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have known it for ever 50 long. That
in why I hate you.”

“well, you know thut I love you,
too,” says he, pressing hin cheek to
hers, and tao much ugitated to fuke
notice of the astonishing nature of her
woswer to his simple gueation. “My
durling! IXm’t be so unbBppy. It
will ull come right, and she —_"

~(h, no. No; it is wicked, dizhon-
ournble, horrible! Perhaps she loves
you in spite of all we know. “She
ey —amxiously—"in faet” looking
wt him with loving eyes, "I'm wure she
must!”

“Nunsense, sweetheart. That is n
mere phantasy of your brain. We are
heartily sick of each other, she and T.
L have known that for a loag time.
And, bewides ———" A ,

“Well, it ix no use speaking to me,”
says she, sighing heavily. "I can only
feel ome thing—that you have given
your word to her, and that you love
me” ‘

“Phat, is two things™ says he, “Hut
if she doesn’t want my word™”

“Ah! If she would may so!™

4T wonld to heaven Wylding woule
make her say it,* says he, miserably.
“Not that it makes much ditference
about him! Now that I know yon
care for me, my own little sweet, prec-
ipus derling, T shatl go up te The Park
to-morrow, And tell Jessica that | have
chunged  my  mynd  about—wmuny
things." .

“Idon't do that' says she, quickly.
“he releases hersel! from his loving
arms and stands back from hin. T
ecouldnt bear you to do that. 1t
would be ¢dishonourahie; and T should
always feel that it was I who had
driven you to do what—what the world
would consider——"

T don’t think of the world,” =uye
he. “You are my world. There is
nothing beyongd.”

“Then you do think of the warkl,”
says she, with a quick flush of ir, *“and
a censorious one, too, for I ghoukli con-
demn a breach of faith in any one’™

“But how if you found this to be no
breach?”

“Ah! But how shall [ find that™

“Fay! 'T'rust mel! Believe in me!™
cries he, paskionately. drawing her
to him, and encireling her little fragile
form in his strong arms, “There & no
dishonownr anywhere, neither with me
nor Jessica. She is as free from blame
as I am. We were both hurried into
an-engagement thit had no hold npon
our hearts, But now—now! My be-
lavdd—nay  darling!™  pressng  her
heiad down against his breast, “you
know how it is with me. I love you.
Fay. 1f T talked te you forever 1
eould say nothimg stronger than that,”

“And I—I love you, two!” = she,
breaking into bitter tears, “but 't is
all wseless!  Alll  If she—of her own
will—ioes not release you from your
engngement to her, 1 can nnt listen tu
vouw.”

“0Oh, Fay!— be merciful! If 1 speak
to her— 7 .
“No It would not be the sams

thing, Lt would not be right! If she
were to tell you she didni want {o
marry yom, that would be different.
1 showld"—naively—"be happy then!
Rut otherwise——""

“You raise a barrier batween us that
will never be razed,” says Severn, de-
sperately. “She is goverred so far by
her inather that she would hardly
tare fo break with me” He speaks
sincerely, but in this he wrongs Jes-
siea. “If you decide upon refusing
me when T thave ended this loveless
rhpngement that now ties me why, 1
shall not end it. As well be miserable
une way as the other.”

Hhe iw silent.

“Npeak, Fay!™

“Yon proposed to her of Your own
free will- vhe has not spoken ito you
any word that would betray her «de-
sire to break her engmgement with
Youw. T think you should keep to it,”
says she.

It i strange to see Ao much atrength
—Bo much determination in #e small a
ereature.

“Et shall ‘be aw you will” says Sev-
ern in a low voice,

H.e turne away, and then comes back
again. :

“Nevertheless,

1 shall pist an end to
thia hated houd to-morrow,” sava he,
doggedly, and with a sydden angry
(-h_:.mgs of purpose,

She makes oo reply, Bhe I8 stand-
ing quite quiet, her little figure in its
pretty white frock bowed. Her face
—fwo team run swiftly down ‘her
cheeks,

“Oh, darling!” crles he in a suffo-
vated tone. -

He maken o toward her; but
she, throwing oit both her hands to
¢heek him, runs swiftly up the bal-
cony seps leadiog into the drawing-

room, and, like & amall whirlwind, dis-
uppears round the corner of whe first
window.

CHAPTER XI.

All nature 18 but Art, unknown (o thes
All chance, direction, which thou canst

Allnf‘liltso:)e:&, harmony not underatood;
All partial evil, unlversal good.

