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THE BEAUTIFUL LADY GLADYS.

CHAPTER VII.

Dollie awoke the next morning after a
restless night of feverish, troubled
dreams, She had not dared to indulge
in the luxury of tears, for fear that her
oyes would be swollen, and so betray her
sorrow to Sir Vivian; but though they
were not swollen, there were dark circles
round the sad violet eyes, and she was
Ealer than ever. The sorrow which she

ad so bravely suppressed had left its
mark on her childish face.

She went down . to breakfast at last,
rather late. She hesitated at the door,
not daring to go in,, until at length she
was startled by a slight “‘Ahem |” and,
turning round, met the astonished eyes
of the butler, who had been standing be-
hind her for a long .ime, waiting with two
hot dishes in his hand. Dollie entered
the room hurriedly and found the other
guests talking together in a state of great
excitement,

“Come here, Dollie,” said her mother,
as sho saw her surprised look. ‘‘We have
kad such a pleasant surprise this morn-
ing. Oan you guess what it is ¥

Dollie had time during this speech to
nee that Sit Vivian was Jeaning agains the
mantelpiece in silence, and that he was
looking keenly at her. Dollic was
thoroughbred to the core, and without a
moment's hesitation, went up to Lady
Gladys, looked straight into her triumph-
ant eyes, and forcing a poor little smile
to her pallid lips, said steadily—

‘I congratulate you, Lady Gladys,
on your engagéement with Sir Vivian.
1 wish you all the happiness you de-
serve.” .

Lady Gladys winced—yes, winced in
the hour of triumph, in the flush of vie-
tory, before a pale slight girl with dim
blue eyes. Dollie could not tell exactly
how Lady Gladys had come between her
and Sir Vivian, but she felt sure that she
had in some way or other. There was a

ause,

“Thank you.” murmured Lady Gladys
sweetly, ‘‘We shall indeed be happy !"”
—turning with a bright smile to Sir Vi-
vian, as if asking him to join herin a
public avowal of joy.

The moment was unfortunate, for he
had gone to the breakfast-table. Lady
Gladys moved away, catching sight of
Bell's face, which wore such a smile of
delight at her discomfiture that it called
forth a sympathising one from Charlie
and Captain North, who was standing
by. Bell had seen something of what had
been going on, but she had thought that
it was only a lover's quarrel, that sooner
or later Sir Vivian would ask Dollie to
be his wife and she would accept him.
Passing Dollie as she went to her seat,
she gave her hand a loving squeeze.

“You are a brick, Dollie I"” she whis-
pered enthusiastically.

Dollie smiled at her faintly, and sat
down by Charlie’s side, feeling more mis-
erable than she had ever been in her life
before.

Sir Vivian, glanced furtively at her
white face and tired eyes, which looked
everywhere but at him, and wished with all
his heart that he had not been in such a
hurry. .

“There must be some mistake,” he
thought, ‘‘surely ! But then would she
have taken a present from North if she
had not been engaged to him "

About a quarter of an hour before the
time they were to start for their drive to
Rainsforth, Dollie slowly descended the
broad staircase dressed in her out-doot at-
tire. There was no one iu the hall, so
she satdown on the great lion's skin be-
fore the fire and stared at the marble
nymph, over which the painted window
was throwing ‘‘gules of argent, purple,
and gold.” She was just the same, still
poised on one delicate foot in exquisite
grace, careless of the little tragedy which

hed been played out beneath her, heed-
less of everything bub the lamp in her
cold hand. ’

“Does nobody care that such sorrow
has come to me "' thought Dollie mourn-
fully. ‘‘Ah, here is %&oger "—gs the
gold-brown collie came up to her and laid
his beautiful head on her lap. Dollie
pulled him down beside her and hid her
face in his brown coat. *“‘Oh, doggie,
doggie, what have I done that he should
be 80 angry with me 1"’ she said brokenly,
fecling that, if tears did not come soon to
her relief, her heart would break. But
her hot eyes were dry ; hers was a grief
““toe deep for tears.”

Presently she hearl a man’s steps ap-
proaching her slowly. She looked up,
and met Charlie Murdoch’s brown eyes
full of pitying love. He had guessed
Dollie’s secrot” at last, the secret which
she had mo strenously tried to keep to
herself,

‘*‘Are you all alone here, Miss Dollie 1"
he inquired, after seeking vainly for a
:goro brilliant opening to the conversa-

ion.

