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BY SILAS K. HOCKING.

Author of “God’s Outcast,” “‘In Spite of

Fate,” *'‘To Pay tre Puce,” “For
Such is Life,” **Th
“For Life and Liver.y, " *

a Son of
Reuben,” etc.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAP-
TiKS:—Basil Pendarvis, a clever young ar-
tist, who finds it easier to get his pictures
praised than bought, receives a c¢ommis-
sion to paint the portrait of Dorothy
Cleveland, at her father’s house at Sand-
nurst, Kent. He accepts the more readily
sh is very scarce with him at the

Basil finds himself hospitably wel-
comed, ,- indeed, his friend, Phil Duncan,
who is a neighbor of Cleveland’s, assured
him he would be. Basil is charmed with
his sitter, who is a girl not only of great
beauty, but of a ect and noble disposi-
tion.. Her sister zabeth strikes him less
favorably. She is a professed invalid, with
nerves - supposed to be all ajar, and rules
the houschold with an imperious queru-
lousness. After seven weeks’ work the
picture is firished, and Basil goes back
to his studio in London. He now finds
himself hopelessly in love with Dorathy,
and the thought of her inspires a painting

f “My Lady Bountiful,” in which his
“iends tell him he reaches greatness

CHAPTER VIL
The Dream of Youth,

It is the privilege of a few men in
every generation to awaken some morn-
ing to the discovery that they have be-
come famous. Basil Pendarvis happened
to be one of them. His fame might not

as
time.

wan ul Man,” |

pretation thereof. It was ‘“over facing,”
as his old' mother would have said, to be
credited with so many things which he
had never intended. He was quite sure
that he received infinitely more praise
than he deserved. For directly a few of
the leading journals and eritics began to
praise his picture, all the smaller fry
-rushed to outdo the other # the lavish-
,ness of his eulogy.

Basil was very much afraid that the

thing would be overdone and that there

{ would come a revulsion of feeling. He
had heard of people going up like a
rocket and coming down like a stick; and
he began to fear that that might be his
fate., Better, he thought, to remain in
obscurity altogether than to blaze forth
for a moment like a2 meteor and then
vanish into impenetrable and everlasting
carkness.

In his quieter moments and when alone
in his own studio, he thought mostly of
Dodo. She, after all, was his inspiration;
but for her his picture would never have
been painted. Any praise that belonged
to it should be shared by her; indeed,
was more hers than his. He felt some-
Lkow that he was receiving what belonged
io another, and he wanted to see her to

convey in some subtle way, and yet in]

some way that she could not fail to un-
derstand, that the picture was hers, that
to her belonged all the praise.
| He began to fear after a while that the
| Clevelands werc ncither interested in him
' nor in his success. He had never heard
from them either directly or indirectly
since he left Sandhurst. Judging by out-
ward appearances, he had passed com-
pletely out of their thoughts. If Mr.
Cleveland had come up to town he had

be of any wide or enduring order; buts’ never called to see him, had shown no

for the moment, and in the little world
that interests itself in ait, he had come
unmistakably to the front. His picture
had won almost instantaneous recogni-
tion, and in a few days was the talk of
society and the clubs.

At first he found it difficult to realize
that he and Basil Pendarvis whom peo-
ple were talking about, were one and the
same individual. For a while he seemea
to stand apart from himself—to contem-
plate with curious interest this other in-
dividual who bore his name and wore his
clothes. It was not until he stood in the
crowd before his picture and listened to
the remarks that were made that he was
able to identify himself' with the new
genius that had arisen in the world of
art.

Phe sensation was a very curious one,
and not at all like he imagiped it might
be.
as-most men have done. He had fancied
the thrills of ecstasy that would
through his veins when his name was
proclaimed from the housetops; he had

imagined the lordly air with which he ;

would walk through the crowded street.

The reality was entirely different, He
felt humbled and chastened. He wanted
to hide from people, he dreaded recog-
nition: and when- his friends congratu-
lated him he -felt uncomfortable, and
wished they would talk about something
else. Neither was it a pleasant experi-
ence to find that people who had treated
bim with scant courtesy in other days
were now intensely anxious to renew the
acquaintance, and' almost
in théir manner.
might appear in the eyes of others, he
was the same in his own eyes; hence the

mere jsuggestion in tone and manner by

others that he belonged to a superior or- |

der—that he was something different

from what he was a month before— |

made him blush and almost angry.

