistful-—of eye, sat very erect and
faced his querying host with a grin. He
was cntir?ly aware that the little andi-
ence of fifteen rather breathlessly await-
cd his answer; not his worst enemy or

his warmest admirer would ever call the
governor unsophisticated, politically or
socially. No, not even considering that
queer and appealing boyishness, which
often and often metamorphosed the
keenness of his very brown eyes. He was
unaware of that trick of his eyes, un-
covering for a second his soul, unaware
that the friendliness which not seldom
5ur|:nris<:d him from old war-horses of

litics was a response to thar naive
glance. It was there now, the unfitting
sweet look as of a kindly boy, as he sat
grinning across at Tom Martin, his host.
The dinner-party smiled, too, respon-
sively, and waited to sce what he would
tell, and how much.

That last was easily measured. Noth-
ing. As a fact, he had nothing to tell;
in very truth he did not know, even now
when the eleventh hour was striking, if
or not he was going to sign the bill. It
was a crisis in his career; that he recog-
nized; but people in general were not to

ess even so much. The governor
Eilghm:l on top of the grin, a pleasant
laugh, composed, assured, ligﬁr-lm:ltt-
ed: none of which he was.

“Tom, if you went into politics you'd
be a genius, or else an awful ass, depend-
ing on whether you think I'll give u
the secrets of my job. Guess again, ol
son. Am I going to let the Police hill
through? It's one of those thin;gs no
fellow can find out.” With friendly
malice, laughing more into Tom Mar-
tn's eyes, he volleyed a sentence like a
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sudden tennisball into quite another
court. “How did you say you won that
big silver cup, Tom? Golf, was it? It
makes a corking centrepiece for a din-
ner, Lily.” He was turning now to the
hostess, at his left. “Your table’'s 1ﬂ¥tﬂ.}f
to-night,” he said. “1 haven't seen this
ruby glass before, have 17 Where on
carth did you pick up such a lott"

Then Esther Aspendale and the rest
were off again on the ear-hammering
trot and gallop of mass conversation.

The governor carried on with a bold
hand, making gay talk with the beauti-
ful woman on his right as with his best-
loved cousin, the hostess, on his left; yet
all the time the tactless question of good
old Tom rankled in his mind. It was a
conundrum pretty nearly filling his
mind just now. Across Iic faces and
glitter and movement it scemed to stare
at him like the writing on the wall at
Belshazzar, Was he going to sign
the bill? Was he# The bill setting up a
mounted State Police, biteerly nccdgd,
bitterly opposed by masses of the work-
ing people. His was the decision. What
was he going to decide? Suddenly he
was aware that lovely Mrs. Shannon
had repeated a sentence and was laugh-
ing at him good-naturedly, as the lovely
can afford to; he pulled himself togeth-
cr with a snap,

The dinner went on, a very gay din-
ner, which the high spirits and the capi-
tal storics of the guest of honor appeared
to lead in the way it should go, and
then, behold the successful evening was
over; by ones and twos and threes the

uests, and their bass and soprano cheer-
ul last words, had evaporated from the
big drawing-room; outside on the grav-
¢l the last matar-door had just slammed ;
a shower of merry talk inside the car
was sliced off by the slam, and the bus
noise of the engine going into sccomg
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into high gear, grew fainter; the party
was over. It 15 a pleasant and civilized
moment after a ginnrr when those of
the house linger with the exhilaration
of the evening, of good food and drink,
of friendly laughter and kindly words
still in the veins.

“The gayest ou've ever given,
and ijt’g é}rin?ﬁf}g” MNina W’iﬁidloss
had said, and Jack backed her up.

“Such food! How do you ever get
such food 7' demanded Jack.

“Tom’s cocktails are too marvel
lous,” Sammy Bailey put in.

Lily came smiling back to her hus-
band and her cousin, the governor,
when she had had a last word with the
butler and sent word to the cook that
the dinner was perfect. The human sev-
en-cighths of Lily never forgot these
people who worked faithfully in the
backpround weaving her bright tap-
estry.

“Did you have a good time at your
party, Barneyi"” She put her hand
through the arm of the distinguished
cousin, and shid slim fngers into his;
she was very fond of this great man,
very tender toward him; she knew
more than one side of his much-envied
career. The boyishness, the wistfulness
behind the bulldog jaw were the quali-
ties which registered most for her in his
Excellency, “His Excellency, Barney,”
she murmured, siiling as he went on to
say pleasant things. “You always were a
blarney, Barney,” she smiled at him.
And then: "Now it's time for Wee
Willie Winkie. We're all going to bed,
though you two seem not to know it,”
she announced.

