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and he started and looked at his T
*“Is it so late?” hesald, passing his’
hand over his hot forehead. . “T ;ltdn’t_
know the titng. I shall not be Jong.”
“Don’t hurry, dear,” she said, gently.
“It. s of no conssquence. I will tell
Parker to keep the diuner back, Don't ,
hurry.” 34
Dinned is late at the rectory as well
as at the park, for at half-past six the
rector has not returned, and Signa
and “her aunt spend a very uncom-
fortable half hour of it. Mrs, Pods-
well would have liked to have gaid
scme unpleasant things about Signa’s
adventure; but there is a quiet dignity
. in Signa’s bearing, a steady look in
fwho have things | | “Doesn’t matter!” he exc.aimed. | the beautiful eyes that warn Mrs,
own-way in this | “Doesn’t matter that—that she should | Fcdswell that it would be scarcely
c was of a jealous [Make a friend of this' fellow who | safe; 80 she contents herself with
X P omes from heaven knows where!” mcaning faintly at intervals and bear-
[his lite he ba | Ot course it matters, 1n a sense, fink herself as if she were a deeply
fnted—a mother wi : dear,” said Lady Blyte,“and it is very hinjured individual, and was suffering
j=s8ervants who ca;l- ®Unoying, but—but, Frederic, if you j untold anguish by the shock Signa's
P his beck and :;{ Quite sure—" and she stopped, . [i&bsence has inflicted on her,

gked up to him and 'Quite sure of what?” he demanded, | .Signa tries a little couversation, and
tegdied hlm—n:;):f;y ugh he knew what she was gorg altempts to enter into particulars of
g Mgl 4 y. their trip, but Mrs. Podswell wil
& b“ . lts hat you have made up your mind,} scarcely speak, and at last Signa takes
ing to obtain it. degr.  You have seen so little of her,| a beok and relapses ivto silence—no
his hoart upon Sig- | oly twice, three times—" 2 reading, but thinking of the rain a
'That doesn‘t signify,” he said, hus- | the storm and the fire in the ¢
kily. “It's all the same as’if I had but most of all of that sudden p:
knoww her for years. If you mean, | i the face and light in Hector °
819 Lo lgve with her—yes, I am,” | ren’s eves as he drank out of the
‘frowned and clinched his THree-quarters of an hour :

o SHPW, ¥ o ani8 0’ his pockets.” “I have quité | time the rector comes in,
stepped in hétween gy up my mind.” rather thoughtful and abs
tain that he'foved he (4 [y Blyte smothered another sigh. | much absorbed that he doe
;:;’ that he Siyiat and would NaVeTEEIE ,opeti for sognethlill:s ;lif{er- the constraint between Sig

- o, &g way of a daughter-in-law | gynt,  Immediately after

The thought that the girl he, Sir § his Signa Grenville, whose past over Signa goes to her
Frederic, loved, the future mistress ot' W altogether brilllant, and who feels that even another qus
Blyte Park, should spend the Qa)_ ad’ pefther title nor fortune to re- | peur alone with the “ma+
alone with this unknown nobody, with comimend her. She had hoped to see baHoo much & be b
the handsome face and opera-singer | pim merry oven higher, if there was rector coming in finds &
airs—for this is what in his own mind anything higher, and in her pride she alcio.

Sir Frederle stigmatized HectortWa.r- doubted it, than himself. A peer's With a deep sig
:-e:xo T calm, ensgdbe?ﬂng-v;;::s:ggg daughter need not have turned up her commences .to infor
ntolerable, maddening. nose at the prospect of being Lady Sl

stride of his long legs he reached the Blyte;' but if he had fallen in love wrl':ltlgi goslinx:.ply

lané, and jumping on his horse, which | with the dmiry-maid and wanted to sharply. “Of

be had left bridled to a gate, he [marry her, ghe knew that he would Ay
struck his spurs into the high-bred | have'to have his way purpose,

animal and rode home full pelt, “Well, dear,” she sald tly: «p | him from the
Hector Warren's cool smile and quiet: have zo'thl;u'to ss: B 'lngfnhe};-'—-—" The rector |
ly haughty voice haunting him all the “Against ger!" vy aga "'Anthlr
way, and making his self-love ache “No, certainly not, Frederfc. Tt is | t® |ﬁ?:nuir' Y
worse than his bruised hand. . | not necessary that your wife should ﬂxst o agfo
raF“?:::grgls“lr)l?l?lil::e:mgor:: nllmv;:\eo tave money or title; it would be bet- .“Very ann

n > | ter—"

