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CHAPTER XXXI—(Continued.)

“There is no place for us down there,”

she answered, sadly. “There is joy en-

because the finger has
But for us—no,

| A L

nineteen hundred and

1 “No,” she said. “Let us go alone.
will be almost the first time since we!
were married, 1 think. I am curious to.
see how much I can bore you!
wait here while I find a hat?”

She disappeared inside the hotel. Man-|
| nering watched. her absently. - In a va,guei
i sort of .way he was wandering what it|
was that had made their -soarried life 80|
completely a failure.
her as asking very little from him, ‘con-.
tent with the. ehelter of his name and
home, content at any rate ~without those |
things of which he had made no mention !
when he had spoken to her of marriage.|
And he was becoming gradually
‘that it was not eo." She expecte
hoped for more. The terms which he had!
zealously striven to cultivate with her:
were terms of which she clearly did mot:
The signs of revolt were al-!
ready apparent.

Mannering became a
He remembered clearly the feelings with
which he had gone to her and made his .
He went over it all again.
ly he had made himself understood
then there was her confession to him, thej
confession of her love.
that, but it was unforgetab
not tacitly accepted the whole situation?
1f so was he doing his duty? The shelter
of his name and home, what were those
to a warm-hearted woman, if she loved
him? He had married her, loving another
woman. She must have known this, but
did she understand that he was not pre-
make any effort to accept the
9 He was still deep in thought
when Berenice came out.

“What are you doing there all by your-
“Where is your wife?”
get a hat,” he answer-
going to the club

ough for them,
never touched their eyes.
we have to go on!
man, Lawrence.
portion. Traditions, you
to break away from. -
stand. Let this be the en
of such things between us. We ha
-ed the turning, and ‘we must go on.
is the hardest thing in life. One can never
retrace one’s steps.”
“We go on—apart?”’
“We must,” she assen
ced, Lawrence.
Theoretically I

lost my sense of

did not under-

d of all mention tie had imag'med';

ted. “Don’t think
I must stand by
think that you
cal politician I have ever
I think that you are
towards the sand-

are the only logi
known. Actually
. steering - your -course
banks. You will fail, but you
Well, that is s0i
“Tt is a good d
# I live long enough, an
mains, I shall succeed.
Government of this count

bsorbed in thought.:

my strength re-
1 shall place the
ry upon gn alto-
] shall empty the
workhouses and fill the factories.
ing short of that will content me.
of that would content
upon whose shoulders t

He had ignored

he burden has

centuries of prejudices to
“You may not

g
f
£
k

fight,” she warned him.

. gucceed! Yet you have all my go
.es. I shall always .
They turned hom

s

eward in silence. All
een them seemed to
back in the past. Their re-

_be already far
ed almost symbolical. They

. togression see
|spoke of indifferent t
i “Tell me,” he as
‘know what was goi
“It was your wife
\discovered it!”

T HORL AT

, “how you came te “She has gone to
> ( “We thought of
’ she answered, “who | for dejeuner.”

“A delightful idea,” she said. “Do in-
vite me, and I will take you in the car.
Mrs. Mannering likes motoring,

“Of course!”” he murmured.
be delighted!”

She beckoned to her chauffeur who was
in the courtyard. Just then Blanche came
She had changed her gown for one
and she wore a hat
ch Mannpering had

on Sir Teslie’s

a telegram from
read it and demanded
ir Leslie tried all he
t, but in vain. She
had a great deal
dealing with him, but

“She saw a -telegram
table at breakfast,
man Polden. She
an explanation. S
could to wriggle out of i
appealed to me.
of difficulty in
eventually he gave way.”

“Then the telegram,”
claimed, “wasn’t that from y

She shook her head.

“It wae from your
cannot take much cre
ghe whom you must

AR PR (RN

of plain white serge,
of tuscan straw

“You won’t mind motoring,
nering?’ Berenice said, as she approach-
“I have invited myself to luncheon
with you, and I am going to take you
round to the club in the car.”

Blanche stood quite still for a moment.
The sun was in her eyes, and she lower-
ed her parasgl for a moment.

“It will be very pleasant,” she said,
quietly, “only I think that I will go in
and change my hat.
were going to walk.”

She retraced her steps, walking a little
Berenice came and sat down by
Mannering’s side.

“] hope Mrs. Mannering does not ob-
jeet to my coming,” she said.
cured to me that ehe was not particular-

* ghe said. “I
dit for myself. It is
thank for your elec-
t rather a dramatic
ir Leslie had just offered her
m@y, five hundred pounds, I think, to
give him back his tele;
ing. She appealed t
Leslie looked positi

“] am much oblige
» Mannering muttered
hat he had scarcely spoken a
fe since his return.
rs to have your
eart,” Berenice
ed herself quite
1 think that he
left here at once, only we are

d to you for telling

I thought that we

dozen words to his Wi
“Mrs. Mannering appea
interests very much at

I —

“It is only her manner,” he answered.
“It is very good of you to take us.”

“Your wife doeen’t like me,”
“] wonder why. I thought that [
had been rather decent to her.”

“Blanche is a little

smiled scornfully.

) think that Clara,” he said,
g quite fool enough not to recognize
in Borrowdean the arrant
¥or my part I am glad that all pretence
dship between us is now at an
f those men whom
dangerous as a friend

odd,” Mannering
“T am afraid that it is my
Here are the Redfords. I wonder
if they would join us.”

