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—For ng Georges Fund for Su]'ots.
by special request of HnsMoxeoty the |
King. This Fund is to-aid Sailors™and{ -
Benevolent Institutions in Great Britain |
B.—For  Sailors of The
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of War.
C.—For the Relief of British and Canadian | °9%
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For Sailors’ Homes, Institutes an'
HOMI‘S % +9
Since the outbreak of War, the Navy
has made - possible the transportatiofi of
17,000,000 men besides - enormous hmﬁ
tities of Food and Munitions, and Gerﬁp
shipping has been swept from the Seﬁs‘
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der again and faced another picture
lomoth!pgofadnblnbhck and whiu
thlt'l ‘an imaginary face.” nm
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t ace ltnm.d from va.
&wﬁ«mﬂ Kent.
 face énd the most wist:

) tul. iI've ever seen. A fairy prisoned

on n&h by cockcrow might wear some
sueh expression of -urtlod wonderln.

Battle Cruisers, so for theptstgaar yeam you: ,gmv and expud op acquaint-

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

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.

Because the prosperity'in Canada’ Mayfdiw

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-
marines, mines, storms, audnidere. e |
Because we cannot shirk the res ibili
of caring for our wounded and disabled
Sailors, or ‘Widows “@nd Orphans “and’
.Naval Prisoners of War." Our Smlors

give their 4ives in‘thé Service. We can-
not xgnontheft appeal. - gl
Because, a¢ a &Tass, thé men “of The Mer-
chant ‘Marine--andNaval Service are
poorly paid, and their families often
suffer grédt 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
“go 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’ Commiittee for thy :
League Appeal !
JoIN . THE NAvy /LEAGUE- Regular
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;

these paysients have been regularly made' Bight

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

In connexion with the above on Wed-
nesday evening at.8.30, a reel of Ngval

glaur.mw ‘studio except this
(-]

ance.”
““There is pootry in your study of
tblt lmuiux'y fay. ' imaginary! Um-
bum!™ co ‘Kent dryly as he
stooped to the floor: : *‘1 suppose "this
is an imaginary .hairpin too.”
. Chinaman”— began Sedgwick
quickly, wli'en, the other ‘caught him

't be uneasy, . I'm not going to
cotnmit the foolishness ot uking who
she 18.”

“If you aid 1 give you my word of
bonor 1 conldn't toll you. 1 only wllh
1 Enewr™

- ‘Phere was silence between them for
I moment, then the ter broke out
!ﬂﬁﬂndro!onowhoumlmom
tion:

*See ‘here, Kent! You're a lort ot de

“You can have that and any othex
one,”

Andicatad the canvas with the face,
“if: you'll;find out for me ‘who she is.”

“That -might bé done. We shall see.
But frankly, Bedgwiek, then's a mat
ter of more importance” 3

‘“Importance?  (Good heavenl man!
There’s nothing so lmportant in this
‘world!”

[“Oh, is it s bad as that?”

A beavy knock sounded from below.
followed by the Chinaman’s voice in-

§ termingled 'with boyish ‘accents de-
/i manding ‘Sedgwick in the.-name of a
; umph company

//‘Send: him ! ordered Sedgwick,
anﬁ e boy arrived, but not before
‘Rider” from ita place of exhibit.

Specia.l from the village;”” announc-
ed young Mercury. “Sign here.”

After the signature had been duly
lot down ‘and the:signer .had read the

ge with knit brows. the ‘urchin
lingered, big with news.

“MSay, heard about the body on the
buch?"

. &ent turned quickly to see Sedg-
w!ck'l face.” It" was interested, but
unmovod as he replied:.

“No. 'Where was it found?’

“Lonesome-Cove. “Woman. Dressed
swell. Washed up on a grating last
or'this morning.” :

“It’s c‘udous how they all como tn
here, isn’t it?” said the artist to Kent.
".m- is the third this summer.”

