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THE DISAPPOINTMENT OF ‘across the table, solemnly. 

LADY WOODRUFF. 
Ba 

“Her ladyship and Miss Woodruff are 

out, sir. They drove to Elston House 

after luncheon.” ; 

Moncrief’s face fell. Earlier in the 

day he had discovered that his departure 

from town could be put off until a late 

hour; and though he had bidden his 

sweetheart ‘‘good bye” the night before, 

he could net resist the opportunity of an- 

other glance at Betty's bewildering blue 

eyes. He had thrown himself into a han- 

som with hope high in his breast, to be 

met with the intelligence that his Betty 

was off merry-making, when he has imag- 

ined her overcome with grief. 

The old butler stole a commiserating 

look at the downcast face. Moncrief’s 

love affair was a favorite topic in the kit- 

chen. 

‘Oh, well, Saunders, it can’t be help- 

ed,” he said, at length. “T’ll just see 

the little girls before I go. Are they 

in?’ : 

“Yes, sir. The little ladies are just 

at tea in the schoolroom. T'll tell them 

you are here, sir.” 
“Never mind. I'll go to them myself. 

I think I know my way to the schoolroom 

Saunders!” 
‘““Yes, sir.” 

When Moncrief opened the schoolroom 

door there was a delighted shriek from 

the two little fair-haired occupants. They 

darted up from the table and flung them- 

selves upon him, almost frantic with their 

joy. 7 
“Oh, Terry, darling, aren't you going 

away after all?’ 

“I am, my - pets, worse luck; but I 

found 1 had an extra hour or two, and I 

came off to see Betty; but she’s cut, and 

I couldn't go away without a peep at my 

little girls again.” 
*No, of course not, Terry. It was 

lovely of you to come, and you'll have tea 

with us, won't you? But we've got no- 

thing very nice,” and Molly surveyed the 

table with great disfavor. 
“But we will ring for anything you'd 

like, Terry,” put in Sue, promptly. 

But Terry assured them that cake and 
toast was the fare he most desired. And 

Sue seated herself with great. dignity be- 
hind the tea tray, and Molly got out 

another cup and saucer. 
“And where is Miss Mathews that she 

is not here to chaperone us, Sue?’ 

“Oh, she’s gone to her sister's wedding. 

Isn't it jolly? Moll and I wanted to be 
bridesmaids, but Gran flew out «. us and 

asked if we wanted to completely disgrace 

her.” 

“But we are glad now, for if we had 

been bridesmaids, we would have missed 

you,” and Molly smiled lovingly up at 

him. 
“So you would, old woman; her lady- 

ship did usa good turn that time. But, 

cheer up, Betty will be requiring your 

professional services before very long, I 

hope.” : 

The little girls bent forward with deep- 

ly interested faces. 
“And you, too, Terry?’ 

“Of course, Molly.” 

“Oh, that will be splendid! 

it be soon, Terry?’ 

“Well, I must get back from Jamaica, 

first,” said the young man laughing. 

Then he looked down at his plate with 

a sigh. 

But will 

It seemed very far off, his marriage 
with Betty—further off than he dared to 

let himself think sometimes. 
Lady Woodruff was the obstacle. From 

the very first she had set her stiff old face 

against it. She had more ambitious views 

for beautiful Betty. She coula not pre- 
vent them loving each other, but she 

had refused to permit a formal engage- 

ment. 

“Why are you going to Jamaica, at all, 

Terry?’ asked Sue, anxiously. “I think 
you ought to stay at home and look after 

Betty. Gran puts such things into her 
head. Sometimes she does not seem to 

be our Betty at all. She's either dressing 

or dancing or going somewhere.” 
“I wish I could, Sue deay, but my af- 

fairs in Jamaica are all jumbled up, and 

it 1s necessary for me to go and look after 
them. There isa chance that I have 
been cheated, and I may be « richer man 
than I thought.” 

“Oh, Terry, I hope so! It would 

please Gran if you were richer, wouldn't 
it? And it takes an awful lot of money 

to buy Betty’s frocks now.” 

