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« Letus hope your headache will not prove
wo serious ag all that, my lady,” he romarked.
« Your vertigo (how odd you never had a ver-
#igo befors) L am quite sure will be entirely
gone to-morrow.”

«He means mischief,” Miss Hemcastle
thought, watching him trom her cover. “«He
sSeed through her trapsparent TS, and will
follow herto the bull. The Fates are wo‘rk-
ing for me as well as I could work myself.”

She glided unobserved from the room after
my lady, and joined her in the violet boudoir.
A substantial repast was spread here. Lady
Davgerfield’s appetite was nnexceptioaable,
and she had had no dinner. Inan ipstant
every trace of headache and vertigo disap-
peared. The door was locked, the heary cur-
tain of violet cloth dropped over it, Lady
Dangerfield sat down to refresh her inner
ladyship, and Miss Herncastle produced the
exquisite page dress.  The iden of doubting
Mujor Frackland's sppearing wag too pre-
posterous an idea ever to occur to her.

« And you think—you are sure, Miss Bern-
castle—Sir Peter has not the faintest suspi-
cion? my lady asked, as she rose from the
table, and placed herselfin the skilful hands
of her governess, to be dressed. Delplice
had been dismissed as not sufficiently trust-
worthy. ! Youore perfectly sure hesuspects
nothing 1" . .

] am perfectly sure of pothing in this
lower world, except that 1am in it,? Miss
Herncastle suswered coolly ; « but the pro-
babilities are he does not. Major Frankland
is in London—you are ill in bed of headache
—_kow then can either of you be at the ball ?
Aud it doesn't seem likely he will accept Mra.
Everloigh’s invitation himselfand go.” Lady
Dangnrfield gave o falnt shriek.

« Good Henven, Misa Herncastle! what an
iden\—Sir Peter go. Of course, be'll not go
—the very idea isabsurd. 1 don’t believe be
ever sttended a ball in his life,and he detests
Mrs. Everleigh much too cordially even to
cross her threshoid. 1 wish you wouldn't
suggest such preposterous things—I was ner-
vous enough before, you have mnde me &
hundred times worse. Has the box gone
yet "

«The box 18 safely disposed of, my lady.,
Have no fears—Count Lara will be there.”

Her nimble fingers flow over her work.
Lady Dangerfleld’s short black bair was artist-
ically curled over her temples and shoulders,
and the little plumed cap set sideways there-
on. The little high-beeled shosg, with their
glittering paste buckles, were on; doublet,
hose, clonk, rapier, scented gloves, all; the
exquisite tint of rouge given to the cheeks,
the eyes darkened, all the mystic ceremonies
of the toilet gone through ; and my lady,
robed and radiant, looked in the full-length
mirror, and saw n charming vision.~—all vel-
vet, gold lace, Aashing buttons, carmine, silk,
sod waving plumes. Her sallow cheeks ac-
tually flushed noder their rouge vegetal.

w1t iy exquisite~it is lovely!” she mur-
mured. I have not looked half so well in
saviling for vears—it brings my waniog
youth back—1I fancy it will surpriseeven Jas-
per. Now, Miss Herncastle, my cloak, and
go down quietly and see if the fiy you en-
gaged at Castleford is in waiting. Find out
if Sir DPeter is in his study, too. Somehow [
feel horribly nervous to-night.”

«] will ascertain,” Miss Herncastle's soft
voice auswered, as she moved noiselessly
from the rnom.

Horribly nervous. I e, my Indy wns that.
Was it some dim presentimeut that with her
own hand she was flinging away to-night all
that wade the happiness of ber shadow Jife?
1£ Sic Peter should come to the masquersde—
if he shoutd tind it out.

«Yon shall uot live under my roof and dis-
Tionot it—thnt I swear!” were those not the
words be bad used? And he had been so
quiet—he had looked sogrimly in earnest.
What if he found it out? What if he kept
his word? She shivered a little under her
cloak. Was it too late yet? Would it not
be wisest to stop at the eleventh hour, forego
the party, take off the lovely page's dress and
stop at—

Miss Herncastle, silentand swift, was back
at her sida,

« The fly is in weitlng. Sir Peter isin his
study—the rost stil! are in the drawing-room
—there is nota soultobe seen, Now is your
time, my lndy, and make haste.”

But still for n second she stood irresolute.
In that moment one word from Miss Hern-
castle wonld have turned the scnle either
way. That word was epoken,

«Pake one last look, my lady —is it not ex~
quisite? Mrs. Lverleigh will be ready to
expire with envy. You look absolutely daz-
zling in your Kaled dress—you never in your
life wore anything half so becoming—Mejor
will tell you tie same. Now, then, my lady,
quick

Thescale was turned—the last hesitation
over, Irom that moment until the grand de-
nouement came, Lady Dangerfield never
paused to thiok,

They descended ona of theback stairways—
they met noone. Miss Herncastle softly open-
«od a turret door, and they glided through.
they made theic way in the dim starlight
along the shrubbery, skirting o belt of dark
woodland, and gainsd the highroad. In the
ghadow of aclump of beeches the hired fiy
wairted. A moment and my lady was in;
another and she was off as fast as a stout cab

could carry her “on the road to rnin.,”

In Mrs. Everleigh's stuccoed mansion, in
Mrs, Everleigh's gorgeous reception rooms,
balfa hundred lamps shomne dazzlingly o'er
fair women and brave men. It was the nsual
scensg—nuns and demons. # Friars of orders
gray " ir juxtaposition with brigands, hooded
Capuchins flirting with ballet dancers, Levan-
tin pirates waltzing with Qneen Eliznbeth ;
negroes and flower girls, Indian Chiefs and
Bpanish donnas—all the grand personages of
history and opers, a motley and bewildering
spectacle—all nnmssked. And over all
clashed out the music. The air was heavy
with perfume, the eye grew blind with light,
and dazzle and color.

