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thoaght you,” says Major Carlton, coming up

to where Digby Vere ia standing beride a
' . heavy velvet portiere that hides & recess ba-
yond. A waltz haa just bepnn and Vere has
the expression of one who isloaking smong the
dancers far some one particular perzon.
- * How so 7" says he, smiling. He is a apeci-
L ally good looking young man of about twenty-
nine, and the smart Lancer uniform he is wear-
ing seema to suit bim.

*Why, U've just heard from Waring that you have been
Miss (inacoigne's devoted slave for the past three weeks.’

b ' :?‘lnve —well, as for that—I confess, however that I—like
er.

*'Iwill serve,’ saye Carlton, langhing. * And =0 you
have forgotten the past then? Yon have condoned her sin
and all those dark threats of vengeanee you nsed to breathe
in India are so muoch—vapor. 1 thought you were never
going to forgive her scandalons t of yonor i
Sir Charlea ¥ .

* What do yon mean? exclaima Vere, wheeling ronnd tu
look at bim more intently. ' What are you talking about?
The woman who wrecked Charles Vere's lifa was called
Flotenca Grant.”

* And is now called Florence (iaszecigne.’

Vero bursts out laughing—there is terribla relief in the
laughter.

* My dewr fellow, you have got in a mueddle of zome sort.
Miss {iaacoigne in Miss (3ascoigne, she is not married.*

‘I know she isn’t. liut she has changed her name for
all that. Ualy a year ago she was atill Florenea Grant, bab
a distaot relation died, leaving ber atl her money on con-
sideration that she changed her name to (Gascoigne. See?

There is a dead silence for & foll minate, then—

* There must bs many (Gascoignes,” said Vere in a low
tane. His eyes search Carlton’s as though implaring him
tu support him ia this opinion. Carlton is ahocked at the
chanye in his face.

* Luok here, Vere. I'm awlully sorry. 1°d have cut my
tongue oat if | had only known. Bat,' stammering, ¢ [ bad
tio 1des you were 8o hard hit—and besides, lota of girls do
that sort of thing, you know—fling & fellow aver, and —

At this moment there is 8 alight rostle behind the velvet
curtain, as though someone has entered the little room be-
hind and seated himself or herself upon a lounge. Koth
men, however, are too agitated to notice it.

“Bat not with the cold brutality that was practiced by
Miss {ascoigne,” says Vere, in a stern, hard tone. * Mies
Girant rather ! If what you say is true, no wonder she was
glad of the chance of putting that name behind har. It j»
useless any one's defending her, Carlton, because I had the
whole story from bis own [ipa a month before he died. Sha
deliberately led him on ool he was half mad with lova for
her, and then, a vicher man appearing, she calmly, withaut
a kioilly word, Hung him over. She broke his heart. Ha
said 8.’

There is another sound behind the curtain now, as theugh
a fan has fallen with a little crash to the iloor.

“ Ity Jove ' said Carlton, who ia now wishing himaelf well
outb ot it, * he didn’t look like a fallow whose heart wanld be
easily broken ; he seemed to get a good deal of good ont of
that little firtation with the Colonel's wife up in the hills.
I," awkwardly, * I shonldn't think 20 much about itif I wers
you, Digby, ~If you fancy her as much as you eay, I'd just
put that old etery in my pocket and ge in and win, if she
would have me !"

¢ Never I' said Vere, with a andden violenee, Buppressed
indeed, but perhapa the more terrible for that. *1—1—to
cast & thought on a heartlesa coquette like thatl I awore
in India that [ wonld seek herous and upbraid her with her
cunduct lo Charles ; try to wring a passiny pang from her
cold heart ; but now Carlton, I confess that i beyond me.-
She was lear t¢ me—1 never knew how dear untii this
maonent when [ —koow 1 shall never williogly lonk upon
her face again. It is all over, that dead dream! Her face
may be like heaven bnt her soul—her soul must be like heli 1
Though it coat me all the happiness of my life I shall caat
hier out of my henrt.’

