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~ “Yes, yoa!”

«  “The truth is, then, that the poor lad

4hns beenso aufortunate as tofall in love, ”

. “Papal”

° “Now you Pmow all. Thatis why he

wants to go amjy."”

Amoret sank Qown at her father's side,

$ooking up at him with eager eyes.

“But, ” she said quickly, “he told me

only the other day that he lind never

‘been in love, "

“Hedid not know it himself, it appeurs;

he declares that it came upon him wun-

ewares. ”

. “ButI don’t understand, papa.” the
girl went on. *“Hoe has spent all his time

with us, and —"

She paused. Her father did not speak

and suddenly an exquisite blush began

to spread over her pule face,

“Papa,” shesaid, almost in a whisper,

“do you mean that he i 1n love with

me?"

She read her answer in her father's

face, and the blushaprea-l over hier threat

ears were crimson. She did not speak
again for several minutes.

“8he takes it wvery quuetly,” thought
Mr. Dobson. “I thought it would have
made a greater impression on her; but so
much the better for us all!”

“Papa,” Amoret said at last. without

Mr. Askam should be sent away,
should go away, because of that. ”
“My dear child, I think you had better
not interfere. If Askam has made up
bis mind that it is for the best »
“But I think he is mistaken, ” persiated
the girl softly. “Itisa foolish and use-
less step to take. Where can he go? He
has no home, and he is very happy here
with us. [ think, papa, that you should
ask him to stay.®

“My darling child!"

*Yes, papa; [ want him i0 finish that
portrait. I haveset my heart upon it,
and there is really no reason why he
should run away.”

*But since he wishes it ?"

“He ought to finish his work first, tel
bim s0o. You need noteay that [ know
anything, dad,” with a sage little nod.
“Just tell him that 1 have set my heart
upon his finishing the portruit before in-
stead of after my marriage, and that un-
tezs he wants to make me very uncom-
fortable and to make me suspect some-
thing, he had better make up his mind to
femain. "

“In fact,” returned Mr. Dohson, with
s sigh of resignation, “you want to have
your own way 'for once,” and I am to
belp you to carry your point. "

“Please, papa," very meekly. “Of
course Mr. Askam will understand that
oothing is changed because of —of his
oonfession. I am still engaged to Tom. I
am very sorry that he has bean so—so
foolish as to fall in love with me, but I
don’t think he should allow such a—a
trifls as that to interfere with the per-
formance of a task ho has undertaken.®
Mr. Dobson permitted himself to be
&Gissed. He had yielded; there was
aothing further to be aald.

“Are you sure you can keep the se-
cret?” he asked dismally. “Do you
think that Askam will not suspect that
you know ?”

“I will try, papa,™ said Miss Amoret.
“Andpow there lsa train to Geneva in
an hour and three-quarters,” looking at
the little watch that Roland had given
buchen to her. “Don't you think that
you nught gn over at once to the Beau
8ite and speak t0 him? Otherwise it
mav ba too Iate. "

or

shrugging his bent shoulders as he stood
up add prepared to obey his little ty-

“Only that he had better come to din-
ner with Mr, ogan—don't you tuink
80, papa?® with a shower of kisses.

A féw utes Iater, Roland, as he
was thyusting his linen and hair brushes
into %bag‘ was interrupted by a visit
g Mp. Dobeon, v‘:ho deglared that
Al ‘hud besieged him with questions,
%ﬁﬁ%}&%,&thﬂ heart upon the por-
trait's being finished before her marriage,
i timt therefore Askain must stay, at
any rate gntil the picture is completed.
$1f yoti'don’t,” ke summed up, “she
will suspect something. Be a man, Ro-
land, and go through with it”

“0Of course, air, I will do asyou wish, "
Roland 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
along, and—* ‘

’ “Don't be afrald, sir,” said Roland

“firmly, *“I think I saay promise you to
hide my luckless secxst from Miss Dob-
-s0n during the short time that will be
‘Tecessary to complete the portrait. Yon
‘bave 1aid a sacred responsibility upon me
%0 do so, indeed, for you have doubly
drusted me, Knowing what yon do, I
should be the—the very vilest of cadsif I
could betray such a confidence as that,®
+ “Come over to dinner,” returned the
tather, giving him his hdud, with a deep
sigh of relief. “Let there be mo differ-
ence in any way."”

