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“CRUEL ON THE GRAVE."
By Evelyn Orchard.

It wae only a chance word carelessly
epoken, but it went home piercing like
a two-edged sword. “It's just what a
man may expect. when he marries a girl
twenty years his junior, my dear, and
flighty at that.”

“But he ie to blame too,” said the
woman, standing up for the culprit
whatever her offence, “That's what men
forget; he’'s had hie day, ehe's never
had hers. For my part, Jack, T don't
blame her in the least. What does she
care about politics except for any fun
she may get out of it :

“All the same, if ehe were my wife
1 shouldn't let her go round making
herself conspicuous by canvassing for
another man. Tt makes it all the worse,
too, that he's Edgar's opponent, 1
can't think what he's about!"”

“Oh, he's an old foesil; I've no pa
tience with him,” saiq the woman impa-
tiently. “Once he was pasesably good

wking, but now—— No pretty woman
would ever canvaes for him, anyhow,
unlees she happened to be a suf
fragette.”

“Be quiet now, Kitten; they're going
to begin.” B

The chairman rose and informed the
audience in somewhat pompous tones
that the proceedings of the evening
would now commence. He was the
Mayor of Tattenborough, and fully alive
to the dignity of his office. But he was
no speaker, and the meeting quickly
wearied of his dreary platitundes, utter
ed in a guttural voice that did not pen
etrate far beyond the platform. They
were eager to hear the candidate, who,
clean ehaven and bland, eat on the
chairman's right hand, a little dismayed
that he should have to follow such a
heavy weight as the excellent Muyor,
and to endure his long-winded perora
tions throughout the campaign.

At last, when the patience of the gal
lery was exhausted, a series of cat calls
and other familiar obstructive sounds
interrupted and diverteq attention from
the Mayor's epeech-making. 1o the
middle of the melee some went out,
among them a middle-aged man who
had been located directly behing the
woman who had thus drastically criti-
cized Horace Edgar. The man was Ed
gar himeelf. Her companion glancing
round casually recognized him with a
secret dismay.

“Kitten! there's Edgar sitting just
behind ue. He must have heard what
you were saying!"

“I don't mind, if it does him any
good and wakes him up. Do look at the
poor old Mayor, he's getting frightfully
red in the face! If something doesn't
restore order, he'll certainly have a fit.
Ah, now Kenwoogq is going to pacify
them, what fun!”

But the man had lost his taste for
the fun of the fair, his thoughts fol
lowing Edgar while he tried to recol
lect the exact worde that had passed,
He felt very uncomfortable, and as
crose as was possible with the Auffy
haired little girl who wae his aflianc:
ed wife.

The night was serene outeide, with
bright etars gleaming in a clear benig
nant sky. Edgn felt the relief from the

of

which, if less dignified, was a better
place to speak in. Edgar walked acroes
the markel place and up the side street
to the Exchange doors, which were
puarded by a policeman who looked sur-
prised to see him at the door.
“Evening, Mr. Edgar: thought you
wos to epeak over the way "

“So 1 wae later on, T believe. Any
harm in having a look at the rival
onmpt” He tried to speak easily and
jocularly eo that no suspicion might
be aroused.

. ‘arm, sir; it's only a gime any
replied the policeman philo-
wophically,  “But ‘e’ee a rare good
spoaker, and some'ow seems to git at
the people’'s ‘earte. He calied at my
place today my missus regler fell
m love wi' him."

Kdgar emiled and stepped aside,

“Mre, Edgar'e inside, sir,” volunteer
od the policeman then; ‘‘she came nup
in 'Artley’s motorcar, an' went in at
the platform door.”

“1 believe e0,” said Edgar, but his
volee thickened.

“Try the platform door. Tt ain't
crowded in there, the strongest plat
form's gone to the Town 'All, followin'
the Mayor like sheep.”

“Oh, no, thank you. T only want to
hear what Hartley's got to say. I'll slip
in at the back for a few minutes.”

He pushed open the red baize door,
and elipped in to the packed hall.
There was no eeat available, but eeve
ral were standing about at the pillars
which eupporfed the emall gallery at
the end, from whieh point Edgar could
very well see without being seen.

Hartley was standing wgll to the front
of the somewhat narrow platform, his
hand resting lightly on the corner of
the table, his head thrown back, his
clear voice penetrating easily through
evory mrnor of the hall. He was a man
abont nlmr- own age, but there wase
all the difference between the fastidi
oy appearance of the town-bred man
weustomed to rivalry in these matters,
and fully aware of the intrinsic value
of good c¢lothes and a pleasing exte
rior in the campaign, a great difference
indecd between him and the shabby
conntry attorney, who cared very little
how he looked, but whose position,
though ob=enre, was assured.

