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' the man answered doubtfully. ‘“We got
your message so late at the stables, or 1]
should have had a second man.”

Wilhelmina stepped softly out into the!
road.

“L will go myself,” she said.. ‘“I dare-
say it is nothing. If 1 call, though, you
must leave the horses and come to me.”

She opened the gate, and raising her
skirts with both hands, stepped into thc[
plantation. Her small, white-shod feet
fell noiselessly upon the thick wunder-
growth; she reached the entrance of the
| .s’bc-lt,er without making any sound. Cau-
i tiously she peeped in. Her eyes grew

CHAPTER VIIL.

. An Undernote of Music.

for a moment.

Leslie?” Austin asked, opening his eyes|rapidly to rise and fall.” 1t was Macheson

. e a? v . “g, i - .
Too obvious,” Deyes murmured. “Some | agleep evidently whilst reading. A book

 were outside upon the terrace—some had

A great dinner party had come to an
end, and the Lord-Lieutenant of the coun-
ty bowed low over the cold hand of his
departing guest, in whose honor it had
been given. A distant relationship gave
Lord Westerdean privileges upon which
he would willingly have mmproved.

#You are leaving us early, Wilhelmina,”
he murmured reproachfully. “How can I
expect .to keep my other guests if you
desert us?”’

Wilhelmina Wwithdrew the hand and |TYSterious outline.
she was conscious of a sense of softness!

The angles were gone from all the crude
places, it was peace itself which had |
settled tupon the land. Peace, and 'a
wonderful silence! The birds had long
ago ceased to sing, no breath of wind
was abroad to stir the leaves of the trees.
All the cheerful chorus of country sounds
which make music thrqughout the long
summer day had ceased. Once, when a
watch-dag barked in the valley far below,
she started. 'The sound seemed unreal—
as though, indeed, it came from a differ-
ent world!

The woman in the carriage looked out

nodded her other farewells. The best of
the summer evening had brought every
one out from the drawing room. The
hall doors stood open. Those of the guests
who were not playing bridge or billiards

wandered into the gardens.

“My dear Leslie,” she said, as she stood
upon the broad steps, “you are losing your
habit of gallantry. A year ago you would
not have ventured to suggest that in my
absence the coming or going of your other
guests copuld matter a straw.”

“You know very well that it doesn’t,”

day I can't help fancying that she will
give us all a shock.”

A mile or more behind, the lady with
ice in her veins leaned back amongst the |
cushions of her carriage, dtinking in, with;
a keenness of appreciation which surprised
even herself, the beauties of the still, hot
night. The moon was as yvet barely risen.
In the half light, the country and the
hills beyond, with their tumbled masses
of rock, seemed unreal—of strange and

More than anything,

he answered, dropping his voice. “You

know very well—.”

“Tonight,” she interrupted calmly, “I
will not be made love to! I am mnot in

the humor for it.”

with steady tireless eyes upon this vision-
ary land. The breath of the honeysuckle
and ‘the pleasant odor of warm hay seem-
ed to give life to the sensuous joy of the

round with ‘surprise, her bosom began
who lay there, fast asleep! He had fallen

was lying by his side, and a covered lan-
tern was burning by his left shoulder. He
was dressed in trousers and shirt; the
!utter was open at the throat, showing
its out_line firm and white, and his regular
‘brcathmg. She drew a step nearer, and
leaned over him, Curiously enough, in
sleep the boyishness of his face was less
apparent. The straight, firm mouth,- rig-
idly closed, seemed heavy, even massive,
especially the bare arm’ upon which “his
i head was resting. Hig ehirt was old, but
| spotlessly clean; his socks were neatly
darned in many places. He occupied near-
ly the whole of the shelter, in fact one
foot was protruding through the opening.
I}_\ the corner a looking-glass was hanging
from a stick, and a few simple toilet arti-
cles were spread upon the ground.

