SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER  1—Rhoda  Dering,
daughter of the black sheep of a good
English family, goes to England to
be her cousin’s governess.

1L

Mary is expected to marry Adrian,
the heir of Wering, but she is in love
with Jack Maitland. Miss Millicent
Wering is going to leave her money
to Mary.

IIL

* Mary and Rhoda become good
friends. Rhoda is forbidden to men-
tion her father.

Millicent takes a great fancy - to
Rhoda and takes her to London,
where they mdet Adrian. . Millicent
makes a new will in favor of Rhoda.

Y.
Millicent is very ill. Adrian comes,
and he and Rhoda become engaged.
VI
Millicent wants them fo be married
immediately, before she dies. Just be-
lare' the ceremony, Lefroy informs
Adrian that Rhoda lived with
father for two years after she left the
convent.

-3
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CHAPTER VL

] “Well, Molly?"

“Well, Jack?!"

“Are things any better now?™

Molly shook her pretty head. ¢

“Rather worse. Mother and Rho-
da never speak to each other, Audt
Miilcent is very, very ill, and Rhoda
is looking more unhappy than ever.
Jack, It I were engaged to you, and
all the aunts in the world were 111, T
should not look like that!"

“If you were engaged? You are
engaged to me, you falthless young
person!” | .

“I mean properly, legally en-
zaged,” sald Molly. “I don't call it &
proper. epgagement When one's
mothef doesn't countepance it. I
‘wonder how long It will bs betore we
shall convince her, Jack?”

= “Oh, it will be ali right!” sald the
young man cheerfully. “She smiled
»at me last night. Molly—actually
smiled. Isn't that & triumph?”

“Poor Aunt Millicent!” sald Mol-
ly. “1 am afraid she |3 golng to dle,
Do you kndw that she wants Rhoda
and Adrian to be married by special
Heanse {n her room, Jack?"” -

*“Does she! Do they
ibat?”

*1 don’t -know. Mother sald some-
thing to father about it this morn~
tng; and I ‘overheard her. There—
mother s calling me!”

Molly ran away along the terrsce,
toratng with a dright smile to her
lover at the corner. :

“I was talking to Jeck, mother,’
she said, with a half pleading, half
andscious look at Mrs. Derlng.

“Jack here agaln!” exclaimed Mrs.

4

“Yes; but he {s not coming to
Tancheon,” ‘sald  Molly hurriedly.
*Did you want me, mother?”

“I want you to take this telegram
down to the_post office. It s from
your aunt {o' Adrian; I do not wish
the servants to see it!’

\Molly took the telegram. It ran—

From Millicent Dering to Adrian
Dering: Bring down the lcenss
with you. .

Molly read it and looked at her

agree to

r.

“Is Rhoda really golog to be mar-
ried by mpecial license?"”

“Yes—at once!” replied Mrs. Der-
tug briefly. “Go with the telegram
and lose no time, Molly!*

Molly hastened away on her er-
rand. She was coming out .of -the
post ofice and turned up the village
road when she caught sight of & girl
standing at the corner of the footr
path, évidently af a loss vs to which
road to take. She was a stranger,
and Molly crassed the road to speak
to S

“FHave you lost your way?” -ghe
sald plegsantly.

The girl's heavy face brightened.

“I want to go to Dering,” she sald,
*1t’s a house near this vlllage.”

*“Those are the woods of Dering!”
sald Molly, with a smile. “I am go-
ng there if you will walk with mel®

The girl looked st her doubtfully.

“Do you live at Dering, miss?"”

*Yes; 1 am Miss Derlng!” Molly
retorned. “Can I do anything for

on?"”

“Miss Rboda Dering lives with
you, then?” sald the girl in & hesl-
tating tone. “Would you take her a,
Jetter from me, misg?"

“Certalnly! Give me the letter.
Do you know Miss Rhoda?"”

“] lived with her in Paris,” the
glrl nnswered, taking a somewhst
solled ‘and crumpled note from her
pocket. ‘‘Please give her thls, miss.
And tell Miss Rhoda I have gone
back to London!"”

