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CHAPTER XIIL
THE WARQUIS IS8 GREATLY PLEASED.

As she saw who it was, Dolores shrank
back slightly and pressed her hand to her
bosom, as she had dome when she had seen
the Marquis at the theatre. The gesture,
the expression, were almost imperceptible,
put his quick eye noticed them, and he said
in his soft voice, apologetic, almost ecares-
sing :

"gl fear I startled you. I did not know
anyone was -here; pray forgive me. How
charmimngly you have arranged the flowers."”

“] am glad you like them,”" said Dolores
simply, and quite calmly.

“pyeryone would admire them,”” he said;
“gnd I only pay & genuine tribute to your
exquisite taste."’

“You are quite satisfied !" said Dolores,
regarding the vases thoughtfully,

e looked at her swiltly, then he said

hesitatingly, deferentially :

“You nre not quite 1" he said. “I wonder
whether I ean guess why. Ah, yes; you do
pot like the crimson roses amongst the
white? Is that not so?”’ )

She shot & glance at him and smiled. “I
think they would be better away,”” she said;
“but most people prefer the touch of colour.”

“Most people hove little taste,”” he said,
with a shrug of the shoulders; “but it ir
evident that you—and I—are exceptions to
the rule. BShall we take one of the roses
away and see how the vase looks without it ?
1 would offer to help you, but 1 fear to touch
them with my clumsy fingers. Ah, that is
petter, is it pot! You would have been
quite right to follow your own taste. The ar-
rangement is now perfect. 1 wonder whether
wy guests wiil appreciate it? Some, perhaps,
but not all of them, for English people are
not generally blessed with a sense of the har-
mony of colours—or anything élse. I can
say that without offence to you, because, if I
sm not mistaken, you do not belong to the
great, the all-conquering nation. Your ac-
cent, and your face betray you. Surely you
are Spanish ¥'' he added, ™ his eyes dwelling
on her with smiling interrogation,

“Partly,” she said.

“Ah!"” he said, as if congratulating him-
self. “Then we are countrymen. I, too, am
Spanish; my name i8 Ferdinand Mansan-
srez. May I ask yours, Seforita 1"’

He put the question with an air of the most

rofound respect and deference, evan inclined
ﬁis head slightly, as if apologising for what
might seem an impertinence.

“My name is Luzia, my lord,”" said
Dolores quietly, and with perfect self-posses-
sion, as she took up her gloves from a side
table.

“You wnre going?' he said, with just
s faint note of regret in his rich voice. “Will
vou let me say that I am sorry your task
done? 1 should like to have watched you
Jonger. Let me see, you come from ?
Wlﬁc you tell me the name of the florist? I
should like to tell your principal how more
than delighted I am with the skill and the
taste which you have been so good as to dis-
play on my behall 1"

Dolores gave him Guzman's name, and he
went towarde the writing table. He wrote a

note rapidly, and brought it to her with the
epvelope unfastened.

“Yon have forgoltem to seal it, my lord,"”
she eaid as she took it. s

He raised his eyebrows slightly and smiled.
“One does mot seal a leiter conveyed by the
favour of a lady,”” he said.

0f course Dolores pleased by this deli-
cate indication of hi:%spect. his suggestion
of equality, and et emiled and coloured
faintly. He preceded her to the doa-, and

opening it for her stood with bowed hewd.

“Goad-bye, Senorita,”” he said.

The Marquis was not guilty of the
aucheric and ill-breeding of 1ollowing to the
anding and watching her down the stairs,
but ke stood as if lost in thought, his fine
brows drawn together as if he were puzzled
by something. 1t seemed to him that he had
seen her before, that he ought to remember
her; and after awhile he did recall the
beantiful girl whose fan he had picked up in
the vestibule of the theatre; but Dolores’ face
had been partly concealed by her lace wrap,
and he shook his head and shrugged his
shoulders ; for it was impossible that they
could be one and the same girl; that a girl
irom a florist’s should have been amongst the
occupants of the stalls or the boxes at a
theatre,

Dolores reached home to find Florella all of
a quiver with excitement and curiosity; and

olores, as she took off her outdoor things,
gave an account of her experiences, or rather

Part of them ; for, obeying an impulse, which
she could not explain to herself, she refrained
from mentioning the name of the gentleman
of the house who had been good enough to
cxpress his approval of her work: perhaps
One oi her reasoms for conmcealing it was the
lact that her mention of the Marquis's name
Woukl have recalled bitter memories of Can-
I:la to poor Florella, She laid the note on
He table; but when Florells unthinkingly

'gan to draw it from the unfastemed enve-
lope, Bulores stayed her,

“"We won't read it, dear,’”’ she said, “'be-
"jl“rt‘l it 1s not meant for us, though it is un-

wair
e Ui course,”” assented Florella at once.

J‘“|_l:.‘v.-t_. your fortune is made, I know it,
‘el it! But I am not surprised; oh, no; I
knew vou would succeed.”’

. Uolures took the note to Guzman, who read
%, worked his evebrows up and down, and

Ushed out his thick lips; then he regarded
enly and inquired:

» you read this note, Senorita?

