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Fhe stopped with a quick catch of 
her breath, vexed at herself. She 
must not give this man a glimpse 
into her heart. With a woman’s 
quick ingenuity she gave a different 
turn to her sentence.

“It would be better if 1 told you as 
much about myself as will be nec
essary, since you must not seem to 
be ignorant of my antecedents. I 
will d0 this another time. You have 
enough to think of tonight. I will 
say good-bye. Sto^—let me ring for 
James to show you out. 1 must use 
a little discretion. Gossip as often 
emanates from the kitchen now as 
in Thackeray’s time.”

She rang the bell twice before 
James, who had fallen asleep in the 
hall, after vainly listening at the j 
key-hole, responded to the summons. ' 
He saw, to his amazement, his mis- j 
tress holding out her white, un- j 
gloved hand to the street tramp.

“Goodnight. Mr. Lee," she said, 
with emphasis. “When you come : 
again, it will be in your own proper I 
person. You can't blame me for not ; 
recognizing you at once In this dis- j 
guise. It was quite v.icked 0f you 
to play such a joke upon us.”

The young man smiled as 'he bent > 
ove# her hand, marvelling at the I 
quick-wittedness of women.

James opened his eyes.
•So he is a genTman, after all,”

hear the little noise he made. Lucile ’ sneer in “Town 
had apparently signed the contract*
It lay on the table, and Maraschino’s 
hand rested upon it, as he looked 
down et the lovely creature—so 
strangely, exquisitely beautiful—the 
beauty of a okild, a fairy and a wo-

Talk,” and that 
more covert intimation in “The So
ciety World,” to the effect that she 
hadbeen deserted, jilted, by her 
fiance on the eve of her marriage. ..

Both papers had been sent to her, 
marked—by him, as she thought, 

man in one. Sh*e wore the little black j They had been brought to her as 
gown with the frayed slee^e  ̂; but ! she was about to begin dressing for 
its shabbiness was throw n out of ; the ball tonight. She felt these 
sight by the perfect * shape—by the j cruel paragraphs were meant to 
flower-like grace of the small head i crush her, to complete the w-hetched- 
set on a throat like a lily’s—the low, ness brought about by Grafton’s de
child-like forehead sunned over with 
tiny, nut-brown curls; the dark, rich 
eyes, in which all the violets of 
spring seemed to have lost their 
souls. Those lovely eyes were lifted 
smilingly to the dark, handsome, 
sensual face of Maraschino, the 
Italian manager of a dramatic var
iety company. He was saying.

“Now you have signed te contract, 
my charming Mess ^Lucille, I will 
take much interest in you. I will 
come every day to teach you te lee- 
tle dance I told you about. I will 
see after your costumes myself. Tey 
sail be ravissantes. We will have all 
dene and rcadee by te last of te 
mont Ten we sail start ont on our

fection. Pride had come to her aid.
She went to the ball, she bore up 
wonderfully, she gave no sign that 
she understood or felt the meaning 
glances directed toward her, the 
comments she overheard, the mali
cious though innocent-seeming ques
tions put by her friends. All these 
had pierced her to the core; but she 
bore her pain unflinchingly, and 
masked it under gay smiles and light 
words.

But when she escaped at last, her 
heart seemed bursting under the
sense of wrong and humiliation. It ! name was Bee, again, it was Trixy, 
was all the harder to bear because J and then the Child, or the Guardian 
she had loved Floyd Grafton so in- j Angel.
tensely, and because all her lif3 she | The Child was much attached to 

tour. I sail be so happy to have you | had been indulged and had her ow n , her handsome, generous charge
wit us. Ah! wit me.” i way. j but she had constantly a little an-

It was impossible that Lee should I She quitted the library after her ( xious dread as to what this strange
listen any longer to what mortified j new • bridegrocm-clect was gone. ! girl might do next—the dread of

pointed. I am afraid the wedding 
dress will not be ready.”

