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"Miss CoUier ! If it is still Miss

gg ™°' »'^^_JcgiLCAjgouo CHRONICLE
he had learned something 
finite than that the life was aemoral- 
izing.

You left it because you got some
thing better ?”

No ; I left it because—well.

Collier ?"
The girl started and turned her 

bead. The voice was familiar. After
wards she was surprised that it 
should have sounded familiar at oncç, 
tor, when she heard it that May 
jmorning at the corner of Grafton 
street and Bond street she had not 
beard it for three years.

•Mr. Barlow !” she exclaimed, with 
frank) pleasure, as she held out her 
hand. "1 did not know you were 
back in England.”

Fop three years they had neither 
■soon each other nor exchanged let
ters. But they met now as old 
friends.

"I have been back in England a 
jnonth.” Barlow said, as he shook 
hands; “but I have been with my 
mother in Devonshire, and I only 
<ame up to town yesterday. How 
good a May morning in Bond street 
•seems after three years of Ceylon!”

But for Ethel Collier three years' 
intimacy with Bond street had made 
.enthusiasm impossible. She followed 
Barlow’s gaze towards Piccadilly 
with grave eyes. It was evident that 

she would not have felt any regret 
df she had been told that the scene 
lay before her for the last time.
“Familiarity breeds contempt,” she 

said, with a little, mordant laugh. 
“But why did you ask if I were still 

Miss Collier ?”
“I met a man in Colombo who 

knew Lewis Calkin. Y*ou may re
member 1 know him slightly. We be
long to the same club. You and 
Calkin were engaged, he told me.”

“That was a year ago. It was 
broken off.” she explained.

Barlow was not deft enough to 
avoid a moment's pause, and it seem
ed as if tiiat pause contained an un
spoken question.

• It's best to admit a mistake be
fore it becomes irretrievable,” she. 
added.

“Of course,” said Barlow. lie was 
-wondering, how the mistake had been 
■discovered.

They turned- and walked together 
up Grafton street. Both had a few 
minutes to spare, Barlow before he 
went to keep an appointment in the 
Strand, Ethel before she was duo at 
her tea rooms. She did not disguise 
her pleasure at meeting Barlow. She 
aifd him a string of questions. Sho 
was honestly anxious to know whe
ther his work in Ceylon had been 
successful, and she was also eager to 
turn the conversation from herself.
She was conscious that he was seek
ing to road in her face whether the 
last three years had been years of 
happiness for her, and she talked ra
pidly and gayly, guarding the truth 
from discovery.

But as they walked slowly up Graf
ton street he read something of 
what those three years had boon.
He saw that care had eaten beneath 
her beauty. Her throat had sunk 
a trifle, her eyes were less bright, 
her lips were, a little compressed, and 
at the corners of her mouth the 
•lines were beginning to gather. It 
was not the natural passing of youth.- 
Barlow knew that. Youth does not 
Pass at twenty-five. But he did not 
telray that he read beneath1 the sur- 
lace. When they reached the corner 
ot Bond street again and stood for 
moment outside the stream of pass- 
«■Sby before parting both were cons
cious of pleasure. They were glad 
liât, after a space of years, " they 
had met again.

As Barlow walked south toward 
Piccadilly he was thinking of the 
cynicism which Ethel had. shown dur- 
ing the first few moments of that 

I “«ting. He remembered hd£>as a 
hght-hcarted girl. Being a large- 

| ted and clean-minded man, it ra-
I WuT?h'm’ T° What did U °” it®

sidered. When she left school. ' at 
eighteen, sho possessed many ac
compli shmoAte, but few definite qua
lifications, and' an aptitude for en
joying the luxuries and refinements 
of life, coupled with a profound ig
norance of tho hard facts of exist-

For three years sho lived with an 
aunt, her mother’s sister, in a small 
country town in Hampshire. She 
grew to be a tall, handsome girl 
with the high spirit of her father and 
an eager and natural desire to feel 
tho throb of life. She was not slow 
to discover that life in a little Hamp-i 
shire town stifled her. Sho rebelled 
against it, a/nd, having forced her
self to become proficient with a type
writer, she went up to London to- do 
what it had never been thought she 
would have to do—earn her ow 
bread. By good fortune and the 
help of some of her father's old 
friends, she began to do so at once 
and, for a while, .the cruel forces that 
were against her were not evident.

