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“By all means,” he says, calmly, al-
Tuost respectfully. “Let it stand for to-
night, Mrs. Podswell, let me beg of
Yomr to accept this fact, 1 love your
nieoe most dearly.” The bent head is
rafsed for a moment, and the violet
eyes give him a look of passionate
gratitude that nearly sends Aunt Pods-
Well mad. “As to my worthiness— I
meam in a worldly sense—I can never
be amything but unworthy in any other
“—1 hope to assure you at a more con-
venient time. But lct me beg of you to
accept it as a fact, that Signa will be
ly wife. She is not one to change ——""

“No!” softly, dreamily, from Signa.

“And 1 am as firm as a rock. Shal?
1 ¢o mow?”

“®ne moment, Mr, -—er—\Warren!"”
Sayg the rector, finding his voice at
Jast; *“I have to make a remark, but
——€PF—perhaps Signa had better retire.”

She does not move, but Hector War-
Ten touches her on the arm and opens
the door.

“#ood-night, my own, my darling!”
he murmurs, as obediently she passes
out,

“Now, eir,” he says, and his voice
is eolder and sterner, causing the rec-
tor tp start uneasily.

“I—er—was about to ramark, Mr.
Warren, that though we are—I —er
am sure-honored by your proposal,
that we have other views for ous
niece. Perhaps you are not aware that
Sir Frederic Blyte has -er—proposed
for her hand.”

‘Yes, 1 am quite aware.”

“Well—er—1 doatot wish to be in-
Vidimus, but really—I .wish to spare
Yoor feelings, Mr. Warren—yon must
see, a gentleman of yvour acute jyercep-
tion must see—-—""

“That it's impossible,” cuts in Mrs.
Podswell, viciousiy. “Mr. Warren
may be all very weoll-swe know noth-
ing against him—but Sir Frederie
Bhyte- —" she stops, the dark eyes
regarding her patiently, or rather with
carcless suppressed impaticnce,

“Lam quite aware that Sir Fresesic
hag proposed for Signa’s hand,” he
says, calmly, “anid that Signa has
refugsed him.s I am convinced tiat
nothing and nobedy eon earth would
I'crsvade her to revoke that refusal. I
trust tnat nothing would persuade her
to recall the assent siie gave - 1o iy
yreposal,”

“it shall never be!" exclaims
Aunt Podswell, desperately.

Ieetor Warrin smiles,
gravely.

“I trust to Heaven that it may be!”
he says. “Coma, 3Mrs, Podswell, Signa
is ker own mistr and it she profers
a poor man to Sir trederic Blyie, who
ehall say her nav? 1 love her quite
as well as Sir Irederie can do, and
I will do my best to muake her happy.
As 1o Lady Blyre, I will write her
to-right, and s-~ 1hat straizhr, and
if- -as they say in ‘ne play—you will
congsent, why thinn we shall be LAppy
ever alterward; hu!"--and the emije
grews bharder--if vou will not econ-
sent, why —we +hall ha happv  ever
aftcrward all the nie! But, heiiwe
me, 1 am very anxiove for your ovn
sent and good wisih—s.'

“T—wash my handg of 1t!" exelaims
Aunt Podswell, sinking on her Solu,

“Kr—or -al —porhans swe had
heqtor tail: th la-morrow! T eava
the rector, in despair. “Aftep all, my

poor
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s eves, and sniffling,
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dear, Signa is her own mistress!"”

“She is an ungrateful, disobzdient,
snl:,-willed girl!” exclaims Aunt Pogds-
well,

“She is the sweetest, most Zenzrous
and obedient child on earth!” saya3
Hector Warren. *“Good night, Mrs,
Pcdswell; good nizht, sir!” and he
makes his way into the hall, and has
his hand upon the latch, when some-
one glides through the darkness to-
ward him,

“Has the storm pussed?”’
“Nearly,” he  murmurs.
night, my darling, good night!

me one last kiss!”

And she, as she flits from nim, turns
her head over her shoulder and gives
hin: what he asks.

When he gets home-—which he does
in & sort of rapturcus dreama—he
comes down - from the Olympian
heights of lover's happiness, and col-
lecting his thoughts, writes the fol-
lowing note to Ladv Blyte:

“Dear Lady Blyte,—I lose no time
in informing you that Miss Grenville
bas returned homs to the Rectory, in
my charge. She begs, and I join in
her earnest request, that you will ac-
cept the simple fact of her departure
frem the Park and the impossibility
of her return without question oy
reproach. Miss Grenville desires me to
thank vou most sincercly; and heart-
ily, and affectionately for all your
kindness to her, May I add that she
has made my unwcerthy self most
grateful and happy %y the promisa of
her hand? T am, dear Lady Blyte,
Yours very faithfully,

“Hector Warren,”
CHAPTER XIX.

