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He was not going to put up with any

nonsente.
She would bave to understand that he

was not to be got rid ofin that way, or

nﬁother wa

e stood {c;oking through a window,

' ywith a heavy scowl upon his face.

He felt in a bad humour with everyone,
most of all with Lucy Brend.

Had it nct been for her ridiculous be-
heaviour, he should not have come down
at all, and s0 wou d have escaped meeting
Cora.

Heaven alone knew what mischief and
worry wight not spring from that meeting.

He meant to get rid of ber; but, even
for a man of bis resource, it was & risky
thing to do.

He gnawed his under lip savagely, and

v “cursed below his breath.

" Then the door opened, and Lucy Brend
came across the great room towards him.
He advanced aleo, holding out his band,

"~ with a—

‘Well, Lucy, so you bzve come at last.’

She looked at the outstretched band,
without attempting to tcuch it. :

Then ber eyes slowly travelled to his
face. hot indignation burning in ber own.

‘For what reason have you come here to-
day, Captain Doreien ?’

‘My dear Lucy, drop that tragedy-
queen sort of voice. I bave come to see
you, to tell you not to be a little idiot. I
intend to marry yon—ycu know that—we
bave gone throughit all be'ore, and it
jen’t an atom of use you trying to thwart
me. You understand ?’

She gave a little disdainful laugh.

“Your day is over, Captain Dorrien. I
shall never marry you, for the simple rea-
son that | am going to marry someone
else. A gentleman this time, not a co-
wardly cad.’ s

He lifted his clenched hand as if to
strike her, but contrel-d the impulse.

«Curse you ! hs cried, through bis set
teeth, ‘I'll teach you to speak to me like
that !’

Luy c.ossed the room to the bell, and
laid her band upon it.

‘Go !' she said ‘or I ring and have you
turned out. Perhaps, when you hear I am
going to marry Mr. Ridley, you will under-
stand how useless it will be tor you to re-
main her another instant.’

‘Ridley !' he repested, staggered. ‘Rid-
ley ! That is a lie, and you know it.

She rang the bell.

Her lips were white with passion.

‘[ will send tor Mr. Ridley,’ she siid,
ssivce you doubt me. 1 will then take the
opportunity ot telling bim ot the low,
abominable way in which you have ec-
deavored to get possession of my money.
I epared you before, because, when I
found mysell free to cast you off, I wished
to have nothicg more to do with you, and
never to heir your odious name again, and
also because | th.ught you too mean and
contemptible a creature for Mr. Ridley to
punish in the manner Itelt certsin he
wou'd choose. 1 would rather he tried his

. strength on something more deserving ot

it. James,’ as a servant appeared in the
doorway, *ask Mr. Ridley to coms Lere at
once.’ :

Dorrien was almost choking with morti-
fication and fury.

‘If Ridley dares to molest me, 1’1 give
him rather more than he bargains for.
And, as for you'—he went nearer to her,
bis big teeth grinding together, his face
flusbir g a dull red—'well, mv lady, doan’t
be too sure that you bave seen the last of
me. 1’ll make you pay dearly for tbis.

He went to the door, then turned and
thook his fist at ber.

When Ridley made his appearance in
the drawing-room, in answer to her sum
mons, he found her alone. .

‘I don't want to plsy tennis,’ she said,
burriedly ; ‘my head aches.’

<It was not aching & quarter ot an hour
#go.’ he said. “What is the matter A

*Nothing—nothing !’ she cried, bysteri-
cally. ‘Mayn’t 1 have a headache it I
want one ?’ ;

-Certainly, my darling,” be said, taking
her into his arms. ‘You shall have one
just as long as you like.” ; :

She kept quite still tor a little while, with
ber head resiing against his shoulder, then
she said—

‘Capta'n Dorrien bas been here.’

‘I know he bas’

‘He was very angry.’

‘That was natural, darling, under the
circums‘ances.’

‘He was rather—rude.’