And yet there was another side to all
this. Tt was no doubt pleasant to have
his work . recognized. He had put the

best of which he was capable into his'
picture. It had been a labor of love; and |

when it was completed he felt as though
he would never be able to produce any-
thing better, .perhaps never anything. S0
good again, and if life had passed with-
out recognition, it would have been a
bitter disappointment to him. As an
artist also, it was a pleasure to receive
the commendation of those who under-
stood what good and conscientious work
meant. For the tattle of the crowd he
did not care, but it was something to
be reeognized by those who understood—
who had eyes to see and the heart to

comprehend. So when Phil Duncan con- |

gratulated him he felt a genuine thrill
of joy. Phil knew what he was talking
about, and the commendation of one
genuine friend was worth the praises of
a hundred nobodies.

But the real thrill and rapture of his
success came to him ‘when he thought
of Dorothy; she would get to hear, of
course, she would come up to London
some day, and look at the picture her-

gelf; she would possibly be pleased like |

the rest, and to giye her pleasure, to win
her admiration, would be worth more
than fame, more than all other things
put together.

He went day aiter day to the Academy |

in the hope that he would see her, and
each day he came away disappointed. I.f
she was there, he failed to find her; if
she had seen his pieture, it was at some
time when he was not about.

A fortnight after the Academy opened
the newspapers contained the announce-
ment that the pictume had been sold for
a thousand guineas, that it had been pur-
chased by the Arts Committee oi the
Corporation of a Northern city, and that
it was to hang in the permanent gallery
of the city in question. This was the
signal for fresh congratulations to pour
in on him; but by this time he had ggt
somewhat used to notoriety, and so did
not feel the diffidence that he felt at
first. Moreover, there was a very pleas-
ant set-off; he was no longer a poor
man, a thousand guineas scemed positive
riches, It meant also that he would be
able to command good prices for amy
future work.

Yet even now fame was by no means
the satisfactory thing he had imagined
it would be. The reality fell very far
short of his dreams. If he could have
looked at himself from the standpoint .Ot
other people, it might have heen dif-
ferent: but he knew himself so ‘Yell,
knew his limitations, realized so vividly
that what other people calied genius was
to him only infinite labor and toil, that
to himself he could never be more than a
very ordinary individual. :

There was one thing that pnzzled.}_um
very much, and that was that the critics,
and even many of his own friends, saw
a great deal more in his picturo’ th.nn he
conld see himself, saw meanings in it that
he never intended, saw effects that he
did not try to produce. He could not
help smiling sometimes whe;n he read
the papers’Jong critiques, which not. only
described his picture but gave the inter-

He had dreamt of becoming famous, '

ran’

obsequious |
However differently he |

desire to renew the acquaintance. Per-
. haps he regarded him simply as a jour-

deyman painter who, having been paid

for his work, deserved no further recog-
nition.
| But what of Dorothy? They had been
so much together, they had opened their
hearts so freely to each other, they had
discussed all sorts of questions with such
undisguised sympathy and friendliness
that he could not conceive that she
would ever feel as a stranger towards
him. Sometimes surely they would meet
again, not as chance acquaintances but
as friends. At any rate, he was re-
golved that some day he #vould seek her
out and tell her all the truth. If. she
spurned him, then he would know the
|'worst, and that certainly, however pain-
ful, was better than a life tormented by
alternate hopes and fears,

He was leaving the Academy one morn-
ing feeling quite disconsolate. The
crowd that stood around his picture no
longer gave him pleasure. The one per-
son Le wanted to see never came. He
had passed through the turnstile and was
i descending the steps when he came face
i to face with Dodo and her father,
| Peter Cleveland was the first to speak.
| “Delighted to see you, Mr. Pendar-

vis,” he said. ‘““We have come up to

town on purpose to see your picture.

Dodo would give me no rest until I

brouht her. She has been worrying my

Jife out for the last fortnight; so Jn

sheer self-defence I have had to bring
i her up.”

