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discuss. Nor was I wrong, for I may here state that the

evening paper of the following day disclosed that her lady-

ship the Countess of Brinstcad had unanimously been

elected to a life honorary membership in the club.

Back in the Grill I found the work of clearing the tables

well advanced, and very soon its before-dinner asiKJct of

calm waiting was restored. Surveying it I reflected that

one might well wonder if aught momentous had indeed so

lately occurred here. A motley day it had been.

I passed into the linen and glass pantry.

Mrs. Judson, polishing my glrssware, burst into tears

at my approach, frankly stanching them with her towel.

I saw it to be a mere overflow of the meaningless emotion

that women stock so abundantly on the occasion of a

wedding. She is an almost intensely feminine person, as

can be seen at once by any one who understands women.

In a goods box in the pjissage beyond I noted her nipper

fast asleep, a mammotli beef-rib clasped to its fat chest. I

debated putting this abuse to her once more but feared the

moment was not propitious. She dried her eyes and

smiled again.

"A prince in his palace," she murmured inanely. "She

thought first he was going to be as funny as the other one;

then she found he wasn't. I liked him, too. I didn't

blame her a bit. He's one of that kind—his bark's worse

than his bite. And to think you knew all the time what

was coming off. My, but you're the Mr. Deep-one !

"

I saw no reason to stultify myself by denying this. I

mean to say, if she thought it, let her!

"The last thing yesterday she gave me this dress."

I had already noted the very becoming dull blue house


