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AMERICAN PEERESSES WHO PLAY PART OF SANTA CLAUS TO ENGLAND'S POOR.

Special Correspondence of The Star.

- LONDON, December 12, 1907.
OWHERE In Great Britain, from
Land’'s End to John o' Groats,
as the saying goes, is good
cheer likely to be more plenti-
* ful this Christmmas than in an
historic little village' on the Tweed to
which business happened to take me one
day last week. Kelso is {ts name, and
when T got there T found only one theme
of conversation in market place, inn and
cottage allke, namely, the rity and
graclous deeds of an American woman
who seems to have gained such a hold
on the affections of the people in the dis-
trict surrounding her home as perhaps

only one other of foreign hirth, and shv]

too an American, ever has succeeded in

doing in England.
For what the American Duchess of Marl-

added, quite simply, “and if there was a
question of paying public court to both
ladles I am not at all sure that it would
not be the Duchess of Roxburghe who
would receive the greater allegiance In
this part of the British dominions.”

*

* %

Probably that Is just a bit of an exag-
geration, but there seems to be uncom-
monly good reason for the -sincere affec-
tion in which the duchess is held in the
district around Floors. If you talk to
any of the peasants and work people of
the vicinity they will assure you in their
own dour way that this American peer-
ess {s more Scoteh than the Scotch them-
selves, that she never is happy out of
Floors, where, if her health permitted,
she would spend the whole year round,
and that never in the recollection of the
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borough was to the humble folk of Wood- |
stock before the estrangement with her
husband resulted in her quitting Blen-
heim Palace forever. all this and psrhaps
a bit more does the Duchess of Rox-
burghe (who once was May Goelet) seem
to be to those of Kelso. Hardly a mile
-away from this litttle village stands
Floors Castle, the great white palace of
the Innes-Kers, of which the American
duchess is rfow chatelaine, and for a ra-
dius of more than twenty miles round
about “our Lady Bountiful'" as she was
described by a venerable clergyman with
whom I talked, is more generally beloved
than perhaps any other woman in Eng-
land, not excepting the queen herself.
“She 1s ‘Her Majesty of Floors,” " he

oldest inhabitants was there a chatelaine
of the historic pile on tlre brow of the
hill who lived so much among the poor
and did so much for them.

Since she has been at Floors, which is
four years now, she has made it her busi-
ness to See that there is not a cheerless
or comfortless home in the neighborhood
during Christinas time. Wisely she is not
indiscriminate In her charity for eleven
months of the year. From the first of De-
cember, however, to the end of the holldays
she makes nd inquiries, but gives lavishly
in all directions during the period. Once, it
is said, when the Bishop of T.ondon hap-
pened to be the guest of the Roxburghes
at Floors the subject’ of Indiscriminate
charity and its results came up, when

-

the duchess frankly admitted that at
Christmas time she never guestioned. The
bishop promptly replied that he thought
this unwise, on the principle that in not
exercising caution she might be giving
to the unworthy what belonged to the
deserving, but the duchess was unmoved.

“Then I must make that mistake,” she
replied. *‘The truth is, I should be mider-
able if I thought there was any one, how-
ever bad they might be, within measur-
able distance of me. unhappy during the
season of peace and goodwill. I never
shall be able to make up my mind to
rdfuse, or, indeed, to Inquire, during that
time.""

-
*

* x

Each Christmas it is the duchess’ cus-
tom to order some hundreds of hampers,
which are filled with the season's fare,
and these are distributed by her own
factor (in England he would be called a
steward), who is supposed to be acqualnt-
ed with the name of every poor famlily
for miles around. He is assisted by a large
staff who spend all Christmas week in
one of the cottages on the estate distrib-
uting the duchess’ good things. She makes
an occasional appearance on the scens
herself, I am told, and enters Into ani-
mated discussion with these poer Celts,
whose Scotch dialect it generally takes
one bred and born among them to com-
prahend.  To their amazement, however,
théir Lady Bountiful not only under-
stands their language, but speaks it un-
commonly If 4het‘gillles” had a
sense of humor they could not fall to
be tickled by the piquancy of the slight
American accent which is resonant in the
Celtic dialect. It Is said to be quite fas-
cinating, and no one appreciates it more
than the dour and masterful laird of
Floors.

There are plenty of American women
in English society who boast that they
“cannot sew a stitch.” Not so the Duch-
ess of Roxburghe, who Is as clever with
needles as any of the, British princesses
For weeks before the holldays she and
her friends at the castle are hard at work
knitting various garments which are to
find their way to poor homes in Scotland.
Whether they like it or mot, her grace
of Roxburghe expects all her visitors at
the castle to assist her at Christmas
time. There are two of her sisters-in-law,
I am told, who never can be induced to
go to Floors at this time of the year,
knowing, as they declare, that * ‘May’
will eweat them in the cause of charity
worse than if they were East End seam-
stresses."’

3
* *

According to her custom. il¢ young
duchess is this year organizing a great
“treat” for the children of the Ilocal
schqols. She Invariably provides the big-
gest Christmas tree to be feund in all
England for this occasion, and when the
prizes are distributed there Is a suraptu-
ous tea, with all sorts of cakes and
sweets galore. The children of the dis-
trict are as devoted to the Duchess of
Roxburghe as the older people, and
spend eleven months of each year looking
forward to Christmas. The young peer-
ess, however, Is not a bellever in spoiling
the younger generatlon. At these festiva
gatherings she distributes prizes for dif-
ferent qualifications, the teachers of the
schools having drawn up accounts of the
behavior of their pupils, as well as de-
fining the various bragnches of good con-
duct in which they have excelled.

