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CHAPTER 1

‘T prerER the dark style, myself—like my cousin,’ said John
Ralston, thoughtfully,

¢And you will therefore naturally marry a fair woman,’
apswered his compapjon, Hamilton Bright, stopping to look at
the display in a florist’s window, Ralston stood still beside him.

¢ Queer things—orchids,” he observed.

‘Why?' Nothing in the world seemed gqueer or unnatural to
Bright, who was normally constitnted in sll respects, and had
accepted theruniverse withont comment,

‘I am not sure why. I think the soul must look like an
orchid.’

*You are a8 bad as a Boston girl,’ laughed Bright. *Always
thirking of your soul! Why should the soul be like an orchid,
any more than like a banana or & turnip$’

*It must be like something,’ said Ralston, in explanation,

¢If it's anything, it's faith in a gaseous state, my dear man,
and therefore even less visible and lese like anything than the
common or market faith, so to say—the kind you get at from ten
cents to a dollar the seat’s worth, on Sundays, according to the
charge at the particular place of worship your craving for ealva-
tion leads you to frequent.’

‘1 prefer to take mine in a more portable shape,’ answered
Ralston, grimly. ‘By the bottle—mnot by the seat—and very
dry.’
*Yes—if you go om, you'll get ome sort of faith—the lively
evidence of things unseen—snakes, for instance.’

Bright laughed again as he spoke, but he glanced at his friend
with a look of interest which had some auxiety in it. John
Ralgton was said to drink, and Bright was his good angel, ever
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striving to be entertained unawares, and laughing when he was
found out in his good intentions, But if Bright was a very
normal being, Ralston was a very abnormal one, and was, to some
extent, & weak man, though not easily influenced by strong men,
A glance at his face would have convinced any one of that—a
keen, nervous, dark face, with those deep lines from the nostrils
to the corners of the mouth which demote uncertain, and even
dangerous tempers—s square, bony jaw, sggressive rather than
firm, but not coarse—the nose, aquiline but delicate—the eyes,
brown, restless, and bright, the prominence of the temples con-
cealing the eyelids entirely when raised—the forehead, broad,
high, and visibly lean like all the features——the hair, black ard
straight—the cheek hones, moderately prominent, Possibly John
Ralston had a dash of the Indian in his physical inheritance,
which showed iteelf, as it almost always does, in a melancholic
disposition, great endurance and an unnatural love of excitement
in almost any shape, together with an inborn idleness which if
was hard to overcoms.

Nothing is more difficult than to convey by words what should
be understood by actual seeing. There are about fifteen hundred
million human beinge alive to-day, no two of whom are exactly
alike, and we havo really but a few hundreds of words with
which to describe any human being at all, The arfument that
a fow octaves of notes furnish all the musie there is, cannot be
brought against 1z as a reproach. We cannot epeak a dozen
words at onee and produee a single fmpression, any more than we
can puat the noun before the article as we may strike any one note
before or after another, So I have made acknowledgment of
inability to do the impossible, and apology for not being saper-
human.

John Balston was dark, good-looking, nervous, excitable,
enduring, and decidedly dissipated, at the age of five and twenty
years, which he had lately attained at the time of the present
tale. Of his other pgifts, peculiarities and failings, his apeech,
conversation and actions will give an account. As for his position
in life, he was the only son of Katharine Ralston, widow of
Admiral Ralston of the United States Navy, who had heen dead
several years.

«Mrs. Ralston's maiden neme had been Lauderdale, and ahe
was of Scotch descent. Her cousin, Alexander Lauderdale,
married a Miss Camperdowr, a Roman Catholic girl of 8 Kentucky
family, and had two children, both dsughters, the elder of whom
was Mm, Benjamin Slayback, wife of the well-known member of
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Congress. The younger was Katharine Lauderdale, named after
her father's couzin, Mrs. Ralston, and she was the dark cousin
whom John admired.

Hamilton Bright was & distant relative to both of these persons,
Buf by his father’s side he had not originally belonged to New
York, as the others did, but had settled there after spending some
years of his early youth in California and Nevada, and had gone
into business. At four and thirty he was the junior partner in
the important firm of Beman Brothers and Company, Bankers,
who had a magnificent building of their own in Broad Street, and
were very eolidly prosperous, having shown themselves to be
among the fittest to survive the financial storms of the last half
century. Ralston’s friend was a strong, squarely built, very fair
man, of what is generslly called the SBaxon type. At first sight,
he inepired confidenee, and his clear blue eyes were steady and
true. He had that faculty of looking almest superhumanily neat
and spotless under all cireumetances, which is the prerogative of
men with straight, fiaxen bair, pink and white complexions, and
perfect teeth, It was eagy to predict that he would become too
stout with advaneing years, and he was already a heavy man,
though not more than half an inch taller than his friend and
distant cousin, John Ralston, But no one would have believed
at first sight that he was nine years older than the latter,

The nature of friendship between men has been almost as
much discussed za that of love between man and woman, but
with very different results, He laughs at the idea of friendship
who turnz a little pale at the memory of love. At all events,
most of us feel that friendship is generally a less certain and
undeniable thing, inasmuch as it is barder to exclude from it the
element of personal interest and advantage. The fact probably
is, that no onme person cam possibly combine all the elementa
gupposed to make up what every one means by friendship, It
would be far more reasonable to conmstruct one friendship out of
many persons, securing in each of them ope at least of the quali-
ties necessary. For instance, the discreet man, to whom it is safe
to tell setrets when they must be told at all, is not as a matter
of course the man most capable of giving the best advice; nor,
if a certain individual is extremely generous and ready to lend all
he hes to his friend, does it follow that he possesses the tough,
manly nature that will face public scorn rather than abandon that
friend in his hour of need. Some men, too, want sympathy in
their troubles, aud will have it, even at the cost of common sense.
Otkers need encouragement ; others, again, need most of all to be
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told the unpleasant truth about themselves in the moat pleasant
form practicable, Alfogether it seems probable that the ideal
friend must either be an altegether superhuman personage, or a
failure in so far as his own life is concerned

Hamilton Bright approached as nearly to that ideal as his
humanity would allow. He did not in the least trouble himself to
find out why he liked Ralston, and wished fo be of service to him,
and he wisely asked for nothing whatever in return for what he
gave. But he was very far from looking up to him, and perhaps
even from respecting him as he wished that he might. He simply
liked him heféer than other men, and stood by him when he needed
help, which often happened.

They left the florist’s window and walked elowly up Fifth
Avenue. John Raleton was a horn New Yorker and preferred hin
own city to any other place in the world with that solid, satis.
factory, unreasoning prejudice which belongs especially o New
Yorkers and Parisians, and of which it is useless to attempt any
explanation, Hamilton Bright, on the contrary, often wished
himeelf away, and in spite of his excessively correct appearance
even the easy formality of American metropoliten lifs wae irksome
to him., He had loved the West, and iz the midst of great inter-
esty and advantages, he regretted his former existence and daily
longed for the clearer air and bolder breath of Nevada, The only
objects about which he ever displayed much enthusiasm were silver
and caftle, about which Ralsfon knew nothing and cared less,

‘When is it to be?’ asked Bright after a long silence.

Halston looked at him quickly,

‘What?’ he asked in a short tone.

Pright did not answer at once, and when he spoke hiz voice
was rather dull and low.

‘When are you going to be married? Everybody knowa that
you are engaged.’

¢ Then everybody is wrong. I am not engaged’

¢ Oh—1I thought you were. All right’

Another pause followed and they walked om.

¢ Alexander junior said I was a failure,’ observed Ralston at
lart, ‘That was some time ago.’

¢ Oh-—was that the trouble?’

. Bright did not seem to expect any reply to the question, but
his tone was thoughtful.

‘Yes,' answered Ralston, with a short, discontented laugh.
¢ Ho eaid that T wag of no use whatever, that I never did anything
and never shonld.’
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¢That settled it, I suppose.’

*Yes, That settled it. There was nothing more to be said-~
on his gide, at least.’

¢ And how about your gide$’

‘Wae shall ses.’

Ralston shut his lips viciously and his clean-eut, prominent chin
looked determined enough,

*The fact is,’ said his friend, that Alexander junior was not so
awfully far wrong—about the past, at all events. You never did
anything in your life except make yourself agreeable, And you
don’t seem to have succeeded in that with him.’

‘Oh, he used to think me agreesble emough,’ laughed the
younger man. ‘He used to play billiards with me by the morth
for his liver, and then call me idle for playing with him. I suppose
that if I had given up billiards he would bhave been impressed with
the idea that I was about to reform, It wouldwt have cost me
much. T hated the stupid game and only played to amuse him.*

¢ A1l the seme—-I wish I bad your chances—I mean, I wish I
may bave as good a chance as you, when I think of getting married.’

¢My chances!’” Ralston did net smile now, and his tone was
harsh ag he repeated the words. He glanced aé his companion,
‘When will that be?’ he asked after a moment’s pause. *Why
don’t you get married, Ham§ I've often wondered, But then—
you're so cursedly reasonable about everything! I suppose yow'll
stick to the single ticket as long aa you have strength to resist,
and then you'll marry & nurse. 'Wise man ]’

‘Thank you. You're as encouraging as usual.’

“You dor’t need encouragement a bit, old man. You're ro full
of it anyhow, that you can spare a lot for other people. You have
a deuced good effect on my liver, Ham. Do you know itt You
ought to look pleaged.’

‘Oh, yee. Iam, I only wish the encouragement might last
a little longer,

‘I can't help being gloomy sometimes—rather often, I
ought to gay. I faney I'm a born undertaker, or something to do
with funerals, I've tried a lof of other things for a few days and
failed—1 think 'Ll try that, By the by, I'm very thirsty and
here’s the Hoffman House.’

¢ It's not far o the club, if you want to drink,’ cbserved Bright,
stopping on the pavement,

¢You needn’t come in, if you think it's damaging to your repu-
tation,’ answered Ralston,

‘My reputation would stand a good deal of knocking about,
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laughed Bright. *I think my character would bear three nights a
week in a Bowery saloon and spare time put in now and then in a
University Place bar, without any particular harm.’

‘By Jove! 1 wish mine would !’

‘It won'ty eaid Bright. ‘But I wasn't thinking of your
reputation, nor of anything eepecial except that things are generally
better at a club than at a botel.

¢ The Brut is good here. I've tried it—often, Come along.’

¢T'l! wait for you ontside. I’m not thirsty.

‘T told you so retorted Ralston, ‘You're afraid somebody
will see you.’

“You're an idiot, Jack |’

Thereupon Bright led the way into the gorgeous bar, a place
probably unique in the world. A number of pictures by great
French masters hang on the walls—pictures unrivalled, perhaps,
in beauty of execution and insolence of conception, The rest is a
blaze of poiished marbie and woodwork and gleaming metal.

Ralston nodded to the bar-tender.

*What will you have 1’ he asked, turning to Bright.

‘Nothing, thanks. I'm not thirsty.’

* Oh—all right,’ answered Ralston, discontentedly, ‘I'll have
a pint of Irroy Brut with a bit of lemon peel in it, Champagne
isn't wine—it's only a beverage,” he added, turning to Bright as
thongh to explain his reasons for wanting so much,

‘I quite agres with you,” said Bright, lighting a cigar,
*Champagne iso't wine, and it's not fit to drink at the best.
Either give me wine that is wine, or give me whiskey.'

* Whichever you like.’

*Did you eay whiskey, sir}’ enquired the bar-tender, who was
in the act of rubbing the rim of a pint glass with a lemon peel,

*Nothing, thank you. I'm not thirsty, answered Bright a
third time.

*Hallo, Bright, my little man! What are you doing heref
Oh—Jack Ralston—1I see’

The epeaker was a very minute and cheerful specimen of human
New York club life,~—pink-cheeked, black-eyed, meat and brisk,
not more than five feet =ix inches in height, round as a little
barrel, with tiny hands and feet. He watched Ralston, as soon
a8 he noticed him, The bar-tender had emptied the pint bottle of
chempagne into the glass and Ralston had set it to his lips with
the evident intention of finishing it at & draught,

¢Hold on, Jack}’ cried Frank Miner, the small man. ‘I eay
—eaay there! Youw’ll bave apoplexy or something—1I say—'
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*Don’t speak to a man on his drink, Frank,’ eaid Bright,
calmly. *When I drove caftle in the Nacimiento Valley we used
to shoot for that,’

*I shall avoid that place,’ answered Miner.

Raleton drew a long breath as he set down the empty glass,

‘I wanted that,” he gaid, half to himself, *Hallo, Frank—is
that you! What will you have 1’

¢ Nothing—now—thank you,’ anawered Miner. *I've zatisfied
my thiret and cured my tendency to vice by seeing you take that
down. You're a beautiful sight and an awful example for a
thirsty man, Get photographed, Jack—they could eell lots of
copies at temperance meetings, Heard the story about the
femperance tractsal Stop me if you have. Man went out to sell
teetotal tracts in Missouri, Came back and his friends were sur-
prised to see him alive. *‘ Never had such a good time in my life,”
said he. *Every man to whom I offered a tract pulled out a
pistol and said, *Drink or I'll shoot” And here I am.” There's
a chance for you, Jack, when you get stuck.’

Bright and Ralston laughed at the little man's story and all
thres turned and left the bar-room together.

¢ Seen the old gentleman lately ¢’ enquired Frank Miner, as they
came out upon the pavement.

‘Do you mean Uncle Robert 7’ asked Bright.

¢ Yes—Cousin Robert, as we call him.’

‘It always amuses me to hear a little chap like you calling that
old giant “cousin,”’ said Bright.

‘He likes it. It makes him feel frisky. Besides, he is a
sort of cousin. My Uncle Thompson married Margaret Lauder-
dale——.’ ]

*Oh, yes—I know all about the genealogy,’ laughed Bright,

‘Who waa Robert Lauderdale’s own cougin,’ cortinued Miner.
¢ And as Robert Landerdale is your great-uncle and Jack Ralston's
great-uncle, that makes you second cousins to each other and
makes me your—let me see—both '

‘Shuf, up, Frank!’ exclaimed Ralston, You've got it all
wrong again. Uncle Robert isn't Bright's great-uncle, He's first
cousin to your deceased aunt Margaret, who was Bright's grand-
mother, and you're first cousin to his mother and firsé cousin, once
removed, to him ; and he’s my third cousin and you're no relation
{0 me at all, except by your uncle’s marringe, and if you want to
know anything more abont it you have your choice hetween the
family Bible and the Bloomingdale insane asylum—which is a
quiet, healthy place, well situated.’
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“Well then, what relation am I to my Cousiv Robert?’ asked
Miner, with a grin.

* Au imaginary relation, my dear boy.?

“Ob, Isay! Apd his being my very own aunt by marriage’s
own cousin is not to count for anything, beeause you two are such
big devils and I am only a light weight, and you could polish your
boots with me if I made a fuss! It's too bad! Upon my word,
brute force rules society as much as it ever did in the middle ages,
So there goes my long-cherished claim upon g rich relation. How-
ever, you've destroyed the illusion so often before that I know
how to resurrect it.’

‘For that matter,’ said Bright, ‘the fact is about as illusory
as the illusion itself. If you imsist upon being considered as one
of the Lauderdale tribe, we're glad to have you on your own
merits—but you'll get nothing out of it but the glory !

‘I know. It gives me a fictitious air of respectability to be
one of you. Besides, you should be proud to have a man of
lettera——'

¢ Say an author at once,’ suggested Ralston,

#No, T'm honest, if I'm anything,—which iz doubtful A
man of letters, I eay, can be useful in a family. Suppose, for
instance, that Jack invented an electric street-dog, or: !

‘What?' enquired Ralston, with a show of interest. ‘An
electric what§’

1 was only thinking of something new,’ said Miner, thought-
fully.
* I thought you said, an electric street-dog——'

*] did—yes, Bomething of that sort, just for illustration.
I believe they had one at Chieago, with an india-rubber puppy,
—at least, if they didnt, they ought to have had it,—hbut
anything of the kind would do—self-drying ehampagne—anything !
Suppose that Jack invented something useful like that, I could
write it up in the papers, and get up advertisements for it, and
help the family to get rich.’

¢Ta that the sort of literature you cultivate 3 asked Bright.

‘Oh, no! Much more flowery—quite like the flowers of
the field in some ways, for it cometh up—to the editor’s office—
in the morning, and in the evening, if not sooner, it is cut down
—by the editor—dried up, and witherad, or otherwise disposed
of, o that it cannot be said fo reach the general public.’

‘Not very paying, I should think.’

‘Well—not to me. But of course, if there were not so
much of it offered to the magazines and papers, there wouldn't
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be so many people employed by them to read and reject articles.
Bo somebody gets & living out of it, I comsole myeelf with the
certainty that my efforts help to keep at least one man in every
office from starvation. 1 spoke to Cousin Robert about it and
he seemed rather pleased by the ides, and eaid that he would
mention it to his brother, old Mr, Alexander, who’s a philan-
thropigt—-"

*Call him Cousin Alexander,’ suggested Ralaten. ‘Why de
you make any distinction §’

‘Because he’s not the rich one,’ answered Miner, imperturb-
ably, ‘He'll be promoted to be my cousin, if the fortune in left
to him,

‘Then I'm afraid he'll continue to languish among your non-
cousin acquaintances.’

¢ Why shonldn't he inherit the bulk of the property !’ enquired

Miner, speaking more seriously,
" ‘Because he's a philanthropist, and would spend it all on
idiots and * fresh mir funds,” and things of that sort.’

¢ There is Alexander junior,” suggested Miner, "He’s careful
enough, I'm sure. I suppose it will go to him.’

‘I doubt that, too,’ said Bright. ‘Alexander junior goes to
the opposite extreme. However, Jack knows more about that
than T do—and is a nearer relation, besides.’

¢ Ham i right,’ answered John Ralston, thoughtfully., ¢ Cousin
Sandy is the most villaincus, infernal, steel-trap-fingered, patent-
locked old miser that ever sat down in a cellar chinking money bags.’

‘There’s & certain force about your language,’ observed Miner,

¢I believe he’s not rich,’ said Bright. *So he has an excuse.’

‘Poor!’ exclaimed Ralston, contemptuously. “I'm poor.’

‘I wish T were, then—in your way,’ returned BMiner. ‘That
was Irroy Brut, T noticed. It looked awfully good. It's true
that you haven't two daughters, as your Cousin Sandy has.’

‘ Nor a millionaire son-in-law—like Ben Slayback,—Slayback
of Nevada he is, in the Congressional Record, because there’s
anotherfrom somewhere else.’

‘He wears a green tie,’ gaid Miner, eoftly, ‘I saw him two
years ago, before he and Charlotte were married.’

‘I know, angwered Ralston. °Cousin Katharine hatez him,
I belisve. Uncle Robert will probably leave the whole forfune
in frust for Slayback's children, There's a little boy. They
gay he has red hair, like his father, and they have christened Lim
Alexander——merely a8 an expression of hope. It would be just
like Uncle Robert.
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‘I don’t believe it,’ said Bright. But as for Slayback, don’t
abuse him $ill you know him better, I knew him out Wesf,
years ago. He's a brick’

‘He ig precisely the colour of one,’ retorted Ralston,

‘Don’t be spitefnl, Jack.’

*I'm not spiteful. I daresay he's full of virtue, as all horrid
people are—inside. The outside of him is one of nature’s finest
failures, and his manners are awful always—and worse when he
tries to polish them for the evening. He's a corker, a thing to
scare sharks with—it doesw’t follow that he’s been a train-wrecker
or & defaulting cashier, and I dide’t eay it did. Ob, yes—I
know—handsome is that puts its hand into its pocket, and that
gort of thing. Give me some sods water with a proverb in it—
that confounded Irroy wasn’t dry enough.’

Frank Miner looked wup into Bright’s eyes and smiled
surreptitionely. He was walking between his two taller com-
panions., Bright glanced at Ralston’s lean, nervous face, and saw
that the lines of ili-temper had deepened during the last quarter
of an hour. It was not probable that a pint of wine could alone
have any perceptible effect on the man’s head, but it was impossible
to know what potations had preceded the draught.

*No, said Bright. ‘Such speeches as that are not spiteful.
They're foolish. Besides, Slayback’s a friend of mine.’

Miner looked up again, but in surprise, Ralston furned
sharply on Bright,

¢I say, Ham——' he began,

*All right, Jack,’ Bright interrupted, striding steadily along,
*We're not going to quarrel. Stand up for your friends, and I’ll
stand up for mine, That's all.’

‘I haven't any,’ answered Ralston, growing suddenly gloomy

again,

‘Oh! Well—so much the better for you, then.’

For & few moments no one spoke again. Miner broke the
gilence. e was a cheerful little soul, and hated anything like an
unpleazant situstion,

¢ Heard ahout the cow and the collar-stud, Jack?’ he enquired,
by way of coming to the rescue.

* Chestnut !’ growled Ralston,

¢Of course,’” answered Miner, who was nevertheless convineed
that Ralston had not heard the joke. I wasn’t going to fell it.
It only struck me just then,’

‘Why{ asked Bright, who failed fo see any connection between
& cow, & stud and Ralston’s bad humour.
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*The {rouble with you, Bright, is that you're so painfully
literal,” returned Miner, who bad got himself into a conversational
diffieulty. *Now I wes thinking of a figurative cow.’

‘What haa that to do with it{’ enquired Bright, inexorably.

‘It’s very simple, I'm sure, Ien’t it, Jack?’

*Perfectly,’ answered Ralston, absently, as he watched a figure
that attracted his attention fifty yards shead of him,

‘There!’ exclaimed Miner, triumphantly. ‘Jack saw it at
ones, Of course, if you want me to explain anything so perfectly
idiotiec——

‘(Oh, don't bother, I'm stupid to-day,’ said Bright, completely
mystified,

‘What's the joke, anyhow 1’ asked Ralston, suddenly realising
that Miner had spoken to him. ‘I said I understood, but I didn’t,
in the least. I was thinking about that-—about Slayback—and
then I saw somebody I knew, and I didn’t hear what you said.’

‘¥ou dide’t lose mueh, answered BMiner. ‘I should be
slucerely grateful if you'd drop the subject, which is a painful one
with me, If anything can touch me to tha quick, it's the horrible
certainty that I've pulled the trigger and that the joke hasn’t gone
off, not even flashed in the pan, or fizzied, or sputtered and petered
out, or even raised itself to the level of a decent failure, fit for
immediate burial if for nothing else.’

‘You're getting a little mixed in your similes, Frank,’ observed
Bright.

fThe last one reminds me of what Bright and I were talking
of before you joined us, Frank,’ aaid Ralston.

¢ Borial ¢’

‘The next thing before jt—undertakers. I'm thinking of
becoming one. PBright says it's the only thing I’ve not tried, and
that as I have the elements of euccess in my character, I must
necessarily succeed in that. There's a large establishment of the
kind in Sixth Avenue, not far from here. I think I'll call and
see & member of the firm,’

* All #ight,’ assented Miner, with a Jaugh. ‘Take me in with
you as epitaph-writer, I'll treat your bedies to a display of the
English language that will make them sit up.’

¢T believe you could !’ exclaimed Bright, with a laugh.

Ralaton turned to the left, into Thirty-second Street. His
companions, quite indifferent as to the direction they took,
followed his lead,

4T'm going to do it, Ham, you know,” seid Ralston, as they
walked along.
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‘Whatt’

‘I'm going to the undertakers in Sixth Avenne.’

¢ All right—if you think it amusing.’

‘Well all go. It’'s appropriate to go as a hody, if one goes
there at all.’

‘Frank, said Bright, gravely, ‘be funny if you can. Be
ghastly if' you like. But if you make puns, make them at a man
of your own size, It's pafer.’

The little man chirped pleasantly in answer, ag he trotted
along between the two. He believed, innocently emough, that
Bright aud Ralston had been at the poiut of a quarrel, and that
he had saved the situation with his nonsense.

At the end of the street, where it makes a corner with Broad-
way, stands & big hotel. Ralston glanced at the door on Thirty-
second Street, which is the ladies’ entranee, and stopped in his walk,

‘I want to leave a card on mome people at the Imperial,’ he
gaid. ‘I'll be back in a moment.” And he disappeared within,

Bright and Miner stood waiting outside.

‘Do you believe that—about leaving & card}’ asked Miner,
after a pause,

1 don’t know,’ anewered Bright.

¢ Because I think he’s got the beginning of a *“jag ¥ on him now.
He’s gone in for something short to settle that long drink., Pity,
isn’t it 3’

Bright did not answer at once.

1 eay, Frank,’ be gaid at last, ‘don’t talk about Jack’s drinking
—there's a good fellow. He'll get over it all right, some day.’

‘People do talk about it a good deal’ anewered Miner, I
don’t think P'm worse than other people, and I'll try to talk less.
But it's been pretty bad, lately. The trouble is, you can’t tell
juet how far gone he is. He has & strong head—up to a certain
point, and then he's a fiend, all at once. And be's always quarrel-
some, even when he's sober, so that's no sign.’

‘Poor chap! He inherits it fo some extent. His father could
drink more than most men, and generally did.!

‘Yoo, T met a man the other day—a fellow in the Navy—
who told me they had no end of stories of the old Admiral. But

. 1o one ever gaw him the worse for it.’

‘That's true enough. But no nerves will last through two
generations of whiskey.’

‘I suppose mot.' Miner paused. ‘You see, he continued,
presently, ‘he could have left his eard in half the time he’s been
in there. Come in. 'We shall find him at the bar.'
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‘No, said Bright. ‘I won't spy on him. I shouldn’t like it
myzelf)’

¢ And be says be has no friends |’ exclaimed Miner, not without
admiration.

¢ Oh, that's only his way when he’s cross. Not that his friends
are of any use to him. He'll have to work out his own ealvation
alone—or his own dsmnation, poor devil I’

Before Miner made any anawer, Ralston came out again. His
face looked drawn and weary and there were dark shadows under
his eyes. He stood still a moment on the threshold of the door,
looked deliberately to the left, towards Broadway, then to the
right, along the street, and at last at hiz friends. Then he slowly
lighted s cigarette, brushed a tiny particle of ash from the sleeve
of his rough black coat and came out upon the pavement, with a
quick, decided step.

‘Now then, I’m ready for the undertaker,” he said, with a
gour smile, ‘Borry to have kept you waiting so long,’ he added,
az though by an afterthought,

¢Not a bit,” answered Miner, cheerfully.

Bright said nothing, and his quiet, healthy face expressed
nothing, But as they went towards the crossing of Broadway,
he was walking beside Ralston, instead of letting little Frank
Miner keep his place in the middle.



OHAPTER II

It was between three and four o’clock, and Broadway was
crowded, as it generally is at that time in the afterrcon. In the
normal life of a great city, the crowd flows and ebbs in the
thoroughfares as regularly as the blood in a living body. From
that mysferions, grey hour, when the firsf distant rumble is heard
in the deserted atreets, just before the outlines of the chimneys
become distinet against the clouds or the mwrky eky, when the
night-worker and the man of pleasure, the day-labourer and
the dawn, all mest for a brief moment at one of the eroseings in
dsily life’'s labyrinth, through all the four and twenty hours
in which each pulsation is completed, until that dull, far-off
roll of the earliest cart echoes again, followed within a few
minutes by many others,—round and round the clock again, with
unfailing exactness, you may note the same rise and fall of the
life-stream.

The point at which Ralston and his companions crossed Broad-
way iy a parficularly busy one, It is near wmany of the prineipal
theatres ; there are a number of big hotels in the neighbourhood ;
there are some fashionable shops; it is only one short block from
the junction of Broadway and Sixth Avenue, where there is an
important station of the elevated road, and there are the usumal
carts, vans and horse-cars chasing each other up and down, and
not leaving even enough road for two carriages to pass one another
on either side of the fracks. The streams of fraffic meet noisily,
and thump and bump and jostle through the difficulty, and & man
standing there may watch the expression change in all the faces as
they approach the point. The patural look disappears for a
moment ; the eyes glance nervously to the right and left; the lips
are set as though for an effort; the very carriage of the body is
different, 28 though the muscles were tightened for an exertion
which the frame may or may not be called upon to make instantly
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without warning. It is an odd sight, though ome which few
people see, every one heing concerned to some extent for his own
aafety, and oblivious of hin neighbour’s dangers,

Ralston and the others stood at the corner waiting for an
opportunity to pass. There was a momentary interruption of the-
line of wvehicles or the up-town side, which was nearest to them,
Ralston sfepped forward first toward the track. Glancing to the
left, he saw & big express cart coming up at full speed, and or the
other track, from his right as he stood, a horse-car was coming
down, followed at some distance by s large, empty van. The
horse-car was nearest to him, and passed the corner briskly. A
small boy, wheeling an empty perambulator and leading a good-
looking rough terrier by a red string, crossed towards Ralston
between the horse-car and the van, dragging the dog after him,
and was about to cross the other track when he saw that the
express cart rattling up town waa close upon him. He paused,
and drew back a little to let it pass, pulling back his perambu-
lator, which, however, caught sideways between the rails, At the
pame instant, the clanging bell and the clatter of a fire engine,
followed by a hook and ladder cart, and driven at full speed,
produced a sudden commotion, and the man who was driving the
empty van looked backward and hastened his horees, in order to
get out of the way. In the confusion the little boy and his
perambulator were in danger of annihilation.

Ralston jumped the track, snatched the boy in one arm and
lifted the perambulator bodily with his other hand, throwing them
acrose the second pair of rails ss he sprang. He feil at full length
in the carriage way. He lay quite still for a moment, and the
horses of the empty van stuck out their fore-feet and stopped with
& plunge close beside him. The people paused on the pavement,
and one or two came forward to help him, There is no policeman
at this crossing as a rule, as there is one a block higher, at the
main corner. Ralston was not hurt, however, though he had
narrowly escaped losing his foot, for the wheel of one of the
vehicles had torn the heel from his shoe. He was on his legs in
a few moments, holding the {errified boy by the eollar, and lectur-
ing him roughly upon the folly of doing risky things with a ner-
ambulator. Meanwhile the horse-cars and wagons which had
blocked the crossing having moved off in opposite directions,
Bright and Frank Miner ran across, Bright was very pale as he
passed his arm through Ralston’s and drew him away. Miner
lpoked at him with eilent admiration, having al! his life longed to
be the hero of some such accident,
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‘T wish you wouldr’t do such things, Jack,’ said Bright, in hia
calm voice. ©Are you hur$?’

‘Not & bit,’ answered Ralston, who seemed to have enjoyed
the excitement. ‘The thing almost took off my foot, though, I
can’t walk. Come over to the Imperial again. IIl get brushed
down, and take a cab, Come along—T can’t stand this erowd,
There’ll be a reporter in a minute,’

Without further words the three recroased the street to the
hotel.

‘T don’t suppose the most rigid doctor would object to my
having something to drink after that tumble,’ observed Ralston,
a8 they passed through the crowded hall.

‘Every man is the best judge of what he wants,’ anawered
Bright.

Few people noticed, or appeared to notice, Ralston’s dilapidated
condition, his smashed hat, his dusty clothes and his heelless shoe,
He found & hall-hoy who brushed him, and little Frank Miner did
his best to reatore the hat to an appearance of respectability.

¢ All right, Frank,’ aaid Ralston. ¢Don’t bother—I'm going
home in a csb, you know.’

He led the way to the bar, swallowed half & tumbler of whiskey
neat, and then got into & carriage. )

8ee you this evening,’ he said briefly, as he nodded to Bright
and Miner, and shut the cab door after him,

The other two watched the carriage a moment, as it drove
away, and then looked at one another. Miner had a trick of
moving his right ear when he was puzzied. It is rather an un-
usual peculiarity, and his friends knew what it meant. As Bright
Iooked at him the ear began to move slowly, backwards and
forwards, with a slight upward motion. Pright smiled,

‘You needn’t wag it so far, Frank,’ be said. ‘He's going
home, It will be all right now.’

*I suppose go—or I hope so, at least. I wonder if M,
Raleton is in.’

‘Why ¥’

‘The trouble with you intelligent men im that you have no
sense,’ answered the little man. “He's had another drink—four
fingers it was, too——end he’s been badly shaken up, and he had
the beginning of a “jag” on before, and bhe's going home in a
rolling cab, which makes it worse, If he meets his mother,
there’ll be a row. That's all. Even when I was o boy it wasn't
good form to be drunk before dinner, and nobody drinks now—at
least, not aa they used to, Well—it’s none of my business.’
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tI¢'s everybody’s business,’ eaid Bright. ‘But a barder man
to handle I don’t know. He'll either come to grief er glory, or
both together, one of these days, It's not the quantity he takes—
it’s the confounded irregularity of him. I'm poing to the club—
are you coming ' '

‘T may as well correet my proofs there as anywhere else.
_ Pocket’s full of them.’ Miner tapped his round lLittle chest with
gl air of some importance,

{ Proofs, ey Something new’

*I've worn them out, my boy. They'ra incapable of returning
me with thanke any more—until next fime. I've worn them out,
heel and toe,—right out.’

*Is it a book, Frank ¥’

‘Not yet. But it's going to be. This is the first—a series of
essays, you know-—this is the wedge, and I've got it in, and I'm
going fo drive it for all I'm worth, and when there are six or
seven they’ll make a book, together with some other things—some.
thing in the same style—which have appeared before.’

‘I'm very glad, old man, I congratulate you. Go in and
win.’
¢It’s an awful life, though,” said Frank Miuer, growing suddenly
grave.

Bright glanced at the neat, rotund little figure, at the pink
cheeks and bright eyes, and he smiled quietly.

‘Tt's not wearing you to the bone yet,” be obaerved.

¢Qh—that's no sign | Look at Napoleon. He had rather my
figure, I believe. 'What's the good of getting thin about things,
suyhow? It's only unhappy people who get thin. You work
hard enough, Ham, in yonr humdrum way—oh, I don't envy your
lot l—and you're laying it on, Ham, you're laying it on steadily, year
after year, You'll be a fat man, Ham—ever o much fatter than
I am, because there's twice as much of you, to begin with.
Besides, you've got & big chest and that makes 2 man look stont.
But then, you den’t care, do you ! You're perfectly happy, g0 you
get fat. So would Apollo, if he were a successful banker, and
gave up bothering sbout goddesses and things, As for me, I
about keep my weight. Given up bread, though—last summer.
Bad thing, bread’’

Bo Miner chattered on as he walked by his friend’a side,
towarde the club. There was no great talent in him, though he
had drifted into literature, and of industry he had not so much as
ke made people believe, But he posseased the treasure of cheerful-
ness, and dispensed it freely in his conversation, whereas in his

g
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writings he etrove at the production of gruiesome and melancholy
tales, stories of suffering and horror, the analysis of pain and the
portraiture of death in many forms, The contradiction between
the disposition of literary men and their works is often a curious
study.

Mra, Ralston was at home that aftermoon, or rather, to be
accurate in the social sense, she was in, and had given orders to
the general effect that only her particular friends were to be
admitted. This, again, is a statement susceptible of misapprehen-
gion, as she had not really any particular friends in the world, but
only acquaintances in divers degrees of intimacy, who called them-
selves her friends and sometimes called one another her enemies.
But of such matters ghe took little heed, and was at no pains to
eet people right with regard to her private opinion of them. She
did many kind things within society’s limits and without, but she
was wise enough to expect nothing in return, being well aware that
real gratitude is a mysterious cryptogam like the truffle, and indeed
closely resembling the latter in its rarity, its spontaneous growth,
its unprepossessing appearance, and in the fact that it is more often
found aud enjoyed by the lower animals than by man.

It may be as well to elucidate here the somewhat intricate
points of the Lauderdales’ genealogy and connections, seeing that
both have a direct Dearing upon the life of Katharine Lauderdale,
of John Ralston, and of many others who will appear in the course
of this episodic history.

In cld times the primeval Alexander Lauderdale, a younger son
of an_honourable Scotch family, brought his wife, with a few goods
and no particular chattels, to New York, and t.hey had two song,
Alexander and Robert, and died and were buried. Of these two
sons the elder, Alexander, did very well in the world, married a
girl of Dutch family, Auna Van Blaricorn, and had three sons, and
he and his wife died and were buried beside the primeval
Alexander.

Of these three sons the eldest was Alexander Lauderdale, the
philanthropist, of whom mention has been made, who was alive at
the fime this story begins, who married & young girl of Puritan
lineage and some fortune, She died when their only son, Alexander
Landerdale junior, was twenty-two years of age. The latter
married Emma Qamperdown, of the Eentucky Catholic family, and
had two daughters, the elder, Charlotte, married at the present
time to Benjamin Slayback of Nevada, member of Congress, the
younger, Katharine Landerdale, being John Ralston's dark cousin.

80 much for the firet of the three sons, The second was



L EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 19

Robert Lauderdsle, the famous millionaire, the Uncle Rolert
gpoken of by Ralston and the others, who never married, and was
at the fime of this tale about seventy-five years of age. He
originally made a great rum by a fortunate investment in a piece .
of land which lies in the heart of the present city of Chicago, and
having begun with real estate he stuck to it like the wise man he
was, and its value doubled and decupled and centupled, and no
one knew how rich he was, He was the second son of the elder
son of the primeval Alezander.

The third son of that elder son was Ralph Lauderdale, who
was killed at the battle of Chancellorsville in the Civil War,
He married a Miss Charlotte Mainwaring, whose father had been
an Englishman settled somewhere in the South. Katharine, the
widow of the late Admiral Ralston, was the only child of their
marriage, and her only child was John Ralston, second cousin to
Katharine Landerdale and Mrs. Slayback.

But the primeval Alexander had a second son Robert, who had
only one daughter, Margaret, married to Rufus Thompeon. And
Rufus Thompson’s sister married Livingston Miner of New York,
and was the mother of Frank Miner and of three unmarried
daughters. That is the Miner connection.

And on the Lauderdale gide Rufus Thompscn had cre daughter
by his wife, Margaret Lauderdale; and that daughter married
Richard Bright of Cincinnati, who died, leaving two children,
Hamilton Bright and his sister Hester, the wife of Walter Crowdie,
the eminent painter of New York, This is the relationship of the
Brights to the Lauderdales. Bright, John Ralston and Katharine
Lauderdale were all descended from the same great-great-grand-
father-—the primeval Alexander. And as there is nothing duller
to the ordinary mind than genealogy, except the laborious process
of tracing it, little more shall be said about it hereafter, and the
ingenious reader may refer to these pages when he is in doubt,

It has been shown, however, that all these modern individuals
with whom we have to do come from a common stock, except little
Frank Miner, who could only boast of a connection by marriage.
For it was a good stock, and the families of all the women who
bad married into it were proud of it, and some of them were glad
to gpeak of it when they had a chance, None of the Lauderdales
had ever come to any great distinetion, it is true, except Robert,
by his fabulous wealth, Bui nome of them had ever dome auy-
thing dishonourable either, nor even approaching it. There bad
nof even been a divorce in the family. Some of the men had
fought in the war, and one had been killed, and, through Robert,
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the name was & power in the country. It was said that there had
never been any wild blood in the family either, until Ralph
married Mizs Mainwaring, and that John Ralston got all his faults
from his grandmother, But that may or may not be frue, seeing
that no one knows much of the early youth of the primeval
Alexander before he came to this country.

It j» probably easier for & man to describe a man than a woman,
The converse may possibly be true also. Men see men, on the
whole, very much aa they are, each man being to each other an
aspemblage of facts which can be catalogued and referred to. But
most men receive from woman an indefinite and perhaps un-
definable impression, besides, and sometfimes rltogether at variance
with what is merely visible, It in very hard to convey any ides
of that impression to a third person, even in the actual presence of
the woman deseribed ; it is harder still when the only means are
the limited black and white of printed English.

Katharine Lauderdale, at least, had a fair share of beauty of a
certain typical kind, a general conception of which belongs to
everybody, but her aunt Katharing had not even that, No one
ever called Katharine Ralston beantiful, and yet no one had ever
classed her among pretty girls when she had been young. Between
the two, between prettiness and beanty, there is a debatable
country of brown-skinned, bright-eyed, swift-like women of aquiline
feature, and sometimes of almost man-like energy, who suceeed in
the world, and are often worshipped for three things—their endur-
ance, their smile and their voice. They are women who by laying
no claim to the immunities of womanhood acquire a direct right
to consideration for their own sakes, They also may often possess
that mysterious gift known ss charm, which is incomparably more
valuable than all the classic heauty and perfection of colouring
which nature can accumulate in one individual, Beauty fades;
wit wears ouf ; but charm is not evanescent.

Katharine Ralston had it, and sometimes wondered what it was,
and even tried to understand herself by determining clearly what
it was not. But for the most part ghe thoeght notbing about it,
which is probably the best rule for preserving it, if it needs any
sort of preservation.

Outwardly, her son strongly resembled ker. He had from her
his dark complexion, his lean face and his brown eyes, as well as a
certain grace of figurs and a free carriage of the head which belong
to the pride of station—a little exaggerated——which both mother
and son possessed in a high degree, Katharine Ralston did nof
talk of her family, but she believed in it, a8 something in which it
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waa good to believe from the bottom of her heart, and ehe had
brought up John to feel that he came from a stock of gentlemen
and gentlewomen who might be bad, but could not be mean, nor
anything but gentle in the vague, heraldic sense of that good word,

She was a sensible woman and saw her son's faults, They
were not small, by any means, nor insignificant by their nature,
nor convenient feults for a young gentlemar about town who had
the reputation of having tried several occupations and of baving
fafled with quite equal brilliancy in all. But they were not faults
that estranged him from her, though she suffered much for hie sake
in a certain way. She would rather have had him a drunkard, a
gambler, almoeat a murderer, than have seen him furn out a
hypoerite. She would far rather have seen him killed before her
than have known that he had ever lied to seve himself, or done
any of the mean liftle sins, for which there may be repentance
here and forgiveness hereafter, but from the pollution of which
honour knows no purification,

Religion ehe had none whatever, and frankly owned the fact if
questioned directly. But she made no profession of atheism and
gave no grounds for her unbelief. She merely said that she could
not believe in the existence of the soul, an admission which at once
gettled all other kindred points, so far ag she waa concerned. But
she regretted her own position. In her childhood, her ideas had
been unsettled by the comstant diseussions which took place
between her parents, Her father, like all the Lauderdales, had
been a Presbyterian.  Her mother had been ar Episeopelian, and,
moreover, a woman alternately devout and doubting. Katharine
shared neither the prejudices nor the convictions of either, Then
ke had married Admiral Ralston, & man, like many officers of the
Navy, of considerable scientific acquirements, and full to overflow-
ing of the scientific arguments against religion, which were even
more popular in his day than they are now, What little hold the
elder Katharine hed etill posseszed upon an undefined futnre state
was finally destroyed by her sailor hushand’s rough, sledge-hammer
arguments. In the place of religion she get up & sort of code of
honour to which she rigidly adhered, and in the observance of
which sghe brought up her only son,

It ia worth remarking that until he finally left college she
encouraged him to be religious, if he would, end regularly took
him to church so long as he was & boy, She even persuaded his
father not to talk atheism before him ; and the admiral, who was
a8 conservative as only republicans can be, was guite willing to
let the young fellow chooae for himself what he should believe or
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reject when he should come to years of dincretion. Up to the age
of twenty-one, Jack had heen & remarkably sober and thoughtful
young fellow. He began to change soon after his father died.

Ralston let himself in with his key when he got home and
went upstairs, supposing that his mother was out, as she usually
was at that hour, 8he heard his feotstep, however, as he passed
the door of her own mitting-room, on the first landing, and having
no idea that anything was wrong, she called to him,

‘Ta that you, Jack 7’

Ralston stopped and in fhe dusk of the staircase realised for
the first time that he was not sober, He made an effort when he
spoke, answering through the closed door.

*It's all right, mother ; Fll be down in a few minutes.’

Something nnusual iz the tone of his voice must have struck
Mra Balston. He had made but two steps forward when she
opened the door, throwing the light full upon him.

¢What's the matter, Jack ?’ she asked, gquietly.

Then she saw hiz face, the deep lines, the drawn expression,
the shadows under the eyes and the unnatwral dull light in the
eyes themselves, And in the same glance she saw that his hat
wes battered and that his clothes were dusty and stained. She
knew well enough that he drank more then was good for him,
but she had never before seen him in such a state. The broad
daylight, too, and the disorder of his clothes made him look much
more intoxicated than he really was. Katharine Ralston stood
still in silence for a moment, and looked at her son. Her face
grew a little pale just before she spoke again,

‘Are you sober enough to take care of yourself}’ she asked
rather harghly, for there was a dryneas in her throat.

John Ralston was no weakling, and was, moreover, theroughly
accustorned to controlling his nerves, as many men are who drink
habitnally — until the nerves themselves give way. He drew
himgelf np avd felt that he was perfectly sieady before he
answered in measured tones

“I’'m eorry you should see me just now, mother. I had a little
accident, and I took some whiskey afterwards to steady me It
has gone to my head. I'm very sorry.

That was more than enough for his mother. She came swiftly
forward, and gently tcok him by the arm to lead him into her
room. But Ralston’s sense of honour was not quite satisfied.

¢It's partly my fault, mother. I had been taking other things
befora, but I was all right until the accident happened.’

Mrs Ralston smiled almost imperceptibly. She was glad that
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he should be so honest, even when he was o far gone.  She led
him through the door into her own rcom, and made bim pit down
in a comfortable chair near the window,

‘Never mind, Jack,’ she said, ‘Pm just like a man about
underetanding thmgs I know you won't do it again.’

But Ralston knew his own weakness, and made no rash
promises then, though a great impulse arose in Lis misty under-
standing, bidding him then aud there make a desperately solema
vow, and keep it, or do away with himself if he failed, He only
howed his head, and sat down, as his mother bid him. He was
ashamed, and he was a man fo whom shame was particularly
bitter,

Mrs. Raleton got some cold water in a little bow), and bathed
his forehead, touching him as tenderly a8 she would have touched
a gick child. He submitted readily enough, and turned up his
brows gratefully to ber hand.

‘Your head is a little braized,’ she said. ¢ Were you hurt any-
where else? What happened? Can you tell me now, or would
you rather wait{’

¢Oh, it was nothing much,’ answered Ralefon, speaking more
easily now. ‘There was a boy, with a perambulator, getting
between the cars and carts, I got him out of the way, and
tumbled down, because there wasn't even time to jump. I threw
myself after the boy—somehow. The wheel took off the heel of
my boot, but I wase’t hurt. DP'm all right now. Thank you,
mother dear. There never was anybody like you to understand.’

Mrs. Ralston was very pale again, but John could rot see her
face.

‘Don’t riek such things, Jack,’ she gaid, in a low voice,
* They hurt one badly.’

Ralston said nothing, but tock her hand and kissed it gently.
She pressed his silently, and touched his matted hair with ber
tightly shut lips, Then he got up,

‘Tl go to my room, now,” he said. ‘I'm much butter. It
will be all gone in half an hour. I suppose it was the shaking,—
but I did awallow a big dose after my tumble.’

¢ Say nothing more about it, my dear,’ answered Mrs, Ralston,

uietly.
’ Stlig turned from bitn, ostensibly to set the bowl of water upon
& table. But she kmew that he could not be perfectly bimself
again in 80 short a time, and if be waa still unsteady, she did not
.wish to see it—for her own sake,
¢ Thank you, mother,’ he said, as he left the room.
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Bhe might have watched him, if she had chosen to do so, and
she would have seen nothing unuaual now—mnothing but his dusty
clothes and the slight limp in his geit, caused by the loss of one
low heel. He was young, and his nerves were pood, and he had a
very strong ineentive in the shame be still felt. Moreover, under
ordinary circumstances, even the quantity he had drunk would
not have produced any visible bodily effect on him, however it
might have affected his naturally uncertain temper. It was quite
true that the fall and the excitement of the accident had shaken
him,

He reached his own room, shut the door, and then gat down to
look at himself in the glass, a¢ men under the influence of drink
very offen do, for some mysterious reason. Possibly the drunken
man has a vague ides that he can get control over himwelf by
staring at his own image, and into the reflsction of his own eyes.
John Ralston never stayed before the mirror longer than was
absolutely necessary, except when he had taken too mueh,

But to-day he was conscious that, in spite of appearances, he
wad rapidly becoming bodily sober. If it had all happened at
night, he wonld have wound up at a elub, and would probably
have come home in the small hours, in order to be sure of not
finding his mother downstairs, and he would have been in a very
dubious condition. But the broad light, the eold water, his pro-
found shame and his natural nerve had now combined to restore
him, outwardly at least, and so far az he was conscious, to his
normal state.

He bathed, locked at the clock, and saw that it was mnot yei
five, and then dressed himseif as though to go out. But, before
doing 8o, he sat down and smoked a cigarette. He felt nervously
active now, refreshed and able to face anything. Before he had
half finished smoking he had made up his mind to show himself
to his mother and then to go for a walk before dinner.

He glanced once more at the mirror to assure himself that he
wag not mistaken, and was surprised at the quick change in his
-appearance, His colour had come back, his eyes were quiet, the
deeper lines were gone from his face—lines which shounld never
have been there at five and twenty. He turned away, well pleased,
and went briskly down the stairs, though it waa already growing
dark, and the stepe were high. After all, he thought, it was prob-
ably the losa of the heel from his shoe that had made him walk
unsteadily. Such an absurd accident had never happened to him
before. He Imocked at the door of his mother’s sitting-room, and
she bade him come in.
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*You see, mother, it was nothing, after all,’ he said, going up
to her aa she sat befors the fire,

8he looked up, saw his face, and then smiled happily.

‘I'm no glad, Jack,’ she answered, springing to her feet and
kissing him. ° You have no idea how you looked when I saw you
there on the landing. Y thought you were really—quite—but
quite, quite, you know, my dear boy.’

She shook her head, still emiling, and holding both his hands,

‘T'm going for a bit of a walk before dinner,’ he said, *Then
we'll have a quiet evening topether, and I ghall go to bed early.’

‘That’s right. The walk will do you goed. You're quite
wonderful, Jack 1’ She laughed ontright—he looked so perfectly
sober. ‘Don’t drink any more whiskey to-dey !’ she added, not
half in earnest.

‘Never fear!’ And he laughed too, without any euspicion of
himself,

He walked rapidly down the street in the warm glow of the
svening, heedless of the direction he fook. By fate or by habit,
he found himeelf a quarter of ar hour later opposite to Alexander
Lauderdale’s honse, He paused, reflected a moment, then ascended
the steps and rang the bell.

‘Is Miss Eatharine at home}’ he enquired of the girl who
opened the door.

*Yes, sir. She came in & moment ago.’

John Ralston entered the house without further question.



CHAPTER III

Barsron entered the library, as the room was called, although
it did not contain wany books, The house way an old-fashioned
one in Clinton Place, which nowadays is Weat Fighth Sfreet,
between Fifth Avenue and Sixth Avenue, a region reapectable and
full of boarding-houses. In accordance with the customs of the
{imea in which it had been built, the ground floor contained three
good-gized rooms, known in all such houses a8 the Iibrary, the
drawing-room or ‘ parlour,” and the dining-room, which waa at the
back and bad windows upon the yard. The drawing-room, being
under the middle of the house, had no windows at all, and was
therefore really available only in the evening, The libraty, where
Ralston waited, was on the front.

Thera was an air of gravity about the place which he had never
liked. It was not exactly gloomy, for it was on too small a scale,
nor vulgarly respectable, for such objects as were for ornament
were in good taste, as a few engravings from serious pictures by
great masters, 8 good portrait of the primeval Alexander Lauder-
dale, a small bronze reproduction of the Faun im the Naples
museum, two or three fairly good water-colours, which were appar-
enfly views of Scotch ecenery, and a big blue china vase with nothing
init. With a little betier arrangement, these things might have
gone far. Buti the engravings and pictures were hung with respect
to symmeiry rather than with regard to the light. The stiff
furniture was stiffly placed against the wall The books in the
low shelves opposite to the fireplace were chiefly bound in black,
in various stages of shabbiness, and Ralston knew that they were
largely works on religion, and reports of ingtitutions more or less
educational or philanthropic. There was a writing-table near the
window, upon which a few papers and writing materials were
arranged with a neatness not businesslike, but aystematically
peat for ita own sake~-the note paper was piled with precision
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upen the middie of the blotter, upon which lay also the penwiper,
and a perfectly new stick of bright red sealing-wax, so that every-
thing wounld have to be moved before any one could possibly write
a letter. The carpet was old, and hed evidently been taken to
pieces and the breadths refitted with a view to concealing the
threadbare parts, but with effect disastrous to the continuity of
the large green and black pattern. The house was heated by a
furnace and there was no fire in the grim fireplace. That was for
economy, as Ralston knew.

For the Lauderdales were evidently poor, though the old phil-
anthropist who lived upstaira was the only living brother of the
arch-millionaire. But Alexander senior spent his life in getting as
much as he could from Robert in order to put it into the education
of idiots, and would cheerfully have fed his son and daughter-in-
law and Katharine on bread and water for the sake of educating
one idiot more. The same is a part of philanthropy when it
becomes professional. Alexander junior had a magnificent reputa-
tion for probity, and was concerned in business, being connected
with the administration of a great Trust Company, which bronght
him a fixed salary, Beyond that he assured his family that he
had never made a dollar in his life, and that oanly his healtl, whick
indeed was of iron, stood between them and starvation, an argu-
ment which he used with foree to crush any frivolous tendency
developed in his wife and daughter. He had dark hair just turn-
ing to a steely grey, stesl-groy eyes, and a long, clean-shaven, steel-
grey upper lip, but his eyebrows were still black., His teeth were
magnificent, but he had so little vanity that he bardiy ever smiled,
except as a matter of politeness. He had looked pleased, however,
when Benjamin Slayback of Nevada bad led his daughter Charlotte
from the altar. Slayback had loved the girl for her beauty and
had taken her penniless ; and Uncle Robert had given her o few
thousands for her bridal outfit Alexander junior had therefore
been at no expense for ber marriage, except for the cake and decora-
tions, but it was long before he ceased to speak of his expenditure
for those items. Ae for Alexander senior, he really had no money
except for idiota; he wore his clothes threadbare, had his overcoats
turned, and seeretly bought his shoes of a little Italian shoemaker
in Bouth Fifth Avenue. He was said to be over eighty years of
age, but was in reality not much older than his rich brother
Rabert.

It would be hard to imagine purroundings more uncongenial to
Mra, Alexander junior, as Katharine Lauderdale’s mother waa
generally called. Aa ardent Roman Catholic, she was bound fo
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a family of rigid Presbyterians; a woman of keen artistic sense,
ghe wag wedded to n man whose only measure of things waa their
money-value; a pature originally susceptible to the charm of all
outward surroundings, and inclining to a taste for modest luxury
rather than to excessive economy, she had married one whom she
in her heart believed to be migerly, She admitted, indeed, that
she would probably bave married her husband again, under like
circumatances. The child of a ruined Bouthern family, loyal
during the Civil War, she had been brought early to New Vork,
and almost as soon a8 she was seen in society, Aloxander Lauder-
dale had fallen in Iove with her. He had seemed to her, a8 indeed
he was still, a splendid epecimen of manhood ; he was not rich,
but wus industrious and was the nephew of the great Robert
Lauderdale. Even her fastidious people could not say that he
wag not, from a social point of view, of the best in New York,
She had loved him in a girlish fashion, and they had been married
at once. It was all very natural, and the union might assuredly
have turned out worse than it did.

Seeing that according to her hushand’s continual assurances
they were growing poorer and poorer, Mra. Alexander had long
age begun to turn her natural gifta to account, with & view to
making a little money wherewith fo provide herself and her
deughters with a few harmless luxuries. She had tried writing
and had failed, but she had been more successful with painting,
and had produced some exceilent miniatures, Alexander jumior
had at first protested, fearing the artistic tribe as a whole, and
dreading lest his wife should develop a taste for things Bohemian,
guch &g palms in the drawing-room, and going to the opera in the
gallery rather than mot going at all. He did not think of any-
thing else Bohemian within the range of possibilities, except,
perhaps, dirty fingers, which disgusted bim, and unpunctuality,
which drove him mad. Bubt when he saw that his wife earned
money, and ceaged to ask him for amall sums to be spent on gloves
and perishable hata, he rejoiced greatly, and began to suggest that
ghe shouild invest her savings, placing them in his hands at five
per cent interest. But poor Mrs. Alexander never was so guccess-
ful as to have any savings to invest. Her husband accepted
gratefully a miniature of the two girls which she once painted as
a surprise and gave him af Chrisimas, and he secretly priced it
during the following week at a dealer’s, and was pleased when the
man offered him fifty dollam for it,—which illustrates Alexander's
thoughtful dispoaition.

This was the household in which Katharine Launderdale had
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grown up, and these were the people whose characters, tempera-
ments, and looks bad mingled in her own, 8o far as the latter
point was eoncerned, she had nothing to complain of. It was not
to be expected that the children of two such handsome people
should be anything but beautiful, and Charlotte and Katharine
had plenty of beauty of different types, fair and dark respectively,
Charlotte was mostf like her mother in appearance, but more closely
regembled her father in nature, Katharine had inherited her
father’s face and strength of constitution with many of her
mother's gifts, more or less modified and, perhaps, diminished
in value. At the time when this history begins, she was nineteen
years old, and bLad been what is called ‘out’ in gociety for more
thar a year. She therefore, according to the customs of the
country and age, enjoyed the privilege of receiving alone the
young gentlemen of her set who either admired her or found
pleasure in her conversation. Of the former there were many ; of
the latter, a few.

Ralston stood with his back to the empty fireplace, staring at
the dark mahogany door which led to the regions of the staircase.
He had only waited five minutes, but he was in an impulsive
frame of mind, and it had seemed a very long time. At last the
door opened, Katharine entered the room, emiled and nodded to
him, and then turned and shut the door carefully before she came
forward.

She waa a very beautiful girl, No one could have denied that,
in the main, Yet there was something puzzling in the face,
primarily due, perhaps, to the mixture of races. The features
were harmonious, strong and, on the whole, noble and classic in
outline, the mouth especially being of a very pure type, and the
curved lips of that creamy, salmon rose-colour occasionally seen in
dark persong—neither red, nor pink nor pale. The very broadly
marked dark eyebrows gave the face strength, and the deep grey
eyes, almoat black at times, had an oddly fixed and earnest look.
In them there was no softhess on ordinary occasione, They ex-
pressed rather a determination to penetrate what they saw, not
a.]togetﬁer unmixed with wonder at the discoveries they made.
The whole face was boldly outlined, but by no means thin, and
the skin was perceptibly freckled, which is unusual with dark
people, and is the consequence of a red-haired strain in the inherit-
ance. The primeval Alexander had been a red-haired man, and
Robert the Rich had resembled him before he had grown grey.
Charlotte Sleyback had christened the latter by that name. She
had & sharp fongue, and called the primeval one Alezander the
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Great, her grandfather Alexander the Idiof, and her father Aler-
snder the Safe. Katharine had her own opinions abont moat of
the family, but she did not express them so plainly,

She was still smiling as she met Ralston in the middle of the
room.

“You loock happy, dear,’ he said, kissing her forehead softly.

‘I'm not, she snswered. ‘I’m glad to see you. There’s a
difference, Sit down.’

‘Has there been any trouble ¥’ he asked, eeating himself in a
littls low chair beside the corner of the sofu she had chosen.

‘Not exactly trouble—no. It's the old etory—only it’s
getting so old that I’m beginning to hate it. You understand.’

‘Of course I do. T wish there were anything to be done—
whick you would consent to do’ He added the last words as
though by an afterthought.

‘T'll consent to almost anything, Jack.’

The smile had vanished from her face and she spoke in a de-
spairing tone, fixing her big eyes on his, and bending her heavy
eyebrows as though in bedily pain, He took her hand—firm,
well-grown and white—in his and laid it againet his lean cheek,

*Dear!’ he said.

His voice trembled a little, which was unusual, He felt un-
aecountably emotional and was more in love than usual, The tone
in which be spoke the single word touched Katharine, and she
leaned forward, laying her other hand upon his other one.

“You do love me, Jack,’ she said.

‘God knows I do’ he avswered, very earnestly, and again his
voice quavered,

It was very still in the room, and the dusk was creeping to-
ward the high, narrow windows, filling the corners, and blackening
the shadowy places, and then rising from the floor, almost like a
tide, till only the faces of the two young people seemed to be
above it, gtill palely visible in the twilight.,

Suddenly Katharine rose to her feel, with a quick-drawn
breath which was not quite a sigh,

* Pull down the shades, J ack,’ she said, a8 she struck a match
and lit the gas at one of the stiff brackets which flanked the
mantelpiece,

Ralston obeyed in eilence. When he came back she bad re-
sumed her seat in the corner of the sofa, and he sat down beside
her instead of taking the chair again,

He did not spesk at once, though it seemed to him that hia
heart had never been so full before, As he looked at the lovely
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girl he felt a thrill of passionate delight that ran throngh him and
almost hurt him, and left him at last with an odd sensation iu the
throat and a painful sinking at the heart. He did not reflect
upon its meaning, and he certainly did not connect it with the
reaction following what he had made his nerves bear during the
day. He was eincerely conscious that he had never been so deeply,
truly in love with Katharine before, She watched him, under-
standing what he felt, smiling into his eyes, but silent, too, They
had known each other sinee they had been children, and had
loved one another gince Katharine had been sixteen years old,—
more than three whole years, which is a long time for first love to
endure, unless it means to be last as well as the first,

‘You raid you would consent to almost anything,” said Ralston,
after a long pause. ‘It would be very sifaple for us to be married,
in spite of everybody. Shall we? Shall we, dear}’ he ssked,
repeating the question.

‘I would almost do that——" She turned her face away and
stared at the empty fireplace.

‘Say, quite! After all, what can they all do! What is there
go dreedful to faee, if we do get married T We must, cne of these
days. Life's not life without you—and death wouldn’t be death
with you, darling,’ he added.

¢ Are you in earnest, Jack,—or are you making love to me}’

She asked the question suddenly, catching his hands and hold-
ing them firmly together, and locking at him with eyes that were
almost fierce. The passion rose in his own, with a dark light, and
his face grew pale, Then he laughed nervously.

‘I'm only laughing, of course—you see I am. Why must you
take a fellow in earnest 1’

But there was nothing in his words that jarred upon her. He
could not laugh away the truth from his look, for truth it was at
that moment, whatever its source,

T know—-I understand,’ she said, in a low voice, ‘We can’t
live apart, you and 1.’

¢It's like tearing out fingers by the joints every time I leave
you,’ Ralston answered, *It's the resurrection of the dead to see
you—it’s the glory of heaven to kise you.

The words came to his lipa ready, rough and strong, and when
he had spoken them, hers sealed every one of them upon his own,
believing every one of them, and trusting in the strength of him.
Then she pushed him away and leaned back in her corner, with
half-cloged eyes.

* ¢ don’t know why I ever ask if yow're in earnest, dear, she
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said. *I kanow you are. It would Lill me to think that you're
playing. Women are always said to be foolish—perhapa it's in
that way—and I'm no better than the rest of them. But you
don’t speil me in that way. You don't often say it as you did
just now,’

¢ I never loved you a8 I do now,’ said Ralston, simply.

T feel it

‘But I wish—well, impossibilities.’

‘Whet § Tell me, Jack. I shall understand.’

‘Qh—nothing, Only I wish I could find rome way of proving
it to you But people always say that gort of thing. We don’t
live in the middle ages.’

‘I believe we do,” answered Katharine, thoughtfully. *I
believe people will say that we did, hundreds of years hence, when
they write about ns. Besides—Jack—not that I wani any proof,
because I believe you—but there is eomething you zould do, if
you would. I kmow you wouldn't like to do it

It flashed across Ralston's mind that she was about to ask him
to make & great sacrifice for her, to give up wine for her sake,
baving heard, perhaps—even probably—of some of his exceases,
He was nervous, overwrought and full of wild impulses that day,
but ke knew what such a promise would mean in hig simple code,
He was not in any true sense degraded, beyond the weakening of
his will. In an instant so brief that Katharine did not notice his
hesitation, he reviewed his whole life, so familiar to him in its
worse light that it rose instantaneously befors him as @ complete
picture, He felt positively sure of what ske was about to ssk
him, and as he looked into her great grey eyes he believed that
he could keep the pledge he was about to give her, that it would
save him from destruction, and that he should thue owe his happi-
ness to her more wholly than ever.

‘Ill do it he answered, and the fingers of his right hand
glowly closed till his fist was clenched.

‘Thank you, dear one," answered Katharive, softly. “But you
mustn’t promise urtil you know what it is,’

‘T know what I've paid,’

‘But I won't let you promise, You wouldn’t forgive me—
you'd think that I bad caught you—that it was a trap—all sorts
of things.’

Ralston emiled and shook his head. He felt quite aure of ker
and of himeelf. And it would have been better for her and for
him, if she had asked what he expected.

¢ Jack,’ she said, lowering her voice almoat to a whieper, ‘I
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want you o marry me privately—quits in secret-—that's what I
mean. Not a human being must know, but you and I and the
clergyman.’

Jobn Ralston looked into her face in thunderstruck astonish-
ment, It is doubtiul whether anything naturasl or supernatural
could have brought such a look into his eyes. Katharine smiled,
for the idea had long been familiar to her.

¢ Confess that you were not prepared for that !’ ehe said. fBut
you've confessed it already.’

* Well—hardly for that—no,'

The look of surpriee in his face gradually changed into one of
wondering curiosity, and his brows knit themselves into a sort of
puzzled frown, as though he were trying to solve a diffieult
problem,

‘You see why I dide’t want you to promise anything rashly,’
said Katharine. ¢ You couldn't possibly foresee what I was going to
ask any more than you can understand why I ask i, Could yon ¥’

¢{No. Of course not, Who could ¥’

¢ I'm not going to ask any ome else to, you may be sure. In
the first place, do you think it wrong$’

*Wrong? That depends—there are so many things——' he
hesitated.

¢Say what you think, Jack. I want to know just what you
think.’

*That's the trouble. I hardly lmow myself Of course there’s
nothing absolutely wrong in a secret marriage. No marriage is
wrong, exactly, if the people are free.’

‘That’s the main thing I wanted to know,' eaid Katharine,
quietly.

¢ Yes-—-but there are other things. Men don't think it exactly
honourable o persuade a girl to be married secretly, against the
wighes of her people. A great many men would, but don’t. It's
somehow not quite fair to the girl. Running away is all fair and
equare, if people are ready to face the consequences. Perhaps it
is that there are consequences to face—that makes it a sort of
pitched “battle, and the parents generally give in at the end,
because there’s no other way out of it. But & secret marriage
—well, it doesn’t exactly have consequences, in the ordinary way.
The girl goes on living at home as though she were not married,
deceiving everybody all round—and so must the man, In fact
it's a kind of Lie, and I don't like it.?

Ralaton pauwsed after this long speech, and was evidently deep
in thought.
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¢ All you eay is true enough—in & sense, ' Katharine answered,
‘But when it’s the only way to get married at all, the case is
different. Don’t you think so yourself Wouldn't you rather
be secretly married than go on like this—ag this may go om, for
ten, fifteen, twenty years—all our lives |’

‘Of course I would. But I don’t see why—’

‘I do, and I want to make you see. Listen fo my little
apeech, please, First, we are both of age—I am so far as being
married i concerned, and we have an absolute right to do as we
please about it—to be married in the teeth of the lions, if that's
not a false metapkor—or somethieg—you know.’

*In the jawe of Lell, for that matter,’ eaid Ralston, fervently.

¢ Thank you for saying it. I'm only a girl and mustn’t use
strong language. Very well, we have a perfect right to do as we
please. That's a great point. Then we have only to choose, and
it becomes a matter of judgment.’

“You talk like print,” laughed Ralston.

‘So much the better., We have made up our minds that we
can’t live without each other, so we must be married somehow.
You don’t think it's not—what shall I say }not quite like a girl
for me to talk in this way, do you?! We have talked of it so
often, and we decided so long ago !’

* What nonsense ! Be as plain as possible,’

‘ Because if you do—then I ghall hove to write it all to you,
and I can’t write well.’

Ralston smiled.

‘Go on,’ be said. *I'm waiting for the ressons.’

‘They could simply starve us, Jack, We've peither of us a
dollar in the world.’

‘Not a cent,” said Ra.lston, very emphatically, ‘If we had,
we shouldn’t be where we are,’

‘And your mother can't gwe you any money, and my father
won't give me any.’

‘And I'm a failure, Ralston obeerved, with sudden grimness
and batred of himself.

‘Hush! Yool be a success some day. That's not the
question. The point is, f we tried to get married openly, there
would be horrible scenes first, and then war, and starvation after-
wards. It's not a pretty prospect, but it's true.’

1 suppose it is.’

‘It’'e 8o deadly true that it puts an open marriage out of the
question altogether. If there were nothing elee to be done, it
would be different. I'd rather starve than give you up. But
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there is a way out of it. We can be married secretly. In that
way we ghall avoid the scenes and the war,

“ And then wait for something to happen? We should be just
where we are now. To all intents and purposes you would be
Spinster Lauderdale and I should be Bachelor Ralston. I don’t.
see that it would be the slightest improvement on the present
situation—honestly, I don’t. I'm not romantic, as people are in
books. T don’t think it would be sweeter than life $o call you
wife, and when we’re married I shall call you Katharine just the
same, I don't distrust you. You know I don’t. I'm not really
afraid that you'll go and marry Ham Bright, or Frank Miner, nor
even the most desirable young man in New York, who has prob-
ably proposed to you already. I'm not vain, but I know you
love me. I sbould be a brute if I doubted it——

¢Yes—1I think you would, dear,’ said Katharine, with great
directness.

*So that since I'm to wait for you till *“ something happens ¥
never mind to whom, and long life to all of them !|—I'd rather
wait ag we are than go through it with a pack of lies to carry.’

‘I lke you, Jack—besides loving you, It’s quite another
feeling, you know. You're such a man !’

¢I wish I were half what you think I am.’

‘Il think what I please, I¥s none of your dear business,
But you haven't heard half I have to sayyet. I'll suppose that
we're married-—secretly. Very well, That same day, or the
next day, and as soon as possible, I shall go to Uncle Robert and
tell him the whele truth.’

*To Uncle Robert !” exclaimed Ralston, who had not yet come
to the end of the surprises in store for him, ¢And ask him for
some money, I suppose! That won't do, Katharine. Indeed it
won’t. I should he letting you go begging for me. That’s the
plain English of it. No, no! That can’t be done.’

“You'll find it hard to prevent me from begging for you, or
working for you either, if you ever need it/ said Katharine.
There was a certain grand simplicity about the plain statement,

¢¥You're too good for me,’ paid Ralston, in a low voice, and for
the third time there was a quiver in his tone. Moreover, be felt
an mnaccustomed moisture in his eyes which gave him pleasure,
though he was ashamed of it.

‘No, I'm not—not a bit teo good for you, But I like to hear
—1I don’t know why it is, but your voice touches me to-day. It
seems changed.

Ralston was truthful and honourable. If he had himself
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understood the causes of his increased emotion, he would have
hanged himself rather than have let Katharine say what she did,
without telling her what had happened. He drank, and he knew
it, and of late he had been drinking hard, but it was the first
time that he had ever spoken to Kathsrine Lauderdale when he
had been drinking, and he was deceived by his own apparent
poberness beyond the possibility of believing that he was on the
verge of being alightly hysterical. Let them who doubt the
poseibility of such a case question those who have watched a
thousand cases.

There was a little pause after Katharine’s last words. Then
she went on,~—explaining her project.

{Uncle Robert always says that nobody understands him as I
do. Ieghall try and make him understand me, for a change. I
ghall tell him just what bhas bappened, and I shall tell him that
he must find work for you to do, einee you're perfectly capable of
working if you enly have a fair chance. You never had one, I
don’t call it & chance to put an active man like you inte a gloomy
law oflice to copy fusty documents, And I don’t call it giving
you a chance to glue you to a desk in Beman Brothers’ bank,
Youw're not made for that sort of work. Of course you were
disgusted and refused to go om. I should have dope just the
game.’

*Oh, you would—I'm quite sure!' apswered Ralston, with
conviction.

¢ Naturally. Not but that Pm just as eapable of working as
you are, though. To go hack to Uncle Robert. It's just
imposeible, with all his different interests, all over the country,
and with his influence—and you know what that is—that he
ghould not have gomething for you to do. Besides, he’ll under-
stand us. He's a great big man, on a big scale, 2 head and
ghoulders mentally bigger than all the rest of the family.’

*That's true,’ assented Ralaton,

¢And he knows that you don't want to take money without
giving an equivalent for it.’

‘He’s known that all along. I don’t see why he shounld put
himself out any more now: !

*Bocause I'll make him,’ said Katharine, firmly. ‘I can do
that for you, and if you torture your code of honowr into fita you
can't make it tell you that a wife should not do that sort of thing
for her husband, Can you{’

‘]I don't know,’ answered Ralston, mmiling. ‘*Dve tried it
myself often enough with the old gentleman. He says I've bad
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two chances and have thrown them up, and that, after all, my
mother and I have quite emough to live on comfortably, so he
supposes that I don’t care for work. T told him that enough was
not nearly so good as a feast. He laughed and eaid he knew that,
but that people couldn’s stand feasting unless they worked hard,
The last time I saw him, he offered to make Beman try me sgain.
But I couldn’t stand that.’

¢Of course not.’

‘T can’t stand anything where I produce no effect, and am not
to earn my living for ever so long. I wasn't to have any salary
at Beman’s for a year, you lnow, because I krew nothing abont
the work, And it was the same at the lawyer’s office—only much
longer to wait. I could work at anything I understood, of course,
But I suppose I do kanow precious little that’s of any use, It
can’t be helped, now.’

“Yes, it can. But you see my plan. Uncle Robert will be so
taken off his feet that he’ll find you something. Then the whole
thing will be settled. It will probably be something in the West,
Then we'll declare ourselves, There'll be one stupendous crash,
and we ghall disappear from the scepe, leaving the family to like
it or not, as they please. In the end they will like i, There
would be no lies to act—at least, not after two or three days. It
wouldn't take longer than that to arrange things/

¢It 2l depends on Uncle Robert, it seems to me,’ said Ralston,
doubtfully. ‘A runaway match would come to about the same
thing in the end. Tl do that, if you like.’

‘I won't. It must be done in my way, or not at all. If we
ran away we should have to come back to see Uncle Robert, and
we should find him furious. He'd tell us to go back to our homes,
separately, till we had enough to live on—or to go and live with
your mother. I won't do that either, She’s not able to support
us both.’

¢ No—frankly, she’s not.’

“And Uncle Robert would be angry, wouldn’t het He has a
fearful temper, yon know,’

¢ Yes—he probably would be raging.’

*Wall, thent’

‘T don't like it, Katharine dear—1I don’t like it.’

‘Then you can mever marry me at all, Jack. At least, I'm
afraid not.’

‘Never!’ Ralston’s expression changed euddenly.

¢ There’s another reason, Jack dear. I didn't want to speak of
it—mnow.'
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Rararow said nothing at first. Then he looked at Katharine aa
though expecting that she shonld spesk again and explain her
meaning, in epite of her having eaid that she had not meant to
do so.

“'What is this other reason 1’ he asked, after a long pause.

"It would take so long to tell you all about it,” she answered,
thoughtfully. ‘And even if I did, I am not sure that you would
understand. It belongs—well—to quite another set of ideas.’

¢ It must be something rather serious if it means marriage now,
or marriage never,’

‘It is serions, And the worst of it is that you will langh at
it—aud I am sure you will say that T am not honest to myself.
And yet T am, You see it is connected with things about which
you and I don’t think alike.

‘ Religion 1’ suggested Ralston, in a tone of enquiry.

Katharine bowed her head slowly, sighed just audibly and
locked away from him as ehe leaned back. Nothing could have
expressed more clearly her conviction that the subject was ome
upon which they could never agree,

‘I dor't see why you ehould gigh about it,’ said Raleton, in a
tone which expressed relief rather than perplexity. ‘I often
wonder why people generally look so sad when they talk about
religion.  Almost everybody does.’

‘How ridiculous !’ exclaimed Katharine, with a little laugh.
* Besides, I wasn't sighing, exactly—I was only wishing it were
all arranged.’

*Your religion i’

‘Dox't talk like that, I'm in earnest. Don’t laugh at me,
Jack dear—please !’

fI'm not laughing. Can’t you tell me how religion hears on
the matter in hand? That's all I need to kmow. I don’t laugh
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at religion-—at yours or any one else’s I believe I have a little
inclination to it myself’

*Yes, T know. But—well—I don’t think you have enough to
save a fly—not the smallest little fly, Jack. Never mind—you're
just as nice, dear. I don’t like men who preach.’

‘I'm glad of it. But what has all this to do with our getting
married ¥’

‘Listen. If's perfectly clear to me, and you can understand
if you will I have almost made up my mind to become 2
Catholic——'

“You?’ Ralston stared at her in surprise. ‘You—a Roman
Catholic ¥’

“Yes—Holy Roman Catholic and Apostolic. Is that clear,
Jack ¥’

¢ Perfectly. I'm sorry.’

‘ Now don’t be & Puritan, Jack——'

‘Tm not a Puritan. I haven’t a drop of Puritan blood. You
have, Katharine, for your grandmother was one of the real old
gort. I've heard my father say so?

“You're just as much & Lauderdale as I am,’ retorted Katharine,
¢ And if Seotch Presbyterians are not Puritans, whatis? But that
isn’t what I mean. It’s the tendeney to wish that people were
nothing at all rather than Catholics.’

‘It’s not that. I'm npot so prejudiced. I was thinking of the
row—that’s all. You don’t mean to keep that a secret, too? It
wouldo’t be like you.’

¢ No, indeed,” answered Katharine, proudlr.

¢ Well-—you've not told me what the connection iz between this
and our marriage. You don’t suppose that it will really make
any difference to me, do you? Yon can’t. And you're quite
mistaken about my Puritanisin. I would much rather that my
wife should be o Roman Catholic than nothing at all. I'm broad
cnough for that, anyhow. Of course it’s a serions matter, because
people sometimes do that kind of thing and then find out that they
have.made a mistake—ivhen it's too late. And there’s something
ridiculous and undignified about giving it up again when it's once
done. Religion seems to be a good deal like politics. You may
change once—people wou't admire you—I mean people on your
old side—but they will tolerate yow. But if you changs
twice——'

‘I'm not going to change twice, I've mot quite, quite made mp
my mind to change once, yet. But if I do, it will make things—
I mean, our marriage—almost impossible.’
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‘Why ?’

*The Catholies do everything they can to prevent mixed
marriages, Jack,—especially in our country. You would have to
make all sorts of promises which you wouldn’t like, and which I
shouldn't wart you to make—-'

Ralston langhed, enddenly comprebending her point of view.

‘Truee!’ he exclaimed,

“Of course you see. It’s as plaim as day. I want to make
sure of you—dear,’—she Iaid her hand softly on his,—*and I also
want to be sure of being perfectly free to change my mind about
my religion, if T wish to, It's a stroke of diplomaey.’

‘1 don’t know much about diplomatic proceedings,’ laughed
Ralston, ‘but this strikes me as—well—very intelligent, to say
the least of it.’

Katharine’s face became very grave, and she withdrew her
hand.

‘You mean that it does not seem to you perfectly honest,’ she
said,

‘] dido’t say that,’ he answered, his expression changing with
hers. ¢ Of course the idea is that if you are married to me before
you become a Catholic, your church ean have nothing to say to me
when you do.’

¢ Of course-~yes, You couldn’t be called upon to make any
promises. But if I should decide, after all, not to take the step,
there would be no harm done. On the contrary, I shall have the
advantage of being able to put pressure on Uncle Robert, as I
explained to you before.

¢I didn’t say I thought it wasn’t honest,’ said Ralston, fIt’s
rather deep, and I'm always afraid that deep thinge may not be
quite stroight. I ebould like to think about if, if you don’t
mind.’

‘I want you to decide. I've thought about it.!

‘ Yes—but——'

*Wellt Suppose that, after thiaking it over for ever so long,
you should come to the conclusion that I should not be acting
perfectly honestly to my conseience—that's the worst you could
discover, isn't it Even then—and I believe it's an impossible
case—it's my conscience and not yours. If you were trying to
persuade me to a secret marriage beeause you wers afraid of the
consequenees, it would be different———’

¢ Rather ! exclaimed Ralston, vehemently,

‘But you're not. You see, the main point is on my account,
snd it's I who am doing all the persuading, for that remson. It
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may be un—un—what shall I call it—not like a girl at all. But
I don’t care. Why shouldn’t I tell you that I love youl We've
both said it often enough, and we both mean it, and I mean to be
married to you. The religious guestion is a matter of conviction.
You have no convictions, so you can’t understand !

‘I have one or two—little ones.’

*Not enough to understand what I feel —that if religion is
anything, then it's everything except our love. No-—that wasn't
an afterthought. It's not coming between you and me. Nothing
can. But it’s everything else in life, or else it's nething at all
and not worth speaking of. And if it is—if it really is—why
then, for me, as I look at it, it means the Catholic Chureh, IfI
talk as though I were not quite sure, it’s because I want to be
quite on the safe side. And if I want you to do this thing—it's
because I want to be absolutely pure that hereafter no human
being shall come between us. I know all about the difficulties in
these mixed marriages, I've made lote of enquiries. There’s no
guestion of faith, or belief, or anything of the sort in their objec-
tions. It's simply & matter of church pelitics, and I daresay that
they are guite right about it, from their point of view, and that if
one is once with them one must be with them altogether, in policy
as well as in religion. But I'm not as fur as that yet. Perhaps
I never shall be, after all. I want to make sure of you—oh, Jack,
don't you understand? I can’t talk well, but I know just what I
mean. Tell me you understand, and that youw'll do what I ask!’

‘It’s very hard 1’ said Ralston, bending his head and locking
at the carpet. *I wish I knew what to do.’

Woman-like, she saw that she was beginning to get the
advantage.

“Go over it all, dear, In the first place, it's entirely for my
sake, and not in the least for yours, So you car't say there's
anything selfish in it, if you do it for me, can you?t You don’t
want to do it, you dor’t like it, and if you do it you'll be making
a sacrifice to please me,’

“In marrying you!' Ralston laughed a little and then became
very grave again.

*¥Yes, in marrying me.  It's a mere formality, sud nothing else,
We're not going to run away afterwards, nor meet in the dark in
Gramercy Park nor do anything in the least different from what
we've always done, until I've got what I wan$ from Uncle Robert,
Then we'll acknowledge the whole thing, and I'll take all the
blame on myself, if there is any !

*You'll do nothing of the kind,’ intermpted Ralston.




42 KATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

*Unless you tell a story that’s not true, you won't be able to
find anything to blame yourself with,’” angwered Katharine. *So
it will be all over, and it will eave no end of bother—and expense.
Which i# something, as neither of us, nor our people, have any
monay to speak of, and a wedding costs ¢ver s0 much. I needn't
even have a trousseau—just a few things, of course—and poor
papa will be glad of that. You needn't langh, You'll be doing
bim a service, a8 well a8 me. And you see how I can put it to
Unele Robert, don’t you? * Uncle Robert, we're married—that’s
gll. What are you going to do about it?” Nothing could be
plainer than that, could it§’

‘ Nothing !’

‘Now he will simply have to do something. Perhaps ke'll be
angry at first, but that won't last long. Hell get over it and
laugh st my audacity. Buf that isn’t the main point. It's
perfectly conceivable that you might work and slave st something
you hate for years and years, until we could get married in the
regular way. The principal question iz the otler—my freedom
afterwards to do exactly as I please about my religion without auy
possibility of any one interfering with onr marriage.’

‘Katharine! Do you really mean to say that if you were &
Catholic, and if the priests said that we shouldnt be married, you
would submit ?’

‘If T couldn’t, I couldn’t,’ Katharing answered. *If I were a
Catholic, and a good Catholie,~I wounldn’t be a had one,—no
marriage but a Catholic one would be a marriage at all for me.
And if they refused it, what could I do? Go back? That would
be lying to myself. To marry you in some half regular wa; y

‘Hush, child! You don’t know what you're talking about !’

“Yes, I do—perfectly. And you woulde't like that. 8o you
see what my position is, It's absolutely necessary to my future
happiness that we should be guietly married some morning—to-
morrow, if you like, but certainly in a day or two—and that
nobody should know anything about it, until I've told Uuncle
Robert.’

¢ After all,’ said Ralston, hesitating, ¢ it will be very much the
same thing as though we were to run away, provided we face
everybody at once,’

‘ Very much better, because there’ll be no scandal —and no
immediate starvation, which is something worth considering.’

‘Tt won't really be a secret marriage, except for the mere
ceremony, then. That looks different, somehow.’

*Of course  You don’t suppose that I thought of taking so
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much trouble and doing such a queer thing just for the sake of
knowing all to myself that I was married, do you? Besides,
secrets are always idiotie things. Somebody always lets them out
before one is ready. And it's not as though there were any good
reason in the world why we should not be married, except the
n;lone,y question. We're of age—and suited to each other—and all
that,

‘Naturally!’ And Ralston laughed again,

*Wel), then—-it seems to me that it's all perfectly clear, It
amounts to telling everybody the day after, instead of the day
before the wedding. Do you see?’

‘T suppose I ought to go on protesting, but you do make it
very clear that there’s nothing underhand about it, except the
mere ceremony. And as you say, we have a perfect right to be
married if we please.’

‘And we do please—don’t wet’

*With all our hearts,” Ralston answered, in a dreamy tone.

‘Then when shall it be, Jack$’ Katharine leaned towards
him and touched bis hand with her fingers as though to rouse him
from the reverie into which he seemed to be falling.

The touch thrilled him, and he looked up suddenly and met
her glance. He looked at her steadily for a moment, and once
wore he felt that odd, pleasurable, unmanly meisture in his eyes,
with & sweeping wave of emotion that rose from his heart with a
rush as though it would burst his throat, He yielded to it
altogether thin time, and catching her iu his arms drew lier pas-
sionately to him, kissing her agsin and again, as though he had
never kissed her before, He did not understand it himself, and
Katharine was not used to it, But she loved him, teo, with all
her heart, as it seemed to her. 8he had proved it to him and te
herself more completely within the last half hour, and she let her
own arms go round him. Then a deep, dark blush which she
could feel, rosa slowly from her throat to her cheeks, and she
instinctively disentangled herself from him and drew gently back,

*Remember that it’s for my sake—not for yours, dear,’ ghe
gaid.

Her grey eyes were a8 deep as the dusk itself. Vaguely she
guessed her power a5 she gave him one more long look, and then
rose suddenly and pretended to busy herself with the eingle light,
turning it up a little and then down. Ralston watched the
springing curves that outlived her figure as she reached upward.
He was in many ways a strangely refined man, in spite of all his
sing, and of his besetting sin in particular, and refinement in others
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appealed to him strongly when it was healthy and natural, He
detested the diaphanous type of semi-consumptive with the angel
face, man or woman, and declared that a ekeleton deserved no
credit for locking refined, sinee it could not possibly look auything
else. But he delighted in delicacy of touch and grace of movement
when i went with suchk health and strength as Katharine had.

*You are the most divinely beautiful thing on earth,” he eaid,
quietly.

Eatharine langhed, but still turned her face away from him.

‘Then warry me,” she said, laughing, ‘What a speech !’ ghe
cried an instant Iater. ‘Just fancy if any one could hear me, not
kaowing what we've been talking about !’

“You were just in time, then,’ said Ralston. *There’s some
one coming.’

Katharine turned quickly, listened a moment, and distinguished
a footfall on the stairs outside the door. She nodded, and came
to his side at once,

“You will, Jack,” she said under her breath. ‘Say that you
will—quick !’

Ralston hesitated one moment. He tried to think, but her
eyes were upon him and he seemed to be under a spell They
were close together, and there was not much light in the room.
He felt that the shadow of something unknown was around them
both—--that somewhere in the room a eweet flower was growing,
not like other flowers, not common nor scented with spring-—a
plant full of softly twisted tendrils and pale petals and inturned
stamens—a flower of moon-leaf and fire-bloom and dusk-thorn—
drooping above their two heads like a blossom-laden bough bending
heavily over two exquisite statues—two statues that did not
speak, whose faces did not change as the night etole silently upon
them—but they were side by side, very near, and the darkness
was sweet.

It was only an ingtant. Then their lips met.

‘Yes,” he whispered, and drew back as the door opened.

Mra. Lauderdale entered the room.

¢ Oh, are you there, Jack 1’ she asked, but without any surprise,
as though she were accustomed to find him with Katharine.

‘Yes,' answered Ralston, quietly, ‘I've been here ever so
long. How do you do, Cousin Emma{’

‘Oh, I'm so tired I’ exclaimed Mre. Lauderdsle. ‘I've been
working all day long. I positively can’t see’

- ¢ ¥You ought not to work so hard,’ said Ralston. “Y¥You'll wear
your cyes out.’
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‘No, I'm strong, and o are my eyes. I only wanted to say
that I was tived. It's such a relief}’

Mrs. Landerdale had been a very beautiful woman, and was,
indeed, only just beginning to lose her beauty. She was much.
taller than either of her daughters, but of a different type of fignre
from Katharine, and less evenly grown, if such an expression may
be permitted. The hand was typical of the difference. Mrs.
Lauderdale’s was extremely long and thin, but well made in the
details, though out of proportion in the way of length and
narrowness a8 a whole, Katharine’s hand was firm and full,
without being what is called a thick hand. There was & more
perfect balance between flesh and bone in the straight, strong
fingers, Mrs, Lauderdale had been one of those magnificent fair
beauties occasionally seen in Kentucky,—a perfect head with
perfect but small features, superb golden hair, straight, clear eyes,
a small red mouth,—great dignity of carriage, too, with the
something which has been christened ‘dash’ when she moved
quickly, or did anything with those long hands of hers,—a mar-
vellous constitution, and the dazzling complezion of enow and
carnations that goes with it, very different from the softer ‘milk
and rosea’ of the Latin poet's mistress, Mrs, Lauderdale had
always been deseribed as dazzling, and people who saw her for the
first time used the word even now to convey the impression she
made. Her age, which was known only to some members of the
family, and which is not of the slightest importance to this history,
showed itself chiefly in a diminution of this dazzling quality. The
white was less white, the carnation was becoming a common pink,
the gold of her hair was no longer gold all through, but distinetly
brown in many places, though it would certainly never turn grey
until extreme old age. Her movements, too, were less free,
though stately still,—the brutal word ‘rheumatism’ had been
whispered by the family doctor,—and to go back to her face, there
were undeniably certain tiny lines, and many of them, which were
not the lines of beauty.

It wgs & brave, good face, on the whole, gifted, sometimes
gympathetic, and oddly cold when the woman's teroper was most
impulsive. For there is an expression of coldness which weaknesa
puts on in self-defence. A certain narrowness of view, diametric-
ally opposed to a corresponding narrowness in her husbard’s mind,
did not show itself in her features. There is a defiant, supremely
satisfied look which shows that sort of limitation. Possibly such
narrowness was not natural with Mrs. Lauderdale, but the result
of having been systematically opposed on certain particular grounds
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throughont more than a quarter of a century of married life.
However that may be, it waa by this time a part of her nature,
though not outwardly expressed in any apparent way.