Sir Frederic entered . the house—a “I don’t want either,” h id, sul- | €ays.
grand place, as Signa bhad said—and |jen}y. Shic HOTEmC, “Annoying
was passing through te his room to “No,” she assented. with a proud, | '&ht wicked
dress for dinner, when he heard Lady haughty smile. “So that that does. | 8WaY that—
Blyte’s voice calling him from the |, matter. And she is very beauti- 800‘;1 for he
drawing-room. ush. | ful and—and—distinguished-looking, I e ix:gly e

He hesitated 2 moment, then push-'| o cure.  The Grenvilles are an old | StoP to, Jog
ed the half-open door wide, and en- family.” oo Yes, my
tered. .| He made an impatient gesture. But 1—
she had secn him Trom. the. window | we? ¥OUId be all the same 1t—if they |  “¥oum

S N , huskily, “I — i
dismount, ard knew that something 1“1’::: xl:::de u% 8,;”? m,l;lsd‘--]y . J here. Af,
tad gone wrong. »| “Then, dear, you need not be un-|Delamerg

How long ,\iou have beelll]. di’ar.k easy, I think,” she said, with a touch | he does:
i "t S S i ‘e e | oF Poud. confdence Ao as o thi | He I
S0 d 25 | Mr. Warren, I should mnot let wd
Tevighed on her adored s | ditark mo “la any'way. | “We
e . H i mere .nobody, n »

“Yes,” he said, morosely, dropning qu.}tg L:)oo: it :ppenl(')s. y[g is :og Brov
into a chair, anq‘ thrusting his hands | Jjkely that she would hesitate in her | Mg
In his pockets—*yes, I have heen | ehotco between him ang you.” Ridg
waltise=at the Rectory. 7 He bit his lip and stared out of the | Mild

Tighought you had gone there,” re- | yindow, but.his taes cleared some- | -“g
mari@ll Lady Blyte, softly. what. After al’, it was not likely. He | Ing

H es]“ll"?\fdbg:xd t}::a‘:-?lil ‘\Evl:ewn‘tl'to—to could not have aL-uhing to fear from :1:8

» = 3 the rivalry of such a man, and yet n

illllqulre after” Miss Gre'l'lvllle. It was “Even if she wera takem by this Hd
t ﬁogm"e" thing to do. mau’s manners—Lady Rookwell was | ing
“And c:urlse, dear, h she assented. | pere this morning and sald he was
“Git ‘: “98 5} :gg:,,t, e worse for her | pao)er good-lcoking.”

“I don’t 'know—I. didn’t ask her.” he “He is very good-looking; he f{s
eald, shortly. “She was out; she had | FondSome,” he said, with savage
M::d:‘:}lt’l:eda:nl?;;h_:::' gz;i’;s ""gVell, well, she may have taken a

= ) slight fancy.”
W{fgu: ;';gknlc;fn :urbng:é:zt:icd’lgaporovu- “Don’t,” he sald, almost lMvid with

“As good, or as bad almost.” %1 i)cal:ougy. , 75 00 Apuminle, 1 dony &R;?g)e]et{:

’ 5 ] d elleve it.” en
e oy, - “Aschle aloe win] Stk oy il e lip trembled. MOT: Podswell 1

“ S How certainly he musi love her—tais course you

Dear me!” sald Lady Blyte; and e | belo to Northwel
3:3? was strong disapproval in her g-ll:'lles.whom he had seen just three WOuﬁi'i‘t A it

“It—it was an accident, it seems,”
he eald, sullenly—“at least sc sle

“I don’t say it, I merely suppose it, “It’s a very good
I won't go even so far ag that; don’t | a meek voice—f!

