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Mr. Dsntree- arose, snd crossing to. where
his writing case lay, unlocked it,and pro-
duced a packsge, neatly- tted up—v_v_lth blue
ribbon. They werse letters—only & woman's

I6tters—in the same band as that of to-night,.

and in their midst a carte de visite. He took
this latter up and looked at it. - It ‘was the
face of a girl in her first youth, a dar]_;iy pi-
quante face, with two large eyes looking at

u from waving masses of dark. hair—a
handsome, impassioned face, proud and
spirited. And Gaston Dantrev's hard, coldly
Pright brown eyes grew slmost tender a8 he

gazed. .

« Poor child!” he said—* poor little girl!
Hew pretty sbe used to Jook in her misty
white dresses, her luces, the creamy roses she
used to wear, her dusk cheeks flushed, _nud
her big blue eyes like stars! Poor_htt]e
thing! and she would have 1uid a princely
fortune at my feet, with her heart and band,
i that old bloke, Ler grandfather, hadn't
euchred her out of it. AndI would have
been & very good husband, as husbands ko,
to little Marie, which is more than I'll ever
e to this other one. Ah, welll Sic fransit,
and all the rest of it!—here goes!”

Ho replaced the vigoette, edded the last
letter to the others, did them up neatly in o
sheet f white paper, sealed the package with
red wax, and wiote the address in a firm,
elear hand :

t: Mlle. Mariz DE LaNsac,
« Rue de———,
& New Orleans, Louisiana.”

w Il mail this to-morrow,” Mr. Dantree
gald, putting it in the pocket of his over-
<0at; “and now Il seek my balmy couch
and woo the god of slumbes. T dare eay it
will be as successful as the rest of my woo-
" .l!

%&r. Dantres undressed himself leisurely,
a? he did all things, and went to bed. But
sleep did not come all at once; he lay
awake, watching the leaping firelight flicker-
jng on tte wall, and thinking.

# What if after all now, something were to
happen, and I were to be dished agalnas I
was in the New Orleansafluir?” he thought.
s By George! it was enough to make & man
cut his own throat, or—old De Lansac's. A
million dollars to a dead certainty,—Marie
sele heiress, Marie dying for me.  And then
he must go and get married—confound him!
1 can't think Sir Jobhn Davgerfield is dotard
enough for that, but still delays are danger-
ous. Il strike while the iron's hot. I'll
make Katherine name the day, to-morrow, by
Jove. Once my wife,and I'msafe. Nothing
can happen then, unless—unless—Heavens
and earth !—unlesg Marie should appear upon
the scene, a8 they do on the stage, and de-
nounce me!”

And then Mr Dantree paused aghast, and
stared blanklyat thefire.

«It’s not in the least likely though,” he
continued. *Marie is not that sort of
woman. I belivve, by George! if she met
me a week after she gets the letters buck she
would look me straight between the eyes and
cut me dend. No—Marie never will speak—
she could go to the scatfold with her head up
and her big blue eyes flashing defiance, and
it's & very lucky thing for me she's that sort.
8till it will be a confoandedly ugly thing if
she ever heurs of me again either as 8ir Dan.
tree Dangerfield or the heiress of Scarswood's
fance. Shz might speak to rave Katherine.
Bat no;” and tken Mr. Dantree turned over
with a yawn at last on his pillow, # who ever
Beard of oue woman faving another. Alen do,
but wimen—never! I'll have the wedding
day fixed for to-morrow, and it shall be
speedily.”

CHAPTER IX,

THE THIRD WARNING,

Tae rain passed with the night, and a
slight frost set in with the next day. Mr.
Dantres was due at a hunting party a$ Lang-
ton Bruke, to be followed by n ball at Lang-
ton Royals. He would meet Miss Danger-
field on his way to cover, and she should fix
their wedding day.

# A goutherly wind and a cloudy sky pro-
claim it a hunting morning,” Mr. Dantree
hummed. ¢ Before I am threo hours older I
shall put my fate to tke touch, 'to win or
lese it a1l I wonder if o baronet’s daughter
could get up her troussean in three months?
She won't object to naming an early day, 1
know ; she's in Jove with me beyond all re-
demption, and I'm in love with her—eight
thousand a year.”

My. Dantrve breakfusted, mounted ¢ a red
roan steed,” and looking unspeakably well in
his very becoming hunting costume, set off
for the meet at Langton Brake.

The baronet's daughter was there before
him, surrounded by halfa dozen red coats,
sitting on a powerful-looking black horse us
theugh it had heen an easy chair, and look-
jmg, ns she always did on horseback, her best.
Bwt while she talked and laughed with her
attendant cavaliers, her gaze kept ever impa-
tiently turning in one direction, and as Gas-
tom Dantree galloped up, & light flash of glad
weloomse lit the clear eyes.

alate, Gaston ; lats agaiu. I wonder if
you ever were or will be in time for anything
in yourlife. Any man whould prove him-
self a laggard on such a glorious morning
deserves—what does he deserve, Captain De
Vere 7

&Tne Yoss of Miss Dangerfield’s favor, the
heaviest lose 1 know of. A laggard in the
hunting field Mr. Dantree may be, but he
certainly has proven himself anything but a
Iaggard in love.”

