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IN MEMORIAM.

fCHAS. ERNEST SMITH, DIED APRIL 2RD, 1881.)
. wraveyard softly sleeping, :
In“t'%%g f'hv:i'y rass branches wave,
Lies our little Krnest, keeping
Silenoce in the nATTOW grave.
There he sleeps, and 0o to-morrow
Wakes him 1n that sllent home,
There he rests, no slgn of EOrrow
Clouds with grief his rural homse,

There the daisies and the roses
Your thelr incense at his feet,
On the spot where he reposes,
Where the grass 18 green and sweet,|
There the wood lark, sweetly singing,
With her music charms the alr,
And the busy wild bee winging
Hums—a hymn for flowrets fair.

But they cannot wake our darling
On his bed within the tomb,

Angels up in Heaven missed him,
So they came and took him home,

Took him where the wondrous glory
Fills his happy soul with love,

‘Where his heart can feel n0 80rrowW
In his blessed home above.

LORETTO ABBEY, May. 188l

REDMOND O’'DONNELL

LE CHASSEUR &’AFPRIQUE,
PART II.
OHAPTER XXIX.—CoNTINGED.

bdhe hears n tootstep approaching up the
avenue, but no one in whom she is the least
jnterested ever comes to Scarswood, so She
does not lock up. She goes on with her work
go absorbed that she forgets all about her in-
truder. He sees her afar off, and pauses &
woment to look at her. The afternoon sun-
shine gilds the sweet, fair drooping face, and
kindles into a halo the bronze bair. Slowly
he draws nesrer, stepping on the grass that he
may vot disturb her. He comes close—sgo
<close that he can look over her shoulder and
goe what it is that holds her so absorbed.
Then-he epeaks close bekind ber, and very
coolly :

« If you intend that for a fancy face, Lady
Qecil, I have nothing to say. If for a portrait
then I muet tell you it i8 most egregioucly
Rattered.”

Shestarts up witha cry ; forit is a likeness
of Redmond O'Donnell she is drawing, and it
isRedmond ('Donnell himselt who stands
smiling before her,

« Good day to you, Lady Cecil”—he lifts
his hat as though they had parted yesterday,
and holds out his hard--¢ lam atraid 1 bave
Startled you ; but not so greatly, I hope, that
you cannot shuke hands. Ah! thanks!”
Ag scarcely knowing what she does she lays
four cold fingers in his. #1 thought at first
you meant toretuse. And how have you been
since 1 spw you last?” Heiskes a seat in
the rustic chair, which accommodates three,
aud she sinks down, scarcely knowing wheth-
er she is asleep or awake beside him., Her
heart is throbbing fo fast that fora moment
8he turns giddy and iaint. She bas not spok-
en a word—she does not try to speak now.
# Well,” 0'Donnell says, in the snsme cool
tone, # you don't look over-glad to see me, 1
must eay. This is what comes of glving ones
friends a pleasure sarpries. And I flattered
myself you had sufticient friepdly interest in
m¢, or ifnot, commen politeness enough at
lesst, to say you were glad to sce me back.”

#]am glad.” Her voice is not stendy—she
quivers asshesits. ¢ But—it was so sudden.
I am nervous 1 suppose, and little things
startle me.” Shelays her hand on her heart
to still its tamultuous beatinge, and looks up
at him for the first time. ©You are the last
person I expected to sce. 1 thought you were
at Algiers.”

«Thelast person we expect to see is very
often the first person we do see” O’Donnell
answered, still eminantly self-possessed. ¢ I
baven’t been at Algiers, and I'am not going.
I shall turn my sword into a scythe, my rifle
into a plougshare, and go in for peace, respec-~
tability, and pastoral life. I have been out in
New Orleans.”

«In New Orleans ?”

Yes. Irecieved a telegram from my grand-
fathor after leaving here, telling me his wile
andeon were dead, and requesting meto bring
Rose back. We went. Wobave besn there
ever since.”

She wns beginning to recover mow. She
drew a little furtber to him, and began
tracing figures in the grass with her white
parasol.

st Your sister is well, T hope 7"

1 My sister is quite well, thank youn.”

¢ She remains in New Orleans with your
grandfather ?

st She 18 in London, and my giandfather is
dead.”

¢ Indeed.” She is strangelyat a loss what
{0 eny, sometbing wvery unusual with Lord
Ruysland’s high bred daughter. %I hope
then we will see Miss 0'Donnell down nt
8carswood shortly.”

¢« Well, yes. I suppose Rose will come.
8heis very anxious to see you. In fact, she
wanted to accompary me on this occasion,
but I objected.”

«“ Objected! Why ?”

te] preferred {o come alone. Other people
may be very anxious to see you a8 well as
Rose—may they not? And you know I never
like third persons during my interview with

Du."

She still looks down at the emerald turf,
still traces figures with her parasol, He
looks at her, and thasre is silence.

# You have heard of Sir Arthur Tregeura's
marriage " she says at length with a sort of
effort, Women are always the first to break
thess embarrassing pauses. ¢ No doubt he
gent you word ?"

