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THE VILLAGE ANGEL;|

Or, Agatha’s Recommpense.

CHAPTER II—Continued. .
Tho child Agatha was & wonderful child,
beautiful ng an apgel, with thesame pure,
bright face ono scesin the picturea of the
angels ; o graceful; head, cov_'ered with curls
of pale gold, and eyes like * violets steeped in
dew,” shining always with pity nnd compss-
sion nlmost divine, All the overflowing love
and tcnderness, the grand compasston, the
loving pity that had filled her mother’s l}et_m;
had come to her, and with it her father's in
stinct for helping and healing every creature
who required is. ]
When she was a grave, sweeb mite of
seven or cight, the doctor talked to her
about the little children who were ill;
at that early age the sweet, angelic disposi-
tion showed itself ; she saved every little de-
licacy given to her for the little ones lying
with aching head or ipjured limbs. It was
the prettiest sight in the world fo seo the
lovely child, with Ler hair of pale gold, gotng
into the cottages, her little hands laden with
iits,
“ YVho is that 2 strangers asked, and the
answer was always the same:
4 Only the doctor's daughter.”™
And the doctorsdanght:r had grown up
the villoge angel ; evir her beautiful name
seemed pavtof ncrself.  The old gray church,
with itsivy-covered pereh, bailt hundreds of
years ago, had tecn dedicated to St Agathy,

Who St Agatny wes the village people ¢ild
ot know-—hey had nsver agked. 4(‘)11
the areat stoined glass  window al Lac

castera end oi the church thers was a
picture of her, a beautiful, fair yousg moid,
with a pure sweet face, and a halo vouad the
hair of pila gold ; she carried w palm branch
in her bapd: but whal the yalm branch
meant oy never understond,

The et curious thing wae that Sra.
Breoke loved the old stnned.glacs window,
with its i3iv young sainy, and horseatin the
chureh wos excetly oppesite o it. When
the pretty baby-ziri was placed in her arms,
and she raw the pale gold of bier hair, and
the tiny fair face, she said to ber husband,
& Let mo call her Agatha,” and he was will-
fog. So that the very name was an addi-
tional charm in the eyes of the simple people,
and the doctor’'s daughter, in sorae inexplica-
ble way, was to them part of the churcl, snd
associated with the mysterious Agatha, whose
sweet, Baintly {ace shone on them every Sua-
day.
The strangest thing was the influence it
nad upon the child herself. She was the only
Agatha in the village, and she had been
named after the beantiful lady who carried
the branch of palm in her hand, She eakad
about her, and the doctor told her that Saint
Apatha hud been cne of those who refused to
deny God and worship idols, and for that
reason the pagan judge had ordered her to be
put to death, and the memory of her hed
live1ip the hearts of the people ever since.
Young, fuir, delicate, fragile, beautiful, she
had preferred the nagonies of death to the
denisl of God,

There was a grand lesson in the old staiued
glass window for those who cared to read it
The littl: Agatha did care to rond it, snd the
village people snid, ag sbe grew elder, she e
semblzd the eld picture more and more.

There was no great provieion mnde for
education at Whitecrolt, but Agathu received
the best there was; the docter gave her
Latin leezons and taught ber the clenents of
science ; the old erganisé ab the church Ltaught
her mutic.  Muture had given her s veice
gweet and clear as the carol of « bicd ;5 she
sang aa the birds sing, hecanse hes heart was

i thers is no compulsion ; but I think .when
 man has enjayed himself and served himself
all the week round, if ho cannot give at least
two hours on Sundsy to the worship of his
God, he is n6t worth much.”

Straight words that came
blow in the face.

He went, and in his heart respected _Ludy
Croft over afterward. Ife went, but it was
a fatal hour which took him to the beautifual
old chuvrch of St. Agaths. Ontwardly he
wag reverent cnough, inward}y he was io
gearch of something t7 amuse himself with.

The rector who conducted the service,
the PReverend Francia Ruthven, was a
gentleman from whom no one has ever
yet gleamed the least amusement ; his
wife, who eat in tke vicarage pew,
kindly, fussy, busy Lady Anv, looking about
ber with keen eyes, noticed the langour of
the handsome youug baronet, and thought
in her heart how she should like to wake him
up. When he has reviowed sall the people
before him, he sees, in the distance, & beauti-
ful window which attracts his wondering
eyes. He does not know what it represents,
tut the colora are rich, harmonious, beauti-
ful. He knows that the window is a work
of art, and gradually bis attention is drawn
to the fair, purs fare of the principal figure
there—the face sni figura of a fair young
saint, who carvics a palm braneh in her hand.

