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The Boetor's Wife

BY MISS M. E. BRADDON
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CHAPTER X.—(Continued,)

“I" lovedd my nnut very dearly, Mr.
Lonedell,” she suld; *“wo dearly, that |
conld endure a great deal for her sake;
but I cannot endare the insolence of her
won,'}

And then she swept out of the room,
|l'ﬂ‘1lll her cousin standing alone in a
sunlit window, with the spring breeges
bloWing in npon him, and the shrill volce
of lh woman crying primroses sounding
In the strect below,

He went home, dispirited, dishenrted-
ed, doubtful of himself. doubtful of all
the world: and enrly the pext mornipg he
received n letter from his consin, coolly
releasing him from hiv engagement. The
expurience of yesterday had proved thet
they were nnwnited to esch other, whe
nl,l'. It was better that they should part
now, while it wawx possible for them
to part friends. Nothing could be more
digiiified or more declded thau the d-
miskal,

Mr. Lansdell put the lotter in his
bresst; the pretty perfumed letter, the
clegant, ladylike letter, which recorded
hisgmentence without a bloi or a blister,
without one uncertain line to mark where
the hand had trembled,

he hand may have tremhled, never-
theless; for Gwlendoline wax just the
woman to write a dosen coples of ler
lettgp rather than send oie that bore the
faintest evidence of her wenkness.  Io-
land put the letter in his breast and re-
sighed himself to his fate. He wns o
grent deal too proud 1o appenl agninst
hisdcourin's decree; but he had loved her
very wmincerely, and If she had recalled
hirg, he would hnve gone back to her and
wopld have forgiven her,

He lounged and dawdled awny hix
time In drawing rooms and boudoirs, on
mogplit  balconies, In shadowy arange
groves, beside the rippling Arno, In the
colonnades of Venice, on the Parisian
boulevards, under the lime trees of Ber-
lin, In any region where there was life
andleolor and gayety, and the bright-
mesy of beautiful faces, and where a
nut.of_;l naturally gloomy temperament
might forget I\ mself and be amused.
Mr. Lansdell's life abroad was neither
a good nor ugeful one, It was an arti-
fidinl kind of existence, with spurious
brllllanéy‘—a life whose brightest mo-
mbkots but poorly compensated for the
dipmal reaction that followed them.

‘Now, «in the bright July sunshine
awmdollne and her cousin lounged upon

e lawn, and tulked of old pleasures
and old acqualntances, and the things
Ith t happened to them when they were
ydung. If the lady ever cherished any
hope dhat Roland would ‘return to his
wllegiance, that hope was now utterly
vanished. - He has forgiven her for all
the past, and they are friends and first
cousins again; but there is no room for
hope that they can ever be again whnt
they have been. A man who ecan iur-
give #o generously must have long ceased
10 Jove; that strange madness, so nearly
allied to hatred, and jealousy, and rage,
and despair, haw no kindred with forgive-
ness. Gwendaline knew that her chance
was Tvno. and there was a secret bitter
mess In her heart when she thought of
it, and she was jenlous of her cousin's
gegard, and exacting in her manner to
him,
i (Gwendoline eatechised him  rather
closely ax to what he had done with
(himself npon the previous afterncon; and
he told her very frankly that he had
wtrolled into Hurstonleigh Grove to see
Mr. Raymond, and had spent an hour or
two talking with hig old friend, while
Mwy and Mes. Gilbert and the children
engoyed themaelyes; and prepared o rus
Tletens . % Jntn |

*It was very pretty, Gwendoline, I as-
sure you," he sald. *“Mrs. Gilbert made
ten and we drank it In o kealding state:
lanill “ the' two children were all of a
greawy radiauce with bread and butter.
The doctor seems to be dn excellent fel
low.” :

“Oh, the doctor! that's Mr. Gilbert, is
it not?’ said Gwendoline; “and what do
yqu tﬁlnk of his wife, Roland? You
must have formed some oplnion upon
that subject, 1 should think, by the
wanhér i which you egtured at her”

il T wtare at her? eried Mr. Lans-
dell, with supreme carelessness. 1 dare
say 1 did; 1 always stare at pretty wom-
en. Yes, | admire Mrs. Gilbert, and 1
Jike to look at her, 1 don't suppose she's
any better than other people, but she's
% great deal prettier. A beautiful piece
of animated wax work, with a little ma-
elinery, ingide, just enough 1o make one
say, ‘Yes, M you pleass,” and 'No, thank
you! A lovely nopentity with yellow
black eyes. Did you observe her eyes?"

