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CHAPTER XII.

The rain prophesied by Travers begsn
as the lttle party sat down to dinner. The
table wss set in a window which command-
ed a fine view, but this became gradually
enveloped in the dull leaden midet of small
thick enduring rain, which increased in
density es eveniog closed in.
~ The dinner, however, was gay and
Austive. For the moment Tulloch seemed
to bave cest the cold counsels of prudenze
to the winds, Carey was always at Lis best
on such occasicns. [Iravers, too. secmed
determined {0 enjoy bimselt while Kate's
gay recklessness of speech end sentiment,
and h r sister’s quiet spprecistion cf tte
otker's plessactries completed ths in-
gredients ot an unu uilly agrecable party.

As the rain continued to come cown with
incraascd heaviness they agreed to give up
the idea of staying for the fireworks, ard
got away befo e ths rush for town began.
Travers proposed that tkat they should all
take tea in his rcome, which was agreed to
readily, and they set forth by the under-
~wound passage to the high-level station.

" A train had juct started as they reacted
the platform, avd tkere wis no other for
half an hour, so they strol'ed up and down,
read the edv rtisements, and locked at the
books and pep:rs ¢n th2 bock stalls ait r
the usual fishicn of untortunates who bhave
misted their train. Carey, his eldest dauzk-
ter, and Travers were lavgting over scme
caricaturas in “*Ally Sloper,” while Kate
and Tulloch walked to and fro somewhat
silently.

‘Have you roticed thit lady in black who
is sitting at the end of the p'atform, huddled
up in a despairing way P’ asked Kate, sud-
denly.

‘No!'sail Tulloch ; then looking closer
as they pas ed the motionless figure, he
added, ‘1 don't think she is a lady, she is
some old servant out of plica.’

‘Well, I think she is a lidy,” insisted
Kste. ‘Her (lothes 1>ck rusty. but she his
a refined lock. Clothes alone don't con-
stitute a gentlawoman, Jawi:, though you
may not have learaed the fact n India.
Somehow, that l.dy does not scem a
s'ranger tome : I do not like to stare &t
ker too much. Alsie, dear,” stoppirg beside
her sister, ‘I want to krow it you recog-
nize thet lady in black sitting under the
board with third-class written on it. Come
with me.’

The two girls passed h r egain, and for
the first (ime the womin in black reised ber
bead, and locked at them with dall
despairing eyes. Tten Tulloch ani Travers,
to their great surprise, saw Kaite run (o
her and take her hand in both her own, and
even kiss her sallow cheek. After a
moment's hesita ion Alicia also grectec ber.
They ccu'd not hear Kate’s exclamation,
‘Madame La Rose! It must be dear
Madame La Rose! Don’t ycu remember
Kate Carey P—Katey, your naughty pupil
—long azo m Du“ln?

A look of pleased recogniz2¢ lit up the
dull dark eyes and faced face.

‘Mon D.eu! Can this b2 httle Kate, and
Alicia ” What bas brought you here, to
this cruel town, my children ?’

‘] may say misfortunate,’ returned Kate.
I must e¢ll paps, he will b2 so pleated to
see you,”

‘] doubt thit!" siid Madame La Rose.

‘] am too untoriunate to be welcome to |

anyone.’

“That is no fault in pipa's eyes,’ said
Alicia, with ber quiet smile.

‘] know! I know how good he bas evar
been,’ cried tie poor French womar., ‘Ah!
my evil tortune his been too mu.h for me.

Here Mr. Carey, with Kate on his arm,
came up radiant, charmad to Fave an op-
portuaity of doing some small kindness to
an old acquiintence and protege. His bow
was elegant end chivalrously deferential.

“This is indeed a great and unexpected
pleasure. I thought you had returned to
your own beautiful country. I bops you
are staying for a while in London that we
may have the pleasur: of renewing our old

irizgdship.’

ﬂadame 1a Rose did not reply ; her
heart was too full for “u'terance, and she
strove silently te gam composure. I did
return to France,’| she said at length, ‘and
then unfortunately left it. I have a sad
story to tell, but I need not trouble you
it now at any rate ; my immediate mistor-
tune 1s that on reiching the station
wore than an hour ago to return to town,
I found a large number of peraons waiting ;
the train ¢ me in at the samz time, and I
could not in the rush for places, succeed
in finding cn2. I am wesk, having been

6{1 . -When the train was gone, putting my

asdkerchief back in my pocket, I missed
my purse ; some picket-pocket had taken
it. My ticket was in it, and all my money.”
With the last word her voice broke, and it
was evident she had sustained a great dis-
aster.