“And it's'a corkerfnio!” said the boy.
“Sheriff’s’ on the case. Body was all
chained up, they say.” |
"I'm sure they need you at the office

pictures will be shown in the: King St‘reet L2
Theatre preceded bya short talk on | lhe

great and important ‘Work' of the B’ﬁﬁsh
Navy by Mrs. E. Atherton Swmith, aod. o
interest of the same will'he held. .
: RECOGNIZED
First Gétrian Soldier—"Who was the

officer that kicked you in the fage?”: 8
Sécond German Soldier—"That was my

profeasor of ethics at the umvenrty e

The Naval Reserve.
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‘ OHAPTER lll.
AP ltrpngo Mesting. '
A ND ‘uow, - ok, u1d Kenf
) Mﬂvely *“if I'm to-help you
%o L you tell me ail that
W e know
m&ﬂ on you last evening?’ |
“Lagt evening? Ah, that wasn't the
girl of the picture! It's an intermina-
é& days since I've seen her.” ' =

| ““N@; ) know it wasn't she; Imvtbc_
your picture, and since then your

of last night The question i&

: MII 2"

g ¢ did.you know that a
) °~§¢. igw;t night?”’
on m’p ”»
“/have you  séen hor

?' %
‘“& m«&m e Eobbebibh Cove®

o] Latemsinn Qove” repsittedSedi:

mechanically; then with a star-

W “Not the Jead woman!”, *
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Py quick—

slow | ‘three -
Je7. SNL IR Nem. Keht

m,tm fn’t enouhr'
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1 oy ke 1dea. than
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“WMt'l it eli‘
I el “YoU s s6on B TVe tiie |

t. “What's this? You seem to be |

“It'S

 The last person, 'ds far as is known;

‘Keént had guietly’ removed “The Rough

bout. the woman |

: . . nq nw -

1aps not near m :

&W‘"“’ :
o ob ﬁ i

n!d

drowlt‘ me A i
] "Wg!pﬁ:p. muiﬁn me; it was the

m«uenger boy. But you said that. her !
ody was found in Lonesome Cove.”

- **Phat is-quite a different- matter”

“She wasn’t drowned?”" o

*“l should be very much surprised.
if the autopsy ahowed sny water in
the lungs.” :

“But the boy sdig/ thit the body was -
lashed to’a grating, and there wore
chains on it—is that true?”
~h§i’t anami t’on mtfng md um

rery"' Sedzwick dropped his chin in
meditation, Wt t 4 she,wm’t drowned
then she
overboard

Chester - ‘ei&‘

“Suppose you let mmdo the. qnastlon whith he.meant that he aid not
xm.' fog a while,. “"Ma What

)..give no clew;
whatsoever to the Identity of your-yes-
terday’s visitor?”.

THere Wis'the slightest possible ‘hes- '
itation before the artist¥feplied. “None
at all.” '

“If. 1,604 4t dificnit to - beuovo that
what ' will {he villagers ‘think:‘of it
when ‘Bider Denfiett retorus from Oa-
dystown and tells his story, as he is
sure todo?” . |

“Does. Dennett know the woman?”’ , |

"“No: but it fan’t his fault that te |
doesn’t. He did his best in the inter-
viewing ‘fine when he met Bher on her '
way to yonr place.”

“She w é
place,” object .
“Dennett got, the notion - that she
was. He hid behind a bush and

watche(l.” j
“Did he overhesir our conversation?”
'H® ‘was too far gway. He saw the
attnck on you. Now, just fit together
these significant bits ' of fact. The.
body of a woman, dead by violence, is
tound on the beach not far from here.

Bf Way to my
riek.

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

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

“For what purpose?”

“T'ofind ‘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

icion. -Denne you say, saw your

g‘;’bre, ‘The Rout:,h Rider.” " He ywﬁi
tél every one about it, you may be

A mre'n .

‘“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 get her adrift for a
model, I suppose,” said the artist bit-
terly, “particularly as Dennett can tell
them that the picture wis finished be-
fore her death. 'I was! sitting on my
wall when the woman came down the
road. 1 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. It 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 simultaneotsly. She '
She seemed anx- |
In fact, I think she ;-

asked me the time:
fons  to "know.
used the word ‘exacty’
she said.”