She bent more closely over him, holding
her breath, although he showed no signs
of waking. Her senses were in confusion,
and there was a mist before her eyes.|
An unaccountable impulse was urging heri
on, driving her, as it seemed, into incred-|
ible folly. Lower and lower she bent, till
her hot breath fell almost upon his cheeks.
Suddenly he stirred. She started back.
After all he did not open his eyes, but
the moment was gone. She moved back-|
wards towards the opening. She was |

He looked down at her curiously. He | wonderful night. She hemself Was &l . 0q now with sudden fright. She de-|

was a man of exceptional height, thin,

grey, etill handsome, an ex-diplomat,whose | lanes. Her only wrap was a long robe

career,

have been a brilliant one. Wealth and
§mmense estates had thrust their burdens

had he chosen to follow it, would | of filmy lace, which she had thrown back,
so that her shoulders and neck, with its
collar of lustrous pearls, were bare to the

upon him, however, and he was content | faint breeze, which only their own pro-

to be the most popular man in his| gress made. Her gleaming dress of white
i . satin, undecorated, unadorned, fell in
“There is nothing the matter?” he ask- | delicate lines about her limbs. No wonder

county

#d anxiously.
She shook her head.

that the only person whom they passed,

“You are well?” he persisted, dropping |stared at her as at a ghost!

his voice. .

1t seemed to her that something of the

“Absolutely,” she answered. “It is not | confusion of this delightful, half-seen
that. It is a mood. I used to welcome | warld, had stolen, too, into her thoughts.

moods as an escape from the ruts. I sup-
pese I am getting too old for them now.

He shook his head.

”

it. ''here was something alien there,
something wholly unrecognizable. She

«] wonder,” he said, “if the world real-|telt a new light falling upon her life.

ly knows how young you are.”
der. “I have outlived my years.”

From where? She could not tell. Only
she knew that its pitiless routine, its lit-

A motor omnibus and a small victoria | tleness, its frantic struggles for the front

.came round from the stables. The party | place in the .great pleasure-house, seemed

from Thorpe began slowly to assemble | suddenly to stand revealed in pitiful col-

upon the steps.

ors. Surely it belonged to some other

“I am going in the victoria—alone,” she | woman! It could not be she who did

gaid, resting her fingers upon his armm. | those things and called them life. She

“Don’t you envy me?”

“]1 envy the vacant place,” he answered

who scarcely knew what nerves were was

sadly. “Isn’t this desire for solitude some- | ypnon her; she felt herself caught in a sil-

what of a new departure, though?”

ent, swift-flowing current. She was be-

“P_erhxps,{’ she admitted. “I am rather | jno carried away, and she had not strength
looking forward to my drive. Tonight, as| ¢y resist. And all the time there was
we came here, the whole country seemed|,n updernote of music. That was what

like a great garden of perfumes and beau-| made it so strange. The light that was|sprang to his feet and stretched himself.

tiful places. That is why I bad them tele-| fo1ling was like summer rain upon the
phone for a carriage. There are times|y,rc”dry places. She was conscious of

when I hate motoring!”

a new vitality, a new life, and she fear-

He broke off a cluster of pink roses and ed it. Fancy being endowed with & new

placed them in, her hande.

sense, in the midst of an ordinary work-

Aty howts st Lty (L they o day existence! She felt like that. It
empty seat,” he whispered, as he DENU} .5 yphelievable, and yet its tumult was

over her for his final adieux, ‘remember

my claim, 1 beg. Perhaps my thoughts|, . c.ine  Often before her tired eyes had

might even meet yours!”

She laughed under her breath, but the| e 1" o this even the mystery of this Dresented part of the mystery of life, the
half-light was no new thing. Tonight she ! mystery of which he knew so little. Soft
saw farther—she felt the throbbing, half-|and fragrant, the touch of the drooping

light in his eyes was unanswered.

“Perhaps!” she answered. " “It is a night

s

for thoughts and dreams, this. Even

may drift into sentiment. Good-night!

: bl i = ”
Such a charming evening.

The carriage rolled smoothly down the

rested unmoved upon a country as beau-

1 mad delight of the wanderer in the en-

strange being to be abroad in these quiet

a belated farmer, rubbed his eyes and

All day long she had been conscious of

suddenly afraid. Some change was coming

stirring in her heart, was rushing through

chanted land, the pilgrim who hears sud-
dently the Angelus bell from the shrine

" avenue from the great house, over which

she might so easily have reigned,
end turned into the road. A few min-
utes later the motor-car flashed by. After-
wards there was solitude, for it was al-
ready past midnight. Gilbert Deyes look-
ed thoughtfully out at the carriage from
his place in the car. He had begged—very
hard for him—for that empty seat.

