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CHAPTER XX

(CONTINUED.)

Aud why should tho world make this dead
wet at poor Mrs. Peony 2 She is good-look-
g, soft-henrted, and unaffected ; she laughs
wh 'n she 18 plensed, and crice when sho is
touched. She s altogethier frank, and natur-
al, and womanly, Cun these be good rensons
for running her down ? Heaven knows ! but
run down shie 15, just as tho hypocritical Lndy
Strightlace 1s eried up.  Well, we must
tuko things us they are, and muko the best
of them. 5o Frank and I walked on through |
the pleasant ficlds i the darkenmg twihght,
aud 1 for one engoytu 1t excessively, and was
quite sorry when n great bell sounding from
the houre warned us that it was time to re-
turn, snd that our absenco would too surcly |
bu the subjeet of ramark should we huger out !
ot doors any longer. 1 never knew Frank so’
agreenble; on overy topie bo vas  brilliant,
and  lively, aud amusing. Only once, n
some casual remark about the future, thero
was a ehade of meluncholy in his tone, more
hke what hio used to be formerly.,  Someliow
I don't think I hked lnm so well in his best
spints ; perbaps I was mysell cuanged 1
tho lust low weoks.  © used often to thirvk so.
Au first, during that walk, I foared lest
lrank ehould touch upon 8 topie whieh
would have been far from unwelcome u short
tuno ago. 1 soon saw ho had not the shght.
est mmtention ot dosug sv, and I confess 1 was
numensoly rehioved. I had dreaded tho pos-
sibihity of being oblized at least to give
deerded answer—of having my own fate in:
my own punds, and jeeling totally meapable
ot chovsing for myself. But I might have
spared wy berves all such mnegivings—iny |
cavalier never gave me an  opportunity of
oven faneying inysell m such o dilemma Gl
Just #8 we reached tho house, whon, cspying
Mrs. Lumle and  Miss  Molasses returning
from thear stroll, he slarted, colored up a
litth , ko 8 guilty man, and acted as though |
i would have escaped their notice. 1 was
provoked,

‘Don't desert your colors, Captain Lovell,
1 snid, o finmn veico; *Miss Molasses isl
wuhiug fur you, cven now.’

‘Unteching,” wuttared  Franh, bitig Lu's:
ip, aud Jooking really  annoyed, O Miss
Coveniry 1 O hato! give e an oppurtumty |
ut oaplaiaiyg all)

*Eaplain nothing,’” was my reply; * wo |
understand cach other perfeetly. It s time!
for me to zom and dress.’ So 1 wmarched’
mty the bouse, nud left  am looking’
toohish—af Frank cvar conld look toolish—on !
the doerstep. As 1 Luroed along  the pas-

cages, I onconntered Lady Seapegrace. ‘

* What's the matter, Kate 2° saud she, fol- |
lowing e 1o my roow ; * you leok ns i’
~utin Lk had happeoed. No bad news, 1.
trust, trow Auat Deboral &° i

1 barst mto tears.  JKindness always over-
cam = e completely, and then Tuake afool
ot mysdt,

* Nottugs the matter, 1subbed oug, tonly
1 m ured and nervous, Lady Scapograce, aud
1 want to dress,

My Bostens shipped quietly out of the room,
avd  proeently returned  with sowee  sal
o Latde an 't water ; shemade e drink 1
vy drope

* Lmust iave o tus to you, Kate, saud
ey Lt et pow ¢ tud disuer-bedl wali niug i
t b e , sl o, luiried away to
Portenit o 1 tailette,

As g tonder, 1take to morausing , aud I
atnatraad I owaste a guad deal of valuable
aiie 3 eprcuiating o the theughis, adeas,
and, st speak, the muer lite of v uagh
bops, s curons to observe o larg. well-
dreased party scated at diuner, all appareat-
1y trank and open as the day, oll of fan aud
sved punor, sy ing whatever comes uppere
ety ot toadl catward sectmng laying barve

vy erovce and erunny of ther hearts, and
tieon to vl ot that vaci oite of the thirony
Cew soparate ideg crerddy <l tiet tiem
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TH CANADIAN GENTLEMA