4 r of Eve and not eurious?

then, T will teM you its purport. My

ron s greatly pleased with the way in
ch you did your work: so pleased that he
43 ordered me to supply decorations for hia
table three nights in the week."”

He did not add that the Marquis had given
: order conditionally, and that the condi-

0. was that the same yvoung lady should be
#0t to arrange the Howers.

No?
For a

Dt
why
!

Aoy

CHAPTER XIV.
THE DANCES OF SPAIN,

On her nest visit to the house in Cadogan
‘4uare, Dolores did not see the Marquis; but
41:-0“: at home and saw her from an open
TWay; he was too worldly-wise, too much
"?_ adept in the art of snaring women to
;:rrn hier by too rapid an advance, but the
ru:t Lime siie came ha‘ sauntered into _the
a W and greeted her with a bow and a little
T of surprise.
:I!\ this your day, Seflorital?"* he eaid with
MP-E:-..mt smile. "I am glad I am at home,
47 I remain and watch you arrange the
m:-f,“' I won't presume to offer any advice,
1 _'- less assistanee ; ll'l(lﬂé'!. none is needed.
hu'”"- glad of the opportunity of telling you
m-' much your decorations have been ad-
ired; everyone of my guests noticed and
Paised them. Now, where did you acquire
%r exquisite taste; was it in our Spain or
Te in England?"
d ln England,” replied Dolores, *“in Lon.
,“- here; all the best flowers, the best of
irything, comes to London."
hat is quite tiue,”” he assented,

% her significant
"""mousg:ll cantly, but Dolores was
n¥' b

glacing
! all un-
the compliment. *You like Lon-
¢ asked, seating himself across g

chair and leaning his arm on the back in a
free and easy but quite respectful manner.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “It is a very grand
place ; it is also ugly, some of it.”

“I hope you have seen the best of it,” he
said. “Sometimes ome misscs it; one wants
a guide, a cicerone. I wish you were a man,
Seflorita.”

Dolores emiled, and raised her eyebrows
interrogatively.

“Bacause I could offer to show you some of
the things worth eceing,” he said, softly and
nu%}g:stivuly.

lores smiled again. “It is somewhat un-
fortunate that I am not,” she said; “but I
thank you all the same, my lord.”

He did not show his disappointment at his
failure, but laughed.

“You ows me no thanks.
great pleasure to act as your guide—if you
were a young man. DBut perhaps you have
already a guide, a companion, one who dis-
chnrges the duty better than I could dot!”

The impertinence of the question waa
masked by the pleasant, respectful way in
which it was put. Dolores turned aside; her
lips quivered, and her dark brows came to-
gether. The Marquis had touched a sore
spot in her heart, and recalled Broughton to
her memory; and when she turned again her
{face was grave, her oyes sad.

““No, I have no one,” she said to him.

He drew a little breath of relief, of satis-
faction.

“Do you like
centre vdse, my
matter-of-fact tone.

“It is beautiful, it is perfect!”
enthusiastically. “ Do you
flowers at many houses?”

“Not at many as yet,” she answered.
“Yours was the first house at which 1 have
dope it, my lord. It was my trial; but [ am
going to ancther house to-morfow.”

““Now, I wonder which that is,” he eaid.
“] wonder if it is one of my friends.”

“1 do not know,”” she said.

“How strange it would be if it should be
at some place at which I am dining. Do you
know, I think I should recognise your taste
and ekill.,”

“That is not verly likely, my lord,” said
Dolores, with a smile,

His presence, the conversation, amused
her. It was ®» singular coincidence that
the Maorquis of Mansanarez should be
sitting there and talking to her, and
yet not know her, not know that she had
been brought up almost under the shadow of
his Castle, There was & touch of romance
in it which appealed to her, as it would have
appealed to any girl. But amusement was
the only feeling which she entertained; she
was neither shy nor nervous in his presence,
and she had ceased to shrink from him as
she had shrunk at the theatre and at her frst
visit. She had forgotten the tradition of the
evil eye of the Mansanarez.

“Will you tell me the name of that
flower?” he maked presently. “ Will you
permit me to smoke a cigarette?!’ He took
oyt his gold case and held it out to her with
grive courtesy. J

Dolores’ hand went out to it mechanically s
but she drew the hand back, and shook her
hend slightly.

“No, thank you, my lord,” she eaid.

"You do not smoke—you, a Spaniard!"™

“l am not altogether——" she checked
herself. “Ladies do not smoke in England;
it is not the general custom,” she said
quietly. “No, I do not know the name of the
flower. 1 am ashamed to say that T do not
kow the names of half the flowers I
arrange.’’

“Ah, let me sce!” he said.
can find out.”

Ho went to a book-case, and, humming
lightly, found a magnificently-bound volume,
and brought it to the table close beside her.

“] think we shall find it here. Is not that
it, Sefioritat” ha asked.

Dolores, leaning one hand on
bent over the coloured plate.  Their heads
were very close together. and the Marquia
drew his breath sharply and looked up at her
with a swift glance; but Dolores was too in-
tent upon the plate to notice the catch in his
breath, the ardour in hia eves.

