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(Continued)
“l will not take up your time; I
see you are languid this morning.

The ball was fatigving, but it "'i

sweet—inexpressibly ‘Jweet to me.
You know why, I am sure.
have already guessed what I wish teo
say to you. I love you,
Vasco.
my life, at your feet!”

Nina was troubled.

“I thank you,” she said, tremulous-
ly. “Believe me, I am very
that I—"

“Stop!” he Interruptei,
“Do not yet answer me finally.
did not expect it. You have
krown me long enougb I have of-

fered no credentiala. When ] re-|

turn, in two montks, I will

them.

unworthy, by birth or fortune,

ter. What 1 ask now

will think of me while I am away, |

and you will give me now a hope
thet I may win you.”

“I shall tbink of you kindly, Cap-
tain Alvera,
but—but I can not—"

“Stay!"” he broke in
his brow darkening. ‘d know
heart is sore because of a recent dis-
appointment; but if you still love
that villain, I can prove to you posi-
tively that he never cared for you—
only for ycur money.
why he—"

“Silence, sir! How dare you?" in-
terrupted Miss de Vasce, pale with
indignation. “You have no right to
pry into my affairs; you have no
right to speak to me of them!”

“] have the right of a man who
honestly loves you, and not your for-
tune. I have also the right of—But
let that pass until my return; then
yeu ghall know, Miss de Vasco—
Nina, you can not mean to leave me
without hope! You can not
that you encouragzed me. Last night
you permitted me to te!l you—"

“Oh!” she interpcsed, trying to
laugh off the embarrassment and re-
gret she felt, “don’t hold me to what
happened last night, any mcre than
1 would hold you—

“‘When the viols played their best,

Lamps above and laughs below;
“Love me” sounded like a jest,

Fit for “yes” or fit for “ro.”.’
You have had many a
flirtation before this, Capiain
vera."”

“No,
acegrily.
8o you
nizht!
Nna?
me?”

“Yes, Captain Alvera. I am sorrY
tliere was any jesting last night. For-
give it. I shall answer you with
plain truth today.
the honor you have done me;
czn give you no hope that
ever love you well enough
cept your hand.”

your

Al-

by hecven!” he exclaimed,
“] am not 2 man for trifiinz.
were playing with me last
But you will do g0 no more,
You will be in earnest with

but I
I will
to ac-

His dark face grew a shade dark-|same hour that I am.

er.
“Is this final?”
“It is final.
put me out of your mind.”
“l will not put you out

he asked.

of

mind, Nina de Vasco, and you will|& sensation, that

oitterly repent rejecting my
Let me warn you, my proud signora,
i is in my power to injure you ter-
ribly; and I belong to a vengeful
race.”

“You threaten me!"” cried Nina,
quick with scorn flashing into her
face. “I had made the great mistake
o! supposing that Captain Alvera
was a brave man, a man of honor."”
. He winced, pulling his black mus-
tache fiercely.

“One forgets honor when one lov-
es, and feels that he has been
wronged,” he sald. “Threats! Nina
dc Vasco, believe me, you will find
to your cost that what I have sald
is no idle threat. You will find it
when I return, two months from
now, if you still refuse my hand. I
will say no more today; time press-
es. [ leave you with this saying;
keep it in mind while ] am away:
Accept my offer, and I will devote
my life to your service; reject it,
and I will bring down ruin on your
head!”

He was standing in the door-way
when he spoke. He raised his hand
as if registering an oath. A look of
mingled love and malignance glowed
in his eyes as they rested ‘on Nina's
beautiful, scornful face. Before she
could epeak he was gone.

She stood where he had left her.
The cold, contemptuous look faded
from her face, and one of troubled
apprehension took its place.

What had Alvera meant? He
spoke 8o confidently. Was it possi-
ble he could injure her—ruin kher—
as he had said? But how? .

