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REDMOND O’'DONNELL

LE CHASSEUR W AFRIQUE.

PART II.

CHAPTER X.—CoONTINUED.

They rarely found much to say to one ano-
ther when papa was present ; they had got
past the talking stage, and one word and two
orthree looks did the buriness now. There
was mausic, and silence, and bliss ; aund at ten
o'clock it was all ever, and time for him to

go.

The lasi nipht! 5hé gave him her hand
shyly and wiatfully at parting, and went up
to bet room. The earl gave him n friendly
clagp. .

¥ To-m¢ rrow,” he said, with & smile, “until
to-morrow Redmond, my lad, good-night.’

The November wind was howling wildly
through the moon-ligkt flonded earth and sky.
He did nol see this cold splendor ; he saw no-
thine, thought of notbing now but Lady Cecil
Cliye. What a night that was—what a loug
tossing kaizht ot joy, ot hope, of fear, of long-
ing. Hedid notdespair—he was young and
sanguing, and h pe bad the best of it. _Hu
knew she loved bim ; had not looks, smiles,
and biushes, o thoussnd and oue things pen
and ink can never toll, arsured him of it? anu
what to an nogelic Leing like that was the
dross of wealth, that it should stand hetween
two devoted hearts?  Thirty thousand a year
—_the Cornishmen had that—how he hated
<that (ornishman! Wall; thirty thousaud per
annum Is n good round sum, but there was
wealth in the world for the seeking, and the
labors of Hercales were as nothing compared
40 what he was ready to uadergo for her rake.

An O'Donrell had made bis mark in Spain
~—MeMahon in Franco—a Wellington in En-
glapd--all Trishmen  good nnd true; what
‘they bad dene he would do. Yv¢s, the Cor.
pishman and his fortuie might go «u digble:
whe would be true 0 her love and 1o him;
she would trust him and wait,

Next worning, kast he should be tempted,
to break his pronrise, and his feet, in spite of
him, teke him {c the cottage, he mounted
J{athleen and weunt « alloping over t-e hilld
aond far away with the first peop of sunrise.
The afternoon was far advanced when he re-
‘turned; the last glunting rays of the antunzu
sunret were streaming ruby avd orange over
the smiling moorsas he knocked at the cot-
‘tage door,

1t v a8 openad by grave, gonttemanty Mr.
Gregory. Mr. Gregory in het nnd grentcoat,
and everywhore litter, and dast and confo-
‘gion. Carpets taken up, pictizes taken down,
‘packing cases every where —kn excdus evid-

~ently.

He turned pale with sudden terror. \What
did it mean? Where was she?  Tis heart
was throbb:ing so fast, it ssemed to stop bis
very breatk.

o Where is Lord Ruyslead?” ITe turned
almost savapgely upon Gregary, with pale
face and excited eyes, but all the wild Irishr-
men front Derry to Connacg bt were not going
to upret the equanimity of a well-tmined
Enpglish walert,

s (Fope, Mr. Redmond, sir—a sndding sum-
mong, [ belicve it was.  His lorde ip left
about pize o'clack this morning, sir—Lady
Cecil halsn, Which there is n naote for you,
Mr. Bedmond, rir, which nne doab* hexplains.
Wiit one moment, hif you plense, and 'l
feteh it.”

He never spokon word.
ithe decr-post, teeling sick and giddy, all
things seeming inamirt.  Mr Gregory re~
turned, the note in his hand, n look of
m:ppled amnsement and pityarrngeliop with
the natfonnl and predessicnal gravety of a
Britan rud a valet, Did be ruspect the truth ?
Most likely—servants know evervthing, He
placed it in his hand; the younz man went
forward a puce or two, and the white door
shut very quietly and decidedly bishind him.
He tore it open: it eontained an enclorure.
The earl had very little to sey—half a dozen
lines held Redmond O'Donnell’s sentence of
doem,

Y My Dear Boy =T ipoke to Cecil after you
lefh. Iticas T teared—you have develved your-
self. Her promise hinshier; xhe has no wivh
arinmination tobreak 1t. Ardspee had no fdes
of the miate o' your feelings  She joins whiy me
th!nking it best for gl partlesslie shonld xo pt
once—waother mectine eould be but. too embnr-
rasking ta both.  With renl regrets, and b st
wikhes for your futare, 1 2m, my dear soy, sin-
cerely yours,

HRUYSTAND

Pha enclosed w3 inthe 8lim, [talian trace
ry of Lady Crcil—strangely eo'd and heart-
less words.

“Movy AMI:—T am laesxpresstbly distressed.
Papa hes told mie all - Weat he sida voyon js
prue. M7 promiseis giver and must he kept
I 18 begt thunt ITshonld gn Farewell ! My elor-
nal gravitude nnd friendship i ve yours.

Cre”

Only that—so cold, so holow, 2o heartless,
80 falae! The golden suushine, the preen
lime-1rees, tho violet heath turoed bineh for
an instaet before hiz eyes. Then he crum-
plen the letters jo his band and walheao
.away.

