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“THE VILLAGE ANGEL:

Or. Agatha's Reoompense

CHAPTER LVIIL-~Continued, . -
ganghter of the Capu.
1eta could not have ‘looked fairer than :this:

Certainly the ybang

deautiful young deaghter of the Penriths on.
the the night of her birthday ball, The dress
its vesture of pearls,
suited her to admiration; she had never
looked go well; but the greatest charm of all
was the wonderful brightness .and besuty of
her face, the tenderness of the bright eyes,
the love that seemed to lie in  smbush round
the sweet, curved lips, the passion and poetry

of white .sutin, with

that had pever been 8o’ apparent as now,
Lord Kslso's eyes followed her in adm ra-
tion

benutiful woman,”

Ho was astonished, but kept his sarprise
wigely to himselt,

Well might Beatvice Penrith look happy
on her birthday. She had everything that
heaven and esrth could give her, She had
youth, beauty, wealth aud love; & beautiful
past, and a more beautiful future. She hed
ot a care or a trouble, and on the dawn of
that birthday she was certainly the hap-
pieat girl under the sun. Letters and presents
came from all her friends, but sho vafued
most that which Lord Kelso gave her—a
superb diamond ring, snd the happiest hour
of her birthday was the one she spent with
him, when he placed it on her finger, and
whispered to her of another ring he hoped to
place there soon. The world was all light
to her after that; she seamed totread on
aif. It ie pitiful to ee the waste of irue
love in this world.

Never had Penrith castle looked so per-
fect a8 on that day, The grand old kall,
which had been used ns & baopguet.
jog hall when kings visited the old
castle, was msed a8 & ball-room, insteud of

the modera room built for the purpose. It{

was of enormous length, lofty, ard beanti-
fully decorated ; no pains had becn spent in
ita decoration, tiers upen tiers of mugnificent
blossome rose round the walle, ftall palm
trees stood in golitary grandeur, fountains of
fragrons waters gave a musical ripple, the
lizh's were brillinnt—hundreds of colored
Iamps, some tnspen ied from the lefty ceil-
ing, othors idden among the green leaves.

vt iz lLke a fairy-lend,” laughed
Boateice. ' Ther: never wassuch a birthday
or such o ball. I wish it were time to bepin,
Mamma, could we not dispense with dinner,
and begia ot gp2e?’

Lord Kelse taughed,

© 1 do nut thisk your programme would
be apprecizt:d Deatrice,” be gaid. ** Yon
will i dinner o very important even! in the
Jives of most people.’

S should be o8 happy without. I would
wbotisr have a dance thah a dinner.”

As he looked at her, he wondered how
long she would be so happy—how long she
would wear the brightness on her beautiful
face-—~the same youth in her heart,

1t was a mocnlit night, and the roll of car-
riagren wne romething wonderful to heor. The
castle was & blaze ot light, the servants all in
heliday sttire. The ceremony of dining had
bern attemmpted but none uf the young people
could ent, even though it war o birthday
dinner. ‘The important hour had arrived
-when the ladies of the household had gone to
drezs.

There was & murmur of admiration when
ths beantitul young Juliet nppeared, Agatha
had been in the dressing room. IDeatrice
would not be satisfied unlees she waa there.
The pgirl lcoked as beautiful asa_dream, her
lovely face slightly fiushed with the con-
sciousaess of her own loveliness.

Just as the last finishing touch waw given
$o the dreas, there came a rap st the dressicg-
room door. A maid with a bouguet from the
earl—but such a bonquet as seemed to come
gtraight from fairy-land—and with it a
goldem boaquet-holder, set with finest pestla,

Agatha smiled when the girl bent her
Dbeantiful head and kissed the Sowers,

+ [{e is & prinzely wooer,” she said to her-
seif.

« Now my happinees is complets,’ eaid
Beatrice, ** Miss Brooke, have you seen &
perfectly happy human being before ¥*

¢ No,” rcplied Agatha,

 Then look at me now,” she continuad.
“ [ am perfectly happy. Every flower in this
bouquet—svery leaf in this Hower tells me tho
same story—my earl loves me, and ooly me,
Oa, beautiful life, aud beautifullove ! I wish
I could alwsys he nineteen, and just going to
o fancy oull{ You have promised to come
to the gallery, Miss Brooke !”

4 Yeg ; I shall be sure to come.”

Just as she wue leaving the dressing.room
she turned a laughing face to Agatha.

s Mamma js alwags o careful and thought-
fal,” she eaid. * [t occcurred to her
tbat there might possibly be =& mis-
take over the costumes—there often is
on these occasions—sand she ordered a box of
costumes from London ; they are in the red
toom, If yon should change your mind and
be tempted to come, you wilfﬁnd something
to please you, I shall look up in the gallery
for you.”

She floated away in her beauty and mag-
nificence. Agatha went ;to her room; she
did not feel inclined to go even to the
gallery, but after a little the eound of
the music reached her, then it seemed
to pase into her veins, She must go. The
gallery ran round the hall, Surely behind
some of the pillars or the statues ske could
find a place where she could see without
being seen.

CHAPTLR LIX.
HE HAD SLAIN HER, DUT SIE LOVED m.”

