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1ooked up, sronsed from her trance.
Egﬂ,}go higr ?z’:, by all meang,” she said.
¢t Let us see how generous, Poter Dangerfield
can be.” ., ? , g
Ho got up walked ifrresolutely to the door,
hesitated u moment—then. camo suddenly

k. _ )
ba‘c: And, Kathle,” he said impetuously, «if
you shuuld fling his miserable dole back in
his face, don't fear that you shall ever want 8
home. 1 bave no daughters of my O0WZj;
come with me to Castleford, and brighten the
life of two humdrum peopie. Come ?lnd be
my danghter for the rest of your days.

He gave her no time to answer—hq hur-
xied away and rapped smartly at the librery
door. Peter Dangerfield's small, colorless

looked out.
fsif Vhat is it?” he asked.
stairs

«Aml togo up-

« You nre,” responded Mr. Mansficld, curt-

ly; “and as you deal with that poor child in
her troubls, may the good, just God deal by
vou. I shull remain here and take her home
with me to-night if she will come.”

Peter Dunperfield smiled—an evil and most
ginister rmile,

« T think it extremely likely she will go,”
he said. “ The two-story brick dwelling ot
Mr. Mansteld, the solicitor, will be rather an
awkward change after the gayety and gran-
.detr of Scarswood, but then—begygars musto't
bechoosers.” .

/He walked straight upstairs, still with a
gmile on bis face—still with that exulting
glow at his heartt. )

t You havehadyour day, my lady,” be said,
tt and you walked over our heads with a ring
.and o clatter. You queened it right royally
over :, and now the wheel has tun_wd, und
my turn has come. There is not a slight, not
a speer, uot an insult of yours, wy hatgzbty,
uplifted Miss Dangerfield, that I do not re-
member—that [ wi.l not repay to-night.”

He opened the door withont ceremony, and
walked in. Theroom was brightly lighted
now ; sbe bad lit the clusters of wax tapers
in the chandeliers, and stirred the fire into a
brighter tuze. With its crimson and gold
hangings and upholstery, its rich velvety
carpets, its little gems of paiutiezs, its carved
aud iolaid pisno, its mirrors, its light, its
warmth, and perfume, it looked, as he opened
the door, a rich aud glowing picture of color
and beaxty. Anpd inthe trailing black dress,
and with ber white, cold face, Katheiine, the
fallen queen of all this grundeur, stood aund
looked ut him as he crme in.

She hud left her sent, and was leanicg
lightly against the mantle, her hands, bang~
ing looseiy, clasped before her. On rhouse
wasted hands rich rings flasbed in the fire-
light, sud on the left still gleamed Gaston
Dantrao's betrothul circlet, n heavy band of
plain gold. It wag the first thing Peter
Dangerfield saw. He laughed slightly and
pointed to it.

«Tuu wear it still, then, my fair Cousin
Katlerine. And he will recover, Otis suys.
Well—who kuows—youn were madly in love
with him when you werea baronet's daughter.
He may prove faithiul, and think better of
jilting you when he recovers, and we may
hare a wedding after all. Let us hope so.
He has used you badly—infernally, I may
say, but then your angelic sex is ready to for-
give the man they love geventy times seven.”

He took his place opposite her, and they
looked cach other straightin the eyes. It
was the grave defiznce of two duelists to the

death.
« Wag that wkat you came here to say, Sir

Peter Dange:ficld ?”

# No, Katherine—1 wonder if your name
really i+ Kutherine, by the way; I must ask
M. Vavador; I came here at old Munstield’s
request to talk business and money matters.
How nice it is for you, my dear, to bave o
meny friends in the bhour of your downfall—
tiie Talbots, the Mansfields, and that heavy
dragoon, de Vere, who will do anything under
Heaven for you—well, except, perbaps, marry
you. Aud you look like a ¢ queen uncrowu—
ed’ to-pight, my tall, stately Miss Danger—
fisld—not good-looking, you know, my dear
—yon never were that—but mnajestic and dig-
nified, and uplifted and all that sort of thine,
Ah! bow are the mighty fnllen, ivdeed!
Oaly a fortnight ago you stood bere ruliug
it like n very princess, on my soul, monarch
ofall you surveyed ; and now—thero isn't n
beggar on the streets of Castleford poorer
than you.”

e She stood dead silent, looking at him.
How his eyes gleamed—how glibly his ven-
omous tongue ran,  His little form actually
seemed to dilate and grow tall in this hour
-of his triumph.

uAnd that othor night,” he went on; *do
you remember it, Kathie? Oh, let me call
you by the old familiar name to the last!
That osber night whon I—a poor, pettifsg-
ging attorney, ag I think I have heard Mr,
Dantree cnll me—I huad the presumption in
the congervatory to ask you to be my wife.
It was presumptuous, and 1 richly deserved
the rebulf I got for my paine; I deserved even
40 be ealled a ¢rickety dwarf!' No oue
koows it better than I. You the heiress of
Searswood, nad I not worth a rap. If I bad
been good-looking, even like that angelic
Dantree, with a face and voice ot a scraph;
but ugly and a dwarf, and only an attorney
withal, yon served rua preciscly right, Kather-
ine. You adored beauty, aud Dantree was at
your feut ; you worshipped him, and ho wor-
shipped voar—fortune ; a very commonstory.
What a pity the Fates did not make us both
handsome instead of clever. What chance
has brains ngainst beauty—particunlarly in a
woman? You served me right, Katherine,
and, in return, 1 am to come befure you to-
night, and offer yon three thousand pounds—
mine to give or keep as I pleass.”

