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THE CRITIC.

WANTED—A COMPANION.

( Continued.)

“ Angry, child? I am charmed—you have never been half in love.”

“ Ob, bush i”  Pain came for an instant on the bright facc * You
were telling me somethivg, or was it somebody you were speaking of?
There—I know ; wiat is this poor Issbelle hike ?”

“ An insipid German girl ; but she is not German. Madame de la
Maure is anything but insipid ; she is sinking.  She is Alsauian, as she says
—a 2tk woman with dark eyes and eyebrows, and a profusion of svhite
hair.”

* Like those American ladies.”’

“ Yes ; something

“ Do you know 1 have taken a dislike 1o that fashion.”

“You will be converted when you see Madame.”

“Yes?" the word was given questioningly

Ellen's spitit of animation was gone, awd whether to ke lively cost biex
tov greal av cffort, or whether she really was ygrowing dreainy, she again
fell back.

“ Shall I send for Newsom 1"

Suddenly there was utter loss of self-control on the girl's pant.
face burnt crimson, then as suddenly paled
fied lookin them.

“ No," she csied ; “ po, you will never do that! It is so hard,” she
gasped as if to herself.  * No, you must never send for him—1 am going to
sennd 10 say that he must never coms to me. 1 shail tever see him again.
Lzt e lcave you, Miss Scott—send me back to England; that is better

~than-—than 1 can cever sec him here.”

“Are you mad1’  Miss Scott, being 2 woman of caergy, took the gul's
arm fininly, looked into her face as firmly.

“Ahpo!" A quictsigh and a lapse into utter calm foliowed the words,

“ ] cannot understand these vagarics ; 1 shall writc to your auni—to
your father.”

“1 have no sunt, po father,” was the quick, almost siern auswer, 1
deay them all! 1 wm alone—myscii—alone ! Whay was 1 korn! Why
casoot I die? Butl can——" Really at this poeint Ellsn ‘trave:ss had
forzotien Miss Scott—had, in fact, forgoiten all but one thing, and this was
her love, her great fove for John Newsom. And secing this love in its
misbty streogth she was sciting agaiust it the whole of the life she had
lived, and the saw that that life and her love could never be mado ene.

If no help was to be given to her she would dic.  Not could die, but
would dic. There was the bit of old wal}, the sheer cliff, the silent blue
sea

Her
The gray cyes had the terri-

“S.wuff acd nonsease " Miss Scott exclaimed in her unenlizhtened
common-sense.  “I've heard girls talk this rubbish betore 5 it all means
nothing.” -

The words stung the deep tragedy of the girl's soul.

“ Ah, I am foolisk "'

I should think you were. Now walk quickly, biiskly: The air is
cooling : we'll go round. There's the 1oof of the hotel; there's suse to bz a
road round here.”

CHAPTER X.

Miss Scott and Llca went back o their hotcl. A long passage led
from Miss Scott’s room 1o Ellen's, and besides this scparation they 100
were on opposite sides of this passage. Some tw) or threc people came
between our two.

A white-haired lady confrontcd Ellen as she reached her doorj; it was
Madame dcla Maure. The lady bowed. Ellen did not.

\WVhen ske reached her room she gasped. She sat oa her box and
gasped.

The next act on was as strange.  She took tae key from the fuck of her
room, greased it in the hot tallow of her candic, and worked it well in the
lock. The thing was noiscless.

Here was a lovg-forgotten habit taken up 2gain.  Whyt

She dicssed.  Sic saw despair and stern sesvive in her own face in the
glass. She fcared not at all; nay, she acted as caiinly and as usual.

Theo she went to Miss Scott’s room, and knocked.

‘The answer ** ¢iune in ™ cane ditectly, but Ellen had not waited for it.
By the time 1t was spoken she was in the room and had closed the door.

“ This 1s the most wondcrful of all kotels for doots,” she said ;** there arc
four to my room. How many have you 1" and withoul answer the girl was
examining as she had examined her own room. ** See I’ shecricd.  ** This
onc is ot fasiencd I

== Tbis is such a countritied place, dear, there can be ro fear.
just arrange my cap for me."”

Flico's deft fingers were at work iu 2 moment,

** Besides,” Miss Scett went on, ** Madame do la Maure is in that room,
and shc is a protection.”

** No onc 1s a proteciion,” Ellen s2id decidedly. * 1 must barricade
you as 1 have barricad d myszif.”  She setto wosk to do it.

** There i> nothing for anyonc (0 steal,” Miss Scott laughed. *' I'n not
worth takivg mysclf, and my valuables are nothiag at all.”

Ellen did no: answer.  She was toying with Miss Scott's rings, then
took up 4 little brooch, and with the natural kindly «ay onc’s own daughier
wouid have she fastened it in the lace of her {riend’s dress.

** Slecp in your ungs, dzar,” the ** dear " accented, but the whole was
the smallest of whispers. ¢ Don't answer,” hero her hand lightly touched

MYSTLRY,

Here,

Miss Scott’s lips, and the next moment she laid a finger on her owa lips for
a sign of siience. .
With all, she su impressed Miss Scott with her spirit of command that
that lady never uttered a remark.  She was a woman who liked totalk too.
The two went downstaini, and when the full light of the lamps et
Ellen, she was something terrible to look at. :

She was white, but mare lack of color was less than nothiug when set by
the expression of the girl’s face. The light was gone from her eyes ; hope
had gone.  There was simply despair.

