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CHAPTER XLII.

NER LORD

It was not much
Elizabeth walked

room, bearing single-handed her own re-
Now that she was alone and
she began to realise how

sponsibilities,
undisturbed,
great they were.

little bed to think what she was doing—io
look bhack upon the past, and forward into
her head spun round.
When she could think no more, she slid
down upon her knees and prayed a fervent,
wordless prayer—rested her overweighted
soul on the pillars of the universe, which

the future—until

bore up the strange

she was but an 1nfinitesimal atom—and,

feeling that there w.
somewhere, and per

that she had touched her point of contact
with it only just now when she touched

her true love’s lips,
burdened with the
At the doora ¢
light and powerfu
rom her undergrour

us, low voice spoke in the hall and echoed
the stairs—the

u
Kingscote Yelvertor
unacconipanied by a
first visit to this vi
he knew very well,

moment was alone, and where, as he also
knew, the unchaperoned male had no busi-

ness to be. Evide

nounced a crisis that transcended all the
and

circumstances
every-day life.

He walked. upstairs to her sitting-room,

and rapped at the d
him to come in, for

beating in her throat, and she felt too suffo-
cated to speak ; she stumbled across to
door, and, opening it, looked at him dumbly,

with a face as whi

bent his emphatic eyes

Give them v«

0 act in this emergency. ; sort through half a volumn at le

her gown. He, for his part, neither spoke
to her nor kissed her ; his whole aspect in-
dicated strong emotion, but he was so por-
tentously grave, and almost stern, that her
heart, which had fluttered so wildly at the
sight of him, collapsed and sank. Taking
her hand gently, he shut the door, led her
across theroom to the hearthrug, and stood,
her embodied fate, before her. She was so
overwhelmed with fear of what he might be
going to say that she turned and hid her
face in her hands against the edge of the
mantelpiece, that she might brace lersglf to
bear it without showing him how stricken
she was.

* Well,” he said, after a little pause, i
have been having a great surprise, Eliza-
beth. I little thought what you were
etting me in for when you arranged that
interview with Mr. Brion. I never was so
utterly out of my rechoning as I havefound
myself to-day.” .

She did not speak, but waited in breath-
less anguish for the sentence that she fore-
boded was to be passed upon her—condemn-
ing her to keep that miserable money in
exchange for him.

“Iknow all about the great discovery
now,” e went on. *“I have read all the

apers. [ can testify that they are per-
ectly genuine. I have seen the marriage
register that that one was copied from—I
can verify all those dates, and names, and
places—there is not a flaw anywhere in Mr.
Brion’s case. You are really my cousins,
and you—you, Klizabeth—are the head of
the family now. There was no entail—it
was cut off before my uncle Patrick’s time,
and he died before” he made a will ; 80
everything is yours.” After a pause he
added, broken{v, “1 wish you joy, my
dear.

‘ashday.

hie weather is fine,
bright sunshine,
+1gs on the line—
1¢3 80 rapidly |

=

'‘ments hang outside—
L corners hide,
sewifely pride—
“cmost,” certainly.
15 thoughts command ;
ieck and band ;
hand
t immaculate.

md draws nigh;
lothespins fly !
be wet ordry—
neertainty,
i+sline is too frail—
+ muddy trail;
rain a wail
wtrophe.
y air
rment there!
ey erack and tear
cer tenderly?
11 housewives share,
rayer:
nay it dawn fair
vashing-day !”

I[STERS

: of clothes, of course.”
iinking of clothes. I
people will say. You
ihe extraordinary tales
I must consider Eliza-

eth,” he said. ‘¢ And
<v8 his communication,
I should like to have it
«l that the arrange-
made will be permitted
ed, and stood looking
with an air that
h the hopelesness of
= such a man as that.
hat to say,” she said.
‘v presently.”
:ttled now. Elizabeth
i desire, but I want her
major chuckled, and,
clverton laughed for a

I should be a hypocrite if I said I
was glad, but—but I wish you joy all the
same,”

She gave a short, dry sob, keeping her
face hidden ; evidently, even to him, she
was not having much joy in her good for-
tune just now. He moved closer to her,
and laid his hand on her shoulder.

