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CHAPTER XIX.

Once more Strone pushed his bicycle up
the long, flint-strewn hill, paused at the
bend to wipe the moisture from his
streaming forehead, and sought for a mo-
ment the shade of the over-hanging trees.
Fe drew a long sigh of relief; the old-joy.
of these quiet places beat once more in
hix heart. A late summer had come at

last to fruition. The bracken was knee-
ceep in the woods, the primroses and
hvacinths were gone, but the hedges were
wresthed with wild roses, and the per-
fume of honeysuckle was heavy on the
sicwly moving air. In Strone himself the
change was wonderful. His step was list-
loss the fire had gone from his eyes, deep
bnes furrcwea his forehead. He held him-
golf no longe. erect, but as .a man who
carres a heavy burden. Life had narrow-
ed in upon bim; he looked forward with a
gnudder ,the past was as a sealed book.
Cnly some days there came. little flashes
of memory. He found himself suddenly
recalling those wonderfully sweet days of
hic freedom, when every shadow of care
seemed to pass away as he rode up from
Garcester, wher the wind and the sun and
the song of the birds had been his com-
gerions. Lhit was, all over now, He
eimbed the steep hill with listless foot-
steps, no longer full of anticipation of
these long hours of exquisite solitude
which had: bccome so dear to him. Those
days had’ gone by—for ever. Milly, would
be waiting 4. the door, would shower up-
on him caresses which long ago bad pal!ed,
would chatter . emptily,. and dwell peevish-
ly on the long day’s solitude. I
brmself  thinking with l: ghiver' of the in-
terminable evening. There was no escape.
If he went out she would follow " him, 'if
ha road she sulked, He groaned to him-
pelf as he turned 3 0
«sught a glinpse of -the ‘grey" mokg cur-
Ying aywuids. . ey
Then he stopped -short in the middle of
ghe lans. What little color the heat had

. brought wildly around, as though half in-

clined to leap the grey stone wall and van-
fsh in the tangled wilderness be'yond'. Yet
there ‘Wwas, nothing more alarming in the
way than a smartly turned-out victoria de-
peending the hill towards him, and leaning
back among the cushions a tired_-look'mz
woman in & white dress and hat with pink
roses. Almost at the same moment - she
saw him, and leaning forward she stopped
the carriage. To his amazement she step-
ped lightly out, gave the man an order,
and waited for him in the shade of a great
oak tree which overhung the road.

He ground his teeth together and ad-
venced to meet her steadily. She greeted
him with her old quiet smile. She too,
be thought, was looking pale and hsugss.

“I'm so glad to see you. Do you mind
resting your bicycle somewhere, and com-
ing into the shade? I will not keep you
very long.” i

e obeyed her in silence. Words seeme'd
difficult to him just then. ’.].'hey stood in
the shadow of the trees which hung over
from the wood. The fox-gloves and
pracken brushed against her gkirt., She
lowered her parasol, and seemed for a
moment intent upon studying the pattern
of the filmy lace. The man’s heart beat
out like a sledge hammer. Yet he stood
there, slowly mastering his emotion, and it
was the woman who found speech so diffi-
cult,

“Myp. Strome,” she said at last, “you
would not consider me an impulsive person,
would you?” i

“By no means,” he answered.

“Yet I am here,” she continued, “upon
an impulse. Yesterday 1 was at Cowes.
In the morning I had a letter from my
brother—he wrote chiefly about you. 1
hate traveling, especially in the summer,
but today you see I am here, and I have
come for no other purpose than to see

ou.” .

- «It is inexplicable,” he said slowly.

“Never mind! It hld"ht'ppened. I am
pere, and I am going to indulge in the
Juxury of plain speech,’ "You do not
mind ?”’ e

“] have heard plain speaking from you
before,” he answered, ldoking her in the

Kace.

She faltered visibly. It was so hard to
say—even from her to him. She forgot all
the advantages of her birth and social
training; the graceful tact, which in all
the ordinary affairs of life served her so
well, had suddenly become dormant and
pn inutile thing. They stood face to face,
man and woman, and she was tongue-tied.
Above their heads the twittering of birds,
up the the occasional jingling of bar-
ness, as het impatient horses pawed the
ground, fretted by the heat and stung hy

a small army of flies. For once her readi-
“ness. of speech had deserted her.

Their
eyes met, and he saw a woman who was
strange to him, a woman, the languid calm
of whose features had fallen away as a
mask, whose delicate ivory cheeks .burned
with color, whose clear cold eyes were sud-
denly revealing new and wonderfu} depths
of feeling. All the Dbitterness fled from

* him,

“Forgive me,” he said softly. “T will
listen to whatever you have to say.”

She smiled ‘faintly. Something seemed
to have fallen away from between them.
Speech was no longer difficult.

“I will live up to my new reputation,”
she said. “1 will remain a woman of im-
pulse, I will tell you something which a
few minutes ago I was very sure that I
would never tell you.”

She paused. He remained speechless, his
eyes fastened upon her.

lle von.’)

