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A WILD PROXY.

BY MRS, W. K. CLIFFORD,

————

(Coutinued.)

She arrived io Parls quite eaily in the morning on her backward jurncy,
and drcve to the Grand Hotel. It did pot feel like a strange place, for
she had been there already with Merrcday, but when she had gone up in
the litt to her room on the seventh floor, ste felt very much alone, indeed,
as she remembered that she wasin a big botel and s foreiga land. She
threw hersclf dowo on the bed, determined to think things over. She bad not
been able to do so very clearly in the train, And then she would write to
Lal. Heaven only koew where he was, but a letter would surely find him,
evep if it was delsyed a llttle. A telegram would be uo good, for she could
not explaio much in it, and she feit that the sight of one must be maddee-
ing to him. But in a letter she would tell him everythlog, and bag him 10
come. She would tell him—oh ! if she had vot cared for Frank ; or if she
could ooly get him out of her thoughts! But she would tell Ll all that
was in her heart.  She felt that if she concealed the least little thing she

" would never be atle to go to church, apd hear the seventh commandment
read out agaio, or remember calmly that it was pristed io excellent typo in
the middle of ber prayer book. He should koow everything, even though
he divorced her for it, or killed her and married a black womaun afterwards.
Yer, she would tell him that fearful etory of guilt love—but not ia a letter.
And then she fell asleep, hke the worn-out little soul she was, and had a
few houts' blessed forgetfulness,

She awoke with a start, stared at the blue-and-drab curlains of the bed
with astonishmeat, and suddenly remembering where she was, spracg up,
sang tho bell, and ordered some coffee. She had not courage enough to
walk into an eating-room by herself. Then she sat dowsn to count her
money, and found that she had forly pounds left of the sum ber father had
given her, io a neat little pocket-book, on her weddiog day. These little
preliminarics over, she ventured dowan to the reading room, in which she
bad awaited Frank a fortoight ago, acd, retiring to the screened-cff portion
at the far end, sat down 10 pour out her heart and soul to her husband.

She explained it all as well as she could, but ehe felt as if she hed done
it tamely, though as she wrote she loved him more and more, and felt that if
on gettiog it he sent her, as she begged, one little word by telegraph to say
that be was comlog, it wonld be greater joy than she conld bear. At last
the letter was dropped inio the bozx, and she returned to the deserted writ-
ing corner sgain, but only to sit down on the sofa between the two big palms
where so maoy people go for semi-secluded and distinctly platonic flirtatlon.
She wished she could turn the world round a little faster till Lsl and her
letter met, and be hurried to the telegraph office 10 set her fears at rest,

And while she was thinking this someone said in a tone of astonish-
ment, * Mrs. Halstead!" She looked up with a cry of fear. There stood
Mrs. Percy Ives,

‘ My dear Mrs. Halstead, I should as soon have thought of seeing my
own ghost.’ Her attitede was doubtful ; instinctively Helen felt it.

¢ Mr. Merreday is here, I suppose?' Mrs. Ives saw that Helcn's eyes
were swollen with crying. ¢ Let us go away and talk, dear,’ she said, taking
her hand : * and don't be afraid of me. I bave not gone through life pick-
iog up atones to thic+ st other women, Whereis Frank ?'

* 1 doo't know,' Helen said, chokiogly.

*The young demon can’t have left her already, Mrs. Ives thought.
*Come to my room,’ she sald, gently. *Percy won’t be back for an hour.
You look as though you wanted a woman's comforting.’

Almost without koowiog it, Helen fouad herself sitting oo the sofa at
tho foot of Mrs, Ives® bed, relating her story. Her listener was breathless.
She heard it to the end, and then suddenly rushed to the dressiog-table and
looked for her eau-de-Cologne; ¢ for if I badn't,’ she told her busband
sfterwards, * I sbould have laughed out.

* You poor little thing,’ she said aloud. Ielen was a good five foot six
inches ; but adjectives and their meaning =0 often go separate ways on a
woman's topgue. ¢ That boy is a demon; but what a goose you were |
How could you think your husband such an idiot? \Vhy, my dear, 2 man
who could treat his wife in that cool fashion would deserve to live at the
North Pole, with oply abear to keep him company. I can'tthink how you
could go on.’

¢ But I dido’t kcow,’ said Helen. ‘I'd never been on a honeymoon be-
fore, and Frank was his cousin.’

* Bless you !' she laughed. ¢ 1f Mr. Halstead isn't an idiot, he'll love
you 2! the more for your innocence. But a man doo't usually send his
cousin to do bis honeymooning for him. Io fact, this is the only case in
which I ever heard of its being doae by proxy.’

¢ Qh, don't laugh I’

‘1 won't; butit Is absurd, dear; though, like many ridiculous things,
it's not so funpy as it sounds. It set everyone in London talking, and made
Mr. Halstead look cuch a fosl: it was a joks= at every club in town when we
came away. I don't wonder he bolted.’

‘Bolted! Hss he bolted?’

Yes, indeed.  First of all, be searched all round Paris for you, put the

HOW TO GET A “SUNLIGUT" PICTURE.

Sead 25 ** Sunlizht” Soap wrappers {wrapper bearing the words ** Why Does a
Woman Look Old Sooner Than a 3an”) to Lever Bros., Ltd., 43 Scott St., Toronto, and
you will receivo by post a pretty picture, freo feom advertising, and well worth framing.
‘Chis is an eany way to decvratoyour home.  ‘L'oe soap is the best in the market and it will
only cost Ic postage to seud fn tho wragpers, if you leave tho cads open. Write your

police on, I believe; that would account for your pot being found and for
the whole thing belng in the papers. He came back, I hear—wo bave been
away from the day after your weddiog, eo I only speak from bearsay—ahut
up his house, sold his horses, and went abrosd for & couple of years."”

