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EYN.PSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

CHAPTER 1.- Kate and Alicia Carey are d .ughters 
through misferiune, 

leaves Ireland for Wales with a view to economy. 
While in Wales they meet Mr. Brett, a wealthy 
railway contractor, who fell in love with Kate. He 
induces her father to go to London to seek employ 
ment, saying he will introduce him to his agents, 
Messrs. Winks and Bouchier. This he fails to do. 
Kate Carey writes to Mr. Winks, unkn wn to her 
father, and encloses two letters in which Mr. Brett 
promises assistance, asking for employment for 

her father. She anxiously awaits a reply. but does 
not receive one. She, however 1eceived a letter 
from her cousin. Dick Travers, advising that he is 
ir*“ndon and about to call upen them 
8) APTER 11.— Mr. Carey and his daugh'er, ‘ramb- 

ling over the hill, come across a shooting party, 
among whom is Dick ;Travers, Dick who has had 
some reverses, is now secretary to Lord Balmuir. 

Carey at length liears from Bouchier and Wincks, 
making an appointment at their office in London. 

Carey, accompanied by Kate, sees Mr. Wincks, and 

accepts a position as cl:rk Wincks speaks to Kate 
with a view of employing her also. 
CHAPTER 111 —Carey, settled in his situation, 

proves himself use ul.” Kate is surprised by a_visit 
from Dick, and an hour passes pleasantly. Dick, 
-on leaving, promises frequent visits. Carey, return. 

ing home in the evening, is much excited over a 
new railway scheme of his own. Kate receives a 
commun ‘cation from Wincks, asking for her pres- 
ence at her house next evening. 

CHAPTER 1v.— Kate keeps h°r appoin ment, and 
is received by Mr. and Miss Wincks—by the latter 
rather coldly. Her free and easy manners do not 
meet Miss Wincks’ approval. She leaves with a 
lawngeed to copy out. Oa Sunday Dick comes to 
nor, and a few family matters are explained. 

Kate again secs Mr. Wincks, who shows himself 
pleased with her progress and gives her further 

work, which this time will be paid for. Miss 
Wincks is more coraial than before, and promises 
to give Kate lessons in knitting. 

C HAPTER v.—Mr. Carey gets promotion and an 
increase of salary Mr. Wincks becomes il and 
Kate oft rs her services to read to him, which are 
accepted. Miss Wincks consents, but with bad 
grace. Wincks recovers and his sister becomes 
more j>alons, Wincks offers Kate a present, aud 
she selects a book. D ck Travers arcives and calls 
on the Careys. He speaks of James Tulloch a rich 
friend of his, b.ing in London. Kate and Travers 
take a wa'k. 
CHAPTEx vI.—Travers gets a note from James 

Tull cb, who has been in Scotland, announcing his 

return to London. They meet, for the first time in 
four years, Tulloch irquires about the Careys and 
learn of their reverses in fortune. He promises to 
call on them and do 's so on the following Sunday 
in company with Travers. They are made welcome. 
Talloch, who has rot seen Kate since she was a 
little girl, conceives a great admiration for her, and 
tells Travers of it. Mr. Carey was not at home 
when they called, but he writes a note inviting 
them both to dinner on the following Wedaesday. 

CHAPTER viI =Travers ani Tulloch go to dinner 
at Carey’s. Mr®Carey tells of his good luck in be- 
ing about to go to Ireland on a special mission for 
Mr. Wincks. Mr. Carey has a sch me for establish- 
ing an Irish branch for Boucher and Wincks, and 
Tulloch hints that he would advance some capital to 
enable him to enter the firm. Tulloch becomes 
more in love with Kate and Travers seems annoyed 
On the way home Tullock learns that Carey has no 
means, and telis Travers he is not seeking a penni- 
less bride. Mr. Carey departs on his mission to 
Ireland. 
CuaPTEr VIII Travers invites Alicia and Kate 

to the theatre. Alicia being away for the evening 
Kate goes alone. Oa the way home a shaft of th: 
carriage breaks, and Kate's shoulder is hurt and 
in his ex itement Travers betrays his saflzction for 
his ¢ usin. Kate goes to see Wincks and has a 
confidential chat with him. On her return she 
fiads Jamie Tulloch in the drawing reom and Alicia 
making tea for him. 

CHAPTE 2 1X — Kate offers to teach Tulloch the 
art of imagination. Travers and Tulloch bave a talk 
on the wav heme in which 71ullo.h makes a con- 
fidant of Travers. Mr. Carcy returns in high spirits 
trom his trip to Ireland. He gets his salary doubled 
by Wincks. Jamie Tulloch meets Miss Golding in 
the Carey’s drawing room and tells her of his 
relationship to them. He is very much chagrined 
to fiid Alicia is Miss Golding’s assistant music 
teacher. He is evidently divided in his admiratioa 
of Kate Carey and Miss Golding. 

CHAPTER XL.—A VI:IT FROM WINCKS 

The next was peculiarly fine and clear, 
with a delicious, balmy atmosphere, and as 
night drew in, a n:arly full moon ard a 
ga'azy of stars in the deep blue vault of 
heaven touckel even commonplace ohjects 
ot beauty. 