“QOf what is it a sign,” he asked, “when
8 woman seeks solitude?’ . '

Lady Peggy shrugged her shoulders.

he has journeyed so far to visit. What
it meant she could not, she dared not, foot; he would have seen in them only the
ask herself. She was content to sit there,
her eyes wide open now, the tired lines | this would have seemed almost like sacril-
smoothed from her forehead, her face like
the face of an eager and beautiful child.
No one of her world would have recog-
pized her as she traveled that mnight
through the perfumed lanes.

1t was when they were within a mile
or two of home that an awakening came.
They had turned into a lonely lane lead-

“Wilhelmina is tired of us all, 1 sup-
pose,” she remarked. “She gets like that

sometimes.”

“Then of what is it a sign,” he persisted,
stwhen a woman tires of people—like us?”’

Lady Peggy yawned.

“In a woman of more primitive in-|. : a
stincts.” she said, “it would mean an af-|in the trees there. Enough to frighten

“What is it, Johnson?”’ she asked.
The man touched his hat.

fair. But Wilhelmina has outgrown all ’em, too.”

that. She is the only woman of our ac-
juaintance of whom one would dare to
pay.it, but 1 honestly believe that to Wil-

helmina men are like puppets. Was she | trees.

born, I wonder, with ice in her veins ?”’

“One wonders.” Deyes remarked softly.

“What is it?’ she asked quickly.

ing to one of the back entrances to
Thorpe, and were climbing a somewhat
steep hill, Suddenly the horses plunged
and almost stopped. She leaned forward.

“The ’osses shied, madam, at the light

Her eyes followed his pointing finger. A
few yards back from the roadside, a small,
steady light was burning amongst the

“] can’t say, madam,” the man answer-

®A woman like that is always something ed. “It looks like a lantern or a candle,

of a mystery. By the bye, wasn’t there
a whisper of something the year she lived

or something of that sort.”

“There is no cottage there?’ she ask-

in Florence?”

ed.

“People have talked of her, of course,” '..[‘he man shook his head.

Lady Peggy answered. “In Florence,

a| “There’s none mearer than the first| peocky reddened at the thought. Perhaps

sired to escape. She was breathless with!
fear, the fear of what she might not have
i escaped. Yet in the midst of it, with hot;
trembling fingers she loosened the roses.
fy:"om, her dress and dropped them by his)
side. Then she fled into the semi-dark-
ness. § '

The habits of ‘a lifetime die hard. They
are proof, as a-rule, against these fits
of temporary madness. :

Wilhelmina stepped languidly into her
carriage, and commanded her coachman’s
attention.

“Johnson,” she said, ‘I found a poor
man sleeping there. There is no necessity
‘for him to be disturbed. It is my wish
ithat you do not mention the occurrence
to any one—to any one at all. You un-
derstand ?”’ ’

The man touched his hat. He would |
have been dull-witted, indeed, if he had!
not appreciated the note of finality in his
1mlstress' tone. His horses sprang for- |
{ward, and a few minutes later turned in-
to the dark avenue which led to the
house.

CHAPTER VIII.
L]
Roses.
Macheson woke with the daylight, stiff

ia little tired, and haunted with the con-
sciousness of disturbing dreams. He

Then he saw the roses,

For a moment or two he stared at them
|incredulously. Then his thoughts flashed
| backwards—where or how had he become
possessed of them? A few seconds were
jsufficient. Some one had been there in
!the night—most likely a woman.

His cheeks burned at the thought. He
{stopped and took them hesitatingly, rev-
| erently, into his hand. To him they re-

blossoms was like fire to his fingers. Had
he been like those predecessors of his in
the days of the Puritans, he would have
cast them away, trampled them under-|

|snare of the Evil One. But to Macheson

ege. They were beautiful and he loved
beautiful things.