With a heavy heart he turns, and
walks homeward to Pasco's home,
that has now no master. He hud seem-
w1 cold when speaking to Fay about
hia brother's unhappiness, asbaut the
womun who had caused it. Rut in
truth his coldness had been nothing
te hisn anger against her. To him
there was but one possible view of
the cafe. and that was that she had
deliberutely ruined his life—- hud come
down there to prey upon socisty, and
secure for the estublishmient of her
lout respectability the first eligible
man that offered. FPesco had been
thet mun. He would have : lnughed
atoud if uny one had told him now—
whatever he might have believed he-
fore—that Mrs Rarrington—or what-
ever her nume was—had ever lovwl his
brother. . . 'Fo him the whole
affair wong s preconcerted scheme on
her part. in which any honest senti-
ment kil ne portion whatsoever.

He regarded his brother well ocut ot
it, and attributed the woman's refusal
to marry him to the faet that, her
story being known here. the respect-
ability she eraved would huave been
impossible, Nobady would have call-
ed, 'his famnily would decline to receive
her. She had thrown up the gnme at
the last moment to the everlasting
good of Pasco—if Pasco eoubd only
have Deen bronght to see it. Hut he
had mot seen it, and kad left ‘his home
yenterday, bound no one knew where,
with n heart that seemed broken, and
an openly expressed feeling of resent-
ment toward all his family,

He had refused indeed to see Sir
Gearge, who up to the last moment
bad mare vigorens efforta to get at
him. anel explain what really happen-
ed, anil so break down this terrible
Barrier that the younger brother had
raized between them.

Pascn was obdurate, and left home
with o dull farewell to Ernest, and &
decided intention of leaving no ad-
dress behind him,

No wonder FErnest, who regarded
PPaseo us his dearest possession- once
a little, petulunt, charming fuce was
aut of the question—felt bitter ngainst
Janet Barrington.

She was still at The Priory, but was
leaving to-morrow. To go where no
one knew, bevond the fact that she
was bound for London first. After
that, according to Ernert’s belief, for
Monte Carlo nr some other foreign
place where adventuresses live and
thrive—or for the—eventually it would
be the latter,

His mood is n terribly bitter one
now, as he walks slong through the
warm woodlands; his brother's griefs
have heen as his awn, but now o yet
maore intimate one claims him. Fay's
faee ax last he saw it, with those
two large wmelancholy tears stealing
down  the woe-begone little cheeks,
hsr rendered him almost distracted.
They have told their own tale. She
loved him. He loved her with all his
hieart and soul—nothing stood between
them Lut o hateful engugement in
wiliich neither of the supposed inter-

euted parties had sunk any heart-capi-
tal whatapever—and yet

Well, if she would uwot huve him, he
wanld follow Fasco's example, and ¢ut
thixs life altogether. Tuesday next hin
leuve would be up, and he must re-
join his regiment; but he could aot
live out a detestable existence in a
country that contained the being he
loved, but who, of her own account,
haet determined to render herself in-
aceessible, Of  Jewsicn he thought
lirtle Leyond this, that he would cer-
tainly ¢nd the farce existing between

her  and Itim ta-morrow., The
very thought of her hod grown
hateful.  And she would prolably he

&lod of her releaze.

He-—Ernest — had nnthlug to offer
heyord an old name, and nowadays,
an heiress such us Jessiea could al-
WILYR be sure of securing that—that it
would leave her free to acce the
e¥ident admniration of her cousin. Of
vourse if he—Krnest—hud been a man
of property, a desirnhle parti of that
sort, it would be impossible now to
draw back, ut as it i——

Entering the iibrary, he finds a let-
ter awaiting him. Opening it with
langnid interest, he fimis it contains
# whole world of excitement. His
uncle, an old man living in Devon-
shire, is dead, and hay lett him all his
property. A elear three thowsudd o
year b

HSevern falls into a chair, and having
re-read the letter, gives himself up to
despair. With this—with her— what
life wonld have meant! And now!
Now it is impossible that he should
have the smull comfort of breaking otf
his engagement with the other,

It iz growing toward evenlng. and
Fay. who had spent o good denl of her
afternoon in her own room io tears,
hos erept dowan to the small drawing-
roon, knowing that there solitude at
least will be foumd. The children are
ull spending the day at a disrant plice,
and Nettie has gone visiting, Not
being the latter’s day At Home, Ler
small sister feels sure of thinking out
aer sad thonghts undisturbed.  Vain
hope !