“ Tt is very kind of you, I am sure,”
‘ Basil answered, with a smile, while he
shook hands first-with Dorothy and then
with her father.

“We are all delighted to hear of your
svcces,” Dodo said in her most charm-
ing manner. ‘

“Thank you very much,” he replied.
| “I hope you will like the picture.”

“We shall have no difficulty in finding
it, I suppose?’ Mr. Cleveland inter-
posed.

“I think not,” Basil said, diffidentyy.
| “But if you don’t mind, I will turn back
| with you.”

“Oh, please do,” ‘Dodo said, looking
| frankly up into his eyes; “it is so much
pleasanter to go through the galleries
| wtilh someone who understands pictures.”
| “L shall be delighted to assist you in
{ any. way possible,” Basil said, and he
turned and walked up the stairs by
i Dodo’s side. 5
i %I am sorry I can spare only an hour
| at the outside,”, Mr. Cleveland said. “If
I'I leave my daughter behind, perhaps you
will . not mind seeing her back to the
i hotel ?”
| -“My time is quite at her disposal,”
| Basil answered, with a sudden throb of
| his heart. “Indeed I have nothing I am
compelled .to do to-day.” : >

“Well, it is fortunate that we met,”
{ Mr. Cleveland said, beaming all -over his
| tace; “but we intended looking you up
‘ to-morrow."” ;
i  “You must do that in any ‘case,” Basil
i answered. “I should feel very much dis-
| appointed if you went back without call-
| ing upon me.”

“Well, take us to rour picture right
| away,” Mr. Cleveland said; “I want to

| have a good look at that first.”
‘ It took them: some considerable time
: before they could get a good look at the
| picture, so mary others were . before
i them, but after a while the crowd moved
| on and the three were able to stand di-
| rectly in front of it. - For a while neither
Mr. Cleveland nor Dorothy spoke a word,
then the former shifted his position some-
what and looked first at the picture and
then at Dodo. -An idea had evidently
struck him and Basil watched him with
curious interest. After a few minutes
Mr. Cleveland stepped behind Dorothy
| and came up to Basil.
“By the bye,” he whispered, “you did
| not intend that to be a likeness, I pre-
sume 2”7

“Well, no, not exactly,” Basil said,
hesitatingly; “that is, pot a likeness in
the true sense of the word.”

“But it is Dodo to a dot,” said Mr.
Cleveland.

~“It is something like her, I grant,” Ba-
¢il answered. *“You see, I had been busy
l painting her portrait just before I com-
| menced tnis drawing, and so naturally
| her features would be fresh in my mem-
o

“Well, yes, I suppose so, but I am sure
thig is an honor that she never expect-
ed,” and Mr. Cleveland beamed again.

Dodo, however, did not appear to notice
ihe likeness, nor did she heed the whis-
pered conversation that went on between
ber father and Basil. While the latter
was talking with Mr. Cleveland he was
watching her face with great interest and
curiosity.

“QOh, Mr. Pendarvis,” she said at
length, “I think it is lovely.”

41 am glad you are pleased,” he whis-
pered.
| “It is a far nobler picture than T ex-
pected to see, Excuse me for saying

that but—but—oh! it is very difficult to
put into words what one means.”

“Don’t you feel greatly flattered?” her l

father questioned,
“Flattered?” she said.
derstand.”

“I do not un- |

lt:‘l"°d'.’1bmﬁ," she answered.
e, that is bocause 1 was an
1 argist.
at the picture is
we they thiuk it
i better in the fu-

£ sometning

“YWhy, haven't you eyes?’ he blurted !

out. “Don’t you see?”’

“T see the picture,” she replied, “and
I think it is noble drd lovely.”

“Yes, yes, but don’t you see that he
has painted you?"

For a mc¢moent she knitted
and looked astonished.

“Puinted me?” she questioned.

“He’s got you to the very dot.
are the Lady Bountiful.”

“QOh, no, no!” she said.
thing like me.

