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' Charley -complied, and we proceeded * " fow
paces in silonce. Then, facivg him, 1 said— .
* My deer boy, I am - sailing uuder ‘false
“colours. - I told you yesterday that 1. had met
your sister-in Devonshire, but1 did noet tell yau
that 1 fell in love with her there, that 1 proposed
to her, and was refused.”. : : o

By Jove I" ejaculated Charley,
moeau it 1"

““1t in the wober truth,” I returned.

Then I told him all—how his own words, that
he feared she was unhappy about the future that
lay bofore her, that sho was changed wince her
visit to Torquay, had aroused in e the desire
to see her omce again, and that | had not been
able to resist the temptation of judging for my-
golf how far he had been right in his conjecture.

“Well,” said Charley, “and what have you
discovered 1 Was | right or wrong 1”

*Do not torture me, Charley ; it is a ques-
tion that I dare not ask myself, [ only know
that | must go {rom here at once, for, whether
she cares for me or not, I love her madly, and,
if I remain near, | shall undoubtedly mnake an
ass of myself.”

¢ Dear old Cavendish, 1 can’t tell you how

dreadfully sorry 1 am to hear this, though it
quite confirms we in the ides | expressed to you.
1 see it all plainly enongh now ; but of course
it's too late to do anything, and I suppose you
had better go. 1 shall hate this Spaniard more
bitterly than ever, and with bitter reasor, since
he has proved such a stumbling.block, not only,
.a8 1 believe, to poor Stephie, but also to you.”

“ If your sister is but happy—and who shall
-say. she is not 1—you ncell pot fear for me,
«Charley. My skin 18 tough, and  few seratches
more or less won't damage it greatly.  And now
tell mehow I can with the bext grace otfer my

~excuses to your father.”

¢ (Oh, sa to that, the plea of immediate busi-
mess will satisfy him—especially if you can mau-
;age to throw in sufficient spice of regret at being
\recalled so suddenly 1™

We walked on to the honse iu silence; and,
;as we entered the hall, & servant said—

“ If you please, Mr. Charles, the Sqnire has
theen asking for you ; he is in the study."””

**Excuse nte a moment, Cavendish. 'l see
what my father wants, and be with you again

immediately.”

I went up-stairs to wmy reom, and began
throwing odds and ends into my portmanteau ;
and then, lighting a cigar, | awaited Charley's
reappearance.  What a wretched aimless beggar
Iwast ] felt 1 could not rest, 1 could not
smoke. [ pitched the cigur ont of the window,
and wondered what 1 had done to Dawe Fartune
that sheshould feel it incumbent to deal upon
me sach & series of vindictive blows.

That Stephanie loved mel fult uo doubt. She
dissembled well ; but her cheek had whiteued
sud kindled heneath my glance, and she had
grown livid to the lips when, wishing her

good-night on the previous evening, 1 offered
ier my congmtulations upon her approaching
marriage. , '

Oh, what rapture and what pain this tardy as-
surance brought me ! Ina few short hours our
lives would besundered wile as the poles ; while
1, poor bankrupt weetch, dared not make one
struggle for the possession of so dear a prize.
Thought was becoming iutolershle,  Where on

.earth was Charley ! Why did he keep me wait-
ing! 1 longed to be moving, to be beyvond
temptation, to put the ouly safeguard-——dlistance
—between myscli and my unfortunate love ; for
at auy moment, in my present reckless mood,
what might 1 not do ar say if accident placed
:Stephanie by my side ! Herchanging check and
tremulons lip last night had proved almost more
‘than 1 coul«; bear.. Another such sxcene, and 1
felt I should give voice to my misery. Then
‘toa the Count was hourly expected, and 1 knew
how pleasantly I should smile upon their meet.
ing, how agrecable it would be to me 1o see him
Vestow the smnallest evidence of his love,or elaim
in return the . slightest rocognition to which its
acceptance entitled him. | ground my teeth in
my impotent rage.. No, assuredly it would not
do to wait for the Count. | should undoubtedly
make an idiot of myaulf ; better to go at ouce,
before 1 had au opportunity of displayiag my
talent for melodrama.

¢ Confound Charley 1" | remarked. ** Whers
in the name of common-sonse can he be loiter.
ing "’

* Cavendish, 1'm so sorry.”

