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OHAPTEB VI.—CONTINUED.

The surder was out! 0f all the fmen he
‘had shought of, he had never once thought of
Bim.  Gaston Dantree! An utter siranger—

——

a einger of vongs—his voice giving kim the,

entree into houses where else lie had never
sot h'a foot, A schemer probablye-gpn ad-
wenturer certainly—a foreigner also—and &ir
Jobn Pangeifield had sll your ¢yue-born Bri-
ton’s hoarty deteatation of toreigners.

« Ruégle,” he could just exclaim ; ©that
man )

# 3 love him, papa,” she whispered, batween
‘wp imglsive shower of coaxing kisses; * and
oh, pleass don’t callbim tharman! He may
Be poor 3 Bt he is sogoed, so noblo—-dearer,
Better ety WAY then auy man I ever kpew.
If you had oply eand bim talk last night,
papal® - ]

“ATalkt Yes, I dore say.” The baronst
Imighed—s dreamy, sounding faugh enough.
» 1t is his stock in trade—thet silvery tcuor
of 415 ; nad a1l adventurers possess the gift of

L@ 3t is the rubbish that keeps them

‘afloat.™

« Aq aedveaturer; papa! You have no
¥ight to call him that. You don't know him
He may be

—gou shonld not judge him
~poor; but poverty is his only disgrace. s
does not deserve that opprobrious pame!”

Tt would be difficult, indeed, to say what
nume Mr. Gaston Dantree does not deserve.
A penniless stranger who could deliberately
set himsel{ to work to stesl the aliectins of o
child ke you—for your fortunealome: That
wiil do Katherine ; 1 know what Inm talking
abotut—1 have met wen lika Mr. Gaston
Pantree before. And 1 have no right to
judge Wim—this thief who tomes to steal
away wy treasure! Child-—child! you have
dieappeinted me more tban I can-ray ”

Ue sighed bitterly, and covered his eyes
with bishand ; Katherine’s arm tightened im-
ploringly round his neck. .

«Ent mot angered You, papa, not grieved
vyou ; Jom't say 1 have dope that!” She cried
Hintly, hidivg her face. & Dearest, best
{atber that ever was in this world, don’t say
you are mngry with Kutherine—for the first,
the only time !”

« Heaven knows, my dear, I could not be
ang'y with you if I tried. Lift up your
head, Kn¢hie, and give mea kiss.  Don't cry
for your new toy, my child ; you shall have
jt, a8 yow have had all the rest. Only what-
ever happens in the fature, don’t bleme me.
Remember that I have nothing but your hap-
Dpiness at heart.”

Her iminetuous kisses, her happy tears
thanked him. Since ber chil‘hood he had

lover. "Mr., Dantree took them, aud the
chalr, a8 matters of course. Helaid his hat
on-the flcor, drew off his gloves, ran his
fingers through his glossy black curls, and
met 8ir Jobn's irate gaze and unflinching
good bumeor. ° )

«I come to you, SirJohn, on s matter of
Supreme importance. As you Bppear.:n
haste, I will not detain’ youw long—1 will
come to the point at once.  Last pight I had
the honor of proposing for your daughter's
hand, apd the happiness of being accepted.”

This was coming to the point at once with
a vengeance. Sir John sat gazing at him
blankly. The stupendous rwagaificence of
his cheekiness completely fook his breath
away. o

« It may be presumptuous 02 my part,” Mr.
Dantree coolly went on; «but owr affections
are not under our control. Loveknows no
distinction of rank. I love youf daughter,
Sir John,and have the great happiness of
knowing my love is returned.”

Sir Jobn Dangerfield actually burst out
laaghing. Somewhere in the old mustache
there lay a lurking vein of bumor, and Mr.
Dan'ree’'s perfoct sang-froid and pat little
spegeh tickled it; agd the lnugh took Mr.
Dontres more donck thah 40§ V.ords in the
English langusge.

#8ir!” he began, reddening.

«1 beg your pardon, Mr. Dantree—I cer-
lainly bad no intention of laughing, and I cer-
tainly suppose youn don't see anything to
laugh at. It was that pretty speech of yours
—how glibly you say your lesson! Loog
practice, now, I suppose has made you per-
fuct,’”’

1 81t Jobn Dangerfield—if you medh fo in-
suit me—"

«Keep quiet, Mr. Dantrae—you're not in
e passion, though you feign one ¥ery well
You may be an actor by profession, for what
1 koow, but I'd rather we dropped melo-
dramma snd kept to humdrum common-
sense. Rescrve all your flowery periods about
love overleaping the bariiers of rank. Ra.
therine is not listening. Am I to under-
stand you nre here to demand my daughter’s
hand in morriage 77

Mr. Dantree bowed.

u You are to understand {hat, Sir John, 1
possess Miss Daogerficld’s heart. 1 have
come here this morning, with her consent, to
nsk you for her hand.”

4 And my daughter has known you three,
or four weeks—which is it? Amnd youm are
good enough to acknowledue it may be a lit-
tle presnmptuous! Mr. Dantree, what are
yon? Katherine is seventeen, and in love
with you; I am sixtv-five, and not in love;
you pessers & handsome face and a very fine
volce—may I ask what additinnal virtues and
claims you can put forth for my favor?
Dark eyes and melodious tenors are very
good and pleasent thiugs in their way, but 1
wm an unromantic old soldier, and T should
like you to show some more substantial rea.
sons why 9 am to give you my daughter for

not seen her weep before, and the sight
wmove! bim strapgely.

