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CHAPTER XXVIL—TUHE MEETING AND GREETING,

Mr, Martell's ganments were frozen upon him, and he was
20 suff and numb with cold, that with difiicalty he made lus
\\'a{ up the bank with the support of De Forrest and the
gallant cvachman, who had suddenly blossomed out into
quite 2 hero.  Harcourt and Hemstead formed with their
hands what is termed a **chair,” and bote the ap barently
lifeless form of Miss Martell swaftly toward Mrs. .\!arclhmum s
residence.  The poor varsman was = glad to be on sohd
ground once more that ke was able to hobble along at 2 good
pace by himsclf.

‘The wind again played mad pranke with Lottie’s hair as
she at last stood inpattently on the pazza, and then dashed
off through the snow to meet them

*Oh, thank God, you ate safely back, He has heard my
prayer.  But Miss Martell—she, 1s not—she is not—""

** Don't suggest such a thing,” groaned Harcourt.
course she has only fanted.™

Hemstead could not evon speak to Lattie.  With white
face and set teeth hie sought to keep up to the end.  The ef-
fort he way now putting forth was less that of muscle than
the sheer force of will.  As with Miss Martell, he, too, was
Teacting from the tremendous strain that the last hour had
brought. e trembled with almost mortal weakness as he
slowly mounted the prazza steps. He staggered under his
share of their butden as he crovsed the hall.  Lottie, puzzled
by his silence, now saw his deathly pallor with alarm, and
insiinciively stood at his side.

“ You had better take Miss Mattell directly to her room,”
said Mis. Marchmont.

‘In here, quick,” gasped Hemstead ; he tottered to the
neirest sofa, and, 2 second later, lay unconscious at Miss
Martell's feet.

At this moment Alice again became conscious. Hem.
stead’s condition did morc to revive her than all restoratives;
for, woman-like, she thought of him mote thanherself, She
sat up and exclaimed tamntly :

**Oh, can’t something be done for him? Quick. It
looks as if he had ziven lus life for us;” and she looked
around, not far enough to sce the expression of Harcourt's
face as he welcomed her back to consciousness, but only to
sce Addse clinging to hisarm, repeatedly asking to be assured
that ke was not hurt,

** Thank heaven you are safe,” he bent down and whis.

(13 O‘

Pe“Don't think ol me. Look at Mr. Hemstead.”

Again he misunderstood her, and wath bitterness thought,
‘¢ After my anguish on her accunt, she gives mne not even a
thought, ~nd her fist words are * Don't think of me' ;™ and
he felt that fate had been very ciucl in sending Hemstead to
her rescue instead of lumself.

Mrs. Marchmont now appeared upon the confused scene,
and proved that she was equal to the occasion. It was a
sad pity that she had not imparted to her daughter a
little of hzr own capability. She bade De Forrest, and
the still stout and hearty ev-sailor, carey Hemstead
at vnce to his room, while siie and one of the maids assisted
Miss Martell 1o hers.  No opportunity whatever was given
for any romantic and affzcting scenes.

Lottie had sood for a xecond in dismay, after seeing her
‘‘true knight ** sink on the floor, and then, like a sensible

it), instead of going off intv hysterics, went like 4 flash to

er aunt's wine closet for brandy.  But before she could find
it, Mrs. Marchmont had caused both the rescued and the
rescuer to be conveyed to the privacy of their own rooms,
where they could at once receive the prosaic treatment that
their cundition requited.

The room which a moment before had presented a scene
which she would never forget, was empty, Harcourt having
gonc for a physician.

She met Mr. Dimmerly on the stairs who tock the brandy
from he , saying :

““Tlot’s sensibile. We'll tub him down with it, inside
and out, and hell be all right in the moming. Now you
sec liow blood tells. Making a parson of him can’t change
the fact of tus coming from an old family. 1c has been
as bx'?w: to-night as the Dimmeily3 were a thousand years

But Lottie v-as not 2 bit interested in the millennial Dim-
mezlys, and puttiag, her arms around her uncle’s neck in a
way that sutpriscd that ancient fossil, she coaxed :

**\Won't you promise me, uncle, that as soon as he is safe

will come out and lct me know? ™

**Safc? Heissafe now. \Who ever heard of evena half-
blooded Dimmetly dying from a mese faint? Old age is
the only discase that runs in our famly, my dear. But 1
will let you know as soon as he is comfortably asleep.” **1
am going o make my proper parson nephew almost drunk,
for once in his lifc ; and you needa’t capect to see him much
befoze ten o'clock to-morrow.”

