(CHAPTER 111—(Cont'd)

I amuse myselT by looking for my own
particular friends in the crowd. Olive
is in a corner flirting with Jack Rol-
leston, Poppy iB sitting calmly beside her
fiance, looking as lizily handsome aB ever.

Kate Rolleston is luooking at me. 1
wonder if she would like very much to
change places with me, and if half at
least of Olive's suspicion about her and
Gerard Baxter iB true? Perhaps Katie
has lost her heart to this artist-friend
of her brother’s, though, according to
Mrs. Wauchope, Mr. Baxter does not care
for young ladies. I am puzzling over

Katie's steadfast look, and wondering
how it has happened that, among all our
common friends, nobody has ever told
Gerard Baxter who | am, when ‘Tann-
hauser” comes to an end, and | rise .from
my seat, Blumenthalu’'s “Bend of the
River” being next on the programme.

“You practice a great deal?” Mr. Bax-
ter observes, as he offers me his arm
again.

“Yes,” | answer, smiling, as 1 met
his splendid dark eyes. “1l hope it does
not annoy you."

“No; Mrs. Wauchope will tell you
that I have never been fo industrious as
since you came to Carlton Street."

“l am gla dto hear it,” 1 venture,
somewhat soberly. “1f 1 had your tal-
ent, | should certainly not let it be
idle.” , ,

“l mean to work very hard now, he
says quickly. “Before, | did not care
very much whether I made a name for
myself or hot. But now—I1 do!”

CHAPTER 1IV.

“So he thinks | spend my time drum-

ming away on this unfortunate instru-

ment with the ultimate object of earning

my livelihood?” I laugh, sitting before
the piano in Mrs. Wauchope’'s drawing-
room on the morning after Madame
Cronhelm’s soiree musicale. “He thinkB

t am a penniless art-student like himself,

bound to earn my bread by whatever
talent | possess, unless | prefer to sit
down and starve. What a joke it is, and

how Olive will enjoy it! And how Aunt
Rosa’s stiff gray curls would bristle with
horror if she knew that her niece Allie
Somers Scott of Woodhay was taken for
a poor young woman from the country
who had come up to these cheap furnish-

ed lodgings for the purpose of studying
vocal music for the stage!”
Tho idea is too delicious! I laugh to

myself with such frantic enjoyment that,
if Mary Anne had chanced to come into
the room, she would have set me down
either as an idiot or as some harmless
kind of lunatic. I shall not «tell Mr.
Baxter the mistake he has made—since
no one has thought of telling him before,
I hope they will not tell him now. They
must take it for granted that he knows

who | am, and he must have thought no
questions necessary, seeing for himself
my mode of life. As for Mrs. Wauchope,
she probably still labors under the de-
lusion that the Count and the “draw-
ing-rooms” have never yet encountered
each other here or anywhere else. Mr.
Baxter must think the Deanes and Rol-

lestons have been very kind in taking me
up; but then he knows them to be fond
of art and artistic people, especially the

Rollestons, and likely enough to make
much of me for the sake of my voice.
What fun it is to think of myself as
working for my living! What fun it will

be to keep up the delusion with the help
of my scampish friend Olive, who loves
nothing so much as a practical joke!

But my fun is put a stop to in a very
summary manner. W hile I am sitting
here at the piano, a note from Olive is
put into my hand to say that Ellinor
has scarlet fever, and that | am not to
attempt to come near the house. All the
others have had it, and are not afraid,
but Mrs. Deane will not allow them to
come near me—I| must not expect even to
see Olive at Madame Cronhelm’s to-day,
as her mother does not think it would be
right to allow her to go there out of an
infected house.

I am very sorry,
sake, but for Ellinor
write a note to Olive, and have just made
up my mind not to go out at all this
morning, when Ada Rolleston comes run-
ning in with an wurgent request that |
would come over and spend the day in
Berkeley Street, which | am rather un-
willing to do, but which Ada persuades
m into doing in the end.