himself, guy and debonnarr. Outwardly the .
lightest-bearted man in the compuny; in-
wardly, I have reason to know, tormentoa
with misgivings and stung by relf-reproach.
Playmg u doublo gamoe—attached to one
woman and courting another, despising him-
sclf thoroughly the while; hemmed in by
difticultics, and loaded with debt, hampered
Ly a bad book on ‘The Two Thousand,' and
playig Indo-and-seek even now with the
Jows, I'rank’s real oxistence wus very diffor.
ent from the one ho showed his frionds. So
with tho rest of the party. Old Mrs. Molasscs
was bothored by her maid; Mr. Lumley
puzzled by his bectles ; his wife involved in
a thousund schemes of wmischief making,
which kept hor in perpetual hot water; all,
even honust Cousin  John, wero sedulously
Lidiug their real thoughts from their com-
pavivus; all were playing the game with
counters, of which indeed thoy were lavish
cnough; but had you asked for a bit of
sterling coin, fresh from the mint, and stamp-
ed with theimpress of truth, they would have
buttoned their pockets closer than ever : ay,
though you had been bankrupt and penniless,
they would bave seen you further first, and
then they wouldn't.

So we flirted, and talked, and laughed,and
adjourned to the drawing-roow, where, after
a proper interval, wo were joined by the
gentlemen, who, in consideration of the day,
cousented for that one evemng in the weck
to forego their usual games of chance or
skill, such as whist, bilayds, and cockama-
roo. But the essontial inamty of a fashion-
able party requires to be amused, s0 we set
round a large table, and plaved at ‘letters,’
sedulonsly ‘shuflling’ the bhandsomo ivory
capitals as we gave each other long jaw-
breaking words, thedifliculties of which wero
much enhanced by their being musspolt, but
winch neverthiess formed a very appropriate
vehicle for ‘what the world calls “flirtation.’
I can always find out other people’s words
much quicker than my own, and wlilst I
was puzzlivg over ‘contipede,” and teasing
Mrs. Lumley, wbo had given it me, for the
mntial lettor, I pecped over tho shoulder of
my next neighbor, Miss Molasses, and made
out clearly enough the word she had just re-
coived from Frank Lovell: she would not
havo discovered it for a century, but I read
it at & glance. I just looked at Frank, who
blushiec hike a girl, took it back, vowing he
bad spelt it wrong, and gave ber another. Did
Lo think to throw dust iu my eyes? Theroisa
stago of mental suffering at wineh we grow
vaturally clesr-sighted. I bad arrived at 1t
long ago. Watching every action of mv
newghbors, I had yet cars for all that was
going aroundt. Sir, Guy, occupying & posi-
tion on the hearth-rug, with bis coat-tails
over lus arms, was haranguing the ciergy-
man of the parish, a quict, week little man,
who dined at Seamperley regularly on Sun-
day, and appeared tnightened out of Ins wits,
He was a man of cducation and  intelleet, n
ripe scholar, a middling preacher, and a pro-
found logiman: but he was completely
((-ivvrpowcrcu by coarse, ignorant, noisy Sir

uy.

‘Driving—hey ?’ said the Barounet: ‘weo're
all fond of driving’ here, Mr. Waxy; there's
a younyg lady who will teach  you to bandlo
the nibbovs. Gad, she'd make the crop-eared
mare step along. dave yoa got the old mare
still 2 Devilish good old mare I’

No cnld of man istoo learned, or too quict,
or too humble, to feel tlattered at praise of
his horse. My, Waxy blashed a mawsty yellow
as he replied—

‘Very good of you to remember her, Sir
Guy -dodla and  sate, aud  gentle withal,
Sir Guy; but I den't drive her wmyself, Sir
Guy,’ added 3r. Waxy, raising his hands
deprecatmgly—as who should say, ‘Heaven
fortad 1 1 don’t dnive mysell, sir; no—no—
my lad asstunes the rens ; and notwithstand-
m the poteney of your Scamperley ale, Sir
Guy, wo managoe to arrive pretty sate at our
destination.’