“One afternoon when you werc at the
vicarage I had a fancy to look at your
cottage ‘I, came—and found it occupied.
I questioned the girl. She was a friend

of yours, she said. Her things were about '

the place; she was confused; what she
said .seemed incapable of bearing more
than one interpretation. I accepted the
inference—and that -afternoon there was
plain speaking—on the lawn.”

He was no longer steady on his feet,
and in his ears was the rushing of strange
sounds, trees and sky were mixed up to-
gether.

“You believed—that?”’ he gasped.

“1 judged you,” she answered, “by the
standard of a world which I believed to
be lower than yours. Remember, too,
that in many ways I knew so little of
you. Different classes of society regard
the same thing from such different points
of view. Yes, I judged you. 1 want your
forgiveness.”

He looked at her wildly. 8

“What ' infernal - sophistry,” he cried.
¢“What is sin in your world is sin in mine.
All that lies upon my conscience is your
doing—and I have paid the penalty with
eternal bondage.” !

“Mind,” she continued drearily, “I do
not say that even without this I could
have answered you differently.”

He silenced her with a passionate ges-
ture.

“No matter,” he cried; “you would not
have s>nt me away with a knife in my
heart, a raving lunatic, fit for any devil's
trap! It is bad enough that it should
have happened, it is worse that you should

L}
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What in God’s name,have

have told me.
you come here for?”

She smothered a sob.

“Don’t you know why I cam2?” she
said. . “John wrote that things were going

ill with you. You looked thin and miser-
able, he said. You would not see him;
he had met you; wandering about like a
man in torment. I am a selfish, idle wo-
man, Enoch. I have no future, and I go
drifting down ths broad stream of what!
we call pleasure, because there is noth-
ing. else for me to do. But with you it
is 80 different. You have a great fu-
ture—you are a man, and you have
power. I want you to rousz yourself—
I want to hear you make a stir in the
world. This is what I have come to say
to you—to preach a very simple doc-
trine. Make the best of things.”

He dropped her hands, he pointed over
the - road.

“What about her?” he cried hoarsely.

“It is the hardest part of all I know,”
she continued, “but she loves' you; and,
Enoch, a man can make of the woman
who lovas him what he pleases. You
must do your duty. She is yours, she
must share your life.”

“Then my  life must be an accursed
thing,” he moaned.

She shook her head. -

“Be a man, Enoch Strone,” she said
firmly. ‘Do your duty to her and she
will repay you. Remember that even such
a marriage as yours is no light thing. For
good or for evil the yoke is upon your
shoulders. A woman who is scorned and
neglected by ~her husband:is in‘an evil
way. - Onice you were brave:and faced
voyr duty.. All that you will undo if you
drive her from you. ‘Take 'her into your
life—and for the rest—I want to hear you
make a stir in the world. There is room
for you 'in great places, Enoch Strone.,
This generation .is empty of strong men.
Fill your life with ambitions, and remem-
ber all those wonderful dreams of yours.
Strive to realize them. Tell Milly about
them; let her know each day how you
are getting on. Come out of the crowd,
Enoch, and let me feel that I have known
one man in my life at least who was
strong enough to climb to the hilltop with
another’s burden upon his shoulders.”

He listened to her with kindung eyes,!
conscious that the old passion for life was
moving once more in his veins—conscious,
too, with a certain sense of wonder at
the transformation that this woman, who
was pleading with him so earnestly, stood
revealed in a wholly new light. The del-
icate vein of mockery, which sometimes
gave to her most serious sayings an ail
of insincerity, as though conversation
were a mere juggling with words, seemed
to have passed away. She spoke without
languor or weariness, and her words
touched his heart—stirred his brain. I

“] have been a coward, Lady Maling-!
court,” he said gravely. “You have made
me realise it. I shall be grateful to you:
all my life.”

She smiled a little sadly,

“Perhaps,” she said, “I too shall havea
better conscience when I hear the world
talk of Enoch Strone. For I know, I fear
I know, whose hands have’ fastened that|
burden upon your shoulders.”

The man in him leaped up, vigorous and
eager. He faced her with glowing eyes.

“If the btirden had been twice as heavy,” |
he cried.: “I would bear it cheerfully now.
For ever”—

He stopped short. Some instinct told
him that any further words were unneces-
sary. As she had spoken and looked, 50|
would she remain to him forever. So he|
called her carriage, and once more her
fingers rested in his great work-hardened |
hand. ; |

“Good-ble,”
fortune!”

He took his bicycle and trudged through
the white powdry dust up the steep hill,|
upwards to the hilltop, his head thrown
back, new dreams forming in his brain.
And downwards the woman was carried,
leaning back amongst the cushions of her
victoria, her dim and unseeing eyes fixed
upon vacancy, a faint, wistful smile upon
her lips. For her there were no dreams,
a sense of weariness sat heavy in her
heart. Her brief spell of living had pass-
ed away. The old languor crept like an
evil narcotic through her veins.

she, said simply. “Good

|

CHAPTER XX.

“No, I ain’t going, I tell you! What's
the use o’ bothering? Go and make it up
with Ada. I don’t want nothing to do
with you.”

