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‘ -Cﬁ Mma that 1t nn

‘olm the creeps.”

““Detthett? Well, then, ‘mt'- al np,v

W
The. First Aanupi Appeal MM bv' MIQ"Kent. ‘s it spesking to -bindself.

the Navy League of Canada will -be

Mcdﬂ-ﬁkmiﬁwiﬂ&on in

made during first week in September - thewe New Englanders. He'd be su

the spetial day.is Thursdaw, Sept. Sth.’
New . Brunswick is expected to give|
$26,000.
The apneal is made for the followmg pur-
, poses: :

A.—For King Georges Fund t’or Sallorq. hm with conviction.

ebout ‘anyway?"

by special request of His Majecty, the
King. This Fund is to-aid Sailors’and{"
Benevolent Institutions in Great Britain |
B.—For Sailors of The Royal Navy

of War.

C.—For the Relief of British and Canadian
Sailors or their - Widows and Orphans.§
For Sailorss Homes, Institutes and
Hospitals. ’
Since the outbreak of War, the Navy

has made - possible the transportatiofi of} rious' jnd“,

17,000,000 men besides enormous ‘quan-{a

mlnmfctituuuntudq;het

tact. However, Eider Dennett left
morning for a trip to Cadystown.

Hy tp
ﬂedd-

'That’s so much to the good.”

‘bave left for a

e iy
m for all 1 care,” sta

MTItel you as

e turned to the wal

careleasly.
“Imaginary  face studied from va-
ﬁmmcm;ed Kent, “It's
vety lovely face and the most wist:

tities of Food and Munitions, and German 1&!1 I've ever seen. A fairy prisoned

shipping has been swept from the seas.
Way YOU SHOULD Cou'mmm

Because Canada has "o’

her shores have been protected by the
British Navy.at the expense of Great
Britain. Py

Because the Navy has enabled Canada to
send hundreds of thousands of our men
overseas with a loss of hardly a ‘mans
and has kept our Trade routes open.

) SESY a"a’# ]
Battle Cruisers, so for the past four years§ yoix: grow and expud on acquaint- ‘
ance.”

that imaginary fay.
bum!"’ contived ‘Kent dryly as he
stooped to the floor:
is an imaginary .hairpin too.”

on earth. by cockcrow might wear some
such expreuion of -nrtled wonderlnl

A fa

‘as welf s myltery' Kent..

*“There is poefry in your study of
imaginary! Um-

] suppose this

*“My Chinaman”— began BSedgwick

quickly, when the other ‘caught him

Because the prosperity in Canada to-day J up:

due to the Navy and the gallant Sailors of:
the Mercantile Marine wHo have carried
food and munitions to our Armies and
Allies, in face of the dangers of sub-

Because we cannot shirk the responsubxhty
of caring for our wounded and disabled | a

't be uneasy,  I'm not going to

commit the foolishness of asking who
she 18.”

*“If you did 1 give you my word of

3 5 R i 1 )]
i i and.iid " ;gnor 1 eepldnt tell you. I only wl-

wi”
There was silence between’ them for
moment, then the painter broke out

Sailors, or Widows “and Orphans “and} with the air of one who takes a resolu-

Naval Prisoners of War. Our Sailors
are always ready to do their diity and
give their dives in‘the Service. We can:
not ignore their appeal.
Because, as a ¢fass, thé men of The Mer-
chant Marine -and Naval ‘Service are
poorly paid, and their families often
suffer great privations, and there is no!

Patriotic Fund to aid them.

Me. Lloyd George 'said recently that,
“until Great Britain and her Allies are de-
“feated at sea Germany cannot win, and
“so the maintenance of the Navy and
“Mercantile Marine is the first charge on|

“the resources of the Country. The Navy
“has been the Anchor of the Allied cause,
“and but for the Navy, disaster would
“have fallen upon us.”
“Remember the Sailors’ Sacrifice.”