*Oh, at last | 1 was just going to look yon

‘up. 1 shall barely eateh my train.” = -
~*1 could net help it, my dear fellow ; my
father detained me. 1 have ‘only this moment
left him.. He is in great difficulty, and he wants
to see you' directly ; so I think your jouruey
mist be postponed.—at least there is no urgeney
about it now.” , v

Charley appeared so strangaly  upset that 1
.could only wonder shat had happened ; in an-

You don't

the governor explain. - e
"% (io to him at once, thore's a good fellow-—
owll find. him:in the study, There goes the
uncheon-bell. © | mnst pat inan appearance, for

‘there is no one to play host to-dny.” e

More and wore amaszed, | descended to the
library, - Mr. Maxwell was evidently expecting

me. . - . : L

¥ Come in, ‘Mr.. Cavendish. Como in and

~ closo the door. I have somethingvery important
to say to you." He was standing by his writing-
table, with an open letter in his hand. '*.| have
sont for you,” said the old gentleman, motioning

mo o a chair} ** because my son has given mo to-
- understand thet you' parjoss leaving Pickoring

defer your departure for a fow hours after our
interview ¢ - You can, i you utill wish it, reach:
London by the night-mail.” L
*“1 certainly will stay, sir, aince you desire it,
though my reason for leaving sonbraptly is still
most urgent."" ' ’ i s
““Thanks ; that’s right. -And now what will
you think if [ tell you that I ‘am dequainted
with your motive in deserting us, and that, with
» full knowledge of the circumstances, 1 say to
you, atay 1"’ : -
‘Sir—Mr, Maxwell,” 1 cried, "¢ are you
serions ! What do you wish me to conclude from
your words 1"
1 Wait, wait—uot so fast,” he replied, seating
himsell. ““ Before | explain matters further,
permit me to ask you one or two questions. In
the first place, tell me truly—were you quite in
varnest respecting the attachment for Stephanie
which you confessed to Churles this morning 1°
““ Most deeply in carnest, sir; it is because

that I loveher so hopelessly that I am anxious
toleave her at once.”

ey N . e L
» 2'3:'?1'0[)034.& to her at Torquay ? )
““Aud she refused you?  Forgive my asking ;
but it is, [ assure you, from no idle curiosity that
I question you.”

** 1 am sure it is uot, sir; and 1 have no hesi-
tation in answering any ingniries you consider
3t necessary to make, § proposed 16 Miss Gon-
zala last August, and she rejected me.*’

“ You still love hier
““If possible, more than ever.”

** 1f she were free, would yon try your fortune
again "

** Mr. Maxwell,” 1 cried, 1 have answered
all your questions, though 1 cannot guess your
motive in putting them ; but please to remem-
her, when 1 offered my hand to your daughter, |
believed I was in a position to establish my wife
suitbly. Charley has this morning told you
how thoroughly my uncle's promises deceived
me in this watter ; and, therefore, my position
being alteredd, were Miss Gouzala free, 1 would
seorn to seek her favor now. 1 trust, Mr. Max-
well, you have not credited me with avy such
dastardly intent " )

“* Most certainly I have not,” veturped the
old gentleman, laying his hand kindly ov my
shoulder. -~ On the contrary, Hardy Cavendish,
I believe you to be & thoroughly honorable young
man; and itis becanse 1 feel this confidence in
your character that 1 am now aldressing vou,
and that 1 contide to you the fact of my daugh-
ter’s engagement with the Count de Gonzala be-
ing at an end.”

At an end, Mr. Maxwell

““Yes. In this letter, received two hours
back, the Conunt rejects the alliancs.”’

“Then she is free 3

*Perfectly free, my young friend.  And now
I give you my full perm’ssion to win her if you
can.”

“ My desr sic—my dear Mr. Maxwell, how
can—how shall 1 thauk you? &till it may be
years before | can urge my snit.  lam fearfully
mvolved ; but | will work, | will slave to make
myself worthy of her love, if she will only give
me a hope that 1 shall find my reward at lage.”
““That is very good, and, in otdinary eircum-
stances, it would, fo a certain extent, be the
proper thing to do; but it is not, for all that,
precisely what the present crisis demands,
However, first look at the Count's letter. After
you have read it, I will explain my views more
fully.”  And he placed the following communi-
cation in my hands.

