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CHAPTER XIV—(Continued.)

*“Then what is your scheme?’ Fardell
asxed.

“My scheme!” Mannering answered. “I
don’t quite understand you!”

“Of cowrse you don’t,” Fardell answer-
ed, vigerously. “You can weave academic
arguments, you can make figures and sta-
tistics dance to any damned tune you
please. If I tried to argue with you you'd
squash me flat. And what’s it all come
to? My pals must starve for the gratifi-
cation of your intellectual vanity, You
won’t listen to Tariff Reform. Then
what do you propose to light the forges
and fill the mills? Nothing! I say un-
less you've got a counter scheme of your
own you ought to fry ours.”

“Come, Mr. Fardell,” Mannering said,
“I can assure you that all I have said
and written is the outcome of honest

thought. 17
“Stop!” Fardell exclaimed. ‘“Honest
thought! Yes! Where? In your study.

“I'hat’s where you theorists do your mis-
chief. You can’t tell the status of the
working man from the figures you read
in your study. You're like half the smug
people in the world who discuss this ques-
tion in the railway carriages and in their
clubs. I've heard ’em till 1'd like to shove
their self-opinionated arguments down
their throats, strip their clothes off their
backs, and send them down to live with
my pals or starve with them! Any little
idiot who buys a penny paper and who's
doing pretty well for himself, thinks he
can lay down the law about Free Trade.
You're all of one kidney, sir! You, none
of you realize this. There are men as
good as any of you, whose wives and
children are as dear to them as yours to
you, who've got to see them get thinner
and thinner, who don’t know where to get
a day’s work or lay their hands upon a
copper, and all the while their kids come
crying to them for something to eat. Put
yourself in their place, sir, and try and
realize the torture of it. TI’'ve been
-amongst ’em. I've spent half of what
1’ve, made, and a good many thousands it
was, buying food for them. Can you
wonder that my fingers have itched for
the throat of these smug, prosperous
pigs, who spurt platitudes mnd think
things are very well as they are because
they’re making their little bit? What
right have you—any of you—to hesitate
for a second to try any means to help

. those poor devils, unless you've got a bet-

ter scheme of your own? Will you tell
me that, sir?”

They had reached Mannering’s house,
end he threw open the gate.

“You, must come in with me and talk
ebout these things,” Mannering eaid,
gravely. “You seem to be the sort of
person I've been wauting to meet for a
long time.”

CHAPTER XV.

Bernice found amongst her letters on
the following morning a note from Bor-
rowdean, which caused her some perplex-
ity. x

“If you really care,” he said, “to do
Mannering a good turn, look his niece up
now and then. I am afraid that young
woman has rather lost her head since she
came to London, and she is making friends
who will do her no particular good.”

Bernice ordered her carriage early, and
drove round to Portland Crescent.

“My dear child,” she exclaimed, as
Clara came into the room. “What have
you been doing with yourself? You look
ghastly!”’

Clare shrugged her shoulders, and look-
ed at herself in a mirror.

“I do look ehippy, don’t I!” she re-
marked. ‘I’ve been spending the week

_‘end down at Bristow.”

“At Bristow?” Bernice repeated. Her
voice spoke volumes. Clara looked up de-
fiantly. .

“Yes! We had an awful spree! I like
it there immensely, only—"

Bernice looked up.

“I notice,” she remarked, ‘“that there
is generally an ‘only’ about people who
have spent week-ends at Bristow, They
play cards there, don’t they, until day-
(light! Someone once told me that they
kept a professional croupier for roulette!”

“That horrid game!” Clara exclaimed.
*Please don’t mention it. 1've scarcely
‘slept a wink all night for thinking of it.”

Bernice looked at her in surprise.

“Do you mean to eay,” she inquired, de-
‘liberately, “that they allowed you to play
'—and lose?”

“It wasn’t their fault I lost,” Clara
answered. ‘‘Oh, what a fool I was. Bobby
Bristow showed me a system. It seemed
80 easy. I didn’t think I could possibly
jJose,” It worked beautifully at first. I
thought that 1 was going to pay all my
‘.bi.lls, and have lots of money to spend.
T'hen 1 doubled the stakes,—l1 wanted to
win a lot, and everything went wrong!”

“How much did you lose?’ Bernice ask-

Clara shivered.

“Don’t ask me,” she cried. “Sir Leslie
Borrowdean gave his own cheques for all
my I. O. U’s. He is coming to see me
sometime today. I don’t know what 1
shall say to him.”

“Do you mean to go on playing?’ Ber-
nice asked, quietly, “or is this experience
enough for you?”

“l shall never sit at a roulette table
again as long as I live,” she declared. “I
hate the, very thought of it.”

“Then you can just ask Sir Leslie the
amount of the I. O. U.s, and tell him
that he shall have a cheque in the morn-
ing,” Bernice said. “I will lend you the
money.”

