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OriNIOXS OF THE PRESS

ON

A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY.

"'A Daughter of To-day' is a powerful bUuly. . . . Here is a

merciless study of a girl who thinks herself emancipated from the one

devil, conventional respectability, and is enthralled by the seven devils

of a foolish and wilful passion for enlightenment and liberty. If 1 read

the novel aright, it is a terrible satire on certain aspects of ' the revolting

daughter.' "--Daily TELLfJUArii.

"Mrs. Cotes, who has shown herself in other Ijooks to be a keen

observer and a lively writer, does not fail in either respect in this new
novel."—Glasgow M.ml.

" The bright and sparkling books by which Miss Duncan made her

reputation may quite possibly prejudice some of her admirers, when
they fnid Mrs. Cotes offering them a serious piece of work in a serious

mood, and demanding their best attention. . . . The book i„ well

worth the attention it demands."—ATiiiiN.KUM.

"The Ijright humour and shrewd observation which stood Sara

Jeannette Duncan in such good stead in her delightfully fresh and

unconventional travel-sketches have not failed her in her more serious

literary venture. . . . Minor characters in the story are excellently

drawn, but the ' Daughter of To-day' is the centre of interest, and she

is as fascinating a study as she is unpleasant and pitiable a personality."

—Court Journal.

" This is quite one of the cleverest novels wc have read this season.

If one book in every fifty published in the year were as good, the

reviewer's life would be almost happy. Elfrida is a splendidly executed

portrait of the very modern girl, done with all the breadth and freedom

of an impressionist, and with the attention and detail of a Holbein. . . .

With the impression fresh upon our mind, we have for it nothing but

praise. We thank Mrs. Cotes for her story, and shall remember her

heroine for a longer time than other women of fiction we have met this

season."—Daily Chronicle.

"The story is from beginning to end a relentlessly realistic study of

a modern girl. . . . All the characters are cleverly portrayed."

—

Daily News.
'

' An admirable and spirited story,

skilful."—I'ALL Mai.l Cazi-.itk.

The character-drawing is very
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A DAUGIITF.R OF TO-DAY.

ClIArTKU I.

priss KiMPSFA' dropped into an arm-cluiir in ^h^.
iLuslic IjcU's drawing-room, and crossed her small

[(lusty feet before her while she waited for ^Mrs.

Leslie Bell. Sitting there, thinking a little of how
:ir(Ml she was and a great deal of what she had come
to say, Miss Kimpsey enjoyed a sense of considera-

jlon that came through the ceiling with the muOlcd
^ound of rapid footsteps in the chamber above.

drs. Bell would be ''down in a minute," the maid
had said. Miss Kimpsey was inclined to forgive

greater delay, with this evidence of hasteful

)roparation going on overhead. The longer she

lad to ponder her mission the better, and she sat

ip nervously straight pondering it, tracing with
ler parasol a sage green block in the elderly a}sthc-

ticated pattern of the carpet.

Miss Kimpsey was thirty-five, with a pale oblong
little face that looked younger under its softening

r bang " of fair curls across the forehead. She
vas a buff and grey coloured creature, with a
larrow square chin, and narrow square shoulders,

ind a flatness and straightness about her every-

^hore that gave her ratlier the effect of a wedge,
|o which the big black straw hat slio wore tilted

little on one side somehow conduced. Miss
limpsey might have figured anywhere as a
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roi)rcsent}itivo of the New Enrrlaiul fcminino surplus

—there M us a distinct suggestion of cliar.icter under
her unimportant little features—and her i)rofL'Hsion

was proclaimed in litr person, apart from the

snuidge of chalk on the sleeve of her jacket. She
had hccn horn and hrought up and left over in

JlHnois, however,—in the town of Sparta, lUinois.

She had develo])ed her conscience there, and no
doul)t, if one knew it well, it would show jjcculi-

arities of local expansion directly connected with
hot corn hread for hreakfast as opposed to the

accredited diet of legumes upon which consciences

arrive at such .niccessful maturity in the East. It

was at all events a conscience in excellent con-

trolling order. It directed Miss Kimpsey, for

example, to teach three times a week in the hoys'

night school through the winter, no matter how
sharply the wind hlew off Lake Michigan, in addi-

tion to her daily duties at the High School, where
for ten years she had imparted instruction in the

"English hranches," translating Chaucer into the

modern dialect of Sparta, Illinois, for the henefit

of Miss Elfrida Bell, among others. It had sent

her on this occasion to see Mrs. Leslie Bell, and
Miss Kimpsey could remember circumstances under
which she had obeyed her conscience with more
alacrity. '*It isn't," said Miss Kimpsey w^ith

internal discouragement, "as if I knew her well."

Miss Kimpsey did not know ^Irs. Bell at all well.

Mrs. Bell was president of the Browning Club, and
Miss Kimi^sey was a member. They met, too, in

the social jumble of fancy fairs in aid of the new
church organ. They had a bowing acquaintance

—

that is, Mrs. IjcU had. Miss Kimpsey's part of it

was responsive, and she always gave a thought to

her boots and her gloves when she met Mrs. Bell.

It was not that tlic Spartan social circle which
Mrs. Bell adorned had any vulgar prejudice against
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tlio fact that ^liss Kiinpscy ca? icd her own livinp;^
iiioru than one of its ornaments liad done tho sanio

tiling—and Miss Kimpsey's rehilions were all "in
grain " and ()])vionsly respcctahle. It was simply
that none of the Jvimi)seyK, ])n)si)('rous or poor,

had ever hcen in society in Si)ai-ta, for reasons
which Sj'arta itself would prohahly he unahle to

delhic ; and this one was not likely to he thrust

among the elect hecausc she taught school and
enjoyed life n[)on a scale of ethics.

Mrs. J Jell's drawing-room was a slight distrac-

tion to Miss Kimpsey's nervous thoughts. The
little school teacher had never heen in it hefore,

and it impressed her. " It's just what you would
expect her parlour to he,'' she said to herself, look-

ing furtively round. She could not help her sense
of impropriety ; she had always l)ecn taught that

it was very bad manners to observe anything in

another person's house, but she could not help

looking either. She longed to get up and read tho

names of the books behind the glass doors of the

tall bookcase at the other end of the room, for the

sake of the little quiver of respectful admiration
she knew they would give her ; but she did not

dare t j do that. Iler eyes went from the bookcase

to the photogravure of Dore's '' Entry into Jeru-

salem," under which three Japanese dolls were
arranged with charming effect. '' The Reading
Magdalen" caught them next, a coloured photo-

graph ; and then a ^lagdalen of more obscure

origin, in much blackened oils and a very deep

frame ; then still another Magdalen, more modern,
in monochrome. In fact, the room was full of

Magdalens, and on an easel in the corner stood a
Mater Dolorosa lifting up her streaming eyes.

Granting the capacity to take them seriously, they

might have depressed some people, but they

elevated Miss Kimpsey.
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She was cqujilly ckvatud l^y the imitation uillow

pattern plates over tlie door, and the painted
yellow dalTodils on the panels, and the oranf^c-

coloured Ihrnc <Irx ])rtix Moiuha on the corner of

the table, and the absence of all bows or draperies

from the furniture. ^liss Kimpsey's own parlour

was excrescent with bows and drai)eries. " She is

above them," thou<^ht ^liss J\imi)sey, with a littl(>

panp;. The room was so dark that slie could not
see how old the Juriic was : she did not know
( itiicr that it was always there, thnt unexception-

al)le I'arisian periodical, with J)ante in the original

and red leather, Aauhiuji A'o/r.s and the Slmhcuth.
Coiliiri/, all helping to furnish ^[rs. Leslie Ikdl's

drawing-room in a manner in accordance with her
tastes ; but if she had, Miss Kimpsey would have
been equally impressed. It took intellect even
to select these things. The other books, ]\Iiss

Kimpsey noticed, by the numbers labelled on their

backs, were mostly from the circulating library

—

** David Grieve," " Cometh up as a Flower," " The
Earthly Paradise," lluskin's " Stones of Venice,"

^larie Corelli's " Eomance of Two Worlds." The
mantelpiece was arranged in geometrical disorder,

but it had a gilt clock under a glass shade jn-ecisely

in the middle.

AVhen the gilt clock indicated, in a mincing
way, that ^liss Kimpsey had been kept waiting
fifteen minutes, Mrs. Bell came in. She had
fastened her last button and assumed the ex-

pression appropriate to Miss Kimpsey at the foot

of the stair. She was a tall thin woman, with
no colour and rather narrow brown eyes much
wrinkled round about, and a forehead that loomed
at you, and greyish hair twisted high into a knot
behind, a knot from which a wispy end almost
invariably escaped. When she smiled her mouth
curved downwards, showing a number of large
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) had

evt'ii wliitc teeth, aiK^ ^adc (U^ep lines, which
Rii^j:;cste(l vjirious thin^^.^, icoordiii;; to th(! uuturo

of the smih', on eitlier Hich) of her fjico. As a riiUi

one niif^'ht take tlieiu to mean a ratliei- dopreeatini,'

acceptance of life as it stands—they seenu-d in-

tended for tliat ; and then Mi's. JJcll wonUl ex[)i"ess

an enthusiasm and contradict them. As she came
throu^'h the door under the " I'hitry into Jeru-

sahan," saying' that she really must apoloe;i/c,

she \vas sure it was un[)ardonal)le keeping >[iss

J\impsey waitin;^ like this, the lines exi)ressed an
intention of hein^' as a;:;recable as possible with-

out committing herself to return ^liss Kimpsey's
visit.

*'Why no, Mrs. Bell," ^Fiss Kimpscy said

earnestly, with a protesting bull' and grey smile,
" I didn't mind waiting a particle, honestly I

didn't. Besides, I presume it's early for a call, but

I thought I'd drop in on my way from school."

^liss Kimpscy was determined that ^Frs. IjlH

should have every excuse that charity could invent

for her. She sat down again, and agreed with

Mrs. Bell that they were having lovely weather,

especially when they remembered what a disagree-

able fall it had been last year; certainly this

October had been just about perfect. The ladies

used these superlatives in the tone of mild defiance

that almost any statement of fact has upon femi-

nine lips in America. It did not seem to matter
that their observations were entirely in union.

"I thought I'd run in," said IMiss Kimpsey,
screwing herself up by the arm of her chal.'.

"Yes?"
*'And speak to you about a thing I've been

thinking a good deal of, Mrs. Bell, this last day or

two. It's about Elfrida."

Mrs. Bell's expression became judicial. If this

was a complaint—and she was not accustomed to
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complaints of Elfrida—she would be careful how
she took it.

*' I hope " she began.
" Oh, you needn't worry, Mrs. Bell. It's nothing'

about her conduct, and it's nothing about her

school wck."
"Well, that's a relief," said Mrs. Bell, as if she

had expected it would be. " But I know she's bad

at figures. The child can't help that, though

—

she gets it from me. I think I ought to ask you

to be lenient with her on that account."

'*I have nothing to do with the mathematical
branches, Mrs. Bell. I teach only English to the

senior classes. But I haven't heard Mr. Jackson

comi)lain of Elfrida at all." Feeling that she

could no longer keep her errand at arm's length,

]\[iss Kimpsey desperately closed with it. " I've

come—I hope you won't mind, Mrs. Bell

Elfrida has been quoting Rousseau in her composi-

tions, and I thought you'd like to know."
** In the original ? " asked Mrs. Bell vvith interest.

''I didn't think her French was advanced enough
for that."

" No, from a translation," Miss Kimpsey replied.
*' Her sentence ran, * As the gifted Jean Jacques
Rousseau told the world in his "Confessions"

'

I forget the rest. That was the part that struck

me most. She had evidently been reading the

works of Piousseau."
" Very likely ; Elfrida has her own subscription

at the library," Mrs. Bell said speculatively.

"It shows a taste in reading beyond her years,

doesn't it, Miss Kimpsey? The child is only
fil'teen."

"Well, Fve never read Rousseau," the little

teacher stated definitely. " Isn't he atheistical,

Mrs. Bell, and improper every way?"
Mrs. Bell raised her eyebrows and pushed
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condemnation.
''He was a genius, Miss Kimpsey; rather, I

should say he is, for genius cannot die. He is

much thought of in France. People there make a
little shrine of the house he occupied with Madame
Warens, vou know."
"Oh!" returned Miss Kimpsey. ''French

people."

"Yes. The French are peculiarly happy in the

way they sanctify genius," said Mrs. Bell, vaguely,
with a feeling that she was wasting a really

valuable idea.

"Well, you'll have to excuse me, Mrs. Bell.

I'd always heard you entertained about as liberal

views as there were going on any subject, but I

didn't expect they embraced Rousseau." Miss
Kimpsey spoke quite meeklJ^ " I know we live

in an age of progress, but I guess I'm not as

progressive as some."
" Many will stay behind," interrupted Mrs. Bell,

impartially, "but many more will advance."
" And I thought maybe Elfrida had been reading

that author without your knowledge or approval,

and that perhaps you'd like to know."
"I neither approve nor disapprove," said Mrs.

Bell, posing her elbow on the table, her chin upon
her hand, and her judgment, as it were, upon her
chin. " I think her mind ought to develop along
the lines that nature intended ; I think nature
is wiser than I am,"—there was an effect of

condescending explanation here,—" and I don't feel

justified in interfering. I may be wrong "

" Oh no !
" said Miss Kimpsey.

"But Elfrida's reading has always been very

general. She has a remarkable mind, if you will

f^xcuse my saying so ; it devours everything. I

can't tell you when she learned to read. Miss
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Kimpsey ; it seomecl to come to her. She has often

reminded me of ^Yhat you sec in the biographies of

distinguished people about their youth—there arc

really a great many points of similarity sometimes.

I shouldn't be surprised if Elfrida did anything.

I ^vish / had had her opportunities."
** She's growing very good-looking," remarked

Miss Kimpsey.
''It's an interesting face," Mrs. Bell returned.

''Here is her last i)hotograph. It's full of soul,

I think. She posed herself," IMrs. Bell added

unconsciously.

It was a cabinet photograph of a girl whose eyes

looked definitely out of it, dark, large, well-shaded,

full of desire to be beautiful at once expressed and
fulfilled. The nose was a trifle heavily blocked,

but the mouth had sensitiveness and charm.
There was a heaviness in the chin too, but the

free springing curve of the neck contradicted that

;

and the symmetry of the face defied analysis. It

was turned a little to one side, wistfully ; the pose

and the expression suited each other perfectly.

''Fall of soul !
" responded Miss Kimjosey. " She

takes awfully well, doesn't she ? It reminds me

—

it reminds me of pictures I've seen of Bachel, the

actress. Beally it does."

"I'm afraid Elfrida has no talent that way."
Mrs. Bell's accent was quite one of regret.

" She seems completely wrapped up in her
painting just now," said Miss Kirrpsey, with her
eyes still on the photograph.

"Yes. I often wonder what her career will be,

and sometimes it comes home to me that it must
be art. The child can't help it—she gets it straight

from me. But there were no art classes in my
day." Mrs. Bell's tone implied a large measure
of what the w'orld had lost in consequence. " Mr.
Bell doesn't agree with me about Elfrida's being

I
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predestined for art," she went on, smiling; ''his

Nvliolo idea is that she'll marry, like other people."

"Well, if she goes on improving in looks at the

rate she has, you'll fmd it difficult to prevent, I

should think, Mrs. Bell." Miss Kimpsey began to

wonder at her own temerity in staying so long.
" Should you be opposed to it?

"

" Oh, I shouldn't be opposed to it exactly. I

won't say I don't expect it. I think she might do
better, myself; but I dare say matrimony will

swallow her up, as it does everybody—almost
everybody— else." A finer ear than Miss Kimpsey's
might have heard in this that to. overcome Mrs.
Bell's objections matrimony must take a very
attractive form indeed, and that she had no doubt
it would. Elfrida's instructress did not hear it

:

she might have been less overcome with the quality

of these latter-day sentiments if she had. Little

Miss Kimpsey, whom matrimony had not swallowed
up, had risen to go.

"Oh, I'm sure the most gifted couldn't do
better !

" she said hardily in departing, with a
blush that turned her from buff and grey to brick

colour.

Mrs. Bell picked up the llevne after she had
gone, and read three lines of a paper on the climate

and the soil of Poland. Then she laid it down
again at the same angle with the corner of the

table which it had described before.

"Iiousseau!" she said aloud to herself, " C"e.st

un pen fort, mais''—and paused, probably lor

maturer reflection upon the end of her sentence.
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CHAPTER II.

''Leslie," said Mrs. Boll, making the unnecessary
feminine twist to get a view of her hack hair

from the mirror with a hand-glass, "aren't j'ou

(h'Jiiihtal ! Try to he candid with yourself now,
and own that she's tremendously improved."

It would not have occurred to anybody hut Mrs.
Bell to ask Mr. Leslie Bell to he candid with
himself. Candour was written in large letters all

over Mr. Leslie Bell's plain, broad countenance.

So was a certain obstinacy, not of will, but adherence
to prescribed principles, which might very well

have been the result of living for twenty years with
Mrs. Leslie Bell. Otherwise he was a thick-set

man with an intelligent bald head, a fresh-coloured

complexion, and a well-trimmed grey heard. Mr.
Leslie Bell looked at life with logic, or thought he
did, and took it with ease, in a plain way. He was
known to be a good man of business, with a
leaning toward generosity, and much independence
of opinion. It was not a custom among election

candidates to ask Leslie Bell for his vote. It was
pretty well understood that nothing would influence

it except his own ''views," and that none of the

ordinary considerations in use w-ith refractory

electors would influence his views. He was a man
of large undemonstrative affections, and it was a
matter of private regret with him that there should
have been only one child, and that a daughter, to

bestow them upon. His simi)licity of nature was
utterly beyond the understanding of his wife, who
had been building one elaborate theory after

another about him ever since they had been
married, conducting herself in mysterious accord-

ance, but had arrived accurately only at the fact

that he preferred two lumps of sugar in his tea.
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Mr. Bell did not .allow his attention to be taken

from the intricacies of Ir's toilet by his wife's

question until she repeated it.

'* Aren't you charmed with Elfrida, Leslie ?

Hasn't Philadelphia improved her beyond your
wildest dreams ?

"

Mr. Bell reflected. "You know I don't think

I Elfrida has ever been as pretty as she was when
she was five years old, Maggie."
"Do say 'Margaret,'" interposed Mrs. Bell,

plaintively. She had been suffering from this for

twenty years.

"It's of no use, my dear; I never remember
unless there's company present. I was going to

say Elfrida had certainly grown. She's got to her

full size now, I should think ; and she dwarfs you,

moth—Margaret
. '

'

Mrs. Bell looked at him with tragic eyes.

"Do you see no more in her than that?" she

exclaimed.
" She looks well, 1 admit she looks well. She

seems to have got a kind of style in Philadelphia."
" Style

!

"

"I don't mean fashionable style—a style of her

own ; and according to the professors, neither the

time nor the money has been wasted. But she's

been a long year away, Maggie. It's been con-

siderably dull without her for you and me. I hope
she won't take it into her head to want to leave

home again."

"If it should be necessary to her plan of

life
"

"It won't be necessary. She's nineteen now,
and I'd like to see her settle down here in Sparta,

and the sooner the better. Her painting will be

an interest for her all her life, and if ever she

should be badly off she can teach. That was my
idea in giving her the training."
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*' Settle clown in Sparta !
" Mrs. Bell repeated,

with a significant curve of her superior lip.

•' Why, who is there
"

**Lots of people, though it isn't for me to name
them, nor for you either, my dear. But speaking

penerall}^ there isn't a town of its size in the

Union with a finer crop of go-ahead young men in

it than Sparta."
Mrs. Bell was leaning against the inside shutter

of their hedroom window, looking out while she

waited for her husband. As she looked, one of

Sparta's go-ahead young men, glancing up as he
passed in the street below and seeing her there

behind the panes, raised his hat.

"Heavens, no!" said Mrs. Bell. ''You don't

understand, Leslie."

"Perhaps not," Mr. Bell returned. "We must
get that packing-case opened after dinner. I'm
anxious to see the pictures." Mr. Bell juit the

finishing touches to his little finger-nail and briskly

pocketed his penknife. " Shall we go downstairs

now ? " he suggested. " Fix your brooch, mother;
it's just on the drop."

Elfrida Bell had been a long year away, a year

that seemed longer to her than it possibly could

to anybody in Sparta, as she privately reflected

when her father made this observation for the

second and the third time. Sparta accounted for

its days chiefly in ledgers, the girl thought : there

was a rising and a going do n of the sun, a little

eating and drinking and speedy sleeping, a little

discussion of the newspapers. Sparta got over its

days by strides and stretches, and the strides and
stretches seemed afterwards to have been made
over gaps and gulfs, full of emptiness. The year
divided itself and got its painted leaves, its white
silences, its rounding buds, and its warm fragrances

from the winds of heaven; and so there were four
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seasons in Sparta, and people talked of an early

spring or a late fall: but Elfrida told herself that

time had no other division and the days no other

colour. Elfrida seemed to be unaware of the

opening of the new South Ward Episcopal Metho-
dist Church. She overlooked the municipal
elections, too, the plan for overhauling the town
water-works, and the reorganization of the public;

library. She even forgot the Urowning Club.

Whereas—though Elfrida would never have said

''whereas"—the days iu Philadelphia had been
long and full. She had often lived a Aveek in one
of them, and there had been hours that stretched

themselves over an infinity of life and feeling, as

Elfrida saw it, looking back. In reality her

experience had been usual enough and poor
enough, but it had fed her in a way, and she

enriched it with her imagination and thought with
keen and sincere pity that she had been starved

till then. The question that preoccujned her when
she moved out of the Philadelphia station in the

Chicago train was that of future sustenance. It

was under the surface of her thoughts when she

kissed her father and mother, and was made
welcome home ; it raised a mute remonstrance
against Mr. Bell's cheerful prophecy that she
would be content to stay in Sparta for a while now,
and get to know the young society ; it neutralized

the pleasure of the triumphs in the packing-box.

Besides, their real delight had all been exhaled at

the students' exhibition in Philadelphia, vvhen

Philadelphia looked at them. The opinion of

Sparta, Elfrida thought, was not a matter for

anxiety. Sparta would be pleased in advance.
Elfrida allowed one extenuating point in her

indictment of Sparta. The place had produced
her, as she was at eighteen, when they sent her to

Philadelphia. This was only half-conscious—she
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was able to formulate it later—but it influenced

lier sincere and vigorous disdain of the town
correctively, and we may believe that it ojoerated

to except her father and mother from the general

wreck of her opinion to a greater extent than any
more ordinary feeling did. It was not in the least

a sentiment of alfection for her birth-place : if slie

could have chosen, she would very mucli have
preferred to be born somewhere else. It was
simply an important qualifying circumstance. IJcr

actual and her ideal self, her most mysterious and
interesting self, had originated in the air and the

opportunities of Bparta ; 8parta had even done her

the service of showing her that she was unusual,

by contrast, and Elfrida thought that she ought
to be thankful to somebody or something for being

as unusual as she was. She had had a comfort-

able, spoilt feeling of gratitude for it before she

went to rhiladclphia, which had developed in the

mean time into a shudder at the mere thought
of what it meant to be an ordinary person. "I
could bear not to be charming," said she some-
times, to her Philadelphia looking-glass, " but

I could not bear not to be clever." She said
*' clever," but she meant more than that.

Elfrida Bell believed that something other than
cleverness entered into her personal equation. She
looked sometimes into her very soul to see what,
but the writing there was in strange characters

that faded under her eyes, leaving her uncompre-
hending, but tranced. Meanwhile, art spoke to

her from all sides, linding her responsive and
more responsive. Some books, some pictures,

some music brought her a curious exalted sense of

double life. She could not talk about it at all, but

she could slip out into the wet streets on a gusty

October evening, and walk miles exulting in it, and
in the light on the puddles and in the rain on her
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face, coming back, it must be admitted, with, rod
chocks and an excellent appetite. It Jed her into

strange al)sent silences and ways of liking to be
alone, which gratilied her mother and worried her
father. When Klfrida burned the gas of S[)arta

late in her own room, it was always her father

wlio saw the light under the door, and who came
and knocked and told her it was after eleven and
high time she was in bed. ^Irs. Bell usually pro-

tested. ''How can the child reach any true de-

velopment," she asked, "if you interfere with her
like this?" To which Mr. Bell usually replied

that whatever she developed, he did; .'t want it to

l)c headaches and hysteria. Elfrida invariably

answered, " Yes, papa," with complete docility
;

Init it must be said that Mr. Bell generally knocked
in vain, and the more perfect the submission of the
daughterly reply, the later the gas would be apt to

burn. Elfrida was always agreeable to her father.

So far as she thought of it, she 'svas appreciatively

fond of him ; but the relation pleased her, it was
one that could be so charmingly sustained. For
already out of the other world she walked in, the

world of strange kinships and insights and recogni-

tions, where she saw truth afar off and worshipped,
and as often met falsehood in the way and turned
raptly to follow, the girl had drawn a vague and
many-shaped idea of artistic living which embraced
the hlial attitude among others less explicable. It

gave her pleasure to do certain things in certain

ways. She stood and sat and spoke, and even
thought, at times, with a subtle approval and
enjoyment of her manner of doing it. It was not
actual artistic achievement, but it w^as the sort of

thing that entered her imagination as such achieve-

ment's natural corollary. Her self-consciousness

was a supreme fact of her personality—it began
earlier than any date she could remember, and it
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^vlls a channel of tlio most unfailing; and intense

satisfaction to her from many sources. One was
lier beauty, for she had developed an elusive ])eauty

that served her moods. When she was dull she

called herself ugly—unfairly, though her face lost

tremendously in value then,—and her general

dislike of dulness and ugliness became particular

and acute in connection with herself. It is not too

much to say that she took a keen enjoying pleasure

in the Hush upon her own cheek and the light in her

own eyes, no less than in the inward sparkle that

provoked it,—an honest delight, she would not

have minded confessing it. Her height, her sym-
metry, her perfect abounding health were separate

joys to her ; she found absorbing and critical

interest in the very figment of her being. It was
entirely preposterous that a young woman should

kneel at an attic window in a flood of spring moon-
light, with her hair about the shoulders of her

nightgown, repeating Ilossetti to the wakeful bud-

ding garden, especially as it was for herself she did

it, nobody else saw her. She knelt there partly

because of vague desire to taste the essence of the

spring and the garden and Rossetti at once, and
partly because she felt the romance of the foolish

situation. She knew of the shadow her hair made
round her throat, and that her eyes were glorious

in the moonlight. Going back to bed, she paused
before the looking-glass, and wafted a kiss, as she

blew the candle out, to the face she saw there. It

was such a pretty face, and so full of the spirit of

llossetti and the moonlight that she couldn't help

it. Then she slept, dreamlessly, comfortably, and
late ; and in the morning she had never taken
cold.

rhiladelphia had pointed and sharpened all this.

The girl's training there had vitalized her brood-
ing dreams of producing what she worshipped, had

I
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^ivcn shape Jind direction to her iiii'orinal cft'orts,

luid concentrated them ui)on charcoal and canvas.

Tliere was an enthusiasm for work in the Institute,

a canonizati(m of names, a blazing desire to imitate

that tried hard to fan itself into originality.

I'llfrida kindled at once, and felt that her soul had
lodged for ever in her iuigers, that art had found
for hi-r, once for all, a sacred embodiment. She
spoke with suljdued feeling of its other shapes, she

was at all points sympathetic ; but she was no
longer at all points desirous. Ilcr aim was taken.

She would not write novels, or compose operas : she

would paint. There was some renunciation in it,

and some humility. The day she came home, look-

ing over a dainty sandal-wood box full of early

vi'rscs twice locked against her mother's eye, " The
desire of the moth for the star !

" she said to her-

sdf ; but she did not tear them up. That would
have been brutal.

I^lfrida wanted to put off opening the case that

held her year's work until next day. She quailed

somewhat in anticipation of her parents' criticisms,

as a matter of fact ; she would have preferred to

postpone parrying them. She acknowledged this

to herself with a little irritation that it should be

so ; but when her father insisted, chisel in hand,
she went down on her knees with charming willing-

ness to help him. Mrs. Bell took a seat on the
sofa, and clasped her hands with the expression of

one who prepares for prayer.

One by one Mr. Leshe Bell drew out his

daughter's studies and copies, cutting their strings,

clearing them of their paper wrappings, and stand-
ing each separately against the wall in his crisp

liusinesslike way. They were all mounted and
framed, they stood very well against the wall ; but
Mr. Bell, who began hopefully, was presently
ol)liged to try to hide his disappointment, the row

c

i
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v,'i\H Ro persistciiily black and wliite. Mrs. ]k'll, on

tlic Kofa, had tliu look of postponing' her devotions.
** You seem to have done a great many of tlicsc

—etchings," said ]\rr. Ikill.

"Oh, papa! They're not etcliinf^^s ; they're

siihje(;ts in eliarcoal—from casts and things."
*' They do you credit—I've no doubt they do you

credit. 'J'hey'ro very nicely drawn," returned her

father ;

*' but they're a good deal alike. "We won't

be able to hang more than two of them in the same
room. AVas that what they gave you the medal
for?"

Mr. LcU indicated a drawing of rsyche. The
lines were delicate, expressive, and false ; the

relief was imperfect, yet the feeling was undeniably
caught. As a drawing it was incorrect enough,

but its charm lay in a subtle spiritual something
that had worked into it from the girl's own fingers

jind made the beautiful empty classic face modcrnly
interesting. In view of its inaccuracy the com-
mittee had been guilty of a most irregular proceed-

ing in recognizing it with a medal, but in a very

young art school this might be condoned.
" It's a perfectly lovely thing," interposed Mrs.

Bell, from the sofa. ** I'm sure it deserves one."

Elfrida said nothing. The study was ticketed
;

it had obviously won a medal.
Mr. Bell looked at it critically. "Yes, it's

certainly well done. In spite of the frame—

I

wouldn't give ten cents for the frame—the effect is

line. We must find a good light for that. Oh,
now we come to the oil paintings. We both })VQ-

sumed you would do well at the oil paintings, and,

for my part," continued Mr. Bell, definitely, " I

like them best. There's more variety in them."
He was holding at arm's length, as he spoke, an
oblong scrap of filmy blue sky and marshy green
fields, in a preposterously wide fiat dull gold frame,
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and lookhig at it in a puzzled way. Presently ho

reversed it, and h)oko<l again.

"No, i)ai>a," EIlVi(hi said; "you luid it right

side lip hol'oro." She was biting lior lip, iind

struggling with the desire to pile them all hack

into the 1)()X and shut tlu; lid, and stand on it.

"Tliiit's ex(|nisite !
" murniurod ^Irs. liell, when

Mr. Jiell had lighted it ngain.
*' It's one of the worst," said Klfrida hriellv.

]\lr. Boll looked reliovod. " Since that's your
own opinion, lllfrida," he said, " I don't mind
saying that I do not CJiro much about it eitlur.

It looks as if vou'd got tired of it before vou
linishod it."

"])oosit?" Klfrida said.
*' Now this is a much better thing, in my

()l)inion," her father went on, standing tlie pieturo

of an old woman behind an apple-stall along the

wall with the rest. *' I don't protend to be a judge,

l»ut I know what 1 like, and I like that. It explains

itself."

" It's a lovely bit of colour," remarked ^Irs.

IJoll.

Elfrida smiled. '* Thank you, mamma," she
said, and kissed her.

When the box was exhausted, Mr. Boll walked
up and down for a few minutes in front of the row
against the wall, with his hands in his pockets,

rclleeting, while Mrs. Boll discovered now beauties
to the author of them.

" We'll hang this lot in the dining-room," ho
said at length, " and those black and wliitos with
the oak mountings in the parlour—they'll go best

with the wall-paper there."
" Yes, papa."
" And I hope j'ou won't mind, Elfrida," ho

added, " but I've promised that they should have
one of your paintings to raffle off" in the bazaar
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for the alterations in the Sunday School next

^veek."
" Oh no, papa. I shall be delighted."

Elfrida was sitting beside her mother on the

sofa, and, at the close of this proposition, 'Mv. Bell

came and sat there too. There was silence for a

moment while they all three confronted the line of

pictures leaning against the wall. Then Elfrida

began to laugh, and she went on laughing, to the

astonishment of her parents, until the tears came
into her eyes. She stopped as suddenly, kissed

her mother and father, and went upstairs.
" I'm afraid you've hurt her feelings, Leslie,"

said Mrs. Bell, when she had well gone.

But Elfrida's feelings had not been hurt, though
or.e might say that the evening left her sense of

humour rather sore. At that moment she was
dallying with the temptation to describe the whole
scene in a letter to a valued friend in Philadelphia,

who would have appreciated it with mirth. In the
end she did not write. It would have been too

humiliating.

CHAPTER III.

"Pas mal, parbleu
!

" Lucien remarked with
pursed-out lips, running his fingers through his

shock of coarse hair and reflectively scratching the

top of his big head as he stepped closer to Nudie
Palicsky's elbow, where she stood at her easel, in

his crowded atelier. T^e girl turned and looked

keenly into his face, seekmg his eyes, which were
on her work with a considering interested look.

Satisfied, she sent a glance of joyous triumi)h at a
somewhat older woman whose place was next, and
who was listening with the amiable effacement of
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countenance that is sometimes a more or less

successful disguise for chagrin. On this occasion

it seemed to fail, for Mademoiselle Palicsky turned

her attention to Lucien and her work again with a

slight raising of the eyebrows and a slighter sigh.

Her face assumed a gentle melancholy, as if she were
pained at the exhibition of a weakness of her sex,

yet it was unnecessary to be an acute observer to

road there the hope that Lucien's significant phrase

had not by any chance escaped her neighbour.

"The drawing of the neck," Lucien went on,

'•is excellently brutal." Njidie wished he would
speak a little louder, but Lucien always arranged
tlie carrying power of his voice according to the

susceptibilities of the atelier. He thrust his hands
into his pockets, and still stood beside her, looking

at her study of the nude model who posed upon a

table iu the midst of the students. '' In you,

mademoiselle," he added, in a tone yet lower, " I

lind the woman and the artist divorced. That is a

vast advantage—an immense source of power. I

am growing more certain of you—j'ou are not

merely cleverly eccentric, as I thought. You
have a great deal that no one can teach you. You
have 'finished that. I wish to take it downstairs

to sh')w to the men. It will not be jeered at, I

promise you."
" Cher maitre ! You mean it ?

"

*'13ut certainly!"
The girl handed him the study with a look of

almost doglike gratitude in her narrow grey eyes.

Lucien had never said so much to her before,

though the whole atelier had noticed how often he
had been coming to her easel lately, and had dis-

paraged her in corners accordingly. She looked

at the tiny silver watch she wore in a leather strap

on her left wrist—he had spent nearly live minutes
with her this time, watching her work and talking
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to her,— in itself a triumph. It was ahiiost four

o'clock, and the winter daylight was going
;
pre-

sently they would all stop work. Partly for the

pleasure of being chaffed and envied and compli-

mented in the anteroom in the general washing of

brushes, and partly to watch Lucien's rapid pro-

gress among the remaining easels, Mademoiselle
Palicsky deliberately sat down in a prematurely

vacant chair, swung one slender little limb over

the other, and waited. As she sat there a generous

thought rose above her exultation. She hoped
everybody else in the atelier had guessed what
Lucien was saying to her all that while, and had
seen him carry off her day's work—but not the

little American. The little American, who was at

least thirteen inches taller than Mademoiselle
Palicsky, was sufficiently discouraged already, and
it was pathetic, in view of almost a year of failure,

to see how she clung to her ghost of a talent.

Besides, the little American admired Njidie Palicsky,

her friend, her comrade, quite enough already.

Elfrida had heard, nevertheless. She listened

eagerly, tensely, as she always did when Lucien
opened his lips in her neighbourhood. When she

saw him take the sketch to show in the men's
atelier downstairs, to exhibit to that horde of

animals below whose studies and sketches and
compositions were so constantly brought up for

the stimulus and instruction of Lucien's women
students, she grew suddenly so white that the girl

who worked next her, a straw-coloured Swede,
asked her if she were ill, and offered her a little

green bottle of salts of lavender. " It's that beast

of a calorifere," the Swede said, nodding at the

hideous black cylinder that stood near them

;

" they will always make it too hot."

•Elfrida waved the salts back hastily; Lucien
was coming her wav. She worked seated, and as

i

I
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he scorned on the point of passing with merely

a casual glance and an ambiguous " Il'm !
" she

started up. The movement effectually arrested

him, unintentional though it seemed. lie frowned

slightly, thrusting his hands deep into his coat

pockets, and looked again.

''We must find a l)etter place for you, made-
moiselle

; you can make nothing of it here, so

close to the model, and below him thus." lie

would have gone on, but, in spite of his intention

to avert his eyes, he caught the girl's glance, and
something infinitely appealing in it stayed him
again. "Mademoiselle," he said, with visible

irritation, " there is nothing to say that I have
not said many times already ! Your drawing is

still lady-like, your colour is still pretty, and
sapristi ! you have worked with, me a year ! Still,"

he added, recollecting himself—Lucien never lost

a student by over-candour—"considering your

difficult place, the shoulders are not so bad.

Continucz, mademoiselle."
The girl's eyes were fastened immovably upon

her work, as she sat down pgain, painting rapidly

in an ineffectual meaningless way, with the merest

touch of colour in her brush. Her face glowed

with the deepest shame that had ever visited her.

Lucien was scolding the Swede soundly ; she had
disappointed him, he said. Elfrida felt heavily

how impossible it was that she should disappoint

him. And they had all heard, the English girl

in the South Kensington gown, the rich New
Yorker, Nadie's rival the lloumanian, Nudie herself;

and they were all, except the last, working more
vigorously for hearing. Nadie had turned her

head away, and so far as the back of a neck and
the tips of two cars could express oblivion of what
had passed, it might have been gathered from hers.

But Elfrida knew l)ettor, and she resented the pity
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of the pretence more than if slie head met Made-
moiselle Palicsky's long light grey eyes full of

derisive laughter.

For a year she had Ijcen in it and of it, that

intoxicating life of the Quartier Latin. Bo much
in it that she had gladly forgotten any former one

;

so much of it that it had hecome treason to helievc

existence supportable under any other conditions.

It was her pride that she had felt everything from
the beginning ; her instinctive apprehension of all

that is to be apprehended in the passionate fantastic

vivid life on the left side of the Seine had Ijcen

a conscious joy from the day she had taken her

tiny apartment in the Hue Porte lioyale, and
bought her colours and sketching-block from a

dwarf-like little dealer in the next street, who
assured her proudly that he supplied Henner and
Dagnan-Bouveret, and moreover knew precisely

what she wanted from experience. " Moi aussi,

mademoiselle, je suis artiste !
" She had learnt

nothing, she had absorbed everything. It seemed
to her that she had entered into her inheritance,

and that in the possessions that throng the

Quartier Latin she was born to be rich. In
thinking this, she had an overpowering realization

of the poverty of Sparta—so convincing that she

found it unnecessary to tell herself that she would
never go back there. That was the unconscious

pivotal supposition in everything she thought, or

said, or did. After the first bewildering day or

two, when the exquisite thrill of Paris captured her

indefinitely, she felt the full tide of her life turn

and flow steadily in a new direction, with a delight

of revelation and an ecstasy of promise that mt.de

nothing in its sweep of every emotion that had not

its birth and growth in art, and forbade the mere
consideration of anything that might be an
obstacle, as if it were a sin. She entered her new
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world with proud recognition of its unwritten laws,

its unsanctilied morale, its riotous overflowing

ideals ; and she was instant in gathering that to

see, to comprehend these was to be thrice blessed,

as not to sec, not to comprehend them was to

dwell in outer darkness with the bourgeois, and
the ** sand-paper " artists, and others who arc

without hope. It gave her moments of pure de-

light to reflect how little "the people" suspected

the reality of the existence of such a world, not-

withstanding all they read and all they professed,

and how absolutely exclusive it was in tlie very

nature of nature. How it had its own languago
untranslatable, its own creed unbelievable, its own
customs unfathomable by outsiders, and yet among
the true-born how divinely simple recognition was !

Her allegiance had the loyalty of every fibre of her

being ; her scorn of the world she had left was too

honest to permit any posing in that regard. The
life at Sparta assumed the colours and very much
the significance depicted on a bit of faded tapestry

;

when she thought of it, it was to groan that so

many of her young impressionable years had been
wasted there. She hoarded her years, now that

every day and every hour was suffused with its

individual pleasure, or interest, or that keen
artistic x^^iii which also had its value, as a sensa-

tion, in the Quartier Latin. It distressed her to

think that she was almost twenty- one.

The interminable year that intervened between
Elfrida's return from Philadelphia and her triumph
in the matter of being allowed to go to Paris to

study, she had devoted mainly to the society of the

Swiss governess in the Sparta Seminary for young
ladies—Methodist Episcopal,—with the successful

object of getting a working knowledge of French.
There had been a certain amount of "young
society " too, and one or two incipient love affairs,
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Aviitoliod with anxious interest l)y her father, and
^vith a harrowed conficience by her mother, who
knew Elfrida's capacity for amusinp; herself ; and
nnhmited opportunities had occurred for the tacit

exhibition of Iier superiority to Sparta, of which
she had not always taken advantage. But the

significance of the year gathered into the French
lessons ; it was by virtue of these that the time
had a place in her memory. Mademoiselle Joubert

supplemented her instruction with a violent affec-

tion, a great deal of her society, and the most
entertainingly modern of the French novels which
Brentano sent her monthly in enticing packets

—

her single indulgence. So that, after the first

confusion of a multitude of tongues in the irrele-

vant Parisian key, Elfrida found herself reasonably
lluent and fairly at ease. The illumined jargon
of the atelier stayed with her naturally—she never
forgot a word or a phrase; and in two months
she was babbling and mocking with the rest.

She lived alone—she learnt readily to do it on
eighty francs a month,—and her (tppartemenf,

became charming in three weeks. She divined

what she should have there, and she managed to

get extraordinary bargains in myslery and history

out of the dealers in such things, so cracked and
so rusty, so moth-eaten, and of such excellent

colour, that the escape of the combined effect from
Ixnialitc was a marvel. She had a short sharp
struggle with her American taste for simple
elegance in dress, and overthrew it, aiming, with

some success, at originality instead. She found
it easy, in Paris, to invest her striking personality

in a distinctive costume, sufficiently becoming and
sufficiently odd, of which a broad soft felt hat,

which made a delightful brigand of her, and a
Hungarian cloak formed important features. The
Hungarian cloak suited her so extremely well that
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artistic considerations compelled her to \vtar it

occasionally, I fear, when o*-her people would have

found it uncomfortably warm.
In nothing that she said or did, admired or

condemned, was there any trace of the conimon-

placc, except, perhaps, the desire to avoid it. It

had become her conviction that she owed this to

herself. She was thoroughly popular in the atelier
;

her j)^7//.9 sotipcrs were so good, her enthusiasms

so generous, her drawing so bad. The other

pupils declared that she had a head '' (lirincnicHt

frnfiiquc,'' and for those of them she liked she

sometimes posed, filling impressive parts in their

weekly compositions. They all knew the little

apartment in the Rue Porte Royale, more or less

well according to the favour with which they were
received. Njidie Palicsky, perhaps, knew it l)est,

—

Njidie Palicsky and her friend Monsieur Audio
Yambery, who always accompanied her when she

came to Elfrida's in the evening, finding it im-

possible to allow her to be out alone at night,

which Nadie confessed agreeable to her vanity but

a bore.

Elfrida found it difficult, in the beginning, to

admire the friend. He was too small for dignity,

and Mademoiselle Palicsky's inspired comparison
of his long black hair to " scrjwnts //o/y-.s" left her
unimpressed. Moreover she thought she detected

about him a personal odour which was neither

tliat of sanctity nor any other abstraction. It

took time and conversation, and some acquaintance
with values as they obtain at the Kcole des Beaux
Arts, and the knowledge of what it meant to be

"selling," to lift Monsieur Vambery to his proper
place in her regard. After that she blushed that

he had ever held any other. But from the first

Elfrida had been conscious of a kind of pride in

her unshrinking acceptance of the situation. She
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and NfUlie had cxclmnpjed a pledge of some sort,

when Mademoiselle Palicsky hethought herself of

the unconfessed fact. She gave Elfrida a narrow
look, and then leant back in her low chair, and
bent an impertVi bable gaze npon the slender spiral

of the smoke that rose from the end of her cigarette.
** It is necessary, now, that you should know,
petite, nobody else does, Lucien would be sure to

make a fuss ; but—I have a lover, and we have
decided al)Out marriage that it is ridiculous. It is

a hntrr Amc—you ouglit to know Andre; but if it

makes any difference
"

Elfrida reflected afterwards with satisfaction,

that she had not even changed colour, though she
had found the communication electric. It seemed
to her that there had been something dignified,

noble almost, in the answer she had made, with

a smile that acknowledged the fact that the world
had scruples on such accounts as these, " Cela
m'est absolument egal."

So far as the life went it was perfect. The
Quartier spoke and her soul answered it ; and the

world had nothing to compare with a conversation

like that. But the question of production, of

achievement, was beginning to bring her moments
when she had a terrible sensation that the

temperature of her passion was chilled. She had
not yet seen despair, but she had now and then
lost her hold of herself, and she had made
acquaintance with fear. There had been no vivid

realization of failure, but a problem was beginning

to form in her mind, and with it a distinct terror

of the solution which sometimes found a shape in

her dreams. In waking, voluntary m6ments she

would see her problem only as an unanswerable
enigma. Yet in the beginning she had felt a
splendid confidence. Her appropriation of theory

had been so brilHant and so rapid, her instinctive
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appreciation had helped itself out so well with the

casual formulas of the schools, she seemed to

jierself to have an absolute understanding of

cxpi't'ssion. She held her social place among
the others by her power of perception, and that,

with the c()m])lL'teness of hor repudiation of the

bourgeois, had given her Nadie Palicsky, whom
the rest found diflicuU, variable, unreasonable.

I'Mfrida was certain that if she might only talk

to Lueien she could persuade him of a groat deal

about her talent that escaped him—she was sure

it escaped him—in the mere cxaminntion of hor
work. It chafed her always that her personality

could not touch the master, that she must day
after day be only the dumb submissive pupil. She
felt sometimes that there were things she might
say to Lueien which would be interesting and
valuable for him to hear.

Lueien was always non-committal for the first

few months. Everybody said so, and it was
natural enough. Elfrida set her teeth against

his silences, his casual looks and ambiguous
encouragements, for a length of time which did

iiiiinite credit to her determination. She felt

herself capable of an eternity of pain ; she was
proudly conscious of a willingness to oppose herself

to innumerable discouragements, to back her
talent, as it were, against all odds. That was
historic, dignified, to be expected ! But in the
inmost privacy of her soul she had conceived the

character of the obstacles she was prepared to face,

and the list resolutely excluded any idea that
it might not be worth while. Indifference and
contempt cut at the very roots of her pledges to

herself. As she sat listening on this afternoon to

the vivid terms of Lucien's disapproval of what the

Swede had done, she had a sharp consciousness of

this severance.
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She Lad nothing to say to any one in the general

babble ot the anteroom, and nobody noticed her

white face and resolute eyes particularly—tlio

Americans were always so pale and so cralfr.

Njidie kept away from her. Kll'rida had to cross

the room and bring her, witli a little touch of

angry assertion upon the arm, from the middle of

the group slie had drawn around her, on purpose

as her friend knew.
" I want you to dine with me—really dine," she

said, and her voice was both eager and repressed.
** We will go to liabaudin's; one gets an e^'ellent

haricot there, and you shall have that little

white cheese that you love. Come ! I want
you particularly. I will even make him bring

champagne—anything !

"

Nudie gave her a (piick look, and made a little

theatrical gesture of delight. "Quel bonheur!"
she cried for the benefit of the others ; and then,

in a lower tone, " But not Babaudin's, potite

!

Andre will not permit Babaudin's ; he says it is

not conrcnablc.'' And she threw up her (yes with

mock resignation. ** Say Papaud's. They keep

their feet off tlie table at Papaud's : there are

fewer of those Jfcfcn dcs Ancilais.^'

"Papfi-ud's is cheaper," Elfrida returned darkly.
" The few English who dine at Babaudin's behave
perfectly well. I will not be insulted about the

cost. I'll be answerable to Anare. You don't lie

as a general thing. And why not ! I can afford

it, truly. You need not be distressed."

Mademoiselle Palicsky looked into the girl's

tense face for an instant, and laughed a gay
assent. But to herself she said, as she finished

drying her brushes on an inconceivably dirty bit of

cotton, " She has found herself out—she has come
to the truth. She lirs discovered that it is not

in her, and she is coming to me for corroboration.

i
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AVell, I ^\•ill not p[ivc it, me. It is extremely dis-

agreeable, and 1 have not the courage. Ponrqnoi
(lone I I ^vill send her to ^lonsieur John Kendal

—

she may make him responsible. He will break

lier, but he will not lie ij her; they sacrifice all to

their consciences, tliose J'iUglish ! And now, you
good-natured fool, you are in for a devil of an
evenin'' !

"

CHAPTER IV.

(( TnuEE months more," Ell'rida Bell said to herself

next morning, in the act of boiling an egg over a
tiny kerosene stove in the cupboard that served

her as a kitchen, "and I will put it to every test

I know. Three unflinching months ! JohnKendnl
will not have gone back to England b}' that time

;

1 shall still get his opinion. If he is only as

encouraging as Nadie was last night, dear thing !

I almost forgave her for being so much—much
cleverer than I am. Oh, letters

!

" as a heavy
knock repeated itself upon the door of the room
outside.

There was only one; it was thrust beneath the
door, showing a white triangle to her expectancy
as she ran out to secure it, while the fourth flight

creaked under Madame Vamousin descending. She
picked it up with a light heart. She was young
and she had slept. Yesterday's strain had passed

;

she was ready to count yesterday's experience

among the things that must be met. Nadie had
been so sensible about it. This was a letter from
home, and the American mail was not due until

next day. Inside there would be news of a little

pleasure trip to New York which her father and
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mother liud hvcn pliiiiniii'^' liitcly—Klfrichi cou-

Ktiiiitly iir<;('(l upon Iicr i)arents tlio lucesHity of

ainusiii;^ tlicmsclvt's

—

iiiid a ruinittaiicc. Tho
remittance would l)o more tlian usually Mclcomo,
for hIic was a little in debt—a mere tritlc, lilty or

sixty francs, but I'llfrida liatcd bein^^ in debt. She
tore tho end of the envelope across with absolute

satisfaction, which was only half chiikMl when she

open(>d out each of the four closely-written sheets

of foreij^n letter paper in turn and saw that the

usual postal order was not there.

] laving' ascertained this, however, she went back
to her c^'<j[ : in another ten seconds it would have
been hard-boiled, a thing she detested. There was
the eg<,s and there was some apricot jam—the egg
in a slender-stemmed Arabian silver cup, the jam
golden in a little round dish of wonderful old blue.

She set it forth with the milk the bread and the

butter and the coffee, on a bit of much-mended
damask, with a pattern of rosebuds and a coronet

in one corner. Her breakfast gave her several

sorts of pleasure.

Half an hour after it was over she was still

sitting with tho letter on her lap. It is possible

to inuiginc that she looked ugly. Her dark eyes

had a look of persistence in spite of fear, a line or

two shot up from between her brows, her lips were
pursed a little and drawn down at the coruc :, her
(diin thrust forward. Iler face and her attitude

helped each other to express the distinctest pos-

sible negative. Her neck had an obstinate bend.
She leaned forward clasping her knees, for the

moment a creature of rigid straight lines. She
Lad hardly moved since she read the letter.

She was sorry to learn that her father had been
unfortunate in business, that the Illinois Indubit-

able Insurance Company had failed. At his age
the blow would be severe, and tho prospect, after a

rt
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life of comparative luxury, of subsisting even in

Sparta on eight hundred dollars a year, could not

be an inviting one for either of her parents. "When
she thought of their giving up the white-brick

house in Columbia Avenue and going to live in

Cox Street, Klfrida was thoroughly grieved. She
felt the sincerest gratitude, however, that the mis-
fortune had not come sooner, before she had
learned the true signilicancc of living, while yet it

mi',dit have placed her in a state of ])lind irreso-

lution which would probably have lasted in-

delhiitely. After a year in Paris she was able to

make u\) her mind, and this she could not con-

gratulate herself upon suilticiently, since a decision

at the moment was of such vital importance. For
one point upon which Mrs. Leslie's letter insisted

regretfully but strongly was that the next remit-

tance, which they hoped to be able to send in a
week or two, would necessarily be the last. It

would be as large as they could make it, at all

events it would amply cover her passage and rail-

way expenses to Sparta ; and of course she would
sail as soon as it reached her. It was an elaborate

letter, written in phrases which Mrs. Leslie thought
she evolved, but probably remembered from a long
and comprehensive course of fiction, as appropriate
to the occasion ; and Elfrida read between the lines

with some impatience how largely their trouble

was softened to her mother by the consideration

that it would inevitably bring her back to them.
" We can bear it well if we bear it together," wrote
Mrs. Bell. " You have always been our brave
daughter, and your young courage will be invaluable

to us now. Your talents will be our flowers by the

wayside : we shall take the keenest possible delight

in watching them expand, as, even under the cloud
of financial adversity, we know they will."

" Dear over-confident parent," Elfrida reflected

D
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grimly at this point, " I must j'et prove that I have
. "

1 I

ail}

Along with the situation she studied elaborately

the third page of the Sparta Sentinel. When it

arrived months before, containing the best part of

a long letter describing Paris, which she had
written to her mother in the lirst freshness of her
delighted impressions, she had glanced over it with
half-amused annoyance at the foolish parental
pride that had suggested printing it. She was
already too remote from the life of Sparta to care

very much one way or the other, but such feeling

as she had was of that sort. And the compli-
ments from the minister, from various members of

the Browning Club, from the editor himself, that

liltered through her mother's letters during the

next two or three weeks, made her shrug with
their absolute irrelevance to the only praise that

could thrill her and the only purpose she held

dear. Even now, when the printed lines contained
the significance of a possible resource, she did not
give so much as a thought to the flattering opinion
of Sparta, as her mother had conveyed it to her.

She road them over and over, relying desperately

on her own critical sense and her knowledge of

what the Paris correspondent of the Dailij Dial
thought of her chances in that direction. He,
Frank Parke, had told her once, that if her brush
failed, she had only to try her pen, though he
made use of no such commonplace as that. He
said it, too, at the end of half an hour's talk with
her, only half an hour. Elfrida, when she wished
to be exact with her vanity, told herself that it

could not have been more than twenty-five minutes.
She wished for particular reasons to be exact with
it n">w, and she did not fail to give proper weight
to the fact that Frank Parke had never seen her
before that day. The Paris correspondent of the
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London Daily Dial was well enough known to bo
of the monde, and rich enough to be as bourgeois

as anybody. Therefore the i^eoplo who knew him
thought it odd that at his age this gentleman should
prefer the indelicacies of the Quartier to those of

"tout Paris," and the bad vermouth and cheap
cigars of the Luxembourg to the peculiarly excellent

quality of champagne with which the President's

wife made her social atonement to the Faubourg
St. Germain. But it was so, and its being so

rendered Frank Parke's opinion that Miss Bell

could write if she chose to try, not only supremely
valuable to her, but available for the second time
if necessary, which was perhaps more important.

There would be a little more money from Sparta,
perhaps one hundred and fifty dollars. It would
come in a week, and after that there would be none.
But a supjily of it, however modest, must be
arranged somehow ; there were the frais of the
atelier, to speak of nothing else. The necessity
was irritatingly absolute. Elfrida wished that
her scruples were not so acute about arranging it

by writing for the press. " If I could think for a
moment that I had any right to it as a means of

expression !
" she reflected. " But I haven't—it is

an art for others. And it is an art—as sacred as
mine. I have no business to degrade it to my
uses." Her mental position when she went to see
Frank Parke was a cynical compromise with her
artistic conscience, of which she nevertheless
regretted the necessity.

The correspondent of the Dailtj Dial had a club
for one side of the river, and a cale for the other.
He dined oftenest at the cafe, and Elfrida's card,
with "urgent" inscribed in pencil on it, was
brought to him that evening as he was finishing
his coffee. She had no difficulty in getting it taken
in. Mr. Parke's theory was that a newspaper man
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gained more than lie lost by accessibility. He
came out immediately, furtively returning a tooth-

pick to his waistcoat pocket, a bald stout gentle-

man of middle age, dressed in loose grey clothes,

with shrewd eyes, a nose which his benevolence

just saved from being hawk-like, a bristling white

moustache, and a pink double chin. It rather

I)leiised Frank Parke, who was born in Hammer-
smith, to be so constantly taken for an American,

presumably a New Yorker.
** Monsieur " began Elfrida, a little formally.

She would not have gone on in French, but it was
her way to use this form with the men she knew in

Paris, irrespective of their nationality, just as she

invariably addressed letters which were to be

delivered in Sparta, Illinois, " a madame Leslie

Bell, Avenue Columbia " of that municipality.
" Miss Elfrida, I am delighted to see you," he

interrupted her, stretching out one hand and taking

out his watch with the other. *' I am fortunate in

having fifteen whole minutes to put at your dis-

posal. At the end of that time I have an appoint-

ment with a Cabinet Minister who would rather

see the devil. So I must be punctual. Shall we
walk i£. bit along these dear boulevards, or shall

I get a fiacre ? No ? You're quite right ; Paris

was made for eternal walking. Now, what is it, my
dear child?"

Mr. Parke had already concluded that it was
money, and had fixed the amount he would lend.

It was just half of what Mademoiselle Knike of

Paolo Eossi's had succeeded in extracting from him
last week. He liked having a reputation for

amiability among the ateliers, but he must not let

it cost too much.
Elfrida felt none of that benumbing shame which

sometimes seizes those who would try literature

confessing to those who have succeeded in it, and
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the occasion was too important for the decorative

diffidence that might have occurred to her if it

had been trivial. She had herself well gathered
together, and she w^ould have been concise and
direct, even if there had been more than fifteen

minutes.

"One afternoon last September at Njulie Palic-

sky's—there is no chance that you will remember,
but I assure you it is so—you told me that I might,
if I tried—write, monsieur."
The concentration of Miss Bell's purpose in

her voice made itself felt where Frank Parke
kept his acuter perceptions, and put them at her
service.

"I remember perfectly," he said.

"Jt' m'cH fclicite. It is more than I expected.
Well; circumstances have made it so that I must
cither write or scrub. Scrubbing spoils one's

hands, ar.Ji, besides, it isn't sufficiently remunera-
tive. So I have come to ask you whether you
seriously thought so, or whether it was only
politeness

—

hlafiue, or what. I know it is horrible

of me to insist like this, but you see I must." Her
big dark eyes looked at him without a shadow of

appeal, rather as if he were destiny and she were
unafraid.

"Oh, I meant it," he returned ponderingly.
" You can often tell by the way people talk that
they would write well. But there are many things
to be considered, you know."
"Oh, I know—whether one has any real right

to write, anything to say that makes it worth
while. I am afraid I can't find that I have. But
there must be scullery-maid's work in literature

—

in journalism, isn't there? I could do that, I

thought. After all, it's only one's own art that
one need keep sacred." She added the last

sentence a little defiantly.
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But the correspondent of the Daily Dial was not

thinking of that aspect of the matter.

"It's not a thing you can jump into," he said

shortly. " Have you written anything, anywhere,
for the press before ?

"

" Only one or two things that have appeared in

the local paper at home. They were more or

less admired by the people there, so far as that

goes."
*' Were you paid for them ?

"

Elfrida shook her head. " I've often heard the

editor say he paid for nothing but his telegrams,"

she said.
" There it is, you see."

"I want to write for Ila(f''>i's CJironicle,'' Elfrida

said quickly. " You know the editor of Raffini, of

course, Mr. Parke. You know everybody. Will
you do me the very great favour to tell him that

I will report society functions for him at one-half

the price he is accustomed to pay for such writing,

and do it more entertainingly ?
"

Frank Parke smiled. " You are courageous,
indeed. Miss Elfrida. That is done by a woman
who is invited everywhere in her proper person,

and knows * tout Paris ' like her alphabet. I

believe she holds stock in llaffmi; any way, they
would double her pay rather than lose her. You
would have more chance of ousting their leader-

writer."
*' I should be sorry to oust anybody," Elfrida

returned \vith dignity.
" How do you propose to help it, if you go in

for doing better or cheaper what somebody else

has been doi^ ,*; before ?
"

Miss Bell thought for a minute, and demon-
strated her irresponsibility with a little shrug.

** Then I am very sorry," she said; "but,
monsieur, you haven't told me what to do."
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The illuminator of European politics for the
Ihiili/ Dial wished heartily that it had been a
matter of two or three hundred francs.

"I'm afraid I—well, I don't see how I can give

you any very definite advice. The situation doesn't

admit of it. Miss Bell. But—have you given up
Lucicn?"

" No, it is only that—that I must earn money
to pay him."

" Oh ! Home sui^plies stopped ?
"

"My people have lost all their money except

barely enough to live on. I can't expect another
sou."

" That's hard lines."

"I'm awfully sorry for them. But it isn't

enough being sorry, you know. I must do some-
thing. I thought I might write for Baffin I for

—

for practice, you know; the articles they print

arc really very bad,—and afterwards arrange to

send Paris letters to some of the big American
newspapers. I know a woman who does it. I

assure you she is quite stupid, and she is paid

—

but enormously !

"

Mr. Parke repressed his inclination to smile.

"I believe that sort of thing over there is very
much in the hands of the syndicates," he said

;

" and they won't look at you unless you are

known. I don't want to discourage you, Miss
Bell, but it would take you at least a year to

form a connection. You would have to learn

Paris about five times as well as you fancy you
know it already; and then you would require a
special course of training to find out what to write

about. And then, remember, you would have to

compete with people who know every inch of the

ground. Now, if I can be of any assistance to

you en cainaradc, you know, in the matter of your
passage home "
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" Thanks," Elfrida interposf^d quickly, " I am
not going home. If I cannot write I can scrub,

as I said. I must find out." She put out her

hand. " I am sure there are not many of those

fifteen minutes left," she said, smiling and quite

undismayed. *' I have to thank you very sincerely

for—for sticking to the opinion you expressed

when it v^as only a matter of theory. As soon as

I justify it in practice I'll let you know."
The correspondent of the Daily Dud hesitated,

looked at his watch and hesitated again.
'* There's plenty of time," he fibbed, frowning

over the problem of what might be done.

"Oh no," Elfrida said, *' you are very kind,

but there can't be. You will be very late, and
perhaps his Excellency will have given the

audience to the devil instead—or to Monsieur
de Pommitz." Her eyes expressed perfect indif-

ference.

Frank Parke laughed outright—de Pommitz was
his rival for every political development-,, and
shone dangerously in the telegraphic columns of

the London World.
" De Pommitz isn't in it this time," he said.

" I'll tell you what I might do. Miss Elfrida. How
long have you got for this—experiment ?

"

"Less than a week."
"Well, go home and wrice me an article

—

something locally descriptive. Make it as bright
as you can, and take a familiar subject. Let mo
have it in three days, and I'll see if I can get
it into Baffini for you. Of course you know I

can't promise that they'll look at it."

" You are very good," Elfrida returned hastily,

seeing his real anxiety to be off. " Something
locally descriptive ? I've often thought the atelier

would make a good subject."
" Capital—capital ! Only be very careful about
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CHAPTER y.

John Kendal had only one theory that was not

received with respect by the men at Lucien's.

They quoted it as often as other things he said,

but always in a spirit of derision, w^hile Kendal's

ideas as a rule got themselves discussed seriously,

now and then furiously.

This young man had been working in the atelier

for three years, with marked success almost from
the beginning. The first thing he did had a
character and an importance that brought Lucien
himself to admit a degree of soundness in the

young fellow's earlier training, which was equal

to great praise. Since then he had found the

line in the most interesting room in the Palais

d'lndustrie, the Cours had twice medalled him,
and Albert Wolff was beginning to talk about
his coloration delicicuse. Also it was known that

he had condescended for none of these things.

His success in Paris added piquancy to his pre-

posterous notion that an Englishman should go
home and paint England and hang his work in

the Academy, and made it even more unreason-
able than if he had failed.

" For me," remarked Andre Vambery, with a
finely curled lip, *' I never see an English land-
scape without thinking of what it would bring
jxir hectare. It is trop arranr/e, that country, all

laid out in a pattern of hedges and clumps, for

the pleasure of the milords. And every milord
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I has the taste of every other milord ! lie \Yill

go home to perpetuate that !

"

" Si, si, mais c'est pour sa patric."

Nadie defended him. Women always did.
*' 13ah !

" returned her lover, ** pour nous autrcs

artistes la France c'est la patrie, et la France
seulc ! Every day he is in England he will lose

—

lose—lose. Enfin, he will paint the portraits of

the wives and daughters of Sir Brown and Sir

Smith, and he will do it as Sir Brown and Sir

Smith advise ! Avec son talent unique, distinctive

!

Oh, jc suis a bout de patience !

