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CHAPTER VII.

“The perfect man,” the Duchess mur-
mured, as she stirred her tea, “does not
exist. I know a dozen perfect women,
dear, dull creatures, and plenty of men
who know how to cover up the flaw. But
there is something in the composition of
the male sex which keeps them always a
little below the highest pinnacle.”

“It is purely a matter of concealment,”
her friend declared. ‘“Women are clever-
er humbugs than man.”

Borrowdean shrugged his shoulders.

“] know your perfect woman!” he re-
marked, softly. “You search for her
through the best years of your life, and
when you have found her you avoid her.
That,” he added, handing his empty cup
to a footmen, “is why I am a bachelor.”

The Duchess regarded him complacent-

ly.
“My dear Sir Leslie,” she said, “I am
: afraid  you will have to find a better rea-
. son for your miserable state. The perfect
woman would certainly have nothing to
do with you if you found her.”

“On the contrary,” he declared, con-

. @dently, “I am convinced that she would
find me attractive.”

The Duchess shook her head.

“Your theory,” she declared, “le amti-
quated. Like and unlike do not attract.
We eedk in others the qualities which
we strive most zealously to develop in
ourselves. I knmow a case in point.”
“Good!” Sir Leslie remarked. “I like

cxu,x’xples. The logic of them appeals to

The Duchess half closed her eyes. For
‘@ moment she was silent. She seemed to
be listening to something a long way of.
Through the open window of her eoftly
shaded drawing-rooms, odorous with flow-
ers, came the rippling of water falling
from a fountain 4in the conservatory, the
hzyhnmofamowincmwhineonthe

-~ Jawn, the distant tinkling of a hansom
bell in the Square. But these were not
the sounds which for a moment bad
changed her face.

“I myself,” she murmured, “am an ex-
gmple!” ;

A woman who had risen to go sat down

in.

aDO‘.‘Do go on, Duchess!” she exclaimed.
“Anything in the nature of a personal con-
fession is so inating, and you know
you are such an enigma to all of us.”

“Am I?’ she answered smiling. “Then
I am likely to remain so.” /

“A perfectly obvious person like my-
self,” the woman remarked, ‘18 always
fascinated by the unusual. But if you
are really not going to give yourself away,
Duchess, I am afraid I must move on.
One hates to leave your beautifully cool
rooms. Shall I see you tonight, I won;
der, at Esholt House?”

“Perhaps!”

There were still many = people in the
room. Some fresh arrivals occupied his
" hostess’ attention, and Borrowdean, with

a resigned shrug of the shoulders, pre-

pared to depart. He had come, hoping

for an opportunity to be alone for a few
§ minutes with the Duchess, and himself a
; ekilful tactician in such small matters, he
i could not but admire the way she had
kept him at arm’s length. And then the
opportunity for a master stroke came. A
servant sought him out with a card. A
man of method, he seldom left his rooms
without instructions as to where he was
to be found. .

“The gentleman begged you to excuse his
coming here, sir,” the man whispered,
confidentially, “but he is returning to the
country this evening, and was anxious to
‘see you. He is quite ready to wait your
convenience.”

Borrowdean held the card in his hand,
scrutinizing it with impassive face. Was
this a piece of unparalleled good fortune,
or simply a trick of the fates to tempt
him on to catastrophe? With a wonderful
swiftness of thought which was part of his
mental equipment he balanced the chances
—and took his risk.

“T should be glad,” he said, looking the
gervant in the face, “if you would show
the gentleman up here #as an ordinary
visitor. I should like to find you down-
stairs when I come out. You under
stand ?”’

“Perfectly, sir,” the man answered, and
withdrew.

Mannering had no idea whose house he
was in. The address Borrowdean’s servant
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had given him had been simply 81 Gros-|

venor Square. Nevertheless he was con-
i ious of a little annoyance as he followed
§ he servant up the broad stairs. He would
much have preferred waiting until Bor-
powdean had concluded his call. He re-
jmembered his grey traveling clothes, and
pll his natural distaste for social amenities
yeturned with unabated force as he near-
ed the reception rooms and heard the
yoftly modulated rise and fall of feminine
voices, the swishing of silks and muslin,
the faint perfume of flowers and scents
which seemed to fill the air. At the last
! moment he would have withdrawn, but
! his guide seemed deaf. His words passed
unheeded. His name, very softly but very
distinctly, had been announced. He had
no option but to pass into the room and
play the cards which fate and his friend
had dealt him.

Borrowdean rose to greet his friend.
Mannering, not knowing who his hostess
might be, and feeling absolutely no cur-
iosity concerning her, confined his atten-
tion wholly to the man whom he had
come to seek.

“] did not wish to disturb you here,
Borrowdean,” he said, quickly, “but if
your call is over could you come away for
@ few minutes? I have a matter to dis-
¢uss with you.”

