The Little Grey Lady
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“It was my good fortune,” he an-
swered graevly. “Nothing more.”

She gathered up the reins and smil-
ed down at him. The men whom
Esther Stanmore smiled upon seldom

ot it.

for‘? shall have to confine my after-
noon walks to the homewoods,” she
remarked. “They are just as pretty,
really. Good afternoon, My. Paul-
ton. We arc such close neighbours
that we are certain to come across
one another again soon, I hope. .

But Paulton, though he bowed, did
not echo her wish.

* * % *

nd yet in less than three weeks
1h3 ha)é reached t‘he end, the ]?.St
barrier through which one looks in-
to Paradise. They were seated on
the trunk of a fallen tree, the sun-
shine distorted into queer, zigzag
stripes and gleams playing away
from their feet into tl}e heart of.the
silent wood. A squirrel had just
scampered across the path. .From the
hidden places beyond, a pigeon was
calling softly to his mate, a wood-
pecker was busy amongst the
pranches of a beech—trec, and all the
while the west wind sang in the
rustling canopy above their heads.
They alone of all the living things
ilent.
wti'rlc tlsu'nk,” he said, at last, “thqt up
to now I have dreamed, not llved,;
The commencement of life is here.
She looked at him a little won-
ingly.
dcn"n{;o{l are losing your sense of
proportion,” she remarked, smiling.
“It is here, if you will, that one may
dream of life and be happy. Yet it
can be nothing save an interlude.
Life is not in these woods—no, not
the commencement or the end of life.
[t is the Paradise of dumb beasts,
this. We, alas! have to seelf’ for our
Paradise in different places.
“A month ago,” ﬁhedsald slovs;lly,
i his eye fixed upon the
k:;ﬁ:]ﬂﬁf o) shoﬂld have needed no
Knc to have told me where Paradise
;)3V If I were the Ronald Stourton
of a month ago, I should not hesitate
for a single second to grasp it —
”

m.""vl-lt)nald Stourton!” she .repeated
softly. “So you are Ronald Stourton !”

“Yes,” he answered. I have heard
ou speak of my people. R

“1 thought you were in Paris.

“T was. I came to England on an
jmportant mission from the chief to
the Prime Minister a month ago. 1
pungled it hopelessly. 1 was taken
in by a trick which should Jnot have
deceived a child. T‘here‘ isn’t any

articular secret about it now. I
grought across a draft of the pro-

sed understanding between France
and England as to their neutrality in
the -Russo-Japanese war. The draft
was stolen from me by an agent of
the Russian Government or by some-
one who means to dispose of it to
the Russian Government. I am sus-
pended for the present. Immediately
the draft is transferred to the Rus-
sian Ambassador, and the thing
comes out, I shall be dismissed from
the service.” -

She looked at him—as a woman
knows how to look‘ at such times.
fler hand rested lightly upon his
shg?)lg,efl am so sorry,” she said soft-
ly. "I felt all the time that you were
in trouble. But can nothing be done:
Can’t the Paerson be found who stole

er?
th?"l“;:lgclevc:rest detective in England
has the matter in hand,” he answered,
“and it was at his particular request
that 1 disappeared. The person
whom he strongly suspects is being
watched day and night, and it is
supposed that he has not yet had an
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opportunity of disposing of the
papers. That is why I am still mere-
ly on leave. It is a sickening story,
but T am glad that you know the
truth. You will understand now why
I must go away.”

“I understand nothing of the sort.”
she answered decisively.  “Of course,
it is shocking bad luck; but even if
you have to give up your profession,
there is plenty of other work in the
world for a man, isn’t there? How
old are you?”

He smiled. He thought her man-
ner charming, but it was certainly
original.

“I am thirty-four next birthday.
Too old, you see, for any of the ser-
vices. I might go abroad, of course:
but it is a far cry from diplomacy
to ranching.”

She looked at him thoughtfully.

“You are well off, aren’t you?” she
remarked. “Most of your family are.”

