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« Papal” sﬂé‘ﬁlf roge, the color vivid now
on the clear, palsicbeeks:.. - .. . -
« Andagain papad, I speak the trath; do I

w

uot, my dear? Youaréa-ooquette born, as I

have said, and knowing you possessed ‘of
pride vnough and common-sense enongh. to
let no man one inch mearer t .an it was your
will be should come, I have up to the present
in no way interfered with your favorite sport.
Bat the time has come to change all that.
Sir Axtbhur Tregenna is coming, and I warn
you your cusiomary amusement won't do
hers. You have had your day—you may
safely. withdraw from the fray where you have
been .conqueress long, and rest on your
laurels.”

She rose up, and stood stately, and beauti-
{ul, and haughty before him.

 Paps, you speak as If Arthur Tregenna
had powor, had suchority over me. He has
none—noue. He has no claim—no shadow
of claim upon me.”

« You mistake, Lady Cecil,” the cool, keen,
steel-gray eyes of the earl met the indignant
brown ones full—tor you forget Sir Arthur
Tregenna is youc affianced husvand.”

« My affianced husband! A man who has
never spoken one word to me in his life be-
vond the most ordinary civilitiea of common
acquaintance !”

« And whose fault is that, Queenie ? Not
his, poor fellow certainly. Carry your mi d
baok three years—to your first season—your
presentation. He spent that season in Lon-
don, only waiting for one word, one look of
encouragement for you to speak. That word
never came. You firted desperately with
Lennox, of the Scotch Greys, and when he
prryosed, threw him over. He exchanged
intoc an Iundisn regiment, and was shot
through the heart by a Sepoy bullet, just one
week after he became Lord Glenallan, Not
a pleasant recollection for you, I should
think, Lady Cecil; but as Isaid before. I
don't wish to repréach you. You are to mar-
ry Sir Arthor—that is ag fixed as fate.”

And looking in his fuce, she knew it.. She
sank back in her seat, and hid Ler face in her
hands with a sob, mure like a child than the
bright, invincible La Reine Blanche.

«Papa,” youare uukind—you are cruel. I
don't care for Sir Arthur; he doesn’t care for
me."”

«Who is to tell us that? He will differ

. greatly trom most of his kind if he find the
Tesson n bard one to learn. And you don't
care for him? My Lady Cecil do you ever—
bave you ever realized what you are—an
earl's daugbter and a—beggar 7"

She did not lift her face. He looked at her
grimly, and wenton:

« A beggar—literstly that—without a far-
thing of allowance—without aroof you can
call your own—without a penny of portion.
Do you know Lady Cecil, that I lost two
thousand on.this year's Derby—my all!
Learn it now at least. We sit here this June
morning, paupers—vwith title and name, and
the best blood of the realm—paupers! Sir
Peter Dangerfield, the most pitiful little
miser on earth, pays for the bread yon eat,
for the roof that shelters you, for the carriage
you drive in, the opera bex yousitin, the
servants who wait tpon you. He pays for
them becamse the Salic law has exploded in
England, anp he iz under petticoat govern-
ment. He is afraid of bis wife, and his wife
is your cousin, That pink silk and point-
lace trimming you wear is excessively be-
coming, my dear, imported from Worth, was
itnot 7 Take care of it; Queenie ; thers isn't
a farthing in the Ruysland exchequer te buy
another when that's worn. Apd I am—un-
xind, cruel. My dear, Ishall never force you
to call me that agrin. Don’t marry Sir Ar-
thu: Treyonna, You play vaiy nicely, sing

very nicely, draw very nicely, and waltz ex-
quisitely—what is to hinder you turning
these accomplishments to accoumt? Earl's
daughter's have been governesses befors now,
and may agaio. I advise you though, to
write out your advertisement and send it to
the Times at once, while I have still a half
guinea left for its insertion.” He drew out
his watch—a bunting watch, the case spark-
ling with diamonds ; « I will vot keep you up
longer—it is nearly five o'clock.”

She 108e to her feet and confronted him.
'Phe Aush had all faded out. She was wliter
than the roses in her hair,

« This is all troe youZhave been telling me,
papa? We are 5o poor, so dependent as this
—hopelessly and irretrievably ruined 7"

« Hopelessly and irretrievably ruined.”

He spoke with perfect calmness. Ruined
beyond all hope—ruin wrought by his own
hand—and he faced her withomt falter or
blanch.

She stood 8 moment silent, her eyes fixed
upon the letter—pale, proud, and cold. Then
she spoke:

#« W hat is it you wish me todo ?”

u 8ir Arthur Tregenna is worth thirty theu-
sand a year. 1 wish you to marry Sir Ar-
thur.”

«What am I to do?' she repeated, still
proudly, still coldly.

« He has never epoken one word to me,
never written one word that even a vainer
woman than I am could construe into Iove-
making; and as I am a pauper, and he worth
thirty thousand a year, it is not to be sup-
posed he marries me from interestod motives.
Does he say here,” tonching the letter, * that
he wishes me to become his wife 7"

u«He does not, But he is man ot honor,
and your name has long been linkzed with hir,
To have her name linked with that of apy
man compromises any woman, unless it end in
marriage. BRe knows this. He is the soul of
honor; he is coming here with no other in-
tention than that of asking you to be his
wife 2"

A flush of pain—of shame—of humiliation,
passed over the exquisite face of the earl’s
daunghter, .

