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REDMOND O’DONNELL

LE OHASSEUR d’AFRIQUE.

cuAPTEB X}L—ﬁénxxuxn.‘ .
heis} erfectly quiet. The tablean
in.;:’o;ckgroo?n is thig—SirXrthur reading
ustleford Ohronicle at one

loud the Cat
Ei;?glf”t:e bed; MisszHetncastle gravely em-
broideting at the other;-and Sir;Péter, lying
with wide open eyes tkat nev_e_x;x\_laavej._ Miss
Herncastle'’s  face, - ‘They. all looked 80 very
well content; fhat I came awaygll: "~
She laugbed a little: and gathered more
hyacinths for Her-bouquet. . Agalbithio soldier
glanced at her with thiose blue, briliisnt eyes
of his, but agein the brown ayes were intently
fixed on her flowers. Was Lady" Cecll

Jeﬂ‘ln:si: a pity, no doubt, to intermptz 50 hap-

y and well assorted a]}mrty," he said, “stil]
I think I will be vandul enouxh to doit, 1
am very much interested in this matler, and
am going to turn amateur detective snd prove
it to the bottom. A veritable ghost in this
nineteenth century is a novel aud wonderful
curlosity ; let us make the most of it. Itis}
sometbing even to see a man who has sesn o
ghost, It has never been my gnod fortune,
in all my varied experience, to meet one be-
fore. 1Ishall go atonce and *iuterview’ Sir
Petor.

He bowed and departed, and Papsy and
Prar}, who bad run off, re j+ined Lindy Cuooll.

uHow nice he is, atinty,” Pearl ssid, « with
such whits teeth, and good.natured-lookioy,
and everything, Ho's nicer than Sir Arthur
1 don't like Bir Arthur, Panosy don't like Sir
Arthur . nor Papa Peter, nor Msjor Frauk-
land ;nl .

o He'a lovely," said Pansy, ¢ only he's too
big. 'They're all too big except Paps Peter.
Aund Qecil, when I grow up [ should like to
maryy Giptain O Donpell—shouldn't you.?"

may Qegil blushed a little, laughed a Ijttle,

and s¥sed the rpeaker.

oy

it tadtous waiting until you grow up. Who'l}
rench the Kveper's Tres yonder first?  Gue—
two-—tbhroe—now.”

The game of rowps began, and Pansy for.
gos her matrimonial projects,

stairs, and was shown into Sir Poter’s room,
The tableau was as Lady Cecil had described

face apposite, and the white rapid fingers and
gleaming needle.

41 trast I am Dot an intruder, Sir Peter,”
the young Irishman said, coming furward,

4 bub hesring of your accident—" lutent power, undeveloped. unsuspectod—to
: me 1t be usged, na circumstances turn. fur good or
querulous voice of theinvalid auid ; T waut- { evil, If Katberine Dangerfiold bad lived, and

# Qome in, O'Donnell—come in,” the sharp
ed to gev you, Ifyeu're tired sittingr here, |}
Sir Arthur, perhaps O'Dounell will take your
place” \

« With pleasure, Sir Peter.” The chasseur
cams furward, saluted the ludy and the Corn-
ish baronet, and took Sir Arthur's vicated
seat.

that Captain O°'Donucil has come, I will go

oo,
hond agkes, 1 will administer your medi- |
. .am

;{t;e, thouuh, before 1 go.
He took it sulmirgively
Captauln O'Donnell watched every movement,

and followsd with hia eyes the stately f1207¢ ¢ hack nmong his pillows, terrified, helpless.
The chasseur's fiuce was tull of daik, grave
thought,

out of the room. ‘ne closed the dool after
hay, anid they were quite wole,

W rui g 8 Torr straBge—a very remarkable
ofcittchee, Sie Poter,” he begnn.  # ‘The talk
is, that you saw & ghnst, Naw ) thought
ghosts werd exploded idenat Wil you par-
don me if I think o still 77

«1 wish to Heavon I ocould,” Sir Peter | a‘thing)-—there can be no doubt Katherine

gronved. The afternoon funshioe was poor-
ing into the room ; his nerves had recovered
their tone, and he had a companion. He
could #ilk snificiently calmly now ot the ap-
pariticn. « Unforlunately for we, it admits
of no doutt. As plainly as I see you sitting
hero beside me, I saw Katherine Dangerficld
last night. I raw her face plainly—plainly
in the light of the moon ; the night wus clenr
as day. Baw ber ns I hava seen her a bun-
dred times bhere in Scarswood.”

e And she vanithed when vou looked at
her?”

0] don’t know when rhe vanished. My
horre saw her as well 08 15 Wilson will tell
you he found him trembling all over with ter.
ror when he came up. He threw me—I fell
and fuinted. I remember no tnore uand 1
orened my eyes here in this room nnd—"
He stopped and casta luok of nervous dread
at the dcor.

# Aud you thouzht you saw the ghost a se—
cond time. You mistock Mirs Herncastle for
your dead relative ; she wasn't a relative, but
you know what I mean. She isvery like
her. id sbe not ?”

s Awfully, frightfully like her,” the baronet
answered, in atrembling tone, ¢ O'Dounell,
2 tell you I'm afraid of this woman—I don't
know why, but Iam. Porhaps because ot her
resembinuce to Katherine; perhaps—I tall
you, 1 don’t know why, but ber eyes, her face,
her voice, frighten me. Thoy arv 8o like—so
like’

wAnd yet you persist in having her with
yow, in your room."

