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towards him. “It was a foolish promise. 
It has done neither of ns any good. It has 
spoilt a part of my life. Why should 1 
keep silent, and let it go on to the end. 
Do you know what it has made of me, 
this promise?”

He shrank back.
“Don’t! I have done all I could!”
“All you could!” she repeated, scornful

ly. “You drew a diagram of your duty, 
and you have moved like a machine along 
the lines. You talk like a Pharisee, Law
rence! (Jome! You knew me years ago! 
Do you find me changed ? Tell me the 
truth.”

“Yes,” he admitted. “You are changed.”
She nodded.
“You admit that. Perhaps, perhaps,” 

“there are

the rustling of leaves there in the elm cheeks. One realized then that under 
trees, the faint night wind, like the mur
muring of angels? Life your head! Was 
there anything ever sweeter than the per
fume from that hedge of honeysuckle?
What can a man want more than these 
things—and—”

“Go on!”
“And the woman he loves! There, I 

have said it. Useless words enough ! You 
know very well that I love you. 1 meant 
to have said nothing just yet, but who 
could help it—on such a night as this!
Don't talk of going away, Bernice. I want 
you here always.”

She held herself away from him. Her 
face was deathly white now. Her eyes 
questioned him fiercely.

“Before I answer you. You were in Lon
don last week?”

“Yes.”
“Why?”
“I had business.”
“In Chelsea, in Merton Street?”
He gave a little
“Wh;|: do you know about that?” he 

asked, almost roughly.
“You were seen there, not for the first 

time. The person whom you visited—I 
have heard about. She is somewhat no
torious, is she not?”

He was very quiet, pale to the lips. A 
strange, hunted expression had crept into 
hie eyes.

“I want to know what took you there.
Am I asking too much? Remember that 
you have asked me a good deal.”

“Has Borrowdean anything to do with 
this?” he demanded.

“I have known Sir Leslie Borrowdean 
for many years,” she answered, “and it is 
quite true that we have discussed certain 
matters—concerning you.”

“You have known Sir Leslie Borrowdean 
for many years,” hç repeated. “Yet you 
met here as strangers.”

“Sir Leslie divined my wishes,” she ans- 
‘wered. “He knew that it was my wish to 
spend several months away from every
body, and if possible, unrecognized. Per
haps I had better make my confession at 
once. My name is not Mrs. Handeell. I 
am the Duchess of Lenchester.”

Mannering stood as though turned to 
stone. The woman watched him eagerly.
She waited for him to speak—in vain. A 
sudden mist of tears blinded her. She ; 
closed her eyes. When she opened them 
Mannering was gone.

different conditions she might have been 
pretty. Her face was no longer expres
sionless.

“You are so kind,” she said, softly. “I 
shall always like to think of this. And 
yet—it is impossible.”

“Why?”
She hesitated.
“It is difficult to explain,” she said. 

“But my being here makes a difference. 
I found it out once when I went away 
for a week. Some of—of mother’s friends 
came to the house then whom she will
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ear nineteen hundred and not have when I am here. If I were away 

altogether, oh, I can't explain, but I 
would not dare to go.”

Mannering seemed to have much to say ! she continued more slowly,
—and said nothing. This queer, pale-faced things about me now of which you don’t 
girl, with her earnest eyes and few simple approve. My friends are a little fast, I 
words had silenced him. She was right, go out alone, I daresay people have said 
Right at least from her own point of view, things. There, you see I am very frank. 
A certain sense of shame suddenly op- I mean to be! I mean you to know that 
pressed him. He was acutely unconscious whatever I am the fault is yours.” 
of his only half admitted reason for this “You are as God or the Devil made 
visit. He had argued for himself. It was y°u>” he answered, hardly. “You are 
his own passionate desire to free himself what you would have become, in any case.” 
from associations which were little short “Lawrence!” 
of loathsome which had prompted this 
visit. And then what he had dreaded
most of all happened. As they sat facing a woman who was cowering under them 
one another in the silent half darkened 88 under a lash. He was at a disadvantage 
room, Mannering trying to bring himself now- If she had met him with anger they 
into accord with half admitted but re- might have cried quits. But he had seen 
pugnant convictions, she watching him *ier wince, seen her sudden pallor, and it 
hopelessly, the tinkle of a hansom bell was,n°k a plea^ant eight, 
sounded outside. The sudden stopping of borgive me, he said. “1 do not know
a horee, the rattle of a latchkey, and she (llllte what I am saying. You have broken
was in the room. Mannering rose to his j a compact which 1 had hoped might have
feet with a little exclamation. ; -a8ted all our days. Let’s be betlpr

The woman stood and looked in upon■ *nen(fS, if you will, but let us keep that 
them. She wore a pink cloth gown, a i P1™11136 whlch we made to another.’ 
flower-garlanded hat, a white coaching ! . , wa® 80 ma?y yeara .ÿ0’”.8*16.
veil, beneath which her features were in- m a l°w tone. 1 am afraid to think how 
distinguishable. She brought with her a ! It makes me lonely Lawrence to
waft of strong perfume. Her figure was; 0<?^ 1 am afrai^ °f growing old.
a living suggestion of the struggle between I • e l°oked at her steadily. Yes, the 
maturity and the cometiere. Before she mgne there She was a good-looking
spoke she laugbed-not altogether pleas- woman today, a handsome woman in eome 
antjy ^ lights, but she had reached the limit. It

“You here again!” ehe exclaimed to a matter of e ^ew yea™ at most, and 
Mannering. “Upon my word! I’m not a He stood mth hle hands behmd hu!
ghost!- Hester, go and see about some 
tea, and a brandy and soda. Billy Foa 
brought me up on his motor, and I’m half 

j choked with dust.”
The girl rose obediently and quitted 

the room. The woman untwisted her veil,
drew out the pins from her hat, and threw, ..lt is n0 matter of sex" he declared, 
both upon the sofa. Then ehe turned -We ^ make our own choice. We are 
suddenly upon Mannenng. what we make of oureelves.”