SAILORS’ WEEK, SEPT. 2ND TO 7TH
GIVE LIBERALLY
J. M. CHRISTIE,
Canadian Bank of Commerce,
Treasurer.
E. L. RisiNG, Chairman
Citizens’ Committee for Navy
League Appeal !
Join . THE NAVY LEAGUE-
members, $2.00, Associate Members, $1.00,1
annually, including “The Sailor” monthly,
Wear the Badge and thus show your faith
in The Royal Navy and Sea 'Power.
Every man and woman in New 'Bruns-
wick should become a Member.
The Navy League of Canada is pledged
to contribute -$10,000-each- month to “the
Relief Fund of The Navy League, London;

ana
Kent had gquietly removed ‘“The Rough
Rider” from its place of exhibit.

| ed young Mercury.

tion:

“See horo, Kent! !oure a lort ot de

f "1’3 &h cd!ed w0.”

W}onlﬁommcﬁreor'rm

Rough Rider? ”

“Pive tundred dollars’ wor
*“You can have that and eny other

picturo in my ‘studio except this one,”
he indicated the canvas with the face,
“if: you’ll find out for me ‘who she is.”

“That ‘might be done. -We shall see.

But frankly, Bedgwiek, thera's a mat
ter of more importance”:

“‘Importance? Good heavem. man!

There’s nothing so 1mport.nnt in this
world!”

“Oh, is it as -bad as that?”
A beavy knock sounded from below,

followed by the Chinaman’s voice in-
termingled with boyish ‘accents de
‘manding Sedgwick in the name of a
wemnh company.

ad- him up!’ ordered Sedxwlck
e boy arrived, but not before

“Special from the village,” announc-
"Sign here.”
After the signature had been duly

Regular | 8et down ‘and the: signer .had read the
message with knit brows, the urchin
lingered, big with news.

“Say, heard about the body on the

beach?”

. Kent turned quickly to see Sedg-
wick'l face.
unmoved as he replied:

It" was interested, but

“No. Where was it found?”
“Lonesome Cove. “Woman. Dressed

swell. Washed up on a grating last

these paysients have been regularly made | 2IgHt or this morning.”

and in addition $5,000 has been sent to
the Naval Prisoners of War Fund, besides
large contributions for benevolent pur-
poses.

In connexion with the above on Wed-
nesday evening at.8.30, a reel of Naval
pictures will be shown in the (King Street

Theatre preceded by a short talk on the wl i, Payeble in.sivance, that you

can’t get back ln half an hour on your
wheel”

great and important ‘Work of the Bfitish'l
Navy by Mrs. E. Atherton Smith, and on
Thursday, Sept. 5th a Tag day in’ the
interest of the same will he held.

RECOGNIZED

First Gétiian 'Soldier—"Who was the’
officer that kicked you in the fage?”

Second German Soldier—*“That was my
professor’ of ethics at the umverstty "
The Naval Reserve.

ii

N H

d!r! of the picture!

%ffhl'ﬁ;( a by

“It’s c'nrlous how they all coma m

here, isn’t 1t?" said the artist to Kent.
“This is the third this summer.”

“And it's 'a corkerino!” sald the boy.
“Sheriff’s' on the case. Body was all

chained up, they say.”

“I'm sure they need you at the office

to help circulate the news, my son,”

Kent. *“And T'll bet you this

With a grl.n t.he boy took the coin.

“] got yer,” ho uid and was off.

CHAPTER il
A Otnngo Meeting.
' ND ‘uow, Sedgwick,” sd1d Kenf
A decisively, “if I'm to-help you
suppose you tell me all that

g know about. the woman |
who énllou on you last evening?”’

“'Last evening? Ah, that wasn’t the
It's ap intermina-

ble'six days since I've seen her.”
“NQ; ) ‘know it wasn't she, havtbc

your picture, and since then your

of last night. The question is,

+4{ Who-was it?”

“Wait! How did.you know that a
“ﬁ*‘ hlt night?”
“ﬁ‘rom common gossip.”
‘ whore have you séen her

: - sl
; @311 eur !betch ‘dt Lonesome Cove.”

‘IM.\ q"e'n -~ mm sed‘.

L wick mechanically; then with a star

tléd ‘glance, “Not the Jead woman!” °
nodded, watching him closely.

ent
vz a ‘space of four hearfbeats—one
{very slow &nd  three -very quick—
| there was silenee between them Eent
“I'oroge 1t

,n§u See pow the  wisdom of

t l shall be accuud
in her death?”

lucpected. ‘at least.”

