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“She knows you,” she said, almost
involuntarily, “I thought----- ”

She checked herself and looked 
away. But in that moment she had 
divined, with a woman’s quickness in 
these things, that the dark, dashing 
soldier of fortune by her side had 
had his romance, and that the end 
was not yet. And Miss Martinez— 
was this the secret of her proud in
difference to all men, of her coldness 
to Sir Beltran? Colonel Ffrench 
was the sort of man to win a woman's 
heart and keep it. They had known 
each other in America—been lovers, 
perhaps. And now they met as stran
gers, and Miss Martinez’s superb 
black eyes blazed as they looked 
on him. Mrs. deVigne made up her 
mind that she would watch them this 
afternoon, and find out something of 
this interesting little romance if she 
died for it.

Nothing was said—there was a 
brea kin the line, and the carriages 
passed. But in Colonel Ffrertch’s face 
there was a change which his fair 
friend was quick to see. She was a 
pretty little woman, and a flirt of 
the most pronounced order, and this 
handsome free lance had caught her 
inflammable fancy from the first. He 
was due to-day at her villa near Rich
mond. The Dane Fanshawes and Sir 
Beltran Talbot were also to be guests. 
It was the last invitation the Fan
shawes would accept,as Mrs. de Vigne 
gayly put it to her companion—posi
tively the last appearance of Miss 
Martinez. No doubt the engagement 
would be announced almost immed
iately. It would be a most brilliant 
match for Miss Martinez. Beautiful 
she was—of that there could be no 
question, but mere beauty counts for 
so little, and Sir Beltran, with his 
rent roll, and his pedigree, might 
have won the highest in the land. 
Still he was absolutely untrammeled, 
and his passion for la belle Améri
caine was a thing to marvel at in 
these degenerate days.

Mrs. de Vigne's gay little tongue 
ran merrily all the way during that 
drive to Richmond. Her companion 
said very little—as a rule he said lit
tle—but he was more silent to-day 
than she had ever known him. A 
total revulsion of feeling had taken 
place with him at sight of his wife 
and the man beside her. Should Dora 
Fanshawe, ambitious, scheming, un
principled, rule his whole life? Once 
she had found him plastic as wax in 
her hands ; should she find him for
ever? And yet, was it altogether her 
tears, Mrs. Carlton’s bitter words, 
his stepfather’s decree, that had caus
ed his mariage? Even in those far-off 
days was not litle Vera dear to him ; 
was it not to save her possible pain : 
was it not because she cared for him, 
and it would make her happy? He
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did not know, he could not tell. That 
distant time was as a dream—it seem
ed to him just now as if he must have 
lowed her all his life. She was his 
wife—his wife she should remain. 
What was it Dora had said about her 
notions of wifely duty and honor ?
He had paid but little heed that night. 
What if Dora was at the bottom of it 
all ? What if that talk of divorce and 
unhappiness and love for Sir Bel
tran was but a little skilful fiction of 
her own ? He knew Mrs. Fanshawe 
of old, knew that most of her glib 
chatter was to be taken with a pinch 
of salt. What if the old, girlish fancy 
be not quite dead despite six years of 
Mrs. Fanshawe? What if life held 
other possibilities more blissful even 
than fighting for freedom and Mex
ico? To-day they would meet. He 
would seek her out, and put his fate 
to the touch to win or lose it all. 
They went so soon, and when once 
apart, who knew when they might 
meet again?

“Welcome to Richmond,” cried the 
gay voice of Mrs. de Vigne. “Come 
back, please, Colonel Ffrench, from—
Ï wonder where you have been for the 
past fiften minutes, as you sat there 
staring straight before you, with that 
dreadfully inflexible and obstinate 
look ! Wherever you were, return, 
for here we are at last.”

“I wonder,” Dora said in a low 
voice, that Sir Beltran might not 
hear; “I wonder, Vera, if Colonel is 
really en route for Richmond, and 
makes one of the guests ? Mrs. de 
Vigne’s flirtation is certainly more 
pronounced than even Mrs. de Vigne’s 
flirtations are wont to be, and that is 
saying a good deal. Shall you mind, 
dear ?”

“If Richard Ffrench is there? Not 
in the least,” said Vera coldly.

He saw us, but I did not see him. 
People imagine we are strangers, and 
a recognition here in the park would 
involve so many disagreeable expla
nations. If he is introduced, he will 
have tact and good taste enough to 
see and understand. I am afraid it 
will be awkward for you, Vera; and 
Sir Beltran present, too. If only we 
need not go.”

