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CHAPTER XXIIL—(Conti nued).

Ae well as I could I goothed her, bub
I was suffering keenly, too. i
“You are perfectly safe, now, darling,
I whispered. - “Something told me you
were in trouble, and led me 10 you.
Thank God! I was in time. But why did
you run nway from me like that? All
day I and Mrs. Morland and Nicholas
Wray have been eearching for you every-
where.” -
“Mre. Morland? And Mr. Wray?' |
“Yes, I know you used not to like him,
but he has been most kind, gearching for

you everyvwhere."”

“What does he say—I want to know.
because he is an old friend of yours—
about this idea of your marrying me?"

“He eays it is the best, the only thing
to be done, if I am able to win you. slnce
I love you so dearly.” ;

She was silent for come minutes.

“Listen,” she said, then, in a Very low
voice. “1 see it’s no good struggling. And
now yvou've saved my life in addition to
all ithe other things you've done for m®
—for it was you that pulled me from the
wall, wasn't it?"

“Yeag, my -dearest, it was L .

“] suppose my life is yours. But Icant
love you as you want, and you mustn 4
reproach me and be disappointed.
nothing but marrying me will make you
happy, I suppose you must marry me.
But marry me at once and take me away
to new places. Don't give me time O
think about it or I shall run off again.
The impulse came upon me early this
morning, and I couldn't resist it. I made
a plan that I would come to London, and
cut off my hair and get boy's clothes, and
take 2 boy's situation somewhere and
never be found by you or any one. But
I hadn’t the pluck to carry it through. I
had a little money left out of what you
gave me last time you saw meo.. And I
glipped off from Morland House at night,
and cut off my hair in the train, and
bought some bhoy's <lothes in an old
clothes' shop as soon as the shopa were
opened, and changed my things in a four-
wheeled cab in the fog. But once I'd got
them I felt every one was looking. at
me, and I got frightened; and when
went to a restaurant to get something
to eat, I hardly dared to leave the place,
and I hid and waited about, and at dark
I lost my way and got robbed—and, oh!
I am so tired! You won't ask me any more
gquestions to-night, will you?”

“No, dear.” ;

“And where are you taking me?”

Thie wae a question, indeed. I conld
not risk Wrenshaw seeing Lilith in this
travesty, and yet I was intensely anxious
to place her in Mra. Morland's care ae
speedily as possible. It was out of the
question to leave her at any hotel in her
boy's clothes, and far too late to hope to
purchase others. The notion of Mms.
Jackeon at Battersea was not to be en-
tertained for a moment; consequently,
the siudio and Mrs. Morland were my

~only hope.

At my door I had to leave Lilith in the
cab, dreadfully afraid lest even now sho
might give me the slip again, after m k-
ing her promise on her honor 10 remain
in the eab until my return. .

“T am too tired and sleepy to TUN AWay
again,” whimpered Lilith. “Besides,
know it’s no good now. 8o I promise.”

In the etudic I found Mrs. Morland,
looking pale, . tired, and flabby. I ent
ghort the plaintive record of her experi-
ences by telling her that Lilith was walt-
ing below in the cab.

“phank goodness!” she exclaimed. “And
now that you have found her, Mr. Her-
vey, you must put her in my care. To-
night we will sleep.at a hotel, and to-
morrow we will go back to Bristol.”

“g.morrow,” I -said, “I ghall get a
epecial license, and marry Lilith."”

“Marry her!” almost shrieked Mrs. Mor-
land. *On the top of all this mad <con-
duct? Mr. Hl-;'::_rw:,r, you cannot be in your

“My mind iz made up, all the eame,” 1
gaid. “and I will not trouble you with- the
eare of Lilith after to-night.”