And bowing low after this small stab, and
with a sarcastic cur) of his tawny-mustached
mouilk, the captain of the Plungers rode
away. Ho held the handgome, silver-voiced,
oily-tongwed Southerner in contempt aud
aversign—~imost men did—without exactly
knowing why. There are men whom men
like, and men whom women like, and Mr.
Dantree, happily for himself, was one of the
Iatter.

A loud cry of ©there they come” pro-
claimed the arrival of the hounds. The
huntsman a8 he passed cast surly glinces to-
ward Miss Dangerfield and one or two other
mounuted ladies, with prophetic visions of
their heading the fox, sod belng in the way.
The hounde were put into the gorse, and the
pink coata began to move out of the field
into the lane—Miss Dangeifield and her dark
lover with them,

A lowd #Hallo” rang shrilly out, the
honnds came with 2 roshing roar over a
fence, “There he isl” cried a score of
voices, ag the fux flaw over the ground, and
with a ringing sbout Katherine Dangetfield
few aleng on black llderim, steadyas a rock
and upright as a dart, Her brilliant eyes
were flashing now with the hunter’s fire—
even Gaston Dantree wus forgotten. The
roan flew along helter-skelter beside Ilderim
for a few minutes, then fell hopelessly be-
hind. Mr, Dantree counted neither courage
ner horsemeanekip among his many virtnes.
On and op like the wind-—Ilderlm flew the

chasms and, hedges, his ‘dauntless rider tak-
ing everything :befors her. The master of
the hounds himself looked at her in'a glow
of admiration—the black Arab flew over
everything, scorning to turn to the right or

| left, and after: a brillisnt ‘burst of aver au
" |-hour, the heiress of Scarswood ~Had “the tri-

umph: and delight. of being one of the for-
tunate few in at the fnish—in time to see
the dead fox held over the huntsman's head
with the hounds hanging expectant around.
She laughed—eyes and teeth flaghing daz-
zlipgly—as ‘sbie received the brush from the
huntsman and the innumerable compliments
from the gentlemen who crowded around the
heroine of the hour. -

. #Yes)” ghe said, “ I can ride—nbout the
only thingI can do. No, Mr. Dantres, 1 do

pot want a compliment trom you, and I can't
pay one either. Your roan balked shame-
fuliy, and you are the last man in. Buf to be
late, a8 I said before, on all occasions, is your
normal state.” :

u Being first in your regards I can bear the
rest with philosopby, Miss Dangerfield. Fall
back from those people, andrein in that black
whirlwind of yours,and rids back to Langton
Royals with me.”

She looked at him quickiy—some tone in
his voice, some look in his eyes startled her.
« Gaston, something has happened !”
«Yes—nothing to be alarmed about, how-
ever. Only this—I must go back to New
Orleans”

« Gaston|”

It was a sort of dismayed cry. If he had
ever doubted his power over her he would
bave been reassured nmow. The glad light
died out of her face as she turned to him.

« (o back to New Orleans! Why should
you go back? I thought—""

« You thought I was mever to go back any
more. You thought thissort of plensant ex-
istence—driving, hunting, singing, and being
happy—taking no thought, like lilies of the
field, stc., was to go on forever. My dear lit-
tle simple Kathie! you seem to forget that
though you are born to the purple, I am not.
You jorget that men must work and women
must wezp. You forget that you are en-
gazed to a poor beggar, who earns his bread
by the sweat of his brow or his brains. You
forget in short that1 am not the heiress oi
Scarswood, with eight thousand per annum,
or Captain D¢ Vere, next heir to a peecrage,
but Gaston Dantree, Bohemian, literary hack
—ounly too thankful if his flimsies for the
Now Orleans journals pay for the coat he
wenrs and the bed he sleeps on, You forget
that, my dear, impetuous little girl, but, by
Jove, I don't!”

« And what's all that got to do with it?
Why can’t things go on as they are? Why
can’t you stop at Morecambe until—" Miss
Dangerfield stopped abruptly.

# Until our wedding day—is that what you
mean, Kathie? Ah! but you see that seems
such a very indefinite period. BIr. Talbot
was kind enough to invite me to run down to
his place in Sussex for a week’s August fish-
ing, and I was to repay Lis hospitality by
singing songs. August hus paesed, Octobar
is here, and—so am I still. And, unfortu—
nately, singing isfuch an unsubstantial mode
of payment, even the finest tenor voice is apt
to pall upon a Sussex Squire, after three
months' incessant listening to it. T had a
letter last night from New Orlcans—not a
pleasant letter—and it comes to one of two
things now, either to go back to Louisiana
and resume my quill driving, or——"" Mr. Dan-
tree paused and looked at her—itor,” he re-
peated with that emile of his, the baronet’s
romantic daughter thought the most beauti-
ful on earth—*% or Kathie.”

u Yes, Gaston 7’

