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Eether smiled.  She was inclined to
think with Paddy, that, since these Am-
evicans had taken it in hand, the wea-
ther had never been quite as it should
be.  Yet there had  been nothing to
grumbie at of late. April had been fine,
wnd, till then, May had promised fairly.

Ax they sat in the drawing room after
diuner, the storm burst.

Julinn Carre was standing on the ter
race with Clare, when the ftirst flash

"veut it sigsag way slong the herizon.

The child van in and hid her faee in
Eistber's lap, and he followed more slow
fy. He was restices and excited that |
night, Ksther wondered at him./ He
bad heen-out almost all the day, coming
tn Jate for dinner, and even now he
sesmed ae if he could not settle indoors.
He was pale and quiet, too. not like him-
self, :

lady Harver noticed it, and asked it
Re were not well

“Yes" e told her, “quite.”

“Ihen  you ave like mysell, perhaps.
aud feel the effect of thix storm ¥

“Ne, 1 think not'—carelessly, *1 am
aet afraid of the thuuder, like some of
my -friends” - smiling a little as he laid
bis hand en Clare's bent head.

“The. child was shivering violeatly.
(ircat tears woere rolling down her

‘@& prospect of reward.
; slice of his fortune would

| still remwain to him, when every one had

his due, and, thanks to some po
patrons, he was on the road to m

| money faster than he had yet

“Of course you will come ba tﬂ(
can

‘ ag soon as this wedding iy over. I

tamey the bouse without you. And you
need fear ne clouds on your return. Our
old friends are all as ‘eager as ever to
welcome you.'™

So he wrote in his crabbed business
hand, with many abbreviations, which
would have puzzled the uninitiated.

The letter came by the evening post.
Dulcie had been out all the afternoon
with Julian Qarre, listening to his ten-
der epeeches and wearying of his very
pronounced tokens of affection. She felt
more than ever inclined to grumble at
her place in the world, and all the
- thorns that hedged it in.

“Other girtdls are able to marry any
man,” she thought. “Nay, are thank-
ful to get one. 1 do wonder what use
ful ingredient was left out of my com-
position that 1 am so wilful and wn-
grateful.”

Yes, she was both: there was no
doubt of it, and all her common sense
only merved to make plain this truth
to her; it could not alter it in “the
slightest.

When the letter came she went off
into the garden to read it in comfort.
Mrs. Hardinge was in the drawing-room
with Percy Stanhope and Hugh Flem-
ing. They tiad both been to dinner, and

in better aspirits than usual.

Shpping down ento a gurden seat,
Dulcle opened the letter. As she read
it tears gathered in her eyes, and her
ohecks burned redly. Why had not this
come before? 1If it had. she felt she
would never have promiscd te marry
Julian Carre. It was the very mockery
of fortune for her to get this letter now,
or so it seemed to her at that momment,
But was it too late, even yet?

She was excited and her nerves were
-nustrung.  like many e« wiser woman,

! she had put her hand to a tusk too great

for her. Her lover loved her more than
was at all agreeable. He exacted love
in retorn, which was even worse. Noo

“thing could have been more charming

checks, and wetting Esther'e lap. like a
winisture ra’ - shower, Clare looked wp
ax he paused beshle her.

‘Oh. de ge away! You are laughing
at we: and - and-1 am so frightenedl™

Then her head went down agwiu, aud
Esthar stroked her hair geatly and tvied
to soothe her all she could. Nhe was
wot very happy herself that night. It
was the etorm, perhaps. 1t conld be
wothing olse, of course, but there was a
- eurivis depressed feoling at her heart, a
sense of sinking, such as one sometimes
fecls in the heat and fire of g fiewee
trial, ;

The next day would be her last at
Abberlands, and she was glad of it, She
should feel better, she knew, wheu she
was back with Bertha and Dulcie, This
grand formal lite had tired her.  So she
todd hereelf,

“You wmay
preseutly.

look uwp” lord Harvey
dropping inte a chair

Raid,

than his fervid, intcnse wooing, it she
had loved hiwm.
“T know I shall de miserable!” she

to find it all out some day. and he is
just the kind of man to hate me for it.”