%n.’" ‘Gwendoline answered sharply:
“I’ bbserved nothing exeept that she was
a Very dowdy looking persén.  What is
Mpr v Raymond's motive fob taking her
up? He's always taking up some extra-
ordinary person.' :

“But Mrs. Gilbert {s not an extraordi-
nary person; she's very stupid and com-
monplace. She was nursery maid or
nursery governess, or something of that
kind, to that dear good Raymond's pen-
niless njeces.’ >

Phere was no more said about Mr. and
Mrs, Gilbert.: Gwendoline did not care
to talk about these common people, who
came across her dull pathway, and rob-
bed her of some few accidental rays of

Y which ‘was pow the only radi-
angecupon; @arth for her—the light' of her

.’m " -nl';".’ T P Ty |
; PYSH e " she thought, as
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§o tired—so tired of himeelf aund every-
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. € are ruins, you know, nd it's alto-
r very romantic,. I.will give you
a

thing in the world., “He loved me once;
it is something to remember that"
CHAPTER XL

While Mr. Lansdell rememberad Inabel
Gilbert as a pretty automaton, who had
simpered and blushed when he rpoke to
lier, nnd stammered shyly when she was
called upan to auswer him, the doctor's
wife walked up und down the flat com-
monplace garden at  Graybridge, and
thought of her bhirthday afternoon in a
ripturous duy dream: n dangerous day
drenm, In which Rolond Lansdell's dark
face shone dazeling and beantiful, Was
It wrong to think of him?% She never
uskel herself that question,

One  day—one  never-to he-forgotten
day, which wade a kind of chasm in
her life. dividing oll the past from the
present and the future—she sat on her
old sent under the great onk tree, heride
the ereaking mill wheel and the plagh-
ing water; whie sat in her favorite spot,
with Bhelley on her lap and the green
paracol over her hend, 8he had been
gitting there for o long time in the drow-
vy midday atmosphere, when a great
dog came up to her apd stared at her,
and snuffed at her hands, and  made
friendly ndvances to her; and then an-
other dog, bhigger if anything, than the
first, eame bhouncing over a stile nnd
bounding toward her; and then a volee
whose supdden sonnd made her drop her
hook all confused nnd frightened, eried,
“HI1, Frollo! thix way, Frollo." And in
the next minite a gentleman, followed by
o third dog. came niong the narrow
bridge that led stralght to the bench on
which she was sitting.

Her paragol had fallen back ns she
stooped to plek up her haok, and Roland
Lansdell could not avoid seeing her face,
e thought her wvery pretty, but he
thought her algo very gtupid; and he had
clean forgotten his talk about her com-
ing to Mordred,

“Let me pick up the book, Mrs. Gil

bert,"” he said. *“*What a pretty place
you have chosen for your morning's
vest! This is a favorite spot of mine

He looked at the open pages of the book
ns he handed it to her, and saw the title,
und glancing at another book on the reat
near her, he recognized the familiar
green cover and beveled edges of the
“Alien,” A man always knows the
of his own book, especinlly
when the work has hung rather heavily
on the publisher’'s hands.

“You are fond of Shelley,” he said.”
“Oh, ves, I am very, very fond of him.
Wasn't it a pity that he was drowned 7"

Bhe spoke of that calamity as if it had
been an event of the last week or twe,
These things were nearer to her than
all that common business of breakfast
and dinner and supper which made up
her daily life. Mr. Lansdell shot a
searching glance at her from under cover
of hir long lashes, Was this feminine
nffectation, or what?

“Yes, it was n pity,” he =aid; “but 1
fancy we're heginning to get over the
misfortune, Aund so you like all that
dreamy, misty staff 7" he added, pointing
to the open book which Isabel held in
her hands.

“1 think it is tne most heautiful poetry

that was ever written," she said,
“Better than - Byron's?"' asked Mr.
Lansdell, *I thought most young ladies

made Byron their favorite.”

