
was1 no ionlor in thein : lie wouild rifle society of l
its prizes, its golden ashy-frtited prizes, wring a
plaudits froni the lips, tlioigh lIhere ere clrses t

andl sneers in the hetarts ;i e l would go oni on
reitesy- tiig int htated-Igain like a
surnit Baal-îi-dreiaded idole hated god-on to i
wide-reaching devastationt of tli reustiants, to a
loudt-sounding' cyiltbals of the prone-hearted
lierd, to revenge on ail his world, if not to vie- 1
tory. le iad the courage of ilappiness; want- s
iig tite simple goodiess wi thoit whici the 0
tiiig namned Illappiness is tire-material without
tire.

Hfow those buisy ambitions tortured imii
low wotld one gliiplise of that tetmspestutouts
furtne of a heart of lhis have rde Tade 1
Ryan's uîndilated pîoverty look brigit ini con- i
trast i iow vould it have reconciled hin to the t
emipty stoiaich haird by tite cleai heaîcrt!-andt
straingled tihe murderous thoughts hiat were
éntering thre, and hailed and embraced and
thrice welcoimed the holy crowds of sorrows
whicht were gatliering at every avenue of his
thoigits and hopes t

But now hit liis projects of revenge wvere
nîearly rail acconplitiied-now that ail Ite old
people were gonte ouat ini sorrow, dead or cresli-
edt hopelessly-ow that every trace of original
meinîîiess wasC efficed, save the Balehazzar
characters writ ini his-own heart, which nothing
could efface-now tiat lie iad created for hii-
self t little world ini whic lie wvas worshipped
tis t Goti, and ail reimeiibrance save of his
greatness blotted out-Sir Albiin Artslafde had
leisure for other thoiglits, chief of which was
tthis-.that ail fruit of lits life's labours mutîst dia
with himt. le ttiid no soi whio would bc Sir
Albin ArtsitIde whtei lie tid pas.sed aiway : thre
namnet the triiiiiphi, ail would-be covered up
ini the grave, if lie hid no son t t transitt lieir
faine.

Ifi And this t If!" led hia into a train of
thtoiglit whici lad severil times before fiasied
across lis iind bit: onaly viguely: iov in
somnewhat distinct and settled shape)(--thioughit

whici carried hiiimu back to distant dreaims and
tlciis-.distortedt visions of love--htich lie
couild barely reiemîber, so pitchy durk a period
covered the years ever siice ivith tihir tangled
ineotth ambitions. Not that ta rty of so ttess

reaithed hittt ioIw' ;but listy speculations of in-
tercet and iiecessity wiieli pleased himti.

In thisfrane of ruindi Sir Albin Artide had
ridlei on, tnd half uniicoisciotieiy li ttretI his
horse to stray through the avenue of 01k Kil-
elant Partk (now a putrpoely ieglectel slieelp

,ailk, with grass-grown drive and tinkent
nderwood to reiniiid the victor eterially of hi
ictory) ; whien, as the baronet aend his liench-
ien approaticied the olt Calstle, two femaele lig.

ires eiierged froin tie ruins; lthe one older,
more richly-dressed and bedizined than tIhe
ther, but eut ta lier wty a leant iicture.

Wiiit freak of fate was it, chiming ii with

his thouglits, thant tiius threw ini Sir Albin Art-

ltie's wiy lis tamiable giest, tue Marhioness
of Bahblington ? For lie imiediately recog-
nized lier in one of the figures ; and to lis mindi
lie haid never looked so lovely andamtiable bu-
fire. 'T'ricked out iin It gauzy sunmter costume,
with the shpeliness of lier iust well disilayed,
ter liiigiislinîîg dtrk eycs radiant briglit,
and hlie rivages of lUne conceailed indlci inany
a beauttifyiig touch the MIrchlioness waited nto
single grace or beauty that a mani considerably
above middle age would look for.

And ithove ail shie was so natural So iattu-
ral, thrait she started quitc girlisily at siglit of
lite approaching horsoemen, and gave la bewit-
ching little c ry of surprise antd deliglt on tind-
ing orle of tlicîm to bc Sir Aibin.

Oh I Sir Albin, this is, iivdced al pleant

surprisa," site cried, with tie sane girtieli im-

liilsiveness, as site advanced to icet the bar-
onet. " 1 hope you won't bc sioacked to find
mse wandering alone so far frotm lioie-,yoiu sec
I have atlrealdy domesticated mltyself,' site
added, ii pretty confnsion., I ai for cer
tlinking InyselIfat houe lera.'

i1 thoughtt you tvere unwell, Lady Babbling-
ton," said tie barontet, gillaiitly disimouating,
and pressing the snowy-vlite little hand deli-
cately entrusted to hi.

I was just a little fatiguied--you know we

played whist to ain unîtconscionuably lite hour
last nighit, Sir Atlbin--we're sucli ra admirable

match ? But I wor it off," site vent ouittr-
riedly, as'if ii lier innocence'she hiad nade tier
last remark ratier too pointed. " The imorining
wvas so fresli and lovely, it quite celaltedi Ie in-
to it long walk, and itss Artslade and Atdoi-

ptlis were wvay aiimusing one aiotier, as child-
ren wiii, I thoughtl, for the adveniture of the
thing-Ii ipardonably fond of aient.ire -
I would explore tiiose old ruins for inyself, ad
surprise yui ail at diiter vith iny discoveries.
Wtasi't it roimantie?

InIt imust have Ieen duill, I tiink." observed
tite baronet dryly.

By no imanis, Sir Albui. Tihis dlatr cld "t
turning to lier yomiig compaiion, who lad
inodestly retired i few yards off-ni tits beea al
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