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‘inte thie Small hours io .make up for lost time, +but
that. matiered little; the evening was sure tlo e a
pleasant one~—Mrs: <Dewbury's parlies generally were. .

* He leaves to-morrow night.’ -said Mrs, Dewhury,
1egretfuily, °and we shall nuss him more than I can
tell you, for he is always the life and soul of our
gatherings. Yot scemed to get on famously together,
Silvia, as he never lurned his eyes from your direc-
tion during “dinneér, and it's your own fault,” she add-
ed significantly, -*if you didpn™t meet him  ere  this.
On hoth the previous occasions of his dining here:you
were askéd to join us, bul you wrote each time that
you couldn't leave your work. I wish, child, that

you were nol So horribly comscientious,” Mrs. Dewbury .
- continued, pinching Silvia's peach-like cheek. ‘ You are
oo young to give up all the pleasures of life for

that monotonous writing, writing, writing.’ -

‘But I have no pleasures in life that I  prefer to
my worlk," said Silvid, warming to her subject, * ex-
cepting, of cowrse, visiling a few oW iriends Jike
yourselves. And besides, dear Mrs, Dewbury, I have
my living to earn. No one can do that but ‘'myself,
and so 1 ought to he grateful for small mercies and -
take what the gods give me -and  be conteat.’ - . - .

¢ Fiddlesticks !?. saiad DMrs. Dewbwy, emphatlically.
‘You ought to marry. 1 call it perfectly -disgraceful
that a prelty, aceomplished. girl like you should * not _
have been snapped up long eré this, How old are
you? Twenty-two. Well, I call it disgraceful! I
don’t know what the men are about !’ .

Silvia laughed in a pretty, _amused way, and took
her hostess’ hands between her own. ‘2You dear,
kind, sweet erthusiasi, 1 don't want to marry; I am
quite content,” she said. * 1 feel sure I'm destined to -
be an old maid.’

* Why 7! .

¢ Oh, because I have never seen anybody I could
like sufliciently to- care for always.’ - .
* Thal’s nonsense, my child; wait till Mr. Right

comes. Good gracious, John, how Vou startied me !’
for Caplain Denvers had walked up to the.ladies .50
guietly that they had not heard him, and he stood .
lookimg at them without speaking. - i
“ Aren’t you going to smoke ?* Mys. Dewbury in-
quired, rather ruffled ai having been taken unawares.
*Of course I am,™-he answered complacently, alter
a pause. ¢ And that’s why I thoughi I woukl ask
Miss~Clarke 1o come for a sitrell in ihe garden and
keep me¢ company. Will you?' he added, stooping over
the girl. ¢ It’s such a lovely night, and if you put
on a_ wrap you can’t possibly take cold. i
‘ By ail means, go,’ said-Mrs. Dewbury, with alac- -
rity, as she rose and answered for Silvia, who was
hesitaling. * Take her for a turn, John, hut don’t let .
her take cold.): -~ . .
Silvia rose in a half-shy, hall-fearful way and - sil-
ently took the arm that was proffered her. - - :
Since the ycar in which she had heen robbed of
both parents, and had existed under the immediate -
guardianship of a- deaf old maiden aunb, Silvia-- had
passed through life with a sort of “inanimate
indifierence,, She had tried with passionate vehé-’
menve {0 bury- her grief +in her work, and -had so far
succeeded, inasmuch as her life had become a calm, -
uneventful omne, neither joyful nor sorrowful, but just,
impassive. . - =
Her daily occupations did nol permit of. her over-
stepping the confining poverty and narrowmess of  her
surroundings, and so she just plodded on, trying to
cheer the old " lady with whom she lived from her
state of muteness and lethargy. and working with might
and main . to keep her tiny houschold irom actual
want, -
. But to-night, it seemed as though, for the first
time, she was living again purely for the sake of liv-.
ing. ‘The warm mnight air out in ‘the garden fanned het
theeks ; -the sweet scent ol ihe flowers instilled her
with a- new thankfulness, and -her = senses seemed to
have become possessed of an unknown, unexpected .joy.
And yet there was nothing strange, nothing unusual in
- a man Whose dining companion she had heen asking her
to stroll with bim round the grounds of a [riend’s
house while he smoked a cigar. -
They were seatecd below a veramdah, the roofing “of
whicli was festooned by  trailing vines  which hung down
almost to their feet. Silvia'sat against a background
of buge vine leaves, and the shadows between her and
a brilljant moon cast great patierns over her delicate
form. Her head was uplifted, and the dark, luminous-
eyes, mysterious, intent, and searching, impressed John
Denvers with matvellous possibilities, He watched her
carefully through the drifting smoke of his Havana, and -
agaln wondered why, in ihe name of Fortune,"he had
never met her before. Silvia’s mood alternated he--
tween enthusiasm’ on one point and seriousness on the
other, and -she chaitted on from subject 4o subject,

generally dealing with her “work, her hopes, her aspir-

" shone miysteriously.”