1. “Strongly
" #On ‘what basis?"
" | “You' are the:last’ person known to
hnvo seen her alive.” ,

“surgl that fsn’t enough?’
o ’ 1 M-nmmk

/*%ou kbow it ali W
" 6rled Sedgwick: '‘but ‘|- never
&) u' ‘#he ‘woman before in my life,
M—l givo you my woﬂ of hovor!

“What's it all

48" 4600 &N T've tlled
it over a little. Just let me cool my
Jfmind ,an with some nore of
Mercantile Marine, and Naval Prisoners]| plctm i{m‘-
der again and faced another picture
out. “What's this?
lomcth!ng ot‘ a dnb in black and white
m" RE N

“ah. that'l an imaginary face.” said

You seem to be |

"l‘v ship coming |

And ?'ent!. ! ‘ku .
: meé or she 'w *
uuve po more idea tlnn you hive -per
tmps not nearly so mn h.”
*'l‘bewwu m Atme uenend 1

w 3 !
linw t})uld uﬁé ﬁ‘

mﬁ on ’
the beach be connected w!th me”

1 didn’t say that she.was tound
drowx{ed ‘on the beach ™ 7.

“You dii-ne; pardon me; it was the
memaenger boy. But you said that her '
?ody was found in Lonesome Cove.”

“That is-quite a different  matter”

“She wasn’t drowned?”

*“l should be very much surprhed
if the autopsy showed any water in
the lungs.”

“But the boy said thht the body. was
lashed to'a grating, and there ware
chains on it—is that true?”’

“ #1t was lashed to & grating and man:

&nklw ‘What ‘a ghastly ‘mys-
tery!” Sedgwick dropped his chin in
meditation, *If she wasn't drowned
then she 'imt mm'dtted
overboard from a boat-is at lt?"

Chester -Keiit. smiled. /inscrutably.
“Suppose you let me do the question- &,
fng a while.. . .You.can give no clew‘
whatsoever to the identity of your yes-
terday’s visitor?”. ‘

There was'the slightest pessible hes. -
itation before the artlstﬂ'eplied “None
at all.” '

“If 1.£ind (it difficuit to believe that
what  will the villagers think ‘of it
when ‘Bider Denfniett returus from Oa-
dystown and tells his story, as he is
sure to do?”
 “Does Dennett know the woman?” , |

“No; but it isn’t ‘his fault that ‘e A
doesn’t. He did his best in the inter-
viewing ‘line when he met Ber on her '
way to your place.”

“She wasn't 'on Her way to my
place,” obfe.c;tled Bedgwick

*“Dennett got the notlon -that she
was. Ho hid behind a bush and
watch

“Did ‘he overhesr our conversation?”

'H@ was to0 far sway. He saw the
attack on you. Now, just fit together
these significant bits of fact. - The.
body of a woman, dead by violence, is
found on the beach not far from here.

 The last person, ‘s far as is' known; td

have sSeeén ‘her alive is yourself. - She
called on you, and there was a collo-
quy, appareitly vehement, between
you, culminating in the assault upon
you. She hurried away. One might
well guess that later you followed her
to her death.”

“I did follow her,” said Sedgwick in
a low tone.

“For what purpose?”

“To find out who she was.” »

“Which you didn’t succeed in doing?’

“She was too quick for me. 'The
blow of the rock had made me giddy.
and she got away among the thickets.”

“That’s a pity. .One more point of
luspicion -Dennett, you say, saw your
pleture, ‘The Rough Rider. He will

tell every one about it, you may be -
| sure.”

“What of it?”

*The strange coincidence of the sub-
ject .and the apparent manner of the
unknown'’s death.”

*People will hardly suspect that 1
killed her and set 6 her adrift for a
model, I suppose,” said the artist bit-
terly, “particularly as Dennett can tell
them that the picture was finished be-
fore her death. ‘I was sitting on my
wall when the woman came down the
road. I noticed her first when she
stopped to look back, and her absurd
elegance of dress, expensive and ill fit- .
ting, attractive my closer attention. '
She was carrying a bundle wrapped in
strong paper. [t seemed to be heavy.
for she shifted it from hand to hand.
When she came near I spoke to her”—

“You spoke to ber first?” ‘ ;

*Well, we spoke simultaneotisly. She
asked me the time. She seemed anx- !
fons to ‘know. ' In faect, I think she |
used the word ‘exact;’ ‘the exact time.
she said.”

