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ves me the creeps," said Mrs. Leversege.
make him appear rather interesting,"
1 said . "Did Iunderstand you to say that
ss Manners-"2
LIsPect so," said Mr. Leversege arniably.
,ar s0," amended Mrs. Leversege. "But
1 think better of Margaret."

Înished his breakfast thougbtfully. He
ýe how it could matter to him whetber
fiers were engaged or flot, yet he f cît
.nterested. Could this suitor be the man
,he! bad inadvertently referred the even-
? The man whom she "did flot like at
found himself boping that this were so,
at possible *interest it could have had for
11-engaged person, was far from obvious.

a cap,"I said Peter, as he rose from the
>rrowed cap, which I must return to Miss
Perhaps 1 may meet this gentleman."
bother about the cap," rernarked Lever-
send it over."
! It is a very particular cap. I must

is a peculiar fact that while Leversege,
1, floticed nothing of moment in the heat-
ÇY of this reply, Mrs. Leversege, who was
at aIl, smiled quietly, and when her bus-

eft the roorn she said:
decide to, stay with us longer, Peter, we

lelighted."'

CHAPTER V.
'UR PUrH£RORD' SEZS A FACE
RET was standing in the hall dressed for
ng when Rutherford was usbered in. Her
)11ar and littie turban trirnmed with sable
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made tbe most effective framing possible for her
shining hair and delicate, youthful face. She look-
ed more lovely than Peter's rnost adorned rnemory
of ber and at once he began to doubt the wisdorn
that bad counselled the slightest delay in effecting
bis necessary fliglit. There was a change in her
manner also,' the frank friendliness of the night
before 'was obscured by a forced cordiality and
thi'nly veiled nervousness. The tone in which sýheý
invited him to corne in and sit down was frigid.

4Perbaps," hesitated Peter, divided between a
desire to find out wbat had changed her and an
instinct to fly, "perbaps you were goîng out."

"Not at ail. I have .just corne in." Margaret
began slowly to remo ve bier gloyes.

Peter, standing like an embarrassed scbool-boy,
watched her helplessly. His usual calrn and self-
possessed readiness bad deserted birn and lie feit,
for the first time in many years, a disquieting con-
scîousness of bis hands and feet. Witb a desperate
effort to au)pear easy and unconcerned lie approacli-
ed ber, holding out the cap. Margaret had told ber-
self that dignity was ber only refuge after the
blunders of last nigbt and had scbooled ber in-
experience into the most forbidding of attitudes, but
wben ber eyes fell upon the extended parcel ber
sense of humour triumpbed. A delicious dimple
crept into the corner of ber cbeek, ber grey eyes
sparkled.

"Are you very mucli obliged ?" she asked,
severely.

"I arn very mucb obliged," repeated Rutherford
obediently.

"Then I really tbink you.' had better corne in and
sit down, it ouglit to take sorne time to express your
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feelins properly. Only I warn you that this is not
My 'ýday.'

"Oh, do you have a Iday ?" asked Peter, begin-
ning to feel natural again. "Arn I missing very
mucb by this day belonging to sorneone else ?"

"It depends on wbat you cali mucli. But you
miss the best tea-clotb and flowers on the table and
newly baked cakes and you run the risk of poison-
ing by Martha, who is sure to be cross and spoil
the tea."

",Couldn't you tell Martha to spare me because
I bad to come to returu the cap ?"

"I miglit. IIl try, anyway. Please sit down."
Left alonie, Peter bad leisure to inspect the

roorn. It bore, indeed, the traces of whicb Mrs.
Leversege ba:d spoken and in the cold liglit of the
winter afternoon seemed bare and airnost cheerless.
It seemed no fitting home for Margaret. Peter
found bimself furnishing in imagination a very dif-
ferent room, and then anotber and another, as a
master jeweller might prepare a setting for a single
peari, only to discard eacb masterpiece as ail un-
wortby of its destiny. He was engaged in cboosing
a few dboice pictures to adorn the walls of one of
these creations wben Margaret returned. She wore
a simple bouse dress not unsuited to the plainness of
the roorn.

"Tell me. Miss Manners," said Peter, stili haîf
in bis dream room, "do you admire Turner ?"

"Turner ?" blankly. "Oh, you mean Turner. I
arn afraid," demurely, "that I have not made a study
of Turner except tbrough reproductions in the sbop
windows and oln the Turner calendars. A 'friend of
mine bas a copy of bis 'Guidecca.' It rnust be very
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A Tragedy of Colour that Helped to Turn thze Vote.

