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CHAPTER VIl.
"The truc fceiuy of life I! tu be frc frtigmu pet-lur-

b.tiosib. To cmjo3 the pie.semt miiîut éi>y berh>iu'%
depeiîdeuee uiposi ile fui tire."Hrefuses to stay ta afternoou tea, huow-

e ver. Haviîîg %vaited until four
o'clock, presuniably on tue chance of
seeing the yourig ivo:uîaî who >îas

been mueted out to hlm as a bride, lue lises
abruptly.

I fear there is no chlu of niy seeing
your sistcr to.dayý"'

I 'm airaid flot," says Diana wvith hesita-
tiail. Il But if you %vill wait for tea-" site
luesitates again. Wliat shle %vas goiag to say
or Ilint %vas, thuat if lie did wvait, perhiaps
I-ilary uuiglut then have came iii from lier
supposed ivalk. But the luypocrisy is tua
nîuclu for lier. And yet, wvould it have been
a lie ? If lie does stay, most undoubtedly be
wvill sec lier fate to face.

Il Tluanksý, l'in afraid I can't stay any
longer," says Ker a littie stiffly, to lier intti.us
relief. He looks at lier for a moment, anJ
then says slîortiy, "lHave you a pluotagraph
ai lier?

IA pluotograph of Ililary !"Diana's, tone
ib faint. The ground seenis to huave opeaed
up beneath lier feet. Site caîsts a terrified
glance round lier, t.o thue table, thue cabinet,
thue chimiuey-pit±ce. lftberesbiouldbeone of
Hulary's here, and lue shiould notic.e the 'ike-
ness !

A wvave of thuankfuliaess sweeps aver lier as,
sise secs> that the little stands on %% hicdi Rîilary
used ta smile, and look grave, and poîuder
over impossible baskets ai flowcrs, have ail
been carefuihy remioved.

IlI think I oughit ta hiave uie," says sile
uncertaialy. Il Upstairs, perli.aps. If you
uvili forgive me a moment-

IICertaiahy," says Ker, %vhio is lookang at
huer wvith same surprise. lier evideuit dis-
composuire bas struck him. Whîat kind ai
girl is thuis Hilary Btirrougliý2 Wlîat mys-
tery surrounds bier? Yet Mrs. Dybon-Moore,
whben hue bad questioned bier cautioushy, hîad
assured lîimr sise wvas pretty, chiarming, and ahil
thec rest ai it.

Diana lea es the room burriedly, glad of a
chance ai arrangiîug lier tiuoughits anud lier
îuext hie, as sise tells herself somewliat bit-
terly. Hilary liad no rigbt to icad hier inta
thuis sort oi thiîug. WThy, if thue chujîdresn only
kaew! Good graciaus! it wvould demoraflse
thcmn furever. Tbey %vouId read /zcr lectures
for the future!

Ker, left ta hisb uwi resýouirces-, moves nue-
chanically tuovard thue %viiudov. Why sliould
MNrs. Cliffard refuse ta ]et huani sec a photo-
graph ai lier sister? Is shue ugiy ? Nobody,
could take Mrs. Dysoîî-Nioore s opinilon of
auîyoiîe. Shue would prohably caîl you tughy
if you were pretty, just for spite, or pretiy if
you wcre-iiyotswere- Whuat astrange-
loaking parlaurmaid. S/îKs pretty, ifyou iike!
OJd lue lindrn't thiouglit nîuch about tlîat hast
nighit, but lie hait reimembercd hier %%lien lie
hiad seeuî lier again. Wlucre an earth liad
Mrs. Clifford pl-.kcd lier up?' le Luild.%svear
slie vas. iever boni ai parlourmiald.

And by jove! Thceri shc ù!.
Tliere .she .is idccd ! Ont tlere initîe gar-

dcii, just wicec thue %lit-tbberiues begiu )- ith
lier chîarming hîead ini dehicate relief aigainst

the grcen of the laurels behind it, with lier
lips apart, and lier eyes smiliîîg-and bier ariii
tucked in the most unmiistakably confidential
fasliion inta the armn of-hep master!

