
(WVritten for The Prairie.)

PART I.JT %vas five o'clock, in tIc morning. The month
ivas june, andi the gardeni was full of roses, criîni-

son, ycllow and crcanm. The sun shione brigbtiy on
the weary old i orld, flooding the red brick housc at
the endi of the lane witli golden radience, and spark-
Ein- like a thousanti diamontis among the devdrop)s
an tIc iawn. But the oid brick hanse still slept, and
silence reig-neti supreme. One persan only wvas
awakc, though anc wonild flot bave tlioufflit so ta look
at hier, as she lay face downivards ont lier bcd, witlî
the wealth of hiair faliin about bier andtier ioveiy
head pilloivcd on lier arm. I-alf past fit-c struck by
tbe big dlock in tIc hall, and Esine rouseti liîrscli.

H-lîf past five! How quickl% thc night lias pass-
cd, andi hue I have been lyinig, tbink, think, thinkiig
al] the trne-oh, ivell ! I suppose there is no getting
out of it inow, andi aftcr aIl I believe 1 arn fond of
hhnii, anyway, I like Ibim anti that \vili have ta do."

Shie >'awned, rose froin the bcd andtihrcv open tbe
window. The swcet, fresli air carne fluttering iii,
bearing with it thc scent of roses and mi ignonette, anti
as Esme drank iii great draughts of it the color came
bac< ta lier chiecks andi the ý.y lines round bier
cycs vanishi. It was liertwedding marning anti she
ivas utterly indifféecnt to it. Sice neither lovet inor
batet iber future husband. As she told i erself a
dozen times a day, sc like t hirn," andi surely !lîat
w~as enougli. Shie didn't beiceve iii these absurd love
matches; thcy always turtied out bad!y.

With this Sidney Hartan ivas fain ta bc co>ntent,
and trusteti that riis beautifuil fiancec ivoulti iii tinie
yicld him lier lîcart. Sfic ivas v'ery ciîarming, Verv%
bcautiful, anti wonxa-nly, ton; why shoulti lie despair
of makiiig bier lave hi:n ? lie did not despair; hce felt
sure af brinîging the love-liglit into lier cycs -before
many monthis of thecir niarrieti life land passeti away.

Sa, on that fair june nîorning, the pas-son jaineti
togethier for better or -for w~orse, titi death diti thecin
part, the hantis, if flot the hearts, of Esme West anti
Sidney Harton. Esme shivered a little as she ru-
peated the solemn words, but Sidncy's voice rang
out strong, anti hopefully.

PART IL.
Mr. and Mrs. liarton sat ini their private room nt

the Hotel Bristol, Paris, andi îondcrcd Mien tic
weather would clear up. Tlîcy hati bccn married a
ycar now, anad things wverc not looking as wdell as
Sidney liat hopcd. His %wifé ivas always charnintg,
alîvays plcasatit, but lie knew that, liard as lic had
tricd, lie liadti îcver gaiti lier lore, sornctinîs lie
even doubtedti at hie ever sixoulti.

Suddcnly Esme thrcv <Iown lier book. " Sid, l'in
tireti of Paris, let's go hnic."

"«Tircd of P>aris," exclaimeti Sidniey, who Jooked
upon the ,ny Frenchx capital as a v'critable " City of
Deliglîts; 1 didn't îïnow anybody cou/d be tireti of
Paris. XVhy didni't you tell mc before, Esuxe? Of
course îve'l] go home if you wvanh to. l'il tclegraph
AMrs. Ross to have the bouse aircd , how soon shah
1 sa>' thcv. are to cxp)cct us? "

«"Oh, toinotrowv, today ; as soon as possible," said
jEsme, pctulantl', risiing as she spokze to look out of
the wiîxdow. Sidney) pauseti a minute.

" Esuîc, dear, arc yoit not rather usnrc-asoniahle," lie
said quictlv. ' ou knov 1 tolid Frank Vereke we
would be hierc for thrce iiveks, andi he promised ta
spenti ten dayq wvith us bcfore he ivent to Melbourne.
\Vc can bardiy give Iiim the slip like that, and ihe is
due tonmorraw. As moon as lie icaves %vu wili go
straight home, if )-ou like, tbo.ugh, 1 ccrtainily under-
stood you to say you %vantcd to spend the w~intcr in
Nice. l>oor aid Franik ! i awfully sorry lie's
going, and 1 wouldn't miss sccing hiim for anything-."

The last sentence %%'as spoken %vith a gooti deal
more decision than Sidney cnîpioycd as a rule, w~hen
addressing bis wife; lie hated ta cross lier ini an>'-
way, but Fr.ink Verekcr; Frank, his old coilege
churn; Frank, bis old champion and playmatc of long
.ago, let Iiiiii go ta Austraiia for gond, without sa
mnuch a,-, a banti shake a,' "G oc spccd you " frorn his
oldcst friend-thc thing îvaq absurd, impossible.

It is too bati, upoil iny word, Sidney, ta consider
your fricnd before your ivife; 1 tell you 1 arn sick of
this p',,ic;il W~aît to go homne, do you licar ? 1 wvant
ta go home and 1 ivant ta go TODAV!"

Esme turucti froni the window as shc spoke, pale
ivith exciteinent, andi crnphasizcd lier words with a
slighit stamp of lier prctty foot.

9.i arn sorry,'" said Sidney, coldly, " but 1 amn afraidi
vou muiist makc up your mmnd to stay here another
ten days," and iighting a cigarette, lit tilteti back his
chair andi watched the littie rings of srnoke ascending
ta the cciling.

I-is wifc stood stili a minute, looking fixcdly at
him, and then walked slowly to the door, She turn-
ed beforc crossing the threshald and-,her voice wvas
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