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By the Author of “Cast up by the Sea,”” “The Fog Woman,’” “The Secre
of White Towers,’’ etc.

CHAPTER XXVII CONTINUED.

‘A quitted ! he exclaimed. ‘By gad !l
thougut they’d hang him !’

‘He bas bad a narrow escape,” Madge
said. ‘Evervthing seemed to be going
sgainst bim ’

‘Tbey might just as well have done the
thing properly,’ Sir Henry declared. ‘He
has got off because ot iosufficient evidence ,
but they bave not proved his innocence.’

“They have decided that he is not
guilty.’ : aid

‘I say they have not proved it. Until
that 1s dove, there.won’c be many who will
believe in him.’

Sir Henry was right ; the world talked,
argued, doubted. .

When Vivian West turned to face it
again, he met with cats and insvlts.

It seemed such a little while betore the
outside whispers, and the blighting breatn
ot scandal, came into s Paradise like
some fiercely bitter wind.

He chavced to me: t an old acquaintance
one day—a msn he bad been ratner trieud
ly with—and went forward gladly to greet
bim ; but the emile froze on bis lips, the
hand he bad outstretched in welcome fell
slewly to bis side, as the other, baving re-
garded him with supreme contempt, turned
on his bheel, and walked away.

It was the first knowledge he had that,
though a quitted, he was still suspected.

He had veen going to meet Shirley ; but,
instead of doing so he went away far into
the country, pursued, wherever he went,
by the recollection of the insult be had
just recewved.

His handsome face was white to the lips
—bis eyes blszed with anger.

Were all old acquaintances going to
treat him so ? be wondered.

Was this but one example of their feel-
ing towards him ?

Then he thought of Shirl:y.

How could he ask her to share his
ruined lite ?

He hed been living in a dream of late.

He felt he had awakened at last.

Shirley walked along the seashore, wait-
ing tor one who never came.

She was disaj pointed ; but she felt cer-
tain that something impo:tant had kept
him.

Her thoughts were all pleasant ones.

She walked along by the margin of the
waves, smilingato herself, sometimes sing-
ing gsy sna‘ches of song, but thinking
always of the man she loved.

It was growing late in the aiternoon
when she returned home.

Mrs. Loraine was in the drawing-room.

She lookcd up rather fretfully as her
daughter entered.

*You must ring for some fresh tea; this
bas been standing too long. I wish you
would take the trouble to come in at the
proper hour.’

‘] em sorry to be late,” Shirley said,
sweetly. ‘It was so lovely out.’

‘Have you been alone !’

The uestion was sharply p=t.

Shirley answered, with slight surprise—

‘Yes. I nid not meet Vivian.’

‘You teem to be always with him.’

The girl gave a bappy little laugh.

‘] with I were,’ she said.

‘I dou’c know what your sister will say
when she returns,’ and Mrs. Loraine gave
an aggravating sniff.

Shirley was in the act of belping herselt
to a slice ot breac-and-butter ; she lifted it
from the dith, and daintily folded it to-
gether.

‘What do you think she is likely to say?’
ehe questioned.

‘] »m afrasid to think. She will, of course
say I bave been most foolish in allowing
you to go on in the way you have lately. I
am certain to get all the blame.’

“The blame for what " Shiriey Jooked
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and felt quite mystified. ‘I wish you would
speak out. she said, impatiently, ‘and say
what you mean.

‘I mean, then'—speaking with asperity—
‘that until this afternoon I had no 1dea that
any stigma rested upon Viviau's name, or
that society intended to cut him.” Sairley
stood staring at her mother, her blue eyes
wide open with intense astonishment,
while the latter continued, in an aggrieved
voice : ‘Captain Kemp called this sfter-
noon. e came down about the house he
is building, and so called in on his way to
the station. He said how unfortunate it
wae, and spoke most feelingly about you,
said that he pitied you more than hs eould
say. He took it for granted that the en-
gagement had been broken off. I did not
eniighten him, for [ saw that it must come
to that. He said that, of course, V. vian
West was ruined jor ever. He said, also,
tbat he had dared to bold out his band to
bim ’

‘And you listened,” Shirley cried, with
withering ecorn, her eyes fl:shing from
her smali, passionate face, ‘and never told
Captain K«mp that be was a wretcbed cad
to talk in that way. Ob, if I had only been
here !’

