Bert Fontenoy :— .

“Can you sing the final duet in ‘La
Favorita’ with Miss Brazeale ?—Fer-
nando’s part ? Jf you can, your pres-
ence behind the scenes is greatly desir-
ed.”

He rose and followed the messenger.
Bert met him.

“Well ?”’ he said. {

“I can sing the part,’ 'Vane answer-
ed. “Introduce me to Miss Brazeale.

Irma sat in the window, talking to &
young man. On their way to her they
had to pass Miss Gray. Bert present
ed his friend. The heiress in her long,
pink gown swept him a little haughty
courtesy.

“I have met Miss Gray before,” Vane
said, holding out his hand to her. She
Just touched it.

“A summer acquaintance,” she sald:

“Merely a summer acquaintance,’
he answered. “I was one of the sum-
mer insects that danced in the light of
Miss Gray’s smile. Fortunately I got
off unscorched.”

Irma started up as she heard his
voice, and looked towards him. He
turned his head and came on to where
she was sitting. She knit her fingers
together until they were purple in the
effort to restrain her emotion. For she
knew him. She knew him to be the
man she had seen by the flash of light-
ning on the bank of the bayou—the
man whose boat she had taken—the
man who knew she had killed Solon
Vanhorn, and knew that she had not
been drowned. |

Her head swam dizzily. Would he
know her ? His eyee were upon her,
but they held no look of recognition.
His face gave no sign. They talked
of the duet. “Yes,” he said, ‘“he
thought he could take Fernando’s
part, though he had not sung it in
vears. Presently Irma had to chant
the Hindoo priestess’ prayer in a scene
representing the burning of an Indian
widow. After which came the casket
scene from the “Merchant of Venice™;
and then Irma appeared again in some
large tableaux. Lastly, she sang the
duet with Harold Vane. She sang
with a passion and abandon that made
even Bert Fontenoy wonder. She in-
spired Fernando, and he too sang with
fervor. A storm of applause s
how well the audience appreciated the
duet. Vane quickly gathered up the
bouquets and wreaths and led Irma off
the stage, seating her in a retired
place.

“It was a suceess,” he said, bending
close to her. " “I wondered at my own

iacity, but I got over ground some-
how. And 3vou—you were superb ; but
I wonder they did not give you some
of th Jdclicious flowers' (burying his
Grecian udse in a mass of fragrant
bloom) ‘“when vou played ‘Judith.’

_ That was your best role to-night—you
had played it in real life—Irma Weir.”

She looked up at him quickly. Her
Iook was so wild, her face so full of
wild terror, that he glanced around in
daréad lest some one had noticed her.
Their he bent over her again.

“Come out with me into the fresh
air,” he said, ‘the grounds arc lovely.”

He did not wait for her to give her
consent. He drew her hand through
his arm, folded a mantle around her
and led her out by a side exit into the
Gpen air, Miss Gray looked after them
with a clouding face. They were out-
side ; they were walking along side |
by side and still he did not speak. She '
could not speak., At last he said :(—

“When is Miss Gray and her cousin
to be married ?” {

“in a few weeks,” Irma answered |

huskily.
. If the Fates do not interfere, |
There’s many a slip 'twixt the ecup
and the lip,” " he answered, “The Fates
have their own way with us some- !
times.”

'So I feel to-night,” she said.

I appear to you as a kind of fate,
I know. You thought I did not know
you. T did not until I saw you as ‘Ju-
dith.’ It was your very look—the look

you had when—-"
‘Hush !"" she cried. “For God’s sake,
But why do I ask

(llgwon(gfspeak of it !
? course you will tell ! Of course
you will betray m ple—
toche po]lce."y sl
e was silent & moment. Then
M,“d ‘—“One never knows what og:
;\ Il do. A slight circumstance will
Uurn a purpose. We will talk all this
over to-morrow. Till then let us not
thil?k :t it—let us not speak of it
e began to talk on ot 'eou.
HsYspoke of the stage. it
ou would make a fine tragie -
:resa. Have you never thought of :—
ng upon the stage ** he asked Trma.
2 No,” she said, “I have formed no
I( }ela 'ot what I will do with myself,
L ave not seemed to belong to myselt'.
w‘;ltl o some power outside my own
“Tell me how you came
the name you bear, How mm
P T T e
w ell you to-mo
have our talk. I am a.ll"\(:x‘x’ne'l"vh::l‘ twof
night," she said. *See,
gone. The last carriage
" away. Let us go in.”

