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Resume: Lardy Marchmo()nt and hier grandniece, Les.
ley, are visiting tile former's nephew, Richard Skene, aiStrode,"ý his- Scottish home. Tbey withdraw from thE
,dinn-on after Lady Marchmont has pied with hier
nepbew to forgive an erring member of the family. Mr,Skene's lawyer, I)almahoy,. ventures to refer to this
injury ofma ny' er.bfr.TeofneAra
Skene, the son jof Richard's cousin, had refused years
before to, marry Lesley and the old lawyer advlses his
friend to alter his will. Mr. Skene tells of how Adrian
had won Mary Erskine, the girl whom he had loved,
and the emotion called up by this recital of past wrongs
proves too mucb for his failing strength. ,He falls to
the floor and dies of an attack of heart trouble. Lesley
Home, after hier uncle's death, dreads the prospect of
meeting Adrian again. Adrian arrives and is greeted
warmly. At the reading of the will it is found that the
praperty is left to him, on condition that he marries
Lesley. Otherwise the latter becomes owner of "Strode."
In the excitement following this announcement, Adrian's
wife appears. Lesley wishes Adrian to accept position
of manager of the Strode .estate. The latter accepts
and informs bis wife, Alys, a shallow and rather dis-
appointing young person, of his new position witb which
she is naturally delighted SÏnce Adrian bad not been
successful as. a London journalist.

T leIngth, by such efforts asA opily those who, have beenA ' ýtljough the mili can know,
he had gained a footing
which, though' precarious

enougli, allowed him at times
to write for ýometbing be-
yond'the day's wages. His
delicate, subtle prose and
verse, though little known to
the world, which likes the
colour laid on thic and

strang,, had gain .ed him some reputation in more
critical circles, w1hjle, as men do, he hfad made many
and diverse acquaintances up and down amid the
free lances of literature and art.,

At one of their easy friendly gatherings he had
cncauntered Alys D'Alleyne, and somehow h 'ad drift-
ed into a certain initimacy with her'and her family,
how he neyer exactly knew,. since their ways were
etnPhatically not lus ways and jarred ceaselessly
Witli bis fastidious nature and habits of thought.
A parcel of rasc<etty, headstrong, haîf-educated lads
and~ girls, ail eager to fight their way ta the stage
or the platf&rm; to 'publicity .and notOriety ait any
c0st, tbey had scrambled through life under the
nlomintal car'e of a somewhat, nondescript father, a
dabbier in àli thé backwaters of the theatrical world.
Anid*jh- noisy, heedless rout of brothers and sisters,
AIys, tiiuid, fragile, and shrinking, showed to
Adrian s~ fàncy 'like a lily among thorns." She
eeied~ 'aso 'the Cinderella of a household where

theré was hever -any mnny, nior apparently any
re&141à1 hicals, 'and yet food and drink of a sort
cOlbhaýd ait ail hours.

NIOW a sudden,' vivid picture of Halcyon Villa
aroseý before bim, anýl of thàt shaping hour which
had ail llne:4?ectedly decided bis destiny. How well

clear, spring sunlight was staring iii over some
wilted plants, w.hicb Alys sonletin:es remernbered to
water, and mercilessly revealing the threadbare
shabbiness of carpet and cushions, and the undis-
turbed film 'of dust whîch overspread every fiai
surface.

Tbough the siglit was not tunfamiiar, Adrian
lookcd round witb a shrug of distaste, whicb cbangyec
to a whimsical srnile as, amid the crowd of objects
-ornaments, their owners doubtless considered thew
-wbicb jostled each other on the mantelpiece, hiseycs feli on a bit of Devonshire pottery in wbichsome fading flowers were stuck. Cracked and spout-less, it bravely bore the iegend, "Adventures are tothe adventurous." Had the poor dlay pot taken itschances amid the brazen oa'nes, Adrian wondered,with a twitch of the lip, when the door opened, and,like a white, frightened mouise, Alys stole in. Clearlyshe had been crying, and, had dabbed her face moreplcntifully than skilfuily witb powder to hide ber
swelled eyelids and the bluish rings which circled
ber eyes.