Unfortunately, the duchess’ health does

not permit her to spend every Christmas
in Scotland, but, In any case, her charity
Is distributed, and the school children
have their tree. She will ¥e at Floors
through this Yuletide, however, and will
entertain there a big house party. The
weather at Christmas in Scotland is arc-
tle, and, though the palace is now heated
by the American system, the climate nev-
ertheless tries the duchess greatly, and
the doctors order her to the south of
France or elsewhere for the greator part

of the winter. \
-

*
* %

Another American duchess who delights
in spreading Christmas cheer among the
needy on her husband's estate is tpe
yvoung wife of the Duke of Manchester.
With three litttle ones of her own, the
former Heleg Zimmerman. finds particular
enjoyment in playing the part of Santa
Claus to the poor children in the neig
borhoods of Kylemore Castle and Tander-
agee, and in no other part of Ireland, it
is declared, do the youngsters of all ages
find a more generous patroness. Last
year, one of her friends tells me, the toys
which the ‘‘Children’s Duchess,” as she
is called, ordered from Dublin as gifts
for her small pensioners cost $00, and
her steward had Instructions to spend
double that sum for coals and blanke's
and creature comforts in the shape of
food ;and drink to be sent “with her
grace's best wishes" to the humble homes
where they would be most appreclated.

At Coombe Abbey, Lord Craven's seat
near Coventry, there Is similar thought
for the needy, but although in this case
the actual benefactor of the poor folk
on his lordship's 46,000 acres is the Coun-
tess. of Craven (who formerly was Cor-
nella Bradley-Martin), the actual dis-
penser of the Christmas bounty is her
little son, the future lord of the manor,
Viscount Uffington. For the last three
vears his small lordship (who {8 now
nearly ‘eleven) has been intrusted with
the selection of the gifts not only for
the other little lords and ladies who may
be of the hollday party at Coombe Abbey,
but for the poor children on the estalc
as well, and by him they are gravely
presented—those for .the children of the
tenantry at the schoolhouse a day or two
before Christmas, and the more elaborate
gifts from the Christmas tres which forms
the center of the festivities at the castle
on Christmas eve.

*
* %

Lady Cheylesmore, who was Elizabeth
French,of New York, is another Ameri-
can peeress who does big things In the
cause of charity at Christmas time. Of
all the fair representatives of her nation
who go In for good works there is non:
who has a finer capacity for makine
people help themselves than this hand-
some New Yorker. Wherever she pitches
her tent, and it has been her duty to
follow her husband in his official capac-
ity to varlous localities, she invariably
leaves behind her some trace of her prac-
tical work In philanthrophy. There is In
Dublin, for example, a doll industry which
Lady Cheylesmore founded. At Christ-
mas particulariy* does it thrive, the Amer-
ican peeress having found numbers of
patrons for it among the British agistoc-
racy. This year the queen herself has
placed an order with the Dol)/Industry, as
it is named, and at least two other mem-
bers of the relgning family will include
its production’ among their Christmas
gifts. The latter, by the way, which are
made entirely by women and children, are

not ordmary dolls, but puppets bearing

ridiculous resemblance to different well-[

known folk.

E
% =

true, spend Christmas at the palace, apd’
there may be “Christmas hampers"” fonl
some of his older pensioners, but there
will be no such good cheer, without re-

Each Christmas at Hughenden, which, |gard for cost, as his American duchess

as most people know, was formerly the
residence of Disraell, Lady Cheylesmore |
plays the part of Lady Bountiful with |
unfailing regmlarity. Bhe has a Speclali

used to provide for old and young alike.

»
: * *
Last year, deprived of her role of St. |

sible that the duchess would come back
to London in srder to be present at her
little *‘famlily's” party.

| *
® ¥
Lady Paget, who formerly was Miss

Paran Stevens, is another American wom-
an of title who Is to the fore itn London

with good works at Christmas tifhe,
Mindful of her own recent sufferings,

concern for the old people and the very | Nicholas to this corner of Oxfordshire.!p”hap& she sent s goodly check to the
young children. The latter she delights | the duchess made up for it by providing| e ratary of the largest women's hospi-
to ‘dress in serviceable and yet pretty | no less than 200 families in the East End| .} iy London the other day, with instruc-

frocks, ahd she is one of the few pe0p1e|

of London with a Christmas dinner,

tions that it. was to be devoted entirely

who have the art of combining these two | through the agency of her favorite char-| ., providing dainties for the poorer pa-

characteristics. One year—although she
herself may be upaware of the fact—Lady
Cheylesmore furnished the subject of the
Christma® supplement to a well-known
sixpenny weekly. During the previous
December an artist in such work hap-
pened to be living in the neighborhood
of Hughenden. There he saw the tall, fair
woman on her errands of mercy and,
struck by her picturesqueness, made a
rough skgtch on the spot, and the follow-
Ing year sold the enlarged picture under
the title of “The Lady Bountiful.”
T
* *
This Christmas, as last, the Duchess of
Marlborough’s charitable activities will be
confined to London. Year after year, at
the Yuletide seasong? the former Consuelo
Vanderbilt drove from cottage to cottage
In the neighborhood of Blenheim Palace,
the duke's Oxfordshire seat, seeing to it
that her ‘people,” as she called them,
wanted for nothing, .and her absence is
likely to be felt there a fortnight hence
no less keenly than it was a twelvemonth
ago, when, for the first Christrnas In