Then she recollected that the 
dross had been sent that evening. 
It had been brought to her room 
only a few minutes after she had 
read those cruel paragraphs in the 
newspapers.

She had thrown the box aside with
out opening it. Where was it?

“I must see it, since I am to be 
married in it, after all,” said Nina,” 
still in that mood of wild self-mock
ery.

She found the large pasteboard 
box, tugged a moment at the string 
that tied it, then, stooping impa

tiently, bit the cord in two with her 
little white strong teeth, and re
moved the lid from the box.

The wedding dress lay there, en
veloped in white tissue paper, a 
mass of snowy silk, soft lace, and 
pearl embroidery.

She lifted it from the box, and 
shook out its long, lustrous folds. 
Then the thought occurred to her:

“I will put it on, and go tell the 
Child that I am to be married to
day. I wonder what she will say.”

She had half a dozen pet names 
for her chaperon, Mrs. Beatrice 
Child. She was fond of the plump, 
ste-{Xhearted, sentimental little wo

man, whose sympathies were always 
overflowing. Sometimes the pet

and maddened him. He r.trode into 
the room and up to the table, seiz-

he thought. "Jes’ as 1 said he was— eel the contract, and tore i* to pieces, 
berrin* the clothes. 1 allers can tell 
a genTqian, or a has been, in spite 
of his shiny pants.”

CHAPTER II
Harry Lee ran down the broad 

marble steps of the house in which 
he had his amazing adventure, and 
walked slow’y down the almost de
serted avenue under the now cloud
less midnight moon. He was dazed 
at the strangeness and 
Ot what had happened

before Maraschino could recover 
from his surprise.

"Out of this room—thin instant!” 
he exclaimed, pointing to the door. 
His eyes blazed, his voLe had the 
tremor of control’ed rage, as well 
as the ring o* command.

The manager obeyed him without 
a word, only casting bad: a vindic
tive glance at the door, £nd mutter- 

suddenness i ing something under his treatb. 
the las1 When Henry Lee heard him going 

;10ur. ! downstairs, he turned to Lucille. He
What had he done? Given his word hai expected to see her white with 

of honor to become the husband— rage. He hal nerved himself to 
the legal husband—of a woman he have her eyes transfix him with their
had never seen until an hour ago—a 
woman who had told him she despis
ed love. She wanted only a lawful 
protector and a shield from gossip. 
But what then? This marriage, 
though but a form, must cling to him, 
must shape all his future life, must 
bâr him out from the sweetest hope 
of his heart. He must sacrifice free
dom, happiness, love. He must give 
up the hope of calling Lucille his 
own!

His own! He laughed in bitter self
mockery. Why, if he remained free.
it was the same. The women he lov
ed could never be his own. She was ! agreement with Maraschino, 
lost to him. Poverty stood grimly sign it tomorrow,” she said.

indignant looks. Instead of this, she 
was gazing at him with admiration. 
She * gloried in seeing him master 
the Italian.

“You are superb!” whe cried. 
“What an actor you would make! 
You looked like a king—a king in a 
coat with shiny elbows. Oh, what a 
pity you are poor, my Harry. If you 
had money—what a grand fellow 
you would be!”

Then her face changed suddenly. 
She stooped to pick up the fragments 
ot the torn contract.

“All the same, I shall sign an 
I shall 

“I shall
between. She was not one who j become one of his company. He of- 
could bear poverty, or make sacrifl-1 fers me a good salary, and all my 
ces, this beautiful one, with her expenses paid. I am tired of drudg- 
dainty tastes fostered by indulgence, ing and starving in this miserable 
She was lost to him. He recalled I coop.”
how far off she had seemed to him j A sharp pang went to his heart, 
tonight, as she stood before him, her ‘ He knew now she would not wait.

