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Thelma gazed at him fixedly. It is a mlstake?." ghe said,
resolutely, **altogther a mistake. And as you are }}13 f}'lend, Sir
Francis, you will please contradict this repoyt—-whmh }’s WTong,
and may do Philip harm. It has no truth in it at all—

« No truth 1” exclaimed Lennox. ¢ It's true as Gospel! Lady
Errington, I'm sorry for it—but your husband is deceiving you
most shamefully 1” : T

< How dare you say such a thing!” she cried, springing up-
right and facing him—then ghe stopped and grew very pale—but
she kept her eyes upon him. How bright they were! What &
chilling pride glittered in their gea-blue depths ! 2

% You are in error,” she said, coldly. #¢Tf it is wrong to visit
this theater you speak of, why are you 80 often seen there—and
why is not some harm said of you # It is not your place to speak
against my husband. It is shameful and treacherous! You do
forget yourself most wickedly 1” : et

And she moved to leave the room. * But Sir Francis interposed.

¢ Tady Errington,” he said, very gently, “ tllon’t be hard upon
me—pray forgive me! Of course I've no business to spgak—-—l')ut‘.
how can I help it? When I hea:rbelvetrylona at t}}; clubsoizq;Tss;;gl

d pitving you, it’s impossible to listen quite unmove
{l?: !l:;-‘st ;)mgnga}?;ur frienda I know ; but_l can't be'ar this sor_t of
thing to go on ; the whole affair will be dished up in the society
s next!"” $
Pa}.::nd he paced the room impatiently—a very x?ell-felgned
expression of friendly concern and sympathy on his features.
Thelma stood motionless, a little bewildered—her head tlarob!)ed
achingly, and there was a sick sensation of numbness creeping
T.
abgzttgﬁ you it is all wrong !” she repeated, with an effort. I
do not understand why these people at the clubs sho_uld talk of me
or pity me. Ido not need any pity ! My husband is all goodness
ard truth”—she stopped and gathered courage as s%le went on.
“Yes | he is better, braver, nobler thanall other men in the world,
it seems to me! He gives me all the joy ?f mylr”hfe-—each day and
ig thank God for the blessing of his love :
miélﬁi;ausa:d again. Sir Francisturned and looked at her steadily.

A sudden thought seemed to strike her, for she advanced eagerly.,

a sweet color flushing the pallor of her skin. : .

“¢ You can do so much for me if you will1” ghe said, laying her
fand on his arm. ‘You can tell all these people who talk 80
[oolishly that they are wrong—tell them how happy I am! And
that my Philip has never deceived me in any matter, great or
small | * 2

«Never?” he asked with a slight sneer. You are sure?”

«SQure!” she answered, bravely. *He would keep nothing
from me that it was necessary or good for me to know. And I—
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oh! I might pass all my life in striving to please him, and yetI
should never, never be worthy of all his tenderness and goodness ?
And that be goes many times to a theater without me—whatisit?
A mere nothing—a trifle to laugh at! It is not needful to tell
me of such a small circumstance ! *

Asg she spoke she smiled—her form seemed to dilate with a sort
of inner confidence and rapture.

Sir Francis stared at her half shamed—half savage. The beau-
tiful, appealing face, bright with simple trust, roused him to no
sort of manly respect or forbearance—the very touch of the blos-
som-white hand she had laid soinnocently on his arm stung his
passion as with a lash. As he had said, he was fond of hunting—
he had chased the unconscious deer all through the summer, and
now that it had turned to bay with such pitiful mildnessand sweef
pleading, why not draw the knife across its slim throat without
merey ?

‘¢ Really, Lady Errington | ” he said at last sarcastically. * Your
wifely enthusiasm and confidence areindeed charming | But, un-
fortunately, the proofs are all against you. Truth is truth, how-
ever much you may wish to blind your eyes to its manifestations.
I sincerely wish Sir Philip were present to hear your eloquent
praises of him, instead of being where he most undoubtedly is—in
the arms of Violet Vere ! ”

As he said these words she started away from him and put her
hands to her ears as though to shut out some discordant sound.
Her eyes glowed feverishly, a cold shiver shook her from head to
foot.

