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EYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAP-
TERS.

The tale opens with the meeting in
Hyde Park of Jasper Warne and his
wife Carline, whom he had deserted.
‘Warne promises to meet the woman
again, and bring what money he can
spare. The scene then changes to the
bachelor chambers of Philip Gilchrist,
Jasper’s cousin, and the reader learns
that Philip had ence been in love with
e girl named Carline, but that she had
deceived him, and that he is now pas-
sionately attached to Leslie Bell, a
charming young orphan, who has just,
by a decision of the courts, become
mistress of a great fortune. The de-
ferred meeting between Jasper Warne
and his wife takes place, and the wo-
man is not so easily bought off as
Jasper imagined she would be. To
avoid a quarrel in the street he takes
her to a house in which both Philip
ai:d himself have Finding
that he had accidentally taken Philip’s
key, he brings his wife to his cousin’s
yoows instead of his ewn.

chambers.

CHAPTER 1V.

Carline did
at once. She
he had torn.
on the hearth.
printing on them:
“Mrs. Strangeways.

Doncaster Hous

dens.

October 23th.

“You can’t tempt me,”
long as I live, vou shall be husband
to no other woman. I would not give
up my rights—my poor rights—for
thougands of pounds. Your love Is
dead, mine—I admit it's strange it
should be so—is still a living thing.
While I live you shall not marry this
other woman; there is another woman,
of course?”

He laughed savagely.

“Of course,” he repeated.
ways is another woman.
vears of life taught you even that
much? Another woman--young, rich,
lovely; and vou—you, the shadow, the
ghost, ‘of a once beautiful woman, are
to keep us apart? Well, try to—try to!
You say you're my wife. Prove it! I
have the certificate of our marriage.
Noa soul who knew us saw us married.
Prove it!”

Tle was

e pieces lay uppermost
She could read the
At Home 8§ to 3,
Grosvenor Gar-

she said. “So

“There al-
Have not 27

lashing himself into a pas-
gion. The brute in the man was getting
the better of the gentleman. As he
made a step towards her, nine women
out of ter? would have shrunk back.
She leant forward; she laughed. Her
eves glittered as brightly as his cwn.
Then, with an abrupt movement, she
rose.;

“People in reputable society are not
asked to bring their marriage certi-
ficates with them when they go out to
spend the evening,” she said, lightlv;
“put I'll tell you what I will do, my
hushand. You are going out. The
invitation card vou have torn lies
there: but my sight is good—I have
read the address. No lady, knowing a
man to be married, invites him wi‘h-
cut  his rife. Your friend, Mrs.
Sirangeways, will doubtless be de-
lighted to see me. I am not dressed
for the evening, I admit; but, for all
that, I s8hall accompany you to Gros-
venor Gardens,

nounced as your wife.”

He turned pale; he barred her way,;
he caught her arm roughly.

“You’ll de no such thing.”
“1'd@"”"-—-he set his teeth—I'd kil
firet! Do you hear? I'd kill you first!”

She laughed, and pressed forward.

“I'm wnot afraid,” she answered.
“Killing is not such an easy matter.
Weil, shali we go together, or apart?
c‘zme, T'll glve you five minutes to
1.1 ke up your mind.”

She turned from him, and glanced
at herself in the glass. She heard him
eross the rcom to the lobbyv. Did he
think of locking her in? She smiled
{0 herse'*—mo. he wouldn’'t do that. She
heard him pause at the door. Then he
came back again. As the same mo-
ment her eves fell upon her own photo-
granh: she took it up, and looked at
it intently.

“After all he mrst love me a little.”
she thought. “to have this here, where
evervone can it. P(\v“‘ﬂ’\c ]'X_‘Lx
been a little nndinlomatic. Neither rat
nor man likes heing driven into a cor-
ner. PRath turn. How prettvy T was
when thies was ] He loved me
we'l enoueh then: perhaps—perhaps—
he 'loveg me row!”

Cha did not
gee hiz face reflected as

e came har wanld? wnot

ave thought it pocsible that he laved
her then There was hatred wwrit
large upon it—ratred and murder!

he said.
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CHAPTER V.

Mrs. Strangeways occupied a very
handsome hcuse in Grosvenor Gar-
jens, entertained large!y, and had ac-
juired a reputation for wit. Folk
istened to ail she s.id attertively and
aughed when they could see laughier
nvas expected of thom the goners of
geod dinners can generally count on so

uch fiom those who their
poard.

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Strange-
ways was not in the least witty; but
nature had gifted her with a cheery
moanrer and a keen perception of
humeor - in others. These blessings,
toupled with a good m y for the,
oons mots of her friends, enabled her
tc tell mary excelient stories, and fire
off numberiess smart jokes . which
were not the cffspring of her own
r&in, but simply adopted chi'dren.

owever, having a go»d memory, she
aever related to othe s their own
Jokes. and so avoided creating one
pf the decpest hatred: of which the
Auman heart is capanle.

“What is the good.” she would say,
“of troubling to make things our-
gelves if we can get others to make
the~y for us? I don't make mv own
bennets or dresses; why should I make
my own jokes? To be stre, you may
pay. I pay for my bonnets. Well a
woman who ente tains as much as I
flo doe= not get her roodv-made jokes
tor nothirg—far frem it.”

Mre Strangeways was
to her numerocus "rie

x 0 ° an

s

fime to
her
YWoburn
her.

