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THE VILLAGE ANGEL;

Or, Agatha’s Recompense. -

CHAPTER LUL—(Continued.) .~

Was fate and life the same’ o every
one? Agatha wondered. - It was not long
since she had dreamed .over the same
thoughts—since she hal wondered what
her life would have been ‘like had . she
never seen Vane Osrlyon; and now the
rymance of her life was over, -She was sitting
here in the sunlight, tistening to the swest,
aimple love-story of amother girl. How
would it end 1—in peril, aa hers had done, or
in peace?

i Do yon think, biiss Brooke,” continued
Boatrice, ** that we have s foreshadowing of
the fature? I do. I baveread a greatmany
“tories and novels, snd when I tried to re.
alize what the beroes were like, I found I
had made them slt like Lord Keleo. Havel
told you where I first saw him ”

** No,” replied Agatha, smiling,
heavy pain at her heart.

s /5 was at a ball given by a’friend of
mamma’s, the Duchess of Maytoon's. I bad
been dancing more, mamma #faid, than wns
d Gerald Leigh was

deapite the

good for me, &aD
looking so miserable because he zaw
there was no chapce. Mamma had

¢ You look tired and

lled to her.
o had Beatrice, ¢There is noth-

flzshed, Beatrice,’ she gaid.
ing so nnbecoming as a ﬂush._'
“s] thought to myself that if mamma knew
how Gerald Leigh had been watchiog me,
she would not wonder at my face flushing,
She bade me sit down by ler side, I hag
nothing to do but watch people, and 1 3w
—she paased for » few m nutes, as though
the remembrances were very sweet to hir—
%] saw a tall and very handsome man stand-
i:g and watching the danoers ; _he
did not join them, nor was he watching
any ons in particular, It struck me
suddenly how mach he was like my
dream of s grest hero—3sll, with broad
shonlders, and o princely figure with a
dark, handsome face, I think—nay I am
sure—hat in all the world there iz no face
like it-~dark, proud eyes that goftencd at
times like the eyesof a woman when she
Jooks ut tne one she loves, and a beautiful
mouch. I know you will think I am foollsh,
but I declars to you that as I sat and looked
at him my heart scemed t> leave me and go
out to him. I forgot all about the baliroom
acd my partsers, mamms, Gerald, and every-
thing else. 1 only #sv him, and I cnly knew
just the place wher. .. sood. My heart went
out to him, and it puver came back, Miss
Drooke, and it never will. Does my love
story tire you?! I have not much inore to
tell.”
1t was as sweetto bLear ae the song of

the birda in the trees, ov the drowsy murmur
of the bees under thz limes,

CHAPTER L1V,
*yQUR EYES TELL ME ONE STORY, AND YOCUR
LIPS ANOTHER.

“Qne thing,’’ continued Beatrice Penrith,
“'atruck me very fosclbly ; the tall, handsome
strapger looked verysad and melancholy:
there was no smile in his eyes, and none on
his lips. Something happened in the ball
room; I forget now what it wns—aome ab-
surily comioal incident—at which everyone
laughed, but he did not evenemile. I woa-
dered it be had had any great trouble, or if
by nature he was inclined to be melancholy,
»e sume people nre. 1 asked mawma, at
iast, who he was—she knows everybody—and
she told me he was the Eirl of Kelso. 1
think he must have noticed how 1 watched
“him, and soon afterward he joined a group
of gentlemen who werestanding near mamma,
and I beard him quite distinctly and clearly

ask :

¢ «\Vho is that beautiful child?

“I did indeed, Miss Brooke,

¢ +TWho is that beautiful child ¥ and my
heart beat 8o loud and 8o fast, I tuoupght
wmamra must hear it,

] ¢ould not tell what answer they made
him, for it was given in & low tone; but I
hopad soms one would tell him that 1 was
not really a child, but that this was my first
vesgon. You koow I am tall, Miss Brooke ;
and 1 was longing in my heart that he should
see me standing up; then he would not eal
me child eeain, How simple it all seems
does it not?”

Simple enough, Lub with the clements of
the direst tragedy.

»Fverything most noble and beautiful is
always simple,” 8aid Agaths; and the girl
lvoked ot her well pleased.

“ls my story nozle oamd
asked.

i think so,”" said Agatha,
mskeit most beautiful.’

sI'nere isno fear that either of us will %e
wanimg in truth!"” suid Baatrice with n glad
lictle langis. “If ever tvuth was written plain.
1y anywhere, it is inthe dark eyes of my ear]
‘f'lien aiter s tew mioutes he came up to mam-
ma——the Duchess of Maytoun cntrodaced him
—aopd he looked at me; he said something
and mamma introduced him to me.