He made his way farther into the plan-
tatipn, to where the trees, suddenly open-
ing, disclosed a small disused slate quarry,
the water in which was kept fresh by
many streams. Stripping off his clothes,
he plunged into the deep cool depths,
swimming round for several minutes on his
back, his face upturned to the dim blue
sky. Then he dressed—in the ugly black
suit, for it was Sunday, and made a
frugal breakfast, boiling the water for
his coffee over a small spirit-lamp. And
all the time he kept looking at the roses,
now fresh with the water which he had
carefully sprinkled over them. Their com-
ing seemed to him to whisper of beauti-
ful things, they turned his thoughts so
easily into that world of poetry and senti-
ment in which he was a habitual wander-
er. Yet every now and then, their direct
significance startled, almost alarmed. Some
one had actually been in the place while
he slept, and had retreated without dis-
turbing him. Roses do not drop from the
sky, and of gardens there werc none close
at hand. Was it one of the village girls,
who had seen him.that afternoon? His

woman without a lover is like a child|lodge, madam,” he answered. “There’s a|po [ag better leave his shelter. Amnother |

without toys. To be virtuous there is the

one offence which Society does not par- built it for a watchman.”

don.”

“] believe,” Deyes said, ‘‘that a lover | moment, while you go and see what it is

would bore Wilhelmina terribly.”

“Why the dickens doesn’t she marry

she asked.

“Can 1 take care of the horses for a

973

“They take a bit of holding, madam,”

bit of o shelter there—Higgs, the keeper, time if she came she might not steal away

8o quietly. Scandal would injure his work. |
He must run no risks. Deep down in his |
heart he thrust that other, that impossi-|
bly sweet thought. He would not suffer
his mind to dwell upon it.

After breakfast he walked for an hour

e
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or so across the hills, watching the early
mists roll away in the valleys, and the
sunlight %ettle down upon the land. ° It
was a morning of silence, this—that pecul-
iar, mysterious silence which only the
first day of the week seems to bring. The
fields were empty of toilers, the harvest
was stayed. From its far-away nest
amongst the hills, he could just hear, car-
ried on the bosom of a favoring breeze,
the single note of a monastery bell, whose
harshness not even distance, or its pleas-
ant journey across the open country, could
modify. Macheson listened to it for a
moment, and sat down upon a rock on the
topmast pinnacle of the hills he was climb-
ing.

Below him, the country stretched like
a piece - of brilliant patchwork. Thorpe,
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lows, did not appeal to him at all; per-
sonal ambition he was destitute of; his
religion, he was very well aware, was not
the sort which would enable him to ent2r
with any prospect of happiness any of
the established churches. For a time he
had travelled, and had come back with
only one definite idea in his mind. Chance
had brought him, on his return, into con-
tact with two young men of somewhat
similar tastes. A conversation between
them one night had given a certain defin-
iteness to his aims. He recalled it to
himself as he sat looking down at the
thin blue line of smoke rising from the
chimneys of Thorpe.

“To use one’s life for others,” he had
repeated thoughtfully—it was the enthus-
jast of the party who had spoken—*‘but
how 7" :

“Teach them to avoid like filth the ugly
things: of life—help them in their search
for the things beautiful?

“What are the things beautiful?” he
had asked. “Don’t they mean something
different to every man?’

Holderness had lifted his beautiful head
the boy with whom he had played at
school—the friend of his younger life.

“The Christian morality,” he had ap-
swered.

Macheson had been surprised.

“But you—" he said, “you don't believe

with its many chimneys and stately
avenues, and the village hidden by a
grove of elms, was like a cool oasis in the
midst of the landscape. Behind, the hills
ran rockier and wilder, culminating in a
bleak stretch of country, in-the middle
of which was the monastery. Macheson
looked downwards at Thorpe, with the
faint clang of that single bell in his ears.
The frown on his forehead deepened as the
rush of thought took insistent hold of
him.

For a young man blessed with vigorous
health, free from all material anxieties,
and with the world before him, Macheson
found life an uncommonly serious matter.
Only a few years ago, he had left the
University with a brilliant degree, a splen-
did athletic record, and a host of friends.
What to do with his life! That was the
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problem which pressingly confronted him.
He recognized in himsclf certain gifts in-

He was possessed of a deep religious
gense, an immense sympathy for his fel-
lows, and a passion for the beautiful in
life, from which the physical side was by
no means absent. !