Clara gave a little gasp.

“You are too kind,” she exclaimed, “but
I don’t know when I shall be able to pay
you. It is—nearly three hundred pounds!”

“So long as you keep your word,” Ber-
nice answered, “and do not play again,
vou need never let that trouble you. You

. shall have the cheque before two o’clock.

No, please don’t thank me. If you take
advice you won’t spend another week
at Bristow. It is not a fit house for
= girls. How is your uncle?”

haven't seen him this morning,”
answered. ‘‘Perkins told me that
» home after midnight with a man
‘e seemed to have picked up in the
, and they were in the study talking
nearly five this morning.”
Bernice rose.
“T came to see if you would care to drive
n to Ranelagh with me this morning,”
said, “‘but you are evidently fit for
g except to go back to bed again.
forget the cheque, and remember
sur uncle. By-th-bye, where’s
young man who used to be al-
you down in the country?”
st mean Mr. Lindsay,” Clara
‘I have no idea. At Blakeley,

you,” Bernice said, as she
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rose, “I shouid write to him to come up
and look atter you. You need it!”
She nodded pleasantly and took her

leave. ' Clara threw herself into a chair
and rang the bell.

“Perkins,” she said, “I have had no
sleep and no breakfast. What should you
recommend ?”’ .

“An egg beaten up in milk, miss,” ‘the
man suggested, “same as I've just taken
Mr. Mannering.”

“Is my uncle up?’ Clara asked.

“Not yet, miss,” the man answered. “He
is just dressing.

Clara nodded.

“Very well. Please get me what you
said, and if Sir Leslie Borrowdean calls
I want to see him at once.”

“Sir Leslie is in the study now, miss,”
the man answered. “I showed him in
there because I thought he would want
to see Mr. Mannering, but he asked for
you.” .

“Will you say that I shall be there in
three minutes,” Clara said.

The three minutes was rather a long
quarter of an hour, but Clara had used
the time well. When she entered the
library she had changed her dress, rear-
ranged her hair, and by some means or
another had lost her unnatural pallor. Sir
Leslie greeted her a little gravely.

“Glad to see you looking so fit,”” he re-
marked. “They did us a bit too well
down at Bristow, I thoughé. It’s all very
well for you children,” he continued, with
a smile, “but when a man gets to my
time of life he misses a night’s rest.”

She smiled.

“You don’t call yourself old, Sir Leslie!”
she remarked.

“Well, I'm not young, although I like
to think I am,” he answered. “I’m afraid
there's pretty nearly a generation between

us, Miss Clara. By-the-bye, where’s your
uncle this morning?”
‘Getting up,” she answered. “He did

not go to bed until after five, Perkins
tells me. He brought someone home with
him from the Dorchester’s reception, or
someone he picked up afterwards, and
they seem to have sat up talking all
night.”

Borrowdean was interested.

“You have no idea who it was, I sup-
pose?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“None at all. Perkins had never scen
him before. When do you poor creatures
get your holiday, Sir Leslie?”

He smiled. L

“The session will be over in about three
weeks,” he answered, “unless we defeat
the government before then. Your uncle
has been hitting them very hard lately.
I think before long we shall be in office.”

“Politics,” she said, “seem to be rather
a greedy sort of business. You are always
tryix;g\to turn the other side out, are’nt
you?”

‘“You must remember,” he answered,
“that politics is rather a one-sided sort
of affair. 7 The party which is in makes
a very comfortable living out of it, and we
who are out have ‘to scrape along as best
we can. Rather hard upon people like
your uncle and myself, who are compara-
tively speaking poor men. That reminds
me,” he said, bringing out his pocket
book, “I thought that I had better bring
you these little documents.”

“Those horrid I. 0. U.s,” she remark-

“Yes,” he answered. ‘I am sorry that
you were so unlucky. I bought these from
the bank, Miss Clara, as 1 thought you
would not feel comfortable if you had to
leave Bristow owing this money
strangers.”

“It was very thoughtful of you,” she
murmured.

He changed his seat and came over to
her side on the sofa.

“Have you any idea how much they
come to?”’ he asked, smoothing them out
upon his knee.

“I am afraid to nearly three hundred
pounds,” she answered.

He shook his head graveiy.

“] am sorry to say that they come to a
good deal more than that,” he said. “I
hope you do not forget that I took the
liberty of advising you more than once
to stop. You had the most abominable
luck.”

“More than three hundred?”’ she gasped.
“How much more?”’

“They seem to add up to five hundred
and eighty-five pounds,” he declared. “I
must confess that I was surprised myself.

“There—I think there must be some
mistake,” Clara faltered.

He handed them to her. -

“You had better look them through,”
he said. “They seem all right.”

