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CHAPTER X.- Gontinued.

H Pnods have been received witil a stony
glare, bier sirniles witiî a glassy eye.
Hilary can sec that Ker bas gone
bclinid the fant too, and Iliat nowv the

fan is slîaking.
Sncbi a charming fan, and sa big! What

wvas it Miss Kinsella fiad said about lier always
having a big fan ? To bide lierself belîind,
wvas il? Titis is a big fan any wvay, and a de.
liciaus one 100, ail bIne and goidl lndeed,
Mrs. Dyson-Moore is a dream of bIne and gold
ail tbrongli. A ratiier scanty dreani iL, miust
be couîfessed, but a dream for ail that. The
f'ei-vey fewv-inches af clotlîing that site
wears, are made of blue and gold satin-a blua
and gold cap rests upan lier naughty head,
and (perbaps ta make up for lier deficiencieselse-
where) site is literally coveredw~itb golden bells.

She tinkies as she goes !
A tonch of burning envy saddens for a mo-

ment Hiiary's heart. If s/iL conld have got a
lovely costume sucli as that-not îlîat of course
-but sometbing equally lovely-sbe migbt
have sbowvn up wvell to-night. There are one
or two costumes ini wbich she bas often told
herself-only lierself- .tbat she would be well-
very weil worth tc'oking at. But any af them
wvould cost at le At en guineas, andi sbe-weil,
she lîasn't got ten guincas. Tbat's aIl. It is
a finisbcd argument.

The fifîli dance on the programme is the
Lancers.

"1A hcastly shame,- mutters the Crusader,
soto voce, wlîo tbiuiks aIl dances shonld be
wvaltzes, if only ta oblige hidm.

Thte musicians have struck up tlie apeiling
bars and there is a little stir titrougli the
rooni. Sanie are running awvay frorn t'e slow
dance, otlîers arc running Loivard it. Hilary
sees Mrs. Dyson-Moore risc from lier seat and
Rer wvith lier. Tlîey take a stop in tho direc-
tion of the middle ai the roani. Plainîy tbey
are going La dance it-togotter.

She tnrns ta bier partner, and says a litIle
burricd wvord or tw~o. If Ker advances still
fartZ.'.r mbt the roam lia wilI probably sec bier,
anîd as yet site soonis .inprepared for the figlît.
Site nioves toward the door nearest La bier
witli a view ta escape. The Crusader, wbase
noble mind is bent an wvalt.zing and notlting
cIsc, seconds lier efforts with ail lus might.
At the doorwvay, bowever, site is stapped by a
bluff and lîearty aid Ring Hai.

CIWill yau givo nie these Lancers, Miss
Hilary?' asks Lord Emlîerst. "It is given La
youtlî ta bc happy enougli ta bear you off in
te fast dances, but perlîaps yon wvill spare ant

oId man like me a little wvalk througli."
The pleasant-faced old gentleman liolds out

bis arm ta lier. It is impossib:c 10 refuse.
"1I shall be deliglited," says site, smiiing.
She puts lier arm tiîrauglî lus. Ail ar once,

bier courage retuins ta lier. Vos, she wil
dance tilese Lancers, antd if Mlr. Rer secs lier,
wvel-well, thon, tItis embarrassiutg situation
will be at n end. ând site could lîardly bring
it ta a finishi in botter cornpanv.

Lard Enilierst is theoanc big mari in the
coutity, and certainiy te best belaved by ail
classes.

Wlicn site and lie have taken their places,
Hilarýy for flie first ime lifts lier eycs. A sigu
ai relief wveiconies te fact thtat liecr vzis-a-vis is

iuol Kcr. A second later the relief is dead.
Killcd by another fact.

The tuait on lier left hand is Ker
He and Mrs. Dyson-Moore are dancing at

flie sides. In another monient or twva site will
hiave ta place hier fingers in bis. He wvi11 turn
bier round. Whatw~i'l lie say? Do? Nervous-
ness seizes upon lie:. Site is airaid ta lift lier
eyes, but wvith the nervoustiess cornes a strange,
uncontrollable sense of amusement. Site feels
that site would like ta laughi, but dare flot.
Oh, that luncheon 1

lThe imie lins cornte. Sle turnis and bolds
out lier hands ta hint. Foa- the first time la-
niglit ICer's eayes rest upon lier.

That dress 1 Thiat face 1 Ris fingers close
on hers inechianicafly. He is looking at bier,
but hie sees only the avenue, thîe rhododen-
drons, the girl holding up bier white hand for
bis inspection. The hand is lying in bis now.
He flushes a dark red.

The rnusic restores bim to bis senses. Once
again the steps are gone through-once again
the parlourrnaid is holding out bier liands ta
bim. One hand is a littie closed. It boi.s
something. She opens it, and slips the sorne-
tlîing into bis palm.

"lForgive me," breathes she.
It is Mhe florin !
"'It will be difficult," returns hie. IlI know

you nowv. Your namte is nat Bridget."
Ci No.")
"Nor Maria, nor Sarah, nor Henrietta.

She is ashamed af herself, but site does
laugb.

It is 1-ilary ?

She ha-- returned ta bier place, but a littie
whbile later they are face ta face again.

"IWill you gîve me tlic next dance ?
She shakes bier bead. "Eiigaged."
"Yon iili give mc one, hoivever? You owe

me samething."
CDo 1 ? Very well, l'il pay it."

Another littie chance cornes.
CILet me sec you afier this?"
Site snîiles.

