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The sending of Fhilippa to live under the
chargs of one of hLis own diseyrde] mis-
trosses wan but another proof of the muy'e
revolting oyniviem.  Mre Wilson's Accapt-
ance of the charge showed me to what W
level o woman could sink 1t toid mo
moreover, that in spite of ber lottor she was
not to be trusted. A woman who could
!t!ld herself to her former lover's purpass
in suck a way ns this must have partad with
overy atom of pride. It seomed to ms that
the woman and the man wers well mutched
in haveness,

Btll her letter Hfted n load from my
mind. T felt that for awhile thare conld b
no purstit; yet I resolved to risk nothing,
but burry on with all possible speed. Only
whon wo cramed thes frontier of Bpain could
I'sleop in peace.

All researches, with ‘& view to obtaining
evidencs of the first Lady Ferrand's donth,
I postponed indefinitely,  Some day, i all
went well, I would return to England and
procure the doetmonts necessury o prove
the validity of Philippa's marrlage. Thore
WAs N0 pressing hurpy,  As to any money
which should be bers, never with my consent
should she touch s peuny which had belonged
to the dead man,

Protracter ns my meditations seom on pa-
per, they wers In reality much longer; in-
dead, they ware not at an end when the boat
steamed into Boulogne barbor. 1 went in
search of my eompanions, who, I wns glad
to flnd, bad borne the voyage well. Wa
were woon in tho train, and, without any
events ocourring worth recording, at eight
o'clock stood on the Gars du Nord, Paris

We ddrove through the Lrightly lit stroots
to the Hotal du Louvre. The stains of travel
wished away, my mother gave o sigh of
safisfnction ns she seated hersall at the din-
ner table. Like nsensiblo woman, shs was
no despiser of the gool things of this life.
There wore othor Inte dinees in the groat
caffes room, and many a head wos turnsd to
look nt the Leautiful girl who sat on my

vight band; for every day which brought
bor new hoalth and strengthe brought also
to my love an [nstallment of her former
beauty., Ina very short time she would Lo
to all appearances the Phillippa of ol
"“How long shall we stay in Paris, Basil®
ked my mother,
it Is now hall-past nine; our train starts
t 5:;15 In the morning. Calculate the
e,
“Oh, nonsense! It Is yenrs since I have
I want to look at the shops,

. "My dear mother, tha man, muoh moro

',;ht wotnan, who lngers in Paris s lost. It

g0 stralght through, or olse you get no fur-

ot are golog elsowhers the only way is to

er. I“ have proved this, and mean to run

B0 risk,

" “But remomber wo are only woalk women,

*This poor child is far from strong.”

She smiled st Philippa, whose oyes thanked

ther for the affectionats appellation

“Don't by mereiless, Basil," slia continued,
Migive us at least one 'day,"
“Notone, 1am just going to look aftéra

SReourier, so that you may teavel in all possl-

- l
!
-

"
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Soomnsanding  presence,
CEuropean lnnguage with impartial perfec-
Btlon. 1 gave him instructions tossey toevery-
- thing next moming; to collsct our luggnge

ble comfort."

My mother seemed almost annoyed, and
again sald 1 was merciloss, What wonld
gho have sald had she known that, unless |
lad recpived that létter, insteal of golng to
our present comfortable quarters we should
hive driven to the Orleans railway, and
taken the first traln to the south! How
litthe she knsw—how little, I trostal, Phil
Ippa kendwe=from what we wore flying!

1 fels [ must give 1y mothar some mason
for my haste; so, bafors golng In quest of

Ly courder; T took her aside

It is not woll for Philippn to stay In
Faris," Isald. *“Home ono whom she ought
pob to most wns here o shiors time ago,”

I blamed myself for the deception; buy

Pawhat could Tdo! Alas! it seomed to ms that

my lifo, which once was fenrlessly open to
he inspection of all, was now full of little
ples save deceptions, Should I ever again
bo my true sell)

Ay muther ralsed no further obfoetion. 1
found a courier—a bemrded gentloman of
who spoks overy

ave the small quantity wo carvled with us,

“and to register it through to Burgos. 1 had

no particuiar reason for choming Burgos,

& but it seemed o convenient place at which

to take our first thorough rest.

