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| another gquick glance of surprise and

gérutiny. He indicates a man stand-

| tiig a few teet.off, looking at the group
7} i thq eenter-of ‘the-hall, “There is

| there. will- be recognition

* It is an Opera night, a “Pattinight,”
joxford Street is densely ¢rowded with
joabs, carriages and omufbuses, and
Rbe eab in which Yolande sits, speech-
Pess, almost breathless in anxiety and
jsuspense, geis into a block again and
jagain, untfl she feels she must get
tout and run.

At last the cab gets free of the
jinal block, and whirls on ecityward,

rwhile Yolande watches with straining
jeyes through the fading evening light
Wor ‘the Baltimore Hotel

But, while sh8 is gazing through one
rwindow, the Baltimore Hotel is con-
Myonting the other, and the cab pulls
Mp and Yolande gets out with totter-
ving steps, wondering feverishly if that

4% ‘Dalias—that man inside-the glass-
jpanneled entrance doors.

No, that is not he. That other-man
jperhaps! THere Is Some one on the
\ofher side of the hall, fair-haired; gén-
}le, manly-looking. No, it is not he
jpither. She pauses, timid and bewild-
.ered, with a severe and gentlemanly
/éall walter confronting her, and a
dmned hall porter and page boy hov-
awring near. ; b P

“Wish for-rooms, madug"" the -hall
ﬁnﬂ asks, with, & stifftBow, noting
hér dréss—the long, handsome silk
miifitel and the edge of ‘white Jace-
trimiipg flouncés peering out be-
neath—her youthful ladylike, timid
mmien, and the well-dressed, respect-
mble servant:behind her.

“No, thank you,” ,olande answers,
mervously, flushing brightly; “I wish
to see Captain Glynne, please.”

“Q gentleman staying in the hotel,

tmadam “ the head waiter asks, scan-j

ming her more closely.

“No—-he is not staying in the hotel !
«~that {s, he—is—I have been told he
i employed—is in a situation here,”
stammered Yolande, flushing until her
face and neck burned with shame.

“There is no gentleman of the name
of Glynne employed here,” hé says,
decisively. “The two gentlemen em-
ployed in the office are Mr. Marsh,
the sub-manager and Mr. Dallas, the
head clerk—* :

“That is he!” Yolande interrupts,
‘with a wild, eager joyfulness that re-
minds the stiff and rigid head waiter
of the days when he read romances
and believed in them. “I called him
by his family mame. Wil you tell
him, please, that a lady wants to see
him—Mr. Dallas Glynne?

The head waiter 18 but a man, after
ali.- He looke puzzled but interested,
moting the sparkling eyes, the appeal-
ing glance, the glad, fluttering
blushes. -

“Certainly, madam,” he responds,

* Dallas,” he: says; wondering it
on ~both
sides ‘or hot. “A laay to see you, Mr.
Dallas” he adds very needlessly, a§
the lady has rushe@ over to the hotel
and held out her trembling little
hands.

“Won’t m—awon't you? she mut-
ters, In choking half-audible " tores,
| with an agony of entreaty, an agony of
gladness and grief in her fair, tear-
wet, quivering face,

And Dallas Glynne—ean this bhe Dal-
las Glynne—this pallid, haggard,
stern-looking man in well-worn office
suit, his hair thin and turning gray
on his temples? He looks ten years
older th when she saw him last,
little more than a year ago—the ele-
gant ‘young aristocrat—and army
“beaunty-man.*”

He takes the hand she offers him,
and presses it slightly.

“How did you find me out? he
asks, as it wei-e carelessly; but there
is a faint smile on his pale, set face,
a wistful darkness- and warmth in
his cold, gray eyes. “BEvans,” -he
gays, turning to the waiter, “take this
lady into the manager’s sitting-room.
Exoase me Yor a moment,” he 8ays to
Ais Wife; fand h® stays behind, and
goes back to the office for a minute
or two, lest the ¢iirious éyes turned on
him éevery direction discern that his
usual, cold gentlemanly composure—
“the Johnny 3 high tone §8518,” his
American Datrgns tewm it figlt scot-
fingly—is ruffied in’the least-by this
mysterious rencontre..

