THE ATHENS REPORT-ER. JUNE 13, 1917

3

T-
HER HUMBLE
= LOVER

“I am sorry,”

“But come into breakfast.

ah, I am so hungry!”

He puts his arm round her waist,
Careless of any spectators there may

be, and kisses her,

“Is this the same pale-faced young
lady who used to turn with indiffer-
ence from all the delicacies of a Paris-
ian chef, and who caused a great doc-
he says, with a

tor to look grave?”
gentle banter

“Sometimes I think it is not,” she

No, it is the same Signa who munched
biscuits and drunk coffee without miTk
out of a tin cup in the Island of St.
Clare.”

“Would to heagen
now!” he says, unwitingly.

“Without seeing Florence " she ex-
‘eclalms, innocently. “But do you really?
Why not go back, *lector? Do you
think I should mind? It 1s all one to
me so that you are by my side.
‘old Northwell! Yes, I could give up
Florence without a sigh.”

“Could you?” he says, almost eager-
ly; then he shakes his head and
.smiles. *“No, we must obey the doctor
and complete the cure. Let me see,
which is our route!”

“Here is the map,” she says, jump-
Ing up and unfolding it, and leaning
over his shoulder “It is always a mys-
tery to me how you find our way by
it. 1t all looks one mass of lines and
caterpillare. 1 suppose there are not
really so many mountains as they put
in!”

“You think they are thrown in for
effect?” he retorts, laughing. “Hem!"
and hig face grows grave,

“What's the matter?” she asks.
“Point out the road for me.”

He takes up a fork and traces the
thin, dark line on the map.

“It's our friend the torrent, -again,”’
he says, knitting his brows. “It stop-
ped us yesterday, and will hinder us
agalin to-day. We must go round ti¥ye,
instead of straight forward, and—1'm
afraid we shal find no inn that we
could stop at under thirty mjles.”

*Oh, the poor horses!”

At this moment Saunders’ heavy
Rritish knock is heard at the door.

He comes in quietly an drespectf{ully,
but looking rather grave.

“Well?” asks Lord Delamere,

“l beg your pardon, my lord, but it
is a very long journey to-day?”

A quick look of apprehension comes
into Lord Delamere’s eyes.

“Yes. Why?"

“Then I am afraid the chestnut
won’t be able to do it, my lord.”

With an exclamation that sounds
strangely in the ears of Signa and the
man, with whom Lord Delamere's
marked self-possession is a matter of
course, Hector strikes the table,

“We must leave here to-day;
is imperative.”

“Yes, my lord,” assents Saunders.
quietly; *“that 1 must make some ar-
rangements, Can we break the jour-
ney, my lord, a matter of twelve cor
fifteen miles o

“The journey is twenty-five, and
must be done in the day,” replies Hec-
tor, sternly. “If our horses cannot do
it, we must get others.”

Saunders looked rather doubtful.

“There 1is only one horse in the
place; not a bad animal. take him all

it—1t

she says, resignedly.
In all our
Wwanderings there has never been
crisper ham and whiter cream, and—

we were there

Dear

J

stands with thoughtful brow.

get them.”
“No, my lord,” says Saunders,
spectfully, but firmly.

I made inquiries; there is only
carriage.”

impatiently.

can suggest? Call the landlord.”

-

Lord Delamere 'sets up, ecrushing
the map together with his hand, and

“Surely there are horses to be had;
borrow or buy them—anything; but

re-
“Knowing
that your lordship wanted to get on,
one
horse, and we must have two for the

“Yes, ves,” assents Lord Delamere,

“Is there nothing ,\'ou. few more like him to pass this way,

The landlord comes in with an elab-
orate bow to milord and miladi,
he does not help the situation much.
The one horse is at milord’s service;
if there were a dozen horses they
should be considered milord’s, but —
there is but one; and he stretches out
his hand.

“How soon can you get a couple?”
demands Lord Delamere, curtly.

village lies ten miles back.
could obtain a pair from
expense would be great.
Lord Delamere makes an impatient
gesture, and paces the room for a
monient. All-wonderingly, Signa
looks on. To her this eagerness to
leave this pretty little Tuscan village
ic inexplicable. Not for a moment
does her memory connect its beautiful
name with the story in Laura Der-
went's letter; the only reason that oc-
curs to her for his restless desire to
push on is that he may spare her
some trifling inconvenience, and she
is about to speak and implore him to
remain, when he looks up with an air
of relief.