She took them in her hand, and look-
ed at them helplessly. There was one
there for fifty pounds which she tried in
vain to remember,—and how shaky her
handwriting was. A sudden flood of re-
collection brought the color into her
cheeks. She remembered the long table,
the men all smoking, the women most of
them a little hard, a little too much in
earnest,—the soft click of the ball, the
silent, sickening moments of suspense.
Others had won or lost as much as she,
but perhaps because she had been so much
in eawnest her ill-luck had attracted some
attention. She remembered Major Bris-
tow’s whispered offer, or rather sugges-
tion, of help. Even now her cheeks burn-
ed at something in his tone or look. -~

“I suppose it’s all right,” she said, dole- |
fully, “only it's-a lot more than I!
thought. I shall have three hundred|
pounds in the morning, but I've no idea
where to get the rest.”

“You are sure about the three hund-
red?”’ Sir Leslie asked, quietly.

“Quite.”

“Then I think that you had better let
me lend you the rest, for the present,”
he suggested. “I am afraid your uncle;
would be rather annoyed to know that|
you had been gambling to such an extent.
You may be able to think of some way
of paying me back later on.”

She looked up at him Thesitatingly.
There was nothing in his manner which
suggested in the least what Major Bris-
tow had almost pronounced. She drew
a little breath of relief. He was so much
older, and after all, he was her uncle’s|
friend.

“Can you really spare it, Sir. Leslie?”’
she asked. “I can’t tell you how grate-
ful T should be.”

He looked down
smile.

“I can spare it for the present,” he an-
swered. “Only if you see any chance of |
paying.me back before long do so.”

“You will pardon my interference,” said
an ominously quiet voice from the door-
way, “but may I enquirz into the nature
of thie transaction between you and my
niece, Sir Leslie? Perhaps you had bet-|
ter explain it, Clara!”

They both turned quickly round. M;an-

at her with a faint

to|
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nering was standing upon the threshold,
the morning paper in his hand. Clara
sank into a chair and covered her face
with her hands. Sir Leslie shrugged his
shoulders. He was congratulating himself
upon the discretion with which he had
conducted the interview. He had for a
few moments entertained other ideas.

“Perhaps you will allow me to . ex-
plain—"" he began. {

“I should prefer to hear ~my niece,”
Mannering answered, coldly.

Clara looked up. She was pale and
frightened, and she had hard work to
choke down the sobs.

“Sir Leslie was down at Bristow, where
I was staying—this last week-end,” she
explained. “I lost a good deal of money
there at roulette. He very kindly took
up my 1.0.U.s for me, and was offering
when you came in to let it stand for a
little time.”

“What is the amount?” Mannering
asked. :
Clara did not answer. Her head sank

again. Her uncle repeated his enquiry.
There was no note of anger in his tone.
He might have been speaking of an alto-
gether indifferent matter. ‘

“I am afraid 1 shall have to trouble
you to tell me the exact amount,” he
said. “Perhaps, Borrowdean, you would
be so good as to inform me, as my niece
seems a little overcome.”

“The amount of the I1.0.U.’s for which
I gave my cheque,” Berrowdean said, ‘“was
five hundred and eighty-seven pounds. I
have the papers here.”

There was a dead silence for a moment
or two. Clara looked up furtively, but
she could learn nothing from her uncle’s
face. It was some time before he spoke.
When at last he did, his voice was cer-
tainly a little lJower and less distinct than
usual.

“Did I understand you to say—five hun-
dred and eighty-seven pounds?”’

“That is the amount,” Borrowdean ad-
mitted. “I trust that you do not consider
my interference in any way officious, Man-
nering. I thought it best to settle the
claims of perfect strangers against Miss
Mannering.”

“May 1 ask,” Mannering continued, “in
whose house my niece was permitted to
lose this sum?” s

“It was at the Bristows’,”
wered.

“And under whose
you?”’ Mannering asked.

“Lady Bristow’s! She called for me
here, and took me down last Friday.”

“Are these people who are generally ac-
counted respectable?” Mannering asked.

*“I don’t think that Bristow is much bet-
ter or worse than half of our country
houses,” Borrowdean answered. ‘“People
who are at all in the swim must have ex-
citement nowadays, you know. Bristow
himself ien’t very popular, but people go
to the house.”

Mannering made no further remark.

“1f you will come into the study, Bor-
rowdean,” he said, “I will settde this mat-
ter with you.”

Borrowdean hesitated.

“Your niece said something about hav-
ing three hundred pounds,” he remarked.

Mannering glanced towards her.

“I think,” he said, “that that must be
a mistake. My niece has no such sum at
her command.”

Clara rose to her feet.

Clara ans-

chaperonage were

< any influence over Mr. Mannering now or

!trade to which he had committed him-
! self.”

Bernice looked bewildered.