Mrs. Morland clutched her - traveling:
cloak and small portmanteaun. -

“Nol” ehe said, in most determined
tonea. “If wyou really mean to marry
Lilith Saxon, Mr. Hervey, I wash my
hands o©f her entirely, and from this
moment I decline to see her. 1 consider
ehe has treated both you and me abom-
inably. I am not complaining over the
hundred and eeventy-five pounds 1 ghall
loge by her flight, although I am much
in need of it—"

“gtop!” I eaid. I will sib down now
and write you a check for a hundred and
geventy-five pounds, to take away with
you, on one condition—that is, that you

~will for that amount gell me the contents

of your little traveling valise, and- also
that long dust<loak you carry over your
arm,”

Her bright, catlike, greenish-gray eyes
dilated and glistened.

“What can you possibly want them
for?" she asked.

“For Lilith., Is it a bargain?”’

She only hesitated a second or two.

“If you will let me take out my trin-
kets and one or two little thinge, 1 agree,”
ghe said, then.

And a few minutes later I accompanied
her to the door, and saw her disappear
in the fog, walking rapidly, and not even
once glancing in the direction of the
cab in waiting before the door.

Then I sought Lilith, not without some
dread of finding her flown. But she waa
fast asleep in a corner of the hansom,
and I had to awaken her to tell her to
glip Mrs. Morland's all-enveloping travel-
ing cloank round her before she entered
the house. Up to the studio I led her,
and showed her where Mrs. Morland had
neatly placed a change of dress, and the
other contents of her traveling bag on a
chair and spread a copy of an evening
paper over them.

“Here is some feminine attire, dear,” L
eaid, "and here are plenty of cushions
and the most comfortable of sofae for a
rood sleep. And here is the bell which
communicates with my man Wrenshaw's
room, and here is another which ill
awaken my landlady, & very kind old wo-
man who will come in to yol when you
have changed your dress, 1f you want
her., To-night, I shall stay at a hotel in
the next street, but to-morrow early I will
call nnd see how wvou are. And this time
to-morrow, dear, 1 hope we shall be man
and wife.”

“You are very, ve
looking up at me with tearful eyes, and
after extracting another golemn promise
that she- would not run away, 1 kissed
her forehead and left her.

and thus paszed the eve of my wedding-

day.

CHAPTER XXIIL

Next day, a terrible day, fog gtill, black
pnd blinding, and drizzling rain, 1 arriv-
»d at my studio before midday, carrying
n my pocket a epecial license for the

mediate marriage of Lilith Saxon,

very good,” she said,

'gave marrying the bride himself.

spincter. aged seventeen, daughter of
Horace Saxon, actor, and Adrian Blakie-
ton Hervey, bachelor, aged twenty-eight,
gson of Colonel Hervey.

I found Lilith in the big armchair, look-
ing very slight and pale and fragile, in
0 black silk mown of Mre., Morland’s, six
ejzes too large for her, in which her little
head of cropped yellow curls and sms 11,
childish face seemed altogether lost.

1 knelt before her and put my arms
about her waist. She kisscd me in the
readiest and most friendly fashion, told
me she had glept beautifully upon the
cushions on the sofa, and acked me if I
did not think London in the fog was the
mest dreadful place in the veorld.

“e shall soon be out of it, my darl-
inz,” 1 whispered, clasping her close in
my arme. “As s€oon as we are married
we will take . he train to Plymouth, where
my wvacht lies—"

“The Lady Margaret?”
oIt isn't ealled that mow, I have had

the name painted out and the Marsh
Fairy put over it.” '

“The Marsh Fairy. What a pretiy
name,” ghe exclaimed. “You were think-
ing of Lythinge. weren’t you Ah, Mr.

Hervey, why didn't you marry me then?

“T eouldn’t marry a child of sixteen.
And if you call me Mr. Hervey agaln
ghall keep your mouth shut with kisses
for the rest of the day.” :

. T wonder you take me when 1 ﬁ'IlDWEﬂ
go plainly that I didn’t want you. '

“Tg tell you the truth, so do 71 But 1
am &o certain, dear, that 1 can make you
happv. and can make ';_ﬂ:lm love me, tha
I am not afraid you wit-rui away agaii
when once you arevmy wife.” :

“Adrian,’ - she said, with her little
hands on my shoulders, looking with pa-
thetic earnestness down into my e€¥yes
»if you marry me you will be I!].i'.ikl.llg
the prentest mistake of your life.

