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delight. Had he had last overcome lus cold, restrain-
ing pride, and was he going to tell her he loved her,
and elaim her for his own'!

‘Da you? she asked him quietly, but with a slow,
shy glanee at him from her shadowy bluc eyes. That
one glance into his cold, stern face, however, qulci.il}'
destroyed her new-born hopes. Tle looked more like
an angry father about to rebuke a wayward child for
some act of folly, than an impassioned lover. Never
before had hie ventured to give her any advice with
regard to Sir Aubrey; but with a woman’s quick in-
tuition, she guessed what was coming now, and as she
stood in silence, waiting for him to speak, she woundered
vaguely what strange whim had taken him.

‘ Fannie,” Le said, ‘I havo olten lenged (o speak
to you about allowing that man to meet and talk with
you, but I relied on your good sense, thinking you
would at last see the folly of your conduet, and give
him up. T sec I have been sadly mistaken in you:
T believe you are really encouraging him. Being an old
friend of yours, and one whom you know wishes vou
well,” Liere his voice faltered a little, *T hope you will
not feel offended with me for giving you an advice to
stop his company. No good ever came of such inter-

course as he and you are carrying on.’
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‘You mean to say,” she replied coldly, ‘that T
am not good enough to speak to, or associate on tevms
of intimacy with a personage like 8ir Aubrey Travers?

“That is not my meaning, Fannie,” ho answered.
‘T mean to say that you are a hundred thousand thnes
too good for him: that you are as far above him as
the stars, shining so pure and bright in the blue sky,
are above this sordid, matter-of-fact old world of ours:
almost as the throne of the Infinite is above the lowest
pit of the Infernal.’

*And am T such a parvagon of perfection in your
eyes that you think me too good for a man who has a
title? You know if T became his wife I would be Lady
Travers? Doesn’t it sound nice, “My Lady!"’ She
laughed softly as she spoke, and, coming a step closer
to him. she laid her little white hand on his arm.

“Tf he had a hundred titles he would not he good
enocugh for veu, Fannie.” Frank sald warmly.  She
lavgled--a little nervous laugh.

CCAnd why, mav T ask. do you think me too good
far him? TBesides havine o title, he is vory handsome:
while T am only a poor girl. and T can lay ne special
claim to being pretty, can ¥

NEW ZEALAND TABLLET I

"1t was really an invitaton for him to tell her she
was handsone; she meant it for such.

“You,” he said, a passionate tene creeping inte
his veice, “are altogether beauliful.  All eartl’s love-
liness of shine and shade and tender coloring is incar-
nate in you.’

She raised slining eyes to his face. Tt was the
first time he ever pald her sueh a high compliment.
For a moment his self-control went from him, The
rapture of ler very nearncss made him forget his pride,
and all his brave resolutions; and with a sudden, un-
controllahle movement, he canght her hands in his.
‘Fannie!” he said, low and passionately, ' Fannie !’

Holding both her hauds in g, his faee trans-
figured with the light of lave, he looked iuto her eyes
that soinehow had to meet his. There was a breathiless
pause, and the girl, st'zmding 80 close boside him,
thought that he must hear her heart heating. At last
her dream was comimg tene, she thought: but alas!
the happiness she longed for was noi to he hers. All
at onece the cager love and transfiguring light died out
of his countenaunce, and ouce motre cold reason asserted
its sway. Dropping her hands, lie moved back a step.

“Forgive me, Fannie!” he said, abruptly. T
forgot something that I should always remember.’

Fannio experienced an overwhelming feeling of
disappointment and wounded pride. It was the very
irony of fate that the only man she cared for should
be strong enough to stifle his love for her. Utterly
shamed in her own eyes, and angry with him that hig
priclo had conguered his love, she decided to let Lim
see that she, tuo, could be proud.

‘1 think you have gone a litile toe far,” she said,
“and taken liberties for which yvou owe me an apology,
T don’t see that vou have any right to counsel me with
regard to my actions, and T wish vew o know that 1
shall do just as I please.’

The next mament she was goue, leaving him stand-
ing alone in the moonlit orchard.

For over a week thev did not meet, he having ne
desive to speak to her after what had occurred, and
she seeming studiously to aveid him.

Fanule, who possessed a more refined and a more
artistic taste than anv of the other girls in Mullagh-
moyle, was alwavs chosen to decorate our Lady’s altar
m the little chapel, and one evening towards (he ond
of May she had a lavge guantity of flowers ecut and
arranged for taking with ler.  When all were ool
lected, they nade a very great armful, and Sheila, who
was present also, secing Frank pass tho gate, ordered
him to come and carry the flowers for Fannie. He
begged to be excused, saving he had other pressing
business to attend to, but Sheila was a little lady accus-
tomed to Naving her own wavy in most things, and
would net be denied. '

Fannie, seeing the hesitation in Frank’s eyes, de-
clared she was quite able to carry them herself: but
Sheila would not hear of her doing so0.

‘Tt would be a shame,’ she said, ‘to see a hig
fellow like him walling about at his ease, and a young
girl carrving such a heavy burden.’

So there was nothing left for Frank but to g0,
and needless to say, he did not think it an unpleasant
task carrying that fragrant armfol—those great red
and pink and vellow buds just bursting into bloom,
and these glistening snew-white and scarlet hlossomns,
everv one of which, he knew. Tannie's soft hands had
touched. But he had refused to go with her, thinking
she did not want his company. '

‘T am very sorrv vou were forced into earrying
them.” Fannie said hanohtilv. as thev stepped out on
the white road. all flecked by the ovening sum, and
cool, green-trec shadows.

‘T wanted to come!” Th~ words eseaped his Tins
involuntarilv. One glance at Fannic, rowned in snftest,
filmiest white muslin. with a little handfu! of nink
rrses held against her breast, and leokine. for all hnr
airlish heirht and slimness. like a veritahle child. with
her pale blue sash, elhow slecves, and prettvy straight
brimmed bat. made him fareet evervihine in the warld
save tha sweet, allnrine charm of her nresence.

‘THd vou, indeed!” she asked eoldly. ‘Only
that T understand your rafure ton well to doubt vour