She had not been very happy with Alexarder junior, and she
admitted the fact, She knew alzso that she had been a good wife
to him in every fair sepse of the word, For although she had
enjoyed compensations, she bad taken advantage of them in a
atrictly conscientions way. Undeniable beauty, of the kind which
every one Tecognises instantly without the slightest hesitation, is
so rare & gift that it does indeed compensate its possessor for
many misfortunes, especially when she enmjoys amusement for ita
own sake, innocently and without losing her head or becoming
spoiled and affested by constant sdmiration, Katharine Lauder-
dale had not that degres of Dbeauty, and there wers numerous
persons who did not even care for what they called *her style’
Her sister Charlotte had something of her mether’s brilliancy,
indeed, but there was a hardness about her face and nature which
was apparent ab first sight. Mrs. Alezander had always remained
the beauty of the family, and indeed the beauty of the society to
which she belonged, even after her daughters had been growa up,
She had cutshone them, even in a world like that of New York, which
does not readily compare mothers and danghters in any way, and
asks them out geparately as though they did not belong to each other,

She had wvot been very happy, and apart from any purely
imaginary bliss, procurable only by some miraculous charges in
Alexander junior’s heart and head, she believed that the only real
thing lacking was money. She had always been poor, She had
never known what seemed to her the supreme delight of sitting in
her own carriage. She had never tasted the pleasurs of having
five hundred dollars to spend on her fancies, exactly as she pleased.
The question of dress had alwaya been more or less of a struggle.
She had not exactly extravagant tastes, but she should have liked
to feel once in her life that she was at liberty to throw aside a
pair of perfectly new gloves, merely because when she put them
on the firet time one of the seams was a little crooked, or the
lower part was too loose for her narrow hand. Ske had always
felt that when she bad bought & thing she must wear it out, as a
matter of conscience, even if it did not suit her, And there was a
real little pain in the thought, of which she was ashamed, Small
things, but womanly and buman, Then, too, there was the
constant chafing of her pardonable pride when ninety-nine of her
sequaintances all did the same thing, and she was the hundredth
who could not afford it—and the aubscriptions and the charity
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concerts and the theatre parties. It was mainly in order to supply
herself with a little money for such objects as these that she had
worked so hard at her painting for years—that she might not be
obliged to apply to her busband for such sums on every oceasion, -
She had succeeded to some extent, too, and her initials bad a
certain rsputation, even with the dealers. Many people knew
that those eame initials were hers, and a few friends were
altogether in her confidence. Possibly if she bad been less
beautifal, she would kave been spoken of at afternoon teas as
‘poor Mrs, Landerdale,’ and peopls would have been found—for
society has its kindly side—who would have half-surreptitiously
paid large sums for bits of her work, even much more than her
miniatures covld ever be worth. But she did not excite pity.
She locked rich, as some people do to their cost. People
sympathised with her in the matier of Alexander junior’s character,
for he was rot popular, But no one thought of pitying her because
ghe was poor. On the contrary, many persons envied her, It
must be ‘such fun,’ they said, to be able to paint and really eell
one’s paintings. A dashing woman with a lot of talent, who can
make a few hundreds in half an hour when she chooses, said others.
‘What did she spend the money on? On whatever she pleased—
probably in charity, she was so good-bearted. But those people
did not see her as Jaek Ralston saw her, worn out with a long
day's work, her eyes aching, her naturally good temper almost on
edge ; and they did not know that Katharive Lauderdale’s simple
ball gowns were paid for by the work of her mother’s hands. It
was just as well that they did not kmow it. Secciety has such
queer fits pometimes—somebedy might have given Katharine a
dress. But Ralston was in the secret and knew.

“One may be as strong as cast-sieel,’ he maid. ‘Ewen that
wears out. Agk the people who make engines. You'll accomplish
a great deal more if you go easy and give yourself rest from time
to time.’

¢ Like you, Jack,’ observed Mrs. Lauderdale, not unkindly.

‘Oh, Ju a failure. I admitted the fact long ago. I'm only
fit for a bad example,—a sort of moral scarecrow.’

*Yes, I wonder why?’ Mra Lauderdale was tired and was
thinking aloud. *I didn’t mean to say that, Jack,’ she added,
frankly, reslising what ehe had ssid, from the recollection of the
sound of her own voice, a8 people sometimes do who are exhausted
or naturally absent-minded.

‘It wasnt exactly complimentary, mother,” eaid Katharine,
coldly. *Besaides, is it fair to say that a man is a failure at Jack's
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age? Patrick Henry was & failure at twenty-thres. He was
bankrupt.’

‘ Patrick Henry!’ exclaimed Ralston. *What do you know
about Patrick Henry 1’

¢Oh, Tve been reading history. It was he who maid, “ Give
me liberty, or give me death,”’

“Was it? I didn't know. But I'm glad to hear of somebody
who got smashed first and celebrated afterwards. It's generally
the other way, like Napoleon and Juliug Caesar.’

¢ Cardinal Wolsey, Alexander the Great, and John Gilpin, It's
eady to multiply examples, as the books say.’

*You're much too clever for me this evening. I must be going
home. My mother and I are going to dine all alone and abuse
our neighbours all the evening.’

‘How delightful 1’ exclaimed Kathariue, thinking of the grim
family table at which she was to sit as usual—there had bheen
some fine fighting in Charlotte’s unmarried days, but Katharine’s
opposition was generally of the stlent kind,

“Yes,’ answered Ralaton. *There’s nobody like my mother,
She's the best company in the world. Good pight, Cousin Emma,
Good night, Katharine,’

But Katharine followed him into the entry, letting the library
door almost close behind her.

It will be quite time enough, if you come and tell me on the
evening before it is to be,” she whispered hurriedly. ¢ There’s no
party to-morrow night, but on Wednesday I'm going to the
Thirlwall’s dance.’

*Will any morning do }’ asked Ralston, also in a whisper.

‘Yes, any morning. Now go—quick. That's enough, dear—
there, if you must, Go-—good-pight—dear !’

The process of leave-taking was rather epasmodie, so far as
Katharine waa concerned. Ralston felt that same strange emotion
once more a8 he found himself out upon the pavement of Clinton
Place. His head swam a little, and he stopped to light a cigarette
before he turned towards Fifth Avenue.

Katharine went back into the library, and found her mother
sitting a8 the two bad left her, and apparently unconscious that
her daughter had gone out of the room.

‘He's quite right, mother dear. You are trying to do too
much,’ said Katharine, coming behind the low chair and smooth-
ing her mother’s beautiful hair, kissing it softly and speaking into
the heavy waves of it.

M, Lauderdale put up one thin hand, and patted the girl's
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cheek without turning to look at her, but said nothing for a
moment,

‘It’s quite true, Katharine eaid, ‘You mustn’t do it any
more.’

‘How smooth your cheek is, child!’ said Mre. Lauderdale,
thoughtfully,

‘8o is yours, mother dear.’

‘No—it’s not. It's full of little lines. Touch it—you can
feel them——just there. Besides—you can see them.’

*I don't feel anything—and I don't see apything,’ answered
Katharine,

But she knew what ber mother meant, and it made her a little
sad—even her. Bhe had been accustomed all her life to believe
that her mother was the most beautiful woman in the world, and
ghe knew that the time had just come when she must grow used
to not believing it any longer. Mrs. Lauderdale had never said
anything of the sort before. She had been supreme in her way,
and bad taken it for granted that she was, never referring to her
own looks under any eircumstances.

In the long silence that followed, Katharine quietly went and
closed the shutters of the windows, for Ralaton had only pulled
down the shades, She drew the dark curtaine across for the
evening, lit another gaslight, and remained standing by the fire-

e. .

* Thank you, darling,’ said Mrs, Lauderdale,

*T de wish papa would let us have lamps, or shades, or some-
thing,’ said Katharine, looking disconsclately at the ground-glass
globes of the gaslights,

¢ He doesn't like them—he says he can't see.’

There was a short pause.

¢Oh, mother dear! what in the world does paps like, I
wonder ¥’ Katharine turned with an impatient movement as she
spoke, and her broad eyebrows almost met between her eyes.

*Hush, child!’” But the words were utfered wearily and
mechanigally — Mre. Lauderdale had pronounced them so often
under precisely the same circumstances during the last quarter of
a century.

Katharine sighed, a little out of impatience and to some extent
in pity for her mother. But she stood looking across the room at
the closed door through which Ralston and she had gone out
together five minutes earlier, and she could =till feel hia last kiss
on her cheek. He had never seemed 8o loving as on that day,
and she had succeeded in persusding him, against his instinetive

4
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judgment, to promise ber what she asked,—the maddest, moat
foolish thing a girl's imagination could long for, no matter with
what halfrensonable excuse. But she had his promise, which,
ag che well knew, he would keep—and she loved him with all
her heart. The expression of mingled radness and impatience
vanished like & breath from a polished mirror. She was uncon-
scious that she looked radiantly happy, as her mother gazed up
into her face.

* What = beantiful creature you are ! said Mm. Launderdale, in
a tone unlike her natural voice.



CHAPTER V

KargamNE had no anxiety about the future, and it seemed to
her that she had managed matters in the wisest and most eatis-
factory manner possible. She had provided, as she thought,
against the poseibility of any subsequent interference with her
marriage in case she should see fit to take the step of which she
had spoken. The combination seemed perfect, and even a sensible
person, taking into consideration all the circumstances, might
have found something to say in favour of a marriage which shenld
not be generally discussed. Ralston and Katharine, though not
rich, were decidedly prominent young people in their own society,
and their goings and comings intereated the gossips and furnished
food for conversation. There were many reasons for this.
Neither of them was exactly like the average young person in the
world, But the great name of Launderdale, which was such a real
power in the financial world, contributed most largely to the reault,
Every one who bore it, or who was as closely connected with it aa
the Ralstons, was more or less before the public, Most of the
society paragraph writexs in the newspapers spoke of the family,
collectively and individually, as often as they could find anything
to say about it, and as a general rule the tone of their remarks
was subdued and lawdatory, and betrayed something very like
awe, The presence of the Lauderdales and the Ralstons was
taken for granted in all accounts of big parties, first nights at the
opera and Daly’s, and of other similar occasions. From time to
time a newspaper man in a fit of statiatica calculated how many
dollars of income accrued to Robert Lauderdale at every minute,
and proceeded fo show how much each member of the family
would have if it were all equally divided. As Robert the Rich
had made his money in real estate, and his name never appeared
in connection with operations in Wall Street, he was therefore not
periodically assailed by the wrathful chorus of the sold and ruined,
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abusing him and his people to the youngest of the living genera
tion, an ordeal with which the great speculators are familiar,
But from time to {ime the daily papers published wood-cuts sup-
posed to be portraits of him and his connections, and the obituary
notice of him—which was, of course, keps ready in every news-
paper office—would have given even the old gentleman himeelf
some gatisfaction. The only member of the family who suffered
at all for being connected with him was Benjamin Slayback, the
member of Congress. If he ever dared to hint at any measure
implying expenditure on the part of the ecountry, he was promptly
informed by some Honourable Member on the other side, that it
waa all very well for him to be reckless, with the whole Lauder-
dale fortune at his back, but that ordinary mortals had to content
themselves with ordinary possibilities. The member from
California called him the Eastern Cressus, and the member from
Massachusetts called him the Western Millionaire, and the
member from Missouri queted Scripture at him, while the Social-
Democrat member from Somewhere---there was one at that time,
and he was a little curiosity in his way--called him a Capitalist,
than which epithet the social-democratic dictionary contains none
more biting and more offensive in the opinion of its compilers.
Altogether, at such times the Honourable Slayback of Nevada had
a very bad quarter of an hour because he had married Charlotte
Lauderdale,—penniless but a Lauderdale, very inadequately fitted
out for a bride, though she was the grand-niece of Robert the Rich.
Blayback of Nevads, however, had a certain rough dignity of his
own, and never mentioned those facts, He had plenty of money
himeelf and did not covet any that belonged to his wife's rela-
tiona.

*I'm not as rich as your Uncle Robert,” he said to her on the
day after their marriage, ‘and I don’t count on being. But you
can have all you want. There’s enough to go round, now.
Maybe you wouldo’t like to be bothering me all the while for
little things ¢ Yes, that’s natural ; so I'll just put something up
to your credit at Riggs’s and you can have a cheque-book. When
you've got through it, tell Riggs to let me know. You might be
ghy of telling me.’

And Benjamin Slayback emiled in a kindly fashion not at all
familiar to his men friends, and on the following day Charlotte
received a notice from the bank to the effect that ten thousand
dollare stood to her credit. Never having had any money of her
own, the sum seemed & fortune to her, and she showed herself
properly grateful, and forgave Benjamin a multitude of small sina,
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even such as having once worn a white satin tie in the evening,
and at the opers, of all places,

Katharine was perfectly well aware that the smallest actions
of her family were subjects for public discussion, and she knew
bhow people would talk if it were ever discovered that she had
been secretly married fo John Raleton. On the other hand,
the rest of the Lauderdales were in the same position, and would
be quite willing, when they were acguainted with the facts, to say
that the marriage had been a private one, leaving it to be sup-
posed that they had known all about it from the firet, She had
no anxiety for the future, therefore, and believed that she was
acting with her eyes open to all conceivable contingencies and
posgibilities. Matters were not, indeed, finally settled, for even
after she was married she would still have the interview with her
uncle to face; but she felt sure of the result. It was so easy
for him to do exactly what he pleased, as it seemed fo her, to
make or unmake men’s fortunes at his will, as she could tie and
untie a bit of string,

And her confidence in Ralston was boundless, Considering his
capacities, as they appeared to her, his failure to do anything for
himself in the two positions which had been offered to him was
not to be considered a failure at all. He was a man of action,
and he was an exceptionally well-educated man, How counld he
ever be expected to do an ordinary clerk’s work? It was absurd
to suppose that he could change his whole character at a moment's
notice, and it was an insult to expect that he should
change it at all. It was a splendid nature, she thonght,
generous, energetic, brave, averse to mean details, of course,
as such patures must be, impatient of control, independent
and domirvating, There was much to admire in Ralston, she
believed, even if she had not loved him, And perhaps she was
right, from her point of view, Of his chief fault she really knew
nothing. The little she bad heard of his being wild, as it is
called, rather attracted than repelled her. She despised men
whom “she looked upon as ‘duffers’ and ‘muffs,’ Even her
father, whose peculiarities were hard to bear, was manly in his
way. He had been good ab eports in his youth, he was a good
rider, and could be $rusted with horses that did not belong to him,
which was fortunate, as he had never possessed any of his own;
he was a good shot, as she had often heard, and he periodieally
disappeared upon solitary salmon-fishing expeditions on the borders
of Canada. For he was & strong man and a tough man, and
neoded muck bodily exercise. The only real ‘muff’ there had ever
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been in the family Katharine considered to be her grandfather, the
philanthropist, and he was so old that it did not matter much,
But the tales he told of his studious youth disgusted her, for some
occult reason. All the other male relations were manly fellows,
even to little Frank Miner, who was as full of fight as a cock-
Eparrow, in spite of his diminutive stature, Benjamin Slayback,
too, was eminently manly, in an awkward, constrained fashion,
Hamilton Bright was an athlete. And John Ralston could do all
the things which the others could do, and did most things a trifie
better, with a certain finished ‘style’ which other men envied.
He was emineotly the kind of man whose acquaintances at the
club will back for money in every contest requiring ekill and
strength,

It was no wonder that Katharine admired him, But she told
herself that her admiration had nothing to do with her love,
There was much more in him than the world knew of, and she
was quite sure of it. Her ideals were high, and Ralston fulfilled
moat of them, She always fancied that there was semething
knightly about him, and it appealed to her more than any other
characteristie,

She felt that he could be inthnate without ever becoming
familiar, There is more in that idea than appears at first sight,
and the distinetion is not one of words. Up to a certain point
she was quite right in making it, for he was naturally courtly, as
well az ordinarily courteous, and yet without exaggeration. He did
certain things which few other men did, and which she liked.
He walked on her left side, for instance, whenever it was possible,
if they chanced to be tfogether in the street, She had never
spoken of it o bim, but she had read, in some old book on eourt
manners, that it was right a hundred years ago, and she was
pleased, They had been children together, and yet almost gince
she could remember he had always opened the door for her when
ghe left a room. And not for her cnly, but for every woman, If
she and her mother were together when they met him, he
always spoke to ber mother first. If they got into a carriage
he expected to sit on the left side, even if he had to leave the
pavement and go to the other door to get in. He never spoke
of her simply as ‘ Katharine’ if he had fo mention her name
in her presence to any one not a member of the family. He
gaid ‘my Cousin Katharine,' or ‘Miss Lauderdale,’ according to
circumstances.

They were Little things, all of them, but by no means absurd in
her estimation, and he would continue to do them all his life,
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Bhe supposed that his mother had taught him the usages of
courtesy when he had been a hoy, but they were a part of himself
now, How many men, thought Katharine, who believed them-
aelves ® perfect gentlemen,’ and who were undeniably gentlemen in
every essential, were wholly lacking in these small matters! How
many would heve called such things old-fashioned nonszense, who
had never so much as moticed that Raleton did them all, hecause
be did them uncbtrusively, and because, in reality, most of them
are founded on perfectly logical principles, and originally had
nothing but the convenience of society for their ohject, Katharine
had thought it out. For instauce, most men, being right-handed,
have the more skilful band and the stronger arm on the lady’s side,
with which to render her any assistance she may need, if they find
themeelves on her left. There was never any affectation of fashion
about really good manners, Katharine believed, and everything
appertaining thereto had a solid foundation in ugefulness. During
Slayback’s courtship of her sister she had found numberless
opportunities of eontrasting what she ealled the social efliciency of
the man who knew ezactly what to do with the inefficiency of
him who did net; and, on a more limited scale, she found such
opportunities daily when she saw Ralston together with other
men.

He had a very high standard of henour, too. Many men had
that, and all whom she knew were supposed to have it, but there
were few whom she felt that she could never possibly suspect of
some little meanness. That was auother step to the pedestal on
which she had set up her ideal,

But perhaps one of the chief points which appealed to lier sym-
pathy was Ralston's breadth of view, or absence of narrowness.
He had spoken the strict truth that evening when he had said that
he never laughed at any one’s religiou, and, next to love, religion
was at that time uppermost in Katharine Lawlerdale’s mind. At
her present stage of development everything she did, saw, read and
heard bore upon one or the other, or both, which was not sur-
priging-considering thie atmosphere in which she bad grown up.

Alexander junior had never made but one sacrifice for his wife,
and that had been of a negative description. He had forgiven her
for being a Roman Catholie, and had agreed never to mention the
subject ; and he had kept his word, as indeed be always did on
the very rar¢ oceasions when he could be induced to give it. It is
needless to say that he had made a virtue of his conduct in this
respoct, for he systematically made the most of everything in bim-
self which could be construed into a virtwe at all. But at all



56 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

events he had never broken his promise. In the days when he
had .married Emma Camperdown there had been little or no
difficulty about marriages between Catholics and membera of other
churches, and it bad been understood that his children were to be
brought up Presbyterians, though nothing had besn openly said
about it. His bride had been young, beautiful and enthusiastic,
and eshs had believed in her heart that before very long she conld
effect her husband’s conversion, little dreaming of the rigid
nature with which she should have to deal. It would have been
as eany to make a Roman Catholic of Oliver Cromwell, as Mrs,
Lauderdale soon discovered to ker sorrow. He did not even con-
gider that she had any right to talk of religion to her children.

Charlotte Leuderdale grew up in perfect indifference. Her
mind developed young, but not far. In her childhood she was a
favourite of old M. Lauderdale,—formerly a Miss Mainwaring,
of English extraction, and the mother of Mre. Ralston,—and the
old lady had tanght her that Presbyteriang were no better than
atheists, and that Roman Catholics were idolaters, so that the
ouly salvation lay in the Episcopal Church, The lesson had
entered deep into the girl’s heart, and she had grown up laughing
at all three ; but on coming to years of discretion she went to an
Episcopal church because most of her friends did. Ske erjoyed
the weekly fray with her father, whom she hated for hia own
sake in the first place, and secondly because he was poor, and she
once went so far as to make him declare, in his iron voice, that he
vastly preferred Catholics to Episcopalians,—a deelaration which
she ever afterwards east violently in his teeth when she had suc-
ceeded in drawing him into a discussion upon artieles of faith.
Her mother never had the slightest influence over ber. The girl
was quick-witted and believed herself clever, was amusing and
thought she was witty, was headstrong, capricious and violent in
her dislikes and was consequently convinced that she had a very
strong will. She married Slayback for three reasons,—to escape
from her family, because he was rich, and because ghe believed
that she could deo anything she chose with him. She was not
mistaken in his wealth, and she removed herself altogether from
the sphere of the Lauderdales, but Benjamin Slayback was not at
all the kind of person she had taken him for,

Katharing was altogether different from her sister. She was
more habitually silent, and her taste was never for family war.
She thought more and read less than Charlotte, who devoured
literature promiscuously and trusted to luck to remember something
of what she read, Indeed, Katharine thought a great desl, and
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often reasoned correctly from inaccurate knowledge. In a healthy
way she was inclined to be melancholic, and was given to following
out eserious ideas, and even to something like religious contempla-
tion. Everything connected with belief in transcendental matters
interested her execeedingly. She delighted in having discussions
which turned upon the pupernatural, and upon such things a5 seem
to promise & link between the hither and the further side of death’s
boundary—between the cis-mortal and the irans-mortal, if the
coining of such words be allowable. In thia she resembled nine-
tenths of the American women of her age and surroundings, The
mind of the idle portion of American society to-day reminds one of
a polypus whose countless feelers are perpetually waving and
writhing in the fruitless attempt to catch the very smallest frag-
ment of something from the otber side, wherewith to satisfy the
mortal hunger that torments it

There is something more than painful, something like an act of
the world’s soul-tragedy, in this all-pervading desire to know the
worst, or the best,—to know anything which shall prove that there
is something to kmow, There is a breathlees interest in every
detail of an ‘experience’ as it in related, a raising of hopes, a thrill-
ing of the long-ready receptivity as the point is approached ; and
then, when the ¢limax is reached and past, there is the sudden,
almost agonising relapse into blank hopelessness. The story has
been told, but nothing is proved, We know where the door is,
but before it is & sereen round which we must pasa to reach it
The screen is death, as we see it.  To pass it and be wihin sight
of the threshold is to die, az we underatand death, and there lies
the boundary of possible experience, for, so far as we know, there
is no other door,

The question is undoubtedly the greatest which humanity can
ask, for the answer must be immeottality or annihilation, It seems
that a certain proportion of mankind, driven to distraction by
the battle of beliefs, has actually lost the facelty of believing any-
thing at all, and the place where the faculty was aches, to speak
familigrly,

That, at least, was how it struck Katharine Lauderdale, and
it was from this point of view that she seriounsly contemplated
becoming a Catlolic. If she did so, she intended to accept the
Church as a whole and refuse, forever afterwards, to reopen the
discussion. She never could accept it as her mother did, for she
had not been bronght up in it, but there were days when she felt
that by a eingle act of will ehe could bind herself to believe in all
the essentials, and close her eyes to the existence of the mon-
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easentials, never to open them again, Then, ske thought, she
should never have any more doubts,

But on other days she wished that there might be another way.
8he got odd numbers of the proceedings of a society devoted to
peychological researches, and read with eatreme avidity the accur-
ately reported evidence of persons who had seen or heard unusual
gighta or sounds, and studied the figures illustrating the experiments
in thought-transference. Then the conviction came upon her that
there must be another door besides the door of death, and that, if
she were only patient slie might be led to it or come upon it un-
awares. She knew far oo little of even what little there is to be
known, to get any further than this vague and not unplessant
dream, and she was conscious of her ignorance, asking questions of
every one she met who took the slightest inferest in psychieal
enquiries. Of course, her attempts to gain knowledge were fruit-
lesa. If any one who is willing to be a member of civilised society
knew anything definite about what we call the future state, the
whole of civilised society would know it also in less than a month.
Every one can be quite sure of that, and no one need therefore
waste time in questioning his neighbour in the hope of learning
anything certain.

There were even times when her father's rigid and merciless
view of the goul pleased her, and was in sympathy with her
glightly melancholic temperament. The unbending, manly quality
of the Presbyterian belief attracted her by its strength—the
courage a man must have to go through life facing an almost
inevitable hell for himself and the positive certainty of irrecoverable
damnation for most of those dearest to him. If Ler father wag in
earnest, as he appeared to be, he could not have the slightest
hope that her mother could be saved. At that idea Katharine
laughed, being supposed to be a Presbyterian herself. Neverthe-
lens, she sometimes liked his hard sayings and doings, simply
because they were hard. Hamilton Bright had often told her
that she had a lawyer's mind, because she could not help seeing
things from opposite sides at the same time, whereupon she
always answered that though she despised prejudices, she liked
people who bad them, because such persons were generaily
gtronger than the average. Ralston, who had not many, and
had none at all about religious matters, was the man with whom
ghe felt herself in the closest sympathy, a fact which went far to
prove te Bright that he was not mistaken in his judgment of her,

On the whole, in spite of the declaration she had made to
Ralaton, Katharine Lauderdale’s state was sceptical, in the sense
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that her mind was in & condition of suspended judgment between
no less than five points of view, the Presbyterian, the Catholie,
the deistic, the psychologic, and the materialistic. It was her
misfortune that ber nature had led her to think of such matters it
all, rather than to accept some existing form of belief and to be
as happy as she could be with it from the first, a8 her mother had
done: and though ber intelligence was good, it was as totally
inadequate to grapple with such subjects aa it was well adapted to
the ordinary requirements of worldly life, But she was not fo be
blamed for being in & state of mind to which her rather unusmal
gurroundings had contributed much, and her thoughtful tempera-
ment not a little. If anything, she was to be pitied, though the
mighty compensation of a genuine love had grown up year by
year to neutralise the elements of unhappiness which were un-
doubtedly present,

It is worth noticing that at this time, which opened the erucial
period of her life, she doubted ber own religious convictions and
her own stability of purpose, but she did not for a moment
doubt the sincerity of her love for John Ralston, nor of his for
her, a8 she conclusively proved when she determined fo risk her
whole life in such a piece of folly as a secret marriage.

When she came down to dinner on that memorable evening,
ghe found her father and mether sitting on opposite sides of the
fireplace. Alexander junmior was correctly arrayed in evening
dress, and his clothes fitted perfectly upon his magaificent figure,
The keen eye of a suspicious dandy conld bave detected tnat they
were very old clothes, and Mr. Lauderdale would not have felt at
all dismayed at the discovery of the fact. He prided himaelf
upon wearing a coat ten ycars, and could tell the precise age of
every garment in his possession. He tied his ties to perfection
elso, and this, too, was an economy, for such was his skill that he
eould wear a white tie twice, bringing the koot into exactly
the same place a second time. Mont Blanc presented not a mere
spotless, impenetrable, and unchanging front than Alexander
junior’s=shirt, He had processes of rejuvenating his shoes known
to him alone, and in the old dayas of evening gloves, hiz were
systematically cleaned awd rematebed, and the odd ones laid
aside to replace possible torn ones in the future, constituting a
veritable survival of the fittest. Five and twenty years of
married life Lad not taught him that a woman could not possibly
do the same with her possessions and he occasionally enquired
why his wife did not wear certain gowos which had been young
with her daughters, He never put on the previously mentioned
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white tie, however, unless rome one was coming to dinner, When
the family was alone, he wore a hlack ome. As he was not
hospitable, and did not encourage hospitality in his wife, thongh
he praised it extravagantly in other people, and never refused a
dinner party, the black tie was tho rule at home. Black ties last
a long time,

Katharine noticed the white one this evening, and was
surprised, a8 her mother had not spoken fo her of any gueat.

‘Who is coming to dinner?’ she asked, looking at her father,
almost as socn as ehe had shut the door,

Mr. Landerdale’s steel-grey upper lip was immediately raised
in & sort of smile which showed his large white teeth—bhe had
defied the dentist from his youth up, and hie smile was hard and
cold as au electric light.

‘Ah, my dear child,’ he answered in a clear, metallic voice, I
am glad you notice things, Little things are always worth
noticing. Walier Crowdie is coming to dinner to-day. In fact,
he is rather late——'

* With Hester ¥’ asked Katharine, quickly, Hester Crowdie
was Hamilton Bright's sieter, and Katharine liked her.

fNo, my dear, without Hester. We could hardly ask two
people to our every-day dinner.’

‘Qh—-it's only Mr, Crowdie, then,’ said Katharine in a tone of
disappointment, sitting down beside her mother,

‘I hope you'll be nice to him, Katharine,’ said Mr. Lauderdale,
¢ There are many reasons——

‘0Oh, yes! ¥1l be nice to him,’ answered the young girl, with
a short, quick frown that disappeared again inatantly.

‘I don' like your expression, my child,’ said Alexander junior,
geverely, ‘and I don’t like to be interrupted. Mr. Crowdie
is very kind, He wishes to paint your portrait, and he pro-
posea to give us the study he must make first, which will be
just as good as the picture itself, I have no doubt. Crowdie
is getting a great reputation, and a picture by him is valu-
able. One can’t afford to be rude to & man who makes such a
proposal.’

‘No,’ observed Mrs. Lauderdale as though speaking to herself,
‘I should really like to have it. He is a great artist.’

‘I havern't the least intention of being rude o him,’ answered
Eatharine. *What does he mean to do with my portrait—with
the picture itself when he has painted it—sell it{’

‘He would have a perfect right to sell it, of course—with ne
name. He means to exhibit it in Paris, I believe, and then I
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think he intends to give it to his wife. You always say she ie a
great friend of yours.'

{ Oh—that's all right, if it's for Heater,’ said Katharine, <Of
course she’s & friend of mine, Hush | T hear the bell.’ :

fWhen did Mr, Crowdie talk to you about this}’ asked Mre,
Lauderdale, addressing her husband.

*This morning—hush ! Here he is.’

Alexander junior had an almost sbnormal respect for the
proprieties, and always preferred to stop talking about a person
five minutes before he or she appeared. It was a part of his
excensively reticent nature,

The door opened and Walter Crowdie appeared, a pale young
man with heavy, red lips and a bad figure. His eyes alone
redeemed his face from being positively repulsive, for they were
of a very beautiful blue colour and shaded by extremely long
brown lashes. A quantity of pale bair, too long to be neat, but
not 80 long a5 worn by many modern musicians, concealed the
ghape of his head and grew low on kis forehead. The shape of
the face, as the hair allowed it to be seen, resembled that of a pear,
wide and flaccid about the jaws and narrowing upwards towards
the temples. Crowdie’s bands were small, cushioned with fat, and
of a dead white—the fingers being very pointed and the nails long
and polished. His shoulders sloped like a woman's, snd were
narrow, and he was heavy about the waist and slightly in-kneed.
He waa too fashionable to use perfumes, but one instinctively
expected him to smell of musk,

Both women experienced an unpleasant sensation when he
entered the room, What Mr. Lauderdale felt it is impossible to
guess, but as Katharine saw the two shake handa she was proud
of her father and of the whole manly race from which she was
descended.

Laat of afl the party came Alexander senior, taking the utmost
advantage of age's privilege to be late. Even he, within sight of
his life’s end, contrasted favourably with Walter Crowdie, He
stooped,-he was badly dressed, his white tie was crooked, and
there were most evident spots on his coat; his eyes were watery,
and there were wrinkles running in all directions through the eye-
brows, the wrinkles that ecome last of all; he shambled a little as
he walked, and he certainly smelt of tobacco smoke, He had not
been the strongest of the three old brothers, though he was the
eldest, and his faculties, if not impaired, were not what they
had been. Bui the skull was large and bony, the knotted and
wrinkled old hands were manly hands, and always had been, and
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the benevolent old grey eyes had never had the womamish look
in them which belonged to Crowdie’s,

But the young man was quite unconscious of the unfavourable
impresgion he always produced upon Mrse Lauderdale and her
daughter, and his languishing eyelids moved softly and swept his
pale cheeks with their long lashes as he looked from ose to the
other and shook hands,

Alexander junior, whose sense of punctuality hed almost taken
offence, rang the bell as his father entered, and a serving girl, who
lived in terror of her life, drew back the folding-doors a moment
later,



CHAPTER VI

Tax conversation at diomer did not begin brilliantly. Mrs
Lauderdale was tired, and Katharine was preoccupied ; as was
natural, old Mr. Lauderdale was rot easily moved to talk except
upon his favourite hobby, and Alexander junior wee solemnly and
ferociously hungry, as many strong men are &t regular hours. As
for Crowdie, he always felt a little out of his element amongst his
wife’s relations, of whom he stood somewhat in awe, and he was
more observant than communisative at first. Katharine avoided
looking at him, which she conld easily do, as she sat between him
and her father, As usual, it was ber mother who made the first
effort to talk.

‘How is Hester 1’ she asked, looking aeroas at Crowdie.

“Oh, very well, thanks’ he answered, absently. *Ob, yes,—
she’s very well, thank you,’ he added, repeating the answer with a
little change and more animation, ‘She had a cold last week,
but she's got over it.’

‘It was dreadful weather,’ said Katharine, helping her mother
to stir the silence. ¢ All grandpapa’s idiots had the grippe’’

¢ All Mr, Iauderdale’s what$’ asked Crowdie. ‘I didn’t quite
catch——'

¢ The idiotas—the asylum, you know.’

¢ Oh, yes—I remember,’ said the young man, and his broad red
lips smiled.

Alexander senior, whose hand shook a little, had eaten his soup
with considerable success, He glanced from Katharine to the
young artist, and there was a twinkle of amusement in the kindly
old eyes,

*Katharine always laughs at the idiots, and talks as though
they were my personal property.’ His voice was deep and almost
musical still—it had been a very gentle voice in his youth.

‘Not a very valushble property,’ observed Alexander junijor,
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fixing his eye severely on the serving girl, who forthwith sprang
at Mrs, Lauderdale’s empty plate as though her life depended on
taking it away in time.

The Lauderdales had never kept a man-servant. The girl was
a handsome Canadian, very smart in black and white.

“Wouldn't it be rather an idea fo insure all their lives, and
make the insurance pay the expenses of the asylum %' enguired
Crowdie, gravely looking at Alexander junjor.

‘Not very practical,’ anawered the latter, with romething like
a gnile.

*Why not?' asked his father, with sudden interest. ¢That
strikes me as a very brilliant idea for making charities self-
supporting. I suppose,’ he continued, turning to his son, fthat
the companies could make no objections to insuring the lives of
idiots. The rate ought to be very reasonable when one considers
the care they get, and the medical attendance, and the immunity
from risk of aceident.’

‘T don’t know aboui that, When an asylum takes fire, the
idiots haven't the gemse to pet out,’ observed Alexander junior,
grimly,

‘Nonsense! Nonsense, Alexander!’ The old man shook his
head. ‘Idiots are just as—well, not quite as eensible as other
people,—that would be an exaggeration—but they’re not all so
stupid, by any weans,’

*No—so I've heard,” said Crowdie, gravely.

‘So stupid as what, Mr. Crowdie$’ asked Katharine, turning
on him rather abruptly.

¢ As others, Miss Lauderdale—aa me, for instance,’ he anawered,
without hesitation. *Probably we both meant—Mr. Lauderdale
and I—that all idiots are not so stupid as the worst cases, which
are the ones most peopla think of when idiols are mentioned.’

‘Exactly. You put it very well’” The old philanthropist
looked pleased at the interruption. ¢And I repeat that I think
Mr. Crowdie's idea of insuring them is very good. Every time
one dies,—they do die, poor things,~—you get a sum of money.
Excellent, very excelient !’

His ideas of buginess transactions had always been hazy in the
extreme, and his son proceeded to set him right,

‘It couldn’t possibly be of any advantage unless you had
capital to invest and insured your own idiots’ said Alexander
junior. ‘And that would just amount to making a savings bank
on your own account, and saving o much a year out of your
expenses for each idiot. You could invest the savings, and the
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interest would be all you could possibly make, It's not as though
the idiots’ families paid the dues and made over the policies to
you. There would be money in that, I admit. You might try
it. There might Le a streak of idiocy in the other members of
the patient’s family which would make them agree to it.’

The old man’s gentle eyes suddenly lighted up with ill temper,

“You're laughing at me, Alexander,’ he gaid, in a louder voice,
* You're laughing at me!’

*No, sir; I’m in earnest,’ angwered the son, in bis cool, metallic
fones,

‘Don’t the big companies insure their own ships {’ asked the
philanthropist. ¢ Of course they do, and they make money by it.’

‘I beg your pardon. They make nothing but the interest of
what they set aside for each ship. They simply cover their losses.’

¢ Well, and if an idiot dies, then the asylum gets the money.’

*Yes, sir.  But an idiot has no intrinsic value.’ .

‘Why, then the asylum gets a sum of money for what was
worth nothing, and it must be very profitable—much more so than
inguring ships.’

‘But it’s the asylum’s own money to begin with >

*And as for your saying that an idiot has no intrinsic value,
Alexander,” pursued the old man, going off on ancther tack, ‘I
won't have you say such thinge, I won't listen to them., An
idiot is & human being, sir, and has an immortal soul, I'd have
you to know, as well as yow or I. And you have the assurance
to say that he has no intrinsic value! An immortal soul, made
for eternal bappincss or eternal enffering, and no intrinsic value!
Upon my word, Alexander, you forget yourself! I should not
have expected guch an inhwman speech from yow!’

‘Is the “vital spark of heavenly flame” a marketable com-
modity ¥' asked Crowdie, speaking to Katharine in a low voice.

* Idiots have souls, Mr, Crowdie,’ said the philanthropist, look-
ing straight acress at him, and taking it for granted that be had
eaid something in opposition.

¢I’ver no doubt they bhave, Mr. Lauderdale,’ answered the
painter. ‘I never thought of questioning the fact.’

‘Oh! I thought you did. I understood that you were laughing
at the idea.’

‘Not at all. It was the use of the word “ intrinsic ” as applied
to the value of the soul which struck me as odd’

"Ah—that is guite another matter, my desr sir,’ replied the
old gentleman, who was quickly appeased. ‘My son first used
the word in this discussion. I'm not responsible for it The

®
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younger generation is mot so careful in its language as we were
taught to be. But the important point, after all, is that idiota
have souls.’

* The soul ia the only thing anybody reslly can be said to have
as hig own,’ eaid Crowdie, thoughtfully.

Eatharine glanced at him, He did not look like the kind of
man to make such a speech with sincerity. She wondered vaguely
what his soul would be like, if she could see it, and it seemed to
her that it would be something strange— white, with red lips,
singing an evil song, which ghe could not understand, in a velvet
voice, and that it would smell of musk. The side of her that was
towards him instinctively ghrank a little from him.

‘I am glad to hear you say that, Mr, Crowdie,’ said the phil-
anthropist with approbation. ‘It closes the discussion very
fittingly. I hope we shall hear no more of idiote not having souls,
Poor things! It is almost the only thing they have that makes
them like the rest of us’

‘People are all so different,’ replied the artist. ‘I find that
more gud more true every day. And it takes a soul to understand
a sonl. Otherwise photography would take the place of portrait
painting.’

‘I don’t quite see that, said Alexander junior, who had employed
the last few minutes in satisfying his firat pangs of hunger, having
been interrupted by the passage of arms with his father. ‘What
becomes of colour in photography ¢’

 What becomea of colour in a charecal or pen-and-ink drawing ¢’
asked Crowdie, ©Yet either, if at all good, is preferable to the
beat photograph.’

‘I’m not sure of that. I like a good photograph, It iz much
more accurate than any drawing can be.’

*Yes—but it has no soul,’ objected Crowdie,

‘How ¢an an inanimate object have & soul, sir}’ asked the
philanthropist, suddenly. ©That isas bad as saying that idiote..—'

‘I mean that a photograph has nothing which suggests the
soul of the original,’ said Crowdie, interrupting and speaking in a
high, clear tone. He had a besutiful tenor voice, and sang well ;
and he possessed the power of making himself heard easily againet

y other voices.

‘It is the exact repregentation of the person,’ argued Alexander
Jjunior, whose ideas upon art were limited.

‘Excuse me. Even that is not scientifically true. There can
only be one point in the whole photograph which ia precisely in
focus, But that is not what I mean. Every face has something
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besides the lines and the colour, For want of a better word, we
call it the expression—it iz the individuality—the soul-—the real
person—the something which the hand can suggest, bub which
nothing mechanieal can ever reproduee, The artist who can give
it has talent, even if he does mot know how to draw, The best
draughtsman and painter in the world is only a mechanic if he
cannot give it. Mrs, Lauderdale paints—and paints well—she
knows what T mean.’

*Of course,’ said Mrs. Lauderdale. *The fact that there is
gomething which we can only euggest but never show would alone
prove the existence of the soul to any one who paints.’

‘Y don’t understand those things,’ said Alexarnder junior.

‘ Grandpapa,’ said Katharine, suddenly, ¢if any one asserted
that there was no such a thing as the moul, what should you
answer 1’

‘I should tell him that he was a blasphemer,’ answered the old
gentleman, promptly and with energy.

‘But that wouldn’t be an argument,’ retorted the young girl.

‘He would discover the force of it hereafter,’ said her father.
The electric smile followed the words,

Crowdie looked at Katharine and smiled also, but she did not
886,
‘But isn’t a man entitled to an argumentl’ she asked, *I
mean—if any one really couldn’t believe that he had a soul—there
are such people——'

‘Lots of them,” observed Crowdie.

*It’s their own fault, then, and they deserve no mercy—and
they will find none,’” said Alexander junior.

‘Then believing is a matter of will, like doing right,” argued
the young girl. *And a man has only to say, “I believe,” and he
will believe, because he wills it.’

But neither of the Lauderdales had any intention of being
drawn out on that point. They were good Presbyterians, and
were Scotch by direct descent; and they knew well enough what
direction” the discussion must take if it were prolonged. 'The old
gentleman put a stop to it.

*The questions of the nature of belief and free will are pretty
deep ones, my dear,’ he said, kindly, ‘and they are not of the sort
to be discussed idly at dinner’

Strange to gay, that wes the species of answer which pleesed
Katharine best. She liked the wacompromising force of genuinely
prejudiced people who only allowed argument to preceed when they
were sure of a logieal result in their own favour. Alexander
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junior nodded approvingly, and took some more beef. He abhorred
bread, vegetables, and sweet things, and cared only for what
produced the greatest amount of energy in the shortest time. It
was astonishing that such iron strength should have accomplished
nothing in neatly fifty years of life.

*Yes,’ said Crowdie, ‘they are rather important things. Bat
I don’t think that there are 80 many people who deny the existence
of the soul as people whe want to satisfy their curiosity about: it,
by getting a glimpse at it. Hester and I dine out a good deal—
people are very kind, and always ask us to dinners because they
know I can’t go out to late parties on account of my work—so we
are always dining out; and we were saying only to-day that at
nine-tenths of the dinners we go to the conversation sooner or
later turna on the moul, or psychical research, or Buddhism, or
ghosts, or something of the sort. It's odd, isn’t it, that there
should be so much talk about those things just now? I think it
shows 2 kind of general curiosity. Everybedy wants to get hold
of a eoul and study its habits, as though it were an ormithorhynchus
or some queer animal—it is strange, isn’t it}’

‘I don't know,’ said Mre. Lauderdale, suddenly joining in the
conversation, °If yon once cut loose from your own form of belief
there’s no particular reason why you should be satisfied with that
of any one else, If a man leaves hie house without an object there’s
nothing to make him go in one direction rather than in another.

8o far a3 that is concerned, I agree with you,’ said Alexander
junior,

¢ There is truth to direct him,’ observed the philanthropist.

¢ And there is beauty,’ said Crowdie, turning his head towards
Mrs. Lauderdale and his eyes towards Katharine,

*Oh, of course !’ exclaimed the latter. *If you are going to
jumbie the soul, and art, and everything, all together, there are
lots of things to lead ome. Where does beaunty lead you, Mr,
Crowdie 1’

‘To imagine a vain thing,’ answered the painter with a goft
Izugh. *TIt also leads me to try and copy if, with what I imagine
it means, and I don’ always succeed.’

‘T hope you'll succeed if you paint my daughter's porfrait,’

Jremarked Alexander junior.

‘No,' Crowdie replied thoughtfully, and looking at Katharine
quite directly now. ‘I shan’t succeed, but if Miss Lauderdale
will let me try, Ill promise to do my very beat, Wil you, Miss
Lauderdale$ Your father said he thought you would have no
objection.’



VI EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 69

‘I said you would, Katharine, and I said nothing about
objections,’ said her father, who loved accurate ptatements.

Katharine did not like to be ordered to do anything and the
ghort, quick frown bent her brows for a second,

¢] am much fattered,” she aaid coldly.

“You will not be, when I have finished, I fear,” said Crowdie,
with quick fact. ‘Please, Miss Lauderdale, I don’t want you to
git to me as a matter of duty, because your father is good emough
to ask you. That isn't it, at all. Fleage understand. It's for
Hester, you know. She’s ench s friend of yours, and you're such
a friend of hers, and I want to surprise her with a Christmas
present, and there’s nothing she'd like so much as a picture of you.
I don’t eay anything abont the pleasure it will he to me to paint
you—it’s juet for her. Will you¥’

*Of course I will,” answercd Katharine, her brow clearizg and
her tone changing.

Bhe had not looked at hitn while he was speaking, and she was
gtruck, as she had often been, by the exquisite beauty of his voice
when he spoke familiarly and softly. It was like kis eyes, smooth,
rich and alnost woman-like.

*And when will you come}’ he asked. ‘To-morrow? Next
day? Would cleven o’clock puit you ¥’

¢ To-morrow, if you like,’ answered the young girl ‘Eleven
will do perfectly.’

¢ Will you come too, Mrs. Lauderdale ' Crowdie asked, without
changing his manner,

‘Yes—that is—not to-morrow. Tl come one of these days
and see how you are getting on, It's a long time since I've seen
you at work, and I should enjoy it ever so mmuch. But I should
rather come when it’s well begun. I shall learn more.’

‘Pm afraid you won't learn much from me, Mrs. Lauderdale.
It’s very different work from miniature—and I have no rule. It
seems to me that the longer I paint the more hopeless all rules
are, Ten years ago, when I was working in Paris, I used to
Dbelieve in canons of art, and fixed principles, and methods, and all
that sort of thing. Buf I can’t any more. I do it anyhow, just
a8 it seems to come—with anything—with a stump, o brush, a
rag, hands, fingers, anything, I should not be surprised to find
myself drawing with my elbow and painting with the back of my
head! No, really—I eometimes think the back of my head
would be a very good brush to do fur with. Any way—only to
get at the real thing.’

T once saw a painter who had no arms,’ said the old gentle-
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man, ‘It was in Paris, and he held the broshes with his toes,
There is an idiot in the asylum now, who Lkes nothing better than
to pull his shoes off and tie knots in a rope with his feet all day
long.?

‘He ia probably one of us,’ suggested Crowdie. ‘We artists
are all half-witted. Give him a brush and see whether he has any
talent for painting with his toea.’

‘That’s an ides,’ amswered the philanthropist, thoughtfully.
¢ Tranaference of mannal skill from hands to feet,’ he continyed in
& low, dreamy voice, thinking alond. *Abnormal connections of
nerves with next adjoining brain centres—yes—there might be
gomething in it—yes—yes—--

The old gentleman had theories of his own about nerves and
brain centres. He had never even ptudied anatomy, but he
speculated in the wildest manmer wuponm the probability of
imposeible cases of nerve derangement and imperfect development,
and had long believed himself an authority on the subject.

The dinner was quite as short as most modern meals. 0Old
Mr. Landerdale and Crowdie smoked, and Alexander junior, who
despised such weaknesses, stayed in the dining-room with them.
Neither Mrs. Lauderdale nor Katharine would have objected to
emoking in the library, but Alexander’z inflexible conservatism
abhorred such a practice.

‘I can't tell why it is,’ said Katharine, when she was alone
with her mother, ‘but that man is positively repulsive to me. It
must be something besides his ugliness, and even that ought to be
redeemed by his eyes and that bLeautiful v8ice of his, But it’s
not. There's something about him— ' She stopped, in the
gheer impossibility of expressing her meaning.

Her mother eaid nothing in answer, but looked at her with
calm and quiet eyes, rather thoughtfully.

‘Is it very foolish of me, mother} Don't you notice some-
thing, too, when he's near you{’

“Yes. He's like a poisonous flower.’

¢ That's exactly what T wanted to say. That and—the title of
Tennyson’s poem, what is it? Oh—*A Vision of Sin ’-—don’t you
know ?’

,  *Poor Crowdie !’ exclaimed Mrs. Lauderdale, laughing & little,
but still looking at Katharine,

¢T wonder what induced Hester to marry him.’

*He fascinated her. Besides, she's very fond of musie, and so
is he, and he sang to her and she played for him, It seems to
have succeeded very well, I believe they are perfectly happy.’



vI EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 71

¢Qh, perfectly. At least, Hester alwaye says so. But did
you ever notice—pometimes, without any special reason, she looks
at him so anxiously? Just as though she expected momething to
happen to him, or that he should do something queer. It may be.
my imagination.’

‘I never moticed it. She’s tremendously in love with him,
That may account for it.’

‘Well—if she's happy---—'Katharine did not finish the
pentence, ‘He does stare dreadfully, though,’ she resumed a
moment later. ‘But I suppose all artiste do that. They are
always looking at one’s features. You don’t, though.’

‘I Tm always looking at people’s faces and trying to see
how I could paint them best. Bub I don’t etare. People don’t
like it, and it isn’t necessary. Crowdie is vain. He has beautiful
eyes and he wants every one to notice them.’

¢If that's it, at all evenis he has the sense to be vain of his
best point,’ said Katharine, ‘He’s not an artist for nothing.
And he's certainly very clever in all sorts of waya.'

‘ He didn’t say anything particularly clever at dinner, I theught,
By the bye, was the dinner good? Your father didn’t tell ms
Crowdie was coming.’

*0Ob, yes ; it did very well,’ answered Katharine, in a reassuring
tome. ‘At least, I didn’t nofice what we had. He always takes
away my appetite. I shall go and steal something when he’s
gone. Let’s sit up late, mother—just you and I—after papa has
gone to bed, and we'll light a Jittle wee fire, and have a tiny bit
of supper, and make ourselves comfortable, and abuse Mr. Crowdie
Jjust as much as we like. Wor't that be nice? Do!’

*Well—we'll sea Low late he staye. It’s only a quarter past
nine yet. Have you got a book, child? I am going to read that
article about wet paintings on pottery—I've had it there ever so
long, and the men won't come back for half an hour at least.’

Katharine found something to read, after handing her mother
the review from the table,

‘Perhaps reading a little will take away the bad taste of
Crowdie,” said Mre. Lauderdale, with a laugh, as she settled herself
in the corner of the sofa.

‘I wish something would,’ answered Katharine, seating herself
in a deep chair, and opening her book.

But she found it hard to fix her attention, and the book was a
dull one, or seemed 8o, as the best boocks do when the mind is
drawn and stretched in one direction. Her thoughts went back
to the twilight hour, when Ralston had been there, and to the
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decided step she was about to take. The ouly wonder was that
ghe had Leen able to talk with a tolerable continuity of ideas
during dinner, considering what her position was. Assuredly it
was a daring thing which she meant to do, and she experienced
the sensation familint even to brave men—the emall, utterly
unreasoning temptation to draw back just before the real danger
beginse, Most people who have been called upon to do something
very dangerous, with fair warning and in perfectly cold bleed,
know that little feeling and are willing to acknowledge it. Tt is
not fear. It is the inevitable last word spoken by the instinet of
gelf-preservation,

There are men who have never felt it at all, rare instances of
perfectly phlegmatic physieal recklessness. They are not the ones
who deserve the most eredit for doing perilous decds. And there
are other men, even fower, perhaps, who have felt it, but have
ceased to feel it, in whom all love of lifo is so totally and hope-
lessly dend that cven the bedily, human impulse to avoeid death
can never be felt again, Such men are very dangerous in fight.
 Beware of him who secks death,’ says an ancient Eastern proverb,
So many things whicl scem impossible arc ecasy if the value of
life itself be taken out of the balance. But with the great
majority of the humnn race that value is tolerably well defined.
The poor Chinaman who sells himself, for the henefit of his family,
to bs sliced to death in the stead of the rich eriminal, knows
within an ounce or two of silver what his existencs is worth.
The bargain has been made 2o often by others that there is almost
a tariff. It is not a pleasant subject, but, since the case really
happens, it would be a curious thing to hear theologians discuss
the morality of such suicide on the part of the unfortunate wretch
Would they say that he was forfeiting the hope of a future reward
by giving himself tn be destroyed for money, of his own free will?
Or would they account it to him for rightecusncss that he should
lay down his life to save DLie wifc and children from starving to
death? For a real case, as it i3, it certainly presents difficultiea
which approach the fantastic.

It was very quiet in the room, as it had been once or twice
when there had been a silence between Katharine and Ralston a

;few hours earlier, The furniture was all just as it had been—
hardly a chair had been turned. The scene came back vividly to
the young girl's imagination, and the sound of Ralston’s voice,
just trembling with emotion, rang again in her ears. That had
been the sweetest of all the many sweet hours she had spent with
him since they had been children. Her book fell upen her knees
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and her head sank back against the cushion. With lide half
drooping, she guzed at a point she did not see, The softest
possible light, the exquisite, trembling radiance of spotless maiden-
hood’a divinest dream, hovered about the lovely face and the
girlish lips just parted to meet in the memory of a kiss,

Suddenly, from the next room, as the three men came towards
the closed door of the library, Crowdie’s laugh broke the stillness,
high, melodious, rich. Some men have a habit of laughing at
anything which is said just as they leave the dining-room.

Katharine started as though she had been stung, She was
unconscious that her mother had ceased reading, and had been
looking at her for several minutes, wondering why she had never
fully appreeiated the girl's beauty before,

*What's the matter, dear?’ she asked, as she saw the atart
and the quick cxpression of resentment and repulsion.

¢It’s that man’s voice—it's so beautiful and yet—ugh!’ She
shivered as the door opened and the three men came in.

‘You've not been long,’ said Mrs. Landerdale, looking up at
Crowdie. ‘I hope they gave you a cigar in there.

¢ Oh, yes, thanks—and & very good one, too,” added the artist,
who had not succeeded in smoking half of the execrable Conrecticut
six-for-a-quarter cigar which the philanthropist had offered him,

It seemed natural cnough to him that a man who devoted
himself to idiots should have no taste, and he would have opened
his eyes if he had been told that the Connectieut tobacco was one
of the economies imposed by Alexander junior upen lis long-
suffering father. The old gentleman, however, was really not
very particular, and his sufferings were not to be compared with
those of Balzacs snintly charity-maniac, when he gave up his
Havanas for the sake of his poor people.

Crowdie looked at Katharine, as he answered her mother, and
continned to do so, though he sat down beside the latter.
Katharine Dad risen from ber seat, and was standing by the
mantelpiece, and Mrs, Lauderdale was sitting at the end of the
sofa on the other eide of the fireplace, under the strong, unshaded
light of the gas. She made an eflort to talk to her guest, for the
sake of sparing the girl, though she felt uncomfortably tired, and
was looking almost ill.

*Did you talk any morc about the soul, after wa lefti’ she
asked, looking at Crowdie.

‘No,’ he answered, still gazing at Kotharine, and speaking
rather absently. *We talked—let me see—1 think——' He
hesitated.
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‘It couldn’t have been very interesting, if you don’t remember
what it was about,” said Mrs Lauderdale, pleasantly, <We muat
try and amuse you better than they did, or you won’t come near
us again,’'

‘Oh, as far as that goes, Ill come just as often as you ask
me,” answered Crowdie, suddenly Jooking at his shoes,

But he made no attempt to continue the conversation, Mrs.
Lauderdale felt a little womanly annoyance, The constant and
life-long habit of being considered by men to be the most
important person in the room, whenever she chose to be considered
at all, had become a part of her nature. She made up her mind
that Crowdie should not only listen and talk, but should leok
at her.

‘What are you doing now? Another portrait?’ she asked.
] know you are always busy.’

‘ Oh, yes—the wife of 2 man who has a silver mine somewhere.
She’s fairly good-looking, for a wonder.’

His eyes wandered about the room, and, from time to time,
went back to Katharine. OId Mr. Launderdale was going to sleep
in aw arm-chair, and Alexander junior was reading the evening
paper.

* Does your work alwaye interest you as it did at first ¥’ asked
Mrs. Lauderdale, growing more and more determined to fix his
sttention, and speaking softly. *I mean—are you happy in it
and with it?’

His languid glance met hers for an instant, with an odd look of
lazy enquiry. He was keen and quick of intuition, and more than
sufficiently vain. There is a certain tone of voice in which a
woman may ask a man if he is happy which indicates a willingness
to play at flirtation. Now, it had never entered the head of
Walier Crowdie that Mrs. Lauderdale could possibly care to flirt
with him, Yet the tone was official, so to say, and he had some
right to be surprised, the more go a3 he had never heard any man
~—not even the famous elub-liar, Stopford Thirlwall—even suggest
that she had ever really flirted with any one, or do anything worse
than dance to the very end of every dancing party, and generally
amuse herself in an innocent way to an extent that would have
ruined the constituiions of most women not born in Kentuclky.
Even as he turned to leok at her, however, he realised the
absurdity of the impression he had received, and his eyes went
mechanically back to Katharine’s profile. The smile that moved
his heavy, red mouth was for himeelf, as he answered Mra
Launderdale’s question,
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¢QOh, yes,’ he said, quite naturally, ‘I love it Tm perfectly
happy.’ And again he relzpsed into eilence.

Mre. Landerdale was annoyed, She turned her head, under
the glaring light, towards the carved pillar at the right of the
fireplace, Aan absurd little looking-glass hung by a silken cord
from the mantelpiecs to the level of her eyes—one of those small
Persian mirrors set in a case of embroidery, such as are used for
favours at cotillons,

Bhe saw very suddenly the reflection of her own face, The
glass was perhaps a frifle green, which wade it worse, but she
stared in a sort of dumb horror, realising in a single moment that
ghe had grown old, that the lines had deepened until every one
could see them, that the eyes looked faded, the hair dull, the lips
almost shrivelled, the once dazzling skin flaccid and sallow—that
the queenly beauty was gone, a perishable thing already perished,
a memory now and worse than a memory, a cruelly bitter regret
left in the place of a possession Lelf divine that was lost for ever
and ever, dead beyond resurrection, gone beyond recall.

That was the most terrible meoment in Mrs, Landerdale’s life,
Fate need not bave made it so appallingly eudden—she had
prepared for it so long, so eonsclentiously, trying always to wean
herself from a vanity the sternest would forgive. And it had
seemed to be coming eo slowly, by degrees of each degree, and she
had thought it would be so long in coming quite. And new it
was come, in the flash of a second, But the bitterness was not
pagt.

Iunstinctively in the silence she looked up before her and saw
her daughter’s lovely face. Her head reeled, her sight swam. A
great, fierce envy caught at her beart with iron fingers and wrung
it, till she could have secreamed,—envy of her who was dearest to
her of all living things—of Katharine.



CHAPTER VII

JoEN Rarsrow had given his word to Katharine and he intended
to keep it. Whenever he was assailed by doubts he recalled by
an act of will the state of mind to which the youny girl had
brought him on Monday evening, and how he had then been
convinced that there was no harm in the secret marringe. He
analysed his position, too, in a rough and ready way, with the
intention of proving that the clandestine ceremnony counld not be of
any advantage to himself, that it was therefore not from any
gelfish motive that he had undertaken to have it performed, and
that, cousequently, rince the action iteelf waz to be an unselfish
one, there could be nothiug even faintly dishonourable in it. For
he did not really believe that old Robert Lauderdale would do
anything for him. On the contrary, he thought it most likely
that the old man would be very angry and would bid the young
people abide by the consequences of their doings. He would
blame Raleton bitterly. He would not believe that he had been
disinterested. He would gay that he had married Katharine, and
had persuaded her to the marriage in the hope of foreing his uncls
to help him, out of consideration for the girl. And he would
refuse o do anything whatsoever. He might ¢ven go so far as to
strike the names of DLoth from his will, if he had left them a
legacy, which was probable.  But, to do Ralston justice, so long as
he was sure of his own motives he had never cared a straw for the
opinions others might form of them, and he was the last man in
the world to assume a character for the eake of playing on the
foelings of a rich relation. If Robert Lauderdale should send for
him, and be angry, and reproach him with what he had done, John
was quite capable of answering that he had acted from motives
which concerned himself only, that he was auswerable to no one
but Katharine herself and that Uncle Robert might make the best
of it at his leisure. The young man possessed that sort of courage,
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in abundance, as every one knew, and being aware of it himself,
he suspected, not without grounds of probability, that the million-
aire was aware of it also, and would simply leave him alone to his
own devices, refusing Katharine’s request, and never mentioning
the queation again, That the old man would be discreet, was
certain, With a few rare exceptions, men who have made great
fortunes unaided have more discretion than other people, and can
keep secrets remarkably well,

The difficulty which presented iteelf to Ralston at once was a
material one. He did not in the least know how such an affair as
o secret marriage should be managed. None of his close acquaint-
ances had ever done apything sc unusval, and although he knew
of two cases which had oecurred in New York society, the one in
recent years and the other long ago, he had no means of finding
out 2t short notice how the actual formalities necessary had been
fulfilled in either case. He knew, however, that a marriage
performed by a respectable clergyman of any denomination was
legal, aud that a certificate signed by him was perfectly valid,
He had heard of marriages hefore a Justice of the Peace, and
even of declarations made before respectable witnesses and vouched
for, which had been legal marriages beyond dispute, but he did
not like the look of anything in which there was no religious
ceremony, respectfully indifferent though he was to all religion.
The code of honour, which was his oaly faith, is connected, and
net even very distantly, with Christianity. There are honourable
men of all religions under the sun, ineluding that of Conficius,
but we do not aseociate the expression fthe code of honour?® with
non-Christians—which is singular enough, considering the view
the raid code takes of some moral questions.

There must be & marringe service, thercfore, thonght Ralston,
and it must be performed in New York. There was no possibility
of taking Katharine into a peighbouring State, and he had no
wigh to do so for many reasoms. He was not without foresight,
and he intended to be sble to prove at any future time that the
formality, the whole formality, and nothing but the formality of
the ceremony had been fulfilled. It was not easy. He racked
his recollections in vain, and he read all the newspapers published
that morning with an interest he had certainly never felt in them
before, in the hope of finding some account of a case similar to his
own, He thought of going to a nmmber of elergymen, of the
social type, with whom he had a speaking acquaintance, and of
Isying the facts before each in turn, until one of them eonsented
to marry him, But though many of them were excellent men, he
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had not enough confidence in their discretion. He laughed to
hixngelf when he thought that the only men he knew who teemed
to possess the necessary qualities for wuch a delicate affair were
Robert the Rich himself and Hamilton Bright, whom Ralston
gecretly suspected of being somewhat in love with Katharine on
hie own account. It was odd, he thought, that of all the family
Bright alone should resemble old Robert, physically and mentally,
but the resemblance was undeniable, though the relationship only
consisted in the fact that Bright waa descended from old Robert
Lauderdsle’s grandfather, the primeval Alexander often mentioned
in these pages.

Ralston turned the case over and over in his mind. He
thought of going to eome dissenting minister quite unknown to
him, and trying what eloquence could do. He had heard that
goms of them were men of heart to whom one eould appesl in
trouble. But he knew very well that every one of them would
tell him to do the thing openly, or not at all, and the mere idea
revived his own scruples, He wondered whether there were
not churches where the marrying was done by batches of four
and five couples on a certain Sunday in the month, as babies
are baptized in eome parts of the world, and whether he and
Katharine ecould not slip in, as it were by mistake, and be
married by a man who did not even kmow their names, But
he laughed at the idea & moment Iater, and went on studying
the problem,

Another of hig ideas was to consult a detective, from a private
office. Such men would, in all likelihood, know a good deal
shout runaway couples. And this seemed one of the wisest
plane which had suggested itself, though it broke down for two
reasons, He hated the thought of getting at his result by the
help of & man belonging to what he considered a mean and
underhand profession; and he reflected that such men were
always on the lockout for private scandals, and that he should
be putting himeelf in their power. At last he decided to
consult a lawyer. Lawyers and doctors, as a rule, were discreet,
he thought, because their success depended on their diseretion.
He could easily find & man whom he had never seen, honest and
abls to keep a secret, who would give him the information he
wanted in a professional way and take a fee for the trouble.
This seemed to him honourable and wise. He wished every-
thing to be legal, and the best way to make it so was to follow
& lawyer's directions. There wes not even a doubt but that
the said lawyer, if requested, would make a memorandum of the
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case, and take charge of the document whick was to prove that
Katharine Lauderdale had bacome the lawful wife of John Ralston,
There were lists and directories in which he could find the.
names of hundreds of such men. He was in his native city,
and between the pames and the places of business he thought
he could form a tolerably accurate opinion of the reputation and
standing of some, if not of all, of the individuals,

In the course of a couple of hours he had found what he
wanted—a lawyer whose name was known to him as that of a
man of good reputation and a gentleman, one whom he had never
geen and who had probably never seen him, old enough, as he
knew, to bave a wide experience, yet not o old as io be
justified in assuming airs of vast moral superiority in order to
declare primly that he would never help a young man to commit
an act of folly. For folly it was, as Ralston knew very well in
big heart.

He lost no time, and within half an hour was interviewing
the authority he had selected, for, by a bit of good luck, he was
fortunate enough to meet the lawyer at fhe door of his office,
Just returning from luncheon. Otherwise he might have had
some difficulty in gaining immediate admittancee He found
him fo be a grave, keen personage of uncertain age, who laid
his glasses beside him on his desk whenever he spoke, and put
them on again as soon as he had done. He wiped them carefully
when Ralston bhad explained what he wanted, and then nansed
a moment before replying, Halston was by no means prepared
for what he said.

¢1 preeume you are a novelist.

The lawyer looked at him, emiled pleasantly, locked away and
turned his glasses over agaip.

The young man was inclined to laugh. No ocne had ever
before taken him for a man of letters, He hesitated, however,
before he answered, wondering whether he had not better accept
the statement in the hope of getting accurate information, rather
than risk” a refusal if he said he was in earnest. The lawyer
took his hesitation for assent.

‘Because, in that case, it would not be at all difficult to
manage,” he continued, without waiting any longer for a reply.
¢ Lots of things can happen in books, you see, and you can wind
up the story and publish it before the people in the book who
are to bo kept in the dark have found out the secret. In real
life, it is a little different, because, though it's very easy to be
married, it's the duty of the person who marries youn to send &
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certificate or statement of the marriage to the office where the
record of statisties is kept.’

‘Oh|’ ejaculated Ralston, and bis face fell, ‘I didn’t know
that,’

fYea That's necessary, on pain of a fine, And yet the
marriage may remain a secret o Iong while—for a lifetime under
favourable circumstances. Bo that if you are writing a story
you can let the young couple take the chances, and you can give
them in their favour.’

‘Well—how, exnctly?’ asked John. ¢That sort of thing
isn’$ usual, I faney,’

‘Not usual-—no’ Thke lawyer emiled. *‘But there are more
gecret marriages than most people dream of., If your hero and
heroine must be married in New York, it ia eagy enough to do
it, Nobody will marry them without afterwards making ont
the certificate, whieh is recorded. If anybody suspects that they
are martied, it iz the easiest thimg in the world to find out
that the marriage has been registered. But if nobody looks for
it, the thing will never be heard of I¥s a thousaud {o ome
against anyhody’s finding it out by accident.’

¢But if it were done in that way it would be absclutely legal
and could never be contested 1’

‘Of course—nperfectly legal. But it’s not so in all States,
mind you,’

‘I wanted te know about New York,’ said Ralston, “It
couldn’t poesibly take place anywhere else.’

¢ Oh—well—in that case, you know all there is to be known’

‘Im very grateful, said John, rising, °I've taken up a
great deal of your valuable time, sir. May I——'

In considerable doubt 28 to what he should do, he thrust his
hand into his breast-pocket and looked at the lawyer.

My dear gir!' exclaimed the latter, rising also. ‘How can
you think of such a thing? I'm very glad indeed to have been
of service to—a young novelist.’

‘You're exceedingly kind, and I thank you very much,’ said
Ralston, shaking the outstretched hand, and making for the doer
as soon 88 posaible.

He had not even given his name, which had been rather rude
on his part, ag he was well aware, Ai all events, the lawyer
would not be able to trace him, which was a point to his
advantage,

Oddly enough he felt a sense of satisfaction when he thought
over what he had learned, He could tell Katharine that a really
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secret marriage was wholly impossible, and perhaps when she
knew thai she was running & rigk of discovery she would draw
back. He should be glad of that. Realising the fact, he was
eonscious for the first time that he was seeking a way out of
the marriage and not a way into it, and a conflict arose in his
mind. On the one kand he had given Katharine hiz word that
he would do what ehe asked, and his word was sacred, unless ghe
would relesse him from the promise. On the other side stood
that intimate convietion of his own that, in spite of all her
arguments, it was not a perfectly honourable thing to do, on its
own merits. He could not help feeling glad that a material
difficulty stood in the way of his doing what she required of him,

In any case he must see her as soon as possible. He ascer-
tained without difficulty that they need not show evidence that
they had resided in New York during any particular period, nor
were there any other formalities to be fulfilled. He went Lome to
luncheon with his mother—it was on the day afier he had given
his promise to Katharine, for he had lost no time—and he went
out again befors three o'clock, hoping te find the young girl alone.

To his anncyance he found her with her mother in the library.
Mrs. Lauderdale was generally at work at that hour, if she was at
home, but to-day she, who was aiways well, had a headache and
was nervous and saltogether different from herself, Katharine
saw that she was almost ill, and insisted upen staying at home
with her, to read to her, or to talk, as she preferred, thouyh Mrs,
Lauderdale begged her repeatedly to go away and make visits, or
otherwise amuse herself as she could. But the young girl waa
obstinate ; she saw that her mother was suffering and she had no
intention of leaving her that afternoon, Alexander jumior was of
course at his office, and the philanthropist was in his own quarters
upetairs, probably dozing before the fire or writing reports about
idiota.

It was clear to Ralston in five mirutes that Mrs. Lauderdale
was not, only indisposed, but that she was altogether out of
temper, a state of mind very unusual with her. She found fault
with little things that Katharine did in a way John had never
noticed hefore, and as for himself, she evidently wished he had
not come. There was a petulance about her which was quite zew.
She was not even sitting in her wsual place, but had taken the
deep arm-chair on the other side of the fireplace, and turned her
back to the light.

‘You seem to be as busy as usual, Jack,’ she obeerved, after
oxchanging a few worda



82 KATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

‘I'm wishing I were, at all events,” e anawered. fYou must
take the wish for the deed.’

* They say that there’s always plenty of work for any one who
wants it,” answered Mrs. Landerdale, coldly.

‘If yowll tell me where to find it——'

*Why don’t you go to the West, as young Bright did, and try
to do something without help?  Other men do.’

* Bright took money with him,’ answered Ralston.

*Did ke§ Not much, then, I fancy. I know he lived a hard
life and drove cattle——’

¢ And bought land in wild places which he found in the course
of hig eattle driving. The driving wos a means of getting about
-—not unpleasant, either—and he had some mowey to invest. I
could do the same, if I had any.’

‘You know it’s quite nseless, mother,’ soid Katharine, inter-
posing before M. Lauderdale could make another retort. *¥You
all abuse him for doing nothing, and yet I hear you all say that
every profession is overcrowded, and that nobody can do anything
without eapital. If Uncle Robert chose, he could make Jack’s
fortune by a turn of his band.’

*Of conrse—he could give him a fortuue outright and not feel
it—unless he cared what became of it.’

There wae something so harsh about the way in which she
spoke the Jast words that Ralston and Katbarine looked at each
other. Ralston did not lose his temper, however, but tried to
turn the subject with a langh,

*My dear Cousin Emma,’” he said, *I'm the most hopeless cage
living, Please talk about somebody who is successful. There
are lots of them., You've mentioned Bright already. Let us
praise him, That will make you feel better.

To this Mrs. Lauderdale eaid nothing. After waiting a
moment Ralston turned to Katharine,

¢ Are you going out this afterncon?’ he asked, by way of hint-
ing that he wanted to see her alone,

*No,’ said Mrs. Lauderdale, answering for her. *She says she
means to stay at home and take care of me. It’s ever so good of
her, ien’t it 1’

“Yes,’ anawered Ralston, absently.

It struck Katharine that, considering that her mother had been
trying for half an hour fo persuade her to go ont, it would have
been patural to propose that she should go for a short walk with
John, and that the angwer had come rather suddenly,

‘But you can't stay at home all day,’ said Ralston, all at once,
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*You'll be having a headache yourself. Woun't you let Katharine
come with me for half an hour, Cousin Emma? We'll walk twiee
round Washington Square and come right back. She looks pale.

*Does shel’ Mrs. Lauderdale glanced at the girl's face. ‘I
don’t think so,’ she continued. ¢ Besides

‘What is it?' asked Ralston, as she hesitated and stopped.
*Isn’t it proper? We've often done it.’

Mre. Lauderdale rose from ber chair and stood up, tall and
slim, with her back to the mantelpiece. The light fell upon her
face now, and Ralston saw how tired and worn she looked, Im-
mediately she turned her back te the window again, and looked
at him sideways, resting her elbow on the shelf,

* What is the use of you two going on in this way?' she asked
suddenly.

There was an awkward silence, and again Katharine and
Ralston Iooked at one another. They were momentarily surprised
out of speech, for Mrs, Landerdale had always taken their side, if
not very actively, at least in a kindly way. She had said that
Katharine should rmarry the man she loved, rich or poor, and that
if she chose to wait for a poor man, like Ralston, to be able to
support her, that was her own affair,. The viclent opposition bad
come from Katharine’s father when, a year previously, the two had
boldly told him that they loved each other and wished to be
married. Alexander junior did not often lose his temper, but he
had lost it completely on that occasion, and had gone so far as to
say that Ralston should never enter the house again, 2 verdiet
which he had been scon forced to modify, DBut he bad eaid that
he considered John ar idle good-for-nothing, who would never be
able to eupport himself, let alone a wife and children ; that his,
Alexander’s, daughter should never marry a professional dandy,
who was countent to let his widowed mother pay his-extravagant
tailor's bills, and who played poker at the clubs as a source of
income ; that it was not emough of a recommendation to be half
a La.udeldale and to skim the cream from New York society in
the form of daily invitations—and to have the reputation of being
a good polo player with other people’s horses, a good yachtsman
with other people’s yachts, and of baving a strong head for other
people’s wines. Those were not the noble qualities Alezander
junior looked for in a son-in-law. Not at all, sir. He preferred
Benjamin Slayback of Nevada, The Lauderdales were quite able
to make society accept Benjamin Slayback of Nevada, because
Benjamin Slayback of Nevada was quite able to stand upon his
own feet anywhere, having worked for all Le had, like & man, and
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baving pushed himself into the forefront of political life by sheer
energy and ability, and having as good a right and as good &
chance in every way as any man in the country. No, he was
certainly not a Lauderdale, If Lauderdales were to go on marry-
ing Lauderdales and no one else, there would soon be an end of
socisty. He advised John Ralston to go to Nevada and marry
Benjamin Slayback’s sister, if she would look at him, which was
more than doubtful, eonsidering that Le was the moat atrocicusly
idle young ne’er-do-weel—here Alexander’s Scoich upper lip
snapped like a steel trap-—that ever wasted the most precious
years of life befween the seciety of infatuated women by day, sir,
and the temptations of the card-table and the bottle by might—
the favourite of fine ladies, the hoon companion of roisterers and
the sport of a London tailor.

Which was a tremendous speech when delivered at close
quarters in Alexander junior's wmetallic voice, and in his most
irately emphatic manner, while the grey veins swelled at his grey
temples, and one iron hand was clenched ready to strike the palm
of the other when the end of the peroration was reached. He
allowed himeelf, as a relation, even more latitude in his language
than he would have arrogated to himself as Katharine’s father.
He met John Ralston not only as the angry stage father meets
the ineligible and determined young suitor, but a8 one Lauderdale
meeting another—the one knowing himself to be irreproachable,
upbraiding the other as the disgrace of the family, the hardened
young sinner, and the sport of his tatlor. That last expression had
almogt brought a smile to Ralston’s angry face,

He had behaved admirably, however, under such very trying
circumstances, and afterwards secretly took great credit to himself
for not having attacked him whom he wished for a father-in-law
with the furniture of the latter’s own library, the chaim being the
only convenient weapons im the room. Alexander the Safe, as his
own daughter called him, could probably have killed John Ralston
with one back-hander, but Johz would have liked to try him in
fight, nevertheless. Instead of doing anything of the kind, how-
ever, John drew bask iwo eteps, and said as much as he could
trust himself to say without foaming at the mouth &nd seeing
things in scarlet. He eaid that he did not agree with his Cousin
Alexander upon all the points the latter had mentioned, that he
did not care to prolong a violent scene, and he wished him good
morning. Thereupor he had left the house, which was quite the
wiseat thing he counld do, for when Alexander was alone he found
to his extreme annoyance that he had & distinet seumsation of
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having been made almort ridiculous, But he soon recovered from
that, for whatever the secret mainspring of his singular eharscter
might be, it was certainly not idle vanity. .

Mrs, Lavderdale had consoled Katharine, and Ralaton too, for
that matter, as well aa she could, and with sincere sympathy.
Ralston continued to come to the house very mueh as he pleased,
and Mr, Lauderdale silently iolerated his presence on the rare
occasions of their meeting. He had ecertainly said more than
enough to explain hig point of view, and ke considered the matter
as settled. It was really not possible to keep a man who was his
cousin altogether away, and he suffered algo from a delusion
common to many fathers, which led him to think that no one
would ever dare to act against his once clearly expressed wishes,

Between Xatharine and her mother and Ralaton there remained
a sort of tacit understanding. There was no formal engagement,
of eourse, which would have had to be concealed from Mr. Lauder-
dale, but Mra. Lauderdale meant that the two young people should
be married if they continued to love one another, and she generally
left them as much together as they pleased when Ralston came.

It was, therefore, not strange that they should both be surprised
by the nature of her sudden question as she stood by the fireplace
locking sidewaya at Ralston, with ber back to the light,

‘What is the usef?’ asked Katharive, repeating the words in
aatonishment and emphasising the last one,

‘Yes. What is the use? If is leading to nothing. Yon
never can be married, and you know it by this time. You had
much better eeparate at once. It will be easier for you now,
perhaps, than by and by. You are both so young!’

‘Excuse me, Cousin Emma,’ said Ralston, ‘but I think you
must be dreaming.’

He spoke very quietly, but the hight was beginning to gleam
in his eyes. His mother was said to have a very bad temper, and
John was like her in wiany respects. But Mrs. Lauderdale con-
tinued to.speak quite calmly.

‘T have been thinking about you two a great deal lately,’ she
gaid. ‘I have made a mistake, and I may as well say a0 at onee,
now that I bave discovered it. You wouldn’t like me to go on
letting you think that I approved of your engagement, when I
don't—would you?! That wouldn't be fair or honest.’

¢ Certainly not,” answered Ralston, in & low voice, and he could
feel all his muscles tightening as though for a physical effort.
‘Have you said this sort of thing to Katharine before, or is thiz
the firat time §’
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‘ No, she hasn’t said a word,’ replied Katharine herself,

The gir]l was standing by the easy chair, her hand resting on
the back of it, her face pale, her great grey eyes ptaring wide open
at ber mother's profile.

‘No, I have not,’ said Mrs, Lauderdale. ‘I thought it best to
wait until I could speak to you together. It's useless to give
pain twice over.’

It is indeed,’ said Ralston, gravely. ¢ Please go on.’

*Why—there's nothing more to be said, Jack,” answered Mru.
Lauderdale, ‘That's all, The trouble is that you'll never do
anything, and you have no fortune, nor any proapect of any—until
your mother—--"'

‘Pleszse don’t speak of my mother in that counection,’ in-
terrupted Ralaton, his lips growing white.

*Well—and as for us, we're as poor as can be. You see how
we live, Besides, you know, Old Mr. Lauderdale gets Tncle
Robert to subscribe thousands and thousands for the idiots, hut
he never suggests that they are far Letter off than we are. How-
ever, those are our miseries and not yours. Yours is that you are
perfectly useless !

*Mother !’ eried Katharine, losing coutrol of herself and
moving a step forward,

‘It's all right, dear,’ said Ralston. ‘Go on, Cousin Emma,
I'm perfectly useless——

‘I don’t mean to offend you, Jack, and we're not strangers,’
continued Mrs. Lauderdale, ‘and I won't dwell on the facts. You
know them as well as I do, and are probably quite ag sorry that
they really are facts, T will only ask one question, What chance
is there that in the nexd four or five years you can have a house
of your own, and an income of your own—just enough for two
people to live on and no more—and—well—a home for Katharine 1
What chance is there ¥’

‘T'll do something before that time,” ahswered Ralston, with s
determined look,

But Mrs, Lauderdale shook her head.

‘8o you said last year, Jack. I repeat—I don't want to be
unkiund. How long is Katharine to wait ¢’

‘T'll wait all my life, mother,’ said the young girl, suddenly
speaking out in ringiog tones. ‘I'll wait till I die, if I must, and
Jack knows it.  And I believe in him, if you don't—againat you
all, you and papa and Uncle Robert and every ome. Jack has
pever had a chance that deserven to be called a chance at all, THe
must succeed—he shall succeed—I know he'll aucceed. And I'll
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wait till he does. I will—I will—if it's forever, and I shan’
be tired of waiting—it will always be eagy, for him. Ob, mother,
mother—to think that you should have turned against us | That's,
the hard thing I’

* Thank you, dear,’ said Ralston, touching her hand lovingly.

Mre. Lauderdale had turned her face quite away from him now
and was looking at the clock, softly drumming with her fingers
upon the mantelpiece.

‘I'm sorry, Katharine,' she said. ‘But I think it, and I've
gaid it—and I can’t upsay it. It's far too true.

There waa a dead silence for several seconds. Then Katharine
suddenly pushed Ralston gently toward the door.

‘QGo, Jack dear,’ she said in a low voice. *She has a dreadful
headache-—she’s not herself. Your being here irritates her—please
go away—it will be all right in a day or two——'

They had reached the door, for Ralston saw that she was right,

‘No," said Mrs, Lauderdale from the fireplace, ¢I shan't chauge
my mind.’

It was all s6 sudden and strange that Ralston found himself
outside the library without having taken leave of ber in any way,
Katharioe came ouf with him,

‘There’s a difficulty,’ he whispered quickly as he found his coat
and stick. ¢ After it’'s done there has to be a certificate saying
that——'

*Katharine! Come here !’ eried Mra. Lauderdale from within,
and they heard her footatep as she left the fireplace.

¢ Come to-morrow morning at eleven,’ whispered Katharine,

She barely touched his hand with hers and fled back into the
library. He let himself out and walked slowly along Clinton
Place in the direction of Fifth Avenue,



CHAPTER VIII

EATHARINE went back to the library mechanically, because Mra
Lauderdale called her and because she heard the latter’s atep upon
the floor, but not exactly in mere blind rubmission anda obedience.
She was, indeed, so much surprised by what had taken place that
she was not altogether her usual self, and she was conscions that
events moved more quickly just then than her own power of
decision. She was observant and perceptive, but her reason had
always worked slowly. Raleton, at least, was out of the way, and
she was glad that she had made him go. It had been unbearable
to hear her mother attacking him as she had done.

Bhe believed that Mra. Lauderdale was about to be seriously
fll. No other theory could account for her extraordinary be-
haviour. It was therefore wigest to take away what irritated her
and to be as patient as possible. There was no excuse for her
suadden change of opinjon, and as soon as she was quite well she
would be rorry for what she had said, Xatharine was not more
patient than most people, but she did her best.

* Ts anything the matter, mother} You called so loud. 8ke
spoke almost before she had shué the door behind her.

‘No. Did It I wanted him to go away, that was all. Why
should hs stand there talking to you in whisperst’

Katharine did not anewer at once, but her broad eyebrows
drew slowly together and her eyelids contracted. She sat down
and clasped her hands together upon her knee.

*Becanse he had something to say to me which he did mnot
wigh you to hear, mother,’ she answered at last.

“Ah—T thought s0.’ Mrs. Lauderdale relapsed into silence,
and from time to time her mouth twitched nervously.

She glanced at her daughter once or twice. The young girl's
straight features could look almost stolid at times, Her patience
had given way once, but she got hold of it again and tried to set
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it on her face like a mask. She was thinking now and wondering
whether this strange mood were a mere caprice of her mother's,
though Mrs, Lauderdale had never been capricious before, or
whether something had happened to change her opinion of Ralston
suddenly but permanently. In the one ease it would be beat to
bear it ag quietly a8 possible, in the other to declare war at once.
But that seemed impossible, when she tried to realise it. She
was deeply, aincerely devoted to her mother, Hitherto they had
each understood the other’s theughts and feelings almost without
words, and in all the many little domestic difficulties they had
been firm allies. It was not possible that they were to quarrel
now. The gap in life would be too deep snd broad. Katharine
suddenly rose and came and sat beside her mother and drew the
fair, tired face to her own, very tenderly.

* Mother dear,’ she said, ‘look at me! What is the matter?
Have I done anything to hurt you-—-to displease youl We've
always loved each other, yon and I—and we can’t really quarrel,
can wel What is it, dearest? Tell me everything—1I can’
understand it at all—I know—you're tired and ill, and Jack
irritated you. Men will, somelimes, even the very nicest men,
you know. It was only that, wasn’t it? Yes—I knew it was—
poor, dear, darling, sweet, tired little mother, just let your dear
head rest—so, againat me—yes, dear, I know—it was nothin d

It was as thouwgh they had changed places, the mother and the
daughter, The older womau’s lip quivered, as her cheel rested
on Xatherine’s breast, Slowly, almost imperceptibly, two tears
gathered just within the shadowed lids, and grew and overflowed
and trembled and fell —two erystal drops, She saw them fall
upon the rough grey stuff of her danghter’s frock, and as she lay
there upon the girl’s bosom with downcast eyes, she watched her
own tears, in mmomentary apathy, and noticed how they ran, then
crawled along, then stopped, canght ag it seemed in the sfiff Little
hairs of the coarse material—and she noticed that there were a
a few black hairs mixed with the grey, which she had not known
before.

Then guite suddenly, just as they were shrinking and darkening
the wool with two snall spots, a great irresistible sob eeemed to
come from outside and run through her from head to foot, and
ghook her and hurt her and gripped her tiroat. A moment more
and the flood of tears broke. Thoss storms of life’s autumn are
chill and sharp, They are not like the showers of epring, gquick,
light and soft, that make blossomrs frogrant and woods aweet-
ecented,
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Katharine did not understand, and her face was gentle and full
of pain ay she pressed her mother to her bosom.

‘Don’t ery, mother—don’t ery !’ she repeated again and again,

¢ Ah, Katharine—ehild—if you knew !’ 'The few words came
with difficulty, as each sob rose and would not be forced back,

‘No, darling—don’t! There, there!’® And the young girl
tried to soothe her.

Suddenly it all ceased. With an impatient movement, aa
though she despized herself, Mrs, Lauderdale drew back, steadied
kerself with one hand upon the end of the sofa, turned ber head
away and rose to her feet.

*Go out, child—leave me to myself |’ she said indistinctly, and
going quickly towards the door. ‘Don’t come after me—don't—
no, don't,’ she repeated, not looking back, as she went out.

Left to hemself, and understanding that it was batter not to
follow, Katharive stood still a moment in the middle of the room,
then went to the window and looked out, seeing nothing. She
did not know what it all meant, but she felt that some great
change which she could not comprehend had come over her mother,
and that they coull never be again as they had been. A mere
headache, the mere fatigue from overwork, could not have produced
such results, Nor was Mrs, Lauderdale really ili, as the girls
womanly instinet had told her within the last five minutes, The
trouble, whatever it might be, was mental, and the tears had given
it & momentary relief.  But it was not over.

Katharine went out, at last, and was glad to breathe the keen
air of the wintry afternoon ; glad, too, to he alone with herself,
Bhe even wished that she were not obliged to go imto Fifth
Avenue, where she might meet an acquaintance, or at all events
to cross it, as she decided to do when she reached the first corner.
Going straicht on, the next street was University Place, and the
lower part of that was quiet, and Waverley Place and the neigh-
bourhood of the Qld University building itself, She could wander
about there for half an lLour without going so far as Broadwey,
nor southwards to the precincts of the French and Italian husiness
colonies. So she walked slowly on, and then turned, and turned
again, round and round, backwards and forwards, meeting no one
she knew, thinking all the time and idly noticing things that had
never struck her before, as, for instance, that there i3 & row of
stables leading westward out of University I'lace which ia called
Washington Mews, and that at almost every corver where there in
a liquor-shop there scerns to be an Italian fruit-stand—the function
of the *dago’ being to give warning of the approach of the police,
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in certain cases, a fact which Katharine could not be expected to
know,

Juat beyond the aforesaid Mews, at the corner of Washington
Square, she came suddenly upen little Frank Miner, his overcoat
buttoned up to his chin and a roll of papers sticking out of his
pocket, His fresh face was pink with the cold, his small dark
moustache glistened, and his restleas eyes were bright. The two
almost ran against one another and hoth stopped. He raised his
hat with a guick smile and put out his hand.

‘How d'ye do, Miss Lauderdale ¥’ he asked.

In spite of the family connection he had never got so far as to
call her Katharine, or even Cousin Katharine. The young girl
shook hands with him and smiled,

“Are you out for a walk !’ he asked, before she had been able
to speak, ‘And if s0, may I come too}’

¢ Oh, yes—do.’

She had been alone leng enough to find it impossible to reach
any conclusion, and of all peopls exeept Ralston, Miner was the
one she felt most able to tolerate just then. Hie perfectly simple
belief in himself and his healthy good humour made him good
company for a depressed person,

*You seemmed to be in such & hwrry,’ enid Katharine, as he
began to walk slowly by ber side.

‘Of course, us I was coming to meet you,’ he answered
promptly.

¢ But you didn't know. g

‘Providence knew,’ he said, interrupting her, ‘It was fore-
ordained when the world was chaos and New York was inhabited
by protoplasm—and all that—that you and I should meet just
here, at this very minute. Aren’t you a fatalist? I am, It's
far the best belief,’

‘Isit? Why! I shonld think it rather depressing.’

‘Why—mno, You helieve that you're the sport of destiny.
Now asport implies amusenent of some kind, See}’

‘Is the football amused when it’s kicked}’ asked Katharine,
with a short laugh.

‘Now please don’t introduce football, Miss Lauderdale,” said
Miner, without lesitation, ‘I don't understand amything about
it, and I know that I should, because it's a mania just now. All
the men get it when the winter comes on, and they &it up half
the might at the club, drawing diagrams and talking Hebrew,
and getting excited—I've seen them positively sitting up ou their
hind-legs in rows, and waving their paws and tearing their hair—
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just arguing about the points of & game half of them never played
at all’

¢What a picture ! ’ laughed Eatharine,

‘Ten’t it? But it’s just true. I'm geing to write a book
about it and call it The Kicker Hicked—jyou know, like Sartor
Resarius—all full of philosophy and things. Can you =ay
“kicker kicked” f{wenty times very fast, Miss Lauderdalel I
believe it's impossible. I just left my three sisters—they're
glowly but firmly turning into sunts, you know—I left them all
trying to say it as hard as they could, and the whole place clicked
a4 though a thousand policemen’s rattles were all going at once—
hard! And they were all showing their teeth and going mad
over it,’

] should think so—and that’s another picture.’