“Three,” she murmured, “is certainly an
awkward number.” :

In the end the party became rather a
for Lord Redford met some
old friends at the club who insisted upon
| their joining
whilst they waited for luncheon, Manner-
ing contrived to have a word alone with

end. He is one o
should count more
than as an enemy.”

Berenice did no
ready in the court
Blanche was in a W
corner, talking to a_cou

T R RS Y T T,

They were al-

)

icker chajr in a sunny
ple of young Eng-

—

steps. They parted without

T s

CHAPTER XXXII.
moment hesitated. One

“I am not responsible,”
this enlargement
Duchess invited herself.”

«It does not matter,” she declared, list-
lessly. “What are you doing afterwards

“Playing golf, I fancy,” he answered.
«You heard what Redford said about a

7

s R D

Mannering for a
of the two young men who were
to his wife he recognized ‘as a former ac-
e of hers—one of a genus with
e sympathy and less de-

whom he had littl
gire to know.
Blanche Jaughed at soni
one of her companions,
geemed somehow
old days. He move

The young men stro
Mannering' took

e remark made by

and the laugh too

mind - him of the

d slowly forward.

lled off almost at

4 vacant chair by|of the
| g

“And you are returning—when ?”
“] must leave here

They were leaning ov

ly just heard,” he
much I have to thank you for.
for granted somehow
Duchess who* had discovered  our friend | m
little scheme and eent
telegram. Why didn’t you sign it
She shrugged her shoulders.
es who ‘made him
*“] could never
1 was an idiot
ngland at all.”

chuck it up,” she said.
have made him do that.
to let Parkins stay in E

“1 always understood,” he said,

cheon, and Blanche

were all old friends.
ordinarily apparen
was present on
Mannering’s wife, as
dured, and so far

Mannering himeelf spoke
then across the table.
ways good-natured, made a fi
draw her into conversation.

ed to her that she had lost her conﬁdenc&l
acquaintance | He too had marked the note of battle in!
all of them left her | Blanche’s tone. He had noticed too the|

“I let you think so,”
thought you might worry.
if he told the truth now,
years, would any one take any

_But seriously,
after all these evil to be en-|
as possible ignored.| two. Berenice laid her hand upon Man-|
to her now and| pering's arm.
ord Redford, al-|
w efforts to | a little too far. She is getting positively
But it seem-' rude to me!”

“Very likely not,” he caid, “so far as
regards any criminal respo
our political life is fenced
the middle class love of propriet
hatred of all forn
story, ‘authenticated or not,
Jost me my seat for Leeds.”

“Phen I am very glad,” she said,
1 happened to see the telegram. Do you
know where Parkins is no

which existed between
outside an invisible
Words came to her wi
folt stupid, almost shy.
offort to break through

but very real circle.

1 Richard Y¥ardell, it lacked sincerity or|

bringing him up

laugh was too hard,
restraint. The cigarette, which
out of bravado with her
somchow out -of

queer little man namec
has him in tow. -He is
to Londoun, 1 think.”

i
'
£
w

When at last|

“{Yhat are you doing this aftermoon Mannering left his;

place and came ove
“Phe Duchess and L”

She looked at him curiously. he said, “are go-!

“Mr. Englehall has a

ked me to go out
“I am rather tired
of motoring, but I thin
Mannering lit a cigarette w
just taken from his case.
“I don’t think 1 shou
She turned her head &

you walk round with
The links are really

watching  goif,”

7 he remarked. | and I will walk home.”

lowly, and looked

1y will sitaply be waiting
hera doing noibing.”

Your plans for the after-
pmoon are, | presume, alre
not concern me d
“but I have an idea that Mr.
t oxactly the sort of person
you driving about with.”

janche answered.

ghall enjoy the wi
The foursome was
ly fashion. Tuere wis prenty

plaved in very leisure-

Englehall is no
1 care to have

She laughed bardly.

«1 am most flattered by
ir * ghe declared. ‘‘Pray consider Mr.
Englehall disposed of.
ether plans, perhaps?’

“If you care to,’
down to the club for
Rome by the eea.”

“[ don't quite understan:
Barnice caid 1o Maunering.
is a little too vbvioun.
mean? Do you know?”

T

very paie and tired.
«] am not sure that 1 know
about it at all,” he said.
to distrust my own judgment.”
“Your marriage—"

T

“I am beginning

Unless you choose to bring
talk about it,” he inter-

rupted. “1 tried to pay a def

slowly to her feet.

g

to me that I have only incurred a fvesh‘. have her ‘make love to you before my
one.” | face.” ;

They were silent for some time. Then! ‘The Duchess is not that sort of wo-
their opponents lost & ball and displayedi man, Blanche,” Mannering said, gravely.
no particular diligence in attempting to| “Ien’t she!” Blanche remarked, uncon-
find it. Bernice sat down upon a plank | vinced. “Well, T've watched her, and in
seat. . i my opinion she isn’t very different from
“Your marriage,” she said, “seemed al-{ any other sort of woman. Do you wish
ways to me a piece of quixotism. I never | you were free very much? I know she
altogether understood it.” ! does!”’ . :