e}even years, there were empty cupboards
and stockings in Woodstock village. The
Duke of Marlhorough, who has just been

it is

elected mayor of Woodstock, will,
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itable organization, the Church Army. Not i
contgnt with this, however, she sent also |
a goodly check to provide clothing and |
fuel for some hundreds more of London's
slum folk, and I am told that in spite of |
the duchess’ absence in America instruc-|
tions came from her several weeks ago
that both these donations were to be|
repeated thls year.

Meanwhile, the duchess has not for-
gotten “The Fold,”" as she calls her
creche in Endsleigh street, for the chil-
dren of men who are “serving time,” and
active preparations are being made there |
for elaborate Christmas’ festivities. The |
duchess’ little guests number forty-two |
at present, and the ‘matron tells me that
they are to have a magnificent Christ-
masg tree, with a “‘real” Santa Claus (un-
less that part is played by the duchess
herself), and that each child will have a
present which ‘her grace™ herself has sa-
lected. She is sald to know the charac-
teristics angd the personal history of every
one of them, and she i{s especlally anxious
to make this Christmas at her “Fold" a
memorable one, as it is the first since the
place was started. When I called there
the other day 1 found the entire house
being redecorated for the coming festiv-
itles, and was told that it was just pos-

|
]

tients, and her name is also to be found
among the subscribers to the famous
“Hamper Fund for Crippled Children™
which was founded several years ago by
the late lord mayor of London, W, P.
Treloar.

The Salvation Army’s Christmas fund, as
well as that organized by the Poor Chil-
dren's Yuletide Association, {s among the
many London charities to which the Duch-
ess of Roxburghe is a generous contribu-
tor, though neither her name nor the
amount of her donation ever is allowed to
be made publlc. The duchess’ sister-in-law,
Lady Aldstair Innes-Ker, is andther sup-
porter of the last-named charity, which
borrowed the idea of “Name Trees'" from
America and Introduced it over here thres
years ago. One of its vice presidenta, by
the way, is Lady Naylor-Leyland, whose
native place is Cleyeland, Ohio.

Another Yuletide charity, the “Santla
Claus Fund,” of which Lady St. Helier
is the chief organizer, numhbers Mrs. Mar-
shall Fileld, Mrs. Adalr and Mrs. John
Mackay among its patrons; in fact, the
name of hardly one of the more promi-
nent Americap women in English saciety
i{s absent from the list of those wha de-
vote a tithe of their plenty to providing
Christmas cheer for the poor of this land.

N
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big chair, and be promptly asked to get
up therefrom.

“Why, there's no harm in it."”

“No,” sald Mr. Dowling hastily, “no
harm, of course. But suppose any one
came in—they might draw wrong conclu-
sions,”

“Wgll, you are particular.” .

“One cannot be too particular. 8it
c‘io?rnl Jover there, please, and tell me what
it 1s.

im Bridge stteokt. The d,gme of Selkirk
seen by tNese strangers from the
2 ray cagriaggp ere they alighted; the
plate-glasyg f: e of Belkirk arrested
s they  drove [rom the
covered /carts of Selkirk

their atte

his

flash name before thelr eyes,
print it on their memeries; their first ;
explorfgion of th was to tind the
neares ay t irk. They had been
in Med months, perhaps; were
the ¢ d slaves of Selkirk, before
they turned down a side street and
happen see, under Man architect’'s
office, th hop that called
if et Robes.

Who to blame for this lack of

successT No one, probably—unless one

might aecuse Destiny or the Spirit of

A But Miss Walsh said it was
rter's fault, and Miss barter
Walsh bad swindled her.
jent #mines,q to occupy

d thout customers to
rs and sllence thelr
tongues, the ers were continually
quarreling. acrimonious wrangle
filled their enférced leisure day after
day. Mr. Dowling's clerks could hear
them, and sometimes stamped upon the
floor to beg for peace. Then Miss
Walsh used to come out into the pass-
ege and call up to the clerss most acri-
moniousiy: “If you sshakg the plaster off
our celling I'll make you pay for it. 1
shall write to Mr. Rogers this minute and
tell him it's you and not us he must look
to. There's cracks you've made already
that are big enough to put your fingers
in," etc. And then the angry senlor
partner would return to the shop and
pick up the thread of the squabble
with Miss Jessle. “Give you back your
money and let you go?"' Oh, thats a good
one, that Iis. You never wanted
cheek, Jessie, Give me back my money
—that you've lost for me by your laz.n2ss
and your carelessness and your under-
hand ways. Let me ses my money again
and we'll begin to talk about yours. |
earned my money, [ did—scraped and
saved It by honest earning. 1 didn’t go
out and cadge it. * * ¢ There was in
fact much uneasiness and annoyance be-
neath Mr. Dowling.

