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IHEY strolled back to the hotelIF-i and dined, suffbciently if flotIl luxuriously, on the verandah.
Il Motbs fluttered around the

1lamnp, w hiîch was bardly
Sneeded. The Sun had goneIl down, its ingering fires in[J the West dying slowly.

There was no moon. The
air remained soft, and yet

hadi a salty tang.
"Listen to the waves," said Hope,

leaning bier chin on hier hands and leaving
bier coffee neglected. "1 arn going down
to talk to them. They've just been to
Europe." He insisted on taking ail the
available wraps, and followed bier. The sun
wvas settling down, and the tide was coming
in again, murmurous1y musical; the soft
swis oailber feet and the edge of hier gown
seemed an overtone of a great muted
symphony.

They sbared bis tweed topcoat, spread
on the ground, and sbe was sulent, bier chin
on bier banda again, bier profile palely
iMistinct, looking out tu se&, wbere was
nothing visible. At Iast she moved, put
dawn bler hand. Hardly consçious of
bis own action, lie laid bis over it.

I told you-" sbe began, bier voice
uncertaîn, soft, tbe voire one migbt expet
from tbat littie indistinct wite face which
wýa et warm to his- gaze. " This is-

'You aaid-we sbould be-"
"No- I didn't mean- What did

you s-ay?"
1I don't know," hie said quietly, as if it

were just tben out of bis power to interro-.

:teb imself, retrace time and recaîl what
hd been.

"Friends," sbe said, as if sbe were

~ estioning sometbing, flot tbemselves.
nd again, as bie did flot answer, and she

felt herself awayed by some invisible
force and tbere pressed on lier heart the
knowledge that to take bier baud from bis
would dlestroy tbe strange beauty of tbe
night and mar the rbytbm'of t he little
lapping waves and caver bier wtb loneli-
ness and the dnrk, sbe cried out softly:
- You were talking nonsens- And this
! s-foolishness!"

"iNo," hie said. "I wasn't-I will do
anything you 8ay" But hie put bis armaabout bier, flot clýly, but just so, ahe was
aware of their restrained strength. She
reniembered the smootb, powerful play
of bis aboulders, how tbe muscles rippled
and flexed under bier band, when lie swam
in with hier. And thie stark reality of him
the sense of himn as fiesh a mi blood instead
of the sublimated figure out of an old tale.
that abe bad loved in Tony Yorke, toolc
ber breath. Sbe wasano longer safe bebind
tbe veil of bier own illusions, a Princess of
tbe Glass Tower, ardent anly in imagina-
tion, cold to lber lover's lips. SeeigNick
bunian, sbe mut needs see berself also in
the an-,me case; and sbe knew that if she
would make the venture, as sbe bad that
afternoon, abe bad no just riqbt to look
to bim for help- Even if be were
stronger-and wby ahould bie be?- For
thse tide had tbemn again; she felt it;
kt crew bier witb that implacable, irresiat-
ible ea-se. The waves were sbarply sweet,
closing over bier head, as tbey reacbed
banda ta aone another and felt tbe flood
engulf tbem. Wbether they kissed or flot,
tisey hardly knew.

ý4e Ah, no, na," abe cried again, but it waa
to, herself abe apoke, close against bis
sboulder. " 1a orry-wbat did we

T2he word was magie to unlock bis clasp.
"Don't be srry-my fault-I 'llgoanow-"l

Sa mucb èhe heard, and wtbout !-is
toucbing ber, se could feel bim caîl on
alibhis Iealtby young strength, gatbering
himself up tensely to breast tbe tide again.
He would go away, if sbe said be mut-if
she would send him aw.,ay-

For tbe apace of a beart beat, her brain
was clear as crystal, and sbe saw tbe for-
feit, and tbe gain, as if tbey bad been beld
in eitber hand. Notbing impalpable,
remote, noa stuff of dreams, but the com-
monplace essentials of life from day ta
day, were in tbe balance now. W'ould sbe
put ini pawn the countenance of the world.
order, freedom of aU asmail things, for-
this-. The blood flowed bot ta ber beart.
TIse prudence that would draw back and
bargain now, when abe bad been so lavisb
for tbe tinsel imitation, struck ber ns
conteînptihîe.

"Oh-b-l," ahe said, tIse word spilling
into a littie laugli, "what does it matter
*Isat we aid? Iforget-?" Sbe beld out
both ber banda ta bim, and ta life, seizing
lier immortal moment without fear.