“The brute—he'll bave to answer to me
for that’

‘He isn't worth thinking about, she said.’
‘Bat I want you never to speak to him
again, or to let him come near me. Wil
you promise ?’

‘He shall never come near you, dearest.
I'll thrash bim within an inch of bis life if
he does.’

She looked at her lover proucly.

There w-s no need to fear Dorrien while
those strong arms were ready to defend

r.

‘My head is better now,’ she said, with
s happy laugh. ‘I'llrun and fetch Shirley,
and we will have some tenais.’

And, betore Captain Dorrien had got
halt-way to the station, Lucy was as merry
aad light-hearted as she bad been before
hs viait, while he cursed the sunshine, and
the dusty road, and every living thing that
crossed his path.

e

CHAPTER XXI.

¥ Vivian West was not spending his days

in 1dleness.
He could not afford to do that just yet;

but he was pamnting in a different style to
anythiog he had done betore.

Hitherto his subjects had all been
strangely mournful-—dreary mists and wild,
desolate scenes; now he stood wl.:iltling
bappily, before his canvas, on which his
a{d(ul hand was painting blue sky and sun-
’bine, and a laughing summer sea, and,
wandering by the margin ot the curling,
rippling waves, two lovers—a fisher-lad
and his sweetheart. 3

Shirley loved that picture—it seemed to

represent their owa great hsppiness—and
sbe would sit beside bim for hours, watch-
ing the magic touch of those slender
fingers.

Not that these two were lelit much to
tyemselves on these occarions, for that
part of the beach lay within easy distance
of Royal Heath and Coddington, and, as
West was universally liked by both men
and women, it became the favourite walk
of most ot his friends and acquaintances.

Sir Methercll constantly came that way,
walking slowly, with eyes moodily bent
upon the ground, wrapt in his own sad
terrible thoughts, till hs weuld find him-
self with the young artist.

It was only when talking to him that the
burden, which was crushing him to death,
secmed to grow lighter.

The shadow would litt from his face, and
he would reise his eyes and see something
of the beauty of the world.

Vivian West had from the first felt a
strange sympathy with this grave, loncly
man.

He 1 ked to talk to him, and, while nat-

urally reserved about bimself to other
people, he spoke openly of all bis hopes,
and plsns, and thcughts to Sir Martin
Metterell

And the elder man would listen, with sll
Lis heert going out to the son he dared not
acknowledge.

It chanced one day that Lady Gildare
was seiz d with & desire to come down fo
the beach, and take a look at Viviaa West
and his work.

So, accordingly, ieaning upon the arm
of Nurse Patience, she made her way
across the sande, taking a cbildish delight
in the novelty ot the proceeding.

*This is really quite charming,’ she de-
clared. ‘It reminds me cf the days when
I used to tuck up my skirts and paddle.
I hope this sun won’t burn me very much.
Ah, there they are! What a delighttul
spot to have chosen. How suprised they
will be to tee me, of all people.’

Sbirley, on catching sight of them, had
uttered a prolonged Ob !’

‘What is the matter?' Vivian asked,
without glancing from bis work.

“The enemy is advancing, that's all)’
Shiiley replied. Lady Gildare is bearing
down upon us. What sbsll we do '

‘(vet rid ot her as quickly as possible,’
he said, with hsppy indifference; then,
more serinusly: ‘Why won't people leave
us alone ? I nuver get you to myselt for
five mioutes at a time. [shall have to
carry you right away to some desert island,
where never a soul c.in come near you.
How would you like that ?’

‘] should love it,’ she said, softly. *I
don’t want anyone but you.’

He touched in a fleecy white cloud.

*You would grow tired ofit,’ he said,
with tomething like a suppressed sigh. ‘It
would require a very great love to stand
that ’

She made no answer, and he had no
knowledge that bisicle words had hurt ber.

He did not hear the passionate inward
cry—

*When will you believe in me ? When
will you know that my love is strong and
true ?’

It seemed to her that, for all their lives,
he must look upon it as a poor trail effection
—one that would tail him io emergency,
and fall from kim in adveraity.