Arid'so Roland went across with Cado-
gan to the villa, where they were re-
veived by Amoret witha careless nod and
amile, in which even Roland, anxiously
watching her, could not detect the faint-
wut traco of consciousmess.

* She doos not suspéct,” heeaid to him-

S Chapter VII.

. Whils they were sfill in the dining

i sdom that eveniing Tom Churchill wea
55 noned home by an urgent telegram

hiw brother Ned, There was no

res to Geneva.
bson were to dse
p;naei;u would

' tainly prottier and sweeter than ever, as
Roland found to his cost. He looked for-
ward to his daily visit to the studio with
mingled dread and delight. For now
Amoret was always present during the
sitiing, her cousin being no longer there
to almorh her time. Indeed, they had
fallen Lack quite naturally wito all ther
old ways. There were the same lung,
lnzy mornings on the lake as formerly,
the saine afternoons on the terrace, the
same happy little dinners, with musie
afterward in the salon, since the even-
ings were now grow ing sufficiently chilly
to mitke jt pleasant to gather round the
wood tire, which Mr. Dobson liked to see
~lowing on the brass dogs.

The only change spparent in Amorvet's
manner to Roland was that she seemed
gentler, knder, more winnng than be-
fore she hud learned hiy secret.  The
little imipertineices in which she ased o
indulge hud given place to a hundied
pretty, womunly ways, which had the
effect of reodeting Roland's state all the
more desperate.  In spite of ull his goeod
resolutious, in spite of the {act that he
was pledged in honor not to betruy hium.
self, he could not help feeling
dangerously sweet was this renewcd and
closer intimacy.

hase

and forehead until the very tips of her '

i

, ing. His only hope of escupe from to:
ture lay twavording being left slone wath
her. He could pot bear to Lsten to her
hittle contidences, rFometinies even Lo sen
the tears aguin 1n her great broasn enves

fooking up, “I don't think 1t 18 far that |

I
* Anything else !” demanded her father,

If the cluld had known, he told 1o
self, she would not have been <o o dly
kind; but of course she  susp -« t:: nothe

The portrait would soon be fias od
now. Roland, with mingled celier and
dread. was begiuming to count the v
that must elapse before the hour of his
Qelirerance arrived.,

“I1 18 getting on very fast,” saii A
creL 06 day. coming to looh over
shoulder, ns Hoand prepured to put aw oy
his brushes, wot My Do hisen,
went off o pan Cadoguu

“Yes; aday o1 two now will he nll
that I shall need,” Rolard answered
cheerfully; "s0, {f you have sny ccm-
missions for England —*

“You have made up your mind v ro,
then!” interposed the girl ina low *-n-.
“1 thought the business you s~oke oi
could be arranged without you. "

“No,” gently, “it was only deferre!,
you know. And it is more than ever
necessary that I should go away.”

A brief silence ensued. Amorey still
stood before the easel with her eyes ti ced
upon the picture.

“ It was guod of you to stay becaus~ 1
asked you,” she said presently. “And
you don’t know how much mure 1 shall
value the picture, dear as 1t 1s to me for
its own sake, because of Jhe sactifice you
made to finish it."

“Oh, you must not think tor much of
that,” said Roland, smiling at her, “a
few days more or less could not make so
very much difference, after all! ™

A sudden pain seemed to pierce the
girl's heart, How strong he was—how
true and lcyal! Never by su much as a
word or a look had heallowed her to per
ceive what he had confessed to her
father. A few days ago he had seemed
to her little more than a playfellow —a
boy to be teased and petted with sisterly
tyranny ; but now he compelled her re.
spect. 8he was conscious of a will
of iron under his pleasant frater-
nal manner. She knew that when tho
time came he would go away, silent to
the last.

“And in two days the portrait will be
finished, " she reflected, -1nconsciously
clar-ing her hands as shegheed before the
casel

Roiand was making hax¥® to be gone;
but he paused, tmpressed by something
in the girl’s attitude.

