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A Little Interruption in
the Honeymoon Which
Made it ail the. Sweeter

T-IEY were leaning on the stone balus-

trade of iSan Tritone de Monti. The
sun was golng down on the dome

of ISt. Peter's and on the tblrteenth day of
their boneymoon.

~He slgbed hea.vily, flot because it was ail
s0 beautiful and new, where before tbem
lay the city and the ýSeven' Hîls and
Mount Glanicola batbed in golden dusk and
Soraote penclled far to the rigbt, but be-
cause somethlng momentous bad happened.
Aa to wbat tliis momentous tbing was he
was still In the darlc. Yet the moment he
bal stepped out of the Borghese Gallery
that afternoon he bad feit Its
presence, dira and gigantic
and foreboding, fait it Just as
salors feel the approacbing
Iceberg long before it is ln
sigbt.

And It was flot two weeks
sines they had left New Yorkf
(tbey had beau light and care-
less then, ha told himself) In
a shower of telegranis and
roses and good-bys. Aud un-
til to-day, ha rernexnbered bit-
terly, there badl not been one
bour, ona moment, wheu life
had seexued auything but sun
and happinass for botb of
themn. But It bad corne at
last-he ail along bad fait
secretIy that it was bound to
coome-and now ha wondred,'
wbatever turn things mlgt
talce, if the oîd feeling couldt

ever be broughit to life again.
"Just to thiuk," ha said at

last, throwing a stab Of wist-
fulness Iuto it, "it's flot two
-eaks sinca we Ieft New
York! "

"Due.4 it seem so long?" she
asl<ad, succumbug ta the tab. Her voie.
w3A neither the Charybdis o! ce. nor the
Scylla Of Open tears, but it carried witb it
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"I've been thînking
about this a great deal
to-day, Elmer," she sa<d,
more in sorrow than in
anger.

Sh. loolcec at hlm studi-
ously from under lowered aye-
brows. 'rben she sbuddered a
little at the stîug of some new
thought that bad corne to her.
*"Yes, It would serve you
right," she said absautly.

"What would serve me
rigbt?" he asked.

"If-If I had neyer kuowu
you, and you had kept on and
on in the old way, and had
marriad Constautia Fleming,
and bad bad to spend your
Ilfe with that sort o! girl !"

His first impulse was to
groan out an unhappy "Don't"
but he steeled bimsef agaluat
any such bending to ber wilL

"Why, Constantia isn't such
a bad sort, is she?" he asked
indcently.

Her gaze, whlch had beau
flxed on dimly pencilled Sor-

>acte, swapt arouud to hlm de-
termlnedly. "Elmer Pits, dld
you ever kiss Constantla
Flemling?" she demanded.

"'I don't kriow. I: forget."
"You forget?" sha aaid bit-

terly. Then a little ralieving
sigb escaped her. "But I sup-
pose a man always forgts-
with that sert of girl"

"Of course l" cried Elmer,
as ha tried to take ber hand,
But she drew it away.

"You ba'ven't answered my
question. You are tryiug to
hoodwink me and dePceive me."

He waa about to open bis
mouth to reply, wben she
stoppad blm with a passionate
llttla gasture.

"No, don't! Don't commit
yoursal1f! 1 couldn't bear the
tbougbt of you ever biug soft
and mushy and moonsbiny
wlth a woman. It's so unlika

Ha drew the corners of bis moutb,
down and bis shoulders up, wonder-

iug if after ail ha dldn't a. little resemble
the portrait busts o! Cosar Augustus.

"Elmer," sbe sald dolorously,' movlng
away frora hlm, "do you thluk you would bave
mnarried auybody but me, if you bad neyer met me
and known me?"

"Naver! " ha declarad witli heat.
"I can't beliave that," she said dreaxnlly. "No,

I ca't believe i1V' And tbe unhappiness in ber
volce made bira miserable. Ha essayed an effort
to speak, but a lump iu the throat of Cosar .Âugus-
tus mas maiing it h-ird for him to begîn.

"W. bave been too bappy," sbe ment on quavcr-
ingly. "W. tbought it could last and be just Âl-
ways the are.e But, you see, it can't! "

"No, ht can't! " be agreed as dolorously.
She claspad ber bauds in a little wringiug motion

o! despair.
"Perhapa these ast two weaks bave been too

bappy." ha ventured more bopefully.
"'Yes, too happy," sbe echoad drearily-
"And perbaps ibis litle-er-tbis liitle set-to willl

mna)e things ail rigbt again," ha veutured, stili
hopefully.

She saarched bis face through the twillgbt for
somne sligbi igu of moceal, but none mas

thr."Oh, you don't undarstind! " she mourned
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