Silence is Gold.

By KEITH BOYCE,

FARLY all the peeple asked to
Mrs Peyton's dinner awl bridwe
kuew that the Grahams and Ay
Archibull Exver Yorke Webster
were to mevt There, The Grahams kaew
it, awl were a3 much amused as the
re<t. Mns Tevton, “of course, was iZ-
norait of the previous encounter be-
twern thene and Yorke-Webster, for she
Lad bern away two months; and besides
unle-s  Alrs CGraham tokl her, neo one
wouid do it. for Yorke-Wehater was her
: »he had introdoced him into Lhe
It sesms she had known him, ov
family. in England; amd when he
capie over. in some soti of well-conneri-
e hasiness vapacity, she first asked him
to stay at her howse, and then got him
to take a little furnished cottage neav
her in the Purk., He had the Eoglsh-
aan's preference for the eountry, anl
ihe Park boasts good gulf, teunits aml
other exercizez, Them Mre Peyton wens
4n Canada, first asking several people 10
cull on Yorke-Webster, Mrs Peyion hal
a genins for blomders. It could never
have wen guessed from ber sveount ot
him that ithe Engliehman cousidered his
i ours a lot of meddlesome sabur-
Danthies, and that he was far from want-
ing any of them to eall
The tirahams were the firet to ge.
Mr: Graham told the story with quiet
amusement to a few people, and it had
gone the rounds. TRy and I Jropped
in one afternoon after a walk; I sup-
pore it wmight Bave lwey half-past eix

or 80. We were shows into the dining-
reom. In the dining-room sat Mt Yorke-
Iebster, His valet-butler gave him our

darde. He rose, came forwari Lolding the
cards, bowed, murmured som ‘thing abant
dintez and hoping to bave the pleasurs
of calling on uws svan—amn! in two min-
wles we found ourselves oulsude the door.
He hasn't called.?

The two months had paszed and Yorke-
‘Webater had not called on the Grahams.
QOther people were a little shy of wisit-
jng him. &mly two or three had met
him, Now about thirty had been avked
to Mra Peyton’s dinner, and the Fug-
lisharmu™s debut was awaited with muei
intercet.

He wax a tall, thin man, tetween
thirty aud forts, with rather stooping
shoillers, exegluz-es, 3 droaping mous-

che, tald temples. and a general look
bl refined deway.  Mrs Deyton. a big
brevzy woman with a gift for trampling
over people’s small peculiarities, present-

el him cheerily 1o one persom  after
anather.  One after ancther tried 3o
tilk to him. There wrre a number of

Very amuasing women, too—clever ones,
used to making thems<elves agreeable,
used al:0 Ly some recogmition of thewr
sliity anl good will, XNooe of them

Fot any recoguition from Yorke-Webster,
us they found on comparing noles after-
ward, or indead, ad it was easy to sea
at the tine, e would stand, stooping
a little, but without any attention or
deference in the stoep, lovking atihem
through his eyeglasces, towching the
ends of his monstaclhe with a deliwate
foretinger and thumb—un-myling, mono-
syllabic.  "Yes?  Really ?  Can't say,
Tha sure” That sort of thing was aH
he sxid—at least in the moments before
dinner, The trahams were twenty nun-
utes late, as Mrs Giraham's sister, Mary
Allizon, had iissed the train.  When
they finally came in and Yorke-Webster
way presented, he bowed gravely, as
though he kad never seen them belore.

There was curicsity as to his placing
at table—rather, as to the persons who
were to have +he doubtful honour ot
siting mext Iim. It wonld have been
just lika Mrs Peyton to rive him Alice
Graham to take in.  But no, another
Foung married woman, selected for her
pecallar viva.ity and glibness, received
hiz elbow; aud on his eother side sat
Mary Allison.

This was, for the rest of the party,
Rs entertaining a eombination as could
have been desvised. Foriunately there
was nothing to, obstnet the view. Mra
T'eyton believed in every one talking at
onve to every one elze, The room waa
liglited from the cornice, and the only
decoration ol the table was a thing in
majolica which she walled her “ltaliam
garden,” and which held flowery in &
formal flat design, In the babble of
tongues led by the hestem it was mpos
sible to Lemr what was said acrosa the
table. But Mrs Learya spirited attack
on the Roek of Gibraltar was to be
ob=erved of all. She was known as the
most constant amd amusing tatker in
the Park. She opened with a broadside
from her sparkling Black eves, actom-
panied by & ranning fire of witty isoon-
sequences.  Graduslly ber beavy puma,
one by one, were bronght inte action—
ler profile, her evelashes, her very lovely
jewelled hands. her gift of flattery, her
best stories. It was even known wheu
she brought up the reserves, and as a
forlorn bope wsed all her sharpoess—
aud she bhad an intuitive aim for a weak
spot. And through it all the Rock stood,
or sat, there apparently wronsciouws
of the assault, calmly eating hm din-
ner, Tepiving most  briefly, with  the
coolewt of plinces, Mrs Leary did nog
even get A foothold. Her cheeks mountel
Aaming colours, but not of triumph.
Finally. she confeswml her rout, retreat-
ed, Lorse, foot, and artillery, in eonfu-
eion,. aud at the roast turned to the man
on her other cide, showing the white
flag of surrender, & sudden pallor of in-
ten~e irritution.

