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My Love Story.

CHAPTER V.

‘By Jove I" excleims Sir Harry Grasmore
in a tone of immense satisfaction, ‘you
don't say so! Whata charming Phyllis
she will make, to be sure; and, of course,
you will allow me to play Corydon—excuse
the metaphor; but it there’s onme thing
more than another that I confess a secret
bankering after, it is amateur theatricals,
and I assure you ’pon my honour, that I'm
a very g:aod hand at it, too. I've run
through the gamut of all stock plays. My
Charles Surface was very well spoken of
in several leading papers last season.
Where is Lady Curton? Who is stage
manager P’

I sink helplessly back into the recesses
of a huge armchair.

Truly I am in & pretty dilemma now,
tor which I can partly thank my own vanity
and stupidity, and from which, at present,
1 see no way of extricating myseif.

Sir Harry's words fall upon my ears like
& thunderclap, and cause me to sink out of
sight in dismay at the disagreeable pros-
pect of having him for my stage lover.

1t is too bad ot him to persecute me like
this, and tears of vexation fill my eyes.

It is too late for me to retreat, however,
because a score of intimate acquaintance
beard me consent to play the heroine’s
part, and it would only draw more atten-
tion to Sir Harry and myself if I repudiat-
ed the arrangement now.

‘Pardon me,’ murmurs a quietly sarcastic
voice, close at my side, ‘but I think—that
is, did you not say something to me this
morning, Lady Curton, about wishing me
to undertake the part of Lovel, which is
quite familiar to me, owing to my having
played it betore P I may be mistaken—’

‘Why, yes; of course I did, Sir An-
thony,” replies Lady Curton, quickly. ‘It
will suit you down to the ground ; you will
look the part better than Sir Harry, espec-
ially as you know it ; and there is another
part I have picked out for him, which I am
sure he will play admirably.’

‘Nonsense !’ cries Sir Harry, none too
politely, ‘I will play Lovel, or notbing;
bang it all, I insist upon baving that part.
Come, Lady Curton, make a redistribution
in my favor—Lovel, or nothing for me.’

Lady Curton’s eyes flash with annoyance ;
she is the most good natured woman in the
world, but is rather inclined to stand upon
her dignity, and Sir Harry’s free-and-easy
manner of addressing her does not com-
mend itself to her good taste.

‘] am afraid that it will be ‘nothing,’ then
8ir Harry,” be replies, rather coldly. ‘I
bave given the part of Lovel to Sir Anthony
Nigel, and, unless he resigns it I certainly
shsll not offer it to anyone else.’

My heart is beating wildly, furiously.

It T was excited before, I am a hundred
times more so now, since I have learned
that Sir Anthony is to take part in the the-
atricals.

That means, of course, that I shall see
him almost daily for several weeks, per-
haps ; and our parts may lie together.

I do not know the play at all, for I am
still very ignorant in such matters; in fact,
until tonight, I bhave never even heard of
it, but its title, Lovel’s Bride, is full of pos-
sibilities, and Sir Harry’s extreme eager
ness to have the part of Lovel given to him
is sufficient in itself to warn me that it may
be more sentimental than I should find
pleasant.

But to have Sir Anthony as my stage
sweetheart, to have to assume, even in jest
the part of his bride, causes the blood to
course rapidly through my veins, and makes
my heart beat with pleasure.

I take very little interest in the rest of
the discussion, beyond gathering that Sir
Harry repents his rash speech, and asks,
with more humility than I have seen him
ever display before, for another
part since he cannot have the one he most
deslres.

Lady Curton graciously complies with
his requast, and while he is going into
details with Lancelot Curton, the stage-
manager, I persuade Aunt Janette to slip
away without 8ir Harry seeing us leave.

She laughingly agrees, so we set off for
home, where, after hurriedly making a
change of toilette, and partaking of dinner,
we go to the opera to hear Lolengrin.
Hardly are we seated in our box before
Colonel Treherne and Sir Axnthony stroll
in, and I gather from what they say that
Aunt Janette invited them to do so this
aiternoon.

Ere long Aunt Janette and the colonel —
who, as I discovered long ago, is perhsps
her greatest favorite—are deep in conversa-
tion together, paying very little attention
to the masic or plot.

