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APTER I. shall miss you dreadfully, to say nothing 

1 FOREIGN. of the anxiety I sha'l fecl. Well, it you 
must go, my dear, you must. You will 

The village of Moat could not be called | fi, the gate of the orchard unlocked. But 
a lively place, and, it it had not been for 

} T | I wish you could stay a little longer.’ 
the neighbouring town ot Churchtord, it But this the young officer declared to be 

would have been duller still. impossible. 

Churchtord boasted of a great abbey | There were a hundred and-one things he 
church, and its inhabitants had strong Abita bad to see to, so he took his leave, and, 
hopes of some day seeing it made a cathed- | baesing out into tbe old-fashioned back 
ral or minister, with a bishop at the head garden, with its beds of tulips and gnaintly 
of a proper establishment of deans and | cyt yew trees, made his way first ato the 
canons. orchard, and then into a narrow lane that 

Till that event happened, they content | 5 beyond. 
ed themselves with the military, and were A few yards further down the lane, a 

not ungrateful to & past government for | giile pave ‘admittance to the field-path that, 
having built barracks outside the town. after cutting across a corner of Sir Godfrey 

In a smsil way Moat looked vpon itself Lyz:tte’s park, lead to Churchtord, joining 
as a fashionable suburb outside the town. | ti/e main road near the barracks. 
There was sprinkling of villas along the Crossing a narrow field, Philip Lazcy 

road between the two, and the Hall, which | g,u1t6q over a second stile in the park 
stood on rising group commanding the tence, and threw away his cigar as he 

village, end was the seat of Sir Godlrey | caught sight of a girlish figure between the 
Lyz-tte, Knight, the well known ert col- | trey, : 

lector, critic and writer, added a lustre to The girl was etrolling slowly along the 
the village, of which its inhabitants were | path and he was close to her before she 
duly proud. EL heard his footsteps and turned. 
Bayend the village—that 1s to . ‘Ob! Philip, I had almost given you up,’ 

be turther side from Churchford—et00d | she exclaimed. ‘What bas kept you so 
hree or four houses of an older type than | lon? 
he more recently built villa residences al- He threw a glance round to see that 
eady alluded to. they were alone, and then seized her hands, 

Ouse. ap old red brick house, graced by | and, drawing her to him, kissed her rosy 

a cupula, in which hung a bell turnt d green | ups. . 5 
by time and weather, was the residence of ‘I bad to go to my aunt's first,” he said, 

Miss Talbot, a maiden lady of a certain } as they walked side by side benea'h the 
age, much respected in the neighborhood, | trees, whose newly opened leaves were all 

none the less that she had ample means, | 8 shimmer with the glory of the setting sun. 

and paid occasional fleeting visits to Lon- | ‘I bad some news to tell her—news which 
don and Paris. you can perhaps gues, dear.’ 

A little beyond her house stood Rose. | *Oul Philip, you are not ordered away— 
mary cottage, a pretty, two storied house, to Egypt? 

not nearly as small as its name would in- And the girl looked up in his face with 
dicate, in which dwelt Mrs Carson and her | timid, entreating eyes, as if praying him 

two daughters. to say it was not so. 

Both houses had large cld-fashioned ‘The route’s come, dear,” he answered, 

garden running back into orchards, behind stooping and kissing the pale upturned 
which spain was & wood, which sheitered tac 

them from the cold north-east winas. 

