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CHAPTER XXV

There were some decent men in his
set who watched his downward car-

eer with regret; and one or two of
them had ventured on a remonstrance
but had been met with so stern and
fierce a rebuff that they had been ef-
fectually silenced.

“If Dalesford has
mind to go to the devil—and it looks
as if he had—no man alive can stop
him!” said Mortimer
course a woman’s at the bottom of it.
That engagement of his was broken
off, you know; and he's taking it
badly. Seems funny, seeing how
many other fish there-are in the sea;
but’—with a shrug of the shoulders—
“Dalesford’s just the man to want
one particular fish, and run amuck if
he doesn’t get it. He seems to hate
the-sight of women, by the way—
hush, here he comes!” he broke off,
as Vane entered the card-room of the
Apollo.

He was very
black shadows under his eyes, and he
looked thin and emaciated; but he
was as érect as of old, and his eyes
shone with an unnatural brightness
—the baleful gleam of insomnia. He
nodded to the men, and, going to a
corner, lit a cigar and took up a
newspaper. They let him alone for a
time, then Mortimer crossed the room
to him and asked him to play; and
Vane, looking up at him as if awaking
from a dream, rose and went to the
table. Strangely enough, he usually
won, and his luck was still with him

made up his
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white, there were

this evening; but he seemed scarcely

conscious of his good fortune, and

played with phlegmatic, stolid calm
and impassive countenance.

Now, while they were playing, a
man entered the room from a door
behind them, and, ordering a drink of
the robtman, glanced at the players.
Two or three of Vane’s party lookéd
up at the man and then at Vane; for
the newcomer was Desmond March.
He appeared to be in excellent spir-
its; was carefully dressed, as usual,
and sauntered across the room with
his peculiar debonair and graceful
gait. As he reached the table at
which Vane was pla;igg, he haused,
nodded to the other men, and, re-
garding Vane with a cordial smile,
behind which, however, lurked the
suggestion of a sneer, said:

“How d’yve do, Dalesford?”

The men held their breath, and
stared before them expectantly, but
Vane raised his eyes for a moment;
then, as if ‘h‘é had neither heard the
greeting nor seen the man, he return-

~ed to his cards and went on playing.

Desmond March drew a. long

breath, smiled so that his white, even
teeth showed between his lips; then,
with a contemptuous shrug of the

| shoulders, went on to another table.:

Vane's face had not moved by a
hair's breadth; but a dull kind of rage
was burning in his heart. It was the
first time for years that Desmond
March had dared address him public-
ly; bow low he, Vape, must have
sunk for March to have ventured to
mtrude vpon him!

time he could hear March’s voice and
low laughter quite plainly—and both
voice and laughter held a note of tri-
umph in them—Vane rose.

“I'm going,” he said rather curtly.

“Oh, stay for another hand, Dales-
ford,” urged-one of the men; but Vane
shook his head.

“The room is too hot and—crowded.
There are too many men here to-
night.”

There was something in his voice
and in his manner which checked any
further insistence, and they watched
him as he went, looking neither to the
right nor the left, out of the room.

Desmond March also openly watch-

ed him,

“My amiable cousin been loging?"

he said over his shoulder. “No?
Doesn’t like my company, is that it?
Well, I'm not particularly keen
about his; and, by I don’t think
any of you will be afflicted by it longt
Looks to me as if he were going
either to the family vault or a private
lunatic asylum. There's insanity on
the maternal side of the family, you
know.”

The bitter remark was received in
silence, for Vane was liked and trust-
'ed, and Desmond March was both
disliked and distrusted; but present-
ly Mortimer, as the party went into
the smoking-room, said:

“March seems to have got on his
feet again. I thought he was utter-
ly stone-broke.”

“Not a bit of it,” retorted ‘another
man with a laugh. “He has got hold
of that Bangs girl—a million of mon-
ey, they say. Oh, no, no; Desmond
March takes a lot of killing.”

“Most curs can swim and are hard
to drown,” remarked Mortimer lacon-
ically.

. Vane left the club and went along
Pall Mall slowly, purposelessly. The
night was early yet, and he dared not
go home, for the solitude of his room
was intolerable. How much longer
would it be before Desmond March,
the gentlemanly blackleg, stepped in-
to his place? What did it matter?
Life was over, ceased the day his
eyes fell on Diana’s letter of fare-
well. What did it 'matter who bore

the old title and the historic name?

the knaves and the fools, and there
was ilttle to choose between them.
There was a moon, but the sky was
flecked by scurrying clouds, and he
watched them, half conscious of the
symbolism they conveyed: his life
was hurrying on like these clouds to
a last and greater darkness. Unwit-
tingly his steps took the direction of
the river, and, looking up, he found
himself on the Embankment. The
night was a bitterly cold one, and
even the outcasts and homeless ones
of the great city who generally find
refuge on the hard seats had. been
driven to more sheltered spots; but
Vane did not feel the cold; the fever
born of fast-ilved days and sleepless
nights was in his blood; and present-
ly he dropped on to one of the seats
and gazed moodily at the lights on
the river. He was looking at one of
the most beautiful and marvelous
sights in the world, but he was blind
to its marvel and its beauty, for he
‘was:geeing, dimly, vaguely, the face

of the woman he had loved and lost.
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A policeman‘ passed and -glauced at
him doubtfully; then, thinking it
might be one of the members of the
House of Cdmmons, which was still
sitting, he paced slowly on.

