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Year Afier X ear.

Year after year the cowslips fill the meadow,
Year aiter year the skylarks thrill the air,
Year after year, in sunshine or in shadow
Rolls the world round, love, and finds us as we |
were.

Year after year, as sure as birds’ returning,
Or ﬂm owers blossoming above the wintry
mould, -«
Year after year, in work or mirth or mourning,
Love  we with love's young youth, that never
can grow old.

Bweetheart and lady-love, queen of boyish pas-

sion,
Btroug bope of manhood, gontent of age un, .
Loved in & hundred ways, each in a diﬁﬁant

Yot loved supremely, solely, as we never love
but one.

-~

LOVERS YET.

(By the author of “Madoline’s Lover.")

“ What is 1t, Beatrice?" asked Lillian,
as the two sisters stood alone in the bright
little dressing-room.

“]1 can hardly tell you in sober words,”
she replied. * Lord Airlie has asked me to
be his wife—his wife; and, oh, Lilly, I
love him so dearly !"”

Pride and dignity all broke kown ; the
beautiful face was laid u

him ; the handwriting was quite unknown
to her ; she knew no onein Brookfield,which
was the nearest t-town—it was pro-
bably some circular, some tition for
charity, she thought. Lord Airlie crossed
the room to speak to ber, and she placed
the letter carelessly in the t of her
gitt-‘m. and in & few minutes forgot all about
i

Lord Airlie was waiting; the horses bad
been ordered for an early hour. Beatrice
ran up-stairs to Eut on her riding habit,
and never gave a thought to the letter.

It was a pleasant ride ; in the dark after
days she locked back upon it as one of the
brightest hours shehad ever known. Lord
Airlie told her all about Lynnton, his
beautiful home—a grand old castle where
every room had a legend, every tree almost
a tradition.

For her he intendéd to work wonders ;, a
new and maguificent wing should be built,
and on one room therein art, skill and
money should be lavished without stint.
« Her boudoir,” he said, ** should befit for a
gueen and for a fairy."”

So they rode through the pleasant sun-
lightair. A sudden thought struck Beatrice.
«] wonder,” she said, **what mamma will

n Lillian’s | think? You must go tosee her Hubert.
ghoulder, and Beatrice wa?t appy tears.|She dreaded love an%o

marriage 50 much.

“] loved him so, Lilly,” she went on ;| Poor mammal"

“but I never thought cared for mae.
‘What .F."“ I done that I should be so
moonbeams never fellupon a sweeter

Eﬂﬂlu than these fair young sisters, |p
an's pure, spirituel face bent over Bea-

trice.
“1 love him, Lilly,” she continued, ** for

himself. He is a king amongst men. Who
ia s0 brave, 80 us, so noble? If he
were & beggar,
for him.
Lillian listened and sympathized until
E& t dark eyes seemed to
en

went to her own room.

She asked herself, with wondering love,
what could have happened that her mother
should dread what she found go p'easant.
Lord Airlie entered warmly into all her
lans and wishes. Near the grand suite of
rooms that were to be pre for his
beautiful young wife, Lord Airlie spoke of
rooms for Dora, if she would but consent to
live with them. |

« I must write and tell mamma to-day,”

ghould care just as much | gaid Beatrice, **Ichould rot like ber to

hear it from any one but myself.”
« Perhaps you would allow me to inclose

grow weary; | a note,” suggested Lord Airlie, ** asking b
e bade her sister good night, and | to try .ul:i tolerate me." ks Bifb om L1y

«I do not think that will be very diffi-

Beatrice Earle was alone at last—alone | cult,” laughingly replied bis companion.

with her happiness and love.

It seemed| Their ride was a loog one.

On their

impossible that her heart and brain would | return Beatrice was slightly tired, and

ever grow calm or quiet again. It was all
jn vain she tried to sleep. Lord Airlie’s
face, his voice, his words, haunted her.