Among the brilliant-robed throng there was
not one who excited more attentior thauthe
little glittering page, Enled, But where was
Lara? An hour had passed since the page's
arrival, but the page's master was absent
gtill. And under the silken mask an apgry
}lush was rising at length over the page’s

ace.

What could keep Major Fraukland? She
flung herseif into a seat as she asited the
question——alona for a brief moment—the first
gince the ball began., " Did he not coms
down after all? How dare he disappoint me
807 And how absnrd I must look—tho page
without the knight. I'l}! never—"

3he stopped—some one had spproached be.
hind her unseen—a voice spoke low in her

oar.
#The Chief of Lara has returned again.
Look np~my faithful Ealed—my prinse and

O'DONNELL|

~ «The Cbief ‘of--Lars; "In "the plcturesque
firess of a Spanish cavaiter, stood behing her,
bis mask over bis face. ~But for;0ne jnstant
she had not recognized Jasper Frankland's
well-known tones. * No="dou’treproach me,
Ginevra, a8 I see you are going to do, and as
Iknow I deserve. I couldn't help it—only
just got down—-serions illness of my grand-
tather—onght to be by his bedside at this in-
siant. Ah—a Tedowa--my faveriie dance
Come, Kaled, let me look at you, A gem of
o dress indeed it is exquisite. Come.”

He whirled her away, but for the first time

in her experience the msjor's step and hers
did not agree. For the first moment or two
they absolutely could not dance together—
then Count Lara seemed to catch it,and they
whirled away to the admiration ofall behold-
ors.
« What is tho matter with you to-night,
Jasper ?* Lady Dangerfield asked half pet-
tishly. Your voice sounds strauge, you
don't dance as yon used—snd—and some-
thing about'you, I don't kmow what, looks un-
familisr. Tuke off your mask, sir, and let me
gee you.”

«Not likely. A pare must never presume
to command his master. Rest assured that
Iam T, and at supper we will unmask, uod
become the cynosure of all syes. Ginevra,
your dress s absolutely perfect—there is no-
thing to equal it here to-night.”

A parsing domine caught the half-whisper-
ed words, snd paused to watch them. From
that moment, wherever the knight and page
went the black domino was sure fo follow.

It was an iadescribably brilliant party,
there was hardly a moment’s cessation in the
whirl of dancing—the hours flew by like
minutes—and Lara nnd bis psge never parted
company for an instant, whether they waltzad
or walked, whether they songht the cool still-
ness of half-1it balconics and boudoirs, or
plunged into the whirl of maskers. And
still ail ucnoticed—stenlthily and sure as
Fate itself, the biack domino followed, and
wotched, snd bided his time.

They wapdered into a conservatory at last,
filled with the moonlight of shaded lamps,
where tbe music came faint and far-off, and
tall tropic plants reared their rich heads tar

atove.

« How hot it is—how noisy they are,” Kaled
murmured, sinking into a moss-green seat.
« [ must take off my mask—I shall look as
red as a milk-maid when we nnmask. In
the ten minutes that intervene butween this
and supper, let me try and get cool if I can”
Ho rtooped over her with the whispered
imbecility he knew was expected of him, aud
fanned her with a palm lenf.

i Shall T fetch yon a water-ice?" he nsked;
« it will help you tofsel cool. You will have
it eaten lLefore we go to supper.”

She assented languidly.  Her mask lay in
her lap, and watchbing ber with glittering
eyes, the sp3ctral domino stood in ehadow of
the palms, Count Lara’s garments brusbed
him ns he went by—but Lara’s eyes had no-
ticed him from the first. In asecond Count
Lara had vanished. My lady, looking flushed
and hendgoma in ber boyish travesty, fanned
herself in the cool shade of a myrtle-tree.
Apnd behind the palms the domine waited.,
Both waited for what never came-—the re-
tore of Count Lara,

The moments passed on—the summons to
supper was given—the masquernders were
crewding to the supper-room, nnd still Count
Lara did pot appear. In a storm of wiath
and impatience, my lady lingered —twice to-
pight ho bad made her wait—what did he
mean?”’

She rose at length, when patienco had
censed to bo a virtue, and taking the proflered
arm of an ogre, mace her way to the supper-
tables. 'The langhter and excitement were at
theit wildest—everybody was unmaskued—
evoryhody wns waking the most astounding
discoveries—everybody was present—every-
body but the exasperating Count of Larn.
No, far or neat he was nowhere to be seen.
A dozen voices called hisname; no one conid
tell what had become of him. Infuriated,
mystified, my lady looked up and down.
What was it she saw that made her leap from
her seat with & low cry of fear, that drove tho
blood from her blanched cheeks ?  She suw—
for one instant, amid the crowd, the face—
not of Najor Frankland, but of Sir Peter
Dangerfield, lookingat her. I'or oneinstant
only, then it too disappeared.