Ilow to find a career which would
catisfy such varying qualities! A life of
pleasure, unless it were shared by his fel-

evitably to be considered in this choice. |

| anything.”
I “It is not necessary,” Holderness had
| answered. “It is a matter of the intel-
ligence. As an artist, if I might dare te
call myself one, I say that the Christian
| life, if honestly lived, is the most beautis
| ful thing of all the ages.”
|  Macheson walked down to the village
| with the memory of those words still in
| his brain. The bell was ringing for ser
vice from the queer, ivy-covered church,
| the villagers were' coming down the lane
jin little groups. Macheson found himself
i one of a small knot of people, who stood
| reverently on one side, with doffed hats,
| just by the wooden porch. He looked
up. suddenly realizing the cause.

A small vehicle, something between. a
{ bath-chair and a miniature carriage, drawn
:hy a fat, sleek pony. was turning inte
[ the lane from one of the splendid avenues
| which led to the house. A boy led the
pony, a foctman marched behind. Wilhel-
| mina, in a plain white muslin dress and
ja black hat, was slowly preparing to
descend. She smiled languidly, but pleas-
antly enough, at the line of curtesying
{ women and men with doffed hats. The
note of feudalism which their almost rev-

|

sistibly to Macheson’s sense of humor. He,
too, formed one of them! he, too, doffed I H PLUY S
his hat. His greeting, however, was_dif- 1 UL in ‘

ferent. Iler eves swept by him unseeing,
his pleasant “Good-morning” was unheed-
ed. She even touched her skirt with her
fingers, as though afraid lest it might
prush against him in passing. With tired,
graceful footsteps, she passed into the
cool church, leaving him te admire against
his will the slim perfection of her figure,
the wonderfull carriage of her small but
perfect head.
(To be continued.)

Love-sick Man Suicides.
Minneapolis, Minn., Dec. 5—After acting
as “best- man” at the wedding of a young
woman he had himself long wooed in vain,
Edward Thomas last night went home
and hanged himself with a strap. The
body was discovered today.

ENGAGEMENT ANNOUNCED.
«] in for woman's suffrage,” declared
Miss Prettyone. “I waut a vote.”
“Wait! I ’ve an idea,” said Mr. Bright.
“Let us pair off and then it will amount
to the same thing.”

There are 200,000 taxpayers in Greater New
York and 418,000 voters who pay no taxes.
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AECOVER DAMAGES
FOR INJURIES

PSS
Ottawa, Dec. 4 (Special)—The judgment
of the supreme court this week affirming
the judgment of the late Judge Burbidge
in the case of appeal of the King vs Des-
resiers affirms an important prineiple in
railway law. The respondent was the
widow of a brakesman on the Intercolon-
jal who was killed while coupling cars
near Quebec. He was a member of the
Intercolonial Employes” Benevolent So-
ciety and the government held that by
reason of the railway department’s con-
tribution of $6,000 to the funds of the so-
ciety the man had signed away his right
for his heirs to sue for damages and that
all the widow was entitled to was $250.
Judge Burbidge taking the British and
Canadian decisions as his basis dismissed
this plea and-awarded the widow $4,000.
This judgment was appealed from and

e S e

The ORIGINAL and ONLY GENUINE,

as a consequence the government is now
placed in the same position as other rail-
ways, namely that employes are not de-
barred from suing for damages, even if
they are injured in performance of their
duties.

Maine Electrician Suicides.
Winthrop, Me., Dec. 4—Harry Smith,
an clectrician by trade, committed suicide
today at the residence of Charles E.
Morse, where he was visiting by shooting
with a revolver during a period of tem-
porary insanity caused by ill health. He
was unmarried and ° formerly lived in
Hillsboro Bridge (N. H.) :
His mother and sister reside in Skow-
hegan. G

v

A STRAIGHT TIP.

Mistress—I don't want you to have ec
much company. You have more callers 1o
a day than I have in a week.

Domestic—Well, mum, perhaps if you'd
try to be a little more agreeable, you'c
have as many friends as I have—DBostor
Traveler.

The shelves of the British Museum am
estimated o contain thirty-nine miles o
books.
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