TRUTHE.

The Last of the Ingestyres,

OHAPTER 11,

Two little glrls came running out on
tho vorandab, looklng vory hot and dis-
hovellod, as thongh thoy had beon dis.
turbod In somo wild romp, At sight of
tho stranger the clder of tho two stood
back oppressod by awkward sbyneas;
bat tho yousger, a handsomo gltl of nine
or ton, camo forward with a stare that
was a8 bold if not as embarrasairg as that
of her brothor,

“Who 1815, Frank? I do not kuow
hor,” sho sald, in a loud choerful toune.
‘If cho 1s ono of your frienda sho looks
vory nice ; and I heard ma and I'lora say
tho other day you did not care to be clvil
to ladies.”

“You area pert, rado little glrl, Kitty;
and Blancho, in hor way, Is just as bad,
Do you not know that when your mother
Is out ib s your placo to welo.me her
guosts?  This 1s Mias Vane.”

Blunche coloured at the rebuke, and
oxtondod horlimp hand in a helpleas half-
heartod fashion, but the unabashed ICitty
thook back her bronzs curls, and pirouot-
ted gally on tho stops as sho sald, with a
sauoy langh—

*‘Miss Vane doss not carry hor name
1’ko  label, aud we could nsy tell her by
instinct, as I suppose you did, Mr.
Frank. DBasldes, she ia not a gueat, sho
s to be our governees, you know; ma
said so this mornfog.”

¢I know that X shall box your cars it
you do not learn to bohave decently, and
hold that magple tongus!” the young
man said, in savagd disgust, and witha
quick eide glanco a’ Bagdalon’s pale aad
faco. *¢‘Blanche, taks Mlss Vane in and
give her a cup of toa, for heavon's eaka;
it is of no use epecking to that monkoy 1"

Blancho aia not much relish tho task
he gavo to her, bub thera was an anthorl-
tativo rirgin his tone that for the moment
quclled even the dauntless Kitte, and
that her macker elder slater never dream-
od of rosistirg. So she lead the way In-
to the long low verandak-shaded room,
which shonld bav: boon so picturesque
and pretty, bnl ecomshow was not, even
in the cyes of tho girl who had had ao
small an experience of comfortable Eag-
1tsh home lifa,

Magdalen looked round her with a little
shiver} and Frank Talbot, who had fol-
lowed her up tho terracs stops, avd now
stood feamed in the opsn Fronch window,
shrogged his shoulders, and said im-
patiently—

“When will you twn cease your tom-
boy tricks, I wonder! Seb that chalr
stralght, Kiity. DId you ever know
young ladlas who amused themselves in
such & manner in the drawing-toom be-
fora, Miss Vane?"

Migdslen only amiled es she took the
tea-cup that Blanche rather thruat Into
her hand than offsred her ; and Kitty, as
sho stoopod to ralso the plush and satin
chalr that lay with legs elovated in the
contre of the xoom, nigs pertly—

“You are qeterminod to lot Mlss Vanc
know what ahe has to expest at onca,

zank. Sho must have a good idoa of us
alrcady. Now, by the way of change,
suppozo I warn hor agalast you.”

Frank Talbot twisted his moustache,
imdk answored, with rathor a concelted

ook.

“‘Unfortunatoly for mo your condusb
will concorn her oo than mlne. Xam
afrald Mlss Veu ‘1l not have mush to
do with me, Kitty.”

Jis oyes sought Magdalon's falr troubl-
od faco as hospoke, and hls words wero
adroased more to h.« than his sister ; bub
it was tho unabashied Kitty who answored
them, with her over-resdy and aggravat-
ing gigale.

