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TOO LATE. itlie eloquence I will kill .sought to flow 
from his jien. He did not write much, 
but that much wad sincere ami .manly; 
in fact, he had never expressed himsell 
better. Yet it did not satisfy him, it 
did not api>ear to convey to the 
■women who had shown hi 
possibilities of life, a tenth of his feel 
ings towards her. And he was miser 
ably eonsoiou* of the wide, and ever 
widening gulf of the years, 

lie had written and re-written, and 
contemplating his produc­

tion with misgiving and dissaiisfac

llekl
lv swept his pjrtfolio into a drawer, 
closed it, and turned the key.

“I'm afraid I've disturbed you, sir.” 
said the young man, in his clear, 
pleasant voice. |

He was the nephew of a i»eer, the 
son of a dignitary of the Church, but 
he had his way to make, and West- 
water had seemed to offer a way. He 
liked West water, itoo; the man so many 
people disliked, had been very decent 
to him. Westwater. fully conscious of 
the service rendered by the bright, lov­
able, clever secretary, had treated him 
throughout with oomtpicuus generosity, 
which had awakened the liveliest gra 
titude, not uumiugled with surprise, in 
llrooklield’s heart. He had already 
done something to help Westwater by 
explaining in circles where the informa­
tion would l>e of use, that he was a man 
both maligned and misunderstood. And 
lie came to him now with a personal 
matter of his own, as a man. might 
come • » another of whose friendship, 

at by and

don’t have a pull. 1 thought perhaps, 
now you’ve -seen Cicely, you'd g,i\e me 
a hit of advide. You know what I can 
do, and that at least 1 never want to 
shirk work."

By Evelyn Orchard.
He was fifty years of age and time 

had not dealt with him gently. He 
looked these 
figure that
courageous had acquinxl -a 
stoop, through long bending 
<1« sk, while his face bad all

thu harshness of his 
was v hat the world 
fill 111811.
ordinary sense, does nut indulge much 
in ethical s; 
hard facts n 
the most valuable assets. Hilton West- 
water was no exception to that rule. 
He was fond uf saying that heart and 
conscience being awkward barriers in 
■the way, axe best dispensed with by the 
man who makes worldly success Ids 
goal. He would also add, with a sort of 
grim smile as he uttered the words, 
that he had long disjiensed with 
.these euperfluous and always trouble- 
eome appendages, and that he had pro­
fited Uiereby. He had profited beyond 
a doubt, up to a certain point, though 
in certain directions only. He had ae 
qnired wealth, and lie lived after the 
manner of a rich man. He had also 
acquired power, purchased it peril»;*», 
would be the correct phrase, since he 
was not naturally a leade

<e years to -the full. A 
had once lieen alert und “I know that, boy, ami I’ll help you 

.all I oan,” said Westw ate 
ii-iial softness in his

m the other with an mi­
ce. At the 

same time there was a far-away exprès 
si.m in his eyes which puzzled Brook 
field. He had expected a word of re­
proach, some shrewd advice, and |ier- 
liaps a conditional promise of help. But 
he had no.t expected tlzis.

“I’ll be sorry to leave you, sir; we’ve 
had a good time together, haven't 
wet"

icr,
bending over i 

ce had vill sorts of
upon it, carved relentlessly by 
arsimese of his experience. He

The successful man in the
I'ucoess- was still

when his secretary, Harold Brook 
West water foastijieoulations, he deals witu 

vhioh he learns t > regard as
was announced.

”(Wi, yes ; we’ve had a good Lime to 
gather," related West water, and in 
spite of himself his eyes persistently 
wandered to the drawer into which he 
had swept the effusions of his heart. 
He could have laughed aloud when he 
thought of them, of what Harold would 
say were lie to open the drawer sud­
denly and give his secret away. But 
he had no such intention.

"I'm busy just now, Harold, but I'll 
give your affairs my best attention. 1 
think of a way out this very moment, 
but I shall not tell you what it is. But 
1 may tell you I’ll m-ake a point of . ee- 
ing Lord Barcas tie this very evening."

"Will youf" exclaimed 'the young 
man, his eyes moiet with gratitude. I 
don’t know how fb thank you. I told 
Cicely you’d be sure to help us.”

"Aud what did Cicely say?" 
ed the question quite calmly, not even 
faltering at the name.

"Fhe didn’t say much, now I re 
member, but she likes you very

"Well, you may ilell her he 
deuce won’t tx» misplaced, 
some tiling, Harold, for 
campaign. It would i 
different issue but for you. Now go, 
my boy. Ycu may depend on my seeing 
Lord Barca s-t le to-day."

Brookfield reiterated his thanks and 
took himself away to write the good 
news to Cicely. West water locked the 
door after him, and walked back to 
the drawer where lay the pie.es of paper 

which he had essayed to write a new- 
kind of letter. He lifted them out, and 
walking to the lire, put them in and 
waidied the flame consume them. Then 
he walked back and wrote another let 
t* • to the women he loved, telling lier 
he would do- his beat for her lover. Ci­
cely cried a little when she read that 
letter, though why, she could not have 
told. She w-as quite conscious of its un 
derourrent. Perhaps she, too, guessed 
that the awakening had come to Hilton 
West water too late.

r of men. But
and some 

which would not in the ordinary course 
have been opened for Westwater, siuang 
back at sight of his purse. But

been pai 
always ol
made a member of Parliament, but he 
knew, even in the moment of hie i-uc- 
ce s, that he had reached the summit 
of his ambition now. 

llis face as lie i>aeed to and fro the 
house in Bel

many doors, 
lot in tlie ordi

money opens
He ask

power, though it may ha va 
id for by large cheques, is 

Wed water had just been

pu

support he felt certain, 
go, if you’re too busy," he 

explained. “But I wanted to ask your 
-advice, to consult you, in tact about a 
personal matter of my own."

