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I remain mute and fin my eyes upon the 
novel in my lap.

But Sir Gordon is apparently one of 
those people who do not take hints, for he 
makes no movement to leave me.

On the contrary, he settles himself still 
more comfortably by my side, and pro­
ceeds to stare at me with the unflinching 
look of a marble statue.

For the space of three whole minutes I 
bear his gare, then—

•I wish you would go away !' I exclaim 
crossly. 'I want to read.’

•Then why don4 you read P’ Sir Gordon 
asks calmly.

‘How can I, while you are staring at me 
like a—a Chinese idol P' with a frown.

But Sir Gordon only laughs a low, 
amused laugh, and suddenly eat 
of my hands in his.

With an almost frightened gup, I en­
deavor to wrench it from him, but holds 
it fut.

Then, raising himself upon hie elbow he 
looks me steadily in the face, with eyes 
which seem to pierce me through and 
through.

•How due you P' I demand passionate­
ly. Let me go ! Do you heu me P'

‘Oh, yes, 1 heir you,’ he answers.
•Then let me go this instant !'
•Why should IP You belong to me and 

1 am here to claim you. In another month 
you will be my wife.’

Yes, I belong to him 1
The very wind, u it plays amangst the 

lea vu of the tree against which I am lean­
ing, seems to whisper that I am fut bound.

•Nilla, look at me I’ Sir Gordon com 
mande, alter a minute’s silence ; and 
though I tell myself that I will not obey 
him, yet, in another moment I 
find that I am slowly, but none the 

downcast eyes to 
love you P’ he

With dszed frightened eyu I stand and 
gene at him, my lace growing whiter and 
whiter, my whole frame quivering with in­
dignation and a something else which I 
cannot define.

Lower yet Sir Gordon beads over me. 
and then, suddenly loosening bis clup of 
my arm, he snatches me to him with a 
strength which is almost painful, drawing 
my hud down upon hie breut.

Oh, how I hate him !
A very volcano of hatred is seething 

within me, and though I do at last lie pas­
sive within hie arms, it is merely because 
my physical lorcu are exhausted, not be­
cause my spirit is subdued.

•Ah I quiet at lut,’ Sir Gordon remarks 
coolly, when I hive coued struggling. 
•You foolish child I What wu the use of 
trying your strength against mine P And 
now, see what I have brought you’—and, 
holding me easily with one arm, he thrusts 
the other hand into his pocket, produces a 
small leather use, and, opening it. takes 
out a magnificent hall "hoop 
ring. ‘Well, do you like it P’ he asks, 
as he slips it upon my finger. ‘What I 
still obstinate P’ as I do not answer.‘Never 
mind’—with hie calm, aggravating smile— 
•you will make me happy before long. I 
shell receive a rich payment one si these 
days lor all the snubs you are administer­
ing to me now,’ and stooping, he lays hie 
first kiss upon my lips.

•Let me go Iі I cry, finding my 
laet ; and slowly he unclasps his arms from 
about my shrinking form and steps back.

Thank Heaven I I am free onu more, 
and I turn and flee.

Nor do I halt until I have reached the 
house and my own room, where I flung 
myself face downwards upon the bed, ana 
burst into a paroxysm of angry, convulsive
sabs.

a low, 
only catches one

emerald

voice at

less sure! 
his face, 
uks softly.

•No, I am sure you do not;’ I answer 
great promptitude.

•Then why am I going to marry you P’
•For my money, of course,’ with a with­

ering glance.
•It is false I’ he exclaims hotly.
•It it not I’ I retort with equd heat.
•I say it is I Listen—nay, it is of no use 

struggling ; I am stronger than you, and 
hear me you shall.’

•I will not,’ and, with a quick movement, 
I jerk my wrist out of hit clasp and spring 
to my feet.

But before I have taken two steps to­
wards the house, Sir Gordon it once more 
by my tide, hit hand upon my arm.

•You are a foolish child,’ he remarks 
quietly.

•And you are an unmanly coward,' I re­
tort, anything but quietly.

But be only laughs, and, if possible, I 
feel more incensed than ever.

•It it indeed a fortunate thing for me that 
hard names break no bones,’ he says light­
ly ; ‘but, remember this : for every unkind 
epithet you now bestow upon me, I will 
have revenge. When I was first told of the 
tie between us, I rebelled against it every 
bit at much at you can do, and would have 
severed it then and there, but, te please 
my father, I promised not to move in the 
matter until you were eighteen.

