10 THE CRITIC.
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N “ I can assure you, Lord Caraven,” she answered, ¢ that I for one sha|
}IILDRED. ! never try to do so.” ' !

_“lhat is right,” he said. “if you keep to that, we shall be good
( Continued.) friends.”

“1 came down to tind 2 book, because 1 could not sleep, and, sceing o ’
the lamp burning, I intended to extinguish it." CHAPTER XVIL
lord Caraven took out his watch. A week after this little incident Arley Ransome called to see Iy
* Four o'clock,” he said. “I am late—or rather early. 1 have been ‘ daughter ; he wished to congratulate her on her success in society, to te]
playing at billiards since eleven.” . ! her all that he had heard in her praise, aud how his most sanguine dreams
She looked contemptuously at him, . e were being realized.  As the father of Lady Caraven, people thought it
“ 1 believe,”" she gaid, “ that your v:\-hole soul is engrossed in b‘"'}"‘ls-" worth their while to conciliate him. He was invited to houses which
) ::1 have played the best game to-night that I have ever played in my { hefore this marriage he had never hoped to enter ; he had been made wel
life,” he told her, laughing. ) come in the drawing rooms of Belgravia and Mayfair. What was evey
“S‘hc made nc reply.  He ?Olll"}"t‘d— , . , . | betier, his practice was increasing.  Atley Ransome was a happy man.

1 will quote a popular line— 1f you're waking, call me early’—that is, e was shown into the library, where the young countess sat alone
some time after noon.  We shall have a grand match at the clubto.morrow i . )y peatiful, in a close-fitting dress of black velvet—velvet that fell i
c}cé\m;]z . "3?, 1 have staked a small fortune on the champion Liltiard-play er rich folds and swept the ground around her.  ‘The charming head and facee
ot logiand. . were set off by the dark drapery ; she held a book in her hands, but she hag

Hilired looked at him—the handsome face was worn and haggard, they o0 one word it contained. ~ She looked up when her father entered
cyes were tired and du.  The picture was a striking one—the girl-wite in and he was struck by the despondency of her young face, the weariness of
all the fresh beauty of her youth; the husband, still in his evening-dress, | iy, =501 aves, the drooping attitude. He went up to her and, as usua),
haggard, pale, ycl handsome even in his fauigue; the lovely light of the complimented her.  She was looking so well, so beautiful, he must say, an
morning struggling with the garish light of the lamp. what a success she had achieved ' ’

}‘l’l";’:g :go;l:jf: :Lu:":t - th"l "‘;‘13" l'a‘d dxslczcelfly 1‘*‘”23“""- v, %1 do| Nosmileansw red—the weariness aud the despondency deepencd. He

¢ think it is. siel hat you stayed out 5o late,” she sald gravely. took a seat Ly her side, and told her all that he thought would interest he:
ot ll?l :vclrsc n(gn;t'., returned her husband, “ 1 would not waste my tme m'most. Was she listening? He did not know, for she made no reply
thioking about ¥t. ’Y:u ]l:::cow "‘;:c loulil :2!);;_ vould mot waste Iny Suddenly—and the shock of it quite startled him—she raised her eyes 1

his face.
*The best of all ways to lengthen our daye “ Father,” she said, “do you know what manner of man this is to
Int1et:al & few bours from tho niglit, wy dear.' ™ whoin you have sold me?”

«“ 1 2 . 3 "
¢ Tt muat be hard for your servants,” she said, “ though perhaps very My dear Hildred, hush ! Pray be more guarded in your speech.

. “1 repent, do you know what manner of man wy husbadis?”
dclxﬁhtful to yourself.” . " e said. B face cloudi wy “ Oh, now you put the question in Letter form, I can auswer ;2! Yoy
You forget our compact, Hildred,” he said, his face clouding. You really should not use the word ¢ sold,” as though you were a slave ; we &
go your way, and I go mine ; Lut I will allow no interference ; my outgoings not sell people w England.” ! 5 !
: M H B ’ " - .
and incomings have nothing to do with you—do not forget. She laughed—surely the most dreary, the saddest laugh that ever fei
1 do not forget,” she told him haughtily. - | from such young lips.
“* T will never allow any one to make any comment upon my actions, “ Ve will not dispute about 2 word, papa. Juswer my question—do
he s:xii kl please mvsc‘:lf".' aod 1 a‘;n}r‘qy s "’.};2"‘ you know what manner of wan my husband is?"”
: make no comment,” rejoined his wilc. : « ] know the carl is considered a very handsome, fascinating man by al
{e recovered his good humor—it was impossible to look at her and do b 0o 70 cquainted with him,” he replicd
otherwise. AT " o Y w -
“We both, it sppears, steal a few hours from the night, but mine are Handsome ™ sho repeated sorrowfully. *What has that to do wib

aliL . . h »1it? Do you know that he i3 utierly incorrigible—that he spends his day
taken from the baginning, yours from the end. Good morning, Hildred.; ! PRI s : s oo ot i
and the next moment she was atanding in the hall alone. I and nights in playing and betting—1hat he conies home at sunrise— that ke

1 , o
. . .. i neglects every duty ?
She went into the drawing-room and opened the shutters, letting in all} & y

k utter. “ Little foibles, my dear,” he replied quickly ; you must not think tw
the glory of the sunshinc, all the fragrance of the morning air.  She opened | much of them.”

the windows and looked out at the tall green trces. How fair it was—this She folded her hands, and they lay listlessly on ber dress.
world on which she looked ! The sky was glowing with crimson and gold,'  «{jule foibles, papa? If men call those things little foibles, 1 shoud
the dew lay shining on the grass, the western wind was fragrant with sweet | |ike 10 know what they consider great sins 1"

odors.

