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“The genersl fosls as -
answered. “Your American sfiita-
tions stand you in good stead.
one fact which makes us consent
@l to your going is that
pared to surround them
day. If you can get th
cape suspicion for several
will be safe. You may tell them the
French 75's are being placed tonight
by the big bridge. They will recognize
the peculiar bark of that gun and
know you are telling the truth. I need
not go further. The less you know the
easier your task will be, for you are
wholly unsuited to su#h a despicable
role,” and he took my hand affection
ately in his own.

He then questioned me minutely
about Captain Frazer’s condition and
spirits and, looking at me flong and
steadily, said, “You '@re the e
But he broke off abruptly and handed
me a khaki overcoat. puttees, shoes
and cap.

“Put these things on over your
nurse’s uniform when you start. Now,
get a few hours' rest and at dawn
walk boldly out and down 'the road.
Follow it for three miles—the lines
break there—and when you see me
showing a map to a sentry by the aid
of my electric flash run quickly by and
make for the open. A few shots may
be fired, but have no fear, they will be

Ior the benefit of any spies who may
be around. The German patrols will
be watching for you; however, take no
chances; leave your coat and ciap and
approach their lines with your Red
Crobs uniform in plain sight. = Don’t
wear even your own uniform coat: it
is wiser. Once through you will report
to the officer in command. and what
ever else you do keep cool. A favorite
method of theirs is to humiliate and
insult a prisoner until they wear his
nerves down and then trick him into a
damaging admission. - Tell Yyour story,
which is a simple one, and stick to it
and always. keep in mind that a few
hours at best and our men will be
there. I don’t believe they can con-
nect you with the movement before
that time, and their trumped up charge
against Ian will hardly be considered
valid by the officers higher up. After
all. it's the hazards of war. God#bless
youn. my brave child, and I feel we
shall meet again. that this s not to he
a tragedy.”

I slipped back into the room. The
old woman was awake and had missed
me.  For a moment I was frichtenas

3.

lest she had heard, but her' woids.
hateful -

zl ’. n i ::“ . & = ‘t\) 2 i ) ; & _l". #o
dered when before in the world a géod
Wwoman had ‘been really happy at being
accused of having a lover. But my
mind waw too occupied to dwell long
on that subject and I began thinking
of Ian’s brother—he seemed 8o kindly,
yet so detached, as if' life were a river
and he was gitting on the bank wateh.
ing it go by. I vaguely began to re-
call incidents relating to him. ouly his
name hadn’t some way remained in
my memory. About 4 I got up, slipped
out into the hall and dressed, crept
downstairs and out into the blinding
Snow. As I trudged along 1 ate my
breakfast—a cake of chocolate which
1 had bought the day before.

For some time I had gone along, see-

ing no signs of life, and then. moving

: y shadows, I came upon g
8quad of bombardiers, ‘They made a
strange picture, recalling traditions of
medieval fighters. Around their mid
dle they carried some twenty or thirty
bombs, little cylinders fastened on a
long stick, around which fell streamers
of ribbon. ‘This clothing suggested
mixed breed of Scotchmen and red In-
dians, who had taken to' wearing the
Indian headdress as a kilt. | had
heard many #orles of what their work
was like In the ‘trenches. .Cronching
down among the barbed wire cutan.
glements, with their supporting infan-
trymen, who earried fixed bayonets,
they raised themseives a ‘Httle from
the earth and, seizing one of their rock-
etlike bombs from their beits. grasped
it by the stick and haurled it high nbove
the rampart. -k twists and travels un.
certainly through the air and finally
by the force of equilibrium supplied
by the stréamers' of ribbon plunges
straight as a plumb line into  the
trench. :

Not. wishing to be observed, 1 stood
motionless, watching them until they
had passed quite out of sight.