After a time they became evident 
They pressed. upon her and threat 
enod- to cru* her. Her life became 
a struggle. It liegan when her work 
at the Typewriting Agency which had 
first employed her ceased. Business 
became slack at the Agency, and she 
lost her post. It was soon after 
Barlow's going out- to Ceylon that 
this happened, and for three years 
she became acquainted with a variety 
of ways in which a girl, having her 
qualifications, can earn a living.

It was not long before sho disr 
covered that her life centered round 
Bond street, and- it was in various 
posts in or near Bond street that for 
three years she earmvl a living, gra- 
dually gaining more and more know- 
lodge of certain phases of West End* 
life and learning to use her know
ledge to good effect. She possessed 
from the first one great asset; her 
education and upbringing enabled 
her to add to her physical beauty an 
air of distinction which, she was 
quick to perceive, had a definite mar
ket value. To this htst and great 
asset she soon added a second. She 
became well versed in the ways of 
Bond street.. Thus for three years 
there was no time when she was not 
paying her way, and the little flat 
in Chelsea, which she shared with an
other girl, who, like herself, lived- ir 
the Bond street world, was always 

She was therefore successful 
in a life in which many would havje 
failed. She never lacked the physi
cal comforts of life, and not a few 
of its pleasures fell to her lot. Her 
life - was not monotonous, neither was 
it starved. But, at tho end of three 
years, as Barlow saw, there was 
weariness lurking in her eyes, and her 
lips were more compressed than was 
natural.
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Barlow came back to London life 
with a now zest. There were friends 
he had not seen for three years, mon 
he had not seen or hoard of since he 
wont out to Ceylon, interests and 
pleasures which for three years he 
had perforce abandoned. To all 
these he came back, and time was 
not idle upon his hands. But there 
were many occasions on which ho saw 
Ethel. They took up their old friend
ship, and did- not know that it 
changing.

One night, at tho Welcome Club, at 
Earl’s Court, he first learned- some 
details of what her life had been. 
They were sitting in the low wicker 
chairs, looking out on the crowd 
which circled round and round the 
bandstand in a slow moving mass. 
The choirs near them were all occu
pied; outside the inclosure the crowd 
was dense. Yet i* the presence of 
that crowd there was a real solitude 
of which they took advantage.

“What is a ‘manikin’ ?” Barlow 
had asked, in the course of common- 
place, impersonal talk.

“Why do you ask ?”
‘Ignorance. I was talking with 

some people last night, and they 
spoke of a girl as a ‘manikin.’ ” 

‘‘What did they say ?”
‘‘They said it was light work and 

well paid.”
‘‘Nothing else ?”
‘‘Some one said the life was de

moralizing.”
“Well, I’ll tell you what a ‘mani

kin’ is. A ‘manikin’ is a girl of 
more than ordinarily good figure and 
carriage who walks about a society 
dressmaker’s rooms in one of that 
dressmaker’s latest creations, and so 
shows it off to the best and fullest 
advantage. For some months, soon 

vou went to Ceylon, I was a 
‘manikin.’ ”

For a moment Barlow said noth- 
He blew his cigarette smoke 

ou,t before him in a long, thin stream. 
Ethel watched his face. It was ex- 

» silence told hqr

US- It was after I had 
left that 1 got taken on at the mani
cure place.”

“Y es. And that ?”
"Wt’ll, (hero was a good deal 

didn’t like there also. But it • 
botter than Dover street. After all 
I had to earn a living. The work 
waa light, and I suppose 1 was gl 
tmg hardened. I found some amuse
ment, too, at tho Beauty shop. But 
of course, at a Beauty shrine the 
priestesses have to he beautiful thorn 
suives, and when that is a reason for 
one’s getting taken on there are al 
ways drawbacks.” For tho 
time she spoke with deep and 
disguised bitterness. Barlow felt, the 
stab of its sbing.