«Xt Is rather hard on Sir Arthur that he
should be obliged to marry me whether or no,
and a little hard also on me. And th!s mar-
riage will save you from rmin-—will i,
papa 2

« It will save ms from ruin—from disgrace
—from exile for life. It will give me a

house wherein to end my days; it will make
those last days bappy. I desire it more
strongly than I ever deeired anytibing in my
life. 1do not deny, Cecil, that 1 have been
reckless and prodigal; but all thatis pasé
and dome with. I don't want to see the
daughter of whom 1 have been so proud—the
toast of the clubs, the belle of the bail-rooms,
the beanty of London—eating the bitter bread
of dependence, Cecil, it is of no use strug-
gling against destiny, and your destiny has
written you down Lady Cecil Tregenna.
‘When Sir Arthur speaks, your answer will be
Yos.” ‘ '

¢ It—will be Yes."

She sald it with asorf of gasp!  No young
queei upon her throne had ever been prouder
or purer, for ail her flirting than La Reiné
Blaoche; and what it cost ber to make this
aoncescion, her own humbled soul alone
Enew,

est desire of my heart, chitd. You; will be
.the-wealthiest and most brilllant woman in.
‘England. - You have made mo happy. .Once
more, thanks very much, and good-morn-
ing.” '

* ‘He threw open the door, bowed her out
with most Ohesterficldian politeness, and
.watched the tall, graceful figure, in its rose-
silk, its rich laces, its perfumed flowers, its
gleaming jewels from sight. Then he smiled
to himself :

g (o 3 be father-in-law

':{‘g Eaavzi;yn?:gntm:egnmhge;t,ailed bashaw.”

#She has promised, and all is safe. 1
know her well—The thumbscrews of toe holy -
uffice could not make either break a pledge
once given. Al, my lady! 1 wonder if you

would bave promised, even with penury star-
ing you in the face, if you had seen, as I did,
Redmond O'Donnell looking at you at the
opera "

Lady Cecil wentslowly up to her rooms
trailing her ball draperies after her, a violet
aud gold boudoir, a sleeping-rcom adjoining,
all white and blue. And seated in the bou-
doir, atill wearing her amber silk, her Spanish
laces, and opals, sat the mistress of the man-
gion, Sir Puter Dangerfield's wife.

«What an endless nge you've been away,
Queenie,” Lady Deogerfield said, peevishly.
« What on earth coutd Uncle Raoul have to
say to you at this blessed hour of the morn-
ing 7 . .

EEndy Cecil stood beside her a touch of wear-
iness on her pale face,

« Hea told me Sir Arthur Tregenna was com-
ing—would be here next week.”

&« AL !” my lady said, leoking at her quick-
1y,«at last! To marry you, Queenie ?” .

She sfood gilenl—pained—shamed— hum-
bled beyond expression.

«You doa't speak, and you look vexed.
Queenie,” with energy, « you don’t mean to say
—you never will be so silly—so stupidly silly
—as to refuse him if he asks?”

& ]fhe asks!” Lady Cecil repeated, with in-
expressible bitterness. “Oh, Ginevra! don't
let us talk about i;. I am to be sold, it
seems, if this rich Cornlshman chooses to buy
me, What choice have I in the matter—
what choice had you? We are like the lilies
of the fisld, who toil not neither do they spin
—as fair, perhaps, and as nseless, When our
masters come for us we go—until then we run
the round of Vanity Fairand weit. Ginevrs,
T wonder what it islike to be poor 7

« It is like misery—it is like torture—it is

I'ke death !’ Lady Dangerfield burst out pas-
sionately. « I was poor once. Wretchedly,
miserably poor,and I tell you I would
rather die o thousand times than undergo
penuryagaln. You may kaow how horrible
poverty is, when it is more horrible than mar-
rying Peter Dasgeriold. [ abhor both, but
1 abhor poverty most. No need to look at
me like that. Quoenie ; 1 mean what I say.
You never supposed I cared for that odious
Iittle monster, did you ?”
« Ginevra” Lady Cecil said, falling back
wearily into an easy chair, # I begin to think
they are right in those heathen countries—
India—China—Japan—where is it-~where
they destroy femals children as soon as they
are born? It is miserable, it is degrading,
1t is horrible—the lives we lead, the marriages
we make. I hate myself, scorn myself to-
night.”

Lady Dangerfield shrug_ed her shoulders.

«Strong labguage, my- dear,and strong
language is bad ¢ form’ always. Has La Reine
Blanche ‘found her Darnley at last?”
wIf Mary, Queen of Scots, lived in these
dnys, she would never have lost her great,
brave heart to 80 poor a creature as Henry
Darnley. #No, Gipnevra; no Darnley exists
for the men are all alike 1u eightesn hundred
and sixty—all talk with the same drawl, all
stare gut of the same cluv windows, all part
their hair down the middle, and do nothing.
Are you going ?”

