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CHAPTER XI.

+ Now, look ye, ts not thisan bigh tolly?
Who may 1ot bo a fcol, i but he loveT”

The musioc of the last new waltz is sob-
bing and sighing through the rooms ; lightly
hearss, as woll as feet ?lnd hesds) are danc-
ing. The marquis, bland, and 2 trifio more
juvenile ttan over, is atill (Freeﬁn% bis

outs with all tho fervor that di=linguished

m an hoar agone. Lady Clontarf, stand-
ing beside bim, is quite overshadowed by
his magoanimous smule.

“Truly, he is & graud old man*” says Mr.
Browne, regarding him with unstinted ad-
muiration from afar. ¢ Still,”—rccollecting
himself, and letting bis ardor cool with s
rapidity quite etartling—¢ what is he when
placed “in camparison with our grand old
woman? She" (Mrs. Coatello, to wit) ““is
a post’s .Y

‘¢ A poet'’s ni}btznue, it you like,” aays
Clontarf, with fesling.

¢‘She's been on the champ
Dicky. “I called over to
the morning, and chanosd to see her; auch
a bappy chancs |” All this he says to Mrs.
Desmond, who, with her or, Lord
Clontarf, is standing near him. ¢ Rather
overcomo at fin myself suddenly in s0
noble a presence, I confess X foit mervous,
and a atrange longing to cut and run almost
overcame me. Odd, wam't it? I rallied,
however, sufliclently to address her by har
illustrions title, and to gxy her as neatsa
little compliment as any iarried young man
ever produced before ata moment’s notice.
I sappose her mind was flled with worthier
matvers, because ahe declined to secit. In
fact, she sort of told me—well—to—to get
out,” says Mr. Browne, with a burst of—no,
not indignaticn—mirth ! .

The rooms are growing crowded, thoigh
not to the agony-preesure of & towo crowd,
and programmes have been brought to that
i?%ﬁ 3&: if not filled now they will never

Lady Clontarf, in pale.green ratin liter-
ally covered with Brussels lace, and with
diamonds on throat and head and arms, is
leoking lovely—and calm as lovely—but
amileleass. The marquis, regarding her
oritically though furttvely, tells himself he
would gladly see her more mirthfal, “In
spite of the herrings, or the whisky, or
whatever it was,” he says to himself, ‘‘she
might allow herself even-alaugh. So few
of them can! Nothing betrays them likea
lapee into nature.”

. Desmond is in maize ; Miss Priscilla
and Miss Penelopo Blake, who came with
ber, in pexrl-gray satin ; Kit isin the high-
ast spinta. 1 don’t mean to iminuate by
thia that tho mantle of “high jollity” that
has fallen upon her is her only covering,
boosuss her gown has come straight from
YWortb, and is a marvel of its kind,

Vers is

¢ Clad all 10 white, that secns a virgin bost;
80 well it ber.beseems that ye would ween
Bore angel she had been.”
In trath, with her soft amile and rapt eyes,
ahe scems almost angelic, She i atandin,
besido an old and withered man, dross
artificially in youthful clothing with a view
of decziving the public into <he belief that
the aliotte” *hrcescore vears and ten have
net bee ye* attained by him. Vers, —ith
her praty hend uplifted, is 'Wtening -.. his
inane twaldle with a flatterang attention.
TWhat swe ster thing can we behold then the
delicate b smage of youth to aga?

4 Vea is very g to that old man—
wonderfully good,” says A&  Desmond,
looking acrozs at her. ‘I don’t think I
care about old men myeclf, but apparently
he is not so dull as moat of them; I dare
say heis better than holooks.”

““Ho ia not, Ho is worse,” arys Clon-
tarf, gloomily. ¢ Once ho starts a subjeet,
nothing will stop him. \We havoall tricd
to do it—taking it in turns for the last
wock—but without suceess.  He carries out
bis argument to its dreary end. Ho is a
shocking old man, He hasgota voice like
a corn-crake.”

