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u But " then governesses always are -hero-

imes, aré thay mot?—primeé favorites. with
nowolists. » I rather fear sho:has found life
too durk a tragedy, by any possibility to make
a jestof o B )

«She is the best embroideress 1 ever gaw,”
Lady Dangerfield 8iid, swesping her gilken
robes up the sualit stairs. -+ I found it out
b elisiée yesterday. Her work in lace and
cambric is something marvelouely beautiful.
I had some thought of sending her away—
one doesu't want B person about the house
who terrifies every one she meetg—but pow
¥ :ghall  retain her, Her embroideries are
worth thres huadred a year to me, am'i' she
ccxiainly has accepted a very low salary.

She certainly had, and that was 8 great
conmsideration with my lady. As has been
said, loog years bitter battle with poverty
had taugbt her the valte of wealth, ard
. though she squandered S8ir Petér's incomy
reoklessly on her own pleasure and gratifica-
tion, she yet could be unspeakably mean in

gmall tninge. Now that she bad discovered
how useful abe could make Miss Rerncastle,
she resolved not oply te retain ber, but to
patronize ber. Miss Herncastle also had ex-
quisite taste and judgment in all matters per-
taining to the totlet—why not dismiss ber
maid by and by, and install this useful and
willing vursery governess in her place?

_Miss O'Donnsll came over from Castleford
in the gray of the snmmer evening, with her
bs oogings, but alone. Sir Arthur Tregenna
bad sought out her chasseur at his fishiog
8'ream, and the twain would return togetber
to dipner. She was rhown to her room, and
exchanged her dark gray dress for a dinner
robe of bluesilk, the hue of her eyes, and de-
scended to find her hostess and cousin spen-
ding the long bour before dirner on the vel-
vety lawn sloping away beneath the long,
wide, open Freoch -window of the drawing-
yoom. The childeren were at play on the
terrace below, where gaudy peacochks strat-

$ed in the run, a million leaves fluttered cool
and green above them, and birds carvll. d in
the durk shade of the branches. Misg Hern-
castle, 10 her gray silk dress, sat at a little dis-
tanee, her fingers plying among my ladys lace:.
Tady Cecil beut over a book, her fair, delicate
face and slight, graceful figure outlined a-
gatnstthe golden &ed purplo light of the sunset
lilies on her breast—tall, slim, sweet My
lady leaned back lazily in her rustic chair, do-
ing nothing—it was an amiable trait in this
lady's character that she never din do any-
thlniz—~—beautifully dressed, powdered, puinted,
coiffured, and awaiting impationtly ths arri-
val of the dinner hour nnd the pentlemen.
Mujor Frankland wus absent with the esrl,
and her busband of course, whether in his
study or out of it, did not count. In the ab-
gence of the nobler sex, my lady alwavs col-
lapsed on principle—gaping piteously. Sne
pever read, she mever vorked, she never
thooght. Society and adulatiopn wore her
stimulants—in their abeence life became au
unb-arable bore.

She bailed the advent of Rose O'Donnell
now with relief. She couldn’t talk to the
governess——that were too great condescension
—the children were noisy nuisances, and Lind)
Cecil was intervsted in ber buok. The wauv-
ing trees, the flushed sky’ the sleeping sea,
the silent vinersld earth—all the fair evening
prorpect had no charm for her.

nYou find us alove yet, Miss O'Donnell,”
she ruid, as Rose took s seat near her. Our
fishermen have not returoed, and sotitude in-
variably bores me to death. Cecil bas taken
to literature, as you see. aod is company frr
no ouve. I mever read Mirs O'Donnell—
books are nll alike, hopelessly stupid nowa-
days. What is that you have there,
Queenie ?”’

Lady Cecil looked up.

t Ballads of Irelaud. I came upon it by
chauce in the Jibrary balf ap hour ago. Tam
reading the battle of Fontenoy, Miss O'Dou-
neld, id any of your ancestors fight ut the
batele of Foatanay ?”

# 8o the legends of our house say, at least.
4 And by the gams token,” as Lucy would ob-
serve, it was a Redmond O'Donpell who
fought and fell on the fatal field of Fon-
tency »

Lady Dangerfield looked intereated.
T'A Redmond O'Dunnell. Really!
is, Quecnie, willyou 1"

« | never road elbnd,” Lady Cecil answered ;
wit is an accomplishment I donot possess.”
She glaoced suddenly at she bosy fingers of
the governess, )

» Miss Herncastle,” she called.

Miss Herncastle paused in her work, and
Yook« up.

o You wilivead it to Lndy Danparfield, will
you nut? Somehow I thiok you can read
aloud.”

#1 can try,” Miss Herncaotle answered.
She laid down her work, advanced, took the
beok, aud stood up hefore her auditors. The
laat light of the setting sun shons full upon
her tall, statuesque figure, her pale. change-
lees fuce, locked ever in the passionless ealm
of marble. Sha began. Yer, Miss Herncastle
counld read aloud—Lady Ceril had been right.
What » wondrously mueical voice it was—so
deep, vo calm, 50 8weet. She made a very
striking picture stauding there, outlined
against the purpls gloaming, the sunlight
gilding ber face and ber deadblach hair. So
thoauht Rose O'Donnell, so thought Lady
Cec1} Olive, 8o thought two gentlemen ad-
vaneiog slowly, unseen and unheard, up the
avenne, under the trees—Sir Arthur Tregen-
na and Captain O'Doanell. Both, asif by
some slmuitanevus impulse, stopped to
listen,

s 1 Pysh on, my household cavalry!” King Louis
madly cried,

“Pa death they rush, but rude thelr rhock—not
unuvenged they died.