‘San Luear de Guadiana, Nov. 3, 1§—:
“Dear Sir,—~Though deeply regretting the
penalty whien is involved to Mademoiselle de
Gonzala, I am compelled to renounce the hovor
which the Count, L’ur father, proposed for me
when  he sageested an alliance bLetween his
daughter and myself. 1t is after mueh search-
ing self-examivation that 1 have found this
painful step to be a necessity.  For a consider-
able period 1 have had serious misgivings as to
the advisability of my coutracting marriage,
and these donbts—which time has but strength-
ened—have pressed so heavily upon me that [
have felt it incumbent to consult my spiritual
advisers. By them [ am fvstructed that, when
my conscience protests against an undertaking,
to enter upon it becomes a grievons sin; and,
thus conviuced that I am being spiritually led
to & higher and better life, 1-have encireled my-
self by the supports and aids whieh the Holy
Mother Church provides for her children, I have
for ever cast from me the chains of Satan: |
have taken priestly orders; and in this loving
farewell to my relatives T bid o last adivn to the
world with all its vain cares and idle frivolities,

“ Prpro DE GONEALA."

*There,”’ exclaimed Mr. Maxwell—*did you
ever reml such asickening hypoeritical tissue of
rubbish? “And yet, unless we can circumvent

them, there shaven monks will suck up the
whole of Stephanic’s fortune.™” o
“tHow, sir?” I asked; but I added quickly,

I remember—Charley told me ——
“Did he tell-you that, although the Count
has refused the contract, Stephanio forfvits the
property unless she is horsell married within the
giveu period 1" .
e Yo" Toreplied excitedly; ‘ ho told me 5o,
though it failed to impress we at the time."
soft s perfeetly  true, - To-murrow, before
twolve, unless these conditions are fuliilled, her
father's fortune ‘gous from her to the Chureh,”
He looked strangely into-my face. "l rose to
my feet; so did he. * Theu, grasping my hand
in his, he said— : . ) -
“« Cavendish, you love her.  "Will you do your

her ; and she will have enough for both,” i
"What could ‘1 say?. What did'Isay? I'm
sure | don’t know. I ouly remember shaking
him wildly by the hand., {only remember: the
dear old geéntleman sitting down quite exhaust.
¢d and wiping his eyes—or, as he pretended, his
spectacles—and saying—~ = :
“There, there—that will do; we have no
time to lose. "~ We must consider what is to be
done next, for,. Hardy, my .dear boy, even if
shie loves you—which I do believe, you lucky
dogy she does, or 1 should not be proposing so
daring a remedy-—she will be troublesome. She
will say, ‘Never mind the - property, papa;
Hardy and [ can wait," or something equally
pretty and nonseusical.” N :
This was all bewilderingly delicious to me;
but | managed to ask—
**What did Miss Gonzala say, sir? How did
she take the Count’s withdrawal t"
“*She does not know it.yet. His letter came
by special messenger soon after breakfast this
morning. Charles was out” with you somewhere
when [ received it ; consequently it was some
time before I could consult with him. At first
ke and [ were both completely knocked over by
the situation—bridesmaids in the house, guests
invited, hour for ceremony fixed. 1 could not
decide how to act, when presently Charley said,
* Anyhow, it’y an ill wind that brings no one
auy good; and old Cavendish will have a
chance now. He loves her awfully, and is going
away this afterncon rather than see his own
and, 1 believe, her misery consummated.’ [ zaw
the whole thing in an iostant. 1 saw, if Char-
ley had read his sister’s heart aright, that there
was still a way by which we might upset the
Count Gounzala's well-laid scheme. And, if his
conjectureis true, and she does really reniprocate
your feelings, I do believe, my dear fellow, we
shall sucveed. Now, having told you all the
facts, and having prepared you for a small
amouut of opposition at the ountset, I will go
and show her the Count’s letter.”

