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CHAPTER XII—(Continued.)

The best thing was to get the treaty
back, without a second of delay. As for
the detective, who was perhaps waiting
for me at the hotel, he would have to wait
longer, or even go away disgusted—nothing
made much difference now. Maybe, when
once I had the treaty in my hands, I
might send a messenger with a few
cautious words to Maxine. No matter how
late the hour, she was certain not to be
‘asleep. -

The cab I had seen crawling through the
street had disappeared long ago, and no
other was in sight, so I walked quickly
on, hoping to find one presently. It was
now so late, however, that in this quiet
part of Paris no carriages of any sort
were plying for hire. Finally I made up
my mind that I should have to go all the
way on foot; but I knew the direction
of the Avenue Morot, though I'd never
heard of Rue de la Fille Sauvage, and as
it was not more than two miles to walk,
I could reach the house I wanted to find
in half an hour.

A few minutes more or less ought not
to matter much, eince “J. M.” was sure to
be awaiting me with impatience; therefore
the thing which bothered me most was
the effect likely to be produced on the
‘man when I could not hand him over the
diamonds in excha for the treaty.

Of course I didn’t believe that MMy
was a jeweller’s messenger, though possibly
I might have been less incredulous if
Maxine had not told me the true history
of the diamonds, and what happened in
Holland. As it was, I had very little
doubt that the rat of a man I had chanced
to protect in the railway carriage was no
other that the extraordinary expert thief

Duchess’s necklace.

Following out a theory which I worked
up as I walked, 1 thought it probable that
the fellow had been helped by confederates
"whom he had contrived to dodge, evading
them and sneaking off to London in the
hope of cheating them out of their share
of the spoil.
their vengeance, 1 fancied him flitting from
one hiding-place to another, not daring to
separate himeelf from the jewels: at last
determining to escape from Englaud, where
the scent had become too hot: reserving
a first-class carriage in the train to Dover,
and travelling with the kit of a golfer;
struck with panic at the last moment on
seeing the very men he fled to avoid, close
on his heels, and opening the door of his
reserved carriage with a railway key.

All this was merely deduction, for so
gar as I had eeen, “J. M.s” travelling
companions hadn’t even accosted him.
$till, the theory accounted for much that
had been puzzling, and made. it plausible
that a man should be desperate enough
to trust his treasure io a stranger (known
ouly through “photos in the newspapers’’)
rather than risk losing it to those he had
betrayed.

I resolved to use
diplomacy to extract
case containing the
Jearned that he was
diamonds in its place. and I had no more
than vaguely mapped cut a plan of pro-
ceeding before I arrived in the Avenue
Morot. Thence, I soon. found my way
into the Rue de la Fille Sauvage, a mean
street, to which the queer name seemed
not inappropriate. The house I had to
visit was an ugly big box of a building,
with rooms advertised to let, as I could
sce by the light of a street lamp across
the way, which gleamed bleakly on the
lines of shut widnows behind narrow iron
balconies.

The large double doors, from which the
paint had peeled in patches, were closed,
but I rang the bell for the concierge; and
after a delay of several minutes, I heard
a slight click which meant that the doors
had opened for me. I passed into a dim
lobby, to be challenged by a sleepy voice
behind a half open window. 'The owner:
of the voice kept himself invizible and was |
1o doubt in the bunk which he called his|
bed. Only a stern sense of duty as!
concierge woke him up enough to demnand,
mechanically, who it was that the strange
monsicur desired to visit at this late hour?

1 replied according to instructions. I
wished to see Monsicur Gestre.

“Monsieur Gestre is away,” murmured |
the voice behind the little window.

1 thought quickly. Gestre wes probably |
the “pal” whom “J. M.” had been in such |
a hurry to find. “Very well,” said I, “T’ll]
see his friend, the Engl'cshman, who arrived |
this evening. I have an appointment with |
him.”

“Ah, I understand. I remember. Is
it not that Monseur has been here already?
He now returns, as he mentioned that he;
might do?”’

Again my thoughts made haste” to!
arrange themselves. “The “monsi ur” who |
had called had probably aleo arrived late, |
after the concierge had gone to bed in his |
dim box, and become too drowsy to notice.
such details as the difference between |
voices, especially if they were those of i
foreigners. Perhaps if I explained that I|
was not the person who had said he would
come again, but another, the man behind
the window would consider me a com-|
plication, and refuse to let me pass at|
guch an hour, without a fuss. And of all |
things, a fuss was what I least wanted—|
for Maxine’s sake, and because of the]
treaty. I decided to seize upon the!
advantage that was offered me.

