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Her lovely fuce, her extreme charm

of manner, her exquisite dress. were
ated to make most women a
little awkward, not to mention the

natural shyvpess which anyone might
b itied in feeling on coming into
A big room full of strangers @ all this
fHashedd theeugrh the minds of many
of the anloakers ax they turned ta
wateh the entrance of the new guests.

Hut there was no trace of shyness
ar awkwarnlness in the tall waman
who came inta the room followed hy
Dr. Burrows. There was anty a cer-
tain  emphasizeit dignity in her car-
rizgre, a little stateliness in the move-
ments of her graceful figure, a vertain
.yneenliness in the pose of her head.

= Head well put on,” & man whisper-
wil to Miss Hartletr.

“Where is your dowdy respectable
prir ¥ the girl flazhed back at him,
“she is as onr host
her=¢1f 27

Mrx Garsitle’s greeting of her pruest
was ax graceful as she alone knew
how to make it, nnd the astonishiment
=he undonbtedly felt was in na way
apparent. The woeman hefare her was
not in the least whar she had expected
tn mee.

This stately ereature, with the beauw-
tiful face, the griuceful, conrreods man-
ner, the pleasant, well-bred  words,
was not ar all what she had pictared
to herself.

Dr. Borrows had been absorbed iutn
une of the langhing groups lower
down the room. Garside stood talk-
inge 1o his wife's lutest guest, a pleased
exX} ion on his face, a strong wixh
in hiz Kindiy heart that all his wife's
siests were of that ealibre, when the
Dnke sanntered in.

An amuseld lock Hashed into his
eves ux took hix place by Mrs Garside
and whispered :

“Hulle ! oot quite a doewdy afrer
all. [ntraddiee me. please. By jove,
what eye=!" hearlided under his breath
ax he Dbowetd ro the tall  woman,
whose head moved ever so =lightly in
Tespons=e 10 his greeting, who ignored

as well-dressed

entirely  his outstretehed hand, and
turnetl again, but decidedly. 1o her
conversation with Mr Garside,

A dittle Hush mounted to the Duke's
foreheid: he was unaccustomed to a
rebufl, even of the politest kiml. The
blocd in hix veins was of the bluest
bive. dazhed with royal purple. and
thar one woman, with ¢lear scornful
eves. xhould look ot him a= if he were

an unwhipped  schoolboy, annoysd
biina.

11 e even with her. he muttered
“Hlhe’s only a woman, ufrer all. I
=han™t faib.™ .

“What <o yvou think of yoaur pet
fdoctar’s  protegee?”  he  asked  Mrs
Garside later, as they sauntered to-
wether on the terruce.

“Think? Oh, she’s very handsome,
very good manners, very weoll dressed,
I wish rhat S

“You awish whae?>

1 wish that her eyes were differ-
ent”

What's the matter with her eyes?™

“They e <o elear”  she  wtid
impntient] “Thexy—aoh. 1 don’t know
wh they do to me, ot irvitate me
vaactly. They are like a chilld's exves,
1 think: they make me feel axhamed.

Her voice prew ull af onee low andl
wistful, o lowl fell upon her beguti-
ful fawee. The Duke planced at her
in surpize. then Taughed.

“Aly dear chilil, you've got the blues.
Why on earth should that confounred
s oeves make yan ashamed?

Corne aned give me a flower
Imtton-hole™

Cheer npt
fir my

Katherine  Ransome st hefore
the sudiener in the music room  of
the big honse sdown on Long Dsland,
o little Hush on her face. a deep light
it her clear eves: and, as the first
nates of her voies rang through the
roam, a hush fell on the crowd of
=Tty dresswl. chattering folk in

front of her.

“low dou I lave thee? Tet me count
the wavs——'" Hoftly. fenderly.
+ach word aw it came from her lips
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{ When a Woman is Good.

wias like a caress, and zome of the
heurta of the men and women there—
vareless, reckless, dried-up, as many

of them were—qnickened  suddenly.

antl, as the tender voice swelled into

a teiumphant burst in the words—

i love shee to the depth and breadth ann
height

My soul can reach . N
purely,

4 mistiness came over some of the

eyes that watehed the singer.

k love thee

I love thee 1w the level of every day's
nost quiet need B . .
I love thee with the breath of all m»

lite . . .
And if God choose. . . N I shall
but love thee better after death.