P

g ace

‘““At Home"”

=
hour. it wanting
o'«'ok She w 8
en'endid Avaw-
ard TLeslle
Mrg. Strange-
the girl. at the
! white si'k gown,
» single string of pearls round her

in

tiful.
3.4
je}
im not at all sure vou ouzht not
to wearsgiamonds tonight, Leslie.” she

L

or if not that, T shall |
go alone; but be sure, T shall be an- |

said.
couple
far as

“You might be a girl with a
of hund-ed pounds a year, so
vour toilet goes. As for your
pearls tiough we know they are real,
they might be Parisian. What was
suitable for you yvesterday is hardly
suitable for you today.”

The gir] laugned and colored slightly.

“Why not?”’ she as ed, *1 don’t
want to be labeled ‘heiress.’”

Mrs. Woburn lookéd up. (

“You can’t help {t. my dear,” she
paid. “Whether yvou wesr diamonds or
not, you're laheled ‘heiress’ Your
=uccess is in all the evening papers.
I heard the newspaper boys yeliing it
oul: ‘Verdict In the great will case.’
You are one of the richest girls In
town. Personally, I think it rather a
pily. With your face, you don’t want
mowey.”

M Sirangeways frowned a little.

‘“Nonsense!” she answered. *“‘Every
evervone, is the better for having
es'ie would have done very
without, T've no doubt. She’ll do
better atill now—marry & duke, I dare
cay. Toere are one or two who haven’t
more money than they can count, and
who'll be glad to he saved the initial
expenses of a trip to Amerieca.”

“Oh. do ihe American girl justice,”
NMrs. Wohurn returned. smiling lazily.
“She generally saves him that mone-
tary outlay. - She insists, as a rule,
an his going over to the land of the
Stars ard Stripes to c¢linch the bar-
gain: but she brings her goods to mar-
ket here. T declare it's aunite refrech-
ing to think of an English heiress.
Pritiesh fathers alwayvs consider a few
thouzands enocugh for a daughter.
Yes"—looking at Leslie in a contem-
piative marner—‘“you ought to make
a great mateh mv dear; and a coronet
wonld become you.”

“Not if it had an unhapny fare he-
neath it,” the girl answered. *“I shall
never marry for position, Mrs. Wo-
burn

“Then what, pray?”’
Strarenvwavs €nid g"\arp}y_

“For Tave T hope.”

“Fiddlerticke! Vau're teo 0ld to tolk
siich nongersa. Who moarries for love
in the present dav? Onlv girls and
bhova in their tems, WMarriage is nart
of the husinecs of lJifer and juet a= it
i®= the dutv of everv waman to make
the best of herself—dress her hair in
the wov whirk bacomea her most wear
the ecclors in which she Jonks most fos-
cirating—eso it is her duty to do the
best she ecan in matters matrimonial,
If she has money she mnust mar-y
ronk: if she ha=s rank. merev: if <he
has both, she must wed, if posible,
the most fashiomanle man available.
Ch. ves. mv dear, there is a vogue in
men as< well as in women. Sometimes
it's & V. C, hero =srmetimes a writer,
a painter, sometimes a modern
Adonis. or a svstematically disagree-
able womsan-hater, whom a'l the we-
men are dying to convert into a bene-
dict, juet for the honer and glory of
the thing. We needs must choose—
I'm not ouite sure whether tte word
is ‘choose’ or not—but, as Mercutio
said: “T"will serve the highest when
we see it.” The accent’'s on the when

girl,
money. T

well

for

Mrs.

| —it is g0 seldom we do see it.”

Leslie met Mrs, Strangeways's eyes

{ fully and frankly.

“I guite agree with you,” she an-
swered, ‘“and the highest is love. If
ever T marry, I shall marry for no
other reason. I fancy I hear the first
carriage.”

Mre. Strangeways

shrugged her

 shoulders,
you |

“You're your own mistress, of course,
my dear,” she said, “and if vou chooce
to keen some penniless young man, no
one can prevent you. But everything,
including an heiress, has its market
value, and if we don't get that we
generally regret our bargain. To give
all and receive next door to nothing
is always bad policy.”
“Mr. De Vere, Mrs. De Vere and the
Misses De Vere,” a footman announced,
and the conversation, so far as Mrs.
Strangeways was concerned, came
to an end. Mrs. Woburn, however,
put her hand on the girl’s arm.
“I married for love,” she gaid, “and
I've always heen glad of it. though I
was left a widow at 30 with a miser-
able thousard a year—not sufficient to
tempt any man to make love to me,
and with all my beauty drained away
by myv husband’s illness. But take
care, Leslie dear, that vou are loved.
Many men will pretend to loe you,
and it's not always easy to tell the
false from the true. I don’t mean to
say that a man might not marry you
simply for and make vou a
very good hushand, for all that. When
a man has only to march into a wo-
man's house ard hang his hat up in
hér hall. it’s a auesar thing if he can’t
her decently. Rut we

., want something more than

arnd you're so prettv—I almnst

ich vou bhad he~n enzazed bhefore
yon came into this fortune.”

The girl d~ew a long breath, and
lo~lred towards the door Mrs, Strance-
wavs' guests were arriving quickly
now.

“T wigh it a'so
wich it with
“Beronae

raused.

nTe some men are very proud.”