Agathe. had seen something during her
stay in Paris and Switzerland, but nothing
}ike this. 1% was as though the whole
glory cof the Penrith family cul-
minasted in this maggpificent entertainment.
The gallery, which ran round the whols
Iength of the room, was almost hidden trom
the view of those below by s small forest of
evergreens and eamellins, For the first few
minutes tant Agatha was in the gallery, she
whole seene was 80 novel and brilliang, that
she wns bewildered, She found & sent near
onc of the grest twisted pillars that rosofrom
the gallery to the groined roof—eo near itshe
was ahirost hidden, yet she had & perfect view
of all that was going ou below. There
were peveral pecple w the gallery—the
gteward's wife, the wives of some of the
principal temants on the cetate, who had
begged permission to see the magnificen’
sight; muny, of the household servants, with
their friende; uo that Agathe was not alene,

After o little her eyes became acens-
tomed’ to the brilliancy nnd novelty of
tna seena. Lord Penritb, in the dress of
Henry VII1, was the first she recognized ;
then Lady Penrith, looking very beautiful as
Marie Stuarb; and ofter a time she saw
Juliet, in the sheen of white satin and pearls,
locking lovely =& & dream, o ¢ision of fair
yoath and lovelinzes, .the queen of the bril-
liant jéte. She wae dancing-with some ono
vwhv' wore & - Venetiad -costume—black
vievet, ' witb & ‘mask. - -Agatha's eyes
dwelt long and delightfully oc that face ; she
never ‘tired “of ‘wavobing it-~ite beauty, its

P

+T thonght I had woed a child,” he said;
*and I have now the passionate heart of a

radisnt haj
premgions - . .
¢ Andnow,# said Agatha to herself, witha
amile, “now I thall aee the earl.” S
- 'She smiled again as she recalled the
pretty fashion in'-which Beatrice always
eaid ~ “my esrl” ' However .long she
might live, thonght Agathsa, she counld
‘never be happler than that hight, with
the love.light on her face and her fying feet
keeping time to the music, -

She looked wp and’ down the vast hall, but
she did not see. Romeo ; she knew that his
dress waa costly and handsome in the ex.
treme ; Beatrice had spoken of it, the t_ioublet
of pale velvet, elashed with white satip, the
cuffs and frills o

¢t finest point lace, with a
gleam of dinmonds half hidden, but she saw
no such dress, .

She wondered then that she bad not
been & little more curiona over his outward
appearance ; she jad never asked if he were
tall or stout, cr snything about him, She
saw some of the most curious combinations
that kistory could tell, Amy Robsart, a
lovely blonde of eighteen, waa talking to
Queen Elizabeth, Lady Jane Grey and the
Queen of Seotland were on moat intimate
terms, peasants danced with kings, queens
with friars—it was & motley, charming
gronp. Ah, there was & gleam of pale blue
velvet; & tall, stately fignre carried
the dress with royal esse and elegance—u
figure that had some strange charm for her,
He was standing—this tall, handsome ear],
with the stately manner—before & young girt
dressed as ** Snowdrop,” and certainly one of
the loveliest girls in the room, her face dainty
and delicate as her costume, The stately head
wasg bent before her+ Agathe could see that
the girl hang almost entranced on every word
that came trom his lips.
¢ He is flirting witn ber,” thought Agatha,
* What would Beatrice eay ? "

She looked to see whore Beatrice was, and
when she gazed once more at the end of the
hell, where the figure in the biue doublet had
stood, tha ear| and the Snowdrop had die.
appeared,

1n vain she searched ngain; the glenm of
rich dresses, the light of rare jewels, the
magnificent costumes of the gentlemen, the
rich, fantastic dresses of the [adies wers be.
wildering, but she did not see the blue doub-
let of the earl,

Ah, there was Snowdrop, so that he
was Dot with her, ard again Agstha,
without knowing why, feli some little sensa-
tion of relief,

“\Why should I be so interested?’ she
asked herself, wonderingly. *‘I suppose it is
beeaure I love Beatrice Bo much,”

There was Beatrice leading a quadrille
dance ; opposite her stood a Venetisn lady
in a superb dress of blackand gold, in the
same square sfood pretty Kose Aylmer, a
brunette, in a pale rose colored dress to re-
present sunrise.

Ammtha wos charmed with the bright,
vivid coloring of this group; iU was, she
thought, the beet in the room aad the music
was Bo beautiful, it crept like wine
through her veins, and made her lozg
ta go down end join the dancers,
She could hear the murmur of admira.
tion from the peoplein in the gallery. and
the light laughter and voices from below,
mingled with the music, and made one.

 Ah, merciful Heaven 1 what was thet 2"
She fell back on her sent, white, trembling,
with the pain of death in heart. What was
it "

it ?

The quadrille wns finished ; white and
blue, rose-color, gold and black, seemed all
to mingle for one momens, then Hoat aiway.

of Baatrice ; she aaw Beatrice turn with a
bright smile to welcome her lover; she saw
him bend hia stately head and whisper
words that brought the loveliest bloom to her
face. 'Then suddenly he turped hia head,
and she saw the face of Yane Carlyon.

