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CHAPTER X.

) go straight to lhead-quarters for
information sounds like a wise
principle to Ret npon; and indeed
the system is said to have been
adopted with success by certain
eminent statesmen and diploma-
tista.  Yet, if the truth were
known, it might possibly be fonnd
that the statesiaen have not wholly
disdained other means of arriving
at their ends, becanse, unfortu-
nately, the desire of the candid
inquirer for & plain statement of
facta ism not slways shared at
head-quarters. No one, therefore,

will be surprised to hear that %_v'lvia.. in spite of her bold

resclution to interrogate Sir Harry Brewster as to the
cirenmstances connected with his divorce, knew very little
more about them at the end of three weeks that she had
donme at the beginming. She did, indeed, summon up
courage to pnt a point-blank guestion to him, hut hia repty
was such sa to render further questiona almost imposenible..

It was boo troe, he said, that he was & divorced man, but

Miss Sylvia wonld nndarstand that he coald not talle mach

to her upan such a sabject. He might add that it was an

essively painfu] one to him,

exf\lr.er thyng, what more eonld she do? She ventured upon

an occasional hint; but these he iguored, and finally she

said to herself that she really did not care to pry into
matters which were none of her business. The past was
past nnd bad better be forgotten ; the present was quice en-

Joyable enough ty cootent her,
1f the present had not contented her no blame conld have

attached to Sir Harry Brewster, who was indefatigable in

devising schemes for ber amusement.

Although he did not coue very often to the house, he con-
trived to make arrangements for meeting Sylvia almost
every day of the week, and what was etill more clever of
him was that he alen contrived to secure the necessary
escort in the person of ber father. Mr Weatworth did not
mind inenrring a_little troable and inconvenience for the
pleasure of Sir Harry's sociosty. Nir Harry was not_ouly
Linself entertaining, but had a number of entertainiag
friencls whom it was a change and an amuosement Lo meet.
As for Mariel's apprehensions and warnings, they were pre-
posterous upon_ the face of them; impossibilities do not
oeour, and Mr Wentworth had a comfortable habit of treat-
ing s\l disagreeable occurrences as impoasible,

Nuriel herself ended by shutting ber ayes to what, after
all, was not obtrnded upon ber notice, When one is help-
less, one may as well hope for the best ; moreover, she had
now a good deal more to ocenpy her thoughta than she had
hitherto had, Every day she ugeut aevernl hours with the
sick childrea, whose affections she had no difficulty in gaia-
ing: the Sisters made her welcome and were not averse to
chatting with her aboat the rules of the Society to which
they belonged, aud ia the principles of which t.heK had the
Grmeat inith; from sime to time she encountered Mr Comp-
ton, who was always in & hnrrg, yel never passed her with-
out sayiog a few friendly words, and she had come to look
forward to the visits of Colunel Medhurst, who freguently
happened to drop in sbout tea-time, Upon the whule, her
life just mow waa pleasant to her, nutwithstanding tue
modesty of its immediate aims ; and, that being eo, she was
Jdisposed to take & niore sauguine view of the proceedings
and prospects of othera.

():Pe llc?;cSylvin received a letter which ought to bave de-
lighted her, yat, somebow or other, failed to produce that
etfect, and the contentsof which she did not at once communi-
cate to Muriel. ,

*We are going to have our annoal ball next Wedneeday,
Lady Morecambe wrote, ‘and there will be two others in
the peighboarhood in the couree of the week ; 5o you see the
time bas come for you to redeem your promise. We shall
expect you on Monday, and I will undertake to Emv:de you
with as many good partners as you ean wish for,

Instead of jumping for joy, Sylvia found hereelf wonder-
ing whether Bhe could not find some excuse for declining this

sesluctive invitation, snd it moet be acknowledged thatattirst
she was u little surprised by her own besitation. However,
she mccounted for it by reflecting that she really bad nob
more than cne ball-dresa fit to wear and that she could not
afford two new ones; also that balls were r fun whea
you hadn't an ides who your partoers would Le; finslly
that Sir Harry Brewster had promised to take Ler to see a
polo inatch on the day named Ly Lady Morecambe. The
approach of the post honr fuund her wtill irresolute, and she
was aitting &t her nant'a writing-tq\:lelm the erW}_rlg-rnonl,
bLiting the end of herﬂ})ﬂn and wighing, when Sir Harry
Brewster was apnounced.

