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.OVE THE VICTOR.

CHAPTER XVIXI —(CoxtINUXD,)

A atory indosd I havo got to toll,” he
says, with over-increasing gravity, ‘‘ but
whether d‘.he otg: of ig}lll mean for mgd mir:lh
or woo, deponds entirely upon you. My ad.
miration for you must, I tg?nlg—-l trust,—
have "eon for some time apparent. I now
detaia fyou for the purpose of laying my
hand and fortune at your feet.”

**And your heart!” says Kit, trying
miserably to treat tho whole affair with
lightness, ‘¢ What of that? Will you not
offer me that too 1"

¢ Impossible 1" with a stately bow, ‘It
is no longer mino to give. It has been in
your poracssion for six months and fourteen
days precisely,”

At this acsurate montion of so curious a
date Kit may be pardoned if she akows un-
due astonishment. .

‘I allade to that hour when first I saw
you," says Manne:
**in tho China Scction of the South Kensing-
ton Mureum,”

Thero is something o honestly earnest
even in his pomposity that Kit's heart. a
tender thing at all times, is tonched ; yet
she is silent, \What to say, and how to say
it, is now her chief trouble.

“May I hope that I am worthy of your
acceptance?” says Mannering, regarding
her silenco as mere maidenly confusion. He
likes the thought that this shyness has been
produced by him. It only renders him atill
more desirable in his eyca. How sweet, how
gentlo sho looka, with her soft eycs thus
cast dowp, and her color heightened. She
was naturally nervous, as a young girl
should be under such circumatances, and
not unbecomingly so,

**In bir hlghe bssuty withou' pride,
Aud youth withoute greenhcod or foliy *
}Slho is indeed, all that his heart can wish
er,

**Am I worthy 1" he says again, humbly
indeed, but yot with & Jatent sengp that all
’hi"li' will soon be well with him,

‘“1Iwish all this had never happened,”
says Kit, suddenly yet slowly. ‘I wish
with all my bheart it had not.”

There is somethiog in the profound seri.
ousncas of her tono that carries conviction
with it and makes itsclf felt.

“I have taken you somewhat by surprise,

erhaps,’ says Manncring, hastily, the first
aint doubt of a favorable ending to his suit
dycivg his face crimson. *‘I entreat you
not to answer me too hurriedly, Take till
to"morrow, take antil next year, if you will
only—=""

It would be of no_use, ludecd,” says
Kit, ever so gently. *¢Noae., *

‘* A young girl cannot always be sure of
her own mind ; many ideas may serve to
chango it,” eays the unfortunate man, his
voice growiog moro_snd more unstesdy,
Do think it over. Ican wait. Ishall be
thankful to be allowed to wait.”

“I am sure if you waited forever it would
make no difference,” says Kit, tenderly, now
in deep distress, Why will he not take his
rejection reasopablly, and go away?! Bat
31r. Mannering has ono last card to play bo.
fore rendericg himself fnvisible, It is in.
;!tcd bis l.at card, and, as he hopes, a

rump,

**1hore (is ono other thing,” he begins,
flashing nervomaly. ¢ I—I greatly dislike
having to biing it before you, and I assur-
¢dly shonld not do so if matters had been
different botween us. But now,—now every
little thing that may help me in m{ auit is
of importance. I cannot afford to Ict it go
by And—and, in fact, I must tell youn"—
rasing his head—** thet mv income is fif-
teen thousand a year,”

:'Ilthought it was oven more,” says Kit,
quietly,

This is indced a dexth-blow: 1o other an-
s7ver tho eauld havo givea could bave been
to cflcctual. To refuse more than fifteen
thousand pounds & year! Itisall up with
himindeod. Aud yeta final effort breaks
from him,

“I would acttle anything you like on
you,” ha says, forlornly, in a choking voice
tha‘t h;ain't a'v:;ugo of lhopo in itulriow.
* Anything 1 "~ desperately—*'ove ng!
The \vholegof it1” pe v ae

..'Oh ! do uot talk to «ne Jike that,” mays
Kit, with tears in ker oyes. *Iudcod, it

acs no good, If I loved youm, it would
mako no difference to mo whether you were
poor or rich,  Would you liavo me marry

ring, Answering her Jook, | trag

you whon I don't love you? No, surcly
not ; and, bestdes, I could not doit, ?

