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A BEAUTIFUL GIRL.

CHAPTER IIL—Continued. otel
ow ond illness .had so completely
'chfzgsd Lady Hutton that her foster-sister
bardly knew her again. There was butlittle
greeting vetween them nntil Lady Hutton’s
eyes foll upon the chill; then her pale face
grew whiter and her hands tremb’l'ed.

¢Tq that your child, Magdalen? ’,],“' askzed.
¢ Ig that Stephon Harst’s danghter 7"

‘When Magdalen replied thab it was, Lady
Hutton led her to her own room, .wherg hung
a portrait of :1 lovely !ittle girl, no$ unlike the

e who gezsd upon 1it. -
on“éweo,”ganid shg, styour ochild is like mine,
Magdalen ; you must give her to me; look at
the violet eyea and the golden hair.”

There was indeed some faint resembance
between the two fair little faces. .

*¢ Vou want mouney, Magdaten,” said Lady
Hutton—*‘money to take you to your hue
bind—you shall have it—as much o8 you
like to ask me for—if you will give me your
child. Let her be mine.”

At first Magdalen Horst was deaf toall
entreaties; she would nob panr of it; tuen
the master-pussion of her life began to play.
He whom she loved had eent for her, and
ment again, She yiclded at length, and con-
sented that Lady Hutton should adopt lier
child, I. was & hard struggle; how bard
none new but herselt., . )

I$ was arrangs 1 a5 last to_give little Hilda
s frlal; she wus to visit Lady Hutton; if
she appeared happy and contented her mother
agreed to leave her there ; if not, she would
forego the great wish of her heart. But
Hilda was quite contented ; ehe liked her
new and pretoy dreeses, the grand houss, and
above all, the stately lady, who wasa so cold
to every ons else, and 80 kind to her; for
Lady Hutton loved the child wit\'e a love be-

_yond all worde, and when that little golden
head rested on her hesrt it seemed as though
her own Maud was thero again. Better,a
thonsand times, the pattering of little feet
than the hushed calm of a house
where” no child livea; better the
musical prattle of a stranger’s voice than
the unbreken silence; better the clasp of
those listle arme, the kisses ot the sweet
childish lips, than the haunting memocries
that were never still,

So for three weeks Magdslen Huret lived
alone in her little cottage, and then consent-
ed to part with her child. The conditions
Lady Hutton made were hard onss, but she
would not alter them. IHilda was to be as
her own daughter; never again- was Mag-
dalen Hurst to claim ber, or call Hilda her
child ; never, let what would happen.

Lady Hatton was liberal in her own way.
She did not spare gold, and Magdalen Hurat
left England amply provided for, and never
saw the face ot her foster-sister agaln.

CHAPTER 1V,

Ten years paseed away, and brought with
them great changes to Brynmar. Sir Ralph
and Lady Erckine slept with their anceators
in the family vault; Lady Button was sole
mistress of the Hall, and of the large fortune
left by her father. She heard once from
Magdalen Hurst ; and then a silemoe, deep
and unbroken aa the silence of death, hid the
mother of Lady Hutton's ward from all who
had ever known her, The letter wasa brief
one, stating that she bad found her bueband,
and in accordsnce with her promise never
told him to whom she had confided her child.
Hilda hadbeen adopted, she said, by a lady
who did not wish her name to be known ; he
seemed quite indiiferent about it, and asked
no queatione.

Lady Hutton resd correctly encugh thata
broken heart was revealed in every sad word
of that lstter, Magdalen Hurat sent no ad-
dress ; she asked no questions, and Lady
Hutton never beard from her again,

Day by day Lady Hutton grew fondér of
her adopted daughter. Hilda was taught to
call her mamma, and in every way bshe waa
treated as her owa child. No expense
or trontle wasspared in her edncation ; the
mast accomplished governess was provided
for her. The child spoke French and
German flaently ; she was & good muai-
cian and a skilful artist, but she excelled
most ia singing. Nature gifted her witha
magnificent contralto veice, rich, passionate
and fuil of m:lody ; cultivation and science
did their utmost for it.

Onze in & way patare is thus kind : she
will give a face such as one imsgines an
angel to wesr, and with it she gives a voice
that mat:hes the face. She had been thus
proligel to Hilda Hutton.

Bryomar was sitnated in one of the most
picturer que and beantiful parts of the Scotch
Higtlsnse. Hill and mountaln, river and
lake, woods and dells, glens and valleys,
were there in their highest perfection.
Broad wolda were covered with the purple
heather and golden broom ; but the finest
portion of Brynmar was its bonny green
woods. The Hall was built near them, and
one or two coltages were scattered around,
snd but for them the large, rambling
gray honee would have been iso-
lat d. No other habitation was near;

for long 'miles the wcods extended;
and when they ended the chain of lakes be-

gan, No home in Scotland wuas more pictar-
esque or more lonély than Brynmar. Ita
quiet and solitude saited the widowed Lady
Hutton ; she was not ocne who could parade
her grief. It was very rarely that the name
of her dead husband or child paased her lips,
but  her “heart lay  burled. ‘with
them. She ~ was &till  young when
Lord Hutton died, but, from that time
she bade adieu to the world. Her only source
‘of happiness was her warm and deep affection
for her beantiful young ward. . .

No one knew the girl's history ; and even
smong the servants, only & emall number
knew that she was Lady Hutton’s adopted

daughter—moat people believed her to bs the

hidy's ownohild., She was called Miss Hut-

ton of Brynmar; and it was generally known

that she would inherit -Lady Hutton's for-
une,, . P ‘

Few visitors ever came to- Brynmar, ao
the beautiful,graceful gifl:grew up like a rare
flower in deep shade. . She loved her adopted

" mother ; she wai liappy with her books and

" birde and flowers, OF the great world out:
pide Brynmar she knew little and ocared less.

-She was in many respacts unlike other girls,

. For one thing she had never associated. with

. those of her own age; she had never ;talked
gleﬂl;y glrlish’ tales about love aud: lovers.