“But it wouldn’t matter if you came 

home as poor as a sweep,” said Molly, 

tenderly. “We'd love you just the 

same.” 

“Well, I should think =o,” said Sue, 

loftily.” ‘*You needn’t tell Terry what he 
knows.” 

“I'm afraid if that were the caae your 

grandmother would show me the door in 

earnest,” said Teddy, grimly. 

“Tell me, what made Betty go to El- 

ston house to-day?’ was Teddy's next 
question. 

‘She didn’t want to go one bit,” said 

Sue, ‘but you know Gran’s way; when 
she put’s her foot down we all crawl. And 

Betty was a fright, for her nose and her 
eyes were as red as anything with crying 
all night about you going away, you 
know.” 

“My poor little love,” said Moncrief, 
tenderly. 

“And Gran was as cross as two sticks,” 

  

      

Molly said, mournfully. 

“T’ll tell you what I think,” said Sue, 
leaning her chin on her palm and looking 

“Gran’s set- 

ting her cap at old Lord Elston. (Qh, 

you needn’t laugh, Terry,” she went on, 
with a shake of her wise young head. I'm 

sure she wants to marry him.” 

Terry stopped laughing and looked 

suddenly grave. 
Could it be that Lady Woodruff was 

thinking of Lord Elston as a possible 
husband for Betty? That old man! His 

heart grew cold at the very thought. He 
did not doubt his Betty's fidelity. But 
he knew only too well the ambitious 

views and the indominable will of the 

perverse old woman in whose hands he 
left his treasure. But there was no time 
to brood over this now; he lcoked at his 

watch and started up in a hurry, and said 

he must be off. 
Molly burst into stormy tears, and Sue’s 

face got so white that Terry felt he had 

been selfish to come near them again. 

They clung to him and followed him 

down to the hall for a last kiss, a last em- 

brace. 
When he had broken from their cling- 

ing arms he looked back at Sue's strong 

young face. 

“‘Sue,” he said, pleadingly, ‘‘take care 

of Betty.” 

‘Yes, Terry.” 

“Give her my love—" 

Sue nodded. 

“And don’t let her forget me, dear 

Sue!” 

“I won't, Terry—Terry darling.” 
Sue’s mouth quivered, and for the first 

time the tears sprang into her brilliant 

eyes’ and Terry bolted down the steps 
without another word, for Sue's tear- 

drowned eyes bore too strong a resemb- 

lance to Betty's to be contemplated calm- 

ly at such a moment. 

When that suspicion flashed into Ter- 

ry’s mind that it would not be at all im- 
probable if Lady Woodruff with her 

worldly views had some idea of securing 

the rich old nobleman as a husband for 

Betty, he had been nearer the truth than 

he imagined. 

This scheme had been maturing in her 

labyship’s mind for some time, and no 

sooner was poor Terry out of the way 
than she set about driving him out of 

Betty's head. 

She went to work with some diplomacy. 
For a few days she left Betty to herself, 
and Betty grieved very honestly after her 

absent lover, and liked nothing better 

than to get Miss Mathews out of the way 

and the two little girls to herself that 

she might talk of Terry to such sympa- 

thetic listéners. 
But after that Lady Woodruff filled up 

Betty's days from morning until night 

with such brilliant gaities that. the girl 
had no time to fret; and Betty was young 

and this was her first season, and her un- 

common style of beauty brought her ad- 

ulation that might have turned the head 
of a wiser and older woman. 

And wherever Betty went she met 

Lord Elston. He undoubtedly admired 

the pretty, fresh-matured girl, and Lady 

Woodruff fostered his admiration and en- 

couraged him with diplomatic skilfulness. 
Betty treated the old man with a merry 

deference she might have accorded to a 

father or uncle. 
And when at last he made her a stately 

proposal of marriage the girl was dismay- 
ed, and at first proudly repulsed him. 
But at this period Lady Woodruff inter- 

posed, and speedily brought poor Betty 
to a state of subjection. The haughty 

old woman scolded, entreated, command- 

ed. And finally, for very sickness of 
heart, Betty gave way. 