“Quite right,” I said chortly. “I know !
the way.” And so began to mount the
¢tairs. Flight after flight I went up, meet-,
ing no one; and on the fifth floor I found
that I had reached the top of the house.|
There were no mere stairs to go up. i

On each of the floors below there had!
been a dim light—a jet of gas turned low. |
But the fifth floor was in darkness. Some-!
-one had put out the light, either in curluss-:
ness or for some special reason. |

“There were several doors on each side|
of ‘the passage, but I could not be sure,
that I had the right one until I'd lighted|
a4 match. When I was sure, I knocked,!
but no answer came,

“He can’t -be out,” I-said to myself,!
cheerfully. “He’s got tired of waiting and !
dropped asleep, that’s all.”

I knocked again. "Silence. And then:
for a third time, loudly, keeping on until!
I was sure that, if there were anyone in
the room, no matter how sound asleep, |
I must have waked him.

After all, he had gone out, but perhaps
only for a short time. Surely, he would
soon come back, lest he should miss 1hoj
Leeper of the diamonds.

I had very little hope that. even on the
chance of my coming while he was away,
he would have left the door open. Never-
theless I tried the handle, and to my
gurprise it yielded.

“That must be because the leck’s broken,
and only a bolt remains,” I thought. *‘So
he had to take the risk. All the better.
This looks as if he’d be back any minute.
He wouldn’t like giving an enemy a chance |
to find his lair and step into it before
him.”

all my powers ¢f
from “J. M.” the
treaty,” before he
not to receive the

Followed by them, dreading|

|

It was dark in the room, and I struck|
another wax match just inside the |
threshold. But I had hardly time to get!
an impression of bareness and meanness|
of furnishing, before a draught of air from|
an open
flame, and at the same instant banged the|
door shut behind me. |
|

CHAPTER XIII.
Ivor Finds Something in the Dark.

There was a strong smell of paraffin oil
in the room; and from somewhere at the|

far end came a faint tap, tapping sound,
which might be the light knocking of a|
window-blind, or the rap or a signalling|
finger. !

If I could steer my way. to the window,
and pull back the drawn curtains, I might
be able to let in light enough to find
matches on mantelpiece or table. Then,
what good luck if I should discover the
case vontaining the treaty, and go off with|
it before “J. M.” came back. It was not
his, and he was a thief: therefore, 1 should |
be doing him'no wrong, and Maxine de
Renzie much good by taking it, if he had|
left it behind, not too well hidden when |
he went out. !

Guided in the darkness by a slight breeze}
which still came through the window,!
though the door was now shut, I shuffled!
across the uncarpeted floor, groping with.
hands held out before me, as I moved. \

In a moment I brushed against a table,|
then struck my shin on something which |
proved to be the leg of a chair lying over-|
turned on the floor. I pushed it out of}
the way, but had gone on no more than
three or four steps, when I caught my,
foot in a rug which had got twisted in aj
heap round the fallen chair. I disentangled !
myself from its coils, only to slip and;
almost lose my balance by stepping into|
gome spilled liquid which lay thick and!
greasy on the bare boards. |

The warm hopefulness which I had!
brought into this dark, silent room, was
chilled and dying now.

“T'm afraid there’s been a struggle here,”i
I thought. And if -there had been a!
struggle—what of the treaty?

There seemed to De a good deal of the
pilled liquid, for as 1 felt my way along,
more anxious than ever for light, the floor |
was still wet and slrppery; and theny in'
the midst of the puddle, I stumbied over
a thing that was heavy and soft to the|
touch of my foot.

A queer tingling, like the sting of ‘a;
thousand tiny electric needles prickled |
through my veins, for even before I
stooped and laid my hand on that barrier |
which was so heavy and yet so soft as it/
stopped my path, I knew what it would
prove to be.

1t was as if I could see through
dark, to what it hid. But though there
was no surprise left, there was a shock of |
horror as my fingers touched an arm, al
throat, an upturned face. And my fingers:
were wet, as I knew my boots must be. |
And I knew, too, ‘'with what they were;
wet. i
I'm ashamed to say_ that, after the first|
shock of the discovery my impulse was|
to get away, and out of the whole business, !
in which,. for reasons which concerncd
others even more than myself, it would |
be unpleasant to be involved, just at ths!
time especially. I .could go down-stairs
now, past the sleeping concierge, and with
luck no one need ever know that I had|
been in this dark room of death.

But as quickly as the impulse came, it
went. I must stop here and search for|
the treaty, no matter what happened, until |
I had found it or made sure it was not to|
be found; I must not think of escape. If]
there were matches in the room, well and
good; if not, I must go e'sewhere for them, |
and come back. It was a grim task, but|
it had to be done. (

Somehow, I got to the mantelpiece; and
there luckily, among a litter of pipes and |
Lottles and miscelianeous rubbish, 1 did|
lay my hand on a broken cup, containing;
a few matches. I struck one, which showed |
me on the mantel an end of a candle,
standing up in a bed of its own grease. |
I lighted it, and not until the flame wes!
burning brightly, did I look round.

