b
b

' two girls coming arm-in-arm up the gar-

~Gevon’your hat quickly. my deart™ -]

" to vesd it? You would rather I told

- to? Oh, thank you, thank you alil
" How good you are to me! Then I will
. tell you everything. And he sends mes-
.. sages for you. all; he forgets no one,

© _But one'm

" sireshin to be
< IWhIEMondayP"
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Lost at Last,

BY P. J. SMITH.

————— s

“Dot," I ssid eagerly, “have you seen
anything. to lead you to form this im-
pression, eny grounds for—"

“No," answered my sister, pursing up
ber lips,“I cannot state a single inci-
dent; I never detected a look,a word,
that would bear out my impression, yet
I believe it to be a true oneall thesame!”

I glaaced froms my sister's fuce to the

den towards us aod shook my head
donbtingly.

“Emmy, ™ Trot oried gaily, when they
bed handed us the fluwers they had
gathered, *the coast is clear—1 mean
y8ur mother won't be back frum the
bank till luncheon—you'll lave time for
a graud game at tenms up at the clubl

“Oh, Trot, love, 1 couldn’t! Don’tyou
know what day this is? Don’t you know
X couldn't leave home to-day, not for all
the world?”

*Why not?" asked Trot, opening her
eyes wide. *“What 13 the matter with
the day, Emmy?”

*Auut Dot, aunt Netty, you know—
surely you know ?” Emmeline ans » ered,
turning to us with clasped hands.

I shook my head; my sister did the
same,

*It's Tuesday, the twenty-second of
August. It's—it's the one day for which
I live—it's mail day!” Emmelins said in
& whisper, her bluse eyes fixed ecstatically
on the sunlit olouds. “Oh, did none of
you remember that?” ~

“The day varieg, " I replind, trying to
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“ -A Dowbtful dery That Was

tius tremendous topic, together with
the treat in store for Emmecline of seeing
the family diamonds, absdrhed all other
subjects of conversation for the vight.

The second week of Enanieline’s instal.
lation went by quite as ammootinly as the
first. The mail arrived two days earlier
than was expected, and, as Emmeline
»ad received an intimation of the happy
fact through the evening papers, sne
was at the gate to meet the postman,
who brought her another voluminous
budget more cheerful and hopeful than
the first; and Janet's new frock, under
hier dear daughter's super vision, promised
to be a tremendous success.

The afternoon of the eveutful day on
whtch the dress was to be worn, saJanet
was geated at the window, waiting for
Shelton's fly to come and take her to
fetch the diamonds from the bank as
usual, Trot came rumning in from the
lawn with one of those detestubdle orange
envelopes in her trambling hand.

“Hush!” she cried excitedly. “Don't
lst her hear; itiaa teleggramfrom—from
Australia! Oh, aunt Peugy, oughta't
somebody to opem it before she~—
Oughtn’t—oughta't——"

*To whom is itaddressed —to Lemel 7°

“No; it is addressed merely to 'Brown.
rigg. Eccleston.’ We—we had better
take it to hia mother; she can open it."

we handed her the envelope, and, thongh
we all assured her with feverish volumil.
ity t- at there was notiiing to be fright.

the paper lie in her lap, until at last
Dotty, not able to bear the suspense, tore
npen the envelope, whem a ringw.g
o re1m made her tarn hasti'. rnand,

Emuicline stood at thedoxr, lcnaking so
2 tul in her testor that [ acs cely recug:
L £ «f the gentle pratty counteras.ce

*Btop.” she shricke . *Lhu't read it
—1 forbid y..u to read 1t—it 18 for me! It
fs to tell e my love is dead—dead.
Give it to lwe—quick!” She flew across
the room to my sister and suatched the
paper from her handa.

There was a moment's tar rible silence,

kesp ths sarcaem out of sy weice
* Mails fioin such a distance coan't ar-
rive—-" )

*l koovw, of course! But didn't you
®eo that the boat was reported in last
wight's mail newa? Oh, auat Netty, it
will be my first letter—my first since we
parted! And you could not expectme, you
beart-whole little wreteh, to put a ball
over the net in such oircumsiancost
Trot, were you ever in love?"

The young wife spent the rest of the
morning at a lubby window that com.
manded a8 good view of the lLigh-road
slong ®hich the postinan came, and
about tho time for his arrival I heurd her
light footsteps pattering dowa the stalrs,
saw her fly acrosa the lawn, and then ro-
turn to her room to enjoy the tremsured
lstter undisturbed.