The young man was both hurt and an-
noyed. ' He was wearing. a long very light
driving coat, kid gloves, and a bowler hat |
of rakish appearance. When he had con-‘
templated himself in the glass a few min-|
utes before starting, he had recognized
at once how hopeless was Milly’s case
Strone was carelessly dressed, rough in
his manner, something of a crank. No
wonder Milly was weary of him. Her
marriage he looked upon as entirely due
to pique. On the whole, it did not dis-
please him. Milly, he felt convinced, was
his for the asking. He would be able to
play the gallant without fear of conse-
quences. So when Milly flatly refused to
take that expedition with him on Monday
afternoon, he was naturally more than a
little annoyed.

“You're off your blooming nut about
Ada, he exclaimed testily. “You haven’t
no call to be. I tell you I've chucked her.
Don’t want no more to do with her. There
was only one as I ever care about—you

The speech, which once would have
made her heart beat, passed by unnoticed.
She simply yawned over her work and
' tilted her chair back against the side of-
the cottage. To further irritate her visi-
tor, Milly was certainly looking her best
that afternoon. She was wearing a new
blue serge dress which Strone himself had
chosen. Her luxuriant hair was carefully
arranged, and a bright ribbon pinned
around her throat was chosen to harmon-
!ise with her complexion. Lothario puffed
at his black cigar savagely, and thrust his
lhands into the side pockets of his driving

coat-in sporting fashion. .

“Look here, Milly,” he said persuasive-
ly, “just walk down and have a look at
the trap, sanyhow. That won’t do you
no harm, will it? You might bring your
hat along in case you change your mind,
eh?”’ 8

“Shan’t,” she answered tersely. “l1
don’t want you, Charlie, nor your trap.
You'd best be off. He may be home soon,
and then you'll catch it.”

He laughed derisively.
! #\Who's afraid? Besides he don’t leave|
work until six, and it’s only three now.,
Lots of time for a tour round.”

“You can stay, of course,” she continued,’
sewing vigorously, “if you've a fancy for
being where you're not wanted. I'll take
,my work inside.”

She rose up, but he stood in the way.

“Give us a kiss, Milly!” l

“1'll give you a slap on the cheek, you
impudent young beggar,” she answcred.'
“Just you listen to reiwson. I've had en-
ough of you. i

It ain’t no use your coming
fooling round. Enoch’s a good sort, and I'm

know that, Milly. ! m

Paris Square Where Workingmen’s Demonstration

Proved a Fiasco

e

Such is the determination of Paris work-
men to rest on Sunday that they keep the
police authorities, troops and journalists
working at double pressure. This is abont
the sole practical result achieved by their
enthusiasm for the new Sabbath rest law.

Thanks to the extensive measures to pre-
vent disorder taken by M. Lepine, prefect
of police, the great demonstration in favor
of a Spartan application of the law planned
to take place yesterday afternoon by the
leaders of the t:ade unions was a complete
fiasco. The demonstrators were to have

PLACE DE LA REPUBLIQUE

he ordered the labor exchange to be closed.
This measure exasperated the labor agi-
tation to fury, but it contributed very no-
tably to maintain order. In the afternoon
the Place de la Republique, the central
point for the demonstration, was encircled[
by infantry. About one o'clock dragoons,
were ranged at the edge of the pavement
on the north and south sides of the square.
Cavalry of the Garde Republicaine was
massed near the 1:bor exchange or Bourse
de Travail and all streets leading to this
building were blocked by lines of police. '
1

marched in preeession along the main bou-
levards and held a monster meeting on the
Place d2 la Republique.

M. Clemenceau, however, works on the
principle that foresight is the essence of
government and, foreseeing trouble in a
proczssion of several thousand men, prob-
ably excited by the insidious harangues of
professional agitators, forbade the demon-
stration and placed at M. Lepine’s disposi-
tion all the troops. necessiry to enforce
the prohibition. Furthermore, in order to
deprive the leaders of any rallying point,‘

pepe——

going to stick to him. He'sa sight better
nor you and me put together.”

An angry flush suffused his yellow, un-
wholesome cheek.

“Well, what’s upset you all at once ?’ he |
“Last time I came you didn’t!

exclaimed.
make such a fuss about a kiss, and I ain’t
going to be made a fool of by you, that’s
straight. No, you don't. Now, then!”
She tried to pass him. He caught her by
the waist—for a moment they struggled
tiercely. The young man's face became an
evil thing to look upon. He put out all
his strength and Milly was overmastered.
But of a sudden there came to him a most
wonderful and unpleasant experience. He

felt himself lifted from his feet as though:
by a grasp of iron—a mounent later he was !
screaming in a gorse bush half a dozen|

yards away. Strone stood over him with
a queer smile upon his lips.

“What’s this Milly?”

She trembled from head to foot.

“He wanted me to go for a drive with
him, and I wouldn’t. Nasty little beast.”

He struggled slowly to his feet.

“All right,” he said. “You've encour-
aged me to come here, ain’t you? You
ain’t made much fuss about a kiss before.
I don’t want no more to do with you.

'm off.”

But to go it was necessary to pass
Strone, and Strone stood big in the path,
with the same queer smile upon his lips.