There was but faint illumination,
it was enough to give me the secret of
the room. I might have cecn at a glance
as 1 came in, before the light of my last |
match was blown out by the wind, “had |
not the door as I opened it formed a'
screen between me and the dead man |
on the floor. i

He lay in the ‘mrdst of the wildest
confusion. In falling, h2 had dragged with
him the cover of a table, and a glass lamp
which was smashed in pieces, the spilled
oil mingling with the stream of his blocd.

the

yet!

| A chair had been overturned, and a broken

plate and tumbler with the tray that had
held them, were half hidden in the folds'
of a disordered rug. i

But this was not all. The struggle for!
life did not account for the conditidn of
other parts of the room. Papers were
scattered over the floor: the drawers of
an old escritoire had hzen jerked out of
place, and their contents strewn far and
near. The doons of a wardrcbe were open,
and a few shabby coats and pairs of
{rousers thrown about, with the pockets
wrong side out or torn in rags. A chest
of drawers had been ransacked, and a
narrow, hospital bed stripped of sheets and
blankets, the stufling of the mattross

{ pulled into small picces. The room looked

as if a whirlwind had swept through it;
and as 1 forced myself to go near the
body, I saw that it had not been  left
in peace by the murderer. The blood-
stained coat was open, the pockets of the
garments turned out, like those in the
wardrobe, and all the clothing disarranged,
cvidently by hands which searched for
something with frenzied haste and merciless
determination. i

The coming forethought of the wretched '
man had availed him nothing. I could
imagine how joyously he had arrived at
this house, believing that he had out-
witted the ecnemy. I pictured his dis-
appointment’ on not finding the friend who
could have helped and supported him. I
saw how he had planned to defend him-
welf in case of seige, by locking and bolting
the door (both the lock and bolt were
broken); I fancied him driven by hunger
to search his friend’s quarters for food,
and fearfully beginning a supper in the
midst of which he had probably been
interrupted.  Almost, 1 could feel the |
horror with which he must have trembled |
when eteps came along the corridor, when |
the door was tried and finally broken in
by force without any ery of his being)|
heard. 1 guessed how he had ruched to|

| only on finding the diamonds or some

lﬁung it aside, as a thing of no value.

Heaving the room; but first I would look

! only to find it empty.

!in a towel whuch hung over the iron rail-

! which the plants were dead and dry), laid

{ train_that nothing good could happen;

, with

penalty for his treachery; and yet in the
flickering candle-light, the stricken face,
blood-spattered though it was, seemed to
leer cunningly, as if in the knowledge
that they had been cheated in the end.
The confusion of the room promised
badly for my hopes, nevertheless there
was a chance that the murderers, intent

letters relating to their disposal, might,
if they found the ‘treaty, have hastily

Though the corridors of the house were
lit by gas, this room had rone, and the
lamp being broken, I had to depend upon
the bit of candle which might fail while]‘
I still had need of it. I separated it care-

and as I did so, the wavering light touched
my hand and shirt cuff. Both were
stained red, and T turned slightly sick at
the sight. There was blood on my brown
boots, too, and the grey tweed clothes
which I had not had time to change since
arriving in Paris.

I told myself that T must do my best
to wash away thesé tell-tale stains, before

for the treaty.

1 began my search by stirring up the
mass of - scattered papers on the floos,
and in epite of the horror which gripped
me by the throat, I cried “hurrah!” when,
half hididen by the twisted rug, saw
the missing letter-case. It was lying spread
open, back uppermost, and there came an
instant of despair when I pouneed on it
But there was the
treaty on the floor underneath; and lucky
it was that the searchers had thrown it
out, for ‘there were gouts of blood on the
letter-case, while the treaty was clean
and unspotted. ;

With a senee of unutterable relief which
almost made wup . for everything endured
and still to be endured, I siipped the
document back into the pocket from which
it had been stolen.

At that moment a board creaked in the
corridor, and then came a step outszide
the door.

My blood rushed up to my head. But
it was not of myee'f I thought; it was of
the treaty. If I were to be caught here,
alone with the dead man, my hands and
clothing stained with his blood, I chould
be arrested. The treaty must nct be fcund
on me. Yet I must hide it, save it. 1
made a dash for the window, and once
outside, standing on the narrow balcony,
1 threw the candle-end into the room,
aiming for the fire-place. Faint starlight,
sifting through heavy clouds, showed me
a row of small flower pots standing in a
wooden box. Hastily I wrapped the treaty

ing, lifted out two of the flower pots (in

the flat parcel I had made in the bottom
of the box, and replaced the pots to cover
and conceal it. Then I walked back into
the room again. A hand, fumbling at the
handle of the door, pushed it open with a
faint creaking of the hinges. Then the
light of a dark lanter. tlashed.

