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Luge fireplace, a wood-fire tbat had nearly bun- i
ed itsolf down to ashes, was slewly expiring. <
The furniture was cbintz-coverod, and curtainsi1
of chintz draped the three igh narrow windows.
Standing in one corner, between the quaintly-
carved legs of a mahogany obiffenier, was a tal
Mandarin jar, with an opon-work lid, frorn wbicb
was exbaled a faint indescribablo perfume, as ofj
tbe bruisod swoetnêss of a bundred flowers; in,
the opposite corner stood a barp; books ricblyi
bound were scatterod about the room, wbich was1
lighted by a nuxnber of wax-candles flxod in lus-
tres over the mantel-pioce.

Seated at a little fancy table, was a girl,
eighteen or twenty years old, making believo to
be busy with lber ernbroidory, but with a mind
cvidently preoccupied by some more important
subject. Sho Lad on a sbort-waisted wbite dress,
after the fashion of thoso days, from which ber
long narrow skirts felI away in sedato folds,
utterly guiltloss of ail modern modes of extension
of circumference. Her face wau beautiful, and
sbe bad the air of a porson quite conscious of
that fact; but underlying this cbarm of regular
featuros, there was something resolute and proud,
that carried the mmnd back, as by an instinct, to
the portrait over the firo-placo. She bad loosen-
ed the tbick masses of bier cbestnut hair, and
they now fell low down over bier shoulders, con-
finod only by a narrow band of blue velvet.
Round ber neck was a thin chain of gold, from
whicbh ung a lockot, wbich she drew everynow
and thon from the bosom of bier dress, and pressed
witL feverish eagerness te bler lips. The saine
impatience was visible in the way in wbich she
weuld put a few quick stitches inte ber embroi-
dery, and then pause, with tbe needle in ber
fingors, to listen intently, and so lapse inte a
dreamy absent mood, eut of which she would
wake up in a minute or two with a start, and
begin to, ply ber needie again as estlessly as
before.

That something for which she was go im-
patiently waiting came at lst-a low, clear,
poculiar whistle, board by me se distinctly
througb the midst of my dream, and rmembered
%û well wben 1 awoke, that I could afterwards
aproduce it exactly. The yeung lady started te,
ber feet the moment the signal feIl on bier oar.
lier eyes flasbed with a newer radiance ; ber soft
lips pouted into a smilo; while from ber bosom
upward a lovely fiush sproad swiftly, as tbough
Eros had toucbed ber that instant with bis torch,
and a!ready the celestial fiames wero coursing
tbmough ber veina. A brief minuto she stood
thus, like a lovely statue of Expoctancy; then she
hurried to one of the windows, and drawing
eside the long chintz curtain, she placed aligbted
candie close to the window as an answering
signal. Then, baving witbdrawn the candle,
and replaced the curtain, go that the window
from the outside would seem quite dark again,
she left the room, to eturn presently witb a lad-
der of thin rope, to which were affixed two Looks
of steel. fler noxt proceeding was to lock the
tbreo doors wbich opened into the drawing-room,
and liaving thus secured hersoîf from intrusion,
she passed out of sight, behind one of the cur-
tains; and thon I beard the faint Sound of a
window being cautionsly lifted, and 1 know, as
well as thongh the wbole scene was visible to
me, tbnt she was fixing the rope-ladder to the
balcony by means of lîis hooks, and that presently
bier lover would ho with lier.

And so it fell ont. A littie ivbile, and the
curtain ivas lifted; the lady came back into the
room; and foilowing close tipon ber stops came
a tail stranger, dark and bandsomo, like a true
Lero of romance.

"My darling Lenore V"
"My dearest Varrel P"

