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she left home, but, you see, dladge, it was to follow tho
man she loved.

“0h, yes,” Madge sighed, “hul you, you—you will not
like leaving home?”

“I will not,” ke returned, with vehemenge,
enly one thing that could make me go,
—say you will miss me a little hit.”

Ho had stopped and taced her, his huands on bLoer
shoulders as they stood in the deserted vond, u world ol
love and longing in his eves.

SThere is
Madge, oh, Aadge

“Madge, dear, tell me that
my going will make some difterence to vou. 1—l-—couid
not bear to think that you did not care.”

Aadge lifted her eyes—wet now, and eazed into his
28 she answered instantly:

“Care? Of course T care, Owen,
oh, dreadfully,
3'011."?

“Dear,”” he sald, T know [ have not ihe amatlest vielic
to speak to you now and I do not asl von for anvihing—
remember that, But just wans ven {o know that 1 am
going away to try to get on, so ihat some day T may
have the right ito speak to you. Qh, Madge, dearest,” the
passionate, eager words pouring out as if lie was moved by
some foree outside of himself; I krow what people would
say to mo if I tried te hind you now by any prowise to me,
and I should deserve all that they conld sy,
I may tell you what vou are to me. That can do you no
hurt. Madee, I love you, T Jove vou!l F (hink T have
loved yau since the first day } oplaved with vou on the sands
down there. Dear, T did not mean To betray myself, 1
did not intend to say anything of this 1o vou. but somehow
when T saw your face just now, and your dear eyves wot-—-——"

He stopped, mightily moved and shaken hy the fovee
of liis emotions, while she suid gently:

“Why should you vot Lelt me, Owen® Do von think,™”
very softlv, “that T do not cave to hear 3t57

“God bless you, Madge, 1t hias heen sueh o comfort
to me to tell vou that I love vou, and ! do noi Ahink T
have done you any wrong, since 1 have not asked you
for anxthing. 1 have not asked vou to vive me any
promise. Stop, dear,” as she was about 1o speak.
Inow, perhaps, what your dear, gencrous hoart wonld sy,
but 1 will not let vou say It.
me anything.”

1T shindl s you—
I—I de not know what 1 <hiall do without

Bl ab Jeast

L will not let you promise

F3Whv 27 she asked him, DLrave in the knowledge that
she Joved him, too.

“Pecause it max he vears hefore T oecan come back
to vou with anvthing to offer you excepl’—with a stight
laugh— "my love.  And, dear,”’ pressing closely the two
little hands now taken inte his close clasp. “I am not
going to hind vou down to anything indefinite, Other
men,” with a sharp, short sigh, as it the very ibouzht
of his own suggestion were ageny to him, “will love xou.
hetter men than I, and though none of them,™ with pas-
sionate assurance, “can ever love you wmore than T de.
vet they may be able to give you meore in the way of
position and wealth.”

“As if,” said Madge, proudly, “l should care ahout
that.”

“God bless you, dear. I know vou wouldu’t,  Bnt
vour parents, Muadge. They might, very naturally, have
something to say about it. No, dear; I ahsolutely refuse
to bind you now, but if I do get on well, when T ohave
got something to offer you, may I come hack then, Madge,
and ask you for what I dare not ask xyou now?r”

“Whenever vou conme,’”’ she said, steadily, though {he
tears stood thick in her sad cyes, ©T will he wailing for
you.”

“3nd you will nob forget me, dear®”’

“I will never forget you, Owen.”

For one long minute the brown eves leld the blue,
and then—for there was no onc to sce—his arms went
round her and folded ler close.

“T{iss me, dear,” he whispered, “‘just once, so that I
may have something to remember.” And as she raised her
faco to his, it seemed to them as if the world stood still
for that first lover's kiss.