‘the exact time.'

“Presumably she was on her way to !

an appointment, then.”
. #Very likely.
seemed relieved, might even say relax- ;

ed. As jf from the straln of nervous

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

and suggested that she make good by i

completing the introduction.”

#She wasn’t a woman of your own |

class, then?”

Sedgwick looked puzzled. ~*Well;, no. '

1 thought not. then or I shounldn’t have .
bqen 80 free and easy with her. Feér
thing, she whs painted Bddly, aud

perspiration; running ‘down :ber |-

rd-enead had made her a sight Yet

I i!on’t know. Her voice was tnat of a |
Her mafiher was |

clﬂﬂvaned person.
wkward and her dress weird for that
e of day, and for all that she car-
rled herself Mke a person accustomed i
to some degree of consideration. That
I' felt quite plainly. [ felt. too, some
thing uncanny dbout her. Her eyes .
alone would have produced that im-
pression. They iwere peculiarly rest
less and brilliant”"
*Insane?” qu oned
“Not wholly
might have been drnzl
\[Itself to '
“A possibil *Proceod. ;
he asked w " t point of tbe head-

y Sl!t it
at lﬁmtr

*8
; Ili)d gave the

from the first
‘It depends on
| "My ship coming
be'a fair view. then.’ | told her. ‘This

difference? she said, and then gave
theé another surprise, for she guoted:
"And. though thy soul safl leagues and
| leagues beyond, -
Still leagues beyond those leagues there ia
more sea.”’

“'l‘bat’t interesting.” remarkod Kent

to quuﬂng ‘The gom‘og Elfe.' oo

_*Nor casnal sflips to visiting this part

: h%& coast ofxuiwemmu.mm.u,.

of the coast. However, there was no

i'm nmm_ s

"hw to & planet that shone low over-the |

Ty that you were going to speak of

~valuable, 'l judge. Wasn't it found on

"~ Well, she came back at a stride. Her

apparefitly vehement, between -

4 “It was so0 quick l hardly know. . But

When 1 /told ber &he ' |

" pe:ﬁi‘nt s:rmeed like tubber.

Wil sre?” he'asked. -

" against.” retorted the other.

hut | mmlr t'de you misnnderstand?”

’ _Tm o ukan mma.winv

sea. ‘Therein lies the only. true hap-
plmu—to dare dnd. to foliow, Remem
. ber this meeting,’ she sald fn a tone
“‘of solemn command, ‘for it may mark
| an ‘epoch In your life. Some day n
tbo future I 'may 'send for you and re-
call today to your ‘mind by what 'l
haye just said,  In that day yom will
know the hidden things that are clear
only to the chosen;minds. Perhaps you
will be the last personm -but one to see
me #s I'now am. 't

Kent pulled pervously at the lobe of -
bis ear. *Is it possible that she fore
saw her death?” he murmiired.

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

“1 don’t like it.” announced Kent/
4% 8o not ke 1t!"

t iChestér: Kent
doeo not hnderstand 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 -1 would
follow and make her explain herself.”

“Ag to what?”

“Everything—her being tbere. her ac-
tions, her—her ?,ppml, the jewelry,
you know, and all that.”

“You've said nothing about jewelry.”

“Haven't- I? Well, whén she turn-
ed"

: “Just a monient:  Was it the jewel-

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

the 'body ?’

I‘No."

“Not? . Robbery, then, probably
eyes were alive with anger. There
came a'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. I
went over like a tenpin. When'1 got
up she was well along toward the
cliffs, and I never did find ber trail in
that maze of copses and thickets.”

“Show me  your relative positions
when she attacked youn.”

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

“Did she throw overhand or under-
hand?”..

1 should say a short overhand snap.
It came hard enough.”

