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«That rests with yourself,” I answer-
ed pruvely,

“Uhes 1 am sure she will pot,” Sybil
retorted in her dlippant way. L think
¥ will go and lie down, my bead aches,”
and she lelt the room,

An hour or two later, when T went to
sce how vhe was, | found the room was
empty. But at lunch-time Hybil ap-
peaved an though she had but just rizen.

“Where have you been, dear?” I anked
quietly. $he gave me ¢na keen lance,
aid then resuwed her old monchalant
manner, .

“0ut,* she answered, *to see
woull do my head any good.” .

The next day passed quietly enough,
then eame Thuaraday, the duy of Lucy
Wresham'a return. I rese for the firat
time for maoy a day with a light heart.
Bul my cheeriul mood found no echo in
Hybil,  She sat through breakfast, eat-
ing searcely anything, and rurely speak-
ing. After breakfust she stvolled about
the purden, while T gathered flowers for
Jady Wrexham's reom.  She did not
speak much, and the little she did say
was disconnected and duil. She spoke as
one trying to make conversation, while
bher mind was pre-oecupied,

“You will change your gown befure
Lly Wrexham comes, won't you, dear?
Put on something light and pretty; I
want you to look your best when you
meet her first, Bybil was then dressed
in un unusually sombre fashion, and I
hacl wondered at it.

“yeu,” plie agreed, “but I think I—I
waulld like ‘2 walk fivat.”

[ was troubled that the thought of
mecting ler aunt should so upset her;
At Lhe same tiime her quietness was an
jmprovement on her usually boistercus,
pelf-assurced manner.

“Yew, do, dear,” T ogaid, “hut you will
be back in good time, won't you? ¥ ex-
peet Lady Wrextinim to lunch.” i

“yery well,” she answeeed  gravely,
and  went upstaies for her hat and
gluves,

A fow moments later there was nring
at the bell, and just as the maid erossed
the holl lo epen the door, Sybil was
coming Jown the stairs elowly, butfon-
ing her gloves as she eame. At the
sound of the opening door she paused and
louked up, and.as she looked I saw her
expreasion turn to one of perfect tervor,

then with w #wift rush phe . yan. dowm,

if it

erept round the end of the bannisters, — was so miserable, Aunt Luey;
amd, darting past me, disappeared cut wanted to do as “father wished—but
Bhe did prot when I ecame to face-it, T—d realised

of the kitchen entrance.
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speak, noe did I, but her face I saw ae how unfit ‘I was.' 1 knew 1 was only

she passed me wam ashy white, and as

she ran she gave little frightened gasp-

ing moans,

‘The next moment the maid was stand-
ing before me, *“Miss Carlton, ma’am,
and she wivhes to mee you at onee.”

“Miss1—™ I began, but seeing the
nnid’s eyes wide with eurlosity, I pulled
myself together ae bent 1 could, and has-
tened te the morning-room.

How much later it was that a earriage
drew up at . the house, and the door-
bell rgain pealed loudly. 1 do not re-
wember. But the moment I heard it I
knew that Lucy Wrexham had come, and
thint I had to break to her what had
becn broken to me. . : -

[ think my face must have prepared
her for something, for as she caught
eight of it she stopped abruptly in her
first  grectings, "“What hag happened,
Helen?  Something in wrong, 1 know,
Iz it about—8ybil?” she demanded,

“Yes,” 1 gusped incoheremtly. “Oh,
Taucy, everything is wrong. She is not
your niece at all; she has been tricking
T all this time. The real Sybil has now
come—she is in my room. Oh, Luey,
what will you any to me—but how eonld
T help it?r

Lucy Wrexham threw her arms round
me affectionately. “Try to be culm,” she
urged; “tell me, who was the other
pirl? How could she—"

“5yhil shal explain. T can't.”