Kate had gone to evening servize, leav- 
ing Alicia to keep her father company. 
Miss Wincks also attended the same 
church, and bad given the sisters her 
gracious peraission to occupy two sats in 
her pew. They usually occupied them ic 
the evepiny, for when Carey accompanied 
his d.ughters in the morning they praferred 
being altoge(ker, and contented themselves 
with the lowliness of the free seats. 
Though bis sister was a most regu'ar 

attendant, Mr. Wincks rarely accompanied 
her, and then only in the morning on high 
festivals. On the present occasion, Kate 
was a good desl surprised to fiad her patron 
already esconced, looking dryer and grim- 
mer than ever, with a dash of discomfort 
suggestive ot an unaccustomed frock coa‘, 
and 2 ot altogeth r congenial employment. 
He. fmoved a little to make room for 

Kate, and thanked him with a bend of the 
head, and the sort of kindly, confidential 
smile he was used to from her, and which 
always gave him a pleasant s:nse of the 
intimacy and mutual und:rstanding which 
had grown up between these strangely 
assorted friends. 
As they left the church, and Kate found 

Lerself passing through the dcor side by 
side with Mr. Wincks and his sister, a dar- 
ing thought suggested itself to her. ‘“What 
a lovely night,’ she exclaimed, ‘Jear Miss 
Wisgks. We live just half way between 
yotorhouse and this. Suppose you stop 
and rest for a few minutes at O.ikeley 
Villas? My father would be so pleased to 
see = ¥ 

“T'bank you, Miss Carey,’ with the sort 
of stiff reluctance which always character- 
ized her manner, ‘But I don’t think my 
brother ever pays visits.’ 

‘Perhaps not,’ urged Kste, persuasively. 
‘But this would be only a friendly call, not 
a formal visit, and you woud give us so 
much pleasure.’ 

‘It is a remarkably fine might,’ remarked 
Mr. Wincks, looking up in a questioning 
manner. ‘I don't mind if I do look in on 
your father. I suppose he will b> at home.’ 

*] am almost sure he will—as sure as one 
can be of anything,’ returned Kate. ‘I am 
so glad you will come.’ 

iss Wincks looked surprised —not 
agreeably Spiel the trio walked 
on, oaly sp2aking at intervals, for some- 
how, thoigh Kats found her thoughts 
shape themselves into words readily enough 
when alone with her kind, it somewhat 
cro'chetty patron, the presence of his 
sister had a curious effect of difficulty and 
suppression. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 

The few remarks made were only uttered 
by Kate to Mr. Wincks, Miss W., pre- 
serving strict and appareatly disapproving 
silence. 
When they r:ached Oskeley Villas they 

found thit Mr. Carey and Alicia were 
strolling in the moonlit garden, and the 
sit'ing-room gas rot yet alight. Mr. Carey 
was soon summoned, and cam? in ‘smil- 
ing,’ charmed to play the host in his own 
castle to the potent Wincks. 

“This is a real p'easure, my dear sir,’ 
he cri:d, shaking the little man’s hand 
cordially. “At the office I feel I mast not 
iatrude personal ma t:rs on graver affairs; 
but here, as it were in privat: life, 1 must 
thank you, and I do so from my heart, 
faith! for your goodness to my Katey! 
She tas ben twice th: girl she was, b:fore 
you gave her the chance of making a trifle 
for hers:lf, and whea I say hersalt I mean 
my;selt. For a'l she ca-es for is to serve 
me. Yes, that’s all my darlin’. So don't 
open your lps to contradict we,’ ani h: 
laughed a happy coat nt:d laugh as he 
shcok bis hand at Kate, who was lighting 
the gis. Here Alicia enter.d and joined 
in the coav.rsation 
C:r:y pu’ on his best anl most cou tly 

manner to ent rtaiin Miss Wincks, who 
unbent much more to bin thn she did to 
his daughter. His kindly blue eyes beax- 
el upon her with genuine joy as be offered 
ber t a or a taste—just the least taste of 
real Irish whisky, which he brought over 
from the cll country himself, with a dish 
of wa‘er and a lump of ice—as pleasant 
"and wholesome a drink as one could have. 
No? “Well, maybe Mr. Wincks might 
lik a little, for the right was warm,” &c. 
Then he held f>rth on her brethers kind- 

ness and great busin:ss abili i's, and glid- 
ed into a description of the difficulties aris- 
ing i1 his nat.v2 coun'ry from the extreme 
bigotry and igaorance of th: pries's--a 
theme which he soon perceived interested 
his hearer. for Miss Wiacks wa3 a pro- 
foind Protestant of th: Evangel cal typz. 

Mr. Winks meanwhile permitted him- 
selt to be entertainad by the youny ladies, 
and thouzh they f:it it was a tremendous 
und :rtaking they made a gallant and suc- 
cessful effort. 