“My dear creature, what is tho use?
You might just as well spar2 your
breath and keep yourself cooli You
might just as well try to move a rock
a3 move Signa from her plight2d
yoth!”

It is Lady Rookwell who speaks,
with her keen little eyes twinkling
with suppressed amusement, and the
half-malicious, half satirical grin
wrinkling her painted and powderecd
face. It is a week sinece Signa re-
turned to the Rectory in the company
of llector Warren, and the storm
which he prognosticated hag almost
spent its force; bui though the restor,
and all Northwell from Lady Rookwel]
to Captain Jenks have accepted Signa's
betrothal to thé unknown gentleman
Who came to look over Lord Dela-

s library, Aunt Podswell is still
ssatisfied and cemplaining. That
igna should reject Sir Frederie Blyte

Ilector Warren is to her som 3-

thing monstrous and unnatural, and
to whoinsoever sha meets she pours
out her lamentations. She has been
deing so now for fully a quarier of
an liour, and Jlaay Rookwell, en-
scenced in one of the Rectory casy-
chairs, has listenod  with quiet but

e amusement,

“But-—but it is dreadful and unnatu-
ral!™ wails Aunt Podswell, wiping her
“l.ook at tho dil-

She  might
She must Le

“Good
Give

ference, Lady Rookwell!
uve been Lady Biyta!

\
“No doubt. Most girls are when
they are in love. 1 call lqve a sort of
madness, and the great pity is that it

is not incurable; but ome soon gets
over it, Marriage soon- restores the
patient to sanity. My dear, taks my
advice; as I sald, you cannot move
Signa. She is one of the sort who
take the disease wnich we have con-
sented to call }ove, very strongly. It
it brought out spots like the measles,
Signa would not be fit to be seen. In
lcve! Inever saw a girl so thorouhgly
wed completely and madly in love.
Why, she worships the ground he
treads on. And he looks at her as if
she were the first woman created, and
he really could not get over his
amazement and delight at so great a
marvel,” and the old worldling chuck-
les sardonically. “I met them wan-
dering down the lane; I believe that
they were holding hands—I uo, in-
deed; but, anyway, they looked su-
premely happy. She is a beautiful
creature; lovelier now than when she
first came, and she was pretty en-
ough, then, Heaven knows, to send a
man out of his wits.”

“I don’t say that they were not at-
tached to one another,” wails Aunt
Podswell; “but what are they going
to live on?”

“Bread and cheese, and kisses,” re-
torts her ladyship, sardonically. “It
is an excellent diet for a newly mar-
ried, couple, and does not produce in-
digestion. My good soul, give it up
as a bad job. They will be married
as surely as—as—turtle doves pair in
the spring. That you should be sur-
prised amuses me. Why, I saw it
the first night they were together.”

But ‘Aunt Podswell snuffs and
groans.

“If I had guessed at such a—a mis-
fortune, I would have refused to re-
ceive his visits!”

“Then they would have met in the
lanes, or—or anywhere, and sghe'd
have run away with him,” says Lady
Rookwell, consolingly. “Marriages,
my dear, are made in heaven—or the
other place; I think this would have
been manufacteured in the former;
and, after all, I rather ke your Hec-
tor Warren, He is handsome en-
ough, goodness knows—

-‘Handsome is as handsime does!”
buts in Aunt Podswell, solemnly.

“Exactly, my dear; and Hector
] Warren ‘does’ very handsomely., He
looks like a prince, and talks like a
Post—or a wit—which he chooses for
the moment, and he can climb trees,
and sail a boat, and sing like an an-
gel; what on earth do you want?
Money? ‘Then all the romance would
be gone, and he'd be just like any
other man. A title? Bah! I've
8ot a title, and how much am I the
happier for it? 1t gives me the pres-
tige of saying rude things, and stalk-
ing out of rooms before some other
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women; but what's all that” Signa
doesn’'t want to say rude things, and
she’d as lieve go out of a room last
as first, Bah! It's a very nice
match, and I shall say sp whether I
g80; and if they haven't enough to
live on, why then—then—well, he can
give music lessons ,and she can turn
a mangle——"

“Oh, dear!” wails Aunt Podswell,
“That is just what it wil! come to!"

The terrible old lady grins.

