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dow, dréw a gréat breath of retief, and Jooked | will hankor aftér Susan, if: he
" How.poacefal’ 1t “hwas}-ﬁaav’. swebt, how | he'will break his’héirt forFa

was,1 ‘| cas’t & man marrsﬂ.lgdtpﬁhey B h
slancholy hawl:"iHe'plunges
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and Trafalgar Sgnare. It would be croel, I ' at, br
suppose; .to_hint.at bis being & commercial | out. - How.peacefal? it was,-how.! k ‘, v
traveller, down from the metropolis with his |/hushed, how lonely. OL, why-couldn’s ife bé
samples.” s L cast in somie blissful Arcadian -valley, where, 8 wi Oy e, 5
“uGod | he looked like someone I've met | existence inight beone longsuccession of ruby. his deeply rogged_;_f,ggeﬁ',i_‘_;_lL_,wthp_sno\\yy:fphja»
before,” muttered the earl plancing “uneasily | sunsets and silver -moonrises, Where nightin-- of a.8cented ~¢ambric andkerchivf and sinks

a mement you had stabbed him tm
not go up and mope in your reom—yoy :t‘ll
stay and see the play out. S8ir Arthur - alk
Miss Hernoastle while L dress for the tabl
'ofé%ebeccu qu{ng;.njﬁw.‘ ] li i )
. 8ir Arthugiobeyed with a'smile, at thg pyg
tr'pe‘rempfpmg_gn:&s d.| 'He was strfnpg?{s
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P AR - +les Susan
‘all the sort 'of face we mean when we say ‘it & _(s) 5 wt;x y’
~will pasgs ju ‘s crowd.” Most peoplein auy’ thi2 % Boots
\ ; ‘crowd-would bave turned to l,ook twice at the L7 )t
e 0. +] very stiiking face of my lady's nuBery gover-
LE CHASSEUR @ AFRIQUE.: | 0 Fn B mm o v =
A e - Lady Cecil went up to her room at once,

res
Py

ask® with & m

o down a statite of deipaxr; still:feeoly"piti<:

CHAPTEB Vlf.ﬁcoﬁfxnunn.
But Lady Dangerfield ‘did_not faint—too

and rang for her maid. ;In her damp dress
she stood before the open window. while she
waited, and looking down.she saw, imme-
diarely bepeath her, in thé rose garden, Miss
Herncastle! Miss Herncastle,  ealm; com-
posed, pale, grave, lady-like, and looking,

on his daughter. He was in London the night
of the opers, and it is just possible he may
have followed us down here. Only that it
would not be like bim—proud as Lucifer he
used to be ; and then I should tbink, ton, he
bad gotover the old madneis. Did you see

gales sing the world.to sleep;-where young
ladies need niot get married at all if they like,
and thirty thousand a year is not: a necessity
of life ? She clasped her hands, and looked'
up” almost passionately at that bright opal-.
tinted star-get sky. o .
- Oh'\" she said, ¢ I wish, I wish, I'wish, I

‘| first gyllable i¢'not—¢ Both.”

muring : Both—both—both I’ -

“falls to slow and solemn musio.:. & Firat sylc
| lable ! * ghiouts. an. invisable voice. People

b

put their heads together, and wonder if the

Tk bell tinikles, avd the curtain goe's.ﬁp‘;;

“The ¢urtain [.atrack withithis tall

: majestic young wop,

~who-looked as an exiled queen migght? Tvﬁ
spose in:a:yoicerthat'wasias the music ofy
spheres, gnd who "was'GBl¥ a inursery ovg
ness.:, Shejhad pl‘oduged‘@s tprofound ay im': i

préssion npon hith &8UPOH)tho others, by by

vivibly powertul! acting. “Charlotte :
hergelf could: never-have:- 10dked ongo‘;dfj‘
.more stern and:terrible, with the upiig, !
knife ovar the doomed.-héad of the ty;aed h
_than‘had Miss,Herncastle. ,

" Her -Majesty, La Reine Blanche o ;
_niands but to be obeyed,” he said 'withm’
smile. #Permit me to lead you to g 5 i
Miss Herncastle, sad allow me to ind,‘,eat‘
Lady Cecil's words. You are a by X

tress.” e
. . She smiled a little, and accepted his .
ed arm, Some of the ladies ghruggec}tm;gg'
shouldersand exchanged glances A bnrmu;
and a'governess! -He led her to a geat iy t:
theatre, and remained by her- side unij| the
performance ended. - i

much cold water, perhaps.. *She . glanced at
her presorver, snd noticed, even in that mo-
ment, that he was one of the very bandsomest
men it had ever been her good fortune to be-
hold. - She glanoced at herself. Good Heaven!
half the~ exquisite abundance ‘of curlsand
braids she had set-forth with that morning
were miles out at ses, her complexion was a
wretched ruin, and ber lovely pink grenadine,
in which she bad looked not a day overtwen-
ty fivo one short hour ago—that pink grena-
dine, all puffings, and frillings and flovnces—
o, words are poor znd weak to describe the
state of thatdress. -
The boat flying belore therising wind, made
the shorejn five minutes. Lady Dangerfield
had not spoken one word ; tears of ghame and

gain. "This'timéit i§ an Eastern scene.-, AJ
large painting of an odsis in the desert is hung;
in. the back ground.. A group of Bedouins'
hover alaofin the distance.- .A huge marble
basin filled with gold-fish occupies the-centre,
and in sandals and turbanSan Eastern-digni-
tary site near. The Eastern dignitary is Sir
Arthur Tregenna, his face darkened, hig falr.
hair hidden by his gorgeous turban. _An Enxs-
teren damsél approaches, a scarlet sash round
‘about Ber waist, her.loose bair flowing, her
.besutiful bure-arms-upholding a stone.pitcher
on her head, She salanms before my lovd the
dignitary, lets down her pitcherinto the
merble well, and humbly offers my lord to
drink., The band plays a march. «Second
gyllable I” shouts the {nvisible voice, and the

this unknown knight-errant, Queenie?”

