
A GREAT MISTAKE.
I

So they began th e ir  lives toge ther. 
T he  old house wae transfo rm ed . T he 
gladness of a  g irl’s presence filled i t  w ith 
sweet and  wholesome influences. G eorge’s 
early  breakfast was a p leasan t event now 
th a t he had  L ucy  in  her fresh  cam bric dress 
and  trim ly  coiled h a ir  to  a tten d  h im , to  pour 
ou t h is  coffee, to  have th e  new spaper ready, 
to  nod a  b rig h t good-bye from  th e  steps ав 
th e  horses cam e round  to  th e  door and  he 
drove away to  h is  work.

M rs. M arch, who was often la te  for break 
fast, declared, laughing, th a t  she was no t 
used  to  getting  up a t suoh u n earth ly  hou rs  ; 
bu t Luoy’s sim ple convent hab its  clung to 
her in  m any  th in g s  ; and , as she was alw ays 
down s ta irs  and  in  the  garden long before 
even th e  D octor m ade Jhis appearance, 
he  was sure  of one com panion a t  least to  h is  
early  m eal.

I t  was so n a tu ra l to tho  g irl to  be busy 
th a t  she was falling by  degrees in to  her old 
hab it of w aiting on  every one ; she was per 
petually  ru n n in g  up  an d  down s ta irs , and 
m aking  herself a  little  sm iling slave to her 
cousin  and  to  M rs. Ludlow.

B u t a fter a w hile th is  seem ed to  alter. 
George in te rfered  quietly  b u t w ith  determ ina 
tion . L ucy  began to  find th a t  she  was to  be 
w aited on  a  little  now.

B atte rs  used  to look to  h e r w ordrobe for 
h e r w hen she was out. T he  g irl found her 
dresses b rushed  and  sm oothed, or laid  out 
ready a t dressing  tim e ; the  b u ttons  were 
always on  h e r boots ; a ll needful m ending  was 
carefully  a ttended  to.

E dw ard, th e  D octor’s own m an , was ready 
a t  a m om en t’s notice to  go on  Mi-ss L ucy’s 
errands , saving  h e r little  feet m any  a weary 
tra m p , to  fe tch  her a  cab in  wet w eather whon 
she was obliged to  go ou t, to  p ro tec t her w ith 
an  u m bre lla  as she got in  and  w hen she re 
tu rn ed . Lucy would b lu sh  and  pro test, hav 
ing become unused  to  sush  services during  
h e r  stay  in  K ing’s R oad ; b u t E dw ards would 
sta te  in  h is  grave way th a t  he  had  th e  Doc 
to r’s orders, though  from  h is  alacrity  i t  was 
p la in  th a t  th e  s ta id  m an servan t obeyed these 
orders w ith satisfaction  to  him self.

T he consequence of a ll th is  was th a t  Lucy 
found tim e to read  m ore and  to practice her 
m usic, which she had  sadly neglected. She 
found th a t  George liked to h ear h e r  sing , and 
she b e g in  to  h u n t up  all th e  songs she knew. 
Shd was able to  be w ith  Bee a  g rea t deal 
m ore too, w hich w as a  delight to  bo th  the  
girls, and  som etim es she w ent away to Croome 
for several days a t a tim e. M rs. Ackroyd 
was always begging for h e r. T he  qu ie t little  
w om an declared th a t  she could no t “ take 
to  ”  M rs. M arch somehow, m uch  as she 
liked th e  Dootor, bu t th ech ild ren  were always 
clam ouring  for Lucy.

“  W ho will see to your b reakfast, you poor 
neglected George ?” Mrs. M arch cried, w ith 
sm iling  dism ay, w hen L ucy  was first invited  
to  go to  G reen Knowe. And Lucy, coloring, 
declared eagerly th a t  she would ju s t as soon 
stop a t hom e.

B u t th e  Dootor would no t h e ar of th is . He 
knew  th a t  M r. O lifaunt, th e  handsom e rector, 
was often  a t (Jroome du ring  Luoy’g v isits 
b u t he  resolved th a t  h e  would carry  ou t w hat 
he had  begun, and  th in k  only of L ucy’i 
happ iness.

T he g irl’s delight a t re tu rn in g  was rew ard  
enough, a fte r all, for h is  unselfishness 
And indeed th e  house was n o t th e  sam e with 
ou t h,ef.

H er old p re tty  bloom and  roundness w ere 
reviving rapid ly  in  th e  re s t and  security  of 
h e r  new life. George had  only to  look at 
he r, to h ear how ligh tly  she flew abou t the  
house, to see how b rig h t she looked afte r her 
walks, and  how easily she broke in to  a  laugh, 
to know th a t she was happy  in  those days.

D octor’s wife pro tested , w ith a  com ical little  
a ir  of diem ay, the  young m en  were sh u t up  
in  offices all day  long, and , w nen they  cam e 
hom e, seem ed to  th in k  th a t  th e re  was som e
th ing  im m oral or “  F ren c h ” in  m aking th em 
selves deceutly  serviceable o r am using  to  a  i
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m en k in d  and  heard  L ucy ’s voice in  th e  hym ns 
E dgar B ryer had  no  need any  longer to m ake 
p ilgrim ages to  S t. M ark’s in  order to  see h is  
little  blue-eyed d iv in ity . I t  was a  p re tty  
fam ily party , people said, and  M rs. M arch 
ought to  be a very happy w om an.

Indeed , M rs. M arch looked as if she were, 
N aturally  she was enjoying th e  agreeable ex 
oitem ent th a t  h ad  followed h e r re tu rn  to 
B arlaston  в в a  bride.

A good m any  en te rta in m en ts  had  been 
given in  h e r honor, a t each  of w hich she had 
w orn a  new  gown from  h e r tastefu l trousseau 
and  had  excited a good deal of a tten tion .

The Doctor was necessarily  a g rea t deal 
away from  hom e during  tho day, and  there  
w as really  very little  to occupy h is  young 
wife’s th o u g h ts  in  th e  house so adm irably  
m anaged by M rs. B atte rs , so th a t  Ada was 
free to  am use herself, an d  contrived  to  do so 
very well for som e tim e by driv ing  ab o u t in 
h e r  p re tty  pony carriag e—a g ift from  kind 
T om  T hrogm orton  to h is  wife’s favo rite—and 
by o rgan ising  such parties  of p leasure a s  were 
possible in  the  qu ie t old tow n.

M rs. M aroh indeed was rapid ly  beooming a 
sm all celebrity  in  B arlaston . H er appearance 
a t  S t. C loud’s on S uuday  was waited for as 
im p a tien tly  as a new num ber of ^the Young 
L ad y ’B G azette , and  every one was talk  
ing  of h e r delightfu l little  d in n e rs—every 
one, except perhaps M rs. B atters, 
who a t h e r age was to  b^.excused for not 
a ltogether appreciating  her m is tre ss’s new 
fangled ways, an d  who opened h e r provincial 
eyes som ew hat widely a t th e  cost of those 
apparen tly  sim ple little  banquets.

People, w hen they  saw A da’s gray  ponies 
driving about th e  streets  and  a graceful 
little  lady, in  a  succession of charm ing  toil 
e tte s , passing  in  and  ou t of th e  shops or giv 
ing  order« from  h e r  tin y  carriage, used to look 
a t each o th e r and  w hisper eagerly th a t  th a t 
w as M rs. M arch, and  would po in t ou t, with 
never tir in g  in te rest, th e  fact th a t  she 
wearing an o th e r new bonnet.

W henever th e  th e a te r  was open or there  
was a  concert a t th e  Town H all, Mrs. M arch 
m ade up  a p a rty  and secured a  box ; and 
w hat with h e r own s trik in g  dresses and  the 
beau ty  of h e r  cousin and  M rs. T hrogm orton  
h e r  box generally  a ttrac ted  as m uch a tten tion  
ав th e  play itself o r th e  musio.

W herever Bee w ent young Ackroyd was 
su re  to follow. Jack  T hrogm orton  was still 
away. H e had  n o t re tu rned  to  B aslaston 
since th e  wedding, o r he would doubtless 
have helped to swell th e  young m a tro n ’s 
tra in . H is  m o th er’s k ind  face was no longer 
clouded by th e  old anxiety  on h is  account. 
George M arch learned from  her th a n  th e  boy 
had  settled  down to  work in  a London office 
and  was behaving w ith unusual steadiness 
and  m oderation

I t  really  seem ed as if th e  Doctor’s m arriage 
to  M iss Ludlow had  cleared th e  atm osphere  
of th e  little  town in  qu ite  a rem arkab le  way. 
L ucy often said to  herself th a t  every one 
seem ed happ ier for it.

Of course the  Dootor joined h is  wife’s par*' 
ties  as in  du ty  bound, if only for an  hou r. I t  
wag for h is  sake, as Ada gently  explained to 
h i • a ? d  her friends, th a t  she exerted herself 
to  ma*o h  Lome p leasan t and  to  bring  some 
brigh t influences around h im .

“ D ear George works far, far too h a rd ,” 
she often said, w ith a sigh . “  I t  is  m y duty 
to  induoe h im  to  take a little  re laxation  now 
and  th e n .”

