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ing field, never ic open her sweet eyes on this sad cld
world again.

It was because of that, and of liow lier mother had

died, that Netta always felt a little unhappy in the
autumn of the year., For though the woods were very
beautiful, with their branches all orange and gold and
the beech trees sending down shower after shawer of
copper-colored leaves on the vivid green turf of lawns
whereon the pampas grass waved in the brecze tall white
heads like the funeral plumes of a hearse, there seemed
always a vague sadiiess and mournfulness in the air,

Her father was obvicusly restless and uneasy and
depressed, and she could not help shavine at least sone
of his depression, though she busied hLersel! more than
ever-—ere the winter should step in and prevent her-—
in the planting of bulbs and the putling m of cuttings
and various othev odds and ewnds of outdoor work 1 her
own special walied-in gavden, where the chrveanthe-
mums thege autminns days made a rivt of gurgesus life
and color heneath the dying splendor of the woods.

Onee that autumnal anniversary time ol decay and
death liad passed over, her father's sadness dizappearved
too, and Netra's heart began to Lift velievedly with his
own. And after that the months of winter seemed o
fly, so short were the days, and =0 pleasant the long
nights of reading and recreation fogether n the cheery
glow of lamp and fivelight.

As T have said, Netra had little zociety of hor own
age, and hardly anyv of her own sex bevioud that of old
Madame Ducres, wno had heen ler governessz, and
{(being a widow and childless and without Jriends) found
still & welcome shelter and anrwity under the cindly
roof of Castledere.  Bul she had havdly felt the need
of any societv— at least, not until witer Godirey Suther-
land had gone awax.

Bhe was not sure, even then, tlat any \
but his would hiave been much of 4 help el o osoluce 1o
her. Az long as she had Godivex, and her father, ad
the kind old Madane, and her warden, and the poor sl
needy of the neiehibnrhood to visit and b by
could she be lonelv?  Those evenines wivn Guodirey
used to come to dinner—for though alunst pennless,
and with his estates, morcover, heavioy morizay
was no one in the neighborhood to winan her Tather ox-
tended a more Learty amd wener s welrane o slaying
afterwards to tals by the fresdde or pliy aoquiel game
of whist with Madamne and Ler Tather el
seemed perinds of ideal jov wud Lappioess wed conteut
ment now that Godirey Lad gone.

What had they guarrelicd abent? Io was Laed 2o
sav-—and indecd tne word Cquarrer’ secined et
sl{'ong o word 1o apply to the estrancement thad ‘|ll‘l(‘L
gradually come between themn. 1t began dike tiw I:-.‘ul:jl
10 bigger than a man’s hand, o slichit feciing of Jenl-
cusy on Netta’s own part.  But there Lad never heen
even the shadow of jealuusy or miswderstandimyg he
tween themn until Estelle Dumont, a school Tricad of
Godirey's sister, had come Lo stay with them av Castle
Grange.

They had alwayvs made Godiver s \'.'(hm‘m\ it
Castledery, for in spite of his poverly i Vietor, Netta's
father, liked Lim incomparably anere than any other
young man lLe knew. [He was soovich Bimzeit that he
could well alford to overlook such o small Tuult as
poverty in an otherwise churning and deserving voung
fellow, and Godirey was zo bir and handsome and cheepy
and kindly—and Netta, as well ax her Tather, had per-
haps dreamed dreams,

Dreams wero all tlhey were cver destived o be,
apparently, for with the coming of Tatelle Duwment t
his home, Netta and her [ather begun fo sce loss and
less of their former frequent visitor.  Perhaps it hadn’
been altogether Godirey’s fanlt, she tried to think some-
times, for she herself had never been able to gel on
very well with Godlrey's only sister, Juiia, who HL‘L‘I.H(’.I{
to her a very vain and frivolous person, supremely jrri-
tating, too, from her want of tact and her cocksure aud
opinionated self-assertiveness. ) .

