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"Yes, yes!" 
< ' "The trutli is, then, that the poor lad 

lias been BO aj/ortunate as to fall In lore." 
. "Papal" 

"Now you IS^w alL That is why he 
want* to go •infer." 

Amoret s a n k Gown a t her father's s ide , 
l ook ing up a t h i m with eager eyes . 

" B a t . " s h e said quickly, uhe told m e 
Only the other day that he Bad never 
b e e n in l o v e . H 

"Hedid n o t know it himself, it appears; 
h e declares that i t cam» upon him un
awares. " 

"But I don't understand, papa," the 
girl went on . " H e has spent all Ids t i m e 
w i t h ua, and " 

She paused. H e r father did not speak; 
and suddenly an exquisite b lush began 
t o spread o v e r her pule face. 

"Papa," s h e said, almost in a whisper, 
• d o y o u m e a n that he is in love w i t h 
m e ? " 

8 h e read her answer in her father's 
face, and the blush Hprea'i over her throat 
and forehead uutil the very tips of her 
ears were cr imson. Hhe did not apeak 
again for several minute*. 

"She takes it very qu ie t ly ." thought 
Mr. Dobson. "I thought it would have 
m a d e a greater iniprnxsion on h e r ; but so 
m u c h the better for us all!" 

"Papa," A m o r e t said at last, wi thout 
looking up, "I don't think it is fair that 
Mr. Ask am should be sent away, or 
ebould go away , because of that. " 

"My dear child, I think you had better 
not interfere. If Askaiu has made u p 
bis mind that it is for the best " 

"But I think he is mistaken, " persisted 
the girl sof t ly . "It is a foolish and use
less step to take. Where can h e g o ? H e 
has no home, and he is very happy here 
w i t h us. I think, papa, that y o u should 
ask hiui to s tay . ° > 

"My darl ing child!" 
"Yes, papa; I want h i m to finish that 

portrai t I have se t my heart upon it , 
and there is really no reason w h y h e 
should run a w a y . " 

"But since h e wishes it ?" 
" H e ought t o finish his work first, t e l , 

h i m so. You need not s a y that I know 
anything , d a d . " with a sage little nod . 
"Just tell h im that I h a v e set m y heart 
upon his finishing the portrait before in 
stead of after my marriage, and that u n 
less he wants to make m e very u n c o m 
fortable and t o make me suspect some
thing, he had better make up his mind t o 
remain ." 

"In fact ," returned Mr. Dohson, w i t h 
a s igh of resignation, "you want to h a v e 
y o u r own w a y 'for once," and I a m t o 
he lp you to carry your point. " 

"Please, papa," very meekly. "Of 
course Mr. A&kam will understand that 
nothing ia changed because of—of h i s 
confession. I a m still engaged to Tom. I 
a m very sorry that he h a s bean so—eo 
foolish as to fall in love wi th m e , but I 
don't think h e should al low s u c h a—a 
trifle as that t o interfere with t h e per
formance of a task h e has under taken ." 

Mr. Dobson permitted himself to bo 
kissed. Ue had yielded; there w a s 
noth ing farther to b e said. 

"Are you sure you can keep the se 
cret?" h e asked dismally. " D o you 
think that A&kam wil l n o t suspect that 
you k n o w ? " 

"I will try, p a p a , " said Mian A m o r e t 
" AndTjow there la a train to Geneva in 
a n hour and three-quarters,•" looking a t 
the little watch that Roland had given 
bnc!.«n to her. "Don't y o u think that 
y o u might go over a t once to the Beau 
S i t e and speak to him? Otherwise i t 
mnv be too late ." 

" Anything e lse ?ndemaii<liii h<-r father, 
shrugging his bent shoulders as h e stood 
tn) aita pjrtpared to obey his little ty
rant 

"Only that be had better come to din
ner with Mr. Cadogan—don't you Umik 
so, papa?" with a shower of kisses. 

• few 'minutes Later, Roland, as he 
was thrusting his linen and hair brushes 
into his bag, was interrupted by a visit 
$j$m Tjjjf. Dobson, who declared that 
Atabret had besieged him with questions, 
thaVflHi? B o t h e r heart upon the por
trait's being finished before her marriage, 
and thUt therefore Aakam must stay, at 
any .rate until, the picture is completed. 

"If yon 'don't," he summed up, "she 
will suspect something. Be a man, Ro
land, and go through with itl" 

"Of course, sir, I will do as you wish," 
Holand answered quietly. 

"That's right. I was half afraid you 
-would refuse. You understand," hesi
tating, "that nothing is changed, Am
oret is engaged, as you have known al! 
•Jong, and " 

"Don't be afraid, sir," said Roland 
firmly. "I think I may promise you to 
hide my luckless secret from Miss Dob-
ttan during the short time that will be 
^•oeasary to complete the portrait. Yon 
have laid a sacred responsibility upon me 
*to do so, indeed, for you have doubly 
trusted me. Showing What you do, I 
•hould be the—the very vilest of cads if I 
could betray such a confidence as that." 
• "Come over to dinner," returned the 
father, giving him his hind, with a deep 
sigh of relief. "Let there be no differ
ence in any way." 

