MERELY AN EPISODE.

BY FANNIE HODGSBON BURNETT.

TrEY were two very different creatures to be-
gin with, and they were in very different moods
4t the present moment.

Charley was in a good enough humor, and
leaned back in the most comfortable chair in the
room enjoying her marrons glacé to the utmost,
and looking the very picture of beautiful con-
tent, though a trifle surprised withal.

Charley always was in a good humor, well sat-
isfied with herself, her pretty face, her belong-
ings, and only desirous of heing let alone. She
really could not sce why Prue should be in such

a rage.

But to Prue—poor, brown, honest, hot-temper-
ed little Prue—the matter appeared differently.
Her eyes sparkled indignantly, her cheeks were
ancomfortably red, her small fists clenched them-
selves, and she walked to and fro.

*“Charley !”’ she exclaimed, ¢ Charley, you—
you are a—a cold-hearted, selfish—animal "’

Charley took another marron glac?, and set her
white teeth into it with a gently speculative air.

“You are a rude little thing,’” she #aid, sweetly,
“And nothing but your youth makes your tem-
per excusable. And, as to my being selfish, I
am sure I don’t see why. A person—"

* A person!” cried Prue. ¢ Yes, I dare say,
and it is always the first person with you. You
never stop to think of the second person, or the
third. I am out of all patience. You white,
cold, even-tempered—"’

Charley took her turn at interruption here,
smiling one of her cherubic smiles, and showing
her loveliest dimple.

*“ To be sure, I can’t call you that,” she said.

¢ No.”’ returned Prue, * to be sure you can’t.”

But she did not take up cudgels on her own ac-
count, and seeing that she did not intend to,
Charley gave her a glance of inspection, and
then spoke again,

*« How is it you never quarrel for yourself,"”
she put it to her. * You never do, and you are
always squabbling for other people; Dick, or
somebody.”’

s« Oh,’”’ answered Prue, shortly, I can stand
it. 1 don't care about myself.”

Charley gave her another quiet look.

«« But you do care about Dick ?"’ she snggested.

Prue’s reply was straightforward enough, | Jack Ingoldsby take care of themselves.

though she winced slightly.

¢« T should be ashamed of myself, if I didn't,”
she said. ¢ Dick is worth loving, and always
was. I was truer to him than you were when
we were children, though he did love you best,
and make himself your slave, and bear every-
thing from you."

Charley indulged in another cherubic smile,
and another marron glac?, and sighed prettily.

“ Poor Dick I’ she condescended.

* Poor Dick !’ Prue echoed. *¢ Poor Dick, in-
deed! It is all very well to look gentle, and say
‘Poor Dick.’ But that is your way. And to
think how he loves and trusts you, and how
happy you might make him. Oh, how happy I
would make people if I were as pretty as you
are.”

Charley craned her round, white throat, to get
a glimpse of the pier-glass, and then she shook
her head.

*“No you wouldn't,” she answered. ¢ You
couldn’t do it, unless you were a Tufk or a Mor-
mon.”’

But Prue did not laugh at the perfect good
faith with which this guileless observation was
made. B8he only shrugged her shoulders fiercely.

“Pah I”’ she said, and took another quick turn
across the room.

When she neared Charley again, she wheeled
about, and confronted her.

¢ When is Dick coming?” she asked.

“] don’t know,” was the answer. ¢ How
should I? He said he would leave Calcutta on
the first, I think.”

““You ¢ think,” "’ echoed Prue. ‘“ And the poor
fellow thinks he is coming home to marry you ?”°

Charley made a nervous little move.

¢ Oh, don’t,” she said, looking half-frightened.
“1 don’t like to—to bring it so near.”

Prue advanced one step.

¢ Chnrley,” she said, solemnly, ‘you don't
menn to tell me that you care for the other one.”

Charley became desperate, but she certainly
did not look like a young person who felt con-
victed of caring for ‘“‘another one.”” She only
appeared frightened and restless, and as if she
was very anxious to be let nlone.