He puused, his whole face glowing with sar-
donie light. Bers nsver changed.

% Go on,” she raid, in a perfectly steady
voice.

He came a step nearer, What did that
strange dewmoniacal light in his eyes mean
now? Bhesaw it butshe never flinched.

«Katherine,” he said, #1 can do better for
you than that. What is a pitiful three thou-
sand pounds to the late heiress of eight thou-
sand per apnnm? 1 can do Letter for you,
and I will. Wby should you leave Scarswood
at ull—why notiemain here as mistress stiil !
—with me !

; 4 Go on,” she said again in the same steady
ons.

# Need I speak more plainly?’ He drew
£1ill another step nearer, and all the duvil of
hatred and malignity within him shene forth
in the gleam of his eyes. %Then I will—it
would be a pity for us to misunderstand one
another iz the least. Last September T
as.ked you, the helrees of Scarawood, to be my
wife. You refused—more, you grossly in-
sulted me. To-night I return good for ‘evil
—let ma fi rgive and forget. As lord and mas-
ter of Bearswood, I offcr you again a home
here—this time not as wife, but as my
.mistress P*

The atrocious word was spoken. H!g hate

and revenge. bad given him a diabolical
courage to say what he never would have
dared to say i’ cold blood. But at the last
"word he drew'back. He was a coward to the
core, and she had shown herself before now to
have the furz of & very pantber. And they
were alone—she might murder him before he
could reach the door. His first impulse was
flight ; and she sawit. - oo

«Stop ! she ¢ried, and he stood ns still as
though ne had been shot. «You coward !
You cur | * No words can tell the concentra-
ted scorn ef her low, level voice. +You have
said it, and now hear me. This is your hour
—mine will come. Anpd hera, before Heaven,
by my dead father's memory, I swear to be
rovenged, Livieg, I sball pursue you to the
very ends of the earth—dead, I will come
vack from the grave,if tho dead can! For
overy word yon bhave spoken to-right, you
shall pay dearly—dearly ! I have only oue
thing left to live for now, and that is my ven-
gence oh you. The fortune you have taken
1 will wrest from you yct—the shame, the
misery, the disgrace that is mine, you shall
feel in your turn. 1 swear it ! Look to your-
self, Peter Dangerfield ! Living, 1 will hunt
you down—dead I will return and torment
you! Now go.”

She poiated to the door. It wasthe most
theatrical thing imaginable. His courage
rose again. She did not mean to spring up-
on him aod strangle him ther, after all.  He
laughed, o low, Jeering laugh, with his hand
on the-door.

« [{rtherine, he said, ¢ do go on the stage.
You'll be un ornament to the profession, and
will turn an hounest peony. ‘I'bat speech,
that attitude, that resture, that tone were wor-
thy the immortal Rachel herself. With the
stage lamps, and nn appropriate costurme, a
speech balf so melo-dramatic would bring
down the houss. And if you die, you'll
haunt me! Don’t die, Kathie--you're too
clever & womaa to be lost to the world. Aud
ghosts, my denr, went out of fushion with the
Castle of Otranto ond the Mysteries of Udol-
pho. Thivk over my proposal; my dear,and
good-night.”

He lonked back at hier once ns she stood
there, the leaping firelight full on her whity
face and black robe, and as he saw her then,
he saw Lier sleeping or waking all the rest of
hislife. Then the door closed, and Eather-
ine was once more alone.

CHAPTER XVI.

Tne hours of the evening wore on. Sir
Pcter Dangerfisld had shut himself up in the
lower rooms, on the watch, however, for any
sound upstairs, He had bad his revenge—
he liad offered ome of the proudest girls in
£oglaud the most deadly insult a wan cun
offer o woman,
umph, but in the midst ot all he felt strangely
nervous nnd uneasy.

4 Dead or alive I will have my revenge,”
The ominous words baunted bim. In the
mouths of other girls they would have been
melo-dramatic and menniogless, but Kather-
jne Dungerfield was not like other girig. She
meant them, and would move heaven and
carth to compass her ends.

In her pretty, wax-lit, crimson-bung room,
Katherine stood, long and motionless, where
he Lad left her, Her loosely clasped hands
still buog before her, Ler darkly brooding
eyes never left the fire. Her fuce kept its
white, changeless calm—her 1ips were set in
that hard, resolute, bitter line.

The sonorous clock over the stables strik-
ing eight awoke her at last from her trance.
She started up, crossed the room, like one
roused to a determined purpose, and rangthe
bell, Ninon came.

#«I'm going out, Ninon—I sam going to
Castleford. It may be close vpon midnight
before I return, and the house will probubly
be sbut up. Wait for me at the door in the
southern turret, and when I knock let mo
in.”

« But Mademoiselle,” the girl cried ; “to
Castleford so late, and on foot, and alone!”

