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CHAPTER IX.-Cotiied.

,11WELL, 1 was too palie ta tell him
that, but the fact is, 1 wvent it
theUi garden after luncheons ta pick
a fewv laurtel-luaves, and Jini wvas

there, aîid of course wve bath talked over th--
lunchean,"

"Weill?
Wil. My dear fiancé wvas in lte window

and saw the parlour-maid of a few minu tes ago
in confudential intercourse witl' the master of
the bouse. 0f course lie wvas aînazed. After
aIl," wvith a judicial air, « I date say undv.r the
circumistances that 1 sluould have been amazed
too."'

IlHowv unfortunsate that lie should bave seen
1" !'

YIl Ves, vcry. But that wvas not aIl. He ac-
cused me on the spot of being a disloyal
servan. ta your royal Iliglîness."

IlWiat on eartli are you talking about,
Hilary? "

IlAXbout my future husband. He evidently
tbauglit I %vas belîaving v'ery badly toward yau.
Oh ! jim 1 as Clifford enters tîxe raom, "lcamne
here."

''jirn, (Io you kuîowiviihat lias Iîappened ?
says Diana. IIMr. Kerr sawv you talking ta
Hilary ii thie slirubberies, and lie thnks-"

Il Tat Hilary is in love witb me," says Clif-
fard. Il Weil," îluouglîtfulîy, Il I can't blame
him."

"Jim!" says Hilary.
"Weil, rny dear !
"You knowv lie must have tbougbt-idiot

zhougb hie is-that il wvas _yori w~lics were in love
wvith me 1h

"lAh ! Don't make hlm out a greater idiot
than lie is," says Cliffard swveetly.

Here Diana, whvlihad been laughing a litIle,
breaks mbt the discussion.

6It's ail very well," says sise, Il but howv are
we going ta mccl 1dmt next wveek at birs.
Mclntyre's dance? "

4.What ! *" exclairns Hilary. For tîte first
ie in ail this wild advenîure of liers sise

looks really strieken. " Yon don't nîean ta say
lic is going tiiere? "

41Certainly lie is. Ile îald me sa. He is
going ta Dublin on business ta-rnorrow, but
iih be back in lime for it."

"Chut! He'lneverbe back isiime. WlViat
do you tlîiîk, j ni ?" turning ta lier brother-
in-law, wvitb much apparenît courage, but
evidently wvitli a siîîking hîcart. Z

I dan't know," says Cliffard, wvitl deep
and depressing reserve, wvhî feels thîls ta be a
likely miomient ii wvhiclî ta drap 1h10 deadliest
glooni. -He wvas able ta put in anl appearance
last time, Iliaugli lie arrived at niidnighiî. 1
decline to give anl opinion. One never knows
wh<z iliay happen. It is bad ta be wildly
previauis. '

Oh 01 soilletbinig wvill hîappen ta prevent
hini," l;ays Hilary. Pl It watîld be loo nîuclî.
I-Iowv on carhil could I nîlct hîinî ?

IHow iiîdeed I"sayl; Cli fiord, Pl after tis
base deception.",

«Yoti nîiglit -st:ty a( holîe,- sugges1s Diaia
aiuslv.' But I shoauldil't like you ta do

thiat."
" Sîa t lînnuit.ie Fronia dance! \tNeyer!h

,cries liilary with decisiaîî. " If hue warst

cornes to the wvorst, whly V'il mccl hulm, and
givc bimi a dance or two 1I

Thîis audacity makes thuev laugli.
PlI shail be the worst off," says poor Diania,

siglîing. 1 1 He wvill think me tcrribly ta blatile!
And as for you, Jim, wvhcn lic ineets yo-"

IlWher. he dlocs."
Mr. Clifford is slow sitting in an ami-chair,

tcaclîing a little terrier ta beg for lhb bread.
"lBut, rny dear jim, yau will meet limi lit

the McItntyres'."
Not if I knowv il. I'rn gaing ta play bide-

and-scek tilat night iii and out of the rooms-
Sit up, Trot, can't you ?-And 1 defy any anc
ta catch me at thiat gaine once 1 put my mind
to it. Oh, wvbat a nigbt I'm gaing to bave:.
Sucli splendid exercise-- "

I thiîîk l'il play il, t00," says Diana, with
a rather faint laugb. PlJ don't believe I cauld
mieet lîim aCter Ibis."

"I1 hope, Diana," says lier husband scverely,
"that you .vil) sec your way ta playing it with

ine.'1P
"lOh, you can laugh," says Diana, growing

ruefuil again, "lbut 1 knowv exactly how it wvill
be. You and Hilary wvilI be out of the wvay,
and il wviIl be left to inc ta explain to limr this
dlaring imposition."

She looks at Hilary, but that, culprit's bead
is downbent, and no comforting words corne
from lier.

"lWeil, look liere," says Diana, taking a
stcp forward, and grawing enducd suddenly
wvith a toucb of spirit, Il 1 won't do il. No.
Notliingshall inducerme. I've told himso0many
things already, tlîat 1 can'i tel] him any more."

IlYou iieedn't ! " says Hilary ; sise too is
loaking distinctly uneasy, but a smile breaks
througli the little cloud that dims the briglit-
ncss of lier face. "lYou can leave il aIl to me.
l'Il tel] liim. l'il explaiîî. Wben bie secs me
as Bridget-"

"Oh, Hilary, you w~on'i appear again in tlîat
dress ?" painting ta the dress Hilary lias worn
during tlie luncheon.

I shail, indeed. IHe-" she stops short,
"admires me in it," sise wvas going ta say, but

found il imnpossible; sise colours vividly, and
says instead, Il will probably bave forgotten
ail about me."