*By the bye, epeaking of pictures, have you seen the Loan
Collection 7 It's full of portraits of children with such eztra-
ordinary expressions—they all look as though they hed given up
trying to educate their parents in despair. I wonder why every-
body paints children ¥ Nobody can. I believe it would take a
child—who knew how fo paint, of course,—to paint = child, and
give just that momething which real children have—-just what
makes them children.’

She was silent for o moment, following the unexpected train of
thoughts, There were delicate sides to his nature that pleased
Katharine as well as his nonsense.

‘That’s a pretty idea,” she said, after thinking of it a few
geconds.

‘Everybody tries and fails,” answered Miner. ‘Why doesn’t
eomebody paint you?’ he asked suddenly, looking at her.

¢ Somebody means to,” she replied. I was to have gone to sit
to Mr, Crowdie this morning, but he sent me word to coms
to-morrow instead, I suppose he had forgotten another engage-
ment,

*Crowdie is ill,” agid Miner. ¢Bright told me so this morning
—some queer attack that robody could understand.’

* Something seriona ?' asked Katharine, quickly.

¢Oh, no—1 suppose not. Let's go and see. He lives close by
r—at least, not far, you know, over in Lafayette Place. It won't
take five minutes to go across.  'Would you like to go 9’

“Yes,” anawered the young girl. *I could ask if he will be
abls to begin the pieture to-morrow.’

They turned to the right at the next crossing and reached
Brosdway a few moments later. There was the usual crowd of
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traffic in the great thoroughfare, and they had to wait a moment
at the crossing before attempfing it. Miner thought of what he
had seen on the previous afternoon, :

‘Did you hear of Jack Ralston’s accident yesterday?’ he
asked.

Katharine started violently and turmed pale. She bad not
realised how the long hours and the final scene with her mother
had unstrung her perves. But Miner wes watching the cars and
carts for an opening, and did not see her.

‘ Yesterday ?’ she repeated, a moment later. *No—he came
to see ws and siayed almost fill dinner time. What was it?
When did it happen? Was he hurt?’

*Oh—you gaw him afterwards, then?’ Miner looked up into
her face—she was taller than he-—with a curious expression—
recollecting Ralston’s condition when he had last seen him.

*It wasn't serious, then? It had happened befors he came to
our house 9’

*Why—yes,’ answered the little man, with a puzzled expression.
‘ Waa he all right when you saw him ¥’

¢ Perfectly. He never said anything about any accident. He
looked just as he always does.’

¢ That fellow has copper springs and patent joints inside him !’
Miner langhed, ‘He was a good deal shaken, that's all, and
went home in a cab. I should have gone to bed, myself.

‘But what was it?’

*Oh—what be’d call nothing, I suppose! The cars at the
corner of Thirty-second and Broadway—we were waiting, just as
we are now—two cars were coming in opposite ways, and a boy
with a bundle and & dog and a perambulator, and a few other
things, got between the tracks—of course the care would have
taken off his head or his heels or bis bundle, or something, and
the dog would have been ready for his halo in three seconds.
Jack jumped and picked up everything together and threw them
before kim and fell on kis head. Wonder he wasn't killed or
crippled—or both—mno, I mean—~here’s a chance, Miss Lauderdale
—come along before that van stops the way !’

There was not time to say anything as Katharine hastened
across the broad street by his side, and by the fime they had
reached the pavement the blood bad come back to her face. Her
fears for Ralston’s safety had been ehortlived, thanks to Miner's
quick way of telling the story, and in their place cams the glow of
pride & womsan feels when the man she loves is praised by men
for a brave action. Miner glanced at her as be landed her safely
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from the crossing and wondered whether Crowdie's portrait would
do her justice. He doubted it, just then,

It was just like him,’” ghe said quietly.

“And I suppose it was like him to say nothing about it, but
just to go home and restore his shattered exterior and put on
another pair of boots and go and see you. You eaid he looked
as though nothing had happened to him ¥’

¢ Quite. We had a long talk together. I should certainly not
bave guessed that anything had gone wrong.

‘Ralston’s an nousual eort of fellow, anyhow,” said Miner,
enigmatically, ‘Dot then—so am I, go is Crowdie—do you like
Crowdie? Rude gquestion, isn’t it? Well, I won’t ask it, then,
Besides, if be’s to paint your picture you muet have a pleasant
expression—a smile that goes all round your head and is tied with
a black ribbon bekind—yon know ¢’

‘Oh, yes !’ Katharine laughed again, as she generally did at
the Tittle man’s absurd sayings.

‘But Crowdie knows,’ he continued. ‘He’s clever—oh, to
any extent—big tbings and little things. All his licns roar and
all his mosguitoes bueg, jusé like real things. The only thing
he ean’t do is to paint children, and nobody can do that. By the
bye, I'm repeating myself. It doesn’t take long to get all round
& little man like me. There are lots of things about Crowdie,
though., He sings like an angel. I never heard such a voice
It's more like a contralto—like Scalchi’s as it was, though she's
good etiil,—than like a tenor. Ok, he’s full of talent. I wish he
weren't so queer!’

‘Queer? How do you mean {’

*1 don’t know, I'm sure. There’s something different from
other people. Is he a friend of yours? T mean, a great friend 3°

f0h, no—not at all. I'm very fond of Mrs. Crowdie. She's
a cousin, you koow.’

*Yes. Well—I don’t know that I can make you understand
what 1 mean, though. Besides, he's a very good sort of fellow.
Never heard of anything that wasn’t all right about him—at least
—nothing particular. 1 don’t know. He's like some kind of
strange, pale, tropical fruit that's gons bad at the core and might
Jo poisonous. Horrid thing to say of a man, isn’t it 1’

‘Oh, I know just what you mean !’ answered Katharine, with
a little movement of disgust.

Miner suddenty became thoughtful again, and they reached the
Crowdies’ house,—a pretty little one, withk white stone steps,
uglike the ordinary houses of New York, Lafayette Place is an
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unfashionable nook, rather quiet and apparently remote from
civilisation, It has, however, three dignities, as the astrologers
used to say. The Bishop of New York haa his official residence
on one gide of it, and on the other is the famous Astor Library.
A little further down there was at that time a small club frequented
by the great publishers and by seme of their most expensive
authors, No amateur ever twice crossed the threshold alive,

Miner rang the bell, and the door was opened Ly an extremely
smart old man-servant in livery. The Crowdies were very
prospercus people. Katharine asked if Hester were at home.
The man answered that Mrs. Crowdie was not receiving, but thet
he believed she would wish to see Miss Katharine. He had been
with the Ralstons in the Admirals lifetime and had known
Katharine since she had been a baby. Crowdie was very proud
of him on account of his thick white hair.

‘Tl go in,’ said the young girl. *Good-bye, Mr. Miner—
thank you so much for coming with me.’

Miner trotted down the white stone steps and Katharine went
into the house, and waited some minutes in the pretty little
sitting-room with the bow-window, on the right of the entrance.
She was just thinking that possibly Hester did not wish to see
her, after all, when the door opened and Mre. Crowdie entered.
She was a pale, rather delicate-looking woman, in whose trans-
parent features it was hard to trace any resemblance to her
athletic brother, Hamilton Bricht. But she was not an insignifi-
cant person by any means. She had the Lauderdale grey eyes
like 80 many of the family, bt with mere softness in them, and
the eyebrows were finely pencilled. Ar extraordinary quantity
of silky brown hair was coiled and knotted as closely as possible
to her head, and parted low on the forelead in heavy waves,
without any of the ringlets which have been fashionable for years.
There were almost vnnaturally deep shadows under the eyes, and
the mouth was too small for the fice and strongly curved, the
angles of the lips being very cleanly cut all along their length,
and very sharply distinct in eolour from the ivory complexion,
Altogetiier, it was a passionate face—or perhaps one should say
impassioned. Imaginative people might have said that there was
something fatal about it. Mrs. Crowdie was even paler than
usual to-day, and it was evident that she had undergone some
severe strain upon her strength.

*Oh, I'm so glad to ses you, dear !’ she raid, kissing the young
girl on both cheeks and leading her to a small sofa just big enough
to accommodate two persons, side by side.



86 EKATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

‘You Jook tired and troubled, Hester darling,’ aid Katharine,
‘T met little Frank Miner azd he told me that Mr. Crowdie had
been taken ill. I hops it's nothing serious ¥’

*No—yes—how can I tell you? He's in his studio vow, as
though nothing had happened—mnot that he’s working, for of
couree he's tired—oh, it has been so dreadful—I wish I could ery,
but I can't, you know. I never could. That's why it hurts so.
But I'm so glad you've come, I had just written a note to you
and was going to send it, when Fletcher came up and said you
were here, It was one of my intuitions—I'm always doing those
things’

It was so evidently a relief to her to talk that Katharine let
her run on till she paused, before asking a question,

“What was the matter with him} Tell me, dear,

Mra. Crowdie did not answer at once, but sat kolding the young
girl’s hand and staring at the fire.

¢ Katharine,” she said at last, ’m in great trouble. I want
a friend—not to help me, for no one can-—I must bear it alone—
but I must speak, or it will drive me mad.’

*You can tell me everything if you will, Hester,’ said Katharine,
gravely, ‘It will be quite safe with ma, But don’t tell me, if
you are ever going to regret it.’

*No—-I waa thinking ’

Mrs. Crowdie hesitated and there was a short silence. She
covered her eyes for an instant with ooe small hand—her hands
were small and pointed, but not so thin as might have been ex-
pected from her face—and then she looked at her companion. The
strong, well-balanced features apparently inspired her with con-
fidence. She nodded slowly, as though reaching a conclusion
within berself, and then spoke,

‘I will tell you, Katharine, I'd much rather tell you than any
one else, and I know myself—I should be sure to tell somebody
in the end. You're like a man in some things, though you are
only a girl. IfI had a man friend, I think I should go to him—
but T haven't. Walter has always been everything to me. Some-
how I never get intimate with men, as some women do.’

¢ Burely-—there’s your brother, Hester. Why don't you go fo
him? I should, in your place.’

‘No, dear. You don't know—Hamilton never approved of my
marriage. Didn’t you know? He’s such a good fellow that he
wouldn't tell any one else 80, But he-—well—he never liked
Walter, from the first, though I must say Walter was very nice
to him. And about the arrangements—you know 1 had a settle-
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ment—Ham insisted upon it—so that my little fortune is in the
hands of trustees—your father is one of them. As though Walter
would ever have touched it! He makes me gpend it all on myself. .
No, dear—I couldn’t tell my brother—so I ghall tell you.’

She stopped speaking and leaned forward, burying her face in
her handa for & moment, a8 though to collect her thoughts. Then
she sat up again, and looked at the fire while she spoke.

It was last night,’ she said. * He dined with you, and I stayed
at home all by myself, not being asked, you see, because it was at
s moment’s notice—it waa quite natural, of course. Walter came
home early, and we sat in the atudio a long time, a3 we often do
in the evening. There's such a beautiful light, and the big fire-
place, and cushions—and all. I thought he smoked a great deal,
and you know he doesn’t usuaily smoke much, on account of his
voice, and he really doesn’t care for it as some men do. I wish he
did—TI like the smell of it, and then 2 man ought o have some
little harmlens vice. Walter never drinkn wine, nor coffee—nothing
but Apollinaris. He'’s not at all like most mer. He never uses
any seent, but he likes to burn all sorts of queer perfumes in the
studio in & little Japanese censer. I like cigars much better, and
I always tell him so,—and he laughs, How foolish I am |’ she
interrupted herself. ‘But it’s such a relief to talk—you don't
know {’

‘Go on, dear—I’'m listening,’ said Katharine, humeuring her,
and speaking very gently.

f Yes-—but T must fell you now.’

Katharine saw how she straightened herself to make the effort,
and mitting close begide her, so that they touched one another, she
felt that Heater was pressing back against the sofa, while she
braced her feet against a footstool.

‘1t was very sudden,’ she said in a low voice. *Wao were talk-
ing—1 was saying something—all at onee his face changed so—
oh, it makes me shudder to think of it. It seemed—IT dorn’t know
—like—almost like a devil's face! And his eyes seemed to turn
in—he was all purple—-and his lips were all wet—it was like foam
—oh, it was dreadful—too awful !’

Katharine was startled and shocked. She could say nothing,
but pressed the small hand in anxious sympathy, Hester smiled
faintly, and then almost laughed, but instantly recovered herself
again. She was not at all a hysterical woman, and, as she said,
ghe could never cry.

‘That's only the beginning,’ she continued. ‘I won’t tell you
how he looked. He fell over on the divan and rolled about and
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caught at the cushionsz and at me—at everything, He didn't
koow me at all, and he never spoke an articulate word—mot one,
Bat he groaned, and seemed to gnash his teeth—1I believs it went
on for hours, while I tried to help him, to hold him, to keep him
from hurting himeelf, And then—after a long, long time—all at
once, his face changed again, little by littls, and—will you believe
if, dear} He was asleep!’

‘How strange !’ exclaimed Katharine.

fYes—wasn't it] But it seemed so merciful, and I was so
glad, And I sat by him all night and watched him. Then early,
early this morning—it was just grey through the big skylight of
the studio—he waked and looked af me, and seemed so surprized
to find himself there. I told him he had fallen asleep—which
wag true, you know—and he seemed a little dazed, and went to
bed very quieily. But to-day, when he got up—it was I who
sent you word not to come, becatse he had told me about the
sitting—I told him everything, and iusisted upon sending for
Doctor Routh. He seemed terribly distressed, but wouldn’t let
me send, and he walked up and down the room, looking at me as
though his heart would break, But he said nothing, except that
be begged and begged me not to send for the doctor.’

‘And he's guite hirpself now, yon say?’

¢ Wait—the worst is coming, At last he sat down beside me,
and said—ol, so tenderly—that he had something to say to which
I must listen, though he was afraid that it would pain me very
much—that ke had thought it would never be necessary to teil
me, because he had imagined that he was quite cured when he
had married me. Of course, I told him that—well, never mind
what I said. You know how I love him,’

Katharine knew, and it was incomprehensible to her, but she
pressed the little hand once more.

‘He told me that nearly ten years ago he had been iil with
inflammatory rheumatism—that’s the name of it, and it seems
that it's excruciatingly painful. It was in Paris, and the doctors
gave him morphia. He could not give it up afterwards’

‘And he takes morphia still3’ asked Katharine, anxiously
enough, for she knew what it meant,

#  *No—that's it. He gave it up after five years—five whole
years—to marry me. It was hard, he said, but he felt that it
waa possible, and he loved me, and he determined not to marry
me while he was a slave to the poison. He gave it up for my
sake, Wasn't that heroie §’

‘Yes,' said Katharine, gravely, and wondering whether she had
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migjudged Crowdie. ‘It was really heroic. They say it iy the
hardest thing any ope can do.’ .

‘He did it. I love him ten times more for it—hut—this is
the result of giving it up, dear. He will always be subject to
these awful attacks. He says that a dose of morphia would stop
one of them inatantly, and perbaps prevent their coming back for
a long time, But be won’t take it. He says he would rather
c¢ut off his hand than take it, and he made me promise not to give
it to him when he is unconscious, if I ever see him in that state
again. He's so brave about if,’ she said, with a little choking
gigh. *I've told you my story, dear.’

Her face relaxed a little, and she opened and shut her bands
slowly as though they had been stiffened.

Katharine sat with her half an hour longer that afternoon,
sympathising at first and then trying to divert her attention from
the subject which filled all her heart and mind, Then she rose
to go.

As they went out together from the little sitting-room, the
gound of Crowdie’s voice came down to them from the studio in
the upper story. The door must have been open. Katharine
and Hester stood still and Hstened, for he was minging, alons and
to himself, high up above them, a little song of Tosti’s with
French words.

*$1 vous saviez que je vous aime.’

It was indeed a marvellozs voice, and as Katharine listened to
the soft, silver notes, and felt the infinite pathos of each phrase,
she wondered whether, with all his success as a painter, Crowdie
had not mistaken his carecer. She listened, spell-bourd, to the
end.

Tt's divine !’ she exelaimed, *There’s no other word for it.’

Hegter Crowdie was paler than ever, and her soft grey eyes
wore all on fire, And yet she bad beard him hundreds of times,
Almost before Katharine had shut the glars door behind her, she
heard the sound of light, quick footeteps as Hester ran upstairs to
her husband.

‘It%s all very strange, thought Katharive. *And I pever
heard of morphia having those effecta afterwards, But then—
how should I know?’

And meditating on the many emotions she bad seen in others
during the last twenty-four hours, she hurried homewards,



CHAPTER IX

Mrs, LaUDERDALE had met with temptations in the conrse of her
life, bt they had not often appealed to her as they would have
gppealed to many women, for she was not easily tempted. A
number of forms of gooduess which are very hard to most people
had been so easy to her that she had been good without effort, as,
on the whole, she was good by nature. She had been brought up
in an absolutely fixed religious belief, and had never felt apy
inclination to deviate from if, nor to speculate about the details of
it, for her intellect was rather indolent, and in most positions in
life her common-sense, which was strong, had taken the place of
the eomplicated mental processes familiar {o imaginative people
like Katharine. BSuch imagination as Mrs. Lauderdale had was
occupied with artistic matters.

Her vanity bad alwaya been satisfied quite paturally, without
effort on her part, by her own great and uncontested beauty.
She knew, and had always known, that she was commonly
compared with the greateat beauties of the world, by men and
women who had seen them and were able fo judge, Social
ambition never touched her either, and she never remembered to
have met with & single one of those small society rebuffs which
embitter the lives of some women, Nobody had ever questioned
her right, nor her husband’s right, nor that of auy of the family,
to be coneidered equal with the firat. In early days she had
guffered a little, indeed, from not being rich emough to exercise
that gift of almost houndless hospitality which is rather the rule
than the exception among Awmericans, and which is said, with
some justice, to be an especial characteristic of Kentuckians, Such
troubles as she bad met with had chiefly arisen from the smallneas
of her husband’s income, from peculiarities of her husband’s char-
acter, and from her elder danghter’s headstrong disposition. And
with all these her common-gerse had helped her continually.
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She loved amusement and she had it in abundanes, in society,
during a great part of the year. Her talent had helped her to
procure Iuxuries, and she had been generous in giving a largé
ghare of them to her daughters, She had soon learned to nnder-
gtand that society wanted her for herself, and not for what she
could offer it in her own home, and she had been flattered by the
digeovery. As for Alexander, he had many good qualities which
ghe appreciated when she compared him with the husbands of
other women. Generosity with money was not his sirong point,
but he had many others. He loved her tenaciously, not tenderly,
nor passionately, nor in any way that was a$ all romantie—if that
word means anything-—and eertainly not blindly, but tenaciously ;
and bis admiration for her beauty, though rarely expressed, found
expression on such oceasions in short, strong phrases which left no
manner of doubt a8 to his sincere conviction, She had not been
happy with him, as boye and girls mean to he happy—for the
rigidity of very great strength, when not combined with a corre-
gponding intellect, is excessively wearisome in the companionship
of daily married life, There is a coldness, s lack of expression
and of sympathy, a Pharaoh-like, stony quality abont it which do
not encourage affection, nor satisfy an expamsive nature. And
though not imaginative, Mrs. Lauderdale was expansive. She
had a few moments of despairing regret at first. She felt that
ghe might just as well have married a magnificent, clean-built,
iron-bodied, steel-jointed locomotive, as the man she had chosen,
and that she could produce about a8 muech impression om his
character as she could have mads upon such an engine. But she
found out in time that, within certain limits, he was quite willing
to do what she agked of him, and that beyond them he ran his
daily course with & systematic and unvarying regularity, which
was always safe, if it was never amusing. She got such amuse-
ment as she liked from other sources, and she often consoled
herself for the dulness of the family dizner, when she dined at
home, with the certainty that, during several hours before she
went to bed, the most desirable men at a great ball would contest
the honour of dancing with her. And that was all she wanted of
them, She liked some of them, She took an interest in their
doinge, and she listened sympathefically to the story of their
troubies. But it was not in her nature to flirt, nor to lose her
head when she waa flattered, and if she sometimes doubted whether
she realiy loved her husbaud at all, she was quite certain that she
could never love any one else. Perhaps she deserved no credit for
her faithfolness, for it was quite nataral to ber.
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On the whole, therefore, her temptations had been few, in
reality, and she had searcely noticed them. She had resched the
most painful moment of her life with very little experience of
what ehe could remist—the moment when she realised that the
supremacy of her besuty wes at an end, Of course, she had
exaggerated very much the change which had taken place, for at
the crucial instant when sbe had caught sight of her face in the
mirror she had been unusually tired, considerably bored and not a
little annoyed—and the mirror had a decidedly green tinge in the
glass, 88 she assured herself by examining it and comparing it
with a good one on the following morning, Bui the impression
once received was never to be effaced ; she might look her very
best in the eyes of others—to her owm, the lines of age being
once discovered were never to be lost again, the dazzling freshness
was never to coms back to her skin, nor the gold to her hair, nor
the bloom to her lips, And Crowdie, who was ar artist, and
almoat a great portrait painter, could not take his eyes from
Katharine, at whom no one would have looked twice when her
mother had been at the height of her beauty, At lenst, so Mrs,
Lauderdale thought.

And now, until Katharine was married and went away from
home, the elder woman was to be daily, almost hourly, compared
with her daughter by all who saw them together; for the first
time in her life she was to be second in that one respect in which
ghe had everywhere been first ever since she could remember, and
she was to be second in her own house, 'When she realised it,
ehe waa horrified, and for a time her whole nature seemed changed.
She elung desperately to that beauty of hers, which was, had she
known it, the thing she loved best on earth, and which had
reduced in her eyes the value of everything else, She elung to
it, and yet, from that fatal moment, she knew that it was hopeless
to cling to if, hopeless to try and recall it, hopeless to hope for a
miracle which, even in the annals of miracles, had nsver been
performed —the recall of youth. The only possible mitigation
suggested itself as a spontaneous instinct—to avoid that cruel
comparison with Katharine, In the firat hours it overcame her
altogether, She could not look at the girl. She could hardly
bring herself to speak kindly to her ; though she knew that she
would willingly lay down her life for the child she loved best, she
could not lay down her beanty, She was terrified at herself when
ghe began to understand that something had overcome her which
she felt powerless to resist. For she was a very religious woman,
and the idea of envying her own daughter, and of almost hating
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her out of envy, was monstrous. When Ralston had come, she
had not had the slightest intention of speaking as she had spoken,
Suddenly the words bad come to her lips of themeelves, as it
were, If things went on as they were going, Katharine would
wait for Ralston during years to come—the girl had her father’s
nature in that—and Katharine would be at home, and the cruel,
hopeless comparison must go on, 8 perpetual and a keen torture
from which there was to be no escape. It waa simply impossible,
intolerable, more than buman endurance could bear. Ralaton
must be sent away, Katharine must be married as quickly as
possible, and peace would come. There was no other way. It
would be easy enough to marry the girl, with her position, and
the hope of some of Robert Lauderdale’s money, and with her
beauty—that terrible beanty of hers that was turning her mother’s
to ugliness beside it. The first words had spoken themselves,
the others had followed of necessity, and then, at the end, had
come the overwhelming conscicusness of what they bad meant,
and the breaking down of the overstrained nerves, and the sobs
and the tears, gushing out as a spring where instant remorse
had rent and cleft her very soul.

It was no wonder that Katharine did not understand what
was taking place. Fortunately, being much oceupied with her
own very complicated existence, she did mot attempt any further
analysis of the situation, did not accidentally guess what was really
the matter, and wisely concluded that it would be best to leave
her mother to herself for a time,

On the morning after the events last chromicled, Mrs. Lander-
dale returned to her work, and at a quarter before eleven
Katharine was ready to go out and was watching for Ralston at
the Library window. As soon as she saw him in the distance she
let kerself out of the house and went to meet him. He glanced
at her rather anxiouely as they exchanged greetings, and she
thought that he looked tired and careworn, There were shadows
under hig eyes, and his dark skin looked rather bloodless.

‘Why didn’t you tell me that you had an accident the day
before yesterday ?’ she asked at once.

¢Who told you I had }* he enquired.

‘Mr. Miner. I went ouf alone yesterday, after you had gone,
and I met him at the corner of Washington Square He told
me sll about it. How can you do such things, Jack] How can
you rigk your life in that way? And then, not to tell me! It
wasn't kind. You seem to think I don’'t care. I wish you
wouldn't! I'm sure I twrned perfectly green when Mr, Miner
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told me—he must have thought it very extraordinary. You
wight at least have given me warning.’

‘I'm very sorry,” said Ralston. I dido't thiok it was worth
mentioning. Wasn't I all right when I came to see yout’

He looked at her rather anxziously again—for another reason,
this time. But her answer satisfied him,

*Oh-—you were “‘dear "—e¢ven nicer than usual! But don't
do it again—1I mean, such things. You don’t know how fright-
ened I was when he told me. In fact, I'm rather ashamed of it
and it's much better that you shouldn't know.’

‘Al right!” And Ralston smiled happily, °Now,’ he con-
tinued after 2 moment's thought, ‘I want to explain to you what
I've found out about this ides of yours.’

‘Don’t call it an idea, Jack, You promised that you wonld
do it, you koow.’

‘Yes. I know I did. But it's absolutely impossible to have
it quite a secret—theoretically, at least.’

‘Why?’ BShe slackened her pace instinctively, and then,
seeing that they were just entering Fifth Avenue, walked on
more brigkly, turning down in the direction of the Bguare,

Ralston told her in a few words what he had learned from
the lawyer.

‘You see,’ he concluded, ‘there’s no way out of it. And, of
course, anybody may go to the Bureau of Vital Statistics and look
at the records,’

‘But is anybody likely to?’ asked Kathariue. ‘Is the Clerk
of the Records, or whatever you call him, the eort of man who
would be likely to know papa, for instance? That’s rather
important.’

‘No, I shouldn’t think se. But everybody kuows all about
you. You might as well ba the President of the United States
a8 be a Lauderdale, as far as doiug anything incognito is concerned.’

‘There's only one President at a time, and there are twenty-
three Lauderdales in the New York directory besides ourselves,
and six of them are Alexanders.’

‘Are there? How did you happen to know that?’ asked
Ralston.

‘Grandpapa looked them up the other day. He's always
looking up things, you know—when he’s not asleep, poor dear !’

¢ That certainly makes a difference.’

‘Of course it does,’ said Katharine. *No doubt the Clerk of
the Records has seen the name constantly. DBesides, I don’t
suppose he does the work himself He only signs things. He
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probably looks at the books once a month, or something of that
gort.’

‘Even then—--he might come across the entry. He may have
heard wy name, too—you see my father was rather a bigwig in
the Navy—and then, secing the two together !

*And what difference does it make? It isn’t really s secret
marriage, you know, Jack—at least, it’s not to be a secret after I
tell Uncle Robert, which will be within twenty-four hours, you
know. On the contrary, I shall tell him that we meant to tell
everybody, and that it will be an eternal disgrace to him if he
does nothing for you.!

‘He'll bear that with equanimity, dear. You won't suceeed.’

‘ Something will have to be done for ns. 'When we're married
and everybody knows it, we can’t go on living as if we weren’t—
indefinitely—1it would be too ridiculous. Papa couldn’t stand
that—-he’s rather afraid of ridicule, I believe, though he's not
afraid of anything else. 8o, as I was eaying, something will have
to be done,’

*That's a hopeful view,’ laughed Ralston. ¢ But I like the idea
that it's not to be a secret for more than a day. It makes it
look different.’

‘But I always told you that was what I meant, dear—1I
couldo’t do anything mean or underhand. Didn’t you believe
me ¥’

*Of course—Dbut somehow I didn't see it exactly as I do now!

‘¢ Oh, Jack-—yon have no more sense than-—than a small yellow
dog!’

At which very remarkable simile Ralston laughed again, as he
caught sight of the creature that had suggested it—a small yeilowish
cur sitting on the pavement, bolt upright against the railing, and
looking across the street, grinning from ear to ear and making
his pink tongue shake with a perfectly unnecessary panting, the
very picture of canine gilliness.

‘Yes—that's the dog I mean,’ gaid Katharine, ‘Look at him
—he's behaving just as you do, sometimes. But let’s be serious.
What am I to dof Who is going to marry uef’

‘Oh—TI'l find somebody,’ answered Ralaton, confidently.
‘They all say it's easy enough to be married in New York, but
that it’s awfully hard to be divorced.’

“All the better !’ laughed Katharine. By the bye—what
time is it ¥’

‘Five minutes to eleven,’ answered Ralston, looking at his
watch,
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‘Dear me! And at eleven I'm due at Mr. Crowdie’s for my
porirait, I shall be late. Go and ses ahout finding a clergyman
while I’'m at the studio. It ean’t be helped.’

Ralston glanced at her in surprise, Of her sitting for her
portrait he had not heard before.

‘I must say,” he answered, ‘you don’t seem inclined to waste
tima this morning——-"1

‘Certainly mot! Why should we lose time$ We've lost a
whole year already. Do you think I'm the kind of girl who has
to talk everything over fifty times to make up her mind? When
you came, day before yeeterday, I'd decided the whole matter.
And now I mean—jyer, you may look at me and laugh, Jack—IX
mean to put it through. I'm much more energetic than you seem
to think, I believe you always imagined I was a lazy, pokey,
moony sort of girl, with too much papa and mamma and weak tea
and butfered toast in her pature. I'm not, you know. I'm just
as energetic for & girl as you sare for a man.’

tRather more so,’ said Ralston, watching her with intense
admiration of her strong and beaatiful self, and with considerable
indifference to what she was saying, though her words amused
him, *Please tell me about Crowdie and the portrait.’

¢Oh—the porirait ? Mr. Crowdie wanta to paiut it for Hester.
I'm going to sit the firet time this morning. That’s all. Here
we aTe at the corner. 'We must cross here to get over to Lafayette
Place.’

*Well, then,’ said Ralston, as they walked on, ‘there’s omly
one more point, and that’s to find a clerpyman. I suppose you
can’t suggeat anybody, can you?’

‘Hardly! You must manage that. I’'m sure I've done quite
enough already.’

They discussed the question as they walked, without coming to
any conclusion. Ralston determined to spend the day in locking
for a proper person, He conld easily withbold his name in every
case, until he had made the arranzgements, As a matter of fact,
it is not hard to find a clergyman under the circumatances, since
no clergyman can properly refuse to marry a respectable couple
against whom he kvows nothing. The matter of subsequent
secrecy becomes for him more a question of taste than of
comscience. i

They reached the door of the Crowdie house, and Katharine
turned at the foot of the white stone steps to say good-bye.

*Say you're glad, Jack dear!’ she said suddenly, as she put
out her hand, and their eyes met.
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‘Glad! Of course I'm glad—no, I really am glad now, though
1 wasn't at first. It looks different—it looks all right to-day.’

“You don’t ook just 28 I expected you would, though,’ said
Katharine, doubtfully. ‘And yet it seems to me you ought——'
She stopped.

¢ Katharine—dear—you can’t expeet me to be as enthusiasti-
cally happy as though it really meant being married to you—can
youl’

‘But it does mean it. What else should it mean, or could it
mean? Why isn't it just the same as though we had a big
wedding ¥’

‘Because things wort turmn out as you think they will)’
answered Ralston, ‘At least, not soon—Uncle Robert won't do
anything, you know. One can't take fate and destiny and fortune
and shuffle them about as though they were cards.’

*One can, Jack! That’s just it. Everybody bas one chance
of being bappy. We've got ours now, and we'll take it.’

‘We'll take it anyhow, whether it's really a chance or not.
Good-bye—dear—dear !

He pressed her kand as he spoke, and his voice was tender and
rang true, but it had not that quaver of emotion in it which had
so touched Katharine on that one evening, and which she longed
to hear again ; and Ralston missed the wave of what had seemed
like deep feeling, and wished it would come back. His nerves
were perfectly steady now, though he bad been late at his rlub on
the previous evening, and had not slept much.

‘Ill write you & note this afternoon,’ he said, fas soon as I've
arranged with the clergyman. If it has to be very early, you
muet find some excuse for going out of the house. Of course, I'll
manage it as conveniently as I can for you.’

*Oh, there’ll be no trouble about my going out,’ answered
Katharine. ‘Nobody ever asks me where P'm going in the morn-
ing. ¥You'll let me have the note as soon as you can, won't you?’

‘Of course, Before dinner, at all events. Good-bye again,
dear.’

¢ Good-bye—until to-morrow.’

She added the last two words very softly. Then she nodded
affectionately and went up the steps. As she turned, after ringing
the bell, she saw him walking away. Then he also turned, in-
stinctively, and waved his hat once, and emiled, and was gone,
Fletcher opened the door, and Katharine went in,

‘How is Mr. Crowdie to-day—is he peinting?’ she asked of
the eervant.
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“Yes, Miss Katharing, Mr. Crowdie’s very well, and he left
word that he expected you at eleven, Miss,’

*Yes, I know—I'm late.’

And she hurried up the stairs, for she had ofien been to the
studio with Hester and with Crowdie himself, to see his pictures,
and knew her way. But she knocked discreetly at the door when
she had reached the upper story of the house.

‘Come in, Miss Lauderdale,’ said Crowdie’s silvery voice, and
she heard his atep on the polished floor as he left his work and
came forward to meet her.

It sgemed to her that his face was paler and his mouth redder
than ever, and the touch of his soft white hand was exceedingly
unpleasant to her, even through her glove,

He had placed a big chair ready for her, and ehe sat down as
she was, with her hat and vell on, and looked about. Crowdie
pushed away the easel at which he had heen working. It ran
almost noiselessly over the waxed osk, and he turnmed it with the
face of the picture to the wall in a corner af some distance.

The studic was, ag has been said, a very large room, occupying
almost the whole upper story of the house, which was deeper than
ordinary houses, though not very broad on the front, The studio
was, therefore, nearly twice as long as its width, and locoked even
larger than it was from having no windows below, and only one
door. There was, indeed, s much larger exit, by which Crowdie
had his pictures taken out, by an exterior stair to the yard, but it
wag hidden by a heavy curtain on one side of the enormous fire-
place. There were great windows, high up, on the north side,
which must have opened above the roof of the neighbouring house,
and which were managed by cords and weights, and could be
ghaded by rolling shades of varions tints from white to dark grey.
Qver it was & huge skylight, also furnished with contrivances for
modifying the light or shutting it ont altogether.

So far, the deseription might answer for the interior of a
photographer’s establishment, but none of the points enumerated
struck Katharine aa she sat in her big chair waiting to be told
what to do.

The first impression was that of a maguificent blending of
perfectly harmonious colours. There was an indeseribable con-
fusion of eoft and beautiful sfuffs of every mort, from carpets to
Indian shawls and Persian embroideries. The walls, the chairs
and the divans were covered with them, and even the door which
gave access to the stairs was draped and made to look unlike a
door, so that when it was shuf there seemed to be no way ont,

¥
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The divans were of the Eastern kind—great platforms, as it were,
on which were laid broad mattresses, then stuffs, and then endless
heaps of cushions, piled up irregularly and lying about in all
directions. Only the polished floor waa almost entirely bare—the
rest was a mass of richness. But that was all. There were no
arms, such as many artists collect in their studios, no objects of
metal, save the great dull bronze fire-doge with lions’ heads, no
piants, no flowers, and, excepting three easels with canvases on
them, there was nothing to suggest the occupation of Walter
Crowdie—nor any occupation at all. Even the little Japanese
censer in which Hester said that he burned strange perfumes was
hidden out of sight when not in use. There was not so much as
a sketch or a drawing or a bit of modelled elay to be seen. There
was not even a table with painta and brushes. Buch things were
concealed in a sort of small cloaet built cut npon the yard, on the
opposite side from the outer steircase, and hidden by eurtains,

The total absence of anything exeept the soft materials with
which everything was covered, produced rather a strange effect,
and for some mysterious reazon it wag not a pleasant one.
Crowdie’s face was paler and bis lips were redder than seemed
quite natural ; hiz womanish eyes were too beantiful and their
glance was a caress—as warm velvet feels fo the hand.

‘Won't you let me help you to take off your veil I’ he said,
coming close to Katharine,

‘Thank you—I can do it myself; she answered, with un-
necessary coldness,



CHAPTER X

CrowDIE stepped backward from her, as she laid her hat and veil
upon her knee. He slowly twisted a bit of crayon between his
fingers, a3 though to help his thoughts, and he looked at her
critically,

‘How are you going to paint me$’ she asked, regretting that
she had spoken 8o very coldly a moment earlier,

‘That's one of those delightful questious that sitters always
ask ' answered the artist, smiling a little. ‘That’s precisely what
I'm asking myself—how in the world am I going to paint you?’

‘Oh~that isn't what I meant! I meant—full face or side
face, you know.’

fOh, yes,-—of course. I was only langhing at myself. Yon
bave no idea what an extraordinary change taking off your hat
makea, Miss Lauderdale. It would be awfully rude to talk to a
lady about her face under ordinary circumstances. In detail, 1
mean. But you must forgive me, because it's my profession.’

He moved about with sudden steps, stopping and gazing at her
each time that he obtained a new point of view.

* How does my hat make such & difference 1’ asked Katharine.
¢What sort of difference?’

‘It changes your whole expression. It's quite right that it
gshould. When you have it om, one only sees the face—the head
from the eyes downwards—that means the human being from the
pereeptions downwards. 'When you take your hat off, I see you

sArom the intelligence upwards.

‘That would be true of any one.’

‘No doubt. But the intelligence preponderates in your case,
which ia what maken the contrast eo strong.’

‘I didn't know I was as intelligent as ail that]’ XKatharine
laughed a little at what she took for a piece of rather groms
flattery,



CIAP, X EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 111

¢ No,” answered Crowdie, thoughtfully ‘That is your peculiar
charm. Do you mind the light in your eyes? Just to try the
effect? So? Does that tire you?’

He had changed the arrangement of some of the shades s0 a8
to throw a strong glare in her face. She looked up and the white
light gleamed like fire in her grey eyes,

‘T couldn’t stand it long,’ she said. ‘Is it neceesary ¥’

‘Oh, no, Nothing is necessary. I'll try it another way, So.
He moved the shades again,

‘What a funny speech !’ exclaimed Katharine. ‘To say that
nothing is necessary 4

¢‘It's a very true gpeech. Nothing is the rame as Pure Being
in some philosophies, and Pure Being is the only condition which
is really absolutely necessary. Now, would you mind letting me
see you in perfeet profile? I'm sorry to bother you, but it's only
at first, When we've made up our minds—if you'd just turn your
head towards the fireplace, a little more—a shade more, please—
that's it—one moment so——'

He stood quite still, gazing at her side face as though trying
to fix it in his memory in order to compare it with other aspects.

‘T want to paint you every way at once,” he said, *May I ask
—what do you think, yourself, is the beat view of your facet’

‘I'm gure I don’t know,’ answered Katharine, with a little
laugh, “What does Hester think? As it’s to be for her, we
might consudt her.’

“But she doesn’t know it's for her—she thinks it’s for you,'

‘We might ask her all the same, and take her advice. Isn’t
ahe at home ¥’

‘No, answered Crowdie, after a moment's hesitation. *I think
she’s gone out shopping.’

Katharine was not naturally suspicious, but there was some-
thing in the way Crowdie hesitated about the apparently insigni-
ficant anewer which struck her as odd., She had made the
suggestion because his mere presence was so absurdly irritating to
her that she longed for Hester's company as an alleviation, But
it was evident that Crowdie did not want his wife at that moment.
He wanted to be alone with Katharine.

‘You might send and find out,’ said the young girl, merci
lessly.

‘I'm pretty sure she's gone out,’ Crowdie replied, moving up
an easel upon which was set a large piece of grey pasteboard.
* Even if she is in, ghe always has things to do at this time,’

He locked steadily at Katharine's face and then made a quick
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stroke on the pasteboard, then looked again and then made another
stroke.

*What have you decided 1’ she enguired.

¢ Just as you are now, with your head s little on one side and
that clear look in your eyes—no—you were looking straight at
me, but not in full face, Think of what you were thinking abong
just when you looked,’

Katharine smiled. The thought had not been flattering to
him., But she did as he asked and met his eyex every tims he
glanced at her. He worked rapidly, with quick, sure strokes,
using & bit of brown chalk, Then he took a long, new, black lead
peucil, with a very fine point, from the breast-pocket of his jacket,
and very carefully made a few marks with it. Inetead of putting
it back when he used the bit of pastel again, he held the pencil
in his teeth. It was long and stuck out on each side of his bright
red lips. (ddly enough, Katharine thought it made him look like
a cat with black whiskers, and the straight black line forced his
mouth into a wide griv. She even fancied that to increase the
resemblance his eyes looked green when he gazed at her intently,
and that the pupils were not quite round, but were turning into
upright slits. She looked away for a moment and almost smiled.
His legs were a little in-kneed, a8 those of a cat look when she
stands up to reach after anything. Thers was something feline
even in his little feet, which were ehort with a very high instep,
and he wore low shoes of dark russet leather.

“There is a smile in your eyes, but not in your face said
Orowdie, taking the pencil from between his teeth, °I suppose
it's rude to ask you what you are thinking about?'

‘Not at all,’ answered Katharine. ‘I was thinking how funny
you looked with that pencil in your mouth.’

‘Oh!’ Crowdie laughed carelessly and went on with his work.

Katharine noticed that when he next wished to dispose of the
pencil he put it into his pocket, As he had chosen a position in
which she must look directly at him, she could not help cheerving
all his movements, while her thoughts went back to her own in-
terests and to Ralston. It was much more pleasant to think of
John than of Crowdie.
¢ *I'm diseournged already,’ said Crowdie, suddenly, after a long
gilence, during which he had worked rapidly. *But it's only a
first attempt at a sketch. I want a lot of them before I begin to
paint, Should you like to rest a little 3’

¢ Yes.'

Katharine rose and came forward to see what he bhad been
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doing. She felt at once a little touch of disappointment and
annoyanes, which showed that ehe was not altogether deficient in
vanity, though of & pardonable sort, considering what she saw.
To her unpractized eye the sketch presented a few brown smudges,
through which a thin pencil-line ran here and there.

*You don’ see any resemblance to yourself, I suppose,” zaid
Crowdie, with some amusement.

*Frankly—I hope I'm better locking than that,’ laughed
Katharine.

‘You are. Somatimes you're divinely beautiful” His voice
grew exquisitely caressing.

Katharine was not pleased.

¢I dido’t ask for impossible compliments,’ she said coolly.

‘Now look,’ answered Crowdie, taking no notice of the litle
rebuke, and touching the smudge with bis fingers. ‘You muatn’t
look too close, you know. You must try and get the effect—not
what you see, but what I see.’

Without glancingatherfacehe quickly touched thesketch at many
points with his thumb, with his finger, with his bi$ of crayon, with
his needle-pointed lead pencil. Katharine watched him intently,

‘Shut your eyes a little, so as not to see the details too dis-
tinetly,” he said, still working, '

The face began to stand out. There was very little in the
sketch, but there was the begiuning of the expression,

‘I begin to see something,’ said Katharipe, with increasing
interest. .

‘Yeg—look |’

He glanced at her for & moment. Then, holding the long
pencil almost by the end and etanding well back from the
pasteboard, he drew a single line-—the cutline of the patrt of the
face and head furthest from the eye, as it were. It was ao
masterly, so simple, so faultlees, and yet so siriking in its effect,
that Katharine held her breath while the point moved, and
uttered an exclamation when it stopped,

“You are a great artist !’

Crowdie smiled.

‘I dido’t ask for impossible compliments,’ he said, repeating
her own words and imitating her tone, as he stepped back from
the easel and looked at what he had done. fShe's not so bad-
looking, is she?’ He fumbled iv his pocket and found two or
three bits of coloured pastels and rubbed a little of each upon the
pasteboard with his fingers. ‘More life-like, now. How do you
like that$’
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‘It's wonderful |’

¢ Wonderfully like ?’

‘How can I tell? I mean that it's a wonderful performanece,
It’s not for me to judge of the likeness,’

*Isn't it} In mpite of proverbs, we're the only good judges of
ourselves—outwardly or inwardly. Will you sit down again, if
you are rested¥ Do you know, I am almost inclined to dab a
little paint on the thing—it's a lucky hit—or else you're a very
eany subject, which I don’t believe.’

¢ And yet you were so disecouraged a moment ago.’

‘That’s always my way. I don’t know about other artists, of
course. It's only amateurs that tell each other their sensations
about their daubs. We don’t. But I'm always in a fit just
before I'm going to succeed.’

Katharine said nothing as she weant back to her seat, but the
expression he had just used chilied her suddenly. She had received
a vivid impression from the account Hester had given her of his
recent attack, and she had unconsciously associated the idea of a
fit with his ailment. Then ske was amused at her own folly.

Crowdie looked at her keenly, then at his drawing, and then
seemed o contemplate a particular point at the top of her head.
She was not watching him, as she kuew that he was not yet
working again. There was an odd look in his beautiful eyes
which would not have pleaged her, had she seen it. He left the
easel again and came towards her,

‘Would you mind letting me arrange your hair a little?’ he
asked, stopping beside her.

Katharine instinetively raised one hand to her head, and it
unexpectedly met his fingers, which were already about to touch
her bair. The seusation was so inexpressibly disagreeable to her
that she gtarted, lowering her head as though to avoid him, and
speaking sharply,

‘Don’t | ' she cried. 'I can do it myself.

T beg your pardon,’ sail Crowdie, drawing back, ‘It's the
merest trifle—but- I don't see how you can do it yourself I
didn't know you were so pervous, or I would have explained.

; Won't you let me take the end of my pencil and just lift your
bair o little ¥ It makes euch a difference in the outline.’

It struck Katharine that she was behaving very foolishly, and
ehe sat up straight in her chair.

‘Of course,” she said, quite naturally, ‘Do it in any way you
like. I've a horror of being touched unexpectedly, that’s all. I
suppose I really am nervous.’
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‘Which was not at all true in general, though as regards Crowdie
it was not half the truth.

‘Thank you,” he answered, proceeding to move her hair,
touching it very delicately with his pointed white fingers, °It
was ptupid of me, but most people don’t mind. There—if you
only knew what a difference it makes. Just a little bit more, if
you'll let me—on the other side. Now let me look at you, please
—yes—that's just it.’

Katharing suffered iotensely during those few moments,
SBomething within her, of which she had never been conscious
before, but which was most certainly a part of herself, seemed to
rise up in fury, outraged and insulted, against something in the
man beside ber, which filled her with a vague terror and a positive
disgust. While his soft and womanish fingers touched her hair,
ghe clasped her hands fogether till they hurt, and repeated to
herself with set lips that she was foolish and nervous and unstrung,
She could not help the migh of relief which escaped Ler lips
when he had finished and went back to his easel. Perhaps ke
noticed it. At all eventa he became intent on his work and said
nothing for fully five minutes,

During that time she luoked af him and tried to sclve the
myatery of her unaccountable sensations. She thought of what
her mother had said—that Crowdie was like a poisonous flower.
Hea was eo white and red and soft, and the place was so still and
warm, with its masses of rich drapery that ehut off every sound
of life from without. And she thought of what Miner had said—
oddly enough, in exactly the seme strain, that he was like some
strange tropical fruit——gone bad at the core. Fruit or flower, or
both, she thought. Hither was apt enough,

The air was perfectly pure, It was only warm and still
Possibly there was the slightest amell of turpentine, which is a
clean smell and a wholezome one. Whatever the perfumes might
be which he occasiocnally burned, they left no trace behind. And
yot Katharine fancied they were there—unholy, sweet, heavy,
diequieting, offending that something which in the young girl had
never been offended before. The stillness seemed too warm—the
warmth too still—his face too white—his mouth was a8 scarlet
and as heavy as the blossom of the bright red calla lily. There
was something repulsively fascinating about it, as there is in a
wound.

‘Youre getting tired, he said at last. ‘I'm net surprised.
It must be much harder to sit than to paint’

¢ How did you know I was tired?’ asked Katharine, moving
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from ker position, and looking at a piece of Persian embroidery on
the oppogite wall,

#Your expression had changed when I spoke,’ he anid. ‘But
it’s not at all necessary to sit absclutely motionless as though you
were being photographed. It's better to talk, The expression is
like—— He stopped.

¢ Like what?’ she asked, curions to hear a definition of what is
said too often 10 be undefinable,

‘Well—I don’t kmow. Language isn’t my strong point, if I
have any strong point at all.’

‘That's an affectation, at all events!’ laughed Katharine,
becoming herself again when not obliged to look at him fixedly.

“Is it? Well—affectation is & good word. Expression is
not expression when it's an affected expression. It's tone of
voice of the picture. That sounds wild, but it means something.
A speech in print hasn't the expression it has when it's well
spoken. A photograph is & speech in print, It's the truth done
by machinery. It's often etriking at first sight, but you get tired
of it, becauee what’s there is all there—and what is not there ien't
even suggested, though you know it exists,’

‘Yes, I see, said Katharine, who was interested in what he
gaid, and had momentarily forgotten his personality.

‘That shows how awfully clever you are,’ he answered with a
gilvery little Iaugh. ‘I koow it’s far from clear. There’s a
pasgage somewhere in ome of Tolstoi's novels—Peace and War
1 think it js—about the impossibility of expressing all one thinks,
It ought to follow that the more means of expression & man has,
the nearer he should get to expressing everything in him, But it
doesn’t, There's a fallacy somewhere in the idea. Most things—
ideas, anything you chooge to call them—are naturally expressible
in a certain material—paint, wood, fiddle-strings, bronze and all
that, Come and lock at yourself mow. You see I've restrained
my mania for oilz a few minutes. I'm trying to be conscientions,’

‘I wish you would go on talking about expression,’ said
Katharine, rising and coming up fo the easel, *It seems very
much improved,’ she added as she saw the drawing. ‘How fast
you work !

* There’s no such thing as time when things go right,’ replied
Crowdie. *‘Ezcuge me a moment, Il get something to paint
with,’

He disappeared behind the curtain in the corner, to the out-
built closet in which he kept his colours and brushes, and Katharine
was left alone. She stood still for & few moments contemplating
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the growing likeness of herself. There was as yet hardly any
colour in the sketch, no more, in fact, than he had rubbed on
while she bad watched him do it, when she had rested the firet
time. It was not easy to see what he had done since, and yet the
whole effect was vaatly improved. As she looked, the work itself,
the fine pencil-line, the smudges of brown and the suggestions of
colouring seemed all so slight as to be almost nothing—and yet
she felt that her expression was there. She thought of her
mother's laborious and minutely accurate drawing, which never
reached any such effect as this, and she realised the almost
impossible gulf which lies between the artist and the amateur who
has tried too lafe to become one—in whom the evidence of talent
is made unrecognisable by an excess of conscientious but wholly
misapplied labour. The amateur who has never studied at all may
sometimes dash off a head with a few lines, which would be taken
for the careless scrawling of a elever professional, But the
amateur who, too late, attempts to perfect himself by sheer study
and industry is almoat certainly lost as an artist—a fact which is
eommonly interpreted to mean that art itself comes by inspiration,
and that so-called geniug peeds no echool ; whereas it only means
that if we go to school at all we must go at the scholar's age and
get the tools of expression, and learn to handle them, before we
have anything especial to express,

¢ 8till looking at it?’ asked Crowdie, coming out of his sane-
tum with a large palette in his left hand, and a couple of brushes
in hisright. *Now I'm going to begin by spoiling it all.!

There were four or five big, butferlike squeezings of different
colours on the smooth surface of the board. Crowdie stuck one of
his brushes through the thumb-hole of the palette, and with the
other mixed what he wanted, dabbing it into the paints and then
daubing them all together. Katharine zat down once more.

*I thought peinters always used palefte-knives,’ she gaid,
watching him.

{ Oh—anything answers the purpose. 1 sometimes paint with
my fingera-~but it's awfully mesey.’

¢ T should think so,” she laughed, taking her position again as
he looked at her.

¢ Yes—thank you,’ he said. *If you won’t mind looking at me
for a minute or two, just at first. I want your eyes, please.
After that you can look anywhere you like.’

¢Do you always paint the eyes first’ asked Katharine, idly,
for the sake of not relapsing into sflence.

‘ Generally—especially if they're looking etraight out of the
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picture, Then theyre the principal thing, you know. They are
like little holes—if you look steadily at them you ean see the real
persen ingide, That’s the reason why a portrait that looks at you,
if it's Iike at all, is so much more like than one that looks away.'

‘ How naturally you explain things !’ exclaimed the young girl,
becoming interested ab once.

‘ Things are so natural, answered the painter. ¢ Everything
is natural, That's one of my brother-in-law’s maxims.’

¢ It sounds like & truism.’

¢ Everything that is true gounds like a truism-—and is one.
We know everything that’s true, and it all sounds old because we
know it all.’

‘What an extraordinary way of putting it—to say that we
know everything! But we don't, you know !’

‘Oh, yes, we do—aa far as we ever can know at all. I don't
mean little peddling properties of petroleum and tricks with
telephones—what they call science, you know. I mean about big
things that don’t change—ideas.’

*Qh—about ideas. You mesn right and wrong, and the future
life and the soul, I suppose.’

¢Yes, That's exaetly what I mean, In a hundred thousand
ages we shall never get one inch further than we are now. A
Iittle bit more to the right, please—but go on looking at me a
moment longer, if you're not tired.’

‘I've only just sat down again. But what you were saying—
you meant to add that we know nothing, and that it's all a per-
feetly boundless uncertainty.’

“Not at all. I think we kmow some things and shan’t lose
them, and we don’t know some others and never shall.’

*What kind of things, for instance ?’ asked Katharine. ‘In
the first place, there is a soul, and it iz immortal,’

 Lmeretius says that there is a goul, but that it isn’t immortal,
There's something, anyhow—something I can’t paint. People who
deny the existence of the soul never tried to paint portraits, I believe,’

“You certainly have most original ideas.’

‘Have It But isn't that true? I know it is. There’s some-
thing in every face that I ean’t paini--that the greatest painter
that ever lived can’t paint. And it's not on account of the
material, either. One ean get just as near to it in black and
white as in colours,—just near enough, to suggest it,—and yet one
can see it. I call it the ghost. I don’t know whether there are
ghoats or not, but people say they've seen them., They are gener-
ally colourless, apparently, and don’t stay long. But did you ever
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notice, in all thosa stories, that people always recogmise the ghost
instantly if it’'s that of & person they've known{’

*Yes. Now I think of it, that’s true,’ said Katharine,

¢ Well, that’s why I ecall the recognisable something about the
living person his ghost. It's what we can’t get. Now, another
thing. If one is told that the best portrait of some one whom one
knows is a portrait of some one else instead, one isn’t much sur-
prised. No, really—I've tried it, just to test the likeness, Moat
people pay they are surprised, but they’re not. They fall into the
trap in a moment, and tell you that they see that they were mis-
taken, but that it’s & strong resemblance. That couldn't happen
with a real person. It happens easily with a photograph—much
more easily than with a picture. But with a real person it’s quite
different, even though he may have changed immensely since yon
saw him—far beyond the difference between a good portrait and
the sitter, so far as details are concerned, But the person—yon
recognise him at once. By what? By that something which we
can't catch in a picture. I call it the ghost—it’s a mera faney,
because people used to believe that a ghost was a visible soul.’

‘How interesting !’ exclaimed Katharine. ‘And it sounds
true.’

¢A thing must sound true to be interesting, said Crowdie.
‘ Excuse me a moment, 1 want another colour.’

He dived into the curtained recess, and Katharine watched the
disagreeable undulation of his movements as he walked, She
wondered why she was interested as soon as he talked, and
repelled as soon as he was silent. Much of what be zaid was
more or less paradoxical, she thought, and not altogether unlike the
stuff talked by eymical young men who pick up startling phrases
out of books, and change the subject when they are asked to ex-
plain what they mean, Butf there was sometkhing more in what he
said, and there was the way of saying it, and there was the weight
a man’s gayings carry when he is a real master of one thing, no
matter how remote from the eubject of which he is speaking.
Crowdie came back almost immediately with his paint.

“Your eyes are the colour of blue fox,’ he remarked, dabbing
on the palette with his brush.

‘Are they? They're a grey of some sort, I believe. But you
were talking about the soul’

*Yes, [ kuow I was; but I'm glad I've done with it. I told
you that language wasn’t my strong point.’

“Yes—but you may be able to say lots of interesting things,
besides painting well.’
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*Not compared with people who are good at talking. I've
often been struck by that.

He stopped speaking, snd made one or two very careful strokes,
concentrating his whole attention for the woment.

¢ Struck by what?’ asked Katharine,

‘By the enormous smount some men know as compared with
what they can do. T believe that’s what I meant to say. It
wasn't particularly worth saying, after all. There—that’s better !
Just one moment more, please. I know Pm tiring you to death,
but I'm eo intereated !

Again he executed & very fine detail,

‘ There !’ he exclaimed. *Now we can talk. Don’t you want
to move about a little? I don't ask you to look at the thing
—-it’s a mere beginning of a sketch—it isn’t the picture, of course.’

*But I want to see it,” said Katharine.

*0b, of course. Bui you won't like it 80 much now as you
did =t first.’

Katharine saw at once that he was right, and that the painting
was not in & stage to bear examination, but she looked at it,
nevertheless, with a vague idea of learning something about the
art by observing itz processes. Crowdie etood at a little distance
behind her, his palette and brushes still in his hand, Indeed,
there was no place but the floor where he could have laid them
down. She knew that ha was there, and she was certain that he
was looking at her. The strange nervousness and sense of repul-
sion came over her at once, but in her determination not to yield
to anything which seemed so foolish, she continued to serutinise
the rough sketch on the easel. Crowdie, on his part, said nothing,
as though fearing lest the sound of his voice should disturb the
graceful lines of her figure as she stood there.

At last she moved and turned away, but not towards him,
Buddenly, from feeling that he was looking at her, she felt that
ghe could not meet his ayes, She knew just what they would be
like, long, languishing and womanish, with their sweeping lashes,
and they attracted her, though she did not wish to see them.
She walked a few steps down the length of the great room, and
she was gure that those eyes were following her. An intense and

_ quite unaccustomed consciousness overcame her, though she was
“ pever what is called shy.

Bhe was positively certain that his eyea were fized on the back
of her head, willing her to turn and look at him; but she would
not, Then she saw that she was reaching the end of the room,
and that, unless she stood there staring at the tapestries aud
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embroideries, she must face him.  Bhe felt the blood rush suddenty
to her throat and just under her ears, and she knew that she who
rarely blushed at all was blushing violently. She either did not
know or she forgot that & blush is as beantiful in most dark
women a¢ it is unbecoming and even painful to see in fair ones,
Bhe was only conscious that she had never, in all her many
recollections, felt so utterly foolish, and angry with berself, and
diggusted with the light, as she did at that moment. Just as
gshe reached the wall, she heard his footstep, and supposing that
he had changed his position, she turned at once with a deep sense
of relief.

Crowdie was standing before his easel again, studying what
he bad done, ag unconcernedly as though he had not noticed her
odd behaviour’

*1 feel flushed,’ ebe said. ‘It maust be very warm here.’

*Is it?’ asked Crowdie. ‘Tl open sometking, But if you've
had enough of it for the first day, I can leave it as it is till the
next gitting. Can you come to-morrow ¥’

*Yes. That is-—no—1T may bave an engagement.’ She
laughed nervously as she thought of it,

*The afternoon will do quite as well, if you prefer it. Any
time before three o'clock. The light is bad after that.’

¢ T think the day after to-morrow would be better, if yon don’t
mind, At the same hour, if you like’

*By all means. And thark you, for sitting so patientlr, It's
not every one who does. I suppose I mustn't offer to help you
with your hat.’

“Thanks, I can ensily manage it,’ answered Katharine, careful,
however, to speak in her ordinary tove of voice. ‘If you bad a
looking-glass anywhere——' She looked about for one.

©There’s one in my paint room, if you don’t mind.’

He led the way to the curtain behind whick he had disappeared
in search of his colours, and held it up. There was an open door
into the. litfle room—-which was larger thap Katharine had
expected—and & dressing-table and mirror stood in the large bow-
window that was built out over the yard. Crowdie stood holding
the curtain back while she tied her veil and ran the long pin
through her hat It did not take more than a minute, and she
passed ont again,

‘That’s a beautiful arrangement,’ she said, A looking-glass
would spoil the studio.’

Yes,” he answered, as be walked towards the door by her side,
You see there isn’t an object but stuffs and cushions in the place,
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and a chair for you—and my easels-—all colour. I want nothing
that has shape except what iz human, and I like that as perfect
as poasible.’ '

‘Give my love to Hester,’ said Kathaiine, as she went out.
¢ Oh, don't come down ; T know the way.’

He followed her, of course, and let her cut himeelf. It was
past twelve o’clock, and she felt the pun on her shoulders as phe
tarned to the right up Lafayette Flace, nnd she breathed the
aparkling air with a sense of wild delight. It was so fresh and
pure, and somehow she felt as though she had been in a con-
taminating atmosphere during the last three quarters of an hour,



CHAPTER XI

ALEXANDER LAUDERDALE junior was a man of regular ways, as
hag been seen, and of sternly regular affections, so far as he counld
be said to have any at all. Most people were rather afraid of
him, In the Trust Company which occupied his attention he
was the executive member, and it was generally admitted that it
owed something of its exceptional importance to bhis superior
powers of administration, his cast-iron probity and his eold energy
in enforcing regulations, The headquarters of the Company were
in a magnificent granite building, on the second flocr at the front,
and Alexander junior sat all day long in a spotless and speckless
office, behind a highly polished table and before highly polished
bookcases, npon which the light fell in the daytime through the
most expensive and kighly polished plate glass windows, and on
winter afternoons from glittering electric brackets apd chandeliers.
He himself was not less perfect and highly polished in appearance
than his surroundings. He was like one of those beautiful models
of machinery which work silently and aceurately ail day lomg,
apparently for the mere satisfaction of feeling their own wheels
and cranks go round, behind the show window of the shop where
the patent is owned, producing nothing, indeed, save a keen
delight in the soul of the admiring mechanician,

He was perfect in his way. It was enough to catch one
glimpse of him, as he sat in his office, to be sure that the Trust
Company could be trusted, that the widow’s portion should yield
her the small but regular interest which comforts the afflieted,
aud that the property of the squealing and still cradleridden
orphan was silently rolling up, to be a joy to him when he shoull
bo old enough to squander it. The Trust Company was not a
new institution. It had been founded in the dark ages of New
York history, by just such men as Alexander junior, and just such
men had made it what it now was, Indeed, the primeval Lauder-
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dale, whom Charlotte Blayback called Alexander the Great, had
been connected with it before he died, his Scotch birth being
counted to him for rightevusnpess, though his speech was imputed
to him for sin. Neither of his soms had, towever, kad anything
to do with it, nor his sons’ sons, but his great-grandson, Alexander
the Safe, was predestined from his childhood to be the very man
wanted by the Company, and when he was come to years of even
greater discretion than he had shown as a small boy, which was
saying much, he was formally installed behind the plate glass and
the very shiny furniture of the office he had occupied ever since,
With the appearance of his name on the Company’s reports the
business increased, for in the public mind all Lauderdales wers as
one man, and that one man was Robert the Rich, who had never
been connected with any speculation, and who was commonly eaid
to own half New York. Acute persons will ses that there must
have been some exaggeration about the latter statement, but as a
mere expression it did not lack force, and pleased the popular
mind. It mattered little that New York should have emough
halves to be distributed amongst a considerable number of very
rich men, of whom precisely the same thing was said. Robert
the Rich was a very rich man, and he must have his half like his
fellow rich men.

Alexander junior bad no more claim upon his uncle’s fortune
than Mrs. Ralston. His father was one of Robert’s brothers and
hers had been the other, Nor was Robert the Rich ir any way
constrained to leave any money to any of his relations, nor to any
one in particular in the whole wide world, seeing that he had
made it himself, and was childless and answerable to no man for
bis acts. But it was probable that he would divide a large part
of it beitween his living brother, the philanthropist, and the
daughter of his dead brother Ralph—the soldier of the family,
who had been killed at Chancelloraville. Now as it was certain
that the philanthropist, for his part, if he had control of what
came to him, would forthwith attempt to buy the Central Park
as an airing ground for pauper idiets, or do something equally
though charitably outrageous, the chances were that his portion
—if he got any—would be placed in frust, or that it would be
paid him as income by his som, if the latter were selected to
manage the fortune. This was what most people expected, and it
wss certainly what Alexander junior hoped.

It was patural, too, and in a measure just. The main line of
the Lauderdales was dying out, and Alexander junior would be
the last of them, in the natural succession of mortality, being by
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far the youngest as he was by far the strongest. It would be
proper that he should administer the estate until it was finally
divided amongst the female heirs and their children.

He was reslly and truly a man of spotless probity, in spite of
the suspicion which almost inevitably atteches to people who seem
too perfect to be buman, On the surface these perfections of his
were g0 hard that they amounted to defects. It is aggressive
virtue that chastises what it loves—by ils mere exisience. But
nejther his probity, nor his exterior mechanical superiority, so to
say, was connected with the mainspring of his character. That
lay much deeper, and he ¢oncealed it with as much skill as theugh
to reveal its existence would have ruined him in fortune and
reputation, though it would probably have affeeted neither the one
ner the other, The only members of the family who suspected
the truth were his danghter Charlotte and Rebert the Rich,

Charlotte, who was afraid of nothing, not even of certain things
which she might have done better to respect, if not to fear, said
openly in the family, and even to the face of her father, that she
did not believe he was poor. Thereupon, Alezander junior usually
administerad a stern rebuke in his metallic voice, whereat Charlotte
would smile and change the subject, as though she did not care to
talk of it just then, but would return to it by and by. She had
maguificent teeth, and, when she chose, her smile could be almost
as terribly electric as Alexander’s own,

As for Robert Lauderdale, he had more accurate knowledge,
but not much. Like wmany eminently successful men he nad an
unusual mastery of details, and an unfailing memory for those
which interested him, He knew the exact figure of his nephew’s
salary from the Trust Company, and he was able to caleulate with
tolerable exactness, also, what the Lauderdales spent, what Mrs.
Lauderdale earned and how much the annual surplus must e,
He knew alzo that Alexander jumior’s mother, who had thoroughly
understood her husband, the philanthropist, had left what she
possessed to her only son, and only a legacy to her husband. Her
property had been owned in New England ; the executor had been
a peculiarly taciturn New England lawyer, and Alexander had
never said anything to any one else concerning the icheritance.
His mother had died after he had come of age, but before he had
been married, and there were no means whatever of ascertaining
what he had received. The philanthropist and his son bad
continued to live together, as they still did; but the old gentle-
man had always left household matters and expenses in his wifes
charge, and bad never in the least understood, nor cared to under-
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etand, the details of daily life,. He had his two rooms, he had
enough to eat and he spent mothing on hLimself, except for the
large quantity of tobacco he consumed and for his very modest
toilet, As for the cigars, Alexander had brought him down, in
the course of ten years, by very fine gradations, from the best
Havanas which money could buy to *old Virginia cheroots,’ at ten
cents for a package of five,—a luxury which even the frugal
inhabitant of Calabrian Mulberry Street would consider a
permissible cxtravagance on Sundays. Alexander, who did not
smoke, saw that the change had noi had any ill effect upon his
father’s health, and silently triumphed. If the old gentleman's
nerves had shown signs of weakness, Alexander had previously
determined to refire up the scale of prices to the extent of one
cent more for each cigar, In the matter of dress the elder
Alexander pleased himeelf, and in so doing pleased his son also,
for he generally forgot to get a new coat until the old one was
dropping to pieces, and he secretly bought his shoes of a little
Italian shoemaker in the Bouth Fifth Avenue, as has been already
noticed ; the said shoemaker being the unhappy father of one of
the philanthropist’s most favourite and unpromising idiots,

But of old Mrs. Lauderdale’s money, nothing more was ever
heard, nor of several thousand dollars yearly, which, according to
old Robert’s caleulations, Alexander junior saved regularly out of
his salary.

Yet the youngest of the Lauderdale men was always poor, and
hig wife worked as hard as she could to earn something for her
own little pleasures and luxuries, Robert the Rich had once been
present when Alexander junior bad berrowed five dollars of his
wife. It had impressed him, and he had idly wondered whetber
the money had ever been returned, and whether Alexander did
not manage in this way to extract a contribution from his wife's
earnings, as a sort of peace-offering to the gold-gods, becanse she
wasted what she got by such hard work, in mere amusement and
hats, as Alexander cruelly put it. But Robert, who had a broader
soul, thought she was quite right, zince, next to true love, those
were the things by which a woman could be made most happy.
It is true that Robert the Rich had nmever been married, As a

- matter of fact, Alexander Lauderdale never returned the small
sums he suceeeded in borrowing from his wife from time to time.
But he kept a rigidly accurate account of them, which he showed
her occasionally, assuring her that she ‘might draw on him’ for
the money, and that he credited her with five per cent interest so
long as it was fin hia handa’--which were of iron, as she knew
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—and further, that it would be o her advantage to inveat all the
money she earned in the same way, with him. A hundred dollars,
he szid, would double itself in fourteen years, and in time it would
become a thousand, which would be ‘a nice little sum for her’
He had a set of expressions which he used in speaking of money,
wherewith he irritated her exceedingly. More than onee she
asked him to give her a trifle out of what she had lent him, when
ahe was in a hurry, or really had nothing. But he invariably
answered that he had nothing about him, as he always paid every-
thing by cheque,—which was true,—and never spent but ten cents
daily for his fare in the elevated road to and from his office. He
lunched somewhere, she supposed, during the day, and would need
money for that; but in this she was mistaken, for his strong
constitution needed but two meals daily, breakfast at eight and
dinner at half-past sever, At one o'clock he drank o glass of
water in his office, and in fine weather took a turn in Broad Street
or Broadway. He sometimes, if hard pressed by her, said that he
would include what she wanted in the next cheque he drew for
household expenses—and he examined the accounts himeelf every
Baturday afternoon—but he always managed to be alone when he
did this, and invariably forgot to make any allowance for the
purpose of paying his just debts.

Robert Lauderdale kuew, therefore, that there must be a
considerable sum of money, somewhere, the property of Alexander
junior, unless the latter had privately squandered it. This, how-
ever, was a supposition which not even the most hopelessly moon-
struck little boy in the philanthropist’s pet asylum would have
enterfained for a moment. The rich man bad watched his nephew
narrowly from his boyhood to his middle age, and was a knower
of men and a good judge of them, and he was quite sure that he
was not mistaken., Moreover, be knew likewise Alexander’s strict
adherence to the letter of truth, for he had proved it many times,
and Alexander had never said that ke had no money, But
he never failed to eay that he was poor—which was a relative
term. He would go so far as to say that he had no money for
a particular object, clearly meaning that he would not spend
anything in that direction, but he had never said that he had
nothing. Now the great Robert was not the man to call a sum
of several hundred thousands & nothing, becavse he had so much
more himeelf, He knew the value of money as well as any man
living. He wsed to say that to give was a matter of sentiment,
but that to have was a matter of fact, —probably meaning thereby
that the relation between length of head and breadth of heart
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was indeterminate, but that although a man might not have
fifty millions, if he had balf a million he was well enough off to
be able to give something to somebody, if he chose, But Robert
the Rich was fond of rather enigmatical sayings. He had seen
the world from quite an exceptional peint of view and believed
that he bad a right te judge it accordingly.

He had watched his nephew during more than thirty years,
and one half of that period had sufficed to bring him to the
conclugion that Alexander junior was a thoroughly upright but
a thoroughly miserly person, and the remaining half of the
time had po far confirmed this judgment as to make him own
that the younger man was not only miserly, but in the very
most extended sense an old-fashioned miser in the midst of a
new-fashioned civilisation, and therefore an anachronism, and
therefore, also, not & man to be treated like other men.

Robert had long ago determined that Alexander should have
gome of the mooey to do with as he pleased. His sole idea
would be fo hoard it and pile it up to fabulous dimensions, and
if anything happened to it he would probably go mad, thought
the great man. But the others were also to have some of it,
more or less according to their characters, and it was interesting
to speculate upon their probable actions when they should be
very rich. None of them, Robert believed, were really poor,
and certainly Alexander junior was not. If they had been in
need, the old gentleman would have helped them with actual
sums of money. DBut they were not. As for Mrs. Lauderdale
and her daughters, they really had all that was necessary.
Alexander did not starve them. He did not go so far as that
—-perhaps because in his social position it would have been
found out. His wife was an excellent housekeeper, and old
Robert liked the simplicity of the little dinners to which he
occasionally eame without warning, asking for ®a bite,’ as though
he were a poor relation. He loved what was simple and, in
general, all things which could be loved for their own sake, and
not for their value, and which were not beyond his rather limited
seathetic appreciation,

" It was a very good thing, he thought, that Mrs. Lauderdale
ghould do a little work apd earn a little money. It was an
interest and am occupation for her. It was fitting that people
should be willing to do something to earn money for their
charities, or even for their amaller luxzuries, though it was very
degirable that they should rot feel obliged to work for their
necesgities. If everybody were in that positior, he supposed
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that every one would be far happier, And Mre. Lauderdale had
her beanty, too. Robert the Rich was fond of her in a fatherly
way, and knowing what a good woman she was, he had determined
to make her a compensation when she should lose her good looks.
When her beauty departed, she should be made rich, and he
would manage it in such a way that her hueband should not be
able to get hold of any of her wealth, to bury with what Robert
was gure he had, in secret and profitable investment., Alexander
Junior should bave none of it.

As for his elder brother, the philanthropist, Robert Lauderdale
had his own theories. He did not think that the old man’s
charities were by any means always wise ones, and he patronised
others of his own, of which he said nothing. Robert thought
that too much was done for the deserving poor, and too little
for the undeserving poor, and that the starving sinper might be
just as hungry as the starving saint—a point of view not popular
with the righteous, who covet the unjust man's sunshine for
themselves and accuse him umfairly of bringing about cloudy
weather, though every ome kmows that clouds, even the very
blackest, are produced by natural evaporation.

But it was improbable, as Robert knmew, that his brother
should outlive him, and he contributed liberally to the support
and education of the idiots, and his brother was mentioned in
the will in comnection with a large annuity which, however, he
bad little chance of surviving to enjoy.

There were plenty of others to divide the wvast inheritance
when the time should come. There were Mre. Lauderdale and
her two daughters, and her baby grandson, Charlotte’s little boy.
Aud there was Katbarine Ralgton and there was John And
then there were the two Brights and their mother, whose mother
had been a Lauderdale, so that they were direct relations. And
there were the Miners—the three old-maid sisters and little
Frank Mirer, who really seemed to be struggling hard to make
a living by literature—not near connections, these Miners, but
certainly included in the tribe of the Lauderdales on account of
their nncle's marrisge with the millionaire’s first cousin—whom
he remembered as ‘little cousin Meg’ fifty years ago. Robert
the Rich always smiled—a little sadly——when he reached this
peint in the enumeration of the family, and was glad that the
Miners were in his will.

The Miners would really have been the poorest of the whole
connection, for their father had been successively a spendthrift
bankrupt, a drunkard and a lunatie,—which eansed Alexander
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junior te say severely that Livingston Miner had an unnatural
thirst for emotions; but a certain very smsll investment which
Frank Miner had made cut of the remnsnts of the estate had
turned out wonderfully well Miner had never known that old
Lauderdale had mentioned the investment to old Beman, and
that the two great men had found the time to make it roll over
and over and grow into a little fortune at a rate which would
have astonished persons ignorant of business—after which they
had been occupied with other things, each in his own way, and
had thought nothing more about the matter. So that the Miners
were comparatively comfortable, and the three old maids stayed
at home and ‘took care’ of their extremely healthy brother
instead of going out as¢ governesses—and when they were well
stricken in old-maidhood they had a queer little love story all
to themselves, which perhaps will be told some day by itself.

The rich man made few presents, for he had few wants, and
did not understand them in others. He was none the less on
that ascount & gemerous man, and would often have given, had
he known what to give; but those who expressed their wishes
were apt to offend him by expressing them too clearly. The
relations all lived in good houses and had an abuadance of bread
and a sufficient allowance of butter, and John Ralston was the
only one in connection with whom he had heard mention of a
tailor's bill—John Ralston was more in the old gentleman’s mind
than any one knew. What did the others all want? Jewels,
perhaps, and horses and carriages and a lot of louse caskt
throw out of the window. That was the way he put it
had never kept a brougham himself until he was fifty years
age. It was true that he had no womankind and was a strong
man, like all his tribe. But then, many of his acquaintances
who might have kept a dozen horses, said it was more trouble
than it was worth, and hired what they wanted. His relations
could do the same—it was & mere curiozity on their part to
experience the sensation of looking rich. Robert Lauderdale
knew the sensation very well and knew that it was quite worthless.
Of course, he thought, they all knew that at bis death they
would be provided for-—even lazy Jack, aa be mentally nicknamed
Ralston. At least, he supposed that they knew it. They should
have a fair share of the money in the end.

But he was conscious, and acutely conscious, that most of
them wanted it, and he had very little belief in the disinterested
affection of any of them. Even the old philanthropist, if he had
been offered the chance by a playful destiny, would have laid
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violent hands on it all for his charities, to the exclusion of the
whole family. His ron would have buried it in his own Trust
Company, and longed to have it for that purpose, and for no
other. Jack Ralston wanted to squander it; Hamilton Bright
wanted to do banking with it and to out-Rothachild the
Rothschilds in the exchanges of the world. Crowdie, whom
Robert the Rich detested, wanted his wife to have it in order that
he might build marble palaces with it on the shores of more or
less mythic lakes, Katharine Ralston would have liked some of
it because she liked to be above all considerations of money, and
her husband’s death had made 2 great difference in her income.
Mrs. Lauderdale wanted if, of course, and her jdeal of happiness
would be realised in having three or four princely establishments,
in moving with the seasons from one to the other and in always
having her house full of guests. She was born in Kentucky—
and she would be a superb hostess. Perhaps she should have a
chance some day, Charlotte Slayback wanied as much as she
could get because her husband was rich, and ske had nothing, and
she had good bleod in her veins, but an abundance of evil pride in
her heart. There was Katharine Lauderdale, about whoem the
great man was undecided. He liked her and thought she
underetood him, But of course she wanted the money too-—in
crder to marry lazy Jack—and wake up love’s young dream with
a jump, 88 he expressed it familiarly. She should not have it for
that purpose, at all events. It would be much better that she
should marry Hamilton Bright, who wasg a sensible fellow. Had
not Ralston been offered two chanees, at both of which he had
pitiably failed? He had no idea of doing anything more for the
boy at present. If he ever got anmy of the money it should be
from his mother, The two Katharines were out and out the best
of the tribe. He had a great mind to tear up his old will and
divide the whole fortune equally between Katharine Ralston and
Kathariné Lauderdale, No doubt there would be a dispute about
the will in any case-—he might just as well follow his inclinations,
if he could not prevent fichting.

And then, when he reached that point, he was suddenly
checked by a consideration which does not present itself to
ordinary men. As he leaned back in his leathern writing chair,
while his knotted fingers played with the eork pen-holder he used,
his great head slowly bowed itself, and he sat long in deep
thought.

It was all very well for him to play at being just a capricious
old uncle with some money to leave, as he pleased, to this one or
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that one, as old uncles did in story books, making everybody
bappy in the end, That was all very well He had his little
likes and dislikes, his atfachments and his detestations, and he
had a right to have them, as smaller men had. A little here and
a little there would of conrse give pleasure and might even make
happiness, But how much wonld it need to make them all rich,
compared with their present position? Robert Lauderdale did
not laugh a3 he answered the question to himself, Omne year’s
income alone, divided amongst them, would give each a fortune.
The income of two years would give them wealth. And the
capital would remain—the vast possession which in a few years
he must lay down forever, which at any moment might be
masterless, for he was an old man, over seventy years of age. If
he had a eom, it would be different. Things would foilow their
natural course for good or evil, and he would not himself be to
blame for what happened. But he had no one, and the thing
be must leave to some one was great power in its most serviceable
form—money.

He bad been face to face with the problem for years and had
not solved it. It is & great one in America, at the present day,
and Robert Lauderdale knew it. He was well aware that he and
& score of others, some richer, some less rich than himself, were
execrated by a certain proportion of the community and pointed
out as thu disturbers of the equal distribution of wealth. He was
made personally sure of the fact by bundreds of letters, anonymous
and signed, warning him of the approaching destruction of himself
and his property. People who did not even know that he was a
bachelor, threatened to kidnap hie children and keep them from
bim until he should give up his wealth. He was threatened,
entreated, admonished, preached at and held up to ridicule by
every species of fanatic which the age produces. He was not
afraid of any of them. He did pot have kimself guarded by
detectives in plain clothes and athletes in fashionable coats, when
he chose to walk in the streets, and he did not yield to the
entreatiea of women who wrote to him from Texas that they
-should be perfectly happy if he would send them grand pianos tu
the addresses they gave. He was diseriminating, he was just
according to his light and he tried to do good, while he took no
notice of those who raved and abused him. But he knew that
there was a reason for the storm, and was much more keenly alive
to the difficulties of the situation than any of his anonymous
correspondenta.

He had in his own hands and at his absolute disposal the
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wealth which, under a proper administration, would perpetually
supply between seven and eight thousand familiea with the
necessaries of life. He had made that calculation one day, not
idly, but in the endeavour to realise what could really be done
with so much money. He was not a visionary philanthropist like
his brother, though he helped him in many of his schemes. He
was mot a gaint, though he was a good man, as men go. He had
not the emallest intention of devoting a gigantic fortune
exclusively to the bettering of mankind, for he was human. But
he felt that in hiz lonely wealth he was in a measure under an
obligation to all humanity—that he had created for himself a
responsibility greater than one man could bear, and that he and
othera like him had raised a question, and proposed a problem which
had not before been dreamt of in the history of the world. He, an
individual with no especial gifts besides hiy keen judgment in a
certain class of affairs, with nothing but his wealth to distinguish
him froma any other individual, possessed the equivalent of a sum
of money which would have seemed very large in the treasury of
a great vation, or which would have been considered sufficient as
o reserve wherewith to emter upon a great war. And there were
others in an exactly similar position. He knew several of them,
He could count half a dozen men who, together with himself,
could upset the finances of the world if they chose. It needed no
tortuous reasoning aud but little vanity to show him that Le and
they did not stand towards mankind as other men stood, And
the thought brought with it the certainty that there was a right
course for him to pursue in the disposal of his money, if he could
but see it in the right light.

This was the man whom all the Landerdale tribe called Uncle
Robert, and to whom Kathariue intended to appeal as soon as she
had been secretly married to John Ralston, and from whom she
felt sure of obtaining what she meant to ask, He was capable
of surpristog her.

“You have a good houss, good food, good clothes-—and so has
your husband., What right have you, Katharine Lauderdale, or
Mre, John Ralston, to claim more than any member of each of
the seven or eight thonsand families whom I could support would
get in the distribution ¥’

That was the answer she might receive~-in the form of a
rather unanswerable question.



CHAPTER XII

TrE afterncon which followed the first sitting in Crowdie’s
studio seemed very long to Katharine. She did all sorts of things
{0 make the time pass, but it would not. She even set in order
& whole drawer full of ribbona and gloves and veils and other
trifles, which is generally the very last thing a woman does to get
rid of the hours,

And all the time she was thinking, and not sure whether it
would not be hetter to fight against her thoughts. For though
she was mot afraid of changing her mind she had a vague con-
scioushess that the whole question might raise its head again and
face her like a thing in a dream, and insist that she should argue
with it. And then, there was the plain and unmistakable fact
that she was on the eve of doing something which was hardly ever
done by the peopls amoengst whom she lived.

It was not that she was timid, or dreaded the remarks which
might be made. Any timidity of that sort would have checked
her at the very outset. If the man she loved had been any one
but Jack Ralston, whom she had known all her life, she could
never have thought of proposing such a thing. Oddly enough,
ghe felt that she should blush, as she had blushed that moraning
at the studio, at the mere idea of a secret marriage, if Ralaton
were any one else, But not from any fear of what other people
might say. Not only had the two been intimate from childhood
—they had discussed during the laat year their marringe, and all
the poseibilities of it, from every point of view. It was a sulject
familiar to them, the difficulties to be overcome were clear to them
both, they had proposed all manner of echemes for overcoming
them, they had talked for hours about running away together and
bad been sensible encugh to see the folly of such a thing. The
mere matter of saying eertain words and of giving and receiving a
ring had gradually sunk into insignificance as an event, It was
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an inevitable formality in Ralston’s eyes, to be gone through with
gerupulous exactness indeed, and to be carefully recorded and
witnessed, but there was not a particle of romance eonnected with
it, any more than with the signing and witnessing of a title-deed
or any other legal document.

Katharipe had a somewhat different opinion of it, for it had
s real religious value in her eyes. That was one reason why ehe
preferred a secret wedding. Of course, the moment would come,
soomer or later, for they were pure to be married in the end,
publicly or privately. But in any case it would be a solemn
moment. The obligations, as she viewed them, were for life.
The very words of the promise had an imposing simplicity, In
the church to which she strongly inclined, marriage was called a
eacrament, and believed to be one, in which the presence of the
Divine personally sanctified the bond of the humar, Katharine
waa quite willing to believe that, foo. And the more she believed
it, the more she hated the idea of a great fashionable wedding,
such as Charlotte Slayback had endured with much equanimity.
She could imagine nothing more disagreeable, even painful, than
to be the central figure of such an exhibition.

That holy hour, when it came at last, should be holy indeed.
There should be nothing, ever thereafier, to disturb the pure
memory of ity sanctity. A quiet church, the man she loved,
herself and the interpreter of Grod, That was all she wanted—
not to be disturbed in the greatest event of her life by aui the
rustling, plittering, flower-scented, grinning, gossiping crowd of
eritics, whose ridiculous presence is eonsidered to lend marriage a
dignity beyond what God or rature could bestow upon it.

This was Katharine’s view, and as she had no intention of
keeping her marriage to Ralston a secret during even so much as
twenty-four bours, it was neither unnatural nor unjustifiable.
But in spite of all the real importance which sbe gave to the
ceremony,as a faet, it seemed so much a matter of course, and she
had thought of it so long and under so many aspects, that in the
chain of future events it was merely a link to be reached and
passed as soon as possible. It was not the ring, mor the promise
nor the blessing, by which her life was to be changed. She
knew that she loved John Ralston, and she could not love him
better still from the instant in which he became her lawful
husband. The difficulties began beyond that, with her intended
attack upon Uncle Robert. She told herself that she was sure of
puccess, bul she was not, since abe could not see into the future
one hour beyond the moment of her meeting with the old gentle-
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man, That seeing into the future is the test of confidence, and
the only one.

It struck her suddenly that everything which was to happen
after the all-important interview was a blank to her. She paused
in what she was doing—she was winding a yellow ribbon round
her finger—and she looked out of the window. It was raining,
for the weather had changed quickly during the afternoon, Rain
in Clinton Place is particularly dreary. Katharine sat down upon
the chair that stood before her little writing-table in the cormer
by the window, and watched the grey lace veil whieh the falling
raindrops wove between her and the red brick houses opposite.

A feeling of despair came over her. Uncle Robert would refuse
to do anything. What would happen then? What could she
do? She was brave enough to face her father’s anger and her
mother's distress, for she loved Ralston with all her heart. DBut
what would happen 1 If Uncle Robert faited her, the future was
ne longer blank but Llack. No one else could do anything. Of
what use would the family battle be? Her father could not, and
would not, do anything for ber or her husband. He was the sort
of man who would take & stern delight in seeing her bear the
consequences of her mistake—it could not be called a fault, even
by him. To impose herself on Mrs, Ralston was more than
Katharine's pride could endure to contemplate. Of course, it
would be possible to live—barely to live—on the charity of her
husband’s mother, Mra. Ralston would do anything for her som,
and would sacrifice lerself cheerfully. But to accept any such
gacrifice was out of the question. And then, too, Katharine knew
what extreme economy meant, for she had snffered from it long
under her father’s roof, and it was not plessant, Yet they
would be poorer still at the Ralstons, and she would be the cause
of it,

If Unele Robert refused to help them, the position would be
desperate. She watched the rain and tried to think it &ll over.
She supposed that her father would insist upon—what? Not
upon keeping the secret, for that would not be like him. He was
a borribly virtuous man, Charlotte used to say. Oh, no! le
wonld not act a lie on any account, not he! Katharine wondered
why ehe hated this serupulous truthfulness in her father and
admired it above all things in Ralston. Jack would not aet
a lie either, But then, if there wers to be no secret, and if the
marriage were to be announced, what would happen} Would her
father insist upon her living at home until her husband should be
able to support her! What a situation! She cared Ieas than
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moat girls about social opinion, but she really wondered what
gociety would eay. Her father would say nothing. He would
smile that electric smile of his, and hold bis head higher than ever.
¢This is what happens to deughters who disobey their parents,” he
would seem to tell the world, She had always thought that he
might be like the first Brutus, and she felt sure of it now.

It seemed like weaknesa to think of going to Uncle Robert that
very afterncon, before the inevitable moment was past. Yet it
would be such an immenee satisfaction to have had the interview
aud to have his promise to do something for Ralaton, The thought
seemed cowardly and yet she dwelt on it. Of course, her chief
weapon with the old gentleman was to be the fact that the thing
was done aud could not be undone, eo that bhe could have no good
advice to give, And, yet, perhaps she might move him by saying
that she had made up her mind and was to be married to-morrow.
He might not believe her, and might laugh and send hLer away—
with one of his hearty avuncular kisses—she eould see his dear
old face in her imagination. But if he did that, she could
gtill return to-morrow, and shiow him the certificate of her marriage.
He would not then be able to say that she had not given him fair
warning. She wished it would not raiu. She would have walked
in the direction of Lis house, and when she was near it she kpew
in her heart that she would yield—since it seemed like a tempta-
tion-—and perhaps it would be better.

But it was raining, and Uncle Robert lived far away from
Clinton Place in a house he had built for himself at the corner of
a new block facing the Central Park. He had built the whole
block and had kept possession of it afterwards. It was almost
three miles from Alexander Lauderdale’s bouse in unfashionable
Clinton Place—three miles of elevated road, or of horse-car or of
walking—and in apy case it meant getting wet in such a rain
storm. Moreover, Katharine rarely went alone by the elevated
rosd. She wished it would stop raining, If it would only stop
for half an hour ske would go. Perhaps it was as well to let fate
decide the matter in that way.

Just then a carriage drove up to the door. She flattened her
face against the window, but could not see who got out of it.
It was a cab, however, and the driver had a waterproof hat and
coat. In all probability it came from one of the hotels. Any
ons might have taken it. Katharine drew back & little and locked
idly at the little mottled mist her breath had made upom the
window pane. The door of her room opened suddenly.

¢ Kitty, are you there?’ asked a woman’s voice.
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Katharine knew as the handie of the lateh was turned that her
gister Charlotte had come. No cne else ever entered her room
without knocking, and no one else ever called her * Kitty.” She
hated the abbreviation of her name and she resented the famili-
arity of the unbidden entrance. She furned rather sharply.

*Oh—is that you? I thought you were in Washington.’
She came forward, and the two exchanged kisses mechanieally,

* Benjamin Slayback of Nevada had business in New York, so
I came up to get & breath of my native microbes,” said Charlotte,
going to the mirror and beginning to take off her hat very care-
fully so a8 not to disturb her hair, *“We are at a hotel, of course
—but it’s nice, all the same. I suppose mamma’s at work and I
know papa's down town, and the ancestor is probably studying
some new kind of fool-—=o I ¢ame to your room,’

¢ Will you have some tea !’ asked Katharine.

