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CHAPTER XXXI.—{Conlinued).

As the hour of seven approaches, ever
graver and graver doubts upon this head
assail his mind, both when he reflects
upon how much it is a habit with lhe
betler sort of travelling English o dine
in their own rooms, and also when he
calls lo mind the extremely relired char-
acler of Elizabeth's and her mother's
habils. Even if she does appear in (he
public room--and the more he thinks ol
it, the less probable it seems——it is most
unlilely that he will be placed near her,
But he might possibly inlercept her in
the hall on the way lo the salle & man-
gor,

In pursuance of this project he takes
up his position before the bell, lingling
s0. lenglhily as to reach lhe cars of lhe
deafest and most distant, has summoned
the company together; and il is several
minutes before enough are assembled 1o

juslily, according to the eliquelte pre-.

vailing at the Grand Holel, a move 1o
the dining-room. These, at that holel,
although in a very distinct minorily—as
when, indeed, are they not?—are yet not
quite the same choice ravilies as al some
of“the Swiss and Ialian ones. DBul lhe
younger of the one sex are perennially
inleresling to the other; and Durgoync,
as “lhe new man,” is an objecl ol some
attenlion to hall a dozen young girls,
and more to two or lhree sprightly-
hearted old ones. His eyes are eagerly
shining as each opening door, each siep
on the staircase, raises his hopes afresh.
Bul neither door nor slaircase yield the
form he seeks, and he is al last obliged,
under penalty of exciting remark, re-
luclantly to follow the band that go
trooping hungrily down a flighl of steps
to the whitewashed dining-room. [le
finds himself placed belween a bouncing
widow who is too much occupied in
fondling an old valetudinarian on her
other side to have much nolice to spare
for him: and a sparkling creature of
five-and-thirly in a red skirt, who, bhe-
fore dinner is over, confides to him that
she fears she has not got a nice nalure,
and that she cannot get on at home be-
cause her mother and the servants insist
upon having cold supper inslead of
dinner on Sunday. When she lells him
that she has not a nice nalure, he ab-
senltly replies that he is very sorry for
it, and her confidence aboul the Sunday
supper provokes from him only the ex-
tremely stupid observation lhat he sup-
peses she does not like cold meal. It is
a wonder that he can answer her even
as rationally as he does. 1L is more by
good luck than good management thal
there is any sense al all in his responses.
And yet he may as well give his full al-
tenlion lo his neighbor, [or now every
place al the E-shaped lable is filled up,
and travel as his eye may over those
who sit, boeth at the long and Cross-
boards, it fails lo discover any face in
the least resembling (hat which lifted
flself from Lhe dusk terrace irflo his
candlelight.

Was il her litlle ghost, then, that he
had seen, her dainly delicale ghosl? Bul
why should it appear to him here? Why
haunt these unfamiliar shores? The
only places in the room which still re-
mained untenanted are those at a round
table laid for three, in the embrasure of
a Moorish window, not very dislanl [rom
where he sits. On first calehing sight ol
it, his hopes had risen, only immedialely
to fall again, as he realizes thal il is de-
stined for a trio. Why should ihree
places be laid for Elizabelh and her
mother?

Wilth a disheartened sigh he turns to
his meighbor, inlending to put lo her a
queslion as lo the habilual occupanis ol
the emply table; bul she is apparently
affronled at his lepidness, and presenis

to him only the well-frizzled back of her,

expensive head. He is reduced lo lislen-
ing to the conversation of Lis vis-a-vis,
an elderly couple, who have been upon
some excursion, and are delailing their
experiences lo those around lhem. They
have been o Blidah apparently, and seen
real live monkeys hopping aboul with-
oult organs or red coals on real palm-
irees. He is drawn inlo the conversalion
by a queslion addressed lo him as lo his
journey.

