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“Then why not wait {ill then 77 said Olivia, in
a low and fultering voice, ag if sho already anti-
cipated tho reply.

“Triflo not with me, dearest,” answered he;
¢ you know that in three days I leave Spain with
despatches for the King, The Prince has chosen
me to carry them to England, and I cannot ex-
plain to him the real causo of my reluctance.
1 must dgo: and how can I go without putting it
beyond the power of fate to rob me of you?
How can we tell what measures your father may
adopt to induce you to accept the husband he
has chosen for, you ?”

“ And do you doubt my truth?” said Olivia,
Taising her eyes to her lover's face with o look
that would have calmed the soul of Othello.
But Listowel did not doubt. He had learned to
know that death on the one hand, and thecrown
of Spain on the other, would never have tempted
Olivia to break her plighted faith, Assurance
on this point was not his object.

“Doubt you, dearest? nol’ he answered.
¢ But strange things arc done in this country.
Fathers have unlimited power, and sometimes
but few scruples how they uso it. Dearest, you
must bo mine before I leave Madrid. If not, I
cannot go in peace~—I cannot go at all. Yes,”
he passionately exclaimed, “I will forfeit every-
thing,—duty, friends, prospects—rather than
leave you, unless you are irrevocably mine.”

Five short weeks before, and Olivia had never
scen Sir Edward Listowel.  He was now master
of her whole soul; they bad met daily. The
hopes he bad held out of his conversion served
the double purpose of a pretext for these frequent
interviews, and a veil that prevented Qlivia from
discovering, until too late, the resl state of her
feelings. Long before she had gained, as she de-
voutly hoped, a soul for heaven, her fate was
scaled. She loved with o fixed unity of feeling,
and overflowing tenderness, such as only a soul
like hers could feel.  And if the time that bad
sufficed to effect all this was short, remember,
geatle reader, that time, must not be reckoned
by numerals only. The cvents of a day not un-
frequently change the current of a lifetime; and
the feelings of years are sometimes compressed
into onc hour’s intense sensation.” Well for you
if you have never knovwen the truth of this!

The work of proselytism now went forward ra-
pidiy, and her full confession of irrepressible love
was miade, as she fondly believed, to 2 Roman
Catholic. Still there were many obstacles to
surmount, and, but for that mission to England,
sho might bave lived to look back upon these
moonlight interviewsas & romantic episode of her
girlish days. But her lover's arguments were
not altogether groundless, her faith with bim was
implicit, her father was stern and unapproachable,
and theflowers had blossomed many times over
Lhc grave of the mother who might have saved

er.

They were privately marricd. Two days after-
wards, Listowel informed his bride that the
Jjourney to England was indcfinitely postponed.
Evcn the callous heart of this follower of Buck-
ingham was touched by the delirious joy with
which she welcomed his words, and a sharp
though transicnt pang of usavailing remorse
made him almost shrink from her fond cmbrace.

About this timo tho portrait was begun.
Velasquez did not know who the lady was who
came secretly to sit to bim, and, satisfied with
having to paint one of the loveliest faces that
artist ever transferred to canvas, did not inquire.
1t is only g head,” soliloquised the great mas-
ter, ““but it is worthy of immortality, and it shall
be the finest creation that ever passed from my
peneil.?

“What a radiant creatare!I” he exclaimed, a3
he stood gazing on his unfinished work one day
towards tho hour hic expected ber visit, ¢ What
anoble brow? What g glorious spirit lighting
ap the whole countenance? What life and
brilliancy in those eyes! This mast be Jove—
and a love smiled upon by Fortane.”

' The expression of the cyes was less bright
to-day,” thought the painter, as he contemplated
the progress of the pictaro after the sitter was
gone. “Idid not much perceive it at the time,
but I copied closely the expression that was
there, and certainly the countenancs is a littlo
clouded. 1t may have been my fault; perhaps

it was my eyes that were dim. Atall cvents I
will be very carefut next time.”

Painstaking and careful indeed he was; but
the change was now beyond a doubt, It was
perceptible as she sat, and still more 30 in the
portrait,

« The character of this pieceisaltering visibly,”
thought the artist. ¢ At onc timo I tﬁought it
would have been the most radiant creature my
art has ever cmbodied ; but it will not be so now.
It is beautiful stil}, perbaps more beautiful than
ever, but the cxpression is saddened and sub-
ducd.”

And thus it wag, through fuithfully copying
the cyes of Donna Olivia, that those of the por-
trait grew sadder and sadder day by day, until
they wore that look of mournful desolation so
conspicuous in them still. Hers was the bitterest
gricf of all, more bitter than the grief of the bride
who has lost her love vhile her faith was still
whole in him—in him who has passed away i
the flush and the hope of youth, like an air but
just begun, the chords ceasing to vibrate while
their tone was sweetest. She was beginning to
doubt her husband’s truth and love.

Soon after their marriage he began to tire of
thie perpetual hypocrisy necessary to sustain her
belicf in his conversion. The first moment that
a doubt of this crossed her mind was perhaps the
bitterest in her Jife. It is difficult for us to realize
the cexclusive spirit of Roman Catholicism, and
the odium associated with the very name of here-
tic in the breast of o Spaniard, and above all, a
Spanish lady—of that age. In Olivia's case, re-
ligion had been the only object her feelings had
fed upon, until she bad seea Listowel, Eventhe
love now paramount in her heart had been entiwi-
ned with religious thoughts and anxietics, and
reached its climax with ler lover’s conversion,
The revalsion of feeling was terrible, and to add
to her miscry she could hardly resist the convic.
tion that he had played the hypocrite. “ Butno,”
she repeated, ©he i3 too noble and too true to
havoacted thus. Mo thought he helicved. IHe
was blinded by his love for me!”