« He gent me no word—how could he?
He thought with you I was In Algeria. Still
I heard of it—from whom do¢ you think?
Qur mutual friend, Charlie Delamere.”

@ Ahl Charlie” with a smile; ¢he knew
your address then ?”

« Yes—after six months of Louisiann, 1
grew sick jor news of England and my
friends. I did not care to write to any of
those friends direct for sundry reasons, so I
sent a line to Charlie. I got all the news I
wished immediately—Sir Arthur's marriage
smong the rest. He's a fine fellow, and in
spite of the Miss Herncastle episode, his wife
Buits him. bShe suits him—all is said in that,
they will be happy.”

« I hope 5o,” she answered softly.

& Your father is in Germapy, Ladv Cecil ?”

“ He is always in Germsny of late--he
sesms to make it his heme. Poor papa!” A
sigh. .

« And you,” the blue eyes that can bo so
" keen, 8o hard, 80 steely, so tender, alternately,
are watching her with a light she feols, but
cannot meet. “And you still reside with
your cousin and Sir Peter. I am glad, by the
bye, that they are reconciled. Doesn’t the
life strike you as rather a dull one?” ’

# Not particalarly, 1 hope I have com-
mon.sense enough to know life cannot beall

sanshine and roses for auy of us, Scarswood
is always a pleasant place, and I am too
busy to find time for idle repinings. Work is
a boon—I have found that out. I sm the
children’s governess, now, you know, So,”
with an effort to change the subject, « you
have given up all thoughts of Algiers. Lanty

Lafferty will rejoice at that! How is Mr,
Lafferty 7"

“ Very well, and strongly matrimonially in-
elined.  He {8 down with me and gone to the
Bilver Roge to see Lis old sweetheart, I be-

8

lisve & marriage will follow in the fullness of
time. and so you are governess to the twias,
terrible drudgery, I should fancy—and prac-
tice drawing in the intervals. Let me have
another look at my portrait—clever, -perhaps,

| a8 & work of art, but, as I said before. absurd-

ly flattered as a likemess. You do think of
mo then sometimes, Queenie 7

Theold petname! A faint rose-pink flush
deepened: all over the fair, pearly face.

¢ X think of all my frlends—what an opl-
nion you must have of my memeory, and I
have a private gallery of their portraits.
Please give me my gketch back—it is easier
for you to criticise than to do better.”

1 A rule which applies to all criticism, I
fancy. lllgive you the sketch back on
one cordition—that I may give you myself
with it1?”

«Captsin O'Donnell 1”

# Lady Cecil 1

The faint carnation was vivid scarlet now.
She started up, but he caught both her hands
and held her. The bright blue eyes, full of
piercing, laughing light, looked up into the
startled brown ones. Not much fierceness—
not much sternness thers now.

#What do you mean, sir! Let me go.
Here comes thechildren——pray, let me go!”

«Let them comel” cries this reckless
young Irishman, ¢Let a)l the world come
if it likes. I shall not let you go until you
promise, You like me excessively—oh! it's
of no use denying it--you know you do, but
1ot one thousandth part as I like you. And
I want you to marry me. It will not be so
very much more stupid than vegetating at
Scarswood and teaching the nine parts of
speech to Pansy and Pearl. Come, Queenie!
We bave been in love with each other pretty
nearly seven years. They say the certain
cure for Jove is—matrimony. Let us fry it.”

«Captain O'Donnell, let me go.”

# Not until you promise, Queenie, I mean
it, X havecome all the way from New Or-
leans to say this. Ilove you—be my wife.
Since you can bear up uader the drudgery of
a governess' life you can endure to be the wife
of a poor man. The quesiion is—will you
try M

w ] would have tried it six years ago, if Red-
mond O'Dounel!l had given me the chance.
I would have tried it eight months ago, if his
pride had not stood between us. Iam not
afraid of poverty—perhaps because 1 was born
to it—poverty and servitude were my birth-
right. Doer Captain (O'Donnell forget
princely blood flows in his veins, and in mine
—that of a waiticg-maid

“That is meant as a reproach. Well, my
stiff-neckedness in the past descrves it. But
think again, Queenie—how you have been
brought up—that luxury has been the very
breath you drew—think what marriage with a
poor man means. SIx stuffy rooms—one
grimy maid-of all work—one silk dress & year
~—no carriage—no operas—no Esociety—the
beautiful und poetical of lifo a dream of the

past., Think!”

«J dothink. I think you want to talk me
into saying no—you fear I may take you at
your word. VYory well, sir—I say it. 1 am
degplr honored by your offer, and beg to de-
cline.”

Ho drew her to him—close, closer, If
those innocent twins are anywhere in the vis-
ible horizon now, they stand a strong chance
of being amazed and scandalized.

%“Queenis, my darling—whom I never
hoped to hold, to kiss like this—you renlly
love me well enough to endure poverty and
obscurity for my sake. You will be my wife
and never repent. You will go with me and
resign everything 7

“Iiverything! Ob, Redmond! I shall have
youl”

And then—the twins are drawing nearer---
their howls can be heard through the trees,
Lady Cecil has some consideration for their
artless youth, it Le Beau Chasseur hus none,
and laughing, and blushing, and looking---
oh! g0 lovely---withdraws to the extreme end
of the rustic seat.