“T wish you wouldn’t be so uncomfortable !"*
she exclaimed. ¢ T wish you wounld let Dick and

I am

{ sure they are equal to the task. I think there
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never was a poor girl so worried as I am, be-}
You scoldlng, and Dick writing, { plucky little thing, too.
and Jack raving. What am I to do? T cannot { for her.

tween you all.

be rude to people, and if I am polite, they will—

Well, you see how it is with Jack Ingoldsby. { calmly.

He will not let me alone, and he says I can save
his soul, or ruin it. And then there is Dick,
writing that his future is in my hands.
I save Jack’s soul, what am I to do with Dick’s;

and if I save Dick’s, what is to become of Jack ’

Ingoldsby. And asto you, instead of helping |
me, you are worse than Jack and Dick put to-
gether. Why cannot you be comfortable ?”’

Prue regarded her with a cold sternness which
was undoubtedly most trying. She entirely ig-
nored her pleadings.

And if

gives up to me, and she likes me, and she is a
But 1 don’t care most
I care most for you; and it's a shame!”’
] am prettier than Prue,” Cbarley had said,
¢ People always care most for me.”
And so they did. And when she was older,
the case was the same. The lovely child grew
into a guileless-looking young woman, with a
% delicious pair of wide, clear eyes, and a cherubic
face, as innocent as a baby's. The soft hair fell
{ in little wayward rings on a brow, low and white,
<11ke a child’s. The girl's dimples were simply
bewilderingly pretty. They showed themselves
when she laughed, when she frowned, when she
was surprised. She looked like an exquisite,
full-grown edition of one of Raphael’s child-an-

“It is a nice thing to hear you talking of ! gels, but she was, in fact, an empty delusion and

«Jack,” " she remarked.
had got to that point.”
¢ How can I help it 2"’ faltered Charley.

“ You eannot help it,’’ answered Prue, suc-
cinctly. ¢ You have not soul enough!”

“ Well, then,”” said Charley, ¢ why don’t you
leave me alone?”’

She was not at all amazed at the remark. It
did not trouble her to hear that she had no soul.
She never asked herself disagreeable questions
about her own soul, or other people’s. But Prue’s
next speech did disturb her to some extent,

“ I will leave you alone,”’ she said, ¢ and then,
when Dick comes, and finds you entangled with

1 did not know you

this Ingoldsby man, you can manage the matter §

I think I shall like to see what
And she walked delibe-

for yourself.
you will make of it.”
rately out of the room.

“Prue!” Charley called after her, but she
would not come back.

Finding herself fairly deserted, Charley made
the best of the matter.
ing at ease, but she settled herself more com-

fortably in her chair, and turned pensively to !
Certainly her prospects presented |

her bon-beons.
rather & trying aspect. She could scarcely re-
member the time when she had not seemed to
belong exclusively to Dick. She did not know
how it had come about, but this was the exact |
state of affairs, When they had been children
together, he had been her slave and adorer; he
had borne with ber tyrannies and caprices; he
had obeyed her behests; he had sacrificed him-
self to ber continually.

Prue, who was geveral years her junior, and he !

had praised her honesty and courage; but it was |
Charley he had loved, and bowed down before.
‘1 ought to care most for Prue,’”’ he had said,
when he was twelve years old, and he had said
it ruefully, and with some indignation. ¢ She

She was far from feel-

He had been fond of |

{ a soulless snare,

But Dick had not found this out. As Dick
grew to manhood, his love grew also; and, some-
how or other, Charley found herself engaged
to him.

He was handsome and clever, and he admired
her 8o much, and was so ready to submit to her.
So she let him persuade her to promise to marry
him; and, on the strength of this promise, he
went to Calcutta to make his fortune, because a
fortune was necessary to Charley’s happiness.

I should not mind being married, if I could
have everything I wanted.”” And as she made
j this ingenuous remark, Charley’s little smile was
so entrancing, that Dick could only kiss the hand
; she had obligingly permitted him to hold, and
wonder at the extent of his own happiness.