When the engagement was announced 

the little girls were thuader struck. They 

utterly refused to believe it. They put 
forward Terry's claim, they argued and 

expostulated—-Molly tearfully, Sue with 
blazing eyes. And when at last they in- 

sisted that it must be Gran whom Lord 
Elston wanted to marry, Lady Woodruff 
flew into a furious passion and ordered 

then back to the schoolroom. 
But when Betty was dressing for a din- 

ner party that evening, Sue burst into the 

room with a determined face. Betty was 

sitting before the glass, listlessly button- 

ing her glove. 
The bright color that was one of her 

charms had faded from her cheeks. 

The satin of her gown was not whiter or 

softér than her skin. And clasping that 
snowy throat and descending to her waist 
were pearls that a queen might have cov- 

eted—the betrothal gift of Lord Elston. 
Sue pointed to the pearls with a con- 

temptuous finger. 

“Betty, is that why you are going to 

marry that old man?’ 
“Sue!” 

Retty started, and the blood rushed 

hotly into her face. She frowned at Sue 
over the bent head of her maid. who was 
kueeling on the floor arranging her skirt. 

Sue shut’her mouth with a snap, and 

waited until the woman had left the 

room; then she said, impetuously— 
“Is it because Terry can’t give you 

those things that you have broken your 
word to him?” 

“Sue, darling, you don’t know what 

you are saying.” 

“I do,” flashed out Sue, wrathfully. 

“You are behaving horridly. You are 

going to marry that dressed-up old Lord 
Elston because he is richer than Terry.” 

“Oh, Sue! No! No! No! Don't say 

chat.” ". 
“But I will, and I must speak, Betty. 

It doesn’t matter it Gran is angry. You 
can’t Jove him—he's as old as Gran. It     

is because he is rich. Oh, Betty, what 

shall we say to Terry when Le comes 

back?” 
“Sue, hush!” Betty bent forward and 

covered her face with her hands. ‘Don’t 

add to my—misery.” 

Sue's stern young face softened. 

“Betty you couldn’t be cruel to poor 
Terry, who loves you so? Send Lord 

Elston away, Betty. Tell him you can’t 

be untrue to Terry.” 

“Sue, I cannot. It’s too late. 

“Then you don’t love Terry. You told 

him lies.” 

“Sue!” said Betty, haughtily, her eyes 

for an instant flashing with their old spir- 

it, ‘‘does Hiss Mathews permit you to use 

sach expressions?’ : 

“Tt doesn’t matter two pins what Miss 

Mathews permits or doesn’t permit. I'll 

say it again; Betty. You told Terry 

lis” =~ 
“Sue, you forget yourself.” 

“Do you love Terry?” 

“You shall not take me to task in this 

way. Go back to the schoolroom.” 

“I'm going. But I'm ashamed of you, 

and I'm ashamed of Gran. You aren't 

my Betty a bit, and the best thing that 

Terry can do is to stop loving you as fast 

as he can.” 

Sue took her departure with an angry 

bang of the door, hut almost instantly she 

was back again and flung her arms around 

Betty's neck. 

“Oh, Betty, I'm horrid to you,” she 

said, remorsefully. ‘‘But everything's 

horrid. Betty darling, you do love Ter- 

ry, don’t you? It is Gran who is making 

you marry that old man.” : 

But just then Lady Woodruff's voice 

was heard calling, ‘‘Betty!” and Betty 

started and lifted her head from Sue's 

friendly shoulder. 

“Go away, my darling,” said Betty, 

hoarsely. *‘Don’t make it harder for me, 

dear Sue.” 

And Sue with a downcast face went 

obediently out of the room. 
The two little girls discussed the sub- 

ject when they were supposed to be pre- 

paring their lessons. But it was hard to 

give their attention to German grammar 

when their minds were distracted with 

thoughts of poor Betty and poor Terry. 

“She does love him, you know,” ob- 

served Sue, gloomily. This is all Gean’s 

doing.” 

“If Gran likes Lord Flston so much, 

why doesn’t she marry him herself?” ask- 

ed Molly, distiactedly. 

Sue shrugged her shoulders. 

