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Anna Abbott, debutante of the previ-
ous year, had teased Mrs. Morris into
«allowing her protegee to spend the
summer with her at the Abbotts’ coun-
try place in Twyeffort-by-the-Sea. “It

_ promises 10 be a Jolly’season, and, you
know, it will give Liana a nice little
foretaste,” she had argued sagely. So,
accompanied by Anna’s maid, they set
off for Twyeflort, whence the family
had gone gome weeks in advance.

. They had something like two hours
to travel and a compartment quite to
themselves. The maid put her feet up
comfortably and dozed at intervals.
Anna was in high spirvits. At last she
had dear Liana quite to herse!f. Liana
took her so thoroughly in  earnest,
which her other friends did not; she
sympnthlm(] so fully and, above all, so
quietly, making just the fun of her
that was essential to prevent her
brooding.
inal ideas about everything from the
arrangement of a ribbon upward. Yes,
decidedly, shie was a dear!

fort for the last fortnizht,”
gan tentatively.
ehocolate mint.
*1 have been thinking ft,”
tr. her prettily deliberate English. !
“Why, you witch? And how?”

She beld out a box of

Liana shrugged her shoulders slight-

ly and reached for another chocolate
mint.
“Why and how "

ing in the air!” She
gompanion merrily
long lashes.
“Tease! Auyhow you're ‘going to find
Margaret quite your style of girl. You
will like Charles, too—for my sake at

glanced at her
from benegth her

least?”
“Of course.” replied Liana dmﬁuroly
as a nun. The Maitlands had been

spending their summers at Twyeffort
for several years and were neighbors
to the Abbotts. By her own account |
Anna was deeply in love with Charles,
the only son.

*O}y look here,”. exclaimed Anna, sit-
ting bolt upright with an energy that
split the chocolates and nearly woke
the maid. *The greatest fun in the
world would be to have you lose your
heart to that wonderful personage they
bave up there!”

“No doubt.” Liana leaned back
against the cushioned seat and laugh-
ed softly for & whole minute. *“But |
what wonderful personage, goosie?"”

“Oh, a painter or sowmething. He's
up with Charles for a month or
They were chums in Paris,
But, on the whole, I guess you won't
like bhim. This is what Margaret says
in a letter I got yesterday.”
hunted in her pocket and pulled out an
envelope. “I kept it on purpose to
read to you,” she explained. 'Then she
found the place she wanted.

“M. Peyrac is a man of surprising
beauty, and Le has the face of an an-
gel, but he's impossible. He remem-
bers my existence every now and then
and comes up to me with his gleaming
eyes. He has eyes that make you

I believe.

-

think a declaration at the very least i3 |

coming. Instead of that this is what
one gets: ‘Have you bathed this morn-
fng, mademoiselle? 1 did not see you
fn the water.” Not very consoling
when you happened to be in the water
under his nose all the time. The first
thing you venture to say that is not
monosyllabic off goes his attention
goodness knows where. You can see
his eyes roving in every direction but
yours."

The girls looked out of the
dow and laughed.
that morning.

Twyeffort was a pretty place, uniting
the advantages of seaside and country.
Tlfe Abbotts’ home was built facing
the sga, with its garden sloping in
three wide terraces toward the beach.
Back of the house and behind the
winding white road that led to the lit-
tle station there were green and shady
walks. Charles and Margaret Mait-
and had driven to meet Ania and her
friend.

Secretly Liana was disappointed in
the nine days’ wonder she had heard
80 much about. But she liked Marga-
ret the moment she saw her. She de-
clded there was a soul behind her
dark, purple eyes and perhaps a trifle
of gadness mingled with the sweetness
of the unworldly mouth, as of one who
yearned overmuch.

Liana went about for the first few
days admiringly. The bowlder down
on the beach was such a mighty one!
That shadowy nook, further down,
formed by the rocky overhang, was
such a fine place to read in of a warm
day! That spot in the woods where
the overbranching was so heavy, leav-
ing no more sky at your head than at
your feet, was just like a tiny chapel!
But the discovery that brought her
most joy, touched, it may be, with a
ghade of pain, was a fine old magnolia
tree.

The second evening after thelr ar-
rival Charles fetched his artist friend
over to call. He was, indeed, as Mar-
garet had described bim, a man with a
face of surprising beauty, a clean cut,
even profile, a clear, open alr complex-
fon, frank, innocent eyes and waving
hair of the palest Saxon yellow.

car win-
They were merry

A

s

Then she had the most orig- |

“Phe Maltlands have been in Twyef- |
Anna be- |

“Well, then, you have been so—walk- |

80. |

Anna |

Charles had met him in the Bohemia
‘of Paris, being fond of the same effects
in literature which his Gallie friend se-
and
of fact,

cured
brush.

with
As a

an indolent
matter

facile
Peyrac

Peyrac sat down to talk by Liana’s side.
knew Paris from the towers of Notre |
Dame to the debouchment of the sew-
or's.

