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A GIRL OF THE NORTH

CHAPTER I

THE world called it failure: he. called it
success, and the thought evolved itself into
happiness for a time.

George Archer was a man of unusual talent
and power. Hë had translated tù, Most

recent book by a celebrated Danish naturalist,
besides which he had acquired some fame as
a naturalist on his own account ; and the
small world of men, who trouble about such

things, mentioned his name with a certain
amount of respect as that of one to whom.
mysteries are revealed.

He was rich. He had travelled all over
the world. At last, wishing to go to, Canada,-
the idea of writing a book on the different
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varieties of Canadian fish came to him, with
the charm of inspiratibn, of freedom, and of
novelty.

He was singularly unpractical, and given-
to great enthusiasms.

The glamour of Canada fell upon him he
was fascinated by the long cold winter, with

its tempests and swinginZ winds, its drifting
snow, and the endless battle with the princes
and powers of the air by the spring, too,
with its force when all the brooks ran and
overflowed with the melting of the snowin

the hot sun and the glorious long, light,
glowing day's, when everything broke into
life with suddenness. After this came a

gorgeous summer, with hot vibrating days,
which brought magnificent flowers into
blossom; and then autumn with its Indian

summer and stillness-a sort of grey. stillness,
as if -the dear dead came back foý a space.
The wind died then, and there vias only
a movement of the air laden with sweetness
as it passed over blueberry barrens and lonely
stretches of black, still lakes, which possessed
the charm of the unknown, the fascination of
the forest crowded with moose and bears
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George Arche ri loved the couhtry with its

,colouring of triumph-trees, sky, and water,
all shared in the same glory.

When he'came out, he brought letters to
various people in Canada, and he collected

many important facts , for his piscatorial work
during his first summer-in the autumn he'

met Naomi Foniaine, one quarter French,
more tha'n a quarter English (her enemies

added one half Indian). 'Archer loved her
and married her.

They settled down in an old house, which
he rebuilt and made more than comfortable,

stood near an arm of the sea,'about two
miles from a town called Musquodobit, and in
the middle of woods, of salmon rivers, and
lakes.

They were happy-perfectly, àlorl«ously
happy. They made no plans for the future.

To-day was theirs; they loved it, and for
three years'theïr happiness lasted. Then
Naomi died of pneumonia, and left' him aloné

with their daughter Launa.
Mr. Archer stayed at Musquodobit, for he

had nci desire to, return, to England, his re.
lation's having - received the, news of hîs
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marriage with, certain questions-was Naomi
a native? Their idea of natives wa- s hazy,
and ran to wild orgies, cann abalism, and no

clothing. Had she any relations ? George
said she was a Roman Catholic and a
Canadian, then the letters grew fewer and
fewer. Archer did not remember his people.

H eïoved his life ; the freedom. of it enthralled
him. He fished and huntedat the same

time he pursued- the research about' bones,
which brought him m-any letters, much con-

tradiction, and labour.
- He could not bear to leave the land which
Naomi had loved, whilst dwelling there with-
out her was misery and torment, and yet he
loved it too. That land exercisés an indeà-:
cribable fascination -over impressionable folk;
its intenseness, its wild béauty and passion,
the rapid, boîling rivers full of fish, and the
quiet, still Jakes ; the grandeur of the granite
rocks, - the hills, and vast -forests of ýpine, fir,
and maple and, abovè all, the turbulent
rapture and stormy joy of the sea, crashing

against the iron-bound coast. Archer's. home_
was situated about one hundred yards from
the shore. The bay was well sheltered, and«

Pr
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two mi,fles below lay the open sea. It waà
rnear enough to be within'reach when Archer

wearied' of the calm of 'the bay ; and near
enough for them, to.hear it surge, moan, and
roar at t P mes, and to be always in sun and
storm-altogether loveable.

Launa Archer was an /ugly baby. When
her mother dieà she was a year old, and soon

becarne intelligent enough tp interesf her
father. He was often away, and-left her in
charge of her nurse Eliza, who loved her;
and the child grew from babyhood into a
sprite of mischief, always cheerful, always

laughing, often naughty, and fond of forgiv-
ing Eliza, with much kind--ness and bounteous-

ness, when she reproved her.
Mr. Archer's house, Solitude," was a

large building, with an appearance of care
and comfort. There were neighbours three
and four miles away. But he cared little
for them while Naomi lived, and less after
her, death. So Launa rew from, infancy

into childhood alone. She played -With the
dogs, and in summàr let them run among
the long grass, which was for hay, and which
their wild bound* g did not improve. How
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she loved to see them teating through it and
chasing each - other. And then she spent
days by the brook, sailin-9 boats and paddl-
ing and splashing. Many mighty fleets she

launched, which sailed away and never came
back, drifting down the current to the sea.
She playèd with the big white daisies in the

pasture, and gathered them with huge yellow
buttercups. She dab4led in the salt water,

and ran up and down the beach, while the
dogs hunted the\,kingfishers and yapped in
vain at thecrows. 'ýý It was a heavenly life for
a child-lonely netrer, solitary, perhaps, for
she had but frequent glimpses of her father,

who journeyed north, south, east, and west,
seeking many things, principally forgetful-
ness, or rather a memory that should revive
no pain,

eV'
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CHAPTER II

WHFN- Launa Archer was ten years old her
father realîsed that she must-ýe taught;-so
he went forth to seek a governess.
1 Mr. Archer had grown into a silent man,
as is often very naturally the case with men

who spend much of their lives in the woodsi,
But Launa found him, an excellent com-

panion., full of knowledge about all the beasts
of the field and fowls of the air, and able to
tell W'Onderful stories of '« Ring, the., king's
son," Nor-wegian fairy stories, and Indianý

legends. Archer found the governess pro-
blem, hard to solve. For once in hig- life he
distrusted his own incliqgtions, and asked
advice of Mrs. Butler, the wife of one of his

neighbours. She had no children, -but she
longed to be consulted about Launa, on the
principle that childless women know most
about children. Mrs. Butler disapproved of

Launa, for. she was shy, had retired under the
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table during one of Mrs. Butler's visitations,
and refused to come forth until the lady had

left, giving' as an excuse that Mrs. Butler
shook hands too much and too often.

Mrs. Butler grew voluble, and George
Archer somewhat distressed. She strongly
advised sèhool; indeed, it was, her war-cry.
School- would endow Launa with lady-like
habits. Her listener frowned. School would
give her pleasant companionship, and a
knowledge of all those things which it was
necessary for young ladies to acquire.

Is not curiosity,* the hereditary ten-
deilcy of Mother Eve strongly inherent in all-

women ?, asked Mr. Archer. Launa will
learn for herself."

'« Yes, perhaps, " vaguely murmured M rs.
Butler. " Still, if I were you I would send
her to school."' - 0

George Archer ï 1 mmediately became con-
Mous of many things he did not--want his
Launa to become or ta learn. - She would.
either be miserable at school 0 ý1slike

'«Sýlitude" -on her return thithé4l,
either

result would be disagreeable. He ;ýranted
Launa to remain natural, ; consequently he
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did not advertise for a governess. He had
an idea he might meet a suitable teacher.

Mrs. Butler told him th-at in all probability
he would marry such a parac,,Yon as he d,-
sired, and he smiled without contradicting
her.

He visited his friends at Baltimore, New
Yorki and Halifàx, which was near where he

lived, and in New York he found what he
sought. Her name was Black; she waà a

German-American. H er age was thirty,
though her face suggested forty and her

figure twenty. When she played the piano
Archer almost worshipped her talent. He
had found the long-looked-for .z.olace-in the
music he saw Naomi they were together

again.- And whenever Miss Black played he
seemed to lose himself in a heavenly dream.
If she could teach the wild"little lady at
"Solitude " to, play! Miss Black could row

and paddle ; she had read, and did read
she could walk far, and play tennis. She

w-as fiz1l, of intelligence, and her German was
good.

It seemed to the perplexed parent that the,
dày of the millennium was about to dawn
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when he went ' home with this trophy. If
the.dogs and Launa liked her then he could
dare to be content. -

Launa had never known anyone she did
not like except Mrs. Butler, who recipro-

cated the feeling. The idea of a governess
had no dreaded associations for her ; a com-
panion was her greatest desire. Eliza had
grown too fat to climb fences and to go out

in the canoè-a form of pleasure she dreaded
and detested, for Eliza could not -swim,
nor would she learn.

Miss Black - Launa christened her
Whitey "-was a success. When Mrs.

Butler heard of her she said the world would
talk, but when she saw Whitey's livid face
and weather-béaten countenance, she wanted
to know what her history was, and talked

about Mr. Archer's lonely and defenceless
situation as though he were a castle facing
north-east.

The dogs loved Miss Black; her sitting-
room was always a haven of refuge when

they were wet and tired, also when Launa had
steeplechases and Fatsey, an old dog, would
not and could not jump over a broomstick
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three feet from, the ground, then, he too,
sought sanctuary-with Wh*tey,

Whitey taught Launal music, and the child
worked earnestly, undismayèd by the

drudgery, with the hope of some -day being
able to play like her teacher,'and her reward
always came in the form of frzedom. for a

while. With Whitey, she mad many books,
stories, history, and poetry. And as Miss
Black had travelled far and wide she made
all shetaught interesting.

This odd couple were very happy together.
in the winter they snow-shoed, going for long
tramps through the woods. They were
frequently* out in stormy weather, for Miss
Black loved the wind as much as Launa did,
and the wild turmoil of snow and tempest
attracted them both. They explored the

whole surrounding country together. Miss
Black and Launa were also very fond of

wanderina to, the far away lakes-the big
black lakes with long shadows and deep
reflections-of trees and rocks-lakes whose
solitude and silence filled one with a sort of
apprehension, that whl*spered of horrors, past
or to come-the ghosts of dead braves might In



wander there as a foretaste of the happy
hunting ground. The hills were high and
steep, covered with brushwood which was

very thick, and at intervals there were rocks
and holes that made climbing perilous, but
Launa and Miss Black did not mind diffi-
culties. On one occasion Mr. Archer took

them to camp out for a week and to fish.
How they loved it! The queer smell of the

wood s'oke, the'joy of cooking in the ashes,
and the talk round the fire in the twilight
before bedtime, when the stars came out and
the moon hung half-way up in the sky, while
the firelight threw shadows all around,
makinor the white birch trees look ghostly in

the dim light, while in the distance the little
stream, rushed on to the sea.

12 A GIRL OF THE NORTH



WHEN Launa, who had a queer, passionate
temper, a horror of, restraînt of any kind,

and a great dislike to being disappointed or
thwarted, was fifteen, she was tall, and slight,

all arms and legs, with long thin fingers, and
well-shaped feet. Her skin was tanned, with
a tinge of red in her cheeks, her eyes were
bÉown, as was her hair. She could ' paddle,
and walk on snow-shoes like an Indian, her
voice had a low soft richness in it thàt
reminded Mr. Archer of a squaw-which
made him wonder whether there had beén
Indian blood in Naomi or not?

But Launa had a stronger look than her
mother, she was less of the dainty French

girl, and she possessed a greater desire to
rïsè, to achieve something, possessing a less
sublime acquiescence in fate or destiny tha
Naomi, who had been sweeter, more yiel,

ing, and fulfilling Mr. Archer's'preconcelved,
13

CHAPTER III
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primeval idea of a woman. Sometimes he
feared -for his daughter, -and -that curious
belief irr herself, which she, displayed with
a half -èxpressed idéa, that 'he *ould be
able to command fate, an early sign of her
masterful independence.

cc When 1 am big," Launa said to her
father one day, " 1 shall- write -a book about
the woods 0.and the I ndians ; no one writes
about them, or seems to know how."

Her father smilect 1
«I You must learn to keep- still."
Cc The arranging and selecting of ideas

must be difficult," she said, Il and I atways
corrie to grief ýover commas. 1 love full
stops, but Whitey says my sentences are__
jerky. It must be difficultio disguise one's

-rnood when writing books, to write when.
tiro= is tired or weary; I could not do it."

ce You will perhaps be glad to do là some
day." Then chan i th& subject, he said,-ýg1ng
I am going to the Reserve to-day, will you

come-?
What time shall we go?

«'At three," he:answered.
Launa rushed off to order tea to take with
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them, as well as some tea and sugar f.or
presents to the Indians.

Ttey drove ab t si x miles to the
Reserve. It was a de late piece of country,

and lay anlong the side of a large lake, from
which ran a little trout stream. The Indians
lived in cottages, poorly built shanties, and
they welcomed the Archers with joy. There

was an old grandmother, a terrible old person
in a red flannel bed-jacket, a very short skirt,
and a short pipe, which she smoked,%with
fervour. Her grey hair hung down on both
sides of her brown face, and she wav--è'ýd her
Igng thin fingers as she related tales of her
magic cures, for she was a doctor and made
herb decàctions for anyone -who was ailing.

She talked in a low mysterious voice.
I give him little medicine, yer know, " she

said, with a leer and- a drawl, nodding her
fu n ny -old head with an air of confidence in

her listener's understanding and belief
-'Miss Black was afraid of her, and always

felt sure that Mrs. Andrew would not be too
good to omit mixing poison with her.1nedicine,
if she considered it desirable the sick person
should not recover.
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Launa listened to the old grandmother's
stories with rapt attention, until Andrew, the

witch's husband, came to say he had lighted
a fire by the lake, and that Abram had
launched his canoe to take Launa in it àfter
tea.

Andrew and Launa caught some trout,
which they cooked. at the wood fire, and

Launa made tea. She presented Mrs. Andtew
with a large parcel, of it to that lady's joy,

though she merely grunted her thanks, and
then offéred Launa a cup out of her own tea-
pot. But as the Indians seldom, or never
empty the tea-pot (they consider à a waste

to throw away.the old leaves, and keep on
adding a fewnew ones, which they let boil
to get their full flavour), Launa knew better

than to drink it. I t was, in truth, a deadly
conc oction.

Abram pushed his canoe into the water,
and taking a paddle in one hand started with
a little run and then jumped irito the end of
the canoe, which shot out into the rniddle of
the lake. - It was a wonderful jump, and
Launa never tired of seeîng it. - 9

There is no one who can do that- as
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Abram does," she' said with admiration.
,We ils splendid, isn't he, Andrew? Abram,

Abram! " called Launa. Take me up to
the énd of the lake!

He brought the canoe in again, and -she
took her paddle and knelt in the bow. They
went off together, her firm figure, with its

graceful arm movement, erect, muscular, and
supple. Oh! the joy of those days 1 'Fhe

joy of living and of doing! The rapid, firm
strokes, and the movement!

Launa paid her visit to the opera house in
'New York, whither her father took hër with
Miss Black for a winter, and thèn her dreams
were realised. She heard the " N ibelungen-
lied," The Meistersinger," Tannhauserý
besides selections from " Parsifal she also

attended numerous concerts. Music took
the place of her out-of-door life, and she
became so absorbed in it that she only occas-

sionally missed and' regretted her former
wanderings. It was as if she had experienced

its wonderfuj poeer for -the first tîme, and
drank from a-cup of intoxicating sweetness.

She went to dances, and discovered thaû
IB
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men found her attractive, and naturally she
soon learned how to make herself agreeable.
At the same time she realised that most men
love a woman for .0 her bodily charm.

Men are very qnimalish, Whitey," -said
Launa one day, after having made a success-
ful appearance ai an evenîng reception. -

Miss B ' lack gasped. She"had ignored the
existence of men as lovers, except in history
and in books, while teaching Launa.

All men are not alike, " she said vaguely.
N ol of course not. Fathcjý'is perfect.

Few men are like him."
Wh-en they retur-ned to "Solitude," Launa

worked with renewed ardour, and- practised
witli joy-she wanted to play well. She

read all sorts of books, and after a coýirse of
lectures on Greek literature, she turne ith

-avidity to Plato, to Epictetus. Of Ger an
books she read many ; io Miss Blacles regret
she had outgrown Marlitt.- For a woman
who could do things, who 4id not fear storm.
or rain, Miss Black was singularly afraid of
the knowledge of good and evil. Evil

belonged especially to, the poor an d low,,-and
to men, who gave it up when they put on
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dress-clothes, and were in the society of
ladies-the humanising influence of ladies!
A dress suit was the veneer that completely
covered the brute-beast in a man.

About this time Launa turned affectionately
to hér father. She found him sympathetic,
for he understood her, and he never gasped.

"You remind me of your mother," he
said one day to her. %

"-Tell me, about her," she said, flushing
withýpleasure.

'I' She was verygWëèt-- how can I tell you?
I loved her; ha-If of Me, the best, the happy
half died with her 0 it was as if I -were killed.

And we weré so happy.
It was terrible," said Launa. Lifeg

father, seems sometimes to be horribly,
terribly sad." She said this with the air of

one who has made a ne-w discovery, and it
amused her father.

" Why is it ?; she asked.
" I do not know."
1' And what is the good ?
He did not answer.

It dawrred upon the stnall world round
Solitude that Launa was attract D ve, and

î

jet
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so, thti inhabitants carne to, visit and -to

criticise. They all went to Quebec, and

they stayed several nights at différent

houses, where she enjoyed herself, and where

she was admired-especially at one of the

balls she attended.
Among all the men she met, English as

well as Canadian, for there was a garrison in

Halifax, a man named Paul Harvey in-

terested her most. He was a Canadian,-
who pos ' sessed' a place about twenty miles

from «'Solýtude." He was tall and dark.
H-is skin was tanned from. the out-of-door

life he led; he had a peculiarly high foreý-
head, and high cheek bones- and his body

had the lithe look common to men who
spend their lives in doing, and who are nevér
troubled with superfluous flesh. His keen
eyes glanced into one's inner consciousness,
and seerned hard ' until he smiled. He

walked with the, Indian- stride, which is quick
and quiet. Of course he could ride,* a'nd he
had the strong capable hands of a man who
has been brought up to do things, and who
could do thern well. Paul Harvey and Launa

9- becarne firm, friends, for th'soon ey understood

Nom Mmoi MOM mm

20
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each other. They loved the same things; the
witchery of thb woods, of the canoe, and of
the séa-was real and tangible to thèm both,
and he loved music, as did she. In the long
spring days they often met, and he was full of
admiration for this girl, who was so strong
and so féarless.

George Archer fre4uently ihvited Paul to
Solitude," without the least idea of . en-

couraging any feeling on Paul's parî" for
Launa whoL-ý--j*n her father's eyes was still a

child; that any man should think of her as a
possible wife never occurred to him, but
then Archer's idea of a wife (the other' man's

wife) was a submissive woman, and Launa
was not that.

One day in May Mr' Archer had gone to
Chezettcook to fish, and Launa was anxîous

to pay him a visit. Paul expressed himself
desiroù's of driving her down to the river
which her father owned.

So -the two left " Solittide at two o'clock
.on a still day, very sultry âd hot ; a haze Leî
lay thïCk over the land, and the sun shone
red -with a lurid glare, for the haze was the
smoke of fires iri the woods.
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They drove along very rapidly, not talking
much, though occasionally Paul would look

at her and she at him, and they smiled with
a sense of well-being and.mutual bliss.

Il I think," said Paul at lasi, Il tat 'the
Bible makes a mistake-when it says, 'Godli-

ness with contentment is great gain'; it
should be love."
"Oh, Paul," shè exclaimed. "The smoke!

it is getting so thick."
Paul was holding hi§ head down.
Il Shall we turn back ? The fire is crossing

the road in front of us. I am afraid we can)t
get through it."

He turnêd his horse quickly
Launa, it seems as if it were cutting us

Off. 7) ý

They were in a winding roadp>a crosscut.
He started Micmac a"t a gallop. If the fire

were before theîn! There was a long hill to
climb.

The trap- swayed and jolted, for the road
was bad. ' They were tearing along; the
wind was behindthem, and they could hear
thý crackle which was geting nearer, rising
to a hideous roarl,/' A river crossed 'the road.
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below the hill-had they time to get to
it ?

Paul wrapped the rug round his companion,
put it over her head, and covered her mouth.,

Keep it tightl" he exclaimed, "and sit

Then he began to use his whip, having
tied his - own handkerchief over his mouth.
M icmac was going more slowly in spite of
the whip; it seemed as if he were terrified
and paralysed by the pursuing fie n*d.

You are not afra 4" said Paul with diffi-
culty, through his handkerchief

No,"-gasped Launa, il not with you.»

He put his hand on her shoulder.,
Keep, youÉ mouth well covered the fire

is befofe us. We must go through it.'
On, on they tore; the smoke almost

choked her. It was so terribly -thick that-
Paul could not see Micmac, though his eyes

burnt, and he kept them open with difficulty.
Then the flames ran up a dead pine tree in

front of him, and shed a lurid light through
the smoke. The heat was intense; he shut

his smarting eyes, and trusted Micmac woulcl
keep the roadl,
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Oh, if the bridge-a wooden bridge-
were not down Were not down re-
peated itself Were not down

They were in the midst of the fire now;
the roaring was tremendous, and the trees
were flaming and crackling on all sides.

Paul covered his eyes with one hand, and
Used the whip with the Ôther. It was like

the finish of a race, a race for lifey down the
hill at a gallop. But the bridge ? it had
already caught, and the wood was smoking,
when Micmac stopped with a jerk, and Paul
jumped out and took hold of him.

You must, old boy, you must," he mur-
mured. Once over we -are pretty- safé.
Good horse, good horse!

The trembling Micmac refused again ý; the
bridgewas hot, and frightened him. Then

he went at it with a rush, with. Paul still-,
at his head, half-running, half,dragged by
the horse. The river was wide, and the

wind was from the north, blowing the fire
down on them over the road, but not across

the stream in the direction in which they
were going.

Paul got into the trap quickly; and Micrnac
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galloped on and on and on until, though
the smoke was still thick, they were safe.

./At last Paul pulled up, and looked back.
The roàd along which they had come was
a sheet of flame, and he shuddered as he
thought of what might have happened.

There were so many pine trees to burn,
and to fall burning, while the side of the
river on which they were was covered with
alder bushes and rocks, and the wind, too,
was blowing that way,

Now!" he gasped hoarsely, for his throat
was dry and parcheâ. Now 1

And Launa threW off her rug. Paul was
black, his face, was flaming and smutty, his
cap had blown off, and his hair stood on end.

Her rug was singed. Micmac had a burn,
where a piece of wood had fallen on him, and

he was trembling when Launa got out and
patted him, talking while she did it.

My darling,-" -,murmured Paul, going up
to her, Il you are safe - you behaved like an

angel."
He looked at bis-hands and did not touch

her.
«'So did -Micriiac. Look at him, and you
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-you are burnt, your hands are sore Oh,

-J am so sorry! Do, do drive bàck to
Solitude,' and-and

Yes ?
Oh, drive back! " ýhe said.

They took a short cut across a half made
road, and so got behind the fire. Paul

talked very little, and she not at all, though
she heard "My da'rling" over and over

again, and wondered.
Paul stayed at 1' Solitude," and after dinner

Launa, Whitey, and he sat on the veranda
and watched the fire, still burning in the
distance. The whole sky was in a blaze, but
luckily the wind was dying down. They

could see the flames running front tree -to
tree ; they could hear the roar, but they were
quite safe, for the water-was between them-.
In the dark, Paul silently, secretly took her
hand, and they talked to Miss Black of the
annual .regatta, and of 'Canadian ferns. A

few stars blazed h*g4 up in the sky, the
others were dimmed by the lurid glo and

the aspen tree quivered in the dying'Ireeze,
while the waves of the. incom*ng' tide tapped

the boats gently below.



A GIRL OF THE NORTH 27

Launa felt in that state of happiness, which
says, " Last, last, last."

The annual regatta came off that year in
july. Everyone knows the St. Aspenquid

Regatta. There were the usual boat races,
and excitemènts and innocent fooleries ; but
the best of all was the canoe race for the
championship of Canada. Paul Harvey had

entered for it with his friend jack Howston.
Before the start they both came to the

steam launch, from which Launa was viewing
the races. Harvey, with his strong half-
brown, half-white arms bare above his
elbows, lookg!d like work. After a word or
two with Launa, as she leaned down to him,

they paddled away to the start. She heard
the pistol shot and the hoarse murmur of the

crôwd, proclaiming the race had bçgun
Far.uway in the distance the brown canoes

could be seen; Launa watched breathlessly
as they came nearer. The paddles " flashèd
in the, sun and on the "gleaming dancing

water. To Launa, the long, strong, slow-
strokes with the absence of haste was

maddening; she stood, not daring to move,



28 A GIRL OF THE NORTH

watching the white forms as they came

nearer, nearer, the iron muscles in each man
showing up as he paddled on and on,. Paul's
canoe was third in the contest.

ci Third," announced Launa. Her voice
sounded level, she was just able to hide her

apprehension lest he might fail, and her
longi.g for his success, which, nevertheless,

made her de'sirous of buryingher, face in her
hands until the race was over. Her hostess,
Mrs. Montmoren"cy, stood near her, serene,
alert, and slight, enjoying her successful
party with a little interest in the races, and a

little curiosity as to Launa's attitude towards'
Paul H arvey. 0

The men ahead were doing their utmost
in the second canoe, too, t hýey were working
hard ; but the men in the dark ca*noe seemed
to be dead, dull-whàt was îf? 0

The Crow£t-àhouted--" t.. John, St. John!
fdr the canoe'owned by that town was in

front. Disappointmoent was in the cry. But
suddenly'the third canoe gave a spring; it'
shot forward with a leap', and a bound, and a

swirl through the water, and then on and on.
The two men were working, straining. They



passed the second canoe, and the finish was
near ; the strong sinews under the arms of
the two men showed up clearly. Had they
waited too long? On they crept, and
at last with a final, splendid rush-oh, the
ease of it, the seeming lack of effort-the

brown canoe shot ahead of the other. They
hald won, won. Amid shrieks, cheers,' and

waving of handkerchiefs the heroes, the
winners paddled away to change.

Launa had been on the verge of tears,
caused by excitement, féar, apprehension,
and heaven knows what besides. She was

unable to, drink her tea because of a lump in
her throat. Paul paddléd-alone over to her,

and climbed on board the Lethe.
«'You've won," she said. I am verygjad." ---------------

"And so 1--giad. 1 am more than
glad. It means good luck; it means 1 shall
win my heart's desire; it means-" he almost
said Il You.

Launa dîd not answer; she gave him hèr
hand as if they had met for the first time,
and he held it longer than a man does when
sayingy, Il How do you do? It was like an
involuntary childish caress.

A GIRL OF THE NORTH - 20
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He stayed with her 'Until it was -time for
the sýngle canoe race, or which he was act-

iling ùm * re. She was s eet, with a delight-
ful une5pectedness whic'h fascinated him, asr 

wS. lithe-did her varying good looks, her firm,
body.

" 1 wish they had a ladies' canoe race," he
said. You would enter for it, would you

not ?
cc Oh yes.
cg They will certainly have one next year,

and you" will win."
Launalaughed.

1 must go," he said with regret. But
I shall soon come back."

We shall leave soon now," said Mrs.
Montmorency. Will you come and dine at

Paradise to-morrow, Paul ? We are going
over there, and shall drive home by moon-

light. Perhaps you will come and meet
us?

" Thank -You, " he replied. I will."
Then he . got into his canoe, and Launa

watched him paddle away with slow strokes
-ýegretfu1 strokes they seemed to her. His
paddling was so unlike that of the other men,
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so strong, anýe his body swayed toq the'
motion. Mrs. Montmorency brought up a
Mr. Evans and introduced him to Launa.
He was a young Englishman, with a respect
for the institutions of his country, a love for
his dinner, and for pretty women.

He began by asking whether Launa con-
sidered Miss M - ontmore y pretty, and
whether she liked Wagner. His theories
were that a man can tell a woman's character
most quickly from her ideas on the subject of
other women, as well as from the music she

affects.
Near them, sai Mr. Archer and the hostess

talking. Launa heard a word,, here and there
as she listened to Mr. Evans' agreeable re-

marký', and then she heard her father-say:
Harvey îs a fool or worse; The Indians

*11 ot stand it. Peter j oe came to ' e
about it; he says he would kill, him,

only that he is sure he would be hanged
for it.

You think they will -take s-ome quiet
revenge, said Mrs. Montmorency, "and

more deadly.
Yes, I do."
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In their mind a child constitutes mar-
riage ?

Il If its father does not want to marry any-

one el'e," he answered. Il They will -bel,
satisfied if he lets things alone, but he won't.-"

He does want to marry ? "
I think so. Money will considerably

improve his house, and pay off some of the
mortgages; he will, I expect, take a wife
with m'ney."

It is terrible, and such a pity. I always
liked Mr. Harvey for his mother's sake, and
I have ever made him welcome."

I advised him to marry her-the squaw,"
said Mr. Archer. I t will finish him socially,
but In other ways it will make a man of him.
Harvey is

Here they wàlked away to the bow of the
Lethe, and Launa% companion talked on and

she answered him.
She impressed him with Irer interest, her

of beîng fascinated by him, and ali the
ile she was in torment. Harvey had held

her hand 1 She took off her pale tan suede

'Y' glove and thréw it into the water. It burnt
her; her hands felt hot.
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Her quick action puzzled Mr. Evans.
".Miss Archer, your glove! Is it a

challenge? Do you mean me to go after it?"
" No, no," she answered. " I hate it; I

do not waht, it. Oh, we are going."
The Lethe had steam. up, and was puffing

and moving slowly.
it I am so glad. It is very hot. How

cool the air is."
They passéd Paul in his canoe. He

waved his hand to Launa, who was staring
into the wat"nd appeared absorbed in the
depths or in her companion. 1
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CHAPTER IV

THAT night Launa could, not sleep. She
was so angry with Paul Harvey and with
herself; she loathed herself. Her ideas of
men and their passions were those of a young
girl, to whom passion is unknown, to whom
men appear as gods. She con'sidered a man
must love a woman by whom he has a child.
Love lovel Paul was the father of a
squaws child-of a squaw's child ; it reiter-
ated in her brain until she almost writhed
with. anguish. She had thought of him

1wea1ways her own. The shame of it! And
worse than shame, the pain, because she

would have to, give him up. Oh, to get
home! To be able to wander about alone 1

Away on the big barrens where she could
move as she liked, and tire hérself out.
Their wind-laden sweetness would revive her

their vastness would bring peace ; she was
so tired of the life away from "Solitude.

34
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She forgot how much joy hope had always
given to her. She had -hoped. The past

tense is easily conjugated once, but to five
in the past for ever, to -,regret for ever is
torment, death-like. torment. She. resolved
not to regret, not to suffer and so she read
Carlyle until daylight.

Next day Mrs. Montmorency's party drove
to Paradise. There were wonderful beech
woods in which to walk. Paul met them

there. His first look was for Launa; she
was standing talking to two men, and he--

joined them and waited with patience, until
at last he asked her to go for a walk.

No, thank you," she said. I am too
tired to walk."

" I want to show you the trees. Come
into the wood and sit down, you can rest
there."

"' Well, I will walk," she answered.
She looked at him with an involuntary ýair

of appeal. She was' not afraid of him, she
assured herself, only afraid of hersel£ Some

day he might tell her things, ask her
questions, and she, through weakmindedne's.

n-tight answer. They staeed to wa11iý and
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she still meditated. Why should shé think

À he cared for hër ? Ah yes, and why did she
want him to care ? These questions opened

an endless vista of ideas anâ féelings_ before
her.l. She felt indifférent for the moment, as

no doubt he did.
The view is lovely-" -shý exclaimed at.

last. Let -ug go to the village."
Wliàýt are you thinking about?" he askèd,

coming nearer and looking at her.
«I Of many things. I think in heaven I

should miss the sweetness of the air which
is here."

So shoulcf U'
They walked down the road past a cluster

of In'dian cottages. A young squaw with a
baby in her arms sat in front of one of them.
Launa looked at her and at the child its

haïr was more curly, and not quite so
black aý- the long, straight locks of Indian
children*

What a queer baby! she exclaimed.
She looked at -her cornpanïon. He was,,-,-,,"ý

digging with his stick in the red clay of the
road; his eyes were hidden a, red flush
moun -s ted to hi orehead, and he was singu-
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larly embarrassed. She turned away and
walked slowly on, fblloýred by him in silence.
«' What is that noise? " -she said.

They heard a sound like a moan quite neax
them,- and it grew louder something-some

animal-was sufféring intensely,
" Look! " she cried.
In a ditch by the roadside lay a horse,.th'ni

so ihin that -his'-bones seemed as -:' if they
would come through his skin. A few children
clustered round, throw'ing stones at it- at

intervals and'poking it with sticks. Blood
slowly oozed from a wound in its head, and

its poor bôdy was covered with sores.
Do something," she said, and her voice

qwvered with the horror of it. Can't we
put it out Of Êts., misery ? Whose horse
is it 0? ', 1

Paul had driven away the children, and
gone close to it. 1

" Someone has half shot it; it must be in
torture."

"Go and borrow a rifle,» she said. I
will stay here and keep away those.little
fiends. Do go."

ý " You are not afraid ?

- % f

iz
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Afraid ? ' No, only so sorry. What hor-
xible.' unavailing sufféring 1 Go, and be quick."

Ile walked briskly away, and she strolled
up and down. The children came near to
stare at her, but they ceased to torment the
horse. She could, not bear its eyes they
seemed to beg of her to kill it, and she could
do nothing. She clasped her hands together

with such force -that they , hurt. her as she
longed and longed for Paul's return. It be-
gan to grow dusk. She had forgotten tea,
and the rest of the party-would they be
'looking for her, and imagining all sorts of
things ? Meanwhile the horse% moans grew
louder ; the Young squaw with the baby came

slowly down the road-the babï was crying.
Launa asked'ïf she knew who ownéd the

horse.
«'A-man named Morris, who-lives down

the -road --four miles away. He turned hi'
out to die he 1--sto-o---otd-t-ci-woik--o-r--eat-ý-'-'--

The baby. wailed.
" Your child is ill," said Launa.
" Yes," grunted the girl, who was so Young

and'almost pretty my grandimother cursed
h el 0 m.)i
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Cùrsed him ?
Because of his father, he-"
Oh," interrupted the other, will Paul

never come ? If he would only be quick. "
She could not bear these révélations. The

moanà of thé horse and the shrill misery of
the child were torturing he'r.

Someone suddenly threw a stone ' from
behind the shelter of a- spruce tree ; là struck

the horse, which gave a sharp scream. In thé
distance Launa heard footsteps, She ran

down the road. It ývas Paul.
Il I am so glad you have come," she said

breathlessly, quickly. Hurry. Did you
get a rifle ?
9 9 Are you glad ? > his voice changed.

Yes, I have it."
II The horse is sufféring so terribly."
He looked at her with a certain wistfulness

which was unusual.
He ÎS going to, tell me he is sorry for that,
she thought, remembering the squa' and the

child who had come near them.
Go, go and put him out of his misery,"

she said, with quick anger and -excï'tement.
«« There is so, much torture, so much sufféring
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for animals, women, and children. Oh, God

it is awful 1 "
He turned and saw the Indian girl.

You," he said merely, but with bitterness,
almost hatred, in his tone. Go away."

You are a brute," said -Launa, il to talk

to her Ân that way. What has she done ?
Go and kill the horse.

Ci Not until you are further away," he said,
with gentleness. ' Il He may, and probably

will, scream. That woman is notfit for you

to talk to or to touch."
For one moment' Launa felt afraid, and she

wanted to ask him to come with her down the
road out of earshot, away from it all. The

twilight was growing dense. The horse
would scream ; ugh ! how horrible the su ffer-

ing! There -were witches abroad in the
night-witchess of selfishness, of pain, of
terror. She wanied Paul io put his arms

round her, to kiss her, even with the girl
nearwith his child in her- arms. She felt-
degraded, and yet loath to let him leave her,

until she remembered the horse.
cc Come with me," said Paul, and he took
her hgnd and led her down the road,
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ig There is a big rock here. You will wait
for me? Sit down and -I will wrap your
cloak round you; you are cold,"

Her teeth chattered with apprehension as, -
he walked firmly'back. She listened with.

her fingers in her ears, hearing only the
thump of -her heart beating. One, two sharp

reports and a sort of checked scream, told her
was over beforehe came back.

They walked quickly to, the hotel, where
the rest of the party were waiting dinner.

They were curious as well as hungry, , and
anxiou' to, hear the result of ý all this wood

walking. They discov'ered nothing ; neither
Launa nor Paul appeared happy, or at ease.
He ate his dinner with indifférence; she ate
nothing, and felt as if all her body, begin-

ning with her teeth, was beyond her con-
trol.

Before they left to drive home he said :
ii'You, misunderstood me to-night. I want

to tb.11 you about that squaw."
I know it. -Do not tell me.
You are angry with me because of hez.

I could not help it."
cg 1 despise a man who, could not help it,"
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she answered. I am sorry for her and for
you. You could shoot the horse."

You are angry about her ? he 1,asked
again.

"' I am outraged, . not merely angry.
Whyy she continued suddenly, should
there .be one law for me and one for' her ?
I could nôt bear anyone who tréated her
claini as nothing, She will belong to you,
be one of you-" she paused.

Cc I would never treat her claim, as of no
value," he said quickly, " but---ý--"

l' You will never co 'me aga b n to me, " she
said.

Had she said too much ? Would he
understand ? She continued :

& Il Do not explain. Be careful-they may
think of revenge."

Cc That is enough. And so, it is good-bye ?
Good-bye, then."

Mrs. Montmorency took Launa homewith-
h'r in the bzougham. They talked about

clotheswhile Launa remembered the queer
dark evening, -the half-pretty Indian girl, and

heard the wailing sobs of -her baby, and
then she saw PauLs,.-face, full of anger. Love,

1
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was there, hatred as well, as he said, Go
away," to the girl. She shuddered, and- he

thought her angry-simply angry-good that
he could think she felt so slight, an emotion.

Women are angry every day with their
maids, and their dressmakers, and their

rivals, and it leaves no impression, not even
a wrinkle; there remains no ache whatever,
unless it, be weariness.

I love crepon,'-' she said to, Mrs.* Mont-
morency. Itis so soft and graceful."

Paul Harvey did. not go again to
"Solitude." Miss Black lamented his ab-
sence loudly. From inquiries she made she

learned that he had gone away to the
Restigouche with some Englishmen to fish.

Launa took up shorthand'as a sedative,
and worked with grea't diligence. But- she Ae
learned nothing. However, as neither her
father nor' Miss Black was aware of this,
because of their utter ignorance of shorthand,
its failure as an attainable subject caused no
surprise to.them.,

Mr. Archer went to New York, and then
Launa frequently took longwandering walks



44 A GIRL OF THE NORTH

over stretches of rocky country with
narrow, gloomy, cuttings full of granite

boulders, where there were caves.
One day she went, in her canoe, up a

stream, until she reached a chain oUlakes
where she could paddle on and-on-far away

into space-where the stillness was madden-
ing yet restful.

The peace of autumn, of approaching
death, lay on the woods. The ' maples, with
their gorgeous colouring, shone and flamed
in the bright sun; the birches were yellow,

almost gold, in the brilliant light ; occasionally
a leaf fell slowly, _ it reminded Lauria of a
ghost of the end'; there was dread in the

creeping slowness, as of the invincible,
powerful marchofa quiet enemy. Thebreeze

sprung-,up gently, ît rippled the water, and
stirred the tall pine, treps slowly with a

rhythmïc movement, and the sun began to
sink. . She gazed again and again at the

warm rapturous colouring, the triumph of the
trees at the end of their summer life, for the

leaves, have a glorious finish, and then she
tumed her canoe round and paddled swiftly,

back to Solitude."
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Everything there was in confusion; Miss
Black had been taken suddenly ill. SIre was
still unconscious, and they had sent for'the

doctor, who arrived only to tell them she was
dead.

Launa did not know her fathers address.
Miss Black's relations were merely cousi-ns,
to whom her death and funeral were matters
of indifférence.

So Launa stayed alone with the dead
woman weeping tears of sorrow-some tears
were for the loss of companionship, some -for

the love and never ceasing care. The idea
of a funeral was terrible to her ; death meant
earth and creepy things.- At last Mr. Archer
got his telegram, and came home.

Launa felt as if the end had come to her.
Death, the intruder, had entered into her life;

,he was a powerful enemy, and hitherto she
had only regarded him as a sleeping brother.

Mr. Archer's grief was not perfznctory, he
grieved honestly and really. Miss Black was

his friend-if any lqnging -for a, nearer and
peýhaps dearer connection (the dearness
thereof is wont to depart when the, nearness

is an âclcomplished fact) had lever cr'ssed

-,ée
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hi' mind, it had crossed only and never
taken root. The constancy of man is more
frequently attributable to circumstances than
to everlasting love.

Mr. Arýher » observed that Launa ' had
.9rown di ffý rent-older, more absorbed in
something,' more sympathetic. Always a

child of deep emotions, she had devéloped
into a woman. But because her heart was
not navigable to floundering old wornen, the
world near " Solitude called her cold, un-

feeling, and indifférent.
Her father regretted this alteration. She

had heen a child, but apparently death had
stepped in and changed'her.

He studied her gravely and with attention.
Solitude" was dreary. Launa s admirers
grew weary of vain visits, of fruitless attempts

etosee her, and they ceased to come. n:7said she was in love with an unknown m
they had to account for her refusal to, see

them, and pique and vanity suggested this
solution.

After a long, cold winter, spring was be-
Ixi ginning. All life was breaking out again.

The world was glad, triumphant, ''new, and
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Mr. George Archers mind turned to Eng-
land. Launa must go there for change of

scene and air, so they left Canada,--on the

first of May.
Launa and Paul had never met since the

inemorable day he had shot the horse. Mr.
Archer casually mentioned that Paul was in
Montreal. Launa had a burning desire to
hear tidings of him, but she repressed ýt; she

pushed it back, back, back in her mind, far
away into those cupboards everyone Ëas, and
keeps locked and sealed always, by sheer
force of will.
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CHAPTER V

THElong streak of smoke fromthe steamer's
funnel lay black on the calm sea; the strong

throb of the engines sounded like the
measure of a waltz tô Launa. She sat on

deck every day afteil th& first woe of sea-
sickness was over, and felt''utterly and com-

pletely miserable. She * wanted to go back
again, for the ache of unconquered pain re-

mained -in her heart. Sheý gave herself a
little shake and tried to make herself agrée-
able to a young man who was returning to
England to be married. He told her happily
that the engines were playl'»n- the «« Wedding
March "; to her it was a hateful discord,

with the refrain of ' a waltz to which she
had danced with F>ul. The young man

hummed Mendelssohni and she heard Paul's
voice, and fancied his kisses on the warm
cheek of the squaw.
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1 « When I am married I would rather have
the Dead March in Saul' played than
that, said Launa àt- last.

The triumphant whistler gazed incredu-
lously at ber. He found ber irresponsive, so

he left ber alone, and went to get a whisky
and soda. No doubt the poor girl was feel-
ing sick. She would not argue about antici-
pation and realisation, or time and love.
She seemed so cold. He could imagine her
sailing on through life alone. She evidently
did not care for men ; anyhow she did not
encourage him. ý

Launa was ' occupied with ber thoughts.
She was trying to seal up ber life as if it

-were a book and could be put away. The
long, uneventfui days were good for refleé-
tion, but they were trying and full of remorse
and regret,

I am Young," she said to herself «« only
nineteen, and, I will forget," said fier min'd,
ci and L wish for Paul," said her hèart, which

0was like the ship's engines-an elssential part
of movement and lifé.

Hearts," she said to the young man with
anticip-ations, - when he return'ed, 9 gare only
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necessary to one s being as the engines are
to a steamer.

She considered herself very wise.
4£You are so young," he answered, wonder-

ing why she should mention her heart.
just then Mr. Archer appeared at the

companion door to breathe the air. He was
writing a paper on the intestines of salmon

and grayling. The young man turned to
him and said:

Miss Archer compares our hearts toýýe
engines."

A very good way," murmured the father.
The young man left them and went to

play poker; they were an, unÉuitable pair.
Mr. Archer came over to Launa, who turned
quickly to him.

