20

TRU

TH.

e ——

——

Cackling and nodding, she beats o re.
treat, and Doris, with a wigh of relief, hoars | row.

the door close behind her, Yet the sound
of the wheels did not emanate from Lord
Dandeady’s chariot; and Doris, having
ascertained this fact from a window thet
overlooks the avenue, turns once again to
the contemplation of his present,

Bhe slips it round her neck, and, standing
with folded hands before a mirror, sways
Ler body gently to and fro, to make the
goms catell tho llght, nnd ia delighted with
the effect, and indecd with hersolf too,

Then she wonders, when the old nobleran
oomes, in what fitting words will she thank
him, and makes u? the dearest little speech
in the world for his edifieation, which she
totally forgets an hour afterward, when the
necessity jor it arises.  She adds up, too,
indifferently, the chances for and agw
Clontarf being in time to see hisfather, and

then she yawus a little, and, going outsgain
$o the balcony, sinks iato a Yow gchsir and

falls {oto a musing trance once more,

TLis evening Vera, the little sister she
has not acen {or four long years, will be with
proaching re-

era was four.
taen, now shie muat bo vory nearly eighteen.

her. A sente of joy at the s
union fiils her heart, Z%en

YWhy, quite a woman !
Lady Cloutarf smiles as she

grown-up Vera.  Such a little
thing as she was when

heaven and itssky. A

be {riends.

calls Vera. Sho will never bo very ol

dear Bebe, sho is 8o childish, so laughter.
loving. so gay ! Why, hor lettcra even now
are vegne enough to drive any solemn per-
800 oat of their wits.  Yes, Kit will teach
her to be scnsible, dear little innocent ten-

der Vera.

Ss thicking, Dors lete her eyes wander
thoughtfully over the gtowinglandscape be-
lawns and
atately trees to whore in the far distance
Coole lies basking in the suushine, with the
high hills of Carrigfoddha on its left, and
the sun rushing in soft streams across the
The river, too, run-
ping at its fect, and ﬂowini past Moyne

and of silver

fore Lier, past the swelling

valleys on its right.

House, looks like a gleaming
in the glowing light.

At Coule live Mr. and ‘3Mrs. Desmond,
with their uncle, Tho Desmond. As a rule,
Kit Beresford too is always to bo found
there, though her home is commonly sup.

posed to be with her aunts,
and Miss Penelo

Miss Prisci

away,

Just now, not only Kit but two or three
o'her people are ataying st Coole,—Dicky
Browae forthe shooting, Noil Brabazon and
Mr. Mauncring for Kit,—the latter ognly,
uo means 80 favorably received by ii‘g
alster Mrs. Desmond as that of his richer

f. How Eit means %0
~~give it is a more important matter atill,
and one a3 yet hedged roand by doabt,

a certainrare

the former surroptitiously, his suit be
rival 3r, Mannorin

though perhaps tharehave’
moments when— w.en—

Mias Berceford is roamicg throngh the
gardens of Coole at this moment, with o
Tather disconteated evziomion upon her
migaonne face ;ahe ir alone, all the mes;
having been carried off ahooting, don gre mal
gre, by Brian Dosmond.  Yet it cannot be
a2id she is altngether lolt to her own de-
vices, being closely, though furtively, pur.
sued at overy atep b& the under-gardener,

mingled feolings of

who rds ber wi
tdmirr:%"un and distrast.

¢ She has the purtiest face an' the softeat
tongue in the country, an’ » touch of the
* com-cther ' every way,” zays Mr. Doyle
*““But she

uestioned about Kit.
o very divil wid meflowers.”

whom

pla
lfi.a feelings reach positive agony now, as
she stoops balore a bed of late carnations,
and, careleasly picking one of the beloved
flowers, puts t:l\_vbith iﬁdiﬂ'ercntapps_edatiou
vugh apparently dis -
Rhed,

to her nosc,
igg the virtnes of tho thing she has fi
e
brother. This is one too much for Doyle.
*Miss Kit, miss, X beg yer
mys in a tone that tiembles wi
' out I think the misthress waute them

inst

ictures a
by ofa
last they wers to-
gether, all soft yellow curls, and rosy lips,
sul eS-ca 50 blue and innocent that they sug-
te idea
that she is old enough to be Vera's mother
has taken posseasiou of her,  Yet in reality
thero are but two short years between

€m.

