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JESSICA'S 011010E.
(Con in uiied.)

This evcning hce sat with Mr. Westalow ov'er a wood fire which was
rendered pleasant b)y the rawness of the April niglit air. He was regarding
bis Lkînswonîan witlî a steady dircîness of gaze wbich would have been
unsettling ta some women. Augusta bore it without flitîîubing,. Tiere was
notbing about P'aul which seerned to lier new or striking. They liad been
brouight up tagether.

"If you dIo not contest îlîis infamous will," she-was saying, vemently,
"You arc nlot the man I have always tbought you. What righit had Theodore

ta leave cverything to this adventuress ?"
IlIs nol tbat rather a liard name ta give a beautiful young lady V" asked

Paul, iii a low and singularly pleasant voice.
"1 approve af calling a spado a spade," retorted Augusta vigorously.
"I remember that yau always talked fine nervous English," said Paul,

with a sligbt smile.
"lThen, as ta hcer beauty," pursued Mrs. Westalow, "lta tue she always

looks made up. Il is sucb bad style ta have a rcd-and-white skin and black
oyebrows, like a liead in a-barber's window."

"lOh, yau musta't blarno the poor girl if Nature blacked bier brows and
rauged bier cheeks. She c2n't help being a bcauty," said Lorrirner, witb
quiet enjoyment of bis cousin's teniper.

"lOh, are !Iou going ta become one of bier champions? Anna bas been
nuaking a foo of herself already ; but we must make allièwance for bier, foi
bier brain is hialf turned witb a religious mania.-~

Il 'ou mean that I baven't tbat excuse ?" said Paul, laugbing outright,
"Wel,-da you know ?-one can bear a good deal ai religion in one's

friends. It bias a gaod effect, an Anna. WVhy don't yau try it ?"
IlDon'î be soi satirical, Paul. I sc you baven't changed. Your lanî

residence abroad lias not irnproved yau."
IdNo'? I can't say the saute for WVestalow- I saw hlm in Paris, and lic

laoked very happy."
Augusta fluslied scailet.
"Wbat was lie doing ?" site askcd.
"Caasoling himiself for your unkindness, I îbiak," said ber cousin

srniling rallier maliciously.
IlDon't let us îalk ai hlm 1" f xclaimed Augusta. Il Ie is taa disgraceful

Tell me~ about yoursclf. Wbat brought you home just now?
1I hardly knaw. A general feeling of unrest which cames upon mi

periodically. I amn going back before auturnn, as I bave. only a f<èw nuontb
Icave."

IlSeriously, Paul, bave you ilo intention ai cantesting this autrageou
wil?"F

"Seflously, Augusta, 1 bave flot."
"May I isk why ?"
"You may. First, because litigation costs ney,-which I haven'

gat. .Second, because tho wili can't bc picked ta pieces, and ibere is fia us
îrying. ]) auks says so. Il would anly cicate a scandaI."

]le pauscd. but as if lie had not quite finisbed.
IlWell," said Mrs. Wcstalow, trying ta keep down ber scori

tliird-?"
"1Oh. there is fia third reason ta speak ai. I sirnply don't want t<

-That's aIl."
Ile sait regardiug bier impertubabîy. She flamed out ait him.
"lOh, Yeu fool 1" she cricd. Il ou arc won over by that doll*facc

woiiafl."
.4I have quite a passion for dolls," he said. "'Don't yourcmembcr ho

I used to borrow yours when we were chiîdrea ?'
IOh, l'au], don'î bc insane 1" site persistcd. I ieIp me in this malte

1 stand quitc alone. Aren't you, angry or disappoinîcd ait ail ?"
IlDisappointed I am, oi ceurse, but flot aigry. Theodarc's; money w,

bis oun. I can': criiici!u bis lasie. Ieftïtto0somebody whombe lovc
mare tban lie did you or nie. Is that astonisbing ?'

