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PHE VILLAGE ANGELjy

Or, Agatha’s Recompense. S/

CHAPTER XXXVL
€6 1 WILL GIVE YOU CAUSE T0 REMEMBER I'IE.’_’

s agk her to come up here atonos,” he
aried ; and the bewildered waiter looked at
him in frightened wonder.. Why did he
etari {rom his chair in that frantic manoer
ani stand lookiog so white, wild end
agitated ? .

“i g lady!” he repeated; *‘an fnplish
lady, tall and fair, with golden hair? Mauke
hast:; do not keep her woiting. Good
Beavens! I sholy go mad with delight. I
will ngk her on my knees to marry me, snd—
80 help me, Heaven !~I will be a good man;
I will, indeed.”

He never thought of Valerfe, She was far
from nis mind, Tne whole world to him was
Apatho—nn one but Agatha.

‘The frightened waiter snswered :

¢ 1 do not know, monsieur ; I cannot tell.
The lady is reiled.”

¢ It is my Agatha,. Gosd heavens ! how

gratefal Iam, Itis to me as though she
wers given back from the dead.”
_.He was blind and duzed ; it seemed to
‘hiwi & miracle that Agatha should cems back.
He ataggored ruther thun walked to the door,
hungering, thirsting for one lock at her. Up
the wide stairease, with its crimson carpets,
its marble statues, its wealsh of yrzen plante,
came a tall, slender figure, He couid not
»ee disbinetly, for his eyea were dimmed with
tears. Abh, thank Hoeven ske was not lyicg
under the dark wators of the lake.

He tried to speak to her, but hia lips were
atiff, and could articulate vo zoand ; o Llood-
red miast seemed to hing over hl_m. He
caught her sarm, and drew ber into the room,
Ho oloaped her in his arme, hs covered her
fioe and hands with passionsfs kisses, ho
murmuored she wildest words of love sad wel-
eome to her ; be was quite mad snd beside
himself with joy.

4 My darlivg, my love ! Thank Heaven
you have come back to me, my love, my
wife 1’

She was strangely still, She trembled in
the strong olasp of those strong arms; a
gleam of light from the lamp f{ell on her face
and head. Sarely the hair fulling in a ri;-
pling mass down her shouldera was black.
He gave s littls cry.

It wae Valerie—not Agatha! He had
thought to gather Apatha to his bheart, and

. to atone to her by his passionate love, aad
instend, it was the woman who had been her
murderees who was lyiog in his arms.

She knew there was no hope for her when
sho heard that cry ; it froze her very heact.

¢ You {” he cried, with a great oath, fling-
fng her from him—**you! What brings you
here ¥

She stood for & fuw minates, o silent, beau-
tital embodiment of despuir.

* ‘What brings you here 7" he cried.

“ My love fur you, and your promise to
me,” she replied.

** You said that if you had met me fir.t
you should Lave married me; you promised
thet if ever ron met me wod were ires you
would marsy me, [am kere t2 claim your
love and remind you ot your promise.”

He mutiered sumethivg between his teeth
—hard words ehe knew ; but aa this was ker
Yast car:d, she decided to pluy it well, She
would kcep her paticnce and eonrage while
they w.:e of any use toler, and then it would
be war w0 the kaife,

“You do not call that kind of fooling a
promire,’” he satl, I was your sceking,
Any mau weuld have said the same thing
wh=u & woman urged hira, You know, and
I kaow, it was only szntimental wouscnie.
We laughed at ench othor,”

¢ I konow this one thiug,” ahe seid, *‘1
lovea you with all my hear$ then, a: I do
now.”’

‘That is not my fauil,” he rctorted.
“Great Heaven, what pain you have given
me, Why did yon come here? I thoupht is
wos Agaiha,”

** Listcn to me,” she said, impreasively,
laying her hand on his arm-—* nay, be
patient and listen. I love you a thousand
times better than thnt baby girl was capable
of loving,” she went on, in A touo c¢f deep
emotion, the tcars standicg liko pearls on
her heausiful Inghes. *I would go through
firo tcr you, Iam nota foelish schaolgirl;
Iam u woman of talent and power. I could
make a worthy helpmate $7 & mman like you;
I could help you to by famous—thiek of it
sbove ali, [ tuve you so desrly warl a0 well
that L would give my life for you. Do you
hear, Sir Van=?"ghe said passivaately—'t iy
Ecr;"lzie 1 weuld give for you, and think it

ut 1:3e”

Liere wag pathes in tho ring of her voice,
E\srifn 1t love in the expressicn of her face.
e f<l= thac it was truth, and vot teigned.

*¢ Tisig i: hardly the tims for talking non-
BEuse, v replied, ** I do not wish 4o seem
inhosplza le, tut I should be greatly relicved
if yon wonlago. 1—I thought it was Agatha,
and I s not myaself.”

Th= paesien deepened in her face, but
someth'ng of anger miogled with her emo-
tion
. L bt sho eaid, *‘lLave expected this
kird ! wupusge from you, yet strange to
8ay, I did not. I will know my fate. Were
all the words you #sid to me false. Did you
not m:an what you enid ¥

Nt cne word,” he replied, scornfully,
“u5il vau know it. You are o practised
oogu. .-, though you aru but & young pgiri,
and you know thut i5 wis merely pastime,
You cared nothing for me, nov ! for you.”

