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Better
Than Life

By Charles Garvice

L X

=
e e

go ili 4 t Ce | ro-nignt.
H es to Cecilia who at on -1 t :
ecm' and he leads. her (o the | I'he vicar looks alarmed on the
cons S5y

I've got a sore throat.”

piano. She plays with the correct- | spot.

ness of a machine and sings like A
dove, softly, cooingly. He stands be- |

side her for a moment, then comes
back to the fire, and looks down at

the face upon which the flames are |

casting weird lights.

“You have not forgiven me yet?” |

he says in a low voice. She makes
an impatient movement.
# “1 hate talking when
singing,” she says.
“So do I, which proves my eager-
ness for that same forgiveness, Miss
»
ar.
ll)uziby sister is Miss Dunbar.”

“Miss Ida you are very angry with |

me. Will you be less so if I :\dm‘x‘t'
that I deserve that you should be?

“Angry—or less so?” she retorts.

He smiles.

“You see, I even forget my gram-
mar. But let me explain.” .

“I hate explanations,” she said pet-
uantly. ;

“There again I agree with you.
IGjve me credit for moral courage,
l!!erefore you are angry, and justly
angry, that I did not tell you who I
lwas the other day, when we met at
he well.”

“Not in the least,” she declares,
ith a smile that is intended to be
itheringly contemptuous. “It was
o business of mine.”

“It wouldn’'t have been, if I had
leared off, forever, as I intended,”

2 |
anyone is

“My dear child—"

| impatiently. “It's only sore enough

not to want to sing.” 2

“Do you not play, Lord Levondale?
says Cecilia.

He hesitates for a moment then he
| shrugs his shoulders,

“l can make a noise,” he says, re-
luctantly—very reluctantly, and does
| not approach the piano. 333
[ But Bobby has heard the admission
I and instantly pounces upon him.
| “Oh, do, sir,” he says eagerly. “I'm
sure you can.,”

"(;c.ml_v, Bobby,” says the vicar re

bukingly; but the earl lets his hands
‘l‘ull on Bobby's shoulder and looks
| down at him with kindly eyes.

[ “You'll be ‘'disappointed, Master
! Bob!"” he says; and he goes to the
plano.

It is quite true that he can not
‘|)l;|.\'_ and that the accompaniment is
just so many convenient and harmon
{ 1ous chords, but before he has sung
;huli a dozen notes a profound sil

ence reigns in the big room, and three
lum of four of the listeners exchange
! glances of amazement, and then

It is only a Bavarian drinking song,
i‘but it is sung in a magnificent bari-
tone, and so dramatically that the
vicar can see the group of peasants
lr(ruml the vines and, almost hear the |

stare at the back of his head. '
|
|

e says. “But I changed my mind. | clink of the tin cans.

want you to believe that I did nol, “Oh, go on, please,”
th

eep you in ignorance from sheer

alice.” ‘

“It is really of no consequence,”
he breaks in—"“not in the very least;
bnly"—she pauses for a moment, and

he says, as
he song finishes.
“h, I say,” remarks Bobby, with in

“What a magnificent voice!” mur-

“Oh, it’s nothing, nothing,” she says

{/ss Dunbar?”

murs Cecilia Ida alone adds noth

er face grows red—" only I don’t

expressible admiration, ;
|
ing to the chorus of praise, but \H\‘}

|

»@Bare to be a laughing stock, even of [in the same attitude
ny own family, and if—Bobby, for “l.evondale strikes a chord or two
‘Bnstance—knew that you were the | then sings again.
nknown gentleman who was SO I'his time it is a song in a lang
kind"—"on board the boat—" nage unknown to them. It is Ar

“I see—I quite see,” he says in the | abic. It tells of
e low voice; “and so we will say ling the tribe of his fathers to wan
othing about it. We will let them {der forth into the
emain in ignorance. Will that | and an
lease you? I mean, would you Not one of the listeners under

pther I said nothing? I should have | stands a word, but the music is el

poken out when you came in this f oquent, and presently the vicar be

ening, but I saw that you were sil- | gins to cough, Bobby's face assumes
t—" She makes an impatient ges- | the grotesque expresion which sits |
ire of assent. “And am I to have | upon that of the human boy when he

a man who 1s leav

|
|

|

}

desert a Iupin\ri

outcast, |
|

|

|

|

|

|

prgiveness now ?” He asks is much moved, and Cecilia’s t‘\'t\:

She looks stubbornly in the fire, | fill |
r long lashes hiding her eyes, her It i1s the weirdest, saddest music

ps tightly set. The song comes to an | imaginable. Ida stares at the fire,
d, and, as in duty bound, he goes | and listens, trying to harden her
b the piano. heart, but gradually it softens against
“Thanks—very much. May I say| her will The fire
at you have a very sweet voice,

is enveloped by
a mist, and her hand steals up to her
face to hide the tears that fill her
Cecilia smiles her soft, saint-like eyes and threaten to fall upon the |
ile. is
“Yes; but it is very thin. Ida’s—"

pretty dress

I'hey are there still when the song
“You will sing for us?” he says, ceases, and with a long-drawn \igh"
rning to Ida. Cecilia exclaims: !
“No thanks,” she said with scant “Oh,
purtesy. “I don’t feel like singing

that was beautiful, Lord Ley-
What is it?”
“You sing like an artist,” says the
vicar, emphatically
lLevondale comes to the fire

(
ondale!

“It is an Arab song,” he says: and
there is no reflection of their emo-
tion in his calm, impassive face. “A
man has committed a sin against his
tribe, and is turned out to wander in
the wilderness. It is his last fare
well and lament

1

The words are as |

| ing,

| rudest

him, and

For the benefit of those who could not get out under the un-
favorable weather conditions, we have changed
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A Dollar saved is a dollar earned.
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somehow she found this same dislike

very difficult

He had been kind to her on board

the boat;

When she was

herself that she did not altogther
slike him, and she tried to forget
she likewise failed in this

1

Most persons found it difficult
farget Lord Levondale after they had Wworth living than I have done, that’s

he had been kind and long-

forced to admit

usually handsome; but, indeed, it was
not Lord Levondale’s good looks that
haunted her. It was the half-sad,
half-weary expression of his eyes and

| suffering, and patient all the even- his face when in repose, and the
even when she had been at her

charm of the deep, musical voice,
The expression, the voice, seemed
to to say: "l have lived my life, and all
things are as Dead Sea Fruit to
my lips; but don’t blame you for its
and I have nothing but good wishes
to tor you. May you find life *better

11
spent a few hours in his company all

ind Ida could not banish him from i
her thoughts, he was so unlike any ©rdinary acception of the word. The

nan she had ever seen.

For

lda was not a romantic girl, in the

girls at Mdme. Bonnet's had cured

; 3L her of th: C 5 i -
one thing—and it is a great i!l\ (\ h }”[:fn lency to Sent”?e?tall
. X r which rery

tiiing with a young girl—he was un- % 4 ¢ very young of both

sexes inevitably—and probably very

pathetic as the music, and T am sorry
that 1 cannot translate
English, Miss Ida.”

She looks up there is a diamond |
drop in her eyes, but she dashes it
away

them into

“I hate sentimental songs,” she says
at last, and defiantly. “They—they
always make me laugh.”

“Mr. Dunbar’s carriage!” announ-
ces the footman; and she springs up

immediatly, as if glad to escape from
the most wearisome evening she had
ever spent,

Lord Levondale accompanies them
to the hall and puts Cecilia’s cloak
round her; then he turns to Ida, but |
she shrinks back,
AINS in th “Thanks; but Bobby is the only |

in the small of the one who can put this thing on with-

back, lumbago, rheuma- |out spoiling my hair,” she says. |
’ pains in the limbs all tell i"(";]nnd[-nigihx';;' :1hndl she gdives himI a
P » mp hand to shake or rop, as he
efective kidneys. may please, and turns coldly away. |
Polsons are being left in the CHAPTER VII |

d which cause Pains and aches. That extremely sentimentality and
The kldneys, liver and bowels wicked Frenchman, Rosseau, declares
. arouse

d to action by such awake thinking of a man she passes

“\ Does
~ Your

Head Ache?

