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The Maid Of The Mill 

IN TWO INSTALMENT—PART L 
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CHAPTER L 

UNDER THE LILAC. 

‘But, my dear Sir Myles, I cannot bear 

to hear you despond like this. You speak 

as though vou were going to die when you 

are really quite a young man yet, and, for 

you, life ought to hold every hing whi h 

makes it worth living.’ 

The two gentlemen were on ihe terrace 

before Heatherfield Manor, a delightful 

lounging-place in the cool of a summer 

evening. for the walls of the old house,cov r 

ed with ivy and Virginia creeper, rose be- 

hind, and ju front stretched a wide vista of 

sloping garden and wooded park, with a 

glimpse in one corner of an idylic village. 

where thatched roofed cottages and a 

quaint old church nestled among the lealy 

boughs of stately trees. 

Sir Myles Frankford was the owner of 

all as far as the eye could reach even he=- 

yond ths rustic beauty, to where the tall 

chimneys of a smoking, bury town a black 

blot sgainst the sky. 
He was, ot course, very wealthy, and 

bad won fame as well, for he bad been a 

brave soldier who for almost twenty years 

bad tought under an eastern sky, until bis 

health had broken down, and Le 

had returned to his native coun: 

try a singularly lonely man, who 

lived apart from his neighbours and seemed 

to be always brooding over his past. 
His one relation wis his beir, Leonard 

Fravkford, a distant cousin, to whom, how 

ever, the property must eventually descend 

since the entail was strict. 

He it was who had spoken the worde 

which begin this chspter. 

He was a fine, handsome young fellow 

with bright dark eyes snd a smile which 

always won for him a way into the good 

graces of every woman be met. ¢ 

«Have you not hea d of ‘tle one thing 

a eedtul’ to make lite really happy? Sir 

M yfes asked slowly, speaking with his eyes 

fixed upon the distant horizon. ‘Leonard I 

am a lonely man. I have come to caire for 

you more than I thought it impo sibe §2— 

care tor any human being again; but yo. 

cannot fill the void that is always in my [ 

heart—you cure my remorse.’ 

‘Remorse, Sir Myles? Leonard echoed | 

incredulously. ‘Sarely you have no need 

to use a word like that P’ 

You do not know,’ the baronet ans wer- 

ed still without looking into the others 

ace. ‘Leonsrd, yeu have always seen me 

cold and stern, living my own life apart 

from the world. Has it never occurred to 

u tha t once I might bave loved P’ 

“Is that your secret P’ Lec rerd atked 

quickly, guessing something of the truth 

with ready sympathy ‘Sir Myles, yo
ur lite 

has been spoi't by a woman P’ 

Yes; but notin the way your words 

would imply. I ought rather to say that 

my life was spoil’ when her beart was 

broken by my father’s pride. Yo have 

heard of him, Leonard—a cold, ste
rn man, 

who ruled all bis household wit
h a rod of 

iron, and most of all me—his only 
zon. He 

arranged that I should marry an heiress 

whom 1 had never even seen ; 
buf I bad al 

ready given my heart to Ellen Adair, the 

daughter of one of the tenant- far
mers near 

here. 
«She was not well born, of course, but 

she bad been educated above 
her position, 

and her grace ar d natural refi
nement we uld 

have fitted her for any statio
n in lite. But 

I knew it was useless to atk 
my father’s 

consent to her becoming my 
wile, ro I tock | 

ber to London, where we were married 

secretly ; and there I was ob
liged to leave 

her when 1 was ordered abroad, for her 

health just then would not jet
 her travel 

*We parted, thinking 1t would 
be only 

for a little time, and soon after
 I arrived in 

India I received a letter telling me our 

child had been born, and that my wile 

would follow me to the East wi
thin a few 

weeks ; but, though I at once ma
de arrange 

ments for her welcome, she never joined 

me, and no news of her cam
e. And whes, 

in despair,] wrote to my fa
ther, confessing | 

all, and begging him to find my 
wile, be 

only replied that all his eflorts were 1p 

vain, for ne trac of her could be found. 

