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“*“The {act is,” said Clarence Hathaway,
taking off his large, circular, horn-rimmed
spectacles and carefully wiping them with
his pockei-handkerchief— *‘the fact is, my
dear Henry, hitherto I have not paid any

special regard towards young women, But s

Miss Webling is-—is- _
“Different,” suggested his companion a
plemp, well-fed man of twenty-nine whose

name was Henry Fox, :

“Kxaectly,” said Clarence. “‘There’s
soraething about Miss Webling that raises
her far, far above all other young women.
Scwething--poetical, ethercal, {ranscend-’,
ental.” '

“Ch, cnt it out!” growled Henry. “Talk
English.” |

S1ah Y !
‘I know perfectly well what you mean
without il those fireworks, — This girl
yor're talking about—of course, she’s dif-
ferent from all other girls in the world.
They always are. Of course, she pos-
sesses wonderful  powers of sympathy,
marvellows tact, extraordinary and rare
beauty of face and figure—-they always
do.” ]

“Yes, but—="" i

“(Clarence,”  continued Ienry, inter-’
rupting, “‘the plain truth is you're in love J
with the girl. Isn’t that so?” !

Clarence flushed. ' i

“Well—-" he bLegan. !

“Quite =0, said Henry, ““I understand,
Say ne more.”

" “But 1 want to ask your advice,”’ said
Clarence. .
““Ah, so that's it.  Well, carry on, my,
lad.” E
Henry Fox settléd himself comfortably
iit.hig armchair, and prepared to dispense
good advice. He was an easy-maunered
young man of a cheerful and confident dis-
He liked Clarence, but secretly
At times, be was almost |
He thought Clar-

position,
des pised him.
inclined to pity him.
ence was soft.

There he was wrong. It is true that
Clorence Hathaway did not possess the
demeanour of a bold and desperate lLue-
carcer.  His big spectacles gave him a
very wild and bencvolent appearance, and
he was, mereover, quict of voice and man.
nce.  But, physically, Clarence wasn’t at
all soft. Like many shy and vetiring
people, he had a punch which upon the
very rare occasions then he exerted it
covsiderably surprised the unfortunate man
who stopped it.

Again, his name told against him. A
man of twenty-six who wears glasses and
is inflicted with the name of Clarence is
handicapped at the outset.

The two were in the sitting-room at
Clarence’s “‘digs.”’ It was a small and -
attractive room, the only decently com-
fortable chair being the one at the mom-
onl occupied by Henry Fox.

Clarence coughed nervously before un-
burdening himself.

“The trouble is, llenry,” he hezan
slowly, ‘“that though J-— er—admire Miss
Webling so very much, I fear that she
séarcely reciprocates ny sentiments.”’

That was Clarance all over., 1lfe in-
variably talked in the Jangnage of a4 mem-
bar of Parliament addressing an audience
composed of schoolmasters. It was a.
stauding joke amongst his friends.

Henry wondered if he.talked to Miss
Webling in that manner. e tried to
piclure the effect upon any average mod-
ern girl. It was ferny, and yeb almost
pathetic.  He began to feel quite sorry
fur Clarence. =

“In other words, Clarence,’

>

remarked

Henry, in bis coarse, direct fashion, “‘she’s

been giving you the bird.”

Clarence sighed. .

“f {ry fo please her,”” he said sadly,
“but my efforls are singularly unsuccess-
fu'  The other day whilst I .was describ.
iny a recent visit of mine to the Geological
Museum, she yawned and said she wasn’t
interested in fossils—not even human ones.
¢ lent her a book en ‘The Evolution of
Tadpoles,” and she never even read it.”

“You astonish me,” observed Ienry
drily.. )

“So I thought, Henry, that with your
wide knowledge of women you could ad-
visz me. Tell me what to do to catch
Miss Webling’s interest, put me right as
to my correct procedure,”

“My dear Clarence,” said Henry, in pat-
rornising tones. “I shall be delighted. 1
think I can say without boasting that you
couldn’t have come to anyone for advice
better qualified than myself. What I
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den’t know about girls, you can take from
m: isn’t worth knowing, I know them
from A to 4.

Clarence gazed at his friend with modest
admiring eyes.