« Ah, me ! have your eyes ever been dazzled
-by tha smile of a face that seemed too beauti.
4ul” Have you ever felt your heart whirled,
as it were, away from you whether you willed
it or not? ‘When my esrl bent his handsome
Jhead and waiepered his firet word to me, I
wonder thut I did not cry aloud, I was so
-mauticrably, woaderful happy. How strange
it is to remember, Do yon know that the
room anl the dsuncers all faded frem me, and
Isaw ouly his fuce ? T chall die looking at it
_Just the same, I ghall never see anything
more while I live but that one face, which
ho!ds cvavything for me,

«tla did not ask me to dance, but he stood
by mv chuir talking to me—trifles live in our
ainds lung wfler - other snd greater things
dir, I renawber how he took my bouguet
from my hends and caressed all the flowers
with hiy lips,

s:]2, you love flowers?” he asked, and
when | anawared yes, he sighed and looked
‘€ad, ns though he were thinkiag of some onc
elac, 1 believe I woa jealous, for a horrible
Pain pierced my heart, and my face grow

whito and cold. What would he bave anid
had ho *nown? I think he wanted to know,
even then, how old I wae, for he asked me 5o
any questions about my first ball. He bent
#his handsomo head over me and said—'Do
you know thet you have the happy, glad eyes
of a child, Miss Penrith?  Will you tell me
how old you wre” And Mise Brooke,” she
added, with u happy laugh, **I tried to
cruch him with my dignity when I told him
seventeen, He did not laugh, bis eyes
clouded over with the expression of melan.
choly I could not bear to see. I wondered
again—how jauloua I em—if he wers thinking
about sny vtndr girl he koew who was just
seventecn, Honsked me to go through the
rooms with him, for the duchess had a magni-
cent collection of flowers. Mamma seemed
dutighted, ]

«“He weemed to Lknow every one—all
the beautiful women had smiles and

bows fovr him, all the men a cordial
word, 1le pointed out to me several
new and most beautiful flowers, but he
-did pot ask we to dance with him, 1 saw
Gerald watching me- with troubled eyes; [
-royself wos like one dazed and in a dream. I
.2emember wishing that the night might never.
end ; that I might wandor wish-him through
sbanka of sweet blessoms forever. At last—

Leautiful?”’ she

Prath will

|'=-he looked at nse 'ns

von*know h;wtmtd\z(n&thst waltz musicis,
‘the rhythm of it seemed o pass ipto my teet
though he bad made

discovery. . .
%6 ¢ Y ou would like so dance? hegaid. -
¢ Yea—with you, -I -anewered ; and I
it was right

‘BOmMe strangs

'never stopped to think whether
or wrong. - :
¢¢ He laughed.
46 ¢ With me?
he said,

I have not danced for years,’

 And why not, Lord Kelso? Tasked.

¢ ‘I'ca.nnovt tell. I have not been light-
hesrted enough to care for it.’ )

“Have you had & trouble in your life?! I
asked, impulsively ; -again. never thinking
whether it was right or wrong. o

# s guppose most people would call it a
trouble,” he said; and I saw that he was
speiking more to himself than to me.

T looked up at him without any fear,

“Try to forget the trouble, and be light.
hesrted again, 1 eaid, I cen hardly keep
from flying when I hear that music,

4] could hardly keep from flying when I
was seventeen,’ he eaid,’ -

siAnd then we waltzed together.

¢} had many partoers during my one
season but nons like Lord Kelso; and I en-
joyed that dance I could not say how much.

] wish, I said to bim, that all the men
who go to balls danced like him.

s¢ s Then I should have the advantage over
them,’ he replied, laughingly.
¢ Why do you want any advantage, I as}:-
ed; and he said the question answered it-
self, S
[ forgot that evening to say good-night
to Gerald Leigh, and I went home to dream
of my earl—the happiest girl who’alept that
night under the light of the moon.”

CHAPTER LV.

€ ANYTHING CAN BE FORGIVEN TO A MAN WITU
STCH A RENT-ROLL.”

Fervent tears filled her eves and the
pain deepened in Agatha's heart, \Vounld
this love-story ends as hera had done? She
prayed Heaven it might not.

““Why do you aiwnyas call Lord Kelso your
earl ? " she said, suddenly,

Beatrico laughed,

v« ] knew a girl of my own age in London,”
she said,” Ginevre Dorlbyh; she was seven-
teen the duy after my birthdsy, and she is
going to marry an earl. But her earlis old—
and horrible; he wears a wig, he has false
teath, and bhe requires 1 forget how many
hours for dregsing in the morning; his faze is
rouged, and hetries to make every one be-
lieve that ke is guite o young man. When
Ginevre and I talked about our levers, she
slways said ‘my earl,’ asnd 1 al
woys said ‘my earl’; and now I am
quite used to the title, I have thought
of him and spoken of him so often as ‘wmy
enrl’ thut it has become part and parcel of
my love, Do you not think, Miss Brooke,
that so noble, so handsome, 8o grand a man
in every way, that it is a moat marvelous
thing that he should have fallen in love with
me ¥

¢ No, that I certainly do not,” replied
Agutha, who thought the girl's grace and
beauty, her candid, sweet nature, more than
an equivalent for an carl’s baronet.
¢ He did fail iz love with me,”

she con.

