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LOVE THE VICTOR.

CUHAPTER IXI,.—CoxTIiNUED,

“0Oh, it is hard that Iust say all this
formysclf,” sho says, in a atifled tono of
shame und angry reproach,

1 krow wfmt you mean,” hie says, con-
fusedly —** that wo shall be husband wud
wifo 1n pamie oaly.  But consider: this,”
gravedy, 15 a step that onco taken s diffi-
cult of recovery. And—swhat will the world

[}

“\Why nced the world know 1" exclaims
she, cagurly.  Her hands have fallen trom
her face, nud sho hag come & degree nearer
to . Tho mask of indifference has fallen
from her beautiful face, and fur the first
time he sues all tho eaimestness of which it
is espable,

* Loere are such thingsas scevants,” says
Danat, gentlv. ** Still "—sccing the shadow
thit crosaes her faco—*“as you have taken
this idea 80 tnuch to heart, I am willing to
defy the world with you,”

*You consent, then,” she says, with a
sigh of the most inteuso relief. ¢t 1 thank
you.  You have given me back my self-ro.
spect You don't underatand that, perhaps,
but you have- Now, indeed, it is an honor.
able sale between ue two.  You shall be
free to come und go as you like, and I shall
befrec too.  But, wherover my freedomn
leacs me, 1 shall give you back upon m
deathi-lnil your name as clean as when
tukit

Gieut tears atand in her azuro eyes,

“ Lo« « you is to know that,” says Clon-
tuf, quictly,  Then, after a alight pause,
“Yun «ill merry me eocon ?”

o \\\'lwnc\ oer 'ou‘ like.”

“ Naxt month, then ? will that hurry you
to01nuch 17 vy

“No, 1think not. Idaresay if I make
apoiut of it I shall be ready by then.”

*Aul where will you liko to go ? we must
sraoge that, I suppose.  So many ques-
uoxuwam asked. Rome?! Spain? Nor-

way?
. 1should like Paris,” she says, a little
timidly. ‘¢ We nced only stay there ashort
time . you would like to be home for the
shooting, would you not?—and—we both
tll:xmw"l’am 20 wel! that we cannot be bored
ere,

“True.” A grim smile crosses his face:
ghm: 13, however, s tonch of amusement in
it Tohear one's bride previding against
that kiog of terrors, boredom, is in itself
wigue. ¢ Everything shall be cxactly as
you wish it,” ho says in & friendly tone.
*Come," smuling, *"you must not begin by
tegandind me asan ogre. It must be%:ad to
bave to take a husband at all on such terms
s ours, hut—’

*Ur a wife cither,” murmurs she, her
eyes vary sad and prophetic.

“1 shall feel ashamed if you compare
oarrelatisc positions,” says Clontarf, gently ;
*bo 1ot force me to nowledge, whatl
already know, that on all points I bave the
:/:st l:af the bargein. Do not bs ungene-

us.

“I have mnany things to thank you for,”

¢ saye, slowly,

*“Well, now I think we have retty
nearly arranged everything,” says ll;omt,
cheeriuly  *'Iu the -future, fricndship, 1
hope, hics before us; let us begin it now.”
He takes her hand again, :\ml,%onding over
it, presees his lips to it very lightly.  Itis
ascold as death, Shosmilea fuintly. She
looks niterly weary and overdone.

“Now 1 mast go,” says Clontarf, sccing
her cver-inereasing pallor.

“Gord by,” she says, calmly. As he
leaves her and waiks down the Toomt tho
door, ske xtill stands crect, and as ho makes

ier 3 fina] salutation at the door <%0 similes
3zain, and cven manages to return his bow,
Then, as thg door closcs on him, she gives
¥ay, and, sinking inton chair, covers her
face with her hands and bursts into tears.

N is handsome, but au icicle,” says
Clontarf to himtelf, as he slowly decends
the ataire,  *So much tho better for her,
3 I ahonld eertainly never have been able
:o Wllinlove with her,  Sho is without
{ecling, and much too diffieult.  All things
considered, her  little arrangement, if
dlizhtly cmbarrassing, is A viry scusible
one,

'{’hnlmminf, ho turns an angle of the
Vaircase, and finds himsclf unexpectedly
3¢ tofaco with an old woman,

She iy evidently a little lame, because ahe
wpports hersell with am ebomy walking.

cane, and keeps ono hand upon the balusters
besiden,  She looks keenly at the young
nan out of two dark piercing eyes, and by
a gesture brings him to a atandatiil,

‘* Well, and how has your wooing spod 1"
she asks sharply,

Clontarf, amazed, stares at her in turn.

