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CHAPTER XI
“The business can wait,” said Clive,
smiling at the thought of the futile
and wearisome committee on which
he ought to have sat.
She sighed contentedly, and looked

round her. .

“What a beautiful place! Aud it is
s0 cool. It reminds me of ‘I Dreamt
That I Dwelt in Marble Halls!"”

He laughed.
“How quick you are.

“Why, of course!” he
assented. Do
you see the sculptures?”

“Yes,” she said, but with no great
interest; “but they are cold and dead-
looking. Oh, here are the. pictures.
Oh, beautiful, beautiful!” she
mured, as if she were a little awed.

mur-

“You are too tired to go round?
All right,” he said, and he moved at
her side, nearly in silence but now
and again pointing out the salient
point in a picture and eéxplaining its
meanihg, in no dicdactic .fashion, but
as if he were refreshing his own
memory. She gazed and listened with
cyes through which her delight shone
seemed radiant with

plainly; she

happiness; all her nervousness and

shyness slipped from her; and she

was just a natural girl, joyous, yet
quiet and subdued in a rapt, absorbed
fashion, stirred

Clive with a delight as keen as her

which, in its turn,

own.. :
- They went through two of the
rooms, then Clive got her to sit down
in one of the cenire ottomans, but in
a moment or two she was up again,
as if drawn by the pictures; and Clive
sat still and watched her, thinking
that there was no more beautiful
face on the canvases, that none of the
painted women were more graceful,
more sweet than the sweet face, the
the

.unconscious

supple, graceful figure, of
who gazed at them, all
of the gaze which followed her with

girl

an admiration and a subtle scnse of
happiness strangely flecked with pain,
for though he had kept his promise
in the letter, was he not breaking it
in the spirit? He felt guilty, but he
stifled his conscience while he plead-
ed with it. Surély he could not have
listened . to her story and met her
naive anxiety on his account with
“Thanks. Good day!” Besides, what
harm was being done? And then her
evident happiness, the ecstasy of
pleasure which shone in her eyes,
quivered on her lips!
' And slle was so innocent, so pure
of spirit; no doubt she regarded him
as a young girl regards a man much
older than herself, a man to whom she
was grateful for a pasalngr kindness.
Yes: it was gratitude that had made
her anxious on - his a:ccount; jusf
gratitude.

And he? He thrust aside the ques-
tion his heart was asklng, why was
" he 8o happy, why dld*the sight of her,
her nearness,  move him as he had

er before been moved?

‘down beside him with a little sigh,
as if her heart were too full
words. Her face was pale, but her

said at last in a low, reflective voice.

T

She came back presently, and sat

“And one man gave all these,” she|*

‘It is wonderful. Why are there so
Do many come?”
“Al’. times; but not nearly so many
as one would expect,” he replied.
_ She was silent for a moment.
quite free?”

“Quite, and nearly always open, I
think,” he said.

“What good men there are in tne
world,” she mused. “Men
things for the poor. You,
added, a little shyly. “Oh,
you last night. I have never heard
any one speak like that. It was—it
made me forget everything, the crush,
the heat, everything, And you are
always doing good and helping' the
poor, the working people. You must
be very happy!”

few persons here?

“It is

who do
tco,” she
I heard

She raised her eyes to his in s. kind
of wistful wonder that such men as
he should exist.
“I am very happy at this moment,
at any rate, Mina,” he said almost in-
voluntarily.
Her gaze did not falter;
nodded as if she understood.
“Yes; it is so quiet here, and the
pictures are so beautiful. I like it
better than the National Gallery or
the one at the Guildhall. I should
like to come again, I suppose I may?”
“Oh, yes,” he replied.
come alone.”

ard she

“Many ladies

She did not understand. She wen:
nearly everywhere aloile.

“There are some more rooms,” he
“But I am thirsty. Do you
mind coming with me to the refresh-
ment-room?”

said.

She rose promptly; but when he

ordered a glass of milk for her she
shook her head.
“Drink a lit-

tle drop to keep me company.’

“No?” he said gently.

She took a sip or two—he noticed
that she held the glass to
gracefully,

her lips
Lady

Edith might have done—then :zhe set

as—as—well, as
it down and looked up at him with a
smile. ¢

“I'm too happy to eat or driik,” she
said naively. Then she caught sight
of the clock and stared at it with dis-
“Is that the time?
been so long!” she cried softly. “I

may. Have we
am so sorry!”

“Why?” he said reassuringly. “On
my account? There is no ' reed. I,
too, have been happy. Do you want to
go?”’

She looked round wistfully.
not want to go, but—but it is
than I thought, and——"

‘Mo
later

“You have not seen anything like
all the pictures.”

“I can come again,” she said. “I
must not keep you.”

“Let me see,” he said casually, but
with a certain hesitation.
the day after to-morrow—in the
the morning?”

She shook her head.

morning,”

“Not
replied simply. “I
practice in the morning. No; I shall
come in the afternoon.';

“About three,” he said éasily. “I
will come, too, and we will be able to
see some of the other pictures.”