“If you speak another word to my wife,
or about my wife,” he said quietly, “I
shall thrash you.”

“All right,” the young man muttered
sullenly. “I don’t want to give her away.”

Milly turned very pale. Strone laid his
hand lightly upon his collar.

“Come this way,” he ordered.
stay where you are.”

“What yer going to do?” Lothario
whined. “Let me go! D’ye hear? Milly’s
always been a pal o’ mine. I could tell
i

Strone shook him until his teeth rattled.

“If you don’t keep your ugly mouth
shut,” he said, “I shall certainly kill you.”

“What yer going to do then? Let me
be. I’ll go right off.”

“I'm going to give
Btrone answered.

Lothario resisted violently. Strone took
him up as though he were a baby, and
threw him into the middle of the pond.
The toads hopped, and the newts darted
away for their lives. Strone waited to see
that the shock had not stunned him, and
then returned to Milly.

“Milly,” he said gravely, “your friend is
down there, and he has a little trap. Do
you want to go with him? If so, remem-
ber it must be for good.”

“No, no,” she sobbed.
hate him!”

“How often has he been here?”

“Three times.”

“Y-yes; only once.”

“You have nothing more to tell me?”’

“There is nothing more, Enoch. You
won’t send me away?”

“No,” he ans‘wered, “of course not. We
are husband and wife, Milly. I didn’t lis-
ten much to the service when we were
married, and I daresay you didn’t. Let us
make a bargain with one another. Prom-
ise me that you will never encourage any
more men to come and see you in my ab-
sence, and that you will not permit any
liberties. I don’t want to be hard on you,
child. I know your bringing up was none
of the best. We will make a fresh start.
You shall promise me this, and in return
I will try to make things more pleasant for
you. That's square enough, eh?”

Her earnestness spiritualized him. The
pale face lifted to his moved him strange-
ly.

“[ promise, Enoch. You are too good to

“Milly,

you a ducking,”

“Little beast! T

me.”’

“Then that is over,” he =aid. “Now
make me some tea, and 1 will tell you
some news.”

She brought it out to him, waited upon
him breathlessly. The terrible gloom
which had oppressed her so much had
passed away. He was dressed in new
and well-fitting clothes. Even to her un-
trained eye there was a wonderful change
fn his bearing and demeanor.

“Milly,” he said, “would you like to
live in London?”

The thought was like
strove to contain herself.

“With you, Enoch, anywhere.”

“With me, certainly,” he answered. “We
shall go there next week. You will be
able to have a decent house and servants.
Dobell’s are opening a London branch,
and 1 shall have to manage it. I ought
to have told you some of these things be-
fore. 1 had no right to keep them to my-
self. - You will never be poor again, Milly.
It seems as though we were going to be

paradise. She

- very rich.”

“Enoch, Enoch!”
He smiled at the excitement which baf-

fled speech. '
“Tomorrow 1 have ordered a carriage to
coma out. We will go into Gascester, and

you must buy some clothes. You had bet-

ter go and sce your sister, and I will ar-

range something for the children.”

She burst into tears. |

“I don’t deserve it,” she sobbed. “En-
och, I'll try to be a good wife to you.”

* * * »* * -

Ai’tcl’wards he walked out by himself,
crossed the field, and entered the deep.
cool shade of the wood. It was signifi-

cant that he passed the spot where he had
first met Milly with a little shudder, and
hurried away, as though even the memory
of that night pursued him. All the while
a subtle sende of excitement was in his
veins, mingled with a strange. haunting
sadness. For him the life in quiet places
was over. This-was his farewell pilgrim-
age. Henceforth his place was in the
stress of life, in the great passion-riven
heart of the world.  His days of contem-
plation were over. There had come-Milly,
and he very well knew that the old life
here, where the singing of every wind, the
music of birds, thrilled him with early
memories, was impossible. After all, gooa
might come of it. The sweetness of soli-
tude, of crowding the brain with delicate:
fancies, of basking in- the joy of beaut:-

tually to receive your guests, you shall
dine ’em at the house or at the club. You
know that half of them are strangers
to me.”

Lady Malingcourt smiled at the young
man to whosz carc she had been com-
mitted. o

“One thing at least,” she remarked,
“has remain~d unaltered during my ab-
gence—and that is Connie’s tongue.”

Dick Alward, Lord Sydenham’s secre-
tary, dropped his eyeglass and smiled.

“In the House,” he said, “she would
be invaluable. In private life she is a
source of wonder to all of us. Statistics
are supposed to be my forte, and I once
tried to calculatz how many million words
a day she spoke. I gave it up. The task
was Brobdignagian. How did you like

h.xl places, was in many senses a paraly-| Aystralia?”’

sing gweetness. Man was made for crea-| «p stay:ed there two years,” she ans-|
tion, lnot contemplation. So he turned| g.;oq ;

his eyes upon the new world, and there| "o pewspapers gushed when I left,

were big things there ‘to wrestle with.
T'he cry of his fellows was in his ears,
the cry of those to whom life was a desert
place, the long-drawn-out murmur of the
great nether world. Life would be good
there where the giants fought. Perhaps
some day he might even win forgetful-
ness.
TLate that night, as John Martinghoe sat
‘smoking a last pipe in his study, there
came a soft tapping at the long French
window. He opened it cautiously and
peered out. A man''stood there, grim and
with stern, white face.
“Strone!” 1
“Ay.”? g0
“Come in, man.”*®

But Strone shook’his”head.