Between the acts he escorts Aunt
Janette to the crush room, where
she expects to meet some friends,
according to her usual babit, whilst
I am leit alone for a briet space wih
Sir Anthony Nigel.

‘] nave a confession and an apology to
make to you,’' he begins, directly tLe
others have leit, which accounts for my
presence bere this evening.’

‘Surely that needs no apology,’ I reply,
in surprise , since it is a favourite practice
with Aunt Janette to have her men friends
attend her whenever she visits the opera.
*You know her box is always full of
visitors ’

*Yes, ot coursef’ he replies,’ hesitatingly ;
‘but I came here to-night to spesk with
you—not her. Let me explain,’ ratber
hurriedly, as if afraid lest 1 may miscon-
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strue his worlls to mean more than be in-
tends, ‘it is about these theatricals, that I
owe you an explanation.’
‘Yes,” 1 remark, looking down, and
with heightened colour ; ‘please go on.’
‘You heard what I said to Lady Curton
—that I knewjthe part, had played it be-
fore, and tbat it was already allotted to
me before Sir Harry applied for 1t ?
‘Yes,’ I answer, ‘I heard you say that,
and—and I was awfully pleased about it.’
‘Well,’ he says slowly, while a crimson
flush steels over his face, ‘I certainly know
the flsy from seeing it acted once before
but I have never played in it myself. I
am not familiar with the part as I pretend-
ed to be; and last of all, Lady Curton
never mentioned the word ‘theatricals’ in
mf ﬁpreuence until this afternoon. It was
all fiction, invented on the spur of the mo-
ment, to gain the part for myself, and I
cannot rest until I have made confession to
you and obtain absolution.’

‘But why should you confess to me ?
How can I absolve you ?’ I ask. in confu-
sion. ‘What have I to do with it ’

‘Everything,” bhe replies, emphatically.
“The fact is, as I said before, I have seen
the play jLovel's Bride, acted by a com-
pany of amatures, and it is a rather pretty
but very sentimental piece indeec{t I
think, myself, that the Curtons made a
mistake in selecting it; not that there is
anything objectionable in it—on the con-
trary it 1s perfectly au regle; only—well’
—abruptly—*‘with a man like Sir Harry as
the hero, with you as the heroice, know-
ing as I do what a strong feeling he has
for you, I thought you might find yourselt
rather awkwardly placed, unless’—very
slowly—-‘the teeling is mutal, when I cer-
tainly have made a mess of it:’

‘How can I thank you sufficiently, Sir
Antlony ?' Ireply, unsteadily, for I can
quite realize the effort it must have cost
his proud spirit before he could stoop to
utter a lie; ‘vou have saved me from un-
speakable torture. I did not know the
flsy—l did not dream for a moment that

should be cast to play with him—
surely you cannot be in doubt as to my
feelings towards him. He is the only per-
son on the face of the earth whom I abso-
lute hate.’

All anxiety and sternness dies out of his
face for a moment, and the smile that is
one of his rare charms, flts across his
features.

“That is all right he observes, gaily;
I have been in an agony ever since the
words passed my lips. I uttered them on
the spur of the moment, when I saw tears
in your eyes, or thought 1did ; and, seeing
that no else appreciated the situation, or
came to your relief, I threw myself into
the breach. All's well that ends well, and
Lady Curton is a real brick : a woman with
tact like hers could rule a kingdom.

The rest of the evening slips rapidly
away, and, with Sir Anthony beside me,
with 8 whispered word now and then, fan-
ning me when I am bot, and wrapping my
cloak round me when Iam cold, I am
really in, Paradise.

Not that he ever indulges in compli-
ments, or utters any remark but the ver-
iest commonplaces regarding the scenery,
the actors, or the music.

Not that he murmurs one word of love
or sentiment in my ear, which I could pos-
sibly construe into affection or passion.

1‘{ 0: tke whole werld might bear all that
passes between us, and yet, when I got
over it all atterwards, in the seclusion of
my own room, I tell myself that it
has been the very happiest day I ever
spent.