CHAPTER XX,
A DARR KIGHT'S WORK

Wuer my Lord Ruysland had finished his
little paternal lecture to Major Frankland and
gaw that gallant officer ride off, be turned to
address Captain O'Donnell, and found to his
surprigse that Captain O'Donnell was gone.
The chasseur, indeed, bad lingered a moment.
With his straw hat pulled low over his eyes,
he strade nway at oncelhrough the town and
to his quarters in thy Silver Rose The
slouching, cockney-looking individual to
whom he bad spoken at the station was at
the Silver Rose befora him, and as the cap-
tain passed through the inn yard, sat ona
bench in friendly converse with Lanty Laf-
ferty.

 Dull ' Mr. Lafferty was repeating as his
master passed through; ¢“troth ye may say
its dall wid sorra sowl to spake to maybe
from mornin ¢ill night, But thin, on the
other hand, there’s the hoith of aitin axd
dhrinkin goin on late an' early, an niver n
ban’s turn to do half yer time, not to spake ov
the barwaid an’ the cook, two as purty ap a8
pleasant gpoken crathurs as ye'd wish to kiss.
It's & comfortable life eatirely it would be av
the town was only Ballynahaggart instead of
Castleford. But arrahl shure we can't have
iverything. By the hokey, here's the mas-
ther himself, long life to him."

i All right, Lanty,” his master responded,
puesing through with o nod, and taking no
notice of Lanty's companion, ¢ How nare
they all at the Park | Seen Miss Rose latoly 7"

« I was at the Park above this morning,
Misther Redmond and I saw her ladyship, the
lord’s daughter, an’ she was axin for yer honor,
and bid me tell you the young misthress was
over an' above well."

O'Dopnell merely nodded again an hurried
on. It was a very long time since his sister
bad been *overand above well,” and he could
see plainly enough it was morea mind than a
body diseaned ; and that this Gaston Dabtres
-~the scoundrel who had wrecked another
noblelifs, was in some way the cause, he knew,
thanks to Miss Herncastle. But that he was
or had been Rose's actual husband, had never
for an inatant occurred to him.

Lanty Laflerty resumed his place of eccupa-
tion of brushing a palr of his master's tops,
and the conversation with the stranger from
London, interlarding work and social converse
with & little music. His rollicking Irish
voice came through the open windows to his
master's ears:

41t was on 2 windy night, about two o'clock

im the morning,
Anlrish lad so tight, atl—*
Bad scran to ye fur tops, shuve the art o'man
wonldn’t git ye tho color be loikes!

%+ An Irish 1ad so tight—"

Oh, thin, divil fear bim but he was tight—
shure it a weaskness all his countrymcn
have, It'sme wud like a dhrop av potheen
this minute, fresh from the still—me very

paragon of pages—and welcome your knight
and master !’

beart's brokea drinkin' the beer they have in

these parts, an’ me gettip that fat in it, that
‘sorrs & walstcoat I have in the world that'll
button oo me good or bad, Ob, blessed hour 1
will I iverseethe day when all his sodgerin’
an’ his diviléry in Algiers, and Ameriky' and
England will be over, an’ meself backin O'-
Donnell Castle op tha ould sod once more !
Talk about graudeur—sabout yer Windsor
Casties, an yer St. James' Palace—be me word,
the two ay them together ecouldn't hould a
candle to OCastle O'Donnell. Sixty-three
rooms—sorra less—a stable fall of cattle—the
best blood in the country, s pack o' honnds,
a butler in silk stockings, av’ futmip as high
ag Fin McCoul, the Irish giant, if iver ye hoerd
av him. Whiskey galore, champague for the
axin’, an’ waitin' maids that it ud make yer
mouth water only to look at. It's little 1
thougkt, six years ago, whin I'left such a place
as that, that it's an English fon I'd come to.
It's thim were the blessed times all out.”

« Blessed times, upon my lite,” responded

his listener, smoking philosophically. «Isay
Mr. Lafterty, there’s yor master a calling of
yer."
Lanty seized the boots and made & rush for
his master's room. The softsilvery gray of
the summer evening was falling by (his time;
and with hig back to the faint light, the chas-
seur sat when bis man entered.

«. Come in, Lanty, and shut the door—per-
haps you bad better turn the key. I see you
hnve made the acquaintance of that fellow in
the inn yard already.”

u Jist pasein’ the time o' day, yer hopor.
They're civil crathurs thim Epglish chaps
mostly, an' shure I'm not proud.”

«I'm glad to hear it, and it's just as well
your pride has not stood in the way of your
sociability on the preseat occasion, as you
would have to make Lis acquaintance whe-
ther or ne. Lunty, can you keep a secret 7"
« A saycret is it! Upon me conscience thin
that same’s a question I didn't expect from

yer Iather's son. A eaycret! Arrah, Misther
Redmond, is therea bad turn ye iver did since
yo were breached I didn's know | I5 there a
bit of diviemant ye iver wor in (an'faith yer
divilment was past countin) that I didn’

know betterthan my prayers, and did I ever

tell—did [ now | Faith it’s late in the day,

g0 it is, to axe me such a question as that.”