““I have come to fetch you,” he said, in a
low, grave tone, that was still unsteady.
““ Mrs. Duff-Scott wanted to come herself,
but I asked her to let me come alone,
because I have something to say to you that
is only between ourselves.”

Then her nervous terrors found voice.
““Oh, tell me what it is !” she cried, trembl-
ing like a leaf. *“ Don’t keep me in sus-
pense. If you have anything cruel to say,
say it quickly.”

““ Anything cruel ?’ he repeated. ‘I
don’t think you are really afraid of that—
from me. No, I haven’t anything cruel to
say—only a simple question'to ask—which
you will have to answer me honestly,
Elizabeth.”

She waited in silence, and he went on.
“ Didn’t you tell me”—emphasising each
word heavily—* that you had been induced
by something outside yourself to- decide in
my favor ?”

‘“ Not altogether ind
““ helped perhaps.”

‘“Helped, then—influenced
considerations !”

‘“ Yes,” she assented, with heroic truth-
fulness.

‘“ You were alluding to this discovery, of
course t”

7Y e,

‘“ And you have consented to marry me
in order that I may not be deprived of my
She did not speak immediately,

itting silens before his
‘I want you and every-
that whatever is to be
wife and sisters, Mr.

' said Mr. Brion. “I
it. At the same time
t it might be wiser not
80 much.,”
v, who had been laugh-
ier handkerchief, and
who had come round
anging over her, sud-
discussion. *“ Oh, let
them !” she exclaimed
i-lerment of the unin-
juite sure that some
wbout to be attached
'm which her lover was
‘“Do let them be
lear Mrs. Duff-Scott, if
s it.  Elizabeth knows
I know, too—so does
ur permission now, as
irion goes on—how can
ug against it if you
all settled now—abso-
ts no one can undo it property %’
urned and- looked at : trom purely physical incapacity, and he
& peculiar light and | went on with a hardening voice. ~ ‘T will
vve that the little man, 1 ot be married on those grounds, Elizabeth.
', determined at once to { You must have known that I would not.”
r.  ‘““Look here,” he, For a moment she stood with her 1ace
vy, but with no sign of ; hidden, struggling with a rising tide of tears
he head of the house, ! that, when these terrible words were speken,
has any authority ; would not be kept in check ; then she lifted
here, it is I For.  her head and flung out her arms, and clasped
dear”—to his  wife ' him around his great shoulders. (It is not,
he table—‘if I seem to [ I own, what a heroine should have done,
myself, but it appears | whose duty was to carry a difficulty of this
ast, but I
have every reason to am nevertheless convinced that iy real
uct, and Eliza- [ Elizabeth did it, though I was not there to
see—standing, as she did, within a few
inches of her lover, and with nothing to
hope she will do what- prevent their coming to a reasonoble under.*
ierself, and that what standing.) ¢ Oh,” she cried, between her
1 make us so.” { long-drawn sobs, ‘“ don’t cast me off because
that anybody cares 'of thap horrid money ! I could not bear it
my consent or not,” now !” ) E
But she wiped away | ‘“What !” he rcspom_led, stooping .over
consoler and made an her and holding her to his breast, speaking
i1 and business-like. ' in a voice as shaken ag her own, “is it
have wasted enough really s0? Is it for love of me only, my
usqely.  ““ Go on, Mr. darling, my darling ?’—pouring his long
have dinner time here pent-up passion over her with a force that
seemed to carry her off her feet and make
the room spin round. ¢ Would you have
me if there was no property in the question,
simply because you feel, as I do, that we
could not do without each other? Then we
! will be married to morrow, Elizabeth, and
'all the world shall be welcomed to brand
me as a schemer and fortune-hunter if it
likes.”

She got her breath in a few seconds, and
recovered sufficient consciousness to grasp
the vanishing tail of those last words,

““A fortune-hunter! Oh, how preposter-
ous! A fortune-hunter |”

‘ Why more ?” she asked, apprehensively.