Borrowdean smiled slightly, and laid his
band upon the other’s shoulder.

“By all means, Mannering,” he ans-

\wered. “But since you have discovered
our little secret, don’t you think that you
had better speak to our hostess?”

Mannering was puzzled, but his eyes fol-
lowed Borrowdean’s slight gesture. Bere-
nice, who at the sound of his voice had
suddenly abandoned her conversation and
risen to her feet, was within a few feet of
him. A sudden light swept into Man-
nering’s face.

“You!” he exclaimed softly.

Her hands went out before him. Bor-
rowdean, with an almost . imperceptible
novement, checked his advance.

“So you see we are found out after all,

‘hess,” he eaid, turning to her. “You

known Mrs. Handsell, Mannering,

present you now to her other self.

" you see that our recluse has come

1ses at last. I must really intro-

formally, Mr. Mannering—the
chester.”

ted in her forward move-

Mannering’s face eagerly.
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nering, to whom repression had become a
habit, gave little indication of anything he
might have felt. Borrowdean’s fixed smile
betokened nothing but an’ ordinary inter-
est in the introduction of two friends, and
the Duchess’ back was turned towards her
friend. They both waited for Mannering
to speak.

“Phis,” he said, slowly, “is a surprise!
I had no idea when I called to see Borrow-
dear here—of the pleasure which was in
store for me.”

Borrowdean dropped his eyeglass.

““Are you serious, my dear Mannering?”’
he exclaimed. “Do you mean to say that
you came here—"’

“Only to see you,” Mannering interrupt-
ed. “That you should know perfectly well.
I am sorry to hurry you out, but the few
minutes’ conversation which I desired with
you are of some importance, and my train
leaves in an hour. I think that you will
pardon me,” he added, looking steadily at
Bernice, “if I hurry away ome of your
guests.”

She laughed quite in her natural man-
ner.

“T will forgive anything,” she said, ‘“‘ex-
cept that you should hurry away yourself
so unceremoniously. Come and sit down
near me. I want to talk to you about
Blakeley.”

She swept her gown on one side, dis-
closing a vacant place on the settee where
she had been sitting. For a second her
eyes said more to him than her courteous
but half careless words of invitation. Man-
nering made no movement forward.

“I am sorry,” he said, “but it is im-
possible for me to stay!”

She seemed to dismiss him and the whole
subject with a careless little shrug of the
shoulder, which was all the farewell she
vouchsafed to either of them. A woman
who had just entered seemed to absorb
her whole attention. The two men passed
out. .

Mannering spoke no word until they
stood upon the pavement. Then he turned
almost savagely upon his companion.

“This is a trick of yours, I euppose!”
he exclaimed. “Damn you and your med-
dling, Borrowdean. Way can’t you leave
me and my affairs alone? No, I am not
going your way. Let us separate here!”

. Borrowdean shook his head.

“You are unreasonable, Mannering,” he
said. “I have done only what I believe
you were on your way to ask me to do. I
have brought you and Bernice together
again. It was for both your sakes. If
there had been any misunderstanding be-
tween you, it would be better cleared up.”

Mannering gripped his arm.

“Let us go to your room, Borrowdean,”
he gaid. “It is time we understood one
another.”

“Willingly!”  Borrowdean
“But your train?’

“Let my train go,”' Mannering answered.
“There are some things I have to say to
you.”

Borrowdean called a hansom. The two
men drove off together.

Borrowdean was curter than usual,—
even abrupt. The calm geniality of his
manner had departed. He spoke in short,
terse sentences, and he had the air of a
man struggling to subdue a fit of perfectly
reasonable and justifiable anger. It was a
carefully cultivated pose. He even re-
frained from his customary cigarette.

“Loook here, Mannering,” he said. “There
are times when a few plain words are
worth an hour’s conversation. Will you
have them from me?”

ltyes!«'l .

“This thing was started six months ago,
soon after those two ' bye-elections in
Yorkshire. Even the most despondent of
us then saw that the Government could
scarcely last their time. We had a meet-
ing and we attempted to form on paper a
trial cabinet. You know our weakness.
We have to try to form a National party
out of a number ‘' of men, who although
they call themselves broadly Liberals are
as far apart as the very poles of thoughts.
It was as much as they could do to sit in
the same room together. From the open-
ing of the meeting until its close, there
was but one subject upon which every one
was unanimous. That was the absolute
neceseity of getting you to come back to
our aid.”

“You flatter me,” Mannering murmur-
ed, with fine irony.

“You yourself,” Borrowdean continued,
without heeding the interruption, ‘“‘encour-
aged us. From the first pronouncement of
this wonderful new policy you sprang into
the arena. We were none of us ready.
You were! It is true that your weapon
was the pen, but you reached a great pub-
lic. The country today comsiders you the
champion of Free Trade.”

“pags  on,” Mannering interrupted
brusquely. “All this is wasted time!”