The peculiar atmosphere of the room, "Look here ” she said, “the last twice -Jt 1K not true,” she answered, bluntly, 
heavy with the newest perfume from the you vc been here you seem to have care- “Not with us, at any rate. We are what 
Burlington Arcade, and .the scent of exo- j fully chosen times when I am out. I our menkind make of us. Oh, jwhat cow- 
tic flowers, at no time pleasing to him, don t understand it. It can t be that you1 ards you all are.” 
seemed more than usually oppressive to want to sec that chit of a girl of mine. | “Cowards?”
Mannering as he fidgetted about waiting Why don’t you come when I ask you? “Yes. y on do what mischief you choose
for the woman whom he had come to see. Why do you act as though I were some- j and then soothe your conscience with plati- 
He was conscious of a restless longing to thing to. be avoided? ’ j tudes. You wj]1 take hold of pleasure with
open wide the windows, take the flowers Mannenng rose to his feet. ! both hands, but your shoulders are not
from their vases, throw them into the “I came today without knowing where broad enough for tile pack of responsibil- 
street, and poke cut the Are. The little you were,” lie said, “but I will admit ity. Don’t look at me as though I were 
room, with all its associations, its al- that I wished to see Hester. a mile off, Lawrence, as though this were
most pathetic attempts at refinement its. “What for?” simply an impersonal discussion. I am
furniture which reeked of the Tottenham “I have asked her to come and live at speaking of you-of you. You avoid me
Court Road, was suddenly hateful to him. Blakeley with my niece and myself. She whenever you can. I don’t often get a 
He detested his presence there, and its ja an excellent typist, and I require a chance of speaking to you. You shall lis- 
object He was already in a state of ner- secretary.” ten now. You live the life of a poet and a
vous displeasure when the door opened. The woman looked at him angrily. With- scholar, they tell me. You live in a beau- 

The girl who entered seemed in a sense out her veil she displayed features not tiful home, you take care that nothing 
as ill in accord with such surroundings as in themselves unattractive, but a complex- ugly or disturbing shall come near you. 
himself. She was plain y dressed in black, ion aomewhat impaired by the -use of cos- You are pleased with it, aren’t you? You 
her hair brushed back, her complexion metjcs. Jh"; powder upon her cheeks was think yourself better than other men. 
pa e, her eyes brilliant with a not alto- even ^ vieible. Well, you are making a big mistake. A
gether natural light. She regarded him “What about me?” she asked, sharply, man doesn’t have to answer for his own
with a curious mixture of fear and wel« Mannering looked her steadily in the life only. He has to carry the burden ofJ LnHs face- the lives his influence has wrecked and

„v “I do not think,” he said, “that such spoilt. I know just what you think of
" a life would suit you.” me. I am a middle-aged woman, clinging

Mannering’s face sofrened. He was half nof LZL'^ ^ ™y y°fUth a»d Pl<™-thc sort of 
asha^l of his irritation. He answered ^m^Tat^’m 2' good enough

“Scarcely any, Hester,” he answered. IZ Wh‘Ch ^«wouldn’t disapprove I’m not
“Your tvninv iq . I wave excellent ” That 8 what you mean, Ssn t lt? And I your sort of woman at all. And yet I was

Her anxiety was only half allayed. «' bke Tell nmTtflt will vo°uV'W ^ *" rigbt ,once’ Lawrence an.l what I am
“There is nothing else wrong?” she de- faldt 18 lt: TcJ‘ ™e ,t$at/ will .you. now- she paused, “what I am now-”

manded, breathlessly. Mannering flinched, though almost lm- Hester came in, followed by a maid
“Nothing whatever,” lie assured her. P^ccptibly. with the teatray. She looked from oné

“Where is vour mother?” 't *Veal?,n.sl,m!) y wbaA * sald; 10 re" to the other a little anxiously. The at-
She sat down. The light died out of ”?,ark?T,' ufXfew fW‘™ d n“t sult y°u a‘ mosphere of the room seemed charged

her face. a*L ,WeJiave few friends there, and our with electricity. Mannering’s face was
“Out!” she answered. “Gone to Brigh- “SP/L,Xvi t h îT™tcr^Vifferent” grey’ Her mother was nervously crump- 

ton for the day. Wliat do you want with ghAest' W*th Hester it is diticrent. . . t ]irig into a ball her tiny lace handker- 
her?” would have her work in which she takes ^ Mre phil]imore ^ ab tJ fn>ra

“Nothing,” he answered, gravely. “I ^me interest, and I believe the change her seat,
only wanted to know whether we were “WellP she^dvanq3 erune*’’ the 'mum “Have you got the brandy and soda,
Ukely to bemterrupted. said, throwing herself into a chair, and H™, fshe, "

She will nojfc be in for some time, the „ • i ,, <<r, , ’ I m afraid I forgot it, mother, the
girl answered. “She is almost certain to egaf m®„ ,ns0 en >• n0 golng gjr] answered. “Mavn’t I make you some
stay down there and dine.” n Jt state at ^e ll,^h»t T™ë!' Russian tea? I’ve had the lemon sliced.”

tt Don t stare at me like that, I^axvrencc. rn i • i».,i • i
?t , " ; ash H “He „ , nv I’m the child’s mother, aren’t I?” The woman laughed, a little unnatural-

Hester, he asked, do you know any ,,r, . v ,, .
named Borrowdean? Sir Les- .,It «.because you are her mother, he 

said, quietly, that I thought you might 
be glad to find a suitable home* for her.”