He looks at it steidily fer some minutes,
thinking how beautiful it is, and if goodness
made women so beautiful, what a sad pity
they were not all good.

tlis eyes wander cn, and he sees, unier
ucath ke window, a facc and figure so like
the onc there that he is startled ; a figure
elad in soiz gray knaels there, a tlemter
tizure, ovory line of which is grace ; the fuco
is fuir, pure, bright ss the face inthe win-
dow, und the pale golden hair makes a hals
rounl it Ha ia stertled for o minute, think
ing elm 55 Shat Lhe gl with the palm branch
hus descenied, hut ancther glance shows him
this pevieetly beantiful and exquisite tace is
living,

As o matler of couree, ab the earliest op-
portunity he inquired sfler ber, and heard
the pathetic Little story of her mother’s
deatti—henrd how the youny mother Lad
loved the old gray church, end had pamed
her baby-giil Agatbs after the figure in the
sbained-glass window ; he heard how she was
called the ¢ doctor’s duaghter,” znd how, as
she passed through the strects, men, womcn
and children blessed her.

Lveryone scemed delighted in awarding
praise to Agatha, and this made Vane the
more soxious to know her.  Her name
pleased him ; there was a musicsl ripple
about it that caught his fancy. In his mind
inscusibly the two faced and the two storice
became aesociated. When he thought of
Aguthn, the decter's dnughter, he thought
nlso of the Christian martyr who lived in the
hearts of the people, snd who died rather
than deny God. The two faces ever in his
mind were ofton one.

The chance to speak to her came at laet,
when, on his road to the vicarage, he saw
her trying vainly to lock the old church door.
After he had spoken to her, aft-r he had seen
the liguid depths of her lustrous eyes, tie
exquisite lovcliness of the fair young face,
the sweelness of the lips, whose smile wus
sunlight, he made up his mind, He would
stay and woo her. ‘There would be a
certain piguancy shout  wooing a ssio.
How it woulld end he did not know—did
net care; it wag the funey of the moment.
He naver onse sald to himself—how will it
end ¥

to him like a

CRAPTER 1V,
TIE FIRST STEP.

full of wmusie, end she ¢ould not help it

Ho she grew up among them, fresh and fair
as any white lily. The vorld —witkh its frolics,
its gaycties, its plensures, it light loves, ite
passiont, Hta tragedies—was ol unkuown to
ner whe lived in the puars almcsphere of
goodeuss and charity,

How wenld the struggle betwaen and
pze liks Sir Vazne Carlyonr end ? It was more
pitiful than the deadly fray between hawk
and weunded Jove,

1%

CIIAPTLER iIL
THE SAINT AND THE S{NNELR,
Vane Curlyon had had the world ut his
feet from the time be lay in his cradle. lle
wes berain the parple, for hig father died in
Itome, of malaris, some three monthe before
he was born, and kis mother, u pious, gealle,
refinzd iady, had devoted hor life te ber son.
She 4.l " only  one mistike—she had
completily spoiled him; and he grew up
hendzome, ncifish,ffond of luxury, impaticnt
of cenirol, obstinate uwnd proud. Ie had
some geod qualitles ; ho loved his mother s
he wag gencrous even to o fault ; ho coulld
noteer ¢ppression or injuatice to others; he
pever told o falschood where trath could be
managed ; he had grown up to consider that
the world was made for him. lle was Sir
Vane Carlyop, of Garawood ; he owned
Silverdale Abbey; Silverdale House, one
of the fuirest mansions in Belgravia, be-
ionged to him ; he was a pewer in the land,
for he owaed some of the largest conl mines
in England and drew a large reveuue
from them. His charities were princely,
even as his revenue; his cstates wero
well-managed ; he was by no means a man of
plesaure, a follower of fashion ; considering
that he had been trained by the sweetest and
bent of mothers, he was wanting in reverenco
and loyulty toward women. Perhaps it was
ag much tie fault of those who pursued him
as kis owre, for during many yesra he had
been the.1noat eligible mutch in Eegland, and
bad been courted at such. Everything pos-
sible, and even at times the imposciblo, had
bezn done Lo vin him, but in vain, He had
broken the heart ¢f more than one swwoman ;
his own bad never even Leen touched. He
admired, made love, and rode awey. Nr,
mater if he left an aching koart or a shadow-
ed life hehind him, that never troubled him

There were one or two women who curaed

tho hour in which his handzome face had
smiled on them to their destruction. One or
two sins were laid to his door that caused the
world to shrug its shoulders, and murmur
some very spologetic senbonces about wild
oats.

¢ He would marry and settle sonie day,”
the matrons said to each other, and in the
meantime they must be indulgent to the
faults of o fashionable sinner, whose income
could not be less than two hundred thousand
pounds per annum. He was the prize of the
day, butas yet heloved no one.  His mother,
Lady Curlyon, wished him to marry, but he
had seen no woman, however fuir, whom he
felt inclined to call his wife.

