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THE HURON SIGNAL, FRIDAY. AUG. 20, 1886.

BY ADELINE SERGEANT,

Avtuon or “Jacoss’s Wem,” “Uisang.
Fausn Pasrescas,” &ic.
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CHAPTER XXVL'

leaves Sl Tingetd in the wabd o

Gleubervie. ,Miny of the trees, indeed,
were bare, and others clad in thrsedbare
sobes of scarlet, rnsset-brown, add gold/
Each breath of the October breeses rob-
bed the branches of their glories, But
the air was soft and aweet, as the air ofa
Sootch October can often be: there was
no touch of frost in the air, no murky
claude upon the translucent crystal of
the sky. As Beatrice Essilmont trod
the springy turf and inhaled the dying
bracken and decaying heather she seem-
ed herself to be drawing in strength and
vigour and clesr judgment at every
breath. She lovad the Beotch hills and
woods far better than the Alpine heights,
sad 88 around ber she sighed for
very ion at the: place in whichk
sl.e found herself and the path she trod.

It was the spot where she had last
seeu Anthony Lockhart a few weeks ago.
She hardly knew why she had come.
Bhe stood by the little stream ian the
hollow: it was no mere trickle now;it had
been swollen by recent rains, and rush-
ed vehemently over every obatacle in its
courso—stones, pabbles, and projecting
roots—spreading at Intervals into a
wider sheet impossible for any one to
cross, with a stride, as Anthony had then
done when he wished to approach her.
She thcught of this as she steod looking
down at the eddying water. In some
way the fact seemed to her typical of
the two lives. Was the separation be-
tween them destined to grow greater day
by day.

Suddenly she started and looked up.
There was a crackling sound among the
» man’s firm step made
itself beard upon the little path travers-
ing the plantation om the banks of the
stresm.  For & momentv Beatrice drew
back, then® she regsined her composure
and watched the intruder wilh a quiet
eye. His stately figure and dark, bent
head were recoguisable from a good dis-
tance. Anthony Lockhart had sallied
forth for his custoraary morning’s walk :
it lay very often in this direction.

Once before, when he had met Bea-
at this point, he had had the advantage,
inasmuch as he had seen her first. This
time it was she who was on the alert. As
she watched him coming, she noted all
the signs in gait and countenance that
should tell & man’s moed and humor to
xeers observer. She was not resssured
by any of these outward tokeus. His
face, abe saw, was pale and thinned ; his
mouth had & bitter lock, She ceuld not
see kis forehead, for his head was bent,
buat she felt sure that it was eontracted
ioto a frown. There was something of
dejection in the air with which he walk-
ed—something almost of sullenness.
Beatrice felt that he was changed—not,
perhaps, for the better—add her heart
went out to him with & sudden impulse
of yeaming pity and desire. If she
could but help him !—but as yet she
knew not how.

He came to the very brink of the
stream without lifting his eyes from the
ground. Then he locked up. And there,
befuge him, but on the other aide of the
water, stood Beatrice Essilmont. Then
Beatrice beheld a traneformation. The
man stood erect, drawing up khis slouch-
ed shoulders and bent head ; the frown
clearsd away from his forehead, tha bit«
terness from his lips. A great light
sprang into his eyes as he looked at her,
He held out his hands—involuntarily as
it ssemed—and exclaimed, ‘‘Beati—
Miss Eesilmont ! is it you 1’

Beatrice was not quite sure whether
she ought te be pleased or offended by
this manner of accesting her. To begin
with, there was the half utterance of her
Christian name—jyet this had been sus-
pendended and a mere formal title sub-
stituted —but the question ‘‘is it you 1"
had a warmer, more eager accent than
she had expected to hear. It seemed as
though there were actual relief as well
s gladness for him in her presence.

Whatever she might feel, Beatrice
showed no displeasure. She even smiled
a little as she replied—

“Yes, it is I, Mr Lockhart.”

*‘But I thought that you were in
Bwitzerland "’

I came home last night.”