Mr., Gregory was watching from the win-
dow. Alr. Gregory suw him stazger like o
drunken man ag he waltked, and, rome twenty
varde frora the cortuge flog himself down-
‘ward oo the waving benth, and lie thero like

. -@ stone. Mr. Gregory's mesculive sympu-
. ithier were touched.
“Pore young chap, he solilequised

-t Mausthur's been and givenr him tre slip
. 'He's fell in love with her ladyship, and 1his
Jleres the kupshot, Barves him right, ot
eourse— poor as 4 church mouse—etill ho's o
‘mice youvg {ellar, and I quite pities him. 1
remrmber ‘ow I felt myself when *Arriet Le-
lachar lobg ago jilted me.”
' Hea lay there for hours, The sun had set.
the night, with its stars and winds, had come,
whez he lifted his head oft his arm, and Mr.
Gregory and the paching cuses were mil-s
away. His haggard eyes fell on the notea he
still ‘keld, and with a fierce improcation he
tore 4bem into Rtoms and scattered them far
and wide. :

# Aud a0 shalt E toar her-—1al~g, teartlers,
mockily jill—oue utf my, life. Ob, God! o
‘thiuk that vvery smilo, overy word, every look
was méukory and deceit—that she wai fooling
Mo jrom H;m first, and laughing at.mv pre.
samptavts folly, whils I thougBt her wn
sangel, And he—while Ilive I'll never trust
aan or wozan apainl”

Are we 2ot all unconsciously theatrical in
the supreme hours of our livee. He was now.
althouch there was a honrt sobin every word.
And with them the buy's heart want out frow
Bedmond ('Donnell, and never came hack
again.

CHAPTER XI.

Bavy Ceciu then was heartlera—you say
Rirt, & decartiul fliet, frota Grut Lo lnwe—iuring
With iunocent eyes aud soft, childi~h smite,
@ven ataixteen, only to fling bur victim nwny
the momeut her conguest was made.  Walt,

Bhe bad bidden R-dmond good ni bt,
‘Fhere was a tender, tremulous buppinees in
the a0it hazel eyes that watched him out of
sight, a faint half-smile oo the rosy, parted
Jipr, Bhescarcely knew what her.new rky-
bliss meant; Bbe never thought of tulling in
love—was she not to marry Sir Arthur Tre
&onna 7-—08ly she knew she nad never, ever

been half 80 happy before in aH ber life, and
that Ircland was fairer and Ioveller than the
:t Iglands of the Blessed ” themaelves. -

«Good-night, paps,’ she gaid, taling her
candle and turning to go. .

« Oh i—wait a moment, Queenie, will you 7"
her father said, somewhat hurriedly ; « I want
you to do a little copying for me before you
go to bed.” .

«Copying 7" She sat down her candle and
looked at him in wonder. Ho did not choose

He leaned againgt.
:4

to meet those large, surprised brown eyes.

u Yes, my dear. Don’t lookalarmed; only
a lineor two. Here it is, Copy it off, word
for word, as I dictate.”

«Write ¢ Mon Ami”

She wrote if,

T am Inéxpressibly distrossed. Pupa bas
toldme all. What he bagsuid to you is trie.
My promise is given and must be kept. 1t
is” best that I should go.” Here Lady Cecil
cume to a sudden, alarmed stop, and looked
up with with o greatly disturbed tace. « Go,
papn” she said; «what does all  this
mean 7"

« Ba kind enough to write on, and never
mind asking questions,” her fsther retorted,
impatiently ; “«best that 1should go.’ You
have that? Go on then. *Farewell! My
oternal gratitnde and friendship are yours.’
Now sign it‘Cecil! That will dv. Thunks,
my dear. What a very pretty hand you write,
by the way."”
 Paps,” hix daughter began, still with that
disturbed fuce, wbom is this written for?
What does it mean? I dov’t understand.”

« Dou't you? Pleass dun't usk too many
questions—curiosity kas ever been the bane
ot your sex. Remember Eve and Lot’s wife,
and be warned. Perbaps] want your auto-
graph. Apropos of nothing,” he was wvery
vusily folding the nole now. ¢ Therose will
wake you early to-morrow morning. We
start immediately after breakfast for Eanis-
killen.”

« Foriskillen!” She said it with a sort of
gasp. ¢ Pajpas, ars we—going awuy?”

He lsid dowr the letter, and looked her
fall, keenly, steadily in the face. Her eyes
ghifted and fell under that pitiless scrutiny.
« And if weare, Quecuie—what then? If1
had said we were going to the antipedes you
would hardly look more aghast. Your at-
tachment to—abh, TForryglen, of course—must
bo very strong, my dear, since tho thought of
leaving it aflects you thus.”

She shrank away from his sneer as though
he had struck her. Her gensitive lips qmver-
td, ber face flusred. Again shetook ber can-
div and turned to go.

«Good-nignt, papa.” Her voice souuded
husky, and the sarl watched the slight, fragile
figure ascendivg the stars, with comprussed
lips und knitted brows.

«Ng¢t one secoud teo soon,” he thought.

# Anyther week and the mischicf would have
been irrevocably done. Given alouely coun-
try house, aud two moderately well-looking
peuple, thrown coostuntly into prepinquity,
& love aftuir invariably follows. My young
trisud ’'Donuell, I thank you for speaking in
the vick of time. Yuu havea pride thal bears
no proportion to your purse or prospects, and
I think those two polite little notes will
cffvctually wind up your bnsiness.”
Lady Cecil slept very lintle that night—n
puuic had seized her, Going away! did be
kuow? would she see him to say guod-by be-
tore she left ¥ would they ever moeet again?
Aid that pnote—what did that cold, format
note meap ? Whom wag it for 7 Her chocks
wore quite white, ber eyes heavy, herstepslow,
ber tones lanpguid, when sho descended to
Lieakinst. Sbe wax already in her riding-
brbitaud the hurses were snddlod and waitivg.
Duriug brenkfust hor syes kept tinuing to the
duur and windows—up the valley road leading
to the O'Uounell's ruined keep. Would he
come? ‘Lhe earl saw and smiled grimly to
humself.

