CHAPTER 11— (Cont'd) What | see in the glass is a tall girl,

in a long closely-iitting cuirasse body cf

“Well, you astonished her. She never blue silk, ending in sashes of crepe cf
says much—except to criticise, and she's the same color, and with a billowy blue
bitter onough then—but | could sec that skirt lying along the carpet like the
your singing of that delicious ‘Serenade’ crisping waves of a summer sea—a girl
took her by surprise. And Herr von with a pretty white neck and arms, with
Konig put on his spectacles to look at hair neither fair nor dark, but of a
you. Allie, it's the greatest pity in the curious ash color, with eyes neither blue
world that you are a woman cf mde nor gray, but a mixture of both, with a

nose neither long nor short, a mouth
neither large nor small—a face that de-
nies all laws of beauty, yet a face which
Olive says she would never be tired of
looking at—but then Olive is my friend,
and prejudiced; do not set much store
by her verdict. What | know myself t
be is a girl with a swinging gait and

well poised head, whose outdoor life has
developed muscle and straight limbs, and

pendent means! You'd make a Krtune
on the stage!”

“1 wish Aunt Rosa could hear Son!"
“l am sure Madame Cronhelm thinks
you mean to sing in public.”
“Madame Cronhelm is at liberty to
think her own thoughts.”

“Do they know you have such a voice
down at the vicarage?”

“1 sing in church,” | say demurely. who, oddly enough, has a pair of eyes
“1 never knew such a queer girl as you \hich have not looked out of the family
are, Allie. If you were anybody else, you face since my great-grandmother died,
would be—~ about a hundred years ago.

“l wouldn't be Allie Somers Scott,” | While | consider myself, gravely and
laugh, shrugging my shoulders. dispassionately, as though my reflection
“1 suppose not. And | like you just as jin Mrs. Wauchope's depressing greenish-
you are, my dear. Have you seen the tinged mirror were another person, |

latest addition to Poppy’s trousseau? a hear the Count's voice upstairs, talking
Louis XVI. morning-dress of ruby plush to my landlady. My heart beats quick-
with pink bows—we must make her put er for a moment. Can he have discover-

it on after luncheon. It is most becom- ed the theft of the dead “button-hole”?
ing to Poppy, though, you know, | think But no; he goes in and shuts the door;
it is a ridiculous style for the morning Mrs. Wauchope comes down-stairs, passes
—fancy crimson plush with pink surah my door, and | breathe freely again. |
bows.” gather up my gloves and fan, having put

with a My violets nestling near my heart, the
marble-white complexion and black eyes. only spot of dar!(er golor n my sk}/ey
Olive is quite different—a litue plump dress, and walking into the drawing-
thing with a round face, a pink and room, impelled by | know not what spirit

Poppy Deane is a tall dark girl,

white complexion, very fair hair in a wisp Of, mischi;f kt))r (_” ftolly,_l si}Tc:]own a_t th_e
of curls over her forehead, and a pair of plano" an egin 0 sing y voice s
R B near. I do not think my voice is aud-
very saucy, if not particularly handsome . N N
« ” ible in the attics, | feel sure the words
eyes. Today she wears a granny bon- S B A R
i d ith di | d ttish are not distinguishable; and, even if they
ne ine wi cardinal, an a_ coquettis were, who could tell what silly freak
dress of navy-blue and cardinal which led me to ing themy
shows off her prettily rounded figure. 2 * *
Also she wears spectacles, and so much
because she finds them necessary to aid
her sight as because she fancies they im- “Word after w_ord | seem to hear,
prove the appearance of what she con- Yet strange it seems to me
siders the worst features in her face. That, though | listen to thy voice,
Thy face | never seel”

“That serenade of Gounod’'s rings in my
ears,” she says, as we reach the door of

the house in Dexter Square. “You must “Why Allie my dear, you're by far the

sing it again for me, Allie, after we have _niceoslt_ g'irl ifn the room!” This remark
iticised P , lush is ive’'s, of course.
criticise oppy’s plus gown ‘So | have been telling her,” says Gus,
who has been my partner in the waltz
CHAPTER II1. which has just come to an end.
« h \ .
It is Friday evening—the evening of the Dlt)n t talkh n:])nser?se. Who s thst
KolJesstons' dance. gentleman who as just come into the
room?”