“Lord Morven too ? And Lady Lilias?”’

“No,"” sald Beatrice seriously. 1came
alone.”

““Alone ! But why—how? We can-
nol speak with this stream between us,”
he broke off impatiently ; ‘‘wait one mo-
ment and I will be with you.” And he
backed a few ateps from the edge.

““You cannot cross—it is too wide.
Go round by the bridge,"” she said.

He laughed. ‘‘Half & mile away?
No, thank you. This is the better
way.”

The leap that landed him by her side

brought the color to her cheeks—ahe
knew not exactly why. The little exhi-

his usual formality as_soon as
beside

Az

A MERTING IX THE WAOD, F o
Late‘in sutump ‘with mw ‘

He lifted his hat with some

her. She gave him h.€ haw

“‘why should we have any pretences
Yog havd “Jefs Lady Liliss bphind—you

ing—don't I know for what er? You
want to hear about Bertie”
She was silemt for a moment. “‘Yes,"”

shié ssid after thu pause, with & finetittle]
smile, ‘I do want to hear about Bertie."
“] koew it. Why should we beat
about the bush? I will tell youall I
know."”

He turned his face with a momentary
darkening of the brows.

“Yeu, tell me,” said Beatrice.

‘‘You read my jouraal 1”

“Y."' i

“‘And gou thought we harsh—pre-
judioced 1

¢ thought,” said she with some diffi:
culty, *‘that there might be another ex-
plaoation of his conduct thsu the one
you sttached to it.” E :
“Did you ?’ he said esgerly. Then
he drew back and looked & little hurt.
What other explanation could there be?
You don't think that I would willingly
condemn him. , Have you any theory—
any reason to think——"'

“I wonld rather hear anything you
have to tell me,” she said.  *‘I suppose
that nothing much has tranepired since I
heard from you 1"

*‘Nothing much,” he snswered, fixing
his eyes gloomily on the ground. *I
don't see any way out of the complica-
tion, for my part, except one, and that
——" Then he suddenly changed his
tone. ‘‘Miss Essilmont, I ought not to
keep you standing here. You will be
tired. You may catch celd.  Shall we
walk on !"

“Who oeuld catch cold in this solt,
mild weather 7” said Beatrice. ‘‘But we
will walk if you like, a' little farther
aleng the bank. There is an old wall
which has often furnished a agat for Lil-
ias and myself, and we' can ' discuss the
matter at our leisure.”

A fow minutes walking brought them
to the wall of which he spoke. It ran
down the bsnk to the water's edge, and
marked the limit, at that point, of Lord
Morven's estate. Near the water it had
fallen a litile into disrepair. A couple
of stones had been removed eiiher by
socident or design, and a seat was thus
formed in the natural enbrasure. Here
Beatrice seated herself, while Anthony
leaned against the higher portion of the
wall and losked down at her as if await-
ing her invitation to speak. He thought
that ahe looked paler and graver than
usual, Possibly she was angry with him
and anxious about Lilias. This conjeet-
ure lent his voice s somewhat apologetic
turn when at last she asked for his
story.

“But there is little to tell, Miss Ks-
silmont. 1have not spoken to Bertie
since I wrote. I have seem him—onee
or twicee. I have heard a good deal
about him.” i

““What have you heargd !" 2
“I have heard of another visit to
Glasgow in company with Mrs Drom.
mond. I have heard of frequent inter-
views. There are not wanting persons
tosay that the marrisge day is fixed—or
that they are married already.”

Beatrice frowned. ‘‘And you believe
these allegations 1’ There was seme sar-
easm in her tone. s
Anthony flushed darkly and ground
his heel into the soil. ‘‘If I had not be-
lieved tkem,” he said sullenly, ‘‘should I
have acted as I have done 7"

““You have had no authentic informs*
tion 7 Neither Bertie nor Mrs. Drum-
mond has definitely told you that he
thinks of marrying her !"”

“Bertie did not deny it,” ssid An.
thony sharply.