CHAPTER VII.

They went into the drawing-room,
where the family alone were seated.
Belle was exulting over the success of
the entertainment. Everything had
gone off so well and so much
had been taken in. Miss
muffled in & pink-and-white
pouting in a corner. Van
sat on a low seat almest
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s at he will say is about me,” she

aaidwtg herself. “ He will undeceive his

strip me of the mask 1

re wWorn.

h?{: still looked at her. He came to
her side, and took her hand.

«T wish,” he said, “before you all to
claim a long-neglected sister, a.nd”to
beg her forgiveness for this neglect.

«“Aimee Brazeale your sister !” cried
a chorus of voices.

“Yes - Aimee Erazeale is my sister.
Do you not remember, l\'x‘:‘;. Fontenoy,
thet when my mother left her hushu.nd
in that temporary aberration of mind
and went to her sister, Mrs. Vane, in
Texas, that she had two children ?

Little Aimee was but a few months ;

oid, but the boy Harold was several
vears of age. My old Aunt Vane never
liked my father, and when my mother
returned to him she persuaded her to

jeave me with her. She adopted me.
She gave nie her name, She made me
promise to have nothing to do with
my father—a promise I bjtterly regret
keeping, since it was not only unfilial
and deprived me of a father’s blessing,
but it has. kept me from the love and
companionship of a sister so sweet as
this. If you will permit me I will try
to make amends by future love and de-
votion for my neglect in the past.”

As he spoke he drew Irma to him.

She was too bewildered to-resist.

A silence of profound surprise had
fallen upon the company., Mrs, Fon-
tenoy was first to speak.

“I ‘do remember all you have recall-
ed, Mr. Vane,” she said, *‘or Harold, if
you will let me call you so. It is a
pity that your prejudiced aunt kept
you from knowing your good father
and your sister. I am glad that even
at this late hour you have resolved to
make amends to Aimee by your future
devotion. I am sure she will appreciate
your affection and respond to §t.”

“I am not so sure,’ Harold said,
turning to Irma. ‘“She does not look
as though she would forgive me. There
are but two of us in the world, my
sister. I have done wrong, I know ;

| but I pledge you now a brother’s true

affection ; will you not give me your
confidence and a little of your love in
return ?”

His look was tender, his voice plead-
ing, the smile on his beautiful mouth
was winning as a child’s. Irma was

| bewildered. Almost she felt as though

this was reality—as though here was a
true brother pleading ftor her love—

| she, who had always so longed for a

brother, she who felt as though a bro-
ther's love would be so sweet a shel-
ter. She let him put his arms around
her, draw her to him and press a Kkiss
upon her Hps. :

That kiss awoke her. It was not the
kiss of brotherly love. It tingled
through all her frame—the kiss of pas-
sion. She shrank from him.

“I cannot yet feel that he s my bro-
ther,” she sald, in answer to a re-
proachful exclamation from Mrs. Fon-
tenoy. They came around her with
congratulations—Dr. John, Bert, Mr.
Fontenoy—even Miss Gray, who indeed
seemed delighted at the revelation,
and kissed Irma so warmly that it fill-
ed her with surprise.

She forced herself to smile, but she
could say nothing. She stood there
with Harold holding her hand, feeling,
“this puts the seal on my deception,”
and unable to frame a word with her
pale, tremulous lips.

Dr. John came to her aid.

“We must not keep you a moment
}onger." he said. “Your eyes are shin-
ing and you are as white as your dress.
You have had too much excitement
this evening. Say good-night to us
and go to bed at once.”

