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TiIE VILLAGE ANGEL;

Or Agatha's Rocompenss

CHAPTER LXIII—QContinued.

When she went, with - herbeast fall” of
Jovs sud bappineas, to talk to her abo.utr%.it c‘
earl, Miss Brugke looked tieed, languid: aftd:
xnhappy ; sho had no more cheerfal amiles (13
Bright worde, no more warm symyathy. Un-
sortainty as to the right and wrong of what
she had to do was not the only cangael her
sufforing ; she loved him stilly thisthardsbme,
earl who had done his best to ruin her. <She
emld rot take back from him, becauss he was
an« orthy of it, the love.she had given him,
She wns a vender-hearted, loving womaa, who
had sulfeced & great wrong, but this wroog
did not make her hate the evil-doer whenshe
ad recovered from her firet shock of know-
jng that be was there under the same roof
with her,

It was a fevar—a tortare of jealousy—that
seized her, when Beatrice osme, with fying
fest and flushed, happy face, %o tell
ber  that she was golog - ot  driv-
ing, riding, or walking -with the earl
Bhe could not alwayas ceatrol herself,
and pive the sweet, warm sympathy that the

ir]l mought. Her hesrt would ache ; her
faoe' grow pale; her eyes darken with
shadows of pain. She loved Lord Kelso,
aud he had bLeen more than the whole
worlt to her, and she could not endure
the thought that the same love and gentle
words he had given to her now belonged to
wvother, .

There were times when, after she had
gseen Lord Kelso ride away from the park
gates—she so happy, fair, and smiling, he so
ghataly, kind aud hendeome—she would po
into her room, shut the door, nand Hing her-
self with her face on the floor, there to seb
eat her woo and grief with bicter sighs sed
bitter tears, :

*Shame to ma,” she cried, *that I love
him yet! I lova him yet! Oh, my cne fove
—my dear love ! Would fo Hoaven $hat 1
might forgst you, or might die!™ 12 was
wonderful to her how she forgot her injuzies
—forgot the great wroag dobe to her, and
shought only of him. N

Biatrico came to her one day, knowing that
Agaths was Yery clever with her pencil, to
ask her to draw & design.

“] waat it to embraze Lor]l Kel:o's moitn
and orest ; not the crest he uses now, with
the Kalsa arms, but thois he bore when he
was Sir Vane Cariyod, I like them best.”

1 will do my best to please you, Bea-
trice,”

And the young girl leaned on Agatba'a
shoulder, a3 the white slender fujers defily
nsed the pencil.

** What is the crest 1" agked Agath» : snd
her voice sounded cold and chili.

't A crown, with an olive branch,’
Beatrice. .

It was with diffoulty Agatha kept back
her tesrs. How well she remembered it !
How many hundred times Lad she acen it aad
kisaed it !

** What is the moito ?"' she asked, gently.

" ¢ Vincit Veritas,”” replied Beatrice,
smiling over the words a3 thomgh she loved
them, “‘apd they suit him, Miss "Broske.
Ho seems to be n'ways the very 2mbadimeot
ef truth; it shinss in his ey and in his
fase—do you nnt think so 1" .

The question was like a dagmer ia her
hesrt, She evaded it, making somne answer
that contented Beatrice without betraying
heraelf.

:

raplied

CEAPTER LXIV
AT GHE LOOKED THLEX, SHE NBYEL LOOKED
AGAIX,

S Saptember came and went. nad as yat
ebe hal coma to no decision. Lord Kelso
wag going o #ay then— going to Suwn on busi-
mess connected with tie mariivge, and Bes.
trice confided to Ag.. " Ler soerow ot losieg
him, :

*1 have learned to suve him o well,” sha
aatd ALY first, when I thouglt Low aoon
wa were to bs mariied, [ was sod eosry, you
know ; but it seemed to mo epon —that 1 nad
kardly hal time to (njsy my gir'tioad, snd 1t
was nlmost over,  But now | would pot
onauga it fur the world, [ woul{ nov tave it
one lay lit:r. Iam misershle 'ven that he
s guing to Jeuve me for so short a time."

And she listening, knowisy all, could nat§
Wiy oue word”

Jort Koy went, leaviag ‘ahiad bim
nethune vuf pra‘ss and poo: words, while
Apzcha ! red thiovgh wlal seemcd 63 hera
triure 6° saspeoes ; she could come B0 no
dcision--the way was dark beloeo her,

Lrd K.l.o wae to retura 6 the eod of
®ztober fur a few weeks, and then they were
not t) muet agsin wntil the wedding day ; it
was suiled for the twenty-second of Decem-

Ber.

Phe brighd hooes peaseed, and, with each
eae bringiog her nearor te the one she loved,
Reatrice became bappier every day. She
wap ia tho highest spiritsa; hec haautiful faze
wes bright with smiles ; to took a% her was
%o fec) young, and happy, snd gladeome,
Wrhtle every day the gentle heart of Agatha
Brocke graw more heavy, more uncertain,
mare despairing—her thoughta and idess did
Bot seemr to grow clearsr,

Every day ahe saw greater preparations
made for that marriage which seemed to her
ro cruel, and Beatrice, loving her every day,
trusted her more and more. She talked to
Agatha of her future, of that fature which
secmol so bright to her ; of what she should
4o when she lived at Garawood, until there
were times whep Lhe brave, patient spirit
broke down, and Agathe turned sway with »
mosn on her lips, :

Nearer and nearer—every day now brought
boxes and chests to the castle; every day
Mrooght some portion or other of theclaborate
trousgean which might bave heen propared
lor » princess.