« Well, Lanty don't be indignant—of conrse,

I know you can. Then I wantyou to keep

quite this evening, and perfectly sober, TB-

mermber ; toretire to your room early, but not

to go to bed. About halt-past eleven, when

the town is quiet and every soul in the iun

gone to sleep, take your shoes in your hand,

steal ont as though you were a mouse, and

wait for me under the ctum of larches bevond

the inn. You'll find your London acquaint.

ance there before you—I brought bim down,

and I want you both to-night. Lanty, did you

ever hear ot a resurrectionist—a sack-em-

up ? n

# Sorra hear.,
drink ?”

« Noibing to eatordrink. A resurrection-
ist is ono who opens graves, steals dead bodies
and sells them to medical students tor dissec-
tion "

« The Lord betune us and barm
¢ And this fellow you have been talking to

all the evening is a professional sack-"em-up.”

The chasseur's gravity nearly gnve way at

Lanty’s ook of borror. % Never mind, my

good fellow, he won't sell you for dissection ;

and, as I enid before, you must be civil to him

despise his profession, for I hnve brought him

down on purpose toopel a grave this very

pight, and you are to come along and help.”

«Openngrave ! Oh, king o glory'”

« [t's a1l on the square, Lanty—no stealing

dead hodies, no selling to doctora—1 haven’t

quite got to that yet. But I'have reason to

believe thata very great frand has been per-

petrated, and that very great mischicf may

comeof it. To prevent thot mischief I open

this grave, open the coflin, see what 16 con-

tains, nnd place it exactly ss I find it before

morning. You understand!”

Understand. Mr. Lafferty was staring at

his master with an expression of blank horror

and consterpation. Open a grve in thedead

of night to see what a colfiin contained. Al

the i divilment ¥ of the past paled into insig-
niticance Leside this crowning act.  Was hia

master suddenly goiog mad !

i- T can't explain any furtner, and it is not
necessary tor you to koow, Be on band 88 1
said : keep sober make no roise, and lot me
find you with Jugzins under the larches at
half-past eleven. They keep early hours hare
—all will be still by thattime. Now go,and
mind, net a word of this to nsoul.”

Lanty Lafferty went—his mouth had fallen
open, and he forgot to shut it, his eyes were
like full moous, that blank expression of con-
sternation still rigid on his face,

wQOpen agrave! Oh, wirn! After twelve
o'clock ! The Lord look down on me this
night! Tosee what's in acoffinl Artah | is
it tnken lave of his sinsis intirely heis! Faith
it’s littlo Thyme or raison there iver wag wid
him or wan av his name, but av this disi'nt
bang DBannagher ! Bannagher! upon me
sowl it bangs the divil.”

But torebel, to disobey, Mr. Lafforty did
not dream. Had his master informed him it
wag his painful duty to murdergomeone, aud
he (Lanty) was to assfst at the gacrifice, that
faithful benchman might have groaned under
the awfal duty assigned him, but he would
have obesed. Aund he would ovey now, al,
though alegoin of ghosts should rise in their
winding-sheets to warn them fiom their
dreadful deed.

Theo evening gray deepened into dark. Ten
came—the stars were out but there was no
moon. Captain O'Donnel] sat at his open
window and smoked. Tohim this last act
was but au act of simple duty to save his
friend—the one last proof needed in the
strange discovery hio had made. No harm
should be done—the coftin would be opened,
and replaced precisely as he found if, the
grave re-cloged. And then Miss Herncastle
should bear all—sbkould contess to the man
who had made love her the whole truth, or he
would,

At half-past ton the inn was already dark
and closed u for the night; there were but
few guests, and thase fow kept primitive houts,
At eleven nota light was to be seen. B5till
O'Donnell eat at bis window, locking out at
the dim starlight smoking and waiting. Half-
past eleven, and punctual to the moment, he
gaw Lanty stride across the inn yard and dis-
appear in the shadow of the larches. The
time bad come, He had removed his own
boots, and with them in his hand, made his
way out of the room, down the stairs, and
through the door Lanty had noiselessly un-
bolted. Nota creaturs was to be seen—the
whole town seemed to be still and dark. He
seated himself on A bench and drew on his
boots, then he mads his way at opce to the
place of tryst.

vanty wag ot his post—upright as a ram-
rod, silent as a tomb, and giviog his com-
panion A wide berth—Mr. Jozgins, witha
sack over his shoulders contaning spade and
pick, and instraments for opening the coffin
—rpoka a8 he drew nesr.

« Here wa are, noble captain—up to time,
and not a minute to be lost. Lead tho way,
and we follers and gets to business at once.”

