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“A WILD PROXY,

(Continued.)

¢ Stockbrokiog. He frightens us somotimes, bul he thioks he is goiog
to msake a fortune.'

* And tho father ?'

¢ Father's very well, but he looks older. Now tell me about youself and
about Egypt.’

¢I am quite well, thank you, and so Is Egypt.’

¢ Aro you glad to see me again?' she asked in her cheorful and wholly
unsentimental voice.

* Yes, doar, very,’ he said in a kindly tone envugh. She dropped her
head contentedly on to his knos, aod drew her foet a littlo closer under her,

¢ Why dido’t you wrile to me ' she askod.

‘I didn't want to.’

¢ I wrote to you every woek and never missed once. 1 did so long for
a letter; a telogram now and then is 80 little)

1 told you last time,” ho said wearily, ¢that you must not expect. it.
A mao cant write long lettcrs unless ho is in love: it is ono of the teys.’

¢ And you dou't love?’ She raised herself to her knees and put her
hands on bis ehoulder and looked at biwm feariessly as though he would only
state a fact of which she had boean long aware.

* I have told you,' he repeatod more wearily still, *what you are to me.
You are my retreat, my shelter, my unsuspected baven In the world. 1
come hero to rest, koowing that I shall find yeu aiways—and always the
same to me ; but I am not in love with you/

¢ You used to be.’

‘Fora little while, I always feel aff:c.ionately towards you, though I
forget you a gocd deal wkile I am away, unless I'm ill or tired, then I think
of you—but 1 am glad to come back for a little while, it is such a rest, such
a b'essed rest,’ and he palled her head down on to bis shou.Jer, and lcoked
at her dull hair with comothiog betweon gratitude and pity at his hoart.
* You had much better give me up, Jean, and mako up your mind nover to
see me again. I stall enly cost you pain,’ he said remoreefally.

*You always tell me thet.’

* I koow, and to give mo up would bs wisdom, litile woman.’

‘I can't. I will bear the pain.

¢ And you would rather that I came ¢ see you like this than not atall '
A little dosperation spread itself over her calm face as she answered,

*I couldn't live without you. If you can’t glve me mote than you do
now I roust be content, and thankful to have that.’

‘I believo you would do anything on earth for mo,’ he ssid with wonder-
ing conviction,

*Yos, anything on carth,’ she ropeated in ber clear voice, full of nnflinch-
ing sffection. ¢ I would work like a slave for you day and night. I would
let you kill me if you liked. I would ba a beggar in the sireet if it would
do you any good. I don’t kcow anytbing I would oot do for you, no mat-
ter how badly you treated me {n retorn.

He was lookiog down into her eyes while the spoke. He saw her
deficleccy in charm, her homslines; , he noticed curiously the eager, bird-
like expression on her face. He felt a compassion for her, an affection, but
above cither the hopzlessness of ts over being possible that he could give
her more than he gave her now. It had bzen perhaps a straog: element iu
their intimacy that he had never lied or disguised his feslings towarde her.
He had tried t> state them gently, but be had nu: deceived Ler one what,
Other women might win his love, Lis devolivn, might wring his hfe out 10
the days 10 come, had dono so already , but she at least bad s truth, s
anxious better side, aod his soa! (or that portion of it that he vouchsafed to
let her see), was laid out bare.ard ucflinchiogly befors her. He smoothed
back hey bair, and looked a. her forchead. It was thiw acd white, wath hines
acress it like his own. He stouped aod kissed 1t sofily.

* That's not the way to get 2 mau you care for, you doar idiot,” he said
eadly. ‘Don't you know that he never loves the woman who makes herselt
into a doormat for him.’

‘I would rather bz that than nothing.' He sot his tecth together.

* He goes out 2crcss it ioto the wor.d,’ he said.

: ‘I should be glad if Lis feet went over me on the way,’ sho answered
calmly.

Ho shook his head.

‘ You dear fool,’ ho said «n 2 whisp:r, and tho last word was like a tired
caress, ‘ how you dig the ground from undsr you. You should never say
thiogs llke that to a man, Jean, it's not ths way to win him. He wants
somothing mote difficuit ’

* You used 10 care for me orce,’ sbe said, ¢ do you remember how you
came every day ? Will you cover—rever be like that agaia—never love
me as you did that summer ¥

He was silent for 2 momeat, then drew her closer to him, and weanly
rested his face down on her again.

* I believe I shsll come home to you to die,’ he answered, with a htile
break in bis voice. They were silent for a little spice, she rosting content-
edly enough in his arms till he pushed her back yuickly aod geotly, as 1f
the current of bis thoughts had suddenly changed. His face grew youog

DOWN WITH HIGH PRICES FOR ELECTRIC BELTS.

81.53, 82.65, $3.70 former prices 83, &, 10. Quality 1ewmains the same—16 different
atylos ; dry battery and acid belts—mild or strong curreat.  Less than half the prico of

andkcagcr again, * When does Charlie want to go to California ?' he asked
briekly.

