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CHAPTER XI.

“Changed! Am I changed?’ ex-
claims Dulcie, straightening her back
and smiling with an air of surprised
and pleased satisfaction. “You no-

tice it, élo you?’

1 son declares

“I knew it! I knew it!”
Edie, with delight.
“But,” continues Dulcie,
*‘a sit is impossible ‘to be good’ with-
out taking round the basket, bleakuu,
one’s back at crewel work, and lihten—
ing to county histories, and as I have
promised to be good, I mean to do
and suffer the same to—the end.”
Edie. “Whom

solemnly,

“Promised!” says
did you promise?”
Dulcie looks at her from under thec
sweeping lashes—which a certain per-
longest and

are 'the

blackest in the world—and says de
murely.

“Edie, I promised an aged
death-bed that I'd re-

grand-
mother on her
girl when 1

form and be a good

reached the age of twenty-one, and
and——"
Edie laughs with sheer enjoyment.

“Y—es,” says Edie. “You are quite
different from what you were when
you first came. You are more like
the rest—Maud, and the rest of them:
You said you hated fancy work.”
“So 1'do! 'So I did, T mean,” says
Dulcie, correcting herself,
“I did, but you see the example of my

quickly.

betters——"

“That's nonsense,” cuts in Edie,
shrewdly. “It isn’t because of that.
What is. it?”

Dulcie smiles at her.

“Oh, but it isn't nonsense,”
her eyes lighting up with a spark of
the old mischief-loving spirit. “I am
read about in
I am being

she says,

like the savage
Maud’s missionary tracts.

you

civilized:”

“I wish you had remained as
were,” grumbled Edie, ruefully.

“So do I!” Dulcie, with
alacrity; then she bites lip. 3
mean that, of course, I don’t.”

“Do you mean to say that you like
working. impossible flowers in impos-
cloth, and

you

assents
her

sible colors on oatmeal

moping about mamma with her in-

terminahle county history, and trud-
ging round with Maud and the basket

of tracts?” asks Edie, open-eyed and
increduleus.

Dulcie smiles, showing her white,

even teeth. '

“Those who don't want to hear—
ahem!—perversions of the truth,
shouldn’t ask questions, Edie,” with a
laugh that belies her serious tone.

“Then, if you don’t like all that kind
of thing,”
“and I know you don’t, why do you do
And,” with an air of convic-

says Edie, persistingly,
them?
“you don't do them very well.
Look what a mess you have made of
it's all wrong, and

tion,

that antimacassar;
I've seen you hiding a yawn ‘behind
your hand, while you have been lis-
tening to mamma, big enough to swal-
low and Maud says you don’t
really take any interest in the poor.”

Dulcie opens her eyes with dismay.

“Oh! Indeed,” she exclaims. “And
who told you that? Maud, did she?
or did you make it up? You are a
very clever little girl.”

“I'm almost as old as you are,” re-
torts Edie, with a laugh.

Dulcie. pitches the antimacassar
to the further end of the sofa, and
leans back, with her arms behind her
head.

“Look here, Edie,” she says, staidly,
“I'll tell you a secret—or you know it
already. I don't care for crewel
work; your mamma’s long-winded
stories of the local aristocracy bore
me to death; and I consider ‘the poor’
a set of imposters, who whine a ‘God
bless you’ over Maud’s packets of tea
and flannel petticoats, and light ‘their
i* os with her tracts,”

her;

“That’'s more like your own true
self, Dulcie, I don’t believe a word of
ybur old grandmother. You took that
out of a tract. 1 believe you are mak-
ing fun of us all, and——"

“Hush!” Dulcie,
“Here is Lady Falconer.
that
antimacassar?”
useless piece of fancy work and bends

says warningly.

Where s

wretched—I

over it with simulated absorption.
It is five o’clock, the afternoon tea

dy Falconer énters for the cup of tlm

beverage which certainly does not )

cheer her, though it does not ine-

briate.
She glances at Dulcie suspiciously.
She is always watching her, as if she

expected her to break out into

can-can, or some similar extrava-
gance, and chides Edie.

“What are you doing, Edie,
child? Why are you not practicing?
I am sure Miss Dorrimore does not

disfracted

my

want her attention when
she is at work.”

Edie rises from her: knees with a
little,

obediently to the

smothered sigh, and wanders

plano, and Lady

Falconer stands over Dulcie and looks

down disdainfully at the antimacas-

exclaims

mean beautiful— |
and she secures that'

hour, and punctual to the minute, La-

the '

“Isn’t that a little wrong?” she says, '

critically.

horred piece of monstrosity with af-
fected interest.

»

“I am afraid it is,” she says. “I

must ask Maud.”

says Lady Falconer, coldly, “The sun-
flower is the wrong shade.”
“Is it?™

“I've picked it out three times.

despairingly.
Per-
haps there might have been one sun-
the world like it, then it
wouldn't it? and,

says Dulcie,

flower in
would be all right,
after all,

“Doesn’t matter?” echoes Lady Fal-

it doesn’'t matter, does it?”

coner, with a stony stare.