] don't mind the lateness—no one will
molest me. For the walk, I can do it in an
hour and a quarter. Do as I bid you, Ninon,
and say nothing to any one of my absence.”

The French girl knew her mistress too
well to disobey, but she lingered tora mo-
mout at the door, looking back wistfully.
Shu loved ber impetuous young mistress, who
gcolded her vehemently one instaut and made
it up the next by a present of her best silk
dress.  She loved her,as nll the servants in
the house did, and never 3o well as now.

«lf—if—oh! Mademniselle Katherine,
don't be angry, but if you would only let me
go with you! The way is so lone and eo
lonely, aud coming home it will be so late.
Mademoiselle, I beseech you! lot me go
too!”

“You foolish child—as if I cared for the
lateness or the loneliness. It iz only happy
people w- o0 have anything to fear. All that
is past for me. Qo, Ninor, and cdlo precitely
as [ tell you, if youareatill so silly as to have
any love left for such as [.7

The girl obeyed reluctantly, hovering aloof
on the landing. In five minutes the door
opened and Miss Dangerfield, wrapped in a
velvet mantle, and wearing her little black
velvet hat, appeared,

v You here still, Ninoz! Do you know it
Mr.—S5ir Peter Dangerfield "—she set her lips
hard as she spoke the name—*¢is anywhere in
the passage belowt”

# He is in the library, mademoisells.”

«So much the better—we shall not meet
then. Lock my door, Ninoa, and keop the key
until my return.

She glided down the stairz as she spoke,
dark, and noiseless as o apirit. She met no
ope. Nir Peter was busy over papers, the
gervants were in their own quarters, the bouse
was more silent than a tomb. Soitly she
opened and closed the ponderous portice door,
and flitted out into the night.

It was clear, and cold, and starlight—the
moon had not yet arisen. In that light no
one she met would be likely to recognise her.
The January wind blew keen and cold, and
she drew her fur-lined velvet closser abont
about her, and sped on with swift, light, elas-
tic steps.

The walk was unspeakably lonely. Until
tho lights of the town glenmed forth through
the starry darkness she did not mest a soul.
She had walked so rapidly that she was aut
of breath and In a glow of warmth. She
slackened her pacenow, making for a deserted
back street, and pausing finally before the
quiet, roomy, old-fashioned hostetry known
48 the Silver Rose.

% Does a lady named Mrs. Vavasor lodge
hers??

The landlord otthe Silver Rose started to
bis feet ns the soft accent tell upon his oar.
The pext moment he was bowing low before
the slender, black.robed figure and the two
grave gray eyes.

The heroine of the day, the talk of thetown,
the reputed daughter of the late BSir John
Dangerfisld, stood before him,

n Yes Miss Katherine, I really couldr’t say,
bat I think it likely. She doun't hoffen be
hout heven as late as this. It you would
please to come in and wait,” looking at her
doubtfally and pausing. .

“1fyou will show me up to her room I
will wait,” the young lady answered. «I[
must sce her to-night. If you knew where

she wasyou might send.”

It was the hour of his tri-

_ The landlord shook his head. - '

#1 don't know, Miss Dangerfield. St
goes hont very seldom and never atays lor g,
This way, if you please.”

He bad & caudle alofr, and led the wa' ¢ up.
stairs, and flung open a door on the I ynding
above.

« This be Mrs. Vavasor's sitti giroom.
Tako a seat by the fire, Miss Kather Ane, and 1
dessay she'll be halong soon.” .

He went out and closed the, door. Ka-
therine stcod in tke centre of the room aud
looked about her with 2 cer’,in amount of
curiosity in her face. The 17 om was fornished
after the stercotype fas} on of such rooms.
A few French novels F.cattered about were
the only things to betc.ken the individuslity
of the occupant. ‘The, door from the chamber
opening from this ap.partment stood ajar, and
looking iu with the same searching gaze some-
thing familiar car,ght the girl's eye at ouce.

‘The bed was uun old-fashoned four-poster,
hung unwho'e somely with curtains. Beside
this bed was n little table, scattered over with
dog-eared novels, Parisienne fashion Dbooks,
bonbonnl eres hand-mirrors, and other woman-
ly litter. In the centre stoed an Indian box
of rave beauty and workmauship. Katherine
recoguized it in a moment. Itvasonsof hers,
a furgwell gift from o military friead when

leaving India. She remembered how more
than once Mrs. Vavasor had admired itamong
the other Indian treasures in her room, how
all at once it vanished mysteriously, and now,
bere 1t was—EKatherine's short upper lip curl-
ed scor fully.

« Sp,” she said, # you are a thief, as well as
an intriguante, an adventuress. You have
stolen my box. Let us seo to what use you
bave put poor little Ensign Brandon's gift,”

She walked deliberately into the sleeping-
room and tuok up the casket. It closed-and
locked with a secret spring—she touched it
and tne lid tlew back. Itcoutained a slim
packet of letters tied with ribbon, and an old-
fashioned miniature painted in ivory, in a
caso of velvet ornumented with seed pearls.