Oh, merciful Heaven ! it could not be.
Thick, cold drops of anguish rose to her
brow ; it wss as though a hand of cold
iron had seized her heart and held it still.
Then, when the chill and the palior of death
had gone from her, she looked sgain. He
had taken Beatrice half way down the room,
and they were sitting together in a pretty
little alcove formed by a group of large
cameliag, With difficulty she repressed the
cry that arose to her lips ; she lefs her seat,
and clupg with trembling hapds to the rail-
ing of the gallery.
“[ am mad !” she said to herself—I am
mad ! My eyes have played me
falee; they have deceived me, That
caunot be Vane, my lover, who Iis,
before Heaven, my husband; it could not
pe!" She etood there, her beautiful face
white with anguish, her oyes full of terrified
wouder, her whole frame trembling like &
leaf in the wind, ¢ Oh, Heaven, be pitiful
to me ! ” she cried; ** let me see aright; teke
the veil from my eyee—let me see ! ~

It was Vspe's face, Could she ever forget
the proud, patrician beauty--the charm of
the dark, straight brows—the €ire, passion,
and tenderness of the eyes? Could she ever
forget the beauty of the mouth that could
atter words at onos 50 sweet and so falee?
She knew the very attifude. How many
thousand times had he bent over her with
the same air of deference and homage--with
that same courteous grace and tenderneas?

A bitter senee of desolation and aoguish
gwept over her, Ah. Vane, ro well beloved !
ah, beautiful young lover, who had wooed
her with such passionate wooing ! She could
have stretched ont her handa to him with a
He had slain her—

great, bitter cry., ]
the loving heart, the pure conscience,
the angelic innocence, _the fair name

that had been held in repute as the
pame of n saint, He had destroyed all
that—he had slain her; but she was a
woman, and she loved him. Her heart rose
to her lips in a long, low moan, drowned by
the clash of music,

¢t Vane |” she could not help the cry, but
po one heard it ; that brilliant ball-rcom was
not the place for a tragedy, ‘* Vane !” and
this time the word came like a wail from

her lips, The last time she saw
bim he had hold her in his arms,
clasped her to his  heart, he had
kissed her & hondred times, he had

whispered sweetest words to her, and now—
the same looks, the same words were for an-
other—and vet not the same, The Vane who
had looked in her face and kissed her as he
murmured sweetest words to her had no
shadow in his eyes, no deep lines of care on
his brow as this Vane had—no shadew inthe
brightness of his smile. Thizs Vane was
handsome, brillisnt, courtecus; but he did
pot loolks happy, even with that lovely young
girl by hia side—not happy. .

Ah no; there were lines of pain on his
face, there were deep shadows in his eyes, he
wat not the Vane who cnrried tbe light of
fresh young morning in his face in the honnie
wooda of Whitecroft ; he was changed, sod
ane sew that some great sorrow had changed
wim. ‘¢ 1t cennot be Vaps!” How idly she
wos dreamipg !—it could but be a striking
rasemblance. She had often read of such.
How could Vane Csrlyon boe the BEarl of
Kelso? :

¢ My eorl!”

against her brain, to rush with the rush of a
mighty river through her ears. My ear] !”
Great - Heaven ! whose was he, . the haud-
some kingly mon sitting there by the ride of
the beautifol young flancee 7 .

Now, let her calm ber trombling nerver,

ppblﬁ,e;u;iti constant change of ex-

She saw the doublet of blue velvet by theside {.

The worda seemed to beat

[ and atill the throbbing pulse and the madly
beating heart ; she could not think while she
wagin that fever of agitation ; she #ab down
‘again and tried to:think—tried to drive the
mist from her eyea,

« Help me, oh, Heaven, to wee clearly 1"
she cried again—** take the mist fcom my
eyes,” .
" The music seemed to son
the lighta grew dim, a sense of intolerable
-Jangnisk and faintness came over her, from
which, with difficulty, she roused herself.

Then by degrees a great crlm came to her
—there was so much at stake. Not life—
sbmething dearer than life. Her senses grew
calm and olear ; still her eyes never left for
one moment the proud face of the handsome
earl. He had alain the best part of her, he
had blighted her life, he had spoiled thie
world, and had almost closed the gates
of Heaven against her—for that she
muat hate him; but she nad given ker
“hontt to him; she could recall hia love,
his caresses, bis passionate worship of her-
pelf—and for that she must love him. She
remembered how swest his whispered words
were, how sweet his csresses. Life had
never held anything sweeter than his love,

She longed with the pastionate longing of
& woman'a heart to hear his voice cnce more,
to be near him, to feel the clasp of
his handr, the touch of his lips,
And then she remembered it had all
been folse, he had deceived her; his
love for her had been a mock love, his mar-
riage a mock marriage, ‘Ihe young, beauti-
ful, bigh born girl by his side was to_be his
wife, not she, and again from her white lips
come a low moan that wus drswned in the
sweet, clashing music,

nd from afar off,

CHAPTER LX.

