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CHAITER XV.

{CONTINUED.) !

‘The sun is streaming 1nto & barvt.ful little
treakfast room openmng on s eonservatory .
with  flowers, aod o  fountam  of
eold fiah, and sll that & conservatory
shiould bave. The room itself 18 riobly papsr.
¢ and orpamented, perhaps a little too pro-
fugely, with ivory snd giiding. Two or thres
rxquisite landseapes in  water-colors adorn
the malls ; audross-solored haugings shed »
suft, warm light over the furnitore and the
mates, The former is of a light and taste-
tu} deseription—low, soft-cashioned tautsuils,
thip oane chawrs, bright colored otlomans
footstools, Bohemian glass vases filled with
flawers—everything gay, vivid, and lnxurious;
a good firs burning cheerfully on the hearth,
and & breakfast-tavle, with its snowy cloth
and bright silver belongings, give an air of
unomely comfors to the soene. The latter
cousist of four persons, who have met togeta-
er at tho morning meal every day now for
tuvsral weeks, Coustance Boverley sits at
o hiead of the table making tea ; Rupsley
and Sir Hatry, dreseed 10 wondrous shouting
appate], aro busily engaged with their break-
fusts ; and Mrs. Mimitn is relating to the
world 1n goneral hor sufferiogs from rhenma-
usin aud neuralgia, to which touching nar-
rative nobody seemato think it necessny to
pay much sttention. Ropsley breuks in ab-
ruptly by asking Miss Boeverley for another
cup of tea. e treats her with studied po-
lteness, but nover takes his cold groy oye off
Lier countenance. The girl feols that he is
watohmng ber, and it makes her shy and un-
comfortable,

* Auy news, Ropslay ?' says Sir Harry,
wbscrving the pile of tetters at his friend’s el-
bow ; * no ulicinls, I hope, to send you back
tu London.’

* Nune 85 yet, thank Heaven, Sir Harry,’
tephes his friend ; * and not tmuch in the
papers.  \We shall have war, I think.’

¢ Ub, don't say s0, Mr. Ropsley,’ obscrves
Constance, with an anxious look. * I trust
wo shinll never see anyth.ng so horrid again.’

Miss Minun remarks that ¢ occasional wars
are bunefioial, nay, neceseary for the weifare
of the Luman race, illustrating her position
by tLe familiar motaphor of thunderstroms.
Ac,; but Ropsley, who Las quite the upper-
Land of Miss Minim, breaks in upon her
tutbleasly, as bo obscrves, ¢ The funda gone
luwu & fraction, Sir Harry, I see. I think
- ue ought to sell. By the bye, I've a capital
latier from De Rohiau, at Paris. You would
like to hear what he is about, Miss Beverley,
1 am very sure.’

Cuurtance winoced aund colored. T¢ was
Lopsley's game to assert & sort of matter-of-
course teudresse on Ler part for my Hun-
garian friend, whioh he insisted on sp grada-
ily, but yet so succesefally, as to give him
«ie pover of making hier unesasy at the mon-
aon of De Roban's name. He wished to es-
tablish an influence over her, and this was
the only maunner in wbich he could do so0;
vus RRopsley was s man who only asked to
iusert the poins of the wedge, ho could trust
tamscll to do tho rest. Yet, with all his
noowledge of human nature he made this
wue great misiake, be judged of women by
tho vther halfot mankmd; so he look?d
pomtadly at Constenco ss he added, *I'll
read you what lie saye, or, perhaps, quf
{rverloy, vou would liko to soe his letter ?

1o had now Jdriven her a hittle too far, and
sho {urned round upon him. ) .

* Really, Mr. Ropsley, I don't wish to in
erfero with your correspondence. I Late tol
read other people’s letters ; and Count De
Lwhan bas &;. come such & stranger now that
1 have alooct forguiten bim.” )

Sho was augry with  herself immediately
shio hind spoken. [t secmed 80 liko tho re.
wnth of o person whe was piqued.  Ropsley
weul 1 he more than ever ¢onvinced now that
sie cared tor him.  Sir Harry, too, looked
1ip from las plate, apparently sstonished at
s duagliter's unusual vehiemence. The
it bit har lipe, and wisted she bad Leld her
t ngu-.  Rapsicy saw he bad warked up an-
thet pont i the game, . .