“Why didn’t you go hack to* 
typewriting ?” he asked.

Typewriting is nmch harder wor 
than Bond street or Dover street 
and I was not' good enough to get 
really good post in competition wit 
others. Ton see, for Dover street 
or Bond street it may he said that 

have natural advantages. Perhaps 
after a year or so.” she added, after 
a pause, “T found T had mode t 
take. But it was too late to 
back. I mode the best of it.”

Barlow was greatly interested. He 
was beginning to see what tho last 
three years had been.

And why did you give up man idl
ing ?”

“It became unbearable. And I got 
tho chance of being in the new tea
rooms, the Ashley House. You know 
what a success they have proved 
Well, I have benefited by that suc
cess. and T am there still. T am used 
to the ways of Bond street, now- 
hardened, if you like. At any rate 

know the rocks, ancL-I can

And, after all this, you can still 
stay in Bond street, still live in the 
midst of a life you hate !”

‘The hatred has become tolerable, 
have to earn my living. What can 
do? After all. even a ‘manikin* is 

an honest livelihood, and- there are 
plenty of manicure girls, before whose 
lives, if T told you them, you might 
stand uncovered in respect.”
stV C°Uldn 1 y°U g° baCk tf> Ha,mP"

She laughed. It amused hrr that 
he should suggest as something new 
what she had argued out with her
self time after time.

“To the sleepy life of a little coun
try town ! Don't you know what it 
would be like ? Don’t you Snow 
that it would be a confession of fail
ure to go back. Don’t you know 
what tho little provincial nohodios 
would say ? And in my aunt's house 
you know, there is the atmosphere ot 
a generation that is dead. And I; 
well, I should be dependent—mildly, 
affectionately misunderstood.

Tho life of the little Hampshire 
town came vividly before her. After 
all. she was not ready to bury her
self- The throb and interest of life 
still appeal ini to her. her pulses wore 
still young, the “joie de vivre” of 
youth still called her.

“Still, it would be a better life, 
than Bond street,” Barlow urged.

He had been sitting in dogged re
straint. He had said little, but he 
had read a good deal that had been 
inferred and not spoken. The hard, 
cynical note in the. girl’s voice hurt 
him. He guessed rightly what the 
temptations were which had besieged 
her. Though they had not conquer
ed her, he judged that she had been 
soiled by contact with them. And in 
tho background of his thoughts an 
inevitable question arose. Had she 
yielded even a little ? Had she dal
lied on the edge of tho precipice ?
Had she played with firq ? She was 
beautiful enough, high-spirited enough 
and., of course, many did, getting 
amusement and enjoying the sweet 
incense of flattery without actually 
getting) their fingers burnt.

And her engagement with Calkin— 
what had been its history ? Why 
had it been broken off ? Thoughts 
formed themselves and Barlow crush
ed them, but he urged her to return 
to Hampshire again.

Again Ethel laughed, hall li amass* 
ment, half in bitterness.

“What a typical John Bull you aired 
Whait a typical straight-laced moral
ist I If I had been toiling away in 
some city office as a typewriting 
clerk you would have nodded your 
head in benevolent approval. But 
because I have earned my living as I 
have, you as good as tell me that I 
have been touching pitch and am de
filed.”

And yot, even as she laughed, she 
was telling herself that she was 
thankful that Barlow was the honest, 
remorseless John Bull that he was.
She had meet a good many men

more de-, not folly understand, Ms anxiety that 
she should go back to Hampshire, 
«■ere all what she would (nave expect
ed, having once met his steady eyes.

And when he said nothing in ans
wer to her raillery she bent forward 
and laid her hand upon his knee, and 
the bitterness vanished suddenly from 
her voice and the laughter from her

be-

tt is good of you to be anxious 
that 1 should go back to Hamp
shire, ’ she said, with gentle sorious- 
ntss. good of you to care so much. 
Hut you arc w-nng. That sort ot 
life wouldn’t bo possible now. I havo 
cnoson my life, and I must koep on 
with it. After all, it is very easy 
to exaggerate its drawbacks. Dor- 
haps 1 have done so.”