CHAPTER XXIX

Dallas enters the room gravely and
deliberately, and she hurries forward
and takes his hand again, and, sob-
bing and smiling, and behaving alto-

' gether absurdly, says:

"Oh, how are you? Are
well?”

“Quite well, thank you, Yolande,”
Dallas replies, with a slight smile,

conrteously, but very coldly. “How did
you find me Mere, may I ask? /I
thought no one but my employér was
l aware of my real name, And you are

quite well? I need soarcely ask,
though; you are lookhig extremely
well, And you are taller, I think,”-
with a faint amused smile; but his
eyes are resting on her with a warm
light of pleasure and admiration In
them which makes her heart throb
wildly with glad excitement.

“l am very well, thank you-—-quite
well indeed,” Yolande repeats vague-
‘1y. ‘And.you are quite well, Dallas?™
sheé goes on, stammiering shyly. I
found you—that is, Lady Pentreath
gave me your ‘addreéss.”

Bu 'euld handsome face, grown o
md&rﬂy aged and haggard, durk-
ens with & flush of anger.

“Lady Pentreath and her husband?
I thought I had rid mydelf of them
for l_ila! Pray how did the noble earl

you gquite

v“I Ve never been forgetfnl
you,* Yolafide says, in low, um

tones—*“never—I wish I could have|

been—since the day you léft me and
would not even say good-by." ;

“That was not qifte m or sourt-
eous, I conféss;* Dallas Boknowlsdges,
coldly and carelessly. “I regretted it
afterward, but at the same time 1 aid
fiot see the use o6f distressing you with
a 1uveotanng whieh 1 monnt to be
final™

“You mmt fever to come’ back ‘any

more™ YolatMe questions, Ner voice |

clear and hard now, her éyes tearless
and glittering. “Then Y was right in
my first belief, that you had deserted
me forever!”

“I don’t think ‘desertion’ is qu!bo th

u’é‘

correet term,” Dallas éays, frowning, |

while a-slight color riges i his face,
“You were rich, prospérots, comfort-
dhle, surrounded by loving friends and
relatives in your own home. I was
almost penniless when My debts were
paid; my prospects were blighted—I
was without fortune, position, home
nor friends. I was quite sure, then,
and I am guite sure néw, that the of

1y honest and manly ¢oursé to pursue
was to leave you a# free as I could, and
undo as far as lay in my power the
wrong I had done you in martrying
you.” 5 sl

“And do you think=did you really
believe in your ‘heart," Yolande asks
—and Datlas Glynne’s eyes fall before
the passion and the acétiiation in hers
—*“that yéu were not inflicting a cruel
wrong ' on me, &nd blighting my life
by leaving mé alone, demlate’,‘ bound
to you, and deserted by yoi, for thé
rést of my @ays, béfore I Wa8 much
more than twenty yeats of age? Did
you?™ 8

“I thought that yo#t-wonld soon for:
get #he,” Dalli§ ahswers, in'a lower
tong, “and that, perhaps, befors very
long; I should be dead; and you would
be free again. I did not think T was
wronging you. I had not any settled
plans or ideas in going a&way, eéxcept
that T must earn & independent lives
lihood inh some way or othef, of make
an end of myself.”

“And I was to have nothing to say
in the mattés, Bood oF bag?” Yolande
asks, coming nearer to him, reckless,
fearless now, In hef anger and Jedl-
ous despair. “I thought you vowed
to hold me as long as we shoulg’ 1ve?
That vow went thé wiy of all” the rest,
I dare say.”

“You never give me a ‘chance of
keeping any vows,' Dallas rejoifis;
shrugging his shouldefs.
gay, I suppose, that you did nét give
me to understand that pretty plainly
on our wedding day *

“Has your treatment 6f me been in
revenge for that? Yolande atlts, with
her hands up to her throat to check
the suffocating feeling that -is 0op-
pressing her.