# Yes; and I can’t tsll you why there ei-
ther. Rhe frightens me, and sbe fasciuates
me. Why did she ever come here? Who ie
sbu? How dare she come to be so horribly
liko that dead girl 7"

¢ How, indeed!" Oaptain O’'Donnell an-
swered. ! Bir Peter, 1 have a great curiosity
concerning this Katherine Dangerfisld. Have
you any picture of her 7 1 woald give a good
deal to ace one.”

# Yen, I have,” tho sick maa said. “Do
you geethat escritoireover there 7 Opeuo that
—tho key ia in it; open the third drawer to
the left and you will find a photograph of Ka-
therine Dangerfield, taken a month befure
ghe died. You will see the wonderful Ithe-
ness at once.”

Redmond O'Donnell obeyed, He unlocked
the escritoire, opened th» drawer, and pro-
duced a picture wrapred In silver paper. It
was a photograph, soft and clear as an en-
graving, and beautifully tinted. The chas-
seur took it to the window, and gazed upon
it long and earnestly.

The story of Katherine Dangerfield bad
teen told him in brief, by different peoplo at
different times, and its sad pathoa had touch-
ed bhim deeply. Her only fanlt had been that
ghe bad Joved « not wisely, but teo well,” had
trusted too implicitly, and had believed the
man fhe loved, and was ready to endow with
her fortune, as generons and falthful ag her-
gselt. Avdall had been torn from him iz one

bitter Licur—all, and Death; the only friend
who bad been true, came to heraid. And
now he held her picture, taken during the
happleat period of her life, the month befure
ber marrisge. Avd, ar Bir Peter bad sald, the
fieat thiog that bad struck him was the strong
resemblance to Miss Herncastle. No one
could fail to look vpon the two and not ex-
claim," How lke!” Obly at firrt plance.
thoogh ; the more you looked, the more thir
firgt striking eimilarity Beemed to fade. It

|the hair, this pictured bsir, was brown—pale
~|'chestnat browa, witbout & tinge of red or yel:
“|'low’; "that is_it the tinting had Vol trae to

ity, « hover Miss HerBitastle's pictare; there is
4 ©aptain O Donnell fs flattered by vour | not onv expression of this face like any she

prefurence, petite ; still I think he might ind | gver wenrs.

it in like 2’

ghown it to you?”

And the ob- | Dangerfivld, instead of dying and being barled
ject of her nine-year-old affectivny run up- | yonder in Castleford cemctery, had lived, and

vowed venzeance for her wrongs, and came
back here to wreak that vengeance, this pic-
it, only Bir Arthur bad ceased reading snd | tured face would look now as Miss Herncas-
was gazing, a8 well as Sir Peter, at the ¢alm | tle's daes,”

cited.

been one of the best, the bravest, tho most

]
lived, wronged and embittered agher life was,
1

. . scurcoly, to which she would not be capr'gie
« And with vour pormission, Sir Pater, now | of siuking to gratify her revenge.

fico of one who might have beo—

I have not been out to-day, and my | woman. \ e, a dangerons

8hon},, 1rel Eertain biss Herncastle nod Ke-
from ler haod. |t

lady's; mysterious gover-
ntss. ;| ’ o
He sat'down;and “deliberately analyzed the
featares:pte by one—the points of resem.
Jblance: “Habegan at the beginniog, First

natire. 1t fippled over neck and shonlders
‘and*“down to the slim girl's waist,a tright,
festhery cloud. Miss Herncastle's hair was
jut black, straight as sn.Indian's; dod twisted
ia great shining-curls about her.head. . The
brow In the picture was: broad, open, intul-
ligent, Miss Herncaatle's bair -was worn
orepe down to her straight black brows. The
pictured eyes langhéd up at you from the
.gard ; the eyes of the governess were grave,
‘sombre, smileless. .
The nose was the same—the same precise-
Iy—neither straight nor yet retrousse, not
classic,and notsaub. The mouth was hand-
gsome—the handsomest feature of all—square-
cut at the corners, sweet, strong, llke the
ayes, smiling, and with brighbt, resolute lips.
The shape ot Miss Herpgag'le's wag the same;
the exprea:lon entirely different. All the
hard iires, the rigid ccmpression, the grave
resolution of the living mouth were waunting
in the picured one. The chin was alike—a
curved chin—a squore, determined mouth,

ders sloping—the walet long and slender;
Miss Herncastle's proportions were-those of
what men call #a fine woman.”

The moments passed ; in the sick room all
was very still. The buzzing ofthe big blue
flies on the pane, the restlvss tossing of the
judlid, the chirp aud pustlp of summer life
without, all were plainly audible, Had Cap-
tain O Donpell fal'én aslevp over the picture?
Poter broke out at Jast impatiently :

u Well, O'Donne!l ureyou dreaming there ?
What do you think of the picture? Did you
over tee such & likeness ? It might be Mies
Hesncastie's portrait, migbt it oot ?"

