10

THE CRITIC.

WANTED—A COMPANION.

! C;ldf-Tucd. )

CHAPTER V. A 1over. .

A glorious July day in Lrussels  Qut under the trees of the Parc white
capped bumies were sitting or sauntering with exquisitely dressed white
babies ; bigger babies with the daintiest of high-heeled chaussures played at
ball or chased buttertlies.  Belgian soldiers off duty leunged and ovgled the
bonnes ; foreign peaple, mostly English, locked abawt them, sat awhile, and
would walk off briskly, havingz, as they must say, * seen the Pate,” and so
must ¢ see ” something else,  Carriages weie beard rolling along ocutside
the Parc railings. the 1oyal palaco rose grand and majestic, and the: sentinels
by their little boxes paced an guard.

Miss Scott and her companion were some of the English, but they were
not restless like most of them  They sat on and talked, and the irl Ellen
‘Travers msde merry over some flirtation on the bench close by the one on
which she and Miss Scott sat.

They had been in Brussels a weeh, and they would stay one weck more.

Whether the lesser gaiety of the city caused it,or whether she pined for
home, Ellen Travers had been dull and sad. In her own room she had had
fits of crying, passionatcly controlled and yet as passionately indulged in
when the next hour of solitude let her 1elax her sclf-control.

Miss Scott, kindly old body, asked a uestion or 1wo, but the girl gave
no explasaticir, sud indeed Lecame so odd that Miss Scott hield aloof.

Xlen ahowed herself so coully dignified that she was unlike a girl, and
then a moment after throw berself into the most @*precating manner pos-
sible. Two such opposite styles of behaving could not be patunal. At
least, if natural, Miss Scout jucged that a little severity would be a tonic.

So Miss Scott held aloot. :

However, these vagaries had worn off and e gitl was her charmiog self
again.

§ « 1 hope there will be letters for me when we get back tw the hotel,”
Miss Scott said musingly.

* Yes ; you love your letters.”” LEllen was making figures in the gravel
with the tip of her sunshade ; she gave one the idea of being a girl wholly
at ease and free.

1« ] should think 1 did. I should fly home at once if my people neglec-
ted me as yourz do.”

* And I am so phlegmatic, I care not at all.
not fly home if I wished to do so.”

*1 am not a slave-hoider.”

“Indeed no! Dut I am your servant in honor, dear. How stilted that
sounds! Whean in reality 1 wish I were your scrvaut forever, and could
keep away from those people forever and aye.”

This was given with a burst.

“ My dear child I”  Miss Scott had her lips opea to ask all sorts of
questions as to the seemingly disjointed condition of the Travers family
2ffcction.  She stopped herself and closed her lipstightly.

“* My, don't tell me, child ; I don't want to know anything.”

Ellen was rosy-red.

* There is nothing I can tcll you,” she said with decision. 1 tried
oucc before 10 cut myself adrift, { cav't do it.  Aunt holds me. Talk of
tyranny ! 1 hate the very sight of the posiman ; only that is fuolish now,
because when I wrote to aunt I forgot—forgot,” she accented, * to give any
address. And I wroto you know from Paris.”

« Hsw wroug of you!”

* How right of me I Ellen was gay.

*Notatall. But 1amglad to say that your fault 15 repaired,” said
Miss Scott reprovingly, ** for you distressed me 50 when we first came here
that I wrote 2 few lines 0 your aunt asking if vou were subject to fits of
depression.”

“Ysudid not” Suddenly Ellen’s rosy face paled and her eyes wero
full of tecrer.  ** Fits of depression—ha, ba !" She got up from the iror
garden scat and walked swiftly and isriably across the sward and back 1
am to have no chance I she saud as she came up to Miss Scott.

<What did yousay 1 1 dad nor—"

** Nothing ; 1 did not know what 1 s2ill. 1 do not supposc it was any-
thing worth repeating.  Let us forget,’”” she went on more «quictly. ** Weo
cannot mend matters—alier matters, I wean. 1t would have been kinder
w have Ict aunt lose mne.”

** Jtis very strange.  Your aunt scems to arrange for you , she scemed a
most capable woman,” Miss Scoit began.

** Most capable woman !’ Ellen repeated uuder her breath. ¢ She is.”
By this time all impulse and fire had gone from tke girl, and she scated her-
scif by Mus Scott, mert.  The lady wondered.

As sho wendered, aad the silence continued between them, cach onc
entirely absorbed with Ler own thoughts, a genileman passing on the oppo
site side of the cenire fountain caught sight of them.

He sailed.  Then his tibned face—hce had bzen holiday making in the |
open air 1ot a forinight — culored red, and his grey cyes ighteucd.

He was evidently sure that his momentzry rccognition was a just one.
He walked away, turned down a side path, and presently re appcared with-
in atght of the two ladics.

‘hey did aot sce him.  They were rising and cvidently making for the
gate of exit,

The genrleman followed them at 2 moderate distance, and saw them
cates the naw Hotel de .2 Regence. It was his hotel aiso.  He was saus-
lied, he would secc them an hour hence at dinnes.  He had only asrived in

But how luzky ! 1 could

Brusscls that day.

