Grace, and wo ghould ba happior tog thor, | L ahe walks straight on, heedless of the passers.by,

cannot think of any other plan at present.”

“ I live in Dublin, t0e," he tells her, a little
enygnr'y.

“Uthought yon lived with e, Sinelaie 77
Dulee says, quietly : bat all the time she feels
glad that there will be at least one friendly fags
to sve sometimes in the city whither she is
going.

“Lam oonly with Mr. Sinelsiv temporarily,”
he explaing; “and I return to Dublin very
shortly—in a few days, in fact." )

' We must go sext week,” Daleie says, sadly,
stiii atterly uoable to believe that she is really
aud truly leaving Loveleigh forever. 1 wrote
about Ddgings to-day.”

~o she tatks gravely to Mr. Carlton of thoir
pluns, nad seems to find eomfort in the young
man’s quick, ready sympathy,

tu the evening Mr. Siuclair comes with &
swopasition fron Humphirey Lovel; he wishes
1y cousins Daleie andd Grace to remain at Love-
leigh an:d take care of it wslong as they like,
Duiiv’s cheek Hushes hotly,

1 eould not stay here on sutlerance,” she
says pronlly, vet withsihiess in her volee ; and
then suddenly she leawves the room.

Mr. Sinclairturns to Grace, while Mr. 'ariton
remaing gazing out at the open door through
which Duleie hawvanished, with a very grave
look on his face,  Grace is weeping quietly,

D wish Daleie would be reasonable,” old Me,
Sipcidir sovs peiulantiy, ©Dam sure this young
Love” wan't be a bad fellow.  She ought not to
be o proud.”

Giraee Llaaks up with sal, wet eves,

*“Trleie is prowl; she wonld never live on
any vae's charity, T know ; ani [ think, Mr,
Sinctair, weogns<t let her have v own way”

*tinmph ceallow her to staree in her oen
way ' Pride, Ileed © Like most people, she
mistake, obtinary and temper for prade”

Mr. Sinclair speaks adl the maore erossdy be-
catine his heart is ow hing o Dadcie, whose
strs ng, bright awtase has never knows much
real troatie G now. Mro Caiton, after filget.
ing ail round the room, and nvoidimg loaking at
the mouruful tears chasing cach other down
firaee’s checks, has betaken himself to the gar-
den ontside ¢ and presently he comes npon Dal-
vire ot Tiatie seat, her face covered with her
Bamds, an 1 with a throbbing heart, he sees Uit
she iy arvimgas i her beart will break, He cun
hear everv choking, smothered sob, and hn
Hatens and wonders tili he can bear it no longer,
and comes straight over to where she is suttng.

*How you must hate your cousin ! iy all he
says 5 an i Dales lovks up, erimson, tear-stained
and wshawme ) her breath stiil coming in little
gaspingy subs,

N0 she whispers, very tremalously, ¢ 1
do nnt hate him ; 1 was only thinking of leaving
Loveleigh, 1 shdl not break down again; |
wasg tired to-night.”

“ But perhaps you are wrenzing Hunphrey
Lovel.  Hecan pot help being master here, aud
I thiok you ought tosze him himself before de-
cidiug on going nway."’

Pralzie shakes her head

v will never see him ; and [ have quite de-
cided.  Porhiaps”——smiling a litthe through her
tear.—** we may mest 1n Dablin—youn and 1, 1
ulrai-- a0ty cousin—and 1 was going to ask
Fou to give me vour advice sometinies, for Fhave
never hive L anywhere but in the country, ana |
am half atraid of * pastures now.””

S they tidk of her plans —anything rather
thun descuss the aew master of Loveleigh.

CCWaen von want a friend, coune tyme,” Mr.
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turning over the old problem again and again
how to make money.

[t is the month of November ; some of the
shops are lighting up, and the rain is beginning
to descend,

Duleie has reached her destination, a fapcy-
work warehouse, and paused with a disappoint-
ed face to lock at a table-cover and fender-stool,
embroidered in crewel-work, hanging in the
window,

Trace's work, and not sold yet ! 1t is use'oss
going in, and the givl wearily retraces ker steps.
She isnot a gool manager ; Mr. Sinclair’s re-
gular rewittances scem to melt away, and poor
Grace requires wine and many little luxuries.

