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THE VILLAGE ANGEL;

Or, Apatha's Recompense.

' CHAPTER XII
TUE BROKEN' LILY.

¢ This is the test of your love, Agatha.

ill you go away with me to-night, without
tellivy to uny creature what is to bappen-..
£0 awny with me, to Le with me always, nud
never 10 retura?  Will you believe what I
gay that, plecged and jlighted 2s we are,
there is no need to go through the differeat
ferns oand ceremovics sffected by re ple,
¥You slnlhave the weddiag rng. Iwil'pat
it on your finger, ani it will blnd us togetue:
f2at as any vows.”

She trembled violently; in the whole
of her sboit, simpls lite she bad never
board such a guestien discussed—ao cne
had spcken of marriage, Alter she had
grown up she had been esked to somo
of tho village wsddinge, and they had
eeemel to her solemn as church services
—all blessings and prayers.  Whother
there w.is eny varialion, sny differcnce,
8he did not kaow, the had not thought
of it ; h-r instincts, keen and pure, told Ler
it was wrong, but her feelings and wishes
were no’in acuord with her reason, :

“Inat ia my test, Agaths,” he gaid.
‘“Uome wish me, and stay with mo for all
time—gzive me all tho rest of your life with.
out reserve ; or let us part now-—trust me
all in all, or not at all @

She wwemble! violently, and clung to his
am

with the light on her face thut would shine
there nevermore. .

As he passed through the groundsto the
abbey, hoe suw a tall white hly growing
alonc—a fair lily, whose petals wero like
snow—aund with one'blew of lLis stick he cut
it down.

That should not stand up in the face of the
blue heavens while she fell !

Some voice hud spoken, had etsriled him,
Whether it wos pity, repret, remorse, who
sholl eay ? Lut os he lovked round just belore
he cntered the house, something ke u curse
rose to his lips that he had ever scen the
place at all,

He tried to sy to himsclf that it would
have been & crusl thing to have left one =0
beantiful to fade away in this uoknown vil.
lage; Lut he could not blind himself as he
had blinded her, Little sleep caome to him

tha% night. e left emily iu the morning,
having made his adieus over night, snd the
Ingt thing ho saw as he 1.it the grounds was
the beoutiful white lily he had wantouly slain
the night before, lying dead on the grase,

** Whut eentimenta] ncnscneo have Ituken
up 7' he soid to himsclf ; * and whut a
fiower, Leaten snd dead, con have to do
with my besutiful love, Agaths, I cannot
imagine”

Yet he knew hest why the fower reminded
him of her. -

CHAPIER XIII,

A WUMAN WITI[UUT A FEMALE FRIEND.

‘I'wo years uave paseed since Sir Vane per-
suaded Agatha Brooke to leave home with
him. Two yeors had chsnged her from a
beautitul girl into a magnificent woman,

“Miy I just speak to Joan—nsk Joan
' what she thicks #' she pleaded.

¢ No,” he replied, eorrowfully. ¢ Ualess
¥ou belicve in mo implicitly, give me no half |
faita. Do you want Joan to coulirm what 1
tell you—db sou appeal from me to her ¥7

€ 0h, oy, na Y she eried, *‘it is not that ;
bu: it woull eamfort me so preatly to Lear
some one-clse spenk of it—it is to mew and
8teange to me,”

** 81y no more, Agatha, Ycu-—you doubt
me, acd [ can never forgive the duubs,”

Aud Sir Vane turned from her, as though
he had tears in his cyes, The next instand
the tender arms were round his neck,

‘¢ Hay the test fuiled, my darling ¥ he
asked, kissing her face, ¢ Hus it failed 7

¢ No,” she replied,  *“ 1 will trust all to
you. Whut you tell me is new uud strange
to me, Isisnot what I have been tuughs to
believe ; but the belief of my lite 1 give up
> you. You would nottell me what isnot
teue. T will hbeteve what you t2ll me cn the
good faith of your swn word, i wiil und do
belicve that [ am—"

She pauced, and a hot blush covered her
face.

¢ That you arc my wife!” he cricd, and he
Kissed the fattering lips that could not utter
the words. ** And, durling, you will po with
me? You will not let me go away loncly and

. wretched,”

¢t I will go,” she said.

** Yon promise inviolable secrecy—rot one
word to your father, or Jcam, or nby one
<lge,”

* If you desire it I will be quite eiiczi,
ehe replied.

** You will be as obedient as you are be:n-
tiful,” he cried, “ acd an obedient wifeisn
great Elessing.”

$* I must love, honor, and obey,” sho
snid, ** Those are such beautiful words,
Vaoe; they comprive everything.”

You will have plauty to do, Agatha, dar-
ling, if you will go with me, Listen to my
directions—write first o Jetter to your father;
¢ell him you are married, and thst you have

”

gone away with your husband; that
yeu will write to him in a short
time, ffland  that ke need not have

the lesst anxiety for you ; you will be rich,
deppy snd beloved ell your life. Add any-
%hing else you like ; but be sure abcut this,
write every word as I have told you, Do not
pack any boxes. We will go straight through
2o Puaris, vnl there you shall buy everything
you can prasibly want,”

*¢ I'oor futher !" she eaid, sadly ; it recing
viry hard thit my happiness shonld meke his
misery. Do you think he will miss me ¢

“I should eay that he will miss you very
wmuch, indeed, bat he will be pleased to knox
thit yon ars happy.”