•As you are aware, I kept my promise, 
and you neither saw me nor heard from 
me until the morning of your eighteenth 
birthday, when your aunt received my 
letter, telling her I had just returned to 
England, and hoped to come down here 
ana make your acquaintance. My deter­
mination still was to set you free ; but, 
when your aunt answered my letter,she sent 
me your photograph. That photograph fix­
ed your late. Before your pictured face my 
determination melted away, and I swore 
that you should be mine. Instead of com­
ing here to give you your liberty, I have 
come to cage you, my bonnie wild bird. 
Give you up I Set you free ! A thousand 
times, no I I love you, with a love such 
as few women gain—with a love which will 
held you as long aa life itself shall lut.’

•But I don't want yoorlove. 1-І 
won’t have it I’ I cry in soared, bewildered 
tones.

•Ah 1 but you can’t get rid of it,’ Sir 
Gordon returns, with a masterful smile, 
'any more than yon can get rid of me.’

Thera is a moment’s pause ; than sink 
ing his voioe to the softest of whispers, ha 
goes on—

•Little one, will you not came to me of 
your own free will P Heaven knowns that 
I do not wish to be harsh with yen ; but, it 
you will not yield to me quietly, I must 
conquer you by sterner meuures, even 
though I tear my awn heart in twain dur­
ing the process.'

Ob I what shall I do P What oan I do P

y. raising my 
•Do you think I

CHAPTER III.
•Happy is the bride the sun shines on.’ 
Many times in the course of my life I 

have both heard and repeated thus well 
known saying, and how persistently does 
it ring through my brain now, as I stand 
in front at the flower decked alter of the 
quaint old church ot Yerbury, beside the 
man who will to soon be my husband.

Am I going to be happy P 
Is the beautiful sunshine with which the 

church it filled an emblem of my future 
lifeP

with

I fear that it not, haw far can I be happy 
tied to a man I thoroughly dislike and 
tear P

At last the solemn service comes to an 
end, the words are spoken which unite 
Gordon AlverstoOe and myself in indissol­
uble bonds until death do us part.

With trembling fingers I sign my maiden 
name fot the last time, and even as I do, 
the white haired vicar addresses me by my 
new tittle.

Lady Alverstone I
How the name makes me start and flush.
What aa odd, unfamiliar ring there it 

about it I
And then I find myself walking down 

the aisle ot the crowded church upon the 
arm ol my newly made husband.

To me the wedding-breakfast it some­
what of an infliction, but it finally comf1 
to an end, and, followed by Aunt Kate, I 
go upstairs to exchange my bridal finery 
tor a dark-green cloth travelling dress.

Then, ‘amidst a shower of rice and good 
wishes,’ to quote from the local press, we 
depart ter ‘London, Dover, and the Con­
tinent.’

It it a long and wearisome journey from 
Yerbury to Dover, and I am more glad 
than tongue can tell when it comes to an 
end, anal find myself in one ef the com­
fortable private sitting-rooms of the Lord 
Warden hotel.

•Tired, Nilla P’my husband inquires.
•Tired to death,’ I answer, somewhat un­

graciously.
‘Iam sorry, but you will feel better 

when------’
The rest of his sentence I am net de­

stined to hear, lor, at this moment, a 
waiter makes his appearance, bringing 
Gordon a telegram, which has been await­
ing our arrival since the middle of the 
alternoon.

‘Who in the world can it be from P’I 
ask curiously.
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Then, still forgetting who Sir Garden is, 
and all about him, I turn and address him.

•Hasn’t she a magnificent voice Г I ex­
claim enthusiastically, with flushed cheeks 
and sparkling eyes.

•She has indeed,’ Sir Gordon agrees, 
with a smile. ‘Yon are clearly very fond 
of music. Miss. Sefton ; may I ask it you 
sing, toe P’

But this question restores my truant 
ory, and I suddenly recollect that it 

is Sir Gordon Alverstone, my detested 
fiance, to whom I am talking.

Instantly Iiretsa into a sort of human 
iceberg, and it is not until he repeats his 
inquiry that I condescend to answer it.

•What a superfluous question 1’ I re­
tort mockingly. ‘Of course, I sing ; every­
body does nowadays.’

•Then, will you not give me the pleasure 
ol a song P 1 would much like to hear you.’

‘People in this world, Sir Gordon, do 
net get all they want,’ raising my eyes 
calmly to his lice.

•Which means that you, for the second 
time this evening, refuse1 to grant my re­
quest.’

•How clever you are! But you are 
again right. 1 do refuse, and will always 
refuse to do anything and everything you 
may ask of me.’