It is five minules before he again looks
towards the fable in lhe window. llis
first glance reveals that lhe lhree pet-
sons for whom it is deslined have at
lengih - arrvived and {aken their seals.
Idiot that he is! he had [orgolten M.
Le Marchanl's existence,

“I'hey are nice-leoking people, are they
nol 7" says his neighbor in the red skirl,
apparently repenling of her lale ausier-
ity, and following the direclion ol his
eves ; “but they give themselves greal
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airs ; nobody in the holel is good enough | yrafundily of his former pily lowards

for them to speak to. M. Cipriani evi-
denlly thinks them people ol imporlance;
he makes lwice as much fuss aboul them
as he does about anyone else. Look al
him now "

And in effect the obsequious little host
may ke seen hanging anxiausly over the
nowcomers. evidently asking them wilh

“solicitous civility whether the nol par-

ticularly appelizing fish {the sirongest
point of the blue Medilerranean daos not
lic in her fishes, of which some are
coarse, and some lasteless, and some
even lie under the suspicion ol haviug
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poisonous qualities), whether il is not lo
Lheir liking,

At something M. Cipriani says they all
laugh, Elizabeth, indeed, throws back
her little head, and shows all her per-
fect teelh, in a paroxysm of the most
genuine mirth. It gives Burgoyne sort
of shock to see her laugh.

Not a day, scarcely an hour, has pass-
ed since he last saw her in which he has
not pictured her as doing or suflering
or living through something; he has
never -pictured her laughing. It seems
to him now but a moment since he was
reading her broken-hearted, tear-stained
nole: since he was seeing Byng gt'nvel-
ling in all the utter collapse of his un-
governed grief on the floor of the litlle
Florentine entresol. Whal business has
she to laugh? And how unchanged she
i« 1 How much less oulwardly aged than
he himself is conscious of being | Sil-
ting as she now Is, in her simple while
tea-gown, wilth one slight elbow 1_*1:-5’19{1 on
the table, her eyes all sparkling \.:.rllh
merriment and laughler, bringing inlo
prominence (hat one enchanling dimple
of hers. she does nol look maore than
twenly., Bul a few moments later he for-
gives her even her dimple. However €x-
presse may be the litlle landlord, he has
(o move away afler a time; and the
merriment moves away, (00, oul of
Flizabeth's face. Jim walches it decline,
(hrough the degrees of humorous, as she
pushes the coarse whit fish aboul her
plate, wilhout tasting il (she was always
a very delicale ealer), inlo @ settled
gravity. And now lhal she is grave he
Sees Lhat she is aged, almost as much as
he himself, after all. Her eyes had ever
had the air of having shed in their lime
many tears; but since he last saw her,
it is now evident fo him that the lale of
(hose tears has been a good deal added

b,

There is no pleasing him. He was an-
ary with her when he thought her gay,
how ho quarrels with her for looking
snd. As if, in her unconsciousness of his
neighborhood, she was yel delt_ﬂ'mme{l
lo give him no cause of complaint, she
presently again lays aside her sorrowlul
looks, and, drawing her chair confiden-
tially near to her mother's, makes some
remark of an evidenlly comic nalure
upon the company into her ear.

They sloop, their heads logether—
what [riends they always were, she and
her mother —and again the blue lwinkle
comes inlo her eyes; the dimple's lillle
pilfall is dug anew in her while cheelk.
Was lhere ever such an April crealure?
Mr. Le Marchant appears lo take no
part in Lhe jokes; he goes on paling his
dinner silently, and his back, which is
turned toward Burgoyne, looks mQ-
1'0Se.

How is it that Elizabelh’s roving eye
has not yet hit upon himsell? Te sees
presently that the cause lies in the facl
of her look alighting more upon old and
known obiecls of enlerlainment, than
going in search of new ones. But il
must sooner or laler embrace him in ils
range. The fond fal widow beside him
must surely be one of her [avoriles, and,
in point of fact, as he feverishly walches
o see lhe inevilable moment of recog-
nilion arrive, he perceives that Miss Le
Marchant and her mother arve delighled-
ly—though nol so openly as lo he pa-
{ent lto the rest of the room-—observing
her. And then comes the expecled care-
less glance al him, and the no less ex-
pecled ransformalion. [er elbows have
heen carelessly resting on the table, and
she has just been pressing her laughing
lips against her lightly-joined hands lo
conceal their merriment., In an inslant
Le sees the right hand go oul in a silenl
desperate cluleh ab her molher’s, and
ihe next sceond he knows thal she also
has seen him. They bolh slare helpless-

lv ab him—al least, the one at him, and|
[How well-he re-;

the other beyond him !
members  that look of hers over his
shoulder in search of someone else. Bul
vel it is not the old look, for that was
one of hope and real expeclalion. Is
there any hope or expeclation lurking
aven under the white dread of Lhis one?
lis jealous heart is afraid quile lo say
no lo this question, and yel an indisput-
able look of relief spreads over her lace
as she ascerlains that he is alone. She
even colleets hersell enough Lo give
him a liny inclinalion of lhe head—an
oxmimple followed by her molher{ but
they arve, in bolh cases, so liny as o be
unperceived, save by the person to whom
they are addressed.