“It was an afiair of impulse,” he eaid,| “Is there any object to be .gained by
slowly. *“Life from a personal point of | this conversation?”’  Mannering asked.
view had lost all interest to me. 1 did | “Frankly I don’t like it. I made you no
not even dream after my, shall we call it | absurd promises when I married you. 1
apostacy? -that 1 could rely upon even a|think that you understood  the position
modicum of your friendship. I looked up- { very well. So far as 1 know 1 have
on myself as an outcast commencing life | given you no cause to complain.”
afresh. Then chance intervened. I thought |~ They had reached the end of the prom-
I saw my way to making gome atonement | onade. Blanche leaned over the rail. Her
to = woman whose life I had certainly | cveq seemed fixed upon a light flashing
helped to ruin. That was where the seri- | ,1d disappearing across the sea. Manner-
cus part of, the mistake came. I thought ing stood uncomfortably by her side.

that what I had to offer would be suffi- | “Txo cause to complain!” she repeated |

! cient. I am beginning now to doubt it.” s

“And what ‘af'c _vmtxz going to do?’ she { a\s :iho'u%h htf)’wh:;s?}fa' the:\l(;’etlte:ugm z;c;t‘.;
asked, looking ste?,dily away from Bim. Hhrilnk’el 'am, La.\\l'lrence? 1 had friends be-
oy fl;::.‘::n ;i(?g‘::{mthf ;: s:)ir;d(;s:::;?ly'}fore of some sort or another. Some of
“Was it his fancy, or was there a gleam | thera pretended to like me, even if they
g ididn’t. I did as I chose. 1 lived as I
i liked. I was my own mistress. And now
—well, there is no one! I enjoy the re-

of satisfaction about her still pale face?
He went on.

“1 don’t want to play the hypocrite. On
the other hand I don’t want all that I have!

done to go for nothing. Can you advise | of knowing your friends, the ability to

me 3 pay my bills, but 1 should go tark mad if
““No, nor any one else,” she answered, it wasn't for Hester. I gave myeelf away
T - ' t a little | to you, I lmow. You married me for

softly. “Yet 1 can perhaps correc ) R
vour point of view. I think that you over- pity, I know. B,“t”“’h“ in God’'s name
do I get out of it?

estimate your indebtedness to the woman - : :
vhom you have made your wife. Her hus- A note of f?al passion quivered in her
hand was a weak, dissipated creature, and | tone. Mannering looked down at her help-
he was a doomed man long before that un- Jessly, taken wholly aback, without the
fortunate day. It is even very question- | power for a moment to formulate h.xs
able whether that sceme in which you thoughts. There was a touch of color in
figured had anything whatever to do in |her pale cheeks, her eyes were lit with
hasténing his death. That is a good many | an unusual fire. The faint moqnllght was
years ago, and ever since then you seem kind to her. Her features thinner than
to have impoverished yourself to find her they had been, scemed to have gained a
the means to live in luxury. I consider | certain refinement. She reminded him
that you paid your debt over and over | more than ever before of the Blanche of
again, and that your final act of eelf-abne-| many years ago. He answered her kind-
gation was entirely uncalled for. What | ly, -almost tenderly.
more she wants from you I do not know.! “I am very sorry,” he said, “if I have
Perhaps I can imagine.” ! caused you any suffering. What 1 did I
There was a moment’s silence. She | did for the best. I don’t think that I
turned her head and looked at him—look- | quite understood, and I thought that you
ed him in the cyes unshamed, yet with |knew—what had come into my life.”
her secret shining there for him to see. “I knew that you cared for her, of
“There may be others, Lawrence,” she | course,” she answered, with a little sob,
said, “to whom you owe something. Al “but I did not know that you meant to
woman cannot take back what she has | purse it—that feeling. I thought that when
given. There may be sufferers in the | we were married you would try to care
world whom you ought also to consider. | for me—a little. I—Here are the others!”
And a woman loves to think that what she | Tord Redferd, who had failed to amuse
may not have herself is at least kept sa- | Berenice, and who had a secret preference
cred—to her .memory." for the woman who' generally amused him,
“Fore!” cried Lord Redford, who had|proke up their tete-atete, He led Blanche
found his ball. “Awfully decent of YoU|gaway, and Mannering followed with Bere-
people to wait so long. We were afraid | pice.
you meant to claim the hole!” “What does this change in your life

Mannering rose to play his shot. ean 7 ah ked, abruptly.
“The Duchess and I, Lord Redford,” he s B el
gaid, lightly, ‘‘scorn to take small t}’tivant- «Yes! She watches us! If it were not
ages. We mean to play the game! too absurd one would believe her jealous.
Of coursz, it is mot my business to ask
CHAPTER XXXIIIL. you on what terms you are with your

Blanche, in a plain black net gown, sat W‘f‘e; but-— . :

on Lord Redford’s right hand at the has- ‘zuau know what terms” he inter

tily improvised dinner-party that evening. | Tupted. |

Bey;-enicg, more subtly pandy more magnifi- | Her manner softened. She looked at him

cently dressed, was opposite by Manner- for a moment, and then her eyes drop-

ing’s side. The cohversation seemed most- ped. .

ly to circle about them. “] am rather a hateful womaq! she
“A very charming place,” Lord Redford | eaid, slowly. «] wish I had not said that.