«No, Captain O'Donnell---not one inch
nearer---1 insist upon it! My hearing is ex-
cellent---any remarks you may have to make
I can hesr at this distance perfectly well.
And the other performance is not necessary.
Pearl and Pansy ar+ coming, and you know
the proverb--¢ Little pitchers hnve grent
ears, '

“Confound Pearl and Pansy! Queenie,
you are sure you will never repent marrying
a penniless soldier of fortune !”

“I tell you I like poverty. How stupid
some people are—--forciog one to repeat the
same thing over and over. I prefer it de-
cidedly—yes, 1 do—don’t look like that—1
do.”

«Aht” G'Donnell said gravely, » I am sorry
for that. It may be painful for you to hear,
Lad{y", Cecil, but—I have had a fortune left
me

“#Redmond!” starting up, indigrantly ¢ A
fortune!”

“Yes, my love—don’t let your angry pas-
sions rise if you can help {t——a fortune. M.
De Lansac died three months ago, and divided
his fortnne equally between Rose and me It
was two million dollarsf A pittance,
perbaps, as compared with the inheritance
of Sir Arthur Tregenaa ; but to poverty-lov-
ing, bumble individuals like Lady Cecil
Clive aud Redmond O'Donnell, sufficient for
the bread and cheese of life, a page in buttons,
and two silk dresses per annum. My love!

AND HIS SISTER.
BY MRS, MAY EES FLEMING.

OHAPTER I.
BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOXM ELECT.

Firelight 1alling on soft velvet carpet,
where white lily buds trail along azure

that glitters like ivory, with puffy seats
of blue satin; on blue and gilt panelled
walls ; on ‘a wonderfully carved oaken ceil-
ing; on sweeping draperfes of blue satin and
white lace; on half a dozen lovely pictures ;
on an open piano; and last of all, en the

handsome, angry fuce of a girl who stands
bofore it—Inez Catheron.

The month is August—the day the 290th—
Miss Catheron has good reagon to remember
it to the Iast day of her life. But, whether
the August sun blazes, or the January winds
bowl, the great rooms of Catheron Royals
are ever chilly. So on the white-tiled hearth
of the blue drawing-roown this surmmer even-
ing a coal fire flickers and falls, and the mis-
tress of Catheron Royals stands before it, an
angry flush burning deep red on either dusky
cheek, an angry frown contracting her straight
black brows.

The mistress of Catheron Royals—the big-
gest, oldest, queerest, grandest place in all
sunny Cheshire—this slim, dntk girl of nine-
teen, for three years past the bride-elect of
Sir Victor Catheron, baronet, the last of his
Saxon race and name, the lord of all these
sunny acres, this noble Norman pile, the
smiling village of Catheron below. The
master of a stately park In Devon, a moor and
« hbothy” in the highlands, a villa on the
Atno, a gem of a cottagein the Isle of Wight.
« A darling of the gods,” young, handsome,
heathy, nnd best of all, with twenty thous-
and a year,

She is his bride elect. In her dark way
she is very handsome. She is to be married
to Sir Victor early in the next mounth, and
she ig ag much in love with him as it ig at all
possible to be. A fair fate surely. And yet
while the August night shuts down, while
the wind whistles in the trees, while the
long fingers of the elm, just outside the win-
dow, tap in a ghostly way on the pane, she
stands here, flushed, angry, impatient, and
sullen, her handsome lips set in a tight, rigid
line,

She is very dark all at times. Her cousin
Victor tells her, laughingly, she is sn abso-
Jute nigger when in one of her silent rages.
She has jet-black hair, and big, brilliant,
Spanish eyes.  She i« Spanish. Her dead
mother was a Castilian, and that mother has
left her her Spanish name, her beautiful,
pessionate Spanish eyes, her hot passionate
Spanish heart. 1n Old Castile 1nez was born;
and when in her tenth yearber Euglish father
followed his wife to the grave, Tmez came

home to Catheron Royals, to reign there, a
little imperieus,hot-tempered Morisco princess
ever sloce.

She did not come alone.”A big boy of twelve,
with a short head of blue-black hair, two
wild, glittering black eyes, and a
diabolically bandsome face came with her.
It was her only brother Juan, an imp incar-
nate from his cradle. Jle did not remain
long. To the unspeakable relisf of the
neighbourhood for miles around, he had van-
ished as suddenly as he had come, and for
JCATR Wa8 geen No Hore,

A Moorish Princess! 1t is her cousin and
lover's favourite pame for her, and it fite
well. Thero is a certain barbaric splendour
about her as she stands here in the firelight,
in her trailing purple silk, in the cross of
rubies and the fine gold that burns on her
bosom, in the yellow, perfumy rose in ber
bair, looking s!ately, and beautiful, and dread-
fully out of temper.