“Won't you come to Dering and
see Miss Rhoda?”

“No; give her the note. It doesn’t
want anyjauswer!”

Moliy took the note. She was a
‘Nttie-puzrled, but concluded that the
ir) ‘had been @ servant. in.the con-
vont. i Y
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“Do you know your ,way to the
station?” she asked, as the- girl
turned away. P

“Oh, yes, mlss, it's stralght on!
Thank you for taking the note.”

Molly took the note back with ber.
They were at luncheon when she re-
turned.

“Here 18 a mysterious missive for
you, Rhoda!” she sald, producing the
erumpled envelope. “It does not re-
quire any answer.” .

Rhode took the note. Bhe glanced
at the writlng and put’it down by
her plate.

“QOpen it, open it!" crfed Mra. Der-
ing briskly, “Let us share the mys-
tery, Rhoda. Where did you get it
from, Molly?"”

%A stranger n the village—a
rather lugubrlous stupid damsel,
with a heavy face. She lved with
you In Parls, she sald, Rhoda!"

“Yes; it was & servant [ knew
there!” sald Rhoda calmly. She
opened ‘he note with stéady fingers.
Tt was short.

Dere Misa Dering,—The French
gentleman is In London, and he is
golng to see you. He'does not mean
sou any good,and I rite to warn you.

Your Respectful servant,
SARAH MOUNT.

Rhoda crumpeid the note and put
it {nto her pocket.

“It 1s only about & Paris friend,”
she sald carelessly. But her band
trembled as she raised her glass to
her lips, and she could not meet Mrs.
Dering's scrutinizing glance.

When Adrian arrived that even-
Ing, Miss Dering was much worse.
Late in the evenlng she called Rho-
da to her.

“1 shall not Hve through anothe:
day, Rhoda,” she said feebly. "Now
sou must do what you promised. Let
me see you and Adrlan married; let
it be in this room to-miorrow wmoro-

ing.”"
And Rhcda promised.
No time was allowed her for

thought that night. She spent it In
constant attendance on her aunt
When morn!ng came, Miss Dering
wag somewbat better. - She insisted
on being dressed and wheeled lnto
ber sittng room, which Moily had
adorned with flowers for the mar-
riage ceremony. Then Mlss Deriog
sent Rhoda away. .
“Go and change your"dress and go
out Ioto the fresh air,” she said,

“there is plenty of time yet. You
shali be fetched when the hour
comes."

Rboda obeved. She went down
the terrace and across the lawn into
the lime walk. It wasa lovely,
fresh, Spriog morning; the llmes
were budding, ead the sun shone
brightly upon the opening leaves.
Rboda sauntered slowly up and’
down the quiet walk.© The house
was hidden by a great group of
beeches, and the place was very stlll
and solitary. The further end of
the walk joined the great avenue of
elms leading from the.village to the
house. Rhoda had redched this end
just s a man came up the avenue.
It was M. Lefroy. He saw her in-
stantly and alvanced, takiog off his
hat with o very low bow.

“This {s unexpected good fortune,
mademolselle,” he sald. "1 was go-
ing to see you, and behald, here’you
are!” {

Rhoda bowed. M. Letroy left the
avenue and turned by. her side ioto
the lime walk. They walked a few
yards In silence; then Rhodastopped.

“You say you were ‘coming to see
me, Monsieur Lefroy. Mey 1 know
why you wish to see me?”

“Ah, Mademoiselle Dering,” he
sald, bowing again, “you koow why
1 long to see you alwiys—because |
love you!”

Rhoda’s cheeks flushed.

“] beg of you to be silent!” she
sald coldly. “I have no desire to
quarre! with you, Monslour Lefroy,
but 1 will not hear such words from
you!”

“Ah, you prefer to hear them from
Monsleur Dering, the helr of the
tamily estates?’ returned the
Frenchman, fieshing = lock of hate
at Rhoda. “But I have come to tell
you this cannmot be;- I have come
trom Monte Carlo to tell you gol”

“Indeed!” sald Rboda, with her
old bitter scornful smile. “‘And by
what right do you interfere with my
ife, Mousleur Lefroy?” «

“The right of knowledge!” he
bissed out, seizing her arm. ‘I have
seen a letter you wrote to your
father, mademolselle, he has an un-
fortunate bablt of leying his let-
ters about. They do not know, these
English relstives of yours, of ‘those
happy 1ays you spent with your hon-
orable father; 1 will tell them!"

