.

ouier nume for “lying as a five art,” but
Mucchiaveliem is not condomned by overy-
body And Ethel produced a rather elu-
borate little fiction for the purpose of de-
voloping an euthusisgsm in her husband
whicli would relieve her from t'e reproach
ol neglectiug hiw.

“Edward,” she sral, just before \Whit-
suntide, “I'm sick of London. We mnat
gev right away togothor alone into tle
country.”

“Them’ my sentimeuts exactly, my darl-
ing: where shall we go?” said Edward,
delighted at the prospect.
¢ “0h, I've heard of a delighttul  place.
right on the top of the Cotswolds. The,
Saundersous have taken o house oun Minch~
inhampton Common, and they say there's
o dear little place with u lovely little
sarden close by to let. What do you say.
dear; shull we spend Whitsuntide thero?”

The crafty littlo woman said nothing
aubout, the golf bacillus which is said to
abound in those high Iatitudes, nor did she
hint at the fact that the whele population
of the neighbourhood surrounding

Mincing Hampton, Paingwick Proud,
Beggarly Bisley, and Strutting Stroud,

talks. dreams, thinks, and energizes about
caddics. aml bunkers. and brassies, and
foozles, and putties, and gutties, and divots
and stymivs, to the eaclusion of almost
every other consideration in life.

“Ouce,” Tom Saunderson, an enthusi: sti-
wolfer himseclf, had said t¢ her, “ Ouvee,
Mrs. Standard. you get your husband to
uddrers o golf-ball with the object of
emulating the average drive of a golfing
friend, once he finds that the club of'ener
missex than meets that ball, and once you
laugn at him for failing in his attemp
from that moment. in the words of =
classie, ‘he is a golfer. Nothing can save
him; his days will be occupied with top-
ning balls along the ground, nud his niclits
with dreaming of halls flying through the
air.’ No idle man who has once taken up
the faveinu ting putsuit has ever been known
to abandon it; nnd many o wman has given
up the prosecution of learning, the hope ot
distinction. the carryings on of business,
for the sake of pursuing ‘gutties’ and ‘pu’-
ties® to their destined holes.”

These wordx hnd sunk deep into Mrs.
Standard’s mind. and, with Tom Sannder-
son's co-operation. she looked forward to
the enthralment of her husband; and cor-
tainly the results fully justified their au-
ticipations.

The day after their arrival at Laburnum
Lodge. Tom Saunderson called ronnd. He
carried in his hand o brassy.

“What's that thing ?” said Edward.

“Ob, & golf club.”

“What, do they play golf up heye? Pve
never seen the game played.”

**Never secn the game played. my dear
fellow ; why, no oue does anything clxe
here. What do you say to a walk round
tha links ¥
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*0Ql. do let us,” chimed in Ethel, running
up at once to put on & hat.

“This is Pond Hole,” eaii Tom Saunder-
son. ufter thoy had been’ walking.a fow
minutes, and found themselves by the eir-
cul.p litile piece of water which is paved,
like another place. with good intentious—
in the shape of goli-balls.

“You see that grassy corner thore up
wmong the trees. sbot o quarter of o
mile away, that's Lancaster's Hole; you
have to drive the bl from there, in as few
strokes a8 you can. on to this green. Once
on the green' you try to put the ball into
this little hole.”

He took a “gutty” out of hic pocket,
uned threw it on to the green alout teun
feet from the biole.

* That looks easy enough.” snid Edward.

*1t’s haraer than it looks,” retortest
Tom. ‘Then. turning to Ethel, he said.

“The noxt hole is up over younder, this
side of the distunt wall, That’s the Gate
Quarry Hole.”

Meunwhile Edward was surreptiously;
trying, with but little success to put the
bal} into the hole with the handle of hiy
walking-atick. It was haxrder than he had
eapected.

* Oh. I should so like to s2e u
suddenly exclaimed Ethel.

“That's easily done,” said Towm; and,
dropping o ball, with a beautiful .clean
asweep he sent it flying away over tha
pomd o hundred and fiftv yards towards
the Gute Quarsy.