*Quite right, Mr. \Waxy,' vociferated Sir
Gay. *Dud [ ever tell you what happencd
to mu onte, waen I took it into my head to
drive iy own chariot om? Look ye lcre,
stry Il tell ye how 1t wase I was anmarricd
then, Mr. Wany, amd as muocent as a babe,

— —

“tune over-hend-and-ears 1o Jovo  with Frank | bo took ins departure immediately ; aud of ! ran away from her s year afterwards. One
{ Lovedl, and rendy to do anything hu asked course, dircotly thero was 6 move, the ladies
t her ut n momont 8 notice. There waa Fraux  went to bod.

¢ Comeo to my room, Kate,' whispered Lady
Soapegrace, us wo lighted our hand.candles:
‘you can go the short way through
the boudoir : I want to speak a word with
you.'

————

CHAPTER XXIIL

¢ Kate," said Ludy Scapegraco, as she shut
the door of her snug dressing-room, and
whecled an easy chair befory the fire for my
benefit—* Eate, youre & foolish girl; it
strikes me you are playing a dangerous game
and playing it all wrong, moreover. 1 can
sce more than you think. Do you know the
difforence between real diamonds and paste ?
Not you, you little goose. But you shall, if
I can teach you. Kale, bave you ever heard
mo talked about 2 Dut you ever hear any
good of mo ?' I was forced to answer both
questions—tho former in the aflirmative, tho
Iatter in the negative.

¢Do you believe I'm 88 bad as
thev give mo credit for ?' proceeded hcr
ladyship.

¢ No,no !I' I replied, taking her hand and
kissing it ; for I really liked Lady Scape-
grace. *Let tbem say what they will, I
won'’t believo anything bad of you at all.’

‘T have had a strange life, Kate,' said
sho: ¢ and perhaps not quite fair play. Well,
the worst is over now, at any rate. I don't
much care how short thoe remainder may
be. Iate, did you cver hear I was a wur-
deress ?°

* No, no I' I ropeated, taking her hand
onco more ; for I wasshocked andhalf fright-
oned at tho expression of her countenunce.
¢ I never hicard anybody say more tuan that
you were odd, and a flit, and perhaps not
very much attached to Sir Guy.'

Lady Scapegrace shuddered. ‘Y owe you
a great deal, Mirs Coventry,’ ghe resumed—
¢ a great deal more than I cau over hopo to
repsy. I consider that you once saved my
life, but of that I mako small account ; you
havo dono e a far greater kindness—you
have interested me ; you bave made me fond
of you : you bave tuught mo to feel liko u
woman again. The least I can do in return
is to watch you and warn you—to show you
tho ruck on which I made shipwreck, and
beseech you to avoidit. Kate, you've heard
of my Cousin Latimer ; would you like to ses
bis picture

Lady Seapegrace rose, walked to a small
cabinet, unlocked it, and produced a minia-
ture, which she plnced in my hands. If the
painter had uot flattered bim, Cousin Lati-
mer was indeed a hiandsome boy. There
was genins on his wide, bold forchead, and
resolution in his firm, well.cut mouth; bis
large dark eyes botrayed strong passions and
keen intellig vee, whilst bigh birth was
stamped on his fine features and chivalrous
expression of countenance. Poor Coucin
Latimer!

*Lock at that, Kate,'said Lady Scape-
grace, m low chilling tones; “the last time I
saw him, that was his very image. Thank
God, I never behold hitn when those kind
features were cold and rigid—that white neck
gashied by his own band! O Katel 'tis =
sid story. I bave not mentioned it for
twenty yeare; but it's arelief to talk of it
now. Surcly I was aot altogether to blame;
surely bo nnght bave given me tunv; he
need not have boen so hasty—so desperate.

* Listen, Kate. I was ono of a large fam-
ity of girls. All iy sisters wero benutiful ;
all were vawn of their charms. As I grew up,
I heard uothing talked about but conquests,
and lovers, nud captivation. I thought to
dazzle and cnslave the uppusite sex was the
noblest aiw of woman. Latimer was brought
up with us; we called him *Cousin,’ though

growing more and more attached to me.
Latiuer always brought me the carliest
roses. Laumr helped me with my draw-
ing, aed did 1y comnissions, and turned
the lo.ves when I played on tho pinnoforte,
aud hung over the instrument when I sang.
la short, Latimer was oy slave, in body and