«tAnd wnen am I to seo bim, Katherine
he asked; % when is this nukuown h-ro,
witbout moner in his purse, comingto claim
the heireer of Scarswood ? It requires some
eouraze, doubhtless, to face the t heavy fatber;
but I suppose be does intend to come.  Aund
‘T think your Mr. Dautree bas courage—no,
thaty pot the word—cheek enough for apy-
thing.”

« He wili he here to-day,” she whirpered,
Yifting bier head; #and paps, for my suke
don't bohnrd on bim—doa't hurt his feelings,
don't insult him for his poverty!”

He put ber from him, ond walked away
with a gesturo nlmost ot noger.

« His poverty !" as it I cared for that! The
®arouets of Scarswood bave bern poor moen,
often eavugh; but they were always gentle-
men. 1 don't think your Landscwe lover
with the tenor voice can say as much. But,
whadever he is—blackleg, adventuier, fortune-
hunter—I am to take him, it secws, to yive
him my dauvhter, and heiress, as soon u8 it
Jdeases hig eultunship to cluim her. Ifnot
you'll become a beroine, won't you Kathie,
asd ruu away to Gretra Green with bim?
Kasherine, if by some freak of fortune Scurs-
wood aud its lopy rent-roll passed from you
1o-morrow, and you stood befurs him pen-
niless ag he ir, how long du you think he
would prove true to all the love-vows of last
»ight—in the conservatory, was it ?”

« Por all the years of his life, papa,”’ the
girl cried, her large eyes {lashing. «You
dou't know him—ryou judge him cruelly and
ankindly. He loves me for myscif—as I do
him. Pupa, I never knew you to be £o nn-
kind before in all my life.”

« That will do, Kathie—I have promised to
aecept him when he comes—Ilet that suffice.
I comtess I should bave liked a gentleman
born and bred for a son-in-law, but that weak-
ness will no doubt wear awuy with time.
AR, I seo—¢1o tbe covquering hero comes!
Will you dare trust him tomy tender mercies,
my deat, or do you wish to remain and do
Battio for your knight?”

For Mr. Gaston Dantree was riding slowly
ap the avenue. The sun which ail merning
had been struggling with the clouds burst oul
at the moment, and Mr. Dantree approached
throngh the sunburst as through a glory,
The girl's eyes 1it, her whole face kindled
with the radiance of love ut seventeen. Awnd
this son of the gods was lers. She turned
in her swift, impulsive faghion, and fluvg her
arms round her father's neck once more.

w11

it Pou't be unkind, prps, for my sake. It
would Lkill me ifI lost him—just that.”
« Bill you,” he lavghed, cypically . ¢« Men

hiave died. and worms have eaten them, but

-not for love. There, go—1 may be an oure,

but I'l promise not to dervour Mr. Dantree
. thifmorning, 1f I can belp it.”

He led her to the door, held it open for her
to pass out. She gave one last imploring
glance.

'; For my sake, papa,” she repeated, and
fed.

He olosed the door and went back to his
seat beride the window. The last trace of
softness died out of his face, he siphed herv-
Hy, and in the glarish ennsbine his Aorid face
Jooked hageard and worn,

« J4 ¥ only bad courage to face the worst,"
he thought—if I only bad courage to tell
the fruth. But I nm a coward, and 1 cannot.
“Theo revelation wonld kill her—tolose lover,
{fortune, all at one blow. If it must fall,
mine will never be the band to strike, and
yeot it might be the greatest mercy after all.”

The door was flung wide.

1 Mr. Dantree,” announced the footman.

« Sir Jobn aroze with n stern ceremonious-
ners that might bave abashed mos$ men,
Bat it did not abash Katherlne's luver, In

life.”

« If by rubstantial reazons yov mean fume
or fortune, SirJohn, I possess nerther. Iown
jt—I am poor. I am a journalist. By my
pen I earn my bread, and [ have yet to learn
there i any disgrace iu honest poverty.”

¢ There are many things you have yet to
leary, 1 think, Mr. Dantrze, but easy assur-
ance and self-conceit are not among them.
You are poir, no doubt—of the honesty of
that poverty I bave no means of judging.
At present I bave but vour word inr 1t
Would you like to know what Ithiok of you,
Mr. Dantree—in plain language?”

t1f you please, Sir John, und it will be
piain, I have 1wo douht.”

i Then, sir, you are, I believe, simply and
solely an adventurer—a fortune-hunter. Be
good enongh to hesr me out. I am not like-
ly to repest this conversation for some time,
and it is much better we sbould understand
cach other at once. There is but une thing
I would rather not ses my daoghter than
your wife, and that is—dcadl”

« Thank you, dSir John—you aro almost
more complimsntary thao 1 bad hoped. 1
um to upderstand, then,” be faid this with
perfect coolners, “that you refuse your con.
sent. JIo that case, I bave ouly to bid you
good-day apd go."

Sir Juhn glauced at him in impotent risiag
wrath,  What it cost him to preserve even a-
show of gelf-control the fiery old soldicralone
knew.

