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u Just: this—that sbe has some secret iv
her possession which you areatrald she will
oW, and the secret. concerns mv mother,
Bhe isitrading on that secret fn forcing ber.
seM into this bouse, for you dislke her as
much g8 I do, 8ir John Davgerfield, only you
wen’t own'it. I em to be keptin the dark, it
sesans.’., Very wellt I don't want to pry in
te yonr mysteries; only you can’t expuct me
te skut Iy eyes (0 what gors on- hefors them
That woman has sore secret which you are
afeaid 1he will tell, and you pay her large
rwxes for keeping it, aud that secret concerns
wy mother. Dov’t Jook so thunderstruek,
popal I won't turn amateur detective, tnd
try to find it out, smd I will beas civil as
.it is in hbumap npatm e—snch humsn nature as
mine—to be, only dov’s try to pass off that

. ereature 88 an old friend or anvthing of that
gesf. Andizet herout of1his house as s00n as
yom can, for all oor rakus.”

. And when Misx Denperficld walked out ot

#A%p yo0m in offended msajesty, Sir Jubn was
Tefd to enjoy the Tirres a8 best he might after

.. lestmimg bis eharp-sigbted daughter's discov-

fzﬁr%\l:erine turped in her saddle now and
leoked after her pony phaeton and its oceu -

" wBow I do dislike that woman, Gaston!”
sha exclaimed. :
.. 4 Amd you're an unmcommebly rood bater,
. ma beélle,” Mr, Dantres apswered, ceolly,
4 You can love, but you cav bate alo. In
. the bilesful daysto ceme, when I am youm
. lawful lord and master, it shall ba my Chria
sian vadeavor to teach yon better morality.
1 know geveral people whose enmity I shonld
. prefer to yoars.” .
4] oauld never be an enemy of yours, Gas-
ton—mwover! Do wpat they might, I pever
_ evwld hato those whrm I once loved. My
- ltkes and dislikes come at first gight. I de-
tested that woman from the moment I sot
¢yes on ber”
) Pemicine Instinct, I suppose. Thers =
. na love lost between yom, darling. I've
capght her lookivg at you at timesr when +he
. ‘thought Do one waa watching her, and--well,
it wasa't a pleasant look, either, to pive or
.feceive, Bhe smiles 8 kreat desl, but it ixn’t
.. ,& vesy mirthful smile, and she's the sort ot
- wessaB to present you a dosu of srrychnine
and & kirs together. What does sbe do ut
Somrswood ? ADp old friend of his, I think Sir
John aald. He didn’t lonok at ber in a very
friendly manner, by the bye, as he said 1t
Bhe s 8 most unwel~ome intruder, it is euny
te bo keen, to Sir John as well ne to yon
" Wiy, then, does he not pive her her conge?”
#Ah, why, indeed,” EKatherine repeated.
- with afrown; «I winh sume one would e}
-me why. ‘'There is xome secret understand -
- img etween them thutl cau't fatbom, 1
wopder if pap: ever committed a murder, or
& fergery, or fome interesting crime of that
9op), ann that this littls humup cut has found
~it omt, and holds the secr: t like the sword ot
Dam—what’s his pame—suspended over hix
-hend by asingle bair. That would be like
- the pld of a modern novel.”
¢ Like the plot of 4 modern novel, perhaps,
bnd med in the least like Sir Jubn Dauver—
fidd. Btilt I thiuk you're right, Kathie;
" thewe is a Bevret understanding, and if that
wadurstanding relutes to a crime, I dou’s be-
_lbeve Bir Jubn ever committed it. The dear
old dud doern’t over sud above like me, my
destear ; still he's & game old bird, aud
Rover ¢id morta) man or wumsn wiltul wrong
i» Mz life, I'm pusitive. Dovsn't vur forid
- Migtds widow often atluoe in an odd sort of
vy e yoar mother, Kathio ? Now, itstrikes
e the seorvt—fur thers is one—iuvolves
ber.”
. oI think it very likely, indeed,” responded
I#Eeline, “aund Ituld paps 6v only yester-

»Yondid | And what did he aay "
o Muthiog satisfuctory—auly lost his tem-
, pes—u ehrovic loms wiih him rtuce Mra. Vav-
ap¥s wivens. Ho ured to be the dearest ol
1ome, but be's become completwly demoral
indd vince that womusu's been iu the houss,
Bbo niwayn talks a« if ahe bad besn 8o intim-
ate 3 iend of my mother's, and papa fidgsts,
and winves, aud turns red and pule by turne,
and waver va)s a word,  Mysterion may be
" vevy mteresting,” sald Miss Daugerficld with
& rown, * but I'd rather have them neatly
- beunad in cloth thun live in the house with
them. Omo comfirt is, she is going to leave
lhm\wood hefore—"
"Euhetiue blushed, and laughed, and broke
‘o Well, ma bele, before when
@ Boforo—oh, wnll, netore we ure married !
MWew, Gurtou—on the public road, sir, don't!
"2 all very woll to knew that the sins of the
- fishera shall be visited on the children, and
“all vhat, but it's nowhera in the catechism,
that the inconvenlent friendabip of the mo-
thew shall, and [ aevoutly wish our visitor in
«Joppn! 1 Dever saw my mother that . can
wosuleo. I never heard papa rpesk much
al¥mn her, and oeverybudy tells me I dun't
lenk the least in the world like ber—I don't
losk Hke papa elther—Colonel and the late
Xw. Pange field were both bandsome. No,
X den's want & compliment—not even your
Guston, cim wmake me out other than
adlew aud plain, And,” with alittle droop
of she hvad, a littla fuiter ot the young voice,
<Y never wished in ull my life a8 I have
ﬂnb'od %o be beautiful since—1 have known

Fyou

. %My dearest Kuthie” Mr, Dantres eaid,
palisel7, straugling with a yawn, ¢ for a very
avustsde girl, as airls go, yon eap talk precious
. menAcuse Bometimey | Sallow und plaint |
emmfois T should never have fcund it out if
veu had not told mn,  Yuu doo't want to be
enst in the monid of the sturentyps Britigh
yowagz lady, I hope, with a fice like a pink
and white wax-dali, ind a head mora hollow.
I eam ;nly suy if vow had you would never
bhave hewitched me.”

