.......................

................ She turned syed the room.

- - lwhl :-.hﬂ;‘doguﬁ'dlmb
. through Shirley's mind ..oh:;h‘u'ip-—ll-' It was for her to refose; and
& of what lay at the bottom | interest for her. : %0, dressing herself with extra care, she
3 A tew water-colours adorned them now. h““ﬂ.’-,thﬂh

& -M‘m a-:d'.,-h:hlh!-bo- h-lnyhhhﬂ-dh!gn.

ORI N T e e e e ety R e s L N N Bt peftoeeed i sunaine.
o and wailad Ap‘,&u&-l-mm balmy air W vl b
oyes, = . on the mant:] pi s. Shirley 1 bicycle agai porch,

ﬂm‘:‘“."“—. Bh'e-tn:'luh::uﬁ-. e ﬂﬁ-&ﬂh

down, carnage were dogs; nurse came from kitchen,
ﬂ-uo-to-ﬂa;}i“ dd‘!.to-il-h-o—m‘ mm: ber upstairs. - -

o of a ﬁ-lladymb-g' i

the catas- | Shirley’s heart, as she itim her hand 'unnh'ddnd-nn
hastened to render what assist- nilloohdd' Sm'- surprised to find how old
t was & W" i profile. | ghe looked.
m'uahudylu—bﬁlg _Shmnl-t‘ scanning the little 'Itinpodol,vuhe-o.’ﬁedd,i-
- picture, then at she returned it to its hqnit-oti-la-ny. ‘1 am growing
down his face ; ’hu.' : rather weary of lying her. It is the first
and covered with -So.iew.um&opﬂh time I have ever ill.?
gave no thought to cared for, and thought of, and worked for.’ Shnkymmhhnhmu-.u;
_SMHtthmnd'-tinh the | then the nurse with tes, and the
see, was badly burt ; kitchen. intimation that Miss Loraine had re-
exhausted. She did not want to meet him. freshed with a cup, the invalid would have
was lying, in & buddled- | She was % —very sorry—that he had mﬁm-

_After awhile the doctor returned with g by '

Lady Metherell turned to meet her,
while Shirley vainly endeavoured to think
of some excuse.

She did not want to go to the Court.

prised at her young sister's tone. You
surely have not—you don’t—
But Shirley cut short all further queati-

* Mr. Kemp, the woman to whom the
bouse belonged, stood looking on, now and
again making remarks, in a low, hoarse
undertone, as if afraid of disturbing the
qQuiet unconscious o

*The doctor be a long time, he do,’ she

dresy and a few others things into a port-
manteau, then drove off, seated in state
beside Lady Metherell, who was ‘about
ﬂ;e only person on earth she stood in awe

‘I am making quite a tion!’ she said
ber eyes tull ot fu;:. .

“Are you joki " Lucy inquired.
| She could nmelieve Shiriey had accept-
" ed a man she cared absolutely nothing for.

On this_particular afternoon her lady-

‘No. Iam horribly serious,’ Shirely | . v _ | emd, i the little window,
replied ; ‘only, you make me laugh’ i f:;l'.::; m‘:'?m;m'm%a ed’ ;nmm&u dimity. ‘Some un -m
‘You are engaged to Gilbert Metherell! easant flow of conversation was sudden- | b8’ gome to Sir.Martin. Dear heart, what

distress he will be in! A, thank the Lord
bere he comes! It's the docter miss. I'll
bring him up.’

Agighnddnnnuptotheoothge.

Shirley heard the doctor come in, speak
a few words to Mrs. Kemp, then quickly
mount the steirs and enter the room.

‘My dear child,’ he said, patting Shirley’s
shoulder, ‘this has been a nasty ience
for you. Go down stairs while I attend to

y cut short.

A traction-engine, lumbering along the
road, frightened the horses.

They reared and plunged, every touch
of the whip seeming but to add to their
terror.

A man ran up to hold their heads, but
was to late.

The frautic animals dashed forward, and

3, Madge said. - :
& ‘[ am prepared to swear it,’ Shirley de-
Lt clared. ‘I wish you would behave proper-
ly, and say how “glad you are. ‘erhaps
the sight of the ring will cheer you.’

‘If 1t is really a tact,’ Mrs. Loraine said,
{ ber eyes filling with tears, ‘I can only say
Y that this is the first bappy moment I have
p experienced since the beginning of our sad

trials.”