‘“ A pound a week is too much for our rooms,”
Dalcie thinks sadly. *¢ It leaves so little to live
os—and I am in debt alraady.”

A« she waltks slowly along the streets, her
mou h takes itssaddest curve. What is to be the
end of it all ~and poor Grace growing whits and
thinner every day 7 With a burning cheek snd
a beating  heart, Daleie steps bravely into a
millinery  establishment, and asks timidly if
they know of any work she could get.

‘1 am rather clever at bounet making aud
trimming,” she says, witha pleading look in her
true blue eyes; ““und I can do any sort of
needlework.”

Jut she is eyed with suspicion, and ouce
more goes out into the rain, tired and disap-
pointed. Grace, working diligently by the fad.
my lirht, looks up as she enters the dreary
lodgings.

“ I3my table-cloth sold, Dualcie 1" she asks,
quickly.
¢ Not yet, daar,” Dalcie auswers, wearily,
staniding Hmp and draggled in her wet gar-
mints.

trace Iays down the cloth shie ia embroidering.

* There is no use in going on with this, as it
apipears impossible to sell anything,” she says,
despondingly.

Aud then there is silence, G-ace lying back
in her inv.did chair, the sole possession Lrought
from l.oveleigh, and Dulcir, with her face to
the winlow, losking down at the dreary scene
below.

¢ I think these lodgiugs are too dear,” Dalcie
says presqwtly, speaking slow'y ant painfulle,
*oh, Daleie, we couldnt gy 1o anything
worse, @ lower sort of plice. Tt wounbld kill
mey sitting there day after day, never gring out.
It is worse tor me than for you,” Grace de-
ciaros, shu Mering, and her voies <haking piti-
fully.

Daleie looks roand the Jdingy room-—at the
vases of dried grisses, the gliss shale of wax.
iwers adoraing the tabio, th+ horse-hair sofs
withits ragged auti-macassar, at all the miser-
able surroundings—an 1, ig spite of herselly she
smiles

“Faney frotting at leaviag this I"—and she
stoops and kisses Grace. ¢ We will stay hers,
dear o | ean easily get xom-thing to do.™”

She speaks more hopetaily than she feels ¢ but
Grace hay fmplicit fath in her strong, brave
stster, and Jdries her tears,

“Mr. Carllon is coming to tea, Dalcie ; he
eame this aftarnaon while vou were out, and said
e wonld eame again.”

It connot be the faint flama from the very bud
fire that Dadeie is so vigotously pokin g which
bringes thie sudder bean itul color to her cheeks.
She Doks traustormed in a second ; bntoaly the
si-kiy tlamy leaping into life sees the suile on
her lips, the happiness i her eyes, Al these

Caviton = ysat parting + and Daleie looks up
into ks tnee and replies, stmply-—
b owitl”

- . - - -

tn the glorious summer sunshine Duleie deives
her ponies out at the gate of Loveleigh for the
st time.

 Gouad-bye,  Loveleigh,  gool-bye,”  sobs
tirace, as they passdown the avenus under the
aweeping Hmes ; but Duleie never speaks, never
lorks back ; her lips quiver—that is all,

At the railway station, when poor Grace had
heen helped in, Duleie goes back for a second,
kisees the two ponies with a sorrowfal gentle.
ness, and turns, to tind Mr, Carlton at her wl-
bow. He does not speak ; there is an odd dis-
treased 1ok in his faee,

months he has been her feien © many and many |
asbwe have they mier, and theic poverty has
brovght them together as no prosp rous time
would have dene,  Tu the old days the proud
happy unstress of Loveleigh would have laaghed
at the plea of bt hieart baating fast at the sounit
of aman’s voice, the touweh of a man's hand 5 and
now if she had to chosse batwean him and Love.
leizh, even the dearly-loved old home would |
stand but a poor chance.  Daleie snddenly gets
up from the hearthruz.

basket,

“ Will you be very angry 1 he siys, looking
at Dalcie. ‘1t is my birthday. I wanted to
give a party ; but I knew Grace couldn’t come,
so [ brought my hirthday feast with me. Ma.
homet and the mountain, you know."