« Or you must marry me out of hand. Do

vou hear, Kathie?—take me for better or
worse, und support me afterward] Tbhat's
what it comes to in plain English. One may
be in love ever so deeply, but one rust have
three meals per diem and pay the tailor and
boot-maker, 1 have just momey enough to
last precisely two months and a half—I've
been totting it up. After that the work-
house stares me in the face. I'll defy the
minions of the newspaper, Kathie, if you say
8o, and I'll go tothe Castleford Arms and
wait until the happy day comes, that makes
vou «ll my own. If vot—why then—" Alr.
Dantree paused and produced his cigar-case.
« Yon'll permit me, [ know, Eathie? You're
awfully sengible on the subject of cigarg, and
1've been thinking so deeply ever since I got
that confounded letter, that my brain—such
as it js—is dazed. I need a smoke to sup-
port me undvr all this'
Then there was silence, while they rode on
rlowiy in the rear of the hunting party—Mr.
D wntree philosophically putting his cigar, and
Kutherine, her cheeks flushed with very uun-
wonted color, and lips sealed with still more
unwonted rifence.

-« Well,” he said, as the turrets and peaked
gables of Lavgton Royals bore in sight, «I
don’t want to be importunate, my dear, but
suspense isn’t 8 pleasant thing. When a
mun is under sentence, the sooner he hears
his doom and knows the worst, the better.
Am I togo to New Orlenns, to risk all that
may cometo part us forever, oram I to—"

«Stay, Gaston |”

« My, Dantree drew a long breath of great
relivf. For one moment he had doubted—
for one agonizing moment the eight thousand
4 year seemed trembling in the balance.

« My loyal little girl! I shall thank you
for this when two score people are not look-
ing on. I am tostay and send the New Or-
leans cditors su diable, and the wedding day
will be—when, Kathie ? by princely for-
tune will keep me about two moaths, and al-
low m» a new suit of clothes, I suppose, to be
made happy in. When, Kuthie—wheu—when
when ¥

« GGaston, 1 don't know. It iseo horribly
sudden. Good Heavens! only two months!
One can't prepats.”

¢ Oh yes, one can. lmport the trousseau
from London or Paris. 'Thev'll send you on
the thousand and one things brides geem to
require in a week. Be ratiopal, Kathiv;
that objection 18 overruled. Name the
next.”

u Tt is easily named. Papa will never con-
sent.”

« Ah, now you kave come to the hitch in
the matter. I thiok it very likely the an-
cient warrior may put in his veto, But it is
for you to overrule that. You're not the
bright, clever little darling I give you credit
for if you can't do it easiy. In the bright
lexicon ot youth, you know, there's no such
word as fail. You can do it, and you've got
to do it yourself, by Jove! I faced the music
once, acd [’d rather keep my countenance
averted from the welody for the futare. He
does the beavy father to perfection, and [
never hed e tzrte for private theatricals.
Suppose I rpare your blushes, and fix the day
myself? Suppose I select New Year's eve !
We couldu't wind upthe ¢ld year in a jollier
manner thac by being married, and enjoyiog
ourselves in Paris for the rest of the winter.
Come, now, my darling, don't object. Bring
the nnble baropet round to reason, and make
your Guafon the happiest man on thid reellog
globe on New Years eve. Quick—oh, hang
him! Hrre comes De Vere. _Cuick, Kathie;
yes or no?"

11 Yes'l)

little word, when the captdin‘afthe Flungers |
‘Purple rode up on his gray:oharger to solicit
the second. waltz at.the ball-thatnight’, ' -+
« Tuged to write my name firat on’ your:llst,
.Miss Dangerfield,” the captain said; 'plain-
tively, # but all that's -over ‘mow,” with ‘a
glance at Dantree; « and I must be resignad
to my fate of second fiddle. 'T'was ever
thus, etc. I trust hunting in.this damp air
has not impaired your voice for « The Wine
Cup I8 Sparkling,’ Mr. Dantres ?” :
They rode on to Langton Royals together
—Katherine uwnusually silent. She glanced
furtively now and then at her two cavaliera.
How much the handsomer her lover was.
Such easy, negligent grace of manner; how

well he talked ; how well he sang; what-a-|-

paragon he was among men. Whata con-.
trust Randolf Cromie Algernon De Vere, rid-
ing beside bim, was, with his heavy, florid,
British complexion, his ginger whiskers, his
sleepy, blue eyes, and his English army
druwl. He was the son of a dead peer, and
the brother of a live one ; but hia note wasa
pug, und his hands and - feet were large, and
b had never thought, or faid, a clever thing
in his life. i i :

# And papa’ wanted ‘me to marry Kim "
Miss Dangerfield thought, with unutterable
contempt ; ¢ after sesing Gaston, too! How
impatient he i8 to have our wedding day
fixed—how he seems to dread losing me.
Aund people call him mercenary and a for-
tune hunter. I shall speak to papu fo-mor-
row, and he shall consent.”