When she appeared at luncheon-tiine
her cheeks were flushed, hor eyes wet
though eparkling with delight, as she
laid before us a vignette photogmph of
Phil, takena few hours after she had
left him,

“What do you think of it?” shensked,
“Do you think it is like him? Do you
think he hus changed much—thathe has
growaold-looking ?"

I thought he had chenged much, sod
told herso, His face looked wan and
thin, and in the sunken eyes there was
an expression of suffering and shame-
faced pleading that touched me in spite
of myself.

“Yonu forget how ill—how very {ll—he
was,” the girl urged; “you don't make
allowances for his fover. And then—
then you oouldn't expect him to look
well and smiling half an hour after he
had left me! Oh, you couldn't expect
thatl Trot, you haven't looked at him
yet. Look,dear—look! Be kinder than
the others; don't tell me he has changed
€0 much—appears so illl Oh, don't, dear
friend!”

Trot took up the little picturs, and, in
#pite of the » onderful commmand she had
ovaer herself, I saw a shade of pain oross
her features as she glanced at the sad
altered faco of her faithless lover.

“N-no, dear, no, Making allowances
for climate and hard work, 1 don't think
that there is 3o much change in his ap-
pearance, "she replied reassuringly. “Be-
sides, the printing of the photo is s bad.

ere was it dome—Melbourne, you
say?" BShe turned it over, and the fol.
Towing appeal in Phil's bold straggling
band met her eyes—

“When my darling sees this, she weill
pity me and write at once, I know.”

The card dropped from her hand, nnd
Emmeline snatched it up and pressed 1t
to her lips passionately.

“QOh, why did I leave you, my love?"
the murmaured ; and then an uncomfort.
able silence followed, broken only by Ja-
net’s tearless sobbing.

“Do you wani to read his letter, any
of you?” Emmeline asked, in & tone
that warned us off assent. “I—1 will
show it, if yon like; but he only meant
it for me—only for me. You don't want

you thé news? And you, dear mother,

e I don't understand. He
‘Whit-Monday’ and de-
told that he's bringing

hiox "hoiie ¢ beautiful collar, Who is

‘sends his Tove

b & litile dog that died a month
gEy axiswered, her foolish eyen
, Xith tears; for “Whit-Mondax®
bright little terrier, Phil's first
ot ‘on their engagement, and
- him after the luckless day
had declaréd his-love and

the afternoon we sgw
tie, 'y ke rerinined
_¥gom, poridg over her
i‘l@ﬁé postscripts to

go send oub the

§h°;ﬂ'-k0d) wi
1 -ubdey

then she dropped upon the flior with a
srund that was half groan and half
fnugh, and we all rushed taward her
and
tiuteled hand.

“He1s dead?™ we wigp-red,
FEmma—speak!”

“No—no, " she answered, burstinginto
tears and struggling into a sittiag post-
tion; “hes all nght.  Oh, furgive me
for frightening you so; but, wien lanw
the euvelope and your faces 1 .1
thought my heart must burst I don't
kvow what | did—satd -1 -1 ... "

“Theu there is pothitg wrong with
him?®"

*Nothing —the—the foslish oy . only
he did not got any lotter froen me by the
‘tanil, 80 he couldn't bear the suspsnse.
‘There's the message, read 1t — ead it uut
for me agnin, some one, please.”

I read aloud as follows. -

“Speak,

“Brownrigg, Now Chester, to Brown-
rige, Eccleston. No lotter. Wie
well. "

“But—but, Emmy, how could he ex-
pect to hear from you yet?” said Duuty,
after a momeont’s silence. “The mai
takes six weeks fromn Southsmpton to
Melbourne, and vou have uuot been here
three weeks yetl

repeated, pushing the hair from her still
flushed facs. “I—Idoun'tkoow, Dotty ;
I dom't understandl Oh, dear, how
stupid I am! Whatam 1 eayiog? He
did pot of course expect to hear of my
arrivalin England; but ho expscted to
hear from every portat which westopped
uand be didn't. Obh, how cruel to lose my
letlersl Oh, what a state my darling
must be In]  Quick, some one; give me
my hat and lot me send the telegram.
Every meroent must be agony to  him!"

