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CHADI'TER VII.

to stay to alternoon
Having waited until
four o'clock, presumably on the
chance of seeing the young woman
who has been meted oul to him as a
bride, he rises abruptly.

‘I fear there is no chance of my
secing vour sister to-day?”’

“IT'm afraid not,”’ says Diana with
hesitation. *‘But if you wait for tea

"' she hesitates again.  What she
was going to say or hint was, that
if he did wait, perhaps Hilary might
then have come in from her supposed
walk. DBut the hypocrisy is. too
much for her. And yet, would -it
have bheen a lie? 1 he does
most undoubtedly he will see hc:r face
tn _,-mcu
““Thanks, I'm afraid I can’t stay |

any longer,”” says Ier p little stifily,
to her intense relief. FHe looks at
her for a moment, and then says

He refuses
tea, however.

shortly, ““Have you a photograph of |

her?””

““A photograph of Hilary'
tone is f[aint.
have opened up beneath her feet. She
casts a lerrified glance round  her,
to the tables, the cahinet, the chim-
ney-piece. I there should be one of
Hilary’s here, and he shcmld notice
the likeness!

Diana’'s

A wave of thankfulness sweeps over |

her as she sees that the little stands
o1 whth Flilary used to smile, and
lopk grave, and ponder over impossi-
ble ]]"t'%‘.]n(‘l& of flowers, have all been
carefully removed.

““I think 1 ought to have one,”
says she uncertainly. “Upstairs,
perhaps. If vou wili forgive me a
moment——""

“Certainly,” says Ker, who is
looking at her with some surprise.
Her evidenl discomposure has struck
him. What kind of girl is this Iil-
ary Duarroughs? What mystery sur-
rounds her? Yet” Mrs. Dyson-Moore,
when he had questioned her cautious-
v, had assured him she was pretty,
charming, and all the rest of it.

Diana  leaves the room hurriedly,
glad of a chance of arranging her
thoughts and her next lie, as she
tells hersell somewhat bhitterly. Fil-
ary had no right {o lead her into
ithis sort of thing. Why, if the
children only knew! Good gracious !
it would demoralize them forever.
They would read her lectures for the
future! ’va

Ker, left 1o ‘his own resources,
moves mechanically toward the win-
dow. Why should Mrs, Cliford re-
fuse 1o let him see o photograph of
her sister? Is she ugly 2 Nobody
rould take Mrs. Dyson-Moore's opin-
fon of any one. She would proba-
bly eali you ugiy if you were pretty,
just for spite, or pretty il you were
—if wyou were—— What a strange-
looking parvlermaid. She's pretty,
il you like! Odd he hadn’t thought
miuch about that last night, but he
had remembered her when ht had seen
her again.  Where on earth had Mrs. |
ClifTord picked her up? He  could
ewear she was never horn a parlor-
maic,

And, by Jove! There she is!

There she is indeed! Out there in
the garden, just where the shrubher-
ies beging with her charming head in
delicate relief against the green of
the: laurels behind it, with her lips
apart, and her eyes f-,nuhngu-—ﬂnd her |
arm tucked in the most unmistakably
confidential fashion into the arm of
—her master!

-XKeor slares, as if disbelieving his
OWIl SeNSCs. Is that Clifford, or one
of the men? A groom, perhaps. There
is, however, no mistaking Jim Clil-
ford, the, strong, kind, manly face,
the hroad shoulders, the goodly
length of limb.

“Good Heavens! If his wile were to
gce him now,”” savs Ker, in a horri-
tied tone. Involuntarily he glances
toward the door! If she should come
back, and by some ill chance go to
the window and look out—and—

e looks out again himselfi hur- |
riedly. The “guilty pair,”” as he has
already designated them, are now
fast disappearing through the shrub-
hery. The last -glance he gets of
them tells him that they are
convulsed with laughter,

e has had bhut a short acquain- |
tance with Cliford, certainly, wyet in
that time he had learned to regard !
him as an essentially honest man;
n thoroughly good feliow, So much
[or appearances. Never will  he
trust in them again. e would
have staked his life on Clifford’'s pro-
bity, vet here he is holding a clan-
destine meeting with his own parlor-
maid, in his own grounds! What a
despicable hvpocrite! Ker had notic-
ed one or two litile touches hetween
him and his wife at luncheon, that
had secemed to betray a thorough
understanding between them—a thor-
ough and lasting aflection; and now,
what is he to think of those delicate
‘“‘Louches”’

ITe rememl.mrﬁ now that there had
been other ‘“‘touches™ too, by no
means ‘‘delicate’’ apparently... That
gudden up-springing of Clifford to
help her open that bottle of ale.