“Yes, that is it,” she said,
pronounce the name.'

“It is Latin.,” he said in a curious voice,
as if he found some difficulty in “speaking.
“You shall take the book away with you, if
you please, Sefiorita, and study it at your
leisure.” -

Dolores smiled at him gatefully; but, after
o alight pause, she said gravely:

“Thank you, my lord; but I will not take
the book.”

“But why not?" he asked. “It is heavy,
teo heavy for you to earry. I will send it to
you. Will you please tell me your address?’

“1t is not necessary,” said Dolores quite
calmly. *I do not want the book.”

He was too astute to attempt to force the
book upon her, and with a little shrug and &
smile he replaced it in the case. :

*“It is there, Seforita, with its other
volumes, if you should care to look at them
at any time, Please consider them entirely
at your service, at vour disposal.”

Dolores acknowledged his offer by a alight
inclination of the head, and began to put on
her glovea. The button of the right one
proved refractory, and he came up to her.

“Permit me, Seforita,” he said ~ deferen<
tially, more deferentially than the courtesy
denranded.

Dolores held out her hand, as any other
Iady would have done, and he buttoned the
glove, taking some time over it, and glanr‘in[.i
up at her face when he had asccomplishec
the task. But if he cxpectied to _find some
indication of embarrassment, of shyness, of
coquetry in her face, he was disappointed,
for it was absolutely calm and composed ; and
the dark eyes were fixed upon her glove as if
she were just patiently waiting for it to
be buttoned, as she would have waited if
a shopman had been performing the task; in
fact, Dolores regarded the Marquis's little
act of courtesy as a matter of course, and she
withdrew with perfect calmness and sell-
posscssion. ;

But she left the Marquis strangely
agitated. He was conscious that the girl was
making a deeper impression on him than he
had expectod or desired. He kpew that her
quict dignity, her self-composure, her in-
differcnce to his insidious compliments were
not affected, but absolutely genuine.

*“The girl is a lady,”” he murmured to him-
sell, ns he stured at the flowers half pen-
sively, hall resentfully. ‘'‘She keeps one at
arm’s length without any effort; she carries
hersell like a young queen; there is some-
thing imperious, compelling, in her absolute
innocence, unself-consciousness. She has
hands like those of a lady, her voice—by all
the saints, am I falling in Jlove with her,
really in love! Ah, but :hat is nonsense,
that is absurd. A little flower girl! And yet
1 would give something to see her in Bvenin%
drcsa—bai. I have already said that to mysel
o score of times! But what a sensation she
would create anywhere; anywhere, in Lon-
don, Paris, Madrid. 3
her—she would have the world "at her feet!
And she is so unconscious of her beauty, so
free from vavity, coquetry—not s glance, not
s smile of invitation, of acceptation. Bo
ealm, so cold; and yet I know the coldness is
only on the surface, that s fire smoulders in
her heart, which needs only the breath of
love to fan it to a flame. Now, if a man were

this
in a

he said
arrange the

the arrangement of
lord?" she asked

*1 think we

the tahle,

“But I cannot

i of the confusion as quickly as possible.

' usual, she was absorbed in her

! stay .where you put them.
beforet "™

They would rave about’

that girl—ah, well, he might led
: ¢ cise in the world slide by une
e aioved impatiently, and the colour rose
ais face, his dark eyes glowed.
. - - - L

The f-llowing day Dolores was
decorate the table of

sent to
the famous Lady Blan-
tvre. Florella, who occasionally read the
newspapers, had told Dolores before sha
started something about her ladyship, and
Dolores was hoping that she might catch a
glimpse of the Countess, who was not only
oune «f the leaders of society, but a prominent
Socialist, a Theosophist, a Suffragette, and
other interesting things too numerous to men-
tion,

The oceasion which called for Dolores®
services was a big dinner to be given to repre-
sentatives of the well-nigh innumernuie
societics and bodies to which Lady Blantyre
belonged, and Dolores found the great houso
in Grosvenor-place in the throes of the last

reparations for the function; for Lady

lantyre’s nervous and exeitable tempera.
ment naturally affeccted her establishmnent,
and servants were hurrying to and fro and
making a great deal of fuss; so much so, that
Dolores found some difficulty in attracting
the attention of any of them. But & harassed-
locking young man, one of her Iladyship's
secretaries, caught sight of the amazed but
rather amused girl, and conducted her to the
magnificent dining-room, where the table was
being laid by a flurried butler and four still

. more flurried footmen,
It would give me

Dolores eat down and waited until they
had finished. Then she opened her box and
set to work, intending to finish and get out
After
& while the servants left her alone, and, as
work when

the door was flung open and a very diminun-

! tive lady ecame in and looked round with an
 anxious but smiling countenance. She ecaught
| sight of Dolores, and gave a quick nod.

**Oh, here you are, my dear!" she said. “I
was wondering whether you would come.
What lovely flowers! And you are arranging
them very prettily, Jolly work! I've often
wished 1 was o flower girl. They are much
nicer to handle than human beings, and they
Have I secen you

“I think not,” eaid Dolores. “No; I have
not heen here before.”