Father, I beard you talking to Mrs.
Montmorencythat day Qn the Letke-about

Mr. Harvey-was it true ?
Mr. Archer frowned.

What did you hear?
Something about-a squaw and a child."

It was quite true about the squaw and
the child,» he answered slowly.

«£Ahi" she exclaimed with a little gasp.

te



9 C Then a man can think of two women at
the same time."

Then he turned and looked at her.
Men are very brutal."
You said he was thinking of marriage ?
He is."

She turned her face away-from him, for his
kind, penetrating look hurt her, and just then

she needed him to be cross to her.
Il Why do you ask Me these questions,

child ? "
Il Because it seemed so strange to. me-I

could not understand him."
Il Merely strange and not brutal? Noth-

ing to you ? Well, you hardly knew him,
Launa."

Nothing to me," she repeated, and her
-father returned to his writing.

The young man -ýrith anticipations saw his
departure, and hastened to talk to Launa.
He was singularly anxious to realise the
pleasure of Miss Archer's society ; she was
quite original.

You look pale," he said, with solicitude.
"Do I

And worried. -As if someone were dead.
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Some one is dead."
Relations of yours ? Cheer up. Wait

until you get to London."
And then ?
Then ? Oh, you can have a good time.

You can have the best of good times in Lon-
don-the very best-a ' d forget everything
disagreeable, too. I give you my word, là is

just like morphia. When I am in a hole, and
feel down on my luck, I go to town."

,, Is that the fog? I think I should not
like the after effect of morphia."

Fog ? " he asked. N oq it isnt fog, and
yet it is fog, too it deadens the brain.

When someone threw me over, you bet I
felt bad. I went up to town and forgot for a
week. I did, really."

Il A week! It lost its effect in a week, so
quickly ? "

Il Well, she wrote then and forgave me,
and 1 hadn't done anything wrong ; she

flirted. But she took me bacli, and I just
licked her boots."

Il But suppose she had not taken you
back ?

Then I should have lived and forgotten

71,
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ber; Pm hanged if -I wouldn't," he said, wfth
energy. 1' Life does it."

«« Life ?,you mean time."
«'I mean living it down."
" But suppose you could not forget,? Sup-

pose you'were so fond that 'you thought of
her always ? » -

" 1 would forget. 1 mean- Well, 1
couldn't, you know," he said, and laughed.
Ci Now Fve got her, you see, and don't need
to try. I do not mind telling you-you
seem so interested, and are so-sympathetic

to-day-that I only forgot her when it was
noisy and all that. But when I was alone
and quiet-at n'ight, you know-I wâg miser-
able. 'You have nothing" like that to worry
you, Miss Archer -?- It is very kind of you to

take so much interest in my trouble. You
won ) t think of your relations when you get to,
town. Are they in Canada?

«' Yes. "
"And one died-a girl, I'suppose ? And

the others want to interfere with you ; they
want you, to be dull because they are ? Re-

latïons -- always do that. Now, I have an
aunt-she's a caution; she thinks 1 ought
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not to marry. But I would not stand that.
? xi

Have you any aunts in town.
No. My father has a cousin Mrs.

Cardé'ýn is her name."
She won't bother you, I expect. You are

lucky. 'Vour father adores you. You have
plenty of money, and are young. My Aunt
Maria is a- Oh, the very deuce."

Here he launched forth into anecdotes of
his relations, and Launa murmured a polite
accompaniment to his reminiscences until the

bell rang for dinner.
«I We'll meet after dinner, won*t we, and

finish our talk ? It's, very jolIy," he said.
You have ý'such a nice voice, too."

You have done me a great deal of
good," she answered. «' Time is all one
wants.

And life, amusement, and love he added
softly, with a glance at her, which, considering
the state of his feelings for another lady, was
unnecessarily kind.

Leave out love," she answered. am
hungry."

On deck after dinner when he looked for
her she was not to be seen, so he concluded
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she was tired and hadgone to bed, wherefore
he played poker.

tut Launa was not tired. -'She"had hidden
frorn him. His talks about his Aunt Maria

had no interest for her, except when she re-
garded them as a narcotic, and then his

musings were sQ he
gthing. That evening

wanted to thinkmýd to be alone.
Her father -had insisted on her drinking

champagne at dinner. Mr. Archer said a
voyage was exhausting, and he looked weary.
He had not recovered from the surprise which
his daughter's questions had produced. Were
thèy caused merely by curiosity-the curiosity
of an ignorant girl-eor by interest? Curiosity
is merely an inheritance from. Eve ; interest
is the first instinct towards a man when a

woman loves him or is going to love him.
Launa must drink -champagne to-night,

he decided. "And soon we shalf be in'
London.' But why didshe ask those curious
questions ?

Launa took some cushions and rugs and
went forward beh*nd the boats. The

steamer was surging on, the wind was rising,
and the waves were breaking below with bi19
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white heads of foam. She began to think
she drew a picture of it all for herself in her
mind and, câIlled herself a fool. Suppose

Paul were there on the steamer, suppose he
came to her with love in his eyes, and he
were hers for the-time' and'that was it, that

was what hurt-for the time perhaps only
for a tîme. Would she be willing to take
him aÎ the price of another woman's shame?
Aiid to know' and to remember what was
between her and him, like a bar,. or a hand-

the warm soft hand of a woman! No, it was
ov&. She would shut up the book. Paul

was dead, her Paul, the Paul she loved-she
would think of him as she did of her dead

mother--ý-sometimes. 'But her mother was
with theý angels, and Paul was alive. She*
shivered a little; it was cold and damp, and
the swirl of the waves as the steamer rushed

through them was cruel,
She resolved to begin again, to rub out the

writing of the first episode of life uch a
new book to her-and to.make the page

féady for London and fresh impressions,
When the Archers arrived in London they

took a flat near the Thames Embankment,



and Launa revelled in new clothes, music, and
horses. Her father soon had many friends.

His wee world was excl*tl*ng îtself about the
question of bones -of fish, and he flun'g him-
self with ardour into the controversy.

After some days of continual absence on
his part, and lonelinéss on Launa's, she went
to him and said

1 want to know some women. 1 love
nice women. 'Dôn't you know some ?

He looked surprisedO
Il There is your cousin, Lavinia Carden;

she lives in town. I will take you to see
her. Her husband'is dead; poor man,, he

never was happy. He. yearned for the
country and for pigs-Lavinià only appre-
clated bacon, atnd would not live out of
Bayswater. A, month 'at the seaside was all

poor Carden got in the way of country.",
1 shall not like her."
She will give you good advice, Launa,"

he'said, laughing. " You don't like that. Y'
Mrs. Carden lived in a semi-detached

house, beyond Bayswater, far from the
region of the fashionable, in the heart- of

cheap villadom, wheïe twelve pennies had to
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make a little over a shilling. Endeavèuring
to save a farthing on one's rolls or ones-fire-
lighters îs an- absorbing occupation, and it
seems to have most interest for those to

whom it is immaterial whether they do save
their-farthing or not. Mrs. Carden had ' one
son. When he was at home she saw what
she considered life-an occasional visit to th é
theatre, or a dull clinner party, both reached
with due propriety in a four-wheeler.

,Mrs. Cardenwas a selfish woman,ý with a
firm belief in her own opinions, and her own
importance; anyone who contradicted her
or' disagreed with her was àt once a detest-
able person. Her affection for ber son was,
expressed in long lettets, and the frequent
use of " dearest." But her love was variable,
and when he was at home he disturbed her
breakfasts, while her nights were made
féverish by his late hours, which kept the
hall gas a-light until sometimes past twelve

o'clock. Her servants assumed a more
frivolous demeanour on his arrival, and it

seemed to lher that while their caps were
coquettishly crooked and smart, her stiff

house became sometimes slightly untidy.
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Charlie Carden was in a line régiment-
stationed at Malta, with one hundred and
fifty pounds a year besides his pay. His
mother wondered why hé never became
dashing, or soldier-like, or anything of a
hero, with a'sprinklïng from, the pepper-pot
of wickedness-to possess this is the bounden,
duty of every man when hé puts on a red
coat or a sword. Carden remained dull, and
his mother almost despised him ; hé was not
even. selfish, -nor did- hé bully her.

George Archer and'Lavinia Carden were
second côusins, she was the only relation left

whom hé had known as. a boy. H is recollec-
tions of her were hazy. In these she figured
as a muslin-fichued, sandy-ýhaired girl, -in
whose face piety and cruelty struggled for

ma-stery; now she parted her hair
deliberately in the middle, and indulgèd in
them both. In -her youth- she had regarded
George as a possible husband, and, not
loving him, had forgotten him, therefore

when reminded of his existence she felt
anM with him. Was it not his fault that

she had 'arried a man whosé only inclina-

_46
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tions were to have a farmyard, against which
she had had to struggle all her life ?

The day before"the Archers went to 52
Lancaster Road a note was sent to Lavinia
to prepare her for their visit. Mrs. Carden
thereforè left off her cap for the afternoon,

braving the smile of her parlourmaid, with
the for'titude of a widow who has given up
hope of a second marriage, and ho suddenly

finds the wonderful idea re rning with un-
wonted sweetness-bro t back to her by
the visit of a man w o was long ago con-
sidered a possibility.. His fondness 4or a
walk from church on Sunday evenings with
her had more than proclaimed this fi
She forgot he had a daughter, and that t

was five and twenty years since they had
met.

The outside of Lavinie
Inside her drawing-room
and dust, which was c
moved its mark was
walls and the furniture.

shed a little cheerful li
curtains chastened and su

Mrs. Carden began t

dZ
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cences of the family, and then pitied
George Archer for his long residence among
Colonists. He-explainéd that his residence

was quite voluntary, and that he regarded it
as the happiest period of his life.

ie Did you think my father was obliged to
live in Canada whether he liked it or not ? "
asked Launa; «'that he was suffèring an

unwilling exile? "
«* Not exactly that," said Mrs. Carden.
Where are you staying ? "
When she heard of the flat, and contem-

plated Launa'e boots and' dress, she mûr-
mured to herself, " Money."

George, sometimes when you are busy I
should'ýbe so glad to take care of Launa; I
would take'her to-" She Paused. Where
could she take Launa? "*We might go tô
the Zoo.

Than-k you very much," said Launa,
politely. She did nbt press Mrs. Carden to
name' the day fQr this expedition ; -she was

not favourably impressed by her relative.
'« You will, come and dine with us, Mrs.

Carden," sàid1ý,Laûna.
" Câll me Éavinia, " sàid, M rs. Carden.
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Come any evening next W'eek; which
one will suit you? " asked Mr. Archer.

N ext Thursday, " answered Lavinia.
Then they talked of Mr. Archer's old

home, and looked at photographs of the
whole of the family.

Those happy days," murmured Mrs.
Carden, not without an uneasy feeling that

her haïr was growîng thin at the parting;
besides, she began to feel 'cold without her
cap.

They drank weak tea, and Lavinia asked
Launa her impressions of England.

1 think London is perfectly delightful,"
she answered. 1 dont like the horses
much. You use bearing reins. The river 's

quite perfect, and so difièrent from ours,
And yet sometimes I long for, a stretch of
rocky country, for more freedom. But the
music and the life are so interesting. Yes, I
love London.

Horses river, life repeated Mrs,
Carden.

A horse to her was a vehicle of locomo-
0 it conveyed her to thetion, like-an enzine;

station or to 'a party. Some deluded beings

J^e



owned hors "-,e preferred hers hired, with
no responsibility as to legs or grooms.

You love boating and freedom," re-
marked Mrs. Carden. «"They are both

often dangerous."
Iný this country, yes-where freedom

frequently ends in trespassing," answered
Launa.

Or worse-the loss of one's reputation,
Lavinia said with decision.

Then she turned to George and told him.
anecdotes. She conversed -- rapidly and

loudly ; " when she was a girl her family had
told her she was arch.

When .they rose to go she said George,
my dear son will be at home in a few days.

May 1 bring him to dine ? Launa, he is
your cousin.y)

Do bring him, " said M r. Archer; .« Launa
will be glad to see him, I know."

What a name-Launa! reflected Lavinia
after their departur-e. What a Éatality there
is in our annexing the Colonies! Still, there

is money behind the girl, and she is
youngi

By which reflecfion we'may infer that

ép
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Mrs. Carden thought of her son in connec-
tion with the money and Launa.

The Archers went home in a hansom.
You call her a woman, daddy ; now I

call her a fossil," said Launa. Il She is not
the sort of woman friend 1 need. I want a
living woman-not one who has, existed on
husks until she withers everyone who goes
near her."

She îs a*t3rpe," he answered vacantly.
She is an imitation. Show me some one

who is brave-who has or knows life."
Would you like Mrs. Phillips to come

and see you ? She is Sir John Blomfield's
daughter, a widow and young. She wants,
to know you,"

I am doubtful, not whether she will like,
Meeyy with sublime conceit, but whether I

shall like her."
You must, try her, he laughed.

His daughter amused him with her odd
ideas.

However when Mrs. Phillips did come,
Launa approved of her.

All this timè Launa was learning. She
was filled with a desire to, kiiow and see more;



people and life were so, interesting. It was
like a new play. She noticed how différently

her father, herself, aed the others were
affected by it, and the noise was soothing,
even at times deadening.

Launa found Mrs. Phillips entertaining.
She explained some of the parts in this

vast human drama. She found Miss Archer
absurdly young in many of her notions, and

absurdly old in others, -Q
&C 1 want to see everything," said Launa,

Céand to live myself It îs terrible to feel
oneself growing old. It Will soon be over,
and I haven't done what I meant tô do*"

Mrs. Phillips, laughed.
C Go on. What did you mean to do?
" I should like," said Launa, to be

happy."
«'So should we all. Tell me more."
Cs I* want to play a little first, and then-
to make the world a little brighter for

someone.)y
" If I were you, I would simply play my-

self and leave the others aloné. Playing is
real and not difficilt. Once you begïn to
mix other people in your life., with your or
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their happiness depending on you, you will
probably be very miserable."

The admiration of one woman for another
is sincere when it is felt when with her, and

not merely expressed to a man.
Mrs. Phillips admired Launa for her youth,

for her length of limb, and for her slight, grace-
ful body and her warm, brown skin. Launa's

mind was attractive. She made friends
quickly ; she seemed very adaptable ; every-
one interested her. Some men adored her
as they had done at Musquodobit. To others,
with a taste for sensuality, she was an inde-
finite slight girl, while to the few she was
wholly desirable-madly desirable. Of course
to the crowd she was just a girl.

Music exercised all. its old fascination for
her. She practised with diligence, and she

listened greedily. It transported her to
Solitude," -to the wild sea there, to the

rivers and ' lakes, the life which she loved and
missed, which life and Paul she strove every

day to forge. , And in music she was with
him'- 1 t was a dream, life-she lived ill it.
Paul was dead to her, but for all that he ex-
isted sometim.eÉ. She was stared at in her
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canoe on the river, her paddling was so strong
and vigorous, her body so lithe, her arms so
round and firm -as she took long, almost
masculine, strokes, and nowhere did'she miss
Paul so much as she did there.
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CHAPTER VI

Tim Cardens both went to dinner.
Captaïn Carden was a nondescript. He

might have been attractive if he had ever
appeared interested. He was, tall, fair, with

grey eyes, and very ugly hands, which were
forced into notice because of his constant

endeavour to hide them. Launa regarded
mother and son with curiosity, for they were
English and new, and reminded her of the

characters in Trollope's novels. Neither
Charlie Carden nor his mother appeared to,
have found much to interest. them in this

world. They were ignorant as well as
superior, and gloried in knowing nothing,
unlike Mrs. Phillips's friends, who, were

anxious to know everything, and to, impress,
outsiders with their knowledge.

The Archers talked first about the opera.
Mrs. Cardens ideas of it were limited to,

,«'Pifiafofe " as new and ec Martha " as old.
68



German opera and Wagner were nothing to
her, nor did she care about books.

Captain Carden talked about horses to
Launa, who gathered that he fancied his
own opinion as well as his own horses and

prowess.
Mrs. Carden thought George should ask

her to take the head of the table, she conr
sidered Launa too young. She was disap-

pointed when she found the table was round.
Mrs. Phillips and Mr. Herbert were the

other -guests. Mr. Herbert was an ugly,
short man, with a square face, and a stubbly
black moustache. He was a journalist
besides -which he was clever. Shortly he

was going to Canada to write articles for
some papers on the country and Ïts re-

sources.
You are going to write to me, too," said

Mrs. Phillips,
igy-es," he replied, with a glance, full of

ýwhat ?
Launa saw it; here was a man and a

woman who clearly were of moment to each
other. Launa was so absolutelytignorant of
men; she knew only one man, and she tried eÎ

w,ý A.
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to, forget him.. She had believed in them
all as a class, and 'in their chivalrous respect
for women-indefinite women-and in their
everlasting love ' for one particular woman at
last but her belief was tottering.
That all men were brave she believed, too,

it was part, an essential part, of her idea of
a man, as all women are lovely and good.
Of course she knew women existed with

protruding teeth, who have no attraction,
but men do not love them. Mrs. Carden
she classed among them.

Captain Carden talked to her with assi-
duity. H e told' her he found London
dull.

Il I hate the people; they are so difficult to
know.ý1- 1 have called over and over again on

the Huntingdons. 'You know who he is ?
Lord Huntingdon in the War Office. And
I go often to the cfub for billiards, but no
one is friendly, and society is very difficult
to get into."

Il But do you not go in for something ?
Don't you ride, or row, or play golf ? I

think all men should care for things of that
sort, even for making love."
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11 1 never make love; that means marriage,
and I have no money.«"

1' Do you ride ? " she asked, feeling per-
fectly indifférent as to his reply. AU
soldiers do."

This conversation was so, profoundly insipicL
', Sometimes ; but 1 hate it. 1 am always

afraid of falling off. I go in for it because
the regiment would not think much of me if
I didn't. But I hope 1 have not bored you,
with a sudd en change of tone. «' We are

cousins, you know, and it is so funny how
intimate I can be with you; there are so few

women I like, or with whom I can be con-
fidential."

Launa ate an almond with deliberation.
" Perhaps some day you will come for a

drive with me. I might hire a safe horse."
Li Oh, no, thank you. Please do not

trouble, I do not like safe horses."
Mr. Archer turned to Captain Carden and

asked about Malta, and Launa watched Mrs.
Phillips, who was talking very little, while
Mr. Herbert's conversation was incessant.

His air was persuasive, his eyes eager,
ardent,'full of desire,



At ten the Cardens departed. Charley
Carden had time to assure Launa again that

she was the only woman with w ' hom he could
be confidential. Mrs. Phillips was to^ stay

the7 night. Launà and she had bedrooms
,adjoining, with a door of communication.
They both put on dressing-gowns, and Lily

Phillips went into Launa"s room.
«'You are not sleepy, aýe 3ýou? Shall we

talk ? y) t

,,Sit here," said.Launa, I-1ýin this com-
fortable chair.

There was a small fire.
I . am always - cold,-" --said Launa.- I

love a fire."
Il What do you think of Mr. Herbert?

-69 1 think him clever, and he evidently
likes you."

Yes, he is clever. But tell me, Launa,
are yoù modem?

In what way ?
Would you ask a man who loved you if he

had a past? Wotid you object to it if he had? "
" If a paýt were a present I would object.

Can't men' be without past ? I s there always
a woman they have loved first?
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She seemed to hear the wailing of a ' child
and the rustlinar of the trees, and to feel the
fresh breeze. Sheshuddered. Mrs. Phillips
observed the shudder and the. look.

I do not object. Men are . différent;
they are coarse. They like kissing-indis-
criminate kissing."-

Launa laughed, and said, «, Go on."

If I love a man I shall not care what he
has-past, present, anything, if he loves me.

I would like one man to really love me,"
You have. been marrie«' suggested

Launa.
But not loved. My husband was nice;

we never quarrelled, but we nèver made it
up. N ice men do not love women; they

ask us to marry- them, to be mothers to their
children. Devils love u> and often leave

us.
For, some time there was silence.

You like Mr. Herbert.. again àsked
Mrs. Phillips,

He wants to marry you, " %aid Launa.
"He thinks he- does. I am afraid of

marriage, I am four-and-twenty and I feel
fifty; he is thirty and seems twenty." -

7
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«« If I were a man," said Launa, wo'Id
love you. You are not merely beautiful;

you are more-not only attractive, you will
never grow old."

ciThank you, dear,"' said Mrs. Phillips;
that is a compliment.)y

Mrs. Phillips was small and slight; her
hair was a very dark brown, her lips were
red, her eyes large and dark'blue. Her

mouth was the most beautiful part of her
face. Hér fascination was great; men loved
her, went mad over her, and loved her still.
She was not good-tempered; a man would
never have chosen her for his friend merely.

She was -variable; -not-the least of her attrac-
tion was that men never could tell -how
would treat them. Some women lose their
power by their variableness; Mrs. Phillips
gained hers. She was cold, yet she could
have been' p*assionately nd; but ghe wor-

shipped 'self-control, an considered a man
ceases to care for a woman W-hén once he is
sure of her.

Il I shall, marry him," she said. Ill think
I shall. He is not poor, but I shall never
live with him."
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Why not ? What will you do ? "
Though he cares for me, he will grow

tired of marriage, and so shall I. The acces-
sibility of a ýwife is so dull. I shall live in

my own flat, and he can keep his rooms.
Our marriage notice in all the papers, will be
fýllowed by a weeks honeymoon, and then

he can aoback to hi' work, and I can play.
He must love me better for not being sure of
me at breakfast, weary of me at dinner, and
asleep in the drawing-room at night. All

the attraction of the-" she paused-Il of
the others will be mine. 1 shall be his wife.
We can entertain, and he will be sure of me."

Do men always grow tired of us? " asked
Launa, «'even if or when they love us ?

Not always tired, but secure. I ' f they
were merely tired, they miould let us alone.

They cease to desire'to please us; we belong
to them. Ah,, My dear, love! do men love

us ? Yes, thëy love us"- but do they love one
woman ?

Launa's clock struck twelve.
must go to, bed," said Lily Phillips.

I shall. not kiss you.. Women should never
kiss each other, Good-night,
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«« Good-night," repeated Launa.
«'That Carden man will want to marry you,
Launa. Beware of them both. He is a

wormand has awful legs! "
A few nights after this, Mrs. Phillips took

Launa to a ball given by some bachelors-
eligible, delightful young men-whose repu-

tation for wickedness was wholly obliterated
by their fortunes or the want thereof

Captain Carden was there. He had pro-
t cured his' invitation with great -difficulty.

The mother of one bachelor had cause for
gratitude towards him. He son was in his
regiment, and when his reputation promised

to become inconveniently large, Captain
Carden for once used his wits, saved him
fro' the consequences thereof, and the

family felt they owed Captain Carden some-
thing. Mrs. Carden rejoiced. She thanked
Providence for having delivered the sons of
the- enemy into her hand, and piously glanced
at the éeiling (where a brass chandelier hung,

symbolic of the worship of light, also brass)
when Charlie related his success. He dis-

liked Mrs. Phillips. She circumvented him.aie.
by introducing several men to Launa before

ë,
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Captain' Carden could demand more dances
than he had a right to expect. But then she
could giy e him only two.

C& Mr. George will amuse you, dear," said
Mrs. Phillips to Launa. Il He ils clever, and

will tell you about his books."
Mr. George appeared y6ung, and looked

not more than two-and-twenty. He was tall,
with a pink a ad white skin, yellow hair, and

an infantile smile. He seemed to have
vacated the pinafores of the nursery only the
day before ; but this was not the case, for he
had really left them, long ago, and he was
thirty years old. He told Miss Archer he
was writing a book.

t'About what ? I s it a no» el ? she
asked. 1

II About Beginnings, he replied they
are so neglected. E veryone writes about
Pasts and Probable Futures, but Begi*nnl*ngs
are so interesting. The first love-making is
a joy, afterwards it palls. The Beginning
the dôubt of how she will take it, and how
one can màke it-is rapture.-"

You think there is joy in uncertainty ?
she said,

, ýýk't
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" I do, " he replied.
" But when men love, they-"
George interrupted her.
'« Dear Miss Archer, I have taken to you

at once. I notice you do not use that detest-
able expression 'in love.' This is our
Beginning. You were saying-?

,ci 1 was zoinz to say, when men love theyÇ:7 %;;p
are never happy until they discover whethêt

she loves them in return; uncertainty gives
them no joy."

It does, they tkink it does not. That is
just what I want ta illustrate; when % man does

know it, and she does love him, then he
marries her, he is certain of her. He may

become resigned, but he is not happy, and
then-"

Yes, and then ?
He is forever dissatisfied."
I thought women only were dissatisfied."
Men are, too," said Mr. George; Il I want

to show the unhappiness of certainty. I
know it."

Thi& is our dance, Launa,". said Captain
Carden, standin before her and endeavour
ing to show his proprietorship.
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She did not rise. She looked at him and
resented his calling her l' Launa " as he did.

-He was not her -friend. She disliked him.
His jerky manner and his shifty eyes repelled
her.

Launa, murmured Mr. George, Il your
name ? and it was surely not given by your

godfathers and godmothers ?
Our dance," said Captain Carden again.
I will tell you about my name," she said,

by and by."
The band was playing a waltz. Inspite

of herself she felt gay, inspirited. To
Captain Carden it was as all other 'waltzes.
He was tired of dancing with young ladiés
Who bored him, and equally weary of ladies
Who plainly showed they- thought him no'
worthy of a look or a word.

Launa came as a change and a relief She
had -intense. vitality and energy a waltz

always affected her; it made her glad or sad.
She loved the music, the motion, and she

looked so desirable.
Captain Carden was noî sure whether she

was beautiful or not. He wanted to hear
someone else §ay it; he distrusted his own
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opinion he had no self-confidence. She
was eligible, virtue of virtues ; he was a man,

she a woman, and as such glad to get him.
Did a woman ever refuse a man with his

advantages ? Never.
Dancing gave Launa more colour. She

waltzed several times round the room, with
him. He -danced badly, and held her too
close. They stopped. Her hair was ruffled.
She stood near him, and he longed to possess
her, to own her, to kiss her until she was
breathless. His eyes shone as he looked at
her. How he would reform, her. Shé would
long for his words ; she would yearn for his
caresses.

Isn't that a reviving waltz ? " she asked.
Yes," he replied almost impulsively.

Her presence was reviving, not the music.
After this she danced with Mr. George, and
explaîned her captivating name to, him. He
said he adored it.

'i As a Béginning," she suggested.
«« Yes," he answered instantly.
Then he asked leave to call upon her

father to explain his recently published book
of Proverbs. Heoffered to br'ng a copy
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with him, and she accepted his offer, for
he- greatly amused her.

She met another man, called Wainbridge.
He also expressed his intention of calling at
Victoria Mansions. He called himself a

musician, though he did not play amy
instrument; she promised to, play for him.

He will be Lord Wainbridge some day,"
said Mrs. Phillips,-,,as they drove home to-

gether. His uncle has no children by
this wife. If she were to die! " Lily Phillips

shuddered, there is another, a -young
woman with sons."
He must be a beast," said Launa.
No, not necessarily, only a victim. to, cir.

cumstances, and she is very pretty. I think
Mr. Wainbridge knows her. Lady Wain-
bridge is a horror ; she is a Plymouth sister,
and wears bombazine always, and a front.
She was only evangelical when he married
her, and he considered she possessed the
possibilities of the good wife, and he expected
an heir. He has sufféred intenselyl,"

C ' Rubbish, " said Launa, the other woman
suffers."

You may be sure he has settled all he
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can on her," said Lily Phillips, "for I sup-
pose she does suffer, principally because she
is not -his wife. 1 often wish I knew her.
I wonder if she feels wicked. It would be
interesting to know any one livincy on a
volcano, as she does. His wife might die,

he might marry a young and innocent girl.
Men like their wives to be ignorant of their
vices and peculiar passions until after rnar-
riage-then- Well, good-night. It was a
very cheery ball. You liked it ? " -

Immensely," answered Launa.
You are very young, Launa. You think

men love once. You would not care for a
man who could love you and kiss another
wýoman?

He could not love me the'n."
My dear, men are différent. There is

passion and love, and not always felt for the
same woman. Love and passion last; pas-

sion alone- Bah! it is nothing."
Il Nothing," repeated Launa.
«I It is an, impulse; it goes, and they love

you again."
So "me days after the ball they were all at tea

,at Mrs. Phillips's-Mr. Wainbridge, Launa,1



Mr. George, and others. The two men had
already call ed on Mr. Archer, and had been

invited to dine.
Il I'want above all things in the world,"

said Launa slowley, Il to drive a hansom, to
sit up high and see the world."'

Il I bet you five pounds you cant, " said
Mr. George. Il I beg your pardon. But I
am sure you can't."

She Iaughed. Il I will."
Il How will you climb up ? " asked lèrs,

Phillips.
Easily. 1 will do it at night."
And drive me," Mr. George said. Ili

will pay you. D ' on't overcharge. "
Take me too,'ý said Mr. Wainbridge.
You -may both come," answered Launa

gaily.
'You must all dine here to-morrow

night," said Lily gillips. Il Launa, make
your arrangements, and get it over.y)

It was after dinner. Launa and Mr.
George had been delightful. Mr. Wain.
bridge was sufféring from', his feelings for her;

he could 'not be fr ' ivolous. The carriage
came for Miss Archer, who sent it away.
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Come," she said. Good-night, Lily, I
am going to drive. jacobs got me a han-
som, and has arranged it all for me. Do
hurry," she said to Mr. George. I feel so
excited."

She put on a: long driving coat, a little
cap, and a very large silk handkerchief,
which went round her neck, and covered the

lower, part of her face completely.
Mrs. Phillips came outto the door.
Il We can't start here," said Launa; the
hansom is in a narrow street close by."

They found Àt waiting just 'round the
corner.

Get in quickly," she said.
I won't," said Mr. Wainbridge, until

you are up. Don't do là. 1 wish you
wouldn't."

Rubbish," she replied. «Il am going by
the back streets. I know the way, so does
the mare. I am driving Nell, you know."

'She climbed up and arranged the rugs.
It is splendid, it gives one such a grip.

Let her go."
They dashed off with a clatter. The mare

evidently was pulling.



85

Il I never thought she would do it," said
Mr. George. 1

el I wish to Heaven she had not triedly
said the other.

Il Get out, then," said Mr. George. Shall
I stop lier?"

No! If she is killed, Pll be killed too!
Mr. George laughed qu*etly with intense

enjoyment. They drove through dark streets.
Launa had been coached by jacobs which

way to go. I n one place where it was
brightly lighted there was a public-house-
and a policeman. She drove slowly. Mr.

Wainbridge glanced with apprehension at the
stalwart _supporter of law.

Then they turned a corner, and stopped in
front of Victoria Mansions. i acobs was
walting, Launa got downO

It was perfectly celestial," she said. I
never enjoyed anything so much in my life."

"Nor I," said Mr. George, «'though I
owe you five pounds. There is something
romantic in being driven by a woman, and
that woman you, and you drive so well, I

am callous when I remember that -five
Pounds, thoug"h 1'was alarmed about ygù."

A GIRL OF THE NORTH
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«« Of course I would not take it," she said.
Mr. Wainbridge looked white. He helped

ler to take, off her coat.
'« You will never do' it again," he said.

Promise-nèver.?'
She laughed softly,

I shall do it perhaps if 1 want to.
Only with me."

The tone was beseeching.
No, no, with anyone I choose."

After they left, Launa went into her
father's work-room.

«'I drove to-nig1ýt," she said. Mr. George
and Mr. Wainbridare carne in the hansom,
and I drove it.

You drove a hansom cab ?
Yes, I feel very proud, so don't tell me I

ought not to be."
You should be ashamed and I must

scold YOU."
Ah, no. You are a dear."
Was it a successful partý ? You like

Mrs. Phillips ?
49 1 like her very much. Do men love

women-often ?
Her father looked at her, but it was
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0evidently a problem question, not as it
affected herself, but others.

Id Yes," he replied.
«« They talk so much about it."

i suppose so. You have no
theories, no experience, I suppose ? "

di No, I think a man in love must be rather
a bore. Good-night, I am ' very sleepy."

" Don't drive any more hansoms, Launa,"
" Very well, father, 1 won't."



CHAPTER VII

MR. ARCHER had gone on a trip to Norway.
1 Mrs. Phillips was at Marlow with some

friends, Mr. Herbert was there also.
Mrs. Phillips had written to Launa telling

her the new shirts were becoming and the
new punt a success. From this Launa

gathered that Mr. Herbert, as well as the
punt, was agreeable. . Lily had too much

experience to give in to his supplications at
once, or to, agree with him that love was of
any avail in life. She said marriage rhymed
with carriage very properly, and love with

nothing. Besides, she was aware that after
a woman has said Il I love you " frequently
there is nothing left to say.

Launa was all alone.
This particular afternoon she had arrayed

herself in a wonderful tea-gown-a combina-
tion of Greece and Paris with flashes of

audacity thrown in, green and cream and
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gold-it was loose where it is pretty to be
loose, and tight where it showed the curves

of her figure.
She was playing to herself-Chopin and

Wagner. Her wrists had gained in strength,
her tone in volume, and her mind-that,

too, had gained in experience and insight.
The world was opening to her-undreamt of
possibilities intruded sometimes-but Lily's
ideas of taking the goods the gods give

to-day while never thinking of to-morrow, -
were attractive. Yet Launa could not

forget Paul; in her heart she believed in the
future " Goldene Zeit " whidh must come.

It was impossible for her to realise that
she could not command fate-destiny. She

had assumed the command once, that day
with Paul, and now she regretted it. She

could not write to him ; everything was
against that, and if he were to come over,
as she often hoped he would, how much

better would it be? The Indian girl came
between them. She knew her father would
never consent to any marriage between her-
self and Paul. Launa had cultivated an ideal'
of women's behaviour to other women; they
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should always support the wronge-d woman,
even when it' means losing a heart's desire.
Until itmeant losing her own heart's desire
she had derived much joy from this theory,
now she realised that no one can be happy
on a theory.

She played a Chopin study: relentless
fate-a chilling, creeping fiend of Impos-
sibility - went through it, which mocked
the, delusive sound of far-away joy and
happiness somewhere-the indefinite some-
where.

She heard a faint rustle of a portière
behind her, but she played on. When it

was over she put her head in her hands,
then let her hands fall with a crash upon the

keys. The sound expressed her feelings,
,'ý /the discord was a relie£

1' How do you do? " said some one softly
behind her. 1

She started and turned round to see Mr.
Wainbridge. There were tears in her eyes
enough to soften them as she looked up

at him. She did not rise hurriedly, or look
startled as the majority of women would have
done, but held out her hand, which he took,
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Shall 1 go away ? " he asked. He
admired every detail of her appearance,
and the look in her eyes surprised him.

You would like to, be alone and I cannot
bear to"leave you," he said slowly, while

stil-1 holding her hand.
His expression and intonation were not

lost on her-they meant power in herself ; he
could not leave her; and the desire of power

comes after love in the aspirations of some
women.

" No, stay," she said. Sit down."
He chose a chair near her and the silence

was restful-most women consider it fatal.
He had begun to compare her with other
women.

" You heard my discord ?
" I heard it," he replied.
" And interpreted it ?

No, I cannot say that."
I will play to you," she said, rising with

a quick litheness which reminded him of a
serpent.

She played Liszt's arrangement of
Mendelssohn's " Auf Flugeln des Gesanges."

Thank you I have enjoyed it in-
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tensely," he said, when she had finished.
Thank you' is poor-it cannot express my

9
meaning. You play magnificently."
I am glad you think so,. she replied.

C'When you came I was wishing I could do
nothing. You understand ? To acquiesce

is happiness if one knows no better."
" But if one does -know ? Believe me,

acquiescence is Inisery. The wings of song
carried you somewhere far away ? "

" How do you know ? " she asked sud-
denly. To fight, to be, and to do, are the

best."
ce Like our childish fr.iend the verb; you

have left out to suffer," he suggested
softly.

She laughed, and he felt baffled.
«' Let us go and have tea. "
«'On the principle of ' feed a man when

he bores you," Mr. Wainbridge said with
irritation.

(&No, not at all. I love my tea, and it
will be cold. Tell me first how you like

my music-room, ? It is my own particular
abode; you were admitted by misýtàke."

1' May I be admitted again ? " ffl
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Perhaps,-tell me about my room ?
He had forcrotten to look at the surround-

ings. The room was long, and rather hi h
the walls were a dull rich cream, colour;

quantities of Aowers were arranged every-
where, principally irises with their long

leaves, in immense dull brown jars. Stand-

ing near the piano was a eucalyptus tree, its

dulf grey-green leaves hun over Launa.

Green, brown, and cream. were the colours
in the room, with red here and there-the
warm red of autumn leaves.

"The room. suits you, " lie, replied.

Mr. Wainbridge found personal conver-
sation was over with the change of room.

She talked of the last new book, and of
bicycling. He made himself agreeable. He

was a prudent young man, and well received
everywhere; plain daughters of dukes and

marquises were glad to talk to him.-he was
a Possibility ; there was a doubt owing to
his uncle and the Plymouth Sister. There
was a legend about Mr. Wainbridge that he

once had loved someone of the lower classes
the someone was indefinite-it was sup-

posed she had died or married. Some
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people gave Mr. Wainbridge credit for the
virtue of forsaking her.

They had finished tea when Mr. George
was, announced. He had a large book with
him. It was his own book of proverbs, and

he b-rought it to present to Launa. -
Precept is better than example," he

began. Don't you think so, Wain-
bridge? I always have set a good-example,
but-"

Mrs. Carden," said the maid, and the
rest of Mr. George's sé-ntence was lost in the
rustle of that ladys entrance.

She was arrayed principally in bugles.
She looked war-like, and as if she might

su denly sound the-"' call to battle on one of
h r ornaments.

Launa, introduced the men to her. Mrs.
Carden accepted tea, and obs d that

George was away.
am here," whispered Mr. Ceorge oftly.

Does shé'ý-want me?
Launa'frowned at him.
"Yes," she replied; "he is in Norway.

I heard from him to-day.y)
Il I am sure Mrs. Carden will agree with
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said Mr. George agreeably, about
proverbs. Precept is better than example.
Miss Ëauna, your father plainly ýhinks so.
He is away enjoying hirnsêlf. He sets you
a bad example, but'his precepts are excelrent.
My edition of the prover-bs is so convincing-"

Mrs. Cardengazed at him, her cake in her
hand half-way to her mouth, which was open.
Is it really precept is better than

example? Did Solomon say it? 1 only
know his proverbs. I brought my son up on

them."
She was rather at sea as to -Mr. George's

position, he seemed so self-assured a:hd so
moral. Could he be the head of a new sect,
or the editor of a paper ?

Solomon says, 'The lips of a strange
woman drop as an honeycomb,"' said Mrs.

Carden. He is a very wise man."
That is not a mere precept," said Mr.

Wainbridge softly. He said it from ex-
peri ence.

Solomon's example was variable," said
George.

But he was very wise," observed Mrs.
Carden.

-4
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Very," said Gçorge solemnly. Precept
is better than exaÀmple.ý)

" What ? " she asked, surely you have

made a mistake, and the true version is
(example is better than Precept."'

She wore an air of triumph, and orlanced
proudly round her.

'«Mr.' George is writing a book," said
Launa, I' on proverbs. He ' is-"

" Correcting the faults- of the world," said,
Mr. George, humbly.-----'

A nécessary task," said Mrs. Carden,
in these degenerate days. Mr. M'Carthy,
who preaches at St. Luke's, Launa (L advise

you to go and hear him), is a son of Dr.
Willis, in, the faith

What a good name. I did not know that
was what théy called it," said Mr. George
softly; " but add in love-in faith and love."

Miss Archer was playing to me," said
Mr. Wainbridge. "Have you heard her?

He addressed his question to Mrs. Carden,
who appeared perturbed. -

Cc No. 1 am sure she can play. But 1 dis-
like music excessively. I played myself once;
and my son has a flute. 1 find-, isturbingl,"
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Il There is so much wind needed for the
flute," said Mr. George. It is an instru-
ment which remindse. one of a hurricane."

Id I lové a penny whistle," said Launa. id 1
can play dHoney, my honeyon mine."

Id Play it now," said Mr. George. Please,
Miss Archer. I really cannot call you Miss.
Archer anyJonger. Miss Launa is so much
prettier; and Launa is the prettiest name in
the world. *'

Id You may call me Launa if you like. I
.never was called Miss Archer as much as 1
have been since I came to England. I will-
play_ the * penny whistle for you some day.
Mrs. Carden -would not like it now."

Id Pray do not mind me; 1 must go.ý 1 am
always at home at half-past five ; 1 dine at
six. I came, my dear Launa, to ask you to

come and spend a few quiet days with m4 while
your father is away. Charlie is also away."

Id Thank you. 1 t is very kind of you to
think of me," replied Launa. Id 1 cannot

come and stay, for I promised my father I
would not leave the flat just now. You see

all our servants are new, and he would -not
like me to leave them alone."
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" How terrible if they danced in your
music room," said Mr. Wainbridge, with a
smile.

Terrible," said Launa.
There is no reason why we should not

dance there," observed Mr. George. Ex
ample! precept! .' Let us dance."

C& 1 think, Launà, it would be much better
for you tý come to the shelter of an English
home, during the time of your father's absence. là
It is not proper for you to remain here alone."

(C I prefer a'Canadian shelter," said Launa,
with sweetness.
'-'- Are you . having . music lessons, dear

Launa ? " asked Mrs. Carden. "And have
you taken up any serious study, yet ? "

" I go to Herr Winderthal's twice -à week
and play for him, and with him. He has
two other men for the violin'and the 'cello;

we play trios and quartettes. You know the
quartette with Die Forelle,' motif by
Schubert ?

" Alone ? inquired Mrs. Carden, with
apprehension.

" Alone ? No. Three people play in a
trio, and four in a quartette," said Launa.
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Mr. George laughed, and said

II No one will listen to me. - Anà 1 do so

want to explain rny proverb to you, Miss

Launa. You see, if a woman has a " brutal
temper she does absolutely as she likýs, and

never sets an example; her prec 1 epts are
obeyed, she has a good time, the best ; and

you see a saint whose example is quite
heavenly, does'any one imitate her? No,

they gnly make her do more, work * harder,
and set a better example. Then they admire
her."

II You have met that woman ? " said Mr.
Wainbridge. *

«'Several of them," said the other.
" Good-bye," began Mrsi. Carden. 1 am

disappointed in you, Launa."
Launa did not inqu V re the rèason of her

('ýdîsappo1ntment, but shook hands with her,
accompanying her to the door, followed by

the two men.
Come to mewhen you are in difficulties,"

said Mrs. Carden. Your housemaids
Sne waved her parasol as the lift bore, her

down, and wcnt home in a state of agitation
fôr in the future Launa would have great
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possessions, and the Cardea ' exchequer was

low. Could it 1ýe that the youn--g man with

the proverbs had discovèred this? That he

would desire Launa?
She resolved to invite herself to lunch with

Launa the next Sunday, and to make Charlie

call the day of his return.



CHAPTER VIII

MRS. CARDEN àrove home in a hansom, a
strange and unusual extraval At

Launa's she had been bewildered-the con-
versation was so difficult to understand, sô
full of proverbs and of Solomon.

In the hansom Mrs. Carden would think
well. She turned the situation over in her

mind and stopped at a telegraph office tO
send Charlie a telegram. He was fishing

with some uninteresting cousins in Kent.
Mrs. Carden sent for her friend and con-

fidante, Miss Sims. Miss Sims had been

fat, she now was thin, and weighed only
seven stone-she gloried in ýthin arms and

a scraggy neck, and told everybody about
herself in a sad voice. I t is better to be
poor and lean than poor and fat, the rich ask
one to dine more frequently.

M rs. Carden told her lean friend as -much of
the subject as was necessary for her to know,

loi
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M rs. Carden's principles were good-on
principle. She was firmly persuaded that

Charlie was deeply, virginly in love with
Launa, and that Launa was wandering-
was being attracted by strange men who
talked of books and pianoà with intimacy,
and of proverbs. At first she had an idea
that Mr. George was a leader of some kind.

