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THE CRITIC.

HILDRED.

{ Continued.)

* Of course, later on—not just now perhaps; he is not a bold wooer,
your handsome ear), Hildred. You are sure to think him reserved and

cold ; in time all that will wear away, I may tell him to-morrow that you
accept his offer "

“Yes," she replied.

And then, to her surprise, her father, who was one of the most undemon-
strative of men, bent down and kissed her.

“ You have made me very happy,” he said. .

“Why, papa, onc would think you wanted this marriage " she cried.
“ You seem very anxious about it.”

* It is my hope realized, Hildred,”" he said gravely.

Then he rose and left her seated by the river-side,

“ Lady Caraven—Hildred, Lady Caraven!” She repeated the vords to
herself ; they had a pleasant sound, and it was pleasant to think taat she
would be a countess—pleasant to remember that the handsome young Earl
had sought her in marriage. How hule she had dreamed of this when she
sat down by the river-side an hour Lefore !

He would come to see her on the morrow, there was no doubt. \What
would it be like—this brilliant life in which gaiety, fashion, love, and hap:
piness were all to have their part? The light had died in the western
skies, the birds had sung their last song, the flowers were all asleep, but it
seemed to Hildred Ransome that she would never sleep again ; the restless
beating heart was stirred {or the first time from its passionate rest. It was
fancy, of course—all fancy==but the long low wash of the waves certainly

sung “ Love's Young Dream.” It must be fancy, but the wind did whisper
N—

“1 am very happy.”

** There's nothing balf so sweet in life.”

“1 will go in," thought Hildred, * and sing something that will take the
sound of those words from me.” .
It so happened that the first sheet of music she took up was Mrs.
Jameson's pathetic ballad, set to sweet, sad music—
1 have had joy and sorrow, T have proved
What life could give—have loved and been beloved ;
I am sick and heartsoro
And weary—let me sleep;
. But deep—deep~
Never to waken more !
The words struck her with new meaning.
beloved”—it was like Theckla’s song—

T Liave tasted the highest Lliss ¢
I have loved and have been Leloved.”

‘This was not in accordance with her father's assurance that love was all
nonsense.

But then she had forgotten that these were poets writing according to
their lights—only poets, and not to be believed. It was perhaps a pity
after all, she thought, that they— these sweet singers—should teach people
10 estimate things so falsely—should try to place love above cverything
clse—above wealth, fame, rank, title, zold—when her father, 2 shrewd,
clever man, assuted her that it was but nonsense—that people were better
and happier without it.

She felt very wise, very superior to these poets.  Life had higher things
than love, she said to herself. It was very well in its way.

Shc, for onc. was quite conient ot 10 know it.  Life held duties—noble
duties, noble work.  What was love but recreation ? It was very well for
schoolgirls to talk of in whispers, or for pocts o write sweet, sad rhymes
about ; but for nien and womien— Her father perhaps was righi—it was
better to be without it

When this lover of hers came on the morrow, would he mention love to
her, or what wovld he talk atout?  She sighed as she rosc frm the piano,
flatteris g berself that she had sung all senument away—sighed with a sweet,
half-sad longing.

Ard then, after all her trouble—afier singing to drive the words away—
aftcr moralizirg and trying to make hersesf a stoical philosopher at eighteen
—she found herself, as she went to her room, singing—

“ Have loved and been

* Oh, therex nothing half so xweet in life
As Jove's young deeam !

CHAPTER 1IV.

Hildred Ransoine was engaged to be married ; she was to be Tady Cara.
ven, and on this day her Jover was to visit her.

Ailey Ransome went off 10 busiress carly. The first thing he did was
10 scnd 3 nole 10 the ear), saying that all difficully was removed ; his
Jaughter had consented. The only thing remaining was for him to ask her
to scttle the wedding-day.

J.01rd Caraven read it through, then crushed it in his hands, and finally
1o1c it into shreds ang threw it under his feet.  He had not brought himself
10 2 proper statc of subngission yet. He would have given the world 1o
cscape from Arley Ransome; but the choice was plain cnough—ruin,
shame, and despair, or marriage with the datk-cyed girl who was “not his
style,” and whom he was quite sure he should never like.

Then his thoughts veer:d round a little. 1t would be pleasant to restore
Ravensmere Castle to its old prestige—it would be pleasant to pay his
dcbts, 10 fecl the load of care and anxicty removed from him—it would be
pleasant to take his place in the world again. As for the price, he must

pay it. 1f Arley Ransome would not save him upon any other condition,
he must marry his daughter. If the father was content to give his child to
one who honestly owned he did not like her, surely he need not pity her.
Surely again, if she were willing to marty a man whom she had seen only |
once, she herself deserved no pity.