. Dimly

.and vagualy she kiew that  thére waa |

"'a great and mighty gitt given to most, and it
was cilled “love.)’  She never wondered if it
would éome t6,her.” She'wove bright fancies
and fair vislons ; but the heart of a sleeping
child was not :more innocent than hers, If
she ever thought' about the fature it

.. was but to'see.n bright continuation: of; the

present, - What could be more fair than her

. 'home at Brynmap? - Who. could ever. be|

. dearer  to her :than the calm,'gentle, stately
lady:who loved her so: well 7.

- faoe thatsmiled amid the blooming flowers
* 'was contented and happy; there wag no rest-
lesa eagerness in it, no végue hopes, no great

- with, -The courae of -ner’ life was calm and

serene, nnrvfilel by love—its deptbs unmoved
.- by human pagsion.> Allthat had to come.-In
.. the: sleeping . breast- there: lsy .a wondrous
_ - power of:love and,endurance—powers that in

wfter yenrs wue weil trled.
No question ever camo

She had no
longing for the great world, . -The  beautiful

to Hilda as to what

she would do with her life, Its calm, simple
pleasurea sufficed ; she never looked beyond
them ; but Lady Hutton was ambitious for
her. Day by dayshe watched the growth of
that wondrous loveliness, and built her hopes
opon it. The world she had given up snéd
ceased to care for should emile vpon her
ward. She spsred no pains over her ednoa-
tion, and rarely allowed her to be long out
of her pressace.

There were times when Lady Hutton asked

‘herself if she had done quite right, She bad
¢nken this young girl from her own natural
sphere. of ' life; she had taken her
from her parents and brought her np in the
midat of luxury and wealth as her own child,
Had she done well in trying to alter and
shape a human destiny to suit her own pur-:
poses ? Should she not have bsen contented
and resigned when her great bereavement
came? These yuestions haunted her at in-
tervals; but even had she been wrong it was
too late now to undo what was done, The
oottage from which she had taken her could
never again be o home for the graceful, ac-
complished gir), whose every word and action
were full of refinement, The beantitul young
peasant-mother counld never now take her
right place as eaperior to her child.
It is a serions thing to undertake to shape
oat or alter a destiny, aund so Lady Hatton
felt it. Bat her plans were all arranged ; she
hoped that Hilda would preserve her beauti-
tul childlike simplicity ; nothing like it was
ever seen in the great world. As soon ae she
reached her seventeenth year Lady Hutton
intended taking her to London. With her
beauty and prospects, lovers in plenty would
surround her, and from them Lady Hutton
decided she would choose the noblest and
best ; but not one word of these plans did she
ever mention to Hilda.

“‘Her heart will be nntouched,” thought
Lady Hutton; ‘*her fancy will be free. If1I
use my icflaence sha will marry whom I
please, and that will be the most eligible
man who presents himself, She will be
something different from the general run ot
young ladier. I shall have no troublesome
love affairs with her.” -~
With her talents and wealth Lady Hatton
could de mnch, but she could not control
fatsa. Oace, and once only, had the girl
asked any guestions about her parents.
“Mamma,” she said ona day to the stately
mistrese of Brynmar, *“I am not your very
own daughter, am 19"
¢‘Who has been talking such nonsense to
you, Hilda ?” was the impatient qunestion,
““Elpsic, your old housekeeper,” replied
Hilda. *Spe says I am your adopted dangh-
ter, and that I have another mother living
away from here.”
¢¢ Eipeie will leave Brynmar if I hear any
more gossiping,” sald Lady Hutton haunghtily.
¢¢ Listen to me, Iilds. You are my dear
adopted child ; no one elee in this world has
any claim upon you. I had a little danghter
all my own once, and when she was taken
from me you sapplied her place. You have
no friend but myself.”
¢ Lady Rutton,” said the young girlearnest-
ly, **who wae my mother? Tell me some-
thing of her.”

The fair young face was pale and wistfual,
$“There is nothing to tell yon, my dear,’
replied Lady Hutton, **she was my friend—
we were children together—I adopted you;
a.ndq'anrely, Hilda, you wantno one else save
me 2
Seeing that the very mention of the matter
agitated and annoyed Lady Hutton, Hilda
never alluded to it again ; and as yesrs passed
on and she grew older the fact thatshe was
only the adopted daughter of her atately bene-
factrass grew more vague and indistinct.
It was a pleasant life when Hilda 1eached
her sixteenth year, for then Liady Hutton dis-
missed her governezs and masters,
“ Yon must give yoursell up to reading
now,” she said, * fer a few months, and then
I will take you into what you will think
another world,”
The large library was thrown open and
Lady Hutten selected the books, aud Hilda
read for the firat time master pieces of poetry
and prose that enchanted her, Such reading
was the one thing wanted to complete and
perfect her.
The beautiful young face which bent over
the volumes was a poem initeelf. It changed
with every thought, sometimes glowing
bright and radiant, again sorrowful and half
sad. From the fairy world of poetry and ro-
mauce she learned romething of the mysterien
of life, the mystery of human love aad hu-
man suffering—never dreaming it would one
day reach her,
- *