And Miss Jessie in her troubles trou-
bled other people. Toc often she brought
the discomfort and worry out of the shop
and took them upstairs to the first floor.

Passing the open door of the eclerks’
room she approached the «closed door
of Mr. Dowiing's sanctum and tapped

v with her pencil-tappings. At the sound of
these lght pencil-tappings Mr. Dowling.
seated in his big chair before his pigeon-
hole desk, used to start gulltily He
knew what the pencil slgnal meant; his
little neighbor craved admittance, and he
was on tap on his desk, once If she might
come in and three times if he was occu-
pied and did not wish to see her. He
dreaded such visits; he disl'ked the notion

of a secret understanding Implica by
pencil signals; he never wished to see
Mi!ss Barter. jut, whether he tapped |

once or twice Miss Barter now always
came {n. o

‘Only me. Well, you are mean to pre-
tend you were busy. 1 knew you were
alone."”

And then Mliss Barter began troubling
th: architect.

“Oh, that odious woman has said the
cruelest things to me today. KN belleve
she goes about backhiting and slandering
me all over the 'ow.. It's her tongue
that 18 rulning th siness and putting
every one off. And if you'll belleve me,
the way she goes on with Mr. Lloyd—you
know who I mean—White & Burreil's
trageler., Well, If 1 was w0 take a leaf
out of her book and go blackening any
on2's eharacter, I could tell tales of Katie

Walsh that would surprise you."

My Dowling, listening to this sort of
thing. deeply regretied that he had not
himuself taken the empty shop when

French the hatter beécame bankrupti, or
thai a cheesemonger, a fried fish seller,
a Gird-and-dog fapcier had not taken it
inst=red of a fashionable dressmaker.
“Mi. Dowling, dg be nice to me this
afternoon. 1 am that down—and 1 hoped
to eatch you In the best and kindesy

temgeer;” and then perhaps Miss Barter|

would sit upon the arm of Mr., Dowling's

o

for |

It was the rent for the quarter to be
| made up. Could Mr. Dowling, just for
this once, help his struggling neighbors?’

“Fifteen pounds to make up. To you

| who are so rich, it may seem nothing at
tll, but we don't know where to get it—

' no more than the man in the moon. Rog-

e*s won't show us any mercy. Rogers
will serve us the same as he did young
French—put in a distraint and bundle
| up out into the street.”
' Indirectly, too, Miss Barter caused vex-
In.tion to Mr. Dowling. One of the few
isianch customers of Robes et Modes was
| the sumptuously dressed Mrs. Dowling,
| and when she visited the shop she always
| came upstairs to the office to see her
| husband. The most loyal husband does
| not want his wife at his business ad-
dress, and Mr. Dowling, when conduct-
ing a professional interview, was often
flustered and confused by hearing a well-
known heavy footsteps on the stairs,

One day it chanced that Mrs. Dowling,
coming up, met Miss Barter going down.
Miss Barter explained that she wwas
expecting Mrs., Dowling, and she had
run up to inquire why Mrs. Dowling had
not called to try on. Mrs. Dowling, how-
|o\'er‘ required further explanation from
her hlisband. Thus miss Barter became
.a source of ever-increasing trouble to
Mr. Dowling. .

She was troublesome also to Mr. Crun-
den. When he came for a business talk
with his architeet and adviser she would
intercept him sometimes in the narrow
passage.

“Oh, Mr. Crunden, I am so delighted at
vour success, One likes tue persons one
respects to be great and famous. You are
|a Croesus now, aren't you, Mr. Crunden—
owning half t.e town! But don't forget
humble friends Mr. Crunden, now that
you are such a great man. I can never
forget you and your kindness and chiv-
alry to poor little me—and I'm proud and
grateful, Mr. Crunden, to think of your
rKindness—""

Mr., Crunden grunted, an.. his answers
to these compliments were both short and
surly; he found Miss Barter's flattering
attentions very troublesome.

But most of all was Miss Jessie trouble-
some to Jack Vincent. |

“Jack, I came up to the cottage three
evenings last weak and you were never in.
If you went out on purpose to avold me, I

think !t very mean of you. Yes, I do,
Jack. Here was 1 sitting alone, and pin-
ing to go to the theater—and no one to

take me. And you did as good as promise
for last week. You dw, Jack."

“Well, you know, .essie, we are so busy
just now; and after work 1 really am so
tired—that I should go to sleep at the
theater," ;

“Oh, T don't mind about the theater,
though you used to take me, Jack, when-
lever I asked you. 1 don't mind if we
only go for a quliet walk.”

Jiack in these days walk>d by himself
very quietly and warlly when he knew
that there was a probability of meeting
| Miss Barter. At the sjght of her largely
plcturesque hat and severely trim walst
he had more than once dodged round a
corner and run a little way in true grey-
hound fashion. Miss Barter was the
| tady who had complimented him on look-

ing llke a greyhound.

“And with the thinncss, Jack, you've
grown so handsome—so thoroughbred,
to0."

