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That * wind-waved tulip bed’' of swaying, many-
dnucers, held bat one !orm':or Lady umf,,,,f'_.h..{,:iﬂm
U:.r:{hlya.

‘ How kind it was of him,’ she said ko hersell, * to singla
out !lm-.Dulcie ia this way and show her such marked gn-
teatien1' How loyal, tea, to hermel! thus to earry out her
wisbies to the very lester and not distract her by Attentiona
that might retard the anewering of the ditficult question
which, mthoogh it had besn before her mind all through the
week, appeared as far off aa ever from being set ay rest.
Amid all these snrrounding diateactions it kept its grip upon
ber mind.

* Bhall it be " yos,” vhall it ba **nn """ she fonnd hersslf
whisparing to herself; and to ber fancy the band in the
Réllery over-head cavght np the worde as & sort of refrain
and gave it cot in the light valse tuné which befors had
seemed to her wordless,

It was & varinnt on Margoerite’s question to the Aower-
petals: ‘he loves me, he loves me not.’ Lady ¢ilencross
toyed nervously with the orchids in the bosom of her dress,
half wondering if whe interrogated thom what answer they
would give.

' Lady Glencross,’ said Lord Chenzvix's voice at her
elbow, * may I fod yoo aseat?! Now [ moat compliment
you oo your little consin's daaciog. I have come to the
contlusion that she must have learnt it in some other
sphere.  Anything mote celul and poetic I have never
befors seen. ~ They say she has Leen stayiog with you for
some little time ; now tell me, how i it | have never be-
fore had the pleasnore of meeting her ¥

Lady Giencrosa looked her matiafacting.
that Dolcie did eredit to her blaod telationship; that, sur-
ronnded as she was by some of the beat-bred, beat diassed
women Lbat Eogland numbered in her aristocraey, nhe yet
shone nut ma & star among them all, Dalcie, ehe explained,
had been staying with fiiends in Paris for the pist thres
weeke ; bad, in fact, only retarned oo the pravions day on
rurpose for the ball. Yes, she was graceful,and certainly haz

mproved io her good Inoks during her stay in ’aris. ~ She
was glad, ton, to be able to say 1hat Dolcie had instinets in
the art of dress, aad the good dresser, like the poet, miuat
b= born, not made.

The eotitlon came to ao end ; the dancers in a atream
flawed past into the pleasnnter atmosphere of corridors and
conservatories,

_*Isn's it poesible to shake your resolve? Will yon not
give me one valee-—one, ooly one? said & volce over her
shonlder.

Lord Chenevix drew back to make way for Trevar Yorke.

Bomethiug in the yonng man’s voice startled her, yat she
could scarcely have aaid what.

She anawered a little coldly: 'Y daace only by deputy
now. You will ba fortunate if yon cao get Dalcie ta pive
you a dance ; she is very much in request to might.’ And
the thought iz her mind aa she maid this was: * Naw, what
a good thing it woald be it Dulcie were to take this foolish
boy in band, and make him fall in love with her. He was,
in all reapects, a good parti, except for a woman of ooe and.
thirty-—the very match she would desire for litile Daoleie.*

The tide of daocers, inflax and refox, bronght Dalcia to
har side, for a brief space, withoaot & partoer in her train.

*Rhea,” said the girl nuddenly aod ebarply, aa if the
worda were atartled ot of her, * gow beantiful you are! I
never knew it til] to-night | I do not wonder that——'
broke off as abraptly ma she had begoo.

Rhbea was o litile surprised. *ILis very good of yon to
pay me compliments,” shé anawered. ‘I think my dress
shonld bave some of the credit of my good looks.”

Those two made *a pictare fair to loak on,’ as, for & few
seconds, they atood aide by side; the elder woman tall,
queenly in ber delieataly tinted broeades, and the younger
in her soft, floating white draperies, with her rose-leaf eom-

lexion and large npturaed eyes that seemed, to Hhea's

:ncy, to have snddenly eaoght a strangely pathetic expres-
sion.

Uver their heads bung a life-size portrait of a Glencross
nncestress, in early Victorian dress, with hair srranged d
Pimpératrice Eugénie. The portrait was the work of a
notable artiat, bot the liring p1 , atanding b th it,
B0 to epenk, took all the poetry out of it—modernized it,
volgarised it.

The band commenced : Dnlcie was carried off by an eager
parioer, and Rbea tound her attention claimed now by this

mson, now by that. The music had changed from the
smooth, gliding valsa to a sprightly gavetie. All the
same, however, to Rhea's fancy, it held the old refrain—
there was no Eileocing it, no getting rid of it, It was in
wain thet she left the ball room and went back to the draw-
ing rooma, the music seemed to follow snd haoot her there,
with ite perpetuoal iterativn of * Shall it be " yes "_—ahnll it
be “no!”"’  Beneath the wearisome round of society plati-
todes, to which she was foreed to liswen aud to reply,
she found herself saying to herseli vaguely, dreamuly:
* What ia love? What is love* [n the old, foolish, girlish
days I knew or I thought I knew. But now—'she hroke
oif,?.ment.lllg shrogging her abuulders at herself.