“Did not deny? What does that
mean ? If I were accused of a crime by
my dearest friend, do you think I would
take the trouble to deny it? I should
roply, as Bertie perhaps meant you to
understand his reply—‘If you cannot
trust my actions, you will never trust
my word.,” I am surprised that you,
who are so proud yourself, cannot un-
derstand this form of pride.”

“I, proud ! I have no cause for pride,
God koows !” said Anthony, very bitter-
ly. *I've done what I swore I would
never do—deserted and betrayed the
man that 1 care most for in the world —
and I cannot help myself. Do you
think I want to take his house and land
from him? And yet, I can’t take back
what I've eaid. - Nothing would
make him keep Glenberyie now—I know
him well enough to say that—and I
don’t wamt it. I'll turn the ruins into an
hospital and spond the rents in support-
ing it. Or else I'll leave it to him by
will, and take care to disappear shortly
afterwards.”

Beatrice looked up at hin with » new
sensation. He must have been sorely

bition of vigor and energy pleased her -

tried indeed before he could bring him-

solf to talk like this. 8

N p—— —
: . perbaps with its contrast with Lord Mor-
J“ ST ll TIIE ven's habits. Morven would have gone | had
| miles tound rether than leap a brook. ‘
- - —— "l 3 4

before so clear a view_of the deptha, ;

man, apd
the doing of what he thought to be just-
ice. R M ) 12 T T | ) {1
“Ah, but was it jastice 4" she fn'qn&r-
= —— = b
“You have acted and spoken as if yon
thought sa.” ‘ i P .
‘“That is ezactly what makes theé tor-
ture of it,” enid! Lockhart, alimost an-
grily.. “I have :done a thing/that mo
personal . motive would, I hepe, bave
driven mp into doing. ' I have seized an
advantage at; Bertie's expense. - - Would
I haveidona thatif I had not thought
that . Bertie deserved. loss and punish-
ReubL” vi v il . 517
“So mow your only pesce of mind h-{
in considering Bertie guilty "
IIEMl"n

‘““And therefure you won't listen to
your own heart that pronouncsd him in-
nocent

“Oh, my heart { my heart 1".said An-
thony, eomtewsptuously. ‘‘What has
my heert got to do with the matter?
That. is. the way women always . talk.
How can ene judge by one’s feslings {”
“You: mean,” gsaid Beatrice, not at
all offended by this outburst, ‘‘that your
feslings ds urge you to acquit Bertie 1"
““Well,” hosaid tetuctantly, ‘‘whab if
jtheydo * Tamwot likely to beguided by
them. - T go by faeta.”

‘'O, no,"” said Beatrice quickly, “‘you
dou’t go by facts'j you go by the village
”ip' ”»

He sprang from his leaning place
against the wall and faced ‘her with »
fiash'of the éyes which  made her heart
beat faster, although her face did not
change. - When he spoke, his tones were
low wnd uneven, and his broad chest
heaved as thourh his breath had sudden-
Iv grown shiort. :

+“No on¢ but you should ssy that to
me,” he'began. ‘' What a feol you mast
think me { But go on; say what you’
like. ° 'You are his friend ; not mine."
“[ am ‘your friead, too, Mr. Lock-
hart,” said Beatrice, very gently. “‘Aud
it is because I am your friend that I do
not like te see you makigg a mistake
which can only end in misery. You are
nst happy, as you have said ; I am sure
Bertie is not.”

“Happy ! I should think not. Could
you expect it I’ But whether he refer-
red to Bertie or to himself she could not
tell

““Then,” she said, ‘‘you would be glad
if Bertie could be acquitted of the charge
you bring against him 7"

.‘Y.. ”

‘‘Are you sure you are not reserving
something ; are yeu sure you don't want
to fight against the proof ef his inno-
cence, for fear you should have to own
yourself mistaken 7"’

‘“You put my character in a very ugly
light, Miss Essilment,” said Anthony,
rather sternly, ‘‘but I am willing to ac-
knowleage that past events justify you.
I will even acknowledge that I know
what it is to be tempted to wish myself
right at any cost ; but that you have
shown me the danger, I will do my best
to fight the temptation. Yes; God
knows, with my utmost heart I de hope
and trust thet Bertie is better than I
took him for "

““I believe you do,” said Beatrice soft-
ly. Then, with p livelier manner—'‘But
what will sstisfy you? Bertie's word of
honor " ;

‘‘Yes,” he answered in a gloomy tone.
“I suppose so. I should have me
right to doubt it. But he won't give it
to me.”