He would not have been ollended by
the minuleness of their salulalions, even
had he nol divined that it was diclated
by a desire—howcever [utile—lo conceal
the fact of his presence [rom their com-
panion, His hearl goes out in all the

{hem, as he sees how enlirely thal one
glance at him {for she does not look
again in his dircction) has dried |he
rounlaln of Elizabelh’s poor lillle jesls;
ot bhow while and grave and [righlened,
and even shrunk, his mere presence has
made her. Now Llhat they have delecled
ivim, good breeding, and even humanily,
forbid his conlinuing any longer his
watch upon them. The beller lo sel' them
al euse he turns lhe bnck of his head
towards their table, and compels the re-
lutant widow to relinquish her invalid

booly for [ully fen minutes In his favor, |

Perhaps when Elizabeth can see only the
back of his head she may resume her
jokes. But all the same he knows that,

S:u' her, there will be no more mirth to-
ay.

“That is what they always do!" cries
g voice on Burgoyne's left hand—the
voice of his other neighbor, who begins
{2 think that his - atlenlion has been
usurped long enough by her plump rival.
“That is what they always do—come long
after dinner has begun, and go oul long
before it is ended. Such swagger !

Thero is a linge of exasperalion in
both words and voice, nor is the cause
far to seek.

The lable in the window is again emp-
ty. In the meanlime the “swaggernig”
Elizabeth is elinging tremblingly about
her. mother’s neclk in the privacy of their
own little salon. The absence ol the
husband and falher for the moment in
the smoking-room has removed the irk-
some restraint from both Lhe poor wa-
men.

“Did you see him?" asks Elizahe{ll
breathlessly, as soon as the door 1s
safely closed upon them, flinging hersell
down upon her knees beside Mrs. Le
Marchant, who has sunk into a chair,
and cowering close to her as if for shel-
ter, “What is he doing here? Why has
he come? When first I caught sight of
hm I thought thal of course—"  She
breaks off, sobbing; “and when I saw
that he was alone I was relieved ; bul I
was disappointed too! Oh, I must be a
[aol—a bad fool—but I was disappointed!
Oh, mammy ! mammy | how seeing him
again brings il all back "

“Do nol ery, dear child ! do nol cry 1"
answers Mrs. Le Marchant apprehen-
sively ; though the voice in which she
gives the exhortaiion is shaking loo.
“your falher will be in direchly ; and
vou know how angry—

“f will not! I will not!" cries Eliza-
belh, trying, with her usual exireme
docilily, to swallow her tears; “and I
do not show il much when I have been
crying ; my eyes do not mind il as much
as most people’s; 1 suppose’—wilh &
smile—“because they are so used lo it L

“perhaps he will not slay long,” mur-
murs the molher, dropping a fond rue-
ful kiss on the prone blonde head that
lies on her knees; “perhaps if we are
careful we may avoid speaking to him."

“put 1 must dpeak lo him !" breaks in
the girl, lifling her head. and panting
“[ must ask him; I musl [ind out why
we do not even know whether Willy 1s
dead or alive!" ®

“[e is not dead,” rejoins the elder wao-
man. wilh melancholy common-sense ;
“if he had been, we should have scén it
in the papers; and, besides, why should
ns be? Grief does nob kill; mnobody,
Elizabeth, is beller able to attest that
than you and 1."

Elizabelh is now silling on the floor,
her hands clasped round her knees,

“He is aged,” she says presently ; and
this lime it is evident thal Lhe pronoun
refers lo Burgoyne.

Mrs. Le Marchant assents.