tinued ; ** he came continually to Penrith
House, and mamma was always de-
lighted to see him. After & time 1

grew shy of him, and when I heard bhis
voice or his footsteps my heart beat, my
face would either flush or grow cold,
my hands begin to tremble, and I ran
away. I remember one day—sh, me! what
o dreadinl doy it was 1—1 waos in the library
of our London house, with papa ; he was tak-
ing iced lemonade and asking me to hold the
plate of ice. Just as [ had taken it into my
bands Lord Ielso was announced, and I
dropped it—plate, ice, all went rolling away,
and I thought in my distress 1 should have
fallen. My father, you know, is rather im-
patient ; he gave a little cry, but when he
saw my face he was quite quiet, and eaid,
gently, * poor child!” That made me more
frightened than ever, sud I avoided him, lest
he or any one else should know how much I
really cared tor him,

¢ lie caught me ene day. I was git-
ting alone in the great drawing-room ; mam
ma was out, and I heard his voicein the hall,
He was asking tor me, Without stopping to
think, I hastcned through the room into the
conservatory, feeling quite sure that he did
not knowl was there, To my delighted dis-
inay he followed me,

s ¢3)isg Penrith ! Deatrice,’ he cried, *I
want to speak to yon.’

¢ { was oblized to go to him, butI darenot
ook up, aed my face was burning, I tried
to look cureless and indifferent,

¢ ¢ 3god moraing, Lord Kaleo,’ T said,
am gorry that mainma is not at home.’
“+Iam very glad,’” he replied; it is not
mamma th2t I waai, but you—jyou, sweet
Baatrice! Your eyes toll me one etory and
your lips another.  Which is the true ona?
Y our lips speak carelessly, your eyes tell me
thet I have not sought you in vain,’

“1 canpottell you more what he said, it
wag all like a dream to me—a dream from
which I never wisbed to awake. I loved him
and feared him I waa frightened at him,
and I idolized him in the same moment ; but
when he left the conservatory he was indeed
my eatl, for 1 had promised to be his wife,
You are not laughing, Miss Brocke ?** she
added.

Ah, no ! it was not to hide langhter that
Agatha had covered her fair face with her
handa—not laughter, but bitter, despairing
tears, Itall came back to her. She saw the
bonais green woods, the will flowers at her
feet, the earnest face of her lover; she could
hear again the passionate ring of his voice as
he rend the solemn worda of the marringe
gervice, and it had all been a lie—n base,
menn well-acted lie !

¢ Nos I am not laughing,” she replied.
‘¢ (3od grant to your sweet lovelatory a happy
ending.”

¢ 7 think [lo will,” said the pirl softly,
My earl ia like the Douglas of the old
song, heis tender and true—his heosrt is as
noble as his fave is beautiful, I want you to
see him, Miss Biooke.”

Like all other girls deeply in love, she was
firmly convinced that a sight of her lover
mus$ be pleasing to every ono olse,

««1 ghall be glad to ses him,” said
Agatha, sud sho felt some little curiosity
to sce what ho was like, this noble earl,
who had so completely wen the heart of
Beatrice Penrith,

s« My noble eax] has fair castles and broad
lands : be hos grand domains that aro fair to
see ; be has all that the world values; but
there is nothing like himself. I ought to
thank Haaven ; 1 do but then I have only one
voice. I wish all the little birds on the trees
 could join me in thanking God who has
crowned my life with the noble gift of the
Jove of & noble man,” .

Agatha bawed her fair head ps shelistened;
her life had been marred by the love of & man
«ho did not know what the word noble
mennt. :

‘1

"The sweet eummer days paseed blithely at
Penrith Castle, Agaths gould not lLelp see.
ing that both the earl and countess were de.
lighted over their daughter's engagement,
while Beatrice herself was ao bappy that it
was o pleasure evan to look upon her face,
Snatches of blithe, sweet song were ever

September, and the wedding was
celebrated o few days before Christmoas Day.

fine, and they went

S T L g Lo
mirrtals, bt it seemed rather sa though her |
fiying feet carried her at her will, The earl
.was expected in'September, and the wedding
-was 0 take place at Christmas, Lady Pen.
rith was not muoh delighted at that. Why.
not wait until -epriog ; & wedding in winter
was. nelther 8o pretty nor mo piotureeque,
But then the earl said he wanted his
wife, and did not ocare to atudy tha‘
pioturesque side of a  wedding, The
eldest danghter of the Karl of Peprith
could not, of courss, be married like & mere
ordinary person; there must be great atats
and ceremony; nor ¢an an earl be expeotad
to prepare for the great event of his life

B R T § ) :
just posaibla that even had he been all that
they said, and worse, he might reform—turn
out the moat irreproachable hasband and the
stendiest of.men; then his wife would never
koow—never know, Yet it seemed cruel, all
the same. ’

ar hour later Beatrice came to the achool-
room in search of her, all blashes and smiles.

4 Misa Brooke,” she said, ** leava the chil-
dren a few minutes. I want to show yon
something that my ear] has rent to me—so
beautiful ! Come with me to my room.” .

Miss Penrith’s room wag ons of the most
charming apartments in the castle—light,
bright, and sunny, with a magnificent view
over the park and the river. On the table

without great festivities and royal bounties.