® G-nton,” Mizs D ingerfield raid, < do vou
knew what they say in Cadtleford—what Mcs
Vavasor nays about you 7"

# Nat ot present,” answered Mr. Dantres,
‘with bie castomary imperturbable sang froid,
~smothing gnod thongh, I'm quite certain,”

*They sav—it iz almoxt an insult to yon
e repeat it—that it |4 not Katherine Danger-
feld yon love, but the heiress of Scarawood.”
. 8he lovked up to see rome outburst of in.
-dignation—to bearsn Indivnnnt denial. Bat
Mn Duntree only wmil-d benignly.

® You don’t think that in news to me, do
you, Euthie? OFf course, they think—why
&howkin't they~1 would myrelf in their
Blwee. My dear child, vou arvgeventesn and
Bavent seen much of life—I'm reven and
twenty and bave eeen it in all its phases.
Awd I tell you no poor msn, sach as I am.
ever marrled a wealthy wife yet, that the
me wasn'tsald. Hr may love her with the
Pemiden ¢f a » cond Romeo—it will make no
-diflerrnce. " Bhe ig rich, he 18 poor, and it ns
urd'ly follows he mnst be & mere mercenary
fortnne-hunter. . There were penple fn
,:Iqope, perhaps, who ‘said Clande Melnotte

-{ his Jate rejection, thinks so.

proved his disinteréstedness. Of courae they
say I'm’a:fortune-bunter and adventurer—I

would ‘be'very greatly surprised If they did

uwot. .. 'Your father thinks so—Mrs. Vavasor,

‘knowing how ghe .womld act in. my place,

thinks so—your cousin Peter, furious with
But you— Ka.
‘thie—my darlipg—" be bent his -pathetic
ligquid dark eyes upon her, “you surely do
not; if you do—~then bere—this moment bid
me go, and I will obey.” ‘

« Garton—what nonsense! If I believed,
wouald I be st your side now? I should die
if I doubted you."

Mr. Dantree laughed alittle eynically.

«No, you wouldn't die, Eathie. Broken
bearts went out of fushion with Pauland Vir-
¢inia and our great grandmothers. You'd
uot die, Kuthiv—you'd forget me in s&ix
montks for—what you could easily find—a
better man,”

Mr. Dantree was right, it would have been
vuly easy to find o better mar, hut Katheriue
Dungerfield was seventeen, and the glamour
uf a m~lodious vaice, of Spanish eyes, and a
face like some R-mbrandt picture was upon
ber, and her whole heart was in the words.

# I wyuld never forget. When I forget you
—trus or false—Il shall have forgoiten all
things eartbly.”

Something in ber tone, in her eyes, movea
him. He lifted oLe of her bunds 'and kissed
ic.

o T am not half worthy such love and trost
as yours. I am a villsin, Kathie—not fit 1o
kisn the hem of your warmeut. My lito has
Leen one long round ol

» Reckless days and reckiese nightg—
Unoholy songs and tipsy fghts
But 1 will try—I will—luv make you happy
when yuu are my wife. And the sooner that
tay comes now tho b.tter. Miss Dangerfiold,
resuming bis customary careless toue, “are
you saware it 18 begruning to rain 7"

It bud been a fivful October dsy~—~now sun-
klosn, now giay gleom. Katberine looked
up ut the sky, sud oue grest drop, then anpo-
ther foll upon her faco. The wholy sky was
durk with driftiug cloudr, and growiug each
iustant darker. Thestorm which bad been
vrewing all day was close upon them.'

wAnd we are five miles {rom Suarswood,
and in five minutes the rain will desrcend iv
wrrents,  Gastou, what shall wedo? I had
rathor pot got drenched, papa will veold "

« And I bad rather wot get drenched even
with sut a pspa toscold. Drenchivg includes
.fluenza, watery eyes, aud a tendoucy tu
tulk through ones nuse, and Is not an inter-
esting complaiut, Can't we rum to cover
wowewhere? You kuow everybady in this
veighborbood. There's Mujor Marchwont’s
youser—aren’t thuse the ivied turiots of
Marchmont Place 1 bohold through the
troens 7

“ Y-g-e-8."

« My dear, I anderstsnd your heritation
The gullant mujor did his best to spub me
the other day, but I'm of a forgiving turn sua
duu't much mind. I think lcoaid endure
that old officer's grim lovks mure easily thao
the ragivyg elements on the open duwns.
dunll we muke tor Marchmont 7"

u No,"” said Katherine ; # it you cen endure
Majur Marcbmout's insults, I cav’c. We can
0o Lotter thun that—we can gu to Brackeu
Holl: w,"

“ With all my heart,
Hollow 7"

« Nut s quarter of a mile off. This way,
Gaston, or we shall ket tho drenching atter
uil. The place belougs to my vly purse—
she came with us from lndis, and papa gave
ber the place to end her days i, aud to get
rid of hor; Bho and Nivon, my maid, led a
porfect cat-and-dog  life.  Quick, Guston!
Goud gracious, wbat a deluge!”

