
BLACK DELROSE AS A MARKSMAN.

a servant drive this clergyman to, the village. Admit
no one to my présence.

"' Yes maam," said, the discreet maid, not moving a mus-
cle of her face.

1 shall send for yoù both ere this time to-morrow,'ý'
said the priest, shaking hands kindl with Lionel.

You would make a good général officer, fair madame,
where speedy dispateh was necessary," said Lionel gal-,

lantly. ' d womau sleep-double, a priestTwas easy, a man an
and a nun are parted ; make yourself comfàrtable, on

yonder loumge, 1 am co to look at and talk to yoùi
My long lost star, my king.)'

" Most fellows would envy me," hé thought, stretching,
himself on the lounge for hé was really faticrued, and if
hé is made prisoner, may as well rest.

George would kill me, could hé see me,**thdught Kate,
seating herself on a pile of cushions close to bis chest,
«" but what did hé tease me about gooing off ivith a cousin
for, I know it was false, but if I can even jlo* win the
love of this man', I shall defy him and prétend to have

taken him literagy."' And letting her lace wraps fall
about her, sinking into the cushions, leaning forward,

both arms folded on bis chesf, this recklessly, 0i'inpulsive;
black-browed womau looked her prisoner full in the eyes.

Being a man, his face sof tened. She saw it, and there
was a momenfs silence save for the cooing of the love-

birds hanglin in their gilded cage in the roseate light.
" Could I not content you my king ? you have been,

cruel to me; cease to be so, and though I can be fierce,
cruel, and vindictive to others, I shall be always gentle

to you; you know by my letters that my love is -unchang.
ed, let me rest here, my king," and the head with its shin.
ing black tresses sank to bis chesty cc and I shail teach you

so.to love'me that you will losé evea ' the memory of
other women. Speak, my king, but only to, tell me you

accept my &Il, and her voice, sank to a whisper.
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