Perhaps he had mesnt to frighten
ber into accepting him, to play a
black-mailing scheme upon her—she
being an unprotected helress,

No one knew his antecedents. He
was probably a free lance—an adven-
turer, who had made his way into
socléty by means of his fascinating
personnel, his romantic story, and a
Jittle money, showily spent,

And what had he meant by offering
ty prove that Grafton had sought
her only for her money? She felt
that this was true; but proof would
help her to feel it more deeply. SBhe
wished she had let Alvera epeak—
anything to make her feel more bit

that I can assure you;!
| This was the doubt that crept into
|

impetuously, | Nina’s mind as the day waned, and

I lay my hand and my heart ;
sorry | 1ad waited a few hours, you need

eagerly. |
|
no:‘slood me, though I have labored to
|

bring |
You shall see that I am not
to |
claim the hand of De Vasco's daugh-!
is that you |

I can tell you |

|

deny |

|
|

I thank you for|frocks.

ter toward her false lover—to drive
him utterly out of her heart.

“Ah, well! this marriage will dig a
gulf there will be no passing,” she
said to herself, as she went slowly

You | back upstairs.

| Mrs. Childs, burning with anxious

Nina de |curiosity, came to meet her.

“Well?” she asked.

“Captain Alvera did me the honor
of offering me his hand.”

“Oh, my dear child, if oenly you

’nog have asked a man to marry you.”
“Mrs. Childs,” returned Nina,
sternly, “you surely have not under-

nake plain to you that I do not
|want a husband in the domestic
I do not want either a mas-
ter or a lover. Alvera would be
{both. I will not give up my freedom,
nor will 1 ever again open my heart
tuv love. Therefore, I want a legal
'husband only, and I have secured
yone. If he does not fail me” she
added to herself.
CHAPTER V
“If he dces not fail me.”

| sense.

! the evenins(—her marrizpe evening
approached. What if he should not
come? In that event, what public
mortification would be hers!

For she had burned her ships be-
hind her. The fact of her prospec-
tive marriage tonight had been an-
ncunced; it had even been published.
She had sent this note to Miss Van
Dyke, whose bridesmaid she would
be tonight.

“Dear Helen,—I shall have to tell
you my secret. I have kept it till
tbe last moment, for a reason |
won't stop to give you now; but it
may as well be made known now,
aed you shall be first to hear it. 1
tco, am to be married tonight. The
fcrtunate—or the unfortunate—man
is Mr. Warringten Lee. 1 have never,
I believe, mentioned his name to you.
Now say that a woman can't keep
a secret! Well, I should like
have my marriage follow yours, at
Grace, tonight. The good doector
won’'t object to tying two knots in
succession; and you, mavourneen, |
am sure, be glad to have me follow
your example su promptly.”

The note was sent at noon, and

hall-room;James soon returned with a gusiing

rcply on scented paper.

“You sly puss”—wrote the fair
Helen—"No, indeed; never did you
breatie a word to me about your en-
gagement to Mr. Warrington Lee,

nor did you ever mention his grand |groom,” Nina said, with a laugh of | the same way, and then Miss de Vas-|have you come now—gfow that it is
fc'\ tookx her check-book from a draw- | too late?”

He's the luckiest man that [er of the ecseritcire, and tearing out |
a|two checks, already

English name in my hearing. [ sup-
pose he is English, the second son of
some Lord Lee, and you knew him
iz belle Cuba, and were bethrothed
to him while you were in short
But how could you treat us
Never a hint, and making be-
lieve all the while you were engaged
to—that other! Well, I'll forgive

s80?

| ¥ou, since you are to be married the

my | is 80 romantic, and will make

It's charming
to bave our weddings come together;
though I know, of course, nobody will

I beg that you will | look at me; they will have eyes only

for bride number two. Your marriage
such
resist

I couldn't

love. | sending a notice of the double wed-

ding to Cousin Bert. He's on the
‘Evening Age,’ you know, and always
80 delighted to get a society item.
So your mouse will be out of the bag
this afternoon, and tonight you'll be
the ‘cynosure of all eyes,’ as the
stock novelists say. Look your love-
liest, cara. Thine, Helen.”

