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but, for the most. parta e forgot ail, save her own interests or
amusements.

Atlength a new actorappeared in the'scenes .ve have been
describing. Claude returned to England,! Fitzroy Glenallan's eye
rested.on Bessie's:face, when soine, careless tongue communi-
cated the news.to her.. For«one moment he looked round toa
assure himself there was no other obvious cause for the emotiori
that crimsoned the brow; cheek and bosom, ofthe being before
him. - Lady Glenalland ifted ber conscious .eyes to his, and
turned deadly pale-he looked at her a moment more-bit his
lip till the blood started, and moved away. A moment's hesi-
tation, and she followed with a light step into the^adjoining
room. "Fitzroy,":she gasped as she.laid ber hand onhis*arm,
"you sknow lIknew him before' was married." "I ldid ñot
know it," he replied coldly, neithr do I beliéve does Glenàl-
lan."> For a moment Bessie shrank angrily fromthe insinuation,
which the tone, rather than tho words, inplied.. She:dreaded
she scarcely knew what§ from the manner of: hcr conipanion;
and the consciousness that even that rapid moment, w' ich had
scarcely allowed time for the crimson blood to rise aiid subsidd
in her cheek, had sufficed to flash the'thought, through her mind
ofhow and ivhere and when Claude wâuld meet her, and vhat
would be the result ofsuch a meeting, bewildored her,nnd increa-
sed her agitation, as, with a nervous laugh, she said " You vill
not jest before him about it--will you ?" It was the-flrst-time she
had so directly appealed to him-so directly endeavoured ta
propitiate bim.-A conscious and bitter smile of triumph played
on his lip and lurked in bis eye.

"You may depend on my never mentioning the past," said
he; "but tell me"-what he desired to know vas left unasked
for at that moment Claude. Forester bimself valked through the
room He, saw Lady Glenallan-paused-hesitated for a few
seconds-crossed the room and stood beside her. A fev words
he spoke but what they wero Bessic did not: heor, ,though they
were spoken in aclear firm tone. To ber imagination it seemed as
if there were contempt and reproofeven in the sound of bis voice;
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