“But what on earth does he mean?” she
exclaimed. “Surely he knows all that
there is to be known. His mastery of sta-
tistics is something wonderful.”

“What he means no man save himself
can even surmise,” Borrowdean answered.
“He told me that he had had information ;
of a state of distress in some of our north-
tern towns—Newcastle and Hull he men-
| tioned, and some of the Lancashire places,
which had simply appalled him. He was
determined to verify it personally, and to
commit himself to nothing further until|
he had done so. And he even asked me |
if I could not find him a pair until the
end of the session, so that he could get
away at once. | was simply dumbfound-
ed. A pair for Mannering!”

Berenice rose to her feet. She walked
up and down the little room restlessly.

“Sir Leslie,” she said at last, “I am not
sure whether I have what you would call
not. I might have had but for you!”

“For me?’ Borrowdean exclaimed.

“Yes. It was you who told me of—of
—that woman,” she said, haughtily, but,
with the color rising almost to her temp-
les. “After that of course things were
different between us. We are scarcely up-
on such terms at present as would justi-
fy my interference.” ;

Borrowdsan dropped his eyeglass, and
swung it deliberately by its black ribbon.
He looked steadily at Berenice, but his
eyes seemed to travel past her.

“My dear Duchess,” he said, quietly,
“the game of life is a great one ‘to play,
and we who would keep our hands upon
the board must of necessity make eacri-
fices. It is your duty to disregard in
this instance your fezlings towards Maxrl
nering. You must consider only his feel-
ings towards you. They are such, I be-
lieve, as to give you a hold over him. You
must make use of that hold for the sake
of a great cause.”

Berenice raised her eyebrows.

“Indeed! You seem to forget, Sir Les-
lie, that my .share in this game, as you
call it, must always be a passive one. I
have no office to gain, no rewards to reap.
Why should I commit myself to an un-
pleasant task for the sake of you and your
friends?”

“It is your party,” he protested.
party as much as oung.”

“Granted,” she answered. “Yet who
are the responsible members of it? You
know my opinion of Mannering as a poli-
tician. I would sooner follow him blind-
fold than all the others with my eyes|
open. Whatever he may lack, he is the|
most honest and right-seeing politician |
who ever enteréd the House.”

“He lacks but one thing,” Borrowdean

“Your
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laften;vards—-we could come in here and
| talk.”
{  “I should like it better than anything
iin the world,” he declared, truthfully.
“You may take me in, then,” she said.
“I hope that you are as hungry as T am.
No, not that way. I have ordered dinner
to be served in -the little room where
dine when I am alone.”

Advice of Noted AUthOI‘ity, Also GiVGSE To Mannering there seemed something

a Simple Home Prescription.

Now is the timgfSthen the doctor gets
1 edicine manufac-
unless great care

advice of an old

feet dry.
i says that Rheu-

eminent authogi

of Rheumaf
acid in the

at small cost.

Druggists in
when shown the prescription, stated that
they can either supply these ingredients,
or, if our readers prefer, they will com-
pound the mixture for them.

she had been realizing with curiously quick-
ened puises during the few minutes of
waiting. . On her way here, driving in an
open victoria, through the soft summer
evening, she had seemed to be pursued
everywhere by a new world of sensuous
suggestions. Of the many carriages which
she had passed, hers alone seemed to savor
of loneunc-s. She was the only beautiful
woman who sat alone and companionless.
In a momentary block she had seen a man
in a neighboring hansom slip his hand,
a strong, brown, well-looking hand, under
the apron to hold for a moment the fin-
gers of the woman who sat by his side—
she had caught the answering smile, she

ly and keep the’

e can easily prepare|

vicinity, {

| almost unreal , bout the chaste perfection
{of the meal and its wonderful service.
| They dined at a small round table, so

small that more than once their fmgcrs|

touched upon the table-cloth. A single
servant ‘waited upon them, swiftly and
perfectly. The butler appeared only with
the wine, which he served, and quietly
withdrew. Across the tangled mass of
flowers, only a few feet away all the time,
sat the woman who had suddenly made
| thagfvorld so beautiful to him. A murmur
conversation continually flowed between
hem, but he was never very sure what
they were talking about. He wanted to
sit still to feast his eyes, all his senses,
! upon her, to strive to realize this new
| thing, that from henceforth she was his!
| And then suddenly she broke the spell.
She leaned back in her chair and laughed
| softly.
i “I have just remembered,” she said, in
| response to his inquiring look, “why I
| came to call upon you this evening. What
a long time ago it seems.”

He smiled.

“And I never thought to ask you,” he
remarked.
[ “We must have no secrets now,” she
{ said, with a delightful smile. ‘“Leslie Bor-
! rowdean came to see me this afternoon,
and he was very anxious about you. He
declared that you wanted to postpone your
great meetings in the north until after you
had made some independent investigations
in some of the manufacturing centres.
Poqr Sir Leslie! You had frightened him
so completely that he was scarcely co-
herent.”