«Time to go at five o'clock, is it not? I
only stepped in here to tell you we go down
to Scarswood in three days. Send for Desiree,
Queenie, and go to bed. Even your complex-
ion will not stand such horrible late hours,
And then, yawning very much, Lady
Dangerfield went away to bed, and Lady Cecil
wag left alone.

It was late certainly but the Earl of Ruys-
land's daughter did not take her cousin's ad-
vice and go to bed. On the contrary, she sat
where she had left her for over an hour, never
once moving—Ilost in thought. Then she
slowly arose, crossed over to where a writing-
case, all gold and ebony, stood upon an inlaid
table, took a tiny golden key from her chate-
laine and unlocked it. It contained many
drawers. One of these opening with a spring,
she drew out, removed its contents, and stood
with a smile halt sad, half mocking on her
lips, gazing upon them. Relica evidently.
A branch of clematis, dry and colorless, but
sweet stlll, a short curl of dark,; crisp hair,
a pencil sketch of s frank, manly, boyish face,
and a note—that wag all. The note was yel-
low with time, the ink faded, and this is what
it contained, in a big, bold hand :

« Dear Liady Cecil :—1 rode to Ballynahag-
gart yesterday, and got the book and the ma-
sic you wanted. I shall fetch them over when
I come at the usual hour to-day.

« Respectfully, R

She read it over, still with that half-smile
on ber lips.

« When I come at the usual hour” sghe re-
peated, « and he never came It waa the
strangest thing—I wonder at it to this day.
Tt was so unlike papa to hurry off abruptly in
that way-—never even want to say good-by.
And I used to think--but I was only sixteen
aud a little fool, One outlives all that when
they grow up. Still feols suffer, I suppose,
as greatly as wiser people. Some of the old
pain comes back now as I look at these things.
How different he was—paor, impetuous boy--
from the men I meet now. And Iam to mar-
ry Sir Arthur Tregenna to do me the honor of
taking me. I have kept my relics long enough
—it is timeI threw them out of the window.

She made a step forward, a8 if to follow the
word by the deed ; then stopped, irresolute.

« Ag Sir Arthur has not asked me yet, what
can it matter 7 As I have kept them so long,
I will keep them until ke does.”

She replaced them, closed and locked the
writing-case, and ranz for her maid.
The French woman cawe, sleep and blink-
ing, and Lady Cecil saf like a status under
her hands, being disrobed and robed again
for rest. - o

But she was in the breakfast parlor'a good
half hour before either her father and cousin.
She was looking over a book of water-color
sketches when Lady Dengerfield entered,

locking at one long, intently, wistfully—a
sunrise on the sea. - The barouet's wife came
goftly up behind the Earls daughter, and
glanced over her shoulder -

# A pretty scene enough, Queenie, but no-
thing to make you wear that. pensive face.
Of what ate you thinking so deeply, as you sit
there and gaze?” S

Lady Cecil lifted her dreamy eyes. - =

«Of Ireland. T haveoften seen the aun rise
out of the sea like thig, on the Ulster coast.

And I was thinking ofthe days, Ginevra, that
can never comoagain,”

i s AT e
tThank you, Queenie;” her father drew.i.
bd:|‘Her to’him, and:tonched: his lips toher cheek-
| for;pethiaps thie third time in their éxistences|
« You never disappointed;mein in your life;
I knew you would nét now. "It 1s;the dear=;

CHAPTER IIL
ICIEE MISS HERNCASTLE,

« Ginevra,” Lord Ruysland said, in bis
blaudest tone, and all his tones were bland,
« how scon do we go down to Sussex? I say
we, of conrse ; ‘for impoverished mendicants,
like myself and Cecil, must throw ourselves
on the bounty of our more fortunate relatives,
until our empty coffers arereplenished. How
soon do woe go—next week 7

¢« Next Monday,” responded Lady Danger~
field; #in three days. Sir Peter writes me,
Scarswood has been rejuvenated, re-hung, re~
carpeted, te-furnished, quite ready. We go
on Mounday; very many have gone already.
Parlinment closes so delightfully early this
year. 1 don't pretend to go into ‘ecstasies
over the country, like Cecil here, for instance,
bat reslly, London is not habitable aiter the
last weels of June.”

« Ah! next Monday—so soon? Then we
shall not meei Tregenna in town, as I had
suppoved 7 Still—Ginevra I write to Sir Ar-
thur Tregenna to-day—jyou remember Treg-
enna, of course. He is in Parig at present,
and on his way to us; may I trespassso far
upon your hospitality my dear, asto invite
him to Scarswood 7"

They were still seated, 2 family parly of
tbres, arcund the breakfast table. Lady
Dangerfield glanced across at her cousin,
Lady Cecil sat listlessly back in her chair,
offering her little curly King Charles a
chicken wing ; she held the tit bit tempting-
!y over Bijou's wrinkled nose, now laughing,
as he leaped up angrily, while all his tiny sil-
ver bells rang, not once lifting her eyes.

« Certainly, Uncle Raoul, invite him by all
means. Scarswood is big enough to hold
even the great Cornish baronet. I remem-—
ber Sir Arthur -veiy we1l; indeed, I was mor-
tally afraid of him in those frivolous by-gone
days, and thought him a horrid prig; but of
courge that was all my lack of judgment.
Present my compliments and remembrances,
and say we shall be delighted to see him at
Sussex.”