“1 was looking at the illustrations in that 
bzeu‘ifal new book of yours, Mr. Wincks,” 
said Kate, struck by a happy thought ; “'1 
mean ths ole about Celtic and Greek 
crosses. 1 should like to show you a pic- 
ture we hav: of our family burial place; 
it is by avery clever friend of ay father’s,” 
and sh2 produced a sketch of the church 
and graveyard of Cloimacnoise, with its 
cross andl round tower, one of the few 
treasures preserved from the old home. 
Mr. Wincks was muh iaterested, and 

listened a'teatively to Kate's explana:ions. 
When in his tura he gave som? account ot 
the various theories by which the learned 
and the fanciful sought to accouat for the 
—" structu es peculiar to the Emera'd 
Isle. 
Kate looked and was fiscioated. Wincks 

felt she was ; she made no effort to express 
the pleasure his discourse gave her ; but it 
was clearly percepiible to the speaker, so 
he thalked on till the c.tologue otf Romish 
errors and misdoinzs began to pall upon 
the mental palate of Miss Wincks, and she 
rose to take hor leav:. 

*] am muh flattered by your kindness in 
calling on my girls, my dear madam ; and 
to you, Mr. Wincks, fo: this mark of 
friendl n-ss’ said Carey, escorting his 
guests to the door, *‘I only hope, once you 
bave found your way to our rooms, you 
will come again.’ 

‘Thank you ; I chall be very hippy,’ 
said Mss Wiacks, graciously. 

‘It you think that new work on crosses 
would interest you, you sre welcome to 
take it next week. 1 don’t say take care 
of it, for I see you value them,’ was Mr. 
Wincks® valediction. 

‘I don’t think those people live as eco- 
nomica'ly as they might,’ s3id Miss Wincks 
refl actively, as the brother and sister paced 
steadily homewards. 
‘How do you make that out?" asked 

Wincks. 
‘Ds you mean to say you did not obserse 

the antimacassars over the back of those 
old lodging-house chairs? They must have 
cost eighteenpence to two shillings, and 
can’t be washed, tor they aro worked with 
gold snd silver. Then that water jug and 
goblets! They never were bought by a 
lindlady. Nor is it very prudent to keep 
whisky at hand ; i: is a common, low ’ 

‘Mr. Carey's youngest daughter is an 
unusually ictelligent youig woman,” broke 
in Mr. Wincks, as it he had not heard ker 
speak, ‘She is interested in topics that— 
that I—never thought I should broach to a 
young person ; and thought Carey is a 
carious m’xture of shrewdness and tolly, he 
has managed to attract a wonderful degree 
of devotion from his daughters, and the 
little man sighed unconsciously. ‘Yes, he 
is a strange sort of man ; more likely to 
serve another wisely and faithfully than 
himself.’ 
‘He is very nice and polite,’ returned 

Miss Wincks, who was always pleased 
wh>n her brother ‘thougbt’ aloud to her, 
his nearest approach to confilence—‘and 
his religious principles seemed souid— 
still I wou'd not trust an agreeable Irish 
man too much.” But Wincks did not seem 
to hear her. Oa his side Carey was much 
gratified. He came back from opening 
tae garden-gate for his guests rubbing his 
bands. ‘I never thought my worthy 
rincipsl would pay me a visit. I daresay 
e thought it a condecension. Faith, his 

sister is a sensible, agreeable woman. She 
wouldn’t bave a bad figure if she hadn't 
swallow:d a couple of pokers in her early 
youth and never digested them !’ 

‘Well, papa, I don’t know how Miss 
Wincks made herself agreeable, except by 
listening.’ 
‘And a very good way, too, my jewel 

I'd a good deal rather be listened to than 
strive to listen It’s easier for both parties 
too, by Jove.’ 

‘I don't care for Miss Wincks,’' said 
Alicia, lightiag her bedroom candle, ‘and 
I don't think she likes us.’ 

‘Perhaps not, but she trics to like us, 
and thould be encouraged,’ said Kate. 

‘I wonder how it would do to ask 
Wincks to a bit of dinner ? by all accounts 
he lives chiefly on chops. I'd like to give 
him a treat for once,’ observed her father, 
not hearing her last observa‘ion. 

‘On, no,’ exclaimed Alicia. 
be too tiresome.’ 

‘I don't think it would do,’ said Kate, 
thoughtfully. ~~ ‘Probably Mr. Wincks 
never dined out in his life I’ 

‘God help him,’ ejaculated Carey, com- 
passionately. 

Tulloch's project of dining on the pre- 
vious day with Travers was nipped in the 
bud. A t:legram awaited his return to 
his rooms, informisg him that Tr.vers bad 
been called awiy on important business, 
and would not return to town till the fol- 
lowing Wednesday. Pulloch used some 
bad languaze, and deparfed to scek his re- 
past at a restaurant, not having joined any 
club as yet. 
A week elapsed before they met, during 

which interval Tulloch went a good deal 
into society, and fcuid his days well filled 
by increasing business. la short his na- 
tara! tendency to consider himsclf a man 
of importance was d2veloping largely. It 
was a pleasant sensation, yet the cause of 
some mental confl ct also. 
He was torn between a very strong 

fancy for Kate Carey and an equally 
strcng desire to improve his position by a 
wealthy marriage, which he began to think 

he might have for the a kirg Still 
Tulloch was an ardent admirer of beauty 
and responsive to (he charm of manner. 
His sititt ction was therefore not without 
alloy. 