“Presumably she was on her way to !
an appointment, then.”
~ *Very likely. v
seemed relieved. might even ‘say relax:

ed. As if from the strain of nervous

haste, you know.”
*“Good! And then?” !
“She thanked me and asked if I were
Mr. Sedgwick. | answered that 1 was |

and suggested that she make good by | ,

completing the introduction.”

#She wasn’t a woman of your own j §

class, then?” ’

Sedgwick looked puzzled. - “Well, no. '
1 thought not then or I ’'shouldn’t have
bqen 80 free and easy with her. Feor
one thing, she was painted badly, and ,
th’e perspiration; running '‘down  her |
forehead, had made her a sight. .Yet
I don’t know. Her voice was thatof a |
cultivated person. Her mafiner was |
awkward and her dress weird for that
time of day, and for all that she car-
ried berself Hke a person accustomed
w some degree of consideration. That !
I' felt quite plainly. [ felt. too, some
thing uncanny about her. Her eyes
alone would have produced that im-
pression. They iwere peculidrly rest-
less and brilliant”".

*Insane?” questioned K:

“Not wholly a&e. certair ly ‘But It
might have been dmg& That stggest-
ed, itself to

“A possibil ' Proceed.”

“She asked whpt point of the 'head-
land gave the bdet view. ywhpre
from the first onisgoga‘.!m
‘It depends on at yon wish to see.
. she sald. “It ‘Wwin
ben fair view. then.' I told her. ‘This
is}a coast of guardian reefs.. ‘What .
difference? she said, and then gave
the another surprise, for she guoted:
*And, though thy soul safl leagues and

! leagues beyond, -

Still leagues beyo'nd those lu:ues thero in
more sea.”

“That’t interesting.” remarked Kent.
“Casnal female wayfar
to quotimz ‘The House-0o Life’”
“Nor casnal sfiips to visiting vhis part
of the coast. However, there was no

! an ‘epoch In vour life

When I 'told her she !

‘the ‘whole country.”

't.given
" against.” retorted the other.

mm-m«;m NI DI ARg NN P A Dm0 s ey 5

pd ?r mxlglf wi:en l was
woman Iater.
ats :
;l'm born; 1 mten‘rupteit

‘ “She H#way from me ‘a few
puﬁ', 'Imt t;nmed nnd cnmé back at
onoe”! -

st l'ouaw my atar. she eaid ‘point-

*m to & planet that shone low over-the

sea. ‘Therein lies the only true hap-
plnus——to dare and to follow, Remem

. ber this meeting,’ she sald in a tone

‘of solemn command, ‘for it may mark
Sonte day n
the future I 'may 'send for you and re-
+ call today to your ‘mind by what 1
baye just said, In that day you will
know the hidden things that are clear
only to the chosen minds. Perhaps you
will be the last person -but one to see
me as [ ’‘now am.’’;

Kent pulled nervously at the lobe of
hla ear. *Is it possible that she fore
saw her death?” he murmured.

“It ‘would look so, in ‘the lght of
what has happened, wouldn't it? . Yet
there was an uncanny air of joyous-
ness about her too.”

“l dorn’t like it,” announced Kent/
#k do not like it!” .

;18y; which he.meant that he did not
m ‘it..© What ‘Chestér: Kent
does not tinderstand, Chester Kent re-
sents.

“Love affair, perhaps,” suggested the
artist, - “A' woman In love will take
‘any Tisk of death. However,” he add-
ed; rubbing his bruised head reminis-
cently, “she had a very practical bent
for a romantic person. After her:mys-
terious prophecy she started om., 1
called to Her to'come back or I would
follow and make her explain herself.”

“As to what?”

“Everything—her being there, her ac-
tions, her—her apparel, the jewelry,
you know, and all that.”

“You've said nothing about jewelry.”

“Haven't- I? Well, whén she turn-
ed"_

“Just & moment. Was it the jewel-

Iy that you were going to speak of

when you first accosted her?”’ ;
“Yes, it was. ‘Some of it was very

~valuable, 1 judge. Wasn’t it found on

the ‘body ?’

d‘No."

