
been genuinely horrified. Lisette
Blanchard had come south from
her home in Canada eleven
months before, leaving her par-
ents, her friends and her lover be-

hind. In vain Andre had asked
her to stay.

"By Christmas we can be mar-
ried, Lisette," he had pleaded.
"What wilt thou accomplish in
New York? Suppose thou dost
earn some money to bring back
home what is that to a happy
life in the village where we were
both born? Thou wilt never come
back. Stay, Lisette!"

But she craved life and excite-
ment. The stories which she had
heard of the metropolis of Amer-
ica had fascinated her. Therdead-l- y

monotony of life in St. Joachim
had become impossible to her. On
the m'orning of their parting they
had strolled in the woods togeth-
er, and Andre, stopping, had
picked a stem of wmtergreen,
with its clustering berries, and
handed it to her. She smelled the '

faint, acrid odor of the" leaves
eVen then.

"When the wintergreen bears
fruit again, and thou art not here,
then I shall know that thou wilt
never return," said Andre.

That was eleven jnonths be-

fore. Lisette had spent nearly a
whole year away. She-'ha- had
time to become dischanted, to
realize what life in a large city
meant to a girl living alone. And
then the stranger had come into
her life.

She had first seen him upon
the street as she left the store one
evening, and had flushed under
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his stare. On the next morning
she found him waiting outside
the store. He followed her in,
made a purchase, addressed a fe$
conventional remarks to her. He
came again and again. He alwayl
treated her with respect, audi
though fear of him was instincq
tive, gradually he scraped an ae?
quaintance with her. . It is hard;
for a salesgirl to refuse the polite
offer of little attentions theater
tickets, suppers, Sunday outings.
Little by little they drifted into
intimacy. Slie knew he loved her.
He was well-to-d- o, and, though
she did not love him, she felt that
here, at least, was the chance of
salvation from her laborious lot.

Then, on the preceding Sun-

day, he had told her something
which filled her with humiliation
and shame. He was married, he
said. Hiswife and he had been
separated for years, but he" could
not divorce her. What did that
matter, as long as they loved
each other? He wouldvnot press
her for her decision, but would
wait for her outside the store on
Wednesday night. Then she
could give him his answer.

Lisette had torn herself away
and fled from him. All that night
she wept, lying sleepless in her
bed in the liftle hall room of hejr
boarding house. But on Monday
the eternal grind began again.
Tuesday came ; Wednesday. Thi
was Wednesday. And 'an ber
heart was a wild tumult of enic-tion-

and she could not foresee
the issue of the battle. f

He met her outside the store
that night, and she greete'd him
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