! completely better, after using
five boxes of Dr. Chase’s
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CHAPTER XVIL

In the far distance Hilda heard the

sound of the music, broken every now

then by the wailing of the wind, that
bent the trees and mourned with-the
cry of a lost soul round the castl2
walls. She was a very fair picture,
seated in the dim, mellow light of the
little boudoir, the firelight gleaming in
her costly jewels, and throwing a half
halo round her golden head. The re-
membrance of Lady Bayneham®s words
was sweet to her. Young, beautiful,
and loved, she had not one sorrow or
care.

She might have laughed at. the dis-
mal wail of the winter wind. It was
chanting some sorrowful dirge of gricf
and want, woe and death. What had
such to do with the beautiful, brilliant
lady who listened, with a smile on her
2ps thinking how perfectly happy she
vras? Then, remembering she had

gromised Bertie Carlyon the last dance
before supper, Lady Hilda rose to re-
turn to the ball-room.

“I was just coming for you,”: said
Loord Bayneham, drawing his wiie’§
arm in his; “Greyson has been here
in search of you. He wants {p speak
to you; it is something about the ar-
rangements I suppose. I will¥ send
him to you.”

Greyson was the butler, who had
served Lord Bayneham’s father, and

was consequently looked upon as al,

valuable and confidential servant. He
approached Lady Hilda, looking care-
fully around to see if anyone could
hear what he had to say. His young
mistress stood near a large recess;
it was half divided from the ball-
room by a thick crimson curtain.

“My lady,” he sald,” producing a
folded paper, "I have been asked to
give you this, without letting any one
see or hear of it.”

Lady Hilda hastily opened the n(jte.
It was almost illegible, as 'though the
hand that wrote it had trembled and
shook.

“Lady Hildla Bayneham,” ' it ‘began,
‘“the doctor tells me I am dying. I
have been dying for two days past,
but I -cannot leave this world‘ﬁntil
I have seen you. I shall have no
answer to the questions I must: Qe
asked aunless ‘I see and spéak to yomn.
It is'from the threshold of eternity I
summon - you. Do not delay; ang as
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’you value the love and happiness
‘around you, do not say one word of

this. I am lying-at the little cottage
near the Firs.”

“How strange!” said Hilda as she
read the little note over again. “Who
brought this, Creyson?”

“0ld Mrs. Paine, from the Firs, my
lady.”

“Was any message left with it?”
she inquired.

“None,” replied  the man, ‘“except
that she asked me to give it to you
soon, and when you were quite
alone.”

The butler imagined, as old Mrs.
Paine had done, that it was a request
for alms. Every one in sorrow or
want sought Lady Hilda, and no one
ever sought her in vain.

As there was no more to be said,
Creyson hastened to resume his du-
ties, leaving the lad}. bewildered and
surprised with the note in her hand.

“Jt must be an appeal for money,”
she said. “I will not be anxious over
it. I wish whoever wrote the letier
would have asked plainly for what is
wanted.”

She tried to believe it was but a
somewhat uncommon way of solicit-
ing money. Yet they were solemn
words; she heard them above the scft
sweet, dream-like music that filled
the ball-room—above the courtesies
and homage offered to her; above the
voice of flattery and love they rang
gut clear, cold and solemn, “From
the threshold of eternity I summon
you.”

Bertie Carlyon wondered what
spell lay on those rb6sy lips—they
were mute aad still; the bright, beau-
tiful face had a troubled, wondering
look.

“I fear you are very tired, Hilda,”
sajid Lord Bayneham to his young
wife.

“I am not .tired,” she replied hast-
ily, “but I am——"

Then she stopped abruptly, re-
membering those other words, “As
you value the love and happiness
around -you, do not say omne word .of
this.”

“You are what?”’ said Lord Bayne-
ham smiling, yet wondering why his
wife's face /flushed and the words

died upon' her lips.

turned away. It would have becn a
great relief to have shown him the
note and asked him .what he. thoughts
He would have understood it, but a
strange fear and drepd had seized the
brilliant lady; she”dared not disolbey
that command.

At the head ‘of that sumptuous ban-
quet she was obliged to talk and
listen, obliged to give her whole at-
tention -to her duties. Yet there were
many who thought their young host-
ess lookeq strangely tired and dis-
trait. She was grateful ‘when 'the
Duke 'of .Laleham took his daparmre.