She went up to her own beautiful, j motherly hen who has been given 
artistic room, hung in pale amber, ! the charge of a young partridge, 
with a hint of pink, like a summer j The pink ball dress was taken off, 
day-breaw. ; and Nina arrayed herself in the ex-
• The wretched marked papers lay j quisite bridal robe. Then she softly 
on the floor, where she had flung i opened the door of Mrs. Child’s 
them and trampled them with her 
satin-slippered feet.

She picked them up, and read 
once more the cowardly paragraph 
in “Town Talk.”

“It would never have seen the 
light if my father were alive,” she 
said.

“It was true. All her little society- 
world knew that Nina de Vasco was 
without a male relative to defend 
her.

The paragraph contained* not only leaving the room, 
a sneer at her, but a rather fulsome contact with 
notice of the new engagement of ' noise, 
her former fiance to an “heiress and j The blue eyes 
beauty.” . opened wide in

“It is rumored that a certain weal- up in bed. 
thy belle Creole, who has a fine ! “Help! murder!” she cried, her
house on Madison Avenue, has been j voice so husky with fright that it
left to wear the willow, her blonde 1 did net reach beyond the room, 
betrothed having betaken himself to ! Nina stepped to the bed.
the proverbial ‘handsomer woman, j “Hush, Bee! It’s I. I sha’n’t mur
in this connection, we may mention der anything but sleep.” 
a rumor with a core of truth, that I “You, Nina! What on earth are 
Mr. Floyd Grafton, the popular ’ you doing up, and in that dress?” 
young author of ‘Holly Leaves,’ that j “It’s my wedding dress. I tried 
dainty volume of society verse, is [ it on because—this is my wedding 
soon to be married to Miss Ada day, if you please. I came to tell 
Glynn, a charming young woman, j you.”
the prospective heiress of a doting ; The poor little chaperon stared at 
grandmother. The marriage will pro
bably take place before the beginning 
ot Lent.”

“It is ten days before the begin
ning of Lent,” said Miss de Vasco,

room, which communicated with 
hers. She turned up the gas a lit
tle. The widow', who was an arrant 
coward^ always* left a glimmer of 
light in her bedroom—“so that the 
burglars could see what they were 
about,” Nina often said.

By the brightened light Nina 
could see the round, pink face on the 
pillow, in all the peace of sleep.

“I won’t wake her,” she said to 
herself; and she was in the act of 

when she came in 
chair, making a

of the chaperon 
terror; she sprang

lovely eyes flashing through tears, j 
and laughed to scorn the poverty of 
their surroundings and the idea of 
their marriage. How she put out 
her little foot in its shabby boot, 
held up to him the worn sleeve of 
her frock, shivered beside the meager 
fire at which his old father was pa
tiently warming his long, thin hands. 
She had seemed to blame him for 
their changed fortunes and his in
ability to retrieve them. She had 
declared hor intention of signing at 
once the contract with Maraschno, 
tve route manager of a travelling dra 
matte troupe, step which he knew 
meant ruin to a creature so beautiful 
so impulsive, and so passionately 
fonfi of admiration as Lucille.

This must not be. No, no He 
would sacrifice himself first. This 
strange girl’s marvelous proposal 
tonight was a direct interposition of 
Providence, which gave him the 
the means to save Lucil’e.

If only she would forego that 
threatened purpose! If she would re
fuse to see Maraschino and consent 
to bear their lot awhile longer, to 
«lve him a chance to better their j 
fortunes! He had hope of obtaining 
a position. If she would only wait. 
Perhaps she would wait. Then, in 
spite of his promise,* this contract he 
had made tonight should never be 
carried out. He would write to Miss 
De Vasco at once and withdraw his 
promise.

