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CHAPTER XXIII.
The Dance.

It was the evening of the /dance at
Kylinoe. or two or t days
now Miss had discon-
tented, watching her pnephew with the
who sees her child
passed over- for another. Worst of
all, Downe seemed to have fallen un-
der Sir Gerard Molyneux's spell like
all the rest of the world, and talked
ol the country of his fathers draw-
ing him, and the shame of forgetting
her for his mother's country, which
awoke the pride of her children ra-
ther passionate tenderness
given to that other.

“I always knew that Downe had Jt
in him %o be as mad as any other
Englishman,”” she said. “And for
the maddest of mad Englishmen com-
mend me to him who has fallen un-
der the Irish spell.’ To be sure
Downe has a drop of Irish blood in
him, but his forbears have been near-
ly all English, possessors by accident
of an Irish estate. I only hope that
the ssion for restitution won't
seize Downe, or he'll be remembering
that Downe Castle was filched from
Irishmen long ago, and will be for
giving it back again. You can’t
imagine what an uncomplicated per-
son he is. He can only see straight.
Honesty has put blinkers on him so
that he can’'t look to either sides,
but only ahead. You've no idea of
the things Pe is capable of.”

““Indeed I think I have,”’ said Ali-
son, t¢ whom the speech was made;
and the manner in which she said it
gave Miss Rodney the wildest impulse
to fall upon her neck and ask her not
to break Downe's generous young
heart.

“T am as mad as Downe,’”’ she said
to herself, repressing the impulse.
“That would be a pretty thing for
a woman who has knocked about the
world for fifty years to do!’’
"N‘What bee has Downe got in his
bonnet?’’ she asked hersell later. ‘‘It
is impessible that he doesn’'t see.
All the world must see that Alison
has only eyes for Sir Gerard. Yet
Downe does not look as if his heart
were proken. He follows Sir Ger-
ard like a dog. Can it be that
friendship is pushing out the other
thing? We'll have Downe in politics
before we know where we are—on a
side his fathers ncver took.”

Alison looked on well-pleased.

“T bhave not broken his heart after
all,”’ she said, “and I am proud of
him. I could not have wished for
a dearer kinsman than Downe.”’

The thought of the dance at Ky-

linoe_ stirred her curiously. Oddly
enough she had never met Gerard
Molyneux at a dance, never danced

She hardly knew if he
It was possible that he
Hitherto she

with him.
could dance.
despised suck things.

had always met him on a serious
plane; the bonds between them had
been serious ones. Perhaps—who

knows?—there was something wanting
as *between man and woman, in the

varied seriousness of their inter-
course. No man could be always
strenuous. So far she was his one

woman of all the world. Supposing
he were to meet a girl gay, laughing,
lovely, who would reach him tkrough
his lighter, gayer feelings. Might
not such a girl dispossess her for
ever? She tried to say to herself
that she would love tke girl her
friend should choose; but she broke
off with a little laugh at herself.

“I should not be hateful, I hope,”
she said. “‘But for the rest, it is
the heroism of story-books. In weal
life one is nearly always disappointed
in the wife of one’s friend.”

She had made unusual preparations
for the dance. With a little secret
thrill of shyness she had resolved to
discard the magnificence that bad sat
so well on the young princess of Cas-
tle Barnard. "Sir Gerard Molyneux
had always looked at her with pla-
cid satisfaction in his eyes. Sup-
posing she were to look more like the
girl she had imagined. ”

‘“‘Mademoiselle changes. herself,
said the French maid, whom Alison
had added to her establishment a lit-
tle while before. | ‘‘It is not so much
grande dame; but it is ravnlshmg. '

The gown was of white silk, made
with a certain severity, and trim-
med with beautiful old lace.  Alison
had felt an inclination for chiffon apd
many flounces, but had yeprcssed it,
telling herself with an air of rebuke
that such things were for Tessa, mot
for a woman of twenty-seven. She
had, however, permitted ‘the roses
which Justine had suggested—roses
for shoulder straps, for Her shoes,

roses 'in Pair. = She had ‘relaxed
the bonds. which . kept  ‘her hair
straight. When it was permitted to

escape it waved and curied and lay
upon her neck in rings. Round h
throat she wore a famous neckla
of diamonds and pink pearls. A