Headaches, sick or other
kinds, don’t happen to
people whose livers are
busy and whose bowels are
as regular as a clock,
Thousands of folks who
used to have headaches
say this is the way they
removed the cause:

One pill at bedtime, regu-
arly. gerdoseif there’s

that the first night a girl is kept
men '
r Pﬂ;..“ Dr. Chase's Kidney- from girlhood to womanhood,
If he is right, then Ida that night
stepped across the mystic brook, for
she lay awake for hours thinking of
Lord Levondale,

€70 is no time for delay whea
Kdneys g, wrong, for such de-
Pments a5 hardening of the ar-

and Bright's disease are the
al resylt,

If one has been rude to a person,
J one is almost sure to suffer remorse
for it; and Ida, as she turned from
side to side, and gazed vacantly at
the moonlight travelling slowly round
her dainty little room, suffered en-
ough remorse to more than satisfy

P T & dose, 25 cents a box all
o *° Bdmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd.,
the man she had ill-treated.

):Chase’s
s e She tried to assure herself that he

|(l”e [‘i‘eR pills !had played an unpardonable trick

upon her, and that she ought to dis-
SERIRL T like him very much indeed; but

a suspicion of biliousness
or constipation,

ERS

ITTLE
IVER
PILLS

€enuine bears Signature

Colorless faces often show
:’ l‘;:‘):ll:osence of Iron in the

CARTER’S IRON PILLS
will help this condition.

properly possess. The girls at Mme.
Bonnet’s fell in love with everybody
—the young postman, the music-mas-
ter, who wore a wig, the writing-
master, whose teeth were false as
dicers’ oaths, and even the dancing-
master, and absurd man, round as a |
tub, and already in possession of a
wife and nine children, |
When the school went for a walk, |
they cast glances—well, under their
lashes—at most of the young men |
that passed, and invented altogeth- |
er fabulous and impossible senti-
mental histories for them. In'a word
they were like the generality of
| school-girls, neither better nor
worse. But Ida had been an excep-
was a sacred word to her, and she
[ tion.  Even then the word “loye” |
only laughed at the make-believe, |
| and scorned the base imitation, ]
She had never seen a man half so
handsome, or so good, in her op-
inion, as her father—had never seen
4 man on whom she could bestow a
second thought until—until this tall |
| man with the sad, weary eyes had
| €ome up to her on the boat and said,
| as if he were compelled to say it.

| “Have you had your breakfast? Shall
I get you some?”

Since that moment, he had been,
| though she would not have admitted
I, not very far from her mind.
[ She was not in “loye” as yet. Love!
| What did she know of it—she, a
| school-girl, still in her teens, with as
little knowledge of the world and the
Sons of men as a convent nun? She
Was not in love, but—she lay awake
and thought of Lord Levondale, re-
| called his face and words, and went
| over the story of Zuleika as he had
| told it. She had said that he had
| bqasted, but she had not spoken her
mind. He had told the story quiet-
ly, modestly enough! And how cool-

ly he had admitted that he had shot bad.

; What does it matter?” and yet
the man!

r with all his indifference, he had
She turned her pale face to the borne with her and been kind to her
pillow, and shuddered, but it was a ahd patient with her airs and tem-
forced shudder and there was no hor- per.
ror or condemnation in it. She turned restlessly and sighed.
“He is a wicked man,” she said to “I wish he had not come. I wish
herself; “everybody says so, and I he would go away! However he is
do not like him.” not likely to say much to me for the
But it was very strange, and wor- future, that is one comfort.”
thy of note that she, and indeed evy- But she sighed still more heavily
eryone else who knew him, never and restlessly, as if the comfort con-
remembered Levondale's wickedness tained in the reflection were not of
until they had got beyond the charm a very solid kind,

of his presence, She was late for breakfast next

When she had told him to his face! morning and the vicar noticed that
—under the well porch, that he was she was pale and that the wonderful
bad, he had not denied it—had not eyes he was never tired of secretl
attempted to defend himself; as if admiring were heavy and dream y
1t were not worth while to con- “You look ] hi "
sider what people said. That too, dear,” '.dpac g
had been the impression he had giv- G lal
en her this evening. It was as if he
had said. Let them call me good or

orning, my
“Are you tired?”
“I've always said that little girls

(continued on Page eight)
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