Miss Jessie was always lavish of compli-
ments, but Jack now extracteds from
her soft words o more gratification than
| had Mr. Crunden. He, with Mr. Crunden
and Mr. Dowling, found her most trouble-
some,

The fact was thai. so far as Jack was
concerngd, Jessie was necessarily trou-
blesome, Jack had a place—a large place
—in her future plans. It seemed to Jessle
obvipus that although Jack might still
look an aristocrat, he had certainly
| ceased to be one: the Medford upheaval
had swept away all those social barriers
which once had separated them; socially
they stood now skle oy side on the same
ill"\'t-l_ and no on= could think It strange
| if they linked hands and walked on side
| by side forever. Bo It seemed to Jessie,
Her only doubt was, would such a life-
lmng union be the best thing for her?

She was quite sure it wou.d be the hest
thing for Jack—although he might not at
first believe this; she w:s fond of Jack
and wished him well; finally, after careful
consideration, extending over two or three
years, she made up her mind as to the
future of Jack and herself. Henceforth,
in all that she sald, she was trying to
bring Jack round to her way of tninking;
to entangle him In such a thought-maze
that he should eventually wnink that w.at
she wished him to tuink was what he
himself had thought originally. ‘

She used to speak with emotion of the
dear old past when they were first drawn
to one another—omitting, of course, all
reference to the drawing power of such
ugly magnets as the White Hart bar and
its high stools, etec.

“Those were the happy times, Jack—
when we had nothing to worry us. nd
why shouldn’'t such times come again?’

*'Oh,” sald Jack cheerfully, “the times
aren’'t bad now, as times go.”

“I knew you liked me,” gald Jessle, with
much feeling, “almost directly. More by
your eyes than by what vou said. I be-
lHeve a girl can tell a good deal better by
a magn's eyes than his lips. And then I
tested you, Jack, didn't ‘1? And that
came forward so nobly—proving it by giv-
ing me all that capital—""

“Oh, don't go back to that, Jessle. You
were quite welcome to it. 1 only wish you
had done better with your business."

“If it had been the success I hoped, you
should h‘xge had your share, Jack. Yes,
you should. I'd have pald you good per-
centage out of all profits. But that odious
woman has swindled me—yes, robbed me
of all you trusted to me."

“All right, Jessie; if the money Is gone,
it isn't worth talking about, and I'm sor-
ry I can't offer you any more."” '

It became apparent to Jessle, after
many conversations, that little was to be
done with Jack by appeals to sentiment
rather than to reason. His thoughts had
become so prosalc that the poetry of life
could not entangle them; instead of turn-
ing and twigting bewildered in her maze,
they broke fence and got out the nearest
way. ,

Finally, therefore, she talked to Mr. Vin-
cent in a thoroughly practical and busj-
nesslike manner. .

“Jack, I'm sick to death of Medford. I'm
not dolng any good here—and the longer
1 stay I do believe the worse it will be.”

“Oh, don't say that, Jessfe.” '

“*And I can't see that you are doing any
good either. What's the use of slaving
for a stingy old hedgehog, like Mr. Crun-
den? He's imposing on you all the time.
He'll work you till you drop, without
ever giving<you your fair share. No mat-
ter how rich he grows, he won't give you

a percentage out of his riches. Why
shouldn't you and I just up stick together
and go to London?" h -

“To London?"' sald Jack, blankly. This

was at the very time when he himselfl
was considering if it would not be well
for him to go to London and there seek
work; he was staggered by the proposal
trllat he should take a companion with
him.

“We could be married before the regls-
trar. No larks, Jack. I'm not golng
without the ring.”

Mr. Vincent was greatly embarrassed.
It was an occaslon on which it is exceed-
ingly difficult to say '‘No' courteously, vet
firmly, and without giving offense. With
apologetic murmurs, vague gestures and
stammering expressions of regret, Mr.
Vincent explained that Jessle's slowly ma-
tured decisigp must be reversed. Her plan
for his futufe welfare was impossible.

“Why not? I can get my two pounds a
week in London—and later on I can try
to shop there. Meantime you'll be earn-
ing money—more money than you'll get
here. I belleve I could do grand in a
London shop of my own—without any
odious woman to interfere with me. And
1 can trust you for a worker—not one
who'd let your wife slave for you while
you went about idie. Do let’s do It. And
if ever we make our fortune—you being a
gentleman can put me into society and we
can forget the shop. and swagger with
the best of them."

It was painfully difficul thank Jessie
for her confidence while re ng to take
advantage of it. She would belleve that a
polite “No™ really meant 4 bashful ‘‘Yes,'
When she recpefied the matter, Jack had
the letter from Messrs. Griggs concealed
about his person, and he felt that her
bright, cold eyes would penetrate to his
inner breast pocket and read the secret.
He felt that If she knew how Griggs were
now offering him four pounds a week, she
would drag him by his coat-tails tb the
“registrar.”

1e las{ discussion of this delicate mat-

I
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ter occurred on a SBaturday afternoon in
midwidter. And this wzs the day when
Lizzie Crunden, returnng from her
thoughtful tramp, came upon them after
dark in Hill Rise, Jessie had demanded
an interview, claimed her right
to lengthy debate and a full ex-
position of Jack's arguments—which
still appeared to her inconclusive. *'You
do owe me that, at least, Jack—to tell me
the reason why.'”" It was a most distress.
ing -walk and talk. They were walking
and talking still when the dusk fell; they
had stopped walking, but were still talk-
ing in the lamplight when Lizzie, unob-
served, flitted past in the shadows.

“Then I think,” Miss Barter was say-
ing, “vou've treated me very cruel—yes,
and very mean, too."”