In every nature there are depths of evil
that come to light voder the influence of ad-
versity, Who is not virtuous, untempted—
who is not Lonorable, untried? The dark
gide of Katherine's nature that might have
lain dermant and unsvspected even by her-
self forever in the -unshine of prosperity, was
asserting itself now. She deliberately read
the address on the letters. The paper was
yellow with time, the ink faded, but the bold,
firm, masculine hand was petfectly legible
still,  « Miss Harriet Lelacheur, 35 Rosemary
Place, Kensirgton"—that wus the address,

She turped from the letters, pressed the
spring of the picture case, :nd looked at the
portruit within, Like the letters, time had
taded it, but the bold, masculine, boyish face
smiled up at ber with a brightoess that even
a score of years could not mar. It was the
eager, bandsome, beardless face ofa youth in
the first flash of menhood, with lips that
samiled, aud eyes that were alive.

w A brave, gontlemanly face, Katherine
thought. « What could a man like this ever
bave to do with her? Is this the lover she
spoke of, from whom my mother parted hor?
Are these letters from him? Was ber name
Harriet Lelacheur, instesd of Herman? You
may keep my Indian box, Mis, Vavasor, and
welcome, and I will keep its contents.”

With the same steady deliberation she put
the letters and picture in her pocket, and
walked back intothe otherroom. There was
a bard light in her eyes, an expression on her
face not plessant to see.

# On the road I am walking there is no
turning back. To accomplish the aim of my
life I must do to others as I have been done
by. Mrs. Vavasor and Peter Dangerfivld
shall find me an apt pupii. Abh—at last!
here she ie??

She turned and faced the door. As she
did so, it was thrown impetuously open, and
the womann she hated stood before her.

Tt was Mrs. Vavasor's 1ast night in Castle-
ford —her last night; she Lad made up her
mind for-ver.

It was all over., The romance and re-
venge, and the triumph of her life were finish-
ed nnd done. She had wrought out her ven-
detta to tho bitter end,  Her price bad been
paid twico over. With twenty thoussni
pounds as her fortune, she would return to
Puris, launch out into a life ot splendor, and
end by marrving a title.

«T am still young—still handsome—by
gaslight,” she musred, standing before the mir-
ror, and surveying herself critically, «Iam
one of those furtunate women who wear well
and light up well, 'The French are right io
saying you can't tell & woman from a gnat by
lumplight. With my twenty thousand
pounds, my knowledge of this wicked world,
my host of frivnds, what a lifs lies bafore me
in my own delightful city of sunshine. Yes,
to-morrow I will o ; there is nothing to lin-
ger in this stupid, pledding country town for
Ionger—unless—unlesa—1it be to see her in
her downfall.”

She paced softly up and down the little
sitting-room. The hour was early twilight,
an hour Mrs. Vavasor hated. Hers were no
tender iwilight memories to come with the
misty stars. Gaunt spectres of crime, and
shame, and poverty haunted horribly the
dark record that Iny behind this woman. So
the curtains were drawn, and the lamp lit,
and the firelight fiickered on the masses of
braided black hair and the trailing robe of
wine silk.

« I should like to see her in the hour of her
downfall,’ she repeated. “I should like to
see her mother's danghter in the poverty aund
poin I bave felt. And I shall one day, but

pnot here. Somebow—I am reither supersti.
tious nor a coward, but I feel hulf atraid to
meet that girl, I can see her now as she
came gliding forward in that ghostiy way in
her bridal dress, that fuce of whits stone, and
those wild, wide eyes. Ahl my lady! my
lady! Io the hour of your triumph how lit-
tle you dreamed that my day would come
too.”

She walked softly up and down, a subtle
and most evil smilo on her darlk small face.
The striking of the little clock on the man-
tel arpused her ; it waseight, and she had an
errand in Castleford before all the shops
closed for the night.

She put on her bonnot, wrapped herself in
a large flufty shaw), and tripped away. She
was barely in time to reach the station whi-
ther she was bound before the shopmun lock-
ad his door. She bade him good-night in her
sweetest toner, and walked homev ard, glanc-
ing up at the great winter stars buraning in
the purple, bright sky,

« And Sir John is dead, and Sir Peter reigns!
Sic transit gloria muadil Poor little pitiful
wretch! it was like wringiog his very heart's
blood to part with his beloved gulneas to me
yesterday. I woader how hcuud my haughty
Katherine, my queen uncrowned, get on to-
gether up at the great houss, and I wonder
how my handsome (aston does this cold
January night. Ugh!" Bhe shivered under
her farred wraps. She was a chilly little
woman. “This beastly Britlsh climate! And
to think | to think that but for me she would
be far away in fair foreign lands by this time,
enjoying ber honeymoon, the bride of a man
sheadored]! Yesa—I may go; norevenge was
ever more complete tbun mine.

She was singing softly to herself as she as-

night a long -vista of Parisian pleasurés and

With the opera tune on her lips she opened
her door and stood face to face with—Kuther-
ine Dangerfield. )

She stood stock still. The song died on
her lips, the sudden swift pallor that over-
spread her face showed through all the pearl
powder she wore. She bad said she was no
coward, and she was not, but in this boor she
stood afraid to the very core, to face this girl
she had wronged.