CHAPTER XIV.
Diana Takes a Midnight Drive.

Some people apparently understand how
to be unhappy gracefully, as if it ‘were a
kind of fine art. I don’t. It seems too
bad to be true that I should be unhappy, |
and as if I must wake up to fina that it
was only a bad dream.

1 suppose I've been spoiled a good deal
all my life. Everybody has been kind to
e, and tried to do things for my pleasure,
just as I have for them; and I have taken
things for granted—except, of counse, with
Liza. But Lisa is different—different from
everyone else in the world. I have never
expected anything from her, as I have
from others. All I wanted was to make
her as happy as such a poor, little, piteous
creature could be, and to teach mywelf
never to mind anything that she might
cay or do.

But Ivor—to Be dirappo'nted in him, to
be made miserable by him! I didn’t know
it was possible to suffer as 1 suffered that
day he went off and left me standing in
the railway-station. I didn’t dream then
of going to Paris. If anybody had told me
[ would go, I should have said, “No, no,
I will not”” And yet I did. I allowed
myself to be persuaded. I tricd to make
myself think that it was to please Aunt
Lilian; but down underneath I knew all
the time- it wasn’t that, really. It was
because I couldn’t bear to do the things
I'm accustomed to doing every day. 1 felt
as if I shculd cry, or scream, or do som>=-
thing ridiculous and awful unless there
were a change of some sort—any shange, |
but if possible some novelty and excite-
ment, with people talking to me every
minute.

Perhaps, too, there was an attraciion
for me in the thought that I would be
in Paris while Ivor was there. I kept
reminding myself on the boat and th2

that Ivor and I could never be as we have |
heen Jbefore; that it was all over betwezn
us for ever and ever, and through his fault. !
Bat, there at the bottom was the thought
that I might have dons him an injustice,
because he had begged me to trust him,
and I wouldn’t. Just suppose—something |
in myself.kept on saying—that we rhould
by mere chance meet in Paris, and he
chould be able to prove that he hadn’t
come for Maxine de Renzie’s sake! It
would be too glorious. I should b2gin
to live again—for already I'd found out |
that life without loving and trusting Ivor |
wasn’t life at all.

He couldn’t think I had followed him,
even if he did eece me in Paris, because T
would be with my Aunt and Uucle, and
Lord Robert West; and I made up my
mind to be very nice to Lord Bob, much
nicer than I had ever been, if Ivor hap-
pened to run across us anywhere.

Then that very thing did happen, in the
strangest and most unexpected way, but|
instead of being happier for seeing him, I]
was ten times more unhappy than before—
for now the misery had no gleam of hope
shining through its blackness.

That was what I told myself at first.
Rut after we had met in the hall of the
hotel, and Ivor scemed confused, and |
wouldn't give up his mysterious engage- |
ment, or say what it was, though Lira.i
chaffed him and he must have known|
what I thought, I suddenly forgot the |
¢light he had put upon me. Instead of |
being angry with him, I was afraid for |
him, I couldn’t have explained why, un-
less it was the look on his facc when he
turned away from me.

No man would look iiie that who was3
going of his own free will to a woman
whom he was in love, that same|
queer Something whispered in my ear.
Instead of feeling sick and sorry for my:=elf

the window, opened it, only to stare down -'“

at the depths below and return des-|
perately to stand at bay; to protest to|
the avengers that he had not the jewel.s;}
that he had been deccived; that he was|
innocent of any intention to defraud them; |
that he would explain all, make anything|
right if only they wc uld give him {ime. ‘l

But they had not given him time. They i
had punished him for robbing them of

and desperaiely angry with him, it was
tvor 1 felt sorry for.
e
e
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West as if T'd forgotten that there was
such a person in the world as Ivor Dundas.
I even turned my back on him before he
was gone. Still I saw the tragic look in
his eyes, and the dogged set of his jaw.
It was just as if he were going away from
me to his death; and his face was like
that of the man in Millais’ picture of the'
Huguenot Lovers. I wondered if that girl
had becn broken-hearted because he
would’t let her tie round his arm the
white scarf that might have saved him.