*‘Yes, except for Roger’—nraising the
dog's brown head in her small white
hands.

“May I sit down?”

“Yes, do!"—making room for him
beside her. ““Who is going to drive us ¥’

¢Oh, Bramhall, I suppess ; he is a very
good whip I”

“And Lady Gladys will sit beside him,”
she supplemented to herself,

There was a pause.

“I wonder how it feels to be like a
dog’—dreamily gazing into the fire
—*never to know what sorrow or joyis.”

“] do not think you would care to
change,” satd Charlie softly. ‘‘After
a}{, sorrow is followed by joy gener-
a y."

“Ia it 9"’ said Dollie opening her eyesin
surprise. ‘‘How do you know ?”

e laughed rather sorrowfully.

Do you not think that I have troubles
as well as other people

Dollie looked at him curiously. He
was always the gayest of the gay, laugh.
ing and jesting with everybody ; she cer-
tainly had not connected the ides of sor-
row with hirg, before; but when she
turned away her eyes from his bonny
brown face, she knew theré were other
sore hearts in the world besides her own.

‘“Iam _sorry,” she said hesitatingly.
‘I wish I could show you how sorry I am
for you—OCharlie !” ’

The last word came out rather sudden-
ly, asifit had been an afterthought ;
but it had the desired effect. His face
:»nghtened ot once, and he said eager-

y— .

“May I tell you 1"

“If you wish”-—gently.

And Charlie told his story in few words
—how he cared for a girl with all his
heart, and she did not return his love.

‘“Poor boy |” commented Dollie pity-
ingly. ‘‘Perhaps she may raciprocate

our affection one day still. What is she
ike? 1Is she pretty?”’

‘Yes, she a clear pink-and-white
complexion, dark violet eyes, a dear little
red mouth, soft brown hair, golden.
tinged, and little white hands,”

‘‘She must be mice. Poor Charlie I”
—and Dollie stroked soothingly the brown
hand which lay near her. ‘Do I know
her? Do you mind telling me her
name "

Charlie looked at her sorrowfully.
fluencing him in all his joys uuly Pplea-

‘‘Dear, is it possible that you do nos
know that I love you?” he said gently.

“Me 1" refetted Dollie, 80 astonishel
that she hardly knew what she was say-
ing. ‘“Me! Why me 1" :

*“Why you 1" he echoed, half amused,
half pained by her utter surprise, which

crushed completely the faint spark of
hops which almost uaconsciously he
cherished. ‘“Why you t Because I could
not help it, I suppose.”

¢Oh, Charlie, [ am sirry!”—gazing
ruefully up at him.

““It is mot you fault, 1ear,” he said,
trying to speak steadily. Never before
had she seemed sn sweet and lovable as
now, with the great tears swimming in
her eyes for hissake. ‘I knew, before
1 told you, that I had not a chance. It
is all right. Don’t cry, Dollie I”

She resumed her old position by the
dog, and clasped her hands round his
brown neck. Did nothing ever go right
in this world ? she wondered.

The clock struck twelve.

The guests
streamed out of their rooms.

The drag

dashed up. Dollie and Charlie rose from:

their lowly position on the lion’s skin,
and, with every traca of sorrow carefully
hidden away, joined the party. They
were all soon settled on the drag and
driving off merrily to Rainsforth.

It was evening before the four bay
horses trotted through the quiet little
sea-port, which lay at the foot of a high
oliff, the top of which was crowned with
the village church. They passed through
tYe stony straggling street, up the steep
hill, down the other side, and then pulled
up before a low, long cottage, half cov-
ered with ivy.

* * * *

Sir Vivian’s yacht had been brought to
Rainsforth during the night; so the next
day they all walked down in a body to
see her.

*‘That is the Seabird—the larger of the
two,” said Sir Vivian to Lady Gladys,
who was standing by his side on the
beech, her beautiful face softly radiant
with love and happiness.

‘“Whose is the other?’ she asked,
after duly admiring the trim and grace-
ful vessel,

. “I do not know—some wanderer put
in for the night, I suppose.”

It was too cold to go on board, they
determined ; so they sauntered up the
village. By-and-bye, they came across a
small crowd, which had gathered round a
short red-haired man in blue serge, who
was 80 absorbed in admiration of the one
shop-window which the place boasted
that he did not even turn round as they
passed, with little boys shouting and hur-
rahing in their train.