« No, my dear,” he sald, inwardly. % You
straln your pretty brown eyes for nothing—
be will pot cowe, A bandsome lad and a
hrave, but you bave luvked your last upon
bim."

They rose from breakfast—the hour of de-
parturs bnd cowme. Then out o f sheer despar-
ativu Lady Cecil gathered courage and spuke
Wit s groe.t gulp:

¢ Pupn—uouves—ioes Mr. O'Doonuell know
we—"7  She stopped, unable to finish the son-
tenco,

«Mr. O'Dounelly  with bland urbanity,
twell, I'm not quite posittve wtiwther I men-
troned (o bim ) esterday our depaiture or Lot.
1 shall senid n note, hewever, of thanks and a
larewoll. OFf course It wasu'tnecessury to tell
him, my dear—a very tine fellow indegd, in
Uiy eplicro, nnd much superior to the rest of
tho peasantrv——s little presumptuous, though,
I fuucy of late. Come, Cecil -the horses
walt, uid ¢ tiwe is on the wing.””

Wuat conld she say 7—what could she do?
T'here wus pussionate rebeilion at ber heart—
puin, Love, regret, remmse.  Oh, what wourd
tie thitk ? how basely ungrateful she would
appear in hix eyes.  How uukind—hbow cruel
ol papa, 10t to buve spoken last night butore
ho lefywr d let them ray guod-by, at loust.
Sne could hardly see the fumiliar landscupe
for the passicnate tears that filled her eyos
Here wak the river—only a placid stream uow,
where ho bad #0 hoeroically risked his hife to
~ave hurs, youder the steep, black clifl up
which he bad scrumbled at the risk of b
neck, to guther a cluster ot holly she had
louged for  There were the grim, rogged,
louely towers aud buttresses of the ooee
grapd old lrsn castle, there the spot where
who had »at vy h8 tide hundreds of times
sketehing the teing, And now they were
purtiog without ous word of farewell—purting
torever!

Phey rode on; the tower wss reached.
Al the way sbe bad scarcely spoken one ward
—nll the way she had becn watching, watch-
fug vaicly for hum,  They dined at Bullyna-
bugpurt, aud started in the aflernoon for Eu-
viskitlea. They mudeno stay—only that one
night ; in two days they were in Londou.

They remained 8 week in the metropolis,
ut the residene: of a fiiend. The earl return
ing nome to dinner one evening, svught out
his duughter, wibh au interesting item ot
uewe, In R.geut Street that day he had
come suddenly upon whom did she think ¥—
therr youstg Irish triend, Rudmond O Dun-
nelt.”

She bad been sittiog at the window look-
ink out at the twilit street. At tue sound of
tbut pame she turned ruddenly. How wan
aud thin she bud grown iu a week—how dull
the bright brown vyes. Now a sudden light
leapen into them—n soft, bhot flush of joy
8§Wept over her ace,

“ Pupal Reamond! You saw him "

4 Yes, my deur,” Lord Ruysland paid, care-
Tessly, 8 uud locking very well, too, I asked
him to come bere—and you would bs glad to
sve him—very soiry at baving to leave Ire-
land without «n opporunity of saying good-
by, and ail that—nut be declined.”

¢ Ho—declined!" The pale I'ps-could but
Jjust sbape the words,

# Yen, and rather discourteously too. Said

te did not meun to stay in Loudon over a
week, and that his jjme would be ful y occu-
pivd. He did not dven send you s message;
he seemed filled with boyish elution over his
own uffairs. Hu is going out to Algiers, he
tulls me. to seck aotive service under the
Freuch flag. There hot-headed Irist.men are

ulwaps rpuiling fur a fight! He seemed in

great Bpirits, and quite wild to be off. But
he mighe have bave funnd time to call
though, all the same, I think, or evon 8end
you a message. It's '‘out of sight, out ot
mind,' with these har¢-brained sort of peoplo.
thottigh, always. (o the dickens to do aby
one a service, and forget tbem tor good the
instaut they are ont of sight.”

Dead silence answered him. He fried to
gee his daughter's face, but it was averted,
and the gatbering twilight bid it. He need
not have fearea. She had all an Englisbk
girl’s 4 pluck.” Her eyes were flashiug now,
one littie band clenched hard, her teeth set.
She bad liked him so much—so much, she
had not known one bappy hour sinco they
had left Ulster, tor thinking of him ; and now
he was ip London, and refused to come to see
her—tulked to her father, and would not
even Bend his remembrances—on the eve of
departare forever, it might be, and could find
no time to call and say good-by. She had
thought of him by day and dreamed of him
by night, and he returned it—like this!

«I'll never think of him again—never!”
she said, under her breath. ¢1I am glad, glad,
glad be does not dream how mach I--T like
him !"—a great sob here, - I'll never think
of bim again, If [ can.”

If sbe could! Onpe thing is certain, she
pever uttered his name from that hour, and
sluwly the sparkle came back to her vyes, the
joyous ring to her laugh, and La Neine
Blanche was her own bright, glad self once
more. * Love's young dream” had come and
gonw, had been born, avd died a naturai death,
and was decently buried out of sight. DBut
this also is certain—no second dream ever
came to replace it. Good men and true
bowed down aud fell before Lord Ruysland’s
handrome, dark-eyed daughter; nams, titles,
hearts, fortuuwes, and coronets, were laid at
her feet, to be rejected. The world could not
understund. 'What did she mean? What
did she expect? She felt a sort of weary
wonder, herself. Why could she not return
any of this love so treely lavithed upon her?
Men had asked her to be their wife whose
affection and name would bave done honor to
soy woman, but she rejected them all.
Maoy of them touched her pity and her pride
—not one her heart. Her father looked on
patiently, quite resigned. None of these ad-
mirers were richer than bis favorite, Sir Ar—
thur Tregenna, Sir Arthur Tregenna, when
the time came she should marry,

In all there years of couquest, and triumph,
and pleasure she had heard nothing ot or frow
her Irish hero. Long before, perhaps, his
grave might bave been made out yonder
uuder the burning Arab sky; dead oralive, at
least he was Jost forever to her.  She cruld
even smile now as she looked back upon thas
pretty, poetic. foolish idyl of her first youth
—smile to think what a hero he had been in
her eyes—bow willingly she wonld have
given «all for love, aud thounght the world
well lost ’——smile to thivk what simpletons
leve-sick girls of sixteen are.