Nothiog elso was spoken ahout; it was
always Lord Kslo sad the wedding—the
wedding and the troussesu—autil aven Lady
Penrith laaghed aad said the subject muat
»e vhsnged,

Whiat was she to do? She had no one to
help and advise her ; she had no oertain rnles
%0 +ie Ler ; she could not tell, ne she gene-
rally sii, ut the first glance what was right
R0 wWial Was wrogy, ' ¢

If any une had ever prophesied to Agatha
thit the time would coms when she
would hesitate a3 she weas doing now,
mot Lnowing right trom wrong, she
woald not have believed them. Now .she
would bave given much for a ray of light: to
guide hor on a dark road, T

The chill, sera month of October broughh
the earl back again to Penrith Castle. It
wag like a real coming home, for he had fo--

gotten no one, Lady Penrith raised her
hands and eyes in amasement at the number
and splendor of the presents he brought with
him, The children were in costaiy—they ]
wishad that cech a lover camaeevery doy 3 snd
Beatriee was bappier in a gquiet fashion.
Foe said less, but Agatha saw tha$ she
Ioved him mora, Her loving heart could net
reat antil she had saaght one glimpse of him,
%ho went te one of the unused rooms of the
eaptorn wing shat she might watck him from
thence a8 he moanted his horse. - Ho looked
well and atrong, bat there was no happineas
o the dark handsoma face, - .

Bhe eonld have astretched out het hands
o him with o loving ory. Ah, if,she dare !

I . : : .
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“Taes, suddénlyas & Lhunderstormipreaks on:
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{most wnlikely, -, - w v et

The whols parfy—it:was

dark eyes flashed

#mad,” she eaid; 2y

/

was a mild, worm
‘dayzin October; ape of thofe whichi’come at
‘Tarelintervals—snd the whole party of gueats,’
with Lord and ‘Lady. Penrith,<bad driven

where they ‘were expeoted. to -takie lunchgon,

“Cn such_occasions, when "the beautiful,
stately ‘old" mansion was empty, it wes
Agathe's delight to roaxm over it, to vieit the
picture.gallery and the drawing-rooms, so
full of besuty and luxury. Many little things
that she saw -this morning touched her
heart deeply. Some music belonging to
Beatrice lay upon the pisno in the drawlog-
rcom ; she saw her pame -written upon
it in Vane's handwriting, She bent
down sud kisged it, her eyes filling with hot
teara.  Just then ths_ cound of fuotateps on|
the terrace attracted her attention ; eurely
they bad notveturned yet. She went guickly
to the window. She knew that the earl and
Beatgice bad ridden together. If any unfor-
geen incldent had brought them back again
—sabe must go and see.

But a strange figure was there.. A carriage,
evidently hired from the nearest railway
station or hotel, atood before the grand en-
trance, and a lady had just deacended from
it, and was walking up to the hall-door—a
tull, etately figure, ciad in a black, simple
dress, and wearing a black veil, quite a
stranger to Peorith, for by mistake ahe bad
turned to the teirace on the left—an stranger,
yet there was something almost terribly
familiar in ber style and carriage,
The Iady went up to the great.hell door,
and Apatha heard a long, loud peal. In
some vagae way it struck horror into her—
it filled her with dread, und then she re-
proached heyself for being weak and foclish ;
yet some impulae led her to the great en
tranc:-hall, where she overheard a footman
talking to the etranger.
A sudden horror, & dreadful trembling
seized her—the tones of that voice were quite
familiar. A half-sharp, half-imperious voice,
with a piguant French accent. Her heart
almost stood still; a chill terrible as the cold
of death came over her. What could it
mean? Surely as she was living, surely as
the bright sun shone in a blus sky, that was
the voice of Valeria d’Envers. She atood for
a few moments in heorrible distress and suos-
pense; then she heard the same voice, but
this time in far more imperious accents, say :
¢ J have travelled eome distance, at great
inconveniences ta myself, to gee Liord and
Lady Penrith on very important businese,
and I shall not go away until I have scen
them. I1f they are not at home, I will wait
here until they return.’”
It was Valerio—brilliant, beantiful Valerie.
What bad brought her here? Valerie, who
had «lsin her with cruel words ; Valerie, who
had robbed ber of her happiness, her life,
and her love ; Valerie, whoee cruel, perfect
fr.ce had bent over herin the agony that had
beon more bitter than the agony of death,
Looking mneither to the right nor the
left—never deigning to let her eyes fall
on the figure standing a0 silent, Valerie swept
through the great entrance hall, and Agaths
atxiously followed her with her eyes.
‘* Stow me iato a room where thereis o
fire,” she gsaid, *“If I have to wait acme
tours, 1 sba'l feel the cold.”
Agaths saw a peculiar emils on the
gervant’s fuce, as he opened the doar of
ote of the nnterooms, where a gcod Ere
way blazing, She swept ia, and the
man closed the dcor. Agatha, with a white,
wild Iro' on her face, went up to him.
** Who is that lady, John ?" she asked-
¢TI do not know, miss ; she would not give
sny pame or any card, She wanty to gea my
lord sl my lady— cnd ses them she will, I
shvald taink eho is a French lady by het ac-
cent pud manoer,”
Jokn had no mere to say, and Agatha
kuex that tt would not be safo to indulye in
any oariosity. It was Valerie, there could
be ns denyiog that- ny mistake ; and judg-
iog from her manner, Vulerie in her moat
natignty wua determisged meod,
At tirst Agatha felt guito sure that it wss
to seek her that the Prenchwoman was there,
She must have heard that she had made her
way into the woild of pure and good women
from which she declared her shut out. She
bad coma to betray her; to tell the atory of
her fatal mistake ; to ruin her by driving
her from this kaven of rest, where she
had found peace, It mnst bs that—
there was nothing else to bring her
here, Yet why would she persecute her?
Why, after this long interval of time seck to
do her harm ¥ Valerie could know nothing of
the Penriths, It could be from no interest
io them that she was anxions to betray her.
Aunother thing wag how conld it be possible
that she conld have traced her there? Then
ancther, and even more terrible idea, came to
her—one that made her tremble, It wns,
rhaps, not for her that Valeris had come,
ut forr Lord Kelso,

