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A Jf S'jdM V A 4,y monotony of conventional affair Lady

ftlaud Allan, American dancer who made "Salome" famou. lra. Aaquith'
friendship for her stirred London society and called forth rebuke from
Queen Alexandra.
FIRST met my husband In 1S91

I at dinner given by Peter Flow-
er's brother, Cyril. had never

heard of him In my life, which cives
some indication of how much time
was wasting on two worlds do not
xiiean this and the next but the
eporting and dramatic. Sly dancing
lessons had led me to the rehearsals
both of the ballet and the drama; and
for short time was at the feet
of Ellen Terry" and Irving say
"short" advisedly, for then as now
found Bohemian society duller than
tny English watering-place- .

Stage suppers are my idea of hell!
Everyone has different conception

of hell and few of us connect it with
flames even the idea of eternal pun-
ishment has long since gone out of
fashion but, with te exception of
Irving and Coquelin, have never met
tero or heroine off the stage in com-

edy or opera that was not ultimately
dull, and collectively they are crush-
ing.

(Editor's note: It seems strange
that Mrs. Asquith does not mention
Maud Allan, the sensational Ameri-
can stage dancer, her friendship for
whom caused flurry In British so-

cial circles. In fact, one of Miss Al-

lan's at dinner party,
given by the wife of the premier, was
said to have called forth rebuke
from Queen Alexandra.)

The dinner where first met Her-
bert Asquith was in the house of com-
mons, and sat next to him was
immensely impressed by his conver-
sation and his clean Cromwellian
face. He was different to all the
others and, although abominably
dressed, had so much personality that

made up my mind at once that here
was man who could help me, and
would understand everything.

It never crossed my brain that he
was married, nor would that have
mattered. had aways been more
anxious that Peter Flower should
uarry than myself, because he was

12 years older than was, but mat

rimony was not thp purpose of either
of qur lives.

It was glorious. Right andi after
dinner, when we all walked on the
terrace, was flattered to find my
new friend by my side. Lord Batter
sea our host who adored my hus
band and had flamboyant manners,
oDenlv chaffed me. and tried to sep
arate us. but with our great tact and
determination this frontal attack was
resisted..

(Editor's note: Many ,of Mr. As- -
quith's friends were aghast at the
unconventional M Tennant
whoso sensational career hadi made
her the most talked of, the moat hated
and the most loved woman in Eng
land

He and retired to the darkest part
of the terrace and, leaning over the
parapet, we gazed into the river an.d

talked till far into the night
Our host and party thinking that
had gone home and that Henry had

returned to the house (of commons)
when the division bell rang had dis-

appeared; and when we finished our
conversation the terrace was deserted
and the sky looked light.

We met few days later dining
with S'r Algernon West very dear
and early friend of mine. After this
we saw each other constantly. found
out from something he said that he
was married and lived at Hampstead.

(Editor's note: Mrs. Asquith's
friendship for Sir Algernon West did
not deter herfrom testifying in favor
of his daughter-in-la- Mrs. Horace
West, in the famous case In which
Mrs. West sued Sir Algernon for de-

faming her character by spreading
stories of her extravagance. It was
while testifying at this trial that
Mrs. Asquith said, is
the best passport to high society.")

He told me afterwards that he was
shy man, and in some ways "this is

true of him even now; am glad that
never observed it at the time,

shy people. worried me.. liked mod
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KHen Terry, whom SIra. AaquJth calla one of the only two theatrical atara
he ever found really Intereatini;.

esty pitied timidity but was
bored with shyness.

cannot truly say that the word
shy described Henry; he was little
gauche in movement, and blushed
when he was praised, but have nev-
er seen him afraid of anyone, or dis-

concerted by any social dilemma. His
unerring Instinct into all sorts of
people and affairs quite apart from
his intellectual temperament and
learning his incredible lack of van-
ity and freedom from self struck irys

st once; he made everyone talk well,
which convinces people that they are
not being flattered, but being clever.

