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'.LES GANTS GLACf."

(AN ANECDOTE 07 TBE FRONDE, 1650.)

Wrapped in amoke stood the towers of Rethel,
The battie surged tierce by the town,
On terror, and struggle, and turmoil,
The sweet skies of Champagne looked down.
Far away smiled the beautiful uplands,
The bine Vosges lay solemn beyond;
Well France knew snch disoord of colour,
In the terrible days of the Fronde.

At the breach In the ramparts of Rethel
Each stone was bought dearly by blood,
For De Raslin was leading the storm ers,
And Turenne on the battlements stood.
Again and again closed the confLiet,
The madness of strife upon ail.
Right well fought the ranks of the marshal,
Yet twice they fell baok from the wall.

Twice, thrice, repulsed, bafied, and beaten,
They glared, where In gallant array,
Brave in gilding, and 'broidery, and feather,
The Guards, in reserve, watched the fray.
"En avant les gants glacés !" t'iey shouted,
As sullenly rearward they bore,
The laps deep and wide in their columna,
The illes aIl dripping In gore.

"En avant les gants glacés!" and laughlng
At the challenge, the Household Brigade
Dressed ranks, floated standards, blew trumpets,
And ashed out each glittering blade;
And carelessly, as to a banquet,
And joyously as to a dance,
Where the Frondeurs in triumph were gathered,
Went the best blood of Scotland and France.

The gay plumes were shorn as in tempest,
The gay soarves stained crimson and black,
Storm of bullet and broadsword closed over the m,
Yet never one proud foot turned back,
Though half of their number lay suient,
On the breach their last effort had won,
King Louis was master of Rethel
Ere the day and 1t story was done.

And the ierce taunting ory grew a proverb,
Bre revoit and bis horrors were past;
For men knew, ere o'er France's fair val leys,
Peace waved ber white banner at last,
That the softest of tonesin the boudoir,
The ligutest of steps in the "ronde,"
Was theirs, whose keen swords bit the deepest
In the terrible days of the Fronde.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.
SYLVIA TREMPES.

After that outburst of passion, in the moonlit churchyard,
Edmund S'anden went home, humillated, remorseful, and as
completoly miserable as he had ever been lu his life. There
was no tenue of triumph In the thought that Sylvia was once
more bis own, but a sense of deepest shame. He felt like

ome folonious wretch whose pockets were crammed with
stolen gold. The joy of possession wsu extingutsbed lu the
agony of self-abasement. His jewel, the treasure of his life,
the only object ho had ever ardently desired, was restored to
him, but at a price that made the gift worthless.

Not long did he linger lu Pairriam churchyard after that
fatal avowal of weaknes. He kissed the pale forehead, the
sweet red lips, as ho had been wont to kiss them in days of
old ; looked Into the depths of those luminous eyes, and tried
to pierce the seul that gave them light, and then tore himself
away with but a brief farewell. He would have seen Sylvia
sie within ber own door ore ho left ber, but this she forbade.

OfNhe future neither dpoke. She was more than content.
Her heat sowelled with secret triumph,-for she had made ber
lover's marriage with Estheç Rochdale an Impossibility. After
to-night's avowal ho dare not fulfil his engagement to Miss
Rochdale. Henceforward ho belonged to her-Sylvia Per-
riain.

She did not therefore murmur at a leave-taking which
seemed at çace sudden, constrained and hurried. She knew
ho was sorry for what ho bad done. That late repentance mat-
tered little. He had done It.

S1fe in the solitude of her room she gave berself up to the
full rapture of triumph. She laughed softly te herself as he
brushed ber long bright hair before the large oval mirror, lu
the dressing-room which she had made a glistening temple of
feminine luxury. What a victory ahe had won over ber arch.
*nemy Mrs. Standen. How changed ber position since that
stately dowager had pald ber a visit of condescension and cou-
cilIation to the village school-house.

i Will she come bore to pay me another visit, when she Is
told that Edmund las going to marry me afiter aIl?" wondered
Sylvia. "I thnk not. She will hardly attempt to patronise
Lady Perriam."

Of Esther Rochdale's wounded, or perhaps, broken heart,
Bylvia thought not at all. Other people's broken hearts had
nover been a source of Sugulsh to ber. Besides she had al-
ways detested Miss Rochdale. She had hated ber for being
richer than herself, ehe had hated ber still more for being
better, purer, and truer than hereolf.