In this diszontented frame of mind he
went to pay & promised visit to Lord
Croft, of Whitecroft Abbey, & grand old
housge, some five miles distant from the vil.
lage, and three miles from the pretty country
town of Westbury, Lord and Lady Croft
bad frequently invited him, and in an evil
hour he went,

Tho visit was pleasant evough, with only
one drawback in his eyes, Lady Croft was o
great lover of proprieties, and she liked all
her visitors to attend church on Sundsy
morbing ; there was no getling off comfort-
ably with o cigar, no pretenss of letters
availed, and Sir Vane found himself obliged
to do as the others did. He had showed some
Lesitation and desire to get out of it, but
Lady Croft locked him straight in the face.
Y ou. oan piesse yourself,” she said;

i’
i

Agatha Lrooke went on_with her work
that day. She performed gprecisely the
gamo dutiee, vhe visited the same houses,
she gpoke t the ssme peorle, she talked to
1o her father over his tew; but all the time
there was upon her the strange sensation of
some novelty in her life, Somcthing had
quickeped her julse ; something had stirr:d
the swees calm of her nature—a thrill of new
life, the first faint dawn of the human cn a
sature that had becn all spiritunl. The dark
nyey, go full of admiretion, had reachea the
heart that had as yet known nothing but the
spirit of peace.

She nsver thoughtd of Thuraday as anap-
pointment; ghe never thought that he wogld
bo there ; she did not think even of meating
him arain,  All thatshewas conseicus of wan
the brightening of her life aud «verything
arotad her, A

It nus en old custom of hers to give every
Thursday aiteyneon to the org-n, This Thurs-
day was a bright, beautiful day. l}m mgnth
of Llossome, ** Merrie Moy, wes fo its prime,
the helues covered with hawthore, the lime-
trees in lossem, the jromise of the Llac and
the cleam of the laburuum, the mecadows fill-
od with clover, the fields with buttercups and
dnises, until tney looked like s sea of white
and gold. . .

The song of the bircs, the coolng of the
ring dovey, the cavol of the lark a8 it soared
into the blug cthor, filled the sweet spring
air; and when Agathn Drooke stepped trom
th:e ool shinde of the church porch inte the
paradise of sight and seund, her eyes were
duzed for a few winutes by the brightness of
the light. Then when the daze cloared sway,
gho saw ttinding before her the tame
atranger.
He bowed to her in the most respectful
manner, then stood, hat in hand, his head
bent in almost lowly homage to her. .
< fenr I am most unfortunate,” he said.
«T had hoped to have the great nleasure of
hearing the orgen to-doy, but you hove
finished.” ] .
She nnswered his bow with o bright smile,
and then ho saw the capabilities of her face,
The smile brightened snd beantified it, until,
in his turn, his eyes were dazed. If one
frank, bright smife so trensfignred her, what
would love do? She Jooked kalf hesitatingly

at him,

«If you really with to hear the organ,
I will go back and play something for you.

«J should ke it,” he replied, * better
thap anything in the world: but I do not
like troubling you.” .

« It will be n pleasure to me,” she re.
plied. I have been in another world
all the afternoon — the old Hebrow
world, with Samson and Delilah, Manoah and
Micah. This present world of goid and green
seemed unresl to me.”
¢ Yet it is the seli-same, whereon grand
old Samson lost his sight tor s woman’ssake.”
) eg,” sho murmured; ‘‘bat Delilah is
dead.” . -

«Thero are plenty of Delilahs living,” he
snid ; and she looked ab him with a grave
reproach on her most beautitul face.

T do not think so,” she replied, **1do
not belisve that more than one ever existed.”

He langhed aloud ; then stopped abruptly,
when he saw the pain on her face, .

Y honor such beautiful faith,” ho said.

But she did not ¢uite understand even that.
Delishs were not in her line; and it was
natural to her to believe i everything, They
ieft the plowing sunlight and the acented
lime-blossoms, snd went back into the cool,
deep ahadows of tho old church,

0 If you want to hear the organ to pexfec-
tion,” said Agaths, ¢it will be much better
for you to remain down herein the church,
and I will play for you.” o

He answered cheerfnlly, but a strangoe dis-
appointment shot through his heark She

did not oare then for & tefe.a-tete with him;

F

it was the musio, and nothing more;
whereas he really cared mothing for the

music, and only wanted to be with
her. He remained below in the
dim, beantiful old church, his eyes

riveted on the grand eastsrn window, listen-
'ing to the light footsteps, wondering a little,
touched a little, finding the circumstances
and eurroundings quite different to any he
had ever known before. -

And theve, through tho cool shadows,
floated to him sounds almost divine—
the pleading cry of Delilab, ‘‘Hear me
—but hear me—hear the voice of love.” It
was so perfectly rendered he could almost
hear the voice, ond the voice seemed full of
tears, What a grand old story it was; and
this girl, wno expressed Delilab’s love and
woe 8o perfectly, did not believe the type of
woman existed in those days. Krowing
what he had planaed in his beart, that plain-
tive cry touched him, It should have bzen
‘gpare me ! not “‘ hear !”

Something better and holier woke in
his heart than had ever taken root there yet.
Should he spare her, who had spared no one
yet 7 Should he go out {rom the church apd
never look at the exquisite face—a girl, a
child almost, whe had faith in all women,
and, perhaps, in all men, It wus like tearing
the brilient winga of a butterily, or put-
ting out the bright cyes of o little singing
bird—there was o sense of cruelty about
it. The worid was so full of others, why
ghould he scek this one, gnardzd by her own
fnuccence ? Was it possible that, standing
unider thoe tight of an eestern window, listea-
fng to harmovy such as he had eeldem
heard before, was it pussicle that in his heart
there srose p half wish that he wus & better
man?