If his lips spoke no tender syllables,
his eyes did, and the slightest
touch of his hand seemed like
a caress; whilst the joy I feel in
thinking how circumvented Sir Harry is
surely not without reason.

I feel that the events of to-day have
drawn us together with a strong cord—
that, when we next meet, we shall have
passed all the ordioary outposts of friend-
ship, and be wandering into the fairyland
of Love.

Aunt Janette teases me unmercifully 1n
the morning about the events of the pre-
vious day.

‘You are turning out a dreadful little
flirt,’ she declares. ‘‘No matter who the
individual may be, it is all the same to you
so that it is man. How I laughed yester-
day, to be sure to see one sweet little wild
flower surrounded by so many clamorous
bees. There was poor Bertie Eslcourt,
as grave and as silent as a judge—he who,
only a few weeks back, badn’t a carein
the world—and Lord Merton, who was so
eager to obtain the part ot Lovel thst he
stamm+red and stuttered so frighttull)
over the first syllables ol his speech that
Lady Curtou does not know to this minute
that he applied for it at all. Then Sir
Harry blustering and imperative as usual.
dying to have the oppertunity of making
open love to you, whilst Lady Curton has
already given it away to, perhaps, the only
man in her set who didn’t want it.’

It really seems as if Aunt Janette were
right, as, time goes on, for Sir Anthony
shows so little interest in his part, and re
hearses so tamely, that Sir Harry commis-
erates with me on having such a stick to
act with, and the stage-manager whispers

‘Hang it, old fellow, don’c ruin the
show ! The girl isn’c made of spun glass;
she wouldn’t break it you were to touch
ber hand ’

On the eveniog of the performance, the
guasts begin to arrive early.

Everyone wants to be made up at once,
and the professional dresser who has been
engaged for the same evening is in despair

he whole place is in a state of chaos,

When ! meet Sir Anthony bebind th-
scenes, I utter a little cry ot wondering

delight.

He looks superbly handsome in his handkerchief, and vows that he will part eont.lhﬁ for excitement ;
white satin costume, trimmed with them oanly at his death. stand being alone with my own’{b:::::

with gold lace, and the white tied n{
the back with a piece of black ribbon.

I do not know what he thinks of my ap-
pearance, but every one else tell me I look
charming. -

Lancelot Carton comes up, and begs him
to throw as much animation into his part
as possible

Sir Harry, in the bac und, remarke,
sotto voce, but quite audible, to a girl he
is talking to, and with whom be has been
carrying on a desperate flirationjduring the
last tortnight, no doubt to pique me—

‘Pon my honor, the fellow 1s next door
to a tool. ‘I said all along, he waen’i up
to the part; only no one would pay any at-
tention to what I smd. It wanted a man
to play Lovel, a real live flesh and blood
man, not & dressed up prig made of wood

-—’

1 do not catch the remainder of his sen-
tence but I see a change come over Sir
Anthony’s features; his eyes glow with
patsion, and even the powder on his face
does not conceal the deep red flush that
suffases it.

‘You hear what they are saying of me
he says, abruptly ; ‘that I cannot act, am a
tool, and that I am spoilit(xig your part as
well as my own. Woat do you advise me
to do P’

‘I think you might certainly put more
spirit 1nto your part,’ [reply, rather cold
ly, for I am naturally mortified at his ap-
psrent sulkiness, ‘or you had better not
have undertaken it all. You take things
too seriously, Sir Anthony. Atter all it is
only aciing—"

“Is it P he asks, quietly, and I feel my-
self change color, and grew hot all over
as he continues: ‘So be it—the decision is
against me ; only, don’t blame afterwards
Barbara.’

It is the first time he has ever called me
by my christian name ; bnt I have no time
to think of that.

The curtain is rung up, and soon I am
pushed onto the stage, where I find Daiey
Cucton just finishing her first long speech
and gave me my cue.

I dare not look at the sea of
faces in the ftront, but rush
into my part; and presently Lovel
comes on, and [ see at a glance that
a startling change bas come over him dur-
ing the last few minutes.

He is absorbed in the part—it is not
Sir Anthony, it is Lovel himself who has
come to woo me, and a storm of applause
greets the ciose ot every speech.

I have never seen acting like this—it
carries all betore it and imbues me with a
trantic desire to act up to it.