She kuvew nothing of what had passed
between Sir Vane and Valerie, but she was
wiger now than when she lived in the beauti-
ful castle by the lake, She had thought it
all over since, snd had come to the conoclusion
that the part Valerie played had been sug-
gested by jealousy. Could it bo poasible that
she had come to harm him? And the
woman whom he had wronged and be-
trayed felt her heart warm and her
courage rise, Valerie shounld not injure
him—-no one should, no one should bhurt &
hsir of his hoad ; she would stand bsfore
him, if need should be, and recelve the

aword-thrust meant for him, He had
betrayed her, - wronged her, icflicted
the deadliest iejury wupon her, but

no one should ever hart him. She wauld
give ber life for him cheerfully, as she had
given her heart and her love. And the
woman who should bave hated him, found
herselt weeping hot tears lest harm shounld
como to him—never while she could avert it.
Then, again, she could not see wha: harm
could be done. 1t did not matler to Valerie
whether he married or not, or whom he mar-
ried., Une thing was certain, he could never
have any thomght of marrying her, or he
would have doune so. She was miserably
anxious. ' S
At-ope time she thonght of going to Valeria
and ask her what ehe waa there for. Then
the fear came to her that she might perhaps
ba doing morae har than good. She did not
know in what manaer her rash interforence
wouldend. . . ¢
" She .stood at the window when the party
relurmed, snd the firab two who ocame
up the long avenus were Boatrice
.and the enrl, riding side by side—she
smiling, blushing, happy, ax she wounld
never be in this worid again. The eun-
shipe fell npen her face, om her fignre; they
seemed to have found & homoe in the radiant
eyez raised to her lover's face; and aes she
looked'then, in the sight of the sun, in bhe
‘Hight of her love, she never Iboked again,
They rode up to the front, the geand en.

}qré’%med to her but§ 'ho&‘lq.‘\\\@h\

over; to oné of ' the nelghboring mansione, (-
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Ry Biiow, Saftarivard, ¢ sll kst

adbed -, whed, time!:" Hud, \.-healed:+ the
‘bitter  wodude, AL AERS no: word | wae
gatd of the stringe:.lady’s. then the foot:
_ginn caiie to tell'Lady Poarith'that a. visitor:
was waiting for.her. B
N4¢A Frenoh lady,"” eald Lady Penrith, *1
“hive-no.ideéa-who it can ba™ . - S
wShéwent at once to the'sate-room, where
"Valorie;  tall “and - -stately, ~-awsited her.
Shie" rose . in  eilence :when - the mistress of
;hje"casi.la' entered, apd made her most gtately
baw, sl . ’

“# You wish,to see me,” #aid Lady Penrith,
guietly, woodering who this brilliant beauti-
“ful Frenohwoman could be,

% Yea, Thave come some distance to aee
you, Lady Perrith ; I wish also to see Lord
Penrith, nnd—and - a gentleman who is etay-
ing hers,” = _

“] do not quite understand,” said Lady
Penrith, haughtily.

* You will understand afterward, madam,
I csnnot explain, I must see Lord Penrith,
Will you kindly allow me to ask you one
question? Have you & gentleman visiting
you called Lord Eelso?™ = .- .

] do not nnderstand the guestion re.
plied Lady Pentith,  “I do rot feel inslined
So.apawerit.” . . ..
"~ ¢7 know that I am doing something quite
unconventional, Lady Peorith, bus I feel
quite s>re, when you know the motive, you
will say that I am more then juatlfied. I
have a carrisge waiting, and my time is
limited, May L ack if I can see Liord Pen-
rith?”

*¢ I do not know what to eay. This iz a
very unusual proc:eding, Would you tell
me to whom I have tha pleasure of speak-
n ? ”

“*You will not know mynsme when youheur
it, Lady Peorith; but I will’ it to you
with pleasare. I amn Valerie d’Eavers,” and
Lady Penrith, in her turn, bowed.

She knew the name was one of the best i
Prance. 7That slightly changed the aspect

of affsira, A voble lady would not be there
on a trifling errand.

