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When the Lobtdon senson Is at s
hoeight the town usually wears a far
more brillinnt and animated appear-
ance than at other periods of the
vear. There is that frisson of gaiety,
uf brillianey. And this 15 patural
#nough for, apart from the ever re-
current fentures of the first few weeks
uf the Hoglish snmmer, the parks
and gardens of the Metropolis in their
sutnimer dress, and the pleasant sun-
shine which idealises the prospeet and
transforms  this work-a-day Capital
into a veritable city of dreams, it is in
May and June that foreign royilties
and wealthy seions of the Trans-At-
luntic race visit London.

It was a nmer which was more
than ordinarily importaut ; a great
colebention was  under weiph, A
manarch whose reign had never been
cclipsed for grandeur in the world
wist Leing fetel by her people. The
streets were thronged : in the even-
ings all vehicular traffie had to be
stopped in order that the pablic might
walk abaut in pence and admire 1he
Aecorations, the iHuminated stars and
devices in front of the buoildings;
royal earviages dashed by in theearlier
bearing foreign royal-
ties and attaches, and Iadian princes
in white and gold head-gear.

l.ondan seemmeill for once te liave
really risen to i sense of its own im-
portance, its own magnificence, Iven
the poets who like to ddveam in fhe
areeen solitude of Saint James's Park,
where the naise of the trathe comes
subdied, and  where the meditative
cow stamls lasking theughifully out
from the Hpring Gardens entrance at
the green expunse aml at the phssers-
iy, even they were for the nonce
forced to recognise that something
nnusuul wax astir,

In affice, In the busy, mmmnituous
world of palities, there was but little
1ime for dreams, awd yet that after-
waoon in June as Stunrt Roekhampton
walked out of the House of Commons
and erossed Ol Poalace Yard, lighting
a vigar, where policemen sainted him
il where  several  eivilinns  raised
their hats. and os he proceeded to
where his brouggham was waiting.
something conmpelled him te look back
into the summer of ten years ago.

What was it which dragged him out
of that rather self-centred view of the
world, which forvesd him to look for a
moment away from that decade of
Iaborions days, of days in o library or
in his place in D'arlinment or on an
electioneering platform ?

It was as though a voice ordered
him te turn rowul figuratively oad re-
examine that past.

“You must look back. it said. “1t
is jruportant that you should. It Is
June rain aad the Aceademy is open
el the apera s in full swing, while
Tilawe grder ure seented, and  the
world is pussing happy— just as it was
when ten years ago you allowed your-
self to dream.’”

And as he reached his brougham he
far the moment forgat his nain points
in the debate thuat night. and the
thrend of discourse he wiak To give on
Hichelien as the tragedy writer and
litterateur; instead of the present, the
figrures, the lamdscapes, the hopes, the
fbeals of that other tine w.ore thrust
into his view. .

Certainly it was not 1ie okl musi-
n, who was pl ng UWhen ()tht_’r

Mo L dyspeptic Hute nesr yruhilie
1o which had ennsed that harking
hark. Tt was not e seeoe of the
statues, the purden, the prey pilvs_ of
Westutinster, or the fogres pissing
i whivh sat pretty  women which
ol openvd the ald doarway of which
e had ineygrined the key vwas o<t

The how was it ¥ He hil lighted
Nig cignr and had made up his miod
tu walk instead of driving hame where
work awaited hinn So he meeely told
the footiian thad he =hanld not re-
e the enrringe.

1 seven ax usanl”t he sailds
“Yoes, air” siid the servant.

Then be strabled post the Beaconss
fioll stntue towards Yietoria atreet,
refleeting that thougl e Tiad gof ow.
thasgh he hacd not opeaed Bis bhoaoks
[T yet mayhe thal was only be-
etine wealth bad come, hecanse unlike

others whao had striven, alus ! in vain,
he haet not been ealled away., There
waoulkl have been that same life and
Lustde  amd turinoil, the crowd in
shops, the shouting, the far away
eri whether he had lived or died.
And in the midst of that souvenir
there eame hack recollections of an
nld garden, of Paris, of early strug-
wles, and of a young girl whaose fea-
tures he remembered as well as
though he had studied her photograph
every duy since thai time.