« Thanks, my dear ; I knew I might count
upon you: Sir Peter, now—"

u8ir Peter will do precisely asl ses fit,”
#ir Peter's wife answered, decisively ; “let Sir
Peter keep to his beetles and butterflies.
Did you know his latest hobby was turning
naturalist, and impaling horribly criwling
things supon pins? Let him keep to the
beetles, and leave the amenities of civilized
life to civilized beings. Queenie, do let
Bijou %slone; his bells and his barking
agonize my poor nerves. Have you no mes-
sage to send to Sir Arthur?”?

« I think not. Take your chicken, Bijou,
and run away with Tompkins, for your morn-
ing airing in the square. Half-past twelve.
Ginevra, do we dress for the flower show at
Cheswick, or the morning partyat Kew?"

«The morning party at Kew. I promised
Lady Chantilly not to fail her a week ago.
But first, Cecil, the children’sgoverness comes
to.day, and I want you to see her and help
meto decide. I advertised, as you know, and
out of the troops of applicants, this one—
what's her name, again ?—Miss Herncasble
—seems to suit her best. And her terms are
§o moderate, and she playsso very nicely,
and her manner is 80 very quiet, and every-
thing, that I as good as told her yesterday
tbat I would take her. She comes at two for
her final answer, and I should like you to tell
me what you think of her.”

# And I shall go and write my letter—your
compliments and kind remembrances, Gin-
evra, and a cordial invitation to Scarswood
from Sir Pcter and yourself. And you tell me
8ir Peter has become a naturalist? Ah!
poor, little Sir Peter ! :

And, with a smile on his lip and a sneer in
Lis eye, the Earl of Ruysland arose and wend-
ed his way to his atudy.

Poor, little Sir Peter, indeed!

Within nine months of hisaccession to the
throne of Scarswood, Sir Peter Dangerfield,
Baronet, had led to the *hymeneal altar,”
as the Morning Post told you, Ginevra, only
surviving daughter of the late Honorable
Thomas Clive, and relict of Cosmo Dalrym-
ple, Esq. She was @ niece of the Earl of
Ruysland, she was petite, plump, pretty, poor;
she was nine-and-twenty; she had twin
daughts. « and not a farthing to bless herself.
At the mature age of twenty-four she had
eloped with a clerk in the Treasury, three
yenrs younger than hergelf, a name as old as
her own, a purse as empty, and they were
cast off at once and forever by their families
on both sides. ‘Their united fortunes kept
them in Parig until the honeymoon  ended,
and then poverty stalked grimly:in at the
door, and love flew out of the window in dis-
gust, and never came back. They starved
and they grubbed in every Continental city
and cheap watering-place; they bickered,
they quarreled, they reproached and recrim-
inated ; and one dark and desperate night,
just five years aiter his love-match, Cosmo
Dalrymple, Esquire, stirred half an ounce or
o of laudanum into his absinthe, and wound
up hig chapter of the story.

Mrs. Dalrymple and the twins, two black-
eyed dolls of four, came back 10 England in
weeds and woe, and the paternal roof opened
once more to receive her. Very subdued, soft

pretty in her widow’s cap and crapes, littie
Mrs. Dalrymple chanced one day,at a water
party in the neighborbood, to meet the Sussex
baronet, Sir Peter Dangerfield. Is there a
destiny in those things that shape our ends
without wolition of ourown ?—oris it that
we all must play the fool once at least in our
lives? 8ir Peter saw—and foll in love. Be-
fore Mrs, Dalrymple had been twelve months
a widow, she was again a wifa.
~ Fiveycars of married life, and living by her
wits, bad sharpened those wits to an uncom-
mon degree. She read the barcnet like a
book. He was a miser to the core, mean be-
yond all meanness, half monkey, half tiger in
his nature; and her plumpness, and her prei-
tiness, her round, black eyes, her faltering
voice, and timid manner did their work. He
fell in love, and bofore the fervor of that hot
fancy bad time to ceol, had made her Lady
Dangerfield, and himself migerable for life.
She was nothing: that he thought her, and
everything that he thought her not. She was
a vixen, a Kate whom no earthly Petrucbio
could tame, She despised him, she laughed
at him ; she was master aud mistress both ;
she flirted, she squandered his mobey like
water—what did she not do? And thetwins,
kept in the background in the halcyon days
ofcourtship, were all at once brought forward,
the black frocks flung nside, gay tartans,
muslin, and silks bought, and a governess en-
gaged. Scarswood was. thrown open to the
oounty,a house in Mayfair leased, parties, din-
ners, concerts, -operas—the whole round of
tashionabie lite run. . And her poor relatives
fixed upon him like barnacles on a boat, The
Earl of Ruysland made his houser, his horses,
bie servants, his cook, bis banker. his own
without a thought of grattilnde, .4. word of
thanks, - His wife sneered at him, her high-
titled relatives ignored bim, men black-balled
bim at their clabs, and: the. milk of human
kindness "turned to butlermilk in her breart.

down “at Scarswood, did bumbly as his lady
ordered him, and took, ns you have heard her

ray, to Impaling butterflies on pins. If our
tellow creatures ate 10 torture us, it is some

| compensati

of voice, gentle of manner, and monstrously |

He becamo a misanthrope, and buried himself | .