¢ To malign the abscnt isan evil deod,”
says Dicky, solemnly. *‘T at lcast will not
be a party toit. Bir Watkyn is not to be
deapised. ‘A good old man, air, ho will bo
talking; us they say, whon tho agois in,
tho wit is ouds' but what of that? tho age
isinat all events. That is the principal
thing. Ho has got the pull of us there:

all day,” asys
Kilmelooda 1

The munalo is growing {ainter, sadder,
fading, ss it draws ‘toward death. The
drip, dr!g of many fountains is growin
clearer. From conservatorios and halls an
passages comes the cooler air, laden with
the perfumed breath of flowors.

In a tiny flowered nest (that in daylight
to-morrow will probably be called_ an ante-
room), Vera, who has permitted hersclf to
be dragged away from Sir Watkyn's side, is
sitting with Gerald Burke, idly tappiog the
ﬁmgumme in her hand against hor dainty

pe.
“You will élve me every second daanco to
night 1" asks Gerald, in a tone that admits
of small delay in the answering. His mel-
lnch01¥ oyes, deep and dark and full of
mournful posaibilities, are burning into

hers.
“Will Doris like that?”’ asks she, lctting
her pretty fragile fingers fall clasped into

her ‘p. and raising qneaﬁonin{le es to hia,
“1 you will like is, that wi every-
thing.’

“*Oh, that1” she says. Her lips partin

& heavenly smile, she moves her graceful
childish ¢ in anestling fashion a degree
closer to him, and looks at him again, still
M;...ﬁ,' and lays her golden head, half
oe! ?l , ha hu; gly, against his
arm. ¢‘‘J ghounld like it,—yes,—and for the

sako of it wounld risk even Doris’s avger.
But—" She hesitates nervously, and looks
at him agln with brows uplifted and for-
lorn. “‘But would it be kind of me?_She
aaid to me, just btefore we came, that I was
not to make myself remarkable with any-
body, because %eople are always unkind,
and might say I waa—was flirting. They
might aay "—lanocently—*“I was flirting
with you, perhaps.”

¢ No,"” says Burke, frowningly; then his
mood changes, and the most grovous de-
joction takes the place of his short-lived
anger. *‘1f they did, it would not be true,
would {t7’ he says, closing his fingers over
hers, and gazing at her as {f he would read
her very scal.
4Daxr Gerald, what a question!” A
wistful expression desolates her lovely eyes.
She sighs, and turns a littlo away from him.
‘“Must you ask me that?’ she says, re-
roachfully. ¢Oh, co! do not think it!
ut why make Dorls unbappy? Should I
not give up even tho greatest joy Iknow to
save her & moment's uneasiness
*“You a1c an angel,” 2ays Burke, with
emotion
“I'mnot. Ihaven'tavy wings,” scplies
she, childishly shaking her pretty head
until all ber short loose yellow curls secm to

laugh with her.
¢« think you are. See how good you are
to that old man, Sir Watkyn Wylde. Who

would listen to his twaddle so sweetly as
you?’

“He is very good to me,"” says Vers, open.
ing her large eyes to their fn{l'cat, Andp::i-
fiing absently with her fan,

¢ That, of course, Buat your manner to

"—with loving appreciation of its gentlo-
ness—*'is the gctﬁe;t thing I ever saw. It
is more than kind of you.”

¢eTWhat is " asks Vera, vaguoly.

“To spend a0 much timo humoring the
vagarics bf an uninteresting old maa.”

**Is ho so 0ld?”

“Can't you soe it 1'—iaughing.

¢ No,” says Vera. As sho says itahe
Iaughs, howover, but more as oune misat
through sympathy with the mirth of another
tbﬁn romn any appreciation of tho joke it-
sclf.

Some '%oop]e entering tho room at this
moment, Borke riscs and gives hisarm to
Veia. “Tho balcony is cooler than this,”
ho says to her, in & low tone, leading her
thither.

As they step on to it, both, looking back,
sco Doris in the doorway Leyond, hﬁ:iug %
Lork Frederick Grayle,

¢ How very pretty your sister is locking
to-night " says Burke, involunmril{.

Y always think it is saying ao little to
say Doris is pretty,” says Vers. ““To my
mind sho is as beautifal in form a3 sho is at
heart, and what more can bo said ¥

Surprised by a sort of passion in her tono
hitherto unheard, Burke glances at her
bastily. Her eyes aro fixed upon Lady
Clontarf, who, calm, and -utel‘;'o in the

intorest to the usual complainiugs about the
non-payment of rents.