“It Adrienne had only thought dif-
ferently,” he said, and he said it with
a sigh,

II.

lovolunturily he found himsell going
back there into that old time, steal-
ihg odd moements for a fresh glimpse
of those distant days since the passing
of whieh he had seen so much, lived so
much and so ardently, rushing for-
ward to a great position, holding a
high place in the national council
chamber,

He heul thought that it was all bur-
ied, that he would never dream again;
yet it seemer as theugh some soften-
ing sentiment, as fairy-like as 1 mist
from the sea, ‘had come in to change
his resolution, to urge him to find
something more in that bygone than
a mere nudlens of regret, 8 forcing-
honse of melancholy.

Every thing had been representetd
there; he saw farmhonses, old country
widles, country roads with primroses
and Dbluelells bordering the land on
either side. and old tunes czme back.
tunee which were ont of the fashion
new.

Or in his place in the house there
came back s.me old chance triviality
ant of the old days. and he would make
a peneil mark on his papers in the
interest and exeitement of the moment.
But it was a time surely to forget those
things when the pation was en fete,
when the cavalry was tiding through
the streets amid the blare of trumpets.
when a great qgueen was being  ae-
claimed. .

If he had sat doewn in the railway
carringe of life face to face with a
regret, if he had never married though
he was forty, if he would never see
voungsters of his own, yet the world
nevertheless had been tolerably kind.

It was in his old student days that
he had first seen Adrienne, at a time
when he was emerging from his chry-
salis state, when the few friends whom
he could bonst predicted a great future.

“But.” they said, “you must get
known,*

A few articles in the press, an his-
torival disquisition had brought him
nnear the notics of a wealthy amadeur,
a writer on kindred subjects. Lord
I’rymont had expressed o wish to meet
him. *le is & thinker,” he had said.

Yo it ‘had happened that at a soiree
uf a learned society, a friend, Aynton,
a Glasgow man, had come up to Stuart

tockhampton who in woments of dis-
enchuntinent haed  imugined that he
wauli! never be able to make his name,
it he would be smotherad in the
pressiure, and said:

- art, old fellow, 1 have some-
thing whirh muy be usefnl to you,
and which T am sure will he useful to
the other man too”

“What is it? he asked,

“Lord Pyrinont, you see the old man
over the w with a blne ribbon rouml
NMis neck: -wishes to e introduced to

ou.™

*Is that so?”

“Yes, my dear fellow, 1 mean it
He read vonr article and wants to have
a talk.”

And Stoart allowed himself to he
comnducted towards the “old gentleman
with the hlue riband round his neek.”
¢n route his friend saying: “le w
do mueh for you, my deac fellow, if
you onee get into the swing.”

Lord Pyrmout proved to be a man
of Jarge ideax. l}e talked long with
Stuiert, amd asered him politely that
ke (I’yrmont) was only a beginner in
that beaneh of  politien]l knowledge
which Stunrt had denlt with so ad-
miirsbly.

1 wish, Mr. Roekhapten!'” he said
at parting, “that we could finish our
talle under less crowded conditions,
You ecould ussist me toa with severnl
jroimts of gomething 1 oam about just
now. Have you nny sjpre  time?

Coulil you cmiue and gee ey

- ment. brought

“] should be pleased,” maid Stuart,
“hut "

“Ah, you will come! I'm sure that
you with Let's see, to-day ia Tues-

day. Come on Thursday, will you,
and Juneh with vs at a quarter to
one™

IIL.

In those days, when he was still
in the ante-room of fortune waiting
for the door to be opened and for
hiz name to be called, lie lived in &
quarter of the town held in but low
estimation by those who lead.