Andao Roland went across with Cado
gan to the villa, where they were re
ceived by Amoret with a careless nod and 
Smile, in which even Roland, anxiously 
watching her, could not detect the faint-
cat trace of consciousness. 
' "She does not suspect," he said to hira-

,x-
Chapter VII . 

While they were still in the dining 
S%lom'that evening Tom Churchill was 
• Isntamoaed home by an urgent telegram 
'€$ j^ \ id i brother Heft. There was no 
& train that night, but be started early the 
i ^ t i l t t t k t t ejrpreesfo Geneva, 
mmmmwmt&Wr? fobWn were to as

sure him that Amoret s happiness would 
always be dearer to him than bis own. 

They were all rstlusr dull for a day or 
„ jtwo attar Tom s depasture Amoret was 

tainly prettier and sweeter than ever, as 
Roland found to h i s cost. He looked for
ward to his daily visit t o the s tudio with 
mingled dread a n d delight. For now 
Amoret was a l w a y s present dur ing the 
uitiing, her cousin being no longer there 
to ahnorb her t ime. Indeed, they had 
fallen hack quite naturally into all their 
old wave. There were the same long, 
lazy mornings on the lake as tortnorly, 
the saute afternoons on the terrace, the 
same happy little diunt-rs, wi th m u w 
afterw mil in the salon, since the even
ings were now growing sufficiently chilly 
to nmhe it pl>-a»ant to gather round the 
wood fire, which Mr. Dobson l iked to see 
^low ing on the brass dogs. 

The only change anyarent i n A morel's 
manner to Itolmid wu» that s h e seemed 
gentler, kinder, more winning than he-
fore she hud learned liia secret. The 
little impel tirieiireM in winch she ,i«ei| to 
indul^r hud giveu place to a hurnlied 
pret t j , womanly ways, which had the 
effect of rendeiing Roland's state all t!i" 
more desperate. In spite of nil his gm..l 
resolutions, iu spite of t h e fact that lm 
wan pledged iti honor not to l>etru> him
self, h e could not help feeling lm-
dangerously sweet was t!iw rent-mil and 
closer int imacy. 

If the child had k n o w n . In- t«dd i i " -
pelf, she would not ha ir l»-i-n >̂ i i in llv 
kind; hut of course HIIP' HU^|I •< t• • 1 n.-tli-
ing. His only hope of e«4<n|i>- li"'n !•••. 
ture lay in avoiding being li-lt Miotic »i i; i 
her. H e could not hear to IIMI-II to her 
l i t t l e Contldel ieeit , poiii .-tuiitit i - w n In »• ••< 

the tears again in her great In...' n >-\»-. 

The portrait would soon he ti n- -d 
now. Roland, with mingled rehet ,>nd 
dread, was hegiunuig to count the ii. \ i 
thnt in tint elapse before t h e hour of loi 
. !eh- ernnce ai rived. 

"It i» getting on very fast ," sui'i A ' i 
f r--i o ie day. coming to look ow-i h -, 
shoulder, II.I Hi/ami pii-p.-ireil to put n « . i \ 
h i s b r u s h e t . i l i . l Ml l l . . ) ioon, reienn. 1, 

w e n t off to j"i ii ('adiiguii 
"Yes j a day oi t w o n o w ivill tu> all 

t h a t I shall n e e d , " RolaM answen-d 
cheerful ly; "so, if you hav» »n> ccin-
miss lons for Eng land " 

"You have made u p your mind Co go, 
t h e n ? " interposed t h * girl ia a l ow •»n- . 
"I thought the business you s;x>ke Oi 
could be arranged without you. " 

" N o , " gent ly , "it was only deferre! , 
y o n know. A n d it ia more tliau e«»r 
necessary that I should g o away ." 

A brief silence ensued. Amoie i still 
stood before the easel wi th her eye> ti ted 
uj>on the picture. 

"It w a s good of y o u to stay because I 
asked y o u , " s h e said presently. "And 
y o u don't know how much more I shall 
value the picture, dear as it is t o me for 
its own sake, because of -he eacntice you 
made to finish it ." 

"Oh, you m u s t not think too much of 
that ," said Roland, smi l ing at her , "a 
f e w days more or leas could not make so 
very m u c h difference, after all! " 

A sudden pain seemed to pierce the 
girl's heart. H o w strong he was—how 
true and ley all Never by so much as a 
word or a look had he allowed her to per
ce ive w h a t he had confessed to her 
father. A few days ago h e had seemed 
to her little more than a playfellow—a 
boy to be teased and petted with sisterly 
tyranny ; but n o w h e compelled her re
spect. She w a s consc ious of a wil l 
of iron under his pleasant frater
nal manner. S h e knew that w h e n the 
t i m e came he would g o away, s i lent to 
the last. 

" And in two days the portrait will be 
finished," she reflected, inconsciously 
clap• mg her hands as shtfCsBftd before the 
eaeet 

Roland was m a k i n g Q R O * to be g o n e ; 
but ho paused, tin pressed by s o m e t h i n g 
in the girl's attitude. 

" W h a t is that little head h i * y about 
n o w ? " h e said gent ly ; and st • flushed, 
and started, and turned round t o h im as 
he spoke. 

