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DARE HE?

OR, A SAD

LIFE STORY

CHAPTER XXVIL

! The sun rides high, as Burgoyne issues
into lhe open air, and beals, blinding
hot, upon the great slone flags thal pave
fhe Florentine streels, and seem to have
& peculiar power of absorbing and rve-
taining light and heat. He must have
been longer in the Piazza d'Azeglio than
ha had thought, and the veflection quick-
ens his step as he hurries, regardless of
e midsummer blaze—for, indecd, it 1s
more than equivalent lo that of our mid-
summer—back o the Anglo-Americain.
As he reaches if, he hears, wilh annoy-
ance, the clock slriking one. He is an-
nayed, bolh because the lengih of his
absence seems to argue an indifference
to lhe lidings he is expecting, and also
because he knows that it is the Wilsons’
luncheon hour, and that he will proba-
bly find that they have migraied o the
stlle-a-manger. In this caso he will
-l'ta_{i’i.'ﬂ to choose heiween the lwo equally
disagrecable  allernalives, of following
and walching them al their food, or thal
o! undergoing a tele-n-tete wilh Sybilla,
wlho, it is needless lo say, does nol ac-
company her family lo the public dining-
room; a lete-a-tele with Sybilla, which
Li. of all forms of social inlercourse,
that for which he has the least relish.

Bui as he apprehensively opens the
salon door, he sees that his fears are un-
founded. They have nol yel gone lo
huncheon ; they are all silling in much
the same attitudes as he had lelt them,
excepl that Sybilla is eating or drinking
somelhing of a soupy mnalure out of a
cup. There are very few hours of the
day or night in which Sybilla is nol eal-
ing somelthing out of o cup. There is
liiat about the enlire idleness of the other
couple which gives him a fright. Are
they (0o unhappy ? Have lhey heard loo
bad news to be able to selile to any oe-
cupation? Urged by lhis alarm, his
queslion shoots out, almost before he is
inside the door:

“Has not he come yel?
doctor come yel ?”

“Ile has been and gone; you see you
have been such a very long lime away,”
replies Cecilia.. She has no inlenlion of
conveying reproach, either by her words
or tone, but {fo his sore conscirnce it
seems as if bolh carried il.

“And what did he say ?”

“Ie did not say much.”

“Does he—does he Lhink that it is any-
thing—anything serious?”

“He did not say.”

“Do you mean to tell me"—indignani-
Iy—"that you did nol ask him?"

“I[ you had been here,” replies Ce-
cilia, with a not inexcusable resentment,
“you might have asked him yourself.”

“But did not you ask him " in loo real

Has nol lhe

anxiely lo be olfended al, or eéven aware |

of, her fleer. “Did not he say ?”
“l do not think he knew himsell.”
“But he must have thoughl—he musl

have had an opinion I” growing the more.

uncasy as lhere seems no langible ob-
jecl for his fears lo lay hold ol

“He says it is impossible lo judge al
sn carly a stage; it may be a chill—I

told him about that delestable excursion

yeslerday, and he considered it quite
enough lo account for anyihing—il may
be measles—they seem lo be a good deal
al'out : it may be malavia—there is a
good deal of lhal, loo.”

“And how soon will he know?
soon will it declare itself

“I do not know."”

“Bul has he prescribed? 1s there no-
thing 1o be done—to be done al oncel”
gslks Jim feverishly, chafing al the idea
of lhis inaclion, which seems inevitable,
wilh that helpless feeling which his own
enlire ignorance of sickness produces.

“Do not vou suppose lhat if there was
we should have done it?" cries Cecilia,
rendered even more uncomforiable [han
she was before, by the conlagion of his
anxiely, “We are lo keep her in hed—
there is no greal difficully aboul that,
poor soul; she has not the leasl desire
1o gob up; she seems so odd and
beavy I

“<0 odd and heavy ?”

“Yes: I went in o see her juslt pow,
and she scarcely took any notice of me;
only when I tow her lhat you had been
L= inquire afler her, she lit up a litlle,
1 believe’—wilh a rather grudging smile
—*lhal i[ she were wead, and some one
menlioned your name, she woeuld light

“1}|”

A sudden mounlain rises in Jim’s
thiroat. 1

“If she is nol betier lo-morrow, Dr,

Celdstream will send a nurse.”