And now six years were past, aud he s5tood
before ber.  Stoud before her chanped great-
ly, and yet the same. It was a superbly-sol-
dierly figure—rall, stalwart, erect, strong bat
pot stout— mu-cular, yet graceful., The
fresh, beardlexs fuce of the boy she remem ber-
ed she saw po longer; the face of the man
wag darkly bropzed by the burning Algeriau
suo; & moxt becoming, most desirable auburn
beard and mustache altered the whols ex
pression of the lower part. It bad a stern
something of a tired look, the lips a cynical
curve, the blue eyes a heen, hard light, very
different from their old honest simplicity and
frankness. No; this bronzed bearded, Al-
gerun chassenr was not the Bedmond O'Don-
nell she bad known and liked so well, any
more than she was the blushing, tender heart
of six years ago.

She stood for an instant looking at bim.
The rurprize of seeing him here, as suddenly
a8 though he liad 1isen up out of the earth.
almost took her breath away. But for the
Lndy Cecil Clive to lose self-prssession long
wug not possible. A second later, and rhe
beld out her hand 10 him with a emile and
glanced as bright, as frank, as pleasant &3 any
that had ever been given him by the Lady
Cecil of Torryglen,

# It is—it is, Captain O'Donunelf, And
after ail those years! And so changed by
time, and whirkers, and Algerian campaign-
ing, thut I may well bov pardoned for doubt.
inyg his identity.”

He bowed witha smile over the little hand
o briet jnstant, theo resigned it.

uwChanged, wo doubt—and not for the bet-
ter; grown old, aud gray, and grim, And
you, teo, bave changed, Lady Cecil—it mixht
seem like flattery if 1 told you how greatly,
And yet 1 think I should have known you
anywhere.”

Queenie has grown tall and doesn't blush
quite us often as she vsed at Torryglen,” her
father interposed. “You bave had many
hinir-breadth escapes by flood and field since
we suw you last, but I don't thiuk you ever
had a narrower one than that evenivg when
we saw you first, Oh, well —perhaps ex-
ceptiug yesterday at the pienic.”

Cuptain O'Dunvell lavghed—the old, plea-
sant, meilow laugh of long ago —and showed
very white teeth behind his big trooper’s
wustache,

u Yes, the risk wos imminent verterday ;
my nerves have hardly yet recovered the
shock of thut—tempest in s teapot. 1 am
glad to find the ludy I rescued xo heroically
tromn that twopeunv-halfpenny squall is none
the worse for ber wetting.”

« Here she comes to unswer for herseli,” re.
turped the earl, as his niece come smiling up
on the arm of Major Franklund, « Major
Frankland, behold the preserver of your life
from the hurricape yesterdny. Lady Danger-
ficld bas already thanked bhim. Major
Frankland, my friend Captain O'Donnell.”’

Major Frankland bowed, but he also trown-
ed and pulled his whisker, Why need the
fellow be so confoundedly good-loosing, and
why need women make such a howling over
atrifle? He bado't oven risked a wet jacket
forLndy Dangerfield—he had risked nothing
in fact; and bere she was for the second tirue
pouring forth her gratitude with an effusion
and volubility sickening to hear, Captain
O'Donnell hore it all like the hero he was,
and stvod with his ¢hlushing hounors thick
upon him,” perfectly easy, purfectly self-pos-
sessed. '

#So you were the kuizht to thg rescue,
Captain O'Dounnell?’ Lady Cecil said, with
4 laogh that had a shadow ot he: father's sar-
carm in it. ¢ I might bave known it if I had
kpown you were in the neighborbood at all.
You have an amiable wmania for saving
people’s lives, 1t remiods me of declining
a verb. First person singular, he saves my
life, svcond person singular he saves your lite
third persor singu‘ar he saves his life—mean-
ing Sir Arthur over yooder, Reatly, it the
tournament and tilting duvs were not over
you might ride forth a veritable knight.er-
rant with visor closed, aud corselet clusped,
and lance in rest, to the rescue of fair maid-
ens and noble dames in duoger. But all this
while, papa, you donot tell us what good for.
tune has sent Captuain O Donnell to Sussex, of
all places in the world.”

« And why not to Sussex, Lady Cecll?
Oune could hardly sulect a fuirer connty to

ruralize in. However, the choice on this
occasion was not mine, but my sister’s, She

wished {0 come.--why, Heaven knows—I
never presume to ask the reason of a lady's
whim, She wished to come o Sussex, to
Castleford. and—bhgre.we are.”

«Your sister ?” Lady Cecil sald, interested.
#Yes, Mr, Wyatt told me in town she was
with you; in ill-health, too, I am almost
afraid he said ” g

«In very i1l-health,” the chasseur ausw gy
ed, gravely; “and I set her anxiety t0, wisit
this place down to no'bing butan °geyvids
meaningless whim. My great hope, jy¢hat its
gratification may do her good.”