He went to Calcutta, and worked early and
late. He caught fevers, and Iny at death’s door,
on one or two occasions, but the thought of Char-
ley’'s fair, foolish face, and lazy little smile, kept
life in him, and helped him to battle against
; pain, and hazard, and difficulty. He spent his

scant salary on absurd, extravagant presents,
and sent them bhome to Charley; and he wrote
{ long letters, which Charley found it diffioult

to read even by instalments. He lived on her
Plove, and clung to it with a passion and faith

¢ piteous to see. If Charley’s letters were a little
f(empt.y, and rather rambled from the point, he
: only thought how innocent and simple she was,
:and dreamed of the time when she would be
wiser in love's ways.

As for Charley herself, she was quite comfort-
able. Dick’s diffuseness tired her somewhat, but
she managed to bear up under it by dint of pe-
; rusing his frequent outpourings, a page at a time,
{ and answering them in the same way. She liked
5 the presents, which were all rare, pretty things

<
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the first time, she often felt quite affectionately
moved toward the donor. Once, when she stood
before the mirror, in an exquisite Indian muslin
he had sent, she found herself so charming, that §
she raised her arm, and kissed the lace frill
upon it.

« Why did you do that 2"’ agked practical Prue,
startled a little.

«Oh, I don't know exactly,”” was the answer.
«aIt looks so nice, and I like it 80.”’

« I thought it was for Dick,” said Prue, coolly.

*t For Dick!” laughed Charley, opening her
eyes.

But when next she wrote to Dick, finding her-
self at a loss for something to say, she recorded
the incident very creditably. ¢ 1 liked the dress
so much, you dear Dick, that I kissed it. Prue
said the kiss was for you, and perhaps it was.”
Which Dick believed most implicitly.

He might not have believed it so wholly, if he
had known everything. She was not over-faith-
ful, this ensnaring Charley. She was too fond of
admiration not to be generous with her smiles.
Men fell in love with her incontinently, and had
their troutle for the pains, in the end. It was
not love Charley wanted ; it was universal adora-
tion. She did not care who gave it her—old
men, young men, or middle-aged individuals,
who ought to have known better. It was the
old story of the knight, who *loved and rode
away.”’ But it was Charley who rode away.
But though the name of her admirers were
legion, she had never had one before who in-
terested her as much as Jack Ingoldsby did.
She had heard horribly discreditabie stories of
Jack Ingoldsby all her girlhood; and she had
also heard all sorts of amazing reports of his
beauty, and wealth, and lavishness, He had
wasted two or three fortunes in riotous living;
but that did not matter at all, because he had a
few score more in the background. His father
had threatened to disinherit him again and again.
But who could resist the fascination of beautiful,
bad Jack Ingoldsby. He had traveled all over
the world, and dozens of beautiful creatures had
died of broken hearts through his charms and
his neglect. So, hearing all this, Charley had
innocently concluded, long before she met him,
that he must be ¢ nice.”” The fact of the matter §
was, that Jack Ingoldsby was bad enough, but
not nearly so had as he was painted. There was
good enough in him to have retrieved him, if he
had met with a good womsan, with strength of
character to make a struggle for him. He was
not one of the weak, whose amiability is their
snare. He was an unusually fine young fellow,
who had been spoiled, and who had gone wrong.