‘I wish you had been here; you would
have seen, then, how very serious it is.
But ¢t one thing I am certain, and that is,
that Madge will insist upon your ceasing
to have any acquaintance with Vivian.’

Shirley gave a little angry laugh. .

*Neither Madge, nor you, nor the whole
world, could make me do that ’

Then the door opened and Vivian West
walked in.

Neither had heard his knock.

Mrs. Loraine’s sellow fretful face turned
an uncomfortable red at his unexpected
appearance.

“Talk of angels !’ she cried, with a ner-
vous leugh. ‘We were just speaking about
you, Vivian.’

‘Indeed,” he esaid. ‘I bave come to
apologise to Shirley for not meeting her
this sfternoon.” Then, turning to the gi:l,
who had gone to his side: ‘I was so sorry,
bu- it was impossible for we to come.’

‘Tak2 m2 tor a drive this evening 10-
stead sbe said, slipping her band through
his arm. ‘Let us have scme tea at once,
and then go.

Her vcice still had & tremor of anger in
it, aud her eyes were stil dark with wrath
and indiznation.

Mrs. Loraind’s temper began to rise, at
being so openly defied.

Sae glanced severely at her daughter,
who was pouring out the tea the maid bad
just brought in.

‘Rememoer.” she said, warningly ‘what 1
have told you’

‘I am not likely to forget, Shirley replied
in a tone which imphcd that her mother
had said some disgraceful thing which would
live in her memory tor ever.

Vivian saw that something was wrong,
and dispelled an upleasant silence by
inquiring atter Lady Ayerst.

*She 1s very well, thank you,” Mrs.
Loraine said, sourly.

‘Are they hkely to come to Roysl Heath
agsin this year?’ he irquired, with aview
to keeping up scme sorc of conversation.

Ob, I hope sg0o—I most sincerely hope
80

‘Mother cannot exist witbout Madge,’
Shirley interposed, with a small touch ot
spite. ‘She is mothei’s backbone ’

I confess that I rely upon her judgment
and wordly knowledg:. Madge 1s not one
whbo would bring trouble or disgrace upon
me.’

‘Neither of your daughters would be
likely to do that,” Vivian quietly remarked.

‘I don’s know about Suirley,” Mrs. Lor-
sine cried hysterically. ‘She rushes head
long at everytbing, never listens to reason
or advice, and I have to suffer!’

Shirley snapped her teeth througha
piece of cake.

Vivian lock fondly at her.

*What tave you been doing now?’ he
asked, in belt smiling reproach.

She ehook heér head.

*Nothing. Motker is always afraid that

Madge is going to swoop down upon her
and blow ber up. Drink your tea, and

0.
*You intend to go, then ?
This was trom Mrs. Loraine, who was
beginning to feel she would hke to hurt
someone.

Vivian turned his clear, penetrating gaze.
upon Lber.

‘gs there any reason why she should not
go?

Mrs Loraine, picked up a book, and
turned the leaves in a flutter.

‘I should bave though,” she said, ‘that
your commen sense would bave told you
there is every reason why she she shcould
not go—j{—~"

‘li you say ghother word,’” Shireley in-
ten\:pted, fiercely, ¢, will never forgive

ou.
4 Vivian laid his hand upon hes shoulder.

‘Darling,’ he whispered, don’:.’

*Well, you will come at once ?’

‘It your mother really objects to your
driving tbis evening .

‘Ob, go—go! Mrs, Loraine cried,
bursting into tears. ‘Don’t mind me—
don’s study my teelings. I am of no con-
sequence.’

She was one of those women who shed
tears at the rlightest provocation.

Shirley, knowing this, regarded them
with disdain, while West looked on, not
knowing wkat to do.

‘I bad tetter go,’ he said to Shirley,
‘Your mother tecms to be upset about
scmetbing.’

‘I am,” Mrs, Loraine declared, ‘most

upset.’
I have always liked you, Vivian, though
I have sren so little of vou. Lady Ayerst
—deor Madge—has always spoken sweetly
of yon, But now everything has changed.
I don't know how to explain it to you, I
am sure. [ had no knowledge ot it until
Captain ' Kcmp called ttis afternoon. He
be talked about the—the—about the mur-
der, and I saw then, that, ot courze, 1t
must all end between you and Shirley.’