““That is false—false | ” she muttered in a low, choked voice.
‘* How can you—how dare you?” >

She ceased, and with a swaying, bewildered movement, as
though she were blind, she fell senseless at his feet.

In one second he was kneeling beside her. He raised her head
on hisarm—he gazed eagerly on her fair, still features. A dark
contraction of his brows showed that his thoughts were not alto-
gether righteous ones.  Suddenly he laid her down again gently,
and, springing to the door, locked it. Returning, he once more
lifted her in a half-reclining position, and encircling her with his
arms, drew her close to his breast and kissed her. He was in no
hurry for her to recover. She looked very beautiful—she was
helpless—she was in his power. The silvery ting-ting of the clock
on the mantel-piece striking eleven startled him a little, He list-
ened painfully—he thought he heard some one trying the handle
of the door he had locked. Again—again he kissed those pale.
unconscious lips! Presently, a slight shiver ran through her
frame ; she sighed, and a little moan escaped her., Gradually, ag
warmth and sensation returned fo her, she felt the pressure of his
embrace, and murmured :
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#Philip! Darling—you have come back earl_ier—-—i th_ought—-—-—"
Here she opened her eyes and met those of Sir Francis, who was
eagerly bending over her. She uttered an exclamation of alarm,
and strove to rise. He held her still more closely. o
¢ Thelma—dear, dearest Thelma ! Let me comfort you—let me
"
all you how much Ilove youl” g :
; Axy;d before she could divine his intent, he pressed his ].1‘ps pas
gionately on her pale cheek. With a cry she tore herself V}olently
from his arms and sprung to her feet, trembling in ever)‘r‘ limb.
«WWhat—what is this?” she exclaimed, wrathfully. ‘Are you
majj‘.xdn?d still weak and confused from her recent attaclf of fqint;ne_ss,
ghe pushed back her hair from her brows and regarded him with
a sort of puzzled horror. e
flushed deeply, and set his lips hard. s
F‘[i d::re say 1 apm,” he answered, with a bitter 2a1§gh ; ““in fact,
I know I am!” You see, I've betrayed my -m:serable secret.
Will you forgive me, Lady Errington—’.[‘he‘hna? - He drc::r near;r
to her, and his eyes darkened with restrained passion. Ma.téz -
less béauty t—adorable woman, as you are.t——“'ﬂl you nof parl on
my crime, if crime it be—the crime of loving you? FchE do love
you I—Heaven only knows how utterly ar}q' desperately ! i
She stood mute, white, almost rigid, with that strange loo! - O
horror frozen, as it were, upon her features. Eml?oldened 1135' 51@:
silence, he a.ispi'oachecl and caught her l;land. _tﬁlhe WIEI“J;.E ul; ;f
;i i i ;i er h a gestur
f; his grasp and motioned him from her wi h
sfl%ll?rﬂyafi cor?tempt that he quailed before hel.'._ A]l' suddenly f:he
flood-gates of her speech were loosened—the rising tide of burn.mg
indignation that in its very force had held her dumb and motion-
less, now broke forth unrestrainedly. : ‘ 5
ectls%‘ Oh, God ! ” she cried, impetuously, a magllnﬁc_ent .gloiy of éﬁs
dain ﬂa’.shing in her jewel-like eyes, }vhat thing is tlys ul;at‘{‘:_.; :
itself a man?—this thief of honor—this pretended‘ friend? Wha
have I done, sir, that you should put such deep (11§gra.ce as 3(?1011r
sf;-ca.lled love ulion me ?—what have I seemed that’ you ‘ghus : ?;;e
to outrage me by the pollution of your tor(zicl;? dI—th: Elllf; 1?: eatﬁ
lest gentleman in the land ! Ah!” and she dxew :
]—E}}: :;dgit is vou who speak against my husb?.ud—'yon:', é ! Si}ﬁ
smiled SEOI‘IlfL‘:H}', then with more calmness continued : . oube w1._t
leave my house, sir, abt once, and never presume to enter 1
ain | : :
agAnd she stepped toward the bell. He looked at her with an evil
leer. .
& i r. ¢ Just one moment before
«&top a moment 1¥* he said, coolly, ‘“Jus :
youbri(:lpg. Pray consider | The servant cannot possibly enter, as

