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W HEN THE ICE WAS B3ROKEN
How a Pîiure Started an Interesting Romance

By M. de L. BARTLETT

TIIE pitiless glare of the hot Indan sun made
the distant plain quiver; even the white of
the tents was too dazzling to contemplate
for long. The heat in the small hili sta-

tion was so great that even the insects were still.
There seemned no lifeý anywhere.

Out in the shady verandah in bis long cane chair
la>' Captain Maurice, a long iced drink fixed firml>'
in the arm ready to hand, a pile of letters and news-
papers reposed on the table drawn up close to bis
lounge. Hus sun-bat was tilted over bis tired eyes;
he la>' still and iniert as though fast asleep. Pre-
sentI>', bowever, one hand stole out toward8 the
glass, he raised it to bis parcbed lips and drardc
long and deep.

"Oh! for old England, and a climate in which
one can live!1' he sighed as he set the glass down
empty. "Hlere existence is merel>' a foretaste of
hereafter! WJhat wouldn't 1 give to, be in England
now, out of t1lis sweltering heat and eternal mono-
tonous drill."> He stretched himself wearily, and
as he ,did so bis eye caught the gleamn of the letters
and newsp5 pers by bis side.

"The English mail-in already I Oh, jo>' and rap-
ture, this is indeed corn in Egypt 1"

Ne pounced upon the pile b>' bis sîde, as a starved
man fiings himself upon the food that bas been so
long withheld. For a long time no sound was heard
but the ran)id rinnino' nnern nfivl. -1. +1-

do you think of that-did you ever see such a beau-
tiful face ini your if e?

Ne handed the sniall sketch carefull>' across to
bis frifnd as if it were something too sacreçi for
ordînar>' everyday use. J ack Hunter examined it
carefui>', turned it over, and saw the writing on
the back.

She ought to make a name for herself," he said,
tenderl>'; "yes, it is beautifull>' painted," bie added,
as an afterthougbt.

Maurice leant over and snatched the sketch -ont
of bis band. "I didn't ask you, you idiot, for the
expression of your useless criticisms on the subject
of art, I asked you if you had ever seen a more
beautiful face!"'

"I know one more beautiful," jack Hunter said,
sententiously.

"My dear jack," Maurice cried, angrl>', "Lucy
mia> be a dear girl, she is of course one of the best,
but even ber best friend could not call her a beaut>'.
She simply cannot bold a candie to this girl."

Hus eyes devoured the sketch once more-greedil>',
absolutel>' absorbed.

At first jack looked furious, then he smiled
broadly. "Old friend of yours?» be asked, laconi-
cally.

uip under the tan, and laughed
ý-dly. "You got home there
ý'No, I bave nevrer seen ber;
iet in Florence while studying
ie is man>' times more beauti-
)oth in face and character-
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face up for closer inspection.
"f£Bobby, do you know, I arn getting qulte Jealous

ofthat sketch of Monica. You are always invent-
ing excuses to get me out of the way, so, that you
can lie and look at it and dream about the original.
Well, you shall see bier soon; ýshe is coming to town
almost immediatel>', and she prornised to'corne and
see me at once, and for once in your life I can
promise you with perfect safety that you will not
be disappointed!1 Good-bye; sweet, pleasant
dreams."

Left alone, Captain. Maurice opened his eyes, no
longer heavy with sleep, and gazed long and
earnestly at the sweet face in the sketch,' propped
up on an easel, exact>' in bis line of vision.

"No," he said, refiectivel>', "it was flot on>' the
sunstroke that bowled me ovier so completely-you
had your share in it, you innocentt-looking witch.
The sunstroke 1 amn recovering from, your dart is
fatal. Never, tili 1 meet you, shall I recover my
peace of mind, perhaps flot then. Who knows, the
last state, will most probab>' be worse than the
first."

The small face seemed to smile at him in Iofty
disdain, poised like a lily on its long white throat.
He sat up suddenly, reached acrougs, and took the
sketch in his hands.

"Is it onl>' Lucy's art, or are you real>' a subtle,
elusive sprite, wandering bere below by mistake and
seeking an outiet to escape back to the world of
spirits? Do you always wear that mocking smile,
or are you sometimes more human, you little witch ?
He raised the sketch to bis lips, and ldssed it long
and passionately.

"Oh, 1 arn so very sorry! 1 think the maid must
have made a mistake, this is not Miss Maurice's
flat.>

The clear, low voice, that hiad such a siippressed
ring of laugbter in it, roused Maurice from his
reverie. Hie raised bis eyes, and there, unless he
were stili d'reaming, stood the original of the sketch
he had been kissing so ardent>'. The same, and yet
flot the same-the living, breathîng woman in her
agitation was a thousand times more charnîing, more
alluring, and desirable.

She too hal-tuned owads the door, alarm
and uppessd mrthstruggln for expression in

ber face. Masses of red-gold hair gleamed f rom
beneath ber bat. Uer large black eyes regarded
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