A little way farther on I was won-
dering if | might not miss my way in
the snow when suddenly from an fnn
there stepped into the road’ three khaki

One of them fell behind to
light a cigarette, and by the flame of
the mateh I saw it was Lord N. He
dldn‘tlppeartoseeme.andtheﬂxree
went on talking about.the best way to
drain a trench without clogging.

It was still dark and snowing heav-
fly, and 1 would undoubtedly neyer
have found my way but for the star-
Hke glare of the German rockets. 1
heard, too, the big guns as they boom-
éd out now and then. but they
would bhave left me quite thfused as
to‘directions, 1 had walked hours be-
fore I saw any. traces-of the German
lines.

nan

CHAPTER XWVI.

A Man’s Life.
EMEMBERING Lord N’s ad-
-monition, 1 bad intended as
-soon as 1 felt the sentry was

near to throw aside m

fvoat, but the snow was

AT Sohamn

wet | was chilled ro thie bone g CHT
ered at the thought ofleuving it no |
was still weariug cup. vont 4nd nil
when | beard ' the Sentry cull wnl.
“Who goes there?r' .

“A friend!™ I erled' back quickly ai.
advanced and gave the countersign
Evidently I was expected, as he di
rected me 0 go a half mile farther

J to heel. 1
thought idly they looked like football
players at the end of the third quarter.

I bhad just begun drinking my tea
when the door opened and a familiar
figure, bundled in a great coat, came
in the room. In an instant I recog-
nized him; it was Von Schulling. He
came straight over to me and said
very gently: “Fraulein, Ive come for
you. T am leaving tonight for home on
leave, and I wanted to talk with yon.
and this seemed a good opportunity.
As soon as you are finished we had

i el e, -

| fact, not almost annihilated. after our
. heavy fire day and night, wiey will

better - be off. They are anxiously
awaiting you down there.”

I no longer wanted anything, and he
tossed a coin across the table, and we
went out to the waiting motor.

I dreaded the ride. In fact. I shrank
from it in a sort of nameless terror,
but again I was to find the big black
thing that loemed. only loomed and
nothing more. We were hardly started
before .he: began. Speaking English,
he said: ;

“Miss Bleneau, first I want to ask
you to forgive the many unthinkable
discourtesies I have inflicted upon you.
I think over and over how dear and
kind you were to me when I was il
in your hospital. I am afraid you
can’t forgive what happened there. but
I want you to Know toat 1 ans swery.
He paused. evidently awaiting a reply.

I turmured that it was all forgottea
as far as I was concerned.

“You are an angel,” he said, with a
catch in his voice, “to say that.” and
then be began anew. *I came to meet
you today because you are in danger.
and I want to help you. [ know you
far too well to believe for one moment
that you placed those guns for ns fair
ly: They.” he said contem ptuously, nod-
ding in the direction of headquarters,
“may believe you are a Latin and can
love to the obliteration of all else, but
I know vou. and I told them so in the
beginning.” :

I parted my lips to speak. but he an-
ticipated my question. “Nobody - has
told me anything. . Not one of ns has
any reason sofar to suspect yon played
anvthing but fair::bns | am ne certain
Sf # now as if 1'had sEeRYone; espty
move. You do love Fraser with anl
ment, would ever make yon sel ous
your own. How you did it, what hap
pened, I don’t know, and,” he hastened
on. “I don't wish to krow; but, whas
ever happened, we shall know it, and
that almost at once.”

Without waiting for me to Speak e
continued, “When the firing® begins
again, if theirs is not diminished, in

know the truth—that their gans and
gunners are safe, fresh fe. an attack,
while we have been Poumsiing away at
dummies and—1I don’t gnow what may
happen.” After a pause, “Perhaps
nothing until they know definitely,
have actual proof, and then you will
be”— He turned to me as white as
death. *“I can't Lear to think of it
I've seen so much—things too awful to
repeat—I shudder.” :

He paused, it seemed ninutes, and
then said gently: **Adele, dear, come
with me—marry me—I am afraid 1 am
dome for as a soldier—we shall go
away out of all sight and sound of
war, back to your home in Louisiana,
anywhere you say. 1 am sick of it”

' I had been so stunned at his words; |

he had said a great deal too: much be-
fore I had sufficiently collected my
wits te speak. >

“Don’t, please; it's useless and hope-
less. I don’t love you. Captain vom

Schulling, and_thatlsthemmhv

everything.” :
“Is it Frazer?” he asked bluntly.
*“Yes,” I scarcely more than whisper.