*Of course you haven't, or I should have
remembered you; you're so pretty.” *

Dolores laughed; the compliment was too
candid to be blushed for.

“You're not English, are you!' inquired
Lady Blantyre, as she took up some of the
flowers, smelt them quickly, and as quickly
dropped them again. ““Italian? No; I see—
Spanish. How interesting! Do you happen
to know any of the Revolutionary Party ino
Bpain?”

sfore Dolores ecould reply the worried-
leoking ezcretary entered.

“Oh, here you are, Mr. Johnson,”
lady, swinging round upon him.
me? We musi talk here; there isn’t another
quiet spot in the whole house—you won't
mind, my dear? We sha'n’t disturb you? ”

“Of a certainty not in the very least,”
Dolores responded.,

**How prettily you said that. Well, Mr.
Johnson, whal is it?"

She plumped rather than sat down on o
chair, and clasped her hands, as if foreing
herself to be still. The secretury took some
letters from his pocket and began to  read
one.

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, don't read them
all; just tell me what they mean; snd not
all of them, please; only the most important.
You're worrying about something, I csp see.”

“It is a letter I have just received from
Lady Marsden,” said the secretary. “I am
sorry to say, Lady Blantyre, that the voung
dancer Lady Marsden promised us for the
26th is iil—influenza—and that it will not be
possible for her to come.”

Lady Blantyre threw out her hands with a
gesture of despair.

“But what am I to do!" she cried. *“How
stupid this influenza is; it always takes
people just when you want them. What on
earth shall we do?! We've heen depending on
this girl for the principal item in the pro-
grammne, and I've been talking about her to
everybody. It will be such a disappuintment.
Really, it is very inconsiderate of her. But,
of course, I don't mean that; the poor child
couldn’t help it. What do you propose, Mr.
Jok uson? "’

*1 really don't know, Lady Blantyre."

“My dear feilow, you never do!” remarked
ber ladyship sharply; but her laugh took the
sung from her words. “You'couldu't take her
piace, 1 suppose?

**Scarcely,’" said

said the
“You want

the poor secretary,
eolouring. “‘I might find a substitute, if
time permitted; but I am afraid—it is pos-
sible that at one of the theatres it

Lady Blantyre gave a little shrick, *“Oh,
no, no, tuat wouldn’t do at all! I don't want
anyone professionsl, or, of course, 1 could ged
a whole ‘corps de ballet’; nothing easier;
but I don't want anything from the theatre.
‘I'his giri who was coming to us i5 s lady—
you understand, Mr, Johnsont”

“Yes, I do; but——" he responded rether
feebly.

Lady Blantyre sprang ulp. very nearly up-
setting the chair, and set her hat straigut, as
if she were about to start off somewuere at
onee,

*1 must do something,” she declared. *“I
wonder who could help me, whether anyone
knows of a girl! Do you, my dear?’’ she de-
manded of Dolores. **1 want a young lady to
give a skirt dance—any kind of fancy dance—
tor a féte I am giving on behalf of the funds
of Washerwomen’s Orphans."”

Dolores had some difficulty in suppressing
a smile, “I'm afraid not, my lady.”

“Dear me, how annoying!” exclaimed her
ladystip. *“*How pretty you've made the
wable look! Thanks so very much.” She
turned sway, but paused to absently watch
Doiores as she replaced the superidusus
flowers in the box; and, with a suadenness,
which almost made Dolores start, her lady-
ship shot out the inquiry:

“Do you dance! DLut, of course you do! I
can see that by the way you move.'”

Dolores shrugged her shoulders slightly. I
uvsed to dunce,” she said | guietly, *“‘wt the
weddings and the festas.”

“Of course!” exclaimed her ladyship.
*“You are Spaunish; and they au dance.  w.al
you dance for me on tue 26th, my deart”

**No, my lady,"” replied Dolores, even more
quictly than® before.

“You won't? Now, why won't you? I'm sure
you can, and that you would be a very great
success ; at any rete, I'll take the chaunce.
Now, why won't yout™

*1 do not think 1 should be good enough,
my lady,"” said Dolores, prudently ignoriug
the guestion,

“un, 1 am quite sure you would,” said
Lmly l}iam_vre, with nnzlng (:pllmimrl,
“and they wouldn't krow if you were not;
but I am sure there is no question of your
not being able to dance." She was silent for
w moment, and glanced onee or twice at Dolou-
res consideringly ; then she continued: I
wish you'd try; you ean’t try now, 1 suppose?
Of course not, but will you come to me this
evening ; 1 slhnll be home for a meeling then?
We can see how you get on. Don't refuse
me, there’s a dear girl; no one refuses e
anything, and I've set my heart wpon this
dunce and made no end of a fuss about it."

Dolores still hesitated, but after a moment
or two she said:

“Very well, I will come, and you shall sea
if 1 can do it, my lady."”