O Dunnell rose up and returned tohis plac
by the bedside, picture i hand, ‘

i No,” be said, with slow, thoughtful grav-

Shall I tell you, Sir Peter, what

 Of course ; for what other roason have I

« Tnen here’s my opinion: If Eatherine

Bir Poter half raised himself, alarmed, ex-

« What dn vou meaxn ?" he asked.
t Tpia. Tuls photographed face is full of

1er }ife bud been a huppy one,she wou!ld have

vomaunly of women-—a n.odel wife, an excel-
ent motber, 8 noble matron, If xhe had

beliove, Sir Peter, there is no evil, no depth

It ts the

v This lac’e_looks_j- sitle, a very little,
ike Miss Herne” 1e 1y she had not died, I

beitne Dougerfield were oneand the ssme.”
Tuers was a blank panse. Sl Peter lay

#Good Heavens, O'Donuelll” Bir Petor
Ehzaad # What do you mean?”

feneoat lingth, ]
« [ hardly kpow—ryet, I feel like n man

groping in the dark. Sir Peter, there can be
nv duubt—(it is absurd of me to supposs such

Dangerfinld did dle?”
u Nq daubt 7" cried Sir Peter, shocked be-

nevérhave been taken for

the throat was gracefal and girlish, the shoul. |-

very question—the earl'I think it was—and
Miss Herncastle repliedstbat shé had- néver

gone .to her room at half past ten. And it
wasn't Miss Herncastlo—It waa-no res:m-
blance this time—it. wag Katherine Dang: r-
field.” Lo B
: Captala.G'Donnell shrugged his shoulders.
Argument was.wasted here.  Ho drow outhie
‘watch, It was pastsix now, and nearing the
Scarswood ‘dinner hour. . '
. «I won't stay to dine to-day, [ think,” he
_said. rising. . ¥ Bir Peter, with your. permis-
gion I'll keep this picture’ for the present; I
don't-see my way clearly through this mazs,
and I can't believe your solation of the en-
fgma. Katherine Dangerfleld may not.have
becn noted for an overstock of svund sense i
her lifetime, but I can't believe that her
ghost. would remuin s0 supremely silly after:
six years’ interment as“to take nocturnal
rambles to Bcarswood on purpoee t¢ keep a
most sensational vow,"”

«I gimply can’t belleve it.
for some ono to take my place?’

He rang. Mrs. Batler and ome of the
maids came, and the chasseur took his de-
partutd. The family weére in ‘their rooms
dressing ; he made his way out nunoticed;
the lawn and terraces were deserted also, and
he paesed cut of tho house and the gates un-
disurbed.
He walked on to tbe town, lost in thought.
What did the mystery mean? He might
have thought the ghost a myth, a figment of
Sir Peter's superstitious, overheated brain, but
thero was the evidence of the horse. The
groom had found him quivering with terror—
be had thrown hils master in his trightened
bound—and Sarncen was & calm, well-ten.
pered animal ot ordinary occasions.  Bur
acen was not superstitious, nor lkely to be
territied by optical illusions.
seen something—now what bad that some-
thing been—eoblin or human ?
1t was ariddle the Chasseur d'Afrique could
not read. He walked on with knitted brow
aud psrplexed mind into and beyond the
town. It was very quiet; the respectable
fourth-class, shop-keeping, rate~payiug citiz-
ens were in their back parlorg drinking tea.
An opal gray sky was overhead, a laint even~
ing breezs was stirring, and the golden even-
ing stars twinkled amid the goldengray. In
its peace and hush Captain O'Donnc!l went
on, out into the subnrbs, opened the quaint
old gate, and entered the solitary churchyard.
The deep-st hush of all reigned here; not a
sound but the fwitter of the birds in their
neats and tho rustling of the leaves could be
heard. He passed on, looking at theinscrig-.
tions on the tombstones, ustil at last he
readhed that solitary corner, where, under the
waving fir trees, six years ago, they bad laid
8ir John Dangerfield’s ndopted denghter,
He paused. The gray-stone was overrun
with clematis, the grave with grass AGd
wotds. He pushed aside the fragrant blos~
soms and read the inscription :

Shall I ring

t

- |
KATHERINE,

JEtrar 17,
Resvraan.

& Rasargani—I sball rise again!” In the
light cf these latter events, how ominous the
word gounded—Ilike n threat from the dead. ; {
He stoad there until the last yellow glimmer
died out of the western sky, and the whole |1
expange had turned cold and gray.
ing night wind etruck chill, when at last he
arouscd bimself and turned away.

But before he had gone five yurds he pajs. |
ed. Tblen after that momentary phtise, ke
prrsed into the sbadow of a tree-shaded w 41k
and stood stil], !
A manand a woman were standiv,g just in.
side the gate, screened from par aers-by out-
gidv, by the elma that waved “ toveit, Even
at that distunce he TeCOR” 1zed the womsn's

throwing biv, gcross her path, in foredoom-
ing bim * 4 piny the spy.
He gtood still; it was impossible to go a

yound expression, ¢ Of cours¢ there was no
doubt. Good Heavens abovel O'Donnetl, I
—1I pover heard of such a thing. Do.d1
Why, certainly she's dead—dend and ‘pyried
six years ago. You can sce her grave any
day, for that matrer, in Custlefsrd cemetery

tAh! no doubt. Did L not say it was a
most absurd suppositioh on my part? Ot
course she is dead, 88 you say. You saw her
dead, no doubt ?”

«Haw her dead!” the baronet repeated,
with 8 sbudder; I only wish I had nit. I
saw her dead-—cold, and white, and still—I
sev her 8o every d:y of my lite; and Talbot
raw her—ask Talbot—he wns one of the men
who saw her laid in her coffin and in her
grave. Dend! Yes, she's deadd—dend—dead.
Poor little Kathie!™

His voice choked ; he turned away and
covered his face with bis hands. His nerver
were all uostrung ; he was weak and ailing,
frightened anc lonely, his very life was fast
becoming a torture to him, he broke down.
O'Dannell looked at bim in surprise.