You

“It is not any-

painting it, did you

her brow |

Is it now, Mr. Pandarvis? |
You never thought.of . me when you were |

said,

do

with sparkling
sowmething even
| grester than thi

4 speaking

ihope I nmu * he answered,
T n always

| almest in a whisper. “If T ca
| have the sz
Tor a
into nis e;
to another part of the room.

£3ian?

» glanced shyly up

{3 eVIIyong s, there is no-
wiore’ Y.t
s, so -after a while they found an
s and down y side:

sart

Basil was taken off his guard and for ! -
a moment did not know what reply to |

make. Then he
and said:

*Well, Afiss Dorcthy, to
never thought of you while
pictufe would not be true. Indeed, 1
thought of you often, and if I must be
frank your face was constantly before
me while I was painting, and so even

lcoked at

say

without intention scme shade of resem- |
blance was bound to come into the pic- |

ture.”

She looked up into his face for a mo-
ment and then her eyes fell. The same
question suggested itself to her as when
she first contemiplated her own finished
porfrait.” Thé artist in each case had
idealized her. Why had he done so?
How came it that he saw what no one
else could sce—that he credited her with
charms that she felt quite sure rhe did
not possess? What was the meaning
of it? Was this picture a ps
a revelation of h'mself? Did he mean
tc convey to her seme truth that others
could not read? and a warm blush stole
over her face.

They passcd on at length to look at
other pictures, Basil pointing out the

merits of the most- noteworthy of them;
but after a ‘while Dorotby left them uud‘
stole back alope to Basil's pieture.
“Is it, I wondger, a riddle to be read?”’
she said to herself, as she looked eagerly
at the canvas.. “Does he intend me to
see more than other people can see?’

and the warm blood stole quickly again |

to her neck and face.

She was standing before the picture
unconscious of the lapse of time ‘when
Basil ‘came back to her.

out speaking. . How bedutiful she was,
almost more beautifui than when he saw
h.er last. ~ The meonths-that had passed
since scemed to have ripened her Joveli-
ness and rounded her figure and given
dignity to her poise.

“I wonder if she can read ifs mean-

ing?’ he said to himself; *‘or is it just'|

a picture to her and nothing more?”

He spoke to her at length,

“Your father has left, Miss Dorothy,
to keep an appointment he has.”

She turned suddenly and blushed,

“Surely we have not been
long?”’ she questioned.

“It is a full hour since you came,” he
replied. “Time docs fly very quickly.”

“Why, it seems ouly five minutes since
we came into the room,” she said, “and
I have not seen a dozen pictures.”

“We have the day:before us,” he an-
swered with a smile. “I told Mr. Cleve-
land that we would lunch here.”

“QOh, that is good of you,” she replied;
“so now we need not hurry at all.”

“We shall be able to inspect the pic-
tures when the roomas are less crowded,"”
he answered.

“] am afraid that I shall not enjoy the
others now that I have seen the best,”
she reolied.

“But it is not the best,” he answered.
“There are far greater pictures than
mine, painted by men who won their
reputation years ago.”

“But this is the one picture that is

here. so

ker frankly |

that 1
painting the ;

able also, !

For a few mo- |
ments he stood and looked at her with- |

ordinary
§ ¢ tha weather,
vs that “were running at
about fordiconivg o
abeut the prospects of the season, hien

made, sympatheti¢ #daquirics  about

abeth, and discovened that her health
was no better, that, indeéd, she required
even more attertion than before,”and all
the while he wis fonging# o tell Wer what
was upperimcst in histmind ‘apd - heart;
! bat was poicher the time™noy <the
place. Ee must wait for some other op-
portunity. So svhen ibey had exhausted
the o1dinary stock of conversational sub-
jects they went cff into ‘tha lunch-room
ind had uncp#ogether: ”

“Shall you #mam ifi{London:long?”
e questioned; passing hér the salad.

“T want to remain two'or thiree weeks
if father will leg me.”” shé said:

“Is he likely to prevent you?’ he ques-
tioned.

“Well, if he had only himself to con-
sider he wonld let me stay as long ns 1
liked, but yon see theré & always a-
beth in the hﬂckgmnnd‘—_and father has
to consider her, and I kave to consider

MHIgS

the theatres

™

e
this

ker also.”

