Lady of the Night

Amelia Makes aSuccess

=~ " CHAPTER XXXIIL
THE LADY OF NIGHT.

Lévé is & strange, mysterious thing!
As Eliot put his arm round the Lady
of Night an indescribable thrill ran
through. himy, and he was conscious of
a sensé of familiarity, as if he had met
her, even known her, before this even-
ing. He looked down at the face near
his_shoulder; but there is no disguise
so complete as a half-black mask; and
Nora held her head. inclined down-
wards, so that he could not easily exr
amine the features that were visible;
but notwithstanding this he felt sure
that the face was a beautiful one, as
plainly as he was aware of the grace
of the girlish figure.

She had not spoken 2 word, and
Eliot also was silent as they glided
down the ballroom. Nora danced well,
with the rhythmical ease of the wo-
man who loves music, and whose
every motion is in harmony with it;
and yet she was dancing as one who
dances’ in a dream.

To see him, to be mear him again,
was good; but to have his arm round
her, to be dancing with him to the
heavenly music, filled her with an in-
describable- joy.

Be sure she thought of all that hap-
pened at Byeworthy, ‘of Lonaway," of
the day she had saved his life—it all
moved rapidly across her mental vi-
sion like a panorama. And he was here
in London, amongst these great and
tashionable peopie, ‘Ro lopger ia kind
g servant of Sir-Joseph’s, but figuest,

did it mean? Had- Sir Joseph ac- |

knowledged him, provided for him?
. And Florence Bartley: was Eliot go-
ing to -marry her?
®reath  with a little gasp -at the
thought, and her smooth, gliding step;
faltered.
“Sorry! My fault,” sald Eliot, and
a8 he-.murmured the conventional
words, he, too, came back fiom a re-
verie, in which the past had appeared
to him, as plainly as it bad flashed
across Nora’s brain.

-] with the business upon )
| come up. He tried to_tell himself that |
good time, that ;

§ the kind -of life he
he had

4 between them.

‘| Why.

She caught her

W
1
he was having a
men would have been delighted with
was leading; and
e was not insensible of the fact that
found favour with one of the
‘most beautiful women in London. He
could see Florence at the other end of
the room, and knew that her —eyes
were every now and then turned upon
him, and always with a smile, as if
he and she had some understanding

Why could he not lose himself in
the pleasure of the moment as the
other men about him were doing?
did his mind hark back to that
night at Hithercombe when he had
held Nora Ryall in his arms and
thought that he had won her love?
And why on earth, he asked himself
impatiently, should he ir this . scene
of brilliant gaiety think the boy
1? o
He sighed-impatiently and deter-
‘mined to put the past from him and
seize on the pleasure of the present
moment. They had taken a turn of the
room, had gone into a crush, and Eliot
stopped and drew her aside for a mo-
ment.

this,” he said; “but I'm not very used
to danecing. I hayven't danced for a long
time.” He was thinking of the im-

“I ought to have steered you out of .
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a little unfair, isp’t it? I ought to have
my innings.” ‘ :

“You ought,” admitted Nora.. “Well,
then, I, too, am out of my sphere. My
‘line’ also-is work. I am the compan-

proniptu hops at the Australian sta-
tions. “I hope you are not tired, hot.”

Nora was now obliged to speak, but
her *“No” was scarcely audible, and
oliot had to bend down to catch it.

was coming more evenly now, though
Ner heart was beating scarcely less
“gst. They passed, for the second time,
ho line of dowagers on the. settees,
and Miss.Deborah looked upiand smil-
ed and nodded approvingly at Nora.
¢Is that lady your mother?” asked

h

“No,” replied Nora.
_ Eliot smiled. “I beg your pardon,”
he said, “I forgot for the moment that
you were masked and incognito, and
that' it is bad form to ask questions;

masked ball T have been at. You I sup-
pose, know all the rules?’

“No,” -said Nora, “this is my first
ball of any kind.”

tone, and she knew by the ‘sudden
pressure of his hand that her voice
had in some way affected -him. He
looked down at her with -a sudden
keenness, and held his breath, as if
he were. listening intently.

“You- don’t mean:to Edy that!” he
said, with surprise;¥You idance per-
fectly; at least, I suppose so; I'm no
judge. And this is your firgs ball?- I
hope you like it,. are enjoying it?”