“What’s good enough for me ought to 
be good enough for her,” she answered,

Mannering was silent for a moment. This hae given me a headache, and I m 
woman seemed to belong to a different dining out tonight. Good-bye, Mr. Man- 
world from that with whose denizens he Bering, if I don t see you .again, 
was in any way familiar. Years of isola- She nodded, without glancing in his di- 
tion, and a certain epicureanism of taste rection, and left the room. The maid ar- 
from which necessity had never taken the ranged the tea-pray and departed. Hester 
fine edge had made him a little intolerant, showed no si
He could see nothing that was not abso- thing unusual had happened. She made 
lutely repulsive in this woman, whose fine a little desultory conversation. Manner- 
eyes were seeking even now to attract his iQg answered in monosyllables, 
admiration. She was making the best of When at last he put his cup down he 
herself. She had chosen the darkest cor- rose to go.
ner of the room, and her pose was not “You are quite sure, Hester,” he said, 
ungraceful. Her skirts were skilfully “You have made up your mind?” 
raised to show just as much as possible She too rose, and came over to him. 
of her long, slender foot, with the patent “You know that I am right,” she an- 
shoes and silver buckles. She knew that swered, quietly. “The life you offer me 
her ankles were above reproach, and her would be paradise, but I dare not even 
dress becoming. A dozen men had paid think of it. I may not do any good 
her compliments during the day, yet she here. Perhaps I don’t, but I can’t come 
knew that every admiring glance, every away.”
whispered word which had come to her “You are a true daughter of your sex,” 
today, or for many days past, would count he said, smiling. “The keynote of your 
for nothing if only she could pierce for a life must ba sacrifice.” 
single moment the unchanging coldness of “Perhaps we are not so unwise, after 
the man who sat watching her now with all,” she answered, “for I think that 
the face of a Sphynx. A slow tide of pas- there are more happy women in the world
sion welled up in her heart. Was not he than men.”
a man and free, and was not she a wo- “There are more, I think, who deserve 
man? It was not much she asked from to be, dear,” he answered, holding her 
him, no pledge, no bondage. His kindness hand for a moment. “Goodbye!” 
only, she told herself, was all she craved. Mannering walked in somewhat abstraot- 
f'he wanted him to look at her as other j e(| fashion to the corner of the street,
men looked at her. Who was he that he and failed for a hansom. With his
should set himself on a pedestal.'' Perhaps fy^ uf)on the sten he hesitated, 
lie had grown shy, the rust of his conn- (To be continued.)
try life, the slow drifting apart from the 
world of men and women. Perhaps—she : 
rose swiftly to her feet, and went over to 
him.

4Lf

(Special Correspondence of The 
Telegraph.)

London, Dec. 5—King Edward is out of 
town paying visits, and so are the Span
ish royalties. King Haakon and Queen 
Maud are at their own place in Appleton, 
and the German Emperor has retired to 
the seclusion of the quaint town of Christ
church near Bournemouth, where, by the 
aid of frequent long distance motor rides 
and the congenial task of sending tele
grams in response to the countless mes
sages received by him, he is killing time 
while he “rests” and gets cured of the 
bronchial trouble which shortened his

tice stage of training. Such an exhibition 
is indeed a prophecy of a future of good 
cookery, and consequently of good health, 
for the Londoner.

'
CHAPTER IV.

Clara stepped through the high French 
windows, and with skirts a little raised, 
crossed the lawn. Lindsay, who was fol
lowing her, stopped to light a cigarette.

“We’re getting frightfully modern,” she 
remarked, turning and waiting fot him. 
“Mrs. Handsell and 1 ought to have come 
out here, and you and uncle ought to have 
stayed and yawned at one another over 
the dinner table.”

“You have an excellent preceptress—in 
fonodemity, ’ he remarked. “May I?”

“If you mean smoke, of course you 
'toay,” she answered. “But you may not 
way or think horrid things about my best 
friend. She’s a dear, wonderful woman, 
and I’m sure uncle has not been like the 
leame man since she came.”

“I’m glad you appreciate that,” he ans- 
hwered. “Do you honestly think that he’s 
Ipny the better for it?”

“I think he’s immensely improved, 
'answered. “He doesn’t grub about by him- 
Welf nearly so much, and he’s had his hair 
tout. I’m sure he looks years younger.” 
i “Do you think that he seems quite as 
tcontented?”
t “Contented!” ehe repeated, scornfully. 
r*That’e just like you, Richard. He hasn’t 
tony r^ht to be contented. No one has. 
tit is the one absolutely fatal state.”