Phillippa, Lady Penrith, wasa prond and
happy mother; her beantilul young daughter,
after one season in London, had carried off
the best match of the day, That, in itgelf,
was triumph enough, though she tried not to
be nnduly elated, But that was not the best
of it ; Beatrice, her lavely and beloved child,
was marrying for love. Never was there a
marriage made in heaven if this wers not
made there. The girl loved him with her
whole beart, so much so that the stately
parcnta laughed at her graceful follies.

Lady Penrith would have beeen much
better pleased had this wedding taken place
in the midst of the season, at the moat
fashionable church in town: She did pot like
winter weddings, o

*“How could they,” she asked, plaintively,
“how could they be made pretty? True,
there wers plenty of evergreens, and those,
with an abundance of exotics, were slways
beautiful ; but there was a prestige abt_)nt Y
wedding during the season. Royalty itself
had often been present, and she would have
delighted in that,”

So Lady Penrith talked in a plaintive,
sweet voice atout *“dear Lord Kelao” and
his taste. She liked to bear her lady friends
admire him for it. She liked to make the
complaint ; it showed that her daughter had
really been sought after, that she was eagerly
beloved, and that the marriage was nof &
match made tor worldly motives.

Never was anything more complete
than this happiness of Beatrice's, She
wag 80 earnest, so esger in her deasire to fit

herself for him that no one could help grow-
ing intenselv interested.
that Lord Kelso liked mueic, she studied
hard ; she kegged Agathn, whose tuste in
music was perfect, to help her ; she had
books that she thiought would fit her to con-
verse with him ; in fact, she laid out her

When she found

whole life to please him, He was to come ia
to be

All went merry ss a marrisge-bell, It wus
delightful to see Beatrice when she received
a love.letter; how she read them and cher-
jshed them! No word from one of these
precious tetters was ever whispered to any
one,

+She will be a great lady,” thought
Agaths, “and she will be a happy wife.”

Up to this time she bad never had the
faintest doubt, but a little incident hap-
pencd which made her anxicus. Two
of the ¢ county Iadies,” both friends
ot Liady Peurith’s, called during her absence,
and ag they had driven some diatance, they
went into the cnstle to rest. The day was
into the pgardess,
Agatha, who koew them both well, went to
ses if she could do anything in the way of
amueing them: As she drew near o the
garden-chair on which they were aseated, she
heard, and could not possibly help hearing,
what they were saying, Lady Tree had a
loud voice, and Mrs, Darwin was deaf.

* [ would not give my daughter to him if
he were twenty times an earl,” Lady Tree
was saying, She lowered her wvoice, but
Agatho heard the words * a terrfble scandal
—a great sacrifice—years ago--always a bad
man,”

Could they possibly be speaking of Lord
Kelso? Her face grew pale, and her heart
beat with sudden  fear. 1t could
not be of him ; why shonld she thiuk it?
The world was full of men, and, unfortun-
ately, there were very few good ones, Lord
Kelso was not the only man going to be mar-
ried ; surely, sarely, it was not him, Ifit
was—if that bright, beantiful girl were to be
made miserable ; if that blithe, glad young
life were to be wrecked; it that loving,
gentle heart were to be broken, then there
wag no justice on earth, Bno mercy
in  heaven, She could ©pot, would
vot, beliove it. WWas there no truth?—
was every man falge at heart ? Sho raised
her face in passionate appeal to the blue
skies ; they were blue, and blinding —hard as
the green earth. She longed to sek them if
they were spesking of the earl, bu! she knew
that neither of the Iadies wounld have
agswered her. They condescended at last to
notica her, snd, in unewer to her inguiries,
Lady Tree said she would like a little fruit
and a glase of milk, Mre, Dorwia declived
taking anything, .

The two grrest county ladies considered a
governess of no msre tmportance than one cf
the rose-bushes in the garden,

Iady Tree 1aurmured, as . she went
away, that she did not approve of heanty in
a pgoverness; and Mrs. Darwin eaid she
would certainly not keep any one like Misy
Brooke in her house ; no good ever came of
it. DBeauty was quite a mistake in the lower
classes. Then Agatha returned, witha fine
bunch of purple grapes lying in the midst of
green leaves, and then they thought her of so
little account that they went on talkivng be-
fore her, just as theugh she had not been
there,

#Did you ever hear who it was?”’ asked
Lady Tree, in the most confidential tone of
voice.

*No, never,” was the reply. **Some in-
significant person I fancy. The whole matter
was kept very quiet, but Lady Peorith must
know of it.”’

s Of courae she doca; but an ear! i3 anearl,
How long is it since it hsppened ¥

[ do not rembember. Mr.j Darwin was
in town whon all the clubs were ringing with
it. Butthera! anything can be forgiven to a
men with such a rent-roit.”

% Should you think ho cayea for her
wos the next question.

¢ I should say not—merely a caprice. She
is a most beantiful child—not very strong or
very wise ; and he must be tired of worldly
women. She will be happy for a few months,
and thon—"'

“ Then it will be liko all other marriages,
I suppose.”

And the two great ladies laughed. A
broken heart in the gay world islooksd upon
n8 something almost comical, They did not
know that the governesa shrank awzay, scared
and frightened, with a world of trouble on
her aweet face.