“Oh, yes; 1 love Byron. But then he
makes one so unhappy, because one feels
that he wae 8o unhappy when he wrote.
Fancy his writing late at night, after
being out at parties, where everyvbody
ndored him: and if he hadn’t written it
he would have gone mad,"” said Mrs. (il
bert, opening her eves very wide. “Iend-
Ing Shelley's poetry seems llke heing
among birds and flowers and blue rip-
pling water and summer. It always
seems summer in his poetry, Oh! 1 don't
know which I like hest.”

Was all this affectation, or was it only
simple childish reality ¥ Mr. Lansdell
wns &80 much given to that dreadful dis.
ense, disbelief, that he was slow to ac-
cept even the evidence of those eloguent
blushes, the earnest shining light in
those wonderful eyes, which could
fearcely be assumed at will, however
gkilled in the light comedy of evervday
life Mrs. Gilbert might be.

Mr. Lansdell and his dogs lingered
for some considerable time under the
shadow of the big onk. Mr. Lansdell
wius amused by Isabel’'s talk: and he led
her on very gently, till her shyness vay-
ished, and she dared to look up at his
face ag she spoke to him; and he attuned
his own talk to the key of hers, nnd
wandered with her In the Valhialla of her
beroes, from Eugene Aram to Napolean
Bonaparte. Buot in the midst of all this
ghie looked all fn & hurry at the little
silver wateh thiat George had given her,
and found that it was past three.

“Oh, I must go, if you please,” she
siafd; "I have been ont ever sinee 11
o'¢lock, and we dine at half past 4"

“Let me carey your books a little
way for you. then," said Mr,, Lansdell,

"But are you going that way?"

MYes, that is the very way' 1 am go-
Ing. 1 suppose you often stroll as far
as_Thurston's Crag?” .
- MOb, yes, ﬂ-“:'u?teq, Tt isn't too Jong
4 Walk, and it is so pretty."” ‘
| “1t is pretty.’ Mordred ¢ quite as near
toyou, thongh;’ and ‘I thiok that youw
wenld ¢ like the gardens at) Mordred;

r. Gilbert a key, if you would l{hg.
to come there sometimes. Oh, by the

bye, 1 hope you haveu't forgotten your

o ——

promise to come to luncheon and see the
pletures, and all that sort of thing."
No, Isabel had not forgotten; her face
flushed suddenly st the thought of thid
rapturons vista opening before her.
“Then will you ask Mr. Gilbert to ae-
cept an unceremonlous Invitation, and to

Short X tories

bring you to the Priory to luncheon—
sy next Tuesday, sx that will give me
time to invite by Cousln Gwendoline
nnd vour old friend Mr. Raymond, and |
the two little girls who are s0 fond of
yont’ |

Isabel murmured something to the ef
fect that she would be very happy, and
she was sure her husband would be very
happy.

CHAVTER XII

The Tuesday was a fine day. The |
Angust sunshine—the beantiful harvest-
time sunshine, which was rejoleing the
héarts of all the farmers, awoke Mrw
Gilbert very earls Khe was going to
Mordred 'riory, For onee she forgot to
notice the ugliness of the shabhy furni- |
tuge, the bare whitewashed walls upon |
which her eyes opened.  She was going |
to Mordred Priory.

How pretty the village of Mordred |
looked in the sleepy Aungust atmosphere, |
How beantiful everything looked just at |
the entrance to the village, where there
was n lng straggling inn with a tope |
heavy roof, all dotrted over with fmposs
sible little windows, a dear old redtiled |
roof, with pouters and fantails brooding |
aud cooing to themselves in the sunshine,
and yellow. stone-crop creeping here and
there In ]-Ilfl‘h(-ﬂ ol ;.:n]il:

Isabel nlmost trembled as Mr. Gilbert
got out of the gig aund pulled the iron
ring thot hung at the end of a long chain
on oue side of those formidable onken
gates, It seemed llke ringing at the
door of the past, somehow; and the doe-
tor's wife half expecied to see guaintly
cortumed servants, with long points to
thelr shoes and strange parti-colored gar-
ments, and a jester with a cap and bells,
when those great gates were opened, But
the person who opened the gates was
ouly a very harmless old woman, who
inhabited some stony chambers on one
kide of the ponderous archway: and in
the next momeut Mr. Lansdell came out
of the poreh and bade his visitors wels
come to Mordred,

“I am xo glad to see you!
lovely morning, i It pot? 1'm afraid
you must have found the romnds rather
dusty, though., Take care of Mr. Gil
bert's horse, Christie; you'd better put
him into ouwe of the loose hoxes. You
see my dogs know you, Mrs, Gilbert.”
A liver-colored pointer and n great black
retriever were taking friendly notice of
Teabel. “WIill yon come to see my pic-
tures at once? 1 expect Gwendoline and
her father, and your friend Mr. Raymond
and the children presently.”

