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CHAPTER II.

Tho girl sitting next her—hereiater, Kit
Bércsford—is a slender maiden of about
seviuteen,  She is, acconting to Dicky
Browne, “very much Mre, Decmond, only
more 80,”  She is indeed wore proncncee, |
and in posscased of a sprightlmess one would
look forin vainin hee geutler sister- yot,
theso is always somothing about her that
suguests the milder Monica,  Just now
there lsa touch of disappointment about,
her pretty faee, Rnd an air of weariness in-
describable as shie listeus to the platitudes |
i.oured fato her unwilling cars by Mr. i

nering.

As for the latier, hie is scarcely worth a
word ; yet I muppose 1 hind bettor say at
onvce that be iy & uulsance, & bore, aud a i
worry. As you sre lkely, however, to
moet hlm whenever you meet Kit Beres-
ford, this explunatiun 1s necessary. He is
an amateur artist {you have all, no doubt,
met that awful thing), and a groveler at
the feet of Kit, who treats him with & fine
disdain that it does onc's heart good to see,
Juat at this moment (lnving been enﬁmgod
in a warlike contest with him, in which ahe
has come off a glorious victor), she is lean-
ing back in her seat, staring at tho atage.
The curtain has again risen,

¢ Juat Jook at thut man’s legs,” she says,
sudiicnly,

This extracrdinary remark, having had
no usher of apy sort, so surprises Mr. Man-
pering that it reduces him to imnbecllity.

¢ Eh 7 hie suys, vaguely.

“Iis legs!” repeats Miss Deresford,
sturdily, aud as though ahe scorus to ex-

“I dont

n,

“Whose lcgs?” asks he.
.e'"

* Do you know it has oftn occurred to
me that you vtight to mear sjectacles, you
see 3u few things ! tays Miss Detesford,
miltiy.  She lias been slowly turning her
head in bis dircctivn while speakng, but
now, havung caught u full view of hiy face,
her tope chauger.  “Good grucious ! abe
tass, sbarply, ** where ste yon luoking? At
the stalls? Do you suppose I conie to look
at peopie I can sec uby night I like at a
ball?  Look at the boards, aud you will
see the lege I spiak of.” Stenuds her head
lightly in the direction of a heiplessly lanky
man, ¢iad as a penennt,

“Well. 1 don't sce very much inhis legs,”
he says, rathor zettled by her tone.

Lhats just i3, returns she, with a low
rippling laugh.  **llicic s uothing in them,
For onco”—with a »wift glanwe at bim,
that restored s sell-love—*" wefind a point
on which we con ngree.”

So ciated by her smileas to grow rash,
heato ps forwnrd aud say s, tenderly,—

¢ hiete i anothar point ob which if we
could ouly agree, I shovld be the hap—"

“Don't 1" says Mus Bercsford, so severely
thathie shut. v p asif withxspring, I hate
‘othier poirts'!”

This crw lics him; but in & fcw minutes
he i 80 fur recovered as to be able to sy,
gloomily,—

«1f yeu male e a print, I counld un-
derstand you,”

“I cvuidn do that,” says Kit, some-
what wearily, She has beca Jooking at the
door very frequently during the pact hs'”
hour. ard now the uin:{‘amha . -wl of uis-
aprointmant it curving her pretey lip.

P‘l: Why ¥ dc;mam.‘sg ke, psomewlmt an:
grily.

“ You arcn't sharp cnnugh,” returns ahe
with a little irrepressible laugh, in spite o
her depression.

+QOh, I darc eay 1'in a fool in your eycs,”
says Manuering, in o miscrable sort of way.

He is indeed 30 houestly unhappy that ahe
relents,

* No, no,” she zays, sweetly, almost ca-
vessingly.  **Ininy cyes you are—ycs—.
Do you know,” with a sudden startling
change of tone, ““ Ican't bear those nasty
caustes penple whothink theinsclves clevér
that one meets at tinns—can you? They
say such unpleasaut things to one, and mean

)

, oo !

oo 8till, I don't know,”szays Mr, Man-
nering, despondently. ** You are 5o bright
yoursclf that there arc many things you
mwet bate—about certain peojde, who—""

“Apd many thivgs I mut love, (oo."lto Cork for the yartridge-shooting.”

interrupts Kit, who, it must be confessed,
{s tent 90it Jcn coguetic.