The big, lonesome house is nas still 85 a
tomb., Outside the wind is rising, and the
heavy patter, patter of the rain beats on the
glass. That,and the light fall of the cinders
in tho polished grate, are the only sounds to be
heard.

A clock onthe mantel strikes seven. She
bar not stirred for nearly an hour, but she
looks up now, her black eyes full of passion-
ate anger, passionate impatience.

#Seven !" she says, in a suppressed sort of
voice; #and he should bave been here at six.
What 1t he should defy me ?—what if he
does not come, alter all ?”

She can remain still nolonger. She walks
acros8 the room, and she walks as only
Spanish women do., She draws back one
of the window-curtains, and leans out into
the night. The crushed sweetness of the
rain-beaten roses floats uwp to her in the
wet darkness. Nothing to be seen but the
vegue tossing of the trees, nothing to be
heard but the soughing of the wind, nothing
to be felt but the fastand slill faster falling of
the rain.

She lets the curtain fall, and returna to the
fire,

« Will he dare defy me 7" she whispersto
herselt. ¢ Will he daro stayaway 7"

There areiwo pictures hanging over the
mantel—she looks up at them as she asks
the question. One is the sweet, patient face
of a woman of thirty ; the other, the smiling

my love ! "

Where is the distance between themnow |
—and the twins are standing petrificd, open-
mouthed and oyed, at what they behold not
gix yards off,

“Ican give you wealth a8 well as love.
Thank God for the happiness he hasgiven me
at last 1 7

Tho light fades from the scenes and the
faces we know—the hour has come to part,
One by ono they glided intothe shadowy dis-
tanco and are lost to you and me forever. 1Is
any oue who bas followed their fortunes sorry
to let them go,I wonder—to say forever fare-
well ?

Take one last look, before the curtain falls
to rise no more. Of Sir Peter and Lady Dan-
gerfield, diagging out their married, not mat-
od, lives in the grandeur and dullness of Scars-
wood. OfLanty Lafferty, s married man,
with ¢ 8husan,” for his wile, the prosperous
propristor of & * public.” Of Henry Otig
and his mother, prosperous in London, with
Katherine and his hopeless love already a
dream of the past. Of Squire Talbot, who
hopes very soon to bring home & mistress to
Morecambe--a mistress as yet kpown as Rose
O’Donnell. Of Captain and Lady Cecil O'-
Donnell, happy beyond all telling of mine—
happy in that perfect wedded love rarely
found upor earth. And lastly, af Sir Arthor
and Lady T'regenna, with the past but a dark,
sad dream they never recall, Ioving each
other, trusting each other, as great hearts and
noble souis do iove and trust, They are stiil
abroad, in pleasant wandering through plea-
sant lande. One day they will return to Corn-
wall, and amongall the mistresges that in the
lust four hundred years haveruled it in hoary
old Tregenna, none will be more loved, none
more worthy efall love and honor, than she
who was once Holen Herncastle. Her face
floats before me as T write the words, noble,
tender, womanly, peaceful, and hapry, at last.
f ot tha name that began this atory ead {t—
Earause, THE END,

fuce of a fair-haired, blue-eyed, good-lorking
lad. It isa very pleasant face ; the blue eyes
look at you so brightly, so frankly; the
boyish mouth is so sweet-tempered and
laughiog that you smileback and fall in love
with him at sight. Itis Sir Victor Catheron
and his late mothber.

Miss Inex Catheron ia in many respects an
extraordinary young lady—Cheshire society
has long ago decided that. They would have
been more convinced of it than ever, could
they have scen her turn now to Lady Cathe-
ron's portrait and appeal to it aloud in im-
passioned words :

# On his knees, by your dying bed, by your
dying command, he vowed to love and cherish
we always—as he did then. Let him take
care how he trifies with that vow—Ilet him
take carel™

* She lifts one hand (on which rubies and
dinmonds flash) menacingly, then stops.
Over the sweep of the storm, the rush of the
raln, comes ancther sound—a sound she has
been 1istening for, longing for, praying for—
the rapid roll of carringe wheels up the drive.
Thero can be but one visitor to Catheron
Rouyals to-night, at this hour and in this
storm—its master.

She stands still as & stone, white asa
statue, waiting. She loves him ; she has
hungered and thirsted for the sound of his
voice, the sight of his face, the clasp of his
hand, all these weary, lonely months., In
some Wway, it is her life or death she is to take
from his hamds to-mlght. And now he iy
here. :

She hears the great hall-door opez and
close with a clang ; she hearsthe step of the
master in the hall-—-a quick, asgured tread
she would know among & thousand; she
hears a voice—a henrty, pleasant, manly
Knglish voice; a cheery laugh she remembers
woll.

“The Chiefof Lara has returned again."

The quick, excifable blood leaps up from

ground; on chairs of white-polished wood-

art-——she takes her step -forward, all- anger,
all fear, all neglect forgotten—a girl in love
going to meet her lover. ‘The dooris flung
wide by an Impetuous hsnd, and wet and
gplashed, and tall end smiling, 8ir Victor
CUatheron stands before her.