“The chestnut?” he says to Saun-
ders. “It I8 nothing serious. You
must take her and the oay half-way;
it is twelve miles only, they will
have nothing to drag, and rest her for
an hour or two. We could follow
with the hired pair and the carriage,
and so make Florence to-night."”
Saunders’ face clears and he nods.
“l never thought of that, my lord,”
he says, with admiration in his tone.
“Certainly. Oh, yes, that's all she
wants—to go the twelve miles easy,
and rest a bit. I'd take her forty
miles that way.”
Hector -~ turns
promptly.
“Dispatch a man for the pair you
gepak of without loss of time. Do

A man
there—the

to the landlord

stalker that has proved

half dozen houses scattered irregular-

but

The landlord ponders. The nearest

fﬂultoring of the wings of the angel
| of

the table. “You start at omce, Saun-
ders, with our own horses; you can-
not mistake the road, it is as straight
as a die; ask for Florence if you are
in doubt. You will arrive at a way-
side inn, a small place, not so large
as this. You know the kind. It is
called the Eagle—eh, landlord?”

“Milord is right.”

“You will know it by the painted
sign—in case there should be no corn
there—it is a poor little place—take a
nose bag with you. Wait there till
we come. I calculate for two hours’
rest for the chestnut.”

“Plenty, my lord, plenty,” said
Saunders, cheerfully.

The landlord, taking up the note
with a reverent air—you want to
travel on the Continent to understand
the value of a Bank of England note
or an English sovereign—bows and
follows him out. s

“What a mind!” he exclaims, ele-
vating his eyebrows, and jerking his
hand backward.

Saunders grins.

“What, my guv'nor? Rather! You
can put him in a hole that he can’t
find his way out of, if there is a way.
I say, landlord, if you were to get a

and stop, the Mountain Goat would
make a fine thing of it!”

“Truly, yes!” assents the landlord,
with a sigh, as he hurries on.

With the same suppressed eagerness
Lord Delamere comes out and watches
Saunders harness the horses, and even
assists with his own hands; and 1t is
not until they have disappeared from
view that he turns and re-enters the
inn.

“Well, we shall have time to do the
lions, at any rate,” says Signa. “Let
us go at once, Hector.”

And she takes up her hat—a deer-
eminestly
serviceable during the trip.

Reluctantly, with a forced smile, he
puts her light cloak round her, and
they go out.

The little village street, with fits
1y on either side, is bathed in sun-
light; a few peasant women, standing
gossiping at their doors, cease their
musical chatter to stare after the two
strangers, and then utter swift words
of admiration of the young English
miladl.

A venerable priest, with white hair
and that profound expression of ser-
enity and peacefulness peculiar to his
class, comes slowly down the street
from the chapel on the hill, and with
a smle raises his clerical hat in pater-
nal greeting. Signa flushes with in-
nocent pleasure and bows, and Hector
1ifts his hat in acknowledgment.

“What a beautiful place.” she ex-
claims, almost beneath her breath. *l1
cannot fancy anyone being unhappy
here, and yet I suppos: taey hear the

grief sometimes.”
Ile does not reply; with every step
they take he grows more silent and
moody; and once e stops and takes
off his hat, as if to cool his brow.

“The place is stifiing,” he says, with
a sigh.

Signa looks up at him quickly.

“Let us go back,” she says at once.

“No, no,” he says, with an effort.
“There is the chapel—you must see
that. It will be cooler there,” and he
quickens his pace.

They ascend the green slope
reach the chapel door; it is wide
open—for in Tuscany, as in Italy
throughout, religion 1s something
riwore than a one-day-in-the-week af-
fair, and the weary peasant or trou-
Lled housewife can enter the dcors
ot any hour and find peace and con-
solation.