““Mr. Carlton,” bL-gins Dulcie, blushing hotly,

“ On, it you are angry, I shall go! Butitis
g0 dreary drinking one's health all by onesslf ;
and I git a lot of presents to-day,” puttinz his
basket on the floor and opening it without fur-
ther comment. ‘‘Flowers first—chrysanthe-
mums and a bunch of violets,”

*“ Like the flhywers at Loveleigh,” whispers
Dulcie, and, as he hinds them to her, he looks
up, and their eyes meet.

Then Daleie takes the violets to Grace, and
gathers up the chrysanthemumsy in ker haands.

““They are just like those in my garden,” she
suys goftly.

““They are from your garden,’ Mr. Carlton
says gailtily. *“Mr. Sinclair sent them to me,
and these birds,” holding up a bundle of saipe
and woodeock. ““ Would your landlady dress
them  for supper, and may [ stay the whole
evening /"

“You may stay,” Daleic answers gravely.
*“But why should you give us all your pre-
sents ¥’

¢ Because they ¢z from Loveleigh,” he an-
swers quickly, *“aud you have the best right to
them. And | waut you and Grace to drink my
health by-and-by,”” pulling out two bottles of
champagoe from the bottom of his basket.

“Those did not come f{rom Loveleigh,”
Dulein says with earnestness, *Mr. Carlton,
you are very extravagint.”

“ Qaly for my birthday,” he answers, with o
smile. * And that comes only once a year, you
know.”

Aud all the evening, Dulcie wears some of the
Loveleigh violets at her breast.

. » - Ld -

Three days later, three long November days.
It is raining still, an indefatigible oizzle. Stde
by side, through the slushy streets, walk Duleie
and Mr, Carlton in earuest conversation.

“ 1 will take anything,” she i saying—*‘any
situation ; but poor Grace must remain where
she 15" Very gravely the eves so deeply blue
losk up into nis; the bright vouny volee s very

brave, 1 must work., Way shoull women
never be able to make their own way in the
world '

““Bat you ate not suited for this sort of
life.”

“1 must learn to got suited then,” she re-

plirs ; and, as they turn Jown anoiher street,
s'te adds, *Oh, | hape I sh'n’t see poor tsrace’s
work still hanging in the w.andow ! Was it
there las: night, Me. Carlton

“1am pot sure,”” he answers, evasively.

“1 suppose you n-ver gave it a thought,”
laughs Dalceie, aud, glaucing up, tarns crimson
suldenly ar the teuder look in his eyes s anlshe
turns away again quickly with a fast-beating
heart.,  Was ever any joy in the old days eqral
to the knowledge of chis unspoken love

Tuey have reiched the shop by this time,
aud with keen delight Duleie sees that the places
where Grace's work hung are ampty.

L owiid wait heee)” Mre, Cualon says quistly,
and stands with an amnsed face contemplating
a vow of childe-n’s kmitted sozks in the win-
dow,
ln five minutes Dadede is out agiin, tlushed
an b exatel

laree ponn 50 How glad tirace will b
I wonder wha bought the tab e-caver

“What does it marter 87 he rejoins, and then
adds quite snldealy, 1 hoard a piece of news
that ny atl-et voun and Gries”

CAVhat news 7 Dalele asks, still smiling and
happy.

“1 believe your cou-in Humphrey Lovel is
going to be marric L'

¢ 1 Jdo not see how that can atfect us,”
says, after a moment's silence,

Duleie

“And we have nothing for tea!” she ex-
chiims, aghast,  ** Aud you kuow, Grace, hc]
works 30 hard all day, he ought to have some- i
thing substantial.”” {

* Chioaps 17 suggests Grace, i

“ Oh, we had chops Iast time I'" Duleie aays, |

* Good-byes nre painful,’ Dalcie managas to
say, in a velce nnlike her own. ** 1 pity the
living things most,  Poor Punch and Judy—1
wonder what will happen to them ¥' she adds,
watching the gray ponies tratting away in the
sunshine, and then turning aside to hide the
tears iu her eyes.

*CHaw brave you are ! he says, ¢ You are
breaking vour heart at leaving Loveleigh, and
yvon will not admit it

“ Hparts do rot break soeasily,” she answers.
“And 1 hardly know » hat 1 feel now—very
stronge, T think, for 1 must work for Grace.”

