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her whyness, and found herscll talking to
Sir Valentino as sho had not talked to
anyono since the joyous, unfettered days
at home.

They valsed, and sat ount n squaie
dance, aud then Maieh, who had engag-
ed himself for the neat, anl, indeed, for
cvery other duming tho ovening, was
obliged to take her back to her scat
among the dowagers. But her dainty,
girlish grace had nterested him. 03
thought it hard that she should be left
alone and neglected, and ho could but
tell himself that Heurictta and Adclaido
might havo been more censiderate for
tho little  governess, aud less self-
absorbed,

Ho could not forget the small, wistful
brown faco; and when he could do so,
ho ventuiwd to intioduce two or threo
men whom he know—officers stitioned
in the garrison town not far off.  After
that, Miss Lotrimer had the pleasure of
several dances, but sho went meckly
down to supper in the wako of ancldeily
aunt and uncle of the family—an ar-
rangement carclessly suggested by Mrs,
Millard. .

Close by wero Henrietta, Sir Valentine
March, and two or threo others of the
“liveliest set.” Her lato partner saw

disoboy, But, when sho could leave the
supper-table, with her cldcr]{' {)w;tcctohs
sho went and i hiersel€ and hier spoiled
dress in an obscure corner of the conser-

vatory.,

She looked down at the dress, so pretty
and fresh but o few mimutes ago. Now
it was hopelessly ruined, She could
never wear 1t again; and what quanti-
ties of things tho fivo pounds would have
bought! Sho might have sent half the
moncy, to her dear hittle mother ; and the
rest might havo been put away for emer-
gencics in the futuro.

As sho thought of her mother, tears
spyang to her eyes, and putting up her
two childish little hands to her face,
Violet began to cry softl i'

For a few moments she forgot every-
thing savo her grief, until a slight, sud-
den noise caused hev to look round
feurfulli-.

Nobody wastoboscen,but the branches
«of & rose-tres at the corner of the main
passago w luch led from theconservatory
were gently swaymng as though they had
been  brushed ~agminst by somcono
passing.

Valeatine )jnr’ch had happeied, as he
was d:mcing..‘ to sco n whisk of whito
iesat

her, and snuled ; and then, g that
sha was not likely to fare well, murmur-

a word or two to his companions, and
secured for Violet a well-stocked plate
and a_cup of coffee, which would other-
wiso have found a moro distant destin-
ation.

“You said you thought coffec much
nicer than wing,” he remarked, smiling.

And then, as he would have given her
tho cup, someone brushed against his
clbow, rnd the_hot brown liquid pour
over Violet’s white silk frock.

Sho half sprang up, with & little cry,
but secieg his genuino distress, bravely
tried to mako tho best of what was a
dreadful catastropho to her.

Together they essayed to wipo away
the stains, which * would not out,” and
Sir Valentine murmured regrets and

vatory door, which
told him in what dircction the little gov-
erness had disappeared.

Ho was engaged for every dance, and
thereforo had no hope of being able to
follow, but ho would have been glad to
do so. He could not bear to think of the
child sitting in the conservatory all
alone. Presently, however, itnp%cm'cd
that one of lus partners had beenobliged
to go home, on account of her chaperon’s

ndisposition. No sooner had he heard
tho news than March was hastening to
the conservatory.

Beo had no ides how seriously Miss
Lorrimer regarded the accident to her
dress. She had hidden herself, he sup-
posed, because tho beauty of the frock
was gone, and she did not any longer
wish to dance, ’I(‘ths was bad enough,

of t i ]

apologies, accusing himself of

and scveral sins prominent in the calen-

dar. QBut, after all, what was to be
ono?

 Please don't mind,” said_the girl
smiling brightly, though her lips would
tremble, *¢ Really, it doesn't matter very
much.”

Of course, ho had to go back to Henri-
ctta and the others, cursing his own
officionsness that:hio had _como at all;
and, of course, all thought of dancing
during what remained of tho cvening
was over for Violet Lorrimer,

She did not quite dare to betake herselt
upstairs with her misery, as she longed

do, Mrs, Millard had said she was to
remain in the ball-room until the end,
and might bo angry if she ventured to

and ths pl g goni
becauss of what he termed hisawkward-
ness, But when he turned the cornerb;
the rose-tree, and saw tho little bow
white figure on tho secluded seat under
the palm, a sudden realisation of the true
state of the case dnwned upon him, and
ho was stricken to tho heart,

What could ho do? His first and
strongest impulse was to go to her, dry
her tears, and console her in any ‘::&’
that might suggestitself. But ho paused,
tho finger of Prudernce holding him back.

I never could keep my head when a
woman cried,” ho said to himself, “IfI
go and speak to her no\\"ls)mll 8ay or
do somcthing mad=that's_certain.
shall only frighten her, and get myself
into a scrape. I—I'll mako up to her for
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