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LOVE THE VICTOR.

CHAPTER XIII,—(CoxTiNOXD.)

« Now, ono last word, Brian,” says tho

broughatu as ho is about to leave. Ho is
very friendly with Desmond, having known
bim even a littlo longer than ho has known
Lis son. **Remember what I said about
mederation, and repeat it to your uacle, [
Loow cren moro of how things lio than I
chooso to say, 1t is tho better part of valor
to humor, of at least to pretend %o humor,
theso wretched boors that surround us, until
brighter days dawn.”

¢+ I fear they lio behind the horizon,” says
Dranat, who is standing beside him,

+ I'he wholo thing is so absurd 1"’ says the
marquis, with his cuatomary shrug. ¢ A
shilly-almllyi:;ﬁ government will never do
for a hot-headed peasantry such as ours,
What they want is o thorovgh acquaintance
with the cfects of a cavalry charge and the
touch of cold stcel. But, as we may not

B teach them that, why, moder(:l\tion, y dear

Brain, muderation is the word.”

»1am afraid I shall find it ditlicult to
cnvinee ‘The Desmond of that,” says Jirian,
] shall give hini your messsge, my lord,
nevertbeless.”

“Mako him take it to beart,” saya the

' maryuis, yuite carnestly, for bim, **orho

will bo making us a pressnt of Coole asa
bonfire one of theso dark nights. Tell him
from me "—~alrily—*‘that, cold as ths

B weather grows, I should object to warming

my hands at such a fire as that.”
“I hopo you won't have the chance,” says
Braix;i lasghing, ¢ Oh, I dare say wo shall
et off.” -
¥ Idon't know. They expect 20 much,
man now ; it

ant of mine, McCarthy, came to mo the
ather duy to tell me ho could by no mcanz
produce his rent, ‘I'm broke,’ said he,
*Good heavens ¢ gaid I, ‘how distressing !
Where # Ho was good enough to explain,
‘All ITwant,” said he, ¢is your consider-

§ atioa.’ * You shall bave it,”and instantly

raog the bell for whisky and water, *All
Iwant,’aaid I, ‘is iy rent' I got it—
after a while, you know; after a while,
Yes, they require a great deal *

He sighs profoundly, smiles benignly

. opon the two young men, and finally step.

;:mhg into the brougham, is acon out of
sight.

* There isaman who has got in all his
rents, has steadily refased to mako a single
abatement, and is atill on exccl ent terms
with lns tenantry,"” says Demmond, staring
after the departing carrisge with admir.
ation in his oycs,

“*The governor is certainly always thore,”
s3ys Donat, nodding his head.

§ clever as you liko.”

“l1t is getting late. I wonder if they

@ Lave tiniehed their goesip,” says Brian, al-

luding presumably to his wife and her
frienus 1n the drawing-room,

 “lll goand sec. Go on you tothe bil.
liard-rovin again,” says Clontarf. ¢ If thay
Laven't, you may as well bavo another cigar
with me before you go.™

CHAPTER X1V,
*10° atche sle!ghtes and subticties
Inwomen Lo, Forayoas Lusy as bees
Ate they, ussilly men to decelre.
Youlove I best, and aball, azd otker nooe.”

In the drawing.room it is row growin
dusk, but the firo is 8o glad of heart that it
it mking the vory walls of the roomn blush
with the rosy warmth,  Mrs. Costello, fing-
10g her ““occupation o'er,” with tho depar-
tars of her foo tho marquis, has taken here
wlf off to tho myatic rccoeses of her chamber
auqlti:o companship of her lou.suffering
mid,

Ubutterably relieved by her welcome ab-
szace, the four gizls (for, in spite of that
most beautiful boy in the nurscry at Coole,

%ica in Appearance may atill bo classed as
gic) are sitting chattcrivg gally over tho

3

4li troubicd thoughta acem to have slip-
Fed {rom tho mind of Doris. Sho is spark-
iog with animation, and isenteringinto the
discunrion on hand with on eaprit most ad-
minble. Shois half-sitting, half-lying on
the bearth-rug, in a position full of carcless
grace, with her head againat Monica'’s knee
=sheis very fond of Monica—and is alto-
ftihcr ns unliko her waual calm, cold solf as
2 woald be pessible to imagiao,

A very well-to-do ten. | §

“He imas}l

“I think I never saw Gerald look so

. marquis, taking his foot off tho step of his | handsome as ho did Iast night,” sho s say-

ing, ‘*His oycs wore so dark, 0 full of that
1208t blessed of all things—hope. Genorslly
ho looks too melancholy,”

¢ Mr, Burko ? Oh beis delicious,” says
Vora, in her soft coolng voice, now ripening
with laughter, as though over some irresis-
tiblo recollection, ‘Mo takea lifo so alto-
glether au grand sertcux that ho turns it
into a comedy for the rest of us! As the
‘Gisour' or tho ‘Corsair,’ his appearance
alone would Insure him a fortunc on the
stuge.”