On thrugh the camp the column trod—-King
+ ouls turos his rein

*Not yor, my 1l ge,’ Saxelinterposod, ¢ the Irish
troops remalu.’

Read

€' Imed Clare, he says, * you have your wish ;
there are your Saxon foes!
Tl_:e n‘:gl;;- &aél‘ aimost smiles 1o ses, 80 furiously
How fierce the look these exiles wear, who're
wont to be so gav,
The tre+sured wrongs of fifty years are in their
. hearts to-duy—
The ireaty broken ere the Ink wherewith twas
writ conld dry,
Their plundered homes, their raiped sh:ines,
their women's partingery,
Thelr priestbood bunted downlike wolves, their
econutry overthrown—
Baoch lonks« as If revenge for all werestaked on
bim slone.
Oon, F n;lbcnoy—on, Fontenoy, nor ever yet elso-

where
Rash 4 outo fight a nobler band than these
proud exiles were,

¢ (’Brien’s volce is honrse with Joy, as halling,
4 commands,

*PIx -ay'dets—~chuarged’ like mountain storm
rtwh on these flery bande! .

Thiln i~ the English column now,and faint thelr
volleys grow,

Yet must’ring all the strength they nave they
muke a gallant show |

Fhey dresd thelr ranks upon the hill to face that

wiad—

Thelr biyonets tha breakers' foam; like rocks
the men behing!

One volley crashes from thelr line, when
through the surglng emoke,

trampled 1 they tore ; :

The E'Jagllgh s!.:)g;% with des-erate strength,
“‘paused, rallied, staggered, flead—

The green lhllllgildg is matted close with dying
and withdead ; :

Aocross the plain and far away passed on that
bideous wrack.

While ca~aller and fantassin dash In upon thelr

track. ~
On, Fontenoy—on, Fontenoy, like eagles in the

Hihb,
With blaody plumes the Irich atand —the field is
fought and won "

She pansed. Sweet, clear, thrilling as a
bugle blast rang out the stirring words. °A
light leaped out into her eyes, 4 glow came
over her pale face; every beart there stirred
under the ring of her tonse, her look, her ges-
ture as she ceased.

«By Jupiter!” Redmond O'Donnell ex-
tlaimed, under his breath, That woman {6 &
marvel.” .

Lady Cecll stretched out her hand for tue
book, & look of surprised admiratiou in her
eyes.

y“ Miss Herncastle,’ ehe sald, ¢ you read
that splendidly. The poet should have heard
you. 1 knew yom could read bat not like
that. Youare a born actress.”

The governess bowed, smiled, and walked
back with immovable composure to her
place.

«Shall we approach now " Sit Arthur
said, in & constrained voice

Thute was no reply. He looked at his
companion—the eyes of Redmond O'Donnell
were fixed on Miss Hernoastle with such a
look of utter wonder—of sheer amaze and of
recognition, that the baronet stared at him in
turn, Standing there it had flashed upon
him like an ivspiration where he had Been
Miss Herncastle before. He started like a
man from 8 trance at the sound of the baron
et's sarprised voice.

« How thuaderstruck you loeok, 0'Donuell”
be soid, with a touch of impatisnce in his
tope; “did you mever before hear a3 lady
read ?”

The half-irritatsd words fally aroused him.

Redmond O'Donnell tarned away from the
governess with & slight laugh.

# Rarely like that, nami. AndI have
just solved & riddle thut bas puzrled me since
last night. I think I have had the plessure
of hoth seeing and hearlng Lady Duanger-
field’s very remarkable governess befure to-
day.”

CHAPTER XIIL
THE MTSTERY OF BRACKEN HOLLOW.

Miss HeancasTLE'S audience bad been in-
creased by still two more. The Earl of Ruys-
land and Major Franklaod, suuutering up the
aveuue, hud also paused afar off to listen
Agsinst the rose and gold light of the sum-

sAW such an wpacvouutsblelikeness in all my

mer supset, Miss Herncastlo's tall figure and
striking face made a very impressive picture
It was a pre'ty tableau altogether; Lady
Cecil, 1air, languid, sweet ; my lady in her
rich robes and sparkling jewuls; Ruse O'Don.
nell with ber small, piquant face literally
reeming all eyes ; and the accessorivs of wav-
ing trecs, luminous sky, tinkling fountains,
and tragiunt flowers,

“ Ab ¥}, Lord Ruysland said, when the spell
wag ‘roKen acd be and his com panion moved
on wnce more, 4 what have we hers? A fe-
cond-rate aetress from the Surrey side of the
Tham.s? Upon my lite, so much histrionic
tulent is quite twiown away. Mivs Hern.
castle (I wonder if her father's name wus
Herocastle, by the bye?) is wasting ber
swoetness on desert air, On the boands of
Drury Laue her rendering of Fontenoy would
Le gooc for at least two rounds from pit and
gallery. Bravo! Mirs Herncastle!” He
bowed before her now with the stately court-
livexs of his youth. #1I haveread of enter-
taining angels unswares—are we entertain-
ing a modern Mars, all alone until now 7