The taiu w«8 falling in torrents now, 1l-
derim fairly flow betore it—auvd Mr. Dantres
followed bis leador. They were close tu the:
count ; taraway the white foaming sea beaved
1t8 dull boonnng on the shore mingled with
the rush of the rain,

“ Here wonrn " Eatherine cried ; “and wo
bavy Jot the dreLching alter a1

And then Gaston Dautree lovked up and
behold Bracken Hullow,

A loug, low, black-lusking bouse, lying in
a Bhettervn groen bouilow, close to the shore,
the brake or hrackes growing thick aud high
all aruuud, sud tall elms shutting itin. Auw
vurie spot, with the eterusl tbunder of the
sed clone down bulow the clifs; a lonely
spot, with no other bubitation uear

Gaston Dantres was in no wuy a supersti-
tious or jmaginative man, dbut now a8 be
lovked, that chill, creeping feeling stole over
him—thut impressible sbudder which makes
peoplu euy, Weome one 18 walking over my
grave,” thrilled through him.

t A ghastly place suough, Kathie” ha eaid,
leapivg off bis horse ; 4 murder might be
committed here and uo one by the wiser,”

A murder was vnce comwmtted here,” Ka-
therine anewered ; % a teirible murder. A
youog girl, vo older than I am, chot her
false lover dead uuder thoge funeral elmw.
They touk ber, tried her, condemaed ber, and
buuoyg her, apd they suy thuse ghostly lovers
&eep tryst here atilL,"”

Gaston Dantrew arill stood by his harse,
looking with extreme disfavor at tbe black
vottuie, ut the blucker trees.

“ A borrible story, and a horrible place. I
don’t know why, but if vou'll brlicve me,
Kathie, I feel afraid to enter that bouss. I'm
not & cuward in & genersl wuy, and oace, out
West, slupt a whole night in a room with s
dead man, a frllow who bad cut his own
throat, without feeling any parricular qualms
ubout it; but I'll be hanged it [ want tu en-
ter here. [ I belirved in prerentiments
now, or if there were such thiongs, I should
say some awiul fute was going to beful!l me
at Br cken Hollow "

t Gaston, don't be & gouvre, and dowr’t be
Grrman and metaphyeical. Some awful fate
will overtake you at Bracken Houllow, and
that speedily if yon dou't come in out of the
tain—an attack of inflammutory rheuma-
tism,'

She rkurried with uplifted skirta into the
low porch, and her lover rlowly fullowed,

Katherine knocked loudly aud imperative-
ly at the door

# Bhe's deaf poor roul,” she said, * It the
only oneof her faculties, except her testh, that
the has loat. Are one'stesth one's facultiur,
Gaxton

“Yes, my dear, and extremely importaut
about dinver-time, I cau’t ray I envy your
ex-nurso the cheerful spot in which ghe ir
fpending the livoly remainder of her davs
Ah, the duor apena, Noaw for the presiding
witch of Bracken Hollow. Bracken Hollow
~—there's gomething ghostly and gloomy in
the very name."

A tall uld woman, hale and erect, with iron-
gray hair and preternsatorally hright eyes,
held open the door and looked stolidly at her
two vigitors.

# How do, Hannah? Get out of the way,
vou bospitable old soul and let us in, Yon
needu’t mind if yon're not dreered for com-
pany—conpidering the weather we won'’t be
actidious. Any port in a storm, yon kpow,
This ie Mr. Gaston Dantrrs, Hanpah.
You've heard of bim, I dare ray.”

Old Hananah roared herselés little more up-.
right and transfixed the Loulsianian with her

Where is Bracken

krilliant little eyos,

Miss Eatherine, and.I'm- glad you've brought
him.to seeme " i . Sy
.. «You don't seem to be very cordial-about’
it then; you don’t say ycu're
him." . .

«I'm not a fine lady, Miss Katherine—I

don't tell polite lies. I'm-not glad. You're
going to marry him, they say—is it true P’ -
. «Well, yes,” Katherine laughed, good-na-
turedly, “I'm ufraid it i». You pity him,
vursey, don't you? You took care of me a
decade of years or 50, and you know what he
has to expect.” .

«Y pity you!” Old Havpah answered, with
a second solemn, prolenged stare at her nurse-
lings lover; wI pity yuu! Only seventeen,
and trouble, trouble, trouble betore you.”

It was not an essy matter to stare Mr. Gas.
ton Dantree vut of countensnce as & general
thing, but bis eyes fell sow before old Han-
nab's basilisk gnze.

« Confound the bag!” he muttered, turning
to the wiudow; « wuat does she mean ?”

Kutherine wus fond of her old nurse—too
fond to be irritated now by her croaking.

« Don't be disugreeable. Hannah,” she said ;
“and don't stave in thnt Gorgon-like way.
It’s rude, and Mr. Dantree is modest to a
funlt. See how yuu put him out of counten-
ance. 8Sit down here, like a dear old thing,
and tell me all about the rheumatism, and
what you want me to got you for the winter;
you'll bave lots of time before the rain holds
up.ll

«The rain is holding up now, Kathie,” her
lover said, «1 knew it was too violunt to
laxt. In ten minutes it will have ceased.
Come, we can go.”

He couald not account to himself for his
teverish haste to leave this plane—for the
sudd-n aod intense dislike he had taken to
thiz g im old woman.

« 'l go and see to the horses,” he said, and
smoke a oigar in the porch, while you talk
to vour purre.”