The hunting party dined at Langton Roy-
als. Miss Duogerfield’s French maid had
come ever Scarswood with bher young
lady’s ball toilet, snd when AMr. Dantree 9n-
tered the brilliantly lighted ball-room and
took a critical survey of his aflianced wife, he
was forced to confess that great happiness
made the dark, sallow heiress of Scarswood
very nearly bandsome. She wore—was she
uot a heroine and & bride elect ?—a floating
filmv robe of misty white, a crown of datk-
green ivy leaves on ber brigbt chestnut float-
ing hair—all atwinkle with diamond dew-
drops—ber white shoulders rose exquisitely
out of the foamy lace—her great, brilliant
oyes had a streaming light, a faint flush kin.
dled her dusk cheeks.

u Have you noticed the Jittle Dangerfield,
Talbot ?” Captain De Vere remarked to his
friend, the Squire of Morecambe. ¢ She's in
grest feather to-night, growing positively
good-looking, you know. See how she smiles
on that shrewd little fellow, Dantree. Why
can’t we all be born with Grecian profiles
and tenor voices? Seems a pity tco she
should ba thrown away on a cad like that—
such a trump of = girl as she is, and such a
waltzer. Look at her now floating away
with him. Clearest case of spoons I ever saw
ia my life.”

Captain De Vere leaned against a pillar,
pulled his leonine mustache, and watcbed
Miass Dangerfield and her lover circling down
the long room with gloomy eyes. It would
have been contrary to all the principles of
his life to fall in love—it was the proud boast
of the Plungers that they never were guilty
of that weakness, but still—ob, hang it all!
Why couldn’t that fellow keep his confound-
edly handsome face and diabolically musical
voice for transatlantic heiresses, and not come
pouaching on British manors? Why couldn’t
he marry & Yankee wife, who talked through
her nose, and whose father had amassed a for-
tune selling grocerics, and not mix the best
best blood in Sussex with the plebian puddle
in his veing? Why couldn’t she keep true
to her order? why didn't Sir John kick the
fellow downstairs when be had the audscity
to demard his daughter’s hand? Sir John,
the proudest old martinet in the army. A
fine precedent to be set to the duughters of
the county gentry—the son of a Yankee
batcher or blacksmith lording it in Scars-
wood and taking his place among the patri-
ciaps of Sussex, with the best blood in Eng-
land in their veins, and an nncestry that ran
back to the con quest and Norman William.

i And the cad’s a scoundrel, besides,” the
captain thought, glowering with human fer-
ocity; “vain as a woman of his pretty face
aud voice, with no more affection tor that
szntimental, hero-worshipping little girl of
seventeen than I have—not half so much, by
George! She'll marry him and come to griet
—the worst sort—mark my words!”

The first waltz ended, the captain’s turn
came. The uunsusl exertion of thinking
bad fatigued the young officer’s intellect;
the physical exertion of waltzing with Miss
Dangerfield would counteract it. And Miss
Dangerfield was guch a capital dancer, sucha
jolly little girl every way you took her!
How she laughed, how she talked, what a
clear, sweet, fresh, young voice she had, how
bright were her eyes, how luxurious her
brown, waving hair,—not pretty, you know,
like half the other girls in the room, with
wax-work faces and china-blae eyes, but twice
as attractive as the prettiest of them—one of
those girls whomn meun look after on the
street, and ask their names—a siren with a
sallow complexion and eyes of starry lustre,

«She's got brains, and the rest have beauty
—I suppose that's about it—and beanty and
brains never travel in company. BSheis far
the cleverest little girl of my acquaintance.
ancl, if you notice, it's always your clever
wemen who marry good-looking fools.
Egad! I wish I bad proposed for her myself,
Marrisge is an institution 1'm opposed to on
principle. ¢Britons never shall be slaves,’
and #o forth—and what's your married man
but the most abjuct of slaves ? I pelieve I've
been in love with her all along and never
kuew it. ‘How blessings brizhten as they
take their flight!” When I could have had
her Ididn't want her; when I can't have
her,Ido.”

wOu!” Katherine sighed in ecstacy, # that
was a delicioua waltz! I was born to bea
bullet-clancer, I believe—I could keep on for
ever. Captain Do Vere, you'rs the first
heavy drugoon I ever knew who didn’t dis-
grace himvelf and his partner when be at-
tempted round dances. 1s that Mr. Dantree
singing in the music room? Yes, it is ; and
you have a soul attuned to the magic of sweet
sounds—don’t say no; I'm sure you have—so
have I ; comel”

Yes, Mr. Dantree was einging; that is
what he was there for; bis voice for the past
ten years had been the open sesame that
threw wide the most aristocratic portals,
where else he had never set foot. A little
group of music lovirs were around him,
drinking in the melody of that most charm-
ing voice. Mr. Dautree was in his element
—bhe alwuys was when sutrounded by an ad-
miring crowd. This song was a Tyrolean
warble, and the singer looked more like an
angel tban ever, in a white walstcont and
tail coat,

¢ May old Nick fly away with him!"”
growled Captain De Vere, inwardly, ¢and his
classic countenance, and Mario voice! What
a blessing to society if he became a victim to
small-pox and chronlc bronchitis] I¥ no
wounder, after all, that little Kuatble, a beauty-
worshipper by nature, is infatuated, Well,
my mun, what is it $*

For a six-foot spectre, in plush and knee-
breeches, had appeared suddenly, and ttood
bowing before them.

«] beg your pardon, capting—it's Mies

‘Dangerfiald fbf ,’aﬁi%nt_iﬁt) hif hagreeable.”