He went out, aud I was left to mysclf. Some
anxious moments followed. Uaw would she
receive the strange proposition 1 Of coursa she
would not hear of it; of course, in any circum-
stances she would utterly refuse to comply with
sich hastily-formed wishes, No; 1 did not
allow myself to hope for one instant that we
should win her consent 1o the arrangement,
But what then?! 1 could atford to wait if she
wounld give me the right to hope for success in
the future. la the meanwhile, how I longed
to know what the answer would he ! Already I
pictured her scorn, her contempt for a wooer
who appeared in such haste to secure her for-
tune.  Aud yet, if she could but read my
heart

Charley came in, and in a few words I told
him how matters stood.

1t will come all right, Cavendish ; never
vou fear.  ‘ Faint heart——" You know the
p’rovarb, old boy; but wait—here is my fa.
ther.”

Mr. Maxwell came in.

*“ Well " cried Charley,

“1 have told her, but only of the Count's
letter,”” he replied, *“for she is so indignant at
his treatment that 1 felt it wonuld be useless to
say anything further at presant.”  Me. Maxwell
sat down. ‘‘Charley, go and get me some
sherry or something, and a biscuit ; 1 am fairly
overcome. And, Hurdy, you too wmust be
weary

““Of course you must both be famished.
Wait a moment, sir! 1 had better ring, and
they will bring a tray in here; there's not
much good in biscuits ;" and Charley rang.

Lover though I was, and an anxious one to
boot, I did not despise a glass of bitter ale and &
slice from s cold sirloin.

“ Now,” . said Charley, ‘1 propose to pay
Stephanie a visit myself ; but, before going, |
should like to give u toast, Father, let me re-
plenish your glass.  Cavendish, try this Bur-
gundy. Now! Happiness to Stephanie, success
to Cavendish1”—and he was gone.

“That is the dearest boy in the world,"” said
Mr. Maxwell fondly, as the door closed.

“He is indeed, sir,”" 1 replied warmly.
“There is not a man living who has a traer
heart than Charley Maxwell.”

**Aund you, Cavendish, have been his best
friend. Remember that, whatever comes of
our present wish, ITardy, 1 shall always have
vour interests at heart. From this time you are
to me as another son.”

1 thanked him sincerely, for I was greatly
touched by his goodness ; and I'told him that
I would endeavor by deeds more than by words
to show my appreciation of his generous kind-
ness. Then si&ence fell upon us; and neither
of us attempted to hide the anxiety we felt.
% Doar me,” eried Mr. Maxwell at last, *¢ this
is really becoming very serious! There is alot
of company: in the house, and not one of the
family present.” : S

*[tis.very awkward undoubtedly, sir.- Don't
you think you had better show.yourself, and, if
Charley has not already doie so, make some ex-
cuse for. Miss Gonzala —a headache would not be

mal & praopos perhaps 1 . B
24 That is an excellent idea! I will go and
join: the ladies at once,” said Mr. Maxwell,
starting ap. : : S
¢ Do so0, sir, while I.wait for .Charley here ;
then, with your permission, if Miss Gouzala will
see mo, L will try to put an end to this sus-
penso.” ' ~ ‘

‘whether the

/by the expressthis aftornoon.  May 1 ask you ta |

utmost to stand in his placa to-morrow ¢ - Never

guests are to bo dismissed or re.
tained."” ‘

mind your want of fort\.me,f .You are k\;v"(’art‘,hyb of |

* Just so ; of course it must be decided soon.

¢ Bxactly. - You. go-the drawing-room,. sir, -
and Charley orT'I,'wi[fl soon let you know how -
matters are,” - - - -
-1 sat down and did my best to regain a little
composure. - Never in my life had I-[elt so com-
pletely unlike myself. I really could not con-.
centrate my ideas ; they worked ina circle the
centre of which was Stephanie, Whit would
she do$ - 'What would she say ?

At last Charley came rushing in. )

** I'havé broken the ice, Cavendish, and she -
takes it pretty quietly. I have told her how
you are longing to speak to her—and I can see-
that she doesn’t care a rash for the Count,
while she has'a soft place in her heart for you—
but she saya that nothing will induce her to see
you yet—that, if it is true you love her still,
you must feel  the impropriety of pressing your
suit now while she is suffering from the annoy-
ance and shame of the Count’s cruel behaviour.
You see her pride ia terribly hurt—she looks
quite crushed.” .

*¢ Of course, Charley. 1s it surprising? The
dear girl has been shamefully used by that
scoundrel.”