After & time, the micbg platitodes began to give place
to society sdienx—-n toach of the fioger lipa, or & nod, 8
smile. The rooms began to get empty : the hall below to
become Lhronged ; the roll nf departing carrisges became
prolonged and ceaseless, The miosic seemed to fHoat into
the room iz londer, fuller tones now that the hom of ioter-
vening voices had ceased ; the band bad bed orders to plav
#o lorg an there were half-a.dozen couples to stand up on
the perfect foor, so Rhea conjectared thet the ball room
was nol ms yet deserted. Here, however, in the empty
drawing-room, her presencs no longer seemed & necessi.y.
In apother quarter of ao bour, at farthest, she koew that
the lnet of her goests would hava departed ; and that Lord
Uarthewe, anra of fiading ber alone, would be makiog hix
way to ber side to receive his fioul abswer. Now, what
way that anewer to be? Five mibutea alone in perfect
qnietuds, to face her heart, to face berrell, she felt was an
absolute necessity to her. .

(utside, over the greea park, she kuew_day_waa dawniog.
The evol air of the morniog came Howing in through an
open window. That window led inte & covered verandah
which tan roopd the side of the bouse and eoded in the
ball-room. It was lighted with Chioess lanreros mod
oretlily furnished with Jonnge seats mod big, Aaweriog
shrobe, It seomed to suggest to Rbea a eool retreat, where
a few mioutes nf quiat thought conld be indulged in.

Bhe took up the thread of her thinking 'he"’"he bad Jet
it go half-an hour previonely. *In the old days.’ she said to
bersell, maoving slowly, dreamily, smid the big Hower-jar
and beavily scented shrubs, *I koew what love was. It

She

She liked to feel .

was to me, then, just » blind atretching forth of the baads
o grasp and then tn ho!d wnd keep agaioss all beaven and
nll earth. Baot is it in me pow thas to graap, to hold, W
keep Bhe broke off abruptlg, eomiog to & standetill
alike in thought and movement.

\Was that not someone or somsthing moving among the
shadown at the farthest end of Lhe verandah, whers, by &
amall flight of steps, it led into the ball room.

A second glance showed her that that someone was Travor
Yorke.

‘I bave Lyen waiting here for the puat two hours, to sen
and speak to you.” he said, in a low nervans tone, ws he nd-
vanced rapidly towards her. *No, no, not in there !' ba
added, a» H'es mude u ntep lorward as if to pass on to the
ball-rcom. *I must, must soe you alome to night. I am
geing away ti>-morrow to Africa, for years, and rhapsy
for’ever. and I muse—I will ssy wy good-bye to you E:luru I
go.

He led her into the consarvatory, and both aat down.

* Going away ta Africa!' repaated Rhes, blankly,
your People know —do they like the idea ¥

' What does it matter to me what they like or don't like,*
he anawered, almost fiercely. Then he soddenly canght
hoth her hande in his, erying out passionataly, * Khes,
HKhea, look at me—don’t tarn your face away ! Do you ont
see that T am broken hearted? The awinging Chinesa
Iantero threw a carious glare of colonr on his haggard, by
ish face.

Rhea made no effort to release har hande, feeling it was,
indeed, & good. bye clasp,

* My poor, poor bay !" was all ahe said, in a pityiog tone,

*Yes, always that,' he spid bitterly. ' Always yoar pnar
boy—never anything elee. You wou't give me credit for a
man's passion, & mub's heart! And when 1 am gone, you
and evervnne elss will aay **the beat thing he could have
dene! He'll come back cured in & vear or 3o !* BaiI'm
not goiog Away (0 get curedl No! And I'm mot goeing
away becanse yno mean to marry Carthewe, and I can't
bear the sight uf yoar happiness. I'm goiog away becanse

' He broke off abruptly, then added, in & quieter tone,
¢ Rueg, do you care enough about me to want to konow Lhe
real repson why 1 am leaving home, frienda, father, mother
—perhaps for ever ¥’

‘Do

His words had come in & torrant; eaded. they lolt him
almonat broathloss,

Khea gazed up at him wonderingly. So, thep, Inve
micht mesn sowsthiog other than & graspiog, s holdiog,
and & kespiog againstall henven and all earth ! Somelimes
it might niean a lesving and & lotting go.

Her hands clasped togather nervomly. 'My poor, poor
boy,” she began once more.

He gave her no time to tiniab., He Hupg himealf down on
an the ground at her feet, kisning the bem of her drees, bhis
hot tears falling hers and there on the rilver embroidaries.

*li9ea, Khoa,” he cried brokenly, * kisa me once, jusb
once, on my farchead, and lot me go !

IKhea bent forward, parted his fair corly beir, and lightly
touched his forehead with her lips.

The chair oo which shs sat stood immediately benesth &
wipdow of one of the smaller drawing rooma  From that
room, &t that moment, therea cawe asocund of movement
and of voices, as if sonie persoonn had just entered it

Trevor aprang to his feet. * (zod bless you ' he said, in
low, tremulons tones, * Furget me; it isali 1 have to ask
of yau now !