She was deeply thankful that night 
for whatever had happened in the 
last throe years they had contained 
nothing that she seed ever conceal. 
She could, face John Barlow’s steady

Tnnt night Barlow determined that 
he would discover what the history 
of her engagement with Calkin had 
been, though, in reality, tt mattered 
very little what that history was, so 
far as the new birth in his life was 
concerned. Whether' fo- p„in or for 
,'O.V, his love for Ethel Collier had 
been born. Even though os yet he 
dirt not admit her existence, the light 

mis- of it had for a moment been in M 
es, and in that moment she had

pri^aFREE
JJlI
foaSnttC

Book on 
------- —. Nervous

bottle to any addles,. 
Poor ret this medich ne free |
K0ENM MED. CO.,
'"S,,1,",1-;.*1'. ci""».

he
Since there 

you must have 
In some degree.

At the back of a box in a suburb
an theatre, Barlow and Ethel Collier 
were sitting alone. The two others 
who had completed the party liad 
loft them to sat out the last act, as 
the journey home from tho outlying 
theatre was a long one, though to 
tho two who sat now in the back of 
the box the last act of the play was 
Wholly uninteresting. They wore, in
deed, quite ignorant of what was go
ing on on the stage. A climax had 
been reached in their fivers.

Barlow had asked that question 
which ,for many days had been upon 
his lips. He had asked it bluntly 
and simply, without boating about 
tho bush, without any periphrasis or 
disguise. Although very much de
pended on what he might learn i- 
answer to his .question, ho asked it. 
oolly and steadily, without th- 

slightest traça of emotion.
Why was your engagement with 

Lewis Calkin broken off ?”
And. as if he wished to court 

robuff, but, without.doubt, because 
ho wished to penetrate to tho heart 
of the story, ho did more than ask 
the question. He displayed the
thoughts that had been in hia mind.

Lewis Calkin is a rich man, 
said. “He loved you 

as an engagement 
returned his love
Why was it broken off ? There would 
have been an escape at once irom 

rmd street life.
For a moment Ethel Collier said 

nothing. She could have claimed a 
right to resent Barlow's inquisition. 
But she was wise enough not to do 
so- In the secret places of her 
thoughts she had already yielded him 
a right to the question.

“You are right,” she said. “It 
would have been an escapé? But for 
the escape I should have paid a price.
It was not Calkin who broke off the 
engagement. The way of escape was 
there. He wished to many me. I 
shut my eyes to it. The price was 
too heavy/'

“Calkin loved you,” Barlow 
sisted, remorselessly.

“Yes— if you, employ a euphemism. 
And, at first, I believed I returned 
his love—sufficiently. But he cared 
for nothing beyond my physical beau
ty. Porhapa I waa flattered. As you 
sav. he is a rich man. Not only 
should I have escaped from the 
Bond street life, but, as his wife, I 
should’ have woo a position which 
many would envy.”

' Yet you let it go. Why?”
She hesitated. It was not easy for 

her to explain. “Can’t you guess?” 
she asked.

Suddenly he understood. “Yes. 
When you came to see his love close
ly. you realized what it was.”

She turned her head from him, re
membering how Calkin had revealed 
himself. “And I learned that mine 
was only a mistake,” she added.

Barlow remained silent.
“Yet most girls Would have marri- 

od him, placed aa I was placed,” she 
urged in self-excuse. “I sacrificed a 
life of comfort and took up my life 
again where I had thought to leave 
it. I sometimes think I was fool 
ish.”

For

question, with absolute trust. But 
she remained silent, and her silence 
deceived him.

I cannot offer you much, lean- 
not lay at your foot all that I 
would," he admitted. "I have no 
largo share of the world’s goods.
There are things that Calkin could 
havo given you which I cannot offer 
But these things are mît happiness. \ mTt“of 
J-tlul, and it is happiness, the rich- , ,
out happiness, the joy of life, that „ “ InU'l"IKVart">™‘“1
perhaps we might know together”— 1 

He pleaded now as a true lover 
pleads. Yet so hard a tiling did It 
seem to her to win Joy that she 
still fought against yielding. She 
had made a mistake onro; sho hud 
become intimate with the false, so 
intimate that she now doubted what 
was true. Sho mistrusted her love, 
her own longing to yield.