%d Nidon 17 -kald” Kathdritie=" what. doe
she want - ‘whefe, 18818 X..Qh;-, I :8ee” her |
Ex'ct‘lse'."qiq’lfl'mfom"e'pt,‘,cﬁptaili “Vere- .
* The' French inaid ‘was-standing’ just out:
side’ the door of. the riusic.room, holding 8
smalliwhite parcel in her hand.- -~ 7

"4 Well, child,” -her mistress said, impa-
tisntly—the little French girl was five years
her sentor—¢ what do you want?” . °

oIt's ' thie packet, msademoiselle; John
Thomas"found it on the floor of the gentle-
man's cloak room, and he thinks it belongs to.
Mr, Dantree.” .. K

wIndeed! And why does John Thomas.
think so ?”

« Becanse, mademoisslle, it is nddressed to
New Orleaps. Will mademoisells please to
take it and look ?7? -

KEatherine took the little white package and
looked at the address. Yes, beyord doubt, it
was Gaston’s band. .

«t Mlle. Marie De LANEAG,
«Rue de —— '

« New Orleans.”

There was 0 moment’s pause. The.girl
stood expectant—the young lady. stood hold-
ing the package in her hand, looking strange-
ly at the address. It was Garton's writing,
no doubt at all about thsat; and who was
« Mlle. Marie De Lansac,” of New Orleans;
and what did this packagecontain ? Letters,
surely—and this hard, cardlike substance, a
photograph no doubt, Mr. Dantree had told
her bis whole Listory as she supposed, but no
chapter headed ¢ Marie Do Lansac,” had ap-
peared. And as Katherine stood and looked,
her lips set themselves In a rigid line, and a
light not usually there, nor pleasant to see,
came inte her gray eyes—the green light of
jealousy.

uThis package belongs to MAr. Dantree,
Ninon ; John Thomas was quite right, Here,
tell him to—or no,” abruptly, 4 I'll givait to
Mr. Dantrec myself.”

The package was small, her haud closed
firmly over it, as she walked back to the
music reom. Mr, Dantree bad just finished
his Tyrolean chorus, and was smiling and
graciously receiving compliments. He made
bis way to Eutherine's side and drew her hand
within his arm, nsone who had the right.

« My dear child,” he said, “wbat has hap-
pened now ? why, oh why, that face of owl-
like solemnity! What's gone wrong ?”

The large crystal-clear, honest gray oyes
were fixed on his face keenly.

s« Yes, my love,” he sald, what is it ¢

# Gaston 1" abruptiy and with energy, v did
you ever tell a lie 7"

# Hundreds, my darling,” responded Mr.
Dantree, with promptitude; “thousands,
millions, and likely to dojso again. What an
absurd question! Did I ever tell alie? It
sounds like the catechism. As if any man
or womaun lived who didn't tell lies!”

« Speak for yourself,” the girl said, coldly;
u] don’t and I can’'t conceive of any man or
woman of honordoing so. You ses Captain
De Vere there?”

«I'm thaunkful to say 1 do not at this mo-
ment—military puppy ¥’

« Military puppy ke may be—ifulsehood-
teller, I know he is not; be is incapable of
falsehood, dishonor or deceit.”

«Like the hero of a woman’s novel, in
short,” sneered Gaston Dantres, * without fear
and without repronch. My dear child, men
and women who never tell lies exist in books
¢ written with a purpose,’ and nowhere else.
Bat what are you driving at, my severe little
counsel for the prosecution? Let's have it
without further preface.”

« You shall, blr, Dantres. Who i3 Marle
De Lansac ?"

Mr. Dantree was past master of the polite
art of dissimulation ; no young duke born to
the strawberry-leaf coronet could be more un-
affectedly nonchalant than he. His band-
some olive face was a mask that never be-
trayed him. And now, with a start so slight
as to be scarcely perceptible, with so faiut a
paling of the dark face that she fuiled to see
it, he turned to her, calm and cool a8 sver.

¢ Marie De Lansac? Well,I know ayoung
lady of that nome in New Orleans. Who is
she, you ask? She's grand daughter of a
French gentleman of that city, aud I gave
her singing Ivssons once vpon a time, My
dear little Kathie, don’t aunihilate me with
those flashing gray eyes of yours. There
isu't any barm in that, is there? There's no
need of the green-eyed monster showing his
obnoxious claws.”

He met her suspicious gaze full, and dis-
covered for tbe first time with what an in-
tensely proud and jealous nature he had to
deal with. He was ¢hill with undefined fear,
but he smiled down in her face now with
eyes 88 cleur and innocent as the eyes of a
child. )

« Iy this a11?” she asked, slowly; “or is it
only one of the many lies you find it 50 ne-
cessary to tell 2

« Opmy bonor, no; it is the troth ; as if I
conld speak anything else to you. But how,
i Heaven’s name, Kathie, did you ever hear
of Marie De Lunsac ?”

She did notreply ; she still held the pack-
age; she still looked at him distrustfuliy.

u You gave her singing lessons, this Miss
De Langac? slowly, ¢ She’s young, I sup-
poge "

% Bhe is.”

t Handsome, no donbt?”