She rose, and put on a pretty pink dress-
ing gown. The fresh air, she thought,
would make her sleep, 80 she opened the
long window gently, and looked out,

The night was still and clear; the moon
bung over the dark trees; floods of silvery
light bathed the far-off lake, the sleepivg
flowers, and the green There was &

tle stir amid the branches; the

ves rustled in the wind ; the blue, silent
heavens shone bright and calm. The|
solemn beauty of the'star lit sky, and” the
hushed murmur, appealed to her. Into
the proud, ionate heart there came
some better, nobler thoughts. Ah, in the
future that lay so brilliant and beautiful
before her she would strive to be good, she
would be true and steadfast, she would
think more of what Lilly loved, and spoke
about at times! Then her thoughts went

back to her lover, and that happy half|P

hour in the rose garden. From her win-
dow she could see it—the moon shone full
upon it. The moonlght was a fair type of
her life that was to be, bright, clear,
noshadowed. Even as the thought shaped
jtself in her mind, a shadow fe among the
roses. She looked, and saw the figure of a
tall man walking down the path that
divided the littlegarden from the shubbery.
He stood still there, gazing lnn;.l[‘ and
earnestly at the windows of the house,
aud then went out into the park and disap-

She was not startled. A passing wonder
as > who it might be struck her. Perhaps
it was onaof thegame-keepers or gardeners ;
but she did not think much about it. A
shadow in the moonlight did not frighten

Soon the cool fresh air did its work ; the
bright dark eyes grew tired in real earnest,
and at length Beatrice retired to rest.

The sun was shining brightly when she
awoke. By her side lay a fragrant bouguet
of flowers, the dew drops still glistening
upon them, and in their midst a little note,
which said—

 Beatrice, will you come inte the garden
for a few minutes before breakfast, just to
tell me all that happened last night was
not a dream?"

She rose quickly. Over her pretty morn-
ing dress she threw a lightshawl, and went
down to meet Lord Airlie.

“It was no dream,” she said simply,
holding out her hand in greeting to him.

# Dear Beatrice, how very good of you!”
ﬂg}i&d Lord Airlie—adding presently.
“We have twenty minu before the
breakfast-bell will ring; let us make the
most of them."”

The morning was fresh, fair, and calm, a
soft haze b g round the trees.

« Beatrice,” said Lord Airlie, * you see
the sun shining there in the high heavens.
Three weeks ago I should have thought it
easier for that same sun to fall than for
me to win you. I can scarcely believe that
my highest ideal of woman is realized. 1t
was always my ambition to marry some

ung girl who had never loved any one

ore Ime.g You npever have. No man
ever held ySuj_.' hand as I hold it now, no
man ever Ki
ight.”

As he nEoka a burning flush covered her
face. Bhe remembered Hugh Fernely.
He loved her better for the blush, thinking
how and guileless she was.

« I fear I shall be a very jealous lover,"
he continued. *'I1 shall envy evurfﬂling
those beautiful u{u_rut upon. Will you
ride with me this morning? I want to
talk to you about Lynnton—my home, you
know. You will be Lady Airlie, of Lynn-
ton, and no king will be so proud as I
ghall.” '

The breakiast-bell rang at last. When
Beatrice entered the room Lady Earle
went up to her.

« Your papa has told me the news,” she
gaid. * Heaven bless you, and make you
happy, dear child ?"

jonel Dacre guessed the state of affairs,
and said but little. The chief topie of con-
versation was the ball, inters

your face as I did last

a8 to why the post-bag was so late.
It did not arrive until breakfast was

rsed by |
many conjectures on the part of Lord Earle

went etraight to her own room. Bhe
wrote a long letter to Dora, who must have
smiled at her description of Lord Airlie.
He was ﬂvargthmg that was true, noble,
chivalrous, and grand. The world did not
hold such another. When the letter was
finished it was time to dress for dinner.

“ Which dress will c{nu wear, miss?”
asked the attentive maid.

“ The prettiest I have,” said the young
girl, her bright face pglowing with the
words she had just written. What dress
could be pretty enough for him? One was
found at last thatpleased her- -a rich white
crepe. But she would wear no jewels—
nothing but crimson roses. One layin the
thick coils of her dark hair, another
nestled against her white neck, others
looped up the flowing skirt.