« My dearest Inez |”

He comes forward, puts his arms around
her, and touches his blonde mustache to her
finshed check.

t My dearest coz, I'm .awfully glad to see
you again, and looking 50 uncommonly well
too.” He puts up his eye-glass to make sure
of this fact, then dropsit. # Uncommonly
well,” he repeats ; ‘igive you my word I never
saw you looking half a quarter so handsome
before in my life. Ah ! why can't we all be
Moorish princesses, and wear purple silksand
yellow roses? :

He flings himself’into an easy chair berfore
the fire; throws back his blonde head, and
strotchos forth his boots to the blaze.

# Ap hour after time, am Imot? But blame
the railway people—don't blame me. Beastly
sort of weather for the last week of August—
cold a8 Iceland and raining cats and dogs ; the
very dickens of a storm, I can tell you.”

Hegives the fire a poke, the light leaps up
and {lumines his handsome face. He is
very like his picture—a litile older—a little
worn-looking, and with man's “crowning
glory,” a mustache. The girl has moved a
little away from him, tkte fiush of # beauty’s
bright transient glow” has died out of her
face, the hard, angry look has comse back.
That careless kiss, that easy, cousinly embrace,
have told their story. A moment ago her
heart beat high with hopse—to the day of her
death it never beat like that again.

Hodoesn't look at her ; he gazes at the fire
instead, and talks with the hurry of a ner-
vous man. The handaome face is o very
effoeminate face, and not even the light, care-
fully trained, carefully waxed mustache can
hide the weak, irresolute mouth, the delicate,
characterless chin. While he talks carelessly
and quickly, while his slim white fingers Joop
nnd unloop his watch chaln, in the blue eyes
fixed upon the fire there is an unensy look of
nervous fear. And into the keeping of this
man the girl with the dark, powerful face has
given her heart, her fate!

«Jt seems8 no end of good to be at home
again,” Sir Victor Catheron says, as if afraid
of that brief pause. ©You've no ides, Inez,
how uncommonly familiar and jolly this blae
room, this red fire, Iooked a moment ago, as 1
stepped out of the darkness and rain. It
brings back the old times—this used to be
her favorite morning-room,” he glanced at the
mother's picture, “and summer and winter s
fire nlways burned here, as now, And you,
Inez, cara wmia, with your gypsy face, most
familir of alL”

She moves over to the mantel. It is very
low ; she leans one arm upon it, looks steadily
at him, and speaks at last:

«I am glad Sir Victor Catheron can re-
member the old times, can still recall his

motker, has a slight regard left for Catheron
Royals, and am humbly grateful for his
recollection of his gypsy cousin. From his
conduct of late it was hardly to have been
expected.”

# It is coming,” thinks Sir Victor, with an
inward groan; “and, O Lord! what arow itis
goingto be. When Inez shuts her lips up
in that tight line, and snaps her black eyes
in that unpleasant way, I know it tomy cost,
it means ‘war to the knife.’ I'll berouted
with dreadful slaughter,and Inez's motto is
ever, ¢ Woe to the conqueror!” Well, here
goes "

He looke up at her, a good-humored smile
on his good-looking face.

#Humbly gratetul for my recollection of
you! My dear Inez; [ don't know what you
mean. As for my absence—"

it As for your absence,” she interrupts,
« you were to have been hers, iIf your memory
will serve you, on the first of June, It is
now the close of August. Every day of that
abgence has been an added insult to me.
Even now you would not have been here If I
bad not written you a letter you dare not
neglect—sent & command you dare not dis-
obey. You are here to-night because you
dare not stay away.”

Some of the bold blood of the stern old
Saxon race from which he sprung is in his
veins still, Ho looks at her full, still smil-
ing.

“Dars not 1" he repeats. “ You use strong
langusge, Inez. DBut then you have an ex.
citable sort of nature, and were ever in-
clined to hyperbole; and it is & lady's privi-
lege to talk.”

t“And a man’sto act. But I begin to think
Sir Victor Catheron is something less than a
man. The Catheron blood has bred many an
outlaw, many bitter, bad men, but to-day I
begin to think it has bred something in~
finitely worse—a traitor and a coward I"

He half springs up, his eyes flashing, then
falls back, looks at the fire again, and laoghs,

« Meaning me 7/

#Meaning you."

« Strong languege once more—you assert
your prerogative royally my handaomao cousin.
From whom did you inherit that two-edged
tongue of yours, Imez. 1 wonder? Your
Castilian mother, surely; the women of our
house were never shrews. And even you,
my dear, may go a little too tar. Will you
drop vituperaiion and explain? How have I
been traitor and coward? It is well we
ghould understand each other fully.”

He has grown pale, though he speaks
quietly, and his blue eyes gleam dangerously.
He is always quiet when most angry,

ult is. And we shall understand each
other fully before we part—be very sure of
that. You shall learn what I have inherited
fiom my Castilian mother. Youv shall learn
whether you areto play fast and loose with
me at your sovereign will. Does your excel-
lent memory still serve you, or must I tell you
gh‘;:t day the twenty third of September is to

e

He looks up at her, still pale, that smile on
his lips, that gloam in his eyes.