"

When Kendal's opinion materialized, and it

became known that he meant to go back in

February, and would send nothing to the Salon
that year, the studio tore its hair and hugged its

content, all but the master, who attempted to

dissuade his pupil with literal tears, of which he
did not seem in the least ashamed and which
annoyed Kendal very much. In fact, it was a
dramatic splash of Lucien's which happened to

fall upon his coat-sleeve that decided Kendal
finally about the impossibility of living always in

Paris. He could not take life seriously where the

emotions lent themselves so easily. And Kendal
thought that he ought to take life seriously, because
his natural tendency was otherwise. Kendal was
an Englishman, with a temperament which multi-

plied his individuality. If his father, who was
once in the Indian Staff Corps, had lived, Kendal
would probably have gone into the Indian Staff

Corps too. And if his mother, who was of clerical

stock, had not died about the same time, it is more
than likely that she would have persuaded him
to the Bar. With his parents, the obligation to

be anything in particular seemed to Kendal to have
been removed however, and he follow?'' his

incHnation in the matter instead, which m. .e him
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an artist. lie would have found life too interesting

to conline his observation of it within the scope

of any profession, but of course he could have
chosen none which presents it with greater fascina-

tion. To speak quite baldly about him, liis

intelligence and his sympathies had a wider range
than is represented by anyone power of expression,

even the catholic brush. He had the analytical

turn of the age, though it had been denied him
to demonstrate what he saw except through an art

which is sympathetic. With a more comprehensive
conception of modern tendencies and a subtler

descriptive vocabulary, Kendal might have divided

his allegiance between Lucien and the magazines,
and ended a light-handed fiction-maker of the more
refined order of realists. As it was, he made his

studies xor his own pleasure, and if the people he
met ministered to him further than they knew,
nothing came of it more than that. What he
liked best to achieve was an intimate knowledge
of his fellow-beings, from an outside point of view.

Where intimate knowledge came of intimate
association, he found that it usually compromised
his independence of criticism, which in the Quartier
Latin was a serious matter. So he rather cold-

bloodedly aimed at keeping his own personality

independent of his observation of other people's,

and as a rule he succeeded.
That Paris had neither made Kendal nor marred

him, may be gathered for the first part from his

contentment to go back to paint in his native land,

for the second from the fact that he had a relation

with Elfrida Bell which at no point verged toward
the sentimental. He would have found it diflicult

to explain in which direction it did verge ; in fact,

he would have been very much surprised to know
that he sustained any relation at all toward Miss
Dell important enough to repay examination.
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The rod-armed, white-capped proprietress of a
cremerio had effected their introduction ])y rep;ret-

ting to them jointly that she had only one helping

of coitipote (h ccriacs left, and leaving them to

arrange its consumption between them. And it

is safer than it would he in most similar cases to

say that neither Elfrida's heavy-lidded beauty nor
the smile that gave its instant attraction to

Kendal's delicately eager face had much to do
with the establishment of their acquaintance, such
as it was. Kendal, though his virtue was not of

the heroic order, would have turned a contemptuous
heel upon any imputation of the sort, and Elfrida

would have stared it calmly out of countenance.

To Elfrida it soon became a definite and agree-

able fact that she and the flower of Lucien's had
things to say to each other—things of the rare

temperamental sort that say themselves seldom.
AVithin a fortnight she had made a niche for him
in that private place where she kept the images of

those toward whom she sustained this peculiarly

sacred obligation, and to meet him had become
one of those pleasures which were in Sparta so

notably unattainable. I cannot say that con-

siderations w^iich, from the temperamental point

of view, might be described as ulterior, had never
suggested themselves to Miss Bell. She had
thought of them, with a little smile, as a possible

development on Kendal's part that might be
amusing. And then she invariably checked the

smile, and told herself that she would be sorry

—

very sorry. Instinctively she separated the artist

and the man. For the artist she had an admira-
tion none the less sincere for its exaggerations,

and a sympathy which she thought the best of

herself: for the man nothing, except the half-

contemptuous reflection that he was probably as

other men.
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If Elfrida stamped herself less importantly upon
the surface of Kendal's mind than he did upon
hers, it may be easily enough accounted for by the

multiplicity of images there before her. I do not
mean to imply that all or many of these were
feminine, but, as 1 have indicated, Kendal was
more occupied with impressions of all sorts than is

the habit of his fellow-countrymen, and at twcnty-
cight he had managed to receive quite enough
to make a certain seriousness necessary in a
fresh one.

There was no seriousness in his impression of

Elfrida. If he had gone so far as to trace its lines

he would have found them to indicate a more than
slightly fantastic young woman, with an apprecia-

tion of certain artistic verities out of all proportion
to her power to attain them. But he had not
gone so far. His encounters with her were among
his casual amusements, and if the result was an
occasional dinner together, or tlrst night at the
Eolies Dramatiques, his only reflection was that
a girl who could do such things and not be com-
promised was rather pleasant to know, especially

so clever a girl as Elfrida Bell. He did not re-

cognize in his own mind the mingled beginnings
of approval and disapproval which end in personal
theory. He was quite unaware, for instance, that
he liked the contemptuous way in which she held
at arm's length the moral laxity of the Quartier,
and disliked the cool cynicism with which she
flashed upon them there the sort of .yV/t de mot that
did not make him uncomfortable on the lips of

a Frenchwoman. He understood that she had
nursed Nadie Palicsky through three weeks of

diphtheria, during which time Monsieur Vambery
took up his residence in the next street, without
any special throb of enthusiasm ; and he heard
her quote Voltaire on the miracles—some of her
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(I

ironies were a little old-fuHhionccl—without con-

flcious disgust. lie was willing cnougli to meet
her on the special plane she constituted for herself

—not as a woman, hut as an artist and a Bohe-
mian. But there wore others who made the same
claim with whom it was an affectation or a policy,

and Kendal granted it to Elfrida without any
special conviction that she was more sincere than

the rest. Besides, it is possible to grow indifferent

oven to the unconventionalities, and Kendal had
hcen three years in the (^)uartier Latin.

:! ii

CHAPTER VI.

If Lucien had examined Miss Bell's work during
the week of her experiment with Anglo-Parisian
journalism, he would have ohserved that it grew
gradually worse as the days went on. The devotion

of the small hours to composition does not steady

one's hand for the reproduction of the human
muscles, or inform one's eye as to the correct

manipulation of flesh tints. Besides, the model
suffered in Elfrida's iiands from an unconscious
diminution of enthusiasm. She was finding her
first serious attempt at writing more ahsorbing

than she would have believed possible, and she
felt that she was doing it better than she expected.

She was hardly aware of the moments that slipped

by while she dabbled aimlessly in unconsidered
colour, meditating a phrase, or leaned back and
let nothing interfere with her consideration of the

atelier with the other reproductive instinct. She
did not recognize the deterioration in her work
either, and at the very moment when Niidie

Palicsky, observing Lucien's neglect of her, in-

wardly called him a brute, Elfrida was planning
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to leave the atelier an hour earlier for tlio sake
of tlie more urgent thing which she had to do.

She finished it in five days, and addressed it to

Frank Parke with a new and uplifting sense of

accomplishment. The ever- fresh miracle happened
to her too, in that the working out of one article

])Cgot the possibilities of half a dozen more, and
the next day saw her well into another. In posting

the first she had a premonition of success. She
saw it as it would infallibly appear in a conspicuous

place in RitjjhiVH ClmuUic, and heard the people

of the American Colony wondering who in the
world could have written it. She conceived that

it would fill about two columns and a half. On
Saturday afternoon, when Kendal joined her
crossing the courtyard of the atelier, she was
preoccupied with the form of her rcbulY to any
inquiries that might be made as to whether she

had written it.

They walked on together, talking casually of

usual things. Kendal glancing c\ery now and
then at the wet study Elfrida was carrying home,
felt himself distinctly thankful that she did not
ask his opinion of it, as she had to his embarrass-
ment once or twice before, though it was so very
bad that he was half disposed to abuse it

without permission. Miss Bell seemed persistently

interested in other things however, the theatres,
)

the ecclesiastical bill before the Chamber of
(

Deputies, the new ambassador, even the recent I

improvement of the police system. Kendal found
her almost tiresome. His half-interested replies

interpreted themselves to her after a while, and she

turned their talk upon trivialities, with a gay
exhilaration which was not her frequent mood.

She asked him to come up, when they arrived,

with a frank cordiality which he probably thought
of as the American way. He went up, at all
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events, and for the twentieth time admired the

dainty chic of the Uttle apartment, telling himself,

also for the twentieth time, that it was extra-

ordinary how agreeahle it was to he there, agreeable

mill a distinctly local agrecableness, whether its

owner happened to be also there or not. In this

he was altogether sincere, and only properly dis-

criminating. He spent fifteen minutes wondering
at her whimsical interest, and, when she suddenly

asked him if he really thought the race had
outgrown its j)hysical conditions, he got up to

go, declaring it was too bad, she must have been
working up back numbers of the Nineteenth

Century. At which she consented to turn their

talk into its usual personal channel, and he sat

down again content.
*' Doesn't the Princess Bobaloff write a charming

hand?" Elfrida said presently, tossing him a
square white envelope.

**It isn't hers, if it's an invitation. She has a
wretched relation of a Frenchwo;aian living with
her, who does all that. May I light a cigarette ?

"

" You know you may. It is an invitation, but
I didn't accept."

"Her soiree last night? If I'd known you had
been asked, I should have missed you."

** I ought to tell you," Elfrida went on, colouring

a little, **that I was invited through Leila Van
Camp—that ridiculously rich girl, you know, they
say Lucien is in love with. The Van Camp has
been affecting me a good deal lately. She says

my manners are so pleasing, and, besides, Lucien
once told her she painted better than I did. The
Princess is a great friend of hers."

"Why didn't you go?" Kendal asked, without
any appreciable show of curiosity. If he had been
looking closely enough, he would have seen that

she was waiting for his question.
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*' Oh, it lies somehow, that sort of thing, outside

my idea of life. I have nothing to say to it, and
it has nothing to say to me."
Kendal smiled introspectivcly. He saw why ho

had been shown the letter. ** And yet," ho said,

"I venture to hope that if we had met there we
mif^ht have had some little conversation."

Elfrida leaned back in her chair, and threw up
her head, locking her slender fingers over her knee.

" Of course," she said, indifferently. ** I under-

stand why you should go. You must. You have
arrived at a point where the public claims a share
of your personality. That's different."

Kendal's face straightened out. He was too

much of an Englishman to understand that a
personally agreeable truth might not be flattery;

and Elfrida never knew how far he resented her
c ndour when it took the liberty of being gracious.

"I went in the humble hope of getting a good
supper, and seeing some interesting people," he
told her. "Loti was there, and Madame Rives-

Chanler, and Sargent."
** And the supper?" Miss Bell inquired, with a

touch of sarcasm.
** Disappointing," he returned, seriously. **I

should say bad—as bad as possible."

She gave him an impatient glance. ** But those

people—Loti and the rest— it is only a serio-comic

game to them to go to the Princess Bobaloff's.

They wouldn't if they could help it. They don't

live then* real lives in such places—among such
people

!

"

Kendal took the cigarette from his mouth and
laughed. * Your Bohemianism is quite Arcadian
in its quality—deliciously fresh," he declared. *' I

think they do. Genius clings to respectability

after a time. A most worthy and admirable lady,

the Princess."
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Elfrida raised the arch of her eyebrows. " Much
too worthy and admh'able," she declared; and

talked of something else, leaving Kendal rasped,

as she sometimes did, without being in any degree

aware of it.

** How preposterous it is !
" he said, moved by his

irritation to find something preposterous, "that girls

like Miss Van Camp should come here to work."
" They can't help being rich. It shows at least

the germ of a desire to work out their own salvation.

I think I like it."

**It shows the germ of an affectation in rather

an advanced stage of development. I give her

three months more to tire of snubbing Lucicn, and
distributing caramels to the less fortunate young
ladies of the studio. Then she will pick up those

pitiful attempts of hers, and take them to New
York, and spend a whole season in glorious apolo|_ v

for them."
Elfrida looked at him steadily for an instant.

Then she laughed lightly. ''Thanks," she said,

*'I see 5'ou had not forgotten my telling you that

Lucien said she painted better than I did."

Kendal wondered whether he had really meant
to go so far. "I am sorry," he said, "but I am
afraid I had not forgotten it."

"Well, you w^ould not say it out of ill-nature.

You must have w^anted me to know—what you
thought."
"1 think," he said gravely, "that I did—at all

events that I do—want you to know. It seems a
pity that you should work on here—mistakenly

—

when there are other things that you could do so

well."
" Other things have been mentioned to me

before," she returned, with a strain in her voice

that she tried to banish. " ^lay I ask what
particular thing occurs to you?"
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He was already remorseful. After all, what
business of his was it to interfere, especially when
he knew that she attached such absurd importance

to liis opinion ?

"I hardly know," he said, "but there must
be something. I am convinced that there is

something."
Elfrida put her elbows on a little tabic, and

shadowed her face with her hands.

**I wish I could understand," she said, "why
I should be so willing to—to go on at any sacrifice

if there is no hope in the end."

Kendal's mood of grim frankness overcame liim

again. "I believe I know," ho said, watching her.

ller hands dropped from her face, and sho

turned it towards him mutely.

"It is not achievement you want, but success.

That is why," said he.

There was silence for a moment, broken by light

footsteps on the stair and a knock. " My good
friends," cried Mademoiselle Palicsky from tho

doorway, "have you been quarrelling?"

She made a little dramatic gesture to match her
words, which brought out every line of a black

velvet and white corduroy dress which would have
been a horror upon an Englishwoman. Upon
Ntldie Palicsky it was simply an admiration point
of the kind never seen out of Paris, and its effect

was instantaneous.

Kendal acknowledged it with a bow of exaggerated
deference.

*' Ccst parfaitl'' he said with humility, and
lifted a pile of newspapers off' tho nearest chair
lor her.

Nadie stood still, pouting. " Monsieur is amused,"
she said, "monsieur is always amused. 13ut I

have that to tell which monsieur will graciously
take (iH (jrand serieu.v."
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*' What is it, Nildie?" Elfrida asked, with some-

thing like dread in her voice. Nadie's air was so

important, so rejoiceful.

" Ecoutez, done! I am to send two pictures to

the Salon. Carohis Duran has already seen my
sketch for one, and he says there is not a doubt,

not a doubt, that it will be considered! Your
congratulations, both of you, or your hearts' blood !

For on my word of honour I did not expect it

this year."

"A thousand and one!" cried Kendal, trying

not to see Elfrida's face. "But if you did not

expect it this year, mademoiselle, you were the

only one who had so little knowledge of affairs,"

he added gailj^
** And now," Nadie cried, as if he had interrupted

her, *' I am going to drive in the Bois to sec

what it will be like when the people in the best

carriages turn and say, 'That is Mademoiselle
Nadie Palicsky, whose picture has just been bought
for the Luxembourg.*

"

She paused and looked for a curious instant at

Elfrida, and then w^ent quickly up behind her chair.
" Emhrasse'Vioif clicrict^^ she said, bringing her

face with a bird-like motion close to the other

girl.

Kendal saw an instinctive momentary aversion

in the backward start of Elfrida*s head, and from
the bottom of his heart he was sorry for her. She
pushed her friend away almost violently.

" No !
" she said, ** no ! I am sorry, but it is too

childish. We never kiss each other, you and I

!

And listen, Nadie ! I am delighted for you, but I

have a sick headache

—

la migraine, you understand.
And you must go away, both of you—both of

you !

"

Her voice raised itself in the last few words to

an almost hysterical imperativeness.
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As they went down the stairs together Made-
moiselle Palicsky remarked to Mi*. John Kendal,

repentant of the good that he had done

—

"So she has consulted her oracle, and it hns
barked out the truth. Let us hope she will not

throw herself into the Seine !

"

** Oh no !
" Kendal replied. " She is horridly

hurt, but I am glad to believe that she hasn't

the capacity for tragedy. Somebody," ho added
gloomily, ** ought to have told her long ago."

Half an hour later the postman brought Elfrida

a letter from Mr. Frank Parke, and a packet con-

taining her manuscript. It was a long letter,

very kind and appreciative of the article, which
Mr. Parke called bright and gossipy, and, if any-

thing, too cleverly unconventional in tone. He
did not take the trouble to criticize it seriously,

and left Elfrida under the impression that, from
his point of view, at least, it had no faults. Mr.
Parke had offered the article to Baffin i, but while

they might have printed it, upon his recommenda-
tion, it appeared that even his recommendation
could not induce tliem to promise to pay for it.

And it was a theory with him that what was worth
printing was invariably worth paying for, so lio

returned the manuscript to it^ author in the

sincere hope that it might yet meet its deserts.

He had been thinking over the talk they had had
together, and he saw more plainly than ever the

hopelessness of her getting a journalistic start in

Paris, however ; he would distinctly advise her to

try London instead.

There were a number of ladies' papers published
in London—he regretted that he did not know the
editors of any of them—and amongst them, with
her freshness of style, she would be sure to find

an opening. Mr. Parke added the address of a
lodging-house off Fleet Street where Elfrida would
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bo in the thick of it, and the fact that he was
leaving Paris for three months or so. Ho hoped
she would write to him when he came back. It

was a letter precisely calculated to draw an unso-

phisticated amateur mind away from any other

mortification, to pour balm upon any unrelated

wound. Elfrida felt herself armed by it to face a

sea of troubles. Not absolutely, but almost, she

convinced herself on the spot that her solemn
choice of an art had been immature and to some
extent groundless and unwarrantable ; and she

washed all her brushes with a mechanical and
melancholy sense that it was for the last time.

It was easier than she would have dreamed for her
to decide to take Frank Parke's advice and p;o to

London. The life of the Quartier had already

vaguely lost in charm since she knew that she

must be irredeemably a failure in the atelier,

though she told herself, with a liOu tear or two,

that no one loved it better, more comprehendingly,
than she did. Her impulse was to begin packing
at once, but she put that off until the next day,

and wrote two or three letters instead. One was
to John Kendal. This is the whole of it.

(< Please believe me very grateful for your frank-

ness this afternoon. I have been most curiously

blind. But I agree with you that there is some-
thing else, and I am going away to find it out and
to do it. When I succeed, I will let you know

;

but you shall not tell me that I have failed

again.

"Elfrida Bell."

The other was addressed to her mother, and
when it reached Mr. and Mrs. Bell in Sparta, they
said it was certainly sympathetic and very well

written. This was to disarm one another's mind
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of the suspicion that its closing paragraph was
doubtfully daughterly.

" In view of what are now your very limited

resources, I am sure, dear mother, you will under-
stand my unwillingness to make an additional

drain upon them, as I should do if I followed

your wishes and came home. I am convinced
of my ability to support myself, and I am not
coming home. To avoid giving you the pain
of repeating your request, and the possibility of

your sending me money which you cannot afford

to spare, I have decided not to let you know
my whereabouts until I can write to you that I

am in an independent position. I will only say
tliat I am leaving Paris, and no letters sent to this

address will be forwarded. I sincerely hope you
will not allow yourself to be in any way anxious
about me, for I assure you that there is not the

slightest need. With much love to papa and
yourself,

" Always your affectionate daughter,
" Elfrida.

*'P.S.—I hope your asthma has again suc-

cumbed to Dr. Paley."

CHAPTER VII.

There was a scraping and a stumbling sound in

the second-floor front bedroom of Mrs. Jordan's
lodj^ings, in a by-way of Fleet Street, at two
o'clock in the morning. It came up to Elfrida,

mixed with the rattle of a departing cab over the

paving-stones below, outside, wherj the fog was
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lifting and showinf]r one street lamp to another.

Elfricla, in her attic, had been sitting above the

fog all night ; her single candle had not been
obscured by it. The cab had been paid and the

andirons were being disturbed by Mr. Golightly

Ticke, returned from the Criterion restaurant,

where he had been supping with the leading lady

of the Sparkle Company, at the leading lady's

expense. She could afford it better than he could,

she told him ; and that was extremely true, for

Mr. Ticke had his capacities for light comedy still

largely to prove, while Mademoiselle Phyllis Fane
had ah .ost disestablished herself upon the stage,

so Ion and so prosperously she had pirouetted

there. Mr. Golightly Ticke' s case excited a degree

of the large compassion which Mademoiselle
Phyllis had for incipient genius of the interesting

sex, and which served her instead of virtue of the

more ordinary sort. He had a double claim upon
it, because in addition to being tall and fair and
misunderstood by most people, with a thin nose
that went beautifully with a mediaival costume,
he was such a gentleman. Phyllis loosened her
purse-strings instinctively, with genuine gratifica-

tion, whenever this young man approached. She
believed in him ; he had ideas, she said, and she
gave him more : in the end he would be sure to

"catch on." Through the invariable period of

obscurity which comes before the appearance of

any star, she was in the habit of stating that he
would have no truer friend than Filly Fane.

She spoke to the manager, she pointed out Mr.
Ticke's little parts to the more intimate of her
friends of the press. She sent him delicate little

presents of expensive cigars, scents, and soaps

;

she told him often that he w^ould infallibly ** get

there." The fact of his having paid his own cab-
fare from the Criterion on this particular morning,
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gave him, as he found his way upstairs, almost

an injured feeling of independence.

As the sounds defined themselves more distinctly

troublous and uncertain, Elfrida laid down her

pen and listened.

''What an absurd boy it is! " she spmI. "ITc's

trying to go to bed in the fire-place."

As a matter of fact, Mr. Ticke's stage of intoxi-

cation was not nearly so advanced as that ; but

Elfrida's mood was borrowed from her article, and
she felt the necessity of putting it graphically.

Besides, a picturesque form of stating his condition

was almost due to Mr. Ticke. Mr. Tickc lived

\ the unfettered life, he was of the elect. Elfrida

reflected, as Mr. Ticke went impulsively to rest,

how easy it was to discover the elect. A glance

would do it, a word, the turning of an eyelid,

i She knew it of Golightly Ticke days before he came
1 up, in an old velvet coat and without a shirt collar,

to borrow a sheet of notepaper and an envelope

from her. On that occasion Mr. Ticke had half

apologized for his appearance, saying, " I'm afraid

I'm rather a Bohemian," in his sympathetic voice.

To which Elfrida had responded, handing him the

notepaper, "Afraid!" and the understanding was
established at once. Elfrida did not consider Mr.
Ticke's other qualifications or disqualifications

—

that would have been a bourgeois thing to do.

He was a hellc dmc, that was sutiicient. He might
find life difficult, it was natural and probable.

She, Elfrida Bell, found it ditficult. She had not
succeeded yet, neither had he, therefore they had
a comradeship—they and a few others—of revolt

against the dull conventional British public that

barred the way to success. Yesterday, she had
met him at the street door, and he had stopped to

remark that along the Embankment, nature was
making a bad copy of one of Vereschagin's pictures.
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When people could say thin.c^s like that, noth'iis

else matturcd much. It is impossiblo to tell

^vhethe^ Miss licll would have found rooui in this

philosophy for the godmoUierly bcnevoknco of

Mademoiselle Fane, if she had known of it,

or not.

It wns a low-roofed room in which Elfiida r»<dl

meditated, biting the end of her pen, upon the

dilference it made when a fellow-being was not a

rhilistine, and it was not in the least like any
other apartment Mrs. Jordan had to let. It was
the atelier of the liuc Torle lioyale transplanted.

Klfrida liad brought all her possessions with her,

and took a nameless comfort in arranging them
as she liked them best. " Try to feel at home,"
she said wliimsically, to her Indian zither, as

she hung it up. " We shall miss Paris, you and
I ; but one day we shall go back together." A
Japanese screen wandered across the room, and
made a bedroom of the end. Elfrida had to buy
that, and spent a day in finding a cheap one v/hich

did not offend her. The fioo/ was bare, except for

a little Afghan prayer carpet, Mrs. Jordan having
removed, in suspicious astonishment, an almost
new tapestry of as nice a pattern as she over set

eyes on, at her lodger's request. A samovar stood

on a little squnro table in the corner, and beside

it a tin box Ox biscuits. The dormer windows were
hung with Eastern stuffs ; a Roman lamp stood

on the mantel ; a Koran-holder held Omar Khay-
yam, secondhand, and Meredith's last novel, and
" Anna Karenina," and '* Salammbo," and two or

three weeks' numbers of the Figaro. Here and
there, on the wall, a Salon photograph was
fastened ; a study of a girl's head that Nadie had
given her was stuck with a Spanish dagger over

th<^ iireplaee. A sketch of Yambery's, and one of

Kendal's, sacredly framed, hung where she could
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always see them. There was a vague suggestion

of roses about the room, and a mingled fragrance

of joss sticks and cigarettes. The candle shone

principally upon a little bronze ]]uddha, who sat

lotus-shrined on the writing-table, among Elfrida's

papers, with an incfrable, inscrutable Hinile. On
the top shelf of a closet in thu wall, a small jiile

of canvases gathered dust, face downwards. Not

a brush-mark of her own was visible. She told

herself that she had done with that.

The girl sat with her long cloak about her, and
a blanket over her knees. Her lingers were almost

nerveless with cold ; as she laid down her manu-
script she tried to wring warmth into thein. Her
face was white. Her eyes were intensely wide open
and wide awake ; they had black dashes under-

neath, an emphasis they did not need. She lay back

in her chair, and gave the manuscri])t a little pusli

toward Buddha, smiling in the middle of the table.

"Well?" she said, regarding him with defiant

inquiry, cleverly marked,
Buddha smiled on. The candle sputtered, and his

shadow danced on three or four long thick envelopes

lying behind him. Elfrida's eyes followed it.

"Oh!" said she, "you refer mo to those, do
you? C'c n\'sl pas poll, Buddha dear; but you
are always honest, aren't you ? " She picked up
the envelopes, and held them fanwise before her.
" Tell me, Buddha, why have they all been scnt

back ? I myself read them with interest, I who
wrote them, and surely that proves something."
She pulled a page or two out of one of them,
covered with her clear, conscious, clever hand-
writing, a handwriting with a dainty pose in it

suggestive of inscrutable things behind the word.

Elfrida looked at it affectionately, her eyes caressed

the lines as she read them. "I find here true

things and clever things," she went on ;
" yes,
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and orif^inal, qnitr original things. That ahoiit

Balzac has never been said before—I assure yon,

Buddha, it has never been said before. Yet the

editor of the Atlunhin returns it to me in two days
with a printed form of thanks, exactly the sarao

printed form of thanks wiiii which he would return

a poem by Arabella Jones. Is the editor of tlio

AthcnhiH a dolt, Jhiddha ? The Ifrnidr typewrites

his regrets—that's better; hut the Jii/standrr says

nothing at all but * declined with thanks ' inside

the Hap of the envelope."

The girl stared absently into the candle. Rho
was not in reality greatly discouraged by these

refusals, she knew that they were to be expected

;

indeed they formed part of the picturesqueness of

the situation in which she saw herself, iilono in

London, making her fight for life as she iound it

worth living, hy herself, for herself, in herself.

It had gone on for six weeks, she thought she
knew all its bitterness, and she Stiw nowhere the

faintest gleam of coming success
;
yet the idea of

giving it up did not even occur to her. At this

moment she was reflecting that, after all, it was
something that her articles had been returned,

—

the editors had evidently thought them worth ilidt

much trouble ; she would send them all off again
in the morning, trying the Athenian article with
the Decade, and the rejected of the Decade with
the Bystander; they would see that she did not
cringe before one failure. Gathering up the loose

pages of one article to put them back, her eyes

ran mechanically again over the opening sentences

of one of them. Suddenly somethirig magnetized
them, a new interest flashed into them -, with a
little nervous movement she brought the page
closer to the candle and looked at it carefully. As
she looked she blushed crimson, and, dropping the

paper, covered her face with her hands.

I
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" Oh, Buddha !
" she cried softly, struggling

with her mortification, "no wonder they rejected

it ! There's a mistake in the very second line

—

a mistake in ,sj>r///////
/
" She felt her face grow

1 lot tor as she said it, and instinctively she lowered
her voice. Her vanity was pricked as with a
sword; for a moment she suffered keenly. Iler

fabric of hope underwent a horrible collapse ; the

blow was at its very foundation. While the minute-
hand of her mother's old-fashioned gold watch
travelled to its next point, or for nearly as long
as that, Elfrida was under the impression that a
person who spelled "artificially" with one "1"

could never succeed in literature. She believed

she had counted the possibilities of failure. She
had thought of style, she had thought of sense

—

she had never thought of spelling ! She began
with a penknife to make the word right, and
almost fearfully let herself read the first few lines.
" There are no more," she said to herself with a
sigh of relief. Turning the page, she read on, and
the irritation began to fade out of her face. She
turned another page, and another, and her eyes

grew interested, absorbed, enthusiastic. There
were some more, one or two, but she did not see

them. Her house of hope built itself again. "A
mere slip ! " she said, r-^assured; and then, as her
eye fell on a little fat dictionary that held down
a pile of papers, ** but I'll go over them all in the

morning, to make sure, with that.*'

Then she turned with new pleasure to the

finished work of the night, settled the sheets

together, put them in an envelope and addressed
it—

The Editor,

The Consul,

6, Tibhi/s Lane,

Fleet Street, E.G.
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^

She hesitated before she wrote— should she write

"The Editor" only, or '* George Alfred Curtis,

Esq.," first, whioli would attract his attention

perhaps, as comiiig from somebody who knew his

name? She had a right to know his name, sho

told herself; she had met him once in the happy
Paris days. Kendal had introduced him to her,

in brief encounters at the Salon, and she re-

membered with amusement the appreciativeness

of the glance that accompanied the stout middle-

aged English gentleman's bow. Kendal had told

her then that Mr. Curtis was the editor of the

(%>nHi{L Yes, she had a riglit to know his name.
And it might make the faintest shadow of a difi'er-

enec. IJut no, *' The Editor " was more dignified,

more impersonal ; her article siiould go in upon
its own merits, absolutely upon its own merits

;

and so she wrote.

It was nearly three o'clock, and cold, shivering

cold. Mr. Golightly Ticke had wholly subsided.

The fog had climbed up to her, and the candle

snowed it clinging to the corners of the room.
The water in the samovar was hissing ; Elfrida

warmed her hands upon the cylinder, and made
herself some tea. Vv'ith it she disposed of a great

many sweet biscuits from the biscuit-box, and
thereafter lighted a cigarette. As she smoked she

re-road an old letter, a long letter in a flowing

foreign hand, written from among the haymakers
at Jiarbizon, that exhaled a delicate perfume.
Elfrid:i had read it thrice for comfort in the

afternoon, now she tasted it, sipping here and
there with long enjoyment of its delieiousness.

She kissed it as she folded it up, with the silent

thought that this was tiie bread of her life, and
soon—oh, passably soon—she could bear the
genius in Niidie's eyes again.

Then she went to bed. ''You little brute," she
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Raid to Buddha, who still smiled, as she blow out

the candle, ** can't you forget it ?
"

CIIArTER VIII.

^Iiss Bell arose late the next morning, whicli

was not unusual. Mrs. Jordan had knocked throe

times vainly, and then left the young lady's chop
and coffee outside the door, on the landing. If

she u'iiiild 'avc it cold, Mrs. Jordan reasoned,

slu' would, and more warnin' than knockin' three

times no livin' bean could expect. Mrs. Jordan
went downstairs uneasy in her mind, however.
The matter of ^liss Bell's breakfast generally left

her uneasy in her mind. It was not in reason,

^Irs. Jordan thought, that "a young littery lady

should keep that close;" for Elfrida's custom of

having her breakfast deposited outside her door
was as invariable as it was jierplexing. Miss
Bell was as charming to her landlady as she

was to everybody else, but Mrs. Jordan found a

polite pleasantness that permitted no opportunity

for expansion whatever, more stimulating to the

curiosity and irritating to the mind generally than
the worst of bad manners would have been. That
was the reason she knocked three times when she

brought up Miss Bell's breakfast. At Mr. Ticke's

door she rapped once, and cursorily at that. Mr.
Tieko was as conversational as you please on all

occasions; .'uid besides, ^[r. Ticke's door was
usually half open. The shroud of mystery in

which Mrs. Jordan enwrapi)ed her *' third lloor

front" grew more impenetrable as the days went
by. Her original theory, which established l^lfrida

as the heroine of the latest notorious divorce

case, was admirably ingenious, but collapsed in a
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fortnight Avitli its own weight. "Besides," Mrs.
Jordan reasoned, *' if it 'ad been that person,

ware is the corrispondent all this time ? There's

l,«een notliin* in the shape of a corrispondent

liangin' round ihis house, for I've kep' my eye
open for one. I give 'er up," said Mrs. Jordan
darkly, "that's wot I do, an' I only 'ope I won't
lind 'er suicided on charcoal some mornin', like

that pore yomig poe 'ss in yesterday's paper."

Another knock, haJ' an hour later, found Elfrida

fniishing her coffee. Out of doors the world was
grey, the little square windows were beaten with
rain. Inside, the dreariness was redeemed to the

extent of a breath, a suggestion. An essence

came out of the pictures and the trappings and
blended itself with the lingering fragrance of the

joss sticks and the roses and the cigarettes in a
delightful manner. The room was almost warm
with it. It seemed to centre in Elfrida; as she

sat beside the writing-table, whose tumultuous
papers had been pushed away to make room for

the breakfast dishes, she was instinct with it.

Miss Bell glanced hurriedly around the room.
It was unimpeachable ; not so much as a strayed

collar interfered with its character as an apart-

ment where a young lady might receive. " Come
in," she said. She knew the knock.

The door opened slowly to a hesitating push,

and disclosed Mr. Golightly Ticko by degrees.

Mr. Ticke was accustomed to boudoirs less rigid

in their exclusiveness, and always handled Miss

Bell's door with a certain amout of embarrass-
ment. If she wanted a chance to whisk anything
out of the way, he would give her that chance.

Fully in view of the lady and the coffee-pot,

Mr. Ticke made a stage bow.
" Here is my apology," he said, holding oat a

letter. " I found it in the box as 1 came in."

i
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It WMs another long thick ( iivclopo, and in iN
nppcr kft-hand corner was printed, in Early
English lettering, ''The St. George's Gazotte.""

Elfrida took it with the faintest pcrceptihlc change
of countenance. It was another discomliture, hut
it did not prevent her from opening her dark
eyes with a remote cfYoct of pathos entirely

disconnected with its reception.

"And you climbed all these fliglits to give it

to me !
" she said with gravely smiling plaintive-

ness. " Tliank you. Why should you have been
so good ? Please—please sit down."

Mr. Ticke looked at her expressivel}'. " I don't

know, Miss Bell, really. I don't usually take
much trouble for people. I say it witliout shame.
Most people arc not worth it. You don't mind
my saying that you're an exception, though.
Besides, I'm afraid I had my eye on my reward."

*' Your reward ? " Elfrida repeated. Her smiling

comprehension insisted that it did not understand.
** The pleasure of saying good morning to you.

But that is an inanity, Miss Bell, and unworthy of

me. I should have left you to divine it."

" How could I divine an inanity in connection
with you?" she answered; and her e3'es under-
lined her words. When he returned, " Oh, you
always parry !

" she felt a little thrill of pleasure

with herself. *' How did it go—last night*? "she
asked.

" Altogether lovely. Standing room only, and
the boxes taken for a week. I lind myself quite

adorable in my little part now. I Jc<l it, you
know. I am James Jones, a solicitor's clerk, to

ray lingers' ends. My nature changes, my environ-

ment changes the instant I go on. But a Utile

thing upsets me. Last night I had to smoke a
cigar,—the swell of the piece gives me a cigar

—

and he gave me a poor one. It wasn't in tone
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—the unities required that he should give me a

good cigar. See? I felt quite confused for the

moment."
Elfrida's eyes had strayed to the corner of her

letter. "If you want to read that," continued

Mr. Tickc, ** I know you won't mind me."
" Thanks," said Elfrida, calmly. ** I've read it

already. It's a rejected article."
** My play came back again yesterday, for the

thirteenth time. The fellow didn't even look at

it. I know, because I stuck the second and third

pages together as if by accident, and when it

came back they were still stuck. And yet these

men pretend to be on the look out for original

work ! It's a thrice beastly world. Miss Bell."

Elfrida widened her eyes again, and smiled
with a vague impersonal winningnesa. "I suppose
one ought not to care," said she, ** but there is

the vulgar necessity of living."
" Yes," agreed Mr. Ticke ; and then, sardonic-

ally, *' Waterloo Bridge at ebb tide is such a nasty
alternative. I could never get over the idea of the

drainage."
" Oh, I know a better way than that." She

chose her words deliberately. ** A much better way.
I keep it here "—holding up the bent little finger

of her left hand. It had a clumsy silver ring on
:.t, square and thick in the middle, bearing deep-

cut Sanskrit letters. " It is a dear little alterna-

tive," she went on, *' like a bit of brown sugar,

liather a nice taste, 1 believe—and no pain. AVhen
I am quite tired of it all, I shall use this, I think.

My idea is that it's weak to wait until you can't

help it. Besides, i could never bear to become—
less attractive than I am now."

** Poison!" said Mr. Golightly Ticke, with an
involuntarilv horrified face.

Elfrida's hand was hanging over the edge of the
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table, and he made as if he would examine the

ring without the formality of asking leave.

She drew her fingers away instantly. " In the

vernacular," she answered coolly, '* * You may not

touch it.'

"

" I beg your pardon. But how awfully chic !

"

" It is chic, isn't it ? Not so very old, you
know." Elfrida raised her eyebrows and pursed
her lips a little. ** It came from Persin.. They
still do things like that in those delightful countries.

And I've had it tested. There's enough to satisfy

three people. When you are quite sure you want
it, I don't mind sharing it witli j'ou. If you arc

going out, Mr. Ticke, will you post this for mo ?

It's a thing about American social ideals, und I'm
trying the Consul with it."

" Delighted. But if I know the editor of the

Consul, it won't get two minutes' consideration."

**No?"
" Being the work of a lady, no. Doesn't matter

how good it is. The thini; to know about the
Consul man is this : he's very nice to ladies—can't

resist ladies ; consequence is, the paper's half full

of ladies' copy every week. I know, because a
cousin of mine writes for him, and most unsympa-
thetic stufif it is. Yet it always goes in, and she

gets her three guineas a week as regularly as the

day comes. But her pull is that she knows him
personally, and she's a damned pretty woman."

Elfrida followed him with interest. " Is she
as pretty as I am?" she asked, purely for infor-

mation.
'* Lord, no !

" Mr. Ticke responded warmlj-.
** Besides, you've got style, and distinction, and
ideas. Any editor would appreciate your points,

once you saw him. But you've got to see him
first. My candid advice is, take this to the Consul
ofiice."
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Elfricla looked at him in a way wliicli baffled

him to understand. " I don't think 1 can do

that," she said slowly; and then added, "I don't

know."
"Well,'* ho said, "I'll enter my protest against

the foolishness of doing it this way, by refusing to

post the letter." Mr. Tlcke Tas tremendously in

earnest, and threw it dramatically upon the table.
** You may be a George Eliot or an EUzabetli

Barrett Browning, but in these days you want
every advantage. Miss Bell, and women who
succeed understand that."

Elfrida's face was still enigmatic, so enigmatic

that Mr. Ticke felt reluctantly constrained to stop.
" I must pursue the even tenor of my way," he

said airily, looking at his watch. " I've an en-

gagement to lunch at one. Don't ask me to post

that article, Miss Bell. And, by the way," as ho
turned to go, " I haven't a smoke about me. Could
you give me a cigarette ?

"

" Oh yes," said Elfrida, without looking at him,
** as many as you like." She pushed an open box
towards him; but she had an absent considering

air that did not imply any idea of what she was
doing.

** Thanks, only one—or perhaps two—there now,
two. How good these little Hafiz fellows are

!

Thanks, awfully. Good-bye."
** Good-bye," said Elfrida, with her eyes on the

packet addressed to the editor of the Consul ; and
Mr. Golightly Ticke tripped downstairs. SLo had
not looked at him again.

She sat thinking, thinking. She applied her-

self first to stimulate the revolt that rose within
her against Golightly Ticke' s advice—his intoler-

ably, no, his forgetfully presumptuous advice. She
would be just to him ; he talked so often to women
with whom such words would carry weight : for an
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instant he might easily fail to recognize that she

was not one of those. It was absurd to be angry,

and not at all in accordance with any theory of

life that operated in Paris. Instinctively, at the

thought of a moral indignation upon such slender

grounds in Paris, she gnve herself the benefit of a
thoroughly expressive Parisian shrug. And how
they understood success in Paris ! Boasts !

And yet, it was all 1 1 the game. It was a
matter of skill, of superiority, of puppet-playing.

One need not soil one's hands—in private one
could always laugh. She remembered how Niidio

had laughed when three bunches of roses from
three different art critics had come in togetlicr

—

how inextinguishably Nadie had laughed. It was
ui itself a success of its kind. Nadie had no
bcruples except about her work. She went straight

to her end, believing it to be an end worth arriving

at by any means. And now Nadie would presently

be iris en vucy ins en viie ! After all, it was a
much finer thing to be scrupulous about one's

work— that was the real morality, the real life.

Elfrida closed her eyes, and felt a little shudder of

consciousness of how real it was.
When she opened them again she was putting

down her protest with a strong hand, crushing her
rebellious instincts unmercifully. She did not
allow herself a moment's self-deception. She did

not insult her intelligence by the argument that it

was a perfectly harmless and proper thing to offer

a piece of work to an editor in person—that every
lady did it,—that she might thereby obtain some
idta of what would suit his paper if her article

did not. She was perfectly straightforward in con-

fronting Golightly Ticke's idea, and she even dis-

robed it, to her own consciousness, of any garment
of custom and conventionality it may )iavc had to

his. Another woman might have taken it up and
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followed it without an instant's hesitation, as a
matter concerning which there could be no doubt,
a matter of ordinary expediency ; of course, a
man would be nicer to a woman than to another
man; they always were; it was natural. But
Elfrida, with her merciless insight, had to harden
her heart and ply her self-respect with assurance
that it was aU in the game, and it was a superb
tiling to be playing the game. Deliberately she
chose the things she looked best in, and went out.

,1

CHAPTER iX.

The weather had cleared to a compromise. The
dome of St. Paul's swelled divinely out of the fog

as Elfrida turned into Fleet Street, and the rail-

way bridge that hangs over the heads of the

people at the bottom of Ludgate Hill seemed a
curiously solid structure connecting space with
space. Fleet Street, wet and brown, and standing

in all unremembered fashions, lifted its antiquated

head and waited for more rain; the pavements glis-

tened brightly, till the tracking heels of the crowd
gave them back their squalor; and there was
everywhere that newness of turmoil that seemed
to burst even in the turbulent streets of the City

when it stops raining. The girl made her way
towards Charing Cross with the westward going
crowd. It went with a steady respectable jog-trot,

very careful of its skirts and umbrellas and the

bottoms of its trousers ; she took pleasure in

hastening past it with her light gait. She would
walk to the Consul office, which was in the vicinity

of the Haymarket,—indeed she must, for the sake
of economy. *' I ought really to be very careful,"

i
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th()u<,'ht Elfrida. " I've only eight sovereigns left,

and I can't—oh, I ccui't ask them for any more at

home." So she went swiftly on, pausing once
before a picture-dealer's in the Strand to make a
mocking mouth at the particularly British quality

of the art which formed the day's exhibit, and
once to glance at a news stand, where two women
of the street, one still young and pretty, the other
old and foul, were buying the Police Gazette from
a stolid-faced boy. " What a subject for Nadie !

"

she said to herself, smiling, and hurried on.

Twenty yards further, a carter's horse lay

dying, with its head upon the pavement. She
made an impulsive detour of nearly half a mile
to avoid passing the place, and her thoughts
recurred painfully to the animal half a dozen
times.

The rain came down again before she reached
the Consul office : a policeman misinformed her

;

she had a difficulty in finding it. She arrived

at last with damp skirts and muddy boots. It

had been a long walk, and the article upon
American social ideas was limp and spotted. A
door confronted her, flush with the street. She
opened it, and found herself at the bottom of a
flight of stairs, steep, dark, and silent. She
hesitated a moment and then went up. At the
top another closed door met her, with IVte Consul
painted in black letters on the part of it that

consisted of ground glass, somewhat the worse
for pencil-points and finger-nails. Elfrida lifted

her hand to knock, then changed her mind and
opened the door.

It was a small room, lined on two sides with
deal compartments bulging with dusty papers.

There were two or three shelves of uninteresting-

looking books, and a desk which extended into

a counter. The upper panes of the window were
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-Mr. Curtis,"

that. When
to SCO hira

ragged with cobwebs, and the air of tlie phico

was redolent of stale publications. A thick-set

little man in spectacles sat at the desk. It was
not Mr. Curtis.

The thick-set man rose as Elfrid a entered, and
came forward a dubious step or two. His
expression was not encouraging.

" I have called to sec the editor-

said she.
'* The editor is not here."

"Oh—isn't he? I'm sorry for

is ho likely to be in ? I want
particularly."

" lie only comes here once a week—for about

an hour," replied the little man, reluctant even
to say so much. " But I could sec that he got

a letter."
" Thanks," returned Elfrida. ** At what time,

and on what day, docs he usually come ?
"

"That I'm not at liberty to say," the occupant
of the desk replied brieliy, and sat down again.

"Where is Mr. Curtis?" Elfrida asked. Sho
had not counted upon this. To the physical

depression of her walk, there added itself a strong

disgust with the unsuccessful situation. She per-

sisted, knowing what she would have to sulTcr

from herself if sho failed.

"Mr. Curtis is in the country. I cannot possibly

give you his address. You can write to him here,

and the letter will be forwarded. But he only
sees people by appointment— especially ladies,"

the little man added, with a half-smile which had
more significance in it than Elfrida could bear.

Her face set itself against the anger that burnt
up in her. and she walked quickly from the door
to the desk, her wet skirts swishing with her
steps. She looked straight at the man, and began
to speak in a voice of constraint and authority.

'



A DAUGHTEIl OF TO-DAY.
/ v)

tlic placo

thick-set

:. It was

tcrcd, and
wo. His

r. Curtis,"

t. When
see hiiu

-for about
tant even
lat he got

,'hat time,

occupant
again.

ied. She
j)hysical

a strong

She per-

to suffer

possibly

lim here,

he only
ladies,"

lich had
lid bear,

at burnt
the door
»vith her
id began
jrity.

"You will bo kind enough to get up," she said,

" and listen to what I have to say."

The man got up instantly.

"I came here," she went on, *'to offer your
editor an article—this article." She drew out the

manuscript, and laid it before him. " I thought
from the character of the contributions in last

week's number of the Consul that he might very
well be glad of it."

Her tone reduced the man to silence. Mechanic-
ally he picked up the manuscript and lingered

the leaves.

"Head the first few sentences, please," said

Elfrida.
" I've nothing to do with that department,

miss."
" I have no intention whatever of leaving it

with you, but I shall be obliged if you will read
the first few sentences." He read them, the girl

standing watching him.
" Now," said she, " do you understand ? " She

took the pages from his hand, and returned them
to the envelope.

" Yes, miss, it's certainly interesting, but
"

"Bo quite sure you understand," said Elfrida,

as the ground-glass door closed behind her.

Before she reached the foot of the staircase

she was in a passion of tears. She leaned against

the wall in the half darkness of the passage,
shaking with sobs, raging with anger and pity,

struggling against her own contempt. Gradually
she gained a hold upon herself, and as she dried

her eyes finally she lost all feeling but a heavy
sense of failure. She sat down faintly on the

lowest step, remembering that she had eaten
nothing since breakfast, and fanned her flushed
face with the sheets of her manuscript. She
preferred that even the unregarding London
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streets bIiouIcI not bcc the traces of her distress.

She was still sittin^^ there, ten minutes later,

when the (loor opened, and threw the grey lifiht

from outside over her. She had found her feet

hcfore ^Ir. Curtis had fairly seen her. lie paused
in astonishment, with his gloved hand upon tho

knob. Tho girl seemed to have started out of

tho shadow, and tho emotion of lier face drama-
tized its beauty. She made a step toward tho

door.
" Can I do anything for you ? " asked tho editor

of tho Consul, taking off his hat.

"Nothing, thank you," Elfrida replied, looking

beyond him. " Unless you will kindly allow mo
to pass."

It was raining again, doggedly, as it does in

the late afternoon. Elfrida thought, with a super-

lative pang of discomfort, of the three or four

blocks that lay between her and the nearest

baker's shop. She put up her umbrella, gathered
her skirts up behind, and started wearily for tho
I laymarket. She had never in her life felt so

tired. Suddenly a thrill of consciousness went
up from her left hand—the hand that held up
her skirts—such a thrill as is known only to tho

sex that wills to have its pockets there. Slio

made one or two convulsive confirmatory clutches

at it from the outside ; then, with a throe of

actual despair, she thrust her hand into her
pocket. It was a crushing fact, her purse was
gone—her purse, that held the possibilities of her

journalistic future molten and stamped in eight

gold sovereigns,—her purse !

Elfrida cast one hopeless look at the pavement
behind her before she allowed herself to realize

the situation. Then she faced it, addressing a
dainty French oath to the necessity. " Come,"
she said to herself, "now it begins to be really
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nimisiii<,s hi rrair vomnJiv.'" She saw lierHclf in

tlio part— it was an artiKtic pleasure,—alone in

a city of meloilrama, without a penny, only her

l)rains. Besides, the sense of extremity pushed
nnd concentrated her ; she walked on with new
energy and purpose. As she turned into the

1 laymarket a cah drew U}) almost in front of her.

Tlirough its rain-heaten ghiss front she recop^nizcd

a face— lundal's. His liead was thrown hack to

speak to tho driver through the roof. In tlu^

instant of her glance, Elfrida saw that ho wore
a hunch of violets in his hutton-hole, that ho
was looking splendidly well. Then, with a smile

that recognized the dramatic value of his appear-
ance at the moment, she lowered her umhrella
and passed on, unseen.

Almost gaily she walked into a pawnhroker's
shop, and ohtained, with perfect nonchalance, five

pounds upon her mother's watch. She had no
idea that sho ought to dispute tho dictum of the

hald young man with tho fishy eyes and tho high
collar ; it did not occur to her that sho was paid
too little. What she realized was, that sho had
wanted to pawn something all her life—it was a
deliciously effective extremity. Sho reserved her
rings with the distinct purpose of having the

experience again. Then she made a suhstantial

lunch at a. rather expensive restaurant— ** It isn't

time yet for crusts and dripping," she reflected

—

and tipped the waiter a snilling, telling him to

get her a cah. As she turned into the Strand sho
told the cahman to drive slowly, and made him
stop at the first newspaper office she saw. As
she alighted, a sense t

^" her extravagance dawned
upon her, and she paia the man off. Then she
made a resolutely charmiiig ascent to the editorial

rooms of tho Illustrated Ai/e.

Twenty minutes later, sue came down again,
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and the door was opened for her l)y Mr. Arthur
Kattray, one of the Bub-editors, a young man wlio

had already distinguished himself on the staff

of the Ajic by his intelligent perception of paying

matter and his enterprise in securmg it. Elfrida

continued to carry her opinions upon the social

ideals of her native democracy in their much-
stained envelope, but there was a light in her

eyes which seemed to be the reflection of success.
*' It's still raining," said the voung man, cheer-

fully.

" So it is," Elfrida responded. ** And, oh, how
atrocious of mo ! I've left my umbrella in the

cab!"
"Hard luck!" exclaimed Mr. Rattray. "An

umbrella is an organic part of one in London.
Shall I stop this 'bus?"

•* Thanks, no. I'll walk, I think. It's only a
little way. I shan't get wet< Good night."

Klfrida nodded to him brightly, and hurried off;

but it could not have occasioned her surprise to

lind Mr. llattray beside her a moment later, with

a careful and attentive umbrella, and the intention

of being allowed to accompany her that little way.
IJy the time they arrived, Mr. iiattray had pledged
himself to visit Scotland Yard next day in search

of a dark brown silk umbrella, with a handle in

the similitude of an ivory mummy.
"Are these your diggings?" he askt-d, as they

reached the house. " Why, Ticko lives hero too

—the gentle Golightly ! Do you know him?"
Illfrida acknowledged her acquaintance with Mr.
Ticke, and Mr. llattray hastened to deprecate her
thanks for his escort. *' Remember," he said,

"no theories, no line writing, no compositions.

Describe what you've seen and know, and give

it a tang—an individuality. And so far as we
arc concerned, 1 think we could use that thing
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you proposed about the Latin Quarter, with plenty

of facts a1)out the cost of the training there, very

well. But you make it short."

CHArTKR X.

KKXD.vTi mounted to Elfrida's apartment in the

Hue Porte lloyale to verify the intimation of

her departure, or haply to forestall its execution,

the morning after her note reached him. He
found it bare and dustv. A workman was mending
the stove. The concierge stood looking on with
hor arms folded above the most striking feature

of her personality, livery vestige of I'llfrida was
gone, and the tall windows were open, letting the

raw February air blow through. Outside, the

sunlight lay in S(piares and triangles on the roofs,

and gave the place its finishing touch of character-

lessness. Yes, truly, mademoiselle had gone, the

evening before. AVas monsieur, then, not aware '?

The concierge was of opinion that mademoisello
had had bad news, but her tone implied that

no news could be (piito bad enough to justify the

throwing up of such desirable apartments upon
such short notice. Mademoiselle had left in such
haste that she had forgotten both to say where
she was going and to leave an address for letters

;

and it would not be easy to surpass the conscious-

ness of injury with which the concierge demanded
what she was to say to the jUrtcnr on the day of

the post from America, when there were always
four or five letters for ma lemoiselle. Monsieur
would bo hicn a\mahh\ if he would allow that they
should bo directed to him. Upon rellection,

monsieur declined this responsibility. With the

faintest ripple of resentment at being left out of
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Elfrida's confidence, he stated to himself that it

would be intrusive. He advised the concierge to

keep them for a week or two, during which Miss
Uell would be sure to remember to send for them,
and turned to go.

" Maderaoisello est allce a la Gare du Nord,"
added the concierge, entirely aware that she was
contributing a fact to Kendal's mental speculation,

and wishing it had a greater intrinsic value. JUit

Kendal merely raised his eyebrows in polite

acknowledgment of unimportant information. ** En
til'et !

" he said, and went away. Nevertheless,

he could not help reHi'cting that Gare du Nord
l)r()bably meant Calais, and Calais meant England,
d()ni)tl('ss London. As he thought of it, he assured

himself that it was l^ondon, and his irritation

vanished at th(^ tliought of the futility of Elfrida

in London. It gave him a half-cuiious, half-

solicitous amusement instead. He pictured her
with her Hungarian peasant's cloak, and any one
of her fantastic luits, in the conventional highways
he knew bo well, and smiled. " She will have to

take herself dilTirently there," he reilectid, without
puiisiug to consider exactly what he meant by it

;

"andslie'll lind that a bore." As yet he himself
liad never taken her dilTircntly so far as he was
aware, and in spite of the obvious i)rovocation of

her behaviour, it did not oceur to him to do it now.
He reflected with a sluide of satisfaction that she
kmw his London address. AVhen she saw quite

iit she would doubtless inform hiui as to what she

was doing and where she miglit be found. He
smiled a«^ain at the thought of the considerations

which Elfrida would put into the balance against
the pleasure of seeing him. They were not humili-
ating. He was content to swing high on the other
side ind< finitely ; but he admitted to himself that
r.hv had taken a pleasure out of I'aris for him, and
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went back to his studio missing it. lie went on
missing it for quite two days, at the end of which
lie received an impetuous visit—excessively im-
petuousconsideringthe delay—from Nadie Palicsky.

In its course. Mademoiselle Palicsky declared

lierself robbed and wronged by ccttc in('(fnipris<'

<rAiiirrin(uir, whom she lorcd, did he understand ?

No, it was not probable that he understood—what
did a man know of love ! As much perhaps as

that llame—Kendal permitted himself the luxury
of a fire. Nadie stared into it for a moment witli

cynical eyes. Under the indirect influence uf

Kendal's regard they softened.
*' She always nnderstood ! It was a joy to

show her anything. She interpreted liastien

Lepage better than I—indeed that is true—but
only with her soul : sho had no hands. Yes, I

loved her, and she was good for me. 1 drew throe

breaths in her presence for one in her absence.

And she Ijas taken herself away. Even in her
letter— I had a line too—she was as remote as a
star ! I hope," continued Niidie with innocent
candour, as sho swung her little feet on the

corner of Kendal's table, " that you do not love

her too. I say prayers to Ic bun Dicu about it.

I burn candles."

"And why?" Kendal asked, with a vigorous
twist of his p'l'ette-knife.

"JiecauHo ycu are such a beast," she responded,
calmly watching his work with her round cleft

chin in the shell of her hand. " That's not bad,
you know. That nearest girl sitting on the grass
is almost felt. But if you show it to the English
they will be so shocked that they will use lorg-

nettes to hide their confusion. Ah !
" she said,

jumping down, ** here am 1 wasting myself on
you, with a carriage a Cltcun- f You are not wortli
it," and she went.
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Ai'tfi" tliat it seemed to Kendal that he did not

misH Elfrida so much. Certainly it never occurred

to him io hasten his departure a day on her

account, um\ there came a morning ^vhen ho drove

through Bloomsbury and realized that he had not

thougl:.t about her for a fortnight. The British

Museum suggested her to him there—the British

Museum, and the certainty that within its massive
walls a number of unimaginative young women
in collarless sage-green gowns were coi^ying casts

of antique sculptures at that moment. But ho
did not allow himself to suppose that she could

possibly be among them.
lie snitfed London all day with a liome-

returning satisfaction in her solidity, and her

ugliness, and her low-toned fogs, and her great

throbbing, unostentatious importance, which the

more flippant capital seemed to have intensified

in him. He ordered the most British luncheon
he could think of, and rellectcd upon the

superiority of the beer. Uc read two leaders in

the Stauihinl through to the bitter end, and con-

gratulated himself and the newspaper that tiioro

was no rag of an absurd feuilluton to distracc his

attention from the importance c* the news of the

day. lie remembered all sorts of acquaintances
that Taris had foamed over i'ur mo^iths. His
heart warmed to a certain v;hirasic<u u« ' couple

who lived in Park Street aud wtij< ouL to walk
every morning after breakfast with their poodle.

He felt disposed to make a formal call upon
tl'.em, and inquire after the poodle. It was
perhaps with an unconscious desire to make
rather more of the idyl of his home-coming
that he went to see the Cardili's instead, who were
his very old friends, and lived in Kensington
Squfiro.

i'i.b lio turned out of Kensington High into a

m

\

,1

i

I
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shoppy little thoroughfare, and throu^^h it to this

quiet, neglected, high-nosed old locality, he realized

with an added satisfaction that ho had come hack
to Thackeray's London. One was apt, he reflected

with a charity ho would not always have allowed
himself, to undervalue Thackeray in those days.

After all, ho once expressed London so well that

now London expressed him, and that was
something.

Kendal found the CardifTs—there were only two,

Janet and her father—at tea, and the Ilalifaxes

there, four people ho could always count on to ho

glad to see him. It was written candidly in

Janet's face—she was a natural creature—as slio

asked him how ho dared to ho so unexpected.
Lady Halifax cried out rohustly from the sofa,

to know how many pictures he had brought back ;

and Miss Halifax, full of the timid enthusiasm of

the well-brought-up elderly girl, gave him a sallow

but agreeable regard from under her inefl'ectivo

Mack hat, and said what a surprise it was. When
they had all finished, Lawrence Cardiff took his

elbow off the mantelpiece, changed his cup into

\m other hand to shako hands, and said, with his

quiet clean-shaven smile, " So you're back !

"

** Baddy has been hoping you would be hero
soon," said Miss Cardiff. " Ho wants the support
of your presence. He's been daring to enumerate
* Our Minor Artists * in the Brown (Juartcrlij, and
Ills position is perfectly terrible. Already he's

had forty-one letters from friends, relatives, and
picture-dealers suggesting names he has doubtless

forgotten! Boor daddy says ho never knew
them !

"

" lias he mentioned mo ? " asked Kendal, sitting

dovvn squarely with his cup of tea.
" He has not."

Then it's in the character of the unconiplaiuiiig
(( fpi
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Icft-ovcr that I'm wanted—tlic modest person wlio

waits until lie's better. I refuse to act. I'll go

over to the howling majority."
** Yoii will never be a minor artist, Mr. Kendal,"

ventured Miss Halifax.
" Certainly not

;
you will rise to greatness at

a bound !
" said Lady Halifax, with substantial

conviction, and an illustrative wave of a fat, well-

gloved hand with a doubled-up fragment of bread
and butter between the thumlj and forefinger

;

** or we shall l)c much disappointed in you."
*' It's rapidly becoming a delicate compliment

to have been left out," Mr. Cardiff remarked, with
melancholy.

" Some of those you've honoured with your recog-

nition are the maddest of all, aren't they, daddy
—as wo say in America ! Dear old thing, you an;

in a perilous case, and who is to take you round
at the Private Views this year—that's the question

of the hour ! You needn't depend upon me

!

There won't be a soul on the line that you Lavcn't

cither put in or lett out !

"

*Mt was a fearful thing to write abou' " Kendal
responded comfortably. ** Ho deserves all tho

(•onsequenccs. Let liim go round alo?^.e." Under
iho surface of his thoughts was a pleased recog-

nition of how little a frcsh-culoured Knglish girl

changes in three years. Looking at Miss Halifax's

liat it occurred to liim that it was an agreeable

thing not to be eternally " striiek " by the apparel
of wouien—so forcib'y, that he aluiost said it.

*' What have you been doing?" he asked Janet.

*' Wonders," Lady Halifax responded for her.
*' I can't thiTik where she gets the energy, or tho

*ranis
*' Can't you !

" her father interrupted. " Upon
my word !

"

Mr. Curdiir hjul tho serious facial muscles of a

i
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comedian, and the rigid discipline he was compelled

to give them as a professor of Oriental tongues at

London University intensified their effect when it

was absurd. The rest laughed, and his cousin

went on to say tliat she wislied shr had the gift.

Her daughter c^^hoed her, looking at Janet in a
way that meant she would say it, whatever the

consequences might be.

"1 must see something," said Kendal, "imme-
diately."

** »SVr something!" exclaimed Lady Jialifax.

" Well, look in the last number of the L(>n<hin

Mtt'iaz'Hc. But you'll please show something
first."

** Yes, indeed !
" Miss Halifax echoed.

** When will you be ready for inspection '? " Mr.
Cardiff asked.

" Come on Thursday, all of you. I'll show you
what tlierc is."

•'Will you give us our tea?" Miss Halifax
inquired with a nervous smile.

*'0f course. And there will be buns. You will

do me the invaluable service of representing the
opinion of the British public in advance. Will
Thursday suit ?

"

" Perfectly," Lady Halifax replied. • The old

rooms in Bryanston Street, I suppose ?
"

"Thursday won't suit us," Janot put in deci-

sively. " No, papa, I've got people coming hero
to tea. Besides, Lady Halifax is quiti; equal to

npresenting the whole British public l)y herself,

art-n't you, dear?" Thas excellent woman nodded
with a pretence of loftily consenting, and her
daughter gave Janet rather a suspicious glance.
" Daddy and I will come another day," Janet went
on in reashuring tones ;

" but we shall expect buns
too, remember."
Then they talked of the crocuses in Kensington



84 A DAUGIITEK OF TO-DAY.

GardcnS; and of young Skeenc's new play at tlio

Princess's—they all knew young Skeenc, and
wished him well,—and of Fraraley's forthcoming
novel—Framlcy, who had made his noble reputa-

tion by portrait-painting—good old Framley,—how
would it go ?

" lie knows character," Kendal said.
" That's nothing new," retorted Lawrence

Cardiff. ** Does he know where it comes from and
where it's going to ? And can ho choose ? and
has he the touch ? And hasn't he been too long

a Royal Academician and a member of the Church
of Enflnnd and a believer in himself? Oh no;
Framiej hasn't anything to tell this generation

that he couldn't say best on canvas."
** Well," said Lady Halifax, disconcertingly, ** I

suppose the carriage is at the door, Lawrence ; but

you might just send to inquire. The horses stand

HO badly, I told Peters he might take them lound
and round the square."

Cardiff looked at her with amused reproach, and
rang the bell, while Janet begged somebody or

anybody to have another cup of tea. The llali-

faxes always tried Janet.

They went at last, entreating Cardiff, to his

annoyance, not to come down the narrow winding
stair with theLi to their carriage. To him no
amount of familiar coming and going could excuse

the most trivial of such negligences. He very
often put Janet into her cab, always if it rained.

The moment they left the room a new atmo-
sphere created itself there, for the two that remained.
They sought each other's eyes with the pleasantest

sense of being together in reality for the first time

;

and though Janet marked it by nothing more
signilicant than a suggestion that Kendal should
poke the fire, there was an appreciable admission
in her tone that they were alone and free to talk,
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which he recognized with great good will, llo

poked the lire, and she, on her low chair, clasping

her knee with both hands, looked almost pretty in

the blaze. There had always been between them
a distinct nnderstanding, the nnderstanding of

good fellowship and ideas of work, and Kendal saw
with pleasure that it was going to bo renewed.

" 1 am dying to tell you about it," \w, said.

"Paris?" she asked, looking up at him. "I
am dying to hear. The people, especially the

people ! Lucien, what was he like ? One hears

so much of Lucien—they make him a priest and
a king together. And did you go to Barbizon ?

"

Another in her place might have added, "And
why did you write so seldom ? " There was some-
thing that closed Janet's lips to this. It was the

same tbing tliat would not permit her to call

Kendal " Jack," as several other people did

;

though her Christian name had becii allowed to

him for a long time. It made an awkwardness
sometimes, for she would not say " Mr. Kendal

"

either—that would bo a rebuke, or a suggestion of

inferiority, or what not ?—but she bridged it over

as best she could with a jocose appellation like

"Signor," "Monsieur," or "Mr. John Kendal"
in full. "Jack" was impossible; "John" was
worse,—yes, with a little nervous shudder, murli

worse.

He told her about Paris, to her fascination—she

had never seen it,—about the boulevards and the

cafes and the men's ateliers, and the vagrant
pathos of student life there—he had known some
clean bits of it,—and to all of this old story he
gave such life as a word or a phrase can give.