‘I really cannot remember,” hc says,
hesitatingly, ¢ that Ihave ever had the—"

‘ No, you have nover had the pleasuro of
my acquaintance until now," interruptsshe,
brusquely, ¢ and a very little of it, lot me
tell you, young man, would use up all the
pleasure.  Your father will agree with me
there. e knows me, or thinks he does,
and I know him, and what his value is
which {n truth {sn't worth talking about!
My name is Costello, and it is my nioce
with whom you were conversing just now.
Well, as I have now satisfied your niecty,
auswer my question.  Is it yes or no with
her? lavo you bronght matters to a orisis
atlast How have you sped! Eh?”

“ Madam,” returns Clontarf, gravely,
¢ your nicce has done me the honor of ao-
copting my hand,” Helsnot at all sure
whether he is amused or angry.

¢ And you have acne her the honor of ac-
cepting her fortune,” sbarls the old woman,
giv!nﬁ her stick a thump upon the floor.
** And now, doubtless, you and your pre-
clous father think you are at liberty to make
ducks and drakes of {t, and that yon have
bought it dear enon%h by bartering for it
your barren title. But1l tell you no, no,
N0 I" with three or more emphatio thumps
of the cbony atick, '*J ¥ see that her money
isn’t squandered. 1t was hardly and houn.
cstly earned, and shall be kept for her for
whoin it was intended.  I'll fight, atep by
stop, and ¥enuy by penny, any rascally law-
yers your father may chooss to send about
settlement. I'm her guardian in a certain
sense, and I'll seo her xighted. 80 let that
old dandy beware."

¢¢ Madam,” says Clontarf,

¢ Hold your tongue,’” says Mrs. Costello.
“I'm not afraid of you either, though you
are young and handsome, And as for your
father, tell him to be prepared. I shall
circumvent him on every point. I give him
fair warning. Let him know from me,”
flourishing the stick again, ** that my mind
s made up."

¢ I assure you, madam,” be, Clontarf,
haughtily ; there isno diffculty about de-
ciding hetween the amusement and the an.
ger now, he it literally fuming with rage.

4 You needn’t,” interrupts sheagain, con-.
tcmptuouslli; ‘‘on this aubject I sbal) assure
myself, n’t give yourself any trouble,
my good boy ; I'm equal to the occasion.
There ! go—and,"” severely, *‘tell that old
man, your father, that Anna Costello
her eyo on him {”

With this she hobbles away from him,
and mounts with difficalty three steps.
There, however, she pauses, and looks down
-gafin upon the strieken it indignmt Clon-
tar

““Tell him, $00,” she says, in a grating
voice, ‘‘that he may as well give up the
powder and patches and juvenile airs now,
because the wrinkles of seventy don't go
well with ’em, and he'’s that if he’s a day.”

With this last gentle thrust she disap.

“\Vhat an abominable old harridan!”
says Clontarf, when he bas recovered suffi-
cicnt energy even to think again, ‘“*Andso
this is my aunt! Xsee Iam to gain some-
thing by my marrisge besides money.”
Here he descends a step or two, bul slowly
aud thoughtfully, and finally atops short

ain,

** Bless me,” he says with & sudden rush
of pity, “ what & wretched life sho must
have led that poor iirl um;in 1" He socms
really distressed, but being Irish, quick
chango in his mood is & necemity to him,
and presently ho bursts out laughing.

¢ How she does love the goveraor ! he
says. ‘' His ‘juvenile airs I'” mimickin
hier tono—~—**ha ! ha'tis a pity not to tel
him of it; only if they came together af-
terward there might be blood shed, And
as for mo! why"—here his unfilial bilarity
dics a audden death—**she accused me of
sho insinuated that—that—oh t—really, now
you know 1" says Colontarf, indignantly, as
though appealing to an imaginary audi.

enco; after which, pulling himself together
with aa angry shrng, he rons repidly dewn

thg stairs and precipitates himself into his
cab,

—

CHAPTER IV.
' Love will not be constralned by mastery.”

To-day, though slumberons August, has
just given place to golden Scptember, t o
sun i burning as ficrcely and madly as in
those luaty days of his youth when ho mado
love tolan uij' July.