His tone when he did so : "“Go on.
1'1l1 do it'*"" It was a low tone, hut
familiar, terribly familiar. N

Z.o0w, of course, for fear his wife

stay, |

The ground seems to |

should hear him. It suggestﬂd a
confidential secret existing hetween
them! A secret! Was it a criminal
seeret? The shrubberies says ‘‘yes’
 to this.

No doubt the assignation there had
been arranged beforehand. "This
would account for Clifford’'s with-
drawal from the drawing-room halfl
an  hour ago. He had muttered
something to his wife on going, some
thing about a visit to one of the
farms—bhut of course he was
to make some excuse, to give an ex-
planation, however vague, for his go-
Hing,

Of course he knew thatl this would
‘he a safe opportunity to mect that
-—that—heautiful girl !

Ker would have liked to apply
!some bad epithet here to the parlor-
maid, but somehow it does not come
‘to him. It all savors so strongly
‘of a low intrigue, that that word
'sirikes upon his brain, but it secms
impassible to conneet the word in-
iricue with her. Her face rises be-
fore him—the eyes so clear—the brow
so open—the lovely, happy lips.

And yet, this evidence!

He pulls himsell together angrily !
i Certainly something ought to he
done! Diana  should he told! DBut
then, who is to tell her? Ker, with
'la sudden pang, acknowledges that it
would bDe impoessible for him to
draw upon the parlormaid.

At this instant Diana returns.

“I'm so sorry,” says she calmly.
“Dut there is no photograph of Ilil-
ary to give you.” .

This is an amhiguous sentence, It
might mean anything! ““No photo-
graph to give him.”” She evidently
means to convey the idea that there
is not one to give, But to Ker,
now, with his suzapiciﬂns thm'f:mghly
awakened, it conveys only the
thought that there may be many,
but not for him to see.

He expresses a polite regret, says
aood-hye to his hostess, and having
been accompanied hy hm to the door
in the friendliest fashion, leaves the
house.

He has hardly gone one step lbe-
vond 1he hall-door when Hilary
thrusts her charming head out of the
dining-1rooni door.

CHATPTIER VIII.

“ITe’s gone?”’ questions she.

“Thank Heaven! Oh, Hilary, what
a day we've had!”

“And by no means ‘cheap, 50YS
[Tilary, who really is hopelessly friv-
| 6lous.

“*No. No indeed! All I've sufler-
ed! I wouldn’t do it again for any-
thing. Hilary, I've counted them
up, and I think I told him four de-
cided lies. And the worst of it is.
I thinks he suspects something.”’

“What makes wvou think that ?
Nonsense, 1M! There was nothing.
I'm sure I think T was the hest Dar-
]m maid you have had for years.

“BStill I'm sure he has found out
sowmething, Ilis manner was cquite
changed before he left. A little
stiff, and he kept looking at me in

¥ ¥

both |

Lthe strangest way. Ile asked for
i Your photograph.”

1 *“*Whato"

| “““¥Xea. For your pinotograph. It
rwm_. quite natural. Why shouldn’t
Ilm ask for it? But when he did, T as-
sure you my heart sank. I t]mm,-;ht
‘T should have fainted, but prov 1den~
tially some one had removed you.’

““Don’t talk as iI you were an
‘Irish Invincible,” ”” says Iilary
with reproach. “I hope I shan't he
remwoved in - their way. As a Tfact
I took all my photos out of the
| room myself, It oeccurred to me
that he might sce one of them.’

“How you think of things!’’ says
Diana with admiration. “*Neverthe-
ess,”” descending onee more into the
 lowest depihs, ‘““when he went away
Che left us full of suspicions.”’