Yet. if she gave him up, would she
really be any better off? She would
marry some day, she supposed, and it
was more tham likely that Julian Carre
wus as good a chance as s=he siiduld
ever get. He was rich. to begin with:
handsome and fairly clever.  What
more coild she expect- So she reason-
ed it cut, and all the time the pain at

inte which she was so anzious to peer,
lost none of ite shade.

The night was warm, yet she shivers
ed a little, more than once. as she sat
there. In the paddock duose by she
cauld hear the “crunchi! crunch™ of Mr.

. Hanlinge's  stout cob feeding leisurely

at Lsther's sideo aud shaking his sister
By - the shoulder. “We shall have m\i
wote thunder to-night.” !

Clare raised her head cantiously: thea |
slic ot up off her knves with a sigh

tent: g

1 amwn <o glad,” she said
weooro Mise Dureanmt ¥

Yo, | am glad” . smiling - a little.
“Yet 1 must own that a thundersstorm
Bas firscinations for me. Rut we could
coly call this one,”

Nearely " Lord Harvey said. “It e
ouiv a-forerunner, perhaps, of the great
ous that hae been forecast. It may come
in g day or <07 laughing at poor Clare's
sasmayed face.

When Esther went -up to her own
yvoom she found  a uote lying on  her
dressing tabler 1t was from Duleie, and
bid not loug before been brought by a
- nger, :

“Come home at once. dear,” it sahd.
“Wo all want you badly. Don’t etay an
tour longer than you can possibly help
viter you receive this,  And don't think
me foolish or selish in asking you te
break short your pleasant visit. Relieve
I am uveither—this time. Now, as
ever, your trie friend, DULOIE"

‘Twice, three times, Kether read this

deo o It brought the writer very plain
Iv bicfore her,  ‘That taint perfume of
wililrose was Duleie's own utwmosphere,
Wiat conld thic girl mean? Could any-
thing have kum' wrong at The Elms?
Nurdy not, or DBerta would have writs
For a lotg time Esther sat and
thonght it over, the epea letter en her
Kuee, Al her: friends seemed bent on
dealing in enigmas that day. She felt
vaguely uncasy and halt inclined to be
voxed with Duleie for making her so,

“1 will go home” che thought, *““They
shall not persnade me to stay a day
tonger, and then, perhaps, Duleie can
explain her enidmatic epistle’™

ihen she undressed slowly, amd got
inte bed, but it was a4 long time before
che could sleep. When sleep did come
it wae hroken by dreame. She thought
that ehe was walking barefoot over
charp jagged rocks. ‘The tide was
tapping in between them. and sea 'weed
floated about in ite currentc The light
wae faint, and more than once she
stimblial and felt her feet sinking in
vozo and sand, .

tut all the time she wae conscious
of # hand grasping hers—a strong hand,
on which she leaned trustfully. Sade
denly this hand loosed itz hold, and,
looking down to discover the cause, she
recoiled in horror.  ‘They were fleshlees
fingere that she clasped.  She called
aloud in her terrer, and tried to shake
off the awful thing. Slowly it unclosed,
and, as it _fell away, the sea rose and
rished over her, and she awoke, crying
bitterly.

“I'he dawan was  creceping up then.
RHetween the ewrtalue -of her window
a faint gray light showed, which, she
kunew, would brighten presently A
ghostly silence breoded over all things
‘The chill of that curious breathing time
that Nature claivos for herself
the Beht with darknees is ended struck

“Are g

B2

m

ten

D saugar

and contentedly on the  short  spring
gram. Evorything was so peaceful. how
was it that she could find no rest?

A step on the gravel roused  her.
Same one-some one smoking. was com-
ing toward her.. She felt her Reart beat
faster with the dread that it might be
Percy Stanhope. It was Hugh Flem-
ing. .

He came and sat down beside her,

“May 1 =smoke,. Miss Levesque®

“Certaindy! 1 rather like a good ci-
gar.”

*“Then you are a conncolsseur?”’

“Yus, s0 far as the perfume is con-
cerned” ~amiling and hiding her letter.