Then the harmony chinged, and he koew
the werds that west Lo the beautifully
pathetic air—*¢ While 1 bave eyes he wants
no light,””  The musicecemed torol! in waves
trrough the dim wisles.  Ab, there was in-
deed o world v hed nos reached, o world in
which this girl lived.

*\While I have eyes he wants po light.”

He repeatud the words overund over agaim,
and thea the music stopped, the ¢ld Hebrew
world feded away, the ligkt foctsteps were
descending. .

She was pale, and he saw thut the little
hands holding the gread iren key trembled.

¢ Allow me to lock the deer for yeu,” he
said, ““that was ycue difficulty lisb week—a
very happy difficuity. 1 remember I beard
you say tbat you should be here on Thure.
day ; and as [ longed to hear the Leaubiful
old argan, I thoayght I would come.”

T'hen she looked up at him with innocent
surprisa in her most beansiful eyee.

** 1)id you come on purpose :” she asked.

The simplicity of the werds wmused him so
greatly that helaughed. :
T e did, fadeed, ond I would go ten thou-
gwnd tintes as far for the same pieasurs,” he
said. ¢ Yen nre going neross the ficlds, may
Ipo with yen?’

She was too much surprised tosay ‘“yes,”
or ““no,” but when she opened the whits
gate that led feom the churchyard to the
ficlle, he went with her, No gense of impro-
pricty came to her-—theways of life as White.
croft were tolerably free aud casy @ sho did
net anow waat either |ropristy or ctiquette
required, for such o case had never happenad
in lier experience b:fere—n handacine, lordly
youuy strenger etivricg to walk through the
fivids with her,

He had gained the first step, ke thonght to
himseif—permizeicn to te with her, bus ha
was ot a less what to say. Toany one el:e he
would bave paid uxlravagsny compliments,
made vichont love.  This girls modest,
graeeful cobn awed him,  While with her
and noar her he fclt as though he were in 4
ghrine, the ssncti-y of which he dared not
descrate.  Still, he must talk with her.

¢ Why is this place called Whiteereft?”
he asked.

She was quite at home with him then.

¢ Lock rouad and see if you cun guess,”
she replied,

He tookid round bub saw ne reacon,

She Laughed azein,

“Yeur yes are net educated for the
country ¥ shesuld; “do yen nol sce all the
whitz  Dlousems, the hawtliers,  tioc
May, the cherry tres, pesr teecr,  the
whols  village i3 & meas of lovdy white
hleony, and that is why i is  eulied
Whiteeroft, My road is dewn this Jane, I
wiil say wood aftirooon,” and with u greceiul
beud of her fair h2ad she disappenrsé.

CHAVTEL V.

A MAIDEN'S SOUL AWARES,

Three wecks had pessed sinee Agaths
Brocke had pleyed the grond music of Sam-
son, thinking it the great:et treat she could
offer., May had ypassed, sad the banutifal
mounth of June, with its fowers and foliage,
was here,

Then came a lovely sunny doy when Sir
Vane stopped to ask himsell if ke had made
much progress, for in spito of tirce weeks’
wooing such as he had never urdertaken
before it was atill quite uncertain whether he
ghould win or lose her.

1le had owned to himself frankly, and more
than once, that if he had known nono but
such women as Agotha Brooke heshiculd have
been a different man. INot even in the pre.
sence of the best born and noblest ladies in
the land had he felt moro respect, mors
reverence than he did@ for this young girl
who was as unconscicus of all peril ag the
wild roses that grew on the hedges. He
Lad wooed her in the most chivalrous
fashion, At firs, ull his meetings with
her seemed quite accidental, bot it was won-
deriul how frequent they were. He seamed
always o have zalls to make at Westbury,
and took any amount of exertion in the green
lanes and fields around Whitecroft. Then he
was alwoys so deferential, so full of homage
and reverence ; every meeting seemed 80 ac-
cidental that she had not the faintest
suspicion. Every doy lifo grew more
gweet, the sunlight moro golden; cvery
day the faint dream grew deeper ; every day
ghe rose with new hope, new lightncss, new
beauty, and the vague happiness that filled
bor heart made her ao besutiful thab the
village people looked at her in wonder. She
would have recoiled with something like fear
had any one said to her abruptly that she was
boginning to love; to ler ionocont mind
love was o far-off myatery. She never con-
pected it with the dreamy delight that
wns changing and celoring the whole world
for her,

Then what Sir Vane considered a piece of
good fortune happened to him, He sprained
a finger, and one fine morning he came riding
into Weatbury and dyew his reius at the
dotor's door. He sent in his card, with
a measage that he should Do glad
if the dector would see him at once,
as he lhad an engagement, and very socon
they stood faco to face—ths handsome yourg
arigtocrat, who knew no law but his own
will snd pleasure, and the village dootor,
kind, generous, absent-minded, and unsus-
picions,

The sprain was painful, and the doc-
tyr, wanting something, as usual called
for his daughter, She came in, looking, to
his mind, more than ever like the suint on the
castern window, for she wore a pale blue
dress, and her golden hair hung loozely on
her  neck. When she eaw him
there, in her father's surgery, talk.

ing quite at his ease, a . cudden

sense of bewilderment seized her. In a few
brief words the dootor asked for what he
wanted ; but Sir Vane interrupted him,

T have never had the pleasure of a formal
introduction to Miss Brooke, ’ he said ; ¢‘but
I was fortunate enough to be of some little
assistance over locking the church door.”