“Yes,” said Nora. ‘“Are-you enjoying

o1

He laughed shortly, the laugh' she
knew so well .“I'm. not sure,” re re-
plied. *“I certainly wasn’t a little while

had cpme. “This sort of thing“is rather
out of my line. But I am enjoying it
now.” 1

“What is your ‘line’?”. Nora asked,
‘Ivith‘ the andacity which .would never
leave her. . o .
Eli{ge lauBhed again. “Well,,L sup-
pose it’s work,” he said. “I'm here on
a kind of sufferance. I am only wait-
ing,in Londop until I can get some
business -done ke
+ $Where art'}'ou going when it is
done ?” .asked ‘Nora.

He 1ooked at her with a smile for

her feminine curiosity.
“1 don’t know,” he said. “Abread;
Australia, perhaps. I suppose

tions because I don’t wear a mask. It's

.
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They went on again, and Nora’s breath '

at least, I suppose so; this is the first | O‘

She had spoken in .a more audible |

ago; and. I was asking myself why I(

you
think you have & right to ask me ques-,

| jon of the old lady who nodded and
smiled at me just now.”

{ “She looks & dear old.thing,” said

| Eliot.

phasis. “You know 8ir Joseph, of

course, or you wouldn't be here?”

| “Oh, yes, I know him,” said Eliot,
“but my presence here doesn’t prowve
the fact; there are hundreds of per-

! sons here who know -him only by

name.” .
“He is a very great- man, Sir

Joseph ?”’ murmured Nora.

“Oh, yes, I believe s0,” Eliot assent-
ed. “He is one of the great wonders
of the earth, and is going to be &
greater one, I suppose. You know him,
course?”

“Slightly,” said Nora, “but I am

here only as Miss—my-mistress's com-

panion.” 2 & iy

There was silence for a moment or
two, then Eliot said gravely—

“] wonder if I told you my name
whether you would tell me yours? My
name is Eliot Graham.”

‘And my name . is—Night,” said
Nora. ¥
‘ , He had waited with a strange anx-
jety for her reply, and he laughed
shortly with a touch of disappoint-
ment.

{ .“I -can't understand why you
shouldn’t tell me your name,” he said;
“buf, of course, I can’t press it. Will

l you come and have some wine, an-ice,
—Night?”

“An ice, please,” said Nora.

They went to the buffet. Eliot got an
| ioe for her, and a glass of champagne
for himself. While Nora ate her ice
slowly, Eliot leaned against the table
and looked down at her thoughtfully.
The feéling of having seen her, of
having heard her voice before, was
strong ipon  him; but her head was
bent and he could see nothing of her
face: and though his mind’ travelled
| and searched through his receft days
i London, he could not remember, re-
cognise’ her.- She: ate ‘her ice slowly,

wanted to spin out the precious mo-
nents with him. To have him stand-
ing' near her was a joy too deep for
words. The music of the famous band
floated out to them, mingled with the
laughter, tite light and gay chatter, of
the. brilliant throng It was all like a
dream to Nora, a dream from which
she knew she must wake presently, to
part from the man she loved with a
passion that thrilled ‘and almost
frightened her. Suddenly a lady pass-
ed on the arm of a gentleman, and as
she went by she touched Eliot on the
arm.

.
CHAPTER XXXIIL.
A DISCOVERY,

“Don’t forget that the next is our
dance,” she said in ‘a 'low, almost
caressing voice. °

Eliot Tooked up-and' nodded.

“That is Miss Florence Bartley,”
said- Nora.

Bliot looked down at her curiously.
“You know her?* he said.

“Ive seen her,” said Nora.

“You must have sharp eyes,” Eliot
observed. “I can scarcély recognise a
lady with her mask on.”

“She is a friend of yours, a great
fri@nd?" said Nora in a low voice.
Eliot moved uneasily.- “She isg a
friend,” he said. “She has been.very
“kind ‘to me. You see, all this is.out of
my_line, as I told you. I am new to

-London; fresh and greén; and 'Miss’

Bartley——" He paused and ato,w}gdd at
his empty glass.
“She is very beautiful,” said Nora.
“Qh, yes,” assented Eliot. “She is
supposed to be one of the most beau-
tiful - women in Londén.” & . . :
mured - Nora. . .
Eliot frowned, and then stared at
his shoes. :
“The musi¢’s beginning for the next |
g:]?c@'” he iud. “Pm afraid I'mm
e you back to your chaperpn.” -
“My . mistregs,” Nora corrected hlmw
She put her hand Ughtx on his arm,
and he led her towards ‘Deborah.
On the way, he said— :
"m you give me another dance?
1 meant