“ Suraly, oh, heaven !” she cried, **it can-
not he true—so horrible a fate cannot be in
store for that loving, beaun:iful girl | Is there
no truth? Lady Penrith loves her aathe
very ceotre of her heart ; it is not likely that
she would allow her to marry a man such as
these ladies epoke of.”

Yeta lingering cloud of doubt hung cver
ber. Better for the beautiful ohild to die
than to live to sce her illusiona all perish;
bettor sny suffering now than the horrible
discovery afterward that she had married the
most worthless of men.

Perhaps, though, she would never know,
Agatha was growing accustomed to the ways
of the world; she knew that wealth, like

lay & magnificent suit ot pearls, et so as to
form white roses. Beatri:elooked at Agatha
in loving, wistful trinmph. longing to hear
what she had to say in praise of them,

“ Thoy are most beautiful,” =aid Agatha.

Her mind went back to the time when the
man she loved o well, and whom she he-
lieved to be her hnsband, had bought jewels
as fine for her.

“1 am so glad you likethem ! Mamma
thinks it & very pretty and appropriate pre-
sent; but I value the love that sent it far
more than the jewels,”

Agatha looked up, with some anxiety in
her face.

** How much you love him, Beatrica !I” she
anid gently.

* Yes, how much ! waathe quiet veply.

“Do you think it quite wise,” Agatha
asked, ** to centre the whole of your heart
and ool on one object 7

“ I do not know whether it be wiss or not,
but it is very pleasant,” ~she replied. ** Do
vot be afraid for me. I have given my love
wisely, to a good and noble man; nothing
can hurt me.”

Agatha spoke then without reflection,
‘¢ Are you ynite sure that he is a noble
mon *” ghe asked.

*“Iam quite sure; he is a king among
men, Miss Brooke, Why do you ask 2"

“Quly from my great affection for you,*
she replied; *“1 beg your pardon, though ;
it was a question that I should not have
asked. YWhat should you do, loving him in
this fo=hion, if anything prevented your mar-
riage ?”’

** I can soon answer that question,” replied
Beatrice. ¢ I should die.”

But Agatha knew death would pot always
come when one desired it, and she knew, be-
sides, how much one can suffer before it ia
time to die,

Beatrice was looking at her with a shadow
on her bright faca.

*¢ Misa Erooke,” she said, *¢I bring you
to sympathize with my delight over my
heautiful present, and you turn my pleasure
into pain. Why are you so strange?”

“I can ouly repeat that it is hecauze I love
you sn much, and marriage is always a jot-
tery.”

‘*And my earlis always a prize,” she ve-
torted laughingly,

Then they discuesed the pearls and their
beautiful settings, Agatha resolved to say

no more, it was quite useless; it
served  only te  make Ileatrice un-
easy, and she evidently knew nothing

of her lover move than she had been told, bus
she resolved to be on the watch.

“ 1f,” she said to heraelf, with bitter tears
—** jf there had been some one to watch over
me, how different my life would have been.
I pray to Heaven that this loviag, beausiful
child may die rather than suffer, na sh2 will
do if she ia deceived in her lover,”

CHAPTER LVI
SULIFE WILL NEVER BE THE SAME AGAIN.”

Beatrice Penrith stood at the school-reem
window, and for the first time in her sunny,
happy life there was a shadow on her bright
face, Agatha was busy with the curly-haired
children, and Beatrice was waiting until
lessons were over and Miss Brooke had time
to attend to her. A shadow on her face, the
sweet eyea clouded, the lauzhing lips firmly
closed, Yet it was September and
Lord Kelso was at the castle. Great prepa-
tr.tions had been made for his arrival, Bea-
trice had been in one long ecatasy of expecta.
tion, He arrived one evening when the son
was setting over the beautiful fime trees
which as yet had not loat a leaf.

There is somothing at times almecst solemn
and terribie sbout great happiress; so Bea-
trice found i5.  She loved Agntha very much,
and when she heard that her lovor hud ar.
tived, she went at once to her. It was even-
ing then; the children had gone to the
nusery, snd Agatha was busy with her
books.

“ Let me come in for cne minute, Miss
Brooke,” said a swest vice, unl Awzha
looked up with & smile. The love story of
this brizht, beantiful girl was the one jlea-
sure of her life,

“My em!l has come,” maid Deutrice,
with a blushing, happy smile. * Mumme
ssys that [ am to go aud spend half a hour
with him before dioner. 1 have ceme toask
youi{I look néce—really nice. T uould not
trust to my own tasta ; aud he is very fisti-
dious—mamma says that he is the best judge
of u lady’s dress that she knows,”

** Then he canuct fail to be pleaned with
yours,” said Agatha. **It is perfect; snd
vou look well, because you look so perfectly
hapoy.”

**1 am happy,” eaid Beatrice, snl there
was snmething almost solemn in her monner.,

“ You cannot suggest sny alteration, then,
in my dress or flowers, Miss Brooke 7

_?gathn went up to the beautiful ycung
girl.

