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Bhe was seated in the garden‘a,t
the hotel, & mass of chiffori, auburn
Aslr, flowing draperies, open-worked
stockings, and brown, high-heeled
aboes. On her knees Iay a sketch of
the snow-capped mountzins as seen
from the distance. Drawing was the
ahief accompiishment in wkich she
axosllied.

*“I feel bemutiful, Spot,” sald she,
addresing her fatthful fox terrier,
who wagged his tail intelligently in
rusponse to her remarks. ‘I feel
beautifiil, and also pleased, for am I
not gowned for table d'hote? No
more dressing to-day, my dear Spot-
tle. How do you Hke my frock?

*Tis not my only—1 have better still,
And what you see is but my desha-
bille.

“It is a pity, isn’'t it, Spot, that
there’s no one to see me but you, the
mountains, the lake and the buzzing
fles?”’

The sun had just touched the lunx-
uriant red brown hair with a deeper,
richer tint when Miss Amos became
conscious that fwo tourists, Anglais
decidely, were coming across the
gravel path.

“Col. Ashmaore, by all that T'm
worth,” she murmured to herself.
“And another; I wonder who he is.
Col. Ashmore! What shall I do? It's
the firat time I've seen him since I
refused him. Down, 8pot, down'
Don't add to my discomfiture by
making that horrible row.”

Yes, it was the gallant D. 8. O
Evelyn Amos had of late gquestioned
herzelf very frequently as to tho san-
ity or !nsanity‘ of rejecting such a
Qesirable offer—distingutshed, rich,
and, moreover, a most agreeable
man. She could never satisfactorily
sanswer herself,

What was the good of marrying a
man with whom all the rest of the

women were in love? Why should

she follow the common, senseless
herd? She, a beauty and an heiress!

Barbara Montgomery, BEvelyn's

particular friend, had jJudiciouysly
pointed out the advantages and dis-
sadvantages of ‘'such a matrimonial

venture, and in her summing up the}:

former considerably outbalanced the
Intter. Evelyn thought Barbara's
suggestion vulger when she quoted
the hackneyed saying that ‘“There
are as godd ‘fish:in the sea as ever
came out of-it.” T’hu daia: ngt seem
to her pertlnent as applled “to her-
self and, Col. Ashmore. The idea that
perhaps he would console himself in
a richer and more beautiful direc-
tion BEveélyn repudiated with ' dis-
dain. :

“More beautiful!” She was. valn
enough to think that with auburn
halr undyred, falr ecomplexien non-
mpaaged, perfect figure, feet and
hands, she could carry the world be-
fore her; in fact, she was proud “of
anything and everythlng that  be- |,
longéd to that marvelous viaion ot
beauty, Evelyn Amos. -

And who was Barbara to preach
that Eustace Ashmore would soop
fly to some Oné more appreclative
and congenial? Barbara, a common-
piace little creature, who could
scarcely string together a ~ouple of
sentences grammatically. Had not
she, Bvelyn, been the belle of every
plmce she had honored with her pres-
ence? Fly from her, indeed! What
nonsense; and here was a proof.

S0 on this glorious June day- when'
Col. Ashmore stood- beside her she
felt no sort of surprise whatever

- What more -natural- than  that this.

man, ‘who- & ‘sesson.-and & hait ago:
bad been her veriest slave, shouid|
now have returned to his allegiince?
Here he was on the véry first avall-
sble opportunity’ hurrylng to meet
her sgain. Gratified vanity made her

eyes sparkle, although she np.tterod ‘

herself that she looked as if she siw’
1o one for whotn shé felt the slight-
est Interest.