“But she is not such an invalid as to
demand your constant attention?”

“Well, you sec, vne never knows when
she will have one of her attaeks, and so
our eisit wmay be cut sbhort:at any me-
ment."” i

“But if she keeps well will your father
1elidiid

“Oh, no.
the very outside, but when he leaves I
want to go on to see my friend Mrs.
Darcy, an old schoolfellow of mine.”
|  “That will be very nice,” he said,
l “It would be‘just lovely,!’ she answer-
ed. “She livesin a dear old house over-
i lcoking Kensiegton Garédens. I1£1 go
ilhere you will come to see us, won't
| you?” )
(I Y may T should be delighted,” he
answered. ¢
|")[0u will like my friend I am‘sure,”
}shc suid, “and 'she is so enthusiastic
about your pictures She wrote me quite
a long letter describing it in detail.”

Basil’s spirits began to rise, 1f Dor-
othy remained two or thiree weeks in
London he might have many opportuni-
ties of mesting her, of being alone with
her, and during the interim he might by
little hints and signs prepare the way
for a declaration of his love. Had he
consulted his own feelings only he would
have told her then and there, but his
judgment came to his rescue. By being
precipitate he might spoil +his chance.
During ail the time he was at Sand-
hurst he gave her no hint or sign that
she was more to him than anyone else.
Hence it was scarcely likely that she
had any suspicion of his feelings towards
her. So with resolute will he ‘curbed his
impatience. After lunch they made a
circuit of the rooms and examined all the
principal pictures. The time sped away
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like a dream. The afternooft was waning
when they descended the steps together
rnd found themselves in the courtyard.
In Picecadilly he ‘Hailed a hansom and
they drove together to the Grand Hotel.

un- |
Men bave praised me not | dream.
in itseif | himi—a day of revelation, a day of ire-
A

has the |

He wiil culy stay a week at,

|

| square,

Basil left her at the door and watked
away feeling almost like a mania a
1t had been a wonderful day to

newed hope, of enlarged vision, of fresh
r<solution.

“If I can-win Dodo,” he said to him-
s2lf a8 he walked across Trafalghr
“l can win the world. If she
will only stand by my side 1 wiil fear
nothing. If she wili ingpire me I can
accomplish great things.”

When he got back to his studio he

| threw himself into an easy chair and lit

! tha

an locking ot pic- .

jing.sou I am great.”

wcerts, |

1
|

!

|

r, and in the blue wreath of smoke
arled above his head he saw Dor-
othy’s face come and go. She smiled at
Lim and then vanished, ecame back and
looked at him again, and again disap-
peared.

“Oh, my-love! n
“With you all t

ac

v life!” he whispered.
are possible. Lov-

The c¢ynamic force and powser of a
pure, overmasterinz love ke had realized
before. He felt it all the time he was
painting his picture; but never did he
realize it so fully as now. Loving Dor-
othy seemed to call into play all that
was best and most worthy in his nature,
Lig love seemed to touch and awaken the
latent greatness of his life; to subdue
all'that was base and unworthy, and to
transfuse and onergize every power and
every passion that made for right and
truth.

CHAPTER VIII
The Heart’s Desire.

Two days later Basil's impatience got
the better of him. He had resolved to
proceed with great -caution, to carefully
prepare the way before him, to make
sure of his ground before taking any de-
eigsive step. Alas! such resolutions often
break down at the last moment. It was
so in Basil’s case.

He was walking along the Embank-
ment gardens, his eyes upon the ground,
his thoughts intent upon Dorothy, when
he became e¢énscious that someone had
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stoppad direetly in front of him,

Pulling himself up suddenly with a lit-
tle start, he raised his head, and there
stood Dodo not five yards in front of
Lim, her eyes sparkling, her face wreath-
ed in smiles.

“Qh, I thought you always worked
during the morning,” she said, banter-
ingly:

““Not
bher outstretched hand; “the truth is, I
bave been ordering some fresh canvases
and colors.”

: 5 b g |
“So you are preparing to begin again?”

“Yes, whan the inspiration ccmes.”

“Have you got an idea?”

“] have séveral, but 1 can’t tell yet if
anything will come of them.”

