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Our common Joys, O what are they 
. 'fho brightest and the best; 

OTiey gjttd us In our busy walks. 
Are with UB when we rest. 

An angel band, they hover 'round, • 
In walking and In dream. 

And o'vo our hearts in saddest hours 
They she<l u golden beam. 

jQtir common joys, O what arc they 
But blesslnjjs felt within. 

Woe smallest deed of goodness done 
Amid a world of stn? 

SMie mite We give the child of want. 
The sllghti st word of chwr 

1Thut lifts u lu-urt.wlth HUIIUW Ouvviil 
Or dried u falling tear 

Our common joys. O what un- they'' 
The prlcehma pearls and &i>id 

IWhlch memory sifts upon the h«-urt 
Wb«n life Is growms old. 

Tilt* thought that we have irvasurt-d up— 
Wlifn- naught ran strni away 

TT*he consi-fuuimt'tt* of IIUIIK; good 
With every passing day 

1 —C. L>. Stuart, in N. V. Ledger. 
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er than that oho needed more of it. 
' The thought was present with htm In 

the pauses of b is work, In hie Journeys 
to and from town; he grew more re-

j served, and less hopeful, losing buoy-
1 ancy dally. 
I In this way the breach widened, and 
, a crash became Inevitable. 
I One night he returned, after nearly 
| a week's absence, only to tell her that 

he was starting for Kdlnlmrgh two 
| days later Her senae of Injury culmi

nated, and she, ai laat. gave It vent in 
no very measured terms. She said 
many things bitter for lorn Vane to 
hear and in remember Hhe told hliu 
that she had luanied him under u girl
ish Illusion, before »h>- knew what life 
meant, she also spoke of her aspira
tions, and of her individual develop
ment. Finally, she begged for free
dom, that she might live her life, that 
nhe might realize hei self Mow far 
she understood her own meaning was 
doubtful. He heard her patiently to the 
end She saw that be was deeply 
moved, whether with pain or anger she 
could not tell 

"You must be mad," he said, when 
nhe paused, "but It shall be as you 
wish. Certainly, I will not detain you 
against your.will ." Then he had left 
her abruptly; the blow had fallen upon 
bun when he was wearied both physi
cal^ and. .menially. 

Later he had come but K and put be-
fure her, as a brother or a friiiul might 

doll". the Ureti levnhle i olise 
of her art, but h*- bad not 

Influence ui jn-i -Mi.ule her 
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'U l t to 
The too familiar words. "Declined; 

"Wi'h thanks " however unpleasant to 
receive, are *< urcely supposed under1 

<irdlnaty clrcumntaini - to excite de-1 
epalr. Hornetl.ing. huwever, akin to 
that passion wns legible upon the face 
ot Klsa \ a tie. as she j»ui Irving to mas
ter their i urt slgnithaui >• ' 

They were written upon a sheet of 
Barge notP-paper bearing In print the 
address of the offices of the London 
Month On the table lay a torn enve
lope, directed with deil-dve c l earness '„ , , t 
dn the same hand to ' Mrs Thus Vane, w , , , 
Ubo Elms. Stamworth. Surrey." 

There were no signs, however, of the 
visual MS . hut beside the envelope lay 
at few Bprig^ of dried lavender There 
could be no mistake She, Klsa, was 
(Mrs. Thomas Vane, she knew with too 
£reat certitude whose liund had writ
ten those words, uud she was sitting 
dn the dining-room of "The Elms, 
Stum worth." 

It was a pretty, home-like room, I gone, she busied herself with Iter prep-
end the table was laid daintily for her, arations. collecting a few treasures, 
solitary breakfast. She poured herself, her own special property She tried to 
Out a cup of lea, and drank It. but she f e e l some Kindness, some foretaste of a 

- I'aliurifss exasperated hei and al 
niKh growing ratloi frigliii-u'd at 

. ili-tlnin-ne.4t whli h ht-r ib-ilie had 
i en she would Hot 'liaw li.uk 
Finally be had t caned till argument 

il i d I ' l l ' l T ' i i M i l l W i l l i I I I . B.I Uie 
• i: '.•• i: I •• > u t h e •• . inV- in,- h m l i.f 

i. e. out lii i wi.ib He li.nl .̂ u^ 
• I t'l.it ul Miii at am rati .ih" 

• • l id f e ' l i r U t i l f ie l H ' l l l t s In iilrie a l 
• • , ' , . . . . . S I . • , I . I . 