From the sheltered seclusion of beyond
Bayswater she had read the papers, and had
heard that at one fashionable church the

clergyman lectured on dress in the pulpit,
while.his wife wore a becoming cassock in
the chanciel. Miss Sims and Mrs. Garden
took counsel together, and the result thereof

was that Charlie loved Launa, and -Launa-
must see the advantage of such affection.

Mrs. Carden sent Launa a post-card., say-
ing she would go to l'nch the next Sunday
at two o'clock. If Launa-'was obliged to go
out, she rnust leave lunch for her relative,
and empty rooms - Mrs, Carden adored
rooms without their owners.

- Mrs. Phillip's was still staying at Marlow;
Mr. Herbert, too, was there. She was 'in
the uncomfortable situation'of i'ndecision; he
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in an equally uncomfortable one. He had
made up his mind, but a solitary mind which

has determined on its own course of action
is weariness, because for happiness it requires
the acquiescence of the other person, and
Lily would not agree that what would make
hi* 1jappy would necessarily make her so.

--- 'ýer doubt had not spoiled her appetite,
the arrangement of her neckties, nor any
one of those details to, which a well-dressed

woman is always attentive, but it did spoil
the sunshine and the river; the wind in the
rushes made her shiver, and the backwaters
weýe lonely and too convenient for episodes.
The locks * and people were delightful; the
puffing of steam laun-hes was a sound of joy.

She took to rowinor and sufféred tortures
afterwards from stiff arms and a stiffer back.

When she did not row', Mr. Herbert did;
she sat in the gtern and discoursed to him, and
he enjoyed her conversation. The boat was
delightful ; it wa' quîte cranky, and neither

person dared toà' move about conversation
with three yards between them must be of
the day and not of the feelings, or if feel-,
inp are mentioned, one means those delight-
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fui, unexplainable sensations which are merely
useful as subjects of conversation, and do
not agitate one sufficiently to make one
uncomfortable.

At the end of a month Mrs. Phillips went
up to Paddington. Mr. Herbert accom-

panied her; they sat in opposite corners of
the carriaore, and she read the Lady's
Pictorial while he smoked. At Paddington

they parted, and she drove toi Victoria
Mansions to stay with Launa.

Mr. Wainbridge was there, and they were
having tea. Mrs. Phillips found it cool and

restful, and the sensation of being not the
first and only woman was novel and pos-

sessed a reposeiul charm. They were argu-
ing about music, and the room was full of
flowers.

When Launa received Mrs. Carden's
post-card she threw it to her friend Lily.

There," she said.
Mrs. Phillips groaned.

I cannot endure that woman. Who are
you having to lunch as well ?

iL Mr. Herbert, Mr. Wainbridge, you and

mil-
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Shall 1 ask papa ? He is so cheerful."
Do, if you think he will not be bored. Il

My dear, he admires you immensely."
Sir John Bloomfield was a cheerful old

gentleman ; he took- this world as it treated
him, and that was well. H e had been

married twice. The second, lady,' Lily's
stepmother, .had - money, and did not live

long. She had taken life seriously, and it
killed her. Sir John's curly hair was white,

and also his moustache ; he wore his hat
with a gentle incline to one side of his hèad.
It gave him a rakish air of joviality ; he
affected the society of young married women,
all except his daughters-he took no interest
in either of them. He came to lunch on Sun-
day, fresh from a stroll with a delightful young
woman, after an hour's contemplation of the
smartest bonnets in church, and having

listened to the cleverest preacher in London,
whose' sermons lasted ten minutes only.
He was a brilliant man.

They were all in the drawi*ng-room when
Mrs. Carden rustled in.

Sir John attached himself to Launa as he
objected to elderly ladies, because they were
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so, apt to take it for granted that his opinions
were like theirs-middle-aged-and Sir John

was quite modern.
At lunch Mrs. Carden sat between Mr.

Herbert and Sir John, who devoted himself
to Launa. There was another reason to,
account for his youthful air-he had not the

gluttonous enjoyment of food, the middle-
aged and old acquire.

'Mr. Herbert was absorbed in his lunch.
-Mrs. Carden began to talk. She was hung-rv.
but the waves of Sir John's anecdotes threa-
tened to engulf her and to reduce her to
silence. à

She talked of music halls and of morality.
In those days both were subjects of con-
versation and of argument. 1

1 hate morality," said Launa. It
means nothing. It is only a name. Maud
is so, fond of talking of it. Maud is very
vulgar."

Mrs. Carden pushed away her plate with
impatience. She ate the pudding afterwards,
for it was excellent. She was horrified.

Sir John helped himself to cream with
deliberation. Mr. Wainbridge looked at



A GIRL OF THE NOkT,1-1 107-

Launa. Mrs. Phillips saw the look and in-
terpreted it.

'I My deâr Miss Archer," said Sir John,
the world is very hard ; its rules are firm.

and not easily broken."
ýC I do not agree with you, said M rs.

Carden. 'I They are broken with impunity
very easily."

" Probably you do not agree with me,"
said Sir John. " 1 haven't tried to break
aný. I do not speak from experience."

&C The world does not mind its rules being
broken,' said Mrs. Phillips. " It minds only
when it discovers the hole and is obliged to

notice it.»

" There are saints to whom. the good
people would not, could not-speak,'-' said Sir
John.

" Purity and morality are often mistaken,"
said'Launa, Ilby the world. It is'unjust,

and justice îs cruelty." -
,,It is lawI' observed Mr. Wainbridge,

with a sigh.
" Law and the promises," said Sir John.
" Prophets," corrected Mrs. Carden.
" Promises are interesting, he continued,1
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talking rapidly because he knew he had made
'1ýa mistake. Il A man should always keep a

promise."
No," said Launa.
Yes," said Mr. Wainbridge.
I would rather hear the truth," said

Launa, " even if it hurt. One moment's
pain would be better than days of regret,"

Mrs. Carden shook her head and waved
her hands. Pantomime was her only re-
source.

Sir John assumed his spritely air.
We are ý too sad ; we are discussing such

uninteresting subjects. No man ever break.ý
a promise to such charming ladies as there
are here. Lily, tell us about your river
adventures.

« 1 Ask Jack."
Mr. Herbert smiled.

Il We went out in the boat every day-
Lily rowed occasionally and I rowed fre-

quently. We disagreeà on various subjects
every dayon- the marriage question andon

-on
On what ? " said, Launa.
On that-"
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They laughed together.
What is , that'? Il said Mrs. Carden.

preposition,'lanswered Mr. Herbert
shortly.

Ohy noe said Lilyy s a pronoun."
' That' is an adverb," said Mrs. Carden.

Launa, 1 shall tell Maud that you called
her-vulgar."

"Oh! do."
" Women always tell," said Mr. Herbert.

I told a woman something once and she
told. She

" I am not a woman," said Mrs. C-arden-
ci who carries tales.y)

" But you are going to -tell someone what
Miss Archer said of her," observed Mr.
Herbert. Men don't do that."

Ah!
Nobody tells, really."

I did not telý, jack," said Mrs. Phillips.
Tell us now," said Sir John. "If you

get the credit of telling we may as well
:ierive some amusement from, the story.
Miss Archer, what do men usually tell you.

Différent things. Tbey do not confide
M me. I am not syrapathetic enough.%

............
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Are you not. inquired Mr. Wainbridge.
I think you are. I should love to confide

in you."
He looked again at her, so did Mr. Her-

bert, and Lily observing both looks concerned
herself with Mr. Herbert's' which was one of

admiratioà-developing admiration.
It was then that marriage with him ap-

peared desirable, or rather the owning of
him would be pleasant. Mrs. Phillips

imagined her wedding and , the wedding

-dress! He could ddmire another woman!
They got up fr m the tableand Mrs.

Phillips stayed with the men to smoke.
After his cigarette Sir John went to the

Club. Mrs. Carden seated herself on a sofa
and demanded a footstool, then when Launa
announced an engagement for the afternoon,
Lavinia arose and took her departure.
Launa and Mr. Wainbridge drove off in a

hansom.
Do you think they are really, going to

hear music asked Mr. Herbert, when
Lily and he were alône.

Why not?
Because it is so hot, and because I would
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much rather talk to you here, so 1 naturally
supWse every other man would rather talk

to the woman he loves than listen to any

music. 1 'have made up my mind, to marry

you in a month."
She smiled enigmatically.
', Very well. You know my bargain- I

cannot live with my sister ; she swamps me.

Her mind and her life are like a bog. fit is

dull living alone; you would provide an

element of éxcitement."
You say marriage is not love. Is it ex-

citing ? " he asked.
",A husband should be reviving," she

answered, " and should endeavèur to, be

a lover-always."
Mr. Herbert came over to her.
".1 shall always be your lover."

And you agree to my conditions ?
You are to *keep your rooms ; I am -to

keep rûine. Is that it ?
Yes. What else ?

We -are seldom. to have breakfast
together.

Very seldom," she answered.
After our honeymoon ?
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After our-after that-yes, she said.
But dinner always."
Dinner ofteýn," she corrected
Take off your rýngs, " he said.

Mrs. Phillips fro-ned.
You are too commanding-"

Please."
You do it," and she held out herhand.

He gravely pulled off first one with two
large turquoises-he had given it to her-
next .a smail one with a diamond, then her
wedding ri'ng which he put in his pocket, and-

replaced it with one almost exactly like ît.
With my body I thee worship," he said,

and he added a ring with three large sapphires
in-a liet gold setting. The stones were set
high and they shone.

You do not wear his ring now."
H dw beautiful the stones are," she

answered.
I have always been jealous of that ring,"

he said.
Have you ? 'Jealousy is as cruel as the

gravie, saith Solomon. Do not be cruel."
I could not be anything with you bue

kind," he replied, with a sort of unsteadiness,

Umm" m ma 00
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for though shé was not lovely she was
alluring, fascinating. He could have followed

her away from everything, through disasters
and fire with-out feeling it, until she left him.

The honeymoon was invented" for Adam
and Eve before the Fall," she said, slowly,,

and before the appearance of the serpent.
Is there necessarily a serpent now ?"

You spoil everything, by analysing it,',
le replied. ý'You should look- on things as
a whole, and not dissect them ; thât is one of
your _own maxims. You told- it to me when
-I asked of what your new hat waý- made.
You said it was a wMe and a creation."

But honeymoons are not wholes, nor are

-emotions. Everything is largely constituted
of them."

They are moments. Live 4or one
moment."

It passes so quickly," she said, and
sighed.

Then, in a month," he suggested, with
an outward air of boldness, though inwardly

he was - doubtful -and qu'aking, you will
marry -me."

In a month! How soon!
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Il How far away. Where shall we go for
our tour ?

Not to Paris. I hate Paris."
Shall we stay in London? "
No, no! How commonplace! We shall

live in London. Suggest something new."
Il Shall we go into the country ? To thé

real country, where thére are nightingales
and roses ?

She sang softly:

The nightingale in fervent song
Doth woo the rose the whole night long."

« Rubinstein, isnt it ? " he asked. Well,
w ill you come ?

Yés, it is risky, but I will for once hear
the nightingales and feel young again."

"' I love you."
cc Do you ? Love-it is so old, so new,

so impossible.
For-always," he said, not answering her,

only following the train of thought in his
own mind.

Il No, not for always," she said sadly,
Lovè me really for-,a week,'a day, a yearte
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while the nkhtingales sing. I would rather
fiàve a man s whole love for one day, than
his toleration for years, his agreeable accepta-
tion of my presence."

A man usually loveshis wifé."
Does hè ? Does he ? You know that

is rubbish. You love me now, and you
think you will always. A wife is associated
with a man s disagreeable pleasures, hisduty
,dinners, his dull breakfasts. When he goes

to dine at. his Colonel's or with the man who
hàs influence, and runs the papers, she g'oes
and bores him too. If you were'compelled--..,
to take the other man's wife out toi dinner

you would apprecïate the attributes of your
_Own when you returned to her."

A man loves hîs future wife before
matrimony. But, Lily, afterwards I think it

is your own fault."
Mine? she exclaimed. "Mine-you

forget-you
Dearest, I did not mean you. I meant in-

definite woman. It will never be your fault."
She looked at him.

You apologised in time-1 was haughty.
Sit there, near but not too near me.
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He seated himself in a little chair.
That chair will break. Sit somewhere

else.",, ý>
To return to the subject of matrimony,"

she said.
Of breakfast."
A woman lets ber husband see too much

of her, and know too much about her. She
frequently looks ugly. Oh, Dr. jaegar, thou
art answerable for much woe! Breakfast is
a disturbing meal, for we sometimes are
weary at breakfast and-you may have yours

alone."
I would like it better with you."
That îs it," she exclaimed. Now you
would. Soon you would not. You must

make a man do without what he loves, to
keep his love. Men are so unreasonable."

Do you believe in anyone, Lily?
No. Yes, 1 do.')

Tell me," he asked eagerly, in whom
Io you believe ?

In mysel£"



CHAPTER IX

LAUNA and Mr. Wainbridge drove to the
concert-aprivateone-where Herr Donau--,

was going to play the piano for his hostess-
Lady Blake, Launa, and a friend.

The day was hot, terribly so. The heat
rose from, the ground, the houses, and the
pavement; it struck one like a fiery draught
from a fùrnace. Launa and Mr. Wainbridg«e
were silent; they knew each other well
epough . to be so. He was pondering.
Though h-e found. her interesting he did not
agree with her at all about many things, but
therein lay her power of attracting him, for
she did not care whether she did or not.
She did not'pretend this as many women'do,
whèn men always are aware of it.

" I am hot," she said.
"'And you look cool."

I am wishing to, be where I could hear
the river ripple, and héar the sound '-of the
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water as it curls over the rocks. I wish 1
could see the big lake where it widens, where
the pines and the maples grow. Oh, the
smell of the wind there!

Why won't you come and sit in the park
instead of going to hear Donau? "

&' Because I can imagine myself in that
far-off land when Donau is pla i " she

answered. I can shut my eyes and féel the
wind; I see the water just rippled and then

still. In the park it is civilised and hot; the
trees are beautiful, but not like those I love.
The grass' is green, but the wind is parching,
and it ils town-laden; it is-)IF She stopped.
«« Who is that ? " -

"He started at the tone of her voice. It
was full of apprehension, of a sort of'cold

joy, as -if she had fought, and was glad to, be
beaten.

He asked " Where ?"
" I thought I saw someone-somegne

knew-someone- Oh, I want to stop, to
get out. It is stifling here."

" There are so many people," he 'replied.
I did not notice anyon ' e. Was it a woman?
We are nearly there now. Do not get out."



A GIRL OF THE NORTH iig

Il No-never mind. It was imagination.
1 thought I saw-it could n-t have been
really."

cg Ahl" he said, Il imagination is deceiving
and becoming. 'You have grown most

beautifully flushed. You are very good to
look at, Miss Archer."

Il You must talk to Lady Blake," said
Latina. " I am tired."

The room into which they were shown
was dark, cool, and flower-scented. Lady
Blake was dresseý in black. She was a

woman men loved for an hoûr, a dance, or a
day. Sir Godfrey Blake had married her

after a short acquaintance. Immediately
afterwards he went into Parliament, and now

sat out all the debates, and was seldom at
home. Men pitied her, women shook their
heads, while she loudly lamented a cold
husbanà, and was consoled by other men.

Il We have been waiting for you," she
said. Il Herr D'nau is ready to begin."

She gloried in her riches, and she was
musical, though in the days of her poverty

she had not been. - Shilling seats and de-
privations did not suit her; but to be able to
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pay the most expensive successful pianist in
London for a whole àfternoon, to play to her
and one or two chosen ones, what a triumph!

That was success. And if she did not
0

,'enjoy the music she did derive great satisfac-
tion from saying, 1' Donau played for us on

Sunday; he played marvellously. Of course
we paid him."

Miss Archer's imagination has, been ca'us-
ing her to see people-a person," said Mr.

Waiabridge, as he shook hands with Lady
Blake.

He wanted to see Launa grow red again,
as well as to discover who she thought she
had seen.
Shelaughed.

Was it a ghost? " asked Lady Blake.
She looked uncomfortable. She had some

ghosts behind her-a brother and sister who
were poor, and who lived at Clapham.

They worked, and she ignored them.
A ghost! " repeated Wainbridge. Do

you believe in ghosts, Miss Archer
Do I ? Souls of the dead! I .Ïish I

could see them."
64 Don't! exclaimed Lady Blake. 1 be-
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lieve in premonitory warnings. You did not
see me walking, did you, Miss Archer ? 1

,pe not.
ci No, I only saw an old friend-an old
Canadian-friend. But it was only in fancy,

for the next moment it was gone."
There was a slight pause when she said

it was gone." Mr. Wainbridg'e noticed
she used Il it." %,

Lady Blake said "Oh" sadly, and, then
continued : " Premonitory warnings are so

interesting. Was the friend an old, I mean
an ancient grey-headed friend, or only -ld as..
regards the time of friendship? Was it a
woman? " --

I t. was a spirit," said Launa.
You will hear of a death," said Lady

Blake with solem'nity.
It is already dead," replied Launa.
To you asked Mr. Wainbridge.

Are we not going to hear Herr Donau
play ? ' " inquired Launa. '-, You have not

f0ýgotten you are to play the ýýaldstein

Sonata for me? " she said to Herr Donau' ' ' '1 have not forgotten. Shall I begin
Do," said Lady Blake, seating herself
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0
in a chair covered with cream-coloured
material.

Her black dress, yellow hair, and white
skin had an ideal, an arranged background.
Ideals have to be well arranged, otherwise

they are deficient. Launa sat in a dim
corner; Mr. Wainbridge chose - a chair from
which he could observe her.

She was listening intently; she had often
played the Waldstein to Paul, and she wanted

to see how Donau would play the octave run.
Through it all she could think of Paul. Had

she really seen him ? No, he was not in
Englaild.- Could he be dead? . . . Donau
played the run beautifully. . Could Paul

be dead? Donau played the octaves with
one hand-gliýsancjo. Wonderful! Launa

glanced round her; no one appeared to have
0 1noticed. Lady Blake was kèepl*ng time wîth

her head and "her foot. T'ime in the Wald-
stein! Launa felt a great wave of longing,
of desire for the ývoods, .1akes and the'vast
ness of the real forest, and for the air. Oh
that air 1 Keen sometimes, sweet, full of the

smell of wild flowers, of the pine woods-
and where was Paul?
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The Waldstein went on and on. To her
it meant springdays, movement, hope, but

not in the overcrowded old land. To the
others it meant - différent things-music

always does-and Launa's mind returned to
the impression of the afternoon. It could
not have been Paul alive that she had seen ?

Could it be that he was de-ad, and because
she loved him, he came to her ? Did she
love him ? She heard the wailing of the

Indian child. 'But if Paul were dead, he was
hers-hers-hers

Her thoughts were interrupted by the
ceasing of the piano and the compliments of
Lady Blake and Mr. Wainbridge.

" You were asleep," said Mr. Wainbridge
to Launa.

No. My thoughts were wandering.'
With more. spirits?

Mr. Wainbridge, come here," said Lady
Blake. <1 Come and see this ; it is by Herr

Donau. Play it, do, Herr Donau, and then
Miss Archer has promised to play 'Warum."ý'

Il There is a history in that," said Launa,
when the great man had finished. There
is an unravelled thread in it."
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Ah, yes," he said " there is. 'Ybu have

ig 
theunderstanding, Miss rche."r

now, will y u play 'Warum, ?
asked ady Blake.

To hear Miss Archer play 1 Warum' is
one of the world's desires," said Mr. Wain-
bridge, bècause you puzzle it-the world,

mean.
She did not answer. Lady Blake * re-

hearsed speeches to all her dear and jealO'US
friends while the music lasted. Shé would
say Ci Donau and -Miss Archer played for

us during a whole afternoon." She had
triumphed.

Launa drove hôme alone. Mr. Wain-
bridge to his regret had an engagement. H'e
said good-bye to her with sorrow, while she
was indifferent. There was something in
the spirit theory after all.

Mrs. Phillips and Mr. Herbert were still
sitting at Victo'ria Mansions. She had changed

her c1ress for a tea gown and invited him to
dinner. The evening was hot. Launa

dressed in white and went to the music-ro'om.
Conversation did not appeal to her. She

Vbegan to play, to work hard at an impossible
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sonata. The hard work was taking away'

her weariness, the feeling of misery and long-

ing when the door was opened and Captain

Carden came in.
4£ 1-did not let your maid announce me.

wanted to surprise you, Launa," he said,

advancing with an air of exp5ec5>tlon. «'She

said you were ý not at ho el but 1, heard

the piano, and I knew you wold see me."

He held out his hand,

1 will finish this page," she said, not

taking the hand thus affably extended, and

playing on.

Captain Carden seated himself near and

stared at her. She could feel his eyes taki'g

her in, all over, gloating over her, but she

finished and sat on the music-stool, turning

herself round until she faced him.

Your mother was here to lunch."

Yes, Launa, she told me so."

Did you want to see me particularly ?

she asked. 1 suppose you did, because

I said 1 not'at home.' I am very tired and

in a musical 'oo-d."

He smiled languidlý and leaned back.

You don't mean atl La-una."
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His detestable habit of repeating her name
irritated her. She looked at him.

Why do you nevêr call me Charlie ?
We are relations."
" Are we ? " she asked.

" Yes. That is one reason why I came,
and then my mother asked me to come
and, see you. She and I are both worried.
Mother thinks

Do think yourself you remind .me of
Uriah Heep."

ce My mother thinks," he continued with a
sort of leer, 'l that you are lonely. She
fears the friends.you have, the contaminat'ion
of their talk about no morals-she says

Làuna got up.
&C You will either go away or else you will

talk of something else. Speak for your-
self, pray. I do not café what your mother
thinks."

Captain Carden looked at her.
Don't get cross., You know I am in

ove with you, and I want to marry you. It
will be such àn advantage to . you, an- un-

known Canadian, to marry into a good old
]ýýglish family, and to be welllooked after."
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She was silent, first from surprise, then
from 'anger. It was as if the words would

not come rapidly, enough.

Thank you," she said. I decline your

insulting offer. Now will you go?"
Now, Launa, you know lit 1* s the best

thing you c-an do. I am really in love with

you. You will have some of your own

money settled on you, of course, and you

will have an excellent position and be

thought a great deal of as my wife."
44 1 will nevex-1:ýe your wife," she answered.

Never.

All girls want to marry ; you do. They

all do. I like a girl who pretends to*

be but this is enough, Launa,
Give in now, you know how 1 love you,

you-,

Launa's cheeks were blazing, she got up

and rang the bèll violently. HÉ followed,

unseen by -her, until she felt his arm on her

waist; his face was detestably cl-ese, his eyes

staring into hers,-glaring liF an an imal's,

and his breath was hot against her face.

She gav% him one firm push; she had not

paddled so much in vain ber arms were
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véry- strong, and he did not expect it. He

staggered across the room, upsetting a little

table and breaking some china ornaments

which fell with a crash as he sprawled on the

floor. just then the maid opened the door,
and Mr. Wainbridge walked in.

Curtîs 'Show Captalin C ult-. -said
lt différej

Launa, app,ýr it calmm indifférence.
She. looked very tall, slight, and angry, as

she stood waiting. Captain Carden gathered
himself together with a sheepish look, and

advanced towards, her.
ý-'Good-bye, Launa."

Go," she said.
Launa, say good-bye."

And as the door closed she threw herself
-. 1 -l' hair and laughed.

into a_,,,b*g, C Captain
Carden hea'rdý it as he left the flat and de-

tected nothing but ridicule in it. Mr. Wain-
bridge went over to her; he saw she ' would
have cried had she not laughed, and that
her ner'ves were all unstrung.

" Why didn't you tell me to kick him out?
He deserved it."

', Why didn't you do it ?
She put her hands over her face, and
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began to sob. He stroked- her hair gently,
tenderly, and she liked it.

1 am an idiot 1. 1 am an idiot!" she
said at last.

What did he do?."
How did you come? You were-dining

at the Grays', I thought you said?
1' 1 came because I wanted to see you."
She dried her eyes and leaned back in her

chair and looked out at the night, feeling the
curious rest of exhaustion. The greyness of
twilight crept 'into the room, it was peaceful

thlough still sultry. He took her hand and
said

I am glad I came."
So am V' she said, cheerfully. Her

mood had changed. " You saved me from
unknown bother. He was most imper-

tinent."
In the other room Mrs. Phillips was

becoming impatient. She was hungry. At
tea-time Herbert's conversation engrossed

her, and now where was dinner?
She was also anxious to create a sensation,

to surprise Launa and everyone by telling of
her speedy marriage, which was to take place
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in one month exactly. And so she went
into ihe music-room.

Has that awful ' Carden man gone ?
am so hungry, Launa dear. Do .- say you
are hungry too, Mr. Wainbridge. I am
going to be married in a month."

She sighed.
«'No won:der, then, that you are hungry,

said Mr. 'Wainbridge, i(with that awful
prospect ybu need restoratives of all sorts."

Lucky Mr. Herbert," said Launa'. I
congratulate him."

How nîcè of You," said Mrs. Phillips.
1 feared yov might be small minded enough

to congratulate me. He is in the drawinor-
room-sta:rving too,

Il Let us go, then, to dinner," said Launa.
Mr. Herbert, you are so lucky." j
" That is good of you," he answered.
" Merely decent of her,"-said Mrs. Phillips.

",,She knows my worth."
'« H ow are the spirits? " asked Wainbridge,

as Launa and he followed the other two into
the dining-room.

Good. Loôk at my eyes. Are they
red
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" They are beautiful."
He took her hand for one moment.; it was

an involuntary caress.
And they drank to the perfect happiness

of Mrs. Phillips and Mr. Herbert.

k

131



CHAPTER X

TiiE wedding was over. Mrs. Phillips had
become Mrs. Herbert. The accounts were

in all the papers, the guests were mentioned,
,and the bride's attire was described.' She
wore mauve, a bonnet, and what was not

mentioned, a nervous air. The known
dangers of m'atrimony are worse in anticipa-
tion, and, more true, than the maiden bride's
assurance of eternal bliss.

Miss Archer, an American -b'auty," said
the Chronicler, accompanied her. to the

altar, and handed her a smelling-bottle."
Mr. and Mrs. Herbert departed amid no

rice and no old slippers. Lfly would not
have them. They went to hear the nightin-
gales, and to remember Rubinstein's song :Il

The nightingale with fervent song
Doth woo the rose the whole night long."

For one whole- we.ek the weather was

glorious and unchangeable.
J32
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Launa was, alone in Victoria Mansions.
Mr. George vl*sl*téd her -With frequency, and

1-so di& Mr. Wainbridge.

Mr. George often came in the morning.
I am à t my worst early,' Launa, he

said, and then I long for strono,'measures.
You are a strong measure. Your name

is so perfect, 1 could not spoil it with a
Miss," he added apologetically.

All the old women would bave called her-
a bold Canadian had they not remembered
her moiney and succéss. England conquered
and annexed her Colonies; do not their
maidens annex her young men?

Launa missed her fàther; between them.
there was a-perfect relationship ; theïr minds

were in tune ; she was so certain of his love
and care that she féared no diminution there-

oL He wrote to her often, and she thought
of shutting up the flat and going to, join him.

On Lily's w- edding day, Mr. Wainbridge
told her hr, was obliged to travel with his
uncle for six weeks. The uncle, Lord
Wainbridge, had just constructéd a novel

it -contained a pinch of all the crazes of the
day, and was clev'r,- but not moral. Lord
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Wainbridge became uneasy, and Lady
Wainbridge rampant witli rage (designated

in this, case Christian solicitu de about his
fall) when she read it. She said the want

of morals was his own. She said m'any
things which he did not mind when she
only gave utterance to them ; but he feared
ridicule as he feared nothing else; she said
he would be laughed at, so, he fled to his

nephew, who always had sympathy for him.
Launa received the tidings of Mr. Wain-
bridge's departure with indifférence, though

she did feel it. And he decided that her
lack of vanity was her one fault. She really
appeared as if she did not care whether she
attracted him or not. But she thought very

much about him. His, -interest in her-was
pleasant. It was more. It was necessary to

her, as much$as ýanything can be necessary
over which- we have no control, and without
which -we must live if it is withdrawn.

The day of his last visit they spent in
reading, when he would have much rather

talked.' But she had a new book.
Il How queer it is that the charm of so

few poems lasts," she said. " What I loved
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at sixteen I loathe now, and 1 suppose what
i lové now 1 shall hate at thirty-five."

We change. You do not love a comic
song when your heart àches."

ce I have no heart.')

21.2 Because I said that, you think I meant
your heart, " he replied. I did not.

Your own then ?
Perhaps. Do you believe we are eespon-

sible for ev il? "
&C I do not kn-w. Are we responsible for

what we cannot help ? 1 could not condemn
any one but myself ' The existence of evil is
true, but how horrible! And how it spoils
our lives."

Spoils our lives," he repeated. You
are quite right! Tell me, can a man or
a woman love two people at once? Is it
possible to love evil and good ?

Launa grew pale.
No one can love evil.)ý

You are right," he said, with triumpb.
It is not love then. To do right, one

should love sometfii ' ng, someone.
Yes, " she half whispered, Il love someone,

even if they are beyond one's reach,"
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Il You have comforted me. I must say
good-bye, now. No, I will see you once
again, to-night. In six weeks I shall come

back,_ and -I shall be glad-glad. What, shall
you be ?

She did not answer, but stood up and
walked across the room '-o look at a photo-
graph. She Would never go back to Canada,

never.
Where did you get that photograph ?

he asked. " I s it new ? Who is it ? ')

It was Paul. She had kept it locked up
until now.

Il It is no one you know. It is ý,only a
picture which reminds me of eviU'

Take it down-shall I
No no, she said sharply. We are

terribly in earnest," she added, and gave a
little laugh.

She went to the window and lo'ked out.
The lights were flashing, and the roar ôf -the
city came up to her.

Good-bye," he said, taking her hand.
Good-bye-Behüt dick Gott."

That night Launa went to a dance, which
lasted until three in the morning. She wore
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pink, and looked beautiful. The lust for
slaughter, for conquest, for admiration entered-___

into her. She could not love any ma'n, she
assured herself, while she knew that she

thought only -of Paul. But she possessed
power. She could ýur1, and for that one
night she gloried in it. This was what the
man on the steamer had meant this was
deadening ; this was life and din there was
no time to think.

Mr. Wainbridge was there; she gave him
one- dance only, and he was angry, though
he rejoiced when Mr. George said to- hiM'Oý.

Il Launa is miserable. Her eyes are un-
happy; she is feeling something."

She had expressed herself as yearnin for
Norway, and that was all; but in-

bridge thought she wantèd him.
The next morning she slept until, it was,

late; she was very tîred. When her letters
were brought to her she did :not open them.

She lazily drank her tea and looked at the-
post-marks, wondering from, whom. they

were. She sent a wire to her father, say-
ing she would like to, join'him at once. .

While she was dressing her-nýaid brought
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her a telegram. It might be about her new
dress, or Lady Blake's picnic, or the concert

at which she was to play.
This was what she read:-

Your father accidentally shot. Dying.
Come. 

STEVENS."

Stevens was, a friend who had joined her
father.

Launa looked at it; dying-not dead.
She drank her tea. It was, it must be some
detestable, horrible dream.

By twelve o'clo-ck her boxes were packed;
and Launa and her maid started on their
long, almost useless, journey. To sit still and
wait was impossible, it wa:s like watching for

someone who never came. The trai n- tore
aloqg, and the trees seemed to wave their
branches like hungry, relentless'demons, as
if they would clutch all men ; the sea was
cruel, and the steamer outrageously slow.

And Launa, was too late.

After an absence of one week she came
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back to London, crushed, weary, and heart-
sick. Her life seemed to be over. She -had

seen him again, but he was dead. There
was nothing she could do, it was all over.

If only she had Paul! She * could have
screamed with the torture of fate. She

realised the disappointment 'of life, that
nothing could be as it had been. 'A new life
might come to her, but she could never gather

the old one together again. Perhaps some
day she would be reminded of the past when

she had forgotten. Tô be reminded it.--,is
necessary to have forgotten. But now she
sufféred-now she wanted everything she

had not. She felt the torture of the vain
longing for the impossible; a blister on her
body would have been a relief; there was
ohe on her soul. She wished she had told

-- her father about Paul; she wished she could
forget Paul; she wished he were there with

her, and then she resolved agzn to forget
him.

She wrote to 4r. Wainbridge and told
him of her terrible trouble. It was a relief

to pour out her mind to sorneone who
understood, and to whom she could sa'y mad
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things-whether he sympathised or not she
did not care.

She was rich, and inundated with letters of
ympathy. ach writer considered herself

the one consoler Launa reqùired. Men do
not write tÈat kind of letter; they merely
leave cards. _-' Ç'

Mrs. Carden sent pages of lamentation"
and exhortation, interspersed with demands
for one interview, just one, with her dearest
Launa.

Lily Herbert came up to town for the.day.
She was sorry for Launa when she could

remember'to be so. I t was with great
difficulty she could disguise the cheerful grin

her countenance had assumed since her
marriageý She could not understand Launa's

abandonment to grieE If Sir John had died
Lily'would have w'ept, when reflecting on
her lonely position, and then have smiled

over the patterns of new mourning,
Launa remained diimb to her and with

her; Lily realised at last, with a certain sort
of awe, that Launa was stricken; that she
wâs full of sorrow which was not easily ended,

and that she could not bear attempts at con-
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solation, which were merely, and only could
be, attempts. Who can raise the dead?
Launa paýssed throu'gh the lonely dark valley

of nevexmore-of hunger for one face, for
one word which is so intense as to be
torture, and to which was added the desire
for the presence of a man whom, she felt was

9A
,wunfaithful to her. Could she bear another
man s kisses H'ow could he then kiss
another woman ?

To stay in London was impossible for her,
and so she chose to go to a little village in
Derbyshire which her fàther had loved as a
boy. The Black Country, with- its barren
moors and lonely- stonewalled hills, attracted

her; the warm valleys full of bracken and
alder bushep, through which the rushing
mountain streams tore, had a wild beauty

and'a lulling power. It was very lonely.and
bleak. She could walk for miles without

seeing anyone, and the people she did meet
were for the most part only villygers. Much
s she longed to see "Solitude" again, she

felt the impossibility of going there.'
During all these long, long days of sorrow

and direful longing, Mr. Wainbridgewrote
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to er. Ahnost every day a letter came, and
she began to look for them. and to answer

them. At,_-firs-t---l--he hâd ônly sent him
scrawls, but he had gradually drifted into an
intimate-a mcist intimate friend.

She often re-read his letter"s, and there was
more in them than the actual words said.

She gave him credit for an intuition which
he did not possess. H e loved her, and he
divined that she did not love him; -she could

almost love him for -,-that. Women usually
ýve men, for imaorinar-y qualities. She

thoudht him--brave and pure; she fancied he
loved what she did, instead of which he

loved her. Her personality made life in-
teresting her playing made music an ever-
la:sting joy.

The clay à ter -, she was ' settlea at Fair
View she had a-long letter from him in

answer to her first coherent one.

SCHWFITZFR:ÎIOF, LUCERNE,

y

«I At last! I was so glad to get your
letter this morning. First, I am going to

1, 1ài>
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thank you from my heart for telling me
everything, and please remember that I can
never be bored by anything that concerns

you. Just believe that, and you will trust

.me, and I may be able to help you with rny
sympathy at any rate... Dear, 1 do sympa-

thise, and it is as if the trouble were my
own. I can dimly guess what a terrible loss

you have had, and 1 know that your relation-
ship with him was a perfect one. I am se

sorry that the letters 1 have written since I
left London have been so selfish and full of

my own feelings, while you are in such grief;
forgive them. 1 should love to hear thatihe,

knowledge of my sympathy and cane is some-
thing to you. I need not tell you that I

would spare no trouble..and no thought ïf 1
could help you in the smallest degree, or if

could save you one ounce of care or pain. I
know the hardness of it appals you. Can

I -say or do anything to make you happier?
II have ust been reading for the tenth

time 'Andrea del Sarto.' It is wonderful;
but how he longed for a soul in his wife, and

yet he loved her for her beauty, and she
again the cousins whistle.' It is se sad



but how could she love him when she did
not understand him? And I suppose it

bored her to sit by the window with him,
while he talked to her, and all the time she
was listening for the cousin's whistle, and

wish*ng her husband would begin to paint
again. Surely 'a man's reach does always

exceed his grasp.' If it did not, we
should not want a Heaven at all. Browning
knew things, didn't he ?

We are not coming back for some'weeks
yet, and it makes me sad, for I long to hear

your voice agaïn. I love your voice,
Yours,

C. H. W."

A course of these letters was very comfort-
ing. To be necessary to someone is what

many women are obliged to be, instead of
being loved.

The days were long and full of pain. She
did not grow accustomed to it. The wound

was as open and sore as at first. I t was a
relief to be alone, and to be allowed to be
sorrowful. There was no peace, no joy
anywhere.
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CHAPTER XI

LILY HERBERT as Lily Phillips had realised
the importance of keeping her husband's
love, not his toleration. Mr. Phillips had

been affectionate always, and she had toler-
ated him. She remembered it àll; she had
been soýrelieved and glad when he was away
fromber, his kisses nauseated her.

With Herbert life was joy, and, had she
not firmly believed it could not last, real
happiness would have been hers.

Their honeymoon had lasted -for three
weeks, three weeks of absolute happiness,
ýempered only by her husband's reflections
of sorrow for Launa-for he admired Launa.
Lily did likewise, and she feared her, too.

Lily wondered whether she was to be the
one who cared mostý in all marriages one
cares more than the other. She had alw'ays
felt a contempt for women who show they

care while their husbands seem indifférent.
She blamed them; they were no longer

145
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desirable to their husbands ; they were with-
ïn reach. Someone must lead, so she took

it : fear f lest he should change or grow tired
lent terror'to all her ideasand movements.

They were staying in Surrey. The house
was small, with a garden wh ' ich was a bower
of roses, with beautiful lawns and large cedar
trees. They lived out of doors. Mr. Herbert

did not work, and she took to embroidery.
He told her she looked absolutely lovely
when she sewed.
Shelaughed.

There is something syren-like about
you,"- he said. You will never . grow old
you could not become unattractive."

«I Thank you."
« Ls that all-is that all you are going to

say to me, only thank you ?
(C A113 " she said.
He came over by her.

Your hands are so beautiful. I would
like to live lïke this always..

It would not be always june and warm,"
she saià.

I love you, love you'absolutely-what
can change it ?
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What ? she repeated, even while she
feared. Don't ask, you will spoil ite)i

You never-will n ôt often let me kiss
you. Why is it?

I hate kissing.)'
I will kiss you,-' he said masterfully.

You are mine, mine, mine. You are an
enchantress, a witch. When 1 am with you,
or away from you, I think of nothing but
you. My life is all you.

He took her in his arms gently, She re-
membered with a shudder those horrible

embraces of her first marriage. He kissed
her lips, those warm red lips which were one

of her chief beauties ; but -it was all'done so
gently.

,You were afraid of me," he sa*d.
Heavens 1 here is someone comini to call."

And yop have crushed my blouse," she
said reproachfülly.

It was Lady Blake.
H ow 2ire you both ? " she asked, as she

rustled towards them, pretty, smilihg, and

glancing from, one to the other.
Very hap'ý Y," said Mr. Herbert. The

nightingales are still singing,"
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Ah, said Lady Blake, as she seated
herself in his chair, and accepted a cushion
from him. Happy-there is something

subdued about happiness. I , w*ant you to
come and stay with me."

When is your unéle éoming home ?
Lily said to, her hugband.

In a week," he replied.
Iri a week then," said Mrs. Herbert,

we would like to come to you.»
After Lady Blake left he said:
«I And now it is over.»

Not over," she answered, 'ljust begin-
ning. We stay at Blake House for two

weeks, and then papa wants us."
Mr. Herbert acquiesced. He had given

in to her conditions, and he knew what she
did not or pretended not to, believe, that he
loved her with all his soul. He would go

with cheerfulness to Lady Blake's, anything
--to prolong the honeymoon, and he hoped

Lily would forget her proposed arrangement
when they returned to town. That oblivion
might descend on her mind he prayed 1

After their visits they went back to,
London.
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They arrived one iËorning about twelve,
and drove to, her flat ïn Sloané Street, he

had his luggage sent to his rooms which
were two streets further on.

I think we -might take a larger flat," he
suggested. It would be cheaper ýLnd less
trouble."

She laughed àh4 answered
By and by. You remember our bar-

gain? We are not to, grow tired like otaer
people or to> see too much of each other-
enough of each other."

And so one of us is to be always mïser-
able," he said.

Isn't it better'? she asked. 1 sn't
anythl*ng better than for either of us to be

tired ?
There were tears in her eyes.

No, my beloved, it is not better. Will
you not think it over ? Will you-" he held

her hand. We are so, happy, we shall be
always. It will last,- I swear it will--2'-

The cab stopped and she got out.
She gave-herself a little shake as she went

UP in- the lift. How perilously near giving
in *he had been! What would it be to her
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to lose the lover ? 'A husband is a poor
exchange. No, she would be firm.
The little flat looked very \etty, there

were flowers everywhere. Her two maids
welcomed her with smiles and blushes'.

Lunch was ready. 1
Mrs. Herbert'went to take-off her hat.

Her own ýroom was decorated with white
flowers; là was a dear little white and green
room.

I should like to wash my hands," said
lier husband meekly. 4 -

"'Yes, you may. I will show you my
room. Now that we are married I can show

you everything. There is a delightful
sensation of freedom as well as of bondage in
matrimony."

She took hîm into her room and left him
there.

That is my spare room," she éaid, and
pointed to a door. «' It will be your room
when I ask you to stày here."

'« There is- something unusually novel in
'being asked to stay with one's wife. It is as
if you had me on approval."
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Don't say that," she suggested. "No,
you belong to me now-."

I wish I did.- You are like the angel
with the drawn - sword at the gate, of the

Garden of Eden. He was not placed there
until aftér Eve had eaten the apple. I sup-

pose 1 bave had a bý1te of m'y apple.
IlYou are anticipatïng. -You are borrowing

trouble. Wash your hands and come to
lunch."

He looked'into the next room. I t was
yellow and white, and dainty and fresh. A

row of his boots would, disfigure it. His
bachelor quarters seemed so dull in comparim
son. The faint smell of violets came4rom
her cl'thes, he used her hair brush, and
looked at her shoes lingeringly.

They ate their lunch and sl>oked after-
wards.

II This is lovely! " he said, with a sigh.
II And how unlike matrimony. The

average husband likes to use his authority at
first, and says he will have the pictüres

altered, and he cahnot sleep in a bed which
runs from east to west, or from north to

south or-»



152 A GIRL OF THE NORTH

He looked at her rathér sadly.
ci You are not an average wife, and I am

little more than a bachelor even now."
You are a very nice one."
Will you come and see my abode? You

have sèen my sitting-room, but Mrs. Grant
has it all done up, and so you must pay
me a visit."

Do you remember one day when I went
to, have tea with you, and Mrs. Carson dis-

appointed us? How terrified I was that
someone might see me, though you -tôld the

minion to say you were ' out. Every time
the bell rang I 'thought it was a man who
would force his way in; do you remember ?

9C.Do I not remember? Put on your
hat." 

j

I will change my dress. You will wait ?
For ever," with a smile and a glance.

So far they both felt matrimony a success;
desire had not failed. When would it ?

joy was clouded by apprehension in her
mind in his there was no doubt, no fear.
He knew himself better than she did. They
walked together to his rooms. He showed
her all over them. His housekeeper, Mrs.
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Grant, welcomed her. She too had arranged
flowers in lenty.

How will you havcý this roo'm furnished?
he asked, as he threw open the door. It
was a large room, the best one in a set of

four. It had -been his work-room, but he
had given it up for another, and a dark

one.
di This is to be your room when you come

to stay."
She smiled. There was a touch of genitis

in hý ais suggestion-more a touch of impro-
priety which appealed to her.

