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LOVE THE VICTOR.

OUBAPTER XV,—{CoxrINUED.)

¢ \What have you heard t"

¢ That you wero—in love—with her once,
That is nothing "—hastily, and with a faint
but cxpressive motion of tho hand; ¢ but
that you are in love with her still,—that, if
true, is terrible 1"

Her voice fails her asshe finishes, but she
holds her pretty, stately head erect as ever.

“Itis not true,” says Cioutarf, slowly.
I novor have been, I never should bein
love with her.”

“She is very beautiful.,” Hur voice is |blazin

still low, and her eyes, t.hough notaltogether
averted, are turned away from him to the
fi

re.
“Very, You believe me, nevertheless?”
“Yes, I belleve you.” Then she turns
her oyes away from the fireand back to him
again, ‘I should believe anything yom
told me,” she says, aimply.
“Thank you,” ~Her manner touches him.
“ Who tried to poison your mind with that

unlikely tale 1” heasks, regarding her keenly. | B

¢ You must not ask me that. Iam glad
to know it is notrue ; I am glad for your
sako, It would be 8o cruel for you. And
yet "—with & weary gestare—*¢it m:{v hap.
pen any day. It iz but putting it off from
to-day to to-morrow, asit may be. They
tell us all hearts must awake to love once
in their lifetime: it is, therefore, but a
question of time,”

“ ]It will not be worse for me than for
0a, at that rate,” says Clontarf, with af-
ected lightness, yet he is watching her
umw&z How sad abe looks! t
TROAES slow warm blush that is cree

‘ing'apward, dyeing cheek and brow?

she thinking of 1ast night?—of Bouverle?
He hates himaelf and her as ho asks himself
this question.

It is an ngly thought: I am sorry Iin-
trodaced it,” sheways, with some emotion.
¢ [ot us not discuss jt. Tell me; this Mrs.
Montague Smythe,—is she & widow 1"

“N—o., Notexactly. Smythe is some-
where,—~in Brazil, or Barbadoes, or the
Feejce Islands; mo one knows exactly
where. Bat he in alive, beyond doubt.”

“Why isn't she with him?”

* Traveling knocks her up 80, says Clon-
tarf, mildly. ¢ And the sea, to her, means
death.” He is evidently repeating a speech
made to him, ¢¢ At leaat, 20 she says.

I see : I suppose this kind of thing suits

her.”
¢ It may. ButIthink she makesa mis-
take all the same. A woman situated as

sho is—no widow, yet liteully withont a
husband—is a wretched thing,’
¢ One can hardly besure. She looks very
bappy. 1 dare say one amight find & woman
—uith a husband—more wretcbed than she
is.”
“*Meaning yourself 1” The words come
from him impulsively, almost without his
permission,—full of impetnous anger, not
unmixed with scorn, A moment later he
would have gladly recalled them, butitis
thea too late:
* Tlo that hath miwed, I dare well sayn,

11e may by no ng call his word again,

Thiog that Sssald is sald, and forth It go'th,

Though him repent, or be ho ne'er 30 loath.”

hA deadly silence follows his question, and
then

¢“That is tho last thing you should have
nid to me,” murmurs she, haughtily, all
traco of feeling gone from her face. With
a superb gesture ahe awoeps past him, and
leaves ths room,

CHAPTER XVL

1t thoa be poor, thy hrother bateth: thee,

And all thy triendes fice $70m thee alas I*
“DBrian)” calls Mrs. Desmond, eagerly,
hearing his footatepe her room door.
Evidently her voloo roacheshim, because he
stops, and, opvaing the door, comes in. The
room is warm, and full of subtllc fragrance
that auggests violets, though Christmas is
nigh at hand and those frail favorites aro as

yet hidiog beneath their mother earth,
Monica in sitting before a roaring fire,
cladin a charming dresing-gown of white
cushmero sod lace, that sorves hor beauty

a1 a framo, looking the very picture of|gU

misery,

tWhat's the matter with my mouse
vow " saya Brian, in his fond fashion, kneel-
irg at her foet, and taking her littlo woe-
b:ﬁono face into bis hands, Mer oyes aro
{nd of tronblo, and her bair almoat on end.