‘““A smaller meeting,” Borrowdean con-
tinued, “was held with a view of discuss-
ing the means whereby you could be per-
suaded to rejoin us. At that meeting the
Duchess of Lenchester was present.”

Mannering, who had been pacing the
room, stopped short. He grasped the
back of a chair, and turning round faced
Borrowdean.

“Well 7’ 7

“You know what place the Duchess has
held in the councils of our party: since the
Duke’s death,” Borrowdean continued.
“She has the political instinct. If ehe
were a man she would be a leader. All
the great ladies are on the other side, but
the Duchess is more than equal to them
all. She entertains magnificently, and
with tact. She never makes a mistake.
She is part and parcel of the Liberal Par-
ty. It was she who volunteered to make
the first effort to bring you back.”

Mannering turned his head. Apparently
he was looking out of the window.

“Her methods,” Borrowdean continued,
“did not commend themselves to us, but
beggars must nmot be choosers. Besides,
the Duchess was in love with her own
scheme. Such objections as we made were
at once overruled.”

He paused, but Mannering said nothing.
He was still looking out of the window,
though his eyes saw nothing of the street
below, or of the great club buildings op-
posite. A scent of roses, lost now and
then in the salter fragrance of the night
breeze sweeping over the marshes, the
magic of a wonderful white-clad presence,
the low words, the sense of a world apart,
a world of speechless beauty. . . .
What empty dreams! A palace built in
poet’s fancy upon a quickeand.

“The Duchess,” Borrowdean continued,
“undertook to discover from you what
prospects there were, if any, of. your re-
turn to political life. She took none of us
into her confidence. We none of us knew
what means she meant to employ. She
disappeared. She communicated with none
of us. We none of us had the least idea
what had become of her. Time went on,
and we began to get a little uneasy. We
had a meeting and it was arranged that

answered.

I should come down and see you. I came,
1 saw you, I saw the Duchess! The situa-

tion very soon became clear to me. In-
stead of the Duchess converting you, you
had very mnearly converted the Duchess.”
“I can assure you—" Mannering began.
“Let me finish,” Borrowdean pleaded.

“T realized the situation at a glance. Your
attitude I was not so surprised at, but
the attitude of the Duchess I must con-
fess amazed me. I came to the conclusion
that I had found my way into a forgot:
ten corner of the world, where the lotos
tlower still blossomed, and the sooner I
was out of it the better. Now I think
that brings us, Mannering, up to the
present time.”

Mannering turned from the window,
out of which he had been steadfastly gaz-
ing. There was a strained look under
his eyes, and little trace of the tan up-
on his cheeks. He had the air of a jaded
and a weary man.

“That is all, then,” he remarked.
can still catch my train.”

Borrowdean held out his hand.

“No,” he said. “It is not all. This
explanation I have made for your sake,
Mannering, and it has been a truthful and
full one. Now it is my turn. I have a
few words to say to you on my own ac-
count.”

Mannering paused. There was a note
of something unusual in Borrowdean’s
voice, a portent of things behind. Man-
nering involuntarily straightened himself.
Something was awakened in him which
had lain dormant for many years, dor-
mant eince those old days of battle, of
swift attack, of ambushed defence ‘and
the clamour of brilliant tongues. Some
of the old light flashed in his eyes.

“Say it then—quickly!”

“We speak of great things,” Borrowdean
continued, “and the catching of a train is
a trifle. My wardrobe and house are at
your service. Don’t hurry me!”

Mannering smiled.

“Go on!” he said.

“The men who count in this world,”
Borrowdean declared, calmly .lighting a
cigarette,; “are either thinkers of great
thoughts or doers of great deeds. To the
former belong, the poets and the senti-
mentalists. To the latter the statesmen
and the soldiers.”

“What have I done,” Mannering mur-
mured, “that I should be sent back to
kindergarten? Platitudes such . as this
bore me. Let me catch my train.”

“In a moment. To ali my arguments
and appeals, to all my entreaties to you
to realize yourself, to do your duty to us,
to history and to, posterity, you have re-
plied in one manner only. You have
spoken from the mushroom pedestal of
the sentimentalist. Not a single word that
has fallen from your lips has rung true.
L. You have spoken as though your eyes
were blind all the time to the letters of
fire which truth has spelled out before
you. Any further argument with you is
useless, because you are not honest. You
conceal your true position, and you adopt
a false defence. Therefore, I relinquish
my task. You can go 'and grow roses,
and think your poetry, and call it life if
you will. But before you go I should like
you to know that I at least am not de
ceived. I do not believe in you, Manner
ing. I ask you a question, and I challenge
you to answer it. What is your true rea-
son for making a scrap heap of your car
eer?”’

“Are you my friend,” Mannering asked
quietly, “that you wish to pry behind the
curtain of my life? If I have other rea-
gsons they concern f alome.”

Borrowdean shook his head. He had
scored, but he took care to show no sign
of triumph.

