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The Finer Way
Bmy E. F. Benson. Author of "Dodo," etc., etc.

@îî LI NOR Gascoigne had doue what every-

E P body withione exceptionhbad for the ls

and had to-day accepted the devotion
of Lord Eveshan which she feit sure
was as profound as it was patient, and
now alie was sitting linlier room lun the
rather uoisy flat whicli she liad occupled

for the asatfilve years finding eut by
very houest catechismn of lierself wliat
her verdict on herseif was. ..... .........

was everything, or almoat
g, to be said for the decision
id coat lier se mucli leart-
indeed there was so mnuch to
r it that it really seemed to
ulie necd not have beeu so
aklug up her mind. Shc liked
Dully qulte without reserva-
without reservatien vas her

id admiration for his character.
long been a friend, their
indeed dated fropi before the
lier first husband Walter
and when two, montIs ugo

;ed lier te marry hlm, ou lis
)ni his Gaveruorship at Bom-
kuev vell te bey sale au

N 0W here was one of the puzzles about Elinor's
mother. While she spoke, Elinor feit no doubt

that she uleant precisely what ahe said, but she
meaut 80 many other things as well. She proceeded
to say some of themi.

"Of course, it's the romance of Lord Evesham's
lueé," she weut on. "Dear Arthur-darling, 1 arn
practisiug caUling him Arthiur in case you settle

Mr. E. F. Benson--"Nuff Sald"-*

IF MR . F. BENSON werc not one of the greatestwriters of the day, we would proceed to tell you al
about hlm. But you already know him, and i bi

lutriousbrothers, Mi,. . C. aid the late Roerut Hugh;
his father too, the. late Archbishop of Canterbury.
The. younger trio have been- outstanding figures i the
literaay world for the. past quarter of a century.

Do you remember wiien you read Mr. E. F. Benson's
"Dodo"? You waited anxiously for bis next--did you
not? And you were pleased wlth "The Rubicon",
"The. Vintage" "The. Angel of Pain." Then camne
"Oakleyites" ithe first year of thea.

i&s short storiln have been as comelling
offer vosu"Thie FierWay" vithetat coani
for itucli.

me. 'we
wili speik

wilI,

trying to thlnk of hlm as Arthur, I should be thinking
of him as Sir Galahad. It would be a dreadful
respousibility for you to thiuk that you had denied
hîm his one chance of happiness. Ail his riches
and bis pictures and his career mean nothing to him
compared to you."

Eliuor gave a lit tie bubble of laugliter. When she
laughed her eyes laughed first, her mouth after-

wards. She had rather a boyish
face; you would have thougt--except
for Mrs. Vanbrugh's remark on the

subject-that a woman of thirty-five

was f ar more akin to a boy of twenty
than to a mian of fifty.

"Oh, I'm not in competition with hie
pictures and his wealth," sIe aid.

"Darling, how you mnîsunderstand
mel -I said, or [ meant, that le lias
everythiug ln the world that a man
could want, and that you with oe
wvord could give hlm more thaa them
all. Somnetimnes, dear, 1 think you are
a wee bit selfish. You are apt %to
withhold happiuess from others, sooner
than sacrifice yourself."

"Sacrifice myself?" asked Elinor.

"You mjsunderstand me agaiu,"
saad Mrs. Vanbrugh, "if you think'I
mean that your marriage would be
anythiug but the fulfilment of aIl that
la best and noblest ini you. But you
dling to your little poky independence a
wee bit, ln your poky littUe fiat."

remarked Elinor.

"Yes, darling, lt la a dear little flat
but poky. You vii l ot let me explain
myseif. We wonien have ta ive fer
others. You have to live for your

,and give them a sQufld education, and a
ane f tart in tife. And though 1 should

what
vou v

.... . .... ......