*Oh, never miad,” cried Carey, b:am-
ing upon her. Faith, that can be toon
remedied. You shall come back with us,
and I'll see you to your place myself.’

‘Oh, no, monsieur. That would be tod
much. Ilive far away—ne:r the High
Stret, St.John’s Wood.’

‘Never mind, I'll see you home for old
acquaintance sake ; and we'll settle some
‘day when you cin spend it with the girls.
You would not kaow Kate ; I'll go bail ;
-she has grown up a fine slip of a girl.’

‘Her sweet face came back to me as
soon as she spoke.’

‘Here’s our train j take my arm, mi-
dame. It's like a bit of the pleasant
times come back to me, to see you again.’

Madame !a Rose was very whit: and
tremuloue, a8 Carey handed lzer carefully
ioto a firet class carrirge. ‘But the
ticket,’ she murmured.

‘Don’t trouble yourself,’ he returned.
‘I can g:y the ticket collector when he
comes—better than mounting those hgh

-stairs.’
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Ka'e told Tulloch ard Travers, t etween
whom she sat, in a low tcne, that Madame
la Rcse had bezn her giverness when Mis.
Carey died, and for some years a'ter; that
she had been most helpful and quite like
one of the family. She had been recalled
tu Fravce by the death of a relative, and
they had lost sight of her.

‘L hope your father will not let h'mselt
in for enything,’ remarked Tullcch, taking
advantage of the fact that Madame la Rose
was hereelf speakiog to Alicia.

‘What do you mean,” asked Kate, open-
ing her big eyes.

*Old Jadies of that sort ere apt to loote
their purses sometimn's,” returned Tulloch
with a grin, and a knowiny lock ¢t Trav-
¢ra, who did not respond.

‘Ob, you me n that she is pretending
sbe lost it ?' return d Ksate, with an uc-
mis‘akable r'ng of scorn in her tone, and
sbe turned to speak to Travers, soon grow-
silent, t'1l after soms minutes she gsked
Alicia to change seats with her, as she
wanted to talk to Madame la Rote. An
angry frown darkened Tulloch’s brow.
Kate’s quiet contempt made bim savage.
Travers watched his ycurg coutin’s speak-
ing face, feeling that he cculd read in it
what ske was rayirg to the weary worn
woman beside her.

Arrived at Victoria, Carry comm tted
his daughters to the care cf th ir cavaliers.

‘Com2, madame,” he said, ‘‘though I
have fallcn on hard times [ h.ve not only
one but a dcz n carriages waiting down
| telow. We'll take the urderground to St.
Jobn’s Wocd, ard you'll guide me atler
I’ll come straight back to your diggins,’
‘I'ravers, and t:ke these trcublesome girls
home. Come, Madame, allow me,” and
be presented his arm in ccou:rt’y fashion.
An amus:zd smile spread itse!t over Travers’
dark face as he looked atter them, while
| they walked away towardsthe Metropolitan
station.

‘What a prevx chevalier, your father is,
Kate.’

‘Yes ! Isn't he sweel ?’ she returned.

‘Liet us charier a couple ot hantoms,’
added Travers to Telloch. Signing to one
as he spoke he handed Kate in and drove
away to bis lodgings, with a keen sense of
pleasure at having oblitzrated Tulloch for
the moment.

The couple of hours which entued were
pleasant enough. ‘[ravers’ landlady was
assiduous 1n her attenticns to the young
ladies, whom she knew as her tenant’s re-
latives and favoured guests, and soon set
torth tea with delightful brown bread and
butter, in Travers’ comfortable, pictures-
( 1e sitting-room, the decorations ot which
afforded ample food for conversation.
Kate was gracious to Tulloch, and chaffed
him about his suspicious disposition, and
threw bim into some confusion by repeaating
th: flattering enquiries made respectirg
him by Miss Golding, who appeared to be
cultivating an intimacy with tke sisters.
Finally, Carey joined them. He was
rather grave, and imbibed a coupl2 of cups
| of tea almost in silece. Then the fire
| within him burned, and he spake with his

|
 tongue.