And then, whila. the doctor attended
to the finger, Sir Vane told him of the
little adventure, and bow he had after-
ward enjoyed the music of the beautiful ora-
torio. His conscience almost smote him when
he looked into the dreamy, absent face of the
girl's father, for the doctor saw so little in
it, and thoughteo little of it, he peid but
vague attention, It was as easy as deceiving
the blind.

Daring the whole of the summer weeks that
tragedy lasted, he never ance thought of his
doughter at tho same time with the young
stranger. He called daily for a fortnight over
the injured finger, He was clever encugh to
get to know when the doctor would be from
home. He always waited for his return;
8o it came to pass that many hours of the
beautiful summer days wexe spent by them in
the shady, flowery cottage.

The doctor had no tuspicions. Agatha was
a child to him ; that she bad grown fair and
elender a8 o young palm tree did not cccur
te him, to whom she would always be a

ciill. Fertune at times gzems to faver the
desigoe of evil ; it certainly favored Sir
V.ane.  Any other girl would have foreseen

the danger to hersell.

She lived on ue uncomscious of what
wos coming into her life as a dreaming
child, She did not notice how, every
day when he l:[v her, he eaid something
which plainly indicated when he would come
agoin ; and the, guite as unconscicusly, was
always there.

A prent love ia pitiful, it is S0 often

wasted, 8o often lavigshed in vainm. This
girl's whole eoul had geee from  her,
wever to ho hLer own apain,  Graduaily

her life beeame one lobg dream of him.,  She
remembered every word he uttered, she could
bring to her mind every expression of his
face; whercever he stood became u place ut
oncz sacred &»  lier; i he touched
a book, o picture, or orcament, it
became o priceless  treasure to her:
when he threw awsy o  withered
fl)wer ehe treatured it, It was Jove without
stint, without measure, without limit or
hounds ; and yet she knew nothing of what
it was.

They had met each other ono bright Juue
morning in tho beautiful eld avenue of chest-
nnts that led to Croft Woods, accidentsily
on her part, intentionally on bis—a beautiful
morning, such a8 onz vften findsin Evgland
in the glory of summner prime. Some of the
flowers of the chestnuts had fallen, and the
leaven Juy ut their feet.

¢ How brizht the sunahine is to-day,” the
g3id, ¢ It must be a frrcy of mine, but it
seems quite o different color.”

His dark, handzome eyes devoured the fair,
boanty of the encelic face,

Perhaps the difference comes from within,”
he sxid, ‘1 kave known times when the
brightest sua heid vo light for me.™

© That comes from trouble,” the said,
gently.

“Yey, or wearinets, or exnui; that you
see the light brighter proves—do you know
what it proves?”

“No, 1 do not,”” she veplied; ** will you
teil me ?”

¢ It proves that new brightness hag come
into your life,” he anid.

She looked vt him with such serious eyes.

“I do nit think so,” she said, culmly.
¢ My life is just the same asit haselwoys
keen.”

His heart sank as he listened, 1lad all his
pecsistent waoing been wasted—all his devo-
tion bzen Invighed in vain ?  VWould this gidl,
with the pure goul and angel-face, gee him
pass ont of her life forever, and muke no
gign? He had lavished, as he ccmsidered,
the best love-making on her, and he had not
stirred the sweet, sleeping soul.

¢ shall you be content to live here all your
life, doing what you are doing now ?”" he
asked, seddesnly,

The startled look in her eyes showed him
thet she had notthought of the {uture.

I do not know,” she said, I um very
hajpy—1I could net bs happier.”

N culd yon unot like to sce something
of the great world?” he asked, ** Outiwc-
yond the green hills that surround White-
croft there lica a grand world, full of art,
science, heauty and pleasure, This place is
like the ‘Iappy Vulley’ of Nasselus—have
you no wish to go beyond it 77

“ 1 have never thought of it,” she seid,
¢ 1t muab scem strange 4o you, but my life
hasalways been filled. 1 have sv many to
help, so much to do, that I have had no time
to think of euch things. I hardly realized
that there was a world beyond the green hille
there which I had never seen.”

“ Do tell me,” he #aid, bending forwurd
cagerly—*‘ are you mortal 2—human? lave
you cver known what it is to—to feel
your heart beut one  throb more
quickly—to feel your pulse thrill—to
fcel even your own face grow warmer ! Are
you really a mortal, or ure youn, aslsome-
times half believe, the Agatha from the
stained.glags window, came down to earth
with nothing but soul and spirit. Which is
it ?”