say, on 

‘But you knew we expected it. It won't 

. Miss Talbot, one of those people whom | be tor long, dear; the camprign won't last 

grey hair suits, and who seem to gr w 3 year, end then the chances ere twenty to 

bandeomer #8 they edvance in years, was | one that oy shall be ordered straight back 

taking ber cup of alierncon tea, whe 1 the | to Bog and.’ | 

door of the room opened, sand ber nephew, ! he girl sighed wearily. = 

Caplain Lacy, whose regiment was quart- | ‘1 have been dreadiog this for weeks 

ered at Churcbiord, came in, and alter paet, ever since you first mentioned bout 

dut fully kissing her cheek, gettled himselt | being sant away,’ she murmured ‘Philip 

in an arm-chair near the window, which, | Iehall never bs able to stind sgsinst 

| mother an: Sarah. I know I ought to be a8 It WAS & Warm day, was open. : : 
He was good-looking, with grey eyes, | stronger-minded, but when you are away 1 

od was a de- | shall have no one to give me courage.’ 
‘My dear Laura, you must fiud courage, 

‘I am | be answered. ‘I know your mother thinks 
[| a poor captain of infantry not good enough 

for her pretty daughter; but mothers can’t 
expect to have it all their own way in this 
world. I ought to have written and put 
the case before my uncle, I know, but I 
put it off, and now it must wait till 1 re- 
turn. You must be true to me, Laura, 
and when I come back we'll get married, 
even if your mother won't give her con- 
sent.’ 
The girl pouted her pretty lips. 

‘It’s all very well, Philip,’ she answered 
petulantly. ‘You are going away in high 
spirits and I'm left behind to be worried 
by mother and sneered at by Sirah. They 
are always saying that [ have only to lift 
my little finger and I should have Sir God- 
trey at my feet. 

‘Hang Sir Godfrey! Why, he's old 
enough to be your tather. You can’t care 
sixpeuce about him, Laura, and you do 
love me.’ 

She looked up at him and smiled. 

‘How vain you sre! sho eaid. ‘But you 
know it's true. I wantto be loved and 
petted, and I can’t bear being always 

suppose you ought to feel as you do. All scolded and sneered at, and Sarah is worse 

the same, I shall dread to read the war | than mother. It’s because ehe’s 80 crow 
news, for I ehall be always expecting to that Sir Godirev won't look at ber.’ . 
see your name amongst those of the killed | ‘But, Laura, you can’t care for Sir God- 
o% moun! frey. aud all his wealth won't tempt you to 

I'he young oflizer 

aunt again, as he crossed the room to the a Little coward. 

and short brown moustache, 

cided favourite with bis sunt. 

‘My dear Philip,” she exclaimed, ° 

sure it's very good of yoa to drop in. 

was just lamenting that no one bad called 

this afternoon. You will have a cup ot my 

tea, or would you like sherry or brandy- 

and sods better? 
«] will have a glass of sherry, aunt, please, 

be snawered. ‘No need to ring. 1 know 

where the decanter is. I can stay only a 

few minutes, but I just dropped in to tel! 

you that we aro ordered off to Egypt to 

help Kitchener in his advance. Glorious 

news isn't it ¥’ 
‘My dear boy, it’s just what I have been 

in dread cof for the last month, after what 

you told me about expecting to heve to go. 

How can you call it glorious ? I cali it 

dreadful, and I shell be na fidget till I 

have you safe back.’ } 
‘Ob, it won’t be a Jong campaign, aunt!’ 

be answered. ‘You sce, the Sirdar 15 al: 

most within striking distance already of 

Khartoun , but we shall be there in time 

for sny figh!)og that may take place, which 

is the great thing A fellow has eo lew 

chances in these days of sceing a bit ol 
active service.’ 

‘Well, my dear, so you are a soldier, I 

bis | break your word to ms.’ 
‘No, Poilip; I will be trua. 1 won't be 

Only you don’t know how 

rose and kissed 

sideboard and took out the decanter of ( oe : Gag Po. wt 
sherry and a wine glass. hard it is to be niggad at ay after day. 

