ﬁ;ﬂnowod to slip back into his
's , and my Harry was Mrs.
y but- Harry was too

"felt
‘s ness com-
furtberdown
l”‘monly oﬂl«:oto saﬁ
eac
notes he wrote me carefully

tome. As T read them
?OII'I again, and Iam

once more.
than wi I

to wear,
ll‘l'!'l favorite
ke it.

sat with me

, but there was love
and that sufficed.

dtul. tnd sat looking down into

1 uv. l‘ rrying_along. It
Harry's place. and Effie, who

tn. down stairs to bring my note

ow ﬂmt it was my answer that

ite envelope in his hand.

lnmln: a tune. Shereturned

face. ote was in her hand,
It in s writing, but her
tened me so that I caught my

it, Bfle?”
Mﬂ. l;hndly. * I must tell you,
e bnx who brought that
|Int I buntlnto a ﬂtoflrg:’:ghter

that trouble me? " T inqut
you see your Harry must have written

% she
o\:'-ﬂ « I do not. T am not jealous of
Fxmmw. and these were the words I

-l have another engagement, and am
yours, H. HEATHCOTE.”

down with a strange chill at my
lone to deserve this? What

A note llke this from a betrothed
from with the tender:st
I was in trouble, and fore-
t she glided out of the roo
ln hour. When she came

g%

mm-m

th tears,
- umuum wlutltls?" she asked.

“ lun oﬂendcd bim unconsciously. I
.

nnor bell rang T went down stairsas
parlor door Isaw Mrs. Bray.

nldlu s not.e slond.
I was never 8o surprised,” she said.
he was in love with that littlegirl. Ah!

hlrrbd uny u she 8 E&oke. in assumed terror.
to her, and a

X g MU LT g BT
h&&" ot gl d Mg, That

AT A |

a r in my room—a

fhat Wis. Bray Tiad exbiblied to ail'tho house - s
from Harry Heuthcnte. tenderer and

mronlu than an: had ever written t
. with his nndonb tlgmture at its lgog
t was no tomry.

I even knew the paper, a rare
eom’kln with his own mon¥nm upon {t.
h.n.l'a * Darling,” and ended wit Your own

1did not scream, I did not swoon: I faced the

mﬂ.m&h as best I might. She had won him

; but I was in nowise to blame. T was

. was sinned against, not sinning, and the
not crush me,

not even allow myself to play the mourner.

of my lover had taken the place of love.

e know that I dia not grieve for him ; and

asked good old Mr, Htllonn to be my escort t»

y next even g with a smile on my face,

ache lorely. and life seemed a

bad written to Mrs. Bray were in my heart.
When old Mr, Halloran took me home he told me
ried myse'f out aud was beginning to

But I was strong b&'
T went up stairs old Horton looked out of
m,
Your beau was here to-night,” she said. *7J
xpect he was out up to find you out, but Mrs. Bray
took care of him.”

1 tried to laugh. All my life I felt T must now
ugh when I had rather cry. I musthide my heart.
0 ou should speak of me as one who had been

myself in my dressing-gown and sat

on he m could not sleep, I could not even

down. ock struck twelve, one, two, and

ulll l mtchod be dying emters. Ten minutes

gone by, when suddenly a frightful shriek
tbrouch the house—another and another.

to tbe door. Other ple were in the

entry. The shrieks came from 8. Bray’s room,

snd ere we could think the door was flung open and

5 A
she rushed towud her long white night robe
blaze. a horrible of nn.." a8

I don’t know wln ouxht. 1don’t know I

did, I cannot remember % more dntil ! d

her down upop the floor with a i
snatched from e that h‘e‘m‘iﬁe ublo

entry wrapped lbont her. I

* Lie still, and ozon will nvo

saw the flames choke m l{h tin-

der e%o; - a'out me, I knewth "'&.“ﬁ"

saved her from beingyquite

I knew that I had saved her

It was night again when lomo one

g?or and t?ld mte ttohh:t N whbo?:ga

oyrse, I wen e was
oued*nband and she co hﬁot

she fooked at me earn
** Send them out of the room,” she gaid, * I vnllt
to spea.k to you alone.”