“Do let Barney have a quiet pipe and
a drink with me, Lil.” Tom never
wanted to go to bed; not ever.

“MNo.” Lily was firm. “Barney’s
tired. He's been making speeches and
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making trains, by the skin of his teeth;
he'll be here to-morrow; gw‘m golfing
with him at ten. Don'’t be a pig. You
do want to go to bed, precious Barney ¢

“I do that," the governor agreed with
heartiness. “I've had a gorgeous time at
my party, but I'm dog-tired from poli-
ticians and things. Bed sounds poed,
and golf to-morrow heavenly.”

“Tom, sit still. I'm going to take
Barney to his room. I've secrets to tell
him—how I always was in love with
him, and such.”

Tom's eyes followed his woman as
she led her cousin by the hand like a
sleepy child, out into the hall and up
the dark oak stairs. Amused, proud
eyes. “My cat certainly has the longest
tail,” Tom Martin's eyes said; quite
comfortably well he knew with whom
his wife had always been in love.

Two or three {lghls glowed in the
low-ceilinged place as the cousins came
to the door of the room.

“It’s a fascinating old house, Lily.”

The governor halted to gaze in. The
wide mahogany French bed had a
sweep of rolled head and foot; the two
priceless high-boys of carved mahogany
gleamed with plum-colored shadows
and silvery lights and intricate brass
handles; chintzes Howered gaily; a
wood-fire burned, ora nge and gold, be-
hind a battered, polished old brass fen-
der; embroidered linen sheets turned
b:ick i|1\rit{1'|g]j.’; a row of books on the
bed-table were multicolored like an
oricntal rug. A jade-shaded lamp light-
ed them.

“It'stoo peaceful to be true,” the gov-
ernor spoke dreamily. “They can't get
at me all day after to-morrow. Blessed
be thirty-six Knu.rs. You're a good piece
of work, Lily.” He bent to kiss her good
night, but as he straightened she clung,
her face at his ear,
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“Barney, dear old Barney—it ought
to bring you sweet dreams. This was
Alice’s room.”

The governor seemed suddenly a
frozen statue of 2 man; not a muscle of
him stirred. Lily stood away from him,
startled. “I haven't hurt you? You
know I haven't seen you since—Alice
died, but I thought——"

“It's all right,” he spoke, and his
tace, if full of pain, was yet more full of
gentleness. “Of course I'll love to be—
in Alice's room, You meap——-""

“I mean it was her room when you
met her here, that house-party, twenty-
one years ago. When you fell in love, It
was up to this room she came nights to
~—dream about you, You madtﬁmr 50
blissful, Barney; it ought to be joy to re-
member that,”

“MNothing’s joy without her,” the gov-
ernor spoke roughly. Then: “Sometimes
it comes like a tdal wave—it seems
as if I couldn’t possibly stand it. With-
out her. Without hope of having her
again.”

“What?"" The word was horrified.
*You don’t mean, Barney—you believe
—there 15 no future life? That we nev-
er our own back r*’

e shook his head. “I can’t get it
across. If [ could! I could bear Living.
I'd be—even happy. But there's nm_E-
in.g to prove it. It once-——just once—I
could see with my own eyes anybody
from out beyond there—I'd believe. IE
anybody at all—were possible—then
Alice might be.”

“But people have seen—them,” rea-
soned Lily.

The governor’s head shook again in
dissent; his cousin had a flash of thought
of the stubbornness connoted by the
bulldeg jaw. *“People,” he repeated.
"Ptﬂpﬁ:-—-—}"ﬂ. What's evidence F If you
were a lawyer you'd know the amazing
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unreliability of it. And books. 1 never
could believe—books. T had to see for
myself. It's congenital; I can’t be other-
wise. | never wished to be otherwise, ex-
cept—now. I'd lay down the rest of my
lite, now, if I could once see a proper
spook—one I had to believe true. Then
I might fecl that perhaps—that likely
—Alice—Alice and 1FI might"—his
voice rasped—"might have each other
again.” He finished with an effort.

A silence crammed with vibration of
emotion. Then Lily Martin bent, and
held the man's hand to her mouth, He
got control of himself first. “I haven't
any business to tear you to pieces, Lily,”
he said, a trifle shakily, “I'm a hell of
a guest—and you and Tom—so good
to me—and that bully party. Dear of
rlll to give me Alice’s room, too. I love

aving it. You go to bed now, that's a
good child.”

Lily tried to twist to commonplace,
but she whimpered. “You see, Barney,
we're going to make over this part of
the house; tear down partitions and
change it a bit. It's rickety, so we have
to. But I thought you'd like to sleep here
—it's the same chintzes and furniture
—everything. T thought you'd like to
sleep here while it was the same.”