«I? No, papa; it wasall over before we
cameup. The curtain had fallen on the
grand sensational tableau, the hero of the
piece had fled; Sir Arthur and I were only in
time for the farce,”

The earl stroked his iron-gray mustache,
reaseured. -

«If it be O'Uonnell, and ‘ron my life 1
think it ig, T only hope Sir Arthur may speak
before he appenrs again on the scene. Not
that she cares for him, of course or that his
appearance will make auy difference in the re-
sult 1t was only a girl’s, onlv a child’s fancy
—and it is six'years ago, What woman ever
remembered an alizent lover six years 7—a
husband for that matter ? They say Penelope

with her neatly arranged dress and serene
manper, as vhough she had ™ bzen there for
hours, the 1ast person possible to be guilty of
any escapade whatever. She looked up,
smiled, bowed, turned slowly, and disappear~
ed down a lime walk,

Lady Cecil stood transfixed. What did it
mesn? Miss Herncastle looked a very clever
person, but she was not clever enough, surely
to be in two places at once.

That was Miss Herncastle she had seen at
Bracken Hollow less tban rn hour ago, and
now Miss Herncastle was here. She could
not have walked the distance in the time—
she could not haveridden. And if it wasn't
Miss Herncastle, who then was it she had

seen?

need not marry Bir Arihur Tregeuna..”

« Lady Cecil, I beg your pardon for thisin-.
trusion, but they have sent me here to find
you.” . : _

Her clasped hands fell—her hourhad come.
Sir Arthur stood tall and serious towards her.
She looked up, all her terror, all_her helpless
appeal forau instant 1n her large, soulful eyes.
But he did not read it aright—what man ever
does 7 And became forward hastily, eagurly.
How beautiful she looked, how noble, how
sweet,—a wife for any man to be proud of,
Ho stcoped over her and took her hand. The
words were on his lips—in one minute all
would be over!

« Lady Cecil,” he begsu.

«] have sought

mortification were standing in her eyes. Why
ohk, why, bad she ever come ol this wretched
trip—this miserable picnicat all? ‘What bu-
siness had Major Frankland to"propose going

« Ob, nonsense!” Lady Cecil cried, tapping
her slippered foot impsatiently. I know
better. 1t was Miss Herncastle. Desiree,”

d:d ; but we have on that island with Queen
Calypso and Miss Eacharis, she was flirting at |
home, and looking ont for bissuccessor. The

you here to—"

He never flnished the sentence,

The door slid back, the curtain was lifted,
and Miss Herncadtle cams into the room .

—the band plays

curtain goés down.

It rises again—to stirring strains this time
«The Gatbering. of the

They talked commonplaces, ¢f- ¢ :
discussed the different tgbleau,x and 2::?3;
ferent actors; and when the last tableay wa'
applouded and the curtain fe} :

only unpleasent thing about it will be, if they
discover the little counterplot I indulged in
at that time, 1'ts odd Sir Arthur don't pro-
pose. Heis greatly taken with her, that is
evident, and though she dossn't encourage
him, he is {riendly enough.”
Sir Arthur was tsken with her. His eyes
followed that fairy gracefal figure every-
where; he stood by the piano while she sang,
and she sang very sweetly, h1s oyes on the
perfect face, his ear drinking in these silver
gounds. Ho was at his ease with her; he
talked to her as he had pever talked to any
woman in bis life; s- ¢ was {fair and good,
lovely ar d gentle, Why stivuld he not make
her bis wife? 1f that exquisite flower-fuce of
hers had wrought dire havoc ere now with
the too-susceptible hearts was she to be
blamed ¢ She might not be quite hig ideal,
perhaps—but which of us ever meets or mar-
ries our ideal ?7—and he liked her very well—
very well, and admired her greatly. Why

] upoz the

ace

Slans”  You are in #1parble halls,” pillars,
curtains—and a great deal of tartan drapery.
Euter a majestic figure in court attire, (Major
Frapkland again.) His military légs look to
advantage in flesh-colored tights, his military
figure is striking in velvet doublet, cloak, and
rapier, his military headin a plumed cap. Fe
isa Scotchman, for he wears a tartan sash,
aod his plumed cap is a Scotch boonet. His
mustaches and whiskers are jetty black—
his complexion is bronzed. He I8 in love
again, and solilognizing—this time in a very
transport of passion. He loves some bright
prrticular star far above his reach, and apos-
trophizes her with his rapier in his hand, and
‘his eyes fixed on thechandelier. Come what
may, sooner or later, heis determined to win
her, though his path to her heart lie through
carnage and blood. The major pronounces
it “bel—lIud.” He gnashes his exp-nsive
teeth, and glares more ferociously than ever
at the chandelier. In the distance he espies

to her maid. #1see Miss Herncastle down
there, How long is it since she came in?”
«Came in,’ Desiree repeated, opening ber
brown French eyes. ¢ But, mademoiselle,
Mees Herncastle wasn't out at all. She has
been in tbe school-room with her young
ladies.”