declared. “I have enjoyed my stay here | I don’t think we have managed things

thoroughly. Let us hope that we may all | very cleverly, Lawrence. Still, I suppose

meet here again next year,” he added, life is made up of these sort of idiotic

raising- his glass. “Mannering, you will | blunders.”

drink to that, I hope?” “Mine,” he murmured, ‘has been al-
“With all my heart,” Mannering an- | ways distinguishsd hy them.”

swered. “And you, Blanche?” “And mmue,’ ehe said, ‘‘only since 1
She raised her almost untasted glass and | came to Blakeley, and learnt to talk non-

touched it with her lips. She set it down | gense in your rose-garden! But come,” ehe

with a faint smile. Bernice moved her | gdded, more briskly, “we are ‘breaking our

head towards him. compact. We agreed to be friends, you
“Your wife is not very enthusiastic,” | know, and abjure ¥entiment.”
she remarked. He nodded.
“She neither plays golf mnor bathes,” | «Jt seemed quite easy then,” he re
Mannering said. “It is possible that she | jy;rked. :
finds it a little dull.” “And it is easy now! It must be,” she

quth"are habits which it }‘s possible to | sqded, “I have scarcely congratulated you
-acquire,” Bernice answered. “I | telling upon your election. What it all means,and
your husband, Mrs. Mannering,” she con- | Lcen which party you are going to vote, 1
tinued, ‘‘that you ought te learn to Play | scarcely know even nOw. Hat 1 o at
” L
i least congratulate you nally.”
«Tawrence has offered to teach me more|  «yoy are generous,” he said, “for I
than once,’f Blanche answered, calmly. suppose 1 am 2 deserter. As to where 1
I am afraid that games do mot attract ghall sit it is very hard to tell. I fancy

me. Besides 1 am too old to learn!” myself that we are on the eve of a com-
“My dear Mrs. Mannering!” Lord Red-| plete readjustment of parties. Wherever
ford protested. I may find myself, however, it will scarce-

«I am forty-two,” Blanche replied, “and|ly be with your friends.’”
at that age a woman thinks twice before| She nodded.
she begins anything new in the shape of| ¢TI realize that, and 1 am sorry,” she
vigorous exercise. Besides, I find plenty|said. “All that we need is a leader, and

to amuse me here.” : | yom might have been he. As it is I sup-
“Might one ask in what direction?”’ | pose we shall muddle along somehow until
Berenice murmured. ‘I have found the|some one comes out of the ruck strong

place many things that are delightful, but | enough to pull us together. . . . Come

not amusing.” : i and see me in Dondon, Lawrence. Who
“] find amusement often in watching | knows but that you may be able to con-

my neighbors,” Blanche said. “I like tolwvert me!”’ :

ask myself what it is they want, and to “You are too staunch,” he answered,

at six tomorrow| gtudy their way of attaining it. You gen-| “and you have not seen what 1 have

| erally find that every one is fairly trans-|seen.” :

e over the ‘white palingsﬁ parent when once ‘you bhave found the| She sighed.

pavilion, looking out upon the last| key —and everybody is trying for eome- “Didn’t you once tell me at Blakely
She seemed to be watching the BD'\ thing which they don’t care for other peo-( that politics for a woman was a mischosen
“how , proach of two players who were just com- G
1 took it|ing in.

“It is a long way
arked, “for so short a time.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“The aftermath of a contsted e
is a thing to escape from,” he said. “I felt
that T wanted to get as far away as pos-

i ple to know gbout. . - prpfea-‘ion,—%hat we were at once too ob-
‘ The Duchess looked at Blanche steadily. | stinate and too sentimental? Perhaps you

she Te-| There was a certain insolence, the insol-| were right. We don’t come into touch

ence of her aristocratic birth and aseur-|Wwith the same forces that you meet with,
ed position in the level stare of her clearl and we come into touch with others which

Jection | prown eyes. But Blanche did not finch. | make the world seem curiously upside-

«] had no idea, Mrs. Mannering, that | down. Good-night, Lawrence! I am go-

vou had tastes of that eort,” she eaid,|ing to my room quietly. Lady Redford
sible, and then again I wanted to find out | iangtridly. “Suppose you give us a few wants to play bridge, and I don’t feel like
who it was who had sent that telegram.” '

They sat apart at lun =
was much quieter than usual. The others | fervently. “Did you say that we were +o | courtyard, lit now with hanging lights,
It seemed to her‘ Rave coffee outside, Lord Redford? Howi‘and crowded with stray visitors who had

t that she! delightful! 1 wonder if Lady Redford | strolled in from the streets. The rest
accepted aal i3 ready.” of the party had gone into the salon be-

examples.” it! Bon _Voyage!"
“Not for the world,” Blanche answered, | Mannering  stood alone in the little

E ; ; or| yond, and Mannering felt curiously disin-
They_all trooped oW I £ vl clined to join them. Suddenly there was
i%ltouih upon his arm. hHe turned round.
i T . <l e : - Blanche was standing there looking up at

Your wife,” she said, quietly, “is going| | ORT ething in her face puzzled i
Her eyes fell before his. She was pale,
yvet' as he looked at her a flood of color
| rushed into her cheeks. His momentary
impression of her eyes was that they were
| very soft and very bright. She had thrown
. off her wrap, and with her left hand was

Mannering muttered some evasive reply.