‘You are a good sort aunt,’ he said, | © by & 50 Wisi) O08 WEEE not going; I shall 

‘ard 1 was afraid the news would upset | be Be lonely and miserable. ) 

vou a bit. All the eame, there 1s noihing | And the aweet dark eyes grew moist 

tor vou to worry about. The climat y | WA tears. 

be a bit trying, but I'm strong encugh to | ‘I with I hed made all straight befora 

stand a good deal ot Kno king about; and, | these confo mnded ler arcived,’ he 

as for the Arabs—pcor devils !—they | answered. But we make the bast of 

won’t have much chauce agaist | it Let me, whilst away, be quite as 

troops.’ certain of you as you can he ni va, and 

He drank his sherry slowly, and listened | then we can look torward to the {uture and 

to his aunt's ienumershle questions with as the time when we shall be bap; gethe r.! 

much pat nce a8 he 1d comm 1 And then he id his boast, by talking ot 

xcept an uncle, Ts might | that future to keep per trom thinkiny of 

rot, leave him his property, he had no near | the present, and for a little time he suc- 
relation, save his sunt, and he thoroughly | ceeded “a 

spprecisted all the kindness she had shown But then came the moment of parting, 
hima ever since the time when be used to | and, then he promised to call and take a 
come home to her for the holidays. formal leave of the tamilv on the morrow, 

However, his present visit was but a | it was the last time for a year, at least 
short one. | that they would be alona together, and, 

st be getting back ( \ th rl broke down, and clung to him with 
saiu. ‘and rusll ts) yer ‘¢ head on his breast, sobbing. 
garden and “wusd 1s He comforted her all he could, and kiss- 
dusty; but I wi! away the tears from her eyes; but still 
betore I go most Ls ly to Yu - | with the twilight gathering rouad them, 
ing. Tho or] mn ny r he clung to bim as if she could not lst 
bape yeu — : Pl go. 

"That will vou think of me, Philip?’ she 
Ax ’ go out | =! 5; ved n at length she gained soma 

Vi y 5% OL] commana er worselt; ‘but I cannot help 
Cou rad, you wil dine wee ire Lit, ears 1 ver could stand trouble, and 
selves. Li's been very plea “ ov Loricd dreadiully when I left school and all 
so near me for the last few months, and oF nde. It's terrible to be such a 

child, and I am aehamed ot myself—dread- 
fully ashamed; but you are all I have. 
Philip, tor mother and Sarah are always 
cross with me. Ah! [ wish we bad got 
married, and I was going with youn.’ 
‘And I wish it with all my soul,’ he ans- 

wered. ‘But you know how your mother 
opposed even an engagement. And now 
love, we must say good-hye. It will not 
be for long, and then, in spite of mother 
and sister, [ mean to claim you. Kiss me, 
dear again, and again, tor they will have 
to last me, perhaps for a whole year. 
But we shall write to one another. Come! 
I will walk back as far as the lane with you 
and we will arrange all about the writing.’ 

CHAPTER II. 

SIR GODFREY'S WOOING. 

The first month of her lover's absence 
passed to Laura wearily enough. 

It was not only that she missed him, but 
she had to listen to her elder sisters sneers 
about the proverbial fickleness of soldiers, 
and her mother would either sgh and pose 
as a marytr, or else declare that the very 
name of Poilip Lacy was nauseous, and 
that there ought to be a law passed torbid- 
ding soldiers under the rank ol generals 
from marrying. 

Li ura bore it all patiently, but there 
was worse to come. 
Even betore Philip had left, Sir Godfray 

Lyz:tte had sbown some interest in Mrs. 
Carson's pretty daughter, and when, they 
met, bad paid her a few stilted compli. 
ments. 
During the early summer he was in Lon- 

don, and Liaura's mother never omitted to 
pick out from the paper any paragraph in 
which his name was mentioned, and to 
read it aloud to her daughters. 
Towards the end of July, however, he 

returned to the Hall and a few days later, 
called at Rosemary Cottage 
He was a tall, angular-shaped man, with 

narrow shoulders, a clean-shaven face, 
which, 8 good deal resembled that of a 
sheep, and scanty yellow hair, which by 
careiul brushing up trom ths side, managed 
more or less to cover the bald top of his 
head, 

Mrs. Carson received him enthusiasti- 
cally, and, when he began to muke clear 
the object of his visit, the would have 
liked to have thrown herself at his feet, or 
to have done homage in soe other form 
for his great condescension and the glor- 
ious prospects he opened up to her strong- 
ly-imaginative mind. 