She got up, and went to meet Lady Gil-
dare.

‘Am I not growing energetic !' her lady-
ship cried, gaily. ‘Ob, we have come
euch a long distance. We left the pony-
carriage on the road. I reelly think I
shall come here every morning.’

Shirley said how pleasant it would be,
while her inner syes saw all the bappiest
hours of her day spoilt.

‘Now, my dear Mr. West, don't l:t me
disturb you,” Lady Gildars said, as the
artist lifted bis cap. ‘I have just come to
see how you dab 1t on. so that, when it is
adorning the walls ot the Royal Academy,
I shall be able to proudly say, ‘I saw it be-
ing painted.” What an adorable young
man! and the girl is Snirley, ol course!
As it you could paint anyone else just now !
But the sea—don’t you think you have got
it just a little—only just a leetle—too blue ¥’

‘Perhaps #0,’ Vivian admitted, with that
quiet good humour which won him so many
triends.
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‘And the sand,’ Lady Gildare continued,
well pleased with herself, 'is it quite yell.w
enough, do you thisk ? One always reads of
the golden sands. Ot course, I don’t pre-
tend to know anything about art; but a
fresh eye, you know, o!ten detects faults—’

Shirley would not stay to hear any more.
She went down to the water's edge, and
fling a pebble as far out to sea as she
could. :

After a liftle while Lady Gildare griw
tired of criticising.

‘I don't think I will stay any longer,’
she said, in a tone ot one who had been
pressed to remain. ‘We must not keep
that ponv waiting all the morning. Per-
beps Shi:ley will drive back with me. S ay
here, nurse, whils I speak to Miss Loraine.’

She went, picking her way over the loote
stones, to where Shirley was gattering sea-
weed ard shells.

Vivian West, turning his bead, found
111\’ urse Patience standing a few yards irom

im.

‘Won't you sit down ?' he said, pleasant-
ly, indicating the chair, which had been
brought there for Suirley.

*Thaok you,’ she said, and, coming near-
er to him, seated herself, and locking with
admir:ng g:za at the balt-finished painting.

“You are a great artist, Mr. West,’ she
said, in her fu'l solt voice.

He laughed.

‘Not yet—but, some day—well, some
day, I hope to be.’

‘[t must be grand, indeed, to have such
talent. Do you inherit it from your father
or mother P’

A slight shadow fell across the bright-
ness of his ftace.

‘I cannot tell,” he said. ‘For, strasge'y
enough, I knew absolute'y nothing about
them.’

*They died ? That is very sad.’

The sweet, sympathic tones pleased him ;
they sppeared very soothing after Lady
Gildare’s thin tretle.

‘It was sad, he admit'ed. ‘I felt the
loss ot them all my lite; but now,—with a
glad emile—‘that 1s all over, and I would
not chsnge places with apy fellow in the
world.’

R.,und a bend in the rock a tall, bent
figure was Comiog.

*And who is thu? Nurse Patience said,
breaking a ahort slence.

Vivian West followed the direction of
her eyes.

‘It is Sir Martin Metherell,’ he stid, ‘the
kindest gentleman living.’

Nurse Patience slowly rose from her
chair.

Her hands, beneath her long black cloak,
were clenched together.

Her lips moved, but no sound came from
them.

Vivian West went forward to speak to
the baronet, and while the two men sheok
bands, Nurse Patience turned and hasten-
ed awey, stopping only when she had
placed come distance between hersell and
the easel.

No one had noticed her eccentric bebavi-
our, and none but the sea birds heard the
hsrd, sobbing way in which she drew she
breath.