You will ask me to stay?'
Sometimes," he replied. Not too often,

lest you grow weary of me and find fault
with the housekeeping."

Cc Pale pink would be pretty for the room
decora-tions, and also be becoming. 1 would

come more frequently if it were becïming."
She turned to look at his pictures. «'Oh!

here is a photograph of Launa. She gave it
to you ?

di Yes, he replied.
She is, beautiful, and what a queer girl 1

1 had-no idea her father's death would make
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her so wretched. She was perfectly crùshed.
She behaved as if hé, were her lover."
«' He was very fond of her."

He was devoted to her. I cannot quite
make her out. She is-there is a history

somewhere. I did not know she had given
you her photograph, 1 suppose she gave

them'to everyone. She did not keep them
only for people she cared for. I am glad,"
she said suddenly, that I ave enoughours 7)
money to do without yours."

can give you pr nts.
And ask me to stay."
For always. I ask you now," he said.

I beg you. Will you stay always with me?
Not in these rooms, but we can have ýne

flat together."
You promised, " she answered, . with a

slightly unsteady voice. 49 You promised-
don't.'

To remind a manof his promise -hen-he -
wants to break it, frequently means the

woman would not mind if he did, and'if he
insists-she will give in. It betrays weakness.

He put his arms round her and said nothing,
but he gave no orders, for the* immediateý
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furnishing of one large flat. H er, eýcperiment
should be tried. He had no desLrejor inten-

tion of forcing her to give in nor of being
master; just then she woutâ have liked him

to be master, but how can a man know these-
things?

They went back to her rooms for dinner.
qShe put on a creamy gown trim5gd with
lace; he gave her some pale pink roses and

fastened them on. He never forgot her'
flowers.

In the evening they sat in the big window
and looked out at the moon-it rose, a
big round shining moon. They were silent.
At last she said

The stars are larger than the moon, but
how faint beside it.' The moon îs nearer."

That is what one feels sometimes," he
answered. One loves the stars, but the.

moon is nearer.
Yes, it is nearpt. Would you féel so ?

Am j the moon or a star? Of what are you
thinking ?

ci Of you.ji

"Of me. Think of something nice."
You are not nice. You are original, and
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that is never nice. H ow lonely 1 shall be
to-night ! "

And U'
Here Mr. George walked in.
1 have come," he said, to condole with

you both on being married."
How kind of you! " said Lily.
And to ask you- Mrs. Herbert, whether

the bird in the hand is worth two in the
bush? There were two in-your bush. Do

gratify my desire-my ardent desire-for
information."

I will," she replied. First -I must give
you some c' ee and ask you to look at

the 'oon."
Moon," repeated Mr. George.,.' « 1 There

are many moons; this is the old-'ýmoon, not
your kind, and this one is lovely. Was pur

moon full of honey ?
No," replied Mr. Herbert, lighting a

cigarette, ours was without anything sickly
or monotonous."

Or satiating
Exactly," answered Mr. Herbert.

Tell me. now, Mrs., Herbert, about the
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bush. I s ?-eý! better to have two in the
bush than the bird in your hand ?

Il Are -you asking merely as a journalist,
Mr. Geotge ? Or do you honestly desire
information?

', I desire honest information and informa-
tion honestly."

Two in the bush,» she repeated.
Sir Ralph and Mr. Buxton," suggested

the inquirer softly. CI Perhaps you prefer the
bird in your hand as well as the two in

the bush, for they are still there. They have
returned to town, and are looking more
cheerful than they appeared at your wedding.
If you remember, they left that festive scene
early, before your departure for the desert of
matrimony."

CI The bird in the hand is enough for me,'-'
said Lily, " enough now."

Ah!" said her husband, with an air of
abstraction, CI now.»

Yes, now, she said.defiantly.
Now," repeated Mr. George, with ex-

aggerated emphasis. Why are we all talk-
ing of now ? Tell me about Launa, Mrs,
Herbert? Where Às she ?
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Yes," said Mr. Herbert, 44 where is she? "
1 will make you both a present of her

address," said Lily. She will not see you;
you can both write volumes to her, and you,
Mr. George, will at once rush by the night
or the morning train to, see her."

Il No, time and distance will merely mellow
hèr affection for me. I am very fond of her,
too fond, for I love -her."

Dear me," said Lily. In what way do
you love her? Hopelessly, madly, platoni-

cally, or matrimonially ? "
Il Not matrimonially, because I could nevèr

tire of her; not platonically, platonic people are
too clever and enjoy their experiences too

much to be indifferent, but they never want
to, kiss each other. I might

These are revelations," said Mr. Herbert.
Go on," commanded Lily.'
1 can't. Launa is perfect. I fear she

does not love me. When I call her Launa,
her eyelids never quiver. D îd you ever
quiver, M rs. Herbert ?

Il Never."
ec 'Vau are intellectual. I am going to
write a book and call it -Mam*age.' There
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will be various assortments in it. Platon'ic
matrimony is interesting."

Very," said Lily.
She went away to get the address for him.

Wainbridge is very fond of Miss Archer
said George, when he was alone with Herbert.
She looked ill when Hast saw her. I am

going to write to her,
Tell her-"
Tell her what? " asked Lîly, returning as

he spoke.
& ' That we are perfectly, indefinitely happy."

How unlucky of you, jack. You never
should boast about happiness. It will go,
How àreadful of you. I know something
will go wro'ng."

" You have no nerve,'ý said Mr. Herbert.
" These connubial différences so early in

your matrimonial career are most embar-
rassing," said Mr. George. Later you will
seldom or never differ, or differ altogether.
Thus do the early quarrels of husband and

wife evolve themselves. I must go."
Shall we ever become indifferent ? " she

asked. Shall we ever grow old and cold
and-?
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Il Grey," interrupted Herbert. The
moon will change and'not shine."

They gazed at each other as if appalled by
their remarks.

«'Anyway the moon does not shine solely
for you," said'Mr. George. Il Farewell."

Mr. Herbert accompanied him to - the
door, and when he came back to her, Lily

said
Good-night, you must go home."
It is so late for me.to be out, and I want

to stay with you."
No. You must go," she said.
May I come to breakfast ?
At a quarter-past nine."
Good-night, my darlin a, my-good-night.

He lingered. He was loath to go, and she
almost said, '4 Stay, never gô-, " but she did

not say it, and so he left her.
She missed him. He had gone away in-

differently, and had not seemed to mind.
She had ordered'a special breakfast for him
-next day. 'Where had he gone after leaving
her ? The moo, n and the star comparison
returned to her mind. Then she wroteto
Sir Ralph Egerton, telling him. to come to
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see her. Had jack borne their first parting
with indifference ?

It was part of the plan that the wife should
not worry whether her husband suffered in-

différence. or any other -malady. Worry
causes sleepless nights and wrinkles. Mrs.
Herbert went to bed, but the moon shone in
and she could not 'sleep. She hoped he
could not ; nor did he.



CHAPTER XII

MRS. HERBERTwàs at home. Her drawing-
room had been crowdéd. Sir Ralph Egerton

had paid his fifst visit, and was more admir-
ing, more devoted than ever. Lily had

increased in value in his eyes now that
another man had appropriated her. Her
desirability was greater -because she was out
of reach.

Lily was looking particularly well. Sir
Ralph had brought her'-qa wedding present
and an invitation to go to the play with him.
The guests had all left, and he -had not suc-
ceeded in persuading her to come when Mr.

Wainbridge came in, followed by Mr. Herbert.
Il Sir Ralph wants me to go to the theatre

to-night," she said, turning to her husband.
You are not asked
Il I shall be delighted if you will come,"

said Sir Ralph politely.
I cannot," answered Mr. Herbert. "You
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have forgotten your engagement, Lily, to
come with me."

" So I have. Sir Ralph, will you dine
here to-morrow night and we can go some-
where? I won't ask you, dear," she said

to her husband, for you would not be
amused."

Il Many thanks, I will come at eight to-
morrow," said Sir Ralph. " Good-bye."
«'Tell me about yourself," said Lily fo Mr.

Wainbridge. " H ow are you ?
Mr. Herbert left them alone.

I am very well. I want you to help me-."
« T. help you ?
«ý'Will you try to get, Miss Ar-cher to

come back to town ?- I cannet go to , eby-
shire to see her."

Y ou want to see he- ?
Very mueb, 39

I will de wbat I dan. ou want te
marry her ?

Perhap!ý."
Mar niage is not peac not always.1)
It is better thffl separation and dis-

tance," he replied. Where are. you and
your bu"qd ping ? t
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Il Out-to the opera and then to supper
somewhere.

After he went away Lily wrote to Launa
and therî dressed and went out w*th her

husband. They were so happy when they
were together, and his absences, ordered by

herself, were so trying-he was kind and
strong, moreover he loved her. How
terrible if he were to forget, to grow cold !

She hardened her heart-her way was the
best. She forge that a day comes when
passion must grow cooler; then it is that
friendship seasoned by paspion takes its
place, and makes life rest and sweetness.

She was torn with jealousy lest he. might
care for some other woman, for if he were to,
he would not seule down to the dull, assuied,
matilmonial existence when he grew used to,

her, and- probably séék amusement else-
where. This was her way of keeping his

love. She let him, see her seldom, not
often ýlone. He heard of her flirtations
from, herseIL She lovedhim absolutely,
and she féared the force of her love might
cause his to grow cold, therefore she kept
him ata7distance and hungered for a sign,

4



for a caress from. him, while she never
betrayed her feelings"The next day Launa rece-véd the follow-

ing letter. She was starting for a long walk
when it came, and read it on the way.

"My DEARIEST LA-UNA,-How are you?
We are longing to see you. Do come to

London. Are you not com ing for your
music? Mr Wainbrl«dge was here to-day.
He is much concerned, dear, that you do not
come back 'to town. He fears you may

.be going to Canada to leave us all. jack is
most anxious to, see you too. We are still

happy, madly, gloriously, interruptedly
happy. Interruptions are salutary=they

add joy to the everydayness of life. Dear
Launa, do come back soonD

Thine as ever,
L. H."

Launa went across the moor to the " Cat
and Fiddle." Only by long walks could she
kill the reàtlessness which overcame heý,

She was longing to hear some music again,
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and Lily'- letter arrived at exactly the very
best time for Mr. Wainbridge.

Mr Wainbridge wrote almost every day.
He sent her books, music, and flowers. He
tried to induce her to come to town. He
tald 'her that he - loved her with a love of

the soul, that his one longing was to comfort
her, to endeavour to make up for the grief

and despair of the past. She thought of
him with interest He possessed the

glamour of a lover for her without any of
the diiadvantages of being ênamouréd her-
self, This was an affection of the mind-a
soul - love that he felt for her ; it lulled
her into security. She resolved to leave in
a week for London, there to begin her music
again.

As she walked home across the moor, she
thought of the days at «I Solitude " with her

father--m-she felt old and sad. Work only
-was' left; her aspirations on first comin'g to

London seemed the foolish yearnings of a
child for the moon. She would do some-
thing-play, work, and forget with her heart
and soul,-and also she would càre for some
person. This unsatisfied longing for the
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woods, 'for her father and 4 the old life must
be crushed, and speedily. How easy it was
to label her longings! She did not add the
desire for one word from Paul ' to them, and
yet that was the greatest, one of all. Lily's
suggestion that >she might intend to go tû
Canada again filled her with loathing. ý How
could she face "Solitude"?

And so she and her maid journeyed to
Victoria Mansions. Lily came to welcome

her, and expressed herself as being enchanted
with life, though really jack and she were
starting on an unsatisfactory wild - goose
chase. Occasionally they had a day together-

-sometimes he merely came to dine when
shè was having a party. Sir Ralph spent

many and long days with her ; they went
about together, and jack waited. He had a
firm belief in his own future with her. She
would tire of this life and be glad to rest,

and,,kriow he would care always.
When Launa had set her hoùsein order,

and had the piano tuned, she began tc> take
music lessons again. IIý

Mr. * Wainbridge came at once to see her.
She waated to take up their friendship where
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they had left it ' before their letter-writing;
he had added the letters, the wishes and

imaginings of their separation to it. At first
this intentional game of cross-purposes
amused him. She would not understand
what any one might have seen.

She wanted friendship, only bouaded by
all the old opinions, with love-making con-
fined to books. There was a grey shadow
between her and love-making. Mr. Wain-
bridge saw it and was patient,

About this time Launa met the Coopers.
Mrs. Cooper was a relic as well as a relict-
her one daughter Sylvia wasý of the preseà-t

day. They were very poor, and . Sylvia
worked very hard.

Mrs. Cooper k-new how to dress in silk or
satin, decorated with lace; but to adapt herself
to serge was quite beyond her capabilities.
She was a woman who could only order a

dinner of an- era which * passingaway,
Clear soüý, turbot, ôr - Y-d-fish with thick

sauce, roast beef, a7 heavy pudeinge plum or
cabinet-no savoury-and for desert candied
fruit and oranges. Dainty dinners and

çconomy were unIçnown to, her. Sylvia diçl
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the housekeeping, and Mrs. Cooper wept.
Her husband had been angelic, with a

decided turn for unpunctuality, which is the
prerogativý._4 angels. This was a daily

cross to his wife, and her husband bore her
revilings with a saintly and irritating forti-
tude. Sylvia Cooper was pretty. Slie was
small and pale, with browny green eyes and
brown hair. - She met Mr. George at Victoria

Mansions ; he had vainly tried to get intro-
duced to her. He went to the editor of

the Signa4 the new paper which was to be
the signal for every one's opinions-lords and

"ladies, ballet girls, actresses 'and actors, all
wrote for it; only managers did not write

for it, and they disliked it. The notoriety
the publication of opinions brought was not
always agreeable.

Mr. George thought of interviewing Mis 7
Coo er, as she sang in the chorus of the
newest and most dull opera.

1 The editoir of the Signal said if she were
pretty he would have her photograph, and
if she had broken any of the commandments,
he would allow the interview to be published.

Mr. George said she was pretty, and as

7.7
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for the commandments, Miss Cooper looked
as if she had never heard of them. So he
started for the Fulham Road, where she lived.

First he saw Mrs. Cooper. She received
him with the graciousness his clothes ýnd

boots deserved. When he explained his
errand she gasped with horror.
Fortunately at this moment Sylvia entered
and'thetragic situation ended. Mr. George

asked questions and obtained her photograph
for the paper.

I will not repeat any of the 6pinions you
confide in me," he said. If 1 did, and you
said you preferred fine days to rainy ones,

you would see in all the papers that Miss
Cooper owns to a fondness for fine days, but
she need not imagine that Heaven will be
gracious to her at the expense of the farmers.

Or cab drivers," saîd 5ylvia. "Showery
weather must be their harvest time. St*ll

no paper will notice my opinions. Why
did you come to interview me ? I am

nobody,"
want to get your ideas on chorus

work,-"
'« Yes ? Well, you shall have thern by
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and by. We need not talk of my feelings or
of my prefèrences - but will you have some
tea? 1)

He. owned to, being a friend of Launa's
and a cousin of Sir Anthony Howard's.

Mrs. Cooper forgave everything then, and
found his visit of over an hour too short.

As soon as he left he drove to Victoria
Mansions. -

Launa had just come in. She had lunched
at the Herberts. Mr. Wainbridge as usual

was with her.
ci You will never guess where 1 have

a
been," said Mr. George, with complacency,
accepting a third cup of tea. Launa's tea
was always good; at Sylvia% there was no

cream. tg 1 suppose," he reflected, 'l thére
are lives without cream."

"Tell me where you have been."

Il Interviewing Miss Cooper for the
Signal, and here is her photograph." 0

Not really," said Launa, with interest.
How naughty of you W'hen I refused to

intr'duce you to her, for 1 d& not approvè
of YOU.",

F--- - '
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Now, Miss Launa, you are teal mean,
as you Yankees say."

1 am a Canadian."
«I I know it. Haven 1 t I kept your secret ?

Did I ever tell Mr. Wainbridge how- you fell
violently in love with me and told me so,
and how you would hold my hand ? And
how I did stroke ýours ? I was obliged to
that night'of the, Fulton's ball. The night

you cried-you had just been dancing with-,
Mr. Wainbridge-you said you were tired-
you said-" 1

'« It is nothing new for Miss Archer to be
tired," interrupted Mr. Wainbridget 'l Did

she see a ghost ? She saw one, I remember,
on a Sunday afternoon."

Il And you are base," said Launa. I will
not invite you to any of my parties to meet
Sylvia; You have thus betrayed my
tenderest feelings and my tears. For what

paper was your interview ?
99 The Sijnal, I told you. Now, don't roll

your eyes, Launa; you are not shocked, I
know. What could I do ? You see you
would not introduce me to, her; Wainbridge
said he could not; Mrs. Herbert is so much
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married à la mode, that 1, a Young and
innocent Young man, cannot risk my slender
reputation in her company. Then 1 thought
oi the Signal. Their leave was easily pro-

cured; they have no intention of paying me,
and they will publish her photograph some
day. Her mother was alarmed. when she

heard why I had come. I trotted out my
cousin, Sir Anthony, and you, Launa. We
had tea, and 1 am going again soon per-
haps they may come with me - some Sunday
afterrroon somewhere.-'

Il Indefinite," said Mr. Wainbridgé, "but
convincing of your affection for her. 'Take
care.»

Tell me about »Sylvia," said Mr. George.
Wainbridge, you know her well. Isn't

there a story attached to her .
Yes."
Tell us," said Launa. Do."
'When the Coopers were well' off, only

two years ago, Sylvia met Lord Fairmouth.
He is in Africa, or sômewhere."

Go on, 3) said, Launa.
You are quite safe, 1 know; but that

Young ruffian, will he'tell ? "



di Tell," repeated Mr. George. I long
to kick you down the stairs, Mr. Wainbridge.
Go on."

Sylvia did not know he was married,
and they- met - - every day. H e loved her.
His wife was'a woman who-"

Il Who belonged to every and any man
as well as to him," suggested Mr. George.

Il Sylvia, then," continued Mr. Wain-
bridge, " was very religious. She did not

believe in marriage after divorce. Fair-
mouth could easily have got rid of his wife ;

but Sylvia was firm, so he left her and then
went away. She probably sent him."

Il How terrible! " said Launa. Il Could
they not have met sometimes ? Might not,
his love have been a comfort to, her ? "

si Moralists say not," said Mr. Wa-in-
bridge.

Such love cannot be real," said Launa.
1 used to think love was irnrnorýtai.)l

Il It would be immortal," said Mr. George.
44 Too pure for this earth."

The two men looked at her.
tg Almost thou persuadest me that such

things can be," said Mr. George.
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'Il 1 have learned such- a lot," she said, in
London. Love is marriage and an end."

1 am not going to murmur marriage to
Sylvia," said Mr. George. «« -1 have left it
out altogether in my new book, the difficulty
was to dispose of my man and woman. 1

overcame that by saying, 1 The end is the
usual one.' To return fo Sylvia. 1 am not
afraid of a breach of promise, but nowadays
marriage is labelled a question,' and the re-

viewers are so, tired of it ; they are all
married. I fear I must leave you now,

Miss Launa. Good-bye."
1. «' Be a good boy! Don't chase the çat
or----:- Good-bye."

&£Suppose you were situated as they
were," said Mr. Wainbridge, "would you
have sent him away ? Would you have
been afraid ?

" Afraid ? she repeated, with a contempt
for fear. «I Noý 1 would have leved him-
forever and ever. Why, because a man ià;

bound to a vile woman, need he make the
woman he loves vile because he loves her,

or because he is bound?
She looked at him, flushed with excite-
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ment, and doing battle for truth, and he
realised that to some women love does not

mean temptation because they * are usually
ignorant-at first. It would be difficult to
explain this to Launa.

I know not," he whispered;.
I often wish," she said, half to herself,

that we knew more of what will happen
after death, if we were only told-should we
try more ? There is such temptation to be-
come lethargic-to drown remembrance in
the waters of Lethe.»

Il You have no temptation. Do you want
a reward ? That is' the lowest type of
religion."
Il I do not want crowns, and vast seas of

gold have no charm, for me. Do you not
suppose that Sylvia often wonders whether
she will meet and know the man she loves
again ?
Certainly she does, and she will see him

and know him here. H e won't be able to
stay away." ý1

You don't b.elieve. in a future anyý»
where ?

1 believe in another world," he said, in
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another life where a verdict of temporary in-
sanity as regards the foolishness of man's
doings in this life W-ill be given with fre-

quency. Most of us are not responsible for
what we do. You know if a man or a
woman kills his or herself the jury usually

call it suicide while temporarily insane. Many
of us commit self-murder for this life, but,
in the eyes of the higher jury, if it exist at
all we are temporarilý insane."

«' Don't say if it exist ; it must, else it
were never worth one's while tà give up
anything."

5 giving up worth it ? Is it ? he
asked. " Why not take all one can get ý it
is little enough. I love you, he added

softly, and put one%çarm, round her.
«« Don't," she said sharply, ', don't; i d'annot

bear being touched."
You love me?"
Nol I love no Ae. I like you, we are

friends. You like what I do. You must not
spoil it by loving me."

What did George mean when he said
you had cried one night after dancing with
me?
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I cannot tell you."
1'did not offe " nd you ?
«'No; oh, no, It had nothing to do with

you personally. Can't we be as we were ? "
Ci I have always loved you. I long to

help and comfort you, to make you happy.
Do you think that impossible?"

«' Why ask inconvenient questions?
d' Is it inconvenient ? My dearest, I did

not mean it." -Ab-ý

Il Because she cares for me she was afraid
happiness was never coming," he thought.

A man -always attributes a woman's
refusing to tell him. how much she cares to

her being too shy -to talk of it; never to her
not caring enough. -" Yet does she care ? "
he wondered. That he might still doubt,
and not be obliged to think of settlements
and the wedding ring was satisfacto,y, it left
an element of uncertainty in their relations;

he could dare to be tender, ye-t not too
loving. Men m-arry because there is nothing

else to do, he 'thought. They know all
about their future wives, their affection is
returned, it is satiating-therê is nothing
new.
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Ten minutes afterwards Launa -was
singing Darkey songs for him, and laughing

as if her quest for happiness were over-
successfully.

As he bade her good-bye, she gave him
her hand.

Is that all ?
Yes; all. Next time I shall not shake

hands, bétween friends it is unnecessary."
I can wait."
Do," she replied. You could not well

do anything 
else.He could not féel sure that it was time

even to think a wedding ring would ever be
required.



LONDON and December-fogs and fires-
cosy rooms and misery, side by side.

Lily came to breakfast, and found her
husband waiting with her letters.

Good-morning, she said politely.
Bad-morning," returned he morosely.

Why have you come ? I said neither of
us was to disturb the other when either was

I am not M. I have arrived because
you chose me for better, for worse, and now
you let me have my breakfast alone. I hate
breakfast, and I loye you. You do not greet
me with-joy."

He came over to put his arm round her.
Il After breakfast. It is too early for any.

thing except tea-" 11 « 1 That cup which does not inebriate. I
wish to Heaven it would or could inebriate
you. You might be less cold, less--2'
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Married."
You speak as though you expected this

-as though this phase of ours is not new to
you. Is it a phase ?

I do not know. I fear-oh, jack, why
is it?

This cry for information was at lèast
human.

It is this detestable flat system. Let us

9 Yo and live in a house-with stairs said
Jack.

She laughed.,
Il How amusing. The stairs would not

make me-or you-different."
i am tired of being alone."
1 thought you were goin1g to say of being

married. Loneliness is the philosopher% oy."
am a man, not a philosopher."

And my husband."
Yes, your husband."
Why do you sigh ?
Did I sigh ?
Have some more teajy
I will. I do feel cheered. Perhaps if I

stayed here all day, and you made tea for
me, 1 should feel contented."
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cg You have not yet told me why you
came.»

" Hans Breitmann gib. ein barty. Where
is that barty now ? Y)
" Who is going to 1 gib ein barty?

I am," he replied.
Am I to be invited ?

«' If you are good."
«' I am always good. 1 am not always

happy."
"And the pious books say, if you were

the one you would be the other. Bertie's
play is to come off on the i 6th. He has got
me a box. You want to see it ?

Yes. It is said to'be clever."
Bertie isn't," said Herbert.
He did not write it, Miss Fisher did.

She will get half the profits. But who are
the ' barty ' 0? " é

1' You and 1, Sylvia, George, Wainbridge,
and Launa. "

64 Too respectable, married and dull. We
are to do wedded felicity, while they seek to
imitate us. They are known to be desirous

of so doing."
Who else can I ask ?
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Cg Sir Ralph, Lady Hastings. Leavè- out
Launa and Mr. Wainbridge. Sylvia and
Mr. George will do, if she can.come. She is
still moon-struck, or lord-struck, or virtue-
struck. Why did she send him away ? She

will never marry Mr. George,."
" I thought Launa was your friend ?
" So she is."
" I do not advise anyone to marry, do

you ? It is an uncertain, disquieting bondage,
even our way."

44 Even our way," she repeated.

Jack thought he detected a sign of dis-
appointment in her acquiescence. It is all
very well to abuse oneself while seeking* con-
tradiction, but to have one's husband call the
joy of matrimony uncertain-thar brings
uneasiness into the mind of the wifé,

Lily ate some toast, and felt disappointed.
He did not love her more because of her
inaccessibility.

You will'corre to see the play with me?
We shall have supper at the Savoy."

Very well. You will ask Sir Ralph and
Lady Hastings?

1 think not.'
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Dir t<..alph is very fond of me."'
So am I.11 -
Are you ? I want to sit next to him

at supper."
You can sit by me, dear.)y

Why not call me « my love'? That is
what a husband usually calls his Wife, 'my
love '-it is a sort of mockery-1 my love'
when it is dead and gone."

My love is not dead nor gone."
Yet you will not please me about Sir

Ralph. If we gave up this detestable flat
system, the inviting and arranging of parties

would be left to me, my lord."'
You may ask all the people you like,

dear. 'You may give a ball, if you will, only
live in a house with stairs."

Not yet, dear."
I must go now, and leave you. Every

time I leave you it grows harder. Why
must it be ?

I will come to your party on the i 6th,
and I will bring Sir Ralph."

" I do not want him."
Yes, you do. Did you get my glo' es ?

They will come to-day. Good-bye."
ami

15
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Quickly he put his arm round her and
rapidly kissed her.

l' There! "
«I Go home," she replied. Matrimonial

endearments thus early in thé morning are
unusual and uncomfortable."

Then she sat down and read her letters.
"He won't ask Sir Ralph," sàý-,thought.

Shall I go ? 1 am tired of Sir Ralph, and

jack never bores me.'l

She ordered her husband's favourite
pudding for lunch, and arranged the flowers,
but he did not come. He was afraid of
wearying her, and sat in his rooms, wanting
to go to what he called the H aven, but
not daring. A drawn sword hovered over

his Paradise. After lunch Lily wrote to, him.

"My DEAREST,-YOU thought me a cold
brute this morning, I know. Can't you
understand how it is ? 1 am so terribly
afraid of your ceasing to care that I seem so
indifferént ? Marriage we all know does not
increase love. And I feel that if I were once
to show you how much I love you you would
change. Your love would grow less; we

Z-4
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cannot stand still ; and I am trying to, control,
fate, to, hold you and to keep you forever. 1

know that my power over you would vanish
if you were sure of me, and if we were to
seule down in a house with stairs, you would
soon regard me as an article of furniture-
necessary perhaps to your comfort, but to be

easily replaced if broken. You are such a
husband now ; that is what I resent, and you

are too fond of coming to breakfast ; why are
you not my lover still ? If 1 were your

mistress you would come and dine with me,
and we should be perfectly happy. You
would not dream, of inquiring what men
or man had called, and the duration of each
visit ; you must make love to, me as you used

to, do and trust me ab'olutely. I am yours
-I think of you always, not sometimes but
always, and I hunger for your presence,
for your touch. But I could not bear your
toleration, and I loathe the husband attitude

you sometimes assume. Do you do it be-
cause you fear to weary me with your caresses?
I think so, but you are wrong. I love
you, love you. What a fool I am !-

Yours, W)
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After writing this she went to call on her
husband's aunts. They as usual reduced her
to a state of irritability, and she walked home
full of reflections upon boredom. This was

rapidly dispersed by Sir Ralph, who was wait-
ing for her with a new book. Tea restored
her mind to its normal balance, and conver-

sation, with a cigarette, brought back her
belief. in herself. That morning she had

been singularly near leaning on jack. Sir
Ralph amused her, he was so easily hurt,
and in such open bondage ' to her. While

talking With himý the impossibility of a
grande---passion in these days manifested
itself to her. She got up and went to her
writing-table-in a drawer was her letter to
jack. She had intended to send it to him
after dinner; it would have brought him, to
her at once. For one 'night anyway she
would have experienced exquisite happiness.

She shut her eyes, remembering the perfect
joy; it was almost pain to think of her love

for him, Then'she hurriedly ý e re up the
letter, and burned it. ,

Il It is strange how many phases one's
mind goes through in a day," she said.



Her letter burned quickly and curled up,
as if the flames hurt it, and it was ig'pain.

She moved uneasily, for it almost hurt her.
CI This morning I was different."

Were you? asked Sir Ralph. My
mind never changes. I am always the

same',
How very dull! I am never the same.

Are you asked to the party of my lord and
master on the i 6th ?

No."
Ydu have heard nothing of it ?

Not yet. I wanited you -to come with
me to see the new ballet on the -i 6th. I
came to ask you. Now, I suppose, you will
not come.

CG A know not. Shall I not ? Yes, I will
come alone! "

" Alone 1 -So much the bette 7 to
supper afterwards at the Savoy ?

«Yes."
Good. You will wear ?
Black."

«CI will send you some flowers."
(C The advantages of matrimony are su-

preme. I am enjoying it immensely.

-uni
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Really.? I should have thought it mi ht9
be dull for you."

Oh,,ý no; not with all of you to amuse
me.
After he left she dressed, and went to a

party, where she met hirn again. It was a
cheerful entertainment, without any dull
people to ask questions. Mrs. Herbert found
several-Jadies t' ok much int 'rest in her
affairs, and in her husband's whereabouts.

They did not ask such questions twice, but
it anfioyed her to know of what they thought.

They blamed jack. As a husband he ought
to look after that young woman.

Fôr the next few days, Mrs. Herberti
avoided being alone with her husband. She

invited him. to lunch when other people
were present and he did not en* though

he comforted himself by thinking of the
Oth. Mr. Herbert made arrangements for

his wife to stay all night at his abode, and
found himself strung up to a pitch of joyful
expectation.

In those days of waiting, her mood was
uncertain, morose, absurd, and cross at
intervals. Mr. Herbert waited for his dày of
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reckoning he intended to seule all -things
on , that eventfül night, to have all, or
nothinor.

They were at the 'theatre watching the
new play. Launa, Sylvia, Mr. George, and

Mr. Wainbridcre. Mr. Herbert was watching
for Lily. She was often late.

A note was brought to him; he opened là
with indifferenée, which did not last. His
wife had sent it as she drové off with Sir

Ralph to see the ballet.
Mr'. Herbert left the theatre and walked

up and down 'Outside, mad W'ith ra e and
-heartache. Fool, fool, that he had been; to
love her, to trust- her.. 1. She had killed love
and trust, he assured himself; W'hile all the

time he knew she had not, that was the
greatest torture.

Mrs. Herbert and Sir Ralph had a box at
the Grosvenor. Her.dresý was most becom-
ing, which is the wine Ïhat maketh glàd thé

heart of woýnan but, strange to say, ý she
could not forget her 'husband. It is usually
so easy to forge.

She planned a breakfast party next day.
Jack would come to take her out; she loved
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a cockney day with him, when they travelled

first-class and called it cockney. There -wàs

skating, they would go together; and she

would forgive him with effect and solemnity.
41 Herbert's party comprises Miss Archer

as the only lady," said Mrs. Herbert.
Well, she is beautiful."

He thinks so."
And so do I," she replied. Launa

alone, how odd!
Why ? 1 am very liberal I cannot see

why Launa and your husband should not
have a party as you and 1 are doing."

We are old friends.
Yes. Are we anything else? We, are

old friends.
And they are new ones."

«'The length of time makes no differençe,"
he said. 'II ýceo-'ulà love a new friend ià a

week better than an old friend in a year."
CC How true!

How glad I am, she reflected, that jack
and I have fwo flats. If we were in one
small space to-night we should quàrrel.

She went home feeling sad. Would jack
be waiting for her ? A few strong words, a

A GIRL OF THE NORTH
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few strong kisses, and where would her
philosophy have. been? Repentance wou'Id
have replaced it.

The weather was very cold.' Near Polton
there was a: lake, on which the skating was

,good. Launa and Lily had arranged to
meet at Paddington, and go down there for

a few days. Launa waited an hour for Lily,
and then went without her. 1

The, Polton Arms was la"celel:ýa-ted'hotel,
because the landlady- was a celebrated cook.
Launa took her maid, and resolved to stay
and-- skate without Mrs. Herbert. Mr.
Wainbridge did not know her address.

The luxury of solitude for a short space
was pleasant to her, and the -landlady had

know-n her father. Launa spent all the day
on the lake; the days were wonderfully clear
and cold, and the air and the motion were as
new life, to her.

One day when she came back to the
Polton Arms, and entered thé big warm hall,

in which burned a wood fire, Mr. Wainbridge
came forward and took her hand.

How are you? he asked,
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ýýurprîsýe(4 and welV'
I have come to, see you. I could not get

on any longer without you."
How did you discover me ? Come and

have tea now."
Her sittin -room was very pleasant, the

usual hotel adôrnments had vanished. There
was peace ; and they sat and talked until à

waý time to dress for dinner.
Propriety," said Launa, " demands that

you should dine downstairs, and I in my
sitting-room alone ; but the claims of pro-

priety are not imperlous. We will dine
togPther."

Wainb-ridge felt perfectly happy, ýperféctly
content; Launa was feeling -Isoothed and
lulled^ eby the sensation that someone cared
excessively for her. Itewas so desolaté to be

,,al S alone, and she wanted someone to,
tâ e care of her.

or the rest of the week they met every
da and spent it together skating. 'As Mr.

W.,lnbridge could not waltz on skates she
taught him.

This is a sort of, honeymoon," he
said.
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Without any bother. ,,,Honeymoons are
troublesome."

4(That depends on- the moon and the
honey. I like it in the comb."

One day'they were just starting for the
lake when they met Captain Carden. Launa
bowed to him, and did not appear uncom-'
fortable at what he considered an inopportune'
meeting for her. Captain Carden went back
to town that night, arïd told Mr. George,

,whom, he met, that Launa was 'staying at
Polton with Mr Wainbridge.

They are stâylng* together," he said.
How lucky for her she is not married, for I

saw them.
Mr. George promptly remarked that unless

Captain Carden wanted kicking, he had better
go, which he d-d.

The Cardens still felt a tender interest, an
endless curio'ity about Launa. They re.

gretted her fall from, grace, and Mrs. Carden
felt with sorrow that she had wandered far

from the safe haven of her protection ;. but
when Charlie told her Launa was with Mr.

Wainbridge, then did she mingle tears and
rejoicings.



Il We shall get her yet," he said at last.
When no one else will know her, she will

be glad to be Mrs. Carden."
1' A Mrs. Carden whom no one will knowl)

saic1hismother. ""How terrible!"
But hér money," he suz£xested.
4 C7 <->

They were drinking tea together- ' a pale,
straw-coloured liquid. For once Mr. Icarden

had not grumbled for the present they were
uriited. The maidannouncedi "Mr. Harvey."

Mrs. Carden rose and bowed. Mr. Harvey
advanced with the self-possession of a Sorne-
body, and the assurance of an American.

Il I must apologise," he said, Il for troubling
you. I came to get Miss Archer's address.

Her father once gave me yours as the means
of finding him c in town. 1 am a friend of
theirs, and live near them in Canada." .

Launa's acIdress ? " repeated-Carden.
Address," echo-ed his mother. Please

sit down." -,
«« Her address," replied Harvey.
Il Launa was in the country," said Mrs.
Carden. Il She lives at Victoria Mansions,

but I am sorry to say she is a very odd girl.
She loves the world."
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" It is beautifuV' said, the Canadian.
Then she has not changed."

Beautiful,' is it? " observed Mrs. Carden..
If you will kindly give me her exact

address, I will not trouble you any further."
Mrs. «' Carden went to her writing-table and
wrote it.* As she handed it to himshe said:

" Are you her relation or her guardian ?
I believe my cousin married a Canadian."

1 am. not her guardian.."
We-my son and' I -are much worried

about her. He met her down at Polton.
She was staying there, and so was a man

calied Mr. Wainbridge."
Here she paused for exclamations.
1 Well ? " said Paul.
'Not well," said Mrs. Carden. It Às

very wrong of Launa to stay at an hotel with
a man-with-a*-inan. Do you understand? "

Il No," replied Paul. «'Not what you mean
me to understand."

««They frequently had theïr meals together."
«I Quite right."
ci My son i , s in love with Miss")Kher.

He is as careful about her reputation as about
his own.11
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He had better be," answered Paul.
should haire held his tongue, and not have

invented vile stories."
Then he went away. Captain Carden

immediately became furious, because Harvey
had said he had invented stories.

Paul had been in London a week. He was
determiged to find Launa, to, make her love
him. It was only that one day she had been
different. Her words, her look had been as

if he were an outcast, a glance of loathing she
had thrown at him. He remembered it al-

ways, but he loved her, longed for her
intensely; and now he was determined to
know'what she had meant when she said she
felt outraged. He had no reason to suppose
she could care for hîm. Indeed, her absence
from Canada, her rebuke the day âJ fter he had
shot the horse, all showed that she did not
love him. Yet she had not always seemed

to hate him. Lôve and hate are closely con-
nected, and he -would know what she really
felt,-because he could not live without her.
He haâ tný"ed tliè North-West big game
shooting - he had rushed madly about, and
cried for madder music, stronger wine to help

a à
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him forget and through it all she was
there.

Now these detestable people said untrue
things about her; nevertheless he shuddered.lui
slightly as he remembered what they had
insinuated.

He drove back to the Metropolis and
walked past Victoria Mansions. Then he

went in. He saw her name on the doorpost,
and boldly marched up the stairs, disdaining
the porter's suggestion of the lift. Outside

her door he could hear her playing and
singing

Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall I love alway,

My dearest;
Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall I love alway.",

It was a Canadian song, he knew it well.
He whistled it softly as he went down the
stairs. Outside it was cold and beginning
to rain. He did not, féel, it,

Long is it I have lov thee.»



CHAPTER XIV

CAPTAIN CARDENfound himself in an unusual
and delightful situation : he had something

to say, and that something interested various
people. Launa had attracted a certain

amount of attention, from the British matron
upwards, but being a Canadian, which, after
all, is as bad as being an American, all things
were expected of her, and being rich, all

things were forgiven her. She had appro-
priated young men, but seemed to prefer

quality to quantity.
Since her father's death, she had lived in

great seclusion. The world gave her no
credit for it, ît was the seclusion, no doubt,
of one who is well amused. . People talked

uncertainly to her abouCart and music, for
it was rumoured that she was composing,
and in truth she was working and havin-g
lessons from Herr Donau.

Captain Carden had never forgiven her
199
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laugh that night. * Ridicule to this gallant
son'of Mars was torture. He sallied forth

garnished with importance, and carrying a
full card-case to call on his many friends.
He went first- to Lady Blake's. He had

murmured to many people, Have you
heard about Miss Archer ? "

He had no cause to think that Lady Blake
would receive him with rapture, but his news

would interest her.
Lady Blake was at home. She was alone

and hating it, so she welcomed Captain
Carden with joy. Her last party had been a
failure. Mr Wainbridge had plainly taken
no interest in her latest quarrel with her

husband, and Herr Donau talked of
nothing but Miss Archer's wonderful exe-

cution. Captain Carden was a man, and as
such, available for conquest, and she wel-

comed him. as a relief to, her feelings.
They talked of the weather, of the opera,

and finally he mentioned Launa.
«'Is there no other girl in London? Must

you all talk of her ? " _et
Why? " he asked. H ave you heard ?

Heard what ? Tell me," she said.
.........

ý74
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Il I thought you knew. 1 really calinot
tell you."'

Il I never would believe anything about
another wo -man, it is so cruel to one's own
self-so low, 1 think. Unless, of course, it

were absolutely true, and then 1 should feel
sorry."

She uttered her words with a sublime air
of pity.

Yes ; I know you would. Still, some
women-yi

Some women ?
Are queer."
Are they ? " she inquired.

Free-strange in their ideas of pro-
priety. Miss Archer is, I think."

Il We all know that Canadians are free.
Canada is not exactly a Republic-not a

Monarchy. The country has no institutions,
and that must affect the women-don't you
think so ?

She had the sweetest, most appealing way
of saying don't you think so," with an
accent on the Il don't and on the 6( you YY

which men and old women found ve
attractive.
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There is an atmosphere of a wigwam and
the wilderness about them, that is the reason
men like them-before they marry them."

They skate so well, too," he said.
Have you been skating I spent a day

or two at Polton. I met Miss Archer with
Mr. Wainbridge, and they were staying
together at the inn. She skates splendidly."

He then said Good-bye," and left her
considering the subject and all its various

ossi Launa and Mr. Wainbridge
p 'bilities.
together at the same hotel. There is only
one way in which a' man and a woman» can
be staying together at an hoiel. Either they

r a married or they ought to be. She
aughed and told her next visitor.

Captain Carden then went to. see Mrs,
" erbert. Sir Ralph, Mr. George, and,

varlous other men were there, and two
women.1

Captain Carden, quietlý but sorrowfully,
related his story to Mrs. Herbert.

Miss Archer and Mr. Wainbridge she
repeated, 11alone at the inn. Well, what

matter? If they like to be foolish, why
shouldn't they? It sounds very terrible;
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but if 1 were you, Captain Carden, 1 would
not repeat it. Let ï o. Believe me, the

path of a reformer V a difficult one, and
reformatiôn is unintereýing, especially if it is
impossible. Good-bye,'ýýe added. I am
sorry you have to go."

Sir Ralph and Mr. George stayed after
everyone had left, and talked.

Mrs. Herbert did not believe Captain
Carden's story, at least not in the way he
wanted her to; but she was jealous of Launa,

and rather glad to hear anything to her als-
credit. She turned to Mr. George, and

asked
«' How is your Proverb book?"

Not , progress o ng very rapidly," he - an-
swered. 1 have taken to interviewing. I

find it more amusin'g.»
Who - -do- -y_ýýu interview ?

d'Young and 'hteresting women - the
women of the future" »

Is it true what they are saying of
Launa? " she asked.

What do they say ?
That she and Mr. Wainbridge were

alone at Polton together at the hotel there." et
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Well? ',
That is 'all, You must acknowledge

that if a girl stays with a man at a country
hotel

Il A country hotel I s that bad ? " he in-
terrupted. Il The town is always respect-

able. I understand. What a pity they had
not stayed at the Grand or the Metropole.
I am so glad I live in town. Aren't you,
Egerton ?

Il Rubbish," she replied. You misunder-
stand me. "' 1

Not at all. Tell e more," said George,
1 am worried about Launa. H er'reputa-

tion will suffer." la

Sir Ralph rose and said:
Good-bye -- to-morrow ý ob at ten.

He hated the mere idea of moral reflec-
tions.

H as Launa a reputation yet ? asked
George. A woman must be talked about
for three seasons, and have four married men
in love with her. That is a reputation. It
is eating your cake and having it too, and
you are endeavouring to do that.

What do you mean ?
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You tell me what they say of Launa.
The say far worse of you. They say Sir

Ralpo lives here-not that you stay in the
same hotel-by accident, sifnultaneously

which happened to her. They say that
Buxton and Sir Ralph are partners, and thât
Herbert is useful. It is like the women in
the Bible, you remember ? 'We will eat our
own bread and wear our own apparel, only
lèt'us be caltéd by thy name.' Herbert gives
the-na'me."

11 You had better go," she said. You
areý a coward to say all these things to a
woman. You would not dare say them if 1
were a man, or if jack were here."

