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m the window-pane, the wiad howled
"

“You are so aclish,’ Mrs. Loraine said,
sbly. ‘You never study my tastes.

E’ or years I have promised myself this visit,

4 ~ sndnow ycu do nothing but complain.’

e [ am not complaining,” Shirley argued.
R %ﬂﬁonod the fact that it is rather

" . Loraine moved impatien‘ly in her

: chair

‘You may not have actually ssid more,
but your h’nk—welll, -{ou .,are g‘:-o:::g
positivel y—you look as if you had t

~cares of {b:'whole world on yon{ shoulders.

& 1 were Gilbert, I,lhonld certainly break

~ off my engagement.

I only wish you were Gilbert, then,

~}Shirley declared. recklessly. ‘I don't want
marry bim. I hate the thouz't of it.

Ob, mother, indeed I cannot do it !

bﬂ.er voice was trembling with supprcssed
8008,

She flung bersc1t on her knees beside
Mrs. Loarine, who stared at her with eyes
wide with horrified surprise. *

‘What are you raving about ?' she gasp-
ed. ‘For Heaven’s sske, don’t let anyore
find you in this ridiculous position. You
mpml Gilbert to please yourselt. 1 am
sure'—plaintively— ‘I never attempted to

o you. It is too late now to change
your m?nl. Oh, dear, what a troutlesome,
obstinate girl you ar-!’

Shirley slowly rose to ber f-et, the pas-
sionate entreaty dying out of her small
pale face,

If Gilbert were a peor man,’ she said,
‘you would not want me to marry bim.’

*I should think not, indeed !' cried Mrs.
Loraine. ‘Poverty is an evil we should all
avoid. Dear me, it only Madge were
here, she would kmow how to conwvince
yoti; ‘but it upsets me ro terribly; my
nerves, and one thing and another——’

Mrs.:Loraine’s utterance became drown-
ed in tears.

Shirley walked back to the window.

Her own eyes were dry snd uard, as she
stared into the forlorn acd dismal garden.

‘I don't know wbat to do with you,’
Mrs. Loraine began, after some minutes
ot silence had elapsed. ‘I am eure [ am
ready to do anytbing to pl-ase you, it you
will only be reasonable, and not try to
bring disgrace upon our name. I bave
bad so much trouble. I really do not te:l
equal to beariag any more 1 often think
you would be tar bappier it I were in my
grave'’

‘Don’t P Shirley implored, with a quick
indrawn bresth of pain. ‘[—I will marry
Gilbert, if it means so much to you. I
would do anytbing rather tban make you
unbappy. 11 stay here—I will do just ss
you hke’

Mrs. Loraine sniff:d, and wiped her
eyes.

‘I bave no desire ttat you should sacri-
fice yourselt for me,’ she said, resignedly.
*1t you really find this place duil, we will
g0 bome.’

She had begun to find 1t terribly ‘‘slow”
berselt, but would not admit it.

Atter that it was .quite useless for Shir-
ley to declare her willingness to remain
weere she was.

Mrs. Loraire insisted vpon a speedy re
turn home, and a week | t-r they were
travelling back to Coddington.

Soirley’s beart bea: quickly as once
sgnn she stood upon the well- known pla‘-
form, with the scent of the sea in the keen
fresn wivd which blew in her face and
tumbled her bair.

Everyone s:emed glad to see them, too,
and Mrs. Loraine was .quite gracious and
smiling.

*After sll, it is nice to be homa again,’
she admitted, dooking arcuad h3r own
pretty, tasteful drawing room. ‘I did not
say 8o betore ; but Sarsh Spencer bad not
improved, and as to Mr. Spencer—well,
be is an old bore. I don't know how we
endured bim for so long. We bhave
actually been away neaily six weeks.’

“Thank goodness it is .over !’ Shirley
fervently exclaimed.

She was looking brighter and bappier
than she had lcoked for some time.

Mrs Loraine glanced at ber, and laugh-
ed pleasantly.

¢Atter all, I believe you werahome-sick,’
she said. ‘Ran and takeyour hat off aud
let us have some tea. I suppose Gilbert
will be round here in a few mioutes.’