Leslie arewered. and she colnved aegnin,

u~ht to hereelf love, sure-

A stronger than pride.
Either Mrs. Wohurn

whiener o= sues gad

money

she anewered.
all my he~r{!”
” Mrs. Woburn

«1

began,

c},o +V
heard the
het the girl seoid.
T'nder certain circumstances, it is not
diMmrult to gue=s what an average

»n or woman will say. It i= not great
mi: on'y that rimm in eronoves. Her
na~rowed a little as she looked
ot the sirl

“T+ Apnendws vpon the aralitv of the
nride.” she answered. “Tf it’s the pride
thnt etande Tbetwern the ‘ave of a
prince and the peasant maid it gen-
ernllsr connuers, fo far as an offer of
morriree ig concened. Tt it's the pride
that nuts up a harrier bhetween the
noar man and an heiress. vpride fis
more than generallv venquished after”
a little—“a struggle, of

"
1 Aa

evex

—lanohing
covrea ”
“Voarr eneak hitteriv ™
“T speak the world's trmth, and it
f& Dhitter” Mra Wahurn returned.
“Thontd van rat he with vonur aunt to-
nieht? The heirees a3 well as the
hoeteea ig expected to receive the
guests.” s

T.eslie esaid.

CHAPYTR VI
by the jaclkale af Ane or twn nolitical

Moses Coten had a handsome house '

in Rusgel! “gquare. much frequented so
far ag what seemed to be formal
calls by the Jennesse Dore of the day.
2nd conyany pnromoting “lions.” and
the general tag-rag and bobtail of so-

e

'ni!ld:ngsnmhs;u every bog of the genuine
é %A/)‘Wm nua:vm cusve a cold in ome dale

that folk 2in't proud of
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ciety, who, when they got themselves
in a tight corner, had relatives who
would generaliy, for their own sakes,

gee them, through their difficulties. The |

brilliant brother of one rich man, for
instance, a bounder of the first wa-
te vwuas a8 good as an annuity to
Moses Cohen, and whenever he saw
the broad-rimmed hat of the lion, or
the hawklike face of the jackal, he
rubbed his hands and whispered to
himself the magic words, ‘“shent per
shent”—words like music to the ears
of Moses Cohen.

Moses Cohen had done well.  Begin-
ning life in a Rateliff Highway he had
by dint of many years of hard work,
raised himself to his present proud po-
sition. A natural inclination when he
arrived at the mature age of 10 years
had prompted him te lend a sixpence,
which he had picked up, to a friend
one Monday, on condition that eight-
pence was returned tc him on the fol-
lowing Saturday, when the said friend,
who was alreadv in part earning his
own living, should receive his wages.
The eightpence was faithfully repaid,
lent again on the following Monday,
on the same terms, and so laid the
foundation of Moseg’ fortune.

“A bee don’t make all his honey- !

comh, nor yet his honey, at one sit-
ting,” he was rond of saying. ‘‘Rome
wasn’t built in a day, was it, nor yet
dectroved in one? From sm21l begin-

nings all great things, including Crea- !

tivs, weie maae, and from small be-
ginnings came the man you now see
before you, Moses Cohen by name.
And let me tell you, if Moses liked
to make himself unpleasant half so-
ciety would tremble. The tales I couid
telli would make your hair stand on
end, and if I chose to draw up some
blinds you’d say glass houses was the
1u e, «td not the exception, though
most folk to the naked eye do seem
to live in resic¢ences built of brick and
stucco.”

But however great Moses’
had been, he had, like the rest of the
world, his moments of anxiety, when

certain loans with their interest were |

not promptly repaid.

“It's too bad, upon my soul it is,”
Moses said to himself about 6 o’clock
on the evening of Oct. 28. *““Calls him-

self a Christian and keeps his promise
If it wasn’t that his uncle’'s !

like this.

life hangs in the balance, so tgo speak, |

if it wasn’t that the spark may go out
at any time, I'd make things unpleas-
ant for him. But I was always soft-
hearted. I never could bear to dis-
turn the last moments of anyone on
earth, though, to be sure, the old gen-
tleman’s last moments have stretched
themselves out quite indecently.”

He opened a drawer in his writing-
table, then rang a bell. A short, dark,
stout, man with a hooked nose an-
swered it.

Moses Cohen put his finger on the
paper.

“You have no communication about
this?” he asked.

The man looked at it and laughed.?

“No, sir,”” he answered. ‘“He'll do

something when we've put the screw |

on, not before.”

“D’ yo mean he’'ll pay?”

The man shook his head.

“Oh, no, sir, he won't pay; he can’t
pay till the old gentleman snuffs out.
You’ll have to renew it.” .

“I wish I'd never lent the
I've no security, absolutely none.”

The old man looked down at the pa-
per and shook his head.

“T thought it risky at the time, sir,”
he said. “StiM, you will do these kind-
hearted things, and—well, we did have
most of the littie fortune his mother
left him. We sha'n’t be out of pocket.”

A hot flush rose to Mr. Cohen’s face.
His dark eyes glared at his confidential
gecretary.

et f pocket!” he repeated. %
should think not indeed, but to save
one’s bacon—what unpleasant idioms
one picks up in this Christian landa—is
1ot (=iress, (Mr., Cohen pronounced
it pisness). Not to be out of pocket
isn’t business. Twenty, forty, fifty per
cent, cent per cent, that's what our
iould grind out of our clients
as they go around, to compensate us
a little for the risks we take. tue anxi-
ety we feel, the sleepless nights we ex-
perience. Not out of pocket, indeed! I
wouldn’'t have believed you would have
made such a foolish remark, Con-
stant.”