Kit Baresford and Vera must boabout the
same age, Doris hopes carnestly they may
But even Kit will be older in
.most ways thau her Bobe, as she genenl}{v

t]

Slake, at Moyno,—a
pretty old house about half & mile further

ot 3toops as if to posaces herself of its

)
e
on

ers f%r the dinnor-table to-night or te-mor-

‘* Camnations for the epergne 1" says Kit,
with widened eyes; **and to take the flowers
from the garden!  Why, she alwaya has
them from the conservatories,” regarding
him with manifest distruat.

“Generally, miss, it must bLe said. But
only yesterday she Iaid her eycs on that
there bed, an’ said as how she fancied them.
If yo would condescend now, miss, to take
'S pocg from any other bed, why—" *

¢ O, certainly,” says Kit, with a view
to giving him the advantage of a most im-

1 judgment, ¢ Strict justice ho shall

ve,” aays Kit to harself, *‘but nothing

more.”  She smiles grimly, and instantly

pounces ugon a bed of rare geraniums and
culls ita choicost treasure,

4 Oh, not that, miss,” crics Doyle, almost
in tears. ¢The masther likes them, Heo
wants to show them to the markis when he
comes over. Ye wouldn't aro the like o'
them anywhere, miss, at this timo o' ycar,
'Tis » pity, I will alwayssay, that yohaven't
studi o thing. cre, now !on'y lovk
at the size o' the flower in tior hand! why,
'twould have been twice that size to-mor-
row, an’ the aun behavin' as it in for tho
last week 1 If you'd just kindly turn to an-
other bed, miss, an'—"

*This one?"” says Kit, dirccting hor thicv-
ing attentions to an exquisite Gloire do Dijon
rose-treo that stands in' & bed devoted en-
ﬁlcgiy to himsclf.  Ho descrves it; ho is in-
deod a king among flowers,

*“What a beauty at this time of year!™
she says genially ; and bending forward, she
deliberately propares to snip off ono of the
threo last roscs of summer that adorn it
Doyle springs forward.

*“Oh, Miss Kit!"” crics he. ¢ Be tho

wers, ‘twas weoll I stopped yo in time,

o baby, Masther Brian inside is that fond
o' them.,  May blessings light upon bhin!
faix, ’tis he himsclf, when Mra, Maloney
bringn him this way, that stops just here,
.n— 1]

“Baby 1" says Kit, turning upon him
sternly.  “‘ How can you (}uou hitm, Doyle,
when you know he couldu‘t sce tho differ-
ence between a rose and a cabbage? 1'm
ashamed of you! Why don't you say at
once that no ono is to touch a flower in this
garden, and be done with it.  But such a
subterfugo as that—! Do you supposo an
infant of four months knows anything about
roscs? Now, do you, Doyle? Answcr mo
that, if you can.”

I do declare to you, Aiss Kit, that the
cleverness o' that child belief. 1o
wonldn't think it, now, to look at him,
would yo? An'yetI think, but for the
spls}k'in' part of it, he's as Lnowin' as yer~
»e) 1

‘¢ He is not,"” says Kit, indignantly ; “‘and
it is just to save your flowers yon say all
that.  Youare so mean about thom that
some day I am sure a b:ifm will fall upon
them and withor them all ap.”

This terriblo prognostication, sounding to
the superstitions lo liko a curse, 80 cors
and terrifies him that at onco he resigns all
bope of saving his hoart’s children, and in-
voluntarily crossing himself to avert evil,
moves ward and beats an ignominions
ngﬁ ted with ¢t slaughter,’ K

uted with grea ter,” says Kit
o herself, with a mnalicious smile, and for
the next half-hour plays pretty havoc with
the flowers, unmolested.

But time drags with her, and is & griov-
ance rather ther 4 joy. Waat along morn.
it has been 1—and what an unclonded sky,
all one tiresome bluo ! oot 20 muchasa wink
init. gracious, if Italy is always liko
that, how sho wonld hate Italy !