«Your sister here, and 8iuk, Captain O-
Donnell ?* Lady Daogerfistd cut in, # and me
not know it? Abomiuable! Where are you
staying 77 ’

« Tno very pleasapt quartr,;g,” with a smile at
her busquerie ; » at the S'iver Rose.”

«Very pleasant for an, Algerian soldier, per-
haps—not 60 pleasant. for an invalid lady.
Your sister comes b erg, Captain 0 Donnell—
oh, [ insist upon i%.and shall muke Scars-
wood her home “quring her stay. You ton—
Sir Peter and % will be most bappy ; indeed
we shall take no excuse.”

But Cept ain O’Doanell only listened and
smiled th at inexorable smile of his.

« Thr,nks very much ; you are most kind;
but of, course, it is quite impossible.”

“ N0 one ever says impossible to me, sir,”
crieg my Indy, imperially, ¢ Miss O'Donnell
-~is she Miss O'Doanell, by the bye? Sheis.
Yery well, then, Lady Cecil and I will call
upon Miss O'Donnell to-morrow at the Silver
Rose, and {etch her back with us here—that’s
decided.”

wGad my dear,” interrupted Lord Ruys-
land, # if you can prevail upon O’'Donnell to
say yes when O’Donrpell has made up his
mind to say no, ti.en yoaars a greater diplo-
mat than I ever gave you credit for. ’Pon
my life you should have seen and beard the
trouble [ had to induce him to honor Scars-
wood with his prerence even for a few mo-
ments to-pight, Said it wasn’t worth while,
you know—iutended to leave in a week orso
—didn't want to put in an appearance at all,
by George, even to see yvou again, Queenie,
one of his oldest friends.”

« [t is characteristic ot Captain O'Donnell
tn treat bis friends with profound disregard.
Not over flattering to uw, is it, Ginevra? By
the way, thourh, I should have thought you
would bave liked to see Sir Arthur Tregenna
again, at least. He certainly would bave put
himself to consideratle inconvenience for the
pleasure of meeting you.”

« What!” 0'Doupell said, his eyes lichting
with rosl plea~ure, ' Tregenna bere! Youare
right’ Lady Cecil ; 1 shall be glad to meet
him again—the best fellow !—Ah! I see him
—vaery pleasantly occupied he nppears to be,
too."’

« I'lirting with the governess,” put in the
earl, stroking bis iron-grey mustache.  « Miss
Herneastle must have something to say for
nerself, then, atter all ; rbs has succeeded in
amusing Tregenna longer and butter than 1
ever saw him before since he came here How
is it she cowmes to be among us to-night, Gine—
vra ? Her firrt appearance, is it not ?—and
very unlike your usual tactics.”

u Queeniz would have it,” Lady Dangerfisld
answered, with a shrug; “she persists in
making the governess one of her family.”

#« Oh Queenie would bave it, would she 7 ”
the enr! res ouded, thoughtfully looking at
mr daughter.  © Very considerate of Queenis,
& 1d shelikes to have the baronet amused—
natarally, Captain O’Dounwvell, you hornor
Miss Herncastle with a very prolonged and
inquisitive gaze—may I ask if you bave fal-
lon a victim ns well as Sir Arthur ?”

4 A victim? Wwell no, 1 think not. 1 am
trying to recollect where I have seen Miss
Herneustle before.”

t What 77 cried Lady Dapgerfield: # you
too? Oh, this {8 ton much. First, Lord
Ruysland, then Sir Peter Dangerfield, now
Captain O'Dounell, are all transfixed at the
sight of my nursery governess, and insist that,
dead or ulive, they have met her before-
Now whers was it you koew her, Mon Capi-
taine Y Surely not in Algiers?”

u Not in Algiers, certainly.  Where 1 have
seen her before 1 capnot tell: seen her I have,
that is positive—my memory for fucts and
fuces may be trusted. And hers is not a face
w be seen and forgotten, yet just now I cae-
oot place it.”

«Our waltz, 1 believe, Lady Cecil!" ex-
claimed a gentlemaa, coming up and salasm-
ing before her, It wag Sqnire Talbot of
Morecambe ; and Ludy Cecil, with a few last
smiling words over ber white ghoulder to the
¢ asseur, tock his proffered arm and moved
away.

« How strange,’ she was thinking, “that
Captuin O'Donnell should have known her
too. Really, Miss Herncastle is a most my.
stericus personage. Why is it, 1 wonder,
that she attracts aud fuscinates meso? It
isn't thav I like her---1 don’t; I doubt, I dis-
trust her.  Yet I like to louk at her, to hear
ker talk, to wonder about her, How rapt Sir
Arthur looks! 1 neversucceeded inercbaut-
ing bim like that. Four hours ago he wus on
the brink of asking me to be his wite---now
he looks as thoush there were not another
womaer in the echeme of the universe than
Helen Herncastle. Am 1 jealous, I wonder ?
—do I really want to marry him after all?
Am I the coquette they cali me ?”

She smiled bitterly us she looked toward
them. Squire Talbot caught thbat look and
followed it.

#En! Quite a flirtation going on thers,
certainly.” He +wus rather obtuse—the
squire. t Didu't think Sir Arthur was much
of & lady’s man, but gad! to-night he seemns—
oh, good Heaven 1”

He stopprd short—be stared aghast! Miss
Herncastle had lifted her stately head from
the book of engravings and turned her face
foll toward them. And for the first time
Sqnire Talbot saw her.

Lady Cecil looked at him and laughed out-
right. Awnze, consternation, horror, were ac-
tually pictyred upon his fuce.