¢ T wish,” continued Valerle *¢ {0 make a
commaunication to you and to Lord Penrith ;
but it must be made in the presence of Lord
Keiso.”

Then Lady Penrith began to fear, began
to wonder what was coming; her face grew
pale, and she rang the bell with a trembling
hand.

*¢ T wish to see Lord Penrith st once,” she
said. ¢* Ask him not to delsy.”

CHAPERXR LXYV,
A FOLLY OR A CRIME,

It was not easy to find Lord Pen.
rith ; he had gone to spesk to the head
gardener, who was waiting for him, and
the two had w:iked together to :ome distant
spot of the garden. While the footman was
looking for him the two ladics sat in perfect
silence, At firat Lady Penrith had felt no
alarm ; true the proceeding was rather un-
usual, but tho Jady berself did not loui con.-
monplace,

Yet as the minntes passed, and those
dark eyes, with their sombrs depths of
piesion and power, wa'ched her with
that silont, intense guze, Lady Penrith
began to fecl sick at hears, What could ic
be?

Nothing surely, which could hurt her hus-
band or hort Beatrice—beantiful, happy
Beatrice--surely nothing could hurt her?
Yet the thought fastened like a serpent en
her hesrt, her fuce grew pale and etill ; the
dark eyes of the other woman aever wavered,
never took their glance trom her.
relief to her when she heard her hasband’s
footsteps.

¢¢ 1lere is Lord Paprith,” she said ; but no
change camo over the solemn gloom of the
baautiful foreign face. The very eight of
him, when ho opened the door, gave Lady
Peprith a sense of protestion ; nothiag conld
go very far wrong when her husbsnd was
near, He looked at Valerie in wonder, quick
enough to see the sombre besuty of her face,
and to recognize trom its expressioa that she
waa thers on no peeceful errand.

Heo glanced at$ his wife,

“ You want me, Philippa " ho said ; and
then the strange lady arose from her seat and
stood before him, tall, erect, and stately.
‘“No; itis I who wish to ses youn, Lord
Penrith,” she pdded. **I have come from
some distanco, and at some inconvenience,
tar the purpese of seeing you snd Lady Pen-
rith. Would you kindly see that the door
is closed, and that we have no iaserraption,”
Por all anewer Lord Penrith turned and
locked the doar,

“ We are quite aecuro now,” he gaid ; *' no
une will come vear us.”

¢ ] an a stranger to you, Lord Penrith,"”
sald the stately lady; ‘‘let me intrqduce
myself to you. Iam Valerie D'Envers; tte
name you will recognire asone well known in
France.”

He bowed low, feeling, as his wife had done,
that there wassomesh ng unugual and extra-
ordinary to bring this lady, in this fashion,
to them,

“ You admit the fact,” ehe asked. ‘Do
you doubt my identity ? If 20, [ can prove
it to you in many ways.”

* 1 do rot dispute it,” said the earl.

I should like briefly to say a fow more
worda about mysell,” she continued, *‘so
that yon oan rest assured of my re-
spectability aad responsibility, Unlike
most French unmarried ladiee, I am
perfectly independent, My father left
me s good fortune, and I have been ac-
customed to aperd one-half of my time among
my friends in Paris ; the other half has been
spent with my aunt, Madame La Baroone
D’Eavers, at the Chatean of Belleflenrs, in
Swilzerland, and it is in conarquenco of what
1 snw there that I am hexe now,”

“] muat explain that my aant lost the
greater part of her fortune, and that, in
order to make up h&r income, she, dar-
ing the spring and summer, lets the groater
pars of the chateau to the rich English who
go abroad. You will understand scon why
I tell you this, In what I have to say, do
not for one moment imagine thut Iam spesk-
ing untruthfully., If you did you will find
it out and punish me, but every word I
have to aay to you ias az true as it is that
the sun shines in heaven ; ‘therefore, am
I tell you my story, do not sesk comfort
in these words—*‘lt cannot be ¢$rme.’ 1
is true, I should not have come all this
way 1o toll lies,” She lookcd suddenly up
into Lord Penrith's iace. ‘*You have stay-
ing with you now the Earl of Kelso, who
was Sir Vane Carylon come years sge, bot
who succeeded very unexpectodly, and
through some terribly sudden death, to the
Jielso title and estates.”’

Lord Penrith bowed. This wap a true
statement, and there was nothing to be an-
swered.

¢ 1 have read," she continned, '‘in papers

which should be woll informed, that Lord
Kelao ia abont to marry your eldest daughter,
Beatrice Penrith.”
Ob, Heavent! Baatrice,” cried Laly Pon-
pith. It seemed o3 thoagh her fears and
doubts were to be realized ; she stretched ont
ner hands az thougb she would ward off &
blow. ¢ Beatrice,” she ropeated, and Lord
Penrith went up to her; he knew how ghe
loved this beautiful child ; he tbrew his stromg
arm ronnd her, :

vioamme W e

they "Q_nﬁered the +

LRI [

laughing ‘and" talking,

"

trance, snd with ‘some létle’ eonfusion of |-

% Hush, Philippa "’ he said, gently ; *‘wait
and hear—therd are always two sides te

‘| not.