“I do not Hke 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 a'uihed flesh of the dead woman's
neck there is the plain fmpress of a
Jewel setting. ‘Now. come, Sedgwick,

The Artist Placed Kent and Moved Oﬂ
Five Paces.

if Tm to belp you in this you mpei:
help me. Had you ever seen that neck—
lace before?’ «

" i o was-the’ reply. glven wit.h ob—
vmm.&m :

“Where?"'
tho neck of the glrl of my pio
tire”
Kent’a nngets went ‘o his ear, pul
until that uno

*There couidn’t be any mistake.. The

were matc rose topazes |
mg’ tind ':\%zq&her ke it 1

‘the ‘whole country.” :
" Kent whistled, soft and long. “I'n

-afraid. my boy,” he said at lensth.
"I’m very much afraid that you'll have
to tell me the whole' story of the ro-
mance of mo pictured tace. and this

B e o B8

"'l‘bat‘ whot I've been guarding
“It isn’t |

l‘thmx, that 1 can tell, ‘man to man.

“aa ' a.sﬁ- -a:ma Y Tea

-and comment by Kent:

“| bit of & wrencb She: turned ' quite

uY outr. \

g e e va

Don’t yoo M? M" he added

- *No, T-don’t WOM ‘answer-
; Kmm g & ’t { “!menm::
sy Mg i (Lo e

zot

know about ‘her. . Hefe; 'l " tiive 1t
When P gone sit down and ‘write it
ont‘for me, simply and fuily, and send
it to <my hotel .as soon_as it is. done
You can do that, can’t youn?” i

“Yes. I can do that,” decided Bedg-
wick after some consideration.

_CHAPTER 1V.

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

, BAR Kent—Here goes! 'I met
D her first on June 22 ‘at 8 o’élock
in the afternoon. .Someé won-

derful cloud effects-after a hard

rain had brought me out into the open.
I had pitched my easel in the hollow
qn the Martindale road so as to get
that clntnp of pine aga._tnst the lky

e

m 1 Heard the dmfnmhi: oi"a(
a‘ndahsdrsewlthngmmﬂieuddle
‘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
tairly yelped. !

To get it all oft wis 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 hurt you? 1
hope not.”

*No,” .1 said without looking up.
“Small thanks to you that you dido’t!”

My tone silenced her for:a Jmoment.
Somehow though, I got the feeling that
she was amused more than abdshed at
my resenitment.’ And her voicé ‘was
suspleiously meek when she presently
spoke again. \

“You're an artist, aren’t:you?? -

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

She' laughed, hut in a moment be-
¢ame grave again.” “I'm w®so sorry!
she said.. “I know I shouldw’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-
poseto do it? 1'suppose that you think
a picture that can be bought for a hun-
dred dollar biil can be painted wlth a
hundred dollar bill.”

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

She said: ' “lI don’t wonder you’re
cross. And Jm 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—] know a
little. about piectures. 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 i8 a Mrs.”—  her eyea
suggested ‘that I dll the blank.

“Sedgwick?’ 1. finished.  *No. There
18 no one but my aged and highly re- ,'
' spectable Chinaman to play propriety. !
But in the case of a studio the conven- }
tions are not so rigid but that ome |
may look at pictures unchaperoned.” |
- “T'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 zlvo t
it up.” ; '

Chance settled that.point then and
there. As she finished, she was in my
arms. . The girth had loosened and the
saddle bad turnéd with her. I/had
birely time ‘to twist her foot from
‘the 'stirrup ‘when the ‘brute of & horse
‘belted. ' Am it m beg ankle got a

“1 should so like to
“My shack

white and cried out a little. 1a a mo-
ment she was herself again,

“King Oolo has - been aeﬂng badly
all “day,” ‘'she safd, “I ‘shall bave a
fiine “¢atching ‘him.” Shoumpod for-
wﬁin‘tﬂrm

““Here, that won’t dor' am l. "l‘at
m‘"

#Yon eonldn’t'xetnurhlm.m

. T «».".;.au(A&Mav—hwmnh@ﬂvﬂ»dﬂn(;’v

ause . ed. rent
m u:o%:?: tﬁmjneh’ m’ﬂ? 7 :e(lineg.
to sell she seemed puxwt, Wt

T

said. “¥You sell?/

~Oh, . yes. 1 sell—when 1’ m Hut i
doh’tlel! without lxoodﬁtot bar-
gaining, pirticalarly. when 1 mpect
@y purchaser, of wmnnx make
amends by a purchase,”