2 ¥ 4
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wiling, Captamn
et .10 lan and my thought
Sehulling were interruptea iy
out tv me. “Frao-
at once by his es-
1 wed bim. | bad @o
get mervous or to . ibink of
say. Censequently | was caiin
entered.  The commander i
Wwas no longer there, and in nis
84t an erect dignified man with
deep set eyes and square cbig.
© would bave been handsome had bis
ce been a little less heavy. Al bis
sternness I felt was a mask.
. "Is this the girl?" e said to an oth-
cer beside him.
“Xes, your excellency.” i
. “What 18 your name, and what wag
your mission?" he said.
Telling him my name in full, 1 ada-
ed, ‘“To place the big guns of the Eng-
lish”—

tiresthiess,

el

i
it
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“Have you succeeded?” he asked.

*“Have 17’ 1 questioned in turn. ™I
thought so.”

To the officer beside Bim bhe said,
“Has she?”

“Yes, your excellency, but”=— '

*Good,” be said, interrupting. *“What
were you to receive in exchange for
your—your work, fraulein?’ and with-
out stopping for an answer weat on,
“The stake must have been a rich one
to tempt a gir] like you.” and he look-
ed me over slowly from bead te toe
and then back again. 1 was still wear-
Ing men’s shoes. He smiled as they
caught his eye. “Yes. a very high
price. What was it?” abruptly.

“A man’s life.” I answered. looking
et him canaraly

“Who is the man and what 1s fe7"

*“He is Captain Frazer of the Indian
army.‘sou of Lord L., and he is my
patient.”

“Your patient”" and he smiled. “Youn
were a very devoted nurse, I shoiild
say.” with emphasis. ' “A [ifé." he re-
peated. *“Was his life in danger?"

“He had been accused of being a spy.
and 1 was told that unless | brought
back the location of the battery by to-
night he would be shot.”

"What had he done?” he asked, turn-
Ing to the officer pear him. Before the
officer could repir to rhe question the
telephone ‘on ‘his' desk rangz?géfeuﬁ_j.

S

and his excellency ‘taok’

of the man near 'Iilm\'a_nd’pe D’ spee

stopped me or molested me,
f ran to Ian’s room. He
was standing at the window. and. even
laboring under ‘the great excitement
‘that I was, I noticed he was wearing
his uniform. ' nearly reached his side
e be realized my presence, so pro-

lost was he in his thoughts

-be turned and saw me for one

brief moment the hard lines around
his mouth softened, and over his face
there came a fleeting expression of
bappiness mixed- with almost bewil-

| dermest, and 1 beard him murmur,

“Adele!” At that moment there came

a sonnd as if a dozen guns boomed

Dear us, followed by another and an-

other in quick succession. The whole
building trembled.

His voice shaking with emotion, he

l: “Al day and night they have been

The din has been hell itself let

At first our guns replied, and

- enemy's fire grew heavier

persistent. ours grew fainter

Inter, antil now our batterles do

eak at all. Through it all I have

come in, circle around, signal'

i sall away. At first it never

me—I couldn’t have formu-

Iated such a thought—that you, you of

; Even when I overheard an
eflicer tell another that some one had

given it, I wouldn’t—couldn’t—believe
it was you! But as I lay there, tor-

ed. “Will they shoot him as a gpy?”
‘“Perhaps General 8. might have done

u: ]t;.m,mdnea -you have left Prince A

o “taken command, and he

doesn’t ‘play the game,’ as the :

lish say, that way,”

attempt at

Wwell, but that’s past now; you did go, ’
you did trick us, and now—what’s to
be done?”