“No ; you asked it in a wrong way.
But suppose he had given it to me 7"
““T'o you !"—Authony locked at her in
amazement.

“Yes, to me. I did what perhaps was
a little rash,” said Beatrice, trying not
to meet his eyes ; “‘but I did not know
what else to do. Morven did not wish
me to ocorresposd with Bertie, and I
allowed him to think that I weuld not
do so. But Lilias was ill and anxious.
I wrote to Bertie for an explanation ;
and I wrote to Morven too—telling him
what I have done and why— for natu-
rally I could not do;what he disapprov-
od without letting him know jt—"
““And Bertie replied "'«

‘‘Bertie repliod in the most satisfac-
tory way imaginable.”

Anthony still stood looking at her, as
if he did know how to believe his ears.
‘“‘How did he satisfy you 7"’ he asked.

““To begin with, he said that he still
considered himself engaged to Lilias,
and that his love fur her was as great as
ever. The stories about his possible
warriage with Mrs Drummond were
pure fabrications or mistakes which he
had not taken the trouble to contradict.
His long eonyersativns with Mrs Drum-

had never )all

#GRd he tell you what
m "

: xg'nn you satified
1) ¢

: : you are not wesk, " Nows| -
have come Hate saddenlv, Withaut watn{b0E°s weak. man would reslly Yegret

) ého‘

tiinw

ly and slowly, “cin you tell me whe
that business is 7"

¢ 1 am afraid I chenot at preséut, You
will know—all the world will know—in
ashorttime”

“‘You are absolutely eatiflied I /'

1+ #¢Ap satisfied at you said you would be
if you had Bertie's word for what he has
done. ” %
‘“Ah, you.” Anthony moved restioss-
ly on his seat. “‘If I heard the words—
if I knew thére wis no possibility of
shuffling out of thew | Miss Ewsilmoant,
you are braver and more reasonable than'
most women. Now tell me—you are
not trying to patech wp' a quarrel, are
you ! from the ordinary, womanly, pesce-
making motives. For, I tell you, they
won't do here. If Iam deluded—not
by you, I don’t mean by you, I mean by
by Bertie—into thiaking him a nght-
minded, honorable man when ke is not,
after all that has passed between us, I
should——, Never mind what I sheuld
do: let us deal with the question new.
Throw away your wish for & reconcillia-
tion and your hope eof seeing Lady Liliss
his wife, and tell me straight out, on
your sscred word, by all that you hold
dear, that there is mot possibility of
doubt, that if the letter you speak of
were made public it would clear him
even in the oyes of women like old Miss
Dewar and men like Cameron ; or else—
don’t speak at all.”

He had risen and stood before her,
holding out his hands as if i, sypplics-
‘cition. Moved by a sudden impulse,
she rose too, and looked him full in the
face as she replied.

“On my sacred fword,” she said, ‘‘and
by all I huld dear and true and holy, I
fully believe that no doubt is possible,
unless Bertie Bouglas has told & down-
right lis. We don't believe that he
would do that, do we? I am quita sure
that the explanation he gives will clear
him of suspicion in everybody's eyes—
not only in reasonable eyes, but in Miss
Dewar's eyes, and Mr Cameron’s eyes,
and even, Mr Lockhart, in your own.”
Then, as if to poften the severity of her
words, she placed her hand in his. He
looked hard at her, wrung ber hand,thea
turned away and seated himeelf once
more—baut this time with his elbows on
his knees and his face between his hands.
‘“Then I've been an accursed fool,” she
heard him mutter. But for some mo-
ments he said nothing more.