•How awfully good of you to give me 
this warning I I shall know now exactly 
what to expect, and shall be able to save 
myself further humiliation. Pray accept 
my deepest gratitude, and------’

•Will you go away and leave me alone F’ 
I interrupted angrily, my patience at last 
exhausted. 'Surely you have annoyed 
and insulted me sufficiently lor one even­
ing!’

•Annoyed and insulted you 1’Sir Gordon 
reiterates, looking at me keenly ; and then 
a gleam of amusement flashes into his eyes 
and he laughs. ‘Now, upon my honor, 
that was too cruel ot you. You might 
have let me down easier than that, for, do 
you know'—sinking his voice to a confiden­
tial whisper—*1 have been flittering my­
self that you found my society and con- 
venation eminently agreeable.’

What reply I might mike to this auda­
cious statement will never be known, for, 
to my great relief, I am spared the neces­
sity of miking any by Captain Davenint 
approaching me, and begging lor a

With a gracious smile I rise to my feet 
and asking Cecil Devenant what song he 
wonld like, I let him lead me to the piano.

It is dose upon midnight before all 
guests have taken their departure, and 
Aunt Kate, Sir Gordon, ana myself are 
left alone ; then, with a little sigh of min­
gled relief and aatiafaction, my aunt links 
into her favorite easy chair.

She wants to talk over the events ol the 
evening, I know trom experience; but 1 
am in no mood to die cuss them, so I bid 
her and Sir Gordon a hasty ‘good night’ 
a nd retire to my own room.

that she it ex*

Husband.
IN TWO NSTALMENTS—PART II.

CHAPTER I.
Well, aunt, what does he say P I really 

am dying to know.’
•He says, my dear, that he has much 

pleasure in accepting my invitation, and 
that he will come to us next Thursday. 
Don’t you think we might get an a dinner­
party for Thursday evening P The time is 
certainly very short ; but, under the cir­
cumstances, I feel sure people would for­
give that.’

And sinking gracefully back amongst 
the cushions of her chair, my aunt surveys 
me with a glance which is positively rmdi-

willingly give all I possess 
I could exchange identities with the poor­
est girl in the village.

Swiftly the hours ol this never to be for­
gotten day slip away.

Eight o’clock arrives, and I find myself 
being introduced to the man who, for weal 
or lor woe, holds my future in his hands.

Shyly I glance up at him, and, try as I 
will to prevent it, I cannot keep a deep 
flush from staining " my cheeks, as I met 
the gaxe of a pair of the keenest eyes it has 
ever been my lot to encounter.

There it something about them, too 
which is horribly disconcerting ; therefore 
I am most sincerely glad when, a moment 
later dinner is announced.

Captain Devenant is my secourt, but, 
thanks to Aunt Kata, I find that my seat 
is opposite to the one occupied by Sir 
Gordon—a discovery which does net cause 
me much satisfaction.

And as the dinner progresses, my re 
sentment increases for as often as I furtive­
ly glance at my vis-a-vis, so often do I en­
counter his disposing gaxe—a gaze which 
appears to be largely tinged with amuse­
ment, while I am perfectly comvinced that 
the lips, hidden by his dark moustache are 
twitching with a smile, though what there 
is in the situation to amuse him I really 
fail to see.

At last Aunt Kate bows to Lady Chal- 
loner, and we ladies retire to the drawing 
room.

But I am not long left in peace even 
here, for the gentlemen soon put in an ap­
pearance, and then Sir Gordon coolly 
crosses to where I am sitting, a little apart 
from the others, and sinks down upon the 
lounge by my side.

•Miss Sefton,’ he says calmly, ‘your aunt 
has been telling me during dinner about 
her flowers.’

•Indeed,’ I murmur, in a tone of the 
most studied indifference.

•She is particularly proud of a Char­
mante Dame cactus, and said that you 
would, perhaps, be kind enough to take 
me into the conservatory to see it. Will 
you P’

What unexpected diplomatic powers 
Aunt Kate is developing f they fairly as­
tonish me.

in the world if

ant.
In silent amazement I, Coronilla, Sefton, 

have listened to her.
What can she mean P
To what invitation it she alluding P
•Aunt,’ I begin slowly, ‘will you explain 

what you meant’
•My love, I certainly thought you knew. 

Did I not tell you?’
•Did you not tall me whatP'
•That I wrote to—to Sir Gordon Alver- 

e the day before yesterday, inviting 
him to come and stay a fortnight with us?

•Aunt!’
After this one horrified ejaculation, I be­

came silent.
Not because I have not anything more 

to say, but limply through sheer inability 
to say it.

I am literally dumb with astonishment 
and wrath.

My aunt has invited Sir Gordon Alver­
stone to stay with us a whole fortnight- 
fourteen miserable, dreary days—and he 
has excepted her invitation.