* [ can sugpest one thing, Beatrice,” she
said ; ' just take a little of your soul out of
your eyes, Lord Kcelao has only to look =t
them to see at once how much you love him
—it iz all told thers”

¢ That ought to be the very right thing,”
sajd Deatrice, Jaughing and blushing ; * my
eyes must tell him what my lips wiil always
be too sliy to utter,”

“ All his welcome i3 written there,” said
Agatha, nud looking back to the old days,
ahe wondered if Sw Vans Carlyon had read
tie same love snl greeting in hercyes, ¢ You
could not look batter, Beatrice,” she said
slowly, **Go snd be happy, my doar,”

*"Kies me,” suid Beatrice, raising her fair
fresh imce to that of her companion, and
Agetha, understanding all the yearning for
sympathy there was in the giri’s heart, kissed
the fresh young face,

“# Now go, Beatrice,” ghe said; ¢ Lord
Kelso will be quite impatient.”

She watched the slender, lissom figure,
and the pretty, gracefu: dress; her heart and
thoughts followed the young giri; books had
no charm for her that evening, It was the
old story over and overagain. She won-
dered that the sun which shone ot noontide,
and the moon and stars which shone at night,
wero not tired of it; she wondered that - the
tall trees did not ahake their branches in
uttor contempt of it, It was so sweet, a0 en.
trancing, yet so vague and empty. Whan
did loveend in anything but pain® The
aweeter it was in the present, the more bit-
ter in the future.

She closed the hooks, the reetless faver
wolke again in her heart ; no more guiet read-
ing or etudy for her; her heart beat in great
painful throbs, her face flushed. She must go
ont in the fresh, sweet evening air. It wag
not an unusual thing for her to do,

A door led from the school-room t¢ the

]

onher lips, She did not walk a8 ordinary

charity, covers & multitude of sins, It w

grounds, » pretty, quiet spot, where the

‘children played under the shade of th g"r,eat
green'.trees. She went out now ;. nothing
but the voice of the wind ad the rustle of the
river, the light of the moon and the atars ;
nothing elee ocould comfort her when thege
fevers of unrest came over ber. o

1t was a lovely moonlight night, and asshe
walked quietly to and fro ander the shadows
of the great trees her mind went back, Ah,
me ! the repreased passion and pain of that
loving heart ! She was back once more in
fancy at Whiteoroft, watohing the moon
shine on the old church and on her mother’a
grave; she knew just how the shadows fell
over the old house and in the woods; she
went back again to the grand old chateau,
and aaw the moon shining on the mountains
and lakes,

‘Where was he?—lhe man who had drawn
and absorbed Ler whole life in himselfi—
where was he?—the man who had taken the
light of the sunshine snd the beauty ot the
moonlight forever from her—where was he?

Looking, perhaps, in someg face fsirer than
her own, loving some one for whom he cared
more than he had ever cared for her, She
had been one of many to him, he hed been
the only lave of her life, She raised her eyes
to the guiet night ekies,

‘* Heaven kuows,” she said to heraelf, and
the words stilled the restless fever, **Heaven
kpowa I never mesnt to do wrong.

Men might judge as they liked, Heaven
knew best,

Then, under the influence of the sweet
voices of the night, the bitterness of
prin and the sting of memory passed.
Her thoughts went back to the smiling,
happy fave of Bestrice Penrith, She was
vith her lover now, seated by him, looking

at him, listening to him, happy be.
yond 1the power of words to tell
Would it all end in misery, or wus

Beatrice one of the few who were to be
happy on earth and happy in heaven?
Luaver on, when the night grew chill aud
cold, and she had gone hack to her room, she
heard the clear, sweet voice ringing tbrough
the house, and she kaew that Beatrice was
. singing to ber lover. She did not see her
during the whole of the next day—a party
of visitors had arrived. Lady Penrith was
far too wiee to allow the lovers to grow tired
of each other,

She knew that a man like Lord KKelso must
have amusement, and that the earnest love of
a girl like her daughter would seor become
monotoncus to & man of the world.

With plenty of visitors to help to amuse
him, sll would go well, so that Beatrice was
not able t9 pay her usunal visits to the school-
room, and Agatha had pot seen her since the
night on which she had locked so brilliaptand
happy until now that she stood by the win-
dow with that shadow on her face.

¢ Miss Brooke,” said Deatrice, plaintively,
“ what can it matter whethar those dear
children know the past participle of the verb
‘To be’ to-day or to-morrow? Do leave
them & few minutes, and talk to me. I
bave togo out at noon, aud this is the only
leasurethat I shall have, 1 want to talk to
Vou."

Agatha fancied she detecied a faint
gound as of trouble in the sweet voice.
She gave the children something to em-
ploy themselves with and went to Beatrice,
who turned to her with a sigh of relief,

‘¢ Thank you,” she mid ; ** you are always
kind to me, Miss Brooke; it is good of you
to be so patient with me, 1 have no ore to
whom I can speak of my earl but you; Ido
not think mamma understands love a8 you or
I do; she always speaks of marriage as ¢ con-
tracting an slliance,”” and a faint smile
curled the gir’s lips, I balieve, for the
first time in my life, | have a heavy heart,
and I want you to tell me if it is 80"

“How can I tell you, Beatrice 7’ asked
Agathu, half smiling as the girl’s utter sim-
plicity.