Knatherine had arisen and stood behind her,
and Katherine was the first to speak.

tt Come in Mrs. Vavasor—the room is your
own. And you need nof look such a pictute
of abject terror. I haven't come bere tu
mrrder you—to-night. ”

Her voice was perfectly clear, perfectly
steady. An angry sullenness came to the el-
der woman's relief. She came in, closed the
door, and faced defiantly ber fos.

s This is a most unexpected pleasure, Miss
Eatherine Dangerfisld, To what do I owe
it

« And as unwelcome as unespected, Mrs,
Vavasor, is it not ? To what do you owe it?
Woell, there are women alive—or girls, if you
will, for I am only a girl—who would bave
given you back death for lass ruin than you
have wrought me, Oh, yes, Mrs. Vavasor, 1
mean what I sny—death! But [ am not of
that sort ; 1 am ene of the pacifickind, and I
content myself by coming here and only ask-
ing a few questions I perceive there Wus
no time to lose. 1 hear you leave Custleford
to.morrow.

#Ido.’ The widow's thin lips were shut
in a hard, unpleasant line cow, and her voice
was sullen. “Permit me to add that I amin
somewhat of & hurry, and that the bour is
late. I must pack before I retire. I guit
Custleford to—-morrow by the very fitst train.’

uw Ah! Naturally, Castleford can’t be a
pleasant place for you to remain. You are
not popular here at present, Mrs. Vavasor
I will not detain you long. Of course it is at
your own option whether you answer my
questions o1 not.”

u Ot course. What can I do for you, Aiss
Dangerfield 7

She threw herself info a chwir, stretched out
her daintily booted feet to the fire, sud looked
across with the same d-fiant face at her
enemy. And yet her heart misgave her.
That colorless face, with its tense, set expres-
sion, its curious calm frightened Ler more than

ruy words, any threats could have done.

Katherine turned her grave eyes from the
fire, clasped Ler hands together on the little

tab ¢ between them, aud leaned slightly
forward as shie spake,

« Miss Dangetficld is not my name. You
are the only one who knows. Will you tell
me what it is?’

u No—decidedly."

«That is one of the questions you will not
answer. Here is another: Is my father
alive:”

« He is.”

« 3y mother is dead—really dead ¥

# As dead as Queen Anne Mise Dangerfield.
1 suppose we may as well continue to call
you 8o to the last, for convenience sake.
Your mother is dead—and, Eatherine, you've
been brought up a Christian, and all that,
and you ought to know. Do you suppose the
dead see what goedon in this reeling, rocking
little globe of ours? Becauss if they do, I
sincerely hope your late lamented maternnl
parent is looking down upon you and me at
this moment.”

«You are n good bater, Mrs. Vavasor.
Now I should like to know what my mother
ever did to yon to inspire such deep, and bit-
ter, and lasting hate. You hated her alive,
you hate her dead, and ycu visit that hate, as
bitter as ever, years and years after, upon her
child. I don’t blame you, mind ; I don’t say
I would not do the same myself, under cer-
tuin circumstances ; only I am very curious
to koow all about it.”

Mrs. Vavasor looked at her doubtfully.

% You hate,” she said, #and you tall to me
like this—to me of all people alive. You
hate—you who git there so quietly, aud speak
like this nfter a1l the trouble and shame that
would drive most girle mad. Idon't think
you know what hate means.”

The shadow of a smile came over Kather-
ine's face. She looked silently across at the
spenker for an instant, tbat slow, curious
smile her only answer.

« Vg must discuss that,” she said. ¢« Per
haps I cnme of a weak and pusillnniaous
race, aud there is 80 much of the spaniel in
my nature that I am ready to kiss the hand
that hits hardest. Never mind me. Time
is passing, Mrs. Vavasor; do one generous
thing to your enemy at the last—tell Ler
something more of her own story, You have
bad full and complete revenge—you can
afford to be magnanimous now.,”

The perfect coolness of this unexpected ad-
dress won its end. Mrs. Vavasor, plucky
herself, admired pluck in others, and all
women, good or bad, act on impulse.

% Youare s cool hand,” she said, with some-
thing of admiratien in her tone, % and I may
tell you this—you are of no weak or coward-
ly race ; the blood that flows in your ve'ns
bas beex bitter, bad blood in its day. And
you would like to know something more of
your mother? Your mother 1” Her eyes turn-
ed thoughtfully upon the fire, her mind wun-
dered back to the past. ©I can see ber stand-
ing DLetore me as plainly as { uged to see her
twenty years ago, tall and stately. You ere
like her Katherine —~the same graceful walk;
the face at once proud-looking and plain-
looking—the dress of black and orange, or
purple or crimson—she had a passion for
bright colors, and the dark red flowers she
used to wear in her hair. Youn are like her,
and & little like your father, too; his way of
smiling and speaking at times. You are most
like him now as you sit there, s0 quiet, so
deep, B0 resolute. Kstherine, you will
make your way in the world, I think—women
like you always do.”

« Will you go on, Mrs, Vavasor? Oance
more, never mind me.”