‘The marriage should take place in due course. The Rausomes had as
it were drawn him—nay, forced him into it ; the consequences must recoil
on themselves. In his own mind he considered the daughter quite as bad
as the father—indeed he made little distinction between them. The union
was to be. ; there was no further need for scruple. ‘They wanted ius title,
he wanted their money. He would be civil to them ; they could not expect
more.

On that evening Hildred Ransonte received a letter and a ring. The
envelope bore 2 crest, and she knew at once that it was from Lord Caraven.
The contents were short, but to the purpose ; it was not a love-letter, for
there was 10 semblance of love in it.

# My dear Miss Ransom=,—1 have to thank you for your consent ta
my" —then came a word that had been carcfully obliterated and * wishes"
written over it. ‘“ \Vith your permission I will call to-morrow. I have
sent you an engagement-ring—will you wear it? I am yours’—here there
was an illegible word— “ Urric Caraves.”

She laid the letter down with a sigh and a smile. She had fancied that
a love letter would be very different. She opened the little parcel that
accompaied the note; it contnined a magnificent diamond ring—her
engagement-ring.  She placed it on her finger, and the sun falling on it
made it shine like fire. Still, us she looked at it, her eyes filled with tears.
She would have liked some one to pat the ring on her finger ; although she
was engaged to be married, and was to be a countess, she felt very lonely
and desolate,

Arley Ransome smiled when he saw the ring, At least it was an earnest
of good things to come.

“ Very nice, very appropriate,” said the lawyer—* really a ring suitable
for the coming Lady Caraven.”

The day after brought Lord Caraven himself.

‘T'hat interview was somelhing to be remembered. Mr. Ransome, hop-
ing to make matters sinc “th and pleasant, had invited his future son-in-law
to dine with him, and that he might not feel dull had asked the humorous
and brilliant talker Mr. Carwey to join thewn.

It was well that he had done so, for the actual presence of her lover
seemed to strike Hildred dumb. She looked at him whencver she found
that he was looking elsewhere. She thought hin very handsome. His
indolent, careless grace contrasted so favorably with her fathei's sharp, brisk
manner. She wondered why the car] looked worn and haggard. He was
only twenty-seven, her father said. She wondered, too, why he was not
more empressé in his manner.  He took her doivn to dinner, and the only
words they exchanged were about the warmth of the day. During dinner
they never spoke, save for the most ordinary civilitiecs. When dinner was
over, the carl evidently preferred the society of Mr. Carwey to hers.

“ Why had he asked to marry her if he did not care to talk to her ?" she
suid to herself, How strange it was "  Then her father invited Mr. Car
wey to have a game at chess, and the earl walked slowly across the room to
where she was sitting. e stood by her side, tall, stately, despite his indo-
dent grzce of manner.  Her heart beat.  What was he going to say? He
bent his head somewhat stiffly.

“ 1 have to thauk you, iliss Ransome,” he said, *“for honoring me by
wearing my ning."

She lovked up at him, and there was something in the calm gaze of the
pure cyes brfure which he shrunk as her father had dune.

“You wished me to wear it, did you notl” she asked. “My fathes
thought so.”

« Cenainly. 1 amn delighted.”

Try as he would, he could not conceal a soupcon of irony.  She detected
it and lovked at hin again. He bowed and continued—

* 1 am fortunate indeed. I have to ask you, Miss Ransome, now tha
you have consented to—10 become Lady Caraven—to tell me—that is to
say—what day will suit you?"

** Day for what 2" she asked innocently.

** A day to be married on,” he replied.

A look of rebuke stole over the girlish face.

*“ You spuke of it so lightly,” she said, * that 1 fancied you meant 2 day
for going out somewhere.  You spoke as if you were asking me to arrznge
a day for boating on the river.”

** What ghall I say then ?" he asked, smiling despite his annoyance.

“ It is not for me to tell you,"” she replied, in all simplicity.
He laughed aloud. .

‘¢ Shall I say * Loveliest, fairest’ 2"

With an air of grave displcasure she rose from her scat.

* Lord Caraven, I will hear no more,” she said; “your manner dos
not please me."

He longed to retort, “ Nor do you please me ;” but he was merely a
in the spider’s web—he could not escape.  He followed hier.  After all, i
was a gentleman, and she was to bear his name. )

1 am unfortuvate, Miss Ransome,” he said, *“in having displeased yoc
—pardon me. 1 had every intention of asking you the question with 28
duc decorum—pray permit me o repeat it.,”

She was still so much of a child that she was puzzlied what to answer.
Her mauner rather puzzled him too—~it was 5o calm, so sclf-possessed
There was not the faintest flush on her face, no light in the grave, beauufd

cyes, no latens smile—there were no linde airs and graces such as surey
belong to 2 young countess-clect.




