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CHAPTER IX.-A DURING VENTURE.

Just like a living person whose face I
ever mailing, and whose oyes are alway
looking straighit at you. Some of thena ar
very beautifuli Great men whom thm
world calls artists paint ihen; and yo
wrould net believe it, cousin, but with
few' briglt colors and a loig brush the,
fashion faces that look like some one you
love. My dear fathier is fond of lovel
portraits, and he lias mnany of 1themi at th 
castle, of ail thelords and ladies that havi
lived at Mouii St. Michael. And thiere i
one of ny father 'too-a great glorion
figure in shinig armour, and the miight
loQk in his eye that I love sô well. Wher
lie is far away and I long for him, I sit ani¿
watch. the painted face, and it is ahmost lik
seeing Iim."

I What a wonderful thing a portrait is !'
said Sweet Williamn, in astonishment.
" Tell me, dear Constance, would I kniion
and love my lord as you do, if I saw li!
face in the portrait ?"

" I uam sure you would, Sweet William.
My father lias a brave face ; it is stern and
terrible somnetimes, but it is always kini
wlhen it looks at me. And I knoi that lie
would love you, cousin dear, just as lie
loves'me, if lie only knew all about you."

-Sweet William had no doubt of this.
Inîdeed lie knmew of nio reason why my lord
should do otherwise than love him. Had
lie met with aughît but the deepestanîd tenl-
derest devotion from the few faithful hearts
that, se far, had comne within the scope of
his little life ? Yet a gentle sigh rose te
his parted lips, and suddenly the look of
yenrning camie into his great soft eyes.

" Dearest Constance," said lue, " I wish
sonething very mnuch."

" And what is that, Sweet Williani ?'
inquired Constance eagerly.

" That I might, just for one little
moment, go withyou te the castleand look
upon the face of my lord."

It was se very seldom that Sweet Wil-
liam wished for anything very much, or at
least se seldon that lue spoke of his wishes
that Nurse Mathilde and old Guilbert were
quite startled by this sudden avowal. And
to little Constance, who had but te speak
in order te obtain what sie wanted, it
seemed a great wrong thaI Sweet Williami
should be suffered to long for anything in
vain.

Constance had been wise and docile be-
yond expectation even of the good nurses.
She lad helped te maie Sweet William's
life in the Great Towerhiappier and brighter
than it had ever been. But it could hardly
be hoped that even the gentle William
could listen day after day to the wonders
of the great free world, and heàr of the
kindred of whose rightful love he hîad mys-
teriously been robbed, without feeling now
and then a secret loiging te sec and share
themu aIl.

Constance no sooner heard the words
than lier own heart unconsciously felt their
tender pathos. Her ingenious little brain
responded at once, and in a twinkling she
had surmounted ail difficulties.

" Sweet William, dear," she said, " why
should you net come to theiGreat Hall with
your nurse and me and sec the portrait?
Wc should be gone but a little while ; and
if you returned te the tower in safety, what
harmn would be done ? Guilbert is such a
«ood kind keepor, hue must surely let you

o just for one little moment."
But Guilbert, who happened te overhear

this dangerous praise of hinself, began te
gesticulate se wildly, cutting off his head
with min im'aginary sword, falling on his
knees and imploring mercy froin seme in-
visible tyrant, and otherwise nanifesting
such signs of inward perturbation, that one
uuighmt easily have doubted whether lie were
the kind keeper that Constance thoughlt
hi, or the muost ferocious of custodians.

Sweet William's eyeslighîted up strangely
atm the sounud of his cousin's words. Thre
thoughut of leaving the tower chamber even
for a singe moment had never presented
itself to hi, or indeed te any one else, in
the liglht of mi possibility. He started and
rai te his nurse, lis dark curls blown from
his fair forehead, and his face faintly flushed
with excitement.

" O good Mathilde, couild we-could we,
do you think ?" hue cried, throwing himself

"shu was imuy nother."

for his last breath, and went through such
anuother evolution of strange grimaces that
Constance was fain to laugh outriglit ,aà
him, and call liium a simple old soul. o
one understôod as 'hé did, hiowvcver,-h1e
great risk lue would run in allowing even
for one short hour a prisoner of my lord's
to go fron beyond his watch. A dungeon
keeper's dùty was very serieus in those days
and Guilbert plumed himself on having
been a just and faithful servant ail his life.

But this was sichi a peculiar case, Ma-
thilde argued, and tie children's design
was sucl an innocent and harmlcss ene,
and my lord was se many miles away, that
surely le need have no fears. A nd thon
Constance pleaded with him s prettily,
and Sweet William looked at him so long-
ingly, that very soon poor Guilbert beganu
to yield. " If I did net love muy prisoner
so dearly and hate my master se heartily,"
lue though, "I would nt, for the first
tine in my five-and-sixty years, fail in miy
trust. But there is no wronrg in doing
good, no wrong in granting a simple happi-
ness te a child like Sweét William," hue
reasoned with himself;. 'and after having
recounted a multitude of instances in which
the direst and most terrible consequences
had resulted from a tower-keeper's allow-
ing little boy-captives to go about and viewr
their lordly uncles' portraits, he gave his
consent with fear and trembling.