‘You see, my dear Mrs. Carson,” he 
went on, alter having opened the trenches 
in due form, ‘I bave given the matter my 
consideration. Iam neta young msn to 
be led away by the phantom popularly 
called love, but your daughter lLisura’s 
many charms have been apparent to me 
for a long time, and 1 have come to the 
conclusion, atter due deliberation, that sae 
is fited in every way to make ms an ex. 
cellent wifs and the hall & desirable mis- 
(ress. 
You know [ entertain a good deal of 

society, chiefly men of distinction in art 
and literature, and as many of these are 
married, I teel that a lady at the Hall 15 in 

all ways desirable. 
‘I should propose, in the event of your 

daughter accepiing me, and of you, in the 
character of her mother and guardian, of- 
iering no objection, to ssttle somos eight 

thousand pounds on ber and her younger 
children ; the eldest son—always suppos- 
ing Providence blesses us with one—will 

of course, inherit the bulk oi my property, 
landed and o herwise. I should also b: 
prepared to settle a certain sum of pin- 
money—I{or dress, etcstera—on your 
daughter. M:y 1 hope that you see no 
objection to the marriage P’ 

it was only with the greatest difil ulty 
that Mrs, Carson withheld herselt from 
flinging ber arms round the knight's neck 
and kissing him there and then. 

Oojeccion! How could she have any 
objection ? If she had sought tor a hus- 
bend tor her dear lL.aura toroughout the 
length and breadth of the land, she could 
not have found one to prefer to Sir God- 
trey Liyzaite, and Lisura most fortunate 
girl to have attracted so wise and good a 
man. 

She was so sorry the dear girls were out, 
but Sir Godtrey would stay. 
They would be sure to be back to after: 

noon tea, but it would be better for her, 
perhaps, to apprise Laura of the houour in 
store for ber. 

She was yet very young and timid, and 
a mother’s voice should be the ficst to 
speak of marriage to her. 

Sis Godtrey acquiesced. 
He koew a great deal more about 

E ryptisn mummies than young ladies, and 
he felt that it would be a relies to have toe 
way smoothed tor him, not that the idea ol 
being refused by Liiura ever entered his 
mind. 
He had pondered over the advisability of 

marriage for some time, and having con- 
ciuded to enter the noly estate, and having 
selected, the lady, he concluded all was 
aettiad. 

Sully 1t would be doubtless best tor the 
girl's mother 10 spesk to ber first, and as, 
alter waiting for another hail-nour, the 

sisters did not retura, he rose to taks his 

ieava. 

‘U'hen, when shsll we see you again, Sir 
Godtrey ? Saall we say Friday atiernoos?’ 
Mrs Carson ask:d swestly. 
Toe knight thought Friday afternoon 

would suatt mn vary wall, 
Laura's moth:r claspad Sir (radirey’s 

cold, tlanby hand with grea’ warmta as sue 
said ‘G »od-bye.’ 

It was a deeadtully formal leave-taking 
when her heart was so full. 
But the propricties must be respected, 

and, even to a future soa in-law, ste dared 
not give way to her feelings. 
For the nex: thirty minut:s her eges 

were never off the ciock, and when at 
leogth Sarah and Lira returned, she did 
not even wait till they bad taken oft their 
hats before telliag them waoat bad bape 
pened. 
Laura listened like one in a dream 

After she had gathered that Sir Godfrey 
had seked ber mother’s consent, and wae 
coming on Friday to propose to ber in due 
rg she beard little more of what was 
said. 
Once or twice a question, sharply re. 

peated, roused her irom ber stupor, but 
ehe felt numbed and chilled by the news, 
and her one desire was to get away to her 
OWD room. 
She made ber escape when the servant 

brought in the tea, and her mother and 
sister were too much engrossed with the 
all-absorbing topic to trouble themselves 
about her; so she sat at the dressing-table 
in her little room and cried till she felt 
quite exhausted, and then lay down on the 
og and tried to think what she ought to 
0. 