No; but he seldom is here, and he is
useful as a shelter. I would not hâve said
this if you had .not made me angry about

Launa. She is one of the best women I ever
knew."

Your experience then is limited."
Good-bye. You live in too large a

glass-house to throw Stones, unless you are
absolutely recklees and desire the smashing,
of your own roof."
With thies he left her, and she sat and
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thought it all over. She was very angry,
with Mr. George, arld yet she laughed. She

felt so, absolutely sure of herself, and knew
her husband was the one man in'the world
she loved. These 0'thers were merely to
keep herself from, thinking-they were to,
her what embroidery is to some women.-

Why should people talk -of her ? And Mr.
Geýôrge-whatja brute he was!
What she hardly dared acknowledge to,

herself was her husband's daily increasing
indifférence. He had been away since the
i 6th, and he ý had not told her where he was'
going. 1

Was he often- with Launa? jealousy, a
-raging, biÀrning-hatred of the woman who

was liked so, much, filled her mind, and s1Ný
stamped her foot with rage. Then shewanted to, cry. To féel' herself powerless,'

to know hèrself mistâ-ken, "' both were new
emotions, both were uncomfortably true and
horrible.

Marriage, she reflected, was always a
failure; to, keep one's husband as a lover is
impossible. At this moment Mr. Herbert
came in.
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You 1 " she exclàimed, with mixed feel-
ings, of pleasure and surprise.

Il You are alone ? "
How do you do? " she'said. She always

remembered the observances of politeýsociety-.
I am - alone. Look behind the curtain or

under the sofa if you think 1 have a man
hidden anywhere."

She resisted an impulse which said,
Speak, say you love him.» He looked in

one of his critical moods, so she summoned
all her energies, to her aid and crushed away

any feeling she possessed. % -

I am very well," he answered. He
looked tired. I am eing, to Cairo to-Inight
to do some writing for the Signal."

You are going . . .and I ? "
You will stay here," he answered, with

cheerful unconcern. You have 'Y all you
want."

All-Jack! don't go. They say-.ý.-I
-Will even liv-e in a'house with stairs.3)

- IlYou. ýhave heard! What have you
heard ?

"-She got up arïd came near him.
I shall miss you terribly."



A man is never the friend of a
woman.

You have no friends then ?
I-I am,. différent. Why should I con.

sole her for your departure ? Is she broken-
hearteâ ?
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You want me to stay
Yes, I do want you to stay with me, or -

I will go with you.
"This is only a mood - to show your
own power. When I come back, in six

months, then we shall 'see."
Six months? And 1 am to wait.- No,

thank you. You will have lost me for ever
then. Oh! you are cruel."
Il You are mistaken; I am not cruel. - We

have trieýd our experiment, and it has failed
.for me-for yo-u, perhaps it is what you'

wanted. I t will be all the better for -you iÉ
1 am not here. They-the all-powerful
will say less about you, if you are decently

careful. Have you seen anything of Launa?
Perhaps you will be good to her."

o Launa ? What is she to you ?
My friend. You.cannot understand that.

i__2ý 
C

IC:



A GIRL OF THE NORTH 209

Nol" he repried. ihI,ý,Why will you mis-
understand me ?

Il Esn't, it enough for her to have Mr.
Wainbridge, and to stay at hotels with him

alone.1)
1« Take care what you say, and what you

insinuate. Launa is perfectly innocent, she
never stayed at an hotel--that is, lived with
Mr. Wainbridge as you suggest. Someone
may have seen them dining together. You

dine with men sometimes. But I must go
now.

She walked up and down in front of him.
She was like a panther, with the same- quick,

nervous, gliding steps, and she was raging.
She wore a tea-gown; he had once admired
it. The light accentuated her piercing eyes,
her mocking red lips.

I shall not come to you until you send
for me," he said.

"And I shail never send for you. Mar-
nage is a mistake.' You believe ali they say
of me. I havé'never kissed any man but
y0uý I did love you, I might love you if-"

"'Y'Our* virtue in not kissing men is
wonderful, but they may kiss you. 1 believe

0
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nothing about you, nor in your love for me,
nor for anyone."

Daily-,Iife is so absorbing, the finetdust
sifts in and deadens all fee'ling," she said

sadly.
Does it? Well, now I must say good-

bye.
He took her hand.

1 trust you always. I cannot stay--*n this
way. It is best for -- m - e -to--Izo---andto forget."

And so he left her.
She threw hersèlf down on her sofa and

buried her face in the cushions. Best to
go and to forget-to go and to forget."
This was the reward of a Regenerator of
Matrimony.

That.night Mrs. Herbert went to a dance.
The waltzes all seemed to be played to the
measure of a, train-every minute took him

further away-in intervals, when she was not
talking, she composed letters which she
never sent, and she hated herself for having
let him go. Where was her power ? Had
she lost it

She tfied to use à on Sir Ralph, and the
result more than justified her éxPectations.
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You deserve a good scolding," said Mr.
George, when he asked for a dance and she

refused to give it to, him. You are eating
your cake now. I hope ît is bitter. jack
has gone."

Sir Ralph went home with her, but he did
not go in, as she shook hands by the lift and
thanked him in an absent-minded, perfunctory

way. Then she went to her room and wept.
She was a fool. It was all too horrible.

The next morning life was not worth living,
it was black and dreary. Excitement and
Sir Ralph were all she had left. She was
ealous of the unknown of Jack'sgladstone

bag, and of Èis boots, of everything and
theu'she remembered Launa, and 'he was
jeâfous of her. It was quite delightful to,
find a person to hurt, someone tangible at

whom to throw speeches. Mrs.. Herbert
resoived to rise early, and 90 to, se*e Launa.

Meanwhile Captai'n'Carden's remarks and
suggestions had an effect. Mr. Wainbridge
noticed it'-men looked coldly or with a
certain amount of curiosity at him-some

women turned the other way, others were



212 A GIRL OF T14E NORTH

interested. He did not realise the meaning
of this, until Mr. George brought it before

him. Mr. George was by no means one of
the crowd. He knew Launa well ; it was
doubtful whether she had refus*ed him or not..
He adored Sylvia now. H e frequented
Launa's abode, scolded her when she ap-

peared weary, and forbade her to sit up late.
By this time people said that Miss Archer

and Mr. Wainbridge had spent a week in
-par"as together, as Mr. and Mrs. élaude.

Mr. Wainbr*dge heard this tale in silence,
and at the end he expressed himself as

anxious to horsewhip the wh*le town. Mr.
George reminded him that the town is largiý4
and chiefly composed of women.

Damn them,"' said -Mr. Wainbridgç,
briefly but expressively.

That relieves yôur feelings," said Mr.
George, "and is of no'othér avail. Yoü'
must be accepted or refused by Launa sooner
than you meant to be.

But she will not do eit-her-a-nd if she
hears or guesses she will be hard to manage,

Donvycu suppose 1 would have married her
long ago, if she would have had me?
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You have been prolonging the, joys of
uncertainty-an engagement is an uncertain

certainty-marriage is a certain uncertainty.
It has claims, sure and everlasting 1 know,
but they are unattractive."

Launa was rearranging her books when
Mr. Wainbridge called to see her after this
conversation.

Il I feel particularly depressed to-day," she
said, II so I am clearing up. That will pro-
duce a halo of virtue. I have tidied my work
basket, and arranged m'y music. Now I
will play to you."

t'ln.bne went to the piano and began to -play.
I t was something strong and full of power-

urging, urging *hat seems to be the search
for happiness-on and on-like life-it went
full of longings and regrets, until suddenly a

clear still mellody rang out, the Never Never
country at last.

Mr. Wainbridge mient over to her. The
music thrilled himl;

How beautifully ydu play!
He looked déwn at her. She was young,

stron ', beautiful, and a wild feeling for her
swept over- him all the love and passion that
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was in the music seemed to be one with him.
He loved her loved her loved her, ahd he

had kept it down. I t had never held full
sway not until this day had he felt quite
powerless to control himsel£ She must be
his. The longing of weeks and days en-

gulfed him, and he tried to speak.
Dearest-Launa. I love you. ' God for-

give me, I love you more than my soul,"
He fell on his knees beside her, his -headý,

in his hands.
D-O->n't," she said, don't," putting out
her hand. There was aversion in her voice.

What' don't love you ? That is impos-
sible. I beg you, I pray you to give me
your love. Trust me, help me."

My love. Oh! love-what is it? Listen,
1 cannot tell you what I feel. 1 do not,
love you. I am at peace when I am with

you.-I trust you that is all."
And you will- always." H e took her

hand and kissed it: «'My beautiful lady, you
are mine, mine. H ow can I be glad enough?

Don't be anyth*no."
Do you love me ?
I trust you. I do not want you to kiss ine."

ý 
t



A GIRL OF THE NORTH 215

He laughed a little.
What is love? " she asked.

Madness."
Peace," she replied.

peace. Oh! my dearest, w*th you,
peace."

He rose from her side. She let her hands
go over the keys, playing matches of things.
The prelude to tea appeared, the table and
the cloth.

Mr. Wainbridge walked,,to the window,
and Launa was playing " Warum." Das
bange bittere Warum," with its ceaseless

unanswered questions. 1 t was. one of the
things she had always played and felt she had

not understood. Through what a century
4(of motions she, had gone, and Warum

brought her back. She understood it now
as she never had done before.

She had been drifting down a rapid quiet
stream, hurrying past the old landmarks,

soothed by the swift dark water, lulled by its
swirl. -and rush, comforted by Mr. Wâin-

bridÈe's care of her and for her. Nowshe
was out on the sea, the broad sea of love,

with its indefiniteness, -She, had awakenecl
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with a start to find herself there ; to know
that he loved her and wanted to marry her,
and she also knew that to turn back was
impossible.

'« I amo so happy, my darling," he said,
turning round as he spoke. " I have loved
you for so long, and I have feared."

" Feared what ? " -

" I feared you. That you did not care,
and you do not care as I do."

"' No," she replied;- " I do not, I cannot
care as you do. Why is it ? I want to, and
I want to remember only you. Only I can't,
I can't.

You do not want. to remember the old
life ? »

C' I want to fôrget everything, everyone.
Listen, I must tell you-I don't want to

marry you, because I cannot bear it, because
Fve once loved-" she stopped; he waited-

I once loved someone else. I thi-ak he is
dead to me-but I know if he were to call
me I would go, even if I married you and

he came. 'I have forgotten him sometimes,
but it all comes back againahd again*"

will make you love me-he is dead ; he

't ;P
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will never come. You will marry me, you

will? Promise-you can't draw back now."

9 1 promise to marry you ? I cannot for-

get so soon "
You promise ?
Yes. Now you will have tea?

Mrs. Herbert," said the maid.

How are you? " cried Launa, with joy.
An. interruption just then was most 'con-

venient. You have not been here for so

long."
Mr. Wainbridge could have borne a longer

absence -with philosophy. H e gave M rs.

Herbert one glance, and looked again. She

was looking handsome and flushed, yet the

emotion which plainly affected her savoured

not of joy nor of peace.
I have not been here since you-how

long is it since you were -away ? " said Mrs,
Herbert. 1' Did you enjoy yourself? What
were you doing ? Skating ?

It seeins so long ago," said Launa.

To-day has been so, warm& Who coulcl
believe we have ever skated ?

Yes, who ? inquired M rs. Herbert
The ice has gone, and the skate-marks
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are melted there i no track 'on theno
water."

Ilàear Herbert ha gone to Cairo," said
Mr. Wýinbridge. 

g one

H as he ? asked auna. How
horrible for you."

It is a wife's duty to féel horribly some-
thing at her husband's depatture for Egypt

or Hong-Kong, and Launa expressed the
proper sympathy in her voice.

He did not tell you ? asked Mrs.
Herbert.

No," answered Launa.
He did," said Mrs. Herbert, with some

excitement.
She had refused tea.

There was silence. Mr. Wainbridge
glanced at Launa. His look infuriated -Mrs.

Herbert, whose anger threatened to become
quite beyond her power of control.

I came to-day, Launa, to tell you that I
will no longer know you. You have poisoned

my husband's mind against me, and a girl
who goes to the country and stays alone
there with a man, under his name, as his
well, I leave the name to you."

_ýï1 Jý1
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Mr. Wainbridge jumped up. Launa grew 'scarlet-bright, flaming red, up, up, intô her
hair. Mrs. Herýert was mad with anger ;
she wanted a whip, to hear it lashed, to

make a noise with it, and hurt somebody.
She èlenched her hands violently.

&C Miss Archer has just promised to be my
wife," said Mr. Wainbridge, 00e nd she W- ould

prefer you left us. As for C, I hope 'ou
will never come into her house again ; you
certainly never shall enter mine."

He rang the bell.
I' Bah! " said M rs, Herbert. Virtue is

not always triumphant. You made him love
you-you took him from me!

Open the door for Mrs. Herbert," said
Mr. Wainbridge to the maid.

Mrs. H-erbert rose.
dé Your announcement is rather late. You

may as well ma'rry her-now." 1 q%ý

"- What does she mean ? " asked Launa, in
a bewildered way. She had risen and stood in
front of Mr.,Wainbridge, her eyes on his face.
i'Dotheysaythingsab6utme? Do-they?"

He did not ànswer her question. He had
nothïng'to say.
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Launa heard a step and turned round
quickly, to see if Mrs. Herbert were re-

turning.
Paul! Paul!" she cried. There was

joy in her voice which Mr. Wainbridge had
never heard 'in it before. «' Oh, Paul! "

She moved quickly towards him, and gave
him her hand. Il I am so glad, so glad.
When did you come ? Why did you not

come long ago ? "
Mr Wainbridge inspected Paul Harvey

dur*ing this crisis. He was brown, strong,
and lithe ; standing by him Mr. Wainbridge
appeared weak, effeminate.

" This^is Mr Wainbridge," said Launa.
She wished him just then at Cairo or

anywhère else.
H ow do you do? " said both men.
Miss Archer has just promi 0 sed to marry

ýRR me. »

-He wore
nearer Launa.
d ce in his

congrat
are very luc
men.y)

ai air of ownership and went
There was,-a slight degree of

attitude.
ulate you," said Paul; 1«You

çy.,_ The most fortunate -of
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I' Sit down," ' said Launa, with a smile at
Paul which Mr. Wainbridge endeavoured to

--imagine was merely kind. Launa assured
herself that hers was the smile of a rnarried

woman to some brother of whom she is fond.
,"Tell me about home, about 'Solitude,'
about the canoe, and the rivers. "

They talked, while Mr. Wainbridore;
listened, not uninterested, but surprised.

Launa was new, différent. Paul had intro-
duced another elementlinto the game-an

elernent of doubt.
I' But I shaft'win," thought Mr. Wain-

bridge; ci she has promised.
Gi 1 have known Paul for years," said

Launa, turning to, Mr Wainbridge, as if to
explain the situation, and.he knows all about
the land Ldwelt in and my old home.

This explanatiôn was as much for Paul as
for Mr. ýVainbridge, and also, for hersel£

She was convinced of good reasons for
her joy.

The returned traveller's welcome was,-/
delig4tiul to Paul more thap he had daredýý'i

hope for, ' less than that for which he longed,
though as the friend of theIô be recelved

;Id
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family was, not his only aspiration. I t was
the stone instead of the bread, the hand of
fellowship instead of the kiss of passion. He
left Mr.'ý Wainbridge with Launa, no doubt

waiting for his kiss. Paul winced at the
idea, and he was, dining with the Canadian
Commissioner.

But Mr. Wainbridge did not kiss Launa-
he left her alone. She threw'herself down
on the sofa. The idea of marriage had
appeal éd to her as a narcotic. Paufs coming
had changed it into -a scourge. H e was

here perhaps the girl .'was dead She
flushed with joy, then hid her face with

shame. Perhaps he did not love her, had
never loved her, and she belonged to Mr

'Wainbridge. Paul had found her-and it
was too late.

.agi

Ic



CHAPTER XV

THE winter passed quickly-spring came,
a soft, slow, gentle coming. Paul Harvey
was a constant visitor at Victoria Mansions.

Sometimes he was there when Mr. Wain-
bridge was not, -and then that was a -" white
day."

Mr. Wainbridge'found Paul's appreciation
of Launa gave life à zest-it added un-
certainty and attractiveness, though ke in-

tended to win. A man can appropriate
another man's wife for walks and talks with

much greater ease than he can the girl the
other man is goine to marry. But Mr.
Wainbridge was enduring an amount of
worry and annoyance about his uncle's affairs,
and he was not free, while Paul was. Mr.

Wa"bridge never co-nnected him with the
someone Launa had loved-was fie not dead ?

Had she not implied as much, more than
once ?

223
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Paul had promised. to remain in England
until Launa's marriage the indefinite pro-

longation was therefore borne by him with
a placid demeanour. H e also had been
requested to give her away-there is a
certain amount of excitement in giving "this

woman to this man," whén longing.to keep
-'her oneself, a-- form of death on the battlefield.

Paul liked it as well as a man can like
anything he, dreads and detests, and yet with
the feeling that he would not like another
man to do it.

The April day was lovely. Paul was at
Victoria Mansions, ready to do what L;4una

wanted, hoping Mr. Wainbridge« might not
come.

""I'wanttogoout," shesaid; "to go far
away, where I can paddle and see the catkins

on the trees and listen to the sound of the
river. * I cannot stay at hôme and practise or
do anything. I must go out."

Let me taste the old immortal indolence
of life once more,'" he quoted.

Come, " she said.
Where ?
Anywhere."
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They drove to Paddington, and then went
by train.

The river was looking'lovely-ruffled and
irregular-the trees wore a wind-swept fluffy
look. The grass was fresh and green ; it was

spring, and all was new.
ý Il This is glorious," she said, as she paddled

up the stream.
The movements of her lithe body were

beautiful to hirn-ýo her -the 'otione and
spring of the 'canoe were splendid, as it

answered every stroke and went through-the
rippling water with a hiss and a rush.

The lift of the long red swan," he said.
Don't," she replied. How he loved it!

How he loved that life!
And will you never come back to it ?
I do not know. Afterwards, perhaps

yet no, never."
The Indians miss you. Mrs. Abram and

Mrs. John often ask me about you. In the
winter there is no one* to, be good to them."

Il 1 sent them money and blankets," she
answered. Il 1 did all I could."
1 Il They want you. Mr-s. Andrew gave me
a charm, to bring you back.' A little
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medicine yer know - a love potion of
herbs."'

ÎSheý laughed
'CIslifeheresuccessful?"heasked, "Do

you like it ?
Yes, for some things I do. I came full

of plans, and I hav.e learned and worked,
Now I am going to be married."

You have, then, been successful ?
I have learned that life is cruel."
To you ?

They, my friends, believed ev'ïl of me.
Did you hear* it

I heard it."
And believed?

Don't-, ask me such questions," he replied.
You know I'could not betteve them. I

think you-well, I think you the purest, best
woman iif the world."

That is not what you were goinz to say.
You began and you changed it."

Il You were cruel once, but you are the one
woman-for me."
Tell me about the lakes and the woods

I long to see them, to feel the air, and to
smell the pines," she-said quietly.
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They paddled on and on, sometimes talk-
ing; and là seemed like a triumphaljourney

into a far-away world, with the sun and the
%lrippling water, glorious movement and peace,

and, above all, it was perfect ,because they
were alone together, and away from the rest

of the world.
Paul made no pretence 'to himself of not

knowing why he was happy and why he'was
miserable-happy while with Launa, miser-

,able when away from. her-while the know-
ledge that she bélonged to someoné else was
always obtruding itsel£

And Launa ? To. her Paul meant the old
life (so she assured herself'with. great fre-
quency), her father, the Indians, the woods-*--N-

everything- she loved. She wàs glad. to have
Paul with her. It was a good ending to, the

châpter of singleness. And though perhaps
CK

it was not quite as she would have liked t'O
have planned things, perhaps all would be
for the best. The present was full of joy,
the future-she could not -bear to think of
it-would be blank.
11 H ow long have ypu been in E ngland ?

*She iriquired at last.
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It was odd she had never asked this
question before.

1 spent two months here in the summér,
then I had to go home. My cousin, jim,

Harvey-you remember him ?
I never heard of him."
I thought you knew all about him. He

got himself mixed up in some row with the
Indians, and so I went back. There was an
Indian girl, too; he should have married her."

And his name was Harvey?
Yes, jim Harvey. He has married'the

girl. The worst of it isshe is far too' good
for, him, and he will lead her a terrible life ;
but I suppose it is best. You saw her once
at that picnic at Paradise that night I shot
the horse. Do you remember ? "

Il I rem-ember. Why didn't you tell
me?

I thought y-ou knew. I thought that
was what you meant-'

Il No," she answered. I meant-never
mind now what 1 meant.1)

She put down her paddle.
Il I am tired. You can paddle back," she

said wearily. '« It is time to go home.
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a
Sylvia is comi , ng to, dinper, and so is Mr.
George. )l

She was kneeling in the bow with her back
io him.

9 C Launa, will you move ? You will be
more comfortable if you do, and I will keep her
steady, 1) he said. " We shall soon get back."

l' I cannot move, 1 am so, tired.
She almost gave a sob. Suddenly she felt

impotent and weary. H is èxplanation had
made it worse, and she ached with the hope-
lessness of it all.

He paddled into the bank, got out, and
pulled the canoe -in, sideways; then »he

arranged the cushions for her in the middle.
N ow, get out while 1 hold the canoe, and

sit there where I can see you. Light of my
eyes," he added in a whisper, but she

heard it.
He gave her a hand, put a rug over her,

andasked:
Are you comfy?

But she could not speak, and they startéd-
again.

The I*ft and sweep of the paddle, and the
smooth regularity thereof, were soothing.

ïmý 7*- el,
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II Oh, the sorrow of the world ! " she said.
It is unavailing. The awful mistakes, the

terrible partings-it is too dreadful. Whén
did you come back'to London?

In December.
Why did you not come to see me be-

fore-in the summer ? 1)
" Because I did not know your address-is

that reason enough?-and I was rather
afraid of you. I could not côme."

Sylvia is my only woman friend."
You irhagine that." $1

I do not imagine it; but I do not care.11
At dinner that night they were an uneven

numbër.
II We 'ust all go in togeth er," said Launa*

Sylvia, come with me."
She put her hand on Sylvia's -arm and

they went first.
Mr.,Wal*nbridge came last; hewore de-

pression ostentatiously until after the, soup,
and asked if they bélieved in ghosts.

«' In ghosts," inquired * Mr. George. In
some ghosts. Do you believe in them ?

Launa does," said Mr. Wainbridge.
I wish I could," she an'swered.
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Did you ever see one? " asked Paul.
One Sunday-it wâs a hot Sunday in

july," related Mr. Wainbridge, 1«we were
going to Lady Blake's, and Launa said she

saw one. )1

11 One wh a-t ? asked Paul.
One ghost.>'

What did she do?
She said it was dead. Are ghosts & it'?

inquired Mr. Wainbridge.
When people die they become 1 it,'" said

Mr. George. " They canrrot-do not love.
A man or a woman is neuter when love is

over-when it is impossible."
Il They are maligning you, Launa," said

Sylvia, with a smile. A poet had written
lines on -her smile and called it divine.
Contradict them."

I did see a ghost, " she answered.
Ghosts are indigestion," said Mr. George

slowly. Have you read the new book, Miss
Cooper ?

Whose new book?
It is by an unknown author who writes

of the love of. a married man for some other
woman. We know so much now, everyone

1
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writes of life's miseries ; if they would only
write of happiness."

How wronk for a man to love the other
woman," saeid Sylvia.
Il Wrong," repeated Mr. George; " not at

all how unavoidable
What happened ?
Nothing.-"

How did they end it or begin it? " asked
Sylvia,

cg I hate a man who does nothing," said
Launa. " Love is either a secondary con-

sideration or the passion of a moment to
them. We are merely adjuncts - minor
adjuncts."

" Chromatic scales," said Mr. George.
Paul ate his dinner with resolution. Launa
was flushed-no doubt by the breeze on the

river, and it was very becoming. She was
not a minor adjunct.

Sylvia had grown grey looking.
She pushed away her plate quickly, and

. when Launa with her was leaving the room,
Launà._said:

"Do not hurry into us. We are so happy
together-and have so much to say..»
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The men talked with indiffére'nce. They
were- anxious to go 'to the drawing-room.
Mr. George at last said impatiently:

Come on. 1 am tired of sport."
With a conversation thereupon had they

concealed their anxiety to be gone. Sport is
ab'orbing.

In the-drawing-room Sylvia, Paul Harvey,
and Mr. George entertained each other.

Launa )sat by the window and was talked
to by Mr. Wainbridge.

Il Paul and Sylvia. Paul and Sylvia.
Paul and Sylvia," sounded with dreadful

monotony in her brain. - She went to the
piano and, played " Warum." 1

Il How you have changed! said Mr.
Wainbridge. Il Sômetimes I feel as if I did
not know you."

Are you tired of me ?
Launa darling! tired-no, never. You

are more uncertain in your moods-you àre
more fascinating. I never know1what you

will do next. To-day has been long without
YOU.)y It

Women take an age to learn-'that game
killing would have no attraction for men
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if the game walked up to be killed will-
ingly,,"

Where have you been to-day, my
dearest ? " he, asked, taking no notice of her
speech.

On the river with'Paul. , And you
I have been very busy and -orried."

tg I am s'rry. Worry is detestable."
"' Yes," he replied, ci and never ending."

Your aunt is still odd ? "
Very odd. She 'is terrible sometimes.

Talk of to-morrow, dear."
" I am going to see Sylvia."
Mr. Wainbridge looked at her.
(9 Did you mind what 1 said about the

ghosts ? There are non'e between you and
me ?

'C Ghosts ? no, none.jy
And so I may not come here to-

morrow
99No. The next day you may."
Paul spent the evening talking to Sylvia.

H e left early. M r. George and she were
alone.

14 Why are you so > silen't ? " he asked at
lasté 

.a
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Am I ? 1 was think'ng."
Of what I said at dinner ?
What did you say ? J)

Now you are offended."
I am very fond-of dark blue serge, said

Sylvi a, very, and it is so becoming."
What has that to do with what 1 said at

dinner ?
Il How can I t ' ell what you said at dinner ?

D id you know I have a sister, Mr. George ?
She lives in Èaton Square and is very

respectable, which means she does not
work for her living, and is never in an

omnibus -after four. I seldom visit her
the Square and her surroundings satisfy
her,"

"And you told me this?-" asked M r.
George.

To interest you.
I see, I understand," he answered.

We need n'ot decide yet wliat we shall
do,",ýsaid Lady Blake.,

Nor do it," said Mrs. Herbert. I hate
doin'g things."



«' Still it is necessary for someone to take
not P ce of Miss Archer's behaviour) now that
she is engaged to Mr. Wairîbridge."

They do not talk of being married," said
Lily, with a laugh.

Lady Blake was having tea with her, it
was hot and june. They were both dressed

in crepon and muslin. Lady Blake.'-s., hat
was a flower garden.

Mrs., Herbert looked bored. The heat
was excessive, and she was weary.

jack wrote to, her occasionally, ', but he -did
not return, and she was tired of 'Sir Ralph.
Other people were also afflicted in the same

way, and Mrs. Herbert was often left out

1ýwhere before she had been firs»t.
Women' said her first husband had been

an angel, and died to continue one, and her1
second went to Cairo.

Sir Ralph was beginning to, take too much

for granted, and he had no mind - pink

books and papers of a light and airy kind

were his literature. Mrs. Herbert had been

intellectual when desirous of attracting jack,

ànd, after her long acquaintance with Sir

236 A GIRL OF THE NORTH
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Ralph, she told him that old families are
becoming ignorant and corrupt.
«« Have you seen Launa's voyageur?"

asked Lady Blake.
"Who.ishe? Havelseenhim?"
"An indefinite relation of hers. H-ave

you read the Signal this week ? I have
not.y)

Here it is. Look at it now,,"
Listen, listen," said Lady Blake. At

the Duchess of Oldharris' small evening
party Miss Archer looked particularly well in
white and black. She delighted everyone

with her playing of. 'Warum.' She has
been in mourning for some time, for her

father, and has been much missed by
society

Lady Blake put down the paper with slow
concern,

"'The Duchess of Oldharris, the Duckess,"
she said. My musical party next week

When does your husband return ?
1 do not know."
Soon ? 1 cannot think that it is good

for you-or for him-to stay away so long."
Probably not," said Lily. Do you
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always do what is good for you ? I have no
doubt Cairo disagrees with him intensely."

I would go out to him if I were you,"
said Lady Blake. Your honeymoon was
in that Surrey garden. How blissful it was
that day I called upon you, but how short a
time it lasted 1 You were sewing; you
never sew now. Not even a little shirt like
Becky Sharp."

Thé days are no longer perfect, as they
were during my honeymoon," said Mrs.
Herbert though it is june."

You must have been misinformed)" said
Lady'Blake.

Oh, no, it was june, I assure you. One
does not forget that."

I mean about Launa. The Duchess is
so particular, and it happened so long ago.

Good-bye, dear.
&She rustled away to call at the House for

her husband.
Next day Launa received an invitation for

the musical party-she was even asked to
play. She refused that honour.



CHAPTER XVI

SYLVIAhad beçome necessary' to Launa, who
had at first used her as a screen, for -Mr.

Wainb*dge -was there always, and with
Sylvia present naturally, there were no
demonstrations.

Paul made his appearance only a degree
less freq'uently-Launa did not mind being
alone with him. He was-waiting in London
for her wedding day, for which no date
was appointed, and Paul was not anxious to
arrange this

Sylvia talked to Paul when Mr. Wainbridge
was in possession, and it occurred to Launa
that Sylvia was very attractive-probably
Paul thought this also.

In these days Launa felt that rneditation
and thought were unprofitable ; she turned to
Sylvia for something, not for protection, but
for companionshi' Sylvia was restless,
Latina was restless also the days were un-

239
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satisfactory if one hour were unoccupied. A
day of inaction was Launa's present idea.

of torment. Syjvia and she agreed on
this subject.

One night Launa had come in very tired;
too tiréd to eat. She drank some chocolate,
and sat in the m'sic-room,

Mr. Wainbridge appeared. It was late,
and he had been at his uncle's. The roorn

was full of poppies; the heavy odour was
oppressive, and the flowers were falling-
slowly, slowly they tumbled down every few
minutes.

They are the ghosts of the past, " said
Launa at last, as one or two flowers fell

simultaneously, and yet as it were with
reluctance. Do you hear the slow sound

they make as they fall ? I am very tired."
I'Your tea-gown is like .- moonlight, and

you look di-ýine."
ci And unearthly ? I' would rather be

human."
You are lovely.1y

ýTe11 me something new," she replied,
with a laugh of confidence, and a look-

& 9 something that 1 do not already know."
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«'What have you been doing to-day ? " he
asked, feeling the commonplace safe. '

C& I went with Sylvia to see a woman who
is dying-and yet it is not certain she will

di to die is. peace," - 0
1' She was sufféring. Why did you- go,

dearest ? 1 t is not fit for you to see such
th*ngs.>'

C(That is the cry of the wholeiorld," she
replied, getting up and moving the flowers

near her. " Why go? Why see it ? Peace,
peace, and there is no peace."

You cannot help her."
You are right, I am powerless, and 1

have promised to send herjelly. Ridiýul'us!
jelly!';

" Who îs she ?
" Her name was Éertram. She was once

pretty and sang well. Sýlvja, knew her.
Some man made love to her, and promised

her the usual things. She left her work for
him, and because of him, and he 'left her
alone. She has starved, frozen, and been

half-murdered, yet she lives."
1 cânnot help thinking, dear, that it was
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her fault, too. A -woman does not 'should
not yield."

A woman wants to love and to be loved.
Then," she added, 'l I. éould never

love a man who would promise and never
keep it.

- CL To promise," he repeated. What is a
promise ? It is an impossibility. I promise

to lov*e someone for ever. You will some
day-may it be soon?-promise to cleave to
me only. I cease to love someone-the
*promise ïs broken. 1 am not responsible.
Who is ? Yqu promised me once you would
not go out alone when it is dark, and you do
not keep it7eý-')

What is love? When I cannot keep my
promise of cleaving to you, will you blâme
me? You say thie keeping of -promises is
impossible.- 1 never promised to love

ýYoUe
ý1 1 Blame you ? No. You love me 0
you love me?-and women, thank Goà, are

mostly constant.'
«« Thank God," she repeated.
She did not answer his question-to se ék

to acquire information was most simple.
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Love is all things-the joyý of life-the
sting of death,"-he said.

Êriendship, is a joy, 'too. It is like
autumn after the midsummer heat is over.

Do you not know the peace and stillness, of
a clear autumn ? There is a blùe sky,
and merely a sý4icion of cold in the air.

You know the air on a lake coming over a
long sweep of eountry."

She paused.
Il There is a chill about autumn-a sus-

picion of indifference."
ci No, no," she answered quickly. What

is the most perfect relationship in this world ?
Which i*'the happiest ? " 1 %

Who can tell? To me it îs you ; to you
it is-I wish I could feel sure the stone

of happiness you seek for is my love.
She did not answer immediately.

The stone of happiness when one finds it
is still a stone. How can a stône bring
happiness ?

Your ring-to àee the sapphire brings
me happiness," he ànswered,

He, felt of late an intangible something
between them-as if he were fighting with
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the powers of the air, with unknown forces-
would he win, or they ? The dead are quiet

for ever, ' and yet ýsomething_,.seemed to come
between him and Launa. - Do the dead

watch over those they love? Mr. Wain-
bridge shivered; he-was sometimes super-
stitious.

Paul was nôt an acquiescent lover, and
sincè his day in the canoe with Launa he

h -ad pondered long and frequently. Was she
happy? No ; nor was he.

One afternoon when with 4 her, like an
inspiration it came to him that he was
mast-tr. He would not give in, he loved
her love was power, and she did n:

love Mr. Wainbridge, of that he w

sure.
Launa was alone.

They talked for some moments, the
conversation was led by her to N ewfound-
land, but he took no interest in that.

11 When are you going to be married ? " he
asked.

Ci When ? 1 know not. Talk of some-
thing else."
it 1 will talk about you. It is of no use for
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you to change the subject. 1 love youý love

you, and you are mine. You have no right

io marry anyone butme. You belon-g to,

me.
Paul was as a g , wing not -merely

good and evil, but love and- light.

It is my kisses you will long and hunger

for, my arms which should-»be round you, not

"his."

He looked. at- he.r. She had started when

he began. 1 114. 
-J

His never are," she said, while she

longed to ask how he knew this, but she felt

to, acknowledge he knew was to acknowledge

hirn right.
& C Yo * won't let him nîw, but his arms will

be round you. . There is 1 no escape from

them once you are married. Think how you

will feel when he is with you always, and

you can never get away. 'You will see my

face when his is close to you> you will

feel 3)

Paul! Paul!
You would like to say, 1 Why persecutest

thou me ?' They say girls often marry from

ignorance and wish they had not. Launa,
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you will not be igno r-ant. With--t love
marriage is a loathsome H ell ; with it,
darling, it is Heaven. Such a Heaven!

You are -mïne, as much mine as if five
priests had read hundreds' ofýwords over us.

Give him up 1 give him up!
C'I wish I could die, knowing you-, love

I would rather see you dead than his
wife."

Paul, I love you.»
She held out her hands.

My darling; my darling. How 1 love
you. And you will give him up?

She stood still, her eyes raised to his;
hers were full of trouble, his full of

love. H e would face the world and
count the loss of all things nothing for'

her. H is was a love worth having, and
he was brave and true, worthy of love.

Re came nearer. He had not touched
here

Comé to me, Launa."
She turned and let. him fold her in his

arms, such strong arms.
«I You -take âway my incâvl'duc-dity. You
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are a brute, Paul. Let me look into your
eyes; they are true. . It is your eyes 1 see

when 1 talk to him, your voice I hear, your
kisses I féel. . . . Paul, -don't tempt me. I

have degraded myself enough. Leave me-
go. I am wicked, I am wrong."

Teffipt you ? My God, Launa! Am 1
not tempted 

?- " -" When you hold me 1 am strong. A
woman loves a man who has a strong arrn

for her.**'
He bent down -a ' nd kissed her facè, then

her lips, a long, long kiss.
ci Launa, can you marry any othe'r man ?

Be true, dear."
Sit down, Paul, by me.' Let me hO"ld-
your hand. I * féel so weak and so afraid.

And when you have gone and I -am- alone,
with him. .. . You- know l'love you.

But I have promised myself to, , himé J
cannot break my word. I can'- ask him t
give me up. I will do that."

You must tell him you cannot marry
him. Why should one man Insist on. mak-_
ing three 'eople miserable ? For he.- will

not be happy. I shall not leave* .. you .. now



until you have promîsed to marry me. - 1 kiss

you, I hold you, 1 -take You.'ý

He lifted her in his arms and 'carried her

to a sofa. im
He put pillows under her head and knelt

beside her.
You cannot get up. I will not let you

go-you must rest.,
Paull

He kissed her.
Launa, if you could k ow,, could guess

how I hun er for you. ow 1 dream of you

and long for you until the day is a long dreary

reality, and night is life when I see y1bu and

hear your voicè-gentle and soft-I love

your voice. In my dreams I hold you 1nýMy
arms.

Paul, you forget that I have pr'mised.

1 have given myself to, him-"
You mean ?, "
My word to, him. How can I take

it back ?
E asily ; by not keeping it.

They both laughed, and so Mr. Wain-

bridge found them. when he entered the

room.
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Is Launa ill? he asked,, in well-bred
tones of surprise.

She feli she hated him; his upper lip was
too long, his tnanner too'unctuous, and his

shoulders were so round.
He glanced from Paul to Launa, and it

seemed to him as if his appearance were just
9 what was required to turn the scale in lis

own favour. She sat up. Paul piii a cushion
behind her and kissed her hand. Mr. Wain'-
bridge advanced with disapproval and another
cushion, which Launa refused with mild
gratitude.

The men glared at each'other. Mr. Wain-
bridge was uneasy, Paul triumphant.

Shall I stay, Launa ? said Paul.
No; I have a headache, " she said.

Paul left the room, and Mr. Wainbridge
waited in silence.

I hope you are better," he said, at last,'
I have something to tell you."
I don't want to hear it.".-
You must bear it."
Look here, Launa., I know what you are
going to say. You are going to say

what you will regret. Something about Mr.
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Harvey. I mean to marry you ; you have
promised. That'is all."

You- do not consider me responsible for
my feelings; you havesaid it.'

For your feeliff9s, no; but for your
promises, yes.

«« Suppose 1 have changed?
Cc Suppose you never felt what you

promised; suppose it was merely a refuge
from, loneliness, from,

Well, suppose it was,", she answered.
But I never promised to feel anything=

simply to marry you."
" What do you w'ant me to do now ? " he

asked.
want you to set me free."

Never, never. To do that would be
ruin for me." .1

They facedzeach other; she'was excited,
flushed-with a new look of a half-born, half-

understoodjoy. He was sullen.
«'Why-teUýme why ? You could not hold

me to my bargain-unwillingly."
I' It would be ruin for me to release you.

My -qncle w-ould cut me off-leave me
tiothing, and give me nothing, if you or 1

Q a
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break offý ýuýengagement. H e has heard
several things about me-things which-
well, I have told you enough. Darling, you
would not, you could not ruin me. I love

you so intensely. Think of my life, my
prospects, without you!

" To live without me."
" What could I do? 'y
The joy had left her face-the flush was

gone. She was pale, and her face looked
haggard.

",Qo, go. I will not ruin your prospects
and dev*astate youÎ life-go. But you must

Yes, I hateleave me alone now.

YOU."
He went to his Club. On the way he

meditated writing a novel or a play-his
inventive powers were so great. He had
impresséd Launa-she beliéved him. He

had constructed the first chapter when he
reached his Club.

Launa went for a long d*ve'.
Paul was deféated. That night he received

this note. Mr



252 A GIRL OF THE NORTH

We have made a mistake, you and 1
Forget it. I t is too late. Remember only
your promise to stay until my wedding.



CHAPTER XVII

LADY BLAKF, had * started evening receptions,
and once a fortnight she was at home. She

had some idea of founding -a salon, but her
norance of the necessary steps was appal-

ling. She thought it would have something
to do with school-books and asking questions
on abstruse subjects.

Launa went frèquently, and took Sylvia
with her, Who was now second leading-lady in
the new play 1' Some Cabbages and a Wee-d."
The interview in the Signal had been of

much assistance to her career. Formerly
she had an existence-now she had a career.
Mr. George devoted himself to, her. This
evening they met at Lady Blake's. Launa
was quickly surrounded by her friends, by her
enemies, and people who could be either, had
they known her. She was charming-the
self-possession of a duchess, combined with

253
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the amiability and cleverness of the unknown
woman wishing to, be successful.

Mr. George was amusing them by relating
the triumphs of the interviewer. 1

He had been the one to hear the aims and
aspirations of the newest Il Lady Temperance
Lecturer."

11 1 s she a Lady Temperance Lecturer ?
he asked, " or a Temperance Lady Lecturer?
The last way sounds as if one might suspect
her of imbibing, and a Lady Temperance

Lecturer does not sound-well, îs nice the
word ? Women like that word ; it expresses

untold things to, them, daintinesses and pretty
undergarments. To a man it means a

woman does not bore him. He does not call
his bèst beloved 'nice' mer'ely-angels are

not nice.
Tell me about the Temperate Lady,"

said Launa.
Il 1 think Temperate Lady Lecturer would

be a good name," said Sylvia. She might
have an idea when to, stop."

" It was late," said Mr. George, 41 when I
interviewed her. She had been lectur*ng.

Her window blinds, were not down, and the

£AW
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moon shone in. There appeared to be rnuch
temperance in her mansion. We observed

the moon with attention and in silence.'After she had told me several details of her
own life, 'There is no water in the moonl

she said, with a solemn air, 'and nothing to,
drink. Tkepeoble in the moon have nothing
to drink.' This whole sentence was in the
largest of italics. I suggested that our best

astronomers are in doubt as to the fact of
human beings living in the mon. 'Such a

beautifully mountainous world, she said,
must be inhabited. -Think of their Sw4lýtzer-

land and of their Himalayas 1 They never
have typhoid, for there is no water.'

,«,Nodrinks,'Isaid. «Nothing.todrink,'
she replied. N ot even the sea to, bathe in,

to pic-nic by in summer,' I suggested. I
wont publish it all. I asked if the moon

were fruitful, and she said, «Undoubtedly.'
Then I replied, « They are obliged. to drink

their brandy raw. If it is fruitful there must
be grapes, ïf grapes, brandy'-you see the

connection ? « There is no water to make
brandy,' she observed. Pardoq me,' I said,

you do not require water to make brandy
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only to dilute it, if you have temperance

-yearnings.' She gasped, and 1 left her."

How glad she must have been," said

Latina, moving as she spoke to talk to M r.

Wainbridge's cousin.

The rooms were becoming empty. Sylvia,

Latina, Mr. Wainbridge, and. Mr. George

were standing together. The Member for

Hackney joined Launa. He had developed

an affection, nay, an inclination towards her.

He was too cold for affection; he admired

her.

The Under-Secretary for the Home De-
JII

partment came up behind them.
71 Bolton have you heard ? " he asked, and

kept his eyes fixed on I-:auna. He might

have kept his information to himself had not

Mr. Bolton been occupied with her.

What? " asked the Member for Hackney.

He did not desire to know anything further.

His interest in the Colonies, as exemplified

by Launa, was absorbing.

She smiled at the Under-Secretary, who

wondered if Mr. Bolton would leave her

when he heard the news.

There has been a skirmish somewhere in,
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Africa, and Fairmouth is, the telegram says,
dead.-' You are Lord Fairmouth. I thou ht
you would like to hear it."

He waited. Sylvia gave a sort of moan
and put out her hands.

Il I loved him," she said.
The Member for Hackney started, and

Launa said:
Miss Cooper and I must go home. Mr.