VYor. LXIX.—28

But he did not meet with & good woman. He
met with Charley. He encountered her at an
evening party, and was irrevocably bewitched.
If he bad taken a fancy to the moon, he would
have immediately taken steps to obtzin posses-
sion of it. 8o, taking a fancy to Charley, he
attacked the fortifications boldly. She was not.
in his *¢set,”” and she had nothing on earth but
her clear eyes, and ber dimples; but such objee-
tions were puerile. He made love to Charley;
he followed her here and there ; he called on her
again and again: and each time he saw her he.
was more bewitched than ever. In the end, he
threw himself at her feet, though this fact was
discreetly kept secret from Prue. He concealed
nothing. He had been bad enough, as bad as
the worst, but Charley could save him. He
would begin a new life for her sake. He really
believed that the girl was as angelic as she
looked, and he trusted her as completely as Dick
did. He had heard nothing of Dick. Charley
was discreetly silent upon this point, also. When
Jack Ingeldsby knelt at her side, with real tears
in his handsome eyes, and implored her to forget
his past, and vowed that he would have been
willing te sacrifice all he owned for the inward
knowledge that his life bad been a puxe one, and
that he was worthy of her, she looked at him
with a sweet, troubled smile on her infantile
mouth, and faltered out, ¢ Oh, please, don’tl
It frightens me! I know you will be good now.
Please, don’t " And looked bewildering in her
unsophisticated distress. And but that Jack
Ingoldsby was a fiery lover, she might never
have gone any further. But the time came when
his tempestuousness betrayed her into divers
little indiscretions. And so it was, that here
was the end, now. that Dick was coming home,
having inconveniently made the fortune through
a marvellous stroke of good luck; and she was
in the rather trying position of being afraid to
face him.

What would he say to Jack Ingoldsby, and
what would Jack Ingoldsby say to him? How
could she explain matters satisfactorily, if they
each chanced to learn the whole truth. With
Jack at a safe distance, she was quite equal to
telling divers little lies to Dick; or, with Dick
away, she could have done the same in case of
difficulty with Jack. But with both on her
hands——! She almost swallowed a marron glace
whole in her trepidation. Ingoldsby had sent
to Paris for the marron glace for her, by the way,
and while she ate them, she was dressed in Dick's
sheer Indian muslin and rich old lace.

When the clock struck four, she glanced round
the room rather uneasily. It was just as well
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that Prue had left her to herself. She had a
little engagement, of which that sturdy young
person would hardly have approved; and she
must keep it, though, under existing circum-
stances, it was somewhat hazardous.

She rose from her seat, and went to the glass,
and began touching her hair up, turning her
head from side to side, and approving of herself
in spite of her trifling anxiety.

‘“ He will be waiting,”” she said; *“and he is
80 impatient. How fond men can be of people,
to be sure! And how fond he is of me, poor
fellow!” with a little self-satisfied smile.

Bhe did not feel guilty, as she slipped out of
the house, and through the garden. She was
only afraid of meeting Prue. Once out of sight
of the house, she began to feel at ease again.
She felt that she had managed rather cleverly;
and when she had reached the little wood,
which was the trysting-place, she was in quite
a serenc frame of mind, and conscious of look-
ing her best.

Of course, Jack Ingoldsby was waiting. He
stood in the golden autumn sun-glow, holding
his horse’s bridle on his arm, and watching, im-
patiently cnough. His frame of mind was not
serene, it was evident. He was pale, and his
knitred brows showed signs of restless anger.

When he caught sight of Charley’s white gown
advancing through the grecnery, he brightened
a little, though only a little. She was so en-
snaring a picture as she hurried forward, slightly
out of breath, and flushed, and smiling radiantly.

“T had to run away,”’ she said, seating her-
self on the trunk of a fallen tree, and shading
her fuce with a white hand. ¢ Prue was so
cross.”’ '

*“ Prue!” exclaimed Ingoldsby.
ness is it of Miss Prue’s?”’

Charley shrugged her shoulders.

*Oh, you don’t know her,”’ she answered,
with much simplicity. ¢ She is such a cross
little thing when she pleases. And you know I
am under everybody’s thumb.”

Jack Ingoldsby regarded her just a shade dis-
contented.

“ Charley,” he broke forth at length, *“is it
because you are under Prue’s thumb, that you
will insist on keeping me in the background in
this curious fashion. You are surely not afraid
of a girl of seventeen—and I am beginning to
feel more than halfashamed of myself. There are
people enough who would say a gentleman should
not stand in the position you have persuaded
me to stand in. You have never said ¢ Yes' to
me, yet; but after all this you cannot mean to
say ‘no.” And though T am not exactly a man

¢ What busi-

%

¢
to say.

:
%

for a woman to be proud of, this is not fair to
me ; it is not, indeed, dear. And it is not fair
to yourself, Charley."