ed‘.'l’ve probably got to pay.” I answer-

“Not as my wife,” he said. “My fa-
ther is not only a financial powes,
which is a very important

tion now, but one of the kaiser’s near-
est advisers, As my wife you will be
safe, honored and, more than that,
with God’s help, happy. We may have
fanlts, it is true, but no man can
truthfully say we are not geod hns
bands.” lhadtrledngunnndlglh
tostemthetorrentothhwom-.but
it was useless. Only by waiting until
he had finished could j hope to be
m § ”

. 1 said, “sorrier than I
ordntoteuyon;butmyln-

ke a man on the rack, with my

torn out of my body, I began to
the only reason our Tom-

there were mot returning the

because. these devils must

been given the range or they

% have literally annihilated us.

X to wonder. I coula see 1t an—
the trenches pounded to pulp and
those who were not dead or dying fall-
Ing back before the deadly fire. Who
had given it? For certainly somebody
had done it thoroughly. Even then my
reeling brain fought back the hideous
suspicion that haunted me. And now
—You're here. By the devil's own luck
Yyou were able to escupe safely. No, it
wasn’t luck. It was because you trad-
ed on the decency in some man who
believed in You—your childlike, wistful
expression, your frank, innocent beau-
ty! God! That’s easy enough—men are
like children. fools! 1. the biggest fool
of them all. for | adored you—in the
whitest shrine of my soul I enthroned
'you. But. thank God, that has passed!
I know you' for what you are, and I
bate you! Your soft. warm arms, your
‘beautifuil €yes—my God! How Iloathe
the night I was carried to that hospi-

swer is final. But in spite of the pain
of it all, | wouldn't ;

1 would ‘rather bave died out

-sHatched ‘the receiver. m.h“tﬁ‘ernﬁ,}&;‘

and watched their cursed;

in the world, were giving |

]
That posseéssion wives - Yow Liew
{ you. worshiped you, aud o
f ] you woutki! he iy wiie Vo
 wanted that. and to gratify your tu
y passion you bought wy life with

of my comrades—my men, per
w ::‘nn’mj Jown brother! ' Great

Geod! 1.am going mad! Leave me be
re 1 strangle you: My one prayer

is that I shall never see you again!"

times I had been on the
z to him and screaming

but 1 was beld buek=

feared we might be over
thought never vnce came
ne. Had I been saner | would have

wn that it was for that very pur.

pose I had been allowed to go fo lan's
room. But at that time no thougzht
of any such material thing. cawe to
me. 1 was so absolutely stunned.
erushed, that I bad no words with
which to defend myself. Oniy one
idea came and persisted: [an had
thought ‘me capable ‘of this heinous
thing. while even Von SchuHling had
known better. 1 staggereq from the
room and fainted.
® ] * » » * =
It was an hour later wben rhe order
had been siven for the evaciation of
the hospifal, and | was desperatery
needed that | came back to conscions
ness and fonud & litt'e German nurse
over me. Afterward I learn
ed that lan’s speech and my failure to
defend myself probably saved, if not
8ur lives, certainly for the time being,
our liberties, for it never occurred to
thke listeners that I would have aceept-
¢d his demancistions unless'1 had been
gullty.

So much had bappened, so much that
was supremely vital in my life, that it
was only when I heard tHe beginning
of the last fierce onglaught that [ re-
membered Lord N. had assured me
there would be an attack in force that
morning. Galvanized into life by this
recollection, 1 struggled to my feet
with some half conscious idea of find.
ing Ian. I had staggered only a few
steps when the commander of the hos-
pital called to me that all the patients
bad been sent away in ambulances,
motors and carts except half a dozen
to whom an order for evacnation would
be their death warrant. To attend
these men he was leaving myself and
another nurse, a German sister. As he
turned to go I cried out:

*“And, Captain Frazer, what have you
done with him?”