I have _heard and seen nothing of “th( We are standing near a doorway. Gus
Count since yesterday; nobody has men and Olive both turn their heads.

violets, nobody has accused me o w B on < R ~
pilfering. Whether he is in the houbc or in WI&:‘EEU ghenaleerm Znécta(zllelz\ge asks, blink
not I know not, nor whether he haB been 9 9 p )

“Oh, he has moved on now—you can’'t

in since | changed his dead camellia for A N "

b h B le W dh iolet see him with the crowd!
tmyd uncl oh purpbe Ofoll ay viole Sd ygs: “Why did you ask?” Gus says. “Was
erdgay. ave een ully occupie e there anything remarkable about him?”

tween my singing lessons and visits to “He was remarkably handsome, that
Dexter Square—so fully that such a per- was all.”

son as Mrs. Wauchope’s handsome ill-tem- “ " B B P
pered lodger could certainly find no room to ?1:15 eS:yS Gus, screwing hia glass in
in my thoughts. If I am thinking of any p ye.

one now. as | lean back in my comfor- malrkskn&‘lgki:\le?;zonddy theherr(fém OI‘.I\I/? ;Zr
table hammecck-chair, with my buckled see hi;n againg when | am in yéur neiygh—
shoes on 4he fender, it is of Gussie Deane. - -
Poor Gu is devoted to me—has been de- borhood point him out to me, a}nd ! am
voted to me since we were children. And almost sure to_ know who he is. .AI,“e'
Gus is not a bad-looking fellow by any you look jolly; I hope you are enjoying
means. He is a little fair man, and | yourself as much as you seem to be do-
do not like little fair men as a rule. But |n“géh uite as lurch!”
then he is a captain in the “Blues,” and “) aquhaving such fl.Jn with him.” Olive
I believe he reall likes me. I do not : !
care for him, of c)(,)urse' but it is fun to -2YS glancing after her late partner,
have a Iover' I have Had a cod man with a world of mischief in her saucy
. 9 y dimpled face. “He is so silly—you've no
lovers—so at least they tell me—but | idea what a donke he makes of him-
have up to this time walked “in maiden selfl” Y
meditation, fancy free.” I am not a “Y.ou'd better not make a donke of
flirt—my worst enemy—if | have any ene- ourself.” Gus remarks severel y
mies—could not accuse me of fMrtinga It y“Oh h‘e doesn’'t know 1'm Iayu-ghing at
;Sndandez;n;i;lesemi?qtd wlhlzlg Inolt)otfrllirtdlfl\lllil:ls him! Men are so vain, they would think
Gus though- he is and has always been anything sooner than that you wero
\ making fun of them.”
my “chum/ He does not care to be called ‘You know a lot about them!” says

my chum now so much as he used. Olive

PR . Gus, with a lance of brotherl scorn
says it is because he thinks “sweetheart” g Y

directed downward at his pretty little

a prettier word. I do not care about B
N sister.
sweethearts. I shall never be so foolish « . P
to fall i | ith | think I know enough to know' that. Here is
as to fa tn love wi any one. n Captain Catheart coming for me. And
love is all nonsense. And most of the

there is the ‘Weit von-Dir.” Oh. Allie,
don’'t waste a note of that delicious
waltz!”

Ten minutes later, 1 am in Olive’'s
neighborhood again, this time waiting

men who have wanted to marry me—I
do not mean poor Gus, of course; and,
besides, he never asked me to marry him
—were in love with Woodhay. and not

with Allie Scott. If I had no money |1 R -
ight beli R | little: but it for Fred to bring me an ice.
mig elieve in love—a Ii €, ut, as 1 “There is the man | mean, Olive—stand-
is, I do not believe in it at all. . : .
“Shall 1 light th di ing with his back to the wall—the tall
a 9 B e "can es on your gark one, talking to Colonel Rolleston.”
dressing-table, ma’am? " N N N
M A N R K t N Yes; | observed him just now. |I thought
ary nnes voice wakes me ou ° I knew overybody here; but | do not
what was perhaps as much a dream as a B R
reverie. know who he is, nor does Captain Cath-
« f i igpom . cart. Isn't he splendidly handsome, Al-
W hat o'clock is it? I ask, yawning. B B R
w1t half t A | thi lie? I don’'t think |1 ever saw such a
1S a —pa's seven maam. M 1S handsome face in my life.”
your dress? I'll unpack it for you and “ B ”
He is very handsome.” | answer, glanc-

lay it, on the bed.”