' v% J. 11 !'. \f.i -, in 
in ^i n o I I I H I u i i i ' l 

l l I I n - i- III) I l ine 
cr . lMlul I a n d f r e e d o m 
ble 

She ventured no further opposition 
'i ti- nex; day h« Wtut to town as usual 

he wen in remain that nlglil in Lou-
dou. starting on the fullnvv lug after 
timm for the North Theii farewell 
was quite unemotional, he hud the 
ti ad.initial horror of a m ene and she 
was thoroughly subdued Alter he was 
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!.•• N n r i h f . i l u r e 
l u l l i i w l.iit In ' 

In MII ui i fix h e r 
a s f a r u s p o s e l -

Strive to be to him the help and com
panion that be needed. She laid bare 
the doubts and distrust of the past 
months, and the revival of the truth 
in her heart through the old letters. 

As she wrote, it seemed to become 
clear that she had never seriously In
tended to leave him. development that 
could lead a woman away from the 
mini to whom she had sworn fidelity 
could be nothing but a false growth. 

The gjme had been "dangerous." If 
it had been any one but Tom!. But, 
vvlili bun. now ibat she had owned 
heiseif In the wrong she had no fear. 

Win ti hei leitei waM finished, she he-
thought h»-1 of the lavender, she folded 
li vviiiiin i he ribet-t and added a post-
ta npt leialling to bis memory the day 
in tin- gaideu when they had plucked 
p lugeiher He had told her that to 
bin imuil she was like it for softness of 
i ulur he could see I he purple shadows 
beneath the greyuess of her eyes Also 
in the endurance of its sweetness it 
was a fitting type of the quiet strength 
of their love, and many other pretty 
thii.gis he had conjured out of the 
homely (lower. Alas' how miserably 
had s h e failed. Novv she Bent It to 
hi in a s a reminder and the strongest 
pleading, stronger than her words could 
be 

She had posted her letter that night, 
nini a l l tlu! at*** . daji p«iU'.„ happtfiy 
abinil* the house, feeling reinstated 

T ben this morning the answer 
li i'i lain upon the breakfast table The 
» : i ' , " l n : i e w i t h t h e il I r— -• lu i ill t h e 
; .i ui *he knew so well and within. 

'.• rti'lieiiti lavender and thone three 
; : > .'IIH HI « ordn 

Mii j , . , - —»-. 1 bi i hands t.j her bu^oni 
ajs -II' I • i alb d t In' pain 

No" 'he lei,.' i n n nl i! was the de-
' . iMiii of hei f.utb. (he irony of the 

• ':! :.ll Uli— i , l ( , r W a n Ml U l l t l . l e t o t h e 

• ..ef .li h '- i b u - ' i a l i d i I n l i n e w h i c h 
.-!•• hid hi'Kbi.l e\eu vs lii'ii she wiu 
i -' ' >'!'i ii'iM- .-ifie was furi't-d soon 
' i ,,i-,- herself, for she fel' clearly 
t' i1 there iniiM be no further delay 
.v MM i uiiiii plead no more, the las ' 
I'M'u'li 'd the fragraine of their love 
w ai ilead and she had nothing to 
urge Tom had flnl»hed the work she 
had b«-gun laken hei at her word 
tin.iilv Sin- had la:! :>are before him 
tin inner saiictuutv and he had look 
ed but k at her scornfully and deris 
Iveh It was a cruel wrong. Beneath 
it, tn» suggestion tiiat she should rf 
tuin lo her aunt's roof be-eame intol 
erahle. she was in tin mood to bear 
yueitum or crltli ism und the avoid-
a m e of scandal bei ame a small mat
ter where all was wrecked She felt 
ui' le.sponslblllty inwards Miss 1'oyutz, 

newspapers. He had *>••• i another 
novel, realistic BJKI ph'KiMi a.r which 
bad been well received, and he still 
edited the London Momh. ohe read 
the book, and Judged that he had de
teriorated. Bhe thought the lone cyni
cal and worldly, and could detect noth
ing favorable to any second overture 
tm her part, had she felt the desire to 
ixiakf- i t . 

For ibe rest, she was utterly alone; 
her <iunt. Miss Poyniz, was dead, and 
tbi- house at Cambridge in the hands 
nr it rangers. That news had reached 
1,. r when in Paris. Since that time 
t-tn- had travelled constantly, studying 
l.uih in Belgium and In Home, until 
hei i est less craving led her back to 
KiiKland She thought she had attain-
i i\ indifference, and bad grown quies-
i »-rjt, hut the vitality of sensation is 
ajji at startling revival, oversetting all 
calculation. 