.** Ho may surely bo considered in a more

indly light than that,” says Lady Clontarf,
some carefully-suppressed disappointment
in her tone. *¢ He is both carncst and re.
liable. When X look athim it always oc-
curs to mo how casy a thing it would be to
learn to love him."

*“Yes; hais very lovable,” says Monica.

“ls he? One hardly knows, I don't
say,"” says Vera lightly.,” “I don't think I
shall know what love is at all—-at least that
kind of love,” shaking her lovely blonde
head, ‘Do you, Dody?’ This to Doris,
who is lookin{ somewhat thoughtful,

‘I don't know, darling. I"~sadly~-

o h0{>o 80,"
““\Vhy, Dody, what a look:! Are you an
advocate of lovo? It iust be a horrid
thing, I think, because the very thought of
it hag mado you grave.”

A gecond later, as though some know-
ledge has come to her too late, she flushes
crimson all through her perfect skin, and
tears (unwonted indoed) spring to her eycs.
Surreptitiously she leans forward until her
ngers can closo upon a ribbon that adorns
Doriv's pretty gown, Having secured it,
shcholds it tightly, though why, she hardly
knows; but all that evening, and ever af
terward, her manner toward her aister is
tinged with a deeper tenderness,

* It should make no one grave,” says Kit,
with sudden warmth, “’It ahould only
make one happy. To love, to feel that one
is loved in return, is life indeed.”

. “*If onc loves wisely,"” says Monica, mak-
ing a feeble effort to support her cause.

At this Vera laughs irreverently.

* To love wiscly is to love to order, Is
that ‘lifo indecd’?’ she asks, artlessly,
“After all, where lies the magic ia this
mighty love? ¢ Lookers-on,’ says they, ‘ace
most of the game,” I should think the
knowledgo gained by their eaves-dropping
would cure them effectually of ever playing
atlove! Lovers, as far as I cansee, are the
most miserable class of beings'extant. Now,
Task youall, who is tho inost wretched-
ooking peraon you know?”

¢Mr. Manneriog, I thiak,” says Doris,
laughing, led to this acswer by the remem-
brance of a conversation that took piaco last
night between her and Vera,

“Ah! And I'm surc heis a victim to the
untender  pasaion,” saya Vera, lightly.
Neither she nor Doris is aware of tho un-
happy man’s predilection for Mlies Beres-
ford, “XHe is stupid enough for that or
apything. And he ean't dance, no, nota
bit, low Ihatea man who puts his name
down on one s card and then knocks one to
picces ! A mean takain, I call it.”

*{Jo knows as much about waltzing as
the inan in the moon,” says Kit, with keen
appreciation of bis dements.

“1e is quite too beyond cverything,”
agrees Vera, with a dainty :hm;i.

“Poorman! Well, yes—really, I think
he is,” says Doris, reluctantly, yet witha
latent sense of amusement in her tone.

To Mlonica this twas terrible. She had
aaid a sweet word or two for Mr. Burke a
moment since to please Doris, yct now Doris
has gone over to the cnomy (albeit unwit-
tingly) and has given her voto agaiost Mr,
Mannering. Aro thoy all bent on knocking
hor pet schemes about her carsaud reducing
her Kit to poverty?

Sho sighs forloroly. Of course Doris docs
vot understand how it is with her; she
wishes now sho had made her a pertoer in
her design, and bad lot hersechow cssential
it is to Kit to accuro a bon parti, and how
imposeiblo it is shic should bo allowed to
wed A loan without a penny. She glances
at Kit, and can seo that she is revelling in
the unanimous verdict returned againat her
English adorer, sud thather faco is wreath-

lcd n amiles. ‘The whole scene is of courso

very palatable to Aer, an absolute feast of
cakes and alo,

¢ Tt's his ohin, I think,"” says Doris, break-
ing tho momentary ailenco, and speaking in
a tono of desp compassion. Monica cannot
avold knowing she ins alluding to Afr, Maa.
nering, who certainly docs recede in that
diroction,

¢ No, it is not," says Kit.