4 AS THOUGH SOME GREAT WEIGHT WERE ON
#is MIND.”’

They were gone, the earl and Beatrice ;
Agatha had closed her eyes for one moment
to kesp back the hot,emarting tears,and when
she opened them again the alcove was empty;
they were gone, and the vast hall was filled
with the ¢ long drawn-out sweetness” of
a dreasmy Germna waliz, so sweet, yet 8o
snd, it seemed that one must dance with
tears, Sihe bent over the carved rail, and
then saw them. They were waltziog together,
the handsomest pair in that room—he 2o tall
and stately, and she so fair and graceful—
the blue velvet and the white eatie, the dark
head and fair face presenting such a contrast
-—n contrast that was yet all beautifel har-

mony;

A" fierce poin stabbed the gentle
eart ; che had borpe much, tut she
conld not Dbear %o see his arms round
Beatrice—to see his eyes bent on  her
with admiring love——to see his face touching
her hsir. She had talked of j:alousy—she
knew not what it was. That wus her place—
had been her place—had been her place for
years—and 1o one should take it from her,
¢ Vane, Vaoe I”

But the sweet, sad mugic drowned the
sweet, sad cry,

Then slowly and by degrees the
thought ot it all came over her. How
could ske stand by in silence and Bce
this innocent, loving-hearted girl sacrificed
—how conld she allow this marriage 20 goon?
If there was any truth, any justice, he was
her husband ; and if he were no%, then he
wus so atainad and shamed by his sin, he wes
unworthy the love of & pure-minded girl. Aa
shesatthere, watchingthedancers,shethought
of ull she had heard of Liord Kelso, of all that
Beatrice had told her.

7t T had had my senscs I should have
suspected it before,” she 8aid to her-
gelf; “it was my hair he carried in
the locket. I remember the day he cut
it off and placed it there, My hair, though
the gold is dimmed now; and he sald that he
bad lost something from his life. It was I
whom he had loat—then he loves me and re-
members still. When Beatrice played my
favorite sirs to him, she found tears in his
“eyes—they wers for me—for mo ! It is Vane

ber,
only too pleased $o find her there,

1 must -ses him ! I ‘muast speak to
him, or X shall die!” she said to herself,

In after days it seemed to her like a dream.
She orozsed the hall, and went to the alcove,
where she had seen the earl and Beatsice.
It wan o quiet spot that no one would be
‘tikely to invade. Noons gave mnch attention
to the dark figure, and she, with her whole
soul in her eyes, watched for the pair. There
was Beatrice seated near a pretty fountain,
and the handsome earl standing by her side,
He had juat bronght ber an ice, and, with an
amueed smile, he stood by her side while she
ate it,
~Near the aloove were seated two young
lovgru. and they were compelled to raise
their voices becanse the music drowned most
other sounds. Agstha was compelled to hear
what they said,

** Look at that picture by the fountain !”
said the boy lover, * How beauntiful Beatrice
Penrith is 1"

¢ The earl is handsome, in his fashion,”
said the lady ; then they laughed,

‘ How he loves her !” continued the hoy-
Love,l;; his face brightens when he looks at

er.

** How ahe loves him !’ laughed the lady.
¢ 1f ever u girl carried her heart in her eyes,
it is Beatrice Penrith.”

Ah, jealous horrible pain that seemed
to tear her heart! What did they koow

|

1f they wanted to know what real love was,
they should have seen him with her. She
could not bear it. Of course sho kpew that
he wonld marry Beatrice-—Beatrice was to
be his wife ; but that waa no reascn why she
ghould sit -there and hear them discusged.
She rose from her seat and walked away.

“\Who is that 2 asked the boy-lover.

1 do unot know,” answered the lady,
¢t She looks very proud and very haughty,
but her dress is not much,”

And Agatha thought to herself that it was
very possible to look both proud and haughty
with a sword piercing an aching hear§.

Sha went over to that purt of #he hall
where the lovers were ; gome strange, subtle
fascination drew her near him. The group
round the fountain was a large one now ; she
could ferm one of it withous atiracting any
wttention,

At last she was pear him, so ncar that
if she had held out her urm she must
bave touched him. She forgot Reutrice,
she forgot the whole world—she ouly
remembered him, the dear, fumilinr presence,
In her heart she cried aloud to him to turn
once ard look at her, to apesk w word %2 her,
and let her die.

' How weak, how foolish, how wicked I
om 1 ghe said to herseli, * Why should 1
care 7 He deceived and betrayed me !

The dear, familiar face, and she was so
near it. She remembered how she used to
smosth those dark eyebrows with her fingers,
and he declared that the very action sent
him to sleep ; the cluster of dark hair on his
brow ; the clear brown tint of the handsome
face ; the half-laughiog, balf-mocking emils
that curled the beautiful mouth—a smile for
which she always scolded him, telling him it
meant nothing, it had no character, She
thought of this now a8 she stood near him,
but he had no cyey, no thought save for
Beatrice,

Once more the notes of a beautiful, inspirit-
ing waltz were heard, and the group dis-
persed. Some one came to claim Beatrice,
and Agatha saw that the earl was uuwilling
tolet her go. She drew back to same little
distanco—not that she feared he would re-
cognize her, but that it was retter to be on
the enfe ride. e stood alene for a few
minutes—he never even saw the dark
figure ; but Agatha noticed that when he was
alone his face changed, the light webt entof
it, an expreasion of deep melanchcly cams
over it,

¢ He is not happy,” thought Agatha, as
she watched him, ¢ That isnot the facz of a
happy man.”