One afternoon she returned from the 
city with a face strangely moved from 
its usual passivity. She had seen Tom 
Vane In the Strand. She, herself, had 
bfcii unnoticed; she bad watched him 
pans from the doorway of a shop. He 
was very much aged, more than the 
lapse of five years would reasonably 
account for. His beard was gray in
stead of black, and he stooped slightly. 
Klsa watched him until he was put pf 
stght: she-felt a sort -of -rage agatnst 
1I«T fate and against his hardness, 
against the man he was walking with, 
w hich must have been a form of un
reasonable jealousy When disturbance 
has once set in there follows often a 
slight hurrying up of incident—effects 
sinreewl quickly, as small clouds gaih-
eriiig. and t'he swift splash of rain on 
a xiiitrv day Perhaps an unquiet at-
in imphere lends sigrntli ance 'u every 
» liKprr of the cdiuing storm rush A 
fiiiiher stirring ut hushed nieniunes 
l i . i ' l a w a i t e d K l s a V a n e l iefi>re s h e 
i e a . h « - d t h e d o o r o f U l N e a i t h e c o r -
in*.' of <)l.l (Jueer strict a lame boy 
i . l i n i n g .i basket pauweit a few paces 
in hunt of her, and gave In a ru h. 

tw«d t o try »t one time, bnt I nerer b»« j wcmiabe«© yon comatBiog mom mm 
J husband or lover—your most faithful 
friend. 

"All this I say only to set your mind 
at rest, to free you from self-reproach. 
But if, my wife, if your heart should 
desire to cling to me from deliberate 
choice—then—if ever the love of man 
compassedfthe life of a woman, my lore 
shall compass yours. I fear to urge 
you, to put before you the selfishness 
of my great desire. 

"I send you back a part of the lav
ender, a renewal of my faith until the 
days or years of our separation are 
ended, for that in the end you will 
come back to me I feel assured." 

Here the letter broke off suddenly, 
evidently through some Interruption. 

anything accepted.' 
"Perhaps you did not persevere loaf 

enough." 
"Well the last tiling I sent was a 

poem. AH my troubles came upon me 
no', long after, and since that I have 
had no time to think about writing. 
Something very strange happened 
about that poem too." 

"What was that?" asked Elsa, Indif
ferently. 

"A matter in which I have always 
felt guilty, although it was not alto
gether my fault, but 1 will show you 
the paper it is in my desk. I can lay 
my hand on it easily " 

Elsa sat on, listless and idle, while 
Mrs. Crawley was gone in search of 
the paper She expected to be asked. B H O W had ben "added in pencil," now 
to read some verses; it would not have scarcely legible-

t i n II' w 
refu .n 

voice u cry that was almost a 

(pushed the food away untastod. Then possible future awaiting her bui her she was only her grew! aunt. and. so 
ahe returned to the contemplation of heart sank, aspiration seemed dead, long us Klsa could remember, had been 
the Ill-fated wordB. No, there could bo Her thoughts turned persistently to the feehle and querulous, often finding the thai his voice was wearing, although 

ft- ' ' • ' » « ! « „ * l ' - a ! 
•• »- J t - j mf pm cj t» * - B *», frww-n to i i-» * 

Sweet I^a-ven-der. The words died 
awuy with plaintive appeal, for the 
voice, was rarely sweet Klsa was very 
tired, and the tears rose to her eyes 
She stopped and spoke a few words to 
the lavender merchant before she turn
ed Into the gate His face, like his 
voice, was refined. He told her that 
he havd learned h i s cry from an old 
woman whom he used to bear calling 
In the streets, he added, rather sadly. 

too mistake. She held, only too clear-' p a B t and to the present the future 
fty, the clue to their meaning. The evil j Was an utter blank. 
•wrought was beyond remedy, and the Was Tom really as Indifferent as he 
doing of It had been here; yet her un- Beemed» What would he feel when ho 
preparedness had been terrible. next came home—after she was gone' 

She saw there written the ruin of her. He had always seemed glad to come 
OWU life, and of another, which only, home, even last night before 
i a i t n i s b t she had told herself she held doing through the house was a fresh 
snore dear At last she rose and went trial. Hhe was a careful housewife in 
over to the Ore. still holding the paper; I -, 
the sprigs of lavender, also, she had I — =i 
•gathered Into her hand. For a mo
ment ahe looked at theso. aa though 
• h e would have thrown them Into the 
blaze, and so finished their decay for
ever. Instead, she thrust them into 
the bosom of her dress. Then she took 
her accustomed seat In a low chair by 
the hearth. Her husband's chair was 
opposite, and s&e looked at it as 
though Bhe could see there the hand
some, clever face which had fascinated 
tier His nature was so calm -sleepy, 
• h e had called It —she had never lm-
•agiued It possible to anger him beyond 
recall. She had known his love for her 
t o be so deep, even when to herself Bhe 
bad professed to doubt It, that, in 
truth, the Idea of Its failure under trial 
bad never reached her. 