“Not? . Robbery, then, - probably.
Well, she came back at a stride. Her
eyes were alive with anger. There
came & torrent of words from her—
strong words, too. ::Nothing of the well
bred woman left there. I insisted on
knowing who she was. Before I could
guard myself she had caught up a rock
from the road and let me have it. 1
went over like a tenpin. When'I got
up she was well along toward the
cliffs, and 1 never did find her trail in
that maze of copses and thickets.”

“Show me' your relative positions
when she attacked you.”

The artist placed Kent and moved
off five paces. ‘‘About like that.,” he
said.

“Did she throw overhand or under-
hand?”

“It was so quick 1 hardly know. But
1 should say a short overhand snap.
It came hard enough.”

“I do not lke it at all,” said Kent
again.

“You say that no jewels were found
on the body. Was there any other
mark of-identification?”

“If there was the sheriff got away
with it before I saw it.”

“How can you be sure, then, that
the dead woman was my visitor?”

“Dennett mentioned a necklace. On
the crushed flesh of the dead woman's
neck there is the plain fmpress of a
Jewel setting. ‘Now. come, Sedgwick,

The Artist Placed Kent and Meved off
Five Paces. :

if Tm to help you in this you must

help me. Had you ever seen that neck-

lace before?’ =«

2 n" was the reply, given with ob-
viou nee. %

“Where?"'

“On the neck of the girl of my pic
ture.” ' i
Kent's fingers went &o his ear, pult-
ingrat the iobe until that unoffe:

‘pendsnt stretebed like tubber. “You're |
“sure?” he'asked.

'There couldnt be any mistake. The
stones re matched' rose topases:

You ml’é‘hmt ind another Mké it in

Kent whistled, soft and long. “I'm
afraid. my boy,” he sald at length,
“I'm very much afraid that you’ll have
to tell me the whole story of the ro-
mance of the pictured tnce and this

4\w v cummie B |

“That's what [’ve been guarding
“It isn’t
& thing that 1 can ‘tell, man to man

\Hun‘
| ed'Eent very geatly. .

...,.e-. o . —T;f g e

Don’t you undemd? Or" he added
sayagely. “‘do you misunderstand?”
“‘No, I.don’t misunderstand,” answer-
"1 know there
things that can’'t be spoken not
wﬁﬂn they are shameful, but be-

know about ‘her. . Here; 1 hiive it
!'mmﬁtdomenﬂvmte it
out for me, simply and fully, and send
it to ‘my hotel .as soon as it is; done
You can do that, can’t yon?” i
“Yes, 1 can do that,” decided Bedx
wick after some consideration.

CHAPTER V.

My Lady of Mystery. ;
Being a single autobiographical chapter
from the life of Francis Sedgwick, with
editorial comment by Professor Ohester
Kent.

HAR Kent—Here goes! I met
her first on June 22 ‘at 8 o'¢lock
in the afternoon. .Some won-
derful cloud effects after a hard

rain had brought me out into the open.
I had pitched my easel in the hollow
on the Martindale road so as to get
that clump of pine against the sky.
e 1 sat working away with
m 1 beard the drumming ofehodts‘m
a#nd a horse with a girl in the saddle
‘came whizzing round the turn almost
upon me. Just there the rain had made
a puddle of thick, sticky wud, the
mud pie variety. As the horse went
by at' full gallop a fine, fat mud pie
rose, soared through the air and land-
ed in the middle of my painting. 1
talrly yelped.

To get it all off was hopeless. ' How-
ever, I went at it and was cursing over
the job when the rider came back.

“I heard you ‘cry ofit,”" said a 'voice,
very full and low. “Did I burt'you? 1
hopenot.” :

*No,” .1 said without Ilogking up.
**Small thanks to you that you didn’t!”

My tone silenced her for a moment.
Somehow, though, 1 got the feeling that
she was amused more than abashed at
my resentment. And her voice was
suspiciously meek when she presently
spoke again. \

“You're an artist, aren’t you?? -

“No,” 1 said, busily scraping away
at my copperplate. “I’m.an archeolo-
gist engaged in exhuming an ancient
ruin from a square mile of mud.”

She laughed, hut in a moment be-
came grave again. “I'm so sorry!”
she said. “I know I shouldn’t come
plunging around turns in that reckless
way. -May I—I should like to—buy
your picture?”