“{nd she’d be happy even then if
he'd\come and stand beside her and
give a turn or two to the handle oc-
casionally. But there, they'll do very
well; and for Heaven's sake, don't
keep worrying them and yourseif.
And that’s my advice, and of course
you won't take it—nobody ever does.
And now I'll have a cup of tea, my
dear, for 1 want to wait for the male
turtle-dove. I suppose tihey will be
flying home directly,”

Aunt Podswell sings
and rings for the tea,

“I think I've got a little surprise
for him,” says Lady Rookwell, .chuck-
ling and nodding over her tea-cup.

“What is it?” asks Aunt Podswell,
curiously, but Lady Rockwell shakes
her head and grins.

“Wait till they come in, my dear—
then 1 shan’t have to tell it twice. By
the way, do you know that Sir Fred-
eric the Great has gone abroad, and
‘that the Park is shut up? His
mother has gone after him, some
say—others that she has merelv gone
to London. Poor Sir IFrederic!-——if
ever a man was head overheels in
love, he was and is! Never mind!—
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he’ll get over it; it don't kill now-
adays, whatever it might have done
in our time. I remember crying my
eyes out because they wouldn’t let ma
have Jack Belvoir; but I'm glad now
they didn’t. He was almost as hand-
some as our Hector Warren, but he
hadn’t a penny; and by this time 1
should have been Mrs. Belvoir with
ten children and four hundred a year.
Ah, well, it's a strange world—isn't
it, Mr. Warren?”

And she turng sharply as the door
opens, and Hector Warrcn and Signa
enters.

“It is the best of all possible worlds,
my dear Lady Rockwe!l,” he says,
lightly, as he takes her hand.

“Yes of course—the dearest, sweet-
est, happiest of worlds, isn't it, Miss
Turtle Dove?” retorts her ladyship,
holding out her other beringed hand
to Signa. *“Give me a kiss. Is it
warm outside, or have you always got
that color on your olive cheeks, my
dear? Take off your hat and let me
look at you.”

Laughingly Signa obeys, and Hee-
tor Warren takes her hat from her,
and carries it reverently to a side
table. Her ladyship grins.

“In twelve months’ time, my dear,
You will be permitted to carry your
own hat; or if you give it to him he
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will pitch it on the
forget all about f1t,
*“Will he?

and sit upon it.”
5a¥s Sniga, blushing and
laughing. “Well, 1 can always re-
taliate, and sit upon his. Will you
have some more tea? | am sorry |
am so late——"

My dear, don't fih— You are nothing
of the sort. You know as well as I do
that you would have liked to stay out
wandering in the lanes hand in hand!
You were, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” says Hector Warren, prompt- !

iy, a8 Signa tries to keep down
teli-tale color. *It is of no use,

Rookwell, you can't make us ashamed
—certainly not me at any rate, Why
shouldn’t wa go hand in hang> It is
a giorious old ¢ they do it now
in Germauny. we were land in
hand: the lare is steop, you know'——
gravely—"and Rigna might fall.”

“Of course,” retorts her lady
“You see, my dear,” to Aunt Pg swell,
who sits bolt upright and looks scan-
dalized, *“they ave both quite in earn-
est. But come, sir, I've some Lews lor
you.”

“Have you?" he says, his whole at-
tention devoted to handing Signa a
cup and a slice of bread and butter as
thin and unsubstantial as a wafer, “Ig
there any news?
had stopped still.”

“To stare at your idiotic happiness, I
suppose,” retorts her ladyship. “Well,
it hasa't; it is stil] «oIng on, ag it

the

- |
sofa, and then

Lady !

ship,

I thought the world .

there were no such persons as Hector
Warren and Signa Grenville to make
simpletons of themselves. Do you want
to know my news?”

He bows, and spreads a piece of
bread and butter with jam, and takes
it at a mouthful; there is something
positively boyish in his intense hap-
piness,

“It all depends,” he says, pleasant-
I¥. “It is bad or good news? After
all, it can’t be bad while—" and his
eyes wander to Signg as she moves
about - the room, putting things
straight with that touch of the hand
which women alone pnssess.

“Oh, of course not; while you have
your lady love within reach, nothing
matters Thrones may totter and dy-
nasties fall, and ne*hing signilles
while you wander idly about hand in
hand with your folaw simpleton.”

“'Signa, here is r.ady Rookwell call-
ing you opprobious names."”

“I don't care,” comes the laughing
response, ’

“Don’t care was hung,” says Lady
lookwell, grinning. “But come, 1
know you are dying of curfosity.”

“Just dying,” he assents, sinking
back into the easy chair, and following
Signa with his eyes. “What {s it, Lady
Rookweil? Have you come to teli us
that an act of Parliamenl has been
passed forbidding any marviages for
the future?”