“Bul does he Lthink it will be neces-
sary 7"

“[He does nol know.”™

Jim writhes, It scems lo him as if he
were being blindfolded, and having his
zrims lied to his sides by a  hundred
slrong yel invisible threads,

“pes no one know  anylhing 27
cries miserably.

“1 have told you exaclly whal he doc-
b osaid,” soys Cecilin, wilth the venial
crossness bred of real anxiely., 'l sup-
pose you do nol wish - me lo invenl
somelhing thal he did nol say ¥

“Of course no!y bul T wish 1T had Leen
were—I  wish 1 had been here Pe-resl-
lossly.

“Why were nol you?l”

Moo inmmnediate answer,

“Why were not you?' repeals she,
curiosily, for the wmomenl superseding

Lo
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her disquiel. “What prevented you ?
thought, when you lefl us, that you
meant Lo come back at once?”

“So 1 did, bul—-"

“Bul what?"

“I could not; I was wilh Byng."

“With Byng?" vepeals Cecilia, too
genuinely astonished to remember cven
lo prefix a “Mr" to Dyng's name,
“Why, I should have thought that if
thero were one day of his life on which
he could have done without you betler
|t1;1111a11-:ntlmr, it would have been lo-
day ! N

“Wore not you rather de lrop?”
chimes in Sybilla's languid voice [rom
the sofa, “ralher a bad third ?”

“I was not a third at all.”

“Do you mean to say,” ecries Cecilia,
her countenance linged wilh the pink of
a generous indignation, “lhal you were
four—that Mrs. Le Marchant slayed in
{he room the whole time? 1 must say
thal now lhal they are really and bona-
fide engaged, 1 think she might lcave
them alone logether.”

“Mrs. Le Marchant was not lthere at
all.” Then, seeing the open-moulhed
aslonishment depicled on the faces ol
his audience, he -.aces his mind (o
rmake the inevitable yet dreaded an-
nouncerment.  *I had belter explain at
gnee (hat neither Mrs. nor Miss Le Mar-
chant were there; ihey are gone.”

“Gone I”

“Yes; lhey lell Florence
o'clock this morning.”

There is a moment of silent stupefac-
Lion.

“I suppuse,” says Cecilia, at lasi slow-
ly recovering lhe power of specch,
“that they were lelegraphed for?  Mr.
Lo Marchant is dead or ill? one of lhe
married sislers? one of the brothers?”

Never in his life has Jim labored un-
der so severe a lemplation to tell a lic,
were il only the modified falsehood of
allowing Cecilia's hypothesis lo pass un-
conlradicled ; bul even if he were able
for once to conquer his conslilutional
incapacity, he knows that in this case

al  seven

it would be useless, The truth must
lranspire lo-morrow.,

“l bhelieve not."”

“Gone !" repeals Cecilia, in a slill

more thundersiruck key than belore—
“and where are they gone?’

“lI do not know.”

“\Why did they go?”

Jim makes an impatient movement,
fidgelling on his chair. “I can only tell
vou their aclions; fthey told me lheir
nmolives as litlle as they did to you.”

“Gone! Why, lhey never said a word
kalmut. il. veslerday.”

This being of the nalure of an asser-
licn—not an inlerrogation—Jim [ecls

answelr.

“Gone at seven o'clock in ihe morn-
ing! Why, they could nol have had
time to pack Lheir things !”

“They lelt them behind.”

The moment that this admission is out
laf Burgoyne's mouth, he repents having
made it; nor does his regret at ali
diminish under the shower of ejacula-
' tions from both sisters that it calls [orlh.
“Why, it was a’ regular flit! they
i must have faken French leave.”

There is somelhing so horribly jarring
i the semi-jocisity of the last phrase
{hat Jim jumps up from his chair and
wilks lowards lhe window, where M.
Wilson is silling in dismal idleness,

AMr., Wilson has never cared much
aboul lhe Le Marchanis, and is now far
{oo deeply absorbed in his own lrouble
t1 have anylhing but the mosl inallen-
live indifference to beslow upon Lhe
topic which lo his daughlers appears so

-

riveling. Jim blesses him for his cal-
lousness. DBul the window of a small

room is nol so distant from any other
part of it that sounds cannol, wilh per-
feel ease, penetrale Lhither, as Jin finds
when Cecilia’s next eager queslion pur-
sues him.

