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“Let me ask you a question, too. 
"What is there about him v*

we met last,’’ he said slowly. "My little 
party has thrown me over. I am nothing said.
but a parliamentary wait. Last week 1 makes you so anxious to get him L 

in Gasce..ter looking af or my little your party?" 
colony there, and the week before 1 tookj "Strone,” he answered, “is a strongman 
my wife to Paris for a day of two.” land an earnest politician. He has prac-

She raised her eyelids ever so slightly, j tic.il and popular views on the great so-
“Yes! Did you enjoy it? Paris always cial questions which Government must face 

seems to me so deadly dull at this time of ; in a few years' time.” 
the year.” “He is a strong man,” she repeated

“Our point of view,” he remarked, ' thoughtfully. “Yes! 1 supposa that is
“would not be the same. We were both | it.” 
in reality trip, ers. We had never been ; 
there before. We saw the sights.”

She yawned.

Wife Willing Witness Against Husband Who Killed
Her FatherII

A MASTER OF MEN
By E. P. OPPENHEIM
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Once more Milly addressed him.(CHAPTER XVIII—(Continued.)
“Is this a joke?” Strone asked. “How 

could you welcome such a 
amongst your well-ordered ranks? I shottl l 
be a cuckoo in the neat with a vengeance.”

It was Lord Sydenham’s turn to smile.
“You alarm me,” he said. “Your natur

al history carries you so far no doubt as 
to remember what follows the advent of 
the cuckoo. Do me the credit, Strone, to 
believe that lam not making you this offer 
without serious consideration, and 1 am 
not making it upon my own initiative 
alone. I know very well that you 
harebrained Socialist. You do not preach 
the nationalisation of the 1 nd or any such 
foolery. You know very well that no human 
laws can make equal men bom into the 
world with diverse gifts. As for the rest, 
I can assure you that the thinking men of 
my party are as eager as you are for the 
betterment of the poor. Some of your own 
pet schemes will be part of our programme 
for next session. Join us and you shall 
take charge of these measures. You will 
strengthen us, and you will give the people 
in the great manufacturing centres confi
dence in our desire to legislate for them. 
You yourself will be in the position to do 
effective work which you could never at
tain to by any other means. We believe in 
you, Btrone, and your motives. 1 do not 
wish to appeal to your personal ambition 
in any way, but—we will make you the 
youngest Cabinet Minister since the days 
of Pitt."

A very rare agitation shook Strone’s 
voice. He seemed to be looking no longer 
along the broad gaslit street, he saw down 
the avenues which lead to fame and high 
places, he saw the passionate dream of his 
earlier youth which of late had seemed so 
shadowy, so difficult of achievement, sud
denly leaping into actual and vivid life.

“You have taken my breath away,” he 
said. "But your party discipline is so ar
bitrary. I might find myeelf hopelessly at 
variance with you on some point or other 
■—I could not pledge myself to unswerving 
service."

“We would not exact it of you." Lord 
Sydenham answered quietly. “As your 
political life grows so will your experience, 
and yon will understand that of necessity 
life is made up of compromises. This is 
your street, is it not? I am going to leave 
you to think over what I have said. I do 
Hot press you for any immediate answer."

Strone held out his hand.
“Yon are very good, Lord Sydenham," 

be said. "It is useless, I suppose, to ask 
you to come In?"

Lord Sydenham nodded. “But I should 
like a cigar," he added, suddenly feeling his 
breast pocket. “I will come to your door
step.”

At the gate Çtrone looked up in quick 
surprise. It was one o’clock, and he had 
never doubted but that his house would be 
In darkness. The drawing-room, however, 
seemed to be a blaze of light. Whilst they 
stood there a man’s voice singing a comic 
song came traveling out to them. It was 
not a particularly choice one, even of its 
order, and the man's voice was harsh and 
repulsive. AY the close of the first verse 

■the shrill laughter of women drowned the 
pianoforte. Lord Sydenham glanced at his 
companion. Btrone’s face was suddenly 
pale, and the hand which still rested upon 
the gate seemed striving to bend the 
wrought ironwork.

