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T ALMOST

By LADY FRANCIS CECIL

UITE contrary to her usnal custom
Miss Phuebe de Lisla returned
to lier house in Park-lane exaetly
at the hour she had suid she

would do, namely, 430 p.m.
Those few of her acquaintance whe
were nnt also ber friends were wout io
say "hoele’s lack of punctuality consti-
tuted defect, whiilst the Test
averred it was the neeessary drawbaek

a grave

to shuw she was but human, as other-
wise she would have been toe perfect
to live—bu; without fully agreeing with
either side, 1 musi confess that her pre-
civin this June afternocm was rare.

She stepped out of her landauletie
rather bwrricdly—hut, once in the hall,
dnwdled about ion a somewhat aimless
Jashivn—picked up a letter or two from
the slab—Hdgetted wilh some of the
cards Ieft during the afterncon, half be-
pun a scptence, slopped, met the expec-
tant gaze of the butler respectfully fixed
on her- und, tinally, said very yuickly,
and in one breath, “If Colonel Everard
comes to tea, say [ am not at home—"
amt passed up the staircise.

Now for the last hour—or fo be quue
aceurate, for the I[ast hour awd thorty-
fiva ruinutes, she had been revolving in
her mind some form of words which
would convey her wish that if Colonet
Everard called, other visitors were to be
denied, but when it came to the point
nll courage fursook her—the pre-arranged
phrase dropped from her mind, and she
blurted out the ahove infelicitous order,
which Simmunds: in due course (raps-
mitted to the footman, in a slizhtly ae-
centualed form. “Miss de Lisle is not
at home if Colonel Everard comes at tea-
time, s0 don't you forget it, Alfred.”

RLdf an hour Later, in sublime jgnorance
of the juggling of fate dowustairs, Phoe-
be Jde Lisle stoml ia her coul, pretty
drawing-reom taking an anxious look
ronnd ta ace that everything was at its
best, The sunlight  filtered  softly
theough the winduow awomigs on the rose
eoloured and sea green, and helioirope
cuxhiong, on the countless silver knick-
knavks which ghistened on tahle and
avermantel, on great masses of mignon-
ette in slallow bowls of eld Savona
pottery. on quaint bita of embroidery,
on vellinu boumsh editions de luxe, on
rare Bartulozzi prints, on priceless water-
colvur drawings, vn the tea egnipage of
dclicate Halopian ehina and antique sil-
ver, the china teapot aeady beside the
bubling kettle, for she invariably made
her own tea, and lastiy. among many
other things on a slender Venetian gob-
let, in which stond four or Hve velvety
weeal Jagueminot’ roses, their stems
tly jotned bzy a knot of ribbon, frem
witich hung a slip of paper, on which
wa< written “from C.E. in remembrauvce.”

LUpou all these things, touche] by the
sunlight, and upon innumerable others,
equally beauliful, which lay in the cool
shadows, did Phoebe de Lisle look. and
Weholl it was all very gnm’l bLespeaking
weulth and “cuttaroal case,” and artistic
prrecplions,  “letter if sbe so abide?”
The  plirase, as a  gquestion,  passed
throuzgh her mind, aml she coloured up
all wver her delicate face, and touched
the rosed with her fnger tip+. After a
plance at the clock, she walked deliberate-
Iy wup to the ooly mirror the ronm pos-
aviwel, & long nurrow strip of lonking
fluu betwren two of the windows reach-
g frow ceiling to floar, and tack a quist
survey of hersell.  The reflection wan
that f & tall and gracious woman, and if
Ber cheeks had lost the pecfect roseleal
tiut ol youth, if the rippling mass¢u of

auldenn brown hair lacked some ef the
vigour and sheen of bygone days, yet her
steadfast grey cyes shone from beneath
their dark straight brows as clearly, and
as truthfully as before, her montlh, rather
large, with a welldefined Cupil's bow,
hud kept its- own sweet strong curve,
and  the
face was unchanged,

deticate contour of her oval
A few lines certain-
Iy marked her forehead, accentuated the
firm set of lier lips, but these finger
plmt-\ of Time showed only the [‘ltk]\!‘n’
of charueter, and were but the em-
of the unavoidalde troubles and
cares of the paxsing years. Young? No
—she didw't look young,  Bhe looked
her age, thirty and two years, but che
alzo ]uuke-l what she was, a true and
perfect English gentlewoman.