“it’s true, anyway,” he said a little
resentfully.

“And pity ’'tis, this true,” Mr. Co-
hen returned. He was-a patron of the
drama and the ballet, principally of the
ballet and its votaries, and, like most
foliz, he had picked up a quotation or
two.
him tonight. I should like to know, at
any reie, that he’s hale and hearty.
And tell him this sort of thing won't
do. If he can’t pay the principal,. his
honor should a2t least induce him to
pay the interest. Say we don't want
to go to his uncle.”

Joel Constant looked résentful still.

“He's not such a fool but that he
krows that,” he said. ‘“We cut eur
throats if we go to his uncle.”

“And his.”

“Yes, but we don’t cut off our nose
to spite our face. That wouldn’t be
business etither. It's not much good
goiv~- he’s sure to be eut.”

“Not sure, nothing sure. It will be a
nice walk for you anyway.”

“Walk—from here to Park View?
Not me. You’'ll have to stand a cab.
And it's a fool’s errand, anyway?”’

“Because you go on it?’ Mr. Cohen
asked, and roared at his own wit.
“There, there, Joel, you mustn’t mind
my litle pleasantries.. Mind Aaron as
you go out. He don't seem to take
to you.”

“He don't take to anyone,” the con-
fidential clerk said. ‘“He has a Dbit
out of someone’s leg on an average
once a week, not to speak of a mouth-
ful or two of trousers. If it wasn't
their visits
here, and don’'t like to make them
public, you'd have been prosecuted over
and over again. He’s had the one bite
the law allows a dog ages agoe. Why
yeu keep the brute I-can’t think.”

Mr. Cehen laughed softly.

“It amuses me,”’ he said, laughing.

wheels s

success |

money.

“You’'d better go down and see,

ment? Besides, he discriminates, Aaron
iseriminates. 1 never knew him bite
a client who hadn't’ come to renew.
Fair play's a jewel, Jeel, my boy, and
if. Aarvon has a fancy for a Christian
calf now and then I don't see why he
shouldn't have it.”

“But mine’s not a Christian calf, and
! so far as my experience goes he don’t
discriminate.”

Mr, Cohen laughed again.

“Anyway he means well,"” he an-
, swered. “It's only his fun. You
musn't be hard on a dog who means
as well as Aaron does. Intention is
: everything.”

{ “Is it? Our client”"—looking down at

, the paper they had discussed before—
. “may have every intention.of paying.
{ I don’t think you'll think that enough.”
i Mr. Cohen frowned. He didn’t like
i his words caught up and turned
:against him.

‘“We’ll hope for his sake he won't
; find, an execution is everything,” the
. Jew returned. “Get along, Joel. Time's
‘money; I don’t like to see 1t wasted.”
! *"Oh, don't worry,” Joel returned.

“Time may be money, but, strictly
speaking, my time after 6 o'clock is
my own, or ought to be.”

“Ought stands for nothing,”
i Cohen said.

“Does it? Not always; it depends
what stands before it. If it wasn’t
that you've promised me a partnership
in five years I wouldn't go. As it is—
8o long!”

“S8o long,” Mr. Cohen repeated, and
the confidential clerk went from the
room, down a handsome staircase,
passed numerous works of art, which
were always changing, generally to he
tucked away with their faces to the
wall in some aristocratic young idiot's
chambers, to the handsome hall

On a Turkey rug in the center of it
lay a mongrel dog. His head suggest-
ed the bull, his tail the pug, his body
every known breed under heaven. He
lay his head resting on his outstretched
paws, his wicked eyes half-open. his
ears bent forward. As Joel Constant
came down the stairs the dog smiled
at him, showing his white teeth, his
red and black gums

“If you touch me, you brute, the
young man said, “I'll kill you. You
needn’t think I'm afraid of you, I'm
inot. I'd have killed you long ago, only
! —good dog, good old Aaron, fine fellow,
! laugh at me, Aaron, laugh at me. You
know who's your friend, don't you,
brave dog. I only want to pass you,
! Aaron, I— Then take that, you

brute, and curse you for a spiteful,
i deceitful cur!”

The dog had flown at him as he
tried to pass, and a savage kick had
sent it howling to the other end of the
hall. Before he had recovered himself

Mr.

Constant had opened the door and shut |

it quickly after him.

“The first luxury I'll allow myself
when the firm's Cohen & Constant
shall be to kill Aaron,” he said to him-
self. “And when 1 do kill him, there
shall be no mistake about it."”

A white mist lay over
Square, through which the lights of
the houses and the huge new  hotel
gleamed with a ghostly light. Omni-
buses rattled along; a string of cabs
went westward. Joel turned off towards
Oxford street, but cailed in ‘at a public
house on the way, pushing as though
he knew the place well

A handsome girl sat on

She turned as Joel entered.

**Oh, here yeu are,” she said, hold-
i ing out her hand. ‘Well, I hope you've
kept me waiting long enough. If it's
like this now, goodness knows what it
. will be later on!”

He took her hand, and nodded to the
“barmaid.