4 What| another! TUpon my word the plot
thickons rapidly. You, too, bave known
Miss Herncastle then in rome other and bet-
ter world? Issnbe destined to strike every
gent'leman she meets in this sensationnl man-
uwer?”

« Miss—what did you call her, Lady Cecii?
Good God ! I nsver saw such a resemblance
Upon my sacred honor, Lady Cecil, I thought
it was a ghoxt!"

wOf course—that's the formula—tbey all
say that. Whose ghost do you take her for,
Squire Talbot?”

* Katherine Davgerfield, of course—poor
Kuthie. It is—Good Godl—it is a5 like her
as—" the rquire pulled out his cambric hand-
kerchief and wiped bis flushed aud excited
tace. «I give you my word, I never saw
such a resemblance. Except that this lady
has darker hair,and yos yes, I tkink andie
taller and more womanly sheis ” ngainthe
-quire paused, his consternation only per-
mitting disconnected seutences. I hever
saw anything like it---never, I give you my
honor. What does Sir Poter say? He muxt
have noticed it, und gad, it can’t be pleasant
for him .”

Sir Peter has been in a collapsed acd borri-
fled srate ever since she entered Scarswond.
Oh, yes! he sees it!—not a doubt of that
Miss Herncastle is like one of Wilkie Collins’
novele—the interest intensifie steadily to the

end.--the ¢ Man in the Iron Mask' was plain

- ber health,
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keeps .ompsared -to her. - Really, if she
ly feav, Lady Duapgerfield must send het away

I’ hier ing: péoplein this way, I great.

) Lving’ "ghost can’t be-a pleasant - Instruct-

T€ 4g of youth * )

" «8She does not seem fo_frighﬁm‘lr Arthur
Tregenna, at least,” said Squire Talbot, be.
ginning to récover from bis sudden shock.
« And so she is only the governess, I nover
gaw such a resrmblance, never inall my life
What would Edith say, I wonder, if she
could see it 7" o

« Edith 7"

« My sister, you know ured to be Eather~
ine Dangerfield’s bosom friendand confidante,
married now, you know, De .Vere of -the
Plungers and gone to south of France for
Gud! I don’t think it would
be safe to let them mest she's wnervous,
Edith is, tcok Eatheriue's deatn, poor girl
very deeply to heart; and if she came sud-
denly upon this this fac-simile, by George!
of her friend, ¥ wouldn't answer for the con-
sequences. Never gaw such a striking resvm-
blance in all my life.”

And then they whirled away in their waltz.
How strange! how strange! Lady Cecil
kept thinking. Perhaps that wus why her
eyes rarely wandered from these two at
the table. No one interrupted them. It was
a most pron-unced flirtation. Even Captain
O’'Donnell declined the request of his hostess
and the ear! that he should go up and speak
to his friend.”

“ By no wmeans” he said with a smile;
« that can wait. It would be a pity to inter-
rudt him, be reems s0 well amused.”

It was Miss Hernrastle herselt who broke
up the tete-a-tete. Sir Arthur had become so
tuterested, so absorbed in his companion and
the pictures, as to quite forget the flizht of
time.

Women never forget the proprieties, les con-
venances, in any situation ot life. She arose,
Lady Cecil still watching her with a curious
ly ot and interested sxpression, spnke a fow
last balf-smiling words, and burried away,
Like a mwan awakening from a dream, sbe snw
Sir Arthur rise. No, Lady Cecil, you never
succeeded in holding him spell-bound in thi~
way, with all your beauty all your liitliance
Then from an inner room Bhe saw the tall
chasseur make bis way shrough the crowd,
and approacl. She could even h-ar his deep
mellow tones, ¢ Tregenna, my dear follow,
bow goes it?’ Then wirh a look of real
pleasure lgnting up his grave fuce, she saw
the Cornish baronet clusp the band of the
Irish roldier of fuorture. War there any.
thing in the sight of the cordia! hand.clasp
of those two men unpleasant to the sight of
Lady Cecil Clive? Over the fair fate an ir.
titated flush came, juto the brown, bright
aves a sudden, swift, dark anger parssed.
She turned away from the right of her nexr
partner, and for the rest of the night danced
ans flirted without intermis~ion. Her laugh
wus grayer, her eyes brighter, her cherks rosier
than apy there had ever seen them hefore
B ight at all times, some touch of feverish
impatience and anger within made her posi-
tively dazzling to-night,

Tne «festive hour” drew to a close; the
guests were fasi departing. The music was
pesling forth its lust pay straing, as for the
fi.st moment she fouud h rself alone. No
touch of fat gue dimmed the radiance of that
perfoct face ; that st ory light gave her eyes
the pleam of dark diamonds: the fuver roxe
tint was deeper than ever on her cherk, whey
looking up she saw approaching Ly Dan.
gerfield on the arm of aptain O'Donnel]l —
Sir Arthur, stately and digurfied, on her other
hund. Her brilliaut Indyship was vivacioualy
msisting upon something, the chas-eur laugh-
ingly but resolutely refusing

© Oh, here you are, Queenie!” her ladyship
impatiently cried. “ What an ioveteate
dancer vou are becoming, It wag fativning
only to watch you topight  Perhaps you
will succeed where I fail. You and Captain
0'Donnell appear to be old frien«ts; trv it yon
con prevail upon bim aud overcome his ob-
stinacy.”