The back drawing-room is mj bedroom.
I leave my easy chair reluctantly—it is
a cold night even for March, sharp and
frosty—and follow Mary inno into the
inner room, where a newly-l;ghted fire
burns in the grate.

“Why didn't you light that beforei* |

ing at the grand-looking boy—for he
scarcely seems more than that—as he
stands talking to Colonel Rolleston, and
looking with splendid careless eyes about
the room. His face is dark, almost for-
eign-looking. with a straight nose, a
slight dark moustache, and a pair of the

ask, shivering. most b_eautiful, fierce, tender, laughing,
R long-lasited eves | have ever seen.
“The Count—ho came in unexpectedly, “1 shall et. Katie Rolleston to tell rae
wanting his dinner,” Mary Anne an- R "g " R
his name. Olive promises, as her part-

swers, kneeling down to put some life into

the fire by means of a rapid fanning with ner whirls her away; and Fred returning

with my ioc. that and the wnltz put ev-

her apron, “and | had to attend to him. erythin elso out of m head
He's just like that always—walking in Iyt R 9 1 half yh I. t h
when he’s least expected. Gentlemen is Is nearly a an our flater when

somebody introduces me to a partner
for the coming walt® whose name | do
not c~tch; *nd. looking round careless-
ly. stiH talking to you”er RoUp-iton. |
find the unknown standing before me
with his eyes fixed inquiringly on my

a bother—you never know when they’ll
be in and when they won't!”

I take out my drees from its flat paste-
board box myself, unwilling to trust it
to the tender mercies of Mary Anne’s
grimy fingers. There is a note from Aunt

Rosa in the box, and another bunch of face. .

my dear oodhay violets. Aunt ftosa I accept h'm: o_f course, and walk away
tells me ]iﬁ news—they are all well at with him, wishinw 1 had caught his
Yattenden, and have had very cold wea- name. He is a rather silent nartner, an-

rearin to be more anxious to study me
than make himself agreeable, but what-
ever he does sav is clever and amusing.
aM so boyish withal that it is absolutely
refreshing after the “society” talk to
which | have been compelled to listen
for the last two hours. He danees well,
and knows how to take care of his nart-
ner. Once, when somebody by accident

ther. I lay down her note and take up
the violets, thinking, as | press the
dewy fragrant purple blossoms to my
lips, of the dear old trees at Woodhay
about whose mossy roots they grew.
“Send Mrs. Wauchope up to me,” | say
to the maid-of-all-work, when she has
done what she can for my sulky fire.

Mrs. Wauchope will make a better at- N
tempt at getting me into my dress than puts his foot on my dress, he turns round
B with a wicked flash of the eye which
she could, and will not perhaps leave B R R
N brings Mrs. Wauchope’'s ill-tempered lod-
such traces of the strain she must nec- ( N -
N trer into my mind. And once or twice
essarily put upon my sky-blue laces. 1 N R N B
i N N R I find him looking at me with an ex-
have arranged my hair in its usual sim- R hich | littl It
ple fashion before my landlady comes up, pression whic puzzies me a [littie.
is not admiration, nor criticism, nor

gathered closely round my head into a
loop of close plaits at the. back, and curl-
ing in a light natural fringe about my

depreciation; but it is easier to say what
it is not than what it is—rather a mix-
ture of amusement and curiosity, as if try-

forehead. And before the Deanes’ car- N -

iage comes for me | am ready, standing ing to read some _”ddle n-my face.
efore the dingy old-fashioned glass and t Wgen thhe _walt_z ': ovetr,dhe rehs_lgns me
wondering what Olivo will think of me ° up, aving jus pu own 1s name

opposite to the only disengaged dance on

and of my dress.
my programme, a mazourke. | can make
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nothing of the hieroglyphic scrawled in

pencil; but | fancy the last letter oi tne
mitials lookB like “B.”
“Is that your handsome man?” Gas

asks, looking after him as he makes his
way slowly through the crowd.

“Yes,” | answer at once. “Do you know
his name?”

“Don’t you know it?”

‘No? I could not catch it when he was
introduced to me.”