After a time Vane felt drowsy. The
cold air, the swish-swish of the river
as it lapped against the great stone
wall lulled the overstrained senses,
and, folding his arms  across ' his

breast, he fell into the first sound
sleep he had had for weeks, for

months.
P " % % @ % i
Only a little while before Diana had

risen from her typewriter, with a
sigh, and had gone to her attic win-
dow and looked at the clouds driven
across the moon. She had been
working for many hours, her head
was hot and throbbing, her hands
stiff and aching. She opened the
window, and the cold air seemed to
woo her while it revived her.

It would be well if she got a little
exercise before trying to sleep. Me-
chanically she put on her outdoor
things—al! too worn al}d thin. for
such a night—and went softly down
thes narrow - stairs. Drawing her
shawl closely round her, she passed
out, walking quickly out of the dreary
street on to the Embankment; but she
was arrested by the sight of a small
boy crouching in a corner of one of
the recesses. He was awake and
shivering with the cold, his head
sunk on his breast, his hands clasped
together, as if for warmth. Diana,
with an inarticulate sob of pity, bent
over him, and at her touch he started
and shrank, thinking it was his nat-
ural foe with the perpetual “Move
on!”

“No home, nowhere to go?’ said
Diana. “Oh, poor boy, poor boy! It
is too bitter a night for you to sleep
here; and. it’s too cold to sleep, isn’t
it?” She took some coppers _t‘rom‘,her
purse—there was little else there!—
'and put them into his grimy hand.
“Run to the nearest lodgmgs, dear,”
she said.

The boy. clutched the money and,
staggering to his feet, drew his rags
together, stared at her, as if he
thought he was dreaming, and with-
out a word of thanks, shuffled—he’
was too stiff to run—across the road,

Diana looked after him; then, with
a sigh, walked on. The clouds had
.obscured the ‘moon, and the darkness
was relieved only by the mockery of
a light which disgraces the greatest
and richest city in the \worid; so that
she was passing with but an inatten-
tive glance the man who was asleep
on the seat—indeed, she was quicken-
ing her pace, when suddenly the moon
emerged, and its light fell full upon
the face of the sleeper.

She knew him instantly. It was
Vane. With a low cry she stopped,
and, her hand pressed to her heaving
bosom, gazed at him with unutterable
love and pity.

This Vane, her Vane; this white,
haggard-faced man! This emaciated
figure the form she had loved!

The tears welled to. her eyes; every
fiber of her being called to hM' and,
by an ungovernable impnls@, she
sprang to him. But before she ‘hiﬁ
touched him  with her pitylng, lonx—
ing ha.nds, she remembered S‘he
stifled - his name upon ’her lips a.ud
drew back. For his own sake- she |,
must not Wake him, must not let

asa!p,

: .\irix touch of V‘g;ne,'_giﬂd'yet not -dare,

for honor's sake, to wake him!
Stifling the cry of her heart, she
crept nearer—even while she strove

‘to fly—and, bending over him, touch-

éd his cheek with her lips; then, af-
frighted, she flew like a guilty crea-
ture dreading detection.

Vane” stirred slightly, and his lips
moved. ;

“Diana'” he eried hoarsely.
“Di——1" Then he awcke with a
start and looked before him with daz-
ed eyes and a strange sense of reality
ln his dream.

For fully five minutes he stared va-
cantly at the lights and shadows of
the river.. At last he rose, and,
thrusting his cold hands into his
pockets, went to the edge of the
Embankment wall and gazed below.
The cold, the intensity of the dream,
the seeming reality of the touch of
her lips was making his heart throb
painfully. Suddenly the full con-
sciousness of the unmanly part he
was playing attacked him. God for-
give him! All these months he had
been sullying the memory of her love,
had been seeking to drown in drink