The noxt dny's journey won adull, droary,
wonrisome nffair,. My companions had not
shinken of tis Tatiguo of the proavious day,
nnil now that I felt Prilippa’s safoty was,
comparntively speaking, assurad, a roaction
st b with me.  No wonder,  Ishuodler now
as 1 think of the strain to which both bady
and mind had besn subgectad during th Inst
fartnight Twas mooily and latles, The
nir was fall of fog and mist, The so-enlled
expreas train pounded along after the well
Enown style of French rallways, Orloans,
Blols, Tours, Poletlers, Anroulving, Contvas
and other stations phesed m as ons In a
dream, The dull day crept on until dark
evening was upon us, and we were all thor.
oughly glsd when our day's journey ended
nt Bordeaux,

My mother, who wax rather great at guide
books, bad beguiled part of the jonrney by
& Murray, which somehow nude its npjar-
ance from hor travelling bag.  As she knew
we wire to sloap at Bordenusx she hnd heon
Inying down the law ne to what we wers (o
look nt.  We were to see tho curions high
wooden fiftienth eentury houses of the old
town; the cathedreal, with its fine towers; the
very old churches of Bt Croix and S
Seurin, and & varléty of other Interesting
objects, It nesded all the asmrance I pos.
gessod, all the Invalid's querulousness sand

L inslstence 1eould sssume, to Enduce her to

consent o resurme our journsy the first thing
in the morning. Even Philippa pleadsd for
dolay, and gave m» to undarstand that shp
thought, T wis using my mother anfairly.
But 1was flrm. 1f 1 could 1 would have
hurried on by the midnight tratn Any
way, now that we were within a few hours'
journey of the frontier and of safoty, I
would leave nomore than Icould help to
chance.

Bo in the early morning 1 got my party
together, and befora it was Hght led thom to
the train. I believed that by now my
mother looked upon me as rather out of my
sonses. Sha frankly owned e could not
seo the necessity of making a toll out of
what might be a pleasure. Sbe little kmow
tint nothing conld have mads that journsy
o pleasure to me, that even finding Fhilippa's
eyes mow and again fixed on my face with
what 1 almost dared to think wa touder
interest—thnt oven the blush which crossed
her chsok when I enught thoss glances—was
not sufelent to reward me for my anxiety,

Aslow, o painfolly slow train,  Inpumer-
able stoppages. A country which undir the
glreumnstanoes would linve given me no in-
terest oven I wo had been In summer in-
gtedd of winter; and thon, wfter nesry five
hours' slow travelling B at las:,  Ba-
yonne, with its strong fortifloations Ba-
youms, with the welcome Pyrenees toorlng

[ ahove (b In e than two hours we should
| be [n Bpain,

A curlons dresd sisd me—s presenti-
ment s0 steqng that ever since then T have
lst faith i presestiments Bomothing
somad fo tall me that all my offorts had
besn In valn; that ut the frontier thers
wonld e eortain intalligonce roceived which
would leadd to our srrest; that Philipph,
with one foot, as it wore, in tho land of ref-
ngt, would ba ssged and carried back to
{nce the horrors and the shame of & trial for
nitirler, 16 was, 05 ovents showed, an ab-
surd faney, and only the Incrensing tension
of my nerves can account for the bold it
gained upon me,

My companiona wera tharoughly alarmaed,

I grew so pale, trombled so in every limb,
that my companions were thoroughly alarm-
ed. We bad Lrandy with us, which was
duly administered to me. After nwhile I

racoverad, and although the fenr was still
with me, sat with the stoicism of an tndian
at the stake, awalting what might happen
at the frontior, I had donoe all T could. [f, at
the last moment, disaster overtook ns, I had
at loast striven by every menns within my
powar to avort it