“I'm sure I wish she would. There is 

one thing,” she added, darkly, “I'm not 

going to have anything to do with him.” 

“Neither am I,” said Molly, positive- 

ly. : 

But they had something to do with 

him in a few days, as it turned cut. For 

after two or three attempts 8 propitiate 

the two cold but polite young ladies who 

called his fiancee sister, old Lord Elston 

invited them both to luncheon. 

Lady Woodruff frowned down the ob- 

stinate refusal that was framing itself on 

Sue's lips and the rebellious look on Mol- 

ly’s face, and accepted the invitation for 

them. ; 

They will be delighted to go. Miss 

Mathews will go with them, dear Lord 

Elston. How very good of you to trouble 

yourself with the children!” 

“No, no. Ye won't have that Mathews 

woman,” said the old lord, testily. 

“We'll manage without the governess, 

eh, Susy?’ 

Sue permitted a stiff smile to fiit over 

her face. She hated to be called ‘‘Susy.” 

Molly looked perfectly impassive. 

Lady Woodruff felt she could have 

shaken them both for the wooden way in 

which they received his lordship’s pleas- 

antries. But she said nothing—for the 

remembrance of their outspokenness on 

more than one occasion when publicly 

censured made her shudder. 

Thelittle girls’ expostulations were of 

no avail. Lady Woodruff's will was law, 

and they drove off to Elston house the 

following day with obstinate little faces 

that did not argue well for the success of 

the visit. 

After luncheous Lord Elston led them 

into his library, and, going to a cabinet, 

he brought out two little morogeo cases. 

“I wished,” he said, *‘to give you both 

some small memento to my engagement 

to your sister. I consulted her as to your 

taste but she would nct assist me; how- 

ever, I trust these will please you.” 

He opened the cases, and disclosed in 

each a small but exquisite gold watch. 

On the back of one was ‘‘Molly” in ru- 

bies; the other bore the word ‘‘Sue” in 

sapphires. 

“Oh!” said Molly, round eyed and 

staring. Then she grew scarlet, and put 

her hands behind her back and averted 

her eyes, and gently pushed her watch 

towards him. 

“No, thank you,” she said, politely. 

He raised his eyebrows in cynical sur- 

prise. 

“You don’t care for such things?’ 
“Oh, yes—very much; but—but we 

can’t take them, thank you.” 
‘Come; there is no reason for this re- 

fusal, I see. Do your think your grand- 

mother would object? I can assure you,” 

with extreme hauteur, ‘‘she will not ob- 

ject to any gift of mine.” 

“It’s not Gran,” said Sue, stoutly, “it’s 

ourselves. If we took them we wouldn't 

be true to Terry.” 
“I don’t understand. 

‘Terry? ” 
“Mr. Moncrief.” 

“Oh!” 
Lo-d Elston put in his eyeglass, to bet- 

Pray who is 
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ter examine the two earnest faces before 

him. 

“Young Moncrief—he has gone to Ja- 

maica, hasn't he? I don’t quite see what 

Moncrief has to do with my gifts to you. 

Come,” he said, turning to Molly, ‘‘take 

your watch, child.” 

But Molly shook her head, and her 

eyes filled with tears of vexation. It wa 

a struggle to refuse that beautiful watch 

but loyalty to Terry was the uppermost 

feeling. 

Lord Elston looked puzzled. 

“Upon my word, you are a very ex- 

traordinary pair of young ladies? Will 

you be good enough to explain, Susan?” 

“We don’t mean to be rude,” said Sue, 

desperately, *‘and we'd love to have the 

watches if you weren't going to marry 

Betty—we wouldn't mind if you were go- 

ing to marry Gran.” 

“Indeed!” said his lordship, with a sa- 

tirical curl of his lips. He was really ex- 

cessively amused. He leaned back in his 

chair and pulled the waxed end of his 

grey mustache with his delicate fingers, 

and peered at the children with supercili- 

ous eyes. 