.bg'x"io'tdrfﬁré;“ih-{oﬁr t'imiﬁng n&_’;

“beetles; Himothing batter offers. = U
Lady Cecil came sweeping downstairs pre-
gently-—~tall, and ‘slim, and white as s lily.
Her India muslin, with its soft lace trimmings
| trailed in fléscy clouds behind her—all. her
lovely hazel halr bung half-curled in a rich
bionze massé over.the pearly shoulders. A
Mechlin scarf hung about her more like
drapery than a shawl; and a bonnet, a marvel
o! Parisiagn handicrsft, half point-lace, half
lilies of the valley, crowned tbat exquisite,

gold-hmed head.

Dangerfieild was not yet down. Lady Cecil
was two-and-twenty, Lady Dangerfield five~
and-thirty, and for every ten minutes we
spend before the glass attwenty, we spend an
hour on the wrong side of thirty. She took
a book and sank down among the amber satin
cushions of a dormeuse near the open window,
and began to read. So she bad sat, a chorm-
ing vision, for upward of balf an hour, when:
her coustn, in pale flowing silks, youthful and
elegant, floated in.

« Have'I kept you waiting, Queenie? But

color or effect than—""

« Miss Herncastle, my lady,” Soames the
footman, interrupted.

And my lady stopped short and whirled
around. :

« Ah, yes—I had forgotten. Will you take
a geat for a moment, Miss Herncastle? I was
really in such a hurry yesterday, when I saw
you, that I bad xo time fo spesak of anvthing
about terms. We are over-due as it is, but—1I
think vou told we you never wers governess
before 1" .

4] pever wus, my lady.”

Only five short words, but Lady Cecil laid
down her book and looked up surprised into
sudden interest. It was such a sweet voice
—50 deep, 8o clear, so musical in its timbre.
She looked up and saw a tall, a very tall
young woman, dressed in plain dark colors,
sink into the seat Lndy Dangerfield bhad in-
dicated by a wave of her peari-gloved
hand. .

« Then may I beg to know what you did
do? You are not, excuse me, very young—
seven-and-twenty now, I shonld think 77

« No, my lady; three-and-twenty.”

#wAh! three-and-twenty, and going out as
governess for the first time. Pray what were
you before 7"

Lady Cecil shrank a little as she listened.
Ginevra went to work for the prosecution in
80 deliberate, 50 cold-blooded a manner. She
looked at the governess and thought, more
and more interested, what a singular face it
was. Handsome it was not—never had bgen—
but soras indescribable fascination held Lady
Cecil’s gaze fast. The eyes were dark, cold,
brilliant ; the eyebrows, eyelashes, and hair
of jetty blackness ; the facelike marble—Ii-
terally like marble—as changeless, as colour-
less, locked in as passionless calm.

u A strange face—an interesting face,” Lady
Cecil thought ; ¢ the face, if I am any judge,
of a womar whe has suffered greatly, and
learned to endure. A facs that hides a his-
tory.” .

« ] was o music teacher,”" the low, melodious,
even tones of Miss Herncustle made answer;
« I gave lessons when I could get papils. But
pupils in London are difiicult to get. I saw
your advertisement in the Times, for a nursery
governess, and I applied-”

uw And you are willing to accept the terms
1 offered yesterday ?"

The terms were so small that Lady Danger-
field was absolutely ashamed to name tbem
before her cousin. At heart, and where her
own gratification was not concerned,she was
as great a miser as Sir Peter himeelf.

w1 will accept your terms, my lady. Salary
is not =0 much an object with me as a home.”

« Indeed ! You havenone of your own, I
presume 7"

« ] have none, my lady.”

" She made the answer quite calmly, neither
voice nor face altering.

# You are an orphan ?”

#] am an o-phan.”

uWell,” Lady Dangerfield said, «your
recommendstions are certainly unobjection-
able, and I don’t see why you wotld not suit.
Just open the piano, Miss Herncastle, and play
some little thing that 1 may judge of your
touch and execution. If there be one thing I
wish you particularly to attend to,it is my
children’s music and accent. You speak
French 7"

« Yes my lady.”

« And sing 7,

There was an instant’s hesitation—then the
reply came :

 No, Madam I do not sing.”

«That is unfortunate. Play however.”

She obeyed at once. She played from me-
mory, and chose an air of Suhubert’s—a lttle
thing, but sweet and pathetic, a8 it is the na-
ture of Schubert’s music to be. It wasa fa-
vorit® of Lady Cecil’s as it chanced, but never
had the peari key’s, under her fingers, spoke
jn music a story half so plaintive, half so pa-
thetic as this. The slanting June sunlight
tell full upon the face of the player—that
fixed, dusk, emotionless face, with ita change-
less pallor; snd, more and more interested,
Lady Cecil balfrose on her elbow to look.

«That will do,” Ginevra said graciously;
# that's a simple melody, but you play it quite
prettily. Cecil, love, whbat do you think?
Miss Herncustle will suit very well, will she
not?" .

« 1 think Miss Herncastle quite capable of
teaching music to pupils double the age of
Pearl and Paney,” replied Lady Cecil, decid-
edly. v Miss Herncastle, is it possible you
do not sing? You have the face of a
singer.”