- You do well,” he cried, his blue eyers afire,
“to taunt me with my impotence. If I were
a wiser man and a less indulgent father, by
heavens! you should go, and that quickiy!
Bat I have never refured Katherine nuything
yet, and [ mn not going to begin now. 3She
bas set her foolish, c¢bild’s heart on you, gir,
with your cursed womanish beauty and Ital-
inn song-singing, zond she shull not be
thwarted—by me. She shall marry voun if
she wishes it—she shall never say T came be-
tween her und the dedrest desire of hér heart,

may an old man's curse blight ‘you If ever
you make her repent it ¥’

Perbaps somewhere in bis hard anatomy
Gaston Dantree had an organ thst did duty
a8 a heart, it smote bim now. He held out
his hand to the passionate old soldier.

# 8o belp me Heaven! she never shall
As I deal by her may 1 be dealt with|”

He spoke the words that sealed bis con-
de ' nation. TIn the troubled atter-days, it
was only the retribution he invoked thun that
fell.

CHAPTER VII.
THE SECOND WARNING.

Berone 'the expiration of a weuk, it was
krowa to all Castleford—to a'l the coannty
families of the neighborhood—that Miss Ka-
therine Danuetfield, of Scarswood Parl,, was
engagred ‘to Mr. Gaston Dautree, of—nobody
knew where.

Hurd any other baronet’s daughb'er so far
stooped to disgrace their code apd their
order, the county families would have gtood
paralyzed at the disecration, DBeing Miss
Dangerficld, nobody even wondered., It was
ouly of a piece with all tho rest. What
cnuld you expect of a young person - the term
of lady would bave been a misnomer—of &
younyg person with sowme of tho best blood in
Sussex in her veins, who persisted in acam-
pering over the downs and the const tor miles
without a groom |—wbo freated her vener-
able father a8 though he were a child of
‘twelve, who wore her hair streaming down
her back at the mature age of seventeen, who
called every Goody and Qaffer in the parish
by their christian name, who was quite cap-
able «f rpeaking to anybady without an jo-
troduction, who knew every game that could
ba played onthe cardr, and who talked slang ?

the whole course of his chequered career no
+anan’ Badever seon Mr. Dantree put ont of
. countenance. He came forward, hat in
““hand, that handsome mask, his face, wearing
a polite emile.
¢« @Good-moerning. Sir John—1 hope I see
you well after Jast night's 1ate hours. It wag

What could yon expect of a demoralized
young woman like thia? The Dapgerfild
liLeaze was unexceptionable—there must be
a croks somewhere. a bar sinirter on the
mother's side: it was a wild impossibility
the ald blood conld degenerato in this way.

a mostdelightfulr union. And Misr Kather.
ine, I trusr, is well alsoafter the fatigue of 5o
mueh dancing "

« My daughter is welll"—very stiff and
frigid, this response. «Will you take a seat,
Mr. Bautree, and tell me to what I owe the
Jonor of this virit ?”

He paused. The tone, tho' look, were

Who was Mr. Gaston Dantree? The
county familier asked this qnestion with in-
tenss curiosity now, and found the answer all
too meagre. Mr. Dantree himself rerponded
to it with that perfect, high-bred self-posses-
gion wkich cbaracterized him ; and every—
hady bad to take his own acount, cr ge look

for- proof.

- snough to chill the ardor of the warmest

n ¥ am an-American—a Southerner, as you

Tuke her, Gaston Dantree,” he arose, “und-

State is-Loulsiana.: I am:that famous his-
torical personags, ¢ the son of poor but honest
_parents,’ now and for many years dead. "By
profégzion I am a juurnalist ; I am connected
with'-the Neiw Orieans P——. Al unex-
pected windfall, in the way of a'small legacy,
enabled me, six months ago, to realize-a long
cherished dream ot mine and visit England..
My leave of absence expires in two months,
wt:,en Imnst either retmn to New Orleans or

Here Mr. Dantree was wont to break off if
Miss Dungerfield were present, with a pro-
fon‘nd sigh and a glance that spoke lexicons.

Squire Talbot of Morecambe, with whom
M_r. Dantree had come down to London, and
with whom he wss sulll stsying, when
browght upon the stand in turn and cross-ex-

know," Mr, Dauntree bad _s1id ;4 my, ix_a'ti‘v'e;‘

is known in New Orleans. I don't say there
iwas-anything .particularly clever in his woo-

well-looking young man, with a ready tongue
‘and an eleyant addreis, could have done that,
and my own impression ie thiat Misa Danger-
field, Jike Desdemona, met him more than

‘half way. - I'm ready to wager the nuptials
‘will bo consummated within the next three
mouths. Now, that check, dear Sir John-
and do be liberal !”

‘Bhe rose up, and Sir John, with the look of
a hunted animal at bay, filled out a check for
a hoadred pounds and handed it to her.

st A sop to Cerberus,” the widow said, gay-
iy ; «do you know, Sir John, J haven't had so
much money at once for the past fivo yesrs!
How fortunatd for me that I met Colonol
Danpgerfield and Iady that eventful day fifieen
Fears ago in the hospltal of St. Lazare! And

smined, eould throw very littlo more light on
his guast’ ynigeedents.