She laughed out morrily,

¢ Indeed I am not St, Agatba. She has
iron bara acrosa hor face, you know,”

‘““And you have iron bars across your
soul,” he interrupted. For tho firat time
he saw that her beautifnl face was crim
uon, and her eyes fell—the first time there
wag the breaking of the long sleep, o stir of
the tremulous, rosy dawn., ** You are very
mgé:h like that figure, Mies Brooke,” he
eaid,

And she Jaughed sgain, the merricst, hap-
piest laugh he had ever heard.

“] am very giad,” she eaid, **I would
gooner be like that than a figure in a fashion
boolk,”

* I ghould hardly have thought that yon
had ever seei one,” he said, **I could nct
think of you atthe same time with fashion
and finery ; you nlways come inte my mind
with the beautiful, picturesque surroundings
of the church, or these lanes. I do not be-
lieve you know what fashion is, Miss
Brooke.”

I amnot quite sure that I do,” she said,
slowly.

¢ There is a beautiful world you ought
to kunow,” he continued, that has nothing as
frivolous as fashion—the world of art and
goienge, and beauty, You sre too much (I
know you will forgive me, Miss Brooke), too
much like an angel—nay, that I cannot be
suro of—too much like a marble statue—as
fuir, ag pure, as lifeless,” -

*‘How can you say 80 2 she cried. * Why,
I am full of life 1”

“1 could say to you what the Queen
Guinover said of e husband—¢ You want
warmth and colorings” .

“That 1 do not!” she cried, almost
indignantly, and taking his words quite litex-
ally, “Iam never cold, and 1 have color
enocugh for—"

She paused for want of a simile.

“For a wild rose,” he snggested,

“ Yes, or any other 1rose,” ghe said,
earnestly,

‘“ You do not understand,” he said, ** You
want warmth of msnuer,”

‘I think not,” she said. ¢ X am often

ashamed of mysolf for the way in which the
children caress and love me,”

‘¢ Ashamed, are you 2’ he said., Ah me!
I wigh I were o child |

‘“ Do you, Sir Vane—and why ¥°

The simple wonder of her question wan
bea_utiful to the man of the world. He
whispered his answer, andin that whisper
the dreaming soul awoke. never to sleep or
dream again,

CHAPTER VI,
CONJECTURES AND SUSPICIONS,

A5 Mly‘ dear,” said Lady Croft to her hus-
band, *‘ pray do not laugh at me, and think
that I am always fancying ovils, but L am not
quits pasy over Sir Vane,”

Lord Croft luughed.

“ \Vhat is wrong, Emily,” ho asked.

“I do not kmow—l cannot guess,” she
replied, frankly, “ I have nothing but
suspicion, and that I ought to be
ashamed of ; but I cannot believe he is
going on all right. He spends so much time
out of doors, end I am told he seldom goes
out without a bougquet of flowere. Flowers
in his hands mean mischief, I am sure.”

“ They are very innocent messengers,” aaid
hig lordship, who was always amused with
his wife's scruples and feors.

Lady Crolt continned, anxiously :

‘* Have you leard anything ubout him?
Are thers any rumors in the neighborhood,
or what is more to the peint, nre there any
pretty girls? Yon know he will get into
mischief.’

*I thiok yen mizjudge him this time, 2t
least,” said Lord Crofs. ¢ There are no nics
girls visiting ic our neighberhoed ; ot least,
vone that we knew of.”

They mnever thonght of tho doctor's
daughtar, tha givl whom everyons callad the
angel of the wour; boih had heard of her,
both had seen her, vut in both theirminds ghe
was set apart frum the rest of the world by
the bzautiful chavity of hor life,

‘*He is staying o much longer than he
intended,” continued Lody Croft. * You
knew I like him; I think he i3 oune of
the landsomest and most ciurteous of
men, but I do pob quite trust him. Lady
Brapdon told me soine strange stories about
him; I hope they ure not true.™

‘¢ Stories about peeple never are 4rue,” said
hia lerdship, calmly,  ** Do not trouble about
it Emily ; I should know if anything was
wrong.”

**1 ghould like to know where those flowers
go,”" said her lndyship, plaintively., After-
ward she knew.

Anotler conversution teek place that same
day. The rector, Doctor Ruthven, had gone
to his garden, where every day he reviewed
his standard rosce and carnations ; his wife,
Lady Anne, follywed him,

 Francis,” she eaid, ‘1 am not quite happy
in my mind tkis morning.”

She was a good-hearted, gonorous, kindly
weman, with bread vigws tnd sympathies—
busy, ravict frasy aud effusive, but genuine
to tho very core of her lieart. Doctor Ruth-
ven was so well aceustomeod to her liktle
eccentricities, that nothing she #aid ever
surprised or rufllzd him.

¢ Francis,” she rcpeated, in a louder
tone of voize, **do you hear what 1 say 7

‘T beg pardon, my dear,” said the rector
“This is the 10se 1 took such pains to in-
grafr, and I sm afraid it is dying. What is
the mntter —ycur mind, did yousay 7*

“ Yes,” replied her ladyship, “I said
my mint. I am not quite cesy or happy
in my mind, and I want to speak to you
sbout it. I went into Whitecroft yester-
duy, and paesing the end of the greut cathe-
dral aveoue, I saw—what do yon think I
saw, Fransis ?"