“Iam going to have some papers pre-
pared by Mr. Brion and themajor’s lawyers,

uced,” she protested ;

—by outside

is her own mistress in
may tell her from my

1

asked Mr. Brion, look-

i
who was very grave,

AND MASTER.

atter 3 o’clock when
slowly upstairs to her

She sat down on her

render your independence to-morrow.”
* I won’t sign anything,” said Elizabeth,

“Oh, won't you.
that.”

“ I know what it means,
Jne sign away your freedom to use that
money as your own—and I won’t do it.”

‘“We'll see,” he repeated, smiling with

little world in which

as a -strong foundation
haps even teeling dimly

herself a free agent she wa
taken.

‘“ My darling, I fear you will think
plans very prosaic. I think
going to Geelong—till to-morrow or next
day.” You see it is socold, and I don’t want
you tobe fagged with a long journey.
Mount Macedon would have been charm-
ing, but I could not get accommodation. At
Geelong, where we are both strangers, we
shall be practically to ourselves, and it is
better to make sure of a good hotel than of
romantic scenery, if you have to choose
between the two—for “the present, at any
rate—vulgar and sordid as that sentiment
may appear. W, i
afterwards. I have just got a telegram to
safv that, things will be ready for us. You
lett it to me, you know.”
“Iam only too happy to leave every-
g to you,” she said, at once. ‘“ And I
don’t care where we go—it will be the same
the everywhere,”

s very much mis-
she felt less intolerably
charge of herself.

juick rapping, at once
1, brought the servant
nd kitchen, and a sonor-

well-knewn voice of
1. Kingscote Yelverton,
nybody else—paying his
rgin retreat, where, as
his sweeetheart at this

ntly his presence an-

conventionalities of

oor. She could not tell
her heart seemed to be thin

which you will have to sign before you sur- |

“We'll see about |

You will make !

an air which said plainly that if she thought !

i ; “I think it will, Elizabeth—I think We Scott chatted, recallin
te as the white frills of shall be more independent of our circum- notable features of Geelong.

stances than most people. Still I am glad
to have made sure of a warm fire and a good
dinner for you at your journey’s end.  We
start at twenty minutes past four, I may
tell you, and we are to get home—home,
my dear, which will be wherever you and I
can be together, henceforth—at about half-
ast six. That will give you time to rest
efore dinner. And you will not be ver
tired, after such a Iitt{e Jjourney, will you

*¢ Elizabeth, !” called a voice from the cor-
ridor above their heads, ‘‘ send Mr. Yelver-
ton away, and come upstairs at once.”

So Mr. Yelverton departed in his cab, to
pick up old Brion and await his bride at
the nearest church ; and he was presently
followed by the major in his brougham, and
a little later by Mrs. Duff-Scott’s capacious
open carriage, containing herself and the
three sisters, all in woollrn walking dresses
and furs.  And 'Elizabeth really was mar-
ried, still to her own great surprise.  She
stood in the cold and silent church, and
took Kingscote, her lover, to be her lawful
husband, and legally ratified that irrevoc-
able contract in the clearest handwriting,
He led her out into the windy road, when
it was over, and put her into the brougham
—the major taking her place in the other
carriage, and on their way back both bride
and bridegroom were very serious over their
exploit.

‘‘ You have the most wonderful trust in
me,” he said to her, holding her still un-
gloved hand, and slipping the wedding ring
round on her finger—‘‘the most amazing
trust.”

‘I have,” she assented, simply.*

““It rather frightens me,” he went on,
““to see you taking me so absolutely for
granted. Do you really think that f am
quite perfect, Klizabeth 7

‘“ No,” she replied, promptly.

““ Well, I am glad of that. For I am far
from it, I assure you.” Then he added,
after a pause, ‘““What are the faults you
have to find with me, then ?”

¢ None—none,” she responded fervently.
““Your faults are no faults to me, for they
are part of you. I don’t wantyou perfect—

only want you to be always as I know
you now.”