Early in the ensuing week he bai a line 
from Travers— 

‘Just come back. Are you free tomor- 
row? And sktall we have our deferred 
dinner ? ¢ight sharp, wire ‘yes’ or ‘no.’ ”’ 

It was with mixed feelings that Tulloch 
accepted the invitation. He bad an odd 
kind of growing resentment and dis'ike to- 
wards Travegs. Whe they bal met in 
India—Tulloch then th: harl-working 
junior i1a resp:ctable, but by no means 
a great commercial fi-m—:hought it lent 
dignity to his social position to be on 
friendly terms with so well-known a sport- 
mai and member of th: ‘upper t:n’ as 
Travers. Since his reverse ot fortune, and 
Tulloch’s rapid advance, the latter's soul 
burned within bim with pride atthe con- 
trast between the present and past. In a 
way he tal felt kindly and compassionate 
towards Travers, for Tulioch was not with- 
out fe:ling, end could be generous in the 
sense o! giving money on occasions ; bu? it 
riled him not to be able t> look down from 
the height of his advancing prosperity on 
his triend as an unfor.unate f:llow. Some- 
how there was an undefinable superiority 
about Travers, which Tulloch ins‘inctively 
felt he eould never t>uch—a certain high- 
bred quet tone of absolute selt-reliance 
that would be the same to king or cobbler, 
and perfectly polite to both—a sense of 
being behind the scenes, in circles which as 
yet were unexplored by Jamie ; as yet only 
—tor in this ‘fia de siecle’ all things are 
possible to success mor is there a social 
holy of holies. imp:netrable to an ac- 
cumulator of the dross that makes the 
world go round. Still, though Travers 
hid ‘come down’ considerably, aid was 
litt] s more thin an upper servant to Lord 
Balmuir, by Jov: Jamie Tulloch was 

pleased to say cay he had bzen dining with 
him— ‘a sor: ot conncc ion of min:, and he 
was saying, e’'c '—there would fcllow some 
bit of political gossip or forecast. Thei: 
mutual f-iendship with Ca'ey and his 
daughters was another source of irritation, 

though the rivalry was not prompted by 
ay special regard for Kate ; as fara; be 
was concarned J amie thought Travers wes 
nowhere. Bat there was a gerecal s/m- 
pathy between him and the trio—a con- 
fider c2 en1similarity that Tulloch perceived 
though he could hardly define, notwith- 

standing the very kind welcome always 
bes owead upon himself. 

Travers saw that there was somethiug 02a 
Tulloch’s mind as dianer proceeded. Ile 
was rather cynical in his remarks, and laugh- 
ed louder and oftener than was necessary. 
When they reached their dessert and need- 
ed no more waiting, conversation naturally 
became more confidential. 

‘Another glass of claret, Tulloch,” fa’d 
Travers, pushing the bottl: towards him. 
It's not bad ; were you mature enough, 

when you utel to visit Carey in the old 
days, to apprecat: his claret? 1 always 
liked good things, a=d I don't think I have 
ever tisted any wine that surpassed it. 
Poor cll boy!—and how liberal he was 
with it.’ 

‘If he tad been less liberal with it and 
may other things i: would have been 
better, and Le'd have gfven his friznds 1 ss 
trouble,’ growled Tulloch. 
‘Come ! He has not given much t) eitker 

of us, nor cist any one much exc:pt his 
daughters, and they are unconscious vic- 
tims.’ 
*Why you know they are always c nsult- 

ing you and sending for you.’ 
3 I don’t mind why need any one else? 

And if it bores you to go out to Notting- 
hill, Tulloch, why, don’t go ; I daresay 
they'll forgive you.’ 

‘Oh! you think so,’ with a self-suffi ient 

grin. 
*Have you seen Carey since he returaed ? 

I hear that he has won golden opinions 
from Wincks & Co.’ 

‘No, 1 haven't,” ead Tulloch, ‘but I 
called on Saturday—the Saturday after Le 
came home—and I was a good deal annoved 
and put out.’ ; 

‘Indeed ! Was Kate captious? she is 
sometimes.’ 
There was no one in the room 

but a lady I was very much surprised to 
see there—a deuced pretty girl 1 can tell 
you, who has Incre as well as looks : Miss 
Golding.’ 

‘Ah! I know,’ ejaculated Travers. 
‘Well, I said 1 didn’t expect to see her 

there, and she said she was amazed to 
meet me. We had gone down to dinner 
togather at Sir Peter Ingot’s, and talked 
halt the evening at Mrs. Tremlet's recep- 
tion, and I fancy she rather took to me ; 
and, never thinking how thy came to know 
each other, I said, ‘Oh! I'm a cousin, a 
sort of cousin of the Miss Carey's.” ‘No! 
are you? said ths, with alittle scream. 
‘Why, Miss Carey is my assistant wwusic 
mistress.” Not very nice for me. I can 

“It would 

tell you I was taken aback.’ 