“Woll, I don't know; mamma says
Miss Motcalt had a great doal too much |
Dors sho not, Blanche 1"

The young man's face grow scarlot, and
Magdalen falt her own burn in indignsnt
sympathy. Shy and wrotched as ahe was
—and with every scoond hor heart acem-

od to grow heavlor, tho faint hope falnter
still—sho felb that sho must at all ocosts
mako au offort to turn tho co=vorsation
Into a more bocoming channel,

‘'Will your mother bo very long gono,
do you think ?" she asked, adgrenlng
Blanoche, wh sab glowering at hor acro s
tho tea-pot, and who seomed In hor silont
awkwardners tho less objactionablo of tho
nuprepossessing palr,

Bat tho rosult was not encouraging.
Blancho answored or’, by a felghtined
scowl and an Incoheront stuttor thet sent
hor youngor slstc into hysterleal agonios
of amuscmont,

* 03, Blancke, you will kill me I" sho
gaspsd botweon the shrill joals of hor
mirth, *Canuot you truat yoursolt to
answer & plaln. question, to atter n mero
‘Yes’ or ‘No?" "Mlss Vans will not cas
youl”

¢] can answer your question,” Fraulk
broke in, from his placo of vantaga at the
window ; ‘‘.ho oarringe Isat the door now,
Miss Vane,"”
© Though ths announcement renowed her
old nervoas terror, Magdalen heard it
gladly. DM.i.. Talbo. might bo unsym-
pathetlo, and oven unkind ; bub nothing
could bs woras than this long holpless
walb in the compsay of ‘wo rude childra~
and an uncomfortably attontive young
man,

She rose with norvous hasto, and stood
walting in hor shy schoolgirl fashion until
sho door opened and Mes Talbot, follow-
ed by her eldest daughter, swopt majestl-
cally into the xoom.

“Sc— Mias Vano has come, I ander-
stand |’ BMrs. Talbob began, raising her
gold-rimmed glasies to a noao arlstocrati-
oally arched, and lettlng the eyes that
hardly seemed to mecd tholr ald travel
lelsurely ovor overy object within their
rango of vislon before thew finellx aattlng
on Magdalen's fezu.  **Ah, you ara here,
1seo! Taiay boseated, Miss Vano.”

Sne waived hor hand towarda tho chalr
fiom which the girl had just rlsen, and
took her own place upon ths ceniro
oouch, shsking down her abandant
flounces, and saylog with a sort of care-
lers condescending graclousness—

¢‘We wero quite gorry not to meet your
traln, as we had fally intending doing

“Bub you had an ac:ident on the rosd,
I suppose,” Frank Talbot broke in sar-
castically ; and his mother turned her
eycs on him with a look of great dia-
plorsuro,

“We had no acsldent,” sho answered
coldly. “Bat wo called at ihe Towers
and stayoed later than wo thought.”

“I scol Yngestyre came down last,
night, did ke not Flo {*

s.ho tsll, haughty-looking gir), who had
stood ailent and motlonless dntil now,
ralsed her dark oyes at the dirost queation,
and said indiffarontiy—

“Why ask me, alncs you know already ?
Yes, Lord Ingestyre was thoro!”

Frank whistled In an aggravating way,
and Mrs. Talbot went quickly on, mors
bocauso she wished to stop the akirmish-
ing hotween hor son and danghter than
from any desire to sef Magdalen Vane at
case—

“And 1 suppose ycu took a fly from
tho statlon? You could hardly have
walked that dlstance, knowlng nothing of
the way."”

I dld not walk, and I ald not tako a
fly ; a 1ady who travelled down from Lon.
don with mo drove ms hare,

Flora Talbot, who had baon regardln
tho now-comer with anything but approv:
of her youth and falrnoss, ralsed her
slight dark brows disdainfally.

*You mako frlends vory casily, Miss
Vano,” Mrs, Talbot said in a etcrnor
tone. “You will learn by.and.by that
that Is not an English habit. Howevor I
suppose this lady mean$ no harm—,

*‘Harm,” Magdalen flashed, all hor
sayness forgotton, all hor Impetuous
nature in arms to rosent this most upjaat
attack—*harm! She sasw I was alono
and frlondless, not knowlng what to do!