Up to this moment Miss Herncastle had
not been aware a third person was present.
She turned to Lady Cecil, and the large elec-
tric eyes, so dark under their black lashes,
met the soft hnze! ones full,

«I do not sing."”

« Then I have mistaken o singing tace for
the first time. Ginevra,Idon’t wishto hurry
you, but if we go at all—"

4 Good Heavens! yes!" cried Lady Danger-
field, glancing in suadden hurry at her watch.
« We shall be frightfully late, and I promised
Lady Chantilly—Miss Herncastle, I forgot to
ask—do you object to the coantry ?"

-« Qn the contrary, I prefer it.” .

« Vary well, then ; thesooner you come the
better. ‘Wo go down to our place ih Sussex
next week—you wiil find your pupils there.
Suppose you como to-night—you will be of
use to me in the intermediate days.”

« [ -wlll come to-night, my lady, if you wish
it.”

t To-night, then, Soames, show Miss
Herncastle out. Now then, Queenie.”

s+ And what's your opinion of the gover-
nass? Whatare you thinking of as you lle
back in that pretty attitude, with yonr eyes
half closed,. Lady.Cecil Clive? Are yun
really thinking? oris it only to show the
lepgth of your eyelashes ?”

Lady Cecil,looked np. ‘They were rolling -
along. as fast a8 . two high-atepping roans
could carry them, Kew-ward, . ;

u I was really thiaking, Gineviz—~thinking
of your governees."’

#«You do my governess too much honor.
What were your thoughts of her, pray 7’

The drawing-room was deserted—DLady |

that tiresome Delphine has no morp eye fore

;‘ﬁgl)_m'e'ihﬂi-ng" ({nii‘tfe out of the st
line. .-Itisan'odd:face-a.striki
-face full of character.

in one expression.: That woman - has'a “His-
tory 0o o nt DT

~ “Really, then, I shall countermand imy
consent. I don't wantainursery governess
*with: a bistory. What.an imagination you
have, Cecll, and what awiul . nonsense -you
talk! A striking. face!—-yes, if you like, in

its plainness,” - - '

¢ I don't think it plain.” '

« Perhaps you do think it pretty 2"

% No; pretty is a word I should never ap-
ply to Miss Herncastle, Herncastle!—a
sounding appellation. Whom have I seen be-
fore that she resembles 1”

¢ For pity sake, Queenie, talk of something
else. Suppose, when you yet down to Scars.
wood, you turn biographer, and write out my
new nursery governess's history, from her
own dictation. I dare sayshe's the daughter
of some Cheapside grocer, with a complexion
like her father's taliow candles, and whose
pin:no-playing. and French accent were ac-
quired within the sound of Bow Bells.
Queenie—" abruptly—« 1 wonder if Major
Frankland will be at Kew to-day 7"

Lady Cecil looked grave,

1 douw't like him, Ginevra—I Hon'’t like
the way he behaves with you—oh, yes, Gin-
evra, I will say it—nor the way you. behave
with him.”

« And why? How does Major Frankland
and my lowly self behave 7’

#“You bardly need to ask that question, I
think. You fiirted with him when you were
fiftecen, by your own showing; you flirted
with him in the first year of your widowhooc,
and you flirt most openly with him now that
you are a wife. Ginevra,” with energy, “a
married {flict i3 in my opinion the most des-
picable character on earth.”

« An opinion which, coming fzom my Lady

Cecil Clive, ot all people, should have weight.
Isn’t there an adage about setting a thief to
eatch athief? How trus those old saws are!
You don't mean to flirt, I suppose, when you
are married?”’
" «Don’t look so scornful, Ginevra—no—I
don't. If everI marry—whatare you laugh-
ing at? Well, when I do marry, then—I
hope-I trust—I feel that I ghall respect and
—and Jove my husband, and treasure kLis
name and honor as sacredly as my own
soul,”

« Meaning, 1 supposs, Sir Arthur Tre-
genna?”

« Meaning Sir Arthur Tregenna, if you like,
If 1 ever become the wife of Sir Arthur, I
shall never let any livipg man talk to me,
look at me, act to me, as that odious, bearded,
sleepy-eyed ex:Canadian mejor does toward
you. Don't be angry, Ginevra dear; I mean
this for your good.”

«No doubt. One's {riends are always per-
sonal and disagreeable and prosy for one’s
good. At the same time I am quite old
enough to take care of myself.”

« Ah, Gingvra, age does not always bring
wisdom. And Bir Peter is jealons—poor lit-
tle Sir Peter! It is unkind, it is a shame;
you bury that poor little man alive down
there, and you dance, and walk, and flirt with
Frankland. I say agaip, it is a shame,”

Lady Dangerfield leaned back in the bar.
ouche and laughed—laughed absolutely until
the tears started.

« You precious Queenie—ysu Diogenes in
India muslin and Limeri¢ck lace! That poor
littte Sir Peter, indeed! and Miss Herncastle,
too! all low and abject things find favorin
the sight of Lady Cecil Clive. 8ir Peter! as
if [ cared what that odious little wizen-faced,
butterfly-bunting imbecile thought! Major
Frankland is one of my oldest, one of my
dearest friends, with whom I shall be friendly
juet as loog as I please, in spite of all the hus-
bands alive. And to think of a sermon from
you—from you, the most notorious flirt in
-London~—on flirting! And Sclomen says
thers is nothing new under the sun!”