I, too, forget that I am Barbara Court-
seine ; I forget that I am only portraying
a fancy part for the amusement of Lady
Curton and ber guests.

For the nonce I am really Dorothy True-
heart, soon to be Lovel's bride.

I laugh, dance, sing, play. I ama
coquette and a prude by turns to suit my
capricious fancy.

I exert every latent charm and power to
bring my stage-lover to my feet, and suc
ceed beyond all hope.

Again and again we are cilled before
the curtain at the close, and it really seems
as if the applause will never cease.

‘I've seen Robson and Sothern, and
every actor of ani note within the last
fitty years,’ remarks one old gentleman,
solemnly, ‘but not one of them could touch
the Lovel of to-night. He is a genius—a
wonder ! It's quite a pity taat his position
precludes the iaes of adopting the stage as
his profession. As for the young lady,
sho is & born coquette, and some day will
have all the world at her feet.’

That's the Prime Minister who is speak-
ing,’ murmurs Daisy Curton in my ear.
‘Praise from such a man is praise indeed.’

The performance over, we go down to
supper, I with Sir Anthony as my escort;
and we return to the drawing-room, an
hour later, to find it cleared for a dance.

Sir Anthony claims my hand for the first
waltz, and then another, and anotber.

He is still Lovel—ardent, tender,
passionate.

He holds me closely in his arme,
and bends his face near to mine,
as we glide round the room together.

Sir Antheny, with his cool, careless
languor and ‘platonic’ manner, has vanish-
ed, and left not a trace behind.

I feel that I Jove and am loved; I tread
upon air, and am in the realms ot Paradise.

He tollows me about the whole night;
he is jealous 1t I linger with another parther
one second longer than is absolutely neces-
sary.

rtyie begs the flowers at my breast, a
knot of ribbon from my bair; be steals my
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Then Aunt Janette comres up and breaks
our tete-a-tete.

‘Child.’ she says, with a yawn, ‘do you
know it is four o'clock? I am dead with
sleep ; we really must go home now or we
shall both be ill together. Ah, Sir
Anthony, what an actor you would make,
to be sure! Why, you can make your
audience laugh or cry at your will.’

He attends us to our om'h,e, and re-
quests permission to s2e us safely home;
he kisses my hand at parting, and as I take
off the gatb of Dorothy Trueheart and
prepare for bed, I kiss each garment
separately, and say—

‘I was wearing you at the time I dis-
covered that be loved me.’

CHAPTER VI.

‘There is someone else,” cries Aunt
Janette, suddenly turning roued and giv-
ing me a piercing glance as if she would
read my soul.

*No girl of your ‘ie and inexperience
could reject a saitor like Sir Harry in such
a cool, firm way unless she had already
given her heart to another man. Barbara,
you have bebaved badly to me. What
have 1 done that you should withhold your
confidence from me? I am deeply hurt,
for I have not deserved it ot you atter all
I’ve done to win your affection.’

I flush scarlet trom brow to chin; I turn
hot and cold all over.

I try to deny that I care for any man, but
my tongue cleaves to the roof ot my mouth,
and my lips refuse to utter the words I
wish to say.

1 have succeeded in staving off a positive
offer ot marriage from Sir Harry until now
—at least, until last night, when he plunged
boldly into the subject before I realized
his intention.

He absolutely refused to be refused, if 1
may express it that way, and called upon
my aunt early this morning to urge her to
use all her influence to induce me to ac-
cept him as my future husband.

‘I'his I shall never do, not only because 1
dislike him personally, but also because, as
Aunt Janette has guessed, I care for an
other man.

Slowly, but surely, during these last
three months I have given my heart to Sir
Anthony Nige'.

Sometimes I thiuk he stole it right away
when he first met, and 1 despise myself for
baving done the very thing tor which I re-
proved poor Bertie Dalcourt—namely fall-
en in love at first sight; whilst at otber
times I think that I have deliberately walk-
ed into it day by day and hour by hour.

I look upon him as my good angel, even
as [ regara Sir Harry as my bad one, for,
as chance will bave it, Sir Anthony is al-
ways at hand when I want a triend.

