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g THE CRITIC.

 HILDRED.

{ Continued.)

‘There must be no encroaching on her privileges No one wust moto-
polize distinguished men like Sir Raoul when she was prescat.  She mwust
give the daik-eyed young countess a lesson, and the best way in which to
achieve her end would be to moenopolize the attention of the handsome earl.

¢ Jealousy is as bitter as death " The words haunted Lady Caraven.
Was she jealous? She could hardly tell. Her life secemed to pass ina
fever of watching—to be filled with a brooding sense of sometking wronf,
of something hanging over her, of foreboding she knew not why. She only
knew that the presence of the beautiful blonde Lady Hamilton was a source
of vague torment to her,

She was always apprehensive—she could hardly tell of what. She was
of tao noble a disposition willfully to encourage suspicions of any onc, but
she was ever thinking and surmising as to whether her husband admired
lLady Hamilton or not. There were times when she roused herself and
said to herself that it was unworthy of her—that all jealousy and suspicion
was miserable—that she would rise above it and trample it under foot.
‘Then she would find herself watching her husband’s face to see how it
lightencd and brightened as he talked to lady Hamilton.

She read a very sensible story one day—a story of married life—written
to show how foolishly wrong and wicked it was of wives ever to begin to be
jealous—showing how, if a woman once gave her mind to it, she could turn
almost overy incident in her husband's life to her own torment—how she
could be miserable over every word he spoke, every look, every glance ; and
lLady Caraven took the lesson to heart. She said to herself that suspicion
and jealousy were miserable failings—that it was far nobler to give entire
and perfect trust, lo rise above ignoble suspicions, to despise wretched,
paltry jealousies. She said to herself that she would take waming by the
story she had read.

But her case was different from that of other wives. There was perhaps
in all the wide world no parallel to it.  Lord Caraven and she had married
without the least pretense of love, he detesting the marriage, yet forced into
it, she honestly believing that 1t was quite possible to live without love;
then after marriage she had bcen as he was now-~profoundly, coldly
indifferent.  She at first had been inclined to love him—his handsome face
and the prestige of his name had won her gidish fancy ; then slowly, as her
woman's soul and better nature awoke, she discovered his faults—faults that
filleG her with something like despair. Then came the turning-point of het
Iife—the time when she felt sorely inclined to leave Ravensmere—the time
when the noble advice of a noble man had saved her, had roused her to
action, had influenced her so as to completely change her life, had clevated
her, had given her an almost sublime idea of her duties and responsibilities.
She had risen to the call ; she had devoted herself to the welfare of her
hustand ; she had used all her truest womanly tact, all her 1are grace, all
her intellect and talent, 1o rousc him from his evil habits, from his self-
indulgence, from his neglect of every duty. She had succeeded even
beyond her hopes ; he was above the average now, whereas before he had
been below it.  The conscquence was that she loved him. After passing
through every phase of feeling, afier being Gilled with admiration that grew
into dislike, indifference, contempt, she had found herself atlast in love
with him.

It was the consciousness of that which made her more sensitively
jealous. He was her husband She loved him, but he did not love her.
She asked berself, * Will he ever love me?”  .\nd the answer that her own
heart gave her was a very despairing onc.  She was not the style of woman
that he admired. He liked blonde beauty ; and here, under their very roof,
was a queen of blondes—a quecn of coquettes. She would look sometimes
at Lady Hamilton and think, * How he must wish that our marriage had
been delayed ! 1f Lady Hamilton had returned a little carlier, her money
would have done just as wels as min¢, and he would have loved her.”

It was 2 very natural thought, but onc that madc her exceedingly
unhappy. To Lord Canaven himself the idea never occurred. He had his
fanlts— they were not on the score of immorality or impropricty. He did
not Jove the wife fate had given to him, but he respected her ; and in some
fashion of his own hc respected the vaguc kind of tie that there was between
them. At all events he then had no idea of outraging her feclings or
igsulting her by falling in love with any one clsc.

Whilc the earl enjoyed the presence of his beautif guest—enjoyed hier
coquztrics, laughed and was amused at her flirtations, all in sheer idlencss
and good-humor—his dask-cyed beautiful wifc was building up a theory of
hcr own, and it was that her husband loved Lady Hamilton.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

The grand .all in honor of 1.ady Hamillon was to be given at Ravens-
mere on the last day of .September. The summer weather still lingered ;
flowers that should have died before were still living, birds that should long
since have songht a sunnier clime were still singing. On the cvening of the
Lal! a Uright inoon was shining in a clear sky, and the wind was sweet as in
summer.  There had been royal entertainments at Ravensmere, but none
had cver been on a grander or more magnificent scale than this ball. Al
that flowers, lights, and sup.erb decorations could effect was eflected. There
was tier after tier of brilliant blosm ; the light of a thousand tapers made a
brightness greater than that of day ; tiny scented fountains rippled amongst

the flowers. It was a superh spectacle ; and of that magoificent /7te there
were Lwo queens.
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and then opinion varied as to which was the more beautiful. The Coumes;
bI:ra;/ut Was 2 woman of stately loveliness, Lady Hamilton of fairy.like
auty.