He quickened his steps as he near
ed the dingy street on which he 
lived. He unlocked the door, and 
Ascended, with as little noise as 
possible, the three flights of narrow 
stairs to the small, poor flat on the 
fourth floor, crept thrugh the narrow 
passage, just wide enough to walk 
along, pausing an instant to listen 
at his father’s door, and knowing by 
his regular breathing that the old 
man slept. He could see over the 
transom that there was a light in 
the front room—Lucille’s room—the 
largest and best of the tiny suite, 
and used by her as a sitting-room 
as well as a bedchamber. He heard 
a man’s voice speaking low. Filled 
with anger, he thought:

“Can it be Maraschino? Is It pos
sible he has come here to see Lu
cille after the theatre performance? 
He could not wait until tomorrow to 
have her sign that cursed contract 
to travel with his troupe.”

He pushed open the door that was 
«lightly ajar. The two persons with
in were too much preoccupied to

her charge in horror
"She has lost her senses!” 

said to herself. “Her trouble 
crazed her! Oh, what shall I 
She will kill herself—she

as the paper dropped frorq her hand kill me! I must humor her.
He must sacrifice his cherished 
hope, his love, to save her.

“Lucille, listen to me,” he said 
gently.

He took both her little hands and 
held them tightly. At first she 
struggled to draw them away;, then, 
looking at him. she saw something 
in his face that made her stop and 
stand quietly before him.

“My sweet," he said, almost sol
emnly, “you have been saved from 
that great danger which you would 
close your eyes to. You are not go
ing with Maraschino, nor will you 
suffer any more for lack of money. 
We shall have plenty.”

She looked at him earnestly, her 
blue-black eyes, wide with amaze
ment, touched with incredulity. But 
she had never known Harry Lee to 
deceive her, and she had known him 
half her life. Her eyes kindled 
joyously.

"Some good luck has come to us!*’ 
she cried; “something has happened. 
Your rich oli grand-une’e in Eng
land has died and left you his mon
ey. How much is it?”

He smiled at her child-like eager
ness. He would not undeceive her 
yet. He could not tell her the truth, 
at least, not now.

“It is no big fortune,” he said, 
but it is enough to give you a better 

home, nicer food, and prettier cloth
es, my darling, and to keep these lit
tle hands from contact with the kit
chen pots and pans.”

“Oh, I am so glad!”
She pulled her hands out of his 

grasp and threw her arms around 
his neck; her ripe-red lips were 
pressed to his. The kiss, thrillingly 
sweet as it was, brought to hlih a 
keen pvin, a sense of guilt. Could 
he honestly receive these kisses 
from this beloved one when he had 
become the husband of another wo
man, even though that woman was 
only his legal wife?

And Miss de Vasco? She did not 
repent of her ' bargain with the 
stranger she had asked to marry her. 
Repentance might come later; it pro
bably would; but tonight she was 
possessed by only one feeling—a 
passionate longing to revenge her
self as best she might on the man 
she had loved, the man who -had 
wounded her to the heart, and had 
humbled her pride.

He should not humiliate her pub
licity, he should not triumph over 
her before the world. Her marriage 
tomorrow would falsify thgt cruel

into the fire. “I shall be married be
fore he is. He will not have the 
triumph of dragging me at the 
wheels of his wedding-chariot. Oh, 
I see it all now:!" she went on. “It 
was a planned out game from first

she 
has 
do? 
will 

I have 
peoplealways heard that crazy 

must be humored."
“Yes, yes,” she said aloud, “today 

is your wedding day, my dear. But, 
see! it is net day yet. It is only a 
little past midnight. So go to your

to last. He wanted to leave me for I room and take off your lovely dress
this other girl; he wanted a pretext 
to break our engagement, so he pro
voked that little quarrel—a mere 
trifle— and forced me to say: ‘If 1 
do not plea=e you, you are free to 
go.’ He knew well I did not mean 
it, but he pretended that it was a. 
dismissal; and when I wrote that 
tender, penitent letter, asking him 
to forgive me, he answered coldly 
that his self-respect forbade it. And 
I wrote again—pc or blind fool that 
I was! Love kills pride in a woman. 
Thank God, love is dead in 
heart! There 1c nothing there for 
him but a burning desire to revenge 
myself upon this man who has cast 
me off a week before I was to have 
been his wife. He wished to humil
iate me. It is he who has had 
those paragraphs published. He did 
not dream I could be married first. 
He did not dream I could make it 
seem that It was he who had been 
jilted.”