But the evening passed away, and young
Maetherell did not ccm~, nor did he appear
particulsrly early io tbe morning ; In tact,
the lunchzon-gong bad just sounded as he
rode up to the gate: ¢

Shirley was running downstairs as the
maid opened the front door. i

“So you bave come back at 11st,’ he said.
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‘At last, I am thankful to say,” Shirley
replied. ‘Heve you come to lunch P’

‘No ; I have cnly brought a message
from the mater. She has an ‘At Home’ on
to-day, and hopes you and Mrs. Loraine
will come. Here is the invite.’

He threw an envelope on to the hall
ta!le, then regarded her in a sulky, unwill-
ing way.

‘We hava been unpacking,’ Shirley said ;
‘but mother w 1l be down directly. Will

ou come in here P’

‘I don' think I can wait,” he said. beat-
ing his leg with his riding-whip. ‘My uvag
won't stand.’

*Then I will take this up to mother.’

She ren upstairs with the invitation,
while Metherell continued to beat his
ridirg boot.

During the last few weeks he had almost
torgotten Shirley Loraine, and bad believed
himselt in love with Cora R zier.

Now, as he once again saw how pretty
and charming his old love really was, he
telt undecided as to which held first place
in his shallow heart.

Sul', he was very certain that Shirley

bad treated him badly, and he
did not intend to be too mice
to her untili she bad expressed

some regret for ber bebavior.

But, as she had no thcught of doing sny |

thing of th3 kind, he went away in a rather
worse temper than he bad arrived in.

Mrs. Loraine accepted Lady Metherell’s
invite for the afternocon, and baving ar-
rayed herself in her new autumn visiting
costume, she seated herselt in the pony-
phaeton with Shirley and drove over to the
Court.

They were rather late.

Some thirty or forty people were dis-
tributed about the drawing room.

There was tnbdued pleasant cbatter of
caltivated voices, the scent of bothouse
flowers, and tke strains ot a piano, to which
no one was listening.

As Shirley followed her mo'her into the
room, Lker gaze travelled over the assemb-
ly, noticing what friends we:e present;
bowing and smiling to those sbhe knew,
she made her way to Lady Metherell, who,
scated ou a couch, was conversing with a
young man.

As Lydy Metherall rose to welcome her
guests, he stood up, leisurely, and, moving
aside, entered into conversation with a
coup'e of men.

*Why, Shirley,’ her ladyship exclaimed,
taking the girl's hand, ‘you have lost your
roses ! My dear child, bave vou been ill ?’

Shirley never quite knew what reply
she made.

Lady Metherell seemed a long way ofl,
and the room swimming rouad bner; while
through tbe hubbub ot voices, one sounded
clear and distinci—it was Vivian West,s !

The last few weeks had wrought a great
change in VivisnsWes!’s lite.

Coddingron bad suddenly awakened to

the knowlcdge that he was both clever and |

agreeable—that he was, in fact the coming
:;an—-and no one could makc-enough of
im.

Perhaps the warm praise bestowed upon
a picture of his in one of the exhibitions
had sometbing to do with this.

Avyhow the young fellows's luck seem-
ed to bave turned at last.

The painting soli for some hundreds of
guineas, and & description of the artist,
with his portrait, app:ared in several
mageznes.

1t bad come ahout so quickly ard uan-
expectedly, that Vivian West could scarce-
ly re:lice that the days of struggle and ob-
scurity were Over.

His gcod fortune mede no perceptible
difference in his manner, or mood of living.

He kept on his rooms at Mrs. Kemp’s,
and recelved ail overtures in that quiet,
pleasant way which showed neither anxiety
to m:ke friends, nor an unwillingness to do
so0.

This wae his first visit to Metherell
Court, tbough he had received more than
one invitation from Sir Martin.

Lady Meterell was already charmed wifh
him, much to Gilbert’s annoyance, for
Coddington gossips had been ready enough
to mform bim of Sbi‘ley’s acquaintance
with the artist, and jealousy had added to
i!.ze dislike he had trom the first felt for

im.

‘You see we bave vour painter fe!low
here,’ he said, seating himself beside Shir-
ley. *Can’t understand my people taking
up a man like that. Gad! they’l feel
properly sold it he takes a fancy to some
of the piate.’

