A Y BTG S 3 A

& forget him so soon!

Fighed to comfort him in his solitude.
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“CHAPTER-

“My Dear Alf:~ We sre-off—to-mor-
row will:find us enroute for Paris.
The batfle is won! Norma is-mine,

. &8 certainly as if she was signed,
sealed, and delivered! What a superb.
beauty it is—a - belle reine!  "Ah,
Earnecliffe! you don’t know what yoh
aave lost! But one man’s . loss is

\x x" ‘:

candle to ?l:e &r’ontino and. .—tor
Baden, Ramégate’ was worthia lom
of-it, - All thig had-very little interest
fer Disbrowe; but the postscript had,
where Lord George wonnd up by in-
‘tormlng hlm Norma was in excellent
hea]th m’&mm and« “his affair”

was progresslng as “wéll as could, be

another man’s ‘'gain; and - so -benéd expec * At first, this-used to in-

dicite!
AUSTREY.”
Lord Earnecliffe read it, as he lay
slippered and dressing gowned in his
room, amnoyed nearly to death, and
at expression, half angry, half con-
temptuous, came over his face. How
little-8he must ever have loved him to

A life of inaction, of stagnation;
was little suited to the gay, volatile
nature of Alfred Disbrowe; yet some
| perverse spirit seemed to possess him
now, and hold him in chains at Dis-
trowe Park. He scarcely ever went
o London . He visited but little
among the neighboring gentry, and
seldom ever saw any one at the hall.
He rarely rode, or hunted, or quitted
home, and, altogether, became a sort
of anchorite, a hermit, a Robinson
Crusoe, shut up and fortified in his
“oastle.”

The young ladies of the neighbor-
hood pouted, and were terribly mor-
Sified to find the handsome and weal-
Yiy young peér so insensible to all
their fascinations, while the genti-
riental omes Yooked wupon | him with
romantic interest, and fell in love
with his dark, melancholy eyes, and

Hgviug nothing better to do, Dis-
browe amused himself with looking
after his tenantry and improving his
estate; and this, with lying lasily on
a sofa, and smoking no end of cigars,
constituted his indolent and aimless
life,

He felt a little ashamed of himself
sometimes, and his useless existence.
But a spell—a languor of mind and
body—was upon him, and he wanted
a motive to make him rise, like anoth-
er Sampson, and burst his bonds.

So passed the winter; and spring
and summer found him still loitering
at Disbrowe Park.

At odd times he received short,
spasmodic letters from his friend
Austrey, to tell him they -were
doing” gondolas in Venice, or St
Peter’s at Rome, or risking their necks
up the great St. Bernard, or other cold
and uncomfortable places 1in  the
Splugen Alps. Acecording to his ac-
count, their travels were something
fii the style of tHe *Dodd I-\mﬂyi
Abroad”—a continued series of mis-
haps and misadventures, together
with jealous Austrian governmentg,
rampagious Italian beggars, savage
znd unreasonable couriers; or fero-
cious, brigandish 'nldes, who would
persist in not understanding him—
Lord George—when he swore at them
in English, and screamed . out ‘hig di-
rections in-the -same -language. . _He
jurther went on to express the strong-
pst sort of contempt for the ‘whole
Continent, véhemenﬂy merud Eng-
Jand, with all its fogs, wu,the qnly
place” fit for a rational “Christian to
live in. As for foreign scenery, he

| varia pnt Disbrowe in a fume; but |’

ke got used to it after s time, udxl-
most as™indifferent about Norma'as
the rest. Her father had joined them,
| evidently quite reconciled to . the
broken-off :match, and, what  was
better still, great friends with  the
volatile-young lord. It was quite'un-
certain when they would ¢ome -back,
-but probably not until late-the-next
autumn. .,

Of . his .American friends, .since his
arrival in England- he had’ heard
nothing. As time cooled and. toned
‘down his ‘feelings, ‘he began to regret
the hasty manner in “which he had
left his uncle’s roof, who, liarghly as
he had treated her whom 'Disbrowe
never named now, even in his own
mind, had been always lfmd to him.