«You were fond of your cousin, then—I
menn of this unhappy young ladg§? Whyl
thourbt--"

#You thought right” the little baronet
cried, passionately, I was not foud of her.
I wag a brute, a villain, a cowardly wretch. 1
insulted hor—Dbratally, 1 tell you, nnd she—"
His eyos dilated, his face grew ashen white.
w I see her still, O'Dounnpe'l,’ he whis, ered,
huskily, «as she-stood beforo me then—like
death, like snow, frozen and white, swearing
that oath of vengeance : ¢ Living, I will pnr-
rue you to the ends of the earth: Dead, I
will come ftom the grave and haunt jou.”
She swore it, and sha was ons, living or dead,
to keep her word. What I saw last might has
oot been the living; and she will come to me
from her shroud and coffin agrin and again;
untii 1 go raving mad at last.”

His voice rose almost to a shriek of passion
and foar., The lart remunant of man's cournge
dled out of the miserabls little wratch'a body,
and be burst out into a tempest of womanish
sobgr and tears,

O'Donnell sat silent watching him-—pity,
contempt, disgust, all in his grave, silent fuce.
Be made no attempt to console or soothe this
atricken slnner; woxt of all that was soft and
tender in his nature had dlied & natural death
youars ago. Hou sat grimly enough now, wait-
iog for a Inll in the storm, It came. Even
Sir Peter Dangerfleld had manliness enough
1eft to bo ushamed of crylog like 8 whipped
schoolboy.

#I—1 can'tThelp it, O'Donnell,” he aaid:
piteourly. wlfyou only knsw what I have
vore through +ince that time, what I have
suffered, what I still suff- r, you would fecl for
me. Kutherine DapgerGeld ia dead, and I
saw ber spirit last pight, a8 I'll see it again
and again, antil Itoo go mad or die.”

“We have an old adage In our country,”
O'Donnell said, curtly, ¢ tLat sorrow is soon
suongh whan it comer.” Now, for my pari,
I don't believe in ghostly visit-tioss of any
kind, in common with most people ; but that
{8 a point we won't argue. You believe you
saw a ghost last night, Now, Bir Pater, is it
not barely poerible that Miss Herncastle may
be a sgomnambullst, and that all nuconscions-
ly she got out of bed en sac de nuit, and that
it wan rhe you paw under the Klag's Oak 7"

Bnt Bir Puter rhcok his head,

% No,” he sald. “Bome one asked that

8", onward without belng seen,and what
would the governess thiok, but that he had
dogged her steps again! He stood still.
The bucks of both were turned upon him, but
he knew Miss Herncastle’s stately figure and
bearing, and dark. plain dress immediately.
The man—who was the man! For one mo-
ment O Donnell's heart gave a bound—a sick-
ening bound of fesr, Waus it—was it Bir Ar-
thur Tregenna! The height was the rame;
this mun worea gray siit and a conical felt
hat ; so did the Cornish baronet upon ocea-
siona. Could {t be the chivalrous, the high-
minded Cornighman could stoop to such de-
ceptinm, such double dealingr, such treachery
to himesif and Lndy Cer1l as to keep private
assignations with the gnverness !

AR the thought crossed his mind the two
tuwrned, moved forward to the gate, and he
saw with a sense of unutterable reliet that he
was mistaten. It was not 8ir Arthar, it was
in no way like bim. He saw the face of an
utter stranger. The daylight still lingered,
and the moon shone radiantly bright ; he saw
their faces clearly. Wiss Herncastle, calm,
atatuerque, as uvsual; the man tall, falr, sta-
dent-like, with stooping shoulders and a pale,
thin face. They were Fpeaking as they ap-
proached the gato and him  Inthe profouud
stiliness the last words of Miss tHerncastle in
her rich, sweet, full tones, came to him:

# You must go back, Heary, and at ouce, to-
night. That you have been at Castleford at
all will cause talk enough. I bad to tell yov
Marie Ds Lausac was here, but I certainly id
not expect you to answer my letter in person.
Say good-by now, and let me go on alone; it
would be futal to all my projects to be Been
with you.,”

Their haads clasped. The man murmur-
ed something earnestly, in too low a tono to
be heard. Miss Herncastle’s clear voice re-
dponded :

wGive up! give up vnow, after all I have
guffered, all I have worked 8o hard to accom-
plish, ail I havedone alrendy! Never! Yon
should know me better than that. The first
instullment of my revenge I have had. What
I have sworn, I will do; then, I care little
what comes. Goad night, my kind, my faithe
ful friend ; go back to London at once.

She puliad a thick lace vail she wore over
ber face and walked away, with her own ra-
pid, resolute step. The man lingered for
nesrly ten minutes: then, he, ton, opened the
gute and disappeared in the glonmiug.

And Uaptain O'Dipnetll! He stood like
ope petrified. Marie De Lansac! his sirter's
Louisianian name, on Miss Herncartle's lipr
—aud to thia man! What did it mean!
And her revenge—the cath she had made,
and meant to keepl! What strange, Incom-~
prehensible jnmble of mysteries was it alto-
gether ? His head abeclately turped giddy
tor a moment with the surging thoughts that
filled his brain.