He seems to see right into my soul and
understand my secrec wishes.

Nunberless times during the last few
months has he saved me from an embarras-
ing tete-a-tete with my bete-noire, until I
teel quite blank and lost when [ have not
him to turn to—as last night, for instance,
when, at a small dance given by Lady
Somers—Sir Harry’'s married sister—Sir
Harry contrived to propose to me, which
1 am convinced he never would have suc-
ceeded in doing had Sir Anthony been pre-
sent.

When Aunt Janette reproaches me for
with-holding my confidence from her, I
feel terribly guilty, tor she is only speaking
the truth, and yet what have I to tell ?

Nothing, just nothing at all, which I could
put into plain words, and yet sufficient to
fill my daydreams with a sweet radiance.

I do care tor another man.

Ilove him with all my heart.

1 could tell his footstep amongst a thou-
sand.

The sound of his rich baritone voice fills
me with unspeakable joy.

A look trom his eyes seems to steal into
my brain, and yet—and yet I have nothing
at all to tell.

He bas never uttered one word of love,
pever tried to convey to me, by word or
deed, that he cares a straw about me save
and except upon that one occasion.

I bave met him at a score of balls since
that first one at L.ady Curton’s, but he has
never danced with me twice, except that
once, and never, sinfe then, ever sat out a
dance with me.

On all ordinary occasions, in fact, he
seems to avoid me ; only, instinct tells me
that his indifference is but assumed, and
that, sooner or later, he will tell me he
loves me. -

Meanwhile, I must possess my soul in
patience, and still guard my secret not only
trom Aunt Janette but from all the world
besides.

How it has escaped notice I canunot tell,
but 1 congratulate myself many a time and
oit that it has done so.

The only person I really fear has guess-
ed sometbing ot it is Sir Harry Grasmore,
although we both seem more guarded than
usual towards one another in his presence ;
now that he bas openly asked Aunt Ja-
nette’s consent to pay his addresses to me,
the difficulties. ot my position are increased
tenfold, more especially as her vexation at
my lack of confidence in her does not evap-
orate as quickly as I have hoped, and the
estrangement between us hurts me deeply.

She 18 never unkind to me, but merely
cold and silent, and bardly addresses me
at all, mn spite of my efforts towards a re-
conciliation.

Consequently Sir Harry, who does not
seem to understand a rebuff, is rarely ab-
sent trom my side.

To make matters worse I have noticed
a subtle change in Sir Anthony’s manner
towards myself of late—instead of our in-
timacy making any progress as time passes
on, we seem to be drifting apart.

Days.go by without my seeing him at all
and when we do meet he makes no effort
to talk to me.

Some of :he t;‘r‘ighm;ll' seems to have

one out of my life; I am beginning to
t‘uto the Dead Sea truits ot life.

Society palls upon me, and yet, with a
wild restlessness, for which I cannot ac-

I dare not trust myself to think of him
snd yet I tire out even Aunt Janette in m
wild, mad endeavors to see him, to spe
to him, to try and break down the barrier
which has risen between us.

‘Why, Barbara,’ she exclaims, one very
hot day when, after a drive in the park, an
bour’s shopping, a lurcheon-party, an af-
ternoon garden party, and s theatre at
night, 1 urge her to drop in at Lady Cur-
ton’s reception for an hour before going
home, ‘why, Barbara. you are cireless, in-
satiable ; not one night this week have we

touched our pillows before daylight. You

will ruin your complexion; you are lomg
all your exquisite color. I really do thin
we had better go home tonight and get
soms rest.’

«Just for an hour, Aunt Janette,’ [
1 plead, feverishly, ‘just to have a look
round. Sbe ex?ecto us. We need not
stey, you know.

‘Only long enough to see who is there, I
suppose,’ she replies, quietly. ‘Dear Bar-
bara, what has come to you? Who is it
that bas wrought such a woetul change in
my Woodland flower P’

It is midnight when we arrive there, and
the crush is simply frightful.

We see dozens of familiar faces in the
first few minutes.

Colonel Treherne meets us at the en-
trance of the drawing-room.

I see a sudden li? t leap into my aunt’s
eyes and die quickly away again, as he
turps and addresses me with a smile.