T
evary question
jreply;¥= .
-*4Lam eorry for:

‘Penrith, ‘1 T toold -d8"*my diity without
atabbing yon'to the hedrt I would, but'I can-

Q-;Iiin}:JePJ‘; f:erhnpl Wo .can

suiter for your daughter, therefore you eon-

sider kim an honorable roan," :

.1 Believe so,” said Lord Penrith,” stifly.
He did not like the [ady’s menner, or the

Heaven ! how he would avenge it, .
““You would not take a servant into. your

ucter, honesty, and integrity, would yonu
LorrI’Penﬁith?"' Bris 0%

I do not see what that hss te do with the
question.” '

*¢ Qualy this,” she replied, her lips curling
-—*¢ only this, that if you had made as many
ingujries about your daughter's lover as yon
wonid "huve muade over a honzemald or a
groom, you would not have oconsented to his
beooming your daughtsr’s husband.”

¢ Oh, Beatrice! gy beautitul, bright
Betrice 1" wailed Lady Penrith.

Aud shen her hushand spoke aharply.

‘“We have heard nothing that sffects
Boatrios yet,” he said.

‘* Had you made enquries about him,” per-
sigted Valerie, ** you would have found cut
that he was not fit t0 marry a young, innc-
osnt girl like your daughter; that although
he be:rs the name of & great mnn, althongh
people eay there ia no resl harm in him, and
that he is his own worst enemy, thero are
deeper, darker crimes to be laid to his charge
—urimes that have blackeued his soul until,
I repeat, the white, pure soul of your daugh-
ter woutd shudder at contact with it.”

‘¢ Awserticn is not proof,” asid Lord Pen-
rith coldly.

“I «nu give you proof,” she said. ¢ All
the world—that i¢, all the fashionable world
of London—krows and will remembor the
terrible  scandul about JLady G—o.
She was young and beautiful; her
llusband was many years older than her-
elf, she had three little daughters—
buby girls. Sir Vane was a young man then,
bandsome enough to win the hesrt of any
woman—he won hers ; he took the poor, hap-
less lady from her nhusband, her children and
her home, She gave up all tho world for him.
He tired of herin a few months. The love
thai was to have been immortal died, as
wi.ked love dlwavs does, and she has been
lost ever since. Do you call that a folly or a
crime, Locd Penrith?’

“ A crime,” he vnswered, in a lond, clesr
voice ; but Lady Peorith laid her gentle hund
‘n her husbaud’s shoulder, and cried ou¢
~gain for Beatrice, her beloved child,

‘¢ You are right,” said Vulerle ; ¢ it was
a crime. No honorable man could ever give
his daughter to o msn whose hands were
red with the heart's blood of unother
womsn, There are people in the world,”
sho contivued, *‘who profess to think
lightly of such things, and will tell yon
that a young man must sow his wild oats.
You are nut oae of those, Lord Perrith 77

¢ 1 am pot,” he replied, proudly.

‘1 thought not. [ pase over miny such
stories I huve bheard, and 1 will relate the
one I know myselt to be true, and in which I
must, unfortunately, tuke a part,”

Lord Penrith liid his hand csressingly on
the gentle head of his wife, It wussome
comfort thut whatever they had to besr, tbey
could bear it batter together,

*“1 bave told you,” continned Valerie,
s thet 1 lived with my aunt, Mundame

It wag a | D'Envers, in the Chatzau Bsllefleurs, and

that it was ber habit during the wpring wnd
summer to let pari of the castle and the
grounds, I think it iz about five yeara since
a young Ilnglishman wrote to her, signing
himeelf ¢ Heriot,” and saying that he would
like to take the chateau, not for a few
months, but for a year or two, There was
only himself, his wife, ond their servants.
The terms he offered wers s0 liberal that my
aunt saw at once sho had to do with the rich
Eoglish who did net count money. They
agreed, and the Eoglishmua Lkrought bis
wife, and scttled down comfortably at the
chateau,

**They must bave been enormonsly rich,
a8 iy auny gaid, for they spmied o luxury;
they had everything in tho wide world they
wished ; oarriages, horses ; they wont whera
they would, and did as they would. Whenl
went, ns usual, to spend some months at her
chatean, I foand my aunt enchanted with her
lodgers, ahove all wich the fair, beautifal girl
they called Mrg. Heri s,

%I wes ouly natural that I shonld be very
much witii them; we were all young, end
Mr. Heriot, sne of the most charmiog and
fascinating of men--no one counld resist him.

I did not think ay first there was anything
straoge in the matter ; it eeemed to mo quite
astaral that o yomnz husband, devoted as
Mr. Herivt wae to his wife, would naturally
prefer the beastiful solitada cf Belleflours
to orowded places, where he would
bave less time to spend with her.
There were $imes when 1 envied bher,
and theught how strange 1t was thad ahe
ghould have everything, and I—mething.
She was unlike aay one elee; she was
fair a» en nngel, and, what was more, she
had the fair, white soul of an angeél, ! must
bear this testimony to her—that ghe was,
without exception, the best, the purest, the
most pertect woman I have ever known.
She tal the most epicitnal soul. When I
have locked at her I have often thought that
her heart lived in heaven. She was so kind,
.eo charitable, so good to the poor, so tender
and loving to every one, If I tried I counld
not describe her ; I bow to her in iovelun-
tary homage now, a3 I speak of her,

YAt firet I hed no syspicion, but after a
time we talked, asall girls do, abont love
nod marriage. My suspicions were first
eronsed when I fonnd that ehe bad not been
married in a churoh.