8 h e looked very pretty, i n her soft pink 
g o w n , w i t h a lace handkerchief tied in 
s largo k n o t under her c h i n ; but there 
were shadows beneath her eyes, and her 
lips quivered as she smiled. Roland was 
again puzzled b y a strange air of deli-
Oaoy which seemed t o have oome to her 
lately, a n d which he had remarked un
easily more than once. H i s e y e s m e t 
hers now for a m o m e n t and his gaze was 
full of impotent misery. H e could bear 
his o w n pain, fierce a s it w a s ; b u t h o w 
w a s he t o bear hers ? H e turned ab
ruptly a w a y , and crossed t h e room to o n e 
of t h e w i n d o w s . 

"I was th inking about y o u , " said A m 
oret, s imply, "and w i s h i n g that—that 
ybu need hot g o a w a y . " 

H e started and bit his l i p as he stood 
wi th his hands thrust into his pockets , 
looking o u t of the w i n d o w . I t was a 
day of shower and wind , with heavy 
mis t s blotting o u t t h e mountains , and 
w i t h whi te surges defining the edges of 
the lake, the blue green waters o f which 
w e r e troubled, breaking h e r e a n d there 
into fitful white caps. 

" I must go ," h e answered curtly. 
"Yes , I k n o w ; but I am very sorry in

deed , Roland. I t w i l l be harder than 
ever for m e now t o do w h a t is right. A s 
long as I see y o u every d a y , and k n o w 
h o w steadily y o u are working , a n d h o w 
faithfully y o u are performing your duty , 
i t g i v e s m e courage t o imitate y o u . B u t 
w h e n you axe g o n e " 

" W h e n I am g o n e , " Roland Interposed 
steadily, a n d facing her , pale but cheer
ful , "you wi l l try even harder to please m e 
than if I were here. A n d y o u k n o w that 
it w i l l please m e t o be sure that m y sis
ter ia d o i n g w h a t s h e believed to be 
r ight , no matter a t w h a t cost to herself." 

" Y e s , " s h e said soft ly, a n d put out a 
trembling little hand, "Roland, I will 
try." 

" I know you will, dear," he replied; 
and then he pressed her hand quietly ,and 
the next moment was gone. 

His torture was nearly over; two days 
later the portrait was finished, and* that 
evening Roland was to dine at Beau 8e-
jour and to say good by to his friends 
there; having decided to start for Eng
land on the following morning. He 
clung to Cadogan's elbow all the after
noon, and would have had his friend go 
across with him from the hotel at 5 
o'clock, at which hour he had promised 
Amoret to arrive; but Codogan declared 
that he bad a letter to finish and that he 
woyhifoUwhim in a quarter of an 

obliged to go alone. 
Amoret was a lone in the salon, where 

the fire was already l ighted and tilling 
the pretty flower scented room with 
flickering lights and shadows. She was 
sitt iug.l ialf hidden in an arm chair before 
the hearth, and did n o t look round a s he 
oi>etied the door. 

" Weir, papa," she sa id in a cheerful 
tone, " w h a t news from Torn ?" 

"It is not papa; it ia only I , " replied 
Roland, aa he threaded hia way among 
the chairs and tables to her side. 

She sat up then, smi l ing and blushing. 
"Only you!" she returned, holding out 

her hand. "Oh, poor you—how cold you 
are! Come to tne Are! Has it not 
turned out a miserable even ing?" 

Roland hesitated, looking round the 
duttky room. 

"Papa will be here presently," said 
Amoret , in answer to Roland's look. 
" He harf gone off to read his letter* in 
peace ; h e has had one from my cousin. " 

' A h . " — i n a constrained tone, aa he 
stood w i t h his elbow on the mantlepiecn 
at a l i t t le distance from her chair—"I 
hope Mr. Churchill " 

"I don't know what news theratofrom 
T o m , " the girl intersupted h u m . <lly : " I 
h a v e not seen papa s i n e - the post arnved. 
Wel l , and what have you been doing 
w i t h yourself ad the afternoon- - p a c k n g , 
I suppose?" 

"I have been reai'm-^ letters too ," paid 
Iloiniiil , "and I Im\e come aci<-**« early 
U> give you a nc<tiding 

"A s 'oh ling! " the i;irl echoed, stai tie I. 
" N"t a real one? 1 IHITI- imt v.-.ve-.l you 
in mil n ay . have I '" 

"hut . indeed you h . i e ' " returned F,o-
land. Btealily cheetf' i! 

"Oh." with (i Intl.- catching of the 
hre.ith " J am Rorn ' I did not mean ?.> 
do 11. whatever it is I I vvinit d v • iur 
1 -o day vvitli an to l.t" the happiest of 

i k n o w , dear- I know, but I have 
. *t ha<i a rapturous v-i t u 1 from t lin 

"Oh." w i t h a n u h of rrhef "is tha IP 
Ilnlatiii, h o w you startled m e ' " 

" Whut do vou think you deserve for 
sending a sohoolhny such a hamper of 
del ights , such a box of presents an he has 
never dreamed of 10 all his lif-- Itefore?" 