CHAPTER XXIII.

T HE Chinese bave a naive way of calling
their children by some derogatory

nickn-se, during their tender years, thus
pretending before the gods that the trea-
sure of their hearts lies elsewhere. We
laugh at this, but sometimes imitate it.

Hope, ber head bent over her drawing-
baard, appeared ta be entirely absorbed
in ber work. If sbe admitted any extrane-
oua thought, it was for other material
affairs. She did flot feel well. She bad

ot a chilI from her belated swim. She
b ated rising tbat morning, and came

home with unspeakable rel;ef. She felt
very cold aIl day, and now a burning
languor possessed her. But tbeday's work
must be finislued. A natural tenacity

and single-rnindedneas, wbich amounted
almost ta stupidity, belped ber to con-
centrate.. There was notbiin ber
attitude that indicated she mgtbe
waiting for anything or anyone.

Yet, wben thue doorbell rang, se spr-i.g
up instantly, and went rather unateadily
but quickly down the hall. Mra. Hassiard
was out. Hope apened the donr, and then
leaned againat tIse wall.. Nick naticed
tbat firt.

"Wbat's the matter, dear?" be asked.
"Are you sick?"

" Tired,' '',,she said, watcbing him witb
that curiaus tentative look be had came
ta know. He Iooked diown the hall first,
and, then witbout words picked ber up
and carried bier back ta ber roorn witb
the greateat ease. Asif that served instead
ta tel ber what abe souglut ta, know, she
brake înto laugliter.

"Heap big Injun," se remarked ap-
provngl'y. "For a little man, that is.""Ha! 'lbe said, ferociously, 'a little
mani, amn I? You anippet--apologize!"
He put bier up on bis shoulder and she
wound ber fingers un bis bair and drummed
on bis cheat %vith ber heels. one ai ber
shabby bHue satin lippersi felI off.

"For a mlejum-sized man," seamended
meekly. "Lemme down; 'mi a sick
womnan." Sa he laid ber onthe éoucb in a
careful bundle, picked up tIes lipper, and
put it on witb a kiss.

"AIl womn out," aIëseaaid thoughtfully.
"Look; my toe is comning out of t he ather
onse." He struck an operatic attitude, and
sang, in a tragic baritane:

"My God, my God, your little feet are
frozen!"

"What is that charming bit?" sbe
enquired mirtbfully.

"Rodolphe's song-or is it Marcel's?
Very free translation. Neyer seen La
Bobeme? We must go some time. To
appreciate La Bobeme, of course, you've
gôt to bave lobster and champagne after-
ward; we'Il do tbat toa. Not to-nigbt,
no? "

" Please, notbing to-night," sbe said.
"Let's be devilish and play seven-up

for pennies. Nick, bave v'ou got a lobster
and champagne incarne?'

" No, dear, I baven't," be said candidly.
"I have only my paltry stipend from the

Cornwall Motor Warks, and a ricb uncle
whase bealtb is positively irritating.

But I bave enoug-more than enougb
for one," be said bhastily. "Hope, is
there anyting--do you want-?"

She did flot seernita hear Iim.
The Cornwall Motor Works made Isighu-

power engines ai ail kinds, but cbiefly
marine enines ai these maller types, for
motor bota and sucb crait. Nîk sold
tbem, or demonstrated, or did wbatever
was requlred ai bim. Sametimes be drove
un mator-boat or motor-car races, but only
incidentally. (It alwaya made Grace very
angry).H e waa well liked; Ise knew
himself marked for promotion if be worked
for it; and lately, witbout expîaining ta
binuself just wby, Ise had worked for it.
He liked machînery; Ise liked anything
that would go.

" Won't you band me my drawing things
and a cushion; I have a little bit ai work
ta do," said Hope.

"I bate ta see you work wben you're
sick," be said gloomily, doing ber bidding.