Ih ’’ because you pity me," she 
asked at length, "because you wish 
to give me a way of escape, because 
you think that we havo boon so long
good friends ?”_______________________

"Can you think that it is that ?" 
asked Barlow, mystified.

Perhaps you are thinking that in 
refusing Calkin I made, a "great 
crifico which many girls wouldn't 
havo made. Don't think I did any 
thing heroic. John. Don’t exalt me 
into anything I am not."

It is because you refused hint that 
I know you understand what many 
never understand," he said; plainly 
'"You understand what the richest 
joy in life may be—in its fui», 
where it is not only a thing of the 
physical senses. Calkin did not offer 
you this. It is I who offer it to 
you—now. ”

As he said this Bajrlow conquered.
Ethel Collier let her dotibts vanish.
She turned to him and met his gaze.

"And I accept," she said in a whis-

Suddeniy she bent forward, and for 
one swift instant (heir lips tourhed.
Then, while the rest, of the house 
was silent, engrossed in the last art 
of the play, they stole quietly fix.,.. 
the box and left the theatre before 
the exits were filled by the overflow
ing crowd.—Edward Cecil, in, The 
Sketch.

Barlow, however, all doubts 
were now past. ••No,” he said, "you 
were not foolish."

Then, simply and dirqctly, without 
protestations, he offered her his love 
and asked her to be his wife. It had 
come slowly, he told her, the great 
love he bore her. but It would lsdt 
as long as he lived. Had she done

who were different. Hie slowness of as shq wished she would have yielded

The Open Door lo the Church
An editorial writer on one of thq 

big New York dailies said in conver
sation, recently that “were it not for 
the Catholic Church in New York, 
Now York would not be livable." He / 
was talking about the influence 
the Catholic Church among the 
masses of the people in our large 
cities. The late Senator Hanna
Shared the same opinion, for he fre
quently said that the Catholic Church 
was the most potent influencq for 
law and order in the country. Many 
public men are beginning to realize 
this great truth. They realize that 
in time of public disturbances there 
is no power to quell the turbulent 
elements of the people but religion, 
and the only religious Influence
among the masses of tho people that 
counts for anything is the Catholic 
Church.

Ia view of these significant state
ments it may be questioned' as to 
whether the Church realizes the tre
mendous responsibilities that are 
forced on her. It is quite possible 
for the Church to be a tower ©f 
strength in every community if she 
will but broaden out the sphere of 
her influencq. If she confines her mi
nistrations in a perfunctory way to 
the Catholics only, who seel* her help 
she will lose the best opportunity 
that has ever been given her. There 
is a vast throng who need her as
sistance, If they only knew how to 
g«t it. There is much talk about the 
‘‘open door.” What is vitally neces- 
®ary I* to establish the “open door” 
to the church, and make the way 
thereto so plain that even the blind 
may find it In this fact lies the 
significance of th< non-Catholic mis
sion movement. It las for Ita r di
rect purpose to get beyond the chil
dren of the household and out among 
the vast throng who are. reached by 
no religious influence, and “compel 
them to enter.” The Apostolic Mis
sion House is established with this 
purpose in view. It trains its priests 
to mdçt the non-Catholic and 
ables them so to present the teach
ings of the Church that the stranger 
may find in them the comfort and 
peace of heart that religion alone 
can provide.—Rev. A. P. Doyle, in 
New World.

TEETH AND TIIE PHYSIQUE.