The Db:utiful eyes, with their shadow of
lintless doubt, looked wietfully at him.

*¢ No : nothing of tho kind. Ho will be all
rizht, Most fathors expect their daughtors
to marry at some time; why should not yoa?
You can retarn so seo him in a yeor or twe.”

€ Whet will the children do ? What will
#ll my poor people say 9" che cried.  “* There
will be no one to comfort them when I cm
&one,”

* Weuld you ratber have them than me?!
$o whispered.

““You I'"" shereplied, ** $ou know, Vane;
then there is the church and the organ,
«everything I have laved in my life.”

“* You prefer me to all,” he said,

*¢ Aly, yes; o thousand times ycs,” she
replicd.

“If you feel down-hesrted about it,
Agutha, you must say, over and over again,
to yoursclf, I am going to my love, who
loves me, never to lcave him apsin. You
will have courage encugh for anything,
it you only say that; and now I wane
yeu  to  listen to me still further.
We -rill nst go away together ; we should
be too easily traced. I sholl leave the
Abbey at five in the morning; and you,
my darling, come by the train that leaves
VWestbury ot night, Tuke o ticket {o
Hetm'nster. I will meet you thers, and
we wilt o to London. Wiil your courage
fail vou?”

% No, I think not,” she said. *‘ Bus, oh,
V.ne, if it could have been diffexent! IfI
could have gone with you to church, like
osher girls do, 1 shonld have beea much hap
per. You will langh at me I know, yetI
must say good-by to the beautiful Agatha
in the easterm window, £ wonder—
it is & foolish wonder, I know ; but if she
could epeak, what would she say to me ¥

But even he, who dared to lead tbis pure
innocent girl to ruin, had not the courage to
put on the lipa of this Christian virgin words
thut were of the devil's creed.

He launghed, but there was something

cenatrained and  embarrassed in  hias
langh. He had eaid to himself it would
be piquant to woo and win & saint. He did

There wns & senase of

not find it so pleasant.
Tlhie odde had been so

shame in his victory,
greatly in his favor,

He nover tircd of cslling her his wife,
And the name had a magical influence over
her, \When they parted every arrangement
had becen made for the meeting on the
morrow.

He watchad the girlish, graceful figure, as
Agatha walked slowly down the lane.

He had won the victory ; she would be
kis, this beautiful girl who had hitherto been
content with u lifo of oharity--his! and he
did not believe that any other coull have
wen her, .

Yet he was not quite happy—a matter
which surprised bim, He did not sing to
himeelf as ho went through the green fields—
yet, what did it matter ?—sbe was only a
doctor’s ‘deughter. He went home through
the lunes and passed through the church.-
yard, as he had done nnce bafors, to shorten
tho disteace, How well he remembered seeing

her thers, under the ivy.oavered porch,

a0

Shte waos just twenty now, and a more perfect

vision of Jovelioess had  npever  glad-
dered man’s eyes.  Shoe hsd grown
gines she Jeft Whitcerolt ; she was
tuller and etrenger, the laok of deli-

cacy hud piven place to the most perfect
hesith.  Theught, travel, much resding,
=nd the deep love that filled her ket hod
given to hcr face an expression of refineavut
und intdliet; er teauty was of the highest
type, hier cduention was compl:-te; she had
learncd French and Italian, she had perfected
her lovely voico; sho was brtier read, and
had clearcer ideas than most wumen of
her age. She was a delightiul com.
pmimm—she could talk  well and bril.
liantly on ony topic, lLer words were
vwell chosen and picturesque ;3 her mind
wag  widl stored with fuct and poetry.
A graceful, beautiful, accomplished wo-
man, sud Sir Vane repect:l more than
once that he had not made her mistress
of Silverdale. It seemed to him a thou-
sswl pitiee that ehe must spend her life in
concealment ; her bsauty nnt t:l nts would
have ndorncd any runk. He saw it now that
it was too late. It wus too late—~he had eo
alroitly kept her to bimself that she
still retained intuct her old faith snd belief in
him. He knew her well enough now to be
quite sure that if her faith and trust died, ner
lovse would be as surely slain, Ho Lnew
that if she once onderstood how he had
misled her, she would never look upon Lis
face aguin. He thought ot it lonz and often,
for he had awakened to the perfect convicticn
that 8o long ag he lived he should find no
other womaa like Agatha. Oae or two little
iccidents had happened that would have
opened the eyes of a more worldly woman,
It so happened that they reached Flor-
ence when one of the court festivnls wns
celebrated, apd they found sll the hotels
crowded. English, French, snd Americans,
lovers of court spectacles, were ull gathered,
aud Sir Vane, still travelling as Mr. Heriot,
wag compelled to put up with two small
rooms at the Hotol de 1'O.ient ; and at this
saume hotel, ag he went dewn the grand stair-
caae, ho met an old friend with whom he had
been at college—Captain Farmer—who,
with his wife and chiliren, was staying
there. In his genial, cheery manner, the
captain cried out -

‘¢ Sir Vane, how glad 1 am to ses you.
How long it is since weo met.”