“Qh, don't say that, Jessie.”

“But 1 do say it. If you never ,nunt
anything serious in the end, you shouldn't
have led me on, step by step—making me
fond of you. It's a mean thing to do to
any girl. And it isn't fair, either. You've
spoilt my chances. Charlle Padfield would
have come forward at one time if I'd
lifted my finger to beckon him. Of course,
other men wouldn't come forward while
they saw you about with me—and now my
best vears are gone. [ shall be passy—
like that odious woman—before I can look
round.™ L

*Jessie, I'm awfully sorry. Really, I've
always tried to be a good pal to you. I
wouldn't have stood in your light for
worlds.” i

“0Oh, I know what it means,” said Jessie
bitterly. “I'm not good enough. You're
out heiress-hunting. You've thought of a
better way of getting old Crunden’'s money
than by any percentages. I'm not such
a fool as I can't see the -meaning of it,
It's that Crunden girl has come between
you and me, Jack."

“Jessle, 1've been # good pal to you.
Don’t turn nasty."

“Yes, and haven't you turned nasty
to me? If I'm nasty I've a right to be—
and show it, too."”

That was Jack's last promenade with
Miss Barter. When it was over he felt
clear in conscience and yet pricked by
remorse. He was innocent. There was
nothing in the indictment; the charge
should never have been preferred, and
yet, somehow, he had an uneasy sense
that he could not blame his accuser for
having brought him into the dock,

CHAPTER XXIL

The tide was turning.

Mr. Crunden was In danger of losing the
old prefilx to his name. Perhaps for six
months no one but Miss barter had called
him Hedgehog. One day
thoughtfully he stopped short, turned, and
looked back at three men standing by
the corner of a street. As he passed
they had dohe something very unusual;
each of the three had touched his hat.
Preoccupled by his tnoughts Mr. Crunden
bhad, nevertheless, noticed the unexpected
action of the three hands, and now he
stared in reflective surprise. He d.u not
even know the men; they had never been
in his employ; they were merely saluting
a famous- citizen. Then, day after day,
he observed that this new custom was
spreading—was becoming universal. One
copled another; the policeman saw the
omnibus driver raise his wiuip before his
forehead, and, automat!cally imifating.
brought his gloved hand to the ak of
his helmet; gradually all the humble
world touched hats to Mr. Crunden.

People who stood above the hat-touch-
ing level—solid citizens llke Mr: Brown
and Mr. Rogers—began to cross the road
and accost him. People to whom he had
not spoken for years insisted on speaking
‘now—addressed him easily and jovially,
as though they wore resuming a conversa-
tion inerrupted by accident yesterday.
No reference was made by townsmen to
the mud-throwi: 7 past; no apologies were
offered for the old obloquy and abuse,
but if Mr. Crundon studizd the demean-
or of the town, he must judge by very
many signs that Medford wished to show
him, as-prophesied by Councllor Hope,
the change wrought by the years in public
opinfon.

Mr, 'Hopkins, one morning hurrying
from the opposite pavement, offering an
open hand, gave him explicit assurancs
of the sentiments which Medford b¥
thése long-delayed clvilities now desired
‘to convey to nim. = ° s

“An Immense amount of 'umbug has
been talked,” sald Mr. Hopkins, ‘‘and

walking

many of us were led astray. But we can
see clear now."”
**Can you?"'
“And the wish of all, Mr. Crunden, is
to let bygones be bygones. We were
talking of you after the council meeting
on Monday night. A full meeting—a rep-
resentative meeting—and aflter it. was
done, we spoke free among ourselves,
without ’umbug. The old feeling has
gone, Mr. Crunden. We do not begrudge

you your wealth nor your success, Mr.
Crunden. We =ee now that, in helping
-

vourself, you have helped others * *
That,"”' said Mr. HopKkins, "is what 1 felt
I should like to make myself the mouth-
piece to say—and to shake you by the
hand, Mr. Crunden.”

The tide had turned—was flowing fast
the other way. It almost seemed as
though, if nothing vhecked the flood, old
lCl‘unden would scon be absolutely popu-
ar.

He had been described In the Advertiser
as a Ploneer of Progress and a Resolute
Foe to Torpor and Stagnation. Succes-
slve on-dits in Mees' Bulletin contained
quotations from Jack's pamphlet lavishly
praising the beauties of the Hill Risa es-
tate, When newspapers begin to give
one free advertisements one may safely
accept them as echoes of the public volce
itself.

As the springtime brought life to the
sleeping wocds, as the sunlight sparkled
and flashed again on Selkirk's dome and
Valentine's day came round once more
to set the shy birds building,” Mr. Horpe,
well advanced In his series of articles,
was dcing Mr. Crunden rather more than
justice. Mr, Hope's pen had a trick of
running away with h'm. When it had
started to eulogize it plunged on, and was
now careering wildly. 1f one might be-
lleve all that was sald in these later in-
stallments of Mr. Hope's series, thanks
were aue to Mr. Crunden for all good
thinks in and about Medford—the in-
creasing warmth of the sun, the yiolets
on the moss-carpet beneatiy the beeches,
the song of the birds, the rising of the

sap, the quickening and gladdening of
the human heart after the dull dark
winter.