“Is that all he left us?”’ says Iil-
ary  with  a  disgusted air. She
"glances round her and at this mom-
ent her eyes fall upon the umbrella
stand.  “*You have wronged him,”
eries she.  ““The noble creatures! I
knew he would leave us something
iwa?l.h having. Behold his stick!”
| There it is! A good, serviceable-

looking stick of cherry-woed, with a
thin hrtnl.I of silver round the neck
vof it,

! “FHow could he have forgotlien it?”
;says Diana. “'Did you ever hear of
a  man forgetiing his stick before?
s gloves if you like, or—"'

‘"His head?’”’

““Nonsense. He is going away for
o week, and will want it, 1 sup-
pose I had better send it over to
the Dyson-Moores',”

““Why, he can’t be gone beyvond the
igate yet,”' says Hilary., *T’11 run
lafter him with it.”

““Hilary, don’t! No. you mustn’t !
Besides he must be gone quite he-
vond the gate by this time, And be-
sides——""

“I'll chanee it !"' savs Hilary. She
catches up the stick, darts like a
modern Atalanta through the  door-
way, and is gonc up the avenue he-
fore Diana has [ime tﬂ'mﬂleut an-
other argument.

She would probably not. have over-
taken him, however, but f{or the

bound |

ifact that, 'f'lncling his hand cmpty,

and therefore awkward, he had dis-
coverced the loss of his stick and was
returnying for it.

Just as he comes to the clump of
rhododendrons that hide the house
from view, he sees a charming, lithe
figure running toward him. Such a
ﬁgur::* Not of fun Lmtmn]y—thﬂugh
tun is quick in it, espccially in the
eyes and mouth, 1f. veiled. A lovely
thing she scems to him, all life, and
that at its sweetest—with her soft
hair flying loosely round her brow
and her fips g little parted.

“*¥Your stick, sir,”” cries she demure-
ly, as she comes up to him. He had
stopped on sceing her, as if studying
the strange charms thatl bhelong to
this strangest of all strange parlor-
maicds.

““Ihank you,

" says Ker. He takes

the .‘:Ll[ﬂu mechnnicull:.;. as if not
thinking of it, and then says sud-
denly : “I think it was you who

g‘m'e me that glass of water last
night,”’ :

His tone is cold, even scvere.

““Yes, sir,” returns tihe maid re-
1:;1'1\413-::1,I'u]lh.r. “And it was you,” with
a little glmu.e at him from under the
lang lashes, ‘‘who gave me''—hesita-
tingly and fumbling in her pocket—
“thisl'"

She has hrnug;ht out the memor-
able florin, and is now holding it up
between her thumb and forefinger.

“Well?”’ says Ker.

“I have been thinking, sir,”” gazing
with evident sadness at the florin,
““that a glass of water is not worth
two shillings.

An idiotic sense of gladness sud-
denly overcomes Ker. After all—
even in spite of that scene in the
shrubberies—she must be a good
girl, an honest girl, one whose con-
science forbids her to take more than
her due. Such extreme delicacy of
conscience is not common with  her
class. IMer class! Fle is aroused
from his reveries by the good girl.

“Will you take it bhack, sir?’’ She
is holding out the florin to him.

““Nonsense!”' says Ker, coloring
furiously.

“Then I may keep it?”

“O ecourse,”” [rowning.

“Torever?’’

“IForever and ever,”” says he, laugh-
ing now in spite of himsell,

“Well, T shall.” says the counter-
feit Dridget. “‘If only,”” with a sen-
timental sigh, and downeast eves,
‘“to remember!”’

“To remiember what?”’

“Ah! never mind.”’

“Dut T do mind,” says Ker, who
has somchow Imgﬂttun for the mo-
ment that monstrous episode in the
shrubberies,

“I'm sorry for that,” placidly.
“Well,”” with a respectful smile, ““I
shall keep it, sir, anvway—forever.”

“Did any one ever keep a two-
shilling piece. forever?”’ asks Ker
with some amusement,

“I shall!” says Dridget sweetly.
“I'll make a hole in it, and hang it
round my necck.”’

“That’s very good of you,” says
Kor. “I shall like to think I was
the giver of it.”’