This leit Gibraltar quite solitary, for

.y

¢t cncionity me ta hig placing ne table—rather, aa o the perscug whe

wire {u kdod fhe dowbiful Aonwur uf witting arat A’

Mary Allizon™s white shouller had been
ateadily turned to him, and costimued to
be. It might have been, of conrre,
that ghe disiiked his behaviour to her
sister, and meant to wnud hin; but she
was =0 much given to putiing people off
unintentionally that it woas & problem
whetlier she ever meant it or not. Mary
Allison never talked, At most she list-
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and he did the same, They sat side by
side withont exchanging a werd for soma
liflerm minutes, -
Mury locked wzulmly absent-mind

Her large blue eyes roved slowly over
the table, and the animated e:swd. Somes
timies these eyes expres<sed a « i
oxity, vr wonler. Ther were mnever
sharp.  Often, os now, they were a lim-

“He would stend, stooping a Littk, touching the cnde o his uiowstache ilh & .
doticate forefinper.®

ened, with a greater or lesser inlerest,
the real degree of which was  always
frankly indicated, She had beea list-
cning Bow to Latham, who osnally talk-
ed horse or dog, and who keew what he
was talking about. Mary sometimes
drove ker brother-imlaw’s four-ia-hand,
the could munage the Grahams by tour-
ing-ear, too, Hhe was physically very
autive, but danced badly, and was awk-
ward though etfective at temnis. he
played a very good game of bridge, and
not a bad oue of billiards.  She waz not
wnpopular, though she hal no  social
amali change. She was not supposed ta
be “deep.” £he mever said elever things,
When there wad nothing to do. she sim-
Py sak in a silence that was sometimes
dull and spmetimes luminous, and look-
«d with her large, rather vague eyes at
the people about her or ai nothing.

Putiing Mary nexi to Yorke-Webster
meant probably a charitable intention on
the part of Mrs. Peyton, whoe was full
of misdirented zeal.
even of representing to Yorke Webster
that he ouyht to marry Mary, who was
“guch & nice girl, and had not & pemny.”
For several years Mary, who was now
twenty-seven, had been on Mre. Peyton’s
mind.  She felt there was no reason Why
Mury should not marry well, except
that she would take wo interest in it
Afrs. Peyton was one of the pegple who
admired Mary’s looks, her ample atyle,
whirh generally was somewhai dispar-
ared a8 “not exactly girlish”

tiirlish Mary was not,  Bhe was big—
a hiz frame, an effect of solidity, atmest
stolidity. It was reproachiully sald of
her that she had no nerves. If she had
a <onl or a heart, some rasual eforts had
failed to lovate them.  She bhad a robust
inexpressive affection for her family and
for a few people who “did not bother™
Ler.  She had some wery good friends
among men., Coquetry she had none,
ani probally never had wished to matry
or »he would have done so—bwing & very
practical person, in spite of her vague
Py 8. ,
Ua the svening of the dinrmer she was
Inoking unusually hamisome in sa old
black velvet drems Whick showed white
at the peama, but set off ber colourimg
of “barbaric peart amd gold® An  she
sat snd as Yorke Weleter #lcoped she
wan half & bead taller tham be.
talk shifting from lefi to right, she did
not turn to him, but merely presented
hier rather remarkable profile, something
like that of the commereial Liberty; and
she mat placidiy eaiing ber roast Wurd,

$he was capable

The .

pid blank. What she was thinking of
when <he looked like this no one epuld
tell.  Ii she were asked, she said “Noth«
jng.” Probably it was the truth,
Yorke-Web<ter alsn seemed cal/m and
eontented. The food was uncommonly
good, and be was enjoFing it, but he did
rot touch the wine, which wa= only faix
in ruality. Assuredly he had the rec
epect of a person trained in taste, able
to select the best and resolved not to
put up with anything less. As to mam-
ners—well, ke was known to have said
to Mrs. Pevton, " (f course, you kmew,
vou Americans are not e¢iviised,” and
she had cheerfully agreed with him. If
he had said, and he probably had—"Of
wour=, you know, all women are fools,*
she would have agreed with hm nooe
the less. She could give up her entira
rave, or Bex, to scorn and contumely,
without minding it a bit, and wouid
even include herself. Certainly no per-
ron with small wanities or susceptibili-
ties eould have got on for a moment
with Yorke-Webster, and she got om
with him beautifully. the adinired his
manner, even. And in & Way she wag
right. He had distinction. amd the sort
of smoothness of surface whica much

. friction imparts to a naturally hurd subr

stance. Evidence of his taste. of couree,
was his liking Mrs. Pexton, He said of
her that she "had sizle” He was

to may almost the same thing of Mary,
Allison. What e Qid say, cautiously,
was: " Really, she o't bad style”

It was possible alwiost to know tha
exact moment when this impression was
made ypon Yorke-Webster. Aiter Mary'a
ruminating silence had endured for &
yunarter of an hour end gave no aigm .ot
cuding, he lovked at her, looked again,
and finalty addressed a question to her.

“Er—do you live here?”

“Qh, mo,* she said, turning her head
and looking down on hitn ineuiringly,

“Ah—visiting??

*Yes. My sister over there” And
she indicated Mrs. Ciraham, who wad
eaught watching them gleefully,

“Ah, yes. Nice Jittle place, this” he
saidd. -

“Very.”

Mary helped hersell liberally to salad
—she wat ealing her way steadil
through the menw, Yorke Webster toc
a spocafual, . "

“Tnvarialle American ecustom,” he ob-
perved,  “FRalad after meat—and every«
thing under heaven, even mugar, I bes
Tieve. in the walad. Chly thing 1 don"§
like in this house—except the winet