"I only sent a feiv things for his birth 
d a y , " Amoret der lprni , laughing a n l 
blushing. "Tom took them for m e . it 
was such a good opportunity; and vi-n 
are uot to scold me If you are my hie 
brother. Clin is mv little one. isn't h e ' " 

Roland did not s[«eak H o w Bvveet she 
vvaa as she s'ood up and drew near to 
h im on the hearthrug, her eyes s h u n n g . 
her ilelu ate clieukh Munliing' His heart 
w un faint » ith the delight of those f ew 
m o m e n t s stolen from his miserr 

"The\ are the last the very last." he 
told himself "I shall never be alone 
wi th Amoret I>•",!•—..ti i^nm. " 

"I have had a leii--t from Clin, too , " 
the girl w e n t on. "a dear little letter I 
w.iiiM let you read it onU that it is all 
' It dnnd, Roland, Roland,' from begin
ning to end and I know you can't bear 
to h a i e your kindness talked about " 

"Oh —kindness! "said Roland, laughing 
and slu u r g i n g hia hr> ail shoulders. " Not 
ver> much kindness in looking after one's 
only brother'" 

"Or in scolding one's only sister," add 
eil Amoret . "I wonder, " she raised her 
eyes to his , "if yuu will scold your wife 
as much as you have a lways scolded m e , 
Roland?" 

H e winced . 
" 1 shall never hare a wife to scold," he 

aald. trying to smi le , "*o we need not 
discuss that point. " 

"Mut I should like to k n o w , " still par-
siste*l the girl, t w o bright red spots be-
g inning to burn in her delicate cheeks . 
"Tell me h o w you will behave t o your 
wife. Of course you will marry some 
dny . Roland. " her fingers stealing up to 
tlo- l m . t o ' u of hia coat and playing vwtb 

• M l 

" 1 think i "U would-be a U T I . very nice 
husband, if you were mine I should like 
you ai scold me a little. Itia very funny, 
but when y o u call nie to account and lec
ture me I don't mind it at al l; and I a m 
sure if a n y one else—Mr Cadogan for 
instance, o r Tom—were to say the same 
things , I should rebel." 

" Where is Cadogau, by the way ? " said 
Roland abruptly, trying to draw back 
from his dangerous proximity t o tho 
girl's br ight cheeks and parted lips-
" H e said h e w o u l d follow me in a quar
ter of a n h o u r . " 

" B u t y o u have hardly been here five 
minutes ," returned Aroroet reproach
fully, "and it is our very last e v e n i n g 
together. Ro land , does i t bore you m u c h 
to talk t o m e ? " 

" Y o u fool ish chi ld I" h e said gent ly , 
resigning h imse l f t o his fate. 

"I have of ten t h o u g h t late ly ," she 
w e n t on relentlessly, "of how different 
th ings wou ld have been if—if papa had 
not wr i t ten that letter to Tom, the day I 
w e n t to t h e Gorge d e Chanderon, suid if 
only y o u had fallen in love wi th m e , e v e n 
a l i t t l e . " 

" Y o u s e e h o w devoid of taste I muiS 
be," said Roland steadily. 

" Y e s , " s h e assented, w i t h a tremuiVus 
little l a u g h , "I really think y o u a r e ; be
cause i t w o u l d have been such a happy 
life for us alL You know you like l iv ing 
abroad, a n d y o u could h a v e painted as 
well here a s in England, and w e could 
have a l w a y s s tayed w i t h dear p a p a ; 
whereas n o w " 

" N o w t h e r e is Cousin Tom to think 
of," said Ro land , s t rugg l ing victoriously 
for self c o n t r o l 

H i s e y e s w e r e fixed upon the l i tt le slim 
w h i t e hand as i t traveled u p and d o w n 
the b u t t o n s of h i s coat , o n the bent bead 
and its soft , brown curls , w h i c h the fire
l ight w a s turn ing to ruddiest gold. 

" Y e s . I k n o w , " she rejoined, her 
breath c o m i n g faster; " b u t I said' i f , ' 
Roland—if there had been n o Tom, and 
if y o u had o n l y cared for m e . a n d if I had 
cared for y o u , h o w happy w e m i g h t all 
have been I I wou ld have been such a 
good l i t t le w i f e . W o u l d n ' t i t have been 
nicer n o w for y o u t o c o m e h o m e to this 
little parlor in the e v e n i n g and find .me 
w a i t i n g for y o u , and the fire and t h e tea 
ail r e a d y , a n d Franoine l a y i n g the dinner 
table for t h r e e , than to g o t o that big 
dreary hote l al l by yourself, and have 
no o n e to r u n t o m e e t you w h e n she heard 
your key in the lock, or to put her arms 
around your neck for joy because you 
had come homer" 

"Auioretl" exclaimed Roland, half dig* 

tracted. 
"Wel l , wouldn't i t?" she persisted, 

ra i s ing her rosy red face t o his. Oh. 
Roland, if y o u bad only cared for m e a n d 
if I had cared for you, all that m i g h t 
h a v e been! W e should n o t be thinking 
o f saying g«Hnlby to each other to-mor
row ; you would be here a lways—al
w a y s " 

Roland took the trembling w h i t e b a n d 
from hut hrea«t and laid it firmly a s i d a 
H e drew back from the f irel ight and the 
touch of the girl's w-arm breath on h i s 
cheek. 