“Do as you please,” sald Rhoda,
releasing her arm and stepping back.

“I have many things to tell them!"™
he went on, raising his volce in his
anger at her cooiness. Your servant
Sarah Is In my pay. Yon had better
listen to me, mademolselle! Those
He was interrupted by & strong

He was Interrupted by a strong
hand being placed upon his shoulder,
and bé turned round to confront the

tall figure of Adrian Dering. N
“Who are you, sir?” sald Adrian,
o' & low harsh tone.
The \Frenchman recovered his

calmness in a moment; he took off
RAL % ¢ e e e mrene e
“Mademolsalle * will kindly intro-

duce me,” he sald blandly; I am en
old friend of hers.” ° .

“Any friend of my future wife's is
welcomeat Dering,” returned Adrian.
“Rhoda, 18 this a friend of yours?”

“Then I ¥ave the honmor of ad-
dressing Monsieur Adrian Derlng,

1"  The F
turned to Rhoda, who stood apart,
an fcy calmness on ber face. “Direct
me what to'say.”’ ’

Do not speak, Rhoda,” Adrian
broke in. “Sir, I heard you address-
ing this lady in language I cannot
allow. I wish to hear nothing from
you!" |

He crossed to Rhola and took her
haed.

“Go back to the house, Rhoda,” he
sald quickly, “and leave us alone.”

“You had better hear me,” sald
the Frenchman slowly. “If Made-
moiselle Rhoda 18 your flancee, you
should know in what manner ehe
apent the last two years. You think
she spent them in the convent. Itis
untrue; she spent them with her
father in his gambling saloon.”

Adrian did Dot release Rhoda's
band. Not a muscle of his face
moved; he turned pale, but that was
the only slgn that the Frenchman's
words were & surprise to him.

*“1 am in Miss Dering’s confidence,”
he sald calmly; “she has told me all
I wish to know about her lfe. SI-
lence, sir!{ he went on s the
Frenchman was about to speslk. “'Not
a word more!” -

M. Lefroy took off hia hat with &
smlle.

“It you are satisfied, monsfeur,”
he sald, “who need say & word?!"

Adrien let go Rhoda's hand and
made a step towaid bim.

M. Letroy turned alrily away.

“] have the honor to bid you both
‘Good morning.’”’ he sald, and dls-
appeared in the avenue.

Adrian ‘walked back to where
Rhoda stood.

“Tell me' what that men meant,”
he sald sterply.

“He told you plainly. I did not
spend the last two years of my life
in the convent; I spent them with my
father; I shared my tather's Hfe.”

She raised her eyes slowly to the
stern face ‘'of the man before her.
He looked down at her silently. All
the hope and the happlness hed died
out of his face; he looked ten years
older. '

“I decelved you of set purpose,”
Rhoda went on_ slowly. “‘My father
knew that they would never recelve
me here if they were told the truth.”

“Tell me all the truth,” Adrlan
sald hoarsely. “What was that man

to you?"
“To me, nothing. He was my
father's confederate; he patd my

servant to support him in false ac-
cusations against me. The servant
1s faithtul to me, though he does not
know it; but that will not preveat
people trom belfeving him."

“The falsehoods of a man like
that are nothing,” returned Adrian.
“But what has he, to say that is
true? Tell me exactly!™

“1 left the convent two years 8go,"
Rhoda soswered; "I went to my
father. He was kind to me, and I
was very happy. Then I learned
what hia | life was, and I did mot
leave bim.' That is all I bave to tell

you.” i
Adrfan did not answer; he stood
looking at her silently. Rhoda

could not meet that look. As they
stood there beside each other, each
walting for calmness to speak, Moy
came tripplog into the llme walk.

“Come, idear people!” she cried.
“The rector has come, and we are all
ready.””