It was useless to try to dissuade her;
although still vory weak and hysterial,
the poor young woman insisted o driv-
ing to the postoffice and sending the
messago herself. I accompanied her,
and with some difficulty prevented her
from wirlog off & volume of nonsense at
the rate of eeven and six-ponce a word,
that would have swamped my dividends
for the next half- year; for she had for-
gotten her pume, and, as I bad only a
couple of sovereigns in mine, she had to
be content with the following bald com-
muonication—

“All right, dear love. Hawve written. ™

On our return home we found Janet,
quite recovered from the shock, waiting
for us in her bedroom, her ruby velvet
gown spread out on her bed, her case of
diamonds lying unopened on her dress-
ing-table,

“Emmy, Emmy, my child!™ she called
out shrilly. “Come up quickly—my
dress has arrived! It looks lovely : but
they've put the lace on the wrong side of
the tunic. It's such & pity! I want to
know if you think I should have time to
change it. Come up—quick!™

But there was no responsive sparkle in
Efmeline's blue eyes as they rested on
the finery; she mank listlesaly iato an
easy-chair.

“Mother, I hope you won't be too dis-
appointed, but I don't feel up to this en-
tertainment to-night; the shock has been
too heavy., You must go without e,
dear.”

Then we had one of Janet's old scenes,
It scemed ages mince the last, amd its
effect on her daughter-inlaw was suc-
cessful. She gave in, and Hoetty and
Trot went off to help her to dress.

Very pretty she looked in her flowing
wedding-gown, but her face lacked its
usual animation, and there were dark
lines still under her eyes. Howsver, her
mother-in-law made up in imposing gor.
geousness for the sobriety of her Zenue,
A little soream of astomishihent, not un-.
mixed with reprobation, greeted Janet's
appearance in the drawing.room, for we
had not seen the new styla of bodice be.
fore, and the almoest entire sbsenceof
sleave was ag first a little. tryiog to the
soraggy shoulders and neck en which
the dismonds glittered so magniﬂoen;k.

“Wull, Emmy, love, what do yia
think of your poor old mammay? Del
look & perfect fright in al} this flnery®
: th a playful simper, posing

ngxéi ) del¥er.

-Jnnet was very much- ataimsd when

ened at, that we felt conwinced 11 was
otly amessage about the msonvy, ghe let '

tried to get the puper lLiom her

“How could he expect?” Emmeline '

@
vou wesr those diamonds oftener, tiey
do b-come you su? | never s.:wsuch
besuties, and the setting is perfe--t—per-
fect,” Emmeline cried, the eolor rushing
1nto her pale cheeks,

*Yes, " said Junet, with a swisy of her
train, *Ithought you wontd admire my
diamonds, Emmeline. You know this
Brownrigg parure is almost historical,
Cume cluser, love; don't be afraid to

touch them "—with tender condescen-
sion. “You can’t do them any harm you
kvow. ™

“Theyare perfect—dazzling!” Emme-
line msuimured, “Ican't heip acdmiring
them, though you know, dear, jewelry u
a thing ldon't care fur in the least. ”

As I felt little disposed for sleep and
had an mnteresting book, I sent the mer-
vants to bed and waited up for the re.
turn of Janet and her daughter-in-law,
They ariived at about midoigtit, both
very plenssed with their evesning’s enters-
taiument, Emmeline had evidently
Juite gotover the afternoon’s shock, and
v+ a8 her bright lively self again, and
Janet wus delighted withh tie effect
thieir joint appearance had made uppn
the company and was graciously gar-
rulous therevn. When Emany and [ got
Perto bed at last, we folded up her
precious gown, wrapping the scanty
Ladice in tismue paper, according ‘to di-
rections, snd went do v tn deposit the
I cmonds a8 usual io the old plate-chest,
soncenled under a sly boarxding in the
butler’'s pantry. Then we brought Junet
irneck the magsive key, whicrh she placed
umder her ptllow, ¢l ng her eyexs with
a sigh of sleepy conteat

The night was so hot and close that,
when I gol to bed, I was abuutas wake-
ful as [ had been all the ¢vesiing Hav-

¢

1ng finishied oy story. I had wo excuse

' for ighting the candle, 50 | remained
tor wng from side to side, watchiug fox
the tisg streak of dawn, and  fretting at
the utter stll ess of the Ysouse. But
preseutly, when starting our of & semt-
doz- thiscause of grievance was re-
moved, for | heard a loud creak in the
passage, followed by the sound of heavy

fosotsteps that stappead right atmy door.
The pe-sptration rolled < v face, an-l
I jumped out of bed und turnied the key
siinrply 1mthe lock

rvodco cnlled to me1u a fr1 Litened whis-
per “It'sonly I, indeed!”