“The issue 'is too great,” he said, “to
be tried by the . ordinary rules which
govern social life. Will you presume that
Y am your friend, and let us consider the
whole matter afresh together?” i

“] will not,” Mannering answered. “But
I will do this. I will answer your ques-
tion. There is another reason which
makes my reappearance in public life im-
possible. Not even your subtlety, Bor-
rowdean, could remove it. I do not even
wish it removed.. I mean to live my own
life, and not to be pitchforked back into
politics to suit the convenience of a few
adventyrous office-seekers, and the Duchess
of Lenchester!” ‘

“Mannering!”

But Mannering

- * -

Borrowdean felt that this was a trying
day. After a battle with Mannering he
was face to face with an angry woman, to
whose presence an imperious little note
had just summoned him. Berenice was
dressed for a Royal dinner party, and she
had only a few minutes to spare. Never-
theless she contrived to make them very
unpleasant ones for Borrowdean.

“The affair was entirely an accident,”
he pleaded.

“Jt was nothing of the sort,” she an-
swered, bluntly. “I know you too well for
that. Your bringing him here without
warning was an unwarrantable interfer-
ence with my affairs.”

Borrowdean could hold his own with
men, but Berenice in her own room, a
wonderful little paradise of soft colorings
and luxury o perfectly chosen that it was
rather felt than eeen, Berenice, in her
marvellous gown, witn the necklace upon
her bosom and the tiara flashing in her
dark hair, was an overwhelming oppon-
ent. Borrowdean was helpless. He could
not understand the attack itself. He fail-
ed altogether to appreciate its tenor.

“Korgive me,” he protested, “but I did
not know that you had any plans. All
that you told us on your return from

“1

had gone.
* »

*» -

as you were concerned the matter seemed
to me tobeover, and with it I imagined
your interest in Mannering. I brought him
here—"

“Well?”

“Because I wished him to know who
you were. I wished him to understand
the improbability of your ever again re-
turning to Blakeley ”

“You are telling the truth now, at any
rate,” she remarked, curtly, “or what
sounds like the truth. Why did you trou-
ble in the matter at all? Where I
have failed you are not likely to succeed.”

“Borrowdean smiled for the first time.

“I have still some hopes of domng eo,”
he admitted

The Duchess glanced at the little Louis
Seize time-piece, and hesitated.

“You had better abandon them,” &he
said. “Lawrence Mannering may be
wrong, or he may be right, but he believes
in his choice. He has no ambition.-- You
have no motive left to work upon.”

Borrowdean shook his head.

“You are wrong, Duchess,” he e&aid,
simply. “I never believed in Mannering’s
| sentimentality. Today, with his own lips,
| he has confessed to me that another, an
llmbmached reason, stands behind his re-
fusal.” 2

“And he never told me,”
murmured, involuntarily.

“Duchess,” Borrowdean answered, with
a faint cynical parting of the lips, “there
are matters which a man does not men-
tion to the woman in whose high opinion
he aims at holding an exalted place.”

There was a knock at the door. The
Duchess’ maid entered, carrying a long
cloak of glimmering lace and satin.

The Duchess nodded.

“] come at once, Hortense,” she said,
|in French. “Sir Leslie,” she added, turn-
| ing towards him, “you are making a great
mistake, and I advise you to be careful.
{Your are one of those who think ill of
'all men. Such men as Lawrence Manner-
1lng‘ belong to a race of human beings of
om you know nothing. 1 listened to

once, and I was a fool. You could as

the Duchess

¥
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Blakeley was that you had failed. So far

soon teach me to believe that you were
a eaint as that Mannering had anything
in his past or present life of which he was
ashamed. Now, Hortense.”

Borrowdean walked off still emiling.
How simple half the world was.

CHAPTER IX.

Hester sprang to her feet eagerly as
she heard the front door close, and stand-
ing behind the curtain she watched the
man, who was already upon the pave-
ment looking up and down the street for
a hansom. His erect distinguished figure
was perfectly familiar to her. It was Sir
Leslie Borrowdean again.

She resumed her seat in front of the
typewriter, and touched the keys idly. In
a few moments what she had been expect-
ing happened. Her mother entered the
room.

Of her advent there were the usual noti-
fications. An immense rustling of silken
skirts, and an overwhelming odour of the
latest Bond street perfume. She flung her-
self into a chair; and regarded her daugh-
ter with a complacent smile.

“That delightful man has been to see
me again,” she exclaimed. “I could scarce-
ly believe it when Mary brought me his
card. By the bye, where is Mary? I want
her to try to take that stain out of my
pink silk skirt. I shall have to wear it to-
night.”

“[ will ring for her directly,” the girl
answered. “So that was Sir Leslie Bor-
rowdean, mother! Why did he come to
see you again so soon?”’ :

“I haven’t the least idea,” Mrs. Philli-
more announced, “but I thought it was
very sweet of him. It seems all the more
remarkable when one considers the eort
of man he is. He’s very ambitious, you
know, and devoted to politics.”