‘Waa it harm to befrlond me then §”
Mrs, Talbob raised her glasses agaln,

and survoyod Lho charming flashed face
with oyos that wore to tho full as un-
frlondly aa hor danghter's,

I gald {6 was no narm,” sho ropsated
with hoavy omphasis. *I would couusol
you to curb that hasty tompoer, acd ro
osive advios that should be lustrnction
with submlieslon If not with gratitude
DId you not ovon ask this benovolont
lady’s nameo ?”

*tSho gavo It unasked,” Dagdalon ro-
plied in o dufl atifled volce.  She was so
uttorly woary, so b:zoken fn mind and
body, thay sho soomod robbed of all ro
alstanb forco ; oven the angry onergy .f a
momont back dlod ou$ la tho ono qulok
flamo, *“Sho siid that you know her
woll, and hor namo was—"

“Woli 1" Mra. Talbot ropeated, with
nob uonatural Ireltability as the gl
paused, hesltating over tho mttorance of
what scemed to her now more than ever
an absurdly unrcal namo.

“Miss Muffot—Little Miss Maffot—
sho told me to say.”

Mrs. Talbot's face grew suddenly urim-
son, and sho half rose from her seat,
while Frank broko Into a voar of irrever-
ent laughtor, which seemed enly to add
fuel to tho flame of his mother's wrath.

“Bravo, Miss Vano!” ho crled, chok-

& 8¢ill, bat mak’ng a stroggle for spesch.
“I nover saw the tablea s0 neatly turned,
or an augry ol lady more completely
concorned |’ '

“Jf this 1s & jke,” Mra, Talbot sald,
har voloe quiroring with indignation, her
trlple ohin and heoavy pandulous jowl
sceming to shake in company—*‘if you
Intend any jest a% my cxpense, Mixs
Vane——"

-What nonsensg, mother 1" Flora broke
ta coldly. ¢“How could she poasibly sece
any polnt {n, much less plan, such a jast?
The joke, such as it is, is of course all
DMiss Moaredith's ”

0Ot conrzo it is,” Frank agrood with
alacrily. ¢'She saw the way of glving
you & dig through an innooent stranger,
and she took it, of course. I cannot sy
I blame the poor old girl, though I have
not tho honor to bo her favorito ; 1 al-
ways rathor folb for her myself. Bat'—
with a frosh peal of laushter—¢‘did you
nob think that the quacr littlo body was
awfully well matched for hor name, Miss
Vauo?’

¢ Is it not hor nama " Magdalen ask
ed pitoously, wondering why this scem-
ingly sympathatic straoger should have
deliberately =ot stumbling-blooks in her
hard path, and made hor palnfal entrance

to thls ungealal home moro palnrul and
difficalt still. *1 thought of courss she
spoke tho truth, Do yoa not know her
then §"

“YWe know her—yesa—bub not under
that nameo.” "Fiora Talbot anawered the
general appeal with {cy clvility, and slo»
distinctness. ¢To call herself by that
was morely an ill-brad and rather poin%
lesa pleasantry. She is Miss Meredith of
the Hall.”

“Qar local swell 1" Frank sald  aff.ily,
supplomenting his slater's laformatlon,
and qulte uncrushed by her dladalnfal
glance, ¢‘We all bow down and worship
bat we nono of us gey on very well with
hor, 8o you may considor yoursslf Incky
indecd to bs taken ab onca under her
wing.” °

Magdalon did not answeor, and Flora
turned to her mother,

*Probably Miss Vane 15 tired aftor her
journoy,” she sald suggeatively.,

Utterly indifferent as tho tone was, it
was the ploasantest sound tha’ had groet-
od Magdalen's cars since she crossed the
threshold of Melioa Houso, Mis. Talbot
sszonted with a sulky nod, thon tumned to
B3agdalon.

¢As youn will llke to aco Mr. Talbot to-
night, and &s ho will be home In about
an hour, you may have to make some
chango 1n your dress, 85 I will nos detaln
you now. , To-morrow I akall have a fow
quostions to ask ycu, aad a sugeestlon to
muke." Blauche, show 3Liss Vans her
room

“No ; leb mo show her, my.  Blaunche

would tako hor Into yours or Flora's 1"
Kitty orled, thruating hersolf forward, to
hor slstor's fnfinlto rollef,  **Come with
o, Miss Vano-~I know whore you aro to
sloop 1"

Nobody opposed the lively young lady's
wish to o as conduoctreas, and Magdalen
followed her thankfully onough up to the
top of tho housa.