* Very true, soid be, witt bis quiet, well
red saule , ¢ old playfdlows and old school-

know perfectly well. Ho always was eocen-
trio as & boy—bhe 1s more so than ever, I
think, now , and I only meant that T feared
any sudden shock or violent afiliotion might
upset bis nervous system, wnd, in short—

ymay I ask you for a little more oream ?~—

end 1n total derangement. ‘The fact is,' ho
added, softo voce, to bir Harry, ‘he is as
wad as Bedlam now.’

He saw the girl's lip quiver, and her hand
shako as she gave him his cup : bat hskept
lus cold groy eyo fastenedon her. He seem.
ed fo read her most sseret thoughts, and she
feared him now~—actually feared him. Woell,
1t was always something gained. He pro.
ceedvd good-uumoredly—

¢ Do we shoot on the island to day, Sir
Harry 2 he asked of his host. * Perhaps
Miss Boverlay will come over to rurluncheon
in lier boat. How pretty you have made
$bat island, Sir Harry ; and what a pluce for
ducks about sundown I’

The 181and was & pet toy of Sir Harry's ;
ho was pleaged, as usua), with his friend's
good taste.

¢ Yas, come ovor to luncheon, Constance,’
said he. ¢ You cun manage the boat quite
well that short way.'

¢ No, tbank you, paps,’ answered Con.
stanoce, with a glance at Ropsley ; ¢ the boat
i8 ont of repair, and I had rather not run
the risk of an upset.’

¢ You used to be 80 fond of boating, Miss
Boverloy,' observed Ropsley, with his scarce-
ly perceptitle snocer. * You and Egerton
used to be always on the water. Perhaps
you don't like it without a compauion ; pray
don’t think of coming on our account. 1
quito agres with you, it makes all the differ-
ence in & water-purty.’

Conslance began to talk very fast to ber
father.

* I'll come, papa, afterall, I think,’ said
she; ¢ilis such a beautiful day! and the
boat will do very well, I dare say—and I'm
6o foud of the water, papa; aud—and I'll
g0 saud put my bonuet on nuw. I've got
$wo or threo tinngs to do 11 tho garden be-
tore I start.’

Bo she burriad from the room, but not uil
Ropaley bad presented her with & sptig of
geranium he had gathered 1n the conserva.
torv, and thanked her in a sort of mosk-
beroic speech for her kindoess 1 20 readily
acceding to his wishes.

Would he have been pleased or not, could
bo bave seen hLer :n the privacy of Ler own
apartment, wlich she bhad no sooner r.ached
than she dashed Iis gut upon the floor,
stampisg on 1t w:th her httle foot as thoueh
sho would crush 1t mto atoms, while her
bozow heaved, and birr durk eyes filled with
tears, shed she scarco knsw why 2 She had
A varue eonsolousness of humhativn, and an
undefined feslicg of alarm that she conld not
have accounted for even to herself, but which
was very uncomfortable notwithstanding.

The gentlemen put on their belts and
shooting appsaratns ; and Ropsley, with the
sneer deepening on his well-cut featarea,
whispered to lumeelf, * pour le coup, papil-
lon, 18 te tiens.

Bold ana T strolled leisurely along ; the
dog indulging in his usnal vagaries on the
way ; his master brooding and thoughtfal.
rcfleoting on the many times he bad trod the
same pathway when he was yet in ignoranos
of the fatal gecret, and how it was all over
now. My lifo was benoeforth to be a blank.
I began to speculate as I bad never npecu.
lated before, on tus objects and aims of exist-
encr. \Wuat bad I doue, I thought, that [
shonl 1 be doowed to be so miserable 2—that
1 shonld hava neither home nor relatives nor
fricnds 2—that, like the poor man whose rioh
neighbor bad flocks and herds and wvine.
Fards, I should have but my one pet lamb,
and even tbat should be taken from mo ?
Then 1 thoucht of my fsther's carecr—how I
biad becn used to look up to him a3 the im-
personation of all that was admirable and
ouviable in man. With lus personal beaaty
aud his princely air and bis popularity and
talent, 1 used to think my father must be
perfeotly bappy. Aod now to find that he
too had besn living with & wor athis beart !
But then he hiad done wrong, aod e suffered
rigl t'y, as Lo himaelf confessid, tor the sns
of bis youth. Aud I tried to thiuk myself
upjustly treated ; for of what crimes bad I
been guilty, that I should suffer too. My
short life had been bLlawmeless, orderly, aund
dutiful. Tattle evil bud I done; but even
then ny contcienco whispered—Much good
bad i loft undone. I bad hved for myself
aud my oxn sffctions : T had net tramned

naupt be oxpected to last all ane’s life.

acquaintance, Mr. Barrells, and thoapplause '
Many a bappy day bad I My overtazed musolos rofused Lo sccond ma.

of Sir Harry.