Wien she Inoked up at him her durk oycs
were swimming in tears,

I do nt kuow hiow it began,” she said.
“ I only koow how it hos ended ; and that iy,
in iy despest loveand devotion to yon.”

“OFf course I om grateful,” be eaid, im-
patiensiy 1 ‘‘but I do wit wunt it It ¢
Jaite usete:ss to me.”

“Yozxrnai you loved me, S'r Vine,”

*“Now, be ressopable, Vuleri-; you oan
when you chonose. What cena mau.'» when
a heautiful woman follows him, ss you did
me? Y.n will own that yeu dGid; it was
never I who sought yor, What did yeudn?
You followed me in my walks; you souzht
me when I was alone ; you threw ycureclf in
my way ; you made the most of your beautiful
face and your glorious voice. You may have
charmed my uenses, bat you have never
touched my heart, and never will.”

For ocpe momcn$ the tall, gracefnl figure
swayed to and fro, and the brillisnt proud
tace grew white ay denth,

* You shoald epare me,” she said, '“be-
canse I love you. You, of all people in the
werid, should bz kind to me.”

“Y aum not unkind,” bheroplied ; ““but I
protest against this sentimental nonsense, I
will have no mention ot love, because it does
not exist. It was all & piecn of seting, Va-
lerie, and I played second to your first. Yon
—szven you—aannst be 8o absurd as tu think
the few septimental saenes that wirs coacted
ia that garden had any meaning ?”

¢ They had to 1ae,” sho said, faintly.

¢ They hod none to me, To tell you the
real truth,” he added, ‘with brutal franknoss,
“Ialways laughed at them, even tho most
tender points, they were oo ridionlons—so got
up; and 1 assure you. that I always went
back to Agaths loving heér. doubly for her
fair, eweet jnnocence;” . o

.. red. flnsk covered that beautiful fase,
* This waa more than she conld bear. :

4 You Iaughed at me," she sald, fercely.

 course 1 did, © You must bave laughed
at yourgelf, Valerie,” o
% Unfortunately, I did not, Bat I will
answer for one thing—you shall never laugh
at'me again, I will give you such couee to
remembor myself and my name—:shat though
you may curse me you will never lavgh at
me.
# Now do mot be tragic, Valeris, and let
us end this unpleasant interview. X will tell
you ' the ex~ct truth - about yourself,
I admire your beauty—every oOns must
do that. I admire your t‘aleqt. wl-
though Ithiok yom -are an intriguante,
end not to Dba trusted. Still—truth s
best—you nre ooe of the last women in
the world I should ever love. ¢ knew your
type years ago, und tired of such women us
you. . Listen one mement longer. If I had
admired, estecned, loved you, I should bate
you more, because of what you have done to
Agotho—for thut ulone—although I forgive
you, beesuse you eay you meant no harm—
for that I shall aiways like yoa less than eny
persen I know,"” . .

“Tnat i3 your real meaning and decisien ¥
she suid, calm!ly.

¢ Yes," he reptied, *“and I should like to
enforee it—to muko it o8 emphatic a8 1 can,”

<} thunk you—1 quite understand —there
is no need. I wha'l wante no time in abuse,
But [ will tell you this to your tace, Sir
Vane—yon srs the mozt dislayal, dirhouor-
able man who ever went by the nams of gen
tleman. Perhaps from this you may learn
a lesgon not to trifte with women, You have
triled with me. You eaw that I was
foclined to admire und like you, and you
enjoyed the incense cffered to your
vaaity. 1 grant that 1 was greatly to
blame in letting you know that I Inved
you. Yon wers still more to blame io ac-
cepting that love and homage. Why were
you true to one thing for once in your life?
Why did yon n»t ssy plainly that yen loved
Agaths, and Agathaonly, and that no otber
woman had any iaterest for you ¥

« It would have baen hztter, I admit,” ko
aaid.

“ You gee what it has led tn, Youled me
on until I cared encugh for you to doany-
thing which would win yuu to myself.”

¢ What did you do ¥’ he asked, curiounsly.
. She knew now that her game was lost ;
thiat naver would her hopes and dreams ke
realized. Sir V.ne wae dead to her ; but he
should never laugh at her agein ; ho shounld
tuke his punishment with him,

Tre0)

said, ‘* never. I will tell you what Idi1. I
‘wrote that letter and addressed it to myrell.”

She had expected him to grow balf-mad
with anger and indignation ; but, to her sur-
prise, he merely shrugged his sboulders con-
temptaozsly,

% To tell yon the trath, mademoieclle,” he
said, *'I more than smspected it. It was #o
entirely like yoo, and so worthy of you.
Well, you have done your worst with an
anonymons letter. It was a good shot ; and
it tonk effect-~right throusi: your rival's

hesrs. Ob, gentle, womanly hands, that
eoulld do such a deed ! Oh, rare and womarly
heart that could plan it."”

Hia lips worked nervouely, end his faco
grow livid,

4+ T gaid that if ever I fornd out thewriter
of thus letter I woull slay him. Yuu arc
not even worth my acger; but youn have mv
infinits contempt, us ne who siaky in tre
durk.”

‘¢ It seems to me that your contempt i
better aud lera dengervus than your love,'
she said, curtly.

**No vou wrote the letter? Yeun are a
cleyer woman, Valerle, and theideais worthy
of u Prench play. Wouid you mini telliry
nie haw you sccared your information, which
Ladmit to be perfectly correet? I should
reatly tiko to know.”

