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g0 muca more phabls thau ac five and
twen'y. ;

Victoria, therefore, was as r« fized a gi'l
—and withal fresh and natural—as one
could wish to mect; and in that a some-
what provokirg contr st to ber sisters, for
all their psinsiaking observance ot every
trivial tting connected with etiquette.

A grand tamly coach was in waiting,
with & humb'er vehicle tor 1he maids, and
a couple of carts tor the luggage. which
quite filled the booking offics ot the litdle
station.

A splendid footman, in a livery ot canary-
color and chocolate-brown, assisted the
lsdies to theic seats; and, after a consider-
able am unt of fuss avd bother, the whole
party was got en-route tor The [owers.

Part f the way lay through a somewhat
narrow lane, snd in the midd!e of tbis lane
they met a bsrouche, drawn by a pair of
bandsome bays, with coachman and toot-
man 10 plain dark livery.

The two carriages had to pass each other
no slowly, owing to the narrowness of the
line, that their occupsnts were able to ex-
change leisucely critical glances.

‘Yes; [ noticeu ber. Sne wss very baau-
tiful. Who can she be, I wonder ?" mused
Mrs. Muggleton, with a vague leeling of
unres:.

Toe good lady knew everything. ‘Burke’s
Landed Gentry or ‘Deorett's DPoerage,
could teill her about the aristocrats who
were to be her neighbours; and deep down
in ber heart, there already Jurked a bope
that tbe yourg. unmarried baronet, Siv
Gerald Vere, might 121l a prey to the caarms
ot on« ot her davghters

It dashed h:r happiness a littl2>—io spite
of bis genial bow and smule—to sce him in
company with that youog and beautitul girl
who sat bebind bis auat.

*You don’c know wao she is?' sh2 said,
anxiously, addressing her busoand.

‘I ? No. Some vitiror I should im1g'ne.
The elderly lady womd be Sir Gerald's
aunt, Lady Rath Palliser.’

‘Oh, yes; [ know that,” said bis wite, im-
patiently.

‘Well, I don’t know any more. I thought
she—Lady KRath—looked an uncommonly
pi e litle body. I don’t know that I nc-
ticed anythinz else.

“You should have ssen the youiz lady,
papi. She was so beaati'ul,” swd Vi

The two elder Misses Muggleton eaid
no'tiog.’

Taey hid sesn Liian Dilisle; and the
sight bad cast a tudden dampness over their
spirits.

That graceful form, gowned in shimmer-
ing silvor grey—that  Lively, fl wer-hke
face, (rowned with the shining golden tar
—had mide them sud enly and pawtully
conscious of certain defiiencies of their
own.

Their dresses were of the richest mater-
ial. and hed been made by the most ¢k ltul
ot Parisian costumiers; b.t now tuey halt
doubted whe her they were not too rich;
and, glancing at each other's fices, they
owned that th-y h«d an unbecomingly red
and blowzed appearance.

The intense heat ot the day, coupled,
perhaps, with a 1 ttle very natural excite-
ment was responsible tfor tbis, and at an-
otber time, they m'ght not have thought
much about it.

But, to themselves, they thought with a
mingling of vexa’ion and bhumiliaiion, how
oifferent they must hive locked trom the
trapquil high-bred occupauts ot that otber
carrisge— what a contrast the warm brick-
dust ¢« lur ot their complexion 1o the liiy-
like paleness ot Lady Rauth, cr to tue
exquisite rose tints of the gicl who sat
beside her!

CHAPTER XIL
LAUNCHED ON SOCIETY.

There was muca excitement at The
Towers.

It was severs] weeks since the Mugglet-
tons settled th-re; and now an event to
which they bad lookea tor ward with ming-
led delight acd trepidation was at hand.

A dinner-party was to be given at Vivian
Court, and h: entire Muggleton famuly
were to be among the guests.

This w.s to be, as it were, the ‘open
sesame’ {0 the charmed circle which boars
the st mps ot British aristocracy.

At Vivian Court they would meet the
‘country’—so0 much of the country, that is,
as posscssed any attraction for Mrs. Moug-
gleton and her daughters.

They had lived in kind of dream since
thev came down to Hampshire.

The lite had seemed so tremendously
unreal, that it was questionible whether
they had not occativnally pinched them-
selves to make sure that they were awske.

They changed irom a moderate compet-
ence too vast weelth had been so sudden,
it mig't well almost threa'en to destroy
the belaace of their miads.