Yes, I dare say it is untidy,” shosays,
}nvolnntzorll‘dy lmhng lhgti.n hu‘:idn ?o herrair
TOWSY , and sig eoply. ‘‘I've
been thinking so hard thntg Ive x?ugpled my
head .flinlt the cushions.”
Hor lips tako a desclate curve, that is as
effective with him now asin the old days
when he went ‘““a.woolng,”

¢ Poor hair {" he lt)'lé atroking it tender: | .

ly. Then—*¢ You're cold,” he doolares, and
straightway breaks the lumpa of coals into a
g flame, that goes madly up the
chimney. In truth, it is cold; s wholo
month 3ona by since Kit whispered her
laat farewell to Brabazon, and now anow
and ice lis upon the ground.

¢ 1% Ian't the oold,” says Monica,

‘*No? Then tell me what it is,
is this new wrong 1"

¢ This old wrong, you mean. Shc—she
won't give him up.”

¢ ¢She’ "h Kit, I suppose, and ‘him’ is

What

rabazon

¢ Ys. She won't even lock at the other
in that way.”

#¢The other being Mannering?’®

¢“If you are going to be atupid, Brian, 1
hops you will go away,” says Mra, Desmond,
severely.

I couldn’t be that, my dear, if I tried,”
returns her husband, mildly. *‘And so she
won't give him up, eh 1—Maanering I mean ;
no, by the bye, it is Brabazon X mean.”

¢ Any one can seo that she won't. She
gets a letter from him overy morning, and
shuts herself up in her rocom to answer it
every afternoon. It is so obstinate of her,
80 provoking; and yet she is the dearest
firl in the world. There is no ono liks her.

t i & terrible thing to see her so bent on
throwing herself away, and Mr, Mannering
is all that one conld desire.”

¢t Not exactly all, perhaps.”

“ Yes, hois. He is young, kind-hearted,
domesticated, and sincere.”

4t fe ian't half the man that Brabazon is.”

¢ Ho has fifteen thousand poundsa year,”
says Mrs. Desmond, solemnly. *‘ That
ought to make him a very good man indeed.
Why,”he iseven a better match than you
were.

“1f yor expoct me to agres with you
there,"yuyl h&r. i
“you will find yourself mistaken.
opinion, tl’t,exe fan't my match in the United
l&nsiom

¢ 0b, you know what I mean,” says Mon.
ics, pat his cheek in an abaent fashion.
“Batim't it a pity she should have pre-
ferred Neil

¢¢I don't see how ahe could have helped
it.“I};gu prefer him, don't you??

¢ Yes,’—stontly. ** You think him worth
a dozen of that Gull Englishman, only you
Tt trn” says Monlea, & i

‘ It is true,” says Monica, despairingly.
¢¢I believe ho is zrorth a dozen of most
young men ; but one can't live on worth,”

¢ Ono might live on something worse.”

¢Yes, and go naked. It is my beliof,
Brian,” says his wife, indignantly, **that
in private, behind my back, you cncourago
Kit in her folly.”

¢¢ 1 certainly think Brabazon is tho better
fellow of ths two,” says Desmond, slowly,
rofusing to lower his colors. ‘‘His face
alone would carry tho day with a woman,
Now, think of Mannoering’s voice, and that
perpetual cold in his head—" .

¢ It is not per?otul. He isnot izured to
our climate yot,’ aaya_ Monica, refusingto

ive in, *“Becsuss Necil Brabazon is as

andsomo asa Greek 8{)’: is no reason why
Mr. Mannering should be placed ontaido the
pale of every woman's fancy. And just
ahow mo the person who has not had a cold
in the head at ond period or another.”

] dare say it may bo that,” zsys Des.
mond, amiably, “But I hate a fellow who
can't shoot.”

¢ \¥hat has shouting got to do with choos.
ing a husband? That is so liko a man!
Does ono marry sach and such a porson just
becauso he can bring down morobirds to his
n than the rest ot his fellows?”

] ahould, if I wero a 15!:1."

¢¢ Well, I shouldn’t. Ishould
dialiko a man who distinguished
that way.”

“Good gracious! what is to become of
me, than 1" aaks Mr, Desmond, with deep

sitively
imself in

Desmond, with dignity, { mind,
my

omot,l,on. “Thoy tell mo my oye is uner.

ring.