 Deuced sorry, now, Sir John, I ever did
brlag the fellow dowa,” young Mr. Talbot
said, the first time he met the baronet, pull-
Ing his tawny mustache with gloomy fero-
city; « but how the deuce could I tell Miss
Dangerflold would go nud—no, I mean Dan-
tree, be Langed to him!—would go and make
love to Miss Dangerfield ? I put it to your-
self—now could I, Sir John? I'm deuced
sorry, and all that, but I don’t know & blessed
thing about him except thut ¢ he's a jolly good
fellow,’ as tho song eays, tells a capital story,
sings like an American Sims Reever, and can
punish more champagne of a night and rise
none the worse for it next day than any otber
fellow "—Squire Talbot pronounced it ¢ fel.
ler "—u T gver knew, T met him firstat a
dtuner ot the Guards’ Club, then at a Sunday
breakfast ot Lord Leaham's—invited {0 both
these places, you understand, to siug. He,
knew lots of Hewspapur mon—wrote Gitr) ea
bimsclf for the sporting journalg, and Wl,en 1
ssktd himw—confound it l—to run do*n with
me to oy place in Sussex, ho cor.sented at
once, And I am deuced sorry, Sir Jobn,” re-
iterated Squire Talbot, going vver the same
ground agaipn ; “and I hope, whatever hap-
pens, you kuow, you’il not blame me.”

4] blame nobody,” tho old saronet an-
swered, wearlly ; © these things nre to be, ]
suppose. Ishall write to New Orleans and
make inquiries concerning the young man;
I can do nv more. Katherine is infatuated—
pray Heaven her oyes may not be opened io
my day "

Mrs. Vavasor was perhaps the only cno
who beard with unalloyed satisfaction of Ka.
therin:’s sudden engagument.

« What did I tell you, Sir John ?” sho said,
trivemphently. o What do you think of my
porers of divination now? It's rather a
mesalliancoe, isn’t it 2—for her father’s daugh.
ter, rather 2 mad pifair altogether. But, dear
chitd—she is sp impulsive, and soselt-reliact,
and s0 hopelessly obsti—~no, that's not a plea-
rant word -fo resolute and firm, lot us say,
rhat remoustrance is quite thrownaway upon
her. Let us pity ber, Sir Jobn, rather than
blame; she comes by sll those admirable
traitr of character bonestly enough—inherited
from her mother. And when ia the wedding
to tuke place?'

She threw her head back awainst the pur.
ple-velvet cusbions of her chair, and looked
at the moody baronet with maliciously spark-
ling black eves.

« I don’t ark merely from idle cuvicsity,”
Mrs. Vavasor went on, as the budgered har-
cnst's pnewer was a sortof groan ;: v I jugnire
becaure the knowledge influences my owp
movemente, Ope week betore the day fixed
tor the wedding, I receive from you, my kind
benefactor, that check for ten thousand

whai & comfortablo thing to a poor little
widow a great man’s secret is!  Thank you,
Sir Jobn ; my toilettes will do Scarawoud
credit during the remainder of my stay.”

And Mrs. Vavasor kept her word, iy
faded silks and shabby laces, * .o Pyigis.
Royal dismonds and soiled gl cuq were con-
signed to the lowest depth”, e (blivion and
the widow’s trunke. 2,4 5ilks of rainbow
hues, stift enough in  ¢pesr rustling richness
to stand alene; ¢ 5oeh laces of marvellous
price, with the iimmer of real jowels, made
the little Wr g5pp worgeous. If she painted,
she was P gt miatress of the art; and nono
but 8 ¥ oy gxpert foemale eye could have do-
tecter’, ¢ho tiquid rouge that made Ler bloom
§0 briginly, or that the spariling radiance of
fier ‘pright black eyes was the ghastly bril-
lir.pee of belladouna. Sir Johu's one hun-
‘dred pouuds went a very little way in his vis-
itor's maguificent toilet, and that first «sop
to Cerberus” had to be very speedily and
very oftea renewed. In her own way, she
spent her time very pleasantly—tossing over
purchases in the Castleford shop», making
agreeable flying tiips to Loundon and back,
driving about in a little basket-carriage and
biding her time.

s All things are possible to the man who
knows how to wait, my dear Mr. Dangeifield,”
she said one day, to the haromet’s moody
nephew. I suppose the same rnle applies
1o women. Don't be impatitnt; your time
and miue is very near now. I bave waited
for nearly eighteen years, and here you are
grumbling, ingrate, at being obliged to stand
in the background for that many weeks!
How ia it that we neversze you at Scarswood
now ?"

She picked up the Castleford attormey on
one of ber drives. Since the night of the
birthday party, Mr. Peter Dapgdrfield had
not shown his sallow fuce, colorless eyes and
mustnche inride the great house.

«] don’t think you peed ask that question
—you, of all penple,” the young man answer-
ed, suliily. © What the deuce should I do at
Scarswoud, looking at those two billing and
rooing? They say maniages are mnade iv
Heaven—1L wonder it this uuion of a fool and
a knave ‘was ever made in the celestisl ra.
glons? In the infernal, I should ssy my-
self”

« My dear Mr. Dangerficld, nren’t yon a Iit-
tle severe? A fool avd a kpave! Would
Kutherine have been a fool, I wonder, if sho
Lad accepted you the other night?

¢4 Oh, my cousln, rhailow-hearted

0O, my Kathie, miue no more !’