* A couple of yesra | Then ho won't get my letter,’ Helen exclaimed,

in despair and counsteruation. * Where has he goae V'

¢ To the Rocky Mountains, 1 should say ; they appear to b: the senti-
mental cemetery to which men hurry to bury thelr various woes. D:peand
upon it he will return in excellect spirits to inherit the benefit of his exper-
fences. He will be quite surprised to find you awaitlog him.’

¢ Mrs. Tves, said Helen, standing up aud walking across the room with
her head orect, 'if Lallivestwo years thioking I have rua away with aoother
man I'll never speak to bim again; I'm aogry with him now som=tim:®s.

*Quite right, dear, and you look splendid when you blaz:.' Hz:len
thought of Frauk's remark two nights before. ¢ Remember, heis m a trying

position ; imagine a bride boling on ber wedding day I'

*I'll pever see bim agaln—that s the klodest thing I can d» for him.'

* Nonsenge. It must simply ba set right. I ehall make a point of go-
iog everywhere and sayiog it is 3ll 2 mistake aod a wicked story inveated
to prevent him from being returied at the next election. Of course, we
must telegraph all over the earth for him Sow ; aod when be contemplatss
another honeymoon, I should say, he will take a policeman at his elbow, and
apother at his wife's.’

‘I am begioniog to feel that I can never see him agrio.’

Mrs. Ives looked ay her curiously. Then she put her arms3 round Helen's
neck and kissed her.

* Tell me something quite truly, dear,’ she sald gently, * have you grown
fond of Frank 1

The hot blood rusbed to Helen's face. ¢ No,' she said, and her heant
savk. Some lies are rcjected by hell ia return for the good resolutions it
filches to make into paviog-stones. ¢ But I don’t think I can go back.’

*Then you'll have to go on the stage, it's the femioine equivalent for the
Rccky Mountains ; but the retirn jouraey tikes looger, snd is more diffi-
cult. What are you going 10 do immediatsly ¥’
4 ¢ I shall go home to my father,’ Helen ssid, doubtfully. ¢ I shall go to-

ay.’

* That is wise. Percy shall take you as far as Calais, and directly I am
back—we are only going to slay here a week—1I will go aad see you.'
The next evening Helen found herself at Charing Croes. It was half-
past seven when she arrived, and broad daylight. She was afraid to drive
up 10 her father's house. She decided to sit quietly ia the waitiog room for
an hour till twilight came—men and women are under so many obligations
to the twilight—then to take a cab to the corner of Hyde Park Gate, and
walk quietly on to the house. She was afraid to arrive too ostentatiously,
for she was upcertzin of her reception. Her stepmother had slways been
kind, but she knew that she had stroog opinions about many thiogs, espsc-
ially of morality and the attitude that those in authority of any sort should
take up concerning it.
Tho servact who opened the door was dismayed. ¢ I mustn’t let you in,
ma’am,’ he said firmly but reepectfully. She looked up aghast.
¢ They are Mrs. Lambert'sorders,’ he sald, coming forward and speaking
{n a low confideotial voice. ¢ She came down and gave them directly after
Mcr. Lambert’s death.’ A little cry czcaped her lips.
* After Mr. Lambert's death ! Is my dear father dead, Williams ¢’
* Yes, ma'am ; dido’t you know? Ho died three days after you went off
with—Mr. Merreday.'

Helen was too miserable and too proud to contradict anything.
 Which he never heard of,” Williims weot on, as if divining her thoughts.
¢ Mr, Halstead kept it dark. For the first week none of us koew, not till it
was in the pspers,’ he added.
¢ He didn’t hear? You are sure my father dido’c hear?’
¢ No, ma’sm! Not a word.’
¢ Thank God !' she said, holdlog on to the railings for support.
¢ He was taken ill the night of the wedding, and went off quite quict on
the Saturday, the man wenton. *You was ielegraphed for, but no answer
was had, aud then Mre. Lambert coms down when it was in the papers, and
told us all {f you come we was ot to let you is, aod to siy that the door
was cloied against you on account of what —you had done, ma'am.’ He
sald the laat words as if they were a paiaful duty.
¢ But {t's all & mistake, Williams,'

‘I'm glad to hear thit, ma'am,’ he said, rather incredulously; ‘but I
couldn’t let you in without orders; and Mrs Lambert is away now; they
all went out of town directly after ths fugeral. Shall I call a cab or any-
thing for you, ma'am ' he asked civilly.
¢ No thapk you,’ she answered, and slowly walked away. Sac wenta
{ew yards along the maio road; then, feiring lest she should be szen by
anyone who knew her, and with a deaperate loaging to be still, she slipped
through the 23 yet opea gate of Keasiogton Gardeos, aod hurried tawards
the trees.  She found a seat bapeath them, and crouched down, stunoed by
the news she had just hrard. It occurred to heria a dreamy way that
perhaps by an accidect she might be sbut {p, avd then she could stay there
all pight.  That was what she would bzst like to do—four wlls aud ceiling
would suffocatz her. Shs waated to cry her life out. Si: wainted to
gricve for her fatber, to realise that she would pever, nover see him more,
ang to thiok of her husbind though her heart was growlog cold towards
him; and, right or wrong, Frank Merreday woulé coms int) her thoughts,
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