That  wouldl have been Chnstupher
Fyerards verdict and yours, and mine,
but Phoele only saw a woman, past her
youth, but ot past her feelings, a hesi-
tating. ahnest timid woman, Jonging for
the happiness which appeared to ke with-
in her veach, yet feaving to streteh out
her hand te grasp it.

She shook her head slonly, then as
the little elock on the mantelboard
tinkted out five o'clock, in lingering, de-
liberate chimes, she crossed over to the
tea table, and the bright culonr dyed
her cheeks as almost at the same instant
the thrill of the electrie bell purred up
from the ball. Christopher was not only
a soldier, and therefore presumably
bound to be punctual, bnt Christopher
was Christapher, and would come at the
time he had appoeinted.

Fifteen years, hiteen soild years since
that golden summer-time when he was on

_six months teave home irom India, a lad

of thiree and twenty. They had loved each
ofler then, why was ne word spokent?
Nou special reason, just the trend of cir-
eumstances. The summer waned and the
boy returued to his regiment, and the
girt “exme out,” and life looked diflereat
to both from what it did in the green
lanes of Gloncestershire, and though they
wrote to each sther, the letiers ot fewer
and fewer until they ceased altogether,
the cares and pleasures of this world, and
the deceitfulness of riches intervened.
Christopher pursued his sterm mistress
Duty nunder the Eastern skies till she
changal her name to Fame, Phaoele
“smited and smiled and did not sigh*
and rejected muitor after suitor, till now
he wag a bronzed, grey-haired Colonel,
with V.C. and many another initial after
his mame, and sbe was the passee wealthy
wontan, owner of houses gnd lands, and
chaperoning a pretty young niece this
season, who now having met her old Inver
at a Foreign Ollice party a week ago,
stood waiting fer him to eome to her.
The spray of roses “im remembrance’
telling her very well for what, A, me,
those Jacqueminot roses—how well she
recollected the way they wreathed the
sule doar opening  on the terrnce at
Count<thorpe, the place where “gaod-
bye” hwd been  sald- amd how their
mu-ky mellow sun-warmed fragranee had
fiiled the air.  Hoses and  sunshine—
canld they indeed be for hec?

Uamiplete silence followed the purring
thrill of the bell, surely her men-servants
bad never befure becn so long in usher-
ing up a visitor. Another purrr, ac-
tuully Christopher had been obliged to
ring twice. At last the door apened,
and as she turned towards it, half ad-
vancing, half henitatingly shrinking baclk,
she heard, as in a dream, Alfral's voice
aunounyving  “Lady  Horsbam” and

straightway fell into the embrace of &
volumincus, voluble, extremely deaf old
iady, who forthwith ensconced hersell
by the table, and poured forth a flcod of
questions at the top of her voice.

Aechanically Pheebe made and poured
out the tea, answering at random when-
ever she eould get in a word—it was,
perhaps, fortunmate that Lady Horsham
was deaf, selfish, and inatlentive, keep-
ing her ears strained for the sound of
the bell. Presently it thrilled, purs-r-r-r,
why wan he so late? What would Lady
IMursham say? And whep would she go?
Again Alfred’s voice, this time announc-
ing “Mrs and Aliss Carmichael” What
had happened? It was impnssible to ask,
ali she could do was to greet her unwel-
come guesis, and resign herself to mok-
ing the best of matters. No use trying
to listen for the electric thrillings now.
Mra Carmichael screaming at Lady Hor-
sham, and Lady Horsham yelling at Mra
Carmichael would have drowned the
passing of a fire engine. More friends
dropped in.  An old wucle, a young cousin,
five or six people were in the room, and
Fhoebe fervently regrctted she had ar-
ranged for Elsie Dormer to he conveni-
ently absent. By the time the cups had
been swice emptied, the scones and iced
fruit done ample justice to, the last new
book glanced at, the wast new play criti-
cised, the last “om dit” discussed, and
Phoebe was alone again, the Little clock
liad chimed hali-past aix.