‘I think I am rather a tyrant,” he said,
begining to criticise himsilf freely, now
that she showed no disposition to do it,
““and perhaps I shall bully you if you allow
me too much latitude. I am too' fond of
driving straight at everything I want,
Elizabeth—I might drive over you, without
thinking, some day, if you give me my own
way always.”

“ You may drive over me, if you like,
and welcome,” she said, smiling,

When they reached Mrs. Duff-Scott’s
house, Patty and Eleanor, who had arrived
a few minutes eaflier, met their brotherand
sister, kissed them both, and took Elizabeth
upstairs, where they tenderly drew off her
furs and her bonnet, and waited upon her
with a reverential recognition of her new
and high estate. During their absence, Mr.
Yelverton, Mr. Brion and their host and
hostess stood round the drawing-room fire,
talking over a plan they had hatched bo.
tween them, prior to taking leave of the old
lawyer, who had to depart for his country |
home and business by an afternoon boat.
T'his plan provided for a temporary disposal
of that home and business at, an earlv date,
in order that Mr. Brion might accompany
the entire party—the major and his wife,
Mr. Yelverton and the three sisters—.
to Ingland as the legal adviser of the lat-
ter, it having been deemed expedient
to take these measures to facilitate the
conveyance and distribution of the great
Yelverton property. The old man was
delighted at the prospect of his trip, which
it was intended should be made both profit-
able and pleasant to him, avd at the cer-
tainty of being identified for some time
longer with the welfare of his young friends,
Mrs. Duff-Scott was also ardent in her
anticipation of seeing Elizabeth installed at
Yelverton, of investigating the philanthropic
enterprises of Elizabeth’s husband, and
of keeping, during the most critical aud
most interesting period of their career, the
two unappropriated heiresses under her
wing. The major was pleased to join this
family party, and looked forward with some
avidity to'the enjoyment of certain London
experiences that he had missed from his
cup of blessings of late years.

“ And the dear girls will not be separ-

| cerned.

ternoon tea, as usual (only earlier than
usual), in the familiar precious teacups, out
of the familiar Queen Anne teapot. There
was an every-day homeliness about this
quiet hour, and yet it seemed that years
had come and gone since yesterday. {’res-
ently Mr. Yelverton’s watch-case was heard
to shut with a sharp click, and the bride
turned her head quickly and looked at him,
He nodded. And as she rose from her low
chair, holding out her hand to the faithful
Patty, the wheels of the brougham crunched
over the gravel in front of the windows. It
was time to go.

And in ten minutes more they were gone.
Like that monarch who went into his own
kingdom and shut the door, Elizabeth went,
into hers—to assume the crown and sceptre
of a sovereignty than which no woman can
boast a greater, let her be who she may —
passing wholly into her strong husband’s
keeping without one shadow o regret or
mistrust left in her heart, either for herself
or him. They were driven to Spencer street,
where, while they waited a few minutes for
their train, people who knew them stared
at them, recognizing the situation. They
paced up and down the platform, side by
side, she in her modest cloth dress and
furs ; and, far from avoiding observation,
they rather courted it unconsciously, in a
quiet way. They were so proud of belong-
ing to each other, and from the enclosure of
their own kingdom the outside world seemed
such an emormous distance off, They went
to Geelong in a saloon car full of people—
what did it matter to them ?—and at the
seaside station found a carriage waiting for
them. And by half-past 6, as her husband
said, Elizabeth reached home. There was
a bright and cosy sitting-room, with a table
prettily set for their tete-a-tete dinner,
and a bright fire (of wood and not coal—a,
real bush fire) cracking on the hearth. In
an inner room there was a fire too ; and
here, when her portmanteau had been un-
strapped, and while Kingscote was consult-

ing with the landlord, she hastily threw off

her wraps and travelling dress, twisted up
her fine hair afresh, put on that delicate
gown that she had worn yesterday morning
—could it possibly, she asked herself, have
been only ‘yesterday morning *—and made
herself as fair to look upon as she knew
how. And, when she opened the door
softly, trembling with excitement and
happiness, he was waiting for her, standing
on the hearthrug, with his back to the fire
—looking at her as he had looked that day,
not so very long ago, when they were in
the cave together, he on one side of the
gulf and she on the other. He held out his
arms again, and this time she sprang into
them, and lifted her own to clasp his neck.
And so they stood, without moving or
speaking—*“ resting before dinner”—until
the waiter, heralding his approach by a
discreet tap at the door, came in with the
soup-tureen.