She wailed it out between sniffs and tears

Vivian waited for her to finish, then said
in that quiet way of his, when deeply hurt
or angered—

‘I met Captain Kemp this stternoon.
His is the first intimation 1 have received
anyone can still belicve me guly. It
there are others—if 1t is universsl beliet—
then, ot course, I must give up all hope of
baving Shirlzy.’

‘I knew you would take it in a sensible
wiy,’ Mrs. Loraine exclaimed in accents
of reliet, as she wiped her eyes. ‘There is
ro one more sorry for you than I; but
until society recognises you as being utter-
ly blameless, it would be better tor you
and Shirlev not to see one a: otaer.’

‘Until Vivian ceases to care for me.’
Sbirley declared, stoutly. ‘I will never
give him up. So far as [ am concerned.
society can cut us both dead. I dou’t
want society. I ooly want Vivian.’

She tuned to bim with a charming
gesture of love and confidence.

He was her all—she asked tor nothing
more.

‘I am tbankful Vivian bas more sense
than you,’ her mother cried, impatiently.
‘It is far wiser to face the worst at cnce.
It tociety’—Shirley ground her teeth—
‘refuses to recognise bim, he is ruined in
every way, becavse th:n bhis pictures
wouid not sell. At least, so Captaia
Kemp—’

‘Would it not be kinder, .Shirley broke
t rth, ‘to sp re us the harrowing details ot
your friena’s convers:ation. | am going
in'o the garden, Vivisn; will you come ¥’

He did not tollow her immediately.

Mrs. Loraine seiz:d the opportunity of
talking to him alone.

Shirley was so young, she said, young
ard ignorant, and so deplorably seif-
willed. Then, too, wh-n she—Mrs. Lor-
aine—died, Shitliv would have but a mere
pittance, not sufficient to keep her in
cbiffons. She had extravagant tastes, and
would never do for a poor man’s wife.
She bad trusted tbat Vivian would per-
suade her to look at the matter in a sen-
siole light. It would be most dishunorable
to do anyttiag else.

Vivian West listened in silence, cut to
to the quick by a'most every word she
uttered.

‘1 am not likely to behave in a dishonor-
able way to Shirley,” he said, when she
had talked berselt breathless. ‘It I find
that Captain Kemp is an example of public
feeling towards me, I will give her up.
Till then I will not be seen about with her
more than can be helped.’

‘It woula be better to go abroad and
change your name,’ she suggested.

*‘What tor P’ he asked, witha calm sur-
prise.

She was rather taken aback.

‘Ob, w:ll, cf course, I mean so that you
may begin afresh !

‘Dciven trom my country by the evil sus
picions of those who, a short time ago,
called themselves wy friends ! You said
just now, Mrs. Loraine, that it was better
to face the worst. |1 think so, too, and I
intend to stay and face it.

She would bave lke bim to have broken
off the engagement and gone right away
at once ; still, sbe could not but admit that
he had bebaved very nicely.

No one could have been more gentle-
manly.

She went into the next room and wrote
a long letter to Madge, tellirg her all that
had occurred, and asking her advice.

§ ‘Shirley, of courte, 1s unmanageable,’
she wrote ; ‘I wish so much you were here,
dear, to enforce obedience.’

While the pen flcw over the paper,
leaving in its train rows of neatly written
words, Shirley was clinging to Vivian’s
arm as they walked round and about the
small garaen.

‘You need not repeat one word of what
mother has been saying,’ she said, bruch-
ing her cheek against his arm. ¢ I know
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exactly the sort of thing she would say.
Mother always rides rough-shod over
pecple’s feelings.’

‘She is naturally anxicus about you,” he
replied. ‘I was always surprised that
they allowed me to have you. You de-
served someone better than a poor strug-
gling artist ’

*Vivian, I shall think you a hypocrite if
you talk like tha! They would never have
const ntcd had you not been just at the top
of the tree. You know how they and
most pecple behaved before. I am glad
your sun has gone in for a time, because
now I can prove to you that I can be trae
in adversity.

He looked into her shining eyes.