“(h that's lovely do let me
try,” oried Ethel.

“om ‘tee’d a ball nicely for her, and by
~aoil lnek she sent it a few yawmds over
the grredy ponl in Iront. Then nothing
would satizly her hut that FEdward shold
try to emulate her succcss, and Tom. not
without a sly smile. deposited ano'her ball
in position.

Their victim then grasped the “brassy °
tight with hoth hands, brought it bhack
quickly with both arms well bant, rose on
his toes, hit wildly at, anl—entirely missed.
the ball.

Ethel laughed merrily, and Tom sud.
*Try again.”

He did try again, and this time hit the
earth so soundlv with the heel of the club.
xome six inchex off the ball, that ke hroke
the head clean off the handle. Then there
was an end to their prriormance that jour-
wev. but from that moment Bdwawd
Stendard had an object in life. From tha'
duy he followed n jack-o'-lantern, a wil'-
o'-the-wisp which landed him in rats, in
quarries, in bushes, i ponds, and bunkers
of all sorts. He invested in innumerable
drivers. and brassies. and bulgers, and
irons. and niblicks, and mashies, and eleeks,
and spoons, and putters In fine, hefore
thev left Laburnum Lodge he was a golf
manine o1 the most pronounced type.

When they returned to town, he cut a
series of holes in the carpet of the billinrd-
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rooms. und practiced putting around the
table. He beame a member of overy golf
club that had a vacauney, and g6t put down
for every one that was full. He spent at
least four days a week, on the nverage,
ont of town. and was soon known on overy
proen in the United Kiugdom.

And Ethel Staadard was abundantly sat-
isfied. She could now enjoy herself with
n clear conscience. She aud her husbaud
seemed to have reached a nice equilibrium
in their Lives. It was very satisfying fo
to roalisa that now, for tho first time
sinco their murringe, hor content was
canalled by his.

*Toldy,” she waid to him one day at
breakfast, ‘“‘vou remember it's Ascat nsxt
“.oek ?ll

“Ob. i~ it 7" he anewered absontly, turn-
ing over tho leaves of the Field, “I liope
it'1! e decent wonther. I shall be at 8t.
Andrews,”

“Indesd you won't my darlitng. You've
zot to take me to the races.”

“My darling, I'm afraid that’s (uite out
of the question. I've arranced with the two
Femwicks and Jack Loring to go up to-
morrow (Sumiday morning) by the 8coteh
express, and play o series of foursomes all
through the week.”

*\Well, I do eall that a vanme.
I should want you for Ascot.”

My darling, I knew uo suck thing. Iu-
dead. it's very difficult for me to know
when you do want me. I’m sorry it should
put you out: but really you have only
vourself to blame.”

*“Oh. of course, you never do anythiug
wrong. [ wonder you like your wife to go
to races under the escort of nny other mon.
U shouli have thought, at least, my hus-
tand was the proper person to tuke me to
suich places.”

“Now. Ethel. you hnow you are talking
nonsenre. However. it's no use discussing
the matter furiher. I cannot go with you,
and theren an end of it,”

Yes. and that was not only the end of
their first battle on equal terwms. but it
wag alko ‘the beginming of the cowmplete
canmpeipation of Edward Standard from the
sovernment of his wife.

Iut it isx not our object to follow out the
process by which the equipoisc of lile was
soon a thing of the past. It is sufficient
to say thar, whereas in  the first year
E2thel had ignored her husband’s happiness,
and neglected her domestic duties for the
sake of routs. dimer-partics, flirtations,
and balls, now, in the sccond year oA
their married life, Edward cvinced a devo-
tion to putting-greens. hazards, and golf-
balls. which deprived Ethel almost com-
pletely of his socicty.

And then, of course, like every other
human being. diretly she had, by every
means in her power, brought about o tid-
dence nothine wonld satisfy her but tluat
she must have her plaything back uguin.
Iu lLer lieart of hearts she had alwagw
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