But while Mr. Hope sang this vernal
paean; while the earth was coming to life
and on all sides on2e could see and hear
movement, activity, progress, there was
an ominous restful silence over the Hill
Rise land. No shy birds wera building

Ing unused roads; violets had wandered
from the woods and bashfully, stupidly,
planted themselves by the side of granite
curbstones, to .tell one that no footsteps
as yet had passed along the new path-
ways. On all the land, when St. Valen-
tine's feast slipped by in the calendar, no
builder this year was busy—except Mr.
Crunden, slowly, desperately slowly, fine
ishing the last of his decoy houses, g
On February afternoons visitors several
times stood walting at the door of cere-
mony at King's Cottage. The spirit that
impelled Mr. Hopkins and such prominent
town fathers from one pavement o an-
other at sight of Crunden now’ brought
the vicar of+ 8t. Barnabas and ms lady
to call upon Miss Crunden. Dr. Blake,
whose wvisits in the past had bezen of a
professional charaéter solely. “Ft'ﬂ”(.‘d
without being sent for, and left*pot only
his own card, but the card of Mrs. Blake,
Misg Irene Hope did not call—although
her papa had promised that she woulddo
Lizzie this honor—but she wrote some-
what incoherently to explain that she still
intended to call. ' Miss Hope was full of
engagements—dreadfully rushed just now
—too uncertaln in her plans to name a
specific date for the call; Lizzie maust,
therefore, excuse delay anu not atiribute
Miss Hope's absence to willful neglect.
“Life is a riddle to all of us;,"” said Miss
Hope Incoherently. *“The intention has
always seemed to me everyihing, if one
means well in what one does no one
suoculd blame one whatever one does."
As Lizzie had never asked Irene to
call she more than forgave her for not
calling; but she thought Irene's letter,
with its life riddles and general inco-
herence, a most ridiculous, affected com-,

position. : i
Among February visitors was Lady
Vincent. Her ladyship, calling, drank

tea one afternoon in slue parlor. Mrs.
Price and-Jane hastily produced the best
china, t cholcest napery, and the silver
teapot, etc., from the cupbcards wnere
ordinarily these treasures lay hidden,
and then served the unusually ceremo-
nlous repast. Her Jadysnip beamed upon
her son, had absent-minded and yet
friendly smiles for Lizzie, and spoke most

graciously to Mr. Crunden. '

there; the tender voung grass was tint- |

vet secretly oppressed by so much un-
solicited affability and condescension,
drank his tea with a gulp, refused all
food, modestly withdrew from the table
to the hearth, and at a respectful dis-
tance told the visitor all about the age of
the house.

“Mr. Dowling and I both put that woond-
wo-k in the hall at Charles Two or James
Two—and what is more, I believe the
paneling was removed bodily out of a
church. If you ask me what church, my
lady, I say the same church that is indl-
cated by a cross on the anclent maps of
Medford, close to where St. Barnabas now
stands.”

The visitor, at first listening attentively,
soon permitted her mind to wander from
this historical information, and p-esently
overwhelmed Mr. Crunden by the steadily
reflective and yet unconscious scrutiny
that had always producad nervousness in
those who were not familiar friends of
her ladyship.

<A very old hiouse,” said Mr. Crunden,
abruptly concluding, and rubbing his
hands together nervously.

*We are all of us growing older,” said
Lady Vincent. “My husband, Mr. Crun-
den, no longer deplores all the changes in
the town. He has mo unkind memory of
vour opposition to his wishes—and I hope
vou, Mr. Crunden, think more kindly of
us, now that you have had your own
way—in wverything.” .

[ would ltke to say"'—and Mr, Crunden
cleared his throat and coughed—"1 have a
very-sincere respect for 8ir John—and his
family. Any words of mines on the sub-
jeet of Hill Rise, which might seem dis-
respectiul to Sir John, were spoken fool-
ishiy—and regretted ever afterward.”

<Oh,”" sald Jack, “that’s all right.
John understood.””

“Quite so,”" said Lady Vincent gracious-
lv; “but it is kind of Mr. Crunden to tell
us that he was not really hostile to your
ather. * * * My husband,” and she
turned to Mr. Crunden very graclously,
“is in great anxiety just now;" and sghe
turned again to her son. “Jack, dear, we
have grave news from Bournemouth."

“What—is the old lady better again?

“No: worse. Poor dear, she has caused
Dr, Lacy serious alarm in the last few
days. * * * It is sad, Mr. Crunden, to
be given length of years but to be de-
prived of the power of enjoying life, That
is unhappily the case with our poor old
cousin—M.ss Vincent—at Bournemouth.”

The tide was flowing strong.

“Fine morning, sl “'Good-day, Mr.
Crunden;” T hope 1 see you well, sir;"—
Mr. Crunden was walking through High
street, and all the worll was greeting
him. ‘Tradesmen on the thresholds of
their shops tarried to salute him, would
not let him pass without compliments and
bows. They all thought him rieh and
‘prosperous, and they bowed to the success
and the power that, after all, had done
them no injury.

The sun shone; wherever he glanced
smiles seemed to welcome him; but he
could take no pleasure In the sunlight or
the friendly faces. He walked as a man
drsaming, a man haunted by doubt and
disaster. +.uen he looked at his untrod-
den roads, at his untenanted houses, at
the wide, empty spaces on his land, it ap-
peared to him incredible that all the stu-
pid world did not read his secr2t and rec-
ognize Qis defeat. The ugly truth stared
at them—surely they could see for them-
solves, He was beaten and they haliled
him as victorious.