"I shall be very glad to listen, liar 
old,” said Westwater, sincerely. In the 
-intimacy of the oaiii|»igii he had learn 
tu to call him Harold, in faot the un 
demanding tietween them was com­
plete and satisfactory.

‘‘You’ll laugh, jierhap-», and yet 1 
don’t know. You’ve l>een to Harrow 
held and seen her, and you must under­
stand. I want to marry Cicely Deane.”

Brookfield was making a cigarette as 
he spoke these words, editing on -the 
arm of a morocco-covered easy chair, 
with fois legs dangling to 

"I don’t need to

•V much.”

owe you 
your help in the 

have had

of Hk Ispacious library 
grave square . >re -a deep tense look, 
as if some matter of extreme moment 
occupied hi* attention, lie had couie 
tu a |*arting of tlie ways, end the temp­
tation to take a foolish, in Ids own oe 
tiinstion, a disastrous step, had become 
.lamsnt. At fifty, having kept women out 
side of liis life altogether, Hilton West 
water had fallen dn love. Yes, ae fool­
ishly, iucoiLsequeutly, and disastrously, 
as far as Ids person il and social ad 
vanoemeut was concerned, as any edb 
altern of twenty-two, whose family are

I

tlie ground, 
expatiate to you '

al*out her. The <lifTiculty will Ve ‘ to 
convince my iieople," lie went on, all 
mi conscious of the feelings of the men 
to whom he was talking. "She’s pr • 
ini.sed conditionally. I daresay you saw- 
how things were going while we Were ut 
Harrow field .1 made an honest effort to 
keep out of it, for I knew what pre 
sumption it was, and what folly, when 
I haven’t a red cent in the world. But I 
simply couldn't. You understand, 
don’t you! You know what she ist"

"Oh, yea, 1 understand."
Never had Westwater been 

pletely master of himself. His face was 
as inscrutable as it had ever been in 
those moments of acute financial crisis, 
when a man has to have all his wdts 
about him. and make no 

"My mother will lie all

united in deploring his folly, 
was nobody to dvplore West water’s 
folly, except himself. But he did de 
plore it very honestly, and -lie had tried 
to fight against it. She was <i country 
girl, the daughter of an obscure attor 
ney in the burgh, who had acted as his 
election agont. He lud -been often at 
their house naturally; for three 'lays 
he had been like one of the family. 
They had all 1 sen working for him, 
und foe had shown them his very best 
tide. On his part, his introduction to 
a happy English family, where there 
might lie a struggle for existence end 
considerable anxiety for the future of 
the happy band of 
a great revelation, 
heart, yes, lost his heart, that was tlie 
word, irrevocably to the eldest da ugh 
ter, (licely, the little house mother to 
the whole family.

And to day, after a brief and »Ju v 
struggle with himself, and all his .>M, 
age-worn, worldly wisdom, he n do 
tided to marry her.

The desire for personal happiness, 
deeply implanted in every nil 
hear:, -though he may do hi-s liest to 
uproot .it. is never quite eradicated. 
West water's

Seeds are dispersed over the earth's 
surface by various methods, one of the 
most common being .the instrumental 
ity of -animals. Tlie wind is, jierhaps, 
Uie most effective agent of dispersion 
instituted by Nature. Then there is the 
instrumentality of streams, rivers, and 
currents of the ocean, which play an 
important part in -tlie dispersion of 
seeds and vegetables. Borne seeds have 
w ing like apjendages, by which they 
can travel many miles.

more 'coin-

children, had been 
He had lost his

right alter 
she has seen Cioely. It’e my Uncle Bar 
oaatle I’m nervous about. He told 
lost Saturday, speaking about inj­
ects, that my only cltance was tc 
ry iiMmey."

"Lord Baroas-tle was doubtless rigli‘, 
Harold, from his point of view.”

The King has seven ordinary degrees. 
Tlie Prince of Wales lias eleven or 
twelve. The Prince (says M.A.P.) am 
assed quite a numlier of honorary de­
grees during his Colonial tour—-thuà he 
is LL.D of eight Colonial universities, 
-und oan array himself with Hoarlet 
cloth with these differences of lining 
namely, white for Melbourne and Me 
Gill, red silk lined with white 
edged with black for the Oajie Univer 
«ity, dark blue wlk lined with light 
blue for Adelaide, blue «ilk for Sydney, 
and pink for Toronto.

“Oh, yes, but hang it all, e fellow 
oan’t live for money, or with it either, 
if there’* nothing to gild the pill. I’ll 
have to try the Colonies. Perhaps 
you’d sjieak a g mmI word for me. You’ 
vj immense influence in the Transvaal, 
in South America, the Weal Indies, in 
tact there isn’t any place where you

n’a

amilong deprivation only 
made his starved heart more clamant 

He sat down at fois desk, and 
began to write. He wm surprised at

f
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