* - * - *

Oane beantifo]l morailng in Mag Hildu rose
earlier than usual. Elpsie had told her on
the previons evening that any lady who for
nine morninge together bathed her face in
May dew would be beautiful forever, Hilda
resolved to try it, and on this particular day
ross almoat with the sun while the dew still
lay upon the flowers, little dreaming that on
thatlsn day the tragical story of her life wounld
begin. - :
«gA golden glow meémed to have fallen over
the earth when Hilda stood on the hill near
Bryamar woode ; tke air was full of an {nde-
soribable melody: and fragrance ; :the birds
sang, the flowera bloomed, the hawthorn
shone white:upon the hedges; all waa fresh,
fair and beantifnl: Heaven seemed amiling
upon the bright face of the-earth, -
There was plenty of dew upon the heather ;
it glistened on the long ' blades of grase and
shone tpon the green -leaves, and before long
the fair young face was bathed in it, -
An artist meeting Hilda then would" have
sketchéd . her and .called  his ploture *The
May Morning.” . She looked just as fair and
brighy ;, the violet -eyes. were :oclear and lus-
trous, the beautiful face tinged with the love-
lioat color, and the golden hair waving: over
her graceful neck and ehonlders. i
“¢Y will walk home ‘through
‘thoughs Hilda. T
The way, was lorg and pleasant, and she
lingered in the deep shades, watching with
Joving gyes the wild flowera that grew around
the tall troes; :watching - the: bees, whioch
oould, never: Gecide. whether cowslipe, blue-

he’ wood.s,“

-and ‘aweet ; forgetting 'ax ‘the warm, sunny:
houre- rolled.on that Lady Hutton would be
walting for'her; and that the time'for break-
fast had lobg'passed, *While looking at .the:
‘Bowera some preétty fantastio lines she had;
tead camejinto hermind: Y 0 7.
"t My own biue-bell, niy pretty blie bell, o
I have come rromh:tbmmeg rgnas ‘:‘lev;nll; :
) A ob dover doubt. that my heal_:‘fvs true blue.t
*. What wordal” ‘aaid 'the. young .girl
laughingly as she bent over the’ blue-bells,
' what, worda to put.on’'a butterfly’s lips1”
‘Then In her, rich, muslcal voice.she . began to
-sing them. The awest voica rose high in the
clear. morning alt until onecould have fancied
‘the :trees and flowers and wind lstened in
hushed silence, - win oo T
Hildea thonght ehe was quits alone, singing
83 ‘she ‘gathered the pretty blue-bells; but
‘down; the broad wood-path “there came’ a
. rung snd handsome man. He 'stood for a
few minutes nilently watolhing the beautiful,
golden-haired girly - 'doubting  whether . the
figure before him was real. Tarning sud-
denly Hilda saw. him, and: a rosh of color
:dyed -her' fair face orimson. He advanced
‘toward her, bolding bis hat.in his hand.and
-bowing ‘reverentially as _though she were.a
princess, - T Lot oo
. “I beg you'tc forglve mo if I'bave elarmed
you, he sajd, I’ have lost my way iu the

‘bells,. or primroses : were, the most delicions |’

| —what else can make &

woods and oannot fiod the path to the bigh-
road, Will you have the kindneen t2 point i
out to me 7" ..

“The one to the right,” reg lied H1la, 1ais-
ing her eyes to tho handeomess wnd nobsest

oo she had ever neen.
hThen he should have bowed ned left her and
she should have walked away, never once look-
ing behind ; bus the sun shone and the birds
sang. They were both young, she besutiful
and fair as the moraing ; and inatead of leaving

ke agaio.
he‘rl l'isn:fg a‘:n %onny woods,” he said ; “T have
not seen fairer in all Scotland. ”’I.‘hey belong to
the Brynmar eatate, I suppose ?

Hilds bowed. She had not recovered her
power of eperch. Who was this bandsome
stranger? Whera had he come from | .

“«You are losiog your blue-bel.,” he said
gallantly. He stooped, and gatheriog them
together agawn, offeced them to her. * T{x‘ose
wera pretty worde L' heard you singing,” ha
continued ; * they are quite naw to me. May
I ask whose they are ¥ .

Hilda forgot ber shyness then, and told him
that she had rend them the duy before and could
pot forget them. His eyes were riveted upon
her beauttful face, his ears were charmed by the
sound of her voica; he conld bave stood there,
he thought, forever. Was ever picture 8o fair ?
In the scfc light that fell through the green
folisge her fuir face and goldea hair shone
brightly. He never forgot her sz she stood
there, with shy, droopiog eyes, and the blue-
bells in her presty winte hands, He lingered
until he knew he ought to go. .

Wil you give me one of tho.e flowers ?” he
said, touchicg the blue-b:lls 5 ** just s o little
memento of the most pleassut moinivg I ever
spent and the most beautiful picture I ever saw
—only one ; I beg you will net refuse.”

Half smiline, half coyly, she drew out a single
flower and off- rad it to hun.  His face Hushed
as he took is from her. Otuer words trembled
upon his lips. He longad to tell ber how benu-
tiful, how tair and moarst she was, and that he
never conld farget her; hy lenged to ask her
pame, where she dwelt, snd why she was alone
in the shades of Bryoma: woods. But he did
pone of these thingi—he bowed as he would
bave Elone to a quern and J:ft ber.*

Hilda Hutton went bome, but life had all
changed fcr her. Some:hing new and beautiful
came in her thoughts by day and in her d:eams
by night. She did not know why the face she
had seen in Brynwear woods haunted her, why the
sound of that voica never left her ears, o: why
eaoh word be had spoken lingered in her hesrt.
In all her lifa she had zeen nothing like this
stranger. Few gentlemen ever came to the
Hall. Lady Huttwn’s lawyer was one, a little
old man who worea black wig; Dr. Greyling
was aaother, and the good minister was a third,
They were all old, and said but listle to her.
This handsome strapger locked at her with a
strange light in his dark eyes. He had
stood before her, the wind Lifting the masses
of dark hair from bia brow, and he had bowed
lowly and reverently as though she were a
queen and he ner koight. Dr. Greyling and
the minister never did that. Why was the
morning so pleasant to him? What was the
picture he thonght g0 beautiful ? In her dreams
and fancies he took the prinzipal part, and she
could batter underatand now what had puzzled
ner before. If ever in years to come some cne
was to cara for her, she hoped he would have
the same face and the same voice as the stran-

er.
€ Hilda did not know that on this May mora-
ing, while she sung over the biue-bells and
laughed at the batterfly, the first link was
forged in o chain that was to bind her for life ;
for the bonny woods of Brynmar were fatal to
her, as they had been to her beautiful young
mothtr, who years, yeara ago, had learned
thera her first and oaly lesson in love,

CHAPIER V.

t Nothing seems to satisfy you, to conlent
or plense you,” ssid Bertle Caclyon to his
friend and companion, the young Ea:l of
Bayneham. * Here you are, yourg. toler-
ably good-looking, a maznpificent income all
clear—no debts, You possees two Edens in
the country and a palace in town; no matter
what you want, you caa have it. Now, luok at
me, o poor, unfortunate yonoger son. My whole
incems would not keep me in cizars alone I
am over head and ears in debt; everythiag g res
wrong with me; fate, love, aud foriuns fiown
alike. Yet I look happicr thau yon do.”