She told him io a few words,

His lock of spger softened into contemp-
tuous ndmiration

“ You are a clever womnn, Valerie, won-
derfully clover. I udmire your talents, 1
admire your courage ; but I wounld not ail-
viso you to excrcise tlem in this fashion
again ?

¢ ] hnve wounded you ; 1 have hurd yau ;
I hsva reached you ot lasr,” she said,

“ By & very cluinsy weapon—an ancny-
mnui letter,” he waid 1 ** the firtest iustru-
meunt for such a deed.”

Aud for geveral minutes thera was silonce
Letween them,

CHArTER XX)\VII,
A WOAIAN SCORNED,

And Valerie and Sir Vane seemed to
mensure cach other’s strength in thet one
long, silent glanca, ** The tug ef war” had
come,

s f think,” said Volerie, ** that however
greatly you may be tempted, you will never
langh at me again. 1 bave more to tell

on. ™

“You had better be careful,” said Sir
Vane; I feel someth:ng almost like murder
risiog in my heart.”

“} wish 1t weryw murder, snd you woulil
kill wo,” #uid sha: ¢ I sbeould welsome death
frem your hands.” :

] would not kill you,” ho said ; *Ithink
the heavicst punishment for you will be t»
live. \What more have you to tell me?"’

“Doly this: That I tock my letter to
your fair-faced Agatha, and 1 read it to
her, word by ward, slowly and iwmpres-
sively, 8o that she might aaderstnd it; ond
when I had finished, sho rend it word for
word, bersolf, It may mage you more pitiful
to women to know how it eifected hir-it
killed her! Jf everw amile comen to hor face
ugain, it will be mcre wendertul than the
standing still of the sun. She fell at my
feet, and she lay theve a crushed, heart.
Drokeu weman, She told mie that she would
go away from you, and never lock at your
frce aguin. Sho told me, also, that if yon
knelt to beg her to marry you, she would
net now ; so that even should you find her,
you will have no chance,”

“Ycu can leave that peit of the business
with me,” he said. *'IJ, or, rather, when 1
find her, that will be all right.”

He spoke calmly, but his tace was ag pale
as that of a corpse,

If ehe had been n man her life would not
have been worth a moment's yurchase.

“ I wasvery sorty for her,” she continued,
¢ T do not think sny woman over suifered so
much. Her face became phastly white, anl
she looked liko one who had a sword right in
in her heart, I was serry for her, but it was
highly ncceseary that she should understand
her pesition.”

How lie restrained himself he never knew;
afterward, whep he recalled this intervizw,
his one areat wondcy wae that he had nog
killzd her; it seemed to hini n miracle,

l1e made no answaor to her taunts, hut they
made him feel ag he had never fult before,

Lot this be ended now,"” he gaid, **Yon
ltave done. your worst, now go,”

“Tgo” she replied. ** Women have
- ed you, Sir Vane ; yon have rmade toys
* t.rm, and have trampted vpon them—they

'ave given you hlersings inetead of onrses, I
am of different metal, anc I intend fo take
my vengeanse, -

' You are entirely weloome to it,”” he re.
plied ; *‘ and—pardon.me if I seem flippant
—you can take as much as you like.” :

A¢1t seems :little enough now,” sho sald ;

"t Lut I-apoil your life—{ will spind mine in

watching yours, and at every turn I will

| apoll it. Ymif:ijei;zfe't;j,bnef, perhiaps, cetbain

“ You shall never laugh at me agalo,” she

words of Cungreve, 2hs poet :— ‘

w ¢ Henven has no rags iike Jove to hatred tarned,
‘Nor holi & fury like & woman soorued.’
Keep them in your mind.”, .,
++ Why should you tuke vengeanco on me b4
he satd, ¢ Itis I who am wronged.”
 You have spoiled my life, and I hnte
you fur it,”" sbecried in a tury of passion.
‘¢ My love has turned to hate—I am ull hate,
snd I bid you heware of my vengeance.”
«Tam not in tho least degree afruid of it,”
he replied ; ‘““and your manner of announc-
ing it is worthy of the stage. ‘And nuw,
mademoiseile, yoa have conlessed your in-
trigues, you bave nocused yourself, you have
denounced me, you hsave sworn vengeance,
all after the kind of a trze tragedy qucen;
add to these favora one more—leave me ia
peace."”
©]1 will, she said; *‘but, remember, the
time shall come when you shall fear my van-
geunce aud fear mo. Until then, fun_em]l. !
She wus gone—there was n3y time for
ancther ward, Hs saw the tall tigure vanich
down the broad staircase, and he went back
to his room. .
He we#s more unrerved, more mnnecttled
then ever, 2{: had psrtly suspected that
glo mled: wvu.z had something to do with
thpe & resoo-  (tter; she was more wicked
R 9 han he thought. And now he
ere gilin . . that Agatha was dead ; she
woanld be iu deapair ; sho wonld go dowa tu
the lake and theow herself in. No oze liad
seon her since tho servents suw her ot the
lake-side,

[ Dol . .
Ob, - Benven, what a- Bight !—how full ot
misfcrtune and aceident !