_“Mr. Lockhart,” said Beatrice, finding
the silence painful, ‘‘Bertie will forget
the matter sooner than you will.”

“In it any eomfort to me that Bertie ia
generous " he asked, without looking
wp.

I think it ought to be. You were un-
happy, I believe, when you thought that
he had scted ungenerously.”

He lifted his head.

‘‘What deptha of baseness you show me
in my own nature !” hemid. “ltisa
comfort—yes, it is—to think that Bertie
is gemerous emough to forgive me some
day for all I have said and done. Bat it
is not & comfort to know that 1 needed
his forgiveness.”

‘‘Still—you are convinced ?”’
‘‘Convinced that I have been a dolt
and an idiot? Oh, yes.”

“I did not mean that,” said Beatrice,
half reproachfully. ‘‘You believe Ber-
tie's word—that is what I meant.”
“Yes,” said Anthony, with a sigh—
which sounded, nevertheless, somewhat
reluctant. ‘I believe his word—or, per-
haps, I should rather say, I believe
yours. Have you seen him since you
came back 7’

“Yes. I saw him yesterday after-
neon.”

“And he satisfied you i’ —casting a
keen glanee at her face.

*“Mr. Lockhart, you are not fair. Cer-
tainly he satisfied me. How else could I
ask you to be satisfied 1"

‘1 beg your pardon,” said Anthony,
somewhat out of countenance. ‘I am
afraid I have got into the habit of doubt.
ing—of being suspicions——"

“‘Yes, I aw afraid you have,” rem:rk-
ed Beatrice uncompromisingly. “‘I have
brought back your journal, Mr. Lock-
hart. If you read it again with a less
prejudiced mind, you will see that Ber-
tie's conduct throughout was that of a
man who kméw what he was doing. He
warned you himself against your dis-
trustful nature.”

Anthony sat silent, accepting the re-
proach without & word. Presently, how-
ever, he said :

““Does he—-Bertie—did he speak of
me "'

“Yes. He is quite ready to forget——
‘Oh, that {s rubbish,” broke out An-
thony roughly. “I beg your pardor,
Miss Essilmont, but T said things that

mond aud his going to Glasgow with her

can't be forgotten. T shall never look

same thing—matters | him in the face again,

here and become & fiond-and-o-n
bor.”

p new, and if it‘goss on—"
“It 4t goes on you w

“Nover ! \What do youuiban '";&
e _atiheg Ipf iside ;. he no

:‘:‘hd s mﬂrm.mu the
ungloved right hand which she had rest-
od on the wall. Are you not engaged to
Lord Morven 1’ . .
“‘Not that,” she answered. But it
ocost her s tremendous effurt to make the
anawer ; an effurt which sent the blood’
racing in terrents to her meck, chin and
brow. )
~ “‘You are free 7" said Anthony after a
long pause.

"' His ‘voice haa altered; the jarring
tones had gone out of it and left it deep
and soft, She bowed her head but could
cot speek 8 word. *‘Then, ” he went
onin the same deep tone, ‘I sm at
any rate at liberty te say to you what
1 thought I should live and die without
saying. I never loved & woman until I saw
you . Laball never love anothr. I don't
expect you to answer me—I have no
hope, I never had; bat I must tell you
this. Once and for all I must sy to
you thas 1--love you, Beatrize. "

She was silent. Her hands locked
themeelves before in her lap. She did
net want him to see that they were trem-
bling. When she was able to command
her voice she meant to answer him, but
she could mot speak juet then. She was
not silent from any desire to protract his
period of suspense. Beatrice’s mind rose
far above desire of feeble triumphs of
that sort. 8o he went on.

*‘I never thought it fair that & men
should be forhidden to tell s woman that
he loved—as long as she was not promis-
od to anybody elee--however much ke
might be below her——"

But here she found voice.
not below anybody, ™ she said.