“ Do not teass me, Beriie; I am not in the
humor for it,” said Lord Bayn-hym, moudily.

¢ Neither for that nor anytlung else,” 1etorted
Bertie. **'What do you want that you cannot
have? There is evena young and beautiful wife
provided for you whken yuu have time fer the
wooing.”
The gloomy look deepened cn Lord Bayne-
ham’s face. i
“All you say is true, Iiartic,” he replied ; yet
in all sobar truth, 1 declaze to you I wuuid
give my rank, title, ‘magnificent iscoime, and
all else 1 possess 1 the world, to be at this
moment o free man.”
*Jrree from what?’ cried Bertic, in utter
amazement,
Lord Baynehsm made no raply, and a lock
of dueper gravity stole over his companion’s
face.
“‘You must trast me in all or none,” said Mr.
Catlyon. *‘I see you are changed; snd all
jesting aside, you are unhappy 1f I can helz
you, let me ; if not, I can but sympathize in
silence.” .
¢ If you would bub be serious,” remonstrated |
Lord Bayneham, _ . L
% T am,” gaid Bertie;. **laughine, with me, is:
second nature ; bub did I ever fail you?”

“No,” said Lord Bq{neham, *“youneverdid ; 1
bub yon are so fond of joking over everything.
What I have to say lies’ deep in my hears ; 1f 4
you were o smile I should never f.riive

ou o
y Not even the shadow of n smile crorsed Bertie
Carlyon's faca ; on the contrary, ha lovked halt,

sorry, half vexed.

gﬁ:[e;jests utg rcars who never feli a wound,”,
said Bettie.  *‘ Despite my love of langhing, I
have suffered as keenly as_most men. I can!
respect real sorcow when I seeit, Clauie, as
you know well.” . . .

The two gentlemen were quite alone 1n what|
appeared - to_be -the smokiog-room of Lord;
Bayneham's London house. It was a large and,
lofty apartment, well furnished with divans,
easy-ohairs, lounges and . sofas, whereon the,
lords of areation could amoke at their ease, ‘

. Bertie Oarlyon lovnged upon a coach ‘drawnj
near to the window. . He was smoking indus-.
triously. .Lord Bayncham had tried a meeis-
ohaum that failed to please him, and he took op
a cigar ‘'with no better resuls. He laid- both
down with a sigh; going up to the mantel-
piece he leaned dejectedly upon it, then siched

ain. . - , .
ity Have & game of billiarda ?” said Bertie.
i+ 4¢ It is too warm,” replied the young earl,
¢ Yot us- join che ladies, and have some
musio,” surgested Mr, Carlyon. )
¢ T am tired,” said Lord - Bayneham wearily.
** Then his triend reproached him for not being.
hap y, snd contenbed:. - ¢ - : .
8 f can reapect brud-corrow,’-continued Bértie,’
“but nob- fancied woes, I have seen something;

" | of & darker:side-of life. ‘What is your trouble,’
“ | Olaude? It ismot poverty, debt)or ill * health

y man_ubhappy and ' dis-
‘patisfled "> - L o s dEIereein
19T will tell: you,” replied -Lotd Bayneham.!
-#Y “know yotut will guard 'my ‘secret as’ yon
would-your own life. I' am engaged to marry
one woman~good, “amisble, -noble and-‘true,
while I sm passionately in_love with another.”,
- It must be recorded to Bertie's disgrace that,’
for all:answer, he indulged in a low, prolonged
whistle. . | L

. That is & serious business,” he said at.last.
% I thought you were to marry Barbara Earle
nexth year ¥’ . . .

“4¢So it was arranged,’’ replied Lord Bayne-
ham. **If it be right to marry one woman
while the face of another haunta you—comes
before you in dreams by night, looks at you all
day, stands -between you and the face you
‘ought to love, fills your heart with a love that
defies despair—if that be right, then next year
I shall marry Barbara Eatle.” .

# Bub who in the werld bave you fallen so
deeply in love with?” asked Bertie, aghast
at bis friend’s earness, impassioned mazper.

o¢ If I oould but tell you,”said Lord Bayne-

|| year she found: herself cne: of the wealthiest
| beiresses in England.

| girl, over whose childhood and. youth she had;

T wife. " Every day, iun fifty different way, i{ was'

.|.awayifor; six; montha he did not ' miss -her; his;

beautiful vision,” o K

“But that is nonsense,” sa‘d his practical
friend, * Visions are all very well-I:like
sorething more substantial. Where did it-
appear to you? . )

pEeYou {)romised to be serious, Bertie,"” 1e-
plied his friend reproachlully. * X wil tell
ou where I saw it. Do you remember in May’
went to Scotland with Trevors and Higham?