‘Oh, sweetheart!’ be said, with yearning
sadners, ‘it will be hard to part.’

*We never will,” she cried, d:fiantly,
‘never, never! Let them all rave and talk,
but they never shall part us.’

He smiled at her eager upturned face;
but in his beart he knew that, if the world
turned against him, he could never hope to
win her.

‘We muat be patient,” he said, ‘and
wait. Things will right themselves in
tims.’

‘I will wsit for ever, with you.’

It was all 'h» same ; she would not enter-
tain a thought that meant seperation.

He 1 ft her at last, ch»ered in spite of

:]!?e cloud that cast so dark a shadow upon
im.,

Shirley walked tbrough the meadows
with him, to that gate where, more thin a
year #gd, they had parted.

‘Do you remembe:?’ she questioned. ‘I
loved you then with all my heart- I did
not know how great my love was, and |
was weak and fiightened. When I thought
of it, 1 used to teel I should die ot shame.’

She r«sted her head upon bis breast, and
he put h's arms about her, holding her
closely.

‘My dear one,’ he said, ‘I do not under-
stand them. I was more to blame than
you ’

She put her hands over his lips, and he
kissed 1t.

‘We never thought, that morning,’ she
said, softly, that we should ever stand like
this, here.” \

Mrs. Loraine did not mention Vivia
Wesi's name to Shirley again that evering.

She was rather cold and dign fi2d, looked
like a suffering martyr, and said she bad a
bad beadache.

For a few days all went on the same as
usual

The two letters came from Scotland, one
for Mrs. Loraine the other for Shirley.

They arrived by the second post, just at
the conclusion of breakieast.

Shirley read hers through, then passed it
to her mother.

*You have been writing to Madge,’ she
said.

‘Well is there anything strange in that ?’

‘You have been telling ber what that od-
ious man said ’

‘It you mean Captain Kemp, I naturally
mentioned what he told me. I wished to
know it it were true, I suppose she tells you
that it is. If you wait one mcment I will
read whet she says to me.’

‘I will not listen,’ the girl declared, pas-
siopately. ‘There are a tew people who
don’c turn their backs on a man simply be-
cause he has lies tcld about bim. I bap-
pen to be one of the tew, and nothing will
change me.’

Mrs. Loraine regarded her helplessly

‘You ere jast like your poor fa h-r,’ she
said at last, ‘and you know what he brought
us to.’

‘Dear dad !" Shirley said, with a sudden
softening of expression. ‘I feel very proud
when you say I am like him. It was not
his fault that people cheated him, and things
went wrong ’

‘Had he been more cautious—where are
you geing to ?’

‘I em going to answer Madge's letter at
once.’

‘[ think you had better leave that tor me
to do. You will say a lot of foolish things,
and make them both angry with us.’

‘It won’c hurt them, and I am quite cer-
tain it wor’c hurt us.’

‘You forget how we are placed,” Mrs.
Loraine cried, pouring some milk into a
saucer for her favorite cat. °S:arcely en-
ough to live on. Tha few luxuries I enjoy
now, I owe to Madge and Henry’

‘They won’t visit my sins on you’

‘They will feel you are disgracing our
pame.’

Shirley looked dangerous. :

‘By marr;jing a good and honorable man?’
she said.

‘By marrying one wto is under a ban,’
her mother corrected

It was the first occasion on which the
subject bad been mentioned since that atter-
noon when Vivian had been present.

They had taci ly avoided his name.

Mrs. Loraine had been waiting for an
answer to her letter, to tell her how to act.

She weas one of these weak, irresolute
women who never dare act on her own res-
ponsibility. ;

When her husband had been living, she
had looked to him for everything; at his
death, Madge took his place.

Now that Madge haa married and gone
away, she lived in a tormenting state of
doubt and indecision.

‘Under a ban " Shirley repeated. *‘Oh,
bow unjust you all are! How Hateful !
Surely, it Gilbert's father holds out bhis
bacd to Vivian, and takes bim to his
home .

‘Oh, don’c quote Sir Martin to me,’” Mrs.
Loraine interrupted, testily. ‘Everyone
knows he is mad, poor man. His actions
would carry no weight with them. Look
how he countensnced and encouraged poor
Gilber's engagement to that abominable
little foreign creature. I hear she is still at
the Court. He will be marrying her himsell
next.’