“I mean,” says Dulcie, hastily, “that

as it’s for an antimacassar, people

will sit with their backs to it, and

won't notice; and, if it's very bad,

why, it can be turned face down-

ward.”

junder thick eyelids with unconcealed
irritation and contempt can be called
{ a minute, then goes to

the

“eyeing”—for
)

the chair, and Dulcie bends over
| sunflower

! gusted than Then in comes
{ Maud,

takes her

ever.
prim and self-constrained, and

air of one who was about to concoct

a subtle poison rather than harmless

{ tea, and the ceremony commences.
Dulcie hates five o’clock tea; she is

strong, healthy, and possessed of an

appetite which many a ecrutch and

; tooth-pick young man would give his
crutch and tooth-pick for—and they
seem to be the most valuable posses-
sions of the modern young man—and
a five o'clock tea utterly destroys the
appetite; she regards it with suspic-

ion and distrust, notwithstanding

which, however, in her resolve to do

good and do as “good” people do, she
takes the cup which the sedate foot:-
man brings her, and sips it reluctant-
ly. It is a relief when Aunt Fermor
five o’clock

appears; she likes the

tea, but would infinitely prefer it in

her own room, to which she flies
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Dulcie looks up and eyes the al:-:

“Any one can see that it is wrong,”‘

Lady Faleoner eyes her—it'peering

disheartened and more dis-

place at the table with the

whenever ;he can get a chance. In

her secret soul the poor lady is over-

whelmed by the state and grandeur

and stiffness of Holme Castle, and isl
sighing for the modest little room in|
Jaroline Street, Bloomsbury. Lady |
Falconer, with her thick eyelids andj
haughty stare, her black satin dress,!
and aristocratic manners, awes and|
terrifies her, and but for Dulcie, she"

‘would fly to Caroline Street and be "

happy in her own way, as of yore. She |
comes in now, with her deprecating:
little smile, and sits on the edge of |
her chair, bolt upright, as she had
been taught to do years
'gone by, and murmurs little “Yeses"'
and “Noes” to Lady Falconer’s unin-
while  Dulcie '
Hugh seldom

teresting . remarks,

- watches her pityingly.

puts in an appearance at five o’clock; !

he knows the ordeal of the tea-pot too;
. well to face it without due cause, and

|
the ladies sit up and sip their gentle
‘stimulam in stately quietude for some |

minutes, then Lady Falconer
“At what time do you expect them,
Maud?”

Dulcie pricks up ler ears.

says:

“About dinner-time, lit-
I hope; I have put dinner
Maud

mamma, a
i tle before, .
off an hour.”
!housekecpcr at the Castle. “I hope
Lucy will not catch cold, the evening
air is very chilly.”
i Dulcie looks up with a suppressed
interest. :

“Is
asks.

Lady Falconer nibbles her
bread and butter before replying.
she says, stifily,

Miss Fairfax coming?” she

|
|
|
| E
' piece of

“We hope s0,” and

with a sardonic smile. “We hope to
see her and Sir Archibald Hope this
evening.”

“Oh,” says Dulcie, and a faint, a
very faint color tinges her cheek,

Sir Archie is coming, is he?”

“Sir Archibald Hope,” says Maud,
drawling out the full title as a rebuke
to Dulcie for shortening it, “wrote to
say that he wdulgl be here this; even:
ing. He is an old friend of ours.”

“Yes,”
smile as she:'remembers how:earnest;

says Dulcie, with an inward
ly the said Sit 'Archie begged het to

procure him an invitation. “I‘ have

met him, you know,” she says.
“So

coldly;®

doubt!”

“Remember him!” exclaims Dulcie,

Maud,
him, no

you . said,” . responds

AT - .
£30%: will remember

with a stare, then she smiles dryly.
“I think I shall if I make an effort

I - mean”—hastily—“that of course I
shall.”

to-

“Have you got your list for

morrow, Maud?" asks Lady Falconer,

after a solemn pause.

“Yes, mamma, nearly everybody
has accepted.”
Maud,

feels

Dulcie looks up again, and
meeting the questioning glance,
constrained to explain.

“We have asked a few to dine with
o Sir

she adds, as if

us,” she says; “to meet Archie

and Miss Fairfax,”

axnious to make Dulcie understand

that they are not asked on her ac-

count.
“That will be very nice,”
“Sir likes

amusement.” is a

says Dul-

cie. Archie plenty of

There hackneyed
stare and a dry cough from Maud at
the presumption of this assertion, but
Dulcie does not notice it. “If there is
anything I can do,” she says, cheer-
fully,

ging flowers—1'm

“anything in the way of arran-
rather
that

considered
good at that—or anything of
sort.”

“Thanks, never mind,” says Maud,

icily. “The servants generally do

that sort of thing.”
“Oh, do they?" says Dulcie, not at
should

all overawed. *“I

think they

scarcely
had taste enough. Sir
Archie says it is a gift. I used to slip
down at the hotel in Rome a few min-
utes before the table d’hote, and ar-
range the flowers in . the epergnes;
the servants simply threw. them in—
'chuclied!' Sir Archie used to say, and
it was a very good word.”

(To be Continued.)
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BRITISH OFFICIAL.

LLONDON Oct. 5. (Officia
3% No important infantry fighting
:'curred on the'battle front to-day.
*troops have consolidated their
‘tions. There is nothing to
from the remainder of the front.
number of prisoners taken sinc:
terday morning amount to 4,446
cluding 1,140 officers.

w \R SU \l\l \R\

British Front in France and
gium, Oct. 5. (By Associated Pr
—The sun this morning was shi
through the crisp October air of
un\\"avoring line of victorious Br
iroops along the new defence, W
’ihey reached in yesterday’s
ﬁrive The. night hagd: brought virg
ly no change in thefsituation and
Srmsh were rapidly consolid
f}xg positions ‘that were the fruit
o’qe of the ‘most important congt
pt the war. The night was com]
him]y calm so far as the infantry
congerned. The enemy, howg
concentrated an intense artillery
on e entire battlefront and du
yeaterd(n afternoon and eve
massed their shattered troops at
ous:places for counter attacks.
Were attempts born of desper:
and in almost every case the
rushmg waves of German infa
vere caught in heavy artillery
maclame gun rifle fire and crushe
fore they reached their objectives
German artillery fire was particul
]*,eav‘ up to midnight along the
‘ast north of the Menin Roa
jcinity of Polderhook. In
noon and evening the el
hed no less than five cou
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