During the next five or six days |

not only for my own
and all of them. |

spend

most of my time with the Rollestons.
Ada pets me and spoils me very much,
in the fashion of Olive Deane, who' has
“fagged” for me since we were children
~ogethgr, yho house Berkeley Street is
a very pleasant on there are always
visitors coming and going—clever peo-
ple, poets, painters, artists, and literary

men and women. We are never at a loss
for amusement, between the preparations
for the fancy ball, Jack’s amateur studio
and the great music-room where their mu-
sical friends would willingly play sym-
phonies and fantasies all day long, if
they could find any one to listen to them.

I meet Mr. Baxter there very often—in

fact, I may say every day. | do not think
he can be working very hard—unless he
paints by lamplight—he is always with
Jack Rolleston, smoking in his studio Or
ohatting to us in the drawing-room. He
even stays to dinner sometimes—I know
it because they insist upon my dining
there once or twice, and, when | dine
there, he dines there too. They laugh at
me about him--of course, girls laugh at
each other for very little—and call him
my handsome sweetheart. But | do not
flirt with him, though he manages some-

how to be always in my neighborhood,
and | cannot help knowing that he is al-
most always looking ator[ne.

I am going home tha second Of
April, to come up to town again for
Poppy's wedding, unless it is postponed
on account of EIllinor's illness. Olive,
who writes to me almost every day, says
they are thinking of going to Brighton
as soon as Ellinor is strong enough to
travel, and | should not be surprised if
Poppy’'s wedding took place from there.
The prospect of seeing Woodhay bo soon
does not fill me with unmixed delight.
Something has thrown a glamor over Mrs.
Wauchope’s shabby furnished lodgings,
which my own beautiful Manor has nev-
er known—“a light that never was on

land or sea” illumines these dusty rooms,
a “glory and a freshness and a dream,”

in which I walk like one who “on a moun-
tain takes the .dawn.” I am so happy,
and yet | cannot say what has made me
happy.

One day the Rollestons take me to seo

the studio of an artist of whose pictures
I have heard—a man who very often
comes to Berkeley Street, and who, gaunt
and gray and disheveled as he is. is one
of the “lions” of the day. As we go up
the stairs leading to the studio, we meet
a girl coming down—a young girl, poor-
ly dressed, but with a face of such ex-
traordinary beauty that it absolutely
dazzles me. | had never dreamed that a

human face could be
Rolleston,

so lovely, and Mrs.
who has also been struck by it

makes the same remark to the great
painter himself.
“Oh, that,” he says, laying down his

palette and brushes,
Bits to me as a model—her name

“is a poor chiM who
ie White!

Her mother is a wretched woman, always
begging—sometimes drunk. Here is her
picture—yes, it is a lovely face.”

He has turned a canvas which had been

standing with its face to the wall, and
we are looking again at the gjyl we meet
on the stairs. There are the pure Greek
outlines which Phidias might have wor-
shipped—the tangled red-gold hair tossed
back from the white forehead, glittering
like a halo round the angelic head, the

dark blue velvety eyes, the exquisite smil-

ing lips. The great artist liad' painted
her in rags, selling violets. She is hold-
ing out a bunch in one small slender
hand, as she leans against the pillar of
some great portico, looking out of the
canvas with those innocent wistful eyes.

I stand before the picture for a long time,
studying that girl's face. I envy her,
though she is in rags and | am wearing
a dress of steel-gray velvet with a bon-
net of the same, whose cost | scarcely
care to remember. How happy she ought
to be with a face like that? What mat-
ter about cold and hunger, and rags, if
one could smile on the beholder with
those ethereal eyes, with those exquisite
childish lips! So | think, looking down
at the lifeless canvas. And as | look a
shiver runs through my veins, as though
a door had opened Bomewhere, letting in
a breath of some cold outer air. It is
a curious sensation—I have heard of peo-
ple feeling the like when one walked over

their grave that was to be. Yet why
should this girl's face make me shiver?
It is as beautiful as the face of an an-
gel, and as innocent—it is not very likely
that it should ever do me any harm!

