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10 THE ORITIC.

SWEETHEART MINE,

{ Continued.)

“ You need not wait for me, Stella ;1 shall be ready directly,” Miriam
answered, without attempting to open the door ; and when her sister’s steps
had flited down to the hall the passed out into the wide corridor, her
white robe traiting over the oaken floor with a 1usthag sound, her duntily-
shod feet scarcely awakening any other echo as she pass. d down the dimly-
highted stairway.

Barbara—the devoted nurse who had almost entire charge of little Dora
—stanted, and stated at her 10 open cyed wonder as she camo suddonly face
to face with what scemied to be the lumatnous spirit of some loug-forpotten
mistress of White Towers, and inst nctively she ciutched Dora’s hand
tighter and drew her closer to her side,

With a shout of delight the child broke away and rushed towards Miriam,
clasping ber ammis about the girl's slender waist and laying her face against
the soft folds of shimmering satin, that reflectsd all the light falling from the
candelebra above.

“ Oh, Mollie, Mollic, where did you find the fairy-godwother—how did
she turn you into such a beautiful princess?  Lift me up and let me feel
the peerls in your hair. Did the angels bring you these beautiful things, or
was it all the fairy-godmother 1"

“ Not \he angels,” Miriam answered, holding herself aloof from the
child’s caressing hold. * There, Dora, let nurse take you to bed. I will
show you everything to-morrow."”

“ But now—now,” Dora pleaded, clinging fast to the folds of Miriam'’s
dress, * let me kiss you, Mollie—only once—just because you are a real
princess.”

Miriam beot and touched the child's flushed cheek lightly with her lips.

*“ There, there, Dora ; there are lots of pretty things in my room. Bar-
bara can show them to you, and to-morrow [ will tell you all about them.”

« Apnd pearis—shall 1 find beautiful pearls like your necklace ?"

“Yes; lots,” Miriam answered, pushing the child gently aside.  * Don’t
keep me row ; they are expecting me in the dining-room."

* Lor, Miss Mollic, what will Sir Harcourl say when he sees you like
that 1" Barbara exclaimed, recovering from her first surprise, and staring at
Miriam with bewildered admiration. ** You look like orie of the pictures in
the gallery come 1o life. No wouder MissDora thinks you've been twurned
into a princess.”

Miriem smiled, 204 Leld her stately head higher, as she contivued her
way down to the hall.

‘Yo her, these were mowents of supreme triumph, and the burst of admir-
ation, comnng spontancously from the nurse and the child, gratified her not
a litle.

¢ \What will Sir Harcourt say ?""—she did not care. She was sick of
drab homespun and grey coiton, sick of the long, thick braids of hair coiled
heaviiy about ber head ; and she felt a thrill of conscions pride as she
recalled the image that had been reflected back to her in the pier-glass,
while she twisted the pearls amid the rich, dark waves gathered high above
her brow.

She was prepared to meet Lionel Lyndoch as a foy, and in this guise
she felt fully cquipped for war—ready to vanguish him with one glance of
her disdainful cyes ; 1o show him that in Miriam Denaven, at least, he
would find no meck rchoolgirl, forced to submit gruicily to his guidance.

She felt her cyes gleun, and her heart throbbed 1o quicker time, as she
descended the last flight of stairs. Somebody h-d just come from the
library, and was mzkiag lis way across the hall to the dining-sonm, when
the rusile of sik agninst the carved bangisters atiracted his atieniion, and
made lim glance up 10 whaie the graceful, white rebed form moved in e
full glare of the huge amy.

He gave a saght oLt of surprise 25 his gazz fell epon Mariam, und
hakicd at the fun vl il slategdse Tor Lot ta Pass

Almost at the s2ine el a whi. faed U awa rase dropped from her
waist and fell at tus {eei. e stoupred, and pekiog 0 up hatd it towards
her with a suff, cold bow.

Miriam did unt sttemptio ke tuz lowerir en s hand.  This stranger,
with his chill, penctsating cyes, bis grove, pale face, wis Lionel Lyndach,
the new sceretary, the man who was W have Leen her master, bat whom
she was determined o treat with the utmnst scorn and dension,

“The stemn is broken,” skie ssid, looking with a frown at the unoffending
rosc. “ I will thank you 1o let the flewer remain where it fell”

Witkout waiting to notc tho cffect of her words, Miriam swept into the
dining-room, leaving lionel Lyndoch standing at the foot of the staircase
with the rase lying in the open palm of his hand.

She had expecled to fiad Sir Harcourt already at the head of the table;
but he did not make his appeatance until both Lydia aud Stella had got
over their amazement at the sight of the tall, stately form with its shimmer-
ing array of pearls and satin, and then ho entered arm-in-arm with Lioncl
Lyndoch.

“ I am sorry to have kept you waiting, my dears,” he said, with a look
towards the side of the room where Lydia and Ihis youngest nicce were
standing. “ 1 had a letter of importance to answer, otherwiss tins delay
would not bave happeoed.” Thep, glancing round with a uch of anxiaty,
as be missed his wore troublesonc charge, hic added :

“Where is Miriaio ; 1 stiould like 10 introduce Mi. Lyndoch to her at
once and get all formality over.  Tke tact is,” wurning directly 10 Lyndoch,
“my nicee, Miriam, is inchined 10 bz more sell-willed thin I could desire,
and I look 10 you to make her understand the advisability of bLecoming
more docile and tractable,  She has tired out the paticoce of more than

one governess, and her education is not nearly so perfect as it should be at
her age.”