‘] was mad to com¢!—mad to come!’ she
kept repeating, as it scarcely contcions of
what she said. ‘Adfter all these years—oh,
my Goa! after all these years! It is like
coming back Irom the grave—{orgotten—
forgotten by all! She pressed her trembl-
ing fingers to her temples. 'Oo, mercitul
Heaven!’ she moaned, ‘who is this Vivian
West? Woen he looks at me—when he
speake—my heart’—sbe (lasped her hands
over it, he voice broken and tremulous—
‘my heart goes out to him. Is he my son.
my boy? Can it be possitle he did not die?
—that it was a lic? That, having robbed
me of all things, they took the only one I
had leit to love—my baby—my little child?
Shall I end this uncertainty—shall | go
now, and ask him?’

For an instant she stood irresolute, look-
ing towards where Sir Martin and Vivian

est stood tegether.

*No,’ she said at last, with a weary ges-
ture, ‘of what use? He would never tell
me now—and, it be did? AL! who wants
such a mother as I? He is happy—content-
ed—ignorant of the stain upon bis name—
ignorant of his mother’s ruined life. It he
knew, he might tut skrink /rom me
in horror and aversion. I bave suffer-
ed torture,” she whisped, gezirg
across the wide blue sea; ‘but that would
be worse than all.

She went on a few paces, struggling to
control ber terrible agitation.

‘[t he is, indeed, my son,’ she said at
length, ‘I should be thankful, beyond all
woros, for baving seen him as he is—be-
loved by all—with a great career before
him. Surely this knowledge will take the
sting from my life, and briog me some
sense of peace. But, is be my son? Can
I be mistaken, and is it ouly the irony of
Fate which has brought him across my

ath? I must know—I must put an end
to all doubt, and then I will be content.’

Lady Gildare was not quite so agrceable
as she walked back across the tand,’

She was tired.

Her high beeled white shoes pinched her
toer, and the sua was very hot.

Then, too, the had failed to persusde
Shirley to drive home with her, aod she
was a woman who liked to h.ve her own
way in every trivial matter.

‘Between ourselves,’ she said, in a fret-
ful voice, ‘I think that picture hideous.
The people about bere lcok upon young
West as a marvel, and rave over every bit
of colour he chooses to dab on a canvas.
Oh, dear, what |a distance this is! Can
you see the pony yet ?'

‘We shail directly we get round this
bend.’

‘I ought not to have come so far. I am
overtaxing my strength terribly. That

entleman who came up was Sir Martin
fetherell. The son is staying at Royal
Heath. You would bardly take him tor a
gentleman. I call bim a most detestable
reon—and he comes into everything
when the father dies. I should say he
would make ducks and drakes of it.

“This heat is awful! Sir Martin must
have been s handsome man at one time;
and his wife, they say, was ome of the

ugliest of women—yet ha must have been
devoted to her, for he has never got over
her death.’

‘[s—is Lady Metherell dead ?’

‘Oh, dear yes—bad a fi*, or something.
and died in afew hours! Thank good-
ness, I can see the pony ! I shall rest the
remaincder of the day,’

As they drove back to Royal Heath
they met Lady Ayerst and a pary of friends
riding.

Madge stopped for a moment to speak
to Lady Gildare.

‘ls it not a perfect day P she said, plea-
santly. ‘I hopz the drive has done you
good.’

‘My dear child, I am almost fainting
from fatigue,’ her l>dyship cried. I bave
been toiling over the beach. Was it not
{oolish P’

“The beach ! What made you go there

‘Whv, the lion of the bour, ot course—
Vivian West—and, naturally I was dissp
pointed,’

‘Naturally I' Madge atsented, in her
pretty calm way. ‘Li'e is1ull of disap-
po'ntments.” She rode on ther.

One of the party had waited betind for
her. It was Lo.d Carsborough.

*T'o hear such sentiments from your lips’
he said, ‘surprises me. What dissppoint-
ments can your ladyship have experienc-d ?

‘Does one ever live through a day with-
out having some P’ she asked lightly.

‘Yours can never have been more se i
ous than a gown that has failed to please,
or a bonnet which his not quite suited the
loveliest face in creation.’

‘And how cin your lordship know she
asked serevly.

‘I can but draw my own conclusion,’ he
replied. Poessibly I am mistaken; but, it
you have known any serious disappoint-
ment you show no sign.’