The covert sneer that generally embellish-
ed evervthing this noble peer said was so
covert, that only a v-ry sensitive ear could
hnve caught it. DBiss Herocastio cuught it
and lifted her great gray eyes for obe moment
to his face—full, steadily. Something in the
grave, clear oyes -eemed to dise ncert him—
he sto, ped abruptly apd turned awsy from
her.

i-Gad!” he thought, #itis strange. Never
life. She has looked at me a thouraud times
with just snch a look as Miss Herncastle zave
we pow. Confound Miss Herncastle! What
the deuce does the young woman mean, by
looking so horribly like other women dead
and gone?? .

He turped from the prrty and walked with
a sulky scuse of injury into the houre. But
all the way up to his room, all the time the
elaborate wysteries of the toilet were going
on (and the mysterics of Lady Dangerfield’s
bergelf were plain reading compared to this
uld dandy of the ancient regime), all the time
there stropg, stesdy gray eycs pursued bim
tike an uncomfortable ghost.

‘t Hapg Miss Herncastle,” again the mnoble
ear]l growled. +Cecil doesn’t look like her
mother ;—what business, then, has au utter
stranger to resemb.e her 1n this absurd way ?
Ivs like living in the house with u might-
mare ; my digestion is upset for the rest of
thaday. lt'sdencedly unpleasant and, egadl
I think I must ask Ginevra to diemiss her, if
shie contiuues to disturb me in this way.”

Redmond O’Donnell bad stood a little
aloof, stroking his mustache meditatively,
und gnzing at the governess. A perfumed
blow of a fan on the arm, a soft little laugh in
b18 ear tecatled him.,

# And still he gazed, and still the wonder
grew ! Is Miss Herocastle the Gorgon's
head, or iait a case of love at first sight. In
either event, let me present you and exorcise
the spell.”

It was Lady Cecil's smiling face that he
turned to see. Lady Cecil, who, with a wave
ot that fragrant fun summoned the governess
to her ride,

« Miss Herncaatls, take compassion on thia
wretcbed exile of Xrin, and gy something
coneolutory to him, He stands helplessly
here aad ¢gigh8 and looks, sixhs and looks,
sighs and looks, and looks again.” Captwin
Redmond O'Donnell, Les Beau Chasseur —Diss
Herr cantle,” .

She flitted away as she spoke with a saucy,
backward glance at Le Beau Chasseur, and up
to b r cousin Ginevra.

“Oh, if you pleass,, my lady,” with a little
housemaid’s courtesy, # I have a favor to ask.
Dor’t banish poor Miss Herncastle to mope to
death in the dreary upper region of the nur-
sery and school-room. She1sa lady—treat
her as such—your guest—treat her a8 a guest.
Let her come to dinver.” )

@Queenin! Miss Herncastle to dinner!
My guest! What Quixotic nonsense you
talk. 8he is my dependent, not my visitor.”

tThat 18 her mirfortune, not her fault.
Miss Herncastle is a lady to her finger tips,
aud fifty times cloverer than you orI, Bue

stand me?’ Lady Opcil iaughed a little,
avd glanced over at the two gentlemen to
whom the tall governess talked. ¢« No, per-
haps not—perbaps I don’t quite understand
myself Never mind that ; perbaps I like
Miss Herncaatle—perkaps the spelt of the
enchantress is over me, too. We won't ask
questions, like a good little cousin ; we will
only ask Miss Herncasstle to dinunet to-day,
to-morrow, and all the to-morrows 7%

 Well, certainly, Queenie, it you resally
wish it; but I confess I don’t qnderstand—"

“ Don't try, ma chere; “ ‘Where ignornce
is bliss. 'tis foliy to be W ge? Ouce a lady al-
ways alady, is it D04t and though Miss Hern-
castle be'a govirness to-day, she has been
something fat difforent in days gone by.
Thanksg for this favor, Let your invitation
be geherous, Ginevea, a8 your invitations caa
be when you rke” . .

She turmed away and walked into the
house. fier cousin lovked after her ‘with a
perplexad face What could Queenie mean?
Why, 1t was plain us the rose-light yonder in
the west that Sir Arthur Tregenna was goiog
to fall in love with her; Sir Aithur Tregenus,
who hed come down here ex-ressly to full in
love with Lady Cccil Clive; Sir Arthur, in
wbom sl Lady Ce.il's bopes and ambitions
should be centred. And here was Lady
Gecil Clive now begging this inconvenient
governess might be brought forward, thrown
into his society, treated as an equal, and left
to work her Circean spulls.

« It's the strangest thing I ever heard of—
its absurd, preposterons, However, as I
have promised, I suppose I must perform.
And whbat will Uuncle Ruoul say? I shall
keep an eve upon you tbis firsu evening, Miss
Herncastle, and if I find you attempt to en-
trap Sir Arthur, your first evening will be
your last.”