Ay v 2 Woit 1 Ldbunie w bty at

{soul coand e eanmegue 13e. wus, Rate. thet

ho was i realiy u very distant connection. ! 8lecp sound oner again, as I used to sleep
Poor buy! tay by day I could see ho wus|

of thuso ufticers, a captain in tho reciment,
was an cepecial flirt of mine ; bo was a good
looking, agrocable map, aud a beautiful
waltzer. 'L recollect tho night as well as if it
wre yestordav ; the officers arriving in their
uniforms—my father standing behind us,
procluimed aloud his pride in bis six hand.
somo duughters—Cousin Latimer claiming
my hand for tho first dance, and my refusal,
notwithstanding my long promise, on the
the plea that I was engaged to Captain Nor-
manton. Poorboy! I can sce his_pained,
eager face now. *You do what you liko with
mo," he said ; ‘but you must danco tho next.’
I laughed and promised.

‘Captain Normanton was very agrocable ;
ho was tho most dashing-lovking fellow in
tho room, and I liked the vanity of parading
bin about in his uniform, and showing wmy
sisters and others tho power I had over
Cousin Latimner. Ouco mora the latter claim-
od my prouuse, aud onco more I threw hiwm
over. [ glanced trinmpbantly at him as he
watched me from a corner; and tuo more he
gazed the more I acted at hun, as it I was
making violent love to iny par.er. Some-
how, without looking, I saw «very shado of
Latimer's countenance,  Ouce or twice 1
had compassion, but thers was the excito-
iinent of vamity and novelty to iure me on.

‘For the first time 1 mv life, I knew how
mucl it was possible for meu to care for us;
and I could not resist torturing my wctim
to tho utmost. Fool that I was! Cousin
Latimero camo up to me once more.
Toough anpoyed and blurt, he 1auster-
ed a good-humoured smile as he said,
‘For the third and last time, will you
danee wiih hitn 2”  “ But you don’t waltz
Lalt as well as Captain  Normanton,” I re-
pitea ; * I like lLim best;” and away I
whirled again with the delighted hussar.

¢ ‘he instant I had spoken, I felt that I
had gou. too far. I would have given any-
thing to unsay those foolish words, but it was
too late. When I stopped, panting and
breathless, after thoe dance, Cousin Latimer
came quito close to me. I never saw a faco
so changed : Lo was deadly palo, and there
was u sweet, melancholy expression in bis
countenanco that contrasted strangely with
the wild gleam in his eye. He spoke very
low, almost softly, but in a voice I had never
heard beforo. He only said, ** God forgive
you, dear l—you try mo too much.” I never
saw bim again, Kate—never.

¢ When I heard what liad happened, I was
laid up for months with brain fever; they
cut all my bair off ; they pinioned me ; thoy
did all that skill and science could do, and 1
recovered. Would to God that I had died !
I do not think my head hus ever been right
since.

¢ Kate | Kate ! would you have such feel-
ings a8 mine ? Should you like to live all
your lifo haunted by one pale faco 2 Would
you wish never to enjoy o strain of musio, a
gleam of suushine, a single, simple, natural
pleasure, because of the phantom? Be
warned, my dear, before it is too late. I tell
you honestly, I never forgot him ; I tell you
1 never forguvo myself. \What did I care
for any of them, except poor Alphonse—and
I ouly likcd Alphonse because ho reminded
me ot the dead. Do you think I was
not a reckless woman when I married Sir
Guy ?

¢ Do you think X have not been punished
and humiliated envngh 2 Heaven forbid,
wy dear, that your fate should resemblo
mine ! Iread your feclings fax more plainly
than you do yourself. You bave a kind,
gencrous, nobls heart decply attached to
you ; don't be afool, as I was ; don't throw
lum over for the sako of an empty-headed,
flirting, good-for-nothing roue, who will .or-
get you in o forlnight. Strong language,
Kaute, is it not 2 But think over what I havo
told you. Good-uight, dear. What would I
give to yawa as hounestly 28 you d>, and to

when I was a girl I’

I took my candle, and kissed Lady Scape-
grace affectionately as I thanked her, and
wishod her good-night, It was alrendy late,
and my room vas quite at tho other ond of
the bouse.  As I sped along, devoutly trust- o
ing I should not meet any of the gentlemen

s

panions, and the light from his candie showed
we my only chance. A covered shower.bath
§tood in the corner of tue apartment, and
into that shower-bath [ jumped, closing the
curtaius all rpuud we, but, ns may t.¢ astin
believed, taking very particular caro not to
pull tho striug. Scarcely was I fairly ep. !
sconced bofore Frank Lovell made L;g ap
pearacce; and Y saw at ouce, through
8 holo in the curtains, that lo was the
lawful occupier and possessor of tho apart-
mont,