Fdgar was not interested in the emall
eat degree in what the speaker was say
ing, he was intensely, almost painfully
interested in the man, There were sev
cral ladies on the platform, conepicuous
among them his own wife, a young
and extremely attractive woman, whose
eyes under the coquettish brim of her
hat seemed o be fascinated by Hartley's
flow of eloguence,

Ldgar saw the little, eager parting of
her lips, the flueh on her cheek, and
wondered dully why he had never been
able to bring it there, at least since the
long ago time when they had bheen firet
engaged, and she had been grateful to
Lim for taking her from a life of bond
e in a country boarding echool, where
as a somewhat inefficient governess she
had eaten the bread of bitterness, The
long-ago time, why it was only five
years ago! Hartley thundered on,
threshing out the burning question of
tarifl reformy the andience eheering him
to the echo, for the sentiments they ful-
ly approved. Edgar listened wilhout the

close at the d hall,

and lnvoluntu‘i]y took off his hat. It

was very quiet in the little town, the

usual loafers about the narrow etreets

hnving been whippod into tho tlwuun
both

llest desire to bat the
which he believed to be false, his mind
for the time being lifled clean above the
din of party politice into the acuter air
of personal suffering. It was a success-

the oonndtuenu in one evening, Ken.
f

wood or the the
polllknl views of the Corporation, had
ured thé Town Hall. Hartley, how-

lm. had " hired the Corn Exchange,

ful eleoti ring speech, angq at the
close, the usual votes of confidence were
passed, Then the platform broke up,
Edgar eaw Harley turn, as if seeking ap-
preciation from his wife’s lips, and
quite evidently not in vain.

lie turned about with set 1 and
darkling eyes, and left the builfing by
the main entrance only to step round
the lune to the platform door, where
two motor-cars were drawn up ready to
convey the speakers away. He stood
well forward, in no way ashamed of
his errand, and presently the whole
party came out, nine or ten of them,
!ulkm; and laughing, Hartley and Mre.

“Now, Mrs, Edgar,” he said, as the
n~hm|ffeur opened the door and let down
the step., Then Edgar stepped forward.

“1 am ready to take you home, Min-
na' he said quite pleasantly.

Her face hotly flushed with anger.

“But I am not ready to go. Mr.
Hartley has asked us all to supper at
the ‘George.’ Oh, excuse me, Mr. Hart-
ley, this is my husband. Of course he
is not very well pleased, because he's
vorking for the opposition.”

Hartley, a gentleman at heart, and
favorably impreseed by Fdgar's appear-
unce, raised hie hat and extended a
frank hand. Mrs., Edgar had been use-
ful to, him as a canvasser, but he had
uot admired her much as a woman, her
flippancy and ignorance of any of the
questions at iesue had wearied a man
very much in earnest.

“1 am very happy to meet you, Mr.
Kdgar,” he said, with a heartiness
which astonished Minna very much. “I
hope you will join us at the ‘George.’
All's fair in love and war. Do get in,
there’s ample room for five.”

Fdgar hesitated only a moment.

“Thank you, I will,” he eaid then,
aud the next moment they were gliding
across the Market-square and down the
High street to the “George Hotel.” Mrs,
Iidgar conld ecarcely hide the chagrin
and disiiay she felt. Edgar himself,
however, was perfectly at ease, and the
two inen seemed to be drawn by mu.
tual attraction to one another. At the
«apper table Minna was amazed at her
hueband, at the vivacity of his speech,
the ‘quickness of his repartee, his grip
of every question that came under dis-
cussion. She saw Hartley growing more
and more amazed, and she could only
wvonder whence his unusual brilliance
came, She found herself eclipsed, and
the odd thing was that a feeling of pride
in her husband, unlike anything she
had felt before, swelled in her heart.

The supper was a most successful
occasion, and when Edgar rose and
eaid they must be going, Hartley held
cut a very frank appreciative hand.

‘Mr. Edgar, I must alwaye bless the
happy chance which brought us togeth-
er this evening, but I cannot help add-
ing that I grudge you to the opposition
camp, for which reason you must not
;mlin haste to deprive us of your wife's
help.”

Edgar made a laughing retort, offer-
ed his arm to Minna, and they left the
hotel. He wrapped her up with great
care, and took her hand on his arm as
they descended the steps of the private
stair. When they reached the open she
drew hér hand away and looked at him
steadily.

“Now, Harold,” she said, with a lit-
tle tremor, “whatever is the meaning
of this?”

“I'm like Hartley, Minna,” he an-
swered pleasantly; “I grudge you to the
opposition, and after thh 1 mean that
you shall work for us,”

“Mr. Hartley must have thought it
very strange, at firet at least. Whatev
made you turn up €0 unex|
behave just—just as you did?”

“How dig T behave, Minnat Would

you mind explaining?”

“Well, it was all right, of ooun.. but
you talked 80 brilliantly and looked so
~s80 nice. I felt quite prond. How is
it you never behaved like that

and left me to think about tluh;;n
qualities of other people so much