She obeyed him gladly. She fled to
her room as though its solitude would
calm her. She sat down and pressed
her hands to her burning forehead. She
feit as though she were wandering in
nome wild maze, What did this new
‘urn in her life mean ? Why had Har-
old Vane claimed her as his sister ?
What was his motive ? What new
complications would this bring into

. her life ? His kiss burned on her lips.

“There must be no more of this,”
she said to herself. “In our talk to-
morrow he must understand that he
can take no more such privileges un-
der cover of a brother. What a mys-
tery he is! He will explain himself
to-morrow he said. I must wait until
to-morrmw."”’

T‘nu- clock was striking two when she
laid her head upon her pillow. The
deep sleep that was one of the few
blessings vouchsafed her fell upon her,
and she lay like a breathing statue
until the morning sun awoke her. As
she dressed herself she saw the flush of
excitement in her cheek. She felt like
(;ne who had drunk deeply of wine.
.)ht_‘ went down to the breakfast room
under this strain, but struggling for
self-control. Harold Vane stood at Lthe
window with Bert Fontenoy. He
turned around when he heard her step
and came to meet her. He would have
kissed her, but a look in her eye
warned him not to attempt it. He was
cool and self-possessed, and as she

. looked at him and saw that subtle ex-

bression in his dark eyes, sh
herself :— - mw

“Yes ; he has som y
heHhas okt e motive in what

e had a spray of pale pink roses in
his hand. Its half-opened buds and
leaves glistened with dew. A bud to
match those on the spray was pinned
to“t‘;‘\e lapel of his coat.

e are all here but Fannie Gray.”
fg:s. Fontenoy said. “She is alwway)"s
fore hteor .'l')rem:fast, and we never wait

They sit down to the table, M
~N ’ 2 !
(xi:a.y S vacant place was aliost oppgg
:;eeidVane 8. He quietly laid the rose

side her plate—so quietly that no
one noticed it but Irma, who was
watching his movements to get some
clue to his motives. Miss Gray came
in presently, looking a little flushed
and excited in her blue cashmere
morning dress. She sat down ; She saw
the rose, and her quick eye went round
the' table. She saw the bud upon Har-
gle(ls coat, and the pink deepened in
sc’m(;:eeks. He looked cool and uncon-
breakfast Irma saw the rose pin
under Fannie’'s delicate tl’u‘oa.t.p ﬁ'ﬁg
Gray lingered in the hall, and her eyes
wandered away from Dr. John, who
w;: saying some good-bye words, to
;v re Vane stood beside Irma. But he

lg not look at her. He said to Irma —
have e proited ik Fnobe i
tos;ay 74 iy k. I have much
e put on a broa
wgrr;t out with him, f Walking tat.aug
ey went along the wi 4
and he talked of the be:%?yg xfaltlfxs'
morning and the blossomy shrubbe .
shining with dew. unti] they came r{
a little summer-house, sghaded \v'}(:
A't.ré:%nuhonfysuckle. Y
S sit in here,” hée saig
%aced her on the rustic seat lns?élg

e seated himself beside her.  He
wg;ﬂd have put his arms around hez-e
lookShg drew away from him, with tha

"Dlt at had repelled him before
. d ever a fellow have a sister
h:lefet and 80 cold ?” he said, with h'l:
— .onn!i:l; IceYou will not always treat
m‘l'trltl" ~cream. I shall not per-

ou know well I am no
ter. You have no right to tmeyourt;.l:;
g?::us::;r Vﬁ:{ el:lo you claim me ag
b s you kn

oW it was
“Tell me first, my
you here as Aimee B

|
Oone went near her;
| tention. They put me

5

‘was just adrift.

[ of her being in life.

No word was said, but after.