Lady Blantyre exclaimed gratefully, and,
somewhat to Deolores’ confusion, kissed her;
ber ladyship had to stand on tiptee to do it.

Still very doubtful of her capacity, and her
wisdom of even making the attempt to com-
ply with Lady Blantyre's startling requesi,
Dolores kept her sppointment on the follow-
ing eveming. Lady Blantyre was late, and,
rushing in, led Dolores to the ball-room. ‘lhe
electric lights had been turned on, and for a
moment Dolores was half startled by the
splendour of the room, one of the most
beautiful in London. Lady Blantyre called
to a maid, who followed them with a mil-
liner's box. With bher wusual energy and

| promptness, Lady Blantyre had obtained a
Bramsh costume, mantilla and all complete,
sud she turned out the contents of the box,
taiking rapidly. as she did so.

“1 measured vou with my eye, my dear,™
sh: said “and 1 hope tho things will fit you.
T Ley've sent two or three pairs of shoes; try
tiiom on. My! what a small foot you bave!
There's a tambourine. That's quite right,
igr't it?—and the mantilla. Run and fetch
n:e  that big tortoiseshell ecomb, Marie—
( quick! Tl help dress the young lady while
you're gome. Oh, 1 don't know ydur name;
picase tcll me.”

“Luzia,”" said
“but—""

Dolores hesitatingly,

“You don't want it to sppear on the pro-
gramme, L sce. We'll just call you ‘‘i1he
Seforita.' How do you speil it 1"

She whipped out a pencil and wrote the
word on the tablet thut hung at her chate-
laine ; then helped Dolores 1o put on the cos-
tume.

“You look superb !” she exclaimed, draw-
ing back and scanning Dolores admiringly.
“Now, I'll play you something, I've got some
Spoanish dance music. Of course you'll have
8 proper orchestra on the night.”

She ran to the piano and began to play.
Dolores listened for a moment until she got
the time, then she began to dance, a little un-
certainly at first, but presently she swung
into the dance, one of her childhood’s days,
and was so engrossed in it that she stopped
with a start =zs the music suddenly ceased,
and, looking round, saw Lady Blantyre gaz-
ing at her with open eyes of surprise, satis-
faction, delight.

“My dear girl !"" she exclaimed. “Why—
why, it's splendid, perfect, magnificent! It's
the most bewitching thing I ever saw! I can
scarcely believe that you are not a profes-
sional.” i

Dolores laughed softly.
flushed, her eyes sparkling.

“I do not dance very well,”” she said. “I
mean that 1 was not a particularly good
dancer; some of the other girls were much
better.”

“1-don't believe it,” retorted her ladyship;
“it's your modesty, my dear. 1 have never
scen anything more beautifu!, and I assure
you that you will create a perfect furore on
the night. Do dance something else! Come
here and tell me what to play."”’

Dolores turned over the music end found »
fandango. Lady Blantyre played it, and,
when the dance was finished, sprang wp from
the pisno with a cry of delight and triumphn.

“Oh, I am the luckiest person in the world
to have discovered vyou!" she cried. “All
London will be talking about this dance of
yours, And even if you didn't do it so per-
fectly, you look so beautiful that everybody
will be c¢harmed.- Oh, I am so grateful to
you! It there is anything I can do for
you—-""

She wonld like to have sat down there and
then and written a cheque; hut she was too
acute not to know that tha girl would resent
an offer of money.

They selected three dances. **There will
be sure to be a douhle encors,” declared Lady
Blantyre; and Dolores, after refusing  her
ladyship’s pressing offer of some refresh-
ment, took her departure,

She went to Cadogan Square next day, anc
the Marquis came into the room as usual.
Dolores happened to be rather late, and, tc
his chagrin, was so engaged in her work that
she appeared to have pno time to tal: with
him, and only answered his questions in
monosyllables  and rather absently. Her
absolute unconsciousness of his attentions,
her absorption in her task, of course only
served to heighten his interest in her. He hao
scarcely been able to put her out of his mind
since their last meeting; he had looked for
ward to seeing her again, to talking to her, tc
hearing the deep, musical voice, and now she
had scarcely a word for him. He hoverea
about her, somewhat impeding her move-
ments ; he kept as near to her as possible,
handing the flowers, filling the vases with
waler, eager to do anything that would en-
able him to keep at her side, to touch her
hand, as if by accident.

“You are going,” he said, with open re-
gret, nlmost with an air of injury. “You
have been here n very short time. Suppose,
now, 1 were to ray that I did not like the ar-
t:-l'.-m“g‘f.'ml:m. of the flowers, what would you
o t
“Alter them, my lord, to your pleasure,’”
replied Dolores; “but I hope vou will rnot
ask me to do so, for I have to go to another
])Iuce, to decorate a room for a ball, and I
wve not much time. Besides, Just now you
said that vou liked the decorations.”