| “I've asked our good friend, Madame la
| Rose, to spend tc-morrow with us, girls.
Faith, her s:d story made my heart ache!
She inherited 8 bit of money {rom a re-
lative, and set up a high-class school down
on the southcoast somewhers, taking a
friend into partpership. The friend was to
find som= cash but never succeeded in ths
search. They struggled on tone years,
then the frend married and went cff, cet
up a school and took away som2 pupils,
and then mistor unes came thick. Madame
closed the school to avoid bankruptey,
saving a mere trifle from the wreck, cime
to London to lock for an engagement &s
governess, fell ill with rheumatic fever,
which ran away with the little cash she had,
and now she’s on the rocks, must leave the
miserable place sbe i3 mn, a back room up
three peirs of stairs to-morrow, and—I say
Alsie, my darling, don’t you think she
could get that bit of a dressing-room next
yours for a trifle? Mrs Sa'ter would b3
g'ad to get five shillings a we:k rather
than let it be idle.”

‘I can atk her,” said Alsie.

‘Why, Mr. Carey, you're not going to
take in & penniless, broken-down creature
of that kind !" cried Tulloch, aghast. ‘Ske
may be taken ill or God knows what. You
gan’,t’ tell what ycu are letting yourself in

or.

‘It is very natural, kindly impulse,” said
Travers, gently. *But you must not lose
sight of prudence in the exercise of ycu
benevolence.’

‘Prudence, my dear boy. That’s just it.
I'm acting with the height of prudence.
Sure I could not leave an old valued friend
to total shipwreck for want of a trifl2 of
help when I'm just getting out of the wood
myself. No, faith, that would be having
neitker reason nor decency.And cculd I help
her ¢n a more limited liability system ? Tne
trifle of focd she'll consume is not worth
talking about. Sh'll pay her rent ot course,
and she2 soon find work. Why, sir she’s a
woman of elegant manners and first-rate
education. She 1s fit to bring up a princess,
by gad ; and as to knowledgz of the world,
she might run neck and neck with yourself,
Travers. Begad her soc’ety will be a great
advantage to the girls, and £he'll soon find
work when A'icia bere has introduced her
to Miss Golding,and others like her, whom
a good Providence has supplied with money
and ignorance to employ and pay the un-
fortunate well in¢tructed gentry who can't
keep their heads above water. No, eo far
from tening imgwdent it's my be'iet that I
have done a right good stroke of business
this night.” concluded Carey, in a
triumphant tone,

Tulloch fidgetted on his chair and made
some inarticulate exclamation between an
oath and a growl. Then he started up.
“You'll excuse me,’ he siid to the compan
genera'ly, ‘but I have just remembered

promised to cill 01 a friend trom Edinburg
who is staying at the Royal Hotel in Black-
friars Road, and I shouldn’t like to dis-
appoint him Gocd night, Mr. Carey;
good night, Kate. See you tomcrrow or
next dsy, Travers,” And he was gone.

Travers laughcd. ‘Poor Tulloch!" he said.
‘You tried him tco severely, Mr. Carey.
Such a wild proposition was more than he
could stand.’

‘What is it to bim !" ask«d Kat>.

‘What indeed,’ echoed Alicia.

‘Come ulong, it's all hours!" exclaimed
her father. ‘Travers, my boy, a thousand
thanks for a delightful day, also to Jamie
Tulloch. Tell him from me. He’s a quare
creature. When will you be comiug up our
way ? To-moriow? No. Never mind;
come when you can. Always glad (o see
you.

‘Are you ?' said Travers, in a low tone,
as bis eyes sought Kate's, and found their
answer there.

His guests gone, Travers threw himselt
into an arm chair and gave himself up to
thought. He bad several invitations for
that evening, but none that compelled his
presence.

*No, I shall not want anything more,’ he
said to his ex saivant, and present land-
lord, who presented himself as soon as the
tahle was cleared, ‘1 shall soon turn in.
Good night ' He lit a cigar, and began to
muse over the day. It bad net been all
pleasure—in fact, it bad bhad many dis-
agreeable moments, but a few sweet ones
also. ‘I am an awful fool—an unmitigat-
ed ass,’ was his sentence on himself.
‘Atter all these years of quiet comfort and
common sense, to lose my head—ay, and
that indefinite thing, my heart, about a
young cieature who was not born till I had
nearly attained manhood! It's positively
despicable! Is it, though? Is it a de-
lusion of the love fever, ora reality, that
there’s something irresistible about Kate ?
To me at 21l events she is attrac'ive both
tosense #nd intellect. Intensely human,
with a dash of nobility ; not easy to win, I
fancy ; but if sne once gave her:celf she
would give utterly. It is positively pathetic
so see how she lives and works for her
tather— ready to brave anything and every-