We have passed Biarrits, ths merry bright
watering placa.  Wo have passsd Hendave,
the French frontier statlon, We leave the
towering Pyrenoes on our loft.  We nro st
Irun, where all baggags must b Jjenlously
sorutinieed. Waonro in Spain! Nobody has
troubled ns, No suspieiouslooking stranger
bias watched us '{'hn stoppage has besn
long, for tha cnstom house officlals are an-
noyingly particular In the discharge of thelr
daty; but our noble-looking courlsr has
saved us all porsonal trouble. He bad dono
us yeoman's servica, At lnst wo are in an- |
other train, a truin which runs on a line of
anothar gaugs. The wery time of day bas
chunged. We have lost or galned—I forget
whith—soma twenty minutas, Wo now
count by Madrid time, Woare fairly on ‘
Spanish ground, and 1 have saved my love.
Savod her from others—now to save hor
from harself. Nover, nover shall sho know |
the secret of that dark night. Wae will speell
nway to the south—to the sun, ths color,
the brightness, the flowers. All shall be
forgotten. Tho dark remembrance shall be
sweph from my mind. 1 will eall (t & desam.
I will win Philippa's love—the love that I
dare to beliave s already almost mine. Wao
will live forever in bright, sunny, glowing
Innids. Who onres for dull, dark, dismal
England? Hawo wo not youth, wealth, and,
oh, blessed word| lovwal

Shake off black gloow and bo merry, Basil
North, You have conquered fatel

Wo have pessed St Bobastian, The slug-
gieh train ls woarily winding up the vallay
of the Urumen. We aps in wild and glori
ous soenory., The rallwnz is carried at a
great slovation, from which we got now and
agaln peeps of far-nway valleys. VYes, |
conld now And time t3 pdmire the wonder-
fol seenery which lostéd ontll wo posssd
Miranda.

My mooil changed with the country. 1
Inughed; T Jostéd. Eachof the many sta-
tinns at which wo etopped furnished mate-
rinls for my now-born merriment. I laughed
nt the solemn looking Spanish railway
officlals, and draw ploturesof the doleful fats
of imaginary noble born hidalgos whom
poverty foreed to desesnd to such employ-
ment. [grombled not at the slownes: of
the train, although an orlinary traveler
might well, when on a Spanish lne, sigh
for the comparatively lightning speed of the
much maligned French tralng Time was
nothing to me now. Whas thers not a life-
time gtretohing before me—and Fhilippal
My gayety was contaglons, My mother
langhod until the tears cams, and Philippa
smiled as 1 had not seen ber smilo sinecs we
pickeil up undor such sad circumstances
that long droppad thraad of friendship.
Those who have travelled In Spain will
scirealy oredit me when T say we had the
compartment to ourselves,. Wo wore trog-
blad by no elonked Bpaniard who 2a= is the
wont of his kind, insisted upon smoking like
a furnioe and keeping both windows shut
Our noble courler 1hd been glven his in
structions. His argumants wera vennl, and
bad I tronbled about monsy I should have

poing, and no one intruded on our privacy.

prétendad to slecp.
Bhilipps, and whispored words of thinly
veiled love, Bhe answered them not—I ax.
pected no answor—but her oyes wore down-
cast and her chosk wasblushing. Sha sighed.
A sd gmila played around har swest mouth;
nsmile that spoks of a world of regret. That
sigh, that smile, told me that she undemtood
me, but told me also that, ah! it eould nover
ba, Tho past never forgives! But all the
sama she lat her hand rest in mine; and al-
though, considering what had happaned, I
searcoly dara fosay so, for once, for many,
many months, | wan all but happy.

For me that journay ended only too soon,
At night wa reachad Burgos, the capital of
tha old Castilive kingdom, and 1 laid my
lead on my piliow and enjoyped sleap such
#s Thad not known sinca the night before
that one when Philippa, with the snowflakes
falling around hor, stood outsids the window
of my cottage and gave moe something to
live for—something to hope for!

CHAPTER IX
BAFE—AND LOVED.

Now that we nro safe in Spain; now that
Phllippa's arrest li & matter of impossibll
ity, and hor axpulsion from a country so lax
in s observance of fnternational obliga-
tions highly imgububh, when har guilt can
at the utmost only mmpected, if indead
suplolom ever points to her, 1 may pass
rapidly over the events of the next two
monthe; the mora so ss miy record of them
would differ very little from the description
of an ordinary tour in Bpain, To me, after
the feveriash anxiety, the horriblo dread as
to what any hour might bring forth, which
had charncterized our filght from England,
It seamed something vory much likce bathos
my dropping at onoe {uto tho position of the

on & round of travel | but for the tims I was
outwardly nsither more nor less.