It was so wonderful for Mrs. Muggleton
to have a housekeeper, who looked a
much grander lady than she berselt had
ever dreamed ot teing hal'- -doz-n ye rs
ago; and a man cock, who looked exctly
like a gentlemen, and who drove out in a
neat lit l¢ carriage ot his own.

For a long tim3 the worthy lady
trembled when she spoke to her own
servants—in svch mortal dread was skbe
of meking some terrible blunder lke
to th.t ot the bdyy in tlke
tairy tale, who, beinz suddenly raised toa
throne, mistook his magmficently-«1d foot-
men for court grandees, and invite 1 tbem
to play with bim, wh 12 he d-spatched his
plainly dressed prime miuister to fetch the
dominoes !

Grievously was Mrs. Mvggleton haunted
with a drcad lest she, in ber ignoraunce,
should offend against domestic etiquette in
just such ta-hion.

However, so far, thirgs had gone on
pretiy smoothly.

The countv people had manifested a
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spirit ot friendliness, and Mrs. Muggleton
avd her daughrers were gettirg qute ac-
customed to steing the rame of squires,
baronets, members of D irliament, and
even earls, figuring on the bits ol paste-
board in the brand new silver card-basket.

Outward respect, at any rate, was being
psid to the Muggleton millions.

Liady Ru h, instigated thereto by ber
nephew had paid a call at the Towers ; and
the call had peen, in dus course, returne.

Sir G.rald, too, bad gooc-aaturecly
‘dropped in’ to see Mr. Muegleton, had
talked atoat ‘a bit ot shoo irg'; and, in
short, had done a | that a thoroughly kin“-
hearted and well-ored maa couvld do to put
his new neighbors at th-ir ease.

Bu’ tLis dioner party was telt to be the
true test of strength.

It the y acqnitted themselves successful y
st that, the Muoggletons knew the entree
of sgc.ety was won.

Hencetorward they would have nothing
more to fear.

Indeed th's had been Sir GG rald’s thought
in | lsoning the dioner-party tor their beue-

‘We must give the poor things a helgp-
ing-haud, you know,’ be had r mrkec,
goad-vaturedly, to Lwdy Ruth. *O.ce tbey
get in the swim, they'll do verv well; but
we mast help to launch them off a bit.’

‘I’m sure 1t’s very good ot youto trouble
about them,” Lady Ruth bad answcred.
‘You are real y too good-natured.’

And, indeed, ia thos: days, Sir Grald
sesmed literally overfl,wiog with kindness
and Looa na ure.

Tuere was a secret happiness in his
teart which ympelled bim to kindly d:eds,
sand mace bis countenance so gemally
bright 1th.t people wondered how they
could ever fancy there was any look of
melaocholy in bis dark brilliant eyes.

It was a time of sunshine, to be followed
by as black and awlul a storm-cloud &s
ever broke above the besd of man.

But no shadow frow the tuture assai'ed
then.

He deemed bimself a favorite of the gods
and pressed oo, thindly, to meet bis tate.

The nigut ot the dinner-party came at
lengtb, aud the Mugg'eton carri’gs rolled
away from the porials of The [owere,
bearing its treight of silk-robed forms and
wildiy pslpitating hearts.

Mis. Mugglston wore blick velvet and
diamcnds ; hor two eldest cavghters were
radiant in delicate heliotrep; satin, the

roci.es draped with richest lace, aud
pearls circling their neck and arws

Vi was very simple and charming'y
dressed in pale primrote colour, which
harmonised to pertection with her tair,
rosy skin and dack prettily- curling hair.

H: r sisters encouraged her to drees with
youthiul simplicity, wisely thinking 1t
would bave the effect ot making them
appear younger than th-y really were—
and they were approaching an age when a
gvl toinks 1t a privilege to be a.ls to peg
nerself back a hittle on the board ot lite.

Arrived at the Court, they were received
by Lady Ruth with a tranquil politeness
which Mrs. Muggleton immeadiatelv re-
solved to try to imi a e; and by Sir Gerald
with the very pertection of genial good-
nature.

Mec. Maggleton hims:lt was at home
wherever he went.

He was a bappy natured, unaff:cted
man, who, never pretending to be waoat he
was not, was tolera' ly sure of being re-
sp: cted tor what he really way.