Miss Herncastle's two cavaliers fall back as
my lady appeared. The othgr gertlomen bad
eone to their roome to dress for dioner; these
two followednow. Captain O'Dunnell’s share
1n the conversation bad beeu slight, but there
was a look of conviction on his face as he ran
up to hisroom,

« It is she,” he said to himself; « there is
not a donbt about it. A nursery governers.
Rather a disagreeable change, I shonld imug-
ine, ufter the life she has left. What in the
pame of all that is mysterious can bave
brought her bere 7}

Miss Herucastle listened in grave surprise
a8 my lady tersely and tartly issued her com-
mands.

« It iy my desire, at the solicitation of Lady
Cecil Clive, Mirs Herncastle, that you dine
with us to-day, s8he said, spappishiy-
«There is no necessity for any change in
your dress.  You are well enough.”

Miss Herncastle was roved like 8 quakeress,
in gray silk, a penrl brooch fastuning her lace
collar, and a knot of blue ribbon in her bair.
She lvoked doubtfally at my Iudy as she lis-
teoed.

« Ludy Cecil Clive wishes me to dine with
you to-duy, my lady?” she repeated, ng
though not sure she bad heard aright.

« ] havesaid so,” my lady replied, still
more snappisbly. ¢ I dou't pretend to under-
stand, only she does, that is enough, Lady
Cecil’s wishes are invariably mine.”

And then my lady, with her silken train
8WeopIDE wajestivally Lutind  ber, ssiled a-
way, and the governess, who had so siznally
come tu honour was leit slone—alone with the
paling splendor of the sunset, with the soft
flutter of the July wind, with the twitter of
the birds in the branches, and the peacocks,
promenading toand fro on the stone terraces.
These percocks, with their stately stiut and
outstretchbed tails, bore an absurd resemblance
to my lady herself, and Miss Herncastle's
darkly thoughttul face brokeinto a smile as
she Baw it.

« As the queen pleases,” she said with a
ghrug. « And | am to dine with the Right
Honorable the Earl of Ruyslaud, the L[mdy
Cecil, and two baronets, Some of us are
burn preat, soin) achieve greatness, and some
have greatness thrust upon them. I am one ot
the latter, it appears. I theught the power
to wonder at spything earthly had left me
forever, but I wonder—I wonder what Lady
Cecil means by this.”

Miss Hoincsstle, the governees, half an
hour later sut down among this very elegant
compuny at dioner. Sir Peter Dangerfield
scowled through his eye-gluss as he took his
seat, '

W hat the deuce does this mean, he thought,
savagely ; briaging the brats’' govermess to
dioner.. To annoy me, notbing else ; that is
her amiable motive always to annoy me.

Miss Herncastle found herse!f placed be-
tween the Earl of Ruysland and Slr Arthur
Tregenua. 'The earl, immaculately got up,
sputless, ruffled, snowy linen, tail cont rose
iu hiv button-bols, dinmond ring on his finger,
bair perfumed, and bands white and delicate
as his daughter’s own, lovked the whole patri-
cinn Peersgeof Enginnd persopifi-d in him-
gell.  And with all the suave gullantry of a
lattor-day Chesterfivld Le puid compliments
anJ made bimself emineotly agreeavle to the
lady by whom he wne seated. His digestion
might be upset, his peace of mind destroyed
by the proximity, but his handsome face was
placid as a summer lake.

u Your reading of that poem was something
quits wonderful, Miss Herncastle, I give you
my word. 1 have heard gome of the best
elocntionists of the day—on the stage and off
it—but upon my life, my dear young lady,
you might muke the best of them look totheir
laurels. I wonder now, with your talents
and—pardon an old man—your petsonal ap-
pearance, vuu bave never turned your
thoughts in that direction—thestage I mean.
It 8 our gnin ut present, but it is the loss of
the theatrical world.”

Miss Herncastle smiled—supremely st her
eage. .

“«Your lordship ie pleased to be compli-
mentary or sarcastic—the latier, I greatly
fear. 1t 1a onething to read & poem decent-
ly, and quite another to electrify the worid as
Lady Macbeth. I may teach children of nine
to #pell words of two syllables and the nine
parts of spesch, but I fear I would receive
more hisses than vivas on the boards of the
Princess.”

By some chance she looked up as she
finished speaking, and met a pair of dark,
kesn eyes looking at her across the table,
with the strangest, most sarcastic lJook Those
cynical blue eyes belonged to the Irish-Afri-
cau soldiet, Captuin O'Dounall, He smiled
as he met her gaze,

#Mias Hernesatle does herself less than
justice,” ha sald very elowly. “A grest ac-
tress she might mever be—we have vo great
actresses nowadays—but a clever actress, I
am very sure. As to ¢ Lady Macbeth, I have
no meaus of knowing, but in the character of
« Ophelia ” I am quite certain, now, she nould
be charweing

castle took care not to meet those steel-' 41,
eyes once again untll. the ladies le"g e
able. i Co. L ;
_ It was he who sptang up and Beid ¢he door
open, for them, and as she 8WeRq Yy 1aat she
lifted her large eyes suddenly, und shet him
s piercing giance. He bowe<, siightly, smil-
od slightly, then the doo; wlosed, and the
gentlemen drew up, char ged and tossted.