“Perhaps I shall be more my own
master then,” he said. “It’s not my
fault I'm late, Rachel, you know that
well enough. If I pleased myself I
should keep every appointment three
or four hours too soon. And new I'm
not really free. T've got to go angd see
a chap in Park View. Don’'t for a
moment suppose he’ll be in, but I must
go. The question is, what am I to do
with you while I go up to his rooms?”’

“I'll wait outside,” she answered.
Park-view? He’s well, I suppose? Oh,
Joel, if there is one place I should like

to live in more than another, it's Park-
. view."”

wine for three.

“Well, ene never knows. I shouldn’t
be the first of my race to set up in
Park-view, or build a

“Let’'s drink to it. Miss Minnie”—
looking at the barmaid—*
us "

“Oh, certainly,” she answered, ani
slepped the wine over on to the mar-
ble table by way of giving good meas-
ure. ‘“When’s it to be?”

“When we grow rich, say the bells
of Shoreditch,” Rachel quoted. “And
we're sure to do that, ain't we, Joel?"”

“Certain sure,” he answered. ‘““Come
along. We’'ll take a cab. Good-night,
Aise Minnie.”

“Good-night, Mr. Constant.”

The two left the wine bar and stood
looking up and down the street. The
driver of a crawling cab raised his

Russel] |

the cus- |
tomers’ side talking to the barmaid. |

He smiled at her and ordered port |

E?use the.e,
i either, not by a long chalk,” he said. |

you’'ll join '

A PICTURE

Of health, we say of a perfectly health
ful woman, and it is a picture everyore
loves to look upon. All the pictures of
all the artists who have ever painted the
glory and beauty of womanpoogl, are
only copies and imitations of this picture,.
Never artist
mixed a color
on his palette
that can vie
with the hues
which tint a
healthful wome
an’s cheek.
Why should
this charm be
sacrificed to
sickness? It
need mnot be
save in rare
cases. The gen-
eral health of
woman.is so
linked with the
local womanly
health that

! wasted cheek

" and sunken eye
are in general but evidences of womanly
diseases. Cure the diseases and the phy-
sical health is restored. G

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription cures
the ills of wonien. It estqblishes regue
larity, dries weakening drains, heals ine
flammation and uiceration, and cures fes
male weakness.

Mrs. Mary E. Lewis, of Tanner. Gilmer Co,,
W.Va., writes: ®Ishall always recommend Dr,
Pierce’s Favorite Prescriptior, ‘ Golden Medical
Discovery’ and * Pieasant Pellets,’ for they cured
me when doctors aud other medicines failed,
For iifieen years I suffered untold misery,
When I commenced ‘taking Dr. Pierce’s m
cines, I had given up ail gope of ever getting
well, I could uot lie down to sleep, and eve:
thiug I ate would almost cramp me to deat
‘Was very nervous and could hardly walk acrose
tke room. 1 ighed ninety pounds when
I commenced !hese niedicines six years
&go; new 1 one hundred and forty de

“BoMer health than ever Te.
¥ ¢ caa hardly believe that I
; after being sick noloni 4
te be robust and resy cheeked.

Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets invigosate

stemach, liver and bowels, .

-4

“Bless me, am I to have no amuse- ! whip. Joel nodded his head an& the

hansom came jingling towards them.

!

“No. 24 Park Row,” Joel said, and a

thrill of pride went through the girl.
The cabman would think she lived
there, or, at all events, that they had
friends there whom they visited—of
such small triumphs are the joys of
life made up.

“What's the bother?” Rachel asked,
when they were well off and Joel had
imprisoned on# of her hands. ‘“Some
little bird that can pay and won’t pay
8ot to be rmade to pay?”

“‘Something of the sort,” he answer- :

;g, '.‘only I'm not so sure that he can
-

“And your boss has lent himm money!"”
she said incredulously, “oun, I can't
quite take that in. However, we don’t
want to spoil our drive with business,
Joel. What a misty night! Let’s have
the glass down, it's getting on my
lungs. Put the handle of your um-
brella between the glass and the apron
80 that we can get a little air—there,
that’s more comfortable.”

“Much,” Joel returned, and slipping
his arm around his sweetheart’s waist
he stooped and kissed her.

self at the calm

circumstances under which & woman
does not object to being taken posses-
gion of, and lL.eslie certainlr did not.

“It would be selfish to say I wished
vou had not ceme into all this money,”
Philip said, “and yet I can't help hdilf
wishing it.” :

He had led her to a seat and was
close beside her, bending forward a
little, his handsome face rather grave,
his eyes full of love.

“Why?" she asked, and looked up
with a smile. “It has not made any
difference in me. I hope it won't make
any difference in my—friends.”

He took her fan from her. It gave
him the opportunity of leaning a little
nearer to her.

“I was not thinking of friends,” he
answered. “If—-if you had lost vour
case, Leslie, T had made up my mind
to ask you a question tonight, but
oW

He paused.

She colored a little, but she looked

! gtraight into his eyes

The glass of the cab grew as misty

as the night, but the lovers did not
complain. By the bickering light that
burned in the cab they could see each
other’s faces, the smiles that curved

their lips, the light in their big, dark
eyes.

said,
felt.

“Why?” Rachel asked. “I'm sure I
don’t wish to be older than I am. It
must be horrid to grow old and wrin-
kled.”

“But we couldn’'t do that in five
years,” he answered. *I wish I were
five years older,

looking - all the admiration he

. her side and took one of

“Won’t you ask it still?” she said
softly ‘“‘Money is a good thing, bnut
there are better things worth having.
T don’t want, perhaps, to miss some-
thing more precious because 1 have
come into a fortune.”