“Why, that is Baxter—Gerard Baxter,
the painter, a clever fellow, but no ‘stay’
in him. If he had, he would have made
a name for himself leng ago.”

“He looks a mere boy.”

“He is one-and-twenty. He could paint
pictures if he liked; but he won’'t tako

the trouble. Jack Rolleston knows him
well; but I've only met him once or
twice. He has been away in Scotland

for the last month or two, sketching. 1
don’'t consider him so very handsome."

I think Gus is a little jealous, or |
would think so if I had time to think of
anything but my own astonishment. So
this is Mrs. Wauchope’'s lodger; this is
the Count; this is the whilom glazier, the
man who | christened Ginx’'s Baby! It is
strange, it is astonishing, it is not to be
believed! The episode of the violets rush-

es to my recollection—the words | had
so impudently sung this very evening-
sung to him! It is well for me that lie

has no idea who I am—would never dream
of identifying me with Mrs. Wauchope s
spinster tenant “of a certain age.” Aunt
Rosa would have good reason to be
ashamed of me if she knew what pranks
I have been playing—good reason to say
that she was right and | was wrong about
the advisability of my coming up alone
to Carleton Street! I shall never be so
foolish again. | ought to have had more
sense—a girl of very nearly one-and-
twenty! It has been a lesson to me not
to be carried away by the wild spirits
which have been my bane always, the
love of adventure which my good aunt
has so often tried to nip in the bud! If
I had known that Mrs. Wauchope’'s
“four-pair-back” was a person like this,
I should not have dared to play what
my laggard sense of propriety now stig-
matizes as a silly practical joke, all the
more silly because the victim would nev-

er know who perpetrated it. Standing
with Gus near the upper end of the
room, | wish devoutly that | had not

promised him a second dance. What if
I should be foolish enough to betray my
identity with Mrs. Wauchope’'s “draw-
ing-room”? What if he sjiould ask mo
where | am staying in London? I shall
be very cool to him, very reserved and
distant, so that the idea of asking such

a question shall never enter into his
head. | am sorry now that | got myself
mto this scrape—I should like to nave
known my fellow-lodger who is so poor
and so proud. But | have made any
further acquaintance with him impos-

sible, all through that wretched littlo
bunch of violets!

I avoid his look for the rest of the
evening, though more than once | am
conscious that he is quietly studying me.
Gus seems rather annoyed at my ab-
sence of mind. Once or twice he has of-
fered me a penny for thoughts which |
certainly would not have communicated

to him for a great many pounds. Retri-
bution has not been long in following on
the heels of my offense; but | hope the
lesson will be a salutary one, and con-

gratulate myself that no worse mischief
has befallen me.

The dance | have begun to dread has
come at last—the dance for which 1 am
engaged to Mr. Baxter. He comes up at
the first notes of the mazourke.

“This is ours, | think?”

I take his arm; and, as | take it, my
heart gives a sudden bound of dismay.
lu the | utton-hole of his sombre evening
coat he wears—a bunch of half-withered
violets!

“This has been a pleasant evening,” he
says, when we have ta'ken a couple of

circuits of the room. :
“Yes,” I answer vaguely, my heart beat-
ing fast.

“Small dances like this are much more
enjoyable than gigantic crushes—don’'t
you think so?”

“Yes.”

After the first glance at the violets, 1|
do not dare to look at them. Any one

might wear violets—almost every one
wears violets in March. Buttheseare
my violets—I know it intuitively, though

why he should care to wear them, hav-
ing no clew to the giver, puzzles me more
than the name of the giver can have
puzzled him.

'You do not go out much?”
“No,” | answer, wondering if the re-
mark is a question or an assertion. If it

is an assertion, how does he know?

“Shall we take another turn, or are you
tired?”

“l am not tired,” | say, thinking what
an amusing companion he must find me.

We take a few more turns, and then
come to a stand-still. Mr. Baxter seems
to prefer to talk.

“You are fond of violets?”—glancing at
the bouquet in my dress.

A rush of foolish, guilty crimson dyes
my cheeks which I would have given
worlds to have kept out of them. But
it comes there, and it stays, while my
partner lowers his dark imperial head to
look into my half-frightened, half-defiant
eyes.

“Very fond,” | answer glibly. “I think
every one is fond of violets.”
“l am,” he says, smiling u little.

“You must be, to wear bo poor a
bunch.”