“Did Mr. Byng know lhal they were
gone

k ﬂll:

There is a pause,

“11 is absolulely incomprehensible "
sayvs Ceeilia, . wilh almosk a gasp. "l
never saw  any one human. being so

miuch in love with another as she was
_F3;:=.~:Ir3rr;la1};—-uth{?-.m wias so  litlle disguise
aboul it, thal oine was really quile sorry
for her—and this morning alt cockerow

she decamps and leaves him wilhout a
| word.” |
| "“You are mislaken—she lell a nole for
him.,"”

“Paar dear boy 7 sighs Syhilla, “is not
iz quile prosiraled by the blow? T am
not apt lo pity men generally—they are
| 50 coarse-grained—bul he is much more
s delicalely strung than the general run.”

“1 suppose he is Irvightfully cut up,’
says Ceeilin, wilh thal inquisiliveness as
1 the delails of a great aflliclion which
we are all apl to experience.

It For some perverse reason,. inexplicable
Poven lo himsell. Jim would like 1o be
| able fo answer ihiat his friend is not cut

tup al ally bul brath again asserling ils
he assenls laconically, “[righl-

“How did he take il ?”

“IHow do  peaple generally lake such
Lhings 77

The impalience of the key in which
this is ullered, conpled with the implied
side-allusion lo an acquainlance will

with relief thal il does not demand ane

scrrows of a somewhal similar nature on
her own part, silences the younger and
scunder Miss Wilson for a momenl, but
only for a moment—a moment long
enough lo be filled by anolher sighing
“Poor dear boy !" from Sybilla.

“You say that she left a note for him?"
—wilh a renewed light of curiosity in
her eves—"have you any idea whatl was
in it 7"

Jim hesilales; then, “yes,” he replies;
“hut as it was not addressed lo me, I do
nol think that I have any righl to repeat
il.” :

“0f course not!"—reluclanily ; “but
dia it throw no light—absolulely no light
at _all—upon this exlraordinary stam-
pede ?”

“ND-“I

“Did not she oven lell him where lhey
were going 7"

“Nﬂ."

“Nor whether they were coming back?”

I-l-Nﬂ.”‘

“Nor ask him to follow her :

“I1f she did nol lell him where she was
going, is it likely that she would ask
him to follow her?" cries Jim irrilably,
deeply annoyed to find that he is, by the
series of negatives that is being forced
from him, doing the very thing which he
had just denied his own right to do.

“It is the most incomprehensible Lhing
[ ever heard in my life. I wonder"—
with an air of even alerier interest than
before—“whal Mr. Greenock will say?
Perhaps he will now tell what he knows
about them : if they are gone, there will
na longer be any need to conceal it. 1
am afraid lhis looks ralher as il lhere
was somelhing IV

For lhe second lime in one day ihe
menlion of an amiable flaneurs name
malkes Jim vaull to his [eet.

“Well. I will not keep you any longer
from your luncheon,” he cries hastily.
“T will call in again later.”

“Are you going?’ asks Mr, Wilson,
dully lifling his head from his chesl,
upon which it is sunk. "“Well, you are
about right; we are nol much good lo
any one when our mainspring 1is aone,”

The phrase sirikes cold on Jim's heart.

“Are you going back to the poor dear
Loy 7" inquires Sybilla as he passes hel.
“py-the-bye, if il is mot 1too much
irouble, would yvou mind {ucking (he
Auslrian blanket a lilile closer in on lhe
lefl side?” and as he sloops lo perform
the asked-for service, she adds: “Lel
him know how sincerely [ sympathize
wilh him: and if he wants anylhing
quicling for his nerves, lell him Lhat
there is nolhing that I can more con-
scienliously recommend lhan -

But what Sybilla can conscienliously
recommend is shul into the closing door.
Oulside that door Jim finds thal Cecilia
has joined him. Anxiely has quile ban-
ished the mnol altogelher disagreeable
curiosily of five minules ago, from Lhe
troubled face she lifts to his.

“You will come back, will not you?”
she asks. “You are not of much use, I
suppose ; but still, one feels that you
are Lhere, and we are all 50 much al sea.
You have nol an idea how much we are
at sea—wilhout her.”

“I think that I have a very good idea,”
he answers mournfully. “Tlell me, Cis5;
de you think she is really very ill?”

As he puls the question, he feels ils
irrationality. He knows thal the person
lo whom he is making his fulile appeal
has already given him all the scanly
lidings sho has to give; yet he cannot
help indulging a [aint hope Lhal her res-
pense lo Lhis last query of his may per-
haps set Amelia's condilion in a slightly
more favorable lighl. A look of helpless
distress clouds Cecilia's already cloudy
face.