Something in her anwonied earnestness
chilled me. n

“Do you love any one elze?” 1 asked.

“No, no!” )

“Is there any one elge you would like
to marryg

“No one in the wﬂﬁdt I would much
rather not marry at_ all”

That was ail I could get out of her, hu_[b
1 would mot be discouraged. 1 nad al-
ready arranged for the ceremony 10 t-ﬂ,k[n:l:
plape at half-past twelye in the ﬂl.
church on the Embankment, and there
was nr-uch hurrying about and packing 0
be done, unaided by old Wrenshaw, Who
gent down by my landlady 2 request that
1 would dispense with hig services that
day, as he was +]laid mp with rheumi-
tism.”

On the way to the church we had to
make a dipression into & linen-draper 8
to buy for Lilith a black jersey-bodice 10
wear instead of Mrs. Morland's capacious
garments, and a pretty hat inetead of the
elderly looking jet bonnet, also belong-
ing to tzas lady, which Lilith had appro-
priated. :

Then came the dimly lit church, and
Lilith trembled like a leaf before the
wind as she almost inaudibly murmured
the words of the service. The fog was 80
thick we could scarcely see each other s
faces:; and both the ¢clergyman, an ab-
gent-minded man with gray, wispy hair
and whiskers, who coughed and blinked
behind hie spectacles, and the officious,
loud-voiced clerk, seemed anxious to get
the whole affair over as speedily as pos-
sible. _ .

" Phere was no one to give the bride
away, but the clerk hastily ?nlunteeregl 10
perform that office. Indeecd, 20 anxious
did he eeom to get us all safely out of
the fog-laden building, and himsgelf home
to his early dinner, that I am convinee

he would have drawn +he line at nothing

When we rot into 4 fuur-w.‘ggelcd cab
to drive to Victoria Station, Lilith broke
down altogether and burst into a passiol
0 ars.

!"%f agumﬁ' such o dreadful, dreary be-
ginning!" she sobbed. “And, oh, how will
it all end?”

1 folded her in my ATmS ﬂ.qd covered
ner face with soft, Lingering kicges. She
was mine now, and no one could take her
fropl me. Wwith Lilith as my wife I could
well afford to laugh at fortune.

“There is no one in this world so happy
as 1 at this mcimenta." 1 eanid. “Al the
dreams of joy 1 ever
this—to hold close to my heart the one
woman in the world I love with all my
heart and soul, and to know that ghe is
mine, my wife. Al, don't cry, ¥ loved
one! Why should the thought of belong-
ing wholly to mao maoke you ¢ry, when
would die to save you the least painf No
one can see us in thig kindly fog. Claap
your arms once round my neck, and tell
me you will try 10 love me just & very
111.-'“&-“ 2 ]

She obeyed with her - usual docility,
looking up at me at first with blue eyes,
blurred with teare. But gradunally her old
dimpling emile broke through, and a love-
ly blugh stole over her cheekes. :

wAfter all,” she gaid, with something
between a laugh and & sigh, “you wanted
me more than anything in the world, and
now you have Ime. dg that one of us at

leagt is happy.”
CHAPTER XXIV.

gix months later, Mr. and Mre. Adrian
flervev returned to London, after a pro-
longed eruise in Italian waters, and took
up their abode in 2 pretty, detached red
brick house and studio in the near vicin-
ity of Holland Park. _

1 had no wish to come home, but Lilith
confided to me one day that she wase tired
of the sea. and tired of traveling, and
wanted to have a house of her own. And
it must be all ready for her to come to,
che said, as she did not understand fur-
nishing, and could not be bothered with
engaging gervantas.

8o at her urgent request, though sorely
against my will, I left her in a hotel in
Paris, while I crossed and recroseed the
Channel, and spent my time in London
buying and furnishing a house which I
wanted to make in every way worthy of
ita lovely mistress.