Even his repressions were full of meaning, and
the best—she felt it was the best—he had to olYer

her he offered in fewest words, letting her imagina-
tion riot with them. lie described Lucien, and
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tlu! American Colony, llo mado licr laugh al)un-

(lantly over tlic American amateur, as Lucien

managed him,—they had no end of fun over these

interesting, ingenious, and prodigal people in

relation to Parisian professional circles. IIo

touched on Nadie I'alicsky lightly, and perhaps it

^vas hecausc Janet insisted upon an accentuation

of the lines hero—he had sent her a photograph
of one of Nudio's l)est things—that ho refrained

from mentioning Klfrida altogether. Elfrida, ho
thought, he would keep till another time. She
would need so much explanation, she was too in-

teresting to lug in now, it was getting late.

Besides, Elfrida wuis an exhausting subject, and
he was rather done.

CHAPTER XI.

Individually, a large number of Pioyal Academi-
cians pronounced John Kendal's work impertinent
if not insulting, meaningless, affected, or ilippant.

Collectively, with a corporate opinion that might
bo discussed l)ut could not be identified, tliey

received it and hung it, smothering a distressful

doubt, where it would bo least likely to excito

either the censure of the right-minded or the ad-

miration of the unorthodox. The Grosvenor gavo
him a discreet appreciation, and the Now received

him with joy and thanksgiving. If ho had gone to

any of the Private Views, which temptation ho
lirmly resisted, ho would have heard the British

public—for, after all, tho British public is always
well rei)reKented at a Private View—say discon-

tentedly how much better it would like his pictures

if thev were onlv a little more linished. He mi •'lit
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even liavc l»ad tlie cruel luck to h»ar one ])atr()n

of the arts, who l)egan hy designing the jjietnrial

advertisements for liis own furniture polish, state

that ho would buy that twilight effect with the

empty fields if only the trees in the foreground
weren't so blurred. Other things, too, he might
have heard that would liavo amused him more, as

being less commonplace, but pleased him no
better, said by people who cast furtive glances

over tlieir shoulders to see if anybody that might
be the artist was within reach of their discrimi-

nating admiration ; and hero and there, if he had
listened well, a vigorous word that meant recogni-

tion and reward. It was not that ho did not long

for the tritest word of comment from the oraelo

before which he had chosen to lay the fruit of his

labours ; indeed, he was so conscious of his desire

to know this opinion, not over clever as he believed

it, that he ran away on the evening of varnishing

day. If he stayed ho felt that he would inevitably

compromise his dignity, so he Lid himself with
some amiable people in Ilampshire, who could bo

relied upon not to worry him, for a week. lie did

not deny himself the pai)ers, however. They
reached him in stacks, with the damp chill of the

afternoon post upon them ; and in their solid

paragraphs ho read the verdict of the British

public written out in words of proper length, and
much the same phrases that had done duty for

Jiiastlake and Sir Martin Shoe. Fortunately, tho

amiable people included some very young people,

so young that they could properly compel Kendal
to go into the fields with them and make cowslip

balls, and some robust girls of eighteen and twenty
who mutely demanded the pleasure of beating him
at tennis every afternoon. lie was able in this

way to work off the depression that visited him
(liiily with the damp odour of London art erilieisin,
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quite independently of its bias toward himself. He
told himself that he had been let off fairly easily,

t^iough he winced con: Iderably under the adula-

tion of the Daily Mercury, and found himself

breathing most freely when least was said about

him. The day of his triumph in the Mercury he

made monstrous cowslip balls, and thought that

the world had never been sufficiently congratu-

lated upon possessing the ideal simplicity of

children.

Thereafter, for two days nothing came, and he
began to grow restless. Then the Decade made
its weekly slovenly appearance, without a wrapper.
He opened it with the accumulated interest of

forty-eight hours, turned to " Fine Arts," and
girded himself to receive the Decade's ideas. He
read the first sentence twice : the article opened
curiously for the Decade, He looked at the cover

to see whether he had not been mistaken. Then
he sat down beside the open window, where a
line rain came in and smote upon the page, and
read it through, straining his eyes in the gathering
darkness over the last paragraph. After that,

he walked up and down the rooms, among the

shadows, for half an hour, not ringing for lights

because the scented darkness of the garden where
the rain was dripping, and the half outlines of

the things in the room, were so much more
grateful to his imagination as the Decade's critic

had stimulated with the young mocking brilliant

voice that spoke in the department of "Fine
Arts." It stirred him all through. In the
pleasure it gave him he refused to reflect how
often it dismissed with contempt where it should
have considered with respect, how it was some-
times inconsistent, sometimes exaggerated and
obscure. He was wrapped in the delicacy and
truth with which the critic translated into words
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the recognizable souls of a certain few pictures—
it could not displease him that they were very
few, since three of his were among them. When
it spoke of these the voice was strong and gentle,

with an uplifted tenderness, and all the suppressed

suggestion that good pictures themselves have.

It made their quality felt in the lines, and it

spoke with a personal joy.

**A new note!" Kendal thought aloud; "a
voice crying in the wilderness, by Jove ! Wolff
might have done it, if it had been in French, but
Wolff would have been fairer, and more technical

and less sympathetic."
A fine energy crept all through him, and burnt

at his finger-ends. The desire to work seized him
deliciously with the thrill of being understood, a
longing to accomplish to the utmost of his

limitations—he must reasonably suppose his limi-

tations. Sometimes they were close and real, at

this moment they were far-off and vague, and
almost dissolved by the force of his joyous inten-

tion. He threw himself mentally upon a half-

finished canvas that stood against the wall in

liryanston Street, and spent ten exalted minutes
in finishing it. When it was done he found it

ravishing, and raged because he could not decently

leave for town before four o'clock next day. Ho
worked off the time before dinner by putting his

things together, and the amiable people had never
found him so delightful as he was that evening.

After amusing one of the robust young ladies

for half an hour, at prodigious cost, he found
himself comparing their conversation with the

talk he might have had in the time with Elfrida

Bell ; and a fresh sense of injury visited him
at having been high-handedly debarred from that

pleasure for so many weeks. It stayed with him
and pricked him all the way to town next day.
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He was a fool, he thought, to have missed the

chance of meeting her upon the opening days of

the London exhibitions ; she was sure to have
gone, if it were only to scoff, and her scoffing

would have been so amusing to listen to. He
thought gloomily of the impossibility of finding

her in London if she didn't wish to be found,

and he concluded that he really wanted to see

her, that he must see her soon—to show her that

article.

The desire had not passed from him three days
later, when the boy from below stairs brought him
up a card. Kendal was in his shirt-sleeves, and
had just established a relation of great intimacy
with an entirely new subject. Before the boy
reached him he recognized with annoyance that it

was a lady's card, and he took it between his thumb
and his palette with the most brutal indifference.

"You are to say " he began, and stopped.
*' Show the lady up," he said in substitution, while

his face cleared with a puzzled amusement, and he
looked at the card again. It read " Miss Elfrida

Bell," but the odd thing was down in one corner,

where ran the statement in small square type,
" The Illustrated Age."

There was a sweet glory of May sunlight in the

streets outside, and she seemed to bring some of it

in with her, as well as the actual perfume of the

bunch of violets which she wore in her belt. Her
eyes, under the queerest of hats, were bright and
soft ; there was a faint colour in her cheeks. Her
shapely hands were in grey gloves with long gaunt-
lets, and in one of them she carried a business-like

little black note-book.

She came in with a shy hesitation that became
her very well, and as she approached their old

understanding immediately arranged itself between
them.
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** I shonld be perfectly justifiod in sulking," he
declared gaily, disencumbering a chair of a super-

annuated tin box of empty twisted tubes, **and

asking you to what I might attribute the honour
of this visit ? " He put up his eye-glass, and stared

through it with an absurd affectation of dignified

astonishment. "But I'll magnanimously admit

that I am delighted to see you. I'll even lay aside

my wounded sensibilities enough to ask you where
you've been ?

"

** I ? " faltered Elfrida, softly, with her wide-eyed

smile, ** oh !—as if that were of any consequence !

"

She stepped back a pace or two to look at an
unpacked canvas, and her expression changed.
"Ah," she said gravely, "how good it is to see

that ! I wish I could remember by myself so

much—half so much—of the sunlight of that

country. In three days of these fogs I had
forgotten it. I mean the reality of it. Only a
pale theory stayed with me. Now it comes
back."

" Then you have been in London," he probed,
while she looked wistfully at the fringe of a wood
in Brittany that stood upon his canvas. Her
eyes left the picture and wandered round the

room.
"I?" she said again. "In London? Yes, I

have been in London. How splendidly different

you are
!

" she said, looking straight at him as

if she stated a falling of the thermometer or a

quotation from the Stock Exchange. "But are

you sure

—

perfectly sure," she went on with dainty

emphasis, " that you can stay different ? Aren't

you the least bit afraid that in the end your work
may become—pardon me—commercial, like the

rest ? Is there no danger ?
"

" I wish you would sit down," Kendal said

ruefully. " I shouldn't feel it so much, perhaps,



02 A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY.

if you sat down. And pending my acknowledg-
ment of a Londoner's sin in painting in London,
it seemp to me that you have put yourself under
pretty much the same condemnation."
"I have not come to paint," Elfrida answered

quickly. ** I have put away the insanity of

thinking I ever could. I told you that, I think,

in a letter. But there are—other things. You
may rememher that you thought there were."

She spoke with so much repressed feeling that

Kendal reproached himself with not having thought
carefully enough about it to take her at her letter's

word. He picked up the card that announced her,

and looked again at the lower left-hand corner.
** I do remember, but I don't understand. Is

this one of them ? " he asked.

Something, something absolutely unintentional

and of the slightest quality, in his voice operated
to lower her estimate of the announcement on the

card, and she flushed a little.

"It's—it's a way," she said. "But it was
stupid—bourgeois—of me to send up a card

—

such a card. With most of these people it is

necessary ; with you of course it was hideous.

Give it to me, please," and she proceeded to tear

it slowly into little bits. ** You must pardon me,"
she went on, " but I thought—you know we are

not in Paris now, and there might be people here.

And then, after all, it explains me."
" Then I should like another," Kendal inter-

rupted.
** I'm going to do a descriptive article for the

Age—the editor wants to call it * Through the

Studios ' or something of that sort—about the artists

over here, and their ways of working, and their

places and their ideas and all that, and I thought,

if you didn't mind, I should like to begin with you

!

Though it's rather like taking advantage."

i
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"But are j'ou going in for this sort of thing

Bcriously ? Isn't it an uncommon grind ? " Kendal
asked with hearty interest. "What made you
think of it ? Of course you may say any mortal

thing you want to about me—though I call it

treachery, your going over to the critics ! I'm
afraid you won't find anything very picturesque

here ? As you say, we're not in Paris."
** Oh yes, I shall !

" she rei:>lied sweetly, ignor-

ing his questions. " I like pipes, and cobwebs,

and old coats hanging on a nail, and plenty of

litter and dust ancl confusion. It's much better

for work than tapestries, and old armour, and
wood carvings."

Miss Bell did not open her little black note-book
to record these things, however. Instead, she
picked up a number of the London MagazinCy and
looked at the title of an article pencil-marked on
the pale green cover. It was tJanet Cardiff's

article, and Lady Halifax had marked it. Elfrida

had read it before—it was a fanciful creation of

the conditions of verse-making when Herrick wrote,
very pleasurably ironical in its bearing upon more
modern poetry-making. It had quite deserved the
praise she gave it in the corner which the Age
reserved for the magazines.
"I want you to understand," she said slowly,

"that it is only a way. I shall not be content to

stick at this—ordinary kind of journalistic work.
I shall aim at something better—something perhaps
as good as that." She held up the marked article.
" I wonder if she realizes how fortunate she is

—

to appear between the same covers as Swinburne !

"

" It is not fortune altogether," Kendal answered.
" She works hard."
"Do you know her?—do you see her often?

Will you tell her that there is somebody who takes
a special delight in every word she writes ? " asked
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Elfridii, impulsively. " But no, of course not

!

Why should she care ? She must hear such things

so often. Tell me, though, what is she like, and
particularly how old is she ?

"

Kendal had begun to paint again; it was a

compliment he was able to pay only to a very

few people. ** I shall certainly repeat it to her,"

he said. ** She can't hear such things often

enough—nobody can. How shall I toll you what
she is like ? She is tall—about as tall as you are

;

and rather thin. She has a good colour, and nice

hair and eyes."
" What coloured eyes ?

"

** Brown, I think. No—I don't know ; but not
blue. And good eyebrows—particularly good eye-

brows."
" She must be plain," Elfrida thought, '* if ho

has to dwell upon her eyebrows. And how old?
"

she asked again. " Much over thirty ?
"

" Oh dear no ! not thirty. Twenty-four, I

should say."

Elfrida's face fell perceptibly. " Twenty-four !

"

she exclaimed. " And I am already twenty. I

shall never catch up to her in four years. Oh,
you have made me so unhappy! I thought she

must be quite old—forty perhaps. I was prepared
to venerate her. But twenty-four, and good eye-

brows ! It's too much."
Kendal laughed. *' Oh, I say!" he exclaimed,

jumping up, and bringing a journal from the other

side of the room, "if you're going in for art

criticism, here's something ! Do you see the
Decade ? The Decade's article on the pictures in

last week's number fairly brought me back to

town." He held his brush between his teeth and
found the i)lace for her. ** There ! 1 don't know
who did it ; and it was the first thing Miss Cardiff

asked me when I put in my appearance there
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Kendal had gone back to work, and did not see

that Elfrida was making an effort of self-control,

with a curious exaltation in her eyes. ** I—I have
seen this," she said presently.

*' Capital, isn't it ?
"

" Miss Cardiff asked you who wrote it ? " she
rc2)cated, hungrily.

** Yes, she commissioned me to find out, and,
if he was respectable, to bring him there. Iler

father said I was to bring him, anyway. So I

don't propose to find out. The Cardiffs have bm*nt
their fingers once or twice already handling obscure
genius, and I won't take the responsibility, liut

it's adorably savage, isn't it ?
"

"Do you really like it?" she asked. It was
her first taste of success, and the savour was very
sweet. But she was in an agony of desire to tell

him, to tell him immediately, but gracefully,

delicately, that she wrote it. How could she say
it, and yet seem uneager, indifferent ! But the
occasion must not slip ! It was a miserable
mojuent.

" Immensely," he replied.

"Then," she said, with just a little more signi-

ficance in her voice than she intended, "you would
rather not find out ?

"

He turned and met her shining eyes. She
smiled, and he had an instant of conviction.

" You !
" he exclaimed,—" you did it ! Really ?

"

She nodded, and he swiftly reflected upon what
be had said. "Please criticize," she begged im-
patiently.

"I can only advise you to follow your own
example," he said gravely. "It's rather exuber-
antly cruel in places."

" Adorably savage, you said/
"
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" I wasn't criticizing then. And I suppose," ho
went on, with a shade of awkwardness, ** I ought
to thank you for ail the charming things you put
in about me."

** Ah," she returned, with a contemptuous pout
and shrug, "don't say that !—it's like the others.

Jkit"—she clinched it notwithstanding, and rather

quickly—"will you take me to see Miss Cardiff?

I mean," she added, noting his look of consterna-

tion, " will you ask her if I may come? I forget

—we are in London."
At this moment the boy from below stairs

knocked with tea and cakes, little Italian cakes
in iced jackets and paper boats. " Yes, certainly ;

yes, I will," said Kendal, staring at the tray, and
trying to remember when he had ordered it ; " but
it's your plain duty to make us both some tea, and
cat as many of these pink and white things as you
possibly can. They seem to have come down from
heaven for you."
They ate and di'ank and talked, and were merry

for quite twenty minutes. Elfrida opened her
note-book, and threatened absurdities of detail for

publication in the Age, He defied her, tilted his

chair back, put his feet on a packing-box, and
smoked a cigarette. He placed all the studies he
had made after she left Paris before her, and as

she finished the last but one of the Italian cakes

they discussed these in the few words from which
they both drew such large and satisfying meanings
as do not lie at all in the vocabulary of outsiders.

Elfrida felt the keenest pleasure of her whole life

in the knowledge that Kendal was talking to her
more seriously, more carefully, because of that

piece of work in the Decade ; the consciousness of

it was like wine to her, freeing her thoughts and
her lips. Kendal felt, too, that the plane of their

relations was somehow altered. He was not sure

I
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that ho liked the alteration. Already nho had
grown less amusing, and the real tamanKhrir
which she constantly suggested her desire for, ho
could not, at the bottom of his heart, truly tolerate

with a woman. lie was an artist, but he was also

an Englishman, and he told hitnsclf that he must
not let her get into the way of coming there. lie

fult an absurd inward irritation, which he did not
analyze, that she should talk so well and be so

charming, personally, at the same time.

Elfridaj, still in the flush of her elation, was
putting on her gloves to go, when the room re-

sounded to a masterful double rap. The door
almost simultaneously opened far enough to dis-

close a substantial gloved hand upon the outer

handle, and in the tones of coniident aggression
which liabit has given to many middle-aged ladies,

a feminine voice said, " May we come in ?
"

It is not probable tbat Lady Halifax had ever
been so silently, surely, and swiftly damned before.

In the fraction of an instant that followed, Kendal
glanced at the dismantled tray, and felt that the

situation was atrocious. He had just time to put
his foot upon his half-smoked cigarette, and to

force pretence of unconcern into his '* Come in !

"

when the lady and her daughter entered with
something of unceremoniousness.

''Those are appalling stairs"—Lady Halifax
observed Elfrida, and came to an instant's aston-
ished halt—"of yours, Mr. Kendal,—appalling! "

Then, as Kendal shook hands with Miss Halifax,
she faced round upon him in a manner which said

definitely, " Explain !
" and behind her sharp,

good-natured little eyes, Kendal read, "if it is

possible." He looked at Elfrida in the silent hope
that she would go, but she appeared to have no
such intention. He was pushed to a momentary
wish that she had got into the cupboard, which



9S A DAUCillTEU OF TO-I)AV.

ho (liHiiiissed, turniiif]f a (Icepcr brick colour as it

came and wont. KUriila was looldn;,' up with cahu
inquiry, buttoninf^ a last f^lovc button.

" Lady Halifax," he Haid, Kooing nothinf; else for

it, " this is ^liss IJoll, from America, a foUow-
studcnt in Paris. Miss Boll has deserted art for

literature, though," ho went on bravely, noting an
immediate change in his visitor's exi)rcssion, and
the fact that her acknowledgment was quite as

polite as was nccossar}'. " She has done me the

honour to look me up this afternoon in the formid-

able character of a representative of the press."

Lady Halifax looked as if the explanation were
quite acceptable, though she reserved the right of

criticism. Elfrida took the first word, smiling

prettily straight into Lady Halifax's face.
** Mr. Kendal pretends to be very much fright-

ened," she said, with pleasant modest coolness,

and looked at Kendal.
" From America," Lady Halifax repeated, as if

for the comfort of the assurance. ** I am sure it

is a great advantage nowadays to have boon
brought up in America." This was quite as

delicately as Lady Halifax could i)ossibly manage
to inform Kendal that she understood the

situation.

Miss Halifax was looking absorbedly at Elfrida.

"Arc you really a journalist?" Miss Halifax

asked. '*How nice! I didn't know there were
any ladies on the London press except, of course,

the fashion papers ; but that isn't quite the same,
is it ?

"

When Miss Halifax said, " How nice !
'*

it indi-

cated a strong degree of interest. The threads of

Miss Halifax's imagination were perpetually twist-

ing themselves about incidents that had the least

unusualness, and here was a most unusual inci-

dent, with beauty and genius thrown in. Whether
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she could approve of it or not in connection with
Kendal, Miss Halifax would decide afterwards.

She *

'

' Vierself that she ought to he sulliciently

devoted ;0 Kendal to he magnanimous about his

friends. Her six years of seniority gave her the

candour to confess that she was devoted to Kendal
—to his artistic personality, that is, and to his

pictures. While Kendal turned a still uncomfort-
able back upon them, showing Lady Halifax what
he had done since she had been tiiere last—she
was always pitiless in her demands for results

—

Klfrida talked a little about **tlie press" to Miss
Halifax. Very lightly and gra'iefully she talked

about it, so lightly and gracefully that Miss Halifax
obtained an impression, which she has never lost,

that journalism for a woman had ideal attractions,

and privately resolved, if ever she were thrown
upon the bleak world, to take it up. As the others

turned towards them again, Elfrida noticed the
conscience-stricken glance which Kendal gave to

the tea-tray.
" Oh," she said, with a slight enhancement of

her pretty Parisian gurgle, *' I am very guilty—you
must allow me to say that I am very guilty indeed

!

Mr. Kendal did not expect to see me to-day, and in

his surprise he permitted me to eat up all the
cakes ! I am so sorry ! Are there no more—an}^-

where ? " she asked Kendal, with such a gay
pretence of tragic grief that they all laughed
together.

She went away then, and while they waited for

a fresh supply of tea, Kendal did his best to satisfy

the curiosity of the Halifaxes about her. He was
so more than thankful that she had convinced
them that she was a person about whom it was
proper to be curious.
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CHAPTER XII.

It was Arthur Rattray who generally did the art

criticism for the Decade, and when a temporary
indisposition interfered between Mr. Rattray and
his duty, early in May, he had acquired so much
respect for Elfrida's opinion in artistic matters,

and so much good-will toward her personally, that

he wrote and asked her to undertake it for him
with considerable pleasure. This respect and
regard had dawned upon him gradually, from
various sources, in spite of the fact that the Latin
Quarter article had not been a particular success.

That, to do Miss Bell justice, as Mr. RaHray said

in mentioning the matter to the editor-in-chief,

was not so much the fault of the article as the

fault of their public. Miss Bell wrote the graphic,

naked truth about the Latin Quarter. Even after

Rattray had sent her copy back to be amended for

the third time, she did not seem able to realize

that their public wouldn't stand unions lihres when
not served up with a moral purpose—that no
artistic apology for them would do. In the end
therefore, Rattray was obliged to mutilate the
article himself and to neutralize it here and there.

He was justified in taking the trouble, for it was
matter they wanted on account of some expensive
drawings of the locality that had been in hand
a long time. Even then the editor-in-chief had
grumbled at its " tone," though the wrath of the
editor-in-chief was nothing to Miss Bell's. Mr.
Rattray could not remember ever having had
before a conversation with a contributor which
approached in liveliness or interest the one he
sustained with Miss Bell the day after her copy
appeared. If he imparted some ideas upon expe-
diency he received some obligation to artistic truth,
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which he henceforth associated with Elfrida's

expressive eyes and what he called her foreign

accent. On the whole, therefore, the conver-

sation was agreeahle, and it left him with the

impression that Miss Bell, under proper guidance,

could very possibly do some fresh, unconventional
work for the Ar/r, Freshness and unconventionality

for the Age was what Mr. Rattray sought as they

seek the jewel in the serpent's head in the far

East. He talked to the editor-in-chief about it,

mentioning the increasing lot of things concerning
women that had to be touched, which only a woman
could treat **from the inside; " and the editor-in-

chief agreed sulkily, because experience told him
it was best to agree with Mr. Eattray, that Miss
Bell should be taken on the staff on trial, at two
pounds a week. " But the paper doesn't want a
female Zola," he growled, "you can tell her that.'*

Rattray did not tell her precisely that, but he
explained the situation so that she quite under-
stood it, the next afternoon when he called to talk

the matter over with her. He could not ask her
to come to the office to discuss it, he said ; they
were so full up, they had really no place to receive

a lady. And he apologized for his hat, which was
not a silk one, in the uncertain way of a man who
has heard of the proprieties in these things. She
made him tea with her samovar, and she talked to

him about Parisian journalism and the Parisian

stage, in a way that made her a further discovery
lo him ; and his mind, hitherto wholly devoted to

the service of the Illustrated Age, received an im-
petus in a new direction.

When he had gone Elfrida laughed a little,

silently, thinking first of this, for it was quite plain
to her. Then, contrasting what the Age wanted
her to write with her ideal of journalistic literature,

she stated to Buddha that it was "worse than
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jKuiade.^' ** But it means two pounds a week,
Buddha," she said—" fifty francs ! Do you under-
stand that? It means that we shall be able to

stay here, in the world—that I shall n 4 be oblipjed

to take you to Sparta. You don't know, Buddhn,
how you would loathe Sparta ! But understand, it

is at that price that we are going to despise our-

selves for a while—not for the two pounds !

"

And next day she was sent to report a distribu-

tion of diplomas to graduating nurses by the

Princess of Wales.
Buddha was not an adequate confidant. Elfrida

found him capable of absorbing her emotions
indefinitely, but his still smile was not always
responsive enough. So she made a little feast,

and asked Golightly Ticke to tea, the Sunday after

the Saturday that made her a salaried member
of the London press. Golightly's felicitations

were sincere and spasmodically sympathetic, but

he found it impossible to conceal the fact that of

late the world had not smiled equally upon him.
In spite of the dramatic fervour with which the

part of James Jones, a solicitor's clerk, had been
rendered every evening, the piece at the Princess's

had come to an unprofitable close, the theatre had
been leased to an American Company, Phyllis had
gone upon tour, and Mr. Ticke's abilities were at

the service of chance. By the time he had reached
his second cigarette, he was so sunk in cynicism
that Elfrida applied herself delicately to discover

tliese facts. Golightly made an elaborate effort to

put her off. He threw his head back in his chair,

and watched the faint rings of his cigarette curling

into indistinguishability against the ceiling, and
said that he was only the dust that blew about the

narrow streets of the world, and why should she

care to know which way the wind took him ?

Lighting his third, he said as bitterly as that
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ly as that

engrossment would permit him, that the sooner

—

puff—it was over—puff—the sooner—puff—to

sleep; and when the lighting was quite satis-

factorily accomplished, he laughed harshly.
" I shall think," said Elfrida, earnestly, **if you

do not toll mo how things are with you, since they

are bad, that you are not a true Bohemian—that

you have scruples !

"

" You know better—at least I hope you do

—

than to charge me with that," Golightly returned

with an inflection full of reproachful meaning.
** I—I drank myself to sleep last night, Miss Bell.

"When the candle flickered out, I thought that it

was all over—curious sensation. This morning,"
he added, looking through his half-closed eye-

lashes with sardonic stage effect, ** I wished it had
been "

'* Tell me," Elfrida insisted gently.

Mr. Ticke then told her, looking attentively at

his long thin fingers. He told her tersely, it did

not take long ; and in the end he doubled up his

hand and pulled a crumpled cuff down over it.

** To me," he said, "a thing like that repre-

sents the worst of it. When I look at that I feel

capable of crime. I don't know whether you'll

understand, but the consideration of what my finer

self suffers through sordidness of this sort, some-
times makes me think that to rob a bank would be
an act of virtue."

** I understand," said Elfrida.
** Washerwomen, as a class, are callous ; I sup-

pose the alkalies they use finally penetrate to

their souls. I said to mine last Thursday, * But
I must be clean, Mrs. Binkley,' and the creature

replied, * I don't see at all> Mr. Ticks '—she has
an odious habit of calling me Mr. Ticks— ' why
you shouldn't go dirty occasional.' She seemed
to think she had made a joke."
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**Thcy live to be paid," Elfrida said, with

liard philosophy. And then she questioned him
delicately about his play. Could she induce him
to show it to her, some day? Her opinion was
worth nothing really- -oh no, absolutely nothing

—

but it would be a pleasure, if Golightly were sure

he didn't mind.
Gohghtly found it difficult in selecting phrases

repressive enough to be artistic, in which to tell

her that he would be delighted.

When Mr. Ticke came in that evening he found
upon his dressing-table a thick square envelope
addressed to him in Elfrida's suggestive hand.
With his finger and thumb, he immediately
detected a round hardness in one corner ; and ho
took some pains to open the letter so that nothing
should fall out. He postponed the pleasure of

reading it until he had carefully extracted the two
ten-shilling pi ces, divested them of their bits of

tissue paper, and put them in his waistcoat pocket.

Then he held the letter nearer to the candle and
read

—

;

^

' r

* * I have thought about this for a whole hour. You
must believe, please, that it is no vulgar impulse.

I acknowledge it to be a very serious liberty, and
in taking it, I rely upon not having misinterpreted
the scope of the freedom which exists between us.

In Bohemia—our country—one may share one's

luck with a friend, n'cst-ce pas P I will not ask to

be forgiven."

*'Nice girl," said Mr. Golightly Ticke, taking
off his boots. He went to bed rather resentfully

conscious of the difference there was in the bene-
factions of Miss Phyllis Fane.

Shortly after this Mr. Ticke's own luck mended,
and on two different occasions Elfrida found a



A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY. ^05

saitl, with
ioned him
nduce him
pinion was
nothino

—

T were sure

ig phrases
ich to tell

I he found
fe envelope
kive hand,
amediately
ir; and he
it nothing
leasure of
ed the two
eir bits of
'at pocket,
andle and

iour. You
• impulse.
)erty, and
iterpreted

tween us.

are one's

lot ask to

B, taking
isentfully

he bene-

mended,
found a

bunch of daffodils outside her door in the morning,
that made a mute and graceful acknowledgment
of the financial bond Mr. Ticke did not dream of

offering to materialize in any other way. He felt

his gratitude finely. It suggested to him a number
of little directions in which he could make himself

useful to Miss Bell, putting aside entirely the

question of repayment. One of these resolved

itself into an invitation from the Arcadia Club, of

which Mr. Ticke was a member in impressive

arrears, to their monthly mbxc in the Landscapists'

rooms in Bond Street. The Arcadia Club had the

most liberal scope of any in London, he told

Elfrida, and included the most interesting people.

Painters belonged to it, and sculptors, actors,

novelists, musicians, journalists—perhaps above
all journalists. A great many ladies were members
—Elfrida would see—and they were always glad

to welcome a new personality. The club recog-

nized how the world had run to types, and how
scarce and valuable personalities were in con-

sequence. It was not a particularly conventional

club, but he would arrange that. If Elfrida would
accept his escort, Mrs. Tommy Morrow would
meet her in the dressing-room, as a concession to

the prejudices of society.
" Mrs. Tommy is a brilliant woman in her wav,"

Mr. Ticke added. "She edits The Boudoir—

\

might say she created The Boudoir. They call

her the Queen of Arcadia. She has a great deal

of manner."
*' What does Mr. Tommy Morrow do?" Elfrida

asked.

But Golightly could not inform her as to Mr.
Tommy Morrow's occupation.
The rooms were half full when they arrived, and

as the man in livery announced them, "Mrs.
Morrow, Miss Bell, and Mr. Golightly Ticke," it
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seemed to Elfrida that everybody turned simul-

taneously to look. There was nobody to receive

them; the man in livery published them, as it

were, to the company, which she felt to be a more
effective mode of entering society, when it was the

society of the arts. She could not possibly help

being aware that a great many people were look-

ing in her direction over Mrs. Tommy Morrow's
shoulder. Presently it became obvious that Mr.
Tommy Morrow was also aware of it. The shoulder
was a very feminine shoulder, with long lines

curving forward into the sulphur-coloured gown
that met them not too prematurely. Mrs. Tommy
Morrow insisted upon her shoulder, and upon her
neck, which was short behind but long in front,

in effect, and curved up to a chin which was some-
what too persistently thrust forward. Mrs. Tommy
had a pretty face with an imperious expression

—

*' Just the face," as Golightly murmured to

Elfrida, " to run The Boudoir.*' She seemed to

know everybody, bowed right and left with varying
degrees of cordiality, and said sharply, " No shop
to-night !

" to a thin young woman in a high black
silk, who came up to her, exclaiming, " Oh, Mrs.
Morrow, that function at Sandringham has been
postponed."

Presently Mrs. Morrow's royal progress was
interrupted by a gentleman who wished to present

Signor Georgiadi—"the star of the evening,"

Golightly said hurriedly to Elfrida. Mrs. Morrow
was ve: ^ gracious, but the little fat Italian with
the long hair and drooping eyelids was atrociously

embarrassed to respond to her compliments in

English. He struggled so violently that Mrs.
Morrow began to smile with a compassionate
patronage which turned him a distressing terra

cotta. Elfrida looked on for a few minutes, and
then, as one of the group, she said quietly in

y i
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French, " And Italian opera in England, how do
you find it, signor?" The Italian thanked her
with every feature of his expressive countenance,

and burst with polite enthusiasm into his opinion

of the Albert Hall concerts. When he discovered

Elfrida to be an American, and therefore not speci-

ally susceptible to praise of English classical inter-

pretations, he allowed himself to become critical,

and their talk increased in liveliness and amiability.

Mrs. Morrow listened with an appreciative air

for a f 3W minutes, playing with her fan, then she

turned to Mr. Ticke

—

*' Golightly," she said acidly, 'Tm dying of

thirst. You shall take me to the refreshment-

room."
So the star of the evening was abandoned to

Elfrida, and, finding in her a refuge from the

dreadful English lady, he clung to her. She was
so occupied with him in this character that almost
all the other distinguished people who attended
the soiree of the Arcadia Club escaped her.

Golightly asked her reproachfully afterwards how
he could possibly have pointed them out to her,

absorbed as she was—and some of them would
have been so pleased to be introduced to her.

She met a few notwithstanding ; they were chiefly

unmarried ladies of middle age who immediately
mentioned the paper they were connected with,

and one or two of them, learning that she was a
new-comer, kindly gave her their cards and asked
her to come and see them any second Tuesday.
They had indefinite and primitive ideas of doing
their hair, and they were certainly mal toiiniee, but
Elfrida saw that she made a novel impression upon
them, that they would remember her and talk of
her. Seeing that other things became less note-
worthy. She observed, however, that these ladies

were more or less emancipated, on easy terms with
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the facts of life, free from the prejud'ces that tied

the souls of the people she saw shopping at the

Stores, for instance. That, and a familiarity

with the exigencies of copy at short notice, was
discernible in the way they talked and looked

about them; and the readiness with which each

produced a pencil and a card suggested that she

might have decorated the staff of her journal an
appreciable number of years, if that supposition

had not been forbidden by the fact that the

feminine element in journalism is of comparatively

recent introduction. Elfrida wondered what they
had occupied themselves with before. It did not
detract from her sense of the success of the evening

—Golightly Ticke went about telling everybody
that she was the new American writer on the yipe

—to feel herself altogether the youngest person
l^resent, and manifestly the most effectively dressed,

in her cloudy black net and daffodils. Her spirits

rose as she looked at the other women with a keen
instinct that assured her she would win, if it were
only a matter of a race with them. She had never
had the feeling in any security before ; it lifted her
and carried her on in a wave of exhilaration.

Golightly Ticke, taldng her in turn to the buffet

for lemonade and a sandwich, told her that he
knew she would enjoy it—she must be enjoying it,

she looked in such capital form. It was the first

time she had been near the buffet, so she had not
had the opportunity of observing how important
a feature the lemonade and sandwiches formed in

the entertainment of the evening—how persistently

the representatives of the arts, with varying
numbers of buttons off their gloves, returned to

this light refreshment.

Elfrida thanked Mrs. Tommy Morrow very
sweetly for her chaperonage in the cloak-room
when the hour of departure came.
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"Well," said Mrs. Morrow, "you can say
you have seen a characteristic London literary

gathering."
" Yes, thanks," said Elfrida ; and then, looking

about her for a commonplace, "How much taller

the women seem to be than the men !

" she
remarked.

"Yes," returned Mrs. Tommy Morrow. "Da
Maurier drew attention to that in Punch some
time ago."

CHAPTER XIII.

Janet Cardiff, running downstairs to the drawing-
room from the top story of the house in Kensington
Square, with the knowledge that a new American
girl who wrote very clever things about pictures

awaited her there, tried to remember just what
sort of description John Kendal had given of her
visitor. Her recollection was vague as to detail

;

she could not anticipate a single point with
certainty, perhaps because she had not paid
particular attention at the time. She had been
given a distinct impression that she might expect
to be interested, however, which accounted for her
running downstairs. Nothing hastened Janet
Cardiff's footsteps more than the prospect of
anybody interesting. She and her father declared
that it was their great misfortune to be thoroughly
respectable, it cut them off from so much. It was
in particular the girl's complaint against their
life that humanity, as they knew it, was rather
a neutral-tinted, carefully woven fabric too largely
"machine-made," as she told herself with a
discontent which the various Fellows of the Royal
Society and members of the Athenaeum Club with

t
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whom the CardifTi^ were in the hiibit of (hiiin^

coukl hardly have thought themselves capable of

inspiring. It seemed to Janet that nobody crossed

their path until his or her reputation was made,
and that by the time people had made their

reputations they succumbed to them and became
uninteresting.

She told herself at once that nothing Kendal
could have said would have prepared her for this

American, and that certainly nothing she had seen
or read of other Americans did. Elfrida was
standing beside the open window looking out. As
Janet came in, a breeze wavered through and
lifted the flufify hair about her visitor's forehead,

and the scent of the growing things in the little

square came with it into the room. She turned
slowly, with grave wide eyes and a plaintive

indrawing of her pretty underlip, and held out

three full-blown gracious Marechal Neil roses on
long slender stems.

"I have brought you these," she said, with a
charming effect of simplicity, " to make me
welcome. There was no reason—none whatever
—why I should be welcome, so I made one. You
will not be angry—perhaps?"

Janet banished her conventional *' Very glad to

see you" instantly. She took the roses with a
quick thrill of pleasure. Afterwards she told

herself that she was not touched, not in the least,

she did not quite know why. But she freely

acknowledged that she was more than amused.
"How charming of you!" she said. "But I

have to thank you for coming as well. Now let us
shake hands, or we shan't feel properly acquainted."

Janet detected a half-tone of patronage in her
voice, and fell into a rage with herself because of

it. She looked at Elfrida to note a possible resent-

ment, but there was none. If she had looked a

'ii
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trifle more Bharply, she raij^lit have observed a

subtler patronage in the little smile her visitor

received this commonplace with ; but, like the

other, she was too much occupied in considering

her personal effect. She had l)ecomo suddenly

desirous that it should be a good one.

Elfrida went on in the personal key. " I suppose

you are very tired of hearing such things," she

said, **but 1 owe you so much."
This was not quite justifiable, for ^liss Cardiff

was only a successful writer in the magazines,

whose name was very familiar to other people who
wrote in them, and had a pleasant association for

the reading public. It was by no means fame

—

she would have been the first to laugh at the

magniloquence of the word in any personal con-

nection. For her father she Mould accept a
measure of it, and only deplored that the lack of

public interest in Persian made the measure small.

She had never confessed to a soul how largely she

herself was unacquainted with his books, and how
considerably her knowledge of her father's specialty

was covered by the opinion that Persian was a very
decorative character. She could not let Elfrida

suppose that she thought this anything but a
politeness.

'*0h, thanks— impossible !
" she cried gaily;

" indeed, I assure you it is months since I heard
anything so agreeable," which was also a departure
from the strictest verity.

** But, truly ! I'm afraid I am very clumsy,"
Elfrida added with a pretty dignity, " but I should
like to assure you of that."

" If you have allowed me to amuse you now
and then for half an hour, it has been very good
of you," Janet returned, looking at Miss Bell with
rather more curious interest than she thought it

polite to show. It began to seem to her, however,
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that the conventional side of the occasion was not
ohvioiis from any point of view. " You arc an
American, aren't you ? " she aslied. " Mr. Kendal
told mo no. I suppose one oughtn't to say that

one would like to he an American. But you
have such a pull !—I know I should like living

there."

Elfrida gave herself the effect of considering

the matter earnestly. It flitted, really, over the

surface of her mind, which was engaged in ahsorh-

ing Janet, and the room, and the situation.
" Perhaps it is hotter to he horn in America

than in—most places," she said, with a half-glance

at the prim square outside. " It gives you a point

of view that is—splendid." In hesitating this

way hefore her adjectives, she always made her
listeners douhly attentive to what she had to say.
" And having heen deprived of so much that you
have over here, we like England hetter, perhaps,

when we get it, than you do. But nohody wouhl
live in constant deprivation. No; you wouldn't

like living there. Except in New York, and, oh,

I shouid say Santa Barbara, and New Orleans,

perhaps, the life over there is—infernal."

"You are like a shower-bath," said Janet to

herself, but the shower-bath had no palpable effect

upon her. ** What have we that is so important
that you haven't got ? " she asked.

''Quantities of things." Elfrida hesitated, not

absolutely sure of the wisdom of her example.

Then she ventured it. " The picturesqueness of

society—your duchesses and your women in the

greengrocers' shops." It was not wise, she saw
instantly.

"Really? It is so difficult to understand that

duchesses are interesting—out of novels, and the

greengrocers' wives are a good deal alike too,

aren't they?"
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" It's tlio contrast. You sco, our iUkjIicsscs

wore grccnp;rocerH' wives the day before yestordiiy,

and our greengrocers' wives subscribo to tho

magazines. It's all mixed up, and there are no
high lights anywhere. You move before us in a
sort oif panoramic pageant," Elfrida went on,

determined to redeem her point, " with your
(^)uecn and Empress of India—she ought to 1)0

riding on an elephant, oughtn't she ?—in front,

and all your princes and nobles with their swords
drawn to protect her. Then your upper classes

and your upper middle classes, walking stillly

two and two ; and then your lower middle classes

with largo families, dropping their A's ; and then
your hideous people from the slums. And besides,"

she added, with prettily repressed enthusiasm,
" there is the shadowy procession of all the people

that have gone before, and we can see that you
are a good deal like them, though they are more
interesting still. It is very pictorial " She
stopped suddenly and consciously, as if she had
said too much, and Janet felt that she was
suggestively apologized to.

.

''Doesn't the phenomenal squash make up for

all that ? " she asked. " It would to me. I'm
dying to see the phenomenal squash, and tho
prodigious water-melon, and "

;* And the Falls of Niagara?" Elfrida put in,

with the faintest turning down of the corners of

her mouth. "I'm afraid our wonders are chiefly

natural, and largely vegetable, as you say."

"But they are wonders. Everything here has
been measured so many times. Besides, haven't
you got the Elevated Railway, and a statue of

Liberty, and the ' Jeanne d'Arc,' and W. D.
Howells, to say nothing of a whole string of poets
—good grey poets, that wear beards and laurels,

and fanciful young ones that dance in garlands
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on the back pages of The Century? Oh, I know
them all—the dear things ! and I'm quite sure

their ideas are indigenous to the soil !

"

Elfrida let her eyes tell her appreciation, and
also the fact that she would take courage that she

was gaining confidence.
" I'm glad you like them," she said. " Howclls

would do if he would stop writing about virtuous

sewing girls, and give us some real romans jhsyeho-

locfiqnes. But he is too much afraid of soiling his

hands, that monsieur; his hetes humaines arc

always conventionalized, and generally come out

at the end wearing the halo of the redeemed. Ho
always reminds me of Cruikshank's picture of the

ghost being put out by the extinguisher in the
' Christmas Carol.' ' His genius is the ghost, and
conventionality is the extinguisher. But it is

genius, so it's a pity."

"It seems to me that Howells deals honestly

with his materials," Janet said, instinctively

stilling the jar of Elfrida's regardless note. She
was so pretty, this new creature, and she had
such original ways. Janet must let her talk

about romans ^^sychologiques, or worse things if

she wanted to. "To me he has a tremendous
appearance of sincerity, psychological and other.

But do you know I don't think the Englis>- or

American people are exactly calculated to offer

the sort of material you mean. The hete is too

conscious of his moral fibre when he's respectable

;

and when he isn't respectable he doesn't commit
picturesque crimes—he steals and boozes. I dare
say he's bestial enough, but pure unrelieved filth

can i, be transmuted into literature, and as a
people we're perfectly devoid of that extraordinary

artistic nature that it makes such a foil for in

the Latins. That is really the only excuse the

naturalists have !

"

i
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*' Excuse !
" Elfrida repeated, with a bewildered

look. ** You had Wainwright !
" she added hastily.

'' Xous nous en filicitons / We've got him still

—in Madame Tussaud's !
" cried Janet. ** Ho

poisoned for money, in cold blood—not exactly

an artistic vice ! Oh, he won't do !
" she laughed

triumphantly, " if he did write charming things

about the Renaissance ! Besides, he illustrates

my case ; amongst us he was a phenomenon, like

the elephant-headed man. Fienomena are for

the scientists. You don't mean to tell me that

any fiction that pretends to call itself artistic

has a right to touch them ?
"

By this time they had absolutely forgotten that

up to twenty minutes ago they had never seen
each other before. Already they had mutely and
consciously begun to rejoice that they had come
together, already each of them promised herself

the exploration of the other's nature with the

preliminary idea that it would be a satisfying, at

least an interesting process. The impulse made
Elfrida almost natural, and Janet perceived this

with quick self-congratulation. Already she had
made up her mind that this manner was a pretty

mask which it would be her business to remove.
" But—but you're not in it !

" Elfrida returned.
*' Pardon me, but you're not there, you know ! Art
has no ideal but truth, and to conventionalize

truth is to damn it ! In the most commonplace
material there is always truth, but here they
conventionalize it out of all

"

"Oh!" cried Janet. '* We're a c. ivcniional

people, I assure you. Miss Bell. And ava you,
tor how could you change your spots in a hundred
years ? The material here is conventional. Daudet
couldn't have written for us. Our wicked women
are too inglorious. Now, ' Sappho ' " Miss
Cardiff stopped at the ringing of the doorbell.
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" Oh !
" she said. " Here is my father. You will

let me give you a cup of tea now, won't you ?
"

The maid was bringing in the tray. " I should

like you to meet my father."

Lawrence Cardiff's grasp was on the door-

handle almost as she spoke. Seeing Elfrida, he
involuntarily put up his hand to settle the back

of his coat-collar—these little middle-aged ways
were growing upon him—and shook hands with

her, as Janet introduced them, with the courtly

impenetrable agreeableness that always provoked
curiosity about him in strangers, and often led to

his being taken for somebody more important than
he was—usually somebody in politics. Elfrida

saw that he was quite different from her concep-

tion of a University professor with a reputation

in Persian and a clever daughter of twenty-four.

He was straight and slender, for one thing; he
had gay, inquiring eyes, and fair hair just

beginning to show grey where the ends were
brushed back; and Elfrida immediately became
aware that his features were as modern and as

mobile as possible. She had a moment of in-

decision and surprise—indecision as to the most
effective way of presenting herself, and surprise

that it should be necessary to decide upon any
way. It had never occurred to her that a gentle-

man who had won scientific celebrity by digging

about Arabic roots, and who had contributed a
daughter like Janet to the popular magazines,
could claim anything of her beyond a highly
respectful consideration. In moments when she
hoped to know the Cardiffs well she had pictured

herself doing little graceful acts of politeness

towards this paternal person— acts connected with
his spectacles, his Athenian, his footstool. But
apparently she had to meet a knight and not
a pawn.
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She was hardly aware of taking counsel with
herself, and the way she abandoned her hesitations,

and what Janet was inwardly calling her Burne-
Jonesisms, had all the effect of an excess of

unconsciousness. Janet Cardiff watched it with
delight. '* But why," she asked herself in wonder,
'' should she have been so affected—if it was
affectation—with mc ? " She would decide wh'^ther

it was or was not afterwards, she thought. Mean-
while she was glad her father had thought of

sayinp; something nice about the art criticism in

the Decade; he was putting it so much better

than she could, and it would do for both of

them.
" You paint yourself, I fancy ? " Mr. Cardiff was

saying lightly.

There was no answer ^or an instant, or perhaps
three. Elfrida was looking down. Presently
she raised her eyes, and they were larger than
ever, and wet.

" No," she said a little tensely ;
" I have tried

"

—"trr-hied," she pronounced it
—*'but—but I

cannot."

Lawrence Cardiff looked at hi? teaspoon in a
considering way, and Janet reflected, not without
indignation, that this was the manner in which
people who cared for them might be expected to

speak of the dead. But Elfrida cut short the
reflection by turning to her brightly.

" When Mr. Cardiff came in," she said, *' you
were telling me why a Daudet could not write
about the English. It was something about
' Sappho.' " Mr. Cardiff' looked up curiously, and
Janet, glancing in her father's direction, reddened.
Did this strange young woman not realize that it

was impossible to discuss beings hke ** Sappho "

with one's father in the room ?
*' It seems to me it is the exception in that class,
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as in all classes, that rewards interest," Elfrida

continued.

"That rewards interest?" What might she

not say next ?

"Yes," interrupted Janet, desperately, "but
then my father came in and changed the subject

of our conversation. Where are you living. Miss
Bell ?

"

"Near Fleet Street," said Elfrida, rising. "I
find the localitv most interesting, when I can see

it. I can patronize the Roman baths, and lunch
at Dr. Johnson's pet tavern, and attend service in

the church of the real Templars if I like. It is

delightful. I did go to the Templar church a
fortnight ago," she added, " and I saw such

a horrible thing that I am not sure that I will go
again. Tnere is a beautiful old Crusader lying

there in stone, and on his feet a man who sat near
had hung his silk hat ! And nobody interfered !

Why do you laugh ?
"

When she had fairly gone, Lawrence and Janet
Cardiff looked at one another, and smiled.

"Well," cried Janet, "it's a find, isn't it,

daddy ?

"

Her father shrugged his shoulders. His manner
said that he was not pleased, but Janet found
a tone in his voice that told her the impression of

Elfrida had not been altogether distasteful.
" Fin de siccle,'' he said.
" Perhaps," Janet answered, looking out of the

window, " a little ^/i/i de siecle.**

" Did you notice," asked Lawrence Cardiff,
" that she didn't tell you where she was living ?

"

"Didn't she? Neitht- she did. But we can
easily find out from John Kendal."

' I:
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CHAPTER XIV.

Kkndal hardly admitted to himself that his

ac({uaintaiice with Elfrida had gone heyond the

l)oint of impartial ohservation. The i)roof of

its impartiality, if he had thought of seeking it,

would have appeared to him to lie in the fact that

he found her, in her personality, her ideis and
her effects, to he damaged by London. The con-

ventionality—Kendal's careless generalization pre-

ferred a broad term—of the place made her
extreme in every way, and it had recently come
to be a conclusion with him that English con-

ventionality, in moderation, was not who!' 7 to bo
smiled at. Returning to it, its protectiveness had
impressed him strongly, and he had a comforting
sense of the responsibility it imposed upon society.

Paris and the Quartier stood out against it in his

mind like something full of light and colour and
transient passion on the stage; something to bo
remembered with recurring thrills of keen satisfac-

tion and to be seen again. It had been more than
this, he acknowledged, for he had brought out of

it an element that lightened his life and vitalized

his work, and gave an element of joyousness to his

imagination—it was certain that he would go back
there. And Miss Bell had been in it and of it—so

much in it and of it that he felt impatient with
her for permitting herself to be herself in any
other environment. He asked himself why she
could not see tnat she was crudely at variance
with all colour and atmosphere and law in her
present one, and he speculated as to the propriety
of telling her so, of advising her outright as to the
expediency, in her own interest, of being other
than herself in London. That was what it came
to, he reflected in deciding that he could not do
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this if the girl's convictions and motives and aims
were real, and he was beginning to think they

were real. And although he had found himself

at liberty to say to her things that were harder
to hear, he felt a curious repugnance to giving her
any inkling of what he thought about this ; it

would be a hideous thing to do, he concluded, an
unforgivable thing, and an actual hurt. Kendal
had for women the readiest consideration, and
though one of the odd things he found in Elfrida

was the slight degree to which she evoked it in

him, he recoiled instinctively from any reasoned
action which would distress her.

But his sense of her inconsistency with British

institutions—at least he fancied it was that—led

him to discourage somewhat, in the highest way,
Miss Halifax's interested inquiries about her. The
inquiries suggested dimly that eccentricity and
obscurity might be overlooked in any one whose
personality really had a value for Mr. Kendal, and
made an attempt which was heroic, considering the

delicacy of Miss Halifax's scruples, to measure
his appreciation of Miss Bell as a writer—to Miss
Halifax the word wore a halo—and as an individual.

If she did not succeed, it was partly because he
had not himself quite decided whether Elfrida in

London was delightful or intolerable, and partly

because he had no desire to be complicated in

social relations which, he told himself, must be
either ludicrous or insincere.

The Halifaxes were not in any sense literary

;

their proper pretensions to that sort of society

were buried with Sir William, who had been editor

of the Brown Quarterly in his day, and many other

things. They had inherited his friends as they
had inherited his manuscripts, and, in spite of a
grievous inability to edit either of them, they held

to one legacy as fast as to the other. Kendal
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thought with a somewhat repelled amusement of

any attempt of theirs to assimilate Elfrida. It

was dixierent with the Cardiffs, but even under

their enthusiastic encouragement he was dis-

inclined to be anything but discreet and cautious

al)out Miss Bell. In one way and another she was

at all events a young lady of potentialities, he

reflected ; and, with a view to their effect among
one's friends, it might be as well to understand

them. He even went so far as to say to himself

that Janet was such a thoroughly nice girl as she

was ; and then he smiled inwardly at the thought

of how angry she would be at the thought of his

putting any prudish considerations on her account

into the balance against an interesting acquaint-

ance, lie had, nevertheless, a distinct satisfaction

in the fact that it was really circumstances, in the

shape of the iJerade article, that had brought them
together, and that he could hardly charge himself

with being more than an irresponsible agent in

the matter.

Under the influence of such considerations

Kendal did not write to Elfrida at the Arje office

asking her address, as he had immediately re-

solved to do when he discovered that she had
gone away without telling him where he might
find her. It seemed to him that he could not very

well see her at her lodgings. And the pleasure of

coming upon her suddenly, as she closed the door

of the Age behind her and stepped out into Fleet

Street a fortnight later, overcame him too quickly

to permit him to reflect that he was yielding to

an opposite impulse in asking her to dine with
him at Baliero's, as they might have done in

Paris. It was an unlooked-for opportunity, and
it roused a desire which he had not lately been
calculating upon, a desire to talk with her about
all sorts of things, to feel the exhilaration of her
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single-mindedness, to find out more about her, to

guess at the meanings behind her eyes.

If any privileged cynic had taken the charce
to ask him whether he found them expressive of

purely abstract significance, Kendal would have
answered afiirmativel}' in all honesty. And he
would have added a confession of his curiosity to

discover what she was capable of, if she was
capable of anything—which he considered legiti-

mate enough. At the moment, however, he had
no time to think of anything but an inducement,
and he dashed through whole pickets of scruples

to find one. *' They give one such capital straw-
berry ices at Baliero's," he begged her to believe.

His resolutions did not even reassert themselves
when she refused. He was conscious only that it

was a bore that she should refuse, and very in-

consistent—hadn't she often dined with him at

the Cafe Florian ? His gratification was con-

siderable when she added, **They smoke there,

you know," and it became obvious, by whatever
carious process of reasoning she arrived at it, that

it was Baliero's restaurant she objected to, and
not his society.

"Well," he urged, "there are plenty of places

where they don't smoke, though it didn't occur to

me that
"

"Oh," she laughed, "but you must allow it

to occur to you ;
" and she put her finger on

her lip.

Considering their solitariness in the crowd, he
thought there was no reason why he should not
say that he was under the impression that she
liked the smell of tobacco.

" There are other places," she went on. " There
is a sweet little green and white place like a dairy
in Oxford Street, that calls itself the * Hyacinth,'
which is sacred to ladies and to gentlemen properly

f

4
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"Anywhere!" he said. He accepted her pro-

posal to dine at the Hyacinth with the same un-
questioning pleasure which he would have had in

accepting her proposal to dine at the top of the

Monument, that evening ; but he felt an undue
perplexity at its terms, which was vaguely dis-

turbing. How could it possibly matter ! Did she
suppose that she advanced palpably nearer to the

proprieties in dining with him in one place rather

than the other ? There was an unreasonableness
about that which irritated him.
He felt it more distinctly when she proposed

taking an omnibus instead of the cab he had
signalled. ** Oh, of course, if you prefer it," he
said ; and there was almost a trace of injured

feeling in his voice. It was so much easier to

talk in a cab.

He lost his apprehensions presently, for it

became obvious to him that this was only a mood,
coming, as he said to himself devoutly, from the
Lord knew what combination of circumstances

—

he would think that out afterwards,—but making
Elfrida none the less agreeable while it lasted.

Under its influence she kept away from all the
matters she was fondest of discussing with that
extraordinary candour and startling equity of hers,

and talked to him with a pretty cleverness about
commonplaces of sorts arising out of the day's
news, the shops, the weather. She treated them
all with a gaiety that made her face a fascinating
study while she talked and pointed them, as it

were, with all the little poises and expressions and
reserves which are commonly a feminine result of

considerable social training. Kendal, entering into

her whim, involuntarily compared her with an
acknowledged successful girl of the season, with
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whom lio Lad sat out two dances the night before

in Eaton Square, to the successful girl's disadvan-

tage. Finding something lacking in that, he came
upon a better analogy in a young married lady of

the diplomatic circle, who had lately been dipping

the third finger of her left hand into politics with

the effect of considerably increasing her note. This
struck him as satisfactory, and he enjoyed finding

completion for his parallel wherever her words and
gestures offered it. He took her at the wish she

implied, and eddied with her round the pool which
some counter-current of her nature had made for

the hour in its stream, pleasantly enough. He
attempted once, as Elfrida unbuttoned her gloves

at their little table at the Hyacinth, to get her to

talk about her work on the Af/e.

"Please

—

please don't mention that," she said.
** It is too revolting. You don't know how it makes
me suffer."

A moment later she "'eturned to it of her own
accord, however. " It is absurd to try to extract

pledges from people," she said; *'but I should
really be happier

—

mneh happier—if you would
promise me something."

** * By Heaven, I will promise ajiythinr/,' " Kendal
quoted laughing, from a poet much in vogue.

" Only this—I hope I am not selfish "—she hesi-

tated ;
'* but I think—yes, I think I must be selfish

here. It is that you will never read the A(je."
*' I never do !

" leapt to his lips, but he stopped
it in time. *' And why ? " he asked instead.

** Ah, you know why. It is because you might
recognize my work in it—by accident you might
—and that would be so painful to me. It is not
my best—please believe it is not my best."

"On one condition I promise," he said,
—"that

wlien you do your best you will tell me where to

find it."
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She looked at him gravely and considered. As
she did so, it seemed to Kendal that she was re-

garding his whole moral, mental, and material

nature ; he could almost see it reflected in the

glass of her great dark eyes.
*' Certainly, yes. That is fair—if you really

and truly care to see it. And I don't know," she

added, looking up at him from her soup, "that

it matters whether you do or not, so long as you
carefully and accurately pretend that you do.

When my hest, my real best, sees the life of

common "

** Type," he suggested.
'* Type," she repeated unsmilingly, " I shall be

so insatiate for criticism—I ought to say praise

—that I shall even go so far as to send you a
marked copy

—

vcrtj plainJij marked, with blue

pencil. Already "—she smiled with a charming
effect of assertiveness

—" I have bought the blue

pencil."
** Will it come soon ? " Kendal asked seriously.

" Cher amiy'' Elfrida said, drawing her handsome
brows together a little, **it will come sooner than

you expect. That is what I want," she went on
dcHberately, "more than anything else in the

whole world, to do things—^oo^Z things, you under-

stand—and to have them appreciated and paid for

in the admiration of people who feel and see and
know. For me life has nothing else—except the

thing that other people do, better and worse than
mme."

" Better and worse than yours," Kendal repeated.
" Can't you think of them apart ?

"

" No, I can't," Elfrida interrupted. " I have
tried, and I can not. I know it's a weakness—at

least, I am half persuaded that it is,—but i must
have the personal standard in everything."

" But you are a hero-worshipper—often I have
seen you at it."



126 A DAUGIITEU OF TO-DAY.

" Yes," bIic said cynically, while the white-

capped maid who handed Kendal asparagus stared

at her with a curioaity few of the Hyacinth's lady-

diners inspired. " And when I look into that I

find it is because of a secret consciousness that

tells mo that I, in the hero's place, should have
done just the same thing. Or else it is because of

the gratification my vanity iinds in my sympathy
with his work, whatever it is. Oh, it is no special

virtue, my kind of hero-worship." The g'rl ^ooked

across at Kendal, and laughed a bright fr'^.nk laugh,

hi which was no discontent with what she had been
telling him.

'* You are candid," Kendal said,
** Oh yes, I'm candid. I don't mind lying for

a noble end, but it isn't a noble end to deceive

one's self."

" * Oh purblind race of miserable men !

'
" Kendal

began lightly, but she stopped him.
** Don't," she cried. ** Nothing spoils conversa-

tion like quotations. Besides, that's such a trite

one—I learned it at school !

"

But Kendal's offence was clearly in his manner.
It seemed to Elfrida that he would never sincerely

consider what she had to say about herself. She
went on softly, holding him with her eyes

—

"You may find me a simple creature
"

** A propos," laughed ^^^endal, easily, "what is

this particular noble end ?
"

*'Bah!" she said. "You are right. It is a
lie, and it had no end at all. I am complex
enough, I dare say. But this is true, that my
egotism is like a little flame within me. All the

best things feed it, and it is so clear that I see

everything in its light. To me it is most dear and
valuable— it simplifies things so. I assure you
that I wouldn't be one of the sloppy unselfish

people the world is full of for anything !

"
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" As a source of gratification isn't it ruilior

limited ? " Kendal asked. lie was thinking of the;

extra drop of nervous fluid in Americans ho liad

been reading about in the afternoon, and wonder-
ing if it often had this development.

*' I don't quite know what you mean," Elfrida

replied. " It isn't a source of gratification , it's

a channel. And it intensifies everything so that

1 don't care how little comes that way. If there's

anything of mo left when I die, it will be that

little fierce fiame. And when I do the tiniest

thing—write the shortest sentence that rings true,

sec a beauty or a joy which the common herd pass

by, I have my whole life in the flame and it

becomes my soul. I'm sure I have no other

!

When you say that there is no real pleasure in

the world that does not come through art," Elfrida

went on again, widening her eyes seriously, ** don't

you feel as if you were uttering something religious

—part of a creed—as the Mussulman feels when
he says, * there is no God but one God, and
Mahomet is His Prophet ' ? I do."

*' I never say it," Kendal returned with a smile.

"Does that make one a Philistine, or a Hindu, or

what?"
** You a Philistine !

" Elfrida cried, as they rose

from the little table. "You are saying a thing
that is absolutely wicked."
Her quasi-conventional mood had vanished com-

pletely, and as they drove together in a hansom
through the mysterious movement of the lamp-lit

London streets, toward her lodging, she plunged
enjoyingly into certain theories of her religion,

which embraced Arnold and Aristotle and did not
exclude Mr. Whistler, a composite creed, making
wide, ineffectual, and presumptuous grasps to

include all beauty and all faith : she threw hand-
fuls of these things at Kendal, who watched them
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vanish into the air with pleasure and asked if he
might smoke. At which she reflected, deciding

that for the present he might not ; hut when they

reached her lodgings she would perrait him to

renew his acquaintance with Buddha, and give

him a cigarette.

During the hour they smoked and talked together

Elfrida was wholly delightful ; and only one thing

occurred to mar the enjoyment of the evening, as
Kendal remembered it. That was Mr. Golightly

Ticke, who came up and smoked too, and seemed
to have extraordinary familiarity, for such an
utterly impossible person, with Miss Bell's literary

engagements. On his way home Kendal reflected

that it was doubtless a question of time—she would
take to the customs of civilization by degrees, and
the sooner the better.

CHAPTEK XV.

Shortly afterward, Elfrida read^ Mr. Pater's
** Marius," with what she herself called, somewhat
insincerely, a " hungry and hopeless " dehght. I

cannot say that this Oxonian's tender classical re-

creation had any critical effect upon her; she

probably found it much too limpid and untroubled

to move her in the least. I mention it by way of

saying that Lawrence Cardiff lent it to her with

a smile of half-indulgent, half-contemptuous assent

to some of her ideas, which was altered when she

returned the volume, by the active necessity of

defending his own. Elfrida had been accepted at

the Cardiffs' with the ready tolerance which they

had for types that were remarkable to them and
not entirely disagreeable, though Janet began by
telling her father that it was impossible that
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Elfrida should be a type—she was an exception

of the most exceptionable sort. ** I'll admit her
to be abnormal, if you like," Cardiff would return,
" but only from an insular point of view. I dare
say they grow that way in Illinois." But that

was in the early stages of their acquaintance
with Miss Bell, which ripened with unprecedented
rapidity for an acquaintance in Kensington Square.

It was before Janet had taken to walking across

the Gardens with Elfrida in the half-hour between
tea-time and dressing for dinner, when the two
young women, sometimes under driping umbrellas,

would let the right omnibus follow the wrong one
toward Fleet Street twice and thrice in their dis-

inclination to postpone what they had to say to

each other. It was also before Elfrida's invasion

of the library and fee-simple of the books, and
before she had said there many things that were
original, some that were impertinent, and a few
that were true. The Cardiff's discussed her less

freely as the weeks went on—a sure sign that

she was becoming better liked, accepted less as a
phenomenon and more as a friend. There grew
up in Janet the beginnings of the strong affection

which she felt for a very few people, an affection

which invariably mingled itself with a lively desire

to bestir herself on their account, to be fully in-

formed as to their circumstances, and, above all,

to possess relations of absolute directness with

them. She had an imperious successful strain

which insisted upon all this; she was a capable

creature of much perception for twenty-four, and
she had a sense of injury when, for any reason,

she was not allowed to use her faculties for the

benefit of any one she liked in a way which excited

the desire to do it. Janet had to reproach herself,

when she thought of it, that this sort of liking

seldom came by entirely approved channels, and
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hardly ever foni^d an object in her visiting-list.