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

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

She:'shook her head, and there was
a '‘shadow over the brlghtneu of her
face. “I'm  afraid not’ ishe ‘sald
“But. I 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 defianice, “there is no reasom why I
shouldr’t some time.” ¢

%’lé‘:.en 1 may look for yon «aanh?" I

She nodded as she moved out across
the porch. “If you'll promise to sell
me any - pfint I may choose! Goodby,
 #nd ‘thank you 80 _much, Mr.' Sedg-
wick?”

She held out her hand. It was a
hand for sculptor to mode!l, as beautl-
ful and full of characteér as her face.
(Commient’ by C. 'K.: Boshl) Aftes
ward’' 1’ réemeimbered that never’agaih
in our friendship did I see it ungioved.
{Comment by O. K.: "“Bosh” retracted.
Some observation that) : :

“An prevoir, then,” I said. “But yom
haye the advantage of me, you see. I

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

She hesitated, then, wftb a little sofs
qulver of he eyeli&s. ‘which 1 ‘after-
ward fearned 'to identity as ak evi-
dence of amusement; sald: “Daw is a
nice name; ‘don’t you t!nnk?' (Comi-
ment by O, K.: Falsé name, of course,
‘but highly probable first name is Mar-
jorie) “By.the way, what time is it?”

Quarter. to 5, Miss Daw.”

She. nmiled at the name. “King Cole
wil.lhaw{:odohigbestitlamtobe
back for dinner. Goodby.” (Comment.
by 'C."K.:'Goed! ' The place where she-
is staying is a' good way off, assuming
47:80 dinner hour. ' Say twelve to fif-
teen ‘miles.) N

That: was: theﬁrstofmany 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 wds 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 intg her face, like the startle
attention of a wHd thing poiSed o;
flight,” whenever 1 touched uapon iho
nal note. Notﬂ;atleverqﬁe&
5 ed her. B

‘ After her first visit she did not ride
on her horse, but came across lots anll
through the side hedge, swinging dowa:
the ' hillside yonder with her light dip-
ping stride that always recslled to me
the swoop. of a swallow, her gl ved
bands usually holding a slender

All those sketches that you saw wel;o
but studies for a more serious’ attempt
to' catch and fix her personality. (Com-
ment by C. K.: Couldn’t he have Eiven
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
2aught the ineffable wistfulness of hee
expression—the look of ome hoping .
against hope for an unconfessed hap-
piness. .. Probably 1 had put more ef
myself into it than“l bad meant. ‘A
man s likely to when he paints with °
ais . heart as well as  bis brain. amd
aand. When it was done 1. made 8
little frame for it .and lettered on the
trame 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?”
she breathed, her eyes fixed on me
'with a strange expression. qumment
|‘by '0." K.: Rossettl again. The dead
‘woman: of the beach cmd,.&"!hc
Eonlo of: Life’” also.) 4 ¢

\ *Why. inot?”. 1 asked. "1@ i 5
axpress something in you which'1 h:
tried to embody in the picture.
vou like 1t?”

She repeated the line softly, making
pure miusic of t. “I love'it.” she said.

At that I spoke ‘as it is given ‘to ‘a
man;tospeak to one woman in the
world . when .he has found her. She
istened, with her eyes om the pic-
"tured face. But when I sald to her,
“You, who have all my and
whosa\name, even, 1 ‘have not—is
thére no word for me,” she rose and
threw out her hands in a gesture that
wn.a & chill b me,

b, no! No!’ she cried vehomen
“Nothing—except goodby. Oh, wuh’y
m you speak?’\

I 'stbod and watched her:go.: That
was five: interminable ‘deys ago. I
.baye:not seen; her:since, I ted Itu
ber will that I shall. never see her
again. Andl m You understand,
‘Kent, you must nnd herl "

*'ltbreottowlmthntwhen oo::