41No, flot so asîonishing as ibis beautilul Christian spirit which yau bai
suddenly developed. Mthre is somcîhing back af ail ibis, whîcb 1 shail fit
aut in lime. Yuu can't bide it from me."

Il ly dear cousin, 1 sbould fia more tbink af biding anything fromn yg
succcssfully than 1 sbould tbînk ai comrnanding the &ua ta stanàd stîli ai
cxp:ecting hlm ta do il."

Ile rose as hie spoke, and beid out bis band.
IlGood ni,-lt," hie said.
3Irs. Westalow ignored bis baud.
"Good*nigbî," site respondcd, briefly.

CIIAPTER VL

XI ha2ppcned thait George Carroll wcnt once mare to, New jersey ta vi
sortne friends, and befutc hie touk the train for town on the foliawing day
,.aîkcd down tbe sticct "cre tlîc Ililtons Iivcd. This be did againsi
betitr judgmcnî, for hie said rcsolutcly ta himseli that bie desired n'O ftard
acqu aintance wiîb Jessica 'I*barndykc. But it is wonder fui how while c
w]!l is dcciding ta go anc way out fect, guidcd by cur inclination, carry
mnother. ]Evcry ane lias eucpericnccd îiisc phcnomena for himrself, aud ii
unnccssatry ta enlarige on the subjcct.

l was a nv'ý% dtlîcious day ini the latter part of April. The spring 1
been backwargl, as our springs alwvays arc, but thc tljwcrs iwcrcbcgïntaing
bI<,um and sln d ilheir fràgrance abroad. As Caîrroll approacbcdîbch Hilto
gale hie c:rpctiemced a curiuus feeling af satidlaction or the reverse, hie coi

nlot tell wicb, for leaning with baer amnis crossed on tbe top ai il, and with
bier licad laid upon tbern, was Jeseica. ler face was averted, and she did
not ste bim. The aun glinîed on bier dead.biack bair and liglited il int a
dull rich lustre. Her gawn was severeîy simple, but followed the superb
lines ai bier figure with accuracy.

George looked a moment without speaking. In tbat moment fleauty
raised bier bead. She was as beautiful as ever, lier skin as fair and won-
derful, bier color deeper and more peacbl-lkc. If she had beeii grieving,
îboughît George, bier sorrow had loit no trace, She was so glad ta sec bim
again that she smiled brigbtly ; then, remcmbering bier recenr widowbood,
she sunined an expression of gravity.

IlI arn vcry glad ta se you, Mfr. Carrail," site Baid, holding out ber band
ta bim-aud opening the gale. "Wýon't you cone iii ?"

Carrall took the baud for a. moment in anc af bis own, and took off bis
bal with tbe other. '

"Iam on my way ta the train," be said, doubtiully. ItI goca in lien
minutes."

IlThere are trains ait ail bours," said jessica, still holding open the gale.
And Carroll, the strong.mitided, the invulnerable, feit bis rcsoltiioiis

melting into tbin air.
I wiil corne la for a minute or two, if I may," hc said. IdIsn'î tbis

rallier wapublic placé for Ieanitig on gales ?I
iI was trying ta imagine that I was in the real country," said Jessica,

"and forgeothat everybody in the street could sec me. Thank goodness,
we scon shall be in thie mcaI country. We mire flexi week."

As tbey talkcd, they walked up the littie path ta tbe bouse.
IlAnd wbat do you cal! the real connîry? Where are you going?" a kcd

Carroll, as thcy sait down an the piazza in the sunsbine.
IlTo Acacia Point, on the Hudson, about twenty miles 'fram tawn,"

answcred Mrs. Tbarndyke. She coiorcd a litîle. She was dcsperalely
auxiaus ta know Carroli's opinion afilher, and yet Ieared Loa hear il, toc.

IlAh," hé said, dryly, "lyour new place. You bave become a landed
praprielar since Isaw yousome lime ago. How do you like it?"

"Not very niucb, se far," she answered, coldly, for bis banc hurt bier.
"You have quite bcen keeping the daily papers gaing latciy, Mis.

