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‘tand suspemled ns he had released it,
then slowly fulling. A mowment’s silesce;
tho gluw  Fadedl from the aky, and
From wer facr, teo; then swddenly tha
blue evew glimnered with purest sl
e

“Having weglicted to bring your End-

der this tiwe, ionsicar, pray aceept the
use ol mine.”  And she pointed 10 &
ladder Tying half-buried in the
e Belind  him.
Itim=elf a moment in steady
: 1 wnppose there was a ladeder
1 ' he said quictly,
“Uht Al wiy do you suppose—--
Bhe spuke ton lnTiedly, and she began
apain, plexsantly indifferent: “The fores.
ters use o laddr for pruwing, not for
climbing  wieltv, nmnaieur.”

e stralled wver to the thicket, Tifted
the i hulder, an set it ngainat the
wull,  Whenr he Jurd done this he stepp-
el bk, eXamining the offeet atiemtive-
]y, lht‘n. a4 though not satisfied, shifteild

nuru-)r'll the result, noved
dissatisfied. -
¢ s e mused alond, “Y want
to place it exactly where it was that
nigh ke looked back at her in-
terropatively.  “Wux it abost where [
have plieed it ¥ .

Her face wun inscrutalbbe.

“Or” it eomtinned thoughtfully, “was
it an ineli or two this way? I conld tell
exactly if the moon were up.  Still"—
he eonshlerrd the ladder attemtively—
"E might bho able to fix it with sume aec-

ru-tic

T

cursey il you  would help me.  Will
Fou?”
“F do not aderstand,” ghe said.
MOb. it is nothing—still, if  you

wouldw't wmind  aiding me to wttle a

matter that interests me—woukt you?”
“With plensure, monsienr,” she said

Inditferently. “What slmll I do®”

Se he monnted the Jadder, crussed the
wull, and stoenk on a stone nmicle on his
side, lvuking down at the ladder.

“Now,”” he said, “if you woukd be 2o
aminble, mdanme, as to stand on the
Tauidler for m moment you eould aid e
e lm-b

*Moung | th»t ludt'lt‘r munsleur”’

Rhe eanght his eyes fixed on ler; for
just an . instant. she hesitated, then met
them pleadily . eneugh; mdeﬂl & frow-
Imgz . anl, innoeent - curiosity  widoned her
gaze,, wnd she, swiled and Lifted her pret-
ty sbouldera—ijust.. a trifle, and her
2kirin just A trifle, toe; aml, with a grace
that made him tremble, she mosmted €l
bler, step by -step, until her leag aml
ehioulders were on v level with his own
arrim the wall

“Aml now?* ule ask._(l raising  fer
q,dsm\\-q '
“Fhe  moon,* iu- maild  unsteadily,

rht to he llhuut—thm:""

“Where '

Shw: turned  her r\(‘s mullunu;,ly +ky-
wurl '
But his heart had him by the throat
midl bie was past afl speech.
Woell, oo She  waited  in
swrelest  patien Presently: “Have
you finikhed yowr astranemical ealecla-

ticns?  And may [ deseemd ¥ He tried
to speak, but was =0 luug abort it that

she waid very kindly: *“You are trying
to lncate the soon, are you not®”
“No, mailane—only a shadow”
A shasdow, mowsicur P —langhing.
"A shadow—n  #ilhowctte’”
“of wlhat 77
“OF A—a woman’s lead agaiost
maoan.”’

the
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“Monsivur, for a realist you are ss-
touislingly romantic. Uh, yuu see
was right!  You deo belong in a bock.”

“Yui, alsn,” bhe rail, scarvcely recog-
nizing his own voice “Men—in buoks

—le well to risk wll for une word, <ne
glance from you; men—in  books—do

well to die for you, who veign without
a pe.r in all romanee——"

“Monsiour,” faltered.

But he L found his volee—eor
something like it—and he manl:
are right to rebake rontng:
shudow, life the wabata
und as long ax you hve
love vou;

nfte

living wea must
as 1 luve you, Countess of

Bemoin"

O she hn—-nlll. o trtmuhrudy “oh,
yuuo—yoir think that?  You think I am
the Conntess of Senwis?  And that is

why- .
For A mument er wid: eyes imrdened,
then flashed brilliant with tear
*Is that your romanee, mo
the rounnce of a Countess Is
claration for nustreas or serv

the Countess v for lier soeretary—who

sametines mekes her powns, toot  Ah,
the sorvy ramnance! Your declaration de-
serveed an audicnee more fitting *

“My decluration was  made 2 week
apga!  The moon and yon were audience
emnonrh. 1 love you”

“Munsfeur, . f—L beg you to release

my hamt >

TNa; vou matat lmten——l’or the veil of
ronunes ig ment and we sre face to face
in the living world! Do you think & real
man cares what title you wear, if you
but wear his name? Countess that you
are not, woman that you are, is there
nmthing in Heaven or earth that cau
mak= love more than love? Veil your
benutiful tyae eyes with ronwance, and
answer ne; lonk with clear, tilllroublml
Ccyed upon threbbing, pul-mtjng life; and
HAuEwer mie!  Love iz mo more, no s,
than love. 1 ask fur yours; | gave you
mine w week ngo—in onr fivst kisa”

Her face wus white as a flawer; the
Ievel beauty of Ier cyrs set him tremb-
Fing. .