-t Are you sure, Desiree 7"

« Yes, mademoiselle,” Desiree was sure.
That is—she had been in the servants’ hall
herself, and not in the grounds, but of course
Miss Herncastle—

« That will do, Desiree.
when you brush and talk together.
hestet”

Desiree made haste, and in fresh slippers
and rossttes, fresh organdie and ribbons, Lady
Cecil tripped away to the school-room. Pear]
and Pansy were there, makipg houses ot
cards. Down went the cards, and the twins
surrounded Aunt Cecil immediately.

« Did she see the lightning—oh, wasn't it

out in a- boat when he wasn’t capable of
handling a boat? What a fright she must
Jook—hatless, hairless, comparatively com-
plexionless, and her bright, gossamer sum—
mer skirts clinging about her like wer Jeech~
es? What must this remarkably geod-look-
ing and self-possessed gentleman sitting yon-
der steering, think of her? He was not think-
ing of her at all ; he was watcbing, wilh
an amused face, Miss Hallan calmly and de-
liberately swimming ashore andail the other
people standing like martyrs in the rain.

4 Now, then, Madam ! e sprang out and
almost lified her on the sands. ¢ Very sorry
for your mishap, and if'I might presume to
offer a suggestion would recommend an instant
returp home and a change of garments. Good-
day, sir ; your boat’s all right—flonting
ashore.”

And then this cool gentleman without wait-
ing fer 1emarks or further ado, pusbed off
again, and skimmed away like asesguil.

finale, be drew hefHand within hisarm o
more, and wag berescort back to the drawin,

room. Dupcing followed. - As has been S&%li
the -baronet did not dance. Hp led Miss
Herncastle to a seat and took another beside
her. What was it that interested bim in her, §
he wondered—he was interested, Etl’angely’
Not her beauty—she was "in no way beauti.
tul; not ber conversation, for she had sail
very little. But she was clever—he could
seethat; and what wonderful eyes shs bad—
bright, deep, solemn., How her soft, slum-
tzrous accents pleased and lingered on the ear
She was dressed in white to-night—in dead
whate; without jewel or ribbon.  Her abun-
dant black hair was braided and twined like
a coronet around her head—in its blackness
a cluster of scarlet fuschias shone. He hag
oucoe geen a picture of Semiramis, Queen
ot Assyria, in a robe of whito, and with
blood red rores wreathing her black hair. Ang
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Witu the golden blaze of the illuminated
drawing-room behind her, with rose-velvet
cartains half draping her, the moonlight full
upon her pale face and jet black hair—so for
one second she stood before them So Sir
Arthur Tregenna saw her first, so in her
sleeping, and waking dreams all her life long,
Cecil Clive remembered her, standing like
some rose-draped statue in the arch.

#Lady Cecil,” begsn the soft, slow legato
voice, “Lady Dangerfield bhas sent me in
searcb— She broke off suddenly ; she had
advanced a step, and for the first time per-
ceived that Lady Cecil was not alone. I beg
your pardon,” she said, “but I was not
aware—"

¢ Wait—wait, Miss Herncastle!” ILady
Cecil exclaimed, rising up with a great breath

You pull my bair
Make

Snch a plight as this pleasure party stood | awful? And the thunder—vasn't she fright- | not speak, then aod ask her to be his wife? A ! !

in when é)ir Artbur and Lady Cecil 1ejoined | ened? They were. Thev went up to the | Horesolved this question in bed that night | Of intense “;.""f' ILndy Danﬁer!;fld sen;ygu another court gellant in brave attire, and | {o-night Miss Herncnstle, tbe nursery govern.
until ke fell asleep. Of love, such as he had | 10 search of me, 1 suppose ¢ taS anyiocy | more tartan sash. The sight brings forth a | €38 looked like Queen Semiramis.

She was turning over a book of engravings,

come? Are they preparing for the Charades?”

nursery and crept into bed, and pulled the
« Yes, Lady Cecil, and they are waiting

clothes over their faces— and never spoke till perfect howl of jealous fury. He apostro-

them? Wet through, all their fine festhers
phizes this distant cavalier as « Henry Stuart,

spoiled—every one of the ladiea in as miser- heard of and read of—that intermittent fever

and paused over the first, with & smils on her.

able a plight as the shipwrecked party them. | it was all over.” of cold fits and bot fits, of fear, of hope of

selves—every ome drenched to the skin.| #A very praiseworthy precaution my pets. |jealousy, of delight—he krew nothing. That fo:“y{]nu. Thlere’s thsg muzlct.ll’u P Lord of Darnley, Duke of Albany, and King face. - .

Lady Cecil's dark eyes, full of suppressed | And where all this time, was Miss Hern- | mad fever into which common sense never ,,°“L dp ay, il “t ‘d :’ h? y"d“ of Scotland.” “The audience have evidently | © What i3 it?” Sir Arthur asked. * Your
not 7 ady Cecil turne 0 him &nd|f oot gmong royal company. engraving seems to interest you. It isvery

enters isn't a dignified passion ; a8 man on his
knecs to a woman, calling npon all the gods
to witnees how he worshipped her, is not an
elevaling or majestic sight. He wasnot a
lover o the u-usl hot-headed, hare-brained
sort, all wearing the same bright armor, all
singing the same sweet song. But he es-
teemed, and ndmired, and liked Lady Cecil.

pretly. What do you call it?”