"All that i s what might h a v e been ." 
h e said, with wonderful composure; "but 
y o u see I am go ing to E n g l a n d to-mor
row, to live and d i e an old bachelor, 
probably, and when I see you again y o u 
w*U i>e married to your cous in . " 

Amoret turned a n d loo-bed a t him as 
h e held himself aloof frum her, and 
there was a curious expression in her di
lated eyes . 

" R o l a n d , " s h e began breathlessly, but 
before she could finish her sentence she 
heard—they both heard—a sound as of 
s o m e t h i n g fall ing heawly in a n adjoin
ing room. 

" W h a t was that ?" exclaimed Amoret, 
in a startled whisper , and then, pulling. 
her hand u p to her head, s h e cried, 
"I 'apa!" Oh, Roland, it » a s in his bed
room! He in there!" 

Hhe groped her w a y blindly across the 
firelit room —Roland wa« aheady gone . 
Hhe met hun coming back to h e r as she 
reached the door. 

"Dear ," h e said gentlv. "don't l>e 
frightened. H e had fuiuted, hut he la 
better already. " 

The girl felt as though she were alw>iit 
to faint herself, a n d she would ha*e 
fallen if Roland had Dot c a u g h t her m 
LLLH strong arms. 

" t o u rage, dear!" h e said. "I will tako 
y o u to h i m ; y o u must not let h i m know 
that y o u are frightened " 

" No. " Bhe replied, fun ing h e r pallid 
l ips into a smile . 

"I wi l l go for I)octnr ( i r imohawe." 
cont inued Roland, a s they rem-bed the 
hi liny door; "and you m a y l>e sure of 
on.- t h i n g - t h a t I wi l l uot leave Mon-
treux as long a s I can be of any service 
to you. " 

C h a p t e r V I I I . 

"Oh, Mr. Cadogan!" Amoret looked 
toward her friend w i t h her lovely e j e^ 
full of consternation 

" Yes, child. " he answered composedly. 
"Is he going away to-day, without so 

tnui h as saving guodt•>•'" 
"He la even now . I lielleve. parking 

that liug .if his for t h e sei nutl .or is it the 
third t ime, a n d this evoniug he i s oil by 
the express to I'aris. " 

Amoret !• niked at thespeaker piteous! v. 
hut »lie said Ui'thing Thev were sitting 
together at one of t h e window a of the 
salon, where a t a table near the flru 
IiiM-tor < i n i n s h a w e a n t l Mr UI'IWMIU were 
play ing a ^atne of IX-ZJIIUU Ln the light of 
a ruse ahuded lamp. 

I t vvaa some days now s ince Mr. Ihib-
son had (Mine down etturs, after a month's 
illness. He w a s surely regaining hia 
s trength , and w ith h i s improving health 
the color was coming hai k to his daugh
ter's cheeks and the soft luster to her 
eves. A u d she had auuther reason too, 
for the smiles that c a m e so readdy to her 
h|B, for the pretty Laughter and gay 
i hatter that were heard once again in the 
pleaaant chambers of lieau Sejour. Some
t imes s h e blamed herself for being so 
happy when others were In trouble , but, 
in Hpite of these secret reproaches, her 
youth , her j o y , her awakening heart, 
would assert themselves , a n d , cluee her 
eyes as Bhe might to Lho future, it still 
shone brightly , and soemod to fill all her 
l ittle world wi th roseate l i g h t 

Hhe sti l l looked at Gadogan piteously, 
but did not speak, a n d the artist con
tinued imperturbably : 

" R o l a n d warned m e not to breathe a 
word of his intentions to y o u , Muss Dob-
son, and thnt ia why I have hastened to 
te.l you. 1 thought II just possible that, 
having been such gooiJ iriends, y o u two. 
yon IIiinht have something t o say to him i 
U-foie he goes. " I 

A m o i e t turned pale and her broat!) 
c a m e f.u»r. 

"« V course. If I hav,-» )w>n nntataken." 
Cadogan went on, "there is n o hnirn 
done. If you h a v e nothing to s a y . It.-
h o d will leave Montreaux in a n huur, 
a n d — - " 

" B u t I have !" e x c l a i m e d t h e girl 
breathlessly. 

"fck> I supposed ." 
" B u t b o w can I say it if he i s going 

a w a y ?" 
H e r c o m p a n i o n made* no a n s w e r . 

"Mr. C a d o g a n " — h e s i t a t i n g — "don't 
you think you might u-slt Mr. Aakam to 
c o m e over for five minutes?" 

" H e would murder m e if I suggested 
such a t h i n g , " said Mr Cadogan gravely. 
"I a m sorry, Miss Dobson, but I a m 
afraid t h a t it i s quite out o f the ques
t i o n . " 

A m o r e t looked across the room at her 
father's tranqui l and absorbed counte
nance , t h e n at the clock—there w a s an 
hour y e t before dinner—and then a t Cad
ogan aga in , w h o w a x w a t c h i n g her 
c lose ly . 

