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l Short Stories

Jiands eereain strings berween the nations in the favor of Russia,
g.a citizeness of the world’s smoothest roads it was small wonder
iatshe was quick to recognize in the refined purlieus of the Hotel
otus the most desirable spot in America for a restful sojourn during
at of midsummer,
On the third day of Madame Beaumont’s residence in the hotel a
ng man entered and registered himself as a guest. His clothing—
peak of his points in approved order—was quietly in the mode; his
tures good and regular; his expression that of a poised and sophisti-
ted man of the world. He informed the clerk that he would remain
rec.or four days, inquired concerning the sailing of European steam-
hips, and sank into the blissful inanition of the nonpareil hote! with
lie-contented air of-a traveller in his favorite inn.
: The young man—mnot to question the veracity of the regisier—was
darold Farrington. He drifted into the exclusive and calm current of
ife in the Lotus so tacefully and silencly that nort a ripple alarmed his
cllow-seekers after rest. He ate in the Lotus and of its patronym,® and
vas lulled into blissful peace with the other fortunate mariners. In one
ay he acquired his table and his waiter and the fear lest the panting
chasers after repase that keprt Broadway warm should pounce upon and
estray this contiguous but covert haven.
.. - After dinner on the next day after the arrival of Harold Farrington
Madame Beaumont dropped her handkerchief in passing out. Mr. Far-
rington recovered and returned it without the effusiveness of a seeker
after acquainrance.
Perhaps there was a mystic freemasonry berween the discriminat-
:ing guests of the Lorus. Perhaps they were drawn one to another by the
. fact of their common good fortune in discovering the acme of summer
resorts in a Broadway hotel. Words delicate in courtesy and tentative in
_departure from formality passed berween the two. And, as if in the
expedient atmosphere of a real summer 1ESOrt, an acquaintance grew,
flowered and fructified on the spat as does the mystic plant of the con-
juror. For a few moments they stood on a balcony upon which the cor-
ridor ended, and tossed the feathery ball of conversation.

“One tires of the oid resorts,” said Madame Beaumont, with a faint
but sweet smile. “What is the use to fly to the mountains or the seashore
_—

' \‘}lge-et-nnir: game of chance
it ale in the Lolus and of its palronym: “he ale of he Lotus®; in Homer's The Odyssey, the
Iotus-eaters lived in a slate of drug-induced bliss
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to esca very people that make both follow

us there?”
“Even on the ocean,

be upon you. The most exc
more than ferry boats. Heaven help us wh

covers that the Lotus is further away from

Istands of Mackinac.”®
“] hope our secret will be safe fora week, anyhow,” said Madame,

with a sigh and a smile. «T do not know where 1 would go if they should
descend upon the dear Lotus. 1 know of but one place 50 delightful in
summer, and that is the castle of Gount Polinski, in the Ural Moun-

pe noise and dust when the

' remarked Farrington sadly, “the Philistines’
lusive steamers aré gering o be scarcely (
en the summer resorter dis- %
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“1 hear that Baden-Baden and Cannes are 'a‘lmosrdeserted--this sea-
1d resorts fall in disrepute.

son,” said Farrington. «Year by year the 0
Perhaps many others, like ourselves, are seeking out the quiet nooks
chat are overlooked by the majority.”
«] promise myself three days more 0
Madame Beaumont. “On Monday the Cedric sails.”
Harold Farringron's €yes proclaimcd his regret.

on Monday,” he gaid, “bur I do not £0 abroad.”
Madame Beaumont shrugged one round shoulder in a foreign ges-

ture.

“QOne cannot hide here forever, charming th
chateau has been in preparation for me longer t
house parties that one must give—what d nuisance

forget my week ‘1 the Hotel Lotus.”
“Nor shall I,” said Farrington in a low voice,

£ this delicious rest,” said

“] top must leave

ough it may be. The
han a month. Those
1 But I shall never

4and 1 shall never for- (

rwo saf at a little

give the Cedric.”
ht ices and small
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rabte on the same balcony.

ree days afterward, the
A discreet walter broug

glasses of claret cup. -
beautiful evening gown that she

Madame Beaumont wore the same
ach day at dinner. She seemed choughtful. Near her hand on
11 chatelaine purse. After she had eaten her ice she

d took out 4 one-dollar bill.
e said, with the smile th
hing. I'm going 0

had worn €
the table lay a sma
opened the purse an

«Mr. Farrington,” sh
Lotus, "1 want to tell you somet

at had won the Hote!
leave before breakfast
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Philistings: ignorant and uncultured people

tThousand islands of Mackinac: populas haoliday spots: The Thousand Jslands commupity is in
"Mackinac" refers {0 Mackinac

southeastern Ontario and upstats New York on $he St Lawrence River;

Istand in Michigan.
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