1t the truth must be told, he felt secretly
a little good-oatured contemp: for the
younz bironets and tqjuirelings with whom
be now so often tounu bimself, regarding
tham as ‘hlies of the ficld,” who could
neither ‘toil mor spin.’

A man who was no good ‘in the City,’
wasn’t muca good anywhere, n honest
Samuel Muggleton’s opinion.

However, he thought their air of good
breeding a thing to be admired, just as he
admirea his own splendid service of plate
at The Towers; and, as he had a breczy,
genia , and thoroughly sensible manoer,
be baae fair to be & very popular man in
Hampshire.

Tae ladies of his family were not quite

so much as ease as he was.
But even they got on tar better than
they bad expected, for cverybody was
ready to pay court to the wile and daugh-
ters of the millionaire.

It money cannot do everything, it must
be admitted it can do sum3 things wvery
well indecd.

At ficst the ladies found qnite interest

enougn in noting the furmiture, and tbe
general arrangewent of the thing at the
Coart.
Their own zreat drawing room was re
splendent with crimson ang gol i its walls
and cetling ywere maznificently painted ;
and, sl ogetner. it preseated an appear-
apce mos: brilliant and imposirg

Sir Gerald's drawing-room was not at all
like ths.

The carpet was rich, but dark; the up-
bolstery ot the most delicate y suodued
tinte—tints, however, which set ofl to per-
te.tion the brighter hues of the ladies’
dres es, and the masses of hotbouse
flowers.

Mre. Mujgleton, glancing anxiously
abou: ber, was not quite certsin she pre-
terred her own spleudid room to this one.
The soundiog ot & gong, and the
ent:ance of a footman to announee ‘Din
ner is served, my lady !’ broke into the
good lady’s musings; and, in a few
minutes. she had the gratification of being
t: ken i t) the dining-room by Sir Gerald,
and seated st hus right hind.

She had been 1ntroduced to all the
people present, and could meditate upon
them at ber leisure.

Lady Cantrip, in the famous cherry
satin and the false diamoads, sat opporite,
and next to Mrs. Muggleton was John
Morewood ; next to him, sgiin was her
eldest danghter, Marie.

Mrs. Mugg eton beamed with satisfac-
tion.

She knew Morewood as master of Beech
Royal, and a bachelor; and sbe would
pave been well sa.itfi.d to give him one ot
ber daughters to wite.

‘Marie looks c(harming—dear gi'll .

thought 1hs proud mother; and I am sure
he is very atreative and polite P’—which,
of course, wss true, for Morewood was a
gentlem:n.

Janecta bad got, for her neigchbor, a
Sir Granvi 1: Grantly, a handsome dissi-
pated looking man of seven or eight aund
twenty.

Hs, too was a bachelor, and again the
mothers heart beat bigh.

Wi h her youngest daughter’s neighbor
the was not so pertectly wel-pleased.

He wis a handsome, jolly-taced young
man, with brosd shoulders, vlue eyes ond
splendid reeth, wh ch be wes constan'ly
showiog as he laughed bis hearty, ringiog
laugh.

He was not more than four or five and
twanty and bis name was Harry Rol'eeton.

He was the nephew of old Squire Rolls-
ston, who hived at a broken-down old m .c-
or house, half-1-doz nmiles away.

He had neith r wealth nor title, and Mrs
Mouggleten did not care to see ber pretty
youngest danght.r chatting so f.miliarly
with him.

V1 did look pretiy. very pretty with her
dimpled mouth, ana brigut celor and sweet
laughing eves.

There was one other pe-son &t the table
whowm Mrs. Muggleton wstched with keen
interest—oaay, wav, for the matte ot that,
was tha chiet ovject of interesc to"everyone
present.

1 his was Lilian Dalisle, gowned in pure
whire, with no touch ot color about her
save her gleaming golden hair.

She looked like a lily in ber purs white-
ness with that single dash ot gold.

She was the cynosure ot a:l eyes; for it
had begun to be whiepered, in the neigh-
borhood, that she was to be Lady Vere.

Even Mrs. Muggleton bad heard the
tumor, and had parted with that sweet
hope of hers whi:h hed pictured one ot her
own girls as mistrees ot Vivian Court.

There was no formal engagment.

Indeed as a matter ot tact’ Sir (rerald,
passionatelv in love though he was, bad
never breathed another word ot his passion
to Lilian sicce t:at day wben he bed
spcken in the park, and she bade Lim take
tume to consider end reflzct.