Horo was a

Sredicamont indeed! If {pe
omergency had not been so desperato, I mps
bave fainted. * Qood gracious,’ 1 thought
¢ if ho should lock the door I' Frank, hoy.
ovor, geomed to have no such intention: I
beliove this is a precaution gentlemen seldom
adopt. .On the contrary, Le procecded to
wake himself thoroughly at home, Light.
ing !ns candle, ho leisurely divested bhimgelf
of his coat, waistcoat, and neckeloth, enfold.
ed bus person in a large loose dressiug-gown
leaned his head on both hands, and gave N
deep gigh, Apparently much relieved by
this procese, ho took up his hair-brushes, aod
after a good refreshing turn at his locks apd
whiskers,aud n muttored compliment to his
own reflection in tho glass, thatsounded very
like ¢ You fool I' he unlocked & small writ.
ing-case, and producing from it a little bap.
dol of Jettors, tied up with a li*tle pink rb.
bon, selected thom one by one, and resi
them over from beginning to end,
each with devout fervour as o replaced it
carefully in its euvelope. I would have giren
a great deal to know who they were from;
their perusal sermed to afford bim mingled
satislaction and annoyauce : but the sighed
heavily again, and I saw he had a longloek
of hair in his fingers, which he gazed at til
tho tears stood in his eyes. Ho kissed it the
traitor ! and fondled it, and spoke to it, and
clasped it {0 his heart (men aro jnst as grest
fools as we ara). Whoso could itbe? Not
mine, certainly, for I never gave lim sechs
thing.  Miss Molassos' 2 No; hers was
black, and rathor coarso ; this was a sy
chestnut. Could it have belonged to U
Lumley ? Hers was very mauch of the cobr
and I often thought Frank rather epris with
her. Nonsenss | that lively lady bad nolan
atom of sentiment in ber composition ; the
would jost as soon have thougbt of workie
him & counterpuna.

T was g0 interested inmy discoveries, tht
I forgot altogether my own critical positin,
the impractibility of escapo till Frapk bd
gono to sleep, the chance of arousing bin
as I went out, or, more alarming still, the
awful possibility of ns lying awake all nigtt.
When morning dawned, concealment cozd
1o longer be preserved, and what todotha?
I meditated a bold stroke—to rush fromoy
biding-place, blow out both the candles be-
fore my host had recovered his surprise, 12
then runp for it. There was I on the ¢ve of
this porilous enterpriso. Thricc my coarse
failed mo at the critical moment. The fourth
time I think I should have gone, whens.
koock at the door arrested my attention, s
Frank’s * Come in * weloomed o visitor #hest
voice I well kaew to be that of Cousin Joba
The plot began to thicken. It was imps
sible to get away now.

¢ Lovell,’ scid John, in an unusually gnre
voige, ¢ I told you I wanted to speaka W
with you, and this is the only time I ¢
make sure of £uding you alone.' 2

Frank was busy huddling his treasares
backi .to the writing-case. ,

¢ Drivo on, old fellow,’ said ke, * there’s
lots of timo ; it’s not two o'clock yet'

¢ Lovell,’ procoeded John, * yonare ancid
frioud of minc, and 1 bave a great regardfit
you, but I havo a duty to perform, aod I,
must go through with it. Point-blank, o2;
your honor as & man, I ask you, are you o -
are you not engaged to be married to Miss
Molasses ?° .

Frank colored, hesitatod, looked confastd
and then got angry.

* No intimney can give o right o ”k‘;‘g'
& question,’ ho replied, talking very f1sts®
oxcitedly ; ¢ you tako au unwarrantsble
erty, both with hor and mo. Who tld )??
I was going to be married at all? or ¥
business is it of yours whether I am msm
or not ¥’
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on their way to bed, I spicd a fipure advan-
telne towarde me trom e ot1d aof 2 late e,

Johu beogn to got Leal: d too.tulbekc'xd
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