George, will you give her your arm ? Hugh,
you will get us our carriage ? "

Mr. Bolton stayed by Launa; the Under-
Secretary had vanished., ý

Il So that is the girl," he said; Il I have
heard of her. That was somewhat dramatic.
May 1 not be of some use to you, Miss
Archer? Shall I take yôu to Lady Blake ?
You will want to say good-night to her."

He offéred her his arm, and they found
the hostess. Launa apologised for Sylvia.
The Member for Hackney said she looked
quite pale. Lady Blake suggested sal volatile,
and expressed lier great concern.

CC I will come and -see you to-morrow,"-
said the Member for Hackney, as he held
Launa's hand at parting. It am much
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interested in the Colonies and in the N ew
World."

Mr. George stared after their carriage,
then he- lighted a cigarette. Mr. Wain-

bridge had disappeared.
" She ha-s a blister on now," said Mr.

George, " I wonder if là will ever heaL"
Mr. Bolton nodded and said:
'l Miss Archer is engaged to Mr. Wain-

bridge ? "
C& Yes," replied George.
They walked away together.

a - 0 a 0 9 0
Sylvia, don't try to talk,"' said Launa,

as they drove home.
«I Let me alone," she moaned. I am a

fool to break down. You cannot tell what a
joy it has been to me to feel to be sure of his

love. It was all 1 had-all-"
Launa left her alone, after giving her à\ \

brandy and soda.
Fortunately 1' Some Cabbages and a

Weed " was over, and the theatre shut up.
It would open with a new play in September.
Sylvia had her part to study .and could rest,
but not with her mother.
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Mrs. Cooper could not have believed her
daughter was -in trouble-trouble which she

should not share. A mother's heart is the
resting and the confiding-place for her

daughter. She forgot a mother's tongue
often prevents confidences:---ýhe would have

labelled her daughter " lost " had she known.
Launa had decided on taking a house by

the river-a cottage ý with drains and hot
water, as well as rosee.

Mrs. Cooper and Sylvia would comè too.
Launa hoped Mr Bolton would not talk of
this accident and betray Sylvia, -She Waited
with apprehension for the morrow and the

Member for Hackney.
Sylvia besought her to find out the cier-

cumstances.
Find out if -he is dead. How he died:

when and where. Oh, God! It is torture!
Torture! Find out all about him."

Mr. Wainbridge, Mr. George, and Paul
came next day. Launa dispatched them for

particulars. There was nothing in the paper.
Mr. Wainbridge went to the Club, Mr.
George to his " newspaper, and ' Paul to the

High Commissioner for Canada. This was
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his first meeting with Launa since their day
of confession. He asked for no further
explanation and she ave none.

He returned in an hour. The High Com-
missioner had been araclous. It was said
tliat «Paul knew too much -about him. to allow
of his being anything else. There were

fil, episodes; the lady was happily marrie&,and
the Commissioner was High. The news
was confirmed-Lord Fairmouth was dead.

I must tell her," said Launa.
Paul went down to the cottage to, inspect

it and to order it to be immediately prepared
for them.

1 n all this they had quite forgotten Mrs.
Cooper'.

The Member for Hackney arrived before
tea. His business engagements were many,

but he was in need of refreshment.
He found Launa in the music-room. He

took her hand with sympathy. He knew
how to express his emotion with the ease of
a ladies' doctor., Some people said he had
no real emotions, only fictitious ones.

Whýàt a charming room 1 he said, as he
viewed it and her with admiration. He



changed his.tone as he added, Il How is she
to-day?

1 " B roken-hearted.'
l«Ah! In what way?" His experience

had not provided him * with any symptoms.of
such a thing. "The defeat of a measure,"
he began, when Launa interrupted ' him.

di Oh Mr. Bolton, does anyone know?
Did the other man tell of what happened

last night ?
Fear of discovery isa womans broken hèàrt,

he made a note of it, while he answered:
di No one knows. You may be quite sure

of that. I arranged it with -my friend. You
may tell Miss Cooper I am glad 1 can set

her-mind at rest."
He meant at first to say heart.
" She does not care, she does not think of

that," she answered. She has not seen
him for six months . . she loves him, he

loved her she made him leave
her."

Really
It is terrible to hear hem. She does not

cry, she merely moans . You will have
some tea.

A GIRL OF THE NORTH 261
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1 would like some tea," he answered.
I am very tired."
He felt much refreshed. Miss Archer had

discrimination, and evidently was a- good
housekeeper.

You stay in town'for some time ? he
asked. "Miss Archer, are you not the

hansom girl? Mr. George told me about it,
1 remember. It applies to you both with
and without a 'U.'7y
She smiled, and did not thank him.

1 have taken a house at Sh ê1ton, and as
Miss Cooper is so wretched 1 intend to take
her there."

She is related to you ?
«' No; I am sorry for her. She is my

friend."
Ah, that îs better. Will you not be*-.

sorry for -rne ? 1 ý too, am alone, and some-
times lonely.ý"

She-ý,had never aW(clated any- frivolity
Member for ftacktw

with the 14e was one
of those myste*ous men who assisted in the

governing of the country, and as such
beyond much emotion. She looked at.him.

Ci Do you need my sorrow ?
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want it."
We often want what we do not need. 1

want more tea, it is not good for me, 1 do
not need it."

Can, I do anything to help you ?
If you would. 1 had forgotten Mrs.

Cooper, her mother. You could interview
her for me. She may hear Sylvia is il 1
do not want her to come to see her daughter.
Mrs. Cooperwould believe you. She îs an
old lady who believes in a man's opinion."

Man was made in the image of Gode'
She believes it still ?

Yes," said Launa, 'l and she accepts with
thankfulness ideas from any man."

'« If she were a young woman this might
be attractive and new. 1 will go to see this
Adamite. What must I say ?

«I Be indefinite."
Headache and weariness for disease

absolute quiet and rest for the remedies," he
replied. I quite understand. May 1 come

again? Above all I would- like to be with
you at Shelton."

Do come. 1 should be so glad."
«Il could wish you would not---;-could noý



express it so easily. Where does this lady
live?"

"In the Fulham Road ?"
He sighed. The prospect of the long

drive did not cheer him.
"You will take my brougham. I have

ordered it for you."
"l Thank you," he replied, and let his

glance say more.
The Colonies were interesting. It was

the year of new fishery arrangements with
America and France. The Member for
Hackney made a point of knowing all about
them. He intended to ask Launa for in-
formation; he felt singularly elated at the
prospect of seeing her again.

He was not particularly fond of fishing
nor of bills, but information on all subjects
was acceptable to lim. He prided himself
on knowing the views of the people for
whom he was legislating.

f
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CHAPTER XVIII

SHELTON cannot be described; it lay along
the, river, near heavenly back waters, where
reeds rustléd, and the rushes sighed ýoftly,
and it was within reach of the woods.

They all went there, each one hiding their
real feelings from the others, except Mrs.
Cooper. Her feelings were described by
the word blissful; she derived much satis-
faction from the, donning of her best dress

every day. I t was made of silk ; in her
youth a lady was dressed in nothing but silk.

Driving every day with a footman, and
having a maid "toýý button her boots, completed
her happiness. She never noticed her

daughter's depression. Sylvia had recovered.
She was more silent, just as good-look*ng,
and Mr. George ht)vered about her with

sympathy in his eye and with sorrowful
attentions.'

Mr. Wainbridge, Paul, anà the Member
265
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for Hackney each felt the inhabitants of the
cottage were under bis special, protection,
and each one frowned at the frequent visits
of the others.

Paul had received and accepted bis invita-
tion before he had told Launa to, gý'i*ve up
Mr. Wainbridge, and he came to Shelton.
All was not yet lost. Mr. Wainbridge was

obviously nervous. Launa looked unhappy.
To her life in the country was a relief., Of

late the strain on her mind had been trying.
Paul's presence was a comfort to, her, with

an underlying feeling of torture, Wf the, in-
tolerableness of fate, life, destiny.

Mr. Wainbridge made continual demand'
on her feelings-demands which sometimes
were hard, impossible to fulfil, especially that

she should love him.
He was quite aware that he frequently

asked for the impossible and obtruded him-
self in a way which was foolish, and before
Paul he was often reckless. A mad joy

becausè of bis possession of Launa filled
bis mind, for he knew a mad anguish filled
the breast of Paul Harvey.

To Launa Mr. Bolton was like an invigor-

lit

Rif.
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ating brèeze after a hot day. He knew that
she was appropriated. He expected scars
from an intimacy with her, but they were
worth it. He was, waiting for -news from

Africa before formally becoming Lord Fair-
mouth. Meanwhile he forgot ambition and

wandered about the fields with her, looking
for mushrooms which he, never saw, because
he found her so much more delightful. She

was original and charming, her voice was,
soft and low. Had it a sound of sadness or
of joy?ý One day one thing, the next
another. What was she-heart-whole, heart-
divided, or only a woman- W'ithout a
heart ?

Mr. Bolton found some amusement from
the comedy-or was it a ' tragedy ?-that was
being played. He had no fear for his own

emotions: they were pretty much the same.
as those possessed by the other two, and he

kept them under excellent 'control. He
sometimes wondered if ambition had any

part in Miss Archer!s plans. Would he, as
Lord Fairmouth, have any chance? He

enjoyed most of her society. Mr. Wain-
brîdge's visits wére uncertain, and whenever
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Paul and Mr. Bolton were there, Paul toôk
Sylvia out in the canoe.

Mrs. Cooper fortunately discovered an
ancient enemy living four miles away, and

she drove with -frequency, and glory, because
of the footman, to discuss the past and its
joys. The enemy s joys were present ones.
Together they found argument unconvincing

and therefore agreeable.

It was Sunday.
They were all walking across the fields

coming from church. Launa and Mr. Bolton
were first; Mr. Wainbridge had been de-

tained by his uncle at the church door. He
caught up to Mrs. Cooper, who insisted on

discussing the sermon-which was on
Eternal Damnation."
The preacher was staying at the Court-

Lord Wainbridge's place-and was specially
favoured by her ladyship, who had nodded
with frequency and approval at each point to
which he gave utterance, and which she con-

sîdered reduced her husband to, ashes here,
and to flames hereafter. In her theology
there was nothing so quiet and peaceful as
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ashes afterwards. But Lord Wainbridge had
not observed these signs of approval. He

regarded his nephew with attention, and Miss
Archer with admiration. He looked at- his
wife-a faded unhealthy specimen of an-ýý

aristocratic - worn-out family, in black
bombazine and a dowdy bonnet, and he,

thought of the'other woman and of Launa.
He observed her intently; her head well
carried, and her hair well dressed, her
pretty soft throat-he could not see her
face, but she was certainly -desirable, and
he had never met her. So'he stopped his

nephew on his way' to join Miss Arçher,
and suggested that Hugh should come over
to the Court that afternoon.-

MÉ. Wainbridge listened to Mrs. Cooper's
remarks in silence. He did not care about

the sermon, but he did care for Launà S
Society, and she would' spend the afternoon
with Mr. Bolton or, Mr. Harvey. He re-

gretted he had not refused his uncle's invita.
tion, but that gentleman had appeared so sad,
so old, and Lady Wainbridge sniffed- with

Such- depressing regu'larity, that to have re-
fused would have been cruel.
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1 dislike that church, " said Launa to Mr.
Bolton. It already makes me feel as if
religion were contemptible and as if it were
merely useful to occupy old women. 1 am
sorry 1 went to it to-day."

It would be very wrong and very radical
of you to neglect your own church. A good

Conservative always supports the institutions
of his country," he said.

That is the good of bein women," she
answered, looking at him with a mixture of

friendship and mischie£ We are not
allowed to, vote, and we need not be a
Conservative or anything, and as for the

institutions of the country, 1 am not sure that
I like them, or even know what they are."

Marriage is one."
With or without love ? --For love is not

an institution."
Sometimes ; well, you kn* ow as well as I

do that we can get on without love."
Love," said Launa, is tke thing in

life, it is
What do you love ?

Whom ? What ? 1 love life and move-
menf-the wind and the sea. The being



alive to-day is joy. Look at the rass, the
0 9 1 1river, the water 1 f I could only be at

Solitude,' to smell the air as it comes across

that sweep of woods

«t To smell it alone?)'

Alone," she replied.

You , arrange life on a basis of love."
He laughed. It is not always fine. In
winter the wind is cold and it shrieks un-

pl ' asantly;' it is not warm like love-real
love-and then there is success. - Not to-day,

nor to-morrow, but in a month or a year
you WOUU 1 think, grow weary of your
paradise alone."

Why did you laugh ?
At myself aïd your basis of love."

His philosophy kept, him amused, be-
cause he was aware of his own foolishness.
If there was a certain amount of pain in the
laughte ' r no one eoticed it. The* others
caught up to them.

ii I do not like that preacher," said Mrs.

Cooper. 1
cc He is one of my auntý s favourites,

answered Mr. Wainbridge. She says hïs
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descriptions of hell are so reviving for the
sinner.

So is lunch," said Launa, "and 1 am
hungry."

After lunch Mr. Wainbridge followed
Launa to her own sitting-room. He in-

tended to conduct a parting. Emotions
brighten the desert of life.

He put his arms round her.
1 like your necktie and your pin," she

said.
I will give you the pin."

He took it out and handed it to her.
Here, dearest."

Now 1 t is too hot
go and sit there.

for-
You never kiss me or let me kiss

you.
1 halte kissing-indiscriminate kissing."
You will not always hate it," he
answered. must go,. I wantý to seule

things with my uncle. You will accept
their invitation to stay there ?

He found it best to ýforget the day she had
asked him to set her free. She remembered

it and his confession always.
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Not yet. ý I could not leave here until
Mrs. Cooper and Sylvia go."
l' You will have me with you there all

day-it will be perfect."
d Nothing is perfect," she answered.

You will be back-when ? "
Il After dinner. How I wish I could stay

here now, but my uncle is so lonely. -Good-
bye9ý)

He put bis arms round her gently and she
let him-he stifled her, while he protected
her. To suffer any embrace was unusual
for her. H e was still, criad to hold her.
She was sorry he was, leaving her; with him
near, certain things were impossible-he was

an anchor. But there was the rest of -the
afterno-n and Paul.

Institutions are good sometimes.," she
said.

'l That is obscure to me. Good-bye."
And Launa sang a little song to'herseif:

Love light come, light go,
Love light come, light go."

As it was the fashion to observe love
critically, with unbelief, she would do ît too.

S
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Paul came in at the windo
book in his hand.

I am lonely," he said.
never see you alone now, L

Are the others all right ?
about the war. Where is Mr

They are all asleep, Sylv
is writin letters, answering

9

got this morning. Wain
Heaven, has gone to see his i

Probably to arrange aboui
She seated herself opposii

this rather defiantly. She
member Mr. Wainbridge and

« You are not married yet.
ours.

What shall we do now?
You and I," he repec-

«« Talk. Be glad we are togE
lit And can talk-about Car

Yes about Canada," he
products or the pe6ple ?

The people," she answer(
We will talk of theý wome
Yes," she said.
About you, for you are a

'ORTH

m He had a

de May I stay ?
,auna.

? We will talk
rs. Cooper?"
7ia too. Bolton

ý the bundle he
ibridge, thank

uncle."
it our marriage."
,te him and said
wanted to re-

1 her marriage,
To-day is

You and 1 ?
ated, with ïoy-
ether."
nada."

replied. The

ed slowly.

woman.
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I wish I were not."
Why ? 'l

«I Because-because men have so much
the best of it. . . . Dc - men like independent
women? No, men like them clinging.

What does a clinging woman do?
I don't take the faintest interest in in-

scrutable womenlý, he replied. «I Come out
and sit among the pine trees and think of

joutude and the lake
And forget éverything except now which

is ours? she said.
Come then-come."



CHAPTER XIX

THECourt, the ancestral home of the Wain-
bridores, was purchased by the present owner's

father (wU the furniture and the portraits)
from a family whose possessions consisted of

a very ancient title and many de]Sts.
Common sense was not included in their
inheritance. That they could ever live with
a plain cook and a house-parlourmaid and
pay their debts never occurred to them.

The Court was built in a circular shape
with what Lady Wainbridge called Il heathen

pillars," and a long flight of steps led up to
the door. The gardiens were beautiful and
the flowers took prizes at shows. The house
was dreary and not clean. The servants

were celebrated for their ,piety, therefore
other virtue wère not required; most of them
were reclaimed."'

Lord Wainbridge was in the garden when
his nephew arrived. Lady Wainbridge
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considered fresh air on Sunday a sin, except
what little was imbibed when going- to and
from church in a brougham at eleven o'clock.
She held a " Gospel Reunion " in the draw-

ing-room after lunch, which her husband
refused to attend.

For some time the two men admired the
roses ; they were late ones, and a new kind.

" I did not come to see Miss Archer," said
the elder man, " because you never asked me
to do so. You made no formal announce--
ment of your engagement to me."

" Launa has been in mourning for her
father. Nothing is settled.ý-yet."

" I t will be soon ? 1 am tired of this life,
said Lord Wainbridge. I want to be free.^
I am going to make this place over to, you,
Hugh."

His nephew started.
" To me ? I cannot express- my sense of

your goodness to me."
" Get married soon," answered his uncle

C'when tÉere is an heir 1 shall feel happy.
Your aunt dislikes the Court, and after you

marry I shall not feèl'the need of being even
respectable. 1 can live as I like."
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You are too good to me. I cannot tell
you what 1 féel."

He feIC- his thanks were poor stilted, and
feeble, but he did not know how to express
himself better.

1 should like to come and see Miss
Archer."

ý'Call her Launa, said his nephew.
You believe in marriage ?

I believe in yours, of course, and in my
own-we all believe in what is. Marriage

exists-is it a failure ? For individuals
sometimes, for the many-no, 1 suppose
not, for they still marry., You will bê

happy."
I hope so.
1 admired Miss Archer-she is a living

V girl. Your aunt will also go to see her-1
believe this week is a week of solitude and

seclusion with your aunt, but afterwards she
will go. You must prepare Miss Archer for

some disagreeableness and loud prayers.
Your aunt is afflicted in that way on these
interesting occasions."

Yês," said the other.
I should like to, have Launa here to stay
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for a few days ; but I fear she might not be
very happy. What is your opinion ? "

'« 1 will tell her. I am sure she will be
grateful to you for all your kindness to us

both, but-she is uncertain, and aunt jane's
remarks might affect her."

" Uncertain ! She loves you ? I felt
sure when I saw her that it was love. Why
is she uncertain ? )y

" 1 do not know perhaps I am
wrong. Girls often are odd."

" Sometimes I have hoped you would
marry someone with a title, but I like that

girl. I received the announcement of youi
engagement with indifference-it seemed to
be only the binding of another man but
now

You wish Rly- m'arrl*acre to take place
soon ? You feel as if it would leave you
-freer--.:.-"

C4 It would make you happier, and me aIsQ.It
I should not be backward about settle-
ments."

My aunt may die, and you probably will
marry again-"

Lord Wainbridge shook his head,

e. t-
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N o. 1 shall seule two thousand a year
on Miss Archer. She has money, also, 1
understand ?

You really desire my marriage ?
Certainly."

Then I will arrange it as quickly as
possible."

And I may come and see Launa ?
My dear uncle, do not ask if you may.

1 am so grateful, more than grateful to you.
I hope, and 1 am sure Launa will feel as 1
do, that you will make a second home with
qS.

And so they parted.
For some days after his conversation with

his uncle Mr. Wainbridge found that solitary
discourse with his beloved was impossible.

She eluded him, and his news grew stale and
lost its power of delighting him. Launa had

killed his triumph. She let him kiss her
forehead sometimes, but they had no twilight
walks and no talks.

Any reminder of theïr approaching marria--4v---
was received by her in silence, and he dis-
covered that whereas formerly his love for à

î woman always cooled at the idea of the
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approach of matrimony-his pre-matrimonial
love was but a star which paled before the
heat and light 'of the -rising hymeneal sun.

Now his love was the sun, hot sun, which
dried up and withered everythino--; it made
his life one intense longing for her. His
passion mastered him ; everything was

subservient to it. He was possessed by one
idea, and longed to marry her and soon. He

wanted her for his own-absolutely-body
and soul. She did not love as he loved; he
would kiss her into it-kiss her to know
nothing but his love for her. Oh, God, that

it should take so long,. and need so much
patience

If Launa were only alo'ne! There were
Harvey and Bolton-and Paul he féared most
of all. He was a prey to uncomfortably ap-
prehensive thoughts, and all'day long he had

to talk of the garden ôr of croquet, while
the sun of desire was burning him up,'and
the days were a weariness.

-One day Èauna was writini letters.
He came in.
"' Allein," he quoted, zum ersten mal

allein."
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She rose hurriedly and glanced at the door
which he had shut. I t was raining the

,î windows were closed.
1 am seriously thinking of looking after

my affairs in Canada. It would be a long

journey," she said.
In Canada? he repeated. What

about your promise to me ? Our marriage ?
1 thought you had forgotten about

marriage. It is some time since we talked of
love-we have talked very little about
marriage.

She undid her scent boule on her
chatelaine.

Dearest, " he murmured, taking her hand
while his heart beat tumultuous-ly. He
thought she was jealous, even though he

ê'ýknew she did not love him as he loved her
yet he believed, with the inv*ncible belief of
man, that she could be jealous o im. " You
must not go to Canada alone.0 im will gocl,),e
there on our honeymoon

jý This proposition, sweet as it appeared to
him, e'idently did notraise any feeling of ex-

hilaration in her.
Canada is too far away for a honey-
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moon. You would have nothing -to do
there."

We will go to Paris."
Very well," she replied.

Her calmness maddened him.
11 Launa, darling, try to love me. I care

for you so much you are all the world to
me. I love you-1 love yc>ù!)l

He took her in his arms, and it had all
the appearance of a passionate, willing

embrace. Paul was just going to open the
window to come in. Launa did not see him

-he turned round and walked away, and
Mr. Wainbridge let her go.

Don't do that," she said. I hate it,
loathe it, and if it were not for you and my
pity-my pity, do you hear ? I would . . .
Sit there and talk rationally. I am a cold

stone. I hate love-making, and you are
going to be my husband. Have you for-

gotten the conversation you and I had at
Victoria Mansions ?"

He sat down by her, and did not answer
her question. Instead, Èe told her all that
Lord Wainbridge had said.



284 A GIRL OF THE NORTH

Darlinor 1 my beloved 1. May 1 tell him
it will be soon? Our marriage."

Soon ? shè repe;3ýted drawing away her
hand. 1 am so lonely, and you are no

help. I wish I had someone to help me.
Let me.

«'You can't; don't you see that? Well,
no matter. Will you wait until after lunch
-until this evening ? Then I will give you
an answer.

My uncle is anxious to know you. He
has been so good to us. We will repay him

by being go6d to him. He needs it."
" I know ; I know.
" Have you seen'.. the 7imes asked the
Member for Hackney, advancing with assur-

ance and sitting down. The 7imes, he
knew w'as in the drawing-room; he had just

put it down. He had also seen Paulfil
Harvey's face as he passed the' window.

Mr. Bolton had no particular feeling for
Paul except that of wishing him out of the
way. Harvey's coyntenance looked as if he
meant to go-somewhere. Such a resolu-
tion could- only portend various develop-
ments with M r. Wainbridge.
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Mr. Bolton had just heard and seen in the
Times, that he was beyond all doubt Lord
Fairmouth. >

Yiss Cooper had hay féver for two days;
no doubt this was due to the second crop of
hay having just been cut. Her mother

explained this at great length. Sylvia
suffered intensely, and her eyes were very

red. Everyone pitied her, and she stayed
all day in her roorn ; Mrs. Cooper could not

stay with her for lonor, because hay féver is
infectious.

Poor Fairmouth- is really dead," said the
Member for Hackney.
"And you are Lord Fairmouth now, »

said Launa slowly.
She was thinkinor of something else ; but

it appeared to him as if her meditations were
about him and his good fortune.

', Yesy " he replied.
Mr. Wainbridge left the rooni. The

house was very quiet. He looked for Paul,
but he could not find him. Paul had gone

away in the canoe.
Mr. Wainbridge, therefore, was obliged to

control the irresistible desire to confide in
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Paül, and in him only. Paul took such an

î interest in Launa, so did Lord Fairmouth,
but Mr. Wainbridge did not féar him.

I t was after dinner, during which meal
Mrs. Cooper again discussed hay féver, and
the depression consequent thereupon. Mr.

Wainbridge was -very silent. Lord Fair-
mouth recommended eucalyptus, and Launa

looked pale, even anxious. Paul and the
canoe had not returned, and .it was growing
dark, with a strong wind from the north-east.

After dinner she was very restless and
wandered about, then she began to play the

piano.
Lord Fairmouth went away to write, and

Mrs. Cooper retired to bed. She had old-
fashioned ideas as to lovers, and regarded
them as something almost indecent, requiring
constant and frequent prii7acy.

Launa played on. - The wind was shriek-
ing, and then roaring through the tree- tops.
At last it gave a sudden scream and a y'ell.

She jumped up, and her hands fell on the
keys with a crash. A door banged, and a

gust of wind clamoured against the window
and howled outside.
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Il Where is Pa'l?"' 1

She had been playing a Chopin study
number XI. 1 ý%

Il Chopin is sometimes hysterical," said
Mr. Wainbrido-e.

Here 1 am, Launa, » and Paul came in.
You were frightened. The wind is making
a tremendous noise. When 1 opened the
front door it was howling and shrieking, and

nearly blew the lam-S out. Yi

He took both her hands, and held them.
firmly. Her colour had come back, and she

breathed quickly. There was a pause. Mr.
Wainbridgé strolled across the room.
II Launa, now is the time to tell Harvey

your decision. When- shall we be
married ?

Paul let her hands go.
c(When?" he asked. "Before I return

to Canada? I am going soon."
In September, said Mr. Wainbridge.

«« Yes," said Launa. Paul, you have not
forgotten your promise. You will give me
away.

Mr. Wainbridge gave a sigh ' of relieved
tension. He had dreaded something étifférent.

A GIRL OF THE NbRTH
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The wind and the--., étmde had affected his
nerves also.

After he retired 'to his bed that night he
rememberéd that Launa had said she was

going to Canada. Paul had said so too.
Had there been anything in this mù*tual
resolve to go to Canada. Would he have
lost . her ? The possibility-nay, the cer-

tainty-of this showed him his proposal for
their marriage was only just in time. Her

indiffèrence was not the least of her attrac-
tions for him.

In two days Lord Wainbridge came to see
fil her. They talked of the weather and of

marriake, both of them changeable varieties,
and of absorbing interest.

Lord Fairmouth went up' to town, and as
he went -he remembered the Fisheries.

Launa and he had talked very little about
them. Hé had left the Hôuse of Commons,

and she was going to be married.



4 CHAPTER XX

MRs. HERBERTwas unhappy. She clothed
herself with discrimination, and drove fre-
quently with Sir Ralph. She had given up

her reputation, and cared nothing for what
people thought or saîd, and they said aIl they

could say. The subject of the behaviour of
a woman whose husband is away, and who is
continually (they said always) with another
man, is intxhaustible. Sir Ralph was kind

-to her. His was the kindness of stupidity,
and he did not mind her being very silenf.
1 She despised hèrself. It would have been
brav * "of her to have sent him away. Sir
Ralph never kissed her, and he seldom

stayed later than, eleven o'clock. No one
knew this, nor would they have- believed it if

she said so.
Lily bore- the, cold and indifférent greetings

289
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of her friends with an absence of notice which
could only be attributed to guilt.

It was September. Mrs. Herbert was in
town, with occasional days at -the sea. She

preferred to remain at her flat. Sir Ralph
thought she stayed because town was empty,
therefore a constant recognition of him and
of her when to ether, by their mutual friends
was impossible, and they could meet in peade

and in half secret. 77
This was not Mrs. H erbert's real reason.

She was ý-waiting for her husband. She was

'Pl always expecting him, always hoping that he
might come back,. and very often she seemed

to hear his step on the stairs, to hear the
click of his latch-key, and that was all. She

feared to be away for long; he would perhaps
come, and not finding her -waiting would

imagine things. She tolerated -Sir Ralph
while she sligÈtly despised him. Love
always bored her; he had told her he loved

her. She had replied that love was a detail.
He might Io v*e her -if he liked ; it kept him
from mischief, no doubt.

And you ? " he asked.
Oh, me! From suicide, pertaps."
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The day was fine. Mrs. Herbert put on
her newest dress to drive and lunch and dine
with Sir Ralph somewhere out of tow-n.

_,,-Have you seen the papers ? " he asked,
when they had shaken hands, and hehad not
kept the resolution, which he made every day,
of kissing her. It was easy to resolve when
he came up in the lift.

" I never read them in the morning. 'In
the evening 1 do-advertisements and every-
thing. Tell me the news."

Perhaps it would be as well for you not
to drive to-day. It would not look well
for- one's future wife to be seen even while

there is any uncertainty. It would look as if
you had no respect for the world's arrange-

ments. 1 will sta' here with you. You mayr y
do as you like, but it is as well to respect
etiquette.

What are you talking about ? Tell
me. Who is your future wife? Is she a
nun ?

-Sir Ralph 1-randed her the Mot-ning
Post.

Read that."
"'Yacht gone down of Mr. Blakeley's, she
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read. " Well ? What has that to do with
me ? 'All hands lost, and the names of the
passengers.) ?y

" Read them! Read them! " he said.
And she read :
" Blakeley and his wife-together-lucky
souls. Mrs. Grey, 1 never liked her. John

Colquhoun-Herbert!-Herbert! What 1 "
she exclaimed. jack-it can't be-is it
true ? jack. . a ý? 0 God 1 it is cruel, cruel,

and 1 have waited-waited, believing he
would come-believing, and he was only

cruising about with Mrs. Grey. Go away,
she said, with sudden energy and anger.

11 Go now. 1 hate you, hate you, hate you !
It is for you that he thinks I have given him,
up ; fool-as if 1 would or could. N ow, it is

forever-why is it ? Why is it ? 1 must
hurt something!" She picked upa--,yellow
vase full of sweet peas, and threw it away
from her. It crashed against the brass

fender. '«Jack loathed that vase, nèw,ýis
broken-but the sweet peas are spiit.--,- Hý,el"p

me to pick up the flowers-do help me.
They look so red-they are bruised and half-

dead-they seem, human-they suffer. They
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are jack's favourite flower. Go! go-why
don't you go ? "

Il I cannot bear to leave you. Lily, think
of rne-a little-think of-"

" Leave me. Go now, and never come
back."

She threw herself down on the floor,
crushing her fresh dress and knocking down
another vase, which broke. She lay there
and could not cry-could only moan, long
shuddering moans of sorrow. Alone, alone

-always now, and - forever, and he never
would know that she had loved him-loved
him! If only she had written to him!

9 0 4 0 0 0
Launa was busy with her clothes, and

people were giving her teaspoons.
Paul had gone to Germany. He would

return in time for her weýdding. Hugh Wain-
bridge and Lord Wainbridge, who liked his
future niece very much, had her all to them-
selves. Lady Wainbridge sent her volumes
of sermons and books on the disappointments
of the marriage state.

11 1 suppose it is wretched, " said Launa; "but
people seem to bear it fairly well after a time."
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Il I could," said her lover, with you.
Don't believe all you read in my aunt's
books."

Il Thank you," she replied, gaily.
They *ere alone in the music-room. The

piano had vases of flowers, and a strip-a
beautiful deadening strip-of velvet upon it.
Launa's piano had hit1ferto been bare.

Matrimony and music more often matri-
mony and discord. She did not play very
much, only little things for Lord Wainbridge;

Chopin and ghosts went together.
Il How do you like my dress ? " she asked.
Mr. Wainbridge inspected her critically.
Il It is too black," he said.

It fell in long straight folds made of --some
soft black material. It,.was becoming and
yet dreary, like the robe of-a sister of charity.

It suits you; but-you look like a widow."
Death," she said; «'how unlucky of you

to, say that ! I dreamed of a coffin last night
my own-and I was, getting in and out of

it to see if it fitted.'y
Il Dearest, you andf-I shall -always be to-

gether."
Always ? she repeated, with a little

a----
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shiver, as if som ghost of the past was near,
always."
Already his mind did not answer àerý._

She did not want him always.
t was a horrid dream. 1 t frightened

me.

. Il You will never be frightened with me.
Have you heard about Herbert ? Y)

I have heard nothing about him."
He was yachting with Blakeley in the

Mediterranean, and the yacht went down.
They were -all drowned.", -

All ? Mr. Herbert too ?
Yes."

How terrible! I am so sorry or Lily,
and 1 liked him very much. What will she
do ? She loves him, 1 am sure of that. It
ils terrible.

Il Darling you féel for all women. But for
her-she has Sir Ralph."
Yes, but she does not love him. 1 must

go to her. 1 may as ýwel1 go now."
Now ? It is tea-time.ýy

Well, why not ? With her it is pro-
bably no time, simply a long, dreary ture
through which she must exist. 1 will change
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My dress ; ring for tea, and then you can comelei i with me-in a hansom."

Mrs. Herbert has said vile things aboutte you and me. She said you were

-il I know. But now she is in trouble, and
1 am sorry for her. I can forget what she

has said. She was once my friend, and so
I will go to her."fi ý 1ý,

She dressed quickly, and they drove to
teli; !fi, ýýP M rs. Herbert's.

Launa did not ask whether Lily would see
her. She sent him, away and went in alone.

A bewildered maid, whose eyes were red
with weeping, led the way to, the drawing-

room.

te, Mrs. Herbert lay, face downwards, pn the
big sofa. She had stayed 'on the floor until
the maids lifted her on to it.

In her mind was a galloping médley of
thoughts and regrets, of ungratified desires;
a repetition of wordý she had not sai , an

hurried through hernow could never say,
brain with torturing relteration.

L-una kneeled by her,
have come to you to try and comfort

yous
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Mrs. Herbert moaned-and then started.
You! you! Oh Launa, I am so wretched.

He is dead-dead\ without knowing how I
love him. . . . He"'will never know. Is it

really-you, Launa ? I was a brute to, you ; I
was jealous of you. Can you forgive me ?
I am alone, alone. I thought he was fond
of you.)ý

ec He used to, talk of you," said Launa.
"Helpme!"saidtheother. "Itisallover.)j

For some days Launa stayed wit# her.
Lily was more than miserable; she was
crushed, and could not bear to be al-àne.

There was so much inaction, none of those
details which have to, be fulfilled when any-
one dies at home, no work was to, be done
except the purdhasing of black, no beautiful
flowers to arrange, no farewell look, painful,
yet a comfort, for in the last sleep the wayfarer
appears at peace. There wasnothing, only'
a dumb hideous sorrow'and remorse, endless
torment, weary reflection on a dreadful past,

which she woulà have blotted out if she
could, and the tears of repentance wash away
nothing. 1
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tri, t, î Some days had passed since the dreadful
tidings.

Mrs. Herbert went exhausted to, bed, and
il Launa left her to go home.

Hugh Wainbridge had come to fetch,
her, and stayed until after tea. Launa was

resting when Sylvia came in.
She wandered about the room touching

Vil! everything unýil Launa said
Sit down, Sylvia, unless you desire toi- be

slain."
Sylvia obediently sat down.

She had grown morose and variable. She
no longer took an interest in Mr. George
and his frivolities, and she worked very
hard.

Launa talked a little about Lily.
1 know said Sylvia, " that she is miser-

able now and yet I envy her. They were
together for a time, he loved her and she
loved him. She can remember it all. What
is the use of goodness ? Good women live
and die without knowing love, mad real love.
Men marry them, but-why, didn't I do as he
wanted me to do? He loved me, he asked
me over and over again to belong to, him

1eý M Uffl am affl a mm ammonium ..... m -au
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absolutely, and 1 refused. He promised to
.*ttle all he had on me, and no one need
have known. I loved him-how I do still
love him! I thought I was doing right, and
I believed that God would reward iis-ùs

mind-I believed that. 1 was sure that
together we should be rewarded. He would
never have died if 1 had gone, and people
could have called me bad, but I would have
been gloriously happy with him."

It is awfui, Y) said Launa, " the apparent
futility of all thinas.

1 have never lived, never had anylife,
nor joy, nothing except emRty applause at
the theatre. I am so wretched, so'
wretched.- ;1 will go to see M rs. H erbert
and tell her 1- envy hér. He has held her in
his arms, he has kissed hér, and 1 ache for
the touch of those a-rms I shall never feel,. I
hunger for the kisses 1 shall never have."

Ah, never, said Launa softly.
Sylvia continued:

I shall be sorry to-morrow when 1 re-
member all I have said.' You are lucky, you

are happy, and I- She ïs better off; I wish
I liad had her chances-if I had lived with
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him he would never have left me. Will he
lever know how I love him ? Will he,
Launa? Say something. Dont stare at
me. Will he ?, Do you believe it?

Many watersi, cannot quench love, nor
death, nor parting, nor marriage, nor any-
thing."

1 tpý 1 -1!, No,," said Sylvia, nor marriage. He
was married to a devil. A reputation never

li TI. brought a woman -comfort. You never say
to yourself ' I am respectable You do not

tell J fe el as if respectability were a new frock in
which to rejoice. Would you, Launahave
recelved me if I had been-what would my

le.
There are no men, there is ner man, who

is worthy of a woman giving up ev-*ervthing
for him."

"There is love,-love, love. I will 9 0 to
see Mrs. Herbert to-morrow. It is so easy

to call men unworthy, but life is dreary when
one trieÉ to be good.



CHAPTER XXI

LILY H ERBERT had accepted her fate-one
must, no matter how rebellious the heart

may be. The days, were long and black and
endless the'. nights were worse, and full

of spectres. - The path of life behind her
shone with the brilliancy of past, happiness,

which is often imaginary; before her the
path was dark, with the gloom of hopeless-

ness and despair.
Sylvia's sympathy was a light to her.

They frequently talked about Launa. How
happy she was! How fortunate! , Loved by
the gods and by men. The love of men they
put last ; it was first in both their minds.
The love of the gods is death, the love of
man life. They had both wilfully thrown it
away.
ý( Once he told, me 1 should live with him

as his sister," said Sylvia. I hated him for
it. I would have been his mistress, but not

201
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his sister. He was too good, and I was
willing to risk all for him. He gavé me

crédit for so much goodness.
" Why did you not try it ? " asked' - Lily.

et Men do not care for the brotherly pose
very long. Their resolutions are momen-

tary.
Sylvia looked at her. 7hen she had felt

sure men mean what they say àfter they have
said it, as well as while they are saying it
-she had changed her mind now.

" I see," she.replied, " and it is too late."
There was a pause for some moments.

Each woman was thinking of those things
which usually 4itrude only at night, and

which we push into- their corner and avoid
contemplating as much as possible.
& i Launa is an angel, " said Lily. She

has been so good to me."
She has never loved any one," said Sylvia.
She would probably have marriedthe,*

other man for money, if she had," said Lily.
Her well-regulated 'affection for Mr.

Wainbridge is like her. engagement ring. A
diamond between two sapphires-neat and

even. Have you ever seen my locket?"

1 1 a M 0



" No. I cannot help thinking, Sylvia, he
meant to, come back. He sent me a present

on my birthday, a little l9cket of pearls. He
would not have sent pearls if he thought me

bad - would he ? Oh, Sylvia, how
lovely

Sylvia had unbuttoned her dress and
pulled out a locket. It was an opal in the
shape of a heart, surrounded by diamonds.
It gleamed and glowed with an unearthly

radiance. It seemed a living thing emitting
sparks -of fire.
" H ow lovely repeated Lily.
Sylvià hid it again.
" It knew'Whe- he was dying, and grew

so, dull and pale. Now it burns brighter
than ever. "

Then they parted. Sylvia went to the
theatre, Lily sat by the fire. The day was
cold and dark. She had cocoa instead of
dinner, that was an ordeal she could not face

alone. She sat and thou - ht ; she shut her'9
eyes until she imagined he was there,- she'-_
could almost féel his kisses, till a shuddering
sob of the, cold reality recalled her mind to
the present. About nine o'clock heý parlour-
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maid came in and told her Captain Carden
wished to see her on important business..7

'Very well, " said Lily, I will see him."
She disliked him-indifferen-tly=and re-

garded a visit from him as she would one
from the cabinet-maker or the plumber, so he

was admitted, when to Mr. -Georgle or Sir
Ralph she would have said " Not at home."

Captain Carden's face was red, he ap-
peared excited. 1

" 1 have good news, he said. You
dislike Launa almost as much as I do?

" No5 no, Launa and I are friends. She
is one of the noblest women I have ever mé-t.»

" You have changed. Would you not be
glad to hear something which will give her
trouble, which will be a blow to hér ?

Women often are glad when such things
happen."

What do you mean ?
If you are telling me the truth I will not

tell',you what 1 mean. Are you not trying
to, deceive me by a pretence of virtue and

friendship with Launa? You are slightly
under a cloud now, will ske know what gloom
rneans soon
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Why ?)l
I shall not tell you. 1 am waitinor until

-what day is she to be married to'Wain-
bridge? On which day are they to be joined
together, and never put asunder , by man ?

When he can kiss her, touch her, and hold
her-that is what men do."

Go away. Go at once, you have had
too much to drink,"
Il You do not want to hear ? You do

not-?
&'No; go!"

Left alone, Mrs. Herbert thought là -all
over. Captain Carden was mad with rage

andjealousy. ý
i,'Reflection during the night watches made

hér write to him, asking him to tea, and-
mentioning that she had changed her
mind.

Captain Carden carne. He spent the
afternoon with'her, and left iii a rage because

he had not been invited to Launa's wedding
on - the 25th. He sent her a present-a
chain supposed to, possess power against the
evil eye. 

1

After this Carden visited Mrs, Herbért
U
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frequently. Launa spent the time in re-
ceiving presents, and trying on dresses, and-
in sufféring the embraces of her future lord,

who had grown more ardent and more reck-
less in his love-making. Paul came back
frorn Norway, and, Mr. George ordered a
new frock-coat, and admired Sylvia more

fervently in black than in any colour. He
went every available night to see her act,
and wished for Sunday even-ing performances
in London, for on that evening they seldom
met, and he had not the satisfaction of

gazing at her. Launa announced her inten-
tion of going, soon after her marriage, to
Norway, where her father was buried.

Mr. Wainbridge was jealous-jealous of
the dead man.

He agreed to go. He reminded himself
when he promised that he was merély -a
lover-when the'promise was to, be carried
out he would be a husband. There is a
différence between the doings of lovers and
husbands ; few people-especially women
realise this beforehand.



It was the twenty-sixth of October, and
very cold. Launa had been for a long walk ;

the suspicion of frost was quîte'Canadian and
exhilaràting while it wearied her. She was
staying at Shelton.

It was barely six. She was reading. She
heard a carriage drive up and wondered who
it could bé.

The door opened, and announced by the
new butler-Launa, always had maids, but

with the prospect of a husband she had
engaged a butler-Mrs. Herbert and Captain

Carden walked in.
The former looked very handsome; her

face was unusually pink ; her crape bonnet
and long veil thrown back suited her.

Il Lily! " said Launa, " how kind of you#'t
I am so very glad to, see you. You will stay,
of course."

She avoided Captain Carden's hand,
Il H ow are you ? he asked. Well, 1

hope ?
Launa had turned to Lily, and did not

answer his inquiries.
cc Where is-where are the ôthers ? asked

Lily.
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Are you alone already ? added Captain
Carden.

Mr. Wainbridge came in and greeted them
with a bored air.

I have come on business," said Captain
Carden stiffly.

And you, Lily, have come to stay," said
Launa.

î 1, If you will have me I shall-,be very glad-
to, stay.

I may as well tell you the object of my
visit,11 said Carden, with importance. Mrs.
Wainbridge,

Stop said Launa.
Never mind", said Lily, taking hold of

her hand and almost crushing it. Let him
say what he has to say, and then go.

