A DEADLY DILEMMA.

Wheu Nettn Mayne cawe to think it over
sfterward iu Ler own room by Lerseif, she
coulidu’t iwngine what had made ber silly
envugh to quarrel thut ovening with Ugh-
trew Carnegie. She could only any, in a
veaitent moaod, it was always thu way like
that with lovers, 13ll once they’ve guue-
relled a good round quarzel, and ofter
wards sclemaly kissed and made it all up
sgain, things sever stand oo o veully heow
snd settled bosis Letweon them, It's a
move in ithe gamv. You must thrust in
ticser before you thrust in guarts. The
Romnn playwright spoke the truth, afier
slt. o lovers’ quarrel begiuy o fresh chup-
tee in the listory ol their love-making.

§r wes a summer evening, oalw, and
cleat and balmy, «wd Netta sud Ugntred
hal strolled out together, not without o
suepicion at times of bhand locked in hawt,
on the high chalk dowe that rises steep
behind Holmbury. How ur why they lell
out she handly knew., But they had been
engaged already some months, without o
single disagreomesnt. which of course guve
Netta o natural right to quarrel with
Ughtread by this dime, if ehe thought {n:
amt as they retursed down the huuging
vath through the combe where the will
otchids grow, rlie used that right at last,
~ur of plire undulierated feminme pers
vasity. The ways of women are wou-
dertul; no mere man can fathow them.
Scmething that Ughtred eaid gave hor the
chnpee #o make n half petulant anvwer.
Ughtred wery naturally sdecended himseif
fron, the imputetion of rudeness, and
Niito vetorted. At the end of ten min-
ute the trifle had grown apace into av
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pietty m lovers’ quarel as any lady no-
velist could wish to describe fu tive chap-
tuow. . .

Netta bad burst into perfectiy ortho
Jox tearw, rofuwed to be comforted, in the
moa* approved lashion, declined to acrept
Ughtrod’s escort home, amd bidden fare-
wel’ to him excitedly for aver and ever.

It wae all sbout nothing, to be suve,
amt if two older or wiser heats had only
atusd by maseen, ‘to viow the little com-
aly they 'would sagely bave remarkesn to
oue another, with » shake, that before
twenty-four hours were out the pair
woukl be rushing into one snother’s arms
with mutual apologies and snutual for-
giveness, But Netta Mayue and Uglitred
Carnegie were still at the age shen one
taker love mrivusly—~one dJdoes  before
thirty~and s¢ they turued awass sloug
ditferent paths at the bottom of the
combe. in the firm beliof what love's
vouug dream was shattered., annd  thut
ttencelorth thoy two were uothing more
than the merest ncquaintances to oae
another.

* Good-bye. Mr. Carnegie,”” Nettn lul-
tered out, as in obedience to her wishes,
though much against his own will, tigh-
tred tarued stowly and remorselully down
the footpath to the right, in the direc-
tion: of the railway.

* Good-bys Netta,” Ughtred answered,
hatf choking. Even &t that moment of
narting (for ever—or a day), ho couldn’t
fisd it in Thie heart to eall her *“Miw
Mayne " who had o loug been *' Netta '
to him.

Ho waved his hand and turned along the
foot-path, looking back inany times to see

 NETYA AND UGHTRED HAD STROLLED OUT TOGRTHER.”

$

Neitn otill sitting inconsolabic whetw. ks
Mzl loft her, on the stile that led from the
combe into the Four-acre mendow. Both
pathes to eight and Yeft, led back to Holm-
bury, over the open fiold, Lut they diverged
rapidly, and crossed the railway track by
sepurata gates, sad five hundred yards
fraw each othesr. A turg in the path, at-
which Ughtred tlingered long, bid Netta at
ioat from Qua eight. He paused and bhosi-
tated. It was growing late, though an
hour of summer twilight still rewaived..
He couldn't beur to leave Netta thus a-
lone iy tthe field. She wouldn’t allow’
bim te oo her homeo, to be aure, aud that
being 90, he was too much a gentleman
to force himselt upoa her. But ho was too
much & man, 100, to let her find her way
hacl g0 late entirvely by herwelf. Uaseen.
himeell, he must still watch over her.
Agaivst her will, ho mnav still protect
her. He would go on to the railway, and
there eit by the wide of the line, inder
cover of ‘the hedge, till Netta crossed by
the nther patk. Then ho'd walk quwietly
along the six-foot way to the gate she
had passed through, and follow ber, ua-
veiceived, at @ distanco along tho lane,
till he saw  her back to Holmbury.
Whether ehe wished it ar not he could
aevet leave her.

He looked abuui for a geat. Ous lay
‘most handy By ‘the gide of the line the
Government engineers had been at work
that day, repaiving the telegraph systom.
They had taken dowu ‘half & doxen
mouldering old posts, and set up new ones
an their  place~tail, clean, and shioy.
One of the old vosts still lay at ftult
fength on the ground by the gato, just s
the mern bad left it at the end ol their
¥ay ‘work. At the point where the
Tootpath cat the line, was a level cross-
ing and there Uglitred sat down on the
faller post by the gide, half-concealed
fron view by a tall clump of willow-
herh waiting patiently for Netta’s com-
ing. How he listencd for that light foot.
fall. His heart was full, indeed, of gall
aint ‘bitterness. He loved her so Aaarly.
and shoe had treated him so ill. Whe
would ever have belisved that” Netta, hix
Netts. wonll have thrown him over like
that for vuch & ridicolous trifle? Whe
imleerd 7 and loast of all Netta harsclf,
mitting mlone on the stile with her yprotts
face xgowed deep in her hands, and hor
‘poot ‘hemrt womlering how Ughtred, hor
Ughtred, could so esaily desert her. In
sucl: stragnge ways is the femmine variety
of the human heart covstructed. To be
surc. ghe had of courys diamissed him iu
tht most peremplorv, lashion, Jecloving
with all the vows propriety permits to
the British maiden, that sho needed uo
escort ol any eort home, and that shoe
wauld ten thousand times rather go alone
tban bave him accompany her. But, of
course, also, she didn't mean it. What
womsn does? She counted npon a prompt
and unconditional syrrender. Ughtred
would go to the corner, a8 in duty bound,
and then come batk to her, with profuse
expressions of penitence ‘for the wrong he
had never dene, to make it all np again
in the orthodox fashion. She never in-
tended the real tragedy that was so soon
to follow. 8le was only playiog with her
victim—only %rying, woman-like, her
power over Ughtred.

8o she sat ‘thore still, and cried and
e 2 on, minute after minute, ix an
ecastasy of misery, till the sunset began to
glow doeper red in the western .sky, and
the bell to ving the curfew in Holmbury
Tower. Then it dawned upon.her slowly,