So George, com ing hom e in  the  evening, 
would find qu ite  a large g roup assem bled in 
h is  wife’s draw ing room , d rink ing  tea  and 
ch a ttin g , and  pe rh ap s  m aking a little  m usic. 
Ada would give h im  h e r m ost com fortable 
ch air and  an  affectionate sm ile, and  would 
declare th a t  there 'w as to be no  ru n n in g  away 
to  th a t  d reary  study, th a t  he m u s t ju s t  stay 
and  h e a r  M innie’s la st p re tty  ballad.

I t  was delightful, M ary T hrogm orton  de
clared, to  see th e  M arches together. And Ada 
m ade th e  best little  wife in  th e  world.

C ertain ly  M rs. M arch was indefatigable in 
her exertions to render h e r h u sb an d ’s hom e 
ав com plete a  co n tra s t as possible to w hat it 
was before h is  m arriage.

H er g rea test difficuly, as  she som etim es 
gaily  asserted , was in  finding  civilized young 
m en  to help her in  carry ing  out h e r devices. 
In  L ondon , she would add, th e re  were a l
ways во m any idle young fellows, well- 
dressed and  w ell-m annered, who were only 
too glad to  dance a ttendance  on an  agreeable 
young m atron , w ith whom they  were sure  of 
nice little  d inners, or a  place in  a  box, o r a 
sea t in  a carriage ; b u t in  B arlaston , the

of a pe t of the  b lushing  boy, laugh ing  kindly wom an, th a t, had  he  been free again, ehe 
a t  h is  p e rs is ten t devotion, and  reading h im  t would have been no n e a re r to  h im , b u t fa r-
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loston, a  couple of m o n th s  a fte r her re tu rn , 
left M rs. M arch in  a  worse case th a n  ever in  
the  m a tte r of m asculine escort. She could 
no t help  expressing  a  lau g h in g  w ish to  her 
oouein th a t  th e  young m an  had  w aited  u n til 
a fte r € h ris tm a s  a t least to propose to  Bee 
T hrogm orton , and  to  be refueed.

‘ I  suppose i t  will b reak  up  th e  p a rty  a t 
C room e,” she added reg re tfu lly —•* and  I  was 
looking forw ard to  th a t  for several agreeable 
rec ru its  —unless, indeed’’— w ith  a  som ew hat 
cold sm ile—“ Bee in tends  to  re len t before 
then . I  suppose she m eans to m a rry  h im  
eventually  ?”

I don’t know ,” answered Lucy sadly. “ I  
th in k  she is unhappy  about it, I  am  glad he 
has gone away, poor fellow. I t  will give her 
tim e to  th in k .”

Poor T ed ’s flight cast a  deoided depression 
upon M rs. M arch’s hard ly  kep t toge ther little  
“  p a rty ,” as she was fond of calling tn e  few 
young people who h ad  le isu re  to  sh are  her 
am usem ents. T here  w as no  one who could 
take th e  place of th e  rich, good-looking young 
m an  who was w andering about a im lessly  half 
over E urope  in  th e  vain endeavor to  heal th e  
wound in  h is  fa ith fu l aching heart.

N either Bee nor Luoy could fa irly  be said  
to be of A da’s party . T hey  had  th e ir  own 
occupations and  in te re s ts , w hich seem ed to 
grow m ore absorbing  every day. Ada laughed 
a t th em  gently  som etim es for th e ir  g irlish  
en thusiasm .

“  W h at you are  try in g  to  do ,” she said , n o t 
unkindly , “ is being be tte r done a ll round 
you by properly  organized  societies. W hy, 
don’t  you send your babies to  J a n e t B rye r’s 
creche, and  your cooking and  sewing g irl to  
Mrs. A ckroyd’s in d u s tria l schools ? ”

Bee and L ucy were a  little  crushed by th is  
a t first, and  th o u g h t i t  only  fa ir  to consider 
the  m a tte r carefully .

T hey a ttended  one or two m eetings in  th e  
school room s n ear S t. C h ad ’s. A great 
m any  ladies were there . J a n e t read  aloud a 
long report, and, when th e  ta lk ing  becam e too 
loud, rapped on th e  floor w ith h e r unbrella , 
and cried sharp ly , “ L adies, will y c u ’please 
come to  order for a m in u te  I ” Votes of 
th a n k s  o r expressions of reg re t a t th e  absence 
of one or two popular m em bers were proposed 
and  seconde 1, and  the g irls cam e hom e, feel 
ing  very w arm  and tired  and  am used.

T hey  told George afterw ards th a t  they  
would ra th e r  keep on in  th e  old way, feeling 
th a t  th e ir  efforts reached a  few of those  who 
would have been scared away by th e  rules 
and  regu lations of th e  societies.

We have no lis ts  of con tribu tions to  p rin t 
and  no th ing  to  ta lk  abou t : so we have m ore 
tim e and  m oney to spare for actual w ork,’ 
they  decided ; and  so they  w ent th e ir  way, 
busy and  happy  together.

L uck  fe lt bound to  accom pany h e r cousin 
w hen Ada w ished i t  ; b u t ehe found the  per 
petual shopping an d  driv ing  abou t th e  streets 
so m onotonous, and  i t  seem ed to h e r  such 
an  u tte r  w aste of tim e, th a t  all h e r good 
na tu re  and  politeness failed to  oonceal the  
fact.

If we m igh t go o u t in to  th e  oountry  roads 
and lan e s ,” she som etim es said  in  confi 
dence to Bee, “  I  should  like it very m uch  ; 
bu t to spend two or th ree  hou rs  of each  day 
buying a yard  of ribbon  seem s so stu p id  ! 
And people s tare  a t u b  so 1 I  wonder if 
they  are as eick of seeing ou r faces as I  am  
sick of seeing th e irs  ! I  believe I  know every 
soul in  B arla ston  by s ig h t.”

Som ething  of th is  Ada extracted  lrom  her 
cousin  before long, and  th e  confession was 
received w ith  perfect good hum or.

Poor L ucy I.’’ she said, sm iling . “  You 
shall no t be vic tim ized  any longer. I  th in k  
I  shall cu ltivate M innie B ryer ; she is not too 
strong  m inded to care for p re tty  th ings, and 
she has a  b ro th e r  who m igh t be m ade useful 
with a  little  tra in in g . A t p resen t he  is de 
voured by m auvaise h o n te  ; b u t, if he can be 
cured  of h is tendency to  b lush  w henever he 
m eets us, I  th in k  I  shall app o in t h im , faute  
de m ieux, m y aide de-cam p, vice T ed Ackroyd, 
absen t w ithout leave.”

W h at do you w ant poor E d g a r B ryer 
for ?” L ucy asked, opening  h e r blue eyes in 
sober su rp rise  

“  Oh, to  ru n  m essages, and  buy 
tickets, and  tu rn  over m y m usic  ! W h at 
does one ever w ant a m an  for ? As dear 
George is too busy to  go abou t w ith  h is  poor 
little  wife, I  m ust only supply th e  deficiency 
as well as l e a n  I

M innie B ryer was by no  m eans loa th  to 
take Luoy’s place in  th e  pony carriage and  
elsewhere. H er life was as uneven tfu l as  th a t 
of m ost g irls in  a  quie t provincial town ; and, 
h er s ister J a n e t having becom e m ore de 
cidedly serious th a n  ever since Doctor M arch’s 
m arriage ,the  poor little  coun try  belle was left 
a good deal to her own resources.

M rs. B ryer felt th a t  i t  was a  very  good 
th in g  for M innie to  have the  opportun ity  of 
going abou t w ith th e  fashionable Mrs. M arch, 
and  of m aking th e  m ost of her you th  and  good 
looks.

A ccordingly th e  D octor’s wife and  the  
younger M iss B ryer becam e very in tim a te  in 
a  su rprisingly  sh o rt tim e. They fell in to  a 
way of dressing a good deal a lik e—Ada had  
g reat ta ste  and  skill in  m illinery  m a tte rs , and 
contrived to  produce a  g rea t effect a t sm all 
expense—and  alw ays in  advance of the  m ode, 
th an k s  to th e ir  diligent p e rusal of th e  P aris  
fashion book, for whioh M rs. M aroh subw 
scribed.

T hey spen t th e ir  m orn ings together very 
often, w hile George was on h is  ro u n d s  and 
L uoy reading to M rs. Ludlow  upsta irs  ; and, 
after luncheon , w hen the  pony carriage drove 
up to the  door, they  w ent ou t very gay and 
sm iling to  display the  resu lt of th e ir  industry  
and to execute a great m any  sm all purchases 
in  the  principal streets.

T he  drive generally  ended by a  tu rn  th rough  
th e  less o rnam en ta l thoroughfares by which 
the B arlaston  young m en  cam e hom e from  
Dusiness. E d g a r B ryer was am ong th e  very 
first to  appear always, and  M rs. M arch fell 
in to  a  h ab it of picking h im  up an d  driving 
h im  with h is  s iste r back to  B eaudesert g a r
dens for tea  and  a  little  duet singing before 
the  young people w ent hom e to  d in n e r.