thing for ttose she loves, without
counting tbe cost. What an internally
cruel turn of destiny to rob me of

powder and shot befors I had a chance of
bringing Cown so grand a quarry! But
have 1? Perhaps—only perbaps. Kate is
no mere timid blusbhing gwrl, ready to
crouch and come to heel at a few tender
complimentary words. Her keen sense of
humour forbids that. She is splendidly
brave too, yet a delicious coward. Would
she have lain so confidingly still against
Tulloch, had te been her escort that night
when the cab broke down ? I feel the throb
of her heart still. No. she has never
idealised Jamie. Shz knows him through
and through. Did she mean to warn me
of her 1e.diness to barter herself in order
to provide for her father's old age when
we talked on the balcony to day ? I believe
her souad judgment would forbid that sort
of insane devotion. Buat if she did, she
would pay the price, to the uttermost far-
thing. Whet is best for me and for them
—tor Kate—am I strong enough to see
her o'ten, and let neither tongue nor eyes
betray what I feel, or hamper our friend-
ship with the desperate tangle of passion?
I hope so—and would the p’'easure coanter-
balacce the pain?’

It is bard to say!  He rose and todk
two letters from a drawer of bis bureau.
Ope was a business-looking epistle, on
bluish paper ; the other bore an elaborate
monogram on its thick ‘cream laid note.’

He read over the first, and laid it dowa.
It was from tke crzanzer of the explcring
expedition before mentioned.

*It is a good offer,” mused T'ravers, ‘but
will it lead to independence—to something
of a decent home, even though in the wilds
of an infant colony ? Would it be best to
ventare in order to bave ? and leave poor
Carey to takc care ot himselt and the girls,
or, hold on to London, and b2 a sort of
guardian, though a poor one, to these
shora shcep ?  Carey has done better than
I hoped, but I can see that his position
with Wincks is very precarious. 1 must
wait. 1 need not decide immediately.”
He fold:d the letter lengthways, ready to
be placed in the “*T'o be answered” pacquet,
and slowly tore up the envolope. Then he
read the other. It was very brief.

“Dear Dick,—I only arrived this morn-
inz. Coms and Junch with me tomorrow.
All news when we meet. Are you going
to Gertrude’s ‘moonlight garden party ’ 1
only hope the moon will be so cbliging as
to shine.— Yours always, Frances Hume.”

Thbis bore the address ‘'Long’s Hotel.”

While Travers mused on ‘‘love and
money,” Kate lay very still, though wide-
awake, on her littls white bed, watching
the luminous darkness of & summer’s night,
and living the past day over again. It was
too bad to have been obliged to give so
much of it to Jamiz Tulioch, when she
might have had so many opportunities of
delightful tete-a-tete talk with Dick. She
never could talk co easily, or, she fancied,
so well to anyone as to Dick. ‘‘Jamie is
not bed though, and I must be nice to him.
Anything—anything to blind Dick. He
must never know that I love bim, and even
it he felt inclined to love me, which is not
likely, it would only make bhim miserable.
No, he mu't be ambitious. Men ought to
be ambitious, and marry a rich woman, as
Jamie says he could it he liked. Good
night, dear Dick, and good-bye. God bless
you!" If a few tears moistened her pillow,
why *the misk of night was on her face,”
and the nature within her hid all the weak-
ness of its ¢trength.

CHAPTER XIIL.—AN INTERLUDE.

To a friend. even an old friend, into the
iotimacy of every day life, to share one’s
roof, and the unavoidable revelations of
existarc) in common, toa bold and fre
quently a disastrous attzmpt. Irish and
French natures, however, are favorable to
such an experiment, being slmpsthetic and
gregarious. Kate, who bad oc:asional
gleams of commontense, in ¢pite of her im-
pulsiveness, and Alicia. in whom the same
licht shone more tteadily, were both con-
scious that in asking thair old governess to
share their narrow home Mr. Carey had
committed an imprudence. Yet they were

leased to receive her, and really glad that
*‘Papa” bad thrown discretion to the winds.

It was like old times to have Madams
la Rose with them again ; to hear her well-
remembered voice, her exceedingly French

ronunciation of her fairly fluent English;
she brought back the bright, and also the
sad, days of their more prosperous time,
and at once fell into the routine of their
quiet lines with a full and grateful heart.

. herselt useful.

As she had paid up her rent when she
gave warning & week before, she was able
to leave her rooms next day and remove
to Oakeley Villa.