Its first and almost its only essential, to speak
boldly, was an artistic susceptibility with some
sort of relation to her own, which her visiting-list

did not often supply, though it might have been
said to overflow with more widely recognized

virtues. For that. Miss Cardiff was known to bo

willing to sacrifice the Thirty-nine Articles, re-

spectable antecedents, the possession of a dress

coat. Her willingness was the more widely known
because, in the circle which fate had drawn around
her—ironically, she sometimes thought,—it was
not usual to sacrifice these things. As for Janet's

own artistic susceptibility, it was a very private

atmosphere of her soul. She breathed it, one
might say, only occasionally, and with a kind of

delicious shame. She waa incapable of sharing

her caught-up felicity there with any one, but it

was indispensable that she should see it sometimco
in the eyes of others less contained, less conscious,

whose sense of humour might be more slender

perhaps. Her own nature was practical and
managing in its ordinary aspect, and she had a
degree of tact that was always interfering with her

love of honesty. Having established a friendship

by the arbitrary law of sympathy, it must be ad-

mitted that she had an instinctive way of trying

to strengthen it by voluntary benefits, for affection

was a great need with her.

It was only about this time, and very gradually,

that she began to realize how much more she

cared for John Kendal than for other people.

Since it seemed to be obvious that Kendal gave
her only l share of the affectionate interest he had
for humanity at large, the realization was not
wholly agreeable, and Janet found Elfrida, on this

account, even a more valuable distraction than she

otherwise would. One of the matters Miss Bell

I

I
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was in the habit of discussing with some vivacity

was the sexlessness of artistic sympathy. Upon
this subject Janet found her quite inspired. She
made a valiant effort to illumine her thoughts of

Kendal by the light Elfrida threw upon such
matters ; and although she had to confess that the

future was still hid in embarrassed darkness, she
did manage to construct a theory by which it was
possible to grope along for the present. She also

cherished a hope that this trouble would leave her,

as a fever abates in a night, that she would awake
some morning, if she only had patience, strong

and well.

In other things Miss Cardiff was sometimes
jarred rather than shocked by the American girl's

mental attitudes—which, she began to find, were
not so pufciuu cis her physical ones. Elfrida often

left her repelled and dissenting. The dissent she
showed vigorously, the repulsion she concealed,

sore with herself because of the concealment. But
she could not lose Elfrida, she told herself, and
besides, it was only a matter of a little tolerance

—time and life would change her, tone her inner

self down into the something altogether exquisite

and perfect that she was, to look at, now.
Elfrida called the Cardiffs' house the oasis of

Kensington, and valued her privileges there moro
than she valued anything else in the circumstances
about her, except perhaps, the privilege she enjoyed
in making the single contribution to the Decade
of which we know. That was an event lustrous

in her memory, the more lustrous because it

remained solitary; and when the editor's cheque
made its tardy appearance, sho longed to keep
it as a glorious archive, glorious that is to

say, in suggestion, if not particularly impressive

intrinsically. In the end she fought the temptation
of giving herself a dinner a day for a fortnight out
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of it, and bought a slender gold bangle with the

money, which she slipped upon her wrist with a
resolution to keep it there always. It must bo
believed that her personal decoration did not enter

materially into this design; the bangle was an
emblem of one success, and an earnest of others.

She wore it as she might have worn a medal,
except that a medal was a public voice, and the

little gold hoop spoke only to her.

After the triumph that the bangle signified,

Elfrida felt most satisfaction in what was con-

stantly present to her mind as her conquest of the

Cardiifs. She measured its importance by their

value. Iiev admiration for Janet's work in the

beginning had been as sincere as her emulation of

its degree of excellence had been passionate, and
neither feeling had diminished with their intimacy.

In Lawrence Cardiff she felt vaguely the qualities

that made him a marked man among his fellows
;

his intellectual breadth and keenness, his poise of

brain, if one might call it so, and the hahilitc with
which, without permitting it to be part of his

character, he sometimes allowed himself to charm
even people of whom he disapproved. These
things were indeterminately present to her, and
led her often to speculate as to how it was that

Mr. Cardiff's work expressed him so little. It

seemed to her that the one purpose of a personality

like his was its expression, otherwise one might
as well be of the ruck. **You write with your
intellectual faculties only," she said to him once

;

" your soul is curiously dumb." But that was later.

The plane of Elfrida*s relations with Janet
altered gradually, one might say, from the inclined,

with Elfrida on her knees at the lower end, to the

horizontal. It changed insensibly enough, through
the freemasonry of confessed and unconfessed
ideals, through growing attraction, through the
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feeling they shared, though only Janet voiced it,

that there was nothing but the opportunities and
the experience of four years between them, that in

the end Elfrida would do better, stronger, more
original work than she. Elfrida was so much
more original a person, Janet declared to herself

;

so—and when she ' hesitated for this word she

usually said '* enigmatical." The answer to the

enigma, Janet was sure, would be written large in

publishers' advertisements one day. In the mean-
time it was a vast satisfaction to her to be, as it

were, behind the enigma ; to consider it with the

privileges of intimacy. These young women felt

their friendship deeply, in their several ways. It

held for them all sacredness and honour and
obligation. For Elfrida it had an intrinsic beauty
and interest, like a curio—she had half a dozen
such curios in the museum of her friends—and for

Janet it added something to existence that was not
there before, more delightful and important than
a mere opportunity of expansion. The time came
speedily when it would have been a positive i)ain

to either of theiu to hear the other discussed,

however favourably.

CHAPTER XVI.

Lady Halifax and her daughter had met Miss Eell

several times at the Cardiffs', in a casual way,
before it occurred to either of them to take any
sort of advantage of the acquaintance. The
younger lady had a shivering and frightened
delight in occasionally wading ankle-deep in

unconventionality, but she had lively recollecUons
in connection with the Cardiffs of Having been very
nearly taken off her feet. They had since decided
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that it was more discreet to ignore Janet's

enthusiasms, which were sometimes quite im-
possible in their verdict, and always improbable.
The literary ladies and gentlemen whom the ghost
of the departed Sir William brought more or less

unwillingly to Lady Halifax's drawing-rooms, were
all of unexceptionable cachet; the Halifaxes were
constantly seeing paragraphs about them in the
** Literary Gossip" department of the Athenian,
mentioning their state of health, their retirement
from scientific appointments, or the fact that their

most recent work of fiction had reached its fourth
edition. Lady Halifax always read the Athenian,
even the publishers' announcements ; she liked to

keep "in touch," she said, with the literary

activities of the day, and it gave her a special

gratification to notice the prosperity of her writing
friends indicated in tall figures. Miss Halifax
read it too, but she liked the " Art Notes " best

;

it was a matter of complaint with her that the

house was not more open to artists—new, original

artists, like John Kendal. In answer to this Lady
Halifax had a habit of stating that she did not see

what more they could possibly want than the

President of the Royal Academy, and the one or

two others that came already. As for John
Kendal, he \,as certainly new and original, but he
was respectable, notwithstanding, and they could

be certain that he was not putting iiis originality

on, with a hearth-brush, for the sake of advertise-

ment. Lady Halifax was not so sure about
Elfrida's originality, of which she had been given

a glimpse or two at first, and which the girl's

intimacy with the Carditis would have presupposed,

in any case. But presently, and somewhat to

Lady Halifax's perplexity. Miss Bell's originality

disappeared. It seemed to melt into the azure of

perfect good breeding, flecked by little clouds of
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pretty sayings and politenesses, whenever chance
brought her under Lady Halifax's observation. A
not unreasonable solution of the problem might
have been found in Elfrida's instinctive objection

to casting her pearls where they are proverbially

unappreciated, and the necessity in her nature of

pleasing herself by one form of agreeable behaviour
if not by another. Lady Halifax, however, ascribed
it to the improving influence of insular institu-

tions, and finally concluded that it ought to be
followed up.

Elfrida wore amber and white the evening on
which Lady Halifax followed it up— a Parisian
modification of a design carried out originally by
the Sparta dressmaker with a degree of hysteria,

under Miss Bell's direction. She wore it with a
touch of unusual colour in her cheeks, and an added
light in her dark eyes, that gave a winsomeness
to her beauty which it had not always. A cunningly
bound spray of yellow-stamened lilies followed the

curving line of her low-necked dress, ending in a

cluster in her bosom ; the glossy little leaves of

the smilax the florist had wreathed in with them
stood sharply against the whiteness of her neck.

Her hair was massed at the back of her head,
simply and girlishly enough, and its fluffiness

about her forehead made a sweet shadow above
her eyes. She was in a little fever of expectation

;

Janet had talked so much about this reception.

Janet had told her that the real thing, the real

English literary thing in numberless volumes,
would be on view at Lady Halifax's. Miss Cardiff

had mentiored this in their discussion of the

Arcadia Club, at which institution she had scoft'ed

so unbearably that Elfrida, while she cherished

the memory of Georgiadi, had not mentioned it

since. Perhaps, after all, she reflected, Janet

was just a trifle blind where people were not

i I



13^ A DAQGHTER OF TO-DAY.

u i

I'lllii

hall-marked. It did not occur to her to consider

how far she herself illustrated this theory.

But as she went down Mrs. Jordan's narrow
flights of stairs, covered with worn oil-cloth, she

kissed her own soft arm for pure pleasure.

"You are ravishing to-night," she told herself.

Gclightly Ticke's door was open, and he was
standing in it, picturesquely smoking a cigarette

with the candle burning behind him, "just to see

you pass," he informed her.

Elfrida paused, and threw back her cloak.

"How is it?" she asked, posing for him with its

folds gathered in either hand.
Ticke scanned her with leisurely appreciation.

" It is exquisite," he articulated.

Elfrida gave him a look that might have intoxi-

cated nerves less accustomed to dramatic effects.

" Then whistle me a cab," she said.

Mr. Ticke whistled her a cab, and put her into

it. There was the least pressure of his long

fingers as he took her hand, and Elfrida forbade
herself to resent it. She felt her own beauty so

much that night that she could not complain
of an enthusiasm for it in such a belle dme as

Golightly.

They went up to the drawing-room together,

Elfrida and the Cardiffs, and Lady Halifax im-
mediately introduced to Miss Bell a hollow-cheeked
gentleman with a long grey beard and bushy
eyebrows as a fellow-countryman.
"You can compare your impressions of Hyde

Park and St. Paul's," said Lady Halifax, "but
don't call us 'Britishers.' It really isn't pretty

of you."
Elfrida discovered that the bearded gentleman

was the principal of a college in Florida, and
corresponded regularly al,

'^' e time with the late

Sir William. "It is to t J," said he ornately.
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*' that I owe the honour of joining this brilliant

company to-night." He went on to state that ho
was over there principally on account of his

health ; acute dyspepsia he had, it seemed he'd

got out of running order generally, regularly off

the track. ** But I've just about concluded," he
con+inued, with a pathetic twinkle under his bushy
brows, ** that I might have a worse reason for

going back. What do you think of the meals in

Victoria's country. Miss Bell ? It seems to me
sometimes that I'd give the whole British Museum
for a piece of Johnny-cake."

Elfrida reflected that this was not precisely what
she expected to experience, and presently the

hollow-cheeked Floridian was again at Lady
Halifax's elbow for disposal, while the young lady
whose appearance and nationality had given him
so much room for hope, smilingly drifted away
from him. The Carditfs were talking to a rosy,

smooth-faced, round-waistcoated gentleman, just

returned from Siberia, about the unfortunate com-
bination of accidents by which he lost the mail
train twice in three days, and Janet had just

shaken hands with a short and cheerful looking

lady astrologist.
** Behind that large person in the heliotrope

brocade—she's the wife of the Daily Mercimj—
there's a small sofa," Janet said, in an undertone.
** I don't think she'll occupy it; the brocade looks

so much better standing. No ; there she goes

!

Let us sit down." As they crossed the room Janet
added, **In another minute we should have been
shut up in a Russian prison. Daddy's incarcerated

already. And the man told all he knew about
them in the public prints a month ago !

"

They sat down luxuriously together, and made
ready, in their palm-shaded corner, to wreak the
whole of their irresponsible youth upon Lady
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Halifax's often venerable and always considerable

guests. The warm atmosphere of the room had
the perceptible charge of personalities. People in

almost every part of it were trying to look uncon-
scious as they pointed out other people.

** Tell me about everybody—everybody," said

Elfrida.

"H'm! I don't see anj'body that in anybody,
at this moment. Oh, there's Sir Bradford Barker,
llegard him well, for a brave soul is Sir Bradford,
Frida mine !

"

**A soldier? At this end of the century one
can't feel an enthusiasm for killing."

"Not in the least. A member of Parliament
who writes verses, and won't be intimidated by
Punch into not publishing them. And the man
he is talking to has just done a history of the

Semitic nations. He took me down to dinner last

night, and we talked in the most intelligent manner
about the various ways of preparing crabs. He
liked them in five * styles.' I wouldn't subscribe

to more than three. That little man with the

orchid, that daddy has just seized, is the author
of the last of the *Bulers of India' series. Sir

Somebody Something, K.C.S.I. My unconscion-
able humbug of a parent probably wants to get

something approaching a fact out of him. Daddy's
writing a thing for one of the reviews on the

elective principle for India this week. He says
he's the only writer on Indian subjects who isn't

disqualified by having been there, and is con-

sequently quite free of prejudice !

"

"Ah," said Elfrida, "how banal! I thought
you said there would be something real here

—

somebody in whose garment's hem there would be

virtue
!

"

"And I suggest the dress-coat of the historian

of the Semitic nations !
" Janet laughed. " Well,



A DAUGIITEU OF TO-DAY. 139

if nearly all our poets arc dead, and our novelists

arc too imin'opcr to be asked to evening parties, I

can't help it, can I ? Here is Mr. Kendal, at all

events !

"

Kendal came up with his perfect manners, and
immediately it seemed to Elfrida that their little

group became distinct from the rest—more im-
portant, more worthy of observation. Kendal
never added anything to the unities of their con-

versation when he joined these two, he seemed
rather to break up what they had to say to each
other and attract it to himself. He always gave
an accent to the life and the energy of their talk,

but he made them both self-conscious and wakeful

—seemed to put them, as it were, upon their

guard one against another, in a way which Janet
found vaguely distressing. It was invariably as

if Kendal turned their intercourse into a joust by
his mere presence as spectator ; as if—Janet put
it plainly to herself, reddening—they mutely asked
him to bestow the wreath on one of them. She
almost made up her mind to ask Elfrida where
their understanding went to when John Kendal
came up, but she had not found it possible yet.

There was an embarrassing chance that Elfrida

did not feel their change of attitude, which would
entail nameless surmises.

" You ought to be at work," Janet said severely

to Kendal; "back at Barbizon or in the fields

somewhere. It won't be always June."
"Ah, would you banish him !

" Elfrida exclaimed
daintily. " Surely Hyde Park is rustic enough

—

in June."
Kendal smiled into her face. " It combines all

the charm of the country " he began.
" And the chic of the town," Elfrida finished

for him gailv. " I know—I've seen the Boot
Show!"
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" Extremely frivolouH," Janet commented.
** Ah, now we are condemned !

" Elfrida answered,

and for an instant it almost seemed as if it

were ho.

" Daddy wants you to go and paint straggling

grey stone villages in Scotland now—straggling,

climbing grey stone villages, with only a l)it of

blue at the end of the 'Dead Wynd,' where it

turns into the churchyard gate."
** How charming !

" Elfrida exclaimed.
" I suppose he has been saturating himself with

Barrie," Kendal said. ** If I could reproduce
Barrie on canvas, I'd go—like a shot. By the

way. Miss Bell, there's somebody you are interested

in—do you see a middle-aged man, rather bald,

thick-set, coming this way ?—George Jasper."

"Beally!" Elfrida exclaimed, jumping to her
feet. "Oh, thank you! The most consummate
artist in human nature that the time has given,"

she added with intensity. *' There can bo no
question ! Oh, I am so happy to have seen him !

"

" I'm not altogether sure," Kendal began, and
then he stopped, looking at Janet in astonished

question. Elfrida had taken half a dozen steps

into the middle of the room—steps so instinct with

effect that already as many heads were turning to

luok at her. Her eyes were large with excitement,

her cheeks flushed, and she bent her head a little,

almost as if to see nothing that might dissuade

her from her purpose.

The author of ;'The Alien," "A Moral Catas-
trophe," *'Her Disciple," and a number of other
volumes which cause envy and heart-burnings
among publishers, in the course of his somewhat
short-sighted progress across the room, paused
with a confused effort to remember who this pretty

girl might be who wanted to speak to him.
Elfrida said, "Pardon me!" and Mr. Jasper
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Jasper

instantly apprehended that there could ])0 no
question of that, with her face. She was holding

out her hand, and ho took it with absolute mystifica-

tion. Elfrida had turned very palo, and a dozen
people were listening. *' Give mo the right to say

1 have done this !
" she said, looking at him with

shy bravery in her beautiful eyes. She half sank
on one knee and lifted the hand that wrote " A
Moral Catastrophe" to her lips.

Mr. Jasper repossessed himself of it rather too

hastily for dignity, and inwardly ho expressed his

feelings by a puzzled oath. Outwardly ho looked

somewhat ashamed of having inspired this young
lady's enthusiasm, but he did his confused best, on
the spur of the moment, to carry off the situation

as one of the contingencies to which the semi-

public hfe of a popular novelist is always subject.

''Keally you arc—much too good. I can't

imagine—if the case had been reversed "

Mr. Jasper foii id himself, accustomed as he
was, to the exigencies of London drawing-rooms,
awkwardly in want of words. And in the bow
with which he further defined his discomfort, ho
added to it by dropping the bit of stephanotis

which he wore in his button-hole.

Elfrida sprang to pick it up. *' Oh," she cried,

"it's broken at the stem! See, you cannot wear
it any more ! May I keep it ?

"

A deadly silence had been widening round them,
and now the daughter of the historian of the
Semitic races broke it by twittering into a laugh
behind her fan. Janet met Kendal's eyes instinc-

tively—he was burning red, und his manner was
eloquent of his helplessnes.s. Angry with herself

for having waited so long, Janet joined Elfrida
just as the twitter made itself heard, and Mr.
Jasper's face began to stifl'en with indignation.

•' Ah, Miss Cardiff !
" he said with relief. *' How

i
1
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do vou do? The rooms are rather warm, don't

you think?"
" I want to introduce you to my Am—my very

great friend, Miss Bell, Mr. Jasper," Janet said

quickly, as conversation began to hum across the

room again.

Elfrida turned to her reproachfully. "If T had
known it was at all possible that yen would do
that,'' she said, "I might have—waited. But I

did not know."
People were still looking at tliem with curious

attentiveness ; they were awkwardly solitary. Ken-
dal, in his corner, was asking himself how she

could have struck such a false note, and of all

people, Jasper, whose polished work held no trace

of his personality—whose pleasure it was to have
no public entity whatever ! As Jasper moved off

almost immediately, Kendal saw his tacit dis-

comfort in the set of his shoulders, and so sure

was he of Elfrida's embarrassment that he himself

slipped away to avoid adding to it.

*'lt was all wrong and ridiculous, and she was
mad to do it," thought Janet an hour later as she

drove home with her father. " But why need
John Kendal have blushed for her ?

"

CHAPTER XVII.

*' I AM sure you are enjoying it," said Elfrida.

**Yes," Miss Kimpsey returned; "it's a great

treat—it's a very great treat. Everything sur-

passes my expectations; everything is older and
blacker and more interesting than I looked for.

And I must say we're getting over a great deal in

the time. Yesterday afternoon we did the entire

~\
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s tacit clis-

Towcr. It did give one an idea ! But of course

you know every stone in it by now !

"

" I'm afraid I've not seen it," Elfrida confessed

gravely. " I know it's shocking of me."
*' You haven't visited the Tower ! Doesn't that

show how benumbing opportunity is to the ener-

gies ! Now, I dare say that I," Miss Kimpscy
went on with gratification, " coming over with a
party of tourists from our State, all bound to get

London, and the cathedral towns, and the Lakes,

and Scotland and Paris and Switzerland into the

summer vacation—I presume I may have seen

more of the London sights than you have. Miss
Bell." As Miss Kimpsey spoke, she realized that

she had had no intention of calling Elfrida " Miss
Bell " when she saw her again, and wondered why
she did it.

** But you ought to be fond of sight-

seeing, too," she added, " with your artistic

nature."

Elfrida seemed to restrain a smile. *' I don't

know that I am," she said. "I'm sorry that you
didn't leave my mother so well as she ought to be.

She hasn't mentioned it in her letters." In the

course of time Miss Bell's correspondence with her
parents had duly re-established itself.

" She icoiddn't, Elf—Miss Bell. She was afraid

of suggesting the obligation to come home to

you. She said, with your artistic conscience,

you couldn't come, and it would be inflicting un-
necessary pain upon you. But her bronchitis

was no light matter last February. She was real

sick."
*' My mother is always so considerate," Elfrida

answered, reddening, with composed lips. " She
is better now, I think you said ?

'

'

"Oh yes, she's some better. I heard from her
last week, and she says she doesn't know how to

wait to see me back. That's on your account, of

•I
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course. Well, I can tell her you appear comfort-

able "—Miss Kimpsey looked around—"if I can't

tell her exactly when you'll be home."
" That is so doubtful, just now "

" They're introducing drawing from casts in the
High School," Miss Kimpsey went on, with a note
of urgency in her little twanging voice, " and Mrs.

Bell told me I might just mention it to you. She
thinks you could easily get taken on to teach it.

I just dropped round to one or two of the principal

trustees the day before I left, and they said you
had only to ai)ply. It's seven hundred dollars a
year."

Elfrida's eyebrows contracted. " Thanks, very
much ! It was extremely kind—to go to so much
trouble. But I have decided that I am not meant
to be an artist. Miss Kimpsey," Lhe said, with a
self-contained smile. "I think T)"»y mother knows
that. I—I don't much like talking about it. Do
you find London confusing? I was dreadfully

IDUzzled at first."

" I would if I were alone ! I'd engage a special

policeman—the policemen are polite, aren't they ?

But we keep the party together you see, to econo-

mize time, so none li us get lost. We all went
down Cheapside this morning, and bought um-
brellas—two and three apiece. This is the most
reasonable place for umbrellas. But isn't it

ridiculous to pay for apples by the pound, and then
they're not worth eating ! This room does smell

of tobacco ! I suppose the gentleman in the apart-

ment below smokes a great deal ?
"

" I think he does. I'm so sorry. Let me open
another window."

" Oh, don't mind mc > I don't object to tobacco,

except on board ship. But it must be bad to sleep

in.

''Perhaps," said Elfrida, sweetly. "And have
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And have

you no more news from home for me. Miss
Kimpsey?"

" I don't know as I have. You've heard of the

Rev. Mr. Snider's second marria<]:e to Mrs. Abra-
ham Peeley, of course. There's a great deal of

feeling about it in Sparta—the first Mrs. Snider
was so popular, y^^u know—and it isn't a full year.

People say it isn't the marriage they object to,

under such circumstances ; it's—all that goes be-

fore," said Miss Kimpsey with decorous repression
;

and Elfrida burst into a peal of laughter.
*' Really," she sobbed, **it's too delicious ! Yr.

and Mrs. Snider ! Do you think people woo with
improper warmth—at that age. Miss Kimpsey? "

'* I don't know anything about it," Miss Kimp-
sey declared, with literal truth. *'I suppose such
things justify themselves somehow, especially when
it's a clergyman. And of course you know about

your mother's idea of coming over here to settle ?
"

" No !
" said Elfrida, arrested. " She hasn't

mentioned it. Do they talk of it seriously ?
"

** I don't know about seriously, Mr. Bell doesn't

seem as if he could make up his mind. He's so

fond of Sparta, you know. But Mrs. Bell is just

wild to come. She thinks, of course, of having
you to live with them again ; and then she says

that on their present income You will excuse

my referring to your parents' reduced circum-

stances. Miss Bell?

"

" Please go on."
** Your mother considers that Mr. Bell's means

would go further in England than America. She
asked me to make inquiries, and I must say, judging
from the price of umbrellas and woollen goods, I

think they would."
Elfrida was silent for a moment, looking stead-

fastly at the possibiUty Miss Kimpsey had do-

ve! ped.

N

:!
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" What a complication !
" she said half to her-

self; and then observing Miss Kimpsey's look of

astonishment— "I had no idea of that," she

repeated. " I wonder that they have not men-
tioned it."

"Well, then," said Miss Kimpsey, with sudden
compunction, *'

I presume they wanted to surprise

you ! And I've gone and spoiled it."
'* To surprise me," Elfrida repeated in her ab-

sorption. '* Oh yes ! very likely !

"

Inwardly she saw her garret—the garret that so

exhaled her, where she had tasted success and
knew a happiness that never altogether failed

—

vanish into a snug cottage in Hampstead or Sur-
biton. She saw the ruin of her independence, of

her delicious solitariness, of the life that began and
ended in her sense of the strange and the beautiful

and the grotesque in a world of curious slaveries of

which it suited her to be an alien spectator, amused
and free. She foresaw long conflicts and dis-

cussions, pryings which she could not prevent,

justifications which would be forced upon her,

obligations which she must not refuse. More
intolerable still, she saw herself in the rule of

family idol, the household happiness hinging on
her moods, the question of her health, her work,
her pleasure, being the eternally chief one.

Miss Kimpsey talked on about other things,

Windsor Castle, the Abbey, the Queen's stables

;

and Elfrida made occasional replies, politely vague.
She was mechanically twisting the little gold hoop
on her wrist, and thinking of the artistic sufferings

of a family idol. Obviously the only thing was to

destroy the prospective shrine.
** We don't find board as cheap as we expected,"

Miss Kimpsey was saying.
" Living—that is, food—is very expensive,"

Elfrida replied quickly ; "a good beafsteak, for
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instance, costs three francs—I mean two and five-

pence a j)ound.'*

**I can't think in shillings!" Miss Kimpsey
interposed plaintively.

"And about this idea my people have of coming
over here—I've been living in London five months
now, and I can't quite see your grounds for think-

ing it cheaper than Sparta, Miss Kimpsey."
" Of course you have had time to judge of it."

**Yes. On the whole, I think they would find

it more expensive and much less satisfaetoiy.

They would miss their friends, and their places

in the little world over there—my mother, I know,
attaches a good deal of importance to that. They
would have to live very moderately in a suburb,

and all the nice suburbs have their social relations

in town. They wouldn't take the slightest interest

in English institutions—my father is too good a
citizen to make a good subject—and they would
find a great many English ideas very—trying.

The only Americans who are happy in England
are the millionaires," Elfrida added. "I mean
the millionaires who are not too sensitive."

**Well now you have got as sensitive a nature

as I know, Miss Bell, and you don't appear to be
miserable ovev here."

"I?*' Elfrida frowned just perceptibly. This

little creature, who once corrected the punctuation
of her essays, and gave her bad marks for spelling,

was too intolerably personal. " We won't consider

my case, if you please. Perhaps I am not a good
American." •

** Mrs. Bell seems to think she would enjoy the

atmosphere of the past in London."
"It's a fatal atmosphere for asthma. Please

impress that upon my people. Miss Kimpsey.
There would be no justification in letting my
mother believe she could be comfortable here. She

I
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must come and experience the atmosphere of the

past as you are doing, in a visit. As soon as it

can be afiforded I hope they will do that."

Since the day of her engagement with the

Illustrated Afjc, Elfrida had been writing long,

affectionate and prettily-worded letters to her

mother by every American mail. They were
models of sweet elegance, those letters, they

abounded in dainty bits of description and gay
comment, and they reflected as little of the real

life of the girl who wrote them as it is possible to

conceive. In this way they were quite remarkable,

and in their charming discrimination of topics.

It was as if Elfrida dictated that a certain rela-

tion should exist between herself and her parents.

It should acknowledge all the traditions, but it

should not be too intimate. They had no such
claim upon her, no such closeness to her as Nadie
Palicsky, for instance, had.

When Miss Kimpsey went avv'ay that afternoon,

trying to realize the intrinsic reward of virtue

—she had been obliged to give up the National
Gallery to make this visit—Elfrida remembered
that the American mail went out next day, and
spent a longer time than usual over her weekly
letter. In its course she mentioned with some
amusement the absurd idea Miss Kimpsey had
managed to absorb of their coming to London to

live, and touched in the lightest possible way upon
the considerations that made such a project impos-
sible. But the greater part of the letter was taken
up with a pleased forecast of the time—couldn't it

possibly be next summer?—when Mr. and Mrs.
Bell would cross the Atlantic on a holiday trip.

" I will be quite an affluent person by then,"
Elfrida wrote, ** and I will be able to devote the
whole of my magnificent leisure to entertaining

you."
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She turned from the sealing of this to answer a

note from Lawrence Cardiff. He wrote to her on
odds and ends of matters almost as often as Janet
did, now. He wrote as often, indeed, as he could,

and always with an amused uncertain expectancy
of what the consciously directed little square

envelopes which brought back the reply would
contain. It was becoming obvious to him that they

brought something a little different in expression,

or feeling, or suggestion from the notes that came
for Janet, which Janet often read out for their

common benefit. He was unable to define the

difference, but he was aware that it gave him
pleasure, especially as he could not find that it

was in any way connected with the respectful con-

sideration that Elfrida might have thought duo
to his forty-seven years.

If Mr. Cardiff had gone so far as to soliloquize

upon the subject he would have said to himself,
" In my trade a man gets too much of that."

I do not know that he did, but the subtle gratifica-

tion this difference gave him was quite strong

enough, at all events, to lead to the reflection.

The perception of it was growing so vivid that he
instinctively read his notes in silence, paraphrasing
them for Janet, if she happened to be there.

They had, as it were, a bloom and a freshness, a
mere perfume of personality that would infallibly

vanish in the communicating, but that left him
as often as not, when he slipped the note back
into the envelope, with a half smile on his lips.

Janet was conscious of the smile, and of the

paraphrasing. In reprisal—though she would
not have admitted it was that—she kept her own
missives from Elfrida to herself whenever it

occurred to her to check the generous impulse of

sharing the pleasure they gave her, which was
not often, after all. It was the seldomcr because
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she could not help feeling that her father was
thoroughly aware of her action, and fancied th"t

he speculated upon the reason of it. It was unen-
durable that daddy should speculate about the

reason of anything she did in connection with
Frida—or with any other young lady. Her
conduct was perfectly simple—there was no
reason whatever why it should not bo perfectly

simple.

When Miss Kimpsey arrived at Euston Station

next day, with all her company, to take the train

for Scotland, she found Elfrida waiting for her, a
picturesque figure in the hurrying crowd, with her
hair blown about her face with the gusts of wind
and rain, and her wide dark eyes looking quietly

about her. She had a bunch of azaleas in her
hand, and as Miss Kimpsey was saying with

gratification that EKrida's coming down to see

her off was a thing she did not expect, Miss Bell

offered her these.
** They will be iDleasant in the train, perhaps,"

said she. " And do you think you could find

room for this in one of your boxes ? It isn't very

bulky—a trifle I should like so much to send to

my mother, Miss Kimpsey. It might go by post,

I know—but the pleasure will be much greater to

her if you could take it."

In due course Mrs. Bell received the packet. It

contained a delicate lace head-dress, which cost

Elfrida the full pay and emoluments of a fortnight.

Mrs. Bell wore it at all social gatherings of any
importance in Sparta the following winter, and
often reflected with considerable pleasure upon the

taste and unselfishness that so obviously accom-
panied the gift.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

If John Kendal had been an onlooker at the little

episode of Lady Hall''ax's drawing-rooiM in Paris
six months earlier, it w^ould have filled him with
the purest amusement. He would have added the
circumstance to his conception of the type of

young woman who enacted it, and turned away
without stopping to consider whether it flattered

her or not. His comprehension of human nature
was too catholic very readily to permit him
impressions either of wonder or contempt ; it

would have been a matter of registration and a
smile. Realizing this, Kendal was the more at

a loss to explain to himself the feeling of irritation

which the recollection of the scene persistently

aroused in him, in spite of a pronounced dis-

position, of which he could not help being aware,
not to register it, but to ignore it. His memory
refused to be a party to his intention, and the

tableau occurred to him with a persistence which
he found distinctly disagreeable. Upon every

social occasion which brought young ladies of

beautjT^ and middle-aged gentlemen of impressive

eminence into conversational contact, he saw the

thing in imagination done again. In the end it

suggested itself to him as paintable—the astonished

drawing-room, the graceful, half-kneeling girl with

the bent head, the other dismayed and uncompre-
hending figure yielding a doubtful hand, his dis-

comfort indicated in the very lines of his waistcoat.
** A Fin de Siecle Tribute," Kendal named it. He
dismissed the idea as absurd, and then recon-

sidered it as a means of disposing of the incident

finally. He knew it could be very effectually put

away on canvas. He assured himself again that
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lie could ^"iot entertain the idea of painting it

seriously, and that this was because of the

inevitable tendency which the Hubject would have
toward caricature. Kendal had an indignant con-

tempt for such a teiidency, and the liberty which
men who used it took with their art. He had
never descended to the flouting of his own aims
which it implied. He threw himself into his

l)ictures without reserve : it was the best of him
that he painted, the strongest he could do, and
all he could do ; he was sincere enough to take

it always seriously. The possibility of caricature

seemed to him to account admirably for his re-

luctance to paint *' A Fin dc Sirdc Tribute''—it

was a matter of conscience. He found that the

desire to paint it would not go, however; it took

daily more complete possession of him, and fought

his scruples with a strong hand. It w^as a fort-

night after, and he had not seen Elfrida in the

mean time, w^^en they were finally defeated by the

argument that a sketch would show whether
ciiricature were necessarily inherent or not. Ho
would make a sketch purely for his own satisfac-

tion. Under the circumstances Kendal realized

perfectly that it could ne ^er be for exhibition, and
indeed he felt a singular shrinking from the

idea that any one should see it. Finally he gave
a whole day to the thing, and made an admirable
sketch.

After that, Kendal felt free to make the most
of his opportunities of seeing Elfrida; his irrita-

tion with her had subsided, her blunder had been
settled to his satisfaction. He had an obscure
idea of having inflicted discipline upon her in

giving the incident form and colour upon canvas,
in arresting its grotesqueness, and sounding its

true motif with a pictorial tongue. It was his

conception of the girl that he punished, and he
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let his fascinated Bpoculation go out to lier after-

ward at a redoubled rate. She brought him so>nc-

times to the verge of approval, to the edge o^

liking ; and when he foui.d that he could not take

the further step, he told himself impatiently that

it was not a case for anything so ordinary as

approval, or anything so personal as liking. It

was a matter of observation, enjoyment, stimulus.

He availed himself of these abstractions with a
candour that was the more open for not bemg
complicated with any less hardy motive. He had
long ago decided that relations of sentiment with

Elfrida would require a temperament quite different

from that of any man he knew. It was entirely

otherwise with Janet Cardiff, and Kendal smiled

as he thought of the feminine variation the two
girls illustrated. He had a distinct recollection

of one crisp October afternoon before he went to

Paris, as they walked home together under the

browning curling leaves and past the Serpentine,

when he had found that the old charm of Janet's

grey eyes was changing to a new one. He re-

membered the pleasure he had felt in dallying

with the thought of making them lustrous one day
with tenderness for himself. It had paled since

then, there had been so many other things ; but

still, they were dear, honest eyes and Kendal
never brought his reverie to a conclusion under
any circumstances whatever.

CHAPTER XIX.

I HAVE mentioned that Miss Bell had looked con-

siderations of sentiment very full in the face, at

an age when she might have been expected to be
blushing and quivering before them with downcast
countenance. She had arrived at conclusions
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about them, conclusions of philosophic indifference

and some contempt. She had since frequently
talked about them to Janet Cardiff with curious
disregard of time and circumstance, mentioning
her opinion in a Strand omnibus, for instance,

that the only dignity attaching to love as between
a man and a woman was that of an artistic idea.

Janet had found Elfrida possessed of so savage a
literalism in this regard that it was only in the
most hardily adventurous of the moods of in-

vestigation her friend inspired that she cared to

combat her here. It was not, Janet told herself,

that she was afraid to face the truth in any degree
of nakedness ; but she rose in hot inward rebellion

against Elfrida's borrow* 1 psychological cynicisms
—they were not the truth, Tolstoi had not all the

facts, perhaps from pure Muscovite inability to

comprehend them all. The spirituality of love

might be a Western product—she was half inclined

to think it was—but at all events it existed ; and
it was wanton to leave out of consideration a thing

that njade all the difference. Moreover if these

things ought to be probed—and Janet was not of

serious opinion that they ought to be—for her
part she preferred to obtain advices thereon from
between admissible and respectable book-covers.

It hurt her to hear them drop from Elfrida's lips

—lips so plainly meant for all tenderness. Janet
had an instinct of helpless anger when she heard
them—the woman in her rose in protest, less on
behalf of her sex than on behalf of Elfrida her-

self, who seemed 20 blind, so willing to revile, so

anxious to reject. " Do you really hope you will

marry ? " Elfrida had asiied her once ; and Janet
had answered candidly, "Of course I do—and I

want to die a grandmother too." ** Vraimcnt

!

"

exclaimed Miss Bell, ironically, with a little

shudder of disgust, " I hope you may !

"
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That was in the very beginning of their friend-

ship however, and so vital a subject could not
remain outside the relations which established

themselves more and more intimately between
them as the days went on. Janet began to find

herself constantly in the presence of a tempta-
tion to bring the matter home to Elfrida personally

in one way or another, as young women commonly
do with other young women who are obstinately

unorthodox in these things—to say to hor in effect,
** Your turn will come when he comes ! These
pseudo-philosophies will vanish when Iw looks at

them—like snow in spring. You will succumb

—

you will succumb !
" But she never did. Some-

thing in Elfrida's attitude forbade it. Iler opinions

were not vagaries, and she held them, so far as

they had a personal application, haughtily. Janet
felt and disliked the tacit limitation, and preferred

to avoid the clash of their opinions when she

could. Besides, her own ideas upon the subject

had latterly retired irretrievably from the light of

discussion. She had one day found it necessary
to lock the door of her soul upon them; in the

new knowledge that had taken sweet possession

of her, she recognized that they were no longer

theoretical—they must be put away. She chal-

lenged herself to sit in a jury upon Love, and
found herself disqualified.

The discovery had no remarkable effect upon
Janet. She sometimes wasted an hour, pen in

hand, in inconsequent reverie, and worked till

midnight to make up ; and she took a great liking

for impersonal conversations with Miss Halifax

about Kendal's pictures, methods, and meanings.
She found dining in Royal Geographical circles

less of a bore than usual, and deliberately laid

herself out to talk well. She looked in the glass

sometimes at a little vertical line that seemed to
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be coming at tlie corners of her mouth, and
wondered whether at twenty-four one might expect

t'le first indication of approaching old-maidenhood.

When she was paler than usual, ' he reflected that

the season was taking a good deal out of her. She
was bravely and rigidly commonplace "vith Kendal,

who told her that she ought to drop it and go out

of town—she was not looking well. She drew
closer to her father ; and at the ^ame time armed
her secret against him at all points. Janet would
have had any one know rather than he. She felt

that it implied almost a breach of faith, of com-
radeship, to say nothing of the complication of

her dignity, which she wanted upheld in his eyes

before all others. In reality, she made him more
the sovereign of her affections and the censor of

her relations than nature designed Lawrence
Cardiff to be in the parental connection. It gave
him great pleasure that he could make his daughter

a friend, and t^ccord her the independence of a
friend ; it was a satisfaction to him that she was
not obtrusively filial. Her feeling for Kendal
under the circumstances would have hurt him if

he had known of it, but only through his sym-
pathy and his affection ; he w^as unacquainted
with the jealousy of a father. But in Janet's eyes

they made their little world together, indispensable

to each other as its imaginary hemispheres. She
had a quiet pain, in the infrequent moments when
she allowed herself the full realization of her love for

Kendal, in the knowledge that she of her own motion
had disturbed its unities and its ascendencies.

Since that evening at Lady Halifax's, when Janet
saw John Kendal reddening so unaccountably, she

had folt singularly more tolerant of Elfrida's

theories. She combated them as vigorously as

ever, but she lost her dishke to discussing tliem.

As it became more and more obvious tliat Kendal
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found in Elfrida a reward for the considerable
amount of time he spent in her society, Janet
arrived at the point of encouraging her heresies,

especially with their personal application. She
took sweet comfort in them ; she hoped they would
not change, and she was too honest to disguise to

herself the reason. If Elfrida cared for him, Janet
assured herself, the case would be entirely different

;

she would stamp out her own feeling, without
mercy, to the tiniest spark. She would be glad,

in time, to have crushed it for Elfrida, though it

did seem that it would be more easily done for a
stranger, somebody she wouldn't have to know
afterwards. But if Elfrida didn't care, as a matter
of principle Janet was unable to see the least harm
in making her say so as often as possible. They
were talking together in the Cardiffs' library late

one June afternoon, when it seemed to Janet that
the crisis came, that she could never again speak
of such matters to Elfrida without betraying her-

self. Things were growing dim about the room

;

the trees stood in dusky groups in the square out-

side. There was the white glimmer of the tea-

things between them, and just light enough to

define the shadows round the other girl's face, and
write upon it the difference it bore, in Janet's eyes,

to every other face.
" Oh," Elfrida was saying, " it does make life

more interesting, I admit—up to a certain point.

And I suppose it is to be condoned, from the

point of view of the species ! Whoever started

us, and wants us to go on, excuses marriage, I

suppose. And, of course, the men are not aft'ected

by it. But for women it is degrading—horrible

!

especially for women like you and me, to whom
lif«' may mean something else. Fancy being the

author of babies, when one could be the author of

books ! Don't tell me you'd rather !

"
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" I !
" said Junet. " Oh, I'm out of it ! But I

approve of the principle."
** Besides, the commonplaceness, the eternal

routine, the being tied together, the—the domestic

virtues ! It must be death, absolute death, to

any fineness of nature. No," Elfrida went on
decisively, " people with anything in tLem that

is v'orth saving may love as much as they feel

dis^ jsed, but they ought to keep their freedom.

And some of them do nowadays."
*' Do you mean," said Janet slowly, "that they

dispense with the ceremony?"
" They dispense with the condition. They

—

they don't go so far."

"I thought you didn't believe in Platonics,"

Janet answered, witli wilful misunderstanding.
** You know I don't believe in them—any more,"

Elfrida added lightly, " than I believe in this

exaltation you impute to the race of a passion

it shares with—with the moUusks. It's pure self-

flattery."

There was a moment's silence. Elfrida clasped

her hands behind her head and turned her face

toward the window, so that all the light that

came through was softly gathered in it. Janet
felt the girl's beauty as if it were a burden,
pressing with literal physical weight upon her
heart. She made a futile effort to lift it with
words. "Elfrida," she said, "you are beautiful

to—to hurt, to-night. Why has nobody ever

painted a creature like you ?
"

It was as if she touched an inner spring of

the girl's nature, touched it electrically. Elfrida

leaned forward consciously, with shining eyes.

"Truly, am I, Janetta? Ah—to-night ! Well,

yes, perhaps to-night I am. It is an effect of

chiaroscuro. But what about always—what about
generally, Janetta ? I have such horrid doubts.
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If it weren't for my nose I should be satisfied

—

yes, I think I should be satisfied. But I can't

deceive myself about my nose, Janetta,— it's

thick."

"It isn't a particularly spiritually-minded nose,"

Janet laughed; "but console yourself—it's

thoughtful."

Elfrida put her elbows on her knees, and framed
her face with the palms of her hands. "If I am
beautiful to-night you ought to love me. Do you
love me, Janetta? really love me? Could you
imagine," she went on, with a whimsical, spoiled

shake of her head, " any one else doing it ?
"

Janetta's fingers closed tightly on the arm of

her chair. Was it coming already, then ? " Yes,"

she said slowly, " I could imagine it well."

"More than one?" Elfrida insisted prettily.
" More than two or three ? A dozen, perhaps ?

"

" Quite a dozen," Janet smiled. " Is that to be

the limit of your heartless proceedings ?
"

" I don't know how soon one would grow tired of

it. Maybe in three or four years. But for now—
it is very amusing."

" Playing with fire ?
"

" Bah !

" Elfrida returned, going back to her
other mood, " I'm not inflammable. But to that

extent, if you like, I value what you and the

poets are pleased to call love. It's part of the

game—one might as well play it all ! It's splendid

to win—anything. It's a kind of success."
" Oh, I know," she went on, after an instant.

" I have done it before—I shall do it again, often

!

It is worth doing—to sit within three feet of a
human being who would give all he possesses

just to touch your hand—and to tacitly dare him
to do it."

" Stop, Elfrida !

"

" Shan't stop, my dear. Not only to be able
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to chec^i any such demonstration yourself, with

a movement, a glance, a turn of your head ; but

without even a sign, to make your would-bo

adorer check it himself,—and to feel as still and
calm, and superior to it all! Is that nothing

to you ?
"

•* It's loss than nothing. It's hideous/'
** I consider it a compensation vested in the

few for the wrongs of the many," Elfrida replied

gaily. "And I mean to store up all the com-
pensation in my proper person that I can."

" I believe you have had more than your share

already," Janet cried.

"Oh no, a little, only a little. Hardly any-
thing here—people fall in love in England in such
a mathematical way ! But there is a callow artist

on the A(/e : and Golightly Ticke has become
quite mad lately; and Solomon, I mean Mr.
Hattray, will propose next week—he thinks I

won't dare to refuse the sub-editor ! How I shall

laugh at him ! Afterwards, if he gives me any
trouble, I shall threaten to write up the interview

for the Pictorial Neus. On the whole, though, I

dare say I'd better not suggest such a thing—he
would want it for the Afje. He is equal to any
personal sacrifice for the Age,"

** Is that all ? " asked Janet, turning away her
head.

" You are thinking of John Kendal ! Ah, there

it becomes exciting. From what you see, Janetta
mia, what should you think ? Myself, I don't

quite know. Don't you find him rather—a good
deal—interested ?

"

Janet had an impulse of thankfulness for the
growing darkness. " I—I see him so seldom," she
said. Oh, it was the last time, the very last time
she would let Elfrida talk like this.

'* Well, I think so," Elfrida went on coolly.
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*'Hc fancies be finds me curious, orij^'inal, a type

—^.just now. I dare say lie thinks lie takes an
anthropological pleasure in my society ! But in

the beginning it is all the same thing, my dear,

and in the end it will be all the same thing.

This delicious Loti"^—and she picked up ''Aziado*—"what an anthropologist he is—with a feminine
bias

!

"

Janet was tongue-tied. She struggled with her-

self for an instant, and then—" I uish you'd stay

and dine," she said desperately.

"How thoughtless of me!" Elfrida replied,

jumping up. "You ought to be dressing, dear.

No, I can't ; I've got to sup with some ladies of

the Alhambra to-night it will make such lovely

copy. But I'll go now, this very instant."

Halfway downstairs, Janet, in a passion of help-

less tears, heard Elfrida's footsteps pause and
turn. She stepped swiftly into her own room,
and locked the door. The footsteps came tripping

back into the library, and then a tap sounded
on Janet's door. Outside Elfrida's voice said

plaintively

—

"1 had to come back. , Do you love me?—are

you quite sure you love me ?
"

"You humbug!" Janet called from within,

steadying her voice with an effort, " I'm not at

all sure. I'll tell you to-morrow."
"But you do," cried Elfrida, departing. "I

know you do."

M
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CIIArTEll XX.

July tliickencd down upon London. The society

papers announced that, with the exception of the

few unfortunate gentlemen who were compelled

to stay and look after their constituents' interests

at Westminster, " everybody " had gone out of

town, and filled up yawning columns with detailed

information as to everybody's destination. To an
experienced eye, with the point of vi^w of the top

of an Oxbridge Road omnibus, for instance, it

might not appear that London had diminished

more than to the extent of a few powdered footmen
on carriage-boxes ; but the census of the London
world is, after all, not to be taken from the top

of an Uxbridge Road omnibus. London teemed
emptily; the tall houses in the narrow lanes of

Mayfair slept standing; the sunlight filtered

through a depressing haze, and stood still in the

streets for hours together. In the Park the

policemen wooed the nursery iUaids free from
the embarrassing smiling scrutiny of people to

whom this serious preoccupation is a diversion.

The main thoroughfares were full of "summer
sales," St. Paul's echoed to admiring Trans-
atlantic criticism, and the Bloomsbury boarding-
houses to voluble Transatlantic complaint.
The Halifaxes were at Brighton ; Lady Halifax

giving musical teas, Miss Halifax painting marine
views in a little book. Miss Halifax called them
"impressions," and always distributed them at

the musical teas. The Cardiffs had gone to

Scotland for golf, and later for grouse ; Janet
was almost as expert on the links as her father,

and on very familiar terms with a certain High-
land moor and one Donald Macleod. Thoy had
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htid every compulsion upon Elfrida to go with
them in vain ; the girl's sensitiveness on the point

of money obligations was intense, and Janet fail<3d

to measure it accurately when she allowed hersolf

to feel hurt that their relations did not preclude

the necessity for taking any thought as to who
paid. Elfrida stayed, however, in her by-way
of Fleet Street, and did a little bit of excellent

work fuv the Illnstratrd Af/c every day. If it had
not been for the editor-in-chief, Eattray would
have extended her scope on the paper; but the

editor-in-chief said no. Miss Bell was dangerous

;

there was no telling what she might bo up to

if they gave her the reins. She went very well,

but she was all the better for the severest kind
of a bit.

So Miss Bell wrote about colonial exhibitions

and popular spectacles and country outings for

babies of the slums, and longed for a fairer field.

As midsummer came on there arrived a dearth in

these objects of orthodox interest, and Rattray told

her she might submit " anything on the nail " that

occurred to her, in addition to such work as the

office could give her to do. Then, in spite of the
editor-in-chief, an odd, unconventional bit of

writing crept now and then into the A(/c—an
interview with some eccentric notability which
read like a page from Gyp, a bit of pathos i)icke(l

out of the common streets, a fragment of charac'er-

drawing which smiled visibly and talked audibly.

Elfrida, in her garret, drew a joy from these things.

She cut them out, and read them over and over

again, and put them sacredly away with Nudie's

letters and a manuscript poem of a certain

Bruynotin's, and a scrawl from one Ilakkoff with
a vigorous sketch of herself from memory, in pen
and ink, in the corner ol the page, in the little

eastern-smelling wooden box, which seemed to her

I

I,

II

ii
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to represent the core of her existence. They
quickened her pulHC, they gave her a curious

uplifted happiness that took absohitely no account
of any other circumstance.

There were days when Mrs. Jordan had real

twinges of conscience about the quality of Miss
JicU's steak. "But there," Mrs. Jordan would
soothe herself, ** I might bring her the best sulline,

and she wouldn't know no difference !
" In other

practical respects the girl was equally indifferent.

Her clotl"^ 4 were shabby, and she did not seem
to i}:ii\k ;i replacing them. Mrs. Jordan made
in'epL->v. i.' charges for candles, and she paid
them ' 'Ihorf question. She tipped people who
did little services for her with a kind of royal

delicacy. The girl whu scrubbed the landings
worshipped her, and the boy who came every day
for her copy once brought her a resplendent
"button-hole," consisting of two pink rosebuds
and a scarlet geranium, tendering it with a shy
lie to the effect that he had found it in the street.

She went alone now and again to the op ^ra, taking
an obscure place ; and she lived a good deal among
the foreign art exhibitions of Bond Street. Once
she bought an etching, and brought it home under
her arm. That kept her poor for a month, though
she would have been less aware of it if she had
not, before the month was out, wanted to buy
another. A great Parisian actress had made her
yearly visit to London in June, and Elfrida,

conjuring with the name of the Illustrated Age,
won an appointment from her. The artiste stayed
only a fortnight—she declared that one half of an
English audience came to see her because it was
proper and the other because it was sinful, and
she found it insupportable,—and in that time she
asked Elfrida three times to pay her morning
visits, when she appeared in her dressing-gown,
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little unconventional visits ** pour bavarder."

When Miss Bell lacked entertainment during the

weeks that followed, she thought of these visits,

and little smiles chased each other round the

corners of her mouth.
She wrote to Janet, when she was in the

mood, delicious scraps of letters, broad-margined,

fantastic, each so far as charm went a little

literary gem disguised in wilfulness, in a picture,

in .a diamond-cut cynicism that shone sharper and
clearer for the dainty affectation of its setting.

When she was not in the mood she did not write

at all. With an instinctive recognition of the

demands of any relation such as she felt her

friendship with Janet Cardiff to be, jt "imply

refrained from imposing upon her ar'tn? ' that

savoured of dullness or commonplacen.ssc. bo that

sometimes she ^vrote three or four tiiiiC;^ ^:i a week,

and sometimes not at all for a fortnight ; uometimes
covered pages, and sometimes sent '^ , lines and
a row of asterisks. There was a fancifulness in

the hour as well, that usually made itself felt all

through the letter: it was rainy twilight in her
garret, or a grey widencss was creeping up behind

St. Paul's which meant that it was morning. To
what she herself was actually doing, or to any
material fact about her, they made the very

slightest reference. Janet, in Scotland, perceived

half of this, and felt aggrieved on the score of the

other half. She wished more often than she said

she did, that Elfrida were a little more human,
that she had a more appreciative understanding of

the warm value of everyday matter between people

who were interested in one another. The subtle

imprisoned soul in Elfrida's letters always spoke
to hers, but Janet never received so artistic a
missive of three lines that she did not wish it were
longer, and she had no fund of confidence to diaw

I
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on to meet her friend's incompreliensiMo spaces of

niloncc. To cover her real sorcncHH she Hcoldeil,

chaffed hrusquely, affected lofty sarcasms.
** Twelve days ago," she wrote, "you mentioned

casually that you were threatened with pneumonia ;

your communication of to-day you devote to

proving that Hector Malut is a carpenter. 1 agree

with you with reservations, hut the sequence
worries mo. In the mean time, have you had the

l)neumonia ?
"

Her own letters were long and gossiping, full of

the scent of the heather and the eccentricities of

])()nald Macleod ; and she wrote them regularly

twice a week, using rainy afternoons for tlie

purpose, and every inch of the paper at her
disposal. Elfrida put a very few of them into tlie

wooden hox, just as she would have emhalmed, if

she could, a very few of the half-hours they hud
spent together.

CHAPTER XXI.

John Kendal turned the key upon his dusty work-
room in Bryanston Street among the first of those

who, according to the papers, depopulated London
in July. Ho had an old engagement to keep,

which took him with Carew of the Dial and Limley
of the Civil Service to explore and fish in the

Norwegian fjords. The project matured suddenly,

and he left town without seeing anyhody—

a

necessity which disturbed him a number of times
on the voyage. He wrote a hasty line to Janet,

returning a borrowed book, and sent a trivial

message to Elfrida, whom he knew to be spending
a few days in Kensington Square at the time.
Janet delivered it with an intensity of quiet
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ploasnro whicli she showed extraordinary skill in

(•onccalin«^. " May I ask you to say to Miss licll,"

Rccmcd to hor to be cloqu iit of many thinjjjs. Sho
looked at Elfrida with inquiry, in spite of herself,

when she gave the message, but Elfrida received

it with a nod and a smile c" perfect indifference.

"It is because she does not care—does not care an
iota,*' Janet told herself; and all that day it seemed
to her that Klfrida's personality was inexhaustibly

delightful.

Afterwards, however, one or two letters found
their way into the ssindal-wood box, bearing the

Norwegian post-mark. They came seldomer than
Elfrida expected. **/'.';//////" sho said when the

iirst arrived, and she felt her pulse beat a little

faster as she opened it. She read it eagerly with
serious lips, thinking how fine he was, and with
what exquisite force he brought himself to her as

he wrote. ** I must be a very exceptionable

person," she said in her reverie afterwards, "to
have such things written to me! I must—

/

must!'' Then, as she put the letter away, she

reilected that she couldn't amuse herself with

Kendal without treachery to their artistic relation-

ship; there would be somehow an outrage in it.

And she would not amuse herself with him ; she

woiiid sacrifice that, and be quite frank and simple

always. So that when it came to pass—here

Elfrida retired into a lower depth of consciousness

—there would be only a little pity and a little pain
and no reproach or regret.

There was a delay in the arrival of the next
letter, which Elfrida felt to be unaccountable—

a

delay of nearly three weeks. She took it with an
odd rush of feeling from the hand of the house-

maid who brought it up, and locked herself in

alone with it.

A few da^s later, driving through Brjanstou

1
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Street in a hansom, Elfrida saw the windows of

Kendal's studio wide open. She leaned forward

to realize it with a little tumult of excitement at

tlie possibility it indicated, half turned to bid the

cabman stop, and rolled on undecided. Presently

she spoke to him

—

" rieasc go back to No. 63," she said ;
** I want

to get out there
;

" and in a moment or two she

was tripping lightly up the stairs.

Kendal, in his shirt-sleeves, with his back to

the door, was bending over a palette that clung

obHtinatclv to the hardened round dabs of colour

he had left upon it six weeks before. He throw
it down at Elfrida's step, and turned with a sudden
light of pleasure in his face to see her framed in

the doorway, looking at him with an odd shyness
and silence.

*' You spirit !
" he cried. '* How did you know

I had come back ? " and he held her hand for

just an appreciable instant, regarding her with

simple delight.

Her tinge of embarrassment became her sweetly,

and the pleasure in his eyes made her almost
instantly aware of this.

*'l didn't know," she said with a smile that

shared his feeling. ** I saw the windows open,

and I thought the woman downstairs might be

messing about here. They can do such incal-

culable damage when they really set their minds
to it, these concienje people. So I—I came up to

interfere. But it is you !
" She looked at him

with wide happy eyes, which sent the satisfaction

she found in saying that to his inmost conscious-

ness.

**It was extremely good of you," he said, and,

in spite of himself, a certain emphasis crept into

the commonplace. " I hardly realize myself that

I am here. It might very well be the Skaagerak
outside."
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"Does the sea in Norway sound like that?"

Elfrida asked, as the roar of London ciuno across

muffled from Piccadilly. Slio made a littlo

theatrical movement of her head to listen, and

Kendal's appreciation of it was so evident that sho

failed to notice exactly what ho answered. "You
have come back sooner than you intended ?

"

" By a month."
"Why? ' she asked. Her eyes made a soft

bravado, but that was lost, lie did not guiKS

for a moment that she believed she knew why he

had come.
"It was necessary," he answered with remem-

bered gravity, "in connection with the death of

—

of a relative, a grand-unclo of mine. The old

fellow went off suddenly last week, and they

telegraphed for me. I believe ho wanted to see

me, poor old chap, but of course I was too late."

" Oh !
" said Elfrida, gently, "that is very sad.

Was it a grand-uncle you were— fond of?"
Kendal could not restrain a smile at her

earnestness.
" I was, in a way. He was a good old fellow,

and he lived to a great age—over ninety. He has

left me all the duties and responsibilities of his

estate," Kendal went on with sudden gloom.
" The Lord only knows what I'll do with them."

" That makes it sadder," said the girl.

" I should think it did," Kendal replied.

Their eyes met, and they laughed the healthy

instinctive laugh of youth when it is asked to

mourn fatuously, which is always a little cruel.

"I hope," said Elfrida, quickly, "that he has

not saddled you with a title. An estate is bad
enough, but with a title added, it would ruin you.

You would never do any moro good work, 1 am
sure—sure. People would get at you. You would

take to rearing farm creatures from a sense of
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duty. You miglit go into Parliament ! Toll mc
there is no title ?

"

*'IIow do you know all that!" Kendal ex-

claimed, laughing. *' But there is no title, never
has been."

Elfrida drew a long sigh of relief, and held him
with her eyes as if he had just been snatched
away from some impending danger. *' So now
you are—what do you say in this country ?—

a

landed proprietor ! You belong to the country
gentry ! In America I used to read about the

country gentry in London Soci"fij. All the con-

tributors and all the subscribers to Tjondon Socicl/i

used to bo country gentry, I believe, from what I

remember. They were always riding to hounds,
and having big Christmas parties, and telling

ghost-stories about the family diamonds."
"All very proper!" Kendal protested against

the irony of her tone.
*' Oh, if one could be quite siitr that it will not

make any difference !
" Elfrida went on, clasping

her knee with her shapely gloved hands. "1

should like—I should like to beg you to make mo
a promise that you will never give up your work

—

your splendid work !
" She hesitated, and looked

at him almost with supplication. " But then, why
bhould you make such a promise to me ?

"

They were sitting opposite one another in the

dusty confusion of the room, and when she said

this Kendal got up, and walked over to her,

without knowing exactly why.
"If I made such a promise," ho said, looking

down at her, " it wouUl be more binding given to

you than to anybody else—more binding and more
sacred."

If she had exacted it, he would have promised

then and there ; and ho had some vague notion

of sealing tlie vow with his lips upon her hand,
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and of arranging—this was more indefinite still

—

that she should always insist, in her sweet personal

way, upon its fulfilment. But Elfrida felt the

intensity in his voice with a kind of fear, not of

the situation—she had a nervous delight in the

situation—but of herself. She had a sudden
terror in his coming so close to her, in his changed
voice ; and its sharpness lay in her recognition of it.

Why should she be frightened ? She jumped up
gaily, with the question still throbbing in her throat.

" No !
" she cried, " you shall not promise me.

I'll form a solemn committee of your friends—your
real friends—and we'll come some day and exact

an oath from you, individually and collectively.

That will be much more impressive. I must go
now," she went on reproachfully. " And you have
shown mo nothing that you've brought back with
you. Is there anything hero ? " In her anxiety

to put space between them, she had walked to the

furthest and untidiest corner of the room, where
half a dozen canvases leant with their faces to the

wall.

Kendal watched her tilt them forward one after

another, with a kind of sick impotence. "Abso-
lutely nothing !

" he cried.

But it was too late. She had paused in her

running commentary on the pictures ; she was
btandinf;, looking, absolutely silent, at the last but
one. She had come upon it ; she had found it

—

his sketch of the scene in Lady Halifax's drawing-
room.
"Oh yes, there is something! " she said at bist,

carefully drawing it out and holding it at arm's
length. " Something that is quite new to mo.
Do you mind if I put it in a bettor light'? " Her
voice had wonderfully changed ; it exprcnsod a
curious interest and self-control. In etVect that

was all she felt for the moment. She had a dull

)
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consciousness of a blow, but did not yet quite

understand being struck. She was gathering her-

Kclf together as she looked, growing conscious of

her hurt and of her resentment.

Kendal was silent, cursing himself inwardly for

not having destroyed the thing the day after he
had let himself do it.

*'Ycs," she said, placing it on an easel at an
oblique angle with the north window of the room.
** It is better so."

She stepped back a few paces to look at it, and
stood immovable, searching every detail. *' It

does you credit," she said slowly— '* immense
credit. Oh, it is very clever."

"Forgive me!" Kendal said, taking a step

towards her. " I am afraid it doesn't. But I

never intended you to see it."

"Is it an order?" she asked calmly. "Ah!
but that would not have been fair—not to show it

to me first !

"

Kendal crimsoned. "I beg," he said earnestly,
*' that you will not think such a thing possible. I

intended to destroy it. I don't know why I have
not destroyed it."

"But why? It is so good, so charming, so—so

true ! You did it for your own amusement, then ?

But that was very seltish."

For answer, Kendal caught up a tube of Indian
red, squeezed it on the crusted palette, loaded a
brush with it, and dashed it across the sketch. It

was a feeble piece of bravado, and he felt it ; but
he must convince her in some way that the thing
was worthless to him.

''Ah," she said, " that is a pity," and she walked
to the door. She must get away, (juito away, and
quickly, to realizu this thing, to lind out exactly

what it meant to her. And yet, three steps down
the stairs she turned and came back again.
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John Kendal stood where she had left him,

staring at the sketch on the easel.

**I have come back to thank you," Elfrida said

quickly, "for showing me what a fool I made of

myself; " and she was gone.

An hour later, Kendal had not ceased to be-

labour himself, but the contemplation of the sketch

—he had not looked at it for two months—brought
him to the conclusion that perhaps, after all, it

might have some salutary effect. He found him-
self so curiously sore about it though, so thoroughly
inclined to call him.self a traitor, and a person

without obligation, that he went back to Norway
the following week—a course which left a number
of worthy people in the neighbourhood of Bigton,

Devonshire, very indignant indeed.

CHAPTER XXII.

" Daddy," Janet said to her father, a few days after

their return to town, ''I've been thinking tbac wo
might- -that you might l)e of use in helping Frida
to place something somewhere else than in tliat

eternal picture paper."
** For instance ?

"

'* Oh, in PitvraoiCs or the Lnfulnn Mmiaum', or
ViiriuUUyr

It was in the library after dinner, and Lawrence
Cardiff was smoking. He took thtj slender stem
of his pipe from his lips, and pressed down tlio

tobacco in the bowl with a caressing thumb, look-

ing appreciatively as he did it at the mocking
buffoon's face that was carved on it.

"It seems to me that von are the intluential

person m those quarters," he said, with the smile

1
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that Janet privately thought the most delightfully

sympathetic she knew.
*' Oh, I'm not really !

" the girl answered quickly.
*' And besides"—she hesitated, to pick words that

would hurt her as little as possible— "besides,

Trida wouldn't care about my doing it."

''Why?"
" I don't know quite why ; but she wouldn't. It's

of no use. I don't think she likes having things

done for her by people anything like her own age
and—and standing."

Cardiff smiled inwardly at this small insincerit}'.

Janet's relation with Elfrida was a growing plea-

sure to him. He found himself doing little things

to enhance it, and fancying himself in some way
connected with its initiation.

*' But I'm almost certain she would lot you do
it," his daughter urged.

*'In loco parentis.'* Cardiff smiled, rvA imme-
diately found that the words left a^i iiut^leasant

taste in his mouth. " But I'm not fit ali -sure that

she could do anything they woulJl tako,"

"My dear daddy!" cried Janet, resentfully.
" Wait t'.ll she tries. You sr.id youv&e that some
of those scraps she sent us j\ jico^lind were
delicious!"

"So they v<,'./e. She has a curious prismatic

kind of mind."
"Soul, d./jdy.'"