‘Why ?* asked Travers, quietly. 
‘Why, man ! you don’t mean to say that 

you can not see the disadvantage of having 
or relations in the eyes ot a girl who has 

een brought up in the lap of luxury, and 
surrounded by solid wealthy people all her 
days ? Ol course, she will think less of 
me. 

‘Very likely. Has she struck you off 
her visiting list yet ?’ 

‘I never know whether vou are in earn- 
est or not, Travers, but I can tell you I am 
just at a turn’ng point in my career, and 
it's a very serious matter the choice of a 
wife : the sooner I make it the better, hey ?’ 
‘No doubt, and where are you disposed 

to throw the handkerchief 
‘Well, Trav:rs, | have been going out a 

good bit to dinners, and dances, and re- 
ceptions, and in a very good, solid set, 
though I say it. It’s wonderful what a lot 
of nice-looking young women I have met, 
all well off, able to bring a fair amount of 
capital into the partnership. Now, that’s 
a great help, and I don’t think a man is 
justified in throwing away his chances, how- 
ever week he may be about a pretty face 
and an elegant figure.’ 
“That depends on the man, and what he 

considers most essential’ 
‘Now,’ resumed Tullo:h. ‘I confess I 

was awfully annoyed about those girls—tke 
Careys, 1 mean—for keeping me in the 
dark about what th:y were dong, and 
letting me in for that disgreeabl: encoun- 
ter with Miss Golding’ 

‘Keeping you in the dark! repeated 
Trovers, with a touch of scorn in his tore. 
*What do youmean ? Where you not per- 
fectly aware that Alicii gives music les- 
sons, and thy Kate wears out her pretty 
fingers wri ing for old Winchs ? that was 
nothing new to you. You have no right 
to complain because they did not submit a 
1 st of their emyloyers’ names to you.’ 

‘No, no, of course not, stil it wes awk- 
ward. They're good girls, very good. 
I'ns sure I admire and commend them, but 
still one can't expect a girl like Miss Gol 1- 
ing to take that view exactly, and it was 
unpleasent. Decidedly unpleasent. Yes, 
t .ank you, I'll take another glass.’ 
‘No doubt you tound the encounter try- 

ing,” put in Travers. 
Tulloch, however, required no incentive 

to talk. He bad taken a good deal of wine, 
and was full of his subjct. 

‘Yousee, I em a good bit troubl:d 
and perplexed. I am greatly struck with 
Kate Carey.’ 

Travers had looked round, and observad 
that the dininz-rcom was rather empty, 
while ther tabl: was ina corre: remote 
{from the other ainers. He, therefore, en- 
couraged his g uzst by observing, in a sym- 
pathetic key. 

‘Yes, I hive noticed it.’ 
‘Eh, man!" continued, Jamie, warming 

to his subj :ct, ‘ih re aren't many like her. 
What eye; she bas! How they melt and 
sparkle, and her golden-red brown hair, 
and her bonnie s veet mouth! Eh. I'm lke 

| to make a fool of myself about her, and 
then she is a bit fond of me! Aha, lid! 
I don’c think I'm wrong, and sh2's good 
right through, but T'cavers, though I would 
love her well, it wouldn't only be marry- 
ing her, but the fither and the ister, and 
I’m not sure I've a right to take such a 
burden or my shoulder. After, you see, 
man ? Atter, when the fie was quenched a 
bit, I might be sorry—that woald be un- 
jst to her.’ 

‘I'd im nensely enj ry wringing his nzc'k,’ 
thought Travers, looking steadily at him. 
‘He's a big fellow, but I think I coull do 
is. 

‘it is a very serious considera!ion,’” he 
said ¢1oud, in a soft though'tul wy, ‘and 1 
think it I were you [ would back out in 
good time.’ 

‘You are right—that you are—but it's 
ba d—deuced hird. Now look here, 
there's that infernal Crystal Palace busi- 
ness? 

‘I ehoaldn’t trouble about that if 1 were 
you. You can get out of it easily enough. 
I'll take the trio.’ 

‘No, no, no,’ energetically, ‘I'll no: go 
back of my worl. Le: us settle all about 1t, 
and after I'll be more prudent.’ 
The details of this long promis:d ¢x- 

cursion wzre soon arranged, the following 
Saturday being fixed as most convcnizn’ 
for everyone. The general half-hol:day, 
thou zht less general thea thin now, mak- 
ing thit day the usual fete with all classes. 
They were rising from table when a man 

who had been dimming by himself cams 
across the room, and saying, ‘Mr Travers, 
I tlink ?" off 2red bis hand. H2 was a bread 
thick-set man, dark ani rugged-looking, 
with a pair ot stern, resolute eyes. Travers 
shook hands with him cordially. 

“Very sorry to have missed you wh2n you 
called I Lave been out of town for nearly a 
week.’ Le sail. 

‘It you'll fix any time when you can see 
me 1.1 call again. We all want you to con- 
sider your refusal to join us. B:leve m3, 
you are throwing away a good thing—e 
thin that woul suit you exactly. You're 
just the lieutemant 1 want, and there's 
money in the concern.’ 

