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Sheiln was doing her best for his suke and hier mother's to
live down her trouble. She took to working with feverish
energy, and in the intervals when houseliold work was for.
bidden she took up studies laid aside—German, of which
Lanco hnd taught her something, and her music, long neg-
lected in the absence of a plno—anything so that she need
not sit and dream. DBy degrees something of her old bright-
ness came back to her. Lven a little delicate flower of hope
began to bud in ler heart. What day of the wet autumn
days it first put forth its untumely hiead she know not; she
only knew it came there uninvited, and flourished despito her
lack of encouragement. She wus afraid of it, afraid of the
sweetness of it which haunted her through the cold weather,
8iving her little glad, unreasonable thrills of hope when
Christmas was mentioned casually, and she.sat with her eyes
down on tho stockings she was darning and tried to chain her
eager young thoughts to them,

No word came of Lanco ut all through the winter, no word

even to Tom. It was the absence of newsnade Sheila hope;
if he wero married, if he were like to be, they certainly would
have heard. So the days went by uneventfully. She had
her moods of sadness and discouragement, too, days when
the November woods were sodden and hopeless, and the ragged
chrysanthemums flapped their drenched heads against the
window-pane, and it seemed to her that life was over for her
as woll as these inanimate things. She was slow to give her-
self up to sweetness; there were days when sheo alimost con-
vinceJ herself that if Lhe came again she must again send him
from her; you see, pride and consciousuess, both very strong
in her, were taking sides against her poor little heart. 8o,
1 such alternations of feeling, the time went round to Christ-
mas.
A snowy Christmas it proved to ba—not a lovely Christmas,
with the snow an accomplished fact and frosty skies redden-
ing at eveping across a white world, but draggle-tailed
weather, with drifting showers of snow which changed to
mud as soon as it touched earth. The hours of the Christ-
mas eve dragged along somehow. Sheila went through her
daily round in an automatic way ; it was a great day of cook-
ing and cleaning and general adornment. Sheila did her
share, concealing well the painful excitement which at every
sound set her heart to beating so that it deafened her, but
the day brought no visitor and no message. Towards evon-
ing, and when the place was shining, the girl's heart and
couraga fuiled her; she went up to her bedroom in the thatch
and lay dowx on her bed, turning her face to the wall with a
feeling that the world was over with her. She lay staring
fixedly at the moonlight, till her mother came stealing in to
ace 1f she slopt, and then as the tender, homely face, which
had never locked at her with anything but love, was bent
down to kiss her, she sat up and laid her head with a gesture
of weariness on that kind breast. The mother just rocked
her to and fro, crooning soft words, and then laid her down
on the pillow, comforting her till she slept, but of the cause
of her trouble she would not spesk. Tom and the mother
could come to no conclusion about it ; they had heavy hearts
that night for their lamb.

The next day, Mass being over, Sheila was excused from
service, her heavy oyes being cause enough. In the best
parlour there was & pleasant fire of turf, and the pictures
wreathed with holly aud ivy, and the corner supboard with
its store of ancient china, shone pleasantly in the firelight.
The short day was half over, and it had begun to grow dusk
in the room ; it was a dreary day, with the same monotonous,
silent falling of half-melted snow. Sheila had sat down on
the rug, with Trusty beside her, his head in her lap; he was
old and feeble now, poor Trusty ! Some one who opened the
door and came in noiselessly felt the full beauty of the little
group, the girl with her wistful young face illumined by the
firelight, one little round wrist and hand propping the golden
head. But even more swiftly ie noticed, for it was ce,
the dimming of lier roses, the little pathetic droop of the
patient figure. Almost before sha knew he had como he
had his arms about her and was saying with a fierce tender.
ness: .

*¢ Child, what have you done to yourselt? 1 felt that you
were trying me sorely, but, like o seltish brute, I nover thought
that you were trying yourself."”

«Oh ! " ghe snid, looking at him as if she never could look
enough, “ you have come back after all-”

Manlike, o was indignant with her for even cuppnsing he
would not come; he had kuown so sarely all along that he
wag coming, but she- she bhad not known, bdug a woeman
and condenmed to silence and inaction.  She was very glad
now just to be quict in his love, nud to let him tuhe everything
in Ins own hands.  Before be toll her what had happened to
him in those wmonths, he Lound licr to Lim, taking from Ins
pocket his mother's engagement tang, with its heart of
diamonds and pearls, and shpping 1t vu her tinger.  She was
only conscious of how goud it was to be wasterad in this im-
perious fushion. "Then, holding hier Lund - annd stroking back
her haix, he told ber that she was to warry & poor man, for
poor, perverse old Sir Andiew, inlignant beeause hic hier
had not carried off the English lady, had marvied hinself,
proposing in & moment of Leat to a bunom widow lady who
was little likely to permit his recantation.  And he was al-
ready o Benedict of n month's standing.  But Lance, though
he had his few hundreds & yeur of income, which to those
stmple peoplo he desired to make liis own seemed riches, was
fallen from hiz high estate, for his uncle's property was not
entailed, and if it were, the new Lady Avnstrong was quite
young enough to make other contingencies possible, So he
had decided to tuhe his furtunes i Lis own hands, and go
out to South Africn, with a present intention of ostrich-farm-
ing, but with an idea of a future of more adventurous
things.

For a dispossessed prince le was wonderfully elated ; he
was rather like a man who had eseaped from galling poverty
to riches than one who lad lost wealth and position. Now
that he had won lis love, he seemed to have no more left to
wish for; the one drop of bitterness in Ins cup might be per-
baps h1s estrangement from his uncle, but he was too glad for
the moment to be able to think of it. And Sheila, she could
only listen to all Ins outpourings, and the plans for the new
hfe with which his brain swarmed, and wonder if this beauti-
ful world was the sameo gray, drenched place she had known
thie morning, or whether, perbaps, it might not be a dream
from which she would waken too soon. So she sat there,
silent from happiness, in the great chuir whoere he had placed
her, with her cheek aguinst is arm, and her ¢, "+ shy and

lad.
8 Tom, coming in for his Clnistmas dinner, was surprised to
find his capable lielpmate in her cbair in the corner of the
kitchen with her apron over her head, crying, and was not a
little alarmed till he heard the cause. Then he was glad and
sorry all at once, for Lance had found time before secing hia
aweetheart to tell her mother sumething of how his affuirs
stood, and the old man knew his little girl would be going
very far away from lum. However, he was too unselfish, as
was her mother, to let any cloud of sorrow darken the huppi-
ness of the lovers when they came out from the parlour, Sheila
very blushing and shy, but Lance walking proudly and with
a gladder light in lus eyes than anyone had ever seen thero

before.

So at Shrovetide they were married and went off to the
Transvaal. I won't sadden their atory by telling how theold
people mourned in secret forsthe child they scarcely ever
hoped to sce again., But the gladdest and happiest thing of
all was that after five years, Sir Andrew being dead and his
childless widow settled with a handsome jointure, Sir Launce-
lot was sent for and came home to tako up tho property his
uncle had left him to sppport the title.  And the new baronet
was as brown as a berry, and bigger and brawner than ever,
with hands roughened by toil and a voice louder than one
often hears in drawing-rooms, but picturesque, said the young
ladies, who were greatly taken with his manliness. As for
Sheila, the vague rumors about her birth faded into thin air
before the sight of the stateiy young creature she had grown
into, and so well dressed, for the dowager Lady Armstrong,
who was a goad soul, had made friends with the young couple
and been enraptured waith Sheila's possibilities, and had as-
gisted her in Ilf the minor details of dreas in which the girls
own good taste could not have helped her. She made a
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