"spent there, in the enjoyment of scenery, air, { £t was hard to fail at the [ast,

exoroiss, aud sport (not that I cared much
for the latter) ; but, above all, with the
prospeot of Constance Beverley bringing us
our lunocheon, ot, at the worst, tho certainty
of seeing ber on our return to the Manor
House, How my heart ached to think it was
all gone snd past now.

I watched the smoke from the sportsmen’s
guns as it corled up into the peacuful autuinn
sky. I heard tho okeery voices of the boat.
ors, and tho tap of tbeir sticks in the coyss ;
but T could not soe a soul, and was mysslf
completely unseen., I felt I was looking on
whal bad so long been my fparadiso for the
Iast ttme, and I lost the eonsciousness of my
own identity in the dreamy abstraction with
which I regurded all around. It seemed to me
as if another had gone through tue experi-
onces of my past life, oggrather as 1f I was no
longer Vere Egerton, but one who had known
him and pitied him, and would take some
little interest 1n bim for the future, but
would probably see very little of him again.
I know not whether other men experience
suoh strange fancies, ar whether it is but the
natural effect of continned sorrow, which
stuas the mental sense, even as continued
pain numbs that of the body; but I Lave
often felt myself retracing my own nast or
speculating on my own future, almost with
-the indifference of an uniucerested spectator,
Somethiug 3o00n recalled me to myself. Bold
had the eye of a hawk, bus I saw hier befere
Bolddid; long o my dog erected his silken
ears acd slopped Iis panting breath, my
baating heart and throbbing pulses made me
feel too keenly that I was Vers Egerton
again.

She seerned to walk more slowly than
sho ueed ; the step was not so light; the
biead no longer carriedso erect, 80 hnughtily;
shie had lost tho deer-hke motion I admired
so fondly ; but oh ! how much better I loved
to seo her like tins. I watohed as a man
watchos «ll holoves for the last time. I
strove, 80 to speak, to print her image
on my krain, thers to be carried a life-long
photograph. Sbe walked slowly down to-
wards tho mere, ber head drooping, her
bands clasped before her, apparently deep,
deep in hor own thoughts. I would bave
given zll IThad in the world could I but have
known what those thouglts were. Sbe stop-
ped at the very place where once before ghe
had caressed Bold ! sho gathered a morss!
of fern and placed iv in her boson ; then she
watked on faster, like one who wakes from a
train 3f profound and not altogether happy
reflections. :

Meanwhilo I bad the greatest difficulty to
restrain mydog. Good, failhfa! Bold was
all anxiety to scour off at tirst sight of her,
and greet his old. He whined pitecusly
when I forbade him. I thought she must
have heard him ; but no, she walked quietly
on towards the water, loosed her little skiff
{rom its moorings, got into 1t, und pushed off
oa the smooth surface of the mera.

She spread tuo tiny sail, and the boat rip-
pled its way stowly through tha water. The
Little skiff was a favorite toy of Cunstance,
and I had taught her to manage it very dex-
terovdly. At tha most it wonld hold but teo
people ; and many an hour of ecstasy had I
parsed on the mere 1n ¢ ‘I'ho Quaeen Mab, as
we spritively named it, drinking in every
look and tone of my idolized companion:
poison was in the drangkt, I koew it well,
and yet I drank it to* the dregs. Now I
watched till my eyes waterad, for I should
never stecr * The Queen Mab ' again.

A shout from the shore of the isfand di-
v.rted my attention. Bir Harry had evi.
dently espied her, and war welcoming his
davghter. I inads out bis figure, and that of
Barrolls, at tho water’s edge ; whilat the ro-
port of a gun, and a shin colamn of white
smoke curling upwards fromthe copse, be-
tokoned the presence of Ropiley among the
beaters in tho covert. When I glanced again
at *The Queon Mab,’ it struck me she had

wade bat little way, though her gossamer- |

looking sail was filled by the light breeze.
She could not now be mors than a hundred
and fifty yards {rom lher moorince, whilst 1
was myself perbaps twice that distauce
from the brink of the mera. Core
stauce rises from herroat, and waves her
band above her head. Is that her voice 2
Bold hiears it too, aud starts up to listen.
The whito sail leans over. God in heaven !
i$is down! Viwnid L.kolghtning the ghastly
truth flashes through my bran ; the buat is
—al) mub.ng—vy hLoart's

. wo should sloep together for ever down thers;

the very edge. A root I cpughtatgavo way.