It was strange how mueh in all thesc
transactions I missed Madge's advice and
aesistance. Until this point in my career
ghe had always been my right hand in a
change of studios, and even in the pur-
chaee or alteration of the furniture of my
rooms. In my work, too, I missed her,
for she had invariably taken the keoneat
intereat in every picture I undertook. It
was not to be expected that a girl &0
young and inexporienced as my Lilith
could possess intuitively that knowledge
and judgment in are matters which
Madge, who Wwas eight yeara her senior,
had gained through frequenting and
studying all the picture-galleries of Eu-
rope. Selfish as mMOost men are, 1 wanted
in Madge a counselor, a friend, and sie-
tor, while in Lilith all I wished for was
a woman to adore.

And I did adore her, the more madly,
perhaps, that 1 soon became convineed
1 did not wholly understand her. BShe
was always affectionate, always esweet-

tempered, easily amueed, and eaeily mov-
ed to a light-hearted Bohemian gaiety,
hoth delightful and infectious. Bhe eeeni-
ed happy in my eociety, ghe took my
caresses sweetly, and she accepted: my
devotion with a dainty gracefulness and
charm. And yet, somehow, the notion
would come into my head that -I.: was
married to a fairy, and this creature of
ideal loveliness, whose forget-me-not blue
oves reflected while they did not return
th passionate love of my gaze was not a
real live woman at all, but that some
morning I should wake to miss 1er-gold-
en head and to know that ehe had flown
back to fairy-land.

Some lines of Browning's that I _game
across in Venice on our travels seemed
so made and meant for Lilith that their
truth hurt me:

“That fawn-ekin dappled hair of hers,
And the blue eye,
Dear and dewy.

And that infantine fresh air of hersg!”

The man who wrote those lines might
have had my wife before him to inspire
him. But the bitterest part of the like-
negs came in the sixth stanza:

“But for
sweetb,
Thousgh we prayved you,
Paid wou, brayed you
In a mortar—for you could not, sweet!"”

It was nobt that she wae cold—as woll
call a child cold that elips off one's knee
to chase a butterfly. She was always glad
to see me, always pleased to be with me,
and she hated above all things 1o be left
alone. It was strangely difficult to palnt
with her in the room. Not only did my
eyes instinectively turn to her bright pre-
sence, but, truth to tell, she was & tor-
rible fidget. She could not read, she could
not keep still, She would practise dance
steps and ballet twirls we had eeen alb
theatres, for ghe insisted on freguenting
any and every place of amusement where
there was any dancing to bo. seél. she
would strum on the piano, OT! pretend 10
“tidy" drawers and boxes, a pProcess that
involved upsectting gloves, Tibhons, laces,
hows, and shoes all over the ilool of my
temporary studie, where in all probabil-
ity they would remain until I trod them
out of shape, or the chambermaid stole
them, for Lilith was constitutionally un-
tidy, as well as extravagant, in greas
thinee as in small. ;

Lilith alternately laughed and wonder-
ed at mv methodical, or, as she called
them, ‘‘old-bachelor” habits. To pleaee
me, she would now and then make a de-
sperate attempt at being orderly on the
yacht—the living-rooms of which she
speedily reduced to chags—orT in the ho-
tele at which we stayed. IHer method Was
to make small heaps of the various ai-
ticles she had tossed on the floor; 1nl one
heap, two or three odd zloves, several let-
ters and programmes, a hat and cloak,
some ribbona, note-paper, fancy work,
eheets of musie, and one volume of a no-
vel: in another, more heterogencous fe-
minine belongings, noue of which weie
ever to be found when wanted.