All at once he pulls himsell to-
gether. Memory has supplied him
with a picture ! Once again he sees
this girl—this siren—with her arm in
Clifford’s, and her face uplifted to
his in evidenl confidence. He can
almost hear the lighl laughter with
twhich she and he disappeared into
the shubbery. Ife can alimmost hear
too, he tlells himeself, wilh a return
of his former indignation, the weep-
ing of poor, pretty, faithiul, Diana,
when the truth, as eventually no
doubt it will be, is laid bare to her.

“Look here,”” savs he sternly, turn-
ing to the ‘'siren,”” “1 think T saw
vou just now, out there,”” pointing
in the direction of the laurel-walks.

“Me, sire’?

‘“Yes, you."

“Perhaps T was gathering laurel-
lecaves, sir, for cook +to put in. the
milk?”’

“No, you were not,”” says Ier

shortly, “you were talking to—your
master!”’ ‘
ll'U]].—I“_-_“_._”'

She grows crimson—so crimson, so
undeniably embarrassed, that Xer
for the second feels his heart stop
beating, Yet why should it stop?
She is guilly! This het blush must
be one of shame. And wet to blush
at all, is not that a sign of grace?
It horrifies him to find presently
that he is even at this last hour
striving to condone the culprit’s
fault,

As a fact, Milary is completely
taken aback by his attack, She had
not anticipated it. When laughing
with Jim over the ahsurd situations
at luncheon il had not occurred to
either her or him that they could be
seen [from the drawing-room window,

They had thought of XXer as being
engaged with Diana. Hilary had
really run out to get some laurel-

leaves to put into the milk that is
to male the children's rice for sup-
rer, and had there met Jim on his
Iway 1o the farm that lay Dbeyond
the mill over there. They could not
resist a hurried laugh over the lun-
cheon, and so had been—discovered.

Her embarrassment, after a mom-
ent, gives way Lo other feclings.
Having run lightly in her mind over
the facts of the casc, as they must
seem to Ker, an overpowering sense
of mirth makes her its slave. What
had he thought? that she was flirting
with Jim—poor old Jim—behind the
mistress’ bhack?

It scems too funny-for anything.

With a view to having her amuse-
ment, she pulls out her handker-
chief and buries her face in it. To
Ker it seems that she is crying
through fear, no doubt, he tells him-
Iﬂeil' contemptuously. He feels no
pity for her; that absolute untruth
ahout the picking of the laurel-leaves
for the cook has disgusted him. It
wne tono ready g lie! Ha watches hoer

-
s she stands with. the handkerchief

pressed against her eyes. A very
pretty handkerchief of the very finest
cambric.

““Poor Diana’s, of course,’”” he tells
himsell.

At this moment “‘Bridget’’ glances
|at him from bechind her shiecld.

“I hope vou won’t tell the mistiress
sir,”” says she in woebegone tones.

“I? Why should I tell her?’ says
Ker indignantly. ‘““What T think so
scandalous is, that there_ should be
anvithing to tell her.””

"Yeg, sir’’’

She has pone bLehind the handker-
chief again, and her shoulders arc
shaking. Evidently she is crying
hard,

- To.me,” 'SpyS Ker, a little soften-
ed by this evidence of contrition,
“your mistress seems both good and
kind.™

““Oh, yes, she is, sir; she is indeed.
You can't think how kind.”’ :

‘““"Then - I think it abominable of
vou,’'’ spoken sternly, ‘‘to betray her
in that sort of way.'’

“I won't do il again, sir,
indeed!"’

Her voice is quite stifled now. She
is plainly in floods of tears. Ker
begins to feel quite sorry for the
poor, misguided girl. No doubt
Clifford is greatly in- foult. This
pretty creature has only wanted one
word from g friend...a real friend—to
show her the iniquity of her ways,
and waken her to a sense of her in-
gratlitude toward a kind mistress.

“I'm glad to hear you say that,”
sa¥s he, “‘and—"" He¢ pauses. Some-
how Diana’s sad fate recurs to him
again. How is she to be defended
apainst a bad husband, and this so
evidently easily-led girl 2 I wish,”
says he impulsively, “‘that you would
try to be a good girl.”

“T’'ll try,”” says Dridget, who now
seems sullocating.

“That’s right,”” says Ker heartily.

““And you won’t tell misses, sir?”’