Nina let the note drop in her lap,
and looked down ‘at it in silence for
an instant, Then lifting a white
fuce, she said, with a nervous laugh:

“S8o the die is cast; the marriage
notice is being published. No going
back now. I've burned my ships be-
hind me, Trixy, dear.”

“Ob, Nina!” Mrs. Child's fat hands
were clazped in horror, her round
face looked pale and scared. “But
it that man—Mr. Lee, I mean—
shouldn’t come?" i .

“Then 1 should have the honor of
getting into ‘Town Talk once more,
as the girl who had been jilted
twice,” said Miss de Vasco, with a
little forced laugh. -

The thought of public hum'lation
was gall to her sensitive nature:
but it was not so bitter as the
thought that she might fall In %er
effort to retaliate upon her faithl!ess
lover.

“Anything to revenge myself on
him; anything to make him believe
I never cared for him, that 1 was
decelving him, instead of his blind-
ing me.” 3

This was the feeling that possess-
ed her, and nerved her to carry out
her scheme of a legal marriage with
a man she had seen but once,

As the short afternoon draw to a
close, Nina's suspense became pain-
ful. To add to her trail, Mrs. Child
was as nervous as herself; and hav-
ing less self-control, she fluttered
about ceaselessly, breaking the china
bric-a-bac, worrying the canary-bird
intp fits, and upsetting the pot-plants,
She kept constantly exclaiming:

“Oh, Nina, how could you de such
a terrible thing?”

All the morning she had declared
her hope that “that man” would not
make his appearance; but after the
arrival of Miss Van Dyke's note, she
was in terror lest he should fail to
come,

to |

“He’s pocketed the money you
were foolish enough to give him,
Nina, and you'll never lay eyes on
ihim again. He's some fellow that
knows the police have an eye on him.
!Hc might have been hanging around
the house, looking for a chance to
burgle; or else he's got a wife al-
ready, and has a wholesome fear of
the law against bigamy.”

“Be quiet, for pity’s sake, or you
will simply craze me, Trixy!” Nina
would say, clasping her hands over
her throbbing temples.

Bix o'clock came, but she had )it
tle heart to dress. She was sitting
in enforced quiet, pretending to read,
when James brought her a box wrap-
ped in paper, which had been sent by
a messenger boy. She opened
quickly.
fell from her lips. The box was fill-
ed with sprays of orange-buds and
blossoms, almost as fresh as if just
gathered. They lay in a bed ‘of
moist gray moss, and on the top was
a card with a few words penciled on
it:

“l was fortunate enough to find
these. Thinking you might like them
I take the liberty of sending them to
you. Lee.”

A quick flush camc to her pale
cheeks. She buried her face among
the fragrant blooms to hide its ex-
pression of intense relief.
lifted her head and took pity on Mrs.
Child’s aenxious curiosity.

“Mr. Lee sent them,” she said.
“Have no more doubt about ais com
ing.”

At once she went to her room and
began to dress. A little after seven
she entered the drawing-room—
“beautiful as the Frost Queen, and
as cold,” Mrs. Child declared. The
only tender touch was the
flowers.
and they compcsed in part the bou-
quet she carried.

her with affectionate admiration. All
at cnce her face changzed.

loved you, somebody we
even Captain Alvera!”

all
she sighed.
sacrifice! You are so
your dress is superb.
the lamb of old

lovely,
times,

to be sacrificed!”
“But I'm not led.

leading the lamb to the altar.

must give your pity

to the bride-

| self-mockery.
“Pity!
|ever lived. He has fallen upon
| piece of miraculous good fortune.”
| “l wonder if he thinks so,” mused
N
| not seemed elated by her proposal—
that indeed he had hesitated to ac-
cept it. “Perhaps he is making the
sacrifice,” she thought.

de Vasco's carriage was at the door.
Mrs. Child, in a terrible state

at the window, whence she kept a

mations.

“Dear me! what makes
late? Nina, do you feel
he will be here?
will look?
bad taste?

him so
very sure
I wonder how he
What If his dress is in

can you take things so cooly?
look as if you were merely waiting
for your escort to a ball instead of—
Oh—!"