Lottie, finding her services were not needed in Miss Mar-
tell’. room, went down tn the kitchen, where she found the

if-frozen oarsman~now rigged out in the dress-coat and
white vest ~f the cvloured waiter —and the brave coachman
who had put his old sea-craft to such good use. They were
being loyally cared for by the cook and laundress. The
poor fellow who out in the boat had thought that the hearns
of even his neiphbours were as coid and as hard as the ice
that was destroying them, had now forgotten his misanthropy,
and was making 2 supper that, considcting the hour, would
threaten 1o an ordinary mortal mure peal than that from
which he had escaped.  She drew from hiin—especially the
coachman —the narrative of their thrilling cxﬁr'icncc, and
every moment Hemstead grew more heroic in her eyes.

¢ Bles: you, miss,” said the bluff ex-sailos, his toague 3
little loosened hy the whiskey he had taken as an astidote
for the cold and wet, *‘there’s stuff cnough in him %o make
8 hundred such as t'other young gentleman as woulda't go.

Sudden spells, like that he had t'other night, is all he'll ever
hci 'sl.i'nguishtd for, I'm a-thinking. But I ax you pardon,
miss,

‘* 1 can forgive you anything te-night my brave fellow,”
said Lottie, blushing 3 “lhoupl- youﬁuvc given Mr. Hem-
stead so much credit, he wiil give you more to-morrow.
Take this and get somethiag to remember this evening
b-;;' and she slipped a twenty-dollar bank note into his
hand.

¢ Now bless your sweet eyes,” excliimed the man duck.
ing and bobbing with bewildeting rapidity s **its your
I;iml'r:cs‘ that'll make me remember the evening to my dying
day.

* How could you speak so of Mr. De Forrest, when the
young leddy is enpaged to him 2" said the cook reproach-
fully, after bmiclfn.\.l gone,

4 Noanatter,” said the exe-sailor stoutly, *¢1've had it on
my conscience 1o pive her a warnin’, I hada't the heant to
see such a trim little craft run in shallow water, and hont no
signal.  1f she was my darter, she'd have to mutten that
lubber if he was wath 3 milhon,”

As Lottie passed through the hall with silent tread, she
saw that Dc Forrest was in the parlous, and to escape him
continued on up to hier room, musing as she went ¢

*\What a strange blending of weakness and strength
Mn Hemstead is.  Well, I like that, I would like 2 man
to be as strong as Samson generally, but often so weak that
he would have to lean on me.”

Whom did Lottie mean by that indetinite word “man"?
It did not occur to her that there was a very definite image
sn her mind of one who was pate aud exhausted, and whom
it would now be a Jear privilege to nurse back into strength
and vigor.

She met her uncle and the physician in the upper hall, and
the latter said :

* Mr. and Miss MarteR are doing as well as could be ex-
pected, waen we conuder the fearful ordeal! they have passed
through  Asfar as I can foresee, a few days' rest and quict
will restore them.”

** And Mr.—Mr. Hemstead 2" faltered Lottie, the colour
mrl:uming into her face that anaicty haé made unwontedly

nle.

! ‘*The brave fellow who res:ved them? Now he is the
nght kind of a dominie—not all white choker and starch.
No fzar about him, Miss Marsden,  He's made of good stuff,
well put together. A aight's rest and a wann breakfast,
and he will be himself again ; " and the old doctor bustled
away.

“)\\'h.lt delightful prose,” thoeght Lottie, and she tripped
lightly to her room and kissed the sullen and offended Bel
good night : and, very grateful and at peace with all the
world, soon fell asleep.

But she had a disagrecable dream.  Again she saw Hem-
stead at Miss Martell’s feet ; but now, instead of bang pale
and unconsciuns, his face was flushed and cager, and he was
pleading fur that which the king cannot buy. She awoke
sobhing, called herself a **little fool,” and went to slecp
agam.

But in the moming the dream hingered in her mind in a
vague uncomfortable way.