¢ T remember,” said Bertie. N

** We went to Trosach Castle, and remained
there over three weeks,” contioued the young
nobleman ; ** then I, longing to see more of the
beautiful Scotoh scenery, went on a pedestrian
sour. To shorien my story, I need only tell you
that one delicicus morning I wandered into. tha
very heart of tbe bonny woods of Brynmar. 1
loat the path, and was getting bewildered, when
all at once the richest and most musical voics 1
ever heard, rose clear and beil-like on the mora-
ing air. I listened to the worde; they were
pretty and faotastic, and they .are’firmly im-
printed on my heart. I went vo acd saw—ah,
Bertie ! I can never paint the picture fur yuu.
Imag ne a young, girlish, gracetul fignre atand-
ing in the midst of aoft, mellsw, golden light—
imsgine the loveliest face that. piet ever
dreamed of, & smile partirg the sweet lips as
she bens over her flowers,  wealth of brignt
golden hair fa'livg in_beuatiful confusion over
shoulders that no sculptor could imitate—ima.
gine little white hands holding halflovingly o
bouquet of tlue-bels.” i o

“It would be n pretty picturs,” interrupted
Bertie. ** You should paint it.”

*“There 18 no need,” said Liord Laneham. o1
give you my word of honor, Bertie, I did think
1t was o vision. You nsver saw suything so
deticate!y lovely. I spoke to her; I asked the
right path, and she showed it to me; I eaid
something abcut the besuty of the woods, I
cannot tell how it happened, but I remained
with ber for some minutes, and at the
end of that time I loved her a& it takes a life.
time to teach sume men to love. I could bave
knelt nt her feet and coffered ber wmy life. I
longed to tell her how fair she was, and how I
admired her; but although we were alons
the woods, & queen upon her throne was mot
more sacred to me than this young girl, whose
shy, sweet eyes rarely met my own. When we
paited I asked her for one of the flowers phe
held. Shegave it to me, Bertie, and I would
not pirt with it fsr abything you could cffer
me,”’ :

“Did you never discover who she was?”®
asked Bertie. -

“No,” replied Lord Bayneham; ‘‘not ex-
actly. It was a lonely neighborhood, I asked
at some of the cottages. QOae woman told
mo I must bave seen Lady Hutton, as she lived
at Brynmar. Ilocked in the ** Peerage ;” Lad
Hutton iz over frrty, and has no daughter.
went bick to the same place last week, but
could neither s:e nor hear anything of fier.”

* What shall you do ?* asked Bertie.

¢ What can I do?’ said Lord Bayoeham im-
patiently—*‘ *dree my weird,” a3 the Scotch
say ; try to forget hes, I suppose, and marry
Barbara Earle next year.” .

15 would not be fair to Barbara,” said
Bertie Carlgon ; *‘ she deserves & whole heart
or nooe,”

“You are right,” repliel Lor] Bayneham ;
'* ] esteem Barbara loghly ; but I love the girl
I sgaw in Brynmar wood.”

* Tey to discover her,” suggested Bertie.

* Even if I did,” said the young earl,” what
am I to do with Barbara? Tuere must be
misery one way or another. Now# I have told
jou my secret, Bertie, do rot torture me by
reverting to it; bear with me patiently for a
time. Wo Bsyneham's are doomed to love ua-
happily” . . . .

** Nonsense again,” said practical Bertie. *‘I
do not believe 1n dvoms, vision:,.poeiry, or un-
happinese, I am quite sure, no matter how dark
ths cloud msy be just now, it has a silver imn-
ing.

CHAPTER V1.

The Binehame, of Castle Baneham, wers a
noble and aocient family. The earldom dated
as far back as the reign of the ** Merry Mou-.
arch.” Hulbert Baneham had been one of his
chief favorites, and he Jelighted to hanor him,
He created him Earl of Baynehain and Baroa of
Hulsmeer,

Hulbert, the first earl, built B .ynebam Cas-
tle, and the sta‘e apariment is still shown where
the king slept when he visited his friend. From
Hulteit the tine of succsssion was unb-oken—
son succzeded father, and each cne added some
new lus've to the natme, Hildebrand, the third
earl, w.s one of Epglind’s greatest warriors,
Stephen, his grandson, was au eminent states-
man; Lis iafluencs was grea*, and hs uted it
wel. The fnther of the present earl was re-
markable for nothing save having married one
of the mos% beautiful acd 1mperious woren in
Fnglavd—T.ady Bianche Delamare. She was de-
scended fron an_illustiious but somewhat de-
cayed family. They had title, rank, position
and inflneuce, but very little money, and when
Lrrd Biyneham propased to the daughter of
the house. every ona c.nsidered it an excellent
match. No ona ever asked what Lady Blanche
th.ught herself. She bad beauty and 'dignity,
and her umon with Lerd Bayneham gave her
everything eise ; and for many years the beau-
tiful aud umperioua Countess of Baynsham was
one of the most courted and popular women of
the day. . .
She had a bnlliant sister, who, un'ike “he
brifliant conntess,, mamied for live ; she
upieed here fate with that of an_ almost
penmlegs captain, Gerald Earle. Fortune

however, favored them, for before Gerald and
h's young wife began to feel the evils of
poverty, a large firtune was bequeathed
o him by a distantrelative. Gerald Ksr edied |
abroad, and_his delicate wife did not long ' sur-
vive him. She had:lett'her only'chiid, Barbara,
10 the care of the Countess of Bayneham. HRer
truss ‘was nobly fulfilled ; Barbara Earle was
traated in every wsy like one of Lady Bayne.
ham'’s own children. Her large fortuve sccumu-
lated, and wren she reached ber eighteenth

The Counbess of Bayﬁeha.m had one fixed,
idea~—it was that her son should marry Baabara|
Euarle. She was deeply attached tu the dear:

watched . so  well.  Roth . childie: _wese,
brought up ‘with the same , id=s,  but:
nothing deanite wna ever maid to thein. Lady:
Bayncvam, foolish’y ewvugh, would sperk!
of the time wh:n Barbara would ba Cl.wudw’s!

brovghi before them. Claude tvok it as a mat-;
ter of course. Barbara 'loved her colsin ; she!
had no thought, no bappiness, no wish- nw&yi
from him. ' When Claude went to coliege he,
never retarned without a present for bis intend-;
ed Itile wife. Ooe’ speech of his was most,
characteriatic. Talkieg one day at school in
midst of a group of boys who were discussing’
their fature he wda ‘ . :