! anusual restraint of her manner. She had

She | drunk little or no wine at dinner time,; : A . :
. | 5 i 1M | holding up her white skirt. Her right
When she made' and she had talked quietly and sensibly.| o0 N0 s clenched

as though holding

it she ' Di - ty he | 4 e
hihe v Diectly they eachd the ouryard S| somering, and extended, tmidly toweri

| him.
golf- «] wanted to say good-night to you—and
{ —there was something else—this!”

made room for him by her side.
“Come and tell me about ‘tho
match,” ebe said. “Who won?”’

obey. Lady Redford howf:\éerldrew l,’el her in amazement, but she was already on
| chair up close to theirs, an twvc"on_\er- her why i the mrey singe stehs which
sation .\vas always ,le-m”ral, Berenice 1n ﬂ‘ Yol from Uie (‘onrtynrd St the Hotel, A
fe}\: e L 9 hef it il iacd %she did not turn back. He opened his
‘ e fo the s, siE alfne “| hand ‘and stared at what he found there.
‘Don’t some of you \«'51r\rt;’t(\ come down tu1 It was & key,—number forty-four, Dot
the rocks and watch it? | elaize

Blanche rose up at once. ! L

“Do comne, Lawrence, if you are not ! CHAPTER XXXIV.

{on tired!” she said. {

‘T'he whote party trooped out on to the! Mannering was conscious of an OVerpow-
promenae. Wanche passed her arm ering desire to be alone. He made his
through her husband’s, and calmly appro-{ way out of the courtyard and back to the
: priated him. | promenade. Some of the lights were al-

“You can walk with whom you please | ready extinguished, and a slight drizzling
presently, Lawrence,” she said, “but 1| rain was falling. He walked at once to
: want, you for a few minutes. I suppose! the further wall, and stood leaning over,
you will admit that 1 have some claim?” | looking into the chaos of darkness.

“(lertainly,” Mannering answered.  “I|key, round which his fingers were &
have never denied it.” | slightly clenched, seemed almost to burn

“] am your wife,” Blanche gaid, | them.

“though Heavea knows why you ever mar-| \What to do? How much more of his
vied me. The Duchess is, 1 suppose, the gelf was he bound to surrender? Through
woman whom you would have married a confusion of thoughts some things came
if you hadn't got info i wmess with your, to him then very clearly. Amongst others
politics. She is a very attractive woman,¢ the grim, pitiless selfishness of his life.
and you married me of course out of pity, ! How much must she have suffered before
or «ome such maudlin reason. But all the|she had dared to do this thing! He had
same 1 am here, and—I don’t care what taken up a burden and adjusted the weight

i
for her, no care save that the seemliness | even if their names are not in
of his town absorbed life might, not be |

disturbed. And ‘behind it all the other

reason. What a pigmy of a man he was
after all. \

A clock from the town struck eleven.
He must decide!! A vision of her rose
up before: him. He understood now her
weakness and her strength. She was an
ordinary woman, seeking the affection” her
sex demanded from its legitimate source.
He understood the coming and going of
the color in her cheeks, her strained at-
tempts to please, her barely controlled
jealousy. ‘In that mad moment when he

spectability of your name, the privilege

! L | - Something passed from her hand to his, !
Mannering had no alternative but_to. something cold and hard. He looked at |

kad planned for her salvation he had im-
agined that she would have understood.
What folly! Why should she? The com-
plexion workings of his innermost nature
were scarcely likely to have been patent
to her. What right had he to build upon
that? What right as an honest man to
contract a debt he never meant to pay.
If he had not at the moment realized his
responsibilities that was his own fault.
From her point of view they were obvious
enough, and it was from her point of view

f | as wes as his own that they must be con-

sidered.

He turned back to-the hotel, walking a
little unsteadily.' All the time he was not
gure that this was mnot a dream. And
then on ‘the wet pavement he came face
to face with two cloaked figures, one of
whom stopped short and called him by
pamé. It was Berenice!

“You!” he exclaimed, more than ever
sure that he was not properly awake.

“Is it so wonderful?”’ she answered. “To
tell you the truth, I was not sleepy, and
1 felt like a little walk. You can go back
row, Bryan,” she said, turning to her
maid. “Mr. Mannering will see me home.”

As though by mutual consent they cross-
ed to the sea-wall.

“What made you come out again?” she
asked. “No, don’t answer me! 1 think
that I know.”

“Impossible,” he murmured.

«I was going up to my room,” she said,
“and as I passed the landing window
which looks into the courtyard I saw you
talking to your wife. I—I am afraid that
I watched. I‘saw her leave you.”

“Yes.”

“What was it that she gave you? What
is it that you have in your hand?”

He opened his fingers. She turned her
head away. It seemed to him an etern-
ity that she stood there. ‘When she spoke
her voice was scarcely more than a whis-
per.

“Lawrence,” she said, “we have been
very selfish, you and I! There have been
no words between us, but I think the com-
pact has been there all the same. It seem-
ed to me somehow that it was a com-
pensation, that it was part of the natural
order of things, that as our own folly had
lept us apart, you should still belong \to

ne—in my thoughts. And I have no right |

to this, or any share of you, Lawrence.”

He drew a little nearer to her. She
moved instantly away.