8he rang for ber maid,-she had ber ow maid now,-nd
toldb er to fetch Mrs. Carter. She was un a mood to confide in
somebody, and there was no one else to whom she oould un-
bosom herseIlf.

Mrs. Carter came promptly In answer to that unwonted
summous. Sbe closed the do>r behind ber oarefully, drew

near Sylvia's chair, and bout over herr with that tenler look
with which timidity was so painfully blended.

"Are you botter, darling? " she asked softly.
Botter? I am well. Ie your patient asleep?"

"Yes, he has been asleep since nine o'clock."
"He sleeps well, doesn't he ? " asked Sylvia.
"Very well. Yes, thank heaven, his nights are all peace."
"And his days," said Sylvia, with a vexed look. "I should

think they muet be peaceful enough, too. You give him all
he wants -all he can ever ask for ? "

" I try my uttermost to make him comfortable, and even
humour hie caprices as far as possible. But ln spite of that

"Well, what?" asked Sylvia, impatiently, as Mrs. Carter
paused, playing nervously with the ribbon of ber neat little
black silk apron. She was peculiarly neat and precise in ber
dress at all time-a person never to be seen at a disadvan-
tage. The quiet pauses of ber monotonous life gave ample
leieure for this scrupulous neatness.

" In spite of all my care he le sometimes very miserable,"
she said.

Sylvia shrugged ber shoulders, and turned from ber with an
impatient movement.

" I suppose it le in the natura of his malady to be miser-
able," she answered coldly.

"I don't think it le altogether that."
"What does he want, thon ?"
"A little more liberty."
Lady Perriam turned upon ber with a furlous look, the

lovely face distorted with anger.
" I forbid you ever to peak of him again," she said. "Do

your duty. You are paid for that, and paid lavishly. But
don't come whining to me and talking of hie being un-
happy - as if my interesta were the last thing you cared
about."

" Is that a fair thing to say, Sylvia, after what I have done
for you ?"

" You undo It every time you speak of It. A favour is eo
favour when it is flung in one's face."

" How often do you fling your bounties ln my face? " re-
torted the mother, bitterly. "Why did you send for me to-
night, if it was only to be unkind?"

"1 idn't mean to be unkind-but you provoked me by
speaking of a subject I hate."

"Indeed, Sylvia, it was you who questioned me."
"You should have some tact. I may have asked a straight

question; but I did not Invite reproaches, or lamentations."
Mrs. Carter looked at Lady Perriam with that half sorrowful

balf wondering expression which often marked her counte-
nance. She was thinking of the strange resemblance ln char-
acter between father and daughter. In each the same ab-
sorbing self-love-in each the same indifference to the woes of
others.

Lady Perriam recovered ber temper, and poured the story of
ber triumph into ber mother's ear. It was not from any na.
tural affection for that mother, whom she had, since her
widowhood, condescended to acknowledge, in the seclusion of
ber own rooms-though to the little world of Perriam Place
Sylvia's mother seemed no more than the hired sick nurse. It
was from no impulse of filial love-but only from a desire to
talk to some one-to have some sympathetic ear to listen to
the triumph of woman's art over man's honour.

" It was not till I pretended togive hiin up that I broujht
him to my feet," she said, after telling ber story. "4Till then
he was rock. I told him to go back to Esther Rochdale. He
saw me melting from his sight--and in the next moment I
was in his arms, and he was as much my own as when we
parted by the tomb of the de Bossineys. It was ahappythrught
to make him meet me in the churchyard. The scene brought
back all the old feelings. And now he i once more-my Bd-
mund--and I am rich enough to laugh at Mrs. Standen's petty
fortune. We will be married as soon as my year of widow-
hood is over-and he will come and lighten up this gloomy
old house with his presence. I shall feel no more fear when
he le by my side. Lot the worst come it will be hie business
to protect me."

Mrs. Carter looked at:her earnestly for some moments, and
thon knelt down by ber chair, and clasped ber bandes and look-
ed into ber eyes with passionate appeal. "Oh, Sylvia," she
cried, "why did God give you all good things except heart
and conscience? It tortures me to hear you talk like this. I
would rather see you groveling ln the dust, anguish-stricken,
than hear you speak of happiness-and count upon a prosper-
oeus future-knowing what I know."

