
'Is courtesy a non-de-plume for- indifference ? On»doesn't; associate the former with a self-made manyou know. But isn't yours the ideal love-match youever vowed to make V'Circumstances are stronger .than schoolgirl vowsFlora. Mine was a
"

marriage arranged." On the onehand, mamma with so many daughters and.debts andso little money; on the other, Mr. Grey with hisvast fortune and his ambition for social success Idared not interpose my personal feelings betweentheir plans. Now— well, now Iwonder how Icouldmarry a man who was content to take a wife forsuch reasons and on such terms.'
1At least you can spend his money, and that's al-ways a pleasant pastime. Iwant you both to dinewith me on Friday. Your aborigine can eat with hi*knife, put his feet on the table, or have a bone onthe mat, just as he prefers. My house is LibertyHall. Ipromise you a feast fit for emperors.1
'Not on Friday surely!' smiled Madge. ♥Hadft'fcyou better choose another day ?'
'What's the matter with Friday? Good graciouschild, you don't mean to say that you Uing tothose silly old superstitions yet ? You are far be-hind the times, it is many a day since Iceased tobelieve in God and the fables they told us atschool.'
Madge winced and shuddered.
1What would you say of a person who bared anarm hideous with sores and ulcers, and thrust itunder your eyes V she asked.('
Ishould say the person did a disgusting andoffensive thing,1 declared Flora trenchantly. 'Why''1> You have just done it to me,' said Madge;

and the other woman colored, paused, shrucu;ed hershoulders and rejoined :'
Igrasp your meaning. Well, I won't exhibit iryspiritual ulcers to you again, and you shall fast onFr-rday to your heart's content. But on (ThursdayI'll hope to see you and your new acquisition.'

Shortly after her departure Herbert Grey came in,—a tall and sinewy man, with a shapely dark head'deep blue eyes, and well-cut bronzed features Thecontraction of his fine black brows was a new de-velopment, and to Madge's timid perceptions kdica-ted temper. What had roused his wrath, t,ne won-dered.'
Mrs. Winthorpe called,' she said. < I .'on't lnow

whether you have heard of her or not—''
Most people have, it strues me,' he interjected

dryly ; and Madge reddened at his tone, adding rattier
nervously :'

She has invited us to dine with her on Thurs-day.''
Which gives you the trouble of decliniu-z, of

course.'
'No, indeed: I accepted. She is an old frleni,'said Madge; at which her husibani lookud ut btr,

witb darkening eyes and set, stern ups.'Nevertheless, Idistinctly forbid you to co to herhouse. Whatever she may have been, s*ie is iot nowa person with whom Ican permit my wife to asso-ciate. Your aborigine is not wholly devoid o£ self-
respect.'

Madge stared at him until understanding came toher with a touch of scorn.'So, like Dickens' Marchioness, you take limitedviews af society through the ke> holes' of Coots?' shesaid.
'I paid listener's toll, I grant," ne answered.'Neither of you heard me come in, and at first Idid not realise that your conversation was private Igot away as quickly as 1 could, but not before I hadheard enough to be pleased that my ears, .in-1 jk»e aservant's, were regaled with your confidences.
Herbert's tone and manner suddenly ihanged thecoldness and hardness of both melting away.

'
'

Look here, Madge ! I did not, and do not. carea brass button for social success. What Isought waslove, sympathy ; someone to protect and cherish, toshare alt i had and make it "worth the (having ;my whole heart went out to you at our first meet-
ing. You did not lead me on I grant: you wereproud and cold, and held yourself aloof from me. (Butyour mother knew that 1 loved you ; knew,

'
too,that Iwould not consciously marry a girl that des-pised me. She led me to believe that you liked mebut were too shly to show your feelings; and shewarned me against i being too demonstrative. Ah—well, the thing is done ! But I think your side hasthe best of the bargain, 'lhey have got all they

asked. I wanted love, &nd have not event receivedliking.'