8ome people, no doubt, would like the
exquisite monotony of it; but then somo
people would like anything.  Shooting, for
example ! The ides of spending a wholc day
i assault upon defcnscless lit-
How cruel, how senscless!—

indoed! Now, itisn't one bit that
misses anybody (with a vebement shako
of her head), or is loncly, or wants any one
back again, that has given rise to these
withering commentas, but, really and truli-.
only an hionest surprise that people shouid
CATO t0 hounraiter hour trudging through
broken tields with 8o utterly paltey an object
in view,

By-the-hye, when did Monicasay the men
would bo home {rom thoir ¢ slanfhw' of tho
innocentel” Sho wishos she conld eay when
would ** the man " bo homo? hut that tire-
viuy on 4% ool thasat she. 38, outics b
way on s o, tho s positive hu
won’t shoot q‘-‘n}. , Disky Brewne

told her so.  Strangoly cnongh, in spito of
her scornful refloctions of A moment since,
this doosn't scom to add any lustro to the

nering.
“ élx docsn't he go back to his beloved

England 1" gho says pettishly, apostrophiz-

ing o yellow rose.  ** I don't encouragoe bim

to negleet it as e is doiug,”

s Kit," calls Monica, thrueting her head

out of the dining-room window, * come to

lunchcon, do ! the sorvants aro tired of look-

ing for yon, and the cutlots are fast rcsolv.

ing themsolves into leather.”

‘ortainly —whethor for that reason or for
any other—the cutlets don't seom to do Kit
much good.  Sho is silont and disiraite all

throug lunchioon.

* You've been quarroling with somobody,”
says Monica, glancing at hor keenly, when
she has socn hor favorite cream go away un.
tasted. Mrs, Desmnond is not so long a wife
that she has forgotiea all about it
* No, I haven't,” says Kit, so curtly that
Monica kuows she has gucssed aright, and
is much discomposed by tho knowledge.
That thore has been a skirnish of wita be.
tween Kit and some oncfunknoirn is as clear
to her as the day ; and that Kit is now an-
grily and half ropentantly going over and
over that skirmieh egain, with her inner
sclf as judge and jury to cxcuso her or con-
demn, is cqually apparent.  There is indig-
nation in her pretty cyes, and a little—a
very httlo—grict ; evidently her innor self is
baing very lement to her,  Was it between
hor and Mr., Brabazon that that sceret dis-
turbanoe arose?!  Of thus Monica, thoogh
with an unploasantlg' strong suspicion of tho
trath upon hicr mind, cannot bo quite sure,
To feel a quarrel, one must cither lovo or
hate tho one quarrcled with. That Kit docs
not hato Neil Brabazon is only too well
known to her marricd sister, who would in.
deed fain have had it otherwise, If sho
should insist upon loving him, it would boa
terriblo pity, and one that ought to bo pre-
vented at all riske. th' shonld her pretty
Kit be wedded to a hopeleasly briefless bar-
rister, when here was Mr, Manncring, with
as many thousands a ycar as the other had
hundreds, only waiting for a look, & word,
froin her to cast it all at her willfal feet?
That Mr. Brabazon has openly declared to
Kit his affection for her,is known to Monica;
what Kit's anawer was is, however, unknown
to har, That it was hardly asieatisfactory
as an ardent lover could desire she las
5ucucd from ccrtain signs and tokens. Evi-

ently Kit had hesitated.  Much might
come «f this hesitation.  Procrastination is
o thief ; it mwight steal from Brabazon even
those faint sweet friedly sentiments that Kit
half coquotishly acknowledged sho enter-
tained for him. ~ ** There is aiways hopo,”
says Monica to horself, even whiist gazing
at her sister's downcast countenznce.
Tho day closes in, and evening decends
apaco,—a warm and suitry cvening, with
not a suspicion about it of cold or damp.
breath from tho doparted summer has come
toit:

“The falling g;g

Gllds ¢very mountaln with a roddy ray;
10 gentle sighs the sofily whisporing broeze
Balutes the fiowers, &2d waves the trembling trees”
Monica, who has been haunting Kit all
day with an cvident desiro to may something
to her from which her heart revolts, now,
plucking n{: courage, follows hor into tho
orchard, where, as a rule, Mies Beresford is
u; be found all day long, guarding(?) the

nms, .

