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\ He ‘here she - seemed to avoid cach other by tacit
i 1d i y athered to her breast where she
she still held in her hands the great!ga ) ) ¢ onsent. ‘
bouquet of roses—her favorite flow-|crooned —over it, calling him  her ©¢ |
er~—-\1vhich ha(i i)tL‘Il given her as baby, her little Michael, whom she
tal i
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“There is something T wish to

. I
she left the platiorm. She was re-had treated so badly, reproaching.

; . . thersel! ¢ showering soft kisses on
called to her surroundings by the t herself and hA" crmg reat]
i the wan face in the same breath.
“There is a telegram for yvou! “IHe is verv weak; vou must not
madam mi the table.” she said. txcite him,” a warning volce suid.
3 > > . . ] :
Denise picked it up ; it was address- » a}ul the calm, 'mcasurul tfmts \f\ ere
ed to “Mrs. Fielden,” which was like a rebufi. The old feeling of re-
Mrs. , . .
unusual., She was known to the straint and fear held her for a ino

voice of her maid, Fanchon.

London world and her friends as
“Mime., Elena.” She opened it
sharply. It was briel and to the
point,

“I think it right to let vou know
that the boy is seriously il

v Michael.”
Unconsclously  she  crushed  the
message i her  hand, and her

thoughts tlew to the Lincolnshire
village, where it had been written.
She saw again the ilat fen-land, the
long stretches ol cmpty wastes,
which she had grown to loathe, al-
most to fear; all the grayness and
barrenness which were so antagon-
istic to her gay, beauty-loving na-
ture. Then the scent of the roses
smote her sharply, she saw the lux-
ury of her own surroundings, the

T -
: . Denmehine  as ; 5 re- ‘‘He also nceds more comfort and
signs of taste and money every- sunshine, as vou did. T must ;

where, and, turning to the maid,
she cried:

“Bring ine an A B. C." and pack
a bag. I am going intu the coun.
try.”

o

‘‘Shall 1 attend, madam

“No.
shall be away. 1 will write.” Her
lipy twitched as she thought of the
fashionable French maid in the
bare manor house with old Hannah
for company.”

“I wonder il he is really very FHERY
she pondered, as she sat 1n the
train, 1 think AMichael would
scarcely have sent for me unless he
were. The meeting will be as .awk—
ward and uncomlortable for him as
for me. Poor little Michael—what

I don't know how long 1!
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‘mind vou that you have never:
%givun me reason to thinl.( you took;
lany particular interest in him. I'
was not at all certain that you
[would come now."” ;
| “Not come?" she exclaimed. Then '
'she remembered. ‘1 beg your par-,
‘don,” she said humbly; “you are,
guite rtight. It is I who am tog
blame—I1 who am wrong. But—:
but,’ her voice growing husky, “I[’
did not know he wanted me so:
badly. I was so young when I}
went away—I am not very old now |
—and I did not understand tnany |
things. Perhaps if you reasoned,
with te—if yvou had pointed out—""

“Do you think T wanted a cap-!
tive instead of a wife?” he said,
harshly. “I saw how vou [retted

a name to give a child! I wonder
what he is like now ? Ile was not;
a pretty or interesting child. l”re—E
member he was always crying.

There was no one to meet her
when she arrived, but that she did
not expect, though the \.'ﬂlage fly
had been sent to the station on thei
chance of her coming. ‘

Alter a drive of nearly an hour|
she recognized a familiar gatewa)’;L
she remembered the old coat—of—i
arms cut in the stonework, though
she could not see it now, with thei
motto, “I live! I die!” Yes, tl}at;
was all the Fieldens had been do%ng‘
for generations. It was a decaymgi
Tace, and they had not the energy,
or perhaps the power, to stop the
Tuwin that was creeping on them,
and the man who lived there now
had grown sour amnd bitter with his
balked life.