Then, perceiving Agatha, he took off hia
hat, with n low, sweeping bow, evidently
thinking she was Lady Curlyon,

¢ Arc you staying here 77 he atked. 1
am glad My wifc and children sre hers, 1
cannot tell you how delighted 1 am to see
yo“-“

Bat there was little response in Sir Vans's
handsone face. His fricnd went on, car.lers
of everything, except hie pleasure at the
meeting,

¢ I did not know that you were married.
Thoy told me at the Cariton that you had
disuppeared somewhere—that no cne knew
your whercabouts,”

Then he stopped abruptly, for he saw that
Sir Vune had no intention whatever of intro-
ducing him to tho lovely woman at his side,

Sir Vana whispered a few worda to her,
and she went slowly up etairs again;
then, swith a pale face, he turned to his old
friend.

% You are mistaken,” be said, *“*ITam not
married. You will excuse me, just now, at
least. I must decline avy introduction to
Mrs. Farmer. May I ask you also not to
mention my name? I am konownhere as Mr.
Heriot.”

The captoin’s gay face clonded over,

Yt You will nevor learn sense, Sir Vape., I
was honestly glad to think you were married
to an angel like that girl—what a good and
beautiful face 1

“'J wish to Heaven I were married " he
said, with a~groan, **1 nced not ark you,
Farmer to say nothing of this; we are leaving
to-morrow, and it ie not worth while to have
apy scandal,”

His heart was on- his lips as he asked the
question ; he had placed her in the very
positicn in which she waas liable to tlight and
insult, but he could 1ot have borne to see it
—a quivering paio un her sweet face would
have maddened him,

¢ I quite understand,” snid the captain
‘¢ you may rcst assured of my silence, 1
will not speak of hoving met you, even
to my wite. I do not wish to preach, but I
should like to ask if you have ever thought
what the end of all this will be? It does not
geem to me so very long since Lady H—-
lost home and friends for you."”

¢ That has nothing to do with the ques-
tion,” aaid Sir Vane, haughtily, I thank
you for your promise of recrecy. Forget you
hove metma, Good-by.”

The genial gladness had all faded from the’

captain's face ; he locked stern and grave.

* Good by, Sir Vane,” he repeated, sor-
rowing in his heart for what he felt to be
tbe depradation of hia old fricnd. They
parted, not to mcet again for many long
years,

Slowly enouph Sir Vane went up the stair-
case after Agatha ; she stood there blush-
ipg snd smiling. She laid her arms
round his neck, and hid her blushing face on
his breast.

‘“Qh, Vane," she said, * how did he kaow
that we were married ?°

“ He took it for granted, I suppose, cceing
us here together,”

“Will it matter? Will he spesk of it?
Will it be known now 7’ she asked,
“A:;g you quite sure that it will not barm

ou ?

¢ He will not speak of it, darling. No, no
harm can come to me,”

But he dare not tell her that he distinotly
told hie friend he was not married, That
same afternoon she was going up the grand
staircase aleme and on the firat landing—

large as a room—> ludy stood with a lit.le
boy.
ilx heautiful, rosy-tintod boy, with lrng,
fair emrls, A sudden rush of memory filled
her lieurt when she vaw him, sni she thought
of the children «f Whitecroft who had loved
herso dearly,  Toe child luoked at her with
liughiug eyes se she psssed, and the little
ridiog-whip he held fell to the ground; she
stooped to recover it and held it out to him.
¢ ] thank you,” said the boy, in such clear,
perfect Buglish, .

Sha wae just a little sturtled, and said :

¢ You are Boglish 1"

4 You,” bo replicd, ** I am Eoglish,”

Just ot that moment w stern vuice called :

¢ Caurlie 1"

¢ Y er, popa,”’ the boy nnswered.

“ Come here, I want you.”

And lovking up, Agatha saw the same
pentieman who bad claimed Sic Yane as his
triend-—the only cne, she thought, in her
simple heart, who had spoken of their mar-
risge, H- never looked at her, but came for-
wurd ¢nd took the lady and the child away.
There was something in his manner which
told her that he had done it purposcly—that
he would not allow his wife and child to
speak to her.

“Why did he do it, Vane?' she asked,
afterward, when she was describing the
sezne. ‘*Why would be not let the boy
speak to me?”

‘1 cannot tell,” said Vane ; ¢ most proba-
bly we have lost cuete in his eyes by takiog
roeoms on the fif.h atory, but we could not
helpit.’

She laughed.

« How foolish! Ishould never care where
nnybody lodged or lived,” sho said.