Mr. John Tweedy, president of the 
Koyal College of Surgeons, who oc
cupied the chair at the annual mccV- 
ing of governors of the Royal Dental 
Hospital, Leicester Square, remark
ed that exemptions from physical 
suffering could not be obtained with
out some risk being incurred, but it 
was gratifying to find- that in this 
hospital not a single life was jeo
pardized last year; Indeed, no life 
had boon lost through the adminis
tration of anaesthetics there for 
twenty years. Inspecting the in
stitution a few days ago, he waa 
greatly impressed by the special pro
vision that was made for the treat- 

tile teeth of children. Last 
Com

mittee was appointed to inquire into 
the alleged physical deterioration of 
tho people of these islands. That in
quiry hod its inception in n memo
randum drawn up by the Director- 
General of the army on the physical 
unfitness for military service of a 
largo number of those who came for
ward as recruits. In the year 1903 
not less than, forty per cent. of those 
who offered themselves were rejected, 
mainly on account of the loss or do- 
cay of their teeth. This was a very 
grave social, national, and Imperial 
question. It had been said that ar
mies fought with their teeth, and 
soldiers and sailors who had not 
gwod teeth could not live, on the hard 
tare which they must, necessarily ac
cept under the conditions of war. 
Possibly no single tntngi was more 
inimical to physical well-being, es
pecially in young peopLy than were 
the defects amt diseases of the teeth. 
Much of tho decay amt toss of tivth 
in recruits could have l>een prevent id 
»>y 1 he exercise of intelligent, care 
and forethought.—London Daily Tele
graph.

A FAMOUS WAR CORRESPON
DENT.

Mr. Joseph Hutton, writing in the 
Bristol ‘limes, and Mirror, says:

If any war correspondent might, be 
expected to lean-to the side of Rus
sia in Uu|Hield or war it is my old 
and gallant friend Frederic Villiov». 
Ilo has done a good deal of cam
paigning with Russia, and was the 
personal friend of tho famous Skiol>i<- 
leff. Indeed, so true a comrade was 
Villiers that on a stricken field dur
ing tho Russo-Turkish war ho went 
forth under lire and brought into the 
Russian lines more than one wounded 
and helpless soldier. For this ho 
was decorated on the spot by the 
Russian commander. In the Club
Library I have just come upon Vil- 
liers’s new book—“Port Arthur: 
Three mont h» with the besiegers/* 
His sympathy for the defenders of 
tho mighty fortress is undisguised, 
but after all it was little more than, 
tho sympathy fqlt and expressed to 
him by more than one of the be
sieging commanders. They formed 
no moan opinion of the gallantry and 
solf-daninl of tho Russian officers and 
man. They wore attacking with 
deadly persistence. It ha» been said,
1 believe, by some hygienic authority 
that “Japan is bound to beat Rue* 
s<ia because sho is a dean people, and 
the Russians aro among the dirtiest 
of nations.” Villiers does not. say 
this, but he mentions many instance» 
of the healthful exorcises and -habits 
of the Japanese. For Instance, lie 
says that tho too^h-brush is an es
sential part of t-ho Japanese cam
paigning kit, “Tho first thing (hod 
a Jap apparently does whom he rises 
in the morning is to stick, a tooth
brush in his mouth,. You can see 
hundreds of the men rubbing away 
at their teeth and gums, walking 
about and chattering with each other 
during the operation. Tho soldier» 
and sailors of Japan have tho finest 
and whitest teeth, probably, of any 
human beings on earth. Some say 
this is owing to the vegetable diet 
on which they aro mostly fed; but I 
think it is because they use the tooth 
brush so frequently and so freely.”__

HER INCONVENIENT FATHER.

It is said that when Miss Alice 
Roosevelt was a little girl she 
ed a complaint that must surely 
an echo in the heart of every wilful 
lawbreaker whose case has fallen into 
the hands of our uncompromising 
President.

Her teacher a* school had been in
quiring for Mrs. Roosevelt, who we» 
ill, and Alice answered, plaintively:

“She isn’t much better yet. Yes, 
it’s pretty hard. Papa stays at 
home most all the time, you see, 
and that makes it dreadfully incon
venient.”

“Why, how is that ?”
“Oh, don't you see ? He doesn’t 

understand, like mamma. When 
mamma tells me to be home at 4 
o’clock and I get there at half past, 
she understands; but when pap» «It is well, and most cheering to

ua, Indeed, If we find the mark, ot four, and I get there at even quarW 
aPMCb- hla <*“ <* -at - d‘d -«mut conditiotq without hy wh ' -Ê^ “ Un<U"“nd **