- She was walking aimlessly up and 
down the room, her pink ball dress 
trailing behind her. Presently her 
eye caught the pictured face of her 

false lover looking down at her 
from a frame of carved ebony. She 
stopped abruptly, seized the picture, 
and threw it on the fire.

It did not burn at once. The fair, 
handsome face smiled at her from 
the bed of glowing coals. She 
grasped the poker and thrust the

before you spoil it; and go to bed, 
o: you’ll look pale and bad when 
you’re married. Go now, my sweet, 
do!’ ’

Her teeth were almost chattering 
her curl-papers trembling like the 
proverbial aspen leaf.

Nina broke into a wild little 
laugh.

“Why, you’re out of your wits, 
you dear old coward!" she said. You 
think I am a dangerous maniac!" 

“Oh, no, no!” protested the poor 
my woman, though in ner heart she 

said: “It is the maniac laugh! She 
is quite mad! Oh, if I could get to 
the bell to summon James!”

“Come, be comforted, my poor lit
tle guardian angel. Don’t ruffle your 
plumes. ‘I am not mad, nor soon 
shall be’ I won’t hurt a curl-paper 
or your silly little head I’ve really 
come to let you know that I am to 
be married today It was all arrang 
ed an hour ago, while you were tak
ing your beauty-sleep."

Her mattor-of-fact tone and look 
reassured Mrs. Child.

“Oh! then he has been here? You 
have seen him? You have made up 
with Grafton?”

The girl’s face darkened stormily. 
"Never speak that traitor’s name 

again in my hearing, Mrs. Child! 
she said.

“But—” uttered the poor lady, be- 
wllderly. “When then? You «aid

picture in its frame down into the | you were to be married." 
coals, holding it there until the ! “So I aip; but to an honest man— 
flames fastened upon it. at least, I trust he is. I am going

“Burn!" she said, fiercely. “Bum 
to ashes—even as the same false 
image has burned to dead ashes In

to marry the man who saved me 
from a broken head tonight.” 

“What! not the street tramp?"
my heart—consumed by the fire of j cried Mrs. Child, wildly, 
hate and vengeance!”

CHAPTER III
As she stood there, leaning her 

«head against the mantelpiece, and 
gazing down at the smoldering ashes 
of ‘he once-cherished picture, the 
clock above her struck one.

She started as the single deep 
note brokp the silence of the room.
It marked the beginning of another 
day.

“My wedding day!” exclaimed 
Nina, a^ gleam of wild mirth coming 
into her pallid face. “It has come 
tw0 weeks earlier than the time ap-

“The street tramp—as you called 
him. Perhaps he really is one. 
Franklin was once a street tramp, 
I remember, and Goldsmith, and—” 

“Oh, Nino, you are ill! For pity’s 
sake, let mo send for Doctor Car
lyle!”

“So yon still think I have lost my 
senses? No such geed luck for me! 
I am perfectly sane, my dear Trixy. 
Be quiet now and listen to me. You 
will find, i# I am mad, there is 
method in my madness. After 
you went up to your room to
night, this is what happened: The

man—the one who caught me when 
I fell—returned the money I sent him 
and also my diamond bracelet I had 
dropped it on the pavement This act 
made me think he must be rather 
an uncommon vagabond; so 1 sent 
James to bring him to me, and I 
had a little talk with him in the li
brary.”

Alone in the library! That 
strange man from the street? Oh,
Nina! are you sure he left the 
house? What if he—”

Calm ycurself, my dear. There’s 
nobody under the bed, and the 
spoons are safe. He was no bur
glar.”

“How do you know that?”
“Because he brought back the dia

mond bracelet.”
He might have done that for a 

blind and a pretext to get into the 
house.”