Adrian advanced a step towards
her.

“Go back to the house, dear
child,” he sald; “‘we wiil be there in
a moment,”

Molly ran away,
turned back to Rhoda.

“'Come!" he sald sternly.

Rboda looked at him.

*1 cannot!” she sald.

“You must!” he returned firmly.
“Nothing sbell be altered now. You
have deceved us; but it Is gow too
lata to go back., Come, they are
waiting!™ ! .

“1 cannot!” crled Rhoda, shrink-
tnog back from him. “Be angry—be
harsh to me! Do not look at me ilke
that-—do not speak to me lke that!"

“You must bear the consequences
ot your own actions,” he answered,
with . no poftening in his glance.
“You have had the courage to play a
part for months; you must bave
courage to go through with the mat-
ter. Your aunt'’s dying moments
shall not be tortured by the knowl-
edge of our cures yet. I wlil not al-
low you to draw back now."

I cannot be your wife!” she sald
with a shudder.

“You must go through the mar-
rlage ceremony with e, he re-
turned sternly. ‘““What we do after-
wards we need not think of now.
But my wife in the eyes of the law
you must be.” He took ber hand in
bis strong clasp. “Come!” he sald.

But Rioda still drew back.

“Have pity on me? If you ever
Yoved me, have pity on me now!"

1 bave no thought for you,” was
Adrian’sstern answer. I think only
ot the poor woman lylng yonder,
whose fast moments you wish 0
darken. I think omly of your good
peme, which you leave at the mercy
of that man. Come!™

‘At that moment Jack appeared at
the end of the walk.

“Come, come!" he called. " We tiw
getting impatlent.”

Adrian went forward, still holding

and Adrlan

Rhoda's hand, and she went on in.

1
Bopeless submisalon to his will,

The little sitting room looked very
gay with flowers. The eurtalns were
all drapd back, and Miss Dering lay
on a spfa by the window, ler rich
draperfes arranged around her. Bhe
was looking at the door eagerly when
Adriag entered leading Rhoda. The
rector@stapped forward; but Miss
Dering’s faint volce stapped him.

“One moment,” she sald. “Rhoda
eome 2nd kiss me first.”

Rhoda with & deathly pale face,
knelt down by the sofa. Miss Dering
put one arm gently round her.

“I want to tell you all'what this
dear girl has been to me,” she sald,
laying| her other hand upon Rhoda’s
bent head.; “I was a valn, selfish,
caroless woman when Heaven sent

Rer to me. Bbe has taught me to llve
& botter life; she has taught me how
to die.” Bhe paused. .

A low sob from Rhoda broke the
stillness.

“Adrian, come here,” sald Miss
Derlng.

Adfian come close, his eyes bent
on he kneeling Sgure with the bowed
head.' N

“Take her, Adrian—the sweetest,
noblest woman man ever bad for &
wife! Rhode, darling, the rector s
walting.” ”

Rhoda did not move. .Adrizn
placed his band upon her shoulder.

“Come,” he sald. -

Rhboda got up, and her aunt half

rose.to embrace her once more; but’

she fell back, and en ashy pallor
came pver ber face.

My heart!" she erfed.

Rhoda tarned to Adrian.

“Call Stanton—quick!”

But even as she spoke, a3 she put
her arms round Miss Derlog, the end
came. Her aunt's head fell back
upon her shoulder, and she drew a
deep breath—her last breath.

The rector .gently drew Rhoda
away. N

She 16 at peace,” he gald.

Rhoda looked dowsn at the white
face, and her own grew pale and
deathllke. But she did not falnt
She'allowed Mrs. Derlng to lead her
gently away, and Molly to come to
her room to comfort her.

“I.am glad! I am glad!"” she was
saying to herself with passionate
fteration. “She never knew! And
Adr‘hu s still free!”

CHAPTER VIL

|

M. Letroy turned back from Der-
tng|in some discomfiture. No suspi-
cion had occurred to him that Adrien
learned the truth for the first time
that morning. His mind was ful) of
dark schemes against Rhoda's peace
as he strode down the. aveRpe. "He
stopiped at the gate to speak’to the
rosy cheeked woman who had ad-
mwitted him.