She was carly duwn to bicakfast, for she was eager 1o
speak to Hemstead, and tell him how she appreciated s
heroism.  But cither his exhaustion was greater than the
phyician had lehieved, or his uncle’s sedatives were very
powerful, for he did not appear.

There was nothing better for her than to endure De For-
res s explanations why he had not gone, and his assur-
ances that if he had ““only known, ctc.” ; to which she gave
an impatient hearing, quite unlike her gentleness of the
two preceding days. There were little things in her man-
ner which indicated a falling barometer, and sugcested that
the day inight not pass serenely.

She learned from her aunt and uncle that Mr. and Miss
Martell wese feeling better than muight have been expected,
and Hemstead was still sleeping.

* Sleep was all he wanted,” said Mr. Dimmerly 3 “and 1
made it my business he should get it

Quite carly in the for=noon Mr. Martell and his daughter
felt cqual to coming down to the paslour, and after dinner 1t
was their intention to retumn home. A luxurious lounge was
wheeled near the blazing wood fire, and on this Miss Mar.
tell was tenderly placed by her father, who, in joyful grati-
tude, could scarcely take his cyes from her pale face. Be.
yond the natural Ianguor which would follow so tarible a
strain, she seemed quite well.

Both father and daughter appreciated Mrs. Marchmont's
courtesy greatly ; and Miss Martcll's effort to be cordial,
even 1o Addie, was quite palhcuc, when 32 18 remembered
she felt that her supposed rival would harm her more than
could the cold river.

Lottie made frequent crrands to her room, and lingered in
the hall al! she could without attracting notice, 10 the ho
of sezing Hemstead a moment alone.  The impulave garl’s
warm heant was so full of adiniration for what he had done
taat she longed to show him her appreciation without the
chilling restraint of obscrvant eyes and criticzl ears.

Dut he was so blind to his interests as to blunder into
the parlour when site was there and every one else also.

Though it cost her great effort, Alice Martell rosc instant-
Iy, and grected him so cordially as to bring the deepest crim-
son into his pale face. Mr. Martell also pressed to lis side,
speaking words which only a grateful father could.

When, for any cause, Hemstead was the object of general
attention, the occasion hecame the very hour and opportun.
ity for his awkward diffidence to assert itsclf, and now he
st0od in the centre of the floor, the most angular and help-
less of mortals,

De Forrest looked at him with disdain, and t.ought, 1
wzsld like to show him how a syntleman ought to act under.
:he circumstances.”

De Fortest would have been equal to receiving all the
Ruixc' and as it was, in view of his readiness to have saved
Miss .\hnﬁg i hre had *“only kno:g.e" counld have acccgv‘tfd.
with gratefal complacency, x gratitude that quite overwhelm.
od tlaemw of doeds. e

Hematead's confusion was 30 great as even to embarras

Mics Martell for & moment, and her face, from reminding
one of a lily, sudilenly suggested an exquisite pink rose.

But before he wasaware, she had ensconced him inan en&
chair at her side, and with a tact peculiasly her own, ha
rallied his panic-stricken faculties into such onler that he
could agdin take command of them,

But as Lottie saw them graspig .each other’s hands and
blushing, her dream recurred to her with the force of an
ominous prophecy. Hemstead, in his severe attack of diff-
dence, had not grected any one on his entrance, hut
fallen hetplessly into Miss Martell's hands, and had been led
1o his chair like a lamb to the slaughter.  But Lottie took it
as much to heart as if he had purposely negledted to speak
to her.  And when, a little latter, Mr. Dimmerly commenced
a formal culogy, Hemstead with an expression of intense an-
noyance raised his hand deprecatingly, and pleaded that no
one would speak of what he had done again, she feared that
all the glowing words shemeant to say would be unwelcome
after zlt

Everything had turned out so differently from what she
had anticipated that she was disappointed above measure,
and belore he could collect his scattered wits she left the
rocm.

“ And sa it all ends,” she thought bitterly, as she chafed
up and down the hall.  *‘T sent him out last night as my
own “truc knight,’ wearing my colours, and he rescues an-
other woman. When [ sce him again he brushes past me to
speak to the one who, owing hiun so tmuch of course will be
grateful.  With cyes for her alone he weais- my colours in
his face, and she raises the same blood-red signal. I-was
looking forwand to the pleasure of J;iv'mg him a welcome
that hie might value on his return, and he has noteven spoken
After our parting last night could anything have

10 me.
tutned out mote flat and prosaic?