CHAPTER XLIX.

" MOa BITTER TRAN DUATE."

No sleep visited Edmund Standen's eyelids that night. Ris
eyes had a seared feeling, as If he had been staring into the
red-hot heart of a furnace. He did not delude himself by go-
ing to bed-but sat lu his dressing room writing letters till
some time after the cocks ln the Dean Rouse poultry yard
bad offered their shrill salutations to the morn, and had been
answered by stranger cocks at remotest distance, and at all
points of the compass. Once only did he pause from his task-
work-and that was only to extingulsh the burnt-down can-
dies and draw up the Venetian blind. Hw bleak and cold
tho world looked at early dawn-even that summer world
vhich vould se soon b. ail agiov vith brightness sud colour.

It vas exactly six o'clock vhen ho sealed the last letton-
ho had vriten ne, lois than three-aid themn out in a neat rov
upon the mantel-shelf, where they appeared suffieiently cou-
spicuous lu their large business-like envoepes. 'By half-past
six ho had msde bis nsaa teilet sud packed bis portanteau.
This he contrived te onvey dovn the vide shasllow staircase
noiselessly, sud thus eut through the long atone paissage te
thre spaclous stable yard. Hon. he found help enongh, for the
coachmnan sud groom vere botb astile. He ordered the dogcart,
put bIs portmanteau lu, sud drove off as the clock chimed the
quarter before seven. Hie heart hsd been beating uneasily aill
th Utie. Esther sud bis mether vere beth early riêeers. One
of themn might hear the vbeels, sud b.el nime te witness bis
departure. Yet it mattered very lile If they did see hlim. Aill
the abominab!e truth would so soon be known.

" I didn't knov you vas goin' anyvhere ibis morning, sir,
or I'd bave had the trap ready," said the groom, speculatively.

" I didn't know as mruch myself till last night. I'mn going
te Germany for s fev months, ou business. Oh I by the by,
Brans, after you've dropped me at the station you'll take the
dogcart homo as faut as you cau, sud teli Jane te give my

mother the letters she'il fûd on the mantlepiece in my dress-
ing-room. She'll have foun,! them bafore you get home, I
daresay, but there's juet the chance of them being overlooked."

At the Monkhampton station Mr. Standen met a mrn he
knew. Depart fro n a country town when You will there is
generally some individual of your acquaintance who contrives
to choose the same day and hour for his journeying. Mr.
Standen was somewhat brief and unfriendly-in hie responses
to the customary questions as to how far ho was going and
how long ho was likAly to be away. He withdrew himself to
the compartment furthest from that chosen by hi. acquain-
tance, and altogether comforted himself in a sullen and bear-
ish fashion. H, was too angry with himself to be commonly
civil to other people. What was ho doing? Running away
from the consequences of his sin; making a base and dastardly
retreat from the ruin his dishonour had wrought. He could
not look in Bather's face, and tell her how ho had wronged
her. He could not endure to se those gentli eyes, that had
never looked upon him In unkindness, clouded by tears. He
could fancy the white change In that innocent face, but ho
could not brook the sight of It. Se he had written hie plighted
wife a long, passionate, despairing letter, full of remorse and
self-upbraiding, humbling himself in the dust, but telling her
ali the bitter truth. He had been mistaken when ho fancied
himself cured of his tiret fatal passion; ho had decelved him-
self when ho thought ho loved her, a hard and humiliating
confession for any man te make, a crushing announcement for
any woman to recelve.

He was on his way to London by the early express, speed-
ing on the irst stage of a journey that ho meant to be a long
one, ere that letter was delivered to Esther Rochdale.

No one had heard Edmund Standen'a departure. The dally
business of the quiet orderly household went on just in the
usual methodical manner, though the young master had ordered
the dogcart and driven off in that unexpected way. The ser-
vants, almost too respectable even to be inquisitive, concluded
that this early departure had been arranged ever so long before-
hand. Mr. Standen was going on a little bit of a tour in foreign
parts before ho married and settled down Into a pouderous
unlocomotive country gentleman. Mrs. Standen was always
reserved. She was not a woman who unbosomed herselt to an
upper housemaid, or poured her woes into the ear of a cook.
The Dean House servants lived on the fat of the land, had
ample wages, and kind nursing In the hour of sickness; but
they lived afar off from their mistress, and their feelings to-
wards her were rather respecttul than sympathetic.