Keeping all in the shade of hedges and
wayalde treeg, with an uncomforlable feeling
in spita of his consciousness of duty, that this
night's work was an underhand and dastardly

Is it anything to ait or

[

thing, the chasseur led the way, One be-

lated pedestrian—one doctor’s gig they met,-
10;mors, aud the trees screened them. even:
from them. They walked so rapidly that
they were in the churchyard before the Castle-
ford steeples tolled twelve. . :As the firet
sonorous boom of the midnight hour tolled
out, Lanty Lafferty crossed himself devoutly,
and looked fearfully at the white tombstones
gleaming in the ghostly light. - .

Redmond {'Donuell sirede steadfastly
along between the two rows of graves, the
lonely paths, until uoder its solitary tree he
pansed at Katherine Dangerfield's, His lips
were set, his eyes stern—for good or ill he
would know the truth soon.

# Thig ia the grave,” he soid, curtly. «Go
to work ; I'll keep watch.”

The resurrectionist opened bis bag, pro-
duced his shovels, gave one into the reluc-
tant bands of Lanty, and Bet to work with
professional rapidity and dexterity. The two
men worked with a will until the perspira-
tion stood in great drops on their faces.
O'Donpell had brought n brandy flask, and
gave them copjons libations, uwtil evea
Lanty’s drooping spirits arose. No sound
but the subdued noise of the shovelling clay
—nothing living or dead to be seen.
O'Donnell worked with them—there was no
need of watching—and af laat, far below in
the faint light of the stars, the coffin lay re-
vealed,

T'ho men lay on their spades, wiped their
faces, and drew a long breath. Then the
resurrectionist and Lanty raised the coffin be-
tween them—the damp clay clinging to it,
making it weighty—and placed it at Red-
mond O'Donnell’s feet.

At last! He drew one long, hard, tense
breath—his eyes gleamed. «Open it,” he
gaid, in a composed sortof voice, and Mr.
Joggins produced his screw-driver, and set to
work once more. 'The screws, one by one,
were removed—the last lay in the palm ot
Joggins hand—nothing remained but to lift
the lid and see either the mouldering remains
of Katherine Dangerfield, or— ’
He made a sign, Joggins raised it, all three
bent forward to look. There wagasimul-
taneous exclamation from all as the bent
again to rteassure themselves. The late
rising moon, which had been atruggling
through the mists of coming merning, shone
suddenly for a moment full upon the ghastly
object before them, and lit it brightly up,
They saw what Redmond O'Donnell had
expected to Bee—AN EMPTY COFFIN.

CHAPTER XXI.
® THE LENGTH OF HIS TETHER”

That fateful July night, destined to be
marked forever in the celendars ot Lady
Daogerfield and Captain Redmoad O'Donneli,
was fated likewise to be marked with s red
cross in that of Sir Arthur Tregenna.

w Sir Arthur Tregenna bas run the lvngth
of ‘his tether,” Lord Ruysland had calmly
gaid to himself while pacing the Custleford
station; it is high time to pull him short
up.”
For Lord Ruysland to decree was to act.
This very nighbt Sir Arthur should receive his
“zhort pull up.”

He waited placidly whero Lis wns; bhe enw
Major Frankland veturn, sttll gloomy and in
{he sulks, saw him depart an hour later by
the Parlinmentary traio, and not until then
did he summon the fly, and give the order to
Scarswood Park, There was no hury, the
young barenet was with the Park party at
Morecambe ; they were to return to dinner,
not sooner, He was going to play
his Inst great stake to might. If he
failed, his whole future might be
told in ope brief, forcible word—ruin:
not one pulse best quicker, not one sign of
agitation or eagerness marred the serenity of
his handsome patrician face. As cooly,ns de-
liberately ns he had pronounced sentence of
doom upon young ODonnell six yenrs ago,
he was going to bring Sir Artbur to his bear-
fopra to-night.

The archery party returned ; reparated for
n Lrief space, and met agaln at dioner. My
lady was seized with that distressing head-
ache, and disappeared jimmediately after, Miss
Herncastle in her wake. Sir Peter in a fow
minutes followed suit. Miss O'Donnell
looking pa'e and fagged, made her
excuses snd gBought her room. Lady
Cecil insisted upon accompanying her.
Squire Talbot cut short his visit and
moodily departed. Lord Ruysland and Sir
Arthur were leit alone before it was quite
balf-pest nine. Fate geemed inclined to take
sides with the peer. Two minutes after
Talbot's departure he opened the duel, and
fired the first ghot.

« What is thig about a letter from Cornwall
and your departure to-morrow, Sir Arthur?
I heard you telling Lady Dangerfield at din-
ner, but did not quite catch your dift Busi-
nees, I suppose?’

« Yes, business —business too Jong
deferred, Pennwalder wrote me &
week ago wrglog me to  return.

There's & fover among my people, there have
been mining accidents and much distresa. It
is greatly to my discredit that 1 have ne-
glected my duty so long.”

s« Humph ! then you positively leave us to-
morrow 7"’

u] positively leave to-morrow. I wish I
had gone last week.”

He said it moodily, drumming with his
fingers on the table, and not looking at his
companion.

«8ado I,” Lord Ruysland spoke gravely,
and with unwonted energy; ¢ sodol with
all my soul. For the last week Scarswood
has been no place for you.”