“] am glad,” she said, “that our party
breaks up tomorrow. When we meet
again, Lawrence, it must be differently.
I am parting with a great deal that has
heen precious to me, but it must be. It is
quite clear.” ;

“T made no promise,” he cried, hoarse-
ly. “I did not mean—"

She stopped him with a swift glance. -

“Never mind that. You and I are not
of the race of people who shrink from their
duty, or fear to do what is right. Your
wife’s face taught me mine. Your con-
science will tell you yours.”

“You mean?’ he exclaimed.

“You know what I mean. We shall

meet again, of course, but this is none the
less our farewell. No, don’t touch me!
Not even my hand, Lawrence. Don't
make it any harder. Let us go in.”
. But he did not move. The place where
they stood was deserted. From below the
white spray came leaping up almost to
their faces as the waves beat against the
wall. Behind them the town was black
and deserted, save where a few lights
gleamed out from the hotel. She shiver-
f]d a little ,and drew her cloak around
er. -

“Come,” she said, “I am getting cold
and cramped.”

He walked by her side to the hotel. At
the foot of the steps she left him.

“We shall meet again in London,” ehe
said, quietly. “Don’t be too hard upon
your old friend when you take your seat.
Remember that you were once one of
us.”

She looked round and waved her hand
as she disappeared. He caught a glimpse
of her face as she passed underneath the
hanging lamp—the face of a tired woman
suddenly grown old. With a little groan
hs made his way into the hotel, and slow-
ly ascended the stairs.
* - - » * *

Karly the next morning Mannering left
Bonestre, and in twenty-four hours he was
back again summoned by a telegram which
had met him in London. It seemed to
him that everybody at the station and
about the hotel regarded him with shock-
ed and respectful sympathy. Hester,look-

ing like a ghost, took him at once to her;

room. He was haggard and weary with
rapid traveling, and he sank into a chair.
“Tell me—tha worst!” he said. d

“She started with Mr. Englehall about;

mid-day,” Hester said. “They had lug-
gage, but 1 explained that he was going
to Paris, she was coming back by train.
At two o’clock we were rung up on the
telephone. Their brake had ~ snapped

going down the hill by St. Entuiel, and | the crowd.
the chauffeur, he is mad now, but they | extremes like ours o
think he lost his nerve. They were' tOgethgr in corners.

dashed into a tree, and—they were both ment.
dead—when they were got out irom the |

wreck.”

“God in Heaven!” Mannering murmur-
ed, white to the lips.

There was a silence between them. Man-
nering had covered his head with his
hands. Hester tried once or twice to
speak, but the tears were streaming from

her eyes. She had the air of having more! W
to say. The white horror of tragedy was|

still in her face. :
“Therc is a letter,” che said at last.
“She left a letter for you.”

Mannering rose slowly to his fest and!
moved to the lamp. Directly he had:
broken the eeal he understood. He read!
the first line and looked up. His eves| ¢

met Hester's.

bours. I explained everything.”
Then Mannering read on.
My Dear Husband,

woman, and I'm afraid I've bad blood in
my veins. Anyhow, I can’t go on living

Now, Lawrence, 1 don’t want you to
blame yourself. I did think perhaps that

you to care for me a little, but I suppose

The | that was just my vanity. It wasn't very|
till | possible with a woman like—well, never| too,” he remarked.
mind who—about. You did your best. You| of diversion.
were very nice and very kind to me last: we're in a t
night, but it wasn’t the real thing, was!
it? I knew you hated being where you the soun
were. I could almost hear your sigh of
relief when I let you go. The fact of it| gown
is, our marviage Wwas a mistake. I ought| of pearls hung f
| her hand and smiled at

“1 am glad to see you again,”
“It is quite an age SN

to have been satisfied with your name, I

suppose, and the position it gave me, but
T’m not that eort of woman. I’ve been in | 8o
you do when I can’t see you, but I won’t' to suit himself. He had had no thougbt Bohemia too long. I like cheery friends, isn’'t

and T must have some one to care for me,

or to pretend to care for me.
I've cared for you—only you
way—but I'm not
content with a shadowy love.
Imagination doesn’t content me,
T'd rather have an inferior
ideal perfection.
person at heart,
But these are
&0 I've gone in for\
n ing. Now you’
hat's alll From your
suppose, and your friends,
the devil. Don’t be too sure
ave a good time, an
end comes I'm willin,
idiot enough to
angry with you
life, and it wouldn’t
use. Englehall’s an
and hé’s a good sort. He's wa
do this often enough
never felt quite
marry me after, but
up somewhere.

substance than
1I'm a very commonplace
Lawrence—almost vul

old friend of mi

but I!some time, she said.
it. T believe he'd’
he’s got a wife shut |

think this a callous sort of |
can’t help it. If it disgusts
me so much the
e scandal, but you'll get overi
Lawrence. Forgive me for
all the bother I've been to you.

that. Good-bye,

Mannering looked up from the letter,;
and again his eyes met

secret was theirs alone. Vi
tore the pages into small pieces.
opened the stove and watched them con-
| cided to walk no longer in the pleasanter

* Hester eaid.

ery carefully he’

“No one will .ever know,’
“She said—when she left—that it was 3|
morning’s ride—but motors were 60 un-!
certain that ehe took a bag.”

Mannering’s eyes
with tears. The in

were filled once more;
tolerable pity of th
it’s awful suddenness,
every other thought out
remembered how anxious
to please him
loathed himself
his chilly affectio
by his side, but

of his mind. He'
ly she had tried !
on that last night.
for the cold brut
n. Hester came an
ehe said nothing. So the,

CHAPTER XXXV.