“You know that,” says he a little
stiflly. Ts she only desirous, after
all, of getting off scot-free? Ter face,
now open to his inspection, the hand-
ker chief having been lowered, helps
to this idea. It is just as it was
before it went behind the flag of dis-
tress, lovely, bright, pale-pink,

“T’d like to shake hands with you
over that, sir.”’

I won't,

lh'er hand to him and perforee he
fecls that he must take it.

What a very white delicate hand !
He looks at it as it lies within his
own. b

““Never does a stroke of work if |
she can help it evidently. l.eaves all |
to poor Diana,” decides he.

He rests his eyes on hers.

“It. seems to me, Dridget, that you
are not a very industrious girl,”
says he austerely.

“But why, sir?” :

“Your hands. Look at your
hands.”'

Bidget looks at them. She
spreads them abroad, indeed, as if

examining tihe offending memhbers
with great interest.

“Are they too white, sir?”’ asks she
at last.

“Much too white.”’
i ""You,"” thoughtiully, “‘would like
ithem to The brown?’”” She holds
them up hefore Xer's eyves. They
look pale as paper in the sunlight.

“I don't know what I want,”” savs
| IKer angrily. ITe turns upon his
| heel. and leaves her.
(To be Gﬂntinuaﬂ.

WATIONS WITH WAR FADS

METEHODS DF WARFARE OF
DIFFERENT COUNTRIES.

e ——

BRussia Must Have British Coal—
Britain Approves of Dum-
Dum Bullet.

[Lvery nation is touchy on- someo
point in connecction with war, In
the present struggle we shall probab-
ly hear many complaints made by
cither party as to onc or the otha

“laws of war.,”” Very few wars take
place without some such complaints.
Russia has herself started grumbling,
on the ground that Japan made a
“‘treacherous’’ attack on her ships
at Port Arthur without first declar-
ing war,. :

The charge is unjustifiable, for over
[ sixty wars of the last century were
started without a formal declaration.
In fact, declarations of war have
gone eut of fashion.

Nearly all the Powers agreed at the
Hague Conference that permanent ar-
hitration was a very desiralle thing.
But Germany protested, and her | ac-
tion prevented the idea being general-
ly adopted. 'The Xaiser and his
Government declared that to be com-
pelled to submit disputes to arbitra-

to a monarch’s sovercignty and inde-
pendenece,”” and the Kaiser refused to
pledge himself to bow to the decis-
ions of judges not appointed bhy him,
on a case that had not arisen.

A preat grievance of Russin against
“perfidious Albion,” which is decided-
ly comical, is the very fact that we
are neutral. This alone crioples Rus-
sia's passage to the I"ar Ifast, by re-
strieting her coal supply at our sta-
tions on the route, Britain cannot
even sit still without olffending some-
body.

THE PARTICULAR FAD
of the United States is an objection
to privateering and attacks on mer-
chant shipping in times of war. She

the Alabanna maraudings in 1866, by
which scores of the IFederal ships wers
sunk. The Alubama was proved to
have been built in Dritain, and to
have gmailed from a Dritish port, ané

rwe were adjudged guilty, and made:
to pay $15,000,000 for the damage.
This has rankled with America cver
since, and whenever g conference of
the Powers is summoned she seeks tn-
raise the question.

The Uniteda States had the oppor-
tunity af securing the abolition of
privateering in 1857, in the Declara-
tion of Paris, but she refused to sign
any such convention unless the Pow-
ers algo agreed to stop all interfer-
ence with merchant traffic during war.
In this attitude America also refused
to admit several other important ar-
ticles, such as the rights of blockade:
and the respect of a neutial flag con-
veying an enemy’s commerce.

Her principal enemy in tihis fad
about the freedom of merchant com-
moeree is Great Dritain.,
dead against our interests to -consent
to it, as in time of war one’ ol our

our fleet to hamper an enemy's trade
by closing our ports and channels to
his ships.

But both Beitain' and America re-

The lovely parlor-maid holds out

having commitied some breach of the |

tion was ‘“‘dangerous and derogatory |

adopted the grievance as a result of

gerved the right to use *''projécliles
intended  to -:lifl‘u?a:-, asphyxiating or
deleterious gases.””  All the
Powers, with a few trifling exceptions
agreed, at the Hague Conference, to-
deny themselves

THIESIE LUXTURIES IN WAR.