Ho sighed deeply, as though some great
weight were on his mind, and then two or
Yhree gentlemen camo up to where he was

—there can bs no doubt, no more uncertainty
—it is Vuane, and I ought to have known it
before; but how comes he to be Lord
Kelgo 1"
She saw the earl and Beatrice croesing the
nall, and the jealous pain deepened.

+T must see him and speak to him,” she
gaid to hereelf, “‘or I shall die!”

Suddenly she remembered what Beatrico
had eaid about the box of costumes from
London, in the “red-room.” She could put
one on, and in the crowd no one would think
of her or recognize her.  Her henars heat fast
a% the thought ; no harm conld come of it,
for Lady Penrith had urged her to be there.
She would go, she would epeak
to him worda of solemn warning, He should
not recognize her, he should never know who
she was ; but she would say sach worda to
him as would make him pause and think,

She burried to the ¢ red room.” s largs
bedroom in the western wing of the cratle.
There Lady Penrith’s thoughtful kindness
had prepared everything requisite for the use
of any hapless lady who might be disap-
pointed by the non.arrival of her costuma,
There was powder for the face and hair,
rouge, overything requisite for the tilet,
The box of costumes had been unfastened,
and some of them wera laid, ready for
use, on the bed, She took up the first
that ceme to her hand, snd then she saw
that Lady Penrith had aleo left two or three
black masks ; many of the dancers had worn
masks, Agaths was relieved when she saw
them; there would not be the least foor now;
she could speak to him and ho would never
know her.

Hastily, with burning hands and beat-
ing hoart, she arrayed hereelf, despite]
the anguish, pein snd dismay,  She
turned, like a true woman, %o the
glase, and there she stood for a few minutes
like one rooted to the ground. She saw in
the mirror one of the most beautiful vomen
in the world—a fair quneenly blonan,  Of late
vears she had in a great messirs fuegotten
her own beauty—the charm of is was gine;
she had vever thought of it except wa s
barrier to a good situation; she had
lived so long awny from the gay world
that she had forgotton she was beanti.
fnl, and she stood now looking into that
mirror with the utmst wonder and
surprise. The dress she had chosen without
looking at it, was » Venctian costume, with
rich, hanging sleeves, and square cutb nack.
It was made of rich dark-blue velvet, and
coverad with seed pearls. It fitted her to
perfection, and she looked so besutiful in it
that she dare not go down atairs—her white
neck and white arme, with their rare
perfection of shape aod ocolor, must,
ghe knew, attract attention. I[f she had
gonc down ae she was, she would have
boen by far the most beautiful woeman pre-
sent ; Bestrice by ber side would have been
as a star before the sun.

She dare not go. She had seen enough of
the world to know that men will follow and
admire » beautiful woman whether she shuns
‘them or not, Thon she bethought herself:
‘that she might cover the white neck and
srma, fold a black lace shawl in pictoresgue
fashion over them, which shie did, und .fixing
u maek, svch as the dancers wore, over her
face, she made her way to the ball-room.

Her heart bent, yet she know she had noth.
ing to fear, If Lady Penrith or Bestricesaw

standing.
¢ Alone !” cried one, '
 VWhat & success the ball is!” said an-
other; **but how melancholy you look—
more like a rejected than an accepted lover.”
I know what i the matter with me,’
said Lord Kelso ; ** I want a cigar.”

“Well,” anid one of his friends, ** I would
not leave ths ball-room with so many pretty
faces in it for all the cigars in Europe.”

“T would,” gaid the earl.
How well she remembored. He had
always - cared 80 much about his cigar;
he to!d her once that neither hall, purty,
opera, nor anything else pleased hin when
he could not smoke hia cigar. She kuew
that he had a fashion of going out every
evening for five or ten "minwtes, for, accord-
ing to his tueory, the only place in which one
could smoke to perfection was is the open
air, ;
Her heari pave one preat beat. I1f he
went now, she could follow kim—spesk
to him—warn hin—and he would nnt
find out who it wae, So she watched
him stendily, snd abt last, when he
thought himself uonoticed, she stole out
quistiy, snd she knew that he had gone
hoping for ten miautes’ happinsss with a

good cigar. :
CHAPTER XLI.
A SOLEMN WARNING.

There was nDever & gcepe Imore
dramatic, The night was warm, the
air full of perfume; there was a great
hush over the trees and flowers, the sky
was blue and studded with golden stars, the
moon #hone brightly, and threw strange
shadows ou the grasa, A long white terrace
rose slong the wholairont of the house, marble
. steps led to a gecond terrace, & white marble
biluateade went the whole length of it, and
that balustrsde wag, in summer, covered
with pagsien flowers avd roees; oven now,
tais  warm  September, suverb fuchsias
Hung their DLeautiful heiwds over the
white matrble, sndl made the fairest
pictare ever seen, Leaning over tho balns.
trade, crushing the purple and crimson  blos-
soms, ono had a lovely view of the landscape,
of the gardens, with their countless variety of
blooms, of the bruad, beautiful river, and of
the deep green woods beyond.