Ia the confusion ‘that ensued when the

atlendants hustened to unswer the bell, they
aseumed natarelly thut the yoapg girl lyicg
on the seas belunged to the purty. Agatha
was carried into the hospital and taken to a
rovmwy, and many hours elupsed before the
trutn was koowu,

The doctors examined the young count;

(t:ud formed & favoravle opinicn of him;
8
had been feared at
mudame la countees. in her delight and grati-
tude, sat there weeping happy tears, one of
the sivters came tv isquire what should bo
denv abony the young lady, who Aid not
ssein €0 be injured, but who wuy very ill. The
countesy Buill, in surprise :

pot o0 injored a8

aad when

severcly
firet ;

was

** Wae had 00 youny lady with us,” Then

he remembered the beautiful face_in the
porch,

*¢ She does not belong to us,” eaid the eoup-
tess; *¢ but I amn so grateful to Heaven tor its
mercy, that, if she be in want or innced, I
will tuke cars of her,” .

And that was bow Agatha became the

protegec of Madame la Countese Tiernay.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
TUE CRY OF AN ANGUISHED HMYART,

Madame 1 Countess Tiornuy was one of

the wealthiest und most gencrons ladses in
Paris,
couts bLeautier, and had married the Cennt
Tiernay, onz of the richest” sad celebr-ted
men in France,

She bad been one of the most famous

Her life hd been one

l‘;}f;’m‘. pretty AF““’“";._,E‘:' .‘:..i_?»?‘.gflg lovg wceme of brillisnt erjoymenc ; she
deeply. . e 1 S L g one of the most 1 ’ ¢

It was the saddest ending toa prelty ro- French sociely-rr'\‘a cx}éopuri;‘orra ql;)?:ﬂi[:f
mance. Still it was of no use mourning ove: "y s onont ofter,  While she was at
a woman who was dend ; if eho could have £/, 7, B TR ) o happiness and pro:-

besu living, snd hz could have fousd her, ail
ve'lanl good.

Fe wai pevir constant for very lonz to-
getner ; this had bLeen by far the lomjest
love of hia lifs ; now it wus over there wos
an end of it, nad it was of mo use repining.
He knew, heo had alwoys known, that if ever
this knowledge reached her she would die of
1
1t was a most nnfcrinnate businese, end he
woold have been move content to have laid
her in some green Kaglish church-yard, than
in the depths of the lake waters,

He was very deprested and unhappy for
tao or threa weeke, so much eo that he con-
sidered bhimaelf a model of constancy ; and
then be began to cheer up a little, .

He met somo Eoglish Iriends in Pariy,
and they speni some Dbleasant eveniogs
together. Quace more the love of fast
lite took hold of him; its filse glare
blinded him, and he could not believe that
he had spent g0 mony months in the solitude
of Ball-fieurs. He resolved on Jaaving I'aria,
and going home ta Eogland. There, in the
midst of the whirl in which he hud lived, he
should forget all the sovner. He was dresd-
fully grioved and sorry; but he did not foel
t ail as though his Lif-7wes finished or marred,
tar from it, He had to live it.

Sa, ofter a tew woeks, he rotorned ‘to

Garswood, und was sooi plunged int>
the midst of Dusipess, politics, sand
guyoty. Ho was even more hapisome

and ntbractive thun ever: quits ae eagesly
welecomed ; quite ag much rought efter, 1o
he mistress of (r.riweod wus £$ill the deeire
of many & fair maeiden’s hestt, Thete was
unly une thing which he could oet do, He
wueuld Bod go to the Avhey when Liord Crofe
invited him.

He nover ceased to Jove Apgatha, svd he
never ceased to prieve over ber; bat, us time
paveed, the fmpression graw less. 1% had ouly
tbeen ene of many cpisodes in hiy Lf:—ic Ld

perity hex bushand died, and the keautiful
conntess wna left with this one snn.
gove up the fashiccable world then, aod
duvolted her wkcle existence £» her aon; mnd
he, iu his turn, was oxtremcly fond and
proud of his beautiful mother,

She

They went oub tegether continually; the

young count wus fir prouder of taking
hia :
ball than of escorting the loveliess girl
in Paris,
charitable ; it was one of her favorite virtues
and occupations.
one over appealed to her for help in vain. So
that Agatha had falleninto gond hands when
she attracted the attention of Madame 1.
Countess de Tiernay.

atat:ly, handsome mother to »

Madame la Countess wau most

1t was said of her that no

The rasult of the prolonged and repeated

examinaticn of the Count was that blsinjuries
were nat fatal,
tors said it woald be better for him to remain
ut the hospital for some days at least, lest
the removal sheuld injurs him.
log at the hospital of St John was carried
on by u band of devotel sisters called '*the
Sist<:za of the Rad Crose,” a bady of noble
women, whose lives wers devoted te good
works,
uwmony them, culled Sister Avgela, was placed
in charge of he young girl tound in the old
stone pocch.
been siruck with 'Agzatha's almost engelic
beauty, and huad asked the eisters t) fiod u
nice room for her; the was no: to go into the
words where the greut body of tho patients
luy-—ashe was to e whot was called o privats
patient—to have one of the pretty rooms that
overiocked the pgardens,
cvery uttention, every comfort at madamaea’'e
eXprnse ;
medame swonid ace whnt wae to be done.
ane knew uny thivg of her—no cne had seen
ner euvrer the

wunden croaeit
siabeds stood round the bed whercen they had

Still, the moet skilful doc-

The nors-

Oane of tho kindest and sweectest

The Couniess da Ticrnay had

She was to have

she prew better,

Nu

snd  when

great stone porch where the

tix kung, Two rr three of th:

been the whole of hers.