Sir Harry, who was alwnya careful to observe the laws
of conventinnality, hasteved to explaio that he had asked
for Miss Wentworth and liad been told that she wasat
lionia.

* Une Miss Wentworih ia at home,” answered Sylvia laugh-
ing, * and the other will be soon. Bit dewn and help me in-
vent a polite ik,  Lady Morecamhe has msked nie to go
down to Lhem next Monday for their ball, and I doa’t think
I want to go. \¥hat shall { say to her.’

* When I don't want to accept an invitation,” observed Sir
Harry, '1 always say I'm afraid I ean's manage it; but
perhapa ladies are expected to give reasons.  Why don’t yon
want to po, thoogh?  [t’s sure to be well done, and [ expect
yoh would enjoyit." He added presently, ‘I'll go, it yon
will?'

* Have you been invited ¥ asked Sylvia, with a sudden
change of countenance.

*No; but that's & trifle. [I'll get Morecambe to ask

ot

8ylvia looked down and bepan to draw patterns upon the
sheet of paper before her. ' Do yon know,' ahe said hesita-
tingly at length, '1 don't think Lady Marecambe quite—
likes yon.’

¢Oh, if that's all, I'm sore she doesn’t,” he replied.
! Lady Morecambe ia—shall we say prejudiced againat me?
Then, perceiving what he was pmgnblly meant to onder-
stand, he resumed: *f shan't beg for my invitation until
the last monent, yon know, and I'shan't apply to her lady-
chip st all. Meanwhile, please write an acceptance. I'll
undertake to say that when you enter the ball-room you
will find me on the epot, waiting to claim & dance.’

From the above fragment of dialogne it will be seen that
three weeka had brought abon% & decided chanpe of rela-
tions between these two persons, and that Sir Harry had,

iously or iously, ceased to pose as the beaevo-
lent admirer of msture years. Sylvia scribbled off the
letter, pausing every now and again to throw a remark over
her shoulder,

'1 don't know why Lady Morecambe should be prejudiced
against you,’ was one of these, )

“Oh, T think you do,’ responded Sir Harry, tranquilly.
tIn a peneral way of speaking, the British matron 1s pre-
‘ludiced azainet we, and the British ruatron is not wrong.

don't complain—but at the same time | mast confess that
I don't care. So loog a3 youn don’t share the good lady's
prejlugadices. she is very welcome to them.’

* But perhaps I should,” observed Sylvia turning a some-

what uneasy countenance tuwards him, *jif —*
*If yon were a3 well acquainted with my misdeeds as she
i8?  Very likely you would; and that is why I shall not
eonfess them to you. I will only take the liberty of plead-
ing that  ar1 not guite so black as [ am painted.”

Daring the peiiod of silence which followed this audaciona
assertion Muriel came in aod recognised tiie visitor with a
look of sBunoyed sarprise which did not escape hia notice.

* You wili have to dismies your butler, Miss Wentworth,’
said he ; * bis mind is too logical for his position. Yon have
evidently given him u general order to the sffect that yon
are always out when you are at home, and a deductive pro-
cesw of reasoning has led him to conclude that you must be
at home when yon are out. Aunyhuw, he assared me that
you were at bome, and upon the faith of that statemeat I
followed him upatairs. 1 ean’t pretend thas I regret kaviog
doae so especially as [ arrived just in time to persuads Miss
Sylvia that she ought to accept an invitation to Lady More-
cambe’s ball, which she was thinking of refusing. obody
understands how to make a country ball go off better than
Lady Morecambe.’

*T had not heard anything abont it ; Sylvia did not ren-
tion it to me,” said Mariel, with a perplexed look. Aud
then as her niece vouchsafed no remark: * Are you going
to this ball, Sir Harry ¥ she inquired.

* I am sorry to say that [ haven't beeno asked,” replied Sir
Harry, impertnrhnbl{.

Sylvia bent over the envelope which she was addressing.
She was perhaps a little ashamed of her confedsrate’s sup-
piressio veri; but, on the other hand, the fact that he was
making bimself her confederate was not disagreeable to
her. As for Muriel she both felt relieved and looked so.