How hot the room was, how tired she

feli. What had possessed her to give
Simmends that messaget Christopher
had mot come, how huomiliated, how

humbled to the dust, what, in short, whai
a fool she felt. It's all very well to
shake your head at the gracious reflee-
tion of yoursell in a mirror, to play with
your heart, and to womder whether you
will say “Yes,” and to pretend your
puitor capnot care for an okl maid, but
it’s quite “une auire paire de bottes”
when the sail suitor does not keep hia
tryst, and you find yourself in the me-

. morable predicament of Miss Baxter who

“refused 8 man before he ax’ed her”

‘Wearily she laid her head againet the
frame of one of the open windows, little
pulfs of warm summer air played
through her hair, and the coomng of ihe
wool pigeons in the park fleated im, in
recurrent monotony. A grent longing
for silence, for coulness and peace, and
the deep woods of her beloved Counts-
lhorpe, where “ the gardens and the fal-
lant walks stand dressed  in living  green'
tnme wpon her. Hhe woull leave Lon-
don, and love, and Christopher, and go
hack to her home and learn mense; as
for going out to the Npeaker’s party to-
night, such a thing waa out of the ques-
tion, for Christopher would be there.
fo far had she got in her melancholy re-
verie when Flsic came quickly into ihe
room—a vision of youth and brilliance
aml happiness, and gave her & kiss and
a loving hug.

_J

“ Ob, Aunt Phocbe,” she cried, *“ he will
be at the Speaker's to-night—and—and
he raid he wanted to have a talk with
me, en the Terrace, if he might,” And
Phoebe kuew she had to pick wp ber
lead again, howeveP nch it might bhurt
her shoulders, and take. thia railiang
young creature to meet the ™ he” of her
heart-—Lonl  Carstang~ whe was ouly,
waiting for the opportanity to propose.

“You lovk very done, o gir},* quoth
Elsie when, aiter twenty iminutes’ harp-
ing on * he,” she bad a thought te spara
for any other subject. *.Just yon lia
back in that chair, and nap till dress-
ing time, whilst [ enter the cards—thatll
keep me quiet.®

She settlel Phoebe in a deep chair
with a pile of cushiens, and proceeded to
fetek the eards, which Lad been left dur-
ing the afterncon, and to enter them im
the calling boek, with a running com-
mentary on each in an undertone.

“Marguis and Marchioness of Browna«
mount—with an At Home for Thursday
-—that’s all righi. Jiss Jocelyn—iabby
-—glad we missed yow., Um—um—CUaps
ftain Pruoo—let me see. Vicomte . de
Hersi—dear, how tiresome.”

Phoebe heard it all, like water tink-
ling & long way off.

“Mrs. Unckrane—Mrse. Brett—Lord
and lLady Savamage. Oh, Captain Ceeh-
Tane— how gtupid of people mot tn keep
their cards together — perhaps it wam
Simmonds. Sir Arthur and Lady
¢Iyffe — Colenel Everard—--7 Elsie's
voice didn't seundd far away now, it was
maore like a trumpet singing in Phoebe's
ears.

* Colonel Everand,” she exclaimed in-
ereilulously, strnggling out of the deep
ehair and feeling abnormally whie awaka
—** Colonel Eserardt* -

Elsie held wp a eard in confirmatien,
and Photbs rang the bell with somg
energy, and demanded of the fostman
at what time Colonel Everard had cailed,
and why he hait not been shown up.
Alfred looked respectinlly aggrieved.

“ Colonel Frerard valled at five prompt,
Miss”" he replied, ** just before Lady Hor-
sham. Mr. Xammaonds, he said 1 wasn'd
to forget, if Colonel Everard came to
tea, you were not at home, and 8¢ I
toll him.”

“That will do--it’s all right, thank
you, Alfred,” said Phoebe in a very sub.
dued voice. “ Flzie, dear, do go and ge§
dresed—1I’Il finish the ecards” But hen
niece onee out of lhe rgom, Phoebe sweph
all the enrds—except one—into an igs
nominious heap in a china iy, and
stood by the writing table a prey io sun-
dry aml diverse thoughts. Gone wasg
the headache, gone the longingy fon
Ceuntsthorpe, gone the “ O for the winga
of a dove” feeling, for had not Christow
pher come after all, as he had said he
would? Wonnded pride, sliphted affees
tion, mortified vamity, vanisbed A3 «
walch in the pizht. = Bid dreams ilepary
and phantoms Ay "—but then—in vulgal

THE BATH FOR TENDER FEET.

Tired, Tender, Aching or Oﬂenslve Feet are instantly relieved
by a Bath containing a few drops of * Condy’s Fluid.” .

Dr. Tanner,
Practice of Medicine,” says:

“Condy's Fluid.”

in his World-famed Medical

work: *The

‘“As a wash for offensive feet
*Condy's Fluid’ should be used,”
“Condy’s Fluid" Is sold by all Chemists and Stores.

Beware of Imitations.
Inpist on having

5nbsl.itutea are inferior in composition and strengthe