Mannering smiled a little gravely.
was like coming back to earth.

“Politics with Borrowdean are so much
a matter of pounds, shillings and pence
that the bare idea of his finding himself
a day further away from office frightens
him to death,” he said. “We are all like
the pawns, to be moved about the chess-
board of his life.”

Berenice smiled.

“He is certainly a very self-centred per-
son,” she remarked; “but do you know, I
am really a little curious to know how you

It

had seen him lean forward and whisper | succeeded in frightening him so thorough-

something which had brought a deeper
flush into her cheeks and a look into her

Iy
' “I had a fright myself,” Mannering said.

eyes, half-amused, half-tender. These were | “T was made to feel for an hour or so like
rare moments with her, these moments of | 3 Rip van Winkle with the cobwebs hang-
sentiment—perhaps for that reason all the | ing about me,—Rip van Winkle, looking

more dangerous.
cause of her coming.

said, ‘“‘the mechanical adjustment of the
born politician to party matters. There|
was never a time when absolute unity!
and absolute force were so necessary. If
he is going to play the intelligent in-|
quirer, if he falters for one mement in
his wholesale condemmnation of this scheme, '
he loses the day for himself and for us.!
never forgive is the man who stops toi
think.”

“What do you want me to do?”’ Bere-
nice asked. -

“To go to him and find out what he
means, what influences have been at
work, what is underneath it all. \Varn.L
him of the danger of even appearing!
doubtful, or for a moment lukewarm. The
one person whom the public will mnot;
have in politics is the trifler. Think howf
many there have been, brilliant men too,!
who have lost their places through a s%:!
gle false step, a single year, a month of’

man who moves in a great cause may move |
slowly, if you will, but he must move all|
the time. Remind him, too, that he is|
risking the one great chance of his life!”

“He is to be Premier then?” she asked.

“Yes! There is no alternative!”

“Very well, then,” she said, “I will go.
I make no promises, mind. I will listen
to what he has to say. I will put our
view of the situation before him. But I
make no promises. It is possible even
that I shall comz to his point of view,
whatever it may be.”

Borrowdean smiled.

“I have no fear of that,” he declared,
“but at least it would be something to|
know what his point of view is. Youl
will find him in a queer mood. That lit-|
tle fool of a niece of his has been get-|
ting in with a fast set, and making the;
money fly. You have heard of her last|
escapade at Bristow?”’

Berenice nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “I went there this:
morning directly I had your note. I feel]
rather self-reproachful about Clara Man-!
nering. I meant to have looked after her|
more. She is rather an uninteresting
young woman though, and I am afraid I
have let her drift away.”

“She will be all right with a little look-
ing after,” Borrowdean said. “Forgive me,
but it is getting late.”

“I will go at once,” she said.

* * * * * *

Afterwards she wondered often at that
strange, uncertain fluttering of the heart,
the rush and glow of feelings warmer
than any which had lately stirred her,

“You may as well know everything,”
she said. ‘The Duchess of Lenchester |
came in. and found me very unhappy this |
morning. I told her everything, and she
offered to lend me the money. I told her}
then that is was only' three hundred |
pounds. 1 thought that was all I owed.” |

“Have you made any other confidants?’ |
Mannering asked. {

*No!"’ !

“You will return the Duchess’ cheque,”i
Mannering said. “Borrowdean, will you
come this way!”

CHAPTER XVI.

Bernice was a little annoyed. It was the f
hour before dressing for dinner which she |
always devoted to repose, the hour saved !
from the stress of the day which had help- |
ed towards keeping her the young woman
she certainly was. Yet Borrowdean’s mes-

sage was too urgent to ignore. She suf-
fered her maid to wrap some sort of loose |
gown about her, and received him in her |
own study.

“My dear Sir Leslie,” she said, a little
reproachfully, “was this really necéssary?
You know that after half-past six I am
practically a person not existing—until
dinner time!”’

“I should not have ventured to intrude
upon you,” Borrowdean said, quickly, “if
the circumstances had not ben altogether
exceptional. 1 know your habits too well.
I have just come from Mannering.”

“¥From Mannering—yes!”

“‘Duchess,”. Borrowdean said, “have you
—forgive a blunt question—but have you
any influence over him?”

Bernice was silent for several moments.

“You ask me rather a_hard question,”
she said. “A few months ago I think that
I should have said yes. Today—I am not
sure. What has happened? Is anything
wrong with him?”

“Nothing, except that he seems to have
gone mad,” Borrowdean said, bitterly. “1
went to him today to get him to fix the
dates for his meetings at Glasgow and
Leeds. What do you think his answer
was?’