“You wbuld not call them poor, unless—"
“Tjniess what?”

“No matter,” he returns, laughing.
“But it is not very polite of you to dis-
parage my violets.”

“It is not, indeed. | hope you will for-
give me,” | say conscious that, unless
he is on an entirely wrong scent, | have
stupidly betrayed myself.

“Certainly. There is nothing to for-
give. You only spoke the truth when

you said my violets were a little faded ~
they were badly treated, poor little flow-
ers!”

“How was that?” | ask innocently.

“Well,” he says deliberately, looking
not at me now, but at the violets, “they
were given to me by a lady whose name
I did not know. And, if I had not for-
tunately discovered them in time, they
would have died for want of water in a
dusty glass.”

‘Indeed!” 1 observe quietly, looking
past him at the dancers.

“It was kind of her, was it not—to me
—not to the violets?”

“So much depends upon her motive,” |
answer carelessly, wondering if he knows.
“She could have had but one motive.”
“And that?”

“Well,” he says, smiling, “I do not
know that | ought to tell you what 1
think.”

“You think so badly of her!” 1 ex-

claim, the troublesome crimBon rushing
to my cheeks again.

“1f 1 thought badly of her, should 1
wear her vxoiets?'

“She never meant you to know who left
them tor you prooamy.”

“Probably."

“You say you do not know her name?”
“1 did not know her name.”

“But you know it now?”

“Yes, | know it now.”

“And it is—"

He shakes his head.

“l know you do not think so badly of

me as to suppose | would answer that
question.”
T preat-he a great sigh of relief. He

does not know then—he does not connect
me with the suspected party, whoever she
may be. Perhaps he thinks it was the
younger Miss Pryce! Mary Anne told me
they sometimes got flowers up from the
country-.

Scarcely deserves so much consid-
eration at your hands,” | say shortly.

“Why not?” he asks, with a laughing
look from wunder his long eyelashes.

“lIt is scarcely a lady s place to send
violets to a gentleman, even if she were
acouainted with him.”

“You women are very hard upon each
cH..

“Not so hard as you are, perhaps, "I

Wow you think the
an who sent you those violets—or
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gave them to you—is scarcely worthy of the owner, I will expiate my fault by
your rcspect.” giving them up to you.” :
“On the contrary,” he answers quick- He takes the bunch of withered violets
ly. “l know she did it out of mere from his button-hole tenderly in the
thoughtless kindness—perhaps mixed with tips of his white-gloved fingers, and hands
spice of mischief. And she thought 1 them to me.

\_Nould never know it—I1 am very sure she “It costs me more than you think to
intended that | never should!” give them up,” he says, looking at them
There hre tears of mortification in my wistfully.

eyes that | should have lowered myself “l1 think she would not refuse to let
by dolng_j this fOO!ISh thing. How_ I hate you keep them, whoever she is,” | an-
those miserable violets, how | wish they swer, laughing, with such a sudden

had withered among their native ferns change of mood that it even puzzles my-
and mosses under the elms and chest- gg|f.
nuts at Woodhay, before they tempted

me to make such a fool of myself! “You think tliat!” he questions eagerly.

“They do not look very valuable, do

“You seem to take it to heart,” Mr. tpey?”

Baxter says, looking down at me. | sup- B R .

pose | look very cross and disagreeable. Because they are a littlo wlther"ed*
“l am sorry | told you anything about Iuvalue themfmor"e than you know.

it Do you care to try the mazourke . Take them tr_1en, | say carelessly, feel->
again?” ing that Gus is watching me, and that

to keep Mr. Baxter’'s violets would look
more remarkable than merely to inhala
“Miss Scott," he says, standing before thei_r fragrance and hand them back
me, and speaking gravely enough now, again. “Take _them, and pay _her the
“1 must ask you to forgive me. | further compliment of forgetting the

am . h
ashamed of myself for having spoken of f°”y,,Wh'Ch put them into your posses-

“No thank you. | do not care to dance
any more.”

what | should have kept secret—of what S'i’n' . R

I ought to have taken for just as much And“W||| you ask her,” ho says oag-
as it was worth. The violets were put— erl){, to pardon my presumption in
where 1 found them—in jest, and | have daring tq prete_nd that | misinterpreted
worn them in earnest. | had no right to her .gracious gift?”

no it; and, if you will return them to (To be continued.)
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