“Not. mnow. Ligten, I want you to
write—your sister tomorrow. You will do |
this?”

“Of course,but come in. Have a pipe with
me and a drop of whisky. Don’t stand
there like a ghost.”

Strone made no movement ,took no no-
tice of the invitation.

“Listen,” he continued. “Say that I am
doing her bidding; tell her that I shall do
it to the end. That is all.”

“Come in and write her yourself,Strone.
We're friends surely.”

Strone’s hand ¢ame out through the
darkness.

“(ood-night, Mr. Martinghoe, and good-
bye. Tomorrow I'm leaving a life I have
loved very dearly, for a new one which
ig strange to me. I'm in 2o mood for
talk.”

He turned away. Martinghoe watched
him vanish, and dropped the curtain.

“Poor Strone!”

and the women gave me a picture.”

“T read it all in the newspapers,” he
answered.

“We were told that you had left a gap
which could never be filled, and of broken
hearts which could never be mended
twelve baskets full, That sounds biblical,
but it was . in the Melbourne Punch. By
the bye, I was to tell you everything
about everybody. Where shall I begin?”

“Do mnot begin at all,” she begged. “I|
left England to get away from everybody
and everything. Let me find out their
disasters and their triumphs by degrees.”,
; Lord Sydenham strolled over to them.
f “T hear that my sister has been giving
you a scare,” he remarked. “She has
been . telling ‘you about my Labor Mem-
ber.” i

Lady Malingcourt nodded.

“I am meditating flight,” she said.

He looked down at her with twinkling
eyes,

“You nced ‘not,” lie assured her. “My
member is a rara avis indeed. He is the
head of his party, he commands fifty
votes, and he is the ‘one man in the
House of whom it is safe to predict with
absolute confidence that' he has a future. |
More wonderful still, he-is a gentlemaun.” |

“You taks my breath away,” she de-

tite. Do tell me his name.” |

Lord Sydenham turned round and
touched a bystander upon the shoulder.
“Strone,” he said, “I want to intro-|
duce you to my cousin. Bzatrice, allow
me to present Mr. Strone—Lady Maling-,

court.” |
» * * * * * |

Under the fire of dinner-table talk they!

5 CHAPTER XXI relapsed easily enough into more familiar,
velations.

“My dear Lady Malingcourt! Rean}z; “T am not at all sure that ‘I like vou,”
if T wasn't sure that you were one olidt € che said, looking at him critically. “Your
beot-na?ured women in ‘the world, L 4009 coat came evidently from Saville
wouldn’t dare to ask - you. But yo,‘;l 8€€ Row, and your tie is perfection. You are,
how it is! The man is here, or Wi not in character at all. I expected a home-,
l;ere, andGhe must take some :“;’)emp:: epun suit, hob-nailed boots, and a flannel .
dinner. George says we Imnus - ghirt. I wasn't sure about the collar, but!
ticular not to offend him. That class of | 1 counted upon a red tie. Please don’t|
person is S}‘: ;eﬂls‘t“'eil‘ . e N | tell me that you are a club man, and that

“From whic! gather,” y Maling- ' you go to afternoon teas.”
court remarked, with a yawn, “that I am . Heg laughed. Even his voice was sub-!
to be taken in to dinner by some oné dued.
particularly disagreeable. Well, I don't “No fear of that,” he declared.
mind! Only please do not eall me good- asked here, and I came purely as a matter
natured. It is so 1mtatmgly untruz. Be- of business, and my dress suit was made
sides, it makes an inconvenient reputation for this or a similar occasion. When I}
for me. People expect so much. Who |go out it is generally to meat teas in the|
is he?? suburbs, or midday dinners with my con-|

Lady Constance Sydenham finished fasci stituents in Gasce:;ter. In the street or‘
tening her bracelet, and stood preparedat the House I dress according to myl

seel ’ o tation. 3 i i rhi
nt“i&s; ;)(;Oitc:‘:xlc“;:ir i‘:mizhe(;rfxag‘fl:ilsbuti; 2;;0:erylf2§<\]s, even a red tie of \\hu:hi
positively you are our only hope. She stole another glance at him. There

“I am i

The |
duchess and. the ‘very .big wigs are out ' were gtvreaks of grey in his black hair, deep
of the question of course. They go in Ilpm in his hard, _C]ean’sha.ven face. If a
with the Cabinet. That only leaves Polly d_mnel' such as this was a rare event to
Arlington and you. Well, I know Polly. ‘ him, he showed no signs of awkwardness. .
She'd snub him all the time, and laugh He joined now and then in the conver-
outright if he tries to eat his soup with sation around. Most of the men seemed
|n fork. You needn’t smile, my dear. The known to him. . - :
last one we had did, soonor than ask for| “I have Tt‘ﬂfl of you,” she said nf.)rupt]y,;
|a spoon, which somchow they hadn’d of your maiden fPﬂ‘Ch_ and rapid pro-:
given him.” | gress in the House.” !
. “What is it that is going to take mcj ]‘{e lowered his voice. . \
in?’ Lady Malingcourt asked. “Some-‘ “Ig was what you WléhEd- |
thing Oriental? I draw the line at color|  ‘Nothing has ever givell me more plea-
only.” lsu}rﬁ,wshe said simply. “You got my
“The color will be all right if he,‘mne‘ dded
washes, which I hear they don’t,” Lady £ NoGUCd.