My wemory serves me perfectly,” he
answered coolly; #it was to have been our
wedding day.”

Was to have been. As he spenks the words
coldly, almost cruelly, as she looks in his
face, the last trace of colour leaves her own,
Tho hot fire dies out of her eyes, an awful
terror comes in its place. With all
her heart, all her strength, she loves the man
she so bitterly reproaches, It seema to her
she can look back upon no time in which her
love for him is not.

And now, it was to have beenl

She tarns so ghastly that he springs to his
feet in alarm.

¢ Good Heaven, Inez ! you're not going to
faint, ate you? Dou'tl Here, take my
chair, and for pity’s sake don’t look like that.
I'm a wretch, a brute—what was it I sald?
Do sit down."”

He has taken her in his arms, In the
davs that are gone he has been very fond,
and a little afraid of his gypsy cousin. He is
afraid still—horribly afraid, if the truth
must be told, now that his momentary anger
is goue,

All the scorn, all the deflance has dled out
of ber voice wher she speaks again. The
ereat, solrmn eyes trapnsfix him with a look
h» canr of moast.

her head to her face in a rosy rush that

« Was {0 hae been,” she repeats in a sort of

makes her lovely, The eyes light, the lips.

CHARLIE STUART:

whisper; « was to have, been. - Victor; does
that-mean it never istobe?” . - o

He turns. away, shame, remose, fear in his
averted face. He holdsthe back of the chair
with one hand, she clings to the other as
though it held her last hops in life. ) .

« Take time;" she gays, in the same slow,
whispering way., I can wait., I have
waived so Iong, what doss a fow minutes more
matter now? But think well before you
spoak—thers is mors at stake than you know
of. My whole future life hangs on your words.
A woman’s life. Have your ever thought
what that impliea ? ¢ Wasto have been,’ you
said. Does that mean it never is to be ¥’

Btill no reply. He holds the back of the
chalr, his face averted, a criminal betore his
judge.

“And while you think;" she goes on, in tbat
slow, sweet voice, “let me recall the past
Do you remember, Victor, when I and
Juan came here from Spain? Do you re-
member me? Irecall you as plainly at this
moment as though it were but yesterday
—a little, flaxen-haired, blue-eyed boy in
violet velvet, unlike any child I had ever
seen before. I saw a woman witha face like
an augel, who took me in her arms, and kissed
me, and cried over me, for my father’s sake.
We grew up together, Victor, you and I, such
bappy, happy years, and I wag sixteen, you
twenty. Andall that time vou had my whole
heart. Then came our first great sorrow, your
mother’s death.”

She pauses a moment.e Still ke stands
silent, but bhis left hand has gome up and
covers his face.

# You remember that Iast night, Victor—
the night she died. No need to ask you;
whatever you may forget, yon sre not likely
to forget tkat. We knelt together by her
bedside. It was as this is, a stormy summer
night, Qutside, the rain beat and the wind
 blew ; inside, the silence of death was every-
whers, We knelt alone in the dimly-lit
room, side by side, to receive her last bless-
ing—her dying wisk. Victor, my cousin, do
you recall what that wish was?”

She holds out her arms to him, all her heart
breaking forth in the cry. Buthe wiil neither
look nor stir.

% With her dying hands she joired ours,
her dying eyes looking at you. With her
dying lips she spoke to you: ¢ Inez is dearer
to me than all the world, Victor, except you.
She must never face the world alone. My
son, you love her—promise me you will
cherish and protect her always. She loves
you ag no ons else ever will. Promise me,
Victor, that in three years from to-night you
will make her your wife! These were her
words, And you took her hand, covered it
with tears and kissed and promised.”

“ We buried her,” Inez went on, * and we
parted. You went up to Oxford; I went
over to a Paris pensionnat. In the hour of
our parting we went up togetber hand in
hand to her room. We kissed the pillow
where her dying head had lasin; we knelt

by her bedside a8 we had done that other

night. You placed this ring upon my finger ;
sleeping or waking it has never left it since,
and you repeated your vow, that that night
three years, on the tweaty-third of Septem-
ber, I should be youriwlits.”

She lifts the betrothral ring to her lips, and
kisses it. « Dear little ring,” she says, softly,
“it has been my ome comfort all these
years. Through sll your coldaess, all your
neglect tor the last year and a half, I have
looked at it, and known you would never
break your plighted word to the living and
the dead.

#]1 came home f{rom school a year ago.
You were not here to meet and welcome me,
Younever came. You fizxed the first of June
for your coming, and you broke your word,
Do I tire yon with all these details, Victor ?
But I muost speak to-night. Itwill be for the
last time—you will never give cause again,
Of the whispered slanders tbat have reached
me I do not speak ; I do not believe them.
Weak you may be, fickle you may be, but you
are a geutleman of royal race and blood ; you
will keep your plighted troth, O, forgive
me, Victor! ‘Why do you make me say such
things to you ? I hate myself for them, but
your neglect bas driven me nearly wild.
What have I done?’ Again she sireiches
forth her hands in eloquent appeal. “Seel
1 love you. What morecan I say? Iforgive
all the past; I ask no questions. I believe
nothing of the horrible stories they try to
tell me. Only come back to me. If { lose
you I shall die.”