H£ stretched himself out upon the seat, 
tond frowned.

y You’re picking up some strange ideas, 
Mara,” he remarked.
J “Well, if I am, that’s better than being 

Contented to all eternity with the old 
, )ones,” she replied. “Mrs. Handsell is do
ing us all no end of good. She makes us 
jfchink! We all ought to think, Richard.”

“What on earth for?”
“You are really hopeless,” she murmur- 

tod. “So bucolic—”
“Thanks,” he interrupted. “I seem to 

toe cognize the inspiration. I hate that
toa.”

“A slight disagreement with Lord Ro
chester, and ill-health.”

“Absurd!” she exclaimed. “Uncle is as 
strong as a horse.”

“Would you like hiçn,” he asked, “to 
go back into political life?” f 

Her eyes sparkled.
“Of course I should.”

:

More novel, if not so popular, is an ex
hibition of “Music Pictures” now being 
held in Baillic’s Gallery in Baker street.
The artist is Miss Pamela Colman Smith v 
and her work, as the name indicates, is 
an effort to describe the impression made 
upon her mind by various pieces of music 
by the means of water color drawings. The , 
result, as might be expected, is rather odd.f> 
Each picture bears the name of a well 
known musical composition, but whether 
musicians who have deeply studied these 
works would recognize them as depicted 0 
by these pictures is a question which they 
alone can answer in the depths of their 
inner consciousness. For the most part 
these studies represent draped figures in 
gigantic disproportion to the somewhat 
dreary landscapes which form the back 
ground of the world about them, the sal
ient features of which are generally barren 
mountain peaks. It is not easy to reach 
the meaning of such compositions; they 
are certainly not to be interpreted as al
legories. They simply illustrate the diffi
culty of conveying an image from one 
human brain to another. As far as color 
goes, however, the artist is suggestive. 
Most of the musical compositions are in 
minor keys, and this fact makes tne murky 
browns and greys of the pictures intell
igible, especially as they are relieved by 
an occasional touch of some strong bright 
color, just as the composer occasionally 
enlivens his theme with the more positive 
coloring of the major. Miss Smith has al
ready shown her work in New York where 
she evoked lengthy comments from the 
papers, but the critics merely pointed out 
the facts that she was not faultless in 
drawing and has received her inspiration 
from Aubrey Beardsley and William Blake.
So much is evident to any casual visitor; 
one longs for a criticism that will be an j 
interpretation of these mysteries.

This season’s opera which has just come 
to an end will long be memorable for the 
remarkable triumph—or rather series of sj 
triumphs scored by Madame Tetvazzini. f 
It is not often that a London audience 
fairly rises to a singer and shouts for her 
recall. But on her first appearance in La 
Traviata she fairly roused the great house 
to wild enthusiasm. The opportunities for 
coloratur singing in this opera are indeed 
numerous, and she made such remarkable 
use of them that the result was a sensa
tion such as one only reads of in novels 
when the heroine appears on the stage for 
the first time. Prices are now greatly in
creased at Covent Garden when she sings.
Her latest success as Lucia has created an 
even greater impression. She is booked 
for Covent Garden for the next four sea
sons. Archambault, the French-Canadian 
singer, is among her supporters, and has 
also been very well received.

Both artists are to take part in two 
great concerts to be held at Covent Gar
den this week. The rush for seats will 
certainly be very great, despite numerous 
counter attractions. For of making many 
concerts there is no end and great names 
are on the programmes. Y'saye, the great 
Belgian violinist, is rousing the enthus
iasm of Queen’s Hall audiences by his 
velous mastery of his instrument, an<^ the 
depth and force of his rendering of the 
greatest works written for it. At Bech- 
stein Hall Frederic Lamonde, ?hc pianist, 
who once forced a bitterly preftfiflo*^ Leip- 
sic audience to confess that, even tno*figto-,ft * 
a Briton, he was secondJto none in his in- 
terpretation of Beethovpi, plays to large 
crowds.

:

gasp.
y

“You may have your wish,” he said, 
a little sadly. “I don’t fancy he has been 
quite the same man since Sir Leslie Bor
rowdean was here, and Mrs. Handsell 
never leaves him alone for a moment.”

She laughed.
“You talk as though they were conspir

ators!” she exclaimed.
“That is precisely what I believe them 

to be,” he answered, grimly.
“Richard!”
“Can’t help it,” he declared. “I will 

tell you something—that I have no right 
to tell you. Mrs. Handsell is not your 
friend’s real name.”

“Richard, how exciting!” she exclaim
ed. “Do tell me how you know.”

“Her solicitors told mine so when she 
took the farm!”

“Not her real name? But—I wonder 
they let it to her.”

“Oh, her references were all right,” he 
answered. “My people saw to that. I do 
not mean to insinuate for a moment that 
she had any improper reasons for calling 
herself Mrs. Handsell, or anything else 
she liked. The explanations given were 
quite satisfactory. But she has become 
very friendly with you and with your 
unde, and I think that she ought to have 
told you both about it.”

“Do you know her real name?”
“No! It is not my affair. My solicitors 

knew, and they were satisfied. Perhaps I 
ought not to have told you this, but-----”

“Hush ! she said. “They are coming 
out. If you like .you can take me down 
to the orchard wall, and we will watdi 
the tide come in-----”

Mannering came out alone and looked 
around. The full moon was creeping into 
(he s^y. The breath of wind which shook 
the leaves of the tall elm trees which shut 
in his little demesne from the village, was 
soft, and for the time of year wonderfully 
mild. Below, through the orchard trees, 
were faint visions of the marshland, riven 
with creeks of silvery sea. He turned back 
towards the room, where red shaded lamps 
still stood upon the white tablecloth, a 
curiously artifidal daub of color after the 
splendor of the moonlit land.