“Parliament will never attain to
such a sensible act,” she retorts.
“No! TI've had a letter from Laura
Derwent.”

He leans forward with mock alarm.

“Not another! Svare us, Ladv Rook-
well! As you are strong bo merciful.
What has that remarkable voung lady
done now —turned the Sultan of Tur-
key out of Constantinople, and seized
the throne?—set the river on fire, and
intervicewed the emperor —taken pos-
scssion of the Tuileries, or what? It
sounds rude, but the mere mention of
that young lady's name makes me

“{remble.,”

Fhen you can trembie in rea) earn-
" retirts Lady Rookwell, eyeing him

—Avith malicicus enjoyment from behind

her gold eyeglass, ‘for she has written

abeut you yourself”
He leans back and takes up one of
e 's gloves, and examines it as it
1as never scen such a curious ar-

i sessible that so insigni-
‘cant an individual as Hector Warren
can come within the sphere of  Miss
i Layra Derwent's thoughts?”
{  Lody Rookwell grins.
| “No one is too insignificant to Laura
i Derwent, if she can make use of tiiem.
| You don’t know her,”
| He shakes his head with mock awe.
I~ ““What '1s 1t> Do You keep me in
'suspense!  What grewsome command
Was sie €2t upon me? The task—ig it
one of Llced
| *“Hector!” murmurs Signa, coming
behind Lim, and putiing her hands
upon his choulders with half-timid,
Lalf-bold tenderness,

“My dear child, I am quite gerious. |
I am tremiling in my boots. Keep nie |
not in susvensc, Lady Rookwell, -'J'hc [
dread mandate, what is is? Thy sla\'cf
is all attenzion.”

The cld lady 1looks at him with a[
kKeen scrutiny and nods her head, |

“You may laugh,” she ‘
what do you say to this? Laura Der-
went is coming here in tihree weeks.” |

He is silent for a moment’s spa\c,f
then he inclines his head slowly, |

“In three weeks! Barely time to get!
the triumphal arches ready, and the
red blaze, and brass band! Shall you
have ths whole of vour pretty =illa re-
decorated, Lady Rookwell?"”

She grins until all her teeth
displayed.

““He! he!
coming here!
Grange.” ¢

“In—deed,” he sars, slowly;, “then

gays, “but

are

My villa! She is not
She 18 coming to—the

she has taken Delamere at his word.”

“Yes, of course. Didn't 1 gell you
she would? And that isn’t all. She
means fo take him at his fullest and
most literal word. She means
to have the Grange done ap

“Not for the world!” eays Heetor
Warren. ‘‘What would Signa say if I
refused to obey a lady's commands?
Miss Laura Derwent is too important
a personage to be disobeyed. She is the
queen of fashion, and we, her slaves,
must bow the ‘head and carry out her
behests. Lady Rookwell, in two words,
‘I obey.”"

“But,” wails Mrs. Podswell, “the —
the expense! All this will cost thous-
ands! Really, dear Lady Rookwell,
this—this whim of your niece’s is

n0st extraordinary.”

" “lgn't it?"” says Lady Rookwell, with
sardonic calm; *‘but you see Mr. War-
ren s prepared to humor it, and as
to the expense——""

Hector Warren laughs.

“That question is simple enough,”
he says. “My friend Delamere has giv-
en Miss Laura Derwent carte blanche,
and she is quite within he:r right in
availing herself of it. As to the ex-
pense, that is of no moment-—*’

“*No moment!” sniffs Aunt Podswell,
“‘when it may be thousands!”

He shruggs his shoulders and smiles,

“That is Delamer’s lookout, mnot
ours,’” he anewers. “He is reputed, and
1 have no doubt rightly, to be wealthy

“Ile must be worth at least forty
or fifty thousand a year,” breaks in
Lady Rookwell, sharply.

Hector Warren nods.

(To be continued.)
——e—

Jack’s Appeal.

Ilight-year-old Jack wae a haad-
some youngster. Naturally all the lad-
ies who saw him wanted to Kiss him,
but Jack was not old enough to ap-
preefate his privileges. One afternoon
several friends of his mother ealled,
and they all kissed him. Later on he
went to the pictures, and instead of
his pet cowboy scenes the tilms were
all of a sentimental description.
Young Jack returned home pretty
well tired of the whole tribe of wo-
men. To cap the c¢limax his motker
said to him that evening when he

\ was éent to bed: “Give mother a kiss,

——

dear.” ;

Jack looked appealingly toward his
father and sald:

“Dad, for goodness sake, ki this
woman!"—New York Timer,
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