" Soul, if you li'ie. It reflects quito wonder-
fully, the angles at which it linds itself with the

world are so unnsual. But I doubt her power,
you know, of construction or cohesion or anything
of that kind."

" I don't," Janet returned confidently. " But
talk to her about it, daddy

;
get her to show you

what she's done. I never see a lino till it's in

print. And— 1 don't know anything about it, you
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know. Above all things, don't let her know that I

suggested it
!"

"I'll see what can he done," Mr. Cardiff re-

turned, '* though I profess myself faithless. Elfrii^a

wasn't designed to please the iiublic of the maga-
zines—in England."
When Janet reflected afterwards upon what had

struck her as being odd about this remark oi' her

father's, she found it was Elfrida's name. It

seemed to have escaped him—he had never referred

to her in that way before—which was a wonder,
Janet assured herself, considering how constantly

he heard it from her lips.

"How does the novel come on?" Mr. Cardiff

asked before she went to bed that night. ** \Vhen
am I to be allowed to see the proofs ?

"

" I finished the nineteenth chaptei yesterday,"

Janet answered, flushing. *' It will only run to

about twenty-three. Ii's a very little one, daddy."
" Still nobody in the secret but Lash and

Black ?
"

*' Not a soul. I hope they're the right people,"

Janet said anxiously. *' I haven't even tol 1

Elfrida," she added. " I want to surprise her

with an early copy. She'll like it, I think. I like

it pretty well myself. It has an effective leading

idea."

Her father laughed, and threw her a Vuie (

f

Horace, which she did not understand. *'J)oii't

let it take too much time from your o^'ier work,"

he warned her. "It's sure, you kn* to be an
arrant imitation of somebody, while ii your oilier

things you have never been anybody Imt yoursjif."

He looked at her in a way that disarmed his words,

and went back to his lirruc rAcue.

•'Dear old thing! You want to j-icpare me for

anything, don't you? 1 wonder whom I've

imitated. Hardy, i think, most of all; but then

5
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it's such n, liulicrously far-away imitation! Tf

there's notbiiif; in tlic thing but timf, it deserves to

fall as flat as flat ! But there is, daddy !

"

Cardiff laid down his journal again at the appeal-

ing note.

''No!" she cried, "I won't bore you with it

now. Wait till the proofs come. Good night I

"

She kissed him lightly on the cheek. "About
Elfrida," she added, Btill bending over him.
" You'll be rcn/ careful, won't you, daddy dear

—

not to hurt her feelings in any way, I mean ?
"

After she had gone, Lawrence Cardiff laid down
the Rvvue again, and smoked meditatively for half

an hour. During that time ho revolved at Icust

live subjects which he thought Elfrida, with proper

supervision, might treat effectively. But the super-

vision would be very necessary.

A fortnight later ^Ir. Cardiff sat in the same
chair, smoking the same pipe, and alternately

frowned and smiled upon the result of that even-

ing's meditation. It h>Hl reached him by post in

the afternoon without an accompanying word ; the

exquisite self-conscious manuscript seemed to

breathe a su])dued ( .fiance at him, with the merest
ghost of a perfume that Cardiff' liked better. Once
or twice he hold the pages closer to his face to

catch it inoro perfectly. Janet had not mentioned
the nintttr to him again ; indeed, she had hardly
tbo.ight of it. Jfer whole nature was absorbed in

her light ^ ith herself, in the struggle for self-

control, which had ceased to come to the surface

of her life at intervals, and was now constant and
supremo with her. Kendal had made it harder for

her lately by continually talking of Elfrida. IIo

brought his interest in her to Janet to discuss, as

he naturally brought everything that touched him
to her, and Janet, believing it to bo a lover's

pleasure, could not Iforbid him. When he criticized
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El frida, Tanet fancied it was to hear her warm
defence, which grew oddly reckless in her anxiety

to hide the bitterness that tinged it.

"Otherwise," she permitted herself to reflect,

"he is curiously just in his analysis of her—for

a man," and hated the thought for its touch of

disloyalty.

Knowing Elfrida as she thought she knew
her, Kendal's talk wounded her once for herself

and twice for him. lie was going on blindly,

coniidently, trusting, Janet thought bitterly, to

his own Hweetni»ss of nature, to his comeliness and
the iinenes.s of his sympathies—who had ever

refused him anything yet?—and only to his hurt,

to his repulse, from the point of view of scntimoul,

to his ruin ! For it did not seem possibh; to Jaiu t

that a. hopeless passion for a being like Kl frida

Jiell could result in anything but collapse. Wlien-
evi'r he came to Kensington Scpiare—and lu; came
often—she went down to meet him with a (puiking

heart, and sought his face nervously for the

haggard, broken look which si. »r.id mean that

ho had asked Elfrida to marry hini and been
artistically refused. Always she looked in vain.

Indeed, Kendal's spirits were so uniformly like a
schoolboy's that once or twice she asked herself,

with sudden terror, whether IClfrida had deceived

her —whether it might not hi; otherwise bctwcrn
them recognizing then, with infinite bmuiliatioii,

how much worse that would be. She took to

working extravagantly hai'd, and I'ilfritla noticed

with ('istinct pleasure how nuich warmer her

manner had grown, and in how many pretty ways
she showed her enthusiasm. Janet was such a

conciuest ! Once, when Kendal seemed to Janet
on the point of asking her what she thought of his

chances, she went to a Horist's in the Jligli, and
sent I'Mfrida a pot of snowy chrysanthemums.

N
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After which she allowed herself to refrain from
Becing her for a week. Her talk with her father

ahout helping Elfrida to i^lace her work with the

magazines had heen one of the constant impulseH

hy which she tried to compensate her friend, as

it were, for the amount of suffering that young
woman was inflicting upon her. She would have
found a difficulty in explaining it more intelligibly

than that.

As ho settled together the pages of Miss Bell's

article on ** The Nemesis of Komanticism," and
laid them on the table, Lawrence Cardiff thought
of it with sincere regret.

"It is hopeless—hopeless," he said to himself.
" It must be rewritten from end to end. I suppose
she must do it herself," he added with a smile that

he drew from some memory of her, and he pulled

writing materials towards him to tell her so.

lie-reading his brief note, he frowned, hesitated,

and tore it up. The next followed it into the

waste-paper basket. The third gave Elfrida to

understand that in Mr. Cardiff's opinion the article

was a little unl)alanced—she would remember her
demand that he should be absolutely frank. She
had made some delightful points, but there was a
hick of plan and symmetry. If she would give

him the opportunity, ho would be very happy to

go over it with her, and possibly she would make
a few changes. More than this Cardiff could not
iudiico himsulf to say. And he would await her
answer before sending her article back to her.

It came next day, and in response to it Mr.
Cardiff' found himself walking, with singular light-

ness of step, toward Fleet Street in the afternoon,

with Elfrida's manuscript in his pocket. Buddha
smiled more inscrutably than ever as they went
over it together, while tlie water hissed in the

samovar in tlie corner, and little blue ffames
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chased themselves in and out of the anthracite in

the grate, and the queer Orientalism of the little

room made its picturesque appeal to Cardill's

senses. He had never been there befor(\

From b<jginning to end they went over tlie

niJinuscript, ho criticizing and suggesting, she
gravely listening and insatiately spurring him on.

"You may say anything," she declared. "The
sharper it is the better, you know, for me ! Please

don't be polite—be savage !
" and he did liis best

to comply.
She would not always be convinced ; he had to

leave some points unvanquished, but in the main
she agreed and was grateful. She would remodel
the article, she told him, and she would remember
all that he had said.

Cardiff found her recognition of the trouble he
had taken delightful. It was nothing, he declared

;

ho hoped very particularly that she would let him
be of use, if possible, often again. He felt an
inexplicable jar when she suddenly said, ''Did you
ever do anything—of this sort—for Janet*?" and
he was obliged to reply that he never did. Her
look of disappointment was keen. ** She thought,"
he reflected, ** that I hoisted Janet into literature,

and could be utilized again, perhaps !
" In which

he did her injustice. But he lingered over his tea,

and when he took her hand to bid her good-bye,
he looked down at her and said, ** Was I very
brutal?" in a way which amused her for quite
half an hour after he had gone.

Cardiff sent the amended article to the London
MiKjaz'inc with qualms. It was so unsuitable even
there, that he hardly expected his name to do
much for it, and the half-hour he devoted to

persuading his literary conscience to let him send
it was very uncomfortable indeed. Privately he
thought any journalist would be rather an ass to

^
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print it, vet ho sincrrcly hoped the editor of tlio

Lnfttlon Ma;iazinr would prove himself Hiich an hhs.

J ft! Rclected the London Matiazinr hccauRe it seemed
to him that th(! quality of its matter had lately

heen slightly deteriorating. A few days later,

when ho dropped in at the otlicc, impatient at

tho delay, to ask the fate of the article, he was
distinctly disappointed to find that the editor had
failed to approach it in t\w character ho had
mentally assigned to him. That gentleman took

the manuscript out of the left-hand drawer of his

writing-table, and ihigered the pages over with a
kind of dis])araging consideration before handing
it back.

•' I'm sorry, CardilT, but wc can't do anything
with this, I'm afraid. AVo have—we have one or

two things covering the same ground already in

hand." And ho looked at his visitor with some
curiosity. It was a (pieer article to have come
through Lawrence CarditY.

Cardiir resented the look more than the article.

"It's of no consequence, thanks," he said dryly.
•' Very good of you to look at it. But you print

u great deal worse stuff, you know."
His private rellection was different, however,

and led him to devote the following evening to

nuiking certain additions to the sense and altera-

tions in tho style of Elfrida's views on ** The
Nemesis of llonuinticism," which enabled him to

say, at about one o'clock in tho morning, '* Kniln !

it is passable !
" He took it to Klfrida on his way

from his lecture next day. She met him at the

door of her attic with expectant eyes— she was
certain of success.

"Have they taken it?" she cried. "Tell mo
quick—quick !

"

When he said "No"—the editor of the London
Mwfaz'inc had shown himself an idiot ; he was very
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sorry, hut they would try aj^ain—he thought she

was going to cry. But her face c anged as ho

went on, telling her frankly what he thought, and
showing her wluit ho had done.

" I've only improved it for the henefit of the

IMiilistines," he said apologetically. " I hope you
will forgive me."
"And now," she said at last, with a little hard

air, " what do you propose ?
"

"I propose that if you approve these trilhiig

alterations, we send the article to the lirihsk

Iiii'h'ir. And thc^y are certain to taki' it."

Elfrida held out her hand for the manuscript,

and ho gave it to h.er. She looked at eviry i)jigo

again. It was at least half rewritten in Carditis

small cramped hand.
"Thank-vou," she said slowlv, " thank-vou—

vtry much ! I have learned a great deal, I tliink,

from what you have hecn kind enough to tell uw
and to write here. But this, of course, so far as

I am concerned in it, is a failure
"

•* Oh no !
" he protested,

"An utter failure," she went on, unnoticingly,

"and it has served its purpose. There!" she

cried with sudden passion, and in an instant the

manuscript was (laming in the grate.
" riease—please go away! " she sobhed, leaning

against the mantel in a sudden hetrayal of tejirs,

and Cardiff, resisting the temptation to take her

in his arms and hid her be comforted, went.

I
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CHAPTER XXIII.

Mn, Rat'ii^ay's proposal occurred as soon after the

close of the season as he was able to find time to

devote the amount of attention to it which he felt

it required. He put it off deliberate!}^ till then,

fearing that it might entail a degree of mental
agitation on his part that would have an un-

desirable reflex action upon the paper. Mr.
Battray had never been really attracted toward
matrimony before, although he had taken, in a
discussion in the columns of the Ar/e upon the

careworn query **Is Marriage a Failure?" a
vigorous negative side, under various pen-names
which argued not only inclination but experience.

He felt, therefore, that he could not possibly pre-

dicate anything of himself uncler the circum-
stances, and that it would be distinctly the part

of wisdom to wait until there was less going on.

Mr. Rattray had an indefinite idea that in case of

a rejection he might find it necessary to go out

of town for some weeks to pull himself together

again—it was the traditional course,—and if such
an exigency occurred before July, the office would
go to pieces under the pressure of events. So he
waited, becoming every day more enthusiastically

aware of the great advantage of having Miss Bell

permanently connected with the paper under
supervision which would be even more highly

authorized than an editor's, and growing, at the

same time, more thoroughly impressed with the
unusual character of her personal charm. Elfrida

was a *'find" to Mr. Arthur Battray from a news-
paper point of view, a find he gave himself credit

for sagaciously recognizing, and one which it would
be expedient to obtain complete possession of
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before its market value should become known.
And it was hardly possible for Mr. Eattray to

divest himself of the newspaper point of view in
the consideration of anything which concerned
him personally. It struck him as uniquely fortu-

nate that his own advantage and that of the Age
should tally, as it undoubtedly might in this in-

stance
; which, for Arthur Rattray, was putting

the matter in a rather high, almost disinterested

connection.

It is doubtful whether to this day Mr. Eattray
fully understands his rejection—it was done so
deftly, so frankly, yet with such a delicate con-
sideration for his feelings. He took it, he assured
himself afterw^ards, without winking ; but it is

unlikely that he felt sufficiently indebted to the
manner of its administration, in congratulating
himself upon this point. It may be, too, that he
left Miss Bell with the impression that her inten-

tion never to marry was not an immovable one,
given indefinite time rnd indefinite abstention, on
his part, from alluding to the subject. Certainly
he found himself surprisingly little cast down by
the event, and more resolved than ever to make
the editor-in-chief admit that Elfrida's contribu-
tions were "the brightest things in the paper"
and act accordingly. He realized, in the course
of time, that he had never been very confident of

any other answer, but nothing is more certain

than that it acted as a curious stimulus to his

interest in Elfrida's work. He had long before

found a co-enthusiast in Golightly Ticke, and on
more than one occasion they agreed that some-
thing must be done to bring Miss Bell before the
public, to put within her reach the opportunity of

the success she deserved, which was of the order
Mr. Eattray described as " screaming."

" So far as the booming is concerned," said
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Mr. llattray to Mr. Tickc, *'I will attend to that,

but there must be something to boom. We can't

sound the loud tocsin on a lot of our own paras.

She must do something that will go between two

covers."

The men were talking in Golightly's room, over

easeful Sunday afternoon cigars ; and as Eattray

spoke they heard a light step mount the stairs.

'* There she is now," replied Ticke. " Suppose
wo go up, and propose it to her."

"I wish I knew what to suggest," Rattray re-

turned ;
" but we might talk it over with her when

slie's had time to take off her bonnet."
Ten minutes later Elfrida was laughing at their

ambitions. *'A success?" she exclaimed. "Oh
yes ! I mean to have a success—one day. But
not yet—oh no ! First I must learn to write a

line decently, then a paragraph, then a page. 1

must wait, oh, a very long time—ten 3'ears, per-

haps ; five, anyway."
;'0h, if you do that," protested Golightly Ticke,

" it will be like decanted champagne. A success

at nineteen "

" Twenty-one," corrected Elfrida.
'* Twenty-one, if you like—is a sparkling success.

A success at thirty-one is — well, it lacks the

accompaniments."
" You are a great deal too exacting, Miss Bell,"

Eattray put in. *' Those things you do for us are

charming
; you know they are."

" You are very good to say so. I'm afraid they
are only frivolous scraps."

" My opinion is this," Rattray went on sturdily

:

"you only want material. Nobody can make
bricks without straw—to sell,— and very few
people can evolve books out of the air, that any
publisher will look at. You get material for your
scraps, and you treat it unconventionally, so the

i
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scraps supply a demand. It's a demand that's

increasing every day—for fresh unconventional

matter. Your ability to treat the scraps proves

your ability to do more sustained work if you
could find it. Get the material for a book, and
I'll guarantee you'll do it well."

Elfrida looked from one to the other with bright

eyes. **What do you suggest ? " she said, with a

nervous little laugh. She had forgotten that she

meant to wait ten years.
" That's precisely the difficulty," said Golightly,

running his fingers through his hair.
" We must get hold of something," said Battray.

" You have never thought of doing a novel ?
"

Elfrida shook her head decidedly. '* Not now,"
she said. " I would not dare. I haven't looked
at life long enough—I've had hardly any experi-

ence at all. I couldn't conceive a single character

with any force or completeness. And then, for a
novel one wants a leading idea—the plot, of course,

is of no particular consequence. Bather, I should
say, plots have merged into leading ideas. And
I have none."

"Oh, distinctly," observed Mr. Ticke, finely.

"A plot is as vulgar at this end of the century as

a—as a dress improver, to take a feminine simile."

Battray looked seriously uncomprehending, and
slowly scratched the back of his hand.

** Couldn't you find a leading idea in some of

the modern movements ? " he asked. " The higher

education of women, for instance, or the suftrage

agitation ?
"

" Or University Extension, or Bi-metallism, or

Eight Hours' Labour, or Disestabhshment ?
"

Elfrida laughed. " No, Mr. Battray, I don't think

1 could. I might do some essays," she suggested.

Battray, tilting his chair back, with his fore-

fingers in the arm-holes of his waistcoat, pursed

1 1
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his lips. "We couldn't get them read," he said.
** It takes a well-established reputation to carry

essays. People will stand them from a Lang or

a Stevenson, or that * Ohiter Dicta ' fellow,—not

from an unknown young lady
"

Elfrida hit her lip. "Of course I am not any
of those."

"Miss Bell has done some idyllic verse,"

volunteered Golightly.

The girl looked at him with serious reprobation.
" I did not give you permission to say that," she

said gravely.

"No—forgive me!—but it's true, Rattray."

He searched in his breast pocket and brought out

a diminutive pocket-book. " May I show those

two little things I copied ? " he begged, selecting

a folded sheet of letter paper from its contents.
" This is serious, you know, really. We must go
into all the chances."

Elfrida had a pang of physical distress. " Oh,"
she said hastily, " Mr. Rattray will not care to see

those. They weren't written for the Age, you
know," she added, forcing a smile.

But Rattray declared that he should like it

above all things, and looked the scraps gloomily

over. One Elfrida had called " A Street Minstrel."

Seeing him unresponsive, Golightly read it grace-

fully aloud :

—

" One late November afternoon,

I sudden heard a gentle rune.

I could not see whence came the song",

But, tranced, stopped and listened long

;

And that drear month gave place to May,
And all the city slipped away.

The coal-carts ceased their din,—instead,

I heard a bluebird overhead

;

The pavements, black with dismal rain,

Grew gently to a country lane

;
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Plainly as I see you, my friend,

I saw the lilacs sway and bond,

A blossoming apple-orchard, where
The chimneys fret the foggy air

;

And wide-mown fields of clover sweet
Sent up their fragrance at my feet

;

And once again dear Phillis sat

The thorn beneath, and trimnic^d h'^r hat.

t * • • •

T.ong looked I for my wizard bard :

I fonnd him on the boulevard;

And now my urban hearth he cheer.-^,

Singing all day of sylvan yearn,

Iiight thankful for the warmer spot,

A cricket, by July forgot !

"

Ticke looked inquiringly at Eattray when he
had finished. Elfrida turned away her head, and
tapped the floor impatiently with her foot.

'* Isn't that dainty ? " demanded Golightly.
" Dainty enough," Eattray responded, with a

bored air. " But you can't read it to the public,

you know. Poetry is out of the question. Poetry
takes genius."

Golightly and Elfrida looked at each other
sympathetically. Mr. Ticke's eyes said, **How
hideously we are making you suffer !

" and Elfrida's

conveyed a tacit reproach.
** Travels would do better," Eattray went on.

** There's no end of a market for anything new in

travels. Go on a walking tour through Spain by
yourself, disguised as a nun or something, and
write about what you see."

Elfrida flushed with pleasure at the reckless

idea. A score of situations rose before her, thril-

ling, dangerous, picturesque, with a beautiful nun
in the foreground.

** I should like it above all things," she said

;

**but I have no money."

ii
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" I'm afraid it would take a good deal," llattray

returned.
" That's a pity."
** It disposes of the question of travelling, tliougli,

for the present." And Elfrida sighed with real

regret.

"It's your turn, Ticke. Suggest something!"
Iiattray went on. " It must be unusual, (ind it

must be interesting. Miss Bell must do something
that no young lady has done before. That much
she must concede to the trade. Granting that,

the more artistically she does it the better."
** I should agree to that compromise," said

Elfrida, eagerly; '"'anything to be left with a free

hand."
*' The book should be copiously illustrated,"

continued liattray, **and the illustrations should

draw their interest from you personally."
" I don't think I should mind that."

ller imagination was busy at a bound with press

criticisms, pirated American editions, newspaper
paragraphs describing the colour of her hair,

letters from great magazines asking for contribu-

tions. It leaped with a fierce joy at the picture

of Janet reading these paragraphs, and knowing,
whether she gave or withheld her approval, that

the world had pronounced in favour of Elfrida

Bell. She wrote the single note with which she

would send a copy to Kendal, and somewhere in

the book there would be things which he would
feel so exquisitely that The cover should have
a French design, and be the palest yellow\ There
was a moment's silence while she thought of these

things, her knee clasped in her hands, her eyes

blindly searching the dull red squares of the

Llassa prayer-carpet.

''Eattray," said Golightly, with a suddenness
that made both the others look up expectantly,
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**C()iihl ^liss Bell do her present work for the Aijc

anywhere ?
"

** Just now I think it's mostly book-reviews, isn't

it ? and comments on odds and ends in the papers
of interest to ladies. Yes ; not quite so well out

of London, hut I dare say it could be done pretty

much anywhere, reasonably near."
'* Then," replied Golightly Ticke, with a repressed

and guarded air, " I think I've got it."

(IIArTEPi XXIV.

Three days later a note from Miss Cardiff in

Kensington Square to Miss Bell in Essex Court,

Fleet Street, came hack unopened. A slanting

line in very violet ink along the top read *' Out of

town for the pressent. M. Jordan." Janet ex-

amined the line carefully, but could extract nothing
further from it, except that it had been written

with extreme care by a person of limited education

and a taste for colour. It occurred to her, in

addition, that the person's name was probably
Mary.

Eifrida's actions had come to have a curious

importance to Janet—she realized how great an
importance with the excess of irritated surprise

which came to her with this unopened note. In
the beginning she had found Eifrida's passionate

admiration so novel and so sweet that her heart

was half won before they came together in com-
pleter intimacy, and she gave her new, original

friend a meed of affection which seemed to

strengthen as it instinctively felt itself unreturned,

at least in kind. Elfrida retracted none of her
admiration, and she added to it, when she ceded

her sympathy, the freedom of a fortified city; but

|.j
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JiiiR't Imngerod for more. Inwardly she cried out
for tho something warm and human that was
lacking to Elfrida's feeHng for her ; and sometimes
she asked herself, with grieved cynicism, how her
friend found it worth while to pretend to care so

cleverly. More than once she had written to

Elfrida with the deliherate purpose of soothing
herself by provoking some tenderness in reply, and
invariably the key she had struck had been that
of homage, more or less whimsically unwilling.
** DoiCt write such delicious things to me, ma )iur,''

would come the answer. "You make me curl up
with envy ; what shall I do if malice and all un-
charitableness follow ? I admire you so horribly

—

there
!

" Janet told herself sorely that she was
sick of Elfrida's admiration, it was not the stuff

friendships were made of. And a keener pang
supervened when she noticed that whatever savoured
most of an admiration on her own part had
obviously the highest value for her friend. The
thought of Kendal only heightened her feeling

about Elfrida. She would be so much the stronger,

she thought, to resist any—any strain—if she
could be quite certain Elfrida cared—cared about
her personally. Besides, the indictment that she,

Janet, had against her, seemed to make the girl's

affection absolutely indispensable.

And now Elfrida had apparently left London
without a word. She had dined in Kensington
Square the night before, and this was eleven
o'clock in the morning. It looked very much as if

she had deliberately intended to leave them in the
dark as to her movements—people didn't go out
of town indefinitely ''for the present," on an
hour's notice. The thought brought sudden tears

to Janet's eyes, which she winked btick angrily.

"I am getting to be a perfect old maid!" she
reflected. "Why shouldn't Elfrida go to Kams-

3
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And she frowned upon her sudden resolution to

rush off to Fleet Street in a cab, and inquire of

Mrs. Jordan, ^t would bo espionage. She would
wait, quite calmly and indefinitely, till Frida cliosc

to write, and then she would treat the escapade,
whatever it was, with the perfect understanding of

good-fellowship. Or perhaps not indefinitely—for

two or three days; it was just possible that Frida
might have had bad news, and started suddenly
for America by the early train to Liverpool, iii

which case she might easily not have had time to

write. But in that case would not Mrs. Jordan
have written *' Gone to America"? Her heart
stood still with another thought—could she have
gone with Kendal ! Granting that she had made
up her mind to marry him, it would be just

Elfrida's strange sensational way. Janet walked
the floor in a restless agony, mechanically tearing

the note into little strips. She must know—she
must find out ! She would write and ask him for

something—for what ? A book, a paper—the Xatr

Montlihj ; and she must have some particular

reason. She sat down to write, and pressed her
fingers upon her throbbing eyes, in the effort to

summon a particular reason. It was as far from
her as ever when the maid knocked, and came in

with a note from Kendal, asking them to go and
see Miss Rehan in "As You Like It " that evening

—a note fragrant of tobacco, not an hour old.

"You needn't wait, Jessie," she said. "I'll

send an answer later." And the maid had hardly

left the room before Janet was sobbing silently

and helplessly with her head on the table.

As the day passed, however, Elfrida's conduct
seemed less unforgivable, and by dinner time she
was able to talk of u with simple wonder, which
became more tolerant still in the course of the
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cvcirng, when she discovcrecl that Kondal was as

ignorant and as astonished as they themselves.
" She will write," Janet said hopefully. But a

week passed and Elfrida did not write. A settled

discpiietude bej^an to make itself felt between the

Cardiffs. Acceptinf? each other's silence for the

statement that Elfrida had sent no word, they

ceased to talk of her—as a topic her departure had
become painful to both of them. Janet's anxiety

finally conquered her . scruples, and she betook
herself to Essex Court to inquire of ^Irs. Jordan.

That lady was provokin^jly mysterious, and made
the dilliculty of ascertaining that she know nothing
whatever about Miss Bell's movements as great as

possible. Janet saw an acquaintance with some
collateral circumstance in her eyes, however, and
was just turning away irritated by her attempts

to obtain it, when Mrs. Jordan decided that the

pleasure of the revelation would be, after all,

greater than the pleasure of shielding the facts.

"Wether it 'as anything to do with Miss Bell

or not, of course I can't say," Mrs. Jordan re-

marked with conscientious hypocrisy, '*but Mr.

Ticke, lie left town that same mornin'." She
looked disappointed when Miss Cardiff received

this important detail indifferently.
** Oh, nothing whatever !

" Janet replied, with
additional annoyance that Elfrida should have
subjected herself to such an insinuation. Janet
had a thorough-going dislike to Golightly Ticke.

On her way back in the omnibus she reflected on
the coincidence, however, and in the end she did

not mention it to her father.

The next day Lawrence Cardiff went to the A(/r

office, and had the good fortune to see Mr. Rattray,

who was flattered to answer questions regarding

Miss Bell's whereabouts, put by any one he knew
to be a friend. Mr. Rattray undertook to apologize
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for their not hearing of the scheme—it had
matured so suddenly, Miss Bell couldn't really

have had time to do more than pack and start

—

in fact, t^ '0 had only been three days in which
to make an Uio arrangements. And, of course,

the facts were confidential, but there was no reason
why Miss Bell's friends should not be in the secret.

Then Mr. liattray imparted the facts, with a
certain conscious gratili cation. There had been
difficulties, but the difficulties had been surmounted,
and he had heard from Miss Bell that morning
that everything was going perfectly, and she was
getting hold of magnificent copy. He was only
sorry it wouldn't be suitable for serial publication

in the Age, but, as Professor Cardiff was doubtless

aware, the British public were kittle cattle to shoe
behind, and he hardly thought the Ajir could

handle it.

** Oh yes," Mr. Cardiff replied absently.
*' Cheynemouth, I think you said—for the next

live days. Thanks. Successful ? I dare say.

The idea is] certainly a novel one. Good morn-
ing !

" And lie left the sub-editor of the Illustrated

Age in a state of some uncertainty as to the wis-

dom of having disclosed so much. Half an hour
later, when Kendal, who knew Eattray fairly well,

called and asked him for Miss Bell's present

address, he got it with some reluctance and fewer

details.

Cardiff drove to his club, and wrote a note to

Janet, asking her to send his portmanteau to the

3.45 train at Euston, as he intended to run down
to Cheynemouth, and migLI. stay over night. Ho
fastened up the envelope ; then, after a moment's
hesitation, tore it open, and added, ** Miss Bell is

attempting a prenosterous thing. I am going to

see if it cannot be prevented." He fancied Janet
would understand his not caring to go into

o

'

1
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particulars in the mean time. It was because of

his aversion to going into particulars that he sent

tlie note and lunched at the club, instead of driving

home, as he had abundance of time to do. Janet
would have to be content with that ; it would
be bad enough to have to explain Tlattray's in-

+ derable *' scheme" to her when it had been
frustrated.

After luncheon he went into the smoking-room,
and read through three leading articles, with an
occasional inkling of their meaning. At the end
of the third he became convinced of the absurdity

of trying to fix his attention upon anything, and
smoked his next Havana with his eyes upon the

toe of his boot, in profound meditation. An
observant person might have noticed that he
passed his hand once or twice lightly, mechani-
cally, over the top of his head ; but even an
observant person would hardly have connected the

action with Mr. CardiJBf's latent idea that, although
his hair might be tinged in a damaging way, there

was still a good deal of it. Three o'clock found
him standing at the club window with his hands
in his pockets, and the firm-set lips of a man who
has made up his mind, looking unseeingly into the

street. At a quarter-past six he was driving to

the station in a hansom, smiling at the rosette on
the horse's head, which happened to be a white
one.

*' There's Cardiff," said a man who saw him
taking his ticket. '* More than ever the joli

gargon,'"

An hour and a half later one of the somewhat
unprepossessing set of domestics attached to the

Mansion Hotel, Cheynemouth, undertook to deliver

Mr. Lawrence Cardiff's card to Miss Bell. She
didn't remember no such name among the young
ladies of the Peach Blossom Company, but she
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would h'inquire. There was a ladies' drawin'-room
upstairs, if he would like to sit down. She con-

ducted him to the ladies' drawing-room, which
boasted two pairs of torn lace curtains ; a set of

dirty furniture with plush trimmings ; several

lithographs of mellow Oriental scenes, somewhat
undecidedly poised upon the wall ; and a marble-
topped centre-table, around which were disposed,

at careful intervals, three or four copies of last

year's illustrated papers. " You can w'yt 'ere,

sir," she said, installing him, as it were. " I'll

let you know direckly."

At the end of the corridor the girl met Elfrida

herself, who took the card with that quickening
of her pulse, that sudden commotion, which had
come to represent to her, in connection with any
critical personal situation, one of the keenest pos-

sible sensations of pleasure. *'You may tell the

gentleman," she said quietly, "that I will come in

a moment." Then she went back into her own
room, closed the door, and sat down on the side

of the bed, with a pale face, and eyes that com-
prehended, laughed, and were withal a little

frightened. That was what she must get rid of,

that feeling of fear, that scent of adverse criticism.

She would sit still till she was perfectly calm,

perfectly accustomed to the idea that Lawrence
Cardiff had come to remonstrate with her, and
had come because—because what she had been
gradually becoming convinced of all these months
was true. He was so clever, so distinguished ; he
had his eyes, and his voice, and his whole self

so perfectly under control that she never could

be quite, quite sure—but now ! And in spite of

herself, her heart beat faster at the anticipation

of w^hat he might be waiting to say to her, not

twenty steps away. She hid her face in the pillow

to laugh at the thought of how deliciously the

in I
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interference of an elderly lover would lend itself to

the piece of work which she saw in fascinating

development under her hand ; and she had an
instantaneous flash of regret that she couldn't use

it—no, she couldn't possibly. With fingers that

trembled a little she twisted her hair into a knot

that became her better, and gave an adjusting pat

to the fluffy ends round her forehead. "Nous en

ferons un comedie adorable !
" She nodded at the

girl in the glass, and then, with the face and
manner of a child detected in some mischief, who
yet expects to be forgiven, she went into the

drawing-room.
At the sight of her all that Cardiff was ready to

say vanished from the surface of his mind. The
room was already grey in the twilight. He drew
her by both hands to the nearest window, and
looked at her mutely, searchingly. It seemed to

him that she, who was so quick of apprehension,

ought to know why he had come without words

;

and her submission deepened his feeling of a com-
plete understanding between them.

" I've washed it all off," she said naively, lifting

her face to his scrutiny. *'It's not an improve-
ment by daylight, you know."
He smiled a little, but he did not release her

hands. "Elfrida, you must come home."
''Let us sit down," she said, drawing them

away. He had a trifle too much advantage,
standing so close to her, tall and firm in the dusk,

knowing what he wanted, and with that tenderness
in his voice. Not that she had the most far-away
intention of yielding, but she did not want their

little farce to be spoiled by any complications that
might mar her pleasure in looking back upon it.

*'I think," said she, "you will find that a com-
fortable chair," and she showed him one which
stood where all the daylight that came through the

I

1
i
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torn curtains concentrated itself. From her own
seat she could draw her face into the deepest
shadow in the room. She made the arrangement
almost instinctively, and the lines of intensity

the last week had drawn upon Cardiff's face were
her first reward.

" I have come to ask you to give up this thing,"

he said.

Elfrida leaned forward a little in her favourite

attitude, clasping her knee. Her eyes were widely

serious.
" You ask me to give it up ? " she repeated slowly.

*' But why do you ask me ?
"

*' Because I cannot associate it with you—to mo
it is impossible that you should do it."

Elfrida lifted her eyebrows a little. ** Do you
know why I am doing it ? " she asked.

*' I think so."
** It is not a mere escapade, you understand.

And these people do not pay me anything. That
is quite just, because I have never learned to act,

and I haven't much voice. I can take no part,

only just—aj^pear."

''Appear!'' Cardiff exclaimed. "Have you
appeared? "

" Seven times," Elfrida said simply, but she

felt that she was blushing.

Cardiff's anger rose up hot within him and strove

with his love ; and out of it there came a sicken-

ing sense of impotency which assailed his very

soul. All his life he had had tangibilities to deal

with. This was something in the air, and already

he felt the apprehension of being baffled here,

where he wrought for his heart and his future.
*' So that is a part of it," he said, with tight-

ened lips. ** I did not know."
** Oh, I insisted upon that," Elfrida replied

softly. ** I am quite one of them—one of the
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young ladies of the Peach Blossom Company. I

am learning all their sensations, their little frailties,

their vocahulary, their ways of looking at things.

I know how the novice feels when she makes her
first appearance in the chorus of a spectacle—I've

noted every vihration of her nerves. I'm learning

all the little jealousies and intrigues among them,
and all their histories and amhitions. They are

more moral than you may think, but it is not
the moral one who is the most interesting. Her
virtue is generally a very threadbare, common
sort of thing. The—others—have more colour in

the fabric of their lives, and you can't think how
picturesque their passions are. One of the chorus
girls has two children—I feel a brute sometimes at

the way she "—Elfrida broke off, and looked out

of the window for an instant. " She brings their

little clothes into my bedroom to make. Though
there is no need, they are in an asylum, She
is divorced from their father," she went on
coolly, **and he is married to the leading lady!

Candidly," she added, looking at him with a
courageous smile, " prejudice apart, is it not
magnificent material ?

"

A storm of words trembled upon the verge of his

lips, but his diplomacy instinctively closed them
up. *' You can never use it," he said instead.

*' Perfectly ! 1 am not quite sure about the

form—whether I shall write as one of them, or as

myself, telling the story of my experience. But I

never dreamed of having such an opportunity 1 If

I didn't mean to write a word, I should be glad of

it. A look into another world, with its owil

customs and language and ethics and pleasures

and pains

—

quelle chance ! And then," she went
on, as if to herself, '' to be of the life—the strange,

unreal, painted, limelighted life that goes on
behind the curtain ! That is something ! To act
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one's part in it ; to know that one's own secret rnlr

is a thousand times more difficult than any in the

repertoire ! You are horribly unresponsive ! Wo
won't talk of it any longer," she added, with a little

offended air. ** How is Janet ?
"

** We must talk of it, Elfrida," Cardiff answered.
"Let me tell yoa one thing," he added steadily

;

** such a book as you propose writing would be
classed as the lowest sensationalism. People
would compare it with the literature of the Police

Court."

Elfrida sprang to her feet, with her head thrown
back and her beautiful eyes alight.

*'
' Touche !

'"

Cardiff thought exultingly.

"You may go too far!" she exclaimed pas-

sionately. " There are some things that may not

be said."

Cardiff went over to her quickly and took her

hand. "Forgive me," he said—"forgive me; I

am very much in earnest."

She turned away from him. " You had no right

to say it ! You know my work, and you know that

the ideal of it is everything in the world to me

—

my religion ! How dared you suggest such a com-
parison ?

"

Her voice broke, and Cardiff fancied she was on
the brink of tears. " Elfrida," he cried miserably,
" let us have an end of this ! I have no right to

intrude my opinions—if you like, my prejudices

—

between you and what you are doing. But I have

come to beg you to give me the right." He came
a step closer and laid his free hand lightly on her

shoulder. " Elfrida," he said unhesitatingly, " I

want you to be my wife."

"And Janet's step-mother!" thought the girl

swiftly. But she hoped he would not mention
Janet. It would burlesque the situation.

" Your going away made me quite sure," he
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added simply. ^* I can never do without you
altogether again. Instead, I want to possess you
altogether." He bent his fine face to the level of

hers, and took both her hands in his. Elfrida

thought that by that light he looked strangely

young.

She slipped her hands away, but did not move.
He was still very close to her—she could feel his

breath upon her hair.
" Oh no," she said; ''marriage is so absurd! "

and immediately it occurred to her that she might
have put this more effectively. ** Cela n'est pas
bien dit !

" she thought.
** Let us sit down together and talk about it,"

he answered gently, and drew her toward the little

sofa in the corner.
" But—I am afraid—there is nothing more to

say. And in a quarter of an hour I must go."

Cardiff smiled masterfully. *'I could marry
you, little one, in a quarter of an hour," ho
said.

But at the end of that time Lawrence Cardiff

found himself very far from the altar, and more
enlightened perhaps than he had ever been before

about the radicalism of certain modern sentiments
concerning it. She would change, he averred.

Might he be allowed to hope that she would
change, and to wait—months, years ? She would
never change, Elfrida avowed, it was useless

—

quite useless—tc think of that. The principle had
too deep a root in her being ; to tear it up would
be to destroy her whole joy in life, she said—leaving

Cardiff to wonder what she meant.
**I will wait," he said, as she rose to go, ** but

you will come back with me now, and we will write

a book—some other book—together."

The girl laughed gaily. "All alone, myself I

must do it," she answered. *' And I must do this



A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY. 201

book. You will approve it when it is done. I am
not afraid."

He had her hands again. *' Elfrida," he threat-

ened, "if you go on the stage to-night in the

costume I see so graphically advertised— an
Austrian hussar, isn't it ?—I will attend. I will

take a box," he added, wondering at his own
brutality. But by any means he must prevail.

Elfrida turned a shade paler. "You will not
do that," she said pravely. " Good-bye. Thank
you for having come to persuade mc to give this

up. And I wish I could do what you would like.

But it is quite, quite impossible !" She bent over
him, and touched his forehead lightly with her
lips. "Good-bye," she said again, and was gone.

An hour later he was on his way back to town.
As the mail train whizzed by another, side-tracked

to await its passing, Mr. Cardiff might have seen

Kendal, if there had been time to look, puffing

luxuriously in a smoking compartment, and un-
folding a copy of the Illustrated Age,

CHAPTEK XXV.

Before he had been back in Norway a week,
Kendal felt his perturbation in regard to Elfrida

remarkably quieted and soothed. It seemed to

him, in the long hours in which he fished and
painted, that in the progress of the little drama,
from its opening act at Lady Halifax's to its final

scene at the studio, he had arrived at something
solid and tangible as the basis of his relation

toward the girl. It had precipitated in him a

power of comprehending her, and of criticizing

her, which he had possessed before only, as it
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uorc, ill solution. Whatever once held him from
stating to himself the results of his study of her

had vanished, leaving him no name by which to

call it. He found that he could smile at her

whimsicalities, and reflect upon her odd develop-

ment, and regret her devouring egotism, without

the vision of her making dumb his voluble thought;

and he no longer regretted the incident that gave
him his freedom. He realized her as he painted

her ; and the realization visited him less often,

much less often, than before. Even the fact that

she knew what he thought gradually became an
agreeable one. There would be room for no hypo-
crisies between them. He wished that Janet

Cardiff could have some such experience. It was
provoking that she should be still so loyally

aveufflc ; that he would not be able to discuss

Elfrida with her, when he went back to London,
from an impersonal point of view. He had a
strong desire to say precisely what he thought of

her friend to Janet, in which there was an obscure

recognition of a duty of reparation ; obscure be-

cause he had no overt disloyalty to Janet to

charge himself with, but none the less present.

He saw the intimacy between the two girls from
a new point of view ; he comprehended the change
the months had made; and he had a feeling of

some displeasure that Janet Cardiff should have
allowed herself to be so subdued, so seconded
in it.

Kendal came back a day or two before Elfrida's

disappearance, and saw her only once in the mean
time. That was on the evening—which struck

him later as one of purposeless duplicity—before

the Peach Blossom Company left for the provinces,

when he and Elfrida both dined at the Cardiffs'.

With him that night she had the air of a chidden
child ; she was silent and embarrassed, and now
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and then he caught a glance which told him in so

many words that she was very sorry, she hadn't

meant to, she would never do it again. He did

not for a moment suspect that it all referred to

the scene at Lady Halifax's, and that it was more
than half real. It was not easy to know that even
genuine feeling with Elfrida required a cloak of

artifice. He put it down as a pretty pose, and
found it as objectionable as the one he had painted.

He was more curious, perhaps, but less disturbed

than either of the Cardiffs as the days went by
and Elfrida made no sign. He felt, however, that

his curiosity was too irreligious to obtrude upon
Janet; besides, his Knowledge of her hurt anxiety

kept him within the bounds of the simplest inquiry
;

while she, noting his silence, believed him to be

eating his heart out. In the end it was the desire

to relieve and to satisfy Janet that took him to

the A«jc office. It might be impossible for her to

make such inquiries, he told himself, but no obli-

gation could i)ossibly attach to him, except—and
his heart throbbed affirmatively at this—the obli-

gation of making Janet happier about it. He
could have laughed aloud when he heard the

scheme from Kattray's lips—it so perfectly filled

out his picture, his future projection of Elfrida;

he almost assured himself that he had imagined
and expected it. But his first motive was suddenly
lost in an upstarting brood of impulses that took

him to the railway station with the smile still

upon his lips. Here was a fresh development

;

his interest was keenly awake again, he would go
and verify the facts. When his earlier intention

re-occurred to him in the train he dismissed it

with the thought that what he had seen would be
more effective, more disillusionizing, than what
he had merely heard. He triumphed in advance
over Janet's disillusion, but he thought more

^1
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eagerly of the pleasure of proving, with his own
eyes, another step in the working out of the pro-

blem which he believed he had solved in Elfrida.
" Big house to-night, sir ! All the stalls taken,"

said the young man with the high collar in the

box-office when Kendal appeared before the

window.
" Pit," replied Kendal ; and the youug man

stared.

*'Pit, did you say, sir? Well, you'll 'ave to

look slippy, or you won't get a seat there either."

Kendal was glad it was a full house. He began
to realize how ver}' much he would prefer that

Elfrida should not see him there. From his point

of view it was perfectly warrantable ; he had no
sense of any obligation which would prevent his

adding to his critical observation of her—but from
Miss Bell's ? He found himself lacking the assur-

ance that no importance was to be attached to

Miss Bell's point of view, and he turned up his

coat collar and pulled his hat over his eyes and
seated himself as obscurely as possible, with a
satisfactory sense that nobody could take him for a

gentleman, mingled with a less agreeable suspicion

that it was doubtful whether, under the circum-
stances, he had a complete right to the title. The
overture strung him up more pleasurably than
usual however. He wondered if he should recog-

nize her at once, and what part she would have.

He did not know the piece, but of course it would
be a small one. He wondered—for so far as he
knew she had had no experience of the stage

—

how she could have been got ready in the time to

take even a small one. Inevitably it would be a
part with three words to say and nothing to sing,

probably a maid- servant's. He smiled as he
thought how sincerely Elfrida would detest such
a personation.



DAY. A DAUGUTEU OF TO-DAY. 20 i

ig, with his own
:
out of the pro-
ved in Elfrida.
fche stalls taken,"
gh collar in the
red before the

the young man

, you'll 'avc to
k there either."

)use. Pie befjan
uld i^refcr that
From his point
ble ; he had no
uld prevent his
f her—but from
jking the assur-
be attached to
turned up his

r his eyes and
Dssible, with a
take him for a
eable suspicion
er the circum-
the title. The
asurably than

I should recog-
e would have.
Durse it would
so far as he

)f the stage

—

in the time to
it would be a
thing to sing,

miled as he
i detest such

When the curtain rose at last, ^fr. John Kendal
searched the stage more eagerly than the presence
there of any mistress of her art had ever induced
him to do before. The first act was full of gaiety,

and the music was very tolerable ; but Kendal,
scanning one insistent figure and painted face after

another, heard nothing, in effect, of what was said

or sung—he was conscious only of a strong dis-

appointment when it was over and Elfrida had
not appeared.
The curtain w^ent up again to a quick step, to

clinking steel, and the sound of light, marching
feet. An instant after forty young women were
rhythmically advancing and retreating before the

footlights, picturesquely habited in a military

costume, comprising powdered wigs, three-cornered
hats, gold-embroidered blue coats, flesh-coloured

tights, and kid top-boots, which dated uncertanily

from the Middle Ages. They sang as they crossed

their varyingly shapely legs, stamped their feet,

and formed into figures no drill-book ever saw, a
chorus of which the refrain was

—

" Oh it never matters, matters,

Though his coat be tatters, tatters,

Ilia good sword rust-encrusted, and his songs all sun
The maids wiU flatter, flatter,

And his foes wiU scatter, scatter,

n )

For a soldier is a soldier while his heart is young !

"

the last line accompanied by a smiling flirt of their

eyes over their shoulders and a kick to the rear as

they wheeled, which evoked the unstinted apprecia-

tion of the house. The girls had the unvarying
pink and white surfaces of their profession, but
under it they obviously differed much, and the age
and emaciation and ugliness amongst them had
its common emphasis in the contrast of their smart
masculine attire with the distressingly feminine
outlines of their figures. I should have thought

I
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it impossible to make a woman absolutely liideous

by a dress that revealed her form," said Kendal
to himself, as the jinj^ling and the dancinp; and
the music went on in the glare before him. " JUit

upon my word !
" Ho paused suddenly. She

wasn't absolutely hideous, that tall girl with the

plume and the sword, who mancruvred always in

fr(mt of the company—the lieutenant in charge.

Indeed, she was comely every way, slight and
graceful ; and there was a singular strong beauty
in her face which was enhanced by the rouge and
the powder, and culminated in the laugh in her

eyes and upon her lips—a laugh which meant
enjoyment, excitement, exhilaration.

It grew upon Kendal that none of the chorus-

girls approached Elfrida in the abandon with which
they tlirew themselves into the representation

—

that all the others were more conscious than she
of the wide-hipped incongruity of their role. To
the man who beheld her there in an absolutely

new world of light and colour and coarse jest, it

seemed that she was perfectly oblivious of any
other, and that her personality was the most
aggressive, the most ferociously determined to be
made the most of on the stage. As the chorus
ceased, a half-grown youth remarked to his com-
panion in front, **But the orlicer's the one, Dave

!

Ain't she fly !
" and the words coming out dis-

tinctly in the moment of aiter-silence, when the

applause was over, set the pit laughing for two
or three yards around. Whereat Kendal, with an
assortment of feelings which he took small pleasure
in analyzing later, got up and went out. People
looked up angrily at him as he stumbled over their

too-numerous feet in doing so—he was spoiling a
solo of some pathos by Mr. Golightly Ticke in the

character of a princely refugee, a fur-trimmed
mantle and shoes with buckles.
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Kendal informed himself with some severity

tliat no possible motive could induce him to nniko

any comment upon ^liss Bell to Janet, and found

it necessary to go down into Devonshire next day,

where his responsibilities had begun to make a

direct and persistent attack upon him. It was
the first time ho had yielded, and lie could not

lielp being amused by the remembrance in the

train of Elfrida's solemn warning about the danger
of his growing typical and going into Parliament.

A middle-aged country gentleman, with broad
shoulders and a very red neck, occupied tlie com-
partment with him, and handled the Timrs as if

the privilege of reading it were one of the few the

democratic spirit of the age had left to his class.

Kendal scanned him with interest and admiration

and pleasure. It was an excellent thing that

England's backbone should be composed of men
like that, he thought, and he half wished he were
not so consciously undeserving of national vertebral

honours himself—that Elfrida's warnings had a
little more basis of probability. Not that he
wanted to drop his work, but a man owed some-
thing to his country, especially when he had what
they called a stake in it—to establish a home per-

haps, to marry, to have children growing up about
him. A man had to think of his old age. lie told

himself that he must be the lightest product of a

flippant time, since these things did not occur to

him more seriously ; and he threw himself into all

that had to be done upon *' the place," when he
arrived at it, with an energy that disposed its real

administrators to believe that his ultimate salva-

tion as a landlord was still possible.

He was talking to Janet Cardiff at one of Lady
Halifax's afternoon teas a fortnight later, when
their hostess advanced toward them interrogatively.

"While I think of it, Janet," said she, laying
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a mittencd hand on Miss Cardiff's arm, *Svliat

has become of your eccentric little American
friend ? I sent her a card a month ago, and we've

neither heard nor seen anything of her."
** Elfrida Bell—oh, she . is out of town, Lady

Halifax. And I am rather desolate without her

—we see so much of her, you know. But she will

be back soon—I dare say I will be able to bring

her next Thursday. How delicious this coffee is !

I shall have another cup, if it keeps me awake for

a week ! Oh ! you got my note about the concert,

dear lady?"
Ktndal noticed the adroitness of her chatter

with amusement. Before she had half finished,

Lady Halifax had taken an initial step toward
moving off, and Janet's last words received only a
nod and a smile for reply.

" You know, then ? " said he, when that ex-

cellent woman was safely out of earshot.
*' Yes, I know%" Janet answered, twisting the

hanging end of her long-haired boa about her

wrist. '* I feel as if I oughtn't to ; but daddy
told me. Daddy went, you know, to try to per-

suade her to give it up. I was so angry with him
for doing it. He might have known Elfrida better

!

And it was such a—such a criticism !

"

*'I wish you would tell me what you really

think," said Kendal, audaciously.

Janet sipped her coffee nervously. *' I—

I

have no right to think," she returned. **I am
not in Frida's confidence in the matter ; but of

course she is perfectly right, from her point of

view."
** Ah !

" Kendal said, '' her point of view !

"

Janet looked up at him with a sudden percep-

tion of the coldness of his tone. In spite of herself,

it gave her keen happiness, until the reflection

came that probably he resented her qualification.
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and turned lior heart to lead. She searched her

soul for words.

'*If she wants to do this thing, she has taken,

of course, the only way to do it well. She docs

not need any justification—none at all. I wish
she were back," Janet went on desperately, "hut
only for my own sake—I don't like being out of

it with her—not for any reason connected with

what she is doing."

There was an appreciable pause hotween them.
''Let me put down your cup," suggested Kendal.
Turning to her again, he said gravely, " I saw

Miss Bell at Cheynemouth too." Janet's hands
trembled as she fastened the fur at her throat.

"And I also wish she were back. But my reason

is not, I am afraid, so simple as yours."

"Here is daddy," Janet answered, " and I know
he wants to go. I don't think my father is looking

([uite as well as he ought to. He doesn't complain,

l>ut I suspect him of concealed neuralgia. Please

give him a lecture on overdoing ; it's the i)re-

dominant vice of his character !

"

CHAPTEE XXVI.

Elfrida spent five weeks with the Peach Blossom

Company on their provincial tour, and :;- the end

the manager was sorry to lose her. Ho was nnder

the impression that she had joined i) «^m ;.s an

aspiring novice, presumably able to {:;iat'iy that

or any other whim ; he had guessed that she was

clever, and could see that she was extremely good

looking. Before the month was out he was con-

gratulating himself upon his perception, much as

Rattray had a habit of doing, and was quite ready

r
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to give Elfrida every encouragement she wanted
to embrace the burlesque stage seriously ; it was a

thundering pity she hadn't voice enough for comic
opera. He had nothing to complain of, the arrange-

ment had been for a few weeks only, and had cost

him the merest trifle of travelling expenses ; but

the day Elfrida went back to town he was inclined

to parley with her, to discuss the situation, and to

make suggestions for her future plan of action.

His attitude of visible regret added another thrill

to the joy the girl had in the thought of her under-

taking ; it marked a point of her success, she

thought, at least in so far as preliminaries went.

Already as she shrank fastidiously into the corner

of a third-class travelling carriage, her project

seemed to have reached its original and notable

materialization. Chapters passed before her eyes

as they do sometimes in dreams, full of charm and
beauty; the book went through every phase of

comedy and pathos, always ringing true. Little

half-formed sentences of admirable art rose before

her mind, and she hastily barred them out, feeling

that she was not ready yet, and it would be mad
misery to want them and to have forgotten them.
The thought of what she meant to do possessed
her wholly though, and she resigned herself to

dreams of the most effective arrangement of her
material—the selection of her publisher, the long
midnight hours alone with Buddha, in which she
should give herself up to the enthralment of speak-
ing with that voice which she could summon, that
elusive voice which she lived only, only, t*o be the
medium for ; that precious voice which would be
heard one day—yes, and listened to.

She was so freshly impressed with the new life-

lights, curious, tawdry, fascinating, revolting,

above all, sharp and undisguised, of the world she
had left, that she saw them already projected with

;
I
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a verisimilitude which, if she had possessed the
art of it, would have made her indeed famous.
Her own power of realization assured her on this

point ; nobody could see—not divine, but see as
she did, without being able to reproduce ; the one
implied the other. She fingered feverishly the
strap of the little hand-bag in her lap, and satisfied

herself by unlocldng it with a key that hung on
a string inside her jacket. It had two or three
photographs of the women she knew among the
compan}^, another of herself in her stage uniform,
a bill of the play, her powder and rouge box, a
scrap of gold lace, a young Jew's letter fall ()f blots

and devotion, a rather vulgar sapphire bracelet,

some artificial flowers and a quantity of slips of

paper of all sizes covered with her own enigma-
tically rounded handwriting. She put her hand
in carefully and searched ; everything was there,

and up from the bag came a scent that made her
shut her eyes and laugh with its power to bring
her experiences back to her. She locked it care-

fully again with a quivering sigh; after all, she
would not have many hours to wait. Presently an
idea came to her that she thought worth keeping,

and she thrust her hand into her pocket for paper
and pencil. She drew out a crumpled oblong scrap
and wrote on the back of it, then unlocked the bag
again and put it carefully in. Before it had been
only the cheque of the Illusimtcd Age for a fort-

night's work, now it w^as the record of something
valuable.

The train rolled into a black and echoing station

as the light in the carriage began to turn from the
uncertain greyness that came in at the window
to the uncertain yellowness that descended from
the roof. Boys ran up and down the length of

the platform in the foggy gaslit darkness shouting
Banbury cakes and newspapers. Elfrida hated
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Banbury cakes, but she had a consumhig hunger
and bought some. She also hated English

newspapers, but lately some queer new notable

Australian things had been appearing in the

St, Gcorfie's Gazette—Cardiff had sent them to

her—and she selected this journal from the damp
lot that hung over the newsboy's arm, on the

chance of a fresh one. The doors were locked

and the train hurried on. Elfrida ate two of her

Banbury cakes with the malediction that only this

British confection can inspire, and bestowed the

rest upon a small boy who eyed her enviously

over the back of an adjoining seat. She and
the small boy and his mother had the carriage

to themselves.

There was nothing from the unusual Australian

contributor in "^his number of the *S7. Georfir'n,

and Elfrida turned its pages with the bored feeling

of knowing what else she might expect. ''Parlia-

mentary Debates," of course, and the news of

London ; five lines from America announcing the

burning of a New York hotel, with hideous loss of

life ; an article on the situation in Persia, and one
on the cultivation of artichokes ;

" Money," " The
Seer of Hawarden," the foreign markets, book
reviews. Elfrida thought also that she knew what
she might expect here, and that it would be
nothing very absorbing. Still, with a sense of

tasting criticism in advance, she let her eye travel

over the column or two of the paper devoted to

three or four books of the week. A moment later

Janet Cardiff's name in the second paragraph had
B^jrung at her throat, it seemed to Elfrida, and
choked her.

She could not see—she could not see ! The
print -was so bad, the light was infernal, the

carriage jolted so ! She got up and held
the paper nearer to the lamp in the roof, staying
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herself against the end of a scat. As she read,

she grew paler, and the paper shook in her hand.
" One of the books of the year," " showing grasp

of character and keen dramatic instinct," "a dis-

tinctly original vein," ** too slender a plot for

perfect symmetry, but a treatment of situation

at once nervous and strong," were some of the

commonplaces that said themselves over and
over again in her mind as she sank back into

her i)lace by the window with the paper lying

across her lap.

Her heart beat furiously, her head was in

a whirl, she stared hard for calmness into the

swift-passing night outside. Presently she recog-

nized herself to be angry with an intent,, still,

jealous anger ^that seemed to rise and consume
her in every part of her being. A success—of

course it would be a success if Janet wrote it

—she was not artistic enough to fail. Ah, should

Janet's friend go so far as to say that? She
didn't know—she would think afterwards ; but

Janet was of those who succeed, and there were

more ways than one of deserving success. Janet

was a compromise; she belonged really to the

British public, and the class of Academy studies

from the nude, which were always draped, just a

little. Elfrida found a bitter satisfaction in this

simile, and elaborated it. The book would be one

to be" commended for jriincs ^filli's, and her lips

turned down mockingly in the shadow. Slie

fancied some w^ell-meaning critic saying, " It

should be on every drawing-room tal)le," and she

almost laughed outright. She thought of a

number of other little things that might be said,

of the same nature, and equally amusing. Ilcr

anger flamed up again at the thought of how
Janet had concealed this ambition from her, had
made her, in a way, the victim of it. It was not

I

I
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fair, not fair ! Slic could have prcparcrl herself

against it—she might have got Iter hook ready
sooner, and its triumph might at least have come
out side hy side with Janet's. She was just

beginning to feel that they were neck and neck,

in a way, and now Janet had shot so far ahead,

in a night, in a paragraph ! She could never,

never catch up ! And from under her closed eye-

lids two hot tears started and ran over her cold

cheeks. It came upon her suddenly that she w^as

sick with jealousy, not envy, hut pure anger at

being distanced, and she tried to attack herself

about it. With a strong effort, she heaped oppro-

brium and shame upon herself, denounced herself,

tried to hate herself. But she felt that it was all

a kind of dumb show, and that under it nothing
could change the person she was, or the real

feeling she had about this—nothing except hcinf/

first! Ah, then she could be generous, and loyal,

and disinterested—then she could be really a nice

person to know, she derided herself. And as her
foot touched the little hand-bag on the floor, she
took a kind of sullen courage, which deserted her
when she folded the paper on her lap, and w\is

struck again in the face with Lash and Black's

advertisement on the outside page, announcing
Janet's novel in letters that looked half a foot

long. Then she resigned herself to her wretched-
ness, till the train sped into the glare of

Paddington.
**I hope you're not bad, miss," remarked the

small boy's mother as they pushed toward the door
together. *' Them Banburys don't agree with
everybody."

The effect upon Elfrida was hysterical. She
controlled herself just long enough to answer with
decent gravity, and escaped upon the platform to

burst into a silent, quivering paroxysm of laughter
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that brought her over-charged feelings delicious

relief, and produced an answering smile on the
face of a large good-looking policeman. Her laugh
rested hei, calmed her, and restored something
of her moral tone. She was at least able to resist

the temptation of asking the boy at the book-stall

where she bought **John Camberwell" whether
the volume was selling rapidly or not. Buddha
looked on askance while she read it, all ni^^ht long,

and well into the morning. Slie reached the last

page and flung down the book in pure physical

exhaustion, with the framework of half a dozen
reviews in her mind. When she awoke, at two in

the afternoon, she decided that she must have
another day or two of solitude—she would not let

the Cardiffs know she had returned quite yet.

Three days afterwards the Illustrated Af/c pub-
blished a review of ** John Camberwell," which
brought an agreeable perplexity to Messrs. Lash
and Black. It was too good to compress, and
their usual advertising space would not contain

it all. It was almost passionately appreciative;

here and there the effect of the criticism was
obviously marred by the desire of the writer to let

no point of beauty or of value escape divination.

Quotations from the book were culled like flowers,

with a delicate hand ; and there was conspicuous

care in the avoidance of any phrase that was
hackneyed, any line of criticism that custom had
impoverished. It seemed that the writer fashioned

a tribute, and strove to make it perfect in every

way. And so perfect it was, so cunningly devised

and gracefully expressed, with such a self-conscious

beauty of word and thought, that its extravagance

went unsuspected and the interest it provoked was
its own.

Janet read the review in a glow of remorseful

affection. She was appealed to less by the

¥
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exquisite manipulation with "which the phrases

strove to say the most and the best, than by the

loyal haste to praise she saw behind them, and
she forgave their lack of blame, in the happy belief

that Elfrida had not the heart for it. She wa^ not

in ^he least angry that her friend should have

done her the injustice of what would have been,

less adroitly managed, indiscriminate praise ; in

fact, she hardly thought of the value of the critique

at all, so absorbed was she in the sweet sense of

the impulse that made Elfrida write it. To
Janet's quick forgiveness, it made up for every-

thing; indeed, she found in it a scourge for her

anger, for her resentment. Elfrida might do what
she pleased, Janet would never cavil again; she

was sure now of some real possession in her friend.

But she longed to see Elfrida, to assure herself of

the warm verity of this. Besides, she wanted to

feel her work in her friend's presence, to extract

the censure that was due, to take the essence of

IDraise from her eyes, and voice, and hand. But
she would wait. She had still no right to know
that Elfrida had returned, and an odd sensitive-

ness prevented her from driving instantly to Essex
Court to ask.

The next day passed and the next. Lawrence
Cardiff found no reason to share his daughter's
scruples, and went twice, to meet ]Mrs. Jordan on
the threshold with the implacable statement that
Miss Bell had returned, but was not at home. He
found it impossible to mention Elfrida to Janet
now.

Kendal had gone back to Devonshire to look
after the thinning of a bit of his woodlands—one
thing after another claimed his attention there.

Janet had a gay note from him now and then,
always en camerade, in which he deplored himself
in the character of an intelligent landowner ; but

lit!'
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in which she detected also a growing interest and
satisfaction in all that he was finding to do. Janet

saw it always with a throh of pleasure ; his art was
much to her, hut the sympathy that hound him to

the practical side of his world was more, though
she would not have confessed it. She was un-

consciously comforted hy the sense that it was on
the warm, bright, comprehensible side of his in-

terest in life that she touched him, and that Elfrida

did not touch him. The idea of the country house

in ]^evonshire excluded Elfrida, and it was an
exclusion Janet could be happy in conscientiously,

since Elfrida did not care.

CHAPTER XXVII.

Even in view of her popular magazine articles and
her literary name, Janet's novel was a surprising

success. There is no reason why we should follow

the example of all the London critics, except
Elfrida Bell, and go into the detail of its slender

story and its fairly original, broadly human quali-

ties of treatment to exj)lain this ; the fact will

perhaps be accepted without demonstration. It

was a common phrase among the reviewers,

though Messrs. Lash and Black carefully cut it

out of their selections for advertisement, that the

book was in no way remarkable; and the pul)-

lishers were as much astonished as anj'body else

when the first edition was exhausted in three

weeks. Yet the agreeable fact remained that the

reviews gave it the amount of space usually

assigned to books allowed to be remarkable ; and
that the Athenian announced the second edition to

be had " at all booksellers "on a certain Monday.
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" When tlicy say it is not remarkable," wrote
Kendal to Janet, ** they mean that it is not heroic

;

and that it is published in one volume, at six

shillings. To be remarkable—to the trade—it

should have dealt with epic passion, in three

volumes, at thirty."

To him the book had a charm quite apart from
its literary value, in the revelation it made of its

author. It was the first piece of work Janet had
done from a seriously artistic point of view, into

which she had thrown herself without fence or

guard ; and it was, to him, as if she had stepped
from behind a mask. He w^'ote to her about it

with the confidence of the new relation it estab-

lished between them ; he looked forward with

warm pleasure to the closer intimacy which it

would bring. To Janet, living in this new sweet-

ness of their better understanding, only one thing

was lacking—Elfrida made no sign. If Janet
could have known, it was impossible. In her
review, Elfrida had done all she could. She had
forced herself to write it before she touched a line

of her own work ; and now, persistently remote in

her attic, she strove every night over the pile of

nottss which represented the ambition that sent its

roots daily deeper into the fibre of her being.

Twice she made up her mind to go to Kensington
Square, and found she could not; the last time
being the day the Decade said that a new and
larger edition of *'John Camberwell " was in

preparation.

Ten days after her return, the maid at Kensing-
ton Square, with a curious look, brought up
Elfrida's card to Janet. Miss Bell was in the

drawing-room, she said. Yes, she had told Miss
Bell Miss Cardiff was up in the library ; but Miss
Bell said she would wait in the drawing-room.

