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laboured French, he smiled on the girl in black

with a charming smile, very like Virginia's. And

Lady Gardiner looked from one to the other

gravely. She was not as pleased as she had been

that George Trent had come here with them, for

the girl in the shabby black dress had a curiously

arresting, if not beautiful, face, and her surround-

ings, the background of the desolate castle, and

the circumstances of the meeting, framed her in

romance.

Lady Gardiner did not like the alacrity with

which Trent had snatched off his hat and sprung

from his horse, nor did she approve of the ex-

pression in his eyes, though Virginia's were just

as eager.

To the surprise of all three, the girl answered

in English ; not the English of a French j'eune

fille, instructed by an imported " Miss," but the

English of an Englishwoman, pure and sweet,

though the voice was sad and lifeless. Her

melancholy dark eyes, deep and sombre as

mountain tarns, wandered from the brother's

handsome face to the beautiful one of the sister.

" Pray don't speak of an intrusion," she said.

"Our servant will be glad to show you through


