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“MANY A SLIP."
(By David Lyall)

A man and woman were standing
together in the bow of one of the smal
ler mail steamers which was making
her way up the St. Lawrence towards
Montreal. It was an exquisite day in
the early part of September, and the
incomparable picture made by the noble
city of Wolfe and Montcaln, parched on
its heights at the mouth of the river,
was presented at ite best, As they made
their way merrily up the river, the scen-
ery perhaps lost a little of its majestic
beauty, but it was still enchanting en-
ough to win praises on every side.

But while excitement of a pleasurable
kind eurrounded them, the man and
woman in the bow seemed silent and un-
observant,

“Then what are you going to doi”
asked the man, looking at her with ea
gerness and a certain yearning in his
eyes. They made a goodly pair as they
stood there, she tall, slim, and finely
featured, he wellknit and manly, with a
eoldier's air.

She lifted her eyes to his with a sud
den flash.

“Do, there is only one thing to do;
I «ill go on to my destination.”

“To Vancouver, and—-and marry the
other chap?” he said dully.
“No," she answered. “I will not do

that, but 1 will go there, and tell him
the truth.”

“But why go, if we care for one an
other, and surely we do that, Maud?
Write to him at the hotel tonight, and
tomorrow 1 can get a spectal license,
and we can be married before we go
Ull."

She lifted ber eyes to him again, and
comething flashed in them.

“l will never do that. If 1 dou’t
warry him, it is certain that I shall
never arry ouw"”

“But, in

Heaven's name,
if we care for one another?”

“You seem very certain about it, 1
am not,” she answered quickly, and
was for a moment silent, watching the
long trail of foam left by the steamer,
and there was a faraway look in her
eves,

“But, Maud, what is going to happen

why not,

to you?" he asked desperately. “You
have told me how little money you
she said passionately. “Un

fortunately 1 have told you too much.”

“And you are going a long way; you
must know how much it costs to come
back.”

“1 y not come back.
that they need wowmen out there for-
for teaching and for household task«.
I have been used to earn my own liv
ing, and I am not afraid, but fimt 1
will be honest with him, for the first
time in five years."

“Apd what is to become of me, Maund?
Haven't 1 the right to—to some little
niche in your scheme of things?”

“No,"” she answvered clearly. “Not the
<mallest right to the smallest niche, We
have behaved badly, both of us, and 1
at least will do the best to atone for
my share in it.”

“It can't end here, you know, Maud.”

“It will,” she answered, and she kept
her word. They parted amid the con
fugion a1 the landing stage, and Maud
Legard managed to disappear. When
Captain Tremlett was released from the
custom house officers, who were exam
ining his baggage, and relurned to the
apot where he had left her, she was
gone. and he never saw her again.

1 have heard

Three days later, a man and woman
walked slowly to and fro the wide plat-
form of the Canadian Pacific Railway
Depot at Vancouver, awaiting the arri
val of the Imperial Limited Express
from the east—Morton Wingate and his
friend, Mms. Raynor, to whose care he
would consign the girl he hoped to make
his wife in a few days' time.

Wingate was the second son of an
impoverished Scottish family of good
Lirth, Disheartened by the lack of mon-
ey and the lack of prospect at home, he
had been lured to the west by the hope
of building up a better position and
founding a home there. On the whole
he had taken not been disappointed. But
it had taken a long time, longer than
he had expected. For six years he had
lived alone on his ranch, suffering iso
lation, anxiety, frequent disappointment,
determined mot to ask the woman he
loved to share it until the last corner
should be turned, and he could offer
her at least comparative immunity from
care. The idea, nurtured by an unsel-
fish love, had been the great mistake of
Wingate's life. He had waited too long.
But he did not know it. There was no
suggestion of anxiety about him then,
only a wisible impatience. His still
boyish looks were stamped by the un-
mistakable eagerness of a man in a
Lurry. He who had waited with a grim
patience so long could hardly bear the
additional hour imposed upon his spirit
by an overdue train. But it came at
last. His keen, swift eye, trained to
cover immeasurable distances, quickly
singled her out among the throng of
the passengers, and he eprang forward.
Norah Rayner, very sympathetic, even
a trifle emotional, the occasion being one
which appealed to all her womanly feel
ings, stood back until such time as the
first greeting should be over, and Win-
gate should bring the traveller to her
side. She eaw them before they found
her, and had time to make a little men-
tal picture of Maud Legard. She liked
her, Ihm?h she thought her face pre-
ternaturally grave, even a little hardly
There was no cloud apparently on
Wingate's sky. He presented her with
just the right mixture of boyish happi-
ness and manly pride, and while Nora,
moved by a very natural impulse, kiseed
the girl ou both cheeks, she felt her
heart go out to her, and yet was repelled
by a certain haunting coldness in her
eyes.