«jje must have cared more for that
poor crealure than we give him credit
for. Gel up, darling; dry your eyes,
and sit witlh your back lo the light ; here
comes your father !

(To be conlinued).

'y
DON'T TAKE THEM OFF.

Don'l lake them off. Don't shed lhem
now. Cling lo them for a while longer.
Wo believe that we know just how you
feel, and that we can enler inlo your
feelings. Bul don't lake Lthem - off ol
present whatever you do.

. S
""" AT INTERVALS.
Pal—Is Casey (b’ boss in his ewn
house?
Mike—0Only
Dolin's saloon.

whin he's drinkin' in

e "}"" -
HAD HELPED ONCIL.

“Oh, Mpr. Milyuns!”

“Well?"

“Do you lhink a rich man can go
through the eye of a needle?

“[ don't know. my boy. However, I
will say that my lawyers have draggand
me Wirough some very small loopholes.”

e Wy

'y

SAVES MONEY.

“Do you find it more economical (9
do vour own cooking?” :

“Oh., yes. My husband doesn't eat
hall so much as he used tol”

P_

paper.

OUR FRIENDS THE ENEMY

GREAT BRITAIN IS A GENEROUS
CONQUEROR.

e —

General Botha Led the Boers, But Is
Now DPremier of the
Transvaal,

When peace was signed at Vereenig-
ing in the late spring of 1302, how many
people would have prophesied that Gen-
eral Botha, the mosl daring, skillful and
siubborn of our foes, would in less than
five yecars have become the [irst Pre-
inier of the Transvaal? Yet so il 153
and Lhis is ever Great Britain's way wilh
her conquered enemies, suys a London
The terms of peace were gener-
ous enough. As Mr. Chamberlain said
in his interview with Bolha, Delarey and
Da Wel al the Colonial Office, “There is
na parallel in hislory for condilions so
generous being granled by a viclorious
belligerent lo his opponents.”

BOERS WERE WELCOMED.

Most people can remember the enthu-
sinstic reception given by the English
people to the Boer generals on their
visit. Received al Southamplon by Lords
Roberts and Kilehener, with Mr. Cham-
berlain, they were invited on board the
King's yacht al Cowes, and their preet-
ing in London was cordial lo an aston-
ishing degree. Cheering crowds pur-
sued them everywhere, and (heir appear-
ance in a place of amusement was lhe
signal for a wild oulburst of applause.

Nothing like this had been scen in the
British Isles since lhe visil of Celewayo
in 1882. Only three years before, the
British had been compelled to wage a
sanguinary war against the the arrogant
Zulu king. Thousands of gallant Brilons
el: benealh lhe assegais of the savage
warriors of Celewayo, and over four
millions of money was spenl in the briel
campaign. The Prince Imperial of
France was slain fighling on England’s
side,

Yet the Zulu monarch no sooner
showed his dusky face on Brilish soil
than he became a popular hero. Quar-
ters were laken for him and his atlen-
dants in Melbury Road, Kensinglon,
where the arlists live.

SHOWN THE SIGHTS.

He was shown all the sights of the
meltropolis, and invilalions lilerally
hailed upon him [rom sociely peoplhe.
Celewayo was the greal sensalion of Lhe
hour.

Arabi Pasha was the cause of onc of
England’s biggest “litlle” wars, bul lo
Brilish clemency he owed his lile itself,
not to mention an existence ol leisured
ense on a comiforlable allowance in one
of the beauly spols of the ecarlh. Aller
tha Lliny British army had scallered the
Arabists abt Tel-el-I{ebir and Isassassin,
crossed the deserl at night and enlered
Cairo in triumph, the rebel was brought
tg trial, He pleaded guilly 1o some
vague charges of rebellion, and was sen-
tenced to death, The senlence was im-
medialely eommuled, and the [y plian
Minislry were so disgusled that they re-
signed in a body. Arabi was exiled 10
Ceylon, whilher he was no doubt fol-
lowed by the blessings of the sorrowing
people in LEngland who had lost dear
ones under lhe rifles of the rebel's de-
luded followers.

ALWAYS THE WAY.