“Two words only—Well done.” I have
Y4 I\ i
Constancs amswered. “It’s a Labor Mem- 'y my pocket tonight.”

" ber.” : She ab: subject precipitately
. “I don't mind that at all,” Lady Maling- ‘.‘;1\0;1('11 ;,;:ﬁ.‘)::gia?h;}fx{,?g& e
| court answered. - Tam quite used to the | opyoy progress,” he answered thought-
species. We had plenty of them in Auf;‘fully. “I have had disappointments, but

tralia, and they were most interesting.

“] dare say,” her host answered absent-
:l): “Over here, though, I'm afraid the
[type is different. The last one we had
made speeches in Hyde Park, and had

on . the whole—yes, I am satisfied. When
you are al Gascester I should like to show
you some of my experiments.

She talked for a few minutes to her
y ¥ neighbor on the other side. Then she
| conscientious  objections  to  evening tyrned to him and smiled. i
clothes, or rather his constituents had.| “This is the second time we have met at
I've heard something odd about this one,|dinner,”. she eaid.
but I can’t remember what it is, or his| “I do not need to be reminded of it,”
name. Groves, bring me the guest list he answered quietly. “Your brother ask-
at once. Duchess, how nice of you to be' ed me to stay to supper,—I think he had
go punctual. I want to talk to you about forgotten that you were there. I was
the bazaar. We've got the hall. and Mrs.{in my working clothes, and I am afraid
Botter-Black has promised to kiss every-| that the flannel shirt was a fact.”
body—for a consideration. Dick, talk to! She smiled. !
Lady Malinrcourt, please. She’s been en-| “Yes, and you laid down the law upon
tertaining for her cousin, the Governor-' Ruskin, criticised Sesame and Lilies, and
veneral at Melb~urne, and she's only talked of Walter Pater as though you had
just home. She wants to know every- known him all your life. You were
i thing about everybody. Georg:, come here revelation and a puzzle to me. I was
at once, sir. If you can’t get down punc-,§0 weary of life just then. I believe you

a o

were the first living person who had in-
terested me for many months.”

His eyes were looking into vacancy. His
words were spoken in the
whispers. Yet she heard.

“And afterwards you sang to us.
was wonderful.”

Then the talk buzzed round them, but
they were silent. The woman who had
represented her Queen .in a great country
and the man who had been climbing with
steady feet the laddér to fame were both
thinking of that little country vicarage
amongst the hills. She saw him, the first
of his type she had ever met, reserved,
forceful, at times strangely eloquent, in
soiled clothes and brusque manner; yet
speaking of the great things of life as one
who understood, who meant to conquer.
And he remembered her, the first woman
of her order with whom he had ever spok-
en, the first beautiful woman whose hand
he had ever touched. He remembered
her soft voice, her lazy, musical laugh,. her
toilette and her jewels, which, though sim-
ple enough, were a revelation to him. She
represented to him from that moment a
new world of delight. All those forgotten
love verses, whose form alone he had been
able to appropriate, welded up in his
heart, sang in _his blood, filled for him

It

with glorious color the whole literature;

of love and passion. Her coming had

given him understanding. He looked back’

upon those days as he had done many a
time during the Tast few years—but tonight
there was a difference. Like a flash he
realized what her coming back meant to
him. The old madness was unquenched
—unquenchable. He had thought himself
cured! What folly! The battle was be-
fore him yet.

He was aroused from his abstraction by
a word from her, and found himself
apologizing to his left-hand neighbor for a
twice-asked question. The conversation
became political.
gravely discussing the prospects of the
“Better Housing of the Poor” Bill. Amidst
a rustling of laces and swish of silk,
which sounded to him like the winged
flight of many tropical birds, the woman
passed out. Strone noticed that Lady Mal-
ingeourt avoided his eager gaze as she fol-
lowed her hostess from the room.

CHAPTER XXII.

Strone was treated with much deference,
for he was without doubt in the political
world a person of some importance. The
balance of parties being fairly even, the
Government was dependent upon the sup-
port of the Labor men to neutralise the

Irish faction. And of late Strone had been

pushing his claims with calm but signifi-
cant persistence. The Government were
pledged to his ‘“Better Housing of the Poor
Bill,” and he had firmly refused to have
it shelved any longer.

“You are ready for Thureday night,
Strone?”’ Lord Sydenham asked.

“I have been ready for four months,”
Strone answered, smiling. “I am so ready
now that I am afraid Thursday is the
limit of my patience.” .