Bat, although no formal announcement
had been made, it was clear t) every
body tbat Miss Delisle cccupied no or-
dinary position at the Court.

Lady Ruth treated her as a friend and
€qaal, acd Sir Gerald’s devotion couli be
read in his eyes.

Oue other personage at the dinner-tat le
deserves attention.

This was the Rcverend Augustus Tiptaft
a clergymsn

A tall, fiac ly-built man a little over thirty
years ot age, clean-sbaven with a smooth
pink skin, very fice teeth, light grey eyes,
and becautifully-arranged light brown hair.

Mot people considered him handsome ;
but be was admired by women more than
by men.

There was a sleekness about that smooth,
admirably-preserved complexion, and a
look in that 1 gh -zrey eye, which made men
“ware’ of tte R verend Augustus.

For the rest, he was of good family—the
nephew of an earl—:nd most puncrilious
in the obseivance of his priestly cuties,

After dinner, when the men came into
the drawing room, Mrs. Mnggleton wa'ck-
ed aoxiously to see how they would diport
themselves.

A little to her disappointment, Morewood
did not join her ¢lcest daughrter; instead,
he found a vacsnt place besiae Liady Ruth.

Sir Gravville sauntered up to Janetts,
and H.rry Rolleston apnextd Vi in the
boldest, easiest tashion in the world.

For a minute or two, 1t seemed as though
the eldest Miss Muggleton was to be left
alone, but the Reverend Mr. ILiptatc, spy-
ing the vacant place on tbe couch beside
her, slid gently mto it, aud commenced a
conversation in sott, bland tones.

Tous the Muggleton famly were floated
on to the treacherous waters ot sociely.

And there, tor tte present, we may sale-
ly leave them.
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CHAPTER XI1II.

IN THE LANE,

Tt was nearly midoight when Morewood
leit the Ceurt.

He bad driven himee!f over in his dog-
cart, csring but htils fortha attndance of
scrvants when he con'd do without them.

And now, on the hhmew-rd journey, he
was giving a littto Mr. Tiptatt, who had
wa ked ¢v r irom Little Cleeve.

*1 can drop you at your rectory without
going two hundred yaras out of my w.y,’
he had said, good-naturedly.

And the reverend gentleman bad acee pt-
ed the < fler with alacrity.

As trey drove thrcugh the moon-lit
park, Mr. Tiptatt was the ficst to speak.

‘Whet do vou thik ot our new neigh-
bors ?' he said.

‘What, the Muggletons ¥’

‘Yes.

*I'he man himself T like. I th'nk bim a
fine, hearty, honest feillow—a diawond in
the rough, but a diamond aiter all. I with
there were more men like him. I mean, in
bis genuine honesty, and in his plan com-
mon sense.’

‘Yes, I should say he is honest,’ said
Me. Tip*alt, very much as thoueh he con-
si'ered bonesty was poor Mr. M ggletou’s
onl/ virtue ‘And the women ot the famuly,’
be resumed, atter & pause, ‘what do you
thiok ot them ?'

‘Ob, tbey are right enough Mrs. Mug-
gleton hasn’c ibe repose ot a Vere de Vere
perhaps—a )i tle fidgetty and over-anxious
[ thought; but she's a pleasant, good-
hearted sort of creature. Aond as to th»
girls, they’ce really rath-r nice— the young
ove especially. It's quite a pleasure to
watch her. One doesu’c often see euch a
bright, pretty, unaflected lit:1s thing’

‘H'm ! it was one of the elder ones you
sat n¢ x¢ to, at dinner, wasn’c it P’

*Yes. L.ady Cant ip says she used to be
called Poliie, but that they re-christened
her Marie when they went to Kranoce.
But you know what a spitcful old gossip
she is. Upun my word, I oughbt to be
ashamed ot 1epeating what she says.

*Then you admire M ss Marie ?’

‘Ob, 1 cavn’t go so tar as that ! She seem-
ed a pleasant young woman; and will be
still pleasanter, I dare say, whenshe getsa
little more us:d to their new position her:.
But, to tell you the truth, I didn’c take
much notice ot her. Now you did, I fancy.
You were sitting with her the greater part
of the eveoing.]

Odd though it may s3em, the r¢verend
gen leman did not care for tuis allusion.

He was virioly diccomposed, #nd cleared
bis throat several times betore he spoke
again.

Then it was to say—

‘Upon the whole, then, you think they
may be receive d into tociety P’

Morewood turned and looked at him in
surprisc—perhaps, secretly, a little in die-
gust as well.