By MRS. STAN LEY WRENCH

LADY BETTY turned to me'
f intense weariness. "Electioi
ul things," she said. A sen
1, as a much-worrled canvass<
ly as the most sensible thing
t rnorning.
the matter now ? I aslJed
always does adopt a gentle tone
ty. She is so mucli like a chuld
ent grey eyes and trusting air

again.
y in trouble," she said slowly, r
blackc Marquise hat I had been
ike.
was ail sympathy.

it ?" I asked. "Has Chip-chap
,lain, or lias, the milliner forgot
home ?"

foolish, Len," she said. "0f c
)f the kind. Womnen do flot t
les when the welfare of Engl~

aiy eyes. This is flot Betty's
Ission, let me state. Then I f
Dod.

,"I said, a little testily. "

Ssome of those Women's Su

ot like to think of Betty getting
s of that kînd at ail. Howeve
Ivery decidedly at the suggesti
'she retorted. 1I have not bees
leetinLys. It does not fiterest

with a a terrible ordeal, is it? You are used to being stared
ns are at by1 this tirne." >
timent 'But that's not ail of it," said Betty, dimpling
Ir, en- and smiling. "Il don't mind being looked at one
I lad bit; in fact, lil own up to you, Len, I-I rather

like it. -But, you see, be wants me to go round witb
gently. hirn to get votes."
when "By Jove! Betty, and you'll get thern, too," I
1with said admiringiy, and Betty's dimples came faster

than ever.
Then she pouted again.

'emov- "You don't understand," she said. "You see, it
admir- is about the colours. Whatever Hubert is, his

colours are blue and yellow, and lie wants me to
wear them."

been "WeIl ?" I said inquiringly. Truth to tell, I was
ten to wearing a tiny favour of those colours at the

moment.
ourse, "Oh, Len," she. cried impatientiy, "cannot you
rouble understand? Don't you see it's simply impossible?
and is I cannot wear those."

::My dear Betty," I protested, "why not ?'
usual "Oh, you are stupid," she cried, an opinion which

ancied Ibegan to endorse, since 1 was apparently incapable
of comprebending what was to Bet such a simple

?'ou've matter.
ff rage "Please explain," I said as humibly as I could.

She flashed at me one glance of disdaini.
mixed ""You used to understand me at onjce," she said,
r, she 'and surely you wbo have known me ail my life

ought to know tliat hlue wiIl neyer suit me, and as

"Er-er-, '' I said, lI suppose you really do want
to hielp Hlubert ?"

Betty brigbtened up.
"Well, yes," she said briskly. "Týhat is, I want

to do just the same as ail the other wornen are
doing. Everyone is helping someone or other, and
of course Hubert would like to get in."

"Precisely," said Il "stili, Betty, it does not
necessarily follow that your political opinions coin-
cide with bis."

Betty looked frankly puzzled.
I'rn afraid I don't know mucli about politics,"

she said hiumbly, and I feit inclined to ejaculate,
"Thank beaven 1" but refrain ed. After experience
with ladies whose sole aim in life seemned to be sucli,
it was somewihat a 'relief to meet one wbo did not
want to talk about,"womnen's riglits.","1 You might suggest to Hubert that you cannot
honestly-conscentîously give hirn your support,"
1 said. "Then you can wear your red dress."

"You're a dear," said Betty, bearning at me, and
pressing macarolons upon me with hospitable liber-
ality. 'iThen you really think'I migît help Mr.
M acLure instead ?".ý'

"Certainly," I responded, feeling myseif an ont-
and-otttraitor, for MacLure was my candidate's
opponent.

"Good..bye, Len," she said gaily ten minutes
later, "F'il let you know bow rnany votes I win."

1 did flot see Lady Betty tili the polling day'
wben 1 met ber respiendent in that Worth costume.

",Our side is going to win," she cried gaily, wav-
ing ber hand~ from ber motor-car, just then packed
with voters.

1 smiled sadly. Who could resist Betty? I
nearly f elt ashamed of my blue and yellow favour
at that minute.

MacLure did win, and by an overwhelming ma-
jority, but it was only that nigît 1 found out the
solution to ,the problem that lad puzzled my brother
canvassers.

Picking up a ladies' paper, sorne weeks old, I
read:

"Red will be the prevailing colour this winter.
Ladies who wish to be dressed en, derniere mode
will unhesitatingly include a costume of this colour
in their winter wardrobe requirements. . . Il

I dropped the paper with a sigh. Was it a fore-
cast, or had some clever politician designed to win
success for his party by enlisting the aid of Dame
Fashion?

Who can say? By-elections are lost and won-
and even a General Election may depend upon such
slender issues.-M. A. P.


