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Presently the glass door is swung open, and a youny wan of
about twenty, his checks 1osv with the bitter mistral which is blowing
outside, comes in,

“ Why, really, that is young Broadlauds,” says Hippizley, ad-
Jjusting his pince-nez. <« T wonder his family allow him to be in a
place so full of dangerous tcmpt.uiuus to the young.”

¢« Hullo, Hl[lplbl(:\ you here?” cries the boy, cheerily.
just over from Mentone My bear-leader's ill,
do.”

¢ [ow very unfortunate!  Who is your tutor, by-the-by? 1
heard that your people had seat you to travel with someone.”

¢« Oh, Thurlow. Paul Thurlow. Rattlin’® good fellow, but lost
all his tin two years ago, and got jilted by some girl he was engaged

“I'm
so I've nolhin;: to

to. Been down on his luck ever since, and now he's got typhoid
fever.  Were at the Impérial, but they \\on'( fet e in to his reom.

Awful rot, but the doctor says better not.”

Durmg this speech Lady Cronin dares not look at her daughier,
She has a horrible fear that Gertrade is going to disgrace her—that
Gertrude is going to make a scene!  And when she does look up,
the place opposite is empty.  ‘The girl has slipped away.,

Lord Iippislev’s future wife has only one thought, oune over-
mastering desive, and that is to get away. to find her way as soon
as may be to the Hotel Impetial at Mentone.  She 1uns all the
way up to her room in the botel.  Quick, a hat and clunk—some-
thing dark. A train leaves, she knows, at a quarter to two 5 in less
than twenty minutes she can be theve,

How slowly the train creeps along the rocks shore! ¢ He lost
all his tin two years ago, and got |llud by some girl he was en-
gaged to.  He’s been down on his Juck ever since. ~ And now hes
aot typhoid fever.  And now he's got typhoid fever!™  The stupid,
slangy phrases have caten into her brain.

It’s a cold, grey day, even at Mentone, with a bitter mistial
sweping up the street.  As the givl hurries along by the public
garden and down the Rue Victor Emmanuel, she is suddenly aware
that Carnival has begun.  The strects are gay with flags and arches,
and bands of dominocs in pink, blue, and yellow, rash tewards her
with falsctto shricks, and cover her with confetti.  An amorous
domino takes her arm and ofters her some flowers ; she shakes him
off with trembling lips, and turns into the entrance of the Ilotel
Impetial.  The whole place is in an uproar, and no one asks her
business.  Visitors, garbed in mask and domino, are congregating
in the hall, and the \\:lll(,h(‘l(\\\(] round to sce. Loohmg out Paul
Thurlow’s number on the list of visitors’ names, she creeps along
the passage to his room, which is on the ground flour, luoking
towards the north. Rooms locking northwards are cheap on the
Riviera, and, as bear-leader, Paul Thurlow can no longer aflerd to
be particular.

A nurse is sitting by the bed-side, a Little Frenchwoman, whose
cyes are fixed longingly on the shricking, romping crowd ovutside.
The room gives on the street, and through the muslin curtains one
can see the ricketty chariots crowned l»v givls in rosy-wreaths, the
carriages full of Picrrots and Pierrettcs,

« Vous pouviez vous en aller,” says Miss Cranin, *“ n'ayez pas
peur.  Je prendrai bien garde de monsicur. Je suis—sa fiancee,”
she adds with a sad little smile, and the nurse, uothing louh, pre-
pares to leave these eccentric English togcther,

And when the deor is finally shut, Gertrude creeps over to the
bed, and kneels down.  Paul looks at her, and says fretfully :

* Why have voubeen so long away? - You came the day bu fore

lcrd'\\', and vou never have been near me since. . ...  You
don t carc for me, really.  You want to go to the Carnival.”