She recalled painfully the Btory of 
Cjbc last two years. Her husband was 
nearly fifteen years older than herself 
Wlen he had asked her to be bia wife. 
B l e talent, hlB acknowledged position, 
bad lent almost the character of con-' 'Shehad seen Tom Vane In the b^rand. 
deBcenalon to the act. Not on his aide; • . . . . . . _ „ . „ „„„„„,>,i„„ 
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S ^ L l L ^ ^ o u ^ r e o ' l n 0 . « " i t S r ^ S u'ndoInT ° ' ^ bun, that ehe ran through his concop- .„ .„ „ w „ , „ . • , „ 
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present-e of her niece a burden. Th« 
life of the outer world touched her but 
faintly . probably, unless her niece re
turned to her roof, alie would never 
fully understand wbar had occurred 

Mrs Vane was scarcely a strong-
minded woman, but she gathered 
strength from a certain persistency of 
will that enabled her to surmount 
wealtne*ss when the need of action was 
dear The beacon lights of aspiration 
had he-come painfully misty, but ahe 
was not lung in forming her plans. 

Hhe could take no help from hei* 
husband, her private Income would 
suffice to keep her from actual want, 
and ahe had education with -she had 
bf-en told some talent, to fall back 
upon She would go to Paris, and 
complete the studies she had begun 
at the Cambridge local school of 
painting, in connei tlun with South 
KenBliiKtun She bad her certificates, 
and she knew the address of a Home 
for Students, to which she had once 
petitioned her aunt to send her There. 
If sho could not be received, she would, 
at any rate, be directed to a suitable 
apparinuent, and to the best studloa. 
She wrote a few lines to her husband. 

' Your reply has convinced me that 
my first Judgment was right, you will 
not be surprised that I have acted 
upon It. I beg to be relieved of all 
offers of assistance.' 

These she Inclosed and sealed, and 
laid the packet where she knew he 
could not fail to soe it on his return. 

No further hesitation or avowed re
grets delayed her preparations; the 
following day she went to town, as the 
first stage upon her Journey. 

he only used It for this trade, he was 
not so young as he looked, and the 
< ry irled It. When Klsa hod turned to
wards the bouse, be paused a few steps 
further on and gave his call twice with 
i lt-ar prolonged sweetness. Elsa felt 
that It was for her. 

Surh peace as she had gained was at 
an end from that day. memory grew 
vivid, quick-fingered, torturing, and 
under this hand her present surround
ings showed repulsive and sordid. The 
sounds from the tavern ground their 
way into ears grown suddenly appre-
vlatlve of only their hideous vulgarity, 
the dally routine of her life seemed 
haruli and unlovely Behind it all, the 
n»nTii'm»nt and sweet-soentedness of 
the homo that had been hers shone far 
away, a ralnbow-tlnted vleta beyond 
the mm ghfan»8 which wire thronged 
and gray-bued She felt Jostled and 
wearied, and upon that mud stained, 
fOK liuien way the cry of the 'avender 
merchant sounded very sweetly, like a 
siitig from home. She listened daily 
for Its recurrence, but it came no more. 
It had been a mere street-cry. crossing 
her life like other Incidents of the 
at reels, piegnant with Impression, but 
It dwelt in her mind with curious per
sistency. 

This limitation of the God-given 
gift of song to the carrying of sweet
ness Into sordid ways, waking Heaven 
knew what memories of pure life In 
tlre-d hearts, grew to her somewhat 
strained imagination Into a parable, 
losing nothing from the unconscious
ness of the singer, and bearing heavily 
upon her own failure; the homely 
sweetness had been hers to disdain 
and cast aside. 

occurred to her that Mrs Crawley 
could write poetry. 

That lady came back shortly, an old 
mahogany desk in her hand. 

"I thought I would bring the desk," 
she explained. "There are two or three 
little things here I mig-ht ask your 
advice about; but this is the paper I 
was referring to, it was Inclosed with 
my returned poem." 

She had been searching among the 
bundles of letters while she spoke; 
now she handed to Elsa an open en- ' 

j velope. - — • -
Mrs Vane took It carelessly, then , 

she gave a little cry, for she saw that 
it had come from the Ixindon Month. 
VViLhin was a short MS. poem and a 
folded sheet She opened the letter 
hastily It bore the date February —, 
1*^ in Tom Vane's band, and was 
i losely written on three sides. There 
was no superscription, but after the 
fi'.^d word she read on eagerly At last 
sin- stood up. holding the back of her 
i hair and looking, almost fiercely, at 
Mrs Crawley 

You ynu have kept this letter for 
Ave years- after reading i t - and know-
niK it was not yours " 

Mrs Crawley glanced up quickly. 
" 1 am not so much to blame as you 

think. We were living in street 
then at our old home When that let
ter came I was lying very 111. my hus
band Just glanced at It. and seeing one 
of my MriS returned, tihrew it aside. 
He always laughed at my uylng to 
write. Afterwards, my little baby 
died It was months before I even saw 
the letter, not till the crash came and 
everything was being turned out for 
the sale, then I found it lying in the 
study among a heap of bills I 
thought I would write then, but I was 
In great trouble and perplexity; some
how 1 put it off and forgot It was six 
monthB old. and I thought If It had 
been of consequence Inquiries would 
have been made; then, later. It seemed 
absurd to rake up the matter. I did 
not know how to account for the de
lay Of course. I was to blame, but I 
never read more than the first few 
lines It suddenly came into my mind 
ti> ntgbt. and I thought there could be 
no harm In "showing It to you after all 
this time I had almost forgotten It." 

