
Besb CoußAatt was standing at her door.
Her golden hair was flying, a little wild,
round her face, she gathered her black
skirts with one hand behindher,and with
theotherbegan flinging crumbs to the pea-
oooks.

Up the avenue camea rattleand trip of
horses; the peacocks fled shrieking down
the great white steps, and the lady's skirts
werehalf hiddeninagay whirl of feathers.
She laughed toherself,and then looked with
alittledreadatthe carriage roof piled with
trunks.'

Howdo youdo,Polly ?'
The visitor was a stout woman,elderly,

and of the kind who pry. She hoppedup
the steps with the bold air of a near rela-
tion.'Itwaskindof you toask meAuntEliza-
beth,' she said. She never allowedpoor
Bess to forget that she was her aunt by
marriage.

Bess put upher hands toher flying golden
hair and smiled. The visitor followed her
to look to where a lean man was tramping
up,dragged down by the weight of a huge
portmanteau.
'It can't be Joseph,' she cried and

frowned.'Oh,' said Bess, quickly, 'Ithought you
wouldamuseeach other.
Itwasher duty to ask these relativesonce

a year,and she thought to take them both
at a gulp? But the arrivals glared at each
other with eyes full of deadly hate, as the
manapproached, injured and dusty." Why are you walking?

'
cried thehos-

tess, shocked.
He put down his portmanteau with an

affectedsigh.'It'snothing,my aunt. Simply the lack
of Mammon.'

Bess was accustomed to thrusts like that
made by her late husband's people. The
general bad been arbitrary in his testamen-
tary dispositions.

'I'm so sorry,' she said. 'The carriage
had togo to the other station for Mrs. Cox,
but Isaid a cab

— '
'The porter was very pressing that I

should take a cab,' said Joseph, with the air
of having outwitted an interested party ;'butIcaught upmy bagandslipped through
theupper gate. Ican't afford

— ''You would not have had to pay for it,'
said Bess.

'
Iordered the cab tobring you.'

'Oh 1
'
in arueful gasp.

Bess turned toward thehall.
4Comein and have tea before you go up

to dress,'she said, with a perplexed smile.
Poor things, they hated her, as she knew,
batit was awkward to find that they should
also hate each other. They followedher in,
walking far apart.'

Anybody dining with you to-night ?'
askedMrs.Cox,casually, as she stirred her
tea.'

I'veasked Dalcarres.'
The enemies' eyes were lit with a sudden

gleam. *
JohnGordon of Dalcarres was standing

tall and shy, among the dim lights of the
drawing-room. It wab empty, but there
was a slight quiverin the curtains shutting
in the little writingden beyond. Heheard
a Btrange sound, like fobbing, behind the
glimmering Indian reeds. He had begun
tomarch forward, and thenhe had stopped,
afraid.

He wasa big man, with strong arms and
a little Btoop in the shoulders

—
not a writ-

ing stoop, but the kind that often comes
with leaning over a hpree, as a lontj man
will. There was nomistaking JohnGordon's
seat in the saddle.

He took a long stride at la9t
—

eager,un-
steady

—
across all the gay litter of this

woman'sroom;but his step had beenheard
already; the woman inside had lifted her
head with a start. He reached her in aninstant,parting the jingling reeds.'

Why were you crying 1
'

he said,
abruptly.

'No,' answered Bew, a bright scarletheightening the youngeagernessinherface.4 Hesailedfor Indiathat morninar.'Oh !'
*

'We werebrought up together,yonknow,1
(Aid she, turning to Deloarree— the onlyonewhohad asked nothing

— 'andIhaven'tseenhimsince. Polly '—
Mrs.Cox wasattentive.'
Youmast stay on with me whilehe ishere, to— to

— '
'To play propriety,, said Mrs.Oox. *Ofcourse.''Ishallbe charmed,' saidJoseph,calmly

addinghimself to the invitation. There wasa certain breathlessness in both theirvoices.
John Gordon said good night soon, hishorse was brought round, and he gallopedaway in the dark. Bess htd thankedhimfor coming inaneighborly fashion tooheerthemup,bnt hereyeswerestill dauledwiththat surprise.
Josephhaving politely teen him to thedoor, returned to find that the other twohad retired. He wasabout to takeup hisown oandle, when he heard a rustle oskirts above

—
Mrs. Cox foraging for anovelto read in bed. Bhe paused on the stairs,

and then, believing the ooast olearventured. 'Oh I
'

She halted, caught inher thick red dressing gown, with herhair pinohed up in pins allroundher head—
and the rest left behind her— and sheglared at Joseph as one might at a ser-

pent.
'Iam exceedingly glad to see yon/ hesaid.
There was a new civility in his tone, or

elsea horridsarcasm. Itarrestedher inherflight.'
Why ?' she asked.< BecauseIthink the timehascome forus to formanallianoe.'She looked at him sharply, and then,

suddenly, she sat down. They exchanged,
glances ofintelligence,intheirowneyes an
odd mixture of triumph and apprehen*
sion.

'We bothknow the terms,' said Joseph/1of our late uncle's will.'"Everything tohis widow,' answeredMrs.Cox,promptly, 'untilshe married.''Or if she died,'said Joseph,'it wouldgo
to thenextofkin.