r is locked.” : =
th?‘ %ﬁﬁ lza:ed to lock the door !" she exclaimed, a sudden Cear
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chilling her heart as she remembered sin:ilar maneuvers on the part
of the Reverend Mr. Dyceworthy—then another thought crossed
her mind, and she began to retreat tov.ard a large painted panel of
Venus disporting among Cupids and dolphinsin the sea, Sir Fran-
cis sprung to her side, and caught her arm in an iron grip—hisface
was aflame with baffled spite and vindictiveness,

“Yes, I dared!” he muttered with triumphant malice. “ And
I dared do more than that! You lay unconscious in my arms—
you beautiful, bewitching Thelma, and T kissed you—ay | fifty
times ! You can never undo those kisses! You can never forget
that my lips, as well as your husband’s, have rested on yours., I
have had that much jor that shall never be taken away from me |
And if I choose, even now *—and he gripped her more closely—
“ yes, even now I will kiss you, in spite of you !—who is to prevent
me? T will force you toiove me, Thelma——"

Driven to bay, she struck him with all her force in the face,
across the eyes.

* Traitor | —liar I—coward!” she gasped, breathlessly. “Let
me go | ” :

Smarting with the pain of the blow, he unconsciously loosened
his grasp. She rushed to the Venus panel, and to his utter discom-
fiture and amazement he saw it open and close behind her. She dis-
appeared suddenly and noiselessly as if by magic. With a fierce
exclamation, Lie threw his whole weight against that secret sliding
door—it resisted all his efforts. He searched for the spring by
which it must have opened—the whole panel was perfectly smooth
and apparently solid, and the painted Venus reclining on her dol-
phin’s back seemed as though she smiled mockingly at his rage
and disappointment.

While he was examining it, he heard the sudden, sharp, and con-
tinuous ringing of an electric bell somewhere in the house, and
with a guilty flush on his face he sprung to the drawing-room door
and unfocked it. He was just in time, for scarcely had he turned
the key, when Morris made his appearance. That venerable ser-
vitor looked round the room in evident surprise.

“Did her ladyship ring ?” he inquired, his eyes roving every-
where in search of his mistress. Sir Franecis collected his wits, and
forced himself to seem composed.

“No,” he said, coolly, *Irang.” He adopted this falsehood as
8 means of exit. *‘ Call a hansom, will you?”