Klsa had listened to this explanation 
In perfect BtIllness When Mrs. Craw
ley said that se had not fully read the 
letter, her face showed signs of relief 
Hhe leaned over a little, her outspread 
hand pressed heavily upon the table, 
palm downwards. 

"It was a slight want of honor," sho 
said, quietly, "that was all. I have 
noticed that we women are apt to fall 
In that way towards each other; but 
there wore great excuses. Forgive me. 
If I Bpeak harshly This letter, It is 
mine It was meant for me five yeans 
ago." 

Mrs Crawley sprang up -scattering 
her balls of yarn, and dropping her 
knitting 

"For you—oh! Mrs. Poyntz. May 
God forgive me—can you* Ever?" 

Elsa did not seem to see the out-
etretrhed hands. 

"If you don't mind." she said, meaa-
i urlng her tones, "will you leave me 

alone for a lktle while—quite alone." 

"Oh, my love, think well—something 
more than life Is at stake." 

The whole was finely and closely 
written; the sheet was large and fold
ed in three, the fourth aide was blank. 
Elsa eaw plainly enough how it had 
happened, and in the hurry of the last 
hours among the numberless interrup
tions and distractions of the office, the 
folded sheet had been placed In the 
wrong envelope. She remembered that 
the lavender had been separately in
closed. 

Perhaps' impotent grief at the wasted 
ytars, the loss of joy, was the strong
est feeling Just at first; then a sense 
of wonder at the great, unselfish heart 
that had been so wronged, with sor
row and tender pity for the pain it 
n.'ist have laid at her door. 

Was it possible that Its fidelity had 
iiiivived even the needless cruelty of 
ti'-r farewell, the silence of these five 
imig years' Five long yearf -how 
• 'iid she approach him. and tell him 

he truth, not knowing if she would 
•. welcome' She tried to form the 
v Is of a letter, but it seemed full of 

I'd -urprise They had grown strange 
'• • t' h other, and their wooing must 

_;n again, she could not tell him 
i: ••<. that she had loved him all along 

1 hen an Idea came to her She would 
weave their story, his and hers, Into 
a tale and send It to him. He would 
Mirely read It when he aaw the writ
ing and the signature Elsa Vane. 

In this way she would discover his 
feeling towards her. If he let it pass 
i.nhee-ded. unanswered, she would 
k h o W — 

And if -but here she could not fol
low out the conclusions, for her heart 
trembled She went back to her writ
ing table and began to write; she w,rota 
far into the night, until Indeed the 
winter's day was near breaking, no 
longer hesitant for words or for mat
ter And when her task was done, sho 
laid down for an hourof happy dreams, 
with Tom's letter beneath her pillow. 

She herself took the MS. to the offlco 
on the following morning, and saw it 
carried Into his room 

She had addressed It t o him person
ally, and put her own name and ad
dress on the outside of the fly-leaf. She 

I had also added a few lines in which 
she spoke of herself as "the writer," 
and begged him to give the MS. his per-
Bona) attention. She felt ahe cx-uid 
do no more—only wait. At any rate, 
she would have the right to ask for the 
return of the M8., and In that way she 
would be assured. She had tried to 
prepare herself for dayB of uncertain
ty, but wondered how she would bear 
them before the first hours of bhe after
noon were over. 

Sho walked the room restlessly, llko 
n caged creature, starting at every 
sound, and feeling a sense of despair 

I as every half hour rhlmed softly by 
her little clock. The dinner, which 
she had made some pretence of eating, 

' bad been carried away, and ahe had 
. pathered herself over the fire. Sho 
' know that Mrs. Crawley would not 

trouble her to-night, when the servant 
| came to say a gentleman wished to Bee 

her. 
It was over then. She had heard no 

summons, nothing, but there was the There was no sign of agitation save hasty step upon the stair, and he wan 
the pitiful gather in the brows, the in the room—and they were alone 
slightest tremor In the last words. | • • • • • • • 
Mrs. Crawley stooped and picked up . . B t e a _ K l 8 a _ d o ^ m e a n to say I 
her knitting. She had seen enough of d M t h , d l o U c ^ ^ 
the letter bo know what Us lose might „ I n d e e d t h T d l d .. 
mean; perhaps even the fcey to the sol-1 B u t n e ^ ^ h a r d , a a y e h e a f d ^ 