‘The goor is thrown open and Miss
Wilentt is ushered in by one of the
servants.  Fay, with a little wild
thought of hiding her tell-tule eyes,
rises hurriedly to greet her visitor,
keeping her back well to the light.

" Nettie is not in,” says »he. as car-
dizlly as nature will permit. * Bus
perhaps T omay be her substitnte for
this ane day.”

* ['m rather glad she is from howe,”
says Miss Wileott, ¢oolly. “ 1Tt is you
T want to see. May T take off these
Jaees 7 They are so warm, and | dare
sy 1 shall be here for some time”

s Let me take them off,” s Fay,

her heart sinking within her, This
xirl, of all others! How loug is she
gaing to stay ' Nevertheless, she

busies herself with the undoing of the
Juves.
* You are not feeling well, ave you?”

sauys Miss  Wileatt, louking at  her
sharply. -

“OL, yveso quite well, thank  yon
L¥id you walk 2"

A phuse, and then :

“Yes ;o osnweh o lovely dav. Jf yon

are quite well. at all event: yvon have
been erying.™

“lx von never cry
slo , deliberutely, and
suspicion of insoence,

o

151
* Never,” saya Miss Wilcott. “ I'm
oot a foulish person am & rule. This

sounds m littte rude, because you evi-
dently have been ecying, but in reality
it is not so. Very sensible people ave
been known to give way to folly oc-
cusionally. Hut crying is not in my
line. If you want a thing, take it—
don’t 8it crying for it. That is sensible
advice, and economical, too. You save
your eyes."

"It sounds n little lawless,™ suys
Fay, lnughipg in a rather foreed faah-
jon. ** May 1 ask what you have been
appropriating lately

* My eousin, Gilbert Wylding,” re-
turns Miss Wilcott, cootly. "1 finally
made up my mimd to marry him this
morning.”

There is & lonyg pause. Fny has
turned wery pale. She would have
spoken, but is afraikt to trust her
vojer.  Presently, however, she gaius
once mmore control over herself.

"Surely I heard the truth when I
wits told you were engaged to Captain
Hevern?'

*The whole truth and nothing but
the truth,” with a shrug of her band-
some shoulders.

“And now, how are you going to——0
| don’t understand you,” sayes Fay.

VA great many people have said that
to me off and on,” says Miss Wilcott,
carelezaly. Bhe smiles curiously — a
little eomplacently, and  glances  ut
My out of her dark, almond-shaped
. Never had she seemed so Jew-
irh in the other's opinion. Dark, band-
some, u little erafty, detestable, de-
vitles Fay, who, though full of a con-
fused joy, thut ns yet had hanily
grown cletinite, still feels the indignity
shown te her lover, To enlmly throw
him over like that without & word or
thougrht!

“Amd EKroest -~ you have not con-
sidered him?" =he says, warmly.

The other leoks at her very straight
tiime,

Well, 1 never thonght you n hypo-

erite,” vs she.
The blood rushes into ¥Fay's pale
cheeks, Hhe grows visibly unoerved,

whereupon Miss Wilcott gives way to
that peculiur lJow langh of hers,

“0h, I think 1 have considered him,”
s . with s tonch of amusement
thut is wot wholly free of a sneer.
“Was 1 ever so ecoosiderate to him
twefore, 1 womdier? 1 don't think he
will die of chagrin or grief over my
loss. 1 remlly think, ou the contrary,
that he will feel inclined to kill the
fatted valf. He will be now free to—"
She pauses, her eyes still fixed on
Fay.

“Weil?” says the latter, with a ro-
ther ominous compression of her lips.

"To seek  conselation  elsewhere,
Wiat did you think I was going to
way ?7 Junghing sgain.

“Your thonghts are beyond me”
«ayr Fay, rather haughtily.

“Yes? Well, yours are not beyvond
me. At T rude again?  You thought
| wus going to say that he would now
seek vonsalation from youw™

Fay rises to her feet, her dark eves
flashing, her smuall, shapely head well
thrown back. ®he npens ber lips as
if ta speak, but Jessiea, by an imperi-
vus presture, stops her.

“Lhere— there. What  ix it all
about?” miyvs  she, contemptuocusly.
“Why should you be angry becaunse
I teil yon Ernest aidores you? It is [
whe should be anpry with yan, but,”
with a little smile, “I'm uat. T¥d
von think 1 was blind all these wevks?
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