T am delighted to meet you, Miss
Amos,” sald Col. Ashmore. He was
not in the least mervous, but then
men don’t carry their hearts on their

sost sleeves—this was Evelyn's com-‘

forting reflsction. .
*“I. heard you were comln“g\ to
Lausanne,” he continued, extending |

- Ma--hand - Bvelyil ~ cotidescendtigly

offered hers and at the same time
wondered why she had never.real-
ised before the charm of this man’s
personality. Many-of ihe sterner sex
look well in their silk hats, frock
coats and amart dress suits; this
man in  whatever élothes he wors:
seemad exactly suited to the p!ace
and the hour.
SNo need, Miss Amons, to ask how
you m?n
Bvelyn smiled most graciously,
fully aware that the accommodatitg
sun was still Hghting with its gold-
o bue her oceans of chestnut hair.
“This 1= my cousin Norton,” he
sontinued. “XMr. Herman Norton is
like yourself, a painter; and vou two
ought to becpme great Nrlends.”
But Evelyn c¢ould only think of
g‘e _tall, upright . m=ab . -before -her.-
he ever asked her .to: marry
Suveisshe b “Terass himT
must-have - dreumed- this
opisode &t her cmreer—it could
not be true, Could he ever forgive.

. hr bad -iaste-and the-harny dt-nat |

ave done him?. After .all i+ had |
been bravado. Nowmwen, it
would have been s brave person who
vould have dared to have sald any-
in his depreclation in her pre&

fBubm Montgomery's word: m-

lemod to her. “Bustace Ashwmop

M good as he is handsome, an
sa be is tall, » man absdlutely ‘di-

. vda ol' swagger and coneo! »

tboueo a!au vork: *om!m ‘ﬁ! i
muux us pemambar aw well ag Toki -
ot, and Evelyn had of Iaté remem~|

bered s great deal, and now Eus-
taté waa beslde her once min—«-of
his owm sccord.

8he had Dbeen sbromd with m
xmaider aunt, Miss Miman, and

they had deen travelint inces-
santly for a yeir and thrés months
~—theolr list ainy was in Sicily. They

heard litile of thelr friends and

their affairs, as both Evelyn and her

sunt had tabooed all corréspond-

ance, o for the spuce of ffteen’

months they had been pmct!cnl!y

out of the world that inds iis bonnd‘
aries in London [§fe.

Now they were txoth en rout home
and beginning to hear the echoes of’
the park. Her heart was full, for she:
rezlized that she was near the man
of all othérs she most desirad to!
see. “‘Eustmce the Rejected,” am
Barbara laughingly hed christened’
him, was at her side to bid her wel-
come back.

“Becanse ¥ was a fool once,” she
thoughe, there is no reason why I
should be a fool again, and, thank
goodness, It s easy to say ves or no.
Everything comes to him or her—
which &s {t?—who waits.”

Pleasantly consclous that her
mind was fully made up she turned
to reapond to Herman Norton's
bralny tittle-tattle ‘on art and books, .
thinking to herseif that he was a
good clvillan copy¥y of hia militsry-
cousin. .

Presently the boom of the dinner
gong scunded across the award. Cob
Ashmore shook his llmbs as he got

up from his seat, remarking: “How |

well you draw, Miss Amos; that's &
capital castle.” -

“That's not a castle, you duffer,”
Jaughed Herman, as he offered to re-
Heve Col. Ashmore of . Evelyn's
sketoh, “That’s the large hotel on.
the hill at Evian les Bains orver yon-
der.””

“0Oh, I thought if was the cutla of
Chillor. I wordered at it having
raised 1tself to such an exalted posi-:
tion 800 many miles above the level
of the lake or sea*

- Laughingly they made thelr way

toward the Beau Rivage, mutually |

pleased with one another and .more
than pleased with thelir ind!vidul!

how it was that Hustace had not spo-
keri much in praise of thix hand-
someé and clever girl.  Hé was him-
self quite in & fair way to Aucoumb |

to’ her fascinations. Nvelyn was tell- {

ing Lermelf that it wis natufal: that

Buatace should wisbh her to “be en-}> =

rapport’ with his’ re!atlm, never- i’
her lite’ had she felt ‘so uuppy ;nd w
much ot peace. B

As they entered’ tha hotol und
mounted the parapet they ~wers:
joined by some one elss. A vision in

a white frock, bliie mash, curly black .| eyes

bhadr, & wez retiocusse, and uuzhm‘x
brown eyés. ““*You truants, you \
be dreadfully late for dinner. Qh‘

you've found Evelyn, have you?"] -

The brown-eyed girl made a dait at-

‘her blue-eyed friend and demonstra- |

tively embraced her.
“Barbaral”

prised.