"WelI," she said with assumed careless-
ness, " You wo't, for a week or two. I arn
ta have a rest, the doctor told me. And I
toîd rny editor. "

"The dao.or?" He pounced an the
word. "You are il What eL-e did he

"NotLbing else. I've got a low lever;
I knew that anyway; and nervea. Don't
loak sa horrifled; it's about equivalent ta
chickenpox. Change ai climate, I dare-

She was quite as much concerned about
what ber editor had flot aaid as over what
tIse doctor did say. Kennard bad flot
been -aorry ta, lay- ber off;- that was too

plain. Something with more " punch" II I
it; that was what they aIl wanted.
H-eaven alone knew what the imbecile
phrase meant, and she would bave to
find out. No doubt it could be done,
but the immediate prospect was flot
comforting. Her mind was as sluggish
as ber limbs; it refused ta be spurred to
fresb efforts, or even ta kcep the old
pace.

"You stay in bed," Nick commanded,"tilI you're perfectly well.
"And let the ravens feed me?"Ilsbe

enqui red.I'Certainly; I 've got a herd of *trained
ravena," be said. IILook here, Hope,
have y ou got plenty of money?"I He spoke
very fast.

'Yes," sbe said cbeerfully, IIlots." She
made a mental reckoning; she could afford
ta stop work for what seerned a long.time,
in ýprospect; ample time ta recover in.

'I hate ta see you sick," he said again,
witb some indignation at the pawers that
be.

"IOh, I don't mind," she said absently.
"Not for a few days; it's rather luxurioua.
I'm sure that under more favorable cir-
cumatances I should be a confirmed
malade imaginaire. But don't let me be a
nuisance to you."

He caught up ber bands and beld them
against bis heart.

" Don't," he said. " Don't Iaugb at me.
I-love you."

When hie said that, ber laughter went
quickly enough. She was afraid ta hear it.
She was afraid of vows, of aIl the spoken
ritual, the winged words that return as
arrows from the bow of wrath when the
cord of faith,is loosed. Therefore, incon-
sistently, she bad made a vow, herself,ta let each day be sufficient unto itself.
Her sense of hufffior rnust have been dor-
mant » ust then. It sbould bave reminded
ber tca of tbe tbree parties concerrtetl,
only one bad said anything at ail about this
prepasterous contract, and that one bier-
self.

B Twhat lie was vaguely afraid af
from bim. She badt run away once, fron
tbe beach. And she did flot seern able ta
explain wby. That was simple enouýh,
too. She tbougbt he might be sorry agaîn,
or that be would expect ber ta be nursing
regret. If sbe bad laughed at bim a little
afterward, that was not surprising. He
had fallen into sucb bopeless confusion
on finding ber again in town. Any human
woman would bave îaugbed at b in.
Besides, it belped ber ta ber owni balance.
But now when be waited expased ta bier
saats, the teara came in bier eyea too,
and she drew bis bead down into ber arma,
witb a soft crooning sound. Tbey wbis-

pledgi the immortal "lIittle language"
oflvr, until Hope recalled herself ta

duty. I"Now," she remarked.patiently, "you
will please get my pad. And a cusbian.
And my pencil. Thanks. Ypu rnay go oan
talking, if you weon t expeet me ta listen.
Or do you want ta raid a book~?

"Grace is in tosn," he answereui irre-
levantly. "Willyou be well cinougb ta
came ta lunch, or tea, or sarnetbing, this
week, and meet ber? As soon as yaîi're
better, I sbould like you ta. 1I muat
go and see ber."

"Hum b?"Ilsaid Hope. "Oh yea, any
tume. Vell, wby don t au go and see
bier?"I

" I will to-morrow." Somebow lie felt a
premanition that Grace would acold bum.
"«I''l tel ber ta be ready for an exclusive
little party."

"Exclusive little prty," repeated Hope
rnecbanically."Oh, shut up, .Nick.
H'ow can I work? Yes, 1 know I told you
ta go on talking, but you shouîdn't
pay any attention ta me."

"I wan't," lie said. "l'R taîk al I
want ta." Having thus declared bis
independence, he was sîlent, glancing
at Hope surreptitiously fram time ta
time, as if bie feared bis thoughts might be
overbeard. He bad matter for tbought.*

Her amaîl but extremely capable looking
banda held bis gaze. They were so sure
and quick.

" Hope," I he said at last, "wbere is your
wedding ring?"I

49I threw it away," she said briefly,
without Iooking up.

"IDid you feel like that?"Ilbe asked.
She nodded.
He did onot speak again for alang time.

SDid ase still feel like that?
(Contînuew1 on page 16)

Hop. op.n.d te .dror and Lt.-i lanud agalmat th*. waU. NkAnoiioed hat firt.
"Wh&tat ae.aat.dar? Ar. y@u ick?"