‘Does he look like that sort of person P’
she asked, cold.y.

The faintness which bad seized her when
she first saw Vivian West was beginning
to leave her ; the mist which bad come be-
fore her sight was clearing away.

Sha found herselt sitting but a few yards
trom the man ske loved so passionately.

He was standing on the big bearskin rug
before the fire—the handsomest man in the
room, but, apparently, quite unconscious
of the fact.

Shir'ey longed to watch him.

All the past weary weeks she had hunger-
ed tor a sight of Vivian, and now she was
sitting in the same room with her ideal, so
close that she could have spoken to bim,
yet she scarcely dared glance in bis direc-
tion.

She listened to the pleasant tones of his
voice with a dull acbing at ber heart,
awskering suddenly to the tact that Gilbert
Metherell was impatiently asking some
question of her.

‘What do you think P’

S'.e regarded bim blankly.

*I—I beg your pardon. I did not hear

you.’
*You have not psid the slightest atten-
tion to anytbinﬁ I have said tor the last
five minutes,” he returned, crcsly. ‘I
merely asked you what you thought ot that
listle girl over there, in bla k P’

Shirley followed the directicn of his eyes
to wtere a rmall, slight girl was demurely
talkiog to Mrs. Lorame.

‘Rather pretty,’ she said, indifferently.
‘Who is she ?’

‘Madame Rczier's daughter,’ he explain-
ed. ‘She turned up bere, knowing nothing

of ber mother's death. Poor little thing,
it was an awful shock for her.’

Shirley looked with more interest at
Cora.

*Is she staying here ?' she asked.

‘Rather I' Gi.bert replied, twistiog up
his smail, fair moustache. ‘She is a ripp-
ing good sort, I can tell you, nice and
cbummy, with none of the grand stand-off
ways you are so deuced fond of.’

‘She bad better change places with me,
then,” Shirley said, with a poor little
lsu&!n. ‘I sm quite ready to retire.’

‘Too late, my lady—the gates
closed,’ he declared.

He was no longer very desperately in
love with Stirley ; but, at the same time,
he was not q1ite prepared to give her up.
" Sae was toe prettiest girl in the county,
and about her there was an air of distinc-
tion which Cora R zier had not.

Besides which, he had cleverly put two
and two together. and bad arrived at the
conclusion tbat Vivian West was in love
with Shirley, and it pleased bis small nature
immen-ely to possess what another man
desired, especially it it chacc:d to bea
man he dishbked and envied.

‘It is never too late tv mend,’ Shirley
said. rather dreaply.

She wigbed it was time to go home.

It was awful baving to st tnere, chatting
sn;l smiling, when feeling r0 utterly miser-
able.

S'r Martin, catching sight of her, made
his way to her reat.

‘So glad {on bave come back’' he said,
warnily. ‘I missed your bright face. Ab,
thanks, Gilbert I’ as young Metherell vacat-
ed his cbair. ‘Andso you have been en-
joying yourself in Devonshire?’

‘It would be nesrer the truth to say
vegetating, Shirley said.

*Is that so? Well, it has not agreed with
you ; you are looking thin. I want you to
come ¢nd stay with us bere. It will cheer
us np ; we are very dull. Ths p'ace is—is
like a grave.’

He spoke in a monotonous tone of sad-
nes: ; no smile brightened his grave, worn
face, and always, as he talked, his eyes
moved reslesely about the room as if
seeking for some obj:ct.

No one would bave recognised him as
the sam : man who, a few short montbs, be-
fore bad eo proudly and so galy planned
the celebration of his son’s coming of age.

Shirley looked at him pitiyng'y.

‘It is you who are looking il!, Sir Martin,’
she said. ‘I do not be'irve you take any
care of yvurselt. You ought to go way for
a thorough changs.’

‘I am all right,” he answered, burriadly,
as if not caring tor the subjoct. ‘Have
you beard trom your sister lately ?’

Shitlty was atout to reply, when her
words were arrested by an expression of
absolute horror which crossed his tsce.