“  I t  looks well for dear M innie’s sake,” she 
said to  h e r husband , who had  wondered 
ra th e r  scornfully w hat Ada could find in  such 
a cub. “  And poor E d g a r is useful, if not 
o rnam en ta l.”

D octor M arch supposed th a t  i t  was only 
n a tu ra l th a t  Ada should  desire to  am use 
herself. “  L e t her be happy  in  h ir  ow n way. 
poor little  sou l,”  he  said to  him self. “  I t  
seem s ra th e r  an  unm ean in g  way, b u t I  sup 
pose i t  is a ll r ig h t—and  I  am  no judge of 
w om en’s fancies.

In  t ru th  he did no t yet dare to speak earns 
estly to  th e  wom an he  had  m arried , n o r to 
a ttem p t to  draw  h e r nearer to  h im . H e was 
w aiting u n til he should be able to  do so w ith  
a  clearer conscience., u n til he had subdued all 
lingering  rem n an ts  of a  feeling w hich was a 
w rong now to  h is  wife.

T he young m an was honestly  try in g  to  do 
h is  duty , and  hoping one day to  find quiet 
and  con ten tm en t, if no t happiness, in  the  
doing of it ; b u t th e re  was во m uch  th a t  was 
pain fu l as well as sweet in  h is  new  life tha t 
the  struggle proved a h a rd  one, a lm ost too 
h ard  for hie s tre u g th  ; a n d  he  was thankful 
if a t first he succeeded m erely  in  h id ing  his 
suffering and  in p resenting  a  deoent calm  to 
h is  wife and  to the  world.

So Mrs. M arch’s b lush ing  aide de oamp 
began to h a u n t th e  house in  th e  square a t 
every m om en t w hich was no t absorbed by 
business. I t  seem ed to George th a t  he  was 
always w alking over the youDg fellow’s long 
legs when he cam e hom e of an  evening. Ada 
was teaching  E dgar som e so n g s; and  she 
was so eager for h e r p u p il’s progress th a t 
often she oould spare only a  nod and  a smile 
for h e r husband , and i t  was Lucy who b rought 
George h is  slippers and  h is  cup of tea .

“ You poor dear George 1” Ada would say 
w hen h e r  v isitors were gone. “  I t  is well you 
have L ucy  to  look after you a  little . And 
really  I  am  afra id  poor E d g ar is ra th e r  a 
hopeless pupil. H e seem s incapable of sing
ing  in  tone .”

She continued how ever to m ake som ething

th e  m ost charm ing  elder siste rly  lectures I t  
tim es about h is  w aste of tim e an d  neglect of 
h is  fam ily.

The lectures did n o t appear to  be product
ive of m uch  effect. E d g ar appeared  only the  
m ore determ ined to pereevere in  h is  v isits, in  
finding excuses for w hich he  displayed con
siderable ingenu ity .

On one or tw o occasions, w hen M rs. M arch 
happened to  be from  hom e w hen he called, 
he worried poor Lucy by insisting  shyly on 
w aiting  for her oousin ra th e r  th a n  d isappo in t 
M innie of th e  em broidery p a tte rn  for which 
she h ad  sent him .

“ H e  is dreadfully  s tup id , Ada 1 ”  L ucy 
com plained . H e never says a  word, but sits 
and stares a t you as if he  were m oonstruck  1”

“  Oh, b u t th a t  is because you don’t under 
s tand  how to ta lk  to  h im  ! ” declared Ada, 
sm iling. “ E d g ar is qu ite  agreeable, really , 
to those who unders tan d  h im .”

O n a  second and  th ird  repe tition  of th is  
com plain t from  Lucy however, Mrs. M arch 
fe lt th a t  i t  was tim e to  scold h e r protege again 
and  m ore seriously. H s was evidently  be
com ing reckless.

She m ade an  appo in tm en t w ith  h im  one 
evening. No one else was adm itted , no t even 
M innie, to whom  h e r friend  had  com plained 
th a t m orn ing  of headache.

The. w eather w as growing chilly, and  in  
Mrs. M arch’s p re tty  draw ing-room  a b righ t 
fire was burn ing ,w hich  flickered picturesquely 
am ong th e  gold fram es an d  th e  blue and 
w hite ch ina  on th e  walls. Ada h ad  p u t on 
a p re tty  velvet gown aud  fastened som e roses 
in  h e r belt.

E d g ar found h e r  s ittin g  in  a low ohair 
hold ing  a  screen before her face in  a h and  
th a t  sparkled w ith  rings, an d  w ith  her sm all 
high-heeled shoes d a in tly  posed on th e  fender 
stool.

“  I  am  so glad you have com e! ” she said, 
giving him  th e  little  g litte ring  h and  and  a 
p re tty  sm ile. “  Come and  sit dow n here  by 
me. Yes, you m ay have th e  stool if you like. 
P erhaps  such  a  hum ble position  m ay reduce 
you to  a  properly  subm issive fram e of m ind  
and  com pel you to  look up  to m e. Do you 
know  th a t I  am  going to  scold you E ddie?  ” 

“  Oh, M rs. M arch 1 ” Poor E dgar 
fidgeted on  his stool, w hich was 
ra th e r  a precarious sea t for a  person of h is  
ro b u s t proportions, and  tu rn ed  very red.

“  Oh, you m ay call me Ada s till 1”  said 
the  young m atro n  gently . “  All m y friends 
do ; and  I  hope you and  I  a re  going to re 
m ain  very good friends in  sp ite  of w hat I  
am  going to say .” As she spoke sh e  laid 
a caressing h and  for a  m om en t on th e  boy’s 
dark  curly  h a ir. “  You prom ise m e th a t ; do 
you no t ?”

E d g a r nodded. H e felt decidedly ill a t 
ease.

“  F rankness  is always b est,”  M rs. M arch 
w ent on, with ju s t a  shade of h es ita tio n  
“  and  I  in ten d  to be frank . I  have always 
th o u g h t, E dd ie, th a t you a t least did not 
m isunderstand  m e and  m y poor abused little  
London ways, and  th a t  I  was therefore  ju sti 
fied in  adm itting  you to  th e  in tim acy  w hich 
has been во p leasan t to  us bo th  ; has i t  no t ? 
B u t I  am  beg inn ing  to th in k  I  was m is 
tak en .”

“ No ; I  give you m y word, M rs. M arch 1” 
p ro tested  th e  boy eagerly.

“  Of course I  do n ’t  p re tend  to dislike devo
tion  on the  p a rt of m y aide-de-cam p ; b u t” — 
sm iling p re ttily —“ th a t  d is tin g u ish ed  officer, 
whoever he m ay  oe for th e  nonce, m ust 
tem per h is  devotion w ith  d iscretion . Now 
w hat is th is  I  h e ar abou t your s ittin g  out 
poor L ucy ’s patience th e  o th e r day w hen I 
was in  U pper B runsw ick s tree t ?”

T he boy tu rn e d  very red  again.
“ You know, E ddie, th a t  will not do ; and 

I  am  going to  im pose a  little  pun ishm ent, 
because i t  is n o t y ou r first offense. W e shall 
have people ta lk ing  ; and  I  th in k  you m u st 
prom ise m e no t to oome here  quite  so 
often .”

“  Oh, M rs. M arch ”— the  boy s ta r ted  up 
from  h is  stool, loom ing big and  ruddy  above 
her little  flaxen h e a d —“ d on’t say  th a t !  I  
do n ’t  believe I  could keep away now if I  
tried  !”

“  P oor boy,”  m urm ured  h is  friend , looking 
up w ith h e r large calm  eyes. “  N ot if I  asked 
you  to do so for m y sake ?”

“ B u t why should  y o u ? ” he persisted, 
eager and  s tam m ering . “ I  have never said 
a  w ord—I  never will, u n til you give me 
leave I"

“  E dd ie ,” p ro tes ted  Ada softly, “  I  really 
m ust n o t lis ten  to th is .

“ I  know the  D ootor th in k s  I  am  a  b it of a 
fool,” E d g ar w ent on  im petuously, now th a t 
th a t  th e  ice was b roken—“ and  of course I 
am  young yet, and  earn  only n ine ty  pounds 
a year, ; but I ’d w ait as  long as ever he 
w ished ; and , if I  only  th o u g h t I  was working 
for Luoy, 1 know  I  should get o n —yo u ’d see 
M rs. M arch ."

T here  was a  little  pause  ; th en  M rs. M arch 
rose too, push ing  away th e  footstool w ith 
gentle m ovem ent of th e  foot.

“  You foolish boy,” she said, sm iling, 
course I  found ou t your secret long ago 
you can judge for yourself w hether I  
been on your side or n o t.”

“  Oh, you have been awfully good,
M arch ! I  have been in  love w ith her 
ao long, an d  bu t for you I  m igh t never 
m et h e r to  speak to .”

