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morning. I was ruthsr extravagswt over
it. I supposa it wouldn't be quits fair
to ask you to taks it

*Let me ses it,” seid she,

He took it out of his pocket. It was
& thick gold ring set with a large sap-
E:ﬂre and two diamonds, just & broad

nd such as & man might wear.

“Put it on your own finger,” ahe maid;
“and If you are nble to come back, you
emn give it to me then”

“I wish you could have taken it,” ha
sald, “even if you wouldn’t wear it™

“Whut's the good of havinpg a thing I
oant’ weart Look here, what Is that
littla milver heart you wear on your
watch-chain? It's an absurd thing for a
man to wear.,”

“That? Oh, it has no tender mem-
ories. My old nurae gzve it to me when
I was a mere boy and had my first watch
and chain. She pot it in India some-
where. Her husband was a soldier, and
she huil fallowed the drum with him all
over the world. She’n dead and gone
yeats upo. Will you have i1

"¥es, 1 could take that. Nohody
would ask questions. 17Tl put it on one
of my silver bangles, and it will be aome-
thing fo remind e of you when you are
gone.”

It was wonderful iuw stoical theae two
young people wero. Anybody listening
to their conversation would  have
thought that they were quits indifferent
as to whether they met agnin or not;
but ihere is an indifference which covers
& trapedy of suffering. Meadeline atay-
ed ir the old Dutch summer-house until
the winter dusk wasx falling, and they
maid good-bys te ench pther—a literal
goord-bye—and then they tore themselvea
aparf, pnd the girl went homse alona
witl oll lier love frozen at the fountain
hend, und the man turned hack into the
mummer-howse and sat there motionleza
until the cally of Lthe gardeners to elear
the grounds roused him and made him,
too, seek the shelter of his hotel.

Gh, these partings! Oh, the bitter
Black blank of [woking forward over
yeara which must be vrillumined by ths
emile of the only one who makes Lfa
worth living! Oh, the wreuching apart
of twin souls, the tearing asunder of
troe cilinitiesl  Well, well, parting 1a al-
wayy the sarce all the world over. Men
and women wha believe themselves very
much in lave suffer just 2a much in part-
ing ~a those whese hearts have been

iaved for all time; but oh, the dit-
‘¢ in the years that follow! Oh,
the lingrth of the years when the heart
ia elsewhere than with the hoay. The
wrench of parting is as the drawing of a
tooth--agony for ihe moment—but it
1a the everlaating pain which sometimens
follrws which frels away youth as moth
doth fret out a garment.

Madeline Desmond went straight homa
from the Winter (Garden. Fhe found her
mother alone. It was not a very usual
ciremnstance that Mra Desmond should
bs wlome at that hour, but the other
girla had gone their different ways, and

™ DNeamond, who was suffering from a
chill, was in the housa alone.

“lI want to tell yom, mother,” said
Madrline, when she had thrown aside her
wraps and had taken her cnp of tea from
her miothers hand, “that I'vr been with
Ralph this afternoon.”

“Year Mrs Deemond looked up
sharply.

“T've told him that 1t is ?I.Iﬂ-l L pos-
afble for us tu be sagaged’

“You bwve not tisd yourself in any
n;l"

“Mot in any way, mother—maither he
por L*

“My dear ¢hlld,” said Mrs. Deamond,
" you won't regret this. LI he goes away
xnd forgets, it is betier that you should
know now—at leaat, you will find it bet-
ter that you have nol waited. It is such
4 slur on a woman to be plighted for
Feura and forsaken. You esn't hide anm
engagement; you ean't explain it away
when it's broken as Jacob broke hia™

“ls his pame Jacob—his real namel”
She asked the gquestion nmot because she
wanted to know, but beeause ahs wanted
to draw the couversaiion away some
what from her own casa.

“No. His name—I don't feel inclined
to tell yon It wouldn't do you any
goaod to know it I would rather never
stain my lipa by utteriag it. His name is
well known, Ha is a highly honoured
men in & disfinguished position””

*Is he kappyt”

“How eculd such & man be happyt
I never saw—Leah until that night Iust
season. I looked at him for an instant,
Just enough to convey te him that he
was not to dare to sprak o me, and
then [ turned, and T looked at her from
head to foot, and 1 looked back at him,
One glanee at his searlet face, although
they've been married for twenty years,
was enough to show me what kind of
happinesa is hia portion. Whatever it is,
it's more than le deservea”

“Yes, T quite mgrece with you,” seid
Madeline; “I quite
mother.
for mer”

‘It T can”

“T want you to resard the inddent
24 clozed, Please don’t spenk about it
The girl'a don't know that he had any
serioius idea of marrying me, and if I'm
not worried about it. I shall get over
it—at all events, it won't hurt quite me
much.”

“I haven't apoken of it to a meml,
Madeline,” snid Mra, Desmond, keeping
her eves very intently upan her eup,
which she wnas engaged in fllling, “and
I shouldn’t dream of mpeaking of your
private affaira to your sisters, any mora
than I should, under similar eircumstan-
ces, of theira to vou. You may trust me,
Madeline. T know that I must have
aeemed hnrd and worldly to you. I don't
like wou to feel that T am that.™

“T haven't maid =0.” =maid Madelina

“Se you told me Inst nizht, Yom
haven’t sald o, but you haven't yet
told me that yvou haven’t thought an™

T don™ think.” said Mzdeline, “that
I have even thoueht it. I—I could
talk to you better in 2 year's time, or
a month, or n week. Just now Y am sors
and hurt. T feel like the child whe
wanted to buy the lewellers shop with
half a-ctown. Yot must give me a littls
whila to get over it. and te grt back to
my natural state of—"

“Of what?” sald the mother almost
piteanaty.