*‘Bless you for sying so !" he exclaim-
od 'mu’. S -"h‘ have kmown
that you would despise social conven-
tione—thet you would judge s 'man rath-
er by his aims and aspirations, than by
his position or his rent roll ! Tam worthy
of you so far. T ecare for the things you
care for the most. In other things I
know I sm far beneath your notice.”
Beatrice had recoversd something of her
neual self-possesion by this time. A
faint smile came to her lip, *

“In what way are you béneath my
notice 1" she asked quietly.

Anthony started and lookee at her.
It was not the response that he had ex-
pected.

“‘I have told you something of my his-
tory. Have my antecedents wmade me
a fit companion for you } I bave known
paverty snd disgrace. I have been in
prison. I have been a vagrant, a tramp
and & jail-bird—"

““And having -been ali thet,” .inter-
- Beatrice, with shining eyes. I
honok you the more for what you are
now, and for what you will be hereaf.
ter,”

Authony drew a leng breath. He
stood before her as one stupefied.

“You think 801" he said at last, in »
strangely stified unnatural voice. “‘You
know all this—and yet—"'

“‘And yet,” said Beatrice softly, “I
think you worthy of all respect—all hon-
or—all—"(her she elevated and dropped
har voice still lower)-—‘‘all love’’ she end-
e of last.

“‘All love, Beatrice ”” he said, com-
ing nearer, but yet not daring to believe
what her words implied. ‘Do you
mean that you could love me—in spite of
all I have done and left undene "

‘“In spite of  all,” she answered. He
made a sudden gesture as if to clasp her
in his arms, but she drew back and lift-
ed her hand as if to bid him wait.
“Listen first,” she said. ‘‘I have
something else to tell you. I am free,
aa [ said free to tell you that I love you,
bat not free to say I will ever marry
you. I have seut back my ring to Lord
Morven ; I have brokem off my engage-
ment te him, and he has set me free.
Understand me—-I will never be his
wife. But unless—until—he consents—
and I cannot tell that until I have seen
and spoken with him—I will not be the
wife of any other man.”

“You deceived me !" crled Anthony.
“You said that you were free.”

She rose from her seat and looked at
him with a pride which was only equalled
by his own,

“And I am free 7" ‘‘Is not my heart
free? Have I not thrown off the ycke
that forbade me to say to myself, or to
you that I love you ? I can say it to him
too. What other freedom do I desire !
1f oneis free to love, that is all that one
need ask.” :

“I want more,” said Anthony.
to make you my wife,”

The two regarded each other in silence
for « moment. His brow was atern, hie
eye glinted below 1t like fire beneath a

rock. Beatrice’s face was pale and ai-
most stubborn ; but even as she lockeq
it noftened ; & new light came into hey

*“You are

I want

ganwey. I

Because— this | eyes, an exquisite smile trembled upon
on, 1atd- hus- | Glenbervie busineas—there's no hushing | her lips. She held out her band to him,

ling'y.

will do w

4
ment or two visible enough. When the
little shock had passed -off; howsver;
nobody could have been miore urbane,

Hiore charmed “ti see et 0iod ageiti in

her ojd;hume, mote compleio yot
more 'ditcréet.  He met het in the hall,
as if the Towers belonged to hisi rether
that to Lord Moerven, e welcomed her
with evet = alight air of patronage. For
the moment Beatrice wondered whether
he knew that she had broken off her en-
gagement with her cousin. She was a
pugr dependent : she was wo longer the
future Countess. Possibly Dr Airlie
intended her to feel the difference,
Whetler by aceident or by design, the
events of her firet day's sojam at the
Towers brought this hitherte disvegarded
fact forcibly to Beatrice’s mind. The
servants were too strongly attached to
ker personally for her change of position
to make much difference witia them ; but
even they had assumed a rather resentfal
air, w much as $o-any-that: they folt
slighted by her slight to their master.
It should be understood that the secret
of Beatrice's engagement had long been
a very open one, and that although she
had desired that it should mot be made
kpown, few persous could live in the
house for a week and not become well
aware of it. Mrs Elton was called the
mistress of the household ; but practical.
ly Beatrice was at the head. -
Was it possible then that Morven had
written to Dr Airlie, sud that Dr Airlie
meant to show her by his own bebavior
and that of the servants in Morven's em-
ploy bow much her positionr had been
changed ! The thought flsshed through
Beutrice’s mind and was gome in & mo-
ment ; but it recurred agan snd yet
“; 3 pardon, ma'am,” said the
housekueper, in the first hour of ‘her ar-