* * * * * * *

This evening tho Rollestons insist upon
sending their carriage to take me back
to Berkeley Street to dinner. I should
have spent a lovely evening if I had not
gone, and yet | go rather unwillingly,

having had a pile of letters from Wood-
hay and Yattenden in the morning, which
I have not yet had time to read. But
the temptation to spend the evening in
that pleasant house is too strong to re-
sist—against my better judgment | allow
myself to be persuaded, and seven o’'clock
finds me in the drawing-room at Berke-
ley Street; and, as usual, | find Mr. Bax-
ter there before me.

“l don’'t think you
hard,” | say to him
evening.

“l1 think we have both been rather idle
lately,” he retorts, with his boyish smile.

“1 have been here every day—I1 have no
time to practice.”

“And | have been here every day—I
no time to paint.”

“But how are you to make this
name for yourself if you do not work?”

“And you?” he suggests, laughing.

“Oh, I am not in any great hurry to
make a name for myself!"

“l am glad to Hear it. |1
never make a name for

“Thank youl!”

“l mean that | hope you will never make
that voice of yours public property.”

“What then is to become of me?” | ask,
with laudable gravity.

“Let some man work for you,” he says
hurriedly, his boyish face flushing like a
girl’s. “Give some man the chance of
making a name for himself—for your
sake!”

I shake my head gravely,
into the twilight. We are
an open window at the upper
long music-room. All the rest
party are clustered round the piano at
the lower end, where some music-mad
friend of Crauford’'s is playing Berlioz's
“Symphonie Fantastique.” These are all
in a warm glow of candle-light from the

are working very
in the course of the

have

great

hope you will
yourself at all.’

looking out
standing at

end of the
of the

lights on the piano, but we, standing at
this distant window, are illumined only
by the low glimmer from a faint clear
apple-green sky against w'hich the houses
stand up picturesquely dark and indis-
tinct, and in which, just above the sha-
dowy chimney-tops, burns one great red
lovely star.

“Miss Scott, do you think the man you

marry will ever allow you to sing on
the stage?”

His voice startles me, low and quietly
as the words are spoken. I look up at
the tall dark figure, indistinct in the
twilight; and suddenly this boy, with his
beautiful eyes, his desperate poverty, his

passionate pride, seems to take me by the

hand and lead me into some “faery-land
forlorn” of which | have never dreamed
in all my life before.

“1 do not think about i
truth.

I answer with

“Miss Scott, will you marry me?”
This question takes me so entirely by
surprise that it conveys no meaning to
my mind.

“Allie, will you marry me, and give me
the right to work for you?”

I look of
me,

for

up into the eager dark eyes
the lad who is so eager to work for
but who cannot or will not work
himself.

“You
cruel

with with a

be as

a wife!” 1 exclaim,
smile. “It seems to me to
much as you can compass—"

“To live myself. You are very bitter;
I think you take a pleasure in hurting
me—I think you always did!”

“Forgive me,” | say, holding
hand; it looks very white and
the half light, as | am sure | look my-
self in my faint white clinging gown. “It
was kind of you to wish to help me in
the only way you could—"

“Kind!” he interrupts passionately,
ing the hand | have offered to him and
daring to press his warm young lips
against it. “l am kind to you, Allie, if
you call it kind ro love you with all ihe
strength of my heart und soul!”

“But you have only known me for so
short a time,” | say, drawing my hand
away coldly. "You can know i.0ihing
about me.”

"l know that I love you—I know that
I have loved you since Ihe very f A
ening | met you here. believe iell in
love with your voice before | evvr saw
you, though Mrs. Wauchope thought she
nipped any danger of that kind so .Uov-
erly in the bud;” and he laughs a In tie
—the old boyish laugh. I think of cne
violets and am silent, looking at that
great solitary star, at the !=)uses stand-
ing up black against the gold-green sky.
The quaint fantastic music of tlie Sym-
phonie fills the room, the group about
the piano isten to it eagerly, with the
light full their preoccupied laces; only
we two are alone together in the twilight
window, two tall shadows against the
faint clear sadness of th? sky.