And he sauntered easily into the hall, and got on his hat and
great-coat. Morris was rather bewildered—but, obedient to the
command, blew the summoning cab-whistle, which was promptly
answered, Sir Francis tossed him half a crown, and entered the
venicle, which clattered away with him in the direction of Crom-
well Road. Stopping at a particular house in a side street leading
from thence, he bade the cabman wait, and, ascending the steps,
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busted himself for some moments in scriliblizll‘giston:fle‘::?in% ;:giig
i d oht of the -
in pencil on aleaf of his note-book by the Light ot angin
;gmpp in the door-way. He then gavea loud knoclk, and inquired
of the servant who aus“{)e‘\.rec-l itj :
i Tg Mr. Snawley-Grubbs in? oo 5 :
£ %—es si; "——the}reply came rather hesitatingly—‘‘ but he’s hav
i arty to-night.” .
miﬁ(ﬁ in}fact, the scraping of violins and the shuffle of dancing
+ were distinctly audible overhead. : :
fe?f} (‘;1, well, just mention my name—=sir F};ancls Lennox. Sayl
i t detain him more than five minutes. :
Wl}l}[;l ?entered, and was ushered into a small anteroom wll.l_llo the
maid went to deliver her message. He caught_mght of 11}5 (f):;r;
refiection in a round mirror over the mant_el—pwce, and his :
darl%evmd as he saw a dull red ridge across his forehead—the marA
of Thelma’s well-directed blow— the sign—r_na.nua} of helr BCOTT. o
fow minutes passed, and then there camsén todhg;l a lnr%i ;nca;lm
i 7i us-lik L
nsive dress-suit—a man with a puly red, ol e < :
: ﬁn;i%z—no other than Mr. Snawley-Grubbs, who hailed him with
ive cordiality. g - s
EE‘??I‘; dear Sir yI*‘raucis. 1” he said in a rich, th}ch, comfortable
voice. ‘“This isan unexpected pleasure! Won't you come up-
sta,irs.? My girls are having a little informa} da.nce—Ju:e,t among
themseh:es and their own young friends—quite s1plple—1n f:rct an
unpretentious little affair!”? And he rub‘oc_}d his ‘i:ar. ha.nas,hoﬁ
which twinkled two or threelarge diamond rings. ‘ Bubwe sha
ed if you will join us!” ; ST e
be‘?};?izzllks, ng; this evening,” returned Sir Francis. ‘IE s r?}i:"z;e;
too late. I should not have intruded upon you at this h‘oén_?; ui
thought youmight possibly like this paragraph for the ¢ -lDEL eim'1
Ar;:d he held out with a careless a.:u" the paper on whil(, 1ge. e
geribbled but a few minutes previously. Mr. Snaw e;y- m] .
smiled, and fixed a pair of elegant gold-rimmed eye-glasses on
3
i ed crimson nose, i
m{l‘a?;mslils tell you, though,” he observed, befm:e reading, tgas:
it i too late for this week, at any rate, We've ane to pr
‘ ¢
al{?agzérer mind 1?7 returned Sir Francis, indifferently. © Nexhb
k will do as well.” : .
Wefindwlie furtively watched Mr. Snawley-Grubbs whx_le he 1}elus.ed
th:a encil serawl. That gentleman, however, as editor and p};lo-
riegnjor of the ““Snake”—a new, but highly succﬂe"ssfnl weekly
2 society? journal—was far too dignified and selr-lmportal?]t; 30
allow his countenance to betray his feelings. Hemerely remnaried;
i ip v refully :
he folded up the little slip very car efully ; 5
as“%ery smares! very smart, indeed ! Authentic, of course?

»
gir Francis drew himself up haughtily. *“You doubtmy word?”

THELMA. 303

“Oh, dear, no!l? declared Mr, Snawley-Grubbs hastily, ventur-
ing to lay a soothing hand on Sir Francis's shoulder. * Your posi-
tion, and all that sort of thing: Naturally you must be able to
gecure correct information, You can’t help it} I assure you, the
“Snake’ is infinitely obliged to you for a great many well-written
and socially exciting paragraphs. Only, you see, I myself should
never have thought that so extreme a follower of the exploded old
doctrine of noblesse oblige as Sir Philip Bruce-Errington would
have started on such a new line of action at all. But of course,
we are all mortal!” And he shook his round, thick head with
leering sagacity. ‘ Well,” he continued, after a pause, ““ this shall
go in without fail next week, I promise you.”

“You can send me a hundred copies of theissue,” said Sir Francis,
taking up his hat to go. ‘‘Isuppose you're notafraid of an action
for libel 7

AMy. Snawley-Grubbs laughed—nay, he roared—the idea seemed
so exquisitely suited to his sense of humor.

“ Afraid? DMy dear fellow, there’s nothing I should like better !
It would establish the ‘ Snake,’ and makemy fortune! I wouldeven
go to prison with pleasure. Prison, for-a first-class misdemeanant,
as I should most probably be termed, is perfectly endurable.” He
laughed again, and escorted Sir Francis to the street-door, where
he shook hands heartily. *You are sure you won't come upstairs

and joinus? No? Ah, Iseeyou have acab waiting. Good-night,
good-night!”

And the Snawley-Grubbs door being closed upon him, Sir Francis
re-entered his cab, and was driven straight to his bachelorlodgings
in Piccadilly. He wasin a better humor with himself now—though
he was still angrily conscious of a smart throbbing across the
eyes, where Thelma'’s ringed hand had struck him, He found
a brief note from Lady Winsleigh awaiting him. It ran as fol-
lows:

“You're playing a losing game this time—she will believe noth+
ing without proofs—and even then it will be difficult. You had
better drop the pursuit, I fancy—for once a woman's reputation
will escape you !”