“On second thoughts,” Lord Sydenham 
remarked, “I will smoke a cigarette. I have 
my case. God night, Strone.”

“Good night, Lord Sydenham."1

“But you,” he remarked, “have ac
quired a reputation for exclusiveness—for 
hyper-critical tastes as regards your

“Did you see them from a char-a-banc?” | ciates, and especially your intimates. Now, 
“It was a matter of francs only,” he as- Strone, from a man’s point of view, is 

sured her. “We had a victoria and a admirable enough—but from yours, I do 
guide. My only private pilgrimage was to not understand.” 
the graves of Abelard anu Heloise. What 
an imaginative nation Ti eir tombs were 
fragrant with wet flowers."

“The Pari ian proper,” she remarked,
"is the soul of romance. But to return to 
our discussion. Lord Sydenham has been 
talking to me of you. 
feature of the new Parliament.”

“He is very good,” Strone, answered 
doubtfully. “I am afraid that I may be 
a very unsatisfactory one.

“You anticipate trouble, 
that allegiance to party is not half so 
difficult as it seems at first to a person 
of your temperament. There is a certain 
amount of elasticity about our opinions 

Simpson raised his head and gazed stem- concerning every one and everything. Be- 
Iv and questioningly at his wife, but she sides, esprit de corps is a factor to be 
avoided his eyes. She admitted that she reckoned with. It grows every hour after 
had gone to see District Attorney Furman vou have once been admitted to the ranks 
four times the week before last to talk Qf an established party. #
about the prosecution with him. She low- “You are very consoling,” he said, and 
ered her head while telling this until Mr. you do not talk either like one who has 
Manton said sharply: “Look up, please.” juBt taken up politics for a new fad.

She admitted that when Simpson was she smiled—a little wearily, and look- 
narading around the room with the gun ed away into the dark slowly-flowing river, 
and with the dogs at his heels, she had speckled here and there with glints of 
ioined in the frolic by beating on a paste- shine.
board box and that Mr. -Homer, who “f think,” she said, 'that I must have

look- lived for a very long time, for nothing 
which 1 take up comes to me wholly new.
It is always a going back. Politics inter
ested me oncer-when I was a child and my 

in Ihe Cabinet. Today I seem

ing.
“Well! Got anything to say, eh? Out 

with it!”
He roused himself with an effort.
“There is a good deal to be said,” he 

answered. “The question is whether it is 
worth while. Do you like this sort of 
thing, Milly?”

“Why not? I must have friends. I can’t 
sit here alone—night after night.”

“You can come down to the House.”
“And listen to a lot of dry rot! No 

thanks!”
“You can take one of the maids and go 

to the theatre.”
“Thanks. I tell you I ain’t so fond of 

my own company, or of going round with 
servants.”

“It seems to me, at any rate,” he said,
“that you could spend the time better 
than this.”

"Oh, you’re a fine judge,” she cried pas
sionately. “You go your way, better let 
me go mine. What do you care who my 
friends are, or. how I pass the time? Not 
a scrap! It’s only ypur beastly stuck-up 
vanity which makes you say a word about 
it. You think the Masons ain’t class 
enough to come to your house. I don’t 
care. They’re good enough for me.”

“You are wrong,’ ’he answered coolly.
"I will not have a young man come here 
who sits with his arm around your waist.
I won’t say I’m surprised, Milly—but I
am disgusted.” TAMPA W

