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CHAPTER L
DRIFTING APART.

It was early in the fifties. In a chastely fur-
nished boudoir in one of those elegant and substan-
tial dwellings on the principal street of the madern
Athens, a lady is seated before her mirror, while
ber maid 15 busily engaged in brushing out the
luxuriant golden tresses which adorn the shapely
head. Watching the movements of the practised
fingers sits a small, dark-eyed child, who hasg,
unobserved, stolen into the chamber, and is quietly,
but most interestedly, regarding operations from
her corner on the sofa.

A slight tap at the half-open door, with a
response from the nustress of the household, and
a handsome vet grave-looking man enters the
apartment. The lady glances around, shakes back
the flowing tresses, and, addressing her maid with
that mborn politeness which usually induces cheer-
ful obedience, requests her to withdraw,
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DONALDA,

“ S0 you insist upon going to the ball, I had
hoped that you would remain at home to-night.”

“Oh, Wellesley! I muost go. 1 wouldn't miss
it for anything; all Edinburgh will be there)”

* What is all Edinburgh to you or to me?"

Y Not much to you, perhaps, vet a great deal to
me.  Why should you wish to deprive me of this
very special occasion for enjoyment? Would you
have me to be buried alive? DPesides, | promised
to go, and when Lady Keith calls for me, what
excuse could I make for having changed my mind 7™

“Is it not excuse enough that [ prefer your
remmaining at home? [ have no wish to deprive you
of a reasonable amount of pleasure, but this con-
stant frittering away oif the vears in senseless
galety is more than I am able to endure. We are
both getting older—"

“Pooh! older!” and the lady took one satis-
factory glance in the mirror beiore her, * Time
enough to think of age when we see the first grey
haar.  Again, who asks you to endure it? I leave
you most evenings to the guiet perusal of your
newspapers and your books, which, you must
acknowledge, suits your taste fully as well as the
womanly  gossip with which 1 shonld entertain
you."

A smile overspread the lhitherto serious coun-
tenance of the indulgent hushand.

“A wilful woman will have her way,” he
answered, " and 1 suppose, Evelyn, you will have
yours this evening also.  And, as vou sav, home



DRIFTING APART.

suits me better. It does in more ways than one;
for, to tell the truth, dear, T have not felt so well
lately.”

“Not so well! It seems to me that you were
never looking better. It's the worst thing in the
world to give way to imagination. [ never do.
However, we're wasting time. You ought not to
reproach me if our tastes differ, more especially
since I am so often compelled to go out unattended
by my husband.”

It had come to this at last. During nine short
years of extravagance and indulgence in pleasure
the devoted hushand had vastly suffered. both in
health of body and in weight of purse, while the
beautiful wife, the pampered darling of society,
had but bhlossomed into more wondrous beauty and
into more determined self-will.

Getting imipatient of delay, Mrs. Graeme began
restlessly fingering over her dressing-table, and
her husband, feeling that further protest was use-
less, and that, from hiz wife's latest remark, he
was someliow deserving of blame, arose and left
the room. The lady, apparently relieved by his
absence, raised a small silver bell wherewith to
symmon her attendant, when her eyes fell upon the
tiny figure on the sofa.

“Why, Alda! Were you there all this time?”

“ Yes, mamma, Oh, mamnm, dear! do not go
out to-night. Papa is so vexed,” and the child got
down, and, crossing the floor, looked up with tear-
ful, beseeching eyes into the flushed face of her

mother, This was too much for the lady’s patience.
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