He was the young Englishman who had been assisted by Ellen Travers
at the Poste Restants in Paris,

Without any bea.ing about the bush, or any descriptive scenes of love-
waking 1ill our readers came to the conclusion that this same John Everett
Newsom, son of the Newson, wi.0 was second partner in the well-known
firio of Baillie, Newsom and Graat, engineers, shall inevitably be the hero
of the play, we set him before them now distinctly in that character.

Lover ha cenainly was. e knew he had fallen in love at first sight
that morning at the Paris Poste Restante. 1le had seen no reason to com-
bat his paeston, and sought for Eilen, but when he found her ~t the hotel it
was on the day when Miss Scott and she were starting for Brussels.

He wade no sign then, but ashe had occupied a week in sight-secing he
filled a second weck in the aame way, going about the Bz:lgian towns and
country places in a happy unnrdered way of his own.

‘This was vot the action of an impulsive lover. Nu. But John New-
somn, aged iwenty-eight, was not impulsive. He was none the less suro,
however, of his love—surer than ever when he found himself in Wrussels.

At dinner he would speak to her.

She was not there,

In the widdle of diuner Miss Scott appeared.
secemed to expect a second lady, she said :

* Mademnoiselle does not dine ; she is ilL.”

Henceforth the dinner was an inane weariness to Newsom—he, too, a
healthy man who appreciated dinner.

A look of excitement flashed in Miss Scott’s eyes, as after a visit to her
invalid she returned to the ~alun.

1 hope mademoiselle is not seriously ill,’”” Newsom asked~1sked reservedly.

¢« She is not ill—she is hysterical,’’ with rosentment. “' I know of noth-
ing to upset her ; do you?"

&t I ?n

“\Well—no,"” with a change to dsprecation.
acquaintance, as 1 fancied. I am sorry.”

“ She’s a dear girl, but something straoge has come over her.”
Scott began to knit with vigor. She could not baar to off:nd aayone.

* L am sorry,” came without thought from Newsom. *¢ Your friend did
me so kingd a servico in Paris, I weuld like to thenk her. I was nearly
losing an importam letter.”

“ You do not speak French ?"

“ Only very bad French.”

So talk began, and it continued sufficiently to establish a friendship.

Meauwhile Ellen Travers had locked her door-—it faced Miss Scott’s
deor on the opposite side of a long corridor—Ilocked it so deftly that not a
sound could b- heard One may do this with evea a rnsty lock if one is
careiul, but Eilen had a habit of always oiling the lock of her room door.
Odd: 1Well, she did it, perhaps hecause she had lived with people who
did it ; nervous people dislike the creak of door-haudles and locks.

Ellen closed her door ; her face was white. She had in her hand 2
lotter ; there had bz2cn one for her and three for Miss Scott in tha letter-
rack as they entered the hotel.

Ellen's letter was on foreign paper—from Eogland. Before sbe rcad a
word she caught the address given at the top of the papsr,and with a
little gasp took up the torn covelope. It had bsen posted in Brussels.
Aud she had bzen aure in her belief that she alone of all her bome belong-
ings—she alone was across the silver streak, and free of Eaglish ties.

The Itule gasp steadied her nerves. Even a patch of color mastered
;.h: whiteness of her cheeks, and stie was solf.controlled whean she read her

citer,

She read it a sccond tims, a thivd time.  Then, with an expression of
self-will and a fi <h of light in her eyes, she said half aloud :

*“No I will cutdo it. 1 obszy no more.”’

But even in saying this she obeyed, for she held her letter to a lighted
candic and watched the paper burn away. It was obzdience to the writer
of the letter.

To the waiter, who

“] sze you are uot an

Miss

CHAPTER VI. LES TROIS SIRENES.

s Trois Sirenes was a place of cvening cntertsinment in Rrussels
affocted by men.  Music, smoake, coflce—other liquids wo. The fewile
clement was present, but the ladies who composed it were scarcoly ladies
*in scciaty.”

Joho Newsom was taken to Les Trois Sirenes by two mea he had made
friends with iu his hotel.

They smoked and they sipped their coffzc at a little table, and they
listenzd to music—first-rate music.  Iat smoke was the feature of the place
—smoke that Llurre S the over-brilliant gas and everything.

Iatar on a parniy of two ladies and two men took the table next to New-
som's. They were Faglish, or at least spoko the English tongue. Oac
might be a foreigner, nota Frenchinao ora Belgian. Bat the oac altractive
personage was a lady, a lady of perfect grace and bearing, who wore much
nich bleck lace about her head and shoulders. .\ momentary glance at this
12dy's face thrilled Newsom.  Was there not a likeness?  Bat no, theidea
was absurd.

The lady returned Newsom's glance, returnsd it uncompromisingly.

Then Newsom called himsell a fool—disloyal to faacy such a brazen
face like the face of the woman he could love !

The fair-haircd teutonic-looking man spoke.

*1 like not Brossels,” he said.

** And 1 do,” the lady in black lace said, your huge London and Paris
docs not suit ry health.”

* The tasto of Madam Gavill is just.” The sccond min shragged his
shoulders ironically.

Bencath the shrouding tace the lady’s white hair wads her noticeable as
well as the striking voice,