‘Tea? What wild extravagance! I suppose you offer it to
me as “Mrs. Blayback,” I wonder if papa would. I can see
him smile—just like this—isn’t it just like him 3’

She smiled before the mirror and then turped suddenly on
Katharine, The mimicry was certainly good. Mra Slyback,
however, was fair, like her mother, with a radiant complexion,
golden hair and good features——larger and bolder than Mrs,
Lauderdale’s, but not nearly so classically perfeet. There was
something hard in her face, especially about the eyes,

‘It's just the same as ever,’ she said, seating hereell in the
gmall arm-chair—the only one in the room. ‘The same dear,
delightful, dreary, comfortless, furnace-heated, gas-lighted, * put-
on-your-best-hat-to-go-to-church ” sort of existence that it always
was! I wonder how you all stand it—how I stood it so long
myzelf 1’

Katharine laughed and turned her kead. She had beer looking
out of the window again and wondering whether the rain would
stop after all. She and ber sister had never lived very harmon’-
ously together, Their pitched battles had begur in the nursery
with any weapons they could lay hands on, pillows, moribund
dolls, soapy sponges, and the nurse’s shoes, Though Katharine
was the younger, she had soon been the atronger at close quarters.
But Charlotte had the sharper tongue and was by far the better
shot with any projectile when safely entrenched behind the bed.
At the first show of hostilities she made for both sponges—a rag-
doll was not a bad thing, if she got a chanee to dip it into the
bagin, but there was nothing like a sponge, when it was °just
gooey with soap,” a8 the youthful Charlotte expressed it. She
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carried the art of throwing to a high degree of perfection, and on
very rare occasions, after she was grown up, she surprised her
adorers by throwing pebbles at a mark with an unerring accuracy
which would have dope credit to a poacher’s apprentice.

Since the nursery days the warfare had been carried on by
words and the encounters had been less frequent, but the contrast
waa alwaya apparent between Eatharine’s strength and Charlotte's
quickness. Katharine waited, collected her strength, chose her
langnage and delivered a heavy blow, so to say. Charlotte, as
Frank Miner put it, ‘slung English all over the lot’ Poth were
effective in their way. But they had the good taste to quarrel in
private and, moreover, in many things they were allies. With
regard to their father, Katharine took an evil and silent delight
in her gister's sarcasms, and Charlette could not help admiring
Eatharine’s solid, unyielding opposition on certain points,

“0Oh, yes !’ gaid Katharine, answering Charlotte’s last remark,
* There'll be leas change than ever now that you're married.’

‘I suppose so, Poor Kitty! We used to fight now and
then, but I know you enjoyed leoking on when I made a row at
dinner, Didn’t you?t’

‘Of course Idid. I'm a human being’ Katharine langhed
again. ‘Won't you really have tea? I always have it when I
waant it.’

*You brave liftle thing! Do you?! Well—if you like. You
quiet people always have your own way in the end,’ added Mrs,
Slayback, rather thoughtfully. ‘I suppose it's the steady push
that does it.’

‘Don't you have your way, too?’ asked Katharine, in some
surprise at her sister's tone of voice,

‘No. I'mashamed to say that I don’t. No——" She seemed
to be recapitulating events. ‘No—1I don't have my way at all—
not the least little bit. I have the way of Benjamin Slayback of
Nevada.’-

‘Why do you talk of your husband in that way?’ enquired
Katharine.

*Shall I eall him Mr, Slayback}’ asked Charlotte, ‘or Ben-
jamin—dear little Benjamin ! or Ben—the “soldier bold "t How
does ““Ben * strike you, Kitty 1 I know—T've thought of ealling
him Minnje—last syllable of Benjamin, you see. There was a
moment when I hesitated at * Benjy "—* Benjy, darling, another
cup of coffee $”—it would sound s0 quiet and home-like at break-
fast, wouldn’t it$ It’s fortunate that papa made us get up early
all our lives. My dream of married happiness—a nice little French
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maid amiling at me with & beautiful little tea-tray just as I was
opening my eyes—I had thought about it for yeara! Well, it’s
all over. Benjamin Slayback of Nevada takes his breakfast like
a man—a regular Benjamin’s portion of breakfast, and wants to
feast his eyea on my loveliness, and his understanding on my wit,
and his inner man on the flesh of kine—and all that together at
eight o'clock in the morning—Benjamin Slayback of Nevada—
there’s no other name for hkim !’

‘The name irritates me-—you repeat it so often !’

*Does it, dear$ The man irritates me, and that’s infinitely
worse. I wish you koew !’

‘But he’s awfully good to you, Charlie. You can’t deny that,
a} all events’

. *Yes—and he calls me Lottie, anawered Charlotie with much
disgust. “You know how I hate it. But if you are going to
lecture me on my husband’s goodness—Kitty, I tell you frankly, I
won't stand it. I'll say something to you that'll make you—just
frizzle up! Remember the soapy sponge of old, my child, and be
nice to your sister. 1 came here hoping to see you. I want to
talk seriously to you. At least—I'm not sure. T want to talk
serlously to somebody, and you're the most serious person I know.’

‘More so than your hugband §*

‘He's grave enough sometimes, but not generally. It's almost
always about his coustituents. They are to him what the liver
is to some people—only that they are heyond the reach of mineral
waters, Besides—it's about him that I want to talk. You look
surprised, though I'm sure I don’t know why. I suppose—because
I've never said anything before.’

‘But I don’t even know what you're going to ra;

Mrs, Blayback looked at her younger sister steadily for a
moment, and then looked at the window, The rain was still
falling fast and steadily ; and tke room had a dreary, dingy air
about it as the afterncoz advaneed. It had been Charlofte’s
before her marriage, and Katharine had moved into it eince
because it was better than her own. The elder girl had filled it

 with little worthleas trifles which had brightened it to a certain
extent ; but Katharine cared little for that sort of thing, and was
far more indifferent to the aspect of the place in which she Hved,
There were a couple of dark engravings of sacred subjects on the
walls,—one over the narrow bed in the cormer, and the other
above the chest of drawers, and there was nothing more which
could be said to be intended for ornament. Yet Charlotte Slay-
back’s bard face moftencd a littlo as her eyes wandered from the
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window to the familiar, faded wall-paper and the old-fashioned
furniture. The rilence lasted some time. Then she turmed to -
her sister again.

¢ Kitty—don’t do what I've done,’ she eaid, earnestly.

She watched the girl's face for a change of expression, but
Katharine's impaesive features were not quick to express any smail
feeling heyond passing annoyance,

‘ Aren’t you happy, Charlie 1’ Katharine asked, gravely.

‘ Happy !’

The elder woman only repeated the single word, but it told her
gtory plainly enough. She would have given much to have come
back to the old room, dreary as it looked.

‘I'm very sorry,” said Katharine, in a lower voice and beginning
to understand. ‘Isn’t he kind to yon?’

*Oh, it's not that! He's kind—in his way—it makes it worse
—1ar worse,” she repeated, after a moment’s pause. ‘I hado’t
been much used to that sort of kindness before I was married,
you know—exzcept from mamma, and that was different—and to
have it from ' She siopped.

Katharine had never seen her gister in this mood before.
Charlotte was generally the last person to make confidences, or to
complain softly of anything she did oot like. Katharine thought
she ruust be very much changed.

*You say you're unhappy,’ said the young gicl. *Buf you don'’t
tell me why, Has there been any trouble—anything especial 1?

“No, You doo’t understand. How should you! We pever
did understand each other very well, you and §. I don't know
why I come to you with my troubles, either. You can’t Lelp e,
Nobody can—uuless it were—a lawyer.’

‘A lawyer?’ Kathatine was taken by surprise now, and her
eyes showed it

“Yes,' answered Charlotte, lier voice growing cold and hard
again, “People can be divorced for incompatibility of temper.’

‘Charlotte !’ The young girl started a little, aand leaned
forward, laying her hand upon her sister’s knee.

“Oh, yes! I mean it. I'm sorry to horrify you 2o, my dear,
and I suppose papa would eay that divorce was not a proper
subject for conversation, Perhaps he's right—but he's not here
to tell us 8o,

¢ But, Charlis——" Katharine stopped short, unable to say the
first word of the many that rushed to her lips.

*I know,’ said Charlotte, paying no attention. ‘I know exactly
what you're going t0 say. You are going to argue the question,
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and tell mo in the first place that I'm bad, and then that I'm mad,
and then that I'm a mother,—and all sorts of things. I've
thought of them all, my dear ; and they're very terrible, of course.
But I'm quite willing to be them all at onee, if I can only get my
freedom again. I don’t expect much sympathy, and I dou’t want
any good advice—and I haven’t seen a lawyer yet. But I must
talk—I must say it out—I must hear it] Kitty—I'm desperate !
I never knew what it meant hefore.’

She rose suddenly from her seat, walked twice mp and down
the room, and then stood still before Katharine, and loocked down
into her face,

*Of course you can’t understand,’ she said, as she had said
before. ¢ How should you?’ Bhe seemed to be waiting for an
answer,

¢I think I could, if you would tell me more about yourself,
Katharine replied. ‘Dm trying to understand, I'd help you if I
knew how.’

‘That’s impossible’ Mre. Slayback seated herself again,
‘But it's this,. You must have wondered why I married him,
didn't you?’

‘ Well—not exactly. Buf it seemed to me—thers were other
men, if you meant to marry a man you didn’t love.’

‘I don’t believe in love,’ said Charlotte. ‘But I wanted to be
married for many reasong—most of all, because I couldn’t bear
the life hera,

¢Yes-—I know. You're mot like me, But why didn’t you
choose somebody else! I can’t understand marrying without love ;
but it seems to me, as I said, that if one is going to do such a
thing one had better make a careful choice.’

‘I did. I chose my husband for many reasons. He is richer
than any of the men who proposed to me, and that's a great thing.
And he’s very good-natured, and what they call *an able man,”
There were lots of good reasoms. Thers were things I didn’t
like, of course; but I thought I could make him change.
I did—in little things, He never wears a green tie now, for
i stanca———'

* As if such things could make a difference in life’s happiness !
cried Katharine, contemptuously.

‘ My dear—they do. But never mind that. I thought I could
—what ehall I say+—develop hiz latent social talent, And I
have. In that way he's changed = good deal. You've not seen
him this year, have you? No, of course not. Well, he’s not the
same man. But it's in the big things. I thought I could manage
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him, by sheer force of saperior will, and make him do just what I
wanted—och, I made guch a mistake !’

¢ And because you've married a man whom you can't order
about like a servant, you want to be divorced,’ said Katharine,
coldly.

*I knew you couldn't understand,” Charlotte answered, with
unusual gentleness, ‘I suppose you won’t believe me if I fell you
that I suffer all the time, and—very, very much.

Katharine did not understand, but her eister's tone told her
plainly enough that there was real trouble of some sort.

¢ Charlie,’ she said, ‘there’s something on your mind—some-
thing else. How can I know what it is, unless you tell me, dear¥’

Mrs. Slayback turned her head away, and bit her lip, as though
the kind words had touched her.

‘It's my pride, she said suddemly and very quickly, ‘He
hurts it so !’

*But how? Merely because he does things in his own way?
He probably knows best—they all say he’s very clever in politics.’

‘Clever! I ehould think so! He's a great, rough, good-
natured, ill-mannered—no, he's not a brute. He’s painfully kind,
But with that exterior—there’s no other word. He has the
quickness of a woman in some ways. I believe he can be anything
he chooses.’

‘But all you say i rather in bis favour.’

‘I koow it is. I wish it were not. If I loved him—the mere
idea is ridiewlous! But if I did, I would trot by his side and
carry the basket through life, like his poodle. But I don’t love
him—and he expects me to do it all the same. I'm curled, and
scented, and fed delicately, and put to sleep on a silk cushion,
and have a besutiful new ribbon tied round my neck every
morning, just like a poodie-dog—and I muat trot quietly and carry
the basket, That's ail T am in his life—it wasn't exactly my
dream,’ she added bitterly.

‘Isee. And you thought that it was to be the other way,
and that he was to trot beside you.’

*You put it honestly, at all events. Yes. I suppose I
thought that. I did not expeet this, anyhow—and I simply
can’t bear it any longer! Bo long as there’s any question of social
matters, of course, everything is left to me, He can’t leave a
card himself, he won't make visits-—he won’t lift a finger, though
he wants it all properly and perfectly done. Iottic must trot—
with the card-basket. But if I venture to have an opinion about
anything, I have no more influence over him than the furmiture.
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I mustn’t say this, because it will be repeated that hiz wife said
it; and I musto’t sey that, because those are mot his political
opinions ; and I mustn’t say something else, because it might get
back to Nevada and offend his constitnents—and as for doing
anything it's simply out of the question. When I am hored to
death with it all, he tells me that his constitnents expect him to
stay in Washington during the session, and he advises me to po
away for a few daya, and offers to draw me a cheque. He would
probably give me a thonsand dollars for my expenses if I wanted
to stay & week with you. I don't know whether he wants to
seem magnificent, or whether he thinks I expect it, or if he really
imagines that I should spend it, But it isn't that I want, Kitty
—it isn’t that | T didn't marry for money, though it was very nice
to have so much-——it wasn’t for that, it really, really wasn't! I
guppose it's absurd —perfectly wild—but I wanted to be somelody,
to have some influence in the world, to have just a little of what
people call real power. And I haven't got it, and I can’t have it ;
and I'm nothing but his poodle-dog, and I'm perfectly miserable I’

Katharine could find nothing to say when her sister paused
after her long speech. It was not easy for her to sympathise with
any one so totally unlike herself, nor to undemtand the state of
mind of a woman who wanted the sort of power which few women
covet, who had practically given her life in exchange for the hope
of it, and who had pitiably failed to obtain it, She stared out of
the window at the falling rain, and it all seemed very dreary to
her,

‘I¢'s my pride!’ exclaimed Charlotte, suddenly, after a pause.
"I never knew what it meant before—and you never can. It's
intolerable to feel that I'm beaten at the very beginning of life,
Can’t you understand that, at least §*

“Yes—but, Charlie dear,—it's a long way from a bit of
wounded pride to a divorce—isn't it 2’

*Yes,’ answered Charlotte, disconsolately, ‘I suppose it is.
But if you kanew the horrible sensation! It growe worse and
worse—and the less I can find fault with him for other things, the
worse it seems to grow. And it's quite useless to fight. You
knrw I'm good at fighting, don’t you? I used to thick I was,
until I tried to fight my husband, My dear—I'm not in it with
him 1’

Katharine rose and turned her back, feeling that she could
hardly control herself if she sat &till. There was an incredible
frivolity about her sister at certain moments which was almost
revolting to the young girl,
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*What i5 it §* asked Charlotte, obeerving her movement.

¢ Ob—nothing,’ answered Katharine. *The shade isn’t quite
up nd it's growing dark, that’s all)

¢ I thought you were angry,” said Mrs, Slayback, ‘

‘It Why should I be angry? What business is it of mine 1’
Katharine turned and faced ber, having adjusted the shade to her
liking. “Of course, if you must say that sort of thing, you had
better say it to me than to any one else. It doesn't sound well in
the world—and it’s not pleasant to hear.’

*Why not.?’ asled Charlotte, her voics growing hard and cold
again, ‘But that’s a foolish question. Well—I've had my talk
out—and I feel better, One must sometimes, you know.! Her
tone coftened again unexpectedly. *Don't be too hard on me,
Kitty dear—just hecause you're & better woman than I am.’
There was a tremor in her last words,

Eatharine did not understand, She understood, however, and
for the first time in her life, that a frivolous woman can anffer
quite as muck as & serious ome—which ia a truth not generally
recognised.  She put her arm round her sister’s neck very gently,
and pressed the fair head {o her bosom, as she stood heside her.

‘I'm not better than you, Charlie—I'm different, that’s all,
Poor dear! Of course you suffer |’

‘Dear!’ And Charlotte rubbed her smooth cheek affectionately
against the rough grey woollen of her siater’s frock.



CHAPTER XIIT

THE rain continued to fall, and even if the weather bad changed
it would have been too late for Katharine to go and see Robert
Lauderdale after her sister had left her. On the whole, she
thought, it would probably have been a mistake to speak to him
beforehand. 8he had felt a strong temptation to do so, but it
had not been the part of wisdomw.  She waited for Ralston’s note.
At last it came. It was short and clear. He had, with great
dificulty, found a clergyman who was willing to marry them, and
who would perform the ceremony on the following morning at
half-past nine o'dlock. The clergyman had only consented on
Ralston’s strong representations, and on the distinet understanding
that there was to be mo unnecessary secrecy after the fact, and
that the couple should solemnly promise to inform their parents of
what they had done at the earliest moment consistent with their
welfare. Ralston had written out hia very words in regard to
that matter, for he liked them, and felt that Katharine should.
John had been fortunate in his search, for he had accidentally
come upon a man whose own life had been marred by the opposi-
tion of a young girl's family to her marriage with him. He him-
gelf had in consequence never married ; the young girl had taken
a husband and had been a most unhappy woman. He sympathised
with Ralston, liked his face, and agreed to marry Ralston and
Katharine immediately. Hig church lay in a distant part of the
city, and he had nothing to do with society, and therefore nothing
‘o fear from it. If trouble arose he was justified beforehand by
the fact that no clergyman has an absolute right to refuse
marriage to those who ask it, and by the thought that he was
contributing to bappiness of the kind which he himeelf had most
desired, but which had been withheld from him under just such
circumstances s those in which Ralston and Katharine were placed,
The good man admired, too, the wisdom of the course they were
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taking. When he had said that ke would consider the matter
favourably, provided that there was no legal obstacle, Ralston had
told him the whole truth, and had explained exactly what
Katharine and he intended to do. Of course, he had to explain
the relationship which existed between them and old Robert
Lauderdale, and the clergyman, to Ralston’s considerable surprise,
took Katharine’s view of the possibilities. He only insisted that
the plan should be conscientionsly carried out as soon as might be,
and that Katharine should therefore go, in the course of the same
day, and tell her story to Mr. Robert Lauderdale. Ralston made
no difficulty about that, and agreed to be at the door of the
clergyman’s house on the fellowing moming at half-past nine.
The latter would open the church himeelf. It was very improbable
that any one should see them at that hour, and in that diatant
part of the city.

There is no necessity for entering upon a defence of the clergy-
man’s action in the affair. It was a case, not of right or wrong,
nor of doing anything irregular, but possibly excuzable. Theoreti-
cally, it was his duty to comply with Ralston’s request. In
practice, it was a matter of judgment and of choice, since if he
had flatly refused, as several others had done without so much as
knowing the names of the parties, Ralston would certainly have
found it out of the question to force his consent. He believed
that he was doing right, he wished to do what was kind, and he
knew that he was acting legally and that the law must support
him. He ran the risk of offending his own congregation if the
story got abroad, but ke remembered his own youth and he cheer-
fully took that risk. He would not have done as much for any
two who might have chanced to present themselves, however,
But Ralston impressed him ag a man of honour, o gentleman and
very truthful, and there was just enough of socialistic tendency in
the good man, as the pastor of a very poor congregation, to enjoy
the idea that;the rich man should be forced, as a matter of common
decency, to do something for his less fortunate relation. With
his own life and experience behind him, he could not possibly have
seen things as Robert Lauderdale saw them,

So the matter was settled, and Katharine had Ralston’s note.
He edded that he would be in Clinton Place at half.past eight
o'clock in the morning, on foot. They might be seen walking
together at almoat any hour, by right of cousinship, but to appear
together in & carriage, especially at such an hour, was out of the
question.

It would have been unlike her to hesitate mow. She hod
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made up her mind long before she had spoken to Ralston on
Monday svening, and there was nothing new to her in the idea,
But she could not help wondering about the future, as she had
been doing when Charlotte Blayback had unexpectedly appeared
in the afternoon, Meanwhile the evening was before her. She
was going to a dinner-party of youug people and afterwards to the
dance at the Thirlwalls’, of which she had spoken to Ralston.
He would be there, but would not be at the dinuer, as she knew.
At the latter there were to be two young married women who
were to chaperon the young girls to the other house afterwards.

At eight o'clock Katharine sat down to table between fwo
typical, fashion-struck youths, one of whom took more champagne
than was good for him, and talked to her of college sports and
foothall matches in which he had not taken paxt, but which excited
his enthusiasm, while the other drank water, and asked if she
preferred Schopenhauer or Hegel, Of the two, she preferred the
critic of athletics. But the dinner seemed a very long one to
Katharine, though it was really of the short and fashionable type.

Then came another girls’ talk while the young men smoked
furiously together in another room. The two married womean
managed to get into a corner, and told each other long stories in
whispers, while the young girls, who were afraid of romping and
playing games because they were in their ball-dresses, amused
themselves ag they could, with a good deal of highly slangy but
perfectly harmless chaff, and an occasional attempt at a little
music. As all the young men smoked the very lompest and
strongest cigars, because they had all been told that cigarettes
were deadly, it was nearly ten o’clock when they came into the
drawing-roocm. They were all extremely well behaved young
fellows, and the one who had talked about athletics to Katharine
wa3 the only one who was a little too pink. The dance was zn
ecarly affair, and in & few moments the whole party began to get
ready to go. They transferred themselves from one house to
another in big carrizges, and all arrived within a short time of one
another.

Ralston was in the room when Katharine entered, and she
gaw instantly that he had been waiting for her and expected a
Bign at once. She amiled and nodded to him from a distance, for
he had far too much tact to make a rush at her as soon as she
appeared. It was not until half an bour later that they found
themselves together in the erowded entrance hall, and Ralston
asgured himself more particularly that everything wes es she
wished it to be.
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‘8o to-morrow is our wedding day,' he eaid, looking at her
face, Like most dark beauties, she looked her best in the evening.

*Yes—it’s to-morrow, Jack. You are glad, aren't you?’ she
asked, repeating almost exactly the last words she had spoken
that morning as he had left her at the door of the Crowdies’ house.

*Do you doubt that I'm ne glad as you are}’ ssked Ralston,
earnestly, ‘I've waited for you a long time—all my life, it seems
to me’

*Have yout’

Her grey eyes turned full upon him as she put the question,
which evidently meant more to her than the mere words implied.
He paused before answering her, with an over-scrupulous caution,
the resnlt of her own earnestness.

‘Why do you hesitate?’ she asked, suddenly. ‘*Didn't you
mean exactly what you said |’

‘I said it seemed to me as though I had waited all my life,
he answered. ‘I wanted to be—well—accurate I’ He laughed a
litkle. I am trying to remember whether I had ever cared in the
least for any one else.’

Katharine laughed too, He sometimes had an almost boyish
pimplicity about him which pleased her immengely.

‘If it takes such an effor{ of memory, it can’t have been very
gerious,” she sald. ‘I'm not jealous. X only wish to kuoow that
you are’

‘] love you with &ll my heart,’ he answered, with emphasis.

*I know you do, Jack dear,’ said Katharine, and a short silence
followed.

Bhe waa thinking that this was the third time they had met
gince Monday evening, and that she had not heard again that deep
vibration, that heart-stirring quaver, in his words, which bhad
touched her that first time as she had mever been touched hefore.
She did not analyse her own desirs for it in the least, any more
than she doubted the sincerity of his worda because they were
spoken quietly. She had heard it once and she wanted to hear it
again, for the mere momentary satisfaction of the impression.

But Raleton was very cahn that evening. He had been

" extremely eareful of what he did since Monday afternoon, for he
bad suffered acutely when his mother had first met him on the
landing, and he was determined that nothing of the sort should
happen again. The excitement, too, of arranging his sudden
marriage had taken the place of all axtificial emotions during the
last forty-eight hours. His nerves were young and could bear the
gtrain of sudden exceas and equally sudden sbatention without
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troubling him with any physical distress. Avd this fact easily
made him too sure of himself. To & certain extert he was cynical
about his taste for strong drink. He said to bimself quite frankly
that he wanted excitement and cared very little for the form in
which he got it. He shonld have preferred a life of adventure
and danger. He would bave made a good soldier in war and a
bad one in peace—a safe saflor in stormy weather and a dangerous
one in a calm. That, at least, was what he believed, and there
was & foundation of fruth in it, for he was sensible enough to tell
himself the truth about himself 50 far as he was able.

On the evening of the dance at whick he met Katharine he
had dined at home again. His mother was far too wise fo ask
many questions about his comings and goings when he was with
her, and it was quite natural that he should not tell her how he
had spent his day. He wished that he were free to tell her every-
thing, however, and to ask ber adviee. She was eminently a
woman of the world, though of the more serious type, and he
knew that her wisdom was great in matters social. For the rest,
she had always approved of his attachment for Katharine, whom
she liked best of all the family, and she intended that, if possible,
her son should marry the young girl before very long. With her
temper and inherited impulses it was not likely that she should
blare Ralston for azy honourable piece of rashness. Having
once been convineed that there was nothing underhand or in the
least unfair to anybody in what he was doing, Ralston had not
the slightest fear of the consequences. The only men of ihe
family whom hLe considered men were Katharine’s father and
Hamilton Bright. The latter conld have nothing to say in the
matter, and Ralston knew that his friendship could be eounted on.
Ag for Alexapder junior, John looked forward with delight to the
scene which must take place, for he was a born fighter, and
quarrelsome besides. He would be in a position to tell Mr.
Lauderdale that neither righteous wrath nor violent words could
undo what had been done properly, decently and in order, under
legal suthority, and by religious ceremony, Alexander juniors
face would be a study at that moment, and Ralston hoped that

e hour of triumph might not be far distant.

‘I wonder whether it ssems sudden to you,’ said Katharine,
presently. ‘It doesn’t to me. You and I had thought about it
aever 80 long.’

‘Tong before you spoke to me on Monday ?’ asked John, <1
thought it had just struck you then,’

‘No, indeed ! I began to thirk of if last year—soon after
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you had seen papa. One doesn’t come to such conclusions sud-
denly, you know.’

*Some people do. Of course, I might have seen that you had
thought it all out, from the way you spoke. But you took me
by surprice.’

‘I know I did. But I bad pone over it again and again. It's
not a light matter, Jack. I'm putting my whole life int¢ your
hands because I love you. I shant regret it—I know that. No
—you needn’t protest, dear. I know what I'm doing very well,
but T doo’t mean to magnify it into anything heroie. I'm not
the sort of girl to make a heroine, for 'm far too sensible and
practical. But it's practical to run risks sometimes.’

‘It depends on the risk, I suppose,’ =aid Ralston, ‘Many
people would tell you that I’m not a safe person to——*

‘Nonsense | I didn't mean that,’ interrupted the young girl
‘If you were a milksop, trotting along at your mother’s apron
gtrings, I woulde’t look at you. Indeed, I weulde’t! I know
you're rather fast, and I like it in youw. There was a little boy
uext to me at dinner this evening—a dear little pale-faced thing,
who talked to me about Schopenhauer and Hegel, and drank five
glasses of Apollinaris—I counted them. There are lots of them
about nowadays—all the fittest having survived, it's the turn of
the unfit, I suppose, But I wouldn’t have you one little tiny bit
better than you are. You don't gamble, and you dov’t drink, and
you're merely suppoged to be fast because you're not a bore,’

Ralston was silent, and his face turned a little pale. A violent
struggle arose in his thoughts, all at once, without the slightest
warning nor even the previous suspicion that it could ever arise
&t all.

*That’s not the risk,’ continued Katharine. *‘Oh, no! And
perbaps what I mean isn't such a very great risk after all. 1
don't believe there is any, myself—but I suppose other people
might. It's that Uncle Robert might not, after all—oh, weli!
We won't talk about such things. If one only takes emough for
granted, one is sure to get something in the end. That isn’t
exactly Schopenhauer, is it? But it's good philosophy.’

Katharine laughed happily and looked at him. But kis face
was unasually grave, and Le would not laugh.

It’s too absurd that I should be telling you to take courage
and be cheerfnl, Jack!’ she eaid, a moment later. ‘I feel 2s
though you were reproaching me with not being serious enough
for the occasion. That isu't fair. And it is serious—il is,
indeed.” Her tons changed. ‘I'm putting my very life into your
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Her face changed again, and softened, and her voice expressed
the absolute eonviction that he would and could do anything which
he had given his word that he would do. That perfect belief ia
more flattering than almost anything else to some men,

¢Katharine—I can't!’ Ralston shook his head. ‘I won’t
give you a promise which I might break. If I broke it, I should
—you wouldn’t see me any more after that, T'il promise that
Il try, and perbaps I shall succeed. I can't do more—indeed,
I can't.’

¢ Not for me, Jack dear?’ Her whole heart was in her voice,
pleading, pathetic, maidenly.

‘Don't ack me like that. You don’t know what you're asking,
You'll make me—no, I won't gay that. But please don’t—-"

Once more Katharine’s expression changed. Her face was quite
white, and her grey eyes were light and bad a cold flash in them.
The small, angry frown that came and went quickly when she was
annoyed, seemed chiselled upon the smooth forehead. Ralston’s
head was bent down and his hand shaded his eyes.

‘And you made me think you loved me,’ said Katharine,
glowly, in a very low voice.

‘I do—

‘Don't eay it again. I don’t want to hear it. It means
nothing, now that I know—it mever can mean anything again,
No—you needn't come with me. I'll go alone.’

She rose suddenly to her feet, overcome by one of those sudden
revulsions of the deepest feelings in her nature, to which strong
people are subject at very critical moments, and which generally
determine their lives for them, and sometimes the lives of others,
She rose to leave him with a woman's magnificent indifference
when her heart speaks out, casting sll considerations, all details,
all questions of future relation to the winds, or to the accident of
4 chance meeting at some indefinite date.

There were many people in the hall just then. A dance was
beginning, and the erowd was pouring in eo swiftly that for a
moment the young girl stood still, close to Ralston, unable to
move. Ha did not rise, but remained seated, hidden by her and
Yy the throng. He geized her hand suddenly, as it hueg by her
gide. No one could have noticed the action in the press,

¢ Katharine——"' he cried, in a low, imploring tone,

She drew ber hand away instantly. He remembered after-
wards that it had felt cold through her glove. He heard her
voice, and, looking past her, saw Crowdie’s pale face and red
mouth—and met Crowdie's languorous eyes, gazing at him,
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‘I want to go somewhere ¢lpe, Mr.-Crowdie,” Katharine waa
saying, ‘I've been in a draught, and I'm cold.’

Crowdie gave her his arm, and they moved on with the rest.
Ralston had risen io his feet 24 goon as he saw that Crowdie had
eaught eight of him, and stood looking at the pair. Hie face was
drawn and tired, and his eyes were rather wild,

His first impulse was to get out of the house, and be alone, as
soon as he could, and he hegan to make his way through the
crowd to a small room by the door, where the men had left their
coats, But, before be had succeeded in reaching the place, he
changed his mind. It looked too much like running away. He
allowed himself to be wedged into a corner, and stood still, watch-
ing the people absently, and thinking over what had occurred,

In the first place, he wondered whether Katharive bad meant
ag much 83 her speech and action implied—in other words, whether
she intended to let him know that everything was altogether at
an end between them. It seemed almost out of the gquestion.
After all, he bad spoken because he felt that it was a duty to her.
He was, indeed, profoundly hurt by her behaviour, If she meant
to break off everything so suddenly, she might have done it more
kindly. Bhe bhad been furiously angry because he would not
promise an impossibility. It was true that she could not under-
stand, He loved her so much, even then, that he made excuses
for her conduet, and set up arguments in her favour.

‘Whas it an impossibility, after all? He stood still in his corner,
and thought the matter over. As he considered it, he deliberately
called the temptation to him to examine it, And it came, in its
full foree, Men who have not felt it no more know what it
means than Katharine Lauderdale knew, when she accused John
Ralston of not loving her, and left him, apparently forever,
because he would not promise never to yield to it again.

During forty-eight hours he had acarcely tasted anything
stronger than a cup of coffee, for the occurrence of Monday had
produced a deep impression on him—and this was Wednesday
night, For several years he had been used to drinking whatever
he pleased, during the day, merely exercising enough self-control
to keep out of women’s society when he had taken more than was
good for him, and emough discretion in the matter of houm to
avoid meeting Lis mother when he was not quite himself. There
are not s0 many men in polite society who regulate their lives on
such priuciples as there used to be, but there are many still.
Men know, and keep the matter to themselves. Insensibly, of
course, John Ralston had grown more or less dependent on a
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certain amount of something to drink every day, and he had very
rarely been really abstemions for so long a time ag during the last
two days. He had lived, too, in & state of considerable anxiety,
and had scarcely noticed the absenee of artificial excitement. But
now, with the scene of the last quarter of an hour, the reaction
bad come. He had received a violent shock, and his head
elamoured for its accustomed remedy against all nervous disturb-
ances. Then, too, he was very thirsty, He honestly disliked the
taste of water—as his father had hated it before him-—and he
had not really drunk encugh of it. He was more thirsty than he
had been when he had swallowed a pint of champagne at a
draught on Monday afternoon. That, to tell the truth, was the
precise form in which the temptation presented itself to him at
the present moment. It wae painfully distinet. He knew that
the Thirlwalls, in whose house he was, always had Irroy Brut,
which chanced to be the best dry wine that year, and he knew
that he had only to follow the crowd to the supper room and
ewallow as much of it a3 he desired. Ewerybody was drinking .
He could hear the glasses faintly ringing in the distance, as he
stood in his corner., He let the temptation come to see how
strong it would be,

It was frightfully vivid, as be let the picture rise before his
eyes. He was now actually in physical pain from thirst. He
could see clearly the tall pint-glass, foaming aund sparkling with
the ice-cold, pale wine. He could hear the delicious little hiss of
the tiny bubbles as thousands of them shot to the surface. He
conld zmell the aromatic essence of the lemon peel as the brim
seemed to come beneath his noastrils. He could feel the exquisite
gharp tingle, the inexpressible stinging delight of the perfect
liquid, all through his mouth, to his very throat—just as he had
seen, and smelt and tasted it all on Monday afternoon, and a
thousand times before that—but not since then.

It became intolerable, or almost intolerable, but still he bore it,
with that curious pleasure in the pain of it, which some people
are able to feel in gelf-imposed eufforing. Then he opened his
eyes wide, and tried to drive it away.

# But that was not so easy, That diabolical clinking and ring-
ing of distant glasses, away, far away, as it seemed, but high and
distinct above the bum of voices, tortured him, and drew him
towards it. His mouth and throat were actuslly parched now.
It was no longer imagination. And now, too, the erowd had
thinned, and a8 he looked he saw that it would be very easy for
him to get to the supper room,
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After all, he thought, it was a perfectly legitimate craving,
He was excessively thirsty, and he wanted & glass of champagne,
He knew very weli that in such a place he shonld not take mere
than one glass, and that could not hurt him, Did be ever drink
when there were women present, in the semse of drinking too
much? On Monday the accident had made a difference. Surely,
as he had often heard, the manly course was to limit himself to
what he needed, and not go beyond it. All those other people
did that—why should not he? What was the difference between
them and him? How the thirst burned him, and the ring of the
glasses tortured him !

He moved a step from the corner, in the direction of the door,
fully intending to have his glass of wine. Then something
seemed to enap suddenly over his heart, with a gharp little pain.

¢TIl be damned if I do,’ said Ralston, almost avdibly.

And he went back to his corner, and fried to think of some-
thing else.



CHAPTER XIV

CrowpIiE’S artistic temperament was as quick as a child's to
understand the moode of others, and hesaw at a glance that some-
thing eerious had happened to Katharine. He had not the
amateur'’s persistent desire fo feel himself an artist at every
moment, On the contrary, he bad far more of the genuine
arfist’s wish to feel himself a man of the world when he was not
ab his work. 'What he saw impressed itself upon his securate and
retentive memory for form and colour, but he was not always
studying every face he met, and thinking of painting it. He was
fond of trying to read character, and prided bimeelf upon his pene-
tration, which was by no means great. It isa common peculiarity
of highly gifted persons to delight in exhibiting a small talent
which geems fo them to be their greatest, though unappreciated
by the world, Goethe thought himself a painter. Michelangelo
believed himself & poet. Crowdie, a modern artist of reputation,
was undoubtedly a good musician as well, but in his own estimation
hin greatest gift was his knowledge of men. Yel in this he was
profoundly mistaken. Though his reasoning was often as clear ss
his deductions were astute, he placed the centre of human im-
pulses too low, for he judged others by himself, which is an un-
safe standard for men who differ much from the average of their
fellow-men. He mistook his quickness of pereeption for penetration,
and the hesrt of men and things escaped him.

He looked at Katharine and saw that she was veryangry. He
had caught sight of Ralston’s face, and he supposed that the latter
had been drinking. He concluded that Ralston had offended
F 3tharine, and that there was to be a serious quarrel. Katharine,
too, had evidently been in the greatest haste to get away, and
had spoken to Crowdie and taken his arm mersly because of
the men she knew he had been neareat to her in the crowd. The
painter congratulated himself upon hia good fortune in appearing
at that moment.
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* Will you have some supper 1’ he asked, gniding his companion
toward the door.

‘It's too early—thanks,’ answered the young girl, almost absently.
‘I'd rather dance, if you don't mind, she added, after a moment.

¢Of course !’ And he directed his course towards the daneing
room,

In spite of hig bad figure, Crowdie danced very well. He was
very light on his feet, very skilful and careful of his partner, and,
strange to say, very enduring. Katharine let herself go on his
arm, and they glided and swayed and backed and turned to the
right and left to the soft music. For a time she bad altogether
forgotten her ptrong antipathy for him, Indeed, she had almost
forgotten his existence. Momentarily, he was a nonentity,
except a8 & means of motion,

Ar she moved the colour slowly came back to her pale face, the
frown disappeared and the cold fire in her eyes died away. She
also danced well and was proud of it, though she was far from
being equal to her mother, even now, With Katharine it wae an
amusement ; with Mye. Lauderdale it was still a passion. But
now she did not care to stop, and went on and on, till Crowdie
hegan to wonder whether she were not falling into o dreamy and
half-conscioua state, like that of the Eastern dervishes.

‘Aren't you tired ' he asked.

‘No-—go on !’ she answered, without hesitation.

He cbeyed, and they continued to dance till many couples
stopped to look at them, and see how long they would keep it up.
Even the musicians became interested, and went on playing
mechanically, their eyes upon the couple, At last they were
dancing quite alone. As soon as the young girl eaw that she was
an object of curiosity, she stopped,

‘Come away !’ she said quickly. fI dido't realise that they
were all looking at usg—it wag go nice.’

It was not without a certain degree of vanity that Crowdie at
laat led her-ont of the room. He remembered her behaviour to
him that morning and on former occasions, and he thought that he
had gained a signal success. It was not possible, he thought, that
if he were etill as repulsive to her as he undoubtedly had been, she
should be willing to let him dance with her go long. Dancing
meant much to him.

‘Bhall we sit down somewhere}’ he asked, as they got away
from the crowd into a room beyond.

‘Oh, yes—if there’s a place anywhere. Anything!’ She
spoke carelessly and abaently atill,
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They found two chaire a little removed from the rest, and sat
down gide by side.

‘Miss Lauderdale,’ said Crowdie, after a momentary pause, °1
wish you'd let me ask you & question. Will yout’

¢If it’s not a rude one,” angwered Katharine, indifferently, and
gcarcely looking at him, ¢ What is it ¥’

fWell—you know—we're relations, or connmections, at least.
Hester is your cousin, and she’s your inost intimate friend. Isn't
she ¢’

*Yes. Ie it about herd There she is, just over there—talking
to that ugly, thin man with the nice face. Do you see her?’

Crowiie looked in the direction indieated, though he did not in
the least wish to talk about his wife to Katharize.

‘Oh, yes; I see her) he answered. “She's talking to Paul
Griggs, the writer, You know him, don’t you? I wonder how
he comes here |’

‘Is that Paul Griggs?' asked Katharine, with a show of
interest. ‘T've always wished to see him.’

“Yes, But it has nothing to do with Hester—

*What has nothing to do with Hester?' asked Katharine,
with despairing absence of mind, as she watched the author’s face,
*The question I was going o ask you—if you would let me’

Katharine turned towards him. He could produce extra-
ordinarily soft effects with his beautiful voice when he chose, and
he had determined to attract her attention just then, seeing that
the was by no means inclined to give it.

*0Oh, yea—the question,’ she said. ‘Is it anything very
painful? ¥You spoke—how shall I say 3—in such a pathetic tone
of voice.’

‘In & way—yes,” answered Crowdie, not at all disturbed by
her manrner. ¢Painful is too atrong a word, perhaps—but it's
gomething that makes me very uncomfortable. It's this—why do
you dislike me so much$ Or don’t you know why ?’

Katharine pansed & moment, being surprised by what he asked,
She had no answer ready, for she could not tell him that she dis-
I"ted his white face and scarlet lips and the soft sweep of his
eyelashes, Bhe took refuge in her woman's right to parry one
question with another,

¢What makes you think I dislike you$’ she enquired,

*Oh—a thousand things——'

‘Pm very sorry there are so many!’ She laughed good-
humouredly, but with the intention of turning the conversation if
poasible.
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* No,” eaid Crowdie, gravely. ‘You don’t like me, for some
reagon which seems a good one to you. I'm sure of that, because
T know that yow're not capricious nor unreasonable by vature I
should ecare, in any case—aeven if we were cagual acquaintances in
society, and only met oceasionally, Nobody could be quite
indifferent to your dislike, Miss Lauderdale.’

‘No?! Why not? I'm sure a great many people are. And
a8 for that, I'm not so reasonable as you think, I daresay. I’'m
sorry you think I don’t like you.’

‘I don’t think—I know it. No—please! ILet me tell you
what I was goiug to say. We're not mere ordinary acquaintances,
though I don’t in the lesst hope ever to be a friend of yours,
exactly. You see—owing to Hester—and on account of the
portrait, just now—I'm thrown a good deal in your way. T can’t
help it. I don't want to give up painting you—--'

‘But I don't wish you to! I'll come every day, if you like—
every day I can’

‘Yes; youre very good about it. It’s just because you are,
that I'm more sensitive about your dislike, I suppose.’

¢ But, my dear Mr. Crowdie, how !

‘My dear Miss Landerdale, I'm positively repulsive to you.
You can’t deny it really, though you'll put it much more gently.
To-day, when I wanted to help you to take off your hat, you
gtarted and ckanged colour—just as though you bhad touched a
soake, I know that those things are instinctive, of course, I
only want you to tell me if you have any reason—beyond a mere
uncontrollable physical repulsion, There's no other way of putting
it, I'm afraid, I mean, whether I’ve ever done anything {o make
you hate the sight of me !

‘You? Never. On the contrary, you're always very kind,
and nice in every way. I wish you would put it out of your head
—the whole idea—and talk about something elzs, No, honestly,
T've nothing.against you, and I never heard anything against you.
And I'm really very much distressed that I should have given yon
any such impression. Isn’t that the answer to your question 1’

‘Yes—in g way. It reduces itself to this—if you never looked
at me, and never heard my voice, you wouldo’t hate me.’

¢ Oh—your volce—no!® The words escaped her involuntarily,
and conveyed a wrong impression ; for though she meant that his
voice was beautifnl, she knew that its mere beauty sometimes
repelled her as much as his appearance did.

‘Then it's only my looks,’ he said with a laugh. ‘Thanka!
I’'m quite satisfied now, and I quite agree with you in that. You

M
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noticed to-day that there were no mirrors in the studic” He
laughed again quite naturally.

‘Really |’ exclaimed Katharine, as a sort of final protest, and
taking the earliest opportunity of eseaping from the difficult situa-
tion he had created, ‘I wish you would tell me something abont
Mr, Griggs, since you know him. I've been watching him—he
has such a curious face 1’

fPaul Griges? Oh, yes—he’s a curious creature altogether’
And Crowdie began to talk about the man.

Katharine was in reality perfectly indifferent, and followed her
own train of thought while Crowdie made himself as agreeable as
he eould, coneidering that he was conscious of her inattention,
He would have been surprised had he known that she was thinking
about him,

Since Hester had told her the story of his atrange illness,
Katharive could not be near him without remembering her cousin’s
vivid deseription of his appearance and econdition during the
attack. It was but a step from such a picture to the question of
the morphia and Crowdie’s story, and cne step further brought the
comparison between slavery to one form of excitement and slavery
to another; in other words, between John Ralston and the
painter, and then between Hester's love for Crowdie and
Eatharine’s for her cousin. But at this point the divergence
began. Crowdie, who looked weak, effeminate and anything but
manly, had found courage and strength to overcome a habit which
wag 8aid to be almoat unconquerable. Katharine would certainly
never have guesged that he had such a strong will, but Hester had
told her all about it, and there seemed to be no other explanation
of the facts. And Ralston, with his determined expression and
all his apparently hardy manliness, had distinctly told her that he
did not feel sure of keeping a promise, even for the sake of her
love. It seemed ineredible. She would have given anything fo
be able to ask Crowdie questions about his life, but that was
impossible, under the circumstances. He might never forgive hia
wife for having told his secret.,

JHer sudden apd violent anger had subsided, and she already
regretted what ehe had said and dene with Ralston. Indeed, she
found it hard to understand how she could have been so cruelly
unkind, all in & moment, when she had hardly found time to
realise the meaning of what he had told her. Another considera-
tion and another question presented themseelves now, as she
remembered and recapitulated the circumstances of the scene.
For the first time she realised the man’s loyalty in thrusting his
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ghortcomings under her eyes before the final step was taken, It
must have been a terrible struggle for kim, she thought. And if
he was brave enough to do such a thing as that,—to tell the truth
to her, and the story of hiz shameful weakness,—what must that
temptation be which even ke was not brave enough to resist? No
doubt, he did resist it often, she thought, and could de so in the
future, though he said that he could not be sure of himself. He
waa 8o hrave and manly, Yet it was horrible to think of him in
counection with something which appeared to be unspeakably
disgusting in her eyes,

The vice was ope which she could not understand. Few
women can ; aud it would be strange, indeed, if any young girl
could. She had seen drunken men in the streets many times, but
that was almost all she knew of it. Occasionally, but by no meana
often, she had seen & man in society who had too much colour, or
was unnaturally pale, and talked rather wildly, and people said
that he had taken too much wine—and generally laughed. Such
a man was making himself ridiculouns, she thought, but she estab-
lished no connection between him and the poor wreteh reeling blind
drunk out of a liguor shop, who was pointed cut to her by her
father ag an awful example. She bad even seen a man onee who
was lying perfectly helpless in the gutter, while a policeman kicked
him to make him get up—and it had made a strong impression
upon ker, She remembered distinetly his swollen face, his blood-
ghot blue eyes and his filthy clothes—all disgusting enough.

That was the picture which rose hefore her eyes when John
Ralston, putting his case more strongly than was necessary in order
to clear his conscienca altogether, had told her that he could not
promise to give up a bad habit for her sake. In the first moment
she had thought merely of the man in society who behaved a fittle
foolishly and talked too loud, but Ralston’s earnest manmer had
immediately evoked the recollection of her father’s occasional
discourses upbn what he called the besetting sin of the lower classes
in America, and had vividly recalled therewith the face of the
besotted wretch in the gutter. She knew of no intermediate stage.
To be a slave to drink meant that and nothing else. The society
man whom she took as an example was not a slave fo drink ; he
was merely foolish and imprudent, and might get into trouble.
To think of marrying a man who had lain in the gutter, half blind
with liguor, to be kicked by a policeman, was more than she could
bear., The inevitable comic side to things is rarely discernible to
those brought most closely into connection with them. It was
not only serious to Katharine ; it was horrible, repulsive, sickening.
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It was no wonder that she had sprung from her seat and turned
her back on Ralston, and that she had done ths first thing which
presented itself as a means of distracting her thoughta.

But now, matters began {o look differently to her calmer judg-
ment. It was absurd to think that Ralston should make a moun-
tain of a mole-hill, and speak as he had spoken of himself, if he
only meant that he now and then took a glass of champague more
than was good for himn. Besides, if he did it habitually, she must
have seen him pnow and then hbebaving like her typical young
gentleman, and making a fool of himself. But she had never
noticed anything of the kind. On the other hand, she could not
believe that he could ever, under any circumstances, turn into the
kind of creature who had been held up to her as an example of the
habitual drunkard. There must be something between the two,
ghe felt sure, something which she could not understand. She
would find out. And she must see John again, before she left the
dance. Her eyes hegan to look for him in the erowd.

There are times when the processes of a girl's mind are primi-
tive in their simplicity. KEatharine suddenly remembered hearing
that men drank out of despair. She had seen Ralaton’s face when
she had risen and left him, and it had certainly expressed despair
very etrongly., Perhaps he had gone at once to drown his cares—
that was the expression she had heard—and it would be her fuult,

Buck a sequence of ideas looks childish in this age of profound
peychological analysis, but it is just such ressoning which some-
times affects people most when their hearts are touched. We
have all thought and done very childieh things at times,

Katharine forgot all about Crowdie and what he was saying.
Bhe had given a sort of social, mechanical attention to his talk
nodding intelligently from time to time, and answering by vague
monosyllables, or with even more vague questions. Crowdie had
the sense to understand that she did not mean to be rude, and
that her mind was wholly absorbed—most probably with what
had taken place between her and Ralston a quarter of an hour
earlier, He talked on patiently, since he could do nothing else,
@t he was not at all surprised when she at last interrupted him,

‘Would you mind looking to see if my cousin—Jack Ralston,
you know,—is still in the hall{’ she asked, without ceremony,

¢ Certainly,” said Crowdie, rising. ‘Shall I tell him you want
him, if he's there’

‘Do, please, It’s awfully good of you, Mr. Crowdie,’ she
added, with a preoceupied smile.

Crowdie dived into the crowd, looking about him in every
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direction, and then making his way straight to Ralston, who had
not left his corner.

‘Miss Lauderdale wants to speak to you, Ralston,’ said the
painter, as he reached him, ‘Hallo! What’s the matter? You
look 111

¢I% Not a bit!’ answered Ralston, ¢It's the heat, T suppose,
‘Where is Miss Landerdale?’ He spoke in a curiously eonstrained
tone.

*T'll take you to her—come along 1’

The two moved away together, Ralston following Crowdie
through the press. Through the open door of the boudoir Ralston
saw Katharine's eyes looking for him.

¢ A1l right,’ he said to Crowdie, ‘I see her, Don’t bother.’

“Over there in the low chair by the plants,’ angwered the
painter, in unnecessary explanation.

¢ All right,’ said Ralston again, and lLe pushed past Crowdie,
who turned away o seek amusement in another direction.
Katharine looked up gravely at him as he came to her side, and
then pointed to the chair Crowdie had left vacant,

*Sit down. I want to talk to you,’ she said quickly, and he
obeyed, drawing the chair a little nearer,

‘T thought you never meant to speak to me again,’ he said
bitterly.

‘Did yout You thought that ¥ Seriously 1’

¢I suppose most men would have thought very much the rame.’

*You thought that I conld change completely, like that—in 2
single moment ¥’

* You seemed to change.’

¢ And that I did not love you any more }’

‘That was what you made me think—what clse? You're
perfectly justified, of course. I ought to have told you long ago/’

‘ Please don’t speak to me so—Jack.’

‘What de you expect me to say?’ bLe asked, and with a
weary look in his eyes he leaned back in his low chair and
watched ber.

¢ Jack—dear—you didu’t understand when I told Mr. Crowdie
to call you—you don't uuderstand now, I was angry then—by
the stairease. I'm sorry. Will you forgive met’

Ralston’s face changed instantly, and he leaned forward again,
g0 a8 to he able to speak in & lower tons,

¢ Darling—don’t say such things | I've nothing to forgive——-"

*You have, Jack! Indeed, you have—oh! why can’t we he
alone for ten minutes—I'd explain it all—what I thought——'
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¢ But there’s nothing to explain, if you love me still-~at least,
not for you.’

*Yes, there is. There’s ever so much, Jack, why did you
tell me? You frightened me so—you don’t know! And it
seemed as though it were the end of everything, and of me, myself,
when you eaid you couldi’t be sure of keeping a promise for my
sake. You didn’t mean what you said—at least, not as I thought
you meant it—you didn’t mean that you wouldn’t try—and of
course you would suceeed in the end.’

¢I think I should succeed very soon, with you to help me,
Katharine, But that’s not what 8 man—who is & man—accepts
from a woman.’

¢ Her help—not her help, Jack? How can you say so.!'

“Yes, I mean it. Suppose that I should fail, what sort of life
should you lead —tied to a man who drinks? Don’t start, dear—
it's the truth, We shall never talk about it again, after this,
perhaps, and I may just as well say what I think, I must say it,
if I’'m ever to respect myself again.’

Katharine looked at him, realised again what his courage had
been in making the confession, and she loved him more than ever.

¢ Jack: ! she began, and hesitated. *“Since we are talking of
it, and must talk of it—can’t you tell me what makes you do it—
I mean—yon know! What is it that attracts you! It must be
something very strong—isn’t it? What is itV

] wish I knew !’ answered Ralston, half savagely. “It began
—oh, at college, you know. I was vain of being able to stand
more than the other fellows and of going home as steady as though
I'd had nothing.’

‘But a man who can walk straight isn’t drunk, Jack—

*Oh, isn't he !’ exclaimed Ralston, with a sour smile. ‘They're
the worst kind, sometimes——'

‘Buot I thought that a man who was really drunk—was—was
guite senseless, and tembled down, you know—in & disgusting
state,’

‘It’s not a pretty subject-—especially when you talk ahout i,
dear—but it’s not always of that deseription.’

Ii shocked Ralston’s refined nature to hear her speak of such
things. For he bad all the refivement of mervous natures, like
many a man who hag been wrecked by drink—even to men of
genius without number,

‘Isn’t it quite—no, of course it's not. I know well enough.’
Katharine paused an instant. ‘I dont care if it's not what they
call rafined, Jack, I’'m not going to let that sort of squeamishness
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come between you and me, It’s not as though I'd come upon it
28 a subject of conversation—and—and Pm not afraid you'll think
any the worse of me hecause I talk about horrid things, when I
must talk ahout them—when everything depends on them—you
and I, and our lives, I must know what it is that you feel—that
you can’t resist.’

Ralston felt how strong she was, and was glad,

‘Go on,’ she said. ¢ Tell me all about it—how it began.’

*That was it—at college, I suppose,” he avswerel. °Then it
grew to be a habit—ineensibly, of course. I thought it didn’t
hurt me and I liked the excitement. Perhaps I'm naturally
melancholie and depressed.’

‘T don’t wonder !’

* No—it's not the result of anything especial. I've not had at
all an unhappy life, I was born gloomy, I suppose—and unlucky,
too, You see the trouble is that those things get hold of one’s
nerves, and then it becomes a phyeical affair and not a mers
question of will. Men get so far that it would kill them to stop,
because they’re used to it. But with me—no, I admit the fact—
it Is a question of will and nothing else, Just now—aoh, well,
P've talked encugh about myself.’

‘What—"just now”! What were you going to say? You
wanted to go and drink, just after I left yon?’

<How did you guess that?’

*I donw’t kmow. I was sure of it. And—and you didn’t,
Jack §’

‘No, I didn’t’

‘Why not? What stopped you? It was 8o easy!’

¢1 felt that I should be a brute if I did—so I dide’t. That's
all, It’s not worth mentioning—only it shows that it is a question
of will T'm all right now—I don’t want it any more. Perhaps
I shan’t, for days. I don’t know. It's a hopeless sort of thing,
any way.© Sometimes I'm just on the point of taking an oath,
But if I broke it, I should blow my brains out, and I shouldn't be
any better off 8o I have the sense not to promise myself any-
thing.’

‘ Promise me one thing,’ said Katharine, thoughtfully, *‘Itsa
thing you can promire—trust me, won't you?’

¢ Yes—TI promise,’ answered Ralston, without hesitation.

*That you will never bind yourself by any oath at all, will you?}’

Ralston paused a moment,

¢Yes—I promice you that,’ he said. I think it's very
sensible. Thank you, dear.’
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There was & short silence aftor he had spoken. Then
Katharine laughed a little and looked at him affectionately,

‘How fuuny we arel’ ehe exclaimed. ¢Half an hour ago I
quarrelled with you because you wouldn't promise, and now I've
got you to swear that you never will promise, uuder any
aircumstances.’

‘Yes,’ he answered. ‘It's very odd. But other things are
changed, too, since then, though it’s not long.’

“You're mistaken, Jack,’ she said, misunderstanding him.
‘Haven't I said enough? Don't you know that I love you just
a8 much a5 I ever did—and more? But nothing is changed—
nothing—not the least little bit of anything.’

¢ Dear—-how gocd you are!’ Ralston’s voice was very teader
just then. *But I mean—about to-morrow.’

¢ Nothing's changed, Jack,’ said Katharine, leaning forward
and speaking very earnestly.

But Ralston shook his head, sadly, as he met her eyea,

¢ Yes, dear, it's all changed. That cau't be as you wanted it
—not now.’

‘But if I say that I will? Oh, don’t you understand me yetf
It's made no difference, I lost my head for a moment--but it
has made no difference at all, except that I respect you ever ao
much more than I did, for being so honest !’

‘Respect me!' repeated Ralgton, with grave ineredulity.
‘Me! Youcan't!’

‘] can and I do, And I mean to be married to yon—to-
morrow, just as we said. I wonder what you think I'm made of,
to change and take back my word and promise! Don't you see
that I wani o give you everything—my whole life—much more
than I did this morning ! Yes, ever so much more, for yon need
me more than I lmew or guessed. You see, I didn’t quite
understand at first, but it's all clear now. You're much more
nnhappy—and much more foolish about it—than I am. I dont
want to go back over it all again, but won't it be muck easier for
you when you have me to help you? It seems to me that it
must be, because I love you so! Won't it be much easteri
Hell me!’

“Yes—of course it would. I don’t like to think of it, hecause
I muste’t do it. I should never have asked you te marry me at
all, until I was sure of myself. But—well, I couldn’t help it.
We loved each other.’

¢ Jack—what do you mean ¥’

‘That I love you far too much to tie myself round your life,
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like & chain. I won't do it. I'll do the best I can to get over
this thing and if I do—T shan’t be half good enough for you—
but if you will still have me then, we'll be married, If I can't
get over it—why then, that means that T shall go to the devil, I
suppose, At all events, yowll be free.’

He epoke very quietly, but the words hurt him as they came,
He did not realisc until he had finished speaking that the
resolution bad been formed within the last five minutes, though
he felt that he was right.

‘If you knew how you hurt me, when you talk like that!’
gaid Katharine, in 4 low voice.

*It’'s a gquestion of absolute right and wrong—it's a question of
honour,’ be continued, speaking quickly to persuade himself
‘Just put yourself in the position of a third persom, and think
about it. What should you say of a man who did euch a thing—
who accepted such a sacrifice as you wish to make$}’

*It isn't a sacrifice—it’s my life.’

‘Yes—that’s it! What would your life be, with & man on
whom you couldn’t count—a man you might be ashamed of, at
any moment—who can't even count on himgelf—a fellow who's
good for nothing on earth, and certainly for nothing in heaven—a
failure, like me, who !

*Stop! You shan't sny any more, I won’tlisten! Jack, I
ghall go away, as I did before ’

*Well—but ien’t it all true?’

‘No—not a word of it is true! And if it were true twenty
times over, I'd marry you—now, in spite of everybody. I—I
believe I’d commit a sin to marry you. Ob, it’s of no use! I
can't live without you—I can’t, indeed! I called you back to
tell you so—’

She stopped, and she was pale. He had never seen her as she
was now, and she had never looked so beantiful to him,

‘For that matter, I conldn’t live without you,’ he said, in a
rather uneertain voice.

‘And you shall not!’ she answered, with determination,
‘Don’t talk to me of sacrifice—what could anything be compared
with that—with giviog you up? You dov’t know what you're
saying. I couldn’t—1I couldn’t do it—mnot if it meant death !’

¢ But, dear—XKatharing dear—if I fail, as I shall, P'm sure—
just think !

¢If you do—hbut you won't—well, if you should think you had
—oh, Jack! If you were the worst man alive, I'd rather die
with you than live for any one else! God kuows I would——'
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‘It's very, very hard !’ Ralston twisted his fingers together
and bowed his head, still trying to resiat her.

She bent forward again,

‘Dear—tell me| A little while ago—ont there—when you
wanted it—wasn't that hard §*

Ralston nodded silently.

“And didn't you resist becanse it was a little—just & little for
my sake? Just at that moment when you said to yourself that
you wouldn’t, you know, or just before, or just afterwards—didn’t
you think a little of me, dear?’

¢Of course Tdid, Oh, Katharine, Katharine——' Xis voice
was shaking now.

‘Yes. 1 know now,’ she answered. *I don’t want anything
but that—all my life. :

Still Ralston bent his head again, looking down at his hauds
and helieving that he was still resisting. He could not have
gpoken, had he tried, and Katharine eaw it. Bhe leaned still
nearer to him.

‘ Dear—I'm going home mow. I shall be walking in Clinton
Place at half-past eight to-morrow morning, as we arranged.
Good-night—dear.’

Before he realised what she meant to do, she had risen and
reached the door, He sprang to his feet and followed ber, but
the erowd had closed again and she was gone.



CHAPTER XV

EATHARINE LAUDERDALE slept sweetly that night. She had, as
ghe thought, at lest reached the erisis of her life, and the moment
of action was at hand. She felt, too, that almost at the last
moment she had avoided a great risk and made a good resolution
—she felt as though she had saved John Ralston from destruction.
Loving him as truly as she did, her satisfaction over what she
had done was far greater than her pain at what he had told her
of himself.

But this was not insignificant, though she wilfully made it
seem as emall as she could It was quite clear that it was not
a matter to be laughed at, and that Ralston did not deserve to
be called Quizotic because he had thought it his duty to tell her
of his weakness. It was not a mountain, she was sure, but she
admitted that it was not a mole-hill either. Men who exaggerated
the golden letter of virtue at the expense of the gentle spirit of
charity, as her father did, exaggerated also, as a rule, those forms
of wickedness to which they were themselves least liable. She
knew that. But she was aleo aware that drinking too much
was not by any means an imaginary vice. It was a matter of
fact, with which whole communities had to deal, and about which
men very vnlike her father in other ways spoke gravely. Never-
theless, though a fact, all details connected with it were vague.
It seemed to her a matter of certainty that John Ralston would
at once change his life and become in that respect, as in ail
others, exactly what ber ideal of a man always had been sinece
she had loved him.

Her mistake, if it were one, was pardonable enough. Had
she become aware of his fault by accident, and when, having
succumbed to his weakness, she conld have seen him not himself,
the whole effect upon her mind would have been very different.
But she hed never seen him, as she believed, in any such condition.
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It was as though he had told it as of another man, and she
found it impossible really to connect any such ideas of inebriety
g8 she had with the man she loved, It was 28 vague as though
he had told her that he had once had the scarlet fever. BShe
would have known very well what the scarlet fover was like, but
she could not have associated it with him in any really distinot
way. It was because it had seemed such a small matter at firat
sight that she had been suddenly overwhelmed by a sense of
bitter disappointment when he had refused fo give his promise
for her sake. As soon as gshe had begun to understand even a
little of what he really felt, she bad been a8 ready and as deter-
mined to stand by him through everything as though it had
been a question of a bodily illness, for which he was not responsible,
but in which she could really help him. When she had been
angry, and afterwards, when, in spite of him, she had so strongly
insisted upon the marriage, she had been alike under a false
impression, though in different degrees. She had not now any
idea of what she had really undertaken to do.

With her nature she would probably have acted just as she
did in the last case, even had she understood all, by actual
experience. She was capable of great sacrifices—even greater
than she dreamed of. But, not understanding, it did net seem
to her that she bad done or promised anything very extraordinary,
and she was ahsolutely confident of suecess, It wsas natural fo
her to accept wholly what she accepted at all, and it had always
seemed to her that there was something mean in complaining of
what one bad taken voluntarily, and in finding fault with details
when ope had agreed, as it were, to take over the whole at a
moral valuation,

It has seemed necessary to dwell at great length on the events
which filled the days preceding Katharine's marriage. Her sur-
roundings had made her what she was, and justified, if anything
could justify, the extraordinary step she was about to take, and
which she actually took on the morning after the dance at the
Thirlwalla, It is under such circumstances that such things are
done, when they are dome at all. The whole balance of opinion
.t her family was against her marrying John Ralston, The
whole weight of events, so far as ehe was concerned, was in
favour of the marriage,

That she loved him with all her heart, there was no doubt;
and he loved her with all that his nature could give of love,
which was, indeed, less than what she gave, but was of a good
and faithful sort in its way. Love, like most passions, good and
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bad, flourishes under reatraint when it is real and perishes almost
immediately before oppesition when it has grown out of artificial
circumstanees—to revive, sometimes, in the latter case, if the
artificiality is resuscitated. Katharine had found herseif opposed
at every turn in her love for Ralston. The result was natural
and simple—it bad grown to be altogether $he dominant reality
of her life.

Even those persons who did not actively do their best to
hinder her marriage, contributed, by their actions and even by
their existence, to the fortifying of her resolution, as it seemed
to her, but in reality to the growth of the passion which needed
no resolutione to direct it. For instance, Crowdie's repulsive
personality threw Ralston’s undeniable advantages into higher
relief. His wife’s devotion to bhim made Katharine’s devotion to
John seem ten times more reascmable than it was, Charlotte
Slayback’s wretchedly petty and miserable life with a man whom
ghe had not married for love, made a love match seem the
truest foundation for happiness. Old Robert Lauderdale’s
solitary existence was itself an argument in favour of marriage.
The small, daily discomfort which Alexander junior’s miserly
economy imposed upon his household, and which Katharine had
been forced to endure all her life, made Ralstow’s careless generosity
a virtua by contrast, Even Mrs, Lauderdale had turmed ngainst
her daughter at last, for reasons which the youmg girl could not
understand, either at the time or for a long time afterwards,

She felt herself very much alone in the world, in spite of her
position. And yet, since her mother had begun to lose her
supreme beanty, Katharine was looked upon ns the central figure
of the Lauderdale tribe, next to Robert the Rich himself. ¢The
beautiful Miss Lauderdale’ was a personage of much greater
importance fhan she berself kmew, in the eyes of eociety. She
had grown used to hearing reports to the effect that she was
engaged to -be married to this man, or that, and that her Uncle
Robert had anmounced his intention of wrapping lLis wedding
present in & cheque for a million of dollars, Stories of that sort
got into the papers from time to time, and Alexander jumior
never failed to write a stern denial of the reporé to the editor of
the journal in which the tale appeared. Katharine was used o
geeing the family name in print on afl possible orcasious and
paid little attention to it. She did not know how far people
must have become subjects of general conversation before they
become the paragraphist’s means of support in the dull season of the
year. The paragraphists on a great daily paper have an intimate
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knowledge of the public taste, for which they get little credit
amongst the social lights, who flatter themeelves that the
importance of the paper in question depends very largely on
their opinion of it. Bociety is very much like a little community
of lunatics, who live in zn asylum all by themselves, and who
know nothing whatever sbout the great public that lives beyond
the walizs, whereas the public knows a good deal about the lunatics,
and takes a lively iuterest in their harmiess, or dangerous, vagaries.
Aund in the same way society itself forms a small publie for its own
most prominent, individuals,~for its own favourite lunatics, so to
say,—and watches their doinge and talks about them with constant
interest, and flatters them when it thinks they are agreeable, and
abusea them bitter]ly behind their backs when it thinks they are not.
The daily dinner-party conversation is society’s unprinted but widely
circulated drily paper. It iz often quite ignorant of state secrets,
but it is never unacquainted with social events, and generally hag
plenty of sound reasoms with which to explain them. Society's
comparative idleness, even in Awerica, gives it opportunities of
conversation which no equally large body of men and women
can be said to porsess ontside of ite rather elastic limite. It talka
the same sort of matter which the genmerally busy great publie
reads and wishes to read in the daily press—and as talking is a
quicker process than controversy in print, society manages to say
sa much for and against the persona it discuszes, in a day, as the
newspapers c¢an say in & week, or perhaps more. Am a mere
matter of statistics, there iz no doubt that a couple of talkative
people spending an evening together can easily ‘talk off’ ten
thousand words in an hour—which is equal to about eight columns of
an ordinary big daily paper, and they are not conacious of making
any great effort. It is manifestly possible to say a great many
things in eight columns of & newspaper, especially if one is not
very particular about what one says.

Katharine realised, 2o doubt, that there would some day be
plentiful discussion of her rashvess in marrying Ralston against
the wishes of the family, and she knew that the circumstances
would to some extent be regarded as public property. But she
wry far from realising her own social importance, or that of the
whole Lauderdale tribe, as compared with that of many people who
gpent emormous sume in amuging their friends, comsciously and
untonsciously, but who could never be Lauderdales, though it was
nob their fault.

At the juncture she had now reached, such considerations
would have had little weight with her, but the probability is that,
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had she known exactly what she was doing, and how it would be
regarded should others know of it, she would have vastly preferred
to rebel openly and to leave New York with John Ralston on the
day she married him, in uncompromising defiance of her family.
Most people have known in the course of life of ome or two
secret marriages and must have noticed that the motives to
ecrecy generally seem inadequate. As a rule, they are, if taken
by themselves. But in actnal fact they have mostly acted
upon the persons concerned through a medium of some sort of
ignorance and in conjunction with an impatient paesion. Tt is
common encugh, even in connection with more or less insigmificant
matters, to hear some one say, ‘I wonder why I did that—I
might have known better |’ Humanity is never wholly logical, and
is never more than very partially wise, even when it is cld enough
to “know better.’ In nine cases out of ten, when if is said of a
man that ‘a prophet is without honour in his own country,’ the
reagon ig that his own ecountry is the best judge of what he
prophesies, And similarly, eociety judges the doings of all its
members by its own individual knowledge of its own customs, zo
that very few who do anything not eanctioned by those customs
get any credit, but, on the contrary, are in danger of being
called fools for believing that anything not customary can be
doune at all.

Af half-past eight on Thursday morning Katharine left the
house in Clinton Place, and turned eastward to meet John
Ralston. Her only souree of anxziety was the fear lest her father
ghould by some accident go out earlier than usual. Thers was no
particular reason to expect that he should be irregular on that
particular day of all others, and she had left him over his beef.
steak, discussing the relative amounts of the nutriment—as
compared with the price per pound—contained in beef and mutton.
He had vever been able to understand why aby one who could get
meat should eat anything else, and the statistics of food consump-
tion interested his emall but accurate mind. His wife listened
quietly but without response, so that the discussion was very one-
gided. The philanthropist generally shuffled down to breakfast
when everything was cold, a point about which he was utterly
indifferent. He had long ago discovered that by eoming down
late he could always be the last to finish his meal, and could
therefore begin to smoke as soon as he had swallowed bis last
mouthfi), which was a habit very important to his enjoyment and
very destructive to that of any one else, especially since his som
had reduced him to *Old Virginia Chercotn’ at fen centa for five,
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But Alexander junior wag no more inclined than uwsital to reach
his office a moment before hiz accustomed time. Katharine
generally left the dining-room as soon as she had finished break-
fagt, and often went out immediately afterwards for a turn in
Washington Square, so that her departure excited no remark.
The rain had ceased, and though the air was still murky and the
pavements wet, it was a decently fine morning. Ralston was
waiting for her, walking up and down on a short beat, and the
two went away together.

At first they were silent, and the silence had a certain constraint
about it which both of them felt, but did not know how to escape
from. Ralston was the first to speak.

“You ought not to have come,” he said rather awkwardly, with
a little laugh.

¢But I told you I was coming,’ she answered demurely.
‘Dido't T#’

‘I know. That's just it. You told me so suddenly that I
couldn’t protest. I ran after you, but you were gone to get your
things, and when you came downstairs there were a lot of people,
and I couldn’t speak fo you.’

Y eaw you,’ said Katharine, *If was just as well. You had
nothing to eay to me that I dide’t know, and we couldn’t have
begun the discussion of the matter all over again at the last instant.
And now, please, Jack dear, don’t begin and argue. I’ve told you
a hundred fimes that I know exactly what Fm doing—and that
it's I who am making you do it. Aund remember that unless we
are married first Uncle Robert will never make up his mind to do
anything for us, It's never of any nse to try and overcome
people’s objections, The only way is to ignore them, which is just
what we're doing.’

¢There’s no doubt about that,” answered Ralston. fThere’s
one thing I look forward to with pleasure, in the way of a row,
though—1I mean when your father finds it out. I hope you'll let
me tell him and oot spoil my fun. Won’t you?'

¢ (Oh, yes, if you like. Why not? Not that I’m at all afraid,
You don’t know papa. ‘When he finds that the thing is done,
t.mat it's the inevitable course of events, in fact, he'll be quite
different. He'll very likely talk of submission to the Divine will
and offer to speak to Beman Brothers about lefting you try the
clerkship again, I know papa! Providence has an awfully good
time with him—but nobody else does.’

At which piece of irreverence Ralston laughed, for it exactiy
expressed his idea of Alexander Junior's character.
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¢ And there's one other thing I don’t want you to speak of, Jack,’
pursued Katharine, more gravely. ‘I mean what you told me last
night. I don’t intend ever to mention it again—do you under-
stand, dear? T've thought it all over since then. I'm glad you
told me, and I admire you for telling me, because it mast have been
hard, especially until I began to understand. A woman doesn’t
know everything, you see] Indeed, we don’t know much about
anything. 'We can only feel. And it did seem very hard at first—
only for a moment, Jack—that you should not be willing to promise
what I asked, when it was to make such a difference to me, and I was
willing to promise you anything. You see how I felt, don’t you't’

*Of course, anawered Ralston, looking down at the pavement
as he walked on and listened, ‘It was natural’

‘Yes, I'm eo glad you mee it. But afterwards, when I
thonght of things I'd heard —why, then I thought a great deal too
much, you know-—dreadful things ! But I understood better what
it all meant You see, at first, it seemed so absurd! Just as
though I had asked you not to—not to wear a green tie, for inatance,
as Charlotte asked her husband. Absurd, wasn’t it7 So I was
frightfully angry with you and got up and went away. I'm a0
ashamed of myself for it, now. But then, when it grew clearer—
when I really knew that there was suffering in it, and remembered
hearing that it wes something like morphia and such things, +hat
have to be cured by degrees—you know what I mean—why, then
1 wanted you more than ever. You know I'd give anything to
belp you—just to make it a little easier for you, dear.’

‘Youdo! Youre doing everything—-you're giving me every-
thing,’ said Ralston, earnestly.

‘Well—not everything—bnt myself, because that's all T have
to give—if it's apy use to you.

‘Dear—as if you weren't everything the world has, and the
only thing and the best thing altogether !’

“And if T didn't love you better than anything-—better than
kings and queene—I wouldn’t do it. Because, after all, though
I'm not much, I'm all I have. And then—I'm proud—inside,
you know, Jack. Papa says I'm not, because mamma and I some-
times go to the theatre in the gallery, for economy. But that’s
hardly a test in real life, I think--and besides, I koow I am.
Don’t you think so?’

‘Yez—a little, in the right way. It's nice. I like it in you.'

‘I'm so glad. It's because I'm proud that I don't want to
talk about that matter any more. It just doesn’t exist for me,
That's what I want you to feelk But I want you to feel, too,

N
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that I'm alwaya there, that I shall alwaye understand, and that
if ¥ can help you the least little bit, I mean to. I've turned into
& woman all at once, Jack, in the last twenty-four hours, and
now in ae hour I shall be your wife, though nobody will know
about it for a day or two. But I don't mean to turn into your
grandmother, too, and be always lecturing you and asking
guestions, and that sort of thing. You wouldn’t like it either,
would you?y’

‘Hardly !’

Ralston laughed again, for everything zhe raid made him feel
happier and helped- to destroy the painful impressior of the
previous night,

‘Why do you laugh, Jack? Oh, I suppose it's my way of
putting it. But it's what I mean, and that's the principal thing.
1’d rather die than watch you all the time, to ses what you do.
Imagine if I were always asking questions—“Jack, where did
you go last night?” Avd—* Jack, is that your third or fourth
glass of wine to-day?” The mere idea is disgusting. No. You
must just do your best, and feel that I'm always there—even
when I'm not—and that I'm never watching you, even when I
look as though I were, and that neither you nor I are ever going
to say & word about it—from this very minute, forever! Do you
understand?  Isn't that the best way, Jack? And that I'm
perfectly sure that it will be all right in the end—you must
remember that, too.”

51 think you’re right,’ said Ralston. ‘You've suddenly turned
into a woman, and into a very clever one. Those are just the
things which most women never will understand. They'd be
much happier if they did.’

The two walked on rapidly, talking as they went, and assur-
edly not looking at all like a runaway coupls. But though it
was very early, they avoided the streets in which they might
casily meet acquaintances, for it was the hour when men who
had any business were going to it in various ways, according to
their tastes, but chiefly by the elevated road. They had no
¢fficulty in reaching unobserved the house of the clergyman who
had promised to marry them.

He was in readinese, and at his window, and as they came
in sight he left the house and met them. All three walked
gilently t¢ his church, end he let them in with his own key,
followed them and locked the door behind them.

In ten minutes the ceremony was over. The clergyman
beckoned them into the vestry, and immedistely sigued a form
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of certificate which he had already filled in, and handed it to
John without a word, John took a new treasury mote from his
pocket-book and laid it upen the oak table.

*I'm sure you must have many poor people in your parish,” he
said, in explanation.

‘I have,’ said the clergyman. ‘Thank you,’ ke added, placing
the money in his own pocket-book, which was an old black one,
much the worse for wear.

Tt is we who have to thank you,’ answered John, *for helping
us out of a very difficult situation.’

‘Hm!’ ejaculated the elder man, rubbing his chin with his
hand and fizing a penetrating glance on Ralston’s face. ‘ Perhaps
you won't thank me hereafter, he said suddenly. *Perhaps you
think it strange that a man in my position should be a party to
a secret marriage. But I do not anticipate that you will ask me
for a justification of my action. I had reasons—reasons—old
reasons.! He continued to rub his chin thoughtfully. *I should
like to say a word to you, Mre, Ralston,’ he added, turning to
Katharine,

She started and blushed a little. Bhe had not expected to be
addressed by what was now her name, Buf she held up her head,
proudly, as though she were by no means ashamed of it.

‘I ghall not detain you a moment,’ continued the clergyman,
looking at her as earnestly az he had looked at John. I have
perfect confidence in Mr. Ralston, as I have shown by acceding
to his very unusual request. He has told you what I said to
him yesterday, and I do not wish bhim to doubt that I am sure
that he has done so. It is merely as a matter of conscience, to
satisfy my own scruples in fact, that I wish to repeat, as nearly
a3 possible, the same words, “mutatis muiandis,” which I said to
him, I have married you and have given you my certificate
that the ceremony has been duly and properly performed, and
you are man aud wife. But I have married you thus secretly
and without witnesses—none being indispensable—on the distinet
understanding that your union is not to be kept & mecret by you
any longer than you shall deem secrecy absolutely neceesary to
your future happiness. Mr. Ralston informed me that it was
your intention to ackmowledge what you had done to a mnear
relation, the head of your family, in fact, without any delay. I
am sure that it is reelly your intention to do eo. But let me
entreat you, if it is possible, to loge no time, but to go, even at
this hour, to the person in question and tell your story, one or
the other of you, or both together. I am an old man, and



180 KATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

human life is very uncertain, and human honour is rightly held
very dear, for if honour means auything, it means the social
application of that truth which is by nature divine. To-morrow
I may no longer be here to testify that I signed that document
with my own haud, To-day the person in whom you intend to
confide can come and see me and I will answer for what I have
done, or he can acknowledge your marriage without gquestion,
whichever he chooses to do; it will be betier if it be done
quickly. It always seems to me that to-morrow is the enemy
of fo-day, and lies in ambash to attack it unawares, Therefore,
I entreat yon to go at once to him you have chosen and tell
him what you have done, And so good-bye, and may God bless
you and make you happy and good.’

‘I shall go now,” gaid Katbarine. ‘And we thank you very
much,’ she added, holding out her hand,

The clergyman let them out and stood looking after them for
a few geconds, Then he slowly nodded twice and re-entered the
church, Ralston and Katharine walked away very slowly, both
looking down, and each inwardly wondering whether the other
would break the silemce. It was natural that they should not
gpeak at first, The words of the service had brought very clearly
before them the meaning of what they had done, and the clergy-
man’s short speech, made as he said for the sake of satisfying hia
own scruples of conscience, had influenced them by its earnestness.
They reached a crossing without having exchanged a syllzble.
As usual in such cases, a chance exclamation broke the ice,

¢Take care !’ exclaimed Ralston, laying his hand on Katharine’s
arm, and looking at an express wagon which was bearing down
on them.

*It's ever mo far off still,’ said Katharine, smiling suddenly and
Iooking info his face. *But I like you to take care of me,’ she
added.
= He smiled, too, and they waited for the wagon to go by, The
clouds had broken away at Jast and the low morning sun shone
brightly upon them.

*I'm so glad it’s fine on our wedding day, Jack!’ exclaimed
Katharine. ‘It was horrid yesterday afternoon. How long apo
that ssems | Did you hear him call me Mre. Ralston ?  Katharine
Ralston—how funny it sounds! It's true, that's your mother's
nams.’

*You'll be Mra. John Ralston—to distinguish.’ John laughed.
‘Yes—it does seem long ago. What did you do with yourself
yesterday §’
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¢Yesterday? Let me gee—I sat for my portrait, and then I
went home, and then late in the afternoon Charlotte suddenly
appeared, and then I dined with the Joe Allens——the young couple,
you know, don't you? And then I went to the dance. I hardly
knew what I was doing, half the time.’

*And I hardly know why I asked the question. Ien't it funny?
I belisve we're actually trying to make conversation !’

‘You are—I'm not, laughed Katharine. ‘It was you who
began asking, I was talking quite sentimentally and appropriately
about yesterday seeming so long ago, you know. But it’s true
It does—it seems ages. I wonder when time will begin again—
I feel as though it had stopped suddenly.’

‘It will begin again, and it will seem awfully long, before thie
afternoon—when Uncle Robert bas refused to bave anything to
do with us.’

‘He won’t refuse—he shan't refuge!’ Katharine spcke with
an energy which increased at every syllable. ‘ Now that the thing
is done, Jack, just put yourself in his position for a moment.
Just imagine that you have anywhere between fifty and a hundred
millions, all of your own. Yes—I know. You can't imagine it,
But suppose that you had. And suppose that you had a grand-
niece, whom you liked, and who wasn’t altogether a disagreeable
young person, and whom you had always rather tried to pet and
spoil-—not exactly knowing how to do it, but out of sheer good
pature. And suppose that you bad kmown ever so long that
there was only one thing which could make your nice niece
perfectly happy——'

‘It's all very well, Katharine,” interrupted Raleton, ‘but has
he known that 1’

‘I've never failed to tell him &o, on the most absurdly inade-
quate provocation, So it must be his fault if he doesn’t know
it—and I shpll certainly tell him all over again before I bring
out the news. It wouldn’t do to be too sudden, you know. Well,
then—suppose all that, and that the young gentleman in question
was & proper young gentleman enough, as young gentlemen go, and
dido’t want money, and wouldn't take it if it were offered to him,
but merely asked for a good chanee to work and show what he
could do, That's all very simple, isn’t it? And then realise—
don’t suppose any more—just what's going to happen inside of
half an hour. The devoted niece goes to the good old uncle,
and says all that over again, and calmly adds that she’s done
the deed and married the young gentleman and got a certificate,
which she produces—by the bye, you must give it to me, Don't
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be afraid of my losing it—I'm not such a goose. And she goes
on to say that umless the good uncle does something for her
husband, she will eimply make the unmecle’s life a perfectly uwn-
bearable burden to him, and that she knows how to do it, becanse
if he’s a Lauderdale, she's a Lauderdale, and her husband is half
a Lauderdale, so that it's all in the family, and no entirely un-
pecessary consideration is to be shownm to the vietim-—well}
Dow’t you think that ought to produce an effect of some sort!
Ide’

¢ Yea’ laughed Ralston, I think so too. Something is cer
tainly sure to happen,



CHAPTER XVI

Karuaring let Ralston accompany her within a block of Robert
Lauderdale’s ouse and then sent him away.

“It’s getting late,’ she said. ‘It must be nearly ten o'clock,
isp't it? Yes. People are all going out at this hour in the
morning, and it's of no especial use to be seenr about together.
There's the Assembly ball to-night, and of course you'll come and
talk to me, but I shall see¢ you-—or no—I'll write you & mnote,
with a special delivery stamp, and post it at the District Post-
Oftice. You'll get it in less than an hour, and then you'll know
what Uncle Robert says.’

1 know already what he'll say,” answered Ralston. - But why
mayn't I wait for you here ¥’

‘Now, Jack! Don't be so ridiculously hopeless about things,
And T dor’t waut you to wait, for I haven't the least idea how
long it may lust, and as I said, there’s no object in our being seen
to meet, away up here by the Park, at this honr, Good-bye.’

‘I hate to leave you,’ said Ralston, holding out one hand, with
a resigned air, and raising his hat with the other.

¢T like that in you!’ exclaimed Katharine, noticing the action,
¢ I like you tp take off your hat to me just the same-though you
are my husband,’ She looked at him a moment. ‘I'm zo glad
we've dove it !’ ahe added with much emphagis, and a faint colour
rose in her face.

Then she turped away and walked guickly in the direction of
Robert Lauderdale’s house, which was at the next corner. As
she went ghe glanced at the big polished windows which face the
Park, to see whether any one had noticed her. She kunew the
people who lived in one of the houses, and she had an idea that
others might know her by sight, as the nicca of the great man
who had built the whole block, But there were only two children
at one of the windows, flattening their rosy faces against the pane
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and drumming on it with fat hands ; very smartly dressed children,
with bright eyes and gayly-coloured ribbons,

As Katharine had expected, Robert Lauderdale was at home,
bad finished his breakfast and was in his library attending to his
morning letters. She waa ushered in almost immediately, and as
she entered the room the rich man's secretary stood aside to let
her pass through the door and then went out—a quiet, fanltlessly
dressed young man who hed the air of a gentleman. He wore
gold-rimmed spectacles, which looked oddly on his young face.

Rohert Lauderdale did not rise to meet Katharine, as he sat
sideways by & broad table, in an easy position, with one leg crossed
over the other and leaning back in his deep chair. But a bright
gmile cams into his cheerful old face, and stretching out one long
arm he took her hand and drew her down and gave her a hearty
kiss. 8till holdirg her by the hand, he made her sit in the chair
begide him, left vacant by the secretary.

‘Pm glad to see you, my dear child !’ ke said warmly, ¢ What
bringa you so early ’

He was a big old man and was dressed in a rough tweed of a
light colour, which was very becoming to his fresh complexion,
His thick hair had once been red, but bad turned to a bright
sandy grey, something like the sands at Newport, His face was
laid out in broad eurfaces, rich in healthy colour and deeply
freckled where the skin was white. His keen blue eyes were
small, but very clear and honest, and the eyebrows were red still,
and bushy, with a few white haire. Two deep, clean furrows ex-
tended from beside the nostrils into the carefully brushed beard, and
there were four wrinkles, and no more, across the broad forehead.
No one would have supposed that Robert Landerdale was much
over pixty, but in reality he was ten years older. His elder
brother, the philanthropist, looked almost as though he might
have been his father. It was clear that, like many of the Lauder-
dales, the old man had possessed great physical strength, and that
he hed preserved hiz splendid constitutional vitality even in his
old age.

* Katharine did not answer his question immediately, She was
by no means timid, as has been seen, but she felt a little less
brave and sure of herself in the presence of the head of her family
than when she had been with Ralston a few minutes earlier. She
was not aware of the fact that in many ways she dominated the
man who was now her husband, and she would very probably not
have wished to believe sbe did; but she was very distinetly
conacions that she could never, under any imaginable circumatances,
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exert any direct influence over her uncle Robert, though she
might persuade him to do much for her. He was by nature
himself of the dominant tribe, and during forty years ke bad been
accustomed to command with that absolute certainty of being
obeyed which few positions insure as completely as very great
wezlth does. As she looked at him for a moment before speaking,
the little opening speech she had framed began to seem abeolutely
inadequate, and she could not find words wherewith to compose
another at such short notice. Being couregeous, however, she
did not hesitate long, but characteristically plunged into the very
heart of the matter by telling him just what she felt.

‘I've done something very unusual, Uncle Robert,’ she began.
‘And I've come to tell you all about it, and I prepared a speech
for you. But it won't do. Somehow, though I'm not a bit
afraid of you-—' she smiled as she met his eyes—* you seem ever
8o much bigger and stronger than I thought you were, now that
I've got hers,’

Uncle Robert laughed and patted her hand as it lay on the
desk.

fOut with it, child!’ he ezclaimed. ‘I suppose yow're in
trouble, in some way or other, and you want me to help you. Is
that it ¥’

*You must help me,” answered Katharine. ¢ Nobody else can.
Uncle Robert——" She paused, though a pause was certainly not
necessary in order to give the plain statement more force, ‘I've
just been married to Jack Ralston.’

‘ Good—gracions—heavens !’

The old man half rose from his seat as he uttered the words,
one by oue, in his deep voice, Then he dropped into his chair
again and stared at the young girl in downright amazement.

* What in the name of common sense induced you to do such a
mad thing?’ he asked very quietly, as soon as he had drawn
breath.

Katharine had expected that he would be surprised, as was
rather natural, and regained her coolness and decision at once.

*We've loved each other ever since we were children,’ she said,
speaking calmly and distinetly, ‘You know all about it, for I've
told you before now just how I felt. Everybody opposed it—
even my mother, at last—except you, and you certainly never
gave us any encouragement,’

‘T ghould think nof, indeed!’ exclaimed old Lauderdale,
shaking his grest head and beating a tattoo on the table with
his heavy fingers,
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‘I don’t know why not, I'm sure’ Katharine answered, with
rising energy. ‘There’s no reason in the world why we shouldn’t
love each other, and it wouldn’t make the slightest difference to
e if there were. I should love him just the same, ard he would
love me. He went to my father last year, as you know, and papa
treated him outrageously—wanted to forbid him to come to the
house, but of course that was absurd. Jack behaved splendidly
throngh it all—even papa had to acknowledge that, though he
dido’t wish io in the least. And I hoped and hoped, and waited
and waited, but things went no better. You know when papa
makes up his mind to a thing, no matter how urnreasonable it is,
one might just ag well talk to a stome wall, But I hadn't the
smallest intention of being made miserable for the rest of my life,
8o I persuaded Jack to marry me—-'

‘T suppose he dide’t need much persuasion,” observed the old
gentleman, angrily,

‘You're quite wrong, Unele Robert! He didn't want to do
it at all. He had an idea that it wasn’t all right——’

“Then why in the world did he do it? O, T hate that sort
of young fellow, who pretends that he doesn’t want to do a thing
becanse he means to do it all the time—and knows perfectly well
that it’s & low thing to do!’

‘I won't let you say that of Jack!’ Katharine’s grey eyes
began to flash. ¢If you knew how hard it was to persuade him !
He only consented at last—and so did the clergyman—because I
promized to come and tell you at once———'

*That’s just like the yowng good-for-nothing, too !’ muttered
the old man. fBesides—how do I know that you're really
married? How do I know that you're not——’

¢ Stop, please | There'’s the certificate. Please persuade your-
self, before you accnse me of telling falsehoods.’