She never remembered whether bills had
or had not been paid, and usually curled
her locks with the receipts. She continu-
ally emptied my npurse into her own poec-
ket, forgettine that there was heole 10
it, go that we frequently found ouzeelves
far from our hotel or from the yacht,
without a frane to take us back or iv huy
food. She could no more Teslst bright
any pretty things in the ahopd than @
savage frosh to civilization; everything
che saw she wanted to buy. She caused
me aponies of jealousy by what 1 con-
sidered her guite unneceesiry friendline&s
wifh strangers, to whom she would talk
freely on fthe slightest provecatlon. In
Paris. where by her special request We
stayed while I cuperintended the ar-
rangements of our new London home, the
attention she attracted by her beauty,
her pretty and extravagant frocks, and
her unconventional liveliness, was such
that I could not endure to leave her evell
for a few hours in the hotel without mée,
and I engaged a perfect Gorgon of an el-
derly French maid, named Rosalie, 10
look after her.

I counld not even lay the fattering une
tion to my soul that my w:fe would mies
me in my absence. Some vich Americans,
q mother and her son and daughter, viait-
ore at the hotel, were &0 enormously tak-
en with Lilith's beanty and brightness
that they offered to take entire charge of
her during my temporary absences, an
offer I was only too glad to accept.

(To be continued.)
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THOUGHTS FOR THE DAY.

To be silent and to let your si-
lence be understood is the eloquence
of difficult situations.—Lamartine.

Pride is not a bad thing when 1t
only urges us to hide our own hurts,
not to hurt others.—George Eliot.

Most people would suceceed 1n
small things if they were not trou-
bled with ‘great ambitions.—Long-
fellow.

While people will not rise early
enough even to say their prayers
they will not be really improved by
altering the clock.—Mr. A. Les-
lie Smith.

Money spent in travelling is onc
of the best investments a man can
make. It not only does not do him
cood by affording him health and
pleasure, but he brings back with
him pleasant associations that en-
rich his life and his memory.—Mr.
H. Mills,

loving—why, you would not,

S

invied by Some.

¢«“\When you prove that a man is a
grafter, people will regard him with
aversion.’’

«Some will,”’ replied _Senator
Sorghum, ‘‘but unfortunately a lot
of them will be slightly envious of
him.”’

e

Occasionally a girl knowingly
marries the wrong man rather than
run the risk of not getting married
at all.

Most men might be fairly happy
if they could forget all the mean
things they know about themselves.

«\Was her father violent when you
asked her hand?’ ““Was he? Great
Geott! I thought he would shake
my arm of.”’

Talk about a shortage of food at
one period during his last expedi-
tion, Sir Ernest Shackleton tells
an amusing story of one of his com-
panions. On his return to England
his bootmaker met him, and asked
«How did you flnd those boots I
made for you?’ ‘‘Best I ever tast-
ed,”’ was the prompt reply.
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MAY SEE ACROSS ATLAVTIC

NOTHING IS MORE CERTAIN,
SAYS MR. MARCONI.

Ifc Now Talkst of Stariling New
Idea for Wireless
Communication.

One of these days the head of a
London business may =si=p to the
wireless phone. -

“Ring up New York,” he’ll order.
“(et my New York manager on
the ether.”

That isn’t impossible. Guglielmo
Marconi says so. A further mir-
acle of the etheric waves may come
i the future. It may be that the
New York manager is determined
to abstain from conversation by
wireless with his boss. It may even
be that he may hide behind the
door. Xven that would not help
him. A further application of the
etheric waves may penetrate that
door and disclose the guilty shiv-
erer to the gaze of his incensed
master. | s

““We are now talking for short
distances by wireless,”” said M.
Marconi. ‘“By short distances 1
mean up to 100 miles or so. Within
another month or so this system
will be working commercially. It
is quite as feasible to talk for long
distances by wireless as for short
distances. It only requires the
application of more power.”’

«Will the day ever come when
telephonic conversation across the
sea by wireless may be possible ¥”

“‘Undoubtedly,”’ said Mr. Mar-
coni. “I will go further. We will
be talking from London to New
York by wireless long before we
will be talking between the same
cities by cable. Wireless telephony
over great distances is a less dif-
ficult undertaking than is telephon-
ing similar distances by cable.”