“Oh,” he answered. with a sneer.
**His highness Prince E, says you have
paid for his liberty, and that if he es-
capes the carnage of today he is free
a8 far as he was concerned.” He look.
ed steadily at me for a moment and
then said hastily: “We have a proverb
in Germany. ‘When thieves fall out
bonest men get their dues.’” He pro-
nounced ‘the word honest with biting
sarcasm. A spy who was desperate-
ly wounded 'in getting through the
lines reported that you gave false in-

thttthe-pywuﬂghttndﬂntﬂn
men were subsidized by that fool, Von

eem——w  Weeo RIVEr U uicy yuu te
generated into a sentimental weak.
ling.”

“And the prince,” 1 asked, trembling,
“what did he say to this?” ,

“Oh, he' Bt .that as nobody
could actually prove anything his or
‘der should stand.”

To my great relief, he turned on bis
beel and disappeared down the stairs.

moment later and his motor flashed

gi’g’

when a shell dropped

The ceaseless din terrified
experienced physical fear for
my life. I longed to
comfort him, but to
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CHAPTER XvVil.
The Final Charge.

HE lttle  Gerraan nurse, who
had remained with me, came

ward, trying to nerve myself to be of
Some help, some comfort to the men.
I am afraid the effort wounld have been
a futile one had I not found the b
there, dressed in his robes, his figure
erect, his bright, black eyes flashing.
He was at once a comfort and an in-
spiration. Passing from one man to
another, German or French, Protestant
or Catholic, he had a ringing word of
cheer or a gentle phrase of comfort
for all. ' His own courage was superb.
From time to time he went to the win-
dow and looked out through the glassés
to seq how the battle was going. Sud
denly he exclaimed:

*The bayonet charge has begun! Mj
children, thednngerrornsupusedr'
Saint though he was. he was still ho

| man. lrmtowardhimandukedbo-

seechingly:

“Pather, are we winning?" !

“Look!” he said in a voice rendered
ealm by effort, and he pushed me to
the window. I adjusted the binocu-
lars, and there came before my eyes a
picture that for all time is graven on
my heart. It was the last terrible at-
tack.. The Germans had placed num-
berless machine guns behind hundreds
of barbed wire entanglements. As our
men advanced. sweeping all before
them with a rush. the Germans fell
back and allowed them to come on
i With hardly a shot until
barely a hundred yards away. Then
came the rattle of machine guns and
; the crack of rifles, -

"My God. it's madness!™ I heard the

f:rmat!on as to the guns, buf several '

he | OF the fiying men maintain_that you-

bles, ‘ﬁg:mﬁmmuwmeﬂm&nv
| th %m‘ g “)m ‘

being placed. My personal opinion is

tq-ylthatthemenwereneed-ﬁ
ing wus, they were getting into |
4 panic, thtereddowntothobig'

they were’

bishop moan. Above the din the com
mand of an English officer was borne
10 us on ‘the breeze. one word-
*Charge!” The men responded with
demon-like flerceness. I covered 1ay
face with my hands and prayed. but |
was drawn again by an firresistible

for every one that advanced two fell
out. - ‘With machine guns firing 750
volleys a minute how could anything
live? The line wavered, but only for
& moment. Once again [ heard that
terrible command—“Charge!” And the
men with quick precision made for the
gaps in the barbed wire, where by
some miracle some highlanders had
lived for five minutes, cutting it. The
snow bhad ceased. and the sun Yame
out, picking up the bayonet tips until
‘they- gleamed like burnished siiver
Then ¢ame the last supreme effort—
shots at close range, a desperate rush
and finally cold steel at close quar-
ters. [ bad always heard the Germans
cvuld not stand against the bayoner
charge. Would it prove true today?
Under the deadly fire of the machine
gnns the English line seemed onee
again to wavsr, bat unly for an in-
stant: then. seemingly out of nowhere,
cgme a rush of black faced. white tur-
baned Sikhs! How thev velled? 'And
how they ebharced! ‘Novhiug but death
could stop them. They were so close
that through the glasses we could see
their eyes flashing and their teeth
glistening. As if in'a dream I remem-
ber hearing the bishop saying: “It is
the — Sikhs. They are avenging their
captain.” Involuntarily my eyes turn-
ed to the room Ian had occupied. I
was dumfounded at what I saw. He
was on the balcony, his head bare, his
hands folded. As he stood, tall and
straight, his face white as chiseled
marble, he seemed detached somehow,
as one watching the fearful scene from
a great bheight. A sudden clash of
sounds recalled me. The men were very