“Master is upstairs,” old Han-
nah said, distinctly, in reply to
Denise's greeting. *‘He hoped you
would excuse him coming down,
but the child is very restless to-
hight, and can’t well be left. If you
will please to sit down and take
something I will tell him you are

|
|

a4 room where a frugal meal was

i vears older and I took advantage

For six years the man and the
here.” And she opened the door ofl 0% Y

and pined like a caged creature; I
knew vou would wear vour life out
in a little if it went on.

“It was so dull—so dreary,” she,
murmured, ‘‘and nobody wanted
me, not even yvou, 1 think, after a
little while. I interrupted your
studies, I was restless and disturb-
ed your routine, so when my leg-|
acy came it seemed to open a way.
of—escapc. I thought it was better
for us to go our own road before
we learned to hate each other. T
had a gift—only one—but it would |
not let me rest until I had tried
what it was worth I ought not to
have married.”

“No doubt it was a mistake, hut
in justice I must say that that was
more my fault than yours. I was

of vour vouth and ignorance to
fasten a bond on vou of which you
did not understand the import. No
doubt vou knew vourself best. You
have the life that suits you; you
were free to go your own way."

“As you yours."

“As I mine.” Something in the
voice made Denise more uneasy.

child had lived here together ; her
husband, her child. For six years

laid,

“I don’t want anything, thar}k:[
you,” Denise said, hastily. *I wxll;
g0 up at once, if I may,” and })e-i
fore Hannah could raise any objec-
tion she was half way up the stairs,

She heard a murmur from thg
oak hedroom, where the head ol
the house was always born, and
where most of them had died, and
tapping lightly on the door, she
went in. No one had heard her,
and for an instant she stood as if
arrested on the threshold. What
a great room it was! And how
solitary those two figures looked
in jt! -

“I am sorry to trouble you,” the
man said, getting up as she moved.
“I am afraid vou have had a long,
tiring journey; but I thought you
ought to know."

“You did quite right,” she said,
thickly. What a pitiful little shrun-
ken form it was, looking almost
lost in the vast oak bedstead, of
which it was a tradition that each
successive Fielden should carve g
panel, so that it had almost seem-
ed to Denise a weird resting-place,
belonging to the dead rather than

| she had nearly forgotten them both;
not quite, though she had tried to
do so. The man and the child had
been growing old together—with-
out love or happiness—while she
had laughed and sung. There wa:
nothing young in the house — not
even the little form she held in her
arms.

A week passed, and little Mic-
hael, thanks (as the doctor plainly
said) to his mother's devoted nurs-
ing and the interest she created in
the child's mind, was picking up his
frail life again. He was never tired
of looking at her, of admiring all
the pretty things that gathered
about her as a matter of course ;
ke had never seen so many flowers,
so much dainty luxury, in his brief
existence.

“You use these every day ?" he
asked, in an awed voice, as he
amused himself with the silver pots
and bottles on her dressing table.

“Yes, every day,” she said, with
a gay little laugh. “Do you think
I am very extravagant ?"

“Father hasn't anything pretty
in his room. I like to be here best,”
he said, lying back luxuriously

to the living. She had woke up

among the bright cushions which

isat down ir the low chair and laid

say to vou il vou are at leisure,”
‘he began. She thought how worn
‘and gray he looked, though he was
"a man in the prime of life, as he
stood Dbefore her, the hard light
from the setting sun showing up
the lines on his cold, stern face, as
it showed up the patches of damp
on the wall paper and the unloveli-

T

different surroundings to what I
can give him. I have wondered—I
have wondered,” he repeated, ‘if
you would like to take him with
you when you go 27

“Like to take him > she echoed,
her face lighting up with joy. ‘“‘Need
you ask me 2"’

“No, perhaps not. 1 have thought
that you seemed attached to him.”