P Kit,” sho says, taking tho plange with a
shiver, I want to ank you about Mr. Braba.
zon ”

*You used to call hirm Noil Jhefore his
nncle married,” says Kit, ina rather impossl.
blo tone,
4 Used I? Woll, nover mind thate o has
proposcd to you, I know. Havo yon ac®
cepted himn 1"
*No," coldly—perhaps a little defiantly,
1 think you have shown great good
sense,” aays Mrs, Deamond, with & sigh of
relief, though conscions that thoreliof stands
on a very frail foundation.
¢ T wonder if you would have said thata
month ago, beforo Sir Michacl got married,”
says Rit, with nbominable peraistence.
¢ Hlowever,” malicionsly, **not acce ting
one man docm't make one accept another.”
*“Certainly not ; hut—"
“I snppose I shonld have shown eoven
greater good sensoif I could havoe bronght
myself to accept Mr. Mannering?” says Kit,
with a little acornful langh.
] think if you could do so—" .
“Well, I couldn’t,” says l,I’it. doslsinly,
¢

. S Nev now, perhape, but—

—

mental picture sho bas diawn of Mr. Man. | po

A {really think that—"

¢ Noeither now, nor at any other tims, |
wouldn't,” says Miss Beresford, slowly, 1
as merceuary as you, Monden, for al] |
8acss.”!
“That is so \'cr{ little, darling,” g
Mrs, Desmond, with tears in her eyes, It
is horrible to lier to bo called merce
but how can she let this girl sho loves »
dearly make hierself uncomfortable for lify
** 8o very littlo that I caunot bear to seege
contemplating a marringe with a man wh
haa literally nothing.”
“I am not contemplating anything, |
don’t beliovo—go far as that goes—thyt]
shall cver inarry anybody, and certai
not a nan who hazn't a featurcin his facee &
anidea in hishead,  Why, just look atdy
on't ece anything wrong with M
Brabazon's nose,” says Monicn,gdctcmiu
to bo just even to bLer foc, “and I belin
ko has as much brains as most young me’,
“Mr. Brabazon ! crics Kit, tlush
crimson.  *\Who is talking about hir
And ¥ho has o nose oxcept” Mr  Manne

ingl?'

onica, discovering her crror, and finds
herself in the wrong, is very justlyir
O i iy, il

¢I have,"” she says, with t digaity,
But Kit treats the dignity “'ﬁ;cacont
and contempt.

“‘Tho idea,” she says, * of pretendingpa
thought I was alluding to R!cil. Omd
your jokes, I suppose; but a sorry one, i
me till you,"

“You mentioned no name,” says Monin

“Woll, I shall now, I was speaking«
Mr. Mannering.”

“I don't think any one but you wed!
say he was totally dovoid of brains,”
*Uo isn’t raving mwad, if you mean thy
or even, strictly speaking, an imbecile, W
he tx’.s"tu; near the latter as decency will per
mi
1 think you should not apeak s0ofa ni
whoss only fault is—"

* ‘Loving me too well,’” quotes Kit, wig
an irrepressiblo if rather angry laugh,
It 1an’t kind," persists Monicn, gravely,
‘*“And is it kind of you,” demandy Kz
vehemently, ““to flout and sncer at themu
I like ten times better than any other mul
know, oven though I amnot surc that I qus
love him? Al¢ when you were wormief
abont Brian, before your marriage, it want
in such a fashion na this I treated you
Thisis o terrible reproach.  Mrs. De
mond’s own love-affair, baving been a vy
genumc ono, had runanything but smoothly.
‘hero had been serious complications, axl
gx(‘:\'cra dimcultjclz:, iR all of b::'hi‘c’h she b
cn supported by Kit's unbounded
thy. ’}mm th’. too, been ccrtain’):g
tions that had owed their trinmphant i
minations to Kit's assiduity, Monica’s b
melts within her as all these momorics rie.
¢ Ob, Kitty, I am not ungratefal or fe
getful,” sho says, miscrably; *“bat if ja

There is no knowing to what extent she
might have comumi herself but for the
appearanco of two young men, who, enter
the orchard at this moment from theeastn
side of the yew hedge, advanco rapidy
toward her, and so check the words thatan
lingering on her lips. @ne is Neil Brabama,
the other Dicky Browne. .
*“Ah1 they havo roturncd from the
ahooﬁnf," says Mrs, Desmond, quickly.
4 So I can sco,” returns her sister, cold.
Mr. Browne is all smiles. Mr. Brahue
is all the reverse,  There is ascense of injay
about him not to be mistaken. Thess i
too, & determination not to look at Na
Boresford that is perfoctly clear to ovey:
body exoo%t Miss Beresford hersclf, wba
being equally bent upon ignoring him, L
sight of this fact.
(70 BR CONTIXWED.)
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