‘| soed not go through the details, nor
weary, you by telling you row I found out
the truth, and the truth was sickening and
revolting,

““Mr. Heriot, whom you keniy a3 Sir Vane
and Lord Kelso, had most cruelly deceived
this girl. She was as inascent as an nngel,
snd he had tiken sdvantsge of her innocence.
Heo had deceived hor in the most heartless
fashion, and, while she believed herself to be
his wife, she wns no more married to bim
than I, Lord Penrith, am married t youn,”

A low wail from Lady Penrith, and again
her husband soothed her with loving worda,

Do not forget that we have heard only
one side, Philippa; there are slways two
sides to every queuntion. Letus wait before
we jndgo.” )

“You shall have every chance of judging,”
;\ﬁd Vealerie ; ‘“you shall bring us fuce to

ace.”

CHAPTER LXVI.

Husband and wife looked still a% ezok othor
-~what was to be done?

1 do not ask a fnvor that yor ahould sam
mon him,” she seid; **I demand it as a
right, I appeal to you, bring hers shis man
who has spoilod my lile, and see how he
meets the chargea made againet him.”

Lord Penrith rang the bell and anlocked
the door. )

“ Aek Lord Kelso if he will come here,”

he #aid to the servant-mis, and ngein thers
waz & amsa, T -

N A .

for’you,"isaid Valerie to Lady
Zou hawe accepted -Lord Kelss:aw a
triumph that-he saw shining ia her dark eyes, .
[f wrong had been done to Beatrice, gréeat'|
houeehold without strict inquiriea as to chat:

4Cortainly not,” he replxea; “&lthdngh.,

" Valerie' would have: ao:l'xth::&'edatalkjn'g‘;‘ but
Lord Penrithsaid: i & gif | ~h0ps
“ ¢ There.will be no need now“for ancthep:
word until he comes.” .l AT
Then bhe drew Lady Peirith away from
the table ,to"tgﬁ'other end_ of the réom, and
$he two stood.. if. earnest. conversation-to-’
gether, e S
Under the same.roof and at the same time
two.other scenes- were tuking place full of
interest” . - Lt . B
Agatha, know that :Valerie was with
Lord : and “‘Lady Pebrith, was  almost
-mad.with _aus_ﬁ_ense. Was it about her and
abiout Vane tha$ she was there ! It must be
ove or the other. -Wkat would bappen?
‘Would mshe''be rent away. in ‘dlsgrace, or
would anythizg go wrong with Beatrice and
Lord Kelso ? -
1 would rather die* myself,” she said,
 than anything should happen to Beatrice.”
She tried to attend to the children's les-
aone, but’ it was impossible ; she could not
even hear what they said ; all her heart,
thought, and interest were with Valerie.
What was she deing ?—what was ehe saying ?
She could not bear it. She left the lessons
and the children {o their fate sni1 went to
her own room ; while Lord Kelgo and Bea-
trice, having half an hour to spare, had
found their way into the music room. There
wa3 mo fear of Interruption, no fear ot in-
traders, and happy Beatrice enjoyed hulf an
h.ar with -her stately lover,

¢ Oh, love, if you were only here,
Beside me in this meliow light,

Though all the bitter winds shonld Bow

And ell the ways be choked with snow,
"Twould be a true Arabiun night,”

sang Beatrice, and Lord Keleo, smiling at the
clear young voice and pretty words, said :

““I um here, Bea'rice—you have but the
one love I suppose.” .

* Ooly one,” eaid the girl, raising her eyes
to nis, ‘*and I shall never have another—
you and you only. One life wiil not be
enough to love you in.”

He felt, with a sharp pacg of pain, how
aowortny ho was of this sweet, girlish idols.
try. When he was with Beatrice, ur with
Agatha, he always wighed himself o better
man.

“ My litile leve,” he whispered, *1 wish
I were more worthy of your love, but I will
do my best 10 make yon very happy.”

' 1 could ver be onything else but happy,”
she said. *“ 1 shuuld ke boppyif even I unly
saw you once each day, but to be with you
every day, aad oMl day long, is too much hap-
piness to bear thinking aboui. I say to mjy-
ealf often it can never be true, I cannot realize
it. When you have been stsying here and
go away agaip, it i just as thouph sun-
light chavged to darkest night. I am to
live always in brightest sunshine, am I not%”

“Yes, always, my darling,” he said,
““always,”

Just then a footman came to the door with
a message that Lord Penrith would be much
obliged if Lord Kelso would go to him at
once, hs wanted to gee him.

¢ Thnat is unkind,” said Beatrice, *f juit
the only few minutes I have to apend with
you. If pipn koew how cruel it wa3 Le
would never have sent for you,”

She smiled ux he whispered soms loving
werds to her, and no one living ever taw the
sam 3 mile oz her face again,

He went, wondering what particular busi-
ness the earl could have with him just before
dioper, and regretted that he had not spent
the half hour with Beatrice—it was tio bad,
He In!no moreiden of what awaited him
than a leughing child has of grim desath.

*Come in !" ssld Lord Penrith, who was
fonging to be ahle to speak his mird, but who
wasy restrained by prudence for a tine.

Lord Kelio went in, They knew he waus
guilty, and that she had spoken the truth,
when they saw his face—as it luoked when
his eyea fell upon hez.