It was rather rema yzable that Sir Arthur
Tregenna, usually the most abstemious of

wen, drank muck. mers wioe. than.any one |.

thera had over Feen him drink before. Major
Freakland, f£9m bis place at the end of the
tuble, saw it, and shrogged his shoulders
with a soMo voce comment to his neighbor,
O'Donneli.

« Used to be absurdly temperate—a very
anchorite, whatever an anchorite may be. 1
doo’t know whether you bave noticed,
but all the men who have lost their
heads for Ruysland’s peerless dauchter
and been rejected, bhave taken to port
and sheny, and stronger still. It seems to
be syaonymous—falling in love with Lady
Cecil, and falling a victim to strong drink.”

« Well, yes, itdoes,” the chasseur responded.
« T remember Annesly Carruthers, in Paris,
used to jump to his feet, half sprung,
with flashing eyes and flowing pgoblet,
and cry, ‘Here's to La Reine Blanche—

Heaven bless her!’ I wonder if that
sipsy prayer was heard; He took to hard
drinking after she jilted him; he used to be
pretty sober befors, There seems to be a
fatality about it,” the young Irishman seaid,
reflactively, filling his own glass., « Pawer—
court drunk bimaelt blind, too, exchanged into
a iine regiment ordered to Canada, and he was
seldom drunk more than three times a week,
before she did for him. I wonder how itis?
She doesn’t order 'em to *Fill the bumper
fair; every drop they sprinkie o'er the brow
of Care smoothes away a wrinkle,’ you don’s
suppose, does she 7"

wI don't suppose Tregenna's one of her
victims, certatoly,” respouded Frankland.
«Lucky beggnr! he's safeto win, with his long
rent-roll and longer linesge.”

«Ahl awlully old family, Pm given to un-
derstand,” O'Donnell said; * were barouns in
the days of Edward the Confessor snd Wil-
liam the other fellow. But then La Reine
Blunche bas szch a talent for brearine Bearts
und turning heads; and what & *owan may
do in any given phase of life is, as Lord
Dundrenry Baye, *One of these thiugs no
fellah can understand.”

They adjourned to the drawing-room,
whence souuds of music already came wafted
through the open window butin the drawing-
room they found Miss Herncastle alone. The
soft, silvery beauty of the twilight had
tempted the rest out on the lawn. Lady Ce-
cil sat in her rustic chair, humming av opera
air, and watchivg with pensive, dreamy eyes
the moon lift its silver sickle over the far-off-
hills. And Lady Daugerfleld and Rose O'-
Donnell sat chatting ol fuminine fashions and
the last sweet thiug in bonnets.

The gentlemen jovined them—that g, with
the exception of the Cornish baronet. Music
was his psssion, and then Miss Herncastle
had looked up with a telling glance and smile,
and some slight remark ns he went by—
glight, bat sufticient to draw bim to her side,
and bold him there. The earl lingered also,
bat afar off, and buried in the downy depths
of a puffy silken chair, let himself be gently
luiled to sleep. Major Frankland, as a mat-
ter of course, joined Sir Peter's wife, and Sir
Peter, with a sheet of white paper, and some
corks, on which moths wer¢ impaled,and a
Let, went in search of glow-worm's. And
Captain O'Doncell flung his six feet of man-
bood full Jength on the velvet sward at the
feet of the earl’s daughter, the delicious sea-
scented evening wind lifting his brown kair,
aud gazed serenely up at the star-studded
sky. i
{Nent thing—very neat thing, Lady Cecil, |
in the way of moon rise. How Cbristian-like,
how gentle, how calm, how bappy a man feels
alter dinner! Ah, if life could be ¢ always af-
ternoon,’ and such turt as this, and sucha sky
as that, and ons might le at Beauty's feer,
and—smoke! Smoking is useful among flow-
ers, too—killa the apbides and all that, and if
Lady Cecil will permit- -

«Lady Cecil permits,” Lady Cecil said,
laughing; “ prodince man’s best comforter,
Capwin G'Oonpell; light vp, and kill the
aphides.’

Captaln O'Donnell obeyed; he produced a
cigar case, selected carofully a weed, lit up,
and fumigated.

 This is peace—this is bliss; why, oh why
need it ever end; Lady Cecll, what are you
reading?”’ He took ber book.

u Pretty, I know, by all this azure and gild-
ing, Ab, to he sure, Owen Merudith—always
Owen Meradith. Bow tke ladies do worship
that fellow. Cupid's darts, broken hearts,
sllvery beams, rippling streams, vows here
and there, love everywhere, Yes, yes, the old
story, despair, bruken vows, broken hearts—
it their stock in trade.”

# And of corrresuch things as broken vows
and broken bearts only serve to etring a poet-
aster's thymes. We all know that in real
Jifs there is no ruch thing."

« We know nothing of the sort. Hearts are
broken every day,and theirowners not a whit
the worse for it in the end, Better, if any—
thing. ¢ The heart may bresk, yet brakenly
live on,’ sighs and siags the mest lachrymose
of all poets, and I agree with him. Liveon
uncomuwonly well, and if thepleces be proper-
Iy cemented, grow all the stronger for the
breakage."”

