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sick. If Tom Reid was a scoundrel, FPred Currie was somethingworse-a white-faced, cringing te
He feit ashamed and angry. ThatCurre should dare to speakto her! That a blackguard like hlm should even touch her hand!jim's own bands clencbed. At least, wbatever bis origin, hislife bad been dlean and open and straîgbt. And while she satencouraging this coward who was beside her, she treated him with

open contempt.
It was the longest evening jim had ever spent. Mr. Herman wasaway, and no one else came to break up the littie party of four.There were songs and music. Stella and Currie sang together,and then afterwards for a bitter haf-bour before they went heand she sat oehero he frskeote ro;ad Jmwahe

teflush rsn nher cekteIgtsakigiihreewt

of tas o he- an w oknew nter truth or ho r? B teeve Tom edh mtogbtthan an unscrpuous oward Jiefolwigtemht no thealiwhr tey ton aher ng andthe reet utsthde.

towrdnMr r-nHsetun, whre h sa woeties
time old a n till ithHa s ose aloa boily i beinguon

Hi whesh heard tthielfttteeof a ino the hall door ath

"lie dropped intO a chair befOre the dyÎng fire."

started; and it was a' strange grey-Whlte face that Mr. Hlern=asaw wben ha came îin."H1fallo? " ha said, " what brings you here?"
ýim did flot reply te the uton
'I'vafound out for you,' he said abruptly. "I've found outWho it is Stella cares for."

"Eh? "
"It's Curi"-oung Fred Cui-rie," broka from bhis lips. ,Imsorr, ir."
For a moment Mr. Hermani stared witb a puzzled, bewilderedlook upon bis face. Then lie laugbed outright."Go and tell that to the marines," hae saud."But it's true, sir,"
Mr. Herman looked again sternly inte bis face, and stood fora moment wltb steady eyes flxed upon hlm. A faint shadow seemedto bave crept over him, but 5hm expected more than that." ýI'm sorry, sir," be said. " CrCurrie i-.a..Ç elo-not good enough for Suteellta.godfelo
Not ýood enougb, eh? "'Didn 't you know, ir? IHe'a bad, and b. cornes of a bad

stock. No. he'a flot good enough, but e's the one ah. cares for."Another odd look swept Mr. Herman's face. He raised bisbaud and stroked bis beard, and if jim had bappened te look athlm then ie zigt bave seen tat iewaa Iidiug a smule."There's one thing I ouhtItl you," hb. nid, "I meant totell you before. I waut to ev you, sir.""Eh?" Mr. Herman locoked startled."I want te go. I'ye felt it for sume tme, ir. I want te gote Arnerica."
" Good g acious, jini!» broke in Mr. Herman. "You can'trnen i? e t alknonsense, lad-"
"I do mean it, sir." Jim swung swftly round. "I can'tremain br. any longer-I can't stand it-'7
"Can't stand wbat?" Mr. Herman repeated sbarply."The life, sir. I dou't likeit. I want tosee alot more of theworld than I can se. iu Medehester,"
His voice was teady enougli. but Mr. Herinan stared bardinto is faceasa if b. was seeking the key te a riddle.

IlNonsense, im. Tbinc it over. Sleep on it. But now-are YOu sure of what you say about Stella and Curre?'
"Sure!"
"Well, I must Put a stop to that. But tell me how, Jim? Twoheadsaie better than one, aren't they? Well, p ut yours againstmine and tell me how we are to turn lher fancy. What do you tbinkof getting some other fellow to make love to bier?"

Jim. made no reply.
"Wbat do you tbmnk would be tbe resuit if you did."'Il?" Jim blazed round, bot and breathless.
":Yes, you. Don't you think you coudeut out young Currie?""But-for fun, sir? Make love to ber-for fun!" There wasa deptb of hoarseness in his voice tbat stirred Mr. Herman sharply.H1e bent forward, his face changing and growing serious, and putbis hand on his shoulder.
IlWhy sbould it be for fun, Jim?" bie asked.Jim started sharply. His face went quickly white, the blooddrained from bis very lips.
"I-I don't understand, sir," hie said in a whisper. "Don'tforment me-I'm in a torment already. It is more than I can bear.Don't tease me, sir."
IlI'm not, Jim. I mean it; I can see a lot fartber than my noseas a rule, and wben I suggested to you to find out who sbe was inlove with, I knew what I was doing. I've seen bow you feit for along tinie. 1 know, my lad, wby it is you began to spend yournights in a bad club, and I determined to stop it-and I set y ouon a job whlch I thougbt would keep you at home. Yes, I .veseen it in your facc--your looks. God bleass ber, lad! bow could youhelp fallhng in love with bier? Tbe bonniest lass in Medehester.And you-do you think she couldn't care for you?"I"She bates me, sir," whispered Jim. "Snubs me-"Go and snub hier in return, my lad," said Mr. Herman.'Il?" cried Jim, startled. 'Il? If you are good enough toforget wbo I am and how I camne to you, she doesn't, sir. And youcan't niean it seriousy-not really."
I do, Jim, lad. I know you for what you are, and I'd ratherhave you f or a son-in-law tban any cbap in Medcbester; and ifyou'll go in and try, IlI back you up. You'd better set to workat once and makre love to ber before rny very eyes. And bowwould it be for me to bc indignant, eh? To forbidhler to flirt witb