Ker stares, as if disbelieving biis own
senses. 15 that Clifford, or une of tic mers ?
A groom, perhaps. Tliere is, Ilowever, nu0
mistaking Jim Clifford, the strong, kind,
rnanly facts, the braad stiaulders, tic goodly
leîîgtlî of limb.

IlGaod Heavens! If lus wvife were to sec
inii now," says Ker, in a liorrified tonle. In-

volintarily be glances toward thec door! If
she sho'ild corne back, and by sonie iii chaence
go to the winldow and look out-and-

lie looks out again Ilimseli burriedly. The
'guilty pair,' as lie lias already designated
tJîeni, are slow fast disappearing through the
shrubbery. The last glance hie gets of tlîemr
tells him tlîat thcy are both convuised wvitil
lauigli ter.

lie lias had but a short acquaintance %vitlî
Clifford certainly, yet in that time hie had
learnied ta regard him as ail essentiaily honest
man, a tboroughly good r,ýlîov. So inuch
for appearances. Neyer wvill hie trust in them
again. He wvouid hiave staked bis lufe on
Clifford's probity, yet here he is holding a
clandestine meeting with bis own parlouir-
maîd,in lis own grouinds! Wlîat adespicable
hypocrite! Kerliuad noticed one or tvo little
touches betw~een him and bis %vifé at luncbeou,
that lhad seemed ta, betray a thorougli under-
standing betweens thcmn-a thorough and last-
iîig affection ; and now, wvhat is lie to think
ofl those delicate ' touches'?

Ile remenîbers now that there had been
other 'touches' too, hy no means ' delicate
apparently. That sudden up-springing of
Clifford to hielp bier to openî that bottle of
ale. His tone wlien hie did so: "Go on.
l'il do it!"I It wvas a low tonle, bat familiar,
terribly familiar.

Low, of course, for fear bis wifc should
hear him. It.%uggested a confideîîtial secret
existing between them! A secret I Was it
a criminî1 secret? The more tirai confi-
dential walk tlîrouglî the shirubberies says
yes ' to tliis.

No doubt the assignation tiiere had been
arranged beforeliand. This %vould accounit
for Clifford's withidratval from the draw~ing-
rooni hall an hour ago. He liad muttered
somethling ta lus wife an going, something
about a visit ta anc of the farmers-but af
course li;%as baund ta make sorne excuse,
ta give an explanatian, hlowever vague, for
bis going.

0f course he kncev that this would be a
safe oppartunity to meet that- that -beauti-
fui girl!

Ker wvould hiave liked to appiy sanie bad
epithet liere ta the parlourmaid, but saniellow
it ducs uiot came ta hirm. It ail savaurs sa
strangly of a Io%,% intrigue, that that wvord
strikcs, upon hbs brain, but it seenis iinpos-
sibit: t connect the %%ord intrigue %vith ber.
Her face rises before lîm-tie qyes so cicar
-thc brow so open-tue lovely, liappy lips.

And yet, this evidence!
He pulls liimscif togethier angrily! Cer-

tainiy somcething ouglit ta be done! Diania
shiauld be told! But tlucn, wbo is ta tdl bier?
Ker, wvith a sudden pang, acknowiedges that
it would be impossible for 1dme ta Jraw venge-
ance down upon thie pariourmaid.

At thi.î instanît Diana returils.
Il'ni su sotry," says shie calmly. "IBut

there is no phaot.:sgrapli ai Ililary ta give yai.t .l
Tlib 1.% an anibiguows s-entecc. It rnighit

mecars anythiîug ! ''No pliotograph ta give
him.- Sitc cvidently nîicans ta convey thîe
idca that there is siot one to givc. But to
Ker, nov, witlh bis suspicion% thorouigbly
awvakcaied, it cunveys oniy the thîought that

there may bc many, but not one for Ibîm ta sec.
He expresses a palite regret, says good-by
to his lîobtess, and Iia' iig been accompanied
by lier ta the door la the friendliest fasliioa,
leaves thie hiause.