“Don’t tell me that he wants to back
out!” Bernice exclaimed. “Don’t tell me
that!” _

“Almost as bad! He told me quite coolly

that he was not prepared finally to &et out
his views upon the question until he had
completed a course of personal investiga-
tion in some of the northern centres of

| tered woman of her.

which seemed in those first few minutes
of their being together, to make an al-
Mannering, as he
entered the room, pale and listless, was
conscious at once of a foreign element in
it, something which stirred his somewhat
slow-beating pulse too, which seemed to
bring back to him a flood of delicious
memories, the perfume of his rose-gardens
at evening, the soft night music of his
wind-stirred cedars. She had thrown
aside her opera cloak. The delicate lines
of her bust secemed to have expanded with
the unusual rise and fall of Mer bosom. |
A faint rose-tint flush of streaming color
had stained the ivory whiteness of her
skin—her eyes as they sought his were
soft, almost liquid. They met so seldom
alcne—and she was alone now with him

his constant presence, which one by one |
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The one thing which the political public oy

quickly” forward to meet her.

| led to.” she declared, smilingly.

. my gown.

She remembered only that she was alone | “What was it that man who wrote in the |

She forgot almost the | out upon a new world!”

“You a Rip van Winkle!” she laughed.

with the one man whose voice had the ' Nineteenth Century called you last week?
power to thrill her, whose touch would ‘The most precise and far-seeing of our
call up into life the great hidden forces of | politicians.’ ”

her own passionate nature. The memory
of all other things passed away from her

! { . s
‘ “The men who write in reviews,” he

murmured, ‘“sometimes display the most

like a cloud gone from the face of the sun. | appalling ignorance. There was also'some

She leaned towards' him. His face was
full of wonder—wonder, and the coming

“Berenice!” he exclaimed.

She let nerself drift down the surging
tide of this suddenly awakened passion. '

She held out her arms and pressed her
lips on his as he caught her.
- * * * »*

Presently she pushed him gently away—
held him there at arm’s length.

“This is too absurd,” she murmured,
and drew him once more towards her with
a choking little laugh. “I came for some-
thing quite different!”

“What does it matter what you came
for, so long as you stay,” he answered.

paradise to a lonely man!”

She disengaged herself, and her long
white fingers strayed mechanically to her
tumbled hair.
her toilette had given place to a most dis-
tracting disarray. She felt her cheeks

dilettantism. Remind him of them. The| “Say that you came to bring a glimpse of |

The elegant precision of

one in the Saturday Review who alluded
to me last week as a library politician.
My friend quoted that against me. °
man who essays to govern a people he
knows nothing of.’ It was one of the
labor party who wrote it, I know, but it
sticks.”

“You are not losing confidence in your-
self, surely?”’ she remarked, smiling.

‘“My views are unchanged, if that is
what you mean,” he answered. ‘I believe
I know what is good for the people, and

{ when I am sure of it I shall not be afraid

to take up-the gauntlet. But I must be
quite sure.”

‘“You puzzle me a little,” she admitted.
“Has any one written more convincingly
than you? Arguments which are founded
upon logic and statistics must yield truth.
and you have set it down in black and
white,”

“On the other hand,” he said, “my un-

. learned but eloquent friend dismissed all

burning still, and the lace at her bosom;

‘ was all crushed.
i “And I was on my way to a dinner’
| party,” she whispered, with humorously
{ uplifted eyebrows. “I must drive back'
home, and—and—""

“And what?” he demanded.

“And send an excuse,” she declared, de- ' things. If you desire really to call your-:
murely. “I am not equal to a family din- ! self the champion of the people, come and |

ner party.”
“And afterwards?”
She smiled.

“Would you like,” she asked, “to take | and let me show you the sinews of the

me out to dinner?”

“Would I like!”

“Go and change, and call for me in half
an hour. We can go somewhere where
we are not likely to be seen,” she said,
softly. “I must cover myself up in my
cloak. Whatever will Perkins say? Please
remember that I have no hat.”

He held her hands and looked into her
eyes.

“Don’t go for one moment,” he pleaded.
“I want ‘to realize it. I want to feel sure
of you.” .

The gravity of his manner was for a mo-
ment reflected in her tone.

“I think,” she said, “that you may feel
sure. There are things which we may
have to say to one another—presently,—
but—"

He stooped and kissed her fingers.

CHAPTER XVII.