Gardiner's voice was harsh. I do like
it. I love it. Go away, dear girl.”

He kissed her quackly, as if a second
might break thin self-command; then
she was outside his closed door.

The governor turned the key and the
bolt as if 1o assure himself of solitude.
He wheeled and stood back, staring
across at the bed as if he could see there
slim lines of a woman, a $Did head on
the pillow, “Alice, Alice,” he whisper-
ed, and any one who might have seen
him gasping for breath would have
known tﬁzt the tdal wave of which he
had spoken was on him. She had lain
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there, a tiny pillow cuddled into her
neck the way he came afterward to
know well, and, as Lily had said, she
had dreamed there of him. He cried out
in the torture of missing her. What
sense was there, when two ple
adored each other, in some God E:rnaff
who highway-robbed one of them from
the other? “We weren't hurting any-
body,” he whispered. They had been
pcrfg:t laymates, perfect comrades in
all weathers, through bright days and
dark—and there had been dark. Bob
had died, sweet eight-year-old Bob, loy-
ing, quaint, manly little Bob, their first
child. Blessed Bob; it had nearly killed
both of them. But they had borne it to-
gether—had that inhinite comfort of
each other. Oh, yes, there had been
troubles; money troubles and political
troubles; strenuous times. But Alice's
gold head had always been held high;
she had fought his L:Lttltﬁ, and braced
him to fight, laughed at him if he pitied
himself, r;trunsci%cd him, in her direct,
clear-headed way, loved him, sworn by
him; it was like an army with banners
just to look at her steadfast eyes. He re-
membered how he had always looked
at them, the last thing, if she was there
when he made a speech; the look was a
stirrup-cup to set ﬁim on his journey.

“The heart that, like a staff, was one
For mine to rest and lean upon,
The strongest on the longest day
With hourly love, is mken away—
And yet my days go on, go on.”

The words sprang out of his memo-
ry; it was exactly that. And now—gone
for good. What scnse was there in let-
ting his “days go on"' ¢

A manner of numbness stole over
him, dulling the terror of emotion
which had drowned him. He Hullig

across the room with an impatient halt-
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word and opened his bag. Thank Heav-
en Lily didn't let her servants unpack
for him; he hated hunting his belong-
ings through strange cupboards. On to

of a masculine m:flcy of shirts and gﬂﬁ
clothes was a short Smith & Wesson .3 8-
calibre pistol, a heavy wicked lump of
steel; he uvsually earried that along.
Some time a tidal wave might get too
choking. Yet at the worst he had not yet
been tempted to do that, for some un-
phrased reason. What reason? A reluc-
tance not to play the game, maybe. The
“unconquerable soul” maybe, objecting
to own its conguest. And, maybe—may-
be one did not entirely believe what ane
said—just now to Lily. Maybe one was
not so sure that death ended everything;
maybe one did have a hope that person-
ality survived, that just possibly—some
time—somewhere—he and Alice———

With a shake as of a huge dog shak-
irLg off I;vat:fr,hh:: trim}. to rid Ilimffvcﬂljf,

psically, of the creeping ecstasy ol the
?hgught;yhc wouidc:gt lfél: wilds}érf.a.ms
swamp common sense. There was noth-
ing to prove future life; hearsay, the
age-long desirc of humanity; a supersti-
tion of the ignorant; a weakness of the
wise: he would not be fooled.,

Yet Ned Rogers had said something
—the hishnp,oii classmate at Yale—
MNed had said human mentality was not
the last word, that a quality called faith
was built fundamentally into existence,
without which most of the common
mental progress, not to say spiritual
idealism, of civilization would go
blooey; with which one might in Iic
ultimate end catch hold of possibilities
ahead of any mere lumbering brain-
work. Mental proof was beside the point
of a whole world of reality—Ned Rog-
ers said. The governor remembered
what he had answercd the bishop in
that black hour:
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*You're an old dear, Ned, but 1t does-
n't mean a thing to me what you say;
it's all indefinite and I'm in definite
agony. I want Alice. The most hellish
toothache would be sweet joy to the way
I want her, And if I might be going to
find her in some vague heaven, some
vague time, which I don't believe, that
wouldn't satisfty me. I want her sow.
Here. It's such foolishness to let Alice
die——Alice. You know, Ned—it's Alice.
The most vital, most alive creature ever.,
What kind of a God lets that happen,
MNed 2

The bishop had stared at him sorrow-
fully. “I think it'll get across to you
some day, Barney. It's my funlt T can’t
make you get it. I'd give a lot if T could. .
Tean't; I'm limited. But some day some-
thing is going to happen that will be like
guing over a mountain top and seeing
the ocean. It's been there all the time
and you didn't stand high enough to get
it; some day you'll get it.”