“What is that little head tsy about
now ?" he said gently ; and s - flushed,

by

Feienn 1,

and started, and turped round to him as
Le spoke.

8he looked very pretty.in her soft pink
gown, with a lace handkerchief tied in
s Iargo knot under her chin; but there
weve shiadows beneath her eyes, and her
lips quivered as sho emiled. Roland was
aguin puzzled by a stronge sir of deli-
6acy which seerned to have come to Ler
lately, and which he had remarked un-
easily more than once. His eyes met
hers now for a moment and his gaze was
tull of impotent misery. He could bear
hid own pain, fierce as it was; but how
was he to bear hers? He turmed ab-:
raptly away, and crossed the room to one
of the windows.

“] was thinking about you," said Am-
oret, simply, “and wishing that—that’
ybu need not go away. "

He started and bit his lip as hestood
with his hands thrust into his pockets, |
looking out of the window, It was a
day of shower and wind, with heavy
wista blotting out the mountains, and
with white surges defining the edges of
the lake, the blue green waters of which
wers tronbled, breaking here and there
into fitful white caps.

“1 must go,” he answered ourtly,

“Yes, I know; but I am vety sorry in-
deed, Roland. It will be harder than
ever for me pow to do what is right. As
long as I see you every day, and know
how steadily you are working, and how
faithfully you axe performing your duty,
it gives me Courage to imitate you., But
when you are gone—-"

“When I am gons, " Roland Interposed
steadily, and facing her, pale but cheer-
ful, * you will try even harder to please me
than if I werehere, And youknow that
it will please me to be sure that my sis-
ter is doing what she believed to be
right, uo matter at what cost to herself, "

“Yes,” she said eoftly, and put out a
trembling little hand, “Roland, I will
try.”

“I know you will, dear,”™ he replied;
2nd 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 Se-
jour and tosay good by to his friends
there; having decided to start for Eng-
land on the following morning. He
clung to Cadogan’s olbow all the after-
noon, and would have hind his friend go
acrces with him from the hotel at &
o'clock, at which hour he had promised
Amoret to aive; but Cadogan 2eclared

s B

abliged to go atone. :

Amoret was alone in the salon, where
the fire was already lighted and filling
the pretty flower scented room with
flrckering lights and shadows. 8he was
sitting, half hidden in an arm chair before
the hearth, aud did not look round as he
opened the door.

“Well, papa,” she said in a cheerful
tone, “what news from Tom ?”

“Itis pot papa; it is only 1,7 replied
Roland, as he threaded his way awmong
the chairs and tables to her side.

She sat up then, smiling and blushing.

“Only you!” she returued, holding out
Lier hand. “Oh, poor you—how cold you
are! C(Come to tne fire! Has it not
turped out a miserable evening ?”

Roland hesitated, looking round the
dusky room.

“Papa will be here presently,” said
Amoret, in answer to Roland’s look.
“He has gone off to read his letters in
peace; he has had one from my cousin.”

*Ah.”—in a constraived tone, as he
stood with his elbow on the mantlepiece
at a little distance from her chair—=I
hope Mr. Churclull — °

“ldon't know what news therafs from
Tom, " the girl intersupted hurrie diy @ *1
have not seen papa since the post arnived,
Well, and what have you been doing
with youreelf ai} the afternoon. -packing,
1 Suppuse?"

*1 have been realdin: letters too,” sald
Roland, “apd | have come across early
tu give you s m'nldl“;{ "

A scolding!” the girl echoed . startle 1
“Notareal oue® I have not vexed you
1 any wav, have [77

“but, indeed you h ove'” retarned Po-
land, stea lily cheerfni

“Oh,” with a httle catehing of the
breath *Jamsorry' 1 did not mean to
doit, whateverits I I want d vour
Vst duy with us W be the happiest of

+ know, dear- | know, but I harve
~t had a rapturous serawl from (hin -
“Oh, " with asigh of relief “wwtha H*

[land, how you starthed me?”

“What do you think you deserve for
sending a schoolboy such a hamper of
delights, such a box of presents as he has
never dreamed of 1p all s Iif before ?”