I could uave
saved myself had I abandoned my hold. It
was delicious to know this, and then to wind
my arm tighter round her waist, and to think

but bonest Bold grasped Ler opea wmore in
those vigorous jaws—she bore the marks of
hig teeth on ber white neck for many a day.
‘Che relisf thus afforded enabled me to make
one desperate effort, and we were saved.

Bhe fainted away when when she was
fairly on the bank ; and I was so0 exbausted
I could bat lie gasping at her aide. Bold
gave himself & vigorous shake and licked her
face. Assistauce, however, was nesr at
hand ; the accident had been witnessed from
tho island; Bir Harry and ihe
keoper bhad shoved off immediately
in their boat, and palled vigorously for the
spot. 1t was & heavy, lumbering oraft, and
they must have been too late.  Oh,
solfish heart ! Ifelt that had I not sucoeed-
ed in saving ber, I bad rather we had both
remained under those peaceful waters; bat
selfish though it may have been, was it not
ecstasy to think that I had resoned ber—
Constance Beverly, my own Constancs—from
death ? I, the ungainly, unattractive man,
for whom I used to think no woman could
over care s and she bad oalled me ¢ her
brave Vere.! Hzrs! Shecould not tnsay
that ; come what would, nothing counld rob
me of that. *‘Fortane, do thy worst;’ I
thought, in my tbrill of delight, as I recalled
thosa.words, ‘I anp happy for evermore.’
Blind! blind! Quem Deus vult perdere
vrius dementa?,

- ——

CHAPTER XVI.

PRINCESS YOCQSAL.

It was an_accomodating menags, that of
Prince and Princess Voegsal, and was car-
ried ou upon the same systom, whether they ]
were immured, as Madame la Princesse
called it, n the old ohatean near Sieben-
burgen, or disporting themselves as now, in.
the sunsbine and gaiety of her dear Paris, as
the same volatile lady was pleased to term
that very lively resort of the gay, the idle,
and the good-for nothing. It was theso.t of
menage people do not understard in Eng-
land guite 20 thoroughly as abroad ; the sys-
tem was simple enough—* live and lot live'
being in effect the motto of an jll-matched
pair, who had better never have come io-
gether, but who having dons so0, resolved to
make the best of that which each fouud to be
& bad bargain, and o see less of each other
thaa they could possibly have done had they
remained as formerly, simply an old cousin
and a young one, instead of as now, hushand
and wite.

Prince Voeqsal was the best of follows; and
tho aost sporting ot Hungarians. Time was,
* before the Revolution, mon cher'—a good
whils before it, he might bave added—that
the Prince was the handsomest man of bis
day, and not indisposed to use his personal
advantages for the captivation of the opposits
gex-  His conqueats, as he cslled them, in
France, Spain, Italy, not to iention the
fatherlan®, were, by his own account, secor &
only t Don Juan 1n the ocharming.opera
which bears the name of that- libertine ; but
lus greatest riumph was to detail, in striet
confidence, of course, how he had met with
un grand succes amongst ces belles blondes
Anglaises, whose characters he wai good
enough to take away with a sweeping liber-
ality calculated to alter a Priton’s precon-
ceiveg notions as to the propriety of those
pradish damos whora he had hitherto boen,
proud to call his counfrywomen. I cannot
sy I consider myself-bound ¢5 balievs sll an
old genmleman, or & young one either, has to
#ay on that score. Men are.given to lying, ‘
snd wornaz i6 un enigma. better let alons,
The Prince, however, clung stoutly to his
fascinations, long afler time, good living, and
field sports Liad changod him from & slim,
romantic swain, to &~ jolly, roundabout old
gentleman. He dyed lis wavustaches aud’
whiskurs, wore a belt patentsd to check cor-
pulency, aud made up for the ravages of. de-
cay by the artifices of the toilet. Ho could
ride extremely wall (for a foreigner), not in
thie break-neok style which hunting msn in
England call ¢going,’ aud which none sxcept
an Englishman ever sucoeeds in attsiniog ;
but gracefully, and like a gentlemah. He
could thoot with tho rifio or the smooth bore

‘—~indeed, this weapon had done more exec

‘gether. ‘I micsed you lsit night at

.preparations for departure..

