
CANADIAN COURIER

A fexv hours before i shouild have
scoffed at Hie very idea of attachinur
any importance to yvhat are known Il
lîresentinients. Yet from the moment
when 1 came in siglit of that grim.,
smioke-stained tenement, and hurried
i) the crazy, uncarpeted stairs, 1

was conscious of a grim foreshadow-
ing of some sort of evil. For a won-
d1er there xvas no brawling in the
iower rooms, no sound of angry,
drunken voices from any of the haif-
opened doors. Only now and then,
on the landings, I heard the heavy
breathing of sleeping men and wo-
men, lying about like rats upon the
floor. I reached the iast flight of
stairs, and the candle in my hand
shook so that the drops fell spluttering
uipoh the grounçi. Was she alone, 1
wondered? Was there no one to
watch by her, side and wait for my
comiîng? If she had recovered froni
ber faint, how dreary the time must
seem!

I pressed on, and came to a stand-
stili outside ber door. Stili silence-
deep, unendurahie silence-and stili
that vague sense of some evil close
at hand. Fearfully I pushed open the
door and stood upon the threshold.

My first sense was one of relief. In
the dim twilight 1 could just catch
the outfije of a dear, familiar figure
leaning back in a chair drawn up to
the fireplace. But the fire was a
handful of white ashes, and the figure
never turned to greet me. The chili
of the roomn struck into my heart, and
my voice trembled as I called out to
her-

"Miss Desmond, wake up! It is 1,
Dr, Faggett !"

No answer. The figure in the chair
was stili and silent. With trembling
fingers I raised the candie high over
luy head, and peered forward to
where its pale, sickly glow smote the
darkness. Oh, the horror of that
moment-the unspeakable horror of
it! I feit my knees totter, a mist
floating before îny eyes, and a deadiy
sickness creep like a numbing p)araly-
sis over ail my senses. Yet, through
it ail, I knew that it was she who re-
clined in that straight-backed chair.
stîll and cold, with a little spot of
blood on the bosomn of her dress, and
a dagger, driven straight into ber
heart.

She was dead. She must have died
in a single moment, for there w-as nuo
trace of even the slighitest spasmin i
her white, stili face. Nay, soînevthingt,
of the old softness was still lingering1ý1
about her tightly compressed, mouthl,
and the half-ciosed eyes, vacan'lt
though they were, had none of the
glazed hardness of death. In thosýe
moments of anguish I forgot my first
duty. I forgot everything except that
I had loved this woman; and sinking'
on my. knees, I caught her hands in
mine and buried my face in ber lap.
There I remaine, heediess of the
flight of time, for hour after hour of
the long winter's night.

I arose at last and stood by the lit-
tie window with tightly ciaspcd hands,
acutely conscious of ail that had hap-
pened, the ethical horror of it mingling
witli my own sense of personal loss.
The little chamber was seven storeys
high; and away eastwards I couid see
a faint streak of light, and presently
a blood-red sun shining down through
the white vaporous mists upon the
awakening city. I watched it grad-
ually appear until its first struggling
rays smote the dome of St. Paul's,
and the noisesincreased in the streets
bellow. Then for'the first time utter-
ancel came to me, and the peut-uIp
agony of my heart escaped in one
long, deep cry-a cry of wrath, of
bitter, relentiess anger, against the
nman who hiad done this thing- And
with that cry ended the first chapter
of my life.
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is looked upon by the average
housewife as a day of hard work.
To her it means working in an over-
heated room, and ceaseless walking
to and from stove to ironing board.

Electric Irons Th
overcomne these annoying fieatures Toot
and ironing day can now b. looked
forward tu by the housewife with-
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LACQU ERET
IS WINNINO ITS WAY

If YOU bave flot trled LACQIERET-ask your dealer to-day for frc sample.
SOLD EVERYWlIERE--

INTERNATIONAL VARNISII CO. LIMITED - TORONTO
FINE VARNISiIES, ENAMELS, LACQIJERS, ETC.
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