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CHAPTER L
HE night was halfspent.  But our ball

was not fageing at ulll rather, as
supper  began in the lightednip conserva-
tories, the dancers sped round with {resh
vigour 1o the elearer space of the great hall.

BEvery one seemed happy @ all amused,

As T was resting beside a pillar with Mr.
DBracy, after our first dance together, we
detectedd Mrs. General Jones and ancther
old busybody carefully threading their way

down the side of the hall; their eyes fixed
VOL. 1L B
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on the walls with curious intentness, though
disereetly ; and  their lips moving, © One
hundred and erghty-nine,” we heard murmured
sagneionsly as they passed uws. ‘Are you
taking that chandelier on the far side, my
denr Mrs. General? One  hundred  and
nincty-five alveady, 1 do declare, and real wax
every candle of them.

“Well, well. No one ean hetter afiord it
thau dear, good Mr. Drown Sugar, as they
call him ; and a very good name too, con-
sidering his sweetness of disposition,” placidly
relurned the shie-reneral,

Mr. Fulke—as T still secretly called him
mind-—met my eyes, and we both laughed. It
was now the nuddle of the ball, but this was
the first dance T had 1 honesty been able to
mive him, to mny regret.  Alice, however, had

uus.cmpnlmlﬂly thrown ever her other partners
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to dance three times already with him ; assu-
ing every one she talked to that might, in her
unpulstve ehildish foshion, that he was the most
fascinating mau she had wet with for ages !

“There certanly is a different régime here
trom what [ remember in my yonng days, of
our lroubled fortumes, T ean troly assure
vou thal T aw glad the old traditions of Stoke
are so delightfully revived, for your family’s
suke, as well as thaf the dear old place 15 20
well kept up,” suid Mr. Braey, with an earncst
tone running  through the well-bred ecasy
lightness of s speech. It lold me Le was
keenly sensible of the feeling that he was
here, a stranger, dancing in the home of his
forefathers : but would not allew himself to
weizh on our sympathics at all, for that,

It would have given me real pleasure to

have said a word or two, showing him I
B2
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conld enter a Dhitle way nto the mingled
crowd of memories, regrets, and associations
I felt certain he swsf fecl; bat foolizh shyness
weighted my tongue. The thouzhts were all
in my head. T could have almost spoken them
with my cyes, loving Stoke's every stone and
tree and grass-blade as T did, and so intensely
pitying him ; my heart was so soft and wide-
sot this mght with my own vagne gladness T
would have had all the world as happy—Dut
not o word of whal would have been graecfnl
to utter wonll eowme, thousgh T did look up at
him, At last, after a pamse, came merely the
blundering question: “1 bheg vour pardon—
but why was it yon ealled voursell only Mr.
Fulke on Dartinoor ¥ °

“Did T eall myself s0? T think vather that
it wns Mrs. Gladmnn who usad to address

me s0 by my Christion name, having known
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me very well ; whilst with Jack there was no
mister-ing, but he ealled me “ plain Fulke "—
as a mother once said with pride of her ugly
som, when the neighbours ealled him Johnny
or Jack, * His name is plain John"

My old [riend laughed at lus simple tale
himeelf—it may bave been to hide some
amusement at unother thought —but that did
not striké me at the time, so [ answered,
staidly

‘It was my mistake, and Bob’s then.
Llow silly you must have thonght ns !’

Fulke Bracy torned quickly to look at me,
and my good laith seemed to heget his, for
he immediately apologized.

*Nol quite so! To eonfess all, since you
look at me in such an intensely truthful way
yourself, the mistake once begun, T rather

wished to encourage it. T cwn (being now