She broke off suddenly. A carriage
had stopped before the door. A man
alighted from it and paused to say
something to the driver. In one

the whole figure, nobly proportioned,
faultlessly dresaed. She looked
quickly up at Nina, who had come to
the window, and was looking out,
hidden by the lace curtain.

“Thank Heaven! he {8 a gentleman
—Iin looks, at least!" fervently ejac-
ulated Mrs. Child,

Nina #ald nothing, but the quick
color that overspread her face gave
evidence how keen had been her
suspense and how welccme was the
relief.

“Mr. Lee,” announced the puzzled
James, who had dimly recognized in
the new arrival the tramp of thc
night before.

“He's a born gentleman. I know it
by the way he wears his clothes. He
was born to wear good clothes. He
seems a little embarrassed; but how
can he help it?
ed, with all her nerve.”

Henry Lee was embarrassed.
is not the easlest position in the
world to stand before a strange
young woman whom you are soon to
marry, and know that you and your
clothes—both bought wi*h her money
—are being anxlously examined and
critically welghed in the balance-
The consclousness of having sacrifie-
ed honorable pride to mestering ne-

ed to make the position pleasanter,
A deep flush burned on Henry Lee's
thin cheek, and he bowed, without a
word, before this white, stately girl
who bad asked him to marry her.
Her own heart fluttered llke a netted

it
An exclamation of surprise | which alone was to bind them, the re-

orange- !

Sihe wore them in her hair, |them?”

Mrs. Child, in a rustling brown uilk:
and handsome old lace, beamed upou!mnde it all zlear last night.”

It's I that am |awe as she did of

dove under her white bodice, and the
faint color fled from her cheeks.

But the embarrassment was short-
lived. © This steamgely browint to-
gether pair were controlled by pre-
occupying motives too stronz to al-
low of their being influenced by shal-
lower feelings. Miss de Vasco, re-
covering herself, introduced Mrs.
Child, and Henry Lee shook the
lady’'s cordially extended hand. Her
quick eye noted the shapely hand and
the wellfitting glove, pale gray in
color.

“I hope you have not been waiting
for me,”/ he said. “I believe I am
punctual.”

“To the minute,” replied Miss de
Vasco; and she added, 2s she took a
paper from the table: “Here is the
written agreement—the same you
heard of and acceded to last night.
Will you glance over it and sign it?
Mrs. Child will witness your signa-
ture.”

He took the sheet of paper from
her hand and ran his eye carefully
over the page upon which Nina had
written the unique marriage contract

ligious ceremony being, in their case,
a mere form.

Mrs. Child watched him closely as
he read it. She was vexed in her
heart that he did not fling it on
the table and deciare he would have
none of it—that thiz lovely young
woman must be his bride in truth
or not at zll. He looked go hand-
some, as he stcod vnader the chande-
lier reading, with the slizht flush
spreading over his finely cut, melan-

| choly face, and the girl beside him
| was so fair and sweet in her bride-at-
Then she |

tire, that Mrs. Child, who had been
trained in the old, romantic scheol,
thougkt, in the depths of her senti-
menta! heart: “They will think bet-
ter of it; they will join hearts and
hands in the old-fashioned way.”

It gave aer censibilit‘es a jar to
hear Nina ask, n a ccld, matter-of-
fact voice:

“Is the agreement written correct-
¥?—1 had a legal! form—and do the
cuditions pleuse you on reading

1

And the younz man
with as little emction.
“They

answered,

suit me Derfectly. You
Then he drew off

sat down befide the

his glove and
table, calmly

“Ah! if it.was only a real wedding! | dipped the pen in the ink, and wro(e\
Ii you were to marry a man that his name. Miss de Vasco wrote hers |
knew, | Leneath it,

with equal deliberation.
The cne most fluttered was the lit-

“Nina, my beautiful one, it is such a|tie chaperon, whose pretty, Cu-ihion."E
and | hand trembled so she could scarcely |the ears of Mr.. Child and
You are like‘udxl her name as

garlanded | agreement, which she inwardly pro-
with flowers, and led to the a:ur‘x:cunced wicked, though she dared room.

witness to this

in
will

it,
the

not standing

proud

protest azzinst

You and strcng perzistence of her charge. man who was bending over Nina.