‘““ No. Thatis another change.  Mrs,
Duff-Scott, has withdrawn her gracious
favor. She doesn’t want him now. She
thinks she will make a pair of duchesses of
us when she gets us to London, don’t you
see ? Dear woman, I'm afraid she will be
grievously disappointed, so far as I am con-
No, ever since the day you went
away—which was the very day that Mr.
Westmoreland began to come back—she has
given him the cold shoulder. You know
what a cold shoulder it can be ! There is
not a man alive who could stand up against
it, except him. But he doesn’t care. He
can’t, or won’t, see that he is not wanted.
I suppose it doesn’t occur to him that he
can possibly be unwelcome anywhere. He
loafs about™ the house—he drops on us at
Alston and Brown’s—he turns up at the
theatre—at the exhibition—at Mullen’s—
everywhere. We can’t escape him. Nelly
likes it. - If a day passes without her seeing
him, she gets quite restless. Sheis like a
horrid schoolboy with a cockroach on a pin
—it is her great amusement in life to see
him kicking and struggling.”

*‘ Perhaps she really does care about him,
Patty.”

“ Not she. She is just having her re-
venge—heartless little monkey ! I believs
she will be a duchess, after all, with a
miserable old toothless creature for her
husband. Tt would be no more than she
deserves. Oh," Elizabeth !” suddenly chang-
ing her voice from sharps to flats—** how
beautiful you do look 1” Nelly may be a

ated, except for this little week or two,”
said the fairy godmother, wiping away a |
surreptitious tear. ¢ How happy that will
make them !” i
They entered the room as she spoke, |
clinging together ; and they sat down !
round the hearthrug, and were drawn into
the discussion. Yes, it did make them
happy, they said ; it was the sweetest and
brightest of plans and prospects.  Only
Patty, thinking of Elizabeth and Nelly
going and Paul Brion Brion left behind, felt
her heart torn in two,
The wedding breakfast was the mid-day
lunch, to which they were summoned by
the butler with his bridal favor in his
button-hole. The little party of seven,
when they went into the dining-room, found
that apartment decorated with flowers and
evergreens in a manner wonderful to behold,
considering the short notice that had been
given. The table was glorious with white
blossoms of every description, the orange
predominating and saturating the air with
1ts almost too strong fragrance ; and the
dishes and the wines would have done
honor to the bridal banquet of a princess.
lLiLtle did anyone care for dishes and
wines, except the host and hostess, who
would have been less than mortal had they
not felt interested therein ; and most of |
them were glad to get the meal over. Some !
i healths were drunk in the major'’s best dry |
{ champagne, and three little speeches were .
| delivered ; and then Mr. Brion respectfully i
be excused, said good-bye all

his Grandisonian bow, and de- ]

|

said Elizabeth (she could call i
‘“that we have missed him

““Tell Paul,”
him Paul now),
to-day.”

“1 will, my dear, I will,” said the old
'man. And when he delivered that message
half-an-hour later, he was hurt to see in
what a bad spirit it was received. I
daresay !” was Paul’s cynical comment. {
|  When Mr. Brion was gone, the little
family returned to the drawing-room, and

i und the bright fire, and behaved
themselves as if nothing had happened. |
Elizabeth spread out her hands to the |
| warmth, and gazed at her thick wedding
ring meditatively ; and the girls who hun
about her gazed "at it also with fuscinateg
eyes. Mr. Yelverton sat a little apart, and
watched his wife furtively. Mrs. Duff-
the topography and
hey had af-

! listening to he

duchess, and so might I, and neither of us
would ever beat you for presence. I heard
Mrs. Duff-Scott™ the other day congratu-
lating herself that the prettiest of her threo
daughters were still left to dispose of. I
don’t believe we are the prettiest, but, if we
are, what is mere prettiness compared with
having a head set on like yours and a figure
like a Greek statue ?”