« 7o overcome the obstinacy of Captuin
O'Donnell 1 know of old tv be an impsnible
task. DBut to plrare you, Ginevial On what
particular point is our Chasseur d'Afrigue ob
stinnte now 7"

«1 want him io leave the inn at Castleford,
with his sister,and come here.  The iden of
stopping atan inn—a ludy, too—prepo-ter—
ous ! Sir Peter imsists, [ ingist, Unel Baoul
insists, Sir Arthur ingists—all in vain. Aod
I used to thivk Irishmen the most gatlant
aud yielding of men— could not passinly suy
no to a lady it they tried T xball havo «n
other opinion of Captain O'Donnell’s couutry-
men after to-pight.”

« You will come,” La Reine Blanche raid,
with a glance of her long, lominous eyeg. that
had done fatal rervice ere to-night. Few
men liad ever the moral courage toany no to
those bLuwitching eves. ¢ You will. OQur
motto is ¢ The More the Merrier, We will de
our best notto bore yvu. Scarswood is a
pleasanter place than the Silver Rose.  You
will come—I wish it.”

« And nobody ever savs no to Queenie,”
Lady Dabpgerfield gayly added; * ber rule in
abaolute monarchy.”

He looked down into the beantiful, laugh-
ing, iwmperial face, and bent low before her,
with nll the gallantry of an {rishmnn, all the
debonpaire ot a Frencl man.

« I can believe it, Lady Dangerfield, And
that Ln Reine Bianche may havethe pleasure
of a new senkation, pormit me to ray it—itor
once, To pleass Lady Cevil—whnat is there
mortal man would dotdo? Ia thi< trivial
matt v s8he will, however, let me bave my
own obstinate way. If tha Peri had never
dwelt in Paradise, rhe would not bave wept
in leaving. I may be weak, but past rad ex
perfence has taught me wisdom. 1 tuke
wurning by the fateof the Peri.”

His tone was very gontle, his smile very
pleasnnt, but his will was invincible. The
velvet zloves sheathed a hand of fron; 1his
was pot the Redmond O'D.npell she han
known—the impetuous, yieldiog lad, to
whom she had but to say ¢come,” and he
came—igo,” aud he went. Whas she testing
her own power? Ifwo, she fuiled sigpally
As bhe turned to goto the cloukroom she
heard him humming a tune under his breath,
a queer, provoking halfrmile on his fuce.
She caught the big end of the words :

# Forthe bird that igouce in thetoils my dear,

Can neve:bo caught with chatl”

That half-amused, balf-knowing smile was
still on his mustached lips as he bane her a
gny good-night, and wns gone. The I:iish
Idyl had been written, and this wae its Euy-
lish reading.

—_—

CHAPTER XII.
¢ THE BATTLE OF FONTENDY.

Tus small parlor of the Silver Rore Inoked
very much $o-day as tt had dope this day six
yenrs, when little Mra, Vavusor had bawn ite
occupuant. A trifle dustiur and rustier, darker
and dingier, but the same; and in one «fits
venerable, home-made arm-chairs, under its
open front windows, sut another little lady,
lonking with weary eyer, up and down the
street. It was Rase O'Doonell—the ecap-
tain's sister. BShe waus a little creature, as
petite as Mre. Vuvasor herself, of fairy-lie.
fragile proportions, 8 wan, moonlight sort ot
face, 1it with large, melancholy eyes. Those

¥ithout ribbon, or lace; or jewel, agg o
[ looked like a.J,ittle Quakeress, cr e

gombre, blueseyes, under their black brow
and lashes, reminded you: of her brother ‘h
rich; abuidant’brown hair, that was b,ut
warmer shade of black, wasalso his; Othy,
wise theré was no-resemblance. In tepg
the expression:of that’wan, small face )
one of ssttled saadness ;.at'intervals, thn(;ub
lit]ip into a &mi.e of wonderfal brighiy,
ard sweetness, and then she was more |
her brother than ever. - She wore gray g

> : a
gray kitten, coiled up there in her big :E:l
She was quite alone, her delicate brow Ly lr
deep and painful thonght, hor hands clag;,}
and noclasping aervously in her lap, her c?, !
eyes fixed on the passers by, but evidey}
not seeking them. ’

« This is the place,” she said to hersel; i
a sort of whisper; “this is the town &n
Scarswood was the house. At last~-at
But how will it end? MustI go on to N
grave knowing nothing—nothing.~whetp
he be living or dead; or am 1tofind
here 7 If I ounly dared tell Redmond—y
best brother, my dearest fricnd—but [ 4y,
not. If he bealive, and they met, hy wyy
agraly kill him.”

Ao ioner door opened, and her brotyy |
straw sombrero in one hand, o fishingroq i
the other, came in with his sounding troopd
tread N I

« Ruse,” he said hurriedly, « I did not ng
tion it at breakfart, but I was absent 1xf8
nicht. I met am old acquaintance, nug HE
insisted upon taking me with him.
the evening at Scarswood Park.”

“ Scatswood Park!” Tt wus almost 4 sy
led ery, but h=+ did not notice it, )

« Y8, Scarswood Park—place some it '
or four miles off—bslonging to Sir Feld
Dangerfield, Didn't see Sir Peter—suw“:
ludy, though, and—here 18 where the inter|g
comes in. Bhe iosists upon your lear :
thinll:.u,)atelery and becoming her guest.”

13 !