Who was Mies Herncestle? He glanced
at the gravo, and ihe gray stone, gleawing in
tho moonrays, that told the legend of Kather
ine Dangerfivld’s death. If Katherine Dan-
getfield were dend—if—what reason bad he
todoubt it ? Awnd yet >—and yet ?—hia blue
ayea flashed, his lips ger, his face grew Jike
iron with a sudden, stern resclve,

111 get at the bottom of this juggling
I'll ind out who you are, my mvsterious Migs
Herncastle ! I’Il find out whether it was Ka-
therive Davgerficld's ghost Sir Peter saw un-

walked in her sleep In-her life—that she had |

well, my dear; but it doesn't decelve ma.
repeat—your extraordinary conduct!
do you intend by it? In regard to Miss Hern-
castle, I mean, of course,”

relf,
does it mesn ?

would so seriously exercise you.
you believed in equnlity, fraternity—iwere a
radical of the most rabid sort in polities,
and--"

'The ris- [ in this affeir, that I cab see.

he said it.
Sir Arthur's, I am very certain,”

.'der,;"‘the-iilﬁg?'s Oak, ‘or—a living woman!
“And; above all, 'l find.ont, what the name of
" Marle “De Lansnc bas/to do-withyou or that

THE BTORY OF THEIVORY MINIATURE. -

#Lady Oscil,” Lord Ruysland sai‘d,'-_li«g word-

withyout” - o b e .

1t was an ominots beginniog. ThS ean
never called bis daughter by her proper.name
of title unless in a atate of unmnsual gravity
or nnusual displeasure. They were alone to-
getber.  The hour was Just after dinner, and
the ladies among’:whom the governess had

-figured, had ‘adjourned from the dining to tle

drawing room, Miss O'Donnell had gonsto
tho piano, my lady perused a popular novel,
Miss Eerncastle seated berselt by the window,
with -that filmy .Jece embroidery — Lady
Dangerfisld kept her constantly employed-—
and Lady Cecll, feeling oppressed and out of
apirits somehow, had tbrown a black lace
mantilla over her head and white sumamer
dress, and stepped through one of the open
windows out apoun the lawn, and dowa tothe

terrace. - She was pacing slowly and thought-’
fully up-end down, a lovely- vislon in the
sunset, when her fathor’s voice abruptly spoke

behind her.

Bhe turned in surprise. She bad imagined

bim with the other gentlemen, Sir Arthur,
the major, ;and Bir Peter, over. .the wige anif
after~dinner talk, and here he was beside her,
with a face of ominous gravity.

« With me, papa 7 Certainly. What is it?"
But her heart fluttered. guiltily a little, as

she asked the question, what it was-—gome-
fhing very unpleasant flushed upon her at
once.

« What is it?” Do you really need to ask

The horse had | that question, Lady Cecil? I have come to
demand an explanation of your extracrdinary
condact of late.”

« My extraordinary conduct! Really,

pﬂ-Pﬂ—”

You fefgn surpriss very
I

What

« That will dol

« Miss Hetncastle !”
4 Lady Cecil, bo good snéuch to ceasd Yo~

peating everything I eay as if you were a
porrot,” her fathex gaid, more irritation in his
face and tong than she had ever seen or
heard therq before in her life,
ing i8 not defective, I hope—I eaid Miss
Heencastle.
tondauct to that youne woman? Why do you

u Your hear-
What do yon mean by your

psist apon forcing her society upon us—by

making her one of the family, as it were—by
havine ber to dine with us? Oh, don't lay
the blame upon Genevra—she would never

hink of so preposterous a thing if left to hor-
I repeat once more, Lady Cecil—what

« Really, papn,"—and Lady Cecil triod to
augh—t I di ot koow eo simple a istter
I thought

“Keep to the poir?, i g8 please® the eart
bierruptad, iMpatiently ; « we're, not talking

politics now. It dees mot motier what I be-

ieve, whether [ wm rad{zal or conservative
It is a purely

Persor. i and Piwnily concern. Cecil "—sternly
‘—u« has Bir Arthur Tregenna formally pro-
pored to you yet?”

Thne fuint carontion rose up all over Lady

Cecil's fair, pearly face.

« No, papa.”
«I thought oot,” but his face darkened as
stAnd whose fault is that? Not

tSir Arthuor's, surely, papa. What wounld

fivure—it wak not to ‘g mistuken—it was | you have? The abeurd customs of England
Miss Herncastle. require that o lady sball wait until she s
Fato seemed ¢ 4 taxq a malicious pleasursin | asked. Do you wisk me to go to Bir Arthur

and order bim to marry me?

#I wish you toact as a Tatlonal being, to

cease acting in such a manner a4 to render a
propo=al forever impossible,
fully blind, that you cannot see that he is
falling in love with that confounded nursery
governess.”

Are you will-

« My sight is perfect,” Lady Cecil answered,

coldly ; v and if it were not I still might sev
that.

Sir Arthor takes little pning to concen)

bis preference. As it is probably the firat

time that anstere xentleman aver folt a touch
of the tender passion, it would be a thonsand
pities tn come between him and it.

I cer-
tainly shall not.”

«What do 1 ou mean ?"

¢ This, papa,” Lady Cecil sald, « there is no

use in getting anery and excited—tbat if Sir

Arthur prefers Miss Herncastle to me [ shall
pever be Miss Herncastle's rival. And if he
can hovestly and truly fall In love with her,

ug [ believe it is in his nature to love, I houor

and congratuiate him on his cheice. Why
should you or I try to thwart it? He isnot
bound to me in any way; be caresas little for
me, in the way of love, a8 I do forhim. Misr
Herncastle is 8 much cleverer woman than I
am, or ever shall be, and if he wishea it
why, let him mamry bher. B8he certainly
suits him much better than I should,
and for the difference in 1ank, it A2 can over-
look that, we Burelv may. Of this be very
certain,’<her eves flashed and her color rose
—u T will nccept no man’s hand while his
heart is another woman’'s, though his fortune
wero three times thirty thousand a year,”

The ear]l listened, amaze, scorn, anger,
passion, swaying alternately over his placid
lace ; but he heard her to tho end. - His eyes
were fixed upon_her proud, resolute face, the
sncer that rarely left them curling his lips
cynically now.