C0d. 
Latterly, ho had ceased to oay these 

things. 
She had pictured a life of intellec

tual excitement and constant variety 
When ahe exchanged the old Garden 
House In Cambridge, where ohe had 
lived with her aunt, Miss Poyntz, for 
'the home of a man holding the liter
ary and artistic position In the London 
world, of Tom Vane. Instead, she h id 
been excessively dull. Her husbu nl 
(Was much from home; he was the pro
prietor and editor of the London 
Month—and he was collecting material 
for a new work. He liked the house 

Tom's letters before they were mar
ried; and tied up with them a little 
bunch of dried lavender. She had not p i e who had come down in the world, 
looked at the letters for a year, nor and her descent had been rapid, and 
Bmelt the lavender. She sat down now entirely owing to the speculative ten-

Mrs. Crawley, of 131. Marlborough ' Ono evening depression and hope-
Road, had not always let apartments, less nose seemed to have reached their 
She was one-of those unfortunate peo-" climax. She had been to the Strand 

denciea of Mr. Crawley Although ahe 
had faced the position bravely enougih. 
she was keenly alive to the discern
ment of her new lodger Mrs' Poyntz; 
who with rare delicacy ignored the 
landlady in the hard worked gentle
woman. Mrs. Poyntz's own means 
limited her to rooms on the third 
floor, and her great loneliness may 

on the floor in the midst of the dlsor 
der she had created, with the packet 
In her lap. She would read them to 
herself, she called it taking a last look 
into an open grave, which was rather 
a strong expression; afterwards she 
would—burn them. She began to read, 
with the lavender In her hand, and the 
.e.xler, living words of- a great love 
:n..ke to her anew, moving her nobler have led her to welcome her landlady's 

avwentv miles out of town for the sake J ' " u r e a ^ t . u e y
J ^ f d i m o . v f d ! l '? t b ? o l d v i s l t s w h e n ^ l a t t e r f o u n d l e » 8 U r e f°«-wreniy mues out oi town ior tne saae d d ^ d r l e d B,ickB ln h e r h a n d 

£ change and refreshment; she hated b , ^ m e d a l n_ ^ s n e w a a b a c k l n t ^ S ^ o u n « w d m o w than oTdina^" 
ftt The deadness of^the suburban vll- l h e o l d g a ^ e n w h e r e the lavender £ ^ ^ 1 ; ^ ^ 
4age had much to answer for; she grew v.,.„h„„ " w anA tha „..„ „,.„ ah,„ ny gooa-iooKing, tme new lodger seem-
morose and depressed, brooding in her ^ ^ E ^ was t n e r e - ^ d — P d ^ g e l y friendless. No one called 
solitude over her wrongs. , ! D

T ' h e DOO? g lT l^ung^rs^e l f^obblne U P O " " ^ ^ ^ T*?ly l e f t ^ h ° U S e 

She told herself finally that her mar- , m o „ t ) ^ L u i h oh> what had i h ! 8 a v e o n b u s l n e s s v l s l t a to * • c l t y-
rtege had been a mistake; that she waa a o n e - J a d he really c h a n g e so and S h e h a £ ^ ^ h e r P r f e n t ^ b e " 
BH> more to her husband than a source G o t t e n eveVnhln* In ^ h i s short o a u s e t h e r o o m s w e r e l a r g e a n d , n e x ' 
o f occasional relaxation-and that she ^ ^ Qr was 2 aJl throueh the faul ? e D s i V e ' ^ f " 8 8 f t h a d c h a n e e d t o 

^ a s deteriorating. The views imbibed ! , n e ' ow Tulrestful h e a r t ? With the b e a r s o m e t n l n * ? ' t h e antecedents of 
trom girl friends, chiefly graduates, a u ! c k r e b o u n l T t o ^ e ^ m l s T h a t £ ! M r s - C r a w l e y « " ^ b e c a u s e a*6 b o u g h t 
laeSdag at any rate in personal expert- ? o n 2 d toh£^nature shTsuddenly saw L h a t h e r e S h e w ? l°\, " k e l y £ e n ' 
<sace. revived. The development of ° S utterL S T h e w i X Sfse to 0 O , , n , e r a n y o n e w h o h a d k n o w n toer M 

" W H W ? S * * £ 8 d ' f t a S ? i r a U O n , her w fely duty "an"F t l ? 2 5 « £ £ of E ^ V a ^ - „ , , 
eUfled, by the merging of her identity" h e r l o v e To be the wife of Tom Vane S h e h a d h a < 1 n o v e r y c l e a r r e a s o n 

to the Will of a man to whom she was a & a l n s e e m e d the highest of all asDi- f o r "doP""* n e r mothers name in 

that day, and many times since she 
had seen Tom Vane, but had never 
encountered him again. She began to 
feel that unless she wished to become 
a more ghost haunting the confines of 
hi" life she must wander away again 
In search, at any rate, of numbness. 

a mete toy, 
Theories of this kind, somewhat su

perficially grafted on to a nature that 
craved incessantly, not only for affec
tion, but for its expression, bade fair 
•to work complications in the fate of 

itary life that had sometimes perplex-' 
ed her. Her eyes were full of tears 
when she had recovered her balls of. 
yarn. 