Aud tten they are off, Grace weeping, with n
Loveleigh kitten in one basket and a bunch of
Lovelrigh roses in another, straining her eves
for 2 lust look at the fanuliar scene.  But Mr.
Carlton sees only Duleir, with every serap of
color dying out of her face, and a great yearn-
ing sorrow in her eyes.

- ~ » - -

It is » damp and foggy day. Duleio Lovel
feels the influenee of the weather very stronuly
na she pursues her way through the sloppy
stroets. She carries her hoad iu the old orect
fearless manner, and her face is brave and
bright still ; but there is an anxious look in her
eyes which never shone there at Luveleigh ; and

her brows kuit, her poer little purse in her;
hand ¢ 1 wiil ran out and get something be-
fore 1T take off my things,"”

Daleie of old.
*What a pity he isa’t rich I thinks Grace,
looking into the fire.

au emply pursy, looks radinut.
her basket prou ily.

* [ had to get the chops alter all—there wais
nathing else e U got some redly frosh e ggs
and some Cork batter 3 and—look, Gines—was
it very extravagiont 2--1 bought a bottle of Mar.
saln ~it is better than bad sherry —and some
biscuits ; so we can have alittie negus befors he
goes away, the night is so wet"" She speaks
half apologetically, leokiug down at her pur-
chnses for fear Grace should see the happy hyght
in her eves. ** Aud now I'll ring the bell,” she
goeson ; ** and, while the table is being laid, 1
will run up and change my wet dross,

In ten minutes she is down again, lookiug like

n picture in  the shabby roow, in a crimson
dress and Lace ruflt s,

¢ Loveleigh splenlors,”
“ QOh, Grace, if we only had some lowers tor the
. table ¥

"

hey

»

{

Duleie, coming home witha fall basket aud |
She unpacks |

l “*You,"
sweet happiness on her face.
\ Soin the rain and wet the old, old story is

“1f e nover married, you would be mistress
of Loveleigh agzain,” Mr, Carlton rewatked
quietly, keenly reganding the wirl's face,

Do vou nat think L can be huppy without
Loveletgh ' Daleie asks softly, without lovking
up.

“ Yeg,' e says with somo eagerness. * Rar,
if you heard to morrow that Loveleigh was vours

she adds ; and off apain, if anythiog happened to him, you would |
she woes, singing with tiie blithe voice of the | be so happy, and you would cheerfully go home

|
i
|
{

again, and forget a1l these dark, miserable days
here.”
“ Why do vou say this !

Only one laok from her eves, bur into his

fuce vomes n groat aud sudden joy.

* Daleie, {31t s0t” he wnispors, 1Y
had to choose, whi b would it be—me or Live.
leigh '
she

answers, with a proal shy,

A

told aghin.

** Bat i am so poor,” Duleie falters ; ¢
be only a burden to you.”
He lnughs a low, solt, happy laugh,

1t will be happiness warking for yon, for
he says, proudly and reverently.

my wite,” "
«May I come home with you to tea, Duleie ?
“ Yes,” she answers, with glad eyes.

Itis Daoleie who is extravagant to uvight, for
very little is lett of one of tirace’s pounl.notes -
gho says, langhing. , by the time the purchases of various delicacies
[ > And he staads
. by and watches her, with such a smile on his
hear @ step on the stairs, sud then Mro face that she, turniug once zud looking at him,

, for this tea of teas are complute,

Carlton raakes his appearance, also lalen with a

blushes and grows grave at the thought that
8te alon> has brought this joy inte his life,

Grac: is very glad whu ghe hears tha news,

“ We shall never feel lonely any more,’* she
says, joyously. ¢ And 1| will work very hard,
too, Dlcie, and help to keep ths house.”

They are a merry party this evening. and
somehow go hack to Loveleigh ; and Mr. Carl-
ton draws Dalcie on to sp:ak of her home, now
kers no longer; and he notices how her voice
trembles, and o:ca her eyes fill as she speaks of
the old duys.

““ You are not fretting and sorry for Loveleigh
still ?’* he whispers ; and she answers—

I have greater happiness than all I lost.”

And looking into her face, he is satisfied.

Poar Grace, who will never have a lover of
her owan, goes to bed early, anli leaves them to-
gether,

“You will like to talk of your plans,’’ she
says, a little wistfully ; ““and I am very tired,
Daleie.”