He quitted the room. Katherine looked
aiter the graceful figore and negligent walk
with eyed full of girlish admiration; then
sho tarved to Hannah,

Isn’t he handsome, nurrey ?° Now confess;
you'rs sixty or more, but you like handsome
people still, don't you? 1isn't he just the
ver) handsomest man you &ver saw in all
your life?”

« He's vare and bandsome, Mirs Kathie,”
the old woman said, slowly; ¢ rare and
handnome surely. But, my little one, don’t
you marry him. It’s not the face to trust—
it's an fulse an it’a fair.”

 Now Hanpah, 1 can’t listen to this—I
really can't. 1 thought you wounld bave
winhed me joy, if nubody else. Ewverybody
ray 8 horrid thirgs—nothiog iz too bad to be
wiid of Mr. Dantree—and all because he is
pvor and I am rich—tortune-hunter, adven-
turer, talse. It's e ¢#me

» [t"'s the truthk, my balrnie. Be warned,
and draw buck while there is yet time ”

Miss Daugerficld arose with calm digoity.
It wasn't worth while lusing one's temper
with old Hanuah.

#« Good-by pursey—I'm going, You aru
disngreenble to.day, awd I alwuys go away
immudiutely from disagreeable people, I
shall send you those flannels, thongh,all the
ssmme. Gocd-by.”

She was gone as sho skpoke. The rain had
oearly ceased, and BMr. Davtree was waiting
for ber impatiently, His dusk, Sonthern fuce
looked straugely pallid in the gray twilight
of the wet October evening.

t Qome, Katbie” it will rain again pre-
rently, and night will {sll in balf an bhour
The sooner we see the last of Bracken Hol-
low the better.”

« How frightened he is of Bracken Hol-
low {" Katherine said, laughing: slike a
child of a bogie. Why, I wonder?”

« Why, ivdeed? Why do you hate Mra.
Vavasor, Kuatherine? She basn't given you
spy canse—rvet,

«T do notllke you Dr. Fell,
The renson why, I cannot tell.,”

1 car’t teil you why, but I never want to see
Bracken Hollow again.”

She lovked np into bis face. What a dark-
ly mondy expreseion it worel It half epoiled
his buauty. And sll the way home, tbrough
the chill, rainy glosming, old Haunah'’s word»
rang like a warniug in her eurs; « False as
fulr—false us tuirl”

CHAPTER VIII,
A LETTER FHOM NEW ORLEANS

M=r, Dantrep dined at Scarswood, and
rode ‘omeward throogh the wet durkness
sumewhat bufore midnight.

It had been a very pleasant evenyng, and
the Louisiauian was in the best possible
xpirits a8 he rode hack to Morecambe. The
duy was arawing near when a more splendid
shode than Morecambe would be his—when
he would reign supreme at Scarswoed Park.

' The governor can't hold out very long
now,” Mr. Dantree mused. ¢ After thirteen
years of hill hfe in Indla his liver can't be
the size of 8 walont—and then he's apoplec-
tic. Your short-pecksd, florid-fuced, healtby-
lookivg old buffers are slwavs tragile blos-
gomg; it's toucl-and-go with them at any
moment, And hejs takiog his demghter(s
engagement to my nobhle self desperately to
tesrt—bels been breaking every day since.
I worder what{s up betwesn bim and the lit-
tle widew? It wouldogt be plearant if she
should turn out to be s first wife, or some-
thing of that sort, and at bis death produce
un interesting heir or heiress and oust Mre
Dsntree. 1t lonka suspictously likeit; she's
kot & strong claim of seme kind upon him,
nud hels more ufraid of her than he ever was
of the savagest SBepoy out yonder. I wish I
could get at the huttom of the matter, before
I commit myrelf further and slip the ring
over Miss Dungerfiold’s finger. Not that it
matters very greatly—neither matrimonial
nor any other tetters ever could bind me, It
may all turn out right, however, and I may
rolgn grand seigneur of Scarrwood. Rather
a change in a few mouths, for & penulless
peony-a-liner. Marie's the only drawback.
If ever she finds this out, there'll be the
devil to pay in New Orleans,”

Mi=s Dangerfield had been rather surprised
when on entering the drawinr-room that
vvening, after her wet ride from Bracken Hol-
low, ahe found her cousin Peter playing chess
with Mrs. Vavasor, It was the first time
slnce their quarrel that be had entered the
house. HShe went over to bim with the frank,
uirlinh grace that always characterized her,
and @ave him her hand. )

¥ Welcome back to Scarawnod, cousin,” she
said; ¢ 1 began to think yeu had quite de-
serted ©8. I8 1t to the claima of kinskip o)
to tbe farcionations of Mra. Vavasor we owe
the present visit, I wonder?”

« A Httle of bath, Eathie, and e cousinly
darire to offer my copgratnlations to the fu-
ture Mrs. Dantree. I wish you both . every
happiners " .

He did not look at her as he said it, and
rometning in bis voice struck unpleasantly
on K«therine's ear,

uYou are very good,” she sald, a little
coldly. # May [ averlook your game? Who
i going to win 7" . ~

«[ am of course. We come of a race, Ka-

thie, that alerays win,”
But Mr, Dangerfield was mistaken,

glad to see

race’may always Win eXcept-—when they bave
a Vavasor for an enemy.” - L :

Katherine's eyes aparkled E .
- Try again, Peter/’ shé'said ¢ ¢ a Danger-
field never yields1”<i1 fear T must;, Iam no
‘mutch for Mrs, Vavasor. Ah! hereis Duan—
tree—-lucky dog! I must go over and con-
gratulate him, It's not every day a poor
devil drops into eight.thousand a year aod
the finest place in the county.”