‘I bave no doubt of it, but ; 
‘Let me have a talk with you Din: with 

me tomorrow.’ 
‘To-morrow I am engagad.’ 
‘The next day, thm, eight o'clock, 

Morlzay’s Hotz2l. 
‘Tnank you, I shall be veryha;py,’” re: 

turned Travers. 
‘Wh is that? asked Tulloch, as they 

went out into the Hall, and took their a's 
and coats from the attendant. 

‘Captain Garston. He is the leader of 
an exploring party that the African Mining 
Company, a conc2rn started by Finlay, the 
brewer, is sending out to the wilds behind 
the Portuguese settlements on the Kast 
Coast. They want me to join them. No 
doubt it may turn out a very geol thing 
for thes2 who venture first, or it may not. 
It isa sort of thing I should like well enough 
and I am sick of town life.” 
‘Why don't you go ?’ cried Tulloch, with 

some eige ness. ‘You vr make a lump 
of a i instead of plodding on at a beg- 
garly salary. Why]don’t you go?’ 

*Oh, I bardly know. In some ways it 
wou'd rot answer.” 

‘Well, you know your own aflii-s best. 
Wel be sure to meet between this and 
Saturday. So, good night.” 

CHAPTER XII —A GIOST FROM THE PAST: 

At the perio] of this story, the C:ystal 
Palace was considered rather an appro- 
priate scene for elegant festivities, and 
distinguished members of the ‘‘uppar ten” 
gave luxurious dinner parties there, and 
strolled about the grounds or gazed at the 
widespread landscape, or the gorgeous fire 
works from the broad balconies. Its 
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! should te glad to see you in the afternoon. 

glories are gone, but they were quite satis- 
factory while they lasted, and not only 
Kate, but even Alicia, who took things 
much more coldly, was elated at the pros- 
pect of a day among the beauties and curi- 
osities of the gardens and wonders of 
Sydenham Hill. 

‘Shall you want me especially tomor- 
row, Mr. Wincks ?’ asked Kate, who was 
busy pasting a collection of newspaper 
cu'tings, accumulated during a long period 
by her emploper, in a book. 
Mr. Wincks had been obliged to keep 

away from business on account of a slight 
indisposition, an attack of faintness, at 
which the doctcr looked grave, and coun- 
selled complete repose. Wincks sat very 
quietly in his easiest chair, and directed 
her cperations Jargaidly. 

‘I expect a gentleman on business to- 
morrow morning,” he returned, but I 

I dou't feel equal to much.’ 
*At the same time,’ said Kate, us he 

paused, ‘you are going t> disobey orders, 
and see a gentleman on business. Now, 
if Miss Wincks did su h a thing you would 
scold her.’ 
Wincks smiled rather a feeble smile. 
‘The business will be short and simple,’ 

be said, ‘and I thall know no rest until it 
is accomplished. Bat do you want a holi- 
day tomorrow? Why?’ 

‘Yes, I do for a cousin of ours is going 
to take us all to the Crystal Pa'aze, and I 
should like to go ve'y much’ 

‘I hope you are not growing fond of 
pleasure ? 

‘No, Mr. Wincks, I am not growing 
fond of pl:asure. I never could be fonder 
of it than I have always ben.’ 

‘Still vou have been diligent, and never 
atked me for a holiday betors.’ 
‘My work has been intermittent, you 

know, and if I could not work diligently 
for you, tor whom could I?’ 
Wincks did not reply, but a sof'er look 

stole over his wrinkled faze. 
‘Very well,” h: said, after a pause. 

‘There is no necessity for your coming 
here to-morrow and on Monday I hope to 
be at the offize.’ 

‘Thank you. I hope you will be able to 
go out, but, Mr. Wincks, I hke coming to 
work here very much. Coald you not have 
your letters sent up and dictate your re- 
plies to me? I can write quite a good 
businéss band now, and— but 1 fear I take 
a liberty by speaking so fully.” A sweet! 
blush stole over her ch2ck and she looked 
deprecatingly at hm, and a soothing 
warmth stcl: into the litle man's ball- 
starved heart as he felt, with a conviction 
he could neither re soa about ner resist, 
that this bright, fiir young creature 
heartily liked him, and, if neccessary, 
would nurse him es tende-ly, ar carefully 
as if he were her father. Wincks was very 
weak today, and could not resist these 
foolish sort of feelings, though he was 
properly ashamed of them. 

‘No, you m2an n) freedom,’ he returned, 
drily. ‘You might be more care'ul of 
yor speech, not with m: but with o hers — 
strangers.’ 
‘Ani do you think I spe.k to every oae 

as 1 speak to you? she said, indigaantly. 
‘That I cannot tell. However, you cin 

go to the Crystal Palace if you like, only, 
do not spend much of your own money.’ 

‘01, dear me, no. We would never 
dream of going bal we not been invited, 
even though we are much beter off now, 
sinc2 you were so very good as to help us to 
belp cu selves Thank you so muh. I 
will com? round on Sunday to see how you 
are, and if you want me on Monday. Do 
you like th: Crystal Palace, Mr. Wincks ? 