He was shown into her own little bou-
doir by a smiling maidservant, who seem-
ed already to treat him with an especial
consideration. The wonder of this thing
was still lying like a thrall upon him, and
yvet he knew that the joy of life was burn-
ing once more in his veins. He caught
sight of himself in a mirror, and he was
amazed. The careworn look had gone from
his eyes, the sallowness from his complex-

ion. His step was elastie, he felt the firm, |

quick beat of his heart, even his pulses
seem to throb to a new and a wonderful
tune. These moments whilst he waited
for her were a joy to him. The atmos-
phere was fragrant with the perfume of
her favorite roses, a book lay upon the

| in the room which was so characteristically | Jittle inlaid table face downwards as she
i his own, a room with many indications of | }ad left it.

graved etching upon the wall, which he
recognized as her work, the water colors,
all of a French school which he had oftcn
praised, were of her choosing. Perfect
though the room was in coloring and de-
tail, there was yet a habitable, almost
a homely, air about it. Mannering moved
about amidst her treasures like a man in
a dream, only it was a dream of loneliness
gene forever, of a grey life suddenly eol-
ored and transformed. It was wonderful.

Then the soft swish of a skirt, and she
came in. She had changed her gown. She
wore white lace, with a string of pearls
about her neck. He looked eagerly into
her face, and a great relief took the place
of that single instant of haunting fear.
The change was still there. It was not
the great lady who swept in, but the wo-
man who has found an answer to the one
question of life, a little tremulous still,
a little less self-assured. She looked at
him almest appealingly. A delicate tinge
of ‘color lingered in her cheeks. He moved

#Dcar!” she murmured.
1le raised her hand to his lips. He was
satisfied.

“You see what my new-born vanity has
“1 have
had to keep-you waiting whilst I changed
I hope you like me in white.”

“You are adorable,” he declared.

She laughed.

*“I wonder,” she said, “would you mind
dining here alone with me? It will be

! quite a scratch meal, but I thought that !

it would he cocizp than a restaurame, and

statistics, all the science of argument and
deduction, with the wave of a not too

! serupulously clean hand. ‘Figures,’ he said, |

‘are dead things. They are the playthings
of the charlatan politician, who, by a sort !
of mental sleight of hand, can make them
perform the most wonderful anties. If
you desire the truth, seek it from live

Fig-
nor statistics

see for yourself how they are faring.
ures will not feed them,

| keep them from the great despair. Come,

|

1}

' ished there was a short silence.

There was a delicately en-!

" spreads over the

! congested is

country, whether they are sound or rot-
ten. You cannot see them through your
library walls. It is only the echo of their
voice which you hear so far off. If you
would really be the people’s man, come
and learn something of the people from
their own lips.’” This is what my friend
said to me.” :

“And who,” she asked, “was this prophet
who came to you and talked like this?”

“A retired bookmaker,” he answered. “I
will tell you of our meeting.”

She listened gravely. After he had fin-

sert was on the table, and they were alone,

Berenice was looking thoughtful. |

(To be continued.)

RVAL MEETINGS
N WESTMORLAND
COUNTY SATURDAY
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Mother Starved That Children Might
Have Food

i

| The Woman So Weak and Emac-
iated When Found That She
| Died in a Few Hours--Dooctors
; Could Do Nothing --- Ohildren
j Had Had Nothing Since Ohrist=
| mas.

!

; A New York despatch says:

| Starving herself that her four childrens
| might have sufficient food to sustain life,
! Mrs. Phoebe Prince, who was taken to
| the Eastern District Hospital from a bare

i room in Williamsburgh yesterday, died a

tions she had undergone.

Notwithstanding the mother’s sacrifice,
neighbors who learned of the conditions
yesterday found that the children had
nothing to eat since early Christmas
morning.

woman say that her weakness and emacia-
tion had reached such a stage that their
best efforte were of no effect in“reviving
her, except for a few moments, when she
was aroused sufficiently to recognize her
children, and found them already wonder-
fully improved by the warmth and food
provided for them.

GEORGA FRST
SOUTHERN STATE
ON DRY" LIST

Strict Enforcement of New Law Ex-
pected—First Southern State to
Try Prohibition.

Atlanta, Ga., Dec. 31—With the advent
of the new year, the law preventing the
manufacture and sale of intoxicating
liquor, passed by the last session of the
legislature, becomes effective, making
Georgia the first of the Southern States in
which prohibition obtains. The law is
very drastic and prevents keeping or giv-
ing away liquors in public places and im-
poses a tax of $500 on clubs whose mem-
bers are allowed to keep drinks of an in-
! toxicating nature in their individual lock-
ers. Notwithstanding the passage of the
| law there is some agitation to have it de-
j clared unconstitutional, and it is known
| that a prominent firm of lawyers has been
| asked to test the legislation. This action
may be brought in the United States
courts in the course of the next month,
and, if so, it is asserted, it will be based
on the fact that the constitution of Geor-
gia specifically provides that all revenue
from liquor licenses shall be used for the
school fund.

Several millions loss in the State is in-
volved in the operation of the law. It is
estimated today that Atlanta alone will
lose in license taxes $135,612 and that the
property value of saloons and breweries
here which will go out of business on Jan.
1 is $1,000,000 to $1,500,000. As to the rest
of the State the property values involved
are about $5,000,000. It is estimated here
. that ten thousand persons in the Staté
jare affected in the avay of employment,
and that Atlanta alone has some fifteen
hundred persons who will lose their places
when Jan. 1 ends the sale of intoxicating
liquors. .