With the reverend spirit which al-
ways falls upon Signa when sae «uters
2 house of prayer, she goes in scftly,
and stands for a moment looking into
the interior, made peacefully sbady
by the old painted windows. Coiring
ocut of the sun-glare into the dim,
religious light, Signa can scarcely Jis-

and

round, but he won't run in double | not let him come away without them | cern anything but the dark oundines nf
harness. I've tried him already, my | ——vou understand?’ and he puts a | the carved pulpit and the great win-
lord.” ten-pound Bank of England note on dcw over the altar. She pauses with
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bent head—never in her life has she
been guilty of regarding tine cathe-
drals and chapels of the continent as
show places to be entered noisily and
stared at through an opera-glass; and
with the feeling of awe which always
possesses her on the thrcshold of a
sacred edifice, she stands silent and
nmotionless.

Hector looks in thoughtfully, hesi-
tates a moment, then sinks on the
stene seat in the porch. So they re-
main until suddenly, yet not 2bruptly,
the solemn tones of the organ bLreak
the intepse silence. It is the organist
practising for the c¢oming harvest
fectival. With bowed head end
hushed footsteps, Signa goes further
into the chapel, and stands lstening
reverently. There 1s something in-
finitely sad and mournful in the
etrains of music, and as she listens a
strange feeling comes over her that
makes the tears well mto her eyves.
She waits until the mus!e has ceased,
and then turns to go cut, feeling awed
and soul-stirred. As she does s0 a
yeung girl who, unseen by her, has
been close beside her, crosses her
rath and goes slowly out by a door

at the other end of the chapcl. As
she passes she looks up, without tihe
slightest trace of curiositv, with the

deepest abstraction, at the bright, love-
ly face, and Signa and she exchange
glances. The girl's face is a heautiful
one; but it is not the beauty which
strikes ‘Signa. it is the sad and some-
what wild expression which shires in
the dark eyes. For a moment only
she looks at her, then, as reverently
and softly as she had entered, she goes
out and rejoins Hector.

He looks up and siarts as he sees
the tears in her cyes. °

“Well”"” he says.

She sinks down beside him.

“Why did you not eomne in, dear?”
she says, and her voice is like the
sweet tones of the «rgamn. “It is a
Leautiful little chapel! OY! 1 cannot
uncerstand how some of tha tourists
cap stroll around sueh a olace in the
cold-hearted, irrevercut way they do?
Often and often it has made me un-
happy to see them.”

“They are not angels of zoodness
like my. darling,” he says, gently.
“Shall we go now? Do vou know that
vou have been in there over hal? an
heur?”

“Have I! 1 should have stayed until
the organ ceased, ‘hough it had been
an kour. Are you so Lot <till1?”

“No.” he says. ‘et us go back.”

They go back to th~ inn; the women
are still gossiping at their deors, a
group of girls are chatioring and

lavghing at the fountain in the middle
of the street; it is for all the world
like a secene from an opera, and Signa
takes it all in with keen enjovment;
Lut llector just glancog around him
2nd then lapses into mondy sell-com-
n:union only half concealed.

“I have some lettei's 10 write,” soys
Signa. as sbe throws ner lat down.
“l want tc tell Lady Rookweil about
this place, and Laura —1 wond. ® where
she is, by the way? in London, per-
baps. If I could paint, I =hould like
te paint that chapel and the wvillage
street, women and all.. But 1 must
give them a word pictura,”

He stands at ‘the table and lcoks
down at the bright face with a
thoughtful eye.

“Why choose this villags cut of all
we have seen?” he wavs. “Wait till
you get to Florence; you will bhave
something to write about then. Weuid
to neaven t AWe rvema Ahianal®?

She lo¢ up from ier writing case,
“Why are you in sueh a hurry, 1lec-
for? Is it on my aceount?
You need not be; | am
Lappy.”

He kisses her, stands for a moment
watching her arrange ler writing
m:aterials, then takes out his cigar
case and goes to the door. gl -
Signa writes a long letter to Lady
Rcokwell, and a shorter on> 1o Aunt
Podswell, inclosinz an affestionate
note for Archie, and o the morning
glides away.

Suddenly she hears an exclamation.
ard looking up, sees the londlord, all
chrugs and apoiogetic bows.