Ska lavghed, and touching her horse
with the whip, cantered forward'

She had met Lord Carsborough in S ot-
and, during her honeymoou, and, at Sir
Henry's request, bad been particularly
gracious to him, though, after the first
tew meetings, the had felt a great dislike
to him—a dislike in which there was a
strange mingling of tear—wby, she knew
not.

Thay had met again in town, during the
season, had met frequently, and it was
tl:len that her teelings toward him chang-
ed.

She still distrusted him ; but he attracted
ber, and, even against her will, she found
that attraction growing stronger.

When Sir Henry had mentioncd the fact
that he intenaed inviting bim to Royal
Heath, she had begged him not to do so,
much to ber husband’s astonishment.

‘My dear Madge,’ he exclaimed ‘what
on earth do you mean? I intend Carsbor-
ough not only to come hers, butto bea
particularly honoured guest. He admires
you, and I wish you to be civil to him.’

‘He is an odious man—I cannot endure
him.’

‘You endured him fairly well in town,
my love,’ was the sneering reply. ‘Because
you have tired of your corquest is no rea-
son why I should lose a friend.’

She plaited the frill of a cushion without
replying.

Ste was halt-sitting, balf-lying on a
couch in her room. There came to her an
impulse to say—

‘I am afraid of this
an evil power over me.
not ask bim here!’

But the knowledge of bow utterly useless
such an appeal would be kept her silent.

‘You are getting uncommonly proud,’
Sir Henry continued, finding she did not
intend to speak, ‘that you can turn your
rose up at a man like Lord Carsborough.
I can aflord a good many of your whims
and vagaries, but I'm dashed if I can run
to this.

She lifted her proud, cold geze to his
face

‘And why not?’

‘Because, my dear, if at the present
moment he chose to cut up rough about
anything, he could ruin me. That is why.

‘Ruin you!' she repcated, faintly. Never,
for an instant, bad she thought of the word
in connection with Sir Henry. *You don’t
really mean that?

He stood tugging at his heavy dark
moustache ; then, catching sight of her
scared face, he laughed.

‘Don’t look so horribly frightened—he
is not likely to do it; but it is as well to
remember tbat it lies in his power.’

‘But how! What has he got to do with
you ?’

Madge was sitticg bolt upright.

The merest possibility ot losing all she
had sold herself for was awful indeed.

‘Oa, we h ave had a few business transac
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tions together !I' Sir Henry replied. *You
really would not understand if I attempted
to explain. Ouly, don’t forget to show
our friend a little polite attention.’

A couple of days later, Lord Carsborough
had arrived.

He was a distinguished-looking man—a
man one insticcively glanced at a second
time, in passing.

He was about fifty, tall and lean, with a
skin scerched brown by an indian sun, &
close cropped head of grizzied hair, a pair
of small pieicing eyes, a long high-
bridged nose, and a fierce giey mourtache.
He bad the manner of one used to com-
mand, and he could taik well and cleverly
on any subject. He was not what is termed
a lady’s man, yet many a woman had gone
mad about him.

While in India he had married a young
and beau i'ul girl, A year later, and hbes
bad left him.

Varied were the rumours as to the rea-
son ; but none knew the facts of the case,
and the world, na'urally, blamed the
woman.

It had happened years ago and there
were many who did not know that Lord
Carstorovgh had a wife living.

Mzadge had heard something about his
early marriage.

As she cantered forward, she wondered
what sort of a woman his wite had been
and why they had separated.

_Carsborough did not attempt to ride be-
side her 2g:in, though there were scveral
opportunities when he might have done so
bad he to wished, and, in spite of herself,
she felt secretely piqued by his cool in-
d fference.

He bad elways been | ke this to her,
making her tcel, while in bis society, that
she was the one woman he acdmired and
thought of, noticing every trivial thing ethe
did or said, yet, a moment later, ap-
praring to be entirely yourself en-
grossed with someone «lse, and she for
the time forgotten as completely as if she
had never existed.