(Editor's note: London society
gossiped openly that Margot Tennant
laughed at Asquith's first advances
toward her.)

When found that he was married,
asked him to bring hs wife to din-

ner, which he did. Directly saw
her said:

"I do hope, Mrs Asquith, you have
not minded your husband dining here
without you, but rather gathered
Hampstead was too far away for him
to get back to you from the house;

hope whenever it suits you and Be
is dining here that you will dine,
too."

In making my profound and at-

taching friendship with the stranger
of that house of commons dinner
had placed myself in difficult posi-
tion when Helen Asquith (the pre-
mier's first wife) died. To be step-wi- fe

and step-moth- er was unthink-
able, but at the same time the mo-

ment had arrived in my life when
change involving great decision
had become Inevitable. had written
to Peter Flower before we parted
every day for nine years with the
exception of the months he had spent
flying from his creditors in India.
and had prayed for him every
night, but it had not brought more
than happiness ,to both us. and

when deliberately said good-by- e

to him shut down page of my
life which even if had wanted to

could never have reopened.
(Editor's note: In later instal-

ment Mrs. Asquith describes in full
her friendship with Peter Flower,
for whom she entertained an ex-
tremely deep affection.)

Humored Alarrlase Frowned On.
When Henry told me he cared for

me, that unstifled inner voice which
we all of us hear more or less indis-
tinctly told me that should be un
true to myself and quite unworthy
of life if, when such man came
knocking at the door, did not fling

wide open.
The rumor that we were engaged

to be married caused perturbation
amounting to consternation in cer-
tain circles. Both Lord Roseberry
and Lord Randolph Churchill, with-
out impugning me in any way, de-
plored the marriage, nor were they
by any means alone in thinking such

union might ruin the life of
promising politician.

(Editor's note: She was once re-

ported engaged to marry Lord Rose-berry- .)

Some of my own friends from an-

other point of view were equally ap-

prehensive: to start my new life
charged with ready-mad- e family of
children brought up very differently
to myself, wjth man who played no
games and cared for no sport, in
London instead of the country, with
no money except what he could make
at the bar, was, they thought, tak-
ing too many risks.

My Melton friends said it was
terrible waste that was not marry-
ing sporting man! and told me
afterwards that they nearly signed
round robin to beg me never give
up hunting.

(Editor's note: Melton is one of
the fashionable Hunt Clubs of Eng

The Woman With the Serpent's Tongue
BY WILLIAM WATSON

She is not old, she is not young,
The Woman with the Serpent's Tongue,
The haggard cheek, the hungering eye,
The poisoned words that wildly fly,
The famished face, the feered hand

--Who slights the worthiest in the land,
Sneers at the just, contemns the brave,
And blackens goodness in its grave."

In truthful numbers be she sung,
The Woman with the Serpent's Tongue;
Concerning whom, Fame hints at things
Told but in shrugs and whisperings;
Ambitious from her natal hour,
And scheming all her life for power;
With little left of seemly pride;

land. On one occasion, bored by the

there, Mrs. Asquith, then Margot
Tennant, startled the staid dowagers
who were present by giving an im-

promptu skirt dance which highly
pleased the younger set. but over
which London society professed to
be deeply shocked."

was much more afraid of spoil-
ing my husband's life tHan my own.

had never seen any of his children
except little Violet when became
engaged; and he only took me to see
them once before we were married
He never spoke of them except one
day, when, after my asking him if
he thought they would hate me and
cataloguing my grave imperfections
and my moderate qualifications for
the part, he stopped me and said that
his eldest son Raymond was remark-
ably clever and would be devoted tc
me. He added thoughtfully:

"I think, and hope he is am
bitious."

This was quite new idea to me:
we bad always been told wnat
wicked thing ambition was, but we
were fighting family of high
spirits and hot temper as well as
exceedingly competitive, so we had
acquiesced wlthoiit conforming. This
remark profoundly impressed me and

ponder-e- it in my heart. do not
think it turned out to be true
prophecy, but Raymond Asquith had
such unusual and amazing intellec
tual gifts that no one could have
convicted him of lack of ambition.
To win without work, to score with-
out effort, and to amazp anJ delight
without premeditation is given to
few.