“You may not,” I replied.

“That isn’t quite fair, is it?” she
asked.  “If 1 bhave done damage I
should be allowed to repair it.”

“Repair?” said 1. *‘How do you pro-
pose to do it? 1 suppose that you think
a picture that can be bought for a hun-
dred dollar bill can be painted with a
bundred dollar bill.”

“No; Fm not altogether a: Philis
tine,” she said, and I looked up at her '
for the first time. Her face— (Blision
+and comment' by Kent:
face from the sketches. Why could
fie not have described the horse? How-
ever, there’s one point clear: she is a
woman of means.)

She said:  *“l don’t wonder you’re
cross. And J'm truly sorry. ‘Is it
quite ruined?”

At that 1 recovered some decency
of manner. “Forgive.a hermit,” I said,
“who doesn’t see enough people .to
keep him civilized. The daub doesn’t
matter.”

She ‘leaned over ‘from the saddle ‘to
examine the picture. *“Oh, but it isn’t
4 daub!” she protested. . “I—I know a
little about pictures. It’s very inter-
esting and curious. But why do you
paint it on copper?”

1 explained.

“Oh!” she said.
see your prints!”

*“Nothing easier,” said 1.
is just over the hill.”

“And there is a Mrs."— her eyes
suggested that I fll the blank.

“Sedgwick?’ I finished. “No. There

“1 should so like to

“My shack

spectable Chinaman to play propriety.

may look at pictures unchaperon

“I'm ‘afraid it wouldn't do,” she an-
swered, smiling. - “No, I'll have to wait
until”— A shadow passed over her
face. “I'm afrald I’ll have to give
it up.”’ ¥

Chance settled that.point then and
there. As she finished, she was in my
arms. - The girth had loosened and the
saddle had turned with her. I/had
bérely time to twist her foot from
the 'stirrup ‘when the brute of & horse

She: turned ' quite
white and cried out a little. Ia a mo-
ment she was herself again.

“King Cole has been acting badly
all “day,” ‘she said; “I shall bave a
tifne éatching ‘him.” She limped for-
wn'd a ‘few steps.

““Here, that won’t do!” said L “Iat
m"

#You couldm’t get nur hun. thouh.
whm. if you bad some salt”— .

c: get nome at my p
pﬁeﬂnz “:&p.mh
headed that way on"d
‘tlong and rest thére ‘while Ching Lm
amd I roryli ap; n\m [ . g _

Q’.xg { 'l 8

ié.‘ ¥
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Fiaf
flaf
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”mﬂbthium-aend. Yetl’ve‘otto :

bmme nhe tried befat,
buy some of wmifne. . When J dexlmed
to sell she seemed put out. %

,“Bﬂt purely . these .prints  of . youss

't the work ‘of an nmtteai'? she
lnid. “You sell? 7

.“Oh, yes. 1 sell-when | cdn. But 1
don’t sell without a good bit of bar-
gaining, particalarly -when 1 suspect
my purchaser of wishing t0 make
amends by a purchase,”

It isn’t that at all.”” she said earn-
estly. “I1 want the pictures for them-
selves.” .

“Call this a preliminary, then, and
come back when you have more time.”

I know her '

18 no one but my aged and highly re-

But in the case of a studio the comnven- |
tions are not so rigid but that ome ;

‘belted.  As it was, heg ankle got a°
‘| bit of ‘a. wrench.

She: 'shook her head, and there was
a 'shadow over the brightness of her
face. “I'm afraid mnot,’ 'she said
“But 1 have enjoyed talking agaim
with some one who knows and loves
the best in art. After all,” she added
with a note of determination, almost
of defiance, “there is no reasom why I
shouldn’t some time.” ;

#Then 1 may look for you again?' I

She nodded as she moved out across
the porch. “If you'll promise to sell
me any pfint I may choose’  Goodby,
and ‘thank you so much, Mr. Sedg-
wick!”

She held out her hand. It was'a
hand for sculptor to model, as beautl-
ful and full of character as her facé.
(Comment by C. K.: Boshl) Aftes
ward' 1 rémembered that never’again
in our friendship did I see it ungloved.
{(Comment by O. K.: “Bosh” retracted.