A duplicate paper was signed In

signed, handed

|them to Lee.

lightning glance Mrs. Child took in|

ina, recalling that the “tramp” had |they are each for

Even Nina is agitat-|solemn music, the tall

“l prefer to give you both at once;
twenty thousand
dollars.”
He did not take them at once.
“Will it not be better to wait—un-
til—afterward?” he said, hesitating-

It was nearly half past seven. Miszs |1y,

“No. If you pleaze,” she answered

of | with gentle decision, “I wish to have |sob or a moan escaped her lips. He
nervous flutter, had stationed herselr!the businezs over with.”

He took the checks, coloring to the

constant lookout on the street, OC-‘leleel, and dropping his eyes as
casionally glancing at the clock, and he folded the bits of paper that re-
carrying on a running fire of excla-|presented o much, and thrust them

into an inner pocket of his coat.

He looked up directly with grave
earnestness in his eyes.

“Miss de Vasco,” he said, “you
will let me feel that this money is

What if he should wear|a loan, which I hope to pay back to
a red tie and cheap white gloves? | you.
Oh, my poor child, I am afraid you!or receive it.”
dre going to be put to shame! Howl
You!

Otherwise I could not in hon-

She looked him full in the eyes for
a little while before answering,
tly:

“Think of it as a loan if that will
make you feel easier about taking it.
To me it seems only pay, and not
overgenerous pay, for the hard obli-
gations you have let me put upon
you. That is the business view, tie
true view of the transaction.
you to use the money in any way
you like. It is only a small part of
my fortune, I can well gpare it. You
will have your allowance besides, as
you see in the agreement.”

He raised his head quickly as if
about to protest, then dropped his
eyes again; his compressed lips
seemed to say that he was making

|sdme earnest promise to himself.

“We must go, shall be Iate!" ex-
claimed Mrs. Child. “Flora, bring
your mistress' cloak.”

In a few moments they were on
their way in the two carriages to the
thronged gnd richly lighted church,
where the music of the wedding
march had alrecady begun to roll
through the many-piped organ,

That hour in the church, it was
like a trance to Nina de Vasco. The
wax lights,
the grave, pale face of the minister,

It |hte slow, deep voice, her own tones

pronouncing after sim the vow to
love, honor, and obey a’ man she
knew no more about than if he had
dropped from the moon. 5
For the first time, &s she knelt
there, repeating those vows, the full
sense of what she was dolng—the
fearful Import of her act, and Its
s'nfulpess—seemed to be dashed full

cessity in the bargain s not calenlat | Into her face.

She had a wild impulse to start up
and rush out of the church, She
raised her head, and her eyes met
those of her legal husbaud. Hls face
was as pale as she felt hers to be.

“He, too, is vealiziug; he, too, Is

gen- |

I wish

repenting!” she thought.
But it was too late to withdraw.
Already the minister was pro

fcrmerly Miss de Vasco, is my wife,”
was she cold reply. Then, in a lower

t

ing these words that zre the clasp
of the chain of marriage—"until
death do you part!” ”

Nina was s0 overcome that she
was fain tp lean heavily for the first
few steps on the arm of her newly
won escort. The flerce strain was
|over; she was ecoming to herself
Reason was beginning to ccntrol
blind, impulsive passion. She was
beginning to regret her mad mar-
riage. But it was too late.

The drive home together was ac-
complished almost in silence. Only
Mirs. Child attempted to relieve tie
{oppression of the moral atmosphere
by a little playful prattlie. The bride
asswered only by monosyllabes, tae
bridgegroom by polite phrases.

At last the house was reached.
They all left the carriaze and enter-
ed the house. The servant who open-
ed the door said to Nina.

“There’'s a gentleman waiting to
|see you in the parlor, miss. He's
1been waiting ever so long.”