Don't be uwreasonable, Mr., Daugerfield.
You are as poor as Mr. Dantree, and—if yon
will pardon my teliiog the plain truth—not
balf a yuarter so good-lovking, And then,
sho 15 not married to him yet.”

prunds—a very respectable bhrul, by the way
—nnd I stinke tbe dust of Scarswood otf my
feet furever. My reception by both host and
hostesg was, I wust say, of the leant cordial,
aud I am macle to feel every bour that I am
a most unwelcome interloper.  Srill, I bear
no malice, and not huving ary of your saug-
wzire in my veing, my sensi ive feelings ate
ot wounded, Perhapsa dozen years spent
at Baden and Homburg does blunt the finer
adge of one's nerves, I tiust the wedding-
day will not come round too speedily—1
rently like my quarters here. DMy room
commands a sunny southern prospect, your
wines are unesceptionable, and vour cook, for
d4n Eoglish cook, n treasure.  Don’t £X the
‘mmppy drytoo near, Sir Jobn. Dearest Ka-
thevine is 50 impetuous that she would be
married next weck, I dare say, if «be could.”
o [ wish to Heaven it were next week, so
that I might be rid of you!’ Sir John broke
out. ¢ You bring mixfortane with you where-
ever you go! Mrs., Harman you shall leave
this house! You sit hers with that mocking
smile on your face, exulting in your power
uatil it drives me half mad to look &t you.
Tuke the enormous bribe you demand-—-I
bave uo right to give it yoq, I know—and go
at once. What object can you gein by re-
‘mainiog here 7"

« Now. that is an unkind question. What
do 1 gain? The pleasure of your rociety,
and that of Mirs Dangerfield, to b:sure; the
pleasure of being band and glove with the
gentry of this neighborbood, who, like your-
self, rather give me the cold shoulder, by the
wiuy. 1 wonder how it ifn?-——none of them
ever faw me at Homburg that I know of. I
suppose the brand of adventuress is stamped
on my face. No, Sir Jobn ; not one bour, not
one second sooner than I say, shall I quit
Scarawnod Park, If the wedding is fixed for
next week, then I leave this; if for this day
ten yenrs, then I remaia that long. I dare
say 1 should find life slow, and the character
of a respectable British mutron of the upper
classes a dismul lite; but still, I would do
in”

He stopped in his walk and locked at her.
The hold eyes met his unflinchingly.

t Well, Sir John ?” ‘

t Hurriet Harman, you have some Sinister
design in all, What have yon to do with
Katherine's wedding day? What bhas the

child done to you that you should hate her?
What bave I ever doue that you should tor-
ment me thug? Is it that at the last Lour
you mean to brenk your promire and tell?
Grecat Heaven! Harrfet, is that what you
mean?’ ‘

Her steady color faded for o moment ; her
own, with all her boldness, shifted away
from the gaze of thv old man’s horror-struck
eyer.

y“ What I mean is my own affair,” she said,
sullenly ; « and I do hute Eatherine for her
mother’s sake, and her own. You nezedn't
ask me any questions about it. I mean to
tell you all one day—but uot this. I want
money, Sir John, and that promised check, of
course, my poor littte purse replenished.
See how empty itist—and all my worldly
wealth is bere.” ‘
Shs laughed as ghe Yeld it up, all her old
audacious manner back. Two or thres shjl-
lings jingled in the meshes as she held it
out.

« T want to replenish my wardrobe; I want
to pay some bills; I want—oh! millions of
things! Fill me out a check like the prince-

u Ny, but she soon will be. It isrmmored
in tho town that the wedalng is fixed for
enrly in Jannary. Its of mo use your talk-
ing and eheffivga fellow, Mrs. Vavasor; the
weddiog day will tuke place as sure as we »it
here, and the next tbing there will e an heir
to Scarswood. In the poetic langunge of the
Orientals, your talk of the other night is all
s hosh.” It is utterly impossible that Scars-
wood shonld ever fall to me.”

Mre. Vavasor langhed in her agreeable
way,

« Impossible is a very biz word, friend
Peter—too big for my vocabulary,  See here!
Will you give me your wiitten promise that
on the day S.arswood aud its long rent-roll
becomes yours you will pay me down ten
thousand pounds ? It'sa toleralle price, hut
not too much, considering the service 1 will
do you.”

He looked at her darkly, and in doubt.

4 Mrs. Vavaror,”’ he said, rlowly, wif that
be your rame—and [ dont beliove it is—1'm
not going to commit myself to you, or auv-
body, in the durk. I am a lawyer, and won't
break the law. Yeu're n very clever litfle
women-—=go clever that for the rest of my life
I mean to have nothing whatever to do with
yon, It you hud a spite at anybody, I doo't
suppose you would stick at trifles to gratify
it. But I'm not going to become acccerory
to you before the fact to any little plot of
yours, If Scarawood ever comes to me, and
{ rapeat, it is i possible it ever should, it
shall be by fair means, not—foul.”

Mrs. Vavaror lay back amopg the curhions
and laughed till the echoes rang. They were
in toe atreets of Castleford, and passing ped-
estrians looked up and smiled from very sym-
patby with the merry pexl.

« He tbinks 1 am going to commit a mur-
der! I renlly believe he does! No—uo!
Mr. Dangerfield, I'm not a lawyer, but I re-
spect the majesty of the law quite us greatly
a8 you do. I've done a great many quuer
things in my life, I don't mind owning, but
I never committed a murder, and I never
mean to, even to gratify epite. Comeo!
you're a cowmd, won ami, even though you
are n Dangerfield ; but if you promise to per-
petrate no deed of darkness on the way, will
you give me that ten thousand when you unre
lord of the manor. Yes or no? jnstas you
please.  Sir Joba will, if you won't”

« T wish I understood—"

You shall under-
Isit

« Wait! wait! wait!
stand! we are drawing near the Hall.
a promise 7"

« It will be a fool's promise, given in the
dark—but, if you will, bave it.”