Whatever that Yove might have been, it soon
became too apparent that it no longer cxercised
such an all-potent influence.  He became irrita-
ble and impatiept whenever she urged the sub-
joct of religion, and in his heat would sometimes
say things that stabbed her to the heart. The
Prince’s visit was drawing to o close, and Listo-
wel began to talk of returning with him, and to
urge the necessity of deferring the announcement
of their marriage for somoe months. Strange to
say, although Donna Olivia keeniy felt the insult,
she did not resent it.  Yleronce proud spirit wag
crushed and broken.  She had staked all upona
cast, and heart, hope, and cnergy, were lost to-

ther.

Still she could scarcely belicve that her husband
no longer loved her.  #When I recall what he
has said on this very spot, it i3 impossible, 1
have become depressed and anxious about his
conversion, and so look at thiugs in a gloomy
light. Notlove mel Itisimpossible he should
not. Iwill come toa full understanding with
Lim this night about this English voyage. Ifl
do not go with him, I shall never live tosce him
again.”

There was a path arched in with trelliswork
that bent beneath the clustering vine, a path that
1cd to a grotto where a little fountain sparkled
and played in the moonlight, dear to Olivia's me-
mory, often since.  She had first listened in that
spot to her husband'’s vows of elernal love ; and
when wounded to tho heart by his neglect, thi-
ther had she gone to recall the looks and tones
of happier times, hoping against hope, striving
in the recollection of the past to disbelieve the
present.  She was waiting for him there.

“ Irapossible,” said he, in answer to her trem.
bling appeal.  “ The negotiations with the
Spanish Court wear an unfavourable aspect. The
Prince sailsg without bis bride, and itis impossible
for me to acknowledge o marriage with onc of
the bittercst opponents of the whole scieme, Noj;
stay, Olivia, until the Infanta comes to England,
then avow our uniop, and come over in her suite
to join me?

“That will never be, Edward. Ho is, as T said,
—a3s I said to you tho first day wo met,—~ho i3 a
heretic.  They will never come together.”

“ Accursed be tho word!” said Listowel, who
was latterly strangely icritablo whenever his wite
touched upon the subject of religion. ¢ Heretic,
a3 you call him, the Infanta would be only too
glad to keep him in her net, and Don Phillip
himself would renounce the Pope and all his
works to call the Prince of Wales brother.”

“Be it so or not,” sadly answered Olivia, “ the
match il be broken off.  Edward, I must go
with you. How can I bear this concealment,
which even now preys upon me so heavily, when
you are gone? Do you thizk I could live ?”

It is wild and wicked, Olivia,” returned he,
“to talk thus of the eflects of o few months' sepa-
ration. It is absolutely necessary that I should
return alone to England, but you can fullow me
cre lopg.”

% A few monthis! Tshall never live to see those
montbs in Spain, Edward. Can it be true,—is it
possible that you are willing to leave me, that
you teish it?  Oh, my husband 1” she exclained,
fondly clinging to him, “say that you will take
me with youl” -

Listowel's reply, as he shrnk from her em-
brace, was couched in the coldest terms. So true
is it that when !-ve has passed away, the endear-
ments that once thrilled through the very soul
become absolutely repugnant.  Olivia felt the
gesture even more than the words it accompanied.
All the stumbering pride of thoe heart hie had
trampled upon burst forth into life and vigour.
The impulse wus tragsitory, but it impassioned her
whole being for the moment, and, starting to her
feet, she exclaimed,—

% Then hear me, sir, I 2l go with you. If you
are 50 lost to all sense of honour and humanity,
I will appeal to the Prince of Wales. 1le shall
hear my story. e will tell e whether the wife
of ”n

“Ie will tell you, madam,” interrupted Lis-
towel, compressing his fury at this threat into o
sneer o devil might have envied, © he will telt you
that you are not my wifz! e will tell you that
I am already married !”

For a few scconds Olivia stood speechless and
motionless. Then came the temible, dissonant
scream of human agony that passes human en-
durance, and she fell headlong to the earth. It
was the last sound that ever passed her lips,

) A TRUE BILL.

ARLY on the morning of the fifteenth of
April, information reached the Frenck police
that the Baroness de C. was Iying dead in her
bed, strangled with a picce of ribbon. She had
been married as a widow to Baron de C., and
was about twenty-cight years old, very pretty, of
engaging manners; and both she and her hus-
band were known far and wide for lavish hos-
pitality.

Three weeks before the murder the baron set
out for Russia, where it was said that he inhe-
rited some property from o relative.  During the
absence of her husbaud, the baroness kept very
much at home, with Erncstine Lamont, 2 beauti-
ful girl of the most innocent and simple man-
ners, who had been cducated and protected by
her. On tho nightbefore tho murder, the baroness
wwent to the Opera. Ernestine, who was not very
well, did not accompany her; ncither did she sit
up for lier, as the barenesshad a private key, and
did not wish the young lady to be disturbed. It
was the custom that whea the baroncss, on
awakening in the morning, rang her bell, Ernes-
tinc went first to her bedroom. When, on the
morning after the murder, no bLell was heard to
ring, the servauts wondered, and at last onc of
them went up to Ernestine’s room to ask the
cause. It was empty. Thinking that she was
gone, as usual, to the baroncss’s bedroom, the
servant went thither, There the shutters were
still closed, and the night-lamp burning on a
Jittle table by the bedside.  On the floor Iay the
lifeless body of Erncestine. Tho girl now scream-
¢q for help; the other servants hurricd up-stairs,
and on opening the shutters it twas scen that tho
baroness lay dead, evidently strapgled with o
picce of ribbon, which was at once recognised
as belonging to Emnestine, who was lying in o
swoon nn the floor.
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