“To make matters worse, three years 

elapsed betore | could secure a furlough 

and when I came to England tbe search 

was deubtedly hopeless. From that time 

to this 1 have heard no direct news 
of my 

darling ; but three years ago, when my 

father died, they sent me a letter
 out to 

India, which ke had written on his deatk- 

bed, and in that much was made clear
 

‘Fe confessed that he had suspected m
y 

marriage, and that, when he knew | was 

out of England, he bad called upon my 

wife, pretending he had beeu sent by me. 

He told her— Heaven forgive him! —that
 

1 regretted the marriage, ‘that 1 disowned 

ber, and « ff :red her an income if she would 

swear never to claim me sagan. He was a 

clever man, and she but a weak, loving 

woman. He made her believe the false 

boods Le utterted, for she took the oath he 

dictated that no one should ever know she 

was my wie, though the scorned the money 

ke oHered, and went ont into the world 

with ber baby 1a her arms. 1 feel that she 

must have died then, have died in pcverty 

and of a broken heart, and no doubt our 

child died too. All happened so long age 

but my heart is buried in her grave, and, 

because of the pride which bas parted us, ! 

shall never know happiness again.’ 

There was & briel silence, while Leonsrd 

by way of showing the dymp thy be could 
not spesk, held out his strong right hand 
for the older man to clasp. 

It was ove of those grips which, to 
English-men, mean tar mors (han words. 
The pause was only sbort ; then, with a 

change ot tone, Sir Myles continued speak: 
ing— 

‘I buve told you m story, Leonard, 
though I bave kept 1 h "Jen from all the 
world besides; but in spe<king ot it now | 
have bad a de: p seated purpose You ar 
young and well born ¢nd¢ some diy you 
will be very rib; hut always rake warmoy | 
by m«, and it youlcve a poor gl marry 
ber openly, and trust to her love to atone 
for any soci sacrifices yon may have to 
make Be brave for ber sake, ano 
you will be hzppy. It was my own 
cowsrdice that was to blame tor sll my 
sorrow, aud for my darling’s tite? 
The word ‘cowardice’ sounded strang: 

upon the lips ot # man who h:«d won rhe 
Victoria Cross ; but Leonard understood 
what he meant. 

Ne coherent answer was given, but 
none was necded, and then Sir Myles, 
after a glance into the thoughrtul face of 
the younger man, went slowly into the 
stately Manor, wishful. no doubt, to be 
alone with the memories which come fl )ck- 
ing to him trom the past. 

Leonard waiched him until he was out 
of sight, then he drew a cigar cas» from 
his pocket, snd began to smoke while he 
paced np and down the terraced walk, 
thinking of the story to which he had 
listened 
He was so engrossed in his reverie that 

he did not notice wher: he was going 
He went on mechanically. and present 

ly quitted the higher paths to go down 
through the garden, until be bad leit the 
private groands behind, and reached ihe 
white high road wbich led through ‘he 
village. 

[wo hearts are quickly beating, 
And hand is cla-ped in bai d; 
To them the world has vanisned, 
They ive in love's swee! land 
The br ez was softly listening, 
And carried on its wing 
To fare ft, sichiog zephyrs, 
The song it heard them rine, 

Here where the wa ers ebb and flow, 
Here by the deep, biue ses, 
I pligh' my troth tor aye, dear love, 
Aud live alone for thee. 

He bad passed abruptly, for trom soms- 
where close at hand a girl’s voice, sweet 

and clesr and very music=], even in its un 
taught melody, had come flsating upon the 

evening air; & voice which thrilled bim as 
no other nad ever the power to do. 
On the impulse of the moment he swung 

ronnd upon his heel, to plunge amid the 
shadows of a narrow lane that led off at 
right angles near. 
Louder and clearer the girlish voice be- 

came, and then, in another instant, he 

had met the singer lace to face, for he hed 

been suddenly contronted with the pret- 
tiest picture that could be im gined. 
One side of the man was hemmed in by 

