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CHAPTER IIL

DINNER AT THE PENSION.

Swiftly and impartially the soup is
served; Adolphe, hot and breathless,
is prepared to stand at ease, at least
for a moment, when the door opens
and in walks—with that inimitable
air of  self-possessed mnonchalance
which is the birthright of the English

aristocrat—no other than wicked Sir |-

Cyril.
Xladame Petre sees him and nods to

Adolphe. “The gentleman, Adolphe—
you have a place reserved? -That is
good!”

Adolphe whisks his napkin over his
arm, makes an elaborate series of
bows, and amidst a dead silence and
under the direct and most inquisitive
gaze of sixty pair of eyes, conducts
the English gentleman to a seat next
Miss “Weston.

Edns. 1ooked up with a smile as he
entered she looks up at his face now
with _tl;g same smile, full of calm,
maidenly pleasure, nothing more. In-
stantly the soft eyes focus themselves
upon " her.

“You see,” says Sir Cyril, unfold-
ing hié.napkin ‘and taking wup his
spoon; “I have come.”

“yes,” she says; “I hope you will
be ‘comfortable.”

"Tlggzxte_‘ éﬁ', no doubt of it he  Te-
spon have seen my room, 'I
havew upon my. bdlcony, a.nd‘lb
_— ""-.‘;-*' 5

Ed again, then turns to
the m her side,

"Thfs, mnt," she says, “is - the
gentleman of whom I spoke to you
yesterday; he was not comfortable at
his hotel, and has come to try the
Pension Petre.”

Aunt Martha peers at him amica.bly
and nods.

" “Very comfortable here,
Edna--yes, very comfortable.
Mr.——"

There is a moment's pause, Cyril!
has his spoon t¢ his mouth—both
pair of eyes, the old and young, are
turned to him. Why does he uot
answer? What'is' the' matter. with
him? Has: he forgotten his -~ own
name? It would almost seem so, for
when he does speak in answer to the
looked inquiry, he says:

“Mr. Harold—Harold Payne.”

my dear
[ hope

3

“1 think you will

be comfertable, ;

Mr. Payne,” says Aunt Martha; “have
you ‘been in Lucerne before?”

Mr. Harold—Mr. Harold Payne—
replies that he has not, and a con-
versation, geographical and; discur~
give, ensues between them, and Edna
sits and listens, so, it must be added,
do almost all the rest of the young
people. Preseitly Edna is consclous
that Aunt Martha hds relinquished
him, and that he is speaking to her-
self. ;

“Now that T have come I hope you
will play the cicerone, and throw
the light on some of my fellow pen-
sioners,” he says.

Edna smiles.

“Oh, you must learn to know them
for yourself; they are very well
worth knowing—some of them.”

“I don't doubt it,” says Sir Cyril,
looking down the table. “Who is that

stout gentleman at the end—by Jove! |

he is never asleep?”

“No not quite, only almost,” says
Edna; “but pray be more reverent.
That is a baron—a real, live German
baron. Oh, we are very proud of him,

- and, ‘indeed, he is very wise, when he

is awake, which is not often except-
ing at meal times.” '

“And the lady next him?”

“An authoress; she wrote ‘The
Tears of Hermione, a volume of
poetry—do you know it?”

“No,” says Cyril. “Can’t say I've
read much poetry. - Has she written
anything else? 1 should like some-
thing more cheerful, ‘The Groans of
Clytemnestra,’ or something of that
sort, more in my line.” 3

Edna represses a smile; she is not
ill-natured, but is blessed, evidently,
with a keen sense of the humorous.

“Please go on,” says Cyril, and she
runs through the dramatis personae
English, French, German. /

“That is so-and-so, and those two
young ladies are the Miss Roblnions;
they 'are very pice, and so |very
clever. They paint, and sing, | and
play beautifully. I think you{ will
like them.”

“Indeed T shall,” says Cyril, polite-
ly; “ang who is that gentleman| talk-
ing to one of them?”’ and he looks
with an unmistakable commingling
of horror and amusement at a peci-
men of the cockney swell;
dressed, dandified young man,| who,
with eyeglass in eye, is fasci ating
one of thé Miss Robinsons, and “haw,
hawing” for the bemefit of the whole
tgblo at the same time.

““That is Mr. Howley Jone
plies Edna.

“Indeed,” says Cyril,
what is Mr. Howley Jones?”

“He lt—he is, I don’t quite | know.

" ye-

“agnd who and
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Cyril sighs.
“Where is that?” :
Ednq.'linghs her soft, usnal laugh.
“You ask me that! You, a London~
er; and 1 knowing nothing of it!”
“I forget,” he says, “but upon my
word I don’t know where it is. Shall
we ask him? ’ '
“Not on my account,” says Edna;
and he fancies that there is a illght
touch of color on-her cheek, and the
fancy makes his next glance across
at the young donkey a more ﬁmrked,
one. But Cyril hits upon the trnth at
once.
“That young idiot of a shop boy

has been trying to make himself

agreeable, and she has resented it.
Serve him right.”