Mrs, Vavasor's eyes sparkled with: a light
this time not derived from bellndoana.

# You will give me that promise in writ-
ing? .

« In anything ; it is erry enough to givea
promige we never axpect to be called to ful-
fil. If throngh you Scarswood Park be-
comes mine, I will willingly pay you the sum
you ark.”

% Very well, then—it isa compact between
us. You fetch the document in wriling the
next time you visit us, and let that visit be
soon, You can surely Year the sight of our
levors' raptures with the secret knowledge
that they will never end in'wedlock,” ‘

¢ You may think it. I know that of Ka-

‘therine Dabgerfield which will effectually

prevent Gaston Dantree from marrying her.
Al! Speak of hie Satanic Mujesty aund he
appears. Behold Katherine' Dangerfield and

1y old soldier you are, and I shall get through
the day shopping {o Castleford; I will amuse
myself rpeuding money, whilo Katherine
amures herself listening to Mr. Duptree's
fluent Jove-making. He's rather a clever
little fellow, that son-in-law-elect of yours,

the handsome lover her money has bough¢!”
'They came dashing out from under the:
arched entrance gates, bath supe-bly mount-
ed, tor Mr. Daatree had the run of the More-
cambe stables. Remarkably handsome atall
times, Mr, Dantree invarlably looked his'

my dear baronet, and I don't think he has

given us his whole autoblograpby guite as it )

bebt: on horsebs.:c,i:, and Miss Dangerfield, in

g the beirces-ofrBcarswood, because sny

“IfI thougbt that,” between his set testh.’

her tight-fitting habit, her tall hat with its
sweeping purple plumes, .and wearing, oh,
such an infinitely.havpy face, wss, if net hand-
some, at least dashing and bright enough for
thé goddess Diana bergelf. " -. . "%

% Look,” Mrs Vavasor said, maliciously;
“and :they say perfect bliss 18 not for this,
laver world, Let thoge who say so come and
look at Katherine Dangerfield and that beat-
tifa] creature, Gustoit Dantree—the verv
bandsomest man I ever sa®, T balla®s, aud T
bave seen some handsome men in sy life.
time. Reul Oriental eyes, Mr, Dap ,{{gm_
long, black, lustrous. And ho 'cov:f:rizh the
grace of a prince ofthe blo- ,

The equestrians sw- , /\ ° .
doffed his hat, and b, 98¢ bV. Ir Dactres
little lady in O D e Mt
Dapzerfielt’s se> € basket carrlage, Miss
“mbef“’ <8 88%ute was of the haughtiest.
Some fefulnirs jnstinct told her bor father's
guort Wa2 yer enemy, despite her sugary
SP"eCh'_s, her endearing epithets, her ceaseless
smb, o,

# I bate that woman, papa,” Kaiherine more
than once burst oat to her father. « 1 hate
people who go through life continuaily
smirking. Ifyou told her black was white,
she would say, ¢ So it is, my sweetest pet,’ and
lock as if she belicved it—1little hypocrite!
I detest ber, and she detests me, and she
makes you miserable—oh, I can see it! now
what I want to know is, what's she doing
here 7"

And Katherine stood before her father, and
looked for an answer, with her bright, clear
eyes fixed full upon him. He had ghifted
under the guze of those {rank eyes, with a
sort of suppressed groan.

«I wish you wonld try and treat her a lit-
tle more cirilly than youn do, Kathie,” he an-
swered, avoiding his daughter’s searching
glaace; ! you were perfect!y 1ude to her lust
night. It is not like you, Kathie, to be dis-
courteous to the guest that euts of your bread
and salt.”

“And it is very like her to play caverdrop-
per. I caurht her behind a tal) oravge tree
listening to every word Ganton and I were
saying. 1 merely told ber I would ropeat our
conversation any night for her beuefit if she
was so dstermined to hear it as to play the
spy. She is an odious little wretcl, papa, if
she is your friend, and T dor't believe she is.
She paints nnd she tells polite lies every bour
of the day, and she hates me with the whole
strength of bher venomous litt e soul. And
she looks at you and speaks to you in a way
I dou't understand—as though sbe had you in
her power. Papa, I warn vou! You'll come
to grief 1f you keep any secrets from me”

« Katherine, for pity's sake, go and leavo
me alons! Iin ber power! What abomin-
able nonsense you talk. Go! walk! drive,
sing, amuse yourself with your new toy—the
singing men—apything only leave meto read
my Tirmes in peace. I begin to belicve Vie-
tor Hugo's words, ¢Men are wowmen's play-
things, and women are the dev—""

“'I'nat will do, papa,” interrupted Kather-
ine, walking away in offended dignity
“ You can say things quita bitter enough
yourseif, without quoting that cynieal
Frenchmen, Mrs. Vavasor may be Satan’s
plaything, for what I know. Of that you are
nuturally the best judpe. How longis she to
force herself upon us in this bouse?”

#1 do wotv know. She will leave before
you are—married "—the word secmed to
choke him—+and, Kathie, child, I do wish
you would try and treat her with common
civility—for my suke, if not for hers.”