“Milord, 1 am sorrow itself! But I
am powerless! The hor<es have heen
sent two leagues distant and cannot
be obtained until to-morrow!'"
There is a hasty, impatient retort
from Lord, Delamere, a further apolo-
getic explanation from the landlord.
and Signa, throwing down her pen,
goes out to find Hector leaning
against the door with his extinzuish-
ed cigar in his hand, and his brows
knitted in a dark frown.

He turns with a forced laugh as
she appears, and flings the dead eigar

into the road.

affected re<ignation. *“The only hors-
es in all Tuscany, as it appears, can-
not be got, and we are doomed to re-
main here another night.”

“It 1s rather a pleasant doom,” says
Signa, cheerfully.

He looks at her, then glances at his
watch.

“Pleasant,” he echoes. with a
laugh that has a hidden bitterncss.

“Yes,”” she says. “I must add a
postscript, telling Lady Rookwell how
the omnipotent Earl of Delamere,
who carried all before him at North-

well, was brought to bay at Casa-
lina.”

He stares at her, then forces a
smile.

“Yes, do so,” he says, grimly: “tell
them that not even I can fight

agaipst Fate.”

“Fate in the shape of a searcity of
hors?s,”” she says. with a happy laugh.

Her light-heartedness awakens a
faint response from him.

“It is evident,” he savs. “that it is
easfer to get into Casalina than out
of it.” -

It is the first time he has spokcn
the name of the village since last
night, and he hes:itates slightiv, as if
the name were distasteful to him.

The landlord <2'ances from one to
the other, then disappearz, and pre
sently a2 maid enters to lay the cloth,

Signa colis hnrsv!f_ un in a2 windew-
seat, and watches her with serene
contentment, and. the luncheon hav-
ing made its appearance, is about to
call Hector, when the clatter of
horses’ hoofs breaks the stillness. A
moment after she hears the voice of
the landlord in deep dialogue with
another voice; Lerd Delamere chimes
in; and suddenly he onters with a
piece of naper in his hand.

His face is pale and troubled, and

utterly unlike its usual grave self
possession. i

“By heavens!” he exclaims, “this
is too much!’

“What is, Hertor?"” she asks,

springing up and coming to his siae.

“Don’t be alarmed my darling,” he
says, controlling nimself. “There has
been an accident. It is nothing ser:-
ous, but Saunders Las been thrown—
at least, I imagine so—an4 lies at the

little inn 1 spcke of. the Ea<zle, with |
a broken, or sprained, or strained leg, |

he does not say which; but he cannot
move.”

“Poor Saunders!” exclaims Signa.
“Let me see Lis note. Poor fellow!
And yet he thinks only of our e¢on-
venlence and the herees. Is there any
one there to look after kim, Hector?”

He has put the question to himself
already, and is afreid of the answer

“I do no* know. Aost probably
not. What is to be done?”

“You must g¢ to him.” saye Signa,
quietiy. - *You will, won't you, Hec-
tor?”

He pauses in hie pacing to and fro,
and looks at her.

“And leave you here alonc?” he

savs, troubled. i
“Oh, me? Do not think of me.
she sa instantly. “We mnust think

of him only, now. Poor Saunders: =9
faithful and devoted a< he has been.
You must go, Hector!”

e stands pale and  hesitating—
quite unlike his usual self.

“But—but,” he sz “l c¢annot
leave yvou here alcne
“Why not?" she “It will be

You will cotne
Hector, 1 am

only for a few hours.
back, or T will follow.
not afraid.”

“Why should miladi be afraid! Of a
¥ T TenAlard

ne!™ rate in 1t
cope whp)t he felien of omi
“Of courze!” eave Signa. cheerful
Iv. “I shall be guile eafe—safe' whet !
| is there to harm me? Don't tidnk of

me, dear. 'That poor fellow may be
lving there quite liclpless, with no one
to understand him. O}, rou must go,
Hector!” -

He stands motioniess another mo-
ment, then muttering, “Fate, fate!”
he goes out. He and the landlord
between them saddle the one horsé in
Casalina, then he comes back to
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Signa.

“I shall ride back on one of our
own horses, darling,” he says, hold-
ing her in his arms, “and shall not be
long—at least, I hope not! Some ovil
genius has taken possession of nuse
By heaven, for half a word I wculd
not leave you even now.”