“Why need we?” Vera asked, in the 
same frosty voice.

“Wei], we have accepted, you see, 
and we cannot plead sudden indispo
sition, now that she has seen us, and, 
besides, as it is our very last—Still, 
dear, if you wish—”

“I have no wish in the matter. It 
can make very little difference wheth 
er Colonel Ffrench is present or not.
I think, on the whole, I should prefer 
it.”

“Prefer it!” Mrs. Fanshawe repeat
ed, startled.

“Prefer it,” Vera iterated. Her lips 
were set, her eyes quite flashed, there 
was a look of invincible resolution on 
her face. “There are just two or 
three things I should like to say to 
Colonel Ffrench—to disabuse his 
mind, if possible, of one or two little 
mistakes he may have made in the 
past. Fate shall settle it. If we meet,
I shall speak to him; if we do not, 
why, we will drift asunder in silence. 
Now let us drop the subject. As I told 
you before, Colonel Ffrench is a topic 
I decline henceforth to discuss.”

When Vera’s face took that look, 
when Vera’s voice took that tone, 
Dora knew there was no more to be 
said. She was wise in her generation 
—beyond a certain point it was always 
best to let things take their course. 
She had her work, and done it well. 
Vera was proud, and her pride had 
had its deathblow. She was sensitively 
womanly and delicate, and that deli
cate womanliness had been stung to 
the quick—those two might safely 
meet, and in all probability it would 
be for the last time.

A week had passed since that rainy 
July night. All in a moment Mrs. Fan
shawe made up her mind, and issued 
her imperial ukase—they were to go 
home at once. London was not habit
able after July, she was fagged out, 
she was homesick ; a month’s perfect 
repose at Carlton was imperatively 
necessary to her health and happi
ness. Vera looked at her with real 
gratitude; she would be glad, unutter
ably glad to get away. She was so 
tired of it all, there was so much 
sameness, so much monotony, so 
deadly a weariness in it all. Some
thing lay like lead on her heart ; she 
did not care to ask what. To be back 
at Carlton, under the fresh green
ness of the trees, to look once more 
on the blue brightness of thesea, to 
be away from Sir Beltran Talbot, to 
begin all over again, to feel once more 
alone—it was the desire of her heart.

“Thank you, Dot,’’she said grate
fully, wearily. “Yes, let us go; let us 
go at once.”

So it was settled. Mr. Dane Fan
shawe shrugged his shoulders, smiled 
under his blonde beard, glanced at his 
handsome sister-in-law, and assented. 
“As the queen wills” was, after all, 
the law of the household, although 
Mr. Fanshawe did pretty much as 
he pleased in the main. Mrs. Eller- 
ton was a pretty woman and a char-
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Only women who have suffered the ter- 
tares of such troubles and have dragged 
along from day to day can realize the 
relief which this famous root and herb 
remedy, Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound, brought to Mrs. Alters.

Women everywhere in Mrs. Alters* 
condition should profit by her recom
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ming actress, but pretty women 
abound, and charming actresses are 
everywhere, and he had known her 
six weeks, and Dora was growing 
jealous, poor soul, and Mr. Fanshawe 
struggled with a yawn, rose languidly, 
and departed to see about state 
rooms. He was not at the Richmond 
villa today he wâs dining with Mrs. 
Ellerton and a select few not on his

ife’s visiting list, at the Star and 
Garter.

Sunset lay low, transulucent, rose 
and gold, over the world. It was 
neither the classic Tiber, dreamy nile,

* flowing Arno—it was only the 
Thames above Richmond, but the riv
er glided cool, blue, bright between 
its green wooded banks—a strip of 
silver ribbon between belts of emerald

Mrs. de Vigne’s place was a dream 
of delight, all of rare and radiant 
flowers, of ancestral oaks, elms, and 
copper beeches, slanting down to the 
riverside, and Mrs. de Vigne, was a 
queen of hostesses. The house was 
cool and breezy, the dinner the mas
terpiece of a chef, the guests select, 
well-chosen and not too many. Re
moved from him by nearly the whole 
length of the table, and on the same 
side sat Vera, so Colonel Ffrench, 
seated near his hostess caught but 
one or two fleeting glimpses of her 
during the ceremonial. She was 
dressed in pale-gold-colored silk, 
fwith black laces, and she wore dia
monds. He had never seen her in 
jewels before, and the flashing bril
liants and rich-hued silk became her 
magnificently. She loked regal, he 
thought—more beautiful than he had 
ever imagined her, and as unap
proachable as a princess. Sir Bel
tran was not quite by her side, but 
he was sufficiently near to pay her 
much more attention than he paid his 
dinner.