Katharine was suddenly very angry, and Robert Lauderdale
realised that he had gonme tos far in his excitement. But he

.looked at the certificate carefully, then took out his note-book and
wrote down the main facte with great care.

A1 dido't mean to doubt what you told me, child,” he said,
while he was writing. ¢ You've rather startled me with this piece
of news, Human life is very uncertain,’ he added, using the
clergyman’s own words, ‘and it may be just as well that there
ghould be a mote made of this. Hadn't you better let me keep
the certificate itaelf ¢ It will be quite safe with my papers.’

‘I wish you would,” answered Katharine, after a moment’s
thought.
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The production of the cerfificate had produced a momentary
ceasation of hostilities, so o speak, but the old gentleman had
by no means eaid his last word yet, nor Katharine either,

‘Go on, my dear,” he resumed gravely. <If I'm fo know
anything, I should know everything, I suppose.’

‘There’s not very much more to tell,’ Katharine replied. *T
repeat that it was all I could do to persuade Jack to take the
gtep. He resisted to the very last——’

‘Hm! He seems to have taken an active part in the pro-
ceedings in spite of his resistance——'

+Of course he did, after I had persuaded him to. It was up
to that point that he resisted—and even after everything waas
ready —even this morping, when I met him, he told me that I
ought not to have come.’

¢ His spirit seems to have been willing to have some sense—
but the flesh was weak,” observed the old gentleman, without a
gmile.

‘1 ineist upon taking the whole responsibility,’ said Katharine,
*It was I who proposed it, and it was I who made him do it.’

¢ You're evidently the strong-minded member, my dear,

‘In this—yes. I love him, and [ made up my mind that it
wag right to love him and that I would marry him, Now I have.’

‘It is impossible to make a more direct statement of an
unpleasant truth. And now that you've done it, you mean that
your family shall take the consequences —which shows a strong
gense of that responsibility you mentioned—and so yow've come
to me. Why didn’t you come to me yesterday? It would have
been far more sensible.’

‘I did think of coming yesterday afternoon—and then it
rained, and Charlotte came——’

*Yep—it rained—I remember.,’ Robert Lauderdale’s mouth
quivered, as,though ke should have liked to mmile at the utter
insignpificance of the shower as compared with the importance of
Katharing’s action. “Yon might have taken a eab. There's a
stand close by your house, at the Brevoort.’

‘ Oh, yes-—of course-—though I should have had to ask mamma
for some money, and that would have been very awkward, you
know. And if I had really and truly meant to cowe, I suppose I
shouldn’t have minded the rain.’

“Well—never mind the rain now !’ Uncle Robert spoke a
little impatiently. ¢ You didn’t come—and you've come to-day,
when it's too late to do amything—except regret what you've
done.’
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‘I don't regret it at all—and I don't intend to, Katharine
answered firmly,

*And what do you mean to do in the future? Live with
Ralston’s mother§ Is that your idea}’

‘ Certainly not. I want you to give Jack something to do, and
we'll live together, wherever you make him go—if it'’s to Alaska,’

*Ob—that’s it, i8s i£? I begin to understand. I suppose
Jack would think it would eimplify matters very much if I gave
him a hundred thousand dollars, wouldn't he? That would be an
even shorter way of giving him the means to support his family.’

¢Jack wouldn't fake money from you,’ answered Katharine,
quickly.

¢Wouldn’t he? If it were not such a risk, I'd try it, just to
convince you. You seem to bave a very exalted idea of Jack
Ralston, altogether, I've not, Do you know anything about
his life }’

‘Of course I do. I know how you all tall about the chances
you've given him—between you. Aud I know just what they
were—to try his hand at being a lawyer's clerk first, and a
banker’s clerk afterwards, with no salary and——-'

*If he had stuck to either for a year he would have had a very
different sort of chanpce,’ interrupted the old gentleman, ‘I told
him go, There way little enough expected of him, I'm sure—
just to go to an office every day, as most people do, and write
what he was told to write. It wasn’t much to ask, Take the
whole thing to pieces and look at it. What can he dol What
do most men do who must make their way in the world? He has
no exceptional talent, so he can’t go in for art or literature or that
gort of thing. His father wouldn't educate him for the navy,
where he would have found his level, or where the Admiral’s
pname would have helped him, He didno’t get a technical education,
which would have given him a chauce to try engineering. There
were only two things left—the law or business, I explained all
that to him at the time. He shook his head and said he wanted
something active. That’s just the way all young men talk who
mJdrely don’t want to stay in-doors and work decently hard, like
other people. An active life! What is an active life1 Ranch-
ing, 1 suppose he means, and he thinks he should do well on a
ranch merely because he can ride fairly well. Riding fairly well
doesn’t mear much on a raneh. The men out there can all ride
better than he ever could, and he knows nothing about horses, nor
eattle, nor about anything useful. Besides, with his temper, he'd
be shot before he'd been out there a year: !
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‘ But there are all sorts of other things, and you forget Hamilton
Bright, who began on a ranch——°

‘Ham Bright is made of different stuff. He had been brought
up in the couniry, too, and his father was a Western man—from
Cincinnati, at all events, though that isn't West nowadays. No.
Jack Ralston could mever suceeed at that—and I haven't a ranch
to give him, and I certainly won’t go and buy land out there now,
I repeat that his only chance lay in law or business. Law wonld
have done better. He had the advantage of having a degree to
begin with, and I would have found him a partner, and there'’s a
lot of law connected with real estate which doesn't need a genius
to work it, and which is fairly profitable, PBut no! He wanted
something active! That's exactly what a kitten wanta when it
runs round afier its own tail—and there’s about as much sense in
it, Upon my word, there is !’

*You're very hard on him, Uncle Robert. And I don’t think
you're quite reasonable. Tt was a good deal the old Admiral’s
fanlt——'

‘I'm not examining the cause, I'm going over the facts,’ said
old Lauderdale, impatiently, °I tried him, and I very scon got
to the end of him, He meant to do nothing, It was quite clear
from the first. If he’d been a starving relation it would have
been different. I should have made him work whether he liked it
ornot. As it was, I gave it up as a bad job. He wants to be
idle, and he has the means to be idle if he's willing to live on his
mother. Bhe has ten thousand dollars a year, and & house of her
own, and they can live very well on that—juet as well as they
want to. When his mother dies that's what Jack will have, and
if he choosed to marry on it——'

“You seem to forget that he’s married already——

‘By Jove! I did! But it doesn’t change things in the
least. My position is just the same as it was before. With ten
thousand a year Katharine Ralston couldn’t support a family——

¢Indeed, I could | I'm Katharine Ralston, and I should be——

¢Nongense! You're Katharine Landerdale. I'm speaking of
Jack’s mother. I suppose youll admit that she's mot able to
support her son’s wife out of what she has. It would mesn a
great change in ber way of living. At present she doesn't need
more. She’s often told me so. If she wanted money for herself,
just to epend on herself, mind you--T'd give her—well, I won't
say how much, Buot she doesn’t. It's for Jack that she wants
it. She’s perfectly honest. She's just like s man in her way of
talking, anyhow. And I don't want Jack te be throwing my
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money into the streete. I can do more good with it in other
ways, abnd she gives him more than is good for him, as it is,
People seem to think that if a man bas more than a certain
amount of money, he’s under a sort of moral obligation to society
to throw it out of the window, That's a point of view I never
could understand, though it comes quite naturally to Jack, I
daresay. But I go back. I want to insist on that circumstance,
and T want you to see the facts just as they are. If I were fo
settle another hundred thonsand dollars on Jack’s mother, it
would be precisely the same thing, at present, as though I'd
settled it on him, or on you. Now you say he wouldn’t take any
money if I offered it to him.’

‘No. He wouldn't, and I wonldn't let him if he wanted to.’

*You needn’t be afraid, my dear. I've no intention of doing
anything so good-natured and foolish. If anything could complete
Jack’s ruin for all practical purposes, that would. No, mo! I
won't do it. I’'ve given Kate Ralston a good many valuable
jewels at one time and another since she married the Admiral—
she's fond of good stonmes, you know. If Jack chooses to go to
ber and tell her the truth, and if she chooses to sell them and
give him the money, it will keep you very comfortably for a long
time——'

* How can you suggest such a thing!’ cried Katharine, indig-
nantly. *As though he would ever stoop to think of if !’

fWell—1I hope he woulde’t. It wouldnt be pretty, if he did.
But T'm a practical man, my dear, and 'm an old fellow and T've
seent the world on both sides of the Atlantic Ocean for over seventy
years, 8o I look at the cage from all possible points of view, fair
and unfair, as most people would. But I don't mean to be unfair
to Jack.'

*T think you are, Uncle Robert. If yon've proved anything,
you've proved that he ien’t fit for a ranch—and so you may there’s
nothing left but the law or business. It seems fo me that there
are ever so many things—-"

‘If youll name them, youll help me’ said old Lauderdale,
ae1.0usly.

*T mean active things—to do with railroads, and all that——’
Eatharine stopped, feeling that her knowledge was rather vague.

‘Oh! You mean to talk about railroading. I don’t own any
railroads myself, as I daresay you know, but I've picked up some
information about them., Apart from the financing of them-—and
that's banking, which Jack objects to—there’s the law part,
which he doesn’t like either, and the building of them, which he's
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too old to learn, and the mechanical part of them, such a8 locomo-
tives and rolling stock, which he can’ learn either—and then
there are two places which men covet and for which there’s an
enormous competition amongst the best men for such matters in
the country—I mean the freight agent’s place and the passenger
agent’s. They are two big men, and they understand their
business practically, because {hey’ve learned it practically. To
uuderstand freight, 2 man must begin by putting on rough clothes
and going down to the shed and bandling freight himself, with
the common freight men. There are gentlemnen who have done
that eort of thing—just as fine gentlemen as Jack Ralston, but
made of quite different stuff. And it takes a very long time to
reach a high position in that way, though it's worth having when
you get it. Do you understand 1’

¢Yes—I suppose I do. But one always hears of men going
off and succeeding in some out-of-the-way place——'

‘But you hear very little about the ones who fail, and theyre
the majority. And you hear, still more often, people saying, ss
they do of Jack Ralston, that he ought to go away, and show
some enterprise, and get something to do in the West. It's always
the West, because most of the people whe talk koow nothing
whatever about it. 1 tell you, Katharine, my dear, it’s just as
hard to start in this counfry as it is anywhere else, though men
get on faster after they’re once started—and all this talk about
something active and an out-of-toor existence is pure nonsense.
It’s nothing else. A man may have luck soon or late or never,
but the eafest plan for city-bred men js to begin at a bank, I
did, and I've not regretted it. Just as scon as a fellow chows
that he has something in him, he’s wanted, and if he has friends,
aa Jack has, they'll help him. But as long a8 a man hangs about
the clubs all day with a cigarette in his mouth, sensible people,
who want workers, will fight shy of him. Just tell Jack that,
the next time you see him. 1It's all I've got to say, and if it
doesn’t satisfy him nothing can.’

The old gentleman’s anger had quite disappeared while he was
speaking, though it was ready to burst out again on very small
provocation. Ha spoke so earnestly, and put matters go plainly,
that Katharine began to feel & blank disappointment closing in
between her and her visions of the future in regard {o an ocenpa-
tion for John, For the rest, she would have been just an deter-
mined to marry bim after hearing all that her uncle had to say
as she had been before. But she could not belp showing what
she felt, in her face and in the tone of her voice.
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‘Btill—men do succeed, Uncle Robert,” she said, clinging
rather desperately to the hope that he had only been lecturing her
and had some pleasant surprise in store.

¢ Of course they do, my dear,” he avawered. ‘Aud it’s possible
for Jack to succeed, too, if he'll go about it in the right way.’

‘How?’ asked Katharine, eagerly, and immediately her face
brightened again.

‘Just as I said, If he'll show that he can atick to any sorf of
occupation for a year, I’ll see what can be done’

‘But that sticking, as you call it—all day at a desk—is just
what he can't do. He wasn't made for it, he——*

‘Well then, what iz he made for? I wish you would get him
to make a statement explaining his peculiar gifts——

* Now don’t be angry again, Unele Robert! This is rather a
sericus matter for Jack and me. Do you tell me, in real earneat,
guite, quite honestly, that as far as you know the only way for
Jack fo earn his living is to go into an office for a year, to begin
withf Is that what yon mean{’

‘Yes, chill. Upon my word—there, you'll believe me now,
won't you?! That’s the only way I can see, if be really means to
work. My dear—I'm not a boy, and I'm very fond of you—I've
no reason for deceiving you, have ¥’

‘No, uncle dear—but you were angry at first, you know.’

‘No doubt. But I'm not angry now, nor are you, We've
discussed the matter calmly. And we're putting cut of the
question the fact that if I chose to give Jack anything in the way
of money, my cheque-book is in this drawer, and 1 have the
power to do it—without any inconvenience,” added the very rich
man, thoughtfully, *But you tell me that he would not accept
it, It’s hard to believe, but you know him better than I do, and
I accept your statement. I may as well tell you that for the
honour of the family and to get rid of all this nonsense about a
secret marriage I'm perfectly willing to do this. Listen. I'll
invite you all—the whole family—to my place on the river, and
111 tell them all what has happened and we'll have a sort of  post
fa to” wedding there, very quietly, and then announce it to the
world. And Tl settle enough on you, personally—not on your
husband-~to give you an income you can manage to live on
comfortably 3

‘Oh!* eried Katharine. ‘You're too kind, Uncle Robert—
and I thank you with all my heart—just as though we could take
it from you—I do, indeed——'

*Never mind that, child. But you eay you can’t take itk  You
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mean, I suppose, that if it were your money—if I made it so—
Jack would refuss to live cn it. Let's be quite clear.’

‘That's exactly it. He would never consent to live on it. He
would feel—he’d be quite right, too—that we had got married
firat in order to force money out of you, for the honour of the
family, ag you seid yourself.'

‘Yes. Aund it's particularly hard to force money out of me, too,
though I'm not etingy, my dear. But I must say, if you had meant to
do it, you couldn’t bave invented anything more ingenione, or
more successful. I couldn’t allow a couple of young Lauderdales to
go begging. They'd have pictures of me in the evening papers, you
know. And apart from that, I'm devilish fond of you—I mean I'm
very fond of you—you must excuse an old bachelor’s English, some-
times. But yon won't fake the money, so that seftlesit. Then there’s
no other way but for Jack to go to work like 8 man and stick to
it.. To give him a salury for doing no work would be just the
same ag to give him money without making any pretence zhout it
He can have a desk at my lawyer’s, or he can go back to Beman
Brothers,'-——juab as he prefers. If he'll do that, and honestly try
to understand what he's doing, he shan’t regret it. If he’ll do
what there in to be done, I'll make him eucceed. I eould make
him succeed if he kad * failure” written all over him in letters a
foot high—becanse it’s within the bounds of pessibility, But it's
of no use to ask me to do what's not possible. I can’t make this
country over again, I can’t create a convenient, active, ont-of-
door career at a good salary, whea the thing doesnt exist. In
other words, I ean’t work miracles, and he won't take money, 8o
he must content himaself to run on lines of possibility. My lawyer
would do most things for me, and so would Beman Brothers.
Beman, to please me, would make Jack o partner, as ke has done
for Ham Bright. But Jack must either work or pué in capital,
and he has no capital to pub iu, and won't take any from me.
And to be a partner in a law firm, & man must have some little
experience—nomething beyond his bare degree. Do you see it all
now, Katharine '

*Indeed, I do,’ she answered, with a little sigh. ‘ And mean-
while—Uncle Robert--meanwhile——’

‘Yes—I know—you're married. That's the very devil, that
marriage business.’

He seemed to be thinking it over, There was something so
innocently sincere in his strong way of putting it that Katharine
could not help emiling, even in her distress. But she waited for
kim to apeak, foresesing what he would say, and did.
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‘ There’s nothing for it,” he =eid, at last. ‘You won’t teke
money, and you can’t live with your mofher, and as for telling
your father at this stage—well, you know him1 It really wouldn't
be safe. So there's nothing for it but—— I hate to say it, my dear,’
he added kindly.

¢ But to keep it a gecret, you mean,’ she said sadly,

“You aee,’ he angwered, in a fome that was almost apologetic,
‘it would be a mistake, socially, to say yon were married, and to
go on living each with your own family--besides, your father
would know it like everybody else. He'd make your life very—
unbearable, I should think’

¢ Yes—he would, I know that.

*Well—come and see me again soon, and we'll talk it over.
You'll have to consider it just as a—I don't know exactly how to
put it—a sort of formal betrothal between yourselves, such as they
used to have in old times. And I suppose I'm the head of the
family, though your grandfather is older than I am. Anyhow,
you must consider it as though you wers solemaly engaged, with
the approval of the head of the family, and as though you wers fo
be married, say, next year. Can you do that?! Can you make him
lock at it in that light, child %*

¢T'll try, sinee there’s really nothing else to be done, But oh,
Unele Robert, I wish I'd come before. Yow've been go kind !
Why did it rain yesterday— ob, why did it rain §’



CHAPTER XVII

WueN Katharine left Robert Lauderdale’s house that moraing,
she felt that trouble had begun and was not fo cease for a long
time. She bad entered her uncle’s library full of hope, sure of
success and belisving that John Ralston's future depended only
upon the richk man’s good will and good word. She went out
fully convinced at last that he must take one or the other of the
much-despised chances he had neglected and forthwith do the best
he could with it. She thought it was very hard, but she under-
stood ofd Lauderdale’s clear statement and she saw that there was
no other way.

She sympathised deeply with Jolin in his dislike of the dally
drudgery, for which it was quite true that he was little fitted by
nature or training.  But she did ker best fo analyse that unfitness,
g0 a8 to try and discover some gift or quality to balance it and
neutralise it. And her first impulse was not to find him at once
and tell him what had bappened, but rather to put off the evil
moment in which she mugt tell him the truth, This was the first
sign of weakness which she bad exhibited since that Monday
afterncon on which she had first persuaded him to take the
decisive step,

She turzed ioto Madison Avetue as soon as she could, for the
sake of the quiet. The morning sun ghone full in her eyes as she
began to make her way southwards, and she was glad of the
warmth, for she felt cold and inwardly chilled in mind and body.
Ske bad walked far, but she atill walked on, disliking the thought of

- being penned in with a dozen or more of unsympathiging individ-
uals for fwenty minutes in a horse-car.  Moreover, she instinctively
wished to tire herself, as though to bring down her bodily energy
to the low ebb at which her mental activity secmed fo be stag-
nating. Strong people will understand that desire to balance mind
and body.
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She was quite convinced that her unele was right. The more
she turned the whole situation over, the clearer what he had said
becamea to her, The only escape was to accept the money which
he was willing to give her—for the honour of the family. But if
neither she nor John would take that, there was no alternative
but for John to go to work in the ordinary way, and show that he
could be steady for at least a year, That eeemed a very long
time—as long as a year can seem to a girl of nineteen, which is
gaying much.

Katharine had seen such glorious visions for that year, too, that
the darkness of the future was a tamgible horror now that they
were fading away. The memory of a dream can be as vivid as the
recollection of a reality. The something which John was to find
to do had presented iteelf to her mind as a sort of idyllic existence
gomewhere out of the world, in which there should be woods and
brooks and breezes, and a converient town not far awny, where
things could be got, and a cottage guite unlike other cottages, and
a good deal of shooting and ishing and riding, with an amount of
responsibility for all these things equal in money to six or seven
thousand dollars a year, out of which Katharine was sure that sha
could save s small furtune in & few years, It had not been quite
clear to her why the responsibility was to be worth o mush in
actual coin of the Republie, but people certainly succeeded very
quickly in the West., Besides, she was quite ready to give up all
the Iuxuries and amusements of social existence—much more ready
to do s0 than John Ralston, if she had known the truth.

It must not be believed that she was utterly visionary and
unpractical, becauee ghe had taken this rose-coloured view of the
life Uncle Robert was to provide for her and her busband, There
are probably a great many young women in the Eastern cities who
imagine just suck things to be quite possible, and quite within the
power and gift of a millionaive, in the American sense of that word,
which implies the possession of more than one million, and more
often refers in actual use to incoms than merely to capital. In
Paris, 8 man who has twenty thousand dollars a year ig called a
m'lionaire, In New York a man with that income is but jusé
beyond the level of the estimable society poor, and within the ranks
of the ‘ faisly well-off’ The great fortunes being really as fabulous -
a8 thoss in fairy tales, it s not surprising that the possession of
them should be supposed to bring with it an almost fabulous power
in all directions. Men like Robert Launderdale, the administration
of whose estates requires a machinery not umlike that of & small
nation’s treasury, are thought to have in their gift all sorts of
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remunerative positions, for which the privcipal qualifications are an
unlimited capacity for enjoying the fresh air and some talent for
fishing, As a matter of fact, though o much richer than ordinary
men, they are so much poorer than all except the very small
nations that they cannot support so many idlers,

Katharine knew & good deal about life in New York and its
poesibilities, but very little of what could he done elsewhere, She
wag perfectly well aware of the truth of all that her uncle had
told her concerning the requirements for business or the Iaw, for
ghe had heard such matfers discussed often enough. In her own
city she wam practical, for she understood her rurroundings as well
a8 any young girl eould. It was becanse she understood them
that she dreamed of getting out of them as soon as practicable,
and of beginning that vaguely active and remunerative existence
whieh, for her, lay west of Ilinois and anywhere beyond that,
even to the shores of the Pacific Ocean, John Ralston himself
knew very little about it, but he bad rightly judged its mythical
nature when lie had told her that Robert Lauderdale would do
nothing for him.

The eun warmed Katharine as she wallked down Madison
Avenue, but everything was black—felt black, she would have
gaid, had she thought aloud. Ralston would not turn upon her
and say, ‘I told you mo,’ becauge he loved her, but ghe could see
the expression of his face as she looked forward to the interview.
He would nod his head slowly and eay nothing, The corners of
his mouth would be drawn down for a moment and his eyelida
would contract a little while he looked away from her, He would
think the matter over during about half a minute, and then, with
a lock of determination, he would say that he would try what
Uzcle Robert proposed. He would not say anything agaiust the
plan of keeping the marriage a secret, now that old Lauderdale
knew of it, for he would sec at once that there was absolutely
nothing elss to ba done. They had gone over the posaibilities go
often—thers was not one which they had not carefully considered.
It waa all so hopelessly against them still, in epite of the one great
effort Katharine had made that morning.

She walked more slowly after she had passed the high level
above the railway, where it runs out of the ¢ity under ground from
the central station. As she came nearer to the neighbourhood in
which John lived, she felt for the first time in her life that she
did not wish to meet him. Though she did not admit to herself
that she feared to tell him tha result of her couversation with her
uncle, and though she had no intention of going to his mother’s
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house and asking for him, her pace slackened at the mere idea of
being nearer to him.

Then she realised what she was doing, and with a bitter little
gmile of contempt at her owa weakness she walked on more
brickly, She had often read in books of that sudden change in
the aspect of the outer world which dirappointment brings, but she
had never quite believed in it before. She realised it now.
There was no light in anything. The faces of the people who
passed her looked dead and uninteresting. Every house looked ae
though & funeral procession might at any moment file out of its
door. The very pavement, drying in patches in the sunshine, felt
cold and unsympathetie under her feet. :

Bhe began to wonder what she had hetter do,—whether she
should write John Ralston a long letter, explaining everything, or
whether sbe should write him a short one, merely saying that the
news was unfavourable—funfavourable’ sounded better than
‘had’ or fdisappointing,’ she thought—and agking him to come
and see her in the afterncon. The latter course seemed preferable,
and had, moreover, the advantage of invelving fewer practical
difficulties, for her command over her mother tongue wasg by no
means very great when subjected to the test of black and white,
though in conversation it was quite equal to her requirements on
most oceasions,  She could even entirely avold the use of slang, by
making a determined effort, for her father detested it, and her
mother’s conversational weaknoesses were Bouthern and of a different
type. But on paper she was never sure of being quite right.
Punctuation was a department which she affected to despise, but
which she inwardly feared, and when alone she admitted that there
were words which she seemed to spell not as they were apelled in
bookg—* parallel,’ for instance, ¢ psychology’ and *responsibility.’
She avoided those words, which were not very necessary to her,
but with a disagreeable guspicion that there might be others.
Had ‘develop’ an ‘e’ at the end of it, or bad it not? She could
never remember, and the dictionary lived in her grandfatier’s den,
at some distance from her own room. The difficulties of writing a
long letter to John Ralston, whose mother had taught him his
English before it could be taught him all wrong at a fashionable
echool, rose before her eyes with absurd force, and she decided
forthwith to send for Ralston in the afternoon,

Having come to a preliminary conclusion, life seemed moment-
arily a little essier. She turned out of her way into Fourth
Avenue, tock a horse-car, got transferred to a Christopher Street
one, and in the course of time got out at the corner of Olinion
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Place. She wrote the shortest possible note to John Ralston,
went out again, bought 2 epeeial delivery stamp and took the
lstter up to the Thirteenth SBtreet Post-Office—inatead of dropping
it into an ordinary letter-box. She did everything, in short, to
make the message reach its destination as quickly as possible with-
out employing & messenger.

Charlotte Slayback appeared at luncheon. Bhe preferred fhat
meal when ehe invited herself, because her father was never present,
and a certain amount of peaceful conversation was possibie in his
absence. It was some time since she had been in New York, and
the glimpse of her old room on the previous afterncon irresistibly
attracted her again. Katharine hoped, however, that she would
not stay long, as Ralston was to come at three o'clock, this being
usually the safest hour for his visits. Mrs. Landerdale would then
be either at work or ont of the house, the philanthropist would be
dozing upstairs in a cloud of smoke before a table covered with re-
ports, and Alexander junior would be still down town. In eon-
gideration of the importance of getting Charlotte out of the way,
Katharine was more than usually cordial to her-—a mistake often
made by young people, who do not seem to understand the very
simple fact that the best way to make people go away i3 generally
to be as disagreeable as possible,

The consequence was that Charlotte enjoyed herself immensely,
and it required the sight of her father’s photograph, which stood
upon Mrs, Lauderdale’s writing-table in the library, to keep her
from proposing to spend two or three days in the house after her
hugband should have gone back to Washington. Buf the photo-
graph was there, and it was one taken by the platinum process,
which made the haundsome, Bteely face look more metallic than
ever. Charlotte gazed at it thoughtfully, and could almost hear
the mazims of virtue and economy with whiech those even lips had
preacked her ttown since she had been a child, and she decided
that shke would not stay. Her husband was not to her taste, but
he never preached,

Mrs. Lauderdale had for her eldest daughter that sentiment
which is generally described @s a mother's love, and which, ag
Frank Miner bad once rather coarsely put it, will stand more
knocking about than old boote, Charlotte was spoiled, capricious,
frivolous in the extreme, ungrateful beyond description, weak
where she should have been strong and strong where she should
have been tender. And Mrs, Lauderdale knew it all, and loved
her in spite of it all, though she disspproved of her almost at
every point, Charlotte bad one of those charscters of which
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people ave apt to say that they might have turped out splendidly,
if properly traied, than which no more foolish expression falls
from the lips of commonplace, virtuous humanity. Charlotte, like
many women who resemble her, had received an excellent fraining,
The proof was that, when she chose to behave herself, no ome
eonld seem to be more docile, more thoughtful and considerate of
othera or more charming in conversation. Bhe had only to wish
to appear well, as the phrase goes, and the minutest details
neecessary to success were absolutely under her control. What
people meant when they msaid that she might have turned out
splendidly—though they did not ai all understand the fact—was
that & woman possessing Charlotte Slayback’s natural gifts and
acquired accomplishments might have been a different person if
she had been born with a very different eharacter-—an statement
guite startling in ite great eimplicity. As it was, there was
nothing to he done. Charlotte had bheen admirably ¢trained’ in
every way—so well that she conld exhibit the finest qualities, on
occasion, without any perceptible effort, even when she felt the
nwtmost reluctance to do so. Bub the occasions were few, and
were determined by questions of personal advantage, and even
more often by mere caprice,

On that particular day, when ghe lunched quietly in her old
home, her conduct was little short of angelic, and Katharine
found it hard to realise that she waa the same woman who on the
previous afternoon had made such an exhibition of eontemptible
pettiness and unressoning diseontent. Katharine, had she known
her mister less well, wonld almost have been inclined to believe
that Benjamin Slayback of Nevada was a person with whom no
wife of ordinary sensibility would possibly live. But she knew
Charlotte very well indeed.

And as the hands of the clock went round towardz three,
Charlotte showed no intention of going away, to Katharine’s
infinite annoyance, for ehe knew that Ralston would be punctual,
and would probably come even a little before the time she had
named. It would not do to let him walk into the library, after
the _4te scene hetween him and her mother. The latter had said
nothing more about the matter, but only one day had intervened
gince Mrs, Lauderdale had so unexpectedly expressed her total
disapproval of Katharine'’s rtelations with John. It was not
probable that Mrs. Lauderdale, who was not & changeable woman,
would go back to her original position in the course of a few
hours, and there would ceriainly be trouble if John appeared with
no particular cxense,
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Katharine, a8 may be imagined, was by no means in 2 normal
mood, and if ehe made herself agreeable to her sister, it was not
st first without a certain effort, which did not decrease, in spite of
Charlotte’s own exceptionally good temper, becaunse as the latter
grew more and more amiable, ghe also seemed more and more
inclined to spend the whole afternoon where she was,

Hints about going out, about going upstairs to the room in
which Mre. Lauderdale painted, about possible visitors, had mo
effect whatever, Charlotte was enjoying herself and her mother was
delighted to keep her and listen to her conversation, Katharine
thought at last that she should be reduced to the necessity of
waiting in the entry until Ralston eame, in order to send him
away again before he eould get into the library by mistake, She
bated the plan, which certainly lacked dignity, and she watched
the hands of the clock, growing mervous and absent in what she
said, as she saw that the fatal hour was approaching,

At twenty minutes to three Charlotte was describing to her
mother the gown worn by the English ambassadress at the last
official dinner at the White House. At a quarter to three she
was giving an amusing account of the last filibustering affray in
the House, which ghe had witnessed—it having been arranged
beforehard to take place at a given point in the proceedings—
from the gallery reserved for members’ families, Five minutes
later she was telling anecdoter about a deputation from the South
Sea Ialands. Katharioe could hardly sit still as she watched the
inexorable hands. At five minutes to three Charlotte struck the
subject of painting, and Katharine felt that it was all owver
Suddenly Charlotte herself glanced at the clock and sprang up.

‘T had forgatten all about poor little Crowdie !’ she exclaimed.
‘He was coming at three to take me to the Lean Exhibition,’ she
added, looking about her for her hat and gloves,

“Here %’ asked Katharine, aghast,

¢ Oh, no—=at the hotel, of course. I musat run as fast as I can.
There are still cabs at the Brevoort House corner, aren’t theref
Thank you, my dear ?  Katharine had found ail her things
and was already tying on the little veil.  *I do hope he’ll wait.’

*Of course he will!” answered Katharine, with amazing
certainty. ¢ Yon're all right, dear—now run !? she added, pushing
her sister towards the door.

‘Do come to dinner, Charlie !’ eried Mrs. Landerdale, following
her. *It’s 8o nice to see something of you !’

¢ Oh, yes—she'll come—but you mustn’t keep her, mamma—
she's awfully late as it is !’
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From a condition of apparently hopeless apathy, Katharine was
suddenly roused to exert all her energies. It was two minutes fo
three as she closed the glass door behind her sister. Fortunately
Ralston had not come before his time,

*I suppose you're going to work now, mamma?’ Katharine
suggested, doing her best to speak calmly, as she turned to ber
mother, who was standing in the door of the library,

She had never before wished that Ralston were an unpunctual
man, nor that her mother, to whom she was devotedly attached,
were at the bottom of the sea.

f0Oh, yes! I suppose so,” answered Mra. Lauderdale. °How
delightfui Charlotte was to-day, wasn’t she?’

Her face was fresh and rested. She leaned against the door-
post as though deciding whether to go upstaire at once or to go
back into the library. 'With & movement natural to ber ghe raised
her graceful arms, folding her hands together behind her head, and
leaning back againet the woodwork, looking lazily at Katharine as
ghe did so. She felt that small difficulty, at the moment, of
going back to the daily occupation after spending an exceptionally
pleasant hour in some one’s company, which is familiar o all
hard workers. Katharine stood still, trying to hide her anxiety.
The clock must be just going to strike, she thought.

*What's the matter, child? You seem nervous and worried
about something’ She asked the question with a certain
curiosity.

*Do 11’ asked Katharine, trying to affect indifference.

Mrs. Lauderdale did not move. In the half light of the door-
way she was efill very beantiful, as she stood there trying to
make up her mind to go to her work, Katharine was in despair,
and turned over the cards that lay in a deep dish on the table,
reading the names mechanically.

*Yes,' econtinued her mother. ‘You look as though you were
expecting something—or somebody.’

The clock struck, and almost at the same instant Katharine
heard, Ralston’s quick, light tread on the stone steps outside the
bouse. She had a sudden inspiration.

¢There's a visitor coming, mother !’ she whispered quickly.
{Run away, and I'll tell Annie not to le him in.’

Mrs. Lauderdals, fortunately, did not care to receive any one,
but instead of going upstairs she merely nodded, just as the bell
rang, and retired into the library again, shutting the door behind
her. Katharine was left alone in the entry, and ghe could see the
dark, judistinct shape of John Ralston through the ground-glaes
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pane of the front door. She hesitated an instant, doubting
whether it would not be wisest to open the door herself, send him
away, and then, slippivg on her thingw, te follow him a moment
later into the street. But in the same instant she reflected that
her mother bad very possibly gone to the window to see who the
vigitor had been when he should descend the steps again. Most
women do that in houses where it is poseible. Then, too, her
mother would expect to hear Annie’s footsteps passing the library,
as the girl went to the front door.

There was the dining-room, and it could be reached from the
entry by passing through the pantry. Annie was devoted to
Katharine, and at & whispered word would lead Ralston silently
thither. The closed room between the dining-room and the
library would effectually cut off the sound of voices. But that,
too, struck Katharine as being heneath her—to confide in a servant!
She eould not do it, and was further juetified by the reflection
that even if she followed that course, her mother, who was
doubtless at the window, would not see Ralston go away, and
would naturally conclude that the visitor had remained in the
houge, whoever he might De.

Katharine stood irresolute, watching Ralston's shadow on the
pane, and listening to Annie’s rapidly approaching tread from thc
regions of the paniry at the end of the entry. A moment later
and the girl was by her side.

¢If it’s Mr. Ralston, don't shut the door again till I*'ve spoken
to him,’ ghe paid, in a low voice. My mother ien't receiving, if
it's a visitor.’

Bhe stood behind Annie as the latter opened the deor. Jobn
was there, as ghe had expected, and Annie stepped back.
Katharine raised her finger to her lips, warning him not to speak.
He looked surprised, but stood bareheaded on the threshold.

“You must go away at once, Jack,’ she whispered. My
mother is in the library, looking out of the window, and I ean’t
poseibly ses you alone. Wait for me near the door at the
Apsembly to-night. (o, dear—it’s impoasible now. *I'll tell
you afterwards.’

In her anxiety not to rouee her mother's suspicions, she shut
the door almost before he had nodded his asseut. She scarcely
saw the blank look that came into his face, and the utter dis-
appointment in his eyes,

Seeing that the door was shut, Anuie turned and went away.
Katharine hesitated a moment, passed her hand over her brow,
glanced mechanically once more at the cards in the china dish on
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the table and then went into the library. To her surprise her
mother was not there, but the folding-door which led to the dark
drawing-room was half rclled back, and it was clear that Mrs,
Lauderdale had gone through the diming-room, and had probably
reached her own apariment by the back staircase of the house.
Katharine was on the point of running into the street, and calling
Ralston back. She besitated a moment, and then going haatily
to the window threw up the sash and looked out, hoping that he
might be still within hearing. But looking eastward, towards
Fifth Avenue, he was not to be seen amongst the moving pedes-
trians, of whom there were many just then. BShe turned to see
whether he had taken the other direction, and saw him at unce,
hut already far down the street, walking fast, with his head
bent low and his hands in the pockets of him overcoat. He was
evidently going to take the elevated road up town,

«Oh, Jack—I'm so sorry |’ she exclaimed softly to herself, still
looking after him as he disappeared in the distance.

Then she drew down the window again, and went and gat in
her accustomed place in the small armehair opposite to her mother’s
sofa, She thought very uncharitably of Charlotte during the next
quarter of an hour, but she promised herself to get into a eorner
with Raleton that evening, ab the great ball, and to explain all the
circumstances to him as minutely as they have been explained here,
She was angry with her mother, too, for not having gone up the
front staircase, as she might just as well have done, but she was
very glad she had not condescended to the mancsuvre of intro-
ducing John into the diningroom by the back way, as she would
have probably just met Mrs. Lauderdale as the latter passed
through. On the whole, it seemed to Katharine that she had
done as wisely as the peculiarly difficult cireumsiances had allowed,
and that although there was much to regret, ske had done nothing
of which ehe needed to repent.

it seemed to her, too, as ehe began to recover from the imme-
diate annoyance of failure, that she had gained several houre more
thar she had expected, in which to think over what she should
#ay to Ralston when they met. And she at once set herself the
task of recalling everything that Robert Launderdale had said to
her, with the intention of repeating it as accurately ag possible,
eince she could not expect to say it any better than he had gaid it
himself. It was neceasary that Ralston should understand it, as
she had understood if, and should see that although Uncle Robert
waa quite ready to be generous he could not undertake to perform
miracles. Those bad been the old gentleman’s own words.
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Then she began to wonder whather, after all, it would rot be
better to accept what he offered—the small, settled income which
was 50 good to think of—and to get rid of all this secrecy, which
oppressed her much more since she had been told that it must
last, than when she had expected that it would involve at most
the delay of a week. The deep depression which she began to
feel at her heart, now that she was alone again, made the simple
means of escape from all her anxieties look very tempting to her,
and she dwelt on it. If she begged Ralston to forget his pride for
her sake, az she was willing to forget her own for his, and to let
her take the money, he would surely yield, Once together, opealy
married before the world, things would be 8o much easier. He
and she could talk all day, urhindered and unobserved, and plan
the future at their leisure, and it was not possible that with all
the joint intelligence they couid bring to bear upon the problem,
it should still remain unselved.

Meanwhile, Ralston had gore up town, very much more dis-
appointed than Katharine knew. Strange to say, their marriage
peomed far more important in his eyes than in hers, and he had
lived all day, since they had parted at ten o’cleck in the morning,
in mervous anticipation of eeeing her again before night. He had
gone home at once, and had spent the hours alone, for his mother had
gone out to luncheon. Until the messenger with Katharine’s
specially atamped letter rang at the door, he would pot have gone
out of the house for any consideration, and after he had read it lie
gat counting the minutes until he conld reasonably expect to use
up the remaining time in walking to Clinton Place. As it was,
he had reached the corner a quarter of an hour before the time,
and his extreme punctuality was to be accounted for by the fact
that he had set his watch with the Lauderdales’ library clock,—as
he always did nowadays,—and that he locked at it every thirty
seconds, as he walked up and down the street, timing himself so
-exactly that the hands were precisely at the hour of three when he
took hold of the bell,

There are few small disappointments in the world comparable
with that of 2 man who has been told by the woman he loves to
coms at a certain hour, who appears at bher door with military
punctuality and who is told to go away again inatantly, no adequate
excuse being given for the summary dismissal. Men all know
that, but few women realise it.

‘Considering the rather unusual situation,’ thought Ralston,
angrily, ‘she might have managed to get her mother out of the
way for half an hour. Besides, her mother wouldn’t have stoned
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me to death, if ske had let me come in—and, after last night, I
shouldn’t think she wonld care very much for the sort of privacy
oue bas in & ball-room,’

He had waited all day to ees her, and he had nothing to do
until the evening, when he had to go to a dinner-party before the
Assembly ball, He naturally thought of his club, as a quiet place
where he could be alone with his annoyances and disappointments
between three and four o’clock, and he took the elevated road as
the shortest way of getting there,



CHAPTER XVIII

RarsTon was in a thoroughly bad humour when he reached his
club. The absurdity of a marrizge, which was prastically no
marriage at all, had been thrust upon him on the very first day,
and he felt that he bad been led into a romantic piece of folly,
which could not possibly produce any good results, either at the
present time or afterwards, He was as properly and legally the
hushand of Katharine as the law and the church could make him,
and yet he could not even get an interview of a guarter of an hour
with his wife. He could not count, with certainty, upon seeing
her anywhere, except af such a public place as the ball they were
both going to that night, under the eyes of all New York society,
so far as it existed for them. The position was Iludicrous, or
would have been, had he not been the principal actor in the
comedy.

He was sure, too, that if Katharine bad got any favourable
answer from their Uncle Robert, she would have said at least a
word to this effect, even while she was in the act of thrusting him
from the door. Two words, all right,” would have been enongh.
But she had onrly sesmed anxious to get rid of him as quickly as
possible, and bhe felt that he was not to be blamed for being
angry. The details of the situation, as she had seen it, were quite
unknown to him, He was not aware that Charlotte Slayback
had been at juncheon, and had stayed until the last minute, nor
that Katharine had really done everything in her power to make
ber mother go upstairs. The details, indeed, taken separately,
were laughable in their insignificance, and it would hardly be
poesible for Katharine to explain them to him, so as to malke him
see their importance when taken all together. He wag ignorant
of them all, except of the fancied fact that Mrs. Lauderdale had
been st the window of the library. XKatharine had told him so,
and had believed it herself, as was natural. She bad not had
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time to explain why she believed it, and he would be more angry
than ever if she ever told him that she had been mistaken, and
that he might just as well have come and stayed as long as he
pleased. He knew that a considerable time must have elapsed
between the end of luncheon and his arrival at the door of the
house; he supposed that Katharine had been alone with her
mother and grandfather, ag usual, and he blamed her for not
exerting 2 little tact in getting her mother out of the way, when
ghe must have had nearly an hour in which to do so. He went
over and over all that he kmew of the facts, and reached always
the same conclusion—Katharine had not taken the trouble, and
had probably only remembered when it was too late that ha was
to come at three o’clock,

It must not be supposed that Ralston belonged to the class of
hasty and capricious men, who hate the object of their affections
as soon a8 they are in the least annoyed with anytking she has
done—or who, at all events, act as though they did. Ralston
wag merely in an excessively bad temper with himeself, with every-
thing he had done and with the world at large. Had he received
& note from Katharine at any time later in the afternoon, telling
him to come back, he would have gone instantly, with just as
much impatience as he had shown at three o'clock, when he had
reached Olinton Place a quarter of an hour before the appointed
time. He would probably not have alluded, nor even have
wished to allude, to his summary dismiesal at his first attempt.
But he would come. He satisfied himself of that, for he sent a
mersage from bis club to his home, directing the servant to send
on any note which might come for him; and, on repeating the
message an hour later, he was told that there was nothiug
to send.

B0 he eat in the general room at the club, downgtairs, and
turned over a newspaper half a dozen times without understanding
8 word of its contents, and smoked discontentedly, but without
ceasing, At last, by a mere accident, hie eye fell upen the
col"mn of situations offered and wanted, and, with a sour smile,
he began to read the advertisements, That sort of thing suited
his case, at all events, he thought. He was very soon struck hy
the balanee of numbers in favour of the unemployed, and by the
gevere manuer in which those who offered situations spoke of
thorough knowledge and of certifieates of service.

It did not take him long to convinge himself that he was fit
for nothing but a shoeblack or & messenger boy, and he fancied
that his age would be a drawback in either profession. He
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dropped the paper in disgust at last, and was suddenly aware that
Frank Miner wae seated at a small table opposite to him, but on
the other side of the room, Miner looked up at the same
moment, from a letter he was writing, his attention being
attracted by the rustling of the paper.

‘Hallo, Jack !’ he cried, cheerily. ‘I knew those were your
legs all the time.’

¢Why didn’t you speak, then{’ asked Ralston, rather coldly,
and looking up and down the columns of the paper he had
dropped upon his knee.

‘1 dor't kmow, Why should 1%’ Miner went on with his
letfer, having evidently interrupted himself in the inidst of a
sentence. :

Ralston wished something would happen, He felt suddenly
inclined to throw something at Miner, who generally amused him
when he talked, but was elearly very busy, and went on writing
as though his cheerful littls life depended on it. But it was not
probable that anything should happen just at that hour. There
were three or four other men in different parta of the big room,
writing or reading letters. There were doubtless a few othem
gomewhere in the house, playing cards or drinking a quiet after-
noon cockiail. Tt was a big club, having many rooms. But
Raleton did not feel inclined to play poker, and he wished not 2
drink, if he could help it, and Miner went on writing, so he
stayed where he was, and brooded over his annoyances. Suddenly
Miner’s pen ceased with a seratch and a dash, audibls all over the
roctn, and he began to fold his letter.

‘Come and have a drink, Jack!’ he called ont to Ralston, as
he took up an envelops. “T've earned it, if you haven't,

‘I don't want to drink,’ answered Ralston, gloomily, and, out
of pure contrariety, he took up his paper again.

Miner loolted long and steadily at him, closed his letter, put it
into his pocket and croesed the room.

‘I eay, Jack,” he eaid, in an absurdly solemb tone, ‘are you
ill, old man ¢’

‘IN? No. Why? DNever waa better in my life. Don’t be
an idiot, Frank.’ And he kept his paper at the level of his eyes.

‘There’s something wrong, anyhow,’ said Miner, thoughtfully.
¢ Never knew you to refuse to drink before. Tl be damned, you
know !’

‘I baven’t a doubt of it, my dear fellow. I always feld
you s¢.’

‘Por & gentle and unessuming manner, I think yon take the
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cake, Jack’ answered Miner, without a smile, *What on earth
in the matter with you? Let me sce—-you've eitber loet money,
or youre in love, or your liver's out of order, or all three, and if
that’s it, I pity you’

¢I tell you there's nothing the matter with me!® eried Ralston,
with some temper. ‘Why do you keep hothering me$ T merely
sald I didn’t want to drink, Can't o man not be thirsty?
Confound it all, I'm not obliged to drink if I don’t want to!’

“Oh, well, don’t get into a fiery green rage about it, Jack
I'm thirsty myeelf, and I didn’t want to drink alone. Ounly, don't
go west of Maine so long as this lasts. They’re prohibition there,
you know. Don't try it, Jack ; you'd come back on ice by the
next train,’

‘I'm going to stay here,’ answered Ralston, without a smile,
“Go ahead and get your driuk.’

“All right! If you won't, you won't, I know. But when
you're ecratching round and trying to get some sympathetic
person, like Abraham and Lazarus, to give you a glass of water,
think of what you've missed this afternoon !’

¢Dives,’ said Ralston, savagely, ‘is the only man ever
mentioned in the Bible as having asked for a glass of water,
and be’s—where he ought fo be’

¢That's an old, cold chestnut,’ retorted Miner, turning to go,
but not reslly in the least annoyed.

At that moment a servant crossed the room and stood before
Ralston. Miner waited to see what would happen, half belisving
that Ralston was not in earnest, but had surreptitionsly touched
the electric bell on the table at his elbow, with the intention of
ordering something.

*Mr. Lauderdale wishes to speak to you at the telephone, gir,
gaid the servant,

The man’s expression betrayed his rempect for the name, and
for a person who had a telephone in hig honse—an unusual thing
in New York. It was the sort of expression which the waiters at
rerhaurants put on when they present to the diner a dish of
terrapin or a canvas-back duck, or open a very particularly old
bottle of very particularly fine wine—quite different from the
stolid look they wear for beef and table-claret.

‘Which Mr. Launderdale}’ asked Ralston, with a sudden
frown. ‘Mr. Alexander Lauderdale junior $’

¢I don't know, sir. The gentleman’s at the telephone, sir’

This seemed to be added as a gentle hint not to keep any one
of the name of Lauderdale waiting too long.
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Ralaton roae quickly, and Miner watched him as he passed ount
with long strides and a rather anxious face, wondering what could
be the matter with his friend, and somehow connecting his refusal
to drink with the summons to the jnstrument, Then Miner
followed slowly in the same direction, with his hands in his
pockets and bie lips pursed as though he were about to whistle.
He knew the man well enough to be aware that bis refusal to
drink might proceed from hig having taken all he could stand for
the present, and Ralston’s ill temper inclined Miner o believe
that this might be the case. Ralston rarely betrayed himself at
all, until he suddenly beeame viciously unmanageable, a fact
which made bim always the funetion of a doubtful guantity, as
Miuner, who had once learned a little mathematics, was fond of
expressing it,

The little man was essentially sociable, and though he might
want the very small and mild drink he was fond of ever so much,
he preferred, if possible, to swallow it in company. Instead of
ringing, therefore, he strolled away in search of another friend.
As luck would have it, he almost ram against Walter Crowdie,
who was coming tewards him, bui looking after Ralston, as the
latter disappeared at the other end of the hall. Crowdie seemed
excessively irritated about something.

*Confound that fellow !’ he exclaimed, giving vent to his
feelings as be turned and saw Miner close upon him,

‘Who? Me?’ enquired the Little man, with & laugh. Every-
body’s purple with rage in this club to-day—I'm going home.’

‘You?! No—is that you, Frank? No—I mean that
everlasting Ralston.’

‘Oh! What's he done to you? What's the matter with
Ralaton ¢’

‘Drunk again, I suppose,” answered Crowdie. ‘*But I wish
he'd keep out of my way when he is—rune into me, treads on
both my feet—with his heels, I believe, though I don’t understand
how that's possible—pushes me out of the way and goes straight
on without o word. Confourd him, I say| You used to be able
to swear beautifully, Frank—can't you manage to say something §’

‘At any other time——oh, yes! But you'd better get Ralston
himself to do it for you. Fm no$ in.it with him to-day. He's
been giving me the life to come—hot—and Abraham and Isaac
and Lazarus and the tich man, and the glass of water, all in a
breath, Go and ask him for what you want,’

*Oh—then ke is drumk, is he?}’ asked Crowdie, with a
disagreeable sneer on his red lips.
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I suppose eo, answered Miner, quite carelessly. ‘At all
events, he refused to drink—that’s always a bad sign with him.’

‘Of course—that makes it a certainty. Gad, though! It
doesn’t make him light on his feet, if he happens to tread on
yours, It serves me right for coming to the club at this time of
day! Perdition on the fellow! T've got on new shoes, too!’

“What are you two squabbling about?’ enquired Hamilton
Bright, coming suddenly upon them out of the cloak-room.

‘Were not squabbling—we're cursing Ralston answered
Miner.

‘I wish you'd go and look after him, Ham,” said Crowdie to
his brother-jn-law, ‘He's just gone off there. He’s as drunk as
the dickens, and swearing against everybody and treading on their
toes in the most insolent way imaginable. Get him out of this,
can’t you! Take him home—you're his friend. If you dem’t
he’ll be smashing things before long.’

*Is he as bad as that, Frank 1’ asked Bright, gravely. *Where
is he 7’

‘At the telephone—I don’t know—he trod on Crowdie’s feet
and Crowdie's perfectly wild and exapgerates. But there’s
gomething wrong, I know. I think he’s not exactly screwed—
but he's screwed up—well, several pegs, by the way he acta,
They call drinks “pege” somewhere, don’t they? 1 wanted to
make a joke. I thought it might do Crowdie good——’

*Well, it's a very bad one,’ said Bright. ‘Hes at the
telephone, you say ¥’

“Yes. The man said Mr. Lauderdale wanted to speak to him
—he didn’t know which Mr. Lauderdale—but it's probably
Alexander the Safe, and if it is, there’s going to be a row over
the wires. When Jack’s shut up there alone in the dark in the
gound-proof box with the reeeiver under his nose and Alexander
at the other end—if the wires don’t melt—that'’s all] And
Alexander’s a metallic sort of man—I should think he'd draw the
lightaing right down to his toes.'

+ At that moment Ralston came ewinging down the hall at a
great pace, pale and evidently under some sort of powerful
excitement, He nodded carelessly to the three men as they stood
together and disappeared into the cloak-room, PBright followed
him, but Ralston, with bis hat on, his head down and struggling
into his overcoat, rushed out as Bright reached the dogr, and ran
into the latter, precisely as he bad run into Crowdie. Bright was
by far the heavier man, however, and Ralston stumbled at the
shock, Bright caught him by one arm and held him a moment.
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‘ANl right, Ham !’ he exclaimed. °‘Everybody gets into my
way to-day. Let go, man! I'm in a hurry!’

¢ Wait a bit,” said Bright. ‘Il come with you——

‘No-—you can’t. Let me go, Ham! What the deuce are you
holding me for$’

He shook Bright’s arm angrily, for between the message he had
received and the obstacles he seemed to meet at every step, he
wag, by this time, very much excited. Bright thought he read
certain well-known signs in his face, and believed that he had
been dricking bard and might get into trouble if he went out
alone, for Ralston was extremely quarrelsome at such times, and
was quite capable of hitting out on the slightest provocation, and
had been in trouble more than once for doing so, as Bright was
well aware.

‘I'm going with you, Juck, whether you like it or not,’ eaid
the latter, with mistaken firmness in his good intentions,

“Youre not, I can tell you!’ answered Ralston, in a lower
tone. ‘Just let me go—or there’ll be trouble here.’

He wag furicus at the delay, but Bright's powerful hand did
not relax its grasp on Lis arm.

¢Jack, old man,’ said Bright, in a coaxing tone, ‘just come
upstairg for a quarter of an hour, and get quiet——'

*QOh—that'’s it, is it You think Pm screwed. I’'m not. Let
me go—once—twice——'

Raleton's face was now white with anger. The unjust accusa-
tion waa the last drop. He was growing dangerous, but Bright,
in the pride of his superior strength, still beld him firmly.

*Take care !’ said Ralston, almost in & whigper. “I've counted
two.! He paused a full two seconds. ‘Three! There you go!’

The other men saw hiz foot glide forward like lightning over
the marble. pavement. Inetantly Bright was thrown heavily on
his back, and before he could even raise his head, Ralston was out
of the door and in the strect. Crowdie and Miner ran forward
to help the fallen man, ag they had not moved from where they
had stood, a dozen paces away, But Bright was on his feet
in an iostant, pale with anger and with the severs shock of
his fall. He turned his back on his companicns at once, pretending
to brush the dust from his coat by the bright light which fell
through the glass door. Frank Miner stood near him, very
quiet, his hands in his pockets, as usual, and a puzzled look in
his face,

*Took here, Bright,” he said gravely, watching Bright's back,
* This sort of thing can’t go on, you know.’

L



214 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE OHAP.

Bright said nothing, but continued to duvst himeelf, though
there was not the least mark on his clothes, )

‘Upon my word,’ obeerved Crowdie, walking slowly up and
down in hiz ungraceful way, ‘I think we'd better call a meeting
at once and have him requested to take his name off. If that
isn’ conduct unbecoming a gentleman, I don't know what is.’

*No,’ paid Miner. ‘That wouldo't do. It would stick to him
for life. All the same, Bright, this is a club—it isn’t & circus—
and this sort of horse-play is just & little too much, Why don’t
you turn round ¥ There’s no dust cn you—they keep the floor of
the arens swept on purpose when Ralston’s about. Butb it's got
to stop—it's got to stop right here.’

Bright's big shoulders squared themselves all at onee and he
faced about, apparently quite cool again.

‘I say,’ he began, ‘did anybody see that but you two?’ He
looked up and down the deserted hall,

‘No—wait a bit, though—halloa! Where are the hall
servanta | There ought to be two of them., They must have just
gone off 'There they are, on the other side of the ataircase.
Robert ! Anpd you-~whatever your nams is—come here !’

The two servants came forward at onee. They had retired to
show their discretion amd at the same time to observe what
happened, the moment they had seen Bright catch Ralston's arm.

‘Iook here,’ said Bright to them, °‘If you say anything ahout
what you saw just now, yowll have o go. Do you understand ?
As we shan't ppeak of it, we shall know that you have, if it's
talked about, That’s all right—yon ean go now, I just wanted
you to understand.’

The two servants bowed gravely. They respected Bright, and,
like all servants, they worshipped Ralston. There was little fear
of their indiscretion, Bright turned to Crowdie and Miner,

*If anybody has anything to say about this, I have,” he said.
“I'm the injured person if any one is. And of course I shall say
nothing, and I'll beg you to say nothing either. Of course, if he
evar falls foul of you, you're free to do as you pleass, aud of course
you might, if you chose, bring this thing before the committee.
But I know you won'’t speak of it—either of you. We've all been
screwed once or twice in our lives, I suppose. As for me, I'm his
friend, and he dida’t know what he was doing, He's a deuced
good fellow at heart, but he's infernally hasty when he's had too
much. That's all right, isn't it? I can trust you, can't I’

¢ Oh, yes, as far aa I'm concerned,’ said Crowdie, speaking first,
¢ If you like that sort of thing, I've nothing to say. You're quite
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big encugh to take care of yourself. I hope Hester won't hear it
She wouldn't like the idea of her brother being knoeked about
without defending himself. I don’t particulaxly like it myself.’

{That's noneense, Walter, and you know it is,’ answered Bright,
curtly, and he turmed to Miner with a look of enquiry,

¢ All right, Ham !’ said the little man. *I’'m not going to tell
tales, if you aren’t, All the same—1I don’t want to seem
squeamish, and cld-maidish, and a frump generally—bat I don’t
think I do remember just such a thing happening in any club I
ever belonged to. Oh, well! Don’t let’s stand here talking our-
selves black in the face. He's gone, this time, and he'li never find
his way back if he once gets round the corner. You'll hear to-
morrow that he's been polishing Tiffany’s best window with a
policeman, That’s about his pressure when he gets a regular jag
on. Aa for me, I've been trying to get somebody to have a drink
with me for just three quarters of an hour, and so far my invita-
tions lhave come back umopenad. [ suppose you won’t refuse a
pilot’s two fingers after the battle, Ham %’

‘What’s a pilot’s two fingers?' asked Bright, ‘I'll accepi
your kospitality to that modest extent, anyhow. Show us.’

¢ It's this,’ said Miner, holding up his hand with the forefinger
and little finger extended and the others turned in. *The little
finger is the bottom,” he explained, ‘and you don't count the
others till you get to the forefinger, and just a little above the top
of that you can see the whiskey. Understand? What will you
have, Crowdie?’

‘A drop of marasching, thanks,” said the painter.

‘Maraschino !’ Miner made a wry face at the thought of the
sugary atuff, °All right then, eome in |’

They all went back together into the room in which Ralston
and Miner kad been sitting before the trouble began. Crowdie
snd his brother-in-law were not on very good terme. The former
behaved well enough when they met, but Bright's dislike for him
waa not te be concealed—which was strange, considering that
Bright was a sensible and particnlarly sclf-possessed man, who
waas generally said to be of a gentls disposition, inclined to live
harmoniously with his surroundings. He soon went away, leaving
the artist and the man of letters to themselves, Miner did not
like Crowdie very much either, but he admired him as an artist
and had the faculty of making him talk,

if Ralston had really been drinking, he could not have been in
a more excited state than when he left the club, leaving his best
friend stretched on his back in the hall. He was half couscious
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of having done something which would be considered wholly
outrageous among his associates, and among gentlemen at large,
The fact that Bright was his distant cousin was hardly an exense
for tripping him up even in jest, and if the matter were to be
taken in earnest, Bright's superior strength would not excuse Ral-
ston for using his own far superior skill and quickness, in the mosat
brutal way, and on rather slender provocation. No one but he
himgelf, however, even knew that he had been making a great
effort to cure himself of a bad habit, and that although it was now
Thursday, ke had taken nothing stronger than a little weak wine
and water and an oceasional eup of coffee since Monday afterncon,
Bright could therefore have no idea of the extent to which his
accugation had wounded and exasperated the semsitive man—
rendered ten times more semsitive than wsual by his unwonted
abstention,

Ralston, however, did not enter into any such elaborate con-
gideration of the matter as he hurried along, too much excited just
then to stop and leok for a cab, He was etill whole-heartedly
angry with Bright, and was glad that he had thrown him, be the
consequences what they might. If Bright would apologiee for
having laid rough hands on him, Ralston would do as much--not
otherwise. If the thing were mentioned, he would leave the club
and frequent another to which he belonged. Nothing could be
simpler.

But ke had received o much more violent impresgion than he
fancied, and he forgot many things—forgetting even for 2 moment
where he was going. Passing an up-town hotel on his way, he
entered the bar by sheer force of habit—the habit of drinking
something whenever his nerves were not quite steady. He ordered
some whiskey, still thinking of Bright, and it was not until he
had swallowed half of it that be realised what he was doing.
With a half-suppressed cath he set down the liquor mufinished,
dropped his money on the metal table and went out, more angry
than ever.

‘Realising that he was not exactly in a condition to talk quietly
to any one, he turned into a side street, lit a atrong cigar and
walked more slowly for a few minutes, trying to collect his
thoughts, and at last succeeding to a certain extent, aided perhaps
by the tonic effect of the spoonful of alcoiol he had swallowed.

The whole thing had begun in a very simple way-—the gradual
increase of tension from the early morning until towards evening
had been produced by small incidents following upon the hasty
matriage ceremony, which, as has been said, had produced a far
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deeper impression upon him than upon Katharine herself. The
endless hours of waiting, the solitary luncheon, the waiting again,
Katharing’s summary dismissal of him, almost without a word of
explanation—then more waiting, and Miner's firesome questions,
aud the sudden call to the telephone, and atumbling against
Orowdie—and all the rest of it. Bmall things, all of them, after
the marriage itself, but able to produce at least a fit of extremely
bad temper by their cumulative action upon such a character,
Raleton was undoubtedly a dangerous man to exasperate at five
o'clock on that Thursday afternoon.

He had been summoned by Robert Lauderdale himself, and
this had contributed not a little to the haste which had brought
him into collision with Bright. The old gentleman bhad asked
him to come up to his house at once; John had said that ke
would come immediately, but on asking a further guestion he
found the communicaticn closed.

It immediately struck him that Katharine had not found Uncle
Robert at home in the morning, that she had very possibly gone
to him again in the afternoon, and that they were perhaps together
at that very moment, and had agreed to send for Ralsten in order
to talk matters over. It was natural enough, considering his
strong desire to see Katharine before the ball, and his anxiety to
kear Robert Lauderdale’s definite answer, upon which depended
everytking in the immediate present and future, that he should
not have cared to waste time in exchanging civilities in the hall of
the club with Bright, whom he saw almost every day, or with
Crowdie, whom he detested, The rest has been explained,

Nor was it at all unnatural that the three men should all have
been simultznecusly deceived into helieving that he had been
drinking more than was good for him. A man who is known te
drink habitually can hardly get eredit for being sober when he in
perfectly quiet—never, when he is in the least exeited. Ralston
had been more than excited. He had beer violent. He had
disgraced himeelf and the club by a piece of outrageous brutality.
If any one but Bright had suffered by it, there would have been a
meeting of the committee within twenty-four hours, and John
Ralstor’s name would have dizappeared from the list of members
forever, It was fortunate for him that Bright chanced to be his
best friend.

Ralston ecarcely realised how strongly the man was attached to
him. Embittered as he was by being constantly regarded as the
failure of the family, he could hardiy believe that any one but his
mother and Katharine cared what became of him. A young man
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who has wastad three or four years in fruitless, if not very terrible,
dissipation, whose nerves are & trifle affected by habits as yet by
no means incurable, and who hes had the word *failure’ daily
branded upon him by his discriminating relatives, easily belicves
that for bim life is over, and that he ean never redeem the time
lost—for he is constantly reminded of this by persone who should
know better. And if he is somewhat melancholic by nature, ha is
very ready fo think that the future holds but two possibilities,—
the love of woman o long as it may last, and an easy death of
some gort when there is no more love. That was approximately
John Ralston’s state of mind as he sscended the steps of Rohert
Launderdale’s housa on that Thursday afternoon,



CHAPTER XIX

RazsroN shook himeelf and stamped his feet softly npon the rug
az he took off his overcoat in the hall of Robert Launderdale'a
house, He was conscious thet he was nervous and tried to restore
the balance of forces by a pbysical effort, but he was not very
successful. The man went before bim and ushered him into the
game room in which Katharine had been received that morning.
The windows were already shut, and several shaded lamps shed a
soft light upon the bookeases, the great desl and the solid central
figure of the great man. Ralston had not passed the threshold
before he wesa conscions that Katharine was not present, as he
had hoped that she might be. His excitement gave place onee
more to the cold sensation of something infinitely disappointing,
as he took the old gentleman's hand and then sat down in a stiff,
high-backed chair opposite to him—to be ‘looked over,’ he eaid
to himaelf,

¢80 you're married,’ said Robert Lauderdale, abruptly opening
the conversation,

‘ Then you've seen Katharine,” answered the young man. ‘I
wasl't sure ydu had.’

* Hasn't she told you ?’

“No. I was to have seen ber this afternoon, but—she couldn’t
do more than tell me that she would talk it all over this evening,’

*Oh !’ ¢jaculated the old man. *That rather alters the case.

‘How?' enquired Ralston, whose bad temper made him
ingtinctively clicose to understand as little as possible of what was
eaid,

f Well, in this way, my dear boy. Katharine and I had a long
interview this morning, and as I supposed you mmnst have met
before now, I naturally thought she had explsuned thmga to you.’

¢ What thmgﬂ §' asked Ralaton, doggedly.

fOh, well! If T've got to go through the whole aflau' again——'
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The old man stopped abruptly and tapped the table with his big
fingers, looking across the room at one of the lampa.

I don’t think that will be necessary,’ said Ralaton, ‘If you'll
tell me why you sent for me that will be quite enongh.’

Robert Lauderdale looked at him in some surprise, for the tone
of his voice sounded uraccountably hostile,

¢I didn’t ask you to come for the sake of quarrelling with you,
Jack,’ he replied.

fNo. I didn’t suppose so.’

‘But you seem to be in a confoundedly bad temper all the
game,” observed the old gentleman, and his bushy eyebrows moved
oddly above his bright old eyea.

‘Am I1 I dido’t know it.” Ralston sat very quietly in his
chair, holding his hat on his knees, but looking steadily at Mr.
Lauderdale.

The latter suddenly sniffed the air discontentedly, and frowned.

‘It those abominable cocktails you're always drinking, Jack,’
he said,

‘I've not been drinking any,’ answered Ralston, momentarily
forgetting the forgetfulnesy whick had =o angered him ten minutes
earlier,

¢ Nonsense !’ cried the old man, angrily. ‘Do you think that
I'm in my dotage, Jack? It's whiskey. I can smellit!’

‘Qh |’ Ralston paused, ‘It’s true—on my way here, I began
to drink something and then put it down.’

‘Hm !’ Robert Lauderdale gnorted and looked at him. ‘It’s
none of my business how many cocktails you drink, I suppose—
and it’s natural that you should wish to celebrate the wedding
day. Might drink wine, though, like a gentleman,” he added
audibly. '

Apgain Ralston felt that gharp thrust of pain which a man feels
under a wholly unjust aceusation brought against bim when he
has been doing his best and has more than pariially succeeded.
The fiery temper—barely under control when he had entered the
house—Dhroke out again.

*1f you've sent for me to lecture me on my habits, I shall go,’
he eaid, moving as though about to rige.

‘I didn',’ answered the old gentleman, with flashing eyes.
‘T asked you to eome hers on s matter of business-—and you've
come smeiling of whiskey and flying into a passion at everything
I say—and I tell you—pah! I can smell it hersl’

He took a cigar from the fable and lit it hastily. Meanwhile
Ralston rose to big fect. He evidently had no intention of quarrel-
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ling with his nncle unnecesgarily, but the repeated insnlf stung him
past endurance. The old man looked up, with the eigar between
his teeth, and still holding the match at the end of it. With
the other hand he took a bit of paper from the table and held
it out towards Ralston,

* That’s what T sent for you about,” he said.

Ralston turned suddenly and faced him,

*What is it ¥’ he asked sharply.

*Take it, and see.’

¢If it's money, I won’t touch it,’ Ralston answered, beginning
to grow pale, for he saw that it was a cheque, and i} seemed just
then like a worse insult than the first,

‘1t's not for you. It's a matier of business. Take it!’

Ralston shifted his hat into his left hand and took the chegue
in his right, and glanced atit. It was drawn in favour of Kathatine
YLauderdale for one hundred thousand dollars. He laughed in the
old man's faece, being very angry.

‘Ii's a curiosity, at all events,’ he maid with contempt, laying
it on the table.

‘What do you mean?’ ecried his uncle, growing redder as
Ralston turned white,

*There iz no Katharine Landerdale, in the first place,” answered
the young man. ®The thing isn’t worth the paper it's written cn.
If it were worth money, I'd tear it up—if it were for a million.’

‘Obh—would you?’ Theold gentleman looked at Ralston with
a sort of flerce, contemptuous unbelief,

*Yes—I would, So would Katharine. I daresay ehe told
you so.’

Robert Lauderdale bit his cigar savagely, It was a little too
much to be browbeaten by & mere boy, when he had been used
to commanding all his life,. ‘Whether he understood Ralston, or
whether he completely lost his head, was never clear to either
of them, then, or afterwards. He took a fresh cheque and filled
it in carefully, His face was scarlet now, and his saudy eyebrows
were knitted angrily together. When he had done, he scrutinised
the order closely, and then laid it upon the end of the desk under
Ralston's eyes.

‘Pay to the order of John Ralston one million dollars, Robert
Launderdale.’

Ralston glanced at the writing witbout touching the paper,
and involuntarily his eyes were faseinated by it for a moment.
There was nothing wrong about the cheque this fime.

In the instant during which he looked at it, as it lay there,
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the temptation to take it was bardly perceptible to him. He
koew it was real, and yet it did not loock real In the progress
of his imcreasing anger there was 2 momentary pause, The
exceeding magnitude of the figure arrested hie attention and
diverted his thoughts. Hse had never seen a cheque for a million
of dollars Defors, and he could not help looking at it, for its own
paka,

‘That’s a curiosity, too,’ he said, almost unccmaciously. ‘I
never saw oue.’

A moment later be set down his hat, took the elip of paper
and tore it across, doubled it and tore it again, and mechanically
looked for the waste-paper basket. Robert Lauderdale watched
bim, not without an anxiety of whick he was asbamed, for he
had reolised the stupendous riek into which his anger had led
bim 28 soon a8 be had laid the ¢heque on the desk, but had been
too proud to fake it back, He would not have been Robert the
Rich if he had often been tempted to such folly, but the young
man’s manner had exasperated him beyond measurs.

*That was a million of dollars,’ he said, in an odd voice, as
the shreds fell into the basket.

‘I suppose sc,’ anewered Ralston, with a mneer, as he took his
hat again., ‘You could have drawn it for fifty millions, I daresay,
if you had chosen. It's lucky you do that sort of thing in the
family, :

‘You're either tipsy—or you're & better mar than I took you
for,’ said Robert Lauderdale, elowly regaining his composure,

“You've suggested already that I am probably drunk,’ answered
Ralston, brutally, ‘I'll leave you to consider the matter, Good
evening,’

He went towards the door. Old Lauderdale looked after him
s moment and then rose, heavily, as big old men ¢o.

“Jack! Come back! Don’t be a fool, my boy !’

‘T'm not,’ replied the young man, *The wisest thing I can
do is to go—and I'm going.’ He laid hold of the handle of the
door, ‘It's of no use for me to stay,’ ke said. ‘We shall come
to Ylows if this goes on.’

His uncle came towards him as he stood there, Hamilton
Bright waa more like him in size and figure than any of the cther
Lauderdales.

‘I don’t want you to go just yet, Jack,’ he said, more kindly
than he had spoken yet, and laying his hand on Ralston’s arm
very much as Bright had done in the clab.

- ‘Ralston shrank from his towch, not beecause he was in the least
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afraid of being viclent with an old man, but because the mere
thought of such a thing offended his sense of honour, and the
position in which the two were standing reminded him of what
had happened but a short time previously,

*Juet tell me one thing, my dear boy, began Robert Lauder-
dale, whose short fits of anger were always succeeded immediately
by a burst of sunchiny good humour, ‘I want to know what
induced you to go and marry Katharine in that way?’

Ralston drew back still further, trying to avoid his tounch.
It was utterly impossible for him to answer that he had very
reluctantly yielded to Katharine’s own entreaties. Nor was hia
anger by any means as transient as the old man’s.

‘I entirely refuse to discuss the matter,” he said, and paused,
‘Do you want a plain statement?’ he asked, a moment later.
‘Very well. It was understood that Katharine was to tell you
about the marriage, and she has done so. You're the bead of
the family, and you have a right to know. If I ever had any
intention of asking anything of you, it certainly wasn’t money.
And I’'ve asked nothing, Possibly, just now, you meant to be
generous, It struck me in rather a different light, I thought
it was pretty clear, in the first place, that you took me for the
sort of man who would be willing to live on his wife’s money, if
ghe had any. If you meant to give her the money, there wes
no reason for putting the cheque into my hands—nor for writing
a cheque at all. You could, and you naturally ehould, have
written a note to Beman to place the sum to her credit, That
was & mere comedy, to see what I would do—to try me, as I
suppose you sald to yourself. Thank you. I never offered mymelf
to be a subject for your experiments. As for the cheque for a
million—~that was pure farce You were so angry that you
didv’t know what you were doing, and then your fright—yes,
your fright—ealmed you again. DBut there’s no harm done.
You saw me throw it into the weste-paper basket. That's all,
I think As you seem to think I'm not sober, you may as
well let me take myself off But if P'm drunk—well, don’t
try any of those silly experiments on nien who aren’t. You'll
get caught, and a million is rather & high price to pay for
geeing & man’s expression of face change. Good night—let me
go, plesse

Doring this long tirade Robert Launderdale bad walked up and
down befors him with short, heavy steps, uttering occasional
ejaculations, but at the last words he took hold of Ralston's
arm again—rather roughly this time.
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‘You're an insolent yoang vagabond !’ he cried, breaking into
a fresh fit of anger. *You're insulting me in my own house.’

“You've been insuléiing me in your own house for the last
quarter of an hour,” retorted Ralston.

‘And you're throwing away the last chance you'll ever get
from me-——

‘It wasnt much of a chance—for a gentleman,” sneered the
young man, interrupting him,

“Confound it! Can’t you let me speak? I sa ! He
besitated, losing the thread of his intended epeech in his anger.

‘You don’t seem to have anything especial to say, except
in the way of abuse, and there’s no reason at all why I should
listen to that sort of thing, I’m not your sow, and I’'m not
your butler—I’'m thankful P'm net your dog!’

‘John 1’ roared the old mam, shaking him by the arm. ‘Be
gilent, sir! I won’t submit to such langmage 1’

“What right have you to tell me what I ghall pubwmit to, or
not submit to¥ Because yow're a sort of distant relation, I
suppose, and have got into the habit of lording it over the whole
tribe—who would lick the heels of your hoots for your money—
every one of them, except my mother and Katharine and me.
Don’t tell me what I'm to submi to——

‘I dido't say yon!’' shouted old Lauderdale. ‘I said that
I wouldn’t hear such language from you—you're drunk, John
Ralston—you're mad drunk.’

¢Then you'll have to listen to my ravings just as long as you
force me to stay under your roof’ amswered Ralston, almost
trembling with rage. ‘If you keep me here, I skall tell you
juet what I think of you !

‘By the Fternal-—this is too much--you young—rpuppy!
You graceless, ungrateful -’

¢TI ghould really like to know what I'm to be grateful to you
for,’ said Ralston, feeling that hiz hands were growing iey cold.
“You've never done anything for me or mine in your life—as
you know. You'd much betier let me go. You'll regret it if
yo «don’t.’

"And you dare to threaten me, too—I tell you—ITl make
you——' His words choked bim, and again be shook Ralston’s
arm violently,

‘You won’t make me forget that you'rs three times my age,
at all events,’ answered the young man, ‘But unless you're very
careful during the next ten minutes you'll have = fit of apoplexy..
You'd much better let me go away. This sort of thing isn’t good
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for a man of your age—and it’s not partioularly dignified either.
You'd realise it if youn eould ees yourself and hear yourself~oh !
take care, please ! That’s my hat.’

Robert Lauderdale’s fury had boiled over at last and expressed
itself in & very violent gesture, not intended for a blow, but very
like one, and utterly destructive to Ralston’s hat, which rolled
ghapeless upon the polished wooden floor, The young man
stooped as he spoke the last words, and picked i$ up,

‘Oh, I say, Jack! I didn’t mean to do that, my boy!’ maid
the old gentleman, with that absurdly foolish change of tope
which generally comes into the voice when ome in anger has
aceidentally broken something.

* No—I daresay not,’ answered Ralston, coldly.

Without so much a8 a glanee at old Lauderdale, he quickly
opened the door and left the room, as he would have doue some
minutes earlier if his uncle had not held him by the arm. The
library was downstairs, and he was out of the house hefore
Lauderdale had gufficiently recovered from his surprise to call
him back.

That, indeed, would have been quite useless, for Ralston
would not have turned his head. He had never been able to
nnderstand how & mao could be in a passion at one moment and
brimming with good nature at the next, for his own moods were
enduring, passionate and brooding,

It had all been very serious to him, much more go than to the
old gentleman, though the latter had been by far the more noisy
of the two in his anger. If he had been able to reflect, he might
have soon come to the comclusion that the violent scene had been
the result of a misunderstanding, in the first instance, and secondly,
of Robert Lauderdale’s lack of wisdom in trying to make him take
money for Katharine. In the course of time he wonld have
condoned the lntter offence and forgiven the former, but just now
both seemed very hard to bear,

After being exceptionally abstemious,-—and he alone knew at
what & cogt in the way of constant self-control,—he had been recused
twiee within an hour of being drunk, And as though that were
not enough, with all the other matters which had combined to
affect his temper on that day, Robert Lauderdale had first tried to
make him act dishonourably, as Ralston thought, or at least in an
unmanly way, and had then tried to make a fool of him with the
¢heque for a million. He almost wished that he ecould have kept
the latter twenty-four hours for the sake of frightening the old
man into his sensea. It would have been a fair act of retaliation,

qQ
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he thought, though he would not in reality have stooped to do
it.

It waa quite dark when he came out upon Fifty-ninth Street,
and the weather was foggy and threatening, though it was not
cold. He had forgotten his overcoat in his hurry to get away, and
did rot notice even now that he was without it. Half mechanie-
ally he had pushed his high hat into some sort of shape and put it
on, and had already forgotten that it wae not in its normal
condition. His face was very pale, and his eyes were bright,
Without thinking of the direction he was taking, he turned into
Fifth Avenue by force of habit. As he walked along, several men
who knew him passed him, walking up from their clubs to dress
for dinner, They most of them nodded, smiled rather oddly and
wont on, He noticed nothing strange in their hehaviour, being
very much absorbed in his own unpleasant reflections, but most of
them were under the impressiom, from the glimpse they had of
him under the vivid eleciric light, that he was very much the
worse for drink, and that he had lost his overcoat and had his
hat smashed in some encounter with a rough or roughs unknown.
One or two of his rows had remained famous. But he waa well
known, too, for his power of walking straight and of taking care of
himself, even when he was very far gone, and nobody who met
him ventured fo offer him any assistance, On the cther hand, no
one would have believed that he was perfectly sober, and that his
hat had heen destroyed by no less a person than the great Robert
Lauderdale himself.

He certainly deserved much more pity than he got that day.
But good and bad luck run in streaks, as the winds blow across
land-locked waters, and it is not easy to get across from ome to the
other. Ralston was drifting in a current of circumstances from
which ha eculd not escape, being what he was, 2 man with an
irritable temper, more inclined to resent the present than fo pre-
pare the future. Pregently he turned eastwards ount of Fifth
Avenue. He remembered afterwards that it must bave been
somewhere near Forty-second Street, for he had a definite impression
of having lately passed the great black wall of the old reservoir,
He did not know why he turned just there, and he was probably
impelled to do so by some slight hindrance at the crossing he had
reached. At all events, he was sure of having walked at least a
wile since he had left Robert Landerdale’s houge.

The cross street was very dark compared with the Avenue he
had left. He stopped to light a cigar, in the vague hope that it
might help him to think, for he knew very well that he must go



Ix EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 297

home before long and dress for a dinner party, and then go on to
the great Assembly ball at which he was o meet Katharine. It
struck him as be thought of the meeting that he would have much
more to tell her about their Uncle Robert than she could possibly
have to relate of her own experience. He lit his cigar very care-
fully. Anger had to some extent the effect of making him
deliberate and precise in his small actions. He held the lighted
taper to the end of his cigar several peconds, and then dropped it.
It had dazzled him, so that for the moment the street seemed to
be quite black in front of him, He walked on boldly, suspecting
nothing, and & moment later he fell {o his full length upon a heap
of building material piled upon the pavement,

It is worth remarking, for the sake of those who take an
interest in tracing the relations of cause and effect, that this was
the first, the last and the only real accident which happened to
Johnr Ralston on that day, and it waa not a very serious one, nor,
unfortunately, a very unfrequent one in the atreets of New York
But it happened to him, as small accidents so often do, at an hour
which gave it an especial importance.

He lay stunned a8 he had fallen for more than a minute, and
when he came to himself he discovered that he had struck his
head. The brim of his already much injured hat had saved him
from a wound ; but the blow had been a violent one, and though
he got upon his feet almost immediately and assured bimsel thas
he was not really injured, yet, when he had got beyond the
obatacle over which he had stumbled, he found it impossible to
recollect which way he ehould go in order to get home. The
slight concussion of the braie had temporarily disturbed the sense
of direction, & phenomenon not at all uncommon after receiving a
violent blow or the head, a8 many hard riders and hunting men
are well awere. Buf it was new to Ralston, and he began to think
that he was [osing his mind. He stopped under a gaslamp and
looked at his watch, by way of testing his sanity, It was half-
past six, and the watch was going. He immediately began a
mental calenlation to ascertain whether he had been unconscious
for any length of time. He remembered that it had been after
five o’clock when ke had been called to the telephone ab the elub,
His struggle with Bright had kept him some minutes lenger, he
had walked to Robert Lauderdale’s, and his interview had lasted
nearly half an hour, and cn reealling what he had done since then
he had that distinct impression of having lately seen the reservoir,
of which mention has alreedy been made.

He walked on like a man in a dream, and more than half
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believing that be was really dreaming. He was going eastwards,
88 he had been going when he had entered the street, but he found it
impossible to understand which way his face was turned. He came
to Madison Avenue, and knew it at once, recognising the houses,
but though he stood still several minutes at the corner, be could not
distinguish which was up town and which down town, He believed
that if be could have seen the atars he could have found his way, bunt
the familiar buildings, recognisable in all their features to his
practised eye even in the uncertain gaslight, conveyed to him no idea
of direction, and the sky was overcast, In despair, at last, he con-
tinued in the direction in which he had been going, If he was
croseing the avenue he must surely strike the water, whether he
wont forwards or backwards, and he was positive that he should
know the East River from the North River, even on the darkest
night, by the look of the piers, But to all intents and purposes,
though he knew where he was, he was loat, being deprived of the
sense of direction.

The confusion increased with the darkness of the next street
he traversed, and to his surprise the avenue beyond that did not
seem familiar. It was Park Avenus where it is tunmelled along
ita length for the horse-cars which go to the Central Station. It
was very dark, but in a moment he again recognised the houses.
By sheer instinet he turned to the right, trusting to luck and
giving up all hope of finding his way by any process of reasoning.
The darkness, the blow he had received when he had fallen and
all that had gone before, combined with the cold he felt, deadened
kis senses still more.

He noticed for the first time that his overcoat was gone, and
he wondered vaguely whether it had been stolen from him when
he had fallen, In that case be must have been unconscious longer
than he had imagined. He felt for his wateh, though he had
loaked at it a few moments previously. It was in his pocket as
well as his pocket-book and some small change. He felt comforted
at finding that he had money about him, and wished he might
come across a stray cab. Several passed him, but he could see by
the lamplight that there were pecple in them, dressed for dinner.
It was growing late, since they were already going to their
dinner-parties. He felt very cold, end suddenly the flakes of
snow began to fall thiek and fast in his face. The weather had
changed in half an hour, and & blizzard was coming. He shivered
and tmudged on, not knowing whither. He walked faster and
faster, as men generally do when they have lost their way, and he
turned in many directions, losing himeelf more completely at
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every new attempt, yet walking ever more rapidly, pursued by
the nervous consciousness that he sghould be dressing for dinner
and that there was no time to be lost, He did not feel dizzy nor
weak, but he was utterly confuged, and began to be unconseious
of the distance he was traversing and of the time aa it passed,

All at once he came upon a vast, dim square full of small trees.
At first he thought he was in Gramercy Park, but the size of the
place soon told him that he was mistaken, By this fime it was
enowing heavily and the pavements were already white, He
pulled up the collar of his frock coat and hid hie right hand in
the front of it, hetween the buttons, blowing into his left at the
game time, for both were freezing. He stared up at the first
corner gas-lamp he came to, and rend without difficulty the name
in black letters, He was in Tompkins Square,

He had been there once or twice in his life, and had been
struck by the great, quiet, open place, and he understood once
more where he was, and locked at his watch, It was nearly ten
o'clock. He rubbed his eyes, and then rubbed the snowflakes off
the glass, for they fell go fast that be conld not hold it to the
light a moment before ope of them fell into the open case. He
bad been wandering for nearly three hours, dinnerless, in the
snow, and he suddenly felt numb and hungry and thirsty all at
once. But at the same time, a8 though by magic, the senee of
locality and direction returned. He put his watch into his pocket
again, stamped the wet snow from his shoes and struck resclutely
weatward, He kunew how hopeless it was to expeet fo find a
carriage of any sort in that poor quarfer of the ecity. Oddly
enough, the first thing that struck kim was the absurdity of his
own conduct in not once asking his way, for be was certain that
he had met many hundreds of people during those hours of
wandering, He marched on through the snow, perfectly satisfied
at having recovered his senses, though he mow for the first time
felt a severe pain in his head.

Before long he reached & horse-car track and wsaited for the car
to come up, without the least hesitation as to its direction, He
got on without difficulty, though he noticed that the conductor
locked at him keenly and seemed inelined to help him. He paid
his five cents and sat down in the corner away from the door. It
was pleasantly warm by contrast with the weather he had besn
facing for hours, and the straw under hia fest seemed deliciously
eomfortable. He remembered heing surprised at finding himself
8o tired, and at the pain in his head. There was one other man
in the car, who stood near the door talking with the conductor
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He was a short man, very broad in the shoulders and thick about
the neck, but not at all fat, as Ralston noticed, being a judge of
athletes. This man wore an overcoat with a superb sable collar,
and a gorgeous gold chain wag atretched across the broad expanse
of his waistcoat. He was perfectly clean shaven, and looked as
though he might be a successful prize fighter. At this point in
his observation John Ralston fell asleep,

He had two more intervals of conaciousnese.

He had gone to eleep in the horsecar. He woke to find
himself fighting the man with the fur coat and the chain, out
under the falling snmow, with half & dozen horse-car drivers and
conductors making a ring, each with a lantern. He thought he
remembered seeing o red streak on the face of his adversary. A
moment later he saw a vivid flash of light, and ther he was
uneonscious again,

‘When he opened his eyes once more he looked into his mother’s
face, and he saw an expression there which he never forgot as long
a8 he lived.



CHAPTER XX

KATHARINE Jooked in vain for Ralston near the door of the ball-
room that night, as she entered with her mother, passed wvp to
curtsy to one of the ladies whose fure it was o receive and slowly
crossed the polished floor to the other side. He was nowbere to
be geen, and immediately she felt a little chill of apprehension, as
thongh something had warned her that he was in trouble. The
sensation was merely the result of her disappointment. Hitherto,
even to that very afternoon, he had always shown himself to be
the most serapulously exact and punctual man of her acquaintance,
and it was natural enough that the fact of kis not appearing at
guch an important juncture as the present should seem very
strange, Katharine, however, attributed what she felt to a
presentiment of evil, and afterwards remembered it as though it
had been something like a supernatural warning,

‘When she had assured herself that he was really not at the
ball, her first impulse was to ask every one she met if he had
been seen, and a8 that was impossible, she looked about for some
member of the family who might enlighten her and of whom she
might ask questions without exciting curicsity. It was not an
easy matter, howsver, to find just such a person as should fulfil
the requirements of the cage. Hamilton Bright or Frank Miner
would have answered her purpose, and it was just possible that
one or both of them might appear at a later hour, though neither
of them were men who danced. Crowdie would come, of course,
with hia wife, but she felt that she could not ask him guestions
about Ralston, and Hester would hardly be likely to know any-
thing of the latter’s movements,

I{ was quite out of the question for Katharine to eif in a
quiet corner under one of the galleries, and watch the door, as &
cat watches the hole from which she expects a mouse to appear.
She was too much surrounded by the tribe of high-collared, broad-
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tied, smooth-faced, empty-headed, and very young men who, in
an American ball.room, make it more or less their businees to
inflict their company upon the most beautiful young girl present
at any one time, Older men would often he only too glad to
talk with her, and she would prefer them to her bevy of hali
fledged admirers, but the older man naturally shrinks from intruding
himself amongst a circle of very young people, and systematically
keeps away. On the whole, too, the young girls enjoy themselves
exceedingly well and do not complain of their following.

At last, however, Katharine determined to speak to her motber,
She had seen the latter in close conversation with Crowdie. That
was natural enough, Crowdie thonght more of beauty than of any
other gift, and if Mrs. Landerdale had been a doll, which she
was not, he would always have spent half an hour with her if
he could, merely for the sake of studying her face. She was very
beautiful to-night, and there was no fear of a repetition of the
soens which had occurred by the fireplace in Clinton Place on
Monday night. It seerned as though she had recalled the dazsling
freshness of other days—not long past, it is true—by an act of
will, determined to be supreme to the very end. She kmew if,
too., She was comscious that the lights were exactly what they
should be, that the temperature was perfect, that her gown could
not fit her better and that she had arrived feeling fresh and rested.
Charlotte’s visit had done her good, also, for Charlotte had made
herself very charming on that afterncom, as will be remembered
by those who have had the patience to follow the minor events
of the long day. Even her husband had been more than usually
unbending and agreeable at dinmer, and it was probably her
appearance which had produced that effect on him. Like most
very strong and masculine men, whatever be their characters, he
was very really affected by woman’s beauty, For some time he
had silently regretted the change in his wife’s appearance, and
this evening he bad noticed the return of that brilliancy which
had attracted him long ago. He had even kissed ber before his
dancjter, when he had put on her cloak for her, which was a
very rare oceurrence, (rowdie had seen Mra, Landerdale as soon
a8 he had left Hester to her firat partner and had been at liberty
to wander after his own devices, and had immediately gone to
her. Katharine had observed this, for she had good eyes and few
things within her range of vision escaped her. Naturally enough,
too, she had glanced at her mother more than omce and had
seen that the latler was evidently much interested by soma
story which Orowdie was telling. Her own mind being entirely
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occupied with Ralston, it was not surprising that she should
imagine that they were talking of him.