She told herself sver and over again 
tbat she must not—could not—break her 
word to Philip, that her engagemen: to 
him was sacred, and that ot course, when 
Friday came, she would have to retuse Sir 
Godfrey. 
But all the time, she felt herself shrink 

from the ztruggle betore her, and deep 
down in her heart was a dark misgiving 
that, if her wother, Sarah, and Sir God- 
frey only persevered, she would never be 
able to hold out. 
At length she arriyed at the conclusion 

to say as Little as possible till Friday and 
Sir Godfrey arrived, and then to hint that, 
having relused bim, he would leave her in 
peace ior good and all. 

She bathed her eyes and came down to 
dinner, locking very pale and woe-begone, 
which elicited the remark from Sarah-—who 
was cight years older thao I.aura, and 
took siter her father,being small, red-faced, 
aod sandy-hured—that Liaura’s aflectation 
postively made her ill. 
Mrs. Carson, however, was in a good 

temper, and teit so proud of her younger 
daugucer, that ehe snuobed Miss Sirah 1m 
mediately. 

*My dear pet,’ she said to Laura, ‘don’t 
pay any attention to what your sister says. 
It 18 quite natural that Sir Godirey’s 
splendid, magmificent offer should try you 
a little. Such a chs ige, my dear,irom our 

humole little cottages to tne Hall! Aad 
then, Sir Godfrey himself is such an ami- 
vle creature. You can't fail to be bappy, 
and, with you to chaperon her, there 12 no 
saying tbat Sarab may not marry well yet.’ 

Yue elder Miss Carson laughed—a 
laugh in which there wasa great deal of 
spite and not an atom of mirch. 

‘Me—nbe chaperoned and patronizad by 
my younger sisier 7 No, thank you I’ she 
exclaimed. ‘I dare say I may marry in 
good time, now the beauty of the family is 

disposed of. | wonder what Philip Lacy 
will say when he sees the announcement 
of the marriage in the papers? 1 suppose 
they do sce an occasional paper outin 
those outlandish parts. He'll swear, ol 
course—ail soldiers do—and then he will 
be only too glad of the excuse 10 drink a 
little too much at mess.’ 

*Sarab I’ exclaimed her mother sharply. 
‘I will not have you talk like that. Poiup 
Lacy was a well meaning fellow enough, 
though, of course, he cannot be mentioned 
in ths same breath as Sir Godirey. Oacs 
tor ail, 1 will not huve any of your sneer- 
ing remarks directed at your sister. You 
grow more like your fatber in person and 
temper every day, and what I put up with 
from bim nobody but myselt knows. Laura 
takes alter me, and a sweeter temper never 
exisied. 1f there 13 one thing I am thank. 
tul tor more than another, it 1s that hers 
will never be tried as mine bas been. 
Kiss me, my child, end to morrow, and 
especially on Friday morning, mind you 
go out for a nice sharp walk, and get a 
little more color in your cheeks.’ 
True to her resolve, Liyura said nothing 

to her mother about her determination to 
refuse Sir Godirey ; but, as each hour pass- 
ed, her heart sank lower and lower as the 
prospect of all she would bave (0 endure 
came home to her. 

At length the fatal hour arrived, and 
Laura nerved herselt to mest the knight. 
Sae had determined that, :t Sir Godirey 

persisted after she had declined the honor 
be proffered her, she would throw he self 
on nis generosity, and teil him of her love 
tor Phiup. 