“[ only sent a few things for hia tarth
day.” Amoret declored, laughing anl
blushing. “Tom took them for me. 1t
was such a good opportunity ; and ven
are uot toscold me  If you are my big
brother, Clin 18 my httle one, 1sn’t he *”

Roland did not speak How sweet she
was a8 she stood up and drew near to
him on the hearthruyg, her eves shining,
her delicate chedks flushing'  His heart
was faint with the delight of thise few
moments stolen from his migery

“They are the last the very last,™ he
old hunself  *1 shall never be alone
waith Amoret Dobmon acnin. ™

“I have bada letter from Chn, too,”
the mirl went on, “a dear hitle letter 1
waould let you read ot only that 1t s all
‘R Jdand, Roland, Roland,” from begin-
ming toend and I know you can’t bear
te hate your kindness talked about ”

“Oh—kindness! " said Roland, laughing
and shrugging his bre ad shoulders. “Not
very much kindnessio luuking after oue's
only brother'”

=Or 10 scolding one's only sister, " add-
ed Amoret. “l wonder,” she raised her
eyes to his, “if you will scold your wife
as much as you have aslways soolded me,
Roland*”

He winced.

“1 shall never have a wife to scold,” he
aald, trying to smile, “s0 we need not
discuss that point. ™

“But 1 shoeuld ike to know,” still per
sisten] the girl, two bright red spots be-
ginning to burn in her delicate cheeks.
*Tell ine how you will behave to yowr
wife. Of course you will marry some
dny. Roland, " her fingers stealing up te
the button) of his coat and playing with

s

“1 thinh vou would-be a very, very nice
bustand. If you were mmine Ishould Like
you o scold mealittle. Itis very [unny,
but when you call me to account and lec-
ture me I don't mind it at all; aond | am
sure if any one else—Mr Cadogan for
instance, or Tom—were tu say the same
things, I should rebel.

“ Where is Cadugan, by the way ? " sald
Roland abruptly, trying to draw back
from his dangerous proximity to the
girl's bright cheeks and parted lips.
“He said he would follow me in a quar-
ter of an hour."

“But you have hardly been here five
minutes,” returned Aromet reproach-
fully, “and it is our very last evening
together. Roland, does it bore you much
to talk to me ?”

“You foolish childi” he said gently,

| resigning himself to his fate.

“1 have often thought lately,”™ she
went on relentlessly, “of how different
things would have been if —if papa had
not written that letter to Tom, the day [
went to the Gorge de Chanderon, and if
only you had fallen in love with me,even
a little.”

“ You see how devoid of taste 1 mush
be,” said Roland steadily.

“Yes,"” she assented, with a tremulcus
little laugh, “I really think you are: be-
cause it would have been such a happy
life for us all. You know you like living
abroad, and you could have painted as
well here as in England, and we could
have always stayed with dear papa;
whereas now—"

“Now there is Cousin Tom to think
of,” said Roland, struggling victoriously
for self control.

His eyes were fixed upon the little slim
white hand es it traveled up and down
the buttons of his coat, on the bent head
and its soft, brown courls, which the fire-
light was turning to ruddiest gold.

“Yes, I know,” she rejoined, her
breath coming faster; “but I said ‘if,
Roland—if there had been no Tom, and
if you had only cared for me,and if T had
‘cared for you, how happy we might all
have been! I would have been such a
good little wife. Wouldn't it have been
nicer now for you to come home to this
little parlor in the evening and find me
waiting for you, and the fire and the tea
afl ready,and Francine laying the dinner
table for three, than togo to that big
dreary hotel all by- yourself, and have
10 one to run to meet you when ghe heard
your key in the lock, or to put her arms
around your neck for joy because you
hed ¢ome home !

¥
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“ Amoret}® exolaimed\ Roland, half dis- 1 = And be sure you bring Rolind back with '

tractea.

“Well, woalda't it?” she pemisted,
raising her rosy red face to his. Oh,
Roland, f you had only cared for me and
if 1 had cared for you, all that might
have been!  Weshould not be thinking
of saying goodby to each other to-mor-
row: you would be here always—al.
ways —"

Ruoland took the trembling white hand
from his breast aud laid it firmly aside,
He drew back from the firelight and the
touch of the girl's warm breath on his
cheek.

