
22 HOME AND YOUTH.

SAVED BY THE CINEMETOGRAPHE I
A Complete Story.
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L
*° Ke the perfected cinemetographe ana

The wml was blowing bit her and thither '“^'''‘lluua pelure#, that were drawing
the few dead leaves that still remained a# tUp wholl‘ of t»ndon, 
evidence of their once verdant existence A new series of scenes was to be present- 
itpoi» the frost-bound grass of Hyde Park, , 111,11 «f them presentments
while a few desultory Hakes of snow here i' . VH'v,hv Dindon street life. Tlie cur- 
and there lightly flecked Uie ground, to ta™ went UP lK*>re tlie darkened auditori-
fade away almost as soon as they hud ™. reveal the gyeat White screen upon
found rest. ‘ «hich the pictures «era to appear.

Bertram Rae walked moodily on beneath T, ra was delighted with the tableaux, 
the leafless trees, swishing viciously with ,were 80 ™aI- vovid, and without

■ stick at all sorts of imaginary foes. lb 1 dl“«1*eable flicker so common with
His usually pleasant looking, though not nany llke entertainments, and as the
handsome face wore an expression of evi- tc“nea ™'"o mid went, she found unfhg-
dent disgust by no means usual. So 6>ng delight in all of them. *
d«ni1vhfmmTai.DeSP.7r’ ft'ith who™ he sud- nv1”" lfunn,y if one wer<‘ io <** oneself,
, y found himself face to face. Tom; "he whispered, to her cavalier

a,.m,cm0nt his hat was off, and the "?rds were scarcely out of her 
anger died out of his eyes. when another picture
in Av Deêpird,” he said, “I Wl8 And thifl ^ what dhe
vswMi"8 °f making a ™u upon you. ' I A crowded street, down Which a drunken
~mlnt°°ngratulate .vou—°n—er—v >„r T° wa8 "eling. Tho .man was lurching
engagement. • along, tlie crowd making way for him
P^V^r:11 Sû*- "'herebv her rrtlT1' a young girl walked

ont T rendered even more pretty ta tbe SCTep°- The drunkard staggered 
fh, thank you, Mr. Rae,” she said? “I "nrard’ and P“‘ his arms arounTîieï

you know Tom—.Mr. Frith-don’t IT0?ent a tnl1’ well-built man rushed
out of the crowd, and seizing the intoxi­
cated sot by the shoulders, proceeded to 
lav about bis back with a lithe cane. The 
crowd surged forward, and then, with a 
r?ar of applause from the audience, the 
P'rture flicltcred away to nothingness.

Spell-bound, Nora had watched the 
scene, white to the lips. With its comple­
tion a cry broke from her lips, and she fell 
forward in a dead faint.

wihy, you ask? I will tell you. The 
drunkard was the man to whom she had 
betrothed (herself. Tom Frith; the man 
who had chastised him, Bertram Rae

*•••**# 
P,X?ra De<T?;d did not marry Thomas 
be NoraR Sbe bad' ”l|e would not now

The 
mouth, 

was set in motion, 
saw.

as he

think 
You?”

RaratWitatxd. f°r ? m“. His face 
rather white, and, when he spoke l.ia

ordsseemed to come with an effort.
I es, I do know him.”

-\ora looked up quickly into her 
Panion-s face. They were 
together.

wis

oom-
walking along

likeMT«mRr’” ahe eaid' d»n’t

'‘TR,h^t ra" ,ip> "nd his face darkened 
I had raFher not tell vou” h« . T
wT6 ll™’* j8k mP' Miss Despard 1 
Nora stopped. "Mr. Rae,” she mid "1 

have always looked on you as a gentleniin
other ST, hack "f a"!

eav good afternoon ”
wfcto 7" regardless of the
, n,te- Pained face of the man who i„ V 
her, she turned and left him. '*'d

vou

T think I will

S. P.

scaTr H " lady *tan,d "lhi!p I remained
Young Man—“Indeed! Then I »m sorry 

to find n>u have lost vonr jmlitencas with 
your youth.”

II.
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