‘It must be very funny feeling wourd

as it were in the dark, and waiting for ;

tha light to come.”

“It is often very irritating,” he an-
swered; “but may I walk along with
you?”

“I’m going nowhere in particular,” she |

replied; “I'm only putting the time away
till father comes baZk.

and crowded, so I came down here. This
is a delightful place, don’t you think
s0?”’

“It-is very quict and restful.”

“And the gardens. are so nicely kept.
I have been looking at the statue of
Burns; I never noticed it before. It
struck me as being a singularly pathetic
figure.”

“I never noticed it partieularly,” he
answered. “Shail we walk past it?”
and they walked away together.

There were not many people about, ahd
most of the seats were unoccuj
after a ‘while they sat down, ¢

‘'othy raised her parasol to inte)

srnshine. Faintly the roar of th
floated down over the housetops
Leating of the sea’on a sandy !
“T think it iz lovely sitting he -
said, “listening,to the far-off

always,” he said, grasping tightly !

) I walked along '
the Strand first, but found it too noisy !

London streets.’
“But I thought you did not like Lon-
don ?” '
“Years
I hated it; but I was only a girl then.”
“And do you think yocu would like it
now?”
“I'm sure I should—that is,
greater part of the year.”

for

“Perhaps yeur father will take a house |

here again some day.”
“I don't know.
vows she will never put foot in London

again.”

Basil was on tie point of saying that |
that might be an advantage, but thought |

better of it, and so silence fell for sev-
¢ral minutes.

Dorothy was the *first to break it. “I
went yesterday to have another lcok at
vour picture,”
her eyes
at the’ first.

“I am so glad.”

“I was so inter
1he pcor peuple.
you have.”

ed in the faces of

“Yes, I had some difficulty in getting

models.”

I cannot th:nk how you imagined it

alL.”

It was not all imagination,” he an-
swered, quickly.

Lady Bountiful at Sandhurst.”

*Oh, no, not likz that. You
compare a 'glowworm with the sun.”

For a moment he was silent; then he
said, quickly: ‘“The picture is more
yours than' mine.”

She darted a startled glance at him and
said, hurriedly: *“I canact at all imagine
what you inean.”

“But for you it would rever have been
painted,” he said, in the same low tone.
“You were its inspiration.
of my love for you.”

She drew away :irom him suddeniy and
shifted her parasel, but did not speak,

His face was very paie, his heart was |

throbbing wildly, in ail other res 5
he seemed quite calm and self-pos:
| “I did net mean to say this to you
| now,”
t has'broken down. I'lease do not be angry
{ with me but hear me to the end.”
|  He saw that she was trembling, but
i ‘her cyes were turned away from him.
“Perhaps you will think me guilty. of
! great presumption, but I could not help
| loying you. “To be with you day after

t day and week after week and not love [

| you .was impossible. All unconsciously
i you filled mwy life and dominated my will,
. I saw cyerything:through’ the. light and
{ sunshine of your presence. Loving you
ralled into play new thoughts and new
| ideas. It awoke a new power within
{me. I did nothing worthy to be remem-
| bered till love lived in my heart. O
Dorothy, it was to win you that I painted
| the pieture.”
She turned nupon him suddenly with
| dam eyes and trembling lip.
“Do you love e still?”
i tioncd.
“Love you still?’ he said, looking at
i her with a-great yearning in his eyes.
I “Love you still? Is love, then, a passing
| mood, the 'passion of a moment? O Dor-
r and ever.”
She came closer to him and laid her
{ band in his.
“Apd you are not angry?’ he whis-
pered with a smile,
“Angry? I'm the happiest girl in all
London to-day.”
He wanted to take her in his arms and

she ques-

fro and up and down all the time.

For a moment he wondered whether
any other mun ever made love under the
same circumsiances, and a smile played
round the ¢ ers of his mouth. It was
tantalizing that he could not even seal
bis love with a kiss.
at her and whisper: “My darling.”

And for answer she looked at him, and
in her cyes he read all that she would
have said.

“Ever g'nce I left Sandhurst,” he said,
“T have lived for this hour and for this
| only.”