He smiled bitterly as he read these last words.

¢ Not while a society paper exists!” he said to himself. ‘ As
long as there are editors who are willing to accept the word of a
responsible man of position for any report, the chastest Diana that
ever lived shall notescape calumny ! She wants proofs, does she?
She shall have them—by Jove | she shall!”

And instead of going to bed, he went off to a bijou villa in Sir
John’s Wood—an elegantly appointed little place, which he rented
and maintained—and where the popular personage known as Violet
Vere basked in the very lap of luxury.

Meanwhile Thelma paced up and down her own boudoir, into
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which she had escaped through the sliding panel wh:chh};a,ci zﬁgﬂfﬁ
her admirer. Her whole frame trel:'ﬁbled as sh_e thougb 'of g
dignity to which she had been lsub;plaoted during her frllf S
seiousness—her face burn;ad ‘W;thtbgti]} Sl;iﬂ:i—‘li:fefs_l }iissgs =
3 i infecte!
}j:;ioij—n—ﬁﬁ:;r \P;r?))i?:gll;saj;d wifely instincts were outra-g;ed. Hlizr
first impulse was to tell her husband everything i‘.h{a ?:{?;;eg
returned. It was she who had rung the bell which ha e
Sir Francis, and she was suxprlset_l that her summons
answered. She rang again&gn{]l Britta s;ggeared.
£ Morris,” said Thelma, quickly. :
“%ﬁ:?];fgght it was the drawing-room }Jell,”‘ feSPOEd}?fi 5;1]‘111:51?.;
meelkly, for her « Froken” }ooked very angry. Isaw him int
hall just now, letting out Sir Francis Lennox. :
¢ Hag he gone?” deman((lled ’I:I;EI;D? l(:)a.kgej'la;
itta’ r increased. “Yes, I'r 1 :
]';Eg;sa ::1111;13 11191' arm, ‘“Tell Morris never, never i:«::l let hgﬁ
inside the house again—never /” zmgl her b}ue eyes ﬁas];e Wrﬁow
fully. '“He is a wicked man, Britta! You do nobt know
- - 3 | ”
m‘(‘ﬁg)z}? t;slsl do 1 and Britta regarded her mistress steadfastly.
SEY kn(;w qt"lite well ! But, then, I must noh! speak ! > IfI f?ﬁf?l’o};
could tell you some strange i:hings,ldea_l' Frm;en'—l%u grm.;ur -
hear me. You know you do no“r};l wish mi,-l tt{: rﬁﬁy& out your gr:
ol ol 7 * ghe paused ¥ .
De‘\‘vcflllle;;?isétf 13&:1{1 ; P:a‘:id—Th ehna, affectionately tak'mg her han d
“You i.mow tfley are nobt so much my frit_ands as the ﬁ'xlends fjigst-
Philip—and for this reason I must never listen to any ;mg ubto -
them. Do you notsee? Of eourse their ways seem I'? ran,h._e—*and
—but, then, life in London is 50 chﬁ?rent to life in | 101_‘W:y oot
we ca-,mlot all at once un(lemtand—-—f she_broke of.’f_, sighing a ‘fa e.
Then she resumed: * Now you will give Morris myt_n.l%nu agn (i
Britta—and then come to {ne i;l n;.sirﬂ i)idroom—-I am tired,

ili i 7 wait up for him. ;
Phél;lzt?-l((lle;;:ﬁd?(’;;g The}m]& went rather glowly upst;mrs,HIt_
was now nearly midnight, and ghe felt languid and Wffuiy.- : uil-
reflections began to take a new turn. Suppose she_ti)u 1e1t e
band all that had occurred, he would ncioat certlallntyt%en hs; .
Tranecis and punizh him in some way—there n?ilgal 11 rfs i
quarrel in which Philip 1}1imself u::}%h;nr ;:qﬁig?:ﬁ% k- Ofsoreﬁzence'