“What do you suppose we have been
doing today?’ asked Charles as they |
all sat on the old fashioned poreh in
I the moonlight.

“Playing tennis? Smoking cigarettes?
Getting into a tangle of talk?"
ed Anna accommodatingly.

“Not at all,”" replied Charles scorn-
{ fully. “We have been improvising a
sftudio in a building outside the hous.,
where our riend. here ean work con-
tinually—except when he's doing one
of those few things you just mention-
| ed.”

“I brought my canvases and colors
with me,” M. Peyrac explained. HIs
| voice was clectrie and deep,
touch of Gallic accent so slight as to
require a fastidious ear to notice that
it was an accent at all.

Presently Anna discovered that she
wanted to show Charvles how high the
vine had grown that he helped her
'pl:mt last seasan. The vine was on the
{other end of che wide porch, of course.
Peyrace, getting up fyom the steps
where he had been sitting, pulled 2
i low chair forward and sat down to
talk by Liana's side. He said nothing
much, but he put vivacity into every-

snggest

said Liana |

' thing he uttered. Unconsciously the
! girl contrasted him with De Witte
| Morris.

“The little vine over there 'seems to
be large in its powers of attraction,”
Peyrac commented at last. And then
e humnied:

Quand las canards vent deux a deu.
| C'est qu'ils ont a parler entre eux.

“But that Is not always true,
!sieur,” laughed Liana,
fabsurdity of the words.

mon-
tickled at the
“We, for in-

'stance, can have nothing particular to |

| say."”
CHAPTER V.

M. Peyrac had just finished dressing
ithc next morning when the sound of a
girl's voice drew him to the window,
| which was open.
| Out in the garden, near to the box
{hedge which divided the Maitlands'
grounds from the Abbotts’, stood Lia-
‘na. She was stooping forward, play-
{ing with Silver, Anna's beautjful grey-
{hound. In one hand she held a sort of
scarlet wrap, a fragile, silken, feather-

[weight thing, which had proved too
Iwarm for her shoulders. The other

!lmml wias stretched out seductively to
i the dog leaping after her. The scarlet
Ishowed vividly against her white
{morning gown, a little erystal buckle
'thhhml at her waist, aud the sunshine
caught the waving hair, the pink
cheek, the white moving hand, the lace
ruflles at her throat and wrist.

For a moment only Peyrac stood still
and watched.

The girl was yet playing with the
hound, when she turned suddenly with
a smile on her lips, and there in the
full glare of the intoxicating June sun-
light she met the man's eyes for the
first time. A blind feeling of helpless-
ness and Indetinite longing ending
somewherefround her heart in a thud
of indescribable pleasure  passed
through her frame.

She pulled herself together angrily,
and the smile vanished. *“Go down,
Silver,” she said severely to the dog,
whose paw was making for her shoul-
der. Clearly this was shyness pushed
to the verge of absurdity. She must

conquer the ridiculous feeling, must
speak.
“Good morning, monsieur. It is go-

ing to be a warm day, do you think?"
She nearly forced the words thrcugh
her lips, which had remained parted all
the time.

Peyrac did not hear the words.
was studying the girl intently.

“Pardon me,” he said, putting his
head on one side and drawing his eye-
lids together as he concentrated his
gaze upon her. “People forgive paint-
ers for personalities, and you don't
know how much I should like to get
¥yo'1 on canvas, just as you are, the dog
and all.”

The blood invaded Liana's cheeks,
slowly at first; then, as she realized his
meaning, in a hot blaze of crimson.

“I do not aspire, monsieur, to be an
artist's model.” She walked

19 years were capable of.
But this was only the beginning.
Mrs. Abbott in the drawing room, she
became aware that Peyrac was stand-
ing with the group of people on the
porch and was looking in through the
French window. She threw back her
lovely head and sang with exultation.
“HEven then,” she told herself after-
ward, “I must have been loving him
without knowing.” She sang the old
Spanish ballad of the knight errant,
and when she came to the last lines—

Some day more kind I fate may find,
Some night kiss thee—

N

with a |

He |

toward |
the house with as much dignity as her |

That evening, as she was singing for |

she marveled at the beauty of her own
voice; her face flushed, her eyes spar-
! kled. She knew that she was doing her
| best.

But evidently the artist had taken no
notice of that lovely young volice; it
was only her face that attracted him.
As they were getting ready for bed
that night Anna said:

“What have you done to our invul-
nerable painter? He remarked, when
he heard yvou singing awhile ago, that
he just tingled for his brushes. He
wondered i it would be possible for
you to sing that same song in the same
way, unaccompanied, in his studio.”