Lady Cecil made a restless movement, and
under the white fringe of her parasol her fair
face flughed.

« Ginevra, [ am sick—sick of baving my-
self called that. And I am not a flirt in your
sense of tha word. 1 don’t lead on men to
gratify my own petty vanity, vo swell the list
of a vain, empty-headed, empty-bearded wo-
man of the world's triumphs. I only like to
bave people like me—admire me, if you will;
ond when gentlemen are pleasant and dance
well, and talk well, I can't be {frigid and for-
mal, and talk to them on stilts It's they
who are stupid—moths who will rush into
the candle and singe their wings, do what you
will. The warning I8 up, ‘dangerous
ground,” but they won't be warned. They
think the quicksand that has let sc many
throngh will hold them. They are not con-
tent with being one's friend—they must be
one’s Iover, And then when one i8 sorry,
and 8ays ¢ no, they rush off to Spitzbergen, or
Spanish’ America, or Central Africa, and one
is called heartless, and a coguette. It's my
misfortune, Ginevra, not my fault.”

Again Ginevra laughed. '

- « My dear, what eloquence! Why weren't
you lord, instead of Lady Cecil Clive ?—youn
might take your seat in the House, and amaze
that noble and prosy body by your brilliant
oratory. Queenie, answer me this—truly now
—were you ever in love in your life 7"

Under the white fringe ot that silken
screen, her parasol, once more that delicate
carnation flushed all the fair «flower face "
of La Reine Blanche. But she laughed.

< That is what lawyers call a leadiug ques-
tion, ian't it, Ginevra? Who falls in lov=in
these latter days? Wae talk of settlements,
instead of turning periods to our lover's eyes ;
weo go to St. George's, Hanover Square, if an
eligible parti asks us to accompany him
there ; but as for getting up a grande passion
—not to he thought of—bad style and ob-
solete. Somebody says in Coningsby, ¢ pas-
sions were not made for the drawingroom,’
and I agree with that somebody. I don't
mean to be cynical, Ginevra—I only state
plain facts,and pity ’tis ’tis true.”

Lady Chantilly’s morniog party was doubly
pleasant for being aboutthe last ot {be season,
and Major Frankland was there, He was a
tall, military swell, with heavy blonde mus-
tache, steepy, cat-like eyes, a drawl, and an
eye-glass. It séemed the most natural thing
imaginable that Lady Dangerfield should
.recelve her Neapolitan ice from his hand, and
that he should lean over in her chair and
whisper in her pretty pink ear while she ate
it.

« We always return toour first loves, don't
we, Lady Cecil ? laughed the Honorable
Charles Delamer, of the F, O, eating his ice,
aud taking his seat by the side of Lord Ruys-
land's daughter, * as faithful as the needle of
the north star is old Frankland to the idol of
his youth.” Apropos of first loves, Lady
Cecil,’ locking up artlessly, ¢ whom do you
suppose I met at her Majesty's last night ?”

The Honorable Charles, one of the « fast—

6st," most reckless young fellows about town,
had two blue eyes ag soft and innocent: as

Delamer preserved even the outward fem-
blance of innocence at elght-and-twenty it
would be difficult to say.

Landy Cecil laughed, She liked Charlie for
this good renson, that he bad never fullen in

# There is something strange about her—

love with her,

. ited 'me
ever since I saw it-"80'calm, 80 still;-s0.Bxed'|:

the eyes.of a month-old babe, though how Mr. }:

your box. He woi;l‘qn't"come."! LT
. %:Who wounldn't:.come?! Name: tbis con.
tumaéions subject i S e
B {3 ?V'Donne“." : {;.;._: o B S :
“ Who 7 ’suddenly and sharply she a
the question;i « .Wh{_) i rp‘,y eked

1—Captain Redmond O'Donnej)
of “Chasseurs d’Afrique’—Le Beay
Chasseur; ag they. call- hini—and the best fel.
Jow the sun shines on.”

She was always pale as a lily—La Reing
Blanche—was she really paler than usual
now? Charlie Delamer wondered. Was it
only the shadow of the white parasol, or—

There was 4 pauso—ouly for a moment, but
how 'long it seemed. Coote and Tinnye’s
band.discoursed sweet music, fountains flagh.
ed, birds sang, flowers bloomed, June sunshing
steeped all in gold, and under the leafy
branches Lady Dangerfield was strolling on
the arm of ‘Mpjor Fravkland.

Mr. Dalamer, just a tzought startled, spoke
agaln, - . o
“You know O'Donnell, don’t yon? In

Ireland, was it? I think hs said s0 last
night.”

“ Yes—I know—I[ mean I knew i
O'Donnell slightly once. It is over éichfoa::I;
ago though-—1 should have thought he would
have quite forgotten the circumstunce by thig
time,”

“ Men who have been s0 fortunate ag tq
know La Reine Blanche don’t forget her go
easily. Since you honor him by your re.
membrance, it is hardly strange, if he recol-
lects you.” -

#If I remember bim !—Mr. Delamer, Red-
mond O’'Donnell saved my lifel”

«Saved your life! By Jove! the lucky
fellow. But those dashing long-sword, sad-~
dle-bridle Irishmen are always lucky. And
the fellow said his acquaintsnce was bot

trifling.”