«“Where did you meet him first?” Hes-
ter asked.

“It was at the Metropole at Bexhill,”
Mrs. Phillimore answeped. “We motored
down thére one day, and Lena Roberts
told me that she heard him inquiring who
I was directly we came into the room.
He joined our party at luncheon. Billy
knew him slightly, so I'made him go over
and ask him.”

Hester nodded, and seemed to be ab-
sorbed in some trifling defect of one of
the keys of her typewriter.

“Does he still ask you many questions
about Mr. Mannering, mother?” she ask-
ed, quietly. -

“About Mr. Mannering!” Mrs. Philli-
more repéated, with raised eyebrows.
“Why he scarcely ever mentions his
name.”

She took up a 'small mirror from the
table by her side, and critically touched
her hair.

“About Mr, Mannering, indeed,” she re-
peated.
question?”’

The girl hesitated. .

“Do you really want to know, mother?”
she asked.

“Qf course!”

“When Mr. Mannering was here last,”
Hester said, “he asked me whether Sir
Leslie Borrowdean was a friend of yours.
I fancy that they are political acquaint-
ances, but I don’t think that they are on
very good terms.” -

Mrs. Phillimore laid down the mirror
and yawned. <

“Well, there’s nothing very strange
about that,” she declared. ‘“Lawrence
isn’t the sort to get on with many peo-
ple, especially since he went and buried
himself in the country. How pale you are
looking, child. Why don’t you go and
take a walk instead of hammering away
at’ that old typewriter? Any one would
think that you had to do it for a living!”

“T. prefer to earn my own living,” the
girl answered, “and I am not in the least
tired. Tell me, are you going to see Sir
Leslie Borrowdean--again, mother?”

The woman on the couch smoothed her
hair once more with a smile of gratifica-
tion.

“Sir Leslie has asked me to join a small
party of friends for dinner at the Carlton
this evening,” she announced. ‘“Why on
earth are you looking at me like that,
child? You're always grumbling that my
friends are a fast lot, and don’t suit you.
You can’t say anything against Sir Les-
lie.”

The girl had risen to her feet. The
trouble in her face was manifest.

“Mother,” she said, slowly, “I wish that
you were not going. I wish that you
would have nothing whatever to do with
Sir Leslie Borrowdean.”

“Good Heavens, and why not?”’ the wo-
man exclaimed, suddenly sitting up.

“I believe that he only asked you be-
cause he has an idea that you can tell
him—something he wants to know about
Mr. Mannering,” the girl answered stead-
ily'. “] don’t think that you ought to
gol”

“Rubbish!” her mother answered, cross-
ly. “I don’t believe that he has such an
idea in his head. As though he couldn’t
ask me for the sake of my company. And
if he does ask me questions, I'm not ob-
liged to answer them, am I? Do you think
that I'm to be turned inside out like a
schoolgirl ?”

“Sir Leslie is very clever, and he is very
unscrupulous,” the girl answered. “I wish
you weren’t going! I believe that he wants
to find out things.”

Mrs. Phillimore frowned uneasily.

“I’'m not a fool!” she said. “He’s wel-
come to all he can get to know through
me. I don’t know what you want to try
to make me uncomfortable for, Hester,
I'm sure. Sir Leslie has never betrayed
the least curiosity about Mr. Mannering,
and I don’t believe that he’s any such idea
in his head. Upon my word, I don’t see
why you should think it impossible that
Sir Leslie should come here just for the
sake of improving an acquaintance which
he found pleasant. That’s what he gave
me to understand, and he put it very nice-
ly too!”

“I do not think that Sir Leslie is that
sort of man, mother.”

“And I don’t see how you know any-
thing about it,” was theg sharp response.
“Ring the bell, please. ‘} want to speak
to Mary about my skirt.”” .

“You mean to dine with him then,
mother?”’ she asked, crossing the room
towards the bell.

“Of course! I've accepted. Tonight, and
as often as he chooses to ask me. Now
don’t upset me, please. I want to look
my best tonight, and if I get angry my
hair goes all out of curl.”

The girl turned back to her typewriter.
She unfolded a sheet of copy, and placed
it on 'the stand before her.

“If you have made up your mind, moth-
er, I suppose you will go,” she said. “Still
—1I wish you wouldn’t.”

Mrs. Phillimore shrugged her shoulders.

“If I did what you wished all the time,”
she remarked, pettishly, “I might as well
drown myself at once. Can’t you under-
stand, Hester?” she added, with a sudden
change of manner, “that I must do some-
thing to help me to forget? You don’t
want to see me go mad, do you?”’

The girl turned half round in her chair.
She was fronting a mirror. She caught a
momentary impression of herself—pallid,
hollow-eyed, weary. She sighed.