L4 * - *

he sams cvening

Crunt de Liernay.
t.is mother, the

taat

Agatha fouud
her way to the porch of the hospital of
St. Johr—one of the fines! intiutions in
Paris.-n ssd accident huppeucd to the yourg
He was relursing with
benutiful and
C.uatess do Tiernay, froue a bally, when ther
curinge came o cellivion with a fisciu rhex
wea rapidly ériven by A man not quite schar,

lawd her ; no fairer pictire was ever peen than
this—the face, whito wud still as sculptured
morble s the loog, derk lasnes hung on the
pale chezk ; the weslth of shiniog hair lying
hke a veil aroueé her. They drow nearer
to her, theee good eisters, who sel.
don:  saw  unything  mo  fair, One
touched the white hand, so cold und
:.)ti}l——-'.hc othcrs ratsed a tress of tho golden
wir,

¢ She is Koglish,” said Sister Gertrude;
“a fajr, boeautiful Faoglisn girl; her hair

Hau could never envwer for the consequences,
for he was kilied ot onca-

The collision wes of terribla  teyee
the horses were go seriously iojured that
they had to be shot. The two beluop-
ing to the count were mnat voloshle
Toe countesy was thrown cut, but ewcbpedl
uninjured. The ccunt wes flung with vio-
lenco ngwninst the curb-stcne, and lay tbere
like one dead.

A crowd collected at once, and two gend-
armss came to the scene, I¢ was a curions
sigbt to kee that beautiful lady in her dia.
monds und mugnificent dreas knesling on the
pavemens oryiog out that her son was killad,
Ste wonld let no one raise the injured hesd
but herssit. 8he laid it oen the soft matin
tuldu af her dress.

**Find a doctor,” she cried, iz most heart.
rending tones,  ** For Heaven’s pake find a
doetur,™

A gentlemnn ia the crowd went ferward,
and anjd :

* dMadame, it might bo half sn heur
lefore a doctor could he tound and
trought bhere; the haspitel of St. Johnm
in just nround the corner; the best plan will
be to corry him thers.”

* Do you thik he is dend ? * asked th
lady.

The strapger placed his hand cn the connt's
breast,

s o is not dead, madame; hig heart ja
beating, though fuintly. He may rally if be
tiws immediste help, bat not if he waite hiere
until the deet. 1 comes--in that case he must
dio.”

“ Then, for Heaven's rake, let him he
tuken there! she said, and it was done ub
onece,

There was an instant stir in  the
crowd, A Frenchman seldom requires aek-
rg twice for help,  The door of tha curringe
was taken qujckly from the hinges : he was
Inid upon i, Ssveral siropg men came for-
ward with cfiers of help, and he was carried
guickly down the street to the hospital of S:.
Juhn,

The countess walked by his side; she
wonld potlenve him for a moment, The
nzual erowd followed. It was wnot an
uncermmon, but a meet  pictrrarque pre-
eczzgion, the wounded mian, his mother
in ol th splandor of her bail attrre, the
diamonds gleamivg in tho light of the lamps,
buer jeweled hoand clusping one of her sen's,
the crowad, ull sgape with wonder, following,

There was the deep, cld-fushioned porch,
with tho bright light sh'uing, and the grest
cracifix hanging in the hall, She vavg the
fiell, and while they wsited lor an snswer
the countess saw tho eilent figure, with its
white face and Iolded honds, lying cu the
scat, Even the etir of the crowd hed uot
arcused Agstha from the deadly sleep of
exhnusticn. The countess weui up to hor
silent figure, with ita whito face and folded
haads, lying on thoseat. Kven the stir of
the crowd liad not aronsed Agatha from the
desdly sleep of exhaustion. The countess
went up to her. .

“ pear Ileaven !’ she cried: ‘““what a
face ! —what & beantilul, angelic face! How
did this girl como here ?”

No ore knew. . :

€ Sha ie a lady,” said the countess ; *‘ and
I fens she s dying, Bring tume help ierhar.

Ciare,
most
toru and soiled we if by long wulking;
loot at the dead leaves olinging to it,
but it a2 of the finest description; ook
at thize handkerchief of the pursst laoa;
indoed, desr s:ster, the poor thing is a lady.”

Vans !

is like gold, and Ler face like n while rose.”

** Sne isvo yovop,” said Sister Clore; “and

her face-—1h, Madenns ! how hoautifal it is,
I wondac if ull the Englisk ladies are like
hor?”

** Do youthinkshe is » Jady ¥ ssked Sicter

Anns, who rather distiked snd wistrasted the
term,

Sister Clare raiged wpgain the whits hand

thet liy outside the noustirpane,

** Look, eister,” vhe eoid.

And ope glance wes enough. The beanti-

ful, soft, white hand lying there was certajnly
the band oi a lady.

** Look, too, at her Cress,” said Sister
¢ Kverything she weara is of tho
coatly description; her drees is

‘1t does not matter mueh,” said good

Sister Gertrude, ‘' whether she ia w lady oc
not; thatis the last thing we need trouble
about.
ua much, but what we can do for her?
is very ill.”

Whio or what she is docs not concern
She

¢*She looks tn me,” said Sistar Anna, **as

theugh the would never open hereyesaguio,
end then the kindly sisters drew nearer in
anxicas dread.

** May Heaven pity her,”” snid Sister Clare.

f Sarely whe will not die without o word or &
prayer,
Sister Anpa you will be the best to remasin
with her,
Reunior ak once ?”

VWe muat do pomething st once,
Sister Gertrude will you find Dr.