She had tried te like her aud be nice Lo her for
Codfrev's sake: but Julia Sutherland had so plainly
shown her contempt for the duliness and dreaviness of
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Castlederg—her first visit having unforﬁunately coin-

cided with Sir Victor’s autummal peried of mourning

and depression—that, as she was tond of telling her
brother and her friend Estelle ‘wild horses would not
drag her to that house of gloom again for any considera-
tion,”  Neither did Netta care very much for Julia's
French schoolmate and companion, whe—perhaps as a
result of her chatterbox hostess’s constant declarations
against the deadly dullness of Castlederg and its occu-
pants—seemed to hold herself distant and aloof from
them in a degree Lighly uncomplimentary.

OF course, it was perhaps inevitable that Godfrey
should devote a great deal of time these days to his
domincering and insistent sister and her pretty little
Frencll friend—who, as well as being pretty, was by all
accounts a great heiress also, and the daughter of a big
Parisian banker. Well, Netta was an heiress, toc, but
perhaps a vevy dull and unattractive one (at least so she
thought hersel), as compared with the bright and viva-
clous litile Parisienne, Estelle Dumont.

At anyratd, during the latter's stay with them at
Castle Grange, Godfrey did net spend one evening now
for the haif dozen le used to spend with the quieter and
more honte-loving folk at Castlederz, Theve was always
sotne excuse or other—a dinver-party at Lord Vane's,
a bridge-drive at Lady Verner's, a motor expedition up
to Dublin or to Cork, for shopping and a theatre or two.
Altogetlier his timo seemed now greatly occupled, and
bis attention almost entirely devoted to his sister and
Liew friend,

All this time Netta herself grew colder and colder
to him— that s, on the few occasions on which he now
veuchsafed o visit them.  Onee or twice, indeed, so
sore wits shie wmade by his defection, she refused to sea
L at all on the plea of having a headache.  And if
14 vinmie to poor Neifn soon as a considevable shock, it was
wot altogetlier g0 much of a surprise to be told by somae
ol her neighbors, with a commiseraling snile, that he
had just stavied Jor Parls with his sister and fianecee  for
tha weeding,’

SAnd veu hadn't even heard of it, mv dear?’ one
of fhe Teast kind and taetiul of them had added, with
splifted brows, when poor Netta had not been able to
coteeitd Tiey stuvprise, iF not actual dismay, at the news.

A, owell, tiat trtle dream was all over ] She had
bBrent wotrhed in the balanee with the other heiress and
fonnd wanting,

Perhups she had no real right to feel hurt or sore,
But she did, =le had iiked Godfrey so much, and he
nivil al Jeast have told her-—lave given her, or her
fithier, Lis friend— some Nttle hint of what was afoot.
Al well! her father at least wanted her, and loved her!
for a time--a short little foolish space of time-—she
blushed liotly now te think of it —she had wondered and
treited o Jittie as to whal ler father would think, what
hix feelings would be did anether man—one other man—
dare ask to take her from him.  1oor father! he would
Lave been Tonely, more sad and lonely than ever, no

dorht, Aund now Le need tot be—mneed never, never
he! There was at least some comfort—nay, a great

v

hiv plenteous store of comfort aud satisfaction iu that
{huurhit,

[Ter foolish, short-lived dream was over and gone,
dead and Duried for ever in her heart.  And she must
he content, would be conlent te stay with her father
for all the time he should find need of her—that 1s to
sav, for the whole length of his days.  She would have
hinm, and dear nld Madame, and her books, and her
music, and her flowers—last, not least, her poor friends
and neichbors, to think of aud love and serve.  But she
would not have Goedfrey—another woman would have
whele claim on him new.  And smile and chatter and
put on a brave front as hest ghe could, the thought still
smote and stabled her like a very sword-thrust in her
heart.

And now the last of the red autumn leaves had
fallen and been swept up and garnered by the gardener
and hig men ito make leaf-mould for the blossoms of
rext vear. The trees stood tall and brown and bare,
the stars twinkled frostily, and a ccld-Teoking crescent
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