“It's quite clear,’” continued Henry,
“you're on the wrong track allogether.
Yer're too timid, What atiracts women
is boldness, resolution, and all that sort
ol thing. Then again, you're not sufficient-
1y careful about your personal appearance.
Yeu're not dressy enough.” Henry fing-
ecel his neat, coloured tie as he spoke.

“*Now, tell me, Clarence,” Henry went
“is this lady friend of yours really

pretty ? I rnean docs cveryone think so?”

“She’s beautiful,” murmured Clarence
reverently. }

“Um; Well, the best thing you can do
is to take me along next time you call,
and introduce me.”’

“Certainly.”

“Then I'll just keep my eye open for
any special characteristics she may possess,
so that you can watch me and study ey
methods.”

Clarence coughed. . .

“Is that absolutely necessary?”’ he asked
doubtiunlly.

“Just as you like,” replied Llenry, with

. a bhanghty note in his voice.

“All right,” said Clarance. “Do what
you think best, Henry.”

It was then arranged that Henry Fox
sheuld put in an appearance on the fol-
lowing evening, and accompany Clarence
when the latter called on the Weblings,

Shortly afterwards Henry toox his de-
parture. As he traced his fooisteps
homewards, semething must have amused
him, for he smiled to himself several
times, und once broke into a liftle, con-
temptuous laugh.

II.

Nella Webling was a tall, pretty girl
with carly black hair that was cut short
an.! “bobbed”” in the prevailing fashion.

The next evening she was sitting alone
in the drawing-room of her home, and it
may be safely assumed that her thoughts
were {ar away, because the book she was
supposed to have been reading for the last
half-hcur was upside down.

But in the novel was a well-built, hand-
some young man with a square jaw and
straight legs. He was the hero. A regular

" goer, too, he was. IIc was always ‘‘zpot-

s

lessly clad” (usually in “immaculate even-
ing dress), and- whenever he spoke his
voice vibrated with passion even if he
only said “It’s a nice day, to-day but
—kis veice still went on  vibrating with
passion.

Nella sighed,

She was wondering why it was that
young men like. the hero in the novel never
came her way. All the men she met seem-
ed so ordinary, so human. About the only
time their voices vibrated with passion was
when  they were arguing about foot-
bali, or describing why it was the liorse
they bad backed was just beaten by a
short head.

In the midst of her meditation, the maid
camc in’ and announced Clarence and ‘‘a
friend.”

Clarence and Henry entered the room.

“This is a friend of mine, Mr Fox,” ex--
plained Clarence timidly, “whom I've tak-
en the liberty of bringing with me.” ‘

“How do you do,”’ said Henry, looking
decp into Nella’s eyes with a gaze of un-
dsiguised admiration in his own.

Nella smiled sweetly, and eHnry sniled
sweetly. They shock hands like quite old
friends.  Indeed, it seemed to Clarence
that they took far too long shaking hands.

The three composed themselves in arm-
chairs, )

The conversation which ensued was car-
ried on almost exclusively by Nella and
Henry.  Clarence’s share was very small.
As time went on the other two seemed to
forget him altogether, it was as much as
be could do to get a word in at all,

It went on like this:

Henry : ““Are you fond of theatres, Miss
Webling 7’

Nella: “I adore them. If I could I'q
go every might, woulda't you? I'm spee-
ially fond of musical pieces.”

Henry : “T expect you’ve seen “The Maid
of the Mountains? That’s a good show,
ism't it?”

Nella: “Oh, I think it's topping! I've
seen it three timea. I could see it again.”*

Henry: “‘They say ‘Monsieur Beau-
caire’ is good, too. I haven’t seen it my-
seli yet, but lots of my friends have said
they liked it. They tell me the music

is good.”’

Nella: “No, I haven’t seen it yet,
citber. I'd love to. I've got the music of
it.”

Ienry: “Have you really? I'd like to
hear yeu play it, awhdly.”

Neila (emiling): I can’t play very
well.”?

* Henry : “T refuse to believe that.

Absolutely. As a matter of fact—I Delieve
you would succeed at anything yol took
ap.”’

Nella {stil! smiling): “Oh, you're much
tén kind.  Bosides—how do you know?
Why, yon’ve only just met me.””

Ienry (looking into her eyes): I feel
as though T had known you for yeawrs!”