 Well, yes, she is handsome —not the style,
I admire, though.”

« Nuver mind your style—you admire no-
thing but plain young women with sallow
sking and irregular features—that is under-
stood. Mr. Daatree, do you correspond with
this young lady?”

¥ Certainly not.
mesu 7"’

The careless look had left his face, the
pallor had deepsned. Who had been talking
to her—what had she found out? Good
Heuvens! to nave eight thourand a year quiv-
ering in the lulance like this.

t What I mean is this, Mr, Dantree. This
is your writing, I believe. and 1 infer you are
returning Miss Ds Lansnc's letters and pic-
ture. This packet foll out of your coat-
pocket in the cloak-room. You never cor-
respouded with Mlss De Laossc—you only
gnve her singing lessons? That will do Mr.
Dantree—don't tell any more falsehoods thun
you can help.”

She placed the packet in his hand. He had
never tnought of that. His faco changed ns
she looked at him for A moment. In spiteof
the admirable training of his life he stood be-
tore her dumb-—condemned out of his own
mouth.

The steady, strong gray eyes never left his
fuce—her own was quite colorless now.

 Not one word,” she said, in & sort of whis-
par; “and looked at him. 1t is true, then—
all they have said. He s fulse—false I?

«] gqm not false!” Mr, Dantree retorted,
angrily. ¢ Don’t be 8o ready to condemn un-
heard. If you will do ms the honor to listen,
I can explain.” '

She laughed contemptuously.

4 Not a doubt of 1t, Mr, Dantree! You
conld explain black was whiteif one llstened-
to yon long enovgh. Fm afraid I have lis-
tened to you too long already. Huw many
of the million lies you are in the Eabit of
telling have you told me?”. '

#Not one—not the shadow of one! For

-

Eatherine, what do you

8"} truth

“herthusiclessons—I never cated for'hier—uo,

| said I did not correspond with her... Lasi

0%, IO AL
(\nave'tdld-you the
_conterning Miss ‘De-Tiansao:—the sim
ple-tiathgo far as I am concerned, gﬂva\

Kathering, xiotone jot—but -
—oh, it s quite imposkible £ explain 1™ ™;

« She fell in Tove with"you! is'that; what]
your modesty will-not permit you tosay, Mr.
Dantree? She, fell in: love—this poor, Miss
De Lansac—with her handsome singing-mas-
ter, whether he would or not?” .

% Yes, then 1" Gaston Dantree said, folding
his arms and looking at her with sulky defi-
ance, ¢ since you make me'say it. Think me
8 coxcomb, & puppy, if you will, - but she did
fall in love with me,and she did write to me,
since T left New Orleans; I néver-answered
those letters. 1 told you the truth when' I

pight I came across them by chance, and:ag
your plighted husband I felt I kad no right
oven to keep them longer. I made them up
a8 you see, to return to her, feeling sure that
after that, she would never address me again.
I never told you of her—wby should I! *She
was Simply nothing to me, and to tell you
.that a young lady of New Orleans took a
fanry to me,and wroteme letters, would not
be very creditable tome.” - -

And then Mr. Dantree paused—still stand-
ing with folded arms—posing beautifully for
a model of wounded prida.

She drew a long breath. .

« And this is all 7" she 8aid, slowly.

)t All, Miss Dangerfield—on my sacred
omec!”

=X Y could only think so! 1fI only dared
belfieve you!” k _

«You are complimentary, Kathering!
When you doubt my word like this it is high
time for us to part.”

He knew her well—how to stab most
surely. :

& Part 1" her sensitive lips quivered. ¢ How
lightly he talks of parting | Gaston! you see
—I love you wholly—1I trust you entirely.
You are so dear me, that the bare thought of
any other having a claim on you, be it ever so
light, is npendurable. 1ll you swear to me
that this is tine ?"

He lifted his arm—it gave the oath proper
stage effect,

# By all T hold sacred, I swear it, Eathex-
ine!”

It was not a very binding oath—there was
nothing on the earth below, or thesky above,
that Mr. Gaston Dantree held sacred. But
it iseasy to believe what we most want to be-
lieve. _Asthe old Latin saw has it, # The
quarrelling of lovers was the remewing of
love.” Mr., Dantree and Miss Dangerfield
kept devotedly together for the rest of the
night, and peace smiled again, but the “ cloud
no bigger than a man’s hand "’ bad riseun, that
was epeedily to darken all the sky. Kather-
ine's perfect trust was gone—gone forever.
« Had he told her the truth, or was it all a
tissue of falsehoods? Had another woman a
claim upon him and was it her fortune he
loved, as everybody said—not herself ?”

« And, powers above!” thought Mr. Dan-
tree; # what am I to do with n jealous, exact-
ing wife? What a savage loek there was in
her eyes for one moment; the Dangerfields
were ever a bitter bad race. A game wlhere
two women claim one man must be a losing
game for the man in the end. I begin to see
that.”

At five in the morning the ball at Langton
Royals broke up. Miss Dangerfield was
driven home through the cold blackness that
precedes the dawn, shivering in her farred
wraps. She toiled slowly and wearily up-
stairs. She had danced a great deal, and
was tired to death. She had been in wild
gpirits the first half the night, now the reac-
tion had come, and she looked haggard ard
hollow- eyed, ag she ascended to her room.