“Whatdo youwant?” [askedangrily,
eonfronting her. ~“ What do you mean
by ternfying-——"

“ Hush. lusii!" she panted.  “There’s
Rortme obe {n the house - somes one afler
my dismounds, Netty' 1—1 woke ten nnn-
utes ago with a dreadful headache, and
was Just crassing the passage to the
“prie room to get sume eau-de Cologne,
when | heard noises. fonlsteps down-
starsalistinctly—a strange man's fuot-
ah‘l!‘i:"

“Uh, nomease—how could  you tell ?
It wanold Wilhilam—one of the servants
cgetting up. Why-—-why, it ® quts
dawn!” 1 gaid, my teeth clhattering
Leverthe less

* Will—will you peep uver the balusters
Inith me, Netty? We can scream to
trsuse the servauts if we see—hear any-
“wing, and bolt back!”

' Hand in hand we stole along to the
balusters. avd there sure enough we saw
s faiutstregk of light through the half-

l tlosed baizo door that led to thas kitchen

Csliirway

¢ “Hoelp! Thieves! Murder—murder™

. shrieked Janet ; and, be.ure wo could

| c'rry out our iatention of bolting back,

jvur cry was echoed down-gtains in a

shrill fermale wvoice, accompanied by a

loud battering, evidently at the door of

vne of the eorvant’s roomns ; then the baize
door was flung  hastily open, and Phil's

[lucky little wife, carrying a candle in

vwne hand and & heavy poker in the other,

uppeared before us

| “Emmy, Emmy.” we cned, “what is

f?  What are you doing ?"

“Then—then you, too., heard somo-
thing ?" she nsked, tottering towards uas,
“{t—it was o0t all my imagination ?™

*No-—yes—no! What did wvou hear?
Md—did you go down all slone?
us—quick. "

“I—l was awakoned about five min-
ntes ago by a queer sound, like s crash
down-etairs, os if some one were brealking
apaneof gliss to get into the house;
and, without thinking what I was doing,
I rushed down, hoping to rouse William
in time; butI cou)dn’t make him hear—
s door was bolted. Then you ecreamed.
Ah, they have heard at last; they're all
up now, thank goodness! "

Indeed, balf-olad terrified fizures began
to gather round us from all corners.
Emmy's story was told over again; th 1,
after listening patiently for about €ive
minates in tense gilence and hearing
nothing more alarming than the voice
of the cat in the lower regions, we
agreed to descend én masseand ascertain
if thero was sny cause for our distuarb
ance,

Janet, guarded by Trot and her heroio
daughter4in-law, returned to her room
for the keys of her casket and of the
plate-chest ; snd we sallfed forth, to find
alter a minute investigation that tiaere
was mnot reslly any ground for our
alarm. All the windows were intact,
the out-doors fast, and the precious dia-
monds sparkling on their faded satin
bed, mot a stone missing,

Emmeline looked rather foolish aud
began humbly to apologize for her im-
pulsive conduct; and, as daylight had
broken distinctly, we all dispersed with
some oconfidence to dress for am early
break fast, fecling that it would be hope-
less to woo aleep again after such excite.
ment,

“8till I must havla heard something ; I
am sure | didhear's crash., I couldn'
have dreamed it, you know,” Emmeline
muttered, pesring right and left with g
discomfited frown.

When we wers half way up the kitchen
stairs her voice recalied us eagerly. We
found her inthe scullery, triumphantly
pointing to & mass of broken orockery
lying onthe ground im front of an old
dresser,

“There,” she excliimed—“l am vindi.
cated! You must lay the blumme upon
puss, not.nxe. Behold the cause of the
whols distoxbance!”

We all pronounced curselves perfectly
convinoed, exvept Janet,: who declared

‘t,

y .
)

“QOpen, Neity—open, please'” Janat’s .

Telt !

thoroughly unhinged, and that pothing
would 1nduce her to wear her diamonds
nt the regimental dance, for which we
Lad recetved invitations that moruing,

Chapter V.