“I shall not speak that half word,
dear,” she  whi<pers, “I am not
afraid to be left alone a little avhile.
Why should I be? We should never
forgive ourselves i we left noor
Saunders for a moment lonzer than
we could help! 1t would be desertion.
Think, if we were in his plizht, how
he would fly to us.”

“Saunders! Saunders! It i8 of
I am thikning!” he sayc, with
bittermess.

“And I have no thought but for vou
vou—and him,” she says, gently. ‘Do
I not know how jyou would feel if
yYou did not go? Geod bye, Hector, my
own darling!”

He strains her to him, almost wild-
lv, then, with a euppressed groan,
flings himself into the saddle and
gallops up the street.

(To he continued.)
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Power of a River.

Tlere are more spindles turned in the
mills of Lawrence by the puwer or the
Merrimac river than are turned by any
other river in any other city i
worid.. Four hundre acres of mills, em-
vloying 40,00 hands, put out 2,000,000 tons

of weven fabrics each r.—kxchange.
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THIN-BLOODED
MEN AND WOMEN

Need the Rich, Red Blood Dr. Wil-
liamg’" Pink Pills Actualily
Make.

Thin-blooded people do not remain
s0 from choice oul from indafference,
in some cases form despair. People
who are pale, languid, with palpitat:on
of the heart, some difficulty in
breathing and a tendency to be easily
tired are sutfering from thin blced.
They need only the resolution to take

vou

wild

 for Pale People.
| they make new blood, and new blood

“Fat> is against us!” he says, with

the right treatment and stick to it
until cured, the remedy that con be
relied upon is Dr. Williams' Pink Pillg
With every dose

means health and strength, The red
cheeks, good  appetite, increased
weight and strength that follow the
use of these pills prove their great
value to thin-biooded people. Here
is ‘an example: Nirs. J. McDonalg,
jun., Hay, Ont., says: *l honestly
believe Dr, Willlams' Pink Pills saved
my life. Some years ego 1 had an-
acmia, and 1 did not realize the scr-
iousness of the trouble 1 soon becime
a, complete wreck. I got so weak I
could hardly walk. I neither 2ote
nor slept well, and could not 25 up
stairs without stopping to rest. At
times I bad almcst an unbearan'e pa'n
in my back and would have 1o remain
in bed. I suffered almost conc<tantly
from a dull headache and when sweep-
ing if 1 would stoop to pick up any-
thing 1 wculd get so dizzy that I
would have to catch hold oi something
to keep from falling, At times my
heart would beat so fast that I would
have a smothering sensation. My eyves
were sunken and my handsand limbs
would be swollen in the mornings, 1
tried several kinds of medicine with-
out benefit and my friends thougat I

would not recover. Then 1 began
taking Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and
! - lo : eee ond foel  ¢that

10

Andiz e,
¢ vee ¢f thn
cured and

ti G - the
conipletely

reccmmend tinem to all ru
and women.”

Ycou can get these pills throngly

dealer in medigine, or by nx
cents a box or si¥ ces for
The Dr. Williams Miedicine

Brockville, Ont.
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Making Amends.

A poor Turkish slater inople,
Leing at wori upon the 1vo! of a hotse,
lost his footing and fell inte the narrow
street upon 4 man. The pcdestrian was
killed by the concuscion, wh the slatep
cscaped without material | ;. A com
of the deceased caused t) ter to be
arrested. The cadi hister oentivel”
end in the the end asked the uter wh
he had to say in his defe "y

“Dispenser of justice,” ancwered
accused, “it 18 even as this man s
»ut heaven forbid that therc shou’
evil in my heart. I am a poor ma

know not how to make amends.

The son of the man who had heen
thereupcn demanded that condigy
izhment should be inflicted cn the
ec.

The.cadi meditated a few mome
finally said, "It shail be =0." 'L’
the slater he sald, “Thou shult &
the street where the father of thif
man stood when thou didst fail o

And to the accuser he added;
stalt, if it please thee, go up on |
end fall upon the culprit even
upon thy father. Allah be prm:

[