‘I have never scea it.’ 
‘Never ?’ echoed Kate, much astonished. 

‘Nor Miss Wincks? O21, you really ought 
to go! The gardens, the fountains, the 
view—all er2 lovely?’ 

‘It is too late to lean such joys,’ said 
Wincks, somewhat grimly but wi ha sl'ght 
smil 2. i 

‘Oh no, I hope nyt. I do hope no,’ 
cried Kate: ‘Perhaps Miss Wincks will 
come again some evening, and you too, to 
gee us. It will be a fortnight on Surday 
since you came.’ 

‘It is rather late for me to kegin paying 
calls. Now pl:ase write the heiding ot 
the next page. These cultings all rela‘e 
to the working of an orphanage I am iater- 
ested in, though I am sorry to see it has 
been a good deal mismanaged lat:ly.’ 
Here the conversation ended. 
The long anticipated Saturday was soft 

and balmy, but somewhat unc rtain in its 
aspect, w:t1 many scattered clouds veiling 
the heavens. 

Mr. Carey, moreover, prophesied that it 
would clear up and turn out a ‘hissing hot’ 
a'ternoon. 
They found their escort waiting for them 

at Victoria, and Travers observ:d there 
was very little increase of prudence or 
diminution of ardour in Tulloch’s attention 
to his attractive kinswoman—notwithstand- 
ing the prudent views entertained by bim 
when she was out of his sight. It was ex- 
cusable, Travers thought, for Kate had 
never looked more charming —there wis a 
soft ioyousness in her eyes and voice, a 
sparkle in her pleasant natural talk, wtih 
made his heart ache with the knowledge 
that he must not attempt to win so bright, 
so precious a ‘j:wel,” as her father jastly 
termed her. However, Travers practised 
the prudence Tulloch talked about, and 
bestowed his conversation and his care on 
the elder sister. 
On the whole, it was a pleasant day. 

They roamed abont chiefly in the Joni, 
though tbe courts were also visited. 

‘It is nonsense attempting to keep to- 
gether.’ said Tulloch early in the afternoon. 
‘Let us fix a meeting place for six-thirty, 
a3 we'll have plenty of time then to dine 
before securing places to see the fireworks.’ 

‘I fancy it would be more lively not to 
separate, t exclaimed Kate. ‘but if we do 
drilt apart let us meet nar that scre:n at 
the east end, with all the kings and queens 
on it.’ 

Travers highly approved of her suz- 
estion, but was rather puzzled by the 
ecided flirtation which Kate not only per- 

mitted but encouraged. Could she really 
like this rather animal relative, who was 

undeniably a handsome man, and bad the 
merit (always great in a woman's eyes) of 
being her warm admirer. Travers did not 
like the way things were drifting, and did 
his best to avoid separation. But Tulloch 
who represented the centrepedal force on 
this occasion, managed to circumvent him 
—till meeting in the Pompeian Cours, 
where Travers was dong showman to 
Alicia, as he bad frequently visited the 
origmil, he exclaimed : *‘Come, Kate, I 
shall not submit to be cut in this fashion. 

Tulloch never could quie said up 
against Trivers when he was in earaest, so 
in another minute Kate found herself walk- 
ing beside her kinsman towards the wide 
sou'harn balcony. 

‘You are very tyrannical, Cousin Dick,” 
she said, with a sweet upward glance. 

‘I deny that. I am not inclined to te 
done out of my rights, and Tulloch must 
be content to come second ; excuse my 
audaci y, ba' I am your first live.” Kate 
laughed merrily, dropped her pa-asol acd 
stooped to pik it up. 

‘Certainly you are our first friend, our 
bist friend, dear Di:k,’ she added in a 
lower tone. 

‘Don’t be gratefu', Kate. That is too 
trying.’ return:d Trav.rs and something 
in his tone brought the warm blood to her 
cheek. ‘Come, let us sit her2 and enjoy the 
view. It is almost the bast thing about this 
big show,’ and Le found a couple ot chairs 
which he d ew to the front of the balcony, 
where they sat for a few minutes in silence. 
“How much beauty there is in these 

grey days.” said Kate at list. “Brilliant 
sunshine 1s vulgar compared to this tender 
neutral colouring.” 
“Yes. But I am airaid it betokens a 

wet evening. We have a cruelly uncertain 

climate.” 
“I suppose th: uncertainty seems especi- 

ally unpieasant to you after your frequent 
sojourn in sunny land.” 

«“Well, it is, thou:h I must contess that. 

‘In climes full of sunshine, though sp’endid their 
dyes 

But { int are the ordours the fl y\wers shed abou’; 
"Tis the mist and the cloud of our owa weeping 

skies. 
That draw their full spirit of fragrancy out:'” 

“I am glad you read Moore. Ile is 
sweet,” she mu mured. 

