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AL AS Lady Knowles sighed over the letter, | various points ot view, taken by S.rtoris ‘T'hose fl;ing visits hardly count, pre-
WAwW W 4 and remarked to her wusband, Sic GGanby | years and years before. cious as they were; and then you so care-

A MODERN DON QUIXOTE.

IN TWO INTALMENT—PART IL

CHAPTER IIL

A thick November fog was filling the
ot -cete and houses of London with that
yellow, all prevading atmospbere which
makes everything dingy in hue, and chokes
up throat and eyes of all but the veritable
cockney. :

Ipside the smoking-room of the Coliseum
Club 1he electric lighy snd good tobacco
fumes did mnch to dispel the fog. .

A man, tavned with years of travelling
in hot climstes, was standing on the bearth
rug, sustaining & brisk conversation with
baif & dczen othars. .

‘] was pever so surprised in my life as
when you walked in tonight as coolly as if
you bad been for a stroll, Barnaby,” eaid
one, slavping bim affectionately on the
back ‘Quite brings back old times.’

«Must be six years since you last stood
there, eb? said another. :

‘I left England in the March of eighty-
nine, and this is November of ninety-
seven,’ laughed Burnaby. ‘1 have no in-
tention of writing an saccount of my
adventures, thovgh, nor of attempting sny
alternation o! the exieting geographies.’

‘Quite right,’ nodded a grey-baired old
geveral; ‘as a rule, a traveller’s experi-
ences may be jadged in inverse ratio to his
“‘tall’ talk’ _

‘D> any of you know where Denzil Bar:
toris may be found P’ Burnaby asked
presently. ‘I met a fellow in Calcutta
who charged me with sev.ral mes-
sages. He said he bad tried vainly to die-
cover Sirtoris’ whereabouts. Has he not
inherited that fine old property yet?
Nothing wrongz, I hope ?'

*Sartoris is in Rome. Turning sculptor,
and doiog well, too0.’

‘Sculptor ! Atter the th Hussars
He was always & little eccentric, but not
erratic.’

+Just atter you left Eogland,’ said th)
elderly man qmuetly, ‘some connection of
the late Mrs. Breraton turned up, with a
son. Shs manwe vred so well that the
¢q iire was induced to make a will in favor

‘Panorama of Nisgara’ and the real falls.
The one was all right untill you bad seen
the other. Sartoris bas got the right grip,
but he ought to have gone straight to the
schools trom Winchester ’

‘He did some work in a small way. 1
remember seeing some very dainty sta-
tuettes of his years ago. He used to have
a studio somewhere 1n St John's Wood
when he wae in Liondon,’

‘But that was not often He was in
India for some years, and he knew the
Continent well. Sartoris must have been
close on thirty when hegave up his prop
erty.’

‘I'm his senior,’ said Burnaby, and 'a
still a year off torty. If he’s done as well
as you say, Sir Hubert, he is a marvel,
considering those lost years.’

» - *> -

Six months after be had settled in Ryme
Sartoris bad received a letter from Liady
Knowles, that had at first amused, after
wards rather perplexed him.

‘My dear Mr. Sirtoris,—I am writing to
you 1n great distress of mind about my
niece, Carina Calderon Y ou know more
of her than anyone elee, and, possibly,
may hsve some influence to prevent a piece
of downright folly.

‘As you know, I was only too delighted
to have her with me; but, instead of re-
maining for the r¢s! of the season after
ber presentation, and & month ot such at-
tention as would have turned most girle
bead, she suddenly left it all, just when
the young Marquis of Harringtord had
proposed marriage.

‘1 was never so annoyed in my life.

Her retusal of Mr. Cathrop I could under
stand, althoughit seemed 10 many respects
an ideal marriage. Sull, I saw at once
that Carina could do much better than
that, and [ was more than willing to do all
that her own mother could have done.

‘Fancy a girl declaring that the Loondon
season —her first, too !—was all utterly
uninteresting, thst sbe did not csre for
pecple without brains or espirit, and that,
as the marquis had no animation upon any

ot her son, leaving only a small legacy to
Sartoris ’

‘What a villainous shame !’ Burnaby |
said fervently. ‘Why, the old man simply |
worshipped bim ! [ stayed twice at The
Hall, and D.nzil was like his own son in |
every way. There was a very beautitul |
young girl, too—the aquire’s wsrd.” 1

‘But women are the very deuce for mis- |
cbief. After this will was read, however,
another was preduced by the old bouse- |
keeper, whico the tquire had written with |
his own band a few days before his death. |
It was to be kept secret to the last minute |
and Sartoris, by it, was entirely righted.” |

“Toen why s sculptor in Rome P’ 1

‘You said just now that he was eccent- |
ric. When he heard the contents of the |
first will, twenty others in his favor would |
mace him accept the property. He had |
deeds drawn up leaving 1t to the other man, |
Caltbrop, for life, settled a tum on the
pretty girl, who had lost her own mooey.
and went off tc Rome.’

