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HREE weeks! Do you really mean it iTTo me it ýhas been like three days or44TIless."*

Captain O'Hagan tiirned and looked
into littie Maggie Taverner's violet eyes. "I feel
as if I had always known you," hie ended softly.
She blushed.

"Staying in the, samne house, eâpecially here in
Galway, where everything is SO lice and unconven-
ýtional, one seems to know people more quickly than
in Englanýd," the girl said quietly.

"And you-you have been so good to me," lie
said.

S"Good? How do you mean ?" and'she lauglief
a littie. "I have enjoyed it ail so muchi!"

But deep sliadow lay over the man's face. When
I say 'good,' I miean sweet and dear and cliarming 1"
he said; "so sweet that I-that I--don't know how
to tliank you for my peep at Paradise 1" She was
so close to himi; a strand of lier liair. had blown
across his lips; lier cool ?ink cheek was so temlpting,
and he lient and kissed it, ever s0 gently.

"Thank me? Why sliould you ?" she said at last.
"Because-of what 1 must say." lie rose from

the low seat in the tangled flower-decked garden as
lie spoke, aMi pressecl his thin brown hand across
his eyes. A sliadow Iay between themn-between
him and the little girl in the plain holland gown.
The tragedy of their little comedywas so old. Hie
was not free to woo-not free to liave won. And
lie knew that *he had won lier, and tlie grief was
exquisite.

.Oli for honesty, for bravery, for strengtli tliat
nmoment! IJust in that last fortnight, staying at lis
cousin Mrs. Murphy's house among the hlis of
Galway, O'Hagan lad met Maggie-tlie only woman
lie 'had ever Ioved.

And lie had been engaged for years. What was
'the good of waiting? Tliere were but a couple of
hours, even less, in which to confess all. Hie turned
to lier, aud his face was white. "We have been
suchl friends, Meg," lie began lamely.

"Oli, Yes " Shie liooked away, as she spoke,
across the violet and purpie hifls.

"That it is. nerhan.-l rr4n, ,,,,-

it !" He turned lis face to hers, witli the lines of
sufferihg in it. "I have been engaged to be married
for years," lie said in, a flat, toneless voice. "Ever
since 1 joined my regiinent. It is to Lady Derwent;
she is a cousin, a widow, Mrs. Murphy's sister. She
is coming down liere-to-day." The words came
hialtingly tlirough lis dry lips. "I neyer cared for
lier, flot in that way; she is a rattiing good sort, and
ail] tliat-but we were neyer really loyers. Slie lias
plenty of money-bnt slie was lonely. She is like
a sister to me." lie turned to the slirinking girl
beside him with passionate appeal. "She didn't
really care-she doesn't now, I know! Wben lier
liusband died, she turned to me for comfort; she
wanted sympatly-and gradually we slipped into an
engagement I Oh, can you ever forgive me?

Maggie sat so mutely looking at him. Ail tlie
colour in lier srnali, pretty face lad died away.

"I have-nothing to forgive," she stammereil.
'Nothing? Oh, my love, my dear-!" lie began.
She turned lier burning eyes upon lis face. 'Be

sulent!1 How dare yýou? Wliat arn I to you-"'
lie covered his face with lis lands. Neyer,

througli ah lis îf e, would lie forget the bitterness,
the agony of that hour. lie cauglit her cold liands,
kissing tliem again and again, and she feit a lot tear
fali on 'tlem. ,It was too mudi 'for hier bursting
heart.

"Oh, wly'did you flot tell me ?" she sobbed.
in a moment she was in lis arms.

N EITHER of tliem, iost to the world as they were,heard a step; but Cecilia Derwent, disdainin'
the outside car that liad been sent to meet her, hag
walked up from the station. She had taken the gar-
den path, througli the shrubbery to the house;'and,
as she passed the dahlia bed, hidden as the path was
from the garden seat, she saw and leard-all.

For a moment she stood, fixed to the spot.
Wlat was this?
lier fiance, Timothy O'Hagan, with a littie

strange girl in a liolland frock, clasped tightly in lis
arms 1 If she had tnot wislied to pass unheeded, Lady
Derwent would have given one of lier long, low
whistles at the sight-but as it was, her lig4t steps
quickened, and she lurried on. A briglit, happy
liglit was in lier soft eyes.

Hurrah! liere was exactly what would heip lier!1
She lhad never cared for d'Hagan as a wif e should,
but the engagement had been a long one, and sIchd gro wn .so used to it that she scarcely ever

togtabout it at aIl. Scarcely ever-until thatsumnier. Something had liappened, however-the
yongwidow lad met~ and fallen in love witli a cer-

)w

was ail over, as far as liappiness was concerned. She
would keep lier secret, guard it at ail costs. Down
hier paie face the tears ran unlieeded, until she scold-
ed herseif for crying for another woman's lover. So
that it was witl a quiet, composed little face that she
went down, presentiy, to the others.

The dinner table was gay with pink and white
liles, ferns and leaves. Far away, through the open
windows, the gentie hlue of the his merged into
the fainter bIne, of the sky. Now and then an owl
'.hooted from the elms, or a bat fiitted silently from
the eaves.

Captain O'Hagan was white and iii at ease,
thoughlihe neyer seemed to stop talking. Cecilia
Derwent talked, too-sle always did-and hier loud
gay laugli came fioating into Maggie's aching leart,
as she sat mute and still, listening to lier host's
platitudes.

"You wiil go to the tennis tournament to-mor-
row? Sopiy. is piaying, of course. She always
does." lie chattered on about a thousand things, but
she found she could take no heed. lier eyes were
dutifully on lis face, but lier ears were alert for the
other end of the table. "Men. are sdecl flirts, my
dear," Mrs. Murphy wag' saying; "they must have aregular library of love affairs to their credit.
Naughty things. But I suppose they put in a very
good time."

"I'm not so sure," Cecilia said; and Captain '-.
Hagan's sad eyes were -on lier face as she spoke.
"I'm not so certain they enjoy their flirtations-these
ardent flirts, I mean-as mucli as we do. Now, poor
Derwent was always so solemn about lis. Took
themn to leart, and aIl that, while I*-sie slirugged
lier slioulders-"I think very few men worth losi'ný
a day's liunting about, mucli less getting a grey hair.',

"You -have ton good a heart to really lead men
On, Cecil," said Mrs. Murphy, in lier vague way.

ccOh, well-"' Cecilia's soft eyes feul upon O'Hagan's ashen face, lie must have lis lesson, and
it were time to begin.

"Oh, well," she began lightly, "I would not be
coward or cruel enougli to take anyone in,. andi nake
a fool of tliem 1 Would you, Tim? I know you
wouldn't. 'rhere is no fun in that, Heaven knows!1
And the man wVho loves and rides away-will live to
do it again, doubtless; but will lie find any savour
in it ?1"

O'Hagani's eyes were on the clotli. lie did not
look at Maggie. Somiething within him bade him
not, But lie, fet: lie must say something.

"lie-ie may have some sort of excuse-" lie
began. "The feliow may lie very young, or very pas-
sionate, or easiiy led, or-or-"

"Anything, I grant you, except honourable.»
Lady Derwent's fine eyes shot a littie arrow into'

lis burninp, oni-.

in sudi belaviour,
- or die,' as my dad
trong, Tim, eh? The
suh liard and fast
gît."1
-ry for him, she did
and she saw that le
ýThere was a hli-