“Thero 1s your ‘aky parlor,’ as Feank
calls 1t, Miss Vane,” maid Kitty. I
takeoa a good deal of cllmbing to get to it,
but Miss Dlatcalf used to may that the
vlew made up for overythiag.”

“Ibis very nice, I think1” Migdalen
susworod with woary sincorlty. X wasa
nero ghrret, poorlly and soantlly fornish.
od ; but the glrl, whose whole llfs had
beon apent ab a cheap forelgn achool, was
not llkely to look for Juxurious surround-
{ngs, and any f)lwe that promisod yest avd
eolltude would have scem:d an ants
chambor of Paradiso jas$ then.

Bat solitude ab least was nob to bo hera
at once. Kitty seemed In no hurry to
leavo her, but, perching on the ledge of
the open window, wstched hor evory
movement with unabashed bright oyes.

I wonder how you will got on with
ay,” sho observed at last, dangling a aiim
black-stockinged lcg from her high poroh,
*“We aro rather unlucky with our gov-.
ornesses, you muat know—or have boen
a8 yot—perhaps bacsuie thoy never take
the troudle to understand us properly.”

Tho abanedly reflective atr and assured
critici:ms-of this moero ohild made Mag.
dalen smilo in sptte of her misery, in
spits of harself. Kitty saw the amile, and
auswored it at once,

¢“Yu think 1 am talking nonsenss, bas
you will gne. 'Chey all do the sams
things at first Make much of me ba.
causo I am clevor, and snub Blanche be-
cango s'e {8 a goosa ; then they lob mothar
bally them—and-—-which makes har most
angry of all, they make love to Frauk.
03, thay do I"—with a fresh outbreak of
tho glggling laugh as she saw Magdalen
flash indiguantly  “Both Ma and Flora
Jeclnred, whon M:s Metoalf went, that
they would have some one very old and
ugly nex$ time. I auppose they did not
know whut you were like |’

Tho words were mosb unconsclously
comyliraentary, but they brogght n> com-
fort to poor Magdalen.

“You zhonld not talk so much, Kiity,’
sho sald, with a troubled sigh. “I am
sure your mother would not wish you
to dlscusa famlly affalre no fraely, or ro-
peat sorvants' gossip,”

*It is not servanta’ gossip. T Vaten
to what my and Flo say, tbe child re-
torted, with a pert toss of hdr dark head.
“And it was Flo thab inslated that the
governees should be ugly—though I ba-
liove she s more afraid of Lord Ingesiyre
than of Frank,”

Biagdalen saw that, If not absolnlely
{mpocaible, it wounld at least ba difliculs
to convinocs the shrewd little absorver of
the Impropriety of her remarke, anc wise-
ly declded to change the subject.

“Why do you 2all ma your governess,
Kitty 1’ she asked, = han attomptat &
lighter tonu. “‘auta. Kalbob asked mse
hers on & vlalt,”

“Yes; and she wiil make it a shozt one
If she cav,” Kitty Jaughed. “Bud loag
or short, yiu will bs our governess
whils it lasts, aud I hope you mean to
be good-naturad aud leb us havo a rasl
jolly time while you are here. We do
not got mush fuan, Blanchie and I—orf
ma {sa ‘Tartar,’and pais a gooas, and
Fiora wants us alwaya kept in the sshool.
room; but you look good-nstured. I
think I could got on with you, And with
this expreasion of oplnton she guittod the
room. . :

And Magdialen, left alone at last, knels
by hor littlo white-curtalned bod, aud
with hor head bowed on her outstretch .d
arms, sobbed her very heart out in sn
accass of wesriness and lonely pain, Was
life to be all like this, she th.nght, with
a shudder —unwarmed by cne rsy-of lovo,

unlightod by onoallver ater of hope?