She had a certain cleverness of her own, this
cherubic Charley, and she looked up question-
ingly in an instant.

“ Somebody has been saying something dis-
agrceable to you,” she suggested, plaintively.

*“Yes,”” he answered, knitting his brow again.
‘ Somebody has been saying something disagree-
able to me, and I want to talk to you about it.”

He loosened his hold upon the bridle, and sat
down beside her. He took her hand, and bent
forward, to look into her downcast face.

* Charley,” he cried, passionately, ¢T love
you with my whole soul, and I heard, an hour
ago, that you were playing me false.”

Thoroughly frightened as she was, Charley had
nerve enough not to start.

«“ Ah !’ she murmured, T knew it was some-
thing like that. Whenever anybody likes me,
somebody else tells them I am playing them
false.”

“ How many people have ¢liked you' during
your twenty-one years?' asked Jack, a tinge
bitterly. ¢¢A great many people, I am afraid,
Charley.”

“Yes,” answercd Charley, at once, pathetic,
and injured. ¢ A great many people, I am sorry
A great many.”’

The naivité of the speech almost disarmed him.
How could he help adoring a creature like this®
A creature with such a face, and such a voice, and
such a soft, submissive air? He kissed her hand
with eager love, just as Dick had kissed it long
ago.
“I will belicve anything you tell me,” be
whispered. ¢ Tt is not true, is it—it is not true
that there is some one else who has a right to
you; a better fellow than T am, and one who bas
loved you always. Oh, Charley, it cannot be
true, that just when I have sworn to begin my
life again, it must come to a bitter end.”

“1 don’t know who can have told you such s
cruel thing,”’ protested Charley, with tears in
her eyes.

How was Ingoldsby to know that they were
tears of genuine terror and confusion? In sooth.
this timid, easy young traitress did not know
where to turn. She could only invent a poor,

little, diplomatic slip-shod speech.

3

« Never mind who told me,’
feverishly, ¢ if it is not true.”
There was only one poor lie to be told, and

said Tngoldsby,

Charley was fain to tell it stammeringly, and is
great dread of the consequences.

*“How—how could [ behere,if it was,’" she ssid.
Digitized by 600816

-

. P S ena - =



MERELY AN

EPISODE. 413

And then, having gone this far, she was obliged
to go farther, and was led from one indiscretion
into another, until she was involved in a perfect
labyrinth of small fibs, and damaging half-de-
nials of poor Dick and his claims.

*] don’t know how I shall get out of it,"” she
sid to herself, as she slipped homeward in the
twilight. ¢ [ suppose I shall get out of it, thougi.
One always does, after awhile; but it is dreadful.”

And her eyes filled once more with tears of
vexation. But before the day closed the plot
thickened. At dinner, a letter was handed to
ber, and when she opened it, she dropped it,
with a faint cry,

¢ Oh, Prue,’”” she said, helplessly, ¢ Dick has
reached London !”

‘Has he? returned Prue, coolly tasting her
soup. ** Well, of course, it is what one might
expect, you know, if he sailed on the first, as
he intimated.”

“Yes,” faltered Charley, meekly.

She did not eat any more soup, though it was
her favorite kind, and she was endowed with a
good appetite at most times. She neglected the
other courses, also, and only revived a little
when a certain amber-jelly was brought upon the
table—a jelly she much affected, and could not
have resisted on the steps of the scaffold.

And yet, after all, she made herself as charm-
ing as possible, to meet Dick’s eye the next day.
Bhe knew he would come, and made divers grace-
ful preparations accordingly. She sewed fresh
bows of soft, light blue on a dress of his favorite
transparent white; she snooded her hair with
blue, touched up the baby-rings on her forehead,
and having made her toilet, presented herself in
the parlor to Prue, looking like a seraph for sin-
lessness.