“All that is what might have been,”
he said, with wonderful composure; “but
you see | am going to England to-mor-
row. to live and die an old bachelor,
probably, and when Isee you again you
wal be married to your cousin. ™

Amoret turned and lvoked at him as
he held himself abeof from her, and
thers was a curious expresgion in her di-
lated eyes.

“Roland,” she began hreqthlessly, but
befure she could finish her sentence she
heard—they both heanl—a sound as of
something falling bheavily in an adjom-
g room,

*What was that ?” exclaimed Amoret,
in a startled whisper , sod then, pultiug
her hand up tw her head, she cried,
“Papa!” Oh, Roland, it was in his bed-
room! He is thers!”

She groped her way blindly across the
firelit room-—Roland was alivady gone.,
She met hun coming bark to her as she
reached the door.

“Dear,” he said gentlv, “dont be
frightened. He had fainted, but he s
better already. ”

The girl felt as though she were about
to faint herself, and she would have
fallen 1if Roland had pot caught her w
hus strong arms.

“Courage, dear'” hesaid. “1 will take
you w hum; you must not let him know
that you are frightened ”

" No, " she replied, fuoing her pallid
lips into a smile.

“Iwill go for Doctor Grimshawe, ™
continued Roland, as they reached the
Lt vary door; “and you may be sure of
one thing —that [ will not leave Mon-
treux as long as [ can beof any service
to you.”

Chapter VIII.

“Oh, Mr. Cadogan'!”™ Amoret lnoked
toward her friend with her lovely eyes
full of consternation

“Yen, child, " he answered com posedly.

“Is he gong away trday, without so
much a8 saying goodby:”

“He 13 oven wow, 1 believe, parking
that bug of hus for the second, or wt the
tturd tune, and this evoung he 18 off by
the express to Pans. "

Amoret hokedat the speaker piteously,
but she said nothing  They were sitting
toprther at one of the windows of the
salon, where at a table near the firs
Ihwtor CGinmshaweand Mr. Dobson were
playing a game of bezaquu in the Light of
u ruse shaded lamp.

It was some days now since Mr. Dob-
son had come downstain,aftera month's
illness.  He was surely regaining his
strength, and with his impruving health
the eolor was coming back to his daugh-
ter's cheela and the soft luster to her
eves.  And she had anuther reason too,
for the smiles that came so readily to her
lips, for the pretty Laughter and gay
chatter that were heard once again in the
pleasant chambers of Beau Bejour. Bome-
times she blamed hersell for being so
happy when others were in trouble, but,
in spite of these secret repruaches, her
youth, her joy, her awskening heart,
would assert themselves, and, cluse her
eyes as she might to the future, it still
shope brightly, and seemed to fill all her
little world with roseate light.

She still looked at (Zadogan piteously,
but did not speak, and the artist ocon-
tinued imperturbably :

* Roland warned me not to breathe a
word of his intentions to you, Miss Dob-

son, and that i8 why | have hastened to
te.] you. Ithought it just posaible that,
Laving been such goou 1riends, you two, .
you might have somethiag to say to him |
befote he goea, ™

Amoret turned pale and ber breath '
ofine fant.

“0)f course, if [ have een miataken "
Cadogan went on, “there is no harmn
done. [ you have nothwg to say, Ul
laod will leave Montresux in am hour,
snd —"

“But I havel”
breathlessly.

“So [ supposed.”

“But how can I say it if heis going
gway "

Her companion made no anawer.

“Mr. Cadogan”— hestating — “don’t
you think you might ask Mr. Askam to
come over for five minutes?”

“He would murder me if I suggested
such a thing,” said Mr Cadogan gravely.
“I am sorry, Miss Dobson, but I am
afraid that it is quite out of the ques-
tion. ®

Amoret looked across the room at her
father's tranquil and absorbed counte-
nance, then at the clock—there was an
hour yet before dinner—and then at Cad-
ogan again, who wgg watching her
closely.

“Then, " she said slo@rly, and turning
paler still, I must go to him!”