“Did I he said. *“*Ah, yes, I did.
a little confused—you have been in
hurry, Sefiorita. 1 wanted to tell you, to
show you something."” His hand slid into
his pocket and he kept it there while he went
on, ‘I am very grateful to you for the way
in which—for the exquisite ekill and taste
which you have exernised on ny behalf. As
you know, Sefiorita, it i3 customary in our
country to express one's gratitude on such
occasions by the offer of a little gift, a trifl-
ing tribute——""

Ie drew a small morocco case from his
pocket, and opening it displaved to Dolores’
astonished eyes a very beautiful and costly
diamond bracelet. Her eyes rested upon it
for o moment, then she looked up at him
gravely and shook her head.

*I thavk you, my lord,"”
could not accept it."’

‘“You refuse! Ah, no, you will not be so
unkind as to wound me by refusing,
Sefiorita.”’

*1 could mot take it,”" said Dolores quietly.

“*Ah, pray!" he urged softly, imploringly.
“Let us see how it looks on your wrist."

Dolores did not whip her hand behind her,
but. continued putting on her gloves with per-
fect self-possession; and he stood, with the
bracelet in his hand, regarding her with a
troubled and almost penitent expression.

“It is sufficient for me to know that you
are pleased, my lord,” she said quite simply.
*“I do not wish any present. If yon were
again to offer me ome, I should not be able
to come—-""

He dropped the bracelet in his pocket,
stretched out his hand, and bowed his Lead.

“Forgive me!"' he said. *‘I know that you
are right. It was foolish of me to think that
you wonld take it—and yet, I had so hoped
that you would let me give you some such
little trifle as a mark of my gratitude and
esteem, We are of the same country—we
have been friends; at least, it seems so to me
—1I shounld be sorry if I have offended you.
Ah, forgive me, Sefiorita "'

“There is nothing to forgive,' said
Dolores. “You meant to be kind to me,
but Good-day, my lord.”

Naturally enough Dolores was excited and
rather nervous as she set forth for Lady
Blanityre’s on the night of the 26th, and yet
she felt that she would not fail, for she had
been practising, as far as the narrow limits
of the attic-room would allow, and the
memory of her childhood’s dances had come
back completely to her.

As Dolores entered the hall, Marie, the
maid, came to her and took her up to Lady
Blantyre's dressing-room,

“Her ladyship will come to you presently,
miss,”” she said.

Presently her ladyship, im full war-paint
and all ablaze with diamonds, came running

“Oh, my dear!' she exclaimed. *“‘Sunch a
mob! How surprised, how delighted they will
be with vou. You look beautiful! Oh, what
a success you will be! I musin’t stay, I must
go back, or they will miss me. Marie will
bring you down at the proper time. 1 do not
want them to see you until the last moment.”

She ran away, and Dolores sat down, bnt
she could not remain still, so fell to walking
up and down. As she did so, she happened to
glance at the box which held the costume; in
it lay a little black velvet mask edged with
lace, which she had not seen before. She
sprang for it with a little ery. .

1 will wear this,"" she said, and she put it

on quickly.
Marie gtared at her aghast, . ‘‘Oh, but

Her face was

I am
such o

she said, “‘but I

miss——"" ghe remonstrated. *“Oh, yon
musn’t wear that! Why, it hides your face!"!

“Exactly,’” eaid Dolores laughingly, *‘that
is why I will wear it.”

“But——" Marie bit her lip, hesitated for
a moment, then blurted out, ""But yonu don't
want to hide your face, you are so pretty.
Her Iadyship 1s counting upon—"'

“What does it matter what I lock like,
whether I am pretty or ugly,” said Dolores.
*It is the dancing; it is the dance they have
come to see.'” At this moment the electric
bell rang, and Marie cried with dismay:

y'There's the bell! We must go, miss! Ohb,
pfay, pray, take it off I'’

**No, no! Let us go,"” said Dolores, still
laughingly ; and she went past Marie quickly.

As she descended the stairs she heard the
prelude of one of the Spanish dances being
played by & well-known band: her heart be-
gan to beat fast, her colour came and went.
Some footmen standing in the hall flung open
the door, and she entered the ballrosin. The
blaze of lights, the brilliant crowd, the
strains of the music mingling with the hum
and buzz of conversation and laughter, gave
her **pause’” for 2 moment; then she bit her
lip. set her teeth, and advanced to the bare
and polished place on the floor which had
been il[l'l):l[‘f‘{l for her.

Suddenly the conversation, the laughter,
ceased ; she felt every eve fixed on her, pierc-
ing her. From the silence rose a little cry of
astonishment, dismay; it was Lady Blan-
tyre's, at sight of the mask. Dolores waited
to catch up the tune, her foot gently tapping
the floor. Then she began to dance,

(To be Continued.)

FAMILY TRAGEDY.

— ——

FATHER KILLS HIS SON.

A shocking tragedy, in which a father is
alleged to have murdered his son and then
attempted suicide, occurred early in the morn-
ing at Grimsby, the victim being Fred Wel-
burn, twenty-six, wagon repairer, The father
is William Welburn, fifty-five, deal carrier.
A milk boy, whilst on his rounds, saw a man’s
face looking through the coal-house flap at
Welburn’s house, and as the man was groaning
a police-sergeant Was brought. On entering
the house the officer found both men lymng on
the kitchen floor in a serious condition. A
doctor was summoned, but unon arrival the son
was dead. The father was removed to hos
pital. A carving knife and a chopper were
picked up from the floor. The son had
apparently been stabbed several times in the
throat, neck, and chest. The father had also
been wounded in the throat and chest.