He walked on through the gate
and|along the bigh road.

He bad nearly reached the village
and] was within sight of the houses;
when a man, who had been watching
him for some distance unmseen by
him, came forward from the side of
theiroad. M. Lefroy stepped back.

“Dering, you here?”

“Yes, I am here!” the other suld
fiercely. His face was pale and worn
with hard travellng, his clothes were
trave! stalned. *I have followed on
your track. At last I have found
you. What are doing here?”

“What are you doing here?” the.

Frenchman asked blandly. ‘“Have
youl come to pay a visit to your dear
Telations, mon ami? 1 do mot envy
youliyour welcome.” .

“You bave come to spy on my
daughter!” Arthur Dering returned,
his chest heaving with passlon. “You
have come—"*

“Be calm—be ealm, mon &ami!"
the Frenchmsm eaid softly. “I came
to give your friends a littie infor-
mation about the life of .made-
moleslle. Yes, certalnly’I came to do
thotl  “Ah,” he went on, altering
his tone and with all the hatred be
felt jo his face, “you thought to hide
your lfitle plot from me! But 1
found vou out! 1 wiil tell you the
story of your daughter's life in my
own| fashion” unless—"

Bpt the words were checked by a
strong hand on his throat. There
was|a short, sharp struggle, and the
Freachman, agile &s he was and
though by far the younger man, was
thrown to the ground. But he was
up {n a moment, with something
shining in his hand. As some vil-
lagers who had seen the struggle
came running up, Mr. Dering feil
back upon the road, stabbed in the
breast. -

“He brought It upon himseir!”
M. Letroy cried, bendlng over him.
He glanced at the face of the fallen
man and read death there; and, be-
fore a hand could stop him he leaped
!hei Jow hedge and rushed swiftly
away. .

One or two pursuers followed. but
the Frenchman was a swift runoer,
and they soon gave up the chase.
M. [Lefroy got safely to the rallway
station and thence to London. Be-
fore the police could get upon his
track, he was lost in the great city.

Mr. Dering was carried to the lon.
Nolone knew him, He had left them
a handsome gay young man; this
warn, heggard, shabby stranger had
no point of likeness to that gallant
soldler they had known years before.
IThe doctor came to him stralght
from Dering, where they had sum-
moned him for Millicent, He shook
his head at the sight of the wound.

“It 18 quite hopeless,” he said to
the woman who had been called to
. act as nurse; “he cannotllvethrough
the night.” .

The eyes of the dylng man turned
uppo him.

1'] did not. hear, what .you sald,
Dortor, but I kpow what it means.

T

“1 cannot withhold from you the
fact/that your state Is very ctitical,”
#ald’ the doctor gravely.

Mr. Dering reflected for a moment.

“You are known at Dering, of
course?” he sald, then, o a woader-
fully clear volce,

© “1 have just come from there,'” re-
iplied the doctor.

“You are new since my time, but
you wil} koow my name: ‘I am Ar-
thur Derfng. 1 wéant you to go up
to Dering and bring my brother and
his wife here. I must speak to them
and bring my daughter to me."”

“They are In great trouble,” the
doctor sald gravely. “Mliss Dering
died this morning.” .

“My sister Millicent is dead! Ah,
1 shall soon join her! But go and tell
my brother and his wife that I wish
to speak to them, Doctor,”

Tho doctor promised. He b
reached the door when the voice
his patlent recalled him.

“Let_me write a Nne for you to

a
ot

glvé to my daughter; she must hear”

the news from me.

They propped hlm up, snd he
slowly and painfully wrote a few
words.

“Give it to her yourself,” he sald
falotly. “She wili be sorry; she is
the;only persoa in the world'who will
ot be glad.”

When the doctor reached Dering,
he askéd for Mr. Adrian Dering and
_told him briefly what had happened.
Adrian took the note.

““They shall. go down at dace,” he
sald.
forihfm, Doctor. Tell him his daugh
ter shall come instantly.”

room and knocked. He heard volces
within and he entered. Rhoda was
stapding faclng her aunt, who was
talking in a bard bitter tone to her.