Beatrice's toilette satisfied her—this, too,
with her lover’s fastidious taste to please.
she stood before the large mirror, and a
leased smile overspread her face as she
saw herself therein.
Suddenly she remembered the letter.
The morning dress still hung upon a chair.
She took the envelope from the pocket.
« Shall you want me again, Mies Earle ?"
asked her maid.
« No,” replied Beatrice, breaking the
geal; “ I am ready now.” -
The girl quitted the room, and Beatrice,
standing before the mirror, drew out a long,
closely written letter, turning presently in
amazement, to the signature, wondering
who could be the writer.

CHAPTER XXXI.

The sun shone brightly upon the roses
that gleamed in her hair and nestled
against the white neck. Could is be linger-
ir , in oruel mockery upon the pale face
and the dark eyes so full of wild horror?
As Beatrice Earle read the letter, the color
left her lips, her heart seemed to stand still,
a vague nameless dread took hold of her,the

per fell from her hands, and with & long,

ow ory she fell upon her knees, hiding her
face in her hands.

It had fallen et last—the cruel blow that
even in her dreams and thoughts she had
considered impossible. Hugh Fernely had
found her out, and claimed her as his own.

This letter which had stricken in¥ and
beauty from the proud face, and  left it
white and cold almost as the face of the
dead, was from him ; and the words it con-
tained were full of such passionate love
that ®hey terrified her. The letter ran as
follows :

« My Owx Bratrice—From peril by sea
anh land I have returned to claim you.
Since we parted I have atood face to face
with death in its most terrible form.
Each time I nuuquamd, because I felt I
must see you again, 1t isa rite sayin
that love is immortal. Death itself woul
not part me from you—nay, if 1 were
burried, and you came tomy grave and
whispered my name, it seems to me 1 muat
hear you.

i Beatrice, you promised to be my wife—
you will not fail me? Al, no, it cannot be
that the blue heavens above will look on
quietly and witness my death blow! Yon
will come to me,and give me a word, &
smile, to show how true you have been.

i Last evening I wandered mound the
grounds, wondering which were the, win-
dows of my love's chamber, and Eaking
myself whether she was dreaming of me.
Lifo has ohanged for you since we satl
upon the cliffs at Knutsford and you pro-
fised to bo my wife. I heard at the farm
all about the great change, and how the
young girl who wandered with me through
the bonnie green woods is the daughter of
Lord Earle. Your home doubtless is a
stately one. Rank and position like yours
might frighten some lovers—they do not
daunt me. You will not let them stand
between us. You cannot, after the pro-
mises you uttered.

« Beatrice, my voyage has been a success-
ful one; I am not a rich man, but I have
enough to gratify every wish of your heart.
1 will tal:a you away to sunny ands over
the sea, where life shall be so full of
happiness that you will wish ié never to

end.
« T await your commands. Rumor tells

ended. Lord Earle distributed the letters;
there were three for Lord Airlie, one to
Lady Earle from Dora, two for Lionel,
none for Lillian. Lord Earle held in his
hands a large common blue envelope,

w Miss Beatrice Earle,” he said—** from
Brookfield. What large writing! The
name was evidently intended to be seen.”

Beatrice took the letter careless.y from

| man.
| ywn home ;

me Lord Esrle is a strange disappointed
I will not yet call upon you at your
1 shall wait your reply at
Brookfield. Write at once, Beatrice, and

| tell me how and when I may meet you. |

will go anywhere, at any time. Do not
delay—my heart hungers and thirsta for
one glance at your peerless face. Appoint
an hour soon. How shall I live until it

comes? Until then think of megas—Your
d?ﬂtﬂd lover, Huon FERNELY.®
« Address, Post-office, Brookfield.”

She read every word carefully, and then
slowly turned &a letter over and read it
again., Her white lips quivered with indig-
nant passion. How dared he presumne 0
far? His love! Ah! if Hubert Airlie
could have read those wordsl Fernely's
love! BShe loathed him ; she hated with
fierce, hot hatred the very sound of his
name. Why must this most wreiched
folly of her youth rise up against her now ?
What must she do? Where could she
turn for help and counsel?