Her face 18 transfigured as she speaks—her
hands atill stretched out.

# Q Victor, come |” she says; “let the past
be dead and forgotten., My darling, come
back I”

But be shrinks away as those soft hands
touch him, and pushes her off.

“ Lot me go!” he cries; ¢don’t touch me,
Ivez! -It can never be, You don't know
what you ask1”

He stands confronting her now, pale as
herself, with eyes alight. She recoils like
one who has received a blow.

“Can never be?” she repeats,

“Can never be!” he answers. 1 am what
you have called me, Inez s traiter and
a coward. I stand here perjured before God,
and you, and my dead mother. It ean never
be. I can never matry you. I em married
already " .

The blow has fallen—the horrible, brutal
blow, Bhe stands Iookiog at him-—she hard-
ly seemsa to comprebend. Thers is a pause
—the firelight flickers, they hear the rain
lashing the windows, the soughing of the
gale in the tress. Then Victor Catheron
bursts forth !

«I don't ask you to forgive me—it is past
all that. 1 make no excuse; the deed is
done. I met her, I met her and { loved her.
She has been my wife for sixteen months, snd
—there is a son. Inez don't look at me like
that! I am a scoundrel, I know, but—"

He breaks down—the sight of her face un-
mang him, He tumns away, his heart beat—
ing horribly thick. How long, the ghastly
pause that follows lasts he never knows—a
century, couunting by what ho undergoes.
Once, during that pause, he sees her fixed
eyes turn slowly to his mother’s picture—he
hears low, strange sounding words drop from
her lips:

«He swore by your dying bed, and see how
he keeps his oath!”

Then the life that eeems to kave died from
her faco flames back, Without speaking to 1
him, without looking at him, she turns to
leave the room. On the threshold she pauses
and looks back, :

*A wife and a son,” she sasyz slowly and
distinctly. « Sir Victor Catheron, fetch them
home ; I shall be glad to see them.”

CHAPTER 11,

WIFE AND HEIR.

In a very genteel lodging house, in the very

genteel neighborhood ot Russell Square

early in the afternoon of a September day, & )
young girl stands impatiently awaiting the

returt of Sir Victor Catheron, This girl is

bis wife.

It is & bright sunny day—as sunny, at least,

as & London day ever csu make ppits mind

to bo—and as the yellow slant{myg rays pour

in through the muslin curtains fult on face

snd figure, you may search and find no flaw in
elther. It g a very lovely face—a very grace-

ful, though petite figure. She is a

of the blondest type; her hair is nkeblf;fﬁ
gold, and, wonderful to. relate, no Yellow
Wash, no Golden Fluid, has ever toucheq its
shining abundance, Her eyesare bluer thay
£the September sky over-the Russell Squarg
cbimney pots; her‘nose is neitber aquilizg
nor Greclan, but it 1§ very.nice ; her foreheaq
is low, her mouth and chin “ morsels for the
gods.” :I‘he little figure 18 deliciously roung

&d and ripe; in iwenty years. from now gh,;
may be a heavy British matron, with a yard
ond a half wide walst—nt elghtesn years eld
she ig, in one word, perfection,

Her dress is perfoction also.
white India muslin, a marvel of
broidery and exquisite texturs, and g Qreat
deal of Valenclennes trimmiing. She hyy |
pearl and turquoise star fasteming her is 3
collar, pearl and turquoise drops in her f ce
and a half dozen diamond rings on her Dlumm'
boneless fingers. A blue ribbon kngtg up the
loose yellow hair, and you may search ¢}, bie
clty from end to end, and find Dothing g,
fresher, sweeter than Ethel, Lady Catherop, i

If evera gentleman and a baronet paq a
fair and sufficient excuge for the folly of 4
low marriage, surely Sir Victor Catherop has
it in this fairy wife—for it isa v1gw mar-
riage * of the most helnous type. Just seven.
teen months ago, sauntering idly along thg
summer Bands, locking listlessly at the Surg.
mer sea, thinking dreurily that this time next
year his freedom would be over, and his COukip
Inez his lawful owner and possessor, his eyes
had fallen on that lovely blonde face, that
wealth of shining hair, and for all time—aye
for eternity—his fate was fixed. The dark‘
image of Inez a8 his wifs faded out of hig
mind never to return more. )

The earthly name of this dazzling divinity
in yellow ringlets and pink mustin was Etyg
Margaretta— Dobb !

Dobb! 1t might have disenchauted o leg;
rapturous adorer—it fell powerless on Sir Vic.
tor Catheron’s infatuated ear.