He laid the fan upon the seat by
her little

% ; hands in his
“I wish I was five years older,”” Joel !

“I don’t know whether I ougnt to
ask it now,” he said. “You are a great
heiress, Leslie, as well as the mozt
beautiful girl in ILondon. You—you
might marry' anybody, anybody, and

“Don’t you want me to marry any-

i body?”

because that would !

mean partnership with old Cohen, and .

with you, Rachel.”

Rachel said “Oh!” and looked as
though she had not knotvn perfectly
well what her lover meant.

“Five years i8 an awful long time to
wait,” he went on. “But I don’'t see
how it's to be done before. He works
me like a slave and pays me worse.
If I didn't get a few presents from

{ ship

our chents for advising further accom- !

modation, 1 shouldn’t be able to live.
It’s very hard an old brute like that
should Kkeep two loving hearts apart.”

“Oh, life's hard,” Rachel said .What's
hsj stopping for? This isn't Park-
view.”

“Yes, it is.”

““This narrow street? Why, I al-
ways thought it fuced the park.”

*‘So it does, further. on. You stop
in the cab, Rachel. I sha’'n’t be long.”

The driver had pulled up the win-
dow The doors opened, seemingly, of
their own aeccord, and Joel got out. A
woman was just coming out from the
docrway of No. 24. She held the door
open

““Going in, sir?"’ she asked.

“Yes,” he answered. Joel didn’t say
whom he wanted. Likely as not, the
woman belonged to the house lived in
the nasement, and would have instruc-
tions that their client was out.

“You know your way, sir?”

‘“Yes, thank you.”

He went on up the stairs. The wo-
man paused a moment, locked at the
cap, then slammed the door after her
and hurried down the street. Joel
paused on a landing, and knocked at
a docr. There was no,response to his
knocking; he tried again, then put his
hand en the door-handle.

To his surprise the door opened and
Joel made a step forward.

‘“He’s in after all,” he said, and half-
closed- the door after him, but the
rooms were in darkness, and a mo-
ment’s listening convinced him they
were untenanted.

‘“Forgotten to lock the door,” he said
to himseitf. ‘““Well, I may as well have
a look around, and——"

He had his hand on the electric but-
ton when a step on the stairs startled
.him. Perhaps the owner of the rooms
had remembered his neglect and was
returning. What should he say to him
—what should he do?

But a moment more convinced himn
he was saf Still, the fright he had
had taught him that discretion was the
better part of valor. He came out of
the room, closed the dcor behind him
and went back to Rachel.

‘““Where shall we go, now, Rachel” he
asked, standing on the pavement."Like
a bite of supper or to one of the halls?”’
. “Oh, supper,” she answered. At
doesn’'t seem such a waste of money.
. Things will be half over at the halls.”

He looked &t the cabman.

“Trocadero,” he =aid, and took his
place in the cab once more, putting his
arm behind Rachel again.

“Well,” she said, “did you see him?”’

He shook his head.

{ “No,”” he answered. “‘Knew I
shouldn’t. Those young blades are out
every night, either dining with friends
or on their ewn. I said it would be a
fool's errand.”

. have, and why should you

; I not, neither better nor worse.
| would

“I want you to marry me,”
passionately. “You know that, do vou
not? You must have known it for
months. I'm not worthy of you. A
duke, a prince wouldn’t be worthy of
you, but no man could love you, woi-
yvou, reverence you any more. j
feel T cannot live without you. And
yet, dearest, how dare I ask you to
be my wife?”

She lzughed at him softly, shyly.

“Don't vou think you have asked
me?”’ she said. *“It seems to me you
not? I'm
the same woman I was yesterday, am
If you
not have hesitated yesterday,
why should you hesitate today? Dear-
est, if you want me to be your wife
don’t you know that I will, oh, so

he said,

I gladly?”

| of fashion; 1

He slipped his arm around her, he
caught her to him, he Kkissed her on
her red, smiling lips.

“You are sure,” he said. “Think a
moment, darling. I'm only plain Philip
Gilchrist. I've nothing much to offer
vou. I can’t give you a fine house: I
can’t give you the position of a 1¢ p
can’t set you up as
should be set, among the highest in the
land. I can only—oh, my darling—love
you.”

“Only?’ she repeated. “Isn’t that ev-
erything? Isn’'t that what a woman

i wanis most, the best thing that life can

i give her—love,

i
*“He wasn’t the man I saw come out,

then?”’ she said. ‘I half thought it
might be. He looked so pale. I suppose
he lives in another set of chambers.”

*“1 suppose so0,” Joel returned. “I
heard someone about. As for looking
pale, they burn the candle at hoth
ends, and seldom go to bed till cock-
crow. It's enough to make them
pale.”

“So it He

is.

looked just awful

He couldn’t have looked worse if he’'d !

been comimitting a murder. 1 just
caught sight of the side of his face. It
. wag as white as chalk.”

CHAPTER VIL

Competition for Leslie’s dances had
always been keen; it was more so than
ever tonight. Added to this the women
as well as the men crowded round her.
Everyone wanted to congratulate the
successful litigant. Most pecopie envied
her. Life is indeed worth living when
one is rich, lovely, healthy and young.