“Just go! You juige of the weed by

- it fragrance, as we often judge of la-
dice by thelr sweetness™

She gave a little shrug,

“The sweetness is oftem  like the
on the Christings  cakes, just
scattered bghtly over the top”

“But the Christimas cakes are gener
ally good all the way through, are they
not ¥

“Yes,"—-with a laugh: “eo good that
they do not agree with one.”

“Ah, what a ecynie you are” MHugh
Fleming said. “How is it that you Ja-
dies ‘tender souls to wen, as a rule—
are 50 hard on each other?’

“I don't know, 1 am sure. Perhaps
it it becanse we understand each ‘other
better than we understand you.”

“Worse and worse! Aw a lawyer, 1
object to that. It is what we call an
‘indefinite indictment.’ ™ :

anter than a definite one, might it not$”

He took his cigar from his mouth and
bowed with most profound gravity.

“It 6ills me with regret, Miss Le
vesque, to see what a loss my profes-
sion has sustained in you. If you had
only been a man, or if the ‘Woman's
Rights’ committee had gained their bat-
tle. what a power you would have been
at the bar™

She laughed merrily lifting dew-bright
eyes to his face,

“If you are guing to be sarcastic, 1
shall ran-away.” .

“Don't do that"-Jaying his hand
lightly on her arm.  “Thie night i teo
divine to ‘be wasted in gaslighted
rooms. Don't you think - that  your
;”"?ll
-4l Jdo: mo one hates gaslighted
‘roome meore than 1 de: unless™-—amil-
ing a Mttle-“they happen to be ball-
rooms.”

“And I hate those above all others™

His cigar bad goue out while they
were talking, and he did net care teo

beaunty stronger than
the beauty of the night bhad laid ite
spell upen him. Thie ready-tongued
Dulcie, with her flitting blushes und
fathomless eyes, was a very loadstone
that drew his heart out of his keeping
in spite of all his prudence. :

In the house behind him they
hear Porey Stanhope singing

could
“My

Hugh Fleming in particular had been.

said. with a lttle sob. “ He will be sure

her heart grow sorer, and that future, ;

" chance that

“In some cases that wmight be pleas-

o sombwndic

{ ““You are sorry to lose your friend,
. then?’

“] shall not lose her, I hope. She
will always be as dear ¢o me as she is
mow, though eof course I shall see her
but seldom.” .

“Esther does not count on that 1
know. She has been telling me her
plans.”

“Yes: May I hear them?

. *“You arc to live with her till some
‘ lucky fellow carries you off to a home
of your own.”

“She is very good, but I thought she
had given up all that. I teld her it(

could never be.”

“I am very sorry to hear you say sp'

! —emphatically. “Others, besides Etty,
have looked forward te your settling
in this neighborhood,at least for a time.

| And the Cottage, you know, is only a-
couple of miles from this.” -

“Yes! I know"”—absently. “We went
there one day with Mr. Stanhope, but
the woman who minds it was out, and
we could only peep through the ground-
floor windows.

“Is there no possibility of your chang
ing your mind, and staying with them
for a little while?"

“There is no possibility of my staying
with them for—a day.” -

Her voice broke a little. The tears
were in her eyes, but he did not kuow

! that. She rose and caught up her train
to go indoors. '

“Don’t go im yet,” he pleaded. It
is so pleasant out here, and''--locking
at her as she etood before him, her lithe

 figure outlined by its soft,clinging dress,

‘it is not often I am so fortunate as

to enjoy your company.”

She smiled and leaned carelessly
against the arm of the seat. :
“There is no doubt but that you are
as well without it, Mr. Fleming! .

“Love for a year—a week—a day:
But alas for the love that doves away!™

Percy Stanhope sang, and the words
came to them distinotly.

“Don’t you thif® that is a litel on
lovers?’ Hugh Fleming said, launghing.

“Oh! I don't know!'—kicking a peb-
ble away with the toe of her shoe. 1
don't believe in love myself- We should f
ail have been much happler, 1 think,
if no one had found out the trick of

i the whole house was quiet.