“  Yes ; bu t you are  going to undo i t  all, sir, 
if you persist in  teasing  poor L ucy  w ith  such 
long v isits ! I t  was to tell you so th a t  I asked 
you to cam e th is  evening w hen I  was alone

“  You th in k  sh e —she does n o t care for 
m e?” cried th e  boy in  an  agony. “  Oh, Mrs. 
M arch, if you would only say a good word for
m e, I  ”

“  Of course I  will, you stup id  boy—all in 
good tim e !” Mrs. M arch was ge tting  tow ards 
th e  door w ith her awkward young visitor 
and  she laughed a little  im patien tly  as he 
caught h e r h and  in  bo th  of h is. “  There, 
th e re —you had  be tte r go now 1 I  am  su re  I  
don’t know w hat your m o ther would say to all 
th is . I  will w rite—I  will sound L ucy and 
write to you. B u t pray  go now, o r dear George 
m ay come in  ! I t  would never do to  tell h im  
ju s t yet. You m u st leave i t  a ll to me.

After th a t  day young  Bryer was seldom 
seen in B eaudesert G ardens or behind Mrs. 
M arch’s p re tty  ponies.

A charm ing  sisterly  note  had  w arned h im  
in  playful term s to  absen t h im self for a while 
from  the house in  th e  square, w here accord
ingly George was no longer com pelled to 
lis ten  to h is  singing of “  Speak to m e,” or 
“ A Т е” every evening.

“  H e was ge tting  qu ite  too tiresom e !” Ada 
declared to h e r h u sb an d  w hen he  rem arked 
the la d ’s sudden  disappearance. “  I  was 
obliged to send him  away !”

C h a p t e r  X L V III.
Q uite a  happy  little  lu ll fell upon the  house 

hold a t nu m b er n ine a fte r th e  d ism issal of 
E dgar B ryer. I t  seemed so a t least fco the  
D octor, though  A da frank ly  confessed w ith a 
p re tty  yaw n th a t th e  days in  B arlaston  
seem ed twice as long as th e  days everyw here 
else.

“ Poor Ada !” George answ ered w ith a 
k ind sm ile. “ You m ust try  to find some 
work for yourself. T here  is never very m uch 
going on in  a  provincial town ; and , if -we 
were to  m ade am usem ent our only aim , I 
am afraid we shou ld  all feel th e  days too 
long.”

Ada took the  little  serm on quite  
tem peredly, and  declared th a t  Lucy and  Bee 
had  left her no th ing  to do.

“ E xcep t to be happy, dear G eorge,” she 
added. “  You don’t th in k  me very frivolous 
for en joying  th e  first few m o n th s  of ou r 
m arried  life in  m y own way ? Rem em ber 
w hat two sad years I  spen t before.”

Tho Dootor sm iled down a t the  gentle face 
up lifted  to  his, and  to ld  h e r th a t he was only 
too glad to see her happy. H e had  h is  own 
work to  do ; and had  n o t m uch tim e for 
fre tting  or th ink ing . B u t, if  he had  had, he 
would have told h im self in  those days th a t  he 
was no t unhappy—n o t a ltogether sorry  for 
the  irrevocable step  he  had  taken .

He had  begun to believe a t  last th a t  Lucy 
had  never cared for h im . T he  g irl’s sweet 
an d  cheerful directness w ith h im , her renewed 
life and  courage and  color—all seemed to  
ta y  th a t  he had  been m istaken , th a t  she had  
saorifieed no th in g  in  giving him  u> ano ther

“  Of 
and  

have

M rs.
ever
have

th e r—m uch  fa rth e r away. A nd, feeling th is , 
George began to  adm it to  h im self th a t  i t  лав 
be tte r to  have L ucy for h is  friend  and  sister 
th a n  to have le t her go ou t of h is  life a lto 
gether, an d  to be asham ed  of th e  lingering 
em otion  whioh, in  spite of b e tte r resolves, 
th e  g irl’s presence or voice s till s tirred  w ithin 
him .

Such em otion was a  w rong done to  L ucy, 
he knew, an d  was a  breach  of th e  bro therly  
fa ith  and  devotion he  h ad  pledged to  h e r  on 
th a t  last sad  day by  the  m ere. T ru stin g  to 
h im  en tire ly  in  h e r inn o cen t security , th e  
poor child  had  oome in to  h is  house, an d  it 
was h is du ty  to  m ake th a t house h e r safest 
refuge.

T he  poor fellow tried  h a rd  to  m ake a 
friend of h ie wife—tried  to  en te r in to  her 
am usem ents, to  ta lk  to  h e r in  th e  long ligh t 
evenings w hile they  were alone and  L ucy  was 
w atering h e r flowers in  th e  cool of the  d ay — 
tried  to in te res t her in  h is  p lans, to  busy  her 
by degrees am ong h is  poor p a tien ts , to  find 
in  h e r a  ra tiona l com panion for h is  h o u rs  of 
rest.

Ada behaved charm ing ly—listened  w ith 
p re tty  sym pathy  as she sat a t work in  a fre sh  
and  ta stefu l toilette  ;• b u t she did n o t say 
very m uch. George oould n o t always be 
sure th a t she had  heard  w hat he was saying. 
Som etim es he th o u g h t he saw h e r stifling a 
yawn, and  then  he  would ju m p  up  and  ask 
for some m usio, and, having  listened  d u ti
fully in  h is  tu rn  for a while, he  would take 
h im self off to h is  tobaoco scented study  and 
his old shooting jack e t and  slippers.

M rs. M arch had  playfully insisted  on her 
h u sb an d ’s dressing for d inner every day. 
George laughed, and  pronounced i t  absurb  for 
people in  th e ir  position, b u t he gave in , as 
he  did w hen possible to  all h is  wife’s wishes, 
and w ent th rough th e  little  eerem ony, no 
m a tte r how tired  or ou t of so rts  he should be 

B u t in  h is  study, a  som bre book lined room 
opening upon th e  garden, he was free to  pull 
off h is  w hite tie and  fling aside h is  dress coat, 
and  to  s it w ith  h is  h<jels on  th e  window sill 
if he chose, sm oking an d  dream ing, and 
watching the  daylight fade above th e  ivied 
walls.

Som etim es L ucy was still am ong th e  goose 
berry bushes and  th e  roses, and  he could see 
her s tand ing  w ith her p re tty  bronze head 
against th e  dying ligh t, w hile th e  pigeons 
w ent w hirring over th e  stab le  yard  to  rooet 
and  th e  ru s tlin g  old elm  trees grew d a r ker 
and d arker in  th e  dusk. She would come 
along between th e  box borders, carry ing  her 
w atering  pot, and  holding h e r m uslin  sk irt 
aside, quite unconscious of th e  heavy eyes 
th a t were w atching h e r behind  th e  wire blinds 
of the  study.

Som etim es he  could h e a r  h e r singing th e  
tunes he liked overhead, o r perhaps she would 
knock a t th e  door and  ask h im  to  com e up 
s ta irs  for som e tea .

H e d id  no t know how frightened Luoy had  
been th e  first tim e she did th is —she never 
understood why herself.

I t  was a n ig h t o r two after the  b rid e ’s r e 
tu rn , and Ada had  sen t h e r cousin to  call th e  
Doctor ou t of h is  d e n .. T he room  was full 
of sm oke w hen Luoy en tered  in  obedience to 
a deep “  Come in ,,r and  th e  young m an , in 
h is  com fortable old coat an d  slippers, was 
reading a new spaper, w ith one leg th row n  over 
the  a rm  of h is  chair.

H e tu rn ed  as she en tered , throw ing down 
the  new spaper, and  springing  up  w ith a  k ind , 
haggard  smile.

“ Com e in , L ucy ,” he said, ho ld ing  o u t h is  
hand . “  Do you dislike th e  sm ell of my 
pipe ?”

L ucy answ ered som ew hat incoherently , and  
ra n  back in to  th e  h a ll, sh u ttin g  th e  door 
hastily  beh ind  her. She was trem b ling  from 
head  to  foot as she le an t again st th e  old pan 
elled wall ; h e r h eart was beating in  great 
painfu l th ro b s . T h e  sam e feeling h a d  com e 
upon h e r—only a  h undred  tim es s tro n g e r 
as w hen she had  first seen George carve aud 
had  eaten  of h is  bread a t  th e  sam e table 
with h im .

She had  never before seen D ootor M arch 
out of th e  regu la tion  garb whioh he  wore iu 
com m on w ith o th e r m en  in  h is  h o u rs  of bus 
iness or in  society, and  th e  s igh t of the  old 
gray coat and shabby slippers th rilled  her w ith 
a quite  indescribable em otion.

She blushed, and  p ressed  h e r hands  over 
her eyes ; h e r cheeks were bu rn in g  ; a  great 
ru sh  of passionate  pity  and  nam eless y ea rn 
ing  cam e over her. T h en  she heard  th e  h a n 
dle of the  study  door ra ttle  beh ind  her 
and  she flew breath lessly  up  s ta irs , n o t in to  
the  lam p lit  d raw ing room , bu t h ig h e r still 
in to  h e r  own cool an d  silen t cham ber, 
ligh ted  only by th e  m idsum m er stars  th a t  
were glim m ering w hitely beyond th e  wide 
open sash .