“80 be it,” returned Cadogan, with an
alr of the frankestapproval. “You are a
brave child! Of course you must go to
him. I assure you that his mind is guite
made up; if you let him gopow you will
never see him again.”

She caught her breath with a low sob-
bing sound, and put out her hand——

“You will take me to him ?" she whis-
pered, her pale cheeks beginning to glow
like a rose.

“I would go to the end of the world
with you, ” said Cadogam, taking the lit-
tlehandandgivingitquitea fatherly kiss ;
“and it is not near{yso far to the Bean
Site.

She laughed, though there were tears
in her eyes.

“Let us make haste, " she urged fever-
ishly. Icanputonmy hat in the hall
Papa "—crossing over to her father, and
kissing the top of his head as she stood
behind his chair—“Mr, Cadogan and I
are going to—to take s littls walk before
dinner. Doctor Grimshawe will keep
you in order till I come back. "

“Don't let her stay out too late, Cado-
gan, ” said her father, stniling up &t her.

exclaimed the giri

you to dinper.

Cadogan and Amoret exchanged
gliances ; and then, bluslung more brightly
still, the girl ran from the room followed
by her friend.

They passed out tegether through the
stleut gardens to the high road, deserted
now as the evening closed quietly 1. A
little crescent moon was rmsing beyond
the vast sweeps of purple vineyard over-
head, & star or two palpiating i the clear
and dusky ether. At their feet the lake
lay sleeping in the solemn shadows of its
encircling mountains, the slender sickle
of the mooun reflected in trembling silver
lines upon the water.

"It be should be gone,” Amoret whis-
pered nervously as they drew near to the
gates of the hotel—oh, Mr. Cadugan, \f
he should be gone!™

Cadogarn looked at his watch.

“You have still three-quarters of an
hour,” he said kindly—"tume envugh to
make or rliin a man®s hfe, my child.”

The girl turned to hun with a look of
sweel comprehension,

“You are so good o me, " she returml
gratefully ; but Cadogan put b tin e
to his ips with 8 good huwmsor<'ly e
perauve air,

“lam going to take vou straight to
lim,” he ssid. “"There 15 always sui -
one hovering about the wlons until the
last moment.  Oursiting room 1s rather
redolent of pipes, I am afraid, but you
will not mind that. Roland 18 respon-
sible for at least half thesmoke. "

They met no one on the staircases. It
was dressing e, and every one was
busy. Auwwret, lier el tied closely over
her fale? followed Cadogan swiftly up
flight after flight untal they reached  the
lnghest landing of all when he opened a
door and usliered her 10t a8 large  airy
room, the open windows of which over-
looked the lske. There was, as the artist
ha.l said, an unmistakable odor of o
baceu, but there were towering plants
gruwing tnthe windows, and an agree
able Litter of books anad photogmphs, and
of sketches tinished and untinished, that
redecmed the place from the bare com-
monplacenws of the urdinary hotel st
ting ruom.

=You areout of breath,”said Cadogan
gently, seemng Amoret’s agitation.  “Sit
down here for a mogment”™- pulling for-
ward an easy chair, “Roland’s room s
pext door [ will call hum assoon as you
are rested "

=Oh,” she exclaimed. panting, “I am
rested pow, Mr. Cadugan - and if he
should be gone'”

Cadogan shook his  gnizzled head, and
laughed tenderly

“Roland'" he called | opening the dour,
and Amoret’s heart heat jovfully as she
heard Roland's voice call back from 2
distance :

= Hallo, old fellow'™

“You see,” sad Codogan,
written that he was not togo "

And thenas the girl stood blushing
and trembling, they heard s neghboring
door vpen apd  shut, and Roland came
into the room, 1o an old shooung jacket,
and with a pipe in his mouth  He flung
the pipe down aghast as he became aware
of Cadogan’s visitar

= Migs [Dolson '™ he stammered. “What
—18 there anythug wrong? Cadogan,
why 10 the world have you "

* Miss Dobson will po doubt explain.”
returned his fmend. I have a letter to
wnte, so perhaps”"—with a smile st
Amoret—*you will excuse me if I doit
before the post gues ot ”

He sat duwn in a big chair at a littlo
table in one of the windows, calmly
turning his back upon them both,

For some seconds the two young peo-
ple stood and looked at each other in &

“it was

lence. It seomed as though neither was
in & bhurry to speak. He was there,
Amoret thought, and she had so very
pearty last him!  And she was there, It
land thought, with her sweet eves and
lips and the blushes corming and going 1n
ber beloved httle face ; be cuuld feast
his eves upon her once more befure he
went away from her forever

Amuret was the first w recover hersel”
and to speak.