lilac bushes; but just there these were 

parted by a stile which gave access into 

the most delightful of all old world or- 

chards, where the tender blossoms and 

sweet fragrance of the apple and cherry 

trees had tranformed the guarled old 

noughs into a glimpse of fairy land, 
And teated on thé topmost bar of the 

stile, with the orchard as a background of 

her lithe young torm, and the hlacs bend 

ing as a frame around, was the singer her 

selt—a girl in a pink cotton gown, with a 

sun bonnet on her head, her Isp tull of 

1 @ 7ly gathered bharebells and lorgetme- 
pots, which she was +0 intent upon arrang 

ing into an artistic bouquet that her song 

seemed to le-ve her lips uncomusciously, 

snd sbe had evidently no 1dea of Leonerd's 
presence. 
He had paused in the shadow of a great 

tree which flung its boughs right across 

the lane ; and, looking at her wih an art 

ist’s appreciation of the beauwilul, he sw 

how very, very fair she wae; but t was 

wi h no mere rustic beauty, no so called 

cairvmsid prettiness, for the girl was tall 

+nd slight, with an oval lace, whore feat— 

ures were of tbe real patrician type, her 

long lashed eyes dresmily blue, so that 

they seemed quite dark by contrast to the 

golden ripples that brightened her nu'- 

brown hair, while the graceful hands, 
which moved to deftly among the flowers, 
were slender and white, ana well kept, 

showing no signs ot ever having been spoiit 

by too much laborious work. 
His eyes, tull of the sudden fire of ad- 

miration. must have brought that mesme - 

ric thrill to ber which tells us ot another's 
presence. 
She litted her head quicsly, the song 

died on her lips in a state ot surprise, and 
evidently her first impulse on seeing a 

stranger was to run away ; but she slipped 
as she tprhng off the stile, and, though 
she saved hers<If irom s tumble, the flow- 
ers were scattered from ner apron. 
‘Pardon me; [ siarled you sol am to 

blame for your accident,’ I. onard said 
‘I hope you will let me do this to make 
amends.’ 
Her fears vanished as she met his frank, 

smiling eyes, for she mads po other attempt 
to run eway, while Leona: d. remembering 
that she was quite the process girl ho hed 
ever eeen* snd forgetting that she wore a 
print dregs, went down on his knee to 
pather vp the scattered tlowers, snd give 
them back into her care. 

and blushel anew a! the brief contact. 
¢ [ am so sorry to give you such trouble, 

she said frankly, and he was quick to no- 
tice that her voice was very swect and low, 
while ber intonstion was that of a culture! 
lady, not of a country girl. ¢ The fault was 
really mine ; but, you se, [ was so startled 

at finding I was not alone.’ 

| ¢] think you must be a stranger to 
Heather field, sre you not P' Leonard as«ed 
locking up from his task, with great inter- 
est, as well as admiration, in his (ys. ‘Af 

least, 1 cannot remember baving met you 
before, and I am sure [ should not have 

torgotten such an event. You see. in a 

sm:1l villsge like this, everyone knows 
cwerynoe else.’ 

Yes. I suppose o, forl know your 
name already "the girl answered, with a 
dehightul sir of childish innocence. You 
w-re pointed out to me this morning by 

B:rhara, the old servant at tho mill here, 

when you rode past on your chestnut horse 

»nd she told me you were Captain Frank- 
‘ord, who was s'aying #t that grand old 

house on the hill, I oniv came to Heather. 

fi | vest rday. 1 have lived an London 

antil now, st school’ 
« Ar you going to return there ?* Leon- 

rd uw ked wondenirg more and more who 
{ tbe ¢ uld be 

H  kvew that the mil »elonged to some 
spl nswed Mone. who bad neen what 

nut tor some time their tortunes had been 

on the enh. and it was village gossip that 

Simon Msine, who alons survived, was on 

the verge ff na kiupt vy 

fhe y ung man wondered ndecd whether 

M«in ha sold the mil «nd w ether this 

charming 2ir wug COnne “el wi h tle pur- 

Cun» 76 

‘Oh no.’ she snewered quickly. *l hav 
alren iv sav A hal to | ng. don’t 

you se a ow | bav om way for 

wood. In the future 1 sm going to Live 

vere wi’, “Toon and old Rarbaraj and 

you ea Vt th ng now di hted | am at the 

prospect. Ev rvone is so kind to me. no 

i am sure | shall nev r be urd ot thie 

loveiy country.’ 
hen 18 Stmon— Mr Maine, | mewn— 

«om relaion of yours?’ L onard ssked 

‘I noel done wag alone in the wo la’ 