) servant of the Court of Love,

* For instance—"
Exactly at this moment the door of their

—CONTINURD,

box I apenied, and Mr. Desmond enters, ac-
companied by a young man, about three
yosts  youuger than Limself,—that is
twenty five, or so.

Heis a tall young man, of & vory cheerful
countenance and  aristocratic  bearing.
I'houfh Ly no meany pose as & ntiufu:ua'f'
wmodsl for tho love-sick swain, there is otill
sumcthivg about the new-comer that de-
clares hitn Cupid’s prey and a very earncat

There i3 in his oyes au expression at once
dreamy, restless, yet ecstatic, that betrays
him.  These samo dark eycs search hur.
riedly the box until they come to Kit, and
thero find rest.  So great a gladucas fills
them as they fall on her that all the world
might know that tho slender maiden who is
returniog his glance in kind is **his life's
ladve, and his soverain.”

Tho marquis, feeling the box to be over.
crowded, signs to Clontarf and Dicky
Browne to make their adieux, Guing up
himsalf to Miss Coste lo, he bends over her:
“May Ilhope,” he says, with his most
courteous amile, *‘ that if I call oo you to-
morrow 1 shall bave a chance ot seeing
you?”

“I ahall bo at home to-morrow until five
o'clock,” ssys Doris, calmly.

**Ah I now I have sometiing to which to
ook forwanl,” says the marquis, gallantly.
“ May I bring iny son with me? he is"—
with & presumably happy forgetfulncas of
all previous ararngements—** most desirous
of turning this fortunate acquaintance with
youirto a lasting friendship,”

“Js he? Since when?’ asks the girl,
coldly, yet sosoftly and with so pretty a
siiile as takes the sting fromn her words,
§1ill, though hidden, it 1s there, and Lord
Dundcady is too clever a student of human
nature to miss it

“Since that moment when first he saw
you from the opposate box,” he says, readily,
unmoved. **‘Then I may bring htm "
‘“}Jle can come,” says Miss Costello,
briefly, though still with wonderful sweet-

ness.

Clontarf, who hias licard all, shrugs bis
shoulders slightly, Then he, ton, bends
over her hand, and with a last lingering

lance at her emotiopleas features, bows
ﬁimlc\f out ¢of the box.

Preacntly the piece comrs to an end, and
Mrs, Deamond’s garty make their way to
their carziages.  As Kit has elected to go
home with Miss Costello, the Desmonds ind
themselves prerently rolling awiftly along
Weneath the quict atars tefe-a-tete.

* What a tienendous time it seems now,
Drian, since we were married ! says Mrs,
Dearnund, after a lengthened silence.

**To me,” says Mr. Deamond, with a re-
‘mac):!ul air, “it seems but yostorday.

Vhat & terribly dull time you must bave
put in, my poor child, during these past two
years to mako you speak in that feeling
tone! Wik what ratience and ailent ca-
dutance you have been dragging out your
miserable existence !”

«Oh, nonsnse! says Mrs. Desmond.

Another profeund silcnce ; then—
“PBrian 1"

¢ 1f you are going to make a sccond un.
kind mmrk,.

give you warning I shall
cry,” uﬁn%lxm
cli,

W won't. I wascn’; going to ay
that I do think Doris Coatello is the pr.iti-
cat girl [ Lnow.”

“She isu't the prettiest girl I know,”
says Brian, ina tone so satisfactory that
Mrs. Desinond tucks herself everiore com.
fortably into his embrace and rubs her soft
check against hie,

“I won't have you looking up pretty
&irls,” sbe 2233, whercupon he very prop:
«rly tells her ahie is & hy pocrite.

1 den’t think Miss Costello is the pret.
tiest girl Brabaxon kuows, cither,” says Mr.
Desmond, with a little laugh, after a minute
of two, bazon is the same of the tall
young man whoee dark cyes hisd told the'r
tale to Kit an hour ago.