She started when she looked at her=
~alf dn the glass: By"g s -radiance
her old sober magnificenfe was dow-
dy, Would' Sir (erard notice? What
would she seé in his eyes when  he
looked at her? ~ Would he miss the
old Alison? Would he: be pleased
with the new? It was most likely,
she tojd herself, that he would see no
change in her. A 2

“It is excellent, Justine,”’ she said,
stretchi out her hand. for = her
cloak. e felt oddly shy ol lpok-
ing at herself again, and wished the
amoment were over in which old
friends like Mrs. Tyrrell and Mrs.
Lang might say—the one-with twink-
ling eyes and uplifted hands—‘Why,
A_Tison!" the other Tall in ecstacies
over the change. Mrs/ Lang had
protested till she was tired against
Alison’s severity with herself; most

fall against the bondage in which
she kept her hair.

“It s a creation,” said Justine
Wi:& quiet pride in her own handi-
work, ‘_ﬁ!mmypd Alison in Per
3 cloak.
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lieve Billy’s the leggiest of us all;
but, oh, 4 sweet thing! Wait till
you see Billy!”

l‘fcrhaps that letter had iffluenced
Alison ever so little in the altering
of her attire. Twenty-seven! The
clock of time did not stand still. It
was lor' ever pushing forward. Al-
ready time began to fly for Alison,
time which is so slow in childhood
and youth, and so accelerates fts
Pace that in middle age the whirl
and clatter of its wheels deafens the
one who tries to listen to it.
poc:ﬁ Billy were the youn girl that
should supply to Gerard Mo yneux the
thing that must Fave been lacking to
complete his feeling for herself? Ali-
son - had always loved, girls younger
than herself. Of late she had begun
to grow fearful of them; and which
of them could she trust him with
Yerself? There was not one who
would not he more exacting than she,
who would be as generous in god-
speeding him on a way in which
she could never be the ultimate ob-
ject,

Her doubt as to whether Sir Ger-
ard Molyneux was a dancer was soon
dispelled. The Duchess received the
guests at Kylinoe. Hard by her in
the background the elder Bosanquets
stood, with the real owner of the
house between them.

‘“They are our guests, but they are
yours t00," the old men had said to
him with exquisite courtesy.

She saw the wonder, the delight
in his eyes/as she entered, and her
lashes fell.

“You are late,”” he said with a cer-
tain impatience. ‘‘Everybody of any
note is here. You dance the open-
ing quadrille with me. See, they
are going to form. Let us take our
places.”’

The dance as originally intended
had expanded itself almost to the
dimensions of a ball. The hosts
had been indefatiggble in beating up
dancing-men. There were a good
many redcoats from garrison towns
even ten miles away, and it was sur-
prising where all the pretty girls
came from. Even Ballycushla had
sent some very charming and well-
dressed maidens, many of them Bar-
nards, of course, all rather jealous of
Tessa in her frock of palest green
chiffion and the rapture of a bride
in her little dreamy face, and rather
in awe of Miss Barnard of Castle
Barnard.

The quadrille in which the principal
gucsts dan('(‘d was soon over.
music struck up, and sitting on a
rout-seat by the wall with Sir Ger-
ard Molyneux standing between her
and the world, Alison Was conscious
of an ‘unfilled programme, and of a
good many would-be partners who
would come her way as soon as they
discovered her. The ball-room at
Kylinoe had a musicians’ gallery run-
ning across one end of it. The
gallery was continued round one side
of the room. It was near the ceil-
ing and dim in the shadow of the
painted roof; beside where Alison
sat, a little baize-covered door in the
wall led to the gallery. Not one
guest in fifty knew whither it led.

As the room cleared for thp waltz-
ers they were préssed closer to the
wall.