" T h e n , " s h e sa id slo«rly, a n d turning 
paler s t i l l , "I m u s t go t o h im!" 

" S o be i t , " returned Cadogan, w i t h an 
air o f the frankest approval. a Y o u are a 
brave c h i l d ! Of course you m u s t go t o 
him. I assure y o u that his m i n d i s quite 
m a d e u p ; if y o u let h i m go n o w y o u will 
never see h i m again ." 

S h e c a u g h t h e r breath wi th a l o w sob
bing s o u n d , and put out her hand 

" Y o u w i l l t a k e me to him ?" she whis
pered, her pale cheeks beginning t o glow 
like a rose. 

"I w o u l d go t o the end o f the world 
wi th y o u , " said Cadogan, taking t h e lit
tle h a n d a n d gi v ing it qui te a fa ther ly kiss; 
"and i t ia no t nearer eo far t o the Beau 
S i t e . " 

S h e laughed, though there were tears 
ia h e r e y e s . , 

" L e t us make haste," she urged fever
ishly. I c a n put on my hat i n the halL 
Papa"—crossing over to her father , and 
kiss ing t h e top of his head a s she stood 
behind h is ohair—" Mr. Cadogan and I 
are g o i n g to—to take a little w a l k before 
dinner . Doctor Grimshawe wi l l keep 
you i n order till I come back." 

"Don't let her Btay oat too late, Cado
gan, " said her father, snailing up at her. 
"And be sore you bring Roland back w$th 

i.\ 

y o u to dinner. * 
Cadogan and Amoret exchanged 

gb«n< ea ; and then, blushing more brightly 
st i l l , t h e girl ran f r o m the room fo l lowed 
by her friend. 

They passed out together throug-h the 
si lent gardens to th© high road, deserted 
n o w aa the evening closed quietly tn. A 
l i t t le crescent moon was rising beyond 
t h e vast sweeps of purple v ineyard over
head , a star o r two palpi tat ing in t h e clear 
a n d dusky ether. A t their feet t h e lake 
l a y sleeping i n the so lemn s h a d o w s of i t s 
enc irc l ing mounta ins , the slender aickle 
o f the moon reflectexl in trembling silver 
l ines upon t h e water. 

"If h e should be g o n e , " Amoret whis
pered nervous ly as they drew near to the 
gates of the hote l—oh, Mr. Cadogan, if 
h e should be gone!" 

Cadogan looked a t his watch. 

** You have still tfaree-quarters o f an 
hour ," h e said kindly—"time enough to 
m a k e o r ruin a man's life, m y child. " 

The g ir l turned to him wi th a look of 
swee t comprehens ion . 

" You are s o good t o me, " she r e t u r n ^ 
gra te fu l ly ; b u t Cadt>gau put hm tin -r 
to his l ips with a good huu iom' lv i.-i 
perative air. 

" 1 a m going to taJse you straight to 
h i m , " h e said. "There is a lways su 
o n e hovering about t h e salons until the 
last moment. OurBtttmg room is rather 
re.Jolent of pipes, I a m afraid, but vmi 
wi l l not mind that. Roland is res ign 
sible for at least half the smoke. " 

They met n o one o n the staircases. It 
was dressing time, a n d every one was 
busy. Auiuret , her ve i l tied closely over 
her face", followed C-adogau swift ly up 
flight after fl ight unti l they reached the 
highest landing of all when h e ojieneti a 
door and ushered her into a large airv 
room, the ojieu windows of which ovei-
looked t h e lake. There was, aa the art^t 
hail said, an unmistakable irior of to
bacco, b u t there were dowering plants 
growing in the « indi*»s , and an agree
able litter of Ixxiks aud photographs, and 
of ske tches finished a-rid unfinished, that 
redeemed the placo from the bare com-
monplaceness o f the ordinary hotel sit
t ing room. 

" You are out of breath, "said Cadogan 
gently, seeing Ainoret's agitation. "Sit 
d o w n here for a mocueut"- pull ing for
ward an easy chair, "Roland's room is 
nex t door I wil l cal 1 him as soon as you 
are rested " 

"Oh," ahe exclaime-d. panting, " I am 
rested n o w . Mr. Cadogan - aud i f ho 
should be gone' " 

Cadogan «hook his grizzled head, and 
laughed tenderly 

~ Roland"" h e called . opening the door, 
and A morel's heart he*at joyful ly as sho 
heard Roland's voice cal l hack from a 
distance : 

" H a l l o , old fellow"** 
"You see," said Codogan. "it was 

written that he was not l o g o " 

A n d t h e n as the girl SUHM! blushing 
and trembling, they beard a neighboring 
door open aud shut, and Roland came 
into the nwim. in an old shooting jacket, 
and with a pi|>e in his mouth He flung 
the pi|«> down aghast a s he became aware 
of ('adognn's visitor 

" Miss I >ohson '" he s t a m m e r e d . " W h a t 
— is there anything w r o n g ? Cadogan, 
why in t h e world have you " 

"Miss Dobson will rto doubt explain." 
returned his fnend. "*I have a letter to 
write, s o perhaps"—with a smile at 
Amoret—"you will excuse m e if I d o it 
liefore the post goes o a t " 

H e sat down in a b i g chair a t • littlo 
table in one o f the w i n d o w s , ca lmly 
turning h i s back upon them both. 

