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was no honor in them : he would rifle society of
its prizes, ils golden ashy-fruited prizes, wring
plaudits from the lips, though there were curses
and sneers in - the. hearts 3 he would go on—on
“restlessly—hating  and hated—agnin like o
small Baal—drended idol, hated god—on to
wide-renching devastation of the recusants, to
loud-sounding  cymbals of the pronc-hearted
herd, to revenge on all kis world, if not to vic-
tory. He had the cournge of Happiness, want-
ing the simple goodness without which the
thing named Happiness is fire-material without
fire, -

How those busy ambitions tortured him!
How would one glimpse of that tempestuous
furnace of a heart. of his have made Tade
Ryan's undilated poverty look bright in con-
trust ; how would it have reconeiled him to the
empty stomach hard by the clean heart l—and
strangled the murderous thoughts that were
éntering there, and hailed and embraced and
thrice welcomed the holy crowds of sorrows
which were guthering ub every avenue of his
thoughts and -hopes !

But now. that his projects of revenge were
nearly all accomplished—now that all the old
people were gone out in sorrow, dead or crush-
ed hopelessly—now that every trace of original
menness  was effuced, - save the -Balshazzar
charncters writ in his-own heart, which nothing
could efface—now: that he had ereated for him-
self a litlle world in which. he was worshipped

as a God, and’ all remembrance save of his
“greatness blotted out—Sir Albin Avtslade had
leisure for other L]mughfs, chief of which was
this—that all fruit of his life's labours must die
with him, e had no son who would be Sir
Albin Artslade when he: hud passed away : the
name, the trivmph, all would-be covered up
in lh(. grave, if he had no son to transmit their
fame,

Aft And this « I1” led him into n tmin of
thought which had several times before flashed
across his mind, but:only vaguely: now.in
somewhat distinet and settled shape—thought
-which carried him back to distant dreams and
pssions—distorted visions. of love—which he

conld bargly. remember, so pitchy dark a period
- covered the years ever since with their tangled

uncouth ambitions. ., Not that u ray of softness
. teached him now;-but misty speculations of in-
terest and necessity. which pleased him.

In this frame of mind:Sir -Albin Artslade had

ridden on, and_half unconsciously allowed his |°

horse Lo strny through. the avenue of old Kil-

sheelan Park (now a purposely neglected ‘sheep-r

wallk, with - grass-grown ‘drive’ and unkempt
undcnwood to remind the viclor eternally of his
victory) ¢ whcu ws the baronct und his hench-
men upprouchu\ the 'old Castle, two female fig.
ures emerged froni the ruins; the one older,
more richly-dressed and bedizéned than - the
other, but each in her wuy o pleusunt picture,

What freak of fate was it, chiming in with
his thoughts, that thus threw in Sir Albin Art-
slade’s way his amiable guest, the Marchioness
of Bulblington? - For he immediately recog-
nized her in one of the figures ; and to his mind
she Tind never looked so lovely andamiable be-
fore, T'ricked cut in a gruzy summer costume,
with the shapeliness of hier bust well displayed,
her languishing dark eyes radiantly bright,
and the ravages of time concealed under many
u benutifying touch, the Marchioness wanted no
single grace or bumiy that a man conslduubly
above middie age would look for.

And above all she was so natural ! So natu-
ral, that she started quite girlishly ut sight of’
the spproaching horsemen, and gave o bewit
ching litte cry of surprise and delight on find-" -
ing one of them to be Sir Albin.

# Oh! Sir Albin, this is, indeed, a plcubnnt
surprise,” she cried, with the sume girlish im-
pulsiveness, as she advanced to meet the bar-
onet. 1 hope you won't be shocked to find
me wandering alone so far from home——you see
I have “nlready domesticated my S(.lf 1 ghe
added, in pretty confusion, I am for ever
Lhmkmg myselfat home hcxc n

#1 thought you were unwell, Lady Babbling-
ton," snid- the baronet, gallantly dismounting,
nnd pressing - the snowy-white httlc hnnd deli-
cately entrusted to his.

T was just u little fatigued——you know we
played whist to an- unconscionably late hour
last uigl)t; Sir Albin—we’re such an admirable
match? Bubt I wore it off,” she went on hur-
viedly, ng'if in her innocence she had made her
Inst remark rather too f)ointcd. # The morning
was 50 fresh and lovely, it quite cheated me in-
to n long . walk, and \hss Artslade and Adol-
phius were awny amusing one another, as child-
ren will, 1 thonght, for the z\d\'cnl\\r\, of the
thmg—I’m unpardonably foid of adventurel—
T would explore those old ruins for mysc]t and”
suvprise you all at dinner with my discoveries.
Wasn't it romantic???

- # Tt must have been dnl] 1 think.” obser\ ed
the bLaronet, dryly. :

By no menns, Sir Albin, 'This dear child ”—
turning {o ‘her “young ‘companion, who had
wodestly velired .« few yards ofti—tt has beesnt ‘a