“asnd why for your sake, papn? 1 hate
doiug things in th dark. WLat claim has
sbe upon yuu that I should become s Lypo-
crite and treat her civiliy 7

#The claim of—of acquaintunce in the
past, of beiug my guest in the present.  Aud,
witkout any other reason, you mightdo it be
cause I desire i, Katherine.”

u«] woenld do &4 good deal te oblige you,
papa; even to—well, ¢ven to being civil to
that painted, little, soft spoken. spakeeyer
wumnan. She bas eves precisely likeo a spake,
and is to be trusted just as far. Papn, what
is it ahe knows about my mother 7"

“ Your mother! What do you menn 27

(7o be Continued.)

o <@
JUSTIN McCARTHY ON MACAULAY.

MacaULAY was not the paracon, the ninth
wouder vf the world, for which peopls oace
eet him duwn ; but he was undoubtediy a
great literary wan. He was alvo a mao ot sin-
gualarly noble cbaractor. He was,in a lit-
erury seuse, egotisti: thut is to sny, he thought
and talked and wrote & great deal about his
works aud himself; but e was one of the mort
unselfish men that ever lived. He appears
to have enjoyed advaucement, success, fume
and money, only becuuse these enasbled him 1o
give pleasure and support to the members ot
his family. Ho was attached to his family,
especially to hLis sisters, with the tenderest af-
fection. His real nature seems only 10 bave
thoroughly shone out when in their society.
There be was loving, spoitive, even to joyous
frolicsomness ; a glud school-boy almost to
the very end. He was remarka: ly generovs
and charitable, even to strangers ; his band
was almost slways open ; but he gave so nn-
ostentatiously that it was not until after his
death half his kindly deeds becume known,
He had a spirit which was absolutely above
any of the corrupting temptations of monry
aod rank, He was very poor at one time ;
and during his poverty he was begicuing 1o
make his reputation in the Houseof Commuone.
It is often suid that a poor wan feels nowhers
80 much out of place, nuwbere so much ata
Giradvantage, nowhere so much bumiliated,
an in tie House of Commons. Macaulny felt
nothing of this kind. He bore himself as
easily and steadfastly asthough be bad been
thwonly s 'n of & proud aud wealthy family.
It did not seem to have occurred to him when
he wus poor that money was lacking to the dig-
nity of his intellect and his manhood ; or when
he was rich that money added to it. Certain
defects of temper and manner, rather than of
character he kad which caused men often to
misupderstand him, and sometimes to d:elike
him. He was apt to be nverbearing in tone,
and to show himself a little too confident of
his splendid gifts and acquirements, his mnr-
vellous memory, his varied rending, bis over-
whelming power of argnment. He trampled
‘'on mau’s prejudices too heedle<sly, was in.
clined to treat ignorance as if it were a crime,
and to mako dullness feel that it had a ocause
to be asbsmed of itself. Such defects ns
these are hardly worth mentioning, snd would
not be mentioned here, but that they serve to
explhin some of the misconceptions which

his lifétime, and some of the antagonisms
‘which e unconsciously created. * Absolutely
without literary siTection, uudepressed by early
poverty, uokpoiled by later and almost un-
equaled success, he wasan independent, quiet,
self-relying man who, in all his noon of fame,
found most happiness in the compnnionship
and the symputhy of thoge he loved, and who,
‘from first to lust, was loved most ' tenderly by
there who knew him best, He war burried
in Westminster Abbey in the first week of the
new vear, and there truly took his place

~ -
CrviLiTy i3 to & man what bauty is to a
women, ‘- Lt creat¢s8 an lnstantaneous’impres-

sfon in his behalf.

were formed of Macaulny by many doring |

among his peers.— History of Qur Own Times. .

Th'e Irish in tl_]E United Statey

A Leadfug Radieal Journal
nell’s Hint of & Posr .4 '
Pall Mol Gases.
There is a portion. of My, Par
. I, 310 8 nell's g

o Bunday which wi’1 be read bymost fz.ﬁgff"h
mén_with lncridulity. and by some w@h.
positiva deriston. : It is that In which ke s“\b
that the Irishmen in the United States ﬁﬁs
have helped their countrymen with mop o
will be ready to de so more vigorousty 1?’
more effectually when they can come fom:u_';(f
with a progpect of success, It js po secr&
that the funds- with -which the ;0. §
operat+s hnve como from the other aido u
the Atlantic, and it may well be mu'rm's(z}f
that a good many of the violent thingg thi
are said are spoken not to Ireland or ta Eml
lish, bat to the Yankeo Irisk, who natura),
require something for their monep—steqy,
language if nothing else. On Sunday if,
Parnell made his meaning quite clear Ther,
was, indeed, little attempt to hint n¢ w)u:
was intended. It wasa distinct and defirjy,
threat that when the Irish had corgtmizeE
themeelves sufficiently to fight on snmethin‘a‘
like terms of equality with England, Irishayey
would speedly land from the United Btates
in sufficient numbers and well enough army)
and drilled to turn the scale in favor of thej\;
countrymen. The bitter hatred of Baglayy
which now comes out in every srntence of &
Mr. Parneil's speeches gave poiut (o thi;
threat. If he could tecure the help of a;
Irish-Yankee contingent to bring o
o civil war at a time when j
scemed likely on other grounds hae wouy
win, there ir little deuht that .
would doit. What is more—all ridicule noy,
withstanding—thero i very little donbt thy;,
unless the Government of the United Stare: B
kept a sharper lock out than is pessible fo. f
them to keep, such a contingent won'd coms
readily enough on a well-backed invitatim)i
It is a5 well that we shonld not deceive o 3