I gheuld like to dance with you
uy&?wx Igive me that pleasure. ;;
a singular thing, a mere : ;
courge, but I have a kind of , tha
I have met yo Mo::gm \mw
- Nora began to tremble. “It is not
very“likely,” she said in &
*I have lived ‘in the coum
life; *I ‘have ofily been in.
uuhbrt#me.“ ere do you
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“She is,” said Nora, with warm em- |

toyed withvit, /indeed, \because . she |

“You ought to bevery pgou;l," maur- 1
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ham!. All the great ones of the. earth
here, as you may say.”

Eliot nodded. “I hopé you are hav-
ing a _real good time, Siripley,”

Miss Deborah, Stripley still hanging
about them and rubbing his huge
hands with & kind of suppressed ex-
citement.

(To be continued)

Kept Them Awake.

A man and his wife went for a noli-
day in the country and secured very
comfortable quarters in a farm-house.
During their first night they were
roused by the sound of something
flopping about the room. Striking a

match they discovered a large bat.

After a chase they canght the scared
thing, and, being unable to open the
window, just shut it away in a drawer.
The same thing happened.again, until
they had’ caught’'and imprisoned ten

» 3 e

he |
said, and, 48 he spoke, he went up to

and is worn with a skirt of the cloth.

bats: “Then they got a little peace.

In the morning they invited the
landlady up to view their “bag.” Open-
ing the drawer proudly; . they found
therein one poor, weary bat, and.the
landlady laughed.

“I suppose- you never thought ‘there
was no back to that old drawer?” she
remarked. e ke
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Whenéver
1t “means

' “Whenever-ihe!

fore. -
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And therg

The gl bo

there's a task to do
the world has need. of you.
re’'s &/ hammer raised,

| Wherever metal must be brazed,
Whengver-mail is driven in,
Or-fixed 3 tiny
Thm:s&ige

‘More mgthan men

cotter pin,

\ 2 ¢
ahawho puts his hand to toil,
! y turning up th® soily”
er or mechanic skilled,

iv hing of themselves to build
world; a duty done

Improv: he path men travel o,
s no deed so common-place
ibestows it's sum of grace.

‘there’s a,windw glaz
man has served a ¢

is better than it was.

A

when the worldghe'ss
have known _be-

pas ever toiled in vain—+ - -
bs a street or cleans a drain,
s a nail or wields a sledge,.
F with tools of keener edge
ing the lives of men * "7/
hg to their comforts then,
uch service here has gqome
im much that's burdensome,

eaufy !h:d peace

1

of mind and.€hse
of duties such as thése,’ I

7 man employs a ,wrehcli”
»to service at his bench,
’there’s a hammer raised,

| “Names-aml Phrases.

The word burp; a-stream, is, how
ever, English. It springs from the
Middle English bourne. The Anglo
S@xon ;word was burne, a fountain
stream .or , well. , The Aryan root if
supposed- “to be ®hhur” aund the fol:
lowing are derived from it: Ice
landic, brunnr; Swedish, brunn; Dan-
ish, brond,” German, brunnen; Gothic
brunna. Those:ifiterested in the sub-
ject may - eempare with these the
Gréek “phreer,” as well.

When a = persom “is particularly

'td‘ense in- understanding he is callcd

'ihis word Spifige - from the Scan-
dipayian chump, & log of wood, and

“lis*derived from the’ Icelandic kumbi.

This.word is eally part of the parent
word chap or chop, to cut. On the
otirer hand; ehap meaning a good fel-
low ig a diminutive of chapman, a
kraoréhant, as Wugrexplained a few
‘weeks ago. A

Thomas « A. .. Becket was created
Archbishop-of -Canterbury on a Tues-
day, and the following one befell him
’Qn A Juesady, ¥itich was his fateful
day < Brought face to face with the
peers, of” Northampton; banished from
rﬁhitﬂ, récetved a celestial visit
foretelling his maytyrdom; came home
frpm exile; was glgin at the altar, and
Lfiflally he ‘Was:camenized as a saint oD
a2 Tuesday, ..o

s Sl

-

.

2
e
-

,FOR

b Goe AT TON0E )

T
2

One only Pla

E. D. SPU

jnel8,3i,s,tu,th

a chump, which-is-as it.should be, for -