She w ent and  kn e lt down by th e  window. 
T he  tops of the  ta ll trees  were ru s tlin g  t r a n 
quilly in  th e  dark  ; th e  windows opposite were 
lighted  up  here  and  th e re  ; a  dog was barking 
fa r off ; th e  sound of A da’s singing  cam e 
floating up  from  below. I t  was all very still 
and  sweet, and  before very long th e  n ig h t air 
calm ed th e  trem o r in  L ucy’s veins.

“ W h at was th e  m a tte r w ith  m e ? ” she 
though t, breaking in to  a n  uneasy  little  laugh. 
“  I  m ust go down again. George will th ink  I  
am  crazy to ru n  away from  h im  like th a t .”

George knew no th ing  of th is  while he was 
accusing h im self of wronging Lucy w ith  h is  
useless regrets. I t  was th e  g irl’s sweet fran k 
ness and  courage w ith h im  whioh touched him  
deepest.

“ She th in k s —H eaven bless h e r 1—th a t 
here i? som e m agic in  th e  worde of th e  m ar 
riage service, and  th a t, w hen people u tte r  
them , th ey  blot ou t every th ing  th a t  h a s  gone
befo re /'

T h e  poor fellow spoke w ith a  b itte r sad
ness ; b u t he resolved th a t  Luoy should never 
be undeceived if he  could help  it.

W hen th e  chilly  evenings set in , th e re  was 
no longer any  w hite slim  shape to  flit along 
u nder th e  ivy wall and  d istu rb  h im  fr^om his 
books and  le tters . H e sa t w ith  draw n down 
b linds and  ligh ted  lam p th e n  ; and , for all 
h is courage, he found i t  p ru d en t even yet to 
spend a  good deal of h is  le isure  tim e alone 
w ith  h is  pipe.

An agreeable diversion as i t  seem ed to  the  
doctor’s wife, occurred ju s t  th e n  in  the  a r r i
val a t Croome of C ap tain  Sugden and  one or 
two of h is  friends. M rs Ackroyd had  w anted 
to  pu t th em  off, being in  no  m ood to  en te r
ta in  s trangers  ; b u t her husband , who had 
been m uch  relieved by Bee’s refusal of his 
son, was s till ohensh ing  p lans for T ed’s ad 
vancem ent, and  had in sisted  on receiving 
Lady S arah  Vanneck’s cousin and  h is friends.

T he young m en rem em bered very p leas
an tly  th e ir  v isit of th e  year before, and  were 
by no m eans averse to shooting  M r. Ackroyds 
ooverts again, or to m eeting  “ th a t  very h and 
some Miss T h rogm orton ’ who had  snubbed 
them  all so unm ercifu lly , o r “  th a t  awfully 
p re tty  M iss T h ra le” whose illness had  p u t an 
end to  th e  tableaux.

B u t a  very different s ta te  of th in g s  
reigned now in  th e  old Queen A nne house. 
Poor Ted was s till away, and  no  p a rty  had  
been b rought together to  m eet them .

M r. Ackroyd handed  h is guests over to  the  
keepers every m orning , and  provided liberally 
for th e ir  com fort. M rs. Ackroyd gave them  
a cap ital d inner in  th e  evening, van ish ing  
herself as  soon as she deoently oould to  h e r 
nursery , and  no t appearing  again  th a t  n igh t.

There  was no  denying th a t  th e  even 
ings wore te rrib ly  slow ; th e  m en  were 
balked of th e  p re tty  faces th ey  had  expected, 
and  th e  m ost highly spiced sm oking room 
stories proved an  unsatisfactory  substitu te  for 
th e  p leasan t little  flirta tions th ey  had  been 
looking forw ard to  a t th e  close of th e ir  day’s 
work.

Mr. Ackroyd urged th is  p o in t s trenuously  
on h is  wife’s a tten tio n , w hereupon, though  
she secretly  considered i t  heartless  on  her 
husband’s p a rt to  desire to  m ake m erry  in 
her poor boy’s absence, a  d in n e r p a rty  was 
given, which enabled C aptain  Sugden and  his 
friends to renew  th e ir  acquain tance w ith the  
charm ing  girls they  rem em bered w ith  so 
m uch en thusiasm .

T his was followed by o th e r en te rta in m en ts  
in tow n, by a  d inner in  U pper B runsw ick 
street, a  danoe a t Mrs. B ryer’s, an d  by one of 
Mrs. M arch’s dain ty  and  exclusive little  ban 
quets in  B eaudesert G ardens.

Those few weeks were th e  m ost b rillian t of 
A da’s m arried  life so far,

The w eather happened  to be wet and  d is 
m al, and  th e  a tm osphere  of th e  old house a t 
G reen Knowe was correspondingly depressing. 
M rs. M arch’s draw ing room  appeared  to  th e  ’ 
bored sportsm en  a so rt of oasis in  th e  social 
desert ; and  L ucy ’s blue eyes shone brightly  
th ro u g h  th e  m is ts  and  showers of th e  coun
try roads, lu ring  th em  h a lf unconsciously 
from  tu rn ip  fields an d  fallows to still m ore 
seductive gam e in tow n.

All th e  afternoon th e re  was a little  bustle 
about th e  door of num ber n ine . T he T -cart 
from  CroomeJ would come dash ing  up 
crowded w ith well dressed m en  ; the  old door 
resounded w ith vigorous knocks ; and  now 
the D octor found the  scenes repeated  which 
had  excited h is  scorn  in  E d g a r B ryer’s reign, 
only w ith m ore long legs to  w alk over when 
he  en tered  h is  wife’s draw ing-room .

N ever had  th a t  draw ing room  been m ore 
tem pting ly  arranged , never h ad  M rs. M arch 
worked h a rd e r in  th e  construction  of p re tty  
to ile ttes  for h e r daily  k e ttled ru m . Poor 
pan tin g  M innie B ryer toiled a fter h e r in  vain. 
She h ad  not th e  young m a tro n ’s resources for 
such  a  leng thy  cam paign.

M rs. M arch, hearing  from  B arry  Sugden 
th a t i t  was now quite  good form  in  coun try  
houses for those  ladies who h ad  walked w ith  
the guns to appear a t afternoon tea in  fanciful 
w rappers and  caps, had  such a costum e pre^ 
pared  a t  once, and  received h e r guests nex t 
evening in  a glorified dressing  gown of white 
cashm ere, and  a  coquettish  little  cap to  cor
respond.

T he young m en  declared w ith  one voice 
th a t  i t  was trem endously  becom ing. M rs, 
Maroh h a d  unbound  h e r long flaxen ha ir, 
which fell below h e r  w aist. As she lay  on 
th e  sofa she displayed th e  p re ttie s t little  w hite 
slippers im aginable.

T he D octor, however, who happened  to 
oome hom e a little  earlier th a n  u sual th a t 
evening, looked decidedly grave as th e  vision 
m et h is  eye of h is  wife in  th is  careless a t 
tire, lounging am ong h e r pillows before w hat 
he m enta lly  te rm ed  “  a room ful of young

“  You m ust n o t fret about th a t ,  dear^ Mri* 
T hrogm orton .”

“  I  try  no t to  fre t, m y love,”  said poor k ind  
M ary. “  B u t w hat w ith  B ee’s low sp irits  and 
poor Jack  aw ay W ell, well” —she b rig h t
ened re so lu te ly—“  I  won’t  com plain . The 
poor boy is getting  on very  well and  behav
ing  very steadily. W e m u st only  hope for 
the  best. I t  й  a com fort to  know th a t  you 
and  George are happy , a t  any  ra te .”

4 D ear Mrs. T hrogm orton  !” m urm ured  
Ada, gra tefu lly  squeeziug h e r frien d ’s hand .

She was anxious to get back  to  h e r  work 
and  to  change th e  bows on  h e r  gown for th e  
afternoon. No one saw  th e  new bows bu t 
he r h usb an d . M rs. M arch and  M innie d ra n k  
th e ir  tea  alone again, and  L ucy  m entioned  
a t d inner th a t Bee had  tak en  a  long r id e  
th a t a fternoon w it a C ap tain  Sugden to 
S t. G eorge’s P a rk , and  th a t  she herself had  
been asked to  go w ith M rs T hrogm orton  in 
th e  carriage.

B arry  Sugden had  openly adm itted  th a t  he 
could not s tan d  “  th a t  B ryer g irl ” any  longer, 
and  th a t  he fo r one was n o t going to  annoy 
th a t fine fellow M arch by kicking  h is  heels all 
day long in  the  little  w om an’s drawing-room  
—a bu rst of hero ism  w hich m igh t have been 
received w ith less derisive shou ts by little  
B arry ’s audience in  th e  sm oking room  if he 
had no t been so palpably h a rd  h i t  by  Bee 
T hrogm orton ’s dark  beauty , and if they  had  
n o t all discovered th a t  th e  su rest place to 
m eet “ th a t  sweet little  T h ra le  ” wae no t in  
h e r cousin’s house, but in U pper B runsw ick  
S treet.