“Thereé 18 16 qtiestion of revenge in
the matter,” he answers, {mpatiently.
“You needn't think gquite so vilely of
me. You were incensed and deeply
hurt at what you w®o- unfortunately
overheard that morning -~ maturslly
enough, T confess—and you resented
it bitterly, as any -girl would do, I
suppose. ‘Theré 18 no more to  be
sald. 'Thers is née use. in harking
back, Yolande. We began Wrongly,
and we went on worse, and I thought
the best thing to do was to-cut the

.| Gordian knot of miserfes and ﬂlun- :

dergtandings at once™ :
“The best for mﬂe!f, you ﬁuﬁ,"

1 ¥olande says, frigldly. “Well is there
| no more to be sald, as you say?”*

“You ocan’t |

* Allments Peculiar to Women.”” ¢

London Woman

DESERTS SOCIETY FOR THE
JUNGLE. .

Y

LONDONN-“Because 1 hate soeisty
1ite, the dinners and dances, and the
constant striving to wear a prettier
dress than the other woman. Seome
people like it, but I prefer the forest
and the camp fire and the rough life.”

Such are the reasons given by Mrs,
Diana Strickland, a well-known 8o~
sféty woman for organizing what she.
ealls “an expedition of adventure and
bilsiness” that will start soon for
Central Africa.

The party will consist of two woms=
en, four men, and three hundred nas
tive porters. From Boma. on the wut
ooast of Afriea, it will make its way
o foot through the Bahuni country,
which - 18  practically unexplored,

through the Ituri Forest to the North-
east Congo, then east of Lake HQ:
ward, and finally to Kenya. LY
" "We expéct fo bé away for 12

nonths and_shall travel 8,000 muee

1 on foot,” &gid m 8tri >
. “The expedifion 18 Timit ‘to slr
Ehtropeatis on- méht of the food
difficulty,” for we haVe to take it all
with us, and this nécessitates 50 na-
tive porters for éath pérson.

“We Hope te trade in ivery and do
fofie prospecting, and we are also
making a collection for the New York
Zoological Gardens, and.hope to get
an okapi, a giant figld hog, and some
pigmy elephénts.

“We shall be pretty well armed,
and even are taking a machine-gun in
oadle of a serious attack. Of that there
is little danger, ‘Nativés gétierally at-
tadk by steélth and in small fum-
bers.”

Keep the flies from your food
by using Wire Dish Covers, sell-
ing at lowest prices. See our win-
dow. BOWRING BROS., LTD.,,

t.—-—dﬂlﬂ.ﬂ

FOR “THE BEST”

TONIC!

“you can’t beat

STAFFORD'S
QUIMNE '

. Itis the ;._
to buhd uppthge:ystam :
_:Great appetite enlxnm

“1 don't think thers {s* Dallas re-| ||

‘plies, gloomily, but Tooking B¢

'with o fire fu his somber eyes, and |

m reacts upen tm nervous sys-
tem;” Troteky writés. “Therefore
m i85 éravillg for the church and
«| its veremonies. The workers’ state
alrem has its holidays and prooces-
sions, fts sights and parades, 4ts new
symbolical pledstrés, and the - new
state theatre. .

instead of naming their children
after some saint, many workmen
now aré chéosfng names indicative of
revolutioniafy ideas, or after person-
ages. - Octobrina, after the October
vevolution, and Ninel, which is Len-
in's name spelled backward, are two
of the new names for girl bables.
I place of christenings there are
fnow “halt joking inspections” 6of
new born bablés by factory commit-
tees, and dpecial protosols are drawn
up jneludifg the new comer among
the free citizens of the Soviet Repub-
He. The entrante of a pupil finto
sohool is also markéd by a special
holiday in the workers’ family, with
fie participation of trade unions and
guilds,

So far as mam:ges are concernea
Trotsky says “life does not want to
conitent itselt with the mere mai-
ridge, theatrically. tnhadorned.”