“{iive chance,” he breathed.
“L anr rot mad euough to Lope that the
Hghtning struck  ua both  ac o ningle
fluab,  Give me, in your charity, a
chines—a little aid where 1 stand stun-
ne blinded, ahone—you who une  still
sew cloarly !

e ane

RBhe «did not atir or speak or cease to

witeh himy fronr wnwavering eyea; he

leanwml forward, drawing her inert hands-

togretly between Inis own; bt she freed

iverimg,
e ot ray ome word fo me?”

wil.

he fale
“Three, monsiewr,”
sthres

Her eyea closed,
covered thens with her shder Tands:
“L--Tove—you.™

Before tlre moon =~ appeared she had
taken leave of him. her hot, young facz
pressed to hix, striving to say something
for which she found no words. lir tue-
mulows sefence she furned ju hia arms,
unelasping his ltand< aal yeilding  her
own in frageaut adien,

“Bo you not knaw, oh, mest wonderful
of lovers—ila rou mat know ' lwr eyes
were saying. but her lips were mation-
Tess; st waited, relonetant,  trenbling.
he eould not understand—he did not
vare, and the knowlodge of it snifased
Ter very soul with a vadianee that trans-
figrnree her.

Mo =l left him, the
wioun stlvering the 1rees,

promise of  the
Al e siood

; and you hive,

there on Lhe wall, waliching the lighta
bremk out in the windowns of her houne—
stood thers while his soul drifted sbove
the world of woonlit shadow foating -t
his fert.

“Smith!”? .

Half roused he - twrned and looked
down. The mounlight glimmered on
Kingxhury’s single eyeglasa. After . mo-
ment hiv senscs veturncd; he descended
to the ground and peered at Kingsbuory,
rubhing his eyes.

With voe accord they started toward
the house, movimy alm;ly, uhoulder ty
shanlder.

"Not that I personally eare,” brgan
Kingsbury, “I am sorry emly om ac-
count of my couniry.- -1 wis, perhaps,
preeipitate; but 1 purchased one bund-

“roul and seven dolls of Madvmoiselle Ples

sis—her private sreretary— 7"

“Wiat!”

“With ~whom,” contimmed Kingsbury
thonghitfutly, T am agreeably in love.
Huch matters, Smith, cammot be wholly
controlled by n sense of duty to one's
couniry. Heanty amt rank weldom ioin-
cide exocpt in fiction. It appears™—he
removed his single eyeghass, polished it
with his lmndkerchiei, Teplaeed ik, and
examined the meoon—"1t apprars>
continued bladly, “that it is the Coon-
tess of Semneis whe is—eh—30 1o speak,
afflicted -with red hair. . ., |, The
wmoon—nhem-——in preteronturally  bright
Lhis evening, Smith.”

After a moment  Swith halied and
turned, raising hie steady eyes to thas
pale mirror of living fire above the for-
esi,

“Well”  Wegan Kingsbury jrmitably,
cauw't you say somcthingt”

“Nothing more than 1 have =aid {o
her already—ihough she were Empress
of the World!'” murmured Smnitn, star-
ing fixedly-at the moon.

‘I’ampl’eu! of what?
y()ll

“No,” said Swith dreamiiy, “yon must
not try to. It is a long journey to the
sunumer mwon—a long, long jouwrney. T
started wher ¥ was a child; T reached
it & week agn; I relurned to-night. And
to you know what I diseovered there?
Why, man, 1 discovered the veil of 1sis,
aml I looked behind ik And what do
you suppoke 1 found? A ehild, Kings-
bury, 2 winged ehild, who laughingly
Tanded me the keys of Frlcu' What do

I do not follow .

¥ou think of that??

But Smith had taken ico many liber-
ties with the Enplish . languap~ and
Kingsbury was far {vo mad to spenk.

BETTER AND BRIGHTER.

MISS MARGARET RAVEN OF

BYDNEY

TELLING HOW JOY OVER- .
CAME HER PDESPAIR

“There is mo joy like the juy of being
agnin in:perfect health after yon have
been disabled, so Lo speak, by the paing

WRITES A LETTER ~

ant afiereffects of & long, tedivus il |

ness, This is the
written on Decemler 7th, 1904, by Misa
Margaret Raven, of 127, Quny-strect,
Lhime, Syvdney, in which she most gra-
phically describes her pains, and the

spirit of o letter -

wearying eifecis of the disease—imliges- -

tion—that tortured her for fears.

In her letter she says: *! dow't think
anyone in the worlt has suifered more
eruclly from indigestion than | have.
For years it bloited all happimess vut
of my life, and hrought me almost to
the grave. It maide we weak, thin, pale,
and erveless, unable to eat, sleep, work
or enjoy any of the plensures of soeiety.
¥ was then resulimg at Myde Park, Ade-
lnide, Sonth Australin, of which ety I
ain a native. My case baffled uli the
xkill ol knowledge of my docters. In
the end [ evuld not retain food o my
stommnch; and the nere sight of food
often made me retch and vemit §ill I
was exhausteif. The straining from this
eause frequently brought om a bleeding
from the lungs which slarmed me lest it
gkt Le fonsumption. Abont two years

back. on the faith of adviee from a near -

.

friend, I began to take Muther ‘ieigt-l'l""

Hyrap.

“Ta my great joy  Mother Seipel's
Hyrup proved to be quite as goal as ny
frieml had represented it to be. From
the first it enabled we to retain my
food, and within a ecoupte of weeks I
regwined my losi appetite. Day Ly day
there was 8 marked Improvement iz my
health . anit appearance.

“1 felt Blike a. better and brighter hl:-
ing. Instead of moping about the heuse, "
dejected and listless, I was sven able to
take acrive interest in the affaivs of life,

After a few monihs of perseverance with . -

the medicine my health was thoreughly
re-establiched, nml 1 still remwin quite
well and happy.” -
The strongest tfhtnnonv in  Misa
Raven's case is e¢nntained in the seven
words at the close of her Teiter, “b still
remmain quite well amd bappy!” .
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