d when the nurse had closed thé door bety
heraelf and r Horton. she looked at me lnln
my 0 hae sreh Ty IR ke AL

** You have sa: my 8l o8,
I remember what said: °‘Lie still, and ‘!ﬂ
save your fuce,’ oct women would have
to have spoiled m

u don't know

here’s a letter there. It's yours. :
make you Jellou. nd I wrote to your bean to
his escort somewh:

** Two notes came nttho same tlmoto
I knew verg well that there was
that mine had been put Into
yours into mine I scratched your ni
one yon have there, and showed it al
you jealous. He's as true as steel
{ou or saving my_face, and tell you

r¥ to forgive me.”

e .v:u.s mnod happy t.o do any;}ln%l ku-wtbt

8too! d d ve

Icm &:?l":t. tmw._kﬁn#%
cote never knew anything about those t of‘r.tl'm' )
days unt lllhadbeenhhwlfe too long to any.
secrets from him. ;

" ROBIN REDBREAST.
‘ (Coutinued.)

Osbert turns to Sir Walter and begins on
olher snbject ; and Robin’s un mn llle. lloul;

too glad to embra [}
painful and lmﬁon ll blnwu
tremble ; ske turns snd %
Beyond in the hal rlm‘nont the and
voices, exoltement nnd C]
oorner’ ll;lnt elx hntlon luonc o ‘,‘.h
place is here no longer: W 3
sent out from the warmth und nmmﬂu 0 the
Faiple. ATTOCHIS atd sk ssogtte  The ol
ple er life and sp are) )
?ggmlrsalmostwthln fuh‘
last straw is pet to her btmlen when
her cosy room and finds that m lly Low-
nck s m:ld. has pac! d strapped her

lr. is a pale, sorrowful Robin who buttons on
wiater oo%lt and pins a veil over her floe.w
ey might come and wish
thinks, a little brokenly,
feels glad that none of oung ones bave come.
“It might make me cry, and I won't ory—l won’t,
He shan’t have the pleasure of seeing me make a
Aﬂ of myself —nasty, horrld. ugly thlu P'
the same, ber strength is nearly
when her aunt comes in and folds her h l undu
embrace, calling her by every loving word

“I would not let you §o my c
over and over again. *“You, the child M
dear dead Alice ; but you m 1 oa
Robin. -Mr. Everest is y
only acting witbln his rlgml.
h , because if we do he ma u come to

s again, and that would urrlblo and now,
duﬂlnf‘onhnll we go down to say ‘ood-bn?"
bin draws back. .

“No. no, T would rather not, duntie, dear. I-I
lwould tstherbxo away letl{ l Give them &l} d .
ove, and say how 80 am to leave them,
the;ln not to forget rl:lyo. I shall come back soon
perhaps.”

If her face is white and her eyes red as she kisses
8ir Walter at the big oaken door. Osbert Everest
?retends not to see this. He is taking a courteous

rewell of Lady Lowrick.

Just for one mornent the girl hm
body in the distance is playing a dreamy waltz; th
rest will be ing.. wondering why lhe does not
come. Within all is light, warmth, and gajety—
without, a keen east wind is blowlnr . and n
is waiting to carry her from all she loves
tlon and despair. The contrast is horrlblo.

She gives one sob, runs down the steps,
into the ge, and, as Osbert Enreu
place beside her, she feels her last atom of p
gu- away, aod imrylmr her face in her hands, she
urst into a flood of passionate tears.

CHAPTER IIL

Newtownlock, the go perty. of which Robin is the
owner, I8 situated about twenty miles away from
Lowrick Hall. It is a difficult and tedious journey
by rail, ful! of weary changes and waitings, and
beurlnz this in mlnd Osbert has determined to re-
lln uish the railroad and go by road.

e weather is bitterly eold but Kobin can find
no reasonsble cause for wmplalnt inside the rooiay
landau. For the first half hour of their jominey
pot 8 word is spoken. Osbert produced a carrlage-

don't want to m
not let yo