The sisters dispersed, each carrying away

with her o vivid rocollection ¢f the beautiful
Eoglish girl lying on what scemed to he a
hed of denth.

Then Dr, Regnier came, nnd locked aston-

irhed »% the basutiful girl.

‘% Sontething Eeerious,” he said, to Sister

Auna,

He bent down over thée pale face, he laid

his band on t e gixl’s hewrt.

‘¢ She is alive,” ho eaid; **but this is a

worse case than the young count’s.

He locked at the white face, and tried to

roise one of the white eyelids,

¢ It is the brain,” he said to himself; 1

feovad as much.”

“*Most probally, sister,” he sail aloud,

¢ thie is the swoon that often precedes »rain
{ever,
Noth'ag is knawn of bor, I suppese 2”

It will go hard wish her, poor ¢hiid !

* Nothing,” replied the eiater. ¢ W'l;wn

they earried in mensicur le coun®, she - way
frnnd jost ag you seo ber now in the porch.
‘'he Conntzea le Tiernny hos taken charge of
her, as sn act of gratitude, ske eays, fur her
son’s nlinoot mirscelous egoapa from denth,”

Suddenly the faic hend elirved, and the

boautiful eyos opencd wide with a vacans
stera.

¢ Vare ! Vane 1" she cried, and the doctor

Joolked at the aister. *' Vame! Vane !” gho
repeated, aad the doctor, looking wisely at
the sister, said :

¢ That is a namec—an English nanio—

“ It is & droll one, said the good.sinter;

“Bat these English, they are just a little
droit, do you not think wo‘!'f .

** 'Y ou are right, sister ; and now what had

‘we betterdo ¢ If we Eq’eﬁf@ﬁytﬁ .of her
atory erantecedents, jtwould guid ’

. *"Vona, Vane ! oyied the girl’j sind\the
golden head tossed Wenrily on- the white pil-
Jow, *Vins, Vane!" A
‘' Vapo is & man’s name,” ssid the dootbr,

“ Vane is cegtainly e ma’s name. Muat pro 4

bubly u luve story.”

** Vane, Vaoc!" she cried;
Sister Anna shook her head.

*¢ 1t will be long Lefore he hesrayou, oy
child,” sh= gaid ; bus Agatha only looked o
her with beseeching eyes, and uttered her
ususl ery : :

* Vane, Vape !”

‘‘ Brain fever,” said the doctor, *¢and it
will be a bad case ; but she iain good hands,
You ¢:n do nothinyg more st present thau use
ice t the head.”

‘Lhe sister tovk up the long golden hairfia
her heud, the zin:ly, loving heart shining
out of her eyes, B

*¢ I hape this will not be cut off,” she uaid,

¢ Wa will save it, if presible,” he replied.

* Yane, Vone 1 eried the gir!,

A bumiog flush mounted to her fuce
her eyes wers full of wild, burning light ;
the whitc bands beat the wir helplessly 5 the
golden head was tossed inceseantly to and
fro ; the quick, rapid cry of *¢ Vane, Vone ¢
never stopped,

¢ That will be trying,” eaid the doctor, as
the voice roached to a scream of keen die-
trers ; ‘it will be very trying f-r you,
awte:r.”

“Is is worse for her,” said the k'ndly
womuc—*¢ tyuch worse,”

Bat the ticie came when Sister Anna would
have given snything fur relief feom that ons
picrcing ory. It mever ceased ; of one time
is wout low ard teader, thsn it roue into a pro-
longed wail of despair.

As the tever grew higher, she began to $alk
abont other things, She Juy and murmnrei
somethiog of a church—at a fair-faced saint
with a palm branch—of hcr mother's grave ;
bot all ended in the cry for “* Vane,” She
must have suffered territly, tho sisters said.

* She has s fine, though delicute. conatisu.
tion, and the fight will be for dear life," the
dector said. )

The counteas herself came often to the bed-
side, and more than cnce her eyos filled wtih
tears as she lherrd {that ever pathetic cry,
** Vane, Vane !”

Then cume the time of recovery, when by
degrees the vruel mist cleared away, und
memory, more orual still, came in ita pluce,
tiood | Sieter Anoa wiil never forget the day
when the beautiful eyes lacked in her own,
and the weak voioe asked :

¢ Sister, whero atn { ¥

¢ Ia the Hospital of 8t. John, my child.
H{:‘w?n be praised thit you can speak sen.
sibiy.”

** Waere ?—in what place ™

“ Yeou;srein Paria, my dear,” answered
the pun,

** Paris ? 1 thought I lived by a lake,”
she said. ** Puris ! How did 1 coine here *’

I cannot teil you ; we fouud you in the
old stone porch.”

Slowly enough the memory ot it came back
to her.
lamp buraing. Ah ! and a crueifix hanpicg
on the wall. 8he conld see the white tace

and good..

azal  the  crowmn-thorned  head. Why
had she come there? Then she was
in 8 railway traio, traveilog by niglt
snd by day with epeid ;3 and  then
she was standing on  the terrsse, with
Valerie stun Ving bifore her, and telline her,

over und ovur eguin, that rbi had never been
marsicd, aud she was not Vand's wife.  She
remembered it ell thin, She lucked iu the
gentle face of the run.

** Sister,” she suid, “*do you think I am ill
encugh to die?”

** T hope not, my dear,” was the gentle ap.
sweor,

©On, pray for me that I may die. God
hears the prayers of goed people; proy that I
may die.”