N) be bsgm, ‘housh [ amq UTE 

t nt con #¢' on really, an he vs» m r mm 

suardi-n than my cousin,’ she answered 

frankly ico ed I—3 00)’ know x chy 

whi th re laiore +2 ne = enn. 8. but | 

am # Maine too vayls May 5 © 71 ps 

you av: hoard «fw » 

‘No, mdeed | n + v, tor | am ur 

| should bavs vor torgo #0 nn Dime a 

pr tty as thar | anall never for, ef 1t now 
thar . have once h rd at’ 

He quite whisper re! those lest words, t 1 

he had 1sen ‘o his t-et, and bad cot his 

b-ad 20 ‘ht his lips were very coos to br 

ar; while hb tried (0 lock ag.on nfo th 

swWeer' ACE which ste Rep! hai = vert: 

trom him. 

Mayin blushed = d rem» a3 ste Wl 

eb~ conld not look vp 0
 meer he gr Z § 

rut she h-d cer anl no wish row oo ru 

away »nd leave him there salon 

it seemed to her tha no muse! d «wm 

betore bern s0 swe el ax his low v ew and 

that in all the wid» woria t.er ould b 

po scene 80 f-ir as tras lise sha «0 bon 

where firet they wo bad m1. 
‘Msyl! Mayls! 
A man's harsh vice rao gu oon the 

magic bush, stertitn, thea both bom ther 

reverie, and the gul abruptly crew awsy 

the hand which Lecused rd 
no'dly taken 

in his own though b it uiconscion ly sae 

bad let it remain in his clap. 

‘It is Simon who 18 ¢ ling me, | dare 

pot keep bim waiting,’ ebe «x:imimec, 

and then, without snother ft rewell, 

she bad sprung across the sule, ro 

vanish from the young mans sight, 

and he felt as though toe hingerin; snns:t 

had died suddenly when she had von . 

leaving him alone 10 the darkenv g line, 

with a spray of aying iorget-me co's at his 

fe et 

CHAPTER 'L 

HER GIVEN WORD, 

‘It is Simon who 18 caliog mo 1 dere 

not keep him waitirg’ 

Those words, which Mavla had «pokes 

at their hurried parting, baunted Lonard 

all through bis walk back to tne Manor, 

and toroughout the lonely eveni pu thal 

tollowed. 
Sr Myles remsined in bis own room 

absorbed dountl ss in memori-s of the past 

but L -onard thought only of the present as 

he dr-amed ot Mayla’s nlue eves, ro gurss- 

ing the ‘angle ot sorrow and diner to 

which they yet might lead bim 

There was a certain sense of mystery 
about her. 

She was 80 evidently educated for a diff 

erent position from tbat which she was 

holding, yet she spoke of the mil s or 

hom«.surly,nlack browed SimonMai - was 

1s called well to 0 folk in the Jong ago; | 

acquaintance is very short, according to 
ordinary rules, but before halt thet time 
tad elapsad Mayla would have indignantly 
resented the suggestion that she and Leon 
ard were strangers. No friends had ever 
been so dear to each other as they wire 
now, she thought. 

I'here csme 8 sunny evening at last, 

when, atier one of their lung walks, they 
returned homeward through the willsge, 

end then up Lilac Lane fo the old stile 
where they first mer. There the good 
night was said, a rather long farew:ll— 

because under such sad circumstances 
parting is such sweet sorrow —and then at 
last Mayla crossed th: stile, her sweet 
nlue eyes very downcast snd a little sad, 
thoush there were laugh <r on her tremu 
lous hips. 