and dissipation the remembrance of
the -woman “whose purity and good-

ness should have been sacred enough

to keep his life—wrecked as it was—
sane and clean. Sane? Yes, that
was it; he had been mad. But he
was mad no longer. Something—
wh'ét was it?—a prayer of hers utter-
ed as he slept there?—had touched
him, stirred his conscience to the
depths, recalled the manliness to his
heart; and he was alive to the shame
the horror of his life since he had lost
her. :
With trembling hands he got out
his case and lit a cigar; but he could
not smoke As he flung the cigar in-
to the river the policeman returning
on his beat spoke to him.
“Going home, sir? Bad night.”
--Vane looked at him strangely.
*“Yes,” Le said; “I am going home.”
Diana went swiftly, shaking and
irembling with emotion, toward her
lodgings; but suddenly she stopped.
If her touch, her kiss had awakened
him, and be should follow her! With
a cry of fear and yet ' longing, she
turned: aside and went in the direec-
tion of the Strand. It was crowded
by the people—the happy, laughing
people.—coming out of the theatres,
some of them gaily on their way to
supper; and, shrinking from the noise
and - the excitement, she passed from
the big thoroughfare into one of the
‘quiet streets. A drunken man, lurch-
ing toward 'heér, addressed some hic-
.coughed “ords :to. _her, but Diana
‘Scarcely saw or heard him. AIl her
heart and mind had room for was the
"white, weary face she had seen in the
moonlight. .

Still walking on, absorbed and lost
to place and time, she found herself
on Waterloo Bridge. The crowd had
melted, the bridge was® empty, and
she stood alone at the Strand end of
it, breathing quickly and painfully.

As she stood a vﬁ'oman passed her;
a thin, wraithlike figure _ with its
head bent, its hands clutching its
cape across its bosom. Diana glanc-
ed at her; there seemed something
- familiar in the thin face, the fragile
form. In an instant, absorbed as she
was, she remembered the girl she had
spoken to in the crowd of applicants
for the sitnation of drawing-mistress,
;ﬁe girl with the portfolio. With a
shocl_t of surprise and pity, Diana
stood and -looked at her, for the face
that had passed by had been eloquent
of want and despair.

: (To be mnﬁnuad.)
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The War That Was “romom, Be.
War Album—Heroes of the War (Por-
m\!ts)-,: 6 in set for 20c. Sets -
and 2 now on sale.
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carefully selected aud
specially prepared.
“ Whole, in Syrup.”
Try one Jar.

J. C. BAIRD,

Water Street.
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J. J. ST. JOHN.

If You Want to Save Money
Call on Us,

O T

Flour is cheap now but
likely to advance. We carry
a large stock at low prices.

Windsor Patent
Five Roses
Verbena

Royal Household
Olivette, &c.

Ham Butt Pork, Fat Back,
Heavy Mess, Jowls,
Spare Ribs, Boneless Beef,
Plate Beef & Beef Cuttings,
Molasses, Sugar,

and the best value in Teas.

See our Flour at $6.20 brl.

136 & 138 Duckworth Street.
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SKINNER’S
MONUHENTAL ART WORKS

(Estab. 1874.)
329-333 Duckworth St.,, |
St. John’s, Nfid.

ﬂéadstob'g* and \Ionuments

“Ever 'Ready”
ELECTRIC

New Stock Lately Arrived

OF

TORCHES and
Pocket Lamps.

Also

BATTERIES & BULBS

to fit leading size lights.

ALWAYS EVER READY AND RELIABLE.

Most Acceptable as Xmas Gifts.
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British Throughou !t

J. S. FRY & SONS, Limited,
BRISTOL and LONDON.

Chocelate and Cocoa Manutaclurers

to H. M. the King, H. M. the Queen, H. M.
Queen Alexandra.

The oldest firm of Chocolate and Cocoa manufac-
turers in the British Empire.

7. A. MACNAB & Co.

Selling Agents for Newfoundland.

Once T
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Telephone 444. Cabot Bldg., St. John’s. J

Wagner’s and King’s

APPLES now in for Xmas trade; also

ORANGES, GRAPES.

Prices Right.

BURT & LAWRENCE, 14 New Gower St.

LR Ry ety -‘-'-'-'-'-'-""-'-;

Box 245. Tel. 759.
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SUGGESTIONS
For Your Xmas Baking.

Armandetta,

A perfect substitute for
Almond Paste at half the
price.

Buitalo Flour

in 14 1b. sax.

Cakeoma.
Spongeoma
(for making Sponge Cakes)
Ground Rice.
Rice Flour.

Potato Flour.
Buckwheat Flour.
Seeded Raisins
Cleaned Currants.
Sultana Raisins.

Flavouring Essences.
Glace Cherries, 1; 1b. tins.
Crystalized Cherries.

Icing S
Pure Gold Icmgs
Desiceated Cocoanut.
AlmondPasttl:Sml& Y Ib.

Ground Sweet Almonds.
Shelled Walnuts.
Shelled Almond Nuts.

ANGELICA.
~ Nonpariels.
m@%ﬁ? %‘:fe's
Caokmg ‘Chocolate.

' SPICES.

Baking Powders— :
ROYBL‘ \ guc, Red Cross.

$1.60
$L.75

$2.00
$2.60
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