It was but for an instant, and then he
was gravely listening to Core Rczier, who
bad just slipped into a vacant chair in front
of him.

‘Ab, Sir Martin !’ she exclaimed, in her
3uaint foreign way. ‘Will you pot intro-

uce me to madémoiselle ? 1 already know
madame her mother.’

Sir Martin did as 'lse requested.

Shirley frankly beld out her little gloved
hand.

‘I am glad to know.you,’ th2 said. ‘Mr
Metherell has beea telling me that you and
he are great friends ’

‘Ah, but that is kind!" with a shrug of
the shoulders. ‘I sm very bumble, 1 ss-
sure you. I did not aspire to eo much.” °

‘You have been here for some time, have
you not?” Shirley continued, by way of
making conversation.

‘Yes, some time ; and I have h:ard, oh!
so much of you’

‘Indeed P’ with a slight emile.

Cora glanced around her.

*There sre many peopls heire, are there
not ?’ ehe said. “But, ma toi, I have never
seen & handsomer man than the one stand-
ing there ! Are you acquainted ?’

‘I do not know everyone here,” Shirley
said, evasively.

She knew, without looking whom the girl
meant, yet shrank from speaking aloud the
name that seemed forever in her thoughts.

Cora turned to Sir Martin.

“[ell me who he is,’ she raid. ‘One does
not often see so fine a face.’

A gleam of pride came into Sir Martin’s
eyes as they rested on the young fellow.

“That,’ he said, ‘is Vivian West, the ar-
tist ’

*Vivian West {' Cora repeated, below her
breath; addirg aloud: *Vivian West—I
know the name !’

*That is possible,” Metherell replied, eva-
ding the dark eyes now fixed on his. ‘The
name has lately appeared in many papers
and magazives. Heis a rising artist, and
likely to become a great one.

Cora nodded.

‘Indeed—you must feel proud of him.’

Sir Martin started guiltily.

He read a bidden meaning in her words.

For one awful moment bhe believed she
knew the truth, that in some way she bhad
discovered his secret.

Then he rallied his failing courage, and
answered her. -

‘I am, indeed, proud of his acquain.
tance.’

Cora smiled.

She had noticed the momentary besita-
tion, the nervous twitching of his lip and
the way in which his long, thin fiogers had
clenched together.

She felt that at last she was about to
probe the mystery.

Ot late she had begun to look upon the
whole affsir as altogether hopeless.

Spy, and listen, and strive as she would,
she made no progress in bringing the
murder home to Sir Martin Metherell, and
already had begun to give up all thought
ot ever doing so, when she suddenly found
herself tace to fece, as it were, with the
very perscn ehe desired, of all others, to
meet.

Her heart beat fast with excitement, the
bright colour glowed in her cheeks.

She left her seat, and waylaid G.lbert as
be returned from baving a cigarette in the
smoke-room.

‘Mon ami,’ the exclaimed, laying a de-

are

taining band upon his arm, ‘I want you to

introduce a gentleman to me—Mr. Vivian
West.’

Metherell shook his head.

‘I don’t introduce upstarts to my Ivdy
friends. Don’t want you to run the riek of
being insulted.’

‘Ab! you do not like him ?’

‘Don’t know the fellah, and dou’t want
to,” Gilbert replied, wich his grandest air.
‘But I want to,’ Cora insicted ; adding,
imperiously : ‘I belicve I know something
about him. I would like to discover it I
am correct.’

‘What is it ?* Mctherell questioned, sue-
picioutlv. ‘You are taken by bis handsome
1ace—y ou girls are such fools. It you do
know anything about him, it isn’t to his
credit, I bet.’

Cora pursed up her lips.

‘You are right. If he isthy man I
believe him to be, you will bave the
pleasure of—sbowing him up ’

‘By Jove ! that will just suit me,’ be de-
clared, with a loud laugh. ‘Come on, and
let us go to him,’

Cora to!lowed her guide.

What fools men were, and how easily
managed, she thought, ¢nd then found
herselt suddenly and unceremoniously
brought into Vivian West’s notice.

‘] say, West, let me introduce you to
this lady—Mademoiselle R z'er.’

Cora lifted ber great southern eyes to
the young fcllews face with a little
deprecating smile.