“There will be no delay this time,” Lord
Sydenham assured him genially.

Strone moved up a seat.

“I ghould like to have your opinion,”
he said, “as to the consideration which the
Bill will receive in the Upper House.”

Lord Sydenham shrugged his shoulders.

“Qur majority is quite large enough,”
he said. “Of course there will be more
opposition than in the Commons. You
are prepared for that. I am not even
sure about the Bishops.” :

“T have seen the Archbishop by appoint-
ment,” Strone said, “and I have discuss-
ed it with him thoroughly. He has promis-
ed me the Episcopal support.”

Lord Syderham arched his eyebrows.

“You don’t’let the grass grow beneath
your feet, my friend,” he remarked.

“We are pledged to the measure,” Strone
answered,, “‘and it is my duty to make a
certainty of it. There was another point,
Lord Sydenham, I wished to mention to
you. You have referred to my Bill as a
Government measure.”

Lord Sydenham assented dubiously.

“T want to be assured,” Strone continu-
ed, “that it will go to the Lords not as a

Labor Bill which has secured the support

of the Government in the Lower House,
but as a Government Bill pure and simple.
You understand me, I am sure. There
may be individual dissentients in the Up-
per House in the former case, in the latter
it becomes a party measure.”

Tord Sydenham looked grave.

“You ask a good deal, Strone,” he said.

“1 do not think sc,” Strone answered.

Bill should become law.
terest as well as mine that the Lords
should not throw it out. |You have it with-
in your power to ensure this.” .

“T will see Wilshire,” Lord Sydenham
promised. “I cannot do more at present.
Your Bill is going to hit the landlords
very hard you know, Strone.”

“There are a good many  landlords,”
Strone answered, ‘“whom I would rather
see hanged than merely hit hard.”

The Duke of Massingham moved down,
wine-glass in hand.

“Come, come, Strone. What's this I
hear—you want to hang the landlords?”

“Not all, your Grace,” Strone answered,
with a gleam in his eye. “Only those who
house men and women like rats, who let
their property tumble to ruin whilst they
drag the last shilling of their rents from
starving men and women., To such as
these I would make the criminal laws ap-

iply. They are responsible for many hu-|

man lives—for the lower physique of our
race.”

The Duke nodded.

“Very true, Mr, Strone,”.he said;
true.”

Strone hesitated, and continued more
slowly:—

“I cannot hold those altogether guilt-
less, either, your (Grace,” he continued,
“who, in exalted positions themselves,
hand over the management of their pro-
perty to agents, whose interest it is to
delay repairs and exact rents. Upon the
list of buildings which I have personally
visited and which I propese to mention
in the House on Thursday next are Mer-
ton Courts, Soho, which I regretted to
discover this afternoon are the property
of your Grace.”

The Duke started, and almost dropped
the cigar which he was smoking.

“I fancy that you must be mistaken,
Mr. Strone,” he said stiffly. “My agent,
Mr. Jameson, is a-most respectable man,
and he knows his business.”

“Yes, he knows his business,” Strone ad-

“very

! mitted bitterly, “which is to receive all

he can and pay as little as possible.
Your Grace will probably bs surprised
to hear that, out of eighty inhabitants of
Merton Court, thirty are now suffering
or have suffered from diphtheria, the ma-
jority have bad throats, and the stench
even upon the staircases is so bad that
one is afraid to breathe.”

“I will visit the place tomorrow,” the
Duke declared. “If it is as bad as you
cay it shall be demolished and rebuilt.”

“I should further recommend your
Grace,” Strone continued, “to change your
agent. There are other properties under
his control which I should class as unfit
for human habitation. I .will give you a
list if you like.”

“T will make a personal visit to them
all,” the Duke renlied, “and Jameson shall
certainly go if I find myself in the painful
position of having to agree with you. I
presume, Mr. Strone, that having called
my attention to the matter you will now
erase my name from the list you spoke
iy
“T am afraid I cannot ece my way -clear
to do s0,” Strone answered quietly. “There

slightest of |

A moment later he was'

is scarcely an owner there who would 1
do all that was necessary to save exposu
if the chance were given him. I ha
breathed that atmosphere myself, and
can feel but little sympathy with those
who are responsible for it.”

The Duke rose and bowed stiffly.

“It must be as you say, of course, Mr.
Strone,” he declared, “I have no desire to
influence you unduly.”
| They drifted into the drawingroom,
{which at Sydenham House was on the
gecond floor. Strone looked eagerly around
for Lady Malingcourt. He found her at
last outside on the balcony. He dropped
into a seat by her side.

“What a frown,” she murmured. “Have
{ you been lecturing people or been lectur-
ed?”’

He sighed.

“The inside of everything in the world,”
he said, “is thronged with illusions.”

“As, for instance?”’

“Politics.”

She settled herself down comfortably in
her chair.

“¥ know all about your Bill,” she said.
“Tell me what has gone wrong.”

He told her briefly.