‘I shall see you again t5 morrow; we 
have planned to go to the war riall’ Leon 
ard said boldly, laying bis hind upon the 
little wbi'e fingers which rested on the 
stile, nd for one instant the shy, sweet 
eves were raised to his face as she whisp r- 
ed 'hat she would not forget 
‘We must start quite aarls too.’ Leon 

ar went on, ‘for the walk is a long one 
and the scenery is so beautrul that we 

ust not hurry” Good ni bt, now; if is 
not good hve, for we wi/i have another 

bsppy day 0 norrow.’ 
Sa drew a long, quve ing sigh—which 

was almost 8 sod. The jv at her heart in 

tha’ moment Was &/must pein in ite Inirr— 
sity, ad Leonard. as no 1. .0ked at ber 
realize. tor the first tine ibe danger to 
whi 'h bh had druted—ihe love which he 

aad won. 
“Tae days are all heppy now! Miyls 

sai softly, dr amily. ‘Ab, I never koew 

there could be so mucy happiness as this 

which h«s coma into my life ince I first 

kn w H atherfield. S merims [I am 

trightened at it, it serms oo g cat 0 lan 

‘It will not end—ir mu" n new r 

ed—hut be spoke =1ih bu, tress 
grinming the wor (=, o* h tween his 

t eb; and thea ~ithou’ «iy oer ares |! 

—through gen raly ther were halti-a-doz 
‘nto be said —ne" swuny round upon his 

he | and went away, | aviog ber at the 

stile, slone 

Su- loves me—she lov. s m+ ’he thon 

+# he went onward, the kKvowledge maki g 

the hlcod rush taster thr ugh his veins with 

as ree of triumpu, which he tri d in vam 

o gu-il [And sbe 18 the dexrast snd m - 

taro ut, as well as rhe prettiest girl in the 

world Ye —y tshe hes vd tynoto 

rune, and there is some sort of mystery vv: 

r ber virth. I wonder if Tove hor well 

enough to marry her in pi eb rn 
netween us, If not, w mut pari st spc 

an ah must learn to org 0’ 
‘Forge! He tried to torn the word 

oldi+ in bis wordly wiwom, bulin bt 

h ar: he knew har— for kb 1, at least 

‘org I1nness would never com 

Sich love as she had giver 1s 8 woman « 
wh le existence 

¢ were 08° to her thor, would eo 

only “808i. 
Could he, as an honour+%t» mar, bre k 

ue tend ». loval bear: =hicu hat gon 
vw? 

H: arked himselt the question bravely; 

he ws no coward, snd notin the leas 

mer * N&ry. 

But pride of birth was stro g upon br 
«nd ll through that evening ti» rems:ned 

undecr ed, alw ys angry wih bims © fo 

not having seen the peril ~bhead: rw dec 
lariog that he weuld lave Heath 1d oc 

hous: some wite of whose Lineage bh mig 

ne proud—no# ready fo declare tual e 

world would bs well lo. 
he would give up all tor wis rus ic sweel 

henrt’s sake. 
Mesnwhile, unconscious o the storm 

which the moment's aw E-oing had roa. 

in ber lover's esrt, Miyia had hoger od 

by the stile, looking att + him 
Ciose at hard the busbes rustled, bu 

she did not hesr or heed, 
She was thinking only of Lioonacd 1a 1 er 

simple, adoring fashion, fry g loyally no: 

to t 1 ‘1sappointed bec use b- hid #0 
rubt v rurried away. 

‘Mayla !’ 

A uw an's voice brok: 
vert , and she turned wih a aart 8 th 

bushes close at cand p reed and her 

guarci-n. Simon M an. , sir.de into 
path by ber side. 