Mrs. Vavasor laughed—all her airy, ensy
selfagain, :

¢ And you really are anxious like this to
know why I hated—why I still hate your
dead mother? Well.—Iam intbe humor to
gratify you to-night—I have locked the past
s0 closely up for such a length of time, that it
is something of a relief and & pleasure to un-
lock it to~night. But te think I should teil
it to you—to you! These things come about
50 queorly—lite is all so queer—such a dizzy,
whirling, merry-go-round, and we all jump-
ing-jacks, who just dance as our strings aie
pulled. And they call us responsible beings,
sud they tell us we csn shaps our owa 1lves|
Why look you. 1 might have been o good
woman—a rich woman—a model British
matron—sitting at the head of a husband's
table—bringing up children in the way they
should walk, going three times every Suanday
to church, visiting the poor of the parish, dis-
tributing tracts and blankets at Obristmas,
and dyiog at last full of years, and good
works, and having my virtues inscribed In
letters of gold on a granite shaft. I might
have been all this, Miss Dangerfield, and I

wanted to be, but that dead mother of yours

cended the stairs; Evervthlnrhadgéieso ‘stepped forward, Intétpoded b
well! She had had hér vengeance.and ‘made
ber fortans at one clever throw; and atter.{o- |

Parisian life. floated before her in'a rosy mist. |

‘thority, and lo! té-day, and for-zhe past,
eun-years, I have’besi’a Bobidmjin :house-
less; friendless, penbiless, and: tephtationless.
Now,,listen—hére is the story:n Noi names
mind ; no'questions when I-hdve dope:.",
you are to know I will tell ‘you. "~Your father

that mstter, but I don't mean you sball ever
gee or know any of them.” = .

" She sank back inher.chair, played with her
watch-chauin, ‘looked at the fire, and told her
story in rapid words. o

« Your mother was just wy age when I fivst
koew her—a little the elder, I think—and
just married. She wasn't handsome, but
somehow She was attractive—most people
liked her—I did@ myself for a time. And she
was o great heitess, she was the wife of the
bandsomest man in England, and she loved
bim—ah, well! ag you loved poor Mr. Dan-
tree, perbaps, and not much more wisely.

«I lived with ber—never mind in what
capacity ; Ilived withlier, and knew more of
her than any other human being alive, in-
cluding her husband. Indeed ofter the
honeymoon—and how be used to yawn and
smoke during the honeymoon—he saw a8 lit-
tle of her as possible. Sbe waa the woman
he was married to, and the woman he loved
was a8 beautiful as ail the angels, and not
worth a farthing. 1t's a very old state of
things, Miss Dapgerfield—nothing mnovel
about it. Your mother was frantically jral-
ous, nnd having the temper of a spoiled child,
made his lor—I mean, made your father's life,
e martyrdom, with endless tears aud re-
proaches, W hen she sat sobling sometimes,
swelling her eyes, and reddening her nose,
and looking very ugly, Iused to pity her, and
once I ventared to offer my humble symn-
pathy, and call my—her husband a wretch
Do you know how she received it? She
jumped up and slapped oy face.”

« I am glad to hear it,” Katherine said, with
cotaposure. ¢ She served you right.”

«“Ah! no doubt! You would have done
the same, I am sure. Well, it was about that
time the romance of my life begnn. Your
mother’s brother came {rom Ireland to make
her a vigit, and we met. He was only twen-
ty; I was your age, seventeen. He was
handsome and poor—your mother had got all
the money, he all the beauty of the family,
I was—my modesty makes me hesitate to say
it—considered pretty in those duys—that is,
in a certain gypsy style of prettiness. 1t was
& style that suited him, at least, and we look-
ed at each otber, and fell in love, and earth
turned to Paradise, and we were among the
blest.

+T don't need to tell you what followed, do
{ ?--the mestivgs by chance, the appoint-
ments, the twilight walk, the moonlight
rambles, the delicious biissful folly of it all ?
No need to tell you—your own experience is
recent. Let me skip tbe sentimentsl and
keep to hard facts, A month passed—court-
ship progresses rapidly with two peop'e of
twenty and seventeen. We were ebgage:d
and wo must be married at once, or life would
be insupportuble. But how? Youths of
twenty and girls of seventeen caunot marry
clandestinely and yet legally in Eogland, ex-
cept under very great difficulties—under per—
jury,in fact. Ardeeply as he adored we, he
was not prepared to perjuro himself on my
account. We must try a Scotch marriage tor
ii—tbere was nothing else—and think abont
the legality afterward. 1le was poor—I wus
poorer. What we were to live on after mar-
ringe was an unanswerable question We
never tried to answer it—-we must be mar-
ried first at all risks.--time enough to think
of all these progaic details after.

wNo one suspscted our secret—his folly
and my presumption, that is what they term-
ed it. We had fixed the day of our flight—
we had packed our portmantenus—in less
than a week we would be in Scotland, and
upited as fast as Scottish marringe laws can
unite, when all of a sudden my la—your mo-
ther's sharp, gray vyes were opened and eaw
the truth. A note of his to me fell into her
hauds and she opened it and read it. Notan
honorable thing to do—eh, Katherine? It
told ber all—of our flight in two days, of our
proposed marrigge—all,

«] havetold you, Eatherine, tbat you are
like your mother. You are. You have
tuken ali your troubles quietly, and made no
ontery, no compluint, She took things
quietly, too. Three hours after she got that
pote she came to me, quiet, composed, and
determined.