*QOnly Heaven knows, my love,” said the
rector, piously and patiently.

A eight,” she continued, ‘‘that made
me very anxious ; Agatha Drooke, looking
fair end engelic, as she alwayy does, in eor-
pest canverzatien with Sir Vane Cavlyon.”

“ And who, iy dear, is Sir Vane Catlyon ?”
asked the rector, for hig wife had paused, asg
though anxicus not quite to overwhelm him.

Y Oh, Frun-is,” cried Lady Arene, ** when
will yon vive more attention $o such malters?
You must remember having met Sir Vane
two or thvee times wtely at Crots Abbey.”

“AVhat ! ocrind out tho reetor, ¢ that
nundsome youny fzilow with the dark eyes ;
of courze I remember him., That reminds
me that he has called liere Lwe or three
times, and we have been frem home, We
must ack the whele Abbey party to dinzer.
Why was he with Agatha Brooke ?”

“Taet is what 1 want to find out.” said
Lady Croft, ¢ Agatha, to my mind, is the
swectest anid most beautiful girl I ever knew,
and the best. Sne isas simple and ipnocent
0.3 the daiscs that grow yn the field ; she has
no mother, and her father, good mangs he is,
never comes ont of the clouds, I feelthat I
am in some way responsible for the
beautiful, motherless girll  Francis, I am
quite sure, from ti:e way in which he looked
at her, Lthat he was making love to her.”

¢ Making love to her ! repeated the rec-

tor. **My dear Anne, it is impossible,”
“Aly denr Francie, it is true,” she re-
plied. ““ Now, what does it mezn? HHe

cannot think of marrying her, and if Le
is only seeking a little flirtation and a
little amusement, it must not be allowed ;
ber life must not be shadowed by a light like
that, Agatha Brooke is differcnt to most
girls ; there is more of the angel than any-
thiog else about her. Do you think I had
better speak to her ¥’

¢ 1 should do it very cautiously, Anne,
There may be nothing atall in it, and you
may suggest ideas that would otherwise
nrver have occurred to her.”

I will be careful emough,” said her
Iadyship, ‘*but [ shall certainly do it
What a sad thing i5 is when a girl loses her
mother !”

Another little event happensd that same
day. Bir Vane could not tear himself away.
He walked home as far as the cottage g ste,

whera he stood 8o long ond looked
so lovingly at tho exquisite droop-
ing face, that Joan Mayberry, the

doctor’s faithful old servant, grew impatient,
What was this handsome man—looking, as
sho thought, like & young prince—talking to
her young mistress about? Surely this was
the samo man who had called so often, and
Joan’s eyes were suddenly opened,

‘“Whot have we all been thinking
about ?’ she said to herself. ** Greav
heavens ! what iz master doing?' For
Joan, who in early life had been disap-
pointed by a falthless butober, believed that
all men were like ravenous wolves, and that
one chould come near this household troasure
was not to be thought of,

**The mischief is done,” thought Joan to
herself, with a deep groan, as she watched
Agatha onter the house, the lovely face blush-
iog with the swest shame of her love, the
eyes down-dropped. the red lips parted in o
tender, dreamy smile,

“That is just ~how I looked when John
left me,” she aaid to herself, ¢ She does
not know where sho is going, that is quite
sure, she who has never had nnother thought
exo3pt for tho ohurch and tho poor, I must
tell her, she haa no mother of her own,”

. Yet, when an hour afterward she went
into the pretty sittirg room under the pre-
tense of talking nbout the gathering of fruit,
she was quito ab & loas how to begin, The
gtrl before ner, with her fair, pure face, and
sweet, happy eyes, looked so unconscions of

at0 ot Ts e o e old sorvant was
B ke gt o
et it wond. sl o
u‘V‘Y{lat R y on her face,
talling to you at the gate 7" PEO Tt e
Aé;g:.ﬂ morning, do you mean 2’ asked

 Yea, this morni
long lie :'x‘.ig’:: .‘::.'v: lgfénn: zs:-s!:%dhgher?fsg
re;ﬁlied Josn, P maeth
= But she was relieved even before .
swer came; the face into which ghe gtl;gdn:o
anxiounsly never changed—%here waes aeither
flush nor smile, 88 Agatha angwered :

‘ That gentleman is cno of my father's
patients—he is Sir Vane Carlyon, the on}
nobleman on our books, Joan.” ’ ¥

“ A nobleman, is he, honey? Ah, take
care, take care. Men are bad enough—
but noblemen—— " and the upraised hands
spoke eloquently of Josn’s opinion of noble-
men,

“Bad! How do you mean, Joan 7 asked
her young mistress, who knew the episode of
the faituless butcher.

‘¢ Deceitful, I mean, Miss Agetha ; and
what I should like to know is this—If &
butcher can he so deceitful what migit o
nobleman be ¥’

* Buet, Joan, do you think a man's crimes,
or sins, or follies rise with his position ¥
azked Agatha,

“ You may be sure they do, honey,’ red
plied Joan, not quite sure of her position,
but looking very wisc to make up for it.

