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“Do you ienously mean to tell me you.
believe that you'd- have had some sign
. of his Sosity; felé Shmm mpaniatelasble in-

‘ He spoke
with an entire conviction that was al-
01 . I felt that it would
be useless *to- argue with' him in that

- “In my sotl I know it.”

most  horrible,

: Rosewarne, I thought, was hard-
ly sane. t he said next reassumed

~are days, even weeks, when the men-
. ;hmgqm%,at‘*ﬁ}'xe‘ ‘when he sat down in the cafe and wrote
1d. When the fear|two or three picture post ‘cards, I
; a flood,when. it
“Boulas-it does wow,
Jio Jp.nens, e has, lound
u.trﬂ‘&” Sl e gt

D%

~ We had by this titiie reachéd”
little city

the church of Le Cro
laid his hand upon’
n altered

love the hﬁu,t,,v,. of the world—+of ‘the

world that gapnot speak or sin.  I'have
not even any quarrel with men, exce_ t

- myself. I have had the means to do
ag I wished; I have been a wanderer
seeking beauty in the-shadow of death.
It would “kave: been easy, you may
think, to efid . this fear by ending my-
self. More:than once I have held the
poison-phial’in my hand—but no, I could’
not do that,, .-} must bear the burden
to the end; ‘mine must fiot be the hand
that freezes me for ever.”

“My deaf>Rosewarne,” I said, “ve-
lieve me, I pity -you from my soul. If
I could only convince you that this fear
of yours is a mere phantasm, the result
of brooding on a sensitive mind.” -

“I have tried to believe that. Bfit even
supposing it were so, whatlthen? The
fear remains. But I know, I know?.
Again I felt it useless toiargue with
him then, though,I wrined grads
ually to try to wiir“ ot of this ter-
rible labyrinth.  &hy .,

“It’s awfully good of yeu,” hé‘said, “te

listen to me like this. #The tlitng haitl |-

me 80 by the throat tha#ll had to speak,
and I was sure you’d syinpathise even
if you didn’t understand.”% wx.z v >
“I'm glad you spoke,” I said; ‘Stalk;as.

much as you like.” %’ ZER
We entered- e the beautiful:
and for a time

“Pm not always as bad as this. There

.| back to Le Croisic,and the marshes, with
b | their sentimental pyramids and domes |

3 ’rm'
und: that leads up to. the grey.
i:fuf':f jérande, that* self-contained
tt] $ef upon “a-HHL" We ‘turned | should have welcomed this changed
to look back across the salt. marshes, | aspect, but now I feared . its effect on
shimmering under -the sun of noon, to
: isic, Rosewarne
y .arm and spoke
»  --}j-color, and when a sudden sunshaft

‘Pi&?ifonies 'crossing“o-ne of the tributaries of the North Thompson river, B.C. - -
“I don’t ‘wint to leave all this. T

. 1.in the evening to the-accompariment of

s ———

with haphazard flashes. Memory and

. work, - : ‘

I had a curious feeling, as we sat at
lunch together in a sunny room that
opened upon a vine‘wreathed verandah,
that he and I were of two different
. worlds.” I found myself trying to con-
‘jecture how. he
,things, even the food before him and
-the wine in his glass. Did these strike
him as being the means, not of life, but
of forcing him to keep alive that terror
which he bore in his heart? And’later,

wondered how he regarded such ordinary
and trivial things.: As I watched him

:to commonplate people? - - - -

The sky whs overcist as we .walked

‘I of 'salt, appeared infinitely vast and
dreary. The wind, too, was rising, and
the. low boom of the 'sea reached us
across ,the waste.' At another time I

Rosewarne. But he did Tiot seem to be
affected by it: indeed, his eyes were
quick to  appreciate varying tones of

struck the spire of Le Croisic to: an
ethereal whiteness he gave an exclama-
tion of delight. . “Constable,” he shid,
.“would have loved that!” oL

After dinner we walked out to the
lighthouse at the end of the breakwater,
and watched the fishing fleet, blue and
yellow sailed, beat out against the
haggard Western glow. It was difficult
tp stand against the rush of the wind on

talk save in shouted monosyllables. We
lingered until all was a blur of tem-
pestuous turmoil.

On the way back Rosewarne took my
arm.

“This has been the best afternoon I’ve
had for months,” he said,” “thanks to
you.” . =

“No great thanks to me, after all.”

“I feel quite free for the time. Things
logk different.: Le Croisic looks different,
ilre people,” everything.” o
T¥And they’ll remain different,” I -said,
“if you fight hard.”

-4We shall see,” he said musingly.

There was no oné .in the cafe of our
hotel except two.or three of the maids,
who' always did their needlework “there

a subdued chatter. . Rosewarne and I.had
‘been'-talking about. nothing in particular
,forisome time, when a man entered, ;the
Tnglishman whom I ‘had seen ‘pass the

Porte St. ¥Miehel,

wandered abqut® the :;narrow - streets,
quite happils.The shadow seemed to
have lifted from Rosewarne’s spirit, and
he talked entertainingly of many things.
I was astonféhed at his range of Know-
ledge. He Jiad -read deeply, and, as I
have said, frayelled widely, and he had
a wonderfully ‘retentive memory. More-
over, it was+a memory.that eclassified

window the day.before. He gave the
“usual'friendly greeting and sat down at
a table near us. - '

“My God,” whispered -Rosewarne, “Tt’s
come at last!” I looked at him: his face
was stricken grey.

“Nonsense!” I said.

“Look at the left cheek—the scar!”
I looked ‘closely, and a cold shiver

and collated, so that he presented you
‘with well ordered facts and theories, not ‘

thrilled my spine. Certainly there was

imagination, I thought, had done their |

regarded - material

a sense of unreality ‘began to creep over |
me: there was something strange in the |
*“;M‘ this béfgfé, -sound of his. pen. :;Was.he writing

-that exposed point, and impossible to {

a scar. I pulled myself together.

Edison Diamond Disc
' The Phonograph with the new voice -

This wonderful Edison achievement is more
than an 'amusement phonograph. It is a beau-
tiful musical instrument—beautiful in tone and
beautiful in design. It represents years of study
and experiment in sound reproducing and mu-

sical acoustics. -

The Special Reproducer, with its dia-
mond point, has given the instrument a new
voice—tones of marvelous depth and mel-
low sweetness.

The records are of a material heretofore
unknownto record making. Yearsof playing
will not affect their perfect playing qualities.

- AllEdison Discs are of the cabinet (horn-
" less)type, made of rare woods along graceful
lines. Hear this new Edison. Compare it
with a~y others you have heard. Itisa de-
cided advancement in musical reproduction.

Edison
Disc Phonograph |
Mahoganycabinet,gold-plated
S
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HORROCKSES’
|FLANNELETTES

(made by the manufacturers of the celebrated
Lon_gclolhs, Twills and Sheetings)

are made from
carefully selected COTTON

The nap is short and close
No injurious chemicals are used
Quality, designs and colourings are unequalled

IF purchasers of this useful material for Underwear all the year round would
‘buy THE BEST ENGLISH MAKE. they would appreciate the comfort

and durability which inferior qualities of Flannelette do not possess.

See the name “HORROCKSES'® ”’
on the selvedge every two yards

ANNUAL Sale upwards of
TEN MILLION yards

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene
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MANCHESTER and LONDON, ENGLAND
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