It is strange how ones mood can change
in a moment—but perhaps it is like that;
only with women. A minute before, Ird
been trying to despise Ivor, and to argue,

- f . s & . ‘ 5 | just as if T'd been a match-making mamma
window blew out the struggling' fully from its bed of grease on the mantel,,to myself, that it would be a very good |

thing if I could make up my mind to marry |
Lord Bob: that it would be rather nice!
being a Duchess some day; and that be-'
sides, perhaps Ivor would be sorry when
he heard that I was engaged to somebody
else. i

But then, as I said,, quite suddenly it:
was as if a sharp knife had been stuck intu,
my heart and turned round and round. I:
woulni have given anything to run after|
Ivor to tell him that I loved him dread-|
fully and would trust him in spite of all.

“You look as pale as if you were going
to faint,” eaid Lisa, in her little high-
keyed voice which, though she doesn’t !
epeak - loudly, always reaches  to the!
farthest corners of the biggest rooms.

I did think it was unkind of her to call
everyone’s attention to me just then, for
even strangefs heard, and turned to throw
a glance at me, as they passed.

“Tt must be the light,” I said, “for I
don’t feel in the least faint.”” That was a
fib, because when you are as miserable as
I was at that minute, your heart feels
cold and heavy, as though it could hardly
go on beating. But I felt that if ever a'
fb were excusable, that one was. “I'm!
a little tired, though,” I went on. “None!
of us got to bed till after three last night; |
and this day, though very nice of course,|
has been rather long. I think, if youl
don’t mind, Aunt Lil; I'll go straight to:
my room when we get upstairs.”

We all went up together in the lift, but|
I said good-night to the others at the door|
of the pretty drawingroom at the end of
Uncle Eric’s suite.

“Shan’t I come with you?” asked Lisa,
but I said “no.”” It was something new
for her to offer to help me, for she isn’t|
very strong, and has always been the one:
to be petted and watched over by me,|
though she’s several years older than I am,

Aunt Lilian had brought her maid, with-
out whom she can’t get on even for al
single night, but Lisa.and I had left ours|
at home, and Aunt Lil had offered to let,
Morton help us as much as we liked. I
hadn’t ‘been shut up in my room for two |
minutes, therefore, when Morton knocked |
to ask if she could do anything. But I
thanked her, and sent her away.

I had not yet begun to undress, but was
standing in the window, looking along the
Champs Elysees, brilliant still with electric
lights, and full of carriages and motor-cars
bringing people home from theatres and
dinner-parties, or taking them to restau-
rants for supper.

Down there somewhere was Ivor, going
farther awpy from me eveny moment,
though last night -at about this time he
had been telling me how he loved me,
how I was the One Girl in the world for
him, and always, always would be. Here,
was 1, remembering in spite- of mysel;t"
every word he had said, hearing again the|
sound of his voice and sceing the look in!

| his eyes as he said it, There was he, going'

to the woman for whose sake he had been|
willing to break with me.

But was he going to her? I asked my-
clf. If mot, when_they bad chaffed him|
he might easily have ‘mentioned what his!
engagement really was, knowing as h> must |
have known, exactly how he made me|
suffer. ! : |

Still—why had. he -looked so miserable, |
if he didn’t care what I thought, and was
really ready to throw me over at a call |
from her? The whole thing began to|
appear more complicated, more mys:erious
than I had felt it to be at first, when|
I was smarting with my disappointmentl
in Ivor, and tingling all over with the,
humiliation he s2émed to Have put upon |
me, .
-¢Oh, to know, to know, what he’s doing,
at this minute!” I whispered, half aloud,!
because it was comforting in my loneliness |
to hear the sound of my own voice. “To
know whether I’'m doing' him the most
awful injustice—or not!”

Just then, at the door between my room
and Lisa’s next to mine, came a tapping,
and instantly after the handle was tried. |
But I had turned the key, thinking that|
perhaps this very night might happen—|
that Lisa might wish to come, and not
wait till I’d given her permission. She
does that sort of thing sometimes, for she!
is rather curious and impicsh (Ivor calls!|
her “Imp”), and if she thinks people don’t |
want her, that is the very time when she
most wants them,

“0Oh, Di, do let me in!”” she exclaimed.

For a second or two I didn’t answer.
Never in my life had I liked poor Lisa
less than T'd liked her for the last four |
and twenty hours, though I'd told mys=elf!
over and over again that she meant well,!
that she was acting for my good, and that;
gome day I would be grateful instead of |
lcnging to slap her, as I couldn’t help|
doing now. But always before, when she
has irritated me until I've nearly forgotten|
my promise to her father (my step-faths'r)g
always to be gentle with

her in thought|
and deed, I have felt such pangs of remorse
that I've tried to atone, even when there!
waen’t really anything to atone for, except |
in my mind. I was afraid that, if I refused !
to let her come in, she would go to bed |
angry with me. And when Lisa is angry |

she generally has a heart attack and is
ill next day.

“Di, are you there?’ she called again.