Could . itRJo possible that this man she
hated so fiercely had touched her face, and
covered her hands with kisses and tears?
She struck the little white band which
held the letter againat the marble stand,
and where Hugh Fernely's tears had fallen
a dark bruise purpled the fairskin; while
bard, fierce words came from the beauti-
ful lips.

“Was Iblind, foolish, mad ?" she cried.
« Dear heaven, save me from the fruits of
my own folly!"”

should she do? Look which way she
might, there was no hope. If Lord Earle
onoe dinmtamdthlt she had dealt falsely
with him, ‘she would be driven from the
home she had learned to love, He would
never on such concealment, deceit,
and folly as hers. She knew that If
Lord Airlie ever discovered that any other
man had called her his love, had kissed her
face, and claimed her @8 his own, she
would lose his affection. Of that she was
alsoguite sure, »

If she would remain at Earlescourt, if
she would retain her father’s affection and
Lord Airlie's love, they must never hear of
Hugh Femnely. There could be no doubt
on that head.

What, should she do with him? Could
she buy him off?  Would mofley purchase
her freedom? Remembering his pride
and his love, she thought not. 'Should she
appeal to his pity—tell him all her heart
and life was centered in Lord Airlie?
Should she appeal to his love for pity’s
sake ?

Remembering his passionate words, she
knew it would be useless. Had she but
been married before ho returned—were
she but Lady Airlie of Lynnton—he could
not have harmed her. Was the man mad
to think he could win her—she who had
had some of the most nobly-born men in
England at her feet? Did he think she
would exchange her grand old name for
his obscure one—her magnificence for his
poverty ?

There was no more time for thought; the
dinner-bell had sounded for the last time,
and she must descend. She thrust the letter
hastily into a drawer, locked it, and then
turhed to her mirror. She was startled at
the changa. Surely that pale face, with its
quivering lips and shadowed eyes, could not
be hers. What should she do to drive away

deadly pallor? The roses she wose were
but a ghastly contrast.

« I must bear it better,” she said to her-
gelf. * Such a face as this will betray my
secret. Let me feel that I da not care—
that it will all come right in the end.”

She gaid the words aloud, but the voice
was changed and hoarse.

i Women have faced moredeadly peril
than this,” she continued, ** and have won ;
is there any peril I would not brave for
Hubert Airlie's sake ?”

Beatrice Earle left her room. BShe
gwept, with her beautiful head erect,
through the wide corridors and down the
broad staircase. She took her seat at the
sumptuous table, whereon goll and silver
shone, whereon everything recherche and
magnificent was displayed. DBubt she had
with her a companion she was never again
to lose, a hawmting fear, a skeleton that
was mnever mote to quit her side, a miser-
able conscioustess of folly that was bring-
ing sore wretthedness upon her. Never
again was shy to feel free from fear and
Ccare.

« Beatrice,” jaid Lady Earle, when din-
ner was over, 'you will never learn pru.
dence.”
8he started sud the beautiful bloom just

beginning to return vanished again.

“ Do not be slarmed,my dear,” continued
Lady Helena; "'l am not angry. I fear
you were out td long to-day. Lord Airlie
must take mote care of you; the sun was
very hot, andyou look quite ill. I never
saw you look & you do to-night.”

«We had viry little sun,” replied Bea-
trice, with & lugh she tried to make a gay

one: “we role under the shade in the 8

park. Iam tred but not with my little
ride.”

It was & plumant evening, and when the
gentlemen joired the ladies in the drawing-
room the 8w beams still lingered on
flowers and tres. The long windows were
all open, andthe soft summer wind that
oame in was ihden with the sweet breath

of the flowers.

T.ord Airlieasked Beatrice to sing. It
was a relief o her; she could mot have)
talked; all tlo love and sorrow, all the
fear and despiir that tortured her, could
find vent in pusic. So she sat in the
evening gloambg, and Lord Airlie, listened
to the super| voice, wondering at the

pathos and sadess that seemed to ring in
every note. | .
« What weid music, Beatrice!” he said,
at length. * Yu are singing of love, but
the love is al corrow. Your songs Aare
generally so blght and happy. What has
come over you'"'

« Nothing,” fvas the reply, but he, bend-

ing over herjaw the dark eyes were dim

with teprs.
“ There,” ded Lord Airlif—« you 8ee
I amright. Yu have positively sung your-

gell to tears.”