‘The Martinez is in capital form 
this evening,” drawled a man near 
him to his next neighbor ; “hand
somest woman, by Jove, in England. 
Pity she goes so soon. Never saw 
her look half a quarter so superb be
fore.”

•tt & A M* <tf *i* -------------
was the answer, *to look more be
wildering each, time than the last. 
A#td to-day, as yon say, she is das- 
zling. Like the sun, she flashes out 
most brilliantly just before setting. 
Lucky, fellow, Talbot—-confound him l”

“Ah ! you may say so,” the first 
speaker responded gloomily, and 
Richard Ffrench turned with angry 
impatience away.

How dare these men discuss his I 
wife—link her name with Talbot’s? I 
He felt impelled to turn savagely, 
upon them, and annihilate them all 
present with the truth.

But he did not—he chafed with ir- 
ratated impatience and restrained 
himself. As yet no presentation had 
»taken place-—he had no desire for 
formal presentation; he would seek 
her out in the drawing room and 
speak to her, if he could, alone. And 
if the Vera of old was not dead and 
çrone forever, the dear little Vera of 
J&addeck Light, he would claim his 
wife before the world ere it was a 
week old.

The ladies , at Mrs. deVigne’s tel
egraphic bow, rose and departed, and 
he watched in their train that one 
slender figure, with the mien and 
grace of a queen. Sir Beltran watch
ed also—he, too, was silent, preoc
cupied, absent. Ffrench noted it 
jealously. The interval ended, and 
they were in the drawing-room, 
where fair women fluttered about 
like bright-plumaged birds, and there 
was music, and the subdued tumult 
of gay voices and laughter. Outside 
tiay wa^s not yet done—the lovely 
afterglow still lingered, a pearly 
•sickle moon was cut sharply in the 
sapphire blue1,- and down in the copse 
a nightingale was singing. A faint, 
hay-scented breeae stirred the lace 
window draperies—one or two stars 
came out in their golden, tremulous 
beauty as he looked. It was a pic
ture he saw to the last day of his 
life—photographed sharply as a vis
ion on his brain.

“It is so warm,” said someone ; 
“come out and let us hear the night-
i n ry-i Ia *•
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ingale.'
A little, jewelled hand was pushed 

through his arm, a pair of soft eyes 
looked up at him, a plaintive voice 
made the sentimental speech. But 
it was only Mrs. de Vigne, and Mrs. 
de Vigne on mischief bent.

“Do you ever hear nighingales in 
Mexico or New York? Look at that 
moon, Colonel Ffrench, and wish— 
t is the new moon. What was it 

you wished for? Ah, Miss Martin-
. I”
The interjection was at once mali

cious and opposite, for at that mo
ment Miss Martinez came in view, 
and Sir Beltran was with her. They 
stood in the shadow of the trees, he 
had both her Jiands in his, his face 
was flushed, eager, impassioned. The 
hour had cornel Vera’s they could 
not see—it- was in the shadow and 
averted, but the attitude, the look of 
Sir Beltran told the whole story. 
Mrs. de Vigne glanced up at her com
panion and laughed.

“Only now!" she said, “and I 
thought it was all settled ages ago. 
t wanted to introduce you to Miss 
Martinez, but I suppose it would nev
er do to interrupt that tableau. We 
shall have to go and listen to the 
nightingale after all.

He stood still, his face dark, his 
brows knitted, his eyes gleaming. He 
neither heard nor heeded. Mrs. de 
Vigne looked at him with even more 
interest than she had looked yet.

“Colonel Ffrench,” she repeated in
cisively, “shall we go and listen to—” 

She paused. Miss Martinez had 
suddenly drawn her hands away, and 
turned resolutely from her lover. In 
turning from him, she turned to them 
—him—stood, and let them approach.

“My dear Miss Martinez,” said the 
bright voice of little Mrs. de Vigne, 
“let me make two of my most es
pecial friends acquainted—let me 
present you to Colonel Ffrench.”

Vera looked at him—fully, steadily. 
Instinctively he held out his hand—• 
she did not seega to see it.

“I have met Colonel Ffrench be
fore,’ she said, in a voice as steady as 
her look. All that Dora had told her, 
all her outraged woman’s pride, all 
the words of that fatal letter of long 
ago, rose and burned with passionate 
pride within her. She would rather 
fall dead where she stool than let 
him see his presence had power to 
move her.