There was a sound at this moment in the
adjoining room, on hearing which Patt
abruptly departed ; and the bride stood
r lord’s footsteps, and still
looking at herself in the glass. He entered
her room, and she did not, turn or raise her
eyes, but a soft smile spread over her face
as if a sun had risen and covered her with
sudden light and warmth. She tried to see
if the waist of her gown was wrinkled, or
the set of it awry, but it was no use. When
he came close to her and stooped to kiss
her white neck, she lost all recollection of
details.

““ You want,” he said, about ten minutes
afterwards, when he had himself turned her
round and round, and fingered the thick
brocade and the lace critically, “‘you want
diamonds with such a stately dress.”

‘“On, no,” she said ; I won’t have any

iamonds

““ You won’t, did you say ?
guage to me, Elizabeth 3”

*‘ The diamonds shall go in beer and
tobacco, Kingscote,

‘“ My dear, they can’t,”

‘““ Why not ?”

‘“ Because the Ye
heirlooms. ”

““Oh, dear me!
diamonds too ?”

‘“ There are, I grieve to say. They have
been laid up under lock and key for about
forty years, and they must be very old-
fashioned. = But the
fine, and they are yours for the present, and
as you can’t make an
as well fulfil their p
mental. You must
you know, when you

They did not go down until the carriages
hadybegun to arrive, ‘and then they
descended the wide stairs dawdlingly, she
leaning on him, with her two white-gloved
hands clasped round his coat; sleeve, and he
bending his tall head towards her—talking
still of their owna ffairs,and quite indifferent
to the seusation they were about to make.
When they entered the dim-coloured draw-

This lan-

Iverton diamonds are

Are there Yelverton

urpose of being orna-
wear them by-and-by,
go to Court.”

Y | How can you do it at

Y are considered rather |

Y use of them they may f.

i

ing-room, which was suffused with a low
murmur of conversation, and by the mild
radiance of many wax candles and colored
lamps, Elizabeth was made to understand
by hostess and guests the exceptional posi-
tion of Mrs, Yelverton, of Yelverion, and
wherein and how enormously it differed
from that of Elizabeth King. ~ But she was
Dot 50 much taken up with her own state
and circumstance ag to forget those two
who had been her charge for 5o many years.
She searched for Nellie first, And Nellie

was in the music-room, sittin at
the  piano, and looking da.zjingly
fair under the gas light in the white dress

worn at the club ball, and

that she had
with dark red roses at her throat and in her
yellow hair. She was playing Schubert’s A
Minor Sonata ravishingly—for the benefit of
Mr. Smith, apparently, who sat, the reci-
pient of smiles and whispers, beside her,
rapt in ecstasies of appreciation ; and she
was taking not the slightest notice of Mr.
\\’estmorelaud, who, leaning over the other
end of the piano on his folded arms, was
openly sighing his soul into his lady’s face.
Then Elizabeth looked for Patty. And
Patty she found on the settee within the
alcove at the opposite end of the big room—
also in her white ball dress, and also look-
ing charming—cnguged in what appeared to
be an interesting and animated dialogue
with the voluble Mrs. Aarons.

The young matronsighed as she contrasted.
herown blessed lot with theirs—with Nelly’s,
ignorant of what love was, and with Patty’s,
knowing it, and yet having no comfort in
the knowing. She did not know which to
pity most.

CHAPTER XLVI.
PATPY CHOOSES HER CAREER,

The dinner party on Christmas Eve was
the first of a series of brilliant festivities.