Every blade and leaf is quivering beneath
the intensity of its regard ; & ycllow mist is
hanging over the distuunl s~ The cattlo
far away in the fiolds are lowing piteously ;
somo, nore fortunate thnn others, knee-deep
in water, aro chewing the cnd contentedly,
regardless of their sisters’ complainings: s
fittle petulant wind is dancing through the

goos, and adding another harmony where
* Every sound {s swect,e.
Myriads of ris ulets hurrying through the lawn,
‘The moans of doves {n fmmemerial ¢ims,
And uurmuriog of innumerable boce,”

All theso sweet sounds, and more, fall
dreamily upon the car to-day.

1t is atill summer ; there is not a thought
of autumn, or death, or decay, in all the
genial air,  Somo lato roses climbing up
the veranda of Kilmalooda—tho residence
of Lord and Lady Clontari—are hangin
their heads wearily because of the unwonted
heat, and are crying sadly in their dumb
fashion to be plucked and carried in-doors
to the cool and shaded rooms beyond.

Kilmalooda is old, grand, aod massive.
It bad originally belonged to an impecunions
Irish peer, but had Ywen thrown into the
Landra Eswtes Court, and pulled out of it
again by old Costello, who, having tired of
tho novelty of a fashionablo house in town,
had dccided on trying the cffect of & ocoun.
try residenco—a ** baronial residence,” he
always called it—upon his necighbors and
associates.

Kihmalonda being in tho market, and hav-
ing been the property of “a redl swell”
{old Costello again), he bought it, lunds,
furniture, live-stock, everything, just as it
stood. The furniture, however, being old,
dark, subdued, and absolutdly priceless in
ite way, was an abomination iu the eyes of
its new master, who bad a hankering after
i;ildmg and glass, and indeed a generally

ively taste on most matters. He had
actually given directions for the remodeling
of the house inside. and for the introduction
into it of many impossible articles, calcu-
mted to make weak eyes water and stout
hearts quail, when kindly death stepped in
to the rescue and carried hiin off to a land
where, let us hope, gilding is unknown.

A balcony, reached by marble steps, runs
along all one sido of the house: itis up this
the roses are crecping, and itis on to this
that just now Lady Clontart steps lightly
Pushing aside tho frail lace curtains of tho
drawing-room window, she comes from tho

has | dusk of the shaded room within to the bright

and dazzling warnith of the open air.
She is clad in a soft blue clinging gown—
& blue 20 palo, indeed, ps to bealmost white.
Her eyos ave bright and clear, and full of
the days’ content.  Her lizz are smiling.
She has now been threa wecks Lady Clon-
tarf, Her bricf honcymoon lias come to an
end, and yeaterday she retumned to her old
home. No cloud isin her sky, no suspiciora
of evil in her heart.  She and her hukband
are as good fricnds as any one could desire.
As though the beauty and freshness of the
day havo cntered into'her sou), she throws
off the xir of cold indifferencothathasgrown
almost habitual to her, and lets ber lips
part in a littlo hamf)y song. She has gained
the topmost rung of her ladder ; her ambi-
*jon is swtisfied.  Sho has, sho tells herself,
all she was dctermined to obtain—iank,
position, the considcration of tho world,
The scent of the aad roses is atealing up
to her, the murmuring of a tiny burn in the
garden below as it tumbles over its bronn
pebbles reaches her car.  Tar, far down be
low, the smuke from tho tiny village of
Roesmoyno rises up in thin gray blue col.
umusand quivers in tho ambient air.  How
fair o world it in, how awcet, how tranquil !
¢ Poor dad,” sho says to hersclf, witha
amilo that ends in a sigh. ' How pleased
he would Lo if hie could only sco nie now 1
And then, somchow, she falls to thinking
of how, if hio were alivo now, ho would bhe
oing about boasting to cverybody, in that
ond voico of bis, of *“my san-in-law, Lord
Clontarf, rnl1 my nobla relative tho marquia
—my girl's father-in.law, don’t yon know 1
At this sho grows a little hot, and her

pale cheaka despen in tint ; she Jdraws her

shrubberies, muking o tendur music aa it | P2

breath quickly, sho is conscious of a positive
scnsy of reliet in the knowledgo thut it is
now forever out of his pewer to so offend,
orto bring that hornblo acnse of slisme
home to hicr.  Lhea follows a sharp pang of
keencat self-reproach, and she upbravus her-
sclf bitterly for tho cruelty of the thought
that could muko causo for rejotcing ont of &
father's death—a father who, with ) his
faults, liad at least never heen anything hut
kind to her, A sigh escapes her, mur the
glad light dices fiom her ¢yes.  ‘Ihe sun
seems to huve faded a hittlo, the bro«k rune
hut slowly, and all the music 1a gone from
it. Heroyesas sho gazes nt the distant
ocean aro tull of tears, A momeunt since
sho had Leen glad and exultant, now **her
joy to sorrow thts.”