He lhad lîardly goîîe anc step beyond the
hall Jour wvher IIilary tbrusts lier cbarming
liead out ai thîe dinhîug-room door.

CHAPTER VIII.

The tapper bkies .tre paitlei blue,
àlottled %vitli pearl a.wd fretted stiov

\Vitl, tattered fleece of isky hue
Close overlîead the storni-clouds go."

"iE's gone ?" questions sile.
"Tlîank Heaven ! Oh, Hilary, wvhat a

day wve've bad 1',

"ýAad by nomeans 'cheap,"' says Hlilary,
ho is lîopelessly frivolaus.
"No. Na indeed ! Ail I've suffered ! I

wvouldn't do it again for anything. Huilary,
I've cotinted them up, and I thinik 1 told lîim
four dccldéd lies. And thîe warst of it is, I
thiiik lie suspects something."

"What makes you think that? Nonsense,
Di! Thîcrew~as aothing. I'm sure I thiîîk
wvas tie best parlourmaid yaui have bad for
years."

IlStili, l'm sure hie lias fauad aut same-
tlîiîg. Rlis manner wvas quite clîanged before
he leit. A littie stiff, and lie kept looking at
me ini thue strangest wvay. lie asked for your
phologra ph."

II f/ia a?"I
"'Yes. For your photograpb. It wvas

quite natural. Whysliauldn't hie ask for it?
But Mieni be did, I assure you my lîeart saîîk.
I tliouglit I silouid bave iainted, but pro-
videntially somle anc liad reinoved yau."

" Don't talk as if you were an 'Irish In-
vincible,"' says Ililary, wvitli reproacb. I
hope I slîan't be removcd la thecir wvay. As
a fact I took aIl my photos ont ai the room
myseli. It occurred ta me that hie might sce
ance ai tliem.",

IIlIov )ou thiak of things !" says Diania
witliadmiratior. IlNeverthieiess," dcscend-
ing once more into thîe lowest deptlîs, I~l er
lie %vent away lie left us full of suspicions."

IlIs that ail lue leit us?" says Hilary witb
a disgusted air. She giances round bier and
at tlîis moment lier eyes fail upon the
umbrella stand. "Xïou bave wvronged hlm,"
cries sise. "«Tle noble creature! I kncw
be uoild Icave us somnething wvort1 having.
Behold luis stick! "

There it is! A gaod, serviccable-iooking
stick ai clierry-waod, wvith a thin band ai
silvcr round the neck af it.

IlHow couhd lue have forgottens it?" says
Diana. "Didyou everlîcarofaI aniorget-
ting lus stick before? His gloves, if you
hike, or-"

IIRis lîead?"
"Nonsen-,e. lie k guiag aay for a wveek,

and wvill %vant it. I suppose 1 liad better
send it over ta the Dysan-Moores'."

Il 'lîy lie can't be gone beyond the gate
> et," says Rlilary. Ill'il rua aiter lm with

Il ilary, doa't ! No, you nitistn't! Be-
sidts lie nmust bc gone quite beyond the gate,
by tuis tinie. And bsides-"t

««l'Il chance it !" says Hilary. She
catches up the stick, darns like a modern
Atalanta tbrougl the doorwvay, and is gone
up thie av enue bciore Diana lias time ta collect
anotlier argument.

Sue w~ould probably not havi. overtaken
hlm, hîowevcr, but for the fact that, findiîîg
luis lîand enipty, and tlierciore awvkward, lue
luad dis-covercd the lobs af bis stick and wvas
rctuirnitig for it.

(To Zie coutinted.)


