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4 DITH, dear, the expressinan is
corning for your trunk at 5

'Eo'clock. I'ni sure it won't be
ready for imii tnless vou begin

at once to pack it."
'In(le(l it won't," thoughit Edith in

answer to lier ma-ither's beseeching voice,
NWlijcIi came f roni the conservatorY end
of the garclen.

he warnino, however, seenied to hiave
verv littie effeet upon lier anci she xvent
o11n using. "Under the circumistances,
howv fortunate it is tlîat 1 hiave a dear aid
auint ta go to, thousaî1ds of miles awvay.
.Aw'av out West where nobody wviIl know
ie except auintie. Another clay here

Wvoul(l be intoierable, aîîd-yes, niotiier,
Fi' coniiing."

It xvas J'une tinie, but iii spite of the
roses aiîd suinshine ail about lier Editlî
?Yl[wbray w~as flot happy. Shie plucked
a stiperi) LaFrance that hung temiptinglyý
near lier and buried lier nostrils deep
witliin its fragrant petals. "Tomis fav-
orite rose," she niurniured, aîîd there wvas
a l)atlletic tone of remiorse and sadnicliss
in lier vaice. "Dear olci Tom! Howv
cruel I was to ii i!"

J ust a year ago that day she lîad given
Tlon Brace lus conge for the chance of
beconîiing Mrs. Phillip Hepstone, the
\vife of a nîillionaire. iHepstone liaci
l)loposeCl,,but only because lie inîagined
Edith wvas aînîost as rîcli as lîiniself.
And flow Mrs. I\'owbray wvas tryingy to
convince lier dauoiter that slie ouglît ta
enter suit for breacli of promise.

Wle Edithi *vas sittiuîg in the rose
garclen, nîuising, Tom Brace was ling
iii in a liospital, away out WVest. He wvas
p)aie, weak and emaciated, but conivales-
cent,

The nurse hiad just tolci liii tliat lie
wouid recover and Tom wasn't quite sure
wlietlier lie wvas glad or sorry. "Life, for

ie,e' lie said, languicllV, "semis ta be ail
blanks aîîd no prizes.."

The (lays dragged thcmiselves s1aowly
ail, andl Tomî, in spite of ail lus efforts,
fouuid Iîinîself broodinbig over the events
of a year ago.

'-Too bad that iEdith threw nie over,"
lie rellectedt, sadly. -Cruel of lier, too,
for I loved lier dieariy ; and. worse luck,
I lave lier stili. I xvouder Mihen tlîey're
ooiîio ta be îîîarried? Gad! I-epstone's
a lucky feiiow. But nîo gentlieîî oil
have conie between Edith and nie- as lue
didl. It wrîll take nie a long timie ta for-
biv liii, and -"

But Tonîs inusings wvere cut out short
by the nurse. Suie camie ta bis becisicie
wvitli a cup of (leliciotis l)roth and the
newspape rs.

"The doctor tal(l nie you inighit reaci
littie towar"si saici, "sa Ive brouglit
No these."

Tom tlîanked lier, partook slowly of
the brotli andl tiien picked tiI) the local
paer The sacietv caltumn met lus gaze
first of aIl. I-le hiad no intention of read-
1110. it, Iowever, as lie was a stranger iii
the p)lace. But as lie glaiced (own tue
colunîin a naine stoo(l out frolm amiongst
the otiiers Nvhichli iade inii start. Thîis
is wThat lie rea(l

M\'iss iEditu MAowbrav, of Newv York,
arrive1 i n tawn yeste rda v evei ngoý.. Shie
inteli(s inalciig a )raolge(l stav iii the
citv. and( \vill be the guest of lier auint,
Mý,rs. George Venitior-."

"Mý,rs. George Veiîtluor-," niuittered
Toni, uneasily. "Whv, if FI' not nus-
taken that's the very lady who pays week-
]y visits ta tlîis luospital! By Jove! I
uuuust get away frani liere as soon as pas-
sible. I neyer kuiew before tlîat Editlî
luad an auint in tluis part of tlue world."

Tien Tomu noticed that a New York
paper wvas lyiuîg invitinglv near hinm. lHe