It i8 ¢ King Cophetua and the DBeggar
Maid,” and it does amuse me. Look at the
Beggar Maid—see what a charming short
dress she has ou! look at the flowers in her
flowing hair] look at the perfact arms and
bands! What a pity that the beggar mail
of everyday life can'’s look prettyand pictur-

then for the first time perceived him
gazing intently at Miss Herncastle. . Ho was
wondering who she was——this tall, majestic
woman, 50 unlike any woman he had as yet
met in this house. % Ah! I forgot, you don't
know Miss Herncastle, Sir Arthur Tregenna,
Miss Herncastle. How odd to live in tae
same house n week and a half, and never once

The warlike strains of the band change to a
soft, sweet Scotch air. In the distance you
hear musical feminine laughter and talking—
it comes nearer. A sweet voice is singing—
the Castleford brass band play the accompan-
iment very low and sweet. Thedark gentle-
man in the rapier and doublet staggers back
apace, savs in a whisper audible ail over the

castle?”’

¢ Oh, Migs Herncastle—poor Miss Hern-
castle—had such a headache, and had to go
to bed, and they were s0 glad. Not for the
headache of course—they were sorry for poor
Miss Herncastle—but glad that they bad had
a holiday. And that other dress for Seraph-
ina "-—Serapnina was the biggest of the dolls

fan, wero lifted to the baronet's ; there was a
grove smile even at the corners of Lis sedate
mouth. It was wonderful how they under-
stood each other, nnd how much nearer they
were then than they had beer. that morning.

Of course the picnic bioke up in most # ad-
mired disorder” and at once. The wet mer-
maids were packed damp and dripping into

the carriages and whirled away to Scarswood | .—¢ when would Aunt Cecil make that?” She was his equalin every way, save fortune, : that Ginevra’ p h A ! ;
s fast ns the horses could trot the disiance,| ¢ To-morrow, if possible. And so Miss | and that he neither thought of nor carec for, meet. 9,1,1’“'1‘- is not that Ginevra's veice|room, «'Tis she!” The Qqueen approaches|eque like this! But then ‘if picturcs, and
and the verv mext day that ever ehone he | C3lling? with her three Maries. The sweet voice | Poets, and books represented life as life really -

is, the charm would be gone, We can excuse

« Queenie! Queenie!” called the shrill, im-
patient voice of her ladyship ; ¢ are youasleep
or dend, or in the house, or what? Where
are you?

She too lifted the curtains and stared at the
group in indignant surprise.

“What on 6“11 are you all doing here in
the moonlight? Sir Arthur, I think I sent
you after Lady Cecil Clive. Miss Hern-
castle,” sharply, ¢ I think I sent you—. 1Is
there some enchantment in this sylvan spot
that those who enter it can never come
forth '

She looked pointedly at the baronet. Had
he had time to propose? He was not a man
of fluent speech or florid compliment, like
her gallant major—he only smiled in his
grave way, and came forth,

Lady Cecil had sped away like the wind
already, and Miss Herncastle, with the stately
air and grace of a young gueen, was more
slowly fullowing,

,4Whois that?; Sir Arthur asked under
kis breath.

«Who? Do you mezn Miss Herncastle—
my governess?”’ .

“ Your governess 7 She Iooks like an em-
. press,”

« Absurdly tall, isn't she?—half a giantess.
Doyou like tall women? No ; don't trouble
yourself to turn acompliment. I see you do.
Misgs Herncastle is to assist to-nightin the
tablenux—that is why you see her here.”

That old, uever-faiting recourse of country
houses, charades and tablequs wvivants wery
to enlivon the guests at Scarswood to-
night. The disused ball-room had been
litted up as a theatre, with stage and seats, the
Castloford military band was already dis—
coursing martial music, and the well-dressed
audience, prepared to be delighted with every-
thing, had already taken their seats. Fans
flattered, an odor as of Araby's spicy breezes
was wafted through the room, a low murmur
of conversation mingled with the stining
strains of tbe band, the lamps overhead
twinkled by the dozen, and out through the
wide-open windows you caunght the starry
night eky, the silver crescent slowly sailing
up over the tall treo-tops.

A Dell tinkled and the curtain went up.
You saw an inn-yard, a pump and horse
trough, artistically true to natars, on thesign
¢ Searswood Arms.”, Enter Beots, (Major
Fraukland,) o brush in one hand, a gentle-
maun’s Wellington in the other, in a state of
soliloquy. Hegives you to understand he is
in love with Susan, the barmaid, and Fanny,
the chambermaid; and in a quandary which
to make Mrs. Boots. Enter Fanny—fall,
dork, cashing—(Miss Hatian, the rector’s
daughter ;) and some love passages imme-
diacely ensued. Boots is on the point of
proposing to the chambermaid, when there
comes a shrill call for «Iunny,” and exit
Fanny with a last coquettish toss of
last coquet-

comes nearer; you catch the words of the
queen’s own song of the « Four Maries.”
“They reveled through the summer night,

Axnd by day made lance suaftstiee,

For Mary Beatoun, Maryv Seatoun,

Mary kleming and me!”
and with the last word Mary Stuart enters,
her three Maries behind her. .
She looks lovely It is Lady Cecil. Clive,
in trailing Jewel studded robe of velvet, the
little pointed Mary Stuart cap, with itsdouble
row of pearls and a diamond flashing in the
centre stomacher, dotted with seed pearls,
ruflle, enormous fartbingale. She is smiling
—she i8 exquisite—she holds out her hands
with ¢t Ah! wmy lord of Bothwell and Hailes,
you here, and listening to our poor song?”
‘The noble doffs his plumed cap, sinks grace-
fully down on one knee, and litts the fair
hand to his lips. Tableau! Iively music
—still very Scotch. #* My queen—La Reine
Blanche,” be murmurs. The audience sp-
plaud. It is very pretty, Black Bothwell and
the White Queen, and the three Maries strik—
ing an attitude in the background.