She sat in the drawing room with her 
mother awaiting the knight's coming. 

Sirah had been sent out of the way, and 
when Sir Godirey at length arrived, and, 
att-r a littie desultory conversation, her 
mother mace some excuse to leave the 
room, Laura felt very much as if she was 
being lett alone to fight some dreadfu! mon 
ster determined to carry ber cil. 
But before Mrs. Carson could reack the 

door. Sic &odirey stopped her. 
‘Peay do not leave us, my dear madam,’ 

he s2id. ‘To you I hive already expressad 
my hopes and wisues, and you bave doubt- 

less, as you yourzelt suggested, ccmmani- 
cated tuem to Mis Lisura. A 
mamns tor me is to ask it my off 
has been favorably received. 
Ll bope that your daughter will bestow her 
and on one who wil endeavor to repay 
the great happiness she confers upon him. 

L.sura was taken utterly by surprise, and 
netore she had time to reslizs hep position 
ber mother had answered tor her. 
‘How delicate of you, dear Sir Godtrey,’ 

she exclaimed. ‘How extremely delicate! 
{am sure dear Laura appreciates it as much 
as 1 do. Saw tually returns your affection, 
oir Godirey, and sceepts you, feeling deep- 
ly the great Loner you co her.’ 

‘But mother ——, 

‘My dear, it ie batter for me to speak 
for you, as Sir Godirey has, with the great 
est delicacy of iceling, permitted me to be 
present. Between mother snd daughter 
there sheuld never be any secrets, and 1 
nope, at all events in this respect, 1 have 
brought my children up in the right way. 
{t 1 do not say more, Sir Godirey, 1t is to 
spare Laura's blushes 1 am sure you will 
find her as good a wits as she has been to 
we a daughter,’ and the good lady wiped 
the tears irom her eyes. ; 

ght rose from his chair, and took 
th © ‘nd in bis. 
Yo e made me extremely happy, 

my dear Laura,’ hg said, ‘and, 1 the fu. 
ture, it will be my task to try and make 
you bappy. All arrangements you may 
leave to your mother and me; but if there 
18 anything you would like, anything which 
may etcipe ue, you have but to mention 
1v to have your wish gratified.’ 
And then, with a ‘God bless you, my 

dear,” be stooped and kissed her forebead. 
Timid by nature under the vigilance of 

ber mother's eye, and utterly unprepared 
for the manner in which Sir Godfrey's pro- 
posal had been made, and her consent 
taken as already given, Laura sank back 
10 her chair unable to find courage to face 
the scene that her first words would give 
rise to. 

Almost before she was aware of it, she 
found herself alone with her mother. 
‘My dearest Laura, let your mother ba 

the first to congratulate you,’ exclaimed 
Mrs Carson, embracing her daughter. 
‘Such a position as will be yours! Aad 
then such an amiable man, such a delicat- 
ely minded man, such a generous man as 
Sir (radirey for a husband! My dear, you 
don t seem to realize what a fortunate girl 
you are. There is not i 
Laura started to her feet. 
‘Heaven pardon you mother, for what 

you have done,’ she cried. ‘But I can’t— 
ob, I can’t marry bim. You know how I 
and Pailip love one another I’ 
‘My goodness, Laura! exclaimed Mrs. 

Carson indignantly, ‘am I never to hear 
the end of that silly business? Philip, in- 
deed! Why, how can you compare him 
with to such a man as Sir Godfrey? Butl 
am noi going to liste to any more o! your 
silly sentimental rubbish. You have ac- 
cepted Sir Godirey, and you ought to feel 
shame to mention, or even to think of a 
soldier who's too poor to marry. Why, 
his aunt is not much older than I am, end 