Burnaby drew a long breath.

¢ What you may call Quixotic,’

¢ Sartcris was a fool to give up what was
bis by every right. The other man was too
remotely connected to expect inheritance,
and he is cCisliked to tms day, while 1|
believe the mother was cut by the whole |
county.’ e

Santoris was always fond of modelling, |
even in our Wincheeter days,’ said Burnaby |

¢« He went to the schools, too, belore
entering the army. So perbaps he’s tound
his voca'ion, snd being what be 1e, is hap- |
pier thap some of us. He wasn’t fond o'
squandering money, though no man knew
how to get throvgh hife more com!ortably.
Does Sartoris never come to London now!’
be asked abruptly ’

‘Never sot o toot in it since the affsir of
the will Now and than one reads an art-
icle in & lesding reveiw, signed with his
nsme. But sll his - ork goes to the Salon’

‘Wbhat hss hecowe of Miss Calderon?
] remember sbe b rb eyes. It alway
struck me that she would marry Stariors
one day’

“There wae a regular split all round. Sae
refused to marry Ca'throp, snd went at- |
road, to despair of Lady Knowles, who |
bad her eye on & duke, at least’

“I'hat tellow Caltbrop was & lucky dog
to come into the Hall! How does he bear
Lis bonors? Not much of a sports man,l |
should imagive.’ ;

*Ha and his wite don’c hit it very well
togetber. She vieits a good deal, and so
dce he-—but not at the ssme houses’

‘Well 1t's a queer world,” said Burnaby.
<] shall run over (o Rome and see Sartoris.
His work oughbt to be interesting*’

‘It is. Thoy've got his Apollo in the
1 uxembourg ; there was a trumendous fuss |
about 1it. Sculpture is very nearly a lost
art, of coursa; but it Sartoris had begun as
a boy. he would have been a living excep-
tion. His figures arefull oflife and strength
and vitality, bis women deliciously supple
1 bave always maintained,” went on Sir
Hubert Merivale, talking apart with Burns.
by, ‘thst, atter tbe ‘Venus of Milo,’ any
mere psinting of & woman falls fl:t on tbe
senses. The painting may be superbly
doue, the colour, outhne, every (urv, may
be unrivalied in their way ; but, placed by
the side ot fine marble, the whole thing 1s

subject but horses, she failed to see why he

' should wish to make her his wite.

‘] am repeating her very sentences, 8o
that you may judge wiat I had to put up
with. Of course. there were others besider
tbe marquis; but the only person she
cared for was a little bunchbacked violinist
who certainly played divioely’ and she
sctually got up a cencert for him, and made
everyove by tickets, as be was miserably
poor, with a sick wife.

‘Ot course, it was very charitabl
rather trying for me. So it ended
declaring that, as she had enough
to live upon, she was determined to
life in ber own way; and this means
elling all over Europe with a chaperon and
a maid!

‘1 belicve she is visiting all the picture-
galleries, and her last craze is tor Bayreuth
and Wagner. She tells me that when she
18 tired ot Europe she will go to India and
Japan. At the present time Florence 1is
attracting her.

‘My dear Mr Sartoris, thinkofit! A

- neautiful girl of one-and-twenty travelling

about hke thie! Her mother’s people will
be scandaliz:d when they hear of 1t, and

' she will certainly go to Rome soon. So

you will b2 able 1o judge tor yourseif. |
teel sure I may count oa your assistance in
inducing Cirina to return home She 18
the child of ex!raordinary parents, and |
will try tc make tnings more corgenial tor
her, but I cannot promise to invite Tom,
D.ck, or Harry to my receptions.

‘B:lieve me, dear Mrc. Sartoris,

*Yours in the keenest anxiety,
*Adelaide Calderon Kaowles’

Ssrtoris was not surprised at the infor-
mation.