Very recently there appeared the
announcement of an invention by
which it may be possible for the
parties to telephone conversation
to see each other. The inventor de-
clares the apparatus to be a com-
paratively simple one, and capable
of universal use. |

T see no reason. to doubt it, "
said Mr. Marconi. ‘I have been
too busy with my work for the
wireless to pay much attention 9
it. But there is nothing inherently
impossible in the theory.”’

Making Walls Transparent.

«“We could certainly see by wire-
less if anyone can see Dy wire,”’
said Mr. Mareconi. ‘‘Nothing 18
more certain.”

Recently he heard a rumor of a
«till more startling application of
electricity to the evasions of every-

day life. Someone has inveﬁﬁ&-—ﬂ;
he says—a machine by which the
walls of buildings became as trans<
parent glass-to-him. He simply
turns on' the current, projects his
light ray at the wall, and, presto |
those who may be on the other side
are exposed to his curlous gaze.
Mr. Marconi knows nothing of this,
but he thinks it also possible. ,
“‘One can. hardly set bounds to
science nowadays,’”’ he observed.
iMarcnni’s time has of late been
given over to the perfecting of his
wireless telephone apparatus and
to the adaptation of wireless to
the uses of the aeroplane in Lon-
don. The first is now complete. For
some time he had a wireless phone
in operation between his office and
the Savoy Hotel, across the street.
He has communicated between
ships at sea at distances of thirty
or forty miles with Iless difficulty
than one would experience in tele-
phoning to a neighbor forty miles
away. He has heard sounds
through his wireless phone when'
efforts were made to telephone from
Berlin to London, but the words
were indistinguishable.  Further
work needs to be done before long
distance telephony may be expect~
ed as a practicability. '

B
A LAPSUS LINGUAE.

| e r—

(The Canadian Courier). '

A prominent newspaperman 1n
Toronto tells a good story. He is &
huge man—both ways. When he
was in England he went to Clovelly,
in Devon, where, at the bottom of &
steep declivity you may catch a
elimpse of the sea.

The newspaperman, who leans to-
wards fatness, toiled down to the
bottom of the rocks and got the
view. Then he looked at the steep
road which he had to climb to get
back. A native of the place came
along, and the newspaperman com-
plained to the old villager that
there should be some motor or trac-
tion car running up the cliffs.

Said the villager: ‘“When the Al-
mighty put those cliffs there He
didn’t expect people to be so lazy,
they would complain about climbing
up and down. DBesides, we don’t
want any motors with their oil and
stench; we don’t want any rocks
railway with their petrol and smell.
In fact, sir, we don’t want any ver-
nacular traffic of any kind!”’

e

The lady wmave him a glass of
whisky. After Sandy finished hig
glass, he exclaimed: “Aweel, my.

lady, there was mever sic a thing in

my young days.’” ‘‘What,” said
the lady, in astonishment, ‘‘no
whisky ¥’ “‘Plenty whisky, but nev-<

er sic a wee glass,” replied Sandy.|
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cribs and granaries.

Build Concrete f
Crib Floors and Supports

% TH EY keeptherats, squirrels and other
rodentsfrom carryingaway your profits..
g9 Milligns of dollarsare lost to farmers each
d year through the ravages of rodents 'In

paid by every farmer whose crib floor
isn’t built of concrete.
Concrete crib floors and suppoits stop the waste be-

ol 1 MRand Lh
. 1Ky

Part of this loss 18

cause
-
e They Protect Your Grain 2
‘g Concrete is strong, durable and clean. Itnever wears Mgl
*?}"31 est of all materials for cribs and granaries.
iﬁ’f.}% Wiite for this free book ““What the Farmer can do
}fj.g with Concrete.” ‘
%‘?é" crete and will help every farmer to have better §3

buildings and save money.
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B4l out and needs practically no repairs. It is the cheap-

It tells all about the uses of con- GHu
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R Farmer's Information Bureau
rﬁiﬁlﬁf - - [ ] g
s Canada Cement Company Limited
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Eay 513 Herald Building, Montreal
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