«Captain O'Doonell speake for himaelf, of
course ; and Irishmen's hearts are the most
elastic organs going. Glve memy book, sir,
and don't bo go horribly cynical.”

« Oynical, am [? Well, yes, perhaps Iam
—cyniciem ie, I believe, the nineteenth cen-
tury name for trnth. Halle ! what's all this ?
There's my fellow Lanty, with a letter in his
hand, and what has he done to Bir Peter?”

« Lanty—Lanty Lafferty! How glad Iam
to see Lunty, He has murdered some of poor
Poter’s beeties 1’m afraid-—the slaughter of the
innocents over again. See how excited the
baronet is over it.”

It was Lanty, and Lanty had murdered a
‘beetle, He had espied it crawling slowly,
glowly aloug Sir Peter's nice white sheet of
paper, and had given it o sudden dexterous
whip with o branch of lilac and—annibilated
it. Sir Peter sprang to bis feet with flashing
eyes.

y“ How dare you, sjr! how dare yo nkill my
specimen, the finest I have found this sum-
mer? How dare you do it, you muddle-
hended Irishman?"

For Lanty’s nationality was patent to tke
world. Lunty pulled off his hat now, and
mads the baronet & politely depreciating
bow,

«wHow dar I do it? 1Is it dar to kill a dirty
cockrach? Stureyer honor's joking! Faith

headed numbskall, after all the tronble I've:
had with it, and killit. And only two days
‘#ince it was born, you blundering bog-trot-~
ter!” ) '

Mr. Lafferty’s expression was fine, as he
regarded the sméashed cockroach and the it~
tle baronet with mingled lvoks of compassion
and contempt.

“Born is it?” Thim dirty little bastes!
Boml ob, wirra' Maybe it was christened,
tool - Faix, [ wudu’t wondher at all!”

. Vith which Lanty took his departure, and
approaching his mistress, presented his letter
with a bow,

«Misg Rogo, alanna! a bit av a letther av
yo plase. An' meselfs thinkin’ from thim
postm~rks that its from the old munseer him-

self, in New Orleans beyant.” ‘ ‘

sLanty 1" called the sweet, clear clear
voice of Lady Cecll, “ come here, and tell me
it you have quite forgotten the troublesomu
mistress of Torryglen, for whom you perform-
ed 8o many iunumerable services in  daye
gone” by? You may have forgotten, and
grown cynlcal dnd -disagrecable—like master
like man~but I have not.”

BShe held out her white-ringed, slim hand,
and Mr. Lafferty tomched it gingerly, and
bowed before that fair, gracious, smiling face,
hig ewn buuming with pleasure. .

« Forget ye, i8 it? Upon me conscience,
my Jlady, the nan or woman isn't alive that
cud do that av they tried. Loog life to ver
ladyship! It's well I rimimber your beauti-
ful face, and troth, it’s more aud more beauti-
ful it getsevery day.”

¢ Draw 4§ mild, Lacty,” Lanty's master
said, lazily; « we are not permitted to spuak
the truth to ladies about their looks, when, as
in the present case, the simple truth sounds
like gross flattery. You may go now; and
for the future, my geod fellow, let Sir Peter
Dangerficld’s black beetles alone.”

Mr. Lafferty departed accerdingly, giving
the beetle-hunting baronet a wide berth, as
ordered. ‘The next moment Rose came hu:-
riedly over to where her brotber lay, still
lazily smoking and star-gazing, her open let-
ter in ber hand.

wNows from New Orleans, Redmond, a let—
ter trom grandpapa. Mudame De Lansec is
very ill.”

The twilight music, floating so softly, so
sweutly ont into the silvery gloaming, had
cessed 2 moment before, and the two tizures
at the piano approached the open window,
pearest Lady Cecil and the chasseur. Miss
Herncastio had paused a second before join-
ing the luwn party, something in the starry
moonlit loveliness of the fair English land-
acape stirrivg her heart with a throb ofex.
quisite remembrance upd pain. Sir Arthur
Tregenpa—grave, sombre—by her side, wax
very sllent too, How well he liked to be
here, be alone knew ; and yet his place war
at the feet of yonder fair, proud pecr's daugh-
tar, thrice as lovely, thrice as sweat, a¢ thir
dark daughter of the earth, the spell of who<e
sorcery bad fallen upon him. So standing,
dead silent both, they heard the words of
Rose O Donnell,

« Magume de Lansac!’—it was Redmond
0'Donnell who spoke, removing bir cigar and
lookin g up—ill tsshe? Itrouoghtthe hand-
some Creole was mever ill. Nothivg serious T
hope ?”’

«Jt is serions——at least grandpapa says so.
Perhay:s his fears exuggerate the dunger. She
i3 ill of yollow fever.”

«Anl I should have thought she was
pretty well acchimated by thi~ time, And
our infant uncle, Rose—how is he? Lady
Cecily it is given to every man of gight.and-
twenty {0 possess an uncle ‘our years old.
Such s my buppy tortune, How is the Sig-
nor Claunde ?" )

« Little Cleude is well,” his sister answered.
« Poor madame—and I liked ber so much.
Hereis whbat grandpapa says : ¢ Doar Marie,
if there is any change tor the worse I shall
telegraph over at ouce, and I shall expect
Redmond to send or fetch you out again.
Claude has pined to a shadow, and calls for
Maurie night and day.’ So you see, Rudmond,
it may end in our returniog after all. Still,
I hope there may be no necessity.”