Wkat pen could describe ths trembling
Fntuude, the overpowering sense of re-
iet which almest unnerved her as she found
her:elt installed a-a favored gu2:t with her
old pupils and their kindly genercus fatker.
Once more she had a breathing space, a
chance of finding employment. She had
gone down to Norwood toralify anengage -
ment which she considered ce:t in, and on
which she expected to enter imm:diately,
whken, to her cismsy. the found the lady
who had engaged her had been summoned
back to India by her husbhsnd, and she had
cecided on leaving her children at school

Then came the loss of her purse contain-
ing ber all, and leaving her with ten shill-
ings in a corner of her workbox to carry
her on throngh the long doubt/ul scarch for
pupils.

Now, for the moment, the again hoped,
and her weary heart revived. Alicia and
Kate were quite busy making her tiny room
as comfortable as their means would allow,
and gave her a warm welcome on her ar-
rival. Then they set down and talked im-
mensely over that delightful incentive to
conversation, a cup of tea. Madame la
Rose was profoundly grieved to hear of her
good friends’ reverses, of which she had
gathered but a faint idea from Mr. Carey's
account, and realized how generous and
self-forgetful wis the hospitality offared to
herself. The hand which held her cup
trembled as she eagerly consulted the girls
respecting her chances of finding work.

Alicia was encouragmng. Tke school in
which she gave music lessons had not lcng
been opened, and was on a small scale, foo
small to accommodate more thin one
governess in addition to the mistress and
scholars. This put tke owner in some
difficulty as to teachers and obliged her to
engage outsiders. Ttus Alicia found an
opening, and this suggested to her that
Mme. la Rose might be accepted also, as
she had heard a rumour that the precent
French teccher was looking out for aresi-
dent position.

Mme. la Rcs2 caught at the idca
they discussed the question fully.

Then their new inmite !atened to m: ke
She bhad the genius for
rezdlework, the indefatigable industry of
her countrywcman. Skte corfiscated (tems-
porarily) all the unmended garments in the
little commonwealth and put them all in
sound working order. She rummaged all
the tits of good old lice keld in abeyance
in the uttermo:t ends of drawe's and boxes

and
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bad excited his suspicion a week ago. Ile
little guessed the range of years through
which almost re'igious care bad preserved
madame’s best bl:ck silk.

‘And where is Miss Kate?' asked
Tulloch, glancing round with a sudden fear
that be ¢hould be defrauded of her society.
‘She will be here directly, she has only
jast come in. Miss Golding wan'ed ber to
choose some t'ings for her party next|
week, g0 they went early ; but Kate stsyed
to lunch, and spent the afterroon also.”
Tulloch was not particul irly pleased by |
this speech. Ile d:d not like the intimacy
which was growing vp betwean Miss Gold- |
ing and his couasin ; they might even com- !
pare notes, which would never do. While |
he bal‘ed between two attractions, and
hesitated to which he should throw the |
handkerchie{—while he thought, Madame |
la Rose was speaking. *Mademois-lle will |
be ready eocn ; she asked it Mr. Tallceh |
had arrived directly she «ntered.” Here |
th: door opened to admit the missing mem- |
ber, who smiled biilliantly oa Tulloch, and
gave him a message from Miss Golding.
‘Wten she heard you w re to dine with
us, Jamis, ¢he sail be sure you t:Jl h'm to |
come early on th: 30th; h:might h Ip me |
in Meny ways.

“Then they tave b2n c¢'atterirg atou!
me,” he thought, while he observea aloud,
‘I'm su e [ ¢hall be very bappy to be of
any use to her.’

‘No doubt,’ returned Kate w.th en arch
glance, which sent a thrill of price and
pleacurz through his veins. ‘Sh2'e alous;
be hanged if the isn’t,” was his sel-flatter-
ing c¢oncluson.

Here dinner appear.d, and tkey tatcown
in kigh gocd humour. C .rey h:lpirg
ma lame first with th2 mcst polite attention
and drawing a‘tert’on to the excelience ol |
the ‘sole au gratin,” ‘which is only a plaice |
af er al!, though you would never know.’
“IV’s uncommon good,’ said Tulloch, who
was by no means suger.or to the pleasures
ot the table, end h: gezed with increased
respct at Madame la Rose as the “author |
ot this good thing.’