“And what does Mannering think of 1t|
all, I wonder!” Lord Redf
lighting™ a fresh cigarette.
his opportunity, W

“Will he have t

ord remarked,
“This may be'

t?”) pause,
1 you, whether you wo

| a few minutes.”
rve. I should be!

he nerve to grasp i
Borrowdean asked. ‘‘Mannering has never
been proved in a crisis.”

“He may have the ne
more inclined to question the desire,” | thoughts. She allowed him to proceed.
Lord Redford said. “For a maen in his |
position he has always seemed me Singu-| ering his voice a little,
larly unambitious. I d
prospect of being Pri
dazzle him in the least.
genius of the politician too to know ex-
actly when and how to seize an oppor-
imagine -him watching it
come, examining it through his e
and standing on one side with a s
the shoulders.”

“You do mot believe, then,” Berenice
said, “that he is sufficiently in earnest to! lie,” she begged. “T should have: given
! you' credit for suffici i s
Lord Redford answered. “I'I h . ey e o
have that feeling about
must admit. Especially during the last
two years. He seems
from all us, to live aleogether too
ed and self-contained a life for a man who |
has great ambitions to realize,
in downright earnest about his work.”

“What you all forget when you discu

tunity. I can

said. “He holds his position almost as a|
gacred charge. He is abeolutely conscien- |
rtain things for the!

and he will work|
steadily on until he gets them. 1 believe!
it is truth that he has no personal ambi- |
tion, but if the cause he has at heart is
to be furthered at all it must be by his
taking office. Therefore I think that when
the time comes he will take it.”

“That sounds reasonable enough,” Lord!
Redford admitted. “By t
notice that he is included in the house
party at Sandringham again this week?”

Austruther, the youngest cabinet min-!
ister, and Lord Redford’s nephew, joined
in the conversation.

“T can tell you something for a fact,”
he said. “My cousin is lady in waiting,
and she’s been up in town for a few days,
me about Mannering. The
y highly of him indeed.
Told some one that Mr. Mannering was
the most statesman-like politician in the
of his country. I believe
sooner see Mannering Prime Minster than|

tious. He wants ce
sake of the people,

he bye, did you|

and she asked
King thinks ver

“«But he has no following,” Borrowdean\

d
“] think,” Berenice said,
he keeps as far aloof as possib
reason, and one reason only.

slowly, “that | c

“Tt is very possible,’
«T wonder if he will ask me to jo

“Always selfish,” Berenice laughed.
men are all alike!”

“On the contrary,” Lord Red
terest was pure
rs of the coun-

swered, “my in
1 cannot imagine the affai
try flourishing deprive

r came hurrying up. He drew
Redford on one side.

“Mannering is here.
“Just arrived from San
lcoking for you.”

Almost as he spo!

He did not at first see Berenice,
m the corner where she
atched him closely.

* he said, quietly.
dringham. He is|

ke Mannering appear-

at Bonestre, and during a
had scarcely met.
had avoided her.
had declined all social
since then he had ple
political affairs as an e
the life almost of a recl
she studied him closely.
ery trace of his once

Dominion Bank ..
Bank of Hamilton
! Metropolitan Bank...
Bank of Nova Scotia
| Royal Bank .. .. ...
He Waai'{raders' Bank .
. { P ’ Bank
el i om | much thinner, and ev e
Who knows—this?”’ he asked, hoarse];.! healthy -coloring hod " disap

“No one! They had not been gome twWo| .. ceemed deeper '

streaks of grey in his h
that to her he was una

. till th i
I call you that for the last time, for I ‘ ;ilr]rl. sh:kzn; man

am going off with Englehall  to Paris.! j..u hi
Don’t to be too shocked, and don’t despise | o tbne
me too much. I am just a very ordmax_-y: asked. “I have a matter %

ltered. He was!

h Lord Redford and
little on one side. °
“Can you spare me five minutes?” he

o discuss with

Redford answered.- “T
d I might drive you
We heard that you

“ s ih
under a glass case any longer. The old am(;::::xl:;]yd.i Lord
life was rotten enough, but this is in-!home if you liked.
supportable. 1I'm going to have a fling, ! were at Sandringham.”
jand after that—I don’t care what becomes
| of me. :

“] came up this af
that you were likely
to be here, and as Lady Herrington had
been kind enough to gend me a
when we were marmed 1 might have got; came on.”

Lord Redford nodded.
“Borrowdean and Anstruther are here
«We all felt in need
know very well,
Berenice came out from her place.
d of the rustling o
turned round.
of black velvet and & wonderful rope
rom her neck. She raised

He held her hand for a moment. The
touch of his fingers chilled her. He greet-
ed her with quiet courtesy, but there was
no answering smile upon his lips.

“] have heard often of your movemenis
from Clara,” he said. “You have been
very kind to her.” i

“Tt has never occurrgd to me in that

' light,” she said. “Clara needs a chaperon,

and T need a companion.  We were talk-
ing yesterday of going to Cairo for the
winter. My only fear is that I am rob-

l ; | bing you of your niece.”
point of view Lj

T've gone to he said.
of it. I'm go-| fortable member of my household.”