He drew he from the piano, and led her
to the large Jay-window where the roses
peeped in, I held her face to the mellow
evening lighhnd looked gravely into her
beautiful eye

wTell me/ he said simply, “what has
saddened ; Beatrice—you have mno
secrets from le. What were you thinking
of just now fhen you sang that dreamy
« Lobewohl?! Every notowas like a long
pigh."

“Bhall yd laagh if T tell you?” she
nsked,

" No,” he lied ; * 1 eannot promise to
sigh, but 1 Wl not amile." :

I was tiaking what I should do if—if
anything h;*eued to part us.”

“HBut noling will ever happen,” he
said ; “notdhg can part us but death. I

the startled fear, the vague dread, the|J

koow what would happen tome if 1 lost
you, Beatrice."

 What ?" she asked, looking up into the
haudsome, kind face.

« I should not kill myself,” he said, * for
I hold life to be a sacred gift; but I should
go where the face of no other woman could
smileupon me. Why do you talk so dale-
fully, Beatrice? Let us change the subject.
Tell me where would you hke to go when
we are married—shall it be France, Italy,
or Spain ?"

« Would nething ever make you love me
less, Hubert?" she asked. * Neither pov-
erty nor sicknesa?”

' No,” he replied nothing you can think
of or invent.”

“ Nor disgrace?" she continuad; but he
interrupted her, half angrily.

« Hush !" he said., * I do notlike such a
word upon your lips; never say it again,
What disgrace can touch you? You are
too pure, too good.” ;

She turned from him, and he fancied a
low moan came from her trembling lips,

“ You are tired, and—pray Inr?wa me,
Beatrice—nervous, too,” said Lo Airlie ;
wI will be your dootor. You shall he
down here upon this couch. I will place
it where vou can see the sun et in the
west, and I will read to you something that
will drive all fear away, I thought during
dinner you looked ill and worn.”

. Gently enough hie drew the couch to the
window, Lady Earle watching him the
while with smiling face., He induced Bea-
trice to lie down, and then turned her face
té the gardeun, where the setting sun was
pleasantly gilding the flowers.

“ Now you have something pleasant to
look at,” said Lord Airlie, *and you shall
have something pleasant to listen to. I
am going to read some of Sohiller's ** Marie
Btoart.”

He sat at her feet, and heid her white
hand in his. He read the gvand, stirring
words that at times seemed like the ring
of martial music, and again like the dirge
of a soul in despair.

His olear, rich voice sounded pleasantly
in the evening calm. Deatrice’s eyes
lingered on the western sky all aflame; ut
her thoughts were with E.igh Fernely.

What should she do? If she could but
temporize with him, if she could but pacify
him for a time until she were married, all
would be safe. He would not dare to talk
of claiming Lady Airlie—it would be vain
if he did. Besides, she would persuade
Lord Airlie to go abroad; and seeing all
Eurauit. useless, Hugh would surely give

er up. Even at the very worst, if Hubert
and she were once married, she would not
fear ; if she confessed all to him he would
forgive her. He might be very angry, but
he would pardon his wife. 1f he knew all
about it -before marriage, there was no
hope for her.
She must temporize with Fernely,—
write in & style that would convey nothing,
and tell him he must wait. He could not
refuse. She would write that evening &
letter that should give him no hope, nor
'et drive him to despair.
« That is & grand scene, i8 it not? " said
Lord Airlie, suddenly; then he saw by
Beatrice's startled look that she had not
listened.

1 plead guilty at orce,” she replied.
« I was thinking—do not augry—1 was
lates to your-

t.hinkin%]ot something that
self. I heard nothing of what you read,
Hubert. Will you read it again?"
 Certainly not,” he said, with a laugh
of quiet amusement. ‘‘Reading does not
answer ; we will try conversation. Let us
resume & subject you ran away from before
—where shall we go for our wedding-trip?”