“Roland, " she began, in a faint tone,
*is 1t true that you were goingaway |
without even wishing s guodby 7"

*Yes, " hesad, “ youlknow that I should ’
bare gune before now, dear, but for the
trouble that befel us all. That isallover,
happily, at last, and—and I thoughtit far
cetter to take myself quietly off. It is
useless to run any risk of distressing Mr.
Dobson, and"—suppressing & sigh—
“goodby is not 50 easlly said at times.”

“No"—bresthlessly, and looking down
at her ungloved hands, which she was
w-inging unconsciously in her distress.

3And, now that you have mo longer
auy need of me,” Roland went on with
resolute cheerfulness, “you remember
our talk together on that miserably even-
ing when your father——"

“Yes,"” breathlessly.

“You remember how we agreed that
it was my duty to go, as it was yours to
et me go——"

“No," interrupted the girl desperately,
“I—1 remember that you said so. But”
—her voice becoming almost inaudible—
“I did not agree with you at all. I—I
agree with you less tham ever now.”

“ Amoret!”

“1 can't help it if you areshocked,” she
went on, with soft vehemence. “You
were going away fromm me without a
word, and T—I was cornpelled to come
and gpeak toyou. Itis dreadful, Iknow,
but it isn't my fault.”

“ Amoret, " stammered the young man
again miserably, “I-—I don’t under-
stand!”

“No," she said, half laughing, half cry-
ing, “you never do—you never would!
Hints are quite wasted upon you. But I
am not goipng to let you throw away ybur
happiness, and—and papa’s, for the want
of a word!™

“ Amoret,” urged Roland, “pray do not
say any move; it is worse than useless—
it is very cruel!” :

“I don't think itis I who am cruel,”
returped the girl hurriedly, her face like
arose. “Mr. Askam”—with a tremulous
lsugh—"“since you can mot take a hint—
since you willnot understand what Icame
for, I shall be obliged to tell you in plain
words. Oh, Mr. Cadogan”—she ap-
pealed to €he artist, stitl hidden in his
great chairawith a piteous cry—"please

come and help me todo it—I rea;lv don't
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know how! 1 never proposed to anyone
before!™

“ Amoret!” crisd Roland once more, the
dsrk blood rushing to his face.

Cadogan made vo sign.

“Yes, you may well say * Ameoret” and
look scandalized,” the girl went on; but
it was to propose to you that I camel
Roland— " her voice sank to a whisper—
“don’t go! Btay with us—stay with us
always. See what a dreadfu! thing I
have done to keep you!”

Her courage suddenly giving way. she
sank down into a chair, luding her face
in her hands.

Roland stwod and looked down at the
sobbing girl. He was bewildered by the
gight of her tears, by his own emotions.

“Amoret,” he urged abruptly, “I can
not answer you—can not take the un-
speakable happaness you offer me; Thave
promised.”

She sat up, pushing the ruffled curls
from her eyes, and bastily drying her
Lears, L 4

*Yes, I know,"”she said, sobbing ssill ;
“you promised papa. But that is all
over npow, "

“Over!” Roland echoued.
of your cousin ?"

“Tom has written to say he is going to
Australia ; we arenot engaged any more,
And papa knows——"

“Ah!”™ Roland's eyes began to glow
with a passionate ight.  And he, your
father, has relessed me from my
promise P

“He will, if—if you ask him, " replied
Awmoret,smiling at i again, and blush-
ing. ~“But if yow would rather go
away —"

“ Amoret!” cried the young man, and,
sinking down upon his kpees at her side,
he covered her litile hands with passion-
ale Kisses,

"And now, young people,” said Cad-
vgan, from the depths of hws distant
arm chalr, “you have just ten minutes
in which to ex plain  vourselves, if Miss
Amaret 18 to get w Beau Sejour 10 time
to dress for dinner.”