“Then you were not afraid that I
{-should say ‘No'?’ she questioned, glanc-
ing shyly at him.

“Yes, I have been dreadfully afraid,
but I never lost hope altogether. I
thought if I coull only make some kind
of name for myself I might dare to ap-
{,proach you.”

“And if your picture had not been a
| suceess you would not have told me?’,

“I do not know, darling. “Love makes
us herpes sometimes and sometimes cow-
ards. But think of the presumption of
talking about love when one is barely
able to maintain oneself.” .

“But you did love me all the same?”

“1 did, Dodo; you stole my heart un-
awares.”

“And you do not think I care for you
simply because you have made a name?” |

“No, sweetheart, I Jon’t,” he answer-
ed, candidly.

“QOf course, your success has made me
very proud of you. But do you remem-
ber how when I got tired of sitting we

ago when we lived in Pimlico
|
the !
i

You see, Elizabeth

ghe said, without raising .
“and I liked it even better than |

What a variety of types |

“T had seen you as the

cannot |

It grew out

he went on, “but my resolution |

kiss her, but people ‘were passing to and’

He could oniy lovk |

used to take long walks across the park

. together?”
“As if I could ever forget!” he replied.
“T used to wonder then if I could read

yeur eyes aright.”

“And did you care for me then?” he
questioned.

i “Too much, I fear. But you compelled
me to think about you.”

| “In what way, my darling?”’

“In many ways. You idealized
portrait and that made me wonder.’

“Idealized it?”

“Of course you did. DBetween our-

; selves that portrait is' an awful fraud.
You endow mo with charms that T never

have possessed and never shall.”

“] painted my Dodo as I saw her.”
“Sp you told me once before, and.that
made me wonder why you saw me- thus.”
“Ah!” ;
“Then when I saw your picture in'th

Academy I began to wonder again, Do

you remember, how I‘Jeft you and father

| and went back to lcok at it again??

1‘ “T remember. quite well, darling.”

! “The old question puzzled me once
more., Why had you idealized me? Why
kad you endowed me with qualities that
no one else could <ee®’

|  *“So you tried to read my riddle, did
you?”’

“You compelled me to think about you;
that is what I want,you to understand.”

“You were quite sure that I was think-
ing about von?”

“Well, ves” with a little pout—"as an
artist perhaps: might think about a
model.” :

“But yo.. understand now, sweet-
heart?’- and she saw a great light of
love shining in his eyes.

“Yes, Basil, I understand.

my

’

And, oh!

—

I am so proud and so happy. I hope I

am not too happy. I hope the joy is not
i too sweet to last.”

“We will not anticipate troubvle, dar-
ling. I do not sce why we should. I.et’s
be happy while we can.”

“Are you happy, Pasil?”?

[ “Well, to tell the truth, sweetheart,
' I'm very nuserable just now.”

“Miserable?”’ questioned
pri

“It is of no use dcnying it,” he said
with a laugh. “Hut I'm dying to kiss
you, and there isn’t an cpportunity.”’

“QO Dasil!” and a blugh, soft and sweet
as the dawn, stole oval her face,

“London is just hateful,” he said, still
smiling. - “If we were only, at Sand-
hurst with the quiet country all around
us.”?

“You know you do nctelike the coun=
| try,” e saud, to ber feet amd
cdarting a mischievous glance at him.
“But I wonder what time it is."”

“Never mind the time,” he gaid. “Let
us walk towards Westminster. There
are gardens again beyond the ‘railway’
ridge.’™ f

“f am sure father will have got bagck
; by this' time and will woud<yr-what
{ has becomc of r
“He-avill not taink that you are*lost,
, and, ohy; Podo, I don't know when'I may
| have you to myself agai.’”

So they walked away together and
were conscious ¢f nothing but the pres-
euce of each other. They did net hear
the roar and ‘shriek of railwaj frains
1 » 3 -

overhead and scarcely heeded the string
{of vehicl?s 1rolling down Nortkumber-
| lend avenue towards the ‘Embankment.
! In a few minutes they were in thé gag- ’
dens again - with ‘the noise of traffie °
sounding faint  and far away. y

“O Dorothy!” he said,  “it seems o0
good to Le-true. Mo have won my
, beart’s desire g0 soon, to have had no
oppositicn—" % 4

“Ah!? she interrupted, with a bright
smile. “I ought to have kept you at a
! distance. I fear I have not been at all
diplomatie. "They say people do not prize
what they win so easily.”’