# [ shall be glud to help Miss Denavon with her studies, as far as it is
in my power,” Lyndoch replied, glancing from Lydia's fair face to Stella’s
sunburat cheeks, and wondering when he was to make the acquaintance of
his third pupil —cvidently the one black sheep beneath Sir Iarcourt's
lordly roof.

[t was strange that Lionel Lyudach should not think of associating this
wayv...rd, unruly pupil with whom he was threatened, with the daintily-robed
girl, whose dazzling cyes had flashed over him with such infinite dizdain
when she had passed him io the hall,

As she stepped forward now a dull silencz fell over the room, and some
seconds clapsed before Sir Harcourt could realize the meaning of the fair
apparition which had come in his presence.

¢ Miriam—DMiriam ! Is this some practical joko?" be exclaimed, his
first feeling of admiration giving place to oue of anger. “ Why are you
masquerading in this fashion 1"

Miriam drew herself up proudly, the rich carnation deepening in her
cheeks, her eyes darkly radiant, as stars, while the light from the shaded
lamps tinged her dress with a soft amber glow.

1 beg your pardon, uncle,” she said coldly. ** I thought it was your
wish that we should pay all due respect to Mr. Lionel Lyndoch.”

“ Respect I Sir Harcourt repeated with an angry shrug of his shoulders.
“I am surprised, Miriam, that you do not know yourself better than to
appear in such guise. I never saw such an outrageous get up 1w all my life ¢

“ T am sorsy the dress is not to your taste,” she replied coolly. * My-
self, I thought it rather handsome : perhaps you will like it better when you
getused to it? I thought my appearance would create quite a pleasant
surprise.”

“ Eaough of the subject,” Sir Harcourt muttered impatiently. * Ilook
over the affair as a mere childish folly.” ‘Then, turning to Lionel Lyntoch,
he continued in the some unbending tones:

“ Allow we tointroduce you to my eldest niece, Miss Denavon : Miriam,
Mr. Liooel Lyndoch.”

Miriam bowed frigidly ; yet Lyndoch saw the mocking light in her eyes,
as she shot one swift glance io his fuce, and instinctively he felt this scene
was a challenge to an open battle between them.

“ What power shall I have with her?” he thought, recalling Sir Har-
court’s first words regarding Miriam. * Ile does not understand—they do
not, any of them, ssem to understand ; she is something more than a child,
she is beautiful.” )

Beautiful ! Ay. \Who could have looked upon her that night without
becoming conscious of the raro loveliness with which Miriam was endowed 3

‘I never knew dress could make sach difference,” was Stella's inward
comment, as she contemplated her sister across the wide table. * Who
could have imagined she would come down looking like that? No wonder
she has bzen all the aftoernoon locked in her room—it is just like Mollie to
do all she can to get into disgrace, when we are expected to be on our best
behaviour.”

Poor Stella hag fel® her uncle's displeasure far more than Miriam had
done. Mollie was always so sclf willed—so headstrong—so ready to rebel
against every form of disciplino, this last freak did not 1o tho least surprisc
her.

“ It wmight have been someihing worso,” she thaught, philosophicilly, as
a dozen of Mollie’s most daring ventures passed before har mind.

‘* She doss such dreadfut things ; but this wouldn't have mattersd at
all, if it had not been for the naw sccretary.”

Iu Lydia's breast there was room for none of the admiration thal thril-
led through Stnifa, as the pale light froms the lamps {loodsd the slender,
girlish form, with its costly arriy of ciinging satin ; Sir Harcourt Melville's
daughicr was bitterly angry at this, her cousin’s freak, and, in comparison,
she lelt plsin, dull, and even insigaificant. :

Dinper proceeded with rather gloomy formality.

Sir Haicourt could not get over his annoyance, while Mirlam's >.201,
dazzing face smuled at him with such scoraful defiance; and for the first
umse he awakeard 10 the full responsibility b2 had called upan himself in
becoming guardian ta his two nicces.

Qace ot twice he spoke severely on the subject of vanity—pointing out
to Mirtamy what he hopzd would b: 2 profitable leason ; bai the beautiful
cyes only aparkled with 2 more rebzllious determination, and, with 2 sigh,
he turncd to Lioacl Lyndoch.

** Miriam has bzen allowed to have her wiy too much,” Sir Harcourt
remarked in an uodertone, ¢ she must bz brokea in bsfore this vaaity takes
oot 310 her nature.  Besides, look at the example to the others.”

Miriam overheard, and a fisry retort ross to her lips.

* I do not act for the example of others,” shesaid indigoantly, * nor do
[ wish 10 bz treated as one of them—you seem to ignore the fact that I have
ceased 10 be a child.”

** You behave very like one,” Sir Harcourt replied, deyly. ¢ How oldare
you, Miriam?”

** Eighteen ; many girls bzcome wives at that sge.”’

Sir tarcourt passed over the remark as though he had heard only her
answer to his question, and let his gaze rest upon his daughter.

* And you, Lydia?” .

** Lighteen, too, papa ; but four months younger than Mollic.”

“* Ang Siclla?”

** Sixteea ; I shail be grown up soon, but Tam glad to remain as I am
for the preseat.”

Qace more Sic Harcourt appealed to Lyndoch,

What is your upinion, Lionel? Do you think these youog ladies are