Carnia had
fr. quent letters. :

doe generally wrote on the first of each
month, and gave the barest aetails of her
own li'e, ¢ X jreseing the greatest admiration
or his career, and begging him to hide
none ot 1ts hardsbips from her.

H:r last letier bad sz1d that she was
atterly wearied ol ordinary conventional-
ity, snd bad determined to chan_e her
mode of iife.

‘Do not ask we to give you full particu-
lars yet. 1 will merciy remind you of my
promise to do nothing rseh.

Ho soswered Lady Koowles’ appeal by
the sssurance ot his sympathy, but added
that he understood Carina too well to feel
auy acxiety about her.

She was not hike other girls, satisfi-d by
a butterfly existence and she never had
tor social guicties.

At the Hall she had ber own rooms,
where she stuoied and amused herselt tor
hours together, while the sqaire was out
bunting or shooting

Conmdering the brillancy ot Lyon Cal
deron and bis wite, it was surprising thst
their only child should possess abilities
iar above the average, and be quite un-
Lappy in lesding a lite of trivolity.

*‘My advice,” ne concluded, ‘is to let ber
have bher own for at least a couple of years.
At the end of that tiie, she will either re
turn to you, or meke some defiuite ar-
rangement, uclees I am very much mistak-
en. Meantime, my dear Liidy Koowles, I
thaok you very sincerely ior your kind le:-
ter and for all the care you hive shown

not bothered him with

dwarled. Toere is about the same diff:r

Carina. which she will appreciate the more

ence as there was between. Poilippoteaux’s | after | ving with strangers.’

that Donzil Sartoris was humeell so very
eccentric that she could not expect bim to
remonstrate with Carioa very sirongly;
but she bad suffi:ient faith in his judge-
ment, snd in tue strength ot tue aff.caon
petween them, to tollow his adv ce.

And so a letter was sent to Carina
which decisred that her home was waiting
her when she was tired ot wandering, and
tbat she would be welcomed wita open
arms by ber most affectionate a nt.

So the years went by, snd Curina spent

a month or so with hsr relatives each
summer ; but she adhbered strictly to her
own mode of lite, and at the expiration of
her visic her travels were resumed.

She made many triends, and her chap-
eron was & charming compsnion—a born
traveller.

Mrs. Ogilvie was a colonel's widow,
without cuildren, and her income was juast
enough for her to iusist upon sharing
expenses.

Sae became so devoted to Carina that
their unsetiled lile was & consiant enjoy-
ment to both, and alter two years 1n
Europe, they spent three more in Japan,
Ezypt, and Indis. SR

Carina  developed a great linguistic
talcnt, snd sue mastered langusges wilh
astonisbing rapiliy.

Now and then sue came across people
who had known her 1ather, anua tuey
welcomed her with a warmth that was as
sincere as it was deep.

In spite of berself, her movements were
trequenily chronicled by ubiqiitous jour-
nalists, who remembered the debut and
retirement of a society star, and sometimes
recalled anecdotes ot Lyon Calderon, by
way of embeilishing their paragrapis.

Denz | Sirtoris was reticent apout his
triumphs; but Carmma had both Knghsh
and Freuch newspapers torwarded to her,
and bis exhibitions mn the Salon afforded
her untold pleasure.

Atter eighteen months in Paris, and
nearly five years in Rom:, Sartoris was
recognised as & man ot mark, and the Art-
worlu spoke highly ot bis work, and ot his
nappy felicity in depicting suddenly arres
ted motion, and in the boldness and vitalty
of bis hgures.

An * Eros and Psyche’ almost vibrated
to apprcciative eyes, and the exquisite
grace of the feminine form, its spirituelle
look and clinging tenderness, yiclding (o
tbe passionate ciasp of the other, made the
statuetie one of striking beauty.

Working tor twelve. trepucntly tourteen
bours a day, with an energy and determin
ation which astonisbed all who knew him -
executing orders trom all parts of the civ-
ihz.d world, Satoris hardly premitted bim-
sell any resi.

He made money rapidly, but be als
gave largely and was rcckless ol expend:
ture with his marbles.

lo tbe very zcoiih ot success, howcvar
his health broke down suddenly —the sur-~
prising fact being thatit bad not done s)
beforec.

He read and wrote much and could have
visited at all the leading houses had he
chosen ; but with the over exceration of
Eaglish Ambaesador and a taciturn old
Turk smoked all day long wbo at all times
privileged Lo enter the studio, Sartoris liu-
ed a solitary lite.