Clarcnee :  "“Talking musie, I was at a
conicert at the Queen’s Hall the other day,
when-——"' ‘

Nella {to Henry): “Are vou lond of
reading, My Fox

Henry: I

ach there, 1 sce.”
ella: “Yes. It’s one of ‘Childs Gar-
. It's called ‘My Heert’s Desire.’
Iave you read it?”

Henry : “Ob; yes. I think it's very good,
den't you

Nella: “Fepping! Tve read lots by him.
Te’s frighifully clever, don't you think !’

Henvy : 1 think he's one of the leading
nevelists of the day. T read every book he
writes as soon as it is published.”

Clarence : ‘I moliced this mornig in
an article in *Sciepce Sifting’

Nelly (ke Henry): “Do you play tennis,
My Fox?”

Renry: “Yes,

Nella

dote on it. You've gat a

do you 7 -

:destly) @ Ob, o little you know.
a're awiully good.

¥ {letling bimseli go rathor): “Not
at all Not all. Just average. I liclong to
a good mixed club, though.”

Clarence : “There was some very good
tennis at Wimbledon las ”

.‘rf.ef.lry {te Nella): T wonder if one day
veu'd care to-——""

Nella: “To what?”

Henry:
play a ‘set’ or two with me. ‘Singles,’
you know? What?” -

Nella: “I'd love to. But do veu think
I should be good enough?”’

Henry : “Of ceurse.  What a foolish
question. . Perhaps you'll come along on
Saturday afterncon, will you?”

Nella (aftep a clight pause): *Yes, 1'd
like to very much.”

Clarence (desperately): “Talking abou: !
) t=4

tennig—--"

Henry : “we shall be able to get some
tes at the Club House. Topping ices they
have there.  There are some jolly mice
people that belong to the club, too. Eugp-
pose 1 call for you about three. Will that

Psuit vou?’

Nella:
welt.”’

After this sort of thing had heen roing
on for about an hour, Clarence felt his
spirits sinking lower and lower. He re-
lapsed into silence, saying not a word, hut
just  listening sadly to the animated
duologue carried en by Nella and Henry.

At lenyrth he rose to his feet in despera-
tion,

“Yes, that will suil we very

“I'm afraid we must be going now, Miss
Webling,” he said, with a slight emphasis
on the word “‘we.”

“Must you go, old man?‘ said Henry.
“Oh. well, Good-night.”

Before Clarence realised what was hap-

pening, Henry had arisen, shaken him by

tve hand, and dropped comfortably back
again into his chair.

“Good-night, Mr Hathaway,” said Nella
coldly.

Clarenice sbumbled dazedly cut of the
rosm. A minute later ke had rammed on
big hat and quitted the house, deep in a
fiv of black despair. :

11,

Severul duys elapsed before Clarence saw
Fenry again,  He chanced to run against
the latter in the street. Henry was rather
off-hand, )

“Sorry I can’t stop now old man,” he
said, “‘but I've got an appointment. I'm
i a hurey.”

"1 wanted {o ialk to vou aboui Miss
Webling-—"" began Clarence.

Ha? Ch, yes. Well, T can’t stop now,
But if T were you, 1’d try lo forget all
abiont her.  The truth is--I don’t want
to hurt your feelings, but I don’t—well,
- dow’t think she likes you very much,
old chap. 1'd give her a miss for a bit.
So long. See you in a day or two.”’

Henry walked quickly away and soon
Lad disappeared out of sight. .

Twice Clarence had called at Nella's
home, but each time she had been out.

“She’s playing tennis with Mr Fox,”
Nella’s mother had told him, “What a
charming man he is, don’t you think *

“‘Oo—yes,” Clarence murmured, striving
to hide bis discamfiture, and tock his de-
Partare a2t the first opportunity.