The governor, wandering about the
room, unconscious of his wandering,
came to the line of books, titles up,
standing between two bronze, heavy,
miniamrc-shiﬁ} book-ends on his bed-
table. Light shone from the green lamp,
and he bent, with the instinct of 2 man
who carcs about books, to read the
names. And in 2 moment straiphtened,
knowing that the leteers that his cyes
saw made no record in hus brain. He
had read six or so gold-printed ntles,
and could not have told one. He smiled
grimly. “Cueer thing, a brain,” he
murmured, and then: “I'd better sharp-
en mine, I have to use it to-night.”

The signing or v:tui.ng of the State
Police bill was close on him; ke had in
fact bought these two days at his cous-
in's house in Loudonville with the re-
solve to make, during it, his decision.
Free for thirtysix hours from politi-
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cians and routine and state affairs; re-
laxed in eountry peace and surrounded
by old affection, in that atmosphere of a
woman's care and gentleness to which
he was very susceptible and which he no
more had—with this background he be-
lieved his problem would be simplified.
Also there was an unphrased thought
floating in the back of his brain: in this
place where he had first known his
wife, a place associated with her, where
she had loved to be, might not Alice’s
direct wision come to hum? She had
been often a wise adviser in his public
life; she looked so straight at a compli-
cated argument that the complications,
by her honest magic, divided, shifted to
one side or the other, and shortly one
might weirh a bundle of reasons in
cither hﬂnf and know which weighed
most. She saw so straight; would not
that gift of hers descend on him here, in
the peaceful air which was soaked with
her personality ? He did not phrase it so
far, but so the fecling existed in his
mind. He would decide the State Po
lice bill here, and Alice—who was gone
into nothingness—Alice would  hel
him. He dropped into a deep chair am:E
wrenching his brain from paralyzing
thoughts, placed before him the ques-
tion of the bill, It was simple enough in
the reading:

“An act to amend the Executive Law
in relation to creating the department of
State Police and defining the powers
and duties of its force and making an
appropriation therefor: Be it enacted b}r
the Senate and House of Representa-
tives in General Court assembled and
by the authority of the same, as fol-
lows:"

He read through all the formal word-
ing, to put his mind in tune with the
meaning which the formal wording set
forth. It was a larre meaning to him: it
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carried in all probability success or fail-
ure for his entire carecr in the big game
of paolitics which was his affair. He had
been Governor of Massachusetts for one
year, the allotted term in that State. An
clection was due soon; he wanted to be
elected againg wanted it more tremen-
dously than he had wanted anything
since his wife’s death three years ago.
The absorbing demands of the office;
its vast responsibilities; the play of mind
on mind; the tumult and the fighting;;
associations always important, always
new, of worth-while people, all this fill-
ed his days with exhilaration to exhaus-
ton, and all this dulled consciousness of
his wrecked personal life. He wanted to
be elected again very much indeed; it
would be like snatching the blade from
a skilled swordsman in the middle of a
battle, if he should fail. The combat was
in his blood now, and he felt that noth-
ing would be left if he could not car
the election. [t depended, likely, on the
iion he took as to the hill before
im. He knew without doubt that a
State Police was sorely needed to control
increasing crime in country districts, to
awe a secret, powerful criminal contin-
gent; to keep traffic safe; only troopers,
a mounted State Police, a body of men
with high standards and without fear,
could do this for the commonwealth, as
such had done it for other common-
wealths, and had done it par excellence
in Canada. He was eager to give this or-
ganization to his State as a mile-stone
marking his administration, but against
the plan a hue and ery had been raised
by practically all the working people of
the population,

“Yeu're plotting a bodyguard for the
millionaires, you're planmng to make
us helpless; to control our strikes; to
Cossack us out of our rights.”

That was the crv of the opposition:
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against that cry, so far, all friendly rea-
soned explanation had been vseless, The
“bug” of the discase known as scare had
caught and SE.IM among workers, a
crowd psychology was pushing against
the bill. “Sign that bill, governor,™ his
campaign manager had said to him,
“and before the ink's dry, you're a pri-
vate citizen.”