Tonight the maeon shone over all—
the river was like a broad band of sil-
ver, the trees stood out clear nand dis-
tinct. It was o picturo to ses the hand-
somo earl with the moon shining on his
dark face and picturesque dress; he losked »
very Romeo as he leaned over the orimson
fuchsias end watched the rush of the river,
the blue rings of smoke rising from his cigar.
His dark handsome face was thoughtlul and
sad—who shall say what voices came to him
in the silcnce of the night?—what ories he
heard in the river ?—what repronches were
written for him in the moonlight skies ?

An uneasy thought came to him fhe ; had
wizhed he could Mve hig life over agsin ;
then, with.n toss of his handsome henad, he
threw all such thoughts away—of
wero they ?

A shadow falls over the graes, a tall, dark
figure creeps noiselessly 1ip to him, a woman
whose dress of dark looks black in the moon-
light, and who is hidden with tke fanoifui
mask. '

Sha goes up to him, and the sound of her’
footatep i not heard, She. stops for ome

they wﬁuld sy n_dthi'ng; they would be

of him? Why should they discuss bim?|

what use |
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moment to look at the bex_fdigé}ﬁguré and'the
dark, handsome tace that'looks’so sad- in the
moonlight ; then, going up to.'bim with
swift, nolacless tread, she takes auddenly,
from her dresa a lace. handkerchief :and®
‘throwa it rosnd his eyes, catching it In a
kuot behind, Before he haa timé to apeak or
look ronnd, it in"done, - - oo

¢ Ah, Beatrice,’ be says, *I know that
is yon, but you need not blindfold my .eyes ;
I can'see you even when they are shut.”

1Tt is not Beatrice,” whispered a low, sad
voice. **Itisa stranger,”

He started and raised his hand to remove
the handkerchief, but she, quick aslightning,
restrained him,’

¥ No,” sheeaid ; * you are taken fairly
captive ; you are bound in honor to stand
there—blind—until I have spoken, then I
will restore your sight,”

“ A mazquerade,” he cried, laughingly ;
¢ remember, I am Romeo,”

** You are a caricature of Romea—he hed
but one love.”

*This is a game of forfeits,” he said.
¢ How many have I ?”

* You know hest,” said the sad, quiet
voice ; * you have never been constant to
any one yet. I am not Beatrice, but 1
know her, and I know you. I know that she
ie young and beautifnl, and worthy of a bet-
ter fute than to be tied for life to a man whe
thiaks so lightly of all women, and who be-
lieves in nons-” .

** This is getting eerious,” said the earl,
and his light laughter died awayon the night
133 o )

<[ am speaking sericusly,” she aaid.
* 7T'his is the kind of night on which a man's
heart lies open before God. I ask you, is
yours & fit life to be one with the life of thst
pure, invocent girl, who thinks you a hero,”

*¢ Perhaps not,” he answered.

L Perhaps not,” she repeated. **Youn know
it iz not. Some men are content if they take
the life of the body ; you and such as you
take the life of a soul.  How many Jost souls
owe their ruin to you ?—and how imany
women owe to you a broken heart and a
ruined home ! How shall you sum up the
woe and mitery you have caused just be-
cause Heuven created you with o handsome
face. If good deeds bear men to heaven,
where will bad deeds lead you ¥

¢¢ This is a strange entertainment for a
fancy ball,” he cried.” * Who are you whe
geem to know so much about me 2"

*¢ That does not matter. 1 have beean
watching that yeung airl’s face to-night untit
my heart grew hot with indignation, know-
ing what I know of youo.”

“ Who are you?' he repeated. ¢ Of
course, a8 you have bandaged my eyes, and
you are a lady, I must not attempt to see.
Are you some one who has ever been kind
encagh to care just a little about me 2"

] am one who knows apd’ admires
Beatrice Penrith, and who knows you, and
1 think that to make her innocent life one
with yours, stained with sin, iz a zrime—
a foul and shameful deed. { warn you.

ou do mot love her, you know you do
not—-"

¢ That is going too far, my dear incogaita,”
he eaid, laughingly.

 No, it is not; it is perfectly true. For s
bad man, you have wonderfully good taste;
you like simple and iorocent girls—they are
g0 easily deceived.”