Mrs. Raynor lived in Vancouver, where
her husband occupied a Government pos-
ition of considerable importance. The
Raynors were warmly attached to Win-
gate, believing him to be one of the
best of men, and that no woman could
be too good for him. And they had re
joiced with a very hearty and sincere
joy over hisx coming happiness. But
Nora Raynor, with the intuition which
seldom failed her, knew in that very mo-
ment of greeting that something had
happened, and that Wingate was not to
<ail just yet with flying colours into
the port of happiness. But ehe said
nothing, only made herself busy about
the girl's welcome, helping by her cheery
speech to relieve the strain of the mo-
ment. They drove directly to the Ray-
nors' house, the aize and luxury of
which surprised Maud Legard very much.

When they entered the house, Mrs.
Raynor considerately left them. She
had three little children, and it was
their dinnertime; she explained that
the good mother likes to see what her
children eat. So she left them at the
drawing room door and absented her
self for a long time. She was summon-
ed at last by one of the Japanese ser-

set,

o Home ready for you.

vants, who made her understand that
the gentleman wanted her. When she
went downstairs she found him stavd-
ing in the middle of the hall. His
face was quite white, and his looks des-
perate,

“Morton, whatever has happenedf”
she cried sharply.

“Everything. It's all over,” he an-
swered, with strange breaks in his
voice.

“All over! What do you meant? Why,
she’s here; nothing can be over when
she's actually here.”

“It’s all over, I tell you. There's an-
other man she likes better.”

“Then why, in heaven’s name, did
she come? That was the unforgivable
sin, surely?”

“No, no, she's like that; she'll face
the music, Nora. She thought it her
duty to come right out here and tell
me. Besides, it only happened on the
boat.”

“On the boat, an Atlautic flirtation.
Oh, that will be easily disposed of,” said
the small woman with a note of relief
in her voice.

“I—I don't think so, she's altogether
changed, Mrs. Raynor; she says she
ought to have been here from the firet;
that five years was too long; in fact,
that nothing is the same. And she won't
marry me. I'm off back to the ranch.
You'll look after her, won't you, till—
till something can be done. I must get
away, you understand, until I see light.”

“Yes, of course, and, Morton, you'll
stop away and leave me to engineer this
thing, wont you, dear, Stanley and I to-
gether? 1 believe we can do it.”

“I don’t mind what you do. I sup-
pose she'll go back to England; you
must find out everything and let me
know without telling her. She will need
money even. It's a difficult business, a
monstrous thing altogether, but I'm hip-
ped, too much hipped to be able to think
of anything. 1 must leave it all to you.”

“Why, yes, of course, that's what I'm
here for. Go—go now, Morton, and stop
at the Island till I send for you."”

Morton Wingate thanked her as well
as he knew how. How he blessed her
for her quick perception, her restraint,
her practical sympathy, she would never
know, though the day came when he
tried to tell her. He passed out of the
house. Nora Raynor dashed some really
angry tears from her eyes, but wiped
them dry before she entered the room
where the girl sat. It was impossible
to map out a course of conduct for eir-
cumstances so wholly unexpected; she
must just trust to her own intuition, and
to the inspiration she might get for the
moment.

“T am sure you are famished, Miss Le-
gard,” she eaid cheerily. “Do come and
get something to eat, My husband does
not come home at middle day, and we'll
have a cosy luncheon together.”

Maud Legard turned to her in amaze-
ment,

“Have you seen Mr, Wingate? Has
he told you what has happened?”

“Oh yes, but one must eat, though the
leavens fall. Of course, T am sorry
about it. He's euch a very good fellow,
and he has worked so hard to get the
It is a beautiful
place, really; as nearly like Paradise as
any spot can be here below. But, of
course, one cannot help one's feelings
changing. I am thankful you had the
courage to be quite honest. 1 have

known cases where courage was lacking,
and the consequences disastrous. Come,
then, and let us eat; then we can go
into & committee of ways and means
about you later on."”




