
FOR A WOMAN'S SAKE.

and both men rose quickly as shie did.
Vanderlane had not paid special

attention to bis friend's description of

Lady Wentwood, but bie remnembered
that Guy biad said she was "saint-

like" and that she xvas continually
counselling Magda to prudence of con-
duct.

Now that lie saw lier, lie told brni-
self that "saint-like, vas not an exag-
gerated adjective.

Not beautiful, like the Duchess, and,
perbaps a few 'years older than she,

"Madonna" Xentwood was singulat-
ly attractive, and at first sight every
man who looked at bier must be in-

spired witli an impulse of protection.'
As a saintlv bein<g, she was to be re-
vered; as a fragile woman shie was to

be screened against the .tempests of
life.

There could scarcelv have been a

greater cuntrast between two wvoren
of the same class and much the samne
age, than tbere was between the gor-

geously handsome young Duchess and

tlîe spirituelle Countess.
Doris Wentwood, seeing the two

men with lier friend, slîrank back a

little on the threshold, as if surprised,

tlien srniled with sweet friendliness at

Guy. She was not as tali as Magda
by three inches, , yet she was not short,

for she liad a good five-foot-five. Mag-
da w'as rounded and slender at the

same time; Doris wvas thin, but ex-

traordinarily graceful, with a singu-

lar, individual grace, and she had lit-

tie dainty, restless moveinents of the

neck and hands, as if she were uncon-

sciously asking everyune strunger than

she to take care of hier. Her features

wvere delicately aquilint .lier mouth

full and small, with a tiny dîmple in

each corner even when she wvas not

smiling. Her complexion was neithier

fair nor dark; yet lier fit ely-penciled
broxvs had a high, saintly arch, hier

large eyes were hazel brown, wonder-

fulilv swect, a littie sad ; àrid bier hair,

also liazel brown, parted in the mid-

dle above a low forehead, lay on ei ther

side of hier face, folded down like the

wingrs of a dove. She xvore a dress of

black tissue, wvhich showed an ivory

gleami of artn and neck, under a black

ostrichi boa; lier early Victorian, bon-

net-like bat was black and even lier

gloves.
" You, too, in town, 'Madonna !

exclaiîned the I)uke, wbo was on

terîns of close friendship) with both

Lord an(l Lady NVentwvood.
The graceful black figuïre sank into

a white fauteuil. " 1 liad to corne,*

answered a soft voice, wvhich liad been

Iikened once by a poet to the " sweet

breathi of a flowver.' Thlat awful

tra gedy !Neyer, neyer, have 1 been

su shocked. Our poor, poor friend!

To think lie should have lied so

terrible a death, with nu one to hrý1p

hirn. 'You know, my heart isn't

stroflg, and Giordon tlîought 1 ought

t(> SCC Ioctor Balastare. lie would

have telegraphed for the pour, over-

worked nian t() corne down from

London, but 1 would not hear (>f tlîat.

In the first place, it would be taking

him from many other patients who

need him, perhaps, more than 1 ; in

the second, 1 would rather have the

hundred guineas lie is obliged to

charge for going out <if town, for the

pour people in my Convalescent

Home. Fortunately, in away( though

1 hate to lose themn), ail our guests

were leaving this morning, so I was

able to corne. 1 really think the

change and exertion, as well as seeing
dear Doctor Balastre, bave done me

good, and l'rn sure it wvill make me