Of course the word is ¢ Bothwell ;" a child
could guess it.

Another cbarade followed, then came a
pumber of tableaux. In one ot these Miss
Herncastie appeared—in only one; and then
by her own Yequest and at the solicitation of
Lady Cecil. The tableau was ¢Charlotte
(lorday and the Friend of the Prople.” Sir
Peter Dangeifield in the role of Marat.

The cortain went up. You saw an elegant
apartment, & bath in the centre, and in the
bath the bloodthirsty mouster who ruled fair
France. A desk is placed acress the tub;
be writes as he sits in his bath; he signs
death-warrants by the dozen, and gloats with
bellish exultation over his work. There isap
nltercation without—some one insists upon
geelng him. The door slowly opens, some
one slowly enters, the lights go slowly down,
semi-darknessrules the scene, the band plays
the awful music of Don Giovanni before the
statue enters. A tall femgle figure glides in,
in a trailing black robe; she glides slowly
forward—slowly, slowly. Her face, deadly
pale, turns to the audience a moment.
Clutched in the folds of that sable, sweeping
robe, you see a long, slender, glenming dag-
ger. The silence of awe snd expuctation falls
upon the audience. She glides nearer and
nearer; she lifts the dagger, her pale face
awful, vengefulin thedim light. TheFriend
of the People looks up for the first time, but
it is too late. The Avenger is almost upon
him, the gleaming dagger is uplifted to strike.
Sir Peter Dangerfizld beholds the terrible face
of Miss Herncasrle; be sees the brundished
knife, and leaps up with a shriek of terror
that rings through ths house. A thrill of
horror goes through every one as the curtain
rapidly falls.

«Ggood Heaven! she has killed him!"” an
excited voice says.

Herncastle bad a bad headache and had to

Lady Dangerfield bewailing her fate, her nar-
Ro to bed. Hum-m-m. When did she take

0w egcape for her life, and anon wondering
who her preserver could be. ity
« Ho had the air of a military man,” she # Oh, right after ycu sll went away. And
said; « there was no mistaking it; and he| she went up to her room with soms vinegar,
was brenzed and bearded, and somewhat for- | and pulled down the blinds, and locked the
eigo-looking. A gentleman, beyond a sha- | door, and told Mrs. Butler she would try to
dow ot & doubt, with a Low ot a Lord Chester- ; sleep it ofl.  She got up just before you came
fleld or a court chamberlain. and the whitest | home—I sBaw her come vut of her room and
teeth I ever saw.” go down to the garden.’”
{1t wasevident Msjor Frankland bad arival. The door opened and Biss Herncastle came
« ] wish I bad asked his name, snd invited | in, ber roges and myrtle in her band. She
him to call,” my lady went op. *Common | bowed to Lady Cec¢il with a slight smile,
courtesy required it, but really 1 was so con- | crossed the room with easy grace; and placed
fused and frightened, and all therest of it,| her bouguet in a Parian vase.
that I thought of nothing. Abominable in 1 regret to hear you have been suftering
Jasper Frankland to let the boat upset. I'll| from a severe headache all day, Miss Hern-
never forgive him. What could that stranger | castle,” Lady Cecil said, and the amber clear
have thought of me—such a horrible fright us | brown eyes tixed themselves full upoathe face
I must Jook.” of the governess. ¢ Punsy tells mo you bave
« My dear Ginevra, does it matter what this | been lying down all day. But for that I
stranger thinks ? We are all grateful to bim | should positively think it was your face I
for coming to your rescue s0 opportunely, | saw at & window of the house in Bracken Hol-
but as to his good opinion, I don't perccive | low.”
that that is a matter of consequence ons way The face of the governess turned from the
or the other.” flowers over which sbe was bending—the
% One dosen't went to look like n scare— | deep gray eyes met the searching brown ones
crow,” returned her ladyship, indignantly, | stendily.
« gven before strangers ; and he was so dis- u Thought you saw me, Lady Cecil! How
tinguished Jooking, and had the finest cyes, | very strange. And Bracken Hollow—where
Queenie. Perbaps he may be one of the offi- | is Bracken Hollow 7”
eers from the Castleford barracks.” « Bracken Hollow is within easy walking
« 1 thought we bad had all the oflicers from | distance o1 Scarswood, Miss Herncastle; and
tie Castleford, and if any of them are emin- | you are right, it is very strange. 1 was post-
extly distinguished-looking, I have bitherto | tive it wasyon 1 saw.”
taled to perceive it” #You were mistaken, of course,” the gover-
“Weo might bave bad kim over for our the- | ness said calmly; «it seems my fate to be
atficals to-morrow night, if I had only lad | mistaken. I had a beadache, as Punry says,
praence of mind enough to ask his pame. | and was obliged togo to my 100m. I am un-
Bui low can one have presenceof mind when | fortunately subject to bad nervous head-
oneis drowning 7 And to loose my hatand | aches.”
my-~my chignon, and everything ! Queenie, Her face was perfectly calm—not a tremor,
howis it that you havecscaped ro complete- | not a flinch of eye or muscle, And again
1y ? Wbere did Sir Arthur take you?” Lady Cecil was stapgered. Surely this was
'l Bracken Hollow. We were caughtin | truth or most perfect acting. I Miss Hern-
the fist of the storm, and had to Tun for it | castle bud spent the day in her own room she
Suclirace! Even Sir Arthur Tregennn, the | could not have spent it at Bracken Hollow,
most dignified of mankiond, does not look | And if it were rot Miss Herncastle she had
dignifid, scampering away from a rain- | seen, who on earth then was it?
storm.” Thoroughly mystified, the earl’s dawghter
Lady Cecil laughed maliclously. ¢ It does | descended the stairs. In the vestibule sat
people rood to'come down off theic stilts once | the ball porter, the Castleford Chronicle in his
in a wiile, and put their high snd—mighti- { band, his gaze meditatively fixed on the rain-
nesr in their pocket. Really, it has been a | bow spanning the sky.
day of extraordinary adventures altogether.” «Jobnson, have you been here all day—
“Yes,” suid Lady Daogerfield crossly; |all day, mind ?”?
«and sdientures are much nicer to read of | Johnsonturned from the rainbow and made
than to tike part in. I don’t want adven- | a bow.
tures ont of Mudie's select novels.” & Yes, my lady-—wbich I meanter ray hex-
wA day of adventures,” went on Lady | cepting of corse while I was at dinner—all
Cecil, laughing. ©“You get upset in the | the rest of the dav, my lady.”
midet of the raging ocean, lightsing flashing, ¢ And did any one leave the house during
thwnder crashing, rain falling—and what j our abseuce 7—any one—the children—the
rhymes to falling, Ginevra, besides bawling? [ servants?”
An{ st the Jast moment, up rushes the gal- «No my lady,” Mr. Johnson responded,
lant knpight to the rescue, handsome, of | rathersurprised, not that Leee, my lady. And
coume, gentlemanly also, military likewise, | it would be himpossible for hsnny one to