« Fine sentiments,” he said; ¢ fine heroics,
taken sacond hand, no doubt from the Castle-
ford circulating library  You appear to huve
changed ! your mind of late, my dear;
we did not hear these lofty sentiments
when wo spoke together some weeks
ago of this matter in  London.
But things have changod since thenm,
and other actors have appeared upon the
sceno. I worder now”—and he fulded his
arms and looked at her with sneering sar-
casm—* whether the coming of that very fins
young lrishman, Redmond O’'Donnell, has had
anything to do with it?”

Long practice had taught him to stab
home—surely and strongly. The flush of
color that had arlsen to her face died out as
he spoke, leaving her whiter than her dress.

«This is your revenge,” she said 'slowly;
tbut I think Iy father might have epared
me that, From other than his lips I should
deem it an insult.”

uIndeed. And why, I wonder? He's
very haudsome, he has the dash and the air
noble you women love, and he {3 the ! heio of
a thousand battler.’ You all like strong
warriors, don't you? Anrd then—it may have
been funcy—Dbut I used to think, long ago in
ireland, that you wery in some danger of—
you understand, I suppose? Did you ever
wonder, my dear, why I carried you off co
snddenly? That was why. - You were only
sixteen, sud &ixteen 18 80 supremely
villy, Although I don’t think yout
yvouthful penchant was returned at that
time, Irish hearts are proverbially In—
flammable, and it might have been. Belng
poor as a church mouse yourself, it would
hardly have domne to ally yeu to amother

.| Ceoil .- wag_heraelf agaip.::Now- the he
~”'| Torryalen is with us onte: moreTand
~{ memberthe French have'a provéb abou

church mouse as long g5 bread and ob“ B are.
requisites of existence., Lcarred.you off and
you-pined on the stem foi:a:foW weoks; then

)  of

one’

"| always returning to his firat Iove, § Yout cor-:

duct of late'has cartainly been 80.6: traordin..
ary-that there-must. be'some Teagon for it."”

He stopped. N T

..Bhe never £ric. - She was white to the
lips ‘with some painful-inward emotion; bat
brown eyes locked straight bifore her, with a
light uo one bad ever seen before in the soft
cyes of La Reine Blanche. -, '

% You do nut answer,” her father raid, be-
ginving to feel that he might have gone too
far ;v perbape- then I am wrong after all in
my superatitions, - If so, I beg-your pardon
But this matter lles so near imy heart, my.
degr, that yon will forgive me if in mv
displeasure and disappointment I speak
harsbly.” ' . :

His beart! The Right Honorable the Earl
of Ruyslaud's heart! A smile crossed his
daugbter's )ips—a faint, bitter smile, not
pleas nt to ses on lips so youngand swest.

#[repeat it," her father eaid, as though
answering that scornful amile, “my heart is
set upon your marriage with the son of my
oldest friend. It wiil be the bitterest blow
of my lifo If that marrisge 18 not consum-
mated.” : ‘

“ Papa,"” Lady Cecil answered, ¢ lot us drop
our masks—the e i3 no one to tee or hear.
Your heart is fixed on my marrlage with the
son of your oldest friend. How would it be
if the son of tha} oldest friend were pennilsss
ag—as Redmond O'Donnell, for instance,
whom you fear so greatly? It isthe thirty
thousund a year you wish me te marry, is 1t
not ? It isa rich and liberal son-iu-law your
heart is set om, I fancy. You call it by a
prettier nawme, but that i3 what it really
comes to"

“Very well, my dear—on thg thirt9 thou-
saud, if you will. I am penniless, yon are
penniless. Is the degradation of marrying a
fortune greater thau the degradatiga of liviog
on the bounty ofa man like. Petur Daunger-
field? You are an erris daughter, a reigning
belle, high-bog shd high-bred, and you are a
palgur, Tae food vou eat, the roof that shel-
ters yon, the dress you wear, are ungafd for,
This sort of thing can't go on forever. A cri-
gis 8 very near—flight, exile for me ; for you,
my prond, high-spirited Cecil, what1”

She leaned against a slender rose~-wreathed
pilaster, and covered her face with both
hands, her heart too full for words.

# Truth {s uupleasant,” her father pursaed,
“but toere aré times Whem it must be
spoken, Tbhis isoneotthem. You arg act-
ing like a fool—I really can't kelp aaying it
—and must be brought to your senges. Lt
us look the facts in the fuice. YoU came
down here with every intealior, of accepting
Sir Arthur—Sir Arthni pomes down with
every _:nte_ptim; of ptoposing. On the Jay
followisg ibd p*enic 1 know hé mennt to pro-
pose; I 88% 4 on his faco—nny one might
8ee it Everything had gone on velvet; you
57 played your cards very well,” she winced
at t1e words—tour ohjuct was attained.
When Givevra sent him into the violet bou-
doir in search of you, I could have sworn he
would have pro,osed befure La come out.
Five minutes after I saw tbat cornfuuaded
Miss Herncestle, sent by the Demon of Mis-
chief, no doubt, follow and spoil all. He met
har, you p esented her as though she had
been his eqnal, and the trouble began.
Without beauty, without vivacity, without
station, she is yet one of there women whose
snhtle power is as irresistible to some nien as
it is incomprebensible. What you, with all
your besnty, all your attractions, sll your
prior claim, have failed to do, she has done.
He is an honorable man, and with the innate
simplicity of a child. I bulieve in my soul
he has not the faintest iden that he is falling
infatuatedly in love with her. She fascin-
ates him, and be i8 led unconsciously into the
trap, She is one of yoursilent deep, danger-
ous sort. She will marry him—mark my
words, Quieenie—that young woman will mar-
ry him."”