“Let us escape,” Sir Gerard said,
laying his hand over Alison’s.

“‘I believe I—"" she began. .

“Refer him to me,” Sir Gerard an-
swered with a reckless gaiety which
was something new in him.

They passed up the little stairs
together, and sat down in the ga,-
lery. Taking her great feather fan
from her hands he spread it so that
she might hide behind it, if she
would, from the eyes in the ball-
room below.

“Now no partners will discover
you,”” he said, ‘‘unless you choose.
Let me see your programme. Why—
empty, Alison! not a single name!”

“T would not let it be filled before

,{ came to the ball,”’ she said, ‘‘lest
should offend someone.” .
‘“‘Me,”” he answered. “No one

would dare to be ofiended. but me.
I should have been in a pretty rage
if I.had not found this page virgin,
as it is.” 1

Ah—there was the tone in his voice
which had never been tlere . béfore ;
Leyond the afiection and faith. which
had always been there for her, some-
thing else, something that might
have been there for that girl whose
coming she had feared. Why,
had been missing it all those years
when it had been on its way to
her. She was glad to hold the great
feather fan between her face and the
light. She could hear ker heart
beat: in her earg It was sending
fires . to her cheeks; she looked at the
dark head bent above the program-
me, and thought he must hear those
heart-beats. i

He handed her back the programme
with a smile that had something joy-
fully audacious abhout it. ,He. had set
his initials against all the waltzes.

“Am I greedy?'’ he asked. ‘Do
you suppose I should let anyone else
dance the waltzes with you? You
have plenty of other dances to spare.
And now tell me, Ajson, what- have
you heen doing to yourself?. There is
some subtle change in you. You are
very beautiful to-night, Alison."

“Justine, my new maid, is a per-
son of taste,’ Alison began rapidly
and nervously.

“You were a queen, a goddess, be-
fore. Now you look as though 'vou
might step down to some pgor fel-
low's side, ‘Alison—""

The- music fell suddenly, and the
passioncte  impulse seemed to die
away out of the air. 'His face sud-
denly sobered.  He looked at her
with a new expression in it. His
bright eyes asked for trust and pa-
ience.
tl"l go to-morrow,’”’ he said.
has been the best of holidays. Ali-
son, Alison, till the Bill passes I
must  be my own m:;n. '!‘Yt :::‘ !?::

the country’s.
Muu..now how I was tied up to
the Bill; but once it is law, then no

one will say that I ought. not to take,

ought for mysel!
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was not the ome to stand ;

him and his Jile-work. Three
{months’ time, four months’ time
would not be long to wait. Why she
jcould wait an eternity if n be,”
'Ln?\ving what she knew now.

“I promised Downe to keep him
some dances,’’ she said.

“Ah! Let us go back, Alison. The
next dance will be a waltz. Downe
rcannot  have that. Why there is
Downe going to dance; but who is
his partner? She would make any-
one but Downe look absurd. SL

’I’xigh. and still

must be over six f
growing, I should day.

Alison looked over the ledge of the
allery. Then she saw the slender,
all young creature sheathed in green,

like a flower not yet unfolded from
its leaves, was head and

Sup- | shoulders above the other girls, tall-

er even than Freddy, who was some-
where out of sight, taller than Mrs.
Lang. She was standing with a
hand on Lord Downe’'s arm, and
looking very shygevidently painfully
aware that a g many people were
staring at her and asking who she
was.