From Burgos we wont to Valladelid; from
Valladolid to Madeld—Madrid, the high-
perched city, with its arid, uninteresting
surroundings and abominable olimats, | {Not
as

fors my love and |
me lie years and years of swoetness and joy. |

everyday tourist taking & couple of ladios | Ing

miks any stay in the Spanich apital, Righ-
glnd 1w 0 loave It and turn my faoe
southward. Philippa wns by now inapps-
runitly oed lLealth, both bodily and mental
but whilp at Madrid | tremblad for hor, a5 {
sboold tremtds for any ome 1 loved who
ruads that clty a resting-place—a oty swept
from end to end by erdty, treachoroas, loy
winde blowitg stralght from the :
rams mountains; insidious blasts in wl
lurit the seeds of consumption and death,

Sout opr lefsyre we went southward, halt-
Ing at such places and secing such sights as
wo thought fit; lingering borm and there just
20 long as It snited ue; travelling by easy
stoges and in such comfept as we ounld
command, At Malaga we t weals, rov-
elling i theLalmy, deliciors air; at Graps-
da we wore days and weeks before we could
toar ourselves away from the (nteresting,
slsorbing glorias of the departed Moor. We
were in & now world—a world wilah [ had
always longed tosee. At laxi=it wos just
&t the end of April, when the land was full
of rows, whon vegetation was broaking into
that rich luxuriance unkmown in the north.
e lnnds—wo turned our stopa to the city
which I'had in my own mind fixed upon as
the end of our wande tho half Bpanish,
half Moorish, but wholly besutifal city of
Sevlilo; brillinnt, r omantic Soville, with its
Hower-badeoknd houses, its of orange
andolive troes, itz luxurisnt gardens, its
erooked, narrow strests, itz Moorish
{ta numarous towers, all of which sink into
insignificancs under the shadow of the lofey
Giraida. Al T wantod ssemad o be hare.

Here was overything for the sake of
mooking  which I had professed to leave
foggy England—sun, warmth, color, bright.
ness.  Hero I thought, if In any place in
tho world, will tha ons I love forget what
she knows of the oruol past. .~ Herd it may
bo our now 1ife shall begin

Glorfous, wenderful Beville! The mngle
charm of the place feil on my companions
az it foll upon me, as indesd it falls upon all
who visit it. By comimon consent we ar
rangd to glAy our courss for an indefinite
tme  Parhups by now we all thought we

| had endured enough of biotel life, and wanted

some place which might bear tha name of
Lome: so, slthough suoly things are not very
ensy to find, I bired a fumished house.
Sueh i housa!

From the narrow strest—the need of shado
mnkes norrow strests indispensabls to Se-
ville—pass througha light oponwork iron
gate into o epaclous white marble Jined
courtyand, or, as the Spaniands call it
patio; a courtyard apm to the sky. save for
the gayly colored awning which is some-
tines spread over it; a space fragrant to the

four corners with the perfume of orange and’

other swaet smelling bloasoms, bright with
glowing oleanders, and musioal with the
murmur of fountnins. Around the walls
statuos, some of the fair works of art, paint-
Ings and mirrors. Every sitting room in
the house opening on to this cool central
fniryland—a fairgland which, for many
months of tho yoar, is almost the only part
of tho houso used in their waking hours Ly
tho Bevillanos, Add to thisa garden, not
large but exquisite, full of the rarest ani
choicest blossoms, and it you are not hope-
lemly bigoted, and snamored of Kuglish
fogs, you must long for such & bomb in
courtly, beautiful SBaville!

With such surroundings—almost those of
n Bybarite—who can blame ms for belng
lulled into seourity, if not forgetfulness, and
for telling mysclf that my troubles were
nearly at an ond) Who can wonder at the
cnstles 1 built as hour after bour I lounged

| In the patip, with ity fragrant, sootbing at-

miosphere and gozad at Philippa's beautitul
fuce, and now and ezain mesting hor dark
oyes, and sometimed surprising in  those
thoughtful depthw o look whish theilled my
hoart—n look which 1 told myself was one
of lovel

True, that oftan and often in my sleep I
saw the white, dond faee, with the smows
heap forming over it, True, that often and
often Philippa's wild ery, “The wagss of
sin—on, on, on!" rang through my drenms,
and Iawoks trémbling in overy Umb: but
in the daytime, In the midst of the sweet
shaded roposs, 1 codld almost banish every
memory, every thought which strove to lend
me back to grief and horror,