‘§Pluck it out,” sayc olonica ; wheroupon
they both bLreak into laughter. ¢ But,
roally, I wish you would bo rcasonablo
about this,” she says, presently, aighing
sgaln,

¢ I think I am the most reasonablo follow
alivo, It is a pity she won't prefer Maunor-
ing, but, asahe docan't, X don’t sce what is
to be done, The locking up and bread-and-
water diet system has rather gone outof
fashion of late years, and no one can
dragged to tho altar by an incensed father

d gor back hair in these degenerato days.
8o perforce one comes to a stand-still,”

¢‘I can sco you aro noton my side,"” says
Monica, with reproachful ~melancholy.
¢ Well, it can’t be helped.”

¢“That Ishould havo an opinion of my
own can’t be helped indoed, and is no rcason
why Iehould be looked upon askance and
scolded by a cross little wife. After all,
was there ever such an ass as that Manuer-
ing? He can't ahoot, he can't ride, he can't
talk, Hang it,” says Mr, Dcsmond, with o
burst of comiodisguat, ¢* he can't even laugh
like another fellow,"

“He is an honorable and well-meaning
man,” says Monica,

“Idaresay, Itis for you to sup-
port him, but_you don?:'geu' the brant of
the battle as I do, I've suffered far more
over all thia affair than you have, I'm bored
to death by him, Of course I am bound to
let him sitin the amoking-room at night,
but I swear to you there are many moments
when with difficulty I restrain myself from
flingivg something at him with a view to
altering the solf-satisfied smirk on his long
countenance, And, after all, for what am
1 enduring this? Does be really mean to
propose to Kit or not?"

* Parhaps he doesn't, you know,”

¢ Certainly he does,”

¢t Well, he is banging firo an uncommon
long time.”

‘“How can you speak like that, Brian?
You know"—reproachfully—*‘thathe adores
{xer’. The least encoursgement would do

t’l

“If he is waiting for that, Iam afraid it
will never be done,”

¢ He has told me a thousand times that
the dearest wish of his heart is to call hor
his wife, What more can he do?”

¢ He conld tell Zer that. That wonld be
ccmid:nbly more to the purpose, to my

441t is very hard of a man to speak when
a girl won't listen, But he means to speak.
That X know. Surely he has hintcd aa
much as that to you,”

4 Well, yes, I beliave he has,” acknowl-
edges Desmond, truthfally. At least ho
made some clephantine attempts in that
direction. A greater fool at hinting,—in-
deed,” correcting himself with consummate
care, “‘a greater fool at cverything—it has
scldom been my lot to meet.”

“You are hard on him, I think. He
would make an unexceptionable husband.”

¢ He'll never makeonoat all, if ho docan’t
hurry.  What does he mean by dangling
after her for montha?! IWhy doesn't he
come to the point, if ho wants her, and say
what is oxpected of him? That is what
girls like.”

“How do you know?" saya Mrs. Des.
mond, vory justly incensed by this remark.

‘“Through you, of cou.se, I camo to the
point in double-quick *imo, and you liked
1%, didn't you

“But you are so different from everybody
clsc,” says Monica, in a soft tono, bending
toward him. Xero a fow courtesies ars in-
terchanged, which need not be gone into ; I
deapiso tho persons who would acek to pry
into the sanctitics of married life.

“Then you think he cught to proposs to
ber in form?’ asks Monica, prescntly.
“Well, sodoI. JQ bona fide declaration
goes a long way witl most women. And
sho certainly doesn’t dislike him, That is
a grcat matter, Sho hasivdeed been very
nice to him_ over since Neil's departuro:
don’t you think ao "

“Itis always difficult to bo gure ; but it | Ta

ruoning away from him, round overy cor.
acr, tha moment sho_aces him coming, isa
3ign of it, I am positive sho is nicer to him
than sho is to most people,”

“If you meaz, mays Mrs. Desmond,
severcly, ‘¢ that Kit avoids him, X Jon't be.
lieve it,”

“I scldom mean anything,” aavs Mr,
Desmond, with a wisdom beyond h. cars,

“But I think thosocner thisaffair isl mght

to o dofinito concluslon the ULottor for all of
us: ¥ou just tip him the wink, and—"
You mean—"" lntorrupu Monica, with
carcfully wrinkled brows of utter perploxity,
boing scarcoly in the humor to “appreciato

slang,

“%Voll, you just give him to undoratand
that ‘faiot heart nevor won fair lady,’ and—
trust for tho rest,” says Brlan, alrily, It
can do no harm, you know, and may waft
him to Fngland.”