1Gaxth hath net anything to show more fair. ' thanRostrevor on a summer eve, when the sun, ' trailing
clouds of glory

'
as he goes, transforms the shining

waters <of the lough to Hoods of living gold or gjlow-ing ruby, each tiny sail thereon catching the hues of
splendor; Clouj^hmore rising from its wooded base agrey, lonely peaic against the radiant sky. in this ro-
mantio spot HerbertGrey and his fair young bridehadelected to spend their honeymoon.

At present Grey was bulking rather largely in thepublic eye as one of the leading men of a newcolony,
wherer by a clever stroke of commercial enterprise, hehad achieved an enormous fortune. He had come backto Britain to be lionised, feted, and nattered in astyle that made him look back with a curious thrill todays when he had not always had enough to eat, and'had wandered a friendless lad through Glasgow's
streets in■seardh )o$ employment. Under the search-light of critical investigation, he revealed nota scrap of
side or arrogance;he was found to be straightforwardandunassuming, with the frank geniality of the colonialembroidered, so to speak, on the sturdy sell-reliance ofthe Scot; and the one made an admirable background
for the other.

Fashionable and
'
society ' journals had fcjeen provi-

ded with abundance of
'

copy ' by his marriage withMadge Moncrieff, whose family, though poor, was very
old and proud. Those persons who always sneer at
the successful man opined that Grey would be posingas an aristocrat himself, and going in for a peerage;
and they related tales of his early struggles with anair tefi implying, that it would have been more #o hrscredit had he remained in poverty-stricken obscurity.They; werealso in a position to state that his mar-riage had tdeen made by Miss Moncrieff's scheming mo-ther, who had simply sold her daughter *to the highestbidder, a proceeding from which only misery could re-sult.

They might, perhaps, have thought that that pre-
diction was being fulfilled if they had been able, atthis moment, to see into the room where Madge wassitting in pensive solitude. She was realising that itio a solemn, strange, and perilous thing for a woman to
become a wife. More intimate knowledge of Mr.
Grey's qualities and characteristics might produce lik-ing and esteem, but the splendid dreams of young
romance were over. She was married to a man of
whom she knew very little, for whom she felt ratherfear than lcve. Her -consolation was in the beliefthat marriage is a scarament, and that God would
give her grace to do her duty.

There was an interruption— swift and rather heavysteps, and a, smothering embrace, from which she ex-
tricated herself to gaze upon a lady with close-croppedhair, a sunburned face crowned by ahard felt hat andsurmounting a '

mannish ' collar and tie; and she re-cognised Flora Winthorpe, a former schoolmate, wholived apart from her husband, and had made herselfsomewhat notorious of recent years by the liberty, notto say license, she permitted her tongue and pen. From
press and plattorm, she advocated

'
Woman's Rights,'

tha chief of them being, in her view, the right to dis-solve the marriage tie for any reason whatsoever. Shewas an old friend, however ; and Madge's heart wascasting Itself upon ,the past lor comfort.
IMy dear girl, what a tiny place the world is !

'
cried Flora. 'OFalncy us both selecting Rogtrevor forour summer sport ! Congratulations! And pleaseshowme your very own husband.* Mr. Grey is out,' said Madge.

And Flora shrieked.:'Don't you know him well enough to call him byhis Christian name, you little silly ?
'

As Madgecolored and locked down with brimming eyes, sheadded assuagitigly : « Dearest, what is the matter ?Aren't you happy ? Is he a brute ? For love of AuldLang Syne' 'trust me, and I'll socn straighten thetangled threads.'
At times silence is a prison from which we long

to escape;" Mqidge, moreover, was toiuchedby Flora'ssolicitude.
1Ihave nothing to complain of but my own ri-diculous fancies," she said. "No doubt I ask toomuch from life, more than it has to »give, and I

should be well content with "being the object of asensible man's care anß courtesy.'
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