TCR Rl ST be impatient with me, dear,” and the | abouts, I—ah
i,h,{:f';vasf»{ f::;i&he Somass my proud eyes filled with sudden tears, like to let thj

Lady Blyte looked down in silence. “I beg you pardon,” he said. *I [ his visits her

“Of course she wouldn't,” he re-| —! 8m out of sorts and upset. Of you see, my
peated, angrily. “She thinks that it | ccurse there was nothing in it. She ‘He mig
was an accident, but I dare say he cannot help it, and—and—" and comp)
could have prevented it. They went It will all coms right,” she said,
out in a boat, got caught in a gtorm,, eagerly, smilingly. “She is not the
and went to St. Clare's, where they | 8Irl to hesitate between you. Don't
were kept by the storm. At least, | think any more about him. She must
he says they were kept.” come here again; I will go and see

“Dear me!"” sald Lady Blyte again. | her myself. It will 2ll come right,

Sir Frejeric beat the devil's tattoo | dear.’ !
with his big feet on the Turkey car- It must,” he sald, hoarsely, gnaw-
pet. ing at his lip. “I—don’t know what

“I can’t think how she could have | has come to me. I have never feit
allowed him to take her,” he said, | like this before. The sight of thit
angrily, “I suppose it was his sheer | fellow drOVe_ me mad. I—I hate him.”
impudence that did it.” “Frederfc!” she murmured,

“Who is this Mr. Warren? You “I cannot help it,” he said, “ierce)
mean the man you met the other ':l hate the sound of his voice, T
night, dear?” aare he come here and:--and—}

“Yes. I wish somebody would tell | 2bout her the whole day, and i
me,” he replied, between his teeth.|here waiting? And wien she ¢
“It is my opinion that he is an adven- shp scarcely spoka to me.
turer; Lady Rookwell declared that| think she wished me goo
he was an opera-singer or something | Scarcely knew that I w
of that sort, and I'd stake my—my | room,” and he paced the
1ife she was right, for all the airs he | fierce, awkward strides,
gives himself’ “My dear, I do think you

“It is vers strange,” said Lady | Lling yourself unnecessarily,

Blyte. “I um surprised that ske | ber who and what vou are!”
ghould have pone with him. Shedid “T will,” with an air of dé
not etrike mie as that sort of girl—"| tioe—*I will. I forget it wh

“What en earth do you mean by | with her—I feel like a clod
‘that sort of girl?”” he asked, irrit- | will remember {t, and I'll. ma
2bly. fec] it.”

“1 mean a -ort of girl who woull The dinner-bell rang as hd
commit an : discretion of that sort,
dear,” exclsimed the fond mother,
meekly. “. was so favorably im-
presced by aer when she was here,

perhaps. vouw know, Frederic, I liked
er very nich” i h '
h“It wann't her fault,” he sald, 51.1.1

lenly. “It was his doing, I'm sure nf£

that. He pluined and schemed it all | —FOR.

¥ ‘o |®
beforehand!’ . nd but for his mother's | e
presence, Pe would have added: LAUESA ".
*“Curse hin Siiiod I

“Did you &ve her, dear?®’ . "at low b
“Yes, I -1 wuited; U thought Y had conaistent With gokrdadlee u%rl

better wit,”" lLie gaid, with -a flush, Naty : }vgovy 3-Strar,
“Mrs. Podswell was anxiows, fll, in : leade-2nd $9.00 1
fact; and 11 didn't know what had £ W'Lh us,
happencd to her” and he turned his ne Our, line Write
face amay.

3 2 T-'»l‘r;F;E,q &
Lady Tilyte looked up at him and Hon when wory th8t defy gegont

sighed, She knew that he had set ’
hllﬁ mind upon- the girl in deep ear- MINTZSHAIR GOODS
nest, and ehe smothered a sigh. EMPOR'UM e
“I—TI don’t think I would suffer my- 62 KING STREE
self to be put ont. dear,” she said, Hamiiton OT WEsT
. tmidly.  “After all, it wasn’t her @ormery s Nk
ult, as you say, and—and—it doesn't 7 Mdme, 1. Mintg),
% Ratter”
{