He was a man with a wil! o! iron, and a
heart of stone, and with ths dangerous
powers of pliying on the feelings of others
while his own remained untouched.

As the riding party was returning to
Royal Heatb, a men driving a high dogcart,
came from the opposite direction.

It was Ralph Devitt.

He lifted bis cap, and would have passed
on, had not Carsborough, who was riding
n the rear, pulled up, thus forcing the
otber to do so.

Lady Ayerst had just caught the noble-
ma)’s pleasant greeting, and Devitt’s cold,
quiet reply, and her lips curled disdair fully.

‘The bear!” the muttered, balf aloud;
then, to the man nearest to her: ‘Ilow is it
all you men think so much of Mr. Devitt?’

‘I can't tell you, lLady Ayerst, the
young fellow, Captain Grey, replied ; ‘ex-
cept that he is a rattling good chap—awtul-
ly clever, I believe.’

Really—but such people want romething
to recommend them besides mere money.

‘There is plenty of that.’

‘Oh, yes; the tather invented a patent
sbovel, 1 hear!" Grey laughed.

*Something a little more valuable, I
fancy,’ be said. ‘There is a lamp for
miners ¢t lled the Devitt. It is the only—

‘Oh please spare me the details!' Madge
cried. ‘If you only knew how I detest
the very name of Devitt, I am quite c¢rtain
you would never mention it in my pres-
ence.

‘I’'m most awfully sorry, upon my word.’

‘Some years ago,” Madge  explained,
‘when my father died, thisman bought our
dear old home. It ought never to bave
beenallowed. But we were only giils, and
my mother was ruled by the trustees, and,
ot course, they sold to the bhighest bid-
der. Now, Sir Henry would buy the
place. but this wretch refuses ‘o sell.
That will thowyou what be is. It is simply
torture to me to think of bim living there.”

‘A beastly bore,” Grey declared, ‘es-
pecially as be is such a near neighbor.’

Madge patted her horse's sleek neck
with her little gloved hand.

‘He bas the tense not to come here,’ she
said. ‘Sir Henry bas fooliehly invited him
several times ; but I think he knows I would
not receive bim, and so he always pleads
other engagements, and spares me the
trouble of showing him that I, for one, will
not entertain a man of his stamp.’

‘Society is getting awfully chiap,’ Grey
said, comfortably forgetting that his own
grandfatber bad been in tiade.

But tben, Lis father bad married Lady
Jane Denier, to that, with weaith on one
gide, and resl blue blood on the other, it
was all right tor Captain Grey, who went
everywhere, and knew everyone, and was
altogether a swell ot the first water.

Madge, in her qmet way, thought him a
little tuol ; but he adored her, because it
bappened to be the correct thing to do just
then, and he made a point of always being
quite up-to-date.

The Ayersts and their fiisnds were
going that alternoon to a big garden party,
which was being given in their bonour.

All the elite ot the neighbcrhood bad
been invited, : ni directly L.ady Ayerst ap-
peared upon the scene she was surrounded
by friends and admirers.

She was looking exceptionslly lovely
that afternoon, dressed entirely in white,
without one touch of colour anywhere,
beyond the burnisted gold of her hair,
and the pure rore tints of her face.

“What a lot of diff 1ence it makes if you
are rich and fashionable !" Shirley ot se:ved
to Vivian West, as she sipped a cup of
tea. *‘When Madge was only Miss Lorsine
she received a lot of attention, tut she
was never followed about like this. Just
see how the women stare! I am quite
certain that awtul Mrs. Beau-Rice intends
haviog a gown made in exactly the same
style. She puts up her glaeses, ¢nd bas a
' om’l_ look at it, every time Madge passes

er.

‘Imitation, you know,” West said, ‘is the
sincerest flittery. 1f Mrs. Beau-Rice could
imitate your sister in any way, it would be
so greatly to her advantage, that one can-
not really blame ber for trying.’

Shirley leughed.

To be Continued.




