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dhat way wers true. Her aloruly re-
morse added & proof—a remorase which
did not even attempt retractation or
evasion. And his memory got to work.
Ha koew now why Christine had been
o reluctant to go to Caylesham. Thers
wera thinge back in the past, too, which
pow hecamne Intelligible—how that mc-
‘quaintance had grown and grown, how
ponstant the companionship had been,
one or two little thinge which had acem~
¢d odd, and then lLow there had been a
sudden end, and they had come o see
very little of Cayleahamy, how neither of
them had seen him for a long while, tiil
Yohn had sent Christine to horrow
£15000. . . _

“For God’s make, go!” she cried,

He rose to his feet slowly. and her
fracinated eyes walched hia face. His
eyes were dull, and his face seemed to
have gome grey.
tlon: :

“How. long ago!”

“Qh, all over years ago,” rhe anawer-
ed, with an impatient groan, drummicg
her fingerd an the arms of Ler chair,

He nodded his head in a thonghtful
way.

“Good-bye, Lady Harriet,” he said.

“Good-bye, John'” Buddenly she
aprang up. “Stop! What are you go-
ing to say to Christine?™

¢ looked bewildered glill

“I den’t know. Oh, realiv I don't
know]l My God! I never had any idea
of this, and I don't know! I ean't,
can't redlise it all, you know—and
Caylesham, ioo!” .

“Are you going to tell her T told you?”

T don't know what I'm geing to do,
Lady Harriet—I don’t kbow.”

“ ARy

With a cry of exasperation che turned
awey and sal down ln her chaly apain.

“(ood-bye,” he mutitered, arnd sloreh-
ed awkwardly out of the room.

fihe sat on where she was, very still,
frowning, her hamd holding her chin.
only her resilesa eyea roving about the
TOOM. Bhe was like soms handsome,
fierce, caged beast. Thera sha sat for
clora on an hour, thinking of what she
was and of what she had done—of how

. «ko had shown her the picturc of herself, -
- and of how from malice and in lex wratlh, -
Once only -
- in all this time her lips moved; they

#ha had betrayed Christine.

moved to mutierr -
“Ay God! what a cnrsed woman I
Aam!’ cow

(To be contirued.) v

PEBILITY PROMPTLY CURED. -

!HI_J_E BEANS INVALUADRLE DURING
" THE SUMMER REASON.

With Bummer comes that weary,
wornout feellng. 'Women more par-
tleularly are sufferers in tlhis respect,
owing partly to their confinement In
tha house, and =wot getting plenty of
fresh gmir, end owing & great deal o
the delicate constitution ef the femala
organs, which give way under the
strain of work and worry. To all women
who are feeling “dome up” at this time
of the year, a course of Bile Beans will
yprove of immense benefit. They brace up
and pive tome to the various organs,
thua slrengihening - the whole sysiem,
Ae a ptriking illusiration, Miss Mary
Tattersall, of Couk Strect, Auckland,
writes: —“Beljeving that you are always
pleased to receive testiniony zs to the
eflicacy of Bilse Beans, I desire to add
my testimony te their value, in cases
of debility, sick and nervous headaches,
Debility is & complaint fvom which I fre-
quently suffer, and I find that by using
Rila Beans I receive considerable relief.
‘An a purgative I am entisfied they ean-
net be surpassed. They are pleasant to
take, and causs no pain  or uneasiness
In their aciion. I shall have much plea-
#ure in recommending them to my
friends ard scquainiances” Bile Beans
have praoved a reliable cure for Bilious«
heas, Headache, Indigestion, Constipa-
tlor, Piles, Debility, Female Weaknesses,
Kervousness, Bad Blood, Pimples, and
all Bkin Eruptions, Bad Breath, Anzemia
Tusomula, Loss of Appetite, Bummer Fag,
and fact all ailments that owe
thelr origin to defectiva liver metion.
Bila Beans are obtalnable from all medi-

;l:n veudors, price 1/1% or 2/9 large
X . it A SNtk )

He asked her one ques-
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CHAPTER L

“Of course you gaid nol!” miid Mrs
Despond.

lier voice rang acruss the glowing
atmosphere of the firelit room Jike an
eant wind cutling through the air.