“A gentleman to see me!”

A quick presentiment came to
Nina. She had not dared to look
around at the sea of faces tnat filled
the church, fearing to see the one
face that was stamped indelibly on
bker heart.

She had prayed never to look on
him again; and yet she moved quick-
ly to the drawing-room, pushed open
the door, that was slightly ajar, and
stood face to face with Floyd Graf-
ton!

She was too much stunned to move
o1 to utter a word. He came toward
her quickly, exclaiming:

“My darling, I've been waiting an
heur. I forgot you were Miss Van
Dyke’s bridesmaid. How beautiful
you are! I've just read your letter.
Never got it until an hour sgo. I've
veen out of town—summoned to my
| sick sister. You asked me in your
1lemzr to forgive you. Ah, dearest,
forgive me! I was the sinner. It
{was my miserable jealousy. But it's
{2ll over. Nina, what is the matter?
Why do you look at me z0?"

For she stood staring at him, white
and still, as if turned to marble. Her
eves held one expression, utter des-
| pair.
| All at once she drcpped on the
|divan in whick her face was buried.
| “Oh, God! what bave I done?—
what have I done?” was the wail'
{that broke from her lips.
i CHAPTER V!
As that cry of anguish

i

fell upen
the newly
outside,
into the

,made husband,
'thay

who stood
irstinctively rushed

| Mrs. Child uttered an exclamation
of dismay as she saw the face of the
" “Floyd Grafton!

You here? Why

“Tco late!" He raised h'mself
land lcoked around. “Why too late,
| Mrz, Child?" he 4emanded.
“Because Nina Is married.
was married -an hour ago.”
“Married!” His richly tinted face
grew white. “It is false! I will
ir.ct believe it! Nina"—he bent over
her again—*"tell me that this is not
true! It can’t be true!"
She made no answer;

| She

not even a

'grnped her shoulder almost roughly.
| He put back the folds of the vell,
that had fallen about her face.

“Tell me that it Is not true!"
| repeated.
| “She does not hear you. She must
lb"‘ unconscious. Let me come to
‘lher, Mr. Grafton,” urged Mrs. Child.

She made her way to the lounge,
beside which Nina had thrown her-
self, and bent over the unconscious
bride.

She lifted up the limp white arm,
which had been ﬂun’g out over the
velvet cushions. It was cold as
marble.

“Yes, she has fainted. Oh, Floyd,
#ee how death-like she looks!" she
went on, trying to lift the white
tace from its resting-place.

Floyd Grafton did not look at the
unconscious face. He laid his hand
impatiently on Mrs. Child's s"oulder.

“Who {s the man she has married
as you say? Who s he?”

His slim, sinewy fingers grasped
the chaperon's plump shoulder so
hard that she was forced tc notice
his question, in spite of her concern
for Nina.

“He is Mr. Lee,” she said, turning
her head with a gesture toward the
door. “There he is!" A

Grafton wheeled arouad, and
found hi aself face to face with the
man who had married his betrothed.

he

He gazed at the distingulshed-look- |
ing figure for half a minute in sil-
ence. The hot flame of dlanppoint-)
ment and-jealous r-ge that had burn-
ed in his breast received a suiden
check as he encountered the cool
gray eyes of the man he faced.

The look in those eyes was grave
even to sternness, A moment before,
when Mrs. Child had cailed the
name “F'oyd Grafton,” a flash of
;surprlse had ccme into the face of
| Henry Lee. .

It had died out and left the eold,
half-scornful expressicn which rebuk-
el Grafton, when he encountered it
in the eyes that so calmly met his
own look of rescntful passion.

He recovered himself with
fort.

“Lee!"” he sald, haughtlly. “I have
never heard Nina speak of knoving
any man by that name., Sir, did I
understand rightly? Is it true that
my affilanced wife—Miss de Vasco—
has married you?”

“It is quite true that that lady,

an ef-

tcne, d with scormn: “If you
have been disappointed in your mar
riage expectations, Mr. Graftcn, it is
perhaps not the first time it has so
happened.”