“Nothing that I might endure for your
i sake, darling, could make e prize you
i Imere,” he answered. :
{ .“I hope you will never have.to suffer
| anything unpleasant on my account,” she
said, slowly and thoughtiully.

“If X had to suffer for you, darling, and
I kuew- that by sufféring I did you geod;
{ then even pain would be a plehsuré. "Oh}
I do net think -you €an ever guess how
much I love you.” : 3

“And.you have been loving
these months in silence?”

“You ‘have "scarcely ever been absent
from my thoughts waking or dreaming.”

“I wonder if soul can speak to soul
acrcss the gulfs of time and space?”

“Why:.do you wonder, Dodo?”

‘“Because you have so often eome to
me in my dreams and even wken I have:
been wideawake. I have started -time:
after time fancying I heard you speak.”

“Did you ever expect I should comei
i in reality ?”

“I sometimes wondered if you would.
The winter seemed such a long one, and
al} the fire weather left directly you took
your departure.”

“So that if T had dropped in upon you
some morning or evening you would not
have been surnrised?”’

“Not very much. " But you never came,
I wagched and waited in vain.”

“Ah! it I had only Lknown you were
thinking of me——"

“It is as well, perhaps, that you did
not. - If you had come Elizabeth would
| have been made suspicious.”

In ‘a moment a shadow fell on Basil's
face.. He rcealled his early impression
or superstition. He w now how the
| woman might cross his path, how she

might beceme the evil genius of his life.

She might t1y to separate him from Dor-
| 6thy. She might use her undoubted

pewer and influence against him. She

might bring her will to bear upon Dor-
othy and upon her father. She might
! make shipwreck of all his hopes.

Then he lifted his head and smiled.
Love laughs at locks and bolts it is said,
and he felt'that such a love as his could
afford to. iaugh at any  barrier that a
woman might attempt to rear.

“Do you think Elizabeth will be dis-
plezsed wWhen she gets to krow?” he
questioned.

“She must not know for a long time,”
| was the answer. “Any sudden shock
might be dangerous, the doctor says.”

“But how can you keep it from her?”

“By not telling her,” was the laughing
response.

“But she is bound to know sooner or
later.”

“Oh, yes, of course, but it will have
to dawn upon her gradually. Father and
I will prepare her little by little, ‘don’t
you see?”

“Y see. But do you think your father
will raise any objection?”’

“QOh, Basil, how can I tell?” she an-
' swered, with a bewitching smile. “That

is a matter you will have to find out.”

For a moment he looked grave. “What
is the best time to find him in?’ he ques-

in sur-

she

S
rising

e’ alF

1 tioned.

“We dine at seven o’clock,” she an-
swered.

“T fear *hat does not help me,” he re-
plied. “I cannot talk to your father over
the dinner-table in a crowded dining-
room.”

“We have a private sitting-room,
answered, “and dine alone.”

“Qh, that iz better. Will you get your
father to invite me to dinner some even-
ing?% 3 :

“YWen't you sceept an invitation from
me 2

“PDo you think T dare?”’

“Of course. May I tell father you are
ceming to dinner to-night?” ¥

“If you will. The sooner I get his con-
sent the Retter.”

“Then that is settled.”

“My own dariing,” he murmured, Then
they turned round and began to retrace
their stens. 3

The sun . was shinging brightly over-
head. Jlowers were blooming all about
them. Faintly on their ears came the
deep updertone, of London’s tumultuous
life. There was no sight nor sound of
tronhle anywhere.

They walked in Paradise. The roar
of the streets was like the music of the
sea. They saw no trouble ahead, heard
no . muttering of the storm.  Coming
events cast no shadows before.

At the hotel door they parted. ;

“We dine .at.seven, you know,” she
caid, with a happy smile; “but you can
come at six if ‘vou like,” and then she
vanished throngh the open door.

”

she

(To be continued.)