Wien his strength gave away, Hassan
Ed A nurscd bim as tenderly as a woman
bave done, never leaving his bedside.

1t was ho. weather.

The small country house was a model of
artistic beauty and comtort, yet Sarioris
woved resticssly and made littic progress
towards recovery.

‘How long are going to keep me her:?
he asked bis doctor, wearily. 1 shall die
ot ennui I wara you!

Toe doctor, a clever Frenchman, laugh:
ed sottly.

H: was used to the improvidence of
artist, and bad long anticipited his patient
aown fall.

‘Mon am.! [ shail keep you here until
you can walk a uoz:n yards without falling
A hitle pati.nce, and then—’

*“Toen what? How soon can I go back to
my work? Havo pity on me La Fontame. I
am sick of this room—o! this scencry.’

Thoe doctor's eyes met those ot old H sss-
an Kd Ali, who rearly spoke but waose
lace expressed much.

Hs looked meauindly at the white wasted
hand thst lay outsiie tne coverlet and lia
Fsotaine took 1t in his owa cool palms.

It will be at least three montos beiore you
are avlo to work again. S ay— remembper
that

not only hsave you burnt yeur candle at
both ends, but you have cut it io ball, and
set all tne eads ann-ht. You have done
woaders, and you have carned a rest.
Nature will not be dened, and see—what
cau this do P’

He ueld up the delicate band lightly by
the wris!, watching the shaking fiog: rs.

*Altewmpt 1mpossibilities, and 1 will not
answer tor the consequences. Foliow my
auvice, and you will be as strong as ever
As soon as yYou can bear the journey, go to
Knglacd. Thoe air of one’s own couniry is
a wooderiul tonic; you have not been tuere
tor years, 1 know.

Sartoris groaned and endeavored to
throw a tew grapes at La Foutaiue as be
was leaving,out the effort was beyond bim,
and they tell on tke floor.

Oid E1 Ali got up quietly, and went
thiough ths curtains 1uto the adjoining
room.

lo a few minutes he emerged with sev-
eral pbotographs 1n his bands, and set
down oy the oed in bis usual coair.

Toe greatest prove of the devotion he
haa shown, was bis attention trom smoking
—a privation which was truly very great.

‘Whoat bave you got tbere P’ Sirtons
atked irritaoly.  *Lho deuce !' as he saw
the pbotograpbs. [ lecked toem up.
Where dia you fiad the keys, K1 Al P’

* u the pocket ot your dressing gown,’
tbe otner =nswered 1mperiurbabiy. ‘1
tovk them waust Ls Fontaine was « xamin-
Ing you tis morning.’

I'n:y were photographs of the Hsll from

Thaey wore all his pet bits of scenery,the
famous walk through the pine woods, the
tennis-lawn, with Carica in costume m:k
ing a ‘back hander.’

(3roups ot the sqaire, Mrs Brereton, and
Jarina surroundea by the dogs, of the
equire with the hounds, and one of him
with the brusk at arm’s length, just from a
long run.

Carina figured in every conceivabla posi.
tion and costume, from a riding babit to a
balidress.

Those of hims: 1l were less distinct, Car-
ina not being so expert with the camera.

S srtoris spoke with the mmpatiencs of an
invalid.

‘What scheme bave you got in your
head P Do you think I do not know th:m
by heart ?’

E1 Ali separated those representing
Carina There were several large platino-
types, taken recently, very beautiful stud:-
os which she had sent from time to tims.

‘In case yoa will forget me I' was writ-
ten under one.

The best of all represented her in a
Greek dress, worn at the Ambassalor’s
bsll in Athens, and the delicate tinting
showed off her beauty as well asa fiae
crayon drawing would have done.

Proud, reserved, and rather disdainful
wes the expression on the daintily curved
meuth, but there was & look of yearning
in the large, deep eyes which told those
who could read beyond the surface that
the happiness of a reciprocated psssion
bad never been hers.

‘Who is she P

Sartoris knew that old Ed Ali loved
him too sinczrely to act withuut some good
motive.

The two had met daily for years, and
the older man, himself without kith or kin,
and an aiien from his own country, had
centred all his affection upon the artist,
takiog as keen an interest in bis work as
1f he were his own son.

‘My sister, Carina.’

‘] asked you who she was,’ said E1 Alj,
imperturbably.