* Of course you will go, Sylvia,” ehe said. ' Whea did you
ever refuse an invitation to a ball ¥

'Ok, I am poiog,’ answered Sylvia. 'Oaly T doubted
about it becanse Lady Morecambe eays there are to be two
ult;her dances, and I have neither frocks nor money to buy
thena,’

* If that is all, I'll provide the frocks,” said Muriel, who
indeed was in the habit of supplementing her niece’s allow.
ance h{ frequent gitts of that description,

In_the innocencs of her heart, she felt quite grateful to
Sir Harry for baving urged this change of sceme upon
Sylvia, aod began to think that, bad as he was, she might
have wronged him by suspecting him of desi which only
& herdened aconndrel could have entertained. 1t was,
therefore, with unwonted graciousness that she said: 'I
hope you will stay and bave a cup of tea with e’

' He will Le delighted,” anawered Bylvia for him. 'Isay
80 to save him from telling o direct falsebood. Sir Harry
would prefer a aherr{q and bitters ; Le doeso't really like
tea ; no man does. ot aven yoar Jong, solemu eoldier,
Muriel, though he meekly swallows about aquart of it every
afterncon to please yoa.'

Muriel, slightly displeased, was beginning to say that
neither Sir Harry Brewster per anvone else gave her the
leaat pleasure by swallowing what he did not like, when
she was interrupted by the entrance of the ‘loog, solemn
soldier,” whoae arrival at that hour had, to tell the truth,
becone & matter of almoet daily occurrence.

The candles had ot yet been lighted, so that Colonel
Medburat did not notice the preseoce of e stranger antil
alter he had exchanged a few reiuarks with Muriel and had
torned to shake handy with Sylvin, The Istter since her

aunt aaid pothing, took upon hersell to aceomplish an in-
trodoction by which buth men ap to be :iugmnbl
affected. Sir Harry on hearing the name of Colonel Medv-
hurst, rose haatily, made a half bow and looked around for
his hat, while the other standing stock-atill, elenched his
fist and nnttared something snapici y like an imp
tion. There wns u Lrief pause; after which the Colonel,
whoae voice was trembling with anger, raid :

‘I have not tried to meet yon, Sir Harry Brewster; [
koow that I shoaold gain nothing except slittle personal
satisfaction fiom giving you ihe thrashing that you so
richly deserve, But since chance haa brought us together
in this very unexpected way, I will take this opportunity of
telling you that yon are no gentleman and that you have
no business to be in any lady’s bouss, I am sore if Misa
Weatwaorth knew as moch abont yon s I know, she would
not permit you to enter hers.’

‘ { pood man,’ returned Sir Harry, ealmly, ! there is
one thing which eertainly ought not to take place in any .
lady's houss, and that in a brawl., Here in my card. If you
wish to thrash me, and think you ean do if, by all means
call upon me at any honr which it may please you to ap-
point ; but, for your own sake, don't in nl‘:.ge in strong lan-
guage under circumstances which make it impossible for
me to anawer you.' .

‘Colonel Medhurst was one of those guiet, rensible wen
who very seldom lowe their temper, and who consequently
have had little practice in the ditfeult task of self-control.

‘I am not goibg to treat yoo o+ if you were & gentleman,”
he retorted, forgetting that he was asked to show some
consideration for his hostess, not for his enemy. * Wherever
1 meet yon I sball say what I said just now, and, as you
ver{ wekl know, I can justify my words.*

*In that case,’ obaerved Sir Harry, ‘it ia evident that one
or other of us mnat, retire. I will leave you to explain and
excuse your bebaviour to Missa Wentworth. No doubs, if
she thinks it worth while, she will allow me to state my
awn eass some other time,”

He then took his leave in 8 manner which was not devoid
of quiet dignity ; and, as the elight pressure which he ven-
tured to give to Sylvia'a fingeis was distinetly returned, he
went away withont mnch fear as to nltimate resnlis,

Yet hia predicament was really an awkward one, as he
might have realised, had he not been rendered a little dutl
of comprebension by the comparative faeility with which he
had reyained bis position in society, after a temporary
period of eclipse.  Medhnrst when he was left alone with
the lﬂu, grew a littla cooler, though he was atill much

ta -

* I puppose I ought. to make you an apology.’ he began ; ' [
ocuglit not, perba, gs. to have bymught fl‘:ou%i seene’é: Lt
drawing-room. Eut I think yon will forgive me when { tell
you that that man was wy sister's haeband, and that she
was compelled to obtain a divorea from him while I was
away in lodia.  You won's wish or expect me to give you all
the particulara of the case; but I may say this—shat she
proved personal erueley, He atrack her on more than one
octasicn beforp the servants. And the worstof it is that he
has not been punisbed ; he was glad to be set free. It is
she, and she alene, who has sotfered.’