This seemed a little too much. He
not only wished to use her as a model,
put he even wished to have her moods
and expressions subject to his orders!

Liana was perched upon a bedpost.

limbs
akimbo,

dangling
the
Anna was

floorward, one arm
‘ other behind her back.
reclining on an ottoman,
3 smoothing out her ribbon sash.

| “Well,” she said, as Liana made no
| reply,

g“(ln you think you,can oblige him?%”

] Liana's only comment was to tap up-
jon the heel of her right slipper with
[ the toe of her left.

“He says,”
ously, “that you have a great deal of
! scenie effect about you, whatever that
means. I confess I'm not sure of the
term.”

*Neither am 1" Liana's
per landed many yards off across the
floor.

The next Gay she caught the obnox-
i fous, rude man stepping backward sev
Il'l:ll times to get her in p(-lsp(\cti\v.
{Once he actually ventured to make a
[tube of Lis hand. When he put it to
'hw eye and turned his head sideways,
| serewing up one side of his face, Liana
{eouldn’t help noticing in spite of her
lvexation that the corner of the lip
which ‘was thus drawn up exposed
| some magnificent white teeth. IHow-
ever, she said:

“You are extremely impolite,” and
then, with a sudden fear that he might
compliment her on the effect of anger
on her face, she turned and left him.

It was with direct reference to the
advancement of his art that Peyrac set
to work to interest and make friends
with Liana. IHe found his way beset
with difficulges, and at the end of a
fortnight he bad to acknowledge that
he had made no progress at all. He
had come to Twyeffort meaning to do
some landscapes and sea views. But,
, fudge, how tiat they seemed now! He
| was a portrait painter if anything, and
at last the gods had led him to a being
| who appealed to the power within him
' as no one yet ever had done. He must
| paint this girl; by Jove, he must!

But, even supposing she consented,
there was a ditliculty. The wonder of
her face was its expression—the way
itho spirit gleamed through her
! tures.
| ingly changeable and evanescent.
times it was marvelously like
silk.
must be strongly moved—moved, for
instance, as she had been by the sight |
| of the sunset on the sea the other even-
| ing. Plainly one could not get sunsets
 and seas into the studio. But"—

I Sapristi! He would do it. Why not?

He knew bhimself to possess a charm

for women, a charm that was all the
| more potent Lecause he had seldom
" cared to use it.
| Then it was that he changed his tac-

tics. He ceased fuming and fretting
‘at being thwarted in his will; instead
he looked at Liana with a compelling
! tenderness in his eyes, and he spoke
to her in tones that were a more sub-
tle music to her ear than any she had
ever heard.
weigh life in the balance; he scorned
the idea that right and wrong should
enter into a man's caleulations.

As to the girl, she was as unsophisti-
cated in her comprehension of the emo-
tions as the man was familiar and ex-

' perienced. She only knew that she sang
these days as she never before had
I sung and that she felt the need to sing
| continually. She called it practicing
when she spoke of it, but it seemed
to her as if it were really taking breath.

However, Peyral was as powerless as

ever to oﬂ‘wt the one wish of his heart;
! she would not sit to him. One day he

studiously let fall some words about
! his intended departure the followirg
I week. He spoke to Liana alone, and
his face looked stolid.

The girl's heart bounded, then stood
| still. It was some seconds before she
felt it beat agaln. A reckless determi-
nation took possession of her.

“Why are you going?’ she said. Her
wvoice was cold, almost hard.

“Because I've nothing to paint here,”
he answered curtly, “nothing that suits
me, at least.”

“Would you stay if you could paint
| me?”’

“Yes.”

“Then stay,” she said in the same
dull tone.

He seized her hands like a man be-
slde himself with joy. Bending over
them to drop a kiss, he whispered the
one word, “Darling!”

But to himself he said,
fortune at the next Salon!”

That night, after Anna had gone to
sleep, Liana slipped out of bed and,
| leaning her elbows on the sill of the
open window, she sat for a long while
letting the cool air fan her brow. Her
ears were full of Peyrac's infectious
| tones, her pulses still throbbed with
his mesmeric touch. She reached over
to the dressing table and, taking up a
cerimson rose which she had placed
there in a tiny vase, she klssed it pas-
slonately. Peyrac had glven it to her,
and in this wise: His artistic eye had
not liked the magnolia flower which
she had carried about with her that
even/ng; the milky whiteness had
brought out unpleasant tints In her
smooth skin. *“The crimson sults your
Castilian beauty better, senorita,” he
had said as he handed her the rose.