“Surely, you don’t hate meX

! close mow. I could hear their voices. :
It was contagious, inspiring, - 1, too,
was a barbarian and longed to
them. We could even hear the mes
shouting, ““That’s one for Mons!”
as an officer fell 1 clearly ‘heard
landers!” But high above all else
the terrible yell of the Indians. T

uf rode recklessly here

By some strange fate he

i I saw him rein up his

,and heard him call to his men

“Surrender,” while he himself sat

lmly, revolver in band, awaiting
death.

“They may be Huns.” said the bish-
op sadly, “but no man can say they are
not brave.” : !

An orderly came hurriedly up and
asked the bishop to go downstairs. He
was wanted.

Stairs and voices calling my pame. I
paused to listen, amased and rather

bishop reappeared and behind him s
handful of “Tommies.”

“Come, my child,” he called to me.
“the men want to speak to you.”

Lost in wonder, I mechanically went
toward them. They were outside the
ward in a long corridor. I had hard-
ly reached the door- before I heard
Again the shout, “Sister Adele!” I look-
ed up at the bishop questioningly, but
he only smiled, patted my hand, and
said to the men, “This is Sister Adele.”
Two of them caught me up and started
down ‘the stairs. I probably. would
have fainted had not the- bishop kept
repeating: “They are only big children,
bumer them, humor them!”

They carried me out on the terrace
of the chateau, and at a signal gave
“Three cheers for Sister Adele” I
was dumfounded. Then they told me
‘it was something about the guns. I
was emparrassed, confused, humiliat-
ed. for 1 had really dor- ~-""

fascination. On our men came. but ;
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it turned out. When at last they \'-ert

gether | g5

pillar gazing
at me. His face was drawn and hag.
gard. | don’t remember how I got to
3im, but in a second I Was there. |
wds no longer angry or even hyr
Self was completely forgotten, | was
only- frightened at what I 8aW in hj,
face.

“Ian,” I cried, “are you fl1?”" [, did
oot answer. but looked at me With the
most hopeless expression 1 haa .. __
Seen.  Tdurely, mow that you Enow
didn’t — you — you don’t hate me™
Drawing me hastily into a littic office
near where we were standing. he saig
passionately:

“Hate you, dearest! The only hate iy
my heart is for myself. I have knowy
you were innocent ever since | finish.
ed rhat vile tirade and you lookeqd yp
at we—it was just a moment, |yt it
was enough. T knew the truth.
rashed after you. but when halfway
across the ry>om the door closed, and [
heard the key turned. Whoever hag
been listening had locked me ip I
:called to you. | pounded on the dnor
[ rang frantically, bu: it was nll o
less’, When the attack began 1 (on;
some awful thing might happen and |
=hotld vever be ahle to toll you. to hee
your forgiveuess
In desperation. 1 Lroy. Ui
window and got out on the little ha.
cony in the mad hope of attracting the
attention of some one who might ting
Fou. T was still there when the final
charge began.”

“Weren't they glortous, superb, your
Indians”—

“They are as brave as the bravest,”
he replied. *“I love every brown face
of them. But, oh, Adele, I was too
beartsick at that moment to care very
much one way or the other. Will you
ever be able to forget, dearest, the
things I said? Can a lifetime of devo.
tion atone?’ :

He paused, waiting for an answer,
I tried hard to think of the right thing
to say, but it was hopeless. Looking
up into his eyes, all the veils were [ift-
ed from my own, and for an instant [
felt my very soul was bared to him.