“ Ellen 1" Miss Scott soized her arm.  * What has happened to you?"

“ Nothing, dear Miss Scoit, dew!”  For asecoudthe girl's hands pressed
those of her friznd  Then she drew heraelf back, ** \We cinaot cut our-
selves adrift from onr fate. ] thought I could. I cannot.”

“ S:uff an'd nonsense }’ Miss Scott declared.  “ [ d> not know any of
your secrets, of course, but I'll have no nonsense about ‘ your fate! L am
your fate ! There !"

CHAPTER XI. A pLusT RiNG.

1 have unpacked my treasure !’ Madame de la Maure cried, tapping o
finger un her left hand with hzr right to signify the old ring.  “Yes; I will
show it to you afier dioner.”

 No," said Miss Scout, sceing some half-dozen loud-talking Germans at
the far end of the long table. ¢ No,” she repeated, “ pack it asway agaia
unless you wear it as | do. That’sthc only safe way, such things do wo
hear of now-a-days. Have you had a paper to-day 3"

“ No, Madame, no. I read notatall. Isabelle troubles me to day.”

“ Shic docs ot dine ("

“ No; she walks—walks 11 the garden, she says.
Madame significantly tspped her forchead.

Miss Scott nodded with sympAtiietic comprehensios.

“ It is another of those great hotel robbetries,” she said, returning to her
own subject. ¢ At Macon now —they are coming south, you sze.”

“ Ah, I havenot read; I hear what the world says. I wonder much
those rascals,” she really said the words in an casy Iaglish fushion, “‘are
not caught. The law is so powerful,” aud she sighed reetfully, as if e
poxer of ihe law were a2 comfort to her.

‘The dinner that uight was a goud one, it always was at Les Trois Pele-
rins, at Siinte Marce.  But it might have bzen of all the most jundigestible
food in creation, considering what a wretchad night Miss Scott hiid. Thae
good lady had oo weight on her mind tvoubting her; she was ind=2d rather
clated than otherwise over thiugs « geuneral, for she had by soms course of
rcasoning best known to herself brought herself to bslieve in the almost
immediate appearance on the scene of John Newsom, the lover. Like
moat geod womea she loved « bit of match-miking, and though her two
lovers had not been helped by her in the bagioning, she yet looked upon
herself as their good genius.  Yet, with all this sclf-gratulation she tossed on
ber bed uoder the most hideous nightmare.

In the morning she looked quite pale.

“ I might have beeu drugged,” she cried. *“ Such hidcous dreams !
such a weight ! I fought to wake mysclf. I am sure 1 cried out.”

“That 1s trus,” Madame de la Maure assznted; “1 heard you; thoss
walls arc 0 thin. But it did not repeat, or 1 would have taken the libenty
to come ia to you.”

“You could not have got in.”

“ No?" with a carcless lift of the cycbrows.
do not du that.”

“ I barricade myvself ; L have no notion of being robbed.
that the thicves are not here 1"

“ Flein ) thatis terrible " The French lady looked frightened.  *¢ Then,
Madame. 1 will show yeu my trcasure, my one jewel, and then I will at
once lock it away.”

“ Wearit. 1do. That'sthe only safe pln.
hzfore now.”

“That's 2 good suggestion, but Madams is rich, while [ am only poor
and a servant ; would 11 be proper for me to show diamonds oniny fingers 1
Rut laok, Madame-”

She came 1o Miss Scott’s side, and seating herself by her put an old
ring iato her hand.

It was the counterpart of Miss Scdti’s own.

“That's fuany " that lady cricd.  *“ It has a bzad like mine.”

“ From the coniinual wearing,” Madame added. ** My mother was like
you ; she always worc the ring, so did it conform itself w the bend of hor
hand.”

** How old is it 1"

A shrug as if incapacily to probe the depths of antiquily answered.

* I trace mino two huadred years,” Miss Scott said.

“ Jralablrment”  Madzme put omt her hand for her ring.  ** And you
ace this that you open sol™

She touchcd soime hidden #pring, and disclosed a little box with hair.

“ That's curious ; wine has not that.”

“No?2"” The dark cycs shone with very natural delight.  * Then ismy
ting of the morc vaiuable! But it is possible that Madame'sring has the
large centro diamond sct—what do you cal! it l—open, not dark in thisold
fashion.”

*No, it is not open.  Fetch it, Ellen dear.
ing that I left my riugs on the dressing-table.”

* Ha, ha I'" soltly did the French lady laugh. * And Madame's pre-
cautions of thc night might be destroyed by the day.”

She was almost 109 familiatly jocnlar, Miss Scott thought.

Ellen was a long time gone ou her errand.  She came back white,

' Miss Ssoty, it is not there, There are the others,”

I much fear,” and

“ You lock your door; I

Who knows

1 have sleptin minc

1 was so upsct this morn-