“You see,” said Sue, bravely, ‘‘we 

have known Terry all our lives, and he 

has always loved Betty, and they were 

engaged —though—Gran 3 

“Wait!” said the old lord, imperative- 

ly. I don’t quite comprehend. Your 

sister was never engaged to young Mon- 

crief.” ; 

“It was the same as an engagement,” 

persisted Sue. ‘‘Betty promised to mar- 

ry him, but Gran wouldn't hear of it in 

Betty's first season. But Terry loves 

Betty, and Betty loves Terry.” 

‘She cried for days when Terry went 

away,” put in Molly, conclusively. 

“T see,” said Lord Elston, icily, then 

he continued, with an iricnical smile, 

“And because, with—er—better judg- 

ment, your sister prefers another you two 

children agree to oppose the newcomer.” 

“But she doesn’t prefer you,” said Sue, 

impetuously, quite unconscious of the 

bluntness ot her speech in her eagerness. 

“If she loved you best, that would be 

different. She loves Terry best. Gran 

made her give up Terry and promise to 

marry you.” 

*“That will do,” said Lord Elston, un- 

comfortably. ‘Your friend Moncrief is 

fortunate in his champions, but your sister 

will not thank us for discussing her af- 

fairs so freely.” 

He sat quiet for a few minutes playing 

with an ivory paper cutter, and watching 

the children with a queer light in his 

half-shut eyes. He admired the flower- 

like loveliness of Betty Woodruff, but he 

was not blind to the disadvantages af mar- 

rying a girl whose heart was in the keep- 

ing of a young lover. Lady Woodruff 

had deceived him, She had angled for 

him and fiattered him, and though he 

had seen through the angling and the 

flattery, he had believed her when she 

stated that Betty's heart was free. 

He had liked the idea of a gay young 

girl in the house. It would have added 

to his glory to have given to his old an- 

cestral homes a lovelier mistress than 

they had ever known before. But was 

he to be saddled at this late date with a 

young wife who would grow to hate him 

and find her bondage irksome? Were his 

ease®and peace of mind to be tampered 

with? He closed his eyes in horror at 

the thought. If what these children said 

was true, and somehow he hid not doubt 

it, he ought to be vastly obliged for the 

way in which his eyes had been opened. 

He would find out for himself and would 

be quits with that manoeuvring old wo- 

man. He smiled maliciously at the 

thought of her dismay. 

Sue's voice broke in anxiously upon his 

musings. 

“Lord Elston, you mustn't be cross 

with my Betty.” 

“She can’t help loving Terry, you 

know,” said Moily, pleadingly. 

“No,” said the old lord with unexpect- 

ed briskness. “I suppose she can’t Mol- 

ly.” Then he put his hand on Sue’s— 

such a trembling, delicate old hand it 

looked, adorned with a priceless camero. 

“T won't be cross with Betty, Sue, and I 

promise you that Betty shall not do any- 

thing against her own will. 

“God bless you,” said Molly, fervently. 

And, Sue crowned the proceedings with 

an act that astonished herself and Molly 

nearly as much as it astonished Lord El- 

ston. She flung her arms around his 

neck and kissed hini as heartily as though 

he were her own Terry. 

And Lord Elston did not marry Betty. 

He released her from her engagement, 

and to the joy of her little sisters she 

blossomed into the old happy Betty again. 

Lady Woodruff fumed and stormed, but 

to no purpose. She could not force Lord 

Elston to marry Betty, and a few caustic 

words from him effectually silenced her. 

She bore the return of Moncrief with re- 
signation, and his brighter prospects and 

the radiant happiness of the young lovers 
at last reconciled her to her defeat. 

On the eve of Betty's wedding day, 

with the magnificent gift of diamonds 

that came to the bride from Lord Elston, 

came also for Sue and Molly two tiny 

watches that the little girls recognized 

and screamed over delightedly. But no one 

but themselves understood the few words 

in the old lord's writing that accompanied 
them. They ran, “For the Partisans of 
Moncrief.” 
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Mildew is one of the danger signals 
that nature hangs out. Whenever and 
wherever it 1s visible, be on your guard. 
It means calamity to all organic life. 
The only remedy in unlimited fresh air 
ard sunshine. 
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