% You koow me well enough,” he said ;
¢ that is certain,”

¢ X would have you to pause and think,’;
she gaid. ** This is a nignt on which a msn
may bare his Leart before Heaven and hie
own sins., Acsk yourself if you know of no
reason why you should fear to mar thix
young and innocent life, How many oathe
and vows have you made to others? How
many lives lie between yoa and her 2’

s ¥ am no worsge than other men,” he said,
sullenly,

#“Shame on $he other men,” she ssid.
¢ 1 should be sorry to think they were like

YO“.“

* YWhatdo you know of me that is sobad
he asked, after a time,

* Ah,if I could tell you the picturces that in
my mind I seel D> you think a woman
made homeless ani friendless through you
hae never cursed you with her dying breath ?
Do you think that for love of vou acd hate of
you mixed, no woman has never sppealed to
Heaven agsinst you, and cried ous for its
judgment upon you ¥’

**\Women do these things for trifl:s,” he
sneered,

“ Men often give to crimea the name of
trill:s,” she replied. ** But there comes u
reckoning day, Lord Kelso—oue will come
for you, I would rather b » murderer, my
liands reeking hot with human bised, than
you, with thoee lost souls on your hards.
They will cry to Heaven for.vengean:e
sepinet you ; when you waunt mercy for your
solf, they will ask what merzy you showed
them ; when you stand at the bar of judg
ment, they will cry out agaiost you. Is yours
& soul to matz with the white soul of an inao-
cent girl 2

He shrank back trembling.

% Who, ia the name of Heaven, sra you,”
he asked, ** that you dare say such things to
me 1"

“Take warning,’® she eaid. ** You will
never know who 1 am ; it does not matter.
I could nooner see a white dove in the talons
of an eagle, than a girl like Beatrice Penrith
merried to a man like you.” '

« 1 shall do my best to make her happy,”
he said,

“Happy ! she repented, with scorn.
“ How can you either be happy or make any
one else happy., Vou cannet have a good
conscience.”’

“You are a very piain-epoken person,
whoever you may be,” said the earl; *¢ por-
haps you mean well. I have not bzen quite
all that [ should be--I acknowladg it ; and,
strange to say, I was thinking to-night, asl
atoed watchiog tho moon on the river, that it
I had my life to live over nunin, I would do
different—I would, indeed.”

His woice startled hor ; hor heart seemed
to leave her and cling to bim. Great Heaven,
how she loved him ! She knew that he was
wicked, yet she loved him, and could not
help horself.

* Do tell me one thing,” he said, “‘Is it
from interestin me, or in Heatrice, that you
have sought me to tell me this ?"

¢ [n Beatrice,” ahe replied, faintly.

‘¢ Thoen be happy about Beatrice,” he said,
¢ I will respect her youth and janocence; I
will malce her happy. | She loves me, and she
shail never hear one word of the past, which
I own is pot what it ought to have been.
Does that promise coatent you?”

She mado no answer, but after a fow min-
utss she whiapered to him:

¢ Aa you stand in the presence of Heuven,
Lord Kelso, is there no other reason why you
should not marry Beatrice?”

I know of none,” he replied brieflly,

+¢ 3 tthere no onz living who hay a olaim
upon you?”’ '

* No~—no one living,” he replied.
was one, butshe is dead,”

““Dond ! she repeated,

“ Yes, dead. 1t is evident to me that you
have heard aome of the msany storjea told of
my pust life. Some of tham ara true, and
some are false, Thoere is one who, if she had-
been living, would have had .a claim on me ;
bat she ia dead.”

¢ There

herself, I will never undeceive him,” :
¢ Beware 1” sho &aid, gently ¢ ' the time

¢ Ho thinks I am dead,” said -Agatha to.|

ec—

Y
atone—do not ::

comes when the life of every.
have time to repenmt m?lry o
glnftI it.” 1 :
wish I knew who yoa are,’ 3
;; 3!0 ':ggr;e. iékyou forbig me, :I'cn::ots‘ ;-i
v is handker : ike tu
Gonommg 1o q#hf, but L lhonm like to
‘_ ‘f'l"here Was 1o snewer,
¥ May1 7 repeated Lord Kelso, |
‘Avg_ntﬁl n? answer,
.. With a low,-bsflled cory, he i
his face, snd hehold 1 nhyo. wut;x;:elt—gf;gm
snd he had- not even seen the color of by’
dress or caught one glimpse of her iuceer
gone, and he never heard her footsteps -
: _For a few minutes he was scared am'i half
frightened; it was surely no enzthly visitang
hethought. Who oould she be %+~where wq.
she gone?—she who koow 80 much sbout hi::-
and what, he wondered, did she know ? Syre.
ly it was rot the old story about Lady Di_e;
That was, of course, bad, but. other men
had done the seme thing, She conld no!:
ll:lm;:v anyltl::lng a:)l:mt Agatha—that was the
0st cruael blow, the worst
knew snythiog of it, oforss bubno oze
Suddenly he remembered the handke
and laughed to himself with exaitation.

** She has forgotten that,” he eaid to hip
ael{i f;‘Now I shatl\l find her out.” N
e flung away his cigar with impatie
and looked at his prize.L' There was T:l:::jf
of any kind upon it—it was a plain square‘o"f
finest combric, with a deep border of fine
lace, dIf he h:l? :LL!: khnown it, it wos one of
many dozens that he ha -
mat }:xeraelf. d purchased for Aga.

. %I may trace her by i,” he gaid, ag}

placed it in the poczet of hi ? tand

placed it in the e fhis coublet; %ang
He did not finish the words,

CHAPTER LXI2,

THE WHISPERING VOICE.