‘ He waanta t3 go at any lime, bat father can't afford it.!

* How much does he want?'

‘ He says he can’t do it uuder four hundred,’ Merreday was silent fora
moment, then answered firmly :

¢ All right, be shall havo it. [ had five thousand left ms Jast year, he
shall have the four hundred to-morrow.’

¢Ob, no ¥

‘\Why not?V

¢ He couldn't take it ; we would not let him.’

¢ Listen to me, desr idiot,’ he sald, putting her face bstwoen his hands,
and watching the courss ¢f a little hair he blew away as it wandered acroes
ber forehoad. ‘I doo’t want the money, 1 should only iavest it ia cotton
factorits on the baoks of the Nile, or experiments in colour priotiog on
stuffs, or any other idiccy with which it occurred to some romantic specu-
Iator to baitit. This four hundred pouads would save Charlie’s lifo. You've
no business to prevent a man from haviog his life saved. Besidss you know
it would make you happier, dear, and it will do me good, too; It may be
counted for me,’ and he wriokled up his forehead, ¢ when everythlng else 1s
couated against me. Let me doit. Don™ 2and in my way and his.’

She crouched down on the flor again reflectively, and pulled his hang
under her cheek.

_*You shall do as you like : it would save Charlle,’ she said in a low
voice.

* Then it's settled ; we'll £alk of it presently, and arrange the detals when
he comes in. Now ! Have you got Browning's poems?' He asked the
question qulite boisterously, and went towards the table singlog from sheer
light-heartedness.

¢No,' she answered. The bird-like look came over hor face again; it
suggested that she was straggling after hor most Intelligent mood. ¢ 1 have
of.00 wanted to read them. I have heard they ate so clever.

¢ Here, then,’ he said, triumphaotly. * I brooght them for you ; take them
taJway ;' fmd be lumped the volumes into her arms. * Some more will como

y post.

¢ Obh, thank you, Frank, I shall value them s0.’ She looked at first one
volume and then another. I shall pat them in my ows rcom ; there's2
little shelf put up there with nothing on it yet. ¢ James Lee's Wifo, '’ she
said, turniog over the piges; * it looks Interesting,’ and she bsgan reading.
It was 8o strange to hear the passionate words sald wi-hoat the least little
tremour or inflection in her clear, cheerful voice :—

¢4 Oh, lorve, love, no lovo ! not a1, indeed !
You were just weak carth, I knew:
With much ia you waste, with many a weed,
And plenty of passions run to seed,
But alittle good grain too."*

He stared at her for 2 moment. ‘That’s me,’ he ssid. *Shut it up,
here comes Chariis.’ .

Merreday looked in 2t Hao's Place on his way back, he was in wild
spirits, relieved st having got his visit to Charllon over, and delighted at
what he had dono there. e had satisfied his own conscience angd made the
litile woman easy. Perhaps, take him altogether, he was at bis best with
Jean ; but he was glad when he had got his best oser for a while. Dinner
was goiog on. Mrs. Ives had waited for her husband till nine, and at last
sat dowa a'one.

¢ Pleate, may I have somes?’ the demon asked merrily. *I have dined
once, but that does nct matter. 1 bave beento Charlion to ste the Galions,
and am glad to get b.ck.” The tahle was covered with flowers, Mrs. Ives
was lookiog her bes', the food was dainly. It was so diffzrent from the
sutranodiogs of a couple of hours ago—the nonioviting table, the roast beef,
vo oce sheuld eat beef ia the summer, he thougt, Jean io her moroing
dreas, her hair more tightly screwed up than evor , Ben louking like a amizk-
iog city clurk ; Charlie, who had koocked out a front tootn and seemed Lznt
oo lett ng people koow i:, evidently ill, bat excited at his prospects, M.
Gsalion with a little shaky movement of the head which he had only lately
acquired. Avnd yet—and yet, in som: odd way, wih that spars hitue
woman at Charlton whom he did not even love, Frank Merieday, of the
twenty different lives, and sll of them taken at a pace, felt a secse of home
that existed nowhere else for him in the worid.  But it was a home in which
he did not wspt lo slay long ; a restlessness and impatience depressed him
when ho was there, the Foowledge that the joys and sorrows and ambitions
of lifc were all beyond it mado him impsiient to get awsy , while yet some-
tbing undcfinable bousd him to the home. He looked up at Mrs, Lves.
“\hat a comfort it is to come here sgain,’ he sighed.

‘Yes, isn’t 1t 9’ she answered soothingly, and she fiddled with the asit-
spoon at the coroer of the table.

¢I love you,’ he 82id, and stooped and kissed her fingers.

‘So does Percy ; he adores me.'

¢ Damn Percy.'

*Indeed I won't, you shocking boy. There be comes.” She looked up
with easy ailection at Mr. Ives, and lelsurely withdre® her hand from the
coroer.  ‘ Sweet old darlirg, Frank i3 hore and miking love to me disgrace
fully. Come aud protect your only wile.

*I think you can mansg: to do that for yourself, my dear. If you had
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