S . d headlong down the hill. .
Shirley jumped up, and kissed her. Ehoo . har ladyship.’
i ‘The trials are over,® she said, lovingly. exc'lr:::,od,":nm Tg, 'I;rei‘t.hd’ Metherell While tnrking, he had quietly put her

‘You must not think of them any more.
We are all going to be as happy as sand-
boys. Gilbert is coming this atternoon,and
I have promised him cake for tes. We will
give him one of Madge’s efforts, and do
the thing handsomely.’

58 *There is not one to give,’ Madge said.
‘Those cakes were not sppreciated, so I
gave them away.’

‘How foolish ! her sister cried, return-
ing to her seat.

‘I am sure Shirleihleem very happy,’
Mrs. Loraine said to Madge, as they sat
in the garden, after lunch.

Madge was sitting with her slender
white hands clasped in her lap.

* think she is perfectly g0,’ she replied,
serenely. :

Mrs Loraine stroked the Persian cat
she was nursing. ;

‘I did not quite like,’ she began, hesita-
tingly, ‘what she said about being mer-
cenary. You don't think——'

Madge laughed, in her pretty soft way.

‘I think,’ she said, ‘if we paid attention
to all the nonsense Shirley talke,we should
have enough to do. On this occasion she
bas entirely pleased herself; neither you
nor I have attempted to persuade her.’

‘That is true,’ Mrs. Loraine said, with a
igh ot reliel.

ben she began talking ot the trousseau,
and the wedding, and all the honor and
glory that was coming back to them.

Shirley was upstairs, dressing for the

outside the door, which he closed in her
face.

Mrs. Kemp was waiting for her in the
tiny hall.

‘Come in here, please, miss,’ she said,
ushering the girl into & bright, pretty little
sitting-room.  ‘My gentleman has put the
place at your disposal; and he said you
was to drink this directly you came down.
Now jnst drink it off, miss, do; it'll work
you a world of good.’ :

Shirley took a few sips of the brandy-
and-water, then sat down by the open
window.

‘I really feel all right now,’ she declared.
‘I am only terribly anxious about Lady
Metherell.?

‘A wonder she was not killed," Mrs.
Kempt said, with upraised hands. ‘My
gentleman tells me one of the horses
will have to be shot, and t'other won't be
good for much.’

‘Poor things !" the girl oaid ; adding: ‘I
did not know you had let your rooms yet.

‘I let them yesterday, miss,’ the woman
answered, ﬂaci:n' g away a speck of dust
with the corner of her apron. ‘A artist
gentleman, miss, and very nice he seems,
.| too. He was down here a month or so
back. I don’t know as you eversaw him—
a tall, proud-looking entleman, and that
nice and pleasant in h ways. Dear me,
that’s the doctor’s voice.’

8She hurried away.

‘Sit still, Shirley ; don’t be atraid.’

The girl eaid nothing.

She had turned very white, but showed
no other sign of fear.

Hedges, trees, fields appeared to flash
by, as the horses tore along on their mad
career.

ey

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills,
They also relieve Distress from
Indigestion and Too Hearty Fating. A per-
fect xemedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsl.
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue

v P in piinin the Side, TORPID LIVER. They | A few moments later the medical man
.4 She had just completed her toilet, when | Regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetabl . Shirley sprang up to meet him.
Lucy came in. Dcse. ‘Her ladyship is regaini conacious-
‘I have been looking for you everywhers,’ Small Pill. Small il z gaining

ness,’ he said ; ‘but must be kept pertectly

Small Price. quiet. Mrs. Kempt, who knows some-

she said, going straight up to Sbirley, and
placing her hands :gtha girl's slim shoul-

hoie thing of nursing, will remain with her for
ders. I want to know what has induced | Substitution the mmf"',‘,'m. [ make arrangements
ou to take this step P You don't care s the fraud of the da: with%ir Martin. She will have to remain
iuw:ln for Gilbert Metherell—you know © Iraud of the day. bere m some days. Nlow, my de}r child,
ou do not. ou better reat till I return, and then I
’ ‘Bo as [ don’t care a button for anyone | See you get Carter” S, ‘m drive you home.’
else, that wont signity,’ Shirley answered. He bad gone before she had made up
‘And how do you know that you will not Ask for Carter’s, her mind g:: to act.
c;lrle for ;nyo:e e'lnk:' any llnkod scorn- ’ She stood for some moments watching
1ully. ‘You don't know what love is yet. . the bees hovering about the flowers in the
-l"uh.p. it is quite as well that I oo, | Insist and demand o g
Shirley returned, placidly fastening a spray An old wicker chair was stan on the