The other guests were not .long in|

following his -example.

“We have had a delightful night,”
'said Barbara Darle, as the iittle
family: group assembled " the

boudoir; ‘“but. even pleuure fn.tizues i

one. I Dropoﬂe—und you must sec-

ond ‘my resolution, aunt—that no one |

speaks another word: Let us ratire;
Hilda looks very tired and worn out.”

“Though it wonld be ‘delightful: to'}
talk over.-the  ball,” said Bertie, “1}{
for one obey Miss Earle;” and off he|

wentto. the smoking-room.

|« Yet'even when they, were all gone,

when she stood in: her roem alome,

Hilda still heard these, mntoﬂm >

»wordl.

“Who 18 ii" slle ﬂims "lmit ﬂ‘ou f
the - threshold . of mmtty vould lnm-
{ mon me?* + ¥
% umtmmmtummmm

¥

Lady Hilda. Buynﬂmu found hmelt

unable to sleep. The golden W :

_wearily to and fro._ _For .tﬁl

She made some evasive reply and

_ “I will end ‘ﬂl ansmu," dw
tionght. “Né one will be down minch
betore twelve. "1 will rise at eight,
sid go to the Wirs. 1t Claude digs
covers that I am out, he will think 3
1 am taking 2 morning walk.” ;
Yet even. that, the first concealment|
she had ever practised in her simple,
guileless life, troubled her.
It was a gray, eold moraing—
there was not even the glinipse.of
a sunbeam-when Lady Hilda dress-
ed herself for 'her walk.
“You will be cold, my lady,s said
her maid, who wrapped a thick cloak
around her.””
“Yes,” Teplied Lady Hlldt “but a
long walk -thisg morning will do me|
good. If Lord Bayneham agks®for -me
tell him 'I.am gone out, but shall be
back soon after eleven.” |
If Pauline thought there was any-
thing extraordinary in her lady’s pro-
ceedings, she made no comment,
The air was cold and bleak, the
sky dull and leaden; there Was a
gray mist that hid the trees as Lady
Hilda went on her way through the

“Su’ppose it should be a plan to
rob me?”’ she thought. “But reobhers

that should be asked in another
wornld."

She reached the little gottage at
last. Mrs. Paine was up, and busily
engaged in preparing breakfast. She
looked dazzled and confused when
Lady Hilda, her face glowing withI
evercise, stood suddenly before her.

“You have some one here very ill,”
said Lady Lilda, “who ﬁishes to see
me.”

The old woman made a profound
reverence to the golden-haired lady.

“It will be my lodger, I suppose,
my lady,” she replied. “She begged
me to take a note to you last evening;
she is very ill—like to die the doctoyr
says, any minute.”

Lady Hilda was relieved to find it
was a woman who wished to see her,

“She lies upstairs, my lady,” con-
tinued Mrs. Paine. “Shall I go up
with you, my lady?”

“No,” she replied, “I need not
frouble you. The poor cre#ture
wants some little assistance, I have
ﬁ'o doubt; I will go alone.”

Even as Lady Hilda went up the

and .thieves could fear no question |
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narrow staircase she heard those
solemn words, “From the thresliold
of eternity I summon you.” The'
mystery was soon to be solved. She
knocked gently at the door of the
room, and a fafnt, sweet voice bade
her enter.

When in after years did Lady Flilda |
forget the scene? The room was|
small but clean, and even prutty.'
There was a little white bed with.
white hangings, a neat ‘toilet-table
with a few ornaments. } little table
stood near. the bed, a small fire
burned cheerily in the graté.

" Lady Hilda entered the-room quiet-
ly, moving gently, lest any sound;
should annoy the one who lay dying;
there. She went up to the bedside:
and then uttered a low cry of sur-
Drise.

(To be continued.)

Household Notes.

During the winter months when

.._/‘\ 1’\11‘\,/\4\1.
/\.\,\,'\’,\‘,\,

nice lettuce is- hard to procure, eah-
base is an excellent substitute for the |
necessary salad.

Sliced ripe olives and apples make '
a_‘tempung winter salad. Garnish .
with stoned ripe olives stuffed with
cream cheese, ‘
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