In spite of his long illness, he hag
strength enough left to crush me in hig
arms. [ felt his heart beating furious-
ly against my own, which sounded in
my ears like distant cannonading. He
kissed me again ang again, while |
lang to him as though T fenred the
next moment. was to separate us for-

P wae hosido ooy

throy |

o

The next day we went to Paris, and,
though the train was an bour late,
’s father and mother were waiting
us. I was still wearing my Red
uniform, which, of course, was
and worn, and 1 rather dreaded
eeting them. :

We were the last to pass through the
i tion gate, but they bad been watch-
usfor severni secotds: *ian kisled

%§?E
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it I her voice, “If's

'to " ¥ou ‘again, my boy”
father and son shook hands, and
Spoke, but their handclasp last-
nany seconds. And then Lady L.
and kissed me. The father
At me searchingly, but kindly,

T
i

m her, who said quite calmly, but

m

n, holding both my hands, said,
i , for at least once in my life I
not pointed.”
'Was 80 happy that T longed to kiss
dear woman who had given my
life, but I was afraid. English-
Women, I had always heard, were so
cold But, yielding to an impulse, [
timidly. kissed her on the cheek. I[n a
moment her arms were about me.
At lunch we discussed our immedi-

if

Bt

E

‘We were married the better.

And so it ‘was settled. We were
married In Paris, crossed the channel
and quietly slipped through London—
bome.

The days that followed were perfect,
the weather was lovely, green trees,
coming spring and happiness making
Ian quite well again. .

Several weeks later after I had final-
ly decided to give up nursing Ian ex-
pressed a desire to visit' Meirut hos-
pital in Boulogne, where several of his
Indians were ill, and we had passed
through the big wards and stopped in
one of the smaller ones to speak to 2

frightened. The next moment the |

wounded Sikh when the nurse lifted the
basket arrangement used to cover
| wounded limbs and exposed a_ terribly
- ahattered leg. ‘I had seen a hundred
- worse cases, but in an instant I felt
| myself going, everything swam before
me, and then all was blaek. The nurse
instantly put a piece of eotton soaked
with aleohol to my npostrils, and lan
carried me ont into the air. I was my-
self again in a few minutes, and after
making our adieus we set out in a
closed cab for our hotel. Ian was si
lent for a time; then he said very ten-
derly:

“Don’t you think, dear, you had bet-
ter see a doctor before we leave Bou-
logne?”

1 felt the color come to my cheeks,
but I'turned my face to him and we
looked Into each other’s eyes solemnly
a moment, and then out of sheer joy
of it all we laughed like two children.
He caught me in his arms and kissed
me until I lay stilled and quiet against
his heart. Outside the rain dripped
and splashed against the windows of
the stuffy old cab. But then, it seems
to me, it is always raining in Boulogne

THE END.
e J
The Angel.

Wifie—1 am trimming op rast yeéar's
hat to save the cost of a new Jone!
Hubby—How good of you! You're a
perfect little angel. my dear! Vifie—
Am I? Then pive me $10 to buav
aipgs - [Exchauve 7
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Wheat (Acd
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Barley (According to|
m’ung barley, nol
. Féed barley, nomin
J”%kwhut (Accord:

Nominal.

Rye (According to
No. 3, new, $1.05 to
No. 1 commercial,

Manitoba Flou
First patents, in ju
Second patents, in j
Strong bakers’, in j
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New, winter, a,clcor
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8 sbt:o $5.30, nomina

ifedd (Car Lots,

" Freights, Bagd
Bran, per ton, $26.
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Good feed flour, pe
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S Straw (Track
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Fall wheat—New,
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loose, $7 per ton.
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25.
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