His mood was a little mixed. Tha pres-
ent was delightful and gratifying to h's
gselt-love ; but the future—tht must not be |

by both girls for waut of time to wash and
sort them, and periormed miracles of
mending and clear starching. Above all

lost sight of. T'h re was much lively talk |
dur.ng the repast, and by the tine rtraw- |
terries and cream wer: put o1 th: table

she managed to conclude an honerable and | the little pirty had seitl d down into a |

durable pe:ice with Mrs. Salter, the land-
lady, by which she acquired th: ““/reedom
ot the kitchen’ end permission to cook
‘dainty cishes’ and inttruct its mistress to
do likew's:. Th:n th: played backgam-
mon and picquet with th: head ot the
family unweariedly, and even maragel an
gccompaniment t) Kets’s ballads, and
made the sisters try due s.

“Can’t yoa come up to dioner on Satur-
day ?' smid Mr. Carey to Tulloch, whom he
ercountercd near the Bink about a wezk
after their excursion to th2 Crystal Palace.
‘It's a month of Sundays since we taw
eitier you or t-avers. We bave an un
commen agreeable French lady staying

with us. You remember her—the sime
ttat had ber pocket pickcd. We have
joinzd forces for a bit. I'll promiss ycu
one or two good distes, begad. Madame

15 a regular *Cordon blue,’ if you know
waat that is. The girls were wondering

what had become of you. Hope youare not |

engaged to any Cice3us of your acquaint-
anc2, Jamie, mwy boy! Com: and let vs
have a pleisint eveniag; if you will take
sound pale ale instead of shaky champagne,
for it’s not every one knows the real thing.’

Tuiloch hesitited, and then said te
would be very happy.

‘All right! Sharp seven. 1 must not
loiter. 1'm just up to the neck in work.
Poor Witcks is no great things—hesn’t the
strength of a fly! And I see he wants me
more and more. In tact, I am his right
hand man.’

‘Hope he won't die,” ejaculated Tulloch.
‘It would be a blus look out for you, I sus-
pect.’

‘And why should it? I am pretty es en-
tial to the firm, 1 can tell you.’

*Well, I bhope so,’ returned Tullock, and
they parted.

‘I bate croakers,’ said Carey to himself
as he made bis way down Moorgate Street.

*Men thick themselves so mighty wise
when they prophecy mistortune ! Sure I've
had enough to last a litetime.’

Wincks had been ailing s.nce the hot
weather set in, and thougn he stuck to his
office work he did not seem equal to give
Kate any directions about hers, though he
occasionally asked her to stay and read
aloud when she called to inquire for him cr
to return books which she had borrowed.
He sometimes asked Mr. Carey to call of
an evening, and p'anned the morrows busi-
ness in the cool quict of his own parlor.

Miss Wincks, too, about tkis time be-
came entangled in the clerical mesh of the
rector’s scheme for a bazziar in aid of his
schools, and Alcia, Kato and madame
went diligently to work to supply her stall,
8o the triendly returned relations between
employer and employed were intensificd.

This, however, is anticipating.

Ot Travers they had heard little. Oanly
one letter asking if they would like to go
to the Haymarket, to see the last prefor-
mance of the mest popular actor of that
gseason, before his departure for America.

To this Kate made Alicia reply declining
the offer, on the plea of work to be done
at home.

‘Why won't you go, Kate? asked her
sister. *You love the theatre so much.’

‘Oh! well—because 1 won't,’ said Kate,
and Alicia asked no more.

Jamie Tulloch was a little late, and
looked rather serious, though he cheered
up at the cordial greeting ot his host when
he came to dinner.

“This is a relative of mine,” said Carey,
with a graceful and gracious wave of his
band. *‘Mr. Tulloch, my respected friend,
Madame la Rose. Mr. Tulloch, has re-
sided in India for a considerable time, and
seen a great deal of life at home and
abroad, so I have no doubt you'll have
much in common.’

Tulloch, in spite of himself, felt consid-
erably impressed. Could it be possible
that this lady-like lookin”ghlwomm in black
silk, with a pretty old-fashioned lace fichu,
and her abundant grey hair elegantly piled
on the top of her head, could be the bowed,

despairing figure in shabby garments who

pleasint degree of i miliarity.

‘] am sorry youa are not goingz to Miss
Golding’s ball,” said Tulloch, who took it
for grantcd thire wés noadmission for such |
humble Peris as Alic a and Ka'e, through |

ric3 Paradise. ‘I'd like to bhave a dance )
with you. I dare say ycu would make a |
famous partcer. ‘

¢No doubt I should,’ 1eturned Kite, with i
a little nod and smile. ‘But I teld Miss |
Goldiog Alsie and I never went to parti s
It was o use attempting them. She was
very nice and kind, and was evidently cis |
posed to offzr us ball dresses on the spot.
But I bave brcught her into training. S.e
does rot attempt to offer presents now.’