‘* Death i not always heiter than life,”
anid the sister. *“ You differ from the last
young gir! whom I nursed.”

“Do E? In what way? she atked, in-
terasted in what the rirter was saying,

** Ab, my denr, she wus & youeg girl, -just
like you, but French—not ISnglish ; and the
French are 80 emotional, yon know—so quick,
Sho had been in great trauble, nad the dacter
eaid he thought she would die. 1n the middle
of the nitht I was sibing with her, sud T
shall aever forget how I wus startled as the
timo, A low voice broke the silence of the
night.

*+ ¢+ Sister,” she eaid, *pray Heaven that I
may not die.’

“*Why, my dear ' 1 asked,
rest and puace in death.’

¢ Thore i3 =omathing batter in life,’ rhe
said, *There is time for repentance. Pray
for me thst 1 may not die, but thut I may
live, and snffer nnd repeunt.”

“ You differ from ker, my dear.”

*“ Yes,” replied Agatha.

Bat she took the lesson %o henrt, ami
never prayod again that che might die.

The doy came, whep to the great relief of
madame, the count wus able te be curtied
home.

Agaths, too, wos recovering then, and had
become a great favorite with all the gnnd
sisters. The impreesion that her beauntiful
natural character made upon them all was so
good that noone ever suspected her. even
ever 50 faintly, of the least wrong doing,

*Thers ars

CHAPTER XXXIX.
‘1 I1AVE BEEX SINNED AGAINST.”

The Countess de Tiernay sat szlone in
her magznificent boudoeir, » room so
luxuriously furmished that it might have
been prepared for an empress. The
room was & fit shrine for the hnndsome,
ctately woman who ured it. The countess
wore n dress of rich Black velvet, trimm:d
with rara point lace ; she wore dizmend yings
on her fingers, and a dismond hroech fastened
tuo rich lace. She waa thinking deeply. She
hat received a letter thut morning from the
misters, saying that the young Bnplish girl
wss now cenvalescent, apd thss her room
wes wanted {for others. Yould madsme
let them know what was to be doze?
The reault of which was that the countese
had  writicu to ask if they wonld
send the young lady fo " her. Sae
would soon decide what was t0 ko doie,
She woa wuiting fur her now, nnd in a few
nirinutes a gervent ushered her inlo the room,

Madame lasked at her in wondering ed-
miration. She had only eeen heriwice, and
each time she wus under the iufluence of this
fever., The sisters hed ‘denoe their nest for
er 3 they had pu. cbased o plain blnck dress

aud bopnst—qyunint, old-fashioned, but they '
mude rer ook the more beautiful by eoutrast,

The tell, slender tigure, and pale, bLeant:ful
fice wero seon to preater ndvantaze than
weuld bave been the case  in apy other Cress,
Madome uoticed the air of distinetiop, the
high-bied grave, the elogence of evory atti-
gude. ] .
**Thia girl is a lady,” she snid to herself—
“n perfect lady.”
She swmiled kindly, and held out her
jaweled hand in greeting. »
] am plensed to see you, dear child,™
she said. ** Como nearer to me,” ' .
Agotha went up to her. - - - .
¢ { should like you ‘to understand,” she
said gently, *¢the source of my interest .in

you, 1 bave sa only mon, Do you kpaw

4 by sote accide

A stune porch, with a great crimson:

whit an only sen is to the mothae wh ;

him? I sdore my sou—he is tl\: a‘:_‘lc]:l:
world to mo.  Sowme time since, ay you kuow:
We were returning from a ball ‘togutier. und
1 ns.-ouy, carrivge, was aesp;

‘Jentroyed, ,und" he “wn!'..ﬁ]?ﬁosb kieii:-;ly
€ was takew . to. the -hospitil, snd by
-the prompt, kindly ekill thers displeyed, hii
lifé'wab eaved.” You, poor child, kug taken
r.fuge there the sume night, .and when I
hesrd of you I vowed, at an act of HTAL.
_tude lt_g. llg’mvez. ‘T would mnke yoq my
specisl:oare,- re you willi s i

e o you williag that thig

“You overuhelm me with gratj
madame,” she replied, with toafa ::jtu}?:‘;
eyes,

*Nay, I would not do that, denr child
You agroo io brcoms my churge—that i
wrll, Do nob think that T wish ¢ pry into
your life, or ask any questions ; there is hut
tnz I must esk, and iy heart auswers iy be-
fora my lipe speuk it. One cunnot help sec.
ing that you huve had a misfurtune of e
kind crother,  Teil too, quite frankly, kg it
be&Bl your owa fanls 9 °

Lo herself, this lindly Indy sdmitee
that it would be just usyensyll?o uccT;:tsﬂ
angel from heaven,

Aguiha looked at her with s pale,
face.

**I herdly know how to enswer your
question, msdams,”  she suid, ¢ Jow
far I am to blame in the eyes of God |
know mnot. I never had the least in o.-
t'l(.\ll of wrong in my life; bat I am afraig
thnt I am weak, credulous, aud jonoract
encugh to etund worthy of blame bafore
Heaven,” .