Also, because he refused forty 
thousand dollars which I offered 
him.”

“You offered him forty thousand 
dollars?”

“Yes—if he would marry me to
morrow—I mean, today.”

“Oh—!
“There, don’t dodge under the 

bedclothes. I am quite harmless.
Just let me tell the story vwithout in
terruption. The man had the lot* 
of a gentleman—clothes not consid
ered. He \vas evidently honest. A 
thought occurred to me, and I follow
ed it out. I made him a proposition, 
based on mutual benefit. He was 
not married, and he needed money.
I had need of a husband-in-law—a 
sheep-dog to protect me from the 
wolves of society—an honest man to 
care for my interests and look after 
the lawyers that have them in hand 
I offered him this position of hus
band-in-law with forty thousand dol
lars bonus, and board and lodging 
beside. ”

“Forty thousand dollars. What 
will Mr. Grimm say?”

“My lawyer has nothing to do with 
it. The money is the ’egacy my 
dear father left me. It is in solid 
cash, deposited in bank, quite sep- j ^ ar,„ 
arate from the fortune Uncle Juan 
left me.”

“And you offered it to him? He 
must have fallen on his knees to 
you.”

“On the contrary, he refused it— 
and me.”

“He dared to refuse—he—”
“It was because he made a mis

take,” Nina said, with a quick flush.
“But he saw his error in a moment, 
and he begged me to forgive it, with 
a manly earnestness that I admired. 
Afterward he accepted the proposi
tion, and—we are to be married—to
day.”

“Today?”
“This evening, at Grace Church— 

just after Helen Van Dyke’s marriage 
has taken place. You know I am one 
of Henen’s bride-maids.”

“Married! Today!" Mrs. Child
repeated, looking at Nina in piteous
bewilderment, her usually fresh
cheeks quite pale. “But what do 
5 ou know about this man? What
does he do for a ’iving?”

“I never asked him.”
“Good heavens, Nina, he may be a 

cab-driver!”
“Possibly.”
“He may be an escaped convict." 
“Hardly.”
“What is his name? You don’t 

know that either.”
“Yes; I did think to ask his name ' 

when I wrote a check for a small 
amount that I insisted or. giving 
him. His name is Henry Warrington 
Lee.”

Oh, I am thankful it was not 
Tubbs.”

“Yes; I would not like to be call
ed Mrs. Tubbs.”

“Oh, Nina!” Mrs. Child burst out, 
as she suddenly realized the pros
pect, “you can’t mean this serious
ly. It is some wild jest. It is some 
piece of mad mockery born in your 
excited brain, or else it is an im
pulse you will not act upon when 
you are cool. Don’t you know that a 
marriage sticks to you like a burr?
Ÿou can’t shake off even a legal hus
band. Will you give up your free
dom? Will you bind yourself for 
life, just to get a protector, a busi
ness factotum? Have you not pity 
for your girlhood, for your woman's 
heart—”

“Stop, Mrs. Child!” Nina’s voice 
was stern and hard. “My heart can 
never dictate to me again. It is 
dead. Oh,” she went on, “don’t you 
know why I have done this? It is 
to avenge myself on him. He has 
crushed my heart; he shall not trail 
my pride in the dust. My marriage 
today will put a stop to his boasts.
It will turn the jest of his clubs up
on himself. It is he who will be re
garded as the jilted one. That is 
balm to my heart. He will not be 
able to drag me to his chariot- 
wheels when he marries.”

“But you, Nina, do you think you 
will ever be able to feel as a wife to 
this strange man you are to marry?”

“Wife! Mrs. Child, is it possible 
you do not understand the proposi
tion I made to Henry Lee? You 
will see it in writing tomorrow', and 
witness his signature to the agree
ment. I am to be no wife to him: 
not now, or ever. We are to live ut
terly apart. This house, you know, 
is really tw0 houses, with separate 
entrances, on the avenue and on,the 
street. He will occupy one division 
of the house. He will have hip 
meals served there. He \vlll come 
and go as he pleases, only he must 
attend me when I go out, and he 
must usually be present on the even
ings that I receive. Outward court
esy is all he shall offer me. As for 
sentiment, if he dares speak of

such stuff, that moment our compact 
it* at an end.”