The United States, again, is not a
signatory to the Geneva Convention..
This is an agreement to enable Pow-
crs Lo organize reliel socicties to at-
tend the sick and wounded in tima
of war. It was concluded as a result
of the horrors of suliering expericnced
at the Dattle of Solferino, in 1859
and was signed by fourteen Govern-
ments. America, howoever, did not

-lsupport it.

Britain, for her part, has just  am
large a catalogue of fads as anyhody
else. Some seem to be sensible, oth-
ers not. We showed ourselves to be
very determined in 1874 when invited
to attend {the Drussels Conierence.
This was summoned with a view to
humanizing war, as a result of the
Franco-German horrors. Amongst
the ihings which it was desired to
stop in warfare were the use of pois-
onsg, either in liquid or on weapons,
of shells and explosive bullets, of red-
hot shot, and guns loaded with seraps
of iron: -

Britain objected Lo joining oflicial-
i‘]',r in the Conference, because, in the
words of our Foreign Seccretary, such
rules ““facilitated aggressive wars and
|paralyzed the ]*atl'mtm efforts ol an
invaded people.”’ As DBritain ab-
‘stained, nothing direct resulted from
ithe Conference.

To this day Britain retains g kindly
ifeeling towards expanding hullets,
THE “DUM-DUM™

| (a bullet which expands when it
HL‘IILLE] is regarded with horror hy
ithe other ISuropean States, and at
the Hague Conference an attempt was
made to declare it contrary to the
laws of war., Together with the Unit-
ed States, we protested that the
“Pum-Dum’’ bullet did not aggravate
the suflerings of the wounded.

Very shortly afterwards the hullet
was accidentally used in our South
African War, but, in view of Europe-
'an protests, it was dropped at once,
Nevertheless, International Law docs
‘nct bind us in this matter, while it
does bhind our fellow nations. Tt
would he against DBritish principles, in
any case, to use them if an enemy ab-
stained from doing so, All we claim
iz that the *'Dum-Dum’ is fair Iin
war against uncivilized races. Tortu-
fpal is another State with a leaning
towards the “Dum-Dum,” and also
declined to abolish it.

But there is g defence for the “Dum-
Dum?’’ bullet. It is invariahly anly
used against savages. In African
varfare it has been Tound that the
amall calibre shot is alimmos{ usncless,
It will go clean through a black with-
out stopping his headlong rush, The
“Dum-Dumn’ stops him,

CHINA'S LITTLIE I'ADS
‘have practically prevented her froif
heing regarded as one of the civilizes
Powers ol the world. The title 1¢
civilization rests on whether or not
a Power has subscribed to Interna-
tional ILaw, as  represented in the
various Conventions,

Chioa did not sign the Geneva Con-
vention regarding the nursing of the
wounded, or the Treaty of Paris of
1887, while Japan did. Therelore, 1n
Japan's war with China she was very
much concerned as to whether  she
was to treat China as civilized or as
a barbarian. She finally decided to
call China civilized, and so thrashe:
her in a civilized manner.

Iritain has a subkstantial [ad to put
before the Powers as a result of the
Boer War., 1t is that when an army
\is in eficetive occupation of a  coun-
try the native forces, if they continue
their resistance, should be treated as
rebels, De Wet's irritating tactics
after the oceupalion of Petroria were
the cause of this fad, and *‘guerilla
warfare’”’ will probably be treated
very differently next time we f(ind our-
selves faced with it. -

There is no doubt that, before the
present war is over, new and strence
fads will crop up with regard to
naval war. Amongst the resources
some Powers have tried to abolish is
the submarine, but that is too rrom-
ising a. weapon for the Powers to
willingly surrender.—Pearson’'s Weekly.

——
WOCDEN-LEGGIED RUNNEKR,.

A lame man named IFrancois lesin,
who calls himsell the chamnion wood-
en-legged man, ran a vrace on  Lhe
Boulevard de 'Abattoir, Paris, coves-
inr nine miles in an hour, and g litila
over fourteen miles in two hours,

el

It would lie-

strongest assets will be the power of

other:
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