“I thought you’d have something to say arutianN
about that,” she answered. "Where’s the 3 ~ -___  wag reading his evening newspaper,
harm, anyway? Dick Mason and me are ed down at the dogs and smiled good
old pals. And what right have you to in- Riverbead; N. Y„ Feb. 8—After Mrs.? humoredly. , _
terfere, anyway? What sort of a husband simpaon had taken- the stand last “You love your husband, don t you.
are you to me, Enoch Strone, eh? Sup- . asked Mr. Manton, suddenly,
posing I let him put his arm round my night and with supreme composure testi- ««j ^o,” waa the reply, in a matter of
waist, or kiss me, what call have you to tied against her husband. Dr. James W. fact tone
complain? We're a nice affectionate couple, Simpson, who is on trial, charged with “And you turned over to the District
ain’t we? How do I know you ain’t got the murder of hig father-in-law, the un- Attorney some of the memoranda in this
ain’t the JvmJm t°It me, yoJ wife, expected happened and it was decided ca?e jj” ^ ^ Mre. 6impson,
Enoch—like the dirt beneath your feet?” that the case should go to the jury after R moment’s hesitation.

Her voice had risen in strength, gained ajj. Mr. Manton asked Mrs. Simpson if her
in passion at every syllable. She was on At the close of Mrs. Simpson’s testi- husband and father had not engaged in
her feet now, facing him with blazing niony, which occupied only an hour, the conversation while playing the games of
eyes. It seemed to Strone in that awful prosecution rested. Martin T. Manton, cards already mentioned. She replied
moment of self-revelation that she had counsel for the defence, moved the court quickly. “Yes, because, the doctor cheat-
become the accuser, that he himself was to dismiss the indictment and direct a 1 ed •’
responsible for this loathsome scene, for verdict of acquittal on the ground that MB?) IIMPAQU “What do you mean by cheating?”
all her follies, for all the follies which she the prosecution had failed to prove that a “He didn’t play fair and it made papa
might hereafter commit. crime had been committed. tually Wisnewski dropped into the chair angry „

“You are mistaken, Mill)-,’’ he cried This action had been generally expected and covered his face with his bands, you know Christian Coles, who
hoarsely. “I have not treated you, I have and the impression prevailed that the whereupon he was withdrawn as a wit- a;ngs ;Q church at Northport, and didn’t
not thought of you like that.” court would uphold the contention, but ncgs be stay at your house over Sunday?” ask-

She had the upper hand. Heedless of J„dgc Kelly merely said: “I shall leave ' simDS0n was called to the stand at ed Mr. Manton, but the question was 
how she gained it, she had pushed home the case to the jury. The motion is Mr3- Simpson was ta 1 out
her advantage. Her words lashed him denied.” , ; the opening of the evening session She know ebrissie, who works for
like scorpions. With Simpson’s wife and mother bitter- was dressed in unrelieved black, but her ^ ^ butcher?,. he then aaked. To

“Rot! You do! You have done every ly arrayed against him, he will find aid veil was thrown back. this the answer1 was, "I do,” and, with-
day. Do you think I ain’t like other wo- from an unexpected quarter. As soon as She is stout of build and of ruddy com- pressing this matter further, Mr. 
men?—because if you do, you’re wrong, the defence is weU under way Walter plexion, and her words were spoken in a j. Bay “That’s all,” and Mrs.
You think that because you don’t beat Selvage, of Brooklyn, and Charles Salvage, clear and audible voice. As she reached , examination was ended,
me, give me money, and clothes, and a of Newark, both brothers of Mrs. Homer the stand she turned her £e* «wayfrom oHross-examination, Mrs. Homer ad-
roof, that that's the end of it. Look and therefore uncles of Mrs. Simpson,will Simpson, who buned bis face in his hands. —^ that gh tOQi had ]ately been in
’ere. I shouldn’t mind your beating me, be called to the stand to sweajr that on Mrs. Simpson s testimony was m the communjcation with the district
I shouldn’t mind if you got drunk, I the day after the shooting Mrs. Homer main a corroboration of that already ,g officc aboilt ca3e.
shouldn’t mind going to the pawnshop told them it was an accident. Mr. Man- given by her mother She laid emphasis 1 , J feehng against Dr. Simp-