« Katberine dear, suppose you try,” Mrs.
Vavasor gayly exclaimed, “ and vindicate the
honor of the Dangerfields,
pretty well, but who knuws—you may be-
come more than a match for me.”

« Well,” Katberine said coolly, «I think in
the lopg run I would. I have a great deal of
Jetermination—okstinacy perhaps yon might
call it—and when { make up my mind to do
anything, I penerally do doit.”

# Such as marrying a bhandsome fenor
singer. Don't be abgry. Katherine, Mr.
Dantree is worthy ot you, I am sure. Now,
then, for a pitched battle between you and
me, and woe to the conquered |”

There was a sneering deflance anderlying
her worde—a sardonic gleam-in her black
vyes that Katherino onderstood. There was
more at stake than a simple game of chess;
they lovked at one another steadily for an in-
stant, then began the game.’ ’

The two -gentléemen approsched. Peter
Dabgerfield took his plac behind the chair of
the widow; Mr Duntree leaned lightly over
thut ot Kathis. They stood like two ssconds
watchiny a dusl, and neither spoke. A pro-
fonnd stilln ss filled the long, velvet-huog,
lamplit drawing-rcom, in which you could
tear tbe lizht falling on the cinders in the
grate, the ceaseless beating of the rain on the
glass. Which would win?

The widow, it sesmed. In the gleam of
the lamp-light there was a flush on bherchevk
that was not all rouge, a sparkle in her black
vyss, not bolladowna. She wore a wine-
oolored silk, decollete, and ber plomp, white
shoulders and arms shone like marbdle ; the
rich, ruby-red juwels flugshed on her fiugers,
on her neck; a bracelst of fine gold and
rubies encircled her waist, and a crimson rose
uustled in the shining, luxurivua blackuess ot
hair. All crimson aud black—with a fiery
intensity of purpuse flushing ber face—and
that peculiar glitteling smile of bers on her
thin lips. Guston Dantree thonxht ot some
beautitul Circe—some futal siren come ob
enrth to werk ruin and dsrkness.

% And yet, atlerall,” bo thought, # T hsliavr
in my soul Katherine is more then 8 match
for her, How cooliy—bhow t! oreughly calw
und self-ponsess d ahe sits, Lot ove puls-
beating the quicker—while the vyes of her
snumy are ou fire with her devilish getormin
ation to win. Iu a long.drawn battle of any
kiod between these two, I'd back the heiress
of Scarswood.”

Tohen more and more absorbed in the ram«
he forgot even to think. Hoe bunt over until
his crisp black curls tomched Katherine's
cheek, Bhe glanced up at him for a second
—her still fuce brightemiug—a faint color
coming in her cheeks,

¢ A drawn battle is it not, Gaston 7" she
snid, “and a true Dangerfield preters death to
defeat.” -

Mrs. Vavasor saw both look and smile, and
4 suvage resulotion to win at ull hazards pos-
seRged her. She kpit her straight black
brows, and bent to the game, her lips com-
pressed in one straipht red line. 8be bated
Kutherine at that moment wirh an jntensity
she bad never felt before, How coolly she
sut there muking ber moves, with a fuoe of
marble, while she was thrilliug in every veiv
with a fever of excitrment, And how she
loved tbat man behind her, and how happy
she was in that love

¢ And te her mouther I owe all I bave ever
saffered—the sin, the rorrow the rhame!
Pray Heaven they may fix the wedding-day
speedily, or I shall never be able to wait! J
wonder how I have waited all thess yesr~
and years. Ah! a false move, my lady, s
false move. The victory is mine!”

Bat the exultaut thought came too soon
Katherine's move, made after loug delibera.
tion, certainly looked like a false one—the
widow answered in a glow of triumph. &
secoud Iater and she raw her mistake— Ka-
theriue's falre serming move bad bren m ide
with deliberate inteution. Her eyes flashed
for the firat time—she made n lust rapid pass
and rofe cobqueror.

« Checkmated I ghe cried, with a slight
lnngh of triumph. #I knew ] should van-
quish you in the end, Mrs Vavaror|”

¢ Dinner!” apnounced the butler, flinging
wide the donr, and Migr Dangerfield took the
nrm ot Mr Dantree and swopt with him into
the dinibg-room.

¢ You did that splendidly, Kathie," be said ;
“You have no idea how proud I am of your
conquest ; and she was so sure of winning.
She hatevs you as those little venomons
women only can hate—do yon know it 7

st Certainly I know it,” Katherine repnnded
with supreme carel sruesa, 1 have known
it ever since I saw her firnt. She bates me
and ocould strychnine me this moment with
ull the pleasure io life.”

¢ But why, I wonder ?” said Mr. Dantree,
#yon never knew her before she came hure—
you never did anvthing to harm her?”

44 My dearest GQustop, it 18 not always the
people who bave done snmething to barm un
we dirlike most. We detest them because we
dutess them. Mrs, Vavasor and I are an-
tegonistic ; we would .imply hate each other
undor any circumstances. How hent she waz
on winning that game, and I—I shouid have
died of mortification if she bad.”

s Take care of her, Kathie! that womaw
meana to do you injury of some kind before
rhe gnits this honre., Whether it be for your
mother’s Bake or your own, doesD't matter—
she means to harm you if she can.”