T he room  was very w arm  an d  frag ran t, 
the  lig h t was p leasan tly  subdued. M innie 
wae singing one of h e r  ballads, w hich cam e 
to an un tim ely  end w ith a little  c rash  an d  a 
little  scream  as George entered .

il I  would n o t sing before Doctor M arch 
for the  whole w orld,” she declared, showing 
her d im ples.

To poor George, com ing in , tired  a n d  h u n 
gry , ou t of the  chill c lear a ir of th e  October 
evening, the  atm osphere  of h is  wife’s draw ing 
room , th e  odor of tea  and  perfum es was u n 
bearable.

“  H ave you a headache, Ada ?” he said, 
going over to  kiss h e r w ith  m uoh sim 
plicity  on th e  forehead. “  No wonder, 
if you have been  stifling  in  th is  
a ir  all day ! W hy don’t you open these  
windows and get rid  of half these  flowers ?” 
A nd in  a  lower voice he added, “ D on’t  you 
th in k  you had  be tte r deny yourself to visitors 
an o th e r day  w hen you do n ’t feel equal to th e  
exertion  of dressing ?”

“ You dear stup id  George !” h is  wife ex 
claim ed gaily, b u t flushing  a little  u n d er h is  
steady eyes and  assum ing  a less easy a t t i 
tude. “  I  am  charm ing ly  dressed ! T h is  is 
the  fashion now for a fte rnoon  tea , dear. Ask 
Captain  Sugden !”

B u t C ap tain  Sugden had  s ta rted  up  to  
speak to L ucy , who a t  th a t  m om en t oame 
in to  th e  room , pu lling  off h e r bonnet and 
gloves, having  ju s t got hom e.

I t  was h e r day a t th e  hosp ita l w ith  Bee. 
The g irl was looking as fresh  an d  olean as 
daisy in  h e r sim ple dark  gown, th e  close- 
fitting  lines of whioh displayed th e  charm ing 
slim ness of h e r figure, and  the  som bre color 
of which con trasted  p re ttily  w ith th e  b ronze 
of h e r h a ir  and  th e  gloomy w hiteness of her 
com plexion.

All th e  young m en  were very eager to  h and  
Mise T hrale  her cup of tea . She m igh t have 
had  ha lf a  dozen slices of bread  and  bu tte r 
a t once if she wished.

“  T h an k  you ,” she  said , laugh ing  and 
b lush ing , as  she parried  these a tten tio n s. “  I  
have had  tea  w ith  B ee—w ith Miss T hrogm or 
to n —and  I  m u s t go upsta irs  now to a u n t 
L e titia .”

H er m odesty charm ed th e  young m en. 
B arry  Sugden sighed w hen th e  door closed 
behind  the  p re tty  girl. George got up too 
and  w ent away to  h is  s tudy. L ucy was s tan d 
ing on th e  g rea t old fashioned land ing  as he 
w ent down sta irs. She was ta lk ing  to  Mrs. 
B atters  abou t jelly  an d  b ro th  for h e r siok 
people. She tu rn ed  and  sm iled gravely a t 
th e  young m an  as he passed.

“  H ave you been h a rd  a t w ork,”  he asked 
kindly ; and  he proceeded to ask  some 
questions abou t one or two of h is  p a tien ts  to 
whom L ucy had  been reading  th a t  a fternoon.

H e tried  no t to  rem em ber too keenly th e  
con trast betw een th is  slender shape and 
earnest faoe, still l it up  and  quivering with 
the  rem em branoe of th e  scenes th e  g irl had  
come from , and  th e  little  flaxen haired  wom an 
in  th e  dressing  gown, though  one swift flame 
of unavailing  anger again st h is  destiny  did 
leap up  w ith in  h is  breast in  sp ite of h im . Poor 
fellow, i t  was h a rd  to  be living in  s igh t of the  
heaven he had  lost.

“ Go and  re s t a  w hile,”  he said  kindly, 
L ucy and he stood for a  few m om ents toge th 
er. “  You look tired , ch ild .”

“  Oh, I  am  tired  and  rested  to o ,” Lucy 
answ ered, sm iling . “  W hen I  come home, 
George, I  don’t  know  w hether to  be m ost 
happy  or sad. T he fires and  the  flowers, and  
Ada singing to us, and  th e  d in n e r w aiting 
i t  is  all so dear to m e and  so com fortable. 
And th e  poor girls I  have been to see в е е т  to 
have bodies only to  feel h unger and  p a in  
w ith. I t  is  terrible, George. And th e  poor 
th ings  have no th o u g h ts  in  th e ir  heads. 
T hey have never read  books o r seen an y 
th in g  b u t poverty an d  ignorance. W h a t 
can  they  do b u t ache and  w ait and  be 
pa tien t !”

“  W ell, you have given poor E liz a  som e
th in g  to  th in k  of to-day,” said th e  young m an  
gently .

“ Oh, yes ! She was so delighted  w ith  R uth  
P inoh’s beefsteak pudding th a t  I  to ld  h e r all 
abou t m ine, and  how young Ackroyd a te  it. I 
have fe lt gratefu l to h im  ever since !” —break 
ing in to  a  b rig h t laugh . “ T hen  she w anted 
m e to te ll h e r w hether Jo h n  m arried  R u th  in  
the  end  o r no t ; b u t I  would no t. No doubt 
she will m ake th e  story  up  after h e r  own 
taste, poor th ing , while she lies aw ake in  th e  
n ig h t !”

W ith  a  nod and  a  sm ile L ucy ra n  up  sta irs  
to change h e r  dress, George stood and  looked 
a fte r he r, sighing. T hen  he  too went away, 
The little  blue ch a ir s till stood by h is  study 
fire ; b u t he would n o t look a t  it, and  w ent 
s tra ig h t to th e  window, folding h is  a rm s and  
staring  out a t  th e  chill sad evening. A utum n 
leaves were falling slowly on th e  window sill. 
He could h e a r  M innie singing a  noisy  song 
up stairs.

N ext evening, though  Mrs. M aroh and  Miss 
M innie were iu  readiness as usual to  receive 
C aptain  Sudgen and h is  friends, no t one of 
these  gentlem en p u t in  an  appearance a t 
B eaudesert G ardens. F ro m  M rs. T hrogm or
ton , who oame in  to luncheon on th e  follow
ing m orning , Ada le a rn t th a t  th e  tru a n ts  had 
spen t th e  a fternoon in  U pper B runsw ick  
S tree t lis ten ing  to  Bee’s m usic.

“  And really , m y love,” added th e  kind  
w om an, w ith som ething of a b lush, “ i t  is  as 
well perhaps th a t th e  young m en  should no t 
come here  qu ite  so often . You know  we 
country  folk will ta lk , and  th e  D octor is so 
m uch away. You d o n ’t  m ind  m y rem ind ing  
you, Ada, do you ?”

“  M ind !” repeated  Ada gently . “  I  am 
very m ash  obliged to you, dear M rs T hrog 
m orton. I  have no t any great ho rro r of the  
B arlaston  op in ion  m yself ; b u t for dear
George’s sa k e  ”

I  knew you would say  so !” cried M ary 
T hrogm orton , im m ensely relieved. “ You are 
a dear, sensible, good girl !”

* Oh, do n ’t  p ra ise  m e too  m uch, pray  !” 
re tu rn ed  Ada, sm iling. “  I  am  afra id  I  wa< 
ge tting  a  little  tired  of C aptain  Sugden, and 
it  is quite  Bee’s tu rn  to am use h im .”

“  I  had  h a rd  w ork to m ake her p lay ,”  a n 
swered th e  fond m o ther sadly. “  E ver since 
poor T ed w ent away she h a s  n o t been herself 
a t all. I  dare say she is sorry for h im ,
though  she can n o t ”

‘ Oh, Bee will bring  Mr. Ackroyd back 
again !” said M rs. M arch som ew hat coldly.

C h a p t e r  X LIX .
Shortly  a fterw ards, M rs. T h rogm orton  and 

her dau g h te r w ent ou t to  Croom e to spend 
week ; and  th e n  Mrs. Ackroyd cam e to B eaude
sert G ardens and  begged for L ucy  as well. 
She declared th a t  C ap tain  Sugden was bother 
ing h e r life out abou t th e  ttfb  g irls : so she 
had  invited  a few m ore people, and  h ad  m ade 
up  quite  a p leasan t im prom ptu  party . Even 
L ady Sarah  V anneck h ad  prom ised to oome 
for a day on her way to th e  N orth . L ucy  felt 
th a t  she o u çh t no t to go. S he fancied th a t 
Ada was feeling a  little  depressed, an d  though t 
it n a tu ra l th a t her oousin should m iss the  
society of h e r London friends, who w ere hard ly  
ever seen now in  the  flower scented d raw ing
room  in  th e  square.

“  T hey seem  ra th e r s tu p id  to  m e,”  the  
g irl said  to  herself. “  B u t Ada h a s  know n 
them  a  long tim e, and  I  suppose th ey  have 
all so rts  of th in g s  to  ta lk  about th a t  in te res t 
h e r .”