“The night is perfect,” he exclaimed. 
“Do you need a wrap, or are you suffi
ciently aedimatized?”

She came out to him, tall and slender 
in her black dinner gown, the figure of a 
girl, the pale, passionate face of 
to whom every moment of life had its 
special and individual meaning. Her eyes 
were strangely bright. There was a tense
ness about her manner, a restraint in her 
tone, which seemed to speak of some emo
tional crisis. She passed out into the 
quiet garden, in itself so exquisitely in 
accordance with this sleeping land, and 
even Mannering was at once conscious of 
some alien note in these old world sur
roundings which had long ago soothed his 
ruffled nerves into the luxury of repose.

“A wrap!” she murmured. “How ab
surd! Come and let us sit under the cedar 
tree. Those young people seem to have 
wandered off, and I want to talk to you!”

“I am content to listen,” he answered. 
‘Tt is a night for listeners, this!”

“I want to talk,” she continued, “and 
yet—the words seem difficult. These won
derful days ! How quickly they seem to 
have passed.”

“There are others to follow,” he ans
wered, smiling. “That is one of the joys 
of life here. One can count on things!”

“Others for you!” she murmured. “You 
have pitched your tent. I came here only 
as a wanderer.”

“But scarcely a month ago,” he ex
claimed, “you too—”

“Don’t!” she interrupted. “A month 
ago it seemed to me possible that I might 
live here always. I felt myself growing 
young again. I believed that I had severed 
all the ties which bound me to the days 
which have gone before. I was wrong. 
It was the sort of folly which comes to 
one sometimes, the sort of folly for which 
one pays.”

His face was almost white in the moon
light. His deep-set grey eyes were fixed 
upon her.

“You were content—a month ago,” he 
said. “You have been in London for two 
days, and6 you have come back a changed 
woman. Why must you think of leaving 
this place? Why need you go at all?”

“My friend,” she said, softly, “I think 
that you know why. It is very beautiful 
here, and I have never been happier in 
all my life. But one may not linger all 
one’s days in the pleasant places. One 
sleeps through, the nights and is rested, but 
the days—ha, they are different.”

“I cannot reason with you,” he said. 
“You are too vague. Yet—you say that 
you have been contented here.”

“I have been happy,” she murmured.
“Then you must speak more plainly,” 

he insisted, a note of passion throbbing in 
his hoarse tones. “I ask you again—why 
do you talk of going back, like a city slave 
whose days of holiday are over? What is 
there in the world more beautiful than 
the gifts the gods shower on us here? We 
have the sun, and the sea, and the wind 
by day and by night—this! It is the 
flower-garden of life. Stay and pluck the 
roses with me.”

“Ah, my friend,” she murmured, “if 
that were possible!”

She sank down into the seat under the 
cedar tree. Her hands were clasped nerv
ously together. Her head was downcast.

“Your words,” she continued, her voice 
sinking almost to a whisper, yet lacking 
nothing in distinctness, “are like wine. 
They mount to the head, they intoxicate, 
they tempt! And yet all the time 
knows that it is not possible. Surely you 
yourself—in your heart—must know it!”

“Not I!” he answered, fiercely. “The 
world would have claimed me if it could, 
but I laughed at it. Our destinies are our 
own. With our own fingers we mould and 
shape them."

“There is the little voice," she said, 
“the little voice, which rings even through 
our dreams. Life—actual, militant life, I 
mean, may have its vulgarities, its we, 
ness and its disappointments, but it is, af
ter all, the only place for men and women. 
The battle may be sordid, and the prizes 
tinsel,—yet it is only the cowards who 
linger without.”

“Then let you and I lx? cowards,” he 
answered. “We shall al least be happy.”

She shook her head a little sadly.
“I doubt it,” she answered. “ 

ness is a gift, not a prize. It comes sel
dom enough to those who seek it.”

He laughed scornfully.
“I am not a seeker,” he cried. “I pos

sess. It seems to me that all the beauti
ful things of life are here tonight. Listen ! 
Do you hear the sea, the full tide sweep
ing softly up into the land,, a long, drawn 
out undemote of breathless harmonies;

Already he hated the memory of his 
words. True or not, they were spoken toJ (

it speeches during his state visit. And so it 
happens that London hasn’t had a pageant 
or anything spectacular to amuse her for 
more than a fortnight. She is, therejpre, 
obliged to fall back upon her daily rou
tine, which is not so dull a proceeding as 
it sounds, for in this city it means that 
one abandons oneself to the buffeting of 
successive waves of interest, as a swim
mer submits to the drenching of the con
stantly oncoming billows of the

And these wild waves of life are saying 
much that may be considered 
as they come thundering up to the shore 
of our everyday existence, to bespatter us 
with their sometimes frothy foam of theor
ies and doctrines and “causes.” For one 
thing there is a prophecy of a general elec
tion for next year in this roar, and the 
cries of various political factions rise so 
high above the other din that they seem 
to echo this forecast.