« My lord 1"

«[t'is high time for me to speak—a falge
delicacy hasrestrained me too long. 1 would
indeed prove unworthy the dying trust of my
dearest, my truest, my best friend, your doad
father, if I beld my peace longer. To-night
I will speak, be the coasequences what they
may—to-night I will do my duty, however
distasteful that duty may be. Long before
your return to this house, If return you are
mad enough to do, I and Cecil will have
gone, and it is neither my wish nor
my intention that we three shall ever
meet again. My daughter's health de-
mands change—she is falling into low
spirits—I will {akke her to Scotland to the
Countess of Strathearn’s for the winter. I
merely mention this that you may make your
fm-evzells to her final when yon part to-mor-
row.’

A flush rose up over the blonde face of the
Cornlshman, a deep permanent flush; his
lips compressed, his eyes did not leave the
taple. Guilt, shams, contrition were in his
counutenauce, and gnilt held him silent, Let
Lord Ruysland sy what he might, he could
not say one werd more than he desgerved.

©Igee I do not take you by surprise,” his
lordshlp coidly wenton; "I see you are pre-
pared for what I would say, How biiterly 1
have been disappointed inyou—of all I had
expected from your father’s som--of—I may say
i8 now on the eve of parting forever—of the
plans I had formed—of the hopes I bad
chierished--it would be idle to speak to.night.
Hopes and plans are all at an end—your
futher's dying wish binds me no longer since
you have been the fitat to disregard it. But
atill for your tather's sake I will speak. On
his denth-bed he asked me to stand in his
place toward you, Ritherto I have sirlven

. T YA

to do so—hithersto L have held you as myown
son--all that:foois.changed. You have. de-
Yberately chosen to becoms intatuated with s,
woman of whom you know nothing—excepf
that sheis your infetior.in atation—deliber~
ately chosen to throw us all over,and fall in
jove with a designing adventuress.”

That desp, angry red still burned on the
baronet’s face, his lips were still resolutely
compressed, his eyes till fixed upon the table.
At the last words, however, he suddenly
looked up. )

« Designing adventuress!” he repeated,
slowly., #You use strong words, Liord Ruys-
land, Of cowee you do not make such a
statement as that upon mere suspicion.”

«[ donot. I condemn no one upon mere
suspicion. That I suspect Miss Herncastls
of some deep, mischievous, latent object in
coming here, is trus; that 1 suspect her of
wmeliciously working upon that poor littls
superstitioue 100, Sir Peter, and his fears,and
of playing ghost for his benefit, i§ also true.
But let that go—it bhas nothing to do with
you, and far your sake simply I speak. You
bave haunted Miss Herncastle like her very
shadow from the moment you met her first—
for her you have pointedly, almost rudely, I
had said, neglected and overlooked all otherg.
Thers was but one way for this to end with a
man of your high sense of honor—in mar-
riage. Before that disastrous consummation
is reached I lay a few plain facts before you.
Afterward you will do ag you please.”-

Ha took from his pocket-booka little pack-
et of papers, and spread two of them out up~
on the table.

1 Be kind enough "to glance over these,
Sir Arthur, They are the testimonials of
character, and references given by Miss Hern-
castle in London to Lady Dangerfield.”

$till dend silent, the young Cornishman
took them. The testimoninls were carefully
worded, the references were to a Mrs. Law-
ton of Wilton Crescent, and a Jonas Wood-
widge, esquire, of Si. Jokn’s Wood. He read
and pushed them back.

« Well,” he said in a compressed voice.

« Road this also.” The earl pushed another
letter across to him, I -vrote that, as you
ges, to my solicitor, asking him to cell upon
Mrs. Lawton. You have read it now read his
answer.”

Hpg pushed a third letter acrnss,
third time the baronet read.

« Lincory InN, Loxpoy, July 29th.

« My Lozrp :—In compliance with your de-
mand I called at Wilton Crescent at the
number given. No Mrs. Lawion lived there,
or had ever lived there. I next ealled at St.
John's Wood ; a Mr. Jonas Woodwidge Aad
resided thers about a year ago, 1 ut has emi-
grated with his whole jamily to Australia.
This is »1l the information I have been nble
to obtain.

For the

®] am, my lord, etc.”

Sir Artbur laid down the letter. The
flush bad faded from his face, leaving him
very pale.

« It 15 plain to be sesn by any one not wil-
tully blind, that the references are forged, by
Miss Herncastle, of course, for her own ends.
If Lady Dangerfield bad taken the trouble to
geels them nond find this out for Lerself no
doubt her very clever governess would bave
been prepared with some plausible story
to account for it. This much I must cer-
tainly say for DMis Herncastle—she is
one of the very cleverest women I ever met.
Do you need further proof that sheisa de-
signing adventuress? Let me tell you what
my own eyes have seen—sufticient i itselfto
cure you of your folly, if this sort of folly is
ever to be cured.