Sybil, the real Mybil,” was sitting look-
ing the picture of trouble and shame
when we entered. |

“f lmve hrought Tady Wrexham,” T
snid. At the sound of my voice she lift-
ed her white face eagerly, then dropped
her eyes again,

*I am ashamed to meet you  she said
as she rose. “Aunt Lucy, 1 don't know
haw to tell you how grieved and asham-
ed I am for all that has bappened, T had
no idea ¥Enil Lewis would really do
what I had talked of in fun *

half educated, that your waye, and
everything were strange to me, and 1
—was afruid Lo ¢ome, that in the truth.
1 could not bear either,” her voice
trembling a little, “Lo leave the place
where father waa buried, to- go »0-far
from—" -

*We would bhave tried to make you
happy, dear,” said Lacy. "My brether

Eustace was very dear to me, and you -

for his make’”

Bybil looked at her gratefully.
I know it was =ll-a mistake. But—oh,
you cannot imagine how shy. and lonely
and miserable I was, and H talked to
tinid Lewis about jt—Enid was the only
girl I knew out there, and there wan
a sort of friendship betrveen wg.  She
way very kind, too, when father was ill,
and afterwards she iried to comiorg
me, and she listened to alt my foolish
talk. - T said T—could not—live on your
charity,” leoking with ashamed, ap-
pealing eyes at her aupt, “that 1 would
bule myseli where no one woud find me,
and work and keep mysetf —

“You foolish child,” eried Lady Wrex-
ham impatiently, “didn’t you know thera
was no need for you to work, that you
were, for a girl, quite rich$’.

Hybil stoed sfaring, dumb with amaize-
ment. “T—am rich!” ebe gasped. ‘1
tliiought 1 had nothing—no one told me.”

“You were 8o headstrong, you did not
wait for letters from England, and I am
afraid everylhing was delayed through
my being away.” .

“I was so afraid I should be stopped,”
Sybil pleaded.

“bid you

suggest that Miss Lewis

shouid come in your place?” Lucy asked, -

Hybil's eyea drpoped. "I am afraid 1
did,”” mlie faltered, “but not in enrnest,
we were a gilly, romanlic pair, and we.
talked of such & -plan, and whether it
could be done, bui T mever thought
seriously of it. I did not mean to deceive
you. Aunt Lucy...1 wiote and told you

“Tt would be more satisfactory to me.” what I wng going=to do, and then I

said Lady Wrexhmn coldly, “if I might changed my plans,

hear the story from the beginning.”
Rybil looked at her aunt with iright-

encd eyes. “Where shall 1 begin?” she

asked, turning mervously to me.

I becaine enpaged,
and moon 1 shall have a home of my
own.” ) . T

1ad ehe dropped a bomb at Lady

“l— Wrexham's feet thut poor lady could not

I

“Oh, *

have looked more dismayed.
eried despairingly, “is there no end to my,
perplexities! Bybil,” she went on, half-
Jaughing, half serious, "1 do think yowr
might bave spared me this! But,” more
gravely, “of couree 1 must know wmore
sbout #.” You are too young to take &
ptep so serious, without advice. In fact,
you may not, without your guardiaw's
eonsent,” . . . -

*But—] have promised,” stammered
Sybil, 1" . A

“Hut, child, kew eould you be so—but .
there, tell me all about it, I will promise
not to be severe—only trust me.”

Eybil hlusbhed shyly, but she told her
story frankly. “lie oftem eame to our
houne, aml father liked him very miuch,
he was always kind to me, oo, and—
and I was sorry for him.” - .

*Sorry! Why!” asked Lucy. :

“He jg lame, ami he suffers a good deal
at times” . ’

“Yet be asked you to marry him{™
eried Luey indignantly.

“¥es, but not unti] I had gene inte
the situation I had got. He wap vexed
with me for not eoming to you, but when
1 insisted or going away and getiing
work to do, he made me promise that I
would always let him know where 1 was.
So I sent him my address, and soon a
letter eame from him. He said he was
an lopely and unhappy as I was, he
missed faiber and—and me terribly, and

. asked me to-marry him that he might
make a home for us both. He said that
he weuld not have dared to ask me, bub
that I was alone in the world.”

“And yowi”

=1 teld bim 1 would.”

. “But did you care for him?”

“Lare!™

There was no necd io probe deeper,
the tope in which that one word was
ppoken was suflicient. I saw Lucy's face
Erow more grave. -

#But you have broken the engagement
pnow, as you have come away?’

“Syhil locked up with eyes wide with
anmazement, “Oh, mo." she éried. “Bub
he gail it was my dutly to come.”

There was a moment’s silence. “You

_ have not told us his name, or what, or

° who he is,” said Lucy meekly.

“He is & gentleman, Aunt Lucy,” poer
Rybil anawercd her eagerly, “and he bhas
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