‘Ne, faith! Kindness a-d civility es
you like, and hearty thanks for them; but
we don’t wast eny crumbs from the tables
ot rich peoplr,’ said carey. ‘Eh, my da:lin’s? |
Any way, Miss Golding seems a brick, an
she is a pre‘ty girlinto th: ba-gain. Begad,
good lcoks tortune togetheris too much |
luck. I suppose nothing short of a p2er of |
the realm will do tor her. !

‘Whoever miy be her husband, I ear- |
nestly hope she may find a really good one. |
She is a kind warm-hearted gitl as ever |
lived,’ exclaimed Alicia. !

Now Talloch pondered thete speeches, '
while Mudame la Rose was sayin3.

‘It is always well to bave an eveniog |
toilette. Oce may lose much by staying at |
bome. Ith'nk with that Indian muslin of |
yours, some ribben, and little foliage, a |

| charming costume de bal’ might be ar- |
o i . 5=
L.t us plar it t> morrow,’ said |

ranged.
Madame la Rose.

Willingly., cried Kate. ‘You are won-
derful, dear madame.

*Szaen Travers lately P’ asked Tullech,
helping himself to cream.

*Haven't bad a glimpse of him since our
grand day at the Palace,” returned Carey.

‘I had a no'e asking us to go to the
theatre. But we could not manage it,’
said Kate.

“Ile is a great chap for the theatres,”
resumed Tulloch. “‘I went to the Opera
on Wednesday with Mrs. McClaren, of
Bombay, and her davghter, who are over
here just now, and doing the shows, and I
saw Travers with a grand swell lady in the
stage-box. Some young fellows who came
to speak to Mre. McClaren said she was
the Honourable Mrs. Douglas Hume.
Anyhow they seemed very thick, looking
round the house with their glasses, and
laughing tcgather as if the whole world
was a source of fun. I'm told she is a rich
widow, so maybe Travers is on the road to
fortune. She is a fine, handsome woman,
nearer forty than thirty, I tancy. They
went away together.”

«*A rich bandsome widow!"” cried Kate,
with a bright glance at the speaker. *If
she is gocd, too: I hope the will marry
cousin Dick. He deserves to be happy,
and I am sure he will make a nice pleasant
husband.” -

+“That is high praite,” said Madame la
Rose ; ‘a pleasant busband is even more
rare than a good one.’

‘] don’t know about the gcodness,’ re-
turned Tulloch, lookiag keenly at Kate.
‘She is not exactly in the set tnat goes in
for goodness. Her sister, Miss Golding
tells me, is the Marchioness of. Lanes-
borcugh, who is rather fast. The Mar-
quis's horse won the Derby last year: she
1s going to give an out-of-tha-way sort of

arden party next week I believe. I fancy
gﬁss Golding would like to go. Anyhow,
with three or four thousand a year a man
has no right to expect én angel into tbe
bargain.’

‘] do not see why he should not,” siid
Kate. *“IfI had ahundred thousand a year
and married a man without & penny, if he
were kind and loving I should be as ready
to co everything for him and be as dutitul
to him as if the money were his; in fact,
the money would not enter into the question
at all, only I would rather never marry if I

could put no capital into the concera,’ she
added, laughing.
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| each other,

the golden ga‘es ot the Westbourne Ter-; ® ! tle claret, Ma‘ame? Thet I

| and tken the pell was rurg and the

‘Why, Ka'ie dear, you area fortune in
yeurselt.’ cried her father. ‘Your health,
my jewel! and he raised a glass of wery
thin clarct to his lips.

‘That’t true! said Tulloch, gallantly.
*At the same time sbe is right enough:
every thoughtiul girl would like to be a belp
to her husband. Itis alittle hard on a man
when everything comes out of one purse.’

‘Yes, if the purse be tmall,’ remarked
Alic'a. *‘Otherwise it mu:t be joy to a man
who can afford it to give all possible luxary
to the woman he loves.’

‘To ke sure it is, one of the greatert
pleasures in his life,” exc'a med Mr. Carey.
‘But when a couple love eich other i: does
rot matter {two siraws whi. h has thz cash.’