“There,” he said, as he released ler, “no one can
ever take that from me in all the years to be.  Madge,
sive e something to keep, something in remembranee of

to-duy.
ing,

It was St. Patrick’s Day, and Madge had pinred in
the frout of her dress a huge spray of the uational ciu-
blem, ““iho green, jmmortal shamrock.”  She unpinned tho
brooch which kept it in place, and held out the spray to
Owen.

“There,” she said, “lake it all. Tt is a nice piece.
I gathered it myself this morning, and”’—with a Jittle un-
steady langh— T hope it will bring you the very best of
luele.”? )

Owen tosk the shamrock almost reverenily from her,
and raised it to his lips,

LEwill be my charm,”
me of Treland and eof you.
always.

Give me a plece of that shamrock you arc wear-

he satd, “for 1t will speak o
I shall always keep it, Mudo,
And see,” detaching the picce he wore in Lis
couf, L will give you mine.,  Will you keep 1t dear?  And,
perhaps it will semetimes remind you of the hoy who 14
working and thinking of you far away. And, oh, 3Mado,
if ever vou should swant wme, if ever yvou should need o
friend, then send me that piece of shamrock, dear, aud
I will come to vou from the ends of the cavlh.

T will remember,’? she said softly ; T will always re-
mewher (hvenl’™

Ten days later Owen bade adicu to hiy native Tand,
and to Madge. The parting was a trial to both of thow,
for in the hearts of hoth was the thought thav it “michs
ho for vears and it might be for ever,” but they hadec
eaclt otlier a hrave farewell, with the simple hlessing whicn
cotes = readily 1o the lips of the Gacl, and the hope
was o praver for their speedy reunion.

CILAPTER 1T

AMadee Bartley stoed before the mirror and surveyod
her dainty reflection with satisfaction which comes trom
the knowledge that one is perfectly and hecomingly cowned,
The soft sheen of the pearl-tinted satin showed ofl to per-
foetion Lhe fresh tintings of her flower-like face, with iy
soft erown ol vold-hrown hair,

FMoney certainly is oa satisfaction,” thought Madee,
with a little smile ab the dazzling image in the gless, bus
the next instant the smile fuded, and the Llue eves wrew
sombre as she refleeted that there ave some things in the
world that meney cannot buy, the things hest worth haoviny,
such as love and joxr and grout abiding happiness.

Some months atter Owen's departure a great and une
expected ehange of fortune hiad come to the Bartley's. A
great uncle af Mrs, Barvtley's had died leaving to her tha
wlhole of his iminense fortune.  Consequently Madee had the
delightful experience of possessing as much moeney for her
gloves as she had previously heen obliged to make cover lior
whole yearly expenditure, Her parents moved into
hetter nelelhborhood and society teok them up, and when
it realised that Madge was an hetress i discovered aln
1hint she was a Leauty, and she was in a falr way to have
her head turned. But through all her change of fortung
and position Madge's heart remained loyal to the hov whao
had kissed her and gone away, taking with him her love
and constant pravers. No one knew why she remained
so deat te all the suitors—young and old—who came a-
wooing; no oue even guessed why there was somctimes
wistful ook in her flower blue eves, or why lLer smiling
face was sometimes clowded with a shadow, as if paiu and
she were not unacguainted. Only the stars could hovo
told of tho vestless, sleepless hours when Madge lay wide-
eved aud miserable, wondering why Owen had given up
writing to her, if he had forgotten her, if his passionato
love-words had Dbeen but the cutecome of a hoy’s passing
fancy, if ahsence had taught him that he had not really
cared,

“Tf T might know that he had forgotten me I counld
bear it casier than this suspense, this eternal woadering
whv,”” she thought.

But the days grew into weeks, and the weeks length-
ened into months, and ne word came from him affr eno
hrief note in which he had congratulated her on their
unexpeeted goed fortune.

“It could nobt be the money that has come be:ycen
us,”’ she thought, sick 2t heart with wondering wivy tho
chill of silence had fallen between them, and why her last
letter remained unanswered.
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