At the inquest the eldest son of the family
said he had left' bome owing to his father's
threats.

Mrs. Welburn, giving evidence, said she had
left hier husband owing to his ill-treatment of
her and his threats to the deceased.

The coroner mentioned that there was a
possibility of the father recovering from his
injuries.

Police-sergeant Spindler said when he
reached the house he mid to the father, ** What
has happened?” and the man replied, “Me and
my son quarrelled. 1 done him, and I thonght
I would do myself."”

——ee

UNDER A PALL,

¥CG CAUSES MANY ACCIDENTS.

A platelayer named Arihur Chalkley was
killod on wie line at Winchmore Hill during a
dense fog. At Lincoln the body of a railway
ruard named Gibbins was found in the river.
t is thought he missed his way in the fog.
The body of a woman was found om the line
near Boston,

William Whysall, seventy-two years old, a
retired chemist, of Grantham, left home for
his usual walk, and evidently got lost in the
fog. He was found lying dead in a ditch about
four miles from his home.

The bodvy of Harold Howe. twenty-one vears
old, a mill-hand, living at Golcar, near Hud-
dersfield, was recovered from the canal at Golear,
It is believed that on his way home from the
mill at night he lost his way in the fog

The French steamer Envernen was in ool-
lision with the Condor, said to be of Spamish
ownership, near the Greenland Wharf, adjoia-
ing the entrance to the Surrey Commereial
Docks, and sank, but the whole of the crew
were rescued.

A 3,000-ton steamer, the Epidauro, of Trieste,
went ashore on the Gower coast. All the crew
were ]"l‘.'-;(‘ul'(]_

The Cunarder Carmania, from New York, ran
into the fog at Fishguard, and stopped four
miles off Strumble Iead, wheére t]ho Great
Westorn tender picked her up and piloted her
to nnchornge.

. All the Irish boats were hours late in arriv-
ing.

WELSH DISESTABLISHMENT.

i

THROWN OUT BY THE LORDS,

The Welsh Disestablishment Bill was rejected
by the House of Lords on Friday after a aehate
lasting three days. The Bill thus comes under
the Parliament Act in the same way as the
Home Rule Bill, and both measures will go to
the House of Lords again next session, 1 the
present Geovernment is still in power, The
voting was as follows:—

For rejection ... sas - .. 252
Against s - —_— !
-

Majority against ... 201

AGED M.P. DEAD.

Mr. Robert Cameron, Liberal member for
the Houghton-le-Spring Division of Durham,
died in London on Tnursday morning in his
eighty-ninth year. IHe¢ had been inm 1ll-health
for =ome time, and for practically the whole of
the Session had been paired with Mr. Chamber-
lain. Me insisted, howeves, on voting on the
third reading of the Home Rule and Welsh Dis-
establicament Bills, aad on ecach oceasion was
taken iuto the Division Lobby in a chair.

Mr. Cameron had represented the Houghton-
le-Spring Division since 1895, and at the Gene-
ral Eloction was returned unopposed. At the
slecticn in January, 1910, his majority was
6,011,

——

POACHING AFFRAY.

At Neweastle Michael Cunningham. John
Arkle, and Alfred Arkle, miners, were indicted
for poaching at Lounginrst, and for having
feloniously shot at Robert Fairbairn, head
gamekeeper. )

There was a charge against the game-

keeper of having shot at Johm and Alfred
Arkle with intent to do grievous hodily harm.
The men pleaded guilty to poaching, but denied
the shooting case.
Fairbairn was found not guilty and dis-
.‘h:\l'g-f'd. For the }m:u'l:m;_: r:ulu:.ngh,:m and
John and Alfred Arkle were sentenced to nine
months' imprisonment each, the Judge direct-
ing a verdict of not guilty on the charge of
shooting with intent.

———— e

It was stated at a meeting of the London
County Council that during the last six yeurs
contracts to the wvalue of £155,000 had been
given to British firms, the cost averaging 10
per cent. more than if the foreign contracts had
been accepted.

Before the House of Commons reassembles
after the adjournment, a ta news machine

will be installed for the convenience of mew-’
rs.

— — —  — —— ——— —— —— 4

THINGS THOUGHTFUL,

—————

Life is a temporary and worthless affair,
er a beautiful and enduring one accordng
s the individusl makes it so.

SOME PEOPLE'S RELIGION.

Religion is to the soul what health is to
the body—it is the right ordering of all the
facultics. Many persons think it is confined
to certain faculties, which must be set
buzzing at particular times. They treat it
very much as a boy would a caged bird.
They keep their religion at home all the
week, and on S\:Illj:l‘b' thc_\‘ go and !]ip it
into the cage and let it smg; but its voice
is hushed the moment they take it omt.
They say you must not act outside of the
¢hurch 1m & way that is incomsistent with
your religion, or violate it, but that you are
not to mind right living. Their religion is
a certain spiritual partialism.  They skim
off and sct aside a part of their nattire, and
regard that as the element of religion. How
many times do men carry this thing to such
sn excess that it becomes s glarin
sbsurdity  before the world.—H. W.
Beecher.