His hand dropped by his side—they 
turned as by one impulse, and moved 
on together. But in dead silence, 
until Mrs de Vigne, pulling herself 
up with an effort, broke out with 
sort of gasp, to fill up the awful 
hiatus. No one knew what she said— 
it was doubtful if she did herself. 
Only she was saying something—this 
blank silence was quite too horrid. 
Where was Sir Beltran Talbot? She 
glanced behind—he had disappeared. 
She looked at Miss Martinez—her 
face was marble in the pale shimmer 
of the moon. She turned to the Mex
ican Colonel—his had set itself in an 
impression of invincible resolve. 
Something wrong here, something 
seriously wrong—she was playing 
gooseberry—she would get away and 
let them have it out by themselves 
Some guests approached, a word of 
apology, and she was gone. Then he 
turned to her :

‘Vera !”
“Colonel Ffrench I”
Her eyes flashed out upon him, but 

despite the fire of her eyes, two words 
i kept in a refrigerator for a year 
j could not be more thoroughly iced.
! “You are about to leave England?” 
I '«T*16. ^ay a*tcr tomorrow—yes.”
J “I wish to see ydu before you go— 

I must see you 1” he said, in a tone 
that made a second flash leap from

the Southern eyes; “I must see you 
alone. Here is you sister. At what 
hour to-morrow may I call?”

“You take a remarkabley authori
tative tone, do you not, Colonel 
Ffrench ? However, as I have a few 
words to say to you in turn—if you 
call at four to-morrow you will find 
me home.”

She turned swiftly to Mrs. Fan- j 
shawe, bowed slightly and for the 
first time, and so left him.

CHAPTER VII.
The parting of the ways.

A quiet scene—a pretty picture. A 1 
handsomely appointed parlor, the too 
ardent afternoon sunshine shut out, ■ 
a young lady sitting alone. She sat | 
alone in a low chair, the absolute re- j 

pose of her manner telling of intense j 

absorption—her hands clasped in her j 
lap, her eyes fixed on the door. She 
wore black—a trailing black silk—up j 

to the throat, down to the wrists, j 

that fell with the soft frou frou dear I 
to the feminine heart whenever she 
moved, unlit by rose, or ribbon, or 
gem. It was that consummation, so j 
impossible to attain except .by the 
very rich—elegant simplicity. '

She had been waiting there for ten 
minutes. There was always some
thing in waiting, in expectation that 
made the heart beat ; Vera’s heart 
was going like a trip hammer, her 
eyes excitedly gleamed ; she was 
bracing herself for the most trying 
ordeal of her life. It moved her to 
the very depths of her being, but 
it simply must be, and she was wise 
enough in her two-and-twenty years 
to know the folly of fighing fate. 

Perhaps of all the trying positions 
which a woman can be placed— 

and life holds many—there can never 
be any so humiliating and crushing as 
the knowledge that she had been

was a clear case. She had h€#0 
guilty of a foolish fondness for 0 
man who gave her in return the §OfS 
of amused regard he might give 
gambols of a kitten, but who, foitSOÉ 
|>y his friends and his own overd<M|0 
sense of chivalry, had married her.

And now he was there ; he came. 10 
plead for his legal freedom that Y|0 
might marry that “some one” in Me*r 
ico, and she must stand and listen 
to the crudest, most humbling words 
that ever were spoken by man I# 
woman !

A tap—Felician gently opened t0S 
door.

“Colonel Ffrench, mademoiseltf}” 
she announced, and departed.

Vera started up. He stood before 
her, and something she might have 
thought wistful pleading* if seen in 
other eyes, looked at her out of his» 
He held out his hand.

“Vera !” he said, in a tone that 
matched his look.

She made a rapid gesture and pM? 
sed him, and once more his hand 
fell. She was excited, as she hsid n0Vr 
er been excited before in all lier life» 
She had trembled through all 1|0£ 
frame, so that she had to lay h0ti 
of the low marble mantle for sftfte 
port. Her voice, when she spoke, was 
not like the voice of Vera.

“Oh, wait !” sHfe said, in a breathless 
way, “give me time. I know what 
you have come to say, but wait—waft 
one moment. Listen to me first: It 
has all been a mistake—from first 
to last, a mistake that can*never be 
set right, but I am not so much tO; 
blame—so much—to ”

Vera broke, words would not come# 
the words she wished to say. Sbft 
tried to catch her breath to stop the 

i rapid beating of her heart.
I “Oh,” she cried out, “what mast

forced upon the acceptance of a man j you ^avc thought of me in that pSSlt 
who does not want her. To Vera it I (continued on page 8)
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