*'You have hidder all this from
us; you have lived a lle mll these
manths! Ob, your aunt ehouid have
known!"

“I am gotog away,” sald Rhoda, in
a low tone; “1 am glving up every-
thipg; vou shall never hear of me
agdtn! I know mow how:wrong 1
have been; but I have done Molly no
‘harm, aunt—I have Dot Indeed!”

Her volce dled away as she caught
sight of Adrian.

. “sdrfen,” cried Mrs. Dering, “hear
what Rhoda has just told me!”

1T know all—all,” he sgid emphat-
feally; T knoew It this morniug be-’
tors 1 brought Rboda in. Aunt say
no; more; there is sad news.”

He approached Rhoda, who did
not look at him. :

*Your father Is {n the village,” be
said. ‘'He hae been hurt. He sends
you this note.”

Rhoda took It. The news seemed
scarcely to affect her, but her whols
frame trembled and ber eyes filled
witk tears as'she read the note.
+Qh, take me to him!" ‘she said,

{1 will take you at onc
‘swered gravely.

u and

uncle George must come; be Is
dying.” ;
iWithout waiting to bear his aunt’s.

reply, he hurrled Rhoda awny.
The carrlage he bad ordered was

“walting at the door, and he placed |

her In it. Neither look nor word was
exchanged Dbetween them, but he
seated himeelf silently at ber side.
In perfect sllence they reached the
inn.

“Go up,” he sald; I will walt.”
_ The doctor met Rhoda at the
chamber door.

“You are too iate,” he sald grave-
1y, "He died as your carriage drove

up.

When Mr. and Mrs, Dering ar-
rived, they found Rhoda kneeling by
her dead father’s side. She looked
wildly up at them.

.“He is dend,” she said—"dead,
and without a word to me!”

“Come home, desr,” sald Mrs.
Dering, all her anger gone,

“Home!" the girl repeated, in a
tone of blitersess. “I have -no
home!” .

‘The doctor drew Mrs. Dering
aside. :

“You'must let her alone for the
present,” he sald gravely. “The
shock has been too much for her. 1f
Miss Molly could come down—""

“I will go back to her and bring
her at once,” sald Mrs. Dering.

Adrlan was walting down stalrs
when his aunt came down.

i ¢ am going to fetch Molly,” she
gald. “Rhoda looks as it the shock
bas turned her brain. I am alarmed
about her.” . i

“Stay with  her,” said Adrian
quickly, T will fetch Molly.”

He went out and then camse back.

“Be kind ¢o her, Aunt Agnes,” he
snid earnestly.

“Have | not sent for Molly?" Mrs,
Dering turned. “1 mean to be kind
to her.”

Aolly came, and persunded Rhoda
to go back to Derlng.

“I must return to-morrow,” she
said. .
© “Yes, dear, you shall return to-
morrow,” returned Motly; “only
come home with me now.”

But, when the morrow came, Rho-
da lay unconsclous of all around her,
fn the first stages of braln fever,

Spring had passed, full summer
had come, and the lme trees were In
blossom when at last she was taken
from her bedroom inte the Iittle sit-
ting room. She lay on the couch by
the open window, and Mrs. Derlng
sat by her side. All bitterness be-
tween them was gone. Rhoda’s thin
hand was in ber aunt's as she began
to speak. .

“Have you written yet, aunt?"

“No. my dear,”” Mrs. Dering aa-

"An old city garbage dump of 10
acres’ extent, located near Savannah.

Ga., took fire recently and burned for
~ooste o fow feat under the surface.
This curious underground fire was al-
lowed to burn itself out, as the near-
est fire hydrant was a8 mile away.

us for a long time yet.”

“But 1 should lke it settled,” the
£ir] apswered feverlshly., “You will
write soon, won't you?"

“Very soon,” was Mra. Dering’s
soothing answer.

Since, Rhoda had been able to
think coherently, her idea had been
to go away from Dering, as soon as
she was well, to some home or inst{-
tutlon where she could get work fo
do among the sick and poor. She
began to speak of it agaln.