_ghe had been engaged to do.
'gt?: tmtdﬁ:"me promise to write to tlrilesg
people, and tell them why she ad
not come. I concluded to stop h;;-re anl
see them. I had no destination. |

1 stopped at the h%t‘;l
own. Mrs. Fontenoy jcame. ha
%golt{ me to be Aimee Bra;zealg. ~Th1ey
all welcomed me as Aimee “ra.,e';,}i
And I—1 did not undecei re them.x "t:‘
temptation 'was too strong to ]su.' ({"
myself~—fugitive that v '15——u'.1u er ff‘na
other’s name and identity, and tgxln
home and rest and kirdrncss, whel

9

had looked to be only a wanderes.
ha‘I‘Who could blame you ?'’ Vane :za}l. 1€
his hand closing softly over 1}811‘ Jnfe
lay on her knc¢e. ‘° Who comdh ‘ia)?st
you, poor girl ? And you did t € \ou
thing you could have done when ‘yt
changed your name alnd identity into
at of Aimee Erazeale.” &
th“You knew that I was here” she
said. “You came because of that :

“No, I came to this house wlthda
purpose, but you had nothing d° ‘i
with it. I thought vou were dead. '
thought it was you the deck-hands o
the ‘Monsoon’ buried in the sandbar.
I thought so until r saw you as Judith
with that look on yiour race so like—

e interrupted him.

‘S‘,?s he dead ?” she asked, looking
into his face with wild, intent eyes.

«Did you imagine he could live ?
Why, the artery in his neck was nearly
gevered, Before he could get surgical
aid he had lost as much blood as I
think any other man has in his veins.
The wonder is that he did not die then
instead of lingering for weeks.

She had sunk her face in her hands,
shuddering. She was silent a long
while. Then she said:

“God knows I did not mean to kill
him. It was an impulse of self-defence.
I had no thought of murder.”

“He was a mere animal, with n¢
soul whatever. You did no great
wrong morally speaking. The wrong
was in marrying him—the wrong to
yourself. You had seen no men better
than he, but your woman's instlnct,s’
ought to have repelled you from him.

“Tell me,” she said suddenly, “why
did you not betray me ? You knew I
was not drowned. Why did you not in-
form against me when a reward was
offered for information? You look like
2 man who, who—"

“Who would do things for money.
Yes, I have done many things for
money. Why did I not inform against
you ? Well, my motives were mixed.
In the first place, I had no pressing
need of flithy lucre just then. And I
saw you were no common woman and
would have no common destiny. I
felt we would meet again, and I knew
I held your seeret—a secret that would
give me power over you always. And
to possess power over a woman like
you is better than money to a man
who likes to experiment in feelings
and experiences. But since then I
have been strongly tempted to betray
you,” he went on. *“] got lower in
finances, and Vanhorn raised his offer
of reward. I set out with the resolve
to find you, and deliver you to the
Philistines. Does that make you hate
me ?”

“It does not surprise me,” she said.
“Go on.”

“I found you easy to trace. People
had seen you going down the river in
the skiff. Then I heard all about you
in the little town where you sold the
skiff and took a steamboat—the ‘Mon-
soon,” "

“It was very plain sailing, indeed,”
she said. “Why did you not find me
at once and deliver me to the authori-
ties 2"

“It was not such plain sailing after-
ward. Did you know that the ‘Mon-
soon’ was burned at the wharf the
night after she got to New Orleans—
burned with all the books, so that there
was no registered name of Irma Weir ?,
The clerk died of yellow fever three
days afterward. None of the passen-
gers knew of Ailmee Brazeale's death,
I found only one deck hand and the
stewardess who could tell me any-
thing of a girl who was a passenger
on the ‘Monsoon.” And both of these
said the giri had died and was buried
on .a-sandpar on -the river side. So,
you see, Irma Weir is no longer in
existence. 1 could not find any proof
I found only her
grave in the sand.”

“But you have found her now.. You
can inform: against bhar no Michael
Vanhorn’s money is Jiting for youw™

*“I do not nced it now 1 have had
a streak of Juck-=zold a story-—a worth-
less eonsational thing for six hundred
doilars Then, I have found Irma
Weir to be a woman 1 would not like
to betray, even for Michael Vanhorn's
moliey. [ have found her to be a wo-
man whose pluck I admire, whose
heauty I adore—a woman a man might
love with his whole :‘.uu‘.—r‘ rare, sweat
woman, full of that variely wvhich in-
toxieates men like wine. And capable
of love beyond most women’s concep-
tion: Tell me, Irma Weir, tell me,
have you ever loved ? In the old
bayou days you had never seen a man
better than Solon Vanhorn. But since
thien ? This Bert Fontenoy, most wo-
men find him firresistible. I saw him
look at you as though he loved you.
Tell me, is there any bond between
you 2”

“There is none,” she said.