« blo is Miss Burroughs dancing with ?
asks bie, dropping hack ta bis place with Mrs.
Dysoin-Moore.

"ILord Emlierst. You knowv lier?"
"Slightly. As a fact she is a sort of cousin

af mine."
"«Is sbe? 0f course, I remember. You

wvent ta see the Cliffords anc day wvhen yau
wvere bore a week ago. Sortie people say slîe's
ba:îdsomie."

CINat handsorne!"
«"zo ? " dcl ightedly. W'Veil, 1 agree with

yau. And dowédy ! My wvord, I'd rather stay
at home forever tilan go about in a rig-out like
that. l'm so glad.you "-with ernpliasis, and a
glowing glance froin under lier blackened lids
-CI dan't think bier a beauty."

"IAs for that, I oilly said 1 didn't think bier
bandsomie."I

"ViWeil?"I
CIStrictly lîandsonie people, ycu know, are

seldom beauties."
IOh, 1 sec," wvith distinct offence. CI Voit

think lier tlin- ? I
"1A very pretty girl," says Rer.
COne could say that af evcry aLlier girl anc

meets," says Mrs. Dysonl-M.oore, with a little
offended hitch vf tlie shoulder ncarest ta lim.

Thle Lancers are over now. Rer, slipping
tbrougb the crowd licre and there, looks every-
where for Hilary. Buc in vain. Ras site been
avoiding hini ? Viben flic next dance is in full
swing, lie looks for hier'in the ball-roorn, and
secs lier waltzing gayiy in the arnis af a
Mephistopheles.

Hoe stations himsclf dloggcdly in anc af the
doorways, and watches lier. Whien the dance

is over, shte moves througli il. He stops lier.
"Miss Burrougbis, you promised me a daticv.

I tbink."
"lYes? " She looks at bier card. "I lbavt

nothing until the niiiitb. Iliat," withont look<-
ing aL him, Il is free. It is a polkra, aund 1 liait.
polkas. Wiil you hiave il? "

IGrateful for small niercies," murmurs lie.
bending aver bier card ta scribble bis naine on in.

He looks at lier as lît gives it back.
ilrou wvill rernember? "

It is plain lie bas littie faith in lier. Hilar%
gives Ilim in retuirn a strange little glance.

I 1always renieniber," site says.

CHAPI ER XI.
CShc wvil cnconîttr aIl

Trhis trial witlîout %hainc,
Hcr cyes nien Beanty caîl,

And WVisdoiii is lier ae

"'At last," says Rer. He cornes up ta bier
and hoids ouI lier arrn. «"'This is the ninth. II

IlIs it ? " says site, innocently enougil
Thougb, ta tell the trnth, site lias beeti quakiii
over the fact during the past five minutes.

IYau hiate polkas, 1 think: yau said," coui-
tinues Ker. "l Sa do 1. We slîall therelore
have a chance af a nlice long tct-a-tele inî
here ! "

lie leads hier in relentless fashion, int the
conservatory rlose at hand, anîd up ta diîe
fartbest end, wvhere, belîind sortie flawerig
sbrnbs, two vacant seats can be seen. lie
does flot sit down, howvever, or asic lier fi) (Ji,
co cubher. Fie stands looking at bier somewliat
rernorselessly.

ISa! " says lie, aiter a minute. And tben
CCNowv what have you gyot to viy for youirseif?"

Here they botb laugbi. Hla ry, it rnust be
confessed, ra.ber shamnefaczdly.

-Oh ! 1 kuîow-I kno7w,' says site wvith a
divine blusb, "lwhat you are thinking And ;t
is true ! 1 arn a fraud- a swindie. " Site cover.
lier face with lier bands, still laughing, and
presently looks at bini tlîraugh bier fingers.
"9But yon rnustn'1t say iL."

IlTbinking is gaad enougli for me," savs
Rer, with a shirug. He takes lier liands fronti
lier face and brings them down. "lWliat an
earîi nmade yau do it ? " asks lie.

I don't know. It wvas a wvlîim-a prank.
It came into my hiead, and so 1 lîad ta do it."1

"lDo you always do everytlîing t~.ct cornes
into your head? "

CINot always. But- Sie breaks off.
CAftrr ail 1 do knaw wby 1 did iL. Van," %viiii

cliarnsting audacity, "Imade nie."
1Z made youe"

"Yes. Voir. Yon Iif you liad not givcnz
nie tlîat florin, 1 shiauld never t îave knlown tai
1 looked like a real housernaid."

"IOhi! corne! Tiîat's very uniir," says lie.
coiourig. "J diln't ove» Jook at you."

CMarc slîame for yon," dernurely. "l How-
ever, that wvan't get you out af it 1 If you
lîadn't lime ta sec nie wvben I wa- giving yaui a
glass afi water, you had, at al] events, pleuîty
ai opportunities of seeing mie wlien 1 was
giving you your luticieoii."

CITha- wvaq fir tan co:iiuing a scoeei
admit ai calrn judgrncnt. Honcould one fairly
class a girl wvlio was called %ix ar seven difftr-
cnt naines in the space ai îlîirty nminutes ?"

IAhi ! that wnas ta bad of Jim. But even if
that appartunity failed you. anotîher wvas given
1," with a littde glance at hini, ''«gave it IYou
inrst lhave seen me wlie-"

Site pauses.
"IWhien you tald an the avenue that a glass

ai vAter given by you wasn'L wvorLh two
shillings."

Yes. You reniomber, thn ?"
CIWho could forget such a libel ?

(Tc bc continuei.)
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