Without answering, I went to the. door |
and unlocked it. She came in with a|
cush. “I feel perfectly wild. as if 1 must|
do something desperate,” she said.

So did I, but I didn’t mean to let her|
know that.

“I'm going out,” she went on. “If 1:
don’t, I shall have a it !

«Qut!” I repeated. “You can’t. It's |
midnight.”
“Can’t? There’s no such word for me|

as. ‘can’t,’ when I want to do anything |
and you ought to know that,” said she.|
being ill that ever stops me,!
and Im mot ill tonight. 1 feel ms ifi
clectricity were flowing all through me,i
making my nerves jump, and I believe you
feel exactly the same way. Your eyes are
az big as haif-crowns, and as black 2s ink.”

“[ am a little mervous,” I confessed.|
And I couldn’t help thinking it odd that|
Lisa and I should both be feeling that;
elg:trical sensation, at the same time. |
“Perhaps it’s in the air. Maybe there’s|
going to be a thunderstorm. There are|

clouds over the stars, and a wind coming; .

up.”’
“Maybe it's partly that, maybe n«.)t,”‘
#5id she. “But there’s one thing I'm sure
of. Something's going to happen. :
“Do you feel that, too?” I broke out
before 1’d stopped to think. Then I wished
[ hadn’t. But it was too late to wish.
Lisa caught me up quickly. . ‘
“Ah, I knew you did!” she cried, look-!
eerie and almost as. haggard ag a|

ing as : ’

witch. “Something is going to happen.

(lome. Go with me and be in it, whatever|

i |
“No.”

W. F. YOUNG, <
Springfield MassdfCanadian Agents: LYMAN
SONS & Co.,

either.” But she was weird. She seemed

. with me I shall drive alone.
' be no harm in it, either way.

beauty. My voice sounded undecided, and
I knew it. :

“Of course I'm not asking you to wander
with me in the night, hand in hand
through the streets of Paris, like the Two
Orphans,” said Lisa. “I'm going to have
a closed carriage—a motor-brougham, one

belonging to the hotel, so it's quite safe.!

1{s ordered already, and I shall first drive

. and drive until my nerves stop jerking and

If you wont drive
But there’ll
I didn’t
know you were so conventional as to think
there could be. Where's your brave, in-
dependent American epirit?”

“I’m not conventional,” I said.

“Yes, you are. Living in England has
spoiled you. You’re afraid of things you
never used to be afraid of.”

“I’'m not afraid of things, and I'm not
a bit changed,” I said.. “You only want
to ‘dare’ me.”

“T want you to go with me. It would be
0o much nicer than going alone,” she
begged. “Supposing I got ill in a hired
cab? I might, you know; but I can’t stay
indoors, whatever happens. If we were
together it would be an adventure worth
remembering.”

“Very well,” I said, “I'll go with you,
not for theé adventure, but rather than
have you make a fuss because I try to
keep you in, and rather than jyou should
go alone.”

“Good girl!”
pleasant and purring, now that she had
got her way; though if I'd refused she
would probably have cried. She is terrify-
ing when she cries. Great, deep sobs seem
almost to tear her frail little body to
pieces. She goes deadly white, and some-
times ends up by a fit of trembling as.if
she were in an ague.

“Have you really ordered a motor cab
I asked.

“Yes,” said she. “I rang for a waiter,
and sent him down to tell the big porter
at the front door to get me one. Then
I gave him five francs, and said I did not
want anybody to know, because I had to
visit a poor, sick friend who had written
to eay she was in great trouble, but wanted
no one except me to know she’d come to

my head throbbing.
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aris.
“] ehouldn’t have thought such an
elaborate story necessary to a waiter,” I

remarked, tossing up my chin a little, for I'

don’t like Isisa’s subterranean ways. But
this time she didn’t even try to defend
herself,

“Let’s get ready at once,” she said.
“I'm going to put on my long travelling
cloak, to cover up this dress, and wear
my black toque, with a veil. I suppose
yo’ll do the same? Then we can glip out,
and down the ‘service’ stairs. #The carriage
is to wait for us at the side entrance.”

I looked at her, trying to read her
secretive little face. “Lisa, are you
planning to go somewhere in particular,
do something you want to ‘spring’ on
me when it’s too late for me to get out
of it

“How horrid of you to be so suspicious
of me!” You do hurt my feelings! I
haven’t had an inspiration yet, so I can’t
make a plan. But it will come; I know it
will. T shall ‘feel where we ought to go,
to be in the midst of an adventure—oh,
without being mixed up in it, so don’t
look horrified! I told you that something
was going to happen, and that I wanted
to be in it. Well, I mean to be, when the
inspiration comes.”