‘“You do not love him ?”

“You have no right to ask.”

“Have I not? Look at me, Irma
Weir. I hold your secrets in my pos-
session—two secrets, either of which
vou had rather die than have dis-
closed. I am, as it were, your Fate,
I shall pe merciful. I shall not speak
unlesgs you exasperate me. You can
do so by loving another man. ¥You
may not love me, but you must not,
you shall not, love another. I love you;
and if I were not a poor devil, I would
marry you .if you would have me,
though I dislike marriage. It is some-
times a disagreeable necessity. But I
can never marry yoy. I must marry
for money. I am here for that pur-
pose now, Camr you not guess ?”

“You can not mean that you are
here for the purpose of winning Dr.
Fontenoy’s betrothed from him 7

‘“Why not ? All s fair in love. She
does not care for Fontenoy. She is
not capable of much love for any one;
but she cares more for me thaa for
any man, simply because I was in-
different to her last summer. 1 was
the only man wno did not humor her
caprices and show myself eager for her
smiles. She did her best to number
me among her captives. She was
piqued into thinking about me and
varing for me. She has sent me flow-
ers and cards and' other anonymous
trifles, since she has beem here, ani
I know by keeping up my role of half
indifference, half-covert devotion, 1
can easily break off the engagement
between her and the solemin John.”

‘:DO you love her 2"

Can & man love a buwifly ? The
woman has no soul, She is merely a
charming little toy, But she Lis a
hundred thousand dollars safe'y willed
to her. No, I love you, my gazelle-eyed
sister, more than any woman :IL.ever
knew. It is a thousand pities I can
not ask you to marry me. You would
refuse me, perhaps., WeH, I should
slove you all the more, I hate wo-
men who are won easily. Now, I have
shown you my my Irma, I want
you,to play into “an you not make
il ;O:dﬁlle;t gfu this Jc

y he almost too great
interest in you, He devoured :
higlgyle- tﬁunt." - v m

could make him care for me,

you for an instant. think s

80 base ?" - I ‘would

. Maddie &nd (Fl

ohn Fontenoy 7

man, indeed, held a poy
hat he was, in a mann!
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CHAPTER VIIL .
If Fannie Gray expected a tete-a.

tete with Vane this morning she was |

He went off shooting |
and diqg not return until |

disapp]gln:ed. :
with ert,
late in the afternoon; They had a full
game baZ. Vane was a gond shot, and
Bert was noted ihe country round for
his success in gunning.

After dinner \ ane played tennis with
rorce Bellamy.  Miss
Gray joined in tic game at first, but
she soon professed herself disgusted
and went and sat in a swing under
one of the Biz live oaks, where she
slowly swayed back and forth -and

picked to bieces a bouquet of roses

that John had sent her from Grobeck.

That evening Vane was the centre
of attraction in the sitting room. BEert
drew him out to talk, He had a great
fund of incident and anecdote in hig
memory. In the midst of his narra-

tion of some adventure that happened ;

to him in Mexico, he rose, ostensibly
to lean over a vase of flowers on a
stand near by and inhale their frag-
rance. But when he sat down again
it was on the lounge by Irma. He

seated himself carelessly, and took Ir-

ma’'s hand and went on with his
story. She made a motion to with-

.draw her hand, but she knew that

all in the room believed her to be his

sister, and such an act would seem ,

strange to them.

Vane had a seemingly half-uncon-
scious way of doing impudent things.
Later in the evening, Irma was at the
piano and Miss Gray sat near the win-

dow. A light wrap had half fallen

from her should¢rs. Vane went up to
her, and drew [t around her—Iletting
his fingers touch her half-bare arms.
She looked up resentfully, but his quiet

face disarmed h¢r. He sat in the win- !
dow and played fwith her fan and talk-

ed to her a few minutes. She was
cross and he was sarcastic, and some
sharp repartee passed between them.