A shrick of laughter is heard outside, as somchody cmptics a
bag of ttour from a top story, and the scuflling erowd of masks dis-
perse, yelling, and covered with white,

<« It’s such fun, you know,” continucs Paul feverishly 5« you

jump on a carringe step where there are ladies, and 7 anil shovel
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the confetti down their necks, and then you give them a bouguet
and bow and jump offagain  Aren’t masks pretty?  They are pak
and white, like Gertrude Cronin. . . . Gertrude Cronin is like o
mask. .. . She’s got a smile like a mask, and pink and white checks
But she's a beast, a beast, a beast 1"

And Paal clenches his fist, and then lets his hands fall on the
counteipane, at which every now awnd again his fingers clutch
Gertrude hides her face on the bed and wbs.

¢« Oh, here’s asniveller,” he grumbles. ¢« What rot it is—gith
are always erying.  Take her away, take her away, 1 want the
woman who was here just now.  She's kind to me; she gives m.
something to drink.  Why can’t I have some water 2 [t's an i
fernal shame I can’t have any thing to drink !”

And al! through the long afternovn Paal wanders in his mind,
while: outside Carnival is at its gayest.  Sometimes a mask pretends
to peep in at the window, and, uttering a foolish laugh, throw.,
shovelful of confetti at the blank pane and runs off.  And Pauls
fingers still clutch at the counterpane.

(wmudc has never watched at a dying bed before, and L
dues not know the awful portent of those seraping fingers. ... 1
“this the end 7 shie asks her selt.  No, he will get well, he was alway
so bright and stroag.  H: will get well, .md she will tell him il
she .\l\\'\\s cared for- him—that she cares for him now wmore th
ever.  They will go away—to the Far West. or to Australia—som.
where where girls need not dress in Boud Street cloths, nor m:
have shooting licences and  clubs—somewhere where two you;
people can be happy. . . .. The trivial life she has always )
scems as meaningless mow as that foolish riot out there in the strec. &
Here, in this lumclv sick-room, is the onc goud thing.  He mu
get well—he must ger well !

But presently, when the noise outside isat its highest, she lea
over him and finds that he has fainted.  And when the doctor ar)
the nurse are hastily summoned, she is told that it is all over, w’
that while she has been watching theve in the twilight Paut Thusla
has slipped away to the great majority.

Numb and dazed she finds her way to the door, and begs
carrinze.  They call an open landau, and, all the way tu the stati s,
the airl is pt.hcd by confetti, and cscorted by hilarious mask
.llw;: ate escorting her back, with falsetto shricks of langhter, &
the old life which she dreads.

THE QUEEN’3 LATEST OFFER.

A Freo Education or One Year’s Travel in Europe.

In Tne Queens “Word Contest,” which the publishers of 1.
magzine anuounce as the LAST ONE THEY WiLl ®ieg oFfFER, A Fr
Edueation eonsisting of a Three Yeard Course in any Caunadiw
Ameriean Seminary or College, including all expenses, tuition ...J
board, to be lni-l Ly the publishers of Tux QUEEN, or One '
Abroad, consisting of One Entire Year's Travel in Burape, all exj
to be paid, will e given to the person sending them the largest
words made fram the text which is annnuneed in the last ixsue of
QUees. .\ special deposit of S750 has been wade in The Dowir
Bauk of Canada to carry out this offer.  Mauy other useful and vai
prices will be awarded in order of werit.  The publishers of T
QueeN have made their popular family magazine famous throud
bath Cwada and the United States by the liberal prizes givon
their provious competitions, and as this will vosimveLy og TiE U
oNE OFFERED, they intend to miake it excel all others as vegaros
value of the prizs, Send four 3 et stamps for copy of Tig OQu
vontaining the text, complete rales and it of puzes. Address
Cawvann QUERN, Taronte, Cansula,

Smilicus =\ Iriend of mine xaw a man whe once saved lus i
and he actually went acrass the street to aveid meeting him.

Cynicus—That proves what I've said of human natuac.

Smilicug—not at all.  The man was a dactor and kad a bis’
against him. )