The wounderful words rose and feil
in the wowderful voice in a great out-
Lurst of =ong that died away at the
end into a very passion of tenderness,
which yet had in it more of divine
than of eurthly love.

As the last notes ended. her grey
eves—love-lit, were they, with the in-
Huenee of The song?—met the intent
gaze of the man who had brought her
here to sing. A great srave of colour
swept over her face as she moved
away amid the thunders of applause
that foliowed the end of her song.

“$he knows the Jove that she
sings abowi—no ather.” said Mrs Gar-
sitbe to the duke. ~Don’t sneer at her,
1 can’t stand it somehow. and don't—""

My dear Jady, don’t go inta heroies,
1 think it is a deuce of a pity vour
dactor ever brought her here. 1 donw't
mied betting you a diamoad lLrooch
Lie means 1o teach her all she doesnt
yot knew abont love, X you see how
he wateched her to-night?

“She is warth wiatching. Retter
worth it Than the rest of us, perhaps.”
amsl Mrs Garside toarned av from
him, her eves still dim. a curions seft-
ness npon her fiece,

But the duke seowied.

He hast made one gr two froitless
eiforts towards friemilin s with Miss
ame. whivh she had quistly bt
decidedly erushed: and being unaccus-
tomed to sunbs, ke was perhaps more
atfracted than he chose to own by
the beantiful waman who seerned so
imprrvions to his fascinations. Voah!
L little Aerienn npstaret,”
nself,
infa the great con-
servatory after sunper that night

Miss iansome stoodl alone—come for
a tiny hreathing space to this quist
place amang the Howers,
be duke glanced at her approving-
1v. The Aush brought to her face hy
her Iast song still lingered there. A
certain soft brightness was in her

eyen, a little emile about her mouth.

He gtrolled w0 her side.

“Tired, Mias Hansome?™ he said.

She sarted. The brightoess in her
tyey died away. Her swile fuded, She
Urew herself up.

A little,” she answered, and moved
towards the door. Lut the Jduke bar-
redd her way

*un't be in such a hurry to run

off” be exclaimed, “Why are you so
and he shot a laugh-
nselent glance at her.
Afraid  of you'™ Scorn
ugh her voic’,
. you know., vou are awfully
unkind 1o me,” he laughed. “You
look at me as though | were somne
kind of reptile. and. you know, you
van be charming when you like™

"Kindly let me pass”™  she said,
glancing at him very much as though
she did concider him af the reptile
Trilwe,

“Ull be hanged if 1 will' Why ean’t
you b friendly?  Women are gene-
v friemdlly to me™
Are they?”  Her voice was danger-
ously quiet.

He <drew sudidenly close to her and
faid his hand on her arm.

“liive me a kixs and IM let you go.
You know You aren't as proper as
you like to seem to be. Come. now,”
and the face whase handsome outlines
canrseness was fast blurring out came
close to hers,

“How dare you?" she said in a low
voice, “How dare you tonch me? and
she shaok off his hand as though it
had been some noxions beast. *“‘Let
me pass at once.™

He drew back sullenly, cowed by the
laak in her eyes.

“You aren't going to seream, are
you? he muttered, .

“Reream? T° Why should T
=eream? Her eves swept the man from
head te foot. “You are the firat
man who has ever insufted me.” she

rang

“Vou are the first man who has
ever insulted me.” she said.

saied. “I[s it a prerogative of Euro-
Pean royalty to insult a woman?” and,
with these words, she passed him
swiftly and nfered the house,

“The der the Duke muttered.
*The ddevil.”
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Mrs Garside moved restles
fro in her tiny Dboudair,
called her sanetun.
dresseqdl  early  for dinner, and
Lvzuel planned a  pleasant  honr
in the tiny. beautiful roocm that look-
evtl over the wide park to the lake.
But <he was resfless. She could set-
tle to nothing; she took up book after
hook. and put each in turn impati-
ently down,

“| have got the blues. | <o beliave!"
she exelaimed, as for the fiftieth time
s«he walked to the window and looked
out.