“We should be poor, Allie; but,
cared for each other, that would not
matter. And | would work so hard for
you—Il would work day and night r: be-
come famous for your sake—n:>th?ng
would be too hard for me with such a
-hope as that.”

He looks as if he could “pile him a pa-
lace straight, to pleasure the princess he
loved” as he stauds there, so young and
strong and full of life and hope.

“But what fools people would think us!”
I say, smiling, and wondering what he
will say when he hears the truth about
me.

“Should we care for that?”
with scornful dark eyf*s.
jh*»nny, we should care very
other people said. We are

out my
slim in

tak-

if we

he eyclai sis,
“1f we were
little what

jo**

and if we choose to be poor together, it
is nobody’'s business but our own.”
Perhaps my silence says “what | would
never swear,” for he comes nearer to me,
bending his dark head to look into my

eyes, as he did once before.in this very
room, when we quarreled about a bunch
of withered violets. >,

“Allie, couldn’'t you care for me enough
to ‘lay your sweet hands in mine and
trust to me’'?”

Could 1? Can 1? He takes me in his
arms, he kisses me passionately, and |,
Allie Scott of Woodhay, submit to it with
an amazed docility which | could not
have believed possible a fortnight ago.
And so we stand for “one vast moment”
of intolerable happiness; and then, with
a laugh which ends in a sigh, | push him
away from me.

“Oh, this is folly!” 1 exclaim, with ra-
ther tardy wisdom, it must be confess-
ed. “We are mad to think of such a
thing for a minute. You have nothing,
and yet you want to burden yourself
with a wife whose only mode of earn-
ing her living you condemn!"

“My wife shall never sing for her
bread!” the boys says, throwing up his
head.

“Then how do you propose to live?”

“l shall live by my art.”

“But you must practice your art be-
fore you can live by it.”

“And | intend to practice it.”

“And if you fail?”

“1 shall not fail with such an incentive
to work.”

“You are very confident,” | say, gaz-
ing into the eyes which look dark as
night under their black lashes. “But sup-

pose you should not succeed?”

“1 shall succeed.”

“But you seem to me to be more anxi-
ous to bewilder by audacious originality
than to conquer by sober work,” | say

deliberately.

“1 cannot be conventional!” he exclaims,

frowning a little. “1 have my own ideas
about choice of subject and manner of
dealing with it, and | shall adopt the
ideas of no other man living.”

“But your idea may not please the pub-
lic.”

“1f the public cannot understand me,
it iR their own loss.”

“And, meanwhile, you and those be-
longing to you may starve.”

He is silent, looking down at me—at
the girl in the long pale gown who dares

to stand there and call not only his own
steadfastness of purpose in question, but
the principles of his art.

“Truth must conquer in the end,” he
says at last.

“1f it is backed up by deliberate, me-
chanical, matter-of-fact toil.”

“1 will work for you, Allie, if you will
only give me the chance!”

“Will you work for me, Gerard?”

He bends down and kisses my hair—a
quick passionate Kkiss.

“As long «is there is breath in my body,
darling.”

“Then 1| will tell you what | will ”~o,”
I say gravely and deliberately. “On the

day that you
dred pounds
marry you.
‘Yes.""

“Fcr the sake of
Allie?”—smiling a

“No,” | answer, smiling back again;
“but because it wiil prove to me that you
have begun to work.”

“You will marry me

“Yes.”

“l won't be long
ture!” he exclaims
ling, do you
made me?”

He is standing close
round me, his dark head
uy fair one, our
of a foolish dream

sell a picture for one hun-
if you come and ask me to
Gerard Baxter, 1 will say

the hundred pounds,
little.

then, Allie?”

painting that pic-
boyishly. “My dar-
know how happy you have

to me his arms
lowered against
two. foolish hearts full
never to be fulfilled.

“Allie!” they call to me from the other
end of the room, turning their dazzled
eyes from the piano and Crauford’s long-
haired friend to peer into our shadowy
space of twilight. “Allie, come and sing
‘Galla Water.""

