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Livn Up To Lady May.
By OWEN OLIVER

Twaý. the first day at office after my holiday abroad, and 1 was

busytiwith papers that had accumulated; but I found a smnilé for
Çharlie Tarne, when hie etitered my room.

"Well, Charlie, my boy 1" 1 said. chaffingly, "have you called
about the marriage Settlements?".

Be. had. become engag'ed to the only daughter of Lord Royton
during my absence.

Charlie put his bat o~n the table and sat down, with his hands ini

bie. ocýets, and stretched his long legs, and stared at his boots.

an it ali " he complIained. "I hayen't been engaged a month

I 1ýke athim curiouslv., 1 had'hoped that his engagmn would

,blerWini; bu t it seemedt a e.sobered him a littie too much.
ýeRepent in haste and, marry at leisure ?" I suggested.

*methin~g like that," he agred
Iput Miypapers aside and prepared for council.
"WhLt's the matter ?" I asked.
S)ie's about ten tirnes too good for me. . .. Do you mind if I

smôe a cigarette?"
T pushýd the box his way, and -leaned back in my chair watching

"I've beeti getting you out of scrapes ever since you left- school"
I observed. h

"And now I want you to get me out of this."

"What scrape ?" I asked.
"The engagement," hie answered.
"Oh!1 You mean that 1"
I lit a cigarette myseif and smoked, stili -watching bim. His -father

was the friend; and I have no son of my own; and marriage is a

scrioùs scrape.
11 don't knowr Lady Mary," I remarked presently; "but people

seem to think a deai of ber."
1I dont suppose there's anyone who thinks more of hier than I do.

She's go.... 19 Im not. That's where it i9."

That's where ii is," I sighed. "I thought you'd make a nice aver-

age betwçen you."'
"WVe don't add up," he stated.
4V, mph 1 .... Wben you wrote you gave me to understand th at. you

were* in. love with her."
' «I thopghîTI was. In a way I think I am, as much as she'l let me

be, '$he's s0 different from the girls I've known."

l"Thank, Heaven t"
..Lcxok here!" He facedme for the first.Urne. "Imnean g9 od girls.

I dÔ't tbink -of ber. along with the others. Se?"

"ltsS... .And ýshe is different?"

« Well-she rather chills demonstration.1 mean-I suppose a

fellow mi'ght feellike it to a saint.. I don't mmid ber being a saint,

but ail the fanilfy are like it.. When 1 go there I have to be a saint

too. - Oh! You'niay.laugh. You aren't.

"'ve been thrty years a lawyer,.Charlie! And fifty-odd a sinner.

No.I don't care for men-saints; but saintliness is ail right in a

wornan, if, it isn't too obtrusive!"
"It-isn't that.. They don't preach; and they don't cant. It's jut-

atmosphere. I dareni't sa y .'ca r ds'; and. as for a flutter on a race-!

They've neyer been, on a racecourse in their lives. They're tee-

totalkrs; and they would'nt go to a, theater, unless it was grand

jopera: 'What the deuce am 1 to do. when I'm married ?"

"You neecb't let your wife's people choose your amusements."

'Ttey wotldl't !" She would !"- He nodded emphatically; and

then he laughed.. "It seerns funny to be under the thumb of sucb a

quiet littie thing, but I arn. The strange thirig is that she hasn't the

least notion of bossing me. In fact, .she's quite ready to be bossed.

She jut makes me asbamed tqn do things. That's ail. I said she

was ten times too good for me.'I ought to have said twenty. '0f

course," she'1l say, 'you know better than I do; and you W'ouldn' t

do anytbing that isn't right.... .Well, that is my idea of you .. And

she'Il just srnile *a littie fraction of a srile-sbe always smniles like

tbat-and I don't do it. I don't evein have a row with b'er over it.

You can't quarrel with an ange! whIo hasn't the rernotest idea of

quarreling. You can't hurt her either. If I niarried ber I shoiild.

. .. It %Nasn't me she accepted, but ber idea of me. 1 can't live up to

it. I don't want to.Y"
«Then you'd better tell ber so," 1 suggested.

He fluing bis cigarette into tbe grate.

«'If I'd wanted tliat advice," lie told me, "I'd bave gone to any fool t"

"And yot've coi-ne to mce... There are twvo sides to an engzage-

't l ave voil îhotiglt of hers?"

-Y.s' l ce(l mie sqtuarely, for the second tinie. "I've 4oight

a good bit of ber's. She'l"be beTter out of if. Sbe'ii have to be out
of it, if I go and tell ber the truth."

"Sometimes," 1 said, "the truth answers as welI as the other tbing."#

And sometirnes it doesn't 1 If I break it off it's a fearful slight

to ber; to ail of thern. They'v~e got a lot of pride to burt. It's ofly
the decent tbing to let ber break it off, if I can manage it." i nodded
"Well, that's what I've corne to you about."

I lit ainother cigarette.

"Suppose," I enquired, "she beard of certain littie escapade-s'of

yours? Escapades that took place before you knew ber-I SupposeC
there isn't something since?" He sbook bis head decidedly. "It is
certain that she would break it off ?"

1"0f,.course. If you kn\w ber, you wouldn't ask theý questiOXL

You don't realize hoxv tbings'4.ook to ber. I tell you she's a White
saint.

"A white saint," I asserted, "wvould forgive a black saint if she hap-
pened to be desperately in love with hirn."

Charlie latighed a liard laugh. Sornehow that laugh miade OC

understand the position better.
"If Mary -were the desperately loving sort of saint," be asserted,

"I'd possib ly subrnit to reformation."
£'Yes," I. agreed. "Yes." The arms of a woman round a na

neckz are good preaclîing. "MWell, she isn't my client, and I haven't
to consider bier-, but votiav.

"And I bave !" hie declared stoutlv. "I don't say it won't burt ber.

She'll grieve for the poor black (levi shed a fewr tearfN and praY for

bimn. Perlîaps shie'll-" lie iiioistcîîed bis lips-"even m iss bir a bit;

but it ,vill iever occtIr 10 licr tb risi, lier s-.initsliip to cure bis devii-

sbip. He'l.l just be pitch thaut slie cali't touch. Wýell, she shant.--
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