“I holleve that, I bellave you are too
true and pure to be bought by any gold,”
says Mannering, wjth a burst of dismal ad-
miration, Seizing her hand, ho wrivgs it
spasmodically, until pain brings fresh teare
to her eyes, and they threaten to oveiflow ;
yet, full of martyr zeal, she scorns to make
a sign but suffors, and is strong.

¢ Lot me be your friend still,” entreats
she, liking him better now in his downfall
than sho has ever liked him hofore. ¢You—"

““No!nolnot that! Donot Jot us wasto
time over such nonsense as that { ” exclaims
he, miserably. ¢Yon will bo trying to
make yoorself out iny sister noxt,—girlsal-
ways do; but what's the good of a sister to
a fellow when he wants a wife? No, it
must be all or nothing 1” He lcoks almeat
foas he says this, and stalks away from
her (watks wouldn't do at all) to the door,
as thou%}x all things have indeed come to un
end for him and he is meditating an imme-
diate start for the North Pole.

But at the door be comes to a halt, and
finally returns to where she is standing near
the billiard-table.

¢ It is Brabazon, of course?” he says, for-
lornly.
“Yes,"” 138 Kit, hanging her head.

‘“He basn't a penny,” say> the wrotched
young man,

¢ That has got o little to do with it," re-
turns she, softly.

“Yes, yes, One can understand it; he
is u very handsome fellow,” says Manner-
ing, in a very desolate tonc,

t is g0 desolate that Kit fairly bursts out
crying.

‘It isn't that, cither,” she says. ‘It is
neither beauty, nor money, nor anything :
it is only that—that--that he ishe! Oh,
how I wish that Xon and he were one, and
then nobody need be 2nhappy !"”

As this remarkable phenomenon (the in.
corporating of two bodies into one)is hardly
likely to occur in Mr. Mauncring’s time,
this tender wish fails to convey to that af-
flicted gentleman the comfort nedesires,

‘ Do—do try to forget me,” she sobs, and
hur:ies from the room,

Left to himself, he paces the floor ina
state as nearly bordering on distraction as
can be felt by a phlegmatic man,

*Alllove s sweet
Glven or seturaed.”
sings Shelley; but Mr. Mannering in bis
Eracntfr&me of mind would have written
im down an ass, and voted him lsboring
under & delusion when giving way to such
sentiment. Given! Where unreturned?
What gall can bo more bitter?

' Commop as light {e love,

And te familiar rofco wearles not ever
There again, to Mr. Manneriog's iiod, the
poet iz at fanlt; ho at least is wearied to
death by it. What has it brought him?
Only dissappointieat, sorrow, and loss of
self regard. Ho is atill atridicg up and
down she room, sore and sick at heart, and
to all things disallicd, when to him caters
Mr. Browae,

¢ Have a game, Mavonering 2"’ says he, in
his most booyant stylo, anheeding the
blighted look of his companisu.

¢ No," says Manncring, brusquely. Now,
fow peoplo say ¢ No " in that uncumpromis.
ing way without adding a qualification of
some kind, so that, naturally, Mr. Browne
stares hard at him.

“You won't?" he says, mildly.

“No, I won't,”” says Mannering, who
feels that billiards and fiicnds and such like
necessaries must for tho future bo regarded
by him as less than naught.

¢ What's tho matter with you, old man "
says Dicky, starving harder. Thero is a
touch of concern in his tone, beneath which
Mr. Manperiog gives way.

“Jt's all over with me! I'm » rincd
man 1" he says, letting his head fall forward
on bis hands. By this timo Lo issitting
down in a hugo arm chair near the fice.

¢ Bless mo, what hasho dono now ? " says
Dieky to bimaelf, * Ia it poison ?ormoney?
or Kit?” Hae evidently inclines to tho 1at
tor belie, becauzo presently ho says, in a

low tane, ‘“‘Have y -u been having it out’
| Dicky, in some disgust.  Buy o other is

with Kit?”

. “'Sho wouldn't lot mo Havo it out ; sho ro-
jeeted mo almost beforo the words passcd
my lips, I am positively abhiorrent to her.’

¢ 0Oh, como now!"” says Mr. Browne,
cheeifully, ¢ You musn’t talk like that,
you know. She's too nico a girl to abhor
anybody. And, after all, a littlo affuir of
this sort is really not worth troubling about,
It doesn't mako a follow a bit worso follow
because ono particular girl don’t choose to
fanoy a follow. Somo vther girl will, if sho
won't.”