“Please do not let that trouble you,”
“Clara would be a most uncom-

“But are you never at all lonely?’ she

g to pay. If you are agked.
come after me
for the first time in my!thing,”s he answered. “Besides, 1 have
be the least bit of Hester. She makes a W
ne,’ and she seems to enjoy the work.”

“I never have time to think of such-a
onderful secretarys

“I should like to have a talk with you
“Won’t you come

He hesitated.

“It is very kind of you to ask me,” he
said. “Don’t think me churlish, but I go
nowhere. I am trying to make up, you
see, for my years of idleness.”

She looked at him steadfastly, and ber
heart sank. The change in his outward *

. appearance seemed typical of some deeper

and more final alteration in his whole nae
ture. She felt herself powerless against
the absolute impenetrability of his toneé
and manner. She felt that he had fought
a battle within himself and conquered,
that for some reason or other he had de-

paths of life. She had come to him une
expectedly, but he had shown no sigi
of emotion. Her influence over him seem-

| ed to be wMolly a thing of the past. She

made one more effort. |

“I think,” she said, “‘that as one grows
older one parts the less readily with the
few friends who count. I hope that you
will change your mind.” '

He bowed gravely, but he made no an-
swer. Berenice took Borrowdean's arm
and passed on. There was a little spot of
color burning in- her cheeks. Borrowdean
felt nerved to his enterprise.

“Let us go somewhere and sit down for
a few minutes,” he suggested. “The
rooms are so hot this evening.”

She assented without words, and he
found a solitary couch in one of the fur-
ther apartments.

“I wonder,” he said, after a moment’'s
«whether I might eay something to
uld listen to me for

Berenice was abeorbed in her own

“For a good many years,” he said, low-
“1 have worked

on't think that the' hard and dome all I could to be success-
me Minster would ful. ] wanted to have some sort. of a
It is part of the! position to offer. I am a cabinet minister
‘now, and although 1 don’t suppose we
| can last
' have a place when ever we #fre in again.”
| The sense of what he was saying begaa

much longer this time. I shall

to dawn upon her. She stopped him at
once. s
«Please do not say any more, Sir Les-

have known beforehand the absolute im-

Mannering, I| possibility of—of anything of the sort.

“You are still a young woman,”’ he said,

to have drawn away | quietly. ‘‘The world expects you to marry
absorb- | again.” i

“I have no interest in what the world

or who i8! expects of me,” she answered, “but I may
| tell you at once that my refusal has noth-
88 | ing whatever to

do with the question of ¢
marriage in the abstract. &ou are a man
of perceptions, Sir Leslie! It will be, [
trust, sufficient if I say that I havé no
feelings whatever towards you which
would induce me to consider the subject
even for a moment.” .
She was unchanged, then! This time-he
recog'niied the note of finality in her tone!
All the time and thought he had given
to this matter were wasted. He Hhad fail-

ed, and he knew why. He seldom per-

mitted himself the luxury of anger, but he
felt all the poison of bitter hatred stir-

Ting within him at that moment, and

craving for some sort of expression. Thers

was nothing he could do, nothing he could

say. But if Mannering had been within

reach then he would have struck him. He

rose and walked slowly away.
(To be continued.)

ENORMOUS WEALTH OF FRANCE

Y

Government Will Own All Rail-’

roads and Public Utilities by
1960.

Paris, Jan. 16—The finance minister, M.
aillaux, in an interview yesterday contrast-

le for one
. ed the KFrench financial situation with that of

friendship, but he makes no enemies. He other countries. He called attention to the
| enormous assets the French government and

neutral position whenever he

What he is looking forward to, | the communes hold against their liabilities.

am sure, is to found a coalition gcvem»l"wm-‘”l'l forty years,”” M. Caillaux declares,
“these will be increased by the escheating to

» Lord Redford said. | the local authorities of valuable franchises,
»

i ‘such as lighting, etc., and between 1950 and
“You | 1960 all the railroads will become the prép-
| erty of the nation.”’ Continuing, the minister

said that the system of old age pensions for

ly patriotic. | workmen, which will cost $20,000,000, and to
i ' which all workmen and employers must con-
vy valuable : tribute, cannot be realized for some years to
d wander through | come.

f a government in
ught not to whisper
It gives rise to com-

BIG PROFITS OF
CANADIAN BANKS

—

(Montreéal Star.)
Canadian bank reports continue to show ex-

cellent returns from the points of view of
profits. The table shows the latest reports of
| profits for 1907:

1907. 1908.
she | Molsons. .. ... .. eece. $544,038 $434,608
| Montreal.. .. .... 1,980,138 1,797,976

{ BEastern Towusi:.ips' %0 00 3T72,669 279,610 -
hose few weeks | Hochelaga 1

1l that time they
ce knew that he
For twelve months he
] engagements, and
aded the stress of |
xcuse for ledding
use. Unseen her-

...... 449,794 347,504

' Commerce .. . 1,752,349 1,741,125
Merchants.. . 473,144 740,394
Toronto.. .. c.cc oo o 586,625 544,295
Bank of Ottawa .. . 443,288 425,218

'. b 635,235 539,360
. 384,708 €71,2%1
117,819 140,570

348809 ol
#The 1907 figures of the Merchants Bank

| are for six months only. The 1906 figures of

the Traders' Bank are .for seven months
only.
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