Vera's face is full of a wondoring tender-
neea. It occurs to the young man watching
her that whother she be ¢bond or free” to
Cupid, therv lies within her a depth of love
for this clder sistor that fow other affections
could equal,

They aro ntandilx:ug2 out in the light now,
with tho gardcns below thein, and the roar
iug of the distant occan sounding sadly in
their cars. Undaunted by its greater ma-
jeaty, a little stream ncar by croons loudly
as it tumbles over its rocks and atonce.
Above them the * wandering moon ™ ia ait-
ting in allent atato, with all her twinkling
satcllites around her. A baby wind, sweet
with cool dolights, is rushing gayly hither
and thither, now roveling in the tremulous
grootings of tho leafy shrube, now playing
amorously with the riotous ycllow locks on
Vera's dainty head,

Burke, with his datk melancholy eyos
fastened upcn her faco, is blind to the
beauty of all around him. Oflato one great
overmastering passion has filled his soul ta
the axclusion of all lesser emotions. To this
childish thing standing beside him he has
given himself with a terrible absolutencas,
to have and to hold at her good pleasare.
4 To bls eye
Thero Is but one beloroj {ace on earth.”
She is his very life, his beat beloved, his all |
Into the little hands now resting clasped
before her in a pretty langorous attitude,
ke has given the richest treasures of his
heart, to be oxpended how? All the in-
tense passion of which hls pasaionate nature
is capable is hers, to no with as she will.
*She was his lite,
The occan o the river of his thoughts
Which torminated all.”
And, yet, dous she love him? This is the
thought that at times paralyzes all his hopes.
The intensity of his affectionisina dircct
ratio to tho intensity of his doubt. She
smiles ugon him; there is no reason why
be should believs her anything but happy
when alone with her; as now, her fingers
have lain in his, and shown no desire for
freedom, many a time and oft, and yot “the
old, old pain of earth” is tormenting him
now: 80 keen is its torture that involun-
tarily he stretches out his hands to her, as
though beseeching grace.
My darling,” he says, brokenly, ‘‘make
me sure : give me life.”

+«0f what euall I make you suro?” asks
she, with a amile that makes all her white
teeth gleam in the mocenlight. The tender

er face as she l«;lokcd “il:o]ﬁ' i:h gon%. 1She
is now again the scemingly thoughtless,
loveable, mirthfual child.
4 Of your love,” says he, with a touching
carnoeiness.
“In truth, I donot think I know what
lovo means,” roturos ahe, with an anchant-
ing little grimace, ‘“‘WWhatis it, then, this
love? A fever?—an uarcst? Sothey tell
me, those unfortuvates who havo given in
toit. But X fecl nofover. Atnightlsleep
like a very dormouse. No; ask mo some.
thing clse.”
¢ Therc is nothing clse. Your lovo is my
all. The lessor things have fallen from me.
I have only m{ choice of life or death.”
“QOne would think you wcre on your
trial for morder,” says Vers, idly. ““Ismy
glove a ‘lesssr thing’? If o, Iamafmid I
shouldn't dare ask you tobutton this top
button for me. But it will como undone.”
Sho has drawn quite close to him, and
has 1aid her baro ara within bis hand to get
the glove arravgad.  She is emiling up ioto
his face with & witchery all hor own. His
hand tightens on tho snowy flesh,
“Yera, answer me,” ho says, in a low
tono that vibrates with emotion.
Tho small room outside~is now deserted ;
thoy aro virtually alone beneath tho silent
stars,
“What am I to say ?” ’
“Say at least that I am moro to yor than
any ono clse.”
st ] don't know how much you aro to any
ono clse.” Thero is nothing in.her gent!
uzzled face to show whether sho has w
ally misunderstood bim, or whether her
mistake is geaunioe.
¢ Are othermen less to you than I am?”
asks Burke, ateadily,
¢ Oh, that ! sho says. Then she laughs.
¢ What a silly question ! But you are very
il“y, you know : you aro almost as silly as
am.”