Kiitherine threw back her head with an im-
perial gesture.

t Let her! Iam not afrald. Ifit comes
to that, I may beat her at her own game, 88 T
di¢ five minutes ago. 8ha can't take you
from me, Gasaton,” with a fine gay langh
tcan ghe? Anything elsel fancy I can
bear.” _

He stooped and answered her in whispered
words, and Katherine's face was quite radiant
agaha took her place-atthe table.

Mrs. Vavasor -fol'lowed with Mr. Danger-

field. She bad risen from the table and
takeu his proflered arm, quite white for an
instant through all her ronge. He saw that
pultor beneath paint and powder.
. % And you are beaten after all, Mrs. Vav-
gsor, and by Katherine Dangerfieid! Your
vrme of chess meant more than a game of
chess—is it emhlemntic? She’s fearfally and
wonderfully plucky, thia cousin of mine.
Will she come off victorious ot other games
than chess, I wonder 7"

She looksd up at him for one moment, and
all the pasrion, the rage, the hatred, smoul-
dering within her, hurst forth.

% 111 crosh her!! she cried in a farious
whiaper, #1I'll cruzh her! And the day is
vary near now. This is only one more item
added to the long account I owe her. Bhe
shall pay offnll—the uttermost farthing, with
com pound interest,”

« And stab through him,” Peter Danger-
fleld said darkly; ¢ the purest blow you can

I play chess’

soul it wonld be her death.”
-4 1 shall steip her. ofi!

alleyf-ﬁill:i(;vor—

father-—name even ‘I will'wait until her wed-

ding-day and striké bomeé then,’ When her
cup of bliss s fullest and at'her ‘very:lips,I’
ghall dash - it-"down..' And, "‘my brilliant,
baughty, high-spirited heresr of Scarawood,
how will it be with you then 7" ™

Bir Jobn was in bis place—a darkly moody
bost, smid the lights, the flowers, and the
wines. Mrs. Vavasor was even in higher
spirits thun usual. Mr. Dangerfietd was talk-
ative and agreeable, Katherine was bappy,
and disposed to be at peace, with the world
and all therein, even Mrs. Vavasor, She
loved, she was belovea—aull life'n greatuet
happiness is gaid in that. For Mr, Duntree,
tie was simply gelipbtful. He toiud them ip-
imitable stories of life in the Southern Srates,
uutil sven grim 8ir Jobs relaxed into inter-
est, and alrer dinner in the drawing room
s«ng for them his favorite after-dinner song.
4 When the Winecup is Sparkling Bofure Us”
in his delicious voice, that enchanted even
thoss who bated bimmost. The piano stood
iu 4 shurdowy recers dowa at one ¢xtremity of
the loug rovm-—Katherine and he hwd it all
to themselves, . Mrs. Vavasor v.as bhusy with
some flimsy feminine handiwork, Mr.
Dnvgerfield sat beside ber, turning over a
book of photographs. and SirJobn, lying back
fn his cusy chair, Rept his eyes clesed an
tbough he wero asleep.  His tuco worea worn
lovk of care—bo was watching those two
shuduwy figures st the pisno, savd us he 1is-
teue@ to thig mun's voice, £o thrillingly
sweet, 48 bp looked at his face—the lamphight
sreaming on his dusk §,.ansh beamy, be
scarcely woudered at Katherive's infatuation

# Fuirer than s wWolinu and more unxtable
thnn water,” he thought, bitterly, “and this
is the reed she has choren to lean upon
through lite! My poor little Kathie, and 1
am puwerluss tu suve Vvou— tulesa—L speak
snd teil all. Heaveo help you if this man
over fiuds out the tiuth

«8jug me svmetning Scotch, Gaston,” Kn-
therine suid. Sbe was susted in a low fuu.
tenil, cluse bexide him, her hands lying idly
in her lap—bher hesd back awmoug the
cashivns. It was characteristic of this youny
‘wdy that she bhad pever donea stitch of funcy-
work in her life. 8She wus quite idle now,
perfuctly huppy—Ilistening to the bowling of
the Octohwr sturw Ju the park, and Mr. Duan-
troe's eXyUirite singing.

“Sing wemethiug Seotch—a ballad. It ]
have a weskness, whioch is doubtful, it is fur
rcutch sopge.”

Mr., Dunties bheard but to obey. He ran
win fiigers hightly over the keys, smiled
shghbtly to hineelf, apd glanced balt-mmnli.
cicusly at 1he girl's suprewely cuntented
face.

» How well p'eased she looks,” he thought.
«[ wonder if | cunnot chapge that hlissiu:
exp esssion. Mapy women bave done me
the honor ta all 1o tuve with me, but 1 dow
think any of them were guite so hard hit a»
you, Dot even excepting Mane,”

He played o pielude o s plaintive minor
key, wouderfnily sweet, with a weiling under
~tratly, quite heni-br-aking, and sang. His
fue thnuged nud oarkened, his voice tonk »
twthos nune of his hesrors bud vver besrd be-
fore.

A weary It {s thine falr mald~

A wenry 1ot s thine !

To pu'l the thorn th¥ brow to brald
And press the Tue for wine,

A Hentrome eye, » molsier’s mien,
A festher o 1) e blue

Aduublet- fthe Lit ciio green
Nou more of n eyou knew,

My luvn:

No more of me y ou knew,

“This mary 1~ merry June I trow,

The rowe 1s by dlag thin,

Bul she phinll U 00 '3 Wintor sNow
Ere wo twe meol agnin !

He turned bis cunrger as he spoke
Upnen the river 8hioro=—-

He gnve the 1elus 4 shiake and sald:
* adien fureverinome

My love!