“Why, it must be Billy,” said Ali-

son. ‘It can be nobody but Billy,
Can you imagine that it takes ten
|yards of double width, twenty of
{single, to make a frock for that
| young creature? and Billy is one of
|pin(" girls of requirements as exact-
[ing!"
[ “I can perfectly well imagine it,”
{he said, ‘‘although the mysteries of
a single-width and double-width are
| beyond me. Billy is superb.
| Alison, Downe seems to have
{only for her.
lis Billy?”
| ‘It is quite trve. Downe is look-
ing at her as though she were
|something very pleasant. She is
|Miss  Wilhelmina Maynard, Mrs.
|Lang’s sister. Imagine six others
|growing to be like Wilhelmina!”
| ‘“No one, no man, could possibly
|object. 1t 1 had not a standard
| of heiglit, of everything else feminine
in my own mind, I should say that
she was none too high, being—I beg
| her pardon—Billy.”
| Alison laughed happily.
| I always said of Mrs. Lang, 1
|said of Freddy when I saw her, 1
|say now of Billy, that their height
is the right one, and they make oth-
ers look too small. They are so
| graceful.”
| ‘“‘Are they, Alison?” he asked sim-
(ply, “I know Mrs. Lang is charm-
{ing, of course, and her sisters are
| good to look at, but I have very in-
|definite views about the things that
constitute a woman’s beauty—except-
|ing only—one woman. None of ber
| beauties escape me.’’
[ “T want to'go and talk to Billy—
when Lord Downe gives her up,” she
| said; and there is Mrs. Lang in white
'But  where is Freddy? 1 must con-
gratulate Mrs. Lang on the success
lnf her labours.”

“Downe?’’ he asked whimsically

eyes
And by the way who

|  ‘“No, the frocks. Of course one
| frock  may have played its part in
| enhancing .Billy’s loveliness:  but

| Downe would be unconscious of it.”
| Indeed, if shé had known. Downe's
| subjugation had been begun by Billy’s
lin the most hideous of waterproofs;
;‘but, she did not know.

| Meanwhile Mrs. Lang was wailing
{in the Archdeacon’s ear in what her
| sister called her wirrasthrue voice.

‘“Isn't that young man making
, Billy conspicuous? Poor child, as if her
| inches were not enough! and of course
all the world knows that he is
Alison's. What does he mean by ir,
I should like to know?”

‘“You said yourself my dear, that
Alison would never look at him.
Why then should he go on being in
love with her? I think he would be
a sensible young pan to transfer his
affections somewheYe else.”

‘‘He will only turn Billy's head—
the child! What does she want with
a Lord Downe. Imagine her taking
Lord Downe home, perhaps in a lean
time when there were only potatoes.
There isn't a carpet on a floor of the
rectory, and poor mamma is out-at-
elbows and down-at-heel, for all she
can do, the dear; and Papa's coats
are disgraceful; and’ those children!’’

‘‘Pooh, my dear,” said the Arch-
deacon. ‘‘Downe would never see it.
I never saw anything but 'you when

I used to come to the rectory.”
Mrs. Lang squeezed his arm fondly.
‘‘Everyone isn’t such an old goose

(as you,” she said, ‘‘and’I don’t

|like Billy's taking Alison’s admirer

leven i Alison doesn’t want  him.
| Look at her.”

{ “If Fm ' not mistaken,” said theY

| Archdeacon under his breath, ‘“Alison

|does not want her young.admirer.”

| Alison was dancing with Sir Ger-

|ard; as it happened, he was a de-

lightful dancer, but this was more
than dancing. . Neither saw the ball-
room nor its ring of encircling faces.

The music and the movement had car-

ried them away to some island of

delight, the i8land of happy lovers.
‘Do you think Alisen looks lonely

now?"’ he asked again. ’
“Lonely!  Of course she doesn’t.

| He' must have spoken! and Alison’s

!rrock! I always told her she dress-

'ed-too old for her years. Oh, 1

ram so glad; and why shouldn’t poor

Billy have het smart bachelor? They

won't be a bit embarrassed at the

rectory—that's one comfort. We ne-
ver did feel ashamed of our short-
comings.”

‘‘My dear, how  you do run away
with things,"” said the Archdeacon,
mildly. “We have no reason to sup-
pose—"' G -

‘That Lord Downe is in love with

Billy. Just look at him! Upon my

word I could shake him for making

it so obvious,” his wife rejoined
with thoroughgoing contempt for his
masculine sloyness.

CHAPTER XXIV.
The Way Out.