He suffered now, almost without respite.
Awakg or asleep, he could not shake off
the intolerable sense of failure. He was
a man living in a dream—a horrible night-
mare composed of sol’d facts, not of wild
fancles. The dead weight of his forty
ac-es was ‘ull upon him each night as he
lay down to rest, was crushing him as he
rose, was carried by him thrugglmut the
daylight hours.

It tortured him to think of the past—of
his garnered hoard, of the slowly amassed
fortune that used to give him strength
and pride and courage. He had consid-
e~ed himself rich, had been staggered by
his own success. As a young man he had
never ventured to hone that he would one
day have put by £27.000. It, was nothing
perhaps, if you measured the fortune by
Londonl standards, but for a small provin-
cial town such as Medford, for a bullder's
fortune, it was a grapnd achievement.
And now, blindly, wiuiully, in vainglorious
folly, he had jeopardized it, involved It,
turned it from sound-ringing gold to
brain-disturbing figures on sheets of ruled
paper. His“heart used to warm with the
theught that his, daughter was a rich heir-
ess; now he could only leave her a state-
ment of affalrs such as a bankrupt gets

Si-

Old Crunden, perceptibly gratified and

Often he thought of what he had said
to Jack Vincent about Sir John and finan-
cial operations. *“You see, sir, aegentle-
| man like your father soon gets adrift In
financlial operations. It's a special busi-
ness tralning straight up fromethe bot-
tom."” Speaking thus k'ndly and conse-
quentially, he had felt so sure of himself,
s0 strong in his knowledge of all the con-
ditions of his enterpris=. And yvet—as he
thought now with bitter salf-contempt—
if he had been some fortieth baronet,
some pampered duke fresh from Eten and
Oxford, with no other learning than a I1t-
tle Latip and Greek, he could not have
muddled” things more completely. All his
l'fe's work had gone to water; all his
painfully acquired experience had been
futle; boastfully, bumptiously, contempti-
bly, he had blundered headlong to ruin.

He had succeeded in small things: he
must, therefore, succeeed in big. Ther* woas
the ruinous fallacy in all his laborious
reasoning. It was as if & man spould say
|after jumping over some ditches: .See,
| how simple! With a run of eighteen feet
| T ean jump nine feet clear. Therefore, if
|T take a proporilonately longer run, I
{can jump over the widest river. But
| there is a fatal error in arguing thus
| from little to large. [iill Rise had been
| a fatally larger leap than anything he had
| ever attempted before.

He could understand now. In the past,
when successfully sdeveloping one of his
many-cornered little fields, he had given
perhaps four hundred and fifty pounds
for an acre and, a half. He was then the
big capitalist—with losds of money tor the
small task, obtaining big trade d'scolints,

setting his men upon the work when they
might otherwise have bheen idle, taking
them off when he wanted them for some

remunerative contract—he had been mas-
ter and lord, of money, time, everything;
controlling the ‘enterprise, not being
|driven by it. Now, with his vast effort,
all the cond’tions had been reversed.

He thought of old Selby—a raven
croaking In his path when he was still
high in bascless hope. “I had my money
out of bricks and mortar once, but 1 was

fool enough to put it back again.”” And
again. “A big task ye've got. A migzhty
big task.” All the elemental truth was
summed up in old Selby’s words. Easy if

you are working we 11 within the scopas of
your own means, but eruel hard if you're
using borrowed capital. And to enforca

the bitter lesson, here were the London
and Suburban Company triumphing at
Hill House because they had unlimited
funds behind them. *With a quarter as
much land and a hundred times as much
money, those dreaded mneighbors had
gloriously sueceeded, while CUrunden was
most dismally falling

From the very first he had falled:

everything had gone wrong; if you con-
sidered the estate as a whole or div.ded
the work into separate jobs and con-
sidered each part in  detail, failure
plainly disclosed itself. During the last
months Jack Vincent and he had been
toiling as accountants to set out the
the figures, however yon tested them, told
the same story. Thus, the thirty-six-foot
roads which should have cost thirty
shillings per foot run had in fact cost
two pounds per foot when finlshed: the
firat cottages had cost L£190 instead of
£180) aplece; the second lot of cottages,
taken over from the man of straw, stood
at £215 apiece; each of the decoy houses
should have been finished for £1.500, and
the cheapest had run away with £1,700.
You could aceount foY the increase of cost
over estimate easily enough: this was the
difference in result between taking dis-
counts and paying for credit; between
working at leisure And working as if
driven by demons. But the dJdifference
meant a loss instead of a profit on all
the building =0 far done—except his first
eottages, 1
(To be concluded next Sunday.)

Appropriate Bathing Places.

From Life.

Lame man—A limpid lake.

Deaf man—A sound.:

BHnd man—A sea.

Sick man—A well.

Base ball erank—A run.

Fireman—A stream. -

Inebriate—A tank (or the falls).

A crook—A strait.

Gambler—A pool.

Pawnhroker—A pond,

Bhoemaker—A creek.

Burglar—The breakers.

An athlete—A spring.

Messenger boy—The rapids.

ready for the eyes of his creditors.

The czar—The surf.