“I—1 didn’t say no,” came the reply.
The voice of the girl who anawered
wan very soft and low; it wap alse Arm
and decided, “I gaid yes™
« “Yon didn’t say yesi” ahrieked the
maother.

“1 did. I meant yes”

“And you mean to telt me that Ralph
Byrne had the impertinence, the audse-
ity, the unparalleled impudence to effer
you—what 17

“He offered me Ralph Byrne”

“Why, the maa hasn't got a pennmy!"

“He will have.”

“Will have! Will have! We shall
all be in our quiet graves a little lnter
a1, and then things will bo equal, whe-
ther we hava fared luxuriously, or
starved, in what these moderu Enpatics
call our ‘earih life’ T have finished

wilh you, Madeline, finished with you!™ |

“I can't help B, mother she maid.
There was a gleamn of tears in the greas
violet eyes upturned from the low seat
which surrounded the fire.

“You can’t help it! This is the re-
ward of all i have done fur you chil-
drenn; this is all the return that you
maka to me for my sacrifice years and
years and years together. If [ hadn’t
so consisicred you childven’s future, if T
hadn't devied myseli and pinched my-
self, and striven to kecp up as good a
position a8 we liad when your Iather
was alive, you would have been propef
helpmeets for men like Ralph Byrae™

“f can't help i, mother.” The voice
was wavering a little, there was tha
sound of tears in the soft and yet de-
cided tones; indeed, the girl was very
near to breaking down altopgether.

“Ralph Hyrae!” Mra Desmond wend
on, “Ralph Byrne! What is he going to
keep you on?’

“He is going to moke money.”

“Oh, is be!  That kind of man is al-
waya going to make money; he never
gets there; e never makes it. - You are
nineteen; you are the eldeat but ome of
mry flve daughters, and to you and Geor-
gie I noturally look for a suitable ex-
ample to set befoze the othera. And all

ou do for me is to engage yourself to

Iph Byrne. I'm ashemwed of you,
Madeline.”

“E ean’t help it, mother. I—I-got
fond of Lim. I don®t think there’s any-
body in the world like him. I—1d
rather—yes, I would honeaily, mother—
live on twopence a day with Ralph than
T'd marry & millivnaire who wae some-
Body else”

“And you might have married Sir
George Stanton,” aaid Mrs Desmond,
bitterly.

“Oh, mother, how could I marry Sir
George? He's so fat™

“Fat!™ ¢choed her mother.

“Yes, mother, 80 fat. And ha is mo
padgy, and so prosy. There wouldn't
be o Lit of romanee or anything else.'”

“Romance,” repeated Mra Desmend,
“romance! My dear child, answer me
thia; Will romance buy you such a
gowm a8 you have on at this moment?
Will rowance give you such a Iuncheon
&8 you ate to-day? Will romance pro-
vida you with a maid? Will romance
take you to Paris, 4ake you to Londen,
give you the thousand and one things
that you are accustomed to? No, no,
ro! Think what you will be like when
he ia working to make money; living in
a grubby littlo houwee on the Tolbridge
Road, with oms grubby liitle servant
and half a dozen children; doing your
‘own cooking, dofng half your own wash-
ing, tramping up and down your bed.
room et night with & baby, and such &
very small bedroom that it will have
very little tramping room. Oh, I
baven't patience with yout™ .. .- .-

“But, mether—" .~

“Well.”

“We shouldn’t be married uniil he i=
in e position.”

“A position! [ sheuid think his ideas
of & position are very different to yours
or mine. [ don’t believe in lung enguge-
ments; I den’t believe in & cruel waate
of the bext years of a woman's life,
wuiting wlhile a man achieves suceeus,
1t is a wrong thing. A man has po right
to ask a girl to warry him, or be en-
gaged to bim—which 1sn’t at all one
&nd the szme—unless he can provide
lev s Dowe which js st least ms good
as the one that rhe is living in, I have
known ere than ene girl, Made-
line, who waited years for n man, nand
then married sminebody youuger, fairer,
wealhier, 1 kmew onc yirl,” ale went
on, speaking in her well-breid, cruel
voice, &l knew one girl who had a lover.
Bho was » cousin of mine. She's dead
now, poor thing: you never knew her.
He was o handsowe man, with a way
with him, just such another mn Ralph
Byrne. 7They got enguged; they werae
s0 much in love that tiwe was nothing,
Ile was willing to wait seven years for
Rachel; arnd in the end Rachel waited
feven years for her Jacob. And when
the Beven years wers over, ghe wos
willing and ready to wait peven more.
And he married—Leah.””