M-1 1 did not'tell you before, beèause I have
always wanted to, remind you of one day

at Victoria Mansions-the day you turned
me out. 1 .loved you, and now 1 am quite,
willing to marry you, even after the disgrace

of having lived for'some days this man's
mistress, for Wainbridge is mar - ed.ý)

A strange and awful silence settled on
them: Mr. Wainbridges lips were parted,
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and trembled slightly as he made an effort to
speak. Captain Carden looked supremely
triumphant, and continued :

Il I have proofs here. His wife lives in
Edinburgh; he married her legally. You,

Launa, are-what are you ?)Y

<ý Il Not m"arried, thank God ; pot married.
Turning, she saw Paul behind her.
Il Paul! " she cried, Il help me!
Paul remembered that this was the third

time that she had turned to, him, in an un-
certain situation. Was this the lucky time ?

Iauna," he said, come away. Let me
seule this for you."

He was already her protecior, and they
both felt it.

I must hear it all," she answered.
He has two children," said Captain

Carden. One a son. Your child, Launa
Stoply interrupted Wainbridge. If you

insult M is-S Archer again 1 shall, kick you. " - »
Il Miss .1 Arclier! " repeated Carden, with

a laugh. You give in ývery quickly-you
acknowledge she has no right to your
name.17

Nor has she. Wetare not married."

A GIRL*OF THE NORTH



VO A GIRL OF THE NORTH

Of course not said Captain Carden,
with a laugh.

No, not married said Launa.
The 3oth was to be the wedding day

said Sylvia.
Damn you," shouted Carden, turning to

Lily. And youknew
Yes. I have won."
Take the proofs. I 'don't want them."

He threw down a bündle of letters and turned
away. Oh, that I had succeeded! That

you Launa, were sha'med in the sight of all
men and all women. When a man trusts a
woman she- always betrays,, him Beaten by-
five days. Think of it-by five days.'

He rushed fr'om the room like a whirlwind
-if he had succeeded, and brought shame to
a woman and guilt to a man, he would have

faced thern all bravely., The women ýfollowed
him-Launa still stood by -Paul, who held

her hand. She even returned the pressure
of his fingers, Mr. Wainbridge went to-
wards her, and Paul left the ro'om,

il' Good-Iye, Launa," said Mr. Wainbridge.
Good-bye., I suppose it is all over

suppose you could not forget."
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4' Forget. Do not say what I never can
forget."

Il And yet women have faced the Divorce
Court for a man they love,When a woman lovesý; but when she
pities-no. I told you once-"

I am not'married to her," he continued,
with what he considered much passion. Il You

know I do not believe in marriageý as a bind-
ing ceremony. Love only is binding. I

went with her to a priest, and we signed our
names. How can a priest-a mortal man
marry men and women for eternity ?
41 Great H eaven ! " said Launa, and I

meant to marry you. Thank God, I es-
caped." Her piety would not have been so

excessive hýd she loved him. You would
not have believed in your marriage w* h
me.

No; but I had settled all I have or will
have upon you by your name and on your

children-I love you, but-I see it ' is all over.
Good-bye. Launa, my darling,

wish me well."
ci 1 pray for that woman who is your wife,

and .1 -rejoice that I escaped. I thank
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Heaven-you tol me lies, you wanted rny
Pity, you-"

Heaven had ut little to do with this.
Ca5den was the ru g spirit."
Go! " said 1 Launý; c' go before I say all

1 want to."

The new butler helped him on with his
overcoat-he had listened at the key-hole,

and Mr. Wainbridge would bea lord some
day. He was a religious man,'and remem-
bered the chief butler and joseph, but no

quotation occurred to him which would apply
to the situation; besides, he was a good

servant and knew his place.
Mr. Wainbridge had the satisfaction of

driving away in the trap which had brought
Captai n Carderi, to » Shelton-therefore

Carden would have to walk- to the station
and miss his train-unless Launa had out
her horses for him. The reflections of Mr.
Wainbridge during his journey to Paddington
were unpleasant. There was his uncle to
face, and he must make explanations to
hirn

Nothing was so disquieting as Launa's cry
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for help to Paul. Why Paul? Why nof to
Sylvia or Lily or anyone ? And the sound
of relief in her voice-relief-was, there joy?
She had never loved him; if she had, she
would have loved him married or dead. She
was the sort of woman who does not-who

cannot change. Therefo if she had loved
him she could have risktall for him.

His only consolation was Carden's walk in
the dark to the station, and journey by a slow
train at I A.M. tO town. Carden would swear;

it stopped àt every station.



CHAPTER XXII

PAUL consigned his beloved to Mrs. Herbert
and went up to town. Mrs. Cooper and
Sylvia were useless. The former wept over
the disgrace and made speeches beginning

with if "-the latter said everyone was
unfortunate and miserable." Paul felt as if

everyone were happy, beginning with himself
and including Launa. Her cry to him had

not been the cry of disappointment and
sorrow; it had been-what? He could not
define it. Relief vras too mild, joy too great

a name.
Mr Wainbridge foùnd a certain amount of
awkwardness in the interview with his uncle,
which had to takeplace at once on account

of the approaching martiage, which was now
broken off. It was so difficult to explain

what had transpired and to do it with a due
regard for his own feelin s.

31ý4



A GIRL OF THE NORTH V5

Lord Wainbridge expressed much disap-
ppintment at his nephew's engagement being,
broken off. He had received an announce-
ment thereof by telegraph.

Il Wlïy! why! why! he exclaimed.
My temper is very much upset to-day.

Your aunt is most trying."
4c We have disagreed about settlements,"

said the nephew.
Il Damn settlements. That is rubbish.

What else ?
There l*s," said his nephew slowly, " only

one insurrnountable-15'arrier and she knows

Well? Ca t you do away with it 0?
I am married already."
M arried ? What a fool You mean

,that vou have had an establishment which you
Wili gleve up ncw, of course, and she will

not forgive this. ' She will naturally in
time. Things-will come right, do not be
alarmed."

No, this will never come right for I am
really married."

Cc Yet you love Launa, and you'meant 'to
marry her and to live with her as your wife ?
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Yes."
"To commit bigamy-in spite-of the

insurmountable barrier ?
Yes, " replied Wainbridge.

His uncle stared at him aghast. Admira-
tion, blended with conte howed in his

dountenance-admiration for the audacity
of the plan, contempt for its failure.

I thought, when I did think," said the
nephew, " that if we were once married, if
she were only bound to me by indissoluble

ties, she could not leave me, and if at any
time she heard rumours, weil, she would
have kept quiet about it. The other woman
does not know my nanie."

It is dreadful," said Lord Wainbridge.
Now there is no heir and your aunt-" he
sighed. I wish you had not told me. 1

should have preferred your being reticent
with me. I t is most unfortunate. I wish I

did not know it."
His was the hopeless lament of the

aged.
Il How old you are," thoùght his nephew,
who was more than sorry; but- he did not

groan that was of no avail.

ýý 1ý
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There îs an hé-ý'*-," he said.
You are a greater fool than I thought

you. What will you tell your aunt ?
ce-,Nothing-or the settIeÂnent story? which

you preferl,"
He regretted being found out. His god

had been the fear of discovery; -he wor-
shipped it, and to it he had made many
sacrifices. But it was all over.

"He is qui D et, and bears it well," thought
Lord Wainbridge ; but then we should always
bear the result of our own wrong-doing with

philosophy. No one - Lord W-ainbridge
least of all-would have pitied him had he

not endured it with patience. Inwardly.
Hugh Wainbridge was, raging-raging with
a wild longing to possess Launa-to have
held her in his arms alone, while she was his
-to have kissed the life and breath out

of her. It wàs, intolerable. to think that it
was over, that, she was not his, and never

would be. All through his own stupidity,
which he cursed, he felt a mad wild beast,
just an animal longing to kill anyone in his

way,/and to possess the one object of his
apassion. How he wished he had not told
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his, uncle. Lord'Wainbridge was so disap-
pointed.

Mr. Wainbridge sat and meditated. on
the unsatisfactorinessý' the dreariness of

all things. His one desire was withheld
from him, the desire- which now threatened

*to become madness. He was hardly aware
of his uncle's departure-he seemed to see
Launa 'With a smile of triumph, of victory,
on her iacet and he could not get to her ; she
eluded him. How he loved her!-Ioved
her, would, must have her*.

Paul wrote to Launa; thén he-waited and
did not go down to see her, much as he
longed to do so.

, One - after'noon hè -ý met Sylvia alone.
She greeted him with joy. She Idoked
différent.

You look wicked, he said and she
laughed.

When are you -going to Launa ? Go
soon. One woman may as well think she is

going to be happy 'in this "world. As fér
me, I have learned that there is no happi-

ness anywhere. 1 have vanquished M-y
%filusions."



A GIRL OF THE NORTH V9

H ow is Launa ? 'Y
Alone down there in this dreary weather,"

she replied. " She sent us all away- got
rid of us very cleverly, even of Mrs. Herbert,
and is thére by hersel£"

Where are you going? 'Y asked Paul.
Home-I am wretched. - 1 am so lonely

and- so weary of-virtue. I think it is very
dull. My thoughts annoy me, and they
continue so -incessantly."

Come and have some tea with me," he
said,

For he was glad to be able to talk to her.
He could not well rush down to Shelton at1

five o'clock, and he doubted the expediency
of doing so.

Launa took it quietly,",said Sylvia, as
she drank her tea. After, we were alone
she was , so différent-so glad. I rejoice

when I remember how she said, Paul!' Did
you hear the sound in her voice when she

called you ?-as if she could not be relieved
and grateful enou h. I am thinking of mar-9
jriage-serious, uncomfortable marriage my-
self.

You are ? I thought-"
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You thought me býoken-hearted. So I.
am I am wretched-tired of waiting, of
longing, and of thinkin what a fool I have9

been. H le loved me and it is too late. I
long for love until I féel nearly mad, so 1 am
going to marry. I shall be bound, tied up,
and there will be no escape, and so I must

jl' féel peaceful.
You will not."

tri Ah, but I shall. Why did I not go with
him ? ýWhy did I not love him while I

could ?
ilé.

«' Who are you going to marry ?CCA am notman wh o knows it all.
going to deceive him. He says the heart

of -a *woman cannot remaiýi- in a man's grave
1 fi for lever. But whén he is with me I

see the other. It is ghastly."
So I should think, and it will be worse.

Don't do it, Sylvia. You- will regret it

P always."
No, I think you aré mistaken. Let us

talk of Launa."
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That night Paul wrote to her." He waited
with impatience for her answer.

When it came, she said she was leaving
for -Canada and the letter was posted at
Livérpool,

17,
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CHAPTER XXIII

LAUNA'Sfirst feeling was relief, relief-so, in-
tense, sol endless, that she felt buoyant,

joyful, secure. But after some days shè felt
shame. What had Hugh Wainb4dge
thought of her ? What could a man think
of a woman whom. he could' propose to
wrong so terribly? And what ha:d Paul
thought of her ? Why did he not come ?

Why should she think he cared sýtill ?
She had no reason to think so. Doubt,
misery and loneliness-, became torturincr

demons; in action she saw the only relief
possible, and then she remembered -Canada,

Solitude," the woods, the shore. Paul
despised 1er, she was sure; she would go

away, go home.
The penetrating depressing autumn mist

was slowly making its way over the land, it
was almost rain, it was so thick, and far

lit

lit,
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more wetting. The river was shrouded in a
white ghostly mantle. She thought of the
keen air at " Solitude," of the clear sky, and

of thé shore with the far-away landscape,
mysterious and, always to her, enticing.

A e 'torms, howlinôr, fierce, and,pd then of th' s ýb>
powerful' like the terrible force and pýesence

of an unseen mighty power, the devastating
Great Spirit of the North who, for five

t months of the year, reigns supreme, who, is
real tancrible - brutal, unlike the horribley ZD y -slowness of this climate.

Solitude " was empty, Launa cabled to
the garderiers wifè*,who inhabited a lodge,.

? and whoonce had been housekeeper.

t) When Paul got her letter, she and her
maid were out on the Atlantic, rapidly (Yoing

Cr
farther away.

Launa was beuinninor to forget tfie Wain-
a, "5 ît> -bridge incident, though at first her anger

»0 had seemed unènding.
The weather became very cold as they

-neared Halifax. The big blue harbour, with
.st

its white-capped waves and white-coveýed
A 1

ar shores, was home. The drifting bits of ice
were gaïly rushing on, tossed by the waves,
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the tide, and the wash of the big steamer.
The decks and rigging were cov'erede with
ice, the sea had swept the ship, and, after
sweepinor it, the frost demon bound every-

thing in his cold arms. She wonderedhow
she had existed so long in that grey land

without sun. The sky looked higher and
more deeply blue.

Solitude " was quite ready for her, huge
fires blazed everywhere, old servants had

come back. She drove ten miles from' the
nearest station, how the sleigh runners

creaked, and the bells rang clear, a biu
yellow moon was up before she arrived;

Ï1ý everything was so, strong, so intense, so cold.
Solitude was lonely. She spent the

greater part of the days out of doors. She
was young, and the horribleness of Mr.
Wainbridge's 'behaviour became dimmer.
She had only been angry, Èow would she
have felt if she had loved him

After a week of driving and snowshoeing
she got out her toboggan.

The land from Solitude to, the Bay,
sloped down for about half a mile, and then

the Bay was frozen, the ice covered with
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snow, and she could toboggan straiorht across
it. The crust of the snow was very hard.
The toboggan started sfowly, then went
faster, faster, little bits of crisp snow flew in
her face, the air whistled past her as she

rushed along, the pace became swifter,
-it was orlorious : the sun, the air, and the

clear blue sky wére life-giving as she tore
on. The toboguan bounded over the rough
blocks of ice on -the edge of the Bay which
-were broken by the tide. -On the flat stretch
of ice it becran to move more slowly and then
stopped. It was splendid. She spent all
the afternoon at it; the thermometer was ten

below zero, but it was so still and sunny that
she could not feel cold.

It was snowing hard and blowing from
the north--east the view from Solitude

was dim, whirling snow hurled by the -wind,
little drifting eddies -of snow curled round the
top of the drifts already forming quickly.

Launa started on snowshoes. The wind
knocked her about and slie staggered before
i u t. She waited in the shelter of the porch
until the fury of the blast seemed to -have
swept past, then she went on again. The



snow was loose, and the walking, even on
snowshoes, very heavy. She struggled *ýto
the little post-office, though there was no
need for this, for they would have sent up
her letters; the one she wanted was not there.

She wandered on in the storm to pass the
time, hoping to grow very tired. The road

was gone, it had disappeared in a level plain
of snow, only like black specks occasionai

stones showed up in the walls. The snow
drifted and. whirled, and the wind was so
keen and cold, like knives with a stl*ngl*ng
burning sensation. The snow made its way
under her big fur collar and chilled her neck
and face tho-gh she was so hot.

Suddenly she saw a dark figure coming
nearer: It was a man. " Good-night," she
said as théy passed-' She dc>ubted if he
could hear, the wind crashed by them, là
roared over their heads and howled behind
them.

The man turned, and with two steps
towards her, said:

C& Launa, darling!
He put his arms round her, and then'

walked on her snowshoes, nearly knocking

A GIRL OF THE NORTH326



A- GIRL OF THE NORTH 327

her over, and Launa lay in his arms; her
feet were most uncomfortable, one snowshoe
was on its side.

Paul! " she gasped.
His thick blanket coat acrainst her mouth

prevented conversation.
Come b-ack to 'Solitude,"' he said; -'i*t

is too cold and. too stormy for you to be ouC
He took her hand, and they trudged on

for the greater part of the way in silence ; it
was too windy to falk, and neither knéw
when the other spoke unless their heads

were close together.
At "Solitude" Paul undid, her snowshoes

and his'own, _ thên they went into the hall, all
bright with a huge fire and flowers. Paul
put his arms round her and kissed'her. She
was covered with snow.

I must go. Let me go, Paul; you will
stay. There are things you can put on in

the dressing-room; but I must4get them for
you. I want to tell you about him. "

1 don't want tq know anything. He was
a beast; you are mine now. 1 am not wet,

Launa; you have forgotten the snow is dry.
Even Mrs. Grundy could not turn a man out
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on a dark night, with the thermometer at
zero and a gale blowing."

When she came down he was waiting.
He came "'towards.her. She love'd him, he

lâved her; was thbre anything in the world
she neelded now?

He p'Ut his arms round her.
" You have forgiven me? " he said, and he

kissed her.
Paul, you won't hate me?
Probably I shall. Tell me *hy ?

(iWell, you know I do not liké-much
kissing."

1 have observed that with regret, or rather
I hear you say it with sorrow ; for since I came
I have kissed you several -tjmes and you-"

Yes," she interrupted, ý'but do you not
think we had better be careful ? It might
get-common, we miorht grow accustom to

it, and not' like it as much."
Paul laugh e-d.

Oh, Launa 1
Tell me how you got here ? " she asked.
They were sïtting by the tea-table. Il The

roads are blockedý and it snowed all night as
well as to-day."
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Changing the subject rapidly wag al-
ways one of your accom lishments. Kiss-
ing and roads-I see the connection to

you.
Paul'!"
I started to drive," he answered. At

last we stuck in *a drift'near Montague's; so
1 came on snowshoes."

«' It was a dreadful tramp."
" It was the best I ever had-with you at

the end of it. I wonder if you will éver
know? How -soon will you ýmarry me? 1

cannot -stay at ' Solitude,' and fifteen miles is
too far apart for you and me.

_i(You never came back! Youneverwrote
to me at ' Shelton.' I thouprIht you did not
care-that you despised me,,and thought me
a beast."

And you ? You were going to marry
ýomeone else. 1 tried to stop you »

" I believe 1'was going to run away the
day of the wedding," she said. Wasn't it
ghastly ?

«' Awful," he said briefly. 11,Sylvia bas
promised to marry the Member for Hackney.

Did she write to you ?
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"No.' She will ' marry Lord Fairmouth
-U gh ! how can she ? I s - it true ?

You will marry me soon," he said. cc And

we will go-where shall we go ?
We shall stay here until the sprincr, and

then go up to the North," she answered. 1
am glad we are 'born Canadian.' Aren't
you ?

And Paul kisseýd her.

THE END.

Printedbv Cowan & Ce., Li7nited, Peýýi
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MR. BART KENNEDY'S NEW BOOK9

M RU À% IFT9
REING SONE LEA VES FRON A NONADeS PORTFOLIO,

Sy E3^Frr KENNEDV!,

Author of 77ze Wanderiizg Romanoff," 1' Darab's Wine Cup,"

Crown 8vo, Art Cloth, Gilt, Top Edge Gilt, Glu.

A few early Press Opinions:-

DAILY TTMGIUPIEI.-"It is vivid and strqng, touched with that
gorous fancy with which intellect illuminates and interprets the

iiifcetýf=oyný . . . Mr. Bàrt Kennedy has talent of a strong order. He
shows it clearly in this latest b6ok, in the strength with which he puts these
scenes before us, in his power of conveying his împýýions, and his picturesque
E nt of view. No one can read this tramp7s rernini ences without adding to,

Ois knowledge of human nature, and to his compreliension of a somewhat
unkiiewn wanc of life."

ACADEMY.-"The rough-and-ready, unvarnisbed, straightforward narrative
of a rover about the World, living from hand to mouth, getting down on his

luck, runningstrange risks, and meeting picturesque wastrels."
SCOTS]UN.-Il The book is fastinatin&, and is written with a force which

seems born of sincerity, without any sensationalism. It cannot fail to interest
readers."

MORNING IXMER.-l' The record of an adventurous life, when well
told, always appeals to the imagination and sympathy of the reader, and'A Man

Adrift' is such a record. Presumably the adventures are real; they have all
the vividness; of reality at all events, and one follows the hardships and
wanderings of the narrator with keen interest. . .. Mr. Kennedy is to be

congratulated on his 'Man Adrift."'
TO-DAY.-I & I have discovered in 'A Man Adrift' one of the most remark-

able autobiographies ever penned. There is on every one of the incidents the
stamp of reality. There does not appear tobe a pageof fiction in the book, and
in his devil-may-care language the author secures the effect of 4bsolute truth."

lulimRSE.-Ct This is reaUy one of the best books we have had the
pleasure to, read for a long tirne. . .. The author evidently understands
what lie is writing about, and the whole is so beautifully written, that as the
reader scans the pages the various scenes treated of are brought in a vivid
manner before the mind."

REVIEW OIF THE WIM-11 Each chapter is vivid with actuality. 1>
book is interesting by reason of its absolute sincerity, and the strange quaint
phases of life in out-of-the-way places, withwhich it deals. Mr. Kennedy's,
style is peculiarly his own, and we are not.prepared to contest its effectiveness.

is story o t jpower of the human eye in obtaining a free lunch is altogether
admirable. This is a book which should be widely read, and few will lay it
down before the last page has been scanned."

GREMMG & CO, LiMited.1, 20 Cecil Court, Cbaring CrOSS ROad,
f4oladoI4 W.C.
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13y Ga IFs MONKSHOOE»s
.Pling: The Man and His

Author of " Rudyard Ki Work,"
;Voman and the Wits," &c.

Crolvm Svo, Clotb, Top Edge Gilt, 2JO.

OUTLOOIL, "Good work in which the influence of Mr. Sallus is per-
ceptible. There are whole pages of admirable rhetoric. Thestoryillustrates
the enormous power of woman to excite and obsess man-an old theme, but an
inexhaustible one."

SHEFFIE D TEMGRAPZ-"A good balf-crown's worth of srna clever
writing. Both stories are gqite off the conventional line."

ST. PAUL'S.-" The dialogue in 'My Lady Ruby' is arhp and distinctly
good. The second story, 'John Basileon,'is very striking."
ST. JAMES' BUDG£T.-"' My Lady Rubyis a dainty trifle, of the genre

made familiar by Anthony Hope, wittily and gracefully told. 'John
Basileon' is a lurid story in which the senses run not, and in one the chapters,
'The Glory of the God of Sex,' we have a phrase suggestive of the outiook on
lifé of Il all the characters engaged."

WOÎM ýïEmmy.-« " My Lady Ruby' by Mr. G. F. Monkshood.,
whose work on Rudyard Kipling was so muii_ appreciated, is a dainty little

study of a pair of lovers ; the other story, ' John Basileon,' shows the author has
several styles, and while a less pleasant theme has a strength that one cannot
but admire.",

LIVERPOOL REVJ.LW.-"' My Lady Ruby" is a little love story told in
an extremely unconventional fàshion. Between the same covers is a short lurid
story of passion called 'John Basileon,' in which the moralities are discussed in
a very free and easy, and not altogether commendable, style. Still Mr.
Monkshood can write."

BRONITOR.-'« 'My Lady Ruby' is charming, and as witty as she is charm-
iýg: 'John Basileon' evinces imagination and subtilty of a highly

vivid and intense uality. The note of the book is modern, but of a modernity
fàr removed from Sat of the term, understood by the French Symbolists and the
English Degenerates. Messrs. Greening & Co. are to be congratulated on a

publication which is likely to, arou.se considerable attention in those literary
circles from which approbation is praise indeed."

NORTH BBMSH- DAILY The titular story-one of two-
displays a lightness of touch and a deftness of construction that make its

perusal a source of keen mental stimulation, while the wit of its dialogue and
the gentle and 1cindly humour that permeates the whole of it serve to increase
and intensify the intellectual exhiliration, which every cultured man who reads

it, must féel. . . . The second tale, 'John Basileon,' is of a différent stamp.
The language is strong, and its suggýstion ever stronger, and it displays a real
power over the emotional states, and an insiýht into the psychology of a man's
love, seldom arrived at by writers of Fiction.'

AT A T J BOOE:SrT Li a AND RABIES.

'g'MD 1210 a CO.p Limîtedý 20 Cecil Court, Cbarz*ng Crou Boad,
Londoz4 W. C.
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2o Cecil Court

Charing Cross Road
LONDON., Wec,OCTOBER 1899

GENERAL LITERATURE9 CRITICISM,
POETRY, ETC,

itmyèriàé Vf1ileM4 cf Tometffy-0
Being a Series of Monographs on living Authors..

Each volume is written by a competent authority,
and each subject is treated - in an appreciative,

yet critical, manner. The following are the first
volumes in the Series

The Man and His Work. Beingwffâ fard, Ife fi ri'. «.,,
an attempt at un 11,1 Appreciation." By G. F. MONKSHOOD, Author
of Il" Woman and The Wits," 1,1 My Lady Ruby,» etc. Containing
a portrait of Mr Kipling and an autograph letter to the author
in facsimile. Second Impression. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt
lettered, top edge gilt, 5s- ' t-

DallyTelqgtalp]L-"' He writes fluently, and he bas genuine enthusiasm, for bis subject,
and an intimate quaintance with bis work. Moreov!x, the book bas been submitted
to Mr Kipling, whose characteristic letter to the author is set- forth on the -preface. . . .
Of Kiplings heroes Mr Monkshood bas a thorough. understanding, and bis remarks
on theni are worth quoting " (extract followsý
Globe-«" It bas at the basis of it 1?oth knowlLdge and enthusiasm-knowledge of the
works estimated and enthusiasm, for them. T book may be ;ýccepted aý a gnnerous
exposition of Mr Kiplings merits as a writer. We can well believe that it wül have
many interested and appioving readem"' 1

SStoman -«I This well-informed volume is plainly sincere. It is thoroughly reU
and, takes pais to answer all the questions tkat are usuallyput about Mr Kipling..ter's husiasm carries both himself and bis reader along in the m= gzeea

5 One way and another bis book is ffl of interest and those who to tn
aet Kipling will find it invaluable, while the thousands of bis admirers will read it

through with delighted enthusL-tsm"
a
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VOLUMES OP E.W.O.T. (in preparation.)

oouffe, %YffÀýdf# By W. 17.-COURTNEY.

ye %ej fedite ByWALTER JERROLD,

, 2, Fe t JYd rte B y T. EDGAR PEMBERTON.

WlédffPd £e Wffi(iieURe. By C. R-ANGE, GulA..

drf à M r ve u.« eNerou ByHAMILTONFYFFE.

and the, Il NATIONAL OBSERVER

Group. By GEoRGE GAMBLE.

ealwffjeliffÀft y0foot/ iO7 effeilitik
POETRY. (ANDRFw LANG, EDMUND* GossiL and ROBERT

BRIDGES.) By Sir GEORGz DOUGLAS.

.«mow 'fÀéffrfeti YdiRémjwe, By G. F.
MONKSHOOD.

we47fiel#e
HANNAFORD.

By JUSTIN

C-Deo -
%f WfÀéw 0/ à%ý*ft A Few Memorieg and Re-
collections (de omnibus rebus). By CLEMENT ScoTT, Author of
Il Madonna Mia," Il Poppyland," etc. With Portrait of the Author
from, the celèbrated Painting by J. MORDECAI. Third Edition.

Crown 8v6, crimson buckram, gilt lettered, gilt top, 2S.
WeeklY Bun.(T. P. OConnor) says:-A Book of the Week-"I have found this slight

and uppretentious little volume brigh4 interesting reading. I have read nearly every
line with pIeasure."

Mustraffl 'r-nndoii New&-»« The story Mr Scott has to tell is fhU of varied interest,
and is presented with warmth and buoyancy." e

P=CX-" What pleasazýt ixýemories does not Clement Scott's little book, « The Wheel
of Liferevive 1 The wnter s memory is good, his style easy, and above all, which is a

g-reat thinç for rtminiscences, chatty." 1
Refuu.'-GitoRGz P.- Sius (Dagonet) says,:-«'Deeply interesting are th 1 t

memories and recollections of the last days of Bohemia... I picked up ' The Weef
Life' at one in the morning, after a hard nighes work, and flung myself, w and worn,

into an easy-chair, to glance at it while I smoked my -Lstýpipe. As I reaàM My weari-
ness departed, for I was young and light-hearted, once and the friends of x

manhood had come trooping back from the shadows to =re a merry night of it once more
in London town. And when I put the book down, having read it from cover to cover, it

vm past three o'clock and a windy morning."' j .

20Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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Y?i 9*0 effPffdàdW, and other Humours of the
flour. Being Contemporarý,,Pictures of Social Fact and PoliticaiFiction. By T. H. S. Esc-

OI'T, Authof of « ' Personal Forces
of the Period," "Social Transformation of the Victorian Age,

Platform, Press, Politics, and Play," Etc. Crown Svo, art
cloth. Gilt, 5s. nett.

Standaixt-««A book which is amusing from cover to cover. Bright epigrams aboundin Mr Escotes satirical pictures of the modern world. . . . Those who know the inneraspeýts of politics and society will, undoubtedly, be the first to recognise the skill andadroitness with which be strikes at the weak places in a world of intripe and fashion.. 6 . There is'a great deal of very clever sword-play in Mr Escott s description of
Dum-Dum, (London), the capital of Paradoxia (England).

court circuuS.-'c It is brilliantly written, and will afford keen -en*oymemt to the
discriminating taste. Its satire is keen-edged, but good-humoured enough to hurt no

one; and its wit and (may me say?) its impudence should cause a run on it at the
libraries."

15LA.P.-"Asparýlingpieceof political andsocial satire. MrEscott besprinkles bis
pages with biting epigram and humorous innuendo. It is a most amusing book-"

Athenmn=-«'I-Ie constantly suggests real episodes and real persons. There are a
good many rather pretty epigrams scattered through Mr Escotts pages."
ScotmmazL-'« A bright, witty, and amusing volume, which will entertain everybody
who takes it up.»

NeWcasUe Leader.-«« Messrs Greening are fortunate in being the publishers of a
volume so humorous, so, dexterous, written with such knowledge, of men and affairs, and
with such solidity and power of style as Mr T. H. S. Escotes 'A Trip to Paradoxia."'

RT Publie O]pinio]L-"Mr T. IL b. Escott throws ;bundant humoür blended with pungent
sarcasm into bis work, making bis pictures very af:reeable reading to all but the victim

he bas selected, and whose weaknesses he so ski.fully lays bare. But the very clever
manner in which the writer hits the foibles and follies of hîs fellows must create admira-

tion and respect even from those who view bis satire with a wintry smile. We like bisF. writing, bis power of discernment, and bis high litcrary style."

Being the SeconàÀ p Iff.; fi $e
N Series of "The Wheel of Lifé," Memories and Recollections of

-People " I have met, Ples " I have seen, and I& P1aceý " I have
visited. By CLEMENT ScoTT, Author of « 1 The Stage of Yesterday

and The Stage of To-day,"' '«Pictures of the World," 'lThirty
e- Years at the Play." Crown Svo, cloth gilt. (In preparation.) 5s.

of 
'telor elidteM by ffie Seaside and Country Sketches.

Lon. By CLEMENT ScoTT, Author of Il Blossom Land,ý' Il Amopgst the

Apple Orchards," Etc. Frontispiece and Vignette designed by

ight GEoRGE POWNALi. Long 121no, attractively bound in cloth, is.
-- y Observ«.-'« The little book is bright and readable, and wiU come 1&e a breath Of

country air to many unfortunates who are tied by the leg to chair, stool, or counter."
est, SheZeld TelegMVIL-&" Bright, breezy, and altogether readàb1ý- East Anglia,

Nelson's Land, etc., etc., are all dealt with, and touched lightly and daintily,,as, becomes
'heelà a booklet meant to be slipped mi the pocket and read easily to the pleasing accompaniment

is a of the waves lazily lapping on the shingle by the shore." - 1 /
DuDdee AdverUmr.-I« It is all delightful, and almost as good as à holiday. The

last city clerk, the Wed shopipan, the weary milliner, the pessimistic dyýpeptîc, should each
1 of read the book. It will bring a suggestion of sea breezes, the plash of waves, and all the

Forn, 0 es of a holiday by the sea."
tari-
mng

it 20Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, MýÇ.
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rio (gwme Fffmoui effm(ek., (SARAH BERNHARDT.-

HzNRY IRVING, Bi&i&F.Boiim Timz, WILSON BARRETT and
FoRBEs ROBBRTSON-) By CLEMENT SCOTr. IllUttrated With
portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

CÀMe ÀWiblé YlJied RetOld. By "A CHuRcir-1 MAN. Crown Svo, ClOth, 3s. 6d.

Ye A w ffffYé 0V qfjiÀMe. ' With some Stories from
the Black Museum. By R. J. PowitR-Bi&RRi&y. Profusely

Illustrated. Crown Svo, cloth, 2S. 6d.

outioo]L-" Decidedly you should read Mr Power-Berreys interesting book, talcing laugh
and shudder às they come."

gheffteld Indelpendent-" We do not remember to bave ever seen a more popularly-
wntten summary of the methods of thieves than this bright and chatty volume. It is

the work of a writer who evidently has a most intimate knowledge of the, criminal
classes, and who can carry on a plain narrative briskly and forcibly. The book fascinates

by its freshness and unusu?1ness."
Uteratwe.-I« It contains many interesting stories and new observations on the modus

eotrandi of swindlers.
CotMnan,-$'A most interesting acco=t of the dodges adopted by various criminals

in e&cting their purposes. The reader wilJ find much that is instructive within its
pages.98

Livemool Review.-«" This is no fanciful production, but a clear, dispassionate re-
velation of the dodges of the profmsional criminal à Illustrated by numerous pen and ink

Mr Power-Berreys excellent work is useful as weU as interesting, for it will
not assist the coinmon pilfèrer to have all his little tricks made public property

in this lucid and eas4y rememberable style."'

7 f e eW of i tA wui *À n and Public Speaking. By
Ross FzRGUSON. In roduction by GFo. ALExANDRR.
Dedicated by permission to Miss ELLEN ÎERRY. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo, strongly bound in cloth, -is.

AustraUan MaiL-"A useful little book. We can strongly recommend it to the
chairmen of public companies."
Stage.-'« A carefully composed, treatise, obviously written by one as having authorityý
Students wM find it of great service."
Peoiple9s ftieiid.-I'Contaim many valuable hints, and deals with every branch of
the elocutionises art in a lucid and intelligible tn-inner."' À,

Utemury WorlcL-«'The essentials of elocution are dealt with in -a thoroughly capable
and practical way. The chapter on publie speaking is particularly satLsfactory.yp

Madàme.-" The work is pleasingly thorough. The instructions are most intète 9
and are lucidly expressed, physiological details are carefully, et not redundantly, dweit
on, so that the intending student m.-ýy have some very real ancdefinite idea of what he is
learning about, and many valuable hints may be gleaned from the chapters on CArticula.
tion and Modulation.' Not only for actors and orators will this little book be found of
great service,, but everyone may find pleasure and profit in reading iL"'

20Cecil Cour4 Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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Me J>mhé cf hée àpom(. Being Essays on Conti-
nental Art and Literature. By S. C'. de Soissomc Author of
"A Parisian in America," etc. Illustrated with portraits, -etc.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, ios. 6d.

elàt*o& of k4vivee )?,d«meqa, By PERCY
'B. GRzim. This interesting Book is the iesult of many yean
research among nursery folklore of all natioiàs, and traces the
origin of nurse mes from, the earliest times. Crown 8yo,
cloth, 4s.

Me YaW Boo)f ol Me PJ"Oleff.fe Being an
annual record of criticisms of all the important productions of the
English.Stage, with copious Index and complete Caste of each

Play recorded. A useful compilation for students of the Drama.
About 26o pages, strongly bound in cloth, 3s. 6d.

2 W, M 9 à 14 ( dÀ Rj ri (a F. Descriptive Sketches.
By . WRST CARME. Illustrated by W. S. ROGERs. Long

12mo, cloth, is.
Observer.-«' That East Anglia exercises a very potent spell over those who once come
Under its influence is proved by the case of George Bbrrow, and all who share in the
fascination will delight in this brightl3f written, companionable little volume.»
]3jrMlingham Arffl.-«' Interesting matter entertainingly told."
Glasgow Reiýold.-"Mr Carnies book is thoroughly charming."'

Litemture.-An asthetic volumé as pleasant to read as to look at."
OllUdian.-I« just the kind of book that would help a tourist in Norfolk and Suffolk

to, see what ought to be seen with the proper measure of enjoymenL"
Graph1cý_'1 It is a prettily got up and readable little book-"

Baturday Review.-I « WM be welcomed by all who have come under the charm of
East Anglia.

*&À Being Leaves from a Nomads
Portfolio. By BART YLEINNEDY, Author of 'l I>xaVs Wine-Cupý"

The Wandering Romanoff,'- etc. This very entertaining book
is a narrative of adventures in all parts of the world. Crown Svo,
cloth, 6s.

TeoMffq 9)7d,(ke 7e/él, Epigrams on Woman, Love,
and Býeauty. CoUected and edited by G. F. MONKSHOOD, Author
of, 'It-Rudyard Kipling: The Man and His Work," "Lady Ruby,,"
etc. Small 8vo, cloth gilt extra, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. nett. Paper
boards,, rough edges., 2S. 6d. nett.

4ý
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Zéfeedé tqqd 9i(mem. Poe m-s byWILLIAm LuTHFP,
LONGSTAFF, Author of "'Passion and Reflection." Crown Svo,

art cloth, gilt extr24 gilt top, 2s. 6d. nett.
S=-"Mr Longstaff has real fire and passion in all of his work. He has a graceful

touch and a tuneful ear. There is exquisite melody in his metre."
F.Cho.-«' The poetry of passion is no ranty to-day, yet scarcely since the date of Philip

Bourke Marston's ' Song Tide' has such an arresting and whole-hearted example of this
class of poetry been issued by any English author as the volume which Mr William
Luther Longstaff emtitles 'Weeds and Flowem' Passion tumultuous and unabashed,

sensuous rapture openly flaunting its shame, love in maddest surrender risking all,
daring all, these are the dominant mç)tives of Mr Longstaffs muse. So wild is the

rush of his emotion-all stoz , and fire and blood-to such white heat does he forge his
buni*ng phrases, so subtly varied are the constantly recurring expressions of loves ecstasy3

its despair, its bereavement, its appetite, its scorn so hap y somietimes are the unex-
pected metrical ch&ngeý d periments -herein àopted, at the younger poet might

suggest discreet compMens M the earlier Swinburne."
XO=Jng X«&U-"The book contains reaï poetry. There is always thought and

force in the work. ' At the Gate' is not merely Swinburnian in metre; in all things it
might well have come from that poees pen."

&IvÀe%Greening's Masterp*e%.z L«brary
V«etke*4. An Eastern Romance. By Gno. BECKFORD.

Edited with an Introduction by JUSTIN H-ANNAFOFD. Full-page
illustrations by W. S. RoGEPs. Crown 8vo, art cloth, gilt, 3s 6d.
A superb edition of this most interesting and fascinating story.

w4eÀmodeffel; or,-The Devil on Two Sticks. An(/,'d"ý_s_
trated Edition of the Celebrated Novel by LE SAGE, Author of
«I Gil Blas." Edited by JUSTIN HANNAFORD. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Ri fffÀ Fi wii (if aise A Tale of the Covenanters. By
jôiiN GALT. Edited with an Introduction by Sir GEORGE

DOUGLAS. Crown SvO, 5s,

)?geldetffcf Prince of Abyssinia. A Tale of Adventure,
By Dr JOHNSON. Edited with an Introduction by jusTiN

HANNAFO". Fu1l-pýge illustrations by W. S. ROGERS. Crown
Svo, 5s.

Me tÀoPiCMFedFÀU. A Tale of Mystery and Adventure.
By TiiomAs Moo.B. Edited with an Introduction by JUSTIN

HANNAFORD. Illustrated. 8voý art cloth, 3,s. 6d.
Several well known andpopular woi-ks by great wpiters art in

active preparation for thù artistic serks of otasterp'

26Cecil Cotirt, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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NOVELS AT -SIX SHILLINGS

eéeiempe d)W Ate. A Powerful and Dramatic
Tale, translated from, the Polish of Mdme. ORZESzKo by S. C. de

SoissoNs. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

.4 YOV Of diW A Tale of Marvellous Adventures.
By ANNA, COMTESSE DE BRËmoNýT, Author of Il The Gentleman

Digger," etc. Crowm Svo, cloth, 6s.

One Woman Histor'y. An interesting novel by
T. W. SPEIGHT, Author of "The Crime in the Wood," Il The

Mysteries of Heron Dyket' etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Of ffie POP,(i A Tale of London and
Qzadà. By HELEN MILICITE. Crown'8vo, cloth, 6s.

6 eei 7ei(i(,Uo 7ffiej, A Novel. By Mrs & ALBERT
S. BRADsHAw, Author of «'The G4tes of Temptation,", 66 False

Gods," Il Wife or Slave," etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

effaf i 14ce £ffff), An Int'eresting Story by MARIE
M. SADLEIR, Author -of Il An Uncanny Girl," In Lightest
London," etc. Crown gvo, cloth, 6s.

Feffe,?« of]Fl#we A Dramatic Tale. By COMPTON
Piumi, Author of Il Hard Lines," "' Under which King," etc.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

A Powérful Novel. By
HmBim ADAMS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

d 'fry iÀ u hë e Pet An exciting Detective Story.
By ARNOLD GoLswol;tTHY, Author of Il Death and the Woman,"

Hands in the Darkness," etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Greening & Co., Ud--ý'Pub1ishers
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-An Unconventional Dramatic
Satirical Tale. By ISIDORE -G. AsciizR, Author of 'l An Odd
Man's Story," The Doom of Destiny," etc. Crown Svo, cloth

Bcotmam--«« The plot is bold, even to au ci its devélopment is alwaysinteresting,
picturesque, and, towards the close, deeply p-à-1.étic ; and the purpose and method of the
writer are alike admirable."

Eut«n Igorning Neva.-«" It is a clever book, endidly written, and , strikinâlin its
Imronderfùl ýower, and keeping the reader interestey. The author has not fui ed in

his effort to prove the case. The awful truth of its pages is borne home upon us as we
read chapter after c4apter. The book should have a good effect in certain quarters. One

Of the best features is the dividing Une drawn t laïn1Y between Socialisîm and Anarch-
ism To its author we tender our thank. and ct a large gde."'
DailY Té1eMVhý-«'The hero is an intez ting dreamer, absorbed in his scbemes,
which are his one weakness. To women, save when they can further the good of his
cause, he is obdurate ; in business, strong, energetic, and powerful. He is shown to us
as the rnnn with a master mind and one absorbiiig delusion and as such is a patheticfigure. No one can dis veliness ý1 the author's nation,pute the prodigality and li
his plot teems with striking incidents."

Vamity Pair.-««The story tells itself very clearly in three hundred pages; of very
pleasant and entertaining reading. The men and women we meet are not the men and

re really come across in this world. So much the better for us. But we are
delighted to read about them, for all that; and we Drophesy success for Mr Ascher's
book, particularly as he has taken the precaution of tellii us that he is & only in fùm! 99

Aberdun Pm PruiL-««A storvin which there is nota dull page, nay, not eV a
dull line- The characters are well drawn, the incidents are novel and often astounding,
and the language has a terseness and briskness that gives a character of vivacity to the

that the reader is never tired going on unravellin the tangled meshes of the
SeAsteo plot until he comes to the end. A -Soci4 UapvheM' is, indeed, a rattling good

Jeepff) q4qhe Me TeMZ A Powerful and
Draznatic Story of the Frênch Revolution. By the Author of
The H ocnte" and "Miss Malevolent." (In preparation.)
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

POPULAR FICTION
NOVELS AT TtiRF.E SlïlLLIN'GS AND SIXPENCE

A Social Satire. By -?' This is a remark-
able and interesting story of Modern Life in London Society. It

is a powerful work, written with striking vividness. The plot is

Luinating, the incidents exciting, and the dialogue epigrammatic

and brilliant. Sham " is written by one of the most populu
novelists of the day. Crown Svo, art cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d.

20 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, Londori, W.C.
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%ielé *471e00feRt A Realistic Study. By the Author
of .« 'The Hypocrite." Crown Svo, clOth, 3s. 6d.

Wa m edi of aY7e-À-PIgliOýOR; or, The Amateur
Fiend. A Tale by TRISTRAM 'COUTTS, Author of The Poule

Papers," etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

%e TeeiAd Teeti. A Tale of To-day. By Mrs
ALizc M'MILLAN, Author of Il The Evolution of Daphne," Il So

Runs my Dream," etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d.