The, descriptive catalogue, how-
ever, is brought to a close; several
other people have cut in and taken
his conversational prize from him,
and wicked Sir Cyril goes on, with hla
dinner,

It is not a bad dinner, he is com-
pelled to admit—it is more cheerful
than the table d’hote at the Grand,
with all its silver plate and solemn
funereal waiters; there is a charm
about it that he does not understand
or account for, until the little maiden
beside him rises, gives him a quiet,
graceful little bow, and leaves with
the rest of the ladies. ,Then he un-
derstands it, and although he has
half a bottle of excellent Pontet
Canet still left, the charm has gone.
There remain behind to comsole him,
however, the baron, two English
clergymen, an Italian priest and Mn.
Howley Jones. Babel, for a time
silenced by the innumerable courses,
is now arisen again; but above all
the chatter—French, German, Swiss
and Engnsh—-rius Mr. Howley Joneﬂ
“Haw, haw! my guvnor's place  at]
Shoofer’s Hill, my friend Lord Bottle-’
by, my gun, my horse, my dawgs!”
Cyril looks across at him with
quiet amusement and curiosity. He
has seen this kind of young gentle-
man, the mock “swell,” only at & dis-
tance hitherto, and he decides that at
a nearer acquaintance he is enter-
taining—yes, decidedly = entertaining
—for a time, 4

Cyril finishes his bottle and strolls
out, cigar in hand, into the garden.
It is a delightful spot, all green and
shady, a series of beshrubbed ter-
races running down to the road that
stretches along the hill above the
lake, which lies beneath him, glitter-

ing im the sinking sun, with that pe-

culiar greeny sheen which belongs to
Lake Lucerne and no other.

Cyril lights his cigar, and strolls
backward and ferward. For the* first
time since he can remember, for, oh,
a very long time back, he is. not
bored. What a charming, innocent
little child-woman she is—what a
pure, truthful-—then, at lreﬂectlon, he
pulls up short. Yes, she is truthful
enough, but what about himself? He
is conscious, as he asks himself the
question, of feeling uncomfortable.
He has given them a false name, It
was all very well to give the name
of Harold Payne at the Grand; there
was a fair reason for trle concealment
of his right one there. His name was|
too popular, was far too.well known,

from tourist friends,-if he had allow-
ed it to be posted in :the vmtoﬂ'

perhaps, to ;lve tlu ﬁotur at  the’
reason was there tov mch ooncod
Surely there vﬁ mne,

reflected,- was it mnot the’ :
course? He would be m.

;mrow.,;nd theram!dbean :
of it. Why should she ‘ever know |
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there sat the two women, of whom he
was thinking; and where was his
good resolution?

They are both busy with some kind
of fancywork, and Cyril paused com-
pelled to gaze at the pretty picture
the sweet, downbent head makes in
its framework and background of
green. It is a strange, really a re-
markable faculty Edna possesses—
that of looking enticing and pictur-
esque anywhere and everywhere.
They look up suddenly; he is shut-
ting out their light; and Aunt Mar-
tha smiles a welcome. ~

: “Is that you, Mr. Payne?”

Cyril \is almost guilty of a start.
That beastly name!

“Yes, it is I, Miss Weston. I mayn't
come in, I suppose?”

Aunt Martha smiles, and makes
room for him; and he is about to
fling his cigar away when she stops
hinf.

“You are not used to continental
ways,  Mr. anybody may
smoke anywhere in Switzerland.”
“You do not mind—you are = sure?”’
he says, and then sinks on to the
seat, the picture of handsome cdn-
tentment and—laziness,,. “You are
both very busy,” he says, watching,
with a subtle kind >6f reverence,
Edna's ,little pink fingers as they ply
the needle.

“Playing at being busy,” remarks
Aunt Martha. “You see, -we cannot
smoke like you gentlemen.
times think it is almost a pity.”
“It’s not too late to—learnm,”
Cyril, and the speech does not sound
impertinent, at it would coming from
most men.

Edna looks up for the first time.
“The Polish 'countess who lived
opposite us in Geneva smoked cigar-
ettes all day.”

“You have been living in Geneva?”’
says Cyril, curious and Interested in
anything pertaining to them.

“Yes,” sayg Aunt Martha, with a
little sigh; “we have been living in
Geneva for years. I sometimes think
that I have forgotten England.”
«Aunt!” exclaims the girl, with the
color in her cheeks, aad a soft, indig-
nant light in her eyes.

“Well, that England has forgotten
us;-and yet we used ta ‘be well
known, Mr. Payne. Perhaps you may
have heard of the Westons?”

(To be Continued.)
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2368—Very attractive in brown
checked gingham, with facings of
brown or white, or in blue chambray,
with white braid for trimming, or in
khaki or galatea, with pipings of red
or white. Percale, too, could be used
{n any of its pretty designs. For warm
days this model will make an ideal
work uniform. The pockets are roomy
and gathered to a wide-shaped band.
This Pattern is cut in 4 sizes:
Small, 32-34; Medium, 36,38; . Large,
40-42; and Extra Large, 44-46 inches
bust meas@ire. Size Medium requires
61 yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A SMART DRESS IN JUMPER
STYLE.

26956—This model really combines
two styles, for the jumper may be
omitted. The design could be made of
velveteen and satin, or of serge or
tricotine, with trimniing of satin or
velvet.

The Patetern is cut in 6 sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust meas-
ure. -Size 38 requires 45 yards of 40-
inch material. Width of skirt at low-
er edge, is 2 yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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GOODS :

'SHIRTS .
DRESS GOODS
PLAID DRESS Goopy
BLOUSES
FLANNELETTE
OVERALLS

EVERY DAY GOODS ARRIVING.

SLATTERY BLDG., Duckworth & George Sty
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Serges.
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Maunder’s. .
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cannof be replaced
2f the same price.
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Tailor and Clothier, St. Johu’s,
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Players, Piano Rolls, Gramophones.

CHARLES
S

HUTTON.

Newfoundland’s Music Shop.
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JUST ARRIVED:

100 dozen Galvanized Buckets,

Assorted sizes: 11, 12, 13, 14 inch.

L : usoso

White Enamel Pails.
Sau all colors & sizes,
; %0 - all colors & sizes.

CASES

i Enamelware

Coffee Boilers.

Milk Kettles, 1, 2, 3, 4 qts
Pie Dishes.

Dh‘mer Plates.

mppm

Chambers.
‘Sink Drainers,
Funnpels.
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