After she had been withusteromorths
the family verdict was that w. did not like
Pil's wife. But why, wedid not know;
what had tended to remove our first fa-
vorable impression, not one of us could
satisfactorily state, though we sat in con-
clave over the question often enough,
goodness knows,

However, Janet's affection and deli,ht
in the girl increased day by day ; the re-
frain of her attractions, now and then
varied by slightly disparaging com.ari-
s0D8 at our Trot's expeyss, was contizu-
ously kept up. And we had to a.ree
that there was no questioninu the young
wife's deep love fur and entire tiust in
her unworthy hushand. The tremulous
anxiety aud dehight she had shiown over
his letters during the first week, which [
thoaght rather overdoue and affected at
the moment, remsained just ius inathed ag
time went by,

On mail morhiogs she was really like
s figure on wires, in amd out of the room,
up und dowa the stairs t enty tines in
L. 1l anhour, and one day | aaw wor glart
ﬁ Tinpirfsively from her fas..iite seat at the
bty window and, before Teould attempt

Lorrent of 1ain, the mutuent the postman
apprated at the ludge gute. A8 well as

of this very day that a circawmstlance ue-
vuniet whieh distuibed and
. w1 very unpleasautly, avd wiich proved,
how unerring was our Dotty's
Judoment!

The rain continued sgo d-jiressingly,
and it got so chually to i - vening, Lthat
{ Jauet suguested & fire 16 the drawing
{ rooty, which suggestion we all supported

brisklv; rud, two girl frie ds of 1roth
{ dropping 1n to consult Lier sbout some
| baziar work they had jontly under.
| taken, we parsuaded t - 111 wnend the
" rest of the aftarnooes withus
| we all produced our work baskets, krmit.
ting-necdles, ef ccetera  and  gathered
round the hearth, th 1 ughly enjoying
the cheery blagze Emmeline was the
only 1dle member of the party , she was
lying on the rug, playtug wit« a pair of
- Peggy's kittens.

“Wit 18 that Mm Brow.ngg?®”

Florry Bertram asked. leaning forw ard
‘to look at some eilky ghittenng object
" that Emmeline wag trathiug on the rug to
"amuse the pussies, “lt seemns 8 very

i alas,

'
'

pretty it of work  Mav [ look atit,
Cplease ®"
L With pleasure™—holding 1t up for her
mspectinn It 4s 8 netted purse, worked

!'tn silk and beads, you ses, ”
I *Why, | know that purs'" exclaimed
the mird impulsively

"werkmg oat it myseif!
!

“l e nember even
Seemetunly here
tmust have given 1t to youn

LOoTOh not"—wath a woft little sigh,
“Sumebody wery far away gave it to
e "

I looked up und saw that it was a purse
—the purse tnat Trot had made us a part-
g gt for her lover before he started
tor Austrahia, and that he had delared to
l'er should vever leave the pocket near-
»st to his heart until he could bring it
back filled with some of the gold that
was to purchase hi the hiappiness of his
i ife. 1 stared at it, doubting the evi-
dence of my own eyes. I leahed for-
ward, sharply meeting the heads of two
of my sisters advanced for the same
purpuse, and examining the center,
whers his initials I knew had been
wuven, They were there! It was the
wentical purse! Drawing hastily back,
I caught u ghimpse of Florry Bertram's
startled face. [ saw that she realized
the wantouness of the outrage Fustace
. Brownrigg's son had been guilty of.

After a second or two I glanced toward |
" them! I tell you I know I am spesaking
| the truth—I koow 1t—I know it—there!

the tea-table where Trot sat. Isaw a

little crtingon face bent low over its
1 work ; I saw two tears drop heavily, and
. I felt that, had T met my nephew at that

moement, I should have killed him.

Preseutly Florry Bertram's voice, high
and flurried, reached me indistinctly.

“Thank you—er—Mrs. Brownrigy ; it's
8 very pretty purse indeed, but it's not
the purss I saw before; the—the silk is
quite a different shade, and the pattern
of the bead embroidery is quite different
too. At the first glance, I thought it
looked rather like——"

“Well, it might be the same, you
know,” Emmeline answered carelessly,
tossing it up like & hall, “for it was my
husband who gave it to me, and I know
it was worked for him by some young
lady or other. I knew it—ha, ha!—the
moment I spied it thrust away in a dim
corner of his wardrobe, and then when
he denied the charge—at least, denied
that he set the least value on it, with two
or thres naughty, naughty words—all
my doubts were set at rest, and I ordered
him to hand it over to me at once,
which he did without the slightest de-
mur, Oh, fickle is the lqarb of man—
isn't it, Miss Bertram ?"