Cophetuafor falling in love with that exquisite
Greek profile, that hanghty, high-bred jace.
Notice how much moreplegant she is than
those scandalized ladies-in-waiting in the
background. ¢ This beggar-maid shall be my
queen 1’ the enraptured king is saying, and
really for such a face one can almost excuse
bim.” .

Sir Arthur smiled,

w Almost excure him ! I countess I can't
perceive thet almost.’ She is beautiful, and
gracetul, and young, and good.”

« And a beggar-maid. The beauty of a3
Venus Celestes, the grace of & bayadere, the
goodness of an angel, would not couuter-
balance that, Kingly eagles don’t mate
with bivds of paradiee, be their plumage ever
80 bright. And beggar-maids bhave Grecian .
poses,and exquisite bands, and willowy figures
in—pictures, and nowhere else. In real life
their noses are of the genus pug, their fingers
stumpy snd grimy, their figures stout and
strong, and they talk with a horrid cockney
accent and drop their h's. No, these things
happen in a laurcate’s poems—iu life, never.”

#«Where did you get your cynicisms, Miss
Rerncastle? Who could bave thought a
young lady could be so hard and practical?”

# A young lady! nay,a governess. Allthe
diffarence in the world, Sir Arthur. A warld
all sunshine and couleurde rose to—weli—
an earl’s danghter, say—looks a very gloomy
apd gruesome place seen through a gover
ness's green spectacles,”

She langhed a little as she turned the book
over. Sir Arthur stroked bis long, fair beard
and wondered what manner of woman this
was.

v« How bitterly she talks,” he thought;
«and she louks like a person who bag seen :
trouble. I wonder what her life cam have
been 7

He was puszled, interested—a dangerous
beginning, He lingered by her side mnearly
the whole evening. Lady Dangeifield looked
on in surprise and indigonation. Suchwnwar-
rantable presumption on Miss Herncastle’s
part, such ridiculous attention on that of Sir
Artbur.

# Queenie, do you see 7" she said, half angrily
t there is that forward creature, the governess,
actually monopolizing Sir Arthur the whole
night. What does it mean? And you look
asthough you didn't care.”

Lady Cecil laughed and fluttered her fan. ;
There was s deep permanent flush on her {
cheek to-night, a light in the brown eyes that
rarely came. Ske looked quite dazzling.-

«T don’t care Lady Dangeifield, Miss Hern. °
castle may monopolize him until doomsday
if she chooses. What it means is this—I ask-
ed Sir Arthur in the green-room, two hours !
ago, to amuse ber, and he is only obeying or-
ders. Upon my word, Ginevra,1 think beis
really enjoying himself for the first time since
his arrival. See how interested and well

would ask her to be his wife.

For Sir Arthur Tregeona to resolve was to
do. He was none of your vacillating lovers,
who don’t know thei own minds, and who
are afraid to speak wben they dew Witbout
beipg the least & coxcomb, he felt pretty sure
of his answer. Her father wished it, she did
not seem at least to dislike bim, and as hus-
band and wife they woutd learn to love each
other, no doubt, very dearly, His eyes fol-
lowed her that day as they had never followed
her betore—with a new interest, a new ten-
derness. And Lady Dangerfield’s sharp black
eyes saw it ns they saw everything.

¢ Thine hour h's come, oh, Queenie,” she
lnughed maliciously, #The grand mogul
has made up his mind to fling his handker-
chief at s slave's feet. Look your loveliest
to.night, La Reine Blanche, for the great
Cornish baronet is going to lay his title and
fortune at your feet.”