PlOh, modesty, thîy narne is Womnn I says
Clifford, w'hio lias nc'w ainiost induccd the
terrier ta wvait for tbe infiniîcsinmal part of a
second before devouring thie biscuit.

IlI'm îlot going ta be asharned of any-
tliing," says Hilzary perverscly. "Wby slould
1 ? 1 think 1 bave been sucli a good girl aIl
throuizb. I have lielped you out of your diffi-
culty witli your parlaur-maid. 1 helped Iilmi ta
everything I could thiîîk af-I even gave Iiiim
bis stick. Wbat more does lie wvant?"

IlNoîlîing, 1I lope," says Clifford. "Or lie
nmust be tlîe nîost unreasotiable fcllow alive.
And I wvouldn't nîarry an uinreasonable fellov
if I were you, Hilary. "

" As ta marrving him, that is out of the
question," says Hilary warrnly. PlTiiere is
01113' the question of putting myseli straigbt
wvith him. ilat I.can easily do."

IlVes, l'lis at'raid the niarriage question is
at an enld," says fliana sadly. I told yau,
Hilary, that you sbauld not have trifled wvith
him in this way. And," sighing, Il lie would
have been sucli a goad match, too."

Brilliant ! " says Clifiord. -Fier),
Dons't, Jim. I really wvisli ta spcak seri-

ausly ta Hilary. Hewoî,Id bc a gaod nmatchî."
Pl Wel, rny dear, amn I ntu agreeiîîg wvitli

yau tuere? A match of the filiest qua.ity, 1
caîl liiuî ; warranted t0-"

Here a sounid, evidently carning frorn the
Iower re gians. attractîs thîcir attenitioni.

"Cook lias corne back, says Diaria hur-
riedîy. II For lîcavcni's sake, Hiilary, go and
get tluat dress off bef'orc sisc secs vols."

CRAPTER X.
Anîd siow the liand os' Fate i4 is the curtaiti,
Anîd give.4 the scetie to ligh:t."

THr, first thrce dances are at anl end ; Hilary,
as she enters the ball-room, cars sec this by
the card lianging near the mius:cians. She cans
sec, tocs, after a hurried glance over the rooni,
that the Dyson-Moores and their party have
flot yet arrived. Thre faurth is a waltz-she
bias arrived just in tirne for it-aîd she gets
tlîroughi it with a tail Crusader, cnjoyably
enough, but always wivhb a sense that sise is
wvatching the doorways.

The Crusader, wvho is young and immensely
in earnest over bis wvaltzing, whichi like himself
lias flot yet corne to perfection, permits lier,
toward the close of the dance, to rest a
moment, and in thiat moment sise knows that
lier fate is upon ber.

Her heart almast stops beating. Yes, Iller-~
is Mrs. Dyson-Moore, and Ker wviti bier. Mr.
Dyson-Moore is here too, straggling some-
wvhat in the rear-he is always in the rear,
poor man-anld several other people, mostly
meni from the barracks in tie next towvn.
Hilary, bawvever, sees only one man, and that
is Ker; hie is dressed as a cavalier, and look&
absolutely handsorne, a thing aie wvotld flot
have quite expected from hlmn. He is slow
standing talking ta Mrs. Dyson-Moore, and ;t
suddenly occurs to Hilary that that elastic
person is wvearing the triumphiant expression
of ane who lias just added anotber scalp to bier-
beit. Is it Ker's ?

He seems at ail events thoraughly content
wvith bis prcsent position, and in no wvise eager
to wiîdraw from it. Ail biis attention seemns
ta be indeed given to bis liostess, wlho lias
discarded the Amnazonian drcss, and is now
declaring bierself' to an admiring, if sliglitly as-
tonisbied crowd, as Folly I By tbis change she
lias added considcrably ta bier cbarms, but
unfortunately nothing to hier skirts, the ends,
of wvbicbi are to-nigbî even perilously dloser to,
lier knees. Sise lias just wbispered someth'ng-
to Ker, and Hilary, wvbo bias drawvn back
into the shadowv of a curtain, cans see that they
are bathi laugbing in an irrepressible sort of vay.

Neyer wvas there so radiant a Folly-or sol
picturesque a anc. Shie secms to gatber a
fund of joy fromi the sensation she is s0
evidently creating, and espccially from the
witherin!rglances of old Mýiss Kinsella, wvbo is
staring at bier througb bier gold-rimmed glasses
from tbe distant doorway with steri and open
disapproval. Miss Kinsella alwvays stands near
the doorway wvlîerever she goes ; it gives ane
sa much a better chance of seeing each newv
arrivai, and Ille manner of their reception, etc.
Nothing escapes Miss Kinsella.

Mrs. Dyson-Moore, wbic lias been nadding7
and snîiling lit hcr fromi a low candi, with
overflowving affection apparcntly, lias now
nearly gone mbt hysterics behind lier fari,
over the return she bias lbad.

(Ta lie con tintied.)

A CHANCE, FOR US ALL.

à tie possibilitics of winter conîfo-t seemn îîo%
to be only lirnited by the extent af tic spruce
trees ii the land. So long as a " wvooden clotb
(and this is practically wlîat Fibre Chamois is),
cars be Ilad for a trifling expense ta line our
outer g-,arments wiiiJ', no anc need cver suifer
froni Uie sbarpest wviîds or frostiest air of
winîter. An absolute non-conductor of lient and
cold, Fibre Clhanmois is also durable, liglit nnd
pliable so tibat the presence of a layer of it
throughi a coat is lîever feit save by thie protec-
tion it gives froni a roaring galecor icy tempera-
turc. As its Iliorougli wvorîlî lias long since
been proved there is no possible chance of dis-
appointiment in preparing ta enjoy the liealtbful
wvarmtlb il always provides.