We require higher tasks because we do
not recogmise the height of those we have.
Trying to be kind and hone seems an
affair too simple and too inconsequential for
gentlemen of our heroic mould.—Stevenson.

UNSELFISHNESS.

A great mathematician once gsaid, “Ne
man is competent to calculate accurately
until he has as perfect a conception of two-
ness as he has of ome-ness.” How true this
is morally, as well as mathematically! There
van be po large and noble estimate of life
until one has reached the point where
another's interest as well as his own enter
into the solution of every problem,

GUARDING THE TONGUE.

A public man, when asked what he com-
sidered his best speech, replied, “The one I
never made.” Even those of us who do mot
make public addresses may often feel that
the speeches we have not made, were kept
from making, are among our greatest causes
for thankfulness when ecach night falls. The
sharp rebuke that even though deserved
would have awakened resentment instead of
a better feeling, the impatient or ungracious
word that would have left its sting long
after the mood that prompted it had passed,
the suspicion that a little later proved to
have been unfounded—how oftem we are
humbly, overwhelmingly grateful that they
were never uttered. “Guard me when I am
off guard” is a prayer for cvery hour,

YOUR MISSION.
If you are sighing for a lofty work,
If great ambitions dominate your mind,
Just watch yourself, and sec you do mnob
shirk
The common little ways of being kind.

If you are moved to pity for the earth
And long to aid it, do not look so high
You pass some poor dumb cresture faint

with thirst,
All life is equal in the Etcrnal Eye.
If you would help to make the wrong things
right, b 7
Begin at home'! there lies a lifetime’s toil.
Weed out yéur garden, fair for all men's
sight,
Before you strive to till another’s soil.
God chooses his great leaders in the world,
And from the rest He asks but willing
hands,
As mighty mountzins into place are hurled,
While Entiem tides may slowly shape the

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

DO YOUR OWN WOREK.

1 should like to know a man who just
minded his duty and troubled himself about
nothing; who did his own work and did nok
interfere with God’s. How uobly he would
work—working not for reward, but bhecause
it was the will of God. How happily he
would receive his food and clothing, receiv-
ing them as the gifts of God! What peace
would be his! What a scher gaiety! How
hearty and infectious his laughter! What a
friend he would be! How sweet his sym-
pathy! And his mind would be so clear he
would understand everything. His eye being
single, his whole body would be full of
light. Ne fear of his ever doing a mean
thing. He would die in a ditch rather. It
is this fear of want that makes men do
mean things—George Macdonald.

PEREEVERANCE.

He who lacks perseverance may
his endeavours just short of success, Often
when clouds thicken and toil =seems most
vain, sucoess may be close aliead in the dark-
ness, waiting for him who has enough cour-
age, perseverance and paticnce to go for-
ward and win his crowu,

gi\'l- up

HUMAN INFLUENCE
our sccret influence our
fellows, for our thinking moulds our cha-
racter, which in turn influences the conduct
of others. 1 remember once going down to
the shore of a beautiful big la The day
was calm, and the silver surface of the
water was as smooth as a mirror. The
wooded hills were reflected so perfectly m
the gleaming water that it was difficult to
tell where land ended and where the water
began. But I was amazed to sce little
waves breaking onm  the pebbly  shore.
could not understand how
waves on such a perfectly caln
could be no tide, as on the o
was not a b h of wind blos
was the expl: wn?  Just befs
the shore a steamer had passed
miles from shore. She lhad
around a bend in the lake, but
her wake m the thiree
and those little waves had trave
way to the shore, And thos
have travelled to the shore if f
been ten miles s wide, An occan of human
influence surrounds wus, and whenever wo
speak a word or perform ct, a wave 18
gtarted which will travel 1 ugh our life-
time, and never until reaches the
shores of eternity.—Itev. W. 11-31'1'-1'“-12;3-
D.D,
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SOWING THE SEED,

One must not count too t‘IOF.('I? on prob-
able returns when he scatters the seed of
the kingdom. Now, as of old, the birds and
the rock will get some. The kind word
may be spectGily forgotten, the helpful deed
may be misunderstood or abused, but we
arc responsible only for the sowing and mot
for the soil.

I have often wondered how it is that every
man loves himself more thau he loves all
the rest of men, but sets less value on
his own opimion of | 1f than on the
opinionfs of others.—Marcus Aurelius,

SELF-WILL.

“Self-will,” says Cecil, “will break a world
to pieces to make a stool to sit on." The
self-willed life is always destructive. It in-
spires others, consciously or y 'I.i:l:{l'()lw(‘i-_lu‘\]_\'.
It ends by breaking and embittering itself,
Happiness is impossible to the sonl that
seeks its own ‘will and way. The only gate

on the road of s#lf-will is the gate of dis-
appointment.