2 o0, 108

1 woul ‘have seen
“ haveé helped it!”
_ “Didn’t Esther tell you?” :

“Bh(' told me she was engaged to be
married; that was all. And when 1
came here she showed me your like-
ness, and T never knew -till then " —stop-
pingan instant to catch  lier breath—

you again, if T could

a - Was going to marry;and uow let me

th.‘.{;:u,, ol &!I"— for he stood between her and

‘have fost that one, but for Hugh: and

if T am not mistaken, I found a letter

of yours on Brierton Common this after-
i gt =

They were walking slowly towurd the
house, but at this she stopped.

“If ‘you found a letter of mine,” she
said, excitedly, “why have you not re-
tarned 2"
" Hugh Fleming looked at her, a little|.
surprised at her vehemence, but Percy
Stanhope smiled maliciously.

“T have only waited for an opportuni-
ty to de so.” :

“Then give it to me now"”—imperious-
Iy. Her face wus pale, her eves
glowed.

As he handed it to her, she looked
inte his eyes. The rage in them had
frightened her, ; .

Had he read it, she wondered. No.

surdly not! He was too true a gentle-
man for that. - :
" But, when she looked at the letter
#hat night in her own room, she found
et it was without its envelope. In
that case he must have read it partly,
or he would not have known to-whom
it belonged- Hot blushes dyed her face
at the thought. What must he have
thought of her, as he redd the foolish,
fond words of the writer, for whom,
be knew only too well, she did not care |
& stfaw? :

“At all events,” she said to hLerself.
trying to find some comfort, “he wiil
know I am not going to break my heart
for him. . Julien Carre is worth a doz-
en of himn. I dare say, and perbaps I
shall think so some day.”

Slie sat up iater than ueual that night
to write her uncle. Not that his Tetter
required so speedy an answer, but be-
sause she was feverish and restless, and
ia no mood to go to bed: 8he slipped | to rise’; but it seems he can rise early
her dress off before sitting down to her | cven if he sits np half the night bes
writing, and put on a pretty Watteau | r e ;
‘wrapper of dark blue, covered all over | Duicie felt her checks crimenn.
with deep red flowers. A quaint, idslli€ |  “I'} pay vou off for that, my lads”
little shepherdess she looked in it. her | ahe said to hefself with @ Tittle {fui‘ln
bright hair curlmg about her throat.| of dicxist S
and face. Long before twelve o'clock “Arc you coming o town, Berta®
When she Jasper Hardinge asked his wire, when
had finished her letter she went to the | ke ] was ause if you

te look unconcerned and majestie,

“Dulcie!—and he heid out his hands
to h_er with a sudden tenderness and
passion. - But she pushed them from
h(-r: and ran out of the room and up-
stairs, not pausing to look behind her.
Was she afraid that his eves would
have drawn her back and iﬁto those
Yearnhig arms if she did?

As she got to the top of the stuirs,
Mrs. Hardinge opencd her room door
cand looked out.

*Oh, it's you, s it —dryly. . 1
thought we had thieves in the bonse
when I first heard the voices! Late,
isn't it, for a tete-a-tete?

“I went down for my purse,” Dulcie
said. -

“Yes?”

“Aund 1
night.”

"Hg;mq tight «or good morning 1 sup-
pose it is by this time.”

have got it all right' Good

CHAPTER NIV,

Nhe next morniug Duleie
times and dicssed in one
est gowns, with

was up be-
| e of Ler smare-
L & aer shieng hair coife
dam:l?_?'.' She was zoud 1o reé as -i:&l
(*ame.m!u break fast-room.  Mrs.
l!ardmgc Was not down. only Mr. Har-
(hpsg and Hugh Flening: so. Dulde
presided at tahle. o :
Percy Stanhope. was nowhere 10 be
seen, and she dared not frust her tougue
to ask for him. .
When Mrs. Hardinge did :come down
she was in the very best of bumors,
*Where is Percy 7" she nshed at omce.

the

tinshand told her.
“Oh!" - with.a chill smile.’ “We used
to hear that ‘early t» bed was parly

GYer. B

loving.”

“Love is a great sweetener of life, |
Miss Levesque.” j i

“There’'s a deal too much fuss mudei‘
about it. nowadays." -

Hugh Fleming laughed and culored a !
httle.

