Bave chosen such & ons. Yat
never could explain or account for
curious choice of & woman.

_-#fter a while, from sheer foree of
Ppabit again, he got into his bathing
Edt. Ho caught sight of himeelf in the
1

nv seamed bit of looking-glass that

ung smong the not over-delicata cari-
caturea of French by FEnglish, English
by French, which had apparently ocou-
E'&g many holiday-making schoolboya of

nations. He did not look as if he
tad had a blow. He locked much aa
usual, he thought to himself with a cor
tain bitterness, not at all as though he
had tha choice before him of shooting
himselt or of wmarrying Mary Qrey.
Poor little girl, he thought: that she
should be the alternafive. Sha was tos

to bs married because another
woman had broken his heart.

Ha waa running along the sands now
bare-headed, in his Tinped bathing cos-
tume, a graceful athletic figure,

His eyes went .towards the bathing-
tent. He was too late for Flora. 8She
wae coming back from the sea.

Thenr he saw her turn sharply and
look out to aea. There was an elderly
#reachwoman bathing in the shallow
water near the ahore, that is, if one
might call it bathing, which comistad
in bobhing up and down imn the water
barely reached her knees.

But what grotesque exercise was shs
doing at this momenl? She acemed to
have dropped on her knees in the water,
and to be extending her hands towards
Heaven. Not a sound canme on the wind
but the cry of gnlls, The beach was
Full of merry babbla and iaughter, the
shouting of children at their play, ths
valling of vivacious French people ona
to another.

Suddenly he wunderstood. Not an-
other soul on the beach seemmed to know
what was happening. The French-
woman—why, it was ~Madame IFAu-
rigny. And those bobhing heads like
porks on the surface of the water some
distanca out—they were drifting down
channel. They were the girls he had
been speaking io -haff an hour apo—
Therese and Marle, drowning befors
everyone's eyes.

He uttered one hoarse cry, and ran
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Hke & madman, like an athlete. For-
tunately be had not forgotien his old
form et Oxford. He saw nothing but
those bobbing heads out im the ses, and
Flora plunging inlo the water towards
them. She must not go; she would be
drowned herself; no woman could breaat
that current. Oh, heroic soul, she waa
going. He must stop her, must turn
her back. If she should drown, why, he
had dome well to fove her even if he
must lose her. Not one woman in a
thousand would have been o brave.

“Ng! no!” he shouted, overtaking her
In the shallow water,
save you, and they will be drowned.”

She understcod and let him pass her,
and ptood with the water about her
Teet, her hands clasped a moment. Then
she saw the mother in her paralysis of
terror and ran to her.

“They will be saved,” ahe cried. *They
will be saved! . He is mo strong and
brave. See, he bas reached one of them.
Kg is holdmg her; he is commg back.

i

Sumet]nmg white ﬁuahed by her in tha
surlight. It was the sailor who was in
charge of the bathing, who had fled
through the astonished people om the
beach, stripping off his pmrments 25 he
went Lill he entered the water stark
naked. Poriel Saint Louig had pot had
such a sensation for long, and no one
remembered to be seandalised at this
unprecedented behaviour.

Indeed, Robert Herrick and Gausaet,
a4 the bathing-man waa called, were the
heroes of the hour. Herrick had been
almost drowned by Therese’s long hair,
which had coiled itself about him, buk
he brought her out etill breathing, al-
thongh it tock a good deal of work over
the two girls before they were fGnally
repuscitated.

It -was the kind of ﬂung Herrick de-
tested. He walked through the crowd
ns though he were mevely returning
from bathing, with a face that forbada
praises, and, having dressed himaelf,
anly waited to bear ihat the pgirla wera
all right before etarting for o long walk
aver the -gand hills to a distant village,
where he lunched on oysters and white
wine, an omelette, a salad, and a plate

“I ahall have to -

of cold ham; and was rather ashamed
40 find he could sat with appelits, ul-
though he had lost Flera.

He felt miserable enough, however,
as he recrossed ihe mand hills in the
pink after-glow, when all the miles und
miles of downs and dunes were grey and
rosy in the reflection of the sky. 1le
had made up his mind to one thing: he

was going back to England. Me would
go to-morrow, and escape Medume
D'Aurignyas gratitude, and 1ile fusa

about & very common matter,

which hs
dreaded of all things. I

He let himself into the little house, -

the green door of which opencd on the
silting-room. The windows were open
on the steep, ili-paved litile street, only
the jugs of great hollvhocks to screen
the room from the passer-by. Madame
Polle had not been in to light the lamp,
end the room glimmered in dusk wilh
only the wall sismding out of
shadows.

Someone who lnd been sitting by the
window stood up as he came in. It was
Flora in a pink frock, which showed in
the dusk like the ashes of roses into
which the sunset had lately fallen.

*I wanted to see you,” she said iremu-
lously, “and Madame Polle would have
ma wait.”

1 am sorry you have had tn wnlt for
me,” he said with grave courtesy, al-
though his heart was beaiing wildly.
Why had she conte io him like this?

*I have been sitting with Therese,™
she said. *“They are both ns well ax
possible, but of course suffering from
sheck. Madame D'Aurizny,” she laugh-
ed shyly—“You should hear the things
she says ahout you.™

He stirred uneasily.

“It was the chance that I was going
in to bathe,” he said. “Gausset did
better than I—and you, you would have
drowned yourself in the attempt to save
them.” -

“I know,” ghe said. “Don't you
praise me for atoppinig alill when I was
told? I keew I should have embarrassed

ou.”

“I should have had ic save you, of
course,” he said simply: the dusk hid

the
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the colour that cama o her cheek at his
] .
*Thereao haa lold me,' she snid withy
a sudden timidity, “that—thrra was
something she told Fou—just before: it
was a mistake, of course; and lier mind
has been in troulle about it.  She aaked
me to tlell you that—tihat it was not
itrue—that 1 was engaged to Caplain

Haliburton. I promised [ would teil
you tu night. Thati is why I wailed for
Fou.™

Iln drew & Jong breath, am thnugh 'Y
weight had been rolled off bim.

- am obtiged 10 Mademoisells
Therese for correcling the nistake,” he
said. And thrn, his pnssien overcoming
his old scruples, “I have been in lell
ever sinea 1 heard it

Ha was startled at the boldncas of
his own speech when’ e had made it
The shadows were decper in ilie room
now. She slood up before him glimmer-
ing, and her face drooped like a white
rose. '

“1f it is mot Maliburion it will he
someone else,” he said, almest roughly.

Suddenly her hands went out in ihe
darkness, and fluttered to his breast.

“It will mever he anvone olse,” ahe
anid in & whisper. “I have loved one
man for eight years, and he hns never
asked me for his love”

He caught her hands in his.

“Flora!” he cried.

“Ah1” she said. “Do you umlersiand
at last, Tu think thal I should have
to 1ell you!”

And then Madame Polla brought in
ihe lamy
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By Royal Warrants SOAPMAKERS to their Majesties

THE KING and THE QUEEN, ——
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]ROthC having been brought to Messrs. A. @ F.
PEARS, Ltd., that imitations of their Specialities
are being offered for sale in Australasia they have
authorized Messrs. F.Forrest & Co., 495-7, Bourke
Street, Melbourne, their Agents for the sale of
PEARS' SOAP, to taKe legal proceedings against
‘all persons infringing their Labels, Trade MarkKs,

Rights, @c.