“Oh, my poor darling, what a hard, 
loveless life you have mapped out 
for yourself. Can you bear it?”

Yes. Love is the weakest" stair 
that ever a woman leaned upon. 1 
will find stronger ones. I will fill 
my life with purposes. I will gather 
men and women f intellect around 
me. » I will forget that I have a 
heart; the mind's empire is serener 
and happier far.”

She spoke steadily, bravely—but 
the unnatural glitter was still in her 
eyes. They were dry and bur 
They had shed no tears since 
blow- had fallen.

She was still unborne by 
fierce, vengeful feeling that had tak
er. possession of her when she was 
at last convinced of her lover’s 
treachery.

MYs. Child saw the ’ook and the 
wan pallor of the nobly molded face. 
She put out her motherly arms, and 
drew the girl’s head to her bosom.

“God pity and help you, my poor 
child!” she prayed.

CHAPTER IV
It was quite eleven o’clock when 

Nina came down into the breakfast 
room. She entered, smiling, dressed 
with care in a graceful house gown 
of gray-green and cream color.

A cold bath and a dash of tinted 
pow'der had helped to remove the 
traces of anxiety and sleeplessness 
from the face,

Mrs. Child scrutinized her closely.
%“She has thought better of it,” 

she said to herself. But nothing was 
said before the servants.

When they were alcne in the lit 
tie private sitting room, dumpy Mrs. 
Child in ber favorite roaker, and 
Nina—tall and slim—standing be
fore the swinging bird-cage, feeding 
the canary with crisp lettuce leaves, 
the chaperon said, anxiously:

“You have thought better cf your 
rash idea—you have changed your 

j mind since last night, haven’t you,
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“Changed my mind?” repeated 
Nina, without turning round from 
the bird-cage. “No, Bee; you don’t 
know me. I am not given to chang
ing my mind."

“And you are still determined tc 
marry this strange man?”

“Yes, unless he fails to come, and 
leaves me to wear the willow—once 
more,” she answered, with a forced 
laugh.

1 hope to Heaven he may," was 
the prayer of the chaperon ; but 
she dared not speak it aloud.

“Captain Alvera,” Nina read aloud, 
a frown gathering on her brow.

“I knew he would come today. He 
was so attentive to you last night,’ 
said Mrs. Child. “And you, Nina, 
you encouraged him.”

“Did l?" indifferently.
“Yes; and you did not mean it— 

you hardly knew what you wer1 do
ing. I understood, but he didn’t, I’m 
sure.”

“Tell him—to please excuse me.’ 
Nina said to the servant.

James went out; but he came 
back in a few minutes, and handed 
his mistress a card with a few words 
penciled upon it.

"I must see you—I am about to 
leave the country. 1 have something 
of Importance to say to you.”

She gave the card to Mrs. Child. 
‘Do see him, my dear,” pleaded 

the little lady. “He Is not a man 
one would like to make an enemy 
of, and he is of your own race—your 
father’s race.”

he fought with my father in 
that last ill-fated struggle for Cuba’s 
independence—so he says,” mused 
Nina, twisting the lettuce leaves re
flectively in her fingers.

“Show him into the drawing room, 
James,” she said, at length.

Without a glance at the mirror, 
she went dow'n to see her persitent 
suitor. He was walking restlessly 
about the room. When he heard the 
soft rustle of her gown, he turned 
and came toward her, bowing so low 
that the crown of his head come un 
der her level glance, with all its 
little coils of jet-black hair, so shin 
ing and full of life that they seem 
ed so many tiny live snak s.