. I ghall never have : to trouble ‘mysalf wit

love-making ; Iam |
Barbars, you know.” .
- He certainly never did trouble himself with
love-making. He was always kind ‘and gentle
to Uarbara, but the men of his race had .ever
‘been chivalrous, He paid her every attention ;.
‘never neglected her donble- claim of cousin. and!
financée. . He sought to anticipate her. wishes,!
to consult her tastes, and obey her:-least woid ;:
Jbutithere the matter ended. .- 1f;she were-going,

voice never trembled when he spoke.to her;! He,
knew nothing of the height of ;love or the depth:
"of gorrow’; he kinew nothing. gaVe a quiet, calm'
affeotion that had ‘grown Witk him from his:
'fl;ildh’ooﬂ.' "He
Gve.

of Bayneham, ~ Perhiapa 'no one.ever began life'
under fairer auspices ; he was young, band-
some, claver, and highly accomplished.” Nature
and furtune had both” been kind' to_him, ' He
owned ong of the proudest nimes and the finest
estates in England. ~ The-long and illustrious
‘ling of ancestora had each added a Ianrel to the
crown of the Baynehnms.  Kverything and
- everyone smiled upon him. -He was one of ‘the
happiest of men until that May niorning came
acd hroushb ‘hitn to the woods of Brynmar,

- When Olaude had : been two “years Lord 'of
Bayneham' Oastle, his mother told him, "in
very'plain words, she thought it time he'sliould
mare Caeow L. HCR [ -

going to marry my Cousin |

Bad 7ot bo_Loava whiat it was. 0 |
His, father died, and Claude became ‘the Earl |

nded not tell yon how uch depends* upon the
¢hoice of a wife, Fortunately ‘you have made
8.good choice. You must remember,’ Claude,
"you-hive not mixed muth in'sociéty since, 'your
father's death, I wish you to go to London'

next seaeon,” but T prefer, that you' should take
Lady Baynehamwith you.” - - . -
““Why 7" agked the yonog earl. C
‘ Becanse, uinlees you go as a' ‘msrried man
you wil'have every mabpeawring .mother and
chaprron teasing you,” said the:c.untess. I
should ' ike you 'to.'be married early next
. ...r, ok . N i

spring.” dEbs P
4 T bave no ohjection,” ! hejreplied, : * if Bar-®
bara is willing,” - N L

A shade of annoyancs passed ‘over the fair,
proud face of the countese.. .

_ % Tha is hardly the way to speak. Claude,”
she maid gravely. ‘‘I presume dy you
bave * no objection,’ you mighb surely fied some
mora suitaYle expreseion.” :

% ¥ fear I am not clever at finding *suitable
expredions,’” eaid Lord Bayneham with a
amile; * they come naturally enough to you,
mother,” .

* You had tetter see Barbara this morning,”
said Liady Bayneham, *“and ask her if she will
cousent to the warringe being arranged for next
spring ?” -

4 Would it not be better for you to speak to
her yourself ?” said the earl hastily. *‘Ladics
managa- these things so much better than we

; {Qfdeciued frown darkened the proud, benuti-
ul face,

“ Are the men of your race contented to:
allow others to woo for them ? " ghe arked con-
% mptuously.

Lord Bavneham’s face flushed.

It is different with Barbara,” he eaid;
“‘there is no nopsenre about her; she has morze
sense than any girl I ever met.”

y Bayneham's face rzlaxed at this com-
plimeot to her belovail niece,

“You will find Barbara in the morning-
ro>m,” she eaid ; go and ask her now.”

Clauds obediently enough quitted the room.
It was all a mat‘ter of indifference to him. Ha
was not vitally intorested in it; it seemed to
him & prearranged piece of business, that it
was part and parcel of the responsibilities of
bis estate. -

In after years Claude Bayuetam remembered
that scene. He found Barbara Earle in the
morning room ; she was paioting a group of
flowera with no ordinary skill. When she heard
his footsteps a deep, warm flush covered her
gzi.:;, and the hand ihat held the biush trem-

* Barhera,” said Lord Bayneham, *‘if you
ar: not busy, I should be glad if you could spare
me five minutes.” ’
* Longer, if you like,” replied Miss Earle.

7 pictare can be finished ‘to-morrow, Do
you like the geouping of those roses, Claude ¥’

* Yes,” hesaid ; * thera seems to be a natural
afliaiiy betwe:n ladies and flowers, You paint
them betier than anything else.” ‘

" That is a pretty o .mpliment,” said Bar-
bara; ‘ but bow about Rosa Bonheur and the
horses ¥’

**You are always hard upon my little at-
tempts at flattery,” Baid Lord Bayneham.
* Barbara, I waat to $alk serious'y to you,”

“1 am ready to listen,” said Miss Earle,
““YWhat is it? Are we to have a * ganeral elec-
t'on? Iread something of the kind.”

* 16 is a very different matter I was thickiog
of,"” said the young Karl, almoat at a loss how to
introduce the question of marriage, the lady be-
fora him looked so very calm and unsuspicious.
‘‘ Barbara,” he continued, makiog a desp-rate
effors, *‘ my mother thinks that we bad better be
married next sgpriog.”

For some mom:nts there was a pround silence.
He could hear the ticking of the lutle watch that
lay necr the easel, but he could not hear the
quick beating nof the heart his words bad touch-
ed. Batbara Earle waited uatil every trzce of
emotion passed before she rpoke.

‘* And are you of Lady Baynebam’s opinion?”’
she asked.

He remembered his mother’s contempt at his
awkward method at wooin(i;.

I fear I am very stupid,” he said, penitent-
ly; *“but you are so sensible, Barbara, you
koow what I mean without my talking non-
sense. Ilove you. Will you bs my wife nsxt
spriog ?"