It was all bright in that sanctuary of maid-
enhood. A genial fire blazed on the heartb,
ber little, white bed, with its lace and silken
draperies and plump, white pillows looked
temptingly cosey. A softly cushioned sleepy
hollow of an easy chair was drawn up before
the fire. Katherine flung herself into it with
atired sigh.

To bc continned.

WIT AND HUMOR.

Is thero a word in the Ewnlish language
which contains ail the vowels 7 Unquestion-
ably.

A MaN, on recoiving a doctor'a bill for we-
dicine and visits, wrote that he would pay for
the medicine and return the visits.

A Gine hearing her mistress ask her huiband
to bring Dombey and #on with him when
he came home to dinner set two extra plates
for the expected guusts.

A Youxc man has ment us a very fouching
poem entitied « Will you learn to love me
when T am gone 7' We caw't promise that,
but we'ill bet you a gold mine that you'll
learn to bate asif you ever come around here
with another poem like that.

#Ygs sir, it in John's grave,” murmured the
disconsolate widow, “and he was a good hus-
ban {, John was. Cry,sir? I can’t help a-
crying. Fancy me puying all tbat teady-
money for a bust coffin, sud then to havs all
this damp earth a-Leaped ou top ofit.

Ix the pruspectus of a public ball re.
cently given at an hotel in the North of Bog-
land the generous statowent was made
that ¢ uny geutleman takiog a double ticket
micht bring a lady with him gratis.” Strange
to say, this did not induce uny of the local
talent to bring their wived,

« Maua, where do the cows get their milk
from 7" asked Willie, lookirg up from the
forming pan ot milk which he had been in.
tently regarding, “Where do you get your
tears?”’ was the auswer. After a thoughtful
gilence, he agaln bioke out, “Mama, do the
cows have to be spanked ?”

LADZ BEAUTIFIERS.

Liadies, you cannot . make fair skin, rosy
cheeks and eparkling eyes with all the cos-
metics of Frauce, or beautifiers of the world,
while in poor health, and nothing will give
you #uch good bealth, strength and beauty as
Hop Bitters, A trial is certain proof. Sce
another colamn,

Holloway's Pills ave the medicine most in
repnte for curing the multifarious muladics
which attack humsnity, when wet and cold
weather gives place to more yenial tempera-
tarcs. In short, these Fiils afford velief if
they fail in being an ahsolute remedy in all
the disturbances of circulution, digestiou aud
nervous energy, which nt timss oppress a vast
portton of the population. Under the whole-
rome, purifying, and strenuthening powers
exorted by thess excellent Pillg, the tongue
bacomer clan, the appetite improves, diges-
tion 8 ¢ ul:kened, and assimilation reudered
periect.

whole mass of blood, which, in ita renovated
-coudition, carcies purity, strength, and vigor
to every tissue of the hody. 161

Pr. Baxter’s Mandrake Bitters act
npon the Stomach, Liver und Bowels, re-
move all secretions, purify the Bluod, and

2bat Sh.ef—.*.‘!if'iﬂ'—‘}é@!:*\,‘qbﬂyince every one that:iti'
5 o

Hollowasy's medicine posserses the |
‘| nighly estimable property of cleausing the

The Boycott business in Galway Fag far.
nishéd the Land League with a test of itg
power over the Irish tendfits, siich: as should

: . _ . Yopreseuts rea]
‘grievances.and has . managed-“to: satisfy the
‘pegple by-its presentation of them. Captain
- Boycott gegms.to.be'one of thore land agents

of the Fiench typé. who have, msnaged to

make the worst ‘af d*-b‘i;’d‘“s"jrste_m.} For years
Ppast the people of Lord Eriels estate have gab.
mitted to his. tyranny, ‘but -the .League gave
the signalfor resistance. That resistance took
a thoroughly legal and laudable shepe. They
_did "not shoot the agent. I'hey, &id not destroy
his crops'or hough his'cattle, . They simply
_declared that they would-not get in his crops
aid ‘that they:woiild taboo any ore who didf
Five bundred pounds worthwas rotting on ang
in the soil, but neither for love nor for money
~could he hire the poorest of his neighbours,
or of the tenants under him, to do an hour'
work for him. 1In this state of distrezs the
Orangemen came to his rescue, but only under
such & degree of protection as made their ex.
pedition ridiculous. ‘The roads had to be
lined with military to- keep thée people {rom
breaking these Ulstermen's heads. The crops
are ip, but the victory is with the League,
The British army’ would not-saflice tp render
a gimilar assistance fo all the Boycotts in the
Igland.”