Grafton flushed, and looked keenly
at his rival. Before he could reply,
Mrs. Child sobbed out:

“Oh! one of you ring for her maid
and pray, come and life her up and
put her on the lounge. She must
be brought to.”

Grafton turned arcund, and bent
over the stricken girl. He laid his
hands around her’ wajst, and was
about to raise her in his arms, when
Henry Lee strode up to the lounge,
pushed him aside as if he had been
a child, and lifted his pallid bride in
his arms, then gently laid her on the
lounge.

As he did this, her
and half unclosed.

“Floyd!” she uttered.

Henry Lee stepped back, and Graf-
ton, with a half smile of triumph,
bent over her. It was his handsome
face, pale with concern, that met her
eves when the lids suddenly flashed
open.

“Oh, Floyd!—my Floyd!—how glad
I.am that you have come!” she said,
and stretched her arms to him.

All at once she recollected what
had happened. Her arms dropped,
and in a tone of wild anguish she
cried out:

“Oh, Floyd, why did you not come
before—one hour before? Now it is
top late. Do you know what I have
done? Have they told you that—I

”

lips quivered

—]—

“You have made me the most mis-
erable man in the world, Nina!”

“Oh!"” The cry was like that of a
creature woun led to deatb. “I have
made you miserable—I, who loved
you so!”

It was plain to see that the
thought of his suffering was more
bitter to her taan her own anguisi.
He, man-like, had thought of his
own unhappiness first.

She added presently in a tone of
dreary hopelessness:

“l have wrecked my own life as
well!”

“Oh,” he said, bitterly, “you have
your new husband’s love to conzole
you!"

“Husband!"

She started up to a sitting pcsture
as she echoed the word in sad de-
rision. She tossed the loosenmed hair
back from her face, and lcoked
around. Her eyes fell upcn the face
0! the hueband she had spoken cf so
wockingly.

The sight of his face—pale, trou-
bled, sympathetic—checked her fur-
tiem u‘terance. She turned
despairing, piteous locck upon Floyd
Grafton, and buried her face in her
hands.

Henry Lee's mouth was inatant!Y
compressed in a resolve that had
come to him. He stepped quickly to
the side of his bride.

“Permit me to speak,” he began.
As he uttered the words, he caught
the eye of Floyd Grafton. The eager,
hard glitter in those handsome blue
€yes made him decide not to say
what he had intended. He turned
his speech into another channel.
“Permit me to suggest, Mr. Grafton,
that you retire for the present. This
interview has already been to agitat-
ing to—to Mrs. Lee.”

Nina started to her feet, indignant.

How dared he speak in tiais way?
How dared he speak at all? This
man she had picked up from the
street, and had paid to beccine her
legal husband, on the condition that
he would leave her free to act as
she Willed!

“What right have ycu to dictate?"
she began, haughtily; but her voice
faltered, and her mouth lost its
scornful curve.

Henry Lee was looking down at
her, not resentfully, not with any
hint of masterhood, but with a depth
of pity and gentleuess in his melan-
choly eyes.

Rebuked and shamed,
quickly:

“Pardon me, You are right,
Lee. 1 am greatly unnerved. This
meeting is unfortunate. To prolong
i can only give more pain. Noth-
ing that can be said can help the
case. Nothing can be done.”

The dispair in her tones went tc
his heart.

“It may not be so hopeless. Some:
tbing may be thought of and decided
upon at a future time,” he sald.

Floyd Grafton wandered at the
gentleness of his volice and the pas-
sionless dignity of his manner.

“Who is this man?" he asked him-
salf. “Where can she have known
him? It is plain he does nct care
for her.
fortune, and she has
simply to spite me.
him off, perhaps. A divorce would
free her. She has money enough to
buy him off. That story about the
other helr was false—a trick played
or me by that scoundre!, Alvera, be-
cause he wanted her him:zelf. I was
an ldiot to believe it.”