“Yes,” he answered drily, “I am
well off. T am spared the luxury of
having to work for a living, at any
rate. But I am a sorry idler.”

“Quite right!” she “assented. “I
detest men who do nothing. It al-
ways ends in their dabbling in things
which they don’t understand at all.”

He groaned.

“Don’t!” he begged, digging his
stick savagely into the ground. “I
can see myself—a J].P., perhaps a
county councillor, a director of city
companies—Heaven knows what!”

“Aren’t you a little premature?”
she said, smiling. “You are not sure
yet that you have finished with
diplomacy.”

“I am perfectly certain that diplo-
macy has finished with me,” he an-
swered ruefully. “Pardon me!”

He picked up the letter which had
slipped from her waistband and
handed it to her. His eyes by chance
fell upon the address, and he started.

“Miss de Poulgasky!” he repeated.
“Forgive me, but I could not help
seeing. It seems strange to see that
name here.”

She nodded Sympathetically.

“It is her father, of course, to
whom those papers will be sent,” she
remarked. “I was at school with
Corona, and we write to one another
now and then. My uncle, who came
down last night, seems very friendly
with them. This letter is really from
him. "And that reminds me. I am
no longer without a chaperon. 1T
want you to come and dine with us
to-night.”

He shook his head.

“Don’t ask me! I am not in a fit
humour to meet people.”

“There is only my uncle, and I
think that perhaps he may amuse you.
He is such a thorough cosmopolitan,
I believe that he is equally at home
in every capital of Europe, and he
has the most marvellous collection of
anecdotes. Gome and dine, and after-
wards T will show you my rose-
garden.”

“If you will—” Their heads came
very close together. He seemed to
have a good deal to say, and she was
very well content to listen. In the
end he forgot for a brief space of

time all his troubles. And she for-
got to post her letter.
* * * *

He was watching the sunset from
the terrace. Behind him was the
empty drawing-room. He had ar-
rived, after all, a little early; eight
o’clock was only just striking by the
stable clock. She could scarcely be
down yet. He had left her barely
an hour ago, and he was in no
humour for a tete-g-tete with this
wonderful uncle. So he leaned over
the worn, grey balustrade and won-
dered which way the rose-garden
might lie. Were other men so much
the sport of Fate as this, he asked
himself bitterly, that the greatest joy
of life. should shine down upon him
whose feet were fast set in the quag-
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SHREDDED

A Food for the Invalid and the Athlete—
On the Training Table of every University.

To serve—simply heat in oven, pour hot milk over it and
salt to taste. Sold by all grocers, 13c. a carton; two for 25c¢.
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A Little Thing But Mighty Convenient

When the baby cries for milk at night, and the fires are out, This electric milk
warmer heats any liquid quickly and saves a trip to the kitchen over cold, dark
floors. Itisa very inexpensive little device and consumes buta trifle of electricity.
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TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO. Limited
12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto

25 CLUBB'S
PANATELLAS

Clubb’s Panatellas are a five-inch,
genuine hand-made, long clear Ha-
vana Filler Cigar, equal in quality

to 10c. cigars. Delightfully mild,
and sweet as a nut.

SPECIAL OFFER to introduce
Clubb's Panatellas.—We will send
this box of 25 postage pald, to
youraddress on receipt of price,$1.00.

A. CLUBB & SONS, 5 King St. West, TORONTO.
Established 1878, 7

A SMOOTH, FAIR SKIN

. The way to get and keep a smooth, soft skin, the
a secret of a fine complexion, is to antidote the
\ ? roughening effect of the wind and cold, and of
the dry heat of the house, by using

. b iy
CAMPANA'’S ITALIAN BALM

This preparation has been the boudoir companion of Canada’s fairest
women for twenty-five years. It is an unrivalled combination of
medicants, which not only invigorates the skin, but keeps it soft,
smooth and clear. It cures redness, roughness and all kinds of
blemishes.

25 CENTS. SOLD BY ALL DRUGUAISTS.

E. G. WEST & CO. 176 King St. East, TORONT0
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