‘We were brought up together by the
dear old man who adopted me. Sartoris
laughed tcebly, a spark of amusement
hguting up bis worn face. ‘She is as dear
to me as if she had been my own sister; it
was partly through her that [ took serious-
ly to the protession when the squire died.
1 had had thoueht of going to Australia,
but she was borrified at the idea, gome-
bhow.’

*Where is the lady now ¥’

“Travelling in Egypt, She has been

twice to Rome within the last three years,
but you were away.’

‘She travels alone P’

‘With a chaperon and a strong minded
maid Sbe did not care for society lite
with her aunt. Lady Koowles, who thinks
that 1t is madzess for Carina not to marry
ar most girls do.’

When this beautiful oid home was brok-
en up, she was grieved to part from you P’

E4 Ali wss looking at one of the photo-
graphs ot the Hall, with Carina, in & white
gown, sitting on a low chair on the lawn,
surrounded by dogs.

*We were both grieved,” said Danzil, in
a dreamy tone, his thoughts reverting to
that drencning day when Carina had gone
to tell him about the will.

‘She travels because she does not wish
to marry. She is—perhaps five and twenty
or rather more—why do you not go to see
ber P Sbhe must think this separation very
strange.’

‘1 could not leave my work, old friend
This time l2st year we had a tew days to
getber at Fiesole—with the lady chaperon,
Derzil added gravely, looking at the
otber's intent face, and then smiling sgain.

‘Any more guestions P’ he #aid.

“You correspond oiten P’

‘About every month.’

*You have been ill for nearly two. 1
suppose, however, that she knows nothing
ot 1t, and that 1s not as it shouid be.
This is the face of one who would be &
good nurss. Now that you cannot work
for some time, you must go to Eagland,
»8 ‘he doctor advises, and she must go slso.
The aunt whom vou bave named will be
pleased to receive you. Thisis w.se coun-
sel, my son.’

Sartoris was silent for a time.

*You should meet in your place, but
thst cannot be, of course.’

*You thivk that I ought to go to Eog-
land, E{ Ah? It wouid be dehightiul tor
me, vut Carina may not wish to leave
kigypt.’

Ed Ali nodded slowly twi e.

*Sae will go 1t you write and tell her.

But your band 1s not eisady. Let mea
be your scribe, my sen. Now, this mom
ent.’

Much to bis own surprisa, Sartoris
found himsclt vielding to the question,and
Ed Ali deliberately wrote a lecter.

[uen he read 1t aloud suppressing some
sentences, and altering others.

‘It is ratner like commanding her, you
know, Fd Al

*Wom:n must obey the dictates of men,’
said the old Turk calmly. “Tell me the
address.’

And the letter was posted.

‘You have not quite forgotton the old
dayes then P But you are so changed,
cbild. I teel that I ought to eay, *Miss
Calderon.’

‘Is that a hint that I am to say ‘Mr Sar-
toris ?'

‘I lett a little girl bebind me, and I fiad
in ber stead one fitted to be a qieen of
society, with a quick, polished wic, and a
knowledge of nations and languages to
which few women ot twice yeur age could
attain. How 1s it that you have escaped
pecoming & lady novelist, or that greater
horror, a woman jouroalist P’

‘I do not ke women's writing. And I
should dislike my owa thoughts if I were
written for oli the world to read. They
are ol use to me only. But why do you
talk as if we had never met since that fear-
ful time ?’

tully guarded that th:re was vo opportun-
i'y ot recalling the old days’

Catina laughed sofidy, and the colour
deepened in ner iace. '

‘T'nere 14 no need of guarding with you,
Denzid. Poor Mrs O zilvie could scarcely
bave oeen left, you know, and she was so
very good to me. I miss her terrioly now
that she 19 to be married again. But why
did you never come to ses me when I was
with Lady Kiowles every summer P

‘I bave never left off work, you see’

‘B/t now youn are totake a long,
long rest—lor months, Derzil.
Atter such long labour you can
sfford to rest on your Ilrurels. I fee!
so proud when I hear people speaking ot
your masterpieces, all achieved 1n six
yeara ! I gave you ten at least. Bat your
early work was always beautiful ,espacially
the li'tle Payche you gave me.’

‘Is that stll in your possession ? Bat
you were always loyal.’

Sartoris, sull looking very white and
weary, way lying on & soia in the library
ot Sir Granby and Lidy Koowle’s shoot-
ing box in Porthshire.

Carina was standiog at the open French
window leading into tne gardens that coms-
mands a view of B:n Lomond.