“The whole thing is a gigantic jungle,”
i he wound up. ‘‘Nothing seems to be done,
because it is the right and honest thing
to be done. It is all managed by an ex-
change of interest. Do this for me and I
will do this for you. That is what it
amounts to. I know that Lord Syden-
ham hates my Bill, but he is going to suz-
port it in the Commons because he wants
my 50 votes to keep him in office. I have
an idea that there is a plot to throw it
iout in the Lords, or at least to send
{ it back to me for modification. So we ge
on playing round the fringe of things
Nothing ever seems to get done.”

“Still impetuous, my friend,” she sai
smiling.

“Impetuous! I have given pledges to
constituents. I may have to meet t
in the autumn, and there are some t}
which cannot be cxplained from a
form.”

“Your parliamentary career is be;
the vagaries of one constituency now,”
answered. ‘“You have made your ma;

“By speeches only,” he answered dis

tentedly. “I want something to show
| my labors.”
t They were silent.. Below them was the
Gireen Park, and the pleasant rustling of
leaves amongst the lime trees came to
their ears, a musical murmur indeed
against the deéper roar of distant traffic
footsteps and human voices. Hansoms
with their twin lights burning softly like
live things flashed by in a never-ceasing
procession, a soft breeze blew in their
faces. Lady Malingcourt was looking
steadily into vacancy.

“It is odd that we should meet like
this,” she said softly.

He understood her, and smiled.

“Jast time,” he said, “we were in t

heart of the country, the very quietest Of'%

quiet places. Tonight I suppose we are
near the heart of the world.”

“It is a study in contrasts,” she remark-
ed. “Bangdon was an ideal epot
| dreams, but it is here that one must work
' out their destiny. For men London must
be a paradise.”

“For a man with ambition,” he said,
| “there is no other place.”
| “You have never regretted the change
'in youn life?” she asked.
| "“It was my salvation!” he answered.
, “Tell me how you have managed to ac-
complish so much in so short a time,” she
demanded. ‘“Three years ago you were un-
known. Today I hear you spoken of every-
where as the acknowledged leader of the
Labor party. You have quite a Parlia-
mentary reputation, too!”

He smiled.
I “I have been exceptionally fortunate,”
" he declared. “You see, the Miracle Crane
has made pour fortunes many times over,
and when I decided to go in for Parlia-
mentary work my partner took over the
,main control of the business. A constitu-
ency turned up at the right moment, and
I got in at the by-election by a dozen
votes. The Labor party, as you know,
| was in a poor way. There were half a
dozen men who wanted to lead it, and
they were all too jealous of one another
“to stand on one side. I had the advant-
'age of money, and I was an outsider.
Hence my position.”

“I should imagine it is no bed of roses.”

His face darkened. i

“Qur chief enemies,” he said, ‘““are with~
lin our own ranks.
| adherénts who are continually making fool-
' ish speeches and bringing us all into dis-

clared; “but you have restored my @ppe-|“From the first my terms were that the rcpute. Then you can have ho idea of the
It is in your in-| small jealousies and narrowness - whiek”

! cramp us on eyery hand. One would never
. imagine that we should be the one party
in the House whose aims are the loftiest
—whose cause is the greatest. No, you
are quite right, Lady Malingcourt. It
is no easy matter to lead the Labor party
in the House of Commons.”
“Yet,” she said, “there is a great work
to be domne.”
“And we shall try our best to do it,”
he decldred. ‘United we are a formid-
| able body as things are just now—but
I'it is just the keeping them together that
is so difficult.”
“F ghall come to hear you speak on
. Thursday,” she said.
i “I shall do my best!
| chance for us!”
| They were silent for a moment—some
one in the room was singing. Afterwards
.she glanced swiftly up to him.
i (To he continued.)

REBALOTS MAY CHMNGE
GERMAY ELECTION

Socialists Have Lost Nineteen Seats,
But Increased Their Total Vote
“Considerably. ‘

It is a great

; Berlin, Jan. 26—According to the latest
returns of the Reichstag election held yes-
terday received by the Wolff Bureau, the
Socialists have gained one and lost 20
seats. The two Conservative parties have
gained nine and lost six seats. The Cleric-
als have gained two and lost four, the
National Liberals have gained nine and
lost an equal number, the Radical groups
' have gained five and lost three, and the
Agarian and anti-Semitic groups have
gained two and lost five each.

The Socialists have entered demands for
75 reballots. From these they are not
likely to elect 19 members, hence their
strength in the new Reichstag probably
will be below 50. The Clericals have de-
manded about 30 rebaliots, and have
chances of winning enough seats to retain
their full strength in the new house.

The two Conservative parties have de-
manded 41 reballats,” the National Liber-
ials more than 50, the Radical groups 45
and the anti-Semites, the Agrarians, the
Alsatians, etc., a total of 23.

. The Socialists probably have increased
their total vote by from ten to 15 per
j cent.

AMERICANS SEND TENTS
TO KINGSTON AGAIN

Santiago De Cuba, Jan. 27—The tentage
of the Eleven.h Infantry, which was ordered
to King:ton (Ja.), and after reach ng there
was returned to the Mo:ro bairacks, was
again sent to K.ngston ioday on board the
steamer Oteri, T care of Caplain Rattla
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