We have speeches nightly by various 
great men on both sides of politics. The 
prime minister has made himself ill in de
nouncing the House of Lords, which he 
complains won’t allow him to legislate, 
though Mr. Asquith boasts of the amount 
of legislation the government has accom
plished and is laboring to convince the 

that British trade is not hurt by

r ” she

ocean.

portentous

“It is a fear which we must all share,” 
he said, quietly. “The only antidote is 

j work.”
j “Work!” she repeated, scornfully. “That 
is the man’s resource. What about us? 

| What about me?”

CHAPTER V.

;

“My dear Richard!" she exclaimed.
“Well, I do!” he persisted. “When she 

flrst came she was all right. That fellow 
Borrowdean seems to have done all the 
mischief.”

“Poor Sir Leslie!” she exclaimed, de
murely. “I thought him so delightful.”

“Obviously,” he replied. “I didn’t. I 
(late a fellow who doesn’t do things him- 
mlf. and has a way of looking on which 
makes you feel a perfect idiot. Neither 
JAr. Mannering nor Mrs. Handsell—nor 
you—have been the same since he was 
here.”

“I gather,” she said, softly, “that you 
do not find us improved.”

“I do not,” he answered, stolidly. "Mrs. 
Handsell has begun to talk to you now 
about London, ot the theatres, the dress
makers, Hurlingham, Ranelagh, race meet
ings, society, and all that sort of rot. She 
talks of them very cleverly. She knows 
how to make the tinsel sparkle like real 
gold.

She laughed softly.
“You are positively eloquent, Richard,” 

she declared. “Do go on!”
“Then she goes for your uncle,” he con

tinued, without heeding her interruption. 
“She speaks of Parliament, of great causes, 
of ambition, until his eyes are on fire. She 
describes new pleasures to you, and you 
sit at her feet, a mute worshipper; I 
can’t think why she ever came here. She’s 
absolutely the wrong sort of woman for a 
quiet country plaoe like this. I wish I’d 
never’let her the place.”

"You are a very foolish person,” she 
answered. “She came here simply be
cause she was weary of cities and wanted 
to get as far away from them as possible. 
Only last night she said that she would be 
content never to breathe the air of a town 
Igain.”

Lindsay tossed his cigarette away im- 
jpatiently.

“Oh, I know exactly her way of saying 
that sort of thing!” he exclaimed. “A mo
ment later she would be describing very 
Cleverly, and a little regretfully, some won
derful sight or other only to be found in 
Aiondon.”

“Really,” she declared. “I am getting 
jwfraid of you.
Ithan I thought.”
T “There is one gift, at least,” he an- 
jswered, “which we country folk are sup
posed to possess. We know truth when 
“We see it. But I am saying more than I 
jhave any right to. I don’t want to make 
urou angry, Clara!”
F She shook her head.
I "You won’t do that,” she said. “But 
a don’t think you quite understand. Let 
gne tell you something. You know that I 
•m an orphan, don’t you? I do not re
member my father at all, and I can only 
Hnst remember my mother. I was brought 
[tip at a pleasant but very dreary board
ing school. I had very few friends, and 
ÿno one came to see me except my uncle, 
fjwho was always very kind, but always/ 
:|n a desperate hurry. I stayed there until 
I was seventeen. Then my uncle came 
and fetched me, and brought me straight 
here. Now that is exactly what my life 
Bias been. What do you think of it?”
‘ “Very dull indeed,” he answered, frank-

masses
foreign tariffs, while Mr. Haldane, follow
ing him, points out that this self-same 
trade has been dealt a serious blow be

lt must conform to the Australian
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tariff. Taking these gentlemen’s state
ments successively “gives furiously to 
think,” as the French put it.

On the Unionist side, Mr. Balfour, 
speaking at Birmingham, linked his party 
to tariff reform and colonial preference to 
the delight of such enthusiasts as F. E. 
Smith and Bonar Law. The former—an 
uncompromising foe of predatory Socialism 
—is the very youthful member for one of 
the Liverpool divisions and is known in 
the House as the "coming Disraeli,” be
cause of his brilliant oratorical and de
bating powers. The latter, a Canadian 
(New Brunswick) and M. P. for Dulwich, 
is one of the finest speakers in the coun
try, and particularly strong on the fiscal 
question. From the weight attached to his 
utterances by the leading journals, it is 
evident that the dominion has produced 
another man of whom we may be proud.

?

si

| ;

a woman, 
own

!
i

Of course the loudest shriek of all this 
political clamor comes from the Suffrag
ettes. In pursuance of the advice given 
them by Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, 
they are “making themselves troublesome 
to ministers,” so that the meetings ad
dressed by Sir Henry’s colleagues are in
variably made lively by unseemly scuffling 
and struggling as these zealous ladies are 
forcibly ejected from the halls. It was, 
of course, very clever and humoibus of Sir 
Henry to give such advice; but none of 
the cabinet ministers whose speeches have 
been spoiled has as yet shown any appre
ciation of the brilliant wit of his chief. In 
any case the matter is an interesting il
lustration of the development of the ideal 
of dignity under the Liberal regime, for 
only since the present government's advent 
have such scenes become fashionable.

mar-

I An interesting series of Chamber-music 
concerts by a quartette of young artists 4f 
has been given at Aeolian Hall under the w 
direction of Herr Emil Krall. So perfect 
has been each of these performances that 
it seems rather a pity that they were not 
well attended.