Ido not know how much longer we
sat there, or what any one else said; but
after a time I became conscious of the
faot that our visitors were taking their
leave. I watched Trot help them to fas-
ten up their waterproof cloaks, exchange
e merry jest, then stand with daged
Bushed face looking after them as they
hurried down the avenue, until Emmae
line, absently twisting the hateful purse
through her fingers, came up and slipped
her arm round her waist. Then for the
Erst timo I saw her release herself with
a shrinking movement and run rather
quickly up the stairs, humming a tune
as she went,

I followed her with Peggy, and outside
her room, in & leud unconcerned voice,
made gome inquiry sbout the dress she
wasg to wear &t the military dance the
next night, sad, without waiting for her
answer, entered the room,

She bad broken down at last, our
pright, bravelittle maid! We found her,
her face buried in her pillow, crying as
if her heart would burst, sobbing out in
wild inco\l:erent words the long re-
strained torrent of her wrath and pata,

“I know—1I know!” ghe cried, astrog-
.g‘linvg to release herself from our arms,

‘woving her bead from side to side in

et
VIR -
-

nremonstrance, dart downstansand ¢. usy -
t..» sonlden lawn, in an nll_nual. blln-hng',

{van remember, it was on the evening

excited us I

Ktter tea’

g lipe. “0Oh, 1 koow
have told me that before. He is worth-
less— worthless ; his father  ou, 1 know
and 1—I am wot fretting for nun—not I
I hate him; I—I despise him 1ore cvery
day, 1 thank Heaven for my escape;
aund I know that he is mated to his Lind
—that he is as base, eruel, dishunoiibie
as she is, as full of—"

“Ob, Trot, Trot!” we protestel. “Tou
who have been 80 brave, so just—yonu
wlho have taught us s0 noble a leston,
dou’t let your wrongs blind your eyes
pow, Bhe is not te blame; she knows
nothing; she believes in him s you—we
all did vnice; she knows nothing—-"

‘She knows everything —everything,
I tell you!” the girl answered. starting
to her feet with cienched hands. *“And
it is thebusiness, the pltusure of her day
to wound, to shame. to—to insult me—
me, whom ehe has 8o terribly aud know-.
ingly—knowingly, 1 repeat—wronged,
+d yet who received her with a kiss, who
meant and tried to treat her—to like her
—us 8 sister, who— —"

“You have no proof of what you say,
Trot. met the slightest! You will Le su 'y
forhaviog so misjudged her. Oh, think
of what you are saying! How could she
know after the scene of this afternoon;
what proof can you have?™ » "'

“l have proot, 1 tell you; 1 have proof!
From almost the first day I suspected
bier, and then—then 1 became ashamed
of my suspicions; 1 siruggled againsi
t em—struggled hard uot to let you or
her know what 1 felt. I told myself
twenty umes a day that it was all jeal
ousy —puathing but Jealuusy and envy und
bitleruess. 1 tried to see her as you all
saw her—a gentle, winning, innocent,
and affectionate girl. But I couldn't—1
couldu’t. 1o me she was but a coarse,
flected, intriguing womnn,  Her besuty
1 could see, but that wus all, nothing else,
I could not see that she was a gentle-
woman, even when you all admitted hes
eass of manner, her tact, her gruaceful.
pess I could not see that she was inno-
cent and winning. 1 fought Liard—oh,

all that®youn

LU T

respecied OoUur wWisuga,

Before separating, Pexpy wrote to s
friend at Brightun as<-ng her to engage
lodgings for her at «-ce; but the pext
morning after breaki.:t Trot informed
a« that she eonld mot leave home until
the end of the week on account of the
wedding of Grage Harrington, whose
chiel bridexmaid 8he had prownised to be,

The day passed by useventfully enough,
1 1ok Trot out for a long murning’s shop- ~
piog, and Janet kept her daughter-in-law
by her side all day, making some minate
alteration in her costume fur the ball thag
night, and discussing with her the
mighty question whether she would have
t «courage to take her d:xmonds again
out of the bank.

Vanity carried the poiot, ags I had
known it would. Tna regiment had a
new colonel ; the new rolonel had, rumor
wuid, a “dressy wife,” and this lady had
Luever seen the famour Brownrigg dowry,
Janet felt that it was her duty to dazzle,
to vutdo her at all ris%a.