“ [t is natural enough that she should feel so,
I know,” said Charley ; **still, if her heart is
untouched, her pride need not suffer long,”

“1f, Charley, she wonld only let me gpeak a
word to her ! Do go to heragain, there's a good
fellow, and tell her I entreat her to see me, it it
is only for five minutes.”

¢ No—it's of no use ; she has said ¢ No," and
she means * No." But I'll tell you what ; while
I was talking to her, she wus getting out her
walking things. She said she had a headache—
and [ believe she means to walk it off ; she gen-
erally does. Now, if she goes out, she i3 pretty
certain to leave the honse by the little glass
door which opens into the cedar walk, and we
shall see her from this window. Then you can
slip out here into the shrubbery and take the
first path to the right, which will bring you face
to face with her in a jiffy.”

“Charley vou are a diplomatist—you are a
capital fellow ! [ will do as much for you some
day, old chap. Duat look thereV’—aund, as I
spoke, we both saw the sheen of a silver-gray
dress disappearing through the shadows of the
cedar walk.

¢ Now, Hurdy,” crisd Charley breathlessly,
opening the window, *‘ mind, the first turning
to the right ! Be quick, old fellow !”

I wanted no second admorition, but was off
on the wings of love and hope. Ina few se-
couds 1 gained her side, She stopped in grave
surprise,

* Why are you here, Mr, Cavendish "

] saw you leave the house, and have ven-
tured to follow you. Will you not forgive
me ?’

““If there is anything to forgive, certainly,
Bat 1 beg you will not think me unkind or rude
if I say that at present I wonld rather be alone.
I am suffering from a terrible headache, and
rather linpe fresh air and quiet may relieve me
a little,”

“1 caunot express to you, my dear Miss
Goozala, how much it pains me to disregard
even your slightest wish:; but indeed 1 must
speak to you. Perhaps you will resent my per-
sistence less if T tell you that I am here at your
futher's desire as well as at my own.”

“Then of course, Mr. Cavendish, I can say
no more ; still 1wish vou conld have spared me
to-day, for [ am not guite myself.”

And in truth the dear girl’s palz cheek, tear.
ful eyes, and trembling manner attested the
reality of her words.

¢ Stephanie, | am grieved to see you so un-
well.  But can the idea of what I am about te
say be so painful to you? Is my love so dis-
tasteful that you shrink thus from its avowal 2”

¢ Oh, no—pray de not think it is that !I”" she
faltered. . “* But why must you speak of it now ?
It is vruel to press me again upon thissubject at
such a moment.”

“1 know it, dear. T feel how presumptuous
you must think me. Aad, if it rested with my-
self—which it does not--rather than distress
vou further, believe me, darling, 1 would leave
you now-—even when for the first time yourown
sweet lips have dropped a half admission of your
love.. Oh, Stephanie, T will explain every:hin§
presently, only first tell me that 1 am not ma
in thinking that you care for me—tell me that
1 am not asking for your love in vain !”

1 waited for an iustant; and when she an.
swered softly, *“ Not quite in vain, Hardy,”" I
took my darling in my aras. :

“Oh, Stephte, to thisk that, but for those
two ar three accidental words of Charley's I
might have lost you for ever! -Whisper it once
more that 1 may kuow 1 do unot dream. Say
again those sweet words, ‘1 love you.”"

1 do, Hardy—1 do indeed. 1 loveyou with
all my heart.”

“ My own dear girl 1" ‘

“When [ sent you away before, 1 knew that
with you would go all the happiness of my life—
that 1 was shaping for myselt n miserable fu.
ture ; -but ['could not help it. The promise had
been made forwe by my. dear mother, and 1
‘could not disregard her wishea.”" . )

. Dear Stephie; T know all your stary now. . !
Ouly the night before 1 arrived here T learned
from Charley that wy lost lose was his sister,
and that she was betrothed to one for whom he
feared she had littleitlection., Thiswas enough
for me. 1 felt 1 wmust ses you at:any cost.” .

¢ Oh, Hardy, 1. thonght at the time that it
was u very cruel step -you had taken!. You
do_not’ know what' 1 have sufferad since
came.”

.

My 'dnﬂin‘g,’l what esa 1 ‘sa.y!b, 1 know it j :

you. -




