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sptecifications, I asket], as the condition that
he shouid reap the benefit of the invention,
a haîf share'in the %vorks-and the hand of
bis niece. Ha!1 lia! The hand of his niece.
You nevez sav a manî so startled. à.
thought how you would, have laughed had
you seen his face. That a man in bis own
eniploynîent, the son of his secretary, should
shiow such presumption 'vas at first too much
for imii. And hie hiad to takze a good look
at the invention and miake no end of calcu-
lations as ta its worth before hie couid rnake
;up lus mind to say yes."

"lThat wvas last night, I suppose," said
Rose.

4Yes, last nigl't, after dinner. I could
riat say anvthing to yau then, because youl
wvere playing, and thiere wvas thiat popinjay of
a fellow, Mr. Carteret, hianging about as if!
yau belonged to lîim. Now, that' s the sort1
ýcf fellowv 1 hate, Rose. Hands like a lady's,
face aiways an the grin, neyer able to say a
thingstraighit out, but nmust alivays pay roind,
it like a cat with a mouse. Yal And be-
sides, last night, Rose, the first time after
seven years, 1 could not get over tHie feeling
,of strangeness. You looked so beautiful-
tao beauiiful for ne -and I %vas flot able ta
realise niy happiness. But niow, Rose, now,
it is ail over, and you are mine at hast."

Hie took lier in bis arms and kissed hier on
the lips and chieeks. Oh! how differet
wvere tHie kisses of Julian Carteret tue day
beforel1 Slie accepted hi§ caresses without
resistance, quite î)assively; if the tears came
into lier eyes tlîey 'vere tears of humiliation
and blind rage against Fate;- if she was
silent it wvas because slîe lîad no wvards to
speak of lier shiame in playing this false part;
if she accepted bier lover's kzisses, it wvas be-
cause tliese w'ere clearly part of the contract
If slue engaged lierself to hini shue mîust ac-
cept bis caresses. Nat to be allow~ed to
kziss your fi;de_-é wvuld be a thîing unseemly
and quite foreign to the Nortli-counitryinan's
notions of an engagement.

ilI cannot love you as you love nie, John,",
she rmurmured at length, with dry lips.

He thoughit she nicant tlîat slîe could flot
love him with such a, passianate longing as
filled bis own hîeart.

- No, Rose; because nobody cou/ct love
any anc else as I love you. Oh ! how have
I Ionîged for this moment during the long
seven years of aur sepyaration!"

ilDo you really love me so much ? » she

said, tirniidly. Do you love mie enoughi to
do anything for me, like a knight of
old? "

"The knighis of old wvere hunîbugs," said
John, laughing. IlI would do any mortal
thing for you but one--"

l"And that one thing ?" she asked eagerly.
"I s to give you up."
fier face fell. That w%,as the one thiîîg she

wou]d have asked himi to do.
IlAnîd you "'ould be satisfied to take nie

as I ani," she wvent on, Il knowing that 1 can
neyer- iîever love you as you love me? "

"9Quite satisfied, Rose- more than satis-
fied. So long as I have you, I have every-
thing. If you are flot to be mine, I have
iîothing. Why, my dear, the righit sort of
love will corne. 1 amn not afraid. When
you and I are alone-not in a great dreary
palace like this, wvith dinners that last for
hours, and black coats for evenings, and
stuck up ceremonies to go through-but ini
a pretty cottage ail our oýn -2

A cottage! and no black coats for even-
ings!1 and nîo cerenionies at all ! Poor
Rose!1

"gA cottage ail our omi, ivith a garden in
front and one behind-then you %vill knowv
wvhat happiness reaily nîeans. XVe shall have
dinner at one sharp to the minute-a quarter
of an hour for a pipe-off to work again-
back at six-thirty, puiîctual-have a wash-"

Oh, heavens! lie %vouid have a washl1
But you %vilI flot be a worki-an, John."
"Ves, I shail. 1 shall bc the w'orking

partner. And 1 mean to ivork too, amnozg
the wheels wvith the men jusr as I do noiv.
WVeli, I shall get home at six-thirty, wash-u1î
for the evening, have tea, and then sit down
for a couple of hours w-ork over books or
whatever else turns up. And then, rny
dear, at nine o'clock wve shall sit side by
side before the fire, wvhile 1 smoke a pipe
and drink a glass of grog and talk to my
%vife. What a lite it will be!

4 CWlat a iCe it will be ! " echoed Rose,
drearily. To sit every evening by the lire
while lier hiusband smnoked his tobacco.
What a life !

laNo-fooling about «liParties and society
and àll that nîonsense," lier lover went on
"cno racing after pleasure. A quiet home
lufe for you, and for me, a good hard-working
twvelve months in cvery year."

No parties ! no fooliiig about!1 no society!
What a life!1 The girl's heart sank vely lowv.
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