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she proteited, she ent^ted. Finnlly she bunt

into tears, and appealed to Lord Hawbury in

the most moving tehns. Hawbury listened

very gravely, with his eyes wandering over to

where Ethel was ; and Ethel caught the ex-

pression of his face, and looked quite confused.

" Oh, think, only think," said Mrs. Willough-

t>y, after an eloquent and pathetic appeal—

"think how ih3 poor child will be talked

about!"

"Well, really— ah— 'pon my life," said

Hawbury, with his eyes still wandering over

toward Ethel, "I'm sure I don't—ah—share
your views altogether, Mrs. Willoughby ; for

—

ah—there art times, you know, when a fellow

finds it very uncommonly desirable—runaway

matches, you know, and all that sort of thing.

And, by Jove ! to tell the truth, I really admire

the idea, by Jove! And really— ah— I'm

sure—I wish most confoundedly it was the

universal fashion, by Jove !"

,." But she'll be to talked about. She'll make
herself so shockingly cons;»'cuou5."

"Conspicuous? By Jove!" said Hawbury,

who seemed struck by the idea. At that mo-

ment Minnie began talking to her sister, and

Hawbury went off to Ethel, to whom he began

talking in the most earnest manner. The two

wandered off for some distance, and did not re-

turn for a full half hour. When they did re-

turn Ethel looked somewhat embarrassed, and

Hawbury was radiant. With this radiance on

his &ce he went up to Mrs. Willoughby, leav-

ing Ethel in the background.
" Oh, by-the-way," said he, " you were re-

marking that your sister would be too con-

spicuous by such a haaty marriage."

"Yes," said Mrs. Willoughby, anxiously.

"Wel^I thought I would toll you that she

needn't be so vtry conspicuous ; for, in fact

—

that is, you know, Ethel and I—she told 3NBU,

I suppose, about our mistake ?" .^
"Oh yes." •
"And I think I've persuaded her to save

Minnie frpm being too conspicuous."
' Mrs. Willoughby gave Hawbury a look of

astonishment and reproach.

" Tou !" she cried ; "aW Ethel
!"

"Why, I'm sure, we're the very ones you

might expect it from. Think how infernally

we've been humbugged h^ate."

"Fate!" said Mrs. A/Wfoughby. "It was

all your own fault. She wai chosen for you."
" Chosen for me ? What clo ya|^ean V
" By your mother." IF
"My mother ?"to .

"Ym." • ^ f" She said one of Biggs's nieces." '
'Ethel is that niece^!

T^E AMERICAN BARON.

" The devil
!

" cried Hawbury. •' I beg par-

don. By Jove!" 'fi,
' ^

Hawbury, overwhelmed by this, went backW
Ethel, and they wandered off once more. • The
Baron had already wandered off with Minnie

in another direction. Tozer and the priest bad
gone to survey the house.

Seeing Mi-s. Willoughby thus left alone, Da-
cres drifted up to her. He came up silently.

" Kitty,!' said he, in a Idw voice, " you sceui

sad."

By which familiar address it ,wiH be seen

that Dacres had made some progi-css toward
intimacy with her.

Mrs. Willoughby did not seem at all offend-

ed at this, but looked up with one of her frank-

est smiles, and the clouds of perplexity passed

^ay. She was an exceedingly pretty woman,
and she was certainly not over twenty-four.

"I'm io worried," she said, plaintively.

"What's the matter?" asked Dacres, in a

tone of the deepest and tenderest sympathy.
" Why, these horrid men ; and, what's worse.

Lord Hawbury. is actually encouraging Mr.

—

the— the Baron ; and I'm «o worried. Oh
dear!"

" But why should you be womed ?"

'•It's no horrid. .It's shocking. It's not to

be thought of."

. "But why not?" asked Dacres.

"Why, it's—it's so horrid," said Mrs. Wil-

loughby.

Dacres stood looking at her for a long time.
" Kitty," sai<l he at last.

Mi-8. Willoughby looked up.

Dacres looked all around. He then took

her hand.

"Isn't it too bad," he said, "V> let Miii-

" What ?*' L,
" To let her go throngh this ordeal alone ?"

" Alone!" exclaimed Mrs. Willoughby, look-

ing ill wonder at him.

"Yes."^, ^
|§" What do you mean ?"

" Couldn't io« accompany her?"*''

Mrs. Willonghby snatched away her hand.

"Are you mad?" she cried. "I do believe

the whole world's-mad to-day."
" Mad !

" cried Dacres. " Yes, I'm mad—in-

sane—raving ! Won't you be merciful again ?

Won't you, Kitty? Won't you 'habior' my
ravings? Oh, do. Oh, Kitty! dear fctty—!"

" It's positive insanity
!"

"Oh, Kitty!"
" You're raving!"

"Won't you 'humor' me—just this once!

only this once."

"Hush! there they come," said Mrs. Wil-j

loughby, suddenly snatching way her hand,

which Dacres had somehow got hold of again,

and moving a little further away from him..

It was the Baron and Minnie who were taia-

ing Jtack AguUf while Hawbury and Ethel were

seen a little further away.

There they all stood—there, on the spot adhere

they had found the crisis of their fortunes ; and

as they stood there the two clergymeif^atholio

ami Protestant, slowly came out of th« house.

TBI END^
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