“Yes. I chanced todo her some triyj
survice the other day-—absurdly trifling
meake such a fuss over—and she ivsists Up
magnifying a mole-hill into a muuutain, ]
ing 1 saved her lifo and all that. She 551
ally the most hospitable lady I ever mel]
wapt-d to insist upon us both pitchiug gf
tents fn Scarswood. TFor myself, | decliy
wnd do ro still, of course ; but for you—1 hy}
been thinking it over, and am not :o Suref i
This isn't just the pluce of all places I xioyd
chouse for you ; porpetusl skittles in a s
yard can’t be agreesblo ton well-construrty
female mind. They are going to cull to-ag
and if they iosist, and you prefer it, whe, g.‘"'
with them, if you will.” "l

t. They—Sir Peter and Lady Dapeors
do vou mean 7

« No; Lady Dangerfield and ber cousia.tff
Lady Cecil Clive. By the bye, I negivctedl
mention that I koew Lady Cecil Clive ik
tather, Lord Ruysland, years ago, in Irelas
They're very civil and all that, and if ib.os i
gint, as I suid, and you prefer it—" c e

Her large eyes lit with ap enger lizh:

#There can be no question as to my yirele:
ence, brotber; but it you object to ii:zu:f
WB_V—”

#“Oh I doan’t object. I would just as e’
—sooner, indeed—you went, a8 you insisi o]
on stayiog in this place atall. Ishull o]
main here, and run down tosee you every
nutil you have bad snough of Castleferi a
snri Scar~wood  And now, au revoir {v: ] =k
day—I m poing fishing.” H

H- loft the room whistling, flingirs &];
tomnrero carelessly on his dark cuils at
throwing his fi-hiiog-rod over his sbul
His sister watched his tall figure onut
rigrht

# 5o he knew this Lady Cecil years agc,
Iretard, and never told me! Odd! 1w
der if Laaty kvew her! [ shall ask.” g~

A= if the thought n.ad evoked him, end
Luuty Lefferty, a brush in one rand, a p }
s master’s riding-beotsin the other, ¢ i B
vd by aun Algerian sun, otherwise vat s whil
changed by the wear and tear of six yean§
scldjoring. He deporited the boots on th
hearth-tug, and stepped back, like a tive arj
ti-r, to snrvey his work. g

«Phim’s thim,' snid Lanty, ¢tan’ palished
till ye might a'most shave yerself iv thir!
Miaxn Rose, alauna! is ther anythiug in (el
winrruld wide I can do for ye? BShure mgg
very heutt's broie intirely since we krm tof
this place, wid sorra,band’s turn to doe o4
worntn’ till night.”

« What! And you complain of that
ty ' his youuz mistress said, witha «
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a hotiday alter your active life out in .\!riern
Surety you are not longing so svon to e ¢
ngnin soldieriog 77
¢ Sodgering, is it?  Ob, thin, 'tis wisidn'i
well Lam for sodgering,  Sorra luck o craty
is thir &bout such wurtherin’ work. I'm a0
sayin' ngin figbtiv’, miad ; thir wasn't & boj
in the bareny fondher of a nate Litas
serimymage thin mesulf; bat out ther: nwond
thims biack havthine av Arabs, av’ thim littl:
awentin’® givils av Frinchmip, that wor wurg
nor ouny baythin—. h, thin, sweet bad Inck o8
1t bl ! Shure, what the captain can kee inf
rates me intirolv.  Awxif it wasn't bad eanugiy
10 bo starved on black hread an' blacker reoi3
au’ 1f ye snid ¢« puys,’ about it, called up nored
s court-muriial an’ shot in the clappin® aviel
hands  Faith, it tnrns me stomach this nic 8
ute whin I think av all the tidy boys I'; 4
sten ordhered vut at day-brenk to knee of § -
thir own cofline au’ be shot down liko wif 8
or mebbe stickin’ a frindly Arab, or givind
word av divilm vt or divarshua to thir shis 3
parior officer. M.y ould Nick fly away i
algiers an’ nll belongio’ to it nfore Misthe §
Hedmund takes it into M8 head to go bad
thaie agaio, It'slittle I thought thistim
wix years that I'd iver set fut in it or a0 §
other haytbin lan’ like it, whin Masther Bed
mond an’ that beautiful young slip, the ford: -
duughter, wor coortin’ hgyaut in Torrygles -
Faix ! itsmurred [ thought tbey'd be lony ot
many o day ngo, wid mebbe three or four fiu:g
childer growin’ up ahout thim an' mys R
dhry-purke to thim same. But, ob, wim
shure rthe Lord’s will be donel” +
Mr. Lufferty, with a sort of groan over i}
hollowness of humau hope, shook his hesge
took a last armiring look at the glitter of £
masters boots, and then turned to depnt 3
but the youag lady detained bim., o
« [t's a hurrowing care, Lanty. Don’t liig
a burry.  So the lord (I suppore you alltl
to Lord Ruysland, avd don’t menn anythl
irreverent,) and his daughter were in Irclatfie
then before you ever went to Algiers?, :
“Ay; yo may well say they wor.
meybe it isn't in Algiers we'd be to this &
av it waro’t for thim. Heaven forgive @
but the thought of thim goes hetweun mod
my pigbt sleep. Och! hut it's the dessvd
pair thay wor. But shurs what bettherC?
ye expuct—dido't the thw Eaglish fver an's!
ways discave the Irinh—the curse of Crof
well on thim! Thera they wor—an’ it ting
rmile and civil word an’' the ¢God save ' N
kindly, Misther Redmond acushalla,’ thoyb i
tor him uutil a blind man cud see the stV
he was in. Sorraa hute they did but c0
—Misther Redmood and herself—an' b3
ould lord lookin’ on us plased as Puuch. 1.-1
fuith, an’ their looks an’ their picters—wala
sheforiver taken off the rosks and, the gl
an' messlf, for that matheras if I wasa b8
Au' thin’ whin its wantin' to marry ber g
was—shure I could see it—by thepowars! 48