Surely it is enough to make me angry.
I have been looking forward with dread 

to my meeting with him, even when I sup­
posed that he would only stay a couple of 
days at the hotel in Yerbury, our nearest 
town.

•How could you be so unkind P *1 gasp 
at laet.

•Unkind P’ my aunt repeats. ‘Oh, my 
dear, I am sure I never meant to be ! I did 
it all for the beat. 1—1 thought that, ii he 
stayed here, you might learn to—to like
him.’

song.

our

•I never shall. I couldn’t care for a 
man I didn’t respect, and I can’t respect a 
man who can be so despicable as to marry 
a girl for the sake ol her money, as Sir 
Gordon Alverstone it intending to da. He 
hat never seen me, so I may be as ugly at 
a toad for all he knows to the contrary.

•Oh ! but indeed, my dear, he does know 
what you are like. 1-І sent him your 
photograph.’

•Indeed I’ in a voioe of deadly calm, 
hioh photograph did you send him P'

•One of the last you had taken.’
•Did he ask you to tend it P’
•No, my love. But I thought—oh pray 

do not look like that I You must forgive me 
this time, and I will indeed be more care­
ful in the future.’

‘Yet ; now the mischief is done,’ I mut­
ter to myself ; but aloud I say, as gracious­
ly as I can : 'Never mind, auntie. don’t 
worry. It’s no use crying over spilt milk. 
And now about your dinner party sugges­
tion. How many people shall we invite P’

•Well, let me see,’ evidently charmed 
that her plsn has met with my approval. 
•Twelve, indudirg ourselvas, would be 
just a nice number, I think. Suppose we 
ask the Bsgshotts P’

•Yes, Mr. and Mrs. Bsgshott,’ writing 
their nsmes down. ‘Who next P’

•Sir Herbert and Lady Challoaer, and 
their daughter.’

•They make five. Sir Gordon, six, our 
two selves eight. Now whs are the other 
lour to be P’

•Mr. Lutrell—’
‘And Captain Devenant—they make ten, 

so we only want two more, another lady 
and another gentleman. Don’t you think 
we had better complete our list with the 
vicar and his wife P You see, we have got 
the Law, as represented by Arthur Bag- 
shott, Esquire ; Sir Herbert Challoner, M. 
P., will give a sort of political flavor to the 
soup; and that gallant officer, Captain 
Devenant, will ably personate the Army, 
so don't you really think that the Reverend 
Ornesimus Verender and his wife ought to 
be invited, to shed upon us the light ol 
their countenances P We oughtn’t to leave 
the Church out in the cold.’

•Certainly not, my love.’
•All right ; then the matter is settled. 

Here is the list. I will put it on your writ­
ing table, and then you will know where it 
it when you want it. Now I am going for 
a walk,’ and, kissing my hand to Aunt 
Kate, I run out of the room.

But I do not enjoy my walk a bit, for 
truth to tell, I am in anything but an am­
iable frame of mind.

I detest the very name'of Alverstone.
Why hat my father bethrothed me to 

Sir Gordon merely і because be it the ton 
of an old friend P

He is fifteen years older than myself—I 
am eighteen—and I have never seen him, 
thanks to hit globe trotting propensities.

The arrangement was entered into be­
tween our respective families when I was 
only six months old, and when my father 
died, two years ago, he begged me to 
promise that 1 would become Sir Gordon’s 
wife as soon after my eighteenth birthday 
as he might wish me to.

Having given my premise, 
it, but I am looking forward withpositive 
dread to my future, and when Thursday 
morning all too quickly dawns, I wonld

If anybody had told me that the could 
be so clever, I would not have believed 
them.

But I am not going to be caught by such 
diplomacy ; therefore, keeping my 
fixed steadily upon my fan, I allow a 
ment of silence to elapse, then answer, 
with Arctic coldness—

•Excuse me, Sir Gordon, but the cactus 
will show to much greater advantage in the 
daytime, and my aunt will be able to ex­
plain its beauties better than------’

•Which means, I suppose, that you re­
fuse to grant my request P’

•You are right, it does,’ still keeping my 
eyes fixed upon my fam.

A low, amused laugh is his only answer, 
which has the effect of making me feel per- 

iy raging.
Oh, how 1 detest him !
He is even worse than I thought he 

would be ; to, though I amin a L 
way a talkative little person enough? I now 
maintain an obstinate silence, until he pre­
sently breaks it by very coolly asking me 
wha1 I am thinking about.

•You,' I answer, infusing at much con­
tempt into the word at I possibly can.

•And I was meditating about you,’ Sir 
Gordon returns quickly.