(Editor's note: pespite this dis
avowal of ambition, Margot Tennant
as very young girl declared re-

peatedly that she would marry
man who with her help would be-

come prime minister of Great Brit-
ain.)

Disapproving iong engagements
hurried on my marriage all could,

first to avoid the month of May, and
next to escape the cataracts of ad-

vice by which my friends thought to
secure both my husband's and my
own matrimonial bliss.

One njsjht after our engagement

With venomed fangs she cannot hide;
Who half makes love to you today,
Tomorrow gives her guest away.
Burnt up within by that strange soul
She cannot slave or yet control:
Malignant lipp'd, unkind, unsweet;
Past all example indiscreet;
Hectic, and always overstrung
The Woman with the Serpent's Tongue.

To think that such as she can mat-Name-
s

that among the noblest are!
That hands like hers can touch the springs
That move who knows what men and things?
That on her will their fates have hungi
The Woman with the Serpent's Tongue.

STATEMENT BY MR. WATSON

"The Woman With the Serpent's Tongue" is composite photograph of Mrs. Asquith and her
step-daught- Violet. The poem is portrait of the physical characteristics of Mrs. Asquith. The
latter is the voice of the family and rules them all. Violet is the real official voice speaking with
authority. sShe it is who

'Slights the worthiest in the Jand,
Sneers at the just, contemns the brave,
And blackens goodness in its grave.'" ...

(Signed) WILLIAM WATSQN.

we were dining with Sir Henry and day. The first marriage I ever taw
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was once prime
minister.) While the women were
talking and the men drinking, dear
old Mrs. Gladstone and other elderly
ladies and political wives took me on
as to the duties of the spouse of a
possible prime minister; they were
so severe that at the end of it I did
not feel at all sure that I should be
doing the proper thing by sleeping
with him

When Mr. Gladstone came Into the
drawing room I felt depressed and,
clinging to his arm, I switched him
eft in a corner and said I feared the
Indies took me for a jockey or a ballet
g.rl, as I had been adjured to give up
dancing-- , riding and acting, etc. He
patted my hand, said he knew no one
hotter fitted to be the wife of a great
politician than myself and ended by
saying that, while I was entitled to
discard exaggeration in rebuke, it
was a great mistake not to take
criticism wisely and in a spirit which
might turn it to good account.

I have often thought of this when
I see how brittle and egotistical peo
pie are at the smallest disapprobation
There is no greater test of size than
the way people take criticism; but
judging stature by this standard, most
people are dwarfs.

My engagement caused a sensation
in the east end of London as well as
the west. The following was posted
to me by an anonymous well-wish- er

I "At the meeting of the 'unemployed
held on Tower hill yesterday after
noon, John E. Williams, the organ
1er appointed the social democratic
federation, said that on the previou
day they had gone thi"ough the west
pnd squares and had let the 'loafers'
living there know that they were
alive.

"On the previous evening he bad
an announcement which, at first

sight, had caused tears to run down
lis face, for he had thought it read
'Mr. Asquith going to be murdered.'
However, it turned out that Mr. As
quith .was going to be married, and
he accordingly proposed that the un
employed, following the example of
the people in the west end, should
forward the right honorable gentle
man a congratulatory message.

"He moved 'That this mass meet
ing of the unemployed held on Tower
Irll, hearing that Mr. 4squith is about
to enter the holy bonds of matri
mony, and knowing he has no sym-
pathy for the unemployed, and that
hi, has lately used his positiqn in the
house of commons to insult the un
employed, trusts that his partner will
be one of the worst tartars it is pos-
sible for a man to have, and that his
family troubles will compel him to re- -
t:re from political life, for which he
is so unfit.'