She watched her opportunity, and when Crowdie af lgat left
her mother’s side, went to her immediately. They were a
wonderful pair as they stood together for a few moments, and
many pecple watched them. Mrs. Lauderdale, who was especially
conseious of the admiration she was receiving that night, felt
so vain of herself that she did not attempt to avoid the com-
parison, but drew herself up proudly to her great height in the
full view of every one, and as though remembering and repenting
of the bitter envy she had felt of Katharine's youth even as
lately as the previous day, she looked down calmly and lovingly
into the girl's face. Katharine was not in the least aware that
any one wag looking at them, nor did she imagine any comparison
possible between her mother and herself. Her faults of character
certainly did not lie in the direction of personal vanity. Many
people, too, thought that she was not locking her best, as the
phrase goes, on that evening, while others maid that she had
never looked ns well before, She was transparently pale, with
that fresh pallor which is not unbecoming in youth and health
when it is mataral, or the result of an emotion. The whiteness
of her face made her deep grey eyes seem larger and deeper thap
ever, and the broad, dark eyebrows gave a look of power to the
features, which was striking in one o young. Passion, anxiety,
the alternations of hope and fear, even the sense of unwonted
responstbility, may all enhance besuty when they are of short
duration, though in time they must destroy it, or modify its
nature, spiritualising or materialising it, according to the objects
and reasons from which they proceed. The beanty of Napoleon's
death mask is very different from that of Coethe’s, yet both,
perhaps, &b widely different ages, approached as nesrly to perfection
of featurs as humanity ever can.

¢Well, child, have you come back to me?’ asked Mrs. Lander-
dale, with a emile.

There was nothing affected in her mavner, for she had too
long been first, yet she knew that her smile was rot lost on others
—ahe could feel that the eyes of many were on her, and ehe had
a right to be as handsome as she could. Even Katharine was
struck by the wonderful return of youth,

“You're perfectly beautiful to-night, mothert’ she exclaimed,
in geruine admiration.

There was something in the whole-hearted, spontanecus ex-
presgion of approval from her own daughter which did more to
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assure the elder woman of her appearance than all Crowdig’s
complimenta eould have done, Katharine rarely said such things.

“You're ot at all ugly yourself to-night, my dear!’ langhed
Mra. Lauderdale. *Yow're a litile pale~but it’s very becoming,
What's the matter]! Are you out of breath? Have you been
dancing too long ¥’

‘I dido’t know that I was pale,’ answered Katharine. ¢No,
I'm not out of breath—nor anything. I just came over to you
because I saw you were alope for a moment. By the bye, mother,
have you seen Jack anywhere 1’

1t was not very well done, and it was quite clear that she had
crossed the big ball-room solely for the purpose of asking the
question. Mrs. Lauderdale hesitated an instant before giving
any answer, and ghe had a puzzled expression.

f No, she gaid, at last. ‘I've not seen him. T don't believe
he's here. In fact—' she was a truthful woman—*in faet,
I'm quite sure he’s not.  Did you expect him ¥*

‘Of course,’” answered Katharine, in a low voice. ¢He always
comes,’

Bhe knew her mother's face very well, and was at omee coa-
vinced that she had been right in supposing that Crowdie had
been speaking of Ralston. She saw the painter at some distance,
and fried to catch his glance aud bring him to her, but ke suddenly
turred away and went off in the opposite direction. She reflected
that Crowdie did not pass for a disereet or reficent person, and
that if there were anything especial to be told he had doubiless
confided it to his wife before coming to the ball. 8he locked
about for Hester, but could not ses her at firet, neither could she
discover Bright or Miner in the moving crowd. She stood quietly
by her mother for & time, glad to escape momentarily from her
usual retinue of beardless young dandies. Mrs. Lauderdale still
seemed to hesitate as to whether she should say any more. The
sfory COrowdie had told her was a very strange one, she thought,
and she herself doubted the accuracy of the details, And he
had, exacted a sort of promise of mecrecy from her, which, in her
experience, very gemerally mesnt that a part, or the whole of
what was told, might be untrue. Nevertheless, she had never
thought that the painter waas a spiteful person. She was puzsled,
therefore, but she very soon resolved that she should tell Katharine
nothing, which was, after all, the wisest plan,

Just then a fall, lean man made his way up o her and bowed
rather stifly, He was powerfully made, and moved like & person
more acoustomed to motion than to rest. He bhad a weather-
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beaten, kindly face, clean ahaven, thin and bony. His features
were decidedly ugly, though by no meang repulsive. His hair
was thick and iron grey, and he was abouf fifty years of age.
Mrs, Lauderdsle gave him her hand, and seemed glad to see him,

‘Mr. Griggas—my daughter, she eaid, introducing him to
Katharine, who had immediately recognised him, for she had
seen him af a distance on the previons evening at the Thirlwalls’
dance,

Paul Griggs bowed again in.his stiff, rather foreign way, and
EKatharine smiled and bent her head a little, She had always
wighed she might meet him, for she had read some of his books
and liked them, and he was reported to have led a very strange
life, and to have been everywhere. '

‘I saw you talking to Mrs, Crowdie,’ said Mrs. Lauderdale.
¢ She's charming, isn't shel’

‘Very, answered Mr, Grigps, in a deep, manly voles, but
without any special emphasis, *Very,’ he repeated vaguely.
¢ She was 8 mere girl-—not out yet—when I was last af home,’
he added, suddenly showing some interest.

* By the bye, where is she " asked Katharine, in the momentary
pause which followed. I was looking for her.’

*Over there,” replied Mr. Griges, nodding almost imperceptibly
in the direction he meant to indicate. As he was over six feet in
height, and could mee over the heads of most of the people,
Katharine had not gained any very accurate information.

“You can see her,” he continued in explanation. ¢ She’s sitting
up ameng the frumps ; she’s Jooking for her husband, and there’s
a man with yellow hair talking to her—it's her brother—over
there between the first and eecond windowa from the end where
the music is, Do you make her out?’

‘Yes. How can you tell thet she is looking for her husband
at this distance?’ Katharine laughed,

¢ By her eyes,’ answered Mr. Griggs. ‘8he’s in love with him,
you know-—and sghe’s anxious about him for some reason or other.
But I believe he's all right now. I used to know him very well
in Paria once upon & time. Clever follow, but ke had—oh, well,
it's nobody’s business. ‘What & beautiful ball it is, Mrs,
Lauderdale—'

“What did Mr. Orowdie have in Paris}’ asked Katharine,
with sudden intereat, and interrupting him,

*Oh—he was subject fo bad eolds in winter, answered Mr.
Griggs, coolly. ‘Lungs affected, I belisve—or something of that
gort. As I was saying, Mra Lauderdale, this is a vast improve.
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ment on the dances they used to have in New York when I was
young. That was long before your time, though I daresay your
husbaad can remember them,’

And he went on speaking, evidently making conversation of a
most unprofitable kind in the most cold-blooded and cynieal
manaer, by sheer force of habit, as people who have the menners
of the world without its interests often do, until romething strikes
them,

A young man, whose emall head seemed fo have just been
squeezed through the cylinder of enamelled linen on which it
rested ag on 8 pedestal, came up fo Katharine and asked her for
a dance. She went away on his arm, After s couple of furns,
she made him stop close to Hester Crowdie.

‘ Thanks,” she said, nodding to her partner. ‘I waan$ to speak
to my cousin, You don’t mind—do yout Il give you the rest
of the dance some other time,’

‘And without waiting for his apswer, she stepped vpon the
low platform which rar round the ball-room, and took the vacant
seat by Hester's side, Hamilton Bright, who had only been
exchanging & word with his sister when Grigges had caught sight
of him, was gone, and she was momentarily alone.

‘Hester,” began Katharine, ‘where iz Jack Ralstonf I'm
perfectly sure your hueband knows, and has told you, and I know
that he has told my mother, from the way she spoke——’

‘How did yon guess that?’ asked Mrs. Crowdie, starting a
little at the first words. ¢ But I'm sorry if he has spoken to your
mother about it——' She stopped suddenly, feeling that she
had wade a mistake.

She was very nervous bherself that evening, and as Grigge had
said, ehe was anxzious about her husband, There was mo real
foundation for ber anxiety, but since her recent experience, she
was very easily frightened. Crowdie had epoken excitedly to her
about Ralston's conduct at the club that aftermoon, and she had
fancied that there was something unusual in bis look.

£ Oh, Hester, what iz it 7' asked Katharine, bending nearer to
ker and laying & hand on bers.

‘Don’t look so awfully frightened, dear!’ Hester smiled, but
not very naturally. It's nothing very serious. Im fact, I believe
it'’s only that Walter saw him st the club late this afterncon and
got the idea that he wasn't—guite well.’

‘Not weltt Isheill? Whereis he? At home}’ XKatharine
asked the questions all in & breath, with no puspicion that Hester
had softened the truth almost altogether into something elss.
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‘1 suppose he’s at home, since he’s not here,’ answered Mre,
Crowdie, wishing that she had eaid so at first and had said
nothing more.

¢Oh, Heater! What is it3 I know it’s something dreadful I
cried Katharine. ‘I shall go and ask Mr. Crowdie if you won'’t
tell me.’

‘Don’t!’ exclaimed Mrs. Crowdie, so quickly and so loudly
that the people near her turned to see what was the matter,

‘You've told me, now—he must be very ill, or you wouldn't
gpeak like that !’ Katharine’s lips began to turn white, and she
half rose from her seat.

Mrs, Crowdie drew her back again very gently.

‘No, dear—no, 1 assure—I give you my word it’s not that,
dear—oh, I'm eo sorry I esid auything !’ Katharine yielded, and
resumed her seat.

‘Hester, what is it?’ she asked very gravely for the third
time. “Youre my best friecnd—the only friend I have besides
him, If it's anything bad, I’d mueh rather hear it from you.
But I can’t stand this suspense. I shall ask everybody until
somebody tells me the trath.’

Mrs. Crowdie seemed to reflect for a moment before answering,
but even while she was thinking of what she shounld szy, her
passionate eyes sought for her husband’s pale face in the erowd—
the pale face and the red lips that so many women thought re-
pulsive,

¢ Dear,’ she said at last, fit's foolish to make such a fues and to
frighten you, That sort of thing has happened to almost all men
at one time or another-—really, you know! You musto’t blame
Jack too much 4

‘For what? For what$ Speak, Hester! Don'’t try to——'

‘ Katharing darling, Waller saya that Jack was—well—you
know-——just a little far gone—and they had some trouble with
Lim at the club. I don’t know—it seems that my brother iried
to hold him for spme reason or other—it's not quite clear—and
Jack threw Ham down, there in the hall of the club, Lefore a lot
of people—XKatharine dearest, I'm so sorry I spoke !’

Katbarine was leaning back against the cushion, her hands
folded together, and her face et like & mask; but she gaid
nothing, and scarcely seemed to be listening, though she heard
every word.

‘Of couree, dear,’ continued Mrs. Crowdie, ‘I know how you
love him-—but you mustu’t think any the worse of him for this.
Ham just told me it wesn't—well—it waan't as bad as Walter
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made out, and he was very angry with Walter for felling me —aa
though he would keep anything from me!’

She stopped again, being much more inclined to talk of
Crowdic than of Ralston, and to defend his indiscretion,
Katharine did not move nor change her position, and her eyes
looked straight before her, though it was clear that they saw
nothing.

‘I'm glad it was you who told me,’ she eaid in & low, mono-
tonous tone.

‘B0 am I, answered her friend, sympathetically,. ¢And I'm
gure it's not half as bad as they: ?

‘They all know it} continzed Katharine, not heeding her.
‘I can ses it in their eyes when they look at me.’

¢ Nonsense, Katharine—nobody but Walter and Ham-——

*Your husband teld my mother, too, She spoke very oddly.
He's been telling every one, 'Why does he want to make trouble
Doex he hate Jack 803’

‘Hate him? No, indeed! I think he’s rather fond of
him——

*It’s & very t{reacherons sort of fondness, then,’ amswered
Katharine, with a bitter little laugh, and changing ker position
at last, go that she looked into her friend’s face,

*Katharine |’ exclaimed Hester, ¢ How can you talk like that
—telling me that Walter is treacherous——

‘{Oh—you mustn’t mind what I say—D'm a little upset—1I
didn’t mean to hurt you, dear.’

Katharine rose, and without another word she left ber friend
and began to go up the side of the room alone, looking for some
one a8 she went. In a moment one of her numerouns young
adorers was by her side. He had seen her talking to Mrs.
Crowdie, and had watched his opportunity,

‘No,’ said Katharine, absently, and without looking at him.
‘] don't want to dance, thanks. I want to find my Cousin,
Hamilton Bright. Have you seen him ¥’

$Ob—sh-—yes !’ answered the young mam, with an imitation
of the advarced English manner of twenty years ago, which
seems to have become the ideal of our gilded youth of to-day.
‘He's in the corner under the balecony-—he’s heen-—er—rather
leathering into Orowdie—you know—er—for talking about Jack
Ralston’s last, all over the place—I daresay you've beard of it,
Miss Lauderdale—being—er—a cousin of your own, too, No
end game, that Ralston chap !’

Katharipe lost her temper suddenly. She stopped and locked
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the young dandy in the eyes. He never forgot the look of hers,
nor the paleness of her lips as she spoke.

‘You're rather young to speak like that of older men, Mr, Van
De Water,’ she said.

She coolly turned her back on the annibilated youth and
wallked away from him alone, almost as surprised at what she had
done as he was. He, poor boy, got very red in the face, stood
gtill, helped himself into countenance by sticking a single glass in
his eye and then went in search of his dearest friend, the man
who had just discovered that extraordinary tailor in New Burling-
ton Street, you know.

Katharine had been half stunned by what Hester Crowdie had
told her, which she felt instinctively was not more than a moiety
of the truth. She bad barely recovered her self-possession when
she wea et by what rang like an insult in her ears. It was no
wonder that her blood boiled. 'Without looking to the right or to
the left, she went forward till she was under the great baleony, and
there, by one of the pillars, she came upon Bright and Crowdie
talking together in low, excited tones.

Bright’s big shoulders slowly heaved as in his anger he took
about twice as much bresth as he needed into hiz Iungs at every
gentence. His fresh, pink face was red, and his bright blue eyes
flashed visibly. What the young dandy had said was evidently
true. He was atill ‘leathering into’ Orowdie with all his might,
which waa considerable.

Crowdie, perfectly cool and collected, leaned against the wooden
pillar with a disagreeable sneer on his red mouth. One hand was
in his pocket; the other hung by his side, and his fingers quietly
tapped a little measure upon the fluted column. Almost every
one has that trick of tapping upon something in moments of
anxiety or uneertainty, but the way in which it is done is very
characteristic of the individual. Crowdie’s pointed white fingers
did it delicately, drawing back lightly from contact with the wood,
as & woman’s might, or as though he were playing upon a fine
instrument,

‘It’s juat like you, Walter,’ Bright was saying, ‘to go about
telling the thing to all the women. Didn't I tell you this after-
noon that I was the principal peraon concerned, that it was my
busizess and not yours and that if I wished it kept quiet, nobody
need fell? And you said yourself that you hoped Hester mlght
not hear if, and then the very first thing I find is that you've
told her and Cousin Emma and probably Katharine herself—'

“No, I've not told Katharine’ gaid Crowdie, calmly, ‘I
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shan’t, becavse she loves him, The Lord knows why! Drunken
beast | I shell leave the club myself, since he’s not to be turned
out~—-’

Crowdie stopped suddenly, for he was more timid than most
men, and his face plainly expressed fear at that moment—but not
of Hamilton Bright. Katharine Lauderdale was looking at him
over Bright’s shoulder and had plainly heard what he had said.
A man’s fear of woman under certain circumstances exceeds his
utmost possible fear of man, The painfer knew at once that he
had aceidentally done Katharine something like a mortal injury.
He felt as a man must feel who has accidentally shot some one
while playing with a loaded piatol.

As for Katharine, this was the third blow she had recewed
within five minutes. The fact that she was in a measure pre-
pared for it had not diminished its force. It had the effect,
however, of quenching her rising anger instead of further inflaming
it, a8 young Van De Water's foolish remarks had donme. She
began to feel that she had a real celamity to face—something
against which mere anger would have no effect. She heard every
word Crowdie said, and each etruck her with cruel precision in
the same aching spot. But she drew hersslf up proudly as she
came between the two men, There was something almost queenly
in the quiet dignity with which she affected to ignore what she
had heard, even frying to give her white lips the shadow of a
civil gmile as she spoke,

‘Mr, Crowdie, I wish to speak to Hamilton a moment-—youn
don’t mind, do you?{’

Crowdie looked at her with undisguised amazement and
admiration. He uttered some polite but half inaudible words and
moved away, glad, perhaps, to get out of the sphere of Bright's
invective. Bright understood very well that Katharine had heard,
and admired her calmness almost aa much as Crowdie did, though
he did not know as much as the latter concerning Katharine's
relations with Ralston, Hester Crowdie, who told her husband
ovorything, had told him most of what Eatharine had eonfided
to her, not considering it a betrayal of confidence, because she
trusted him implicitly,. No day of disenchantment bad yet come
for her.’ ’

‘Won't you come and sit down 1’ asked Bright, rather anxiously.
* There's a corner there.’

+ Yee,” said Katharine, moving in the direction of the vacant seats,

‘I'm afraid you heard what that brute said,’ Bright remarked
before they bad reached the place. *If I'd seen you eoming——’
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‘It woulde't have made any difference,” Katharine anawered.
Then they sat down side by side. It's much too serious & matter
to be angry about,’ she continued, settling herself and looking at
hig face, and feeling that it was a relief to see a pair of honest
blue eyes et last. *That’s why I come to you. It happened to
you, it seems. Everybody is talking about it, and I have some
right to know * she hesitated and then continued. *He’s
& near relation and all that, of course, and whatever he does
makes a difference to us all—my mother has heard, too—I'm
gure Mr, Crowdie told her. Didn’t he?’

‘1 believe so,” answered Bright. *He's just like a—oh, well!
T'll pwear at him when I'm slone.’

‘Pm glad you're angry with him,’ smd Katharine, and her
eyes flashed a little. It's wo mean! But that’s not the question,
I want to know from your own lips what happened—and why
be’s not here. I have a right to know becanse—becanse we were
going to dance the cotillon together—and besides——'

She hesitated again, and stopped altogether this time,

i It’s very natural, 'm sure,’ said Bright, who was not of the
type of men who seek confidences, ¢ Crowdie has made it all ous
much worse than it was. He's a—I mean—1I wish I'd met him
when I waa driving cattle in the Nacimiento Valley 1’

Katharine had never seen Bright so angry before, and the
sight was very soothing and comforting to her. She fully con-
curred in Bright's last-expressed wich,

*You're Jack’s best friend, aren’t you?’ she asked.

*Gh, well—a friend-—he always says he haan't any. But I
daresay I'd do as much for him as most of them, though, if I had
to. I always liked the fellow for his dash, and we generally get
on very well together. He's just & trifle lively sometimes, and he
tliloeain’t. gowell on the curb when he’s had—when he's too

vely——’

*Why don’t you say when he drinks }’ asked Katharine, biting
on the words, as it were, though she forced herself to say them. -

‘Well, he doesn't drink exactly,’ said Bright, ‘He’s got an
awfully strong head and a cast-iron constitution, but he’s a queer
chap. He gets melancholy, and thinks he's a failure and tries
to cheer himself with cocktaile. And then, you eee, having anch
a nerve, he dossn't know exaetly how many he takes ; and there’s
& limit, of course—and the lasi one does the trick. Then he
won't take anything to speak of for days together. He got a
little too much on board Iast Monday —but that was excusable,
snd I hadn't seen him that way for a long time, I daresay you

B
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heard of it} He saved a boy's life between 2 lot of carts and
horse-cars, and got a bad fall ; and then, guite naturally—just as
I should have done myself—he swallowed a big dose of something,
and it weat to his head. But bhe went straight home in a eab,
so I suppose it was all right. It was a pretty brave thing he did
—talk of baseball! It was one of the smartest bits of fielding
I ever saw—the way he canght up the little chap, and the dog
and the perambulator—forgot nothing, though it was a close
shave, Oh—he's brave enough! It's a pity he ecan’t find any-
thing to de.’

‘Monday,’ repeated Katharive, thoughtfully, ¢ Yes—I heard
about it. Go on, pleass, Ham —about to-day. I want to hear
everything there is,’

*Oh—Crowdie talks like a fool about it. T suppose Jack was
a little depressed, or something, and had been trying fo screw
himself up a bit, Anyway, he looked rather wild, and I tried to
persuade him to stay a little while hefore going out of the club—
it was in the hall, you know. I behaved like an ass mymelf—
you know I'm awfully cbatinate. He really did look s little wild,
though! T held his arm—just like that, you know-—’ he Iaid
his broad hand upon Eatharine's glove—‘and then, somehow, we
got fooling together—there in the hall—and he tripped me up on
my back, and ran out. It wag all over in & minute; and I was
rather angry at the time, because Crowdie and little Frank Miner
were there, and a couple of servants. But I give you my word,
I dido’t say anything beyond making them ail four swear that
they wouldn’t tell—’

 And this is the result !’ said Katharine, with a sigh. “What
was that he said about being turned out of the club ¥y’

‘Crowdie ¥ Oh—some nonsense or other! He felt hia Iady-
ghip offended because there had been a bit of & wrestling mateh in
“the hall of his club, that's all, and said he meant to leave it—'

¢ No—but about Jack being turned out——'

‘It's all nonsense of Crowdie’s,. Men are turned out of 2 club
fo.- cheating at cards, and that sort of thing. Besides, Jack’s
popular with most of the men. I don’t believe you could get
& committee to eit on his offences—not if he locked the oldest
member up in the ice-chest, and threw the billiard-table out of the
window. He says he has no friends—but it's all bosh, you know
—overybody lilkes him, except that doughy brother-in-law of
mine |’

Katharine was momentarily comforted by PBright's account of
the matter, delivered in his familiar, uncompromising fashion,
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But she was very far from regaining her composure. She saw thag
Bright was purposely making light of the matter; and in the
course of the silence, which lasted severa] minutes after he had
finished apeaking, it all looked woree than it had looked hefore she
had known the exact truth.

She felt, too, an instinct of repulsion from Ralsion, which ghe
had never known, nor dreamed possible. Could he not have con-
trolled himself a few hours longer? It was their wedding day.
Twelve hours had not passed from the time when they had Jeft the
chureh together until he had been drunk-—positively drunk, to the
point of krocking down his bLest friend in such a place an a club,
Bhe could not deny the facts. Even Hamilfon Bright, kind—more
than kind, devoted—did uot attempt to conceal the fact that
Ralston had been what he called ‘lively.’ And if Bright could
not try to make him out to Lave been sober, who could |

And they bad been married that morning! If he had been
sober—the word cut her like s whip—if he had been sober, they
would at that very moment have been gitting together—planning
their future—perhaps in that very corner.

She did not know all yet, either. The clock was siriking
twelve, It was about at that fime that John Ralston was brought
into his mother’s house by a couple of policemen, who had fouud
his cardease in his pocket, and had the sense—with the hope of a
hardsome fee-—fo bring him home, insensible, stunned almost to
death with the blow he had received.

They had waked him roughly, the conducior and the other
man; who was really a prize fighter, at the end of the run, in front
of the horse-car stables, and John had struck out before he was
awake, a8 some excitable men do. The fight had followed as a
matter of course, out in the snow, The professional bad noi
meant to hurt him, but had lost his temper when Johu had
reached him and cut his lip, and a right-handed ecounter had
gettled the matter—a heavy right-hander just under John’s left
4r. .
The policemen said they had picked him up out of a drunken
brawl. According to them, everybody was drunk—Ralston, the
prize fighter,—who had paid five dollars o be left in peace after
the adventure,—the counductor, the driver and every living thing
‘on the scene of aetion, including the wretched horses of the
car.
There was a ehort account of the affair in the morning papers,
but only cne or two of them mentioned Ralston’s name.

Katharine bad yet much to learn about the doings on her
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wedding day, when she suddenly announced her intention of
going home before the ball was half over, Hester Crowdie took
her, in her own earriage ; and Mrs. Lauderdale and Crowdie stayed
till the end,

Now against all this chain of evidence, inciuding that of
several men who had met John in Fifth Avenus about six o’elock,
with no overcoat and his hat badly smashed, against evidence that
wounld have hanged a man ten times over in a murder case, gtood
the plain fact, which nobody but Raleton knew, and which no one
would ever believe-—the plain fact that he had drunk nothing
at all.



CHAPTER XXI

In the grey dawn of Friday morning Katharine woke from broken
sleep to face the reality of what she had done twenty-four houra
earlier. It bad snowed very heavily during the night, and her
firat conecious perception was of that stravge, cold glare which the
snow reflects, and which makes evenr a bedroom feel like a chilly
outer hall into which the daylight penetrates through thick panes
of ground glass.

8he had slept very little, and against her will, losing conscious-
ness from time to time out of sheer exhaustion, and roused again by
the cruel reuniting of the train of thought. Those who have
received a wonnd by which a principal nerve has been divided,
know how intepse is the suffering when the severed cords begin to
grow together, with agonising slowness, day by day and week by
week, convulsing the whole frame of the man in their meeting. .
Katharine felt gomething like that each time that the merciful
cwrtaina of eleep were suddenly torn asunder hetween herself and
the truth of the present,

The pain was comhined of many elements, {oo, and each hurt
her in its owh way, There was the shame of the thing, first, the
burning, seartet shame—the thought of it had a eolour for her.
John Ralston waa disgraced in the eyes of all the world. Even
the smooth-faced dandy, fresh from college, young Van De Water,
might sneer at him and welcome, and feel superior to him, for
never having gone so far in folly. Now if such men as Van De
Water knew the story, it was but s question of hours, and all
society-must know it, too. Society would set down John Ralston
88 & hopeless cage. Katharine wondered, with a sickening chill,
whether the virtuous—like her father—would turn their backs on
Ralston aund refuse to know him. She did not know. But
Ralston was her husband.

The thought alinost drove her mad, There was that condition
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of the inevitable in her position which gives fate its hold over men’s
minds. She could not escape. She could not go hack to the
point where she had been yesterday morning, and begin her life

in. .Asshe had begun if, so it must go on to the very end,
‘until death them should part’—the life of a spotless girt married
to & man who was the very incarnation of a disgusting vice, In
those first moments it would kave been a human satisfaction to
have been free to blame some one besides hewself for what she had
dome.

But even now, when every bitter thought seemed to rise up
against John Ralston, she could not say that the fault had been
his if she had bound hergelf to him, To the very last he bad
resisted. This wes Friday morning, and on the Wednesday night
at the Thirlwalls’ he had told her that he could not be sure of
himself. By and by, perhaps, that brave act of his might begin
to tell in his favour with her, but not yet. The faces, the expres-
glons, the words, of those from whom she had learned the story
of his doings were before her eyes and preseat in her hearing now,
as she lay wide awake in the early morning, staring with hot eyes
at the cold grey ceiling of her room,

It was only yesterday that her sister Charlotte had sat there,
lamenting her imaginary woes. How Katharine had despised her |
Had she not deliberately chosen, of her own free will, and was
ghe not bound to stand by her choice, out of mere self-respect?
And Kathavine had felt then that, come what might, for good
or ill, better or worse, honour or dishonour, she was glad that
she had married John Ralston and that she would face all
imaginable deaths to help him, even a little. But now—now,
it was different. He had failed her at the very outset, Ii was
not that others had turned upon him, despising him wholly for
a partial fault, The public disgrace made it all worse than it
might have been, but it was only secondary, after all, The
keeneat pain wsg from the thrust that had entered Katharine’s
own heart. It had been with him as though she had not existed.
He had not been strong emough, for her sake, on their wedding
day—the day of days to her—-to keep himself sober from three
o'clock in the afternoon until ten o'clock at night, Oaly seven
houra, Katharine repeated to herself in the cold snow-glare of
the early morning-—aeven little hours; her lips were hot and
dry with anger, and her hands were cold, as she thought of it.
It was not only the weakmess of him, contemptible as that was—
if it had at least been weakness for something lese brutal, less
beastly, less degrading. Katharine chose the atrongest words
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she could think of, and smote him with them in her heart. Was
he not her husband, and had she not the right to hate and despise
what be bad done? It was bad enough, as she said it, and as it
appeared to most people that wmorning, There was not a link
missing in the evidencs, from the moment when John had hegun
to lose his temper with Miner at the club, until he had been
brought home ineeneible to his mother's houge by a couple of
policemen. His relations and his best friends were all convineced
that he had been very drunk, and there was no reason why society
in general should be more merciful than his own people. Robert
Lauderdale said nothing, but when he saw the paragraph in a
morping paper describing Mr, Jobn R——’s drunken encounter
with a professional pugilist, he regarded the statement as an
elucidatory comment on hiy interview with his great-nephew.
No one spoke of the matter in Robert Lawderdale’s presence, but
the old gentleman felt that it was a distinet shame to the whole
family, and he inwardly expressed himself strongly. The only
one who tried to make matters look a Iittle better than every
one believed they were, was Hamilton Bright. He counld not
deny the facts, but he put on a cheerful countenance and made
the best of them, laughing good-humouredly at Jokn’s misfortune,
and asking every one who ventured an unfovourable comment
whether John was the only man alive on that day in the city of
New York who had once been a Iittle lively, recommending the
beardless crities of his friend’s couduct fo go out and drive cattle
in the Nacimiento Valley if they wished to understand the real
properties of aleohol, and making the older ones feel uncomforiable
by reminding them vividly of the errors of their youth. But no
one else said anything in Ralston’s favour, He was down just
then, and it was as well to hit him when everybody was doing
the same thing.

Katharine tried to make up bher mind as to what she should
do, and she did not find it an easy matter. It would be useless
to deny the fact that what she felt for Ralston on that morning
bore little resemblance to love, She remembered vaguely, and
with wonder, how she had promised to stand by him and help
him to her utmost to overcome his weakness, How was she to
help him now? How could she play a part and conceal the
anger, the pain, the shame that boiled and burned in her? If
he should come to her, what should she eayy She had promised
that she would never refer to the matter i any way, when
it bad seemed but the shadow of a powmsibility. But it had
turned into the reality eo moon, and into such a reality—far more
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repulsive than anything of which she had dreamed. Besides, she
added in her heart, it was unpardonable on that day of all days.
Married she was, but forgive she conld not and would not.
Wounded love is lezs merciful than any batred, and Katharine
could not help deepening the wound by recalling every circum-
stance of the previous evening, from the moment when she had
looked in vain for John's face in the crowded room, until she had
broken down and asked Heaster Crowdie to bring her home,

She rose af last to face the day, undecided, worn out with
fatigue, and acared, had she been willing to admit the fact, by
the possibilities of the next twelve hours. Half dressed, she
paused and sat down to think it all over again—all sghe knew,
for she had yet to learn the end of the story.

She had been married just four and twenty hours, Yesterday,
at that very time, life had been before her, joyous, hopeful, merry.
All that was to be had glistened with gold and gleamed with
gilver, with the silver of dreamland and the gold of hope, having
love et a8 & jewel in the midst, To-day the precious things
were but dross and tinsel and cheap glass. For it was all over,
and there was no returping. Real life was beginning, began,
had begun-—the reality of an exiatence not defined exeept in the
extent of its suffering, but desperately limited in the possibilities
of its happiness.

Katharine tried to think it over in some other way. The
snow-glare waek more grey than ever, and her eyes ached with
it, whichever way she turned. The room was cold, and her
teeth chattered as she sat there, half dressed. Then, when she
let in the hot air from the furnace, it waa dry and unbearable.
And she tried hard to find some other way in which to save her
breaking heart—if so be that she might look at it so as not to
gee the break, and so, periaps—if there were mercy in heaven,
beyond that aching snow-glare—that by not seeing she might
feel o little less, ouly & little less, It was hard that she should
have to feel so much and so very bitterly, and all at once. But
thére was no other way. . Instead of faeing life with John
Ralston, she had now to face life and John Ralston, How could
she guess what he might do next! A drunken man has little
control of his faculties-—John might suddenly publish in the
club the fact that he was her husband,

He was not the same John Ralstor whom she had married
yesterday morning, and whom she had aeen yesterdey afternoon
for one moment at her door. The hours had changed him,
Inatead” of his face there was a horrible mask; instead of his
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straight, elastic figure there was the reeling, dilapidated body
of the drunken wretch her father had once showa her in the
streets. How conld she love that thing? It was not even a
man, She loathed it and hated it, for it had broken her life.
She remembered having ones broken a thermometer when she
had been a little girl She remembered the jagged edge of
glasa, and how the bright mercury had all run out and lost
itself in tiny drope in the carpet. She recalled it vividly, and
she felt that she was like the broken thermometer, and the ides
was not ridiculoua to her, as it must bs to any one else, because
ghe was badly hurt,

Vague ideas of a long and painful sacrifice rose before her—
of something which must inevitably be begun and ended, like
an exscution. She had never understood what the inevitable
meant until to-day.

Then, all at once, the great question presented iteelf clearly,
the great query, the enormous interrogation of which we are all
aware, more or less dimly, more or less clearly—the question
which is like the death.rattle in the throat of the dying nineteenth
century,—* What is it all for?’

Tt came in a rush of passionate disappointment and anger and
pain. It had come to Katharine before then, and she had faced
it with the easy anawer, that it was for love—that it was all for
love of John Ralston—Ilife, its thoughis, its deeds, its hopes, ite
many fears—all for him, so far as Katharine Tauderdale was
concerned. Love made God true, and heaven a fact, the angels
her gnardiang now and her companions hereafter. And her love
had been so great that it bad seemed to demand a wider wealth
of heavenly things wherewith to frame it. God was hardly good
enotigh nor heaven broad enough,

But if this were to be the end, what had it all meant$ She
stood before the window and looked at the grey sky till the
reflection from the dead white enow beneath her window and on
the opposite roof was painful. Yet the little physical pain was
a relief Sho turned, quite suddenly, and fell upon her lmees
beside the cormer of the toilet table, and buried her face in her
hands and became conscious of prayer.

That seems to be the only way of describing what she fell,
The wave of pain beat upon her agonised heart, and though the
wave could not speak words, yet the surging and the moaning,
and the forward rushing, and the backward, whispering ebb, were
a8 the sound of many prayers.

Was God good? How could she tell? Was He kind} She
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did not know, Mereiful?t What would be mercy to her? God
was there—somewhere beyond the snow-glare that hurt so, and
the girl’s breaking heart cried to Him, guite incoherently, and
expecting nothing, but consciously, though it knew more of its
own bitterness than of God’s goodness, just then.

Momentarily the great question sank back inte the outer
darkness with which it was concerned, and Lttle by little the
religious ides of a sacrifice to be made was restored with greater
stability than before. She had chosen her own burden, her own
way of suffering, and she must bear all as well as ghe could.
The waves of pain beat and crashed against her heart—she
wondered, childishly, whether it were broken yet. She knew
it was breaking, because it hurt her go.

There was no connected thread of thought in the torn tissne
of her mind, any more than there was any coherence in the fow
words which from time to time tried to form themeselves on her
lips without her knowledge. So long aa she had been lying still
and staring at the grey ceiling, the storm had been brooding. It
had burst now, and she waa as helpless in it as though it had
been a real storm on a real sea, and she alone on a driving wreck,

Bhe lifted her face and wrung her hands together. If was as
though some one from behind had taken a turn of rough rope
round her breast—some one who was very strong—and as theugh
the rope were tightening fast. Soon she should mot be able to
draw breath against it As she felf it crushing her, she knew
that the hideous picture her mind had made of John was coming
before her eyes again. In a moment it must be there, This time
ghe felt as though she must scream when she saw it.  But when
it came she made no sound. She only dropped her head again,
and her forehead beat upon the hack of her hands and her fingera
seratched and drew the cover of the toilet table, Then the picture
was drowned in the tide of pain-—as though it had fallen flat upon
the dark sands between her and the cruel surf of her immenss
suffering that roared up to crash against her heart again, It
must break this time, she thought. It could not last forever—
nor even all day long. God was there—somewhere.

A Tull came, and she eaid something alond. It seemed to her
that she had forgotten words and had to make new onea—although
those she spoke were old and good. With the sound of her own
voice came a little courage, and enough determination to make
her rise from her knees and face daylight again,

Mechanically, as she continued to dress, she looked at hermelf
in the mirror. Her features did not seem to be her own. She
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remembered to have seen a plaster cast from a death mask, in
a museum, and her face made her think of that, There were no
lines in it, but there were shadows where the Iines would be
some day. The grey eyes had no light in them, and scarcely
seemed alive. Her colour was that of wax, and there was
something unnatural in the strong black brows and lashes,

The door opened at that moment, and Mrs. Lauderdale entered
the room. She seemed none the worse for having danced tilt
morning, and the freshness which bad come back to her had not
disappeared again, Bhe etood atill for a moment, looking at
Katharine’s face a8 the latter turned towards her with an enquir-
ing glance, in which there was something of fear and something
of shyness. A nervous thoroughbred has the same lock, if some
one unexpectedly enters its box. Mrs, Landerdale bad 2 news-
paper in her hand,

‘How you ook, child!’ she exclaimed, as she came forward.
¢ Haven't you slept? Or what is the mattert’

She kissed Katharine affectionately, without waiting for an
answer,

“Well, I don’t wonder,’ she added, a moment Jater, aa though
speaking to herself. ¢T’ve been reading this——'

She paused and hesitated, as though not sure whether she
ghould give Katharine the paper or mot, and she glanced once
more at the paragraph before deciding.

“What is it about !’ Katharine asked, in a tired voice, ‘Readit.’

¢Yes—but I onght to tell yon first. You know, last night—
you acked me about Jack Ralston, and I wouldn’t tell you what I
had heard. Then I saw that romebody else had told you—you really
ought to be more careful, dear ! Everybody was noticing it

¢What ¥’

‘Why—yofir face! It's of no use to advertise the fact that
you are interested in Jack’s doings. They don’t seem to have
besn very creditable—it’s just as well that he didn’t try to come
to the ball in his condition. Do you krow what he was doing,
late last might, just about supper-time} I'm so glad I spoke to
you both the other day, Imagine the mere idea of marrying a
man who gets into drunken brawls with prize fighters and is taken
home by the police !

‘Stop—pleased Dont talk like that!’ Katharine was
trembling visibly,

‘My dear child! It’s far better that I should tell you—it’s in
the papers this morning. That sort of thing can’t be concealed,
you know. The first person you meet will talk to you about it.’
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Katharine had turned from her and was facing the mirrer,
steadying herself with her hands upon the dressing-table,

.*And as for behaving as you did last night—he's not worth it,
One might forgive him for being idle and all that-—but men who
get tipsy in the streets and fight horre-car conductore and pugilista
are not exactly the kind of people one wants to meet in Bociety—
to dance with, for instance, Juat listen to thig——'

‘ Mother |’

‘No-—-I want you to hear it. You cap judge for yourself,
“Mr. John B——, » well-known young gentlemnan about town
and a near relation of—-""’

¢ Mother—please don’t!’ cried Katharine, hending over the
table as though she could not hold up her head.

‘% ____one of our financial magnates,”’ continued Mrs. Lauder-
dale, inexorably, ‘“and the hero of more than one midnight
adventure, has at last met his match in the person of Tom Bhelfon,
the famous light-weight pugilist. An entirely unadvertised and
geantily attended encounter took place between these two gentle-
men last night between eleven and twelve o'clock, in consequence
of a dispute which had arisen in a horsecar. It appears that the
representative of the four hundred had mistaken the publie con-
veyauce for his own comfortable quarters, and suddenly feeling
very tired had naturally proceeded to go to bed——""

With a very gquick motion Katharive turned, took the paper
from her mother’s hands and tore the doubled fourfold sheet
through twice, almost without apy apparent effort, before Mrs.
Lauderdale could interfere. She said nothing as she iossed the
tore bits under the table, but her eyes had suddenly got life in
them again.

 Katharine !’ exclaimed Mrs, Lauderdale, in great annoyance
i How can you be so rude {’

‘And how can you be so unkind, mother?’ asked Katharine,
facing her, *Don’t you know what I'm suffering 1’

¢It's better to know everything, and have it over,” anawered
Mrs. Landerdale, with astonishing indiffersnce. *If only meemed
to me that as every one would be discussing this abominable affair,
you should know beforehand just what the facte were, I don’t in
the least wish to hurt your feelmgs—but now that it's all over
with Jack, you may as well know.’

*What may I as well know } That you hate him? That you
have suddenly changed your mind.

‘My dear, Tl merely ask you whether a man who does siich
things is respectable. Yes, or no{’
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‘That’s not the question,’ snswered Katharine, with rising
anger, ‘Something etrange has happened to you. Until last
Tuesday you never said anything against him.  Then you changed,
all in a moment—just as you would take off one pair of gloves
and put on another. You used to understand me—and now—
oli, mother !’

Her voice shook, and she turned away again. The little
momentary flame of her anger was swept out of existence by the
returning tide of pain.

Mrs. Landerdale’s whole character seemed to have changed, as
her daughter said that it had, between one day and the next. A
strong new passion had risen up in the very midst of it and had
torn it to shreds, as it were. Even now, as she gazed at Katharine,
she was conscious that she envied the girl for being able to suffer
without looking old, She hated berself for it, but she could not
resist it, any more than she could help glancing at her own reflec-
tion in the mirror that morning to ses whether her face showed
any fatigue after the long ball. This at least was satisfactory, for
she was as brilliantly fresh as ever. 8he could bardly understand
how she could have seemed so utterly broken down and weary on
Monday night and all day on Tuesday, but she could never forget
how ghe had then locked, and the fear of it was continually upun
her. Nevertheless she loved Katharine still. The conflict between
her love and her envy made her seem oddly inconsequent and
almost frivolons, Xatharine fancied that her mother was growing
to be like Charlotte. The appealing tore of the girl’s last words
rang in Mre. Lauderdale’s ears and aecused her. She stretched
out her hand and tried to draw Katharine towards her, affection-
ately, as she often did when she was peated and the girl was

standing.
¢ Katharimb, dear child,’ she began, ‘I’'m not changed to you—
it's only !

“Yes—it's only Jack !* answered Katharine, bitterly,

“We won't talk of him, darling,’ said Mrs, Landerdale, softly,
and trying to soothe her. ‘You see, I didn’t know how badly you
felt about it—'

‘You might have guessed. You know that I love him-—yon
never knew how much !’

“Yes, sweetheart, but now ?

*There is no * but ¥~—it’s the passion of my life—the first, the
last, and the only one )’

‘You're so young, my dariing, that it seems to you as though
there could never be apything else——'




254 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

‘Beema! I kmow)

Though Mrs. Lauderdale had already repenbed of what she had
done and reslly wished to be sympathetic, she could not help
smiling faintly at the absolute conviction with which Katharine
spoke, There was something so young snd whole-hearted in the
tone as well ag in those words that only found an echo far back in
the forgotten fields of the older woman's nnderstanding. She
hardly knew what to answer, and patted Katharine’s head gently
while she sought for something to say. But Katharine resented
the affectionate manner, being iz no humour to appreciate anything
which had a savour of artificiality about it. She withdrew her
hand and faced her mother again, ’

] know sl that youn can tell me,’ she sald. ‘I know all there
is to be known, without reading thet vile thing. But I don’t
know what I shall do—1 shall decide, And, please—mother—if
you care for me at all—don’t talk about it. It's hard enough, as
it is—just the thing, withon} any words.’

She spoke with an effort, almost foreing the syllables from her
lips, for she was suffering terribly just then. She wished that her
mother would go away, and leave her to herself, if only for half
an hour, She had so much more to think of than any one could
know, or guess—except old Robert Lauderdale and Jack himself,

“Well, child—as you kike’ said Mrs. Lauderdale, fecling that
she had made a series of mistakes. *I'm sure I don’t care to talk
about it in the least, but I can’t prevent your father from saying
what he pleases, Of course he began to make remarks about your
not coming to breakfast this morning, I didn’t go down myself
until he had nearly finished, and he seemed hurt at our neglecting
him. And then, he had been reading the paper, and so the
question came up. But, dearest, don’t think P'm unkind and
heartlers and all that aort of thing, I Iove you dearly, child.
Den't you believe me }’

She put her arm round Katharine’s neck and kissed her.

‘Oh, yea!’ Katharine answered wearily. *I'm sure you do’

*Mrs. Lauderdale looked into her face long and earnestly.

‘It's quite wonderful |” she exclaimed at last. * You're s little
pale—but, after all, you're just as pretty as ever this morning.’

‘Am 17" sasked Katharine, indifferently. ‘I don't feel
pretty.’

¢Oh, well—that will all go away,” anawerad Mrs, Lauderdale,
withdrawing her arm and turning towards the door, *¥es,’ she
repeated thoughtfully, as though to herself, ‘that will all go awsy.
You're s0 young—etill-—eo young !’
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Her head pank forward a little as she went out and she did not
look back at her daughter.

Katharine drew a long breath of relief when she found herself
alone. The interview had not lasted many minutes, but it bhad
geemed endless. She looked at the torn pieces of the newspaper
which lay on the floor, and ehe shuddered a little and turned from
them uneasily, half afraid that some supernatural power might
force her to stoop down and pick them up, and fit them together
and read the paragraph to the end. She sat down fo try and
collect her thoughts.

But she grew more and more confused as she reviewed the
past and tried to call up the foture, - For instance, if John
Ralston came to the house that afterncon, to explain, to defend
himself, to ask forgiveness of her, what should she say to him?
Could she gend him away without a word of hope? And if not,
what hope should she give him! And hope of what? He was
her husband. He had & right to claim her if he pleased—before
&Very one,

The words all seemed to be gradually losing their meaning for
her. The bells of the horse-cars as they passed through Clinten
Place sang queer little songs to her, and the snow-glare made her
gyes ache. There was no lenger any apparent reason why the
day should go on, nor why it should end. She did not know
what time it was, and she did not care to look. What difference
did it make?

Her ball gown was lying on the sofa, as she had laid it when
ghe had come home. Bhe looked at it and wondered vaguely
whether she should ever again take the troubla to put on such a
thing, and to go and show herself amongst a crowd of pecple whe
were perfectly indifferent to her,

On reflection, for she pericusly tried to reflect, it seemed more
probable that John would write before coming, and this would
give her an opportunity of amswering. It would be easier to
write than to speak. But if she wrote, what should she say? It
was just as hard to decide, and the words would look more
unkind on paper, perhaps, than she could possibly make them
sound.

Wag it her duty to speak harshly? She asked herself the
question quite suddenly, and it startled her. If her heart were
really broken, she thought, there could be nothing for her to do
but to say once what she thought and then begin the weary life
that lay before her—an endless etretch of glaring snow, and endless
jingling of horse-car bells,
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She rose suddenly and roused herself, conscious that she was
almost losing her senses, The monstrons ircongruity of the
thoughts that crossed her brain frightened her, Bhe pressed her
hand to her forechead and with characteristic atrength determined
there and then to oceupy herself in some way or other during the
day. To eit there in her room much longer would either drive
her mad or make her break down completely, She feared the
mere thought of those tears in which some women find relief,
almost as much as the idea of becoming insane, which presented
itself vividly as a possibility just then. Whatever was to happen
during the day, she must at any cost have control over her outward
actions, She stood for one moment with her hands clasped to her
browa, and then turned and left the room.



CHAPTER XXII

Ox the present occasion John Ralston deserved very much more
gympathy than he got from the world at large, which would have
found it very hard to believe the truth about his doings on the
afternoon and might of Thursday, He was etill unconscious when
he was carried into the house by the two policemen and deposited
upon his own bed. When he opened his eyes, they met his
mother’s, staring down upon him with an expression in which
grief, fear and disgust were all struggling for the mastery, She
waa atanding by his bedside, bending over him, and rubbing somme-
thing on his temples from time to time, He was but just
conscious that he was at home ab Iast, and that she wae with him,
and he smiled faintly at her and closed his eyes again.

He had hardly doue so, kowever, when he realised what a look
was in her face. He was not really injured in any way, he was
perfectly sober, and he was very hungry. As soon as the effect of
the laat blow began to wear off, his brain worked clearly enough,
He understood at omee that his mother must supposs him to be
intoxicated. It,was no wonder if she did, as he knew., He waa
in a far worse plight now than he had been on Monday afternoon,
as far ag appearances were concerned. His elothes were drenched
with the wet snow, his hat had altogether disappeared in the fight,
his head was bruised, and his face was ghastly pale. He kept his
eyes shut for a while and tried to recall what bad happened last.
But it was not at all clear fo him why he had been fighting with
the man who wore the fur collar and the chain, nor why he had
wandered to Tompkine-Square. Those were the two facts which
recalled themgelves most vividly at first, in & quite disconnected
fashion. Next came the vimion of Robert Lauderdale and the
recollection of the violent gesture with which the latter had
accidentally knocked John's hat cut of his hand ; and after that
he recalled the scene at the club. It seemed to him that he

B
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had been through a saries of violent struggles which had no con-
nection with each other. Hia head ached terribly and he should
have liked to be left in the dark to try and go to sleep. Then, as
he lay there, he knew that his mother was still looking at him
with that expression in which disgust seemed to him to be upper-
most. It fiashed across his mind ivstantly that she must naturally
think he had been drinking. But though his memory of what
had happened was very imperfect, and though he was dizzy
and faint, he knew very well that he was sober, and he realized
that he must impress the fact upon his mother at any ecost,
immediately, both for his own sake and for hers. He opened his
eyes once more and looked at her, wondering how hir voice would
gound when he should speak.

* Mother dear-——' he began. Then he paused, watching her
face,
But her expression did not unbend. It was quite clear now
that she believed the very worst of him, and he wondered whether
the mere fact of his speaking connectedly would persuade her that
he was telling the {ruth.

‘Don’t fry to talk,’ she gaid in a low, hard voice. ¢TI dom't
want to know anything about your doings’

¢ Mother—I'm perfectly sober,’ said John Ralston, quietly. ‘I
want you to listen to me, please, and persuade yourself.’

Mrs. Ralston drew herself up to her full height as she stood
beaside him. Her even lips curled scornfully, and the lines of
temper deepened into soft, straight furrowa in her keen face.

‘You may be half sober now,’ she answered with profound
contempt. *You're so strong—it’s impossible to tell.’

‘So yon don’t believe me,’ eaid John, who was prepared for
her incredulity. ‘But you must—somehow. My head aches
badly, and I can’t talk very well, but I must make you believe
me. It's—it's very important that you should, mother.’

This time she said nothing, She left the bedside and moved
abe &t the room, stopping before the dressing-table and mechanically
putting the brushes and other small objects quite straight, If
ghe had felt that it were safe to leave him elone she would have
left him at once and would have locked herself into her own room.
For she was very angry, and she belisved that her anger was
justified. So long as he had beem unconscious, she had felt a
certain fear for his safety which made a link with the love she
bore him. But, as usual, his iron constitution seemed to have
triumphed. Bhe remembered clearly how, on Monday afternoon,
he had evidently been the worse for drink when he had entered
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her rcom, and yet how, in less than an hour, he had reappeared
apparently quite sober. He was very strong, and there was no
knowing what he conld do. She had forgiven him that once, but
it was not in her nature to forgive easily, and she told herself
that this time it would be impossible. He had disgraced himself
and her. :

She continuved to turn away from him. He watched her, and
saw how desperate the situation was growing. He kuvew well
enough that there would be ome talk about him on the morrow
and that it wonld come to Katharine's ears, in explanation of his
absence from the Assembly ball. His mind worked rapidly and
energetically now, for # was quite clear to him that he had no
time to lose, If he shovld fall asteep without having persnaded
his mother that he wes quite himself, he could never, in all his
life, sueceed in destroying the fatal impression ahe must carry with
her. While she was turning from him he made a great effort,
and putting his feet to the ground, sat upon the edge of his bed.
His head swam for a moment, but he steadied himself with both
hands and faced the light, thinking that the brilliant glare might
belp him,

‘You must believe me, now,” he said, ‘or you never will, I've
had rather a bad day of it, and another accident, and a fight with
8 better man than myself, so that I'm rather battered. But I
haven't been drinking.’

*Lock at yourself!’ anawered Mrs. Ralston, scornfully.  *Look
at yourself in the glass and see whether you have any chance of
convincing me of that. Since you're not killed, and not injured,
I shall leave you to yourself. I hope you wont talk about it
to-morrow, This in the second time within four days, Ii's just
a little more thyn I can bear. I¥f you can’t live like a gentleman,
you had better go away and live in the way you prefer—some-
where else.’

As she spoke, her anger began to take hold of her,
and her voice fell to & lower pitch, growing concentrated and
cruel.

“You're unjust, though you don’t mean to be,’ said John,
*But, ag I said, it's very important that you should recogmise the
truth, ATl sorts of thinge have happened to me, and many people
will say that I had beee drinking, And now that it's over I
want you to eetablish the fact that I bave not, It's quite natural
that you should think as you do, of course, But—-'

‘I'm glad you admit that, at least,” interrupted Mrs. Ralston.
f Nothing you can poenibly say or do can eonvince me that you've
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been sober. You may be now—you're such a curionsly organised
man. But you've not been all day.’

¢ Mother, I swear to you that I have !’

¢ Stop, John ! cried Mrs. Ralston, crossing the room euddenly
and standing befors him, ‘I won't let you—you shan’t! We've
not all been good in the faunly, but we've told the truth, If you
were sober you wouldn't——

John Ralston was seccustomed to be believed when he made a
statement, even if he did not swear to it, His virtues were not
many, and were not very serviceable, on the whole; but he was a
truthful man, and his anger rose, even against his own mather,
when he saw that she refused to believe him, He forgot his
bruises and his mortal weariness, and sprang to his feet before
her. Their eyes met steadily, as he spoke.

‘1 give you my saered word of honour, mother,’

He saw a startled look come into his mother’s eyes, and they
seemed to waver for a moment and then grow steady again.
Then, without warning, she turned from him ouce more, and went
and seated herself in & small arm-chair by the fire. She sat with
her elbow resting on her knes, while ker hand supported her chin,
and she atared at the smonldering embers as though in deep
thought.

Her principal belief was in the code of honour, and in the
absolute sanctity of everything connected with it, and she had
brought up her son in that belief, and in the practice of what it
meant. He did not give his word lightly. She did not at that
moment recall any occasion upon which he had given it in her
hearing, and she knew what value he set upon it.

The evidence of her senses, on the other hand, was strong, and
that of her reason was astronger atill, It did not seem conceivable
that he could be telling the truth. It wea not possible that as
his sober, natural eelf he should have got into the condition in
whick he had been brought home to her. But it wes quite
within the bounds of possibility, she thought, that he should have
gueceeded in steadying himself so far as to be able to apeak
connectedly. In that case he had Lied to her, when he had given
hia word of honour, » moment ago,

Bbe tried to look at it fairly, for it was a question quite =s
grave in her estimation as one of life or death, She would far
rather have known him dead than dishonourable, and his honour
waa arraigoed at ber tribunal in that moment. Her impulse was
to believe him, to go back'to him, and kiss him, and ask his
forgivenese for having accused him wrongly. But the evidence
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stood between him and her as a wall of iee. The physical
impression of horror and disgust was too strong. The outward
tokens were too clear. Even the honesty of his whole life from
his childhood could not face and overcome them.

And so he must bave lied to her. It was a convietion, and
ghe could not help it. And then she, too, felt that iron hands
were tightening a band round her breast, and that she could not
bear much more, There was but one small, pitiful excuse for
him. In spite of his quiet tones, he might be so far gone as not
to know what he was saying when he spoke. It was a forlorn
hope, & mere straw, a poor little chance of life for her mother’s
love. 8he knew that life could never be the same again, if she
could not believe her son,

The struggle went on in silence. She did not move from her
seat nor change her position. Her eyelids scarcely quivered as
she gazed steadily at the coals of the dying wood fire, Behind
her, John Ralston slowly paced the room, following the pattern of
the carpet, and glancing at her from time to time, unconecious of
pain or fatigue, for he knew as well as she herself that his soul
was in the balance of her soul’s justice. But the silemce was
becoming intoleralle to him, As for her, she could not have told
whether minutea or hours had passed since he had spoken. The
trial was going against him, and she almost wiched that she
might never hear his voice again,

The questions and the arguments and the evidence chased each
other through her brain faster and faster, and ever in the same
vicious circle, till she was almost distracted, though she eat there
quite motionless and outwardly calm. At last she dropped both
hands upon her knees ; her head fell forward upon her breast, and
a short, quick sound, neither a sigh nor a groan, ezcaped her lips,
It was finished. The last argument had failed; the Iast hope
was gone, Her son had disgraced himself—that was little ; he
had lied on his word of honour—that was greater and worse than
death,

* Mother, you've always believed me,’ gaid John, standing still
behind her and looking down at her bent head.

‘ Until now,’ she answered, in a low, heart-broken voice.

John turned away sharply, and began to pace the floor again
with quickening steps. He knew as well a5 she what it must
mean if he did not convines her then and there. In a few houm
it would be too late, Al sorts of mad and foolish ideas crossed
his mind, but he rejected them ons after the other, They were
all ridiculous before the magnitude of her conviction, He had
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never seen her as she was mow, not even when his father had
died. He grew more and more desperate as the minutes passed.
It his voice, his manner, his calm asseveration of the truth could
not convinea her, he asked himself if anything could. And if not,
whet could convince Katharine to-morrow? His recollections
were all coming back vividly to him now. He remembered every-
thing that had happened sinee the early morning. Strange to say,
—and it i& & well-known peculiarity of such cases,—he rocalled
distinetly the cirenmstances of his fall in the dark, and the absence
of all knowledge of the direction he was taking afferwards. He
knew, now, how he had wandered for hours in the great city, and
he remembered many things he had seen, all of which were per-
fectly familiar, and each of which, at any other time, would have
told him well enough whither he was going. He reconstrncted
every detail without effort, He even knew that when he had
fallen over the heap of building material he had hurt one of his
fingers, a fact which he had not noticed af; the time. Hs looked
at his hand now to convinee himself, The finger was badly
scratched, and the nail was torn to the quick.

*'Will nothing make you change your mind ¥’ he asked, stopping
in the middle of the room, *Will nothing I can do eonvinee you §’

‘It would be hard,’ answered Mry, Ralaton, shaking her head.

‘I've done all I can, then,’ gaid John. ‘There’s nothing more
to be said. You believs that I can lie to you and give you my
word for a lie. Is thet it$’

"Don’t say it, please—it’'s bad enough without any more
words” She rested her chin wpon her harnd once more and stared
at the fire.

‘There is one thing more,” answered John, suddenly. ‘I think
I can make you believe me still.’

A bitter smile twisted Mrs. Ralston’s even lips, but she did
not move nor gpesk,

‘Will you believe the statement of a good doctor or his vath§’
ask 4 John, quietly,

Mrs, Ralston looked up at him suddenly. There was a strange
expresgsion in her eyes, something like hope, but with a little
distrust.

‘Yes, she gaid, after o moment’s thought. *I would hbelieve
that.’

‘Most people would, answered Johm, with sudden coldness,
¢Will you send for & docter? Or shall I go myself§’

' Are you in earnest ?’ asked Mrs. Ralston, rising slowly from
her seat and looking at him,
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‘T'm in earnest—yen. You seem to be. It's rather a serious
matter to doubt my word of honour—evep for my mother.'

Being quite sure of himeelf, he spoke very bitterly and coldly,
The time for appealing to her kindnegs, her love, or her belief in
him was over, and the sense of approaching trinmph wes thrilling,
after the humiliation he had suffered in silencs. Mra, Ralston,
atrange to eay, hesitated.

¢It’s very late to send for any one now,’ she said.

‘Very well; I'll go myself’ answered John. ‘The man
should coms, if it were within five minutes of the Last Judgment.
Will you go to your reom for o moment, mother, while I dress?
I can’t go as I am.”

‘{No. Il send some one’ She stood still, watehing his facs,
¢I'll ring for a mensenger,’ she said, and left the room.

By this time her conviction was 8o deep seated that she had
many reasons for not letting him leave the house, nor even change
hiz clothes. He waas very strong. It was evident, too, that he
had completely regained possession of his faculties, and she
believed that he was capable, at short notice, of so restoring his
appearance as to deceive the keenest docior, She remembered
what bad happened on Monday, and resolved that the physiciac
should see him just as he was, It did not sirike her, in her
experience, that a doctor does not judge such matters as 2 woman
doea.

During ber brief absence from the room, John was thinking of
very different matters. It did not even strike him that he might
gmooth his hair or wash his soiled and blood-stained hands, and
he continued to pace the room nnder strong excitement.

*Doctor Routh will come, I think,’ said Mre, Ralston, as she
came in, »

She sat down where she had been sitting before, in the small
easy chair before the fire. She leaned back and folded her hands,
in the attitude of a person resigned to await eventa. Jobn merely
nodded as she spoke, and did not stop walking up and down, He
wasg thinking of the future now, for he knew that he had made
gure of the present, He was weighing the chances of discretion
on the part of the two men who had been witnesses of his struggle
with Bright in the hall of the club. As for Bright himeelf,
though he was the injured party, John knew that he could be
trusted -to be silent. He might never forgive John, but he could
not gossip about what had happened, Frank Miner would prob-
ably follow Bright’s lead. The dangerous man was Crowdie, who
would tell what he had seen, most probably to Katharine herself,
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and that very night. He might account for his absence from the
dinner-party to which he had been engaged, and from the ball, on
the ground of an accident. People might eay what they pleased
about that, but it would be hard to make any one believe that he
had been sober when he had so suddenly lost his temper and
tripped up the pacific Hamilton Bright in the afternoon,

He knew, of course, that his mother's testimony would have
counted for nothing, even if she had believed him, and bitterly ae
he resented her unbelief, he recognised that it was bringing about
a good result, No ome could doubt the evidence of such & man
a8 Doctor Routh, and the latter would of course be ready at any
time to repeat his statement, if it were necessary to clear John's
reputation,

But when he thought of Katharine, his instinet told him that
matters could not be so easily settled, It was quite true thai he
waz in ne way to blame for having fallen over a heap of stones in
& dark street, but ke knew how anxiously she must have waited
for him at the ball, and what sbe muet have felt if, as he sus-
pected, Crowdie had given her his own version of what had faken
place in the af:ernoon. It was not yet mo late but that he might
have found her etill at the Assembly rooms, and so far as his
strength was coucerned, he would have gone there even at that
hour, Tough as he was, a few hours, more or lees, of fatigue
and effort would make little difference to him, though he had
searcely touched food that day. He was one of those men who
are not dependent for their strength on the last meal they bappen
to have eaten, as the majority are, and who break down under a
fast of twenty-four hours, In spite of all he had been through,
moreover, his determined abstinence during the last days was
beginning to tell favourably on him, for he was young, and his
nerves had a boundless recuperative elasticity. Hungry and tired
and broised as he was, and accustomed as he had always been to
swallow & stimulant when the machinery was slackened, he did
not now feel that craving at all as he had felt it on the previoua
nigh:,’ when he had stood in the corner at the Thirlwalls' danes,
That seemed to bave been a turning-point with him. He had
thought so at the time, and he was sure of it now, He felt that
just as he was he conld dress himself, and go to the Assembly if
he pleased, and that be should not break down,

But his appearance was against him, ss he was obliged to
admit when he looked at himself in the mirror. His face was
swollen and braised, his eyes were sunken and haggard, and his
gkin was almost livid in its sallow whitensss. Othere would
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judge kim as his mother had judged, and Katharine might be the
first to do so. On the whole, it seemsd wigest to write to her
early in the morning, and to explain exectly what had hsppened,
In the eourse of the day he could go and see her.

He had reached this conclusion, when the sound of wheels,
grating out of the smow against the curbstone of the pavement,
interrupted his meditations, and he stopped in hiz walk, At the
same moment Mrs, Ralston rose from her seat.

*I11 let him in,’ she eaid briefly, as John advanced towards
the door,

‘Let me go, he maid. “ Why not?’ he asked, as she pushed
past him,

‘ Because—I'd rather not. Stay bere!’ In & moment ghe
was descending the stairs,

John listened at the open door, and heard the latch turned,
and immediately afterwards the sound of & man’s voice, which he
recognised as that of Doctor Routh. The doctor had been one of
the Admirals firmest friends, and was, moreover, a man of very
great reputation in New York. It was improbable that, except
for some matter of life and death, any one but Mrs, Ralston could
have got him to leave his fireside at midnight and in enckh
weather.

‘It’s sn awful night, Mrs, Ralston,” John heard him say, and
the woris were accompanied by a stamping of feet, followed by
the umnistakable soft noise of india-rubber overshoes kicked off,
one after the other, zpon the marble floor of the entry.

Jehn retived inte his room apain, leaving the door open, and
waited before the fireplace, Far down below he could hear the
voires of his mother and Doctor Routh. They were evidently
talking the matjer over before coming up. Then their soft tread
rpon the carpeted stairs told him that they were on their way
to his room.

Mrs, Ralston entered firat, and stood aside to Iet the doctor
pass her before ehe closed the door. Doctor Routh was enormousty
tall. He wore a long white beard, and carried his head very
much bept forward, His eyes were of the very dark blue which
is sometimea called violet, and when he wae looking direetly in
front of him, the white was visible below the iris. He had
delicate bands, but was otherwise rough in appearance, and
walked with a heavy tread and a long stride, as & strong man
matrches with a load on his back.

Ho stopped before John, looked keenly at him, and smiled,
He had known him eince he kad been a boy.
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‘Well, young man,’ he eaid, ‘you look pretty badly unsed up.
What's the matter with youl’

‘Have I been drinking, doctor? That’s the qmestion.” John
did not smile as he shook hands,

‘I don’t lmow,’ anewered the physician, ¢ Let me lock at you.’

He was holding the young man’s hand, and pressing it gently,
as though to judge of its temperature, He made him sit down
under the bright gaslight by the dressing-table, and began to
examine him carefully.

Mrs, Ralston turaed her back to them both, and leaned against
the mantelpiece, There was something horrible to her in the idea
of such an examination for such a purpese, There was something
far more horrible still in the verdiet which she knew must fall
from the doctor’s lips within the mext five minutes—the worda
which must assure her that John had lied to her on his word of
honour, She had no hope now, She had watched the doctor
nervously when he had entered the room, and when he had spoken
to Jobn she had seen the smile on his face. There had been no
doubt in his mind from the firat, and he wes amused—probably
8t the hare idea that any one could look as John looked who had
not been very drunk indeed within the last few hours. Presently
he would look grave and shake his head, and probably give John
a bit of good advice about his habite. She turned ber face to the
wall above the mantelpiece and waited. It could not take long,
she thought. Then it cams,

‘If you're not careful, my boy— the doctor hegan, and
stopped. -

‘What?' asked John, rather anxiously,

Mra. Ralston felt as though she must stop her ears to keep out
the sound of the next words. Yet she knew that she must hear
them before it was all over,

‘You'll injure yourself, said Doctor Routh, completing his
sentence very elowly and thonghtfully,

*That’s of no consequence,’ answered John. ‘What I want
to know is, whether I have been drinking or not, Yes or no{’

‘Drinking$’ Doctor Routh laughed eontemptuously, *¥oum
kmow a8 well as T do that you haven't had & drop of anything like
drink all day. But you've had nothing to eas, either, for some
reason or other—and starvation’s s precious deal worse than
drinking #ny day. Dricking be dammed! You're starving—
that’s what's the matter with you, Excuss me, Mra Ralston,
forgot you were there——

Mrs, Raleton had heard every word. Her hands dropped
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together inertly upon the mautelpiece, and she turned her head
slowly toward the two men. Her face had a dazed expression, as
though che were waking from a dream.

‘Never mind the starvation, doctor,’ said John, with a hard
laungh, ‘There’s a Bible somewhere in the room. Perhapa you
won't mind swearing on it that I'm sober—before my mother,
please.’

¢T shouldn’t think any sane person would need any swearing to
convinee them !* Doctor Routh seemed to be growing suddenly
angry. ‘You've been badly knocked sbout, and you've been
starving yourself for days—or weeks, very likely. You've had a
concussion of the brain that wonld have laid wp most people for
a week, and would bave lkilled some that I Jmow. You're as
thiz aa razor edges all over—there’s nothing to you but bone and
muscle and nerve. You ought to be fed and put to bed and
looked after, and then you ought to be sent out West to drive
cattle, or go to gea before the mast for two or three years. Your
lungs are your weak point. That's apt to be the trouble with
thoronghbreds in this country. Oh—they’re sound enough—
enough for the present, but you ean’t go on like thia. You'll
give out when you don't expect it. Drinking? No! I should
think & little whiskey and water would do you good I’

While he was spesking, Mrs. Raleton ceame elowly forward,
lintening to every word he said, in wide-eyed wonder. At last
ghe laid her bard upon his arm.  He felt the slight pressure and
looked down into her eyes.

¢ Doetor Ronth—on your word of honour?’ she asked in a low
voice.

John laughed very bitterly, rose from his chair, and croased the
room. The old man's eyes flashed snddenly, and he drew
himself up.

‘My dear Mre. Ralston, I don't know what has happened to
you, nor what you have got into your head. But if you're not
satiafied that I'm enough of a doctor to tell whether a man is
drunk or sober, send for some one in whom you've more confidence,
I'm not used to going about swearing my professional opinion ca
Bibles and things, nor to giving my word of honcur that I'm in
earnest when I've said what I think about a patient. But Il
tell you—if I had fifty words of honour and the whole Bible
House to swear on—well, I'll say more—if it were a case of &
trial, I'd give my solemn evidence in court that Master John
Ralston has had nothing to drink  Upon my word, Mre. Ralston |
Talk of making mountaing of mole-hills! You're making a dozen
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Himalnyss out of nothing at all, it seems to me. Your boy's
starving, M. Ralston, and I daresay he takes too much
champagne and too many cocktails occcasionally. But he's not
been doing it to-day, nor yesterday, mor the day before. That is
my opinion a8 & doctor. Want my word of honour and the Bible
again! Go to bed] Getting your old friend away from his
books and hiz pipe and his fire at this hour, on such a night
as this] Vou ought to be ashamed of yourself, young lady!
Well—if I've done you any good, Fm vot sorry—but don't do
it again. Good-night-—and get that young fellow out of this
as goon a8 you can. He's not fit for this sort of life, anyhow.
Den'’t take thoroughbreds for cart horses—they stand it for a bit,
and then they go crack! Good-night—no, I know my way all
right—don’t come down.’

John followed him, however, but before he left the room he
glanced at his mothers face. Her eyes were cast down, snd her
lips seemed to tremble a little. She did not even say good-night
to Doetor Routh.
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IT was nearly one o’clock when John Ralston let Doctor Routh
out of the house and returned to his own room, He found his
mother standing there, opposite the door, as he entered, and her
eyes had met his ever before he had passed the threshold, 8he
came forward to meet him, and without a word laid her two hands
upon hia ahoulders and hid her face against bis torn coat, He put
one arm around her and gently stroked her head with the other
hand, but be looked etraight before him at the bright globe of the
gas-light, and said nothing,

There was an unsettled expreasion on hin pale face. He did
not wish to seem trinmphant, and he did wish that his anger
againat her might subside immediately and be altogether forgotten,
But although he had enough control of his outward eelf to say
nothing and to touch her tenderly, the part of him that had been
80 deeply wounded was not to be healed in & moment.  Her doubt
—more, her openly and scornfully outapoken dishelief had been the
very last straw that day. It had been hard, just when he had
been doing hiss best to reform, to be accused by every ome, from
Hamilton Bright, his friend, to the people on the horse-car ; but it
had been hardeat of all to be accused by his mother, and not to be
belioved even on his pledged word. That was a very different
matter.

To & man of a naturally melancholic and brooding temper, as
John Ralaton waa, illusions have a very great value. Such men
have faw of them, as a rule, and regard them as possessions with
which no one has any right to interfere, They ask little or
nothing of the world at large, except to be allowed to follow their
own inclinations and worship their own idols in their own way.
Buf of their idols they ask much, and often give them little in
return exeept acts of idolatry. And the first thing they ask,
whether they express the demand openly or not, is that their idols
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phould believe in them in epite of every one and everything, They
are not, 88 & rule, capricions men. They cannot replace ome object
of adoration by another, at short notice. Perhaps the foundation
of such characters is a sort of honourable selfishness, s desire to
keep what they care for to themselves, beyond the reach of every
one else, together with an inward conviction that their love is
eminently worth having from the mere fact that they do not beatow
it lightly. When the idol ezpresses s human and pardonable
doubt in {heir sincerity, an illusion is injured, if not destroyed—
even when that doubt is well founded. But when the doubt is
groundless, it makes a bad wound which leaves an ugly scar, if it
ever heals at all.

John Ralston was very like his mother, and she knew it and
understood imstinctively that words eould be of mo use, “There
was nothing to be done but to throw herself upon his merey, as it
were, and to trust that he would forgive an injury which nothing
could repair. And John understood thie, and did his beat t0 meet
her half way, for he loved her very much, Bu} he could not
help the expression on his face, not being good at masking nor at
playing any part. She, womaaly, could bave done that better
than he,

She wished to act no comedy, however. The thing was real
and true, and she was distregsed beyond measure. She loocked up
at his face and saw what wasin his mind, and she knew that for

‘the present she could do nothing. Then she gently kissed the
alesve of his coat, and withdrew her hands from him.

‘Youwre wet, Jack,’ she said, trying to speak naturally. *Go
to bed, and I’ll bring you something to eat and something hot to
drink.’

‘No, mother—thank you. I don’t want anything, But I
think I'll go to bed. Good-pight.’

‘Let me bring you something——

*No, thank you. I'd rather not. It's all right, mother.
Don’t worry.’

It was hard to say even that little, just then, but he did as
well as he conld. Then he kissed her on the forehead and opened
the door for her. She bent her head low as she passed him, but
she did not look up.

Half an hour later, when John was about to pat out his light,
he heard the little clinking of glasses and silver on a tray cutside:
hig door. Then there was a knock,

‘T've brought you something to eat, Jack,’ said bis mother’s
voice. “Just what-I conld find——'
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John turned as he was crossing the room—a gaunt figure in
hie loose, striped flannela—and hesitated 8 moment before he apoke,

¢ Oh—thank you, very much,’ he answered,

‘Would you kindly set it down? ITi take it in presently,
It’s very good of you, mother—thank you——good-night agein.'

He heard her set down the tray, and the things rattled and
clinked.

*It’s hers, when you want it,’ said the voice.

Be fancied there was a sigh after the words, and two or three
seconds paesed hbefore the sound of eoftly departing footsteps
followed, He listened, with a weary look in his eyes, then went
o the fireplace and leaned against the mantelpiece for a moment.
As though making an effort, he turned again and went to ths door
and opened it and brought in the tray. There were dainty things
on it, daintily arranged. There was slso a emall decanter of
whiskey, & pint of claret and a little jug of hot water. John get
the tray upon one end of his writing-table and looked at it, with
an odd, eour smile. He was really so tired that he wanted
neither food nor drink, and the sight of both in abundance was
almost nauseona to him, He reflected that the servant would
take away the things in the morning, and that his mother would
never know whether he had taken what she bad brought him or
not, unless she asked him, which was impossible. He took up the
tray again, set it down on the floor, in a corner, and instead of
going to bed seated himeelf at his writing-table.

It seemed best to write to Katharine and send his letter early
in the morning. It was bard work, and ke could scarcely see the
words he wrate, for the pain in his head was becorming excruciating.
Tt was necessarily s long letter, too, and a complicated one, and
his command ef the English language seemed gone from him,
Nevertheless, he plodded on diligently, telling as nearly as he
could remember what had happened to him since he had left
Katharine's door at three o'clock in the afternoon, up to the
moment when Doctor Routh had pronounced his verdict. It was
not well writien, but on the whole it was a thoronghly clear
account of events, so far as he himeelf could be said to know what
bad happgned to him, He addressed the letter and put a special
delivery stamp upon it, thinking that thiz would be & means of
sending it to ita destination quickly without attracting so much
attention to it as though he should send a messenger himaelf.
Thean he put out the gas, drew up the shades, so that the morning
light should wake him early, in spite of his exhaustion, and at lazb
went to bed.
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It was unfortunate that the messenger who took the specially
stamped letter to Clinton Place on the following morning should
have rung the bell exactly when he did, that is to say, at the
precise moment when Alexarder junior was putting on his over-
coat and overshoes in the entry. It was natural enough that Mr,
Lauderdale should open the door himself and confront the boy,
who held up the letter to him with the little book in which the
receipt was to be signed. It was the worse for the boy, because
Katharine would have given him five or ten comfs for himself,
whereas Alexander junior signed the receipt, handed it back and
shut the door in the hoy's face. And it was very much the
worse for John Ralston, since Mr. Lauderdale, having looked at
the handwriting and recognised it, put the letter into his pocket
without a word to any one and went down town for the day.

Now it was his intention to do the thing which was right
according to hiz point of view. He was as honourable a men, in
hiz own unprejudiced opinion, as any living, and he would no
more have forfeited his right to congratulate himself upon his
uprightness than he would have given ten cents to the messenger
boy, or a holiday to a clerk, or a subscription for anything exeept
his pew in church. The latter was really a subscription to his
own character, and therefore pot an extravagance. It would
never have entered into his mind that he could poseibly break
the seal of Ralston’s specially stamped envelope, The letter was
a8 safe in his pocket as though it had been put away in his own
hox at the Safe Deposit-—where there were so many curious
things of which no ome but Alexander junior knmew anything.
But he did not intend that his daughter should ever read it
either, He disapproved of John from the very bottom of his
heart, partly becausse he did, which was an ezcellent reason,

because there could be no question as to John's mode of
life, and partly because he had once lost his temper when John
had mansged to keep his own. 8o far a8 he allowed himself to
swear, he had sworn that John should never marry Katharine—
unless, indeed, John should inherit a much larger share of Robert
Lauderdale’s money than was just, in which case jusatice itself
would make it right to enter into a matrimonial alliance with the
millions, Meanwhile, however, Robert the Rich was an exceed-
ingly healthy old man,

Under present circumstances, therefore, if accident threw info
his hands one of Ralaton’y Jettern to Katharine, it was clearly the
duty of st~y s perfectly upright and well-conducted father as
Alexander in or to hinder it from reaching ite destination. Only
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one question as to his conduct presented itself to his wind, and he
occupied the day in solving it. Should he quietly destroy the
letter and say nothing about it to any one, or should he tell
Katharine that he had it, and burn it in her presence after
showing her that it was upopened? His conacience played an
important part in his life, though Rohert Lauderdale secretly
believed that he had none at all; and his conscience bade him
be quite frank about what he had done, and destroy the letter
under Katharine's own eyes. He took it from his pocket as he
sat in his brilliantly polished chair before his ghiny table, under
the vivid snow-glare which fell upon him through his magnificent
plate-glazs windows. He looked at it again, turned it over
thoughtfully, and returned it at last fo his pocket, where it
remained until he came home late in the afternoon, While he
sipped his glass of iced water at luncheon time, he preparsd a
little epeech, which he repeated to himeelf several times in the
course of the day.

In the meantime Katharine, not suspecting that John had
written to her, and of course utterly ignorant of the truth about
his doinga on the preceding day, felt that she must find rome
occupation, no matter how trivial, to take her mind out of the
strong current of painful thought which must at last draw her
down into the very vortex of despair's own whirlpocl It seemed
to her that she had never before even fuintly guessed the meaning
of pain nor the unknown extent of possible mental suffering. As
for forming any resolution, or even distinguishing the direction
of her probable course in the immediate future, she was utterly
ineapable of any such effort or thought. The longing for total
annihilation was perhaps uppermost among her instincts just then,
#a it often is with men and women who have been at once bitterly
disappointed and deeply wounded, and who find themeelves in a
position from which no escape seems possible. Katharine wished
with all her young heart that the world were a lighted candle and
that she could blow it out.

It must not be believed, however, that her love for John
Ralston had disappeared as suddenly and totally as she should
have liked to extinguish the umiverse It had not heen of
sudden growth nor of capricious blooming. Its roots were deep,
its stem wan strong, its fiowers were sweet—and the blight which
had fallen upon it was the more cruel. A frost-bitten rose-tree
is & gadder sight than a withered mushroom or a blade of dried
grasa, It was real, honest, unsuspecting, etrong, maidenly love,
and it stood there still in the midat of her heart, hanging its head



274 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE OHAP,

in the cold, while she gazed at it and wondered, and choked with
anguich, But she conld not lift her hand to prop it, nor to cover
it and warm it again, still less to root it up and burn it.

She could only try to escape from seeing it, and she resolutely
get about making the attempt. She left her room and went
downstairs, treading more softly as ghe passed the doer of the
room in which her mother worked during the morning hours,
She did not wish to ses her again at present, and as she descended
ghe could not help thinking with wonder of the sudden and
uneeccountable change in their relations.

She entered the library, but though it was warm, it hed- that
chilly look about it which rooms principally used in the evening
generally have when thers is no fire in them, The snow-glare
was on everything, too, and made it worse. She stood a moment
in hesitation before the writing-table, and laid her hand uuecer-
tainly upon a sheet of writing-paper. But she renlised that she
could not write to John, and she turned away almost immediately.

‘What could she have written? It was easy to talk to herself
of a letter ; it was quite another matter to find words, or even to
discover the meaning of her own thoughts. She did not wish
to see him. If ghe wished anyibing, it was that she might never
gee him again. Nothing could have been much worse than to
meet biro just then, and talking on paper was next to talking
in fact. It all rushed back upon her as she moved away, and she
paused 8 moment and steadied hemself against her favourite chair
by the empty fireplace. Then she raieed her head again, proudly,
and left the room, looking straight before her,

There was nothing to be dons but to go out. The loneliness
of the house was abaolutely intolerable, and she could not wander
sbout in such an aimless fashion all day long. Again she went
upstairs to her room fo put on her bat and things. Mechanically
she took the hat sbe had worn on the previous day, but aa she
etood before the mirror and caught sight of it, she suddenly tock
it from her head again and threw it behind her with a passionate
geature, stared at herself a moment and then buried her face in her
hande, Bhe had uneonsciously put on the same frock as yesterday
—the frock in which she had been married—it was the rough grey
woollen one she had heen wearing every day. And there were
the same simple little ormaments, the small silver pin at her
throat, the tiny gold bar of her thin watch chain at the third
button from the top—the hat had made it complete—just as she
bad beer married. Bhe could not bear that.

A few momenta later she rose, and without looking at herself
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in the glass, began to change her clothes. She dressed herself
entirely in black, put on a black hat and a gold pin, and took e
new pair of brown gloves from a drawer. There was a relief, now,
in ber altered appearance, £s she fastened her veil. She felt that
she could behave differently if she could get rid of the outward
things which reminded her of yesterday. It is not wise to reflect
contemptuously upon the smallvess of things which influence paa-
sionate people at great moments in their lives. It needs less to
gend a fast express off the track, if the obstacle be just ro placed
a8 to cause an accident, than it does to upset a freight trein going
at twelve miles an hour.

Katharine descended the stairs again with a firm step, holding
her head higher than before, and with quite a different look in
her eyes. She had put on a eort of shell with her black clothes.
It seemed to conceal her real self from the outer world, the self
that had worn rough grey woollen and a silver pin and had been
married to Jobn Ralston yesterday morning, She did not even
take the trouble to tread softly as she passed her mother'a studio,
for she felt able to face any one, all at once. If John himself had
been standing in the entry helow, and if she had come upon him
suddenly, she should have known how to meet him, and what to
gay. She would have hurt him, and she would have been glad
of i, with all of her, What right had John Ralsten to ruin
her life }

But Johz was not there, nor was there any possibility of her
meeting him thet morning, He had shut himself up in his room
and was waiting for her answer to the letter which Alexander
Launderdale had taken down town in his pocket, and which he
meant to burn before her eyes that evening after delivering his
little speech. Jt was not probable that John would go out of
the houss until he was convinced that no answer was to be
expected.

Katharine went out into the atreet and paused or the last step.
The snow was deep everywhere, and wet and clinging. No attempt
had aa yet been made to clear it away, though the horse-cars had
ploughed their black channel through, and it had been shaovelled
off the pavements hefore some of the houses, There was a elushy
muddinesd about it whera it wes not still white, which promised
ill for & walk. Katharine knew exactly what Washington Square
would be like on such a morning, The little birds would all be
draggled and cold, the leafless twigs would be dripping, the paths
would be impracticable, and all the American boys would be snow-
balling the Italian and French boys from South Fifth Avenue. The
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University Building would look more than usual like a sepulchre to
let, and Waverley Place would be more savagely respectable than
ever, a8 its quiet red brick houses fronted the snow, Overhead the
sky was of a uniform grey. It was impossible to tell from any in-
crease of light where the sun ought to be. The air was damp and
cold, and all the noises of the street were muffled. Far away and out
of gight, a hand-organ was playing ‘ Ah quell’ amore ond'srde’—
an air which Katharine most especially and heartily detested.
There was something ghostly in the sound, as though the wretched
instrument were grinding iiself to death out of sheer weariness.
Katharine thought that if the world were making music in its’
orbit that morning, the noire must be as melancholy and as jarring
aa that of the miserable hurdy-gurdy. She thought vaguely, too,
of the poor old man who hes stood every day for years with his
back to the railings on the south side of West Fourteenth Street,
before you come to Sixth Avenue, feebly turning the handle of
a little box which seems to be full of broken strings, which
gomething etirs up into a scarcely andible jangle at every sixth
or seventh revolution. He has yellowish grey hair, long and
thick, and is generally bareheaded. She felt inclined to go and
seo whether he were there now, in the wet snow, with his torn
shoes, and his blind eyes, that could not feel the glars, She
found herself thinking of all the many familiar figures of distress,
just below the surface of the golden stream as it were, looking
up ont of it with pitiful appealing faces, and without which New
York could not be itself Her father eaid they made a good
living out of their starving appearance, and firmly refused to
encourage what he called pauperism by what other people called
charity, Even if they were really poor, he eaid, they probably
deserved to be, and were oply reaping the fruit of their own
improvidence, a deduction which did not appeal to Eatharine.

She turned eastwards and would have walked up to Fourteenth
Street in order to give the hurdy-gurdy beggar something, had she
not remembered almost immediately that she had no money with
her. She never had any except what her mother gave her for
her small expenees, and during the last few days she had not
cared to ask for any. In very economically conducted families
the reluctance to ask for small sums jis generally either the sign
of a quarrel or the highest expression of sympathetic consideration.
Every family has its private barometer in which money takes the
place of mercury.

Katharine suddenly remembered that she had promised Crowdie
another-aitting at eleven c'clock on Friday, It was the day and
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it was the hour, and though by no means sure that she would
enter the house when she reached Lafayette Place, she turned
in that direction and walked onm, picking her way across the
streets an well as she could. The last time she had gone to
Crowdie’s she had gone with John, who had left her at the door
in order to go in search of a clergyman. She remembered that,
na she went along, and she chose the side of the street opposite
to the one on which she had gone with Ralaton.

At the door of Crowdie’s house, she hesitated again. Crowdie
was one of the goesips, It was he who had told the story of
John'’s quarrel with Bright. It seemed as though he must be
more repuleive to her than ever. On the other hand, she realized
that if she failed to appear as she had promised, he would
naturally connect her absence with what had happened to Ralaton.
He could hardiy be blamed for that, she thought, but she would
not have such a story repeated if she could help it. She felt
very brave, and very unlike the Katharine Lauderdale of two
howrs earlier, and after a moment’s thought, she rang the bell and
was admitted immediately.

Hester Crowdie was just coming down the stairg, and greeted
Katharine before reaching her. She seemed snnoyed about some-
thing, Katharine thought. There was a little bright colour in
her pale cheeks, and her dark eyes gleamed angrily.

‘T'm so glad you've come!’ she exclaimed, helping her friend
to take off ber heavy coat, ‘Come in with me for a minute,
won't you §*

‘What's the matter?’ szked Katharine, going with her into
the little front room. ¢ You look angry.

¢Oh—it’s nothing ! T'm eo foolish, you know. It's silly of me,
8it down  +

¢What is it, dear?’ asked Katharine, affectionately, as she sat
down beside Hester upon a little sofs. ¢Have you and he beem
quarrelling 1°

‘Quarrelling |’ Heater laughed gaily. ‘No, indeed. That's
impossible | No—we were all by ourselves—Walter was singing
over his work, and I was just lying amongst the cushions and
listening .and thinking how heavenly it was—and that stopid
Mr, Griggs camse in and spoiled it all. So ¥ came away in disgust,
1 was s0 angry, just for a minute—I could have killed him1*

‘Poor dear !’ Katharine conld not help emiling at the story.

¢ Qh, of course, you laugh at me, Everybody does, But what
doIcare? I love him—and I love his voice, and I love to be
all alone with him up there under the sky—and at night, too,
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when there’s a full moon—you have no idea how beautiful it is.
And then I always think that the snowy days, when I can’t go
out on foot, belong especially to me. You're different—1I knew
you were coming at eleven—but that horrid Mr. Griggs |’

‘Poor Mr. Griggs! If he could only hear you !’

¢ Walter pretends to like him. That’s one of the few points
on which we shall never agres. There's nothing against him, I
know, and he’s rather modest, considering how he has been talked
about—eand all that But one doesn’t like one’s husband's old
friends to come—bothering—you know, and getting in the way
when one wants fo be alone with hima. Oh, no! I've nothing.
againgt the poor man—only that I hate him! How are you,
desreat, after the ball, last night! You seemed awfully tired
when I brought you home. As for me, 'm worn out. I never
closed my eyes till Walter came home—he danced the cotillon
with your mother, Didn’t yon think he was locking ill? I did.
There was one moment when I was just a little afraid that—you
know—that something might happen to him—as it did the other
day—did you notice anything ¥’

¢ No,’ answered Katharine, thoughtfolly. ‘He's naturally pale,
Don't you think that just happened once, and isn’t likely to ocenr
again? He’s been perfectly well ever since Monday, hasn’t he §’

¢(h, yes—perfectly. Bub you know it’s always on my mind,
now, I want to be with him more than ever. I suppose that
accomnts for my being so angry with poor Mr. Griggs. I think
T'd agk him to stay to luncheon if I were sure he'd go away the
minute it's over. Shouldu't you like to stay, deur? Shall I ask
him$ That will just make four. Do! I shall feel that I've
atoned for being so horrid about him. I wish you would !’

Katharine did not answer at once. The vision of her luncheon
at home rose disagreeably before her—there would be her mother
and her grandfather, and probably Charlotte. The latter was
guite sure to have heard something about Jobn, and would, of
course, ceize the occasion to make unpleasant remarks. This
consideration was & decisive argument,

‘ Dear,’ she said at last, ‘if you really want me, T think I mll
stay. Only—I don’t want to be in the way, like Mr. Griggs
Yon must send me away when you've had snough of me.’

‘Katharine] What an idea! I only wish you would stay
forever.’