The days, ench ona swoester than its fore.
runner, passad by, Each day was pased
with Philippa. We wandered for hours
through the marvellous gardens of the Al
cazar; we drove undor the shading troes of
Lan Dalloina; wa mada excurslons to Ttalica
and other places, which the guide-book tells
you every visitor to Bovillo should seo; but 1
think we found In the ordinare sights, which
waora at onr very door, as much pleasuro as
In any of tho stock shows, Wo lovad to
wotch the poople.  Wo delightad in tho ple
turssque, rogged-looking, black-eysd Andn-
lusian boy-rascals who played and romped
nt every stroot corner.

wlaltely gracaful fgures of the Bavillanm:

, moreovir, noted ﬂ.mt the mist graesful of
thaso figures coulil not ba compared to Phil-
ippa's own,  We strolled op the awning-
roofed Calle do lns Slorpes, and lavghed at
the eiirious windowless little shops. Every-
thing wasso strange, %o ht, wo teaming

found thom eostly. But thoy earrisd the | with oldsworld tradition, s0 full of intense
| interest, that no wondér [ could for the
Thi hotirs wont by, My mother slept, or | timo send painfol memories to the beck-
I seated myself near | ground.

And  Philippal  Although thero were
times when her facs grew sad with sad re-
membrances; although ot timen ber eyes
wought mine with that troubled, inguiring
look; mlthough I trembled na to what might
b the question which Iseemod to sea her
lips about to form; [ did not, could not be-
lisve ghe was entirely unhappy, The smiile
—n quiat, thoughtful one, yot & smile—wns
oftaner soon on hor faco. 1t came now of its
own peeord.  More andomors cortaln | grew
that, if nothing reéalled the past, or |1
should say, If nothing fllled the blank, so
mareifully left, of that one night, tha bour
was not far distant whan my love would
call horsell huppy. O, to koop that fatul
knowlsdge from hor forevor!

Such was my lfe. 8o, in calm and ponce,
all but happiness, the days passed by, until
the hour came when for tha third time [
dared to tell Fhilippa that I loved her—to
tall hor a0 with the certainty of bearing her
re-echo my words, Yes, cortainty. Had 1
not for many days seen ber eyes grow
brighter, tho grave, thoughtful look lsave
hor face, her whole manner change whan [
drow nearl  Soch signs as thew told ma
that the crowning moment of my lifo woa
at hand.

Here for ons moment I pause. 1 scorn to
exouse mysell for wishing tomarry & woman
hnd been, or stuppossd herself to hava

the Innocent vietim of & scoundrelly

of the world. Ihave In com-
with thoss who think such an exouse ls
Mre, Wilson's statement that the
was valld might be trus or false
It gave ma the impre that it was true,
and I balfeved that Philippa could lay olaim
to bear the man's sccurssd name  But
whethor she was Lady Ferrand, or & trut-
woman betrayed, for my own ke I
cared littla Bhe was Philippal |

As to my Intention of marrylng, my oue
wish to marry a woman who, in her tem-
and fully-sccounted-for dellpjurm,
ad killed the man who so wionged
bor, T have but this to sy, tale, al-

hough T give it to the world, s not written
IMM of fietion. 1t i tho story

i H

+

-

Wa noticed the ex- |

uth, anid sayiog that had T seon ber, in Lull
pomession of her p¥al that platol nud
sbout bor botruyer bis Bisck honrt,
I should have bald thed ooly jutios had
beets dome, | should Bave

W now about to plesd for i

Oneo more | say, i you econdemn ms
throw the book asids,

Philippa, with ber eyes half clossd, wos,
ns Wit ysual st that-hour, sitting in the po-
Ho, In ber hand abe bald a sprig of orange
biomsoms, and gver and anon inhaled its de-
licious perfume; an sction, by the by,
wearcaly tieed(ul, as the whols air wis redo-
iemt of the fragrance thrown (rom the groas
tree In tha centra of the marble spnos,  She
was, or faneled she was, nlons, s soms littls
u&hmn I haid Jeft the mr:«‘ to ohhtl; n
f supply of elgarettos: and my mother,
who s{cm quite adapt herself to the
seib-open-air life, was taking a slesta in the
dtnwing room, As I saw Philippa (0 all her
glowing beauty, the white mar ngninst
which sha leanad making as £ wero a suit-
able foll to thi warm color of ber chipek—the
iotg, curved, black, downcast lnshes—the
bosan rising and gently—liks an [n-
spiration the thonght came to myd that in a
minute my fats would bo docitled. Heavens!
how could | baye walted so long to hear the
words which 1 knew she would say!

