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picked it tii) andi involuintarily sotught thie
societv, coitumni. Tliere was nothing Ini it
relating to Edith but hoe found soîneting
else quite as interesting. It wvas a very-
short item, but it meant mluech

The yaclitinag season is at biand ýagai,1n.
MVr. 1-hillip 1-Icpstones palatial "iVieteor-
sails to-nioirow for a prolonged crise
in Euî-opean wvaters. MXr. 1-Iepstone ani
party oxpect to be away at lea,,st six
rnlontlbs.

-That ex1)lains everything- reflecticd
Toni. -I sbiouildn't wonder if ie's thî-owni
bier over!

"Wýýeclnosclay is nîy bosl)ital day, Editb
dear. >\'Vouldn't you lik<e to go with el

"Indeed 1 sbould, auintie. Perhaps
soirietliingo like that mia- chieer mie up a
bit and make mie forget niy, oxvn miserv.

"Eni sure it xviii," saici Aunit Loo. --W'e
always send flowvois, you know, and you
can hieip) nie xvith thiemi. Thevy shoul c )
at the dîstributingý bureau not later thian
mid-clay-.'

So Éditli xorkod ail nîorning, pickilng
roses and arî-anging thei clef tly initu
dainty bo0uquets. (me of thlese pleaseci
bier esl)ecially. Lai.7ran-tice roses and
double white stock-s hiad always been a
fav'orite comlbinlatîoiî of Editli's. andi shoe
s)ai-ed no pains iniil akio- dtis ole aIS
beauitifuil ais possible.

"It Nvas Tomiis favor-ite rose, too,- shie
thiouti. -but .1 thînkl- io liked it best :-
cause 1 dîd. Poot- Toni! i wonleî- if
lio bias foi-givcnl mle? I hiope so, tbough
I clnt desci-vo it of bm'

Presenitl\ shie founld bei-self silgiig-.
Singing!Wv thiat \vas soiething slhe
iaci not donc foi- sevei-al months. it wvas
an 01(1 love-soiig, too. Thie faet aston-
islied lir so ilnich tl1at slic stopp)ed sud-
clenl\v aîwl glanced at lier auint.

Nu-s. Ventîo hiad beezi watcliino- lîi-r
nicce wvîti a satishoed siiie on lier lips.

"Edib'simpovîg.'sle thloughit.
c\b-, auîîtie," .exclaimied Eclitb, going

quickly to bier, -these floweî-s secmi to teli
Ile thiat l'n goin gc to be lialp a-i.

"0f cour-se \-ou ai-e, dei-," andi Mî-s.
\îeitnor sti-oked andl patted, and did iber
best to console the fair v ounlg hiead that
m a laid coîîvulsively on bier bosomi.

A fexv hours later slie Nvas passim,-
thi-ouglî the conivalescenit xvarc of zhe
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hospital. Edith Mowbray was wthl hier.
It \vas iVi1rs. \fentnor's cuIstoml to leave,
undisturbed, patients whio were asleep oî,
appeared to be s0. Tom Brace xvas
a\vartie of tiiis, so hie turneci bis face to.
wards the w*a1l and closed bis eyces.

Sonie minutes previouisly thie nulrse
iiad i)lace1 near blis bedsicle a beautiful
bouiquet of iroses anci white Phlox. H-e
liad regarded tliem comp iacently eniougl
at first, but suddcnly hie reinembered thiat
Lal France i-oses andi white phlox were
.EcItlrs tavorite floweî-s, andi thiough lie
adnured theni oreatlv, the sio-ht of thiemi
nmade imi feel verv uinhappy.

.0, aunie, saci ditb, quietly,
'4therc's the very bouquet that 1 took so
mueh pains \VitIl. Doesn't it look sweet."

Tomi Brace beard the voice, andi, wcak
as lio Nvas, it thrillecl imi. -I miust bc
clreainig," lie thougbht, for lie liad not
seen Edith. Thien lie opened biis cyes,
anic gazed into a mirror xvhicbi hung on
the \vall by bis bedside. 1-le biac not bcen
dreanming, foi- Eclith \vas thiere. 1Plis
Editb ! Coing about the ward with lier
aunit and appareîîtly very mutch inter-
esteci. A littie paler tlhan slie w~as a year
aco a~ trille or slendrl ~ periaps, but
beautiful as ever. And ,shli ad made -cp
that b)ouq~uet.

Tom's first impulse was to dasli tie
l)otiquet to the ground ; bis second t-)
raîse it tdndell to lus lips. But lie did~

\frs. \1entnor and bier niece passcd out
of the convalescent Nvard and into L ïe
next one. Then tbe nur-se came in to at-
tend to a patient and Tomi beckoned to
lier.

"iTake tlieil away, please," lie saiLi,
sallv pointing to the flowers. "Tbley'-C

Ve~~beautifull, but I ean't bear tbiciu..
ÀAnd the nurse, wvonclering; took thon:-

away.
Slhortly after this the visitors returii'(-

to the convalescent ward. They hlac ilot
intenided doinig so, but Mrs. Ventnor ]lad
f orgotten bier parasol. Instinctive]"
Edith turned for a last look at bier speci
bouquet. It was gone! Then ber gaLe
rested on the patient at whose bedside
it biad been. E dith started. "That pecu-
liar shacle of hiair !" she thought ; "CWbere
bave I seen it before? And the shjape
of the hiead! If only he were faciflg tlhîs