Lady Gladys was strangely silent all
the way home ; and her face had a curi-
ous strained look upon it which made
Sir Vivian seriously uneasy, though to
all his questions she replied that she was
quite well. When they reached the cot-
tage, he took her into the library and
made her sit down on the sofa.

“Wha is the matter, Gladys? Will
{ou not tell me, dear?” he said tenderly,

neeling down beside her and taking her
cold hands in his.

To his surprise, she drew them away
with & low moan of pain whieh pierced
his heart with its anguished tone. Sir
Vivian had a tender heart for all suffer-
ing helpless things, and could not en-
dure the sight of a woman in sorrow.

I have a headache,” she said, at last,

in & low voice,

_ “Poor child ! he returned gently, re-
lieved to find that it was nothing worae.
“I;et’ jme make you comfortable on this
sofa,

He placed some soft cushions at the
head, removed her furs and hat with wo-
manly gentleness, made her lie back in the
corner he had prepared for her, and mois-
tended her brows and temples with ean
de Cologne.

“Try and sleep now, dear,” he said
tenderly, covering her with a soft
uhs]x}l.

ady Gladys raised her heavy purple
oyelids and looked at him for a moment
—a look which haunted him for years af-
ter—such a one as a condemned criminal
might give his fellow men crowding in
thousands to see him die, ere the drop

falls and his life is cut off—so deep was
the despair and sorrow in the dark blue
eyes before him.

*‘My darling, what can I do for you ?”
he cried, passionately kissing her white
lips. *“Will you not tell me? Let me
stay with you at least.”

“No; leave ma!” aund 8ir Vivian
obeyed.

That very evening Captain North pre-
posed to Dollie, and was gently but firm-
ly refused. They were standing together
in ths window, lookng over the quiet sea.

I love you so, Dollie,” he pleaded.
“D> not decide too quickly !”

Bat Dollie shook her head. His hand-
some face darkened, and he left her
without another word. Dollie wae sorry,
but not so grieved as she had been about
Charlie ; and she was right. Oaptain
North would get over his rejection quick-
ly, and find another wo.man who would
make him a more suitable wife than
Dollie could hav: done; but, all the
same, he feltit very much as he leaned
against the mantelpiece—an incarnation
of sulky, handsome manhood, and
thought of the little girl who had so un-
accountably stolen Into his heart. After
a little while, he went back to Dollie,
who still gazing miserably over the wa-
ters.

¢“Mias Dollie 1”

She turned round quickly.

“Do be friends with me "’ she pleaded,
glapcing wistfully up at him.

hat is what Y eame to ask you,” he
replied softly ; ‘‘and also that you will
keep the bracelet as a token of our
friendship.”

“Yes, I will.”

Captain North stooped and kissed her
hand.

*“Jam glad I have know you, dear;
it will make me a better man in fu-
ture.” .

Before he went to bed that night, he
confided the news of his refusal to Sir
Vivian, and announced his intention of
leaving the following day; and, for the
first time, Sir Vivian heard the story of
Dollie’s brave ac'ion in saving Captain
North's life.

Late that night, Sir Vivian lay awake
in his bed, thinking over the mistake
into which his jealousy and impulsiveness
had led him. One ‘thing he was deter-
mined upon, that, come what might, he
would break off his engagement with
Lady Gladys. Twice she had betrayed
him ; onco through covetousness, and now
throuzh vanity; but in this he had
judged her hardly, for in his inmost
heart he knew that she had sinued be-
cause she loved him,

‘I could not trust my honor in her
keeping ; she shall not have the chance
of deceiving me again,” he thought bit-
terly.” I do not suppose Dollie will speak
to me again after my brutal conduct to
her about North. My little sweetheart !
What shall I say to Lady Gladys to mor-
row? What will she do 7’

A vision of her face, as he had seen it
on that moonlight night on the terrace,
rose up before him ; again he saw the
dark eyes soft with love, the happy
quivering mouth, and the bronzed wavy
hair which had lain so trustingly on
his breast. And now he was going to
shatter all her happiness, shame her
with the accusation of lying, and tell her
in cold blood that he wculd never have
her as his wife,

With this last weary thought, he fell
asleep and drecamed that Lady Gladys
was kneeling for pardon at his feet, with
streaming eyes and clinging hands ; that
he refused it, and she had plunged a dag-
ger into her heart and fallen dead on the
ground,

CHAPTER VIII.
THE BND.

After luncheon the next day, Sir Viv-
ian and Lady Gladys were left alone in

the drawing-room ; the others were play-