“in- his,

- ing
. glance,

ations,” but .with all that charni . of gentle docility
which a man. so indisputably likes. Her simple frapi-.
ness anfdl naturalness was. {ast adding -new Iorces to-hex-
power of thrilling and -fascinating- him. Presently, .
Denvers laid “his arm. -on ~the “back of. the. “seat, and,
rlooking at the girl ‘intently, he'-sgid : *'D0 you believe

in-love at first sight, :Miss @la¥ke 773 - <. .

Silvia was not in° the least  “talken -gback at -the
sirange abruptness of her yuestion “from ‘a -cotnpara-
tive siranger, and mused for a- while,. collecting  her
thoughts. . Lot T o

f Curiously enough,’ she auswercd, -presently, * 1 my- .
self was. wondering whether such a thing really exists:
when, you asked the guestion.! She {urnéd: heér ~ ‘well-
poised head with ils- wealth of hair towards him. and
‘looked him full in the face. It was Captain Denvers' *
Jturn to be «surprised, and yet ibat -there was not one
iota of arriere pernsee in the miil's:mind * was &bvious
by her perfeclly natitval way- of* cxpressing herself. * I
will tell you why I wondered,” she conlinued:- ‘1 -have
a story o write to-night, and.am -rather fuctuating
between two plots. ‘The oné embodies ihe ided that a
girl loves the- mun who is engaged to- her sister; and
that he, although he, -too,- has—-ceased to care for
his flancee, is too much of a moral-coward to -confess
1o -both girls; and the olker—well, the story of a
wonderful reciprocity of love .ai first sight. Now, such -

© suggestion. -do , you prefer? . 1.don’t.. believe .I céuld-

make a hero oub of -a_ coward. » A° man-must -be no-
ble, honorable, straight, reliable—in fact, everything that
is upholding good and worthy of revererce in a wo-
man's eges.’ These confidences were spoken in a “low
voice, broken by swift catching of the breath, with
-her hands characteristically claspéd- atross her hosom—
“it was a way of hers in moments of intentness—and. -
an eagerness of purpose which was augménted by the
subject of their Jisecussgion.. . - : )

“1 like the sugpestion of love at first sight,’ said

© John; letting his eyes feast upon the idealistic face, -

‘and I do honestly believe that it exists. Come, -will
you let me help you with ‘your story-? Eet us put
our’ heads together, methopharically -Speaking, dnd see
what we can concect.” R ce

‘ Will “you really ? ‘The girl. flushed, and her eyes-
1 ‘ You  are very -kind, considering }
-we have only just met.’ -

‘Don't say that; Miss. Clarke, - T feel as if I had
known you a lifetime. 7The moments have been weeks,
the hours years. You interest ‘me. Your work, - your
life, your plueck, everything ahout you’ appeals ‘to me
trémendously, and make me wishb—you’ll ihink me fnad
at least, I were not lIeaving todnarrow.’ ¢ _
To-morrow. ¥’ echoed Silvia vaguely. ‘I, too, wish

. for falking like this—that I were not going away, or,

{hat,

. that _you “could stay.’

"¢ Do you.?' .cried John, clasping her trembling hand
but only for a’ moment, for the gEirl with-
drew it “and twrned away. * Ah, .forgive me; I have
offended--you. 1 have no .right to speak ‘like this, and
you have pvery reason io. be vexed,' _ - " o er
The , tender face, with uplifted brow,, was fnlt ‘of
- forgiveness  as “she {turned 1o him again, . The deep

. shadows-of the rusiling vine lemves played over .them,

and ihe moounlight. filtered gently through the tendrils of --
her dark wdrm hajr as she held-out her.hand in gep- -
tle remission. " IR

“There” is nothing to forgive,” she “said] ‘almost in
& Whisper, ‘and I’m sgrry . you.are going away.' She
spoke her words wilh great simplicity, while John
Denvers pressed her lingers to his lips  and them re-
leased them. Cor -~

Then Silvia started up from her reverie and ecime -
-back with a rebound to the matier-of-fact realities of
the situation. B '
' ‘It is getting late,” she said, almost regretfilly,
looking down upon Johs. He was ‘very  handsome, -
The magnificently bromzed face, with a- slight curving-
moustache of brown hue, which softened without hid-
the fine mouth beneath, and the strong, dark

which embodies a look of splendid resolve, *took
her fancy. ' .

*I. like him,” but -he is going away,” is what she
-thought. * Bubt still I shall remember that he kissed
my hand and {oid me he wished we had met before.
No matier what happens, nothing can rob us of this -
secret night,” these fecw happy moments spent in abso-
lute harmony and sympalhy together.’ : o

‘ Don't go yet,” he pleaded anxiously., ‘ Thers is still
our story 1o finish,’ he added, ‘and you know we
agreed Lo compose- it together.’ L - .

‘It is not yet begun,' the girl answered with a
tender smile; fbut I thiik now that I kpnow how it
will end.' Then a new firminess of manver look .pos-
session ‘of her, and she said with  decision, ' Wil

© you take me back to ihe house, Captain Denvers ? I

must go. Remember, I have.a long task before me,
and—it is gelting lale.* .
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