Thorndyke," hie pursued, uttering bier name wiîb evident effort.
She made a sligbî gesture of annoyance.
"lHow is J300ky and Atithord ? 1 have flot read it for a week or two,"

ahe said, cbanging the subjec 1 : then, witb a sudden impluse, characteristic
ai the waman, sbe said, IlWbat are people saying about me, Mr. Carroll ?"

She turned towards him, and flasbed bier great gray eyes fuil on bis
f ace. Some sudden emotion on bis part made hlma sa vexed with bimself

s that bie answered sbarply.
"lAs you are flot an author, Mrs. Thorndyke, il is flot my business ta

s know," bie said.
She shrank back, sorely wounded.
I made a mistake,"l sbe said, wiîb an uncontrollable qiuivering of the

Plipu. I forgot tbai aur sligbî acquaintance did flot warrant my question."
tHe flushed crimson.

e "1Now I have offended yau," bie cuied. IlI arn the rudest brute ini the
warld ; but I have more heari than manners. I ought ta be very happy ta
bc asked anyliiing by yau."

I, 'Then wby," she demanded, berhurt feeling bardening int displcasure,
"why do you speak ta me se,? 1 kaow very well wbat you thiak ai me."

Il "Wbaî ?" hie asked, eagerly. I wish you could tell me ; for-I don't
know myýelf 1"

IlYou tbink me the sort of waman you were speaking ai lasi lime I saw
d you. X'ou misunderstand me utterly. However," the conclud'-d, wîîlî a

desperate effort ait curhing bier petulaince, Ilwbat earthly diffizrence does it
w niake? Vou are only ane af a large body oi people who will always impute

ta me wrong motives."
r. I want, abave aIl tbings, a serious conversation with you. Wben may

1 have it ?." asked CarraIl, grave:ly.
as "That is impossible ta prophesy," said Mrts.-Torndyke, stiffly.
:d "You are gaing up the river, you say," hie persisted. IlMay I.go there

to sec you.?" I etil anirfs.oseyu"seauwrd
re "If you caeéIcranycno euetse ol easwed
id 'Goud 1 A little encouragement goes a long way wihh me," hie said.

"In the nitan lrne, Books and Authore waits for me in town."
)U cl rose, and stood lookîng ait ber.

id IdYou wiil forgive me, thea, won'î yau ?" bie asked. I Ishall make an
able dtlence."

I wihi accept your apology when you make l," sbe suid.
'%Vithout offering bier bis hand, be turned and walkfld <offdowra the gravel

path, betiveen the beds where the spring flowers were coming up. Otside
the gaie bie pauseid and waved bis bat, ilhen strode out oi sight.

lc leit Jessica plunged in an unaccuunîsbie bitierneas ai spirit. Soie-
bow, she had longed ta open ber heart ta George Carroll, and.he had.repused
ber. She bad flot been used ta inch treainieni from the m'en whom. the

sut kncw, and bis behavicur, wbile il wounded bier sensitive nature, thrilled bier
hie wiîh tbe charn of sorncthing unaccustorncd. She longed aimait passionately
his for his approbation, and she lelt that bc had flot accorded il to her.
ler As for Carroil, bie wenî away furiaus with bis own stupidiîy, as hie called
iuir it. He began ta tbink tbat bc was misjudging Jessica, med ibat the m%îbb
us bave somcthing plausible te say on bier side of the question. Many a worm
is had enjoyed bis gaod graces in a miid, platonic way ; he hsd a fricndl

regard and even admiration for a gresi many girl%, but flonfl hem
iad stimulaicd h 'is pulse ur mnade hum lase bis bead, and lie bad said ta hiniself
to that, the woîuan wbo -hould bave tbis dangerom, but delicious influîence ovef

nis hlm woutd bc Mrs. Gtorge Carrai! if hie could malle bier so. Meanwhiie,
ald bc shunncd the tbonght of matrimny.