I erept noiselessly to horalda: I
my arm round ber walat ttmcl draw : to
me, | whisperad words of passionata love
s hier ear—words, the confldence of which
startled me; but then this time [ imow that
my love of years was to bo rownrded.

Bho did not shrink away; sbhe did not
struggle o fres  hersolf, but she trambled
liken leat in my embrace, She sighad

‘deeply, oven hopalessly, and [saw the tears

welling in hor dark oyen.  Closer and firmer
T halld hor, and lrissed hor cheek again and
again. Had that moment been wmy last 1
should have said that [ bad oot lived in
vain,

“Pliflippa,” 1 whispernd, “my quoen, my
love, tell me you love me at last.”

Hho wos silant.  Tho tenrs broke from her
syes and ran down her cheoks, Lldissed tho
#igns ol sorrow away.

“Doarest,” Isaid, it s answor enough
that you suffer thess kisses, but I have
walted so lang—boen so unhappy; look at
me and satisfy me; lot me hear you say, ‘I
love you!' ! s

She turped ber tearful eyes to mine, but
not for long. She cast her looks upon the
ground and was still silint Yot she lay un-
resisting in my arms.  That, after all, was
the truo answer.

But I must have it from her lips. “Tell
mo, dearest—tall me once,” T prayed.

Hor lips quivered; hor bosom rose and Lell.
Tho blush spread from her cheek and stols
down bor white nack. .

“Yos,” sbe murmured, “now that it is too
lats, 1 Jove you "

Tlaughed a wild langh. Iclasped Philippa

to my breast.
*Wo may have fitty

: latef" Icrtn;i.
yeam of bappiness,

*1t is too late,” she anawered. “‘For your
sako I bhave told yon that I love you, Basil
My love, I will kis wou once—then looss
muo, nnd 1ot us say farowell.”

“When death clogss the eyes of one of us
wa will sny farewell—not until then," 1 said,

as my lips met bers in a long and raptorous
kins.

Then with a sigh she gently but frmiy
{read hersell from my arms  Bho rose, we
stood on the marble . Tace to face, gns-
ing in cach other's eyes

"Baail,” she sald, softly, “all this muat be
forgotten. Say farewell; to-morrow we
must part”

‘'Dearest, our lives benceforth are ona”

“It pannot be, Spare me, Balll You
bave been kind to me. It cannot ba"

“Why! Tall me why

“Why! need you nak? You bear sn
bonoredd and respected. nams; and I, you
know what I pm—n shamed woman,”

YA wronged woman, it may b, not a
shamed one”

YAL! Basil, in this world, whon a woman
fs concerned, wronged and sbamed mean
the same thing. You bave been bs & bro-
thar to ma I cmme to you in my trouble;
you saved my llfe—my reason kindor
still, nnd spare me the pain of paining you."

By look, by word, by gostare, sho seemed
to bessoch ma  Ob, how I Jongsd to tel
tier that I firmly belloved she was the dead
man's wifel lind much diiclty in
checking the words which were !’ormlnnr on
my lUps But Idared not speak. Telling
ber that the marringe was a valld ene meant
that I must tell hor of her husband's death,
and, it might be, how ho died.

“Philippa," [ said, “the whols happiness
of my life, my every desire is centred upon
making you my wife. Think, dearest, how
whan 1 had no right to demand' the gift my
lifo was made desolate; think what it will
be when 1 know you love ms and yot refuse
to be mine! Have I been true to you,
Fhillippar

"Heaven knows you have.”

“Then why, now that you love me, rofuse
me my reward "

40b, spare me! 1 cannot, I will nok
glvo it Basil, doar Basil, why with your
talents should youn marry the east-off—mis-
tross—of Slr Morvyn Forrand! Why should
§ou blush to show your wife to the world®

“Blosh! The world! What is my world
savo youl You are all to ma, sweolesh
You love me—what more do I want] Before
this time next week wo will bo murriod.”