“Do I look nice, Prue?” she asked, trying
the pier-glass, as usual. ¢ T should like to look 5

;

nice when Dick comes.”
“You always look nice,”” snapped Prue. ¢ That
is the trouble. And it isn’t Dick you care about,
it is yourself. You are as vain as a peacock.”
But Charley only smiled, and sat down com-
fortably by the window.
When Dick came at last, her manner was sim-
ply perfect. The tender-hearted, impressible fel-
Jlow thought it was emotion that brought the
delicate red to her cheeks, when he rushed into ;
the room, and caught her to his breast.
*0Oh, my Charley! My Charley!’ he cried, g
when he could speak. ¢ How beautiful you are!
Ah, Prue, how beautiful she is! A thousand :
times more beautiful than ever! And to think
she has been so sweetly true to a poor, rough |
fellow like me! How can I be grateful enough !

to her! What is such a life as mine worth, to
be laid at her feet? It is not worthy of the
honor. Ah, this pays for all! This would pay
for years of poverty and work.”

Charley settled down into her chair, comfort-.
able again, holding Dick’s fingers with a nice
little clinging touch.

¢« Have you been working very hard, poorboy "’
she asked. ‘‘ And are you very rich, indeed?
I hope you have not been working too hard.”

Dick threw himself on the stool, at her feet,
and eat adoring her, and listening hungrily to
every sound of her soft, lazy voice. Prue with-
drew into the shade of a pair of window-curtains,
and looked on with a lump in her throat, and
hot, rebellious tears rising in her eyes.

““He will find her out some day, and then—""
she murmured. ‘<Oh! he does not deserve it.
It is not fair.”

For the next few days Charley found matters
arranging themselves so smoothly, that she began
to think Fate must mean to treat her kindly. It
was 8o easy to forget, with Dick lavishing love
and admiration upon her, and Prue forced into
silence. It was so pleasant to be admired from
morning till night, and have somebody at her
feet. She began to be almost fond of Dick. His
star was in the ascendant. He had brought a
cargo of lovely things for her; rarities only to
be found in India. Once, when he had just
opened a case of wonders more charming than
all the rest, she took his hand, and actually
pressed it to her check, in her delight.

¢Oh, Dick, I am so glad you came home,’’ she
cried, artlessly. ¢ And how nice you were, to
think of me so0.”

It was just such a caress as she had bestowed
upon the lace frill, but Dick looked upon it as
the most bewitching little outburst in the world.

#t She is such a child,”” he said to Prue. 1
can hardly believe you are the younger sister,
Prue. Why, pretty, foolish Charley !”’

But there came a day when this was changed—
changed with terrible suddenness. One after-
noon he came to the house with a strange expres-
sion on his white face. The simple sight of him
frightened Charley out of all self-possession.

«Charley,”” he said, * put on your hat, and
come with me.”

The color faded out of the girl’s cheeks, and
she stared at him submissively. She had a vague
idea that she was coming unexpectedly upon her
hill of difficulty, but she was too great a coward to
confront it boldly. She obeyed him, because her
shallow brain suggested nothing else. He did
not look like Dick at all. He had the air of a
man who was-terribly i earnest.
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* Where are you going ?’ she asked, timidly. { She could only shudder and wring her hands

when they passed through the gate.

¢« We are going to the wood where you used to
mect Jack Ingoldsby,”” he answered.

8he gave him one glance, and caught her flut-
tering breath. She saw that her day of reckon-
ing had come; and it was ten times worse than
she had fancied it could be.

¢ Dick,’’ she cried, ‘“how cruel you are |
can you be—"

But he stopped her, in a voice hopeless enough
to have moved her very soul.

¢ Don’t tell me any lies, Churley,”” he said.
«That is all over. I might not have believed the
others, but I have seen Prue. I met her after I
heard the story, and I asked her to tell me the
truth, for God's sake. 1 told her that my life to
come rested upon what she might tell me; and
I asked her to remember the years strong men
live through, and just to be fair with me. I can
belicve I’rue. She was hard to conquer; but she
cannot lie, and she was obliged to give me either
yes or no. I can believe Prue, but when I look
back I can see things that—that Well, it is
all vver, Charley.”