s £ -ZJ-: £%£?-” “a sms rapss-svs M’S f «€5 -* £*&-
,h“ ”• rain* ». »... rs

“Didn’t know! How much did you care, night session when Frank Wisnewski, the mg, when she 7™ed Smipson to stop huaband talking of get-
ffidn^Tant^mL^m^rn^e Jou" Homer stabks° anTwho Readmitted to and looked through the barrels to see that ting a separation?” asked the lawyer, 
didn t airy > onjv eye-witness to the shooting, it was not loaded. She was also emphatic , No, sir, was her reply.
More fool me. Give me.i litth> money was railed to testify. Ever since the oc- when she said that after Simpson had One of the most effective points of the
“’.‘L* } 80 I D, i Jp-t KO on currence the boy has been confined in the come down stairs with the gun the second defence was made by Mr. Manton as an “Nothing,
RkJthR Zv Ion ver ”P ’ 8 Kings Park Asylum for the Insane, al- time, when, according to the prosecution offset to the prosecution s allégation that headache.” declared eused himself for a few minutes and lin-

Hetbæt hu" teeth—'c rushed down a whole though it is saM that most of the time he ̂ loaded it. his whole demeanor was Simpson P~d«b- one ragged ^ tt£Wd to speak to ^had

CHAPTER XIX. de°srtA.v°f beaUtiM dreSmS’ faCed h“ “ Escorted by Berand Wolf, of Brooklyn, “He had been hilarious,” she said, “but shooting, this being intended as an aid m dinner we can get and go “mewhere ^the^ but he did not care just then
Btrone walked slowlv un the stens let ,, , . who was to have acted as interpreter,the now he became very thoughtful.” After the establishment of a motive for tbelaRer- Yr0u can put off your engag - ^ t() gtrone.

himself in with his latchkey, and stood for cd. “\v« wflTleit bygones be bygones? I boy was brought into court and told to the shooting, she said, she asked Sipip- footing. The lawyer had a trunk brought “[ am afraid not, he answe ^ -^1 ^ chaire werc in a sedudcd comer,
a moment in the hall before the drawing- will do mv best to make vou a better hus- raise his hand for the oath. Ifistead of son why he had done it. , in^° ® c0 .. , promised to a "e y Lady Malingcourt leaned back with a lit-
room door. The noise inside was unabated, ^„d “ ™y * * doing so he stood with his arms hanging “What did he say?” asked the d.stnef dueed two suits of the cutiiway vanety get away.” tk rustle of silken draperies,
his entrance had been unobserved. He was She crent slowlv towards him loosely at his side and his eyes bent va- attorney. almost new. and a suit of eramng clothes. There was a ,.kc a bomb “My friend,” she said softly, “Iani