*Jt doesn’t matter what Mr. Brabezon
thinks,” says Monica, in an appallingly
»$if tone, for her,

*“Eh? \Why, I thought you quite liked
. him,” says her husband.  “*1've asked bim

*Oh? I hope not, dearest,” says Monica,

Iy afrald I have indeed, old inouse,”
says Brian, whose atock of names kept for
his wife's sole use fu of the rarest and nost
recherchekind. ¢ Aud whynot? He's the
straighteat shot in tho country, and o fel-
low of good family, aud—cr—that—"
“And hasn't » farthing ¢’ says Mrs. Des-
mond iu despair.
“‘Lhat'e absurd,
many farthings. 1Te goes overywhero, tud
his tailor i3 evidently all right, though Kit
says it's lus £gure. {didn'sthink you would
be the one to turn your hack on a fellow
just because his unclo had chosen to tarry
at soventy-five and leave him—well, con-
siderably out of it.”

‘“ I not turnintg iny back on any one,”
sho saya indignau Iy. s And as for poor
young men, why, 1 sctually prefer them.
They ave always cver so much nicor.”
*"Chen why don't you prefer Brabazon?
Ho's an old friend of mine, and—""

*Iuia love with Kit,” with a sigh that
amounts to the diguity of a groao.
“Notatall; you take my word for it
now : he just admires her o little, but it
will blow over, and nothing will coms of
it. Don't be worrying your little Lraius—
your rery little brains—about him.”

*This much has already come of it,”
says Mra, Deamond, with the calmncss of
deapair; **ho proposed to her yesterday.”
¢“No! you don't eay #>!” says Brian, as
completcly taken aback ns oven shie can de-
sire. ‘'l mssure you I never saw o Dbit
of it.”

+¢Oh, dear blind bat | when did you ever
sco anything ¥' says his wife. ¢ But that
isnotall; there is atill worse to come.”

¢4 T think I should prefer having it all to-
gother,"” saye her husband, mildaly, ¢ but
goon”

+¢ Kit is in love with Aim 1

¢ But that's not worse,” said the obtuse
Brian, **It's the most natural thing that
could happea, He is just the sorc of fellow
that wonien, a3 a rule, do fall in love

He must have o good

*Well, 1 aliouldn’t,” suys Mas. Deamond,
severely.,
**\Well, my dear, I devoutly hope not,”
returns her husband.

At this momeat the carrisge draxs up at
their hall door.

CHAPTER III,
¢ Thy Lirth and hers they be no thing egal”

Therc is auniversal and friendly (if rather
grasping) “‘ uncle " of whom muchisknown;
of Miss Costcllo’s ““aunt” (though sho iy
almost as formidable & relative) as yet lit-
tleis known. This secms hard on Mias
Costello’s aunut. 1 haste to correct the in-
justice.

Lute in life & Mr,  Michacl Costello,
Lruther to my hervine's father, took to
wife  certais spiuster about whose ayc at
all events there wasn't the amallest un-
cestainty. He did not, natumlly, long
survive the union,

\When he **was dead, and laid in the
grave,” and when his brother—the father
of Dutris—had aleo finally retired from
busineas and entered that marrow houso
out of which not all his riches could avail
$0 rescuc him, Michael's wife declared ber
intention of looking up her nicces, “the
Costello girls,” as she called them,

“ Looking up’ meant bringing hersclf,
ber parrot, her lapdog, and her maid, to
Fitewilliamn Square (where they then lived
in Dublin), and declared to thein her fixed
intcntion of secing to their interests and re-
siding in their house for the future, There
wan 110 gainsaying her word. It was law.
From that Inckleas hour until now, she had
clung to them, and had constituted hersclf
their guardian and their scourge.

Fortunately, there were but two_ girls, or
sho might have been even less bearablo.
Vera, thic youngeat, she had sent forthwith
to an cxtremely select cstablishinent in
Switzerland, where only six yourg ladies
were admitted, and where they were all
treatcd as members of tho family., They
were, too, allowed **a ocrtain frecdom.”

¢ So much the better,” aaid Mrs, Costello
when reading the advertivement, ‘I hate
& mimish gir), or a prig; they never go off
successfully.”