Cremation 18 the proper system of
disposal of the dead, but there must
be céremonies, for “the requirement
for outer apeparandss of feelings is
both mighty and lawful” =

Frotsky advecates the development
of moving pictures as an antidote for
both the chureh and the*saloon.

The “Lnne
18 an’Old Nlclmame.

Time 18 every bit as much an aven-
Bér a8 & healer.

To-day English ships may not en-
ter the territorial waters of the
United States of America with any
intoxicating liguor on board.

American liners are dry, and the
U. 8. Navy for some years has slaked
its offielal thirst with grape-julve.
fhe Yankee orossing the - Western
Ocean in & Yankes ship has no hope
of a real drink tntil he sets foot in
England.

And yet for mors years than most
feafaring meh oAl rethember the
American saflor has, In contempt and
derision, nieknamfied the English mer-
chant vessél “The Limejuicer,” writes
R. I, W. Rees 1in the Lendon Daily
Mafl. i

The English merchant seaman 18
not encouraged to drink whilé he is
afloat. He has no ration of rum, like
his more fortunate brother in the
Navy. Rum is fssued to nim, in
thimbletuls, only after really heavy
weather and long hours on deck.

But because mén who spend long
periods af sea without fresh veget-
ables have a habit of developing
scuryy, the Bo#rd of Trade decrees
that ten days out from port éach man
shall have a dafly ration of lHmefuice.

Other nations give their mén crude
witie and ‘other liquors wmen have
mch the m seffect; ‘The Yankee

m!um tell fnto that oategory:

, whenever he met Jack
ashore, he‘ preclp!tated a fight by

The Snn on Strike.

These are indeod days of woe g
lamentation. . First the

frau; then Mussolini refuses to
sign; and now the sun has goneé
strike. From out thé Friendly Ar
where the liftle
make ple of snow whilé 1ying nak
and unashamiéd on bear rugs in
Arctic sunshine, there is due to al
rive sobner or later such a blast ¢
chillsoms stmosphere as will = &
{sicles through coon coats and mal
the porcupine’s quille crackle tnron
It thess waves arrive in time, they
may half-ruin the Canadisn whes
orop—so say the prophets of
But we. feel singularly nonch
about that, for the orop is well on
way to safety. What worries us n
than we like is the idea of having
wear winter ¢lothing during
winter. -

The present summer hag been 1
or léss wintry, so it would be ri
able to expéct that the coming
ter will be more or less sums
But no such luck is coming our
01d Sol, that bounder of the heay
has joined the Bolshevists and is

ex-Kaiser
new wife won't play with Willie'ss

Esquimo papoos
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an fréom the Bmlthtonian
; ‘who peers at the heavens
‘through a long Drass tube

srrible lenses  at both ends,

f8'80, &nd it 18 unthinkable
man in the street should
challenge’ or doibt the state-
Are not our street car win-
ged all day long on most
these winter-stimmer morn-

. Do not our home-going public

with {ie' chilly breezes when

home' at night? /Obviously

the

, ¢an be nothing but a4 sun-

It might be a sunspot, but

ot of fashion. A sun-strike
slty.

— It is the sole topic of

raation regarding which nobody

weary-if we may judge
we hear - all around us
‘ But ‘with  the sun. on
it is not unthinkable that

ul folik will prefer to regard

8ty a topic that gets so near

own skins, If these icy blasts

aunmm

1y to be a twisted grin. By wil
the behaviour of the squirrels

our principal residential th

fares during the next few weel
may -obtain & natural indicatid
what 18 likely to occur. Th
shall be able to economize byb
our furs during the late sl
months, and if we are wise—il
market i8 propitioys-—we can il
up such stores of coal as shallf
den the heart of the most luglt
furnace-man. Taken all round
ice-age about to descend upd
may be a blesisng in disguise
thing we can rely upon—if theA
open8 up on us—that Hudson
railway #cheme will be shelvd
all time.—Montreal Star.

It wds the first time Richard’
er had seen her, and they wert
ing things over.

. “So . my son has proposed fo
‘he said, “and you've acceptel
I think you might have sed
first.”

She blushed sweetly
plied:
Richard.”
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