There was no special brillianey or elo-
quence in all this, but it sounded differ-
ent 1o other people's tulk, someldw, The
languaid, lingering tones were very cor
dial, in spite of their langaor; and then
how splendid the speaker looked in his
loose black velvet morning coat, which
harmonized so exquisitely with the hues
of his complexion,

Mr. Lansdell led the way into a room
beyond which there were other rooms
opening one into the othier in a fong vista
of splendor and sunshine. Isabel had
only a very faint idea of what she saw in
those beautiful rooms. It was all a
confusion of brightness and eolor, which
was almost too much for her poor senti-
mental brain,

They all went downstairs presently,
nnd were ushered Into an oak-paneled
room, where there was an oval table laid
for luncheon, and where Isabel found
herself seated presently on Mr. Lans-
dell's right hand, and opposite o Gwens
taline Pomphrey,

This was life. * * * Mrs. Gilbert
had a very vague idea of the unuture of
the viands which were served to her at
that wonderful feast.

“Shall we go into the garden?' sald
Gwendoline, as they rose from the ta-
ble, and everybody ussented; so presently
Isabel found herself amidst a little group
upon the mininture lawn. in the center
of which there was a broad marhle basin,
filled with goldfish, nnd a fechle little
fountain that made a  faint  tinkling
sound in the still August stmosphere,

Mr. Lansdell and his guests had been
talking of nll manver of things: fiying |
«ff at tangents to all kinds of unlucky |
subjects, till they had come, somehow |
oy other, to discuss the question of length
of days,

“I cun't say that T consider long life
an inestimable blessing.” said Roland,
who wos amusing himself with throw-
ing minute morsels of macaroon to the
goldfish, *“*No, we are not u long-lived
race. We have been consumptive, Very
few of us have ever lived to see g fortls
¢th birthday."

"And how is your doom to he brought
about, Roland¥" asked tGiwendoline,

“Oh, that's all settled.” Mr. Lansdell
nuswered; "I know my desting.” ‘

“It has been predicted to yon?"

e 4 g

“Pray tell us the story." |

“Well, I'll tell you the story, if yon
like,” sald Roland; “but I warn you |
that there's not much in jt. 1 don't sup
pose any of von take much interest iy
criminal enses; hut this one made rather
a mensation at the time."

(To he continued.)
Knew His Paalms,

A letter tells of a minister's son who
had been so disobedient at table that
he wis banished to a small table by
himself, to eat there until he should
repent and reform, He could not even
Join in the family grace, but was told
to Bay grace at his own little table,
Bo from his store of Scripture selec-
tions he chose this: "Ob, Lord, 1 thank
Thee that Thou h'pit prepared a table
for me In thé presence of mine ene-
mies,”"—Christian Register,

What a

|
' Dead-ganme gports are anything but

The Shah of PPersia ls sald to have
nice told the Ducliess of Westmiuster

her
AR

beguty aad
sgnld she to

fame of
Teheran,

that the
renchel

| some one wha stood by, “he takes e
| for Westminster Abbey."”

The story Is told of a well-known
man who, not finding his wife, went
it Into the kitchen where the laun-
dress was busy with the famlily lnen,
and Inguired: “Bridget, do you know
nuything of my wife's wherenbouie?"
‘Yig sor,” replied Bridget, "1 pat then
n the wagh."