‘“The wisest of the ancients
fuss,' as you say, about this sawe love.

“But we should know better,” Duul- |
cie laughed. “We are not like these
old heathen who had nothing better to
do than wear chapicts of roses and pour |
out lbations to Bacchus and Cupid.” !

“Yet some of those ‘old heathen’ were |
brave men and true, noume traver liv-
ing.”

“Oh, perhaps!
good, and camn’t help themseives,
as some people are born fucky.”

“You are hoth, I am sure”

“No''-laughing o little bitterly. -
am neither.”

“Neither good nor lucky,” Hugh
Floaming eaid: “I shouid be sorry to be
lieve that.” 4

He was watching her with his kecen
eyes, and, though the light was dim,
it was not so dim but that he could see
the pain on the face turned toward
him.

“Mr. Fleming"—very suddenly and
seviously—"do you bglieve in fate®
“1 do, and I do unot. If you allule
to that destiny that ‘shapes our ends
rough-hew thein how we wili,’ 1 do not
bedieve in it. If you speak of that bl'nd
people talk of us ruling
every act of their own wad, purpose-
less Mves, 1 do not believe in it. We
. have each the mwlding of our own for-
tune, wmore eor less: bt we are only
workmen, when sl is said and done.
And as we do our work, and Sl our
place in the plan of the great Maeter,

so our reward will be.”

The girl ivohed at himi 2ud flushed
hotly. In all her guy. feted iife, no masn
had ever spehen to her Lke this, She
never remembered her mother, and her

, father had died before she was born:
so that in all the world there had been
ne one who cared to speak seriously
to this wiltful, petted Duleie.

“A\h. You are gmn‘." she said, with a
bong-drawn. quivering sigh; *“and that
makes cverything seem so different to
you, RBut for people who are not geod,
people like me, yen know™ - cailing to
make her words seem serions—
*“it is often very hard to know what
one’s proper place is, much less to fill
it well” :

The syntax wae rather confused. but
the meaning was plain enongh to him.

I ““I's thine own self be true, and it

‘must follow, as the night the day,

thou canst not be false to any man.'

That was only a worldling’s reading of

¢ the divine command, ‘Love God. and thy

i neighbor as thyself.' We cau't be true |

* to ourselves,” he said, very low and gen-
tly, not looking at the girl's troubled
face, but past if at the guiet =sky, “un-
less we are true to our Master. If we
are true to Him. believe me, He will

| give us our proper places, and show
us what work to de”

|  Heavry tears were in her eves: her
lips trembled. Sowething in her heart

| —wilful encugh., yet not  hordened—
warmed toward this man, whe, without

| seeming to preach at lier, yet spoke so
frankiy.

I She held her hand ount ‘to him alweost
shyly.

“Thank you, Mr. Fieming: 1 shall
not forget your words.”

t At that moment Percy Stanhope came

{ sauntering toward them. Tle was bare-
headed, and on the grass his footsteps
were énaudible

“We wondered  where you both had
got to"-~dropping ento the bench lan-

’gmdly. “Was it wise of you to stay

‘out so long in that light dress, Miss Le-

:n-qno?'—hokm at her bare throat

arms, which the lace ruffies could
hide.
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21 hxd left her purse om the sidebourd i |
{ the

Wenl  we
window and openad it gently and looked | 4pu minst know mew, and
out. The night was cloudless, intense: | when perhiaps T can meet you.” '
ly silent—as night can only be in the | ¢ iy g s
country—aud full of deep peace. | sont down the wrong sizes. of
With a little sigh, Dulde shut the | oni | no Bt aie i
window and drew  the curtains close. ' Eriv's grayv corec: the
All at once she remembered that .ah - i

you let  me

erir~er, It v have
gioves,

for |

they have !

ttans
Cles
X wedl, meet you. if . ] can
*iree, I *s

And be went %

dining-room. = Without a seécend |y,
thought, she took a candle in her hand, - .
and went down to get {t. It is well Hugh- Fleming hi
known how etairs and boards creak | 3 eoir minutes. and when

when one tries to step neiselessdy. Dul | o walked 1o 8

cie thought they crenked worse than Ty

usual that time. She found the dining
room dour open, for g wouder, and very
soon had her purse in her hand.