‘‘Sweet, but not st-o1g,” said Trav rs. 
“He is fvll of the femininity of your race, 
which makes your wom’ n irresistible—but 
your men——" 

“Don’t say disagreeable th'ngs about 
them, Dick! I do not wint to quarrel. It 
is a sort of diy thit ought to be saciel to 
friendship, with its soft subdued 1iat. I 
sippose you b:gin to weary of the ¢hidows 
and the sameness, for Jamie Tulloch tells 
me vou are thinking of this exploring ex- 
pedition to Africa!’ 

‘Tulloch must be at aloss for conver- 
sa'ion to trouble you with such vague re- 
ports. I have ben asked to joinen ex- 
pediti»n, certainly, as 1 mentioned, but 
have refuse 1. 

‘Yet I em sure you Co not like London? 
‘I get sick of it, but I return to it with 

a sort of z st. At present, however, 1 an 
going to stay here.’ 

‘I suppose Lor] Balmuir cannot prt with 
you!’ 

‘He wight su-vive the rating, bat I 
stay for reasons of my own.’ 

‘Though you are so fond of adventure 
and spor: and wandering in wild places? 
I always notize, Dick, that if you dritt inte 
talk about your pst explo'ts there is mor: 
life and earnes ness in your voice than 
when you are speaking of other things. 
Y ou must be sick of sitting a* a desk near- 
ly a'l dsy after the freedom yon have 
been accusto ned to.’ 

‘It that was all my trouble I should en- 
dure it well enough,’ said Travers as it to 
h'mself. 
‘We all have our troubles wh'c) noboly 

knows anything about,” returned Kate; 
‘and we must bear with them natil th:y 
weir themselves out. I suppos: most of 
them file away in time.” She sighed as 
she spoke, and gazed dreamily away over 
the rich country spread out like a map be- 
fore them. 

‘I wish life was brighter for you my 
dear crusin!" h2 said, stealing a glanze at 
her face. ‘For a creature gitted with 8» 
kaen a sense of en)qyment—such an ap- 
preciative taste for pl:asure—the routine 
of your existence must be dreiry enough.’ 

‘I do not think itis D)n’t you remem- 
ber, Dick, that some historiin in h's ac- 
count of the woeful retreat irom M)scow 
mentions that the troops which toe the 
cruzl cold and bardships best were the 
Southern Italians who hal been steeped in 
sunshine all their lives. I esjry so mu'b, 
when I have a little enjoym n: that the 
glow lasts me for (ii‘e a loag spell of out- 
side dreariness, and give : me streng bh.’ 

‘Ah, Kate, 1 suspect that the light which 
sorrounds you, the warm b, which iovig- 
orates you, is el. fron within, from the 
central fire of your own great beart, my 
sweet cousin,’ anl Tr.v:rs looked into her 
eyes wih an expression which was a caress. 

‘No fine speeches, Dick,’ she ex:laimed, 
laughing, but blush nz also. ‘We are too 
friendly, too sincere tor such compliments.’ 

‘I naver am guilty ot paying you com- 
p'i nents, Kate, ss you well know.” He 
paused an instant, and weat on, ‘So yoa 
mansged to pick up some crumbs of ¢)m- 
tort, tome blyssoms ot pleasure on th: 
dusty road of everyday Ife. The joy of 
fli-ting wi h Tulloch. tor ins'ance. By-the 
-way, whit are you going to do with that 
ingenuous youth 

‘Why, Dick, he is very little yoanger 
than you are.’ 

‘Oh yes, Le is younger in hope and 
achievement, but I repeat ae you bim- 
boozling him or—~" He looked straight 
at her as he paused. 

‘| am ¢musing my:e'f,” said Kate, with 
much conpo. ure. 

‘Are youno! afraid that wait is play to 
you may be deat to him ?’ 

‘Not a bi'!'she excla'med, with a delici- 
ous smile, ba'f sweet, half mocking. ‘Jamis 
Tulloch will take a grea* deal of killing, 
and I, who have so li‘tl: to amuse me, 
may contrive a good dal ¢f harmless fun 
in the process.’ 
‘And perhaps heal the excellent Ca'e- 

doniin’s wounds finally ?’ 
*All things ar: possible,’ return:d Kats, 

demurely. 
‘Possisly you might do worse. 

1s on the high road to wealth.’ 
A consideration to which aw by no 

means indifferent,’ ¢h » said, with a thought- 
ful air. 

‘Few women are!' exclaimed Travers, 
feeling uncom ‘ortably surprised. 

‘Os men either, and small woaider. Is 
there anything worse than want of money, 
real downright want of money ?’ 

‘Yes, it is pretty bad. Then love in a 
cottage, a struggle for life with th: man 
of your heart, will not be your line ?’ 

‘Of course not !' with a gay laugh. ‘Have 
I not had enough of poverty and pinch- 
ing ? Ani you see, Dick, 1 could only 
marry a very, very rich man—a min who 
could afford to marry us all! What a 
rare bird he would be! —a man who was 
equally rich and genroas. Dy you think 
all the gold in Ophir—all the gems in 
Golgonda—all the love of wkizh his nature 

Jamie 

Why, I haven't seen you for ten days.’ is capable would enrich Jamie Tulloch 
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