¢ There is no othor girl,” says Mr. Man.
nering, in a deep voico, hia faco still hidden
in bis hands, This sweeping assortion s
treated by Dicky as it desorves.

¢ Qh, yes, thero is,—lota of ‘em,” ho says,
scorniog grammar, ** Somcbody told me yes-
terday that thero are fiftcen women to every
man in Iio'and, Think of that! Kit iy
number one of your let; you will be all
right when you meet number two,”

¢ I shall not,” says Manuering, in a atill
moro hollow tone, grief rendering him feo-
ble, 1o has fallen so Iow that zIm is evon
glad to air his woes before tho cratwhilede-
tested Dicky. Any sympathy is better than
none, and Dicky is full of it. **I toll you;
she has rnined my life. I shall never meot
another girl,"

(**If tie continues mu h longer in this
mad strain,” says Mr. Browne to himself,
¢t I shall have to haverecourse to violent ro.
medien’)

“You'ro sure to. Th:y are not to bo
avoided,” ho saye, sloud, with the utmost
cheerfulness, *‘ Thoy are everywhere, like
the mumps.”

“And equally to bo desired,” says the
slighted man, with a groan, ¢‘No, no; you
mean well, Browne, but consolation is uss.
less hero. 1 fecl,” smiting bis broast,
sthat—that—1 ran't feel 1  (This {s ob.
scure, and thcrefore decidedly telling.)
s Alljs a void, a chnos! I had so set my
heart upon her. She is tho only woman I,”
ho was going to say ‘‘ever loved,” but
checks bimself ia time, a twinklo in Mr,
Brown's ¢ye, or some momory of a comic
nature, restraining him. ‘I adored her,”
he says at last, very dolcfully.

“You oughtn’t to fecl so bad about it, at
that rate,” zays Dicky,comfortably. “We've
been told that ¢tho pl:asuro of love isin
loving.” That oaght to stand to you. You
can't “—severely—** havo loved her proper-
ly, if you don’t fcel somo of tho pleasure
now."

‘¢ Well, I don’t,” enys Mannering, candid.
ly. “Dleasure is a thing I shall never
know again, Whats the good "—with ve.
hement indiguation—*‘of my having money ?
What's tho good of anything, 1t won't buy
mo asct of Greek foatures, or the girl [
want 1"

¢+ It would if you went to tho Ilast.” says
Dicky.

“Im the most unfortunate man alive,
Everything is againstne. I declaroto you,”
throwing out his hands, I never set my
heart upon a thing that I waso’t thwarted I

¢ ¢T never loved a treo or flower,’” quotes
Mr. Browre, sympathetically, ina carefally.
subdutd voice,—which is strickly true,
Dicky's affections being confined to a fow
chosz fiiends and—Dicky Browne.

* Yey, just so. That exactly cxpresses
my unhappy state,” says Mauoncring, grasp-
ing at tho sickly sontiment. ‘I unover
loved a dear gazello,’—yes! That is indeed
how it i3 with me.”

\Well, neither did I, you know,” says
Dickoy, who, sccing breakers ahead in tho
iccreasing tearfulums of his companior,
thinks it prudent to f.ll back again upon
tho cheerful tack, ¢ And 80 much tho bet.
ter, ¢h?  They'vo got horns, haven't thoy ?
cven the dearest of ’em,—ch? Tough cus.
tomers to shower one'’s carceses on! Look
hore, Manuering, you just pull yourself to.
gether, and youll forget it all in no time.”

«1 sha'n't,” says Mr, Mannering.

“Itecll you you will.  Take example by
me. love a)l women, but don't lovo one.
That's the wh-le law. The one plays tho
very mischicf with a fellow. Tako caro of
Number Ono.”

“Ialways do,” says Mr. Mavnertng, re.
gretfolly, shaking his head ns though to in.
sinuata that this ndvice is auperfluous,

#No, yoi uon't,” says Dicky, inuocently,
¢ or you wouldn't have mads wach an ass, —
that ie, I beg your pardon,” ~reddenivg -
* youwouldn't havo been such nfoo—ahem !

Fact is,"”~growing absolutel, crimson—
‘¢ you slwuld try and bomoro tl  man.”

] can't,” says Mr. Manne:ir

¢ Qh. I ssy!rouso yourss oxclaims

past ronsiog—~intcllectuatly, atlcast.
¢* I shall lcave here to-morrow morring by
the carlicst train,” he says, in a suicldal

tone. ¢I shall nover willingly gco hes
sgain., But—but—DBrowne, I may have
wronged you in seme ways, I may have
thought you light, frivoloue, unthinking—"

¢ Oh, don’t mention it,” puta in Mr,
Browno, 1;mront.ht)t.lc:\lly.