olh By, ®ap,
Invagion,

selves about the feeling of a vast numby f :
perbaps the majority, of the Irish on 11 § -

other sideof the Atlantic. If they get ik
chance they mean husiners, The wroogs ¢
Ireland are con-tantly betore theit even. iivey
the Irish boru in the United Statesdo ng
forget the misgovernment from which thei §
fathers euffered. A regular organisation-
more than one, indeedl — is 3
specially to keep Irish ofiairs befere the Irig;
and to collect subscriptions. The very dis. §
like which Yankees as a rule have to thefh
Irish populstion of the great citiea drive:-§
them to clorer communion with one nnather B
anidl it must be admitted that the circnm-§
stances under which many of them baye l.uf
their country are likely to rankle in theicE
minds for yesrs. At any rate they do mailn ¥
and coldlvas Mr. Parnell was treated Ly th g
mass of Yankess when they found that L
wanted to draw them into his crusade o ho &
haif of Ireland aczainst Logland, be had H'.tle'-f
reason tn complain of his recepiion by the;
Irish in any portion ot the States, Now, it i<}
eary enough to talk of silly mirguideif
peasants egred on by an unzcrupuloun agii.§
tors to believe {hemselves hnlf starved)
mizerable and oppressed. when, in fecf
they are fat, well-Ttking and the freest of the
free. ‘That may all be gospsl truth, thousi
the facts somehow tend to show thut =
mirzuided peasants have at least capr
enough to know whether their belties are il
or empty, whether their Jandiords ar:
tyrauoous and unjust or just and sy mpatheti,
But-—and this is the matter for us just novi—
there are some mwillions on bioth sides of the
Atlantic who do not helieve it. They do nact
believe: that the wholesale depotitions o
1847 and anwards were conducted in the tra:
gpirit of Christian charity : nor, for the malic
of that, that the Marquis of Lanidowne:
estates have been mavaged in the humow;
tarian fashion which that ahle suphorter ¢
ufreedom ot contract” represents ip bis Tette
to the Yankee newspaperr. They hald tha
they, as well as their friends and relations
now in Ireland, have been shamefully nsel
by the landlords and by the English Grvern-
ment, which supported those laudiords in th:
maintenance of a system of land tenure tha
no single human being who has not inleresk
ot bis own to serve by doing so can he toung
to aldvocate for a moment. Thus thinking
they mean fome day lo fight—partly o
revenge, partly for the fuinre of the countiy
that, to do them justice, they love only tu
woll.

Now, what we want to agk js thin: 18 i
worth while to shut our eyes to this bitler
ness of feeling and to laugh at theiden of Ire
land being a heavy brndicap to us in thef
ovont of a rerinus foreign war? We hure
tried thegame of coercion in the interestscl)
a small minority over and over again. Whay]
has it benefitted us, the Eaglish people}
Whatindeed? Might we mot try a little
steady justice ou bothsides 7 We are lookd
iz on at something like revolution now, and
civil war in private hands is also recom-
mended by one «W.,” in large type, in yester
day’s Times. Whilacivil war, or even 7eves
Intion, s ugly business, forcible domination]
is not likely to be adopted by the prescn
Cahinet. There remaius but to try plaidg
faiv dealing, undsterred by thrests either ot §
Ynukee-Irish invasion—not much in favo
with either American party, possible thongl
‘t may be at a critical time—or of ur Irish
landlord Ku-Klux to take the law into theig
own hands. We have certainly no reasod
to fenr au Irish rising, cven assint d from the
United States, in the long run, hut the busts
pess of statesmen is and should have hesn 108
remove all ground for it. :

WIT AND HUMOR.

uMaRY Jank, have you given the gold fsiy
fresh water?' wNo, maam ; whut's the ue
They huven't drank up what's in there et 4

M axM4 is scenting ber handkerchief, Littl
Emmy, aged two, holding up her tiny pquand
cambrie, lisps out. #Div baby’s pooty hanoy
cips a drink, mamma, " 3

It has been said (by o Frenchwman) that iz
singing the Spaaiard weeps, the Italisu col
pluins, the Germnus bellows, the Duichman
howls, aud the Frenchman sings. N

uYou have to much sfyle,” said an old critig
toa young writer. “Style i8only a frame ¥
hold the thoughts, as & window sash Lous theg
paues of glass. Too much sash obscusces thy
light.”
A nerorTer for n Wirconsin paper writes:
wThose who personally esteem our fello¥
citizen, Colonel . will regret to bes
that he was brutally assaulted last evenibg
but not killed.”

Tus subject for conversation at an
entertaioment was tne intalligence
male, purticnlary dogs. Suys Swith @ ¢
are dogs that bave more senBe than t_heu- LT
tars,” @ Just go,” responds young Tituncodlé
#I've got that kind of a dog myself”

* WaEs the virtous Do Mesmes, president 0
the Parllament of Parls, was elected sn Ac
miciau, Bolleau conpratulated him iu thes
terms : "I have come to yvou, sir 10 ord¢
that you msay congratulate me on hu\:lu[; yo
for ope of my fellow-Academicians.”
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