Esther came down stairs at a few minutes before seven, just
about five minutes after the dogeart containing her perjured
lover had rolled briekly out of the stable yard, with that cheery
sound which swift revolving wheels always have on a sun-
shiny morning-a sound of life and progress. She strayed out
into the garden, loitered on the smooth gravel mal, gathered
a bunch of dewy roses to ilt an old oriental bowl on the break-
fast table, thought, not qite happily, of Edmund. He had
seemed dull and tired of late; had losit that active spirit which
had made him eager for long walk--for new music-for small
domestic pleasures. They were working him too hard at the
Bank. Yes, that was it. He always came home tired now.

Esther mide the round of garden and orchard, took Trotty,
the eldest of Edmund'. nieces, for an appetising before-break-
fast walk in one of the meadows; did all she could to promote
pleasant feelIngs between Trotty and the tawny red-skinned
cows of whoee placid looks Trotty went In awful fear, and then,
relinquishing Trotty to the nurse, strolled slowly back to the
house.

There are days when sad thoughts come uncalled. Just as
she came to the glass door, there flashed upon Esther Roch-
dale the memory of a summer morning two years ago, the
morning when Edmund told her of his engagement to Sylvia
Carew. The very memory of that revelation made hek shud-
der. She could recall the old unforgotten pain; the sharp
sting of an agony yhich she had hidden with ail a woman's
self-command.

" I don't think I could bear such another blow as that,' she
said te herself. I think if I had to suifer like that again the
pain would kil! me. But what can put such a fancy into my
head to-day, when everything is changed since that time, and
I am thoroughly happy ? "

She tried to dismiss a memory that seemed mere foolishnesa,,
and went into the breakfast room, seoftly singing one of Ed-
mund's favourite airs, as she arranged her roses.

Mrs. Standen was not seated before the urn with her open
prayer book, ready for the eighto'clook prayers, after her usuai
manner at five minutes before the hour. She was standing by-
the breakfast table, with a pale dieordered countenance, read-
lng a letter.

Jane, the housem.id, came into the room with a tray jnst as
Esther entered from the garden.

" Tell them that I don't feel well enough to read prayers
this morning," said Mrs. Standen, without looking up from the
letter.

The servant stared ever so little. Illness, save of the most
serious character, had never been wont to interfere with Mrs.
Standen's religious duties. She had read prayers in the agonies
of headache and neuralgia, lu the prostration of induensa ; yet
she stood there this morning strong, and stern of aspect, and
said she was too 111 for that customary duty.

' In there anything the matter, Auntie ?" asked Esther,
agitated. That pale set face struck terror to her, sonehow.
It was not grief, but anger that made it awful.

" Thore is this much the matter," replied M rs. Standen, 'MLy
only son--my tee vell loved son-.ls a consummate villaln."

U Auntie, are yen mad ?" cried Esther, vith a faint shriek,
clasping that rigid figurQ, looking wildly at that vhite resolute
face.

HorrIble visions of possible calamity fiashed across ber
mind. Edmund had b sen forging, or embeszling, or something
dreadful cf that klnd. Peopie lu banks se often end by forg-
ing. It seemns almuost a necessary consequence of a contiden-
tial position. Ho vas a criminal-ai felon-in prison. Let
hlm b. vhat he might she vas bIs plighted wife, ah. wouid
stand by hlm lu the dock, at D rrtmnoor,-an the scaffold, if
need vere.

" Whatever he may ba, or whatever ho bas doue, I shall love
hlm all the samne," she said proudly, vith a vomrn's vrong-
beaded pride lu the extremity of ber devotion te vorthless
man.

" Poor child," exclaimeod Mrs. Standen. vith bitter half-
oontemptuous pity. " He doos net vaut' yeur love, he does
net value your fldelity. H 3 bas the only kind of love h. cares
fer, the love of a vicked woman."

"ÂAuntie," criss the girl vith videly opening eyes, sud oee
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