She did not doubt him. They did and
sail such wonderful  things in  this
world of his, she nsver pretended to un-
deratand them, At liset she did begin
to tiink it strange that she had not
made one lady friend since she left White-
croft, With the exception of tho scrvants
in the different hotels she had pot spoken to
a womap, Wh thsy were quito among
forzigncrs, Sir Vane in-roduced her ns Mrs,
Heriot, snd spoke of her as ‘“‘my wife.”
With kingl.sh people they rarely snescciated,
and vhe kn2w none by nnie,

“ Vape,” she enid, one morning, **[ am
tire\ of secing all men’s faces. I wish
I knew a nico givl. I should like a girl
friend.”

' \Wten I see one nice enongh for you to
know, I ghall be glad, too,” he said, ** But,
Auzatha, you are not growing t'red of me, are

ou ¥’
y She mode an enswer that delighted him,
Such love s hers never grows cold or dice,
usfortunately.

He saw more clearly every hour that the
mament in which ehe should learn how he
had hetraved her would be the last they
shiould spand topgether ; and he loved her
ench day more and more,

He hud but one desire now, and it was
that they should go farther away from the
beaton track, whero they would not ke
txposed to these scenes, Spain—Ger-

muny—Switzarland 2 Where rghould he
go? What corner of the land was
free from the intruwiioar of Iaglish
people, with their narrow idess ? Tt seemed
to him like an inspiration when he read that
b Swios lady, residing at Lucerne, wished to
receive an Kaoglish family for the summer.
There, away from babels and great cities—
sway from the throng of tourista—there
would eurely be peace. He wrote rt cnce’
and his letter wan answered by Madame a
Baroone U’liavers—a Swisa lady, who gave
him every particular about the Chateau Bail--
fleurs, and told him franklv that she had lost
the greater part of her fortune during the
Franco.German war, and wns compelled to
let her house during the greater part of the
ear,

y It was quite retired, beautifu! beyond all
warde ; yet if he wighed for a litile change,
he could easily reach some of tho faircst cities
in Switzirland. Sir Vano was delighted ; at
lwt they would have perfect peace, and he
should have his beautiful Agatha all to him-
solf, Some few yeara ago the prospect f a
chateau by a Swiss lake, with nothing
but hills and mountaina aronnd, would have
filled m with diamay ; but now he longed
for it—1love had tranaformed him.

“*I: will be the moet detightful life in the
whole world 1" cried Apatha, when he con-
sulted her. ‘' And, Vene, do you not think
that my father would come to see us there ?”

Hes promised that he would think of it.

Madume D'Eovers had written very fronk.
ly to him. 1t was certainly dull, sho said—
she would not hide that from him ; dull, ex.
capt to those who loved nature, or had great
resources in themeelves,

¢ My grent resource is you, Agaths,"” said
Sir Vane, when he read the lctter: **we
could never be dull when we are together.”

Madame went on to state the number of
her servents, und added that her hucbind's
niece, Mudemoiselle Valerie D’Eavers, lived
with her, but epent the greater part of her
time in Parie.

Sir Vane never thought of that part of the
letter again until he snw Valerie—then the
woi 1d changed.

They started at once for their new
bome ; Sir Vane was moet impatient ;
but if he had known what was waiting for
him on the shores of that DLlue lake, he
would rather have been dend than have gone
there,

They were delighted with the chatean ; it
well deserved the name of ¢ Beautiful
Flowers,” for it was literally smothered
with them. Nothing corld have been
more pictureeque or besutiful. Flowers
of every hue, of every deecription, of
every kiod of loveliness ; they climbzd
the walls, they peeped in at the win
dows, they covered the doovs and the
i;;ou railings ; the gardens were filled with
vhem,

The whole place seemed lnughing in the
sunshine ; the fragrance of flowers greeted
them,

* How happy we shall be here, Vane |”
cried Agatha,

He kiesed her beautiful face as he anawered :

“ We ghould be happy anywhere together, ”

And he meant what he said.

CHAPTER XIV.

SIR VANE'S WARNING,

¢“ Mr, and Mrs. Heriot,”” as madame la
bironpe implicitly believed them to be,
wero very warmly welecomed at the
Chatenu Bellefleurs ; overy preparstion
had been made for them. Two magni-
ficent suites of apartments, overlooking the
luke, were set aside for them, Madame and
her niece occupied the other side They
wotild be free from intrusion as though hiving
in their own house, Madame had reserved
one smsall part of the garden for herself and
her niece ; all the reat was at their disposal,
Any friends they might care to invite
could be well accommodated. Madama
In baronna received them herself, She
had been & handsome woman, but was sotne-
what paese; she was a thorough arirte:rat,
nlthough she was compeiled to let part of her
ancitnt house ; Sir Vane was delighted when
he saw her,

“ No fear of vulgar curiosity thare,” he
gaid to himself : *‘she is & gentlewoman,”

Madame showed them round tte grounds,
the house, appointed the diffsrent ssrvants
that were to wait npon them ; showed them

the piano and the organ, of which she was

very proud, and then said au revcir, As shs
I¢ fi tnem, turning with a graceful bow to Sir
Vune, she said :

1 know, Mr. Heriot, that you seek soli-
fude hire-—your letter told me as much—
therefore I shall never intrude upon yoa ; but
if at apy time Mrs, Hertet would like & chat
or a sircll, 1 shall be only too pleased. My
niece und mysell spesk good English; her
mother wad an Eaglishwomen.”