! Some observation that

“Au prevoir, then,” | said. “But yom
hayve the advantage of me, you see. I

' don’t know what to call you at all.”

She hesitated, then, with a little soft
quiver of her eyelids, Which I after-
ward fearneéd 'to identify as am evi-
dénce of amusement, said: “Daw is a
nice name; don’t you think?" (Com-
ment by O, K.: Falsé name, of counrse,
but highly probable first name is Mar-
jorie)) “By.the way, what time is it?”

f‘Quarter. to 5, Miss Daw.”

She smiled at the nama. “King Cole
wmhavetodohiebestitlamtobe
back for dinner. Goodby.” (Comment
by 'C.’K.: Good! The place whére ske
is staying is a' good way off, assuming
a 7:30 dinner hour. Say twelve to fif-
teen ‘miles.) N

That was: the first ot many- visits. of
days that grew in radiance for me. It
isn’t necessary for me to tell you, Kent,
how in our talks 1 came to divine in
her a spirit as wistful and pure as her
face. You do not want a love story
from me, yet that is what it wads for
me almost from the first; not openly,
though. There was that about her

_ which ‘held me at arms’ length—the

mystery of her, her quickly given trust
in me, a certain strained look that
came into her face, like the startled
attention of a wHd thing poised for
flight,” whenever 1 touched upon the
zersoul note. Not that I ever que&i-

oned her. g

' After her first visit she did not ride
on her horse, but came across lots anlé
through the side hedge, swinging down:
the 'hillside yonder with her light dip-
ping stride that always recslled to me
the swoop.of a swallow, her gloved
hands usually holding a slender sﬂfck,.

All thoge sketches that you saw were
but studies for a more serious attempt
to catch and fix her personality. (Com-
ment by C. K.: Couldn’t he have Ziven
me in two ‘words ber height and ap-
proximate weight? 1 did it in pastet,
and if 1 missed something of -her tem-
ler and changeful coloring I at least
*aught the ineffable wistfulness of her
expression—the look of one hoping .
igainst hope for an unconfessed hap-
plness. .. Probably I had put more ef
myself into it ‘than“l had meant. A
man ‘is likely to when he paints with °
ois  heart as well as his brain. amd
aand. When it was done 1. made 8
little frame for it and lettered on the
frame this line:

“And her eyes dreamed against a
listant goal.”

It was the next day that she read
the line. I saw the color die from her
tace and flood back again.

“Why did you set that line there?”
i she breathed, her eyes fixed om me
‘Jv-lth a strange expression. (Comment
j oy '0." K.: Rossetti again. The dead
| ‘womhan  of the beach W ,J"!ho
i House of Life” also.) :ﬂ‘n SR
|+ “Why not?”’. I asked. *It m-. .
| 2xpress something in you whieh'1
tried to embody in the picture. Dop't )
you like it?”

She repeated the line sortly, making
pure music of ft. “I love'it.” she said.

At that I 'spoke as it is given ‘to ‘a
man;-to speak to one woman in the
world - when -he has found her. = She
istened, with her eyes on the pic-
tured face. But when I said to ker,
“You, who have all my "heart, and
whose_ name, even, I have not—is
thére no word for me,” she rose and
threw out her hands in a gesture that
ient a chill through me,

*“Oh, no! NoI” she cried vehemently.
“Nothing—except goodby. Oh, why
1id you speak?’\

I ‘stbod and watched her go.  That
was five interminable days ago. I
bave not seen, her- since, I teel lt is
ber will that I shall. never see her
again. And 1 must! You understand,
Kent, you must find her!

"1 forgot to tell you ‘that when 1 n
sketching '‘her 1 asked if she :
bring 'something pink to wear, prefem
ably coral. . She came the next time
with a string of the most buuggll
rose topazes I have ever seen, set in &
wost’curions '0ld gold design. ‘It was
that necklace and noneé other that the
womdn with the bundle wore, balf
coneealed, when she.came here,

. Today—it is yesterday really, since
lmﬂnilhinxthiaatsa.m.—themel-
Wbo’ bronght me a telegram. It

frem my love. Tt maboenmi
 tfom ‘Boston and it read:

"Mmmmmm It talle
 too much of both of us.

Tlemmmnnligmd. 1 have
e