“Wrll. perhaps of unfeelinmmess. At all
eventa’ she went on, “T can tell vou
thia for wour comfort, mother—that I
wonld mether yon have told me all that
was In your mind; I would rnth~r that
yon. kaving much a story In vomr owm
experience, should tell me the trmth
Girls sren't told encugh of the truth

And now will you do someihing
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now-a-days—] don’t know why they
used to ba. According to tradition, &
girl was like & sheet of white paper un-
til ahe was married. I don't know how
it worked. It doesn’t work now. I su
pese ths new condition of things has
altered everything, but I know that I
would rather be tald the very worst
han bs let merely to take my chance
of what might or might oot happen to
me. And I'll never reproach you. moth-
er, come what may.”

After that evening the mother and
daughter never reverted to the subject of
Ralph Byrne. He called and left a card
with & small “P,P.C.” in the corner when
he krew that Mra Desmond would not
be at home; and then he turned his back
upon Blankhampton, that quaiat old
eity of churches and ancient buildings,
and went back to the busy life from
which he had come.

And time went on. Time, how maeh
of it? Does it matter? Time is, or
should be, zecording to how you measurp
it. At the bar, where Ralph Byrne was
woning fortunse, fifteen years is looksl
upon as a mere spprenticeship. As a
matter of fact, five whole years had gona
by sizce Madeline Deswond awt Rulph
Byrme hud parted in the old Dutek pum-
ter house in the Winter Garden at
Blankhampton; five lopg years, darine
which not one word had eome io tell her
that he remembered her existence,

“My dear Madeline,” said Mrs. Des-
mond one day. *“Do you Lhink you are
wise to refuse Major Lndicott?”

“0Oh, I don’t kacw, mother, Perhaps
I am pot very wise. I don’t mean to
marry him, if that’s what you want to
know. "

“Bnt hy pot? He's
wealthy, so well-born.”

“Yes, 1 know deur;
suit me.”

“It secnis such a pity,” said Mra. Des-
mond, wistfully. *Not that I would per-
suade you, Madeline, not at all; only
you are four-and-twenty.”

“And if T were four-and-thirty, or four-
and ferty, T should say the same. He's
very fine aend large, mother, but he's
not for me—moet emphatically not for
me, dorling. ¥You-have got your Georgie
married, and Lenore married, and little
Avis; it won’t be long before Jose fol-
Avis, and then
you'll bave nebody but me to lock after
you and seo that yon are comfortable and
happy, and that you get a pood time.
Don't you think you znd I were made
for each other”

*No, 1 don’t,” said Mrs. Desmond,
ehortly. “When you are married I look
forward to having a very pay time. I
ghall hava five married daughters Lo
visit, ond five sets of grandchildrem to
visit me. I shall have the gayest tima
that I have ever had in my life. The
idea of two lome women in & hig houss
like this is too terrible.”

B0 nice, so

but he doesn't

“But, dear, you have four mmrried
daughtera to visit now, and we shall kavy
four setq of grandchildren to visit ws’

“it's mo use talking to me, Maddine,
X should like you to marry, bub not un-
I you meet ths right man.”’

“When I meet the rigit man I'Tl
marry him, I promise yoo Have an-
other egg?” . .

“No, thanks,”

“Huve some polted shrimpe, or some
af this fois gras?”

“A little of the fole gras,’” said Mrm,
Desmond. “Oh, in that you, Jose! Well,
Fou are late”

“Yew, dear, I am very late,” said Jose,
in & signil, meex voice. “DInt I was so
tired ihis morning. I danced such a lot
last might. ['m sleepy yet.”

- “My dear child, you should hava slept
curself out and had your breakfast inm
{ed. Did you really have a good time?”

While the two were discussing the pre-
vious evening’s dance Madeline picked w
the newspaper. The firat words tha
siruck her were those st the head of a
column, *A Milver Heart"

She put the paper down as if she
had been stung. Oh, why did she ever
think abuut hum! ¥Why did ahs carry
that silver heart always on her left
wrisi.? Beeauss she was a feol, & fool
It was the old story of Jacob and Rachel
over agiin, No, sha woulde't be weak}
it was ogainst her priociples to be
weak. She was a strong woman.

Bo she took up the newspaper again,
and saw that “The Bilver Heart" was
the title of a play, s play that had been
produced the previous evening in Lone
don, a play ihat had taken the world by
etorm, & play by an utterly unknown
author, an suthor who had no nom de
gucrre, who did not appear at the pro-
duetion in response to the ealls of
“Aunthorl” who preferred to keep him
{dentity an absoluie secret.

“There’s soma lucky Madeline some-
where,” she enid to herseif as she put
ihe paper down.

And where waa the locky Madeline?
Well, as a matter of fact, she happened
that very morning to be walking down
Bt. Thomas' etreet et Blankhampton
Bhe hod half-a-dorem commissicns to exe-
cuts; her mind wes intent 1pom thems.
Bhe was never on the look-out for young
men, as the majority of girls ars in
eathedral cities, and when sorebody
atopped and said: ‘Madeline, don’t you
know me?” she gave a start—a little
ery., ‘I eee,” he said, “that yon are
wearing the silver heart that I gave

on. 1¥id you eee the paper this morn-

®T I didn’t find the Bar quick
enough, Madeline. I—I1 took the silver
heart for a gunerdomn. I've got there,
Madeline! Where are you going? What
are you doing¢ Let's go up to the
Dutch summer-houss, Madeline, and I
tell yow au zbout it.”
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