This has always been (he way of lhe
Brilish wilh a bealen foe, ever since
Marshal Soull, en his visit lo London,
was acclaimed by the people sherever
he went, Al a Guildhall banquet Wel-
linglon and his ancient foe were loasted
logether, and il is said thal the higgest
round of applause went 1o our old
enemy of the Peninsula,

When Cronje surrendered al Paarde-
berg, it will be remembered Lhal he was
given the only bollle of champagne in
camp. Thal was symbolic. Greal Dri-
tain always hands bollles of champagne
fo her bealen enemios.

SRS Sy
CLOSIE MOUTIHID.

Mother : “I lold you I'd spank you if
you ever sluck your longue oul again.”
Willie : “I was just airing it,” mother.”
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LONDON'S WATER SUPPLY

e —

SOME REMARKABLE FACGTS AND
FIGURES.

e —

The Londoners Have Every Inducement
to be a Clean and Temperale
People.

If a Londoner is nol a perfect model
oI temperance and cleanliness it 15 cer-
lainly nol through lack of facilities ¢S
the figures just published in the annual
report of the Melropolilan Waler Board
abundantly leslify. Indeed, lhesc slalis-
lics are so amazing that they well make
the leasl impressionable of men gasp
with aslonishment, IHere are a [ew
slartling of piclures suggested by them-

Raze every building in London within
the circle of the four-mile radius f{rom
Chaping Cross, and <onvert this vasé
aren, on which all the world's inhabi-
lanis could find standing room, into a
reservoir, of over fifty square miles, to
a deplh of 7 feel 2 inches, we shall havo
the quantily of water supplied to Great-
er London last year,

COLOSSAL RESERVOIR.

Similarly, if we throw Hyde and Re-
gent Parks, wilh Primrose [Ilill, inlo
one enormous park, and on this base
of 850 acres conslruct a gigandiic cislern,
345 feet high, London's twelve monlhs’
waler supply will fill it to the brim;
and it will be so deep that if we sink
the London Monument upnight in it,
and on the top of the Monument poise
Nelson's Column in Trafalgar Square,
the great adiniral's feel will be less
than a vard above the waler. In this
cclossal reservoir the warships of all
(he world's navies could ride al anchor,

If we now (and the work 15 easy
enough in fancy) dig a canal 100 feet
wide aecross Europe, [rom lhe exireme
north to the south, and emply our cis-
tern into it, we shall find {hal the waler
in our canal, which is 2,400 miles long,
will rise to a uniform height of 10 feel;
and every drop of it is consumed by
the inhabilants of Grealer London with-
ia a vear; while each man, woman and
child living lo-day throughout the world
could draw fifly gallons from it wilh-
oul exhausting ils contents.

16 TONS OF GOLD.

The mains through which (hese hun-
dreds of millions of fons of water flow
for the use of Liondon are almost long
enough to slrelch a quarter of the way
round the earth at the Fquator, while
it would lake a locomolive, iravelling
al The rale of sixly miles an hour, moro
{han four days and nighls lo race from
ane ond of them fo the olher. The peo-
ple to whom this waler is supplied out-
number the combined piopuldlions ol
Seolland and Wales, wilh the county
of Woreesler thrown in; and the aver-
age supply to each individual would al-
low him thirly-three gallons for his
daily bath the ¥ear 1ound. his full
vear's supply making a heavy burden
for forty horscs. ,

And to crown these slarlling ple-
fures, ihe sum paid annually by Lon-
doners for iheir waler supply Trepre-
sents over gixteen lons of gold, a weight
af |he precious melal which 300 slout
porlers would not find it an easy mal-
ler to walk off wilh,

£
HE WONDERED.

Jock had been having a  night out,
and had done himsell exceedingly well.
Afler sundry resls on fthe way,
he reached home in he sma' hours of
lhe morning. Crawling carefully up-
slanirs on hands and knees, he was ac-
coslod by lhe wile of his bosom, “lIs
that you, Jock?"

“Ayel" said Jock.
pause, “Wis you
alse?"

——

Then, afler a
expecling  onybody

e
TOO MUCH TO EXPECT.

“You must gel up and investigale,
Iohn,” she repealed. “I  heard (hat
noise again, and ['m convinced il's a
burglar!”

“Huh! he grunled sleepily; “you don'
expect me to have the courage of your

cenvictions, do you?"
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