L ucy ven tured  tim id ly  to  suggest th is  to 
M rs. Ackroyd, and  to explain w hat an  enjoy
m en t such a  v isit would be to Ada.

“  My dear, M rs. M arch’s plaoe is w ith her 
h u sb an d ,” said th e  qu ie t little  woman 
s tu rd ily . “  A nd I  should  thinfc no th in g  
would induce h e r to  leave th e  D octor alone 
B ut you g irls have a  rig h t to all th e  dancing 
and fun  th a t comes along, so m ake th e  m ost 
of your tim e. M r. O lifaunt has been  asking 
after your again  !”

T here  was no  diffioulty now as to  ways and 
m eans. L ucy  h ad  an  am ple store  of p re tty  
m orning dresses and  walking costum es, and  
fresh  w hite т и в і іп  gowns for th e  evening, 
And i t  certa in ly  w as a te m p ta tio n  to spend 
a whole week w ith Bee and  th e  ohildren and 
the  k ind  adm iring  young m en  who were so 
anxious to im prove h e r knowledge of lawn 
tenn is .

T he house in  the  square  seem ed strangely 
du ll w hen she was gone. M rs. M arch was 
looking delicate, and  h e r  depression  seemed 
to  be growing deeper. H er frien d sh ip  w ith 
M innie B ryer h av ing  cooled a  good deal, and 
M rs. T hrogm orton  being away, tim e hung 
heavy on  th e  young  wife’s han d s. H er 
silen t, well regulated  house, w ith  only  h e r 
m o th e r’s som ew hat m onotonous society, 
seem ed to  oppress and  stifle h e r, th o u g h  she 
always kep t a  sm iling  faoe for h e r  husband  
on h is  re tu rn , and  endeavored to p reven t h is  
feeling th e  change th a t  L ucy ’s absence pro 
duced in  m any  little  th ings.

B ut George was conscious of an  effort under 
h e r sm iles, and  by degrees i t  oame to seem 
kindest on h is  p a rt to  spend h is  a fte r d inner 
hours, w hen he was a t hom e, in  h is  own 
room , or to stay  o u t and  play a  gam e of b it  
lia rd s  while Ada am used herself w ith her 
m illinery.

She could alw ays find  a g rea t deal to  do 
to h er dresses, a lte ring  a n d  revising , and 
p lann ing  new effects for th e  com ing w inter. 
And now th e re  was every p robab ility  of a 
d in n e r a t Croome w hen L ady  S arah  arrived , 
and perhaps a  v isit of a  day o r two as well.

“  E very  a r tis t requ ires an  audience,” she 
had  once said to  h e r m o th er and  Luoy. “ I t  
is of no u se  dressing  p re ttily  for dear 
George. I  believe he th in k s  L uoy 's gray 
gowns an d  linen  collars th e  perfection of good 
ta s te .”

“  If  he th in k s  of them  a t a ll,” Luoy had 
answ ered, laughing.

T he d inner p a rt£  oame off duly, and  Mrs, 
M aroh’s to ile tte  wale certa in ly  th e  m ost s tr ik 
ing in  th e  room .

L ady  S a rah  h a d  arrived , looking m uch 
b righ ter and  Jess tired  th a n  of old, though  her 
gow ns were ju s t  as paese ав ever.

B arry  Sugden had  confided to  M iss Throg 
m orton  th e  news th a t  h is  cousin was abou t to 
be m arried  to her first love, a widower w ith 
th ree  little  boys, who had  com e back from  
In d ia  a good deal s to u te r and  rioher th a n  
w hen th e  E a r l  had  sen t h im  away ten  years 
before.

“  L ady  S arah  is th e  best soul in  the  
w orld,” th e  sp righ tly  little  sold ier added 
“  and  I  am  aw fully g lad  she is going to be 
m ade happy  a t  la s t .”

Bee echoed th is  w ish very h e a r t i ly . She 
blushed gu iltily  w hen k ind  L ady  S arah  asked 
for news for poor old Ted, seem ing all the  
w hile to  read  w ith h e r shrew d gray eyes th e  
whole s tory  of h is  w anderings.

“  My dear, you m ust te ll h im  to  oome 
baok,”  th e  lady  said, lay ing a  gentle finger on 
the g irl’s crim son olieek. “  H appy as I  am  
it  would m ake m e happ ier to know th a t  he 
was a t hom e and  had  som eth ing  to  hope for.” 

T h en  B arry  cam e fidgeting abou t them  
and  L ady Sarah , w ith a good n a tu red  laugh, 
gave Bee up , and w ent and  sa t down by Mrs, 
M arch, who was looking a  little  neglected.

The young m en  seem ed to have renounced 
th e ir  L ondon  fa ith , one of whose ehief articles 
was th a t  g irls were a bore, and  only m arried  
women w orthy  of th e  least a tten tio n . Ada. 
w ith h e r exquisite  F rench  looking dress falling 
off h e r w hite  shoulders, w ith her prestige 
a bride and  gentle audacity  of m anner, found 
herseli alm ost as m uch alone a t Croome as 
she had  been a t  hom e, w hile L ucy and  ] 
were su rrounded  all th e  evening by a  little  
crowd of ch a tte rin g  adorers.

The Dootor had  no t come w ith  h is  wifet 
H e had  no t tim e, he  e x p la in e d  som ewha 
c u r t l y ,  w h e n  h i s  w ife  cam e d o w n  s t a i r s  in  her 
p re tty  w hite w raps, s u rp r iB e d  to  вѳе t h a t  he 
w a s  n o t d r e s s e d .  And so he d ined  by h im s e l f  
once m ore, a n d  sa t and  sm oked h is  pipe 
a f t e r w a r d s  sadly enough i n  h i s  s t u d y .  H e did 
d id  no t d a r e  to  go and  m eet L ucy T hrale  a t 
Croome.

“  How happy  you m uet be !”  L ady  S a rah  
said  to  M rs, M arch. “  I  rem em ber your 
h u sb an d  w ith so m uch  pleasure . A nd i t  is 
de lightfu l, is  i t  no t, to be done for good w ith 
th a t  drea  lfu l L ondon g rin d  ?”

“  Y es,” Ada re tu rn ed  sm iling . “  I t  is very 
p leasan t of course for a  while b u t I  confess I  
ra th e r  look forw ard to  se ttling  in  L ondon  
again som e day .”

“  T h a t is Dootor M aroh’s in ten tio n  ?” asked 
L ady S arah , su rprised .

“ Oh, yes !” Ada said  p re ttily . “  My h u s 
b and ’s ta len ts  a re  of quite  too h igh  a n  order 
to rem ain  buried for life in  th e  co u n try .” 

Lady S arah  was silent.
“  How b lind  m en are 1” she w as th in k in g , 

as she looked from  A da’s bare shou lders  to 
L ucy ’s sweet g irlish  faoe. “  W hy did no t 
th a t  good fellow m arry  th a t  charm ing, earnest 
little  creatu re  who would have been a help  to 
him  in  life, and  would have understood h im  
and  h is  aim s ?”

In  a  little  w hile M rs. Ackroyd’s v isitors 
were gone, and  L ucy was back again  in  the  
square. Mr. O lifaunt sighed w hen he saif1 
good-bye.

T he g irl noticed w ith te rro r th e  slow creep
ing  of som e deeper discontent in  Ada’s m ind. 
I t  seem ed th a t  M rs. M arch found h e r tran*- 
qu il, com fortable hom e an d  h e r  long idle days 
m ore depressing  th a n  ever now th a t  the  
tran sc ien t excitem ent caused by the  youug

m en’s p r e s e n c e  in  the  neighborhood had  su b 
sided.

T here  had  been a few words s a i i  by Lady 
S arah  a t  parting  to Lucy whioh led Ad i. to 
believe th * t they  were to  recieve an  inv ita tion  
io the old C astle  R a c k re n t. in L inco lnsh ire , 
which was to  b u rs t out iuto an evanscent jo l
lity  and sp lendor a t C hristm as on the s treng th  
of L ady S a ra h ’s approaohing m arriage ; but, 
w hen th e  in v ita tion  a rrived , i t  was found to 
be for L ucy  only, and  all th e  pretty  to ile ttes  
w hich M rs. M arch h ad  been contriving were 
w asted.

George would have insisted  on Lucy’s going 
to  W astelands, m iserable as th e  house seem ed У 
w ithout h e r, b u t th e  g irl pleaded to be allowed f 
to  decline th e  inv ita tion . A da waa n o t's trong , 
Bhe urged ; and  she herself had  had  enough 
gaie ty  already.

“ I  would ra th e r spend th is  first C hris tm as  
a t hom e, if you will bo th  have m e ,” she said, 
sm iling , bu t w ith A pril tears  in  h e r blue eyes. 
And she  wrote a  little  no te  to k ind  L ady 
S a rah , excusing herself on th e  soore of her 
cousin’s delicate health . 
g$A fter th a t  th e ir  life w ent on quietly  for a 
jtim e. T he au iu m n  h ad  b u rned  itself out. 
N ovem ber fogs cam e creeping about the  old 
house in  th e  square, an d  dead leaves were 
blowing along the garden walks.