« sstmt stir si *:• srurtvyrjss jsrtrstss s ss sju—. £sg« s “ - c trssir-
Shrill reply, decided him. He opened the rK»L^d,^Tw”ro keeping <«=1, with the boy about the case. Even-1 When the cross-exammation began ness for the defence.__________________‘Z'lelvffia town-very soon,” she Malingcotirt from behind her fan watched
door and entered. you back. Better let me go away, Enoch. ' ------- gaid slowlv “and I believe that I have him. Strone was well groomed and wet
ZraZl JCryo ™u<* wbat he had ®*: I’ll change my name. I shan’t ever dis- ,, ]ik their womenkind to be in- I want you to come and see me. We will around the room, disfigured everywhere en„a„cmen’ts for every night until I go. dressed, lhere was very little in his ap
pectod—and dreaded. The room was full aU men like tneir womens v ,unchpnn tovether ouietlv one by Milly’s lack of taste and love of bright Uke vou to come this evening.” pearance to distinguish him from tl.<
of tobacco smoke In the centre a card- 8 “Rubbish,” he answered, with an at- terwted m the,r ““"“' û T' -, n P 1 icek tnd lrivc” colorS- Then ehe straightened herself and 1 her with suddenly flushed crowd of men by whom they were sur
table strewn with cards and cigar ash, te t at iightneM. “We’ll make a fresh “I don’t!” Milly answered bluntly. I day next week, and drive - her face hardened. Her first impulse of! h“®,l0°lds strong face transformed by a rounded. A good tailor and innate good
empty champagne bottles, decantera and a You mustn’t talk about go- haven’t noticed anything of the sort about Milly interrupted her. She had men pity had gone After a]1 jt was thc man ■ 6 taste had secured him against solecisms-
medley of glasses Milly was sitting upon ^ away.„ Enoch, I can tell you! He never tells to her feet, and was standing with her who muat suffer. “What does it matter to you?” he said thc small variations in his todet from th«
the sofa, and by her side Dick Mason, his He drcw her to the sofa and kissed me a word. What I know about his life hand resting upon the table. She was not “j an) gorry that I am not able to be , , ..you will have your cousin. I prevailing fashion were rather a re]iel
face flushed and ugly red his arm in sus- her shc sobbed hergelf to 8leep upon his outside this house I hear from Mr. Fa- an attractive picture to lookupon. of any Service to you, Mrs. Strone," she ZHTin the way.” than otherwise. His hands were large
picious proximity to Milly , waist. Hi. w shoulder. Strone sat there with the dead gan." l ™, f° m®ch,n.oblJ??d'^ ^alm8" said. “Good afternoon.” She l,Jed him full in the face from and stiU a little coarse but they were
ter, in an outrageous pink gown, was shar- ; h { h bod inat hi a cold and 8 Udv Malingcourt raised her eyebrows court,” she said, “but I d rather not come. Milly heard hcr let herself out without JJ J shadow of her parasol, her eye i well eared for and well shaped Sh,
,ng the piano stool with a young man ^ V11, e%„ were'tixcd „p0n a mie. }t a 8°od Pla^ at be,n* ,a lady' stirring, heard the jingling of harness ont- brows elightiy raised, her lips twitching studied his ace, stem, hard, a trifle rug-
whore face seemed repulsively famihar to ^ disordered table, strewed with cards “I do not think,” she said, “that Mr. I «n’t one, and I shall never make one aide, and from beliipd a curtain watched JZugh vffh the inclination to smile. ged, but full of power, relieved from any
btrone. Themjpggling ceased at his en- d c, aahtUe lvjne 8laina and empty Fagan is a very good friend of your hus- Enoch knows that right enough. I should hcr viaitor drive away. Then shc sank “S*‘she murmured. suspicion of coarseness by a mouth a
trance. Dick Mason removed himself with 8 Thc ’woman by hi, side slept hke Lnd!” "nly bc ™comfortahlc d I came to your back uponA.he aofa, and buried her head was ridiculously and speechlessly mobile as a womans, yet straight and
clumsy stealthiness from Milly s side Milly 8la y p “And why not, indeed?” Milly demand- house, and serve me nght If you want in a cllahion. kJv iZd Sydenham rejoined them. firm. She judged hipi dispassionately,and
•lone seemed unmoved She sat quite still, -------------- y Ml/ F a veai sensible to do me a good turn, and J don t know “What does the like of her want-with ba.?,Pty’:a kll rettled,” she said, turning found him good to look upon. Xo one
and eyed him defiantly. Her cheeks were CHAPTER XXX. ' He don’t go poking his nose into why else you came here, don t encourage Enoch?-- ahe asked bitterly. , „Ll him “We meet at thé Carlton, could call him handsome, no one could
flushed, her hair untidy, and shc was smok- v ™an- . . f 8 -,c who onto want to Enoch to get mixing himself up with your * _________ towaids him. n him by without a second glance. Shi
ing a cigarette. . Once again Milly felt herself taken at the. lie minds his own bush people. I know he’s different to me- rH YPTFR VVXT at,®;8“: °8„at -• Lord Svden- withdrew her eyes, but remained silent.