She looked up, pale and tremulous, in the
silvery dusk.

« Well, paps, and if she does? Sha will
not bu the first governess who has married a
baronet,”

« My dear, there is thisof it. That woman
is no ordinary governess; she i8 an adven-
turess, and one of the deepest and most un-
peincipled sort.”

u Papal this is cruel, this is unjust. You
kunow nothing of Miss Herncastfu.”

u ] have eyes aud I have studied physiog-
nowy befure now. That woman is capadle of
deeds yon never think of ; she isclever, deep-
thinking, and unscrupulous. Sbe will marry
Bir Arthur before he knows it, and the day
that makes her his wife is the day that ushers
iu his lifr=long migsry, I can't stand byand
see it. You must save him, Cecil.”

Papa, it is impossible. Oh, pray let me
alone, What cun I do? 1liked him, 1 es-
teemed bim, I might grow to tove him in
time, aga wile gh. uld do 8o deserving a hus-
band. While his hoart was {ree, I was will-
ing to obey you, to retrieve our fallen for-
tunes, and marry him. DBut all tbat s
changed. We have fallun very low, but there
fa still a deeper depth tban mero poversy.
If be cares for her, if he wishos to marry ber,
if he loves her, in skort, it would be degrad-
ing on my part to accept his hand. I do not
want to be poor, 1 do not wunt to anger or
disobey you, papa, but I cannot—I cabnot—
I cannotI”

Her voice broke in a sort of scb, her brown
eyes were full of passionate pleading and pain.
Hor fingers tors ali uuseciog the luwers from
the pillar and flung them wantonly away,

« It is not too late yet,'” tho earl sald calm.
1y ; “tho miscbief has begun—it is not done.
Trust to me; 1 will repair it—I will save
him.” .

She looked at him enspiciously.

#t How 7"

# ] ghall have Mias Herncastle sent away.
I sball explain to Ginevra, and a tany cost the
governess shall be dirmissed, And pending
that dismisenl she shall not be allowed to ap-
penr in our midst. ¢ Lead us not into tempt-
ation” Not a word, Cecil; in thie matter I
shall nct as I ploase. You must marry Sir
Arthur Tregenna—you shaill—not fate itself
can part you. Thisis the lart evening of
Miss Herncnstle’s nppearance i the drawing-
reom—the last wesk (if L can manaye it so
speadily) of her atay at Scarswood. And for
yon, don’t hold poor T'regenna at arm’s length
as you do. Youavold him on every possible
occasion ; you slip away aud leave him when-
over you cau. Don't let me {ancy my suspi-
cions abont O'Donnell are correct.”

Lady Cecil started up, stung beyond all en-
durance by the last words.

# Agnin Redmond O'Donnell! Papa, this is
not to be endured even from you, You in-
sult me, you slander bim. It was you who
brougbt bim here. Why did youdoit? He
would pever have come of his own free will
—you igsisted upon it. And since ho has.
been here, has he given you uay greund for
vour suspicions? Has he puid me the slight.
eat attention beyond the most formal cour—
tesy of a gentleoman to a laly? Huava you
ever seen us together >—has he heen halt a
quarter as attentive mg Mvjor Frankland, or
1ho rector'e son ? Leave Juplain O'Donnell’s

| & Bave you sayinivp /s

name out of the discussion, Bslieve me, ;

all your fears were as groundless as your fe; if
of him, your mind would be easlly cet at r:;:
Hoe treats me with a civil indifference that j¢
as sul::ﬂutt«erlng as it i3 sincere.” 18

e turned abruptly to leave him, g b;

‘neds in her voice she-Kardly! i!!:rdveat: l;:,er-
;ceal; a passion 1n hér" eyes rardly ’

A - Oy : > w "
asked abrtbtly ; ©it'fa {urnlag obitlc e S
am-Coldi " Bhe shivired ag, ahé';po{::ayirfi e
iair face looked quita-colorlessin th’o fadi W
light. « Do asyon will s < Tt48 usol oss to e
sist fate. If I:must marry Sip Arthur &
must. But if Miss Herncastle be an udv:l
turese, I wonder what Lam o -t o0
Bhe pughed aside the!rich onrtaing ¢

and lace,and stépped fnto thé drawing or.

The lampg filled the long apsrtm

goldea mallow ight, ond ST Arthurcatat L.
governess’ side. Squire Talbot had caxllede
and he was entertaining Migs O'Donnyl] |
Her -brother was not present; for thyt at
let}:t‘d Lady Cec1l was grateful, ’

ady Cecil took the vacant pla, ¢

‘piano, Her futher, following hgr ii': (;gs;l:;
without compunction to the pair in-the wip
dow recess, the lady embroidering sti)] th‘
gentleman watching the.clear—cut prcﬁ,lo ne
It Dent over the work, the long, white, swifs'
fingers, and neither talking mnch !

