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THE GREEN CARNATION.

He slipped a green carnation into his even-
ing coat, fixed it in its place with a pin, and
looked at himself in the glass, the long glass
that stood near the window of his London bed-
room. The summer evening was so bright that
he could see his double clearly, even though it
was just upon seven o'clock, There he stood
in his favourite and most characteristic atti-
tude, with his left knee slightly bent, and his
arms hanging at his sides, gazing, as a woman
gazes at herself before she starts for a party.
The low and continuous murmur of Piccadilly,
like the murmur of a flowing tide on a smooth
beach, stole to his ears monotonously, and in-
clined him insensibly to a certain thoughtful-
ness. Floating through the curtained window
the soft lemon light sparkled on the silver backs
of the brushes that lay on the toilet-table, on
the dressing-gown of spun silk that hung from
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a hook behind the door, on the great mass of
gloire de Dijon roses, that dreamed in an ivory-
white bowl set on the writing-table of ruddy-
brewn wood. / It caught the gilt of the boy's
fair hair and turned it into brightest gold, un-
til, despite the white weariness of his [ace, the
pale fretfulness of his eyes, he looked like some
angel in a church window designed by Berne-
Jones, some angel a little blasé from the inju-
dicious conduct of its life. He frankly admired
himself as he watched his reflection, occasion-
ally changing his pose, presenting himself te
himself, now full face, now three-guarters face,
leaning backward or forward, advancing one
foot in its sitk stocking and shining shoe, as-
suming a variety of interesting expressions.
In his own opinion he was very beautiful, and
he thought it right to appreciate his own quali-
ties of mind and of body. He hated those fan-
tastic creatures who are humble even in their
self-communings, cowards who dare not ac-
knowledge even to themselves how exquisite,
how delicately fashioned they are. Quite frank-
ly he told other people that he was very won-
derful, quite frankly he avowed it to himsell.
" There is a nobility in fearless truthfulness, is
there not 7 and about the magic of his person-

ality he could never be induced to tell a lie.
It is so interesting to be wonderful, to be
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young, with pale gilt bair and blue eyes, and a
face in which the shadows of fleeting expres-
sions come and go, and a mouth like the mouth
of Narcissus. It is so interesting to oneself.
Surely one's beauty, one's attractiveness, should
be one’s own greatest delight. It is only the
stupid, and those who still cling to Exeter Hall
as to a Rock of Ages, who are afraid, or
ashamed, to love themselves, and to express
that love, if need be. Reggie Hastings, at
least, was not ashamed. The mantel-piece in
his sitting-room bore only photographs of him-
self, and he explained this fact to inquirers by

saying that he worshipped beauty, Reggie was

very frank, When he could not be witty, he
often told the naked truth; and truth, without
any clothes on, frequently passes for epigram.
It is daring, and so it seems clever. Reggie
was considered very clever by his friends, but
more clever by himself. He knew that he was
great, and he said so often in Society. And
Society smiled and murmured that it was a
pose. Everything is a pose nowadays, espe-
cially genius,

This evening Reggie stood before the mir-
ror till the Svres clock on the chimneypiece
gently chimed seven. Then he drew out of
their tissue paper a pair of lavender gloves, and
pressed the electric bell.
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 Call me a hansom, Flynn," he said to his
valet.

He threw a long buff-coloured overcoat
across his arm, and went slowly downstairs.
A cab was at the door, and he entered it and
told the man to drive to Belgrave Square. As
they turned the corner of Half Moon Street
into Piccadilly, he leant forward over the
wooden apron and lazily surveyed the crowd.
Every second cab he passed contained an im-
maculate man going out to dinner, sitting bolt
upright, with a severe expression of counte-
nance, and surveying the world with steady
eyes over an unyielding rampart of starched
collar. Reggie exchanged nods with various
acquaintances, Presently he passed an elderly
gentleman with a red face and small side whis-
kers. The elderly gentleman stared him in the
face, and sniffed ostentatiously,

“What a pity my poor father is so plain,”
Reggie said to himself with a gquiet smile.
Only that morning he had received a long and
vehement diatribe from his parent, showering
abuse upon him, and exhorting him to lead a
more reputable life. He had replied by wire—

“What a funny little man you are—Reggie."

The funny little man had evidently received
his message.

As his cab drew up for a moment at Hyde
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Park corner to allow a stream of pedestrians
to cross from the Park, he saw several people
pointing him out. Two well-dressed women
looked at him and laughed, and he heard one
murmur his name to the other. He let his blue
eyes rest upon them calmiy as they peacocked
across to St. George's Hospital, still laughing,
and evidently discussing him. He did not know
them, but he was accustomed to being known.
His life had never been a cautious one. He
was too modern to be wvery reticent, and he
liked to be wicked in the eye of the crowd.
Secret wickedness held little charm for him,
He preferred to preface his failings with an
overture on the orchestra, to draw up the
curtain, and to act his drama of life to a
crowded audience of smart people in the
stalls. When they hissed him, he only pitied
them, and wondered at their ignorance. His
social position kept him in Society, however
much Society murmured against him; and,
far from fearing scandal, he loved it. He
chose his friends partly for their charm, and
partly for their bad reputations; and the white
flower of a blameless life was much too inartis-
tic to have any attraction for him. He believed #
that Art showed the way to Nature, and wor-
shipped the abnormal with all the passion of
his impure and subtle youth.
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“Lord Reginald Hastings," cried Mrs.
Windsor's impressive butler, and Reggie en-
tered the big drawing-room in Belgrave Square
with the delicate walk that had led certain Phil-
istines to christen him Agag. There were only
two ladies present, and one tall and largely
built man, with a closely shaved, clever face,
and rather rippling brown hair.

“So sweet of you to come, dear Lord Reg-
gie," said Mrs. Windsor, a very pretty woman
of the preserved type, with young cheeks and’
a middle-aged mouth, hair that was scarcely
out of its teens, and eyes full of a weary sparkle.
“But I knew that Mr. Amarinth would prove a
magnet. Let me introduce you to my cousin,
Lady Locke—Lord Reginald Hastings,”

Reggie bowed to a lady dressed in black,
and shook hands affectionately with the big
man, whom he addressed as Esmé. Five min-
utes later dinner was announced, and they sat
down at a small oval table covered with pale
pink roses.

*The opera to-night is * Faust,"" said Mrs.
Windsor. * Ancona is Valentine, and Melba is
Marguerite, I forget who else is singing, but
it is one of Harris' combination casts, a con-
stellation of stars,”

“The evening stars sang together!” said
Mr. Amarinth, in a gently elaborate voice, and