“You two ar¢ always quarreling,’
Maddie said. ‘If you don’t like each
other why don't| you keep apart ?”

Vane looked r&t Fannie. Their eyes
met, and lowerihg his to the pink fan,
he quoted softly, so that she alone
heard: |

“ And with coldjwords they trg to hide

The burning sicret of their hearts.”

With a deep
from him and hid her face in its soft
feathers. |

The next day opened gray and misty.
Soon there was a regular downpour,
which lasted all day. Irma got through
with the music and French lessons and
began to read a new book Bert had
brought her. Presently a message came
from Vane:

“Come down into the library, I want
to talk to you.”

She disregarded the request and went
on with her book. Maddie came in, ex-
claiming:

‘“There is John on horseback in his
dripping Indiarubber cloak. He has
been to see some patiéent. Miss Aimee,
come downstairs and see him.”

‘“Where is Miss Gray ? "

“Coiled up on the sofa in the parlor
in one of her moods She will not
speak to John or come out to see
him.”

Irma went down. She always liked
to hear John Fontenoy talk. She found
him in the back p¢rch, helping his
mother lift some plants out of the
too abundant rain.

“Let us sit here and watch the rain
splash and the littlee water streams
run down the walk, The rooms are
80 warm,” Maddie sad, pulling her big
half-brother down upon a crimson
cane-bottom settee, ' “Sit down with
us, Miss Aimee. N»)w, Dr. John, tell
us where you have keen this morning."”

“I have been sinte four o’clock at
the bedside of Mimnie Walters. She
has heart disease, you know. She had
a painful attack last night. She bore
it bravely. She B a little heroine.
You sheuld see th® work she manages
to do, sitting up in bed—the fine em-
broidery and neting. Its sale helps
their poor little/ income, I have no
doubt.” 1>

“And you haye been riding in the
dark and rain’'and working to help
a poor girl, wken you knew you wouldi
never get a cént for it ? Let me kiss
yau, D Johny'’

“l love you,” she said.
head to his shoulder.

“Do you really love me,
You are the only one who does, I am
afraid.”

Hc had asked for Fannie, but she
had not eome ~ut to see him. She
was, as Maddie had s=aid, coiled up on
the sofa in the parlor, a novel in her
hand, which she was not reading. In
the little music room, curtained
from the parior, Vane was at the piano,
playing a Beetuoven sonata, Presently
Fannie was sure he was improvising.
He played on, and the rain
beat softly against the windows., At
last, Fannie ro:e and went into the
music room.

il cany read,” said.
music hag given meo e¢. biues.
do you play such inelanci:oly things ?

‘“They suit the day-—and my mood,”
he answered.

“Your mood ? Are you ever sad ?
What have you to make you sad ?”

He rose from ¢he plano and faced
her, looking at ner with his subtle
eyes,

“Do yon think, Miss Gray, because
you are so fortunate, an helress, and
soon to be married to a man you love,
that others are as happy as you are,
that ther¢ are no wretched hearts hid-
ing their disappointment under the
mask of levity 2"

Her eyes dropped.

‘“How do you know I am so happy?”
she asked

‘“You have everything to make you
so—money and friends—and love.”

She made an impatient gesture.

“People are always telling me that—
always saying how fortunate I am.
They do not know, They cannot look
into my heart. Now, I think you are
the fortunate one—a man, gifted, free,
independent, able to laugh at the world
or with it. What ghould you have to
trouble you ?- Tell me.”

He bent close to her. His breath was
against her cheek ag he whispered:

“You are the last one that I could
tell my trouble to”

He left the room abruptly, and Miss
Gray, sinking into a seat, murmured.

‘“He loves me, but he will never tell
me so, because I am bound to someone
else. Oh! that hateful bond !”

Bert had been loafing about the
stable and grounds all the morning.
He came in now and threw off his
water-proof wrappings. He found and
Joined the party on the back porch,

“You are finely employed,” he said.