Captain—or Count—Alvera, he 
preferred the military title, was a 
swarthy, small man, but so perfectly 
formed, and with such an air of com
mand and self-sufficiency about him 
that he did not impress you as be
ing undersized. He was about- thir
ty, eminently handsome, but with an 
expression unpleasant, even sinis
ter, in his brilliant black eyes—an 
expression made up of haughtiness, 
subtlety, and suspicion.

His manners were very fascinat
ing, and his voice, with its Spanish 
accent, was soft as the music of a 
flute w’hen he willed it to be so.

“Pardon, signora,” he said “that 
1 have forced myself upon you this 
morning. I am called away impera
tively—first to Chili, then to Cuba. I 
sail this afternoon. I could not leave 
without seeing you.”

She drew her hand gently out of 
his ardent clasp. Her cheek burned 
guiltily. She was thinking: “I
brought this on myself by what 1 did 
and permitted last night. God knows 
I was wild! I cared for nothing ex
cept to make believe that I was not 
a miserable, forsaken woman!”

"Sit down, Captain Alvera,” she 
said, a chill of coldness in het cour
teous words. “Ycu had something 
to say to me?”

The sooner it is over the better, 
she thought.

(To be continued)

Notice is hereby given 
Assessment list of the 
Newcastle for the year 1915, remains 
in my hands as collector and re
ceiver of taxes.

All persons whose taxes remain 
unpaid after the 26th June, are de
faulters, and unless prompt payment 
is made, steps to enforce the same 
will be taken without delay.

J. E. T. LINDON.
27-1 Town Treasurer.

Synopsis of Canadian Northwest 
Land Regulations

The sole head of a family, 
or any male over 18 years o’d, 
may homertead a quarter section 
of available Dominion land in Mani
toba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The 
applicant must appear in person at 
the Dominion Lands Agency or Sub
agency for district. Entry by proxy 
m?y be m td^ at any Dominion 
Lands Agency (but Sub-Agency), 
on certain conditions.

Duties: Six months’ residence
upon and cultivation of the land in 
each of three years. A homesteader 
may live within nine miles of his 
homestead on a farm of at least 80 
acres, cn certain conditions. A 
habitable house Is lequl.ed except 
where residence is performed in the 
vicinity.

In certain districts a homesteader 
in good standing may pre-empt a 
quarter section alongside his home
stead. Price $3.CO per acre.

Duties—Six mouths residence in
each of thrs# years after earning 
homestead patent; also 50 acres 
extra cultivation Freremption pa
tent may be obtained as soon as 
homestead p;«.‘ent, on certain condi
tions.

A settler who has exhausted his 
homestead rifcU may take a pur
chased homesteati in certain dis
tricts. Price $3.00 per .ere. Duties 
—Must reside six months in each 
of three years, cultivate 50 acres 
and erect a house worth $300.

The area of cultivation Is subject 
to reduction In case of rough, scrub
by or stony land. Live stock may 
be substituted for cultivation under 
certain conditions.

W. W. CORY. C. M. G.,
Deputy of the Minister of the In

terior.
N. B.—Unauthorized publication of 
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By patronizing the iocal merchants 
who help to support our schools 
and churches.

TAKES OFF DANDRUFF,
HAHt STOPS FALLING

Save your Hair! Get a 25 cent bottle 
of Danderlne right Qpw—Also 

stops Itching scalp.

Thin, brittle, colorless and scraggy 
hair is mute evidence of a neglected 
scalp; of dandruff—that awful scurf.

There is nothing so destructive to 
the hair as dandruff. It robs the hair 
of its lustre, its strength and Its very 
life; eventually producing a feverish
ness and Itching of the scalp, which 
if not remedied causes the hair roots 
to shrink, loosen and die—then the 
hair falls out fast. A little Danderlne 
tonight—now—any time—will surely 
save your hair.

Get a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton’s 
Danderlne from any drug store. You 
surely can £ave beautiful hair and lots 
of It if you will just try a little Dan
derlne. Save your hair! Try It!
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