“ Darling 1" whispers Mr. Carlton, as he takes
his first kiss from herlips. ¢ Daleie, myown I”

Aud the poor shabby room seems glorified in
Duleie’s eyes. This last regret for Loveleigh
has vanished ; hers will be a life of poverty,
but gilded with such lisve that all the riches in
the world will seem unothing in comparison.
And this is the foretaste of her happiness, her
fover's arms around her, his kisses on her lips.

- . * - L4

““Ysu won't mind leaving Dublin, Duleie 2"

““ No; I should be content to live wherever
you like.”

*“ Breanse I have given up my appointnent
here.”

Daleie does not mind, she sits with her hand
in his, looking forward with shining eyes to all
the sweet life to come. She sees it all—a poor
lodging perhaps in some dingy street; but the
wife's face will be alight with love as she watches
for her husbaud’s home-coming.

¢ Shall [ pieture our home ?* he says fondly;
and she, looking up at him with a swift beauti-
ful blush, answers:

Y g

Gathering her other hand in his, he begins—

¢ It will be in the eountry.”

“1 am so glal of that,” breathes Dulcie,
softly ; tiduking of green tields and brawling
streawns.”

**Ayd it wili be a long, lowhouse, with many
gables anl citimneys ali covered with creepers,
and there wiil bz a dzar old garden, aud on the
lawns tisre wiil be grand old trees, and far away
¥ou i see tie river winding in aad out.”

Duleis lonks up at him, with paling cheeks
and wet eves.

“That is like Loveleigh—and we can never
have s home like that.”

He takes her fuce in his haunds, and holds it so
that he can look right ivto the shy, troubled
eyes.

¢ Wait, Dulcie, titl I have finished. In our
room | ean see a long room, with oak rafters
and oak tloor and rare old china bowls full of

v’

{ shall

roses, and my wife coming forward to kiss me,
like this"—nbending his face over hers. But
Duici» burst into tears.

“Why i you talk of a home iike that wien
it can never be ?'  And thea she goes on, with
qaiver:ng lips. ** Dear, you know 1 want no
home but what ¥ w can give me.”

Thw smile dies out of his face at sight of her
teass, and o great tenderoess takes its plase.

“rafeie, ecan't you guess?! Shall 1 tell
you?’

Ol me what 7 she asks, with wondering
eves uplfeed.
TeeS bl el vou,”t he whispers, ¢ thas the
hou-e is witing lor tts istress, the dear old
home —Lovieizn 1"

Fiashal an Ustartled, Dalei: gaz s up into his

What has happened? Is wmy

face.
* Loveleigh !
‘ cousin dead 1"’

SN, indeed 7 osmiling gleefully down at
her. ¢ But he is going to be married, and to
take his wife to L welagh.”

A tide ot color surges over Dulceie’s face.

1 do not understand,” she says stowiy. And

tlien he takes ber in his arms,
P My dathng, ean’t you gress ¢ It will nuake
vou happy, wan'tit? And vou will forgive me
for having deceived you ol these monthst You
: kuow { snould never have wou vour love in any
other way.”

Her staitled eves lack gravely up iuto his,
Al her schietes of sweet poverty come tumbling
down as the words pass her lips—

“Paen you are Hawmphrey Lovel, and [—"

“You are wisivess of Loveleigh,” he says,
adding puekiv, 0, Duicie, say it won't
wake aay ditl rence!”  He has been quick to
rotive the chaage ta i toface, and he thinks he
is @ sliade e dear o hier than he was an hour
Pago.  “ Dalew, ook at me i

There 15« ving of vaia in his volee, and it
reach=s her heart  Oue look, and 1he prand
mistreas of Loveleigh sucrenders at discretion.

- - - L] -

1 think Duleie is sorry she is not ro be
poor,” tirace remarks, smiling, stitl hardly able
to realize that Mr. Carlton aud Huamphrey Lovel
are one and the same person.

Duleie looks yquickly across at her lover's face,
a soft blush rising to her cheek, aud he suiles a
toud response.

(Genee keeps talking of the joy of going homs
to Loveleigh; but tu the two whose eyes meet
swiftly in question and reply riches an { poverty
weigh very lightly so long as they have each
other.