8o at five o’clock, au hour later than
asial, the arrived to fetch the dia-
monds from the bauk, and at aboug
n-ue a brilliant quariette started from
our deor—Dotty. our vounzest, who still
6. juyed & quadnlle «r lively =et of lan-
cers with ome of t.¢ |ruin -1y of omr

|t puth—now,. alas, neatiy bald-headed

fathers of families or . ..ty old bachelors
—vhuperuring Trot, wio looked wery
bir bt #nd pretty in ), .ie blu~ gauze with
a siier arrow in her lmir; Janet, with
the gait of a Cleopatrs and about a guar-
ter of an inch less tu. ker than she had
wurn at Lord Somenuwu’s, in charge of
her dsughter-in-law, who again wore her
bridal dresa,

Hetty and I waited up for them. Ial-
ways had a weakness for waitiug up for
peple, and have oftay thought, if fate
hau yiven me a convivial husband, whas

+ a terwr I should have been to him.

sunt Peggy. sunt Netty. vou are wit

newes that I fought hard to orercome

my conviction —hut, I tell you, 1t was of:

Do use, 1L gathered strength every day,
and when she saw that | disliked her then
-—then she did not spare me, I can tell
you —oh, she did pot spure——"

"What!”™ I burst 1o, thomughly
starlled. Do you mean to say t.at you
spoke out, Trot—that she admittead she
wasaware of her husbaund’s conduct to
you?"

“No—oh. no! There was nao quarrel,

Do admansious why, that would have
robbed the situation «f it point —1s
piquancy  No, po"—with u chokiog

laugh —*“she stabbed me. her arm round
mv waisl, with her hand claspiog mine,
with wards of affection anu cudearment
b her false, couel hips ©

“My pewor chibd - my poor child!™ in-
teriupted Peg y. crying weakly = Wit
«aa have jut such terrible thoughts o
vourhead? Do you thiok that we, who
love you, should not have seen 1t 1f such
were the case ?”

“You saw it now and then, aunt
Pegry, only you did not understand.
Butit was not often before you; it was
more before other people—peuple who
inew how I had vace loved Ph—her hus-
baud. It was scenes—incidents like the
one ghe planned this afternoon for Flor-
ry’s benetit—Florry, who was to have
been my bridesmaid, to whom 1 told—
told everything, to whom 1—1 often
showed hig lsttem even "

“Trot,” I said vehemently, snatching
her hands from her face, “I can not
suffer you to talk hke this unless you

, chaperon didn’t—ha, ha!

[

Atabout three o'click they ruiurned,
looking little the worse for their revel
and evidently in the best of apirits,

“It was a lovely dance, aunt Netty,"
Emmetins announced, dropping into an
ensy chair; *and the officers wers quita
too churming! One of them reminded
me awfully of my dear boy—that tall
young fellow you sat' so much with on
the top of the stairs, Miss Trot. Oh, X
saw you, my dear, though perhaps your
He reminded
you of Phil now, didn't he—didn't he?*

“Then you enjoyed the dance too,
Trot? You bad plenty of partuers?™ I
asked engerly, wheeling round.

“0O., plenty! There are three new
meu tn the regiment, one of them quite
an Apollo, and he reverses like—like an
angel! Byt oh, Netty, soything to equal
the conduet of my chaperou—— Chap-
oron, indeed!  Three dances running I
caught het lu the conservatory, hid in
a forest -a jungle of shrubs and plants,
aloue with a wicked Colonel—a Colonel
Roper-Coote!”

¢ Colonetr Roper Coote!”™ T interrupted
eagéerh  “ Do you meanof theSixteenth,
Trot—Dotty ? Oh, fancy his being back
Liete again!”

“ He has left the army and settled down
here altogether. Netty,” Trot answered,
witha sigmficant nod * And his wife is
dead—1 believe two of his wives are dead
—and he has a dozen motherless children
on lis hands; and—and—isn’'t it sad,
Netty—just too awfully sad? I caught
lum telhing Dot all about it, you know.,
He had & pocket-handkerchief in his
hand, and she had one in her hand, too,
and looked 'so sympatheticl There's
nothing so nice and scothing aa sym-
pathy, is there, Dotty ?”

Poor little Freddy Roper! Iremember
him flve-and-twenty years before, just

give me some reliable proofs of these | after he had joined the army—an awk-

accumtions. Are you aware that you
are showing up this poor girl e the light
of aflend —gimply a fieud ?”