F o r s o m e seconds t h e two y o u n g peo
ple stood and looked a t each other i n si
lence. I t seomed u tbough neither was 
in a hurry to apeak. He w a s there, 
Amoret t h o u g h t , and she had so very 
nearly lost him! And she was there. I Jo 
land thought, w i t h her sweet eyes and 
lips end t h e blushes corning and going in 
her lieloved little face ; be could feast 
his eves upon h e r once more before he 
went a w a y from her forever 

A moret was t h e first to recover herao!" 
and to speak. 

" R o l a n d . " s h e began, in a fa in t tone, 
"is i t true that you were g o i n g a w a y | 
without e v e n wishing uts goodby?" I 

" l'ea," h e said, " you know that I should | 
have gone before now, dear, but for the 
trouble t h a t befel us alL. That i s all over , 
hnppily, a t last, and—and I thought it far 
Getter to t a k e mysel f quiet ly off. I t is 
useless to run a n y risk o f distressing Mr. 
Dobson, and"—suppressing a sigh— 
"goodby is not s o easily said a t t imes ." 

"No"—breathlessly, a n d looking d o w n 
• t her ungloved hands, which she w a s 
w inging unconsciously in her distress. 

•"And, n o w t h a t you have n o longer 
any need o f m e , " Roland went on w i t h 
resolute cheerfulness, "you rememl>er 
our talk together on t h a t miserablo even
ing when your father " 

" Y e s , " breathlessly. 
" Y o u r e m e m b e r how we agreed t h a t 

i t w a s my duty t o go, a s it was yours to 
let m e go " 

" N o , " interrupted t h e girl desperately, 
"I—I remember that y o u said so . B u t " 
—her voice becoming a lmost inaudible^— 
"I d id not agree with y o u at all . I—I 
agree w i t h you leas t h a n ever n o w . " 

" A m o r e t ! " 
"I can't help i t if you are shocked," s h e 

w e n t on, with soft v e h e m e n c e . " Y o u 
were go ing a w a y from me w i t h o u t a 
word, and T—I w a s compelled t o c o m e 
and apeak t o you. It is dreadful , I k n o w , 
but i t isn't m y faul t ." 

" A m o r e t , " s tammered the y o u n g m a n 
again miserably , "I—I don't under
s t a n d ! " 

" N o , " s h e said, half l augh ing , half c r y 
ing, "you never do—you never would! 
Hint s are quite wasted upon y o u . B u t I 
am n o t g o i n g to l e t you throw a w a y yTjur 
happiness, and—and papa's, for the w a n t 
of a w o r d ! " 

" A m o r e t , " urged Roland, "pray do n o t 
say a n y m o r e ; i t is worse than useless— 
i t is very cruel!" 

"I don't think it is I w h o a m cruel ," 
returned t h e girl hurriedly, her face l ike 
a r o s e . "Mr. Askam"—wjth a t remulous 
laugh—"since y o u can n o t take a h i n t -
since you w i l l not understand w h a t I c a m e 
for, I shall b e obliged to tell y o u in plain 
words. O b , Mr. Cadogan"—she a p 
pealed to t h e a r t i s t st i l l h idden in h i s 
great chair,Mvith a piteous cry—"please 
come and help me to do it—1 really don't 

know how! I nerar proposed to anyone 
before!" 

" Amoret!" cried Roland once more, the 
dark blood rushing t o his face. 

Cadogan m a d e uo sign. 
"Yes. you m a y w e l l say ' Amoret!" and 

look scandalized," t h e girl w e n t on; but 
i t was t o propose to you that I came! 
Ro land—"her voice sank to a whisper— 
" d o u ' t g o l S t a y w i t h us—stay with us 
always. See what a dreadfu' thing I 
have done to keep y o u ! " 

Her courage suddenly g i v i n g way. she 
sank d o w n i n t o a chair, h iding her face 
in her hands. 

Roland stood and looked d o w n at the 
sobbing girl. H e w a s bewildered by the 
sight of her tears, by his o w n emotions. 

" Amoret," h e urged abruptly , " l e a n 
not answer y o u — c a n not take the un
speakable happiness you offer m e ; I have 
promised." 

She sa t up, pushing the ruffled curls 
from her eyes, and hasti ly dry ing her 
tears. • 

"Yes, I k n o w , " s h e said, sobbing st i l l ; 
" you promised papa. B u t that is all 
over n o w . " 

"Over!" Roland echoed. " B u t what 
of your cousin ?" 

"Tom has written to say he ia going to 
Austral ia; we are not engaged any more. 
And papa k n o w s " 

"Ah!" Roland's e y e s began to g low 
with a pass ionate l ight . And he, your 
father, has released m e from m y 
promise ?" 

" He wi l l , if—if you ask him, " replied 
Amoret , smi l ing at flan again, and blush
ing. " B u t i f yam would rather go 
away " 

" Amoret!" cried t h e young m a n , and, 
sinking down upon h i s knees at her side, 
he covered her little hands with jiassion-
ate k Lasts. 

