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y 9 CHAPTER IX. .-
*Well—awhat? old Miss Dormer
sasks, half frightened, butsskeptical.

«“1 sgw  her talking to Viscount
"Gilynne for ever so long in the hall
éwhen youithought he was in the din-
1ng-room*with Uncle Silas and -Wil-

A

“Talking? ~Well. really, Wilmot,”
‘begins Miss Dormer, bridling, with a
displeased}smile. >

But Mrs,  Sarjent is smiling, too—a
mmile of gloomy triumph.

“Palking to him and smirking at
‘him as free'and easy as you please—
standing up close to him, and look-
ing up at him in the most forward
manner!'” declares Mrs. Sarjent, with
all the coldly wrathful denunciation of
& crime against the code of propriety
‘of the most prudish British matron.

“Well, but, after all, that isn’t any-
thi\g really bad, you know, Wilmot,”
urg Miss Dormer.

She is an obstinate old lady—Miss
“Keren-happuch Dormer—she is proud
of her dreadful name, and writes it in
full -in all her booka-—very narrow-
minded, as is natural to one whose
‘whole life, mental and physical, has
run in one groove; but she is an inno-
cent, credulous old woman, whose
knowledge of evil is less than that
of many a child. She is fostering a
firm belief in the “pious inclinations"
of both Viscount Glynne and “mama-
selle,” and has an uncomfortable idea
that Mrs. Sarjent is inclined to sneer at
the “piety” of both.

Wait a bit till I've
Keren,” Mrs. Sarjent says, dryly—
“I've more to tell you. I hdd my eye
‘on- that fine French damsel all the
evening. My goodness, how she does
dresg! What do you pay her?”

*“Fifty pounds a year,” Aunt Keren
veplies, bluntly. “It's & good deal of
money, but not too much for a good
French governess, as Mrs. Vavasor, the
lady who was her last employer, uld
to me.” g

f.‘One would think she had twice fifty
to see the gown that was on her last
might!” Mrs. Sarjent remarks, with
much bitterness. “She’ll never - be

.

done, Aunt

e

setistied with your small ;n-r and
your '‘quiet houge, Aunt Keren,” she
contiumes; “as |1 ean see fhat with
half an eye! She means to iy at
high game, and: she deesa® mind ¢
she poaches, efther. Your viscount’s
a married man,}isn’t he?”

“Yes—aof course ,Wilmot,” MissiPor-
mer angwers, trembling with alarm.
“But I reglly don’t think you:ought
to talk so befome Yplapnde™

“A mnice merall manlpd man -he is,
then! 1 pity his 'uo!“ Mrs. Sarjent
says, with self-satisfled mnalignity.
“And its' quite proper.Yolanse should
should be here, Aunt Klerpn, since
she's going te marry into the fam-
ily—it’s my duty to:tell her as well as
you what I saw.”

“What?” they both ejaculate, and
draw their chairs closer, and held
their breath, poor Ydlandé pale with
dread of she knows net what.

But Mrs. Sarjent has no notion of.
giving her story away ip a lump, so
to speak. She stretches it out, and
heightens the dramatic effect.

“Perhaps you dom’t look at things in
the same light as I do, Aunt Keren,”
she says, severely—"“perhaps youn don't
see anything very improper in it!' I
consider it immoral te be chucked un-
der the chin!™

“Wh-at!” Aunt Keren ejaculates,
huskily, dropping her spectacies.

“Chuched her under the chin!” Mrs.
Sarjent repeats, tragically, rising to
her feet in the excitement of the oc-
casion. “I saw with my ewn two
eyes that precious nobleman friend of
yours chuck that French governess
of yours under the chin!”

The “tie-tac” of the eclock on the
mantelshelf sounds loudly in the dead
silence that follows this frighttul
siatement.

“I can't believe it!* Miss Dormer
exclaims, with almost a groan,

“And I always thought,” Yolande
says, in a choking voice, “that made-
moiselle was such a very modest, shy
girll”

s e S

“I want to/ tell you something,
cherie,” mademoigelle says that same
night, coming into Yolande's room very
softly in her trdlling orimson cash-
mere dress wn lavishly ruched
with tnyi’l son silk. “I dom't
think there is really any need that I
should speak of it, dear,” she contin-
ues in a meek tone, wmlung Yolande
through her ‘eyelashes; “but it might
not be strictly hoenorable to you and
dear Miss Dormer mot to teil you,
who have been such kind, good, dear
friends! Mtﬂrn.»pkohu
for a few. minutes Inst aight in the
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post, do you know what he said,’

dear?