o % h lying with closed eyes and ashen face. thought you were both done for, It ve
N g e e e et | D0 G s Lo in it il o, | "B, L o
o 7 ot . Ay 4 » [ 4
3 Metberell the um_mlel satisfaction of be- "'f":gs._“?‘””‘u’ under existing circum- ""-'.}“"f l?:.; a few yards from where the Sho'{l drumming her fingers on the
: “{'é‘:gl';{, mother-ia law. Still, there was no help for it. “Snﬁfe, sat beside the bed, gently chaf- :‘::'in:: ?he cottage. i o i
e Three pairs of eyes were fixed on her; mwk:‘e‘:'ﬂw'h:h"':t would ‘:‘ m‘:?:- ing the nerveless hands, while waiting for |  That someone, whoever it was, went in-
mvxcke:yrononnoed ber name in three and, with Lucy's help, packed a dinner the dootor. = e i o down the

I to wait. For all we know,
lexy etherell may be dying.’
‘I say, don’ talk in tha: awful way,’ he

cried. ‘It makes ‘one feel bad. I honestly

Ppassage to the kitchen.

Shirley felt a throbbing in her ears; she
looked up—the artist was standing in the
doorway, regarding her, his cap in his band.
‘I hope you are feeling better,
‘Thanks,” Metherell thnI:'-noId, in his
most swaggering way, ‘Miss I.oraine is
mmm shock. I shail take her

irectly she is sufficiently recovered.’
‘I am only waiting,’ Shirley said, feeling
at that moment that she positively hated
Gilbert, to hear some news of Lady Meth
erell. I must thank you so much for allow-
ing me to use your room.’

‘Ob!are these your rooms? Gilbert
said. 'Imlm-nitilvuylgoodofyonto
put them at our disposal. ~ I fear her lady-
lhignwill be laid up here for some days.’

‘Indeed P Iam sorry to hear itis as
serious as that,’ the other replied, not at all
put out or overcome by Metberell’s lofty
manner.

There followed a short sitence, which
the artist broke by asking Shirley if he
could get her some tea.

She declined the offer.

She was anxious to get away from him
at once. .
She felt that he was thinking them both
& couple of cads.

She thought of how she had cut him: on
esplanade, and of Metherell's insol

manner.
Mﬂercbeehmhocmth the shame she

t.

‘We will intrude upon you no lo; )
she said. ‘We have already put y:?:o
at inconvenience. Thank you so much
or your kindness.’

She made a timid gesture, as if about to
hog m:itI ‘!iner hand.

e did not ap) to perceive it, but,
bowing with mypeirrm, expressed his
pleasure at having been able to render
them some slight service.

‘Much obliged to you,’ Gilbert said, with
a nod of the head, as he followed Shirley
down the passsge.

—

CHAPTER IX.

Lady Metherell was very ill.
No bones were broken, butit was im-
possible for her to be moved from Sea
View Oonae just at present.

A hospital nurse had come to take care
of the invalid, the doctor called daily, and

hing for her comfort was sent from
o Conrt

She was not in any danger—it was
merely a matter of time—and Gilbert, on
bearing this, weut off on his yachting ex-
pedition, much to Shirley's rejief.

morning, someone went from
Fairfield to inquire after Lady Metherell :
but, it it was s that Shirley should
be the one to go, she invariably made some
excuse.

of honeysuckle in her dress.

Carter’s Little Liver Pills,

small grass-plot—a pipe lay upodlilni‘t.