Mathilde made ail sorts. of promises, ta
appease the good servant's concern. Shel
even went se far as te say sie w'ould give
herself up as bis prisoner for life, if sle
failed to return with Sweet William before
thegreat bell of the abbey rang out another
hour. And, if you will believe nue, this
proved se satisfactory that Guilbert imme-
diately loosened the heavy bolts, albeit
with a merry twinkle in his eye ; and lue
was rash enough to hope secretly that Ma-
thilde would not be quite true te hier
Word.

It was Sweet William's turn te be sur-
prised wvhen, for the first tieue in luis life,
hue stepped beyond the threshold of the
Great Tower chameber ; whuen hue breathed
the dclir, frosty air of the Mounit, and
pressed with his little feet the pure, iewly-
fallen snow ; when lue sawr the tall green
pines swaying their loose branches se near
that hue could almost touch theni ; and
when at last lue behield the gray old walls
of the castle rising in stately grandeur
before hin.

on tho little stool ab lier feet, and restin
his clasped hands on' ler knees.,

What .did make poor NurseMathild
falter, and tremble se? VWhatis it',tha
miakes us all weak and yielding at theaigi
of a pleading child 7 She forgot her owr
peril and his -she forgot everything :whie
her darling sat there looking, up with hi
great yearning eyes; and: taking his dea
face between her hands, she said,--

. 'Yes, sweetheart, if the good Guilber
will lot us."

But here the good Guilbert gave -a
alarming gasp'which iniglit have been take

k...
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0 it le c.hildre who love and enjoy ti strange she had aparen forgotten one
beautifulfree World, with -all its glorious who livedi only. lV lier .fancy. Then the
éi onrvhjo .look up day after day te its thoughit came td Swe.tMWilliam,.as it had

t! great.bluedome, and drink in freely:tho soenltims of -lae, that.Çonstance had'been
t preciousinfluencè of:its.:warmth and ligh t blessed*Ïi everthîiivg Ùeie il hir loss sle
i and sunshine, thiûk lwhat it must havè been hid been blôssed nore than he. 'Büt there
n to the little William when he saw and felt was no bitterness or regret in the pasiing
s all;for the first time ! No wondei' his thiugit; 'it came and vent like an April
r little heart beat violently, and he held snow-flàke, leaving no trice of sadneis in

Mathilde's.hand se tightly, as they sped in is unselfish. heart.
t silence through ithe great court-yard, and "'Tell fue more of'this lady," ho said at

minto wooedd.paths; and upf the narrow cor-. last, turning to Constance. ' I love lier
i ridors and windgià stairways, till the home face dearly, it is so very beiutiful."
i that was sO famiiar toConstanco, scemed "I know but little, Sweet William ; it.

te lim like a delightful labyrinth. grieves my father te -speak of lier, and
But the Great-Hall of the castle, in ail nurse cannot do se without weeping. But

its gloomy magnificence, surpassed every- it nover saddens me te think of- lier, for I
thing that Sweet William had ever know she is safo and happy with the angels,
dreamed of. Se nany rare and costly and- that she looks down from leaven and
things greeted his eyes; powerful-looking sees us, just as she is doing.freo the por-
swords, whose hilts were of burnished gold, trait now."
hung crossed upon the -vallis ; soft silken Sweet Williamlooked againat thepainted
cuirtains fell partly ever the beautifully face, and thon at the litIle girl's, se fair,
latticed Windows, and richly embroidered se full Of life and liglt; and lhe tlhoulht
tapestries hung on every side ; while the there was a sweetness in it just then that
dark oaken furniture, so massive and curi- showed lier heart at least was like the
oùsly sliaped,.was a source of bewilderment beantiful lady's. . But lie wondered a little
to William, vio could only look hisadmira- liow-his cousin cane by lier sunny locks
tion and remain speechless. At one end cof and eyes of blue. Surely the old Nornan
the hall ivas my lord's ducal throne, made at the foot of the hill was mistaken, or else
of richly carved Wood, and adorned with sorrow and age had dimmed lis memory;
-beaten brass ; and overliead a canopy of for iy lady did not resemble lier young
gold and purple draperies, froi'whicl hiung moither. They were both beautiful, but as
thelieavycrown thathad rested on tre great unlike as tWilight and dawn.
dukes of Normandy for centuries. Oppo- . The great bell oii Mount St. Michael ring-
site, at the end of a long colonnade of ing out the close of tlis eventful heur in
arching mirble pillars, was tie banqueting- Sweet William's life, roused him froin his
table vhere the great feasts went on, and. meditation; and Constance ran te Nurse
where the noblemen drank out of jewelled Mathilde, who lad likewise fallen into a
goblets and ate from golden plates ; and quiet reve rie, and laughingly reminded lier
above it hung the famous portrait of the that Guilbert had now two prisoners instead
duke, the great glorious figure that Sweet of one ; and furthermore, that lie miglht bo
William had longed to see. indulging in some dangerous pastines at