It was at Margate this meeting took place
—that most popular and most vulgar of g)j
LEnglish watering places; and the Cheshire
baronet had looked just once atthe peach.
bloom face, the blue eyes of laughing light,
the blushing, dimpling, Seventeen-year.gld
face, and fallen in love at once and foreves,

He was a very impetuous young man, g
very selfish and unstable young man, with
whom all his life, to wish was o have. 0g
had been spoiled by a doting mother from hig
cradle, spoiled by obsequious servants, spoiled
by Inez Catheron’s bouundless worship. Ang
he wished for this « rose of the rose-bud gar-
den of girls” as he had never wished for any-
thing in his two-and-twenty years of life. Ag
a man in a dream he went through that
magic ceremony, # Miss Dobb, allow me to
present my friond, Sir Victor Catheron,” ang
they were tree to look at each other, talk to
each other, fall in love with each cther a3
much as they pleased. As ina droam he
lingered by her side three golden hours, Ag
in a dream he said, ©* Good afternoon,” and
walked back to his hotel smoking a cigar, the
world glorified above and about him. As in
& dream they told him she was the only
daughter of and heiress of a well-to-do Lon-
don soap-boiler, and he did not wake.

She was the daughter of a soap-boiler,
The paternal manufactory was in the grimiest
part of the grimy metropolis; but, remark-
able to say, she had as much innate pride,
self-respect, and delicacy as though ¢ a)l the
blood of all the Howards ” flowed in those
blue veins.”

He wasn't a bad sort of young fellow, s
young fellows go, and frantically in love.
There was but ono question to ask, just eight
days after this—« Will you be my wife?'-
but one answer, of course—* Yes.”

But one answer, of course! How would it
be possible for a soap-boiler's daughter to re
fuse a baronet 7 And yet his heart had beat-
en with a fear that turned bim dizzy and sick
as he asked it ; for she had shrunk away for
one instant, frightened by his fiery wooing,
and the sweet face had grown suddenly and
startlingly pale. Is it not the rule that all
maidens shall blush when their lovers ask the
question of questions ?

The rosy brightness, the smiles, the dim-
ples, all faded out of this face, and a white
look of sudden fear crossed it. The startled
eyes had shrunk from his eager, flushed face
and looked over the wide sea. For fully five
minutes she never spoke or stirred. To hie
dying day that hour was with him—his pas-
sionate love, his sick, horrible fear, his dizzy
mapture, when she spoke at last, only one
word—¢ yes.” To his dying day he saw her
a8 he saw her then, in her summery muslin
dress, her gypsy bat, the pale, troubled look
chasing the color from the dreoping face.

But the answer was #yes.” Washenota
baronet ? Was she not a well-trained Eng-
lich girl ? And the ecstacy of pride, of jov,
of that city soap-boiler's family, who shall
paint? “awake my muse ” and—but, no! it
passeth all telling. They bowed down be-
fore him (figuratively), this good British
tradesmaun and his fat wife, and worshipped
him. They burned incense at his shrine;
they adored the ground he walked on; they
snubbed their neighbors, and held their chind
at an altitude never attained by the famuly of
Dobb before. And in six weeks Miss Lthel
Dobb became Lady Catheron.

1t was the quietest, the dullest, the most
secret of weddings—not a soul present excep
Papa and Mamma Dobb, a military swell io
the Grenadier Guards— Pythiasg, at presont, t0
Sir Victor's Damon—the parson, and the pew:
opener. He was madly in love, but he was
ashamed of the family soap-boiling, and ho
was afrnid of his consin Inez.

He told them a vague story enough of fam-
ily matters, etc., that rendered secrecy for_tbe'
present necessary, and nobody cross.question-
ed the baronet. That the parson wnsa par-
gon, the marriage bona fide, his dsughter
“my lady,” and himself the prospoctive graod-
father of many baronsts, was enongh for the
honest soap-boiler.

For the bride herself, she said littls, 14
sby, faltering little way. She was very fond
of her dashing, high-born, impulsive lover
and vory well content not to come into the
full blaze nnd dazzle of high life just yet. If
auy other romance had ever figured in ber
simple life the story was finished and dome
with, the book read and put away.

He took her to Switzerland, to Germany,
to Southern France, keeping well out of the
way of other tourists, and ten montls fol-
lawod—ten months of such exquisite, unals
loyed bliss, se rarely falls to mortal man.
Unnlloyed, did I say 7 'Well, not quite, 8ince
earth and heaven nare two different places.
In the dead of pale Southern nights, with the
shine of the moon on his wife's lovely sleep~
ing face ; in the hot, brilliant nocntide; 8
the sweet, green glosming—Inez Catheron®
black eyes came menacingly before him—the
one bitter drop in his cup. All hislife be
bad been a little afraid of her, He wagsomeé-
thing more than afraid of her now,

They returned. The cormodious lodging®
in Russell Square awalted him, and Skr Victor
 went in ” for domestic fellclty In the parish
of Bloomsbary, « on the quiat.” Very much
#on the qulet "—no theatre going, no operd

SLe weargg
delicate pyy.

no visitors, and big Oaptain Jack Erroll, ©
the Second Grenadiers, bis only gusst, Four