She rose from her seat and stond before him ;
her dark, beauiiful eges tilled with tears; her
tl_xps quivered, her whole soul shone in her
ace, -

“ﬁlaude," she said, earaestly, “‘do you love
ms? .

She held out to him ber white, jewelled hand,
snd he clasped it in his own,

.““ Of courae T live you, Barbara,” he replied ;
his ealm, clear voice never faltering. *‘I have
loved you ever since we were child-en. Are
you willing to ke my wife nexi spring ¥

He looked kind, anxions, acd suifectionate;
but if love ba what Barbara Earla imagiued it
to be, he had noneof it.

*“I nm willing,” the said gently.

*Yiuare a dear, geod, seusible girl,” he re-
plied, ‘‘aud I will do all I can to make you

happy.

H.s touched her forehead hghtly with his lips,
nnd ro the wooing of Lord Eaynehawmn and Bar-
bara Earle ende.

** Cowe with me,” he said, ‘‘and let us tell
the countess it is all arvanged. Mogher,” said
the young earl. a3 they enterel the drawiog-
rom, ** thank Barbara forns ; she has promis-
ed to be my wife next spricg.”

*“You cannot be mare of o daughter to me
than_you have been,” sasid the stately lady,
claspieg the young girl t-ndetly in her srms;
“bus the dearest wish of my heart’ will be
gratified when Iees you my son’s wite. It is’
uow March,” she continued ; *“1f we arrange;
the wedding for next May, that will meet ull,
our wishes.” : : e

- For once Lady Bayneham was ton basty.
Baynebam C-.stle wenld require - alterations ;
many of the rooms were to be refurnished. |
Theis was much to be:‘dona. * Lawyers; milii-,
ners, and a hoat of other people-were consulted.
‘Then it was agreed thit the wedding should;
take place in the Auguat of the year fol]omnﬁig

i

(1]

But'for that postponement thia stéry wou

never have been written. In May Lord Bayne-
bam went to Scotland ; and there jn the bonn ‘
:green woods of Brynmar. he meb hiz - fata, Hi
returned home ay alteréd ‘man. - His previous|
life seemed to have been' one lorg, ealm, ‘un-l
broken drentn: ‘He' wat awakened vow, and;
‘the dream had jended. The'replities of life had,
began for him. - He had lesrned oa that bright;
‘May morning & lesgon that Barbara Earle  had,
never taught im-—~how to love, 'He saw the,
“preparaiione continued for his'’ marriage, and;
“uiace'no comment. Whatever he might think|
or suffer, he was a gentleman, A mau- of honor,|
who would scorn to break
rather than fail when - honor ' bade him’ perte.,
vere- . . .. . W !

CHAPTER VIL, . |
The world generally did not call ‘Barbaral
Earle a beantiful girl.  The great charm of her,

face was the soul that shone there. . Hereyes[ .
were magnificent, dark, dreamy, full of lightand;|

thonght. She had aweet, .sensitivelips, per-

by, ab. firat, considerivg , her, almost. plain

ap 'm. second - in

her bLetter, . Thén; her, fate. would

‘them, uirti they would qnﬂﬁ,}a&ﬁeﬂqripg'.thip
2

other girl was half g0 bean as Barbara Farle,
Ibhwas.hhe beattiful,, noble.soni. Tﬂgg‘i}?r'@yéﬁﬂig’e,

great oharm %o her eloquent, spiritual face, In

af noble wor’d‘s" could

nox eoul,”  Her tall, graceful
figure combiged | ) )
be more Kind and winning ; no nne nore d
‘ed and reserved thau Barbara- Estle

ot proud nr hn’qgf\ty 0o igeaf v 3
achioti ever escapad hier:’ ‘She wae'n true, noble:
"Woman crownea with ,righ'er_.‘g'i fta thin themete-
1y outer’one of color and, prettiness—a woman
to inspiré a man with a love of noble deeds,. o
“tench him- the hirher anil holier lessons of ‘life ;
and withal; she had that nameless charm, that
‘well-bred,’ refined; elegunt mannerdknt makes
“évery woaen:beantifal to whom it is given.®

She wag

‘ghe had no'thotight® savée for liord ‘Baynehsm,’
'Tt-was chardctexistin’ef ior Lhas uli-who' Faved

| brilliant' w2t and quick rep

a promise, and 'diei N

‘fect -1n stiape and .dolor., ;, People ; passed, her)]; ..
- interview " they . would . like:|

RIOW upon; .
no:l . . .

‘repjose it wag calm “ind ‘sefene, Hub' lighted'np, | |
;light it==ib''was’ magnifi-1| ;

preesion’ of béing whatis |’

nd dignity., No dne'conld, | *
ignifi- |

rd or ‘menn; | *

- Lovers in’ plenty sighed’ for>Barbira' Earle ;' :

il Lo m i
dislike ever fallowed hov Jeslcice o Diter
mirer ; aod sbe rejected many before B 30
agement t0 Lord B.yneham was masd tr ep.
Lbose wh loved her: basp: and ‘Taig © Dubli,
hid to offer ab:her féds, oft her pra
didspointed, i i§"trus, but' bearing wirh' e
goéd and noble resolves: The lchinces ar, s
Jf Lord Baynehamhad met Miss Harpo o o0ot
ciety he would have been.dazzled nnd cher
Having from his very;childhdod associateq oo
her, all her .doble and-grand, qialities 5 ith
‘mera babit to him. He was accustomed e&,”gﬁ
ar 4
‘ous &nd .#pirited defernca of tﬁ?’.:.":,f emgfn?"
‘absent;” to 'her scorn of -.all things ‘.' ‘tne
and mesan, toher amiable - tetnper andugf'
sacrificing dispositior ; ‘all these were partae k
parcel'of Barbera. They never atruck him 'lgd
admired her, esteerned ber, loved her, in a qnj .
calm lond of way, and had ““no ubjecﬁoqnle”
‘making ber his wife next spring., 1
. Xt was fardifferent with Barbara
:t.ten :E olf: htér !mblel and constant
ove 8 handsome, clever you s
wifeshe wasto be, She idolize‘;i hi?g—ogll:lr:::;ﬁl;?!e
rect, thought him superior to any other mp -
oved him as only such women can,with a nd-
noble love; but there were times when aﬁ:;afn 1t
half puzzled asto bis feelings toward her ﬁb
was all kindness ; but he said so little wl;en he
spoke of the future ; it wazin s quiet matter,
of fact way, s of somethivg that must be.
she knew _that he cared tor no one else ; 4 f.f
Barbara Earle comforted herself by thinjcis
that he wasnot of a demdnstrative nature e