An Historical Romance. By CÉESWICK J..,, Author 
of Il Poison 

Romance 
and Poison 

My j,ýî

THompsoN sternes, >
"The Mystery and Romance of Alchemy and Pharmacy,' etc.

Crown Svo, cloth,13s. 6d. 1

7ée 17eÀptg#ÀU 01.,tditié ' Zfff tclOR# By
SYDNEY HALL. Crown Svo,, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Wffl,(lfflýÀFJ O&eeP. Realistic Pictures of Life
in johannesburg. By ANN,&, COMTESSE D. BRÉMONT, Author of

11« A Son of Africa," etc. Néw Edition, revised to date, with a new
Prefàce. Crown Svo, clOth, 3s. 6d.

Me YMIPPd Qf FOte An Interesting Novel. By
HENRY HERMAN, Author of Il Eagle Joe," Il Scarlet Fortune," etc.,
and joint Author of the "Silver King," "Claudian." Crown8vo,
art cloth, 3s. 6d.
VanýtY Fa&.-"The hand that wrote the ' Silver King" has by no mean lost its

cu"g in painting broad effects of light and shadow. The description of life in Broad-
moor is, we ý , done from actual observation. is quite new. " And the critic of

13]a and WWte sums it up pitloy as 9 ta story which holds our attention and in-
terests us right from týfirst: cha r The book is as exciting as even a story of sen-
sadon has any need t of the scene of Mr Hermans drama, the beautifulte1grater part of the story takes place, the Miwhestercounty of Devonshire? -. h,ýre Sêe:elre'ai

00=er ýaYs e author's descriptive powers vividly portray the lovely spots by the
wWing TAM.I>r, while the rich dialect of the district is so faithfuHy reproduced as to bc-

come not the least fieature of an exciting tale."
The WeekW Iglercury.-«'Mr Henry Herman has carefully studied the litfle weak-

nesses of the great army of readem Lke a celebrated and much advertised medicines
he invariably ' touches the spot,' and hence the popularity of his works. His latest

novel, « The Sword of Fate,' contains aU the essentiais of a popular story. It is well
written, stdficiently dramatic, fWl of life and incident, and above aH, * ht triumphs over

wTong. We must, too, congratulate the author upon the omission of 'L that is disý-
able or likely to offend the susceptibilities of the most delicate minded. It is a clean and
bealthy novèl,-a credit to the wnter, and a- pleasure to the reader. .. . These arc quite
atpable of affording anyone a pleasant evenmgs reading, a remark which does Dot apply
to the great majority of the modern novels."

20 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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lÊi()§ YfffàyR. A'NoveL By J. I.
OWEN, Authorof "The Great jekyll Diamond." Coverdesi&ned
by W. S. ROGERS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

St JaM9898 GaZett&-"« We have read the book frein start to finish with
interest---m interest, by the wýy, which derives nothing from the ' spice ' for_ggestive of Zo jým there is not, a single passage whil is opentitle may be su to 01>

jection. The literary style is good.
TýMtJL-«' I much prefer the ghastly story 'Severi Nights with Satan,' a very clever

study of degeneration."
LSdS Xo=lm&-" The story told is a werful one, evidently based upon close

personal knowledge of the events, places, anépersons which figure in it. A tragic note
es it,, but still there is lightness and wit in its manner which mak th7c book a

natinir as well as eventful volume."
PUbUe OpWoiL-" Mr J. 1. Owen bas given a title to his work which will cause

many cnjectures as to the nature of the story. Now, -if we divulged what were the
seven nights, -we should be doing the author anything but a service-in fact, we should

be givm the whole thing away; therefore, we will only state that the work is cleveily
conceÎ2, and carried out with great literazy ability. Th re are numerous flashes of

oriýty that lift the author above ordinary commonplac

. e MSw Th tudy of e jealous Soul.
A Powéýful Novel. By ANT Y P. VzpT. Cover designed by
ALFRED PRAGA. CroWn o, art cloth, 3s. 6d.

Mr DouGLAs S"i)m Jne QZMIL-"A remarkably clever book. . . . There is no
disputing the ability wk which the writer handles ber subject I ey -her subject,
because the minuteness of the touches, and the odd, forcible style in qtich this book is

written, point to, it being the work of a female ha;nd. The book is an-r-ýently read-
able one, and it is never dull for a minute."

Dany Telegmp]L-«' It is a study of one of the worst passions which can ruin a life-
time and mur all hum2n happiness-one of the worst, not because it is necps the
strongest but beSuse of its singular effect in altering the complexion of tifii . trans-
forming Ïove into suspicion, and fillin its victim. W»th a netulant and unrm =îe mad,
ness. AU this Anthony Vert understands, and can âîs&î&ý with very u=cornlrn ieower.
The soul of a jealous woman is analysed with artistic; completeness, and proved to, be the

intolerant, f-insane thing it really is. . . . The plot is well conceived, and well
ed outt. Anthony Vert may be congratulated on having written a very clever

0
The xonitàr.-'« A wonderful of writing. The qý1Y n2odoméparaUel we can find
is supplied in Mr F. Q Philip's in a Looking Glass.'
WorldL-'« As the study of a jealous soul., ' The Green P&-*don' is a success, and

psychological students will be delighted vnth it. . . . The tragedy which fqXms the
déàýý to, this story is of such a nature as to, preclude our doing more than

remotelysjluding to it, for he (or is it she?) bas portrayed an 'exceedifigly risky
i&MtioiL

wutehm 24miew.-Ci In ' The Green Passion' the author traces wiffi much abifii
and not a little anàlytical insigh% the progress of jealousy in the breast of a woman 0

is bom with a very 6 intense,' al ough not a very deep, nature. There is in Mr
Veres wSk a certain tendency towards realism, which bas its due effect in mamn his

characters reaL They are no loosely-built, fancies of the journalistic brain; but porÙmits
--- almost snapsbot portz aits-of men and women of to-day."

Ogbvlmârqé 70P&Àile. Being ,, the Confessions of
Evelyn Gray, -Hospital Nurse. A story fSindeci oe fact, proving

that truth is stranger than fiction. (In preparation.) Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3s. 6d.

20 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London W.C.
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q§e ZOiOMi,(e 'faî5ýffl. An'Exciting Tale of Ad-'
venture. By W. PATRICK KELLY, Author of Il Schoolboys Three,"
etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Dally TeINgraph.-«« Lovers of the -erýsati6èal in fiction will find abundaxýce of con-geniâl entertainment in Mr W. P. Kelly's new story. In the way of accessories to
staraing situations all is fish that comes to this ingenious author's net. The wonders of

e tive nature, the ma vels of latter-ýlay science, the extravagances of human passion-
the" he dexterously uses for the purpose of involving his hero in ýerîlous scrapes from

which he no less dexterously extricates him by expedients which, however far-fetched
they may appear to, the unimaginative, are certainly not lacking iýýrî ality of device,

or cleverness of construction. . . . This.is a specimen incident_ oe hich succeed it
deiive theïr special interest from the action of Rontgen rays, subterranean torrents, and

devastating inundations. The book is very readable throughout, and ends happily.
Wliat more can the average novelreader wish for in hoi iday time ?

ObmSv«.-'« A story full of exciting adventure." -Je
gat=day RevieW.-" The plot is'ingenious, and the style pleasant."

]Utmture.-I 1 « The Dolomite Cavern ' bas the great merit of being very weH written.
The plot-ïs sensational and improbable enough, but with the aid of the author's brighi
literary znamer it carries us on agreeably until the last chapter."

G4riuc.-" It is a sensational novel, with a dash of pýseudo-scientific interest about it
which is well calculated to attract the public. It is, moreover, well written and

vigorous."

MaiLcheffter Mr Kelly's fluent, rapid style makes his story of mysteries
readable and amusing. His Irish servan15ýOne of the principal characters, speaks'
a genuine Irish dialect-almost as rare in fiction as the imitation i- éommon."# ýl la
st JaMes'a Budget.-"Truly thrilling and dramatic, Mr Kelly's book- is a cleverly
written and absorbing romance. It concludes with a tremendous scene, in which a lifé-

and-death struggle with a madÉïan in the midst of a raging flood is the leading
féature.»

*ffdoÀuÀuff *iff., and other '- Stories. By CLEMEN'T

ScoTT, Author of Il Poppyland," ''The Vaeel of Life," c'The
Fate of Fenella," Il B1oýsom1and," etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6cL

IneIL-1 « ' Madonna Ma' is genuinely interesting. All the stones are good you are
'Scott free'to, pickem where you like." (ThebâiôndeB.W.)

W»kly SUiL-« 'Shows Mr Scotts sturdy character painting and love of picturesque
advStum"

WeeMy Dispatch.-I' The book is characteristic of the'work of its'author-brighte
brilliant, inforîning, and entertaining, aiid without a dull sentence in it."

M jamesla G&zett&-«'Full of grace and sentiment. The tales have each their
mdividu4iity and interest, and we can recommend the whole as healthy refreshment for

the idle àr weary brain.

PeU«U-" Full of living, breathings-hllm= interest. Few writers possess the gift of
bringinIZa tual existence to their characters as does Mr Scott, and in the pages of bis

newest Ok you shail find tears and smiles, and ail the emotions skilfully arranged aDd
put in tme literary fashion."

Worl&-«' Clement Scott is nothing if not sympathetic, and every one of the ten st *es
is not only thoroughly readable, but is instinct with sentiment; for Mr Scott sùll retains
a wonderful enthusiasm, usually the attribute of youth. ' Drifting' is a very fresh and
Snvincing narrative, fo=ded, we understand, upon truth, and containing within a small

"pass the materials for a very stirrin drama. 'A Cross of Heatliert' too, is a charm-
mg romance, told with real pathos and feeling.$$

20 Cecil Court, Charing Crosst, Roa& London, W.C.
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%f Y)fdFdOW 0,9 %e %ûWèe A Tale of
Reli *on and the Stage. By CAMPBELL RAz-BROWN, Author of
"The Resurrection of His Grace," 'Il Ussing-Cup's Race," etc.

Crown 8vo, art cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d.

à e dffdy of h f e wên ouffi w A Powerful and
Fascinating Novel. By CHAs.-L'EpiNrs,, Author of Il The Devil in

a Domino." Crown Svo, art cloth, 3s. 6d.
Public Opinion.-"A remarkable book. . . . We are plunged into a deUcious and
tantalising romance; incident follows incident like a anorama of exciting pictures.
Fertility of imagination is everywhere apparent, anithe dhwuement is artfully
concealed till it bursts upon the reader with a suddenness that fairly takes awayhis
breath.019

lUvemool Mercury,.-«I Lovers of the marveUous will enjoy it, for it is cleverly and
dra atically written."
Dundee Advertiser.-«« Written with dramatic force and vigour."
North Brittâh AdverUser.-«« This is a weird and strange.story that interests and

,fascinates thé reader, with its occult fancies and marvellous experiences. . . . It may be
added, in conclusion, that it is a book weH worth reading, and will easily bear a second
puusaLys
lUvezpool Poat.-" A skffully constructed story, mysterious and strange, with a
naturai explanatioiý suggested of all the mystery which does not spoil one's enjoyment
(here follows analysis of plot). This is the bare outline of thestory u to- a certain i>àint;
it is u*npossi*ble to comýviy adequately an idea of the awe-irLspiring garacteristics of the
story. Readers can safély be recommended to turn to the book itself.81

,,'ÉIOPULAR ]FICTION
HALF-CROWN, NOVELS

*«Ae 1firrk. A Tale by IiF,'NP,'YIC SIEN-
icizwicz, Author of Il Quo Vadis," " With Fire and Sword,"
etc., etc. Translated by S. C. de SoissoNs. Crown 8voý art

cloth, withýa new Portrait of the Author, 2s. 6d.

cem»À- %V
By W. LUTHER LoNGsTAFF, Author ôf 'l Weeds and Flowers,"
etc. An " exciting tale, descriptive of the " Behind-the-Scenes of
the Palmist's Béhemia." Crown Svo, éloth, 2s. 6d.

W £ff dY
POLIcit. Two stôries by G. F. MONIKSHooD, Author of 11« Night-

sbades, Rudyard Kipling: The Man and His Work,
Woman and The Wts," etc. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

20Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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%fe A Modern Realistic Novel of Oxford
and 1.ondon Life. Fourth Impression. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

lAùbook Aas been ",boycotied " by Messrt Mudie and Messrs W. H. Smitk & Son
as being'« unfit to circulate in their yet it hm beeniýraisedby the t=
atéeù,ýr « ' aÉ&wtrful scrmm awd a morai býo£

Dally Telegmp]L-'« A book by an anonymous author al arouses a certain inc
and when the book is clever and original the intefýst becomZeèn, and conjecture 1-I-117es

endowing the most unlikély people with authorship.... It is very brilliant, veryforcible, ver 1 wasad. .. . It is perfect in its y style élear, sharp and forcible, the
dialogue epigrammatic and sparkling. . . . nough has been saidto show that ' The
Hypocrite' is a striking and powerful piece of worlt, and that its author has established

his cL-tim to bc considered a writer of originality and brilliance."

Dauy GM]Phic.-«« A very moral book."
Court Circular.-I« The work is decidedly clever, full of ready wit, sparkling epigram,
and cutting sarcasm.'

rcho.-«" The story is thorouAl ' teresting, the wit and epigram of the writing are not
to bc denied, and altogether TUT te' is so brilliant that it can only bc fittingly
compared with « The Green Carnation, or ' The Babe B.A.""

Uverffll Coimieré-«« A genuinely clýver book. Furthermore, it is a book with a
wholesome moral vividly enforced."
:Lady.-,' « Whoever the author may bc, he has the right literary method, his wmk is

ýabsô1ute1y realistic, his style is fluent and distinctive and bc has the rare faculty of
apping the readers attention at the outset and relW & it to the very last. . . . « The
Pypocnte P is something more than a remarkable novel-it is, in effect, a sermon, convey-

mg a definite message to those who have the wit to understand it."
:Kor£Ling POSL-" It is entitled to bc regardeý as one of the clever books of the

The writer shows artistic Perception. He inaintain throughout an atmosphere Pei y
in harmony with the idea that has suggested bis work.»

é e Zffà W dedV A Romance. By
BAPT KENNEDY, Author of "A Man Adrift," Il Darab's Wine-
CUP,3> etc. New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

A Nineteenth Century Roinmce.
Being a Story of Carlist Conspiracy. By HIRBIER DANIELS, Author
of Il Our Tenants." Second Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 2sý 6cL

-cc A highli emotional, cleverly written story."
À thrilling romance with a mediSval atmosphere, although the scene is laid

in the Cotswolds in the year of grace i8q& The story is well constructed, and is a good
com le of the widely imaginative type of fiction that is sa, cagerly devoured by Young

people nowadays.
goyd9&-l" The author bas woven a élever story out of str;ýngc materiaI& . . . The

intez of the book only ceases when the end is reached."

Society.-"' Altogether a very intelligible and interesting story of intrigue aDd 10M
The author has put some excellent work into the book."

Eut«M gorning News.- ReadersI will bc fascinated by thestu=g scenes, the
swiftly moving panorama, the enacted tragedies, the wildý passi nates lawless loves
depicted in the most sensa onal manner in this volume-"

lRngliabrnan'(Calcutta).-«' It is a lurid talc of Spanish Plotters. . . . ArOund this
central figure the author weaves an'effýaive story with more th= Snsiderable SOL
He bu adÙeved a brilliant success with the character of Rufina; it is a irn!lqt zpicS in

its own way, and invested with freshness, graceý and a magnetic personality."

20 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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eAd kMM.Y. A Story of Music-Hall Lifé. By
GRORGE MARTYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, :zs. 6d.

outioo]L-«« Ile book is both humarous and dramatic."
Pellca&-'« It is amusing and interesting-two very good qualities for a novel to possess.

OheMelà TelegmplL-IgThe book is vivaciously written, several of the characters
being hurnan enough to, look like studies from - life-"
Aberdeen Fru Prw&-«'The characters are skilfey depicted, and the whole book

is amusing and interesting."
alaiifow Citlzm-"'Decide&y clever' will be the verdict of thereader on closing this

book.
Vanity FËIT. -«« The author has a peculiar knowledge of the ' Ralls- and those who
&equent them ; and especially, as it seems to us, of those je ';h persons who sometimes

run thezn. And he has made good use of his knowledge here. But there is more than
this in the book; for 'George Martyn'has considerable descriptive talent. Hisaccoun4
for instance, of the fight.between the hero and the butcher is quite'good. The story is
straightforward, convmamZ, and full of human nature and promise."

r 

.

qie £Od.f 0/ %17ieIW4de A Sensational Story. By
L&oNARD OUTRAM. Crown Svo., cloth, = 6d. -

North British Advertiser.-«'A thrilling tale of love and madness."
WhitehaU Review.-'« No one can com lain of lack of sensation, it is full of startling

episodes. The characters am drawn a rapid and vigorous touch. The interest
is wcâ maintained.P'

CozSt CiTeular.-Il It reminds us forciblyléf a story in real Ufe that engrossed public
attention mâany years ago. Whether this was in the authors mind we cannot say butthe book is dee doubtply intez ting, the characters well and strongly drawn, and we
not this tale will fàscinate many a reader."
London iffornim- 94 The story'is cleverly constructed is fun of incident with more
than a dash of edy, and holds the attention of the ÏeZier to, the close. Dealing with
modern Iffife of 2Fhigher class, Mr Outrams story is consistent, and though it aims at
romantie effect, is not stramied or overdrawn.ý'
ChUreh G«ett&-" We can heartily recommend' The Lady of Criswold. One likes
to meet now and again a book which forsakes the eternal sex question, or the hair-
splitting discussion of ethical crpsychological problems, and treats us to simpler and
more satià-dýin are. There are several, good houW g the book, and
plenty of excitement of the dramatic order. Another good point is at it is healthy
in toneý"

De 1. wff feqé 0/ 7pÀpta#OÀUO A Natural Novel by
Mrs ALiB&RT S. BRADsHAw, Author of "FaIse Gods," Il Wife or

SIave," etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Weekly Dispa This is a story full of power and pathoý the strong dramatic
interest of which is sustained froin the opening chapter to, the close-'

IMdleMd MaIL---ý"The characters are vividly drawn. There an many pleasant and
painful incidents in the book, which is interesting from. beginning to end."'
London Mm Albert Bradshaw hm done such unilormly gRod work that
we have grown to expect ranch frora her. Rer latest book is one- which wM enhance her
reputation and -ý---l1yJ -1-se new and old readers of her novels. It is called Ille
Gâtes of ýf 9 and proftýEý to be a natural novel. The story told is one of deep
intm Mest. ere a no veneer in its Pr, ation, no artificiality about it"

Aberde= FrS PreM-«'Mrs Bradshaw has written se"n-al good novels, and the
outstandifig feature of aU of them, has been her skilful development of plot, and her taste-
ful, pleasizig style. In connection with thýeeý-esýt story we are able to amply reiterate
those praises. The plot again is well de oped and l' call ied out, while the
language used by the authoress is all ny and wr2 chose'and never common-

The story is a very pow. M Jide n and may be highly commended as
a piece of painst à fiction of the very highest lrind."

20 Cecil Court, Charilng Cross Road, London, W.C.



4£Olu- WFffee, Bèýýing the
very candid Confessions of the Honourable BERTIE BEAUCLERC.
A Sporting Novel. By- CAMPBELL PAz-Bpov;N, AutÊor of

Riclwd Barlow," «« Kissing Cup's Race," etc. Second Im-
pression. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

omtiewomazL-" Fantastic and impossible, but at the saine time amusing. The
whole story is strongly dramatic."

Baturday UVIeW.-'l A grotesquely improbable story, but readers of g novels
will find much amusement in it-"

SeotumaIL-«« The book is lightly and briskly written throughýut. Its pleasant
cynicism is always entertaining.»

Bt4S.-«' An ingeniously horrible.story with a diabolically clever plot."
St JameWs 13adget.-" A sporting romnnce which is indisputably cleverly written.

The book is full of interesting items of sporting life which are fascinating to lovers
of the turf."

dinbUra EV lin NeWEL-" It hm certain% an audacious idea for its central
motive. . . . ýThis bright idea is handled with no . ttle skill, and the interest is kept up,

breathlessly until the tragic: end of the experiment. The whole story has a racy flavour
of the turf.

Life.-I« The character of the heartless r~, who tells his story, is very well
and the rich Oarvenu, Peter DreW«-'Itt, the owner of the favourite that is very

nearly notbled by the unscrupulous Beauclerc, is cleverly drawn. Altogether it is an
exciting and an uncommon tale, and is quite correct in all the sportinz details."

jeÀuÀrig fear,«,ideq «' itxejiÀmev,(. An Interesting
Novel. By ELLEN WILLIAMS. Crown Svo, art cloth, 2s. 6d.

Outlook-'4 A good story cleverly told and worked out."

Uho.-c' A vezy natural and interesting tale is carefullY set forth in Ellen W-lliams"
clever little book."'

Wegte= ifformJng NewIL-19 It is a smartly written and deeply interesting storY, well
out of the beaten tS* of novelists." e

:Literan WorM-11 The story is well told. *... Four racy ébapters take us thus far,
and sevS lively ones foUow."

pablie opiniOM-ci From this point the interest in the story is such that there'is no
puttin th book down till, the dhwuemmi is reached. The writing is smart clever,
and t1Z

Ln
*Jtic.-'u A powerful story, unconventional, as regards both subject and treatment.

[Here the zew ewer analyses the plot.] This situation is handled with extramidinarY
delicacy and skilly. and the book is an admimble study of repressed emotions."

Mmitor.-94 Miss WùlLnu hm here seized on an original concept, and givezi it fitting
tation. The & experment' is a novel one, and its working out is a deft piece of

*dfing. The 01OÏC the work is faultless, and this study of a beautiful tempera-
ment m a crur2frame with it the veriry of deep observation and acute insight . . .

Weawaitwith le congdence hfiSs WÙlàmsý nela venture. Pl,

ý«« The ter hm treated a delicate and unusual litmtiOn1VM 
nd earwith deliaa&7 Îict ý àginality. The heroines character is drawn with &mness- a-

pess4 and the whole story is vivid and picturesque. - - . The history of the
,ýeen insight into character, and cleverness in its jd"znal13 e=mdinitlvWeJI told. F, mark the writers wýýrý while theas vrell as shr-ewd observation and intense "mPathYs 00&style is terse and clearp and the management Of Ù3ing s=es extremely 9

2o Cecil Court, Charing Cross Roady Londont W.C.
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and other Powerful and
Vividly-Written Stories. By BART KENNEDY, Author of Il The

Wandering Romanoff," etc. New and cheaper Edition. Crown
SVO, ClOth, 2s. 6d.

AberdeM PrS PrS&-l' Will be welcomed as something fresh in' the world of
fiction."

St JameWs BUdget- «' A volume characteristic of the author's splendid poivem'

]IL A. P.-" Mr Kennedy writes powerfully, and can grip t4e 'readers imaginationz or
whirl it off into the strangest domains of glamour and romance at viýdL . . . There Ls a
future for this clever young man from Tipperary. Hewill do great things."

OUUOOIL-" Mr Bart Kennedy is a young writer of singular imaginative gifts, and a
style as individual as Mr Kipling's."

WeeWy DisPatcX-" The author has exceptional gift!!4 a strong and
individuality, a fàcile pen, rich « magination, and constructive ability of a higleorder.
This volume ought to find a place on every hibrary sheZ."

*itic.-" Of a highly imaginative order and distinctly out of the ordinary run.
The author has a remarkable talent for imaginative and dramatic presentation. He sets
before himself a higher standard of achievement than most young writers of fiction.»

Cork IE[«MadL-" Gracefully written, easy and attractive in diction "d style, the
stories are as choice a collection as we ha e ha ened on for 1 time. They are

Iclevez ; they are varied they are -fascinatýýing. Ve admit theraýmtcô 'tne sacred circle of
the most biaufful that have been told by the most sympathetic and skilled writers.
Mr Kennedy bas a style, and that is rare enough nowadays-as refres1ýZ as it is

79MC Ake FiddlP.» A Story of Literary and
Theatrical Life. By S. J. ADAiR FiTz-GI&RALD. Crown Svo,

cloth, new and cheaper CýCUtiOn, 2s. 6d.

Graphie.-" The volume wM please and amuse numberless people.»
Pau xau Gautt&-" P, pleamntcheery story. Displays a rich vein of robust
imagination.»
&=-" Interesting all through, and the inclination is towards finishing it at one

Dotmam-" An amusing and entertaining story of Béhemian lifé in lSdon.-
-si There are many pleasant pages in 1 Fame, the Fiddler,'which reminds

us of 'Trilby ' with à of Béhemian life, and its happy-go-lucky group of good-
bearted, gen9,oýà =%Î ,ts, and playwrights. Soine of the characters am 90 true

to life thàt it is 4possible not to, recog_mse them. Among the best incidents in the
Volume must be men ed the Produciion of Pryoýs play, and the aSourit of POM
Jimmy lamberes death, which is as moving an incident as we have read for a long

time. Altogether, « Fame, the Fiddler' is a very huirnan book, and au ax
» WeU."

CathoUe Tl=e& ---- 1« We rýad the volume through, and at the conclusion marvelled at
the wonderful knowledge of life the author displ-AvmL or altho is
w-ritten in a light, humorous vein, underneath this t of humour there,,is reillyan

ýo- of wisdom, and wisdom that is not displaye evM daj. . . It is a%&"ý 
Ftz.Geývivid descyïption of times gay and melancholy, that occur in many lives.

has done bis work well, so, well that we loitered on mýan es, and closed the book
fiSlly with a feeling that it is a faithful bistory of the jou alist, the author, the

theatrical individwd, and the man who êkes out a living P g the rèk of all three.»

20Cecil Court, Charing Cross Ràad, London, W.C.
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CHEAPER FICTION
»QefieffÀq Tffifj. A Collection of smart, up-to-date ales
of Modem Life, w-ritten, edited and selected by FRANK M. BoYD
(Editor of 1 'The Pelican. One of the most popular and enter-
taining volumes of short stories that has ever been published. An

ideal companion for a railway journey or a spare hour'or two.
Crown 8vo, picture wrapper designed and drawn by W. S. ROGERS,

is. (In active preparation.)

7e deeei(iR ff eeOMRO. A Psychological Mystery.
By CHAS. UEPINF,,'Author of " The Lady of the Leoparc4"

Miracle Plays," etc. Cover desigmed by C. H. BEAUVAIS.
Long 12MO, cloth, is.

TmtL-I" The story is written with reniaýlcable literary skill, and, notwithstanding its
gruesomeness, is undeniably fascinating."

aketCL-11 It is a well-written ýtory. An admirable literary style, natural, and concLe
construction, succeed in compelling the reades attention through every line. We hope

to wacome the author again, working on a larger scene.P
13t&T.-" May be guaranteed to disturb your night!s rest. It is a gruesome, ghastly,
blood-curdling$ haij-erecting, sleep-murdenng piece of work, with a thrill on every page.
Read it. os .0

Bilnti S onielfL-"' A very clever study by ' Charles L'Epine,' who should by bis
style be an a=omplished author not unknown in other ranks of literature. BeWnd

mparison it is the strongest shilling shocker we have read for many a day. The autýF
has sucSeded in heaping horror upon horror until ones blood is curdled."

%fat Faifepiua#Re and other Frivolous
and Fantastic Tales2 for River, Road and Rail. By S. J. ADAIR

FiTz-GzP.ALD. ooiig-I2MO.,ClOth, IS.

an--,«The widow is a charmingly wicked person The stories are well
written, with a pleaýant humour of a farcical sort; they are never dulL'

wutehau Review.-" Written with aU the dash and ease which Mr Fitz-Gerald Lu
2ccu rn us to in his journalistic work. There is a breezy, invigorating style about

this littie book which will make it a favourite on the bookstaU"
ci Most captiousGlasgow laeral&- Nops" , harmless no 0 Whiçh the.

and morose of readers will find it cult to refuse the tribute of a broad smile, even if he
can so far restrain himself as not to burst out into genuine laughter."

The Refeze&-«« Another little humorous book is ' That Fascinating Widow,' by Mr S.
J. Adair Fitz-Gerald who can be very funny when he tries. The story which gives the
iWe to the book Zuld make a capital farm 1 The Blue-blooded Coster ' is au amusing

of buffoonery."
The Globe.-" The author, Mr S. J. Adair Fitz-Gerald, bas already shown himself *0 be
the possessor of a store of humour, on which he has again drawn for the furnishin of.the

liffli volume he has just put together. Among the taks included are several whil ht
be suitable for reading or recitation, and none which are dull. Mr Fitz-Gerald =

addremes himself to that portion of the public which desires nothing so much as tO be
iamused, and ikes even its amusements in àmà1l doses. Such bli entertain itself

very pleasan with Mr Fitz-Gei-ald:s kvely tales, and will pi, VI,' ' ý'*as its favourites
those titled 'eure SoUdginge Fint Babyj and ' The Blue-blooded Coster."'

2o Cecil Court, Charing Cross Roady London, W.-C.,
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elffi RRd hée -O&fCÀRffff. A Powerful Taie. By
AP-NOLDGoLswoRTHY. Picture cover drawn by SYDNEY H.

SYME. Crown 8vo, is.

BcotmnazL-"A cleverly constructed story about a murder and a gang of diamond
robbers. . . . The tale never has to go far without a strong situation. It is a capital
book for a railway journey."

Btu.-«« A good shillines worth of highly coloured sensational*sm Those readers WBO
iwant a good story smart'y told, b1r Golsworthy's latest effort will suit down
to the ground.»

Urary -««We do not remember having read a book that possesud the

ýuà1ity of grir« * a =er degree than, is the case with ' Death and the Woman.
every er develops the interestý which culminates in one of the mou
dénowemmts it bas been our lot to read. The flavour of actualit not

lestroyed by any incredible incident ; it is the inevitable thing that always y

Death and the Woman'will !uPply to the brim. thèmeed of thoEie in search of -a
drama of modern London life.

é e FéefO IÊ P7d &À WM A - Mystm and its
Solution. A Detective Story. By RiVINGTONPyxz, Author of
Il The Man who Disappeared. " Long i2mo, cloth, m 1ý -

whitéhail Review.-«« Those who love a In etezy ivith plenty of 'go,' and a stery
which is not devoid of a certain aznount of real;sm. cannot do better thm pidk up 6 Fdioqi-

Passengers.' The characters, are real men and women, and not the -- and
artificial imippets to which we have been so long by our sensation-Ust& The

book is biietly written, and of detective storie:s ît is the best I have read lately.'t

WM M«Y If you want a diver g story of realîsm, bcxrderbg upon
actue*ty, you ot do better than take up tbà biïght vivacsous, dramatic voluim It

will interest you fSm first page to last.»

Comoue Time&- &&This is a well-written story, with a good plot and plenty of
incident. From, covez to cover there is not a dull page, and the interest keeps up to the

Glasgow Iffew&-'« It is a thriller. The sort of book one cannot li 1 [p fm*sb*n ait
a sitting, not merely bemim it is short, but because it rivets... The aù&or um his

materials with great plot is cleverly devised, and he wry effectively wcx
up to a striking

:zo Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C

118 Greening & Co.9 Ltd., Publishers
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10el. A Series of Side Lights on Modem Society.
y ERNEST MARTIN. (Dedicated to Sir Henry Irving.) , Crown
vo, art cloth, gilt tops, 2&

«« « Shadows'is a very-clever work.'o

Mercury.-«« Clever sketches, intensely dramatic, origine and forceful,
enes from actual life, and narrated with much skill."

rilne&-'« A sýeries of Pictures sketched with considerable power. The last
in Paradise,' is terrible in the probable truth of conception."

Flguro.-«« Mr Martin's descriptive are couched in trenchant,
language, without a superfluous word san wiched in anywhere. . . .
may be read with much profit, and will give more than a superficial insight
phases of sociéty life and manners-" 'à
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Illustrated Books for Children

YIOÀudeueie Pmméerd ffwàr joemiffp 'en
FoR FuNNY LiTTLz FOLK. Written by DRuID GRAyi, with full-

page Illustrations by WALTER J. MORGAN. 4tO.. cloth bOards, 5s.

Me WPdFÀUdr and other fandful Fairy
Tales for the youthful of all Ages, Climes and Times. By §. J.

ADAiR FiTz-GERALD, Author of "The Zankiwank and the
Bletherwitch," "The Wonders of the Secret Cavem," "The

Mighty Toltec," etc. Many full-page and smaller Illustrations by
GusTAvz DARRÉ. Second Edition. Square 8vo, art cloth, gilt,

3s. 6d.
TratjL-I« A decided acquisition to, the children's library."

Ladigg" PICWrlat-«'Quite one of the brightest of the seasons gift books."'
apwtator.-" WeH provided with f= and fancy."

Igorning ]POE&-'« Bright and thoroughly amusing. It will please all children. The
pictures am excellent."

« Of the pile (of children's books) before us, Mr Adair Fitz-Gerald's 'Grand

'Panýandrum ' is the cleverest. Mr Fitz-Gerald needs no introduction to the nurmy of

TlmâL-" Very fanciful. ope

Church New&-' 'This is one of the most delightful books of nonsensewe have read
since we welcomed ' The Wallypug of Why."'

the eyes of readers open wide with wonder and delight."

]U0Yd%ý«1 WM amuse &U children lucky enough to, get this neat and pretty volume."
M vau Guett^-&g A charming little book. Simply written, and therefore to be
comprehended of the ruthful mind. It will be popular, for the writer has a power of

pleasing which is ram
Lituary Wor]bL-«« A handsomely bound, mouth-watering, in every way up-to-date

vaump.9 *àttS especiaHy for and on behalf of the toddler or the newly breeched."'
A delightful story for children, something in thý style of 'Alice in Wonder-

"btitalsohavingsomeflavourofMngley"sgWaterBables.'»
Good fairy -stories are a source of everlasting joy and delight. hir AdairFitz.Gumld breaks fresh "dgro, nd andurites pleasantly.... The book has the added

advantage of being charmfngly illustrated in colour by Gustave DarréL"
-' gbg;M Gliardlan--6' It is a book and should keep the nurseq m a ggod
humour for hours. It is artistically got upthe ihisu-.uions by Mr Gustave Darré being
of a Mch order of merit"'

coumer.- et It should prove a great favourite with young people, bei
written by one who evidently takes the utmost interest in them and théii ways. The
fa-~ . are very pretty. 99 - 'f . .'-

W«MF BÀIL-«'Mr-Adair Fitz-Gerald is a welluknown writer of fidry stories and
bumoroùs books for the young. 'The Grand panjandrum is *Ust the sort of book to,

Plemme y0un sters of an ages, being full of pleasant and inu-oducing its
readers to a tost of curious pSple."

20Cecil Court, Charing Cross Roadý London, W.C.
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Greening's Humorous Books

A Series of using
Rustic Tales and Sketches. By DRUID GRAYL. Prof&ely MUS-
trated by WALTi&k J. MORGAN. Crown 8vo, art cieilfi, 3s. 6d.

mée J>Offil AegÀovepdo Written by TRisTRAm Coum,
Author of "I A Comedy of Temptation." Illustrated by L. RAvzN

HiLi. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
TIM ]POTTLE PAPERS the fourth edition of which is just ready, is a really fkt=y

book written by Saul SMF, and illustrated by Mr L. Raven eill. "Anyone who wants a
good laugh sbould get ' The Poule Pa says the SheMeld, Dally Tel

id g ul?
ýLey are very droll reading for an rdle afternoon, or pié n at any time W en
d in the dumps.' They are very brief and very bright, and it is impossible for any-

one with the slightest sense of humour to read the book without burstin in to 'the loud0 which does not alýmys 1 bespeak the empty mind."' The PaU Gazette
Mys it contdu II Plenty of boisterous humour of the Max Adeler kind . . . humour that

and spontaneous. The author, for all bis antics, bas a good deal more in
the average buffoon. There is, for example, a very clever and subtle strain of

feeling running through the comedy in 1, The Love that Burned-a rather strikin bit of
work. Mr Raven Hilrs illustrations are as amusing as they always are. Ee St

Ja=ee'i3 Budget. accorded this book a very long notice, and reproduced some of the
pictures. The reviewer said : " Vho says the sense of humour is dead when we have
'The Pottle Papers? We can put the book down with the feeling that we have spent
a very enjoyable hour and laughed immoderately. 'The Poule Papers' will be in
everybody's hands before long." H.P.H. the Prince of Wales honoured the'author by
accepting a copy of bis book; and the Court CirenUX 1ýý-ked : "Ille Prince of
Wales bas accepted a copy of Saul SmiWs delightfülly merry book ' The Poule Papers.'
The Prince is sure to enjoy Raven Hill's clever sketches."' ÏÎ mi ftniàest of fù=Ybooks is published at = 6d., strongly bound in cloth.

047ÀR £eMe àwoojêeé, A Volume of Frivoli-
ties : Autobiogmphicd, Historiml, Philosophical, Anecdotal and

Nonsensical. Written by DAN LzNo. Profilsely illustrated by
Sidney H. Sime, Frank Chesworth, W. S. Rogers, Gustave

Darré, Alfted Bryan and Dan Leno. Fifth Edition, containing a
New 2Chapter, and an Appreciation of Dan Leno, written by

Clement Scott. CrQwn Svo, art cloth, gilt edges, 2s. Populu
Edition, sewed, picture coiver, is.

DAN LMIO, RIM BOOKE., is, says the Liverpool Review, «« the funniest
since 'Three Men in a Boat' In this autobiographical masterpiece the in' le
of Cqpedians tells bis life story in a style that- -would make a shrimp laumb.

enormously successful book of geynuine and spontadeoàs humour bas been received acomplete chorus of . inplimentary criticisms and âeasing «I Press " praise and approval.
Here are a ýew revi lwers' remarks: Il BombýbelE of fun."--SStàmaiL Il Ont long

laugh from, snSt to finish. "-]Uoydl& " Full of e=berant and harmless fun."--Robè."A delicious1y humorous volume.»-Iblglbh Mustrated et The fun is
fast and furious."--CýathoUc Time& -, It is ve fnunn "'--St Paurs. These an a*

few opimons taken at random from hundreds of nýý. Lys the Dally News (1-lull):
The funniest. book we have read for some time. ' You must perforce scream with huge

delight at the dry sayigs d vri of the funny little man who bas actuall killed
people with bis patter and bis antics. 17ie after page of genuim fun is reled Uye the
great little m3àý"

2o Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.
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àwffdefo#w Eff hfffdel and other Lazy Lyrics. By
HARRY A. SpuRR, Author of Il A Cockney in Arcadia." With
Fifty Illustrations by JOHN HASSALI. Crown 8vo, art clot14 3s. 6d.

Being -the Further Adven-
tures of Mr and Mrs Pottle. By TRisTRAM Coun7% Author of

The Pottle Papers," etc. Crown SvO, 3s- 6d.- (In preparation.)

Guides, Etc.
WOUd,0,7. A Handy Guide for the Visitor, Sportsinan and

Naturalist. By J. W. CUNDALI. Including an Article on
Literary Restaurants," by CLEMENT ScoTT. Numerous Illus-

trations. Second Year of Publication. Long i2mo, cloth, 6d.

Vanity Fair.- cayital little, guide booLz No bulky volume this, but a handy
booklet full of pithy in ormation on ail the most important subjects connected with our
great city."

Outloo]L-" A handy booklet, more tasteful th= one is accustomed to."

ipelica.IL-" As full of useful and entertaining information as is an egg of meat."

BookmazL-"A very lively and readable little guide."

To-day.-" One of the best guide books for visitors to London. It is a model of
lucidity and informativeness, and the profuse illustrations are admirably executed."

GIU90W Reiuld.-«'A useful Uttie work for those who have no desire to wade
through, many pages of information before getting what they want."

.4,MeWtW eérVtqd. A Handy Guide for Americans in
England. Edited by J. W. CUNDALI» With numerous Illustra-

tions. Ninth Year of Publication. 6d.

Descriptive Sketches.
By T. WEST CARNIE. Illustrated by W. S. ROGERS. Long

I2MOý él0thý IS. (Seepagw 5.)

ddm yiclfePj é 
1

fÀée Yeff. AR Seasi'e and Country Sketches.
By CLEMENT ScoTT, Author of Blossom Land," '« Amongst the

Apple Orchards, " Etc. Frontispiece and Vignette desýgned by

GEORGE POWNALL. Long 12MO, attractively bound in cloth, is.

(Seepage 3.)

20 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Roady London, W.C.C)
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A BOOK OP GREAT INTEREST.
AT ALL BOOKSELLERS AND LIBRARIES. SECOND'EDITIOq.

xRUDYARD KIPLINGE
THE MAN AND HIS WO RK.

Being an Attempt at Appreciation. By G. F. MONKSHOOD.
With a Portrait of Mr Kipling, and an Autograph Letter to,

the Author in facsimile.
Crown 8voq ciimson buckran4 gilt iqe ý5j- nett.

A FEW OP XANY PRESS OPINIONS
Daily Te1egrajph.--(Mý W. L. - COURTNEY in, "Books of the Day."--" He

writes fluent, d lias genuine enthusiasm. forhis subject, and an intimate acquaint-
ance with hi Yeork. Moreover, his book has been submitted to, Mr Kipling, whose

characteristic letter to, the author is set forth in the Preface.... Of Mr Kipling's
heroes Mr Monkshood has a thorough understanding, and his remarks on them are

worth quoting." (Here follows a long extract.) 1)
Scotsmail -"This well-informed volume ... is iplainly sincere. It is thoroughly

well studied, and takes pains to answer all the questions that are usually put about
Mr Kipling. The writer's enthusiasm carries both himself and his reader along in
the most agreeable style. . . . One way and another, his book is full of interest ;

those who wish to, talk about Mr Kipling will find it invaluable, while the thousands
of bis admirem viffi read it through with delighted sympathy."

Western DaUy Prem-'l" A very praiseiworthy attempt, and by a writer imbued
with a férvexit estý for his subject... This valuation of the work of our most
virile Empire author should hold the attention of those who have well studied the

subject and can appreciate accordingly.»
Sun -l' The author has carefully compiled a lot of most interestig matter which

he has edited with care and conscientiousness, and the result is a volume whîch every
lover of Kipling can read with pleasure."

Spectator.-' ' It is very readable. Il ýells us some things which we might not
otherwise have known, and puts together in a conveaient form. many things which
are of common knowledge."
Ontlook.-" SomrrMNG MO= than an attempt at appreciation. Mr

Monkshood has written what all the young men at home, and abroad who treasure
Mr Kiplings writings but have not expressed. The volume is a striking
testimony to the hold work that is clean and sane and virile has upon the
rising generation. And for this we cannot be sufficiently thankfuL"

Globe_-ý' It has at the basis both knowledge and enthusiasm-knowledge of the
works estimated and enthusiasm for them. This book may 'be accepted as a
generous exposition of Mr Kiplings merits as a wTiter. We can well believe that it
wM have many intemted and approving readers."

Irish Time&----e« A well-thought-out and earnest appreciation of the great writer
and hisworks."

Academy.--.-o'l The book should give iti subject pleasure, for Mr Ùonkshood is
very keen and cordiaL Ris criticisms have some shrewdness, too. Here is a
passage ... " (Long quotation follows.)

Su"ay T»unm-" Sure to attact much attention. In it we are ipven a sketch
of Mr Kiplings career and the story of his various -. yorks, along mnth some sane
and balanced crWdL-m. The book is written ýbright1y, thoughtfully, and
informingly."

Booksen«4--ll'It is acxite in on, and sympathetic to the verge of
w0rshi with just as much criticis as will allow that the liera, has his limitation&Monkshoods vmll ormed, and w"Il-inf -w-ritten critique possesses undoubted

ability and atbw:tion."
Yorkshire Herald.--." This work, which is highly appreciative, will be received

withenthusiasm- Froin this point the biography becomes even more mteresunv-
. 4, . Tàe author deals at length with KipUngs works, and with sufficient forýý

ness aqg origivah*ty to, hold the reades attention throughout. The biogmphy
undouFed merit and will be largely read.»

2mCecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.1
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