Janet looked at the card in astonishment,
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debating with hcrHclf what it might mean. Such
a formality was absurd between tlicm ! Why had
not Elfrida come up at once to this third-story den
of tlieirs she knew so well ? What new pre-

posterous caprice was this? She went down
gravely, chilled ; but before she reached the draw-
ing-room she resolved to take it another way—as a

whim, as a matter for scolding. After all, she was
glad Elfrida had come back to her on any terms.

She went in radiant, with a quick step, holding

the card at arm's length.
'* To what," she demanded mockingly, " am I to

attribute the honour of this visit ? " But she

seized Elfrida lightly, and kissed her on both
cheeks, before it was possible for her to reply.

The girl disengaged herself gently. '' Oh, I

have come, like the rest, to lay my homage at

your feet," she said, with a little smile that put
spaces between them. ** You did not expect mo to

deny myself that pleasure ?
"

** Don't be absurd, Frida. When did you come
back to town?"
"When did I come back?" Elfrida repeated

slowly, watching for the effect of her words. " On
the first, I think it was."

** And this is the tenth !
" Janet exclaimed,

adding helplessly, ** You are an enigma ! Why
didn't you let me know ?

"

** How could I suppose that you would care to

know anything just now—except what the papers
tell you ?

"

Janet regarded her silently, saying nothing.

Under her look Elfrida's expression changed a
little, grew uncomfortable. The elder girl felt the

chill, the seriousness with which she received the
card upstairs, return upon her suddenly ; and she
became aware that she could not, with self-respect,

fight it any longer. .



220 A PAUdllTKU OF TO-DAY.

r

'II!''

1!'! 1

Kt
'

:
I

*'If you tlionp;littliat," slio said gravely, ** it was
a curiouH thin^' to think. lUit I believe I am in-

debted to you for one of the pleasantest things tlu^

pjipers have been telHng me," she went on with

constraint. " It was very kind—much too kind.

Thank you very much."
Klfrida looked up, half frightened, at the revul-

sion of her tone. **J3ut—but your book is de-

lightful. I was no more charmed than everybody
must be. And it has made a tremendous hit,

hasn't it?"
** Thanks, I believe it is doing a fair amount of

credit to its publishers. They are very pushing
people."

'*How delicious it must feel!" Elfrida said.

ITer words were more like those of their ordinary

relation, but her tone and manner had the aloofness

uf the merest acquaintance.
Janet felt a slow anger grow up in her. It was

intolerable, this dictation of their relation. Elfrida

desired a change. She should have it, but not at

her caprice. Janet's innate dominance rose up,

and asserted a superior right to make the terms
between them ; and all the hidden jar, the unac-

knowledged contempt, the irritation, the hurt and
the stress of the year that had passed, rushed in

from banishment and gaine:! possession of her.

She took just an appreciable instant to steady

herself, and then her grey eyes regarded Elfrida

with a calm remoteness in them which gave the

other girl a quick impression of having done more
than she meant to do, gone too far to return.

Their glances met, and Elfrida's eyes, unquiet and
undecided, dropped before Janet's. Already she
had a vibrant regret.

''You enjoyed being out of town, of course?"
Janet said. "It is always pleasant to leave

London for a w'hile, I think."
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Tlicrc NViis II cool niftsti'i'fuliicss in the tone of

this thjit arrested Klfrida's feeling of luilf-penitencc,

and armed lier instantly. Wliatever desire she

had felt to assert and indulf];o her individuality at

any expense, in her own attitude there had ])een

the consciousness of what they owed one another.

She had defied it perhaps, but it Juid heen th' re.

In this it ^vas ignored ; Janet had gone a stip

further—her tone expressed the blankest indiU'er-

enee. Elfrida drew herself np.
*' Thanks, it was delightful. An escape from

London always is, as you say. Unfortunately, one
is obliged to come back."

Janet laughed lightly. ** Oh, I don't know that

I go so far as that. I rather like coming back,

too. And you have missed one or two things, you
know, by being away."
"The Lord IMayor's show?" asked Elfrida,

angry that she could not restrain the curl of

her lip.

*' Oh dear no ! That conu'S ofT in November,
don't you remember ? Things at the theatres

chiefly. Oh, Jessie, Jessie !
" she went on,

shaking her head at the maid, who had come in

with the tray. ** You're a quarter of an hour late

with tea. Make it for us now where you are, and,

remember that Miss Bell doesn't like cream."
The maid blushed, and smiled under the easy

reproof and did as she was told. Janet chatted on
pleasantly about the one or two first nights she
had seen, and Elfrida felt for a moment that the

situation was hopelessly changed. She had an
intense, unreasonable indignation. The maid had
scarcely left the room when her blind search for

means of retaliation succeeded.
** But one is not wholly without diversions in

the provinces. I had, for instance, the pleasure
of a visit from Mr. Cardiff."
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*' Oh yes, I bearil of that," Janet returned,

smiling. " My father thought that we were being

improperly robbed of your society, and went to try

to persuade you to return, didn't he ! I told him
I thought it was a shocking liberty ; but you
ought to forgive him—on the ground of his dis-

appointment."
The cup Elfrida held shook in its ijaucer, and

she put it down to silence it. Janet did not know,
did not suspect, then. Well, she should. Her
indifference was too maddening.

*' Under the circumstances, it was not a liberty

at all. Mr. Cardiff wanted me to come back to

marry him."
There, it was done, and as brutally as possible.

Her vanity was avenged—she could have her
triumphs too ! And instant with its gratification

came the cold recoil of herself upon herself—

a

sense of shame, a longing to undo.
Janet took the announcement with the very

slightest lifting of her eyebrows. She bent her

head and stirred her teacup meditatively, then
looked gravely at Elfrida.

" Ileally," she said. ** And may I ask—whether
you have come back for that ?

"

" I—I hardly know," Elfrida faltered. ** You
know what I think about marriage—there is so

much to consider."

''Doubtless?" Janet returned. Her head was
throbbing with the question why this girl would
not go—go

—

(JO ! How had she the hardihood to

stay another instant ? At any moment her father

might come in, and then how could she support
the situation? But all she added was, "1 am
afraid it is a matter which we cannot very well

discuss." Then a bold thought came to her,

and without weighing it, she put it into words.

The answer might put everything definitely—so
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definitely—at an end. *' Mr. Kendal went to re-

monstrate with you, too, didn't he ? It must have
been very troublesome, and embarrassing "

Janet stopped.

Elfrida had turned paler, and her eyes greatened

with excitement. ** A^o," she said, ** I did not sec

Mr. Kendal. What do you mean ? Tell me !

"

"Perhaps I have no right; but he told me that

he had seen you at Cheynemouth."
**He must have been in the audience," Elfrida

returned in a voice that was hardly audible.

"Perhaps."
For a moment there was silence between them

—

a natural silence, and no dumbness. They had
forgotten about themselves in the absorption of

other thoughts.
" I must go," Elfrida said with an effort, rising.

"What had come to her with this thing Janet had
told her ? Why had she this strange fulness in

the beating of her heart; this sense—part of

shame, part of fright, part of happiness—that had
taken possession of her? What had become of

her strange feeling about Janet ? For it had gone,

gone utterly, and with it all her pride, all her self-

control. She was conscious only of a great need
of somebody's strength; of somebody's thought
and interest—of Janet's. Yet how could she un-
so,y anything ? She held out her hand, and Janet
took it. ** Good-bye, then," she said.

** Good-bye ! I hope you will escape the rain."

But at the door Elfrida turned and came back.

Janet was mechanically stirring the coals in the

grate.
" Listen !

" she said. " I want to tell you some-
thing about myself."

Janet looked up with inward impatience. She
knew these repentant self-revealings so well.

"I know I'm a beast—I can't help it! Ever
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Hinco I heard of your success I've been liatin<^ it.

You can laugh if you like, but I've been Jcaloiiii.

Oh, I'm not deceived ! Very well we are ac-

quainted, myself and I ! It's pure jealousy—

I

admit it ! I despise it ; but there it is. You have
everything ! You succeed in all the things you do
—you suffocate me, do you understand ? Always
the first place ; always the attention, the con-

sideration, wherever we go together ! And your
pretence—your lie—of believing my work as good
as yours ! I believe it—yes, I do—but you do

not I Oh, I know you through and through, Janet
Cardiff! And altogether," she went on passion-

ately, " it has been too much for me. I have not

been able to govern it. I have yielded

—

miserable

that I am ! But just now I feel it going away
from me, Janet."

Slic paused, but there was no answer. Janet

was looking contemplatively into the lire.

"And I made up my mind to say it straight out.

It is better so, don't you think?"
" Oh yes ; it is better so."

*'I hate you sometimes—when you suffocate me
with your cleverness ; but I admire you trememloasli/

always. So I suppose we can go on, can't we V

Ah !
" Elfrida cried, noting Janet's hesitation with

a kind of wonder. How should it be exacted of her

to be anything more than frank ? "I will go a

step further to come back to you, my Janet. I

will tell you a secret—the first one I ever had.

Don't be afraid that I shall become your step-

mother, and hate me in advance. That is too

absurd !
" and the girl laughed ringingly, " because

—I believe I'm in love with John Kendal !

"

¥ov answer, Janet turned to her with the look of

one pressed to the last extremity. *' Is it true that

you are going to write your own experiences in the

corps de ballet ? " she asked ironically.
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*' Quite true. I have done three chapters

ah'eady. What do you think of it '? Isn't it a

good idea?"
" Do you really want to know ?

"

*' Of course."
*' I think," said Janet, slowly, lookmg into the

lire, ** that the scheme is a contemptible one ; and
that you are doing a very poor sort of thing in

carrying it ont."
'* Thanks !

" Elfrida returned. " We are pretty

much alike, we women, aren't we, after all ? Only
some of us say so, and some of us don't. But 1

shouldn't have thought you would have objected

to my small rivalry before the fact,'''

Janet sighed wearily, and looked out of the

window. " Let me lend you an umbrella," she

said ;
'* the rain has come."

'*It won't be necessary, thanks," Elfrida re-

turned. ** I hear Mr. Cardiff coming upstairs. I

shall ask him to take care of me as tar as the

omnibuses. Good-bye !

"

CHAPTER XXVIII.

^i

*' Oh, but—but," cried Elfrida, tragic-eyed, " you
don't understand, my friend ; and these pretences

of mine are unendurable—I won't make another

!

This is the real reason why I can't go to your
house. Janet knows—everything there is to

know. I told her—I myself—in a fit of rage ten

days ago, and then she said things, and I said

things, and—and there is nothing now between us
any more !

"

Lawrence Cardiff looked grave. *' I am sorry

for that," he said.

Q
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A middle-aged gentleman in apparently hopeless

love doep not confide in his grown-up daughter,

and Janet's father had hardly thought of her

seriously in connection with the new relation

which was to him so precarious and so sweet.

Its realization had never been close enough for

practical considerations—it was an image, some-
thing in the clouds; and if he still hoped and
longed for its materialization, there were times

when he feared even to regard it too closely lest

it should vanish. His first thought at this an-

nouncement of Elfrida's was of what it might
signify of change, what bearing it had upon her
feeling, upon her intention. Then he thought of

its immediate results, which seemed to him un-

fortunate ; but in the instant he had for reflection

he did not consider Janet at all.

" Ah, yes ! It was contemptible ! I did it partly

to hurt her and partly, I think, to gratify my own
vanity. You would not have thought anything so

bad of me perhaps ? " She looked up at him
childishly.

They were strolling about the quiet spaces of

the Temple Courts. It was a pleasant afternoon

in February, the new grass was pushing up. They
could be quite occupied with one another—they

had the place almost to themselves. Elfrida's

well-fitting, shabby little jacket hung unbuttoned,
and she swung Cardiff's light walking-stick as they

sauntered. He, with his eyes on her delicately

flushed face, and his hands unprofessionally in

his pockets, was counting the minutes that were
left them.

" You wouldn't have, would you ? " she persisted.
" I would think any womanly fault you like of

3'ou," he laughed, *' but one— the fear to confess

it."

Elfrida shut her lips with a little proud smile.
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** Do you know," she said confidingly, " when you
say things like that to me, I like you very much
—but very much /"

**But not enough," he answered her quickly

—

** never enough, Frida ?
"

The girl's expression changed. "You are not
to call me Frida," she said, frowning a little. *' It

has an association that will always be painful to

me. When people—disappoint me, I try to forget

them in every way I can." She paused, and
Cardiff saw that her eyes were full of tears.

He had an instant of intense resentment against

his daughter. What brutality had she been guilty

of toward Elfrida in that moment of unreasonable
jealousy that surged up between them ? He would
fiercely like to know. But Elfrida was smiling

again, looking up at him in wilful disregard of her
wet eyes.

" Say Elfrida, please—all of it."

They had reached the Inner Temple Hall.
*' Let us go in there and sit down," he suggested.

*' You must be tired, dear child."

She hesitated ana submitted. *' Yes, I am,"
she said. Presently they were sitting on one of

the long dark polished wooden benches in the quiet

of the rich light the ages have left in this place,

keeping a mutual moment of silence. *'How
splendid it is !

" Elfrida said restlessly, looking

at the great carved wooden screen they had coma
through. ** The man who did that had a joy in

his life, hadn't he? To-day is very cheap and
common, don't you think ?

"

He had hardly words to answer her vague
question, so absorbed was he in the beauty and
the grace and the interest with wl^ich she had
suddenly invested the high-backed corner she sat

in. He felt no desire to analyze her charm—he
did not ask himself whether it was the poetry of
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her eyes and lips or licr sincerity about herself,

or the joy in art that was the key to her soul, or

all of these or something that was none of them.
lie simply allowed himself to be possessed by it,

and Elfrida saw his pleasure in his eager look

and in every line of his delicate features. It was
delicious to be able to give such pleasure, she
thought. She felt like a thrice-spiritualized Hebe
lifting the cup, not to Jove, but to a very superior

mortal. She wished, in eff'^ct, as she looked at

him, that he wera of her essence—she might be
cup-bearer to him always then. It was a graceful

and unexacting occupation. But he was not,

absolutely, and the question was, how long
She started as he seemed to voice her thought.

" This can't go on, Elfrida."

Cardiff had somehow possessed himself of her
hand as it lay along the polished edge of the
w^ooden seat. It was a privilege she permitted
him sometimes, with the tacit understanding that
he was not to abuse it.

**And why not—for a little while? It is very
pleasant, I think."

*' If you were in love you would know why. You
are not, I know

;
you needn't say so. But it will

come, Elfrida—only give it the chance. I would
stake my soul a the certainty of being able to
make you love me." His confidence in the power
of his own passion was as strong as a boy's of
twenty.

*'If I were in love!" Elfrida repeated slowly,
with an absent smile. ** And you think it would
come afterwards ? That is an exploded idea, my
friend. I should feel as if I were acting out an
old-fashioned novel—an old-fashioned, second-rate
novel !

"

She looked at him with eyes that invited him to
share their laughter; but the smile be gave her
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was pitiful, if she could have knov/n it. The strain

she had been putting upon him, and promised
indefinitely to put upon him, was growing greater

than he could bear.

'*I am afraid I must ask you to decide," he
said. ** You have been telling me two things,

dear—one thing with your lips, and another thing

with your eyes, and ways of doing. You tell mo
that I must go, but you make it possible for me
to stay. For God's sake, let it be one or the
otlier."

" I am so sorr3^ We could be friends of a sort,

I think, but I can't marry you."
** You have never told me why."
'' Shall I tell you truly, literally—brutally ?

"

"Of course."
" Then it is not only because I don't love you

—

that there is not for me the common temptation
to enter a form of bondage which as I see it is

hateful. That is enough, but it is not all ; it is

not even the principal thing! It is " she
hesitated ;

*' it is that—that we are different, you
and I. It would be preposterous," she went on
hastily, "not to admit that you are infinitely

superior—of course—and cleverer and wiser and
more important in the world. And that will make
me absurd in your eyes, when I tell you that my
whole life is wrapped up in a sense which I cannot
see or feel that you have at all. You have much
—oh, a great deal—outside of it, and I have
nothing. My life is swayed in obedience to laws
that you do not even know of. You can hardly
be my friend- -completely. As your wife I should
suffer, and you would suffer, in a false position

which could never be altered."

She paused and looked at him seriously; and
he felt that she believed what she had saicl. She
had, at all events, given him full permission to

71
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go. And lie was as far from being able to avail

himself of it as he had been before ; further, for

every moment those slender fingers rested in his

made it more impossible to relinquish them for

always. So he persisted, with a bitter sense of

failure that would not wholly, honestly recognize

itself.

"Is Goh'ghtly Ticke your friend—completely?"
"More—pardon me—than you could ever be,"

she answered him, undaunted by the contempt in

his tone.

There was silence for a moment between them.
Elfrida's wide-eyed gaze wandered appreciatively

over the dusky interior, which for the man beside

her barely existed.
" What a lot of English character there is

here!" she said softly. "How dignified it is,

and conscientious, and restrained !

"

It was as if she had not spoken. Cardiff stared

with knit brows into the insoluble problem she
had presented to him a moment longer.

'* How are we so different, Elfrida?" he broke
out passionately. " You are a woman, and I am
a man; the world has dealt with us differently,

and I am older than I dare say I ought to be
to hope for your love ; but these are not differ-

ences that count, whatever their results may be.

It seems to me trivial to speak of such things

in this connection; but we like very much the
same books—the same people. I grant you I

don't know anything about pictures—but surely,"

he pleaded, "these are not the things that cut

a man off from the happiness of a lifetime."
" I'm afraid " she began, and then she

broke off suddenly. " I am sorry—sorrier than
I have ever been before, I thi ik. I should have
liked so well to keep your fr idship ; it is the
most chivalrous I know. But; if you feel like

—
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like this about it, I suppose I must not. Shall wo
say good-bye here, and now? Truly I am sorry."

She had risen, and he could fmd no words to

stay her. It seemed that the battle to possess

her was over, and that he had lost. Her desire

for his friendship had all the mockery of freedom
in it for him ; in the agony of the moment it

insulted him. With an effort he controlled him-
self—there should be no more futility of words.

He must see the last of her some time—let it

be now, then. He bent his head over the slender

hand he held, brought his lips to it, and then,

with passion, kissed it hotly again and again,

seeking the warm uncovered little spot above the

fastening. Elfrida snatched it away with a little

shiver at the contact, a little angry shiver of

surprised nerves. He looked at her piteously,

struggling for a word, for any word to send away
her repulsion, to bring her back to the mood of

the moment before. But he could not find it

—

he seemed to have drifted hopelessly from her,

lost all his reckonings.

"Well?" she said. She was held there partly

by her sense of pity, and partly by her desire

to see the last, the very last of it.

" Go !
" he returned, with a shrinking of pain at

the word ;
*' I cannot."

*' Pauvre ami!'' she said softly, and then she

turned, and her light steps sounded back to him
through the length of the hall.

She walked more slowly when she reached the
pavement outside, and one who met her might
have thought she indulged in a fairly pleasant

reverie. A little smile curved about the corners

of her mouth, half compassionate, half amused
and triumphant. She had ba,rely time to banish
it, when she heard Cardiff's step beside her, and
his voice.
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'' 1 had to come after you," he said; 'Tvc let

you carry olT my stick !

"

She looked at him in mischievous challenge of

his suhterfugc, and he added frankly, ^vith a voice

that shook a little notwithstanding

—

"It's of no use. I find I must accept your

com2)romise. It is very good of you to he willing

to make one. And I can't let you go altogether,

Elfrida."

She gave him a happy smile. ** And now," she

said, ** shall wo talk of something else ?
"

ii M '
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CHAPTER XXIX.

March hrought John Kendal back to town with a
few Devonshire studies, and a kindling discontent

with the three subjects he had in hand for the

May exhibitions. It spread over everything he
had done for the last six months, when he found
himself alone with his canvases and whole-hearted
toward them. He recognized that he had been
dividing his interest, that his ambition had suf-

fered, that his hand did not leap as it had before

at the suggestion of some lyric or dramatic
possibility of colour. He even fancied that his

drawing, which was his vulnerable point, had
worsened. He worked strenuously for days with-
out satisfying himself that he had recovered
ground appreciably, and then came desperately

to the conclusion that he wanted the stimulus of

a new idea, a subject altogether disassociated from
anything he had done. It was only, he felt, when
his spirit was wholly in bondage to the charm
of his work that he could do it well, and he needed
to be bound afresh. Literally, he told himself,

i
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the only thing he had painted in months that

pleased him was that mere Hketch from memory
of the Halifax drawing-room ei)isodc. He dragged
it out and looked at it, under its damaging red

stripes, with enthusiasm. Whatever she did with

herself, he thought, Elfrida Bell was curiously

satisfying from an artistic point of view. He fell

into a train of meditation which quickened pre-

sently into a practical idea that sent him striding

up and down the room.
** 1 believe she would be delighted," he said

aloud, coming to a sudden standstill; *'and by
Jove ! it would be a kind of reparation !

"

He delved into an abysmal cupboard for a
crusted pen and a cobwebby bottle of ink, and
was presently sitting among the fragments of

three notes addressed, one after the other, to
'* Dear Miss Bell." In the end he wrote a single

line without any formality whatever, and when
Elfrida opened it an hour later, she read

—

" Will you let me paint your portrait for the

Academy ?

"John Kendal.
** P.S.—Or any other exhibition you may

prefer."

The last line was a stroke of policy. *' She
abhors Burlington House," he had reflected.

The answer came next day, and he tore it open
with rapid fingers. **I can't think why; but if

you wish it, yes. But why not for the Academy,
since you are disposed to d > me that honour ?

"

*' Characteristic !
" thought Kendal, grinning, as

he tore up the note. ** She can't think why

!

But I'm glad the Academy doesn't stick in her
pretty throat; I was afraid it would. It's the

potent influence of the Private Yiew."
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IIo wrote immediately in joyful pjratitiulc to

make an appointment for the next day, went to

work vigorously about his preparations, and when
he had linishcd, smoked a series of pipes to calm
the turbulence of his anticipations. As a neigh-

bouring clock struck five ho put on his coat.

Janet must know about this new idea of his ; ho
longed to tell her, to talk about it over the old-

fashioned Spode cup of tea she would give him
—Janet was a connoisseur in tea. Ho realized

as ho went downstairs how much of the pleasure

of his life was centering in these occasional

afternoon gossips with her, in the mingled delight

of her interest and the fragrance and the comfort
of that half-hour over the Spode teacup. The
association brought him a reminiscence that sent

him smiling to the nearest confectioner's shop,

where he ordered a supply of Italian cakes, for

that would make ample provision for the advent
of half a dozen unexpected visitors to the studio.

He would have to do his best with afternoon

sittings; Elfrida was not available in the morning,
and he thought compassionately that his sitter

must not be starved. ** I will feed her first," he
thought iionically, remembering her keen childish

enjoyment of sugared things. " She will pose
all the better for some tea," and he walked on
to Kensington Square.

CHAPTER XXX.

*' Janet," said Lawrence Cardiff a week later at

breakfast, "the Halifaxes have decided upon their

American tour. I saw Lady Halifax last night,

and she tells me they sail on the twenty-first.

They want you to go with them. Do you feel

disposed to do it?"
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^fr. Cardifif looked at his daughter with eyes

from which the hardness that entered them weeks
hefore in the Temple Courts had never quite dis-

appeared. His face was worn and thin, its delicacy

hud bharpened, and he carried ahout with him an
hahitual ahstraction. Janet, regarding him day
after day in the light of her secret knowledge,

gave herself up to an inward storm of anger and
grief and anxiety. Elfrida's name had heen tacitly

dropped hetween them, but to Janet's sensitivenesH

she was constantly and painfully to be reckoned
with in their common life. Lawrence CardilT's

moods were unaccountable to his daughter except

by Elfrida's influence. She notice I bitterly that

his old evenness of temper, the gay placidity that

nuide so delightful a basis for their joint happiness,

had absolutely disappeared. Instead she found
her father either irritable or despondent, or in-

spired by a gaiety which she had no hand in

producing, and which took no account of her.

That was the rerl pain; Janet was keenly dis-

tressed at the little drama of suffering that un-

folded itself daily before her, but her disapproval

of its cause very much blunted her sense of

its seriousness. She had besides, a grown-up
daughter's repulsion and impatience for a pa-

rental love affair, and it is doubtful whether siie

would have brought her father's to a happy con-

clusion without a very severe struggle, if she had
possessed the power to do it. But this exclusion

gave her a keener pang. She had shared so much
with him before, had been so important to him
always! And now he could propose with perfect

equanimity that she should go to America with the

Halifaxes.
** But you could not get away by the twenty-

first," she returned, trying to take it for granted

''lat the idea included him.
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'*0b, I don't propose going," Mr. Cardiff re-

turned from behind his newspaper.
** But, daddy, they intend to be away for a year."
** About that. Lady FaHfax has arranged a

capital itinerary. They mean to come back by
India."

"And pray what would become of you all by
yourself for a year, sir ? " asked Janet, brightly.

"Besides, we were always going to do that trip

together." She had a stubborn inward d extermina-

tion not to recognize this difference that had
sprung up between them. It was only a phase,

she told herself, of her father's miserable feeling

just now ; it would last another week, another
fortnight, and then tilings would be as they had
been before. She would not let herself believe in

it, hurt as it might.
Mr. Cardiff lowered his paper. "Don't think of

that," he said over the top of it. " There is really

no occasion. I shall get on very well. There is

always the club, you know% and this is an oppor-

tunity you ought not to miss."

Janet said nothing, and Lawrence Cardiff' went
back to his newspaper. She tried to go on with

her breakfast, but scalding tears stood in her eyes,

and she could not swallow. She was unable to

command herself far enough to ask to be excused

;

and she rose abruptly and left the room with her
face turned carefully away.

Cardiff followed her with his eyes, and gave an
uncomprehending shrug. He looked at his watch

;

there was still half an hour before he need leave

the house. It brought him an uncomfortable
thought that he might go and comfort Janet; it

was evident that something he had said had hurt
her. She was growing absurdly hypersensitive.

He dismissed the idea—Heaven only knew into

what complications it might lead them. He spent
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the time instead in a restless walk up and down
the room, revolving whether Elfrida Bell would
or would not he hrought to reconsider her refusal

to let him take her to *' Faust," that night—he
never could depend upon her.

Janet had not seen John Kendal since the after-

noon he came to her, radiant with his intention of

jnitting all of Elfrida's charm upon canvas, full of

its intrinsic difficulties, eager for her sympathy,
depending on her enthusiastic interest. She had
disappointed him ; she did her hest, but the

sympathy and enthusiasm and interest would not
come. She could not tell him why; her broken
friendship was still sacred to her for what it had
been. Besides, explanations were impossible. So
she listened and approved with a strained smile,

and led him, w^ith a persistence he did not under-
stand, to talk of other things. He went away,
chilled and baffled, and he had not come again.

Slie knew that he was painting with every nerve

tense and eager, in oblivion of all but his work
and the face that inspired it. Elfrida, he told her,

was to give him three sittings a week of an hour
each, and he complained of the scantiness of the

dole. She could conjure up those hours, all too

short for his delight in his model and his work.

Surely it would not be long now ; Elfrida cared,

by her own confession. Janet felt dully there

could now be no doubt of that : and since Elfrida

cared, what could be more certain than the natural

issue? She fought with herself to accept it, she

spent hours in seeking for the indifference that

might come of accustoming herself to the fact.

And when she thought of her father, she hoped it

might be soon.

There came a day when Lawrence Cardiff gave
his daughter the happiness of being almost his

other self asain. He had come downstairs with a
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headache and a touch of fever, and all day long

he let her take care of him submissively, with the

old pleasant gratitude that seemed to re-establish

their comradeship. She had a joyful, secret

v^onder at the change, it was so sudden and so

complete ; but their sympathetic relation reasserted

itself naturally and at once, and she would not let

herself question it. In the evening he sent her to

his room for a book of his, and when she brought
it to him, where he lay upon the lounge in the

library, he detained her a moment.
*' You mustn't attempt to read without a lamp

now, daddy," slie said, touching his forehead

lightly with her lips; "you will damage your poor
old eyes."

" Don't be impertinent about my poor old eyes,

miss," he returned, smiling. ** Janet, there is

something I think you ought to kno ^''

*'Yes, daddy." The girl felt herself turning
rigid.

" I want you to mako friends with Elfrida again.

I have every reason to believe—at all events some
reason to believe—that she will become my wife."

Her knowing already made it simpler to say,
'* Has—has she promised, daddy ?

"

**Not exactly; but I think she will in the end,

Janet." His tone was very confident. "And of

course you must forgive each other any little heart-

burnings there may have been between you."
Any little heart-burnings ! Janet had a quiver-

ing moment of indecision. " Oh, daddy ! she

won't ! she won't
!

" she cried tumultuously, and
hurried out of the room.

Cardiff lay still, smiling pityingly. What odd
ideas women managed to get into their heads about
one another ! Janet thought Elfrida would refuse
her overtures if she made them. How little she
knew Elfrida—his just, candid, generous Elfrida !
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Janet flung herself upon her bed anc. faced the

situation, dry-eyed, with burning cheeks. She
could always face a situation when it admitted
the possibility of anything being done, when there
w^as a chance for resolution and action. Practical
difficulties nerved her ; it was only before the
blankness of a problem of pure abstractness that
she quailed, such '\ problem as the complication
of her relation to John Kendal and to Elfrida Be.'l.

She had shrunk from that for months ; had put
it away habitually in the furthest corner of her
consciousness, and had done her best to make it

stay there. She discovered how sore its fret liad

been only with the relief she felt when she sim-
plified it at a stroke that afternoon on which
everything came to an end between her and Elfrida.

Since the burden of obligation their relation im-
posed had been removed, Janet had analyzed her
friendship, and had found it wanting in many
ways to which she had been wilfully blind before.

The criticism she had always silenced came forward
and spoke boldly ; and she recognized the impossi-
bility of a whole-hearted intimacy where a need
for enforced dumbness existed. All the girl's

charm she acknowledged with a heart wrung by
the thought that it was no longer for her. She
dwelt separately and long upon Elfrida's keen
sense of justice ; her impulsive generosity ; her
refined consideration for other people ; the delicacy

of some of her personal instincts ; her absolute
sincerity toward herself and the world ; her
passionate exaltation of what was to her the ideal

in art. Janet exacted from herself the last jot of

justice toward Elfrida in all these things ; and
then she listened, as she had not done before, to

the voice that spoke to her from the very depths
of h^^v being, it seemed, and said, ** Nevertheless,
no

!

' She only half comprehended, and the words



240 A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY.

41

fa
' %

brought her a sadness that would be long, she
knew, in leaving her ; but she listened and
agreed.

And now^ it seemed to her that she must ignore
it again; that the wise, the necessary, the ex-

pedient thing to do was to go to Elfrida and re-

establish, if she could, the old relation, cost what
it might. She must take up her burden of obliga-

tion again in order that it might be mutual. Then
she would have the right to beg Elfrida to stop

playing fast and loose with her father, and act

decisively. If Elfrida only knew, only realized

the difference it made, and how little right she
had to control at her whim the happiness of any
human being And Janet brought a strong
hand to bear upon her indignation, for she had
resolved to go, and to go that night.

Lawrence Cardiff bade his daughter an early

good night after their unusually pleasant dinner.

"Do you think you can do it?" he asked her
before he went.

Janet started at the question, for they had not
mentioned Elfrida again, even remotely. " I

think I can, daddy," she answered him gravely,

and they separated.

She looked at her watch. 3y half-past nine
she could be in Essex Court.

Yes, Miss Bell was in. She could go straight

up, Mrs. Jordan informed her ; and she mounted
the last flight of stairs with a beating heart. Her
mission was important—oh, so important ! She
had compromised with her conscience in planning
it ; and now if it should fail ! Her hand trembled
as she knocked.

In answer to Elfrida's '' Come in !
" she pushed

the door slowly open.
" It is I—Janet," she said. ** :Mav I '?

"

"But of course."
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itened and
Elfrida rose from a confusion of sheets of

manuscript upon the table, and came forward
holding out her hand, with an odd gleam in her
eyes and an amused, slightly excited smile about
her lips.

'*How do you do?" she said, with rather

ostentatiously supposed wonder. ** Please sit

down, but not in that chair ; it is not quite

reliable. This one, I think, is better. How are

—how are you ?
"

The slight emphasis she placed on the last word
was airy and regardless. Janet would have
preferred to have been met by one of the old

affectations. She would have felt herself taken
more sincerely.

**It is very late to come, and I interrupt you,"
she said awkwardly, glancing at the manuscript.

** Not at all ! I am very happy "

"But of course I had a special reason for

coming. It is serious enough, I think, to justify

me,"
" What can it be ?

"

** Don't, Elfrida !
" Janet cried passionately.

'* Listen to me. I have come to try to make
things right again between us ; to ask you to

forgive me for speaking as I—as I did about your
writing that day. I am sorry—I am, indeed !

"

** I don't quite understand. You ask me to

forgive you ; but what question is there of forgive-

ness ? You had a perfect right to your opinion

;

and I was glad to have it, at least from you,
frankly."

**But it offended you, Elfrida. It is what is

accountable for the—the rupture between us."

*' Perhaps; but not because it hurt my feel-

ings," Elfrida returned scornfully, "in the ordinary
sense. It offended me truly, but in quite another
way. In what you said you put me on a different

B
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plane from yourself in the matter of artistic

execution. Very well ; I am content to stay there

—in your opinion. But why this talk of for-

pjivenees? Neither of us can alter anything.
Only," Elfrida breathed quickly, "be sure that I

will not be accepted by you upon those terms."
" That wasn't what I meant in the least."
" What cbe could you have meant? And more

than that," Elfrida went on rapidly—her phrases
had the patness of formed conclusions— ** what
you said betrayed a totally different conception of

art, as it expresses itself in the nudity of things,

from the one I supposed you to hold, and, if you
will pardon me for saying so, a much lower one.

It seems to me that we cannot hold together there,

that our aims and creeds are different, and that

we have been comrades under false pretences.

Perhaps we are both to blame for that; but we
cannot change it, or the fact that we have found
it out."

Janet bit her lip. The "nudity of things"
brought her an instant's impulse toward hysteria

— it was so characteristic a touch of candid ex-

aggeration. But her need for reflection helped
her to control it. Elfrida had taken a different

ground from the one she expected ; it was less

sii:ple, and a mere apology, however sincere,

would not meet it. But there was one thing
more which she could say, and with an effort

she said it.

*' Elfrida, suppose that, even as an expression

of opinion—putting it aside as an expression of

feeling toward you—what I said that day was
not quite sincere. Suppose that I was not quite

mistress of myself—I would rather not tell you
why "

" Is that true ? " asked Elfrida, directly.

"Yes, it is true. For the moment I wanted
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more than anything else in the world to break
with you. I took the surest means."
The other girl regarded Janet steadfastly.

**But if it is only a question of the ch'i/n'c of

your sincerity," she i)er8isted, '*I cannot see that
the situation alters much."

" I was not altogether responsible—believe me,
Elfrida. I don't remember now what I said, but
—but I am afraid it must have taken all its colour
from my feeling."

"Of course"—Elfrida hesitated, and her tone
showed her touched. **I can understand that
what I told you about—Mr. Cardiff must have
been a shock. For the moment I became an
animal, and turxied upon you, upon you who had
been to me the very soul of kindness. I have
hated myself for it—you may be sure of that."

Janet Cardiff had a moment's inward struggle,

and yielded. She would let Elfrida believe it had
been that. After all, it was partly true, and her
lips refused absolutely to say the rest.

*' Yes, it must have hurt you, more perhaps
than I can guess." Elfrida' s eyes grew wet and
her voice shook. " But I can't understand your
retaliating that icay if you didn't believe what you
said. And if you believed it, what more is there

to say ?
"

Janet felt herself possessed by an intense sensa-

tion of playing for stakes, unusual, exciting, and
of some personal importance. She did not pause
to regard her attitude from any other point of

view; she succumbed at once, not without enjoy-

ment, to the necessity for diplomacy. Under its

rush of suggestions, her conscience was only
vaguely restive. To-morrow it would assert itself

—unconsciously she put oft' paying attention to

it until then. Elfrida must come back to her.

For the moment the need was to choose her plea.
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"It seems to me," she said slowly, "that there

is something between us which is indestructible,

Frida. We didn't make it, and we can't unmake
it. For my part, I think it is worth our pre-

serving, but I don't believe we could lose it if

we tried. You may put me away from you for

any reason that seems good to you, as far as you
like, but so long as we both live, there will be that

something, recognized or unrecognized. All wo
can do arbitrarily is to make a joy or a pain of it.

Haven't you felt that ?
"

The other girl looked at her uncertainly. " I

have felt it sometimes," ebe said, **but now it

Kccms to me that I can never be sure that there is

not some qualification in it—some hidden flaw."
** Don't you think it's worth making the best

of ? Can't we make up our minds to have a little

charity for the flaws ?
"

Elfrida shook her bead. ** I don't think I am
capable of a friendship that demands charity,"

she said.
** And yet, whether we close each other's lips

or not, we shall always have things to say, the one
to the other, in this world. Is it to be dumbness
between us ?

"

There was a moment's silence in the room—

a

crucial moment, it seemed to both of them.
Elfrida sat against the table with her elbows
among its litter of paged manuscript, her face

hidden in her hands. Janet rose and took a step

or two toward her. Then she paused, and looked
at the little bronze image on the table instead.

Elfrida was suddenly shaken by deep, indrawn,
silent sobs.

*' It is finished, then ? " Janet said softly. ** We
are to separate for always, Buddha, she and I.

She will not know any more of me, nor I of her

;

it will be, so far as we can make it, like the grave.
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You must belong to a strange people, Buddha,
always to smile

!

" She spoke evenly, quietly,

with restraint, and still she did not look at the

convulsively silent figure in the chair. ** But I

am glad you will always keep that face for her,

Buddha; I hope the world will too— our world
that is sometimes more bitter than vju can
understand. And I say good-bye to you, for to

her I cannot say it." And she turned to go.

Elfrida stumbled to her feet and hurried to the

door. ** No," she said, holding it fast. ** No

;

you must not go that way—I owe you too much
after all. We will—we will make the best of it."

" Not on that ground," Janet answered gravely.
** Neither your friendship nor mine is purchase-

able, I hope."
*'No, no; that was bad. On any ground you

like. Only stay a little ; let us find ourselves

again." Elfrida forced a smile into what she

said, and Janet let herself be drawn back to the

chair.

It was nearly midnight when she found herself

again in her cab, driving through the empty
lamp-lit Strand toward Kensington. She had
in'evailed, and now she had to scrutinize her
methods. That necessity urged itself beyond her

power to turn away from it, and left her sick at

heart. She had prevailed—Elfrida, she believed,

was hers again. They had talked as candidly

as might be of her father. Elfrida had promised
nothing, but she would bring matters to an end,

Janet knew she would, in a day or two, when
she had had time to think how intolerable the

situation would be if she didn't. Janet remem-
bered with wonder, however, how little Elfrida

seemed to realize that it need make any difference

between them compared with other things, and
what a trivial concession she thought it beside
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the restoration of the privileges of her friendship.

The girl asked herself drearily how it would
be possible that she should ever forget the frank

cynical surprise with which Elfiida had received

her entreaty, based on the fact of her father's

unrest and tho wretchedness of his false hopes

—

" You have your success ; does it really matter
—so very much !

"

!

J

CHAPTER XXXI.

" To-day, remember ! You promised that I should
see it to-day," Elfrida reminded Kendal, dropping
instantly into the pose they had jointly decided

on. "I know I'm late; but you will not punish
n\e by another postponement, will you ?

"

Kendal looked sternly at his watch. *'A good
twertty minutes, mademoiselle," he returned ag-

grievedly. "It would be only justice— poetic

justice—to say no ; but I think you may, if we
get on to-daj'."

He was alread}^ at work, turning from the texture

of the rounded throat which occupied him before

she came in, to the more berious problem of the

nuances of expression in the face. It was a whim
of his, based partly upon a cautiousness of which
he was hardly aware, that she should not see the

portrait in its earlier stages, and she had made
a great concession of this. As it grew before him,
out of his consciousness, under his hand, he became
more and more aware that he would prefer to post-

pone her seeing it, for reasons which he would not
pause to define. Certainly, they were not con-

nected with any sense of having failed to do justice

to his subject. Kendal felt an exulting mastery
over it which was the most intoxicating sensation



A DAITOIITKR OF TO-DAY. 247

his work had ever hrought him. lie had, as lie

painted, a silent, hroodinj^ triumph in his manipu-
lation, in his control. He Rave himf.olf up to the

delight of his insight, the po wtr of his reproduction,

and to the intense satisfaction of knowin;.^ thao out

of the two there grew something of more than
usually keen intrinsic interest within the wide creed
of his art. He worked with every nerve tense upon
his conception of what he saw, which so excluded
other considerations that now and then in answer
to some word of hers that distracted him, he spoke
to her almost roughly. At which Pilfrida, with a
little smile of forgiving comprehension, ohcdientl}^

kept silence. She saw the artist in him dominant,
and she exulted for his sake. It was to her delicious

to he the medium of his inspiration, delicious and
fit and sweetly acceptable. And thoy had agreed
upon a charming pose.

Presently Kendal lowered his brush impatiently.
*' Talk to me a little," he said resentfully, ignoring

his usual preference that she should not talk be-

cause what she said had always loower to weaken
the concentration of his energy. ** There is a little

muteness about the lips. Am I very unreason-

able ? But you don't know what a difHcult creature

you are."

She threw up her chin in one of her bewitching

w^ays and laughed. *' I wouldn't be too simple,"

she returned. She looked at him with the light

of her laughter still in her eyes, and went on, " I

know I must be difficult—tremendously difficult

—

because I, whom you see as an individual, am so

many people. Phases of character have an attrac-

tion for me. I wear one to-day and another to-

morrow. It is very flippant, but you see I'm
honest about it. And it must make me difficult

to paint, because it can be only by accident that

1 am the same person twice."



248 A daugiitp:r of to-day.

It

\l^

m i»

Without answering, Kendal made two or three

rapid strokes. ** That's better," he said, as if to

himself. '* Go on talking, please. What did you
say?"

*' It doesn't seem to matter much," she answered,
with a little pout. " I said, * Baa, baa, black sheep,

have you any wool ? '
"

**No, you didn't," returned Kendal, as they
laughed together. ** You said something about
being like Cleopatra, a creature of infinite variety,

didn't you ?—about having a great many dis-

guises "—absently. ** But "

Kendal fell into the absorbed silence of his work
again, leaving the sentence unfinished. He looked

up at her with a long, close, almost intimate

scrutiny, under which, and his careless words, she

blushed hotly.
** Then I hope you have chosen my most be-

coming disguise," she cried imperiously, jumping
up. ** Now, if you please, I will see."

She stood beside the canvas with her eyes upon
his face, waiting for a sign from him. lie, feeling

without knowing definitely why, that a critical

moment had come between them, rose and stepped

back a pace or two, involuntarily pulling himself

together to meet what she might say.

"Yes, you may look," he said, seeing that she

would not turn her head without his word; and
waited.

Elfrida took three or four steps beyond the easel

and faced it. In the first instant of her gaze her
face grew radiant.

*' Ah !
" she said softly. " How unconscionably

you must have flattered me ! I can't be so pretty

as that !

"

A look of relief shot across Kendal's face.
*' I'm glad you like it," he said britlly. " It's a
capital pose."
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The first thing that could possibly bo observed

about the portrait was its almost dramatic love-

liness. The head was turned a little, and the eyes

regarded something distant, with a half-wishful,

lialf-deprecating dreaminess. The lips were plain-

tively courageous, and the line of the lifted chin

and throat helped the pathetic eyes and annihilated

the heaviness of the other features. It was as if

the face made an exi)ressive effort to subdue a
vitality which might otherwise have been aggressive,

but while the full value of this effect of spiritual

repose was caught and rendered, Kendal had done
his work in a vibrant significant chord of colour

that strove for the personal force beneath, and
brought it out. It was this, the personal force,

that rewarded a second glance.

Elfrida dropped into the nearest chair, clasped

her knees in her hands, and bending forward
earnestly regarded the canvas with a silence that

presently became perceptible. It seemed to Kendal
at first, as he stood talking to her of its techni-

calities, that she tested the worth of every stroke

;

then he became aware that she was otherwise

occupied, and that she did not hear him. lie

paused, and stepped over to where, standing be-

hind her chair, he shared her point of view. Kveii

the exaltation of his success did not prevent his

impatient wonder why his relation with this girl

must always be so uncomfortable.

Then, as he stood in silence, looking with her,

it seemed that he saw with her; and the thing

that he had done revealed itself to him for the
first time fully, convincingly, with no appeal. He
looked at it with curious painful interest, but
without remorse, even in the knowledge that she
saw it too, and suffered. He realized exultingly,

that he had done better work than he thought ; he
might repent later, but for the moment he could
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feel nothinJ but tbat. As to the girl before him,
she was simply the source and the reason of it

;

he was particularly glad he had happened to come
across her.

lie had echoed her talk of disguises, and his

words embodied the unconscious perception under
which he worked. He had selected a disguise, and,

as she wished, a becoming one. But he had not

used it fairly, seriously. He had thrown it over

her face like a veil, if anything could be a veil

which rather revealed than hid, rnUier emphasized
than softened, the human secret of the face under-
neath. He realized now that he had been guided
by a broader perception, by deeper instincts, in

painting that. It was the real Elfrida.

There was still a moment before she spoke. He
wondered vaguely how she would take it, and he
was conscious of an anxiety to get it over. At
last she rose and faced him, with one hand, that

trembled, resting on the back of the chair. Her
face wore a look that was almost profound, and
there was an acknowledgment in it, a degree of

submission, which startled him.
*' So that is how you have read me," she said,

looking again at the portrait. ** Oh, I do not find

fault ; I would like to, but I dare not. I am not

sure enough that you are wrong; no, I am too

sure that you are right. I am indeed very much
preoccupied with myself. I have always been

—

1 shall always be. Don't think I shall reform after

this moral shock, as people in books do; 1 am
what I am. But I acknowledge that an egotist

doesn't make an agreeable picture, however charm-
ingly you apologize for her. It is a personality

of stone, isn't it—implacable, unchangeable ? 1

have often felt that."

Kendal was incapable of denying a word of what
she said. "If it is any comfort to yju to know
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it," lie ventured, *Miardly any one will see in it

what you—and I—see."

"Yes," she said, with a smile ; *' that's true. I

shan't mind its going to the Academy."
She sat down again and looked fixedly at the

picture, her chin propped in her hand. ** Don't

you feel," she said, looking up at him with a little

childish gesture of confidence, *' as if you had
stolen something from me ?

"

** Yes," Kendal declared honestly, " I do. I've

taken something you didn't intend me to have."
" Well, I give it you—it is yours quite freely and

ungrudgingly. Don't feel that way any more.
You have a right to your divination," she added
bravely. "I would not withhold it if I could.

Only—I hope you find somcihhui good in it. I

think, myself, there is something ?
"

Her look was a direct interrogation, and Kendal
flinched before it.

** Dear creature," he murmured,
"you are very true to yourself."

"And to you,'* she pleaded, " —always to you,

too ! Has there ever been anything but the

clearest honesty between us ? Ah, my friend,

that's valuable ; there are few people who inspire

it."

She had risen again, and he found himself shame-
facedly holding her hand. His conscience roused

itself and smote him mightily. Had there always

been this absolute single-mindedness between
them?

" You make it necessary for me to tell you," he
said slowly, " that there is one thing between us
that you do not know. I saw you at Cheynemoutli,
on the stage."

" I know you did," she smiled at him ; "Janet
Car lifif let it out by accident. I suppose you came,
like Mr. CardiiY, because you—disapproved. Then
why didn't you remonstrate with me '? I've often
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wondered." Elfrida spoke softly, dreamily. Her
happiness seemed very near. Her self-sm-render

was so perfect, and liis miderstanding, as it always

had heen, so sweet, that the illusion of the moment
was cruelly perfect. She raised her eyes to Kendal's

with an abandonment of tenderness in them that

quickened his heart-heats, man that he was. ** Tell

me, do jjou want me to give it up—my hook—last

night I finished it—my amhition ?
"

She '^as ready with her sacrifice, or for the

instant ohe heHeved herself to he, and it was not

wholly without an effort that he put it away. On
the pretence of picking up his palette knife, he

relinquished her hand.
** It is not a matter upon which I have permitted

myself a definite opinion," he said, more coldly

than he intended, ** hut for your own sake I should

advisO it."

For her own sake ! The room seemed full of

the echo of his words. A blank look crossed the

girl's face ; she turned instinctively away from
him, and picked up her hat. She put it on and
buttoned her gloves without the faintest knowledge
of what she was doing; her senses were wholly
occupied with the comprehension of the collapse

that had taken place within her. It was the single

moment of her life when she difi'ered in any
important way from the girl Kendal had painted.

Her self-consciousness was a wreck, she no longer

controlled it ; it tossed at the mercy of her emotion.

Her face was very white and painfully empty, her
eyes wandered uncertainly round the room, un-
willing above all things to meet Kendal's again.

She had forgotten about the portrait.

"I will go, then," she said simjjly, without look-

ing at him, and, this time with a flash, Kendal
comprehended again. He held the door open for

her mutely, with the keenest pang his pleasant
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life had ever brought him, and she passed out and
down the dingy stairs.

On the first landing she paused and turned.
*' I will never be different !

" she said aloud, as if

he were still beside her

—

**I will never be different
!

"

She swiftly unbuttoned one of her gloves and
fingered the curious silver ring that gleamed un-
certainly on her hand in the shabby light of the

staircase. The alternative within it, the alterna-

tive like a bit of brown sugar, offered itself very

suggestively at the moment. She looked round at

the dingy place she stood in, and in imagination
threw herself across the lowest step. Even at that

miserable instant she was aw^are of the strong, the

artistic, the effective thing to do. "And when ho
came down he might tread on me !

" she said to

herself, with a very real shudder. ** I wush I had
the courage. But no ; it might hurt, after all. I

am a coward too."

She had an overwhelming realization of im-
potence in every direction. It came upon her like

a burden ; under it she grew sick and faint. At
the door she stumbled, and she was hardly sure of

her steps to her cab, which was draw^n up by the

kerb-stone, and in which she presently went blindly

home.
By ten o'clock that night she had herself, in a

manner, in hand again. Her eyes were still wide
and bitter and the baffled uncomprehending look

had not quite gone out of them, but a line or two
of cynical acceptance had drawn themselves round
her lips. She had sat so long and so quietly

regarding the situation that she became consc'ous
of the physical discomfort of stiffened limbs. She
leaned back in her chair and put her feet on
another and lighted a cigarette.

" No, Buddha," she said as if to a confessor,
** don't think it of me. It was a lie, a pose to
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tampt liiiii on. I would never have given it ii[)

—

never ! It is more to me—I am almost sure—than
lie is. It is part of my soul, Buddha, and my lovo

lor him—oh, I cannot tell !

"

She threw the cigarette away from her and stared

at the smiling image with heavy eyes in silence.

Then she went on.

'*But 1 always tell you everything, little bronze

god, and I won't keep back even this. There was
a moment when I would have let him take me
in his arms and hold me close, close to him. And
I wish he had—I should have had it to remember.
Bah ! Why is my face hot ? I might as well be

ashamed of wanting my dinner !

"

Again she dropped into silence, and when next

she spoke her whole face had hardened.
** But no! He thinks that he has read me finally,

that he has done with me, that I no longer count

!

He will marry some red-and-white cow of an
Englishwoman who will accept herself in the light

of a reproductive agent and do her duty by him
accordingly. As I would not—no ! Good heavens,

no ! So perhaps it is as well, for I will go on
loving him of course, and some day he will come
back to me, in his shackles, and together, what-
ever we do, we will make no vulgar mess of it.

In the meantime, Buddha, I will smile, like you.

"And there is always this, which is the best of

me. You agree, don't you, that it is the best

of me ? " She lingered the manuscript in her lap.

"All my power, all my joy, the quintessence of

my life ! I think I shall be angry if it has a
common success, if the people like it too well. I

only want recognition for it—recognition and
acknowledgment and admission, i want George
Meredith to ask to be introduced to me !

" She
made a rather pitiful effort to smile. ** And that,

Buddha^ is what will happen."

h

•
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" She
Vnd that,

Mechanically she lighted another cigarette and
turned over her first rough pages—a copy had gone
to liattray—looking for passages she had wrought
most to her satisfaction. They left her cold, as she
read them, but she was not unaware that the
reason of this lay elsewhere ; and when she went
to bed she put the packet under her pillow and
slei^t a little better for the comfort of it.

CIIAPTEll XXXII.

In the week that followed Janet Cardiff's visit to

Elfrida's attic these two y ung women went through
a curious reapproachment. At every step it was
tentative, but at every step it was also enjoyable.

They made sacrifices to meet on most days ; they
took long walks together, and arranged lunches at

out-of-the-way restaurants ; they canvassed eagerly

such matters of interest in the world that supremely
attracted them as had been lying undiscussed be-

tween them until now. The intrinsic pleasure that

was in each for the other had been enhanced by
deprivation, and they tasted it again with a keen-

ness of savoui which was a surprise to both of

them. Their mutual understanding of many
things, their common point of view, reasserted

itself more strongly than ever as a mutual pos-

session ; they could not help perceiving its value.

Janet made a fairly successful attempt to drown
her sense of insincerity in the recognition. She,

Janet, was conscious of a deliberate effort to widen
and deepen the sympathy between them. An
obscure desire to make reparation, she hardly

knew for what, combined itself with a great long-

ing to sec their friendship the altogether bcautilul
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and perfect t^ing its mirage v/as, and pushed her

on to seize every opportunity to fortify the place

she had retaken.

Elfrlda had never found her so considerate, so

appreciative, so amusing, so prodigal of her gay
ideas, so much inclined to go upon her knees at

shrines before which she sometimes stood and
mocked. ^hf> had a special happiness in availing

herself of an opportunity which resulted in Elfrida's

receiving a letter from the editor of the St, Gcorf/c's,

asking her for two or three articles on the American
Colony in Paris; and only very occasionally she
recognized, with a subtle thrill of disgust, that she

was employing diplomacy in every action, every
word, almost every look which concerned her friend.

She asked herself then despairingly how it could

last, and what good could come of it, whereupon
fifty considerations, armed with whips, drove

her on.

Perhaps the most potent of these was the con-

sciousness that in spite of it all, she was not wholly
successful, that as between Elfrida and herself

things were not entirely as they had been. They
were cordial, they were mutually appreciative,

they had moments of expansive intercourse; but
Janet could not disguise to herself the fact that

there was a difference—the difference between fit

and fusion. The impression was not a strong one,

but she half suspected her friend now and then
of intently watching her ; and she could not help

observing how reticent the girl had become upon
certain subjects that touched her personally. The
actress in Elfrida was nevertheless constantly

supreme, and interfered with the trustworthiness

of any single impression. She could not resist

the pardoning role; she played it intermittently,

with a pretty impulsiveness that would have amused
Miss Cardiff more if it had irritated her less. For
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the certainty that Elfrida would be her former self

for three days together, Janet would have dispensed
gladly with the little Jiohcmian dinner in Essex
Court in honour of her book, or the violets chat

sometimes dropped out of Elfrida's notes, or oven
the sudden, but premeditated, occasional offer of

Elfrida's lips.

Meaiiwhile the Ilalifaxes were urging their

Western trip upon her. Lady Halifax declare.',

roundly that she was looking wretchedly. Miss
Halifax suggested playfully the possilnUty of an
American heroine for her next novel. Janet,

repelling both publicly, admitted both privately.

She felt worn out physically, and when she thought
of producing another book her brain responded
with a helpless negative. She had been turning
lately with dogged conviction to her work as the

only solace life was likely to offer her, and any-
thing that hinted at loss of power filled her with
blank dismay. She was desperately weary, and
she wanted to forget, desiring besides some sort

of stimulus as a ilagging swimmer desires a rope.

One more reason came and took possession of

her common sense. Between her father and Elfrida

she felt herself a complication, li she could bring

herself to consent to her own removal, the situa-

tion, she could not help seeing, would be consider-

ably simplified. She read plainly in her father

that the finality Elfrida promised had not yet

been given ; doubtless an opportunity had not yet

occurred, and Janet was willing to concede that

the circumstances might require a rather special

opportunity- When it should occur, she recognized

that delicacy, decency almost, demanded that she

should be out of the way. She shrank miserably

from the prospect of being a daily familiar looker-

on at the spectacle of Lawrence Cardiff's pain,

and she had a kno^\'ledJe that there would be
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somehow an aggravation of it in her person. In

a year everything wouhl mend itself, more or less,

she hclieved dully, and tried to feel. Her father

would ho the same again, with his old fond humour
and criticism of her enthusiasms, his old interest

in things and people, his old comradeship for her.

John Kendal would have married Elfrida Bell

—

what an idyl they would make of life together !

—

and she, Janet, would have accepted the situation.

Her interest in the prospective pleasures on which
Lady Halifax expatiated was slight ; she was
ohligcd to spoci'late upon its rising, which she did

with a ' th confidence she could command. She
decline,^ .. lutely to read Bryce's "American
Common aiti'." or Miss Bird's account of the

Eocky MountaiiiL, or anyhody's travels in the

Orient, upon all of which Miss Plalifax had pains-

takenly fixed her attention ; hut one afternoon she

ordered a hlue serge travelling dress, and refused

one or two literary engagements for the present,

and the next day wrote to Lady Halifax that she
had decided to go.

Her father received her decision with more relief

than he meant to show, and Janet had a bitter

half-hour over it. Then she plunged with energy
into her arrangements, and Lawrence Cardiff made
her inconsistently happy again with the interest

he took in them, supplemented by an extremely
dainty little travelling clock. He became suddenly
so solicitous for her tliat she sometimes quivered

before the idea that he guessed all the reasons
that were putting her to liight. Which gave her
a wholly unnecessary pang, for nothing would
have astonished Lawrence Cardift* more than to

be confronted, at the moment, with any passion

that was not his own.

f
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

Ki:ndal, as the door closed behind Elfrida on the

afternoon of her last sitting, shutting him in with
himself and the portrait on the easel and the

revelation she had made, did his ])cst to feel

contrition, and wondered that he was so littlo

successful. lie assured himself that he had been
a brute

;
yet in an uncompromising review of all

that ho had ever said or done in connection with
Elfrida, he failed to satisfy his own indignation

with himself by discovering any occasion upon
which his brutality had been particularly obvious.

He remembered with involuntary self .. •iiication

how distinctly she had insisted upor ca. '.radcrir

between them ; how she had spurnvv. ewu-ything

that savoured of another standard .i n^ inners on
his part; how she had actually h»td Jiu curious

taste to want him to call her **
. ^ ^hap," and

how it had grated. He remembered her only

half-veiled invitation, her challenge to him to see

as much as he cared, and to make what he could

of her. Ho was to blame for accepting, but he
would have been a conceited ass if he had thought

of the danger of a result like this. In the midst

of his reflections an idea came to him about the

portrait, and he observed with irritation, after

giving it a few touches, that the light was irre-

trievably gone for the day.

Next morning he worked fur three hours at it

without a pang, and in the afternoon, with relaxed

nerves and a high heart, he took his hat and
turned his face towards Kensington Square. The
distance was considerable, but he walked, lightly,

rapidly, with a conscious enjoyment of that kind

of relief to his wrought nerves, his very limbs
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drawing energy from the knowledge of his finislied

work. Never before had ho felt so completely tlio

divine sense of success, and though he had worked
at the portrait with passionate concentration from
the beginning, this realization had come to him
only the day before, when, stepping back to look

with Elfrida, ho perceived what ho had done.

Troubled as the revelation was, in it ho saw him-
self a master, lie had for once escaped, and ho
felt that the escape was a notable one, from thu

tyranny of his brilliant technique. He had sub-

jected it to his idea, which had grow^n upon the

canvas obscure to him under his own brush until

that fhial moment; and he recognized with astonish-

ment how relative and incidental the truth of the

treatment seemed in comparison with the truth of

the idea.

"With the modern scornful word for the literary

value of paintings on his lips, Kendal was forced

to admit, that in this his consummate picture, as he
very truly thought it, the chief significance lay

elsewhere than in the brushing and the colour

—

they were only its dramatic exponents—and the
knowledge of this brought him a new and glorious

sense of control. It had already carried him
further in power, this portrait, it would carry him
further in place, thiai anything he had yet done,

and the thought gave a sparlde to the delicious

ineffable content that bathed his soul. He felt

that the direction of his \Yalk intensified his eager
physical joy in it. Ho was going to Janet with
his success as he had alwa}s gone to her. As
soon as the absorbing vision of his work admitted
another perception, it was Janet's sympathy, Janet's

applause that mingled itself with his certain rew^ard.

He could not say that it had inspired him in the

least, but it formed a very essential part of his

triumph. He could wish her more exacting, but
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this time ho had done something that should

make her less easy to satisfy in the future. Un-
consciously ho hastened his steps through the

gardens, switching olY r daisy-head now and then

with his stick as he went, and pausing only once,

when he found himself, to his utter astonishment,
asking a purely incidental errand boy if he wanted
sixpence.

Janet, in the drawing-room, received him with

hardly a quickening of pulse. It was so nearly

over now ; she seemed to have packed up a good
part of her tiresome heart-ache with the warm
things Lady Halifax had dictated for the Atlantic.

She had a vague expectation that it would re-

appear, but not until she unlocked the box in mid-
ocean, where it wouldn't matter so much. She
knew that it was only reasonable and probable

that she should sec him again before they left for

Liverpool. She had been expecting this visit, and
she meant to be unflinching with herself when she

exchanged farewells w4th him. She meant to

make herself believe that the occasion w^as quite

an ordinary one—also until afterwards, when her

feelings about it would be of less consequence.
** Well," she asked directly, with a failing

heart, as she saw his face, ** what is your good
news •?

"

Kendal laughed aloud—it was delightful to be

anticipated. " So I am unconsciously advertising

it," he said. ''Guess!"
His tone had the vaunting glory of a lover's

—

a lover new to his lordship, with his privileges

still sweet upon his lips. Janet felt a little cold

contraction about her heart, and sank quickly into

the nearest armchair.
** How can I guess," she said, looking behind

him at the wall, which she did not see, "without
anything to go upon ? Give me a hint."
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Kendal laughed again. ** It's very simple, and
you know something about it already."

Then she was not mistaken—there was no
chance of it. She tried to look at him with

smiling sympathetic intelligence, while her whole

being quivered in anticipation of the blow that was
comnig.

** Does it—does it concern another person ? " she

faltered.

Kendal looked grave, and suffered an instant's

compunction. " It does—it does indeed," he
assured her. ** It concerns Miss Elfrida Bell

very much, in a way.—Ah," ho went on im-

patiently, as she still sat silent, **wliy are you so

unnaturally dull, Janet ? I've finished that young
woman's portrait, and it is more—satisfactory

—

than I ever in my life dared hope that any picture

of mine would be."

"Is that all?"
The words escaped her in a quick breath of

relief. Her face was crimson, and the room seemed
to swim.

** All !
" she hoard Kendal say reproachfully.

** Wait until you see it !

"

He experienced a shade of dejection, and there

was an instant's silence between them, during
which it seemed to Janet that the world was made
over again. ** That young woman!" She dis-

loyally extracted the last suggestion of indifference

out of the phrase, and found it the sweetest she

had heard for months. But her brain whirled

with the effort to decide what it could possibly

mean.
** I hope you have made it as beautiful as Elfrida

is," she cried, with sharp self-reproof. *' It must
have been difUcult to do that."

"I have made it—what she is, I think," he

answered, again with that sudden gravity. ''It
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is 80 liki! my conception of her which I have ucvtr

felt permitted to explain to you, that I feel as if I

had stolor a march upon her. You nuist see it.

When will you come ? It goes in the day after

to-morrow, hut I can't wait for your opinion till it's

hung."
"Hike your calm reliance upon the Committee,"

Janet laughed. " Suppose
"

*' I won't. It will go on the line," Kendal
returned confidently. " I did nothing last year
that I would permit to he compared with it. Will

you come to-morrow ?
"

"Impossihle. I haven't two consecutive minutes
to-morrow. We sail, you know, on Thursday."
Kendal looked at her hlankly. " You sail On

Thursday?"
'* I am going to America, Lady Halifax and I,

and Elizabeth of course. We are to be away a
year. Lady Halifax is buying tickets, I am collect-

ing light literature, and Elizabeth is in pursuit of

facts. Oh, we are deep in preparation. I thought
you knew."

*' How could I know ?
"

" Elfrida didn't tell you, then ?
"

" Did she know ?
"

** Oh yes—ten days ago."
*' Odd that she didn't mention it."

Janet told herself that it was odd, but found
with some surprise that it was not more than odd.

There had been a time when the discovery that

she and her affairs were of so little consequence to

her friend, would have given her a wondering
panr ; but that time seemed to have passed. Sho
talkt 1 lightly on about her journey ; her voice and
her thoughts had suddenly been freed. She dilated

upon the pleasures she anticipated as if they had
been real, skimming over the long spaces of his

silence, and gathering gaiety as he grew more and
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more sombre. When he rose to go, their moods
had changed; the brightness and the flush ^ycre

hers, and his face spoke only of a puzzled dejection,

an anxious uncertainty.
" So it is good-bye," he said as she gave him

her hand, ** for a year ?
"

Something in his voice made her look up suddenly,

with such an unconscious tenderness in her eyes

as he had never seen in any other woman's. She
dropped them before he could be quite certain

he recognized it, though his heart was beating

in a way which told him there had been no
mistake.

**Lady Halifax means it to be a year," she

answered. And surely, since it was to be a year,

he might keep her hand an instant longer.