Only three days since she would have
suggested twenty different places; ehe
would have siiled and blushed, her dark
eyea growing brighter at every word. Now
she listened to her lover’s plans as if &
ghostly hand clutched her heart and be-
numbed her with fear.

That evening it seemed to DBeatrioe
Earle as though she would never be left
alone. In the drawing-room stood a dainty
little esoritoire used by the ladies of
Earlescourt. Here she dared not write
lest Lord Airlie should, as he often did,
linger by her, pretending to assist her. If
she went into the library Lord Earle would
be sure to ask her to whom she was writing.
There was nothing to be done but waif
until she retired to her own room.

TFirst came Lady Earle, solicitous about
her health, recommending & long rest and
quiet sleep ; then Lillian, full of anxiety,
half longing to ask Beatrice if she thought
Lionel Dacre handsomer and kinder than
any one else; thenm the maid, Sustette, who
seemed to linger as though she would never
0.

Atlength she was alove, the door locked
upon the outer world. She was soon seated
at her little desk, where she speedily wrote
the following cold letter, that almost drove
Hugh Fernely mad :

« My Dearn Hvon—Have you really
returned ? I thought you were lost in the
China Seas, or had forgotten the little epi-
sode at Knutsford. I cannot see you just
yet. As you have heard, Lord Earle has
pectliar notions—I must humor them. I
will write again soon, and say when and
where Ioan see you, e :

« Yours sincerely,

“ Bearrick Eanue.”

She folded the letter and addressed it as
he wished ; then she left her room and
went down into the hall where the post-
lay open upon the table. She placed the
missive inside, knowing that no one would
take the trouble to look at the letters; then
she returned as she had come, silently.
The letter reached Brookfleld at noon
the following dn{; When Hugh Fernel
opened it he bit his lips with rage. Gnlt{
heartlesa linea!| Not one word was there
of welcome, not one of sorrow for hia sup-
ged death ; no mention of love, truth or
i :la‘lit? +no recognition of his passionate
worship ; no promise that she would be his
—what could such a letter mean ?

e almost hated the girl whom he had
loved so well, Yet he could not, would not
believe anything except that perhaps dur-
ing his long absence she had grown to think
less kindly of him. 8he had promised to
be his wife, and, let come what might, he
would make her Hufs? her word.

So he said : and Hugh Fernely meant it.
His whole life was centered in her, and he
wonld not tamely give her up.

The letter dispatched, Beatrice awaited
the reE‘I’y with a suspense no words can
describe. A dull wonder came over her at
times why she must suffer so keenly. Other
irla had done what she had done—nay,

fty times worse—and no Nemesis haunted
them. Why was this spectre of fear and

ghame to stand by her side every moment
and distress her ?

It was true it had been very wrong of
her to meet this tiresome Hugh Fernely in
the pleasant woods and on the sea shore ;
but it had broken the monotony that had
seemed to be killing her. His passionate
love had been delicious flattery ; still she
had not intended anything serious. It had
only been a novelty aud an amusement o
her ; although to himy perhups it had been
a matter of life or death. But she had
deceived Lord Earle. 1f, when he had

nestioned bher, and sought with such ten-

er wisdom to win her confidence—if she
had told him her story then, he would have
gaved her from further persecution and
from the effects of her own folly ; if she
had told him then, it would not have mat-
tered—there would have been ne obstacle
to lier love for Lerd Airlie,

It was different now. If she were to tell
Lord Earle; after his deliberate and empha-
tic words, she could expect no mercy ; yet,
she said to herself, other girls have done
even worse, and punishment had not over.
taken them so swiltly.

At last she slept, distrossed and worn'
out with thought.

CHAPTER XXXII,

For the first time 1n her life, when the
bright sun ghone into her room, Beatrice:
turned her face to the wall and dreaded

| the sight of day. The post-bag would leave

the Hall at 9 in the morning—Hugh would
bave the letter at noon. Until then she
was safe.

Noon ocame and went, but the length of
the summer's day brought nothing save
fresh misery. At everyunusual stir, every
loud peal of the bell, every quick footstep,
ghe turned pale, and her heart seemed to
die within her.