Maddie was throwing grains of corn
out into the muddy water streams, to
see the long-iegged Shanghai rooster
and two shanky half-grown chickens
wade from their shelter to get it, and
scurry back out of the rain. The
others were loo! on amused.

! 80 y as you might
suppose,” Maddie said. ‘‘John has been
quoting poetry, and Miss Aimee has
told us a story.,”

*“I wish you would tell it again,”
Bert sald. And looking at Irma’s love-
% face under the red hood, he thought:

wish I were free to tell her a story.
I will be free before another day. I
will not he bound to what my heart
has no vart in.” .
He had a talk m his mother that
in her room, always kept her
with neuralgia, or the fear of it
‘the er was bad. He was'
by her side, softly rubbing her:

g %

He drew her

and

“Your

"
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lush she took the fan

| share your walk,”
| something I want to say to you. I

| hardly felt myself to be so, but now I
| am free to tell you, dear Aimee, that

Madcap 7 | 3 :
| tried to see her face, but it was avert-
ted.

' me,” she said, “because I can never be
off |

! He felt that she spoke earnestly, but

| words and eloquent eyes.

| a return fto1

Why i looks, your manner to me have given

2
“Yes,” he answered after a little re-
flection. “I am

ean’ never marey

wiroTy W
VBT g

well gnt:ngh to marry her. ‘1 aid not |
tox: -Al:ve.x i
“And you will marry Aimee Braze- .
ale 2" Mrs. Fontenoy sald, in a tone
of deep depression, . |
“I am afraid Aimee Brazeale will not !
gxea‘,‘r'!"y‘ me, But I shall surely ask '
“.And she will surely catch at a
match so wonderfuliy good for her.”

“So wonderfully good ! That girl is -

gifted and lovely enough for a prince,
much less a commonplace fellow, with
no gifts and but little money.”

g‘he mother sighed resignedly.

You have always pleased yourself, |
my son,” she said. “I suppose you |
must do it in this thing also.’ ‘

“I am deeply sorry not to be able
to do as you want me, mother. But
my heart revolts against it. I believe—
I am sure you will be satisfied with
my choice. You love Aimee Brazeale.”

“Yes; but—"

‘“But she has no money.”

“No social position, my son.”

“I will give her mine. She would
grace a far higher one. You know it,
mother dear.” :

He put his mother's slim. fair hand
to his lips. She drew nim to her, and
kissed him,

“Go, Bert, and do as your heart dic-
tates. I want you to be happy. But
poor Florence !”

Poor Florence, indeed ! Bert's heart |
smote him as he prepared to go over
and have that decisive interview with
her. He knew she loved him. He knew
that he had given her reason to think
he cared for her.

He found her alone. She seemed to
know intuitively why he had come,and
her pride awoke to sustain her. When
he faltered something about changed
feelings, she interrupted him quickly.

“Do not say any more,” she said. *“I
understand you fully. You wish to be
released from the half engagement
there is between us. I free you with
all my heart, since I know it is your
desire. Don’t think I will pine away,
after the manner of stage henoines. I
am going to the ball to-night with
Mr. Everton. He has not turquois
eyes, like yours, but he has a true
heart. I don’t think he is a bit fickle.”

“And I am, I suppose ?”

She turned to the piano and sang :

‘“ A true heart, a loyal heart,

It is worth more than gold, my dearie.”

She went with Bert outside the door,
and pulled a Nile lily from a mass of
broad green leaves that filled a great
tub on one side of the porch.

“Take it to Aimee Brazeale,”” she
said. “It reminds me of her, stately
and sweet, with a strange foreign
sweetness and grace.”

He thanked her, and kissed the hand
she held out to him. He looked back
half regretfully at the tall, pale girl,
who bore her disappointment so proud-
ly. There was a smile on her face.
He wondered if it covered a heart-
ache.

“Did she really care ?”’ he thought.
“I hardly believe it.”

He would not have doubted had he
seen her, a few minutes afterwards,
walking the fioor and slowly wringing
her hands, while hot tears of love and
wounded pride dropped over her
cheeks.