The full knowledge of what this girl was to him
seemed to descend upon John Kendal then, and
he stood silent under it, pale and grave eyed,

baring his heart to the rush of the first serious

emotion life had brought him, filled with a single

conscious desire—that she should show him that

sweetness in her eyes again. But she looked

wilfully down, and he could only come closer to

her, with a sudden muteness upon his ready lips,

and a strange new-born fear wrestling for posses-

sion of him. For in that moment Janet, hitherto

HO simple, so approachable, as it were so available,

had become remote, dillicult, incomprehensible.

Kendal invested her with the change in himself,

and quivered in uncertainty as to what it might
do with her. He seemed to have nothing to trust

to but that one glance for knowledge of the girl his

love hod newly exalted ; and still she stood beforo

him looking down. He took two gj three vague
steps into the middle of the room, drawing her
witli him. In their nearness to each other the

silence between them held them intoxicatingiy.

I
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and he had her in his arms before he found

occasion to say between lingering kisses upon her

hair

—

^*You can't go^ Janet. You must stay—and
marry me."

« • • « «

"I don't know," wrote Lawrence Cardiff in a

postscript to a note to ^liss Bell that evening,
" that Janet will thank me for forestalling her

with su<ih all-important news, but I can't resist the

pleasure of telling you that she and Kendal got

themselves engaged, without so much as a * by

your leave' to me, this afternoon. The young
man shamelessly stayed to dinner, and X am
informed that they mean to be married in Juno.

Kendal is full of your portrait ; we arc to see it

to-morrow. I hope he has arranged that we shall

have the advantage of comparing it with the

original."

CHAPTER XXXIV.

''Miss Cardiff's in the lib'ry, sir," said the house-

maid, opening the door for Kendal next morning,
with a smile which he did not Ihid too broadly

sympathetic. lie went up the stairs two steps at

a time, whistling like a schoolboy.

**Lady Halifax says," he announced, taking

immediate possession of Janet where she stood,

and drawing her to a seat beside hiiu on the

lounge, ** that the least we can do by way of

reparation is to arrange our wedding trip in their

society. She declares she will wait any reason-

able time ; but I assured her delicately that her
idea of compensation was a little exaggerated."

Janet looked at him with an absent smile.
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*' Yes, I think so," she said ; but her eyes were
preoccupied, and the lover in him resented it.

**What is it?" he asked. ** What has happened,
dear?"

She looked down at an open letter in her hand,
and for a moment said nothing. ** I don't know
whether I ought to tell you, but it would be a
relief."

"Can there be anything you ought not to tell

me ? " he insisted tenderly.
** Perhaps, on the other hand, I ought," she

said reflectively. **It may help you to a proper
definition of my character, and then—you may
think less of me. Yes, I think I ought."

** Darling, for Heaven's sake don't talk non-
sense."

** I had a letter—this letter—a little while ago,

from Elfrida Boll." She held it out to him.
*' Head it !

"

Kendal hesitated and scanned her face. She
was smiling now; she had the look of amused
dismay that might greet an ineffectual blow. lie

took the letter.

*'If it is from Miss Bell," he said, at a sug-
gestion from his conscience. ** I fancy, for some
reason, it is not pleasant."

'* No," she replied, **
it is not pleasant."

lie unfolded the letter, recognized the character-
istic broad margins and the repressed, rounded
perpendicular hand with its supreme effort after

significance, and his face reflected a tinge of his

old amused curiosity. It was only a reflection,

and yet it distinctly embodied the idea that ho
might be on the brink of a further discovery. He
glanced at Janet again. Her hands were clasped

in her lap, and she was looking straight before her

with smilingly grave lips and lowered lids, which
nevcithcless gave him a glimpse of retrospection.
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He felt the beginnings of indignation, yet ho
looked back at the letter acquisitively ; its interest

was intrinsic.

*' I feel that I can no longer hold myself in

lionour," he read, *' if I refrain further from
defining the personal situation between us as it

appears to me. That I have let nearly three weeks
go by without doing it, you may put it down to my
weakness and selfishness, to your own charm, to

what you will ; but I shall be glad if you will not
withhold the blame that is due me in the matter,

for I have wronged you, as well as myself, in

keeping silence.
** Look, it is all here in a nutshell. Xothini/ /.s*

vhanaed. I have tried to believe otherwise, but
the truth is stronger than my will. My opinion of

you is a naked uncompromising fact ; I cannot
drape it or adorn it, or even throw around it a
mist of charity. It is inalterably there, and in

any future intercourse with you, such intercourse

as we have had in the past, I should only dash
myself for ever against it. I do not clearly see

upon w hat level you accepted me in the beginning

;

but I am absolutely firm in my belief that it was
not such as I would have tolerated if I had known.
To-day at all events I am confronted with the

proof that I have not had your confidence, that

you have not thought it worth while to be single-

minded in your relation to me. From a personal

point of view there is more that I might say, but
perhaps that is damning enough, and I have no
desire to be abusive, it is o.»> my conscience

to add, moreover, thai 1 find you a sophist, and
your sophistry a little vulgar. 1 find that you
compromise with your ambitions, which in them-
selves are not above reproach from any point of

view. 1 Ihid you adulterating \vli;it ought to be
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the pure stream of ideality with muclJy considera-

tions of what the people are pleased to call the

moralities, and with .the feebler contamination of

the conventionalities."
" I couldn't smoke with her," commented Janet,

reading over his shoulder. *' It wasn't that I

objected in the least, but it made me so very

—

uncomfortable that I would never try a second
time."

Kendal's smile deepened, and he read on without
answering except by pressing her finger-tips against
his lips.

**I should be sorry to deny your great clever-

ness and your pretensions to a certain sort of

artistic interpretation. But to mo tho artist

hixirgcois is an outsider, who must remain outside,

lie has nothing to gain by fellowship with me, ind
I—pardon me—have much to lose,

** So, if you please, we will go our i oparato

ways, and doubtless will represent i:ach lo the

other an experiment that has fai!e<l. Yoii will

believe me when I say that I am iutej!3ely sorry.

And perhaps you will aceer':, as win rely as I

offer it, my wish that the futur-.. iiay bing you
success even more brilliant thau you have already

attained." (Here v.. V\ae bad been carefully scratched
out.)

**What I iiave i^ritkii, 1 have written under
compulsion— I am sure you will understand that.

"Believe me, yours sincerely,
" Elfrida Bell.

** r.S.— 1 had a dream once of what I fancied

our friendship might be. It is a long time ago,

and the days between have faded all the colour

and sweetness out of my dream ; still, I remember
that it was beautiful. Tor the sake of that fair

iiuagining, and because it was beautiful, 1 will

semi you, if you will allow me, a photograph of a
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thriKendal read this, communication
a look of amusement until he came to the post-

script. Then ho threw hack his head and laughed
outright. Janet's face had changed ; she tried

to smile in concert, hut the effort way rather

l)itcous.
" Oh, Jack," she said, ** please take it seriously."

But he laughed on irrcpressihly. She tried to

cover his lips.

*' Ihni't shout so! " she hegged, as if there were
illness in the house or a funeral next door ; and he

saw something in her face which stopped him.
" My darling, it can't hurt ; it doesn't, does it ?

"

** I'd like to say no, hut it does a little. Not so

much as it would have done a little while ago."
** Are you going to accept Miss ]3eirs souvenir

of her shattered ideal'? That's the hest thing in

the letter ; that's really supreme !
" and Kendal,,

still hroadly mirthful, stretched out his hand to

take it again ; hut Janet drew it hack.

**No," sh(^ said, **of course not; that was silly

of her. But a good deal of the rest is true, I'm
afraid, Jack."

** It's damnably impudent," he cried, with suldcj'

anger. '* I suppose she believes it herself, anci

that's the measure of its truth, llo^v dare she

dogmatize to you about the art of ;ur work ?

She to i/ou !
"

**0h, it isn't that I care about It doesn't

matter to me how little she think^ of my aims
and my methods. I'm quite con rit to do my
work with what artistic conception i ve got without
analyzing its (piality

—

I'm thankful enough to have
any. Besides, I'm not sure about the tinalify of

her opinion
"
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"You nceiln't be!" Kendal interrupted \Yitli

scorn.

"But what hurts like a knife is that part about

my sincerity. I haven't been honest with her—

I

haven't ! From the very beginning I've criticized

her privately. I've felt all sorts of reserves and
qualifications about her, and concealed them for

the sake of—of I don't know what—the pleasure

I had in knowing her, I suppose."
" It seems to me pretty clear from this precious

communication that she was quietly reciprocating,"

Kendal said bluntly.
'* That doesn't clear me in the least. Besides,

when she had made up her mind, she had th'i

courage to tell me what she thought. There was
some principle in that. 1—I admire her for doing

it ; but I couldn't myself."
** Thank the Lord, no ! And I wouldn't be too

sure, if I were you, darling, about the unmixed
heroism that dictates her letter. I dare say she

fancied it was that, but
"

Janet's head leapt up from his shoulder.
" Now you are unjus^ to her !

" she cried. " You
don't know Elfrida, Jack, if you think her capable
of assuming a motive

"

" Well, do you know what I think 7 " said Kendal
with an irrelevant smile, glancing at the letter

she Ji^ld in her Jiand. " I think she has kept

a copy."

Janet looked at him with reproachful eyes,

which nevertheless had the relief of amusement in

them.
" Don't you ?" he insisted.

" 1—I dare say."
" And she thoroughly enjoyed writing as she

did. The phrases read as if she had rolled them
under her tongue. It was a ((Hip, don't you see

;

and the making of a rniip (,!' any kind, at any
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expense, is the most refined joy which liic affords

that young person."
** There's sincerity in every lino !

'*

*' Oh, she means what she says ; but she found
an exquisite gratification in saying it which you
cannot comprehend, dear. This letter is a flower

of her egotism, as it were. She regards it with

natural ecstasy, as an achievement "

Janet shook her head. ** Oh no, no !
" she cried

miserably. " You can't realize the sort of thing

there was between us, dear; and how it should

have been sacred to me beyond all tampering and
cavilling, or it should not have been at all. It

isn't that i didn't know all the time that I was
disloyal to her, while she thought I was sincerely

her friend. I did ! And now she has found me
out ; and it serves me perfectly right—perfectly !

"

Kendal reflected for a moment, and then he
brought comfort to her from his last resource.

*' Of course, the intimacy between two girls is

a wholly different thing ; and I don't know whether
the relation between Miss Bel' /.'id myself affords

anv parallel to it
"

''Oh, Jack ! And I thought
"

** What did you think, dearest ? '\

** I thought," said Janet, in a voice considerably

muffled by contact with his tweed coat collar, " that

you were perfectly, }na(Uij in love with her."

''Heavens !
" Kendal cried, as if the contingency

had been physically impossible. ''It's a man's
privilege to fall in love with a woman, darling,

not With an incarnate idea."
*' It's a very beautiful idea."
*' I'm not sure of that. It looks well from the

outside, but it is quite incapuiilo of any growth

or much change," Kendal went on musingly;
" and in the eiid—Lor*!, how a man would be

bored !

"
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** You arc incapable of being fair to her," came
from the coat collar.

'* Perhaps. I have somcthhig else to think of,

fiince yesterday. Janet, look up !

"

She looked up, and for a little space Elfrida

]]ell found oblivion as complete as she could have
desired between them. Then

—

** You were telling me," Janet said.
** Yes, your Elfrida and I had a sort of friendship

too ; it began, as you know, in Paris. And I was
quite aware that one does not have an ordinary
friendship with her ; it accedes and it exacts more
than the common relation. And I've sometimes
made myself uncomfortable with the idea that she

gave me credit for a more faultless conception of

her than I possessed. For the honest, brutal truth

is, I'm afraid, that I've only been working her out.

When the portrait was finished I found that some-
how I had succeeded. She saw it too, and so I

fancy my false position has righted itself. So
I haven't been sincere to her either, Janet. lUit

my conscience seems fairly callous about it. I

can't help reflecting that we are to other people

pretty much what they deserve that we shall be.

We can't control our respect."
** Pve lost hers," Janet repeated with depression.

Kendal gave an impatient groan. " I don't

think you'll miss it," he said.
** And—Jack—haven't you any compunctions

about exhibiting that portrait?"
" Absolutely none.' He looked at her with

candid eyes. " Of course, if she wished mo to,

I would destroy it. I respect her property in it

so far as that ; but so long as she accepts it as

the significant truth it is, I am incapable of re-

gretting it. I have painted her with her permission,

as I saw her, as she is. If i had given her a

Hipiint or a dimple 1 could accuse myself; but 1
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have not wronged her or gratified myself by one
touch of misrepresentation."

** I am to see it this afternoon," said Janet.

Unconsciously she was looking forward to findhi

some measure of justification for herself in the

portrait ; why, it would be dillicult to say.

"Yes; I put it into its frame witli my own
hands yesterday. I don't know when anything
has given me so much pleasure. And so far as

Miss Bell is concerned," he went on, **it is an
unpleasant thing to say, but one's acquaintance
with her seems more and more to resolve itself

into an opportunity for observation, and to be

without significance other than that. I tell you
frankly 1 began to see that when I found I shared

what she called her friendsliip with Golightly

Tickc. And I think, dear, with people like you
and me, any more serious feeling towards her is

impossible."

"Doesn't it distress you to think that she be-

lieves you incapable of speaking of her like this ?
"

** I think," said Kendal, slowly, "that she knows
how I would be likely to speak of her."

"Well," Janet returned, "I'm glad you haven't

reason to suffer about her as I do. And I don't

know at all how to answer her letter."

" I'll tell you," Kendal replied. He jumped up
and brought her a pen and a sheet of paper and
a blotting-pad, and sat down again beside her,

holding the ink-bottle. "Write *My dear Miss
lielL'

"

"But she began her letter without any formality."
" Never mind, that's a cheapness that you needn't

imitate even for the sake of politeness. Write *My
dear Miss Bell.'

"

Janet wrote it.

" * I am sorry to find,' " Kendal dictated slowly,

a few words at a time, " ' that the Haws in my
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regard for you arc suffieientl} fonsidcrablo—to

attract your attention as strongly as your letter

indicates. The right of judgment on so personal
a matter— is indisputably yours, however,—and 1

write to acknowledge, not to question it.*

"

" Dear, that isn't as I feel."
" It's as you will feel," Kendal replied ruthlessly.

'* Now add, * I have to acknowledge the very
candid expression of your opinion of myself,

—

which does not lose in interest—by the somewhat
exaggerated idea of its value which appears to

have dictated it,—and to thank you for your
extremely kind offer to send me a picture. I am
afraid, however,—even in view of the idyllic con-
sideration you mention,—I cannot allow myself to

take advantage of that.'
** On the whole I wouldn't allude to the shattered

ideal."
*' Oh no, dear. Go on."
*' Or the fact that you probably wouldn't be able

to hang it up," he added grimly. " Now write,

—

'You may be glad to know that the episode in my
life—which your letter terminates—appears to me
to be of less importance than you perhaps imagine
it,—notwithstanding a certain soreness over its

close.*

"

'* It doesn't. Jack."
*' It will. I wouldn't say anything more if I

were you
; just * Yours very truly, Janet Cardiff.'

"

She wrote as he dictated, and then read the

letter slowly over from the beginning.
** It sounds very hard, dear," she said, lifting

eyes to his that he saw were full of tears, *'and
as if I didn't care."

** My darling," he said, taking her into his

arms, ** I hope you don't—I hope you won't care,

after to-morrow. And now don't you think we '

have had enough of Miss Elfrida Bell for the

present ?
"

I
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At throe o'clock, one hour hoforo lie cxpccLcd th(5

CardilYs, John Kendal ran up the stah's to h'm

studio. The door stood ajar, and with a jealous

sense of his possession within, ho reproached him-
self for his carelessness in leaving it so. lie had
placed the portrait the day hefore where all thc^

light in the room fell upon it, and his Ih'st hasty
impression of the place assured him that it stood

there still. When ho looked directly at it ho
instinctively shut tho door, made a step or two
forward, closed his eyes, and so stood for a
moment, with his hand hefore them. Then with

a Rroan, "Damnation!" he opened them again
and faced the fact. The portrait wrs literally in

rags. They hung from the top of the frame and
swung over the hottom of it. Hardly enough of

the canvas remained unriddled to show that it had
represented anything human. Its destruction was
ahsolute— fiendish it seemed to Kendal. He dropped
into a chair and stared with his knee locked in his

liands.

**I)aumation !
" he repeated with a wliite face.

'*
I'll never approach it again." And then he

added grimly, still speaking aloud, "Janet will

say I deserved it."

lie had not an instant's doubt of the author of

the destruction, and he remem])ered with a Hash
in connection witli it the little silver-handled

Algerian dagger that pinned one of Nudie Talie-

sky's studies against the wall of Elfrida's room.

It was not till a (luarter of an hour afterwards

that he thought it worth while to pick up the noto

that lay on the table addressed to him, and then
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then the preposterousness about what she had
destroyed and what she hadn't destroyed—and
then more asterisks ! What had she thought
they could possibly signify ?—what could anything
she might say possibly signify ?

In a savage rudimentary way he went over the

ethical aspect of the affair, coming to no very
clear conclusion. lie would have destroyed the
thing himself if she had asked him, but she
should have asked him ! And even in his en-

grossing indignation he could experience a kind
of spiritual blush as he recognized how safe his

concession was behind the improbability of its

condition. Finally he wrote a line to Janet, in-

forming her that the portrait had sustained an
injury, and postponing her and her father's visit

to the studio. He would come in the morning
to tell her about it, he added, and despatched the

missive by the boy downstairs, post haste, in a
cab- It would be to-morrow, he reflected, before

he could screw himself up,to talking about it, even
to Janet. For that day he must be alone with his

discomfiture.*****
In the days of his youth and adversity, long

before he and the public were upon speaking terms,

Mr. George Jasper had found encouragement of

a substantial sort with Messrs. Pittman, Pitt and
Sanderson, of Ludgate Hill, which was a well-

known explanation of the fact that this brilliant

author clung in the main to a ratlier old-fashioned

firm of publishers when the dimensions of his

reputation gave him a proportionate choice. It

explained also the circumstance that Mr. Jasper's

notable critical acumen was very often at the

service of his friend, Mr. Pitt—Mr. Pittman was
dead, as at least one member of a London publish-

ing lirm is apt to be—in cases where manuscripts
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of any curiously distiiictive character from un-
known authors puzzled his perception of the truly

expedient thing to do. Mr. Arthur Rattray, of

the Illustrated Atjc, had personal access to Mr.
Pitt, and had succeeded in confusing him very
much indeed as to the probable success of a book
by an impressionistic young lady friend of his,

which he called "An Adventure in Stageland,"
and which Mr. llattray declared to have every
element of unconventional interest. Mr. Pitt dis-

trusted unconventional interest, distrusted impres-
sionistic literature, and especially distrusted books
by young lady friends. Rattray, nevertheless,

showed a suspicious indifference to its being ac-

cepted, and an irritating readiness to take it

somewhere else, and Mr. Pitt knew Rattray for a
sagacious man. And so it happened that, returning

late from a dinner where he had taken refuge in

two or three extremely indigestible dishes from
being bored entirely to extinction, George Jasper
found Elfrida's manuscript, in a neat, thick, oblong
paper parcel, waiting for him on his dressing-table.

He felt himself particularly wide awake, and he
had a consciousness that the evening had made a
very small inroad upon his capacity for saying

clever things. So he went over "An Adventure
in Stageland " at once, and in writing his opinion

of it to Mr. Pitt, which he did with some elaboration

a couple of hours later, he had all the relief of a

revenge upon a well-meaning hostess, without the

reproach of having done her the slightest harm.
It is probable that if Mr. Jasper had known that

the opinion of the firm's "reader" was to find

its way to the author, he would have expressed

himself in terms of more guarded commonplace,
for we cannot believe that he still cherished a
sufficiently lively resentment at having his hand
publicly kissed by a pretty girl to do otherwise;
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but Mr. Pitt had not thought it necessary to tell

him of this condition, which Rattray, at Elfrida's

express desire, had exacted. As it happened, no-
body can ever know precisely what he wrote except

Mr. Pitt, who has forgotten, and Mr. Arthur
Rattray, who tries to forget ; for the letter, the

morning after it was received, which was the

morning after the portrait met its fate, lay in a
little charred heap in the fireplace of Elfrida's

room when Janet Cardiff pushed the screen aside

at last and went in.

Kendal had come as he promised and told her
everything. He had not received quite the measure
of indignant sympathy he had expected, and Janet
had not laughed at the asterisks. On the other

hand, she had sent him away, with unnatural
gravity of demeanour, rather earlier than he meant
to go, and without telling him why. She thought,

as she directed the cabman to Essex Court, Fleet

Street, that she would tell him why afterwards;

and all the way there she thought of the most
explicit terms in which to inform Elfrida that her
letter had been the product of hardness of heart,

that she really felt quite different, and had come
to tell her, purely for honesty's sake, how she
did feel.

After a moment of ineffectual calling on the

other side of the screen her voice failed her, and
in dumb terror that would not be reasoned away
it seemed that she saw the outlines of the long,

still, slender figure under the bed draperies while

she still looked helplessly at a flock of wild geese

flying over Fugi Yama. Buddha smiled at her
from the table with a kind of horrid expectancy,

and the litter of papers round him in Elfrida's

handwriting mixed their familiarity with his

mockery. She had only to drag her trembling
limbs a little further to know that the room was
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pregnant with the presence of death. Some white

tube roses in a vase seemed, to make it palpable

with their fragrance. She ran wildly to the window
and drew back the curtain ; the pale sunlight

flooding in, gave a little white nimbus to a silver

ring upon the floor.

* * * * *

The fact may not be without interest that six

months afterwards "An Adventure in Stageland
"

was published by Messrs. Lash and Black, and
met with a very considerable success. Mr. Arthur
Eattray undertook its disjoosai, with the consent

of Mr. and Mrs. Leslie Bell, who insisted without

much difficulty that he should receive a percentage

of the profits for his trouble. Mr. Eattray was
also of assistance to them when, as soon as the

expense could be managed, these two middle-aged
Americans, whose grief was not less impressive

because of its twang, arrived in London to arrange
that their daughter's final resting-place should be

changed to her native land. Mr. Bell told him
in confidence that, while he hoped he was entirely

devoid of what you might call race prejudice against

the English people, it didn't seem as if he could

let anybody belonging to him lie under the British

flag for all time, and found it a comfort that

Eattray understood.

Sparta is divided in its opinion whether the

imposing red granite monument they erected in

the cemetery, with plenty of space left for the

final earthly record of Leslie and Margaret Bell,

is not too expensive, considering Mr. Bell's means,
and too conspicuous considering the circumstances.

It has hitherto occurred to nobody, however, to

doubt the appropriateness of the texts inscribed

upon it in connection with three little French
words which Elfrida, in the charmingly apologetic

letter which she lelt for her parents, commanded

iMl I
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to be put there— ** Paii fcffimc—artiste." Janet,

who once paid a visit to the place, hopes in all

seriousness that the sleeper underneath is not

aware of the combination.
Miss Kimpsey boards with the Bells now, and

her relation to them has become almost daughterly.

The three are swayed to the extent of their

capacities by what one might call a cult of Elfrida.

Her death has long ago been explained by the fact

that a grand-aunt of Mrs. Bell's suffered from
melancholia.

Mr. and Mrs. John Kendal's delightful circle

of friends say that they live an idyllic life in

Devonshire. But even in the height of some
domestic joy a silence sometimes falls between
them still. Then, I fancy, he is thinking of an
art that has slipped away from him, and she of

a loyalty she could not hold. The only person
whose equanimity is entirely undisturbed is Buddha.
In his place among the mournful Magdalcns of

Mrs. Bell's drawing-room in Sparta Buddha still

smiles.

whether the
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THE END.

I'KINTED UY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, LONDON AND liF.CCLlCS.
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I EVER. Frontispiece.
R.

I
FOXGLOVE MANOR.

ELARD.
of a Caravan. Frontisp.
OF THE MINE. Front.
LINNE.

IITE HEATHER.
iShortly.

RY Murray. Two Vols.,
IShortly.

JE SWORD. With

SLANCHOLY. With
.«d.
Anat. Post 8vo, 38. 6d .

oth extra, Ss. Od. each;
id. each.
HEDEEHSTER.

I CRUISE OF THE
rds, i28.

st Svo, iUust. bds., il8.eacb.
jYER.
/.LEXANDER IRELAND.
h extra, 78. 6d.
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life
by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth extra, In. Od.

CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLTLE ANDR. W. EMERSON, 1834 to 1878.
Edited by C. E. Norton. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown Svo. clo th, !j4i«.

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) WORKS.-Vol. I., Plays.-Vol. II.PoeTr^and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburne.—Vol. III., Translations of
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols , crown Svo, cloth, Urn, each.

CHAPPLE (J. MITCHELL). -THE MINOR CHORD: A Story of a
Prima Donna. Crown Svo, art linen , 3m. HA.

CHATTrCW. A.) AND J. JACKSON. - A TMATISE dN~WOOD
ENGRAVING. With 450 fine Illustrations. Large 4to. half-leather, 988.

CHAUCER F'CR children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis:
With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 4to, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.

CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth limp, a». 6d.

CLARE (A.).-FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS. Post 8vo, 2s. ; cl . , 2s. 6d.
CLIVE'(MRS. ARCHER), NOVELiS BY. Post Svo. il lust, boards 3». each.

PAUL FERROLL. | WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE.

CLODD (EDWARD, F.R.A.S.).-MYTHS AND DREAMS. Second
Edition, Revised. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ;i». fid.

COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY.
THE CURE OF SOULS. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.

THE RED SULTAN.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, :|m. <fd. each.

a.

I

I
THE BURDEN OF ISABEL.

COLEMAN (JOHN). WORKS BY.
PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols, Svo, cloth, 34a.
CURLY: An Actor's Story. With 21 Illusts. by J. C. Dollman. Cr. Svo.cI., In. Od.

COLERIDGE (M. E.)
Fcap. Svo, cloth, la. Od.

THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS.

COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).-THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s.

COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6a.
JONATHAN SWIFT ; A Biographical and Critical Study. Crowjn^vo.cloth^extra.^^l*

COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. ttd. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. each.

FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR.
TRANSMIGRATION. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY.

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3m. each.
SWEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. |

SWEET ft TWENTY. | FRANCES
COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 3s. Od. each

;
post Svo, illust. bds., 3a. each; cl. limp, 3a. Od. each.

ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney.
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney.
AFTER DARK. Illustration>=i by A. B. Houghton. | THE TWO DESTINIES.
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.

JUEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.
HE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R.A.,and F. A. Frasek.
MO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and A. W. Cooper.
MY MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Wilkie Collins.
ARMADALE. With Illustrat: m3 by G. H. Thomas.
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser.
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small.
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes.
MISS OR MRS.? With lUusts. by S. L. Fildbs, R.A., and Henry Woods, A.R.A.
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rbinharut.
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney.
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Sydney PIall.
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins.
THE FALLEN LEAVES. I HEART AND SCIENCE. I THE EVIL GENIUS.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. "I SAY HO." LITTLE NOVELS.
THE BLACK ROBE. | A ROGUE'S LIFE. | THE LEGACY OF CAIN.
BLIND LOVE. Vv'iih Preface by Wai.tkr Besant , and Illusts. by A. Fokestiek.

THE WOMAN IN WHITE. Popular i^dition. Medium Svo, 6d. ; cloth, 1«.
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COLHAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grins," "My
Nightgown and Slippers." &c. With Life and Frontis. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra, Ta. 6«1.

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).-EVERY INCHA SOLDIER : A Novel. Post
8vo, ilhistrated boards, tla.

CONVALESCENT COOKERY : A Family Handbook. By Catherine
Ry an. Crown 8vo, !».; cloth limp, 1m. 4t<l.

CONWA¥l^MMCirWE~D.), WORKS BY.
DBMONOLOGY AMD DEVIL-LORE. 6sllliistr.-uions. Two Vols. Rvo. rioth, 3S«.
OEOROE WABHINOTOH'B RULES OF ClVlLITy. Frap.Hv o. Jap, vellum, ^w. <»«!.

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY.
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex.. 'dm. 6i1. ; post Bvo, illust. boards, tSa.

LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, *Jm,

COOPER (EDWARD ID-GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cn 8vo, 3s. 6d.

jOORNWALL.-POiPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAKD; or, The Drolls, Trariitions, and Superstitions ot Old Cornwall. Collected
by RongRT HuwT, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Gbo.Cruikshank . Cr.Svo, c2.,7r», Od.

I55TES1V. CECIL).-TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. With 44 llTustra-
tion s by F. H. Townkewd. Post 8vo, cloth, iim, Ud,

CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), STORlES BY7
PROPHET ofthe GREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS. Post 8vo, illust.bds.,3s.; cl., 3s.G«l.
HIl YABISHED STAR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Iim. iitl,

ClELLIN (H. N.), BOOKS BY.
BOHAHCBS of the OLD SERAGLIO. 28 Illusts. by S. L. Wood. Cr. 8vo,cl.,:{s. Gil.
THE WAZAREHES ; A Drama. Crown 8vo^l m.

CRIM (MATT.).-ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, with a Frontispiece, 3b. «d^ ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'Jm.

CROKER (MRS. B. M.), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo; doTlTex^ra, 3-7«d.
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, "im, each ; cloth limp, *2m, Od. each.
PRETTY MISS NEVILLE. |

DIANA HARRINGTON.
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. PROPER PRIDE.
A FAMILY LIKENESS. | "TO LET."
MR. JERYIS. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, 15». net.

OUTCAST OF THE PEOPLE, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .1h. Qd. [Short I

v

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in T^^^~SERiis

;

The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckktt
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik-
SHANK, HiNE, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 78. 6d. each

THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tis.

CUMMING7CrP7G0M0^N)rW0RKS BY~De^i^v~o7^1. ex., 8». Od. each.
IH THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 28 illustrations.

VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo. cl., Ts. Gd.
CUSSANS^(JOHN~E.).-A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRYT wFtFln.

•tractions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c, ; 408 Woodcuts
and a Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr. 8vo. cl .3sgd7rpogt8^,lgs

DANIEL (GEORGE).-MERRrE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME.*^ With I llustrations by Robert Cruikshank. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, .'Jii*. Gd.
DAUDET (ALPHONSE).-THE EVANGEUSF; or, Port balv^tioii:

^Crown 8vo, cloth extra. ;|g. 0<l. ; post 8vo, i ll ustrated boards, tim,

eAVIDSON (HUGH COLEMAN).-MRrsAmrER'SDAUGH^TERS.
With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :in. Gd.

DAVlESTDR. N. E. YORKE-), W0MS"B~Yrc;r^o7i^:^^cT.7i«:G^^^^^
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency, and'a Dietary for its Cure.
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crowo (Jvo, '^«. ; cloth limp, -i», Gd.
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Broad Grins," "My
8vo, cl. extra, 7a. 6il.

!R : A Novel. Post

olT By CATII ER I N E

i'O Vols. 8vo. clolh, 3>*«.
jvo, Jap. vellum, *^i*. OtI.

lost Svo.illust. boards, tin.

N. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d.
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HANK. Cr. 8vo, c2., T». Od.
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DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Collected
and Edited, with Memorial-Iutroduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. li. Grosaut, D.D.
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, Itln.

DAWSON (ERASMUS, M.B.).-THE FOUNTAINOF yWtH. Crovi^
Bvo , cloth extra, :{m. Od. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'Jh.

DE GUERIN (MAURICE). THE JOURNAL 0F~ Edited by G. S.
Trebutien. With a Memoir by Saintk-Bbuvb. Translated from the 20th French
Edition by Jessie P. Frothingham. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, *2m, 4mI.

DE MAISTRE (XAVI"ER).-A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. Trans-
lated by Henry Attwbll. Post 8vo, cloth imp. !jw. tfd.

DE MILLE (JAMES).~A CASTLEIN^TIN. With a Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». tfd.

;

post 8vo, ill ustrated boards, itw.

DERBY (THE).-THE BLUE^RIBBOll OF THETURF. With Brief
Accounts of The Oaks. 3y Louis Henry Curzon. Cr. 8vo, cloth Hmp, {>. tfd.

DERWENT (LEITH)» NOVELS BY. Cr.Svo.d., 3«.tfd. ea.; post 8vo.bds..5|..ea.
OUR LADY OF TEARS.

j
CIRCE'S LOVERS.

DEWAR (T. R.).—A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. With 220
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7m. tfd.

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, tim, each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. | OLIVER TWIST.
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New BibHography.

Edited by Richarh Herne Shepherd. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tfs.
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations

by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7h. tfd.

DICTIONARIES.
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev.

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. tfd.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AMD

STORIES. By the Rev.E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography.
Seventeenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 7s. tfd.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, !!*.
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Hi orical and Explana-

tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent. A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. Od.
SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. Svo, cl., tfs. tfd.
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr.Bvo, cl., 5s.
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious;. Quaint, and Out-ot-

the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Od.

DIDEWT.—THE"PARAbOJrbF~Al3TYNG. Translated, with Notes',

by Walter Herries Pollock. With a Pretace by Henry Irving. Crown Svo,
parchment, 4». tfd.

dobson"(aust1n), works by.
THOMAS BEWICK ft HIS PUPILS. With 95 IlIusL-itions. Squat e Svo. cloth, tfs.

FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. With 4 Portraits. Crown bvo. buckram, gilt top, tfs.

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY YIOrETTES. Two Series. Cr. Svo, buckram, tfs. each.

DOBSON (W. f0-P0ETI(3AL INCJENUITIES and ECCENTRICI-
TIES. Post Svo, cloth lim p, its, tfd.

DONOVAIMD^I^kirDEfECTIVE^S^
Post Svo, illustrated boards, '^j*. each; cloth limp, V8». tfd. each.

THE HAN-HUNTER. | WANTED!
CAUGHT AT LAST!
TRACKED AND TAKEN.
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?
SUSPICION AROUSED.

A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS.
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW.
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED.
LINK BY LINK. I DARK DEEDS.
THE LONG ARM OF THE LAW. [Shortly.

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3m. tfd. each ; post hvo, boards, 'Jm, each ; cloth, t*«t. tfd. each.
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 2; Illustrations.

TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne.

DOYLE (A. C0NAN).-THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE : A Romance
of the Unromantic. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3i». tfd.
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DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with Vignette Portraits. Cr.Svo.cl. ex., «»«. per Vol.

BEN JONSON'8 WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. '1 hree Vols.

CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Vol.
MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From Gifford's Text. Edit by C o l.Cu nningham. OneVol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE : Mrs. Everard Cotes), WORKS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7ii. 6d. each.

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE : How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our-
selves. With III Illustrations by F. H. Townsend.

AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. WUh 80 Illustrations by F. H. To%vnsend.
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF A MBMSAHIB. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. (ifl. each.
A DAUGHTER OP TO-DAY. CS^nr^/j'. | VERNON'S AUNT. 47 IllnstF.hyHAi. Hurst.

DYER (T. F. THISELTON, M.A.).—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«. _

KARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota-
tions, by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6m. per Volume.

FLETCHER'S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol.
DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols.
MERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols.
SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE (E. R. PEARCE).—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and
on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrntions, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5m.

EWSONTTHEXIFE&INVENTIONSlDF 1^^^^

A. Dickson. _With 200 Illustrations by R. F. Outcalt, &c. Demyjtto.j^oth gilt, 18s.

EDWARDES~(MRS. ANNIE)rNOVELS BY.
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, il*.

ARCHIE LOYELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. Od . ; post 8vr>, illnst. boards, gs.

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).-WORDS, FACTS, AND T»HRASEST~A
Dictionary of Quaint Matters. CiOwn 8vo, cloth, 7h. fid.

EDWARDS7M.~BETHAM^ NOVELS BY.
KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '^s. ; cloth limp, tin. 6 I.

FELICIA. Post Svo, illustrated boards, *t».

EGERTON (REV. J. C.).-SUSSEX FOLK AND SUSSEX WAYS.
With Introduction by_Rev. Dr. H. Wage, and 4 IHustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., Sm.

EGgLESTON"(EgWARD)T—ROXYTANo^e^^ 8^.~riltl^t7bds:72s ".

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE : A Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C, J.
Richardson. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

EWALJMALEXrCHARLES,F.S7A.JI, WORKS BY.
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART. Count of Albany

(The Young Pretender). With a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 4id.
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown Svo, cloth, <iw.

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By
John Brownino, F.R.A.S. With rojllnsts. Twenty-fourth Thousand. Cr. Svo, Is.

WAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OFGREATMEN. By Samuel Arthur
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition,_Revised and Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

FARADAY (MiCHAEL), "WORKS"BYr"post svo, cloth extra, 4^Gd7^h.
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a juvenile

Audience. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.
ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO

EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. With Illustrations.

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
WAR; Three Essays , reprinted from " Military Manners." Cr. Svo, Ih. ; cl . 1 m. 6d.

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS EY.
THE NEW MISTRESS. Cr.Svo^, clcth_extj;a^«si^Od.; post 8vo, illcst. beards, 'in.

Crown Svo, cloth extra. :tn. i'nt. <?acb

WITNESS TO THE DEED.
| THE TiCLR LILY. | THE. WRITE YIRCIN. [Shortly.
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FIN-BEC—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Observations on the Art of
Livin>> and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, "Zr*, Od.

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING ; or, The Pyro-
fpchnist's Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 IllustrationF. Cr . 8vo. cl., «J*.

FTRST book, my. By Walter Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus-
si:r.L, Grant Allen, Hall, Caine, George R. Sims, Ruuvard Kipling, A. Conan
DovLE, M. K. Braodon, F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard, R. M. Ballantynk,
I. Zangwill, Morley Roberts, D. Christie Murray, Marie Corelli. J. K.
Jerome, John Strange Winter, Bret Harte, " Q.," Robert Buchanan, and R. L.
Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story by Jerome K. Jerome, and 185 Illastratioos.
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7 ». <»d^^

FITZGERALD (PERCY), WORKS BY.
THE WORLD BEHIND tHE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages trom Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., *2m, tfd.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4to.l9.
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tit*. iUh : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3m.

Post 8vo, iilustr?ted boards, "in, each.
BELLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY. I

NEVER FORGOTTEN. I SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET.
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings,

.

Doin'-.'S, and Writings; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., deiiiy 8vo, cloth. '2^h.
THE SAVOY OPERA. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits, '^r. 8vo, cloth, ;tH. Od.

flammarion (camille), works by.
POPULAR ASTRONOMY: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by

i,

Ellard Gore, F.R.A.S. With 3 Plates and 288 Illusts. Medium 8vo, cloth, IUh.
ANIA : A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 5h.

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETJE POEMSTchrist^ Vkt^i^
in Heaven, Christ's Victoria on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B . Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, On.

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY LUCRE. FostS^^JTust.bds., 2s.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, a*, each.
ONE BY ONE. |

A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE?
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Hh. 6<1. each.

ROPES OF SAND. Illustrated. < I JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. IShortly.

A DOG AND HIS SHADOW;
|

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, tin, each.

QUEEN COPHETUA. | OLYMPIA. | ROMANCES OF THE LAW.
ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fcap. 8vo. picture cover. In.

Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
THE LAWTON GIRL.

By Henry Van Laun.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY.
SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE.

J

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF.
Three Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 7»» 6d. each.

FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO : A Novel. Post Svo, illust. bds .2s.

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3h. «d. each.
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. J LIVES OF THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Edited by John I.ane. Published Annually. Crown Svo, cloth, I w. 6d.

f^ARDENING BOOKS. Post Svo. is. each ; cloth limp, In. Od'.'each!^ A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By George Glenny,
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tom Jerrold.

MY GARDEN WILD. By Francis G. Heath.

GARRETT (EDWARD).—THE CAPEL GIRLS:
bvo, cloth extra. 3«. ttd.; post Svo, illustrated boards, tit*.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

A Novel. Crown

GAULOT (PAUL).—THE RED SHIRTS : A Story of the Revolution.
Translated by J. A. J. de Villiers. Crown Svo, cloth, Ih. tid.

GENTLEMAN'S"ANNUXLTTHE7PubUshed Annually in November. Is".
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GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. With Stories. Articles
upon Literature, Science, and Art, and "TABLE TALK" by Sylvanus Urban.
*,* Hound Volumes for recent years kept in stock, Sw. tfd. eacn. Cases for binding. Urn,

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by ]ohn Ruskin, and 23 Steel

Plates after Geowqk Cruikshank. Square 8vo. cloth, tfw. 6d.; gilt edges, ^m. 6d.

gibbonTcharlesITnovels by7~
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. ttd. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9»» each.

ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. I THE GOLDEN SHAFT.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. J OJ^^HIGH DEGREE.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, tin, each.
THE DEAD HEART.
FOR LAGK OF GOLD.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY?
FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT.
8UEEN OF THE MEADOW.
f PASTURES GREEN.

IN LOVE AND WAR.
A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BY HEAD AND STREAM.
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FANCY FREE. I IN HONOUR BOUND.
HEART'S DELIGHT.

I
BLOOD-MONEY

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCEDI Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl.. Is. 6d.

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, ija. each.
DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. JAMES DUKE, GOSTERMONnER.
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN.

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Three Series, 2s. 6d. each.
The First Sbries contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea-

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Series: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l

Druce—Tom Cobb—H. M.S. " Pinafore "—The Sorcerer— Pirates of Penzance.
The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrantz and

Guildenstern—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore—The Yeo-
men of the Guard—The Gondoliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia.

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIO OPERAS written by W. S. Gilbert. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience

—

Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by fury. Demy Svo, cloth limp, its. 6d.
THE "GILBERT AND SULLIVAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every

Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A.
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watsow. Royal i6mo, Jap, leather, ag. 6d.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each

;
post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss. each.

THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With z Illusts.

THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. With 2 Illusts. by Hi;me Nisuet.
A FAIR COLONIST. With a Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, ci. extra, aa. 6d

.

GLENNY (G£ORGE).-A YEAR'S WORK in GARDEN and GREEN-
HOUSE: Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the
Flower, Fruit and Frame Garden . Post Svo. I n. ; cloth limp, la. <»d.

GODWIN (WILLIAM).-LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. Post
Svo. cloth limp, ila.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopaedia of
Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo, cloth gilt, Ta. 4id.

GONTAUT, MEMOIRS OF THEl)UCHESSE DE (Gouvernante l^lh^
Children of France), 1773-1836. With Photogravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., small
demy Svo, cloth extra, ila.

GOODMAN (E. J.).-THE
Svo, cloth extra, 3a . 6d .

GRAHAM (LEONARD).
-~

Fcap. Svo, picture cover, la.

FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. Crown

THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story.

/

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffbr.
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo . cloth extra. Tw. iid,

GREVILLE (HlNRY), NOVELS BY:
KIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, tfa. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, iia.

A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sn, ; post Svo, illustrated boards, Sa.
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GREENWOOD (JAMES^TWORkS BY. Cr. Svo. doth extra. 3.. «d. each.
THEJVILDS OF LONDON.

|
LOW-LIFE DEEP8.

GRIFFITH (CECIL).-CORINTHIA MARAZIONT ANovel. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 4id. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, iia.

GRUNDY (SYDNEY).-THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage in
_ the Life of a Young Man. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3<. 6d.

UABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies"). NOVELS BY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards ila. each ; cloth limp. ila. Od. each.

BRUETON'B BAYOU.
. wcwu . u.v.u limp, ^mm w
I COUNTRY LUCK.

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. PiNCUS. Crown Svo. la. ; cloth, la. 6d.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMSTBY. cr. sva, ci. ex^ «.. each.
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW. | THE SERPENT PLAT.
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to. cloth extra. Ww. "

HALL (MRS. S. C.).-SKETCHES ()F IRISH CHARACTER. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisr, Gilbert, Harvby, and
George Cruikshank. Small demy Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 4id.

HALLIDAY~(MDREW).^=^EVERY-DAY papers: Post Svo. 2s.

HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHy OF. With over 100 Facsimiles
aiul Explanatory Text. By Don Fklix de Salamanca. Post Svo. cloth limp. 'Ja. ttd.

HANKY^^PANKYr"Easy Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W. H. Crbmkr. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 4w. Qd.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS ). - PAUL WYNTER'S SACRIFICE. 2s.

HARDY (THOMAS).-UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. Crown
Hvo, cloth extra, with Portrait and 15 Illustrations, 3m. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated
boards, ila. ; cloth limp, Ja. 6«l.

HARPER (CHARLES^rjTWORKS BY. Demy Svo, cloth extra. 16a. each.
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations.

FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Record of a Summer Tramp. 105 Illusts.

HARWOOD (J. BERWICK). - THE
illustrated boards, 3a.

TENTH EARL. Post 8vo,

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square Svo, cloth extra, «a. each.
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gi Illustrations.

THE ART OF DECORATION^ With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations.

THE ART OF DRESS. With~32 Illustrations. Post Svo, la. ; cloth, la. tfd.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy Svo, cloth limp, tin, tfd.
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. '^S Illusts. (8 Coloured). Sm. 4to, cl. extra. 3a. 6d.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.).-AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington
Irving. Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell. Artemus Ward,
Mark Twain, and Bret Hart k. Third Edition. Crown Svo. cloth extra, tfa.

HAWLEY SMART. — WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3w . tfd. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, itm.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELSBY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3m. tfd. each

;
post Svo, illustrated boards. !Ja. each.

GARTH.
I
ELLICE QUENTIN. I BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAYID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. I THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.

HISS CADOONA.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, iia. each.

I
LOVE—OR A NAME.

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS- Fcap. Svo. illustrated cover, la.

HAWTHORNE (NATHANIEL).-OUR OLD HOME. Annotated with
Passages from the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures.
Two Vols., crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, ilif*,

HEATH (FRANCIS GEORG"E)r^MY GARDM~W1LD7AND~\^
I GREW THERE. Crown 8vo. cloth ex tra, gilt edges, tfa.

ilELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKSTBY. Post Svo. doth limp, Jta. tfd. each.
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS.J SOCIAL PRESSURE.
lYAN DE BIRON: A Novel. Cr. Svo, cl, e3(tra, 3a. Od. ; post 8vQ, illust, bds., 9«t
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Crown 8vo,HENDERSON (ISAAC).-AGATHA PAGE: A Novel.
cloth extra, 3ii. 6fi.

HENTY (6. A.). NOVELS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, »•!. Md. each.
8UJUB THB JUOOLER. 8 Illusts. by Stanley L. Wood. Presi:ntation Ed., Sin.

DOROTHY'S DOUBLE. f^'"Ll'^'

HERMAN (HENRY).~A LEADING LADY. Post Svo. illustrated
boardi, ll«« t cloth ex tra, tjn. 4ld.

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Mcinorial-Introductiou and Notes by the
Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. ; Steel Portrait. &c. Three Vols., crown Svo. cl. bd s.. iNw .

HERTZKA (Dp. THEODOR).— FREELAND : A Social Anticipation.
Translated by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6ii.

HESSE-WARTEGG (CHEVALIER ERNST VON).-TUNIS : The Land
and the People. With aa Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, llm. 6d.

HILL (HEADON).-ZAMBRA THE DETECTIVE. Post~8vo, illustrated
boards, tl«. ; cloth, 3a. Od.

HILL (JOHN), WORKS BY.
TREASOW-FELOHY. Po8t8vo,'iii.

f
THB COMMOH ANCESTOR. Cr. Svo, 3w.0d.

HINDLEY (CHARLES). WORKS BY.
TAYERH ANECDOTES AHD SAYIHGS: Including Reminiscences connected with

Coffee Houses. Clubs. &c. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, tin, lid.
THB LIFE AHD ADVEHTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. Svo. cloth ex.. tin. 6d.

HOEY (MRS. CASHEL).-THE LOVER'S CREED. Post 8vo, 2s.

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).-NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown Svo. is. "

HOLMES (GORDON, M.D.).-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUC-
TIOH ANt) VOICE PRESERYATIOM. Crown Svo, 1«.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY.
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon

Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp; ils. 6d.—Another Edition, post Svo. cloth, iim,

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THB
BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post Svo. half-bound, ija.

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7m, Od.

HOOD'S WHIMS AHD ODDITIES. With 85 Illusts. Post Svo, half-bound, ««.

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by W. Brunton and £. C.
Barnes. Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS ; including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author,
Portraits, Facsiniile3, and Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7», 6d.

HOOPER (MRS. GEORGE).—THE
Post Svo, illustrated boards, iln.

HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel.

HOPKINS (TIGHE).— "'TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:"
Post Svo. illustrated boards. *2».

A Novel.

HORNE (R. HENGIST).—ORION : An Epic Poem. With Photographic
Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Tw.

HUNGERFORD (MRS., Author of "Molly Bawn,"), NOVELS BY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 'im, each ; cloth limp, Sa. <ld. each.

A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. I IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL STRUGGLE.
MARVEL. I

A MODERN CIRCE.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. each.

LADY VERNER'S FLIGHT. | THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY.

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3»» tfd. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, «». each.
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON,
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post Svo, illustrated;boards,a8.
MRS. JULIET. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Ss. 6d,
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HUNT'S (LEIGH) ESSAYS: A Talb for a Chimney Corner, &c.
Edited by Edmund O r i.iKR. Fost Bvo^printe^ on laid paper and half-bd., *Ja.

HUTCHISON (W. m7)7^HI¥tS~0N COLT-BREAKlNGr With 25
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Itn. Od.

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M Pasteur's System ; Technique of
his Method, and Statistics. By Rknadd Su/or, M.B. C rown Svo, cloth extra, tfw.

IDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Profusely Illustr. 6d. Monthly.
The first Five Vols, now ready, cl. extra. Urn, each ; Cases for Binding, lN.4WI.nach,

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of fhf.m. CrownSvo^sT; cloth, Is. 6d.

INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. po^Svo, illustrated bds. a*.

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER S
MAHUAL. By ]. Trevor-Daviks. Crown Svo, I w.; cloth, Iw. Od.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR. SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by
a. Perckval Graves. Fost 8vo. cloth lim p, 8h. ltd.

JAMES (C. T. C). - A ROMANCE^OFI-HEQUEEN'S HOUNDS^" Post Svo, picture cover, In.; cloth limp, I*, tid.

Post 8vo, illustratedJAMESON (WILLIAM). -MY DEAD SELF.
boards, a». ; cloth, Jb. <td.

J." ?P (ALEX. H., LL.D.).-DRAMATIC PICTURES, SONNETS, &c.
Crown Svo , cloth extra, 3s.

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards. Mm. each.
THE DARK COLLEEN. | THE QUEEN OF CONNAUOHT.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post svo. doth limp. a*. «d. each.

NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. I THE OPEN AIR.
''* Also the Hand-made Paper Edition, crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6ii. each.

THE EULOGY OF RIGHARDJEFFERIES. By Walter Besant. With a Photo-
graph Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6«^

JENNINGS (HENRY J.), WORKS~BY.
CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9n. 6d.
LORD TENNYSON; A Biographical Sketch. Post Svo. In.; cloth, 1«. <td.

JEROME (JEROME K.), BOOKS BY.
STAGELAND. With 64 Illusts. by J. Bernard Partridge. Fcap. 410, pict, cov., In.
JOHN INGERFIELD, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and John Gulich. Fcap.

Svo, picture cover, 1m. 6d.

JERROLD(DOUGLA~S):^THOARBER'S CHAIR ; and THE HEDGE-
HOG LETTERS. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, 'im.

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post Svo, 1». each; cloth limp, l«.«d. each.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE; A Gossip about Flowers. lUnstrated.^^

JES^E (EDWARD).-SCENES AND OCCUPATldNS OF ACOUNTRY
LIFE. Post Svo, cloth limp, *2>t.

JONESl^IXrAMrF.S.A.), WORKS^Y. Cr. Svo, cl. extra. r». «d. each.
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300

Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged.
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners,

Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece.

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations.

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory,
and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunning-
ham. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6n. each.

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS~OF. Translated by Whiston.
Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars 01 the Jews." With 5a
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy Svo. half-bound, l!iw. tfd.

IfEMPT (ROBERT).—PENCIL AND PALETTE ; Chapters on Art and
**• Artists, Post Svo, cloth limp, ^n, Od,
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KERSHAW (MARK).-COLONIAL FACTS & FICTIONS : Humorous
Sketches. Host 8vo, illiiMrated boards. 'Jn. ; clotli. 'J*. 4i<l.

KEYSER (ARTHUR).-CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel
picture cover, 1«. $ cloth limp, la. ttd.

KING (R.ASHE), NOVELS BY.
A DRAWN GAME.

Crown 8vo,

Cr. 8vn, cl., •'!*«. Od. ea.
;
post 8vo, bdt,, i|H. ea.

I
«'THB WEARING OF THE GKUEN."

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '^m. racli.

PASBION'B SLAVE. | DELL UAKKY.

KNIGHT (WILLIAM, M.R.C.S., and EDWARD, L.R.C.P.)'.-THE
PATIENrS VADE MECUM: How to Get Most benetii iiotii Medical Advice
Crown Bvo, In.; cloth limp, 1<«. Oil. _

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION :7C Romance of'the'i'luri^enThCeiitury.
Kdited. with an Introduction, by the Maroukrs of Lornk. K.T. Cr ^vo. r\. ex. 0».

LAMB'STCHARLES) "complete WORKS, in Prose and Verse,
including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince Uorus." Edited, with Notes aini
Introduction, by K. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and I'acsimile of a page
of the "Essay on Roast Pig.'* Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7m. 0«l.

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, Jh.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters bv Charles Lamb, selected from bis

Letters by Percy Fitzgerat.d. Post 8vo, cloth limp, '^n. Oil.
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes

by Brander Matthews, and Stccl-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, hf.-bd., *Ji«. Htl.

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).-CITATION AND EXAMINATION
OF WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, tonchint; Deer,
stealing, xgth September. 7^82. To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER
EDMUND SPENSER with the Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1395.
Fcap. 8vo. haif-Roxburghe, ^o. 6«1.

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). - THE THOUSAND AND ONE
NIGHTS, commonly called in England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAIN-
MENTS. Translated from the Arabic, with Notes. Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole. With a
Preface by Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., demy 8vo. cloth extra, 7tt, Gd.eacb.

LARWOOD (JAC0B)7W0RKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. »r. 6d.
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 2m.

Post 8vo, cloth liuip, i|M. 6d. each.
FORENSIC ANECDOTES.

|
THEATRICAL ANECDOTES.

LEHMANN (R. C), WORKS BY. Post Svo.pict. cover, la.ea.; cloth, Is.Ud.ea.
HARRY FLUDYER AT CAMBRIDGE.
CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS: A Guide to Polite Talk.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 3s.
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited bv Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo. cloth limp, *Zm. Od.

LEFELLETIER (EDMOND).—MADAME SANS-GENE. Translated
from the French by J. A. J. de Villiers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ii. 6«l.

LEYS(JOHNy^THE LINDSAYS ; A Romance. Post 8vo,TirtiitrbdiT2s".

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY.
WITCH STORIES. I

Post Uvo, cloth limp, liu, 6d. each.
OURSELVES: Essays on Women.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. tfd.each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, tfs. each.
PATRICIA KEMBALL. I lONE. I UNDER WHICH LORD?
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. *'HY LOVE!" | SOWING THE WIND.
THE WORLD WELL LOST. I PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. '2tt, each.
THE REBEL OP THE FAMILY. I WITH A SILKEN THREAD.
THE ONE TOO MANY. Crown bvo. cloth extra, Sa. «d.
FREESHOOTING : Extracts tron; WorkVot Mrs. Linton. Post 8vo, cloth, Ss. Gd.

LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations
on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7f» 6d.

LUCY~(HENRY"w:)7^GiDE0N FLEYCE : ^^"N^l^^d:
clotl) extra, «|)*f Od, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, !«m,

Crown 8vo,
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iriONS: Humorous

Novel. Crown 8vo,

1 .; post8vo,bfl«.. ill. et.

i OF THE GKUEM."

I, L.R.C.P.).-THE
I iioin Mediciil Advice

sTlurieenth Century.
K.T. Cr. Hvo. r\. ex^On.

1 Prose and Verse,
Edited, with Notes anti

I and I'acsituile of a page
7m. Od.
and haii-bound, 'Jm.

Lamb, selected from bis

(m. till.

li Introduction and Notes
vp. 8vo, hf.-bd., 'Jw. till.

!JD~EXAMINATION
s Lucy, touching Deer-
IFERENCE OF MASTER
le State of Ireland, xsgs-

rSAND AND ONE
MIGHTS' ENTERTAIN-
trated by many hundred
Stanley Poqlb. With a
cloth extra, 7h. tid.eacb.

3r. 8vo, c1. extra, J«. 6d.
lalf-bound, itm.

[CAL ANECDOTES.
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In. ea. ; cloth, Itt.tid. ea.

A Guide to Polite Talk.

bound in buckram, 3s.
I, cloth limp, tin. Od.

GENE. Translated
th extra, 3». 6<i.

3St 8vo, illust. bds., 2S.

th limp, "slu, 6d. each.

): Essays on Women.
ted boards, tls. each.

H LORD?
I
SOWING THE WIND.

W, Hlllionaire & Miier.

iiKEN THREAD.

Post 8vo, cloth, 8g. Cd.

luinerous Illustrations

NoveU Crown 8vo,

MISS MISANTHROPE.
DONNA QUIXOTE.
THE COKET OF A SEASON.
MAID OF ATHENS.
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune.

MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY.
"*^ TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. I*.

BROKEN WINGS. With 6 lllnsis. by W. I IIknnkssv. Crown Svo, rloth extra. 6«.

McCarthy (justin. m.p.), works by.
A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, ^om the Accession of Queen Victoria to the

General Election of i88o. Four Vols, dcniy 8vo, cloth extra, I'Jm. each.— Also
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown Svo, clotli rxtra, lU. each.—And a
luniLEE Edition, with an Appendix of Kvenls to the end of ia86, in Two Vols.,
lart'n crown Svo, cloth extra, 7«. tid. each.

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown Svo. cloth extra, ti«.
—Also a CiiHAi' Popular Euition. Post Svo, cloth tiiiip, 'J«. tid.

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vo's. demy 8vo. cloth extra.

liln.each. [Vols. I. .V II. r^rf..'v.

Cr. Svo, cl. extra. .'I", tid, each: post Svo, illust. bds.. •.*•. each ; rl. limp. *J». tid.eacb.
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS.
rY ENEMY'S DA'JOHTER.
A FAIR SAXON.
LINLEY ROCHFORD.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^Im. tid. e.ich.

THE DICTATOR.
|

RED DIAMONDS.
**THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." Uy Justin McCarthv, M.P.,and Mrs. Campbell

pRAED. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, rloth extra, ti^^i

McCarthy (justin huntly), works~by.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., Kvo, VZm. each. [Vols. I. & II. readv.

AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown Hvo, Im. : rloth, Im. <id.

IRELAND SINCE THE UNION ; Irish History. i708-i8.s<3. Crown Svo, cloth, tiw.

HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems. Small Svo.koUI cloth, .'{». tid.

HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, Hm,

OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown SvoV picture cover, I*. ; cloth limp, 1«. tid.
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Im.
DOLLY: A Sketch. CrowD Svo, picture cover, la.; cloth limp. In. tid.
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, Im. ; cloth limp, Im. tid.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Talcs. With 2 Photogravures by

Stanley L. Wood. Two Vols., crown Svo, half-bound, l'j.<«.

A LONDON LEGEND. Three Vo ls., crown Svo, l.t w. net. {^Itortly,

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ilm.

EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tiM.

II

•I

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., iCmo.cl., gilt edges, in cloth

case, ijl«. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at '<. tid. each.
Vol. I. Within and Without.—Ths Hidden Life.

II. The Disciplk.—The Gospel Women.—Book of Sonnets.—Orga.^ Songs.
III. Violin Songs.—Songs of the Days and Nights.—A Book of Dr::'\M8.—

Roadside Poems.—Poems for Children.
„ IV. Parables.—Ballads.—Scotch Songs.
„V. & VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent.
„VII!. The Light Princess.—The Giant's Heart.—Shadows.

IX. Cross Purposes.—The Golden Key.—The Carasoyn.—Little Daylight.
X. Thf, Cruel Painter.—The Wow o' Rivven.—The Castle.—The Bkoken

Swords.—The Gray Wolf.—Uncle Corn elius.

POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and arranged by the
Author. 2 vols., crown Svo, buckram, IKs.

A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by Georg e MacDonald. Post Svo, cloth, <Sm.

HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, »m. tid.
PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. Bell. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, its. tid.

_ LILITH; A Romance. Crown Svo. cloth extra , tin. IS'irr'lv.

MACDONELL (AGNES).-QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. PostSvo!
illustrated boards, ijs.

macgregorIroMrtv^pasYi^s^
Popular Gaines. Post Svo. cloth limp, t^M. tid.

MACKAY (CHA~RLESrLL:D.i:^INTERLUDES AND U
or, Music at Twilight. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Oa. .
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.USTRIOUS LITER-
— UioKrapliical, Critical,

turo ot tiie lormor halt ot

o, cloth extra, tm, HA,

otb extra, 6*. each.

K. Macquoid.
ITTANY. 34 IlliiMratlona.

MAcyuoiD, and a Map.
^ACQUoin, and a Map.
Macquoid.

:h.

» with Efigs, Hats, &c.

u 8vo, cloih extra, 'In. 6<l.

ncluding full Practical

Bvo, Im. ; cloth, l«. <*<*•

Original in the British

1 in Gold and Colours, Am.

:loth limp, 'Jn. Od.
. Post bvo, cloth, 'Jn. (Id*

im.

n 8vo, cloth, O*.? post 8vo,

;UR : The Stories of

L Selection.) Edited by B.

xtra, 7«. Od. each.
and Corrected throughout
strations.

00 lllusts. by F. A. Fraser.
[llustrations.

I, illust. boards, 3n. each.

Bs. With 2:^4 Illustrations.

'S PLEASURE TRIP.)
RR. With 212 Illustrations.

ustrations.

ions.

[llusts. by E, W. Kkmhle.
>Vith 220 lllusts. by 13eard.

h.

AIN'S SKETCHES.

h.

jy Hal Hurst, &c.

1 Beard.
at ions by Louis JLokb.

ITCHES BY. "witY^
ro, cloth, ;{'.jw.

IS. Edited, with Notes
th extra, 0».

5vo, illuRt. boards, 38. each.

THE AIR.
m FIRE .

:.IAM GiFFORD. Edited
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MASTERMANTjr).^LJ.F-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. Post
Mvn, illustrated I fiariln, t|h.

MATTH EWsTllRANDER).-A^ECREtI)FTH E SEAT-^cTpost hvo,
illiistrati'il ho.ii Is, '^m. ( cjotli liin|), 'J«. Htl.

MAYHEW (HENRY).-LONDON CHARACTERS & THE HUMOROUS
SIDE OF LONDON LIFE. With lilustiation ,. Crown Hvo, cluth, Urn. (id.

MEADE (L. T.), NOVELS BY.
A SOLDIER OP FORTUNE. Crown 8vo, cloth, .'In. «d. [Shortly.
IN AN IRON GRIP. Two Vols., crown «vo. cloth. IOn. net.

MERRICK (LEONARD).-THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. Post 8vo,
illiistiat(.'d boarils. tin.

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), tlin)UKh Texas to the Kio Grando. Bv
A.^:. S\vKKT and I. Ahmoy Knox. With 2fis lllusts. Cr. Hvo, cloth extra. Tw. <id.

MIDDLEnfASS (JEAN), NOVELS BY. fom H^iiiust boaids.-<«.^ach.
TOUCH AND 00. j MR. DORILLION.

MILLER(MRS. F.FENWICK).-PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG;
or. The Hoiifc ot Life. With Illustrations. Host «vo, rlnth limp, rim. (|«l.

MILTON fJ. L.), WORKS BY. Postsvo. l«.e.ich: doth, Bn.«d.e.ich.
THE HtOIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions lor Diet, Soaps, ii.iths, &c,
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Deuiy 8vo, J*.

MINTO (WW.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. Bvo.is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Grown Svo, doth extra, .l-.ttd. each.
THE GUN-RUNNER : A Romance of Zulnland. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wood.
THE LUCK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by Stanlky L. Wood.
THE KINO'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-pase Illustrations by Stanlky L. Woou.
RENSHAW FANNING'S QUEST. Witli a Frontispiece by Stanlky. L. Wood.

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post Hvo, illustrated boards, 9m.
THATGIRL IN^LACK. Crown Bvo. cloth. Iw. Od.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
THE EPICUREAN: and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, h.^lf-bound, 9m.
PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the Mkmoiks or Loku

_ HviioN. Edited by R . H. Shkphkrd. With Portrait. Cr 8vo, cl. ex., Tw. «1.

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES'BY.
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post 8vo, illust. boards. 3m. ( doth, iln.ttd.
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET: or. The Valley of Gold. With Frontis|)iece by

F. Harnaro. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3i». ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 9«.
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, "Im.

MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Shei wood Forest. With
12 Illustrations by Stanlky L. Wood. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Hh, 4td.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3a. Wd. each ; post Bvo, illustrated boards. '2n. each.

A LIFE'S ATONEMENT.
JOSEPH'S COAT.
COALS OF FIRE.
YAL STRANGE. I HEARTS.

WAY OF THE WORLD
A MODEL FATHER.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO.
CYNIC FORTUNE.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, iim. Od. each.
TIME'S REVENGES. | A WASTED CRIME. | IN DIREST PERIL.
THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST : An Experiment in Autobio^^raphy.

Collotype Portrait and Vignette. Crown Bvo, art linen, Om.

BYTHE GATE OFTHE SEA.
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
BOB MARTIN'S Little GIRL.