"WeU,” she said, “home early, amt disadvantage. She looked over thc top -' parliament and out of it. That's but I can't help that. He man-led me! CHAPTER XXXI. I£ lt c»3ts mc my > be there’’ A curious emotion had seized her. She
/»ou?" of her novelfrom thc sofa wnere she lay, ” ^Jn T like.” I’m his wife and I want him. And “Quitc a senatorial po.se, Mr. Strone. "rT'-Strone' cehLd! “At eight Mt younger, a cunous longing stole into

"It is past one, he answered briefly. an(j ^cn rogc slowly to her feet. Shc j 1- Malingcourt declined a contro- all tlle while I know that there s some- j^eaiiy j am n(>t surc that I ought to in- ^ ^ her heart for the hilla at Bangdon, the
"How do ybu do, Miss Mason? barclv touched the tips of Lady Maling- thing gradually drawing him from me. |/Çrrup£i Onlv you see Lord Sydenham 0 c oc ,***--'* soft west breeze, thc song of the circling

He shook hands with her, and nodded to rourt'-a fingcrs. -i only know Mr. Fagan politically,” It's going to these parties that s done it. ,|as kft me akne wjth a terribly deaf old j waq waitine for him when he larks, the musical chirping of insects. Life
hcr brother. Then he glanced at the young ,he remarked. “I had not formed a very He sees women ladies who are more hm and : felt that I must cither es- Mdly Z' T Jdv dresscil. She wel- seemed suddenly to have swelled into
man on the music-stoo, and there was aD I yoa kng ” Malingcourt said high opinion of his talents. As a man of sort, and it makes him colder and colder „ , in, Come and cxplain wby^hf. ^ great proportions. She was frightened

talk volubly. The young man on the music d,8^b how vou like living ^•Atavbe ” Milly answered. “I don't won't have him taken away from me su.onc token , su,-prise, but the1 ™y own company. Let s go to t -, I awcet moment, the memory of which

We ve been keeping yourwifccompany • ^ she|hiaaort- He's a workman sent to Tarim- ba e ™y^ inZr eyes" were” unmistak^ l'ortumty to recover himself. He even war >■ dinner with Lord trifling ‘ncld5'nt, thT' nreieiUUn OMy
tonîble ho2ra"yo7ptrlut=nr^nt.emen wore an untidy dnJmg-gow», and she, ment, to represent workmen, and he «g» •itmltterhadbcjr J™. tim® bfr wonderfully tit-^j , b™.-«ht jterte^forth”-ew^ï '
keen I shoddn’t be ahk to do witli mv was conscious of it. -Lady Malingcourt doesn’t forget it. ' one. This was the woman whom she fear- t™g grey gown, and the deflowered hat > face fcU at once. Her bps qmv-, there was wth her hence had
keep. 1 sliouian t oe soil to ao wiui my n-rfentlv dressed Lady Malingcourt smiled plcasantl). - , , , which a Parisian milliner had parted with , prehension ot tilings, me iasm u
Y^nmstfindt^Tr/ZVLa^shèZdd1: “Î don't think I rare very much for , “My dea[ MZn "n politira Lady Malmgnnirt's pale cheeks. She unwill ngly. Lady Malingcourt had the.®^! iven you every moment I couldsuddenlypossesseda 3Weetora
^“tJmg toMU' J"! am sure it would ’ London," Mdly raid slowly. “There are hated this ignorant woman-she hated her- ^  ̂^ fvas no longer a matter of doubt. She
send me crazy unless 1 had a lot of nice a great many people hen-, but they am to " l0^ a8> d y „ot b in and end in 8el f”r the impulse of generosity which V( ka , had tea’” he asked and we1 ■ 8° “ t • " hm I cJ't hchi sat up and sipped her coffee,
lively friends." sociable Bangdon was lonesome but J House ° Ta^ your husLnd’s case, for M brought her here. She rose to her ^we sk down here? I put out ?” P “1 am ready," she declared "to be en-

Milly laughed heartily. think I 1 us9‘„ ° b i instance. He has become thc recognized afraid that I don't quite under- rcaN>' kav’e no scruples about leaving Sir 1 «vosry tertained. You shall begin ti lling me
“Oh, we'ix; supposed to g't used to it, me there, didu t you. champion of some very important social vou Mrs Strone” she said “The Francis. He keeps fidgeting about with] „ unstairs In a moment or what you have been thinking about. Have