Lord Pecrith left his wife’s side, and ad-
vanced to meet him.

¢ | want you, Lord Kelgo,” he said. *T'his
ledy, Mademoiselle I'Eavers, har come here
expressly to make certain chargea aganinag
you, I wauld not believe them, but she
challenged me tn bring you face to faoce with
her, ’

The woman loved hima—her fuce changed,
paled, grew crimson, aad quivered; her eyes
glowed and derkened.

Lard Keleo, who had quickly recevererd his
gelf-poeseseion, turned to ker with s tow,
which she returned.

** This is your vengeance,” ho sald.

* Yos,” sho replied, * thie is my venge-
ance,”

*¢ \Will you enswer some questionr, Lord
Kelse,” ehe eaid,. ‘' questions which ] shall
usk on your honor ns o gentleman ¥”

He looked contemptuoualy at her, bny made
no reply.

* 1 the story-told of yua and Lidy G——
true or not ¥ she asked,

“‘Of what consequence caa it be te yoo?”
he replied, *I:wounld not candescend to an-
swer yeun.”

“No! Ifeltsnre that you wonld speak
the truth ; if not, Loxd Penrith. who wishes
to koow the truth, had bebter pat the ques.
tion himself.”

“Tw it trus ! azked Lord Penrith, with a
derk frown.

“I am ashamed to sny that it is perfectly
true,” he replied.

It was a harrible crime, but if anything
could redeem it, it was the frank, manly
fashion in which he owned it.

“You see that 1 was right!”
Valerie, in trinmp. “Now

v e

oried
let him

deny, if he cap, that he deceived c¢ne of |

the most innocent and beautifol gicls in
the world ;: that he made her believe in tome
wretched sttempt at a mock marrisge, and
tock her awey with him to Switzerland,
where she lived with him for some tiwe,.
velieving herself to be hiz wife, s thla
true ?”,

e looked at Lord Pez?ﬁth as though the
question came from him, -

** To my eterpal regret, sorrow, and con-.
demnation,” he replied, ** it iu true.”

There was a dead silence for one half 1sin-.
ate, then a muttered carse fell from the white
lips of Lord Penrith, and again Valerie cried,
in triumph :

“ You gee, now, that I have spoken the

trath.”
CHAPTER LXVIiL
LOOMED ¥0 A LIFE-LONG SOEROW,

Lord Kelso was vot a bardened man—he
recoiled with pain when Lady Penrith ture-
id her white face, haggard with misery, to

im.

** Why have you done this to my Beatrice?
VWhat has she done to you that yem shonld
spoil herlife? Oh, Heaven | who ia to tell
her, snd she prepering for her wedding
day ¥

TLord Eeleo's voico was frll of emotion as
he said :—

“* Laiy Penrith, I de ned know iz what
woards te soswer you, d wish thot I had
bzen desd before ¥ had broughd this trouble
ta you and 40 Beatvice. I wish, indeed, that
1 had died. Will yon listen ¢o me for afew
miinutes? I connot wmake any excuses for
myself; I do nst wish to makes fess of my
sin, but et me say thia moch for mysell—il
I had my life to live aver again I would_ect
differently. I wsay f, with teasn ot,
sorrow and contrition, that I have mever

gtudied anything except myself, and my
own plesaures. Only Heaven inqws whether
15 will be any exonse fer me to ey thet I

LN

listen to me?

" Mazow 30, 1887

was never {dught. I was born the hei
grent wealth, and I always thonght %e;:u};
o aa I liked, Iam not all bad, I believy
{bat if any one had ever said to me tht el
control and gelf-restraint. were noble, I mi he
'hmge tried to e noble,  As it wag- qlﬁh
‘natorally, I thought'bf nothing but my owy

| pleagure. I have never.done what ths worlg

would call a'mean thing: ‘I have beey gexex.
ous—I ‘may ‘even say charitable—byg have
not respected the . claime of wonien, I am
doubly sshamedi:to msy it in the p}‘

sence of ' such &, woman as yon, Lady
Peorith, but I am’afraid I have merely look

ed_ upon them as toys,. I have found out m N
mistake-—they bave the virtnes of ‘angels, the
vices'of devils. Ilove Bentrice, I feel ‘that
my lips are not worthy to mention her name,

Ilove her because she is like an angel,”

HaY tarned to Vaulerie,

Y You cen say what more you will,
said, quietly; ** yon have had yorn- revgggeh"

¢ Yen, I have had it, and the taste of jt 'i.
nwEetd t(ii mly lips,” adhe said,

0 elso tnrned to the unha ar

* 'Whatever you have to eay g)py“&' e::;
until this woman is gone, She has hag her
vengeance ; let her go,’”

*“I have more to say before I go,” saig
Valerie, ‘It s easy to deceiva a fooluh
woman—it is easy to betray inunocence of
simplicity—but it is not »o ensy tr deceivy
and betray a French ncblewamsn,
told you my revenge should lust my life,
Every time you attempt {0 make any woman
believe in yom, or attempt to make ap
woman marry you, I will repeat what [ have
done this time.”