Ho took ber in bis arms, and stooped, and
kissed lier foudly; aun'd then lie drew ber to the
light, and gazed down into ber eyes, in which
noting but love for hlmi was thon visible, and
thon lho stooped again and kisaed ber net legss
tenderly than before. Blis requelaure and bat
Lad fallen to the gro'înd, and Le now stood re-
vealed, a man of fashion of the period. As ho-
fore stated, bie wau eminently good-looking, witb
languishimg black eyes, and a pensive ansilo,
iucb as one usually endows Romneo witb ini

imagination. Ho wore bis bair witbout parting
of any kimmd, in a profusion of short, black,
glossy eurîs, in wbich tLore was ne trace of the
elaboration of art, and ho was dlean-sLavon,
oxcopt for a short whisker that tezminated Lalf.
way down bis cheek. He woro a bine coat witb
gilt buttons, swallow-tailed, short in the waist.
and igb-collarod. His waistcoat was brigbt
yollow as te cebeur, crossed with a small black
stripo; a buge seal depended frem tbe foL ac£ Lis
black small-clotbes; and tho, Hessian boots in
wbicb bis lower extromities were encased. were
polsbod te a marvellous degree of briti iancy.
His cravat, white and unstarcbed, and tied witb
a largo bow,1 was made of fine seft muslin; and
the frillod bosem of bis shirt Lad been carefully
crimped by censciontieus fominine fingers. In
this friliLeb wore a smalI cluster of brilliants;
wbile a largo signet-ring, a genuine antique,
decorated tbe first finger of Lis right Land.

Sncb was tho appearanco of Sir Derwent
Vatrel; and absurd as a costume like bis would
now seem on the classic flags of Bond Street or
St. Jarnes's, it yet bocame the baronet admlrably,
wbule ho in return lent it a grace and distinction
wbicb made it soem the enly attire propér fer a
gentleman.

ciWby did yeunont corne last niglit V" said
Lenore. "lHeur after Leur, I waited fer yen lu
vain.",

61Twas net my fanît, dearest, that I did not;
of that rest woll assured,"l answered Varrel.
"lBusiness that brooked net delay kept me frens
yeur side. I wasB ugoly cbagrined."

IlThat woary; weary business!"1 sigbed Lenore,
"lTis over mon's excuse. But now that yen are
bore, I will net bo melancboly. Ah, that I could
ho fer evor by your side Pl

She nestled ber Lead sbyly on Lis bosons. Ho
stroked ber cbestnut bair softly withbis white
band, and looked down on ber witL a crafty and
sinster smilo-sucb a sile as migbt light up the
face of a fewler when ho sees the fiuttering inno-
cent wbichbcLe as been doing bis Lest tÔ entice,
begin te turn longingly towards the snate.

aiLittle impleton P" ho repliod, pulling ber ear.
"1Yen spcak as if what yen long for wero im-
possible of attainment; wbereas one word frons
yen would make it a blissfnl cortainty, and mon-
der two loving Learts happy for ever."1

I cannot, Varrel-l cannot say that word.
Ah, wby does my father disike yen se mnch V"

IlMy faith 1 bow should I know? But dislike
is net tbe word, little one. Yen sboîld ask,
wby does lie Late me se intensoly?. Thore are
those whe gladly calumniate me, and fer such
ho bas ever a ready ear; for I arn unfortunate
enough te bave many onernies, and doubtless
twico as many faults.'

diNo, neI1 will net hear sncb language,"1
oxclaimed Lenore." In time my father will
relent, tnd thn-

"lNover, girl Pl said Varrel fiercely. "lColonel
Lomond is net made of melting stuif. His Latred
et me Le will carry witb hirn te the grave.
Nover look for cbange lu him.- Sweet ene,"l be
added, cbanging bis tene in a moment te ene of
low-breatbing imploring tenderness-"l sweet one
as 1 bave told thee before, both tby fate and
mine are dependent on a single word from tbese
osy îips. Be mine, in spite of every one! I arn
ieL, and can snpply tby overy.want. We will

go aboad; and in seme levely Italian valley,
or fair isle of the eastern seas, we will ferget
our bygone troubles, and watcb the bappy days
glide softly past, wbile ronnding out lives te
that perfect love whicb alone can brlng back
Eden te this weary earth. O Lenore, dearest
and best-loved, fiee witL me at once and for
ever 11"

She was standing by the little table, smiling,
trembling, and yet witL tears Laîf starting frmr
ber lids, wlmile le kneeling on one knee, was
cevering ber hand witb passienate kisses.

ilO Varrel, yen try me almost beyend my
strength," she rurmured. "4But I cannot, I date
net do as yen wish. Yen know not my fmther
as well as I do. Ho wonld seek me eut and kill
me-and youi tee, and yen tee, Derwent! wber-
ever wo miglit ho. Hia vengeance would bo
terrible and pitilees."?