Lady liarie watched her with anxious
eyes. She could notunderstand the change
that had come over the brilliant young

irl who had used to be the life of the

ouse. Every now and then she broke out
into wild and feverish gayety. Lillian saw
that something was ailed with her sister—
ghe could ngt tell what.

_ For ¢ e fiftieth time that day, when the
hall door-bell sounded, Beatrice looked up
with trembling lips she vainly tried to be
still. Atlast Lady Earle took the burning
hands in her own.

« My dear child,” she ssid, * you will
have & nervous fever if you goon in this
way. What makes you Btart at every
noise? You look as though you were
waiting for something dreadful to happen.”

«. No one ever called me nervous,” replied
Beatrice, with a smile, controlling herself
with an effort; * mamma’s chief complaint

ainst me was that I had no nerves;”

ding presently to herself, ** This cannot
last. I would rather die at once than live
in this agony.” ;

The weary day came to aclose, however ;
and it was well for Beatrice that Lord
Airlie had not spent the day with her.
The gentlemen at Earlescourt had all gone
to a bachelor's dinner, given by old Squire
Newton of the Grange. It was late when
they returned, and Lord Airlie did mnot
notice anything unusual in Beatrice.

« [ eall this a day wasted,” he said, as he
bade her good night; **for it has been a da
spent away from you. I thought it woul
never come to an end.”

She sighed, remembering what a dreary
day it had been to her. Could she live
through such another? Half the night she
lay awake, wondering if Hugh's answer t0
her letter would come by the first post, and
whether Lord Earle would say anything
if he noticed another letter from Brookfield.
Fortune favored her. In the morning
Lord Earle was deeply ingrossed by a story
Lionel was telling, and asked Beatrice to
open the bag for him. Bhe again saw &
hated blue envelope, bearing her own name.
When all the other letters were distributed,
ghe slipped hers into the pocket of her
dress, without any one perceiving the
action.

Breakfast was over at last ; and, leaving
Lord Airlie talking to Lillian, Beatrice
hastened to read the letter. None of
Hugh's anger was there set down ; bus, if
she had cared for him, her heart must
have ached at the pathos of his simple
words. He had received her note, he said
—the note so unwortby of her—and
hastened to teil her that he was cbliged to
go to London on some important businéss
connected with bis ship, and that he would
be absent about three weeks, He would
write to her at once on hisreturn; and he
ghould insist upon seeing her then, as well
as exact the fulfilment >f her promise.

1t was a respite; much might happen in
three weeks. 8She tore the letter into
gshreds, and felt as though relieved of &
deadly. weight. If time could but be

ained, she thought—if something could

ut happen to urge her marriage with
Hubert Airlie before Hugh returned! At
any rate for the moment she was {ree.

She looked like herself again when
Lord Airlie came to ask her it she would
ride or walk. The beautiful bloom had
raturned to her face and the light to her
eyes. All day she was in brilliant spirits.

here was no need now to tremble at &
loud ring or arapid step. Three weeks was
a long time— much might happen. *Oh if
Lord Airlie would but force me to marry
him soon!”

That veey evening Lord Airlie asked her
if she would go out with him. He wanted to

bag | talk to her alone, for he was going away on

the morrow, and had much to say to her.

« Where are you going,” she said, with
sad, wondering eyes, her chance of escape
seoming rapidly to diminish.

#1 am going to Lynnton,” he replied,
“ to see about plans for the new buildings.
They should be begun at once. Iven if we
remain abroad a whole year they will then
be hardly finished. 1 shall be away ten
daye or & fortnight. When I return Bea-
trice, I shall ask you a question. Can you
guess what it will be 7"

There was no answering smile on her
face. Perhaps he would be absent three
weeks. What ohance of escape had she
now ?

«1 shall ask you when you will fulfil
your promise,” he continued—** when you
will let me make you in deed and in word
my wife, You must not be cruel to me,
Beatrice. I have waited long enough.
You will think about it while I am gone,
will you not?” :

Lord Earle emiled ashe noted his daugh-
ter's face. Airlie was going away, and
therefore she was dull—that was just as it
should be. He was delighted that she

oared so much for him. He told Lady
Helena that he had not thought DBeatrice

oapable of such deep affection. Lady