“You aro hoping sho will refuso him,”

be | 28y his wife, roproachfully,

I am hoping for nothing, just now, but
my dioner. I say,”—looking at his watch,
—*“we have barely ten minutes to get into
our things,

CHAPTER XVII.

¢ Madanie, ruoupon my paine's smart
For with a word ye may me slay or save.”
* Hicvo morey, swect, or you will do madey i
Whothu, Monica gave ths desired hint
or not, who shall say?
Certainly, neithor she nor Mr. Manner-
ing ever confessed to it; but about half-
t ten to-night, when they all chance to
o together in tho billiard-room, Monica, by

some special dovice, carries off The Des-
mond, her husband, and Dicky Brown, on
some impossible voyage of discovery,

leaving by this manccuver Kit and Manner-
ing alone, Sho choosca the moment for her
exit when Kit is deepin a game of billiards
with Mannering, eo that, if even inclined to
do 80, Kit could not follow her without a
scoming rudeness to her adversary. But,
to confess the truth, Kitisso wrha})ped in
her game that she fails to notice Monica's
absence until it comes to an end,

$Why, where have theyall gone?” sho
asks then, with an accent of surprise,

I don't know, DMrs., Desmond said
something about tho gun-room, but I didn’t
el o s know,” K 1

, do_so know,” says Kit, gayly,
moving toward the door, Y 8%

¢ Presently, aa you wish it 3 but firat,’—
coming nearer to her and looking very sol-
emn,—‘“first, Miss Beresford, 1 must be{
that you will grant me a few minutes:
have something to say to you.”

¢ To-morrow,—any timo to-morrow,” says
Kit, with nervous gencrosity. A wild do-
sire o run is overpowering her, with which
is conflicting the certainty that her knees
ere bending under her.  Oh, where is Mon-
ica? where is Brian? where—where is Dicky
Browno?

“Now,~if I may venturo to press the
point,” says Mannering, formally. Poor
man! he doesn't mean to be formal; his
knces too are giving way, but his dignity
demands that an outward show of ¢alm
sclf-posscssion mnust be kgz)t ufx

¢ Oh, certainly,” says Kit, fanitly,

¢ You have doubtless,” beginshe, slowly,
‘for a long time been awaro of—"

I haven't,” salys Kit, in agon{. “f
haven't, indced. X assure you, I haven"
been awaro of anything 1" (Good gracious !
why does’nt even the footman como in?)

I think you must havoe had some slight
foreshadowing of what I am about to say,”
persista tho Englishman, with gentlo correc-
tion, His tono is stiff—so atiff that, as if by
magic, Kit's mood changes, and her fright
vanishes in an irrepressible desire for laugh.
ter. Itis a sort of reaction, and, being so,
1s diflicalt to control. How ridiculous ho
looks, and with that important expression
on his stolid faco !

¢If ;7ou aro going to tell me a story,”
sho says, with an atfectation of geyety, “I
hope i% will bo a funny ovo,"—** That cught
to :neck him,” she says to hersclf, But it
doesn't.  Mr. Mannering, being wound up,
is bonnd to go.

(TO BE CONTINURD,)
el S

An important addition has been mado to
Cauadian roligious literature by the publi-
cation of a neatly printed and well bound
volumo of 352 pages by Messrs, Hunter,
Roto & Co., Loronto, entitled ¢ Fuur Great
Preachers.”  Tho book consists of a number
of wellselec ° rmonaoiSpurgeon, Muody,

Imago ax sher.  Thero ars also por-
traits and ¢ blographical sketches of
cac, Thes: ons of all theso preachers

aro 20 we'd "nown and 80 eoxtensively read
that nothinﬁ need bo said respeoting them.
A book of this kind is sure to bo rcad with
itterest and profit by all classes. Prico
£1.00 per copy.

Invy feeds upon tho living ; after death
it censes ;3 then overy man’s well-carned

honors defeud him agninat calumoy,




