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pleased that unpleasantness had come so quickly to an
end, ’

That Tan would soon listen willingly to his suit
he had no longer any fear, and he loved her all the
more for the fidelity and tenderness that created her
first difficuity. He was resolved to keep his word as

. to belping her in the search for her early friends, but
comforted himself with the reflection that very little
of Kevin, when found, would amply satisfy the crav-
ings of her heart. Out of his pocket he would make
the people comfortable for the rest of their days, aud
thus win her lasting gratitude afier the tears of her
disappoinment had been shed.

As for Fan, she saw everything undone again that
last night had seemed finished and put away., She was
quick enough to percelve that Lord Wilderspin was
favoring his nephew’s suit, and it did not surprise her
so much as it ought to have doue, because she was so
accustomed to receive everything goed from his hand.
She was unusually grave and silent, and her lover
respected her mood. ITe divined clearly enough that the
force of circumstances was telling upon her imagina-
tion, and in time would tell upon her heart. She did
not love him vet: but he would rather wait for her
love than see her willing to marry him for the sake of
mere worldly advantage. She should have her own time

~and her own way. It was enough for him at present

to wateh tenderly the =orrowinl wakening from her
dream of Kevin, and to have the privilege of soothing
away the pain, replacing it gradually with a reality
of happiness.

In the changed expression of her eves he read that
the visionary Kevin was ne longer discernible, and the
coarse teality, as presented by him, now constantly
filled them instead. She was remembering all the cir-
cumstantial evidence aginst the friend of her youth.
Her letters had never heen answered: in all her wan-
derings she had not met hiw searching for her. The
seven years {which nt Fanchea's age are a lifetinie) had
changed him =0 that he was contented without Tier on
the mouuntain, and was patiently supporting his wife
and children by the labor of his spade. The utmost
good that he could requive of her now was prabably
a little bounty, such as Captain Rupert could give, to
make him and his family move cowmfortable.  The loss
of her dream pressed 11(\;1'01'!_\; on her heart, and changed
her from a gleefuil girl fnto a thouvhtiul woman. But
Captain Rupert was vighl in jndging that the way was
opening that might lead her to heeome the Tady of
Wilderspin.

They had ridden a long way. when {he sky berane
dark, and it was evident a thunderstorm was fellowing
their steps. They saw it volling towards them from
the sea across the valley, and to turn would have been
to meet it in the teeih. Capilain Rupert remembered
a farmhouse a mile in advance on the voad, and they
pressed on their horses to reach its shelter. Tn spite
of fast riding, floods of rain and flashes of lightning
overtook them: Fan's skirts werve drvenched, and the
wind bulfeted ler little hat and tugged at her hair
till it streamed n fHutteving ringlets round her wet
and rose-red face.

The haven was reached at last—a neat farmhouse
with a gable avergrown with climbing flowers. Captain
Rupert sprang fromn his horse and threw the reins upen
a rail of the gate, then hurricd up the walk and
knocked at the door. 1t was the same docr at which
Kevin had knocked when on his weary tramp so many
years ago; and one of Rachel Webb’s handmaidens
opened to him. )

The distressed wayfavers were kindly invited in:
Fan was lifted off her horse and hurried under shelter;
and a fair, placid woman in grey garments and a white
muslin cap met her in the hall with a welcome,

“Let me step into your kitchen,” said Fan, smil-
ing and rosy: ‘‘wy dripping skirts will do less harm
there than anywhere else.”

. As she stepped into the kitchen, and staod full in
the light, she made a picture, with her clinging dra-
peries, her blooming cheeks, and the wet tangle of her
ruffled hair curling about her pretty head and neck.
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Rachel Webb looked at her attentively; and then
said : — - '
“Youung friend, T have met thee before "’

CHAPTER XXV.—UNEXPECTED NEWS.

“Young friend, I have met thee before.”’

Fanchea returned the good Quaker's long, stead-
last look with a glance of surprise, never doubting that
she was mistaken for some other person.

"I do not remember,’” she said, “‘and yet—I have
not seen many people.”

“Jtis many years T met thee,”” said Rachel, “‘but
then hast still the same face. Thou wert singing and
dancing among gipsies.””

“Many people saw me then, What a good memory
vou must have!™ '

“The time is not so long for me as for thee,” an-
swered Rachel, smiling. “At my age seven or eight years
pass quickly.  But let me remove thy wet clothing.
Aflerwards U shalt have something to say that perhaps
may concern thee.”

When, still pendering these words, Fan emerped
from the bedvoonn to which she had Dbeen led, she was
dressed i a print gown iresh from (he ironing-table at
which -the maids were at work. lter riding habit was
hung at the fire, and she was assuved it would not dry
far an honr: besides, the storm showed no signs  of
abating.  Tn the parlor she found Mrs. Webb and Cap-
tain Rupert awaiting her veappearance: and tea was
spread on 2 table in the pleasant old-fashioned sitting
room where the sober drabs and greys of the furniture
enhanced the vich color of the Howers that adorned it.
A large china Dowl of Iresh-sathered roses perfumed
the tea falle: such lghis as the sform permitted came
inte the vesm laden with a cool green tinge from filter-
lng through overhanging leaves that clustered over the
windows,  Plensant {o Fan's eves was the whole scena,
includime Rachel's white muslin cap, placid face®and
the white plump hand that moved umong the tea cups.
A swill, strange feeling of having heen in the place
amd the cirenmstances before seized wpon her.  This
waman belonged to her past, would hgve a hand in her
Fate. What was it that she was going 1o tell her?

Thritlire with expeelaiion, Far did net notice the
look o wdmiralion which Captain Hunert bestowed upon
Lier, as after the {ashion of lovers he veflected that no-
thing he had ever xcen her wear was hall so becoming
Lo her as the imprownty rainent from the irening-table.
Rhe fixed her eves cu Rachel, ewesr For her next words,
vet finding it imnassible to huery her or disturb her
in her little hospitable cowrtesies,

“Drink thy tea first, my dear,” said 1he good lady;
St will rest thee and do thee good @ and then I will say
what I have to say to thee.”

Fan swallowed her fea, and then sat silently wait-
g, I will be nothing after all,” she thought, eheck-
i her impatience. " Only some foolish story about the
gipsies.

“Madam.” she said at last, “vou need not be afraid
of Trichitening me. T am no longer afraid of the gipsies.”

“She 15 in sate keeping now, T assure you,” said
Coptain Wilderspin, smiling on her.
Mrs. WebDh looked {rom one to the other. I am

glad to know it,” she said, “vet T have something to
tell thee that does noi concern those people,  Didsi thou
know that someone else was seeking thee besides the
gipsies 7"

Fan rose suddenly to her feet. “Yes, I have
always known it, have always believed it. TFhas have
you got Lo tell me?”’

"It is seven years since he came here on his way.
to T.ondon looking for thee, and T have not seem him
sinee. T suppose you know of whom 1 am speaking.”’

“Koevin " sald Fanchea, trembling.

“That was his namne. Tt was so new to me that T
could not forget it. Fe was a simple, noble ereaturs,
and his anxiety about thee was great. T told him I had
seen thee, and T put him on the track of the gipsies;
but when he found them, thou wert gone.”

“Which way did he go?’ eaid Fan, locking
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