Then I see Sir Anthony’s stern, band-
some face at our side, and I forget every-
thing.

‘Ah! Sir Authony,’ cries my aunt, with a
smile. ‘How are you? We csught a
glimpse of you in the stalls tonight but,
you did not come round to our box. May
I leave Barbara in your charge for a few
minutes? I am going down to supper with
Colonel Treherne.’ .

In another instant she has gone, and we
are alone together.

I can teel my hand tremble asI lay it on
his arm.

For once Fate has favored me.

Now surely, 1t ever, I shall learn how I
have offended him, and make my peace.

Almost mechanically he commences to
walk towards the window recess in the cor-
ridor, where we seat ourselves in silence,
as we did once before—centuries ago now,
as it seems to me.

‘We hardly ever seem to meet you now,
Sir Anthony,’ I begin slowly, for want ot
something better to say. ‘{t was quite &
pleasant aurﬁrile to see you here tonight.’

‘It is by the merest chance that 1 am
here,’ he replies, with averted eyes. ‘Lady
Curton is an old famil, friend of ours, and
she seemed to think that I have neglected
late. She was very anxious for me to take
part in her private theatricals next month,
which T was obliged to refuse, as I am leav-
ing town for a time. I was anxious to
make my peace before gaing, theretore ran
in for an hour tonight.’

‘You are leaving town ?’ I repeat, me-
chanically, not taking in the full sense of
the words all at once. ‘How long for—
where are you gaing to—when do you start
and how soon shall you return ?,

‘] start to morrow,’ he raplies, briefly,
‘The date of my return is in the remote
future. My destination is Africa, where
I have arranged to join a party of friends
on a shooting expedition.’ '

‘Africa P’ I echo, startled out ot all as-
sumed indifference, as I realiza what his
indefinite absence will mean to me. ‘No
time fixed for your return—it is horrible to
think of You must be joking, Sir
Anthony !

There is an agony in my voice that my
utmost efforts seem to subdue—my words
are wildly incoherent.

1 tremble trom head to foot, and I teel
as it I am losing hold of everything I care
for—as if life, reason, and Heaven itself
were slipping away from me

*Why should I be joking?’ he replies,
carelessly. ‘No; I assure you, Miss Court-
scine, that I am in real earnest, I spent
some months there once before, and it did
me an incalcul .ble amount of good. You
see, a man wante something more in his
lite than to hang about drawing- ooms all
day. 71am fond of an outdoor lite—sport
and exercise. I am tired to death of the
kind of existence I have been leading late-
ly. What shall I send you from foreign

arts ?’

is light josting tone seems to cut my
heart like a knite.

I.am conscious that, for my pride’s sake,
for the honor of womanhood, I ounht to
pull myselt together, and return some com-
monplace answer.

But I cannot; I am not accustomed to
feel one thing and feign another.

Everything seems to fade wway out of
my lite, save the knowledge that I love thie
man with all my soul—all my nature—and
that he cires for me so little that he can
go away without one word of regret.

‘You were going away without sayiag
good-bye! I whisper, almost inaudibly.
‘What have I done—how have I offended
you? You would hardly leave an ordinary
acquaintance without saying good-bye.’

*1 left my card at Mrs. Dashwood’s this
sfternoon,’ he replies in an odd voice ; and,
looking up into his tace, I see that it is pale
ar death.

Is it t_he. effect of the dim light, oris it
that he is ill? Or can it be thathe is not
so indifferent to me as he wishes to appea~?

‘You must not go,’ I cry, wildly. ‘You
are my only real friend. ‘What nﬁ;ll Ido
without you about—about Sir Harry ?'

‘I hope that you will not m him,’ he
said, quietly. ‘I should—I should be very
pleased to hear of your marriage to any
one who 18 worthy of you, but—well, I am

ﬁ) away, and will speak plainly to you.
y

owledge ot Sir Harry Grasmore

oes back some years, and I am only speak-
ing the truth when [ tell you that he is
very bad man. His wite will be a miserable
woman. Promise me that you will be firm.’
‘I sball never marry Sir Harry,’ I reply,
(CoNTINUED ON FIFTEENTH PAGE ) ;
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