Puzzled and bewildered, the earl made his
way bgck to the ball-room ; the cigar und the -
moonlight had loet their aitraction for him
Who could this be—this mysterious lady wio
seemed to know so much abyut him, wﬁu
could speak to him of his past life with such
clearness, who cvidently knevw oll that nad
befallen him-——hia history, his folifes? Rut
who could she be? Hs would go back to the
ball-room, and see if by the conscious lock of
any lady thers preaeat he could maxe uut
which or wko it was.

It had ecur:d and startled hira more than
he cored to own. He had never thougnt of
himself ss a wicked man; he knew thut he
had been guildy ¢f greas follies, that were in
themselves almos$ crimes; but then he had
Dot mesnt them a8 euch, nor had he in his
own miad ever given them that name; Lut
to find that some cne else gave o his
career a term that characterized 1t as crimi
nal, to fitd that he wus looked upon as a
wicked msn, and thrt there were people
who rose in hot rebellion aguinet the notion
that he should liok his life with the pure and
spotless one of that young girl, riruck nimas
nothing had ever dons before. For the firat
time in his loog life he began to think,

*¢ After all,” hesaid to himsel, “ I have
done no worse than other men. I ux
sure that Crawford in the Guards, acd Tem-
pleton, and half a dezen others whom [ could
name, have been snd are worss thanl; yet
no ore calls them wicked men—the worid
speaks of them as jolly fellows, who have
sown their wild cats,”

And he began to wonder it there were two
ways of thinking, two kinds of judgment
—one in the light of this word
and one ip the light of the next
Ifit were so, if he hud to go througn
that—the keen, rico:ous scrutiny of a judge
—he did col koow whet woild becone of
him,

‘* These are no$ very pleasant tioughts for
a fancy ball,” he said to himself, trying tc
fling dull care away,

Bot when the voice of conscience ip first
roused, it is not to ewsily silenced. Lord
Keleo had lived a life of pleasure ; he

rchief,

had never troabled nimeelf in  the
least aboat religioa or appearances—he
never stopped to count the cost of

a plensure either to himeelf o: o:hers;
and row he was told, in pla'n Jaaguage, that
these plensures were sa muay ropes draggisg
him downward. The rich, clear music rose
a.nd_ fell, but far above it sounded that whis-
pering voice, telling him that at the great
bar of judgment he must meet those whom
he bai injured.

Qi course he flattered himeelf
all noneense; but, oh,
were true-—if he had to wmeet those ta
whom he had been pitiless, whom he
bal dragged down from huppy homes, fair
lives, into shameless raint VWhat if lady
D——, the baaatiful woman who Fal given
up husbaod, children, and averything life
bulda dear—what i she confroated him, and
asked fov jastice ! Fair youny faceaappealed
to him, (irent tteaven ! if he could live over
again thie should never be. And one face,
fairer than all others, swnet and tender,
framed in golden huir that was like a
halo round i%, came to him from the
depthe of silent water— Agatha, whom he had
loved bast, deceived most, and most cruelly
betraysd. Ah, well, he know this—ai0 sure was
he of her love—that she would never re-
proach him ; others might, never Agaths,

_**Why did I oot marry her 3 he asked
himself. ‘* By this time she would have-
made » good man of me,”

Then he cama to the conclusion that he

it wus
Hoaven ! jf it

must shake off these thoughts, Of what
avail to be a "great earl, to have
greater wealth than he Lknaw how to

spend, to be handsome, and honored, and
flattered, if conscience were allowed to sting,
reproach, and torture him as ic did an ordj-
pary man ? It wae atrange, but no thought
of Beatrice oame to him in tha% hour;.

and he, the brave earl, who had
never faltered, stood for a few min-
utea before the entramce to the hall

room with 1 beating heort; actuslly hesi-
tating whether he should go in or not, be-
cauge some 016 in the room knew nll about
him, apd could - give the who'e & o-y of his
career,

4“1t must besome woman wiom I have
flicted with, or, what i wore pruosble, whe

| nas flirted with mo.”

He went in. It seemed like & drenm:
everything was just the came—the
dancers, the wmusie, the flowers.  There
was  the same laughing, j-uting, and
flirting, but powhere did ho sos acy vne look-
ing at him with o coascions face,

How bright and fair, snd careless the
faces of the women ! Some lecked at him
w.lth bright, some with carcless smiles, tome
with aimiration, and some with a feeling
thab v.at1 even warmer ; but nowhere did he
aeo‘tha taze o the woman hkely $o bhave
gpoisen to him of the Grent Day of Judginent.
Was this o dvesm, aod was thab ball-hour
under tho cold light of the moon, with the
great boughs of fuchsia hanging round
him, and that low veice in his car—was thub
a dream? DEoth oould not be real; it wue
like going from this world to snnther' Ah,
well, there was the palo beautiful ¢ Snow
drop,” to whom he was engaged -for the
*¢ Lancers,” evidently Inolking out for him-—a
welgome distraction. Now he shoul , per
haps, forget those bitter words, - '

He hastened to hér, She looked up in his
faoe and ehrank back, half-frightened, *

¢ Are you ill, Lord ‘Kelso ¥ she askod.
““You look ag though you had seen & ghost.”
*** Ihelieve I'hove "B2en” onn,” ho replied.
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