«C yme back ‘0 the house,’ be 
ly ; | have a good deal to say. 
can t lk o«tter ther. 

said cur 

and wo 

ly chile ber; it was rather his m rner 

H swung round bie hee! nd ~en’ back 

to the mili. while Myla tullos © sue co 

up th path which le through the orb 

to the old grey house boride the ru hi 

stre.m 
A th- porch he ruried to rh fi 

tim to make sur tha sn had aney. | 

nd «sh saw him ih + = n'n° ed <u 

sot gh’ streaming uo bico'd B 

gene alarm grew «1 

it ecemed, ber guardian. Whent - ox. He sas tar 'r m bei r 

day came, Leonard made some 1 quires | «a. boa q se 0 his 

about ber; but no one in Heatberfi- d could | wy .oan ah e " 

tell him more than he already k -w. Lom sh of 2 Pp?) ved 

Naturally he wan'ed to see +: sgeir nu i Jek orpn : y 

feeling tbat tbe rustic beanty «Le lapoe ita fires hg 

and meadows was increased a thousandtold fn cages, an” she kK 

by ber presence. 3 of 1 Woh : 

It was not cifficult te ~~ lorry na 

meeting he 80 desired, tor vo fro fi Taye H t cpr Koo ihe Gl : 

ot her residence at the mill M vlan «cv al h PA iid ii 

moat always to be found ward rep bou ho day! nh corn {rr 

the ianes, and Li-onard ot course k -w 11° vooorduyg 8 Ny 

the most lovely spots wi bina ra io five | snmp tO hay: 0: eD re Wig 

or mx mile. WW ‘halen Jee Mo 

They even had imprompin pioo.08 oe | ¢i% BLTUP iy wd N A 

ge her in the d wya tht rotlowed s tor M2 . slosed the (oor gud io boli 

would start out in the morning carrvics & lit, ‘Noone Il ove 

day’s provisions 10 a hit'le bak mL mowed *e 

arm, and Leon ra woul j in te: without in cae yo. 

any prem=ditation, of use ~to erjoy a | questions strmgh &.;. .& 

bh meiy toast uno 0 the goo woed tree | here nutil you do. 

nore than e bad cv.r “cue qin tately His tons =a "paPEs Lil (ut 

h nqae su all bis lie re ope, Y : : ht Well ~3¢1 i from 2 

{bus ~ wk went on, a lew Bh. days IR A alwe ya spoken a Lindl r——ntR) 

wht 6 spe’ for ‘hom bot on the Ainge of | deferentislly—to t + hefar TR ne 

tor lov: , nnd that 

m uyon hw r —= |! 

[t was not Lis words alone which vagu - | 

she faced him across the centre table, 
where a few well bound books lay on the 
bright cloth at mathematical distances 
apart fram each other. 
‘You can ask no ques'ions that I will 

‘not answer.’ 
'S> much the better for you—and for 

me,” he said with a certain grim mesnin 
in his voice. ‘I may as well tell you that 1 
was behind the bushes in the orchard just 
now, and so [ saw your purting from the 
fire gentleman at the Manor.’ 

‘You were eavesdropping,’ Myla ex- 
claimed indignantly, forgetting ber fear of 
him for A moment, while the het oolor 
sprang into her pretty face. ‘Why shozld 
yon have stooped to tha P’ 
He 41d pot answer the question, though 

there was no sign in bis m nner to show 
that he was sshamed of the part be bad 
played. 

‘[ heard what you ssid, and [ saw en 
ough to convince me that you and Mr. 
Leonard Frank!ord have met a gcod many 
times,’ he went on sneeringly. What does 
it all mean?” Hass be dared to make love 
‘0 vouP—10 turn you foolish little head?’ 

‘Me. Franktord is a gontleman,” Mayls 
exclsimed indignantiy. You may be sure 
a would do nothing that was wrong He 

his been very kin to me. He saw [ was 
ionely here, and that I loved this beau'itul 
scen ry, so he undertook to show me some 
of his tavorite walks. We have been frien is 
nothing more; and I am proud of his 
friendship. not ashamed.’ 
‘You talk like a foolish girl * Simon re- 

torted harshly. Hie eyes were riveted upon 
her face; he could not help secing how 
flushed and amimate! it had becom: —bow 
avightly her blue eyes fl +h in her defe ce 
ot Leonard. ‘You aknowl-dge | suppose 
that you owe me sume obedi noe? you wil 
not deliberately dety me, 1t | orier you 
never to speak to Leonard Fraikicrd a- 
gan? 