The color flashed hotly for & moment over
the exquisite druoping face—a flash of pain,
of almost dread. Her woman's instinct told
her also, as well as Ginevra,that Ginevra was
right. He was going to ark her to be his
wife, and she—what should she say ¥  What
could she say but yes? It was her destiny ar
fixed as the stars. Asgort of panic seized her.
She did not love him, not one whit, and Lady
Cecil Clive at two-and-twenty—old enough to
know better, certainly, and admirably trained
by a thorough woman of the world—a woman
ot tha world hersclf—out three seasons.—be-
lieved in love !

1 am pained to tell, but the truth stands—
she belioved in love. 8he read De Masset,
and Meredith, and Tennyson.—she even rend
Byrou sometimes. She liked him—as she
might a grave, wise, very much elder Lrother,
but love him—no—no—uo!

And Lady Cocil knew what love meant,
Once, ¢h,how long ago it seemed! for seven
golden weeks the sun had shone, and theroses
flamed inthe light, Earth had taken Eden,
and the Someone that we all see a day or two
in our life timua bad appeared before her, and
then—the seven weeks ended, and life's dead
level flowed back., That dream of 8wect six-
teen was ended, and well nigh forgotten, it
might be; but she didn’t cara for Sir Ar-
thur Tregenna, sud he was going to ask her,
and there was nothing to say but« Yes,”
She avoided him all that day, as she had
never avoided him befors in all her life, If
her chains were to be clasped, at least she
would avert the fotters as long as she could,
She shut nerself up in her room, took a bosk,
and forced herself to read. She would not
think, she would not come down, It hadto
be, but at least she would have a respite in
spite of them all. :
The lovely, rosy July day wore on,and din-
ner time came. She had to go down then
As Owen Meredith says: .

“ We may live withoat books—what Is know-

b

and with the bow of—a court chamberlain, | come without my seeing, my lady. The edge but grieving ? " |her long black ringlets, a
1 tbink you said? And for me, my knight { young ladies, they wasen't ou the grounds all | We may live without hope—what is hopetmt | tish flush of her bonny black eyes. Then the lights flash up, the band crashes | pleased he looks. You ought to feel grateful
takes me into the Haunted Castle, and we | day, my ladv, likewise none of the servants “eﬁm‘“ﬁfmout love—what 1§’ passién Yes, Boots likes Fanny best—wiil pro- | out the #Guards’ Waltz;” but for a moment | to Miss Herncastle {or entertaining so well
hear and see the ghost of Bracken Hollow.” | Mrs. Butler she were a-making hup long hac- we m“ﬁun pin;ng? - PASSRN | hose to Fanny, when enter Susan, the bar- | néither lights mor music can overcome the | your most distinguished guest. I always
% Oh, Sir Astbur is your knight then, is { countsin her hown room, and Misd 'Erncastle | But whereisthe man that can live withaut | maid, Barmaids have been bawitching from | spell that has fallen upon them. thoughtshe was a clever woman—now I feel |
dinlng ? " | time jmmemosial—this barmaid is too fasci-| “ Who was that?’ everybody aske—«who | sure of it. What a pity she isn't an eatls |
danghter—she I8 just the woman ofall women {

she were a layin’ down with the ’eaduche, my
lady. And there were no callers, my lady.”
Lady Cecil turned away with a dazed look,
She bad no wish to play the spy upon Miss
Herncustle. If she had been to Bracken Hol-
low, and had owned to it, Lady Cecil migbt
bave wondereda little, but she would have rard
nothing abont it as it wae, but she puzeled
over it all the evening. The picnic party,
rejuvenated, dined at Scarswood. Sir Peter
lett the Saturnic Pavonia, and dined with his
guests—my lady’s fother, and my lady berself
in fresh ravenringlets, fresh bloom, and fresh
robo of gold—colored tissme and with roses,
looked as pretty and as animated as though
ten pounds’ sterling worth of the tresses had
not driited out to sea, and a lovely new toilet

played Charlotte Cord«y ?”

Ang everyvody feels a second shock, this
time of disappointment, a8 the answer is:

« Only Lady Dangerfield's nursery gover-
ness,” . .

Buhind the scenes the sensation was great—
er. Pale,affrighted, Sir Peter had rushed off,
and into the midst of the actors.

« How dare vou seud that woman to me ?”
he cried trembling with rage and excitement.
« Why did you not tell me that she was se-
lected to play with me?”

The well-bred crowd stared. Had Sir
Peter gone mad? They looked at Lady
Dengerfield, pale with anger and mortifica-
tion—at Lady Cecil, distressed and striving
to explain, and at Miss Herncastle herself—

he?® interrupted her ladyship sarcastically.
¢ ¥ thought it would come to that in the end.
‘Wa don't refuse thirty thousand ayear, do we,
Queenie, dariini, in spite of all our fine poet-
ical, cynical talk of buying and selling. And
what Bracken Hollow? And what ghost?”