All the same, she went to the ball
that night, and looked her own_ bright
self, and danced every set. No one
could have guessed that her eyes had |
shed such tears. (

And Bert was free—free to offer his !
hand to the woman he had grown to
love so dearly. Late that afternoon
she came down for a walk. She often
went to a hill near by, to see the sun
set. Maddie usually accompanied her,
but this evening she was alone.

Bert was glad of his opportunity. He
asked if he mightg walk with her, and
after a little emparrassed hesitation,
she answered, “Yes.”

When they reached the top of the
hill, they sat down under a clump of
Pines, and watched in silence the sun
setting over the picturesque town and
serpintine river. As the flery globex
sank out of sight, Bert turned to
Aimee.

“I had a special object in wishing to
he said.. “There is

am free to say it now: hitherto.I have

I love you, and to ask you to be my
wife.”
For a moment she He

wags silent.
Presently she turncd it toward |
Her eyes were sad, and she was |
but her voice was quite |

him.
very pale,
firm.

“] am sorry you feel this way for

your wife."”
Bert's heart sank as he looked at her.

he caught her hand, and pleaded with

“Do not say that, Aimee. Do you
not care for me a little ? I will be so
devoted that you can but give me
my love. Aimee, your

me hope. Do not dash it to the ground.
You have seemed to care for me.”

“I do not care for your,” she said ;
“put I can never marry you.”

She was beginning to tremblz. She
was losing her self-possession. It was
a great relief that she heard, at this
moment, Madcap’s merry voice crying:

“Ah! you stole a march on me, but
here I am!"”

Irma welcomed her gladly. Bert
was silent. He hardly spoke during the
walk home. After tea he went to his
mother’'s room. She was sitting in her
easychair, her delicate face looking
whiter by contrast with the crimson
wrapper she wore. Irma was reading |
aloud to her.

At Bert's entrance she looked up,
colored, and closed the book.

*1 will come.back after awhile,” she
said to Mrs. Fontenoy, and left the
room.

Bert sat down in the softly-cushion-
ed rocker his mother pushed toward
him, and asked after her health. Her
g.\:’ick eyes detected the gloom on his

e,

“What has gone wrong with you,
Bert ?” she asked, tenderly.

‘“Mother, some time ago, I told you
that if I should offer myself to Aimee
Brazeale, I should be very doubtfu! of
her accepting me.”

“Yes, and I though it a very a'. 'vd
idea.”

“It was not absurd. It has been veri-
filed this afternoon. I offered myself
to her and was rejected.”

“Rejected ! You, Bert ?”

“] 'was very firmly rejected, and I
am miserable. I shall never be happy
again. I love her as I can never love
another woman !”

Mrs. Fontenoy was silent.. Her look
of astonishment changed to one ef
anxious sympathy, and dwelt upon the
son who was her idol

At length she said: .

“Bert, Ailmee Brazeale loves you; I
am sure of that. She refused you be-
cause she thought that to listen to you
would be ungrateful to me. She knew
that I had another marriage in view
for you, Let me talk with her; let
me tell her how fully your father and I |
consent to your with her.
You -will see that this is the only ob-
stacle—her feeling that it would be un-

eful to accept your love, when she
ew we cherished other views for

u. Do you consent that I shall talk

»

that you shall
t your heart
m I have

own heart, its capabilities |
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Castorla is put up in one-size bottles enly, It
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Hats sold as low as 5c.
able to make room for Fall goods.
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Sale of )illinery

MISS MITCHELL'S |

Hat and Dress Trimmings sold below cost 80 as to be

Call before it is too late.

BZDress and Mantle making done here.

MISS MITCHELL.

VICTORTA PLANING MILL

I have just completed a

cheap us the cheapest.
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and am now preparad to furnish everything for house finishing in my |
Everything guaranteed right or no pav.

Call and inspect work and get prices.

J. B, BYLEY.

Telephone 122.
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Bought an Eight Day Clook, with the second hand
gone, and it gained fifty-five minutes every hour;
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