‘Mr. Tul och does not take the rame
view ot the sutject,’ said Madame la Rose,
with a knowing smile. ‘He is on the tide
ot the m-jority, and no doubt thinks a lit-
tle gilding improves everyth ng.’

‘I am a3 disinterested as my neighbours,’
retorted I'vlloch, who was not ina particu-
larly good temper, ‘and you have no right
to think otherwise, Madame.’

‘But that is exactly what [ do think,’ she
replied, sweetly.

‘I believe Miss Golding's ball is to be a
g'and affair,” said A'izia, the p2ace-maker,
to change the subj:ct.

‘Yes, first rate; she is to hav: that Ia-
dian M .harajib, who has been the lion this
season, and dining every everywhire from
Marlborough Hous> to the Iishmonger’s
Hall, and Gizneral Sir Peregrine Chu'ney,

with a lot of o'h'r bigwigs The fl)wers
will cost a lo*, I belicve.’

‘Quite a small toriunsa,’ cried Kita. *I
wis with M'ss Gol ing at the florists to-

day, 2n1 erjoyed secing all tte lovely crea-
tiors I suppose the Mabar:jh will wear
a'l his jewels

‘Yes, of course.

‘] should like to see them.’

*“Then why will you not go ?’

I am not temp‘ed ; even tke j-wels are
not asuflicien’ bait.’

‘Le jeu vie vaut p:s la chandelle,” mur-

mured Macamne ia Rose, an ordinary
expression, which raised the ir2 of Jamie,
who, not understandiog French. believed it

masked some insult,unspeakanle in Englisk.

*You're right,” exclaimed Car-y, who
often surprised bis compinions by un-
exp:cted agreement with their opinions.
He hated to seem deaf, and knew that
disszneion w.s dangerous. He gathered
thet Madame and Jimis w.r2 opposed to
though none cof tke argument
teanse escaped
Have
should
ever apply such a title toa mere commont r
like ttis vineg ary stuff.’ Madame declined,
tatle
cleared, while Ka ¢ devored tess It (o a
similiar process on Tu'loch’s temper, not

beirg addresed to him, th»
him. ‘You never siid a truer word

| without success.

There was a strong s rain of mischiaf in
Kate Carey, and for son ¢ reason it amuse d
her to p'ay upon the notes ot Jamie's
¢motional keyboard. She smiled upon bim,
and chaffsd h'm about Miss Goldirg, and
sang Scotch airs to him, and general'y
{o>led h'm to the top ¢f h's bent ; while
Alicia looked on it 1n somewhat grave sai-
prise, and Madame Ia Rose tirew in litt'e
remarks from time to time, every one of
which, though most inncc:nt, were oflen-
sive and irritating to Tulloch, till he sought
ignomir ous safety in flight, reii ing to ths
¢o itude ot his own nbode, to fisht a dis-

{ressing ba tle betwe:n pruderce and
passion, over more than oae tumbler cf
whiskey and water, h2tore mental wesriaess
drove him to bed.

‘I really don’t (nife unlerstand you,

| Kate,” said Alicia, seriously, as they pre-

pared for the night, which was their con-
fidential time.

] daresay you do not, Alicia. I
understand myselt.’

‘Do you care for Jamie Tulloch?

‘Dear Als'e,’ drawinz herselt up, and
speaking demurely, though there was a
gleam ot fua in her eyes. ‘I hope I am
touv well brought up a young lady to caie

for any man who does not care for me. In
| short it is too bold, too audaciovs for &
down-trodden woman to take the iritative
l in such a game. Ot course, it a well to do
! and rising individual like Jamie chooses to
condescend to a maiden of low degree like
myself, 1 hope I am prepared to show a
proper amount of graditucc. But ch, I
am so tired—tired ot everythny. Let us
goto bed. Iam going to see dear Mr.
Wincks tc-morrow aiternoon ; 1 quite
erjoy a talk with him. After papa, I be-
lieve he is the dearest man I kncw, and be
tries to be extra hard with me, and all the
time i1 am sure he would give a great deal
to have me for a daughter. That poor soul
has been only ha!f alive all these years, and
he has a heart, though he is rather ashamed
of such a weak spot.’

Alicia lay awake a little longer, almost
eovying her sister the rapidity with which
sleep folded its balmy wings over Ecr tired
eyelids. Little dreaming how long, and
with how much sid courage, Kate contem-
plated the future which confronted her,
before her waking stillness was merged
into oblivion. legi'E

To be Continued.
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