“That he wants you to £o to Pea-
treath Place, mademoiselle!” Yolande
exclaims, with 8 keep pain of spwy
thrilling her through.

Ob, why bas not Fate made her 3
governess or a lady nurse, so that
she might have this happy chance of
going to live in the wery house where
Captain Glynne is? What exquisite
pleasure to be able to meet hise some-
fimee and say “Goed-morping!” What
unspeakable happiness to pour ont
bis coffee and hand him the news-
paper! And mademoiselle will net
appreciate the happiness or the pwiv-
{leges in any great-degree.

It is the very foolishmess of folly,
voor child; but her heart is en fire
with passionate, jealous longing, and
tears of bitter hopelessness rise to
her eyes, It.is the very foolishness of
folly, ag the wise werld counts sueh
things;-the recklessness and rest-
lessness, the fever, the torture of hope,
the agony of hapm the dull, life-
Toathing® coldness ‘of despl!r of the'

frightened young sou! just emtering’

upon its woe-weighed heritage—love.
It 1s the very foslishness of folly, this
spendthrift Igvishness, this surread-
ering up in large and generous meas-
ure of the bright eoin of o fresh young
heart’s richest. tressures in exchange
for the - “fairy gold” of—withered
leaves!
(To be continned.) **
*—‘_—_‘ ”
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NOT QUITE THAT.

It was a very seedy City restau-
rant. One of those places that hide
themselves away in a little back
strest, and where dinners are sold for
& very few pence—at least, they are
called dinners, \ >

Among the customers was a bank-
rupt stock-jobber, who could hard-
ly afford to patromise even uuch’a
place as that. He ordered the cheap-
est meal possible from the waiter,
and when the food was brought along
he noticed that the man who car-
ried the tray was an old friend of his.

#Good heavens, Charlie!” he cried.
*“What ever are you deing here? Nou

IT HAD HAPPENED BEFORE,

“Now, dear,” remarked Mrs. Sub-
bub to her husband, as he was getting
ready to go to the City, “I want you
to do g little job for me while you
are In town to-day. Will you go
along to Gosse’s and get me a
jumper?’

"Very well, dear,”
husband, and went his way.

Entering the shop some time later,
Mr, Subbub gave his order.

“Here are some very pretty ones,”
sald the  shop-assistant. “What
colour do you prefer?”’

#“It doesp’t make any difference,”

don’t mean to say that yom have' wag the answer. -

gome down to this?”
Charles’ drew himself wup with
dignity. &
“I wait here, Bjll,” he replied cold-

“ly, “I don’t lunch here!™

R e — 3
WHO'S WHO?
Conversation " of 8 couple of men

mmwhtm't’lm“m

“Hello t

"!low‘l th’hov!" st

AA nervous )nu.) %

“Haven't seen m uou lluly.
,o. 'S a fgu.” Al

“Doésn’t make .any difference!”
echoed the girl. . “But don’t you
think your' wite would like a certain
colour’" s

“No, it doesn’t make any difference
what colour or size I get,” said Mr.
Subbub sadly. “I shall have to come
back to-morrow and have it chang-

replied her:

SHE WAS RIGHT.

Uncle John was explaining to his
little nieces all abont the mysteries
of bird migration. He explained
how the swallows and martins come
from far off lands in the early sum-
mer, and then go back again to the
warmer climates when the autumn
comes along.

Little Phyllis was very interested
in_his accouft,

“Do all the birds go uuy?" she
asked, .

“No, dear,” teplied uncle,
a few of them.”

"“Does the robin go?’ was her pext
question,

“No, dear,” nnuwered uscle,, “The
rebin just geta himselt g5 nw red
waistoeat and - mn"

“Only

There was a long pause,. and tium 4

Phyllis said theughtfully; - .
“I dén’t think t.hat'g right, Unch
John"

“Why not, deart

"Well TI've seen heaps of robing

‘wearing red waistceat, but never eme
Fith stayf_l"
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