We put on our hats and long travelling |

cloaks. I pinned on Lisa’s veil, and did
my own. Then she peeped to see if any-
one were about; but there was nobody
in the corridor. We hurried out, 'and as
Lisa already knew where to find the ‘ser-
vice’ #tairs, we were soon on the way
down. At the side entrance of the hotel
the motor-cab was waiting, and when we
were both seated inside, Lisa spoke in
Trench to the driver, who waited for

| orders.

“I think you might take us to the Rue
d’Hollande. Drive fast, please. After
that, T’ll tell you where to go next.”

“Is this your ‘inspiration’?” I asked.

“I’m not sure yet. Why?” and her voice
was rather sharp.

“For no particular reason.
curious, that’s all.”

I'm a little

We drove on for some minutes in silence. |

I was sure now that Lisa had been play-
ing with me, that all along she had had
some special destination in her mind, and
that she had her own reasons for wanting
to bring me to it. But what use to ask
more questions? She'did not mean me to
find out until she was ready for me to
know,

She had told the man to go quickly, and
he obeyed. He rushed us around corners
and through street after street which I
had never seen b2fore—quiet streets, where
there were no cabs, and no gay people
coming home from the theatres and din-
ners. At last we turned into a particularly
dull little street, and stopped.

“Is this Rue d'Hollande?” Lisa en-
quired of the driver, jumping quickly up
and putting her head out of the window.

“Mais oui, Mademoiselle,” I heard the
man answer. ‘

“Then stop where you are, please, until
1 give you new orders.”

<] ghould have thought this was the
sort of street where nothing could possibly
happen,” said L.

“Wait a little, and maybe you’ll find
cut you're mistaken. If nothing does, and

! we aren’t amused, we can go on somewhere

else ”’

She had not finished speaking when a
handsome electric carriage spun almost
noiselessly around the corner. It slowed
down before a gate set in a high wall,

! almost covered with creepers, and though

the street was dimly lighted and we had
stopped at a distance, I could see that the
house behind the wall, though not large,
was very quaint and pretty, an unusual
sort of house for Paris, it seemed to me.
Scarcely had the electric carriage come
{o a halt when the chauffeur, in neat, dark
livery, jumped down to open the door; and
quickly a tall, slim woman sprang out,
followed by another, elderly and stout,

! who looked like a lady’s maid.

I could not see the face of either, but
the light of the lamp on our side of the
way shone on the hair of the slim young
woman in black, who got down first. It
was gorgeous hair, the colour of burnished
copper. 1 had heard a man say once that
only two women in the world had hair of
that exact shade: Jane Hading and Maxine
de Renzie,

(To be continued.)

Reginald— ‘Would you love me just the
same if T were poor?’ Alice— ‘What's the
use of imagining such distressing things?
I love you too much even to be willing to
imagine you in poverty.”’—Some jlle Jour-
nal. :

A

fhd free with
treatment
pea, Ul-
g of the
1ods, Uter-
growths, also
Melancholy,
: or Bowels, Kid-
les, where caused
You can
fent at home at a cost of

fu

Hot K
Pai
ne

¥

c®ftinue trea

only about

“Woman’;
¥

eent free on request.

Own Medical
Write today.

Adviser,” also
Ad-

T said. “And you -austn’t' go Address Mns, M. Summers, Box 70, Wind- | board will have an inspection of the plants
1

sor, Ont.

exclaimed Lisa, quite|

WITH WORK DONE
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Director of Manual Training
Inspects the New St. John

Department.
T. B. Kidner, provincial director of

manual training and household science
echools, is at the Dufferin. He has been
inspecting the new department for these !
lines of school work recently opened in
the building in Waterloa street. To a re-
porter Tuesday evening, inquiring as to the
progress of the work, Mr. Kidner said
that he is well satistied with the start’
that has been made. He found the boys in |
| the manual training department thorough: |
i~1y interested in their work and said that|
| the drawings he had seen were particular- |
ly good. Each boy makes a regular work- |
ing drawing to scale of the piece of work '
he is to carry and Mr. Kidner considers
this a very important part of the train-|
ing, especially in its bearing on the future
technical education of such pupils who
;g!fay take up constructive work in after;
| life. |
| Two rooms are equipped for manual
training, but only one is at present occu-
pied, although the other will probably be
brought into use in the near future. H.
V. Hayes, the principal instructor, has a|
very attractive looking room; the orderly :
array of desks and implements presenting
an excellent appearance. Numerous speci-
mens of wood and examples of work adorn
the walls and help to broaden the scope,

ciation of their practical work. '

In the household science room, Mr.
Kidner found Miss Bartlett busy at work
with some keenly interested classes of
gx'rls. The morning sessions are at present
divided between lessons in home nursing
and emergency aids and instruction in the
preparation and cooking of sample dishes.
As in .the manual training room, the
work is considerably aided by the bright
room and well arranged equipment.