Her face grew radiant, and her eyes

in the
she

slowed.

“Oh, how kind of you!” she breath-
ed; then her face grew grave, ithough
her. eyes still met his unfalteringly.
“But can you spare the time, I mean?”

me,

“Will you |

Iz an instant he pictured her walk-

fng alone in the cruel streets, a.ii his
for | face clouded.

“You don’t go.out,alone at night —

eyes were like stars, and she closed | ah, yes, but you do” he said in a low
them for a moment and brushed the
dark hair from her forehead.

voice, and stifling a sigh.

She looked at him with surprise.

‘Yes; why not?” she asked open-eyed.

He did not answer and they passed

out.

“Let me walk to the King's Road

with you,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said gratefully;

and they walked on in sflence until
she stopped and said:

“I turn off here.”

“Then it is good-by till Thursday

afternoon ?”

She nodded and smiled brightly

at him.

“Thank- you for being so Kind to
” she said simply. “Good-by.”
He did not offer to . shake hands;

but gave her good-by almost curtly

and turned at once.
As he did so, a hansom came down
the street and a woman with a dusky
face and with big gold rings in her
ears leaned forward suddenly over
the apron and stared with glittering
eyes from him to the retreating figure
of the girl. For a moment Sara ‘grip-
ped the edge of the doors, her lips
strained apart, her white teeth gleam-
ing; that she dropped back and,
thrusting open the trap door, said
fiercely:

“That girl—the one who has just
passed—quick! Follow her! You
see her—

her-—fool—man! Follow

not too close! I want to see where
she goes.”

The cabman looked up the street.

“I see her. Right you are, mad-
am,” he said, and he checked the
horse into a walk -and followed on
Mina’s track, Sara almost crouching
in a corner of the cab, with her eyes,
like those of a wild beast, fixed on the
slight girlish figure as it went quickly
girlish grace, the

and with along

pavement.

CHAPTER XII.

The following day was a long one
for Clive; but as he went about his
parliamentary work he was
scious of something, a memory that
haunted him; he knew that he was
not looking back to the hours he had

spent with Mina at the Tate Callery,

con-

but looking forward to their meeting
on the next day.

On committee, in the House,
caught himself recalling the girlish
figure, the beautiful face with its soft
gaze at the pictures; and every time
she rose before his mental vision his
heart grew warm; but he
against the distracting, absorbing re-
collection, and tried to forget her, to
drown in the business in hand the low

he

strove

sweet voice, the soft laugh, the smile
that glowed in her eyes. Strove also
pered rebukingly. ¥

He was coming out of the House
when he ran against Lord ‘Standon:
and that genial gentleman button-
holed him at once.

“Hello, Harvey!” he said.
how are things going? Still pegging
away? I hear that the government is
going to take the Housing of the poor
question in hand, going to bring in a
bill. They’ll mess it, of course, they
always do.”

“I'm afraid they will,”  said Clive.
“What they propose is only a half-
But half a loaf is better
than none.”

“And you’ll come to terms and ac-
cept that, eh?”

Clive nodded. “Yes, with the hope

“Well,

measure.

to silence the conscience which whis-
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never knows how to spare itself. I
was just the same at your age; but I
take things more quietly now; don’t
swat .so much——"

He stopped and raised his hat, and
Clive saw the Chesterleighs’ carriage
passing by the gates. Lady Edith
was in it, and she bowed to both of
them with a swift blush; then, lean-
ing forward and telling the coachman
to stop, she signed to Clive.

“I wanted to tell you that your lit-
tle fiddler protege is getting on fa-
mously,” she said, holding out her
hand. The color was still lingering
in her face and her eyes rested on
him with the smile which means so
much from a woman. o *
you to call and hear how he was pro-

she added casually.

expected

gressing,”
“That was very kind of yon,” he
“but I did not like to trouble

have

said,
you, to weary you.
beén a poo6F ‘returm for ’
ness.”

It would
your® ‘kind-
“You are too considerate,” she said,
“Come in for some tea
I think I can get some
more people. I must not keep you
standing here, Lord Standon is wait-
ing, I see.”

with a laugh.
this afternoon.

Without” waiting for his acceptance
or refusal, she told the coachman to
drive on, and Clive returned to Lord
Stnadon, who had been watching the
two with a thoughtful smile.

“Beautiful Lady Edith,” he
significant.

girl,
said, his smile growing
“She is a great friend of yours, isn’t
she, Harvey?”

“I can’t flatter myself to that ex-
tent,” said Clive “Lady
Edith has been kind enough tc take
an interest in some friends o¢f mine

”

gravely.

Lord Standon nodded ang, still

smiling, screwed up his eyes.