¥ s would perhaps res . :
?Eaiiqaiang:her hand,p she said nothing, a{:ld' sm:ll)ly regxs(:etdoio ﬁ:;-
ceive Lennox, would not }15.-11‘ 11119.‘09.;.;1(];3,S Zm&li; :;;(c) I:,B c‘;?ll .‘ber S

¥ ? She puzzled over t . he
g:ﬁid%t:\;rtllggnany resglved tokeep herlown counsel for t-h; %lie-se;?;}.
After what had happened, Sir Francis Wou}‘d most p}l;.. [\:1"3 y[_.ozi
intrude himself again into her presence. I will as :
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mer what is best to do,” she thought. ‘‘She is old and wise, and
she will know.”

That night, as she laid her head on her pillow, and Britta threw
the warm eidredon over her, she shivered a little and asked :

¢ Is it not very cold, Britta ?”

¢ Very !” responded her little maid. “And itis beginning to
snow.”

Thelma looked wistful. ¢ Itis all snow and darkness now at
the Alten Fjord,” she said.

Britta smiled. ¢ Yes, indeed, Froken! We are better off here
than there.”

“Perhaps 1” replied Thelma, a little musingly, and then she
seftled herself as though to sleep.

Britta kissed her hand, and retired noiselessly. When she had
gone, Thelma opened her eyes and lay broad awake looking at the
flicker of rosy light flung on the ceiling from the little suspended
lamp in her oratory. All snow and darkness at the Alten Fjord!
How strange the picture seemed! She thought of her mother’s
gepulcher—how cold and dreary it must bhe. She could see in
fancy the long pendent icicles fringing the entrance to the sea-
king’s tomb—the spot where she and Philip had first met. She
could almost hear the slow, sullen plash of the black fjord against
the shore. Her maiden life in Norway—her school-days at Arles
—these were now like dreams—dreams that had passed away long,
long ago. The whole tenor of her existence had changed—she
was a wife—she was soon to be a mother—and with this near
future of new and sacred joy before her, why did she to-night so
persistently look backward to the past? 2

As she lay quiet, watching the glimmering light upon the wall,
it seemed as though her room were suddenly filled with shadowy
forms—she saw her mother’s sweet, sad, suffering face—then her
father's sturdy figure and fine, frank features—then came the
flitting shape of the hapless Sigurd, whose plaintive voice she
almost imagined she could hear—and feeling that she was grow-
ing foolishly nervous, she closed her eyes, and tried tosleep. In
vain—her mind began to work on a far more unpleasing train of
thought. Why did not Philip refurn? Where washe? Asthough

some mocking devil had answered her, the words, ‘‘In the arms
of Violet Vere |” as uttered by Sir Francis Lennox, recurred to

. her. Overcome by her restlessness, she started up. She deter-

mined to get out of bed, and put on her dressing-gown and read—
when her quick ears caught the sound of steps coming up the
staircase. She recognized her husband’s firm tread, and under-
stood that he was followed by Neville, whose sleeping apartment
was on the floor above. She listened attentively—they were talk-
Ing together in low tones on the landing outside her dgor.

" *hink it would be mucn petter fo make a clean breast of it,”
said Sir Philip. ‘‘She will have ta knnw gome day.”
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«Your wife? For God's sake, don’t tell her!” Neville’s voice
replied. **Such adisgracef ul—" Herehis words sunk to awhis-
per, and Thelma could nob distinguish them. Another minute,
and her husband entered with soft precaution, fearing to awake
her. She stretched out her arms to welcome him, and he hastened
to her with an exclamation of tenderness and pleasure.

¢« My darling ! Not asleep yet?”

She smiled—but there wassomething very piteous in her smile '

had the dim light enabled him fo perceive it.

«« No, not yet, Philip! And yet T think I have been dreaming
of—the Alten Fjord.”

« Ah! it must be cold there now,” he answered, lightly. “Ii's
cold enough here, in all conscience. To-night there is a bitter eash
wind, and snow is falling.”