Mrs. Loraine might bave continued talk-
ing for some tine, had she not discovered
she was addressing the chairs and . tables.

Shirlcy bad gone.

Her mother sighed heavily, as if all the
cares of the world were pressing upon her.

The cat jumped on her lap and clawed a

piece of bacon off her plate, for which she
smote its fluffy sides sharply.

When you are fetling annoyed and put
out, it is rather soothing to smack even the
cat,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Shirley wrote her letter.

She d d not say much, but that little was
couched in emphatic language, with severs?- ..
words anderlined. :

When Lady Ayerst read this epistle, she
smiled, and s+id—

‘Silly ebild V"

But though the letter amused her, she
fely sorry tor Shirley.

‘It was such a disappointment,” she
thought.

‘It was most unfortunate that things
should have turned out so badly.’

Toen:the sat down to her writing-tabie,
and penned a few Jines to Vivisn West.

It is astonishing how coldly cruel the
women who have never loved or suffered
can be. 4

‘Dear MR WaesTt,’ she wrote,—*I have
just received a very foolish letter from my
sister, sayiog that she absolutely retuses to
break her word to you, asan honorable
man, to give her up.

‘I bave no wish to speak of the sad events
of the psst few months. I, personally, be-
hieve you to be entirely innocent ot the
cbarge brought against you; but the world
thinks difterent.y, and I am sure you will
understard that while you are under such a
cloud, it would be wicked to hold Shirley
to a promise given under such very differ-
erent circumstances.

‘With sincere wishes for your future bap-
piness. ‘Sincerely yours,

‘MADGE AYERST.

Vivian received this letter a couple of
mornings later.

It was brought up to him with his shav-
ing- water.

‘Have these women no hearts P’ he ex-
claimed, bitterly.

Then for a moment, in the solitude of
bis own room, he broke down.

Smarting tears rose to his eyes.

‘My God ! he c:ied, ‘why has this curse
come upon me ? What have I done that I
should be suspected of this bateful crime ?
Will the truth ever be revealed ? Will the
darkness ever pass away P’

He ftelt that his burdem had, indeed,
grown keavier thau he could bear.

After breaktast, wbile he was taking a
stroll on the terrace with Sir Martin, the
elder man looked at him searchingly, and
said—

‘You are net happy, my boy! What is
wrong ?’

‘My whole life,” the young fellow an-
swered, with a reckiess laugh. ‘I must
have been horn under an exceptionally uan-
lucky star.’

* I was boping,’ Sir Martin said, ‘that
you were contented and happy here.
What is it that is troubling you ? Cannot
I help you ?’ ~

‘It it were possible, I know that you
would,” iVivian replied, gratefully.
‘But—well this will expliin it to you.’

He drew Lady Ayerst’s letter from his
pocket.

Sir Martin opened and read it.

‘She is surely out of her senses !” he ex-
claimed. ‘You were tried and found not
guilty. What does she mean ?’

*‘That nothing was rea'ly proved.
There was not sufficient evidence to hang
me, neither was there sufficient to clear
me. The judge and the jury gave me the
bencfit ot the doubt. The pubiic general-
ly—amongst them my old friends —preter
to believe the worat. I had an inkling of
this a week or so ago. I believed—I could
not help believing—that it was orly an in-
dividusl here and there who could think so
basely of me. Itappears I was mistaken.’

He leant upon the stone balustrade.

A sea-breeze wasy scattering the late
roses in a showr of petals across
the terrace. The wooden slopes were one
mass of beautiful colouring, and beyond,
between the trees and sky, a tketch of
deep blue sea.

No artist could have wished for a fairer
view.

Vivian West, as it were, unconsciously
felt its loveliness, though it seemed but to
add to the pain of his thonghts.

Sir Marlin laid 8 hand upcn his should-
er.
‘I bave never seen you desponding be-
fore,” he said. ‘Don’c give away don’t let
this crush you.’

‘I am thinking of her,’ the young fellow
said, hoarsley. ‘It I were the only one to
suff r, it would be diffcrent. But—poor
little Shirley. It teems to me that, either

way, I am bound to hurt her.’
Co-tinved on Fifteenth Pare.
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