. . . , “ We will waive that, my dear—it is not 2 matter for discussion,” sid
Lzoking at the morning sky, she remembered her husband’s handsome | ihe Jawyer, almost wishing that he had not called on that particular mom

haggard face under the garish light of the lamp, and she turned away with i jpe,
a shudder. What a falsc unnatural life it was ! IHow she loathed it 1 She| ™ pup she was not to be silenced.
laid her head agaiost the cuol green leaves of the plants that half filled the “ Did you know what he was when you allowed me to marry nm 2" she
window, and, looking still at the morning skius, dreamed of the wotld, of} continued.

life as it might have been—so different—ah, so differemt, if she had only

married some on= who loved her ! ! peer of 1ae realm, a man of ancient descent.”
The beauty of thc morning sky, the fragrance of the flowers, awoke in “ Did you know that he liked gambling and bewting betler than aiyy
her heart a longing for love.  If she had only married a husband who loved | thing else in the world 2" she asked.
" her—who would have talked to her, cared for her—who would not have!  “ Merc foibles. All men have their weaknesses—those arc s, Yo:
placed her outside his life, and have treated her as a stranger—she could [must have patience, ny dear.”

have lived in the green heast of the land, away from the brilliant city, the “ Did you know,” she continued, “ that hic does not even like g, 3
sun would always have shone for her. never did 2"

So thinking, so dreawming, she fell asleep, with her head amongst the'  “ Nonsense, Hildred ! You have all that you require,” ho said hastis.
leaves and the sun shining on her face. © ¢ And a dead hicant,” she murmurcd—*a dead heart®! Papa, did j
When she awoke it was with a shudder : her dreams had all been of the ! remember that 1 was young, and that youth lives on love 2" .
carl's anger.  She remembered the scene of the carly worning. * Nonscase 2’ he replied. “ You have grown sentimental through havies
“And now,” she thought, “he will slccp until noon, and then pl-y | nothing to do, Hildred."
again until suorise to-morrow.  What alife ! May 1icaven pardon us for “ Tt was a cruel thing, this marriage. 1 was so young—I might have
the time we waste ! 'been spared. 1t was a crucel deed &
It was not until dinner-time the same day that she saw her husband! My dear Hildred,” said Arley Ransome, growing alarmed, * 1 did ot
again, and then he did not look very well pleased. deccive you. 1 never told you that Lord Caraven loved you. He asked
“ Hildred,” he said sharply, “1 hopc you do not inlcnd to 1cpeat this | you to bo his wife ; there was nothing said about love.”
morning’s perfonnance.  1f you - snt books, take thuin upstairs with you. “You told me that I could live without it,” she said in a low voice.
It is likc 2 scene from a French drama, 10 open the hall door and findone’s:  ** 1 did,” he assented.

wife waiting there.” She struck her hands together with passionate fervor.

* It was quilc an accident,” she replied.  “ How can you imagine it to° 1 cannot ™ she cricd.  * Ileaven help me, 1 cannol. My hean s
have been otherwise 2"

{ cmpty, my heart is dead, wy life is vain, You deccived we when you M

1ic appeared rather ashamed of his harshuess. me that. ~ You, my father, who should have saved me—who show'd haw

“ 1 have heard so many Storics,” he said. **] thought perhaps that!taught me better —you deccived e, and 1 wish that 1 were doad ™
some onc had been telling you that 1 spend whole nights at billiards, and!  * You are very unreasonable, Hildred,” he said slowly.

that you wished 10 find out for yourself whether it were true.” © *“\What have 1 to live for2” she cried. *“I have no onc to love =

“You do not understand mc,” she rcturned haughtily, * if you think ; My husband is a stranger 10 me¢; hic values me Jess than his horse orks

that 1 would allow «ny onc to speak cvil of you to we."” dog ; he would not miss meif I dicd to-otrow ; he has tny moncy;, hedos

He looked pleased. not want me. ‘T'herc is no one in all this wide world so forlorn, so dewoli%
“hat is night,” be said. 1 sce it was accidental., D)o not let it{as Iam.”

occur again, Hildred. 1 should not likeit. After all, you know libenty of *You forget that 1 Jove you, Hildred.” .
action is the one great thing. 1 will let no one interfere with mine.” i ' No, you never loved e, papa,” she declared. I am quite—"

“ 1 knew that he was lord Caraven—and surcly that was cnough—:
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