A ~oft knoek sounded on the door,
wnd Mrs Garside turped hastily to see
the very person she” had been think-
ing of on the threshold,

Kuatherine Ransome looked her best
always in evening dress, It gave full
effect to the stately turn of her bead,
the” beauty of her neck and arms.

“Flease forgive me for bothering
you,” zhe said, in her low, pleasant
voire. [ was told I should find youm
here: and, if it is not a grteat trouble,
fla you think I might run through my
songs before dinner?”

by to and
which she
She  hadt

“0! eourse, How stupid of me not
to have thoupht of it, "lease do come
in_." You whall try them here, if you
will,”

“May 1, really® I should like to im-
and her frank eves looked
1gly into those of her hontess,

“What jx it about her that makes
e like her whether 1 will or not>™
the thoughts of the other ran. *Ix it
her charm, or her frankneuss, or the
wheer crystal purity in her eyes?”

In the other woman's mind much
the same traimof thought was passing
abont Mrs Garside.

"\\‘h_nl a marvellous  fascination
there is about her. I could love her
+1sily. And I don't believe all the

=tories one hears of her. They can't
be true. It iz impossible to believe
them of o woman with her face.®

Mrs Giarside was alane in her small
Toom when Katherine, for the second
Time. came inte it.

“Come and sit down,” the hostess
said; “vou need not begin to sing yet.
Are you going to make us all “?‘_._p
agiain, as we did last night?”

"I hope not. I was not comscious
of daing anything ro unplensant.”

“You sang so vers much as theugh
Yyour whole heart were in it.” As
Mrs Garside spoke she looked nar
rowly at her guest. “I still hear the
echo of the words, ‘How do I love
thee? Let me count the wavs’ It
seemed as though they were already
countless.™ )

A little flush swept softly into the
other's face. i

"L ilo so love that sang,” she said
simply. “I suppose I (a put all my
heart into it, it is like the person{-
!i(:]mion of the love that jis life. Isn't
jrom

“You sang as thongh you knew—

as though vou knew." "The words
were almost a whisper,
But.  thoungh Katherine flushed

again. her answer was quiet.

“I don't think one ecan reach my
age without Knowing something of
the best thing in life ™

“You do eall it thar?”
nskerl eager]y.

“Of ecourse, L think” Katherine
spoke dreamily, as ihongh she had for-
gotten, for an instant, where she WHE,
te whom she spoke—*I think \\'ife:
hood and morherhood are the best a
woman can ask for or get.!*

The evening light fell upon her face
And on the shining of her eyes. Mrs
Garside shrank back a little into the
shadow.

“But—Iove?” she said. “Wifehood—
and  motherhood; with love you
mean " ’

“With love? Ob. yes, yes! T should
uot want to take them unless thev
came as love's gift.” )

Silence fell between tliem.

Mrs Garside broke it first.

“You said vesterday you thought I
was to be envied. Why did you think
S0 l

Katherine smiled.

"Your home is so lovely,” she said
simply, “and you have so mainy things
that other women have to go with-
out. Your husband--your children—

“Some womenr wonld rather be with-
out the vhildren,” the hostess_said, a
veiled sarcasm in her words, Hh: iook-
ed curiously. almost searchingly, into
her conmpanion’s face. “Are you s
simple as you appear?’ her 113k seem-
ed to sav.

Ifut Katherine's eyes were fixed onr
the soft golden light upon the lills
outside.

“Yes, some women say so, [ know,”
she said. “It is hard to belicve they
really mean it. I think every womag

the orther

who is a woloan musi feel
the same: that 1o marry the
man  she loves and to be the

mother of his children, is—ileaven.”
Her voice dropped a little; the eolour
again swept into her face.

*Yom have such dear little children:”
she went on, and her clear exes turn-
ed mow and looked into the lovely
face that had all at onece flusaed 1
*it is no wonder that I think you
to be eovied.” .

“Do voun mean you would like 1n
have children?” Mrs (iarside watched
her narrowly,

*1? Ah, yes, 1 can't tell you bew T
love little children!” Katherine leani
forward and touched the white jewel-
1ed hand of her hostess, “I don't know
why I am talking like this to veu. |
don't generally wear my heart on my
sleeve; but I can’i help talking tn
Fou.” N

“Yet I don't suppose thot I am the
sort of woman you generaily like to