- Poor child 1’ said madume, thinking how
wicked any one pinst have been te take ud.
vantage of gnch inrovence as berg,

“ Very hgrd and bitter things hava been
6aid to me.” sha continued ; **'1 canmot (1
you if I deserve them, I oan only say that
of myself I would at any time prefer death to
sin ; but [ huve been sinned againat, Ma.
duae, my dezr young mother namod me
Agatha aftor the fair young sainton the oid
churah wisdow—a eaint with a halo roung
her head snd a palm branch in ber hand, und
her ntory is thir, that sbe preferred to die
rnlhexy‘)than off:nd God, I wounld do just tho
ame, -

The fuir, pure face, the tender eyes, the
aweet, sensitive lipe, the clear, vibrating
voice, all impresaed mudame,

**I helisve you,” she said ; * and I trust
you. Theguostionis atenend. Whatever
misfortune may have been, it was not, 1 am
sure, your fault, WNow yon must degide
your I'fe in your own way'; 1 leave the de.
cision with yov. You are a lady 7

I am s doctor’s daughter,” asid Agatha
Aimply, avd madume emiled. ’

** By appearance, education, and manner,
you ore evidently u lady, well quolified to
take your place in any saciety. Now I offer
you your choice. I adopt you, in grotitnde
t) Heaven. Yen will torgive my frank
epeaking if I teil you that you nre so beauti-
ful and winving, that if I irtreduce you into
seciety yeu would msrey well.

The sweet face grew just s little paler,
"Oh,_no, madante ; 1 ghall never moa Iy,
she repliect ; ““ snd yonr rank is so far abyve
misc—thut—I would ruther not.  If ynn are
goud ensuph to tuke sny ioterest in me,
malame, let me Le tsught towork, I donct
think now that I could live unless my mind
weze always coplayved.  IF I bave lenure to

taink Lsbull most surely die.”

* It shali he us vou wish,” gaid the engr.
tess,  “ What werld vou like to be 7 \Whas
would yua cinose 2—zeme | rofresion ¥

* Lshiuld like to make my life ueeful to
othery,” sho said 3 “ und 1 Jove children, 1
think, radame, if you are willing, I should
like t2 be u guvernces. )

I think it is & very eensibie decision,”
roplied mudame.

She was silent for some minutes, during
which Ayatha watched her anxiously, Then
sbhe spnke,

“ What are your qualifications, my dear
she asked, ¢ Whagcou!d you te’nchy’:"

" Music,” replied Agitnn, her fuce bright.
eping—** J underatand it well ; and French,
aod lfalian ; nud 1 thick Iam a good Eng-
lish scholar.”

* A very fair list of quelifications,” saaid
mudame, weil pleased, * Of vnorse, there
will be a difficurty about situations ar first—
yau hud better teke one with me, Come znd
stay with me us my ocumpanion for six
monthe, You oan read to me, write my
letters, play to me—lor 1 love * music.
You need not be seen—ycu can  have
t¥o roome; and when I have visitors
—which I do tbree times cach weck
--you oan always retire. Then, when
the time is over, ualess you wish to remain,
I can give you ench recommendations us will
insure you u goud sfivation snywhere,”

! How muet I thsnk you, madame ! she
oried ; ‘“my heart is full of gratitude, How
geod you are to me! What should I have
done bat for you "

*Thank Hesven, my desr child, which hss
mada me thy means of carrying it bounty to
you. Thank Heaven.” -

“ When I luy in the iittle room,” said
Agutha, ** how often have I wondered what
wonld becorme of me when Iprew well. I
did not kuow. And now you, madarce, have
tuken every chedow vi care trom my hears. I
thenk yen.”

" Wu must go into detsils now,” said mo-

tearlegs

dame.- “ Of course, yon are quite noprovid-
eii \:‘}th dress, and indeed with evergthing
eleo ?

** 1 am, indeed,” gaid Agntha,

. Msdame opened her desk, uud tovk from
it » bunk note.

* Thut will provide you with two or three

nest d_reueu, uud all that you want besides,”
ghe eaid, *‘and you may repuy s, my dear,
when you grow rich.” '
. A few more daye, and Agatha wna wtstalled
1o the juxarious mansion ot 1he Cauntess de
Tiesn-y. Mvery atlvation was paid to her.
Sha had twu very nice rooms, and she had
time for  heowadf ;. madumo waes by no
nieana  an  exscliug employor.  In time
#he Lecatoe greatly wttached to the besutifal
Eogllsb girl whose sweet face wag always &o
s?d i 6he Joved her very mwach, and the wore
time she epout with her the more she ad-
mired her, the purity of her sharsecter, the
frauk, noble eimplicity that could bardly even
comjrohend deceit or meanness in othore,
the fervent, spivitual mind ; the way. thet
seemed so matural to her of thinking more of
imuven than of earth, all charmed the coua-
Ha.

**You lika to visit tha poor.” she said te
her oue duy 5 * yomr shall Wiave carte Manche ;
there are over & hundred foamiliow wt least
thut I should like tu amsizt. You shull bo
alworer,”

Azd something of the cld light camo hack
, 1o ner when sbe wus once more of use to the
; pour. The intclerably eense of degradution
| uodor which «he bu'l suffcred cnd smurted
i seerved lermined.  Once more the swout face

d6ld its work umong vhe poor wounded hesrts,
breught sunkhine where durknoss bad long
reigned,

Tne tirst doy of her resdence in that superb
mungion the cvuntess nsked her what wus her
name, '

* There i nothing in a name,” said
madame, luughing,” *“etill I munst. have
vne for .you—yon ought to he called
* Lily," you are just like cne. Yeaterday

:whien you threw my blue shawl over your arm,
you looked §0 me:s0 exactly like one of Ra-