“I fell you I do nol know ;. T am no
judge ; 1 have seen so lillle real illness,
Sybilla would kill me i[ she heard me
say so, would nol she ?"—wilh a slight
parenthetical smile—"bul 1 have seen so
little real illness, thal I Jdo  not know
what it means that she should be so
heavy and stupid, As I told you before,
lhe only lime that she roused up at all
was when | mentioned your i

e slops her, breuking rudely into her
sentence, Ile cannot beor lo hear thal It
is only al lhe magic of his name thal his
poor failhful love lilts her sick head.

“Yes, yos; I remember.”

“Someone oughl to sil up wilh her, 1
am sure,” pursues Cecilia, slill with thal
helpless air of disquicet ; “she ought not
I~ be left alone all nighl; but who? I
shouldd be more than willing to do It
bul I know lhal 1 should fall asleep In
five minules, and | am such a heavy
sleeper thal, when once I am olff, there
i= no possibilily of waking me. 1 oin o
dreadfully bad sick-nurse; father can
never bear to bave me near him when
he has the goul.,”

Purgoyne is too well aware of the per-
feet  truth of this last statement fo al-
tempt any coniradiclion of it

“Amelin has always been the one {o
st up when any one was ill,” continues
she, wolully ; *and even now, by a stu-
pid confusion of ideas, 1 calch mysell
{hinking, ‘Oh, Amelia will sit up wilh
her I before 1 can realize thal her is
Amelin hersell,”

Jim ecan well svmpalthize with
snme confusion, when, several times
during his walk back fo (he DPiazza
d'Azeglio, a muddled thoughl of comiort,
in the idea that he will go and el
Amelia what a terrible day of anxiely
alioul some one he has been having, laps
a: ithe door of his brain. The porlals of
No. 12 are once again opened to him by
Annunziala, who indicales fo him, by a
serins of compassionale  geslures and
liquid Tuscan senlences, lhat the povero
is slill within, and the Padrona, who
this Lime also appears on the scene, and
who is possessed of somewhat more
Faglish than her handmaid, inlimales,
albeil with a good deal of sympalhy for
hiz sulferings, vet with still more of de-
lermination, thalt it would be no bad
thing were he to be removed since,
whether the sun shines or the rain falls,
peeple must live, and the apartment has
lc he prepared for new occupanls,

Anylhing lhat speaks less inlention of
removing than Byng's pose, when his
friend rejoins him, it would be diflicult
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quennial” or 5 year -dividend period.

eatimate.

gives mora uniform results.”

oxcess of the same period of 1906, every
tributed its gquota to those magnificent
cedented results accomplished by this

For fuller particulers, send for a
for 1906. :

ESTIMATES and RESULTS.

When the Great-West Life commenced business in 1892, particlpating rates
were issued calling for dividends in 15 and 20 years, and also with the “Quin-

Life Policies issued in 1892 on the five year dividend plan received thelr
first dividend of the full estimated bonus of $50.00 per $1,000.00 ; their second
dividend in 1902 of 50 per cent. over the estimated dividend ;
1907, are recciving their third dividend of just double” the first dividend and

and this wyear,

Every Policyholder has expressed his gratification with these dividends,
which are paid at the option of the Policyholder as fully paid bonus addi-
tions, the eguivalent in cash, or in reduction of future promiums.

The distribution is on the English basis of
sum aassured, and not on the American so-called ‘“‘contribution™ system, and
the eminent English Actuaries, R. P. Hardy, F.I.A., and George King, F.I.A,,
F.F.A., reportod recently to the New Fealand Government “that as a work-
ing system it has marked advantages over the contribution plan, because it

an equal peroentage of the

Our 15 vear Deferred Dividend Pelicies issued in 1892 mature this year,
and our Actuary has reported that they have earned, and are entitled to be
paid, the full amount of the profits cstimated at the time.

Our Non-Participating rates are, and always have been, very low,
the results of our fifteen years’ experience prove that the cost of Participat-
ing Insurance has been very much less than these low non-participating
rates, because of our high interest earnings.

The applications for the first quarter of 1907 are over a million dollars in

but

Province of the Dominion having con-
figures in appreciation of the unpre-
roprosentative Canadian Company.

No attempt of faddy foreign actuaries, disgruntled newspapers that fail
to get the advertising they expect, or legislative committees, well described
by D. P. le:lér, the well-known ex-President of the Actuarial Bociety of
America, as “absolutely .innocent of any life ingurance knowledgo,
allowed to “knock” the Canadian business of Life Insuranoe.