Witbout grceting ber visitor, she paused andlooked round her tragically.
"It's too badi 1 wen promised me that she wouldsee tbings tidied up, but nobody ever does anytbing

in this house," she exclaimed.
"Except you," said Adrian, witb a smile, andthen, at sight of her face, he exclaimed, "Whiat is themnatter, my poor cbiid ?" Unconsciously bis, tone

was warmer than be knew.
Next instant the cboking sobs broke ont anew,and he was trying to comfort ber, as if she bad beenindced the cbild she seemed.
"Tell me wbat is the matter, and perhaps 1 couldbelp," he was repeating, when froîn under the beavyeyelids the grey eye -s met his, and Adrian Skenewould have been blind indeed if be bad not under-

stood.
To the girl, accustamed to the "haii-fellow"

familiarity of ber own set, Adrian, Skene, with bisinnate -cbivalry and bis touch of the '<grand manner,"inherited, perhaps, witb bis Irench blood, hadscemcd a prince-errant, a being froni another world.She bad taken no pains to bide her feelings, andto-day Adrian could not but sc what was made soplain. He bardlv beard bier sobbed-out tale of aninvitation mneant for ber, but wbich Rosalînd, as the
eldest, had appropriated.

«It was to ane of Mrs. flclville's 'at bornes,' and
Mr. Mountford, of the 'Imperial,' was to be there,
and 1 knc v 1 would have been asked to recite, andwbo knows what migbt have corne of it, for 1 canzrecite," faliîng tinconsciousiy intô a Pose ait once."I neyer get a chance, but I arn fit f or sometbing
better than to damn and to dust, and coax the trades-peopie, and do ail the~ tbings in the hanse that noother anc will do. But tbat's always the way; tbeywon't do it, and somiebody miust, and it's always me,
and now RosalUnd says she mnust bave bier chance
first, sa she's going to-nigbt, and it's not fair-
nobody thin-ks o>f me-nobady cares-" The broken
words were swept awav in a storm o0f fir

recollection of Alys's tearful raptures to blot ont
)the memlory of Captain D'Alleyne's paternal 1bless,

ings. -Thougb perfectly willing that .aniyone should
rýelieve bim of his very ligbtly-carried responsibilitie$s

t he had shown himself'astonisbingly well awareof
his prospective son-in-law's connections and possible
prospects, and had been most bappily indifferent to,Adrian's blunt statement that nothing was ta ,behoped for from that quarter.

No doubt, as Alys bad said, it was he wbo hatI
planned that littie coup yesterday, which made th'
young man's face burn again as be recalled it.

"Neyer let yourself be left behind in a corner,my girl. Better let these fine folks know ait once,there is a Mrs. Adrian Skcne, and then yau can look
after your interests; and tbat superfiue busband ofyours among them ail," Adrian could bear the' b.ig,rolling, husky voice saying.

But ail that was for the time forgotten in the,cleaving décision wbicb wals now forced upon bim.,Strong as was the caîl of the huils, of tbe aid life,of the aId memories, it bad not sufficed that morninta silence the voice of pride, or ta siacken the gripwbich, tbraugb years of disappointment, bis l.ife-ýwork bad laid upon beart and mind. But since thenbe had made a surprising discovrery-he had failed.ta make. Alys happy r Her sudden, sharp, outburst.of, weariness and dissatisfaction, ber last word$--words wbicb surely she would neyer bave used saveunder the utm ost pressure af desire-had awakeneda searcbing question. Was it not bis duty ta yieldto this passianate désire of bers, since he had doncand cauid do so pitifully littie ta case and brighten
life for ber?,

Once mare be was, passing tbrougb anc of Life'ssbaping bours, and, little tbougb he realised it, itwas Alys's littie slim bands wbich were mauldingbis dcstiny, ber cager désires wbicb wonld form andcolour bis future.
He gazed at the far-oif hilîs, wbere the pearlysbadows were deepening ta the "violet .of evening,as if ta rcad bis answer there. He, too, reali4ebaw many and bow varions were the "buts" arrayedagainst Lesley's *project, but, as the sbrewd lawyerbad conjectured, there was anc wbich no moreoccurred ta bum than it bad donc ta bis cousin. Heneyer dreamed of asking biniself whetber be couidlive side by side witb the new Lesley whom theyears bad devcloped andi not be visited by the aiddreamns in wbich,"little Lesley" had once long ugoplayed a part.

CHAPTER VI.
"Sa yau've got yaur awn way," said Lady Marcb-mont a few days later. "I wonder what Richard,poor man, wauild think if hie knew what a caach-and-four you bad driven tbrougb that xnisguided wiil,anti that Adrian was settied ait Strode again ?" witba dry laugh. "HIe sbould bave appainted athertrustees if bie wanted bis wisbes carried out.""On the cantrary, Sir Neil staod out for samte-one mare experienced-as if Adrian didn't knowcvery inch of Strode," said L esley rather stiffly."And if be doesn't, I do," she added. "'But, ofcourse, bath be and Lord Paîmant feel that theirtrusteesbup is rather a matter of forn3. In littiemore than a year 1 shuil be my own mistress."

"T wonder when you were anything else," drily."But 1 sbouild like to get at Adrian's view of it. -1can't think he'l aitogetber like being man 'wbere
lie ought to have been master."
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