“Wellt” snid Madeline;
quivered a little in spite
“Well 1

"It waesn't well. Leah was the daugh-
ter of his chief. Marrage with her
meant A& partpership, but it did not
mean waiting another peven years and
getting Rackel at ihe end of them
‘There i3 no marriage of that kind in
outr country. She lived just geven yenrs,
end on Jacob's seventh weddingday she
died, .

There was z long silence. The smart
silver kettle on the tes-tray hissed and
bubbled werrily; the cinders deopped
one by one on the hearth; and at last
Madeline Desmond spoke:

“1 never knew that you had such g
story as that In your family, mother,”
she eald. “I wender you never told us.
Was that Cousin Agnest”

“Yes, that was my consin Agnes, She
wax thirty-five when slis  died; she
might have been twice thirty-five In
evervthing Lot the texture of her skin
and the abnudance of her halr. I never
cap hear to think about my ecusin
Agnes. 1f I could have killed that man

her  voice
of hersclf.
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I would have doue §t. I met him, the
laat time 1 wus in Londun, st s evening
party Leonore mad I were at. It wwas
ons might you had & headache, and you
safd you would sit quletly by the win-
dow sud go to bed earlsy, T tumed me
over to med him, To  think of that
Proken heart, of =1l those eri~hed and
broken ilinmions! Can you wonder that
Y am not glad ts welcome Ralph Hyrae
20 be & Jacob to my Hachelt You think
I'm hard, you think I'm vruel, you (Link
'm worldly. Perbaps | um.”

YI—1 didn't say wso,” said Madeline;
“I never maid ko, And I quite soe whi
you nican; 1 quile understand why you
sboull speak and think ps yvou do; but
¥ don’t think that Ralph will ver treat
we like that.” .

“Neithes ditt Agpnes O'Connor. Up o
ihe end ol the seven years 1 wonkin't
have ventwred fo EHY O warih npainst
Jacoh, And yet be Jeft her. e mwe-
rled--Lesh.™” .

CHAPTER 1L T
Before she chunged her dress for (i

ner ihat night, Madelive Desnmond mab
down at the little writing tabls In har

bedrooin nnd wryle w note. Mt was {o
Ralph Byrne,
o the followlng afterocon found

Ralph Byrae in pussession of tho quuint
Duteh summer-bousze when  Madelioe
Desmond arrived to keep the tryst.
“Homething has happenedg$? i]'.‘ said
to her, .
“Yes, everything has happenol. It's
ne uwse you going to molher, Ralph.
Bhe’ll not bear of an engugement he-
tween us.™
“But why?”
“Ivs o long story. But 1 feel fhat she
has right on ler slde. I feed that 1 have
no business to give her the ansicty that
an engagement between us would be.
L—Oh, you don't know what it is to me
to give you up. 1 am not like most
girls of my age. I'm nol like my pistera.
They'vo had a dozen sweelhearin upiece
—even the twing, whe are only juet pro.
nuoted to the dignity of long frocks, and
&ro net yet eut of the schoolveom, 1
never bad any faveurile boas: I’m net
like tliem; but I see that it won't do.
Last night—I'll tell you all about jt.”
Then abe told him the whole siory
that her motiber told ber the pight be-
fore. “Coan you wonder,” she wound up,
“that mother §x so dead upuinst long
engagements 3™
“No, I can't wonder. I can't forget
that I've nothing to offer you—nothing
but myself. It'a me use y protesting
that I shouldn’t change. Who knowst
I might. I suppose ihis Jacob, ns you
eall him, didn’L set gut with 1hn idea of
marrying anybedy bt Raelel, But look
hero, Madwiine, I shan't be in Tlack-
hamplon many dnye Jonger. You know
that I'm going back to town to grind;
and 1 wiil grind. If you furget me, X'
nover reproach yon, 1f you mary soma
other follow—wel), it will ba Lefter that
we founi it oul sooner rather than later,
I bought you an cugagemeni ring ihia
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