Syduey Smith lovel to tell n
story: and one that haunted his brain
and tlekled his sldes for weeks was
that of a tmme magple in n  chnvel
that suddenly descended on the read
ng-desk and strove te fly off with the
sermon, and of the desperte straggle
hat ensued between the bird and the
preancher—the congregation all in e
vor of the bird,

A story s told of the wonderfal enre
from deafuess of a patient who was
ceommended to hear a Wagner opera,
antd to sit near the orchestra by the
trombones, The physiclan accompatileld
his patient, and sat beslde him, Sud.
enly, while the crash of the Instru-
nents was at its Joudest, the deaf .nau
found he conld hear. “Doctor,” he al-
most shrieked, I ecan hear!" The doc-
tor gave no slgn that be noticed the
emark. *I tell you, doctor,” repeated
the putient, In ecstasy, “you have
paved me! 1 have recovered my hear-
ng.” Still the physician was silent,
tie had become deaf himself,

Shortly after Garfield’s denth, a
prominent politiclan made an address
apon the life of the statesman before
1 school, When he had finished, he
sald: “Now, can any of you tell me

what a statesman 187" A little band

ol

went up, and a little girl repllied: "A
itateaman s a man who mnkes
speeches.” “Hardly that,” answeared

the politician, who loved to tell this
story. “For instance, 1 sometimes
make speeches, and yet 1 am not o
statesman.” The little bhand agaln
went up, and the answer eame, trinm-
phantiy: *I know: a statesman is a

(L1}

wan who makes good speeches!

A private wag brought up one morn-
ing for a summary. Iis listless eyes
were about the only evidences of his
previous night's offense.  "Now,”" said
the captain, “you may plend what you
ttke," but the culprit noticed that the
wptain was already looking up the
blue book for the fine, " 'Sdamn out-
rage.” replied the accused men. “*Ten
dollars and ten days,” sald the cap-
tnin; “"what have you got to say now?"
*'Sdamn  ontrage,” repeated the ac-
used. "Ten dollars nmore,” sald the
suptaing “I'1 just give you just ene
more chance 1o defend yourself.'
“'8no use, captain,” came the reply,
with conslderable feellng; “you're too
good at repartee for me."”

When the father of the present Czar
of Russia, after the death of hig minis-
ler of finanee, could find no #nccessor
among the arlstocratle cllgue, he re-
elved Sergius Witte In audience, The
following authentic and highly eharae-
tertistic dinlogue followed: ! anpoint
vou herewith my minister of finances,
BBy the way, I learned, Mr. Wiite, that
you are single,” “Excuse me, sire,
sxelalmed the hero of Portsmonth,
But the Czar said qulckly and with
Irritanting emphagis:  “Then, ‘tis un-
lerstomd, you are single.” Mr., Witte's
wife, who divorced her firsgt husband,
1 Jewlsh bhanker, to shinre the destinies
v the Russinn Colbert, as he is ealled
v hls numerous admirers, not
ixist for thie imperinl court.

iloes

MIGRATION TO AMERICA,

Ae It Is Viewed by a London Daily
Newswpaper.

The human Niagara flowing from all
tands into the United States  is, if
aere volume is considered, the most
remarkable phenomenon of the sort
known to history., In 1IKd 812870 fm
migrantg landed on the shores of the
Stutes, an average of nearly 160,004
pvery week; or more than 2,000—the
population of a decent slzed town—
every duy. But this tflood of lmmlgra-
tion Is of a4 very mixed and doubtful
guality. It s made up largely of the
cheap races of Europe: nearly omd®
fourth could nelther read nor write;
the vast majority of them lad only
few coins in thelr poekets. The bulk
of these lmmigrants poured (nto the
great clties and settled down there as
a sort of human sediment, under con-
ditlons which recall the Ghetto of un-
slent Rome. They congest the jalls
and the Insane asyhuns of the United
Beates, with soclnl and political ideals
of thelr own, and refuse to melt into
the general population. In his last
report the commissioner of immigra-
ton laments almost tearfully over “the
foilure of the government to provide
lor the distribution of allens through-
»ut the United States,” and he charges

dead ones,

Rt | |

loreigh powers with “speuding large

gums of money and employing man]
ngents In the business of keeping thel
subjects together as separate colonlel
ofn American soil and preventing then
melting Into the common cltizenshiy
of the United States. The unstable
eloment In the polities of the United

by s5 much undigested, not to say une
digestible, materinl In its population,

The lmmigration Into Cannda, as far
ne volume s concerned, 1s only a rip
ple compared with that flowing into
the United Stateg, but it 18 a ripple
which may well become a tide. Can
edn I8 belng advertised as though It
were a patent medicine. Itg agencles
are sciattered all over Europe; they in
virde the United States iteelf, and
lust year persuaded no fewer thap
15,000 settlers to glve up the exhaust
ed farm lande of New England and of
wome of the western states and hetake
themselves 0 Manitoba,