He leantd back in his chair looking stern-
ly at Sir Arthur sitting like a culprit in the
dock before hini, and went on,

«]t was the very night before Sir Peter
saw the ghost under the King’s Oak, of which
more anon. It was a hot might, Lrillinot
moonlight, and it is a failing of mine that 1
can never sleep well on very bright moon-
light nights. It was past eleven when I
went up to my room. 1 knew it was uscless
to gzo to bed, so iustead L sat down to write
half a dozvn letters, 1t was balf-past twelve
whea 1 finished Lhe last—I it a cigar and sat
down by the open window to smoke mysalf
into sleepiness if [ could. 'The stable clock
struck one, still I felt mo inclivation toward
drowsiness, While I still sat there, to my
surprise, 1 saw, at that hour, a woman and
wan crossing the fields and approaching
Scarswood. 1f you bave noticed,and beyond
doubt yon have, Miss Herncastle posgesses a
very statsly walk—n very commanding fig-
ure. .I knew her instantly—1I also, after a
moment or two, recoguized the man, Of him,
however, it is needless to speak. He accom-
psnied her to the very houss; they partedal-
moat directly under my window, I heard
him promise not to butray her. She appear-
ed to be absolutely in his power. When he
Ieft her she Btood and watched him out of
sight. All this was nearly about two in the
morning, mind, when overybody supposed the
governeds to be in bed and asleep. How she
got in I don’t know. She came down the
next morning, looking as self-possessed and
inrcrutable as ever. My suspicions were
aroused, and I watched again the following
pight, Sir Arthur Tregemna, ns surely as I
tell you, 1 saw her steal softly nnder my win-
dow, a fow minutes before midnight, aad take
her post under the King's Oak. The gallop
of Sir Pater's horse could be distinctly heard
o the road. She wore a long dark mantle,
and as he rode up the avenue I saw ber fling
it off and stand before kim all in whilo—her
bair flowing, her eyes fixed. What followed
you know, She picked up her closk and
made her way tack-—how, Heaven knows, I
tell you the simple truth—tio-morrow I shall
tell it to all the house—to-morrow Miss Hern-
castle quits Scarswood, and forever. To-
pight I warn you, Arthur, my }ad—my son al-
most. Pause while it is yet time—-give up
this miserable designing woman, and forever.
Do not bricg disgrace on your dend father—
on your honored name—and lifelong misery
on yourself, Go to Cornwall—go abroad—
do anytbing—anything, only see Miss Hern-
castlo no more.”

The earl’s volce broke—grew acinally
husky in the intonsity of his emotion—in the
perfeclion of his—acting. And still Sir Ar-
thur sat like a stone.

« It has been & bitter blow to me—a blow
more bitter than I can say. But I have
learned to bear many bitter things in my life
—this is but one more keen disappointment
added tothe rest. It will be better perbaps
that we do rot meet to-morrow—let me say It
now—good-by, and may Heaven bless gou,
Arthur,”

He rose and grasped the youug man's kand.
Sir Arthur arose too—quite white notv, and
looked him full in the face.

¢ Ope moment, my lord—then good-by if
you will, All you bave said I have deserved
—no one can feel how I have fallen from honor
ond machood roore than 1. Whether it is still
too late to repair my great fault must rest wilh
you. What I bave returned to England for—
what I came to Scarswood for— you must
surely know, Ishameto speak it It wasto
see and know Lady Cecil C.ve, and if she
could 50 far honer me, make her my wife,
On the night I first met,” he paused, and
spoke the name with a sort of effort, * Miss
Herncastle, I had followed tha Lady Cecil in-
to the boudelr to place my fate in her hands.

Of the spell that seemed to Beize me from that

moment, you know only too well—i; ;

of madness that I suppose few esca;;tela %sm
‘time 1 was blind—I gaw no danger—late} or
eyes. have 'been “opened to my OWne ¥ lny
‘There {s but one who can be -my wife guilt,
‘ther or no-I have-wronged her too gr;.:uw Be
ask her, you may decide. If 80, then 1] ;" )
England .the moment my, Cornish bagj Feve
settled—if not,” ho paused. ¢ It shgl] o .8
you say, my lord.” He folded his nrmg va
white, very stern, and awalted hiy 4, ve

The bound that battered old organ, the .. o
%eaé_rg;_griwe at the words! He was Z:::fi?

uf his immovable fa i : .
ablo as evers” le face remained ag immoy.

“You are but mortal, Arthur,
Herncastle is a most attractiw:ve
Without possessing a single claim to pgy,;
she is & womaa to fascinate men, whe 7
perfect face of s goddess might f;il e;” th.e
a Circe, whose power all must f:ei be fg
not too late, T hops, I trust; and yet 'Cel.t L
very proud. If she can forgive ang aml 8
you, I can, with sll my heart. Ish,\ﬁcf&:
:g:oi::_o.gd-by, then, but good-night and gy

He left hime before Sir Arthur
—left him alone in the brightly Cﬁ?]desp eak
drawing-room. He stood irresolute, uﬂg“’
turned and followed the earl fnto the r’o .