During the months between Christ-
mas and Easter Alison was busy
looking after Tessa's trousseau. She

ould let the George Barnards have
othing to say to that. Perhaps
she kniw, perhaps she did not, but
most uu& since she and her cousin
George had friends

R
‘aft.&-

She heard him in a placid joy. "  ;
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ed at the Shelbourne, and Alison
went about the streets oddly tihd be-
cause she breathed the air of the same
town with her beloved. Sir Gerard
was coming and going a good deal
between London and Dublin in these
days; but Alison came and went
‘without his knowing it, since he must

have no distractions from the great
work he had to do.

She wrote to him as she had "al-
ways written, fully, frankly, afiection-
ately, as though there were no new
relations between them; and he sent
her hasty notes with a suggestion
of warmth in them which was per-
haps only visible or palpable to the
recipient. She, laying her cheek |
against the cream-laid official note,
Pad a sense as of the South wind
borne over forests of roses.

After her first visit to Dublin
Mrs. Lang, coming to’ see - her and
asking her if she bad brought back
a whiff of the dear Dublin air with
her, went home, rather depressed
about Alison.

‘‘She has not seen Gerard Moly-
neux,”” she said to the Archdeacon.
‘‘Was ever anything so aggravating?
We must have taken too much for
granted that night of the dance. Were
ever such impracticable people?”’

“l don’t jump to conclusions as you
do, my dear,”” the Archdeacon re-|
sponded blandly, ‘“‘and I don’t really
believe I was - mistaken that night.j
Doubtléss Alison is the woman. to’
leave him to his work; by all
counts it is superhuman now.” 1

“It is todb great virtue for me,” |
Mrs. Lang sighed. ‘‘I remember in
the days when I was in love with
you, before you had declared your-
self, when I used to be in dear Dub-
lin, how I used to walk along those
wind-swept streets—there never was
such a town for winds—hoping to
meet you. I'm afraid I was rather
a bold, young person, for although I
used to make resolutions mnot to
walk where I was likely to meet you
—didn't, I know all your hours?—I
used to do it all the same. Heavens
how I used to feel I must sink into
the earth when I saw you coming, as
though Ishad not been willing you
to come all the time.”

The Archdeacon answered , her sigh,
but his ‘was one of happiness.

“You had to make it very appar-
ent to me, my dear, or I had never

dared to do such a thing. Your ra-
diant youth and my wmore than fif-
tv vears! How could I think that

they would meet? and yet there are
those who disbelieve in miracles!”
The love affair between Downe and
Miss Wilhelmina Maynard had pro-
gressed by leaps and bounds. Downe
was not ome to go slowly about any-'
thing in which his heart was greatly
concerned, although his manner “was

rather slow than otherwise. In.the
wooing of Wilhelmina he had let no
grass  grow under: his feet.  Miss

Rodney had been rather disappointed
in him at first in the matter of the
transfer . of his affections from Ali-
son to ‘““that gawky child,”’ as she
called Billy in' her first disappoint-
ment, knowing all the time in. _ her
just heart that Billy was as grace-
ful as a daffodil, and in timeé would
be nobly beautiful.

“I thought I was in love with my
cousin  Alison,”” Downe said to her
simply, ““until T found she was meant
for my masters;.then 1 fell out of
love.”

e/ won:ier how far that discovery
coincided with your meeting Miss

Wilbelmina Maynard.  You, must
drop the ‘Billy,” Downe; it is no
Christian name for a Countess,”

Miss Rodney said with her pretended
sharpness. g

“I'm glad T was a free man , when
I met & y; not that Alison would
have looked at me; but supposing I
had engaged myself to, or married
anvone of vour special pets, Sophy"
—Downe always called his aunt bv
her Christian name—‘‘and then . had
met Billy. Heavens!"” o

“What would vou have done? Elop-
ed with Rilly?” :

He sent her a look of wounded re-
nroach, such as had often made her
tite her lips when she had said some-
thing smgrtly cynical.

“Don’t answer an unwarrantable
auestion,” she said hastily. I am
' ou were free when you
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