“I shall be happier when I am at
work, sunt. You have been very
good to me and forgiven me, but

“Here is Molly to talk to you,”
sald her aunt. “We will speak about
all this to-morrow, Rboda. Well,
Molly, so you bave come back?”

“Yes—here ] am. BIll has come
to see Rhoda, and Jack has brought
you these strawberries.”

Mrs. Dering left the glrls }ngetper.
Molly seated herself ai Rhgda’s fest
and called Bill to lie dowd upon the
window-sid,

“1 wonder if B{il will know us
again,”, she said meditatively, strok-
fog his black bead. *But Ulysses’
dog knew him, and we shall not be
gone so long as that.” :

“Where are you golog?” sald
Rhoda, looking at her cousin.

"Go back and do all you can '

“Jack and I are going to Amer-

i lca for our wedding tour,” replied

Molly, with a blush and a smile. “It
as all been settled, at last, and we
only waitlng for—" Molly
topped and looked contused, then

i X Rhoda’s hand and kissed it.
vian went slowls up to Rhoda's | Sy 90K RRodhs Ber

“Rhoda, I want you to promise me
something.”

“Anything 1 can promise,” sald
Rboda gently.

“Then will you see him?"

“Ot course, I wiil,” answered Rho- ~

da at once, “Him must mean Jack,
she thought

. *“He Is here, and I promised to fud
out it you would see bim. You are
surs -it will Dot be too much for

e N
I sball be glad to ses him,” sald

hoda. .

“Then he shall come up thia mo-
ment,” said Molly eagerls.

8he ran away, and Rhoda waited,
thinking with a tender little smlle, of
Molly’s happiness. After a little
while she heard her footsteps along
the passage and alsa another firmor
heavler step, which set her pulies
beating rapidly. It was Adrian Molly
bed meant. She had Dot seen Wim
since the day her father died. Molly
opened the door and shut it softly
after Adrian bad entered.

“I am going to leave them slons, -

BIlL," she said confidentlally to her
dog. “Let us go away and leavetbem
quite alone.”

Adrlan sat down by Rhoda’s 8ofa.

“It g very.good of you to lét me
come and see you,” he said gently.

~] tihought Molly meant Jack,”
Rhoda answered falntly. “1 did not
know you weré here.”

“I have been bere for weeks,” he
sald gravely.

He took up her thin left hand and
Jooked at 1t, then he ralsed it to his
lips, Rhoda drew It quickly away,
but Adrian took it agaln in bis clasp,

“Yhere is my ring?” he asked.

Rtoda's lips quivered so that she
could scarcely speak.

“] do not know~—Xrs. Dering has
it

“You must wear it agaln, Rhoda.”

“Ak, mo, Adrian! Do mot speak
iike that to me. We must put the
past quite away. I shall soon leave
Dering, and you will forget me.”

““Yes, we must put the past away;
but not all the past. Rhoda, noth-
ing bas zitered our relations to each
other; you are still my promised
wite!”

Rhoda shook her bead.;

“Jt was a great, a bitter shock to
me,” he went on. “But I love you,
Rhoda—TI love you devotedly, I can-
not do without you!”

I could not find happlnes in love
without respect,” Rhoda answered;
“and I have logt your respect,
Adrian!” .

He hesitated 2 moment, then ba
knelt down and took her hands o
his.

“1 belfeve in you still,” he sald. “1
cannot hide from you the fact that it
has been very hard to-kgep my be-
Jtef in you, but I cannot' look’ {nto
your face, Rhoda, without kiowing
that you are worthy of my love! And
you must not sperk of our being
parted; It 1s your duty to keep your
engagement. I love you; 1 eannot
do without you!” He put his arm
gently round her and bent and
kissed her. ‘“‘Let us put all the bit-
terness of the past away,” he sald,
“and think only of our happy fu-
ture!”

“1t shall be as you will,” Rhoda
whispered. I love you dearly, and

. my whole life shall be spent in show-
‘ing you that I deserve your trust’

THE END.
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cannot forgive myseif.” 4

swered gontly, “You could mot leare .