‘You will not do that?’ Mayla ox :laimed 
quickly. ‘O !it woul" be cruel, and you 
ould have no reason for it.’ 
Her tair {ac- bad blanched, and there 

was a passion of entreaty in he clear, girl 
+h topes, which roused all the fire of his 
hidden jsaloury into fresh strength. He 
«mi'ed as he looked down upon her, but it 
vas with conscious trmmpb, not with 
mir b, 

| have a very good resson tor what [ 
say, he returned slowly. ‘I hive spoken 
painly, and you und.rstand that for the 
‘u ure you are to avord this Cuptain Frank- 
tord | distivetly forbid you ever to speak 

| © him again.’ 
There was a moment's silence. while the 

siri’s bright eyes—which had flushed with 
mndignation betore—slowly overflowed with 
scalowng tears Her lip quivered so that 
he could not trust berselt (0 speak, for, 
«addenly, in the moment when Leonard 
« emed tor ever lost to ber, she realised 
bow cear he had become She knew fuat 
‘h- loved bim, and that for loves sweet 
«-k- it would be easier to give up life its-lf 

n o lo e the hops «f meeting him agsin 
o wander by his sade through rustic 

(ance, listening to bis dear voice, seeing 
the love-licht shining n bis eyes 
‘Why have you said this?’ she asked after 

(hat moment’s pause, for the greatness of 
her pain seemed to goad ber to fresh 
«trength, and she forced herselt to spesk 
cl arly and calmly. ‘You bave no right to 
insist that I should avoid and meult Cap 
t in Frank ort alter bis kindness to m:.’ 

No right! 
He bissed the worde betwen bis clench- 

ed teeth, and a coange swept over his face. 
It grew livid with furious anger, and bis 

lark eyes were doubly bright, as, stridu g 
| t.rwar,he caught ber wrist in an iron hold 
~ ‘fom which she could not break. 
I bave the best right in the world, 
Wayla, tor [ love you, | have sworn to 
m ks you mv wite 
Sue shrank from bim as far as possible, 

though be sill held ber a prisoner. 
They were at arm’s leng'h apart as she 

"looked into his tacs, and wnat she read 
her« made her heart grow cold with fe.r. 
"here was no sign ot love in his eves, 

not even of such « mad, blind nassicu as 1s 
:om= mes dignified by the nam=, 
Ste saw only a great resciuiion, a wild 

j «lousy there. but the very absence of love 
mde him seem only the more terrible. 
She telt hike a bird tor had been trapped 

sy ruthless bande; she koew that she could 
91 escape 
Your wife!” She echoed the words with 

"white lips. ‘It is impossible, I do not love 
you’ 
He laughed harshly. a laugh that thrilled 

her inmost soul with terror. 
1 don't ask tor your love —at least, not 

jost yet because I am confident that I 
hall win it in the end, he s:id grimly. 
You are a  hild now, you ‘o not know 
your own mind, but at least you are 

encugh to undorstand the debt you 
owe me, a debt you can only pay by being 
my wite! 

What do you wear P' she asked, broken: 
ly ; +he did not try to hide h-- crior now. 
Yu sre my guardian, bur—but——" 

You dn not und rat.nd how you can be 
very doepiv in my debt, you would say,’ be 
neored, guessing what were the words 
+ he” ‘rembling lips trird in vain to 

wter ‘No dount wn-n you were at 
"+ aool you tancied that the fact ot h-ving 

i 1+rdian at all prove you a young la y 
i property. Your bile were rogalarly 

gt. _ nn hwe barn weil e'ocated, your 
toyery www and caprice as bean praafio 

cu had reslly be eo v1 roel tosis ot 
up, voar V's orn! have been 

poy.’ Ylet 

A pup? dug echo wor sin ° 

r tue, vindrering &8 sh 8p kK. 

Ya an iL a neet, How 1s at 
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