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speech about "hands across the sea," which I thought

striking, indeed. The applause aroused by this was noisy

in the extreme, a number of the cattle and horse persons,

including the redskin Tuttle, emitting a shrill, concerted

"yipping" which, though it would never have done with

us, seemed somehow not out of place in North America,

although I observed Belknap-Jackson to make gestures of

extreme repugnance while it lasted.

There ensued a rather flurried wishing of happiness to

the pair. A novel sight it was, the most austere matrons

of the North Side set vying for places in the line that led

past them. I found myself trying to analyze the inner

emotions of some of them I best knew as they fondly

greeted the now radiant Countess of Brinstead. But that

way madness lay,as Shakespearehassoaptly saidofanother

matter. I recalled, though, the low-toned comment of

Cousin Egbert, who stood near me.

"Don't them dames stand the gaff noble!" It was quite

true. They were heroic. I recalled then his other quaint

prophecy that her ladyship would hand them a bottle of

lemonade. As is curiously usual vith this simple soul, he

had gone to the heart of the matter.

The throng dwinuled to the more intimate friend.s.

Among those who lingered were the Belknap-Jacksons and

Mrs. Effie. Quite solicitous they were for the "dear

Countess," as they rather defiantly called her to one an-

other. Belknap-Jackson casually mentioned in my hear-

ing that he had been asked to Chaynes-Wotten for the

shooting. Mrs. Effie, who also heard, swiftly remarked

that she would doubtless run over in the snnng—the dear

Earl was so insistent. They rather glared at each other.