“ According to that,” she seid, **a king

; wonld Le the mest wicked of men, nnd a
] begger the most holy.”

“ There s something in that, doar,” said
Juan, **Bub you take care, Miss Agetha
do not belicve w word he says—ond ask
him what he mesns—sud do not iet him
tpeak to you.”

After which contradictory directions, Joan
locked very triumpbant, bub decidedly
vague.

“ What muet I take care of, Joan ?” asked
Apgatha, gently, ** Why must I never believe
Sir Vane ?°

Joan replied, with a mournful gesture, ** I
always look upon n'en a3 wolves, Miss Azatha,
seeking the Jumbs; ah, you may laugh,
honey, but it is true-—you are a lanrb—and a
preci’ous cne, too 5 take care how they seek
you.

** No one seeks me, Jean,” she replied,
laughing merrily at the ides,

She did not know that she loved this
young man with all her heart, and that he
had been secking her all these weeks past,

CHAPTER VIIL

WARNING VOICES,

Agatha Breoke steod by the open window

in the prebby sitting-room reading a
note. It puezied her greatly—Lady
Anne Ruthven wanled to spmk to

her, and would be glad to see her that day,
if ehe could, Agnthn decided upon going at
onee ; the vicarage was nct far distant
from the doctor’s pretty home, In a short
time e¢he found herself with Lady Aune,
who received her with ber usuil kindness
and fuss,

“ My deer,” she said, *“l eent for you
because I want to epeak to you on a
very important littic maiter, Will you
como into the garden with me? I do
not wish anyone t3 koow what I am sayiuvg,
and no one can ever bo sure in four swalls, for
walls have ears.”

Wond:ring from what this great desire of
scerecy arose, Agatna followed Lady Aupns,
und walked with her down a Lroad path that
was ghaded with fruit trees, and berdered by

weet, old-fashioned flowera,

‘* You have no mother, my dear,” began
hzr ladyship; “ therefere I have sent for
yecu to tulk to you myself, Now, tell me
quite frankly who was that gentleman talk.
ing to you in the lane the other merning, and
what was he talking about ¥

‘“BHe is Sir Vane Carlyon, ene of my
father's patients, and we wero talking abon?
the world in geoeral,” she replied.

An cxpression of great veliel came over
Lady Ann’s face.

“ That is it,” she said. “*I could not
imagine how you eame to know him go well.”

But Agatha was too truthfal to let an evas-
ion pass, She told Lady Anne all aboug the
church door and the music ; and the rector’s
wife, who knew something of the world, de-
clared to herself that he had purposely injur-
ed his finger—~there could not bo tho least
doubt of it.

He was most certainly eecking the girl, al-
theuglh she was entirely unconscious of it.
Lady Anne felt that she must iateifere, she
must speak out. Yet, like Joan, she was
awed by the girl’s pure, sweet face and child-
like inuoceace.

¢ My dear,” she said, slowly, ‘*it is a
sad pity that your mother is not living juey
now. ’

“WWhy just now more than at any other
time 7’ asked Agatha,

‘* Because you need her more. But I will
aay for her what I belisve she would have
ssid—you must be careful; you should not
talk to gentlemen ; abova all, to one who isa
perfect stranger.”

*“He has been very kind to me,” said
Agathe, **and he has taught me o great deal
that I did not inow.”

Lady Anne looked up quickly; there was
nothing bub bright, fair innocence in that
exquisite face,

* A handsome young menis not the best
teacher you can have, Agatha, What has he
taught you "

s“A great deal, Lady Aune,
kKittle,

“You know emough, my dewr, to make
your life of use to others, and to get to
heaven.”

“I know more of heaven mnow,” she
answered, with unconscious warmth, -

‘“ An oarthly heaven, I fear,” raid the clder
lady ; but the girl by her side did not even
know what an earthly heaven was. She saw
that Agatha had not the faintest suspicion of
what she moant. She went on, gravely :

¢ 1t is alwoys unpleasant to open the eyes
of an innocent girlto theevil ways of the
world, but I must worn you, Agatha, This
young men is evidently one of n class you
bave never met, with lax notions, in all pro-
bability, of right and wrong, and caring
only about amusing himseli.  Let me tell
you how such young men do enjoy thom-
selves. They come to a quiet, out-of-the-
way spob like this, and finding no othor mie-
chief ready to hand, they amuse themselvea
sy flirting with the nicest girl they can
find, and then leave her to break her heait.
They think no wmore of such things
than n mower doos of cutting the grass.
The girl may be warned, but she never
liatena to the warning, She may be cautioned,
but she always thinks herself wiser than
others, Shegives awyay her heart snd her
love ; they smuse the young man very much
iar a few weeks; then he goes away and
forgets her name, Ihave known wmany in-
stances of it—forgets even her name.”
= The beautiful face has grown pale,
and there is » shadow of fear in her violet
eyes ; yet she speaks- out bravely what she

1 knew eo

thinks; :

’ ( To bs continuced, )