The countess, who had some vaguc idea that this night would be the
turning-point in her destiny, had devoted much time and thought to by
toilet.  Her dress was of some shining material that resembled cloth of
gold; the rounded arms were bare to the shoulder, the white neck ang
throat rising like a stately flower from its calyx. The golden hue of the
dress enhanced the beauty of the dark eyes and hair; there was a sligh
flush on the s_plendld face, a deeper light inthe dark eyes.  She wore a sjje
of superb rubies ; they lay in the coils of dark hair, and sparkied like points
of flame on the white breast ; as she moved the light scintillated and gleamed,
it shone and played in the rich dress and jewels,

By her side stood her rival and perfect contrast, fair, blonde I.ady
Hamilton, in a dress of pure white—white, with green leaves and flowers—
and with flowers in her golden hair—the petfect ideal of a fair, gracefyl,
lovelyt;‘voman. As they stood for a few minuter side by side all cyes wer
upon them.

The ball was a marvelous success. L.ord Damers, who had cometo

Ravensmere purposely for it, said that he had never scen anything like

He went up tu the earl, who, looking very handsome in his evening dress,

was watching the dancers.

. “?l’.’)o you know, Caraven,” he asked, * who is the handsomest womag
ere

‘The earl looked round with a smile.

“ Amidst so many how can I decide >

“ The decision does not require a minute’s hesitation,” said Lord Damers,

* 1.nok round and you will ses that there is no one to compare with you

?}m, 'wifc. She is by far the most beautiful woman I have ever scen in my
ife. -

The carl looked up wonderingly.

"g's she? Do you know that 1 have never thought much of her appear.
ance

“ Then you have been blind.  Look at her now.”

Lord Caraven looked up. He saw a "all beautiful figure and a magniy
cent face with dark, proud, binlliant eye 2and o 1e<cly mouth, round whih
play-d a half-grave, sweet timorous smile. He seemed to be impressed.

“ You are right,” he said ; * she is very beautiful.”

1 should imagine so,” returned Lord Damers emphatically. Wiy,
by her side even the brilliant Lady Hamilton looks faded. Every one &
talking about your wife ; you do no know how many envy you.”

Lord Caraven laughed aloud. Perhaps if the world knew all, he toy
himself, there would be little cause for envy.

* She is beautifu',”” he repeated to himself. He had suddenly awoket
the knowledge of the fact. He said to himself that he must have bes
blind. Had this woman been any other than his wife, he would ha
thought her perfection.  As he looked at her he wondered that he had o
boasted of his preference for blondes. What could comparc with the
splendor of those dark eyes, the exquisite coloring of that noble Soutin
facc? He must have been blind. He crossed the room to where the
young countess stood talking to Lady Hamilton.

« Hildred," he said simply, “ will you save one dance for me >”

She looked at the pretty tablets, and then smiled at him.

* 1 am not engaged for the next waltz,” she said.

]‘_‘ Then give it 1o me," requested the carl, and the dark eycs were raid
to his.

“If 1 had been engaged, I should have felt inclined to break oy
engagement,” she said.

Lady Haniilton was not quitc pleased. Two suns could not shinca
orc hemisphere ; and, if Lady Caraven had any idea of outshining her, t
sooner that idca was abandoned the beticr.

“ It is rather odd,” she said, with onc of her brightest smiles, “tose
husband and wife waltz together—one would imagine you were still loven’

Hildred was on the point of rctorting that they had never yet been the,
but prudence restrained her.

“ You will not forget your promise ?” said the earl.’

“ For the waltz—no," she replicd.

“ ].et me see you write my name,” said tte easl.

And Yady Caraven took up the pretty tal "ets again.

They held mnany names.  Against the waltz she wrote—* My husbad’

He was watching her intently, and when she had finished writingk
ook the tablets from her hand. How strange the words looked! Te
were noble names abave them, noble names below them. < My hushasd'
He wondered why she had not written “ Lord Caraven,” or kis initiss. &
he returned the tablets to her, their eyes met in a long lingering g
Suddenly she turned from him with her face on fire; and Lord Canm
with a strarge sensation at his heart, began talking to Lady Hamilton.

“ Thzs is my waltz,” said Lord Caraven shortly afterward, as he ceoxy
to his wife. She did not raise her eyes to his; she was afraid to o s
What if they should tell hin her sccret ?  What if he should read bos
himself shining in their depths? .

The carl half smiled, half sighed at the piquant strangcuess of 8
situation. This noblc woman, to the knowledge of whose beaulybe
suddenly awoke, was his own wife. They had spent much time
both sung and worked together, yet he never remembered to have
her ; now his arm was round the supple graceful figure—the lovely fue
close to his own. He saw before hitn the whole time, standing ot
and distinct from the others, the two words * My husband.”

Lord Damers had told him that he was a subject of envy. T

At the opening of the ball they siood for a few moments side by side ;

had all been a soiry mistakc. How beautifully this neglected,
wife of his dauccd! It was the very poetry of motion. But—how
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