Gardiner sat motionless in the silent
room, and the fire on the hearth burned
and fell apart and blazed up and burned
on, an hour, two hours, till it burned
out, and only red coals lay among ashes
and charred ends. The room grew chilly,
and he did not notice; his eyes were
wide and bright and his teeth bit at his
lower lip as he considered, recapitu-
lated, weighed, Was it right to veto the
bill now, tolet it go till he might better
prepare the minds of the ﬁ)pl&, make
them sce right values, let them come to
it willingly? That way lay re-lection,
his heart's desire. Was it not the wiser
way ? The bill was Faicfield Harrison’s
bill, his young brother-inlaw, in the
State senate; that point would be against
him, Fairfiddld was of the millionaire
class; it would be said all the more that
the governor was P]nying their game.
Good politics, ambition, common sense
itself scemed to demand a veto of this
firchrand bill. On the other hand:

“The State needs it; it's a good bill;
it's the best gift [ could make to my peo-
ple,” the man spoke into silence,

There was almost anarchy in wilder,
mountain parts of the State; there was
banded -outlawry rivalling old Ken-
tucky: innocent people were being shot
down by thugs; troopers without fear,
armed by the law with authority and
force, were the only answer. Should he
dare postpone the answer, and waste yet
more innocent lives?

Ower and over, in the night silence,
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he reviewed such facts, such arguments.
And suddenly was aware that his tired
brain was refusing o function further,
that words were repeating themselves
without connoting 1deas; he was des-
perately slecpy.

“I'm doing no good,” he considered.
“I've got to have sleep. The night
brings counsel,” and set about getting
ready for bed.

But when the lights of the low-ceil-
inged room were snapped off, a sea of
white gold all at once possessed the

lace, and the governor stood a moment
tween the bed and a broad window
and stared out at the meonlight and or-
chard tops and the dark valley below.
A single belated car of two flaming eyes
ran howling along the metal road a half-
mile away, and the man thought how
from this old house, when it stood here
new, a hundred and fifty years gone,
some late watcher had stared, likely,
of a midnight out of this same window,
at the distant rough highway, and would
have believed himself raving even to
dream such a sight as those racing head-
lights, such a sound as that squealing
horn. With a pang he thought too:
“Lyven when J'LECC was here—twenty-
one years ago—few motors then.” He
laid his head on the pillow with her
name crowding out the difficult debat-
ing of the last hours. Then, to his own
surprise, he spoke aloud, almost from
sleep:

“If 1 could sec once, only once, a
proper indubitable ghost-—anybody,
anybody at all—so it's a true ghost, I'd
believe—the out-beyond—Alice and I
—" His half-articulate words trailed
into sleep.

It was about half past one of the au-
tumn morning when the governor went

to sleep. Two hours later, as he knew
afterward, he was suddenly alerdy
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awake. There was a vital reason that he
should be awake. Before his eyes opened
he knew this, but he did not know or
ask the reason. His eyes opened. The
sheer of moonlight had travelled across
his bed and stood, a panel of brilliance
on the side away from the window,
Framed in this brightness, as Gardiner’s
lids slowly lifted, he saw a figure. A
man; a man’s trousers defined bony,
long legs— The slecpy eyes opened
more; the governor caught a shar
breath; what was a huge raw-bon
man doing at his bedside, in the night?
His look travelled up. His chin lifted as
his head pushed back into the pillow
to allow his vision to range higher—to
the face of the gigantic intruder. He saw
the face. An intake of breath whistled
from his mouth. A second he lay and
stared; then with a spring was sitting
up in the bed, supporting his body on
the palms of his hands, staring yet up-
ward, at that unmistakable face, sculp-
tured on moonlight.

“My God! Abraham Lincoln!”

The loud words exploded, shocking
to his own ears the deep quiet. The
great rugged face gazed down, the deep
eyes met his eyes; there was power,
protection, warming in that look, and
Gardinier no more doubted the actual
presence than he had doubted Lily Mar-
tin’s the night before. It was impossible,
bt it was so; Abraham Lincoln stood
by his bed, and somehow counselled
him. The tme was too short to know
what was the counsel—it was a huge
throb of certainty, but not of definition.
With that the i:u:ur of moonlizght was
empty. Gardiner was sitting iniis bed,
holding himself yet on his hands, and
he knew without a shadow of turning
that a spirit had come from over the
line, and subconsciously he was sure that
the message he was due (0 have would
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come also. With a manner of caveman
cry, the fashion of expression which
happens to us, from back of civilization,
when primitive depths are stirred, he
threw his legs to the floor and reached
for the electric button, and, reaching,
knocked over the row of books on the
bed-table. Down they crashed in a cas-
cade; then the light was on; the man
stared about, searching to see, some-
where in the room—Lincoln, He had
been there three minutes ago: he did not
question that, he knew it. But the room
wias empty; the fire was gray ashes; the
air was cold. The governor looked at his
watch; ten minutes after three; carly -
morning. He found slippers and a dress-
ing-gown; then saw the umbled books
on the floor and stooped to pick them
up. The “Oxford Book :JIE English
Verse™; Edna St. Vincent Millay’s last
volume—Lily knew he liked try;
the latest “Book of the Month," rather
dull but painstakingly modern; Beve-
ridge’s “John Marshall”; and, look | —
Lily had chosen the books, for Lily
knew his hero-worship of Lincoln—
a collection of Lincoln’s speeches. He
held the sprawling leaves in his hands,
staring at the title, and glanced vp as if
the person who had made these sen-
tences, who had stood close just now—
as if he really must yer be about. His
heart pumping as if climbing steep
hills, he smoothed the page and exam-
ined. The signature at the bottom, “A.
Lincoln'™; not far above it a sentence
which separated itself; it might have
been S-:intcd in red type, it so hit his
cyes, this sentence:

“Hew honestly to the line; let the
Lord take care of the chips.”

Gardiner closed the book and placed
iton the table and sat down. He had got
his message. A sense of leisure pervaded
him; the load was lifted; his decision
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tbout the State Police bill was made,
Nhy, surely. Lincoln, the statesman,
he incorruptible, the American, had
ourneyed across the border in the dawn
-how sent the Lord only knew, but
1¢ had come—to tell another perplexed
imerican statesman what to do. This
ne would do it. Hewing to the line
ncant onc thing, to decide by one’s
onscience. All at once there was no di-
emma. He saw the question as Alice
vould have seen it, as Abraham Lin-
oln would, in terms of honesty on one
ide, of puln on the other. Both Houses
f the Legislature had passed this gond
All; he would not veto it hc would sign

:. That was that. Elccuun, popularity
.rith the working people, his future ca-
cer— 'Let the Lord take care of the
hips." Those things were chips, the
word’s affair, not his; his affair was to
ccp his hands clean, The State Police
Ul would be signed,

Smiling, he put “de noses er de
hunks togedder” in the dark fireplace;
lames sprang cheerily; sitting by them
i thought over the event of the night,
ts thrill yer in his veins. Now he knew
vhat MNed Rogers, the bishop, had
ncant when he tricd to describe faith,
it could not be described any more than
lir, but it was as real and as important.
Never could he prove to any one that
Lincoln had come in the night and set-
ed a political question for him; but he
ad. He knew 1t; human mentality, as
Logers had said, was not the last word;
iroof was not all of belief; there was an
cean made of nﬂmglhle: stuff called
ruth and he stood high enough now,
¥ SOINC mysterious llfunfg to lock aver

e iron mountains of reason and
limpse that sea. It sounded like foolish-
ess; yesterday it would have been fool-
hness to him; to-day he knew.

Yet it was a thing easy to explain
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away. He remembered how he had bent
ovet the row of books and read the
titles; it was easy to explain that one at
least of those names which he believed
had not registered in his brain had
caught there—"Speeches by Abraham
Lincoln.” Easy to explain that the tired
brain, twisting stll in sleep at its tan-
S:liﬂd problem, had constructed out of

at subconscious registry a theatrical
answer to the problem. That was what
everybody on carth would say, what
Gardiner himself would have said yes-
terday. Perfectly natural to say it, ex-
cept when, as in his case, one knew

Erwise.

Pale gray of morning drifted like
dreams into the room; Igirds began to
chirp sleepily; leaves rustled in a chilly
wind; the man sat by the fire and went
over and over the short minute of drama
just past. Why, par example, should Ab-
raham Lincoln travel from eternity to
boost him, one governor of one Sta[e
out of fortyeight, over a bad jum
At that, why Lincoln? Why not Was
ington or King Alfred or Moses? What
had Lincoln to do in this galére, in
Lily’s quiet old house? If Alice had
come— And at that a shock of joy
caught ham like a blow in the face; he
had not realized the largest significance
of that visit of the night. He had said
that if he could see one, only one, soul
from the unknown land, he would be-
licve in the thing unbelievable, a future
life. Lincoln come, was alive, was
an identity; why not Alice? God! Why
not? His face turned dark red as the
blood jumped violently. It was Lincoln
—it all turned on that—and he knew
beyond need of proof, he knear it was
Lincoln. He could never tell any one;
not even Lily, for not even Lily would
understand. But he did not need to well
any one; this thing was his own, and a
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fact. Being so, life and eternity shifted.
He would have Alice again; he did not
nowy doubt it. Doubled up in his dress-
ing-gown over the fire, the first sun-
shine of a bright morning touching him,
dancing around him, tfe governor ad-
justed himself to a titanic experience
and a new radiant outlook. After a
while he went back to bed, for 1t was too
carly yet to dress, and 1?’ awake, smil-
ing. Then he spoke aloud:

“But, Alice darling, why should you
stay away and pick Abraham Lincoln
out of the mass of the departed to be
your messenger £

To that, no answer; so he dropped
into a child’s deep sleep for two hours
more.