¢ Oh, 1o, you don’t |’ answered Katharine, with a smile,

Hester rang the bell, and the immaculate and magnificent
Fletcher appeared to receive her orders dbout the limcheon.
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Katharine meanwhile began to wonder at herself. She was so
unlike what she had been a few hours earlier, in the early morning,
alone in her room, She wondered whether, after all, she were
not heartless, or whether the memory of all that had lately
happened to her might not be softened, like that of & bad dream,
which is horrible while it lastz, and at which oze laughs af
breakfast, knowing that it has had no reality. Had her marriage
any reality] Last night, before the ball, the question would
have seemed blasphemous, It presented ifeelf quite naturally
just now. What value had that contract! What power had the
words of any man, priest or layman, to tie her forever fo one who
had not the common decency to behave like a gentleman, and to
keep his appointment with her on the mame evening—on the
evening of their wedding day?! Was there a mysterious magic
in the mere words, which made them like a witch's spell in a
fairy story? She had not seen him since. What was he doing?
Had he not even enough respect for ber to send ker & line of
apology ! Merely what any man would have sent who had missed
an appointment? Had she sold lLer soul into bondage for the
term of her natural life by uttering two words—*I will'} It
was only her soul, after all. She had not seen his fuce save for
3 moment at ber own door in the afternoon, Did he think that
since they had been married he need not bave even the most
common consideration for her} It seemed so. What bad she
dreamed, what had she imagined during all those weeks and
months before Iast Monday, while she had been making up her
mind that she wounld sacrifice anything and everything for the
sake of making him happy? She could not bs mistaken, now,
for she was thinking it all over quite coldly during thess two
minutes, while Hester was speaking to the butler. She was more
than cold. She was indifferent. She could have gone back to
her room and put on her grey frock and the little silver pin again,
and could have looked at herself in the mirror for an hour without
any sensation but that of wonder—amazement at her own folly,

Talk of love! There was love between Walter Crowdic and
his wife, Hester could not be with any one for five minutes
without speaking of him, and a8 for Crowdie himself, he was
infatusted. Everybody said so. Katharine pardoped him his
pale face, his red lips, and the moomprehenuble repulsion she felt
for him, because he loved his wife.



CHAPTER XXIV

KareariNE and Heater went up to the studio together, and
Heater opened the door.

‘I've brought your sitfer, Walter,” she ssid, annomneing
Katharine. ‘I've come back with a reinforcement.’

¢Ob, Misg Lauderdale, how do you do}’ Orowdie came for-
ward, ‘Do you know Mr. Griggs?’ he asked in a low voice.

* Yes, he was introduced to me last night,’ explained Katharine
in an undertone, and bending her head graciously as the elderly
man bowed from a distance.

‘Oh! that's very nice,’ observed Crowdie. ‘I didn't know
whether you bad met. I hate introducing people. They're apt
to remember it againat one. Griggs is an old friend, Mise
Lauderdale.’

Katharine looked at the painter and thought he was leas
repulsive than usual,

‘I know,’ she anawered. ‘Do you really want me to sit this
morning, Mr. Crowdie? You kmow, we said Fridasy

¢Of course I do! There’s your chair, all ready for you—just
where it was last time, And the thing—it isn’t & picture yet—
is in the corner here. Hester, dear, just help Miss Landerdale
to take off her hat, won’t you?’

He crogsed the room as he spoke, and hegan to wheel up the
eagel on which Katharine’s portrait stood, Grigge said nothing,
but wa‘shed the two women as they stood together, trying to
understand the very opposite impressions they made upon him,
and wondering with an excess of cynieiasm which Crowdie thought
the more beautiful. For his own part, he fancied that he should
prefer Hester's face and Katbarine’s character, as he judged it
from her appearance.

Presently Katharine seated hereelf, trying to assame the pose
she had taken at the first sitting. Crowdie dissppeared behind
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the curtain in search of paint and brushes, and Hester sat down
on the edge of a huge divan. As there was no chair except
Katharine’s, Griges eeated himself on the divan beside Mrs,
Crowdie.

¢ There’s never more than one chair here,” she explained. ‘It's
for the sitter, or the buyer, or the lion-hunter, according to the
time of day. Other people must sit on the divan or on the
floor.

*Yes’ answered Griggs. ‘I asee.’

Katharine did not think the answer & very brilliant one for a
man of such reputation. Hitherto she had not had much ex-
perience of lions. Crowdie came back with his palette and painta.

*That’s almost it,’ he eaid, looking at Katharine, ‘A little
more to the left, 1 think—just the shade of a shadow |’

‘801’ asked Katharine, turning her head & very little.

*Yes—only for & moment-—while I look a} you. Afterwards
you needn’t keep so very atill.’

‘Yes—I know. The same as last time.

' Meanwhile, Hester remembered that she had not yet asked
Glrigga to stay to luncheon, though she had taken it for granted
that he wounld,

¢Won't you stay and lunch with us?®’ she asked, ‘Miss
Lauderdale pays she will, and I've told them to set a place for
you. We shall be four, Do, if you can !’

‘You're awfully kind, Mrs, Crowdis,’ answered Griggs. ‘I
wish I could. I believe I have an engagement.

‘Oh, of course you bave. But that's no remson’ Hester
epoke with great convietion. ‘I daresay you made that particular
engagement very much against your will At all events, you
mean to stay, because you oaly say you ®helieve ” you're engaged.
I you didn’t mean to etay, you would say at once that you “had”
an engagement which you couldn’t break. Wounldn't you?
Therefore you will.’

‘ That's a remarkable piece of logic,” cheerved Griggs, emiling,

 Begidea, you're a lion just now, because you've been away eo
long. 8o you can break as many engagements 28 you please—
it won't make any difference.’

*There’s a plain and unadorned contempt for social rules in
that, which appeals to me., Thanks ; if you'll let me, I'll stay.’

“Of course|’ Hester Iaughed. *You ses I'm married to &
lion, 80 I know just what lions do. Walter, Katharine and Mr.
Griggs are going to stay to luncheon.’

‘I'm delighted,’ answered Orowdie, from behind his easel,
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He waa putting in background with an enormous brush, °I say,
Qriggs———' he began again.

‘' Weli ¥’

‘Do you like Rockaways or Blue Points? I'm sure Hester
has forgotten.!

« % When love was the pearl of” my * oyster,” I used to prefer
Blue Points,’ answered Giriggs, meditatively.

*So does Walter,” said Mrs. Crowdie.

‘Wae that a quotation—or what 7’ asked Katharine, speaking
to Crowdie in an undertone,

‘ Swinburne,’ anewered the painter, indistinetly, for he had one
of his brushea between hia teeth.

“Not that it makes any difference what a man eats,” observed
Griggs in the same thoughtful tone. ‘I once lived for five weeks
on ship biscuit and raw apples.’

‘(tood heavens !’ laughed Hester. ‘Yhere was that} In a
shipwreck §’

‘No; in New York, It wasn’t bad. I used to eat a pound a
da.y—there were fwelve to a pound of the white pilot-bread, and
four apples,’

‘Do you mean to eay that you were deliberately starving your-
gelf! What for ¢’

*Oh, no! I had no money, and I wanted to write a boak, so
that I couldn’t get anything for my work till it was dome. It
wasn't like little jobs that one’s paid for at once.’

‘How funny!’ exclaimed Hester. ‘Did you hear that,
Walter 1’ she asked,

*Yes; but he's dona all sorts of things.’

‘ Were you ever a8 hard up as that, Walter ¥’

* Not for a0 long ; but I've had my days, Haven't I, Griggs?
Do you remember—in Paris—when we tried to make an omelet
without eggs, by the recipe out of the * Noble Booke of Cookerie,”
and I wanted to colour it with yellow ochre, and you said it was
poisc.ous] IT've often thought that if we'd bad some saffron, it
would have turned ont better.’

*You cooked it too much,’ answered Griggs, gravely, ‘It taated
like an old binding of a book--all parchment and leathery.
There’s nothing in that recipe anyhow. You can’t make an omelst
without eggs. I got hold of the book again, and copled it out
and persuaded the great man at Voisin's to tryit. But he couldn’t
do anything with if. It wasn’t much better than ours’

‘Im glad to know that,’ eaid Crowdie, ‘I've often thought
of it and wondered whether we bhadn’t made some mistake.’
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Katharine was amused by whaet the two men said, She had
gupposed that a famons painter and a well-known writer, who
probably did pot spend a morning together more than two or three
times a year, would talk profoundly of literature and art. But it
was interesting, nevertheless, to hear them speak of little incidents
which threw a side-light on their former lives.

*Do people who succeed always have such a dreadfully hard
time of it 1’ she asked, addressing the question to both men.

*Oh, I suppose most of them do,” answered Crowdie, indiffer-
eutly.

¢ Jordan's a hard road to travel,” ' observed Griggs, mechanic-
ally.
‘Bing it, Walter—it is so funny !’ suggested Hester,

*What 1’ asked the painter,

¢ Jordan’s a hard road -

‘Oh, I can’t eing and paint. Besides, we're driving Misa
Lauderdale distracted. Aren’t we, Miss Lauderdale}’

‘Not at all. I like to hear you two talk—as you wounldn't to
a reporter, for instance. Tell me something more about what yon
did in Paris. Did you live together$’

*Oh, dear, no! Griggs was a sort of little great man already
in those days, and he used to stay at Meurice's—except when he
ked no money, and then he used to sleep in the Calais train—he
got nearly ten hours in that way—and bhe had a free pasas—coming
back to Paris in time for breakfast. He got smashed once, and
then he gave it up.’

¢That’s pure invention, Crowdie,” said Griggs.

*Oh, I know it is. But it sounds well, and we always used
to say it was true because you were perpetually rushing backwards
and forwards, #0Ob, no, Miss Lauderdale—(iriggs bad begun to
“grrive” then, but T was only a student. You don’t suppose we're
the same age, do you?’

‘(Qh, Walter|’ exclaimed Hester, az though the suggestion
were an insult. '

‘Yes, Origgs is—how old are you, Griggs? DI’ve forgotten,
About fifty, aren’t you i’

‘ About fifty thousand, or thereabouts,’ answered the literary
man, with a good-humonred smile,

Katharine looked at him, turning completely round, for he and
Mrs. Crowdio were eitting on the divan behied her. She thought
his faco was old, especially the eyes and the wpper part, but hia
figure had the sinewy elasticity of youth even as he sat there,
bending forward, with his hande folded on hiz knees. She wished
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she might be with him alone for a while, for she longed to make
him talk abont himself.

‘You always scemed the same age, tc me, even then,’ said
Crowdie.

*Does Mr. Urowdie mean that you were never young, Mr,
Qriggs?’ asked Katharine, who had resumed her pose and waa
facing the artist.

‘We neither of us mean snything,’ said COrowdie, with a soft
laugh.

 That's reassuring |’ exclaimed Katharine, a little annoyed, for
Crowdie laughed as though he knew more about Griggs than he
could or would tell,

‘I helieve it's the truth,’ said Griggs himself ‘We don't
mean anything especial, except a little chaff. It's o nice to be
idiotie and not to have to make speeches.’

‘] bate speeches,’ said Katharine. ‘But what I began by
aaking waa thin. Must people necessarily have & very hard time
in order to succeed af anything? You're both successful men—
you ought to lmow.

‘They say that the wivea of great men have the hardest time,’
said Grigge. ‘What do you think, Mrs. Crowdie{’

*Be reasonable |’ exclaimed Hester. ©Answer Miss Lauder-
dale’s question—if any one can, you can.’

It depends——' anewered Griggs, thoughtfully, °Christopher
Columbus——'

*Oh, I don't mean Christopher Columbus, nor any one like
him!® Katharine laughed, but a little impatiently, *I mean
modern people, like you two.’

*Oh—modern pecple. I see.’ Mr. Griggs spoke in a very
abaent tone,

‘{Don't be so hopelessly dull, Griggs!’® protested Orowdie,
¢ You're here to amuse Miss Lauderdale.’
© t¥es—I know I am. I was thinking just then, Please don’t
think me rude, Miss Lauderdale, You asked rather a big question.’

¢ Oh—I didn't mean to put you to the trouble of thinking. !

‘By the bye, Mizs Lauderdale,’ interrupted Crowdie, *you're
all in black to-day, and on Wednesday you were in grey. It
makea a good deal of difference, you know, if we are to go on,
Which is to be in the picture? We must decide now, if you
don't mind,’

‘What a fellow you are, Crowdie!’ exclaimed Griggs,

‘Tl have it black, if it’s the same to you,” said Katharine,
answering the painter's question.
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“What are you abusing me for, Griggal’ asked Crowdie
looking round his easel.

*For interrupting. You always do. Miss Lauderdale asked
me a guestion, and you sprang at me like a fiery and untamed
wild-cat because I didn’t anewer it—and then you interrupt and
begin to talk about dress.’

‘I didn’t suppose you bad finished thinking already,” answered
Crowdie, ealmly. ‘It generally takes you lomger, All right,
Glo ahead. The curtain’s up! The anchor’s weighed—all sorts
of things! I'm listening. Miss Lauderdale, if you could lock
at me for one moment——' ,

* There you go again !’ exclaimed Griggs.

‘Blesa your old heart, man—D'm working, and you're doing
nothing, Ihave the right of way, Haven't I, Misg Lauderdale ¥’

“Of course,’ apawered Katharine. *But I want to hear Mr,
Grigge—'

‘“(riges on Btruggles"—it sounds like ‘the title of a law
book,’ abgerved Crowdie,

‘You seem playful this morning,’ said Griggs. ‘What makes
you so terribly pleasant t’

*The sight of you, my dear fellow, writhing under Miss
Lauderdale’s questions.’

‘Doesn’t Mr., Griggs like to be asked gemeral questions?’
enguired Katharine, innocently.

‘It's not that, Miss Lauderdale,’ said Griggs, answering her
question. ‘It's not that. T'm a fidgety cold pemon, I suppose,
and I don’t like to answer at random, and your question is & very
big one. Not as & matter of fact. It’s perfectly easy to say yes,
or no, just as one feels about it, or according to one’s own experi-
ence. In that way, I should be inclined to say that it’'s a matter
of accident and circumstances—whether men who succeed have to
go through many material difficulties or not. You don't hear
much of all those who struggle and never succeed, or who are
heard of for a moment and then sink, They’rs by far the most
numerons, Lots of successful men have never been poor, if that's
what you mean by hard times—even in art and literature,
Michaelangelo, Raphael, Leonardo da Vinci, Chaucer, Montaigne,
Goethe, Byron—you can nasme any number who never went through
anything like what nire students out of ten in Paris, for instance,
suffer cheerfully, It certainly does not follow that becauss a man
is great he must have starved at one time or another. The very
greatest seem, a8 & rule, to have had fairly comfortable homee
with everything they could need, unless they bad extravagant
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tastes, That'sa the material view of the quesfion. The answer
is reasonmable enough. It's a disadvantage to begin very poor,
becanse energy is used up in fighting poverty which might be
used in attacking intellectusl difficultiea. No doubt the average
man, whose faculties are not extraordinary to begin with, may
develop them wonderfully, and even be very successful—from
gheer necessity, sheer hunger ; when, if he were comfortably off,
he would do nothing in the world but lie on his back in the
sunghine, and smoke a pipe, and criticise other peopls. Buf to
a man who is naturally so highly gifted that he would produce
good work under any circumstances, poverty is a drawback,’

‘You dide’t keow what you were going to get, Miss Lauder-
dale, when you prevailed on Griggs fo answer a serious question,’
said Crowdie, as Griggs paused a moment. ‘He's a didactic old
bird, when he mounts his hobby.’

‘There’s something wrong about that metaphor, Crowdie,’
observed Griggs. *Bird mounting hobby—you know.’

*Did you never see a crow on a cow's back}’ enquired Crowdie,
unmoved, ‘Or on a sheep? It’s funny when he gets his claws
caught in the wool.'

‘(o on, please, Mr. Qriggs,’ said Katharine ‘It's very
interesting, What's the other side of the question’

*Ob—I dor’t know !’ Griggs rose abruptly from his seat and
began to pace the room. ‘It’s lots of things, I suppose. Things
we don’t understand and never shall—in this world,?

‘But in the other world, perhaps,’ suggested Crowdie, with a
smile which Katharine did not like.

‘The other world is the inside of this ome,’ said Griggs, coming
up to the easel and looking at the painting. ‘That's good,
Crowdie,’ he said, thoughtfully. ‘It's distinetly good. I mean
that it's like, that's all. Of course, I don't know anything about
painting-—that’s your business.’

*Of course it is,” answered Crowdie; ‘I dido't ask you to
criticise, But I'm glad if you think it’s Iike.’

*Yes, Don’t mind my telling you, Crowdie—Miss Lauderdale,
I hope you'll forgive me—there’s & slight irregularity in the pupil
of Miss Landerdale’s right eye—it isn’t exactly round. It affects
the expression, Do you see I

‘I never noticed it,” said Katharine, in surprise,

‘By Jove—you're right!’ exclaimed Crowdie. ‘What eyes
you have, Grigga!l’ :

‘It doesn't affect your sight in the least,’ said QGriggs, ‘and no-
body would notice it, but it affects the expression all the same.’
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‘You saw it at once,’ remarked Katharine,

*Oh—Griggs sees everything,’ answered Crowdie. *He probably
observed the faot last night when he was introduced to you, and
hag been thinking about it ever since.’

¢ Now you've interrupted him again,’ said Katharine, ‘Do rit
down again, Mr. Griggs, and go on with what you were saying—
about the other side of the question.’

‘The question of success $’

“Yea—and diffieulties—and all that.

‘ Delightfully vague—*“all that”! I can only give you an
idea of what I mean. The question of success involves its own
value, and the ultimate happiness of mankind. Do you eee how
big it is? It goes through everything, and it has no end. What
is success § Getting ahead of other people, I suppose. But in
what direction  In the direction of one’s own happiness, presum-
ably. Every one bas & prime and innate right to be happy. Ideas
about happiness differ. 'With most people it’s 2 matter of taate
and inherited proclivities, All schemes for making all mankind
happy in cne direction must fail A man is happy when he feels
that he has succeeded—the sportsman when he has killed his
game, the patson when he believes he has saved a soul We
can’t all be parsons, nor all good shots. There must be variety.
Happiness is success, in each variety, and pothing elee. I mean,
of course, belief in one’s own success, with & reasonable amount
of acknowledgment, It's of much less coneequence to Crowdie,
for instanece, what you think, or I think, or Mrs. Crowdie thinks
about that picture, than it is to himself. Bui our opinicn has
a certain value for him. With an amateur, public opinion is
everything, or nearly everything,. With a good profeasional it is
quite secondary, begause he knows much better than the public
can, whether his work is good or bad. He himself is his world
—the publie is only his weather, fine one day and rainy the next.
He prefers his world in fine weather, but even when it raina he
would not ezchange it for any other, He's his own king, kingdom
and court, He’s his own enemy, his own conqueror, and his own
captive—elave is a better word. In the course of time he may
oven become perfectly indifferent to the weather in his world—
that is, to the public. Aad if he can beliove that he is doing a
good work, and if he can keep inside his own world, he will probably
be happy.’

‘ But if he goes beyond it %' asked Katharine.

‘He will probably be killed—body or soul, or both,” said Griges,
with a queer change of tone,
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Tt seems te me that yon exclude women altogather from your
paradise,” observed Mra. Crowdie, with a laugh,

fAnd amateurs,’ eaid her husband, ‘It’'s to be a professional
paradise for men—no admittance except on business. No ome
who hasn’t bad a picture on the live need apply. Special hell for
miror poets. Crowns of glory may be had on application at the
desk-—fit not guaranteed in cases of swelled head —’

¢Don't be vulgar, Crowdie,” interrupted Griggs,

‘Is “awelled head” vnlgar, Miss Lauderdale?’ enquired the
painter,

¢ It sounds like something horrid-—mumps, or that sort of thing:
What does it mean §’

‘It means a bad caee of conceit. It's & good New York
expression. I wonder you haven't heard it. (o on about the
profeseional persons, Griggs, I'm not half good enough to chaff
you. Iwish Frank Miner were here. He's the literary man in

the family.’

¢Little Frank Miner—the brother of the three Miss Miners}’
asked Griggs.

‘Yes—locks a well-dressed cock sparrow—always in a good
humour—don’t you know him §°

*Of course I do—the brother of the three Miss Miners,” said
Griggs meditatively. ‘Does he write? I dido’t know.’ Crowdie
laughed, and Hester smiled,

‘Buch is fame !’ exclaimed Crowdie. ‘But then, literary men
never seem to have heard of each other.’

*No,’ anawered Griggs. ‘ By the bye, Crowdie, have you heard
anything of Chang-Li-Ho lately ?’

*Chang-Li-Bo1 Whoonearthishe? A Chipege laundryman §’

*No,’ replied CGriggs, unmoved. ‘He's the greatest painter in
the Chinese Empire, But then, you painiers never ssem {o have
heard of one another.’

‘By Jove! that’s not fair, Grigegs! Is he to be in the profes-
aional braven, too?’

‘T suppose so. There’ll probably be more Chinamen than New
Yorkera there. They know a great deal more about art.’

“You're getting deucedly sarcastic, Griggs,’ observed Crowdie,
‘Youw'd better tell Miss Lauderdale more about the life to come.
Your hobby can’t be tired yet, and if you ride him industriously,
it will soon be time for luncheon.’

‘We'd better bave it at once if you two are going to guarrel,’
suggeeted Hester, with a laugh.

‘Oh, we nover quarrel,’ answered Orowdie. * Besides, I've got
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no soul, Griggs eays, and he sold his own to the printer's devil
ages ago—so that the life to come in a perfectly safe subject.’

{What do you mean by eaying that Walter bas no soul }* asked
Hester, looking up quickly at Griggs.

‘My dear lady,” he answered, ‘please don’t be so terribly angry
with me. In the first place, I said it in fun; and secondly, it’s
quite true ; and thirdly, it's very lucky for him that he has none.’

‘ Are you joking now, or are you unintentionally funny 1’ asked
Crowdie.

‘I don’t think it’s very funny to be talking about people having
no souls,’ said Katharine.

‘Do you think every one has a soul, Miss Lauderdale?’ asked
Griggs, beginning to walk about again.

*Yes—of course. Don’t you?’

Griggs looked at her a moment in silence, as though he were
hesitating as to what he shonld say.

*Oan you see the soul, as you did the defect in my eyes ¥’ asked
Eatharine, smiling.

¢ Bometimes—sometimes one almost fancies that one might.’

‘And what do you see in mine, may I ask? A defect?’

He was quite near to her. She looked up at him esrnestly
with her pure girl's eyes, wide, grey and hLonest. The fresh
pallor of her skin waa thrown inte relief by the black she wore,
and her features by the rich stuff which covered the high back
of the chair. There was a deeper interest in her expression than
Griggs often saw in the faces of those with whom he talked, but
it was not that which fascinated him., Thére was something
pugzestive of holy things, of innocent suffering, of the romance
of a virgin martyy—something which, perhaps, took him back
to strange sights he had seen in hiz youth.

He stood looking down into her eyes, a gaunt, world-worn
fighter of fifty years, with a strong, ugly, determined but yet
kindly face—the face of a man who has passed beyond a certain
barrier which few men ever reach at all,

Crowdie dropped bhis hand, holding his brush, and gazing at
the two in silent and genuine delight, The contrast was
wonderful, ke thought, - He would have piven much to paint
them ag they were before bim, with their expressions—with the
very thonghts of which the look in each face was bern. What-
ever Crowdie might be at heart, he was an artigt first,

And Hester watched them, too, accustomed to notice whatever
struck her husband's attention. A very different nature was hers
from any of the three—one reserved for an unusual deatiny, and

U
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with something of fate’s shadowy painting already in all her
outward self—passionate, first, and having, also, many qualities
of mercy and cruelty st passion’s command, but not having any-
thing of the keen insight into the world spiritual, and material,
which in varied messure belonged to each of the others,

¢ And what defect do you see in my soulj’ asked Katharine,
her exquisite lips just parting in a smile.

‘Forgive me!’ exclaimed Griggs, as though roused from a
reverie, ‘I didn't realie that I was staring at yon' He was
an oddly natural man at certain times, Katharine almost
laughed.

‘T didn’t realise it either, she answered. ‘I was too much
interested in what I thought you were going to say.’

‘He's a very clever fellow, Miss Landerdale,’ said Crowdie,
going on with his painting. ‘But you'll turn his head completely.
To be so much interested-—not in what he has esid, or is saying,
or even is going to say, but just in what you think he possibly
may say—Iit's amazing ! Griggs, you're not half enough flattered |
But then, you're 8o spoilt !’ :

‘Yes-—in my old age, people are spoiling me.” Griggs smiled
rather sourly, ‘I can’t read souls, Miss Lauderdale,’ he continued,
¢But if T could, I should rather read yours than most booke. It
has something to say.’

¢It's imposeible to be more vague, I'm sure,’ observed Crowdie.

¢It's impossible to be more flattering,’ said Katharine, quietly.
‘Thank you, Mr. Griggs.’

She was beginning to be tired of Crowdie’s chservations upon
what Griggs saild—possibly because she was beginning to like
Griggs himeelf more than she had expected.

‘I didn’t mean to be either vague or flattering, It's servile
to be the one and weak to be the other. I said what I thought.
Do you call it fiattery to paint a beautiful portrait of Miss
Lauderiale ?’

¢Not unless I make it more beauntiful than she is, answered
the painter,

‘You can’t.

‘That'’s decigive, at all events,’ langhed Crowdie, ‘Not but
that I agree with you, entirely.’

‘Oh, I don’t mean it as you do,’ answered Griggs. *That
would be flattery—exactly what I don’t mean, Mirs Lauderdale
is perfectly well aware that you're a great portrait painter end
that she iz mot altogether the most besutiful young lady living
at the present moment. Vou mean flesh and blood and eyes and
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hair, I don't. I mean all that flesh and blood and eyes and
bair don't mean, and never can mean,’

‘Boul,’ auggested Crowdie. ‘I was talking about thet to
Miss Lauderdale the last time she sat for me—that was on
Wednesday, wasn't it—the day before yesterday? It scems like
last year, for some reason or other. Yes, I know what you mean.
You needn't get into such a state of frenzied excitement,

¢I appeal to you, Mra. Crowdie—was I talking exeitedly ¥’

‘A little,” answered Hester, who was incapable of disagreeing
with her husband.

‘Oh—well—I daresey,’ said Griggs. ‘It haso’t been my
weakness in life to get excited, though' He laughed,

‘ Walter always makes you talk, Mr. (riggs,’ answered Mrs,
Crowdie,

‘A great desl too much. I think I shall be rude, and not
gtay to luncheon, after all.’

‘Nonsense !’ exclaimed Crowdie. *‘Don’t go in for being
young and eccentric—the “man of genius” style, who runs in
and out like & hen in & thunderstorm, and is in everybody's way
when he's not wanted and can’t be found when people want him,
You've ontgrown that eort of absurdity long ago.

Katharine would have liked to see Griggs’ face at that moment,
but be was behind her again, There was something in the
relation of the two men which she found it hard to understand.
Crowdie was much younger than QGriggs—fourteen or fifteen
years, he fancied, and Griggs did not seem fo be at all the kind
of man with whom people would naturally he familiar or take
liberties, to uge the common phrass, Yet they talked together
like & couple of schoolboys,  She should not have thought, either,
that they could”be mutually atfracted. Yet they appeared to
have many ideas in common, and to understand each other
wonderfully well. Crowdie was evidently not repulsive to Griggs
a3 he was to many men she knew—to Bright and Miner, for
instance—and the two had undoubtedly been very intimate in
former days. Nevertheless, it was strange to hear the younger
man, who was little more than a youth in appearance, comparing
the celebrated Paul Griggs to a hen in a thundersform, and still
stranger to sea that Griggs did not resent it at all. An older
woman might have unjustly suspected that the elderly man of
lotters was in love with Hester Crowdie, but such an idea could
never have crossed Katharine’s mind, JIu that respect she was
gingularly unsophisticated, She had been accustomed fo ses her
beautiful mother surrounded and courted by men of all ages, and
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she knew that her mother was utterly indifferent to them except
in 8o far as she liked to be admired. In some books, men fall
in love with married women, and Katharine had alwaya been told
that thoze were bad books, and had accepted the fact withont
queetion and without interest.

But in ordinary matters she was keen of perception. It struck
her that thers was some hond or link between the two men, and
it seemed strange to her that there ghould be-—as strange as
though she had seen an old wolf playing amicably with a little
rabbit. She thought of the two auimals in connection with the
two men.

While she had been thinking, Hester and Griggs had been
talking together in lower tones, on the divan, and Crowdie had
been painting industriously.

*It’s time for luncheon,’ said Mms, Orowdie. ‘Mr. Griggs says
he reslly must go away very early, and perhaps, if Katharine will
stay, ehe will lst you paint for another quarter of an hour after-
ward.!

‘I wish you would |’ answered Crowdie, with alacrity, ¢The
snow-light is so soft —you see the suew lies on the skylight like
a blanket.’ ST T

Katharine looked up at the glass roof, turhing her head far
back, for it was immediately overhead. When she dropped her
eyes she saw that Griggs was looking at her again, but he turned
away instantly. She hed no sensation of unpleasaniness, as she
always had when she met Crowdie's womanieh glance ; but she
wondered about the man and his past.

Hester was just leaving the atudio, going downsfairs to be
gure that luncheon was ready, and Crowdie had disappeared behind
his eurtain to put his palette and brushes out of sight, as usual,
Katharine was alone with Griggs for a few momenta. They stood
together, looking at the portrait.

‘How long have you known Mr. Crowdie §’ she asked, yielding
{0 an irresistible impulse,

‘Crowdie ?' repeated Griggs. ‘Oh—a long time—fifteen or
fixteen years, I should think, That's goiug to be a very good
portrait, Miss Lauderdale—one of his beat. And Orowdie, at his
beat, is first rate.’
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KATHARINE wae conscicus that doring the time she had spent
in the studic she had been taken out of herself. She had listened
to what the others had maid, she had been interested in Griggs,
ghe had speculated upon the probable origin of hie apparent
friendship with Crowdie ; in & word, she had temporarily lulled the
tempest which had threatened to overwhelm her altogether in the
earlier part of the morning. She was not much given o analysing
berself and her feelings, but as she descended the stairs, followed
by Crowdie and Griggs, she was inclined fo doubt whether she were
awake, or dreaming. Bhe told herself that it was all true ; that
she had been married to John Ralstor on the previous morning in
the quiet, remote church, that she had seen John for one moment
in the afternoon, at her own door, that he had failed her ir the
evening, and that she knew ouly too certainly how he had dis-
graced himself in the eyes of decent people during the remainder
of the day. It was all true, and yet there was something misty
about it all, as though it were a dream, Bhe did not feel angry
or hurt any more, It only seemed to her that John, and every-
thing conneeted with him, had all at once paased out of her lifs,
beyond the poseibility of recall. And she did not wish to reeall
it, for she had reached something like peace, very unexpectedly.

It was, of course, only temporary, Phyzically speaking, it
might be explained as the reaction from violent emotions, which
had left her nerves weary and deadened. And speaking not
merely of the material side, it is trme that the life of love has
momeunts of suspended . animation, during which it is hard to
believe that love was ever alive at all-—times when love has a
past and a future, but no present.

If she had met John at that moment, on the etairs, she would
very probably bave put out her hand quite naturally, and would
have greeted him with a smile, before the reality of all that bad
happened could come back to bher Many of us have dreamed
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that those deareat to us have done us some cruel and hitter wrong,
struck us, insulted us, trampled on our life-long devotion to them ;
and in the morning, awaking, we have met them, and smiled, and
loved them just the same. For it was only a dream. And there
are those who have known the reality; who, after mueh time,
have very suddenly found out that they have been betrayed and
wickedly deceived, and wused ill, by their most dear—and who, in
the firat moment, bave met them, and amiled, and loved them just
the same. For it was only a dream, they thought indeed. And
then comes the waking, which is as though one fell asleep upor his
beloved’s bosom and awoke among thorns, and having a crown of
thorns about his brows—very hard to bear without crying aloud,

Katharine pressed the polished banister of the staircase with
her hand, and with the other she found the point of the little gold
pin ehe wore at her throat and made it prick her a little. It was
a foolish idea and a childich thought. She knew that she was not
really dreaming, and yet, as though she might have been, she wanted
a physical senpation to assure her that she was awake. Griggs
was close behind her. Crowdie had stopped & moment to pull the
cord of a curtain which covered the skylight of the staircase.

‘I wonder where real things end, and dreams begin!’ said
Katharine, half turning her head, and then immediately looking
before her again.

¢ At every minute of every hour,” answered Griggs, aa quickly as
though the thought had been in his own mind.

From higher up came Crowdie’s golden voice, singing very
softly to himeelf, He had heard the question and the answer,

‘“La vie est un songe,”’ he sang, and then, breaking off
suddenly, laughed a little and hegan to descend.

At the first note, Katharine stood still and turned her face up-
wards. Griggs etopped, too, and looked down at her, Even after
Crowdie had Iaughed Katharine did not move.

‘I -vish you'd go on, Mr. Crowdie " she cried, speaking so that
he could hear her.

*Griggs is anxious for the Blue Points,’ he answered, coming
down, ¢ Besides, he hates music, and makes no secret of the fact.’

‘Is it truef Do you really hate music?’ asked Katharine,
turning and beginning to descend again,

¢ Quite true,’ angwered Griggs, quietly. ‘Idefestit. Crowdie’s
a nuisance with his perpetual yapping.’

Orowdie laughed good naturedly, and Katharine said nothing,
Ag they reached the lower landing she furned and pamsed an
instant, so that Griggs came beside her,
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*Did you always hate musict’ she asked, looking up into his
weather-beaten face with some curioeity,

‘Hm !’ Griggs uttered a doubtful sound. *It's a long time
gince I heard any that pleased me, at all events.’

‘There are certain subjects, Miss Lauderdale, upon which
Griggs is unapproachable, because he won't say anything, And
there are others upon which it is dangerous to approach him,
because he is likely to say too much. Hester! Where are yout’

He disappeared into the little room at the front of the house
in search of his wife, and Katharine stood alone with Griggs in
the entry. Again she looked at him with curiosity.

‘You're a very good-humoured person, Mr, Griggs,’ she said,
with a smile.

‘You mean about Crowdie? Oh, I can stand & lot of his chaff
—and he has to stand mine, too,’

*That was & very interesting answer you gave to my question
about dreams,’ said Katharine, leaning against the pillar of the
banister,

‘Waos it? Let me see—what did I say?’ He seemed fo be
absent-minded again.

‘Come to luncheon!’ eried Crowdie, reappearing with Hester
at that moment. *You can talk metaphysics over the oyaters.’

¢ Metaphysies |’ exclaimed Griggs, with a smile.

*Oh, 1 know,’ anewered Crowdie. *I can’t tell the difference
between metaphysies and psychics, and geography and Totem, It
ig all precisely the same to me—and it is to Griggs, if he'd only
acknowledge it. Come along, Miss Lauderdale—to oysters and
calture !’

Hester laughed at Orowdie’s good spirits, and Griggs smiled,
He had large, sharp teeth, and Katharine thought of the wolf and
the rabbit again, It was strange that they should be on such
good terms,

They sat down to luncheon. The dining-room, like every
other part of the small house, had been beautified as much as
its position and dimensions would allow, It had originally been
email, but an extension of glass had been built out into the yard,
which Hester had turned into & fernery. There were z great
number of plants of many varieties, some of which had been
obtained with great difficulty from immense distances. Heater
had been told that it would be impossible to make them grow
in an inhabited room, but she had eucceeded, and the result was
something altogether out of the commeon,

She admitted that, besides the atiention she bestowed upon
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the plants herself, they occupied the whole time of a speciaily
trained gardener. They were her only hobby, and where they
were concerned, time and money had no value for her. The
dining-room itself was simple, but exquisite in its way. There
were & few pieces of wonderfully chiselled silver on the sideboard,
and the glasses on the table were Venetian and Bohemian, and
very old. The linen was as fine as fine writing-paper, the
porcelain was plain white Stvres. There was nothing superfluous,
but there were all the little, unobtrusive, almost priceless details,
which are the highest expression of intimate luzury—in which
the eye alone receives rest, while the other senses are fiattered to
the utmost. Colour and the precious metals are terribly cheap
thingas nowadaye compared with what appeals to touch and taste.
There are times when certain dainties, like terrapin, for inetance,
are certainly worth much more than their weight in silver, if not
quite their weight in gold. But as for that, to say that a man is
worth his weight in gold bas ceased to mean very much. Some
ingenions persons have Ilately calculated that the average man’s
weight in gold would be worth about forty thousand dollars, and
that a few minutes’ worth of the income of some men living
would pay for a life-sized golden calf. The further development
of luxury will be an -interesting thing to watch during the next
century. A poor woman in New York recently returned a roast
tarkey to a charitable lady who had eent it to her, with the
remark that she was accustomed to eat roast beef at Christmas,
though she * did not mind turkey on Thankegiving Day.’

Katharine wondered how far such a8 man as Griggs, who said
that he hated musie, could appreciate the excessive refinement
of & luxury which could be felt rather than seen. It was all
familiar to Katharine, and there were little things at the Crowdies
which she longed to have at home. Griggs ate his oysters in
gilence. Flstcher came to his elbow with & decanter,

*Vin de Grave, sir?’ enquired the old butler in & low voice.

*No rvine, thank youn,’” said Griggs.

‘There's Sauterne, isn’t there, Walter?’ asked Hester.
¢ Perhaps Mr. Griggs—-'

‘Griggs is a cold water man, like me’ answered Crowdie.
‘His pecret viee is to drink & bucket of if, when nobody is
Iooking.'

Fletcher looked disappointed, and replaced the decanter on
the sideboard.

‘It’s uncommon to see two men who drink nothing' observed
Hester, ‘Bub I remember that Mr, Griggs never did.’
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‘ Never-—gince you knew me, Mrs, Crowdie. I did when I
was younger,’

‘Did you! What made you give it up?’

Katharine felt a strange pain in ber heart, ag they began fo
talk of the subject. The reality was suddenly coming back out
of dreamland.

*I lost my taste for it,” answered Griggs, indifferently.

* About the same time as when you began to hate music,
wasu't it ¥’ asked Crowdie, gravely.

‘Yes, I daresay.’

The elder man epoke quietly enough, and. there was not a
ghade of interest in his voice as he answered the question. But
Katharine, who wes watching him unconacicusly, saw a momentary
change pass over his face. He glanced at Crowdie with an
expreseion that was almost eavage. The dark, weary eyes gleamed
fiercely for an instant, the great veins swelled at the lean temples,
the lips parted and just showed the big, sharp teeth, Then it
was all over again and the kindly look came back. Crowdie was
not gmiling, and the tone im which he had asked the guestion
showed plainly enough that it was not meant es a jest. Indeed,
the painter himgelf seemed unusually serious. But be had not
been looking at Griggs, nor had Hester seen the sudden flash of
what was very like half-suppressed snger. Katharine wondered
more and more, and the little incident diverted her thoughts
again from the suggestion which had given her pain.

‘Lots of men drink water altogether, nowadays,’ observed
Crowdie. ‘It's a mistake, of course, but it’s much more agresable.

‘A mistake |’ exclaimed Katharine, very much astonished.

*0Oh, yes—-it's an awful mistake,’ echoed Griggs, in the most
natural way posaible.

‘I'm not eo sure,’ said Hester Crowdie, in a tone of voice which
ghiowed plainly that the idea was not new to her,

‘I don't understand,’ said Katharine, unable to recover from
her aurprise, *I always thought that—— she checked herself and
looked across at the ferns, for her heart was hurting her again,

She euddenly realised, also, that considering what had happened
on the previous night, it was very tactless of Crowdie not to
change the subject. But he seemed not at all inclined to drop it
yet

‘Yes, he said. ‘In the firet place, total abatinence shortens
life. Statistics show that moderate consumera of aleoholic drinks
live considerably longer than drunkards and total abstainers.’

¢ Of course,” assented Griggs. A certain amount of wine makes



208 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE OHAP,

a man lagy for a time, and that rests his nerves. We who drink
water accomplish more in & given time, but we don't live so long.
We wear ourselves out, If we were not the strongest generation
there has been for eenburies, we shounld all bs in our graves by this
time,’

¢ Do you think we are a very strong generation |’ asked Crowdie,
who looked as weak as g girl,

*Yes, I do/ anewered Griggs, ‘Look at yourself and at me,
You're not an athlete, and an average street boy of fifteen or aix-
teen might kill you in a fight, That has nothing to do with it,
The amount of actual hard work, in your profession, which you've
done—ever since you were a mere lad—is amazing, and you're
none the worse for it, either, You go on, just as though you had
begun yesterday. Heaving weights and rowing races is no fest of
what & man’s strength will bear in everyday life, You don’t need
big muscles and strong joints. But you need good nerves and
enormous endurance. I consider you a very strong man—in most
ways that are of any use.’

¢ That's true,’ said Mre. Crowdie. ‘It's what I've alwaye been
trying to put info worda’

* All the same,’ continued Griggs, ‘ one reason why you do more
than other pecple iz that you drink water. If we are strong, it's
hecanse the Iast generation and the one before it lived too well
The next generation will be ruined by the advanee of science.’

“The advance of aciemce!’ exclaimed Katharine, ‘But, Mr.
Griggs—what extreordinary ideas you have!’

‘Have I It’s very simple, and it's absolutely trme. We've
had the survival of the fittest, and now we're to have the survival
of the weakest, because medical science is learning how to keep all
the weaklings alive. If they were puppies, they'd all be drowned,
for fear of epoiling the breed. That’s rather a brutal way of
putting it, but it's true. As for the question of drink, the races
that produce the mozt effect on the world are those that consume
the most meat and the most aleohol. I don't suppose any ome
will try to deny that. Of course, the consequences of drinking
lagt for many generations after aleohol has gone out of use. It's
pretty certain that before Mohammed’s fime the mational vice of
the Arabs was drunkenness, 8o long as the effects lasted—for a
good many generations—they swept everything before them. The
moat terrible nation is the one that kas aleohol in its veins but
not in ita head. Buf when the effects wore out, the Arabe retired
from the field before nations that drank—and drank hard, They
bad no chance.’
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* What a horrible view to take !’ Katharine was really shocked
by the man's cool statements, and most of all by the appearanee
of indisputable truth which he undoubtedly gave to them.

*And as for saying that drink is the principal cause of crime,’
he continued, quietly finishing a piece of shad on his plate, ‘it’s
the most arrant nonsense that ever was invented. The Hindus
are total abstainers and always have been, so far a8 we know.
The vast majority of them take no stimulant whatever, no tea, no
coffee. They smcoke a little. There are, I believe, about two
hundred millions of them alive now, and their capacity for most
kinds of wickedness is quite as great as ours. Any Indian official
will tell you that. It's pure nonsenee to lay all the blame on
whiskey, There would be just as many crimes committed without
it, and it would be much harder to detect them, because the
criminals would keep their heads better under difficulties. Crime
is in human nature, like virtue—like most things, if you know
how to find them.’

‘That’s perfectly trus,’ said Crowdie. ‘I believe every word
of it, And I know that if I drank a certain amount of wine I
should have a better chance of long life, but I don't like the taste
of it—couldn't bear it when I was & boy. I like to see men get
mellow and good-natured over a bottle of claret, foo. All the
same, there’s nothing so positively disgusting as & man who bas
had too much,’

Hester looked at him quickly, warning him fo drop the subjeet.
But Grigge knew nothing of the circumstances, and went on
discussing the matter from his original point of view,

{ There’s a heast somewhere, in every human being,’ he said,
thoughtfully. ‘If you grant the fact that it is a beast, it's no
worse to look at than other beasts. But it’s quite proper to call
a drunkard a beast, becanse almost all animale will drink anything
alecholic which hasn’t 8 bad taste, nntil they're blind drunk, It's
a natural imstinet. Did you ever see a goat drink rum, or a
Western pony drink a pint of whiskey ! Al animals like it. I've
tried it on lots of them. It's an old sailors’ trick.’

‘I think it’s horrid 1’ exclaimed Hester. °Altogether, it’s a
most unpleasant subject, Can’t we talk of something else’

¢ Grigga can talk about anything except botany, my dear, said
Crowdie, ‘Don’t ask him about ferng, unless you want an
exhibition of ignorance which will atartle you.’

Katharine sat still in silence, though it would have been easy
for her at that moment to turn the eonversation into a new
chanmel, by asking Griggs the first question which chanced to
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present itself, But she could not have spoken just them, She
could not eat, either, though she made & pretence of using her
fork, The reality had come back out of dreamland altogether
this time, and would not be banighed again, The long dizcunssion
about the subject which of all others was most painful te her,
and the cynical iudifference with which the two men had discussed
it, had goaded her memory back through all the defails of the
last twenty-four hours. She was searcely comscious that Hester
had interfered, as she became more and more absorbed by her own
suffering.

‘Bhall we talk of roses anrd green fields and angels’ loves$’
asked Griggs. ‘How many portraits have you painted since last
summer, Crowdie }°

¢By way of reminding me of roses you stick the therns into
me—four, I think—anrd two I’m doing now, besides Miss Lauder-
dale’s. There's been a depression down town., That accounts for
the pmall number. Portrait painters suffer firsf. In hard times
people dou’t want them.”

*Yes,’ answered Griggs, thoughtfully. *Portrait painters and
hattersa. Did you know that, Crowdie? When money in tight
in ‘Wall Street, people don't bet hats, and the hatters say it makes
a great difference’’

‘That's queer, And you—how many books have you writtent’

‘Since last summer? Ounly one—a boshy little thing of sixty
thousand.’

' Sixty thousand what7’ asked Hester. *Dollars?’

‘Dollars ! Griggs laughed. ¢ No—only words. Sixty thousand
worde. That’s the way we count what we do. No—its &
tiresome little thing. I had an ides,—or thought I had,—and
just when I got to the end of it I found it was frash. That’s
generally the way with me, unpless I have a stroke of luck.
Haven't you got an idea for me, Mra, Crowdie? I'm getting old
and people won’t give me any, as they used to.’

‘I wish I had! What do you want? A love story?!’

‘Of course. But what I want is & character. There are no
new plots, nor incidents, nor things of that sort, you know.
Everything that's ever happened has happened so often. But
there are new chargeters, The end of the century, the sharp end
of the eentury, is digging them up out of the sands of life—as you
might dig up clams with a pointed stick,’

‘That’s bathos |’ laughed Orowdie. *The sands of life—and
clams 1’

‘I wish you'd stick to your danbs, Orowdie, and leave my
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Eudglish slone!’ said Griggs, ‘It sells just as well as your
portraits, No—what I mean is that just when fate is twisting
the tail of the century——'

¢ Really, my dear fellow—that’s a littlse too bad, you kmow!
To compare the century to a refractory cow !’

¢ Crowdie,’ sald Griggs, gravely, ‘in a former state I was a
wolf, and yot were & rabbit, and I gobbled you up. If you go
on interrupticg me, I'll do it again and destroy your Totem.’

Katharine started suddenly and stared at Qriges. It seemed
go strange that he shonld have used the very words—wolf and
rabbit—which bad beer in her mind more than once during the
morning,

“What is it, Miss Lauderdale?’ he asked, in some surprise.
‘You look startled.’

*Oh—nothing !> Katharine hastened to say. ‘I happened to
have thought of wolves and rabbits, and it seemed odd that you
should mention them.’

‘Write to the Pusychical Research people,’ suggested Crowdie,
¢I¥'s a distinet case of thought-transference,’

‘I daresay it is,” said QGriggs, indifferently. ¢ Everything is
traneferable—why shouldn’t thoughts be {’

‘Everything 1’ repeated Crowdie. ‘Even the affections

‘0Oh, yes—even the affections—but punched, like a railway
ticket,’ answered Griggs, promptly. Everybody laughed & little,
except Griggs himself,

‘Of course the affections are tranafersble’ he continued
meditatively. ‘The affections ave the hat-—the object i only the
peg on which it’s hung. One peg is almost a8 good as another—
if it's within reach ; but the best place for the hat is on the man’s
own head, Nothing shields & man like devoting all his affections
to himself. )

‘Thet's perfectly “outrageous !’ exclaimed Hester Crowdie.
“You make one think that you don’t believe in anything! Ob,
it’s too bad—really it is I’

¢T believe in ever go many things, my dear lady,’ answered
Griggs, looking at her with a singularly gentle expression on his
weather-beaten face. ‘I beliave in lots of good th.ugs—more thar
Crowdie does, as he lmows, I believe in roses, and greon fields,
and love, a8 mueh as you do. Only—the things one believes in
are not always good for one—it depends—love’s path may ke
among roses or among thorns; yet the path alwaye has two ends
—the one end is life, if the love is true’

¢+ And the other}’ asked Katharine, meeting his far-away glance.
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¢ The other is death,” he answered, almoat solemnly,

A momentary silence followed the words, Even Crowdie
made no remark, while both Hester and Katharine watehed the
elder man's face, as women do when & man who has known the
world well speaka seriously of love,

¢ But then,” added Griggs himself, more lightly, and as though
to destroy the impression he had made, ‘moet people never go to
gither end of the path, They enter at one side, loock up and down
it, cross it, and go out at the other. Bomething frightens them,
or they don’t like the colour of the roses, or they’re afraid of the
thorns—in nine cases ont of ten, something drives them out of it

¢ How can one be driven out of love |’ asked Katharine, gravely.

‘I put the thing generally, and adorned it with nice similes
and things—and now you want me to explain all the details)’
protested Griggs, with a little rough laugh, ‘How can one be
driven out of love? In many ways, I fancy, By & real or
imaginary fault of the other pereon in the path, I suppose, as
much a8 by anything. It won’t do to stand abt trifles when ome
Ioves, There’s a meaning in the words of the marriage service—
“ for better, for worse,”’

I know there is, said Katharine, growing pale, and choking
herself with the words in the determination to be brave,

‘Of course there is, Peopls don’t lmow mmeh shout one
another when they get married. At least, not as a rule. They've
met on the stage like actors in a play—and then, suddenly, they
meet in private life, and are quite different people. Very probably
the woman is jealous and extravagant, and hes & temper, and hag
been playing the ingenuous young girl's parts on the stage. And
the man, who has been doing the self-sacrificing hero, who
proposes to go without butter in order to support his starving
moftherinlaw, turns out to be a gambler—or drinks, or otherwise
plays the fool. Of course that's all very distressing to the bride
or the bridegroom, as the case may be. But it can’t be helped,
They've taken one another *for better, for worse,” and it's turned
out to be for worse, They can go to Sioux City and get a divorce,
but then that's troublesome and seandalous, and one thing and
another. So they just put up with it. Besides, they may love
each other so much that the defects don’t drive them out of it.
Then the bad one drags down the good one—or, in rare cases, the
good one raises the bad onme. Ob, yes—I'm not a cymie—that
happena, too, from time to time.’

Crowdie looked at his wife with his soft, languishing glance,
and if Katharine had been watching him, she might have seen on
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hin red lips the smile she especially detested. But she was look-
ing down and pressing her hands together under the table.
Hester Crowdie's eyes were fixe on her face, for she was very
pale and was evidently suffering. Griggs also looked at her, and
saw that something unusual was happening.

“Mra. Crowdie,’ he said, vigorously changing the subject, as a
man can who has been leading the conversation, ‘if it isn’t & very
rude question, may I ask where you get the extraordinary ham
you always bave whenever I lunch with you? I've been all over
the world, and I've never eaten anything like it. I'm not sure
whether it's the ham itself, or some secret in the cooking.’

Mrs. Crowdie glanced at Katharine's face once more, and then
looked at him. Crowdie also turned towards him, and Katharine
slowly unclasped her hands beneath the table, as though the
bitterness of death were passad.

‘ Oh—the ham %’ repeated Mrs, Crowdie. ‘They’re Yorkshire
hams, aren't they, Walter? You always order them,

‘No, my dear,” answered Crowdie. ‘Theyre American.
‘We've not had any English ones for two or three years. Fletcher
gets them. He's & better judge than the cook. Griggs is quite
right—there’s a trick about boiling them—something to do with
changing the water a certain number of times before you put in
the wine. Are you going to set np housekeeping, Griggsi I
should think that oatmeal and water and dried herrings would be
your gort of fare, from what I remember,’

‘Bomething of that kind' answersd Griggs, ¢Anything’s
godd enough that will support life.’

The luncheon came to an end without any further incident,
and the conversation ran on in the very smallest of small falk
Then Griggs, who was a very busy man, lighted a cigaretfe and
took his departure. As he shook hands with Katharine, and
bowed in his rather fofeign way, he looked at her once more, as
though she interested him very much.

¢T hope I shall see you again,’ said Katharine, quietly.

¢1 hope ao, indeed,” snswered Grigga. *You're very kind to
say 8o’

yWhen he was gone the other three remained together in the
little front room, which has been so often mentioned.

*Will yon sit for me & little longer, Misa Lauderdale?’ asked
Crowdie,

$0h, doo’t work any more just yet, Walter !’ cried Hester,
with sudden anxiety.

*Why? What's the matter?” enquired Orowdie in some surprise.
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‘You know what Mr. Griggs was just eaying at luncheon.
You work so hard! You'll overdo it some day. It's perfectly
true, you know. You never giva yourself any rest !’

¢ Except during about one-half of the year, my dear, when you
and I do sbeclutely nothing together in the most beautiful places
in the world—in the most perfect climates, and without one
solitary little shadow of & care for anything on earth but our two
selves.’

¢Yes—I know. But you work all the harder the rest of the
time. Besides, we haven't been ahroad this year, and you eay we
can't get away for at least two months. Do give yourself time to
breathe—juet after luncheon, too, I'm sure it’s not gooed for him,
is it, Katharine §’ she asked, appealing to her friend.

¢QOf course not |’ answered Katharine, ‘And besides, I must
run home. My dear, just fancy! I forgot to ask you to send
word to eay that I wasn't coming, and they won't dmow whers I
am, PBut we lunch later than you de—if I go directly, I shall
find them still at table.’

¢ Nonsenae |’ exclaimed Hester. ‘You dou't want to go really?
Do you? You know, I could send word still—it wouldn’t be too
late.) She glanced at her husband, who shook hir head, and
smiled——he was standing behind Katharine. ¢ Well—if you must,
then,’ continued Heater, ‘I won't keep you. But come back soon.
It seems to me that I never see you now—and I bave lots of
things to tell you,

Katharine shook hands with Crowdie, whose soft, white fingera
felt cold in hers. Hester went out with her into the entry, and
belped ber to put on her thick coat.

‘Take courage, dear!’ said Mrs. Crowdie in & low voice, as
she kisged her, ‘It will come right in the end.’

Eatharine looked fixedly at her for a few seconds, buttoning
her coat.

*It’s not courage that I need,” she said slowly, at last. °I
think I have snough—good-bye—Hester, darling—good-bye !’

She put her arms round her friend and kissed her three times,
and then formed quickly and let herself out, leaving Hester
standing in the entry, wondering aé the solemn way in which she
had taken leave of her.



CHAPTER XXVI

EATHARINE'S mood had changed very much since she had entered
the Crowdies’ houge. Bhe had felt then a certain sense of strength
which had besn familiar to her all her life, but which had never
before seemed so real and pervicesble. She had been sure that
ghe could defy the world—in that black frock she wore—and that
her face would be of marble and her heart of steel under all
imaginable circumstances, She had carried her head high and
had walked with & fum tread. She bad felt that if she met
John Ralston she could tell him what she thought of him, and
hurf him, go that in hia suffering, at least, he should repent of
what he had done.

It was different now. She did not attempt to find reasons for
the difference, and they would have been hard to discover. But
ghe knew that ghe had been exposed to & sort of test of her
strength, and had broken down, and that Hester Crowdie had
seen her defeat. Poseibly it was the knowledge that Hester had
gecn and understood which was the most immediately painful
circumstance at the present moment; but it was not the most
important one, for she’wss really quite as brave as she had
believed herself, and what suffered most in her was mot her
vanity.

The conversation af fable had somebhow brought the whole
truth more clearly Lefore her, as the developer bringa out the
picture on a photographer's plate. Tbe facta were fixed now, and
she conld not hide them nor turn from them at will.

‘Whether she were mistaken or not, the position was bad enough.
As ghe saw if, it was intolerable. By her own act, by the exer
cige of her own will, and by nothing else, she had been mecretly
married to John Ralston, She had counted with certainty upon
old Robert Lauderdale to provide her husband with some occu-
pation immediately, feeling eure that within a few days she

b4
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ghould be able to acknowledge the marriage and assume her
position before the world as a married woman, But Robert
Lauderdale had demonstrated to her that this was impessible
under the conditions she required, namely, that John should
gupport bimself He had indeed offered to make her independent,
but that solution of the difficulty was not acceptable, To obtain
what she and Ralston had both desived, it was necessary, and she
admitted the fact, that John should work regularly in some office
for a certain time. Robert Lauderdale himself could not take an
idle man from a fashionable club and suddenly torn him into a
partner in & house of business or a firm of lawyers, if the idle man
himaelf refused to accept money in any ehape. Even if he had
accepted if, such a proceeding would have been criticised and
laughed at as & piece of plutocratic juggling, It would have made
John contemptible. Therefore it wae impossible that John and
Katharine should have a house of their own and appesr as a
married couple for some time, for at least  year, and probably for
a longer period. Under such circumstances to declare the marriage
would have been to make themeelves the laughing-stock of society,
g0 long as John continned to live under his mother's roof, and
Katharine with her father, The secret marriage would have to
be kept a secret, except, perhaps, from the more discreet members
of the family. Alexander Iauderdale would have to be told, and
life would not be very pleasant for Katharine until she could leave
the paternal dwelling. She knew that, bhut she would have been
able to bear it, to look upon the next year or two as yeara of
betrothal, and to give her whole heart and zoul to help John in
his work. It was the worst contingency which she had foreseen
when she had persuaded him to take the step with her, and she
had certainly not expected that it could arise; but since it had
arisen, she was ready to meetit. There was nothing within
the limits of reason which she would not have done for John,
and she had driven those limits as far from ordinary common
sense a8 was possible, to rashness, even to the verge of things
desperate in their folly.

She knew that. But she had eounted on John Ralston with
that singnlarly whole-hearted faith which characterises very
refined women. Many years ago, when analytical fiction was in
ita infancy, Charles de Bernard made the very wise and true
observation that no women abandon themeelves more completely
in thought and deed to the men they love, or make such real
glaves of themselves, an those whom he calls ¢ great ladica,'—that
is, a8 wo ehonld say, women of the highest refirement, the most
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unassailable social pesition, and the most rigid traditions. The
remark is a very profound one, The explanation of the fact is
very simple, Women who have grown up in surroundings wherein
the letter of honour is rigidly observed, and in which the apirit
of virtue prevails for hononr's sake, readily believe that the men
they love are as honourable a8 they eeern, and more virtuous in =2ll
waye than sinful man is likely io be, The man whom euch a
woman loves with all her hearf, before she has met trrth face to
face, eannot possibly be as worthy ag she imagines that he is ; and
if ha be an honest man, he must be aware of the fact, and muat
constantly suffer by the ever present knowledge that he is casting
a shadow greater than himself, so to say—and to push the simile
further, it is true that in attempting to overtake that shadow of
himself, he often deliberately walks away from the light which
makes him cast it.

Johr Ralston could never, under any circumstances, have done
all that Katharine had expected of him, slthough she had professed
to expect go little. 'Woman fills the hours of her lover's absence
with scenes from her own sweet dreamland. In nine cases out of
ten, when ghe has the chanee of eomparing what she has learned
with what she has imagined, she has a moment of sickening
disappointment. Later in life there is an adjustment, and at
forty years of age she merely warps her daughter vaguely that she
must not believe too much in men. That ia the nsual sequence of
events.

But Katharine's case just now was very much worse than the
common. It is not necessary to recapitulate the evidence against
John's soberness on that memorable Thursday. It might have
ruined the reputation of a Father of the Church, TUp to one
o’clock on the following day no one but Mrs, Ralston and Doctor
Routh were aware that there was anything whatsoever to be said
on the other side of the question. So far as Katharine or any
one else could fairly judge, John had been through one of the
most outrageous and complete sprees of which New York rociety
had heard for = long time. A certain number of people knew
that he had practically fought Hamilton Bright in the hall of his
club, and had undoubtedly tripped him up and thrown him,
Katharine, naturally enough, supposed that every one kmew it
and ir spite of Bright's reassuring words on the previous night,
ghe fully expected that John would have to withdraw from the
club in question, Even she, girl as she was, knew that this was
a sort of public disgrace.

There was no other word for it, The man she loved, and to
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whom she had been secretly married, had publicly disgraced
himeelf on the very day of the marriage, had been tipsy in the
club, had been seen drunk in the streets, had been in a fight with
a professional boxer, and had been incapable of getting home alone
—imuch moare of going to meet his wife at the Assembly ball.

If he had doue such things on their wedding day, what might
he not do hereafter? The question was a natural one. Katharine
had bound herself to & hopeless drunkard. She had heard of
guch cases, unfortunately, though they have become rare emough
in society, and she knew what it all meant, There would be
years of a wrebched existence, of a perfectly hopeless attempt to
cure him. She had heard her father tell such stories, for Alexander
junior was not a peaceable abstainer like Giriggs and Crowdie.
He was not an abstainer at all—he was a man of ferocious
moderation. She remembered painful details about the drunkard’s
chiltren, Ther there waa a story of a blow—and then a separa-
tion—a wife who, for her child’s sake, would not go to another
State and be divorced—and the going back to the father’s house
to live, while the busband sank from bad to worse, and his
acquaintances avoided him in the street, fill he had been seen
hanging ahout low liguor saloons and telling drunken loafers the
gtory of his married life—spealking to them of the pure and
puffering woman who was still hia lawful wife—and laughing
about it. Alexander had tfold it all, as a wholesome lesson to
his household, which, by the way, consisted of his aged father, his
wife, and his two daughters, none of whom, one might have
thought, could ever atand in need of such lessons. Charlotte had
laughed then, and Katharine had been disgusted. Mrs Lauderdale’s
perfectly classical face had expressed nothing, for she had been
thinking of something else, and the old philanthropist had made
some remarks about the close connection between intemperance
and idiocy. But the so-called lesson was telling heavily against
Jobn Ralston now, two or three years after it had been delivered.

It was clear to Katharine that her life was ruined before it
had begun. [In those first hours after the shock it did not ocour
to her that she could ever forgive Jobn. She was therefore
doubly sure that the ruin he had wrought was irretrievabls, She
cotld not naturally think now of the possibility of ever acknow-
ledging her marriage. To proclaim it meant to attempt just such
a life as she had heard her father describe. Unfortunately, too,
in tha$ very case, she knew the people, aud knew that Alexander
junior, who never exaggerated anything but the terrors of the life
10 come, had kept within the truth rather than gone beyond it
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She did not even tell herself that matters would have heen
gtill worse if she had been made publicly John Ralston’s wife on
the previous day, At that moment she did not meek fo make
things look mors bearable, if they might. She had faced the
gituation and it wae terrible—it justified anything she might
choose to do. If she chose to do something desperate to free
herself, she wished to be fully justified, and that desired justifi-
cation would be weakened by anything which should make her
position seem more easy to hear,

Indeed, she could hardly have been blamed, whatever she had
done, Bhe was bound without being united, married and yet not
married, but necessarily shut off from all future thought of
marriage, so long an John Ralston lived.

She had assumed duties, too, whick she was far from wishing
to avoid. In her girlish view, the difference between the married
and the gingle state lay mainly in the loss of the individual liberty
which seemed to belong to the latter. She had heen brought up,
88 most American girls are, in old-fashioned ideas on the subject,
which are good,—mush better than Furopean idess,—though in
extended prectice they occesionally lead to some odd results, and
are not always carried ont in after life. In two words, our
American idea is that, on being married, woman agsumens certain
responsibilities, and ceases, 5o to gay, to be a free dancer in a
ballroom. The general idea in Europe is that, at marrisge, a
woman gets rid of as many responeibilitiez as she can, and acquires
the liberty to do as sbe pleases, which haa been withheld from her
before.

Katharine felt, therefors, even at that crisis, that she had
forfeited her freedom, and, amidst all she felt, there waz room for
that bitter regret. A French girl could bardly understand her
point of view ; a certain number of English girls might appreciate
it, and some might possibly feel as she did; to an American girl
it will seem unatural enough. It was not merely out of a feeling
of self-respect that she looked upon a change as necessary, nor out
of o blind reversnce for the religious coremony which had taken
place, Every inborn and cultivated instinet and tradition told
her that as a married woman, though the whole world should
believe her to be & young girl, she could not behave as she had
behaved formerly; that & certain form of perfectly innocent
amusement would no longer be at all innocent now ; that she had
forfeited the right to look upon every man ghe met as a possible
admirer—she went no farther than that in her idea of flirtation
—and finally that, somehow, ghe should feel out of place in the
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parties of very young peopls to which she was naturally
invited.

She was a married woman, and she must behave as one, for the
rest of her natural life, though no one was ever to know that she
was roarried. It was a very general idea, with her, but it was a
very strong one, and none the leas so for its ingenuoun simplicity.

But the fact that she regretted her liberty did not even die-
tantly suggest that she might ever fall in love with any one but
Jobn Ralston. Her cnly wish was to make him feel bitterly what
he had done, that he might regret it as long as he lived, just as
ghe must regret her liberty. The offence was so monstrous that
the possibility of forgiving it did not cross her mind. 8he did not,
however, ask bherself whether the love that still remained waa
making the injury he had done it eeem yet more atrocious. Love
was still in a state of suspended animation—there was no telling
what he might do when he came to life again.  For the time being
he was not to be taken into consideration at all. If she were to
love him during the coming years, that would only make mattera
much worse.

There is not, perhaps, in the yet comparatively passionless nature
of most young girls so great a capacity for real suffering as there
is in older women. But there is something else instead. There
is a sensitiveness which most women loss by degrees to a certain
point, though never altogether, the sensitiveneas of the very young
animal when it is roughly exposed to the firet storm of its first
winter, if it has been born under the spring broezes and reared
amongst the flowers of summer.

It will suffer mach more acutely later,—lash and spur, or shears
and kuifs, sharper than wind and snow,—but it will naver be so
pensitive again, It will never forget how the cruel cold bit its
young akin, and got into its delicate throat, and made its slender
limbs tremble like the tendrils of a creeper.

It was »nowing again, but Katharine walked elowly, and went
out of her way in her unformulated wish to lose time, and to put
off the moment at which she must meet the familiar faces and
hear the well-known voices at home, Until Griggs had broached
the fatal subject at table, she had been taken out of herself at the
Crowdies’. She must go back to herself now, and she hated the
thought as she hated all her own existence. But the regions
between Clinton Place and Fourth Avenue are not the part of
New York in which it is best for a young girl to walk about alone,
Bhe did not like to be stared at by the loafers at the corners, nor
to be treated with t0o much familiarity by the patronising police-
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man who saw her over the Broadway croseing, Then, too, she
remembered that she had given no notice of her absence from
lancheon, and that her mother might perhaps be anxzioms about
her. There was nothing for it but to take courage and go home,
She only hoped that Charlotte might not be there.

But Charlotte had come, in the hope of enjoying herself as she
had done on the previous day, Katharine ascertained the fact
from the girl who let her in, and went straight to her room, send-
ing word to her mother that she had lunched with the Crowdies
and would come down presently, Fven ag she went up the stairs
she felt a sharp pain at the thonght that her mother and sister
were probably at that very moment discussing John’s mishaps, and
eomparing notes about the stories they had heard—and perhaps
reading more paragraphy from the papers. The shame of the
horrible publicity of it all overcame her, and she locked ker door,
and tried the handle to be sure that it was fast—with & woman’s
distrust of all mechanical contrivances when she wishes to be quite
sure of & eitnation, If was instinetive, and she had mo second
thought which she tried to hide from herself,

Ags ghe took off her hat and coat she grew very pale, and the
deep shadows came under her eyes—so dark that she wondered at
them vaguely as she glanced at herself in the mirror. She felt
faint and sick. Bhe drank a little water, and then, with a sndden
impulse, threw herself upon her bed, and lay ataring at the ceiling,
a8 she had lain-at dawn. The same glare still came in from the
ptreet and penetrated every coruer, but not so vividly as before,
for the snow was falling fast, and the mist of the whirling flakes
Boftened the light. *

It was a forlorn little room. Robert the Rich would have been
very much surprized if he ecould have seen it. He was a generous
man, and was very fond of hiz grand-niece, and if he had known
exactly how she lived under her father’s roof it would have been
like him to have interfered. All that he ever saw of the house
was very different, There was great simplicity downstairs, and
his practised eye detected the signs of a rigid economy-—far too
rigid, he thought, when he calculated what Alexander junior must
be worth; a ridiculously ezaggerated economy, he considered,
when he thought of his own wealth, and that his only surviving
brother lived in the house in Clinton Place. But there was
nothing qualid or mean about it all. The meanness was relative.
It was like an aspersion upon the solidity of Robert’s fortune, and
upon his intention of providing suitably for all his relations.

Upetairs, however. and notablv in Katharina's room. thinos
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had & different aspect. Nothing had been dome there since long
before Charlotte had been married. The wall-paper was old-
fashioned, faded, and badly damaged by generations of tacks and
pins. The carpet was threadbare and patched, and there were
holes where even a patch had not been attempted. The furniture
was in the style of fifty years ago or more, veneered with dark
mahogany, but the venesring was coming off in places, leaving
bare little surfaces of dusty pine wood smeared with yellowish,
hardened glue. Few objects can look more desperately shabby
than veneered furniture which is coming to pieces. There was
nothing in the room which Katharine could distinetly remember
to have seen in good condition, except the old carpet, which had
been put down when she and Charlotte hed been little girls. To
Charlotte berself, when ehe had come in on Wednesday afterncon,
there had heen something delightful in the remewal of acquaint-
gnoe with all her old dinginess of intimate surroundings.
Charlotte’s own life was almost oppressed with luxury, so that
it destroyed her independence. But to Katharine, worn ont and
heartsore with the troubles of her darkening life, it was all
inexpreasibly depressing. She stared at the ceiling as she lay
there, in order not to look at the room itself. She was very
tired, too, and she would have given anything to go to aleep.

It was not merely sleep for which she longed. It was a going
ont. Again the thoaght crosged her mind, as it had that morning,
that if the whole world were a zingle taper, she would extingmish
the flame with one short breath, and everything would be over.
And now, too, in her exhaustion, came the idea that something
less complete, but quite as effectual, was in her power. It had
passed through her brain half an hour previonsly, when she had
bidden Hester Crowdie good-bye—with a sort of intuitive
certainty that she was never to see her friend again. She had
left Heater with 2 vague and sudden presentiment of darkmess.
She had sssuredly not any intention of seeking death in any
definite form, but it had ssemed to be close to her as ghe had said
those few words of farewell. It came npearer still as she lay alone
in her own room. It came nearer, and hovered over her, and
spoke to her,

It would be the instant solution of all difficulties, the end of
all troubles. The deep calm agaimst which no storm would have
power any more. On the one hand, there was life in two aspects.
Either to live an existence of migery and daily torture with the
victim of a most degrading vice, a man openly disgraced, and at
whom every one she respected would forever look askance. Or
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elae to live out that other life of secrst bondage, neither girl nor
wife, so long ag John Ralston was alive, suffering each time he wag
dragged lower, as she was suffering to-day, bound, tied in every
way, beyond possibility of escaping. Why should she suffer less
tomorrow than now! It would be the same, eince all the
conditions muat remain unechanged. It would be the same
always. Those were the two aspects of living on in the future
which presented themselves, The torn carpet and the broken
veneering of the furmiture made them seem oven more terrible.
There may be & point at which the trivial has the power to push
the tragic to the last extremity.

And on the other side stood death, the liberator, with hia
white smile and far-away eyes. The snow-glare was in his face,
and he did mot seem to feel it, but looked quietly into it, as
though he saw something very peaceful beyond, It was a mere
passing fancy that evoked the pieture in the weary, restless mind,
but it was pleasant to gaze at it, so long aa it lasted. It was
gone in a moment again, leaving, however, a new impression—that
of light, rather than of darknmess, She wished it would come
back

Possibly she had been almost or quite dozing, seeing that she
wag #0 much exhausted. But she was wide awake again now.
She turned upon her side with a long.drawn eigh, and stared at
the hideous furniture, the ragged carpef, and the dilapidated wall-
paper. It was not that they meant auything of themselvez...
certainly not poverty, as they might have seemed to mean to any
one else, They were the result of a curious combination of
contradictory charasters in one family, which ultimately produced
stranger resulte than Katharine Lauderdale’s secret marriage, some
of which shall be chronicled hereafter, The idea of poverty was
not associated with the absence of money in Katharine’s mind,
She might be in need of a pair of new gloves, and she and her
mother might go to the opera upstairs, becanse the stalls were too
dear. But poverty! How could it enter under the roof of any
who bore the name of Lauderdale? 1If, yesterday, she had begged
Uncle Robert to give her half a million, instead of refusing a
hundred thousand, it was quite within the bounds of pomsibility
that he might have written the cheque there and then. No,
The shabby furniture in Katharine’s room had nothing to do with
poverty, nor with the absence of money, either. It was the fatal
result of certain family peculiarities concerning which the publie
knew nothing, and it was there, and at that moment it kad a
atrong effect upon Katharine’s mind, It represented the dilapida-
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tion of her life, the literal dilapidation, the tearing down of one
stone after ancther from the crowning point she had reached
yeaterday to the deep foundation which was laid bare as an open
tomb to-day. She dwelt on the idea now, and she atared at the
forlorn objects, as she had at firet avoided both.

Death has a strange fascination, sometimes, both for young and
old people. Men and women in the prime and strength of life
rarely fall under its influence. It is the refuge of those who,
having seen little, believe that there is little to see, and of the
others who, having seen all, have died of the sight, inwardly, and
degite bodily death aa the completion of experience. Let one, or
both, be wrong or right; it matters little, sinee the facte are
there. But the fascination aforesaid is stronger upon the yoanog
than upon the old. They have fower ties, and losa to keep them
with the living, For the sseendant bond is weaker than the
descendant in humanity, and the love of the child for its mother
is not as her love for the child. It is right that it should be so.
In spite of many proverbs, we koow that what the child owes the
parent is ae nothing compared with the paremt’s debt to if.
Have we all found it so easy to live that we should cast stones
upon heart-broken youths and maidens who would fain give back
the life thrust upon them without their consent?

Katharine clasped her hands together, as she lay on her side,
and prayed fervently that she might die that day—at that very
hour, if possible. It would be so very easy for God to let her die,
she thought, eince she was already so fired. Her beart had
almest stopped beating, her hands were cold, and she felt numb,
and weary, and migerable. The step was so short. She wondered
whether it would burt much if she took it herself, without waiting,
There were things which made one go to slesp—without waking

ip. 'That must be very essy and quite, quite pairless, she
thought, She “alt dizzy, and she closed her eyes again,

How good it would be! All alone, in the old rootn, while the
snow was falling softly outside, She should not mind the snow-
glare any more them, It would not tire her eyes. That white
smile—it came back to her at last, and she felt it on her own
face. It was very strange that she should be smiling now—for
she was B0 near crying—nearer than she thought, indeed, for as
the delicate lips parted with the slow, sighing breath, the heavy
lids—darkened as though they had been hurt—were aoftly swelling
a litfle, and then very suddenly and quickly fwo great tears
gathered and dropped and ran and loat themeselves wpon the
pillow.
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Ah, how peaceful it would be—mnever to wake again, when the
little step wos passed! Perhaps, if she lay guite still, it would
come. She had heard strange stories of people in the East, who
let themselves die when they were weary. Surely, none of them
had ever been as weary as ghe, BStrange—she was always so
strong! Every ome used to say, ‘as =etrong as Katharine
Lauderdele.’ If they could eee her now!

Bhe wanted to open her eyes, but the enow-glare must be still
in the room, snd she could not bear it—and the shabby furniture.
She would breathe more slowly, It seemed as though with each
guiet sigh the lingering life might float away into that dear,
peaceful beyond—where there would be no snow-glare and the
furniture would not be shabby—if there were any furniture at all
—beyond---or any Jobhn Ralston—no ¢marriage nor giving in
marriage —all alone in the old room

Two more tears gathered, more slowly this time though they
dropped and lost themeelves just where the first had fallen, and
them, gomehow, it all stopped, for what seemed like one blessed
instant, and then there came a loud knocking, with a strange,
involved dream of carpenters and boxes and a journey and being
late for something, and more kmocking, and her mother's voice
calling to her through the door,

. ¢Katharine, child! Wake up! Don't forget that you're to
dine at the Van de Waters’ at eight! It’s half-past six now !’

It was quite dark, save for the flickering light thrown wpon
the eeiling from the gaslamp below, Katharine started up from
her long eleep, hardly realising where she was.

¢ All tight, mother~—I'm awake |’ she answered sleepily.

As ghe listened to her mother’s departing footateps, it all came
back to her, and she felt faint again. She atruggled to her feet in
the gloom and groped about till she kad found & match, and lit
the gas and drew down the old brown shades of the window.
The light hurt her eyea for a moment, and as she pressed her
hands to them ghe felt that they were wet.

¢1 suppose I’ve been crying in my sleep !’ she exclaimed aloud.
‘What a baby I am )’ .

Bhe looked at herself in the mirror with some curiogity, before
beginning to dresa.

*I'm an object for men and angels to stare at !’ she said, and
tried to laugh at her dejected appearance. ¢ However,” she added,
] suppose I must go. I'm Katharine Lauderdale—*that nice
girl whe never has headaches and things *—so I have no excuse.’

She stopped for a moment, still looking at herself,




818 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP. XXVI

‘But I'm not Katharine Lauderdale!’ she said presently,
whigpering the words to herself. ¢I'm Katharine Ralston—if not,
what am I? Ab, dear me|’ ghe sighed, *I wonder how it will
all end !’

At all events Katharine Lauderdale, or Katharine Ralgton,
ghe was hemelf again, as she turned from the mirror and began to
think of what she must wear a$ the Van De Waters’ dinner-party.



OHAPTER XXVII

EvEx John Ralston’s tough constitution could not have been
expected to shake off in a few hours the fatigue and soremess of
such an experience as he had undergone, Even if he had been
perfectly well, he would have stayed at home that day in the
expectation of receiving an answer from Katharine ; and as it was,
he needed as much rest as he could get. He had not often been
at the trouble of taking care of himeelf, and the sensetion was not
altogether disagreeable, as he eat by his own fireside, in the small
room which went by the name of “Mr. Ralston’s study’ He
atretched out his feet to the fire, drank a little tea from time to
time, stared at the logs, smoked, turned over the pages of a
magazine without reading half a dozen eentences, and revolved the
possibilities of his life without coming to any conclusion.

He waa gtiff and bruised, When he moved his head, it ached,
and when he tried to lean to the right, his neck hurt him on the
left side. But if he did not move at all, he felt no pain. There
was & sort of perpetual drowsy hum in his ears, partly attributable,
he thought, to the singing of a damp log in the fire, and partly to
his own imagination, When he tried to think of anything but
his own rather complicated affairs, he almost fell aslesp. But
when his attention was fixed on his present situation, it sesmed to
him that his life had all at onees come to a standstill just as events
had been moving most quickly. As for really sleeping in the
intervals of thought, his constant anxiety for Katharine's reply to
his letter kept his faculties awake, He knew, however, that it
would be quite unreagonable to expéct anything from her before
twelve o’clock, He tried to be patient.

Between ten and eleven, when he had been sitting before his
fire for about an hour, the door opened softly and Mrs. Ralston
entered the room, She did not speak, but as John rose to meet
her she smiled quietly and made him git down again, Then she
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kneeled before the hearth and began to arrange the fire, an opera-
tion which she had always liked, and in which she displayed a
singular telent, Moreover, at more than one critical moment in
her life, she had found it a very good resource in embarrassment.
A woman on her knees, making up a fire, has a distinet advantage.
She may take as long as she pleases about it, for any amount of
worrying sbout the position of & partieular log is admiasible. She
may change colour twenty times in 4 minute, and the heat of the
flame as well as the effort she makes in moving the wood will
sccount matisfactorily for her blushes or her pallor. She may
interrupt herself in speaking, and make effective pauses, which
will be attributed to the concentration of her thoughts upon ths
occupaticn of her hands. If a man eomes too near, she may tell
him sharply to keep away, either saying that she can manage
what ghe is doing far better if he leaves her alone, or alleging
that the proximity of a second person will keep the air from the
chimpey and make it smoke, Or if the gods be favourable and
she willing, she may at any moment make him kneel beside her
and help her to lift a particnlarly heavy log. And when two
young people are kneeling side by side before a pile of roaring logs
in winter, the fames have a strange bright magic of their own;
and sometimes love that bas smouldered long blazes up suddenty
and takes the two hearts with it—out of sheer sympathy for the
burning cak and hickory and pine.

But Mrs. Ralston really enjoyed making up a fire, and she
went to the hearth quite naturally and without reflecting that
after what had occurred she felt a little timid in her son’s presence,
He obeyed her and resumed his seat, and sat leaning forward, his
arms resting on his koees and his hands banging down idly, while
he watched his mother’s akilful bands at work.

* Jack, dear ' she pansed in her occupation, having the tongs
in ope hand and a little piece of kindling-wood in the other, but
did not turn round—*Jack, I ean’t make up to you for what I
did last night, can 1Y’

Bhe was motionless for 2 moment, listening for his reply. It
came quietly enough after a second or two.

‘No, mother, you can’t. But I don't want to remember it
any more than you do.’

Mrs, Ralston did not move for an instant after he had spoken,
Then she Supied herself with the fire again,

*You're quite right,’ she said presently. *You wouldn't be
my son, if you sald avything elss. Jf I were a man, one of us
would be dead by this time.’
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Bhe spoke rather intensely, so to say, but she used her bands
a8 gently as ever in what she was doing. Johr gaid rothing.

‘Men don't forgive that sort of thing from men,’ she continued
presently. “There’s no reason why a woman should be forgiven,
I suppose, even if the man ehe has insulted is her own son.’

‘No,’ John answered thoughtfully. *There is no more reason
for forgiving it. But there’s every reason fo forget it, if you can.’

‘If you can. I don't wish to forget it.’

*You ghould, mother. Of course, you brought me up to
believe—you and my father—that to doubt a man’s word is an
unpardonable offence, because lying is a part of being afraid, which
in the only unpardonable sie. I believe it. I ean’t help it’

‘1 don’t expect you to. 'We've always—in a way—been more
like two men, you and I, than Iike a mother and her son. I don’t
want the allowances that are made for women. I despise them,
I've done you wrong, aud Il take the consequences. What aze
they ! It's & bad business, Jack. I've run against a rock. I'lt
do anything you ask, I'll give you half my income, and we can
live apart. 'Will you do that?’

‘Mother!’ John Ralston fairly started in his serprise,
‘Don't talk like that !’

‘There !’ exclaimed Mrs, Ralston, hanging up the hearthbrush
on her left, after sweeping the feathery ashes from the shining
tiles within the fender. It will burn now. Nobody understands
making a fire as I do.’

She rose to her feet swiftly, drew back from John, and sat
down in the other of the two easy chairs which stood before the
fireplace. 8he glanced at John and then looked at the five she
bad made, clasping her hands over one knee.

‘Smoke, won't you?’ she said presently. ‘It seeme more
natural.’

¢ All right—if you like,’

Johmn lit a cigarette and blew two or three puffs into the air,
high above his head, very thoughtfully.

‘I'm waiting for your answer, Jack,’ said M. Ralston, at last.

‘I don’t see what I'm fo eay,’ replied John. ‘Why do you
talk about it ¢’

‘For thi reason—or for these reasons’ ssid Mrs. Ralston,
promptly, as though she had prepared a speech beforehand, which
was, in & measurg, the truth. ‘I've done you a mortal injury,
Jack. I know that sounds dramatie, but it’s not, Tl tell you
why. If any one else, man or woman, had deliberately doubted
your statement on your word of horour, you would never have
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spoken to him or her again, Of coums, in our country, duelling
isn't fashionable—but if it had been a man—1I don’t know, but I
think you would have done something to him with your hands,
Yes, you can’t deny it. Well, the case isn’t any better becanze
atisfaction i8 imposeible, is it? I'm trying to look at it
logically, because I know what you muat feel. Don’t you see,
dear ¥’

“Yes, But——

‘Not Let me say all I've got fo say firet, and then you can
answer me. I've been thinking about it all might, and I know
just what I ought to do. I know very well, too, that most
women would just make you forgive as much a8 you could and
then pretend to you and to themselves that nothing had ever
happened. But we're not like that, you and I. We're like two
men, and since we've begun in that way, it's not possible to turn
round and be different now, in the face of a diffienlty. There are
people who would think me foolish, and call me quixotic, and
ray, ‘“But it's your own pon—what a fuss you're making about
nothing.” Wonldn't they? I know they would., It secems to
me that, if anything, it's mueh worse to insult one’s own son, as
I did you, than somebody else’s eon, to whom one owes nothing,
Pm not going to put on sackeloth and sit in the ashes and cry.
That wouldn’t help me a bit, mor you either. Besides, other
people, a8 a rule, couldn't anderstand the thing. You never told
me a lie in your life, Last Monday when you came home afler
that accident, and weren't guite yourself, you told me the exact
truth about everything that had happened. You never even tried
to deceive me. "Of course you have your life, and I have mine.
I have always respected your secrets, haven't I, Jack ¥’

¢ Indeed you have, mother.’

‘I know I have, and if I take credit for it, that only makes all
this woree. I've never asked you questions which I thought you
wouldn’t care to answer. I’ve never been inquisitive about all
this affair with Katbharine. 1 don’t even know at the present
moment whether you're engaged to her etill, or mot, I don’t
want to know—but I hope you'll marry her some day, for I'm
very fond of her. No—I've never interfered with your liberty,
and I've never been willing to lister to what people wished to tell
me about you I shoulda’t think it honest. And in that way
we've lived very harmoniounsly, baven't wet’

‘ Mother, yost know we have,” anewered John, earnestly,

‘Al that makes this very much worse, Ome drop of blood
will twn a whole bowl of clean waler red. It wouldn't show
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at all if the water were muddy. If you and I lived together all
our lives, we should never forget last night.’

‘We could try to,’ eaid John, *I’'m willing.’

Mrs. Ralston paused and looked at him & full minute in silence.
Then she put out her hand and touched his arm.

‘ Thank you, Jack,’ she said gravely.

John tried to press her hand, but she withdrew it.

*But 'm not willing,’ she resumed, sfter another short pause.
¢ T've told you—TI don’t want a woman's privilege to act like a brute
and be treated like a spoiled child afterwards. Besides, there are
many other things. If what I thought had been true, I should
never have allowed mygelf to act as I did. I ought to have been
kind o you, even if you had been perfectly holpless, I know
you're wild, and drink foo much sometimes, You have the
strength to stop it if you chooge, and you've been trying to sinee
Monday. You've said nothing, and I've not watched you, but
T've been conscious of it. But it’s not your fault if you have the
tendency to it, Your father drank very hard sometimes, but he
had a diffcrent conatitution. It shortemed his life, but it never
seemed to affect him outwardly. I'm conscious~—to my shame—
that I didn't discourage Lim, and that when I wae young and
foolish I was proud of him because he could take more than all
the other officers and pever show it. Men drank more in those
days, It was not 2o long after the war. Butf you're a nervous
man, and your father wasn't, and you have his taste for it without
that sort of quiet, phlegmatic, strong, sailor’s nature that he had.
8o it's not your fault. Perhaps I should have frightened you
about it when you were & hoy. I don't know. DI've made mis-
takes in my life.’

‘Not many, mother dear.’

$Well—I've made a great onme now, at all events. I'm not
going back over anything I've said already. It's the future I'm
thinking of I can't do much, but I can manage a * modus
vivendi” for us——

‘ But why——'

‘Don’t interrhpt me, dear! I've made up my mind what to
do. All I want of you now, is your advice az a man, about the
way of doing it. Listen to me, Jack. After what hes happened
between us—no matter how it turns out afterwards, for we can’t
foreaee that—it's impossible that we should go on living as we've
lived since your father died, I dow’t mean that we must part,
unless you want to leave me, as you would have a perfect right
h do-’ %

¥
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‘ Mother 1’

¢ Jack—if I were your brother, instead of your mother—still
more, if I were any other relation—would you be willing to
depend for the rest of your life on him, or on any one who had
treated you as I treated you lagh night 3’

She paused for an answer, but John Ralston was pilent. 'With
his character, he knew that she was quite right, and that nothing
in the world could bave induced him to accept such a situation.

¢ Answer me, please, dear,’ ehe aid, and waited again,

¢ Mother—you know ] Why should I say it}’

*You would refuse to be dependent any longer on such a
person ¢’

* Well—yes—since you insist upon my saying it answered
John, reluctantly. * But with you, it's——'

¢ With me, it's just the same—mors so, I have had a longer
experience of you than any one else could have had, and you've
never decsived me. Consequently, it was more unpardonable to
doubt you. I don't wish you to be dependent on me any longer,
Jack. It's an undignified position for yon, after thia’

¢ Mother—I've tried ?

¢Hush, dear! I'm pot talking about that. If there had been
any necessity, if you had ever had reason to supposs that it wasn’t
my greatest happiness to have you with me-—or that there waen't
quite enough for us both—yow'd have just gone to rea before the
mast, or done something of the same kind, as all brave boys do
who feel that they're & burden on their mothers. But there’s
always been enough for ua both, and there is now. I mean {o give
you your share, and keep what I need myself That will be yours
some day, too, when I'm dead and gone.

‘ Please don't speak of that,’ eaid John, quickly and earnestly.
*And as for this idea of your !

* Oh, I'm inno danger of dying young,’ interrupted Mrs. Ralston,
with a little dry laugh. ‘I'm very strong, All the Lauderdales
are, you know—we live forever, My father would have been
seventy-one this year if he bhadn’t been killed And as longasl
live, of course, I must have something to live on. I don't mean
to go begging to Uncle Robert for myself, and I shouldu’t care to
do it for you, though I would if it were necessary. Now, we've
got jur 7 twelve thousand dollars a year between us, and the house,
which is mine, you know. That will give us each six thousand
dollars & year. I eball see my lawyer this morning and it can be
settled at once. 'Whenever the house is let, if we're both abroad,
you shall have half of the rent. 'When we're both here, half of it
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is yours to live in—or pull down, if you like. If yon marry, you
can bring your wife here, and I'll go away. Now, I think that’s fair.
If it ism’t, say so before it's foo late.

T won’t listen to anything of the kind,’ answered John, calmly,

*You must,’ answered his mother.

‘I don’t think so, mother.’

‘Ido. You can’t prevent me from making over half the estate
to you, if I chooss, and when that's done, it's yours. If you don't
liks to draw the rents, you needn’t. The money will accumulate,
for I won’t touch it. You &hall not be in this position of depend-
ence on me—and at your age—after what has happened.’

¢TIt seems to me, mother dear, that it's very much the same,
whether you give me a part of your income, or whether you make
over to me the capital it represents. I¥'s the same transaction in
another shape, that's all.’

*No, it's not, Jack! I've thought of that, because I knew you'd
say it. It’s sc like you. It's not at all the same. You might as
well say that it was originally intended that you should never have
the money at all, even after Idied. It wasand is mine, for me and
wy children. As I have only one child, it's yours and mine
jointly. As long as you were a boy, it was my business to look
after your share of it for you. As soon as you wers a man, [
should have given you your share of it. It would have been much
better, though there was no provision in either of the wills, If it
had been a fortune, I should bave done it anyhow, but eg it was
only enough for us two to live on, I kept it together and was ag
careful of it as I could be.

*Mother—I don't want you to do this’ said John, *I don't
like this sordid financial way of looking at it—I tell you so quite
frankly.’

‘ Mrs. Ralaton was silent for a few moments, and seemed to be
thinking the matter over.

‘I don’t like it either, Jack,’ she said at last, It isn’t like us,
Bo I won't say anything more abeut it.  T'il just go and do it, and
then it will be off my mind,’

¢ Please don’t !’ cried Ralston, bending forward, for she made
as though ehe would rise from her seat.

‘I must,’ she answered. ‘It’'s the only possible basis of any
future existence for us, You shall live with me from choice, if
you like. It will—well, never mind—my happiness is not the
question ! But you shall not live with me a4 & matter of necessity
in a position of dependence, The money is just as much yours as
it's mine. You ehall bave your share, and——'
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. *I'd rather go to sea~—as you ssid,’ interrupted John.