I move down
dress, a faint white
spot of darker color about it than
bunch of heliotrope fastened mto
coil of filmy lace about the throat, and
followed by a darker figure which looks
like its shadow in the faint perspective
of the long shadowy room. &

“We want you to sing ‘Galla Water,’
Allie, and ‘Logie o' Buchan. ”

And | sit down and sing them with the
earcless gayety, the dash and insouciance
without which, Olive Deane tells me, |1
should not be Allie Scott. But all the
time | am thinking of two s-liadowy fig-
ures outlined against a faint gold-green
sky, of a star that “flickered into ted
and emerald,” of a voice that had said
“And you will marry me, Allie?” and of
another vgice that had apswergd “Yes.”

“Your aunt has come.”

the room in

presence

my
with

long
no
the
the

Such is Mary Anne’s greeting to me in
the hall of No. 33 Carleton Street.

“My aunt! What aunt?”

“Y out* aunt from the »vnntry. She
came about an hour ago, and was that
surprised to find you had gone out!”

“But what has she come for? Is any-
thing wrong at home?”

“Not a thing in the world. She says
she wrote to tell you she was coming,
and to have a room ready, because she
meant to stay.”

“Meant to stay!” | repeat, thinking cf
the unopened letters of the morning.

“So she says. She’'s in the drawing-
room now, giving it to the mistress.”

“Giving her what?” | ask stupidly.

“A piece of her mind, she says; but |
think it's the whole of it!” the maid-of-
all-work says, grinning. “It’s all along
of the Count she be come, | expect. She
says Mrs. Wauchope deceived her about
having no lodgers but the Misses Pryce.”

Who can have told Aunt Rosa anything

about him? And what a state of mind
she must have been in before she would

decide to come wup to town in suoh a
hurry!

“Aunt Rosa!” 1 exclaim, in a tone of
the most innocent astonishment. “My
dear Aunt Rosa, | am so sorry you ar-
rived \yhile I was out.”

CHAPTER V.

The sentence may be ambiguous; but
Aum Rosa does not perceive it.

“So am 1,” she says, when she has
planted a cold kiss upon my nose. “1

did not think you came up to London to

go to evening-parties.” _

“But | was with the Rollestons, aunt—
perfectly respectable people.”

“Humph! And how did you come
home?"

“They sent me home in their carriage
—they always do.”

“l wrote to you yesterday. Is there
anything the matter with the postal ar-
rangements?”

“Not that | know of, Aunt Rosa.

“Then | am to conclude that you never
open my letters?”

“l was in a hurry this morning—break-
fast was late, and | was afraid of being

late at Madame Cronhelm's. | did glance
through your letter; but | must have
overlooked anything you said about com-
ing up to town.”

She says nothing to me about Mrs.
Wauchope's contraband lodger; but |
know, as well as if she had told me, that
somebody has been officious enough to
write and tell her all about him. | sus-
pect Mrs. Deane; but'l ask Aunt Rosa no
questions, nor does she volunteer any
information to-night.

“It seems Mrs. Wauchope has no spare
room for me. |In those circumstances—"

“My dear Aunt Rosa, you can have my
room. I will sleep here on the sofa, and
just run in thQe to dress. There is a
dressing-room— Indeed, perhaps | had
better have a shake-down in the dress-
ing-room, if Mrs. Wauchope can manage
it.”

“She is don’'t like

managing it now. 1
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that woman, Rosalie. She has a most
virulent tongue.”

“She has always been civil to me, Aunt
Rosa.”

“Oh, because you just let her do as

she pleases! Have you
thing but Scotch coal
to town?”

“l have had very good fires,

“l am surprised at it, then. That coal
in the grate iB nothing but rubbish,
though | dare say you are paying the
very highest price for it. And the tea
she gave me was execrable—perfectly exe-
crable!”

“I'm not much judge of tea, Aunt Rosa,”
I say, yawning. “l hope you've brought
me up some jam from Woodhay, though,
and some of our own butter.”