When a dinner at the Somerset Club
in Boston was to be arranged for the
newly reclected Governor of Massa-
chusetts, three months later, the presi-
dent of the club made oration to the
guest of honor as follows:

“You're fed up, governor, with poli-
ticians and Captains of Industry. If
you’'ll let us have an evening, we will
give you, instead of important affilia-
tions, a perfectly good time. I'll seat you
between the two most attractive dinner
men in America; of course you'll be at
my right.”

The governor chuckled. “It's settled;
I'll come. And I don't care who's your
rmming mate,”

“He's yet to be picked, but I'll use
judgment,” stated the president, who,
in fact, did rank as best company in high
cireles of good company. “Tt won't be,
likely, anything useful in public life;
merely the most charming fellow alive;
I have my eye on him, I believe. You
know I'll first have to hold forth about
you and the miracle you've put across,
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throwing awa clection by signin

an unpngular Eiﬁ::d then ﬁn&nﬁ thagt
the honesty of the State had risen o
meet your honesty, and that you werc
elected after all. I have to talk abow
that a bit. Most unheard-of political per
formance.”

“Tommy-rot,” said the governor
“Just one of the queer things that hap

. But you couldn’t keep me away
rom this (ﬁmcr with an axe.” He grin
ned with his boyish friendliness.

As, three weeks later, ffty or sixr
men sat down at a vast round table
the new governor glanced about at th
faces fitting—as chairs scraped and mes
found their allotted seats—into the
great circle; he listened with a satishe:
ear to trained, well-bred voices. A pick
ed lot; the cream of brains and breed
inE of the country. It flashed to hin
what the president of the club had saic
about the man on his other hand
“merely the most charming fellow
alive”; he twrned o see a lean, dar}
face carved with thought, brilliant witl
life, experience, mind. “Not overstated
I'm guessing,” he commented to him
self on the president’s promise. On
must like this chap, just to look at him
onc did; ev y did. There is no us
trying to describe charm. It has mam)
side qualities, to any of which it is ofter
ascribed, but it is independent of quall
ties; it is charm. One may be ugly, illi
erate, and common, and have it; i
happens. This man had stunnin
fnn};s:l-:and intellect and hrccdini,ggﬁ
the charm of him made one forget all
that. Nothing mattered except th
something about him which made it
delight to be with him.

*You're from Albany?" the gover
nor asked. *You know, of course, th
Loudonville people. I've a cousin there
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Mrs. Tom Martin. [ was stopping at her
house not long ago.”

“Surcly,” said the other. “1 know
them weﬁ, Tom and Lily. T was asked
to meet you that night. I was not in
town. I felt defrauded to miss you. By
the way, have you heard from them
since they made over the old house late-
ly, six weeks or so agor”’

“Why, no,” answered the governor.
“Lily is a bad correspondent.”

T{m other man scttled decper into his
-hair and laughed delightedly, a con-
agious manner of laughter which was
sart of his hold on everybody, anybody.

“There's a treat coming to me,” he
sgated. “T'me about to ha\éc the satisfac-
wn of telling you as a ghost-story
15 any old h-:il:lrs:: ever %Or::)lduc-cd."

“CGhost-story.” inquired the gover-
wr quickly. :

“No,” said the other. “Not exactly,
or the ghost’s lacking; but the stage is
narvellously set. I'll tell you about it.

Jo you remember the large bedroom at
Tory Trees’ which is above Tom's li-
rary e

“I slept there.”

“You did? And you didn’t see a
rhost "

The governor said nothing; he lis-
ened.

“Well, you see, six or seven wecks
go they took that room to pieces; plas-
er was falling, woodwork cracking;
hey had to do radical things to save it
Nhen the east wall was being stripped
if paper a workman called Laly.

* “There’s a double partition in here,
virs. Martin,” the man said, *There’s a
ort of eloset between, and 1 found a
Iress hanging up in it. It looks old. T
hought you'd better see about it.”

“Lily was surprised. ‘A dress?' she
isked. °I don’t know anything about a
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dress in that place. We have lived here
thirty years. Mr. Martin’s father lived
here twenty-six before us; I never heard
of a dress in there. Or a closet.’

“She hurried to the room. Sure
enough, there was a shallow space near
where the bed had stood. A charming
old room—you remember 1"

The governor nodded.