_When he 1eturned from Scotland she .fouud
him changed in every respoct. He had 1osg the
gay flow of spirits that once never faileg him
be'fell into dreamy reveries, from which n, thng
!could ever rouse him, Ho locked llkea:mg
whese aim  and  purpose in  life \v;n
ended. He was kicd to her, b ine
differant to everything in the wide worlg,
Nothing seemed to interest or amuse him, Even
Lady Bayneham notized and wondered at the
change that bad come over ker son.

One day Claude was unusually busy ; his
lawyer was at Baynebam, and many buciness
affairs were on tke tupis. The steward was
waiting, and au imporiant paper was miglaid
Lady Bayneham was in the drawing-room with
visitore, €0 that Ciaude could wob ask for hel
from her. In his perplexity he songht Mis
E-flﬁ. b » ‘h d 113

** Barbsra,” he said, * like most peo ;
undertake to_do three thirgs at fncf,lez “;2
making 2 terrible mess of it, will you help me?
I have lost a paper—the plan for those pew
hogsfs ala‘strqgt:mll:e.k Wi]]'l you go to my study
and lonk for it ? the keys lis upcn m ing-
ta%e.’l’} . ¥ pc ¥y writing.

Baibara gladly bastened to comply with
wish, L.rd Bayncham’s study n!r)nz o I:ofn:
sacred from all intrusion. It was very rarely
that any one obtained admission there.” It was
o pretty little apartment, overlooking the park,

1igs Fiarle searched for the lost plan in every
available place ; she went to a buresu where her
cousin kepb many private papers ; there was no
trace of it. One drawer emaller than the
rest drew her attontion; she opened it
and several papers fell out. One was the lost
plan, anotber a picture that had been folded in
per., Barbara looked at it with surprize ; she
recognized his style, and bis initials were under-
nesthit. It wasa simple but besutiful subject,
and the artist had done ful! justice to it—a
young girl standicr beneath the shade of
large, epreading trees, the sunbeams {alling
on her golden hair. Her face, so wou.
drously lovely, was bant over some blue-bells
that she carried in ber little white hands ; any-
thiog eo fresh, so fair, so delicately beautiful as
that face, Barbara Earle had never seea.

It was qoite_strange to Barbara, but who
could it be? With a wowan’s keen eyes she
noted thedetails of the dress. The original of
the picture was evidently a lady ; who c.uld
sheoe? and why had Claude loked up what
was cectainly the best of his projuctions. He
was too busy just then for her to mention it.
He thanked her gratefully for the tronble she
bad taken, but Barbara Ear'e was ill nt ease.

That evening, when dinner was over aod
Claude rejnined the ladies, Barbara went to
the table where he stood, looking over some
besutiful engravings that had just arrived.

““ Clande,” she said gravely, ¢ when I opened
the small drawer of your bureau this incrning a
picture fell out of it--ove of your own painting,
Ibelieve. Whoss face init? I never saw cne
half o beautiful before.”

She was watching him keenly, and saw a
slight pallor on his face, o

4

to

with al] the
Dature, ghe

plied; it is a pistuve I saw on my travels and
thought ib s0 beautiful that I could not refrain
frn trying to repraduce 1t.”

¢ You have succeded well,” said Miss Earle.

He made some hilfdindifferent reply ana
turned away. Bacbara Harl-’s eye; foll nved
him with & ead, wistfullook, What had changed
himego?

Liard Bayneham went to hisatudy. He took
the picturs from the drawer, and folding it in
many prpars, locked it rafely awav.

He was kiader than usual to Barbara that
ovening, as though he would make amends jor
some iovoluntary wroxiig.

The Countess of Bayneham changed her
mind once more. She had dccided upon
dissuadiog  her sen from going to Londow
for the season until after ha was married ;
tut she looked upon it in a differens light now.
His ergagement to Barbara Earle was known
publ cly. Perhaps afur all it would be better
to make a brilliant appearancs in Lonrdon, and
then at the end of the reason hava a brillisnt
marriage. She cecided it -wis to be so, and
early in May the younz earl left the Castle
Bayneham for his own town house, which was
an 1] r.0+t palatial.mansion in Grosvens r Square.

The season:opcried brilliantly.  Miss. Earle,

1 1h- nieen of the . Conntess of Bayneham, wos

muchiadmirad. " But. what puzzled both si es,
was that Claude teok little cr no interest in any
of the gayeties that avrecunded, them..

I.‘o-thaynehnm waa fecriuprate inone thing—
he met 1n London his oldest and desr-at college
friend, ‘Bertie Catlyor, the second sem ¢« f Sic
Huber: Csriyon, of Duarham Park, one of the
‘kindhest. and toblest of men, unfo:tunate, as he
bimereif declared, ineverything—love and finance
aboveall other thinga ;but eo kind, eo genial,
80 trus3, no one could nelp loving him.

‘Bartie han i-is noeret ton; trom the first mn-
msnt he eav Baibacs Eatle he loved her. He
+eemed almo-t Ly inninet to understand the
-womsn’s grand, uobla ecul.. He never men:
_tioned - his -love : of what avall could it have
b:en, when the gl who had, vo unconscioutly
‘wun hig heact.was the affinnced wife of his best
irjend? . - " (To be contluued.)
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‘I cannot tell you whore face it is,” he ref