¢ And let your income accumulate, Very well. But I—I hope
you won't, dear. It would be lomely, It wouldn’t make any
difference 8o far as this is concerned. I should do it, whatever
you did. As long as you like, live here, and pay your half of the
expensed. I shall get on very well on my share if P'm all alone,
Now I'm going, becanse there’s nothing more to be said,’

Mrs. Ralston rose this time. John got up and stood beside
her, and they both looked at the fire thonghtfully.

‘ Mother-—please—I entreat you not $o do this thing !’ said
John, suddenly. ‘I’m a brute even o have thought twice of that
gilly affair last night——and to have sald what I eaid just now,
that T couldn’t exactly feel 23 though anything could undo what
had been done. Indeed—if there’s anything to forgive, it’s for-
given with all my heart, and we'll forget it and live just as we
always have. We can, if we chooss. How could you help it—
the way I looked | I saw myselfin the glass, Upon my word,
if I'd drunk ever so little, I should have been quite ready to be-
lieve that I was tipay, from my own appearance—it was natural,
I'm gure, and—-

*Hush, Jack !’ exclaimed Mrs. Ralston. ‘I don’t want you to
find excuses for me. I was blind with anger, if that’s an
excuse-—but it's not. And most of all—I don't want you to
imagine for one moment that I'm going to meke this settlement
of our affairs with the least ides that it is & reparation to you, or
anything at all of that sort. Not that you'd ever misunderatand
me to that extent. Would you ¥’

‘Na, Certainly not. You're too much like me.’

“Yes. There's no reparation about it, because that's more
possible, As it is, no particular result will follow unless you
wish i#f. Youw'll be free to go away, if you please, that's all,
And if you choose to marry Katbarine, and if she is willing to
marry you on gix thousand & year, you'll feel that yon can, though
it’'s not much, And for the matter of that, Jack dear—you know,
don’t you? If it would make you happy, and if she would—I
dor’t think I should be any worse than most mothers-in-law—and
all I have is yours, Jack, besides your share, Buf those are
your secrete—no, it’s quite natural,’

John }ad taken her hand gently and kissed it.

‘I don’t want any gratitude for that, she coutinued *It's
perfectly natural. Besides, there’s no question of gratitude between
you and me. It's alwayy been share and share alitke—of every-
thing that was good. Now I'm going. You'll be in for luncheon §



XXV EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 826

Do take care of yourself to-day. See what weather we're having !
And—well—it’s not for me to lecture you about your health, dear,
But what Doctor Routh gaid jstrue. You've grown thinner again,
Jack-—you grow thinner every year, though you are so strong.’

‘Don't worry about me, mother dear. DI'm all right. And I
shan’t go out to-day. But I have a dinner-party this evening, and
I ghall go to it. I think I told you—the Van De Waters—
dide’t I? Yes. I shall go to that and show myself I'm sure
people have been talking about me, and it was probably in the
papers this morning. Waen't.it{’

‘Dear—to tell you the truth, I wouldn't lock o see, It
waen't very brave of me--bnt— you understand,’

‘I certainly shan't look for the report of my encounter with
the prize-fighter, I'm sure he was one. 1 ghall probably be
gtared at to-night, and some of them will be rather cold. But I'll
face it out—asinee I'm in the right for once.’

“Yea, Twouldn't bave youstay at home. People would say you
were afraid and were waiting for it to blow over. Is it a big dinner?’

*T don’t know. I got the invitation a week ago, gt least, so it
isn’t an informal affair. It's probably to anncunce Ruth Van De
Water’s engagement to that foreigner—you know—T've forgotten
his name. I kmow Bright’s going—because they said he wanted
to marry her last year—it isn’t true. And therell probably
be some of the Thirlwalls, and the young Trehearnes, and Van-
brugh and his wife—you know, all the Van D¢ Water young set.
Katharine’s going, too. She told me when she got the invitation,
some time last week. There'll be sixteen or eighteen at table, and
I suppose they’ll amuse themselves somehow or other afterwards.
Nohody wanta to dance to-night, I fancy—at least none of our set,
after the Thirlwalle’, and the Assembly, and I don’t know how
many others last week,’

* They'1l probably put you next to Katharine,’ said Mrs, Ralaton,

¢ Probably—especially there, for they alwsys do—with Frank
Miner on her other side to relieve my gloom, BSecond cousins
don’t count as relations at s dinner-party, and can be put together.
Half of the others ara own cousins, too.

‘Well, if it’s s big dinner it won't be 80 disagreeable for you
Buf if yow'd take my advice, Jack—however—-—'  She atopped.

“What: is it, mother}’ he agked, *Say it

‘Well—I was going to say that if any one made any dma.gree-
able remarks, or asked you why you weren't at the Aessembly last
night, I should just tell the whole story as it happened. And
you can end by saying that I was anxious abeut you and sent for
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Doctor Routh, and refer them to him, That ought to silence
everybody.’

*Yes’ John paused a moment. *Y¥es,’ he repeated. *I think
you're right. I wish old Routh were going to be theve himself!

‘He'd go in a minute if he were asked,’ said Mrs. Ralston.

‘Would he? With all those young people ¥’

*Of course he would—-only too delighted! Dear old man, it's
just the sort of thing he'd like, But I'm going, Jack, or I ghall
stay here chatfering with you all the morning.’

‘That other thing, mother—about the money—don’t do it !’
Jack held her & moment by the hand,

‘Don't try to hinder me, dear,’ she answered. *It's the only
thing I can do—to please my own conscience a little. CGrood-hye.
T’ll see you at luncheon,’

Bhe left the room quickly, and John found himself alone with
his own thoughts again.

‘It’s just like her, he said to himself, as he lighted a cigar
and sat down fo think over the situation, *She’s just like a man
abont those things.’

He had perihaps never admired and loved his mother as he did
then ; not for what she was going to do, but for the spirit in
which she was doing it. He was honest in trying to hinder her,
because he vaguely feared that the step might cause her some
inconvenience hereafter—he did not exactly know how, and he
was firmly resolved that he would not under any ecircumstances
take advantage of the arrangement to change his mode of life,
Everything was to go on just as before. As a matter of theory,
he was to have a fized, seftled income of his own; but as a
matter of fact, he would not regard it as his. What he liked
about if, and what really appealed to him in it all, was his
mother's man-like respect for his honour, and her frank admission
that nothing she eould do could possibly wipe out the slight she
had put upon him, Then, too, the fact and the theory were at
variance and in direct opposition to one another. As a matter of
theory, nothing could ever give him back the sensation he had
always felt since he had been a boy—that his mother would
believe him on his word in the face of any evidence whatsoever
which thgre might be against him. But as a matter of fact, the
evil was not only completely undone, but there was a sfronger
bond between them than there had ever been before,

That certainly was the first good thing which had come to
him during the last four end twenty hours, and it had an effect
upon: his spirits,
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He thonght over what his mother had gaid about the evening,
too, and was convinced that she was right in adviging him to tell
the story frankly as it bad happened, But he was conscious all
the time that his anxiety about Katharine’s silence waa increasing.
He had roused himeelf at dawn, in spite of his fatigne, and had
gent a servant out to post the letter with the special delivery
stamp on it. Katharine must have received it long ago, and her
angwer might have been in his hands before now. Nevertheless,
he teld himself that he should not be impatient, that she had
doubtless elept late after the ball, and that ghe wonld send him
an answer as soon as she could. By no process of reasoning or
exaggeration of doubting could be have reached the conclusion
that she had never received his letter, She bad always got
everything he sent her, and there had never been any diffienlty
about their correspondence in all the years during which they had
exchanged little notes. He took up the magazine again, and
turned over the pages idly. Suddenly Frank Mirer's name
caught his eye. The little man had really got a story into one of
the great magazines, & genuine novel, it seemed, for this was only
a part, and there were the little worda at the end of it, in italica
and in parenthesis, “to be continued,’ which promised at least two
more numbers, for as John reflected, when the succeeding number
was to be the last, the worda were ‘to be concluded’ He was
glad, for Miner'’s sake, of this first sign of something like suceess,
and began to read the story with interest,

It began well, in a dashing, amusing style, as fresh as Miner’a
conversation, but with more in it, and Jobn was begicning to
congratulate himgelf upon having found something to distract his
attention from his bodily ills and his mental embarrassments,
when the door opened, and Miner himeelf appeared.

*May I come in, Ralstoni’ he enquired, speaking softly, as
though he believed that his friend had a headache.

*Ok—hello, Frank! Is that you? CUome in! I'm reading
your novel. I'd just found it

Little Frank Miner beamed with pleasure as he saw that the
magazine waa really open at hie own story, for he recognised that
this, at least, could not be s case of premeditated appreciation.

‘Why—Jack——" he stammered a moment later, in evident
surprige.  ‘You don’t look badly at all !*

*Did they say I was dead ¥’ enquired Ralston, with a grim
smile, ‘Take a cigar. Bit down. Tell me all about my
funeral.’

Miner laughed as he carefully cut off the end of the cigar and
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lit it—a sort of continuous little gurgling laugh, like the purling
of a brook,

‘My dear boy,’ he said, blowing out a quantity of smoke, and
eurling himself up in the easy-chair, f you're the special edition of
the day. The papers are full of you—they're selling like hot
cakes everywhere—your fight with Tom Shelton, the champion
light weight—and your furning up in the arms of two policemen
—talk of & “jag!” Lord!?
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Jonnw looked at Miner quietly for a few seconds, without eaying
anything, The little man was evidently lost in admiration of the
magnitude of his friend's “jag,’ as he called it. -

‘] aay, Frank,’ said Ralston, at last, ‘it’s all a mistake, you
know. It was a series of accidents from beginning to end.

¢ Oh-—yes—I suppose so. You managed to asccumulate quite

a number of accidents, as you eay.’
- Ralston was silent again, He was well aware of the weight
of the evidence against him, and he wished to enter wpon his
explanation Dby degrees, in crder that it might be quite clear to
Miner.

‘Look here,” he began, after & while. ‘I'm not the sort of
man who tries fo wriggle out of things, when be's done them, am
I} Heaven knmows—I've heen in scrapes enough! But you
never knew me to deny it, nor to try and make out that I was
gteady when I wasn't. Did you, Frank {'

¢No,” answered Mmer, t.houghtfully ‘I never did. That's a
fact. It's quite true.’

The threefold assent seemed to eatisfy Ralston,

*All right’ he said. ‘Now I want you to listen to me,
because this is rather sn extrmordinary tale, Tl tell it all, 2s
nearly as I cam, But there are cne or two gaps, and there’s a
matter connected with it about which I don’t want to talk to you.'

‘Go ahead,’ answered Miner. ‘I've got some perfectly new
faith out—and I'm just waiting for yow. Produce the mountain,
and Tl take its measure and remove it at a valuation.’

Ralston laughed & little and then began to tell his story. It
wag, of course, easy for him to omit all mention of Katharine, and
he spoke of his interview with Robert Landerdale as having taken
place in connsction with an idea he had of trying to get something
to do in the West, which was quite true. He omitted also to
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mention the old gentleman’s amazing manifestation of eccentricity
—or folly—in writing the cheque which Johu had destroyed.
For the rest, he gave Miner every detail as well as he could
remember it. Miner listened thoughtfully and never interrupted
him once.

‘This ian't 8 joke, is it, Jack?’ he asked, when John had
finished with a description of Doctor Routh’s midnight visit.

*No,’ answered Ralston, emphatically, *‘It's the truth. I
should be glad if yon would tell any one who cares to know.’

‘ They wouldn't believe me,’ angwered Miner, quietly.

‘I eay, Frank-—— John's quick temper wasa stirred already,
but be checked himself.

‘It’s all right, Jack,' answered Miper. ‘I believe every word
you've told me, because I know you den’t invent—except about
leaving cards on stray acquaintances at the Imperial, when you
happen to be thirsty.

Hes laughed good-natnredly,

. ‘That's another of your mistakes,’ said Ralston. ‘I know—
you mean last Monday. I did leave cards at the hotel. I also
bad a cocktail I dido’t say T wasn't going to, and I waso't
obliged to say so, was I? It wasn't your business, my dear boy,
nor Ham Bright's, either.’

‘Well—I'm glad you did, then. I'm glad the cards were real,
though it struck me as thin at the time. I apologise, and eat
humble pie, You know you're one of my illusions, Jack, There
are two or three to which I cling. You'rs a truthful beggar,
somehow. You ought to have a little hatchet, like George
Washington—but I daresay you'd rather have a little cocktail.
It illugtrates your nature just as well. DBury the hatehet and
pour the cocktail over it as a libation—where was I? Oh—this
is what I meant, Jack. Other people won’t believe the story, if
I tell it, you know.’

fWell—but there’s old Routh, after all. People will believe
him,’

“Yes—if he takes the trouble to write a letter to the papers,
over his name, degrees and qualifications. Of courss they'll
believe him, And the editors will do something handsome,
They wut’t apologise, but they’ll say that a zebra got looss in the
office and upset the type while they were in Albany attending to
the affairs of the Empire State—and that's just the same as an
apology, you know, which is all you eare for. You can’t storm
Park Row with the gallant Four Hundred at your back. In the
first place, Park Row's insured, and secondly, the Four Hundred
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would seo you—further—before they'd lift ome of their four
thousand fingers to help you out of a serape which doesn’t concern
them. You'd bhave to be a parson or a pianist, before they’d do
anything for you, It's “meat, drink and pantaloons” to be one
of them, anyhow—and you needn’t expect anything more,’

*Where do you get your similes from, Frank!” laughed Ralston.

‘T don't know. But they're good ones, anyway, Why don't
you get Routh to write a letter, before the- thing cools down? It
could be in the evening edition, you know. There have been
horrid thinge this morning—allusions—that sort of thing.’

¢ Allusions to what?’ asked Ralston, quickly and sharply.

*To you, of course—what did you suppose §*

‘Ohb—to ma! As though I cared! All the same, if old
Routh would write, it would be a good thing. I wish bhe were
going to be at the Van De Waters' dinner to-night.’

‘Why? Are you going there? So am 1’

‘It seems to be a sort of family tea-party,’ said Ralston.
‘Bright's geing, and cousin Katharine, and you and I. It only
needs the Crowdies and a few othera to make it complete.’

‘Well—you see, they’re eousing of mine, and so are you, and
that sort of makes us all eousins,’ observed Mimer, absently, I
eay, Jack—tell the story at table, just a8 you've told it to me.
Will you? Il set you on by asking you questions. Stunring
effect—especially if we can get Routh to write the letter. I’
cut it out of & paper and bring it with me,

‘You know him, don't you}' asked Ralston.

*Know him% I should think so. FEver since I was a baby.
Whyt’

‘T wish youw'd go to him this morning, Frank, and get him to
write the letter. Then you could take if to ome of the evening
papers and get them to put it in. You know all those men in
Park Row, don't you’

fMuch better than some of them want to know me,’ sighed the
little man. *Howeter,’ he added, his bright emile coming back
at once, ‘I ought not to complain, I'm getting on, now. Let me
see. You want me to go to Routh and get him to write & formal
letter over his nams, denying all the etatements made about you
this morning. Ien't that taking toc much notice of the thing,
after all, Jack§’

‘It's going to make a good deal of difference to me in the end,’
answered Ralaton. ¢ It's worth taking some trouble for,

‘I'm quite willing,’ eaid Miner., *‘But—I say! What an
extraordinary story it is!’
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10h, no. It’s only real life, I told you—1I only had one
accident, which was quite an accident—when I tumbled down in
that dark street. Everything else happened just as naturally as
unoatural things alwaye do.  As for upsstting Ham Bright at the
club, I was awfully sorry about that. It seemed such & low
thing to do. But then—just remember that I’d been making
a point of drinking nothing for several days, just by way of an
experiment, and it wes irritating, to say the lesst of it, to be
grabbed by the arm and told that I was screwed. Wasn't it,
Frapk? And juet at that moment, Uncle Robert bad telephoned
for me to come up, and I was in a tremendous hurry. Just look
ai it in that way, and you'll understand why I did it. It doesn’s
excuse it—1I shall tell Ham that I'm sorry—but it explains it.
Doesn’t it 1’

*Rather |” exclaimed Miner, heartily.

*By the bye,’ said Ralston, ‘I wanted to ask you something.
Did that fellow Crowdie hold his tongue} I suppose he was at
the Assembly last night ¥’

*Well—eince you ask me——’ Miner hesitated. ‘No—he
didn’t.  Bright gave it to him, though, for telling Cousin
Emma,’

‘Brute! How I hate that man] So he told Cousin Emma,
did he? And the rest of the family, too, I auppose.’

‘I suppose eo,’ answered Miner, knowing that Raleton meant
Katharine. ‘Everybody knew about the row at the club, before
the evening wag hall over. Teddy Van De Water said he
suppoesd you'd back out of the dioner fo-night and keep quiet till
this blew over. I told Teddy that perhaps he'd better come round
and suggest that to you himself this morning, if he wanted to
underetand things quickly, He grinned—you know how he grine
—Ilike au organ pipe in & white tie. But he eaid he’d heard
Bright leathering into Crowdie—that's one of Teddy's expressiona
—80 he suppoeed that thinge weren’t as bad as pecple said-—and
that Crowdie was only a “ painter chap,” anyhow. I didn’t know
what that meant, but feebly pointed out that Crowdie was a great
man, and that his wife was & sort of cousin of mine, and that she,
at least had a good chsnce of having some of Cousin Robert’s
money one of these days. Not that I wanted to defend Crowdie,
or that I don’t like Teddy much better—but them, you know
what I mean! He'll be calling me *one of those literary chaps,”
next, with just the same air. One’s bound to stand up for art
;nd literature when one’s a professional, you know, Jack, Wasn’t

right §{’
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*Qh, perfectly !’ answered Ralston, with a smile, ‘Bui will
you do that for me, Frank {'

¢Of course I will, You're one of my illusions, as I told you.
I'm willing te do lots of things for my illusions. I'll go now, and
then I'll come back and tell you what the old chap says. If by
any chance he gets into a rage, I'll tell him that I didn’t come
#o much to talk about you as to consult him about certain
symptoms of nervous prostration I'm begioning to feel. He's
death on nervous prostration—bhe’s a perfect terror at it—he'll
hypuotise me, and put me into & jar of epirits, and paint my nose
with nervins and pickled electricity and things, and gort of wake
me up generally.’

¢ All right—if you can stand it, I can,” said Ralston. ‘I'd go
wmyself—only——’

‘You're pretty badly used up,’ interrupted Miner, completing
the sentence in his own way. ‘I know. I remember trying to
play football ones. Thosa little games aren’t much in my line,
Nature meant me for higher things. I tried football, though,
aud then I gaid, like Napoleon—jyou remember +— Ces balles ne
sont pas pour mol.” T couldn’t tell whers I began and the football
ended —T felt that I was a mafe under-study for a shuitlecock
afterwards, That's just the way you feel, isn’t it? Aa though
it were Sunday, and you were the frog—and the boys had gome
back to afternoon church{ I know! Well—I'll come back as
goon 88 I've seen Routh. Good-bye, old man-—don’t smoke too
much, I do—but that’s no reason.’

The little man nodded cheerfully, knocked the ashes carefully
from the end of hiz cigar—he was neat in everything he did—
and returned it to his lips as he left the room. Ralston leaned
back in his arm-chair again and rested his feet on the fender,
The fire his mother had made so carefully was burning in broad,
smoking flames. He felt cold azd underfed and weary, so that
the warmth waa very pleasant; and with all that came to kis
heart now, as he thotight of his mother, there mingled also a little
gimple, childlike gratitude to her for having made up such a
good fire,

The time passed, and still no word came from Katharine, He
was willing to find reasons or, at least, excuses, for her silence,
but he was consciona that they were of little value, He knew,
now, that there had really been paragraphs in the papers about
him, as he had expected, and that they had been of a very dis-
agreeabls nature. Katharine had probably seen them, or one of
them, besides having heard the siories that had heen circulated
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by Crowdie and others during the previous evening. He fancied
that he could feel her unbelief, burting him from a distance, as
it were, Her face, cold and contemptuons, rose before him out
of the fire, and he took up the magarine again, and tried to hide
it. But it could not be hidden,

Surely by this time she must have got his letter. There could
be no reasonable doubt of that, He looked at his watch again, aa
he had done once in every quarter of an hour for some time. It
was twelve o'clock. Miner had not stayed long.

John went over the scene on Wednesday evening, at the
Thirlwalle’. Katharine had been very sure of herself, at the last——
pure that, whatever he did, she should always stand by him,
Events had put her to the test soon enough, and this was the
reeult. They had been married twenty-four hours, and she would
not ever anewer his note, because appearances were againat him,

And the great, strong sense of real innocence rose in him and
defied and despised the woman who could not trust him even a
little. If the very least of the accusations had been true, he
would have humbled himself honestly and said that she was right,
and that she had promised too much, in saying all she had said.
At all times he was & man ready to take the full blame of all he
had done, to make himself out worse than he really was, to assume
at once that he was a failure and could do nothing right.  On the
slightest ground, he was reedy to admit everything that people
brought against him. Katharine, if he had even hesn living as
usual, would have been at liberty to reproach him as bitterly as
ghe pleased with his weakness, to turn her back on him and
condemn him unheard, if she chose, He would have been patient
and would have admitted that he deserved it all, and more also,
He was melancholy, he was discouraged with himeelf, and he was
neither vain ror untruthful,

But he had made an effort, and a great one. There was in
him something of the ascetic, with all hia faults, and something of
the enthusiasm which is capable of sudden and great melf-denial if
once roused. He knew what he had done, for he knew what it
had cost him, mentally and physically. Lean as he had been
before, he had grown perceptibly thinner sinece Monday. He
knew that, so far, he had succeeded. For the first time, perhaps,
he had every point of justice on his side. If he had beew inclined
to be merciful and bhumble and submissive towards those who
doubted him now, he would not have been buman, The two
beings whom be loved in the world, his mother and Katharine,
were the very two who had donbted him most. As for his mother,



XXVIIL EATHARINE LAUDERDALE &85

he had not persuaded her, for she had persunded herself—by
means of such demonstration as no sane being could have rejscted,
namely, the authoritative statement of a great doetor, personally
known fo her, What had followed had produced a strange
result, for he felt that he was more closely bound fo her than ever
before, a fact which showed, at least, that he did not bear malice,
bhowever deeply he had been hurt. But he could nct go about
everywhers for a week with Doctor Routh at his heels to ewear to
his sobriety. He told himself so with some contempt, and then
he thought of Katharine, and his face grew harder ag the minutes
went by and no anawer came fo his letter.

It was far more cruel of her than it had been in his mother's
cage, Katharine had only heard atories and reports of his doings,
and she should be willing to accept his denial of them on her
faith in him. He had never lied to her, On Wednesday night,
he had gratuitously told her the truth about himself—a truth
which ehe had never suspected—and had insisted upon making it
out to be even worse than it was. His wisdom told bhim that he
had made a mistake then, in wilfully lowering himself in her
estimation, and that this was the consequence of that; if he had
not forced upon her an unnecessary confesaion of his weakness, she
would now have believed in his strength. But his sense of honour
rose and shamed his wisdom, and told him that he had done right.
It would have been a cowardly thing to accept what Katharine
had then been forcing upon him, and had actually made him
accept, without telling her all the truth about himself

He had done wrong fo yield at all. That he admitted, and
repeated, readily emough. He made no pretence of having a
gtrong character, and he had been wretchedly weak in allowing
her to persuade him to fhe secret marriage. He should have
folded his arms and refused, from the first. He had foreseen
trouble, though not of the kind which had actually overtaken
bim, and he should have been firm. Unfortunately, he was not
firm, by nature, as he told himself, with a zneer. Not that
Katharine had be#n to blame, either, She had made her reasons
geem good, and he should not have blamed her had she been ever
go much in the wrong. Thers his honour spoke again, and
loudly.

But for what she was doing now, in keeping silence, leaving
him without a word when she must know that he was most in
need of her faith and belief-—for abandoning him when it seemed
as though every man’s hand were turned against him—he could
not help despising her, It was 8o cowardly. Had it all been ten
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times true, she should have stood by him when every one waa
abuging him.

It was far more cruel of her than of his mother, for all she
knew of the story had reached her by hearsay, whereas his mother
had seen him, as he had seen himself, and his appearance might
well have deceived any one but Doctor Routh. He did not ask
himself whether he could ever forgive her, for he did not wish to
hear in hia heart the answer which seomed inevitable. As for
loving her, or not loving her, he thought nothing about it at that
moment. With him, too, as with her, love was in a stafe of
sugpended animation. It would have been sufficienily clear to any
outsider acquainted with the circumstances that when the two
met that evening, something unusual would probably occur,
Katharine, indeed, believed that John would not appear at the
dinner-party ; but John, who firmly intended to be present, knew
that Katharine was going, and he expected to be placed beside
ber. It was perfectly well known that they were in love with
one another, and the least their greatest friends could do was to
let them enjoy one another's socisty. This may have been done
partly as a matter of policy, for both were young enough and
tactless enough to show their annoyance if they were separated
when they chanced to be asked to git at the same table, John
looked forward to the coming evening with some curiosity, and
without any timidity, but also without any anticipation of
enjoyment,

He was trying to imagine what the conversation would be like,
when Frank Miner returned, beaming with enthusiaam, and glow-
ing from his walk in the cold, wet air. He had been gone a long
time.

“Well?’ asked John, a& his friend came up to the fire, and
held out his hands to it,

¢ Very well—very well, indeed, thank you,’ answered the latter,
with & cheerful laugh. “T’ll bet you twenty-five cents to a gold
wateh that you can't guess what's happened—at Routh’s’

‘ Twenty-five cepte—to a gold watch? Obh—I see. Thank
you—the odds don’t tempt me. 'What did happen?’

‘I say—those were awfully good cigars of yours, Jack !’ ex-
claimed Miner, by way of anawer, ¢ Haven't you got another§”

f There's the box. Take them all. 'What happened §’

‘No—I'll only take one—it would look like borrowing if I
took two, and I can't return them. Jack, there’s a lot of good
blood knocking about in this family, do yon know? I don't mean
about the cigars—I'm naturally a generous man when it comes to
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taking things I like, Bri the other thing. Do you know that
somsebody had been to Routh about making him write the letter,
before T got there§’

‘What! To make him write it?! Not Ham Bright? It
would be like him—but how should he have known about Routh 3’

*No. It wasw't Bright. Want to guess! Well—T1 tell
you. It was your mother, Jack. Nice of her, wasn’t it }’

¢ My mother!’

Ralaton leaned forward and began to poke the logs about, He
felt a curious mensation of gladness in the eyes, and weakness in
the throat.

*Tell me about it, Frank,’ he added, in a rather thick voice,

¢ There’s not much fo tell. I marched in and stated my case.
He's between seven and eight feet high, I believe, and he stood
up all the time-—felt as though I were talking to scaffcld poles.
He listened in the calmest way till I'd finished, and then tock ap
a letter from hie desk and handed it to me fo read and to eee
whether I thought it would do. I asked what it meant, and he
gaid he’d just written it at the request of Mrs. Ralston, who had
left him & quarter of an bour ago, and that if I wonld take it to
the proper quarter—as he expressed it—he should be much
obliged. He's a brick—a tower of strength—a tower of bricke—
& perfect Babel of a man. You'll see, when the evening papers
come out——'

¢Did you take it down town?’

‘Of course. And I got hold of one of the big editors. I sent
in word that I had a letter from Idoctor Routh which must he
published in the front page this evening unless the paper wanted
Mr. Robert Lauderdale to bring an action against them for libel
to-morrow morning. You should have seen things move. What
a power Cousin Robert is! I suppose I took his name in vain—
but I don’t care. Old Routh is not to be sneezed at, either.
Youll see the letter. There’s some good old English in it. Oh,
its just prickly with epithets—‘“ unwarrantable liberty,” *im-
pertinent scurrility *—I don't know what the old doctor had for
breakfast. It's not like him to come out like that, not a bit.
He's a cautious old bird, as a rule, and not given to elinging
English all over the ten-acre lot, like thet. You see, he takes
the ground that you're hie patient, that you bad some sort of
confustication of the back of your head, and that to say that you
were serewed when you were ill was a libel, that the terms in
which the editor had allowed the thing to appear proved that it
waa malicious, and that as the editor was supposed to exercise

Z
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some control, and to use his own will in the matter of what he
published and circulated, it was wilfully publisbed, since the city
paid for places in which people whe had no control over their
wills were kept for the public eafety, and that therefore the
paragraph in question was a wilfully malicious libel evidently pub-
lished with the intention of doing harm—and much more of the
same kind of thing—all of which the editor would have put into
the waste paper basket if it had not been signed, Martin Routh,
M.D., with the old gentleman’s address. Moreover, the editor
nsked me why, in eending in a message, I had made use of
threatening language purporting to come from Mr. Robert Lauder-
dale. But as you had told me the whols story, I knew what to
gay. I just told him that you had left the house of your uncle,
Mr. Robert Lauderdale, after spending some time with him, when
you met with the accident in the street which led to all your
subsequent adventures. That seemed to settle him, He said the
whole thing had been a mistake, and that he should be very sorry
fo have given Mr. Landerdale any annoyance, especially at this
time. I don't know what he meant by that, I'm sure-—unless
Uncle Robert is going to buy the paper for a day or two to see
what it's like—you know the proprietor’s dead, and they say the
heirs are going to sell. Well —that’s all. Confound it, my
cigar’s out. P'm s great deal too good to you, Jack!’

Ralston had listened without comment while the little man
told his story, satisfied, a3 he proceeded from point to point, that
everything was going well for him, at last, and mentally redueing
Miner's strong expressions to the lowest key of probability.

¢S50 it was my mother who went first to Doctor Routh,’ he
said, aa though talking with himself, while Miner relighted his
cigar,

‘Yen,' answered Miner, between two puffs. *I confess to
having been impressed.’

‘It's like her,” said Johu. ‘It's just like her. You didu't
happen to see any note for me lying on the hall table, did you}’
he asked, rather irrelevantly.

‘No—but I'll go and laok, if you like.’

‘Oh—it's no matter. Besides, they know I havent beer out
this morning, and they'd bring anything up. I'm very much
obliged }a you, Fravk, for all this. And I kmow that you'll fell
anybody who talks sbout it just what I've told you. I should
like to feel that there's m chance of some one’s knowing the truth
when I come into the room this evening.’

¢Oh, they'll alt kuow it by that time. Routh's letter will run
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along the ground like fire mingled with haik As for Teddy Van
De Water, he livea on the papers. Of course they won't fly at
you and congratulate you all over, and that sort of thing, They’ll
just behave as though nothing at all had happened, and afterwards,
when we men are by oureelves, emoking, theyll all begin to
ask you how it happened., That ig, unless you want to tell the
story yourself at table, and in that cass T'll set you on, as T
eaid.’

‘I don't care to talk abouf it answered John. ‘But—lock
here, Frank——listen ! You're as quick as anybody to see things.
If you notice that & number of the set dor’t kmow about Routh’s
letter—that there’s a sort of hostile feeling against me at table
—why, then just set me on, as you call it, and I'll defend myself.
You see, I've such a bad temper, and my bones ache, and I'm
altogether so generally knocked out, that it will he much better
to give me my head for a clear run, than to let people look
as though they should like to turn their backs on me, but didn't
dara to. Do you understand §’

*All right, Jack. 1 won’t make any mistake about it.’

‘Very well, then. It's a bargain. We won't say anything
more about it.’

Miner presently took his departure, and John was left alone
again. In the course of {ime he gave up looking at his wateh,
and relinquished all hope of hearing from Katharine. Little by
little, the certainty formed itself in hiz mind that the meeting
that evening wes to be a hostile one.

Not very long after Miner had gone, another hand opened the
door, and John sprang to his feet, for even in the slight sound
he recognised the touch. Mre. Ralston entered the room. With
more impulsiveness than was wsnal in him he went quickly to
meet her, and threw hie arms round ber, kissing her through her
veil, damp and cold from the snowy air,

‘Mother, darling—how good you are!’ he exclaimed =oftly.
¢ There isn't anybody like you—really.’

*Why—Jack]- What is it?’ asked Mrs. Ralston, happy,
but not understanding,

¢ Miner was here—he told me about your having heen to old
Routh to make him write——'

‘That? Oh—that's nothing. Of course I went—the first
thing. Didn’t he say last night that he’d give his avidence in
a court of law? I thought he might juet as well doit. The
business is all settled, dear boy. I've seen the lawyer, and he's
meking out the dead. He'll bring it here for me to sign when
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he comes up from his office, and the tranafers of the titles will
be registered to-morrow morning—just in time befors Sunday,’

‘Don’t talk sbout that, mother!’' answered John. ‘I didn't
want you to do it, and it's never going -to make the slightest
difference between us.’

“Well—perhaps not. But it makes all the difference to me.
Promiss me one thing, Jack.’

¢ Yes, mother—anything you like.’

‘ Promise me to remember that if yon and Katharine choose
to get married, in epite of her father and all the Lauderdales,
this is your house, and that you have a right to it. You won’t
bave much to live on, but you won’t starve. Promiee me to
remember that, Jack. Will you?’

‘Tl promige to remember it, mother. But I'll not promiee
to act on it.’

‘ Well—that’'s a matter for your judgment. Go and get ready
for luncheon, It must be time.’

Once more John put his arma round her meck, and drew her
cloge to him.

*You're very good to me, mother—thank you!’



CHAPTER XXIX

KATHARINE gpent more time than necessary over dressing for
dinner on that evening, not becanse she bestowed more attention
than usual upon her appearance, but because there were long panses
of which she was scarcely conscious, although the maid reminded
her from time to time that it was growing late. 'The result, how-
ever, was satisfectory in the opinion of her assistant, a mober-
minded Scotch person of severe tastes, who preferred black and
white to any colours whatsoever, and thought that the trees
showed decided frivolity in being green, and that the woods in
autumn were positively improper.

It was undoubtedly true that the mimple black gown, without
ornament and with very little to break its sweeping line, was as
becoming to Katharine’s strong beauty as it was appropriate to
her frame of mind, It made her look older than she waa, perhaps,
but being go young, the loss was almost gain, It gave her
dignity a background and a reason, as it were. Her face was
pale atill, but not noticeably so, and her eyes were quiet if not
goft, Quly a person who knew her very well would have observed
the slight but steady contraction of the broad eyebrows, which
was unusual.  As a rule, if it came at all, it disappeared almost
instantly again, She remembered afterwards—as one remembers
the absurd details of one’s own thoughts—that when smhe had
looked into the mirror for the last time, she had been glad that
her front hair did not cur], and that she had never yielded to the
temptation to make it ewrl, as most girls did. She had been
pleased by the simplicity of the two thick, black waves which
lay across the clear paleness of her forehead, like dark velvet
on cream-white silk. Bhe forget the thought instantly, but,
later, she remembered how eevere and straight it had looked,
and the conaciousness was of some value to her—as the least
vain man, faken unexpectedly to meet and address a great
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aasembly, may be mementarily glad if he chances to be wearing
a partlcula.rly good ecat. The gravest of us have some con-
sciousness of our own appearance, aud he our strength what it
may, when it is appropriate to appear in the wedding garment,
it ia good for us to be wearing one. -

Katharine stopped at her mother’s door as she descended the
stairs. Mra, Lauderdale waa dining at home, and the Landerdales
dined at eight o’clock, Bo that she was still in her room at ten
minutes before the hour. Katharine knocked and entered. Her
mother was standing before the mirror. The door which led
to her fathers dressing-room, by a short passage between two
wardrobes built into the house, was wide open, XKatharine heard
him moving rome small objects on his dressing-table,

“You're late, child,’ said Mrs. Lauderdale, not turning, for
8 Katharine entered, she could see her reflection in the mirror.
‘Are you going to take Jane with you? If mot, I wish you'd
tell her to come here, a8 you go down—1I let you have her
becaunse I knew you'd be late.

‘No, answered Katharine, ‘I don’t want her—she's only in
the way. It's the Van De Waters’, you know. (Good-night,
mother

¢ Good-night, darling — enjoy yoursell — you'll be late, of
course—they’ll dance, or romething,’

*Yes—but I shar't stay. DI'm tired. Good-night again.’

Katharine was going to the door, when her father appeared
from his dressing-room, serenely correct, as usual, but wearing
his hlack tie because no one was coming to dinner.

*I want to speak to you, Katharine,’ he said.

She turned and sbood still in the middle of the room, facing
him, He had a letter in his hand.

‘Yes, papa,’ she answered quietly, not anticipating trouble,

*I'm sorry I could not see you earlier,” eaid Alexander junior,
coming forward and fixing his steely eyes on his daughter's face.
‘But I hadn’t an opportunity, becawse I was told that you
weore asleep when I came home. This morning, as T was leaving
the house as usual, s messenger put this letter into my hands.
It has a special delivery stamp on it, and you will see that the
mark on the dial edge stands at eight forty-five om  Con-
gequently, the boy whe brought it was dilatory in doing his
dety. It is addressed to you in John Ralston’s handwriting.’

*Why didn’t you eend it up to me, instead of keeping it all
day %’ enquired Katharine, with cold aurprise,

‘ Bacause I do not intend that you shall read it,” answered her
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father, his lips opening and shutting on the words like the ghears
of a catting-machine.

Mrs. Lauderdale turned round from the mirror and looked at
her husband and daughter, It would have bheen impossible to tell
from her face whether she had been warned of what was to be
doune or not, but there was an odd little gleam in her eyes, of
something which might have been annoyance or satisfaction.

¢Why don't you intend me toread my letters ¥’ asked Katharine
in a lower tone,

‘I don’t wish yon to correspond with Johm Ralston,” answered
Alexander junior. *You shall never marry him with my consent,
eapecially since he has disgraced himaelf publicly as he did yesterday.
There was an account of his doings in the morning papers. I
daresay you've not seen it. He was taken home last night in a
state of beastly intoxication by two policemen, having been picked
up by them out of a drunken brawl with a prize fighter, To judge
from the handwriting of the address on this letter, it appears to
have been written while he was still under the influence of liquor.
I don’t mean that my danghter shall receive lettera written by
drunken men, if I can help it.’

‘Show me the letter,’ said Katharine, quietly. :

‘T'll show it to you Dbecause, though you've pever had any
reason to doubt my statements, I wish you to bave actually zeen
that it has not been opened by me, nor by any one. My judgment
is formed from the handwriting solely, but I may add that it is
impossible that a man who was admittedly in a state of uncon-
gciousness from liquor at one o’clock in the morning, should be fit
to write a letter to Katharine Lauderdale, or to any lady, within
gix hours. The postmark on the envelope is seven-thirty. Am I
right?’ He turzed deliberately to Mrs, Landerdale,

‘ Perfoctly,’ she answered, with sincere convietion,

And it must be allowed that, from his point of view, he was
not wrong. He beckoned Katharine to the gas-light beside the
mirror and held up the letter, holding it at the two sides of the square
envelopa in the firm grip of his big, thin fingers, as though he
feared lest she should try to take it. But Katharine did not raise
her hands, as she bent forward and inspected the address. It was
assuredly not written in John's ordinary band, though the writing
was recognigable as his, beyond doubt. There was an evident
attempt at regularity, but a too evident failare, It locked a little
as though he had attempted to write with his left hand. At one
corner there was a very amall stain of blood, which, as every one
knows, retains its colour on writing-paper, even under gas-light,
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for a considerable time. It will be remembered that John had
hurt his right hand. ’

Katharine's brows contracted more heavily. She was dmgusted
but she was also pained, She looked long and steadily at the
writing, and her lips curled elighily. Alexander Lauderdale
turned the letter over to show her that it was sealed. Again,
where the finger had hurriedly pressed the pummed edge of the
envelope, there was a little mark of blood. Katharine drew back
very proudly, a8 from something at once repulsive and beneath her
woman's dignity. Her father looked at her keenly and coldly.

‘ Have you eatisfied yourself?’ he enquired. “You see that it
has not been opened, do you?}’

‘Yes.’

*] will bum it,’ eaid Alexander Lauderdale, still watching her.

‘Yea.

He seemed surprised, for he had expected resistance, and
perhaps some attempt on her part to get possession of the letter
and read it. But she stood upright, silent, and evidently disgusted.
He lifted his hand and held the letter over the flame of the gas-
light until it had caught fire thoroughly. Then be laid it in the
fireless grate—the room, like all the rest of the house, was heated
by the furnses,—and with his usual precise interpretation of his
own conseience’s promptings, he turned his back on it, lest by any
chance he should see and accidentally read any word of the contents
as the paper curled and flared and blackened and fell to ashes.
Katharine, however, was well aware that a folded letter within its
envelope will rarely burn through and through if left to itself,
She went to the hearth and watched it. It had fallen fiat upon
the tiles, and one thickness after amother flamed, rose from one
end and curled away a8 the one beneath it took fire. She would
not attempt to read one of the indistinet words, but she could not
kelp secing that it had been a long letter, scrawled im & hand-
writing even more irregular than that on the envelope. The leaves
turned black, one by one, rising and remaining upright like black
funeral feathers, till at ]ast there was only a little blue light far
down in the heart of them. That, too, went out, and a small,
final puff of smoke rose and vanished, Katharine turned the heap
ove s with the tongs. Only one little yellow bit of paper remained
unconsumed at the bottom. It was almost round, and as she
turned it over, she read on it the number of the house. That was
gll that bad not been burned,

'Tm glad to see that you look at the matter in its true Light,’
said her father, as she stood up again.
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‘How should I look at it?’ asked Katharine, coldly. *Good-
night, mother—good-night,’ she repeated, nodding to her father.

She turned and left the room. A moment later she was on
her way to the Van De Waters’ house, leaning back in the dark,
comfortable brougham, her feet toasting on the foot-warmer, and
the furs drawn up clorely round her, It was a bitterly cold night,
for & sharp frost had succeeded the snow-storm after eunset.
Even inside the carriage Katharine could feel that there was some-
thing hard and ringing in the quality of the air which was in
harmony with ber own temper. She had plenty of time to go
over the scene which had taken place in her mother’s room, but
ghe felt no inclination to analyse her feelings. She ouly knew
that this letter of John's, written when he was gtill half senseless
with drink, was another insult, and one desper than any she had
felt before. It was a direct insult—a sin of commission, and not
merely of omission, like his absence from the ball on the previous
night.

She supposed, naturally enough, that he would not appear at
the dinner-party, but at that moment she was almost indifferent
a8 to whether he should come or not. She was certainly not
afraid to meet him. It would be far more probable, she thought,
that he should be afraid to0 meet her.

It was a quarter-past eight when she reached the Van de
‘Waters', and she was the last to arrive. It was & party of sixteen,
almost all very young, and most of them unmarried—a party very
carefully selected with a view to enjoyment—an intimate party,
because many out of the number were more or less closely con-
nected and related, and it was indicative of the popularity of the
Lauderdales, that amongst sixteen young persons there should be
four who belonged more or less to the Lauderdale tribe. There
was Katharine, there was Hamilton Bright,—the Crowdies had
been omitted beecause so many disliked Orowdie himself,—there
was little Frank Miner, who was a near relation of the Van De
Waters, and there stood John Ralston, talking to Ruth Van De
‘Water, before.Crowdie’s new portrait of her, as though nothing
had happened.

Katharine eaw bim the moment he entered the room, and he
knew, as he heard the door opened, that she must be the last
comer, since every one else had arrived Withont interrupting
his conversation with Miss Van De Water, he turned his head a
little and met Katharine’s eyes. He bowed just perceptibly, but
ghe gave him no sign of recognition, which was pardonable, how-
ever, 88 he knew, since there were people between them, and she
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had not yet spoken to Ruth herself, who, with her brother, hed
invited the party. The elder Van De Waters had left the house
to the young people, and had betaken themselvea elsewhers for
the evening,

John continued to talk quietly, as Eatharine came forward.
Ap he had expected, he had found her name on the card in the
little envelope which had been banded to him when he arriver,
and he waa to take her in to dinner. TUntil late in the afternoon
the brother and sister had hoped that John would not come, and
had already decided to ask in his place that excellent man, Mr,
Brown, who was always so kind about coming when asked af the
last minute. Then Frank Miner had appeared, with an evening
paper containing Doctor Routh’s letter, and had explained the
whole matter, so that they felt sympathy for John rather than
otherwige, though no one had aa yet broached to him the subject
of his adventures. Naturally enough, the Van De Waters both
supposed that Katharine should have been among the first to hesr
the true version of the story, and they would not disarrange their
table in order to separate two young people who were generally
thought to be engaged to be married, There wers, of course, a
fow present who had not heard of Doctor Routh’s justification of
John.

Katharine eame across directly, towards Ruth Van De Water,
and greeted her affectionately. John came forward a little, wait-
ing to be noticed and to sheke hands in his turn., Katharine pro-
longed the first exchange of words with her young hostess rather
unnecessarily, and then, sine she could not aveid the meeting,
beld out her hand to Jobn, looking straight and coldly into -his
eyes,

‘You're to iake Miss Lauderdale in, you know, Mr. Ralston,’
gaid Miss Van De Water, who knew fthat dinner would be
announced almost immediately, and that Katharine would wieh to
speak to the other guesta before sifting down.

¢Yes—I found my card,” answered John, as Katharine with-
drew her hand without having given his the sliphtest pressure,

It was o strange meeting, considering that they had been man
and wife since the previous morning, and could hardly be said to
have met since they had parted after the wedding. Katharine,
who was cold and angry, wondered what all those young people
would say if she suddenly announced to them, at table, that John
Ralston was her hushand. But just then she had no definite
intention of ever announcing the fact at all.

John only partly understood, for he was sure that she must



XXIX EATHARINE LAUDERDALE 847

have received his letter, Buf what he saw was emough to eon-
vince him that she had not in the least belicved what he had
written, and had not meant to answer him, He was pale snd
haggard already, but during the few minutes that followed, while
Katharine moved about the room, greeting her friends, the strong
linez deepened about his mouth and the shadows under his eyes
grew perceptibly darker.

A few minutes later the wide doors were thrown back and
dinner was announced. Without hesitation he went to Katharine’s
gide, and waited while she finithed speaking with young Mrs,
Vanbrugh, his right arm slightly raised as he silently offered it.

Katharine deliberately finished her sentence, nodded and
gmiled to Dolly Vanbrugh, who was a friend of hers, and had been
in some way concerned in the famous Darche affair three or four
years ago, a5 Mrs. Darche’s intimate and confidante. Then she
allowed her expression to harden again, and she laid her hand on
John's arm and they all moved in to dinmer.

‘I'm sorry, said John, in a low, cold voice. ‘I suppoge they
couldn’t upset their table.

Eatharine said nothing, but looked straight before her as they
traversed onme beautiful room after another, going through the
great bouse to the dining-room at the back.

‘You got my letter, I suppose,’ said John, speaking again as
they crossed the threshold of the last door but one, and came in
gight of the table, gleaming in the distance under soft lights,

Katharing made a slight inclination of the head by way of
answer, but still said nothing. John thought that she moved her
hand, az though she would bave liked to withdraw it from his
arm, and he, for hiz part, would gladly bave let it go at that
monent,

It was a very brilliant party, of the sort which could hardly
be gathered anywhere except in America, where young people are
not unfrequently allowed to amuse themselves together in their
own way without the interference or even the presence of elders—
young people botn to the possession, in abundance, of most things
which the world thinke good, and as often as anywhere, tog, to
the inheritance of things good in themselves, besides great wealth
—such as beanty, health, a fair share of wit, and the cheerfal
heart, without which all else is a8 ashes,

Near one end of the table sat Frank Miuer, who had taken in
Mra. Vanbrugh, and who was amusing every one with absurd
atories and jokes—the small change of wit, but small change that
was bright and new, ringing from his busy little mint.
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At the other end sat Teddy Van De Water, a good fellow at
heart in spite of his eyegiass and his affectations, discussing yachts
and eentreboards and fin-keels with Fanny Trehearne, a girl who
sailed her own boats at Newport and Bar Harbour, and who
cared for little else except music, strange to say, Nearly opposite
to Katharine and John was Hamilton Bright, between two young
girls, talking steadily and quietly about society, but evidently
much preoccupied, and far more inclined to look at Katharine
than at his preity neighboure. He had seen Routh’s letter, and
had, moreover, exchanged a few words with Ralston in the hall,
baving arrived almoast at the same instant, and he saw that
Katharine did not understand the trnth, Ralston had hegun by
apologising to his friend for what had happened at the club, but
Bright, who bore no malice, had stopped him with a hearty shake
of *the hand, and a challenge to wrestle with him any day,. for
the honour of the thirg, in the hall of the club or anywhere else,

Frank Miner, too, from a distance, watched John and
Katharine, and saw that the frouble was great, though he
laughed and chatted and told stories, a8 though he were
thoroughly enjoying himeelf, In reality he was debating whether
he should not bring up the subject which must he near to every
ong’s thoughts, and give John & chance of telling his own story.
Beeing how the rest of the people were taking the affnir, he would
not have done so, since all waa pleasant and easy, but he saw also
that John could not possibly have an explanation with Katharine
at table, and that both were suffering. His kindly heart decided
the question, It would be a very easy matter to accomplish, and
he waited for & convenient opportunity of atiracting attention to
himaelf, 80 a8 to obtain the ear of the whole large table, before he
began. He was perfectly conscions of his own extreme popularity,
and knew that, for once, he could presume upon it, though he was
quite unspoiled by & long career of little social succesres.

John and Katharine exchanged a few words from time to time,
for the sake of appearances, in a coldly civil tone, and without the
slighteat expression of interest in one another. John spoks of the
weather, and Katharine admitted that it had been very bad of
Iate. She observed that Miss Van de Water way looking very
well and that a greenish blue was becoming to fair people. John
snswered that he had expected fo hear of Miss Van De Water'a
engagement to that foreigner whose name he had forgotten, and
Katharipe replied that he was pot & foreigner but an Englishman,
and that his name was Northallerfon, or something like that,
John said ho had heard that they had first met in Paris, and
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Katharine took some salt upon her plate and admitied that it was
quite possible. Bhe grew more coldly wrathful with every
minute, and the iron entered into John's scul, and he gave up
trying to talk to her—of which she was very glad.

It wasg some time before the occasion which Miner sought pre-
sented iteelf, and the dinmer proceeded brilliantly enough amid the
laughter of young voices and the gladuess of young eyes. For
young eyes see flowers where old omes see but botany, so to
gpeals,

Katharine had not believed that it would hurt her as it did,
nor Ralston that love could seem so far away, They turned from
each other and talked with their neighbours. John almost
thought that Katharine once or {wice gathered her black ekirts
nearer to her, a8 though to keep them from a sort of contamina-
tion. He was on her left, and he wax conscious that in pretend-
ing to eat he used his right arm very cautiously because he did
not wish even to run the risk of touching hers by accident.

Now, in the course of events, it happened that the suhjeet of
yachts travelled from neighbour to neighbour, as subjecta some-
times do at big dinners, until, having been started by Teddy Van
De Water and Fanny Trehesrne, it came up the table to Frank
Miner. He immediately saw his chance, and plunged into his
aubject.

¢Qh, I don’t take any interest in yacht races, compared with
prize fights, since Jack Ralston hes gone into the ring |’ he said,
and hig high, clear voice made the words ring down the table with
the cheery, laughing cadence after them.

*What's that about me, Frank?’ asked John, speaking over
Katharine's head as she bent away from him towards Russell
Vanbrugh, who was next to her on the other side,

*Oh, nothing—talking about your round with Tom Shelton.
Tell us all about it, Jack. Don’t be modest. You're the only
man here who's ever stood up to & champion prize fighter without
the ploves on, and it seems you hié him, too. You needn’t be
ashamed of it." #

‘I’m not in the least ashamed of it,’ anawered Ralston unbend-
ing a little.

He spoke in a dead silence, and all eyes were turned upon him.
But he said nothing more. Even the butler and the footmen, every
one of whom had read both the morning and the evening papers,
paused and held their breath, and locked at John with admiration.

‘Go ahead, Ralston !* cried Teddy Van De Water, from his
end, ‘Some of us haven’t heard the story, though everybody
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eaw those horrid things in the papers this morping. It was too
bad !’ .

Katharine had attempted t0 continue her conversation with
Rusgell Vanbrugh, but i6 had proved impossible, Moreover, she
was herself almost breathless with surprise at the sudden appeal
to Ralston himself, when she had been taking it for granted that
every one present, including his hosts, despised him, and secretly
wished that he had not come.

Van De Water had spoken from the end of the table, Frank
Miner responded again from the other, Iooking hard at Katharine's
blank face, a8 he addressed John.

‘Tell it, Jack!’ he cried. ‘Don"t be foolish, Everybedy
wants to krow how it happened.’

Ralston looked round the table once more, and saw that every
one was expecting him to speak, all with curiosity, and zome of
the men with admiration, His eyes rested ou Katharine for a
moment, but she turned from bim inatantly—not coldly, as hefore,
but as though she did not wish to meet his glance.

‘I can't tell a mtory by halves,’ said he. ¢ If you really want
to have it, yon must hear it from the beginning. But I told Frank
Miner this morning—he can tell it better than 1.

‘Go on, Jack—you're only keeping everybody waiting !’ =aid
Hamilton Bright, from across the table. *Tell it all—about me,
too—it will make them laugh.’

John saw the honest friendship in the strong Saxen face, and
knew that to tell the whole story was his best plan.

*All right,” he said. ‘Il do my best. It won’t take long.
In the first place—you won’t mind my going into details, Miss
Van De Water?{’

‘Oh, no—we should rather prefer it,’ Jaughed the young girl,
from her distant place.

*Then I'll go on. I've been going in for reform lately—I
began last Monday morning, Yea—of course you all laugh,
becausa I've not much of a reputation for reform, or anything else.
But the statement is necessary because it’s true, aud bears on the
subject. Reform means claret and soda, and very little of that.
Tt had rather affected my temper, a8 I wasn't used fo it, and I
was & %ing in the club yesterday afternoon, trying to read a paper
and worrying about things generally, when Frank, there, wanted
me to drink with him, and I wouldn't, and I didn't choose to tell
him T was trying to be good, because I wasn’t sure that I waa
going to be. Anyhow, he wouldn’t take *no,” and I weuldn't
€3y “yon "—and eo I suppose I bebaved rather rudely to him.’
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‘ Like a fiend ! ’ observed Miner, from a distance.

‘Exactly. Then I was called to the telephone, and found that my
Uncle Robert wanted me at once, that very moment, and wouldn’t
say why. Bo I came back in a hurry, and as I was coming ont of
the closk-room with my hat and coat on I ran inte Bright, whe
generally saves my life when the thing is to be done promptly. I
suppose I looked rather wild, didn’t I, Ham ¥’

‘ Rather, You were white—and queer altogether. I thought
you ‘“had it bad.”’

There was a titter and a laugh, aa the two men looked at one
ancther and smiled.

*Well, you've not often been wrong, Ham,” said Ralston,
langhing too. *I don’t propose to let my guardian angel lead a
life of bappy idleness——’

‘Keep an angel, and save yourself,” suggested Miner.

‘Don’t make them laugh till I've finished,” said Ralston, ‘or
they won't understand. Well—Ham tried to hold me, and I
wouldo't be held. He's about twenty times stronger than I am,
anyhow, and he'd got hold of my arm—wanted to calm me before
I went out, as he thonght. T loat my temper——

“Your family’s been adverticing a reward if it’s found, ever
since you were born,’ observed Miner.

‘Buppress that man, can’t you—somebody ¥’ eried Ralston,
good-naturedly. ‘So I tripped Bright up under Miner's nose—
and there was Crowdie there, and a couple of servants, so it was
rather a public affair. 1 got out of the door, and made for the
park—Uncle Robert’s, you know. Being in & rage, I walked, and
passing the Murray Hill Hotel, I went in, from gheer force of
habit, and ordered a cockfail. I hadn’t more than tasted it when
I remembered what I was about, and promptly did the Spartan
dodge—to the eurprise of the bar-tender-—and put it down and
went out. Then Unele Robert and I had rather a warm
discussion. Unfortunately, too, just that drop of whiskey—
forgive the details, Miss Van De Water—you know I warued you
—juat that drop %f whiskey I had touched was distinctly per-
ceptible to the old gentleman’s nostrils, and he began to call me
pames, and I got angry, and being excited already, I daresay he
really thomght I wasn’t sober. Anyhow, he mansged to kmock
my bat out of my hand and smash it-—ask him the firet time you
see him, if any of you doubt it

¢ Oh, nobody doubts you, Jack,' said Teddy Van De Water,
vehemently. . ‘Don’t be an idiot !’

*Thank you, Teddy,’ laughed Ralston. *Well, the next thing
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was that I bolted out of the house with a smashed hat, and forgot
my overcoat in my rage. It's there still, hanging in Uncle
Robert’s ball. And, of courss, being 8o angry, I never thoaght of
my bat, It must bave looked oddly enough. I went down Fifth
Avenue, past the reservoir—pearly a mile in that state.’

I met you,’ observed Russell Vanbrugh, ‘I was just coming
home—Dbeen late down town, I thought you looked rather seedy,
but you walked straight enough,’

‘Of course I did—being perfectly sober, and only angry. I
muet have furned into Hast Fortieth or Thirty-ninth, when I
stopped to light & cigar. The waxlight dazzled e, I supposs, for
when I went on I fell over something—that street is awfully dark
after the avenue—sand I hurt my head and my hand. This
finger }

He leld up his right hand of which one finger was encased in
black silk.” Katharine remémbered the spot of blood on the letter.

- *Then I don’t know what happened to me. Doetor Routh
said I had a concussion of the brain and lost the sense of direction,
but I leet my senses, anyhow. Have any of you fellows ever had
that bappen to you? It's awfully queer ?’

‘I have, said Bright. ‘I know—jyou're all right, but you
can't tell whers you're going.’

¢ Exactly—you can’t tell which is right and which is left,
You recognise houses, but don’t know which way to turn fo get to
your own. I lost myself in New York. I'm glad I've had the
experience, but I dor’t want it again. Do you know where .
found myself and got my direction again? Away down in
Tompkins Square. It was ten o'clock, and I'd missed a dinner-
party, and thought I should just have time to get home and dress,
and go to the Assembly. But I wasn't meant to. 1 was dazed
and queer still, and it had been snowing for hours and I had no
overcoat. I found & horse-car going up town and got on. There
was nobody else on it but that prize-fighter chap, who turns out
to bave been Tom Shelton. It was pice and warm in the car,
and I must bave been pretty well fagged out, for I sat down af
the upper end and dropped asleep without telling the conducter
to wake me at my etreet. I never fell asleep in a horse-car before
in my life, and dido’t expeet to then. I don’t know what
happened ifter that—at least not distinetly. They must have
tried to wake me with kicks and acreams, or something, for I
remember bifting out, and then a struggle, and I was pitched out
into the snow by the conductor and the prize fighter. Of course-
I jumped up and made for the fighting man, znd I remember
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hearing something about a fair fight, and then a lot of men came
running up with lanterns, and I was squaring up to Tom Shelton.
I caughbt him one on the wonth, and I suppose that roused him,
I cxn see that right-hand counter of his coming at me now, but I
couldn’t stop it for the life of me—and that was the last I saw,
until ¥ opened my eyes in my own rcom and saw my mofher
looking at me. She sent for Doctor Routh, and be saw that I
wasn’t going to die and went home, leaving everybedy considerably
relieved, But he wasn't ab all sure that I hadn't been larking,
when he first came, ao he took the trouble to make a thorough
sxamination. I wasn't really hurt much, and though I'd had euch
1 erack from Shelton, and the other one when I tumbled in the
lazk, T bad pretty nearly an hour's sleep in the horse-car es a
iet-off, Then my mother hrought me things to eat—of course
il the servants were in bed, and she’d rung for a messenger in
wder to send for Routh, And I 24f up and wrote a long letter
sefore I went to bed, though it wasn't easy work, with my hand
wrt apd my heed rather queer. I wish I hadn’t, though—it was
nore to show that I could, than anything else. There—I think
*ve told you the whole story. I'm sorry I couldn’t make it
borter.’

It waan't at all too long, Jack,® said Katharine, in clear and
entle tones.

She was very white as she turned her face to him. Every one
greed with her, and every one began talking ab once. But John
id not look at her, He anawered some question put to him by
ke young git} on his left, and at once entered into conversation at
hat gide, without taking any more notice of Katharine than she
ad taken of him hefore.



OHAPTER XXX

TaEe dinner was almost at an end, when John spoke to Katharine
again. Every one was langhing and talking at once. The point
had been reached at which young people laugh at anything out of
sheer good spirits, and Frank Miner had only to open his lips, at
his end of the table, to set the clear voices ringing ; while at the
other, Teddy Van De Water, whose eonversational powera were
pot brilliant, but who possessed considerable power over his fresh,
thin, plain young face, excited undeserved applause by putting up
his eyeglass every other minute, staring solemnly at John as the
hero of the evening, and then dropping it with a ridieulous little
smirk, supposed to be expressive of admiration and respect.

John saw him do it two or three times, while turning towards
him in the aet of talking to his nsighbour on his left, and smiled
good-naturedly at each repstition of the trick. To tell the truth,
the evident turn of feeling in his favour had eo far influenced his
depressed spirits that he smiled almost naturslly, out of sympathy,
because every one was so happy and so gay. But he was soon
tired of young Van De Water's joke, before the others were, and
looking away in order not o see the eyeglass fall again, he caught
gight of Katharine’s face,

Her eyes were not upon him, and she might have been
gupposed to be looking past him at some onme seated farther down
the table, but she saw him and watched him, nevertheless, She was
quite silent now, and ber face was pale. He only glanced at her, and
was already turning his head away once more when her lips moved.

‘Jack !’ she said, in a low voice, that trembled but reached
his ear, even amidst the peals of laughter which filled the room.

He looked at her again, and his features hardened a liitle in
gpite of him. But he knew that Bright, who sat opposite, wag
watching both Katharine and himeelf, and he did his best o seem
natural and unconcerned,
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¢What is it 1’ he asked,

She did not find words immediately with which to answer the
simple question, but her face told all that her voice should have
gaid, and more, The contraction of the broad brows was gone aé
last, and the great grey eyes were eoft and pleading.

“You know,’ ghe said, at last.

John fely that his lips would have curled rather scornfully, if
he had allowed them. He set his mouth, by an effort, in & hard,
civil smile. It was the best he could do, for he had been badly
hurt. Repentance somefimes satisfies the offender, but he who
haa been offended demands blood money. John deserved soms
credit for saying nothing, and even for his cold, conventional
gmile.

¢ Jack—dear—aren't you going to forgive me?’ she asked, in
a still lower tone than before,

Ralston glanced up and down the table, manlike, to see whather
they were watched. But no one was paying any attention to
them, Hamilton Bright was looking away, just thep.

‘Why dido't you snswer my letter?’ asked Johm, at last, but
he could not disguise the bitterness of his voice,

‘T only—it only came—that is—it was this evening, when I
was all dressed fo come here.’

John could not control his expression any longer, and his lip
hent contemptuously, in spite of himself,

¢It was mailed very early this morning, with a special delivery
stamp,’” he said, coldly.

“Yes, it reached the house—but—oh, Jack! How ecan I
explain, with all these peopla}’

‘Tt wouldr't be easy without the people’ he answered,
* Nobody heare what we're saying.’

Katharine was eilent for a moment, and looked at her plate.
In a lover’s quarrel, the man has the advantage, if it takes place
in the midst of acquaintances who may see what is happening,
He is stronger and, a8 a rule, cocler, though rarely, at beart, so0
cold. A woman, to Yo persnasive, must be more or less demon-
strative, and demonstrativeness is visible to others, even from a
great distance. Katharine did not belittle the hardness of what
she had to do in so far aa she reckoned the odds at all, She loved
John too well, and knew again that she loved him; and she
understood fully how she had injured him, if not how much she
had burt him. 8he was suffering herself, too, and greatly—much
more than she bad suffered so long as her anger hod lasted, for
she kmew, too.late, that she should have believed in him when



ai8 EATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

others did not, rather than when all were for him and with him,
g0 that she was the very last to iake his part, But it was hard,
and ghe tried to thirk that she had some justification.

After Ralston had finished telling his etory, Russell Varbrugh,
who was an eminent crimiral lawyer, had commented te her upon
the adventure, telling her how men had been hanged upon just
sueh circumstantial evidence, when it had not chanced that such
a man a8 Doctor Routh, at the head of his profession and above
all poseible suspicion, bad intervened in time. She tried to arpue
that she might be pardoned for being misled, as she had been.
But her conscience told her flatly that she was deceiving herself,
that she kad really known far less than most of the others about
the events of the previous day, some of which were now altogether
new to her, that she had judged John in the worst light from the
first words she had heard sbout him at the Assembly ball, and
had not even been at pains to examine the circumetances eo far as
she might have kpown them. And she remembered how, but a
short time previous to the present moment, she had locked at the
sealed envelops with disgust — almost with loathing, and had
turned over its ashes with the tongs. Yet that letter had cost
him a supreme effort of strength and will, made for her sake, when
he was bruised and wounded and exhausted with fatigue,

¢Jack,’ she said at last, turning to him again, ‘I must talk to
you, Please come to me right after dinner—when you come back
with the men—will you?’

¢ Certainly,” answered John.

He knew that an explanation was inevitable. 0ddly encugh,
though he now had by far the best of the situation, he did not
wish that the explanatory interview might come 8o soon, Perhaps
he did not wish for it at all. With Katharine love was alive
again, working and suffering. With him there was no response,
where love had heen, In itz place there was an unformulated
longing to be left alene for a time, not to be forced to realise how
utterly he had been distrusted and abandoned when he had most
needed faith and support. There was an unwilling and unjust
comparison of Katharine with his mother, too, which presented
itself constantly. Losing the semse of values and forgetting how
his, mother had denjed his word of honour, he remembered only
that her disbelief had lasted but an hour, and that hour geemed
now but an insignificant moment, She had done so much, too,
and at once. He recalled, amid the noise and laughter, the
clinking of the things on the little tray she had brought up for
him and set down outside his door—a foolish detail, but one of
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those which strike fast little roots as soon as the seed has fallen.
The reaction, too, after all he had gone through, was coming at
last and was telling even on his wiry organisation. Most men
would have broken down already, He wished that he might be
spared the necessily of Katharine’s explanation—that she would
write to him, and that he might read in peace and ponder at his
leisure—and amewer at his discretion. ¥Yet he knew very well
that the situation must be cleared up at once, He regretied
having given Katharine but that one word in answer to her appeal
—for he did not wish to scem even more unforgiving than he felt.

‘Tl come a8 soon a8 possible,’ he said, turning fo her, *Ill
come now, if you like,’

Tt would have been a satisfaction to have it over at once. But
Katharine shook her head.

*You must stay with the men—but—thark you, Jack’

Her voice was very sweet and low. At that moment Ruth
Van De Water nodded to her brother, and in an instant all the
sixteen chairs were pushed back simultaneously, and the laughter
died away in the rustle of soft skirts and the moving of two and
thirty slippered feet on the thick carpet,

‘No!’ cried Miss Van de Water, looking over her shoulder
with » little langh at the man next to her, who offered his arm in
the European fashion, ‘We don’t want you—we're mot in
Washington—we're going to talk about you, and we want to be
by ourselves, Stay and smoke your cigars—but not forever, you
know,’ she added, and laughed again, a eilvery, girlish laugh.

Ralston stood back and watched the fair young girls and women
as they filed out. After all, there was not one that could compare
with Eatharine—whether he loved her, or not, he added mentally.

When the men were alone, they gathered round him under a
great cloud of smoke over their little cups of coffee and their tiny
liqueur glagses of mamy colours. He had always been more
popular than he bad been willing to think, which was the reason
why so much had been forgiven him. He had assuredly done
nothing heroic on the pregent occasion, unless his manly effort to
fight against hiy taste for drinking was heroie. If it was, the
majority of the seven other men did not think of it nor care. But
he did not deserve such very great eredit even for that, perhaps,
for there was that sirain of asceticiem in him which makes ench
things easier for some people than for others. Most of them,
being young, envied and admired him for having steod up to &
champion prize fighter in fair combat, heavily bandicapped as he
had been, and for having reached his antagonist once, at least,



358 KATHARINE LAUDERDALE CHAF,

before he went down. A good deal of the enthusissm young men
omonally express for one of themselves rests on & similar basis,
and yet is not to be altogether despised on that acconat.

John warmed to something almost approaching to geniality, in
the midst of eo mueh good-will, in spite of his many troubles and
of the painful interview which was imminent. When Van De
Water dropped the end of his cigar and suggested that they should
go into the drawing-room and not waste the evening in doing
badly what they could do well at their clubs from morning till
night, John would have been willing to stay a little longer. He
waa very tived. ‘Three or four glasses of wine would have warmed
him and revived him earlier, but he had not broken down in his
resolution yet—and coffee and cigars were not bad substitutes,
after all. The chair was comfortable, it was warm and the lights
were soft.  He rose rather regretfully and followed the other men
through the house to join the ladies.

Without hesitation, since it had to be dome, he went up to
Katharine at once. She had managed to keep a little apart from
the rest, and in the changing of places and positions which followed
the entrance of the men, she backed by degrees towards a corner
in which there were two vacant easy chairs, one on each gide of a
little tsble covered with bits of rare old silver-work, and half
ghielded from the rest of the room by the end of a grand pianc.
It would have been too remote a seat for two persons who wished
to flirt unnoticed, but Katharine knew perfectly well that moat of
her friends believed her to be engaged to marry John Ralston, and
waa quite sure of being left to talk with him in peace if she chose
to sit down with kim in & corner.

Gravely, now, and with no inclination to let his lips twist con-
temptucusly, John sat down beside her, drawing his chair in front
of the small table, and waiting patiently while she settled
herself.

*It wag impossible to talk at table she eaid nervously, and
with a slight tremor in her voice.

¢Yes— with all those people,” assented John.

A short silence followed. Katharine seemed to be choosing
her words. S8he looked calm enough, he thought, and he expected
that,she would begin to make a deliberate explanation. All at
onee she put out her hand spasmodically, drew it back sgain, and
began to turn over and handle a tiny fish of Norwegian silver
which lay among the other things on the table.

*It's all been & terrible misunderstanding—I don’t know where
to begin,’ she said, rather helplesaly,
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‘Tell me what became of my letter,” anewered John, guietly,
*That’s the important thing for me to know.’

#Yen—of course—well, in the first place, it was put into papas
bands this morning just as he was going down town.’

‘Did he keep it{’ asked Ralston, his anger rising suddenly in
his eyes.

{No—that is—he dido’t mean to. He thought I was asleep
—jyou see he had read those things in the papers, and was angry
and recognised your handwriting—and he thought—you know the
handwriting really wae rather shaky, Jack,’

‘I've no doubt. It wasn’t easy to write at all, just then,’

‘QOh, Jack dear! If I'd only known, or guessed. !

¢Then you wouldn't have needed to believe a little,’ answered
John. “What did your father do with the letier I’

‘He had it in his pocket all day, and brought it home with
him in the evening, You see—I'd been out—at the Crowdies'—
and then I came home and shut myself up. 1 was so miserable—
and then 1 fell asleep.’

*You were go miserable that you fell asleep,’ repeated Ralston,
eruelly, ‘I see.’

¢Jack! Please—rpleass listen to me———

*Yos. I beg your pardon, Katharine, I'm out of temper. I
didn’t mean to be rude.’

‘No, dear. Please don’t. I cau’t bear it Her lip quivered.
¢ Jack,’ she began again, after a moment, ‘please don’t say any-
thing till I've told you all I bave tosay. If you do—no—I can't
help it—I'm erying now.’

Her eyes were full of tears, and she turned her face away
quickly to recover her self-confrol. John was pained, but just
.then he could find nothing to say. He bent his head and looked
at his band, affecting not to see how much moved she was.

A moment later she turned to him, and the tears seemed to be
gone again, though they were, perhaps, not far away, Strong
women can make such efforts in great need.

‘I went intd my mother's room on my way down to the carriage
to come here,’ she continued. ¢Papa came in, bringing your
letter. He had not opened it, of course—he only wanted to show
me that he had received it, and he gaid lhe would destroy it after
ghowing it to me. I looked at it—and oh, the handwriting waa
#o shaky, and there were spots on the envelope—Jack—I didn’t
want to read it, That’s the fruth. I let him barn it. T turned
over the ashes to see that thers was nothing left. There—I've
told you the truth. How conld I know—oh, how could I know $’
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John glanced at her and then looked down again, not trusting
himself to speak yet. The thought that ghe had not even wished
to read that letter, and that she had stood calmly by while her
father destroyed it, deliberately turning over the ashes afterwards,
was almost too muech to be borne with equanimity. Again he
remembered what it had cost him to write it, and how he bad felt
that, having written it, Katharine, at least, would be loyal to him,
whatever the world might eay. He would have been a little more
than human if he eould have then and there smiled, beld out
kis hand, and freely forgiven and promised to forget.

And yet ehe, too, had some justice on her side, though she was
ready and willing to forget it all, and to bear far more of blame
than she deserved. Kussell Vanbrugh had told her that a man
might easily be convicted on such evidence, Yet in her heart she
knew that her disbelief had waited for no proofs last night,. but
had established itself supreme at her disappointment at Jobn's
absence from the ball.

¢ Jack,’ she began again, seeing that he did not speak, ‘ say some-
thing—say that youll try to forgive me. It’s breaking my heart.’

‘T try,” answered John, in a voice without meaning,

‘Ah-—not that way, dear!’ answered Katharine, with a
breaking sigh. ©Be kind—for the sake of all that has been !’

There was a deep and touching quaver in the worde. He
could eay nothing yet.

*Of all that might have been, Jack—it was only yeaterday
morning that we were married—dear—and now- !

He lifted his face and looked long into ker eyes—sahe saw
nothing but regret, coldness, interrogation in his, And still he
was silent, and still she pleaded for forgiveness.

‘But it ean’t be undone, now. It can never be undone—and
I'm your wife, though I have distrusted you, and been crusl and
heartleas and unkind, Don’t you see how it 2ll was, dear? Can't
you be weak for a moment, just to understand me a litfle bit?
Won't you believe me when I tell you how I hate myself and despise
myself and wish that I could—oh, I don’t know |—I wish I eounld
wash it 21l away, if it were with my heart’s blood! I'd give it,
every drop, for you, now—dear one—sweetheart—forgive me!’
forgive me !’

‘.If)on’t, Katharine—please don't,’ said Johm, in ar uncertain
tone, and looking away from her again.

‘But you must’ she cried in her low and pleading voice,
leaning far forward, so that she spoke very close to hig averted
face, ‘It’s my life—it's all I have! Jack—haven't women done
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as bad things and been forgiven aud been loved, too, after all
was over} No—I lkmow—oh, God! If I had but known
before |’

‘Dor’t talk like that, Katharine!’ said Ralston, distreseed, if
not moved, ‘What's done is done, and we caw’t undo it. I
made a had mistake myzelf-

‘Yon, Jack? What? Yesterdayi’ She thought he spoke
of their marriage,

‘No—the night before—at the Thirlwalls’, when I told you
that I sometimes drapk—and all that——

‘Oh, no!’ exclaimed Katharine. ‘You were so right, It
waa the bravest thing you ever did |’

‘And this is the result,” said Johm, bitterly, ‘I put it all
inte your head then. You'd never thought about it before, And
of course things looked badly—abont yesterday—and you took it
for granted, Isn't that the truth’

‘No, dear. It’s not—yow're mistaken. Because I thought
you brave, night before last, was no reason why I should have
thought you a coward yesterday. No—don’t meke excuses for
me, even in that way. There are none—I want none—1I ask for
none. Only say that you'll try to forgive me-—but not as you
said it just now. Mean it, Jack! Ob, try to mean if, if you
aver loved me !’

Ralston had not doubted her sineerity for a moment, after he
had caught sight of her face when he had finished telling his story
at the dinner-table. She loved bhim with all her heart, and her
grief for what ghe had done was real and deep. But he had been
badly hurt. Love was half nuwb, and wonld not wake, though
his tears were in her voice,

Nevertheless, she had moved John so far that he made an
effort to meet her, as it were, and to stretch out his hand to hers
across the gulf that divided them,

‘Katharine,’ he said, at last, ‘don’t think me hard and
unfeeling. You managed to hurt me pretty badly, that's all,
Just when I wds down, you turned your back on me, and I cared,
I suppose that if I didn’t love you, I shouldo’t have cared at all,
or iot 8o much. Shouldn’t you think it strange if I'd been
perfectly indifferent, and if I were to ay to you now— #Oh,
never mind-—-it's all right—it wasn’t anything”{ It seems to me
that would just show that I'd never loved yow and that I had
acted like a blackguard in marrying you yesterday morning.
Wouldn't it 3°

Katharine looked at him, and 4 gleam of hope came into her
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eyes, She nodded twice in silence, with close-set lips, waiting to
hear what more he would say.

*I don't like to talk of forgiveness and that sort * of thing
between you and me, either,’ he continued, ‘I don't think it's a
question of forgiveness, You're not a child, and I'm not your father,
I can’t exnctly forgive—in that pense, I never knew precisely
what the word meant, anyhow. They say “forgive and forget”
—baut if forgiving an injury isn't forgetting it, what is it? Love
bears, but doesn’t need to forgive, it seema to me. The forgive-
ness consists in the bearing. Well, you don’t mean to make me
bear anything more, do you?’

A emile came fnto his face, not a very gentle one, but neverthe-
less a smile. Kathsrine's hand went out quickly and touched his
oWl

‘ No, dear, never,’ she eaid gimply.

¢ Well—don't, Perhaps I couldn’t bear much more just now.
You zee, I've loved you very much.’

‘Don’t pay it as though it were past, Jack,’ said Katharine, softly.

* No—I waa thinking of the paat, that’s all.’

He paused a moment. His heart was beating a little faster
now, and tender words were not so far from his lips as they had
been five minutes ecarlier. He could be silent and still be cold.
But she had made him feel that she loved him dearly, and her
voice waked the music in his own as he spoke.

It waa becanse I loved you so, that T folt it all,” he said. ‘A
little more than you thought I eounld-—-dear.’

Tt was he, now, who put out his hand and touched a fold of ber
gown which was near him, s she bad touched his arm. The
tears came back to Katharine's eyes suddenly and unexpectedly, but
they did not burn as they had burned before.

*I’ve never loved any one else,’ he continued presently. ¢Yes
—and I know you've not. But I'm older, and I know men who
have been in love—what they call being in love—twice and three
times at my age. I've not, I've never cared for any ome but you,
and I don't want to. I've been a failure in a good many ways,
but Ishan’t be in that one way. I shall always love you—just
the same.’

}tharme caught happily at the three little worda.

t the same—as though all this had never bappened, Jack 1’
ghe asked, bending towards him, and looking into hia brown eyea.
‘If you'll say that again, dear, I shall be quite happy.’

*Yes—in a way—just the same,” answered Ralston, as though
weighing his words.
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Katharine's face fell,

‘ There's & reservation, dear—I knew there would be,’ she said,
with a sigh, '

‘ No,) anewered Ralston, ¢Only I dido’t want to say more
than juet what I meant. I've been angry myself—I was angry
at dinner—perhaps I was apgry still when I sat down here. I
don't know. I didn’t mean to be. It's hard to say exactly what
I do mean. I love you—just the same as ever. Only we've both
been very angry and shall never forget that we have been, though
we may wonder some day why we were. Do you understand i
It's not very clear, but I’m not good at talking.’

‘Yen'! Katharine’s face grew brighter again. *Yes,’ she
repeated, a moment later ; *it's what I feel—only I wish that you
might not feel it, becanse it's all my fauli—all of it. And yet—
oh, Jack! It seems to me that I never loved you as I do now—
somehow, you seem dearer to me since I've hurt you, and you've
forgiven me—but I wasn't to say that !’

¢No, dear—don't talk of forgiveness,. Tell me you love me—
I’d rather hear it.’

*So would I—from you, Jack!’

Some one had sat down at the piano. The keyboard was away
from them, so that they could not see who it was, but as
I{atharine epoke a chord was struck, them two or three more
followed, and the first bara of a waltz rang throngh the room. It
was the same which the orchestra had been playing on the previcus
evening, just when Katharine had left the Asgembly rooms with
Hester Crowdie.

‘They were playing that last night,’ she said, leaning toward
him once more in the shadow of the piano. ‘I was so unhappy
—last night—

No one was looking at them in their cormer. John Ralston
caught her band in his, pressed it almost sharply, and then beld it
a moment.

‘I love you with all my heart, he said.

The deep grey eyes melted as they met his, and the heautiful
mouth guivered,

*] want to kiss you, dear,” gaid Katharine, *Then I shall
know. Do you think anybody will see?’

That is the story of those five days, from Monday afternoon to
Friday evening, in reality little more than four times twenty-four
hours. It has been a long story, and if it has not been well told,
the fault lies with him who has told it, and may or may not be



884 KATEARINE LAUDERDALE CHAP,

pardoned, according to the kindness of those whose patience has
brought them thus far, And if there be any whose patience will
carry them forther, they shall be matiefied before long, unless the
writer be meanwhile gathered among those who teli no tales,

For there is much mors to be said about John Ralston and
Katharine, and about all the cther people who have entered into
their lives. For instancs, it may occur to some one to wonder
whether, after this last evening, John and EKatharine declared
their marriage at once, or whether they were obliged to keep the
gecret much longer, and some may ask whether John Ralston's
resolution held good againat more of such tempiations as he had
resisted on Wednesday night at the Thirlwalls’ dance. Some may
like to know whether old Robert Lauderdale lived many years
longer, and, if he died, what became of the vast Lauderdale
fortune ; whether it turned out f{o be true that Alexander junior
was rich, or, at least, not nearly so poor as he represented himself
to be; whether Walter Crowdie had another of those strange
attacks which had so terrified his wife on Monday night ; whether
he and Paul Griggs, the veteran man of letters, were really bound
by some common tie of & former history or not, and, finally,
perhaps, whether Charlotte Slayback got divorced from Benjamin
Slayback of Nevada, or not. There is also a pretty litle tale to
be told about the three Misses Miner, Frank's old-maid sisters.
And some few thers may be who will care to kmow what
Eatharine'’s convictions ultimately became and remsined, when,
after passing through this five days’ storm, she found time omce
more for thought and meditation. All thege things may interest
a few patient readers, but the main question here raised and not
yet answered is whether that hasty, secret marriage between
Katharire and John turned out to have been really such a piece
of folly as it seemed, or whether the lovers were ultimately glad
that they had done ss they did. It is assuredly very rash to be
married pecretly, and some of the reasons given by Katharine
when she persuaded John to take the step were not very valid
ones, 88 ke, at least, was well aware at the time. But, on the
otber hand, much true love as they really bore one another is good,
aud a rare thing in the world, and when men and women feel such
love, “aving felt it long, and knowing if, they may be right to do
such thinga to make sure of not being parted ; and they may live
to look each into the other's eyes and say, long afterwards,
‘Thank God that we were not afraid.’ Buf this must not be
asserted of them positively by others without proof,

For better, or for worse, Katharine Lauderdsle is Katharine
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Ralston, and must be left sitting behind the piano with her
husband after the Van De Waters' dinver-party. And if she is
the centre of any interest, or even of any idle speculation for such
a8 have read these pages of ber history, they have not been
written in vain, At all events, she has made & strange baginning
in life, and almost unawares she has been near some of the evil
things which e so close to the good, at the root of all that is
human.  But youth does not see the bad sights ie its path, Its
voung eyed look onward, and sometimes upward, and it passes by
on the other side,

THE END

Printed by R. & R, CLARK, Edindnsph,
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29. NOREIS.—~My Friend Jim, By W. E. Norr1s. r vol.
vo, —— (Chria, I vol.
TIMES.—" Abounding in qu.lel. strokes of bumour and touches of human nature.’
SPECTATOR.—'" Mr. Norris is an exceedingly clever writer.

16. QLIPHANT.—A Couniry Gentleman. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 1 vol,

17, 18, 10. — The Literary ]Iuto;_{n of land in the end of the
Eighteenth and beginning of the steenth tury. 3 vols.

27. — Effie Ogilvie, 1 vol.

37. — A House Divided againgt Ttaelf, 1 vol.
43. ~—— A Beleagmered City, 1 vol

63. —— The Hecond Son, r vol.

71. — Joyee, 1 vol.

90, — Neighbours on the Green. 1 vol.

115, — Kijrgteen, T vol
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133. QLIPHANT.—The Railway Man and His Children. 1 vol.
138, —— The Marringe of Elinor, 1 vol.
146. ——— The Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent. 1 vol.
162, —— Lady William, I vol.
ACA DEMI’ “ At her best she iz, with one ar two exceptions, the best of living
English novelists.”
ATURDAY REVIEW.—""Hasthe charm of style, the literary quality and flavour
that never fails to please.”

143, PAREKTN,—TImperial Federation, By G. R. PARKIN. 1 vol.
TIMES.— A very veluzhle repertory of topics applicable to the argument, and a
powerful plea at once persuasive and suggestive for the further development of Hritish
unity. The volume iz at once a significant proof of the sirength of the movement, and a
valuable gontribution to ils argumentative support.”
150. PARRY.—The Story of Dick, By Major GamEeier ParRRY, 1 vol
GUARDIAN. " Ia qute one of the happiest stories of children that has appeared for
pome time. . « « Thereis nothlng forced or stilted about the little born scldier ; it is all
ine, natural, st « - + Thelittle soldier Dick stands qut clearly for the hero
Beis. The eplsnde of the soldler found drowned, to whom the childrer accord the denied
right of Christian burial, has wery real pathos”

67. Realmah. By the Author of * Friends in Council.” 1 val.
152. RHOADES,—John Trevennick, By W. C. RHOADES. 1 vol,
154. RITCBIE,—Recorde of Tennyson, Ruskin, and Browning, By Mrs,

RitcamE. 1wl

o8. RUBBELL.—Marooned. By W. CLARK RUSSELL. I vol.
137. — A Btrange Elopement. 1 vol
FIMES.~" Mr. Clark Russell is one of those writers who have sot themselves o
revive the British sea story in all its gloricus excitement. Mr, Russel! has made a con-

siderable reputation in this line. Hiz piotz are well conceived, and that of Mareoned is
1o exception $o this rule.”

118. BEELEY.—The Expansion of England, By J. R SEELEY. 1 vol.
36. sHORTHOUSE —8ir Percival : A Btory of the Past and of the

Present. By J. H. SHoRTRoUsE. 1 vol.
65. —— A Teacher of the Violin, and other Tales, 1 vol
82, —— The Countess Eve, I vol
132. —— Blanche, I.a.d; Falaiga, 1 vol.
ANTISACORIN. 'owerful, striking, and fascinating romances,”
20. ST Ji OHNSTON — Camping among Cannibals. By AiFrEp St
Jouustow., 1vol
A Bouth Sea Lover. I vol.
H'ORLI.—~"1In these days of so-called 'realism® in literature, & realism which only
tries to repreduce everything that had best be ignored of the ugliness of daily life, and
peral existence, it is l:kemghreath of the fresh salt air of the sea to come across such a
ook as Mr, A]frad St. Johnston's A .S‘-m!ﬁ Sex Lover. The many readers who re-
her with & iz fhals, a record of travels among the
islands of Samoa, Fu:, and the fnendl)f Gtoup, will be dehghhed to find that the guthor
has placed his ropance amongst the scenes he knows and loves so well,”
159. STEEL,—Miss Btuart's Legaoy. By Mrs. STEEL. 1 vol.

176. — The Flower of Forgiveness, and other 8tories. 1 vol.
$T. JAMES'S GAZETTE.—"In her descriptions of life, English and pative, in
the Punjab, we have for once a glimpse of the real India. Ouly one who knows the
people well could give so life-like a picture of a nautch or a native wedding,”
145. THEODOLIL —TUnder Preasurs. By MarcHEsA THEODOLL 1 vol.
GLASCOW HERALD—“Itisa mlaﬂy fresh and well-written novel. & very
distinct air of reality pervades the entire
18z, This Troublesome World. By the Authors of “The Medicine Lady.” tvel,
126, Tim, (Bya New Author.) I vol.

179. TREVELYAN,—Cawnpore. By Sir G. O. TREVELYAN, Bart. 1vol,

110,
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47. YELEY.—A Garden of Memoriea: Mrs. Austin: Lissie’s Bargain,

B¥ MARGARET YELRY, 1 vol,
ATHENAE UM Her style is excellent, and all hee storics are interesting.™

134. VICTOR.—Mariam, or Twenty-one Days, By II. VICTOR. 1 val.
SPECTATOR~—* The whole is a singularly vivid Efu:ture ol Onemal life, and the
characters of the story have a rare vivatity and colour about them."

102, WALLACE —Darwiniam, By ALFRED RUSSEL WALLACE. 1 vol
117, — The Malay Archipslago, I vel.

SATURDAY REVIEW .~ The least scientific mind could not fail to be fascinated
77. WARD,—Robert Flemere. By Mrs. HuMparY WARD. 1 vol.

84 —— Mise Bretherton. 1 vol.
135 —— The History of David Grieve. 1 vol.

174+ —— Maroella, 1 vol.
SATURDAY REVIENW. % Readers will find thoughts which stimulate and pas-
mages which burn . . . they will find a fearless grappling with the things that are, treated

as only a woman, lugh-mmdod ard sincere, ean treat these things,”
150. WEST,—A Bom Player. By Mazv West, 1 vol,
52. WESTBURY.—Frederick Hazzleden, By HucH WEsTBURY. I vol
95 WESTCOTT,—The Go Bﬂ;al of the Resurrection: Thonghts on its

Relution to Ragaon and By Dr. WesTcoTT, Bishop of Durham., 1 val.

71. WILLIAMS,—Loeaves of a Life, Being the Reminiscences of
MonTacy Witrians, Q.C, With a Fortrait. z voi

172, Later Leaves. Being Further Reminiscences. I vol,
173 —— Round London, Down East and U5 West. 1 vol,
DALY NEW.S —** Mr. Williams writes with freedom both of the living and of the
dead. . The style is terse, simple, and eminently suitable to the subject.

YOA'K.S‘HIR& FPOST,—" The anecdotes are pood, the sketches of ch:nrwcber just,
and his comments these of o sbrewd, coudid, bae 1mp'.\rnal man of the world.”

103. WOBTHEY.—The New Continent. By Mrs. WORTHEY. 1 vol
22. YONGE.—Chantry Houge, By CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 1 vol.
35. — A Modern Telemachns, 1vel.

42. — The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest. 1 vob
83 —— Beachcroft at Rockstons, 1vol.

97. — A Reputed Changeling, r vol.

113. —— More ywordg, I vol.

119. — Two Pennilogs Princesses. 1 vol.
128, —— That Btick. 1 vol.
155. —— Grisly Grisell, 1 vol.
GUARDIAN—“ Readers will find In thesc stories alt the ful ght feeli

and delicate perceptmn which they bave been long accustomed to look dor in Miss
Yonge's writings.”

156, YONGE and COLERIDGE,—Strolling Players. By C. M. Yoncs

CoLERIDGE. 1 voi.
{OTHER VOLUMES TO FOLLOW.}

To 1+ obtained of all Booksellers in India and the Britisk Colonies, and
al Rathway Bookstalls.

MACMILLAN AND CO, LONDON.

* . Complete cataiogues of our publications will be send post free on
application.
10.5.94.