“There are other ways of forgetting,”
she murmured. “There is work.”

Her mother laughed scornfully.

“You have chosen your way,” she said.
“Let me choose mine. Turn round, Hes-
er.”

The. girl obeyed her languidly. Her
mother eyed her with an attention she
seldom vouchsafed to anything. Her plain
black frock was ill-fitting and worn. She
wore no ribbon or jewelry or adornment

o

of any sort, Negatively her face was not,

ill-pleasing, but her figure was angular,

“Why do you ask me such a'

things. She was tastefully though some-
what elaborately dressed. She wore chains

her fingers, and in her face had begun in

actual forty and presumptive twenty. She
laughed again a little hardly.

claimed.

belong to me, and as for him—"

“Stop!” the .girl cried.

The woman nodded.

“Quite right,” she said. “I didn’t mean
to mention him. I won’t again. But we
are different, aren’t we? 1 wonder why
you stay with me. I wonder you don’t
go and make a home for yourself some-

things I do, and care for, and all my
friends. -Why don’t you go away? It

us!”’

interfere with one another very much, do

made a remark about any—of yqur friends.
Tonight I cannot help it. . Sir Leslie Bor-
rowdean is Mr. Mannering’s enemy. 1 am
sure of it! That is why I do not like the
idea of your going out with him. It

doesn’t seem to be right—and I am
afraid.” g
“Afraid! You little ‘diot!"

man,” the girl said. “He is a very clever
man, and he has been a lawyer. That sort
of person knows how to ask questions—to
—find out things.”

“Rubbish!”’ the woman remarked, sit-
ting up on the couch. “Why do you try

Sir Leslie may be very clever, but I am
not exactly a fool myself.”

delicate coating of rouge her cheeks had
whitened.

“Besides,” she continued, “Sir Leslie has
never even mentioned Mr. Mannering's
name in anything except the most casual

—Hester.
well and Rothe and all of them are all
right, but they are just a little—well, you
would call it fast, and it does one good to
be secen with a different set sometimes. Sir

together different, of course.”
The girl bent over her work.
“No doubt, mother,” she answered.
expect she has your bath ready.” -
{To be continued.)

LITTLE FOLKS' CHRISTMAS
PARTIES

Are you little folks Adooking forward
with much anticipation to a really, truly,
Christmas party? If so these suggestions
may help in the entertainment of the
small lads and lassies. 1t is always the
novelty of a thing which scores the big-
gest success with the children, so that in-
genuity rather than finances is most es-
sential.

One of the most beautifully dressed

decorations, such as candy

brain and a diminished purse.

ment one year. The family lived in a
ered pine woods.
boys and girls of the family were instruct-

eight feet. No one could imagine what

Mother intended to do with &0 many

trees, and of course she would not tell.
Father was taken into the secret, and

below went on.
Then came Christmas Day, when the

a sight! Was it a real Santa Claus who
snugged so cosily among the heaps and
heape of mysterious ribbon-tied parcels in
what looked suspiciously like Mother's
Monday wash tub? Or was it only a
make-believe Santa? Well, make-believe
or not, he certainly had not forgotten any-
one. Even Mary the maid was remember-
ed with a string of brilliant blue beads
and a half dozen new aprons, in the pock-
et of one of which she found a more sub-
stantial offering. \

Over in one corner was—yes, it wae
Jack’s doghouse. Jack is a St. Bernard.
By raising the Louse on blocks it looked
quite possible as the abode for the vener-
able Kris Kringle. Its roof was covered
with snow, and a painted pasteboard
chimney made it the more realistic.

The drawing-room was lighted with
candles, but none shown brighter than
the beaming faces of the dozen little

ling for the gifts and goodies that Santa
| bestowed.

| After the first excitement games were
| played and supper was served. Fishpond
was one of the features of the evening
that created much merriment. On a table
in the centre of the room were as many
tiny packages as children present. Each
little boy and girl was handed a stick
about two feet long with a one-foot line,
on the end of which was fastened 'a hook.

at a time trying to land a package. Na-
turally it was sometimes before the table
{ was cleared and each child sat down to
| disclose the contents of his or her pack-
age, which contained something so inex-
pensive, but pleasing as to suggest Mo-
ther’s patronage of the Five and Ten Cent
Store.

WHISTLER’S HOUSE.

(London Express.)

Whistler stories are many and varied. The
Grand Magazine tells of the days when the
| great artist lived in Tite street. ‘Whistler's
' house was built by Godward the architect.
Over the doorway a motto was cut in the
| stone: ‘‘Except the Lord build the house, in
vain is the labor of man to build it.”” One
| day a large crack appeared in the front wall.
| Whistler at once wrote out a placard and
placed it under the motto: “J. Wi, Godward
“ built this house,’”

SH
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| relief £o
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. : |
and her complexion almost anaemic. The |
woman on the couch represented other

and trinkets about her neck, rings upon

earnest the tragic struggle between an

“And you are my daughter,” she ex-
“You are one of the freaks of
heredity. I'm perfectly certain you don’t

where. I know that you hate all the

would be more comfortable for both of

“I have no wish to go away,” the girl|
said, eoftly, “and 1 don’t think that we;

we? This is the first time I have even

“Sir Leslie Borrowdean is a very clever

to maks me so uncomfortable, Hester?