« Harriet,” she said, 'I am going into the
country for o day—only a day. Pack a few
things and be ready to accompany me in an
hour.”

#1 stood confounded. He was BawAYy,
what would he suy when he came back. But
it was impossible for me to disobey, and then
—only for a day, We would be back in time
after all”

«For a day! Katherine, she pever stop-
ped until we were in Cornwall, She had an
uncle, a rector there ; he and his wife lived in
s lonesome old gray house on the sea-coast.
It was late at night when the rambling stage-
coach brought us to thedoor; and [ was worp
out with fatigne. Iasked for some tea; my
—your mother gave it to me graciously, with
her own band, a smile on her lips,and a
sleeping potion in the cup.

« You must be tired, my poor Harri-t," she
paid ; ¢ and you didn't think we wers coming
all the way to Cornwall. No more did I, but
I took a sudden fancy to pay the old placea
flying visit,” ’

uc A flying vistt?” I repented wenrily.
s+ Then you mean—*

«t T return to town to-morrow, my dear
child. Certainly you don't suppose I could
exist here, and in the height of the London
season too? Bur Ithink country air and sol-
itude will do you good. Good night, Haniet;
you look sleepy; don't let me keep you
awake.’

T remember her luughing as she went out,
then my eyelids swayed and fell, and I glept
the slueep of the drugged.

4 The woon sunshine of the next day filled
my room when I awoke. T wasstill lying
back in my chair, dressed. I bad not been to
bed. My head nched, my eyes felt hot and
heavy—I was unused to opium in any shape
then, and its effects sickened me. I struggled
wearily with memory. With a sharp pang

I recollected it was the day fixed fur my wed-
diug day, and 1 was herealone, and he was—
wlere ?

# And she bad done it all.  The first glow
of that fire of quenchless hate that has burned
ever since kindled in my heart then. I weant
downstairs sulleuly enovugh, aund asked the
rector's lady for my mist—for your mother.
And the rector's ludy—in the secret too—
laughed in my face and told me she was gone.
Gone! While I slept, she was fur on ber way
back to town, and I was left bebind, without
a panay ia my pockot, a priscner In thie stu-
pid Cornish rectory,

« Ratherine, I shall pnss over that time.
1t is nearly twenty years ago, but to this day
I can’t look back witbout some of the frantic
misery and pain I endured then, 1 was only
seventeen, in love, and a fool ; but the pain
of fools is a8 hard to bear as the paln of wise
men. I understood it all—1 was never to see
him again. She bad found us out, and this
was her plotl I threw myself face downward
on the floor of my room, and lay there for

twelve hours, neither moviug, nor eating, nor

lives—you have.hosts of relatives all\ie,\-{bt..‘buﬂer’ was gerit for me, and I was taken o
C}

spesking. And then I got up and '
downstairs and-—kept silent, vet
walted. P mh s, g
« Two monthsipassed away—two mg s
A short time. enough, as 1 reckou time nit:s'
an eternity! ther, ' My order of releus cyp,
.at the endiof thatitime! - Old Maskhan ,,l: _

to town. . I asked | 3 i

tho roag i ed him Juit one question ;, G
». ¢ Where was young Mr——? and I
an:xeﬁ Iﬂ looked for. jsM'r,-—L- had joiﬁg:dt :::
— i -

Bight bufors. /80RO 0ub to Canadag gy
.-+1 sald no more. I went ba

and your mother and I me't.b e folm;
litsle afraid of me.in that first
she had redson,

& ¥ou must forgive my ruaning aw
Jeaviny you, Harriet, she snid. It Wi, &
whim of mine, a practical joke, knﬁWiny;a E
you hata the country, you child of LJM” a
;tre‘sv:nl::’: ?nppuu again, and I have housn&'i k

4 for you t v v
charmed with}.,' hat 1 know you wily, 3

41 thanked her, and took tho present: |
took everything that was given tg ;:nt:n\d ‘
bided my time, 1 knew, just as well as tl’mu-.h ;
she had told me, how she had taughed ang :
diculed her brotherinto the army, and ot lE
Englnnd_. I knew it all, and she knew t';.:; -
I knew it, but we never spoke of it—neyy MBE
once—until the hour of her death, ]
o There, Kutherine! that is my story ; thy ,
is the seuret of my hatred of your mothe ¥
Don’t you think she deserved it " -

“From you—yes,” Ketherine answorey Y-
promptly ; “nt the same time I think gp, B
did exactly right. She know what yoy w;,:
douhtlers, and took the only meaus of favip .
her brother. Gentlemeun and oflice:s don' 4
a rule, marry their sisters’ waiting maids? |

AMrs. Vavasor sprang to her feet.
random arrow had sped home. p
. 4Itis fulse 1" she gasped. 1 was no wait, 3
ing-maid—you kpew nothiner—" i
o wltistrue! exclaimed Kathering, aleo s 2
ing. “You wera n waiting-waid—znd ] 3
kuow all I desire to know ut present, &
mother wis & lady, her brother wus an ofticer 5
in the—th Rifles, my father lives, nud will re. B
coguize his old servant when Lc sves her 3§
Harriet Lelacheur!” '

Mrs. Vavasor stood white, terrificd, dumb, ¥
Good Heavens! What a fool fho Lid been to
speak at all to such a girl as this. 1