As she turned to go back, a slight
stir in the room opposite startled her.
It was the drawing-room and the door
opened directly opposite to the dining
room door and close to the foot of the
.staircase. Rhe stopped on the mat to
HEsten, the light shaking a little with the
trembling ef her hand: but ‘everyihing
was quiet.

“What a coward I am. to be surell .,
Now, I'll go right in and make my mind | .,
easy. It could have been but fancy.” |

It i said that “second thoughts are’!
bext,” but she dared not trust to second
thoughts; she: ‘knew she would rum
away it she did. She just opened the
door aud walked into the rcom, looking
to right and left as she went, and hor-
ribly frightened, in spite of her show of
bravers. And no wonder, for the gus
was alight, and she knew that Mrs.
Hardinge never went to bed: and left
it. Yet the room seemed undisturbed,
and the windows were fast, she made
sure of that.

At the sound of her footstep some «De
rose up from the depths of a great echair
and looked toward her. It was Percy.
Stanhope! :

No burglar or ghost could ‘have frizht-
ened poor Dulcie more than he dil.
Every bit of color faded from her face,
till she looked like a ghost herself, the
dainty little ghost of some “Lady Bell”
or “Lady Kitty” come back in the “tea-
gown” of a past century to revisit the
earth.

“Dulcie? : _

Then he strode across to her, and took
the lizht out of her hand, and held her
up, with his arm about her waist, or
she would have fallen to the floor.  lle
looked pale and worn, even ill. She
saw .that in the midst of her fright.
and ber heart gave a great throb of
pity.

“Whoever thought of seeing you here
at this hour of the night! What brought
you dowa?

She struggled out of his arms and
leaned agminst a table. The color had
come back to her face with a rush. Yet
she otill trembled-

“I had forgotten something”—very
low and faint. “And when I was go-
ing back up-stairs I heard a ncise in
here; and I—was frightened.”

“1 should think you were"”—grimly.

He had put her candle down on a
chair, where it flickered, looking wan
and white in the gaslight. He stood
right opposite to Dulcie, looking. at her:
and the girl shivered faintly as she felt
the love and anger and cruel power of
that look. She would have run away
if she conid. but her limbs shook under

“So you have comsoled yourseif al-
ready? 1 might have known you were
Mot a woman to live long without a lov-
er. 1 hope you are going to treat this
tellow better than you treated me. Don’t
break his heart—you have broken mine,
It's a dangerous pastime, let me tell
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i - That girl eecms
bewiteh every man ehe turus her eyrs
cu. .
This wax at -sight Duliie’'s heam:-
ing face as she came back to the hince,
Ever since that first night of her visit,
when Dhalcie had worm her green vel
vet and met DPecy Nt
ravely. Mrms. Hardinge had s
She wonid have liked
h. pechapa. but for her rivalrn
-In- Mrs. Har
rivals. and must ¢
niderstand ¢
1 £ T
Dulc Levesqu
She could not but &
watch her
Eny.
Such being her stute of mind
they two were left the
now, poor Duicic bad no pledsant time |
of it. After eariy dui
Hardinge ordercd the arrispe, |
and drove ty meer the af i
for the ey,
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Verv thankful IVvilcic w !
g0- Perey NS e had aot |
{ come back. and she had
pect him. The }
very stuffy
Julian ( v th
Lane. but she had
fore her ero that. j
with herself all thir time? Th estin ‘
was shswered for Lil i
stood dra
yawiing and leo
Harvey earriage
herself got i
pale =as if there Te- hE sitn mor |
dust Dulcie «losh i
window open. down o (4
to inwet her

“I am so glad you have cone
ing both hands and Hf
maonth to be Kissed,

" “And I am so glad to be here™ | ;

“Now. tell me evervthing.” Dalcie in- |
sis;ed. when Esther he ber ¢
things off, nod was resting el
the s«fa. i |

“1 don't kpow that there is much to |
tell. They were all very kind to me,
and the huuse is something spiendid— |
the kind of house -one reads abent. you |
Eknow. The pictures are lovely, - Aud
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