Sae way playmng 1dly with a spray of
Gloire de Dijsn roses that waved just
above her head.

At the last words of Sartoris, she gather
ed one and threw it Lightly at him.

‘Why not say at once that you think I
have utterly degenerated P Chasged from
a tairly likeable kind of girl—as girls go
—into a worldly, artificial, and detestable
womsn P’

*Carina ! bow dare yeu try to poliute my
feeble understanding ?’

‘You used to tell me the plain unvar
nished truth once Why not now ?’

‘I have told you that I fiad a lutle girl,
one as sweel and winning and truse as ever
walked, develop:d into a lovely woman
with an originality in her lovelinecs, and
in sersell, more than enough to drive men
mad for love of her. I bad not time nor
opportunity to realiz: it during your short
visits to me, but now that we are once
more living under the same root my eyes
are opened- And [ am very proud of the
triendseip of Miss Calderon.’

It she had only turned her head, she
would have scen the laughier in his eyes,
and the deep loving admiration with which
he was regarding her liwom, sicader figure
full of fascination in every movement.

But she would not lock.

She toid hcreeif that he was speaking
ironically.

When a womsn was pas! five and twenty
and unmsrried, every man, unless hs were
in love with her,thought she was quite old.

Msny men bad mectaphorically,and some

times literally, thrown themselves at ber
feet.

She had bad more offirs of marriage
than could easily be remembered; and it
was 8 delight with Lady Knowles' to
enumerate toe various coronets that Carina
might bhavs worn had she chosen.

Sartoris was naturally more familiar
with her than any other but the tamiianty
that had so deiighted her formerly was now
dreaded, mnce taere was now no bar be-
tween tbem.

Liady Knowles waited until his strength
was almost returned betore she broached
the subject of Carina, but Sartoris knew
thbat ths matter was 1o the air, and braced
bimselt up tor endurance.

The opportunity came atter the Twelth,
when the men were out sbooting, and
Canna bad gone off for a loug ramble
with ber own intelligent fox terrier, who
aiways accompsnied ber on ber travels.

The day was very bot, and Lady Kiow-
les, baving seen that her gucesis were all
occupied or resting, wade her way to the
smoking roow, where Denzil was iouaging
by aa opeu wiadow, with a 0ig boaraocunda
aud the papers of the previous day tor
compsuy.

Alter soma desultory conversation he
laughed, and laid one bhand oo the plump
arin ncacest (o Dim.

‘You are going to talk about Carina.’

‘Xcs, | am,’ she re.urned, laughing too.
,Can’t you imagive that all these ycars [
bave been sumply mad about her P And
as 1t is quite useless to try to icflaence her,
i am goiog to ask you wuat ber plans are.’

‘My dear Lisoy Koowles, 1| assure vou
that I am 1n complete igoorance. 1t
Carina has foxmed nny at ali, she Las not
g'ven me ber confidence.’

‘It 18 quits time that something was set-
tled,” sard Li.dy Koowles with decision.
‘It 13 all very well when a woman is youong
~—she can be more or less eccentric then;
buat 1t tLe age of thirty 18 reached without
marrisge, & womasn 1s  &always plioed.
Carina 15 not one ot the ‘advaucea Lype,’
thank H:aven, though she bLas wmoure
brans than any odwer girl 1 have
ever mel, and my brother would have
becn nt nscly proud of ber.

*Suc 15 one who would make her bus-
baud 1u love with her to his oying cay un-
iess he wore an 1diot, and 1 have (00 wuch
apxiety aocut the; matter—1 love her too
mucCk—(0 L€ abie (0 rest conient wiin
toings as they are. Sae is tweniy eighc
you know, ucxt November. O. course
with ber greal ocauty, there is plenty of
time yel, vut most wmen prefer a girl 1o ber
fi.st youth—

Decz.i hstened atientively, and, seeing
that L.dy Kaowles was oy no means ex-.
bausted.

‘Youand I are the two best triends of
Carioa, and [ wantto ask you, stricily in
confidence, of courss, and becsuse | an’
sure you will not misunderstand ms wheth.”
¢r you know ol anyone--anyone for waom
Cariaa carcs, and who is blocknead enough
not to percewve 1t P

Deozil Sartoris isughed aloud.

‘I hive not the remotest idea, and I am
afraid sne would not allow me (0 ask how
ever ladirectly,. We nave been separated
tor so loug, you sece, and she 1s not a
chld any more.” He paused for a few

Continned on page eleven.
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