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discussed snd arranged things in the
euricet and most nutural way,

At his sister's inztigation Sir Huasil
had a little conversation with the land-
lacly, and nfter that loquacions lady
hud given him all the information in
her power he went away from the
house for a while, feeling convineed,
un he went, that Hupert Seaton had
undoubtedly abandoned the girl he
hud married, and gone out of her life
perhaps forever.

It munt be forgiven Hasil, if, in this
firat moment of grief atd anxiety over
Justina’s conditien. he should have
sel hin teeth, and while in hir heart he
had an fierce anger that was not to be
measured in words agninst the coward
and the thief whose name Justinn
bore, he hid prayed ecarmestly and
engerly that this might bhe realized.
and that the yonng creature, who was
w0 inexpressibly dear to him, should
e henceforth free from the contamin-
ating influence, the evilnexs, the bur-
den and grief of her husband's pre-
sence.

The heart of the man thrilled with

happy-looking sister were abuent from

Little rumouts, or course, leaked aut
us to the cause of this prolonged stay
in London. Miss Fothergill had writ-
ten explanations to her housckeeper,
and it waa pretty quickly known that
the illness of some very near and
friend wuos the reason that kept both
Sir Basgil and Melly in town,

The younger portion of the small
world that was c¢lustered together
around and ahout Croome P'ntk were
not disposed to regard this sick friend
with any degree of symputhy or lik-
ing, since he or she (the sex of the
intalid was not yet known} had must
successfully apoiled the beginning of
the hunting season and antumnal
amusements. Ever since Hasil had
come into the title and settled down
in his estate, matters hod been de-
cidedly more pleasant in a aoccial
senue far the young folks in Croome-
hurst village and the surrounding
country.

There wny always some sort of en-
tertuinment provided at Croome.

the only sensation of pleasure pos-
sible under the sad circumstances of
the moment, when he ket himnaelf real-
izt how completely the child had
drifted into his protecting care.  He
had no selfish thoughts, no selfinh de-
sires, hopes or regrets: he thought
onty of Justinn and of the joy it was
to him to be able to minister, even
ever no little, to the girl he knew now
he loveld with all the tenacity and
sirength of his vigorous, tender, fuith-
ful nature,

,The lengthened abuence of Sit MNasil
Futherpill and his sister from their
eountry home wos the subject of some
ciscurnion aml juare regret among
their neighbours, friendr and  ten-
antey: they were both established as
flrn fnvoutites in the hearts of those
umong whom they lived, and there wan
a depressed snd almont desolate feel-
ing prevalent when the master of the
Big house und hin Lright, charming,

LIFK CANNOT ALWAYS RE 8O DARI(,' SATD BASIL.

*KEEP UP YOUR HEART, JUSTINA.

Molly Fothergill had a girl's love for
fun and brightness, aod the moment
she foungd herself in a position to en-
courage these propensities she <did so
with #u zest ond a delight that was
fufectious.  She had o wonderful aym-
pathy  and comprehension  for  all
young people, and as Basil pave her
carte Llnnche to do just as she liked,
she roon ertablirhed herself as o lea-
der of all sorts and kinda of amuse~
ments, associating with her s group
of two or three girla from the families
wenttered about, who were only too
eager to help her in her scheme for
making the genernl life more enter-
tuining aod agreeable than life ism,
ardinurily speaking. in a small ecounn-
try place.

'There were hunt breakfasts and
shooting Iuncheonn, five o'clock tes
wan an inatitution at Croome, and at
leant twice & week there wus an in-
tormal dinner party, which, as often

as not, developed into an impromptu
dance, s it

At last, when November was almont
a thing ot the past, the nrws spread
About that Sir Baal) was not only ex-
pected to be coming to Creome shortly,
but that he bad already arrived, and
that Miss Fothergill was to follow him
almost immediately.

There was a flutter of excitemment
mingled with relief at this news, and
the appearance of the master of
(‘robe riding through the villnge on
his big bay mare speedily set at reat
any doubtn that might have been cast
on the truth of the rumgur,

Quite unknown to himeelf, though
Molly was perfectly conscious of it,
ond took a sly delight in realising it,
Basil Fothergill wus something of a
hero in the eyes of the female part of
Croomehurst commupity; indeed, his
maguificent filgure and honest, attrac-
tive face possessed a charm for women
in all lands and places, and here,
where everything took its position by
comparisons, Baagil Fothergill stood
apart and above all the other men,

even including the handsome young
fiarl of Tdunchester, whe lved for a
few monthas in the year at a ram-
swhackle old house abeut a mile out of
Croomehurst.

liagil's  wmiversul  tenderness  and
courtery mucle his reewning impervions-
nesn to all sentiment the more marked.
Te wns gracious to all, and singled out
no one person more than ancother for
his nttentions.

When he hud irst come among them
there had been a flutter of excit-ment
unid hope in every mother’'s heart near
and far, but the time had gone on and
Tueil Fothergill was as tar from choos-
ing a wife as be hud bLeen in the be-
ginning,

There were all aorts of theorles
given for hia atrange indifference to
women, but Molly alone out of all the
workl knew the value of these theor-
les,

Huwil was indifferent simply  be-
cRuse, uu yet, no woman had ever ap-

pealed to his heart. He could love
fast enough when the right moment
und the right person mrrived, and
Molly. although she was w0 happy as
‘chatelaine’ of his house, told herself

" truthfally and unselfishly that she

wonld rejoice aincerely when that
moment did come, -

“‘Rasil ought to marry; he would be
the best husband in the world; yea,
the very best,” Molly had often said to
herself. Then sometimea she hnd sat
and pondered over the girla and young
women~ who clustered about their
home, and who would, any one of
them, bhave jumped at the chance of
being Lady Fothergill, and reigning
in her place op at the big hounse.

They were for the most part bright,
pretty, fresh-faced girls, athletic to o
fault, perhaps, good at taking their
hedges or at playing goM. or at walk-
ing their dozen miles. Thers were &
few superior to the rest in point of
aceomplichments; but on the whole,
though they were nice, pleasant,
happy girls, they were none of them
amazingly elever or intellectunal, none

of them just exacily the sort of a
woman Molly wonld like to see as her
brother's wife,

‘Exeept, perhaps, TLeam,” Molly
wonld udd to hersel! when she arrived
a8 far ez this. ‘There is no doubt
Lemim Greatforex is neither s eommon
nor an onintellectunl woman. 14 nny-
thing, she is just a little too clever——
at lenst rhe is too clever for me; but
I can’t help admiring her. She s a
splendid-looking  creature, and she
would be an oroament to any man's
houae. I believe, too, Leam cares sin-
verely for [usil. T wonder if he ever
gives a second thought to her.'

This bad bren a qguery that had
come more than once finto Molly
Fothergill'a mind in the days before
that visit to London. Bhe hever let
such a query come now, for the answer
to this or to any such & one wona given
to her only too urely, too sadly.

Basil might mnrry & doten timen
over, but love in ita truest, intensest