& message came from Lady Met-

. The- latter catching mght of Sbirley, | He I ‘Jood-after-
.L-too-olp en!-l:mthkmhn noo:.' Gl e
beside her. . was looking rather scared. Then he stood side for her to
walked unsteadily to- :'Imyebo‘n,lpuhg' in & hushed pass. TN
voice, is a nice imtit? W She glanced up at him.
young fellow hudywmdl-&npudm He was not even looking at her.
bad better take her hn:tmhngoq'bn Dr. Lewis arrived. And it was then, at that precise moment
get a doctor. Is the seems to think the mater is in rather s that she determined to make him notice
bad way. A{u’ﬁm_huﬁﬂ all P her.
lpoke.nndyntth ‘Ah-brm,‘Shrhy_-id. turning “You bave not yet commenced that pic-
very be- back her aleeve. ‘Bat nothing much.’ ture which you told me you would call
and pale; but, as he advanced, a He tried to take hold of her arm, but 'M-hm,'nh-id.mmvhgﬁn&o
, she drew away. i doorway. ‘Have you given up the idea P
. youP he asked, | <Haulloa I exclaimed, sharply, ‘whats No; but I am waiting for autumn,
”unmm.,( h goit yen te Masta* It is rather a bad accident. g o I want a dreary autumn 5
. Loraine with an i 5 listen. damet ol . . . said, quietly, ‘except . i
e, g et | Bt lham R Suay b T{" “Idon’t know whether I am or not,’ she I don't care to be puled about atter wper .ﬁ‘::‘..;,“‘.:'&i.“ff.%"' .
Sbe had boped that Shirley would accept m!‘m“(;:?'mbik:";nd“:umr — , trying motto-'give way to a I've just gone through.’ was s0 patiently waiting for her to
8 whatwas 0 patiently offered her; but | FOWing. your bike, e strong incli which had come upon her ‘Ob, that's all right enough I be said, in 80, that she could not resist a mischevous
X months had gone by and nothing had some .m. 4 % " |to buret into tears. ‘T was dreadllll{ hino!nlu-oﬂ-hndny ‘Only, you are | gmile as she
i of it, and she now believed the girl L "':n::‘"f‘“'“ o frightened, and feel bruised all over, but looking so serious. { thought |  <I should like to see some of your paint-
had lost ber chance of making a really ks "m-"m,-, bicycles | think that there might be som else. Ihed ings. Have you time to show them to
oy good match. ""M-;mhhnc the Yotr | He had helped her to stand, and still better take you home now. me P
h'lt was mo{iu_-.h o:nlgh noth:hlg :::il.. .dw' 'u“lw""“? WM"“ gate, ﬁo.modmuppotomn"’o“hr,hnhewh-blm‘ ‘Don’t you want to hear how your moth- “There is little to show,’ he said grave-
3 ing vexed about it—and, . s 2 . - er is unsmilngly. ‘But i
. Bt S oyeian otk e ety b e A, greciomly | Tkt o Lady Mathicl. Sho bad aften bosa struck by the ex. | toe what thers STt i YOU oare to
S L gty | o & Mol | A S W e o2t S i | LSS e o
ia of talking , whenever the of ) T b woik b Wkt ro &  lay. s parents. stepping forward into the hall, so that he
v % pleased. I am going you ‘My friend,’ she exclaimed, in sudden She noticed it more than after- | might open is room
gu ‘Th“mm”o(mmqlﬁp;ein ;:‘:‘?“ﬁlhé‘:;?:m‘s‘iﬂ:dyg: :nnm{'-hoi-hm. Ob! why did you not | noon. ; e e g.du-m:‘:ir for her, and
i the world,’ Shirley remarked, ‘an ope lbms‘ . y me! I shall hear from the dad. M: iti ; A s M
e ilt'm.ﬂordiong'omg satisfaction to hear m:l:l-bo e s B e i & h‘.&omw',b?“cwad' I trust mdo no good. I hate ll!r’n- and ﬁfumm@mm'm
4k 616 of il - Loraine crossing is not| more serious. e are sart of . Come along I'
{What do you mean?’ asked, sur- | Peak to her visitor. " and ) e "l we *Suietor

Shirley was delighted with them.

They were bits of Nature.

The sunshine was real—the clouds look-
ed full of rain. 4 5

One forgot it was only paint an paper,
and then, remembering, marvelled st the
talent of the artist.

‘It is simply wonderful!’ Shirley eried,
enthusiastically. ‘I can see those waves
rollin. Ob! hereis Sir Martin—may he
look at themP®

Sir Martin bad just ridden over from
Mo hemszusﬂhiru , lanced

n i irley’s voice, he
into the room as he ; then, oftdnng
sight of her paused.

‘You here, Shirley?

‘Yes, Sir Martin—do comein. I want
to introduce you to an artist, though I do
not know his name. .

The baronet bowed to the young man
with a slight amused smile.

‘I think,’ he said, pleasantly, ‘that I
owe you a debt of thanks for your kind-
ness to my wite and Miss Loraine. Each
time I have come to the house you have
been absent, or I should have expressed
my Igntitnde to you ere this.’

‘I assure you there is no cause for
thanks,’ the youog fellow answered. ‘I
chanced to be on the spot; but there was

little for me to do.’
e clear eyes frankly and calm met
Sir Martin'’s

They reminded him of other eyes—eyes

long since closed in death.

ere was something, too, about the
handsome, refined tace—the way the head
was held—the very smile which, brought
to his rememberance another face so vivid-
ly that, for an instant, the room seemed to
spin round him and he walked to the win.
dow, scarce knowmg what he did.

Then Shirley’s voice recalled him to him-
self.

‘Look, 8ir Martin, is not this lovely?’

She had placed a mounted water-golour
in his hand.

A blurred vision of blues and greens .
met his %:e; then his eyes became clear-

atinued on Fifteenth Page.
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