A mnatural inference _from tbe situation
would be that Captain Boycott has not been
the right sort of agent, and that Lord Erne
would do well to replace bim. Where there
js such general and emphatic dissatiefaction,
there must be some Bolid rearon for it. But
the application of the same standnrd of judg-
ment to Euglieh rule in Ireland is equally
fair. Such genersl and emphatic dissatisfac-
tion, renewed with every generation since thy
conquest, must have a good basis. There hag
been hardly a generation of Irishmen under
Eunglish rule that hasnot seen the ordinary
course of law suspended, and « coercion” sub-
stituted for constitutional government. The
Constitution s, like the English Bank Act,
ready for suspension at evury emergency,
‘With most Englishmen, and not a few
Americans, the disposition is to put the blams
on the Irish. But the people of Ircland,
apart from their relations to the lnndlords
and at times to the government, are the most
orderly and governable people in the world.
There is, the Englich pape's #ay, a wonder.
ful absence of every sort of crimoin Ireland,
except agrarian crime. Thut fact, always
noticeable, is more 5o at the present moment
than usual. XZven in America the Irish do
not seem to furnish their full propoition of
the criminal cless, if we may jnige from the
reports of the Pennsylvania penetentiaries.
It isnot in the fault ot the people, but in
the fanlts of the government, thut every im.
partia! cbserver will find the trne reason for
Irish dissatisfaction. If the Euglish bave
dorne or arc doing their best for the island,
they nre incompetent to ruleit, aud should
abandon the attempt.

It is telegraphed. but the authorily is not
given, that the Cabinet ars considering the
propriety ot nadopting wmeasures for the
creation of & peasaut propristorship in Ire-
land, and tbat they are far finm adverse to the
measure, This, of itself, is a trinmph for
Mr. Parnell, which repays all his efforts in the
Land League. It is true that even hefora the
general elections Mr. Gludstone declared
that such a course would be quite legitimate
if public policy called for it. It is also true
that Mr. Bright's influence in the Cabioet
might be counted as steadily favorable to this
course. But when Parlintment was in session
not a member of the Miuvistry could be in-
duced to show any desire to go farther than to
favor & reasonable permanence. Nor would
the Ministry be ready to go furtber now had
not the Land League 1esumed tho agitation,
and given it both an extent and an intensity
which it had not before.

But, after all, there sre limits to the impor-
tance of the conceesion. So fur as Ireland is
concerned, Mr. Gladstone governs but does
not rule. He has allowed the House of Peers
to throw out a measure which bc had declared
necessary to the good guverumsut of the de-
pendent island, without either “ going before
the country,” or baving recomse to any other
coustitutional expedient for brenking down
their opposition. Had the mearure in question
be:n oue for the benefit of Euuland he would
not bave dared to follow such a course, But
l.gislation for Ireland aud legislation for
England are on o different footing. It is
this miserable discriminntron against Ireland
which causes perpetnul iritation, just a8 it
was this wretched pusillaniniity on the part
of the Ministry, which justified the continu-
ance of agitation, It wae not the Ministry
only, but the Houss of Pcers whom they
weakly accepted as their equaln in the control
of Irich policy, that are to b moved by the
operatious of the League.—N T, dmerican.

THE BERNHARDT'S DRESSES,

The Queen thus describes MIle, Bernbardt’s
principa! dresses in « Frou. Frou,” # The
Sphinx,” and ¢L'Etrangere” Tno dresses in
“Fron-Frou” are mostly copied from paint-
ings in the Louvre Mureum : there are three.
The first i3 a black Veoetinn hrourde, studded
with dork and light rosus; the fringe i3 a
cherry satin, worked with cheuille u.nd:iet;
a cherry plush searf is tied around tho bips,
with & large bow at the ide The second
dress is ivory Sursh, heavily trimmed with
ivory lace and moss fringe ; the ince fichu is
fastened down with pesri plaques. The third
is a Spanish dress in scabiots sutin | the front
is old-gold satin, worked with amber beads
and acabious chenille,

For the uSphinx” there ara four dresses—
one dark blue plush with bodics covered with
blue beads, aud a scarf sudded with blue
stars in beads ; a bull deees in white bro-
catelle, ornamented with laburnums sand but-
tercups ; a third dress in rey hengaline and
gatin, made with much cating or gatherings.

In «L'Etrangere” there is u besutiful ball
dress of ivory velvet, embospeit with roby
dahlins, made with satin panicrs and fraise
ominently suited to a slight fiznre. The gacond
dress is black velvet, painted by hand, with
birds and flowers, and fiudded with rainbow -
heads, The train 1s Llacksatin, lined with
flame~ted plush. -~

‘—&*

The most beautiful womer of antiquity were
famous for thetr long and brilllant tresses, No
mnatter what theface and form ot & woman may
be, she cannot he ealled strictly beautiful with-
out thls crowning glory. Henc~ all women In
all nges seek after this desideratuin, which may,
be had by using Luby’s Parislam Hair Renewer.
8old by all chemlsts, ‘

Tais is the Pickwickiau furm which 2 West-
ern editor adopts to atude asival ; ¥ Our eR-
teemed contemporary,.the missrable, low-
lived, :scurrilous periodical  published in -
Larimer Street.” ) ‘

—

Yellow Oil is the groat yaiu punicen, magi-
cal in its power over patu wud juflamation.
It curps’ Rheunatism’ any Neina gla, Lame
Back and Bpinal Aff-ctions, ! ontiactions of
Cords and Muscles, - '~ " ol T n T

fortify the system against disease, 166
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