With a

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
ated boards, 9m. eac
THE BISHOPS' BIBLE.

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3m. Od. each
;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 9m. each.

ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I
PAUL JONES'S ALIAS.

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. post Bvo, must, bds., 9m. ea.; cl., 9». Od. ea.

A GAME OF BLUFF. | A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

MEWBOLT (HENRY).—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. Fcap. 8v^,
*' clothboards, Is. 6d
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NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY.
"BAIL UP!" Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa.ttd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a.
DR. BERNARD ST. YIHCEHT. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ilm.

LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ii. Od.
WHERE ART BE^IHS._With 27 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, y».«d.

NORRIS (W. E.).

O'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY^ THE UNFORESEEN. I <

-ST. ANN'S : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3S. 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'i». each.

CHANCE? OR FATE?
OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS ^Y. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a«. each.

DOCTOR RAMEAU. | A LAST LOVE.
A WEIRD GIFT. Crown 8vo. cloth, ^w. <id. , post 8vo, picture boards. 3«.

OLIPHANT (MRS.). NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, a». each.
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | WHITELADIES.
THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENOLAHD.

O'REILLY (HARRINiSTON).-LlFE AMONG THE AMERICAN IN-
DIANS; Fifty Years on the Trail. 10 Illusts.by P. Frenzeny. Crown 8vo. 'An. <mI.

O'REILLY (MRS.).-PH(EBE'S~F0RTUNES7~Fost 8vo. illust. bds.. 2s.

OUIDA, NOVELS BY.
HELD IN BONDAGE.
TRICOTRIN.
STRATHMOP73.
CHANDOS.
CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S
GAGE.

UNDER TWO FLAGS.
PUCK.

I
IDALIA.

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3a. 6d. each
; post Svo, illust. bds., i2«. each

FOLLE-FARINE.
A DOG OF FLANDERS.
PASCAREL.

I
SIGNA.

TWO LITTLE WOODEN
SHOES.

IN A WINTER CITY.
ARIADNE.
FRIENDSHIP.

MOTHS.
I
PIPISTRELLO.

A VILLAGE COMMUNE.
IN MAREHMA.
BIMBL

I
SYRLIN.

WANDA.
FRESCOES. I

OTHMAR.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.
GUILDEROY. I RUFFINO.

Square Svo, cloth extra, 3m. each.
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett.
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett.
SANTA BARBARA. &c. Square Svo, cloth. Oh. ; crown Svo, clolh, Ss. <>cl. ; post

Svo, illustrated boards, Stm%

TWO OFFENDERS. Square 8vo^ cloth extra.^Jw. ; crown Svo, clolh extra, 3s. IWI.

WISDOM, WIT, AMD PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney
Morris. Post Svo, cloth extra, .Iw. Cheap Edition, illustratc-J boards, iiw. _

PAGE (H. A.), WORKSBY.
~~

' THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post Svo, cloth limp, a«. ««l.

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Sa.

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3i4. Od. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 'i*. each.

LOST SIR MASSINGBERD.
WALTER'S WORD. I ED.
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE PAINT-
BY PROXY.

I
FOR CASH ONLY.

HIGH SPIRITS.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.
A GRAPE FROM A THORN.

FROM EXILE. | HOLIDAY TASKS.
THE CANON'S WARD.
THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE.
THE WORD AND THE WILL.
THE BURNT MILLION.
SUNNY STORIES.

HUMOROUS STORIES.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIH.
BENTINCK'S TUTOR.
A PERFECT TREASURE.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
CARLYON'S YEAR. I CECIL'S TRYST.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
AT HER MERCY.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLTFFE.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, "in, each.
FOUND DEAD.
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST.
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MIRK ABBEY.
SOME PRIVATE VIEWS.
MOT WOOED, BUT WON.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REV/ARD.
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
HALVES.
FALLEN FORTUNES.
WHAT HE COST HER.
KIT: A MEMORY.
A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 'A%, Od. each.
A TRYING PATIEMT, &r. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood.
IM PERIL AND PRIVATION; Stories of Marine Adventure. With 17 Illusts.

MOTES FROM THE ''MEWS." Crown Svo, portrait cover, 1h.; cloth, la. Od.
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illustrated boards, !*.

ds, "Im.

oth extra, 3ii. Od.
I, clothjixtra, Tii. «Jd.

j'Svo, cloth, 3S. 6d»

strated boards, 2h. each.

FATE? ^_

itrated boards, *2», each.

icture boards. 3w.

rated boards, 5<«. each,

S.

lEAMERICAlTlN-
iN Y. Crown Bvo. it"' «»"•

?t 8vo, JllustTbds.. 2S.

8vo. illust.bcs.. a«. each.

ITHS. I
PIPISTRELLO.

VILLAGE COMMUNE.
MAREMMA. „,„,,„
MBL I

SYRLIK.
UN DA. ......
:ESC0ES. I

OTHMAR.
tINCESS NAPRAXINE.
IILDEROY. 1

RUFFINO.

ifoMUNoH. Garrett.

vo, cloih, 38. 0«l. ; post

n 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. <»<!•

i of OuiDA by F. Sydney
iUustratcJ boards. 3k. _

, cloth limp, 3«. ««l.

Irown 8vo. clotli extra. 5»»

sd boards, 3«. each.

I
HOLIDAY TASKS.

WARD.
THE TOWN.
TALES. ,^„„
OF MIRBRIDGB.

(D THE WILL.
ILLION.
SS.

S HARVEST,
SIDENCE.

E VIEWS.
BUT WON.
ID POUHDS REV/ARD.
HUSBANDS.

UNES.
ST HER.
RY.
THE BLOOD.
1.

LEV L. Wood.
iNTURE. With 17 Illusts.

^er, !».? cloth, l>i.«*a.
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PANDURAN6 HaVRI ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir
Bartle Frere. Crown 6vo. cloth, 3w. Od. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. Ha.

P^CAL'^^ROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crik, P.P. Post 8vo. cloth limp. '2m.

PAUL (MARGARET A.).-GENTLE AND SIMPLE. With Frontis-
piece by Helen Paterson . Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. fi<l. ; post 8vo, iilust. boards. 'Jw.

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post8vo.ci..Jl«.«d^ch!
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten lull-page Illustrations by G. Dv Maurisr.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de SocitSte, Selected by H C. Prnnkll.

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post8vo l«.each; cloth l«.«.l.each.

BEYOND THE GATES. | OLD MAID'S PARADISE.
|
BURGLARS IN PARADISE.

JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reed. Cr. 8vo, In. ; cloth, la. «d.

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY.
TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. Bvo, picture cover. Is.
LADY LOVELACE. P^st 8vo, illustrated boards, Im.

PLANCHE (J. R.;, WORKS BY.
THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and 2og Illusts. Cr. Svo.cl. 7*. ltd.
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8vo, cL.tf*.

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With N^eT^^Life
of Plutarch by J. and Wm. Langhornb. Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, tOw. 6d.

POE'S (EDGARALLAN) CHOICEWORKS, in Prci^nd^Po^try^Tntro-
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7h. 6d.

THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, tin.

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 2s.

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post svo. iiiust. hds., <i». e».

THE ROMANCE OP A STATION. | THE SOUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3m. d. each.

OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. I CHRISTINA CHARD.

PRICE (E. C), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, H*. tt«l. each

;
post Svo, illustrated borirds. ^m. each.

VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS. j MRS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards , aa.

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA : A Novel. Crown Svo. cloth extra, On.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown Svo. cloth extra, 3». «d.
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. 8vo, <iM.

FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tfs.

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth ex., IOm. <id.
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustratit ns. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Um
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numeroiis Illustrarions. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., Ok.
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORiTERS. Crown Svo, Im. 6d.

PRYCE (RICHARD).-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. Frontis-
piece by Hal Ludlow. Crown Svo , cloth, 3ii. ttd. ; post 8vo, iilust. boards., tl«.

PAMBOSSON (J.).-PGPULAR ASTRONOMY^ Witb Coloured
Plate and numerous Iilust' ation 5. Trown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. Od.

RANDOLPH ~(LIEUT.-CO « : GE0RGE7~U.S.A.).-AUNT~ABIGAIL
DYKES; A Novel. Crown T • > cloth extra, Tw. Od.

RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.;, NOVELS BY.
WEIRD STORIES. Crown Svo.^loth extra, 3»i. 0<l. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., t|».

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 'im. each.
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE.
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN

PARTY.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS.

FAIRY WATER.
HER MOTHER'S DARLING.
THE NUN'S CURSE.
IDLE TALES.

RIVES (AMELIE).—BARBARA BERING: A Sequel to "The Quick or
t)}e Dead ? " Crowo 8vo, cloth extra, '4». 6d, ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ij«.

\
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READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown bvo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3«. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illust. bds., 3h. each.

PEG WOFPINGTOH. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A,—Also a Pocket Editiom,
set in New Type, in Elzevir stvle, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, tim, 6d.—And a Cheap
Popular Edition of Peg Woffington and Christie Johnstone, the two
Stories in One Volume, medium 8vo. Od. ; cloth, Is.

CHRISTIE JOHHBTOHE. Illustrated by William Small.—Also a Pocket Edition,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, 3h. 6d.

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwei-l.—Also the Cheap
Popular Editiom, medium Svo, portrait cover, ttd. ; cloth, 1»«.

COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Helen Patrrson.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch.
LOVE MB LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keene.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keens—Also the

Elzevir Edition, with an Introduction by Walter Besant, 4 vols., post 8vo,

each with Frontispiece, cloth extra, gilt top, 14«. the set; and the Cheap
Popular Edition, medium Svo, 6d. ; cloth. Is.

HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson.
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small.
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by Geokgb Du Maurier.
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Cooper.
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Katb Craufuro.
THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, C. Green, &c.

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery.
8INGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab.
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. byE.A. Abbey, &c.

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash.
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Charles Reads.
BIBLE CHARACTERS: StudieT of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. Bvo, leatherette. Is.

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Crown Svo, with Per-
trait, buckram, ttw. ; post Svo, cloth limp. "In. ttd.

RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 7«.tfd. each.

OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations.

RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 Illusts. byC. A. Vanderhoof. &c._

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With
37 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. Post Svo, half-bound, 'in.

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY.
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Cr. Svo, cloth ex.. 3g. Od. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 3h.

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, ©8. each.
THE POETS' BIRDS. I THE POETS' BEASTS.
THE POETS AND NATURE : REPTILES, FISHES, AND INSECTS.

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post Svo, cloth limp, tin.

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the PrinciparWarriors
who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely orinterl. .'5s.

ROSENGARTEN (A.).—HANDBOOK OF ARCHITECTURAlTSTYLES.
Translated by W. Collett- Bandars. With 6^0 Illust s. Cr. Svo, cloth extra. 7n. ttcl.

ROWLEY~(HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post svo, cloth, i». «d7^h7""
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.

_ MORE PUN IANA. Profusely Illustrated.

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY

:

Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6*. each; post Svo, illust. boards, Im, each ; cloth limn, tjs. Ad. ea.
ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. I A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK.
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE <' OCEAN STAR."
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE^ I THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE.

Cr. Svo, cl. extra, .'{m. ttd. ea.
; post Svo, illust. boards, *im. ea. ; cloth limp, Is, tfd. ea.

AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. | MY SHIPMATE LOUISE.
ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA.

ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD. Post Svo, illust. boards, ^a. ; cloth limp, »«. 6d,
THE GOOD SHIP "MOHOCK." Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, lOs. net.

THE PHANTOM DEATH, &c. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo, 9*. Oa«



PICCADILLY.

), illust. bds., 3s. each.
-Also a Pocket Edition,
!r, "Im, 6«1.—And a Cheap
TIE Johnstone, the two

Also a Pocket Edition,
icr, 3h. 6d.
?iNWEi-L.—Also the Cheap
cloth, In.
Illust. Helen Paterson.
d by Matt Stretch.
. Ellen Edwards.
IT, R.A., and C. Keene.
HARLBS Keene.—Also thfl

Besant, 4 vols., post 8vo,

the set; and the Cheap

ind William Small.

ERT Barnes.
uGHES and A. W. Cooper.

. FiLDES, C. Green, &c.

Macnab.
ust. by E.A. Abbey, &c.

H.

DE.

ip. 8vo, leatherette. Is.

DB. Crown 8vo, with Por-

:loth gilt, 78. tfd. each.

ustrations.

>yC. A. Vanderhoof, &c._

jor's Edition.) With
bound, 28.

3s.
; post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s.

oth extra, 6s. each.
EASTS.
WD INSECTS.

[JEFLECflONS. With
St 8vo, cloth liinp, 3s.

the Principal Warriors
Handsomel y printed . .Iw.

rECTURAlTSTYLES.
r. 8vo, cloth extra. Tw. tid.

Ivo, cloth, 3s. 0(i. each,

llustrations.
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THE HAMMOCK.
THE « OCEAN STAR."
B OF JENNY HARLOWE.
. ; cloth limp, 38, 6d. ea.
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•

1. 1 cloth limp, 3s. 6d,
cloth, lOs. net.
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RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS.
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.

BY. ^°^^ ^^°> ^^^" ^^* ^^- • <^'-' ^'** ®*'* ^^'

GRACE BALHAIGN'S SWEETHEART.

RUSSELL (DORA).-A COUNTRY SWEETHEART.
.'is. «d.

Crown 8vo, cloth,
[Shortly.

gAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Od. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s. e.ich,

A FELLOW OP TRINITY. Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and Fiontispitce.
THE JUNIOR DEAN. | THE MASTER OP ST. BENEDICT'S.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, laTOd. each.
THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each.
TO HIS OWN MASTER. | IN THE FACE OF THE WORLD. iShortly.

ORCHARD DAMEREL.

SALA (G. A.).-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards. 2s.

SANSON.-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs
of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Od.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \i», Od. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3m. each.
GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH. [ THE TWO DREAMERS.
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .'fw. Od.

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE:), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. Od. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 38. each.

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE.
THE HIGH MILLS. {SEBASTIAN.
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. Od.

SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By
Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3«. ; cloth, 3!*. Od.

SECRET OUT, THE : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Ente7.
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." By W. H. Cremer.
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4w. Od.

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY.
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, its. Od.
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 8.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d^

SERGEANT (A.).—DR. ENDICOTT'S EXPERIMENT. 2 vols., 10s. net.

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FR()M SHAKE-
_ SPEARE. With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, 3w. Od.

SHARP "(WILLIAM). -CHILDREN OF^O^MORROW : A No^
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 08.

SHELLEY (PERCY BYSSHE), THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE
AND PROSE OF. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Herne Shepherd,
Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 38. OtI. each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.

:

Vol. I. lutrotluction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre-
spondence with Stockdale; The W.inderma Jew ; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Al.istor,

and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.
Vol. 11. Laon and Cythna ; The Cenci ; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant ; The Witch o£

Atlas; Lpipsychidion; Hellas.
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.:
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrorzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta.

tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments.
VcL II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and I'"rngnients, Edited by Mrs. SHIiLLEY.

__
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.

SHERARD (R. H.).—ROGUEST a" Novel, crown svo. jw. ; cloth, iw. fld^

SHERIDAN (GENERAL P. H.), PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF, With
Portraits »ad Facsimiles, Two Vols., demy bvo, cloth, 44ii>
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SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry. Translations, Speeches and Jokes. lo Illusts. Cr. 8vo, bf.-bound, 7s. 6d.

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SOAHDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed
on laid paper and half-bound, ffm,

SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCAHDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by
Brander Matthews. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, l'2a. 6<i.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-
ing all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown Bvo, cloth boards. 18».

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By Tacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten.
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. T«. Od.

SIMS (GEO. R.), WORKS BY. Post 8.vo,illust.bds..ils.ea;cl. limp, »a.6d.ea.
ROGUES AND VAGABOHDS.
THE RING 0' BELLS.
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS.
MARY JANE MARRIED.
TINKLETOP'S CRIME.
ZEPH: A Circus Story, Ac.

TALES OF TODAY.
DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations.

MEMOIRS OF A LANDLADY.
MY TWO WIVES.
SCENES FROM THE SHOW.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, Im. each ; cloth, Is. 6d. each.
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAOONET RECITER AND READER : being Readings and Recitations in

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by George R. Sims.
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. | DAGONET DITTIES.

SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale.
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, Od.

With Four

SKETCHLEY (ARTHUR). -A MATCH IN THE DARK. Post 8vo,
ill ustrated boards, tlm,

SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec-
dotal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Or. Od.

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS~BY.
THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra. »9. Od.
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo. cloth, Ow.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6cl.

SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters
from Count Paul Vasili to a Younc French Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, Om.

SOMERSET (LORD HENRY). - SONGS
Japanese vellum, Os.

OF ADIEU. Small 4to.

SPALDING (T. A., LL.B.).-ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY: An
Essay on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 5n.

SPErGHTlT.~W.), NOVELS"BYi
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE.
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c.
HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY-
CROFT MYSTERY.

THE GOLDEN HOOP.
BACK TO LIFE.
THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY.
BURGO'S ROMANCE.

A BARREN TITLE.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, la. Od. each.

I
WIFE OR NO WIFE?

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is.
A SECRET OF THE SEA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, »m. Od.

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry.
by Wal • R J. McRGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, Ss. Od.

STARRY" HEAVEN^7(THE) •

i6mo, cloth extra, tts. Od.

With Illustrations

A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal

STAUNTON (HOWARD).-THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS.
With an Analyiiis of the Openings. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, Hn,

STEDMAN (E. C). WORKS BY.
VICTORIAN rOBTS,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 9«. each.

i
THE POSTS OF AMERICA,
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STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE).-THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel.

3t»wn 8vo, cloth extra, 'du, Od.; post 8vo, illustrated boards. '2m.

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post8vo,ci.iimp,«fi.«d.each^
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by V/ALXhu Ckanh.
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edit2on^_With a Frontispiece by Walter Crank.

Crown 8vo, buckram, eilt top. Hm. each.
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF HEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition.
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. | UNDERWOODS; Poems. Fifth Edition.
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition
VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS.
PRINCE OTTO. Seventh Edition.
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown Uvo, buckram, gilt top, On.;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, '2».

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From New Arabian
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown Svo, cloth, Hm.

FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Or. Hyde. Second Edition.
Crown Svo, hand-made and b^own paper, 1».

THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF THE WORKS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN-
BON. 20 Vols., demy 8vo, price iCliJ IOs.net. Prospectuses and Specimens
of this Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies) mav be had from any liooksclier.

The Vols, are appearing at the rate of one a month, besinni^ng Novembor, 1804.

STODDARD (C. WARREN).-SUMMERnDRUISING~lN THE SOUTH
SEAS. Illustrated^by Wallis Mackav. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. tfd.

STORES FROMT'OMlGirNOVETlSTS."^
Alice Zimmern . Crown 8vo, clc*t> extra, 3ti. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, !<m.

STRANGFMAmJSCRIPT (A> FOUNDIN A COPPER CYLINDER.
Cr . Svo , cloth extra, with 19 Illusts. by Gilbert Gaul, 5m. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., "^i-.

STRANGE SECRETST^old by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor-
ence Marryat, &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, tim.

S^fRUTTTiOSEPH).-THT~SPORTS~AmrTCS OF THE
PEOPLE OF ENGLAND; including the Rural and L^ymestic Recreations, May
Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Tune.
Edited by Wi lliam Honb. With 140 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7m, 4id.

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels.*' Cr. Svo. cl., 7m. U«I.

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post Svo, half-bound, "Z*.

JONATHAN SWJFT: A Study. By J. Churton Collins. CrownSvo. cloth extra, Wm.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.)7WORW BY.
BELECnONB FKOM POETICAL WORKS OF A. 0.
SWINBURNE, lean. Svo. C«.

ATALANTA in CALYDOM. Crown Svo. 61.

CHASTBLARD : A Trauecly. Crown 8vo, ft.

POEMS AND BALIiADii. MRST Series. Crown
Svo or fcap. Svo, 98.

POEMS AND BALLADS. SECOND SERIES.
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo, 98.

POEMS & BALLADS. THIRD SERIES. Cr. Svo, 7l.

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown Svo, lOi. 6d.
BOTHWBLL : A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 12m. 6d.
SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown Svo. 6l.

GEORGE CHAPMAN. (.See Vol. II. of G. CHAP-
MAN'S Works.) Crown Svo, 6«.

E3SAT8 AND STUDIES. Crown Svo. 12t.

ERECHTHEU8 : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6<.

A MOTE ON CHARLOTTE BRONTB. Cr. Svo. 6i.
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown Svo, 6i.

STUDIES IN SONG. Crown Svo. 7s.

MAR7 STUART: A Tr.igedy. Crown Svo, 8l.
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Crown Svo, 91.

A OENTURT OF ROUNDELS. Small 4to, Si.

A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown Svo, 7s.

MARINO FAUERO : A Tra^'edy. Crown Svo, $.
A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown Svo. 6k.
M'SCELLANIES. Crown Svo, 12a.

LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 68.
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown Svn, 7s.
THE SISTERS; A Tragedv. Crown Svo, 6s.
ASTROPHEL, Sec. Crown Svo, 7«.

STUDIES IN PROSE AND POETRY. Crcwn Svo,
9s.

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the Picturesque, in.

Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured llliis-

trations,and Lite of the Author by J. C. Hotten. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7m, iitl,

TAINE'iThISTORY of ENGLISH LITERATURE.~~Tr^nsl^ed by
Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cl. bds., liOm,—Popular Edition,
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 13m.

TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY.
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS:

Crown 8vo, cloth, Sim. each.
A Sketch of the Lite and Conduct

of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and loo Illustrations,

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 331 Illustrations.

THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 366 Illustratioos.
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;
post bvo, '^^m. ea.

ISIE.

iLENCE. With Intro-

st 8vo, half-bound, ti«.

TURNER. With Illustra-

[1.

HE MARINES.
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xtra, 7m. ttd. each.

)RDON: Anecdotes of its

:h 42 Illustrations.

aries of Delusions, Impos-
Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations.

ated boards, tiw. each,
tOUGH'S FAMILY.
BAGUERS.
ti.

AN SENATOR.
IGATE. I MARION FAY.

ated boards, 'im, each.
ESS.

I
ANNE FURNESB.

'. Post 8vo,ilhist.jbds., its.

AT Novel. Post 8vo,

'H : A Novel. Crown

ated boards, *2fi, each.

lONDS.
[ALL GHOSTS.
h.

) THE BEAST.
D.

I
NOBLESSE OBLIGE.

NOT FAMILY .

OWEN. With Fron-
.«d.

.

Jelle's " Letters in The

cry, Fcap. 8vo, Is.

VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.).-THE SCORPION
Wtth a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^m. OcL

A Romance of Spain.

WALFORD (EDWARD, M. A.),
' ' WALFORD S COtJNTY FAMILIES OF THI

„ WORKS BY.
IE UNITED KINOOOM (1895). Confainlnjj the Dcsr-pnt,

r.irtli, Marriaire, Kducation, itc. of 12,000 Heads of I-aniilics, tlieir Heirs. (Jtt'ices, Aililrcs:.ts,
('ImI)s. &c. Royal Kvo, clotli eilt, SOl.

WAI.F0RD8 8HIU.IN0 PEERAQE (1895). Containing a List of the House of Lords. Scotch aiut
Iri^li I'riTS, A'C. 321110. clotli. la.

WALFORD S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1895). Containing a. List of tho Baronets of the Initcd
Isiiijuliini, Ili'iyraiiliical Non'i:s. Addresses, &C. 32nio, cloth, ll.

WALFORDS SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1895). Com.-iininjj .i List of tho Knights of the United
Kin^jdom, llionraphiral Notices. Add^«•s^ei, ^c. iJino, cloth, ll.

WALFORD'S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONd (1895). Containing a List of all the Members of tho
New I'arliampnt, their Addresses Cliibs, iSic. 311110, cloth. Is.

WALFORD S COMPLETE PEERAGE. BARONETAGE, KNIQHTAOE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS
(18B5) Royal .^arno. cloth, gilt cdifes^f^ [S/un'/y.

TALES OF OUR GREAT PAMILIES. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3«. 6d.

WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER ; or, The Con.
ternplative Mac's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Instructions how to Anple for a
Trout or Grayling in a clear Streai.., by Charles Cotton. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 6i Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth antique, 7n. <i(l.

WALT WHITMANT^OEMS BY^ EdiTedTwith Introdiictioni by
William M. Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr.Svo, hand-made paperand buckram. Oh.

WARD (HERBERT)^MY LIFE WITHSTANLEY'S REAR GUA
With a Map by K, S. Wellf.r. Post Svo. Bw. ; cloth, "•jSd* _

WARNER (CHARLES DUDLEY).-A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. On.

WARRANT TO EXECUTE"cHARLES L A Facsimile, with the ^
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in, by 14 in. !i».

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including
Queen Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal, ijx.

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS~BY.
THE DAFFODILS. Crown Svo, la. ; cloth. Is. 6d.
THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aaron Watson and Lillias WAssr:RMANN.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss.

WEATHER, HOW~T6~F6REfELL TH1e, WITH THE POCKET SPEC-
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Iw. ; cloth, Im. tid.

WEBBER (BYRON).—FUN, FROLIC, AND FANCY. With 43 lUus-
trations by Phil May and Charles May. Fcap. .jto ,

picture cover, In.

WESTALL (WILLIAM). - TRUST-MONEY. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, ^s. ; cloth iimp, i2s. (>d.

WHIST, HOW TO PLAY SOLO. By Abraham S. Wilks and Charles
F. Pardon. Post Svo, cloth limp, iin.

WHITE (GILBERT)T=^HE"NATURAL HISTORY"OF~SELBORNE.
Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, tin,

WILLIAMSl:wrMXTTIEUrF.R:Xs;),nr()RKS^^
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Od.
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, tin. Od.
THE CHEMISTRY OP COOKERY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, ««.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown Svo, cloth extra, iim.

A VINDICATION OP PHRENOLOGY. With Portrait and 43 Illustrations. Demy
Svo, cloth extra, Itim. <»tl.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDO

W

. Post 8vo, bds., 2s.

WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7m. 6d.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post Svo, cloth limp, 'Im. (id.
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Om.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous lUusts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., iin.

COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT IHEM. Illusts. Cr. Bvo, Is.; cl., iH.Od.
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo , cloth extrn^tiH. «»d.

WISSMANN (HERMANN VON).-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH
EQUATORIAL AFRICA. With 92 Illustrations. Demy Svo, Itio.
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atcd boards, 9a* each;

E0EIID8.
Thomson and E. Stuart

vo, boards. tJ». pach.

LH OF THE RUE CAIH.

illust. boards. 2S.

[STRONG ; or, Love
.Ocl.

iloth extra, 7m. 61I. each,

o Caricatures, Squibs, &c.

IQUE IM ART, LITBRA.
>y **"• VV - Fairholt. f.s.a.

', with 13 lUustra-
3<i. 6d.

itrated boards, tja* each.

|_CA8TAWAY.
ih Three Illustrations

extra. 3S. 6d. each,
jurth Edition, Revised,
ustrations by Jeanniot.
^ith Portrait of the Author.

Ith Portraits, Illustrations.

v| SERIES.
tment, pp. i-af.

?, 38. 6d. per Volume.

>tes. Ry jAcnn I.arwcjod.
rlitod by Ill-NRY S. l.l-.IGH.

I-.. LYNN Linton.
LYNN LINTON.
era. By R. Macoregor.
rinla. By W. H. Mai.i.ock,

By W. H. MALLOCK.
ByH. C. PENNKLL.

By H. C. Pf.NNEI.L.
Eilited by H. C. PENNRII..
and Aims. By H. A. I'Ai-E.

HUGH ROWLEY.
,
Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.

Handwriting.
By Wm. Senior.

turaliit'i Note-Book. By Dr.

)N.

ip, 3s. per Volume,
the Breakfast Table. By

.LL HOLMES.
ly Comer. By Leigh Hunt.

Selections from MALLORV.
. of Blalae Pascal.

ctioni of Bochefoncanlg.

Books in Skmk»—continued.

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, la. Oil. each.
Taken from the Enemy. By H. NuwnoLT.
A Loit Sonl. By W. L. Ai.uUN.
Dr. PalUier'i Patient. By Grant Alien.

The Old MalA'i Sweetheart. By A. St. Aubyn.
Kodeet Little Sara. By Alan St. Aubyn.
Betea Sleepere of Ipheim. M. E. Colh ripge

MY LIBRARY. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half*Rozburghe
Citation and Examination of William Slukapeare —-
By W. S. LANDOK.

The Journal of Maurice de Oucrln.

. Mil. e.yc.h.

Ohrlitie Johnstone. )iy c iiari.i^ ki ahi .

Peg Wofflngton. My charm s Ki aih:.

I'he Dramatic Eisayi of Charles Lamb.

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Postsvo.
The Essays of Ella, ity Charles Lamii.
Koblasoa Onuoe. Illustrated i>y C. ckuikshank.
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Huuu. With
85 Illustrations.

The Barber's Chair, By Douglas Jrrkolu.
OastroBomy. By BrillatSavakin.
The Bplcnreao, &c. By Thomas Moore.
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. ollier.

printed on laid paper and tif.-bd., '.In. each.
White's Natural History of Belborne.
OuUiver's Travels, *c. By Dean Swift.
Plays by Richard Brinsley siu-ridan.
Anecdotee of the OlerKV. By Jacob lakwooh.
Thomson's Seasons. niustrau><l.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table nml The
Professor at the Breakfast-Table. By (ii.ivi:i<

Wendell Holmes.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
LiBRAKT Editions of Novels,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 0«l. each.

Br F. JH. AliEiEN.
0reeB as Grass.

By «RANT AEiIiBrV.
Phillstla.

Babylon.
8trani;e Stories.
BeckrnlBg Hand.
In a^i Shades.
The Tents of Shem.
for Maimie's Sake,
Ths DsTll's Die.

This UorUl Coil.
The Oreat Taboo.
Dumaresq's Daughter.
Blood Royal.
Duchess of Powysland.
Ivan Oreet's Master-

piece.
The Scallywag.

By EDWIN li. ARNOliB.
Phra the Phmaician.
The Constable of St. Nicholas.

By AliAN ST. AVBYIV.
APellow of Trinity.
Fbe Junior Dean.
Muter of St.Benedict's.

To his Own Master
In Face of the World.
Orchard Damerel.

B' Rev. 8. BARINO OOUI^D.
I
Red Spider. | Eve.

By ROBERT BARR.
|Ia a Steamer Chair. | From Whose Bourne.

By FRANK BARRETT.
iThe Woman of the Iron Bracelets.

By '•BEIil.E.'*
Vaihti and Esther.

By W. BE8ANT & J. RIDE.
The Ten Tears' Tenant.
Ready-MoneyMortlboy.

If UtUe Girl,

lue of Mr. Lncraft
(his Bon of Vulcan.
n>e Golden Butterfly.
It Cella's Arbour.
ne Monks of Thelema.
rhe Seamy Side.

With Harp and Crown.
'Twas in Trafalgar's
Bay.

The Chaplain of tha
Fleet.

By WAE.TER BESANT.

ith extra, 3r. 6d. each.

By James Greenwood.
lESSE-W iRTEGG. 22 lllusts

esof aChviap J»3k.
Scenes. By P. Fitzgerald.
and Sayings.
an. By E. P. Kingston.
arks. By Jacob Larwood.
. By HhNRY MAYHEW.
of Executioners.
in the South Seas. By C.

ARD. lUuslratcd.

,11 Sorts and Condi
tions of Men,
Fhe Captains' Room.
01 in a Garden Fair.
[err Paulus.
'he Ivory Gate.
'be World Went Very
Well Then.

'or Faith and Freedom.
'ke Rebel Queen,
lorothy Forster.

By RORERT
hadow of the Sword.

'

. Child of Nature.
i*ir of Unne.
he Martyrdom of
Madeline.
od and the Man.
ore Me for Ever.

Vncle Jack.
Children of Qlbeon.
BeU of St. Paul's.
To Call Her Mine.
The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonene.
St. Xatherine's by tha
Tower.

Verbena OameUia Ste-
phanotis.

In Deacon's Orders.

BIICHAIVAIir.
Anaan Water.
Woman and the M^o.
The New Abelard.
Foxglove Manor.
Master of the Mine.
Red and White Heather.
Matt. I Rachel Sen*.

By IIAffil^ CAIIVE.
The Shadow of a Crime, i The Deemster.
A Bon of Hagar. |

By J. miTCHEIili CIIAPPIiE.
Tha Minor Chord.

By NACIiAREIV COBBAIV.
The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel.

mORT. dc FRAIV€EM€OliI.INM.
Transmigration. | From Midnight to Mld-
Blacksmlth * Scholar. I night.
The Village Comedy. | Tou Play me False.

By WIIiKIE C*01.IiIN!4.
Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name.
Antonina.
BasU.
Ride and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
Ily Miscellanies.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Mlu Finch.
Miss or BIrs. 1

The Frosen Deep.
The Two Destinies.
The Law and the Lady.
The Hauntet! Hotel.
The Fallen Leavbi.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
" I Say No."
Little Novels.
The Evil Genius.
The Legacy of Cain.
A Rogue's Life.
Blind Love.

The New Magdalen.

By DIJTTON COOK.
Patil Foster's Daughter.

By E. II. COOPER.
Oeoffory Hamilton.

By V. CECIIi COTEN.
Two Girls on a Barge.

By C. EOBERT CRABDOCK.
His Vanished Star.

By MATT CRIIfl.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By B. M. CROKER.
A Bird of Passage.
•ToLet '

Outcast of the People.

Diana Barrington.
Proper Pride.
A Fiimlly Likeness.
Pretty Miss NeviUe.

By WII^IilAI?! CVPI^ES.
Hearts of Gold.

By AiiPHONSE DAUBET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

By H. COI.EIVEAN BAVIU801V.
Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By ERASnUS BAWSON.
The Fountain of Youth.

By JAiUES DE Iflllil^B.
A Castle in Spain.

By J. I.EIT1I DERWENT.
Ow Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers
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Thb Piccadilly (3/6) iiovnt.i—continued.

Br DICK DONOVAN.
TrMkMl to Ooom. | Mui from ll»nch*it«r.

Bf A. CONAN DOVliE.
The Firm of Olrdletton*.

M. JRAIVNKTTK DflNC^AN.
A DaaghUr of To (Uy. | .Vomon Aunt.

By IVIr«. ANNIE EDWARDEH.
Archie Lovell.

Br O. ITIANVll.IiE FENN.
The New UlitreM. I Witneu to the Deed.
The Tiger IMy. \ The White Vlrglii.

Br PERCY
7»tel Zero.

FITZOERAE.D.

Br R. E. FRANCTF.XON.
One by One | King or KnaTe 7

A Dog and hli Shadow. I Ropei of Band.
A Real Queen. | Jack Doyle'e Daughter.

Pr«r.briitrBARTIiE FRERE.
Pandnrang Hart.

Br EDWARD OARRETT.
The Oapel Qlrli.

««r PAIJIi OAlJIiOT.
The Red Bhlrti.

Br CIIARIiEA OIBBON.
Robin Oray. I Of High Degree.
Loving a Dream. I The Tlower of the
The Oolden Shaft. j Forest.

OliANVII^IiE.
I The FoMlcker.

By E.
The Loit Helreu.
A Fair OolonUt.

By E. J. CiOODMAN.
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.

Br <^ECIIi ORIFFITII.
Corlnthla Uaraxlon.

By HVDNEY ORIJNDY.
The Dayi of hli Vanity.

Br THOMAM HARDY.
Under the Oreenwood Tree.

Br BRET
AWalfofthePlaina.
Sally Dowi.
A Ward of the Oolden
Oate.

A Sappho of Oreen
Springe.

IIARTE.
Cot. Btarbottle'e Client.
Buy.
A Prot6g6e of Jack
Hamlln'i.

Bell-Rlnger of Angel'i.
Clarence.

By JVIilAN HAIVTHOBNE.
Garth.
ElUceOnentln.'
Bebaitfan Btrome.
Dnst.
Fortone'i Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
David Polndexter'e Dis-
appearance.

The Speetre of the
Camera.

Br Sir A. HEIiPS.
Zvan de Biron.

Br I. IIENDERSON.
Agatha Page.

By O. A. IIENTY.
Si^nb the Jnggler. | Dorothy'i Doable.

Br JOHN Hllili.
The Common Anceetor.

By Mrs. HIJN«ERFORD,
I&dy Vemer'i Flight. | The Red-Houe Myttefy.

Br mrii. A1.FRED HUNT,
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned.
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet.

By R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game.
> The Wearing of the Oreen."

The Piccadilly (3/6) ttovtua—continuti
By EDiTIOND L.EPEI..L.ETIEK.
Ml tame SansOene.

By E. I^YNN I^INTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Under which Lord 7
My Love I"

lone.
Faston Oarew.

Sowing the Wind.
The Atonement ofLean
Dnndas.

The World Well Lost.
The One Too Many.

By H. W. liVCY.
Oldeon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN
A Fair Saxon.
I'lnlev Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
Oamlola.

McCarthy.
Watc^dale Ifelghbonn
My Enemy's Daughter
Red Diamonds.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Dictator.
The Comet of a Season

By «EOR«E HACDONAl^D.
Heather and Snow.

By Ij. T. niEADE.
A Soldier of Fortune.

By BERTRAM HIITFORD.
The Onn-Runner. I The King's Assegai.
The Luck of Oerard I Renshaw Fannln|i
Rtdgeley. | Quest.

By J. E. IfllJDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood.

By D. CHRISTIE IfllJRRAY
A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
A Model Father.
Time's Revenges.

By IVIIJRRAY
The Bishops' Bible.
One Traveller Returns,

ByllCIflE NISBET.
" Ball Up I

"

By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's.

By the Oate of the Bu
A Bit ofHuman Natun
First Person Singular
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World
BobMartln's Little Oir!

A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.

& HERMAN.
Paul Jones's Alias.

By a
A Weird Gift.

By
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Ohandos.
Unaer Two Flags.
Idalia.
Cecil Castlemalne'
Oage.

Trtcotrln.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders
Pascarel.
Siena.
Princess Mapraxine.
Ariadne.

. OHNET.
OIJIDA.

Two Little Tv'oodi
Shoes.

In a Winter City.
Friendship.
Moths.
Rufflno.
PlplstreUo.
A village Commvne.
Bimbl.
Wanda.
Frescoes.
Othmar.
In Maremma.
Byrlin. | Qulldero
Santa Barbara.

By MAROARET A. PAfJIi.
Oentle and Simple.

By JTAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Masslngberd.
Less Black than We're

Painted.
A Confidential Agent.
A Orape from a Thorn.
In Penland Privation.
The Mystery of Mir-

bridge.
The Canon's Ward.
Walter s Word.
By Proxy.

High BplriU.
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Olow-worm Tales.
The Talk of the Tows
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the Wi
Sunny Stories.
A Tiyiag Patient.
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VD L.BPEI'l'ETIEIt.
ma.

.YNN lilNTON.
11.

rdl
Bowing th« Wind
Tha Atonement ofLeao
Dnndu.

The World Well Loit.

The One Too lUny.

II. W. IiU€lf.

TIN McCarthy.
Wftte-dnle Helghbonn
My Bnemy'i DnnghUr
Red DUmondi.
Denr Lady Dlidnln.

The DlcUtor.
. The Oomet of » SeMoi,

RCii: jnACJDONAEiD.
DOW.

li. T. mEADE.
rtnne.

ITRAM miTFORD.
ir. The King! Aiiegai.

Oeru-d Kenthaw Fannlni
Qneit.

r. K. mUDDOCK.
and Robin Hood.

[1R18TIE MURRAY.
iment. By the date of the Be4

A Bit ofHuman Matun
Pint Penon Singular

Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World
BobMartln'sUttleOirl
A Waited Crime.
In Dlreit Peril.

& HERMAN.
Paul Jonei'i Alias.

iro.

ir.

;ei.

BRAY
llble.

I

Retnnu. I

iiuinE NISRET.

IV. E. NORRI8.

ly O. OHNET.
By OVIDA.

tge.

agi.

maine'a

dera

axlne.

Two Little Tv'oodf

Shoes.
In a Winter City.
Friendship.
Moths.
Rnfflno.
Piplstrello.
A village Commnna.
Blmbi.
Wanda.
Frescoes.
Othmar.
In Maremma.
Syrlin. I

Onildaro

Santa Barbara.

RGARET A. PAlJIi.
mpla.

JTAOTES PAYN,
Angberd. i High Spirits.

We're |
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Olow-worm Tales.

The Talk of the Town
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.

The Word and the W
Sunny Stories.

A Tiying Pationt.

1 Agent,
a a Thorn,
•rivatlon.

of Mir-

Vard.
•d.
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The Ticcadilly (3/6) UovnLS—continued,

Ry I?Ir«. CAMPBKI.Ii PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker.

|
Christina Chard.

Uj E. €. PRICE.
Valentina. | Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
The Foreigaera. j

Hjr RICHARD PRYCE.
Mlaa Mazwall'a Affeotlona.

Rr CIIARI.
It ta Never Too Late to
Mend.

The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love
Me Long.

The Cloister and the
Hearth.

Tha Oonraa of True
Love.

The Autobiography of
a Thief.

Put Yourself in Bis
Place.

A Terrible Temptation.
Tha JUt.

EH READE.
Binglaheart andDonble-

face.
Oood Stories of Men
and other Animals.

Hard Oaah.
Pag Wofflngton.
Chriatle Johnstone.
OrtSth Oaunt.
Foul Play.
Tha Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater.
A Simpleton.
A FerllouB Secret.
Readiana.

By Mr*. J. II. RlDDELIi.
Weird Stories.

Ry AMEIilE RIVKII.
Barbara Dering.

Rr F. W. ROBINSON.
Tha Hands of Justice.

Br RORA RlJIiSEIili.
A Country Sweetheart.

Ry 1¥. CliARK RVSMEI..Ti.
Ocean Tragedy. I Alone onWideWide Sea.
My Shipmato Xonlsa. | Tha Phantom Death.

Ry JOHN BAUNDERlfl.
Ouy Waterman. I The Two Dreamers.
Bound to the Wheel, j The Lion in the Path.

Ry KATHARINE AArNDERti.
Margaretand Elisabeth t Heart Salvage.
Gideon's Rock. j Sebastian.
The High Mllla. |

The Piccadilly (3/6) Hovkls—continued.

Ry II %WI,EY MMART.
Without Love or Licence.

By T. W. HPEI<.)IIT.
A Secret of the Sea.

By R. A. NTERNDAIiE.
The Afghan Knife.

Ry BERTHA TIIOMAM.
Proud Maisie. | The Violin Player.

Ry ANTHONY TR0lil40PE.
Fran Frohmann. I Mr. Scarborough's Fa
The Land-Leaguers. I mily.
The Way we Uve Now. j

Ry FRANCEM E. TROMiOPE.
Like Ships upon tha I Anna Fumoss.

Sea. I Blabel's Progress.

By IVAN TCimENIEFF, Arc*
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

Ry MARK TWAIN.
The American Claimant. I Tom Sawyer Abroad.
The£l,000,OOOBank-note. | Pndd'nhead Wilson.

Ry C. C. FRASER-TYTIiER.
Mistreu Judith.

Ry HARAII TYTIiER.
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell.
Buried Diamonds. j Blackball Ohosts.

By AI^IiEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen.

By E. A. VIZETEI.L.Y.
The Scorpion.

By .1. $1. WINTER.
A Soldier's Children.

Ry MARGARET WYNMAN.
My FlirUtlons.

Ry E. KOIiA.
The DownfalL I Dr. Pascal.
The Dream. | Money. | Lourdes.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ha. each.

Ry ARTEMU8 WARD.
Artamus Ward Complete.

By EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

By HAMIIiTON AIDE.
Oarr of Carrlyon. | Confidences.

By MARY AliRERT.
Brooke Flnchley's Daughter.

Ry Mrs. AliEXANDER.
Maid, Wife or Widow T | Valerie's Fata.

Ry ORANT AI.E.EN.
Strange Stories.
PhlUstla.
Babylon.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal OolL
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.

Blood Royal.
For Maimie's Sake.
The Tents of Shem.
The Great Taboo.
Dumaresq's Daughter.
The Duchau of fowys>
land.

Ry E. I.E8TER
Phra the Phcenldan.

ARNOIiD.

By AliAN ST.AURYN.
A Fellow of Trinity. I The Master of St. Bene-
The Junior Dean. | diet's.

Ry Rev. S. BARINQ OOUI..D.
Bed Spider. | Eve.

Ry FRANK
Fettered for Life.

Little Lady Linton.
Between Life A Death,
The Sin of Olga Zasson
Uch.

Folly Morrison.
Lieut. Barnabas

RARRETT.
Honest Davie.
A Prodigal's Progress.
Found OuUtv.
A Recoiling Veogeanca
For Love and Honour.
John Ford; and His
Helpmate.

SHEIiSliEY,
Grantley Grange.

Ry W^AI^TE
Dorothy Forster.
Children of Glbeon.
TTncle Jack.
Kerr Paulus.
All Sorts and Condi-
tions of Men.

The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
The World Went Very
Well Then.

REAUCHAMP.
R RE8ANT.
For Faith and Freedom.
To CaU Her Mine.
The Bell of St. Paul's.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
The Holy Rose.
The Ivory Gate.
St. Katherine'i by tha
Tower.

Verbena Camellia Sta-
phaaotis.

Ry W. RECANT & J. RICE.
This Son of Vulcan.
My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lncraft.
The Golden Butterfly.
By Oelia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years' Tenant.
Ready-Money Mortlboy
With Harp and Crown.
•Twas in Trafalgar's
Bay.

The Chaplain of the
Fleet.
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Two-Shillino Novels—coN/tNMf<l.

Bf AITlBROMe HIBKC'E.
Zb tha Mldat of Llf*.

Br FREDKRI4!K ROVIiE.
Oamp IfoUi.

I
CbronliUi of Maman'i

Bkvafft LIfo. I L&nd.

Bf BKGT ll/%KTR.
CkHfomiftn BtorUa. I An H«lr«ii of Red Dog.
QAbrial Oonroy. Flip.
Thfl Lack of Roaring Maruja.
C&mp. I APhyllliof thoSlcrrai.

Br IIAROliD BRVD€;KM.
V&oU Bam at Rom*.

Br ROBERT
Bhadow of tho Bword.
A Child of Maturo.
Ood and tho Man.
Iiova Mo for Ivor,
roxglovo Manor.
ThoMaitarofthoMlno

RmiAIV;%IV.
The Martyrdom of Ma-

dalluo.
Annan Wator.
The Now Abolard.
Matt.
Tho Hair of Unne.

Br IIAIili CAINE.
Tha Shadow of a Orlma. I Tho Daamater.
A Bob of Hagar. |

Br C;ommnndrr C^AIVIEROIV.
Tha Oraiia of tha " Black Prlnca."

Br Mm. I^OVETT C'AITIERON.
Dao^lvari Evar. | Jnllat'i Onardlan.

Br AUSTIN CJIiARfi.
For tho Lov* of a Laii.

Br rars. ARCHER €L.IVE.
Paul Farroll.
Why Paul Farroll Klllad hli Wlfa.

Rt MACIiAREN CORBAIV.
Tha Cora of Bonla.

Rr C. Alil^STON COIililNM.
Tha Bar Binlatar.

inORT. dE ERAlVrES €OIiL.IIV8.
Swaat Anna Pago.
Tranamigration.
From Midnight to Mid-
night.

A Fight with Fortune.

Sweet and Twenty.
Tha Village Comedy.
Ton Flay ma Falie.
Blackimlthand Scholar
Francei.

Bj IVlIiKlE COIililNS.
My MiiceUaniei.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Mill Finch.
The Fallen Leavei.
Jezebel'i Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
"ISayKol"
The Evil Oeniui.
Uttle Novell.
Legacy of Cain.
Blind Love.

Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name.
Antonlna.
Baall.
Hide and Seek.
Tha Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
MluorMn.T
The New Magdalen.
The Frosan Deep.
Tha Law wd tha Lady.
Tha Two -."eitiniai.

The Haun '* Hotel.
A Rogue'« ^u«.

By ra. J. COIiQVIIOIJN.
Every Inch a Soldier.

Bj DVTTON COOK.
Lao. I

Paul Foiter'a Daughter.

Br €. EOBERT CRABDOCK.
Tho Prophet of the Oreat Smoky Mountolni.

ByiTIATT CRIITl.
Advanturei of a Fair Rebel.

Br B. 91. CBOKEB.
Pretty Miii Nevill. I Bird of Paaiaga.
Diana Barrington. Proper Pride.
"To Lot." I A Family Ukenesi.

Br AV. CVPJLES.
Heart! of Qold.

Br AliPHONSE BAIJBET.
Tha Evangeliat ; or, Fort Salvation.

By EKAAIVIIJS DAWSON.
Tha Fountain of Youth.

Two-Shillino ttovr.x.n—continued,

Br JAITIEM DE ITIIIiliE.
A Castle in Spain.

Br J. I'EITII BERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe s Lovers.

Rr CIIARIiEM UI4?KE.\M.
Sketches bv Bos. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nlckleby.

Br BItK UONOVAN.
rrom Information

ci'lved.

Tr.a< ked to Doom.
Link by Link
Bu> (ilcion Aroused.
Dai /. Deeds.
Th'! Long Arm of

L:iW.

Ao-

the

The Man-Hunter
Tr.-vcked and Taken.
Caught at Last I

Wanted I

Who Poisoned Hatty
Duncan T

Man from Blanchester. i

A Detective's Triumphs
In the Grip of the Law.

'

Br IVIrM. ANNIE
A Point of Honour. |

Br IVI. BETIIAIVI-I<:U%VARDM.
Felicia.

I
Kitty.

Rr EDW. ECiULEMTON.
Rozy.

Br C}. ITIANVII.I.E FENN.
The New MUtrass.

Kr l>ERCV riTKfSERAIiO.

EB>WARDEM.
Archie Lovell.

Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy • five Brooks
Street

The Lady of Brantome.

and otiierr,.

Bella Donna.
Never ForgottSB.
Polly.
Fatal Zero.

Rr p. EITKCiERAliU
Strange Secrets.

.%I.»aANV DE FONRIiANQCe.
FUthyLucre.

Br B. E. FRANCIIiI<ON.
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. I King or X&ava 7
A Reu Qneea. | Romances of the Law.

Rr IIAROIiD FREDERICK.
Seth's Brother's Wifs. | The Lawton Olrl.

Prcf.br Mir BAKTI^E FUERE.
Pandurang Harl.

Br IIAIN FRISWEIil...
One of Two.

Br EDWARD OARRETT.
The Capel Qirls.

Br «;!IT<BERT OAIJL,.
A Strange Manuscftpt.

Rr CiIAKI.ES «IRRON.
lu Honour Bound.
Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Oolden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
By Mead and Stream.
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Money.

Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What wiU tha World
Say?

In Love and War.
For the Xing.
In Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.

Br WIL.TiIAIfI C3IE.BERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests. I Tha Wizard of tha
James Duke. Mountain.
Br ERNEST OE.ANViL.I.E.

Tha Lost Heiress. | The Foulcker.

Br HENRY OREVIIiliE.
A Noble Woman. | Nlkanor.

Br CECIli ORIFFITH.
Corlnthia Marazion.

Br JOHN HABBERTON.
Bruetott's Bayou. | Country Luck'

Br ANDREW HAJL£,IDAV.
Every-day Papers.

Rr liBflr DUFFus UABDY.
Paul Wyntar's BMrtflca.
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4 DB Iflllilili:*

<|| OBRWENT.
I
Clrc* • Lo»«"-

Ollwr TwUt.
,

NlcholM Htckt«by.

UONOVAIV.
n-om Information
colved.

Tra< k«d to Doom.
Link by LInli

Bufplclon Around,
Daii'. D««di.
Th:i Long Arm of

i€

tty

etc-

tht
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ilK K»\VAItDK».
I
Arthlo Lovtll.

lIAIfl-HDWABDM.
I
Kitty.

IVVIIil'E FENIV.

i iriTZ«3KRAIil>.
Second Mrt. TlUoUon.
Seventy llvo Brooke
Strcel

The Lady of Brantoine.

OEItAliD and otherr..

»E FONBliAIVQUB.

,
FBAWrililiON.

3neen Cophetna.
:ing or ttftve 7

,
Romancei of the L*w.

rO FBEDEKIilK.
Vlfe. I

The Lawton Olrl.

UAUTl^U FUl£lt£.

IN FRISWEIili.

AKD OARBETT.
LBERT OAUIi.
ic^t.

BI.E9 «IBB01¥.
lu Hononr Bonnd.
Flower of the Foreit.

The Brae» of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.

Of High Degree.

By Mead and Stream.
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Koney.

ta I
The Wliard of the

Mountain. _ _
S8T «l.ANVII^IiE.

I
The FoMlcker.

BY OBEVlIiliE.
I
Hlkanor.

IL. OBIFFITH.
Ion.

N IIABBEBTON.
I
Country Luck"

ilEW lIA£.liIBAV.

DUFFUS UABDY.
acrlflce.

World

n.
kdow.
m.

Two-Shillino ^ovklh—continued.
By TIIO.VIAM IIABBV.

Qader the Greenwood Tree.

By J. IIICBU'IC'K HABWOOD.
The Tenth Zhr'..

By JL'lilAN IIAWTIIOBIVE.
Garth.
ElUce Quentln.
Fortune Fool.
MtM OadoRTia.
lebaatlan Strome.
Duat.

Beatrix Randolph.
Love—or a Name.
David Polndrxter I Die-
apprar«n';«.

The Speotre of the
Camera,

By Nir ABTIIUB II Eli !*.'««.

Xvaa de Blron.

By IIErVBV IIEK.TIAIV.
A Leading Lady.

Ily lillAnCV llilili.
Zambra the Detective.

ByJOILN IIBIil..
Treaion Felony.

By illrM. CA Nil Eli liOEV.
The Lover I Creed.

By i^liH. «SEOBfSE HOOPER.
The Bouee of Raby.

By TI«HE HOPKIIVS.
Twixt Love and Duty.

By iVIra. HUI¥i;;ERFORn.
A Maiden all Forlorn. I A Mental Struggle.
In Durance Vile. A Modern Circe.
Marvel. I

By IVIrN. AliFBED HVIVT.
Thomlcroft'i Model. I Self Condemned.
That Other Perion. | The Leaden Caiket.

By JEAN INOEL.OW.
Fated to be Free.

By \VI?I. JAITIENOIV.
My Dead Self.

By HABRIETT JAV.
The Dark Colleen.

|
Queen of Connaught.

By ITIAKK KERNIIAW.
Colonial Fauita and Fictions.

By B. AHIIE KllVfS.
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slave
' The Wearing of the Bejl Barry.
Green." | "

By JOHN liEVM.
The Lindsays.

By E. I^YNN lilNTON.
Patricia Kemball.
The World Well Lost.
Tinder which Lord 7

Pastoa Oarew.
" My Love I

"

lone.

By llENBY
Gideon Fleyce.

By J USTIN
A Fair Saxon.
Llnley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.

IflclMRTIIV.
Camlola.
Dear Lady Dlidnln.
Waterdale Neii^hbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
The Comet of a Season.

By 1IUC;II ITIA^X'Otiii.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.

By AftNEM IVlACDONEI.Ii.
Quaker Cousins.

KATHABINE ». I?IACQVOID.
The Evil Eye. | Lost F )se.

By W. H. IVIAIiliOC^K.
A Romance of the Nine- 1 The u«w Republic,
teenth Centurr. I

The Atonement ofLeim
Dnndas.

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the
Family.

Sowing the Wind.

^V. liUCV.

Two-Shtllino UnvKLti—continued.
Ily FliORENC'E ^ARRVAT.

Open t Sesame t I A Harvest of Wild Oata.
Fighting the Air. | Written in Fire.

By J. IVIAATEB.YIAN.
Half adozen Daughters.

Ily BRANDER illATTHEWM.
A bscret of the Sea.

By liNONABB ITIERRK'K.
The Man who was Good.

By JEAN iriinniiEITIAMM.
Touch and Oo.

| Mr. DorllUon.

By lVlr«. IflOliEMWOBTH.
Hatherconrt Rectory.

By J. E. IVI|rDDO<<K.
Stories Weird and Won- 1 From the Bosom of the
derful. Deep.

The Dead Man's Secret. |

llv IflUBBAV nn«l HEB.^IAN.
One Traveller Returns, I The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones s Alias.

|

By D. rilBIMTIE IVIUBRAV.
Oynio Fortune.
A Life's Atonement.
By the Gate of the Bea
A Bit of Human Nature
First Person UinguUr.
Bob Martin's Little

Olrl.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
Val Strange.
Old Blazer s Her*.
HearU.
The Way of the World.

By HENBY IfiritBAY.
A Game of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpence.

By HUME NfMBBT.
" Ball TTp I

"

I
Dr.Bernard St.Vincent.

By AlilCE O'HANIiON.
The Unforeseen. | Chance 7 or Fate T

By OEOROEM OHNET.
Dr. Rameau. I A Weird Gift.

A Last Love.
|

By Mrs. OlilPHANT.
Whlteladies. I The Greatest Heiress la
The Primrose Path. | England.

By IVIrN. ROBEBT O'BEII.IiV.
Phoebe s Fortunes.

By OVIDA.
Held in Bondage
Strathmore.
Chandos.
IdaUa.
Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine'sOage
Tricotrln.,
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
illgna.
Princess Napraxine.
In a Wintnr City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.

Two Little Wooden
Shoes.

Moths.
Bimbi.
Pipistrello.
A Village Commune.
Wanda.
Othmar.
Frescoes.
In Maremma.
Guilderoy.
Rufllno.
Syrlin.
Santa Barbara.
Oulda's WUdom, Wit,
and Pathos.

ITI.ABCAIIET AONES PAUIi.
Gentle and Simple.

By V. Mj. PIRKIH.
Lady Lovelace.

By EDCAB A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

By ITIrM. CAlTIPBEIili PRAED.
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.

By E. V. PRK^E.
Valcntina. I Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
The Foreigners. | Gerald.

By RICHARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell's Affections.
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By JTAMEIS I*AVN.
Bontinck'B Tutor.
Marphy * Maiter.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
Cecil'a Tryat.
The Clyflards of Clyffe.

The Foster Brothers.
Fonnd Dead.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stories.
£200 Reward.
A Marine Residence.
Mirk Abbey.
By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Spirits.
Carlyon s Year.
From Exile.
For Cash Only.
Kit.
The Canon's Ward.

Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
A Perfect Treasure.
What He Cost Her.
A Confidential Agent.
Olow-worm Tales.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The Family Scapegrace.
Owendoline's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Less Black than We're
Painted.

Some Private Views.
A Orape from a Thorn.
The Mystery of Mir-
bridge.

The word and the Will.

A Prince of tho Blood.

CIIARIiE!!! RdADE.
A TerribleTemptatlon.
Foul Play.
The Wandering Heir.
Hard Cash.
Singleheart and Donble-

face.
Good Stories ofMen and
other Animals.

Peg WofBnr.'ton.
Griffith Gaunt.
A Perilous Secret.
A Simpleton.
Readlana.
A Woman-Hater.

By
It is Never Too Late to
Mend.

Christie Johnstone.
The Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in His
Place.

Love Me Little, Love
Me Long.

The oiolster and the
Hearth.

The Course of Trne
Love.

The Jilt.

The Autobiography of
a Thief.

By Mrs. J, H. RlBBEIIili
Weird Stories.
Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.
The Prince of Wales's
Garden Party.

The Uninhabited House
The Mystery in Palace
Gardens.

The N.^Ji's Carse.
Idle Tales.

By AiTIELiIS: RIVK$^.
Barbara Oerlng.

By F. IV. ROBINSOIV.
Women are Strange. | The Hands of Justice.

By JAMBS RVNCIITIAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholara.

By W. CI^ARK RVS^BTiYi.
The Romance of Jenny
Harlowe.

An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide
Sea.

Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Ham-
mock.

The Mystery of the
"Ocean Star."

OEORttB AVOVSTUS SAIiA.
fiaslight and Daylight.

By JOHinr SAUrVBERi^.
Ony Waterman. I The Lion in the Path.
The Two Dreamers. |

By KATHARINE SAVIVBERS.
Joan Merryweather.
VheHighMUls.
Heart Salvage.

Sebastian.
Margaret
beUi.

and Eliza.

By oeoroe: r. Sims.
Rogues an(l Vagabonds.
The RinfT o' Bells.

IMuy Jane's Memoirs.
M«ry Jane Married.
Tales of To-day.
Dramas of Life.

Tinkletop's Crime.
Zeph.
My Two Wives.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.

Two-Shilling Novels—continued.
By ARTHUR SKETCIlIiC:
A Match in the Dark.

By HAWliEY HITIAKT.
Without Love or Licence.

By T. ^v. si>e:i€;;ht.
The Mysteries of Heron
Dyke.

The Golden Hoop,
Hoodwinked.

By Devions Ways.
Back to Life.
The LoudwaterTra£
Burgos Romance.

By R. A. ST£RIVDAL.E.
The Afghan Knife.

By R. IiOUI$>l STEVEIVSOI
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto.

By BERTHA THOlTIAJii.
Cresslda. I The Violin-Player.
Proud Malsie.

|

By ^VALiTER TH<»RIVBUR
Tales for the Blarines. | Old Stories Retold.

T. ADOL.PHU$« TROLIiOl*
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By F. EI>EAIVOR TROTiLOl
Like Ships upon tho I Anne Furnesa.

Sea.
I Mabel s Progress.

By ANTHONY
Fran Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
John Caldigate.
The Way We Live Now,
The Land-Leaguers.

TROl^l.OPI
Tho American Sen
Mr. Scarborough
Family.

The Golden Lloi
Qranpere.

By J. T. TR01VBRID6E
Famell's Folly.

By IVAN TVROENIEFF, 6
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By rriARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip on the
Continent.

The Gilded Age.
Huckleberry Finn.
MarkTwain's Sketches.
Tom Sawyer.
A Tramp Abroad.

Stolen White Elepl
Life on the Missiae
The Prince and
Pauper.

A Yankee at the (

of King Arthur.

By €. C. FRASER-TVTIjE
Miatreas Judith.

By iHARAII TVTIiER.
The Huguenot Fan
The Blackhalt (4ho
What SbeCameTbr
Beauty and the Bi

Citoyenne Jaquelij

The Bride a Fasa.
Buried Diamonda.
St. Mungo's City.
Lady Bell.
Noblesse Oblige.
Disappeared.

By AARON IVATSON «ii
LIIil^IAM W^ASSERJHAN!^

The Marquis of Carabas.

By 1VILL.IAI?! WESTAL.I
Trust-Money.

By IVIrs. F. H. \VIIiIiIA:TI!>«0
A Child Widow.

By J. 8. IVINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Lcgenii

By H. F. WOOD.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

By liady WOOB.
Sablna.

CElilA PARKER lVOOIiL.1
Rachel Armstrong ; or, Love and Theology.

By EBIVIUNB YATES.
The Forlorn Hope. I Castaway.
Land at Last. |

OGDEN, SUALB AND CO, LIMITBD, PRINTERS, GREAT SAFFRON HILL, B.C.
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HILLING Novels—continued.
kRTIlUR SKEITC'llIiEV.
1 in the Dork.

ly HAWL.EY MITIAKT.
b Love or Licence.

By T. w. tm>E:i€;;iiT.
iteriei of Heron

len Hoop,
aked.

By Deviona Wajrs.
Back to Life.
The LoudwaterTragedy
Burgos Romance.

ly R. A. ST£RIVDAL.E.
han Knife.

R. liOUIS HTE:VE:iV!>iOIV.
abian NighU. | Prince Otto.

r BERTHA TIIOITIAJJ).
, The Vioiin-Flayer. i

[aiaio.
'

VAI/rER
[ tb9 Marines.

TIIORIVRURV.
I
Old Stories Retold.

DOL.PIIUSJ» TR0L.Ii01>E.|
1 Cut Diamond.

. EI^EAIVOR TROTiLOPC:
tips upon the I Anne Furnesa.

I Mabel's Progress.

ilVTIIONir TROf^l.OPE.
shmann. The American Senator
Fay. BIr. Scarborough's ;

the Dark. Family. '

bldigate. The Golden Lion <^

f we Live Now. Qranpere. :

d-Leaguers.
j

r J. T. TRO^VBRIDOE. j

s Folly.

[VAIV TVROEIVIEFF, Arc.
from Foreign Novelists.

By ITIARK TWAIIV. ^

are Trip on the Stolen White Elephan'
lent. Life on the Missiasipt
led Age. The Prince and tt
terry Finn. Panper.
irain's Sketches. A Yankee at the Cou:
vyer. of King Arthur,
p Abroad.

P. e. fraser-tvtijER.
9 Judith.

By iHARAII TYTr^ER.
le's Pass.
9iamouds.
go's City.

B Oblige,
ared.

The Hngnenot Family
The Blackhali C4ho.^t8

What SbeCameThrou^
Beauty and the Beaa
Citoyenne Jaqueiine.

AAROIV l¥ATSON and
LILIAN ^IVASSfiRjVIAIV^r.
rquis of Carabas.

IVILLIAI?! l¥ESTAL.Ii.
[oney.

Irs. F. II. IVII.IilAITIMON
Widow.
By J. 8. IVIIVTER.

Life.
I
Regimental Legends.

By II. F. WOOD.
isenger from Scotland Yard,
ilishman of the Rue Cain.

By liady WOOB.
[A PARKKR l^OOIiliE^
Armstrong ; or. Love and Theology.

By EBIUUNB YATFS.
lorn Hope. I Castaway.

,

>La.t. I I

GREAT SAFFRON HILL, E.G.
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