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should mecet, it vill not be to make love. lu
you have not yet shown tic coinectioin be-
tween Miss Artsiade and your miidiiight ram-
bles2

I Well, vou sec, I can't bear it anly longer-
mllust either tell Cressy my mini îd or do soie-
thing desperate-so I deterimined for good or
ill to nake a cean breast of ic thing to-mor-
rowr. But, though 've beoei puzzling my brain
all day, nid hinîting all tIe poetry books in tlie
library, I couldn't fix oit anything that wouîld

say exactly whaet I wvant te say. I suppoiîse T muîst|
have made a fool of myself, for lie girls were
quizzi ng nie tlie whole day becaulse the y cauglh t
mue on my knliees in te li ibrary vowi ing love to
flic aria elhnir, and dad vent so far as to lay T
had taken tîo mulch port. A t al rate Snzelîx'r
and myself left tlien there, and ranmbled upjî tleu
meun tain. i sup psoTe I male a fool of imlyself
tliere again, for, aifter reliearsinîg tlie whole
sccne wvilli Cressy fifty timles at lea.st, and al-
ways making more blniaders than before, T fell
fast asleep in sheer disgust, dreainig all sorts
of queer dIamnîs abolut Snoozer and Cressy and
poetry. tili I woke half an hJour ago half-frozen
witl the cold. I had no nlotion it vas so late,
and T was trolling hume leisurely tirougi the
wood, wienc pooar Siozor caiie ipol oe ofyoir
friends in flie ditcl vomder, and-you know the
rest

ie Then it ivasI't youe gave tiat unearthly
équcaI we heard first of ail ?"

I did not open my lips."
1I1 suppose it vas see ofour fellows loitering

about there," said Gerald, reflectively. "I Thouîgh
t dici niot sec a single one o themr near this cor-
ner of tle field ait hie time. Cou1ld anybody
cise have been there? Iooi, its not likiely
At all events 'tis too late te think of i noNv."

The refcection ivas not pleasatnt, but, dis-
missing it, lie tuiried again te youîng Sackvell
and iipressed on hie fhe nccessity of keeping
tleir meet ing a strict secret. But tierewas little
fear of impertinent curiosity, or disclosures of
other peolies buisiniess oi Charlie Sackwell's

part: lie wras too nuch occupied iith lis own
weigity thoughts to think of Gerald's strange
apparition for a moment, as requîiring expla,
nation, or te form thecories of why lie fouind hii
drilling a small army in Monard by moonlight.
The lcad, front and feet of lis troubles was
I Cressy"-" Cressyl'--l Cressy ;'" and wlen the
young man parted, writh a cordial shake-hands,
he miglt still be ieard enichanting Snoozer an d
the spirits of ic niglt with rhapsodie rehear-
sais o flic tmorrow's ordeal.

CHrAPTER XXII.
clEssv's P-Ali or Lovli:s.

'Dolph, voi ire at stupid boy.
It vas the Marchioness of IBabblington ivho

tus suimnmnavily estimated the calibre of lier
son. Nother and son vere togetier in tle Mar-
chionuess' dlressinîg-roomi--iothier leisirely re-
pleniisihing the peachy bloom of lier clieeks out
of a perfect aîrtist's repository of pots and pou-
ders-son looking out tle windov in a sort of
goodl-humouiered inanition.

'Dolph, you are a stulpid boy.''
"T suplpose la," cheerfully assented 'Dolph,

as if he fouind supremlîe deliglt in disavowing
hliman capacity. Il 13uît you îlo the cleverness
for Ie. You're so clever, mîîother !

" ' Clever' is not a nice word, m1y deiar," smil-
ed the liarchines, viewing in the glhss with
mild pride, one clicek whose adornmli lit vas
comp lîlete, and tlien turning in true wore mtanlice
way o tlc other. Il Oly men onglt to be
'Clever.'"

"îlugit to b--yes," said the Marquis, con-
temp)1îlati vely, le butlt-'

I Pray don1't get miitaphysicîil, mny dear, or
Youe vil be ridicullouls, and forget what I wnit,
to impress yo--hliat my dear litile frienil
Cressy is as love-sick aîs soiebody I klow j and
only vanets tlie invitation-

îlMother, doyoui tliiik so? I iever tlotiglt
aniy one vould fall in love with Ille?'

Ain tiloively, sucer curled the Marchioness'
lip, and anl ulîiovely tire darted fromiî her eyes,
mîakiig revelation.

e Boy," she cried, almost fiercely, reieiber
yoii are the Marquis of iibblinîgtoin, ani she--"
tle Mlfarchionicss sliruîgged ier pretty shoulders

expîressively. llBut rcally, Adolphuîîs, your sil-
nîess provokes onle into rudeness, wich I hale
above all things. My sveet little friend onîly
ivants good birtlh to nake her Ierfect, aid even
that she can have by allyinig ierselfwritl rank.
If she could cali lierself Marclionîess of Bab-
blington, for instance, she would quite outshine
Lady Clare in our set, she is so iuch more
naturall, youe knîov.

Il Sie is a perfect angel t' cried the Marquis,
witl uiuilsial animation.

4l Why don't yo tell lierself so? " innocently
observed lis amiable mnotier, eílhcing an unartuly
%vrinkle with a last dexterous toiclh of violet

powder. eWhy don't you tellherself so, My
dear?

Il I can't," blubbered the Marquis, disconso-
lately. T Ialways break down, and make a focl
of myslf. Thiere 'wias taIt fmac thing abouit the