He thavked her, and Agatba turned t5 him
with smiling cyes,

*'Oh, Vane, I un 80 glad— I um 5o plensed !
It seerna 8o loug sicce I have epoken even to a
lady.’

¢ Hush, Agatha !” he said. ** You must
bo curcful st to let madoms hear that, Our
circumetsnces have peen peculiar. As arule,
it would be very unwise to say that you have
no lady friends,”

“*Then I will oot say it,” she replied. ‘I
will be careful and rememb:r; but, all the
ssme, I am 80 hewrtily glad.”

1L am glad for you, darl'ng. Do be
careful ; do not speak of yourself inany
wny, or of me, unless you cannot avoid it
without being aiogalnr.”

“Imust be most cereful,” sho eaid, snd
she kept her word.

They found life at the Chateau Belle-
fzure a taate of Paradise; the sceaery
sround was so maguificent, the lake mo
clear and Dlue, the grund old woun-
taing in the distance covered with snow,
eterrally white and calm, the green, lovely
shores, the endless variety ot scene, It was
beautiful to rise in $he muraing and breakfast
while ehe looked on the blue lake, t» wutch

the pleasurc-boats and the shadows cu the
waters, Sir Vane purchared a boat, and
pever tired of rowing Agatha from shore
to shore. It was the calmest, sweeterst,
beightzst life thet had ever fallen to uny
one’s lob, Agatha was extremely happy ;
this fair, picturecque homs of thoirs was moust
d:lightiul.

They drove fnto Lucerns for the make cof
sariety ; they went cnce or twice to & bhall,
mere friquently to the theatre, and they
never met aoy of the compatriots whom Sir
Vune g0 heartily dreaded.

¢ I have never b:en so happy in my whole
life,” he said enz duy to Agatha. * Ishould
like to live hure always.”

¢ Must we go away ?” ahe asked,

“ Nct yet at lesst; snd, perhaps, not
for & leng time. I must go to Fnglind
sometime."”

“ Never without taking me,” she said.

““ Never,” he replied, kissing the besutiiul,
loving face.

It was the month of June then ; they had
pot b:en seven weeks aut the chatean, and
madame Iy baronne had grown much attached
to the gentle, beautiful lady. She fouud her
80 weli-bred, so gifted, so fair, in every sense
of the word. Nothiug pleased madame more
than to tnke Mrs, Heriot through tho Lizauti-
ful grounds thas reached even to the sliore of
the lake. She discovered at once that Mrs,
Heriot did nct care to talk of herseli, or ber
untecedents, and she never made the least
attempt to induce her to do 30. A sinsere
1 king existed between them, ard, for hersake,
Sir Vane was pleased to see it

He was answering & businesa letter one
merniog, and it occurred to him that
he had been oaway from Eogland
more than two yesrs, acd that during the
whole of that time he had been constant to
his love. Never pefore in his life had he
loved longer than two morths, He wondered
if the time would ever come when he should
tire of the angel face and gentle manner of
his fair young love, Fer the thousandsh time
he reerctted that he had not married her.
He believed it was within the bounds of pos-
;ibi}:;.y that be might bave been true to her
or life.

That same evening, while they were at
dioner, Sir Vane fincied that he hesrd a
car(li'iage driving up the entrance. Agatha
said ¢

¢ That must ba madame’s niece. She was
to return tu-day.”

** Mudame's niece ! ho
sen'ly,

He had almost forgotten that mention
had been made of euch a person ; he would
never forget it again.

* I am sorry our pesze is invaded, Agatha.,
How quiet and happy we have been I

**Sne will not interfera with us,” said
Apatha. ¢ Madame often speaks to me of
her. She spends all her time here &t the
piano., Masadame is very fund of her.”

It was o mutter of perfect indifference to
Sir Vune, who finished his dinnor, and took
his cigar cut on the terrace. Agatha did
not fullow him at once, and he sat there
thinking.

Sudduly at the other end of the garden,
he saw the tall, graceful figure of a girl, with
red roses in hor dark huir—a figurs that was
perfect in ita subtle grace, perfect in its
symmetry. A tight-fittiog dress of dark
velvet showed every line and every graceful
curve to perfection, but the face was turned
from him,

* Midame's niece,” satd Sir Vanpe to him.
gelf ; “and a grand tigure, too. What
aloulders! She has the same inimitable tura
of the neck that I admired sc much in the
Disna of the Louvre. The face will mnot
match the figure—it never does.”

He found bimeelf watching every move-
ment of the tall, slender figure, and every
movement was 8o perfect, She stood
looking over the orange trees, her
whice hands clesped and looking like
ivory as they lay listlessly againtt her
velvet dress, Then she bent forward, and
from the crown of her head to the long aweep
of velvet that lay on the grass was one per-
fect live of beauty, Then she gathered some
of the heavy red roses that grew so plenti-
fully, and pleced them in her dress. She
walked up snd down the pretty terrace that
overlooked the lake, and he said to himself
that it waa the very poetyy of motion—but he
did not see her face.