Elsa never moved until the door' 
closed, leaving her to the blessed soli
tude; then she sank down upon her' 
knees, the sobs that had been so far 
away all these years shaking her. as 
she wept out her grief upon the friend's 
heart that she had found—Tom'B let
ter. | 

If, as has been said, the essence of 
tragedy is the nearness of Joy, then 
had the fates of Tom Vane and his 
wife been tragic for the last five years, 
with a tragedy hinging upon an inci
dent that might have been burlesque. 

words, although the whisper waa not 
far away. 

Tom Vane had traced his wife to 
Paris. He resented bitterly what ap
peared mere groundless obstinacy and 
contempt, both of himself and all com
mon sense. Partly ln anger, and part
ly because he thought that through hie 
silence she would the more quickly 
realize her folly, he refrained from all 
Insistence of his desire for her greater 
comfort, and from any Interference. 
An income amply sufficient for her 
wants had been paid to her account at 
the bank had she chosen to draw It. 

When, subsequently, he lost sight of 
•her In her restless JourneylngB. he 
blamed himself bitterly. The darkness 

The words^of the letter^that all this h a d n e v e r seemed more hopeless than 
time had lain In Mrs. Crawley's old when she was nearest 
mahogany desk—and but for the curi- Q e r j n t h e gtrand. 
ous chain of circumstances called 
chance, might so have lain until it 
crumbled into dust, and the sorrows 
that it cancelled were forever dead— 
•were these: 

"I thank God, my darling, for your 
sweet words, and for the renewal of 
your confluence. I have such a short 
time to write, to say all that must be 
Bald. You reproach yourself too much. 

-when he passed 

Were those five years wasted'' was 
the question they sometimes ask«»d 
themselves.—Plsydell North, in The 
Strand. 

THE END. 

•i BIy Lord Makes Clocks. 
»., K _J . v . L o r d Grimthrorpe's pet hobby ts 
the burden of what you have suffered clock and watch-making At his coun-
lies heavily upon me. My love has try seat at Grantham he has a special 
never faltered or lessened for one mo- workshop fitted up with every requisite 

rations. The days and hours in which P r e ference to her own, save that the 
had left her were forgotten. She l a t t e r n a <* grown distasteful, and paln-

i oked at her watch; she was longing f u " y suggestive. Now, Elizabeth 
.ow to throw herself Into her hus- ''"V11'2 w a s a useful signafure, and she 

band's arms and sob out al l .her folly rp ,ained it. Five years' struggle with 
mm. Vane. She was utterly unable to ' n d ? e r r o P e n , a a < ^ »*ut it was already <"'nuie -had wearied her. as a painter 
<SpCeai eve* momentary feeling and l ? ° J a l e ' f l l , h e a f ^ r n o o a to find him Rh" n a d m e f w i ^ no very marked sue-
*mm her Husband see PfcUaly the 2t- £LhJf ^ T l f s h e JV P n t t o t o W Q : b u t !'""• A a t ! f H y shu h a ' ' . a , , d P d ^ w>"it-
i ^ ' 0 * , ! t h e : phase t b W h whteh ahe 11 wickedness he would soon have Ins of Action to her original profession, and her despair, her great wrong for 
T % | # s t a f / W i t h o u t attemnUng my iTl™^*5 b ? m e - S h e w o u , d w r ! t e : a i ^ ? e , e ° l d aa^y^°^ came to her surely Tom had wronged her. 
^mmUol^ • • w " u p u n s ^ ae would receive the letter the first , n"- helping to lift her out of the raw-

M h i a i ' . l t e r M e a o f change in him waa z£ng i n t b f ,™-ornil»g, If not that night. n , ,S ! s "f amateur effort, st i l l , at five-
« y imaSmh™Jas placid Tad uh„G/e w o u l d D e t i r a e f o r n { m t 0 "Ply and-twentv life seemed a dull, monoto-
m»Uul b> nature. She Still ran likn b e f 6 r e starting North—perhaps even n o , , s Plane, and an uncontrollable long-
Uro finest Jireaa., through the whole . l o c o m a . S h e w r o t e a s B w e e t a n d Pen" l n s d l w e h e r h o m e ' S h e had'devel-
nmt azld weji |»2 MslllCer tmt a s dail* L t e n t a l e t t e r "• W o m a n could write; 0v*a at any rate in patience, and real-
twldcnlng interest* claim** fih* h e dhl ?*£ t ? a r s ' t h e J e a U t e s °t the step which i z e d - H n o t herself, some of the harder 

- - * * t . - T t ^ i * ^ " S J r ® . , ! 2 had heen so fatally near, and the re- t n ^ s of life. She would not own to 
herself a desire to tread the same pave-

"At last she stood up." 

