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HOME AGAIN’

“Who is going out to;ﬁight? " he asked of the ., N

man. .
k€ Mrs. Colombel and Colonel Armour, sir,’ ' said
the coachman ° touchmg his cap. “There is a b'all
at Government House.” -

Mr. Armour turned to V1v1enne and’ extended a.

helping hand, then drawing a latChkey from hxs —

pocket he threw open a large inner door: ‘
Vivienne stepped in—stepped from . the bitter

" cold of a Canadian winter night to-the warmth and
The large square’ ™

comfort of tropical weather.
hall was full of & reddish light. Heavy curtains,
whose prevailing color was red, overhung each
doorway. A group of tall palms stood in one
corner and against them was placed the tinted
statue of a-lacrosse’player. Pictures of Canadian
scenery hung on the walls and over two of the:
doorways hung the heads and branching antlers of
Nova Scotian moose.

Her quiet scrutiny of the hall over she found Mr.
Armour was regarding her with-a look of agitation
on his usually impassive face.

“Will you be kind enough to take off your hat?”

- he said ; “it shades your face.” y

The gxrl looked at him in surprise and removed

- the large felt hat that she wore. Somewhat to her

A . - A
amusement she “discovered a huge mirror mounted

on a marble bracket at- her elbow. - A passing

glance at it showed that her smooth black hair was
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