' Aud now, y o u n g people. " said Cad
ogan, fn>ni t h e depths of his distant 
nrm i hair, " y o u have just ten minutes 
in winch to explain yourselves, if Miss 
A moret is to g e t to Heau Sejour in t ime 
to dress for dinner." 

Amoret sprang up. drawing her hands 
from Roland's eager clasp, and w e n t over 
to Cadogan, kneel ing down beside h im, 
and touching hta hands wi th her pretty 
l i t is 

" 1 liank you, " she said s imply ; it w a s 
v nu who gave him back to m e ; but for 
vou 1 should h a v e lost him. A n d I wi l l 
tie very good to hun a l w a y s — a l w a y s . " 

Koland followed her jea lous ly , and 
then, s i tt ing w i t h her hand in her lover's, 
Amoret exp la ined U> both men how her 
release h a d c o m e ahout 

It was Tom's letter undoubtedly that 
had brought about Mr Dolison's attack. 
She had found i t in h i s clenched hand on 
the evening of his seizure ; but she had 
not read it for many days after. Then 
she saw that h e r cousin had done his beet 
to break his n e w s g e n t l y , poor fe l low; 
but, in spite o f his precautions, it had 
been too much for h e r father, w h o s a w 
all his plans for her happiness and safety 
scattered to the winds. 

Tears rose to the girl's eyea aa she de
scribed t h e disaster t h a t had befallen t h e 
three kindly brothers in Manchester. 
The difficulties that h a d . u n k n o w n to her 
father, been threatening their house for 
some t i m e culminated during the f e w 
days of Tom's alisence, in consequence of 
the failure of anutiier firm, and they 
found themse lves , in middle age , penni
less, with their honor saved from the 
wreck, but compelled to begin l i fe over 
again. Their intention w a s to go to 
Australia, where a fourth brother had 
long since establishe>d himself, a n d w a s 
prospering so well that h e h a d often 
urged t h e m to jo in h i m . 

"See, I have Tom's letter here—dear 
old fel low!" said Amoret, tak ing i t from 
her pocket. "There ia one peonage that 

porhaps," demure ly , "Mr. Aakam oftybj) 
l ike to hear " 

She read aloud : 
*My first thought <w for Amoret, bat. Un

less I un greatly mistakea. sir, there Ik *ouie 
one not very f«j iwmy who will take Very food 
c»ro of her for you. and who U no poorer now 
than I am—not to poor, Indeed. «lnce he o u 
youth and all tb* world before him. I *t>w 
plainly enough walla I was at Montreal what 
hU feeling* were toward Amoret. and as for 
ber Heaven bleu her I «he does not know yet 
what It IJ to love any one but her fa ther but 
in time '" 

" Hml T h e rest ii of no consequence," 
declared Miss Amoret, hasti ly fo lding up 
Che letter, i n spite of Roland's efforts t o 
secure i t " But perhaps it i s wel l t o ex
p la in that b y "some one' I bel ieve Tom 
• l e a n t Mr. Askmmn, w h o certainly^BfBld 
never suspect it i f I did not point taWuc, 
and " 

" I am g o i n g t b ask if there a r e any 
letters," sa id Cadogan , rising a t this 
p o i n t " Y o u can follow me d o w n stairs, 
Miss Dobson." 

"Oh, we a r e c o m i n g with you I" Am
oret returned hurriedly , but she felt 
herself held back b y a strong arm, and, 
a s Cadogan closed the door behind him, 
Roland d r e w h e r to him, and then, 
f raming the s w e e t faoe with his hands, 
looked d o w n at h e x as i f he could never 
sat is fy his eyes . 

But now al l Ainoret 's audacity Had 
•fersaken her , aud she c o u l d n o t m e e t his 
g a s e . 

'" Mr. Cadogan v s f l T>e w a i t i n g , " she 
said very faintly. 

"Leth im wrait—old t r u m p that h e is!" 
hast i ly returned R o l a n d . "Oh, y o u need 
n o t try to e scape! I h a v e y o u at last— 
a t last! D o you th ink t h a t I c a n l e t you 
g o s o s o o n ? " » 

"Roland!" 
"There ia a question o r t w o I w a n t you 

t o answer ," said the y o u n g m a n re
morselessly, "and then, if you are good, 
a n d when y o n h a v e given me s i x kissas,I 
w i l l take y o n h o m e . " 

"Roland!" the girl e x c l a i m S t again, 
h i d i n g her f a c e against h i s breast. 

H e held i t there fondly, press ing the 
p r e t t y head to h i m w i t h h i s strong, 
tender hands . 

"Tell m e , " I e whispered, w i t h ttis 
c h e e k on the soft brown curls—"is it 
t r u e , what Churchi l l says , that y o u do 
n o t know y e t w h a t it is t o l o v e a n y one 
b u t your father ?" 

S h e did n o t answer in words , bjota 
l i t t le trembling h a n d stole up to his neck 
a n d she nestled closer t o h im. 

"My darling!" Roland whispered; and 
t h e n there w a s a brief s i lence , that even 
h e did not c a r e to disturb for some mo
m e n t a 

Concluded on page 8. 
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