“ Proofs —proofs, " she muttered wear-
ilv. “I tell you I have a thousand pTuufs,
only you wouldn't see themn —understand

Oh. leave me alone, then! Don't believe
me ifyorn dou't like! Believe that I am

| blinded with bitternegs and jealousy, as

at first I tried to conviice myself. Per-
hape you are right, after all; perhaps I'm
half off my head and don't know what
I'm mying. Dear—dear aunties, forget
it all—forgetit! Don’t mind what I sald;
don’t tell the others!™

“Trot, love,” Peggy whispered, bend-
ing over her, “would you like me to
take you away to the seaside for a little
wi ile? You have had no change at ali
this summer, remember; and I think a
month at Brighton or Southsea—-™

“ Yes, yes—I think Ishould like that,
dear ; but pot until after the dance to-
morrow. I—Idon’t want her to know
that she has driven me from my dear
home—she—"

As we paused at the door, I heard her
mutter, through a fresh storm of tears—

“Ob, why did I break down? My
dear, dear old aunties, how they will fret
and worry over this! Oh, what a miger-
able eelfish creature I am!"

It was a terrible state of things, we all
agreed, a8 we sat over the embers of the
dra wing-room fire, discussing with gxre
and heavy hearts the unexpected outh
break of the storm that Dotty’s sagacions
eyes had detected in the sky so long ago.

What could be done? After many
suggestions and much discussion, we had
to confess that, for the present at least,
there was nothing to be done but to take
the poor child from Fernbank as quickly
ag possible, and then, with every awvail-
able means in our power, with judicious
argument and persuasion, remove by de-
grees her groundless and cruel miscon-
ceptions, show her forcibly and clearly
how grievously she wronged her de-
fencéless gruest by such wild and coms-
pletely unproven accusations; for, not-
withstarding our vagee dislike of poor
Emmeline, not one of us for & moment
bolieved thors was even a shadow of
truth in them, or that the girl had re-
ceived the slightest hint, since her ar-
vival among us, of her husband’s en-
gagement to his old playmate. Indeed,
we had taken particular care to withhold
such knowledge from her, foresesing that
§t might make the interceurse between
the gitls strained and unpleasant, and
had warned our intimate friends and old

%.vgm, who were very garrulounsly in-

8
olined, to keep silent on.the matter, We |
kngyyy at lcaat that the latter had strictly |

Tt

ward, stammering, susceptible youth
wbom we all made game of. A few
weeks after introduction he had flung
himself at Janet's feet, and of course had
beeu callously spurned by that young
lady, then 1o the zenith of her beauty.
After that he had turved to Dotty, a
blouming lively girl just stepping out of
the schoulroom ; but Dotty would not
have anything to say to him either, and
he had passed ov’t of our paths apparently
brokeu-hearted.

“Two wives, you say—he has had two
wives—little Freddy?” I repeated, with
an inoredulous laugh.

“ And buried them—I distinctly stated
they were both buried, Net!”

I turned to Dotty, and saw that she
was—what ?—actually blushing!

“Dotty. you old—-" I began teasingly,
when a particularly vicions look in Ja-
net's eyes suddenly stopped me, and then
clever little Mrs. Phil came to the rescue.

“Yes, it wasa lovely ball, dears, and
both Trot and I looked uuncommonly
well—I know we did ; but, all the same,
we weren't the belles of the room by any
means!”

“No? Who were they, then, Emme-
line 2"

“My mother-in-law was one. No,
madam, I am not joking! Noend of my
partners were talking about you and say-
ing that you didn’t look thirty; and one
of the new subalterns, a Mr. Stan—Stan
something or other, I forget the name-—
asked me if you weren’t the Italian prin-
cess who was expected at Lord Somer-
town's lagt week. And they say she is
a beautiful young woman, I knowt”

“Fine feathers—clearly a case of fine
feathers, Em!” Janet simpered, with a
glance at the mirror. “Certainly this is
the moat becoming dress I’vehad for
yesrs.”

“Waell, have you settled where you
are going to lodge your chief feathera for
the night, Janet?” asked Hetty, yawn-
ing. “For it's high time we were think-
ing of bed, you know,”

“Oh, yes, it's all settled!”she answered
briskly. “William is going to sleep up-
stairs in the spare room, and Tam keep-
ing the diamonds myself. Em is shar-
ing my bed, and promises to sustain my
courage and wake up at the lightest
sound. Ihave the greatest confidence
in the dear child since her deveted ig-
trepidity at the last alarm.”

“ Bertio Maoners was there; he has
immengely improved. She was with
him half the night,” Dot whispered to
me as we gaid “Good night.™
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