‘Ab! you Eogleh, you are so—so
brutqie, you alarm me with your quick
ways. I say to Monsieur Metherell, I
would like to know Monsieur West some
day, and he races me to you, ancflings
me at you.’

‘I am deeply grateful to Mr. Motherell
for having becn se kind,’ Viviaa courteouns-
ly replieg.

From across the room Shirley saw them
talking together.

It seemed to her that, for the remainder
ot the afternoon, h» neither looked at nor
spoke to, anyons ¢lse.

Shirley was a univesal favorite, and was
generaliy the centre ot a group of guily
chaitering people.

None knew with what an ¢ffort she talked
aud laughed, or how she longeu to es-
cap+ from them all and be alone.

nfortunately for her, M-s. Loraine
was thorougbly erjoy'nz herselt, and had
no intention of being amongst the first to

0.
In fact, the room was almost empty be-
fore she rose from the comtortable seat
she had occupied during the atterroon.

‘] want Shirley to remsin to dianer,’
Lady Mether« 1l said, sweepiog up to them.
‘I have just persusded Mr. West to do so,
and we shall be quite a pl2asant little par-
ty. Thisis our first attempt at gaiety
since that torrible tragedy. Sir Martin
wants waking up. He simply mopes trom
morping till night. You bave n> other
eogagement, hrve you, dear ¥’

Shirley wildly wizhed she could say,
‘Yes.

She had thought the ordeal just over and
now it was to be prolonged for several
hours.

‘I really cannot stay,’ she cried, seeking
some excuse. ‘My dress——’

*[ will send to Fairfi Id tor that.’

‘And, indeed, I do teel rather tired——'

*You shall not stay late.’

‘It will do ter a world of good,” Mrs.
Loraine declared  *L.ke Sir Martin, she
wants waking up.’

Shirley saw that it was hopeless, and
said no more ; but accep.ed the invitation
with as good a grace as th: could assume.

‘We ao not dine till stven, so you will
bave time for a rest,” Lady Mectherell said
kindly, patting the girl’s shoulder. ‘It
wil be like old times to 1 ave you again.

Stirley smiled.

Those old times seemed so very far away.

She wondered it she could really be the
same girl who had been so carelessly bappy
in those days.

She went up to the room that had been
prepared, for ber and, drawing an easy-
chair to the fire, curled herselt up amongst
the cushions, and closed ber eyes.

Sometimes she sighed and moved uneas:-
ly, as it her thoughts were painlul ones,
and then romething glistened on her lashes
and fell upon her cheek.

A knock at the door roused ber with a
start, and she hastly passed her hand across
her eyes.

It was only one of the maids with her
dress, which had just come from Fairfield.

The girl laid it upon the bed, turned on
the electric light, aud brought in the hot
water, th n 1nquired it she could assist
Shirley to dress.

The latter declined the offer.

She bhated the thought of having a ser-
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vaot’s prying eyes watching her every
charge of expression.

In her present state it annoyed her evem
to have the girl moving about the room,
and di-ectly she found herselt alone again,
she locked the door and resumed her seat
by the fire.

The little enamcl clock on the mantle-
iece ticked the minutcs away, till at last
1t struck seven.

Shirley jumped up in surprise.

She bad no idea it was so late.

Dinner was at seven.

With quick fingers she changed h
walking-costume ‘fcr an evening gown g
old rose satin, ran a diamond
through ber hair, and fatened a siwi
pearls rouad her tlim white neck

As she did so, the gong sounde

She was ready just in-tfime.

With bright eyes and flushed cheeks
she ran downstairs, to find the drawiogg
room empty, though, the next
moment, two men came

the coaservatory—Sir Martin Metberell
and Vivian West.

r
of

‘Down already, and I bave not 's
Sir Martin exclaimed. ‘Dear me, 1 mu:s
hurry off. '

‘I thought I was dreadfu'ly late,’ Shirley
said. She bad recognizu{ young Wert
with a slight bow, whici he returned. ‘I
heard the gong some minutes ago.’