¢¢That is no anawor. ’

low that a moment since had beautified | i

cdurso you aro more to me than other men,
No one is so kind ss you. But then'—
thoughtfully—*¢ I know so few. Sir Wat.
kyn might be ; but he Is so old. It im't
good to bo old, is {t1"

¢ Givo mo pruof that you like mo best.”
¢ Proof 1" Sho shakes her head, and
looks vaguely all round her as if seeking for
inspiration to satisfy this difficult demand,
Then ot last her eyes come back to his,
*Will thisdo ¥* eho says, softly. *‘You
may kiss my hond "

Sho holds out to him one of those prett:
members as sho says this, drawing hersclf,
howover, a littlo away from Lim as she doce

80.

With quick delight ho stoops his head,
and kisses not on}{ the little hand ho holds,
but the goft noked arm above the glove. A
hundred times he kisses it, nor ever seems
to have enough.
Laying ber hand upon his bent head, tho
pushes him gently back from her.
“ Don't eat me,” zhe says, in a soft, co.
quettish whisper, ¢ I have given my proof:
aro you not satisfied "
No,”—boldly. *‘Many a ono—that
limgcring old idiot insido, Sir Watkyn—
might daro to kiss your hand ; I would bo
more blessed than they. Darling, until you
tell nic you love me I cannot be happy.”
“Be happy, then. Ido love you,” says
Vera, calraly, ¢ Why should I'not? Are
you not wny friend 1"
¢ No. ¢bat! Yourlover! Friendshipis
a word ton poor for the expression of my
thoughts toward you. My beloved! my
awcet sweetheart ! what language could con-
voy to you the fall meaning of the love that
burns within me for you!'—drawing ber
nearer to him, and trying vainly to read her
charming ingenous faco,—¢‘ you will learn
to love me in return, will you not?”
¢ lovo you now, Have I not saidit?’
she murmurs, equably. * And you aremy
fricnd, no matter what vou say. Thatis
what I fcel you are to mo; thatis whatI
fecl Tam to youn," Thero is perhaps the
faintest posaible stress upon the latter as-
sertion, ~ ‘‘But we have been here a long
time, have we _not? Come,” slipping her
fingers with childish grace into his,—* take
me back to—Doris.”
Tho first slow bars of a square dance are
coming to them slowly through the open
window.

¢ Not yet,” says Gerald, detaining her.
¢ Grant me ono little moment yet, befors I
resign you to those within, Vera, do not
leavo me thus coldly. Ihavo laid bare my
vcry;"soul to you : does that count for noth-
in

Vith a movement as gentle asit is tender,
be suddenly takes her into the warm shelter
of his arms aud holds her fondly to his
beating beart,

“Some day I know I aball win you,” ho
says, glad certainty in his voice, *¢ Sayyou
think so too.”

“ At your command?’ asks she, with a
pretty archness,  Sho whispersher question
softly, slowly, with her face dangerously
close to his,  Her voice isatall times full
of music, low and thrilling ; but now thero
in a suspicion of tenderness in it that en-
huaccs its charm a hundred-fold. We aro
tol

*The devil hath not, in all his quiver’s choics,
An arrow for the heart like a sweut voloe.™

And certainly Vera's is tipped with subtlo
poison, ‘*At your command?’ sho asks
again, sceing ho does not apswer, her man-
ner meaning Ao muck, her words when aifted
so littlo.

At your command, then,” asserts he,
{celing o strango delight in even this mock
maatery over 80 priceless n posscssion.

“Very well; then I say ‘I thiok so,
too,'"” murmurs sbe, playfully. ¢ And now
—come.”’

¢ Betore you go, Vera, Liss moonce,” says
Barke, dctaizing her by over so slight an
cffort, and growing dendly palo veneath the
tell talo rays of tho moon.

For » moment aho hcsitates; then, car-
ried away perhaps by the cloquence of his
ook and tonc, sho yiclds.

¢ 1f it will make you happier, my fricnd,”
sho saya, tranquilly.

* Happier ¥

Lifting her arms, ho lays them round his
neck, and then ho kisses her. Perhaps his
heaven is then! Who can tell? Itis at
lenst, X think, tho dearcst approach to it he
ever knows.

And yeot what is it, after all, this trivial
action, that has suddenly transmited his
spirit to the 3lorious heights of Olympus.
““\WWhat's a kiss?’ asks some old writer.

very fcw of us can dato back to the Ark.”

distant door-way, islistening with polite

“No! Isn't it? Well, yes, then; of
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