•«n’t we, Enoch? Don't stand there look- Lady, Malmgeourt -«dded. , mov ements. It is part of his task to bring ’tand^you, Mrs. Strone, ^ she The ^ ^ ^ and > Wlc,e £, ia going t„ t -, of these fair lad.es taken your

^ ^ w„ s: e t srtr rti -~-i street: aT5£u'?rs: «-.-w

the dishevel,,,,mt of her hair. Milly's face darkened into downright .ord Sydenham's he completely won "Ut and l ha,;),en to disagree most emphati- rp“ J Tea s and voluble complaints I more in accord with her own frame of
p™ " 1 *• «j5""*'3S "Ï" TÜS.Ü3 "w" t.r'.ïïinun.t,," -h, n- "tfc ’ ï" 2üS L»cy I ™"»”1 Vhd'raértS -

Her brother rose with alacrity, also the'time, think it makes him forget he’s got | "Were you at that dinner-party?” Milly Jg“dy -''-l-ngcomt ia c . b ^ , s,|ould juin a t and vote j b°^*'no3dtid watched him dress, followed “D®1 118 talk abontBangdon.^shcsmd.

them gooil-nigltl in boisterous fashion re- knows what time, and I've got to sit here “Yes,-^ answered. “I was there. j -j ilm qaik sureyon won,d not,” he Mting himself for tL impulse „ ^ wTa"'^.»? ti^lZh Jd
next^Zht1'Strone* J^d^hTf^t^door "BUk vou must like reading his speech- Milly ffinehed from the challenge. iue, fond of your husband Don’t you a‘™n in”" fortnight’’ W° “P ” of rrcvfinn, ,wh‘yh ^ haw^u for my Hie.”
and Shook bands with Ada Mason and her es,” Lady Malingcourt suggested. “Of “Oh nothing! I daresay you may be »«"rions^You ran do'this bcsUustnow "Well, we shall Je," she said. “Once ifc^Jcd back°at'thc cornw of the . ‘;Yet 1 do not thmk that y0'1 J™ Sl‘y'
brothW. But when the young man who course, you have ken to hear » My orM. Lady Udin|jk All I ran say m • b ÿ> ]f . own dc- down at Bangdon 1 told you that I had street. She was still standing there watch- What a surprise you ueic

^^vrrdtzrhim- __ = -veo ™
■•ï h,™ "■$ ta i,Fr sæt z "s ‘u » a». «■■ w ri r? ?, '.“'rï *s ss su ». hi, ...understand. You little cm. vlVZ " she added a little dctiantlV “I society It isn't mv idea of married man,” Milly sobbed. "1 only want him to And your politics. Lord Sydenham and Beatrice Malingcourt, ard

Tin- young man muttered some lung m-1 You ^ she add’d a b d I rem-mber that he is ,ny husband-and- “I am a progiewive Conservative l am ^ Sydenham said something which „lt k a m'etime-a chaos of months and
re. ™ 1 tins » »i| ..... ;:;L‘ ss&xtluzïïtsrsi™..................- -«’,*», \n~ - —.............

.. ....... -"û„tôSiïSïfit
...   as ™ w:^i£ï“,?:r3r*5” ts&r-sïtu'——
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5«Ï!’firebrand / ’

Af,
The feathers fluttered gently for sev

eral moments. She bowed said smiled to 
some acquaintances who were passing in
to the restaurant.

“Why should my point of view,” sha 
said, "be different from a man’s? The 
small graces of life are very charming, 
but I am certainly not one of that order 
of women who place theifi above char
acter. Thc man's social deficiencies are 
apparent enough. Yet I, who knew him 
when he was a workman pure and simple, 
am only astonished that . they are not 
more apparent.”

He looked thoughtfully into her impas
sive face.

“You are evasive,” he murmured. “I 
wonder why?”