Now was the time—now or never : | Em_.
hear his fate at once. Something Ia; ‘i_kblm
stone in his breasi—the dark, l:mguniirl e
the soft flute voice of Helen Herncastli face, 3
before his eyes, in his ears. Of all the ',vc o
on earth she was the one woman hg o]
have chosen for his wife, anq Destin;v O}I:ig
:’grg;o.n that he must never look on her fac

In passing the length of the drawine.
to the door, he had toggo by the tin‘;‘l?,%u?g;?
where, on tho evening of the theatricalg ]1‘I
bad followed Lady Cecil. The curtaing we. 3
only partly drawn and seated withip hB
bands folded lietlessly in ber lap, her' eg:
fixed on the dim starlight, be saw once mey
8s onthat evening, the earl’s daughter, 3:
on that evening, ho 8wept buck the curtsi;
and stood, tall and dark, by ber side,

Her half-uttered exclamation died away, By,
fore she could spezk one word he was sayiy;
what he had come to say—hurriedly--incone.
rently—his face all set and stern, looking &
unlike a lover as can well be conceived, Sk
drew little away from him, ber claeped hang g
tightened over one another. She sat perfect.
Iy stiil and listened---a sort of scorn for hinflf
---8 sork of gcorn for hergelf---an utter wenrJB
iness of everything, the only feelings she wi
conscious of. She listened with steady il
tience to the end. ]

« He was unworthy of her—.infinitdy o)
worthy ; he esteemed and admired ber wit
all bis heart ; it had been his dying (ather|
wish---he had her father’s congent. Wou!fll
Lady Cecil Clive do him the honor to bjE
come his wife? "’ :

She looked up athis last words, Nishinf
red in the darkness. k-

“ My fatber's consent,” she repeated slowy
«Sir Arthur tell me the truth. My father by
been talking to you to-night? He has---qf
how shall I gay it---he has ordered youto fe
lIow me here andsay this?"

« On my sacred honor no. I have bey
talking {0 your father asking bis permissiy
to address you. I have said before 1 am ws
worltby ; if you refuse me I shall feel T
recaiving the punishment I richly mert, |
you accept me it will be the study of my I3
to make you happy.”

He stood and waited for ber answer, ol
punishment,” he repented with inwand sco
@AY, yes, Sir Artbur, my refusal would tes
punishment not over bard to bear. Hewd
me, hoping—yes, hoping— though he may g
acknowledge it himself, that I will refusal
I—T must say yes.” 3

Sho must fay yes—her whole fnture, 38
futher's, depended on it.  She conld not Lreg
his angur—:<he conld not live this life furend
—what would become of her if she reflused

All at once Torryglen rose before her,
Redmond O'Donnell’s face, bright, eager, I&
ing. Yes, in those days he had loved hel§
HAe had changed—she was no morwe to hi
now than kis cousin Ginevra, nnd while i
lasted, she must love him, No timo to shij
the truth now, she loved Redmond O Donnel
and this man who stood bexide her aki
her to be his wife loved Helen Herncust
What a miserable truvestied world it wi
what wretched bypocrites and cheats they §
were.
Why bad she not been born a farmiiy
doughter to hold life with s wholerodd
hearty interest, to love her husband and jy
loved in retarn ?

# You do not answer,” Sir Arthur s
«T Liave lost all held on your respect andjj
teem, vs I deserve. Lady Cecil, will you
speak st least, and let me henr my fato?' g

# What i3 it yon wish me to say?"” shejf
ed wenrily, a touch of paie and impatiency :
her voice.  You ask me to be your wifg
Arthur Tregenna—you arg & ran of truth ¥
honor—you have lost neither my respect 9
my esteem. Tell me truly—truly—do
really with me to say yes?”

« T really wish you to say yes. If W!c ;
not fay it, then I leave England again
month—ior years—tor life.”

She drew her breath hard—she epoko =
a sort of gasp.

uYon will leave England! Then thet
no one else you will marry if—" .

“There is no one else I will marry it ¥
refuge—no one.” L

He said it resolntely—a hard, metrllic ]
in his tone, his lips set almost to pais.

«There is no one else 1 will marry—iffd
refuse me I leave England. Once moré
Cecil, will you be my wifa?”

.t T—will be—your wife.”

The words were spoken—her voice falty

her face was steadily turned to the ¢
moonlight. 1t was over. He took her
and lifted it to his lips. How chill fta toui
but Bearcely £0 chill as the lips thot tou
it, Then it was drawn away and sho sto!

u T leave here for Cornwall, ag you &ook
e absent two—almost three weeks.
morrow, befure 1 go, 1 sball spenk 1028
Ruysland. Whatever T have beex in thery
—this moch, Lady Oecil, you may beliefd
me—that you will ever be fst it
thoughts from this hour—that 1 will I
you happy if the devotion of alife can do “a

« I believe you,” she held out her hant
her own accord now, “and troet and "
you with all my heart. Itis Iate and
tired. Good-night. Sir Arthur.”

i Good-night, Lady Cecil.”

She left him standing thers and wentt
her owh toom. What a farce it had slth
—she half smiled a8 she thought of it
making without a word of love, & proP®> B
marriage without a spark of affection bs!h
them. They were like two puppet i
Marionette comedy playing at being I8'\§
Buat it was all over—her father was 87
she would make a brilllant marriage s
She had accepted bim, and fulfilled her
tiny. Her name was written in the
Fate—Lady Cecil Tregenna.

OHAPTER XXIL
. AFTER THE MASQUERADE.

By the first train on the morning oLl
tho dlecovery in the churchyard, t'
ging, in a third-clasa car, went ack ?
don, By the same early train in 8 il

bnd Mige
Woman,