Liady Cecil langhed—not quite so musical-
1y as usual.

« Trifling {” Perhaps Captain O'Donunell

rated his service at the valuation of the thing
saved! And he is in England. How curi-
ous. I fancied him-—soldier of fortune--.
free lance that he is! for life out there in Al-
giers,”

« He goes back shortly. He is s born
fighter, and comes of a soldierly race. The
O'Donneils have been soldiers of fortune for
the last three hundred years, and asked no
fairer fate. He leaves Inglard soon, places
his sister with some friends in Frauoce, and
goes back.”

« His sister l——the Rose of whom he used to
speak—of whom he was so fond 7"

#“Yes; I heard him call her Rose.”

« You heard bhin:! She is here then! And
what is she like? Redmond O'Donnell’s sis-
ter "—with a little laugh— she ought to be
pretty.”

« Well, she is not-—at least not now. She
appears to be under a cloud—sickness, trou~
ble, something—dido’t talk much—!looks sad
and sombre, and {8 a brunatte, with blue eyes.
She is just from New Orleans—-her brother
went for her. I called there immediately
beforo I came here, and O'Dounell dines with
me this evening. What & prince of good fal-
lows he was out yonder in Algiers, and the
devil's own to fight, He won his way
straight up from the ranks with his sword.
And he saved your life! How was it, Lady
Cecil?”

#« Much too long a story for a morning par-
ty, with the thermowmeter at 90 degrees.
There is Madame de Vilafleur beckoning—is
she not ?”

« She is. Permit me, Lady Cecil” And
taking Mr. Delamer's proffered arm, Lady
Cecil sauntered over to Madame la Comtesse
de Vilafleur.

The rose light of the summer sunset was
just merging into stany dusk, as the baron-
et’s wife and earl's daughter drove back to
Lowndes Square. Lady Dangerfield was in
excellent spirits—evidently Major Frankland
had been entertaining—and talked incessant-
ly the way home; but Lady Cecil lay back
among the barouche cushions, paler, graver,
more silent than was her wont. She bhad
beer very much admired, as usunl; she had
held her court of adorer’s, also, as usual ; but
now that it was over, she looked wan, spirit-
less, and bored.

And he is in England—in London!"” she
was thinking. wHe was at the opera last
night, and saw me! And it was not worth
while renewing so slight an acqurintance!
To think—to think'"-—she set her pearly
teeth bard—=«to think that after all those
years I should not yet have outlived that sen-
timental folly ot so long ago!”

¢« How stupid you are, Queenie!" her cousin
said, pettishly, as they neared home, *1l
believe you have not spoken two words since
we lett Eew ; and now that I have asked you
twice if you saw Chandos Howard playing
lawn billiards with Lady Charlotte Lansing,
you only answer, * Yes dear, very pretty in-
deed I' It is to be hoped you will recover the
use of your tongue and your senses before you
appear at Carlton Terrace to-night.”

With which reproof Lady Dangerfield got
out and went up the steps of her own aristo-
cratic mansion.

Soames the footman, flung open the draw-
ing-room door, but Lady Cecil did not enter.
She toiled wearily up to her own apartment,
threw off her bonnet and scarf, as if even their
weight opressed ber, and crossing to the gold
and ebony writing desk, unlocked it, and took
out her trensured relics once more.

‘«] do not need you to remind me of my
folly any longer,” she said, lovking at them.
« [ will do now what I abould have done thls
morning.”

The faintly sighing evening wind flutteied
the lace curtains of the open window. She
walked to it, gazed for & moment at the
pictured face, set her 1ips, and deliberately
tore up into minutest fragments the notw and
the picture, The summer breeze whirled
them in aninstant, the spray of clematis, and
the dark cur! of hair followed, aud then Lady
Cecil rang for her malid, and dressed for the
evening. : ,

« They say-—those wiseacres who make
books—that every life has its romance. I
suppose they are right, and so forever has
ended mine. Not the white satin to-night,
Desiree—the blue silk and turquoise ornam-
ents, I think [” :

At half-past eleven. that night—and when
had the phenomenon occurred before ?—the
Eurl of -Ruysland returned to his. niece’s
house. He had written and dispatched his
letter, and though Lady COecil had sent 10
.message to Sir Arthur Tregenns, the letter
contained a most encouraging and flattering
one. . Ho had dined at  his club, he had io-
dulged in chicken hazard for an hour, and at
balf past eleven stood in the moonlight st
Lady Dangerfield’s door. He hadbeen up
as you know, until Luif-past five the preced-
ing day, aud on the wintry side of fifty - late
hours and dissipation tell.. =~ 1.

« 1 think I will give up London life,” he
-gaid to himself ; # and devote myself to grow-
Ing old grucefally.. Let me ncoomplish this
marriage, pay my debte, and with replenish
cofters, and & rejuvenated reputation, betake
myselt to plensaut Continentul Spas and Ba- .
dens, end live happy forover after. Aby