She heard this account of the weather with almost morbid in
terest, Her thoughts instantly betook themselves again to Norway,
and dwelt there. To the last—before her aching eyes closed in
the slumber she so sorely needed—she seemed to be carried away in
fancy to a weird stretch of gloom-enveloped landscape where ghe
stood entirely alone, vaguely wondering at the dreary scene.
“How strange it seems!” she murmured almost aloud. *All
snow and darkness at the Alten Fjord! He

CHAPTER VIIL

Le temps o0 nous nous somines aimés p'a gudre duré, jeune fille ; ila
passé comme un coup de vent 1—0ld Brefon Ballad.

Tam next morning dawned cold and dismal. A dense yellow fog
hung over the metropolis like a pall—the street-lamps were l1glzte§,
but their flare scarcely illumined the thoroughfares, and the chill
of the snow-burdened air penetrated into the warmest rooms, and
made itself felt even by the side of the brightest fire.- Sir Philip
wolce with an uncomfortable sense of headache and depression,
and grumbled—assurely every Englishman has a right to grmr_tble,
at the uncompromising wretchedness of his country’s winter
climate. His humor was not improved when a telegram arrived
before breakfast summoning him in haste to a dull town in one

of the Midland counties on pressing business connected with his: 3 g

candidature for Parliament.

«What a bore | " he exclaimed, showing the missive to his wife.
« T must go—and I sha'n’t be able to get back to-night. You'll be
all alone, Thelma. I wish you'd go to the Winsleighs !”

Why?” said Thelma, quietly. I shall much prefer to be
here. I do not mind, Philip. Iam accustomed to be alone.”

Something in her tone struck him as particularly sad, and he
looked at her intently. :

« Now, my darling,” he said suddenly, ‘“if this parliamentary
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bother is making you feel worried or vexed in any way, T'll throw
it all up—by Jove, I will!” And he drew her into his warm
embrace. ‘f After all,” he added, with a laugh, ““what does it
matter! The country can get on without me!”

Thelma smiled a little.

“¥ou must not tallc so foolishly, Philip,” she said, tenderly.
«Ttis wrong to begin a thing of importance and not gothrough with
it. And Iam notworried or vexed at all. What would people say
of me if T, your wife, were, for my own selfish comfort and pleasure
of having you always with me, to prevent you from taking a good
place among the men of your nation? Indeed, I should deserve
much blame! And so, though it is a gloomy day for you, poor
boy, you hust go to this place where you are wanted, and I shall
think of you all the time you are gone, and shall be so happy to
welcome you home to-morrow ! ”

And she kissed and clung to him for a moment in silence.
All that day Philip was haunted by the remembrance of the linger-
ing tenderness of her farewell embrace. By ten o'clock he was
gone taking Neville with him ; and afterher household duties were
over, Thelma prepared herself to zo and lunch with old Mrs.
Lorimer, and see what she would advise concerning the affair of
Sir Francis Lennox. But, at the same time, she resolved that
nothing should make herspeak of the reports that were afloat about
her husband and Violet Vere.

T know it is all false,” she said to herself over and over again.
¢« And the people here are as silly as the peasants in Bosekop,
ready to believe any untruth so long as it gives them something to
talk about. But they may chatter as they please—1 shall not say
one word, not even to Philip—for it would seem as if I mistrusted
him.”

Thus she put away all the morbid fancies that threatened to
oppress her, and became almost cheerful.

And while she made her simple plans for pleasanfly passing the
long, dull day of her husband's enforced absence, her friend, Lady
Winsleich, was making arrangements of a very different nature.
Ter ladyship had received a telegram from Sir Francis Lennox
that morning. The pink missive had apparently put her in an
excellent humor, though, after reading it, she crumpled it up and
threw it in the waste-paper basket, from which receptacle, Louise
Renaud, her astute attendant, half an- hour later extracted it,
gecreting it in her own pocket for private perusal at leisure. She
ordered her brougham, saying she was going out on business—
and before departing, she took from her dressing-case certain banke
notes and crammed them hastily into her purse—a purse which, in
all good faith, she handed to her maid to put in her sealskin muff-
bag. Df course, Louise managed to malke herself aware of its con-
tents—but when her ladyship at last entered her carriage her