“l've done no such thing. You're com-
ing home with me to-morrow—there’s
been enough and too much of this folly,
and your uncle is very sorry he was ever

been burning no-
since you came up

auntie.”

foolishly persuaded into giving his con-
sent to it.”

“To-morrow, Aunt Rosa!”

“Not a day later than to-morrow.™
“But don’'t you want to see something
of London, auntie?"

“l want to see the last of it. I'm onlv
sorry | didn't know what | know now
three weeks ago, and your ridiculous

freak would have come to an end a great
deal sooner. How your Uncle Todhunter
could ever have agreed to such an egregi-
ous piece of folly passes my comprehen-
sion !”

Poor Aunt Rosa! |If she only knew that
the steed was stolen, how much less clat-
ter she would have made in locking the
door! In my heart |I confess that she is
right. I have got into mischief here in
London, or into what she would consider
mischief. If I had never come up to Mrs.
Wauchope’'s furnished lodgings, | should
probably never have met

“That landscape-painter
Which did win my heart from me.”

“l cannot possibly go home to-morrow,

Aunt Rosa,” 1 say, laying aside my
squirrel-lined cloak and the fan which |
had been holding in my hand since |
came into the room. “l must tell Ma-
dame Cronhelm that | am leaving town,
and | must say good-bye to the Rolle-
stons.” *

“You can write to them both. A note
will do just aB well.”

“l shall not write. You can sro home
to-morrow, and | will follow the next
day, if you do not care to stay in Lon-
don.”

“l shall not leave you behind me, Ro-
salie.”
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“Very well, then; you must stay till tho,

day after to-morrow.”

“But your uncle sent word by me that
you were to come home at once."

“l shall not go to-morrow," | repeat ob-
stinately; and Aunt Rosa, knowing me\
of old, thinks it better not to press the
point.

I must see my boy again. This is the.
idea which is uppermost in my mind. Iv
cannot go away without seeing him; but’
how shall I manage it? | may not chancel
to meet him at the Rollestons’ to-morrow .
and, if not, shall I be forced to go away>
without bidding him good-bye? I knew
this evening that our time together would

not be long, but I did not dream that it
would be so short as this.

“l hope you won't be very uncomfor*
table, Aunt Rosa. You won't find the>
hair mattress as soft as your feather-
bed at home."

“l don’'t expect to be comfortable. The

whole place appears to me wretched and
shabby to a degree.”

“1t is not at all wretched, | assure you.
And | have improved greatly since 1
wont to Madame Cronhelm’s.”
Aunt Rosa sniffs, sitting bolt
in the most uncomfortable chair in
room.

“1 think 1

upright
the

she

me
with
the

will go to bed,”
“That woman has quite tired
I light her bedroom candle
crity, and precede her into
room. A little camp-bed has been put
up for me in the dressing-room; but, be-
fore | go to bed, and after I have helped
Aunt Rosa to unpack her night-garments,
I creep back to the dying fire in the
drawing-room, and, sitting on the rug,
lean my chin on my palms, and think
of those two figures in that twilight win-

says.
out.”

ala-
inner

dow, and of a foolish promise made only
to be broken. But if he comes to me,
shall I not say “Yes”? |If he keeps his,
share of the* agreement, shall I not keep

mine A foolish happy smile curves my
lips in the dying firelight—the lips that
he has Msscd by the light of that great
solitary evening-star. Yes, | will keep
my promise, Gerard. But will you keep
yours? * * * * *

I go to Madame Cronhelm’s in the
morning, and after that to the Rolle-
stons’ The Rollestons are sorry | am go-

Mr. Baxter s
does any one

ing away—Ada especially.
not at Berkeley Street, nor

mention his name. 1 come back to lunch-
eon at Carleton Street, though the Rol-
lestons try hard to keep me, and have

just finished that long delayed meal when
Mary Anne comes in with a card in her
grimy hand, which she proffers to me.

(To be continued.)
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