It s his legs,” says Vora, solemnly;
whereupon thoy all givo way to laughter.
Even Monica, aftor o short but decisive bat.
tle with her inclinations, gives way too,
and Jaughs as merrily as the rest.

It {s at this moment that Clontarf comes
to the door, and a standstill, The different
sounds of merriment rcach him, but one 1s
clearer to him than all the rest. It ia sweet-
or, more musical—stranger! More.by in.
stinct than by knowledge, heknows it 15 his
wife's Jaughter to which he is listening.

The room, except where the fire pene.
trates, is snnk in darkness; his tall form,
standing in "0 door-way, is loat in shadow.
Silently he atauds and gazes on the group
before him, or rather on its centra! figure,
Dorla is still atretched in a languid graceful
fashion upon the ru%, hor head leaning
against Monica. The Lright flashes of light
from the fire are playing amoog the gold
brown threads of her hair, and lighting up
her pure and perfect profile. Ono hand is
thrown negligently above her head, the
other toys idly with a gigantic Japanesc
faa ; and still, as ho watches her, the low
sweet laughter jssues from her lips,

To othora she can talk ! With othors she
can laugh ¢ To, and with him alone she is
ever tho same—an emotionless, if beautiful,
statue, Anger that is almost akin to hatred,
rises in s heart as he watches her ; and
et —

A great longing to hear her laugh in his
presenco makes him approach themn some-
what abruptly ; but as the light of the fire,
falling upon him, reveals his tall figure, the
mirth dies from her face, and with a soft
exclamation the springs hastily to her feet.

To any ordinary woman of his acquaint-
anco ho would hava said, ¢ Don't let me dis.
turb you,” or something like that, and
would probably have pressed her back tgbain
amilingly into her comfortable position : but
t. Doris he cannot say it. He is indeed
both wounded and indignant at the manner
in which she has acknowledged his coming.
1t is terriblo to him that he should be treat-
ed es & bugbear, a wot blanket, one whase
prescnce must perforce put anend to gayety
of any kind, .

Ho is about to explain why he has come,
when tho other men, following him, saveo
him the trouble .

Sir Watkyn Wylde, shuflling cautioualy
up tho room in the semi-darkness, bas two
or three providential eacapes from a sudden
death, Every chair and tabloin his way
is ax a pitfall laid for his destruction, and
over cach and afl ho stumbles heavily, in
apito of the juvcnile glass he haa screwed
into his left eye, ‘¢ Why the deucccan't I
sco ‘em?’ ho asks himself, indignantly,
when he has just saved himself from falliug
over a prie-dicw by clotching wildly at &
Queen Aunn cabinet, Tho strongest glasses
are of little uso without soms sight behind
them, and Sir Watkyn's vision is by this
time worn'to a thread. With a suppressed
curse upon tho fools who prefer fire-light to
the honest glarc of lamps, he totters feebly
up the room to where Vera ia aitting, and
sinks into a lounge besido her with an aged
groan, which he vainly cndeavors to pass off
a8 & 3igh, .

Gere!ld Burke, whoso younger sight has
conducted him with aafcty through the
furniture quicksands with a swiftness not
to bo attained by all tho double oye-glasses
in Christendom, is leaning over tho back of
Vera's chair ay Sir Watkyn arrives, and
now starcs down ngon the dilapidated ve-
mains of that old beau witha sufferance
born of a noble deference for ago.

¢\What light can Lo compared to the
tender glow emitted by pine logs ?” says Sir
Watkyp, with a burst of fceble enthusiasm
meant to carry off the r.membrance of the
totteriog and the groan, and to make the
listenor understand that the diflicultics cn-
countered during his journey up tho yoom
wero due to haste, not to want of sight.
Itis so s0ft, yotso brilliant. It eoems to
add oven a deeper bcmtf' (if that bo poa-
sible) to n complexion such as yours.”

Ho rays thir, lcaning in an hinpresalve
manner toward Vers, with whutho foudly
but crroncously believes to Lo a sparkle of
passion in his withered oyo. Tho general

effect of this mancuver is so mournful as

almoat to reduce one to the vergo of toars.