Canadn doeg not spoon-feed her ime
migrants, She does not buy them,
The average cost to the Dominion |2
n little over £1 per hend for each set-
tler, nud this is mainly expended i
ndvertising.  But If money I8 not
waeted on  the immigrants, nothing
¢lse ig denled them., The government
clothes Itself to an almost amusing
degree with all the funetions of a
I'rovidence for the great host of in-
tending settlers  erowding  into  its
ports. A great steamboat with 1,500
immigrants on board moors, for ex
ample, nlongside the port of Quebec,
The immigrants are marched in pro-
cession down a long passage, and
betwixt narrow rallings they are
checked, classed, and medically exam-
Inedd anlmost without belng conscious
of the process. Long tralns with open
doors are walting along the platform,
and, in a period of time, ineredibly
brief, the Immigrants, In family
groups, are packed into the train and
move off.

When the destination is  at  last
reached there are government agents,
with maps of the distriet and vehicles
in which to drive the Intending set.
tler round to mnke hir cholce. At a
cost of time and money incredibly
small the Immigrant 18 then planted
on his homestead block, or his quarter
sgection, of purchased land, and finds
himself practicing the rudiments of
farming; while the government con-
tinues to watch over him, supply him
with paternal advice and encourage-
ment, and, if necessary, seed corn—
evervthing, indeed, except cash.—W,
H. Fitehett, in the London Daily Mafl

INTERVIEWS THE PRESIDENT,

Girl Representative of Australian
Paper Tells Experience.

An Australian girl has succeeded
in “Interviewing” Mr. Roogevelt for
the British Australlan. This I8 het
account of the incident, says the St
James (Gazette:

In a little while T was summoned
to the audience c¢“amber, where, af-
ter waiting about two minutes, a kind
of whirlwind danced into the room,
an electrical, breezy atmosphere ens
veloped every corner of my consclous-
negs. 1 heard a laughing volce say,
“I'm delighted to see you, delighted!”
and my hand was grasped by Theodoro
Roosevelt, President of the Americap
republic,

How that man exudes vitality and
cheerfulness and sunshine! How such
0 man Is wanted In Australia, where
pessimism I8 the national keynote!
Diressed in a well-cut frock suit of
light gray, he looked exactly like an
Englishman until he spoke. Then all

the world might know he was an
Ameriean, He lonughed most of the
time, even when he sald to me, I

don't give interviews for newspapers
to any living soul.” He told me to
“sit right down,” and talked about the
“Allen Restriction act” of Aunstralia
and our “declining birth rate.” You
people must do one or the other,” he
sald, laughingly, “eluner let the world
enter your gates or keep yvour eradles
tull. But I take the keenest interest
in those great commonwenlths beyond
the Sonth seas—Australla and New
Zealand—particulurly New Zealand.”
He held o toy commonweanlth flag In
hiz hand, which some extraordinary
hmnorons Australlan had “presented
him with on behalf of the nation.”

e Is a8 quick as lghtning. 1 put
a few questiong quickly to him. He
wns just as quick and told me, laugh-
Ingly, that he couldn't answer me,
Just then a solemn-looking man en-
tered and announced that Baron Some
lody, ambassudor of somewhere, was
walting,  "“All right, gend him into
the offce,” sald the President.

Then turning to me he  laughed
good-humoredly. 1 hope to come to
Australla some day!” he told me. *1
don’t know of any one who would he
more welcome,” sald I, ng we shook
hands and said good-by. He told me
what a pleasure it was to meet mo
and I the recording nngel dropped a
tear he must have smiled also.

An Unavoidable Delay.

Owner of automobile (to chauffeur)
—Have you nany recommendation from
your last employer?

Chauffeur—No, sir; but I guess [ can
get one In the course of a wonth or so,

“Why the delay 7"

“He's In the bospital.”—Life,

States I8 gimply the dyspepsia caused.
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