_muﬂt.- be

copy of the Great-West Life Report

&~

The Great-West Life

Assurance (ompany

HEAD OFFICE—WINNIPEGQ.

BRANCH OFFICES—Vancouver, Calgary,
8t. John, N.B.

Montreal, Toronto, Ialifax,

1906 shows largo gains

within the Dominion.

over 1905, New busincss

amounts to $5,508,547 in 3,026 policies, of this $46,000
was written in Newfoundland and the balance entirely
The following are some interest-
facts from the Company’s 37th Annual Statement.

Morigngen. . . .9 05,013,047.48

Debentures nnd Bonds 3,429,025.40
Loans on Folicles ... 1,120,517.25
Premium Obligations £3,780¢.38
Beal Estate . . . =« 000.20

“ “ Company’s
Head Offlce . . .« =« 20,873.7D
Cash In DBanks . ... 2067,552.00
Cash nt Ilend Office 3,540,563

Due ond Deferred
Premiums (net) .. 270,081.81

Intcresi and renis doe
and ocerucd s sers .11]1;712.53
e sy L st

$10.3=5.610.54

INCOME, DISBURSEMENTS.
UM RS T firs — TR TGRS B
Premioms, less reansur=- Deathh Clalms ,,.....8 327,973.30
AREB.. +» s+ ++ .8 1,004,381.74 Motlured Endovwments  168,4806.00
.Iﬂtl!;'&l!t and lren;:;l Ly 464,046,083 Purchased Policles .. £8,607.47
Profit from sale of Iica Burplas ,, ,.eeee soas 83,047,506
Estate .o oo 00 o0 o0 3,104.41 Annufties ...... ..ss 10,845.65
Expenses, Taxes, eic. . 338,717.40
DBolance ,,.ss ssse,.,. l,ﬂﬂl,ﬂiﬂ-ﬁﬂ
- i
207342313 gopnss
N S S ——
ASSETS, LIARILITIME,
[irch o, T B — 5 B —

Rescrve, 4* 8% and 3

per cent..” ... ....$ 0,050,333.18
Reserve ou lapsed pol-

fcles llable to Te-

vive or surrcnder |, 3,001.98
Death Claima unnde-

j‘llﬂtﬂll - . i @& & - & & dﬂjuﬂﬂlﬂn
Maotured DEndowmcnts

unadjusted ..., .. 8,000.00
Irescent Value of

Denth Clajins pay-

abie In lostrlments . 405,338.00
Premiumas paid In ad-

TABOCE , coes oo, ssaas 13,781.50
Ameunt due for medi-

cal fees ....i.c0 saay 0,2E2.00
Accrued rents .. ... S50605.00
Credit ledger balances 10,587.50
Bundry ounrrcat oc-

counts  ...... o 2,870.00
Burplus on Company’s

Valuation Stamdard. 1,203,378.568

$10,385.530.84

The Company has a surplus on Government standard
of valuation of $1,552,364.26. The following are some
striking gains made in 1906.
In Assets, $1,089,447.69 ; In Surplus (Company’s Stand-
ard) $251,377.46 ; In Insurance in Force, $2,712,453.00.

Send to Head Office, Waterloo, Canada, {or booklet giv- [
ing Annual Report and proceedings of Annual Meeting.

In Income, $115,904.22 ;

Robert Melvin, President A. Hoskin, K.C.
Geo. Wegenast, Manager Hon. Justice Britton Pres.
W. H. Riddell; Secretary

——

Vice-
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lo imagine. e is slrelched upon the
parquet floor, with his head lying on the
small footsltool thal has been wont lo
support Elizabeth's feet ; her rifled work-
haskel slands on the floor beside him,
while her bit of embroidery hall shrouds
his distorted [ace. The mneedle, slill
sticking in it, may prick his eyes out for
a'l he cares; the book she lasl read is
open at the page where she has put her
mark of a skein of pale silk; and lhe

C— =a m i ek B TTTE TR e e

yellow anemones, that he  must have
plucked for ber yesleeday in drenched
Vallombrosa, are crushed under his hol
cheelk, But oulwardly he is quile quiet,
Jim puls his hand on his shoulder,

“Come away, lhere is no use in your
slaying here any longer.”

(To be conlinued),
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Doclor's f[ees are (he rewanrd for well-
doing.