But the Londoners seem to have decided 
that the charm of such music is too deep 
and austere for them. When their moo'd 
is serious they generally make their way 
to the dimly-lit churches where, on these 
autumn afternoons, organ recitals are so 
frequently heard. There the most solemn 
strains of the great composers, including 
the deepest compositions of Bach, are not 
too grave for them. It must be owned, 
however, that the organist on these occas- 

in the two weeks that followed ions appears to feel that a touch of sensa
tionalism is necessary. Wagner transcribed 
for the. organ is certain to ensure his 
popularity. The effect is certainly drama
tic. Recently I heard Goss-Custard send 
the sweeping phrases of the Valkyries' 
Ride pealing riotously through the a robes 
of a great church, and hie audience went 

eloquent with excitement and

, ly.
“What a dutiful daughter,” she ex

claimed. “That’s right ! I want looking 
after, don’t I? I’ll have the tea, Hes
ter, but send it up to my room. I’m go
ing to lie down. That wretched motor-

one—a man 
lie Borrowdean?”

She shook her head a little doubtfully.
“1 have heard mother speak of him,” 

she said.
“He is a friend of hers, then ?”
“She met him at a supper party at the 

Savoy a few weeks ago,” she answered.
“And since?”
“I believe so! She talks about him a 

great deal. Why do you ask me this?”
“I cannot tell you, Hester,” he said, 

gravely. “By the bye, do you think that 
she is likely to have mentioned my name 
to him?”

The girl flushed up to her eyebrows.
“I—I don’t know! I am sorry,” she fal

tered. “You know what mother is. If

Political work in the country is by no 
means limited to speeches by noted mem
bers of the various parties. Various as
sociations are strenuously endeavoring to 
spread their propaganda. The far famed 
Primrose League seems to have adopted as 
its own the doctrine which brought the 
Tariff Reform League into being.The result 
is that during the year which has not yet 
ended the membership of the league has 
been increased by 72,000, four thousand 
joining
the “banging of the door” in the face of 
the colonies. Political clubs of all sorts 
are continually holding meetings; nor 
does the chill weather of late autumn pre
vent the open-air orator from expounding 
his doctrines. In the west end business 
streets, after the shops and offices are 
closed, and while the frivolous are on their 
way to theatre or concert, passers-by may 
see large groups of men standing at the 
corners where the quieter streets join the 
great thoroughfares. There on a portable 
stage with the motto, “No Socialism,” in 
conspicuous letters above its arching front, 
a young orator shouts himself hoarse in 
the effort to impress his political views 

his hearers. Evidently he meets

You are more observant

!

r
of being aware that any-
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any one asked her questions she would be 
more than likely to answer them. I do 
hope that she has not been making mis
chief.”

He left her anxiety unrelieved. For 
some few moments he did not speak at all. 
Already he fancied that he could see the 
whole pitiful little incident—Borrowdean, 
diplomatic, genial, persistent, the woman 
a fool, fashioned to his own making, him
self the sacrifice. Yet the meaning of it 
all was dark to him.

She moved over to his side. Her eyes 
and tone were full of appeal. She sat 
close to him, her long white fingers ner
vously interlocked.

“I am afraid of you. More afraid than 
ever today,” she murmured. “Y’ou look 
stem, and I don’t understand why you 
have come.”

“To see you, Hester,” he answered,with 
a sudden impulse of kindness.

“Ah, no!” she interrupted, choking back
little sob. “We both know so well that 

it is not that. It is pity which brings 
you, pity and nothing else. You know 
very well what a difference it makes to 
me. If 1 have your work to do, and a 
letter sometimes, and see you now and 
then, I can bear everything, 
not easy, lt is never easy!”

“Of course it is not,” he assented. “Hes
ter, have you thought over what I said 
to you last time 1 was here?”

She shook her head.
“Wh&t is the use of thinking?” she 

asked, quietly. “I could not leave her.”
“You mean that she would not let you 

go?” Mannering asked.
“No! It is not that,” the girl answer^ 

ed. “Sometimes I * think that she would 
be glad. It is not that.”

He nodded gravely.
“1 understand. But-----”
“if you understand, please do not say 

any more.”
“But I must, Hester,” he persisted. 

“There is no one else to give you advice. 
T know all that, you can tell me, and I 
say that thifl is no fitting home for you. 
Your mother'xs friends are not fit friends 
for 3’ou. She has chosen her way in life, 
and she will not brook any interference. 
You can do no. good by remaining with 
lier/ On the contrary, you are doing your
self a great deal of harm. 1 am old enough 
to be your filthèr, child. Wise enough, 
1 hope, to ba .your adviser. You shall be 
my secretary, and come and live at Blake
ley.”

A faint flush stole into her anaemic

I away 
Ihusiasm.

en-

Musical comedies have not been nearly 
so numerous at the theatres this season as 
they were earlier in the year. Bright plays 
have taken their places and London cer
tainly suffers no loss. The most original 
of the new plays is the Mollusc, now being 
played by Charles Wyndham and Mary 
Moore at the Criterion. This is the third 
highly successful comedy by H. H. Davies, 
one of the youngest, of British play
wrights. He has, however, established his 
style and one confidently expects from him 
a deep dramatic insight into the condi
tions of everyday life, and an appreciation 
of tho amount of mirth and trouble that 
may be caused by the shallow natured 
people—mostly women—whom 
know. The result is plays that are not 
only enjoyable to the playgoer, but are. 
real contributions to dramatic literature. 
When Knights Were Bold still holds tho 
boards at Wyndham’s. People evidently 
like to laugh till they are almost incapable 
of motion. It is still a question whether 
the play would be so funny without James 
Welch, or whether James Welch would be 
so funny in another play. As You Like It 
—sweetest and most poetic of Shakes
peare’s comedies—is having a long run, 
and no wonder, with such an excellent 
Jacques as Oscar Asche, and such a dainty 
Rosalind as Lily Bray ton. Sins of Society 
is advertising its last week. It will go off 
to make way for Babes in the Wood, this 
year’s pantomime; for London would not 
be London if as soon as Christmas was 
over, and the New Year begins, Old Drury 
did not echo with the sounds of childish 
mirth, and other evidences of children’s 
delight in Fairy Land.