“And you,” she answered, “have devel
oped a woman’s failing—curiosity. I won
der why!”

“I will ask you a question,” he said, 
“which it should tax even your ingenuity 
to elude. Supposing that it were possible 
—would you marry Enoch Strone?”

The music rose and fell, the murmur of 
conversation around was like a pleasant 
babel. Lady Malingcourt remained im
passive. Even Lord Sydenham, who wna 
watching her closely, found her sphinx- 
like.

“If the other considerations,” she sail,
“were in order, and if by chance he should 
desire it—why not? He is a man, is he 
not—like you others?”

“The other considerations! That in
cludes, I suppose, caring for him?”

Lady Malingcourt became didactic.
“I have always considered,” she said,

“that a certain amount of affection is 
quite a desirable ingredient in matrimony.
It is old-fashioned, I suppose, but what 
else is left for us? Modernity has spread 
to Balharn, and is quite a craze at Forest 
Hill. I think that we must all become old- 
fashioned.”

“I agree with you,” he said gravely,
“that marriage should be something more 
than a bargain. And because I agree with 
you, Beatrice. I want >ou to marry me."

“I absolutely decline,” shc answered,
“to be proposed to standing up.”

“Then let us find a comer soméwhcre 
and discuss it,” he answered.

She shook her head.
“I wonder,” she said, “if by any chanci ,-X 

you are in earnest?”
“There is nothing in life,” he answered, 

"which I have ever been so much in 
earnest about. I meant to wait nr til 
next session, but lately I think there lias 
been a change in you. Tonight I decided 
that I would not wait any longer.’.’

She looked at him thoughtfully. He was 
all that any woman could desire in a hus
band-rich, distinguished, handsome, top, 
notwithstanding his stooping shoulders 
and pale cheeks. She had quite made up 
her mind to marry him—some day—a yeary- 
ago. Now the desire had gone from hcr. • 
Strone’s appearance was a relief.

“Come and see me tomorrow,” she 
whispered. “I want to think about it.”

Strone joined them.
“Only two chairs,” he said, “but there 

will bc plenty of room directly. I have 
ordered coffee.”

She followed him. Lord Sydenham ex-
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father was
to be only the reflex of other people s

thanopinions. I trust Sydenham more 
any one. I believe my cousin is the most 
brilliant and the most conscientious man 
of our party.”

Strone agreed with her. Just, then Lord 
Sydenham came out and threaded his way 
towards them through a maze of chairs 
and little tables. A sudden thought came 
to Strone. He watched Lady Maling- 
court's face, watched her soft tired eyes, 
and the smile which for a moment trans
formed her face. His own face grew grey 
to the lips, a sick cold fear was at his 
heart. Lord Sydenham was freely spoken 
of as the next Prime Minister—Lady Mai-, 
ingcourt was confessing to a new interest 
in politics. They were obviously on the 
best of terms. He looked away and watch
ed the shipping with fixed, strained eyes, 
struggling to regain the mastery over him
self which he had for a moment lost. 
Their heads were close together. They 
were talking confidentially. What more 
natural or more suitable? His head sank 
a little lower, lt was as though some
thing were amiss with his heart strings. 
It was the complete realization of his col
ossal folly.

Her voice broke in npon bis silent mo
ments of agony. .

“I am trying to induce Lord Sydenham! 
to play truant, and I think he is almost 
persuaded. We thought of an impromptu 
dinner at the Carlton. Will you come? 1. 

easily get a fourth.”
He turned round.
“I am sorry,” he said. “I am afraid

not.” , i i
She looked at him curiously. Thc last 

few moments had left their mark.
“Is anything the matter ? she asked. 

"You look white."
” he answered. ‘ The merest

some one

can

:

do.

You
the clothes of a mechanic, and you 

never have

wonderful person, lt is so

room.
the sofa She raised herself a little at.

Sh - faced him with the old, ed. She could not fall to see that Mily s upon your 
attitude was

If-
(To bu continued.)
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