‘Raceived into society " Le repeated.
*My dear tellow, of course they may.’

Mr. Tiptatt made a little deprecatng
gesfure.

‘Ob, pray don’t think [ ray a word
sgainst it ' he exclaimed, burriedly. ‘Thst
would ill befi: my profession.’

‘I hope I shall never be eshamed of know-
ing a men Jike Muoggleton,’ said Mcrewood
with decision.

‘And you would not hesitate to marry
into sucu a family

‘Ab, that's anviber thing! Onpe chocses
one’s wife a lLitl: differently from how one
chooses one’s triends.’

‘Yes, to be sure. You are quite right.
Upon tkhe whole I agree with you, pertect-
ly. These peogle are worthy peojl-, and
it behov. s us, as Christians, to give them
the rigat hand ot fcllowship. But we can-
not biind our eyes to the fact they are not—
not exactly the sort ot people we should
care to unite ourselves to in mearrisge.

‘Ot course I, as a minister of religion,
sm bcund to show them every courtesy.
Indeed, 1 shill make a point of visiting
them very trequently, and of doing ever:-
thiog in my power to make their residence
smong us sgreeable. So mucb, I take it,
Chbristian charity demands. A clergymsn,
Mr. Morewood, must needs make himselt
‘all things to all men.” I do not torget
what [ owe to the Muggletons as their
perish prieect  The Towers is in my parisb,
you know. They shall not find me lacking
ia my cuty.)

Tne 1everend gentleman spoke with
unctuous solemnity.

I:s sleek, smooth face lacked atsolute ly
smug as he turned it sentimentally towards
the fu'l bright moon.

Morewood set bim down, in his own
mind, as a humbug.

He weuld have liked him better if he
had not talked so much about his duties as
a Christien; and be wondered, vaguely,
what he was driving at.

Certainly, he was very far from guessing
the plans which, at that moment, filled Mr.
Tiptatt’'s mind.

Having m:de diligent inquiries, he bhad
diccovered that Mr. Muggletcn was able
to bestow on each of bis daughters a for-
tune amounting toclose upon a million
pounds.

‘I'ms enormcus wealth had so stirred the
heart ot the rector ot Little C eeve, that ke
bad forthwith conceived the ambitious prc-
ject of annexing one of thote millions for
his own special bendfir.

He was aware, however. that this might
be ro easy teat to accomy lizh.

Other mén worll be in pursuit of the
heiresses—probably m:n who had far
more to ¢ ff r in exchange than he.

Although be was the pepnew of an easl,
the earl was ooly an Irish cne, end a bat-
tered, disreputable old rake at that.
Nothing was to be got by his ivfluence,
and not much from his name, e¢ven with the
appendage of a title.

Oi private  fortune, the Reverend
Augueius bad not a peony.

Tte living of Little Clecve brought him
in barely a etix bundred a-year, and his
abi ities were Lot a type to mark him for
rapid promotion in the church.

Clearly, be bad not much to offer in ex-
chenge for a wife with a mil.ion pounds.

Two qualities, however, he did possess

in perfection—a selfish cunn'ng, snd sn
cgiegicus conceit—very valuable qaslitics
as men have found them in all ages of the
wor ld.

Itary man konew on which side his
bread was buttered, and diemed, more-
over, that be deserved more of tke ‘butter’
than his fellows, that man was the Rover-
«nd Angustus Tiptaft.

Sitting at Sir (yerald’s dinner-table, he
bad feared that John Morewood intended
to ‘make the running’ tor Marie Muegle-
ton; and bence the gentle ‘pumping’ to
wbi h he was sutj:ctiog Lim during tbis
Ltomeward drive.

Well énough he knew he could never
oomj ete wih the master o B ech Roy:ilj
and so be endeavoured to give him u dis-
taste for the pursuit from the wvirv ficat,
whl2 reseiving to himself the priviloga—
as an exercise ot Cbristian virtue—ot be-
g as wtimate with the mil jonaire’s family
as be might chocs?.

Morc<wood, dresming nothing of wh:t
was psssing through this ‘great 1.tle mind’
fell into & rev.rie as soon as the reverend
gentlem:n relapsed in‘o silence.

It the truth must be told, Lis thoug:'s
were ot Lilian Delisle.

[le was reca'ling her as she had 1)oked
that mght in her grand, rare loveliness.