* Yova will give her an opportunity to explain it. Since it
has gone thua far with yon—for yonr own sake, dear boy—
o give her a chance of saying how it was,’

"No. A woman like thatI Do you think she has not
words 8t her command wherewith to twist aod turn her

hrases and show herself the injured innocent ? I refuse to
ri-uten to her excalpation. I refuse to listen to one word
that she cnuld say. Thete, let ue forget all ihis,” turning
a ghaatly face to Carlton, but conjutiug wp & smile all tha
aanie. * What about these races ! You are ridiog ¥’

* Noj; but [ hear that you have the choice of two wnonnta.
I'm glad you are going to have nothiog to do with Younge's
Firewater —a dangerous brute. Waring is mad for you to
tride his mmie, and he says yon have almust promised.

* Tell Waring, il you see him again to-night, that I have
chapyzed my mind, however. [ shall ride Firewater for
Younge.'

* Uty [ nay, Vere, | wonldo't if I were you. A beast like
that has killed bia man already. !

* [ahall ride him,’' says Vere, impatiently. * He'll win if
I can only manage him. And besides —what does it
matter ¥

‘It would matter & lot to the regiment if anything

bappened to you, old boy,' says the Major, almost affection-
ately, * There's Weriog over there. 1'll go and talk to
him. He may peragade you.’
Carlton is hardly gone when the velvet portiere behind
Vere is awept aride by an iinperions hand, and a girl, tall,
graceful, beantiful, with flashing eyes and & face ns white
aa death, confronta him.

(' FTER all, Digby, you are mare forgiving than I
I
I

‘LADY BRANKSMERE, Etc.

tCome in here,’ ds she, bech

littla royal gesture of her hand.

Ha follows ber. Sae drops the curtain, and ia this small,
dainty, perfumed corner of the house they are virtually
alone.

‘S0 I’ says she, in & voice low and soft, yet trembling
with passiun, *you had decided on giving me no chance of
explaining myself. You were bent on refusing to listen o
my exculpation ! Yoa were prepored to treat me as the dost
beneath your feet—you-—' vehemently, * you—who only
lasc night thought me worthy to be your wife.’

*Ab Y says he, as if atung to the quick, * lask night.”

* ot yon shall hear me ¥'cries ahe, her beantiful eyes on
fire, her slight figura swaying as if her angar is consumia,
her. I will not ba treated thus by you. Yoa shall atan
there,” with & tragic geature of her hand, there,"—before ms
—antil you bear the truth. It is nob a vindieation you
shall hear—I do not eare to justify myeell in your sight—a
man who wouold condemn & woman unbeard. 1t is the trath
of your consia’s story that [ shall lay bear to you, and then,
whan,’ she deaws back her band and laya it on her breast as
thongh to still its throbbings, ¢ when you have learned that

ing him with a

my sonl is not like hell—when yon have seen me an | am,
the injured, not the injurer—then—' she pauses, & Rgreat
light hinshes over ber face, *then 1 shall refuse 1o listen to

on !’
She takes & stop forward.
* Yoar courin, Sir Charles Vere, asked me to marry hi{u two
ears ago, I was very young then —s mere child, §did not
ike him, but they—my people—persuaded ma to accept him,
1 was porticnleas, and a title .ﬁ“. counts. Anleaid, I
was & child ; we were engaged. Ha came often to see us in
the beginning of our engagement, an often ma ie nuuul,_ but
toward the close of it he came nearly every day, sometimes
twice a day. [ wondered at this, becanse his manner waa
in nowise different to me—it was kind—but I thought it
was 8 little lesn loverlike than before. Still he came every
day, and wometimes twice and three timea n day. Several
times it cccurred to me as odd that be called at the house
when he mast bave known 1 was driving in the park with
my mearried sister. I- she paoses, and a quick breath
parts her lips, * have another sister, & little girl, and she at
that time had a governess, a young lady, as young a» miy-
self. She was pretby —iar, far prettier than | wan! Une
day, coming back much earlier from my drive with Ger-
trude than was nsunsl with me, 1 went atraight to the
schoolroom to see Mimi, my little sister. 1 did uet find her
there; buot I found your cousin—3Sir Charles, and Mias. .
No, I shall not meation her pame. There was » screen half
acrosa one corner of the room, and they sat bidden behind
it. Only half biddea. They had mot bren very careful,
yon ses, as they thought I was quite sare not %o return till
tix o'clock. They did not eee me. They were on the !wf_a.
and both were lookipy; into each others eyes. He was »il-
ting beside ber.
¢ I said nothing. I went away. He was dining with ns
that evening, but [ said I had & bad headache and did not
come down.
* The next day my sister’a governess was gone. They

They were on the sofn, and were lonking {nto each others eyes.