may live {or another flity years. No, my 
dear, thank Providence for having a moth- 
er to look alter your interests. All you 
have to do is to be quiet and amiable to 
®ir Godfrey. Just thick of the position 
vou will bold-—ot the pin money you will 
nave to pend on dress! Thereis nota 
girl 1a the country that won't eavy you.’ 
in vain Laura plead d that she might write 
to Sir Godfrey and tell him she could never 
love him, as her heart was already given 
to another. 
To which ber;mother pointed out, first, 

that the knight bad never ssked her to 
love him, and then that he had selected 
her, doubtless in preference to many otbers 
to be a proper head to his establishment. 
And then, as Laura still persisted, she 

flew into a passion, and upbraided her as 
an unnatural daughter, till the girl rushed 
{rom the room 1a tears, and sought shelter 

in her own chamber, where, with lockad 
door, sha gave herself up to despair. 
Toe pext morning Mrs. Carson read 

from the paper an account of a smart action 
1 the Soudan. 

There were the names of a few killed 
and wounded, and one offi:sr was report- 
ed missing—Captain Poiiip Lacy. 

CHAPTER I11. 

THE BRIDE'S RETURN. 

Mrs. Carson was not one to hide her 
davghter’s hight under a bushel, and as Sir 
Godirey bad a greatides ot his own dignity 
and importance, it was arranged that Laura 
should be married at the Aoobey church at 
Caurchtord, with much pomp and cere- 
mony. 

Lisura took little interest in the proceed- 
ings. Her mother suggested and ordered 
everything, even to tbe costumes of the 
ridesmaids, ot whom there were four. 
Two or three times Laura stole down to 

the little milliner, to whose house Pailip’s 
letters were to ce addressed ; but she came 
away each dme with, it possible, a sadder 
heart, tor there were none. 

‘He must be dead,” she thought, ‘so 
what doee it matter what becomes ot me? 
Nothing can be worse than the lile I should 
lead at nome it I refused to marry Sir God- 
trey, even it [ had the courage to, which I 
have not.’ 
The marriage had been hastened on, as 

Sir Godtrey had engagements at Rom: that 
winter ; 80, one bleak December morning 
Liaura knelt at the altar rails and pledged 
berselt to honor and obey the elderly gen- 
tleman beside ber, and all Churchtord 
herself so well off that she and Sarah spent 
a fortnight in London, buying dresses and 
other toilet necessaries, so as to be ready 
to welcome the bride on her return. 

Sir Godirey’s town house was closa to 
Slosne Square, and Mrs Carson and Sirah 
were there to welcome Laura home. 
She was so wonderfully changed in man- 

ner, that it quite took her motuer’s breath 
awsy. 

Sae was no longer the timid girl who 
had wedded because she feared her mothers 
wrath. 
She was a little tired from Ler journey, 

but she talked 1acessantly during dinner 
of all the gay p2ople she aad mixed with as 
Rome; of the balls and dinpers she had 
been to; how she had always driven to the 
meet of the Koaglish toxhounds, and during 
the latter par: ot her stay had ridden to 
them, too; and of the thousand and-one 
gaeries she had taken part in. 
*My dear Sarah!” she exclaimed. ‘Do 

get out ot that hsbi: of sneering. You 
ink I can’t ride, but 1 have learnt. Majo; 
Fortescue took such pains to teach ma. 
Such an agreeable msn. Godfrey quite 
teok to mim.’ 

‘Major Fortescue was a well-informed 
man,’ supplemented the knight. ‘And I 
was extremely obliged to him tor the attr 
tion he showed Lisura. [ was so enpge od 
with my own aff sice— Ari, you are - ware. 
my dear madam, bas is Low. R 
that, really, he was a wos Coven - 
son to know. He seemed to delight in 
being of service, and was, as [ think | ve- 
marked, tor a soldier & well read man’ 
‘He was charming I" exclaimed toe b: 0. 

‘He was devoted to me, and saved Go 
any amouzt of escort duty. But there 
quite a lot of nice men at Rom | 
was such a pity that you did not have me 

(Continued on Page Fifteen.) 
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