Adien forevermory,'”

It died out fairt and low aa the lart ca
dence of a funeral bymuo. Aund then be
gl.nced nt Exthertue.  Ho had changed the
expresrion of thut senkitive fuce cruetly— it
lay beck now againxt the ruhy red of the vel-
vet, aK colorlesc s the winter gnow of whien
he sang. He arose from tbe piauo with u
funeh.

4 Kathie, you are as white as & ghoat, I
huve given you ti » biues with my siugivg, or
bored vuu to death, Which ?

She Juughed u Jittle as she rore,

“Your song was heautitul, Gaston, but
twice tuo rud—i1 bug given me the baatlache,
11 i8 too sugrrstive, 1 suppose, of man's per-
fidly apd woman's broken trust. I pever
wiut to henr you sing that sgain.”

It wag latc when tho two gnptlemen bade
good ufghtand lett.  Mrs. Vuvasor tuok her
uight lamp and  went up the bluck oaken
stuirway, her rohy »ilk tiniling and gleaming
in lurid aplendor bebind her.

# Good-night, Karbiv, darling—how pale
angd tired the chld leoks, Aaod you didw't
like that divine Mr, Dantroe’s lust sang? It
‘was the gem of the eveniong to my mind—so
surgestive and w»ll thut Bosne ouit ef
bonnes reves, ma belle”—Mra. Vavaser han
a habit amopg her ather gusb-ng habits of
gusking out into foreign levgunges now and
then —uand- try ard get your bright looks
back to-morrow, Don't }rt your complexion
fude for aLy 1 su—there inn’t obe on eurth
worth it.. A duomain/ good night.

¢ A lightsome eya,a roldler's mlen
A feather of the hlue,
A donblet o' the Lincoln green,
No w018 Of me you knew,
y luve,
No more of me you knew !

And with a lart backward glance and stil]
sirgit g the ominous Boug, brilliant little
Mrs. Vavasor wunirhed.

Mr. Guston Dantree rode back to bis tem-
prrary beme at Morecambe in very ¢xcellent
spirits. What an ut.common!y gond-looking,
tuscinating sort of fellow hue must be thut sl}
the women shonld lowe their hends for bim o
this fanhjon. Bmrely the pods who presided
over his destiny must have been in a most
propitious mood when they created him their
bright particalar rtar.

«1'vs always heard it is better to be born
lucky than rich, and wadl I believe it. I
was born 8 pauper. My mother vended ap-
ples in the stresta of New York; aud my
father—wel], the lers gald about him the bet-
ter, Ho bequeathed me bis good looke, hin
voice, and hin—lvore-fitting morality. Ucti)
the ege of eigbt,I ran wild ahourthe strests ;
then my pretty fuce, and curly hesd, and ar-
tistic . way of singing ‘Oh, Sussupnah ' at-
tracted the attention of Mrs, Weymore, rich,
childless, sentimental. goud-natured, snd-—a
fool. I war sent to school, tricked out in
velvet and roffles, kissed, pralsed, putted, lat-
tared, Rpoiled by all the ladies, young snd old,
who visited my foster mamwma ; and, by Jove !
they've been at it ever rince. Then at six-
teen cavre that uely little eplsode of the
forged check. That wan hushed up. Then
followed the robhwry of Mrs Weymore's dia-
mondg, traced clearly -home to ma. They

would not overlook that.. I inherited my.
light-fingered proclivifies from my father as
well as the gnod looka they praised ; but they.
wouldn't take that into conpideration. Then
for four yeara there was the living by my

wits—dofng a little of oveirything under

.

of Gaston Dantree, my literary ventur ]
their success in their way. y.And the:“' a?t.gv
three years more came old De Lansac and
Marie—poor little Marie. I:thoupght 1 bay
‘fonnd the purse of Fourtunatus then, whep
lo! the old fool must upi-and get marrieg
And, ‘88 If that weren't ‘enough, there muyaf
follow an heir, and adieu to all Mariva hopey
and mine. ‘Then-I crossed the Atlantig to
try my luck on this side the pund, snd [ pe.
lieve I've accomplished my destiny at laet, ag
lord of Bcurawood, at. eight thourana g year
I believe I shall be a equare pe, fining neat
sod trim into a rquare bole. Knihaings
frawback—exacting and ‘romaniie, und aj
that bosh—but everything a8 we wish it iz
not for this world below. The old gentle.
man - will go toes up shortly. 1 shall take
the name of Sir Dantree Dangerfie)d, siuk the
Garton, and live happy fo1 ever after »

Mr. Duntree was still singing thas hellug
ot the faithless lover as he ran lightly op-
stairs to hig room. He threw off his wet
overcoat, poked the fire, turned up ths lemp,
und saw on the tuble a letter. !

Now a letter to the bandsome tenor ficger
wag not an agreeable sight. Letters simply
mennt duns or ¢lse—He snatched it wp with
up oath, This was po dop; it was reme-
thipg even worse. It was superscrihed in g
woman's hand, and was post marked New
Orlunms.