“She spoke confidently, but under the

way. You don’t understand everything| E8
Of course Lena and Billy As-| ¥

Leslie Borrowdean and his friends are al-|

“There’'s Mary stamping on the floor. I

trees the writer has ever seen was that
covered almost entirely with homemade
cornucopias
of bright colored paper, paper dolls cut
from laales’ magazines and stiffened with
cardboard, cranberry strings and popcorn
ropes, and these but a few of the novel-
ties that were the product of a clever

Another mother, who every year spends
much time in preparations for the holi-
day gayeties, gave her little people and
their friends a most ingenious entertain-

locality easily accessible to a thickly cov-
From here the older

ed to bring as many as two dozen small
, pine trees, ranging in height from six to

all Christmas Eve the preparations went
forth with much mystery. The furniture
was moved from the library into the back
hall, and a sheet was stretched over the
arched doorway between hall and drawing-
room to keep out all intruders. Mother
came out to put the emall folks to bed
so that Santa Claus could make his an-
nual visit, and long after the tired little
bodies relaxed in sleep, the preparations

big sheet was taken down—and, oh, what

people who eagerly awaited Mother’s call- |

With this hook each one had two chances |

SILVER JUBILEE OF
~ REV. J. J. WALSH; FINE
GIFT FROM CONGREGATION

Holy Trinity Parishioners Present Address and $630 to
~ Pastor in Remembrance of 25th Anniversary of His
Ordination— Eloquent Reply to Address.

Sunday at the 10 o’clock mass in Holy
Trinity church, Rev. J. J. Walh, the

In a happy conjunction of cir-
was also Father

Rev. J. J. Walsh.

Walsh’s forty-ninth birthday and this cir-
cumstance and the joyous Christmas sea-
son made the occasion particularly memor-
able. The address was handsomely done
in gold letters and enclosed in a rich
purple cover. It was read by Joseph Har-
rington, and at it conclusion the gift ac-
companying it was handed to Father
Walsh by William Carleton, father of Reyv.
C. P. Carleton.
place after the communion and just as
Father Walsh had concluded making the
announcement of the Christmas masses.
There was a very large congregation.

The Address. *
The address was in the following terms:

Dear Reverend Father: .
On this, the twenty-fifth anniversary of your
ordination to the priesthood, the congregation

of Holy Trinity parish, among whom you
have spent so many years, desire to lay at
your feet our cordial loyalty and high appre-
ciation. g

i  We venerate you for your priestly qualities
'and learning; we appregiate you for your de-
| voted labor for our spiritual welfare, and we
love you as our pastor and friend.

{ During the years spent among us, meeting
{you in the different walks of life, we have
learned that the predominant characteristic
{ of your life, and the one which impresses us
most, is your great sense of duty, and your
| great zeal in carrying these duties to a suc-
cessful issue.

We assure you of our high appreciation of
| the success of your labors, as evidenced by~
jour beautiful .church, the good feeling exist-

ing among the people, and the spiritual well-
| being of the parish.
| " In testimony of our regard and attachment,
| we pray your acceptance of this brief but
' sincere expression of opinion, as well as this
i purse, on this the silver jubilee of your or-
{ dination.

We freely and cheerfully offer you, dear
reverend father,this small token of our heart-
felt affection, an affection that is felt by the

.entlm congregation, who revere and honor
 you as a guide and friend, and we earnestly
and sincerely trust that you may be spared
to administer to the spiritual necessities of
the congregation of Holy Trinity for many
years to come.

Signed on behalf of the congregation.

JOHN McGOLDRICK,
JOSEPH HARRINGTON,
THOMAS NAGLE.

Father Walsh’s Reply.

In an eloquent reply, Father Walsh said
he was deeply touched by the manifesta-
tion of the kind sentiments of regard ex-
pressed by the congregation. It was proof,
if proof were wanting, of their faith, loy-
alty, love and great respect for the church
and her priests because he regarded what
had just been done as done on account of
the pastoral office rather than the man
who filled it.

During the fifteen and a half years of
his pastorate in Holy Trinity he had sel-
dom if ever spoken of himeelf, but he
thought personal references would not be
out of place on this occaston, but might
interest and please. lle felt rather remin-
iscent and memory carried him back
through the twenty-five years af his priest-
hood to the days of his boyhood.