Governor Smith and the city court offi-

cials frankly say that they intend to have!
the law obeyed and that no fines will be’
imposed for the illegal sale of liquor, bug
that prison sentences will follow violations
of the prohibition act. A peculiar feature
of the law is that not even the incorpora-
ted clubs may provide intoxicating drinks
for their members, either with or without
food. A man may have a locker in a club
and keep whatever he pleases in this lock-
ier, but a club having such lockers is sub-
Ject to an excise tax of $500 a year. Sev-
eral of the clubs in Georgia are providing
lockers, but many others have declared
that they will themselves prohibit keep-
.ing liquor inside their walls.

| The question now arises where the funds
| for the maintenance of the public schools
will come from, and it is said that con-
siderable increase in the tax rate may re-
sult. Previous to the passage of the pro-
hibition bill, of the 148 counties in the
State, only seventeen allowed the sale of
liquor under license and four or five others
allowed its sale through dispensaries con-
trolled by the counties. The great major-
ity had already voted for total prohibition.
Some of the hotels have turned their bar
rooms into ladies’ tea rooms and soft drink
establishments. Many saloon men posted
notices that they will move to Chatta-
nooga or some other city within a short
distance, where prohibition does Zot pres
vail. The fight for prohibition was active,
led by the Anti-Saloon League, and on the

| passage of the bill, it immediately receiv-

ed the approval of Governor Smith, whe
had pledged himself to signm it.

Governor Hake Smith made this state-
ment: “There is nothing in the effort to

Local Government to Hold a Rally at
Port Elgin—Opposition Have Strong |
Candidates in View.

{attack the prohibition law on account of

the provision of the constitution appro-
priating special liquor taxes to school pur-
poses. The constitution ‘authorizes,” but
does not require a special liquor tax. The
properties which quit the liquor business
are not lost. The breweries are prepared

Sackville, N. B., Jan. 1—Premier Robin- !
son and Messrs. Emmerson, Sweeney, Copp i
and Leger, are announced to address a '
meeting at Port Elgin on Saturday in the |
interests of the local government.

Among names likely to go before the op- |
position convention here on Saturday are
F. W. Sumner, F. B. Black, O. M. Melan-
son, P. G. Mahoney, Fred. Ryan and C. L. |
Hanington. -

“If the brethren have no objections, I
would rather not take these five double
eagles. They are new money, and very
pretty, but they lack the sacred motto '
which my mother taught me to look for on
all of our country's coins.”” With this the
Rev. W. A. Jones, a Pittsburg pastor, turned '
back to the doners $100 of a $220 purse his
congregation had given him as a Christmas
present. i

|
i
1}
!

i

William Davis Ely is now the oldest liv-:
ing Yale graduate, in the sense of having
been graduated at an earlier date
man now living. Mr. Ely, who is
old, was a member of the class

|
|
|
i

|
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to manufacture ice and soft drinks. With
these they can pay a fair profit on their
investments. There is plenty of work in
Georgia for those who go out of the liquor
business. The State school fund was in-

i creased $250,000 for next year, and there

.is no trouble about the liquor tax to meet
all appropriations. The over-whelming
sentiment of the white people of Georgia
is for prohibition, and the law will be en-
forced.”

' FOR TOOTH-DRAWING ONLY,

‘It was in New York that I found the larg-
est and most comfortable tooth-drawing es-
tablishment in the world.” relates an English
traveler. “It is an extensive and stately
building, sclely devoted to the extraction of
teeth,”’

“The patient enters an ante-chamber, where

the handsome furniture is upholstered in red
velvet, and where his feet sink in the soft pile
of a rich carpet. The sufferers sit around the
room on sofas, in a sort of dim religious

S : li‘ght, that adds a pensive grace to their posi-
tion.

Every five minutes a side-door opens,
the dentist calls ‘“‘Next,” the patient gets up
with-a beating heart, an@ presently finds him-
self in elevated easyghair in a well-light-

ed roogf. —
e aching todgh - nted out, a pretty
es a cloth round patient’s neck and
lders, an assistant puts a cork between
teeth, while the doctor begins to pump
ughing-gas from a reservoir.
“One minute afterwards  the

patient s

awakened by a girl passing a wet sponge over

: his face, and informing him sweetly that the
. tooth is out.

Similar performances. are be-
Ing carried out all over the great building.*”

A funeral car operating on an elevated rail-

'way is something of an innovation, for all

that surface lines have long had such cars
in service. A Chicago “L" line has put in

,use a funeral car, however, and finde it in

considerable demand.

few hours later as a result of the priva-

The physicians who attended the dying ;

o
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