“Lady Edith is not usually given to
interesting herself in many things,”
he said. “I congratulate you on se-
curing her assistance—and on your
modesty. Tut, tut, I didn’t 1nean to
be offensive, my dear Harvey, but
——" 'He paused and laid ‘his hazid
on Clive’s shoulder. - “My dear boy, in
the game of politics, the man-is wise
who seizes all the advantages Dame
Fortune . offers him. Lady Edith is
Chesterleigh’s only daughter; ske will
be one of the greatest heiresses in
England, and the man who marries
her will marry a woman who can help

“Yes, really,” he answered, with
smile.

on her part.

deed, I must.

houe to d!nner, they would think

laugh.

“I am about as fond of pic-
tures as you are, and I shall enjoy
seeing them again. You won’t drink
any more milk?” he went on quickly
to check any tul'ther remonstrance

“No, thank you; and I must go, in-
They would wonder
what. had become of me if I were not /| 8aid.

was lost;” she sald with ‘a happy

a | that we can get the whole loaf when
we come in.”

“That’s it. Compromise; life’s made
up of compromises.” His eyes scann-
ed Clive's face with kindly interest.
“You’re looking rather pale and
tired,” he remarked sympathetically.
“Doing too much, I expect. What""
Clive laughed “I'm_all right,” he
“The weather has been rather
1| hot.”

“And you're working hard ~  said
Lord Standon. “Youth, youth! It

'The Popular London Dry Gin is

"hint op- the road as nothing else—I
was going to say, no one else—could.
A more suitable helpmate for a young,
a rising and and ‘ambitious man, it
would be impossible to find. Ah, if
you're going to take offence——" He
broke off apologetl‘cally, as Clive's
face grew red and his eyes hard.

3 Clive laughed and his manner re-
laxed. P

. “That’s all right, Lord Standon,” he
said. “Im not offended. But—ah,
well, there are some -ambitions too

 high to be entertained—even Ly me.

Besides——" He paused and colored,
but still smiled; “well, I think Lady

‘Edith is not likely to throw her hand-

lrerchiet lightly to any man—however
mpg. m ambitions, and poor.”
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Fashion Plales.

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

1431.—LADIES’ APRON WITH PRIN-
CESS FRONT.

This desirable model has shoulder
straps that extend over the front and
form deep convenient pockets. The
skirt portions are joined to a “Prin-
cess” panel; and are finished with a
belt at the waistline, to which the
straps are attached in the back. This
model is good for gingham, sateen,
cambric, lawn, percale or drill. The
Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: Small, Me-
dium and Large. It requires 4%
yards of 27 inch material for a Medi-
um size.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps. 5
1429.—A VERY DESIRABLE AND

POPULAR S'l‘th LADIES’ APRON

Elegant
Bedsteads

In all Brass, bright and dull finish, or in
Brass and White Enamel we are showing
some very handsome model Bedsteads
which are remarkable for their beauty of
finish, their right-up-to-the-minute smart-
ness, and their reasonable prices.

q With these Bedsteads we also pur-
chased a limited quantity of Dressing
Tables and Bureaux in Mahogany and
Golden Oak. Some are copies of fine
French furniture, with oval mirrors and
one single drawer, others with three and
four drawers, and bevelled mirrors in vari-
ous designs.

f We have also a full stock of Children’s
Cots and Beds in Brass and Enamel.

U. S. Picture and Portrait Co.

JUST ARRIVED

per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit-

ings. No two patterns

alike. These goods were

ordered before the big

jump in Woollens and our

Customers

advantage of
OLD PRICES

Qur new style sheets for

Fall and Winter just to

hand.

T CLOTHIER ——

For percale, gingham, drill, sateen,
lawn, or cambric, this model will be
found very satisfactory. It is cut
with sufficient fulness for comfort,
and ease in wearing and has deep arm
opening, which assures freedom
movement for the arms while worl\
4ing. The back is ﬁmshed with a belt.
The Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: Small
Medium and Large. It requires 3%
)ards of 36 inch material for a Medi-
um size.

A pettern of this illustration’ mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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Address in full:—

Name
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the ilius-
tration and send with the ‘coupon,
carefully filled out. The pattern can
not reach: you in less than 15 days.’

Ex S. S. “STEPHANO,”

From New York: -
Cucumbers, Tomatoes,
Celery, Carrots, Beetroot,
Red Ir;’?n i e,
ums, Blue
California Oranges.

W Y A7) ’:S’ 3

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.

GRAVENSTIEN APPLES, efc.

To arrive Thursday ex Stephano:;
100 barrels GRAVENSTEIN APPLES.
30 boxes ORANGES—California.
30 sacks SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
50 half barrels PEARS.

Ry ?URT & LAWRENCE, 14 New Gower Streel.

SLATTERY’S
“
Whulesale DryGoods House

Being in close touch with the American llnl'h
can quote the finest wholesale prices on all classest:i
gggggERaﬁ%NTs ml‘: REGULAR PIECE GOODS,

UNDERWE
CARPETS, ete. e RUGS m'
Before placing your Fall Order, we would a
Dpl'e-
ciate an dpportunity to quote ollr prices.. -

SOLE AGENT for the Leader Ovu-alilcy (Loeal
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