The poor old man thinks he is looking in-
to Vera's lovely orbs as he makes his little
compliment, but, in the gentle dusk of the
fire-light ho has so kindly lauded, ho has
missed his aim, and is staring with scnile
sdulation at a marblo knob upon the chim-
ney pleco instead, Tho mistake, to tho
lookers-on, is ghastly,

¢ Ah, Sir Watkyn, I doubt you aren sad,
nad flatterer,” says Vera, smiling prottily,
““Her mouth full small, and tﬁoroto soft
and red,"” Is parted, until all the littlo oven
teoth within, palo as pearls, can bo seen—
alas, alas! but not by Sir Watkyn! His
Blassy gazo has now wandered from the
chimnoy-pleco to the oak carving on the
back of her chair, which, being of a shiny
deacription, ho again mistakes for her eyo.

. “*No, no. No, really,” kb says, quite do-
lighted by the little touch o roproach in her
tone, If sho had said ho wasa ‘‘gad, sad
flirt,” ho might, perhaps, kave been cven a
degreo moro enraptured atill.

¢ But yes, indeed, and it isn’t very kind
of you; you sLouldn't try to turn our
hoads,” says Vera, lotting hor fan close with
a tiny snap, that she may touch him with it
on tho back of his hand lightly, delicately,

Her manner to bim is just a little differ-
ent from what it is to others, Sho does not
sy, “Am I “Do you? ¢JIs it? in
the childish, helpless fashion that suits her
so wonderfully ; sho treats hia rather with
a tender gayety that somechow suits her too
—a playful aweetness, that has in it just tho
bareat soupoon of coyuetry.

¢* Somo people it is impomible to flatter,”
protests the old man, making a futilo dab
at her fan, as though to retain it, (snd per-
baps the hand that holds it), trying mean.
while to look as if he had said something
hitherto unuttered.

. “‘SirWatkyn," says Doris at thismoment,
in her pleasantest tone, He is to her an
object of positive aversion, but anytbing is
better than seeing him next to her pretty
Bebe, **Sir Watkyn, cometo me. I really
must bave your oplnioa about this subject.”

Thus entreated, the ancient baronet per-
force rises once more, and, after a terriblo
encounter with a tall footatool that nearly
precipitatas him into Monica's arms arrives
at the side of his liaatess,

“ It is awfully good of you to bo so kind
to that old man," says Gerald Burke, brnd-
ing over Vora; ‘‘but—but I think I would
not flatter him quite so much if I were you ;
it will make him troublesome.”

‘It was ho flattored me, wasn't it 1" says
Vera, mildly. ¢ He said somethiog pretty
about my complexion, didn't he ?”

“You should not have listened to him,”

‘“Why!" with grieved uplifted brows,
*¢Was it untrue?”

‘* His compliment was such a finished onc,
and so original, you cannot want mo to pay
you another,” says Burke, a little on cdgo
in spite of himself.

¢ No—oh, no!” says Vera, tranquilly.
““But what you say isright. Hodid put
that little speech about my being impossiblo
to flatter, very nicely, I thought too,"

An overpowering desiro to look into her
face seizes Burke. Ho accomplishes it.
Nothing can be calmer, sweeter, than her
expression, nothing less suggestive of hid-
den meaning of any sort.

¢4 Little spceches’ of the sort you mean
shonld at least poarczs tho merit of being
one's own,” ho says, shortly.

“‘Of course,”—thoughtiully : *“that was
what you meant just now when you said he
was ‘g0 original,’ wasi't ity

“I am afraid it wasn't,” said Gerald,
slowly. ‘‘Onc ceases to bo original so very
carly in lifo that I fcar oven Sir \Watkyn
han't a chanco of being 30 now.”

“If ho can't be that, ho can at least be
agrceable,” says Vera, cver soswectly, with
a frank uplifting of her eycs to his, ~ ¢‘You
cannot depy that, If you do,"—smiling—
¢« I shall say you are jealous of him.”

‘Jealous of a galvanized old mummy like
that! No," says Mr, Barke, ¢ %

(T0 BE CONTINUEL

Minister Lowoll says of his sanceasor, Mr.
Phelps: “Ho is a gentlauan of high
character and marked independenco. e is
most agrceablo in hir manncrs, and has fino
social qualitics. Nono but a distinguished
and agreeable man could have been chiosen
te bo 1. -ident of the Amorican Bar As.
sociation.  Both countrics aro to becon
gratuiat~d a Mr, Cleveland's wisdom as
shown i .zclection of Mr., I'helps asmny
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