Just at this moment Harcourt, who was another victim of
circumstances, entered, and Lottie, too annoyed to meetary
one, fled to her own room,

He had already called eatly in the morning, to inquire
after the invalids ; and now, 1u the hope of secing Miss Mar-
tell, had dniven over again.

But Miss Martell did not know this, and his coming now
seemed a hittle late and dilatory considering all they had
passed through. Deep in her heart there was disappoint-
ment that he had not come to her tescue instesd at Hem.
stcad. Was he one 10 stand safely on the shore while others
took risks from which true manhood would not have shrunk?
Could hie have dreamt that she was i peril, and still have
let Hemstead go without lum toher aid? These were thoughts
that had distressed her during part of a sleepless night and
all the morning.

Morcover when he entered, Addie had pounced upon him
in her usual style, as if she had in him certain rights of
possession.

Addic's manner, together with her thoughts, gave an in.
voluntary tinge of coldness to her greeting which he was
quick 10 recogmze, while her cordiality to Hemstead suﬁ-
gested to Inm, as to Lottie that she might be very grateful.

Mr. Martell was more than slightly distant. He was stiff
and formal.  As circumstances then appeared to him he
thought that Harcourt had acted a very unworthy part.
Mz, Martell naturally supposed that both Harcourt and De
Fortest were at Mrs. Marchmont’s, but that only Hemstead
had been willing to venture to their assistance. To
Fortest he gave scatcely 2 thought, having estimated that
superficial youth at his own li‘fhx weight.  But that Har-
cot, the son of his old and dear fricnd, should have s0
faledin manly duty, was 2 bitter trial.  As he saw himand
Addic together, he thought contemptuously :

** They are well mated, after ail.  How strange that my
peerless daughter can have such a regard for him ! "

He had become aware of his daughter's preference,
though, out of delicate regard for her feclings he had feigned
blindness.

Even had Harcoutt known how greatly they misjudged
him, in lus sensitive pride he would have made no explana-
tions ; and he was the last one in the world to tell them, as
would De Forrest, how he meant to go to their aid, etc.

His manner puzzled Alice.  She could not help noti
with secret satisfaction, that while polite, hc was muoyﬁ
at Addic’s demonstrativeness ; and at times she thought his
eyes sought her face almost as if in appeal.  But her own
and her father’s manner had evidently chilled him, and he
soon took his leave. His face, in which pride and dejection
contended for mastery, haunted her like a reproach.

s 1f Mr. Harcourt had only arrived a little earlier last
evening, Miss Martell," said De Forrest complacently, "m
would have three to thank instead of one. I'm sure if 1
known that you and your father—"

““ How is that 2" asked Mr. Martell quickly.
Mr. Harcourt spending the evening here? '

**Ohno. It was from him that we learned of your peril.
He came tearing over like mad, a few moments afier the
coachman and Mr. Hemstead had gone ; then he dashed off
to the shote where I soon juined him. I thought at one
time,” continued De Forrest, glad to say anything that would
dim Hemstead's laurels, **that he would start out into the river
with no better support than a plank ; so eager was he to go
to your aid. 1f we could only have found another boat we
would have both gone. As it was, it was well I was there
to restrain him, for he seemed beside himself.”

The rich colour mounted 10 Miss Martell's face as she
gave her father a swilt glance of glad intelligence, and he
drew a Jong breath of relief, as if some heavy burden had
been lifted.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Marchmoat quietly, but at the same
time fixing an observant eye on the young lady, *'I never
saw Mr. Harcourt 30 moved before.’

Counscious of Mrs. Marchmont’s object, Alice mastered
herself at once, and with equal quictness answered :

** It would be st if 1t were otherwise. \We have been

vainted from ch?\mod."

vevertheless the experienced matron surmised t to
the match she would gladly bring about between her daugh-
ter and Harcourt, -.5 instead of fearing, as was the case
with the latter and Lottie, she hoped that Miss Martell
would be sy grateful to Hemstead,

4 Was not