« From Marie, by Jupiter!” he exclaimed
blapkly. «Now, how the dev—nh, I have ic:
It camo to my addrees in London, and the
ymhlishers have forwarded it hers, 8kall 1
open it, or pitch it into the fire umead?
Deuce take all women. Can tbey nover let
a tellow alove? What a puradise earth
would be without them 1"

He did pot throw tbe letter into the fire,
buwrver. He threw himself inio ap easy
chair inrtead, stretched forth hin splashed
tiding boots to the bluze, Bnd tore it wpem,
It bud the mark of being brief at lensst, and
remrarkably to the point:

NEW ORLEANS, Sept. 161k, 1560,

GARTON = Are you never going io write t~are
you never coming bxck? Are you il or are
sou falthless 7 The last, snrely ; it weu d be fo
keeping with ull the rest. Does X« ur dead
atlence mean that I am deserted amd f rever?
It 20, Only 8aV I, and you are free ax the wind
thar biows. I will pever follow yon—never ask
su:ht of you. No man alive~though he were
ten thourand timesx more to me than ) oo have
beer — ghall ever be sued for finelitn v me.
Come or gtay. a8 you chooke ; 1his {8 the laktlat-
tet I +haul evertrouble you with  Reforn this
and Rl my oth-r lette &- ¥ pleture alro, I}
am reserted. nut, oh,Gaston! Gast nl have [
tleserved 1his? MARIR

That was all. Thes woman’s beart of the
writer had broken forth in that Just FeDICnCe,
and she had stopped, fesripg to trust herself,
Mr. Daptreeresd itrlowly over, Ir.oking very
calm aud bandsome in the lespirg fielight,

¢ Plucky littlegirll"” wag hix finishing com-
mept; “i 8 hard liues on ber, after al! that's
p+t and gone. But there's no help for i,
Murie. I bave lenrned to love another—I
huve broken every vow—we have parted from
ruch other—and your heart is Jouely vow "
and a 1that sort of thing, I wonder if T evex
vad a*heart]! 1 deuttit. I'm Jike Minerva,
a heart was left out in my meke.up; 1 vever
was 1eally in love in wy life, aud T don't
wunt to bu. Women are very well as step-
piug-rtopes to fortune, fame, amhition ; but
for Jove in the ahatrsct—bak | But poor lit-
tle Mariel if I ever did approach the sproney,
1t wun for her; if I have it in me to care for
unything or suybody but myself, it is for
her.”

And then Mr. Dantree proc’uced a little
bla k pipe, louded 10 the muzzle, stivck a
mree, snd fell back agsin to enjoy himeelf,
He louked the picture of a loxnriows Nybar-
ire, Joungiog negligently among the enshions
bufore the gruinl fire.

“And T know she'll keep ber word,” he
muttered refloctively. ¢ No breach of pro-
mize, no avenuwer on the track in this case,
Gueton, mwy hoy; all nice and smooth, and
going on velvet That'8 R good iden about
wending back the letters and photograph.
I'll act upon it at once. A married mun’s a
fool who keepg ruch eouvenire of hia bach-
elothood 1oos- about. And Kuthie isn’t the
sort of girl either to staad that epeeiex ofnon-
sevfe—phe’s proud ar tha deuce, ps hecomes
the daughter of sn vld sovldier, and as jealome
a8 the devil.”

{ To be Continued.)

Followay's (intment and Pills,—Coughs,
Influrbza . —The svothing properties of these
wedicaments reoder them well worthy of
tria) in all dinenses of the Jnpgs., In com-
mon colds and iinfluerza the Pills taken in-
ternally and the Ointment rohbed extervally
are vxceeding ly eflicacious. When influenzs
is epidemic thin treatment I8 easiesr, satusty
and gurest. Hollowav's Pill and Ointment
purify the bluod, remove all obatructions to
i1s free circulation through the lungs, relisve
the overgorged alr 1uher, and render Tespira-
tion fres without redncing tha strength, irri-
tating the nerves, or depressing the rpirits.
Su-h arethe ready means of raving suffering
when sfllicted with colds, conghe, bronchitis,
and otber complaintr hy which so msauy are
werivunly and permauently afilicted in most
countries, :

THE LAW OF GRAVITATION.

Lying boneath anapple tree Sir Inaac New-
ton raw up apple tall to the ground. His en-
quiring miod led bim to investigute the
cuune, and the result was the promulyation of
the theory now known as the luw of gravita-
tion & system which at once won the aascut
of the learned world, and by meauns of whichk
the motions of all the known heaveuly Lodies
are explained, and thoge of theyet unknewa
can be determined. A singulaily com prehen-
sive principle is that propounded and carried
into practice by Holluway., He dividas all
the nsual direasus into two classes—rhose ar-
riging from imperfect sctivn of the digestive
organs, and those proeceeding from fimpuri-
ties of the hloud. Thess two claxses of dis-
ense he treats by mmeans of his gelebrated
Pilis and Ointment, two akilfully prepared
remadive which bave heen most succexstelly
ured in all the habitable parts of the globe.
His unparall sled success har made bis names
nuasehold word not only in his native land,
but throughout the length asd breadsh of the
world. Countries where proprietary medicioes
are forbidden by law Lave reluxed thelr strin-
zent regulations in his favour, True rmeril
is always at length recognised. the rich and
the paor, the learued aud thejignorant, physi-
cians, statesmen, monarchs, a nation of eo-
lightened frecmen, has sanctioned, ueed,
and extolled them. rhey are fixed fucts in
nedicsl bistory. Is not this better than
baving light under & bushel ¥ If anythiog ¥
wortn knowiog it {g worthy of being universal
1y known. So thioking , Hollawny proclaimg
the virtues of bis medicines through the preed,
»nd fortune, fame, and gratitude of milliong
bave Leen his reward In msking - theso
statements, we are guided by an enrnest wisk
to benefit the sick nnd suffering of all pations:
and in directing their attention to the  well~
uttested curative propertica of Hollowny's ro-
medivs, we oply reiterate facts and opiniond
which are patent to three-fonrthe of the civk

lised world.~Zummas Indicater. .