It was south of the Thames in a
dim region of docks, of lodging houses
and guaint and narrow streets in
which the vailway company thought it
bad a right to lay lines, for goods
trucks escaped out ot neighbouring
yards were to be met in the thorougi-
fares parleying with milk caris, re-
sembling in proportion elephants foot-
ing it among a drave ol axs's

e livred there because it was cheap
and not too far away. He could see
Vauxhall Bridge und a guaint pano-
raina of old buildings and towers, and
the since dismantled Conviet Prison at
Millbank and Donlton's TPottery
Works from the window of his sitting-
room, a room littered with papers and
bhooks, :

I'he cale which he took outside his
chambers on the following ‘l'hursday
took him into quite a ditferent dis-
trict, It did not seem to be the same
eapital. i

lLord Pyrmont aived in 'aik Lane;
hix was a magnificent house, the win-
flows of which overleoked the Park.
It was about twenty minutes to ona
when be went up the steps and rang
the bell.

In the gld style drawing-room, white
aml gold with pastoral frescoes, into
which he was shown, he was soon
joined by his host who wrre a scarlet
geraninm in his grey frock coat, He
came forward eagerly.

“T am very glad to se: you,” he
said cordially, “* very glad indeed.”

They had fallen into a conversation
ou general subjects, and the old noble-
man pointed out one or two pictures
of interest in the room. The sound
of summer came through the window
and a puff of hot air from a winter
garden at the other end of the apart-
with it the secent of
many flowering plants. And the
Baron began to speak of the old days.
of what bad been in that past inte
the mysteries of which they were both
peering. The old arms on the walls,
the piclures of Lancret and Watteauy,

with their azure and white effects our -

of Arcadia, the few ancient volumes
which his host showed him after they
had entered a side library, gave Rock~
hampton much to think about, much
which would remain in the memory.
They were living in a later age—an
age however when thought was active
and all comprehending, amd though
he stood outside the charmegd cirele
¥et there was in that glimpse back.
something so thrilling, there was
something so important in looking ar
objeets which had been owned by
peaple who understood the world and
life. who had glanced out of palace

windowsa and taken it all in, that he
felt appeased.

The Baron was {urning over a vo-
tume three hundred years old in
which the learned monk Alvariua haa
recorded bis impressions, when the
door opened and a footman appeared,

* His Lordship is served,” he aaid.

Lord Pyrmont took his guest's arm
and they walked through a suite of
apartments to the dining-room which
was 8 magnificent chamber.

There were two people in the room
when they entered besides the foot-
men, and he heard as in a dream the
Itaron saying :

“You have not met my daughter,
1 will make the introduction. Ad-
rienne, this is Mr Stunrt Rockhamp-
ton, a student of history, and a preat
politician if 1 mistake not. Mr Rock-
hampion, my daughter, Miss Morning-
tower."

There was also an old lady in black
present, who was introduced, but he
searcely heard her name or her re-
mark :

*You must have studied much.”

He had only eyes for the young girt
who was tall and seemed to blend the
extreme grace of a Frenchwoman with
Saxon fairness and Danish blue eyes,

Tt was rather a gilent repast at first;
then Adrienne let drop an observatien
about a horse, and said something
about an imvitatien which ghe wished
{0 accept.

“Tut you will he at Baden then
with me,” said her father,

* Oh, of course, 1 forgot,”
plied.

she re-

Iv.

Looking back at that time, Stuart
found excuses for his aspivations.
Adrienne had seemed to him io re-
present all that was most beauiiful in
the world, Te look back was as sad
as re-examining a mind's eye picture
ot a country road, of a park in sum.
mer, of a quaint old countryside. Il
was a thought which came back at all
times on odd Saturday afternccns, and
it always brought with it the semi-
mocking reminder that though he had
found sueeess he had not found happi-
ness.

After lunch, and after a chat with
her father ahout the book on which he
wag engaged, he had lef1, though not
hefore seeing her again when he was
leaving ; she was crossing the hall
drgéssed for a drive. She eame up and
said :

“ Are you going so soon ?

*¥es, T think wyour father bas told
me all that he wished.”

*{Oh! Liut yon are surely coming
again M ’

“T hope s0,”

“ Bnt doo’t only hope, Come.”

“ Thank you so much,” he said.

That was the banal all, and it was
not much.

But the footman was holding the
door open, anid Madame Ernestine waus
watting to accompany her charge un
that drive,

“Well, good-bye again.” she sa'd
pleasently, holding ot her gloved
Lagal, = Ton't let father lameni too
much over (ueen Marie Antoinette in
f1is work.”
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