Leslie enjoyed dancing with anyone,
so long as he danced well. But she
did not ¢isguise from herself that there
was one for whom she had kept
dances,, one with whom she would ra-
ther dance than with anyone else in
the world.

She was a little
good fortune,
sheuld be afraid
was so rich.
be so silly She must show him by
being extra nice to him that it mmade
no differenes, and then perhaps——

nervous about her
nervous lest =someone
of her now she

round, then come towards her.
was alone for one moment, and she
went to meet him She thought he
looked a little pale. Perhaps her for-
tune frightened him.

“You are late,” she said. “I wanted
vou to be the flrst to congratulate
me.”

He had taken her hand and held it
for a moment; then he drew it through
his arm and turned towards the con-
servatory. She smiled a little to her-
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' out of my way.

true, deep, unending
love? I don't think you should
‘only.” If vou had asked me yesterday
to be your - wife I sh'ould have had only
myself and my love to give. and yet 1
am sure, quite sure, that my Ilove
makes you no happier tonight than it
would have made you yesterday.”

No wonder he kissed her again!
wonder he felt prouder than a king!

“Heaven bless you, dariing,” he said
softly, “for your fazith and trust in me.
If a love that is true, deep, undivided,
if a worship that shall be yours en-
tirely, and forever, can make you
happy, there ghall be no happier wo-
man in t1® world. Oh, Leslie, dearest,
I can hardly believe my happiness. 1
can scarcely believe it true that you
love me.”

She laughed a little. The soft strains
of a waltz came to them. The scent
of flowers was heavy on the air, a
slight breeze blew in from an open
Windaow.

“It's quite true that I love you,” she
said softly, ‘‘quite true that I have
never loved before, never shall love
again. “I wonder,” smiling, “if you
can say the same? Oh!” as he flushed
a lirtle, “I won’t be angry if you can-
rot. So long as I have all your present,
all your future love, 1 shall not be
jealous of the past. Only I am a wo-
man and inquisitive, and I shouid iike
to know.”

“I should have told you,” he an-
swered. ‘I wish, Leslie, T wish with all
my heart and soul I could say, there
has never been anether. But it would
not be true, and so I will not say it
Such love as I have for you, 1 have
never given before, but with a boy's
love 1 did love three years ago. 3he
was beautiful, older than I. That I
think is always an attraction for a
very yeung man. 1 thought some day
she would be my wife.”

“Yes,” Leslie said softly, “and what
happened?”

He looked at her and laughed hap-
pily.

“She met another man.” he answer-
ed. “Oh, thank heaven—thank heaven,
she met another man. I never saw him.
I don’t know quite why, but he kept
Perhaps now he and

sS4y

No

j Carline are married.”

| years

“Carline?”

“Yes, that was her name. We were
never engaged, Leslie. Before 1 dare
ask her—a boy is timid and bold at
one and the same time-—she had tired
of me, and I went out of her life.
have never seen her since. It is three
ago. But tonight, strangely

' enough, her photograph fell from be-

{long as you never love again I am

{ Jasper had a dance with Leslie.

[ for all that, he paused when
i hal¢
She hoped he would not
i laugh.
i man of the present
; i dreadfully
She saw him enter the ballroom, lonk : ;
She |

hind another with which it was cov-
ered. Jasper was handling the frame.
He picked it up. 1 would have givei
something not to have seen the picture.

It hurts me that I cannot say I have

never loved before.”

She reached up and kissed him.
“Don’t be hurt,”’ she whispered; "sO
con-
tent, quite content, and quite happy.”
= i < * *
before
It was
the only one sne could spare him, but,
it avas

* ¥

The evening was haif ove:

over,
rPired T
‘“That's the

said with a bright
worst of the young
day, he's ralways =0
nothing. 1,

she

tired—of doing
suppose?”’

He smiled back.

“You're g little hard upon us,”’ he
answered. “One Kkills time, of course,
but what else is one to do? Still 1
don’t know that I am particularly tired

{ tonight.”

“You look tired and pale.”

“pDo I? Perhaps it's because
anxious.”

“Anxious? What about?”

He drew her hand through his arm
and took the same direction Phiiip had
taken earlier towards the conserva-
tory.

A little tender smile quivered round |

her lips, a softer light came into her
happy, laughing eyes. All these beau-
tiful flowers, if they had ears, had

heard what Philip had said to her. She |

wondered if they were jealous.
“Because,’ Jasper said,
her questicn, “I have come to oune of
the most critical times in a man’s life.
I am going to try my luck, to test my
fate, to win or lose all. You
what T mean, do you not, Leslie?”
She did not notice that he had use
her name. She looked at him sympa
thetically.
she had never
lover. "
And, if Jasper had been observant,

dreamt of him as a

in which ke had )
taken possession her; but there are |

aflswering |
Know |

She knew he liked her, but ;..

Y

one lock at the girl's face would have
told him he had come too late, that
Philip had prospered in his wooing,
that the girl he wouid Lave given any-
thing to win, was alreadly won., But,
curiously enough, since he first caugat
sight ot her acioss the ballroemn and
made his way to her he had not looked
at her. BShe noddey he: head.

“You mean you have idlén in love?”
she answered. “You are going to ask
someone to be your wiie? Qh, 1 hope
she will say ‘Yes.’ I wonder if I know

o

her?