He made no answer—a coutemptuous smilg
curled his lips. A woman's threats wonq
never move him,

‘“f will not retaliate upona woman,” he
+aid, “ or I might, in my turn, mike certain
revelatiocns not very pleasant for Mademo.
selle D'Envers to hesar. Out of con.
temptuous pity I will keep her secret.
She bas told yua tome of the trath
bnt she has not told yon what a sm\h'
in the graa ehe proved herself to the girl
whom she drove to her death. T te]] you
honestly that I loved thet girl with my whalg
heart, and I would have married her legally
aund properly long ago but that I was a<hgmed
to Iet her krow that I had deceived her be.
fore. If that woman with her horrible
treachery had not come between us, in si}
probability we akould have been marnied, ]
love Beatrice because she resembles in her
purity, her innocence, and her sweet gayety
the girl whom this woman murdered with
false words.”

¢ Hush!” cried Lord Peorith. “You
must never meation my daughter’s name
again,

{.ord relso’s hondeome face grew deadly

ale.

““Jg it g0 ¥ he said. ‘‘ I cannot complain,
You see, mademoiselle, you- work is done—
your revenge is very complete. Yon have
doomed a bright, happy, loving girl to a lifc.
loog rorrow. She whose name I may nevig
more mention need never have kaown of my
wrong-Coing ; hundreds of men have done
the same thing, but they have settled dowa
afteranrds, have married gocd women,
ané have so become good men. I might
have done the same—living with one eo good
aad pure would have made a good man of me,
I could have protected her from sll evil, and
bave made her very happy.”” The recollec-
tion of what she had beenweaying when he
left hir, came bick to him, his voioe faitered,
and tho tears came to his eves. ** You huve
had full vengeance, mademoiselie ; 1 scorn te
retaliate, IF you wish to. kmow whether
you have eucceeded in m:king me sufler,
ves, you have done ro—I do suffer, and
I shall suffer all my life. You need po% be
proud of the feat you have accompiished,
Lord Pearith, when this person has gone, we
will spenk together,’’

Lord Penrith made no answer; thinking of
Beatrice, it was with great dificulty that he
refrained from teking the man before him by
the threat, and ending the life that to him
seemed accursed. Lady Perrith read his
thoughts in his sagitated face and trembling
frame,

‘¢ Nay, dearest Hildebrand,” she said, * $hat
will mako matters worse. Be calm and
patient—blind, hot rege will not help us.”™

Va'erfe made a sweeping bow.

“ My miseion is accomplished,” she rald.
“You krow, Lord Penrith, if any one
sttompte to win your consent to this marcinge
what will happen, I shsll be there.
I shell stand by the altar and the
yriest to denounee him, and your name ghall
bo nsuocinted with the grentest scanda! thas
hem ever been known in this land of
scandals,™

¢ Threats would never deter me Ifpm
doing whay I thonght right,” sald Dord
Penrith,

Then; without another word, he opened the
door and beld it—a hint ¢that no person could
mistake,

*“ I most express mv opinion of you;” he
said to her., *¢ Lord Kelso does not skine in
the stories you have told, but the most con-
temptible person I know or have heard of—is
yourself,

Lady Penrith said no word az the womaz
who had marred her danghter’s life paseed
out of sight ; but she stced there with a leok
on her face that hart Lord Kelso moze than
anything else in this world.

“* Whe ia to comfort my child ?' she said te
her hueband, ** Who da {o tell her

Then Lord Kelso went newrer to- hen, and
bowed his head beforaher,

¢ Ludy Peorith,” he pleaded, * will you
Need this ¢cruel deed be done?
—need Beatrico be told ¢ My folllea or sins
were all over before T'ever saw her, Sioce I
have known her I have heen trae to her in
thought, word aud deed, just because she is
so sweet and innocent, I would respect her
innocence, and skleld her with the best
strength of a man. Conld you largive me?”

Tho passionate sorrow in his voice touched
her gentle heart.

] counld forgivs you,” she eaids ““hat 1
could never give you my bsantiful, Joving
child.

“ Thiok better-of it ! ™ he cried, with pas-
sionate cnergy, * I own my érims—1 have
done wrong ; I am heartily sorrow for it )
would undo it if X could ; I wonld make any
stonemen: I coull-—no man cun Jdo more.”

¢ This is true; bus wha: you have done
guite unfits you to be my dav;rhter’s hnsband.
1 shonld never reat for thinking of her—L
should never be happy aout her, I am one
of those who sonsider the destruct’'on of tha

7 eoul as for worae than the ruin of the body.

Lord Penrith looked at Lord Kelso.

* If my wife wonld give my daaghter to
you, ¥ would not. I would soonsr a thoa-
sund times see her lying dead ! ,

Lord Kelso uttered a ery of deapuir.

‘¢ It geame. nnmauly to plead againat goar
decision,” ho said, *'but do, for Hraven's
suke, sten vad think. 1f voun send me awsy,
you make Beatrice suftar for my sins, What
has Beabrive donet”

 Nothiog~-that i the ornelest paré of
it,” said Lord Penrith, '¢* She may euffer, -
aod ehe will suffer.: Bokter that, than'to link
her iife with such a life ma' yours,” 5

‘¢ You are too hard,” grosned Lord Kelse.

¢ J do not ‘think s0,” said Lord Penrith.

‘Then theéy were silens, while the oartiage
weheels of the: woman who had come dows
upon them like a whirlwind zolled dowa $bs
svenne, - - SR ’
1 "“We have 50 consider omr, mams,” o