‘1 den’t 1hink you owe us any apology, Colonel Medboret,”
said Muiiel, who looked penitent and ashamed. ‘[ kpew
—iny brother told me—abont the divoree; but I dido't
know who Sir Harry's wife had been.’

* Your brother told you, and yet you eontinued to teceive
bim ¥ exelained Medhorss. * YWell—Iam sutprised, I must
m]y that | am aurprised ’ Muoriel, feeling that it would be
a [ictle undiguified to plesl her own repeatedly expressed
rel_scumee tu receive Lhe culprit, remained silens; Lot Sylvia
Bald ;

' Why are we to condemn Sir Harry unheard? Of conrse
you are angry and yoa won't admit that thers can be any-
thing to be said for him ; bat there are always two sides to
a case. .

‘It is impossible to explain away facts which bave been
proved in a court of law,” returned Colonel Medhurst,
coldly. “If you will excuse mo, [ will say good-night now.
I am sorry that this encouater ahonld not have taken place
elsewhere ; bt as regards what I sdid to that man I have
nothing to retract and nothing to regret.’ .

* I can’t compliment your friend upon his manners,’ re-
marked Sylvia, when the door had closed behind the irate
colonel. "*One may forgive Lim for having insulted Sir
Harry, though perhapa it would have been better form to
wait until they were Loth out in the street; but [ dont
know what, rigit he had to be so rade to ns.’

‘ He wasn't rude,’ answered Muriel rather sadly, for she
felt eure that her friend would now be her fiiend no longer,
¢ be was only offended, and he bad a right to be that, We
mlllgh]t uot,m receive Bir Harry Brewstet ; I have thought so
all slong.

* Paps doesu’s think so, it seems,’ retuined Syivia, pre-
ariog hemself for Lattle; *nor does Ledy Morecambe.
What have we to do with the sins which our acqusintances

ruay have comniitted in daysgone by ? I supposs that even
Colonel Medhurst, if he were put into the confessional,
would bave to lPlea«i eﬁuilu’ toa lgw peccadilloes.’

But Murie] declined the fray. She reserved what she had
to say for_her brother, with whom she sought an interview
in his study before she wens to bed, and to whom she gave
an account of the afterncon’s events,

‘ Dear 1ae, what an odd coincidence,” remarked Mr Went-
worth, after pal:ientl_\lr bearing her oot. ‘Now that jou
mention it, I think Ido recollect that the lady’s maiden
name was Medhurst. Well, of conree we mustn’t let these
two fire eaters come to fisticnfis hers, Yoo had better give
the necessary orders to the servants.’

‘I doubt whether Colonel Medhurst will ever come here
again,’ answered Muriel : 'I am sure he won't if Sir Harry
Brewster is to be admitted. Surely there can by no gnes-
:}i‘nn % 10 which of them ought to hive the door shut against

im.

An unwelcoma ides was sugpested to Mr Wentworth by
thisspeech, He had always taken the possibility of Muriel's
marrisge ioto account, but onlrv in the same sense as he had
contemplated the possibilisy of the house being burnt down
or of bis own prematurs demise, Jost as there are A good
TIADY OOD-MATFYiDg men, 80 0he occasionally comes across s
non-warrying wornan. He had meatally incloded his sister
in the Iatter restricted class, mod it is needless to ndd that
be had doue so very willingly, Bhe was free to marry if
ahe plensed, only her marriage would mean the curtailutent
of m considersble proportion of bis personai comiorts 3 and
thet may hare beeo one resson why he st once jumped to
zt;eheunc usion that Colonel Medhorat was in no way worthy
of her.