Agatha came with the books and papers,
and he forgot the girl with the red roses in
her dark hair.

**Vane, madame’s niece iz comse,’ eaid
Agaths, and Sir Vane gave some linguid
answer ; except that she had a perfect
figare and moved with perfect grace, he had
no interett in madame’s niece.

**She is so beautiful,” continued Agatha ;
¢ hut not afb all like English women,”

They sat ont on the terrace until tho sun
sef, and then by the moonlight they went to
the shores of the lake that looked like n sea
of calm, quiet silver. Neither of them
thought or spake of madame’s niece again,

A beautiful woman, with red roses in her
dark hair and in her dress sat talking to
madame,

** These visitora of yours do not make
much difference in your life, auat,” ghe said.

*¢ Not muoch, Valerie, but that it is more
cheerful to know they are here,”

“ Do you never go out with them ?” she
asked.

I have been several times on the lake
with Mra. Heriot,”

* Herlot,” repeated the girl, with a
scornful drooping of the full, curved -lips.
*I know English names very well, aunt,
but this is strange to me, * Heriot,” it is not
noble.”

“Itis mot ? X do notsupposs he is noble,

repeated, ab-

Valerie, but he has plenty of mozey,”
‘! That is @ very good thing,” sighed the
girl. ¢ Oh, aunt, how I long for money 1"
' You must marry well,” said madame,

¢ Thot is just whers my character is o
utterly inconsiatent, and where I shall fail
altogether. I love money—I want money—
no one can want it more ; but I feel sure 1
shall marry for love,”

* Qush, my dcar!” said madame, who did
n>t think that at sli a decorous word on the
lips of u girl,

Valerie Inughed.

‘1t js a drendful thing to apeculate ahout,
aunt, is it not? Bat about your lodgers—I
thought you told me they were so wealthy 2"

‘8o they are, Vulerie,” said madame, com-
plactn‘ly.  **1 belivve if Mrs, Heriot could
ent gold and driok pearls, her husband would
get buth for ber. I have seen much ot mar.
ried life, but I never saw such devoticn—it is
quite touching,”

‘¢ Does he love her so much " asked Valerie,
nuickly,

*‘I never knew how much a man could love
a worran until I saw BMr., Heriot. There is
plecty of meney., The sirangest thing about
them is, that they will not have servants of
their own, and do not care to meet English
people.”

‘¢ A long honeymoon, I euppose,” langhed
Valirie, “The Ecglish are queer people.
Mr. and Mrs. Hiriot muat be a small fortune
to you, my dear aunt.”

‘1 must not complain,’ replied madame.
““Qae thivg, I uvow, as need drove me to let
pert of my home, I could not have poesibly
met with nicer people than Mr. and Mrs.
Heriot,”

““Iam quite anxious to see them,” eaid
Valerio,

And that night, when the pretty chateau
of Bellefleure 11y in the white moonlight, no
one dr?umed of the tragedy dawning uonder
its roof,

CHAPTER XV,
“UIs WIFE MUST BE HAPPY.”

Sir Vane, enjoyiog his cigar, was walking
through the beautiful prounds alone, Agatha
was occupied with sume pretty fancy work—
samething she wus muking f¢r madume, She
had grown warwmnly attached to madame,

She had liked Lady Annes very much, but
there was o warmth about the Swies lady
thut the rectrr's wife lacked, Vase was
strolling caveless)y on his favorite promenaide
—the terrace that overlooked the lnke, when
he saw the same graceful figure that had at-
tracted hLis attention the night before,

** Madame’s niece again,” he thought, I
hope this place is not to be pervaded by her.”

Then he saw her face, She was sittting an
8 qusing oi1 eirved aeat that atood close toa
murble faun, She had been busy guthering
roses for madamo’s rooms, and sat down
to rest with the basket of roees in
her hapnds. Her attitude acd pose were
of the most perfect grace—but studied
to the last degree. She knew thet by halt.
turniog her head the graceful lines of her
neck were seen to groatest advantage; she
knew that when her hand lsy upon the roses,
its beauty of color and shape could be per-
fec'ly reen,

She was the true tyre of the Parisienne
beauties ; always dressed with the greatest
cure nnd elegance ; polished, suave, and cares-
sing in manner, with a worship for appear-
ances rorely equaled, She had pondered for
some time how she should meet Mr, Heriot;
not that shn bad any idea at that time ot
secking to gain hie attenticn. The innate
‘matinzta  of coquetry told her that here
wns a rich Eoglish gentleman, who
might be to her a very useful triend ; thera-
fore she would do her best to attract his
notice and to please him. She was a great
believer in making friends, and in making
them useful to herzelf. She had decided, in
ber own mind, that the most beautiful zsso-
ciation s man could have with a woman
wag through flowera. If he saw her
first gathering or tending %> them, he
would always for the future, associate
her with them, 8¢, according to her
own errapgement, he found her with
t 1e basket of blooming rotes, which seemed
to sbaorb her whole attention.