"outd ‘accompany you.'

tor, aughing'gaily ; *if tadame would b

Lad a littlo tarnished the freshness of her
youthful beauty ; but what she had lcat in
bloum she bad gained in experience, Nobody
bad sach a figure, so round, so shapoly, of
snoh oxquisite proportions ; nobody knew go
well.how to dress that figure to the greatest
advautago. Hoer gloves ware & study ; and
as for her teet and ankles, their Derfaction
was only equalled by the generosity in whigh
they were displayed. Then what acoom.
plishments, what talenta! 8he could sing,
she could ride, ahe could waltz ; she could
plsy billiarde, smoke cigarettes, drive four
borses, shoot with & pistol, and taik senti-
meat from tho depths of & low faateuil, Like
a very Sappho. Her lovers had compared
her at different times to nearly all the hero-
ines of antiquity, except Diana. She had
been painted 1n every costumne, flattered in
evory lauguage, and slandered in every
boudoir throughout Europe for a good many
years ; and still she was bright, and fres,
and sparkling, as if Old Time too could not
rosiet her foscinations, but, like any other
elderly gentleman, gave her her own way,
and waited patiently for his turn. Thrice
happy Princees Vocqual l-—can 1% bs possible
that you, too, are bored ?

Sbe gits in her own magnificent salon,
whero onco every weak she *receives’ all
the most distinguished peonle 1n Paris. How
blooming she looks with her back to the
light, unqd ber little feot crossed upon that
low footstool. Last night she had *a recep-
tion,’ and it was gayer and more crowded
tbanusnal. Why did she feel a little dall
to-aay? Pooh !'it-was only a migraine, or
the last Fronch novel was so insufferably
stupid ; or—no, it was the want of excitement.
She could not live withont that stimulus—
excitoment she must and would have, She
had tried politics, but the strong immovable
will at the head of the Governwment hud piven
her a hint that she must put & stop to that;
and she knew Lir inflexible ocharzcter too
well to venture on tnfling with him. Sne
was tired of all ber lovers, too ; she began to
think, if her busband were only thirty year
younger, and less good-humored, he woul
be worth a dozen of thers of these moder:
adorers. That Count de Rohan, to be sure,
was & good-looking boy, and seemed utter]
fanoy free. By-the.byé, he was not at th
¢ reception’ last night, though she asked bi
herself the previous evening at ¢ the Tuiler
ies.” That was very rado; positively ab
must teach him better manners. A country
mab, foo ; it was » duty to be civil to hin
And a fresh character to study, it would b
good sport to subjugate him, Probably b
would call to-day to apologise for being 3
remigs. And she rose and jooked in th
glass at those eyes whoee power need not t
be enhanced by :ths dexterous touch
rogue ; at that long, glosty bair, and sbapel
neck and bosom, as & sporisman examine
the locks and barrels of the weapon on whic
he depends for his sucoess in the chase. Th
review was satitfactory, and Princess Voe
sal did not lovk gt all bored now. She b
hardly settled heraelf once more in & beco:
ing.attitude, ere Monsieur 1e Conte de Roba
was anpounced, and marched in, hat i
hand, with all the grace of his. nstural d
meanor, and the trank, happy air thst
‘seldom survives bovhood. Vietor was han
somer than ever, brimful of life aud apiri
utterly devoid of all conceit or affectation
and moreover, since his fathber's deatb, on
of the first noblemen of Eungaty. It was
conquest worth making.

‘1 thought yon would not go back witho
wishing me good-bye,’ sa1d the Princess, wi
Lier sweetest smile, and a-blush through b
rogue that she conld summon at commau

tion than all the ress of her:arlillery put t

réception. Why did-you rot eome?’

Vidtor blashed to. How ooald he expla
tliat & little supper-party at which eome ve
fastiniting 1adies w%‘é. wéte not of the Pr
cess's acquaintatice. assistcd, prevented bi
He stammered out soime sxcuse about lea
ing Paris immediately, and having to m

** And:you ave. .xeally going,’ said sbe, in
melancholy, pleading tone of: voice—*.goi
bick to my.dear Hungary, How I wish

“ Nothing-eonid be-esisier,’ answered Vi

ocondeacend to acoept my escort, I wou
wait ber conventence. ‘Say, Princess, wh
shall it be ?° .

¢Ah, you are now juking,’ shesaid, looki
avhim from ander ber loug eyelashes ;' y




