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ing in her pride to weap up the truth
of her loveless, miserable marriage
ns much as possible from the gaze
of all eyes,

She wns not long in  reaching
Charing-crogs and depokited the luy-
wape as directed; then she hurried
Luck to her work and her home as
fuickly as the humble but not ex-
peditious omniba eoulidl take her.
Her thoughts went to the night be-
fore ng she did o, and even in the
sadriess of her thoughts, in the dread
wid  nwervous  fear  that Hupert's
strangre act had suddenly  aroused
within her, she could mnot refruin
from n faint smile as she recalled the
prosaie nand damp situation in which
her old friend had made  himself

known ta her.

As rhe alighted and made her way
haek  to
I e,
HI

the lodgings. she remenm-
with a pung of annovance
that Rupert huad in all
oceasioned Sic Basil much
venience by his non - appenr-
at Juncheon as invited,
e ax =he was, Justina dragoged
herself onwards to a post-office, where
she dispatehed o telegrum to Sir Basil
briefly apnlogising for her husband's

repgret,

instant—a smile that did not linger,
however, us he stood in front of the
firepluce, very tnll and distinguished
looking, and let his eyes go about hin
in o casual way, taking in all the
detnils of her huinble home, but not-
ing chiefest of all the tired pallor
of her lovely face. *Thanks, very
much, for sending me a wire,” he
went on, abruptly:; “but it was not
nevessary, us your hosband ealted on
me  early this morning, and explain-
ed that he would be unable to lunch.'
Justina’s hand that was resting
itlly on the buck of her chair grew
suddenly colid and rigid with fear and
dread, nnd prin of pride.

‘“th! I—— did not know Rupert in-
tended seeing you,” Rhe said, and at
the tone in her voice he looked at her
keenly. She roused herself with an
effart, I'leaxe sit down, Sir Hasil.
and then 1 will give you some tea.’
She rang the bell and stirred the fire
ns ghe spoke, and she tried hard to
smile and seem at her ease; but it
wns a terrible effort, and without un-
derstanding it entirely, he wns yet
awnre of solue emotion that was
trouliling her,

He had mot the exnet clue, though

Sir Hosil chatted nway s briskly
#s he could. but he was conscious of
a dull sort of hurt at his heart as he
watched  her thin, delicate hamds
move gracefully about and read the
unmisinkable wenriness and trouble
on her face. He was the kind of man
who could not eéndure to know that
uny woman shonld have to toil and
struggle and fight the world, and he
never realised how stongly this feel-
ing was impressed in him till he sat
there looking at .JFustina snd noting
the undeninble traces of labour sk
anxiety and sorrow written legibly
on her beautiful young face and form.

He rose all at once and took the
kettle from her hands. .

‘Let me do this; you look worn
ont; have you heen working all day?
Must yon work like this, Justina?
14 it 80 necessary?

‘I promised faithfully to send this
manuseript down to-night” she ans-
wered, evading the full meaning of
his. words. And then she laughed.
‘How well you manage a kettlel Do
you often make ten, Hasil?®

‘Very often,” he assured her grave-
ty, ‘for Molly hates ull that sort of
thing.’

in nailence. He understond hetter
than words could have told him that
this was the Hirst intimation she had
hud of her husband’s whereabouts.
He honoured her for her proud re-
serve, but he had a deeper sensation
of that dull pain at his heart, und n
great yearning came over him to
put his stromy arins about this girl
and  carry  her off te his vountry
home, to hig ister’s genial care, to
keep and hold her there for all time.

His anger and dislike towards Sea.
ton grew unbounded in this moment,
and he had a pang at his heart when
he recallet the memory of that dend
futher who had worshipped and
guarded his child in those byvgone
years as a trensure too great for
earthly appreciation,

If Richard North could hare stood
where he stood now and ghzed as he
el wpon that =lender  oil-worn.
grief-latlen and delicately lovely girl,
the heart of the father must have
broken beneath the anguish of renlia-
ing his daughter’s cruel fate.

Raw] roused himself to talk as un-
concernedly and as lightly as he could.
Until she herself allowed him tn
mingls in with her trouble he would

f WHEN

absence, aned stating he had Leen
campelled to leave town unexpected-
Iy, This done, Justinn made her
wity back to her writin and with-
ont uttempting to et ch or in-
dulpre in n . she wor
i for guother two honrs,

=) bhuel come to o puuse, and wax

nE. pen dn lanod, g of
winedow, when 2 ring at the bell
vl lier, aned as she turned and

rose froun her ehair, the door opened
il .

and I Fathergill win announced
oa ot ol cansidernble awe by the
il

e elaspeed his hand warmily.

i orenlly Kined of  yow,! ahe
suiil, am he put down hat and
nopreal of true fr Iship to

v ont s0 far when you are in
“h @ whort time,”

yan will helieve In the
yv frivadship without
I of praot,” Sic Hawil

Jerurne)
tawn far «
‘1 hopw

POES YOUR HUSHRAKD INTEND TO RETURN FROM PARIS?' HE .QUERIED ABRUPFLY,

the experience be had had of Rupert
Seaton a few hours ago had let him
s Inore clearly and surely in Juos-
s sorrowtul young life than she
have itagined B possible.

I always make my own ten,” she
minid, foreing her lips to smile and
move  lightly.

And all the while when the kettle
wits brought and the tea was made,
nnd the pretty teacups set out on
the snow - white embroidered cloth,
her heart was burning and aching
with this last shame that she knew
anly ton well her husband had put
upon her.

She Iind no need of words to tell
her thut Rupert had carried out the
thrent he sl ultered the night be-
fore, and that the money thut was
Iwing wred lo convey him, wherever
he might be going, hnd come out of
Busil  Fothergill's  pocket, borrowel
ux o lonn that was pever mennt to be
repuiil,

He took up his cup and drsnk his
ten quickly,

“When will yon come amt puy us
a visit at Croome, Justina?'

She amiled.

‘L must give you the children's
ankwer—one of these fine dnyw”

1 am not a child, and  that doex
not  satinfy me.”

‘T should like to apend au little while
with you,” the girl said, gently, *but
I feur—" She pansed. ‘T think I
conld not make you uny definite pro-
mire, Busil; I am not guite & free
person,’

He pnt his cup down in front of
the fire. .

‘When does your husband intend to
return  from  Paris?  he  queried,
nbrupdly.

Justinn gave s start.

‘Puria!® whe repeated, Involuntarily,
anik then whe puoned, while the hot
colour stole nto her chevks,

Sir Dasil watehed her & moment

JUSTINA GAVE A START.

not venture to intrude upon it, bot
he registered a vow that come what
might he wonld range himself henve-
forth in the background of lher Jife
s her true, her faithiul friend, her
protector even if meed be.

He had no exnet knowledge of the
real trath tooching her marringe, bt
he coull goess pretty nearly wt that
truth, and a single glunce at Ruopert
Seaton™s foir, evil fave that moTrninge
lutdd tewn enongh to assure him that
the guulities and characteristics that
had made the boy so detestable were
it too surely proncunced in the man
whose ot it was to call Justina wife.

‘T feel we are indeed olid, okl
fricmls,” the Eirl salil when Sir Busil
rose to go finnlly, ‘It seems almost as
if woe hul never boen parted—nn if we
were back ngain in the dear  ohi
rectory  garden, and hy-and-hy we
should go reross the lnwn and meet
duddy coming to look for us.’