“That was the first, surely,” Sir Martin
said, consulting his watch ; we dine at 7 50
te-night. Did they torget to tell you? I
have just been arranging with Mr. West
to psint your portrait ; as you will so soon
become a Metherell, I should like to have
it ;l:laced in the gellery. Now, my dear
fellow, you must arrange with this young
lady as to sittings, dress, etc.

And, slmost betore Shirley bad realized
what was hepoening, she found herselt alone
with Vivian West.

He, at least, appeared perfectly indif-
ferent and self-possessed.

She noticed in her quick woman’s way,
how handsome he looked in his evening-
dress.

Then he spoke.

‘Sir Martin is anxious that I
gin your portrait at once.’
~ ‘Ishe? Idon't think I care to sit for
it.’
She was afraid he would hear the quiver
in her voice.

It he did, he showed no sign of having
done so.

‘That, of course, must rest with you,’ he
replied. ‘Bat you must make up your
mind soon.’

*And why ?

‘Becaure my stay in Coddington is draw-
ing to a close.’

‘You are going away ?’

She felt her lips grow white as the pat
the question.

“Yes,’ he said, lifting the potograph from
a table, and looking atit. ‘I am going
away. I have already stayed far longer
than I orginally intended.’

‘And your picture,” she faltered ; ‘your
picture of ‘Memories ?’

He put the photograph back in its place,
and turned to her.

‘It is growing rapidly,’ he said. ‘But how
is it you know anything abont it?

‘You once told me you were going to
paint it,’ she answered.

‘Did I? he said. ‘I do not remember.’

Poor Shirley, nothing could have hurt
her more!

Every word he had ever uttered since
their acquaintance was impressed upon her
memory ; but he had already forgotten.

Ste clenched her teesth together to keep
back the little cry ot pain that rose from
her wounded heart.

Then her pride came to her rescue.

She looked up at bim, with eyes as
bright and cold as his own.

‘After all, I think I would like to be
painted. What shall I wear? How would
I look best?

_She stood b fore him, as fair a v'sion of
girlish beauty as any man could desire;
but no expressibn of admiration was visi-
ble in the criticising glance he betowed up-

on her.
Methercll,’

should be-

‘We had better consult Mr.
he said. ‘He should be the best judge.’

‘That is true,’ Shirley cried turning away
to hide the bitter mortification she felt.
‘But' unfortvnately, he thinks I look lovely
in anytbing.’

‘So far »s I am concerned,” West con-
tinued, ‘I shoutd paint you as you are now
and call you ‘My L-:dy Coquette.’

*Ah, charming! a voice cried softly and
Cora came across ths room. *‘And Mon-
sieur West, as what would you paint me?’

Shirley saw the r¢lief with which he wel-
comed tbis interruption to their tete-a-tete.

She went nearer the fire, resting one
small satin-shod foot on the tender.

Every nerve in her body seemed throbb-
ing with pain.

is love had died—wh le bers—

She pressed her teeth upon har quiver-
ing under lip.

*‘What would I psint you as?’ Vivian said
‘I could suggest & hundred subjects mad-
emoiselle, all of which wculd euit you.’

‘Am I, indeed. s0—s0 ordinary ?* with a
pout. ‘You thiok it would be a wzste of
color and canvas. Is it not so P’

*You misunderstand me,” he dJeclared.
*Since meetirg you this afternoon. I bave
been wisbing that I bad but the opportun-
ity of making a picture of you.’

‘Shall 1 give you the opporturity ?’ with &
side-long glance.

‘I could not ask for, or expect, such kind-
ness,’ be replied.

‘Yet you have asked it of Miss Loraine !’
‘I am to paint Miss Loraine's portrait.
It is & different matter.’

‘But a fancy portrait P’

“That is as Miss Loraine desires.’

‘Ab, I see! eaid Cors, with a laugh
which showed ber even white teeth. ‘The
diff« rer ce 18 thie : you pairt a portrait to
please the person whom you pamnt; but a
picture, you | aiat to ycurself. Let me sit
tor you, monmeur. I skall be delighted.
She litted ber skirts as she spoke, and
drcpped him & low curteey.

Sbirley was not naturally jealous; but
just then she felt she bated Cora Rezier. |,
+ To be Continued.