She started as he came in sight; and rising
huriiedly, the roses fell in a crimson shower
o the ground. Could anything have been
better, pretiier or more picturesque? She
uttered a low musical cry of dismay, and Sir
Vane hurried to her,

“Tbat is my fault,” he eaid, raising his
hat. ‘I am sorry I startled you.”

‘I am sorry to have dropped my roses and
given trouble, ’ she replied.

* They will soon be back in the basgket,”
he snid, ¢ if you will Intruet it to me."”
‘“Huve I the pleasure,” she said, *‘of
spenking to Mr., Heriot ¥’

He bowed.

‘I have the pleasure of addressing thelady
known to us lately by the title of * madame’s
neice.”

“I am Mademoisclle D Envers,” ehe re-
plizd, with ssutely grace.

Aud Sir Vane bowed again.

“{ hope,” she added, ‘*that I am not in-
truding on any part of the grounds that are
appropriated to your use, Mr. Heriot?"
“*There can be no question of intrusion,”
he replied.

And he felt that to meet this beautiful,
dark-eyed, brilliant git]l in the suniit gar-
dens, would be n pleasant rarity ; but not too
often. And she read bhis thoughts with won-
derful clearnesa.

‘“He is wcndoring whether I shall bore
him,” she thought-—** whether I shall come
too ofttn, and interfere with the honey-moon
tete-c-tetes.”

¢ You are very kind, monsieur,” she said,
““but I must not avail myself too ofter. of
your kininess, It is strenge that this terrace
is my favorite spot, and it is also yours,”

‘¢ It is, But I shall not like to think that
I have deprived you of the pleasure of fre-
quenting i£,”

She looked at him with a frank smile that
attracted him irresistibly.

I must watch my opportunities,” she
#aid, * und go when monsieur is absent.”

He laughed, and began to pick up tbe
roses,

**1 shnll not know how to arrange them
as toet-fully as you have done,” he euid ;
““but I will give them all to you.”

Nuthing could bave been more plessant,
she thought, with a smile,

And the next fow minutes passed happily
in the fresh sunlit air, with the odor of roses
all round them.

4 How handsome and how kind he is1”
thogght Valerie, ‘ His wile must be hap-

She was too adroit to Hatter him—she
koew that Englishm.n looked on fattery
with great suspiclon—but during that short
interview ehe gave him to understand, v-ith
great tact and skill,that sha admired him,

** I am slways so pleased to ses fresh fnces
ot Belleflaare,” she suid. ¢ The Chatenu in
very besutiful, but tar too quiet for my
Laste,”

““ And to mine, ita solitude is its greatest
charm,” said Sir Vane,

She lsughed sgain, that pleasant, frank
langh of bers which Sir-Vune liked to hear.

$‘That is because you have brought all
your world with you,” she said, ‘*A deasert
would doubtlees sesm like paradise under
aimilar circumstinces. 1 have no world,”

‘¢ The lows is the world’s, not yours,” he
rotorted, wih a bow. “‘I cen imugine that
you find Bellefleurs very quiet.” .

% Thoee who ure growing tired of life like

my aunt, and those who are locking eagerly

— —_—
forwara to it like myeelf, could nev
happy together,” she said,
*' I suppose pot,” agreed Sir Vane,
. His thoughts had wandered £ Agaths
She was quick enough to perceive thut Lijg
interest was failing, and she way too clever
to remain after that, She arose from he
gorden chair, f
“Thank you for your help,
she muid, ““ and good-muraiog,”
He watched the gracetul walk, the eag
carriage, with tae same pleasure ag he w;»ulg
have listened to & atrain of sweet music, Then
he went in search of Agatha, Ab, what rost
witat pleasure in her fair presence, whuz’-.
calm aad reposs! He forgot Valerie, t,,];.
ingz to her; und nothing could show ho:-,-
deeply he loved Agaths better than this fact
that he, who had bsen 8o great an adaiver of
besutifu! women, did not think twice durip
the day of the one who determ nud thut r-hg
should alwaya be asscoisted in his ming with
TO8es,

er be very

Mr. Heriot,"”

CHAPTER XVI.
‘¢ AN ANGEL AND A COQUETTE."

Vulerie D’linvers stood b:fore the lurge
mirror in herroom, looking with intent eyis
at the face reflected there, [t wag fa'r
encugh surcly to charm any mun—gva) n
shape, brilliantly tinted, with large
bright eyes, durk as night. Sarly
if any face could win admiration, hesg
could—Drilliant, sparkling, piquant, Yet
it had not wen aay of  the Breng
prizes of Lfe for her. She was twenty
und though she had l=gions of admiraers m,'
one had yet been over to Madume la Baronne
to ask for the honor of her hand. Ther wua
an iudednable something about her that
sturtled most men—she was beautisui
polished and graceful, but thers was & fore.
shadowing ot vivlent passions in her; gpe
felt instinctively thas vhe could be Je:;lou-
enviuvus and bitter, RN '