% You sev I know your reul name, amony i
yourmany aliases. As I bave found out thy, 2
so I shall find out all the rest. As surelym;
we both live and stand here, 1 shatl one day §
discover my father aud paumish you. I de. 4
vois my life to that purpose—to fizding ont
wha T am, that 1 may be reveaged on my i
enemies. On you, on Peter Dangeifield, on '3
Gaston Dantree. I shal! one duy be avenged “3
for ull the bitter, cruel wrong you heve done g3
me. Iam only a girl, alone in the world, &
without friends or money, but I shall keep
my word. Secretly and in the derk as you &
bave worked, 80 I shall work, and When my 4
time comes the mercy you bave shown will 3
be dealt back to you. Now, good-night,Mrs §
Vavasor. We understand each other, 1§
think.”

She opened the door, looked back once §
darkly, menacingly, then it closed after her
and she was gone,

Ninon sat up for her mistress. It wasf’
close upon widnight when the mixtres|
reached Scarawood. But she felt no atigue
—some inward epirit, whether of good or eviljd
sustained her. As she parted with the gir¥
she laid two sovereigns 1n her hand.

4 You have been a good gitl, Ninon," &
said, kindly, #to a very capricious mistre
Thank you for all your patience, and goo
nigbt.”

She went to her room, but not to sleep.§
It was disordered—she set it to rights. He
jewels ~all--lay in their velvet aud ivoy m
caskets, her rich dresses bung in the ward§ b
robe and closets, her bridal dress among
them. She took a small portmastean, pack §
ed a fow articles of dress and linen, a fe¥ ol §
ber most cherished prescuts, one or tiwefs
bhooks and souvenirs, closed and locked itfy
Then, still dressed as she was, she sat dowal¥
by the window and waited for the dawn. :

It came—rosy and golden,and touched thefy
eastern windows into tlame. Then she arosex’
and taking the portmastenu iv her band
went softly out down the stairs and along 1} 32
that door in the turret by which she bnd gon:3
out and came in last night. She closed ij8
noiselessly—the household were not yet asti§
—aund walked rapidly down the criep, froze
avenue to the gates. The1ising sun shot redf
launces throu: h the brown boules of the trees,
gilded the many windows and turrets acde
tull chimneys of the old bhall, making 3
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wonderfoily bright and fuir picture of earlf§ hi
morniog beauty, bad she turned but to see. §f
But she never once looked back. f‘ﬂ
—— K b
CHAP ER XVIIL 8 th
«And how is your patient to-night, Mrsli t€
Otis? Any change for the better yet 7" ; D
Dr. Graves agked the question, blustering Ly
in like the god of the wind. A high galdff €@
roared without, a few foatbery flakes flonted 8l
past the windows in the stormey twilight,
In the little sitting-room ot the widow Ot
cottage a bright fire burned cheerily, the redll tv
warm light streaming through the windos-g st
curtaing far out upon the frost-bound road. E
A frost-bound and lenely road, utterly fory h
suken this:leak January afternoon,on thi§ W
very outskirts of Castleford, a tull quarter of:; 81
& mile from any other habitation, and flankedy 1
on one side by a low, gray Methodist chapey &
get in the centre of n graveyard. The white@ rc
and grey headstones glimmered athwait thef Pt
wintery gloaming, now, like white and g/
ghosts. P te
Mrs. Otis, sitting placidly before her plentfil tb
ant fire, got upas Dr. Graves como noigily iLjll 10
Sne was the neatest of all little women, dor:f ¢l
up in a spotless dress of bombazine, n epotfl a1
less white neckerchief and widow's cap, st i
a pale, placid, motherly fuce. | B
- "nGouod evening, Dr. Graves, I thoughtig@Ww
was Henry. Come to the fire—bitterly cold 1o
is it not, outaside ? My patient—well 1 doofg P!
see much improvement there, but Henry 603 T
he improves, and of course Heury knows bestys, I
Take this chuir—do, and try and thaw out” L~ h
Dr. Graves took the cushioned rocker 80 0‘,
spread himself out luxuriouely to the blazo. @ P
#Yhere Is Henry ? I wanted to seebim. & °:
( To be Continued.) 5[
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Errs CocoA—GRATEFUL AND CoMFORTIRG=N g
« By a thorough knowledge ot the natufi:@ o
laws which goveru the operations of digestio". @ a
and nutrition, and by a careful applicatict 8 g
the fine properties of well selected cocos M
Epps has provided our breakfust tables il
a delicately flavored beverage which bl
gave us many heavy doctor's bills, It i8 bl i’]
the judicious use of such articlen of diet that; 13)
a constitution may be gradually built up untl}
strong enough’ to reslst any tendency VY ¥
disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies &€ ‘]’
floating uround us ready to attack wherevel: 3
there {8 & weak point. Wo may escape a2 ¢
& fatal shait by keeping ourselves ¥© 7
fortified’ with pure blood snd a Propft b
nourished frame."— Civil Service Gazetle, B0 .
ouly in packets laballed— Jaues Eres & €% .
Homamopathic Chemists, London, Eozlso® M
Also makers of Erps's Omooonars EsseNi
for afternoon use, e