“Nuver, never] 1 will not wrong the man
love, Buasil, farewall forever

Ble elusped her hands and fled wildly
ncross the court. 1 cnught her st the door,
which she had rewched and balf openasd.
“Promise teone thing,” I said; “promise
you will wait here until my return. Ishall
not Lo five minutes, 1t is not much to nak,
Philippa.

Philipps bent her hsad s In sssont 1|

passed throvgh the doors, and In & fow min.
utes roturned to the patio, mmpmhd by
my mother, who glanced from ppa to
me in a surprised way,

*What Is the matter’™ she asked, with her
eheorful smile.  “Have you two young peo-
plo boon quarrelling "

Philippa mado no anawer. Bhe stood with
her fingers interlaced; hor eyes cast on the
ground,

“Mother," T maid; *I have to<day naked
Philippa to ta my wile Idnh-" tolid her
that all lpE.:n- deponds upon her con-
nnﬂaﬂ;.i{ I have loved her for yours;
and at lnst she loves me. Yes, sho loves
ml

My mother gave a little ery of plsasure,
and stapped cheacked

And why! Beeause she fears to bring shame
on an bonorshle name  You know her
story: you are my mother. You, of all
ple in the world, ahonld bo the most

5 to the honor of namo.  You should
know whotit d ¢hoose for my wite.
Toll hor—"

oo, o
My mother anid Fhilipps were
thelr arms around each other,
ralssd ber

-1

hiave made her ballave ma."
With hor softeyea full of maternal love
my mother kissed me and left the court. I
my armsto closo them round the
falrest woman in the world, and all the
earth weemed bright and glorious] to me.
My groat love had con 1
And yeb, oven in that moment of bliss,
my thoughts Involuntarily flew away to o . Arn
mow-hoaped road in and—to a white @ 0
drife, under which for and days & diggers
ream| a dream! It must have bean a foar- od and tin beoa
ful dregm. Forgoet it, Basil North, and be .
happy in the happiness you bave at last | Eagle was a
wonl Mm
CHAPTER X. opened
THR SWORD FALLS. tools,
the obstacles which her solieltuds for my | blessw. Wi
m!m m!‘h my wish were not | pouches ¥
perablo— offered no further ro- | huok
sistance; whils as for me, every day that mgl::'
might be counted befors I called her my fnto.
wifo seamad n spoiled, if not entirely 8 hand
wasted. With my mother's arguments to | Were skilfully

%

difficulty in winning Phillpph's consent to ucilage
olr taking place e soon as the f
Ak ot Mihough e day wey feet, | the cos
m;{‘wmmo and the cere- | LOSpector
mony postpamed for awhile, : &m

My resson for deferring my
happiness was this Kuowing all

>
i

which, sup
the truth, o el
Bo. anxious, 50 reso! was
should be no shadow of doubt as to
validity of hor sscond and
rings, that after dus considern!
mined lollurl::;d?;y‘t]mn ll.cl.in.lh
tpone. our ong enoug
o tima to lﬂ!hzvhltwwgd.. _
where I dq; ?{g!‘g;.b obtain ts :
evidenos as woul w that Fhilippa was ; et
the dead man's widow, worms bave alio done
Imade the excuse that I found many mat- cnl'ﬂﬂ&m'bﬁt s
Tl Sovheda,

tors of businsss counsctad with my property
must be attended to bofors I could be mar-
vied. Itravelled to England—to Liverpool— | 8éctions up. Drought K
usfastns Leonld. Iatayed thers for a week, | troubls on uplands and
ot s i death o . womn Wit B0 IR A
to the life of & woman who, as
Mra. Wilon sald, had disd on & certaln State
iiutn, uvnd been burfed under the name of ha
uey Ferrand. .
The information 1 acquired as to ber ante- brighteed In the visits
cedents in of no consequamcs to wmy story. ”
5o working well, Take

Whatever ber faunlts may have besn, hor

histors wasn sad one; Indesd it seemed to ao’humdm%o*
ing seasons from now
freeze, would go far to

mo that the bistory of any woman who had
‘satlon. For reason,

e gy Rl b above stated, the per cent
They had partod by mutual consent, With duced from 67 “E:J
s bo bad troubled no | now. Below are the stat
maore about her; mm-ﬂﬂ. she nad ;’:ﬁm 81; North
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