Mise O’'Donuell folded up her letter and
walted awny. Lady Cecil looked inquiring-
iy at ber companion.

# Marje?” sho said. ¢ Your Sister's name
15 Rose, Captain O’Donbell, is it not ?”

« Ruse, yes; Rose Marie—called after her
paternal and maternal grandmothers. Oar
mother was a Fronchwomuan—I think T told
you the fwmily pedigree ooce before, didn't
I?—and our grandfutber is M. de Lansac, of
Menadarya, When Rose went out there, to
be brought up as her grandfathber's heiress
and all that, the old Fremch grandpere
chauged, without troubling Cougress in the
matter, the obnoxious Celtic coguomen cf
O'Donnell for thy Gallic patronymic of De
Lansac. In other words Rore O’Doanell lelt
Irsland, and twelve hours witer her arrival in
the Cruscent Clty becawe Marie De Lansac.”

There was a faint exclumation—it came
from the open window. The speaker und
Lady Cecil both looked up, and saw that pret-
ty tablesu—the Cornish baronet and the
DUrsery Koverness.

“ You are ill, Miss Herncastle,” 3ir Arthur
said. ¢ The night air, the falling dew—"

He stopped. No, my Lady Cecill  Lovely,
gracious, highborn a8 you are, there never
came for you into those calm, blue eyes the
look that glows in them now for your ceusin's
silent, sombre governess He stopped snd
looked at her, It was not that she had growns
pale, for she was ever that, fixedly pale, but a
sott of ashen grayeshadow had creptup over
brow and chin, Jike 8 waxen mask. For one
instart her 1ips ported, her oyes dilated, trhen,
as it by magic, all signs of change disappear-
ed. NKiss Herncastle was herselt agaio, smil-
ing upon her startled companion with her
face of marble calm.

« A nsuralgic twiuge, Sir Arthwr,”  She put
ber hand to her forehead. 41 am subject to
them. No—no, you are very kind, but there
is no need to loock concerned. I am quite
used to it, and it only meuas I have taken a
slight cold.” ..

« And we stood here in a draught of night
air. Shall 1 close the window, Mise Hern-
castle? =

d« And shut out this sweet evening wind,
with the scent of the sea and the roses ? No,
Sir Arthur; I may pot be very sentimental or
romautic—my days for all tnat are past—but
I think n more practical person than wmysslf
might brave a cold in tbe head and a twinge
of tio doloureux, for Buch a breezo and such a
proapect as this,” .

# At least, then, permit me o get you &
shawl.” :

He left her before she could exprstulate.
She caught her breath for a moment—hard,
then lenned forward and listened to the low-
spoken words of Lady Oecil.

« Your grandfather’s bhelrees,” che was re-
peating, tuterestedly. tAhl yes, I romem-

; ;xcgllgrixrlf;iends_ébut Marie tell into
18 and i1l health, pined for the green
‘Ulster, and the feudal pp'..léndprgr Ousi-;!talis()?{
Detinell—perhaps you remember thas venc, B
able pile, Lady Cocil—and wrote me to cop, §
aad futch her home. Her grandfatber did Dot
wish it. ldid not wishit. I could give b
no home equal in any way to that she wishe; L .
to leave ; but when a woman will, she wj
and all the rest of it. Murie De Lansac, i1, 8
Marisnne in the Moated Grange, wag « ﬂ.w:ea ,e {
aweary.” The. rerult ot mavy letterg ath
much feminine logic, was, that I obtaiyed iz |
‘monthe’ leave of absence, sailed the bring g
‘888 snd—Finis,” it
“«Not Finis, Captain 0'Donnell; there j
still & supplement, How i8 it you chancy
to appear before us so suddenly hero " :
« Ask Rose,” Captain O'Donnell anewereg J
1 never protend to fathom the motives that (B
sway the feminine intellect. She wanted t;
come to London—we came to London. S,
wanted to come to Castleford, Sussex—ywg
came to Castleford, Suseex. Why, I dony
know, and I am not sure that I have any cur.
osity on the subject. Probably Rose knows
just a8 probably tbough she does not_ A;
well Bussux as anywhere else. I receive
and.obeyed orders.” 'And"-~Captain 0Dy,
netl paused & moment and glanced up at rh,
fair, starry face on which the cold woonbeay,
shone—* and I can truly say I don't regnt
the cott]ning."
lle flung away his cigar and sprap i
feet. Lady Dungerﬁelg, with hgr mgjot:-) 2;: ¥
proached at the moment. TR
«Queenie, are.youn aware the dew is fallin- |
and that wight air i8 shocking for the com. ;
plexion? A little moonlight i8 very mice, { A,
but enough is enough, I judge. Come iuty| &,
the house; weare going to have loo and [ Q.
mausic.” , E
Sue swept toward the open windows, her |
trained - dress brushing the dew off the wet |3
grass, and ber eyes fell upon the two ] |3
dusk, statuesque figures there full in the [ 3
mooulight, Apnd over my lady's fuce ap 13
apgry frown swept, and from my lady's ere;
a flash of haughty displeasure shot. . &
« You here still, Miss Herncastle? she 3
said, ina voice of verjnice. 1 imagine !
when the music censed that yon had gone 1 -
your room. Are you aware whether Pansy
and Pearl bave gone to bed? Be kind “3
enough to go at once and ascertain.” 4
#And remain when you go,; the frowe !4
that concluded the commund said. [ 4
Bhe swept by them, ber shining laces wait. | *
ing a cluud of mill fleurs before avd bebing
her, and Major Frankland, with a knowing |
half-smile on his lips, stalked after like the =~ 3
statne of the commacder. .
Miss Heincastle fell back—one appealing, © 3
derrecating, wistful look she cast upon Hr . %
Airthur. ' .
~tuud-night,” she sighed, rather than sail, | #
and was gone. |
Ludy Dauvgerfield was wise in her gepea-
tion, but she hud made a mistake to-izht.
A rudden dark avger bad swept into the par
vnet's eyes, a flush of intolersble auzu
wounted to his brow. The ludy he n delight
ud to honor ” had been ipsulted, had becn o
dered from his pregence and out of his reon
because—be uuderstood well enoupgb—be
cause of him. His faece cbanged, so darkly,
8o sternly, 80 apgrily, thut you saw how teryi.
t]e this man, usually so calm and impassive.
could be in wrath,
( To be Continued, )