Then, with feet that atombled as thay went, be made his
way aloog the verandah, back to the ball-room once more.

lhea leaned back in ber chair, feeling dazed wnd ntope-
fied. Here was ber guestion—' What is love? —unswered
with & veageance. She lelt as one taight feel who, baviag
queatiomed the oracle, expecting to hear the voice of the
prienat in reply, hears instead tha vaice of the god himeelf.

The heavy, odoroas air sesmmed to flifle her. The claog-
ing of tha hand had camsed now : the mnil of currisges 10
the streat Laluw was getting fainter. The golden-grey of
the *norning, that filtared in throogh the iaterstices of the
Venetian shutter, fought with and died bard ino the glare of
the Chinese lanteroe over her head, Lord Carthewe, no
J wubt, was reeking her now in the deserted ronms, in order
to claim her promise of a0 interview. She felt utterly uptit
to face hini and the montentour guestivn whose aoswer
might eontain in itself the makiog or macriag of twa lives,

Again the sound of voices came ta her through the win-
dow beneath which rhe waa seated. In s vague rort of way,
she found berseli lisleniog to them, withont knowing wha
they were, hor feeling moach interest in what was being

fle ledd hier into the conservatury, and both sat deica.

1 hea released her hands ; her ringaseamed almoat erushed
inte her fingers with the tightness of hia clasp. She was
strangely ngitated. She sank jnto a chair that was half-
hidden by two big, branching myrtles.

1 Yoo have taken me so by surprise, T can nearcely get my
thooghts together,” she said. *I had no ides that such &
thing was in yoor mind I’ .

He stond in front of her, with his arms folded on his
breant, looking down nu ber.

* Did you thiok I shoold come to you day after day and
say *' golng, gning," till someons elee said, ** gone &t last,
thank Heavepo !" ' he asked bitterly, .

* Bat, mgat it be? asked Rhea, of set parpose, making
her tone ms unemotional and matter-of-fact as possible.
' Yon conld keep ont of my way without leaving England.
You were not compelled to follow me ahout from houee to
hooae aa you have been ip the habit of doing of late. You
need never have eronsed my threshold again if to do so gave
you pain.’

“(iave me pain1 D you think [ am gning away in
order tn save myself pain! be cried contemptuously.
¢ Way, [ would etand torture—infinite torture in every part
of my bixly juat for a five minutes’ plimpne of you 1 Hhbea,
Hthea ! don't you ree—can't you understand that 1 am going
away, oot fur my own ke, but for yours, beqau-a I won'e
have you talked about in an intolerable fachion. I have
pever anked you to warry me. I never would mek you to
marry me ; T love yon tao well to aak you to pnt youreelf in
what the wotld would eousider & ridiculons puition. Two
nights AR My mothar came to me and told me certain re-
marks that had been made about you in eunsenuence i my
sllentions to yoa; how that penple asid—No | 1 won't re-
peat the idiotic speeches. \When I heard them Iaaid to
wynelf, it is time this was pnt a stop to; [ love her so, [
munt leave her : I will quit at once and for ever take my-
self put of her life.’

said, until euddenly three little worde, *our last valse,” fell
opon her ear, in tones that were samistakally her cousin
Dnlcie's.

Yeat how stravgely unlike Ilulcie's nsunl tones they were !
The words seemed to be sighed rather than mpoken

\¥aa it poanible, Hhea asked hereell, that the foolish little
maiden had let her heart be taken captive at her very firet
ball by some possibly ineligible suitort Now, who conld be
the persan whom she was addeessing in such a psthetic
volce—a landlesa youuger som, &o impecunivus lierman
princalet ?

Rliea did not have long to wait for an answer tn her rques-
tion. Nlow, distinct and charged with pavwing, came & mas.
culine voice in reply. ‘{lar last valse! Yes. Life comes
to an end for me to might. Oh! my darling, my darling,
why did we ever meet thus, only to part ¥’

*My darlipgt my darling!? Awzd the voice in which
theae worda were amid was that of Reyginald, Lord Car-
thewe!

1thea put her hand to her forehead.
—what did it all menn?
veice was heard agsin.

* It has been all Rhea's doing from first to laat,” nhe anid,
rpeaking falteriogly and with the sonnd of tearsin her voiee,
*she miade me go to PParis, aod —— '

‘Yes,'interrupted Lord Carthewe,'and alie for hade ine her
honse for & week, and thaa virtually sent me uver there to

ass the time! Oh, my love, my love]l Fate han indeed
rean cruel to ge! 1 curse these chaios nf linonur, 1 curse
the folly that made me [orge them fur myself, bat it ia
otterly, ubterly bayond my power to break then V'

bea's kand fell limply to her ride. Her brain waa on
fire, yet ahe felt frozen, benumbed, half paralyzed.

* U'tterly nat of his power to break his chains,’ did hesny?
Uh, then it lsy in ber power to keep him true Lo his npoken
word ; to ' grasp, to huld, to keep him sgaicat all heaven

Was she dreamiog
There fell n silence ; then Dolcie's