'Don'tsuggest,' gasped Mrs.Cox,looking
guiltily round.

He laughed sardonically.'Iwas not suggesting that she shoulddie,' he said.
'
Ionly suggest she should

marry. By the termsof ouruncle's will, if
she marries again she is to lose everything—

and themoney is tocome toanindividual
named in a sealed envelopein the hands ofthe lawyers. 'Polly'—he pausedmeaningly— 'do youremember how the lawyerlooked
in our direction when he came to that?
That individual must be either you or I.
He seemed to suspectas much'

Shenodded.'
Iknow that. We were his only living

relatives, and I—lI
—
Iremember a speech he

made tome just before hedied
— ''

Iremember somethinghe said to me;it
was as goodas a promise.'

Here there was a brief revival of greed
and rivalry in their glanoe.'

We will sink that,' said Joseph, recover-
ing himself. 'Say that our propeots are
equal;hadn't webetter

—
ahI

—
go Bhares.'

1What do you mean ?
'

asked Mrs. Cox,
suspiciously. Hadshe not often pausedin
her schemes, struck with horror lest she
might be contriving his victory after all1
She wassure, quite sure, thathers was the
hiddenname; but it might happen to be
his.''

Supposing wemarried,' said Joseph. 'It
would notsignify whichof us was thelucky
person.'
Itwas an audacious proposal. Neverthe-

less it wasplain they could fightbetter side
by side, unhampered by a passionate en-
deavor to thwart each other.

Mrs.Cox thought an instant. Her broadface, rimmed withits hard ring of frizzing
pins, might be unbeautiful; but it wasbusiness-like,'Perhaps,' she said.

Then they plunged keenly into business."What aboutDalcarres?
'inquiredJoseph.'

Does heknow?
'

Mrs. Cox's laugh wasquick andshrill.

'It was nothing,1 said Bess. 'I—l'mI
—

I'm
rather tired.'

She looked straight athim, with a little
defiantsmile, bat her lipwasquiveringback
to tears. JohnGordon took bothher hands
determinedly inhis ;hia ears were startled
yet with that sound of bittercrying.'Look here,' he said.

'
What is the

matter1 Trust me. I'm an old friend.
Mrs. Courage

—
I'm an old friend. Per-

haps '
He broke off abruptly, waiting. Her

oheeks grew scarlet,and she oould not any
longer look him straight in the face;she
turned away her rumpled golden head as
she felthisBtrong fingers tight onhers.'Oh,' she said, 'Idon't mind. I'm just
a coward. I've got those two in the house,
and they hate me so. They wouldlikeme
to die;they arealways watching, watching.
Iremember

—
Iheard

—
how eager they were

once whenIwas ill.'
1Why ?' askedDalcarres. He remembered.

Therehadbeen stories of theii impatienoe.
He had ridden 10 miles each evening, and
waited in the snow to catch the doctor.
Had she heard that too1'Because of thatawful money. Oh, how
IhateitI

'
A ourious linecame round JohnGordon's

mouth, as if
—. Buthe heldher hands fast

and listened.'
Isaw them look at each other,' shesaid, 'and their faces were simply mur-

derous. If they can look like that at
each other because one of them might

—
get it

—
oh!how must they look at me ? It

frightens me. Isee them wish poisoninto
the cupIdrink, and if Ishould hear them
atnight creeping— creeping

'—
The little hands tightly clasped in his

were shaking. Was this the Bess Courage
whosepluck wasfamous, the richest woman
in the county, and the most unattain-
able1'

Laugh at me,' she said wistfully. 'OhI
laugh at me, but remember I'm a most poor
woman and a stranger, and

—
and I'm all

alone.'
John Gordon felt a sudden leap at his

heart;he put out his strong rightarm to
fold round her and hold her safe

— . And
then therewasahigh cacklebehindthereeds,
and Mrs. Cox sidled in.'

Half in the dark, Aunt ElizabethI Do
you want your poor relation to break her
neck ?

' Putting relation in the singular
was a fine slapat the man who walked jußt
behind.'

It's dinner, 1 think,' Baid the widowed
girl, who held that mock title. She lifted
her head bravely, as became a general's
widow, and led the way formally with
Dalcarres. The other two had to walk side
by side.

Involuntarily they looked at each other
and then at thepair in front.

lEh1
'
said Joseph.'Humph 1
'

said Mrs. Cox, significantly.
'Too cautious.' Then they glared at each
other again like tigers.

*
They were still sittingat despert,a silent

little company. Bess had been trying to
talk and failed, and Dalcarrea was gazing
ather with a slow eagerness that wasnot
lost upon the two third parties. Now one
of the servantsbrought ina telegram. The
mistress of thehouse took itup listlessly aa
a thingof business;then she readit witha
cry :

lOh 1 it's Archie,' she said. It's Archie I
'

They all started. Surprise had driven
away all the wistful weariness of her man-
ner ;her eyes wereshining, her cheekswere
red.

'And who is Archie?' asked Joseph,
quickly.

"Mycousin— my soldier cousin,' said Bess.'He has got leave
—

he is cominghorne
—

he
has landed!'

Mrs.Cox looked ather thoughtfully.'
Let me see,' she said. '

Did Imeethim
at the

—
wedding?'
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