"The reading of the resolution was
followed by loud laughter and cheers
Mr. Crouch (National Union of Boot
snd Shoe Operatives) seconded the

which was supported by
number 01 other speakers and
r.dopted.

(Editor's note: Notwithstanding
this humorous assault on Asquith,
who was their home secretary, Mar-
got Tennant was greatly loved by
working girls of the east end. among

fcpm she had done a great deal of
work.)

In spite of the anxiety of my friends
and relatives we were married on the
10th of May, 1894. Our register was
signed by four prime ministers, Mr.
Gladstone, Lord Roseberry. Arthur
Balfour and my husband. We spent
the first part of our honeymoon at
Mells Park, lent us by Sir John and
Lady Horner, and the second at
Clovelly court.

to collect in the street than it to- -

vhlch collected huge crowds was
Lady Crewe's. From Grosvenor
square to St. George's, Hanover
m;uare, Is a short distance, but from
uur front door to the church the pave-rien- ts

were blocked.
An old nurse of my s!"ter Char-

lotte's, Jerusha Taylor, who nursed
me after my wedding, told me that a
gentleman outside St. George's had

to her, "1 will give you 10 for
that ticket of yours"; as she refused
he said. "I will Rive you anytilnK
you like to ask! 1 must see Margot
Tennant married." I asked her what
sort of a man he was. She answered,
"Oh! he was a real gentleman, ma'am!
I know a gentleman when I see him;
he had a gardenia in his buttonhole,
tut he didn't get my ticket!"

1 do not know which of us was
the most courageous in our

marriage, my husband or myself. In
every one of my letters of congratula-
tions there was a note of warning;
ro doubt are not
ratural, and should not be taken in
hand unadvisedly, lightly, or wanton-
ly, but reverentl, discreetly and so-

berly.
Gladstone and Lord Morley wrote

me these letters on my engagement:
May S, ISM.

"You have a great and noble work
to perform. It is a work far beyond
human strength. May the strength
which is more than human be abun-
dantly granted you. Ever yours.

"v. E. a."
I remember, on receiving it. sayln?

to my beloved friend Con Manners:
"Gladstone thinks my fitness to he

H'nry's wife should be prayed for
hke the clergy: 'Almighty and Ever-
lasting God, who alone workest great
marvels. . .'"

John Morley wrote this:
"!'5.EIm Park Gardens, South Kln- -

sington, S. W-- . March 7, 1894.
'My dear Miss Margot:

Now that the of congratula
tions must be ceasing, here are mine,
the latest but not the least warm of
them all. You are going to marry
one of the finest men in all the world,
with a great store of sterling gifts,
both of head and heart, and with a
life before h'm of the highest inter
est, importance and power. Such a
man is a companion that any woman
might envy you. I dare say you
know this without my telling you.
On the other part. I will not add my-ce- lf

to those impertinents who as I
understand you to report wish you
to improve.' I very respectfully wish
nothing of the sort. Few qualities
are better worth leaving as they are.
than vivacity, wit, freshness of mind,
gaiety and pluck. Pray, keep them
all. Don't Improve by an atom.

Circumstances may have a lesson
or two to you, but 'tis only the
dull who don't learn, and I have no
fear but that such a pair have happy
years in front them.

You ask for my blessing, and you
have it. Be sure that I wish you as
unclouded a life as can be the lot of

oman, and I hope you will always
let me count myself your friend. I
possess some aphorisms on the mar

ried state but they will keep. I only
let them out as occasion comes.

"Always yours Bincerely,
"JOHN MORLEY."

(Editor's note: John Morley was
secretary for Ireland under Gladstone.
He was in Asquith's cabinet when the
war broke out and resigned because

h's pacifist principles. He was
cjlled Honest John, which, Mrs. As
quith says, was a poor name for
him.)
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There was one letter I kept in front
I had a wonderful wedding. It was rf me when I felt discouraged bv the

less common in those days for crowds I others on my engagement. As the
is

of

(Concluded ea Fate 7.)