“Poor, dear Inocencio!” sighed Liana

“Fame and

! The early lizht was the

She was perfectly poised, her slender | !
| dle of the

but kept on dangling her limbs. | ’ !
| resting slightly on the portiere.

pursued Anna mischiev- |
i Ingly
| proudly as a woman.

right slip-

| own.

fand back

fea- |
Her expression was so madden- |

At |
shot |
To get the effect be wanted she '

It was beneath Peyrac to |

fularly to

| demusely, recalling this little instance,
| “He never found fault with

me and
the magnolia.” But the sense of cap-
ture was upon her, and even while she
felt indignant and resentful for having
been forced to yield about the picture
there.was a strange se nse of sweetness
in submission.

By and by in the qltm nate light and
shadow of the trees down below a
small, red spark appeared, moving reg-
and fro, but the foliage was
too thick for her to see it. It was Pey-
rac's cigar. Ie had just come out from
his studio, where he had been choosing
a cauvas, placing it on an easel and
arranging a model stand preparatory
to the first sitting the next morning.
¢ The appointment was for 9 o'clock.
best, “I'll give
her a half hour's grace,” he had said,
but punctually to the minute the han-
door turned, and Liana was
on the threshold. He turned quickly
to greet her.

She stood framed
tained doorway,
up round her

in the dark cur-
her long dress caught
in one hand, the other
It was
an attitude of grace and beauty, and
she looked upward at him with eyes
that were bewildering in their mani-
fold lights. She looked at him appeal-
as a child, innocently as a girl,

“Dearest,” he exclaimed,
take that pose?
for you?”

The gentle bheauty of that first word
pervaded the rest with a light of its

“could you
Would if be too hard

“Try me and see,” she said,
soft exultation in her voice.

And when at last the picture was fin-
ished it was wonderful indeed. Even
those ignorant of the art of painfing
could sce that. Peyrac had decided
that his subject should be dressed in
queenly apparel. There were jewels
on the slender shoe, from which the
wind about the door was supppsed to
blow the garments back a little, and
jewels on her fingers and at her throat.

with a

She was wrapped in a rich cloak or
rather coat of strange cut, of that
dusky, rose sheen of which Tintoretto
alone seems to have mastered the yel-
lowing tones, but which the brush here
hadscaught and rviveted. However, it
was the face that was the wonder.
The child, the girl, the woman—the
painter had put them all into the love-
Iy eyes that looked out at one from the
CANVAS.

When Peyrac had been working on
the face, his movements had been like
the ‘dartings of a bird. He dabbed ;md
mixed his colors, scareely glancing at |

them. The sitter could even hear thv
hurry in his breaths. In the quiok
glances from the canvas to her face

again there was no sign of

aught except a workman’s concentra-
was flushed, of

tion on his task. He

She stood framed in the dark cwrtained
doorway.

course, and his eyves scintillated, for he [
was realizing a long cherished dream !
in this giut of form and color eestasy. |
But Liana did not know—how could |
she?—what his emotion meant. The
thing which it all implied to her was |
warming .nul swelling her heart day i
by day with a sweet, subtle joy. !

And so things might have gone on in-
definitely but for a letter which Peyrac
received one day from Parls. In read-
ing it he came upon an item of news
which agitated him greatly. The words
of themselves, however, were nothing
startling—simply these:

“You recall, of course; that pretty, |
blue eyed De Guerin girl that you used !
to see a great deal of? Well, she has
come into possession of a fortune. She
was the only living relative of an uncle
or some one who died suddenly with-
out a will. The law did the rest. I met
her driving today in the Bois de Bou-
logne. You would scarcely have recog-
nized your once shy, simple little coun-
try maiden.” \

The next day Peyrac was much con-
cerned about getting a packing case
for canvas.

{TO BE CONTINUED.]
Why She Was Right,

Haydn had a peculiar way of deter-
mining the time in which a piece of
music should be sung, On one occa-
sion a female singer in high esteem at
court had been appointed to sing one
of Haydn's compositions. At the re-
hearsal she and the conductor differed
as to the time of the music, The mat-
ter was to be settled by referring it to
Haydn himself.  When called on to
decide, he asked the conductor if the
singer was handsome.

“YVery,” was the reply, “and a spe-
cial favorite with the prince.”

‘“Then she is right,” replied Haydn,

Noxebleed,
To stop bleeding at the nose, cut
gome blotting paper about an inch

square, roll it about the size of a lead
pencil and put it up the nostril that is
bleeding. The. hollow In it will allow
the sufferer to breathe. The' blood will
fill the space between the tube and
the nose and will very soon coagulate
and cease to flow.
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¢ Permanent Walks!

The kind that

beautihes your home

and lasts a lifetime are the cheapest.

Our rough finish Cement walks

-

are guaranteed to be the best.

Write now for estimates on

all classes of cement work.
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Paid and Rents Collected.

Any business entrusted to me will receive
prompt and careful attention.
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Denison lowa,
Several cholce improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E. Gulick. the leading real estate agent, Denison, Ia,
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