T ed was s till away. Jaok did no t come 
hom e for th e  holidays, b u t rem ained  in  L on
don, to  h is  m o th e r’s grBat d istress . There 
were no  festiv ities except the  ch ild ren’s p a rty  
in  P rim rose  Alley, w hich was a m uch m ore 
serious u n d ertak in g  th is  year, and  inclmded 
th e  m o thers  as well as the  babies.

L u cy —and  perhaps Bee too—were th a n k 
ful for theee outdoor calls on  h e r tim e and 
her sym pathy . T he  D octor helped the  girls 
in  th e ir  work, and  gave them  good advice and  
suggestions ; he  was too  glad of any  excuse 
to  be constan tly  busy du ring  th a t  long w inter. 

(to  b e  c o n tin u e d .)

m a r r i a g e  ijn n o r t h  C a r o l i n a ,

A couple from  V irginia landed in  M ilton 
th e  o th e r m orning  to  be m arried  by  ’Squire 
Lewis. T hey w alked hand^ inshand  up  M ain 
s tree t and  took a  sea t upon th e  fron t step  of 
the  ’S qu ire’s office, and  the  m a n  asked for a 
license. As the  ’Squire was p reparing  to 
m ake i t  o u t, th e  buxom  girl began to  inoh off, 
an d  hesitated , and finally said  to th e  young 
m an  in  a ha lf w hisper :

‘ Jo h n ,” said she, “ I  do n ’t  believe I  
w ill—I  never d id  feel so flustered  —law d !
1 wonder w hat pap p y ’s doing n o w —I  feel 
righ t trem blesom e—less go back ; come on, 
Jo h n .”

“  Well, you don’t  w an t th e  license th e n ,” 
said the  ’Squire.

“  H old on  th a r, M ister ; yes, we do ,” said 
th e  m an  ; an d  he moved up  closer an d  set 
h is  ch in  to earnest work. “  Now, S ally ,” 
said  h e, “  don’t  go on  th a te r  way ; w hat ’ud 
folks say ? I t  ’ud  be awful hard  on  m e. A n’ 
th a r ’s th e  candy stew  a t  Bob B row n’s to 
n igh t, and  a ller th a t ;  and  Suoky Jones would 
je s t d ie a -g rin n in ’ over you about it. She 
was m ad as p izen yesterday w hen she heard  
we was cornin’—

“  I  don’t  m ind  h e r no m ore’n the  duet off/ 
m y feet, but I  feel so sk ittish -like , John  
wish’erm die if I  h a in ’t  so rry  we oome. 
don’t w an t’er get m arried , J o h n .”

“  Say, M ister, fix on your p ap ers,” said 
Jo h n . “  M arry in ’s n u th in  ; no m ore’n 
s tan d in ’ up  in  spellin ’ class a t Oldfield 
school.”

“  W ell, s tan d  u p ,” said  th e  Squire. “  I ’m 
ready .”

B ut as th e  cerem ony was under way the  
girl jerked  back, exclaim ing : “ I ’ll be John- 
dinged ef I  do !”

T he  ’Squire suggested th a t  th e  licence had  
been given, and  th e y  had  gone m ost too  far 
to  back ou t now.

“  T h a t’s so !”  said  Jo h n . “  S tand  fast, 
Sally ! D on’t  g it all in ’er quiver now ,” 
gently  tak ing  her a rm . “  Com’er long in  
place ; i t ’s m ost over w ith ,” and  she sided 
back.

As the  ’Squire said “  I  now pronounce yom 
m an  and  wife !”

“  L u d ’am ercy !”  cried th e  bride, “  a n ’ is 
it done ?”

“  You bet ’t ie — easy as spellin ’ ; and  now 
we’ll go ,” said the  m an  ; and  they  m ounted  
th e  horse double and  ro$e out of tow n. -

T H E  H U C K L E B E R R Y  P IC K E R ’S  A D 
V E N T U R E .

“ As I  was s ittin g  down picking huokleber* 
rie s  —I had a  little  black  dog w ith  m e—I 
heard  th e  dog bark ing  furiously. I  though t 
th a t  som ebody was plaguing h im  ; he is a 
dog th a t  do n ’t  like to be plagued. I  th o u g h t 
th a t I  would get up  and go and  see 
w hat was w rong w ith h im . So I  got up  and 
started  w ith m y pail. W hen I  got th e re  I  
saw a bear as big as a yearling  calf. W hen 
th e  dog seen m e he ra n  to m e and  th e  bear 
after h im . I  picked up  a s to n e—he was oom- 
ing full tilt, w ith h is  m outh  wide open. I  
fired away w ith th e  stone and  h it  the  bear a 
p re tty  hard  rap  alongside th e  head . T h a t 
m ade h im  m ad  ; he  growled a  little , and  
cam e rig h t on . I  picked up  a  p ine  kno t, and 
w hen th e  bear cam e up  th e  dog snapped him  
on the h ind  leg. H e jum ped  at the  dog ; 
th en  the  dog jum ped  between m y legs ; the  
bear jum ped  a t m e, and  th e n  I  struck  h im  on 
th e  snou t. H e snorted , and  blew th e  slobbers 
in  m y face so I  couldn’t  see for a  little  bit, 
th en  th e  bear s ta rted  off an d  tke dog after 
h im , and  b it h im  in  th e  h in d  leg again . 
T he  bear tu rn e d  and  chased  th e  dog, 
which ra n  b eh in d  m e ; th e n  th e  bear 
jum ped  a t  m e, and  I  struck  h im  square  on 
tiie  snou t again  and  knocked h im  down, and 
th e n  I  ra n  for dear life. I  was too scared, to 
te ll th e  tru th  (we believe him ), and  th e  dog 
a fte r m e, and  th e  b ear a fte r th e  dog. I  lost 
m y h a t and  pail, bu t d id  no t dare  to stop and. 
pick th em  up. I  ra n  abou t a  ha lf a  m ile ,^  
w hen I  stopped and  looked back, saw two 
m ore bears com ing ; they  were cubs. Then 
th e  dog and  old bear cam e fu ll ju m p —they  
all got toge ther. I  th o u g h t th a t  I  was a 
goner, su re , b u t they  all m ade for th e  little  
dog ; they  fought awhile, and I  called th e  dog 
off. I  ran  to a  tree  and  clim bed it, and  the 
th ree  bears s tarted  off, an d  th e  dog started  
a fte r th em  ; he ran  afte r th e  bears abou t a 
m ile. I  te ll you, if ever anybody m ade for 
hom e I  did. T h is was th e  first and  la s t ber* 
ry ing  th a t  I  have done th is  year. T h a t k ind 
of a  bear a in ’t to be fooled w ith ; I  don’t  w ant 
to  see any m ore bears very soon. I  have 
seen  a g rea t m any  bears in  m y tim e, bu t 
th a t  was th e  m eanest I  ever saw. She struck 
th e  dog once an d  knocked h im  twelve feet 
th rough  th e  bush , and the  dog got up  and  
s ta r ted  a t  h e r again , b u t was carefu l to  keep 
ou t of th e  bear’s paws. I  te ll you I  was glad 
to get back hom e hom e alive.” — W illiam sport 
Sun and  B anner.

L O V E  U N R E Q U IT E D ,

F r o m  th e  E v e n in g  W isc o n s in .
A touch ing  story  of tender love comes to  us 

from a tow n n o t m any  m iles from  th is  place.
A beau tifu l young girl became engaged to 

a ga llan t U nion officer. A t th e  close of the 
war he w ent to C alifornia to  seek h is  fo rtune. 
She ignored  all advances from  scores of su it
ors, an d  pa tien tly  aw aited h is  re tu rn , feeling 
confidence in  h is  keeping tru e  to  h e r. So th e  
years passed , an  I even a  few gray  ha ire  began 
to  show them selves am ong h e r brow n tresses, 
while h e r friends no  longer p itied  b u t r id i
culed her for refusing  all advances from  o ther 
desirable sources.

L a te ly  h e r  fidelity  was rew arded. T he 
lover of her girlhood h as  re tu rn e d  from  C ali
fornia, b ronzed, bearded, and  a m illionaire^  
w ith a  wife an d  tw ins.

—“ M other, I  am  a t  the  door,” i j  th e  title  
of a new  ballad . I t  І8 to be hoped th a t  th e  
old lady  will h u rry  down s ta irs  and  le t h im  
in , o r a w atchful ‘ copper” will have h im  in 
th e  sta tion  house.

— I t  will be in te resting  to  th e  lad ies to 
know th a t  in  m any  E n g lish  jo u rn a ls  th e  gen
tlem en  have a colum n allo ted  to  th em  for 
th e ir  fashion  notes. A nd one of th ese  a sserts  
th a t “  th e  prevailing  to ile t for g en tlem en  is 
pla in  w hite su rah , a  la rge  p h easan tic  flowing 
cravat, a  P rin ce  of W ales soft h a t  and  a 
w hite  um brella  lined  w ith  g reen  s ilk .”  By 
the  side of th is  th e  lad ies’ gorgeousness is 
nowhere.

»