He wss asking .imselt whether e could
be guite content to kaow she was to be
Sir G-rald’s wife.

Very «eep in thought was he as the dog-
cart passcd out of the park, and bowled
swittly along a lsne, which l:y bathed in
the moonlight, 1n spite of the trees archi. g
overhead.

A pl:ntation ran on on= side of the lane.

A eroun’, as of someore breaking
through the undergrowth, msde bhim loox
n the direction waence .t came, and as he
looked, the blosd rushcd madly to his
heart, and he coull teel himselt turning.

We 1 might his heart give a mighty throb,
and th-n stand ¢till, for, jact inside the plan-
tation not & dozen ysrds awsy from him,
s 0ood Madeline Winter—the woman he
had assisted to escape—the murder-ss of
Miss Marshall—the sister of Lallian Delisle.

One mcment—no more—she stood there,
and then swit ly and silently, she turned
aw.y, snd was immediately lost to sight
among the trees.

Brief as had been his glance at her, he
kvew it was impossible pe could be de-
ceived.

I'ne moon had shone full upon her face,
making it appear very pale—as it had ap-
pearcd on that never to be forgo'ten night.

Her eyes—1hose strang: ly tbrilling, soul
haunting eyez—had looked straight iato his
own

Whether the recognition bad been mutual
he could nct t 1! ; but th: woman had look-
¢d at him fully, and thken bad dis-
appeared as tlough anxious to escape.

Great Heaveps ! whatis the doing here ?’
he muttered, almost #loud in 1 1y excitement.

He teared his companion must notice how
disturbed he was; but he need not Lave
feared.

The R-verend Augustus wes absorbed
in blisstul calculations ot his own.

He bad not even secn the face in the
planta ion.

It Morewood had been #lone, he would
bave got down from the dogcart, and at-
tempted to find the woman ; but he could
pot do this now without offering some ex-
planation to Mr. Thptait.

And what ex; lination coull he give ?

Indeed, what good could he do, even if
h> found the womsp ?

Unless he we epared to give her up
to justice—which, sbsuredly. he was not—
what had he to do with ber?

Accordingly, he drove on through the
moonlight, st dcwa Mr. Tiptaft at his neat
rectory. and then, fu1t of thought, continu-
ed his own way home.

But, all through that night, snd in the
morninz, too, he was oppresscd by a feel-
ing that the sppesrance ot Madeline Win-
t.r boded evil —evil to bis Iriend Sir Ger-
¢l i—evil to L lian Delisle.

‘I had hoprd she wasat the other end
of the woi1d,” he muttered vexedly, to bim-
selt. ‘Heavens ! what a strange thing that
I sheu'd be concerned in an affair hke
this ! What a pity it is the guilty womsn
did vot die. How much betier for all
parties concerned if she were lyirg in that
grave yonder.’

Then, again, the question forced itself
upon bim—

Why had she come to Hampshire—to
this particular spot, ot al others in the
world ? Surely she must know that here
sbe was moet likely to be detected ? Could
it be to sce her sister she bad ccme ?

It was pcstit 1+, but, surely. not prob able,
seeing thit Liban did not to much as know
ste was slive.

It Made¢line Winter had not choten to
teke her young sister into her corfidence,
three years ago, it was hardly lkely she
would do so now.

‘I w.ll see Lilizn’ ke murmu-ed to him-
selt, tor it was tbus be always thought of
Sir Geral i's future wife. ‘It she has seen
her gister, or has bas beard abpytLiog to
make her dcubt that sbe is dead, 1 shall be
abl: to read it in ber face’

Thus r- solving, be set off for the Court,
and found Lady Ruth and L lian in one of
the smooth parlors overlooking a smooth,
sunny lawn.

Both were tranquilly engaged in fancy-
work.

One glance at Lilian’s face convinced
Morewqod sbe had heard no startling or
di:quieting news.

She was graciously serene and sweet as
usual.

Precently, bowever, he bad an opportun~
ity ot speaking to her alone.

Laacy Rth lett the room for somethirg,
and then, to m-ke sssurance doubly sure,
be lcaned torward, and said, n a low voice

‘Forgive me for alluding to a painful sub-
ject. There is just one quertion I want to
ask you. Doyoumind relling me when
you lsst saw your sister ?

A thadow crossed the fair wlite brow, a
lock ot tadness s'ole into the velvert
depths of her eyes ; but there was no touc
of con'usion.

To be contir ued.
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