“Attached 7" she repeated again,
with a laugh. “'f iove him with all
my heart. I couldn’t bear to he!
parted from him now. But don't
vou mind ?" leceling at him with
inward resentment at his indiffer-
ence. “Won't vou be very lonely
without him >V

“It, will be best for the child to.
be with vou for a time at least, I
think, as you are willing to have
him.  As vou sav, he is not strong
enough to stand any shock, and he
will miss vou. I"suppose your en-
gagements will necessitate your re-
turning to town soon ?"

“Yes, T ought to have gone be-
fore,” dushing at his evident anxi-
ety to get rid of her. “We will go
as soon as the doctor savs we can
travel.”  Then. as he was leaving
the room, “I—1I should like to thank!
you very much for trusting me—for !
letting me have him.”

“There is no need. I have been
thinking it over and it seems best
for the boy,” he answered, as he
closed the door.

“Of course there " would be no
thought of me in it,” <he said to
herself, bitterly. “I wonder why he
hates me so much now ? Once upon
a time,” the rose color in her
cheeks growing deeper, “I am sure
he cared for me more than a little
in his curious, restrained way.”

It was still early when she went
upstairs to bed, and she was tired
of her own company. As she Jit
the candles the boy opened his eyes
—he slept in a little bed in her
room now—and called to her,

“I'm not a bit sleepy. Come and!
talk to me, mother,” he said. She!

her head on his pillow, as he liked
to have her.

“I've got something to tell you,
sweethcart,” she said, tucking one
of his hands under her cheek. “What
do you think has happened ?  You
are to come with me to mother's
home. How do you like that ?»

A wiser and more prudent ino-
ther would have hesitated to excite
the child at that hour, but Denise
was a creature of impulse.

“Go away with you and see all
the beautiful things vou have told
me about? Do you really mean it,
mother ? How lovely!” springing
up in bed with shining eyes. “And
is father coming too ?"

‘“Father does not want to come,
darling.  The childish face grew
grave.

“It will be dull for {father all
alone here,”” he said, seriously.
“You ask him to come, mother,
he'll come for you.”

“Not for me, for me perhaps
least of all,”” she murmured, forget-
ting that she was talking to 4
child ; but little Michael was wiser
than his years.
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“Go now, mother,” he said coax-
ingly. *““Iry . .. Wait, I'll tell you
a secret ; it can't be wrong to tell!
you. Father keeps a picture of you
locked up, and I saw him looking
at it one night, and—and,” in an
awed whisper, ‘he kissed it hefore
he put it away. People must love
a person very much to kiss their
picture, mustn’'t they, mother ?”

Kisses had beeh rare luxuries in his
life.

“Kissed my picture ?  Are you
sure, little Michael > “The child
nodded, watching her intently. Den-
ise thought of how she was going
to make the desolate home more
desolate, and the tears rushed to
her eyes.

“I'll try, my sonny—I'll try for
your sake,” she cried, and she went
from the room. Her heart was
beating fast with fear and excite-
ment as she hurried down the
stairs belore her courage failed her.
What if he should be angry; what
if he should repulse her ? She shiv-
ered at the thought.

She softly opened the library
door, where he was in the habit of
sitting at night. A lamp was burn-
ing dimly on the table in the centre
of the room, and its light fell on
the bowed head of a man ; some
hooks and papers had been over-
turned as he threw out his arms
and mutely emphasized that as-
pect of despair. Denise forgot her
fears.

“Michael!” she cried, in a sob-
bing voice, her arm round his neck,
her cheek to his—“Michael, I've
been a bad wife, but I want to be

a better one. Will you take me
back ?”

He looked up, and she saw that
his eyes were wet.

“Is that you?” he said, heavily,
“What is it ? — what hag happen-
ed

“Nothing,” softly, ‘“‘except that I
have found out that I want you.
We both want you—little Michael
and I. You won't send us away—
or you will come too ?"

“Want me—you ?" he said, in a
husky whisper. ‘Is it really true,
Denise ?"" He held her in his arms
as one holds something very preci-
ous that one is half afraid to touch,
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