Amoret sprang up, drawing her hands
from Roland's eager ¢lasp, and wentover
to Cadogan, kneeling down beside him,
aud touching has hands wath her pretty
hpa

“lhank sou,” she said simply ; it was
you who gave him back to me; but for
vou l should have lost lim. And I will
be very good to him always—always.”

Roland followed her jealously, and
theq, sitting with her hand in her lover’s,
Amuoret explained o both men how her
release had come about.

It was Tom's letter undoubtedly that
had brought about Mr Dobson’s attack.
8he had found 1t in his clenched hand on
the evening of hisseizure; but she had
pot read it for many days after. Then
she saw that her cousin had done hisbest
to break his news gently, poor fellow;
but, in spite of his precautions, it had
been too much for her father, who saw
all his plans for her happiness and safety
scattered to the winds.

Tears rose to the girl’s eyes as she de-
scribed the disaster that had befallen the
three kindly brothers 1o Manchester.
The difficulties that had, unknown to her
father, been threatening their house for
some time culminated during the few
days of Tom's absence, 1n consequence of
the failare of another firm, and they
found themselves, in middle age, penni-
less, with their hunor saved from the
wreck, but compelled to begin life ovex
again. Their inkntion was to go to
Australia, where a fourth brother had
long since established himself, and was
pruspering so well that he had often
urged them to join him.

“8ee, I have Tom’s letter here—dJear
old fellow!" gaid Amoret, taking it from
her pocket. “There is one pessage that

perhaps,” demurely, “ Mr. Askam ovijhin
like to hear "
She read aloud :

"My first thought was for Amoret, but. in-
less 1 am greatly mistaken, air, there ia sowme
one not very far away who will take very good
care of her for you, and who is g0 poorer now
than | am—not 0 poor, indeed. xince ko nas
youth and all the wrorld befors him. I sAw

“But what

' plainly snough while | was at Montreux what

his tesclings werc toward Amoret. and as for
ber Heaven biess her! ahe does not know yot
what it is to love any ons but her fatheng but
in time——'*

“Hm! The rest is of no consequence,”
declared Miss Amoret, hastily folding up
the letter, in spite of Roland’s efforts to
secure it. “ But perhaps it is well to ex-
plain that by ‘somne one’ I believe Tom
meant Mr. Askman, who certainly wemld
never suspect it if I did not point f@Wut,
and—-"

“I am going @ ask if there are any
ietters,” said Cadogan, rising at this
point. “You can follow me down stairs,
Miss Dobson. ”

“Oh, we are coming with you!™ Am-
oret returned hurfiedly, but she felt
herself held back bya strong arm, and,
as Cadogan olosed the door behind him,
Roland drew her to him, and then,
framing the sweet face with his hands,
looked down at her & if he could never
satisfy his eyes.

But now all Amoret’s audacity had
@prsaken her, and she could not meet his
gaze,

“Mr. Cadogan wdll ve waiting, ™ she
&aid very faintly. .

“Let him wait—old trump that he ist”
hastily returned Roland. “Oh, you need
not try to escape! 1have you at last—
at last! Do you think that I can let you
go 80 soon ¥ s

“Roland!l”

“There is a question or two I want you
to answer,” sasid the young man re-
morselessly, “and then, if you are good,
and when you have given me six kissds,I
will take you home.”

“Roland!™ the girl exclaimd aguin,
Miding her face against his breagt.

He held it there fondly, pressing the
protty head % him with his strong,
tender bands.

“Tell me,” ko whispered, with W&is
cheek on the soft brown curls—“is it
true, what Churchill says, that yon do
not know yet what itis to love any one
but youor father P

She did not anawer in words, kit
little trembling hand stole up to his neck
and she nestled closer to him.

“My darling!” Roland whispered; and
then there was a brief silence, that even
he did not care to distarb for some mo-
ments :

Conclu@ed on page 8.
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