At each cooking lesson some particular
principle is taken up and notes are made
upon it by the girls, who then proceed to
work out in practice the principles enunci-
ated in the theoretical talk. Altogether,
Mr. Kidner expressed himself as thorough-
ly pleased with the excellent beginning
which has been made.

New Departments Elsewhere.

Asked as to possible new departments

for these subjects in the province at large,
?he director said that the next would be
in the fine new school now nearing com-
pletion in Sussex. The new Consolidated
school at Hampton is settling down well,
and household science and manual train-
ing form an important part of the course
given there.
_-Mr. Kidner also said that he was follow-
ing with great interest the efforts now
lbemg made in Ontario and Nova Scotia
‘to _establish evening technical schools,
! which ehall supply the demand for some |
| sort of continuation ‘work along manual;
and practical lines. Four such schools are |
to be started in Nova Scotia within the
! next few weeks—one each at Halifax,!
Sydney, Amherst and New Glasgow—and |
are to be taught as far as possible by prac- |
tical men engaged in active daily practice
of the subjects to be taught.

The Massachusetts commission on in-|
dustrial  education and efficiency has!
strongly recommended the establishment |
of eimilar schools throughout the state,|
and it seems as if a general development in |
this direction is likely to take place all|
over North America within the next year
or so.

PROPERTY DISPUTE,
BETNEEN WIFE AND
HUSBAND, IN COURT

Interesting Case from Chatham, in
Which Contract Made Before Mar-
riage Figures.

The case of Francis Druet vs. Louise
Druit, ‘a case between husband anda wife,
was before Mr. Justice Barker in equity !
Tuesday.

The suit arises over the disputed owner-
ship to certain property in the town of,
Chatham, which is now standing in Mrs.i
Druet’s name. The husband claims that
the property belongs to him. and on his
behalf an injunction was obtained some
days ago restraining Mrs. Druet from dis-
posing of the property.

His honor Tuesday ordered that the
injunction be continued until hearing,
with the condition that the wife was to
draw from the property sufficient for her
maintenance. M. G. Teed, K. C., repre-
sented the plaintiff, and H. A. Powell, K.
C., represented the defendant.

The case has aroused much interest in
the town of Chatham, and has about it a
romantic flavor. The couple were mar-
ried in Belgium and before marriage they
entered into a contract before a mnotary.
| The man was a blacksmith and after the
| custom of women in Belgium she assisted
him with his work besides keeping a small
wine shop. In 1888 the couple left Bel-
gium and settled in Chatham. The hus-
band worked in the pulp mill at Miramichi
and other places, and learned to be a
“cook,” the name given to a man who
i boils the pulp.

He had given his wages to his wife, it
is said, who has managed everything, and
kept a small beer and cigar store. There
is a family of three children.

She claims that, under the arrangement,
she was to have the proceeds of the busi-
| ness, provide for the family and receive
| her husband’s wages after he had provided
% for his own personal needs.
| She has succeeded in accumulating in

this way and she owns real property to
the value of $35,000 and cash in the bank
to the amount of about $5,000. The hus-
‘ band has been living apart from his wife
for the last year. He has now brought
 suit, claiming that all the accumulation is
J) rightly his and asking the court to decree
‘t.hat she give up to him all the money,
mortgages and real estate.

Besides the husband’s earnings and the
profits from the shop, Mrs. Druet has re-
j ceived from her fathe&’s estate about $500.
The husband relies on) the contract made
in Belgium prior to the marriage, and the
| wife claims that she was deceived into
| signing the paper and she further claims
that a large portion of the money was
children and by her

‘-given her by her
father.

| At the meeting of the board of health
i Wednesday afternoon one of the inspectors
| reported that practically all the large
milk dealers had decided to install plants

cents a week. My book,] for washing the milk cans and that the |

| smaller deslers were making arrange-
| ments to have them wash their cans. The

and to give the boys an intelligent appre- |1

°  VWhat
Acetylene
1Is

Acetylene is without exception
the best illuminant in the world
to-day.

This gas is formed when
Carbide comes in conta

water.
~ Carbideisa , dark-
colored substan gran-
ite.

It consists lime and
coke.

electrical furnace, at a temperature
of 4,000 degrees. ‘

When you realize that it requires
1,800, degrees to melt iron, you
appreciate tl':zh intensity

light.
You will have the be#t light if
you use I:g Calcium Carbide.
We have some interesting facts
that we would like to send you
about carbide. Why not write
for them to-day?

The
Shawinigan Carbide
Co., Limited,
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Solicitors for the Bank of Nova Scotia.
Long distance telephone connection.