**You know everything about love, and
pain, and happiness,” signed Beatrice; ‘1
kuow you have hcart-ache, becausel have
seen you when I sm sare you have spent
hoars in crying. 1 am afraid my heart
ie  heavy, and it should nut be
when my lover is here. I do not feel guite
like myeelf ; 1 em more inclined to cry than
to laugh : there is something wrong with the
sunshize,”

¢ And what is the cause ?” ssked Agatha.

The gi:l laid ber head wearily on the celd
alase.

**I can hardly tell,” she replied. =1
talked a pgreat deul with Lord XKelso
last nizht, and there wcemed to ba such
& distinee bitween us, I crm hardly ex-
p]aiu‘ winatb I mean, but it made my beart
gl

** A distavce between you? I hardly ua-
derstand, Bratrice,  la what manner 7

“You see, Miss Brocke, my life has
been so simple; [ Lave lived under such
love end care; I have never been nway
from my puaremts.  There are sins and
tronbles in the world, but { do nos even
know themn., X am such w child,” she con-
tinued, paselonately-- *‘such a stupid, igvor-
sut, fuclieh child ! while he koows ewvery.
thiog. [ wish I were muie hke him.”

“SVhat you eall ignerance is most probably
your greatest chann,” said Agatha, * How.
ever worldly a man moy be himself, he likes
am uaworldly woman.”

Her face brightened.

* Do you think ao* I am eo glad. 1
heard him talking to msammu—she
seemed to understaud him—und they

lasghed. I could never aniuse him as she
doer. 1ben I asked him why his eyes ulwnys
wore that melancholy look, 20d what de you
think he suia 9"

*¢1 cannot guess, B:atrice.”

“ Hesaid , I did not kpow that I looked
melancholy, Beatrice; I ¢hall not do se when
I have you near me,’”

1 persisted. Miss Tirovke, I gaid ta
him, ** It has nothing to ¢n with me; the
first night I saw you the eame lock was
there. Why are you swl when you have
everything thet this world can give you?
And this was his answer—thia is what puz-
zled mego. *1 have lesh gomathing out of
my life,’ he sxid, ‘uaod Jife will never be the
sams sgain.’” :

**Tho etrange thing wny that 2e did not
look at me, und seemed to be spesking in
spite of hirasell, When I asked him what
he had lost out of his life, he
seemed  confused. I tolk nonsense
sometimes, Beatrice,” and he wonld say
no more, What do yon think he han lcst
from his life, Misa Brooke? My beautiul
lover ! what can it be?’

‘ Who can sny ? Perhaps a friendship—a
hope~a cherished idea; everybody loses
some par$ of thoir life, Do not let it trouble
you, Bentrice,”

Then the ledy’s mnil came to say that ehe
wan waiting for Mizs Penrith ; wcunld she be
kiud cnough to vome?

CHAPTEL LVIIL

41 SIOULD LIKE TO KNOW EVERYTIING ADOUT
uia.”

* Should you think, Miss Brooke, that I
am jenlous 2" asked Beutrice, the day fallow-
ing. ' :
* No. I havenever seen any aign of it,
but I should not wonder much if the earl
gave a look, a gmile, or whispered word to
another, you might be very jealous then.”

¢ Yeaterday,” she continmed, ' Lord
Kelao showed us o quantity of “fine
diamonda; he wanted mamma’s advice

r

—
et

ky barat to »
abont §

and 1 had noticed tos-e‘::"!

tl alwaya wears g, looket e
with one diamond, | ag;_t

ok at it; he seeme od

t, but I insisted.

abou$ resetting them-the
mine. We began to tal
and ornaments,
time that my ea
is a gold locket,
.him %o let me lo
oonfused at firy
luok at every logket I have,
sh:mld X not look at youra ?
‘Then he took it from his wa
gave it to me, I opened i
side there was a lock of Alre
beautifal, golden hair, I conld 8
once that it had been cut from the haa »
Bome tair woman, I asked him whonmid o
is this ? and he answered—*it helon O(F s
one who is now wmeng the angels, gi)e to
do you mean? I ‘msked, * Yep d ad,,
he replied, and hiz voics w.'ag ead,
rowfol—ah, as the sighing of the sor
when the leaves die. Then an ind
came to me—he said he bad Jost aldea.
thing from his life; he paid also o
this bair belonged to some one who wag ¢ ot
it seemed to me that he had loved ande?d;
some beantiful woman, to whom that hogt
belonged. I can understand what it ie ma{l
Jealous—a pang like mo other pain that;
nazu Yever fel; went tgmugh my heart,”
ou need never be je n
ssid Agatin e jealous of the dead,

‘¢ I could not help it—I—you will th:
selfiah, I know, but 1 contd mot
thm'k that any one else had ever had 4
gf :{;s be}?rt. I could not bear it—ljvi

ead. 0 woman must h
heart but me.” st have any place

Ard it seemed to Agatha,
to the passionate words,
hours Beatrice Penrith b
eimple, loving child, to
womamn.