Wou' Tbat's the way wis'.e parents set about things, I believe.Wbat do you think, Jim?"I'Il don't know, sir," saidJim ina wbisper. "I only know thatshe battes me more than you think. She detests me."
Mr. Herman shook his head.
"Paint beart neyer won fair lady," hie remarked; "but ail 1can say to you is-save bier from Currie. Seriously, my lad"-bis voice and face chaged-"serously, she must be saved fronihim, and you can do it-I know you can do it."IKnow." Wbat did be mnean? Jim was puzzled, but thechance lie had given hlm, the hope of success worked a magicchange în hlm.
Stella's snubs lost half tbe effect. H1e even snubbed bier back,to bier dismay and astonisbment, and somebow the look of indig.nation and rage which sbe flasbed at hlm scarcely burt him."Tell ber wbat you told me," Mr. Herman suggested to hlm."Have it out to-mÎght--I'll ke it I
H1e did; and bis words feIl like a mbhluontea'ers
"lHas Jirn told you," bier father asked, "be's going to America?"Stella drew ber breatb with a little gasp.

Jima?"I she began, and stopped.
Yes, andbhewants to gyo at once, as far asIca ae u."For--for bow long?" Stella faltered.

Mr. Herman rose f rom. bis seat with the gesture of a man in a
"Tbat'sjust it. 1e wants togo for good-wants to go and leaveus forever. His mmnd is set on it, I'm afraid. He's been restlessfor some time, and now-he'll be off unless y ou can persuade hlm,Stella. H1e won't stop for me-even tbough I'm as good'as a fatherto hlm. I've called hlm ungrateful, but hie don't care for that.But anyhow, I can't stand in bis way, can Il Stella, if it's for bisgood?"I

Stella was deathly white. Ail the gaietyr of bier seerned to bavevanisbed like a smiling country under a rnist, and as she went upto bier drawing-room she stooped heavily, looking suddenly like alittle old woman instead of a girl who had just left school.Sbe went up to the mantelpiece, and putting down bier headiipon it, gave a sudden sobi.
Jini came in just as Mr. Herman crossed the hall, and was sentto ber at once.
" Jini, go and $ee if I've left mry tobacco pouch in the drawing.rooni and bring it to me."

imdid not suspect, and at the door be ,stopped abruptly.'Sntella," he cried, "wbat is the matter?"
She stood stili, scarcely breathing, ber bead down 'upon themarble.
H1e went forward.
"Stella," hie repeated, "you are evn.:"I'm nt," she bîfted bier bead, andwas instantly betrayed."Youare,". Jimi took bier by the shoulder and swung bier round.He would flot have dared do that a few days ago "teila, whatare you crying for?"
:Father sayslyou are going away."
"That's true.'

IW~r YOU going"
ne ged hs shoulders.

"'Tired of Medàbester, I suppose," hie answered.
She took a step suddenly towards hlm.
IlOh, Jim, bow you've altered lately," she said. "You're flotabit the same-not like you used to be. Jini, we usedl telbe sucb

chumis-"
"That was before you went te France and hecanie a fine lady,"he said. IlI'm not good enough for you nov."
"Not good enough?"

IlWel, it seenis so--and, after ail, it's natural, Stella, Mynother a weaver and my father only a working man. I oughtiot to have feit it su, when you snubbed me. I ought to havecnown my place better."
"Jini, Jim, inrgive me," the tears Wer te nedown lberic g i. "Jim , Ive been a coward- I- .. >b o o gi e m ,

She held out bier banda, and the touch of lier was ton mucli foriin. H1e trernbled sharpiy. His face went from gre to white"Stella," lie said hoarsely, "I-I can't help lovîxng you--ita)en torture to me day and night-I love you-that's wby I mgogcan't stand it-I can't; bear seeing you and CUrrie together, andIve told your father su. 11e knows. Oh, StellalI1 wish I hadàred-to try to Malte you-forget hlm. I migbt bave savedu-I mnigt-"
A sudden flush ran up into bier face..
"Oh, Jim, do you thÎnk it is too late now?"For a moment lie stared at bier. Then suddenly hls armaere round her, and hie was sayg vradoeaai:"Ileou, Stella, I love you." yngoe dovrgan"Ile"h iit a becauseyo wouldn't say it that I snubbedDU su, and tried te flirt with Curiel" be whispered at mt