They reached the little road, and he led her to
the very spot where she had met Ingoldshy. He
even took her to the fallen tree.

«Sit down,”” hesaid. ‘1 had a fancy I could
talk to you here. But it was not Prue who
toll me of this. This is your own little secret,
Charley.”

There really was a kind of pathos in her help-

How

lessness. She obeyed him like a child, clasping !
her hands on her knee, aud lifting her face to his.
She broke into quick little sobs. ¢

¢ Please |"” she gasped.
I'm not used to—to being spoken crossly to;
and—and I can't bear it. I will never do it
again—never. I know it was wicked, but I
eouldn’t help it; and I didn’t mean it. Don’t ¢
look at me in that way, Dick, or you will kill |
me !” ¢

«No,” he answered; I shall not kill you.
You are not the kind that is easily killed.”

Her sobs rose into a cry of terror.

¢ Dick,” she wailed, ‘ you have not—it can’t
be! You would never stop loving me—Charley.”’

He staggered back a pace, and stared at her
in passionate misery.
struck him a blow. Then he spoke in a slow,
anguished fashion, !

«1 once thought that, too,”" be said; and hez
turned away, and leaned against the tree, hiding
his face.

It was rather hard upon Charley. If she could
have invented an apt little lie; but she could not.

‘s Please, Dick, don’t! | honest man’s promised wife.

\ tie snapped at that moment,.

It was as if she hadz
{

together.

“I will never do it again,” she protested
«] dido't mean to be wicked, Dick.”

““No!” Dick groaned. ¢ You did not meanit.”

She did not quite comprehend the full signifi-
cance of his words; but she hoped they meant
mercy for her, and she tried to pluck up courags
a little,

¢ I never thought Prue would have done such
a thing,”’ she began, petulantly. ¢ It isall her
fault.”’

Dick turned toward her again, with the ghost
of a smile.

““ Was it Prue’s fault 7’ he asked her. * Are
you sure it was not mine, Charley ? Or, better
still, Ingoldsby’s ?”

Charley made a piteous face, and shrugged
her shoulders.

«If you knew all, you would not he so sure it
was not Jack Ingoldsby’s,”” she answered. ¢ How
am [ to keep people from falling in love with
me? You—you did it yourself.”

But Dick’'s tender appreciation of her pretty
follies was a thing of the past, and he did not
smile this time.

] ought not to condemn you quite unheard,”
he said, weariedly. ‘It is only fair to tell you
all I bave learned. You have trificd with me
and you have trifled with others; Jack Ingoldsby
more than all.  For I ought to have known you
You met Ingoldsby here in secret, when he
wished to act in honor and candor. You told
him that I had no claim upon you, and you le
him believe that you were fond of him. You
endangered your reputation when you were an

that fact had not a thread’s power to hold you.

¢ Are these things truth, or 128 ?”

«[—I. He led me into it,”” she answered,
after a pause, in a burst of wretchedness, snd
she hung her head, the tears slipping down her
cheeks.

That was all Dick cared to hear, the last fral
He gave her along
look, and held out his hand.

¢ Good-by,”’ he said.

Perhaps the old memories crowding upon him
made his voice choked and unsteady. After thess
hard years of danger, and faith, and love's laber
—1love'slabor lost ! Far, far better, that he should
have come home, and found the earth lying hesvy
on the fair, foolish face! But Charley fancied
she detected relenting in his tone, and she actel
upon the supposition. She hung her head more
dej ectedly, and let her tearsrun faster; she sobbed
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word. The next instant, however, she was unde-
ceived, and a sharp shock it was to her. Dick’s
band fell, and he turned from her quietly. Her
heart leaped into her throat. He was going to
leave her in terrible, stern earnmest. And then }
she remembered bis loving blindness, his adora-
tion, his readiness of self-sacrifice, his lavish-
ness. Who else would be o willing and tender
sslave? Who' else would admire her so wholly?
And then all the lovely things he had given her!
Just two or three steps Dick had taken, when he
heard an emotional, little shuddering sob, and
Charley had sprung forward, and thrown her
arms about his meck. Her cheek touched his
shoulders, her beautiful eyes appealed to him
quite pathetically. Pride might have controled
some women, but not Charley.