low apj;.

———— e
BBI‘E Y PAYURYS th AB‘LITY- :
Hop Buters £0 freely adverticed inall the |3
papers, seculur and religious, are baviog s 7}
largs sale, and are suppianiing all oher j
medicines. There is no denylng the vinves
of the Hop plunt, and the proprietors of these
Bitters have shown great sbrewdness and
ability in compounding a Bitters, whose
virtues are so palpable to every one's obser-
vation.— Framiner and Chronicle.

COMA ON SENSE IN MEDICINE.

(M ntreal Star, January 5, 1881.)

Dr. M, Souvielle, the Parigsian physician
and inveutor of the Spirometer for the
scientific treatment of diseases of the luogs
and air parsages, who recently tgok up his
residence Among us, seems to be meuting
with excellent success. Already the doctor
has had upwards of a hundred patients, who
have given his syster: a trial and, so far a8
weo buve learned, with both satisfaction aod
benefit.  Doctor Souvielle makes a «l¢par—
ture from the vsual methods or trenting
diseaset of the air passages. He contends
that the proper mode of treating them is by
inhalation and absorption, not by pourivZ
drugs into the stumach, and thus upsotting
and disarranging one part of the syatem in
the hope of benefitting another. This aigu-
ment certainly bas the advantage of being |
cowmon sen-~e, which is always tho bes€ [
kind of sense. The doutor cert~iniy has the
cuurage of his opinions and confidence in his
gyetem, for he gives a dtanding invitation ¢
physicisns and sufferers to visit him and test
his instruments free of charge. His office’s
at 13 Phillips Squure, Montreal. :
It matters not bow often your advisers tell *
you that direases such as bronchitis, asthma
and catarrb are incurable ; read the following
notices-and judge for yourselves :—
MONTREAL, January 13th, 188,
DEAR DoCTor,—1 have great pleasore in
making public my experience of the beneficial
eff-cts 1 have derived from the use of your
Spirometer and remedles for_the cure of
Catarrh and Bronchitis, which I was nflioted
with for several years; my health 1s oW
wonderfully improved since using your

remedies.
Your trulljy,

" “Darghester street.
To Dr. M_Souviclle, 13 Phillips’ Sgware
Montreal.

MONTREAL, January 21st, 188t
MY DEAR SikR—I am_very pleared to besl
testimony to your mode of t.reat'lnf {hroat
diseases. My little girl. eleven years of age, haf
had various attucks of bronchitls. Last fl
ahe had one of those attacks and was conflned
to the house for some seven ur eight weeks.
After uring one of vour Spirometers, with thé
medicine acermpanying.it, I am very happy
to ray 1hut witbin two weeks after commenoln
to use the insirument, she was quits batter, an
has he n very well ever since, now about twd
months. .
Iam, ypurs'mlslri

ToDr. M, Souvielle, Montreal,

L. GAULT.

MONTREAL, Jannary, 1881

Dr. M Scunrtelle Montreal.

DEAR 8ir,~1 am very. pleased togive you fhis

1egtimony of the benefit I have recelved from

the use of your Instrument, the Splrometer, and
the r-medies accompaniyng it for my disease.

was three. years troubled with catarrh (m the

head, lo8s Of volce and bronchitis, and I am
happy to «wy that I'am now quite cured, &0

have to thank you for it by the use of yuul

Spirometer 8nd remerlles.
Yours respeomlllgl
8 Hilion, |
. Montreal.

Letters must contain stamp for reply.
Tnstromenta and pruparations expressed 0

how she interssts all the gentlemen, Issue
your commands, ¢ Empress of Searswood.

Miss Herncastle's steady bkand was liftiog a
glass of champagne. The sudden and great

I wish 1 had a shillin’ for ivery wan a¥ thim

ber, you told me that also once before.”

any address, ,