But there, too, over thre tall chiiney- the thought of losing them both.
piece hung another portrait, of such ex- And in truth shle was not mistaklen, for
quisite beauty that the moment Sweet they found the good keeper in a serious state
MWilliam's eyes fell upon it they ivere blind when they returned. He declared this had
te everything else. It was the portrait of been the longest heur in all his life, and
at lady, young and beautiful, with a look that nover before, net even when the chief
of ineffable sweetness beaming down fron of the fierce Kynry lad held the battle-axe
dark, tender eyes that seenied te follow three days over his liead, lad he known
William and look straight at him wherever such anguish as when the last stroke of the
lie stood. ell had died. away and lie found himself

"AKnd whois this?"lie-sked initoice still albwe in the tower. •Idecd li'had
that was almost tremulous. sone notion of thrbwing himself froi the

"She was my mother," said Constance tower window, but that Sweet William and
gently. " Was sle not a lovely lady i Shie Mathilde arrived just in time to prevent
died, dear cousin, when you and I were this undignified close to lis brave career.
babes. I often Wonder why it'was se, and There was such a droll mixture of mnirth
think howv dearly I should have loved ler and seriousness in lis words, and such a
liad she been spared te ber little child. look of triumph in his keen gray eye in
Sle was as good as she was beautiful, and- spite of lis feigned discomîfiture, that
every one loved lier at Mounît St. Michael Sweet William -could not refrain froi
and my falier once said te nie that the laughing; and clasping him around the neck
liglit of the world went out for him whenl lie cried,-
lier dear eyes closed." " O Guilbert, you mistrustfu l Guilbert,

Sweet Williai put lis arn around the to think we should ever desert you !-He
little girl's neck, and his own eyes fillecd does net deserve a kiss, does lie, nurse ?"
with tears. But Sweet William gave hun a great many

" But lie lias you, dear Constance, and ievertheless, as thougli they liad been
you are sunishine enough for ail the world," parted a weary tîne.
lie said-tenderly. " Nay, nay, my little one ! I lad little

" I. an only a littlo maid, Sweet Wil- fear of that ; but, te tell you truly, the
liani; and but a poor companion for se minutes were very long without seeing
great and wise a lord as iny father. I have your sweet face. Now come and tell nie
seen him inany and imany a time sit before all that lias happened te make mîy little
the portrait and watch it. long and earnestly blossoin's eyes so briglit."
and I knew lie was thinking of lier, and Se, climbing upon the old man's knee,
longing to have ber back with him. O William related all his adventures, and told
William, do you ever wishm, as I do, that of the wionderful things lie had seen ; and
you might have knownî and loved your even hinted, albeit very cautiously, that
sweet young mother V" lie mighit like to repeat the experimient at

Sveet William made no answer ; but as some future timue. At which proposition
lie looked more intently at the beautiful Guilbert showed the whites of his eyes in a
face above hin, lie felt for the first time in way that was quite alarming; but ail the
his life that there was hidden away sone- while there was such a lighit of pleasure in
wlere in lis heart a great love for some the boy's face that the good keeper felt
one lie had never known. Well repaid for lis few anxious and lonely

" If she was like this," lie said at length, iloiimits.
without taking his eyes fromi the picture, But Sweet William, like all tender and
" I could love lier witlout seeiig lier. sensitive natures, spoke least of the thing
But, Constance, is there not a portrait of that was nearest his heart ; and wlen thie
imy mother in the castle ? exciteient of the day, was over he grew

" I think I have never seen one, cousin quiet and pensive agaim, and ic one but
dear," said sle witl a puzzled look. his ever watclifil nurse cauglit glimîîpses of

The two children were silent for a me- the sober thoughuts that were busying his
ment wlile they stood Iooking up at the young brain. Until quite late taIt even-
lovely face. Constance was thinking what img lue sat in lis favorite retreat, looking
a splendid thing it was te be a good and out uion the night. Ail was quiet and
beautiful lady and te be loved and renienm- peaceful, and the cold briglt stars looked
bered always, and was hioping that she too downii benignly upon tihe whito earth below.
mnighît be se same day ; while Sweet Wil- A mîîisty inoonbeain caie slanting througli
lim was vondering, in lis grave and quiet the Bower wiidow, and fel full upon he
way, why Constance. lid never spoken of graceful figure within. Mathilde hîeard a
her mother te him. little sigh, and saiv the thoughtful look

But my lady lad so many people about steal again into his deep eyes.
lier te love and te talk of that it was not - (To be Continued.)