_Aﬂ;er m%f’«fng Henry, ho - A
his luck. This time chanes ¢ 0T 1
Nella was in and alone, AVoureg Y

She greeted Clarence coldl
curred to her how badly b .. |
with Henry Fox. His clothes, ‘Lh::n )
\V?T& not of the same fashim:éh .
His mamner was nervous and (Ff:‘ o
whereas Henry was self-confiden , ey,
sured. She thought how Y a0d g
a man was Henry, Dorg o

t

Clarence did not stay long, Ty,
toe. much Henry in their com’,(\ﬁ:?e Y
h.s Bking.  After Nelly hag asl;:dl@ %
los of questions concerning hig fy, glm
treated him to a little lecture on ]nI "
astonishing excellence. What 200d fapd
piayer he was . H'Iow gracefy], HU;
and calm and collected, What an ing "
ing talker he was, How well-regd
gocd-looking. Such eyes, Ay h(‘;r dq:
tinguished, N

Clarence was both good-natyreg |
polite.  He stuck it as Jong o 1 to-
Bu: there is an end to all things E

X \ . - By
the camel’s back is nob built oy g, °
tilever principle. \
a turning.

So, after forty-five minutes, (
retired.

“Qood-bye, Miss Webling” ), i
with a trace of bitterness in his vy 1,
adced, “I'm sorry I hore yor g Bugh,

Nella stared pensively before he whey
he had gone. She did not dislike Clarenge
There was somethiry genuine ghuy lim,
and he was as straight as a die; b gy
to'it her that. But, Leside Henr. i g
like a candle beside an electrica jypy,

She left sorry for Clarence,

The longest WOt jd

reng

iv,

It was Uenry's idea. A quiel yog
in the woods, he said, would be ey
ful.  Nella and Mrs Webnling agaiy
thusiastically.  Then it was that g
suagested that Clavence should un
complete the party. It was a b
scheme.  He would leave Claray §
look after Mrs Webling,  thus b

“To come down to wy cluband |

Nella to himself.

They hired a molor car to ul
dewy to Popping Forest. Or, rathe,
ence did. At any rate, Clarence paid.

When they got there, they liftd 4
their little hamper of provisions. and g
patched the car to a village a mik b
along the road, where it waio wal
until they picked it up later an

They left the rozd and pogd g
the forest. It was o charming alterod
of early autumn. Lven Clarence [whowd
cavrying the hamvper) felt gay and che
ful, despite the fact that Henry and Nel
displayed a tendeucy to become a i
separated from Mrs Webling and Kins

Ac length, ihey came across a delighti]
glade where they opened their hamper 2
setiled Uhemselves down to enjoy the
alfresco meal.

They werc a jolly party.  Nella wasiy
Ligh spirvits, whilst as for Henry. Je w
positively surpassing himself i the #
of sparkling conversation. He rade d
nurher of extremely witty vematks ai i
oxpense of Clarence, who laughed oot
naturedly. !

So intent, indeed, were they hei e
did not observe the approach i the
scene of two strangers.

The strangers were men. And Gy
wet2 nob at all nice men. They wore 1P
dirty, unshaven, and vicious-Jookig
were dressed in greasy  clothes; &
around cach of heir necks was 10
a filthy scarf. Tncidentally, they B®
carried short, heavy sticks.

They slouched ap to the litle ‘pli:(tf‘

Hen;-y was in the midst of.Ml;h“g
funny story. He was just arriving #
cream of the joke, Then he hafpo®
look up.

Abruptly he broke off. ,

“Qood afternoon, guv'nor
the men in insolent, familiar ilﬂﬂf‘;'{e"

“Tir—good afternoon,” said :
turping rather pale. P

Whilst his companion was .speml_\m%.d
second man leered unpleasantly am;
Clarence, without haste, rose ey
bis feet. oI

““Gluv’nor,” continued the M Ty
ate is starllﬂ,.

* gaid o

ry, “me and my m :
been oub of work fer—fer—
“Years,” said the other. ;
Wllein nde

“gnd we're walking to Lo ot
where are we walking from b B
said the other: 7 4

y Jro

“(ilasgow,”
fangh. ]
“So we'd like a bit

ot
er money 12’4
, 3

. . s ’nor.’
night’s lodging wiv, g ner jabet

“Fr—how much de you want
Henry, trembling. » gaid the?
“All you've got, mates F 5

i I ick & ot
with a sparl. ‘‘And qui€ 4 ot}

Nella uttered s little goF ?2[. abied
ker mother. Henry begad
his pockets. 4]

Clarence took a steP for‘.ﬂrv‘ o

«Henry,” be observed meak “gs 003
surely not going to beﬁ? w N
these hooligans money: claren"””

The two men stared 3t ‘
torishments

[