A servant, approaching, hands her o
cket.

** With Lord Dundeady's compliments,
my lady, and, as ho is driving over herein
about an hour’s time, he hopes you will
perant him to take luncheon with you,”

The marquis’ home— Dundesdy Custle—
is situated ubout six miles from Kilinalooda,

Doris gave him un answer, tho mun re-
tires,  Turning tho pucket over and over in
her pretty slendor hands, shoe wonders curi-
ottely what ¢ n bonit. She and her father-
w-law as yet bave been but bare acquaint.
ances to each other, und this hittle meseage
from Inm tying still unopened on her palm
may mean to hier nothing at all or a very
groat desl.  Ita conung has already dene
her good. It has roused her frum her se-
morreful reveric, Almost sho has forgotten
her meluncholy of a moment sinco, and her
lips havo recovered their ple-sed expression,
As yet that hittle toy, her title, has not lost
for her its first freshness, and she thinks of
it again (now that tho servout inhis address
has reminded ber of 1t) with a cutsin
amount of satisficd vanity, Then she Lreaks
the seal of the packet. .

Opening the moroceo caso it cantains, she

zeg upon 1 very ancient and eaquiritely
ﬁ:\'e!y diamond necklet, that glitters and
sparkles in the brihant aunlight 20 as to al-
most put the rays of Fhabus self to shame.
A fow words in Lord Dundeady’s writing
are folded up inside the cover of the wse;
taking them out, shic reads them hurniedly @

* Rummaging 1w an old burcau just nuw,
I tound this,  Iticas my grandmother's, it
is yours—with my love ! 1 compliment it,
1n thinhing it almost fine envugh to rest
upon your neck.”

Thus the old bean. Doris, delighted
both with tho gift and the noto, laughs
aloud.
«“Eh? What is that I hear? crics a
shrill voice from behind tho curtains, They
part again, and the old woman, Mrs. Cos-
tello, supported by her stick, hotbles iuto
sight. ** Murdoch tolls me that grimacing
old fool is coming to luncheon.  What for
now, 1 wonder? What does he want tobeg,
borrow, or steal? Lh? Whavs that m
your hand, Doris?  You're hiding suine-
thing fromme.  Yces, youare! Iam not
blind yet, thuugh I dure ssy many a one
would have me so.  What bauble 1s that 1

“A present from the marguis,” says
Doris, hiolding it out in both hier hands, that
her aunt may sce it in all its excesive
beauty. *“ A dizmond necklet that belonged
to hia grandinother,  Iait not charming?
Is it not kind of him ?”

¢ Dianonda " snys Mrs, Costello, regard.-
ing with contemptuous dishelief the exquis-
ito thing that hies glittering in Doris’ palm.
*Where would ke get diamonds at this
time o' day? Now, mark my words, the
little of *cin ho ever had ure s0ld or mort

aged this many a year. Hisgrandmother's,
forrooth ! It's time now he forgot he ever
had a grandmother ! Diamonds, &aid he?
Ay,” begrudgingly, ¢ lIrish Jdiamends, it
mny be ; any onewould know by tho look
of themn they weren't genuine things.”

Angry and disheartened, Doris closes tho
jewd l-case, aud turns away.,

“Ay, uy, ay,” suarls the old woman,
vehemontly,  ** Turn fram me now to your
grand new relations.  Quito right; quite
right s tny lord tee ataugus of Carabas hus
claims on vour tiltal duty, va 1oult! Go
with the tide, girl, and farger what—Eh ¥
with a brisk charge of tone, **what's that:
Whedls, wasn'titt That's the old decciver,
1 supposc ™ She holibles towand one of the
doors, and then stopaagain * Don't think
Imronni, irom him,’ she saya: **with
your geod  tve, my lady, 1'll sce him bee
foroheln ¥ and tddl him apain what X
think o' Warn him of that, with my
love =Eh  Eh? De you kear? with my
love.”