‘*But X will confide to you my last mes.
saﬁe to hor! Tell her," says the rueful
knight, rising tragically to his feot—* tell
hor that, though sho has burat my heart in
twain, the fragments shall lio upon her
shrino forever, Tell her, ono word will ro-
call mo to her eide, though my tent bo fixed
apon the arid plains, 'I'ell her—Browne,”
with a sudden collapse from the heights of
tragedy to tho {:lains of common sense, *“ I'll
be very much obliged to you if you will just
225 a word or two to hor ahout the fifteen
thousand a ycar,”

¢“I'll say as many as over I can got in,”
says Mr, ‘Browno, grasping tho proffored
hand, and speaking ina tono that suggosts
the possibility of his chokin% resently.
This possibility (being, as he belioves, the
outcome of suppressed sympathy) is deeply
grateful to Mr. Mannering's wounded spirit,
though a less intolligent observer might havo
thought it the result of suppressed laughter,

T shall go to my room. I could not
trust myeelf to sce her again. (Good night,”
sayn Mannering, dolefully, and hurries from
the room.,

Only just in timo ! Ho is hardly out of
sight when again tho door opens, and Kit
peeps cautiously in.

¢ Oh, it's you, Dicky,” she says, with an
air of uudisguised relief; then she comes
quitoin, ¢¢\What's tho matter with you?”
sho says, & moment later, looking at Mr,
Browne with an austero glance, that young
man heing in tho stato thatis commonly an
vulgarly called ‘‘doubled up with laughter.”

‘¢It's nothing—a mero spasm,” ho says,
and then chokes, and roars, and wriggles,
all over again,

“ A vory severo ono,” sho says, with
ominous calm. * You won't be ablo to un-
do yourself if you go on twisting like that.”
Mr, Brown taking no notice of this sarcasm,
she changes her tone. ¢¢ Dicky,”she says,
in a carefal whisper, looking once more in
Ztago fashion around her, * whero—tchere is

c ?.’

4 First ‘her,"—then ‘he,’~I feel as if I
wero at school again, It is nothing but
pronouns to-night,” eays Dicky, liftiog his
brows. ¢If you mean the man you have so
cruelly consigncd to an carly grave, all I
can 8oy is—'

*¢ Whero is he 2" demands Miss Beresford,
ruthleesly interruptiog him, **Is ho gono?
for good, I mean—or—""

¢'No, for bad,” ominously.

*¢ Whet I mean is," saya Kit, impaticntly,
““is ho coming back here again to-night”

¢ Ho is nover coming back anywhero
again, Whea ho left thisrcom a few min-
utes sinco, it was with the avowed design
of making way with himself.  ¢Tell her,’ he
said, ‘I go to put it beyond her power to
cast her %also cyes upon my faco again.’”

X ¢ I dan’t believo ono word of that,” says
\ir,

“Don't you? If it gives your troubled
conscience any caso, don't, I catrcat you,
Buat my own belief ia that your unfortunate
victim is now this moment dangling by tho
neck from tho tower window, and that hois
dead—dead—dead,” No writer could con.
vey to you tho rooted melancholy of Mr.
Browne as he slowly dolivers himself of
theso last three worde,

¢ I wish you wouldn't, Dicky,"” says Kit,
whimpering, and fccling rathor frightened.
¢ ] know you ato talking vonscnse, but itis
such nasty nonsenso! What I really want
to know is whether ko is goirg away at
once—out of tho house, I mean? Do ray ho
say ho is $0ing somewhero—anywhore, far
from this,’

“Very far,” says Dicky, solemaly. * Tho

rope? * cmployed is oven now, now as
w0 a talking here, transporting him
to*tL  surn from which no traveiler re.

turns. @ iopc it ina stout ropo: don't you?
Poor. pour fellow !

¢, think you mizht try to ho scnsible

juat for once," 2ays Kit, tearfully.
(To BE 0ONTINUED.)
il . Pt ——

Good temper, liko o sunny day, sheds
brightress over overything, It is the
swectner of tail and tho sovther of disqui-
etudo,

Tho main tohen of a strong character is
not to mako known every chango and phato
ia thought aud fecling, but to give tho
world tho finished results,

el