upon
with some success, for the crowd, stand
ing quietly in the rain, greets some of his 
remarks with a cheer. This is one of the 

junior associations at work,
! She nodded.
i “I have never been in London at all,” 
phe continued. “I really only know what 
3nen and women are like from books, or 
ftihe one or two types I have met round 
here. Now, do you think that that is 
enough to satisfy one? Of course it is 
very beautiful here, I know, and some
times when the sun is shining and the 
birds singing and the sea comes up into 
the creeks, well, one almost feels con
tent. But the sun doesn’t always shine, 
Richard, and there are times when I am 

* right down bored, and I feel as though I’d 
love to draw my allowance from uncle, 
pock my trunk, and go up to London, on 
my own!”

He laughed. Somehow all that she had 
O&id had sounded so natural that some part 
of his uneasiness was already passing

numerous
and the whole scene makes a picturesque 
little vignette in the murky London night, 
and is an illustration of the spirit of the

;
times.

allweIt is with relief that one turns from all 
this political clamor to pleasanter, if less 
exciting interests. Among the shows and 
exhibitions of various kinds that arç open
ing their doors in all quarters of London 

have attracted more attention than 
the Food and Cookery Exhibition which 
took place in Westminster this year. Good 
things to eat will always be interesting so 
long as we have bodies, especially at a 
time when a season of feasting approach
es. There were wonderful things at this 
sh<wv, veritable masterpieces sent in by 

jgt chefs and well calculated to make 
e onlooker gape with wonder. One huge 

built up of different kinds of fish 
with jewel effects achieved by shrimps, 
parsley and lemon, was so elaborate that 
the newspapers gave it whole paragraphs 
of description. There were also huge sugar 
reproductions of pictures, in which battle
fields and similar subjects requiring crowds 

figures were wonderfully represented. 
JEthough such wonders gained their 
| of praise there was, nevertheless, 
ie indignation expressed that the best 
the available space should be given 

them, while the work of the County Coun
cil Cooking Schools should be relegated 
to small side tables. For this part of the 
show was indeed worthy of the apprecia
tion bestowed upon it. It is very encoure 

ging to think that such delicate pas
tries, such perfectly cooked chops artis
tically arranged on snowy mounds of 
creamed potatoes, such daintily turned out 
desserts and meat pies with their crusts 
so beautifully baked should be th? work 
of very youthful hands still in their ’pren-

a
;

ONE SPOT DRY, ANYWAY*.
Angler—Hang it! Is there a dry spot in 

this boat where I can strike a match ?
Boatman (who has been disappointed as 

regards refreshments)—Try my throat, 
sir.—Sketch.

CHAPTER YI.But it is
She leaned over him, one hand op the 

back of his chair, the other seeking in 
vain for his.

“Lawrence,” she said, “you grow colder ' 
and more unkind every day. What* have j 
I done to change you so? I am a foolish j 
woman. I know’, but there are things ! 
which I cannot forget.”

He rose at once to his feet, and stood j 
apart from her.

“I thought,” he said. “I believed that 
we understood one another.”

She laughed softly.
“I am wry sure that I do not under

stand you,” she said. “And as for you—
I do not believe that you have ever 
understood any woman. There was a time, 
Lawrence-----”

His impassivity was gone. He threw 
cut his hands.

“Remember,” lie said, “there is a prom
ise between us. Don’t break it. Don’t 
dare to break it!”

She looked at him curiously. A now 
idea concerning this man and his avoid
ance of her crept into her mind. It Was 
at s least consoling to her vanity, and it 
left her a chance. had roused' him,
too at last, and that was worth some
thing.

“Why not?” she aeked, moving a step

I
one

gieway;Youre,” he admitted, “is an extreme 
cj^e. I really don’t know why your uncle 
has <pever taken you up for a month or 
so in <the season.”

“We have lived here for four years,” 
she said, “and he has never once suggest
ed it. He goes himself, of course, some
times, but I am quite sure that he doesn’t 
enjoy it. For days before he fidgets about 
and looks perfectly miserable, and when 
he comes back he always goes off a long 
walk by himself. I am perfectly certain 
that for some reason or other he hates 
going. Yet lie seems to have been every
where, to know everyone. To hear him 

Ik with Mrs. Handsell is like a new 
bian Nights to me.” 

nodded.
r uncle was a very distinguished 

- said. “I was only at. college 
T remember what a fuss there 
‘he papers when he resigned

nownis
rs 1'LA' '

ari-
Nl

of! CE iY N. L. J.ButWASHING
MACHINE.

- m<
IRONY OF FATE.
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(Harper’s Weekly.)
Hewitt—I see that Greet, the life in

surance agent, is married.
Jewett—Yes; and lus marriage is a ease 

of the irony of fate.
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