«“ Dick,” she pleaded, * don't leave mé, Dick,
please. No one has ever been so—so faithful to
me. And, Dick, if you go awsy, I know it will
end in my marrying Jack Ingoldsby—I know it
will. And he isn’t a good man, Dick, and T am
afraid. Don’t leave me. S8tay with me, and
keep me safe.” ' ‘

Fate had been cruel enough to her already,
but all had not been meted out to her until this
moment.

Even as she clung to Dick, swayed by the
reckless impulse of her unstable, inconsequent
pature, standing revealed in a poorer light than
she had ever stood revealed in before, hoth heard

s slight crackling of the twigs, a footstep on the
sward, and Jack Ingoldsby himself came toward
them.

But he did not look like Dick—his handsome
face had a sneer upon it. Dick’s was only sad
and despairing—his was defiant and sardoni¢. He
bared his head, and stood in the sunshine, smi-
ling a smile which almost &rove Charley ott of
her frail senses.

] thought I should find yod Rere,” hé gaid,
“snd I am glad to be in time. You ure fond of
this place, Miss Maurier.”

But there the power of his youth ahd passion '

conquered him, and his mocking changed to
fierce earnest. His nature was not such an one
as Charley’s. There were heights and depths in
it such as she could never have comprehended.

“You did your workt for me,”” he said, hoarse-
ly, ** but now I know ytu—thank God, 1 know
you too ehallow and valueless a creature to go to
perdition for. You might hdve been my utter
ruin, but I have édéaped you, thanks to chance.

You said just now, as I came up, that you were
sfruid you wéuld be driven to marrying me. |

Don’t be afraid of that;: your peace will hot be

this is my last transgression upon your leni.
ency.”’
Then ye bowed to Dick, with a touch of manly

‘dignity, and replaced his hat upon his head.

“] ask your pardon for my words,” he added.
“I cannot ask her's.” And, having ended,
turned on his heel, and left them.

Dick’s last reproach and farewell was uttered.
then.

“Oh, Charley,” he said, “to think how we
have both loved you, and you could be true to
neither of us. Tt is good-by, indeed.”” And he
released himself from her hands gently, and went
away, too.

To describe Charley’s bitter sense of defeat,
and misery, and humiliation, would be a diffi-
cult matter. It almost amounted to an agony for
the first few minutes after she found herself left
alone. She flung herself down upon the turf,
and shed the most heartfelt teavs of her life ;
but it was her own helplessness she was weeping
for. She felt herself far more to be pitied than
any one else. Dick adored her no longer, and
Ingoldsby did not even admire her. It was more
than she could bear to face all at once.

It was unpleasant enough to think of confront-
ing Prue, but she was obliged to do it at last.
She fanned herself with her hat, and walked
slowly home, in hopes that the eool air would
destroy the traces of her emotion. But Prue did
not avoid the dreaded subject, She met her at
the door with a succinet remark,. and Charley
saw she had been crymg, too.

* Dick has gone,” she said.

' Where ?"’ faltered Charley

“ Back to Calcutta,” answered Prue, chokmg
back a sob.

Charley stood a moment in npparent.ly humble
silence, and then she spoke in sweet reflective-
ness.

*1 wonder if he will expect me to send back
all his presents,’”’ she said.

Prue turned her back upon her, and marched
away. Chsrley went up stairs, and econsulted
her glass, to see if she was very much disfigured
by her tears. She looked like a baby whe had
cried. Her eyes were soft and dewy, her cheeks
wore a warm flush, and the evening wind hed
ruffled the little wayward rings upon her brow.
She was sufficiently encouraged to draw a ugl
of rehef

1t is the most disagreeable thing that. ever
happened to me in my life,”” she .murmured.
“ But,” and here she smiled the cherubic smile,

“1 a.m.too—too pretty not to be—married some
day.”

80 endangered. I shall not trouble you again ;

Merely an episode !
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