So Vera was sent to Switzerland, and
found the advertisement (unlike most
othere) strictly within the lines of truth,
The freedom waa decidedly *“certain,” and,
if being treated v & member of the family
meant doing just asyouliked, nothing could
have been more monest and above-board.

sit uite upright, and regarding him
vi&‘gw&u‘;tm 8

1 [ think of it

ing lcss than a baronet, ~vith her face and
moncey, was her aunts next declson, A
baronct was her highest liope for the teay
tiful but low-born girl; thereforo her joy
{though sccret) was unbounded wlen Logd
Clontarf was put forwi.d by his futher asa
possible suitor for her nicee,
Doris, in her cold fashion, when the wmat
ter was laid Ucfore her, had consented to
Indeed, the idea propounded
80 eaactly jumped with her ows s
tions thot she saw small cause to comdat
it  Aninnuto setse of breeding, anl s de
sirc for the beautaiful, born with her, b}
raised hier far above the elas from vbich
ahu had spruny ; wstinetinddy shic hatad wd
shrunk from hir low rurtovndings ; atd,
dwelling in w woudd of thunsht into wlich
no one wmight enter, shic daidy taught horeslf
that thoe first great good to by attained way
an ostablished place in socicty, aud tha
love when compared with this was werth.
less, or at least a minor goud,
To scll herself, therefore, to the Livlest
bidder (when ravk was in the ficld) was der
carnest, if unexpressud, determination e
since she woke to a Luowledge of the vl
garity of her associates and the pover d
money, Her father would not ignore thos
who had befricnded him in the days of L
struggling with blind fortune, but she
in thore carly days had refuged to know @
mix with them ; so that, vartually, she ived
alife of alinost total secducion untl o
Costello’s death.  Then came theauut, Ma
Costello, and several years of travel.

* L] * L -
Tho clock had just chimed four: a fise
lous cuckoo, that in the vanity of its hert
hias taken to piginents hasdarted frou some
mysterious unknown and clapped four timy
ita carmined wings,  Mira Costello, liyies
down her crewel-work, sighs quickly, ins
untarily ; whereupon lier aunt lays dom
hier work and regards her closely,
4 You remind e of that idwtic persa
who used to sitin a damp louss ana wid
that she was dead,” she wade, stargly
¢ You do the lovessick mziden to perfectia;
it is a pity you can’t feel it.  Are yeuw
eager forn coronct that you must necdslxk
at the clock twenty tuncs a minute tn ) dgh
80 loud that all the worlit might hear?”

“Did 1 sight” says Doris,

* Yes, ‘like s furnace.” Hell come fag
enovgh witkout your gighs, if he wunisyox
money. and he'll stay anway if be doeen’.
your beanr yaux have not the attracten fa
him that your guinezs have.  Like fothe
likeo son ; and that ¢l man s mwnd is KIM
with & disire for ri- hes, —our ri e Hel
come, I suppose,—the son, I n.can,—sod,
now that you kave gainod jour olud
Lhrouﬁh me, Idare say yora wall want ®
get rid of me.”

Her voice is sharpeand exasperating, b
expression eour in the extrem; bug they

ing. either in face or figure.  Sheivspam,
lenn, meager, it iz truc; her shoutdor-pasy
etick outobtruvively, her bones scem tord
tle as she moves, but her features aro £
and regular, ahe mizht be even tamels

retty old woman did but a diffirent i
Ewell within her. Her eycs are darh 2

jercing a a hawk's.her nese is lihe abak
ter complexion yellow as a hitds caw
altogether, she painfully resenbles o supe
anuated bird of prey.

“You know it s my desire thatyan Lol
alway s live with e, ™ says Dojin, o 3 Iy

“Oh, well, that's from the teeth out, 1
dare say.  There 3s sl love lost wpon =
by you. However,” with an unratéd
aiff, “1 am thankul to_sav I need Ie &
pendent r.{ml nobody.  Michael did we®
much good.

‘Lhis is indeed true.  Michael tlus ﬂs
always alludes t> her detanct i
not a8 *“my peor husland,” as othors ni4
but sternly, uncomprehienively, by E
Christian nmne, as though e were \'llll't
the flesh and tho next room, M.big
having prospered in worldly matters tlfs
degree leas than bis brother, had kit o
restluary legatee to his lage fortune.

“I dare say, no > =lcgoes on, ¢
old man Dundeady thinks hie will e atled
shunt me when he makes you Sy lady”

“Tamsurcsuch an idea never cmt
his head.”

1t would be juat like him, then.”

“Why? Hostrikes mic as beingape
ticularly gentlemanly old man.”

s An old acarccrow & with mincing m&
ners and a fourteenth-century aumle. it
He ought to weara periwig, aml 2§
here and there ; but bic is so patchol wp

3 That Doris shoald matry early, and noth-

{ready there wouldu’t bo room for av

is nothing about her that denotes ii%bred- 38
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