‘¢ lovidently,” she gaid to herself; as ghe
looked esine:tly in the mircor, **y have
not made wny grest imjr.ssion on thio
Erglish peopla—they huave nct asked to
see me, R

Vulerie had been three duys ot the
chatean, and as yet wo  invitation had
hgen gsent t0 her, nor had she seen S
Vane agnin. He cuuld nsg have been
much impressed with her, never to re.
member her cxistence. Sne had puzzlid
herse.f over it, but, with her usual skill, hadi
come to the right conciusion—it wue not so
much because he had pot admired her a6 that
he was entirely engrossed with hiy youny
wife ; and o sharp pang of envy shot throuen
her beart. Why wiro futes so naeqa: 17 l\ﬁy
was fortune so unkind ? Why should eng
girl be idolized by u hundsome, rich hys.
band, and another, equally younyg unid peunri.
ful, be paseed by ? She went to her mirror
to be quite surc if she wers as attractive ug
she had always imagined herself to be, "I'in
snswer was certainly a reassuring cne ; her
tace pleased herself —why should it not pleuso
others ?

She had been much atruok during these fow
days by the evidence of weulth und luxury
thown by theso Euglish people—they did uot
seem even to uaderstand the value of monzy,
1f monsieur thought thst anything would
please his wile, be ordere it; and to Valerie
sccustomed to the economical crdetiog of
things, tbis wos wenderful, It added
snother pang of eavy to that which she
felt already. At luet came the invitation
she had beer &0 long expeeting —a
courteous, kindly little note from Agutha
asking it madome and mademoiscile would
join them in speading an hour or twe
on the lake. Muadame declined, but wgm
most delighted to accept for mademuvisel g
who dressed herself with the grcu’-
est artistic skil, in colors best su:ited
to her brilliant tiats and durk BYtF,
Even ir the Lnglish mcnsieur had 1o
eyes to admire her with, they wight meet
friends of his. Valerie had nat realized yet
the complete solitude in which they lived.
For the tirst time these three, who were so
strongly to influcnce each other's lives, wero
together.

The morning was fresh and beautitul,
the waters of the lake clear as crystal,
the sky without a cloud, the air balmy and
odorous with the breath of a hundred flwers
—a morning to make even the most mis« ruble
hsppy. Sir Vune looked at the two beauti
ful women, Agathu's face was brignt as
with tho light of a soul to whom nature was
dear, end whose thoughta rose from pature
to nature's God ; Valerie, with the pleas-
ure that comes from gratified vanity and
well plensed senses. '* An apgel and a
cogquette, thought Sir Vune, asthey st side
by side in the boat.

It was the most delightful morning for a
row, they sgreed, and conversativn went cn
easily enough, but it was not of the kind
they gouerally indulged in; they tulked
generslly of the scepery arcund them,
of the waters, and the  loncly
ghores, unnd to all the thaoughts to
which such scemes give rise. Valerie had
just returned from Puris, and she had caught
the perfect tone of Purisian szlons, She
could teli them the lotest news of the
emperor and empress. She could retail,
io o Dbriltiant fushion all her own, ail
the court ecandal and gossip—what
the emperor had 8aid of the Amevicsn
beauty ; and how the emperor distingLished
certain noble Englishwomen by his satten-
tions ; she krew why this marringe bitween
& Ruesian duke and a French princess had
been broken off ; she knew the whole hictory
of the beautifn! young duchess whose romun-
tic suicide had fi:led all Paris with gloom,

Sir Vone listened at first indiffirontly,
but in & shurt time he warmed to the
sabject, It was so long since he had
heard this kind of conversation; all tte
brilliant bon mots thut she repeated ;
all the witty repartees; the piguans
atories amused him, and made bhim laugh
a5 he had not done fur many long months,
What o witty, wicked, brilliant world
this was from which he had shut him-
gelf out ¢ He did not eigh for it, lomg
for, or desre it ; but this passing breath of it
wan eweet to him, * He began at lant to talk
himself with some animaticn ; while, for the
first timo since they had left Enpgland,
Agatha snt by in silenge, She did not wird
it in the lenst, she was 80 plensed to see him
happy. The sound of their liughter died
away on the blue waters; thero was a ring
in Sir Vane’s voice. How he enjoyed these
stories of men and womin whoso names she
had no interest for! She fall into her old
train of thoughts, and did not even henr the
gnint of the stories, until Sir Vane said to

Er: : :

*¢ Apaths, where are your thoughta. 1’

* On the water,” ehe replied, laughing, *I
may say in this boat.”

I am ofraid we are monopolizing the con-
versation ; it cannci be very amusing to you,
Agatha,”

Vulerie looked up quickly,

¢ I bog a thousand pardons,” ahe said, *but
has not madame been to Paris 1’

“Oh, yes; I was in Puris for gome
monthsa.” .

**Then you must have known and seen
gome of these poople,” sald Vulerie.

Agatha's face flushed. She remembered
that during the whole of the time they had
baen there she had not spoken to a fady, Sir
Vane ‘came to the rescve,

" *Mrs, Heriot was not well or strong just