“Who ever expected to see you
tere of all people in the world? Is
It really Bnr’bara. or her astral
body?" : Co

*“1 am no astral body, Eveiyn, but '}
veéry much alive. Aré you- not luf-' '

prised to see Bustacs?
*Indeed I'was.”

ol Ashmore had ae-eenaoc %b-’ '

steps.” Evelyn turhed uway- to bldo'
her tell-imle countenanes;” which ﬂio

teared mright revedt: to Baibaia the
Jox he:Laltt mmx amwm kﬁ-a

mireragain, - A oo

N

L'anonr ne se commmtie?pu; - )
. %0t egrutse, he hus told you?” sud<}
Bu-bura scamparad ‘down the stairs)’

following in ‘the wake of t.he :dmiud 4

Golonel. . s SRR

" eerold:- me what’" aﬁd Ewlyn

Jooked toward Herman Norton fos

quiringly. - 3
“’1 supposs she meant my comln’l

marriage, but,” of course, -you knew
he was married & year ago?” B

“Married! Married!”
**And whom has he married?"
. “Barbara.” - . .

Pnduewukiﬁoc!mcky!’oku-ﬂsym

el et

.- Ome: O Boston's. - firemont Sment-f-

cians was speaking: ‘“‘Paderewski is
wcrut pisnist, but he is aiso 8 xraat
poker player—ma fact that very few
le seem to ‘be aware of. He's &
 gteat poker playar, that in the senwse |

that he is immensely enthusiastle, § ..«
for be certainly has no great Juek -

at the gxame, though he calls 1t the:
bomt sport in the world and nevey:
misses & chance to ‘play, in spite of .

the . experience which must have {}
taughtchimm by this time that he ;x-, ‘

most !nvarlnblg\ loses,

. *T've played at the same ttbla
with him just once, but I never shall-
forget that evening. A Beacon'
Street’ millionafire had qive:i & -
siéate st° his home sind Paderewski

had presided at the plano for some- .

thing like an bhour; we were all of

s wonlering Wwhat he had been } .

pald, I remember. Now the host is
An enthuatsst. fn.‘the. great AR |

can game,” and somehow Pederewski |

Theard thfs. Wherefore ke propeséd
a game, and when he was told that

American gentlemen  never play. for.] ‘

money with thelr guests, he was so
keenly cut up, as well as 50 ipsist-

ent, that fn the end a table was| ’~

formed, and somewhere along shout
‘1 o'clock ‘we began piay. We stopped |

fabout daybreak, with Padorewski
{more thart five thousand dolhri Im

than hy began with,
“But then it wana cheui gime Ibr
the muosiefin, as our host told

Inter that he had recefved :mqo M.,v i

nlwmtmmmo‘ K

selves. Herman" Nortoni  wondered |

ef;aggw SIS TS ORTINT R
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and how necessary tt is in ﬂm }m‘
our people. Asa w:tM}s Clmmh "
it has noy equal )

- The NAKM Q&tholm !Im J'\musi'

TR

;.-

Not a devotional magnzine, buta higkv
class family journal, edited esp gllvf
for Catholic homes. Safe and .sans.
without being dry. ' Interesting miths .
out bemg frwckpu& o ow

sumé of the Gontrtlimon'wh‘o‘ iﬂ
MEN AND, womi;m T
His Emm“_ga I

- His Emf amies Carding} 'Gi
‘Pathier Coppens,. Willism Jemings Krysn;'
Clement H. Congdon, Rév.. Rdwin win Priry; o7
Anm C, in?gue, Hester i’:g, IOVEEnOr- )
La.Follette. Julign Hawthorne, Richard Harls. .
ing {)av;s. Madame Schixmannrﬁcmk\ Jolig .
. Uri 1loyd, Eihel Shac‘ke ford, William Allen
' 'White, Paul de Longnrd; Miita¢ I{@Istml"
Bellamy Storér, Grace: Keon, Prof. Wolf. Vo
Sehierbrand, Hamilton W, Mahle“‘mmﬁ
I‘mncis l‘:gan. A,J Boex, Ss:umus\ Mcmuut.
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Riiss Amos was gonuinely wsur- {
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