“There had evidently been a closet:
there were rows of hooks, and nothing
on them but this one dress, Lily lifted it
carefully, for it was evidently very old,
and carried it into her own room and
laid it on the bed: gone yellow, of
course, but it had been a handsome
white satin ball-dress, with a wreath of
artificial roses and lilacs across the front;
the roses were not very rosy, and the
lilacs dusty with years, poor things. But
what struck Lily at once and most was
a lot of dark stains, some big and some
a mere spatter on the skirt. They seemed
creepy to her, she said, those stains; she
beat her brains to think what they were
and why the old dress should have been
hung long ago in that secret place. The
wall was papered over, door and all; fit
to conceal it till doomsday. She couldn't
find a theory; so she put the haberdash-

into a guest-reom and showed it to
a few people, but no one could drum up
an explanation. One day I went out to
“Tory Trees’ for lunch and, as I like old
things, Lily took me up to sec her ghost-
dress. And somchow I hit on an answer.
I got very much of a thrill out of thatan-
swer,”’

The dark, brilliant, visionary eyes of
the “most charming fellow alive™ met
the governor's eyes. Then the voice
went on:

“Do vou remember the details about
Lincoln’s assassination?” the vibrating
voice inquired.
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“Lincoln " Gardiner started. And
then: “I do, yes.”

“The theatre-party, at Ford’s Thea-
tre. The President and Mrs. Lincoln
first invited General and Mrs. Grant to
go in the box with them, you remem-
ber #"

“Yes,” said Gardiner.

“The Grants failed, They were going
out of town. So the Lincolns cast about
for two attractive people and hit on a
young officer, well known in Washing-
ton, and his half-sister. These were
asked, and came, and were in the Ex-
ecutive box when Wilkes Booth fired
his shot, and—you sec? The stains on
the old dress were—Lincoln's blood.™

“But”—the governor shot the word
at him—""but, why the dress—in Lou-
donville—walled up? Where does it
connect?™”

“The old house—Lily's house—be-
longed to the girl's family. No secret
ahout that; everybady in Loudonville
knows that; Lily and Tom, of course,
know it. Tom's gathcr bought the house
from the family. The girl was probably
distracted as to what to do with that
dress, with those terrible, almost sacred
stains, She should have burned it up,
but she didn’t. Instead she brought it
home— All this is just my theory,
but I know it’s so. Likely she agonized
over it and its dreadful memorics, and
somehow, some time, she got it walled
up.”

The raconteur stopped with a dra-

matic gesture and stared at the gov-

crnor. A wonderful audience, the gov-

ernor; his eyes burned like lamps, lis-

tening; one had heard that he was tem-

Ecra mental; part of his strength and of
is weakness,

“Of course there's no roving my cx-
planation,” went on the story-teller.
“It's only my theory, but I'd risk my
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life it's the right one. What else, posa-
bly? The dress was there, hidden; the
stains were there; and the girl who lived
in that house had been through that his-
toric scene.”’

“You're right. There's no question,”
pronounced the governor, and his voice
was harsh and dominant. “Your theory
15 right.”

The other locked up quickly at the
inflection of assurance. “You know?
How do you know that, governor P Did
a ghost tell you?"

The governor was silent a moment
Then he spoke: “Considering the hele
I was in over our State Police bill at tha
moment”’—he spoke with a laugh tha
shook a little—""it really was up to any
ghost of Abraham Lincoln within hai'
to answer the 5. O. S, of a hard-pui
American, Don't vou think so?™

Temperamental himself to the ntd
power, quick-visioned, almost a sensi
tive, the club president’s best guest thrill
ed suddenly at the vibration of some ex
perience which he might never know it
words, which he did not need word:
to apprchend. A litde he glimpsed
through the ether which divides unlike
and unites kindred spirits; his brair
sang, answered like a wind-harp, to the
gusts of the governor’s brain reconstruct
ing a dim room, a panel of moonlight, :
face intimate to Americans. He coulg
not know, this guest, this flower ur]
Americanism, the message which hag
come from the open book on the floor
which was not less a message for its de
livery through modern print: “Hew t{
the line; let the Lord take care of thy
chips.” But the governor was reliving
the experience, and his neighbor, high
strung, psychic, got the atmosphere and
well-nigh the fact as if many words hac
told him.

“Wasn't it—a duty—if a ghost of
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Abraham Lincoln—maybe—was hov-
ering about that place—where his mor-
tal blood still existed—to help an Ames-
ican—a leader of the people—who was
fighting through—to— Don’t you
think so " shot the governor, ending his
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incoherent sentence explosively. His
face was aflame and his ioyish, honest
eyes, bared, with that hifelong, unsus-
pected trick of them, his whole soul.

The twe men stared into cach other’s
faces. And understood.