One afternoon, while Mrs, Dufl-Scott and
Eleanor paid calls, Elizabeth and Patty
went for the last time to Myrtle street to
pack up the bureau and’ some of their
smaller household effects in preparation for
the men who were to clear the rooms on the
morrow. Mr. Yelverton accompanied them,
and lingered in the small sitting-room for
a while, ‘helping here and there, or
pretending to do so. For his entertaim-
ment they boiled the kettle and set out the
cheap cups and saucers, and they had
afternoon tea together, and Patty played
the Moonlight Sonata ; and then i)lizubelh
bade her husband go and amuse himself at
his club and come back to them in an hour’s
time. He went accordingly, and the two
sisters pinned up their skirts and tucked up
their sleeves and tked wit great dili-
gence when he wa longer t icre to dis-
tract them. They worked so well that at
the end of an hour they had nothing left to
do, except a Jittle sorting of house linen and
books. - Elizabeth undertaking this business,
Patty pulled down her sleeves and walked
to the window ; and she stood there for a
little while, leaning her arm on the frame
and her head on her arm.

‘*‘ Paul Brion is at home, Elizabeth,” ghe
said, presently.

““ Is he, dear ?” responded the elder sis-
ter, who had begun to think (because her
husband thought it) that it was a pity Paul
Brion, being so hopelessly cantankerous,
should be allowed to bother them any more.

‘“ Yes. And, Elizabeth, I hope you won’t
mind—it is very improper, I know—but I
shall go and see him. It is my last chance.*
I will go and say good-bye to Mrs. M‘In-
tyre, and then I will run up to his room
and speak to him—just for one minute. I§
is my last chance,” she repeated ; ““I shall
never have another.”

‘* But, my darling—”

““Oh, don’t be afraid”—drawing herself
up haughtily—¢ I am not going to be quite
a fool. I shall not throw myself into his
arms. I am simply going to apologize for
cutting him on Cup Day. I am simpl,
going to set myself 1ight with him before {
8o away—for his father's sake.”

“It is a risky experiment,
whichever way you look at it.
had better write.”

“No. I have no faith in writi
cannot make a letter say what you mean.
And he will not come to us—he will not
share his father’s friendship for Kingscote—
he was not at home when you and Kings-
cote called on him—he was not even at Mrs.
Aarons’ on Friday. There is no way to get
at him but to go and see him now. I hear
him in his room, and heis alone. I will not
trouble him long—1I will let him see that I
can do without him quite as well as he can
do without me—but { must and will explain
the horrible mistake that I know he has
fallen into about me, before Ilose the chance
for the rest of my life.”

‘“‘ My dear, how can you?! How can you
tell him your true reason for cutting him 2
all, without implying
more than you would like to imply ? ~ You
had better leave it, Patty. Or let me go
for you, my darling.”

But Patty insisted upon going herself,
conscientiously assuring her sister that she
would do it in ten minutes, without saying
anything improper about Mis. Aarons, and
without giving the young man the smallest
reason to Suppose that she cared for him
any more than she cared for his-father, or
was in the least degree desirous oOf being
cared for by him. And this was h she
did it. %

Paul was sitting at his table, with pa)eu
istrewn before him. He had been writing
since his mid-day breakfast, and was half

way through a brilliant article on ** Patron-
jage in the Railway Department,” when the
j sound of the piano next door, heard for the
first time after a long interval, scattered his
| political ideas and set him dreaming and
j meditating for the rest of the afternoon.
| He was leaning back in his chair, with. his
! pipe in mouth, his hands in his pockets, and
his legs stretched out rigidly under the
table, when he heard a tap at the door, He
! said *“Come in,” listlessly, expecting Betsy’s
familiar face ; and when, instead of an un-
| interesting housemaid, he saw the beautiful
form of his beloved standing on the thres-
hold, he was so stunned with astonishment
that at first he could not speak.

* Miss—Miss Yelverton !” he exclaimed,
flinging his pipe aside and struggling to his
eet,

my dear,
I think you

ng. You

“Ihope I am not
Patty, very stifily.

disturbing you,” said
““I have only come for
& moment—Dbecause we are going away, and
—and—and I had something to say to you
before we went. We have been so unfortu-
nate—my sister and brother-in-law were so
unfortunate—as to miss seeing you the
other day. I—we have come this afternoon
to do some packing, because we are givin,

up our old rooms, and I thought.— f

tigought—

(To be Continuea.)