“Leslie!” he said, “Le®slie!” and he
caught her hand—it was such a blow
to him that sne evidently did not know
whom it was he loved—"Leslie, you
do not know who it is I. love. You
must have known, everyone has scen.
it :

She shook her head.

“Then 1 must have been very blind,
I don’t know that I have thought of it
at all, but if 1 had, I should have said
that you were fancy free.”

She left her hand in his becauase she
sympathized with him, even though
she did not think she was the woman,

“Fancy free!” he repeated; "and I
love you! 1 love you, Leslie! Do you
understand? 1 love you! Don't take
away your hand. Let me keep it—
always, Leslie. Don't say—don’t say,
for heaven's sake—don't say you de
not love me!” ;

She drew her hand very gently from
his. A half-shocked look crossed her
face. It seemed to her almost a wrong
to Philip that another man should be
saying “I love you!”

“I must say it, Jasper,” she an-
swered; “and you must not say an-
other word about love to me. I am
sorry, but I must not listen.”

His expression changed, hardened.
For the first time he lifted his eyes
and looked at her.

““Must not listen!”

he repeated, an@
into his voice

there crept almost the
tone of a bully. ‘Why must you not
listen? 1 am fairly well off, I am free
marry, and 1 love you. 'Must not
listen? You must—you shall!” He
caught her hands in his, his eyes
blazed into hers.

“Jasper! Jasper!”

She spoke very softly, very gently.
He dropped her hands at once.

“Forgive me,” he said, quite humbly.
“You don’'t know what your refusal
means to me. I want your love, I
want you. Oh, Leslie, why must you
not listen?”

‘Because T do not love you, because
I love someone else; hecause tonight I
bave promised to be another man's
wife.”

He looked round almost wiidly.
turned deadly white, so pale that
thought he would have fainted.
he sank into a seat.

“Another man’'s wife?”
‘“What other man?”

“Philip’s”
~ He looked at her a moment, and the
blood flushed back to his face in a
crimson flood. Then he laughed, a
hard, cruel laugh.

“Philip’s!” he repeated.
Why, you <an't kaew——"
‘H@ pudod_ self up, his expression,
hat was always changing, changed
again.

“I beg

O

He
she
Then

he repeated.

“Philip’s!

yvour pardon,” he said. Ky
was mad. If I must give you up to
another man there is no mwan I would
SO foon resign you to as Philip. Since
the happiness—the great and glorious
happiness of havi you for ife—is
not to be mine, I = glad, yes, glad,
it is to be my friend's. Let me forget
myself and the blow I have suffered.
12t me congratulate vou, Lesiie.”
1e stood up suddenly, he drew him-
self up to his full height, he flung back
his shoulders, he looked much more
iike a conqueror than like ane who had
ziven up all he wished claim, to
his own. “I love you!” he went

one moment—*“I

make

on; “but”’—he paused

love vou with no selfish love, l.eslie.
If you do not love me you could not
be happy with me. If you love Phillp
he a2lone can make your life what every
woman’'s life yphould be, not a dream,
but an ecstasy of love; and because
you are so dear to me I want you +to
be happy:; so be happy, dearest—wit’
Philip.”

He stocped suddenly and kissed her
upon her white hrow, ghe did not
resist it. The tears came into her
cyes; she was so sorry for him.

“I wish I were twins,”” she said,
quaintly. “With all my heart and soul
I wigh there were two of me, I so hate
to give anyone pain, but you will be
my friend, will you not, and not hate
me because of this?”

He took her little hand agsain, a
mad passion of iove and ionging swept
over him. If he had let himself go, he
would have taken her in his arms and
smothered her with kisses, but he had
himself well in hand. Hard battle as
it was to fight, he fought it; he con-
quered himself now, because in the
future he believed he would conquer
fate, and her.

“Hate you!”
love you, and

3
1

R

a11¢
an

he repeated. “Do I not
do I not love Philip?
You cannot understand that, perhaps.
Women so seldom women, but
since the days of David and Jonathan
men have ioved men, and I love the
man who has won what I would have
given my to win; and in time I
hope I shall be able to contemplate
his happiness calinly. Poor Philip! He,
perhaps more than I, should have hap-
come to him now, because he
has suffered in the past. He has told
you, of course?”’

A little of the color left her cheeks,
but she answered quietly, gnd the an-
swer made Jasper star

‘“Yes, he has told 1
{ you think he
much?”

There was a tone of anxiely, though
no note of jealousy, in her voice. Jas-
per, however, could net teil the differ-
£Nee.

“Thers
man's first love,”
“and Cariine—ihat
name, I believe
woman
heart. How he
her! 1 cannot
he tired.
not help
all "It
fault.”

She openecd yes
lips trembied : tle. It was hard to
hear that F¥ailip had loved no dearly,
but her falth™in him, and in his affec-
tion for her-now, was absolute.

‘“You are ' mistaken,” she said, a 11t-
tle proudly, ‘‘re cting Philip ang his
iove for that ot voiuan, . He did not

> anpther man,

‘ stroyed.
have been true always.”
Jagper lifted his evebrows.

“Is that s0?” he said, doubtfully. “I
had heard differently. Anyway, Miss
Bell, believe that I am always yeur
friend and Philip’s.”

(To be continued.)

iove

soul

Diness

Do you—do

has suffered so very

is jiove
he
was U
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no like
answere
girl’s
first
his
about
understand why it was
Some men, 1 suppose, can-
tiring when they have won
their misfortune, not their
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