‘1 am afraid I am not 30 good aa
to be. I know thatheloves n?e. and 1I s%‘:zi?‘:
be content; but I amn jealovs of that part of
hie life in which I have had no share 1
ghould like to know everything about l;im
from the time he first began to walk unt]
now, I cannot besr that past in which [ did
not know bim, in which he hud }gves and
hates, all dead lotters to me. If there were
ever so many favlts I wonld forgive them slls
but I cannot bear to remember he has hag i
past that I shall never be vart of, Do I
underatand, Miss Brooke ?” you

“‘Yes, 1 understand perfectly,” she i

:‘I knqw you would.pr I wi;e to Eiﬁei}n
this strain to mamma, sho would think me
insane. I have told Lord Kelso everythig
in my life—not that there has been \-e:§
much, except, perhups, abont Gersld Leigh
He laughed about Gerald, and said that h;
waa the fiuest young cofficer in the queen’s
army. He was not in the least jealous, as]
tl:mught he would be, but when I had to}g
him everything about myself that I could re.
member, and I asked him to tell me all hjs
lite, and everything in i, he looked —el)
1 must aay he looked perfectly miscrable,

- ‘ My dearest Beatrice,” hoanawered, ¢ cur
lives have met now like two streums ; but
the one i8 a clear, sweet transparent brook—
the otber, a muddy river ; the brook will
purify the river. Now what could he msan
by that %"

I ghould thick the lives of most men
would more resemble & muddy river than &
clear breok,” eeid Agatha.  * Perhups he
had no particular meaning. You, Beatrice,
have knewn nothing but the besuti
ful, holy life snd love of home; the
ear]l has, . perhaps, like other people,
gambled a little, drank a Jittle, bet and lort
snd now, in the light of cyes so pure snd
swest &8 yours, his errora look very big and
black, indeed—the muddy river, in fact.”

The beantiful young face brightened at her
worda ; Beatrice flung her arms round [
Agatha's neck, and thanked her for her sym- [
pathy- |

“I am glad you think so. I could pot
understand. And you are quite sure there
is not a beautiful woman init 2’

st T cannot be quite sure,” replicd Agnths,
slowly.

‘¢ My dearest Reatrice, how cen I tefl?
I should most certainly say that whatever
has been, he Ioves you now betuer
than any one in the world: and if
I were you, dear, 1 would trust him—
I would not even thing about his past.
Trust him all in wll; thick of the present,
and kow to make him most happy—nevur
mind the past.” o

“Youdo not think-—you zr2 5o nice, Mis
Brooke—you do vt think from wiat I have
told you, that he has ever vealiy loved uey
one rlae hut me ?” i

¢ What does it matter, Beoetrize, il he loves
you best now ? Na, I do not see suythizg in
whut you hsve said to fnduce that belief. e
hapov, and do not make trouble, eatrice.!

* You bave nobt seen my eail vot, have
yeu, Mivs Brooke 2™ she sskod,

¢ Not yet,” replied Avgatho,

¢ When you do, you wiil not worder that
T am just e littlz jeslous. My only wonder
it that every one does ot like tiim as muck
as Ido”

Agatha laughed,

¢ Tt is juet oa well aa it is,” she replied,

But when Beatrice, considerably relieved
and wuch happier, hastened away, she felt-
anvicus and depressed,

*It would have been munch happier for-
her had she fallen inlcve with Gerald Leigh,”
she thonght. ©* In all that ghe tells mo about
Lord Kelse there is something from which
my whole heart rebels, I wish she had loved
Gerald Leigh.” o

Some few dnys paesed them, during
which she did not see Beutrice. The
castle was full of visitors; there wers
centinued gayeties—balls, pionics, parties of
all kinds,

Beatrico had anly just leisure to run in and
speak two or three words,

‘“ 1 um so happy !" she would say, ** Thank
Heaven for me 1"

And theso few words always brightened
the day for Agatha.

The mearrisge was one of the general
topica of conversation, and several paragraphs
congerning it had been publi-ied in the
papers. lew people werc igriorunt of t78
fact that the Earl of Kelso was 1o marry ioe
beautiful young delutante «f !\ scssion—
the daughter of Lord Penrith. Pl prepara-
tions for the marriage went «n steadily &
Beatrice forgot her doubts; tho earl no
loager wore the locket, witli 1 singie dia-
mond, that held the pale goiden luir,

Tho happy doys pacsed ou, aud brought
with them no clouds,

-1 wish,” said Beatrice, onme morning,
¢“ that [had studied muwio more carefully. 1
had no idea that the earl enjoyed it =0
much, I wish I had your talent for it, Miss
Brooke.”
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CHAPTER LVIII,
41 WISH I COULD ALWAYS DE NINETEEN.”

‘¢ I think it o good sign whon 5 man loves
musio,” said Agatha, ** Does be sing, him-
self ?” - L

“ No; at least, 1 have no$ hesrd him. You
know thet we went to Liscom DPriory yester-
day, and dinner was delayed for ap hour iz
consequence, - It was-the lovaly time that
poets coll the gloaming, when I ‘'went down,
aod finding no-one about I went to the piano,
in the oaken room, and Lord Kelso followed
ms, o »

¢ That waa very natural,” laughed Agatha.

‘"It wasthe happiest hour of my life,”
continued Beatrice. % Heo was so kinds

. :