« How hard you work, Miss Herncaatle !
ht3 lordship seid, blandly ; you put us idle
people to shame. Is Sir Arour taling oy,
gous in needle-work? I hope yon fhud hi:il
an apt pupll, my dear yonng lady P’

Sir Arthur colored, partly with annnyance

partly with a sense of compunction. Latterde
it bad bezuu to dawn npon him that his mis,
sion to Scarswood bad pot been fulfilled.
that he had not asked Lady Cecll Clive o be
bis. wife. * And in part he stood committed
to her, Bhe must know what had brought
him Qown ; sbe must know what had been oy
ws lips when Miss Herncastle entired the
boudoir. And Miss Herncastle! in gome
way he atood committed here, too. She at.
tracted him %8 no woman had ever dons be.
fore In his life, and he bad made no secrot of
that attractivn. To keep faith with ous, Le
must in a way bresk it to the other. Like
that gallant knight of the Laursate's story,
# his honor rooted in dishonor stood.” Am;
this evening he waa realizing it for tho first
time.
_ Miss Herncastle smiled, porfectly uiem.
barassed, and reached over for the dainty lit.
tle basket that held her flosses and {aces.
Either by accident or design, the earl never
kvew which, the littla basket upset, and
flusses and Inges fell in a shining heap at the
varl’s feet., Something else fell,” {0o—a
rquare, hard suhstance, that flashed in the
gaslight, 8ir Arthor picked up the basket
snd fancy werk, his lordship the squars suj-
stance. What wasit? A portziise-in old-
fushioned ifory miuirtore beautifuly painted
and 8etin & jeWolled frame. His eves fell
Qpon It, and a sudden etillness of great gur-
prise came over him from head to foot ; thern
he turned round and losked Miss Herucustle
full ia the fnce.

Bhe met hls gazg With calm composure, snd
reached out her Land,

.\ My fuvorite souvenir,”she said, I hope
it is not inyured. « low stupid of me to up.
sot the oasket. Thanks, my lord.”

But my lord atill held the ivory miniature,
till lovked at Mivs Herncastle. '

#I beg your pardon,’ he said, In an altered
voice; ' it svunds rather impertinent, but 1
must axk where you got this?

Miss Herncastle looked surpriged.

“That! that picture, my lozd? ObL:
tthersby hangs a tale.” Do youknow who
it 1s 7"

w Mizs Herncastle, do rou?”

% No; and I have the greatest curlosity on
the subject. That picture came into my pos-
gession in the mostaccidental manner, and tor
the past six yoars I have been trying to™ dls-
cover its owner, but as wet I have not suc-
ceederl. Her name was Mrs. Vavasor”

HMra, Vavasor! I knew more than one
Mrs. Vavasor, but none ot them in the least
likel¥ to poseess this picture.”

“You know the original of tbat picture,
then, my lord?”’

#« Undoubtedly, Miss Herncastle. Theor-
iginal of this plcture is Major Lionel Curdon-
nell, my late wife's only brother, at presant in
Quebee. May I, in turn, inquire who was
Mra. Vavaeor,and how she cumeto Lo pos-
sersed of this ?”

He waa watching her—vague, strange sn:-
picions afloutin Lis mind. Krrmflrst to last
she was a strange, mysterious creatare, this
governess ; an air of mystery appeared to en-
shroud her; ber possession of his brother-in.
law's picture seemed to cap the climux.

Miss Herncastle met his suspicivus gass
with the calm of couscious rectitude.

% Two questions, my lord, which, uafordun-
ately, I am incapable ol answering, 8ix
years ago 1 gave music lessons in the family
of a mercantile geutleman—his namo wae
Jouer, and he has since emigrated to Austra.
lia with his family; and visiting that {2mily
I met Mrs, Vavasor. We became very frlond-
ly, not to the point of intimacy, though, and
one duy, upou my leaving the house, she guve
me this portrait, and asked me to take it to
the jeweller's to have one of the stones re-
placed In the cnse. She was sufferivg from
headache herself she said, and dure nout ven-
ture out, and servants were too carolesa to be
trusted. Sko told me, haugbtlly, that it was
the portrait nfanold lover of hrra.” I tookit,
and for four days again did not visit the fam-
ily. When I returned X discovered Mrs.
Vavasor bad suddenly gome away ; they had
discovered something concerning her not to
her crecit—had quarrellrd and purted. She
had gone to France, they said, and refused to
haveavything to do with her property. Uan-
der 1hese circumetances I kept the plcture un-
til sbe should send for it. Hhe never did
send for it, and 1 bave never met her since.
I never heard the name of the gentleman
whose likeness 1t is until to-day.”

Bhe threaded her needls, and placidly went
on with her work. The earl Jistenod in pro,
found silence. . It sounded plausible enough,
snd yet he did not believe her, But then,
be was prejodiced aguinst Miss Herncastle.
He handed it back to her and arose.

« What waa your Mrs. Vavasor like, Miau
Herncastlo 7"

4 8ho was o little, dark woman of French
extractior, I belivve, In spite of her Eoglish
nawe, with black ¢yes and hair, nnd an inces’
sant smile. As a rule, people called her very
preity! Her first pame was Harfut.”

# Harriet? Yee—I seo—I sae. It was
Hurriot Lelacbeur, to a dead certainty—Mrs.
Harman, rather, under an alius. 1 thooght
sofrom the first. I thought her dead ycars
a 0."

gEa sauntered away. 8ir Arthur in tom
took the ivory miniature and gazed at it.

#« Did you know Major Oardonnel!, Sir Ar.
thur? Butl suppose you must have beed
too youong.”

t No, I nevor saw Lionel Oardounnell,” the
baropet maid ; #1 heard the story often,
toough. Very handwome face, ig it mot 7—
much bandromer than that of the Junntess of
Raysland, and yet like her, tno.”

4 You hnew the countess 7"

& Cyrtaiply not. The Countess of Ruys:

1and died befare her daughter wasa weoek ol
but I have often seen her ploture, Lady €&