rival. "I'hnon?tl.‘lln‘m
mdyhr&u. If I hed known thet you
were eomi{ng——"

“Oh, my roem will do," said Bestrice.
“The room near Lady Lilias': there is
no need to get another y.”

The housrkeeper i and Jooked
embarrassed. *'Your old reom,ma'sm,”
ssid said, ‘“bas been diementied —dering
the lnt,h”- dags—in accordance with

l! orders. " a
‘Dismantled | My room I'" exclaim-
ed Bestrice. It was & room ‘which ske
had oocupied for the last twelve years
and more.” What wasthe meaning of
this ohange ! *‘Orders from whom 7" she
asked hurdly keeping the surprise out of
her voloe.

“From my Lord, mu'am—as I under-
stand. It was Dr Airlie that gave me
the order after receiving » letter from
his lordship,” Then observiug the still
startling lnok upon Beatrice's face, the
womean added in a rather ic toge
—'“We have standing orders to obey Dr
Airlie, ma'am, in his lordship's absence
and yours.” -

y,” said Beatrice, recovering
herself, nd_lrhu in quite ber wont-
ed tone. “‘The room that you bave pre-
pared will do for me very well, Ellis.

She thought at first of questioning Dr
Airlie on the subject, bus decided to let
tho matter drap. m.i' no need to
expose herself to rebu ‘ﬁu yot—to
be turned out of her did room "—sure-
ly there must be some mristake. -

The servants were certainly less stten-
tive than usual, She counld rot get what
she wanted without diffieulty. - Peshape
they were all dwzn ized—demoralised
—by the absence of this family. Miss
Essilmont was displeased by the state of
thing=, but , with odd
thiil. that she had no Im.’;right
to interfere. ‘It is plain that 1 cannot
lh{ here,” she said to herselt. ‘T am
only an interloper—an upstart,as I heard
myself called when I was ten years old—
a poor relation. I must go and earn my
own bread somewhere—be a teacher in
a schoel, or a governess, or & housemaid.
Ican work as well as other people, I
sup| And ehe thouglit of Anthony
Lockhart. But she never thought of the
chance that she might becume Anthény
Lockhart's wife. She had as yet no rea-
son o believe that he fur_hee.

In the course of the afterncon
arrival took place early in the

she saw Bertie Douglas. Hor

view with him made her auxious to ques-
tion Dr Airlie on the subject of his letter
to Liliu.b About five o’olo;ik' in the
evening she sent a m to asking
him* to join her in t:.o‘lsnfy To this
message she got no avawer. Neither
did he make his appearance. When she
ssked for him again—after waiting for
half-an-hour—she was told that he had
gone out. Later in the evening he sent
her word, curtly enough, that he weuld
not be disengaged until next day, Bea-
trice was positively is-cava-
lier treatment, of which she had receiv-
ed 80 little in her life. She hardly knew
what to say ordo. She eu that
Dr Airlie wishied to avoid her; butin
this she was wrong.  He ounly wished to
show her that he was at her beck and call
no longer.

The dull warmth and pleasant quiet-
nese of the fellowing day tempted Bes-
trice out to one of her old haunts before
she had seen him. And there she met
with Anthony—an encounter which so
far dissipatod unpleasant thoughts that
she forgot ‘all about Dr Airlie for some
time. It was not, indeed, until the fol-
lowing day, whea her pulses had calmed
down a little, that she took any sctive
steps to bring abeut the conversation
which she meaut to hold with her form-
er tutor.

TO BE CONTINUED,
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