He bit his lips in suppressed ragze
at himself. He stood with head bent
down; his pale, glocmy face filled
Nina with remorse. He lifted his
heavy lids, with their long, curling
lashes, and his eyes, misty as with
repressed tears, fixed themselves
her face.

“Something | must be though of,"
he saild. “Scmething must be done.
I can not give you up, Nina, I will
not give you up! You are mine in
heart. It is only a cruel " mistake
that has parted us. And If—But I
must speak to you alone. Let me,

I
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GIVE ‘‘SYRUP OF FIGS"
TO CONSTIPATED CHILD

Delicious “Fruit Laxative” can’t harm
tender little Stomach, liver
and bowels.

Look at the tongue, mother! If
coated, your little one’s stomach, liver
and bowels need cleansing at once.
When peevish, cross, listless, doesn't
sleep, eat or act naturally, or is fever-
ish, stomach sour, breath bad; has
sore throat, diarrhcea, full of cold, give
a teaspoonful of “California Syrup of
Figs,” and in a few hours all the foul,
constipated waste, undigested food
and sour bile gently moves out of its
little bowels without griping, and you
have a well, playful child again. Ask
your druggist for a 50-cent bottle of
“California Syrup of Figs,” which con-
tains fullgdirections for bables, chil-
dren of all ages and for grown-ups,

{
|

see her alcne—one mcment,” he
pleaded, turning not to the husband
but the chaperon.

Mrs. Child shrugged her shoulderas.
| “Nina has a husband,”
[“It he—"

)

iinterrupted Nina. “Leave us, please,”

she said.

“Certainly, I will see ycu alone,’

|‘wmx ar imderious motion
Chalild.
withdrawn

of her

Henry Lee
from the

|hand toward Mrs,
|bad already

| room,

and was standing just outside
ithe door, Mrs. Child clcsed
| lightly as she quitted the room.

| “omn, going to
Jlea\‘e the Louse, Mr. Lee?” she ex-

wiich

my! you are not

(claimed, as she saw him take up his
|

1 I will see Miss de Vasco to-
‘n:orrow. Taere is scmething I must

“Yes.

| say to her.”

“But you must not go away the
evening of your marrjage. What
| would be thouzht of such a thing?
{D¢ help me to keep down gossip as
| much as possible Mr. Lee. Nina has
suffered enough from it already, and
i now this unfortunate contretemps
Was there ever anything so dread-
ilul‘.’ It was bad enough to have
|her act as rashly as she has dcae.
She was half crazed because of the
{way he had treated her, as she
thought, and the crue! things in that
Ilcaudnlow paper, ‘Town Talk.' And
|now for her to find out that there
| was no truth in it, and that he was
not to blame; though I shall always
{think he was to blame, but his
sweet tongue would make you beiieve
Iblack was white. Well, but you see
|she is married now, and the world I3
'no wiser to the queer way the mar-
%rlage came about—and, really, you
look to, be a gentleman, Mr. Lee, and
I am sure you are, and that your cre-
dentials, which she wouldn't take
time to look at this eveuing, are all
|right. And since the thing is done,
'and ¢an't be undone, I- think we
]should cerry it off cleverly, and keep
!societ,\‘ frcm doing more than sus-
pecting there is anything unusual in
the marriage. So, for A Heaven's
sake, my dear sir, don't think of
heouse the
first evening of your marriage, and
leaving her, tco, in the company of
the man she was to have married
| What a scandal if it got out! The
| separate apartments are bad eacugh
but James is an old coufidential ser-
ivant. He was brought up In my
house, when I had a home, a beauti-
| ful one, Mr. Lee, cn Madison Square
before my dear husband’'s reverses
‘and his death. He died broken-heart-
ed. He could not bear to zee me
come down from my high position
in society. Yes as I said, James Is
;an old family servent, and he
knows how to lhold his tongue. No

ydomestlc tekeleton will ever be un-

veiled by James. He will attend you.
He will show ycu now to your rooms,
and see that your luggage is brought
to you. You were saying you want-
ed to talk the matter over with Nina
tomorrow ?"

(To be centinaed)