•Really, 1 am honored, I rejoin, with a 
sarcastic smile.

•Yet ; I was thinking that you are very 
like your photograph,’ he goes on. 'I 
would have known you anywhere; though, 
to tell you the truth, when I got your 
picture I was awfully surprised. For some 
reason, I had imagined you were dark, 
and------’

•That I squinted or had only one eye. 
What delightful anticipations you 
have had alt these years!'

■Oh, no; you are entirely mistaken! My 
anticipations during the past years have 
been anything but delightful, but during 
the past few weeks they have been------’

•Even worse,’ I cut in sharply.
•No, pardon me, you are again mistaken ; 

they have been very pleasant.
•Then I am alraid you will find the 

awakening irom them a severe shook. 1 
truit you will survive it.’

•Thank you, I trust I shall. To have 
one’s dreams rudely dispelled, to discover 
that one’s ideals are of the earth earthy, 
must indeed be a cruel disappointment, 
and one which no man would willingly 
court. But it such a catastrophe should 
happen to me, I hope it will net and in my 
utter downfall **

•What a loss the world would sustain if 
anything did happen to you!’ I murmur 
ironically.

•Ah, yes, wouldn’t itP However, let 
what will occur, I shall at least have one 
consolation : you’—dropping hie voice to 
the softest of whispers—have given me 
your sympathy.'

I am literally too angry to speak.
How dare he treat me eeP
At this juncture Mrs. Verender favors 

us with a song.
I am passionately fond of music, and I 

feel as if I could sit forever, harkening to 
her rich, liquid tones.

I completely forget where I am, and 
who my companion is.

Presently Mrs. Verender rises from the

CHAPTER II.
Rat tat-tat !
•Come in 1’ I call out lazily. Where­

upon Annette, my maid, makes her ap­
pearance with my bath water. 'What 
o’clock it it P’ stifling a yawn.

•Half past eight, Mitt Nilla,’ the girl 
answers ; to, springing out of bed, I pro­
ceed to make my toilet.

But, though I hurry, breakfast it half 
over when I enter the morning room.

•You shockingly ltzy child 1’ is my 
aunt’s greeting. ‘You don’t 
have any breakfast, does she. Si

•But you will give me some, all the 
same,’ 1 declare confidently, bestowing 
upon her my usual morning kits.

Then I turn to the other occupant of the 
room, and greet him with a chilly little 
bow.

•And what are you going to do this 
morning P’ Aunt Kite inquires presently.

Nothing,’ it my prompt answer.
•What a delightful employment I' Sir 

Gordon remarks. 'May I be permitted to 
join you in it P’

•I am atraid you would not find it to in­
teresting at I shall,’ 1 return evasively.

•Oh, but I shall, I assure you !’ he de 
claret. *1 love to do nothing.’

•Then you and Nilla ought certainly te 
be able to spend a very agreeable.morning,’ 
Aunt Kate interposes, with a smile. 
•Having such tastes in common, you—

•But I am going to read,' I interrupt 
hastily.

•I thought you said that you were going 
to do nothing P' Sir Gordon laughs.

•Perhaps I did,’ I retort indifferently, 
though inwardly I feel at if I could turn 
and rend him ; ‘but you see, I have taken 
a woman’s privilege and changed my mind.’

So saying I rise from the table—for by 
this time we have all finished breakfast— 
and march out of the room.

Going into the drawing room, I hunt for 
‘Her Bitter Foe,’ the novel I am at present 
reading.

Some time elapses before I find it, for it 
has been carried into the library and etuok 
in a bookcase ; but when at laet I have dis­
covered it, I steal out into the garden.

Thank goodness neither Aunt Kate nor 
Sir Gordon is visible, and then the ques­
tion presents itself—Where oan I go to be 
safely hidden from them until the luncheon 
bell rings P

I finally conclude that I will seek refuge 
beside the miniature lake at the bottom of 
the pleasure grounds.

It is a particularly secluded spot, and is 
a favorite haunt of mine ; but as Auat Kate 
is not aware oyhis last fact, she is not 
very likely to look for me there, to thither 
I go, and seating myself beneath the spread 
ing branches of a large ash tree, I open 
my book and am soon absorbed in its

eyes
mo-

•W

deserve to 
r Gordon P’

fectl

general

must

P*6ow long I am left in peace I do not 
know—probably for about an hour—and
then I suddenly hear the sound of ap­
proaching footsteps, and, glancing np, I

I will redeem •So I have found you at last,’ he re­
marks coolly, and, without any more ado, 
he flings himself down upon the gram be­
side the log on which I am sitting.
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