An r.ching of keen desire was becom
ing habitual, and scarcely to be borne. 
Sho leaned her head upon her arm, 
folded over the blank page—where the 
" r« f.isr-d tube wr:Uen-and long
ed to sob out her loneliness, her grief 

Mrs. Crawley's knock upon the door 
startled Ler, and sb,- tried to smootii 
awa.v the signs of h,.r trouble before' 
she bade her landla.h euter. 

I hope I am not disturbing you, 

tnent—bear this in mind in 
have yet to say—also that from my 
tried middle age I can swear that It 
never will falter or slacken until death. 
But I have watched you and felt the 
change in you. God knows 1 hold our 
vows sacred, but I have a horrible fear 
lest the impulse of the moment should 
have wrung from you the truth—and 
the renewal of your tenderness been 
dictated only by a sense of duty, l 
will put my love for you to the test— Great Northern Railway 
the hardest. If your heart allows that ' . 
this Is so—if you feel that your consent *~ ~ — ~ 
to our marriage sprung from your un- Annuities for i><uu<-KUrs. 
tried ignorance, and that you were Housewives in Norway and Sweden 

what I in connection with the horological art. 
His lordship designed the present 
"Big Ben" for Sir Benjamin Hall, and 
ha* more than one occasion taken 
home with him from Westminster any 
wat.hes belonging to his fellow-Pailia-
njentarians which might be in need of 
rei .iir or regulation. Hefore he suc
ceeded to the title his lordship, as Mr. 
Beckett Denison. was for many years 
senior Parliamentary counsel to the 

Tit-Bits. 

robbed of your youth, l offer you such have started a scheme to encourage 
Poyntz. I fear you were Euinr to f r e e d o m ** c a n Bi:m b e yours, uncom- servants to remain in their places Mis-
write?" h plainingiy. ungrudgingly. Although in tresses pay into a general fund what-

a o t forecast that jttft %#m;M*& dally ^ J ^ J ^ n T ^ i «>*""*' au*\"t:."" w ^ r ^ ; « f M ^ T ^ „ ^ T C "l o a n n o t w r l t e a word; pray come fo m e w a y s y , ° U . . a r e a c h s , d s t m « l € V e r t h e y c a n a f f o r d f o r every servant 
• w w a n c e o j ^ h e ^ c t . ; a a ' j e l t t t e S 2 S ! ^ J ! L 2 ^ M

1 . t t J t
a , , l ^ . t a "-*w- iT<!f? l ,iMfa?i?? S L ! 1 * * * t h e J*"10 "S**" '«." saW Elsa. She push <1 a s W e h e trust you unhesitatingly, a s I w ( m l d that has remained with them for 

j f c - ^ t a b ^ l t t l l K U ^ M i r a a M m h , ffi£*®^w
h* d w W * tt,er S f" i - 1 * e a 2 2 i S ^ ' X T * "fr. *?« Tom Papera impatiently and drew foroard tr^ist one of God's angels. I know the twelve months. The money l ^ ' 

ta in that ahe waa « t a W o m ? . « 2 £ ? t * S S S " ^ b e M e l f ?tt6rP> #1 e : s ^ e
4

8 f t l d that the faaclnaUoa of a j , * ^ chair for her visitor pure uprightnee of your nature. I have tered in the servant's name, M that 
I t a t ahe N s n t t M h a r t m married ^ h * 5 S ^ i £ L o l * ° **»*!*$" , £ w 2 ? g r e & t T " ' A ^ 2 n d f o * : l a d e a . | "Yeu seem, as a rule S " tod your a l r e a d y J ^ ? ,T°" thAt everything you when age overtakes her, and she eaa 

m w h ktr aaalor, I m i d n l n i . . I ^ f f S t a n K 0 ^ P « N M | « I | « «»** E f J * ? 1 5 " * P i * * ? « » M l « » a » y work to easy." said C Crawtev » Z ? « n e e d a h a U J * * *<"» dhipowU. I n o longir work, she has r c o a f o r a b t e 
£ i f * : « H W _ * » *lth her: site w t i U heard off h t r towhwid ttmmtfi t h a i X ^ • o ^ f f . R ' i L ' ^ t . « B to hopes that you will J e e H h i * t annu l ty to tall back on C W B I o r a o w 
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