Therefore, in a fit of patience, dur-
ing the previous winter, he had writ-
ten him a long and cordial le.tter,
urging him to come to England, and
visit him at Disbrowe Park, and
bring Augusta and little Orrie 'vith
bhim.

1t ‘was ntraugn, “how araenﬂy he
wigshed to see the Httle, wild, elfish
girl again; partly for her own sake,
and the strange, strong love she bore
him, and partly for her mother’s sake
—i1ihat dead mother, his first, his last,
his only love,

No answer had come, although the
June roses were in bloosom, and the
letter had been written in Deécember,
until, one morning, the mail brought
him a brief note, in the well-known
writing of Mr. De Vere. ‘It was dated
London, and informed kim that he.
and Augusta, and Orrie-had arrlved
and awaited him there.

Disbrowe took time to digest his
gurprise and pleasure, and immed-
iately started for London, and went
direct to their hotel. And then there
was one of those pleasant meetings
of old friends, that gleam like bright
little flashes of wunalloyed sunshine

more than compensating us for the
sorrow of parting.
Mr, De Vere looked half a dogen

still more changed; she had wasted
away to a shadow, with white, sunk-
en cheeks, and hollow, mtrou eyes
locking unnaturally dark and large in.
her thin and haggard face. All her
old hautenr and fofty pride seemed to
have faded away like a dream, and
she stood befn{o him dejected, lulrtt-

grave. ;
The deeb mourning she wore con-

and ‘blue-veined, mz hands,
and Disbrowe - was inexpressibly.

through this tangled life of ours,|

vears older than when he had seen |
him last, and had a dreary, lonely !’
look, the eatse. 6f which Disbrowe |
well understood, . But Augusta was|’

xeumm-auoammm y

trasted glaringly with her pallid face |-

.mmumnumim:
hﬂamrophmmotlt. mmg :

mgmvoioum.snemutnuw !

r“She is mw since 1.

w 4
“Verhat 1s a qneluon "I cannot’an-

"nm replied- her - fathér, with i a
slgh. “She has no bodny en.i,.

\the doctors say; but comethlnx 18
cvidently pfeying on tiér. mind, uhder-
mining: both life ‘and- ?mm In

fact, she has never been the same
uinqs that visit: ot old_Griszle How-
let's whatever slle 4old  her, Singe|]
that-time sheshas:pined and fade@z g
:w; and it'Y pelieved in-the evil eys, .
1 should say my. poor:Augusta was

umhritlllﬁm.,_..

“Have you mever tried to.discover ||

what this stfange secret is?”
“Repeatedly; but in vain. Augusta

only ‘wrings her hands, and cries for |

me to'jeave her, until I have no long-
er the heart fo resist. Oh, Alfred,
my boy, i goes to my heart to see her

su!erintlike thla" said Mr. De -Vere, y

with filling eyes. .

Disbowe pressied his ARG In #MTent |

sympathy, . ..
“Do-you: think ‘she would:tell- you,

Altred?  ‘She “Mked you," -aid ' she};
might. ' Do you - i'eally think she

would?” he said, eagerly.

“I fear not, sir. When she refused
to tell you, it is not likely she would
make me her confidant—a compara-
tive stranger.”

“] g msorry! ¥ am sorry! If she
would only speak and tell, it might
save her life—the poor Augusta—my
poor, poor girl!®

“Does Grizzle Howlot still reside at
4he old inn?” asked Disbrowe, after a
‘pause,” to- divert hll fyind from the
‘subject. ; ; ;

“Yes, the old llmb of Satan! Oh,
Alfred! that a wretched old hag like
'hSt should have . caused us all so
much- misery!”

“Her day of retribution will come
he assured of that, sir!™ said Dis-
br.we, almost sternly. -*“And ' her
bon frere, Captain Tempest, what has
become of him?”

“Gone -off in the Fly-by-Night onm

one ‘of his dark, devil's cruises of

crfme.” ‘He went shortly after you
left.” 3
% (To be continued.)
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