tgTimid little puss 1" ho sald, half scornfully,

as he rose and encfrcled ber waist with bis arm.
IlArn I not competent to protect thee against
tbe world? Fear nothing. For this bouse of
bondage, for this stagnation of beart and sou!,
I will give thee life, and light, and love. Thou
shait excbange this--"

"'Hushl exclaimcd Lenore sudduIy with a
sxnothered sbriek. I hear my father'sfootfall
on the stairs. To tho window, Varrel, or you
are lbat 1"

One hasty kiss, and then Varrel dasbed aside
the chintz curtain, and sprang to the wiodow,
only to fail back next moment into the room like
a man stricken in the dark. "cA thousand devils 1
1 have been betrayed," he exclaimed. IlThe
rope-ladder is gone, and I see the figures of men
moving about the lawn. Lenore, you must bide
me!»1

"lToo late-too late 11" she sobbed.
TLey both stood for a moment as though

cbanged to stone, while the footsteps came with
a heavy tramp alQng the echoing corridor, and
balted outside the door. The eyes of Lenore
and Varrel turned instinctively ta the door-
bandie, and they saw it move as it was tried
from the other bide, but the door was sitili
locked.

"lOpen, Lenore-it 15 1," said a stern voice
from without; and the summons was empbasiaed
by a beavy blow on the panel of the door.

"O Varrel, 1 daro flot disobey 1" said Lenore
iu an agonised wbisper. "lHide yourself behlind
the curtains; perhaps be may flot know of your
presence bore; and when lie shaht have gono to
Lis own room, we must plan your escape. Hush 1
flot a word. Hide 1 bide 1"

IlWhy this foolery of locked doors ?" said ho
who now came in. "1Arn I to be barred out of
my own rooms by a child like you ?"

"lThe night was dark, and-and 1 felt s0
lonely, and-and-

IlAnd-and you did flot expect your father
back 80 soon," he said, mimicking her toue with
a aneer. 'ils it siot P0, you white-face jade ?"

IlIndeedi papa, I'--pleaded the trembiing
Lenore.

"lDon't prevaricate, girl!' be said with. a
sayago stamp of the fo-ot. "Corne, now, you
will tell mue next youi have had no visitors-eh ?"

IlIndeed, no, papa," said Lenoro with painful
eagerness.

"lBeen quite alone ever since 1 left home this
îafternoon VI

"lQuite alone, papa."
A faint dasb of colour was coming back into

ber cheeks by thls tilDe; shje bogan, perbaps, tw
hope that after ail this quostioning bis suspicions
would be allayed, and ho would go to bis own
room. If sucb were the case, bis next wordA
must bave undeceivod ber terribly.

Il "Ye lie, girl-you lie 1" lho said, in a voice
wbhose stornnoss was flot witbout a tremble in it;
and as be spoke be touched Varrel's bat contenip-
tuously with bis foot, which up to that moment
Lad lain unheeded on the floor. "lOh, that child
of mine sbould ever live ta decoive me tîmus 1"

rHis clasped Lands and upturned face seemed to
appeal to Heaven against the falsliood that had
just been told bimi but next instant the look ai
anguish died frorn off' his face, and biis features
sottled back into more thaa their former imarsm-
ness as lie strodo across the floor itnd flungr back
tho curtain, behind whose folds Varrel wvas con-
coalod. IlBehold the proof 1', hu cried. I3ohold
the damning proof!1 O Lenore il"

For a moment the two men stood eycing each
other in silence. Lenore, with a pitituli cry, feul

tat ber father's foot, but h be heded ber ne more
rthan if she had booms a stone.

lInfthe father of Lonoro 1 beheld the oriim.mI
of the picturo over the drawing-room mantie-

ipiece; only Le suemed older and more' griLzlcd,
3and bu features more deeply nmarked with the

carving of Timo's chisel than. in bis poctrait.
r fe Lad on a sort of military undress suit, with
ba pair of beavy riding-boots and spuri, and a
rshort heavy wLîp in bis band.

1 "c This, Sir Derwent Varrol, is an unexpected
bonour,"1 said Colonel Lomond, in a tone of

Bunconcealod irony, as lie made the baronet a
sweeping and ceremonjous bow. *"lPray-pray
let me beg of you ta emerge from an obscurity