After saying that forty-nine years ago
yesterday—on Dec. 22—he was born in
Carleton, Father Walsh spoke of his
school days under Messrs. Donovan and
O'Reilly, both now dead, and later in the
school conducted by the Christian Broth-
ers in the little wooden building which
stood in the rear of the cathedral. Broth-
er Tobias was in charge and Father Oue-

lette, a brilliant classical scholar, taught
Latin and French. The Christian Broth-

! ers left St. John in April, 1877, and Dr.

Philip. Cox, now of the U. N. B. staff, be-
came principal. In September of that yeax

The presentation took |

at the age of cighteen, Father Walsh said
The speaker then referred to ths various

pastor, received from his congregation an | orders leading to the priesthood and told
address and a purse of $620 in remem-

brance of the twenty-fifth afniversary of
his . ordination to the priesthood on Dec.
23, 1882.
cumstances, yesterday

in eloquent language of his first mass—

Christmas midnight mass—at which he

gave Holy Communion to 600 of those at #

the seminary.

A faw days afterwards, Father Walsh
returned to St. John and preached his
first sermon in the cathedral on Dec. 31,
1882. IHe was then stationed with Father
Connolly in Carleton for a month and on
Feb. 1 returned to the cathedral. In 1884, *
when* Father Ouelette was appointed to
Shediac parich, Father Walsh became sen-
ior priest at the cathedral, and so re-
mained until July, 1892, since when he has
been in charge of Holy ‘Irinity parish.
And in that time, he and his psople had
learned to know each other well. :

Speaking of the priesthood, Father
Walsh said the office was one of supreme
dignity but tremendous responsibility be-
cause the priest has the care of souls. He
offered sacrifice, preached, presided over
the assemblages of the faithful, adminis-
terad the sacraments, was teacher and
guide. The priest baptised, confessed and
absolved, he broke the bread of sound doc-
trine and the body and blood of God for
his people, he received their marriage.
vows and he performed the last ead rites
for the dying; he committed the body to
the grave and he followed the spirit with
supplications for mercy before the throne
of God. In the power of consecrating and
offering of sacrifice and absolving from sin
the priesthood was complefe. No order
was higher because no act was greater
than that of consecration.

With ali the dignity of his office,
said Father Walsh," the priest was
obliged to live in the midst of
the world. He has. all the dangers of

other men and many perils are for the
priest alone. Satan and the world have
a special hatred for the priest because he'
is set up in a high place and if a priest
falls the fall is terrible. It is not neces-
garily final or irremediable, for God is
merciful, but since Satan fell there never
has been a fall like the fall of a priest.
But if there were many dangers, the
priest had graces beyond all men. The
sacramental grace of the priesthood was
greater far than all dangers and there were

HOLY TRINITY_CHURCH, BUILT BY FATHER WALSH.

special helps in the performance of all the
priestly duties.

Father Walsh spoke of the relations of
himself and his people and prayed that,
when they came to stand before the judg-
he left St. John for a two years’ course
in philosophy and three and a half years
in theology in the Grand Seminary. in
Montreal, conducted by the priests of St.
Sulpice. There were 250 students in the-
ology, seventy-five in philosophy, and more
than 300 in the Montreal College, all sep-
arate establishments in connection win‘@f
the seminary.

The speaker gave an interesting descrip-
tion of the student life in the seminary.
He named the late Father Meahan, of
Moncton; Father Lavery, of St. Stephen;-
Father Collins, of Fairville, and Father
Carney, of FKredericton, as among those
there at the time he was a student.

Father Walsh then told of his ordina-
tion in the Seminary on Dec. 23, 1882,
when forty-three priests and thirty-seven
deacons were ordained and sixty took min-
or orders, and he spoke of the impressive-
ness of the scens when the 180 young men
walked two and two into the chapel, each
carrying a lighted candle and all singing
the Veni Creator.
ment seat of God—he to give an account
of his ministry. and they to answer for the
graces they had reccived—the special ties
which bound them would be transfigured
in the world of light and the wondroug
bonds of charity would unite them all in
all eternity and on the supreme day, when
the universal flock of Jesus Christ should
be assembled and the lambs and the sheep
counted before the Great Shepherd in the
fold of the everlasting hills, all would bq
there, “You, my little flock, so dear to my
heart as a priest, my crown and my joy,
1 your pastor, hope all will be there o
that day to share the 'blessings ‘of Goa
upon sheep and pastor in His Kingdom
watered by the river of life which flowg
from the throne of God.”

Threw Vitriol in Toronto Man's
Face.
_ Dec. 20— (Special) — Johs
Clancy, of Defoe street, complained to t'we
police this morning that, en his w‘ay home
last night, a man ran out from a gate a
few doors from his house, and threw some
vitriol in his face. His face was blistered
and the marks of the acid were oh his
clothes. As yet no one is under suspicion,
and Clancy does not know who would be
likely to have done the deed. This is
said to be the second time he has had
vitriol thrown at him. : r
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