4What Bracken Hollow! There’s only
oné, and your husband says it is havnted.
1 suppose Le ought to know: he seems mnn
authority on the subject of goblins and
ghosts. Of my own knowledge, [ can say it
is a8 dismaal ard doll a looking place as ever
Jaid eyes on—In the words of the poet. ‘A
lonesome lodge that stands eo low in lonely
glen) And a grim and gombre old woman—
a sort of Sussex ¢ Nornia of the Fitful Head®
~—presides over it. And at an upper window

nating to tell. She is very blonde-—with a
wig of golden hair, a complexion of paint and
poarl powder—a very short skirt of rose silk,
a bodice of black velvet, and a perfectly
heart-breaking little cap of rose-colored rib-
bon and point-lace. Barmaid cortume the
wide wo:ld over. Enter Susan (Lady Dan-
gertield), tripping jauntily forward, bearing
u tray of tumblers, and blithely singing a
little song. ‘ ’

Boots' allegiance is shaken. ¢'Tother one
was pretty,” he says, “but this one caps
the glcbe. ~ And then she has 'a
pretty penny in Castleford bank, too.” More
love passages take place. Snsan is coy—
shrieks and skirmishes, Down fallsthe tray,
smash goes the glass, Boots must have that

he ought to marry. Don't interrupt; L. bheg,
Ginevra ; let poor Sir Arthur be happy in his
ownway.’ e

Bhe laughed again and floated away, Bhe
was brilliant beyond expression to.night—.
some hidden excitement surely.sent thatred
toher cheeks, thatfire to her eyes. Lady-Dan-
gerfield, too, had her little excitement, for the
preserve: of her lifg had been found and wae
actnallynow in the rooms. = |

He hal entered some honrs ago  with the
earl, and taking his place among the andience.
He had applauded the Bothwell -scene, and
watched La Reine Blanche with.cool, eritical
eyes. - ‘She was very beautifal, but she did not
geem tqdazzle him. Likeall the rest, the

Her respite was over. She must face ber
doom. She wentdown in white silk aud
pearls. There was to be an evening party—
theatricals, charades, dancing—a large com-
pany was coming. She was ag white as h}:r
dress, but perfectly calm. They were evera
brave race, the Clives, going to the scaffold or
to the altar without wincing once. i
Bir Arthur took her to dinner—gentlemén
pever know wheu they are not wanted. He
wasg very silent during the meal, but then s|-
ience was his forte. Lady Cecil, uaually the
brightest of the bright, wes under a cloud top,
She cast furtive, sidelong glances at her conj-
panion. Oh, her doom was sealed—that cond-
pressed mouth, thatstern face, those grave, fne
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‘Wo saw & most ghostly face, and from an | had beeu utterly ruined. exorable eyes told the story. Do her best, sho o
« T wigh I had thought of scking him his | conld not shirk fatality long, | | kiss—(it sounded voryroal too)—Susan slaps | standing “calm, motionless, sclfpossossad as | # Chaclitts Cordsy " tableau bLad sizuck hizt
’ ‘ ' most, | - ‘

ever. - :
They quieted him in some way, but he
threw off his Marat robe and- left the assem-

upper echamber we heard u most ghostly cry,
¢ Normoa ot the Fitful Head' accounted for it
ix some way about a raven and a couatry

-. «Thb deuce, he muttered under his breatk '
as-helpoked at her; “who the ' dickens is it
that ledy reminds me of 7 . ...

his face ;—not irretrievably offended, though,
you can see, and—¢ Susan! Susan,’ bawle a
loud bass voice. ® Coming, mal am com-

She made hir escape after dinner unnoti-
ed, as she fondly hoped, amid the gay throng.
A bright little bouooir, all rose silk and o1-

rame,” Lady Dangerfield remarked, over and
over agaip, returning to the Unknown. # A

gu‘!; but 1 don't think she expected us to | gentleman,I am positive—there 18 no mis-

bolieveit. And thenI am suro—certain—I | taking the air of society; I should know a | molu, and cabinet plctures, opened off oue df | ing I’ Susan answers, shakes her blonde | bly in disgust. Wiss Herncastle would have Lot

saw—" trooper in the pulpit or in his coffin, thero is | the drawing-rooms, double doors and a velvet | ringlets at gallant Boots, shows her white | followed, but Ledy Cecll, her gentle eyes Hejould not _place ber, and as sbe did not
Thither this stricken | teeth, and exil. flashing, forbade it. r appexr again, he .speedily. forgot: her. He:

-weatwith the earl into the ball room, the oy--
nosup of many paire of bright eyes. | The
soldierly .figure, - the daghiag .tropper-
, the datk face, with its bronzed. skin,
it tburn beard and mustache, its keen blae

curtain shutting it in.
deer fleed. The double doors slid back, the
ross velvit curtain fell, and she was alous, a-
mid the pictures and the bric-a-brac, with the
crystal moon rays.

She satdown in & dormeuse in the gray win-

no mistaking their swing. And he had the
most expressive eyes I think I ever saw,”

¢« Your close observation does him much
honor,’ eald Major Frankland with suppress-
ed jealousy. ¢« He ig, in all pronability, soms
wandering tourist, or artist unknown to fame

# Nongense, Miss Herncastle! Because Sir
Pater chooses to b & hysterical goose, 1a that.
any reagon you should suffer for his folly?
You acted splendidly—splendidly, I say—
you are a born actress, I really thought for

Put Lady Cecil paused. Why should she
<reals o nopleasantpess between the gover-
mness and Lady Dangerfield by telling of see-
ing her thore? That there was no mistake
she was aonvinced. Miss Herncastie's was
not a face to be mistaken anywhere—not at

Boots is alone. Boots soliloquizes once
more. ¢ How happy could I be with elther,
were 'tother dear charmer away.” .

His quandary has returned—be cannot
make up his mind, If he mgrries Fanny he




