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might bo mino always, were we differently
fated.  As it 15, the time may, perhaps, come
when Ishall have to stand by and see her glven
to another. Thank heaven, tho dear chilkl only
thinkg of mo as she did In her doll and pinafore
dnys. Iam gladl am nearly a dozen yenrs her
scnlor.  She will never think of me cxcept asn
brother—n grave, elderly, goodnatured kind of
person, to whom she might come even with her
little love secrets,  Yes, I shall come haek fro-
quently,” he sald, ¢but not to make such n
lengthened stay, Let mo rundown three or four
times n year, when TLam jaded, and want to goet
ot of houses for awhile; aml mind that you
write to mne.”

“ Fvery dny i

#Well,” he sald, slightly overwholmed by the
young lady’s Aherality, «I will not glve you
quite so much trouble, pet.  Say twice n week
or ko, and when anything particulir ocours. 1
do not think Kuzene seems go vl or thoughtful
since Mr. Grantley went awny.”

¢ ITe never told you anything *”

@ Never; but [ have a tittlo matler to men.
tion hefore § 2o, e ix strangely rotleent, even
to me, and there I8 some confitlence bhetween
Jim and Me. Grantley that I should like to know
the secret of, Nothing of grave importanes, |
am sure, by the mere et that ho scems so
much luppler sinee your coustn went.”

The week wore on, and Latvence Drayton
wrote ¢ Finle on tho last folio of his book. It
was a pleasant task ended plessantly, and the
author ulone knew how mueh ho was hnedebtod
1o Julin’s soctety for the sweetest charaeter and
the most heantiful incldent In his story,

e might have deawn such o eharaneter from
the purer depths of his fnner consciou=ness, nnd
enlarged upon It In his dingy town roowms ;3 but
it would have lneked the freshness, been wani.
Ing In the tender, poetie bits of Imaginatlon
wihich 1t grined by his study of the girl as she
lvedl, and moved, and spoke In her natlve
pliee,

“And I love her,” he tall himself many n
time, < aml know there is no nne in the wide
workl with whom she woull he so happy as with
me; but there 15 the difterence of money he-
tweon us, aml Inthe untural eowrse of Lhings our
puths will widen out, and tanke us far from eaeh
other. She will only lose 0 frlend, and I shall
have to mest her with an empty heart, nnd
smile and talk with eareless courtesy, as [fthese
thnes—this sweet interehange of thought and
tenderness—hnd never been,”

The st ehapter of his story was wrltten, and
Tanrenee Drayton snld farewell to Brookdnle
then, He spoke sevlously to Bugene on the
night betore e went nway,

“When I firsl enme here,” he said, T saw
there was some seercet hetween Mr, Grantley
and yourself, and for your snke——for Jullns—I[
tried to find out what it was, You told me it
was nothing very scrious, Eugene, and T had to
belleve you i but [ do not think you told me the
troth,”

«f did as far ag T couid, Lattence, old fellow,*
fald the master of Brookdale, apologetically,
# it 1s o ppint of honour between KEverard and
me that [ shall say no maore.”

41 might have heard for myself hat I listened
to that Interrupted conversation,” sald Ian-
renece; “and T almost wish I had I you are
bound by n promise not to tell me,”

s \Well, T am—that’s the truth,  Nothing very
rolemn, you Kkuow, and hesides, If anything
turng up, you are sure Lo know quite soun
enough.”

« Ind you not better lell me now 2%

IEungene put out his hand with n falnt smile.

# My dear old friend, it s impossible,”

« Well,” snld Laurenee, with o sigh, « shiould
any trouble come, sce that you send to me, for
Julia’s snke. Promise me that.”

«T do! )

And they parted so. Fle kept his last wonds
for Julin, and there was more than a brother's
attection in his tone and In his eyes when he
toll her to remember that Laurence Drayion
would atwanys be her true and fafthul friend.

Her brother's stately house had never seemed
80 desolate ng it did when Lanrence Drayton
went ag hie had come—in fuct, earrying his own
valise, and with Bratux by his shde.

{To hecontinned,)

THE DIVINE (OMPANIONSHIP,

It Is to be regrottted that our senge of God's
presence 1s 50 generally confineld to certaln ex-
eeptionnl times, When we o to church. or
when at hotite we kneel down ta pray, then we
try, nt least, to realize the presence of our Fa-
ther. Wo think of him, ton, when we are in
any great cmergency. The mast irreligious
man, put In sudden perll of his lfe, criex out 1o
Heaven for Help.  The Christlan thinks of God
when he 18 In trouble, and when he s temptod
and when any speelally deep experience comes
to him. Thlis iz all well, But we ought not to
open the doors of our souls to God only at spe-
cial times and seasons, We think wrongly of
him when we suppose ilin to he responsive only
to our specinlly religious monds,

The heart of Gad liex nhout our lives ns close-
ly ag the alr. There 13 no sinallest act or thought
that does not echo jtgelf in him., And thig Di-
vine presence s Intensely sympnthetle, Tt s
not the mere oversight of a Judge, registering
praise and blame. It s the compunionship of
one who rejolees in.atl our Joy, st suflers In all
our pain. There Is no glad heart-beat in the
world that the Almighty henrt does not beat
with gladness in response. There Is no little
child’s ery of xorrow over its broken toy, that o
more than mother's love does not enteh,

The gense of this presence should not be bur-
densome to ws.  Nothing s falser than to sup.
pose God to he always exneting. He gives him-
relf with all the generosity and [reedom nflove.
He would not have us anlways serlous towned
him., Our Gal dwells not in Sinal; not even
Calvary I8 hix only home. He 1s In all the
benuty of the world about us, In the trees of
the forest, In the dew-drops quivering on the
grass, In the robin’s song, in the fleeey cloudy, In
all the beunty and musie thnt #i1 the heart on
Spring’s brightest day—In all these is our God,
They arc his vestments nad hls volee. A%, look-
ing on tho face of a friend, we feel the soul
within, 80 wo are to lonk upon Nature and say,
sThis 18 the faece of Gol,”

We do nut need to lnborinnugly carry onr feel-
ings to Gotl, or to eall him intothem, ag If from
outskle. He 18 with us, whether our thoughts
¥o out to him or no, If when we would feol his
presence our thoughts il back earthward,
through weariness or weakness of tho flesh, his
tenderness responds to our weakness, If, whon
we are glad with simple human glndness, or
when n moxi of innocent mirthtnlness is upon
us, the thought of Goul cro¥ses ux, wo need not
try to adjust ourselves to him, to clothe ourselves,
as {t were, for the heuvenly guest. He Is hap.
py In our happiness. Our gladness, though it be
without thought of him, makes him glad. And
there 18 no troublo so small that hix sympathy 18
not with ns before we ean ask for it. No household
porplexity, no bodlly ache, no little chill of the
henrt, comes to us that 1s pot felt in sympathy
by him. We have but to open our eyes (o sce
Bim in cverything about us. And whon we
eannot open them, none tho icss ls he there.—
Churistiun U'nion. .

IHOME.

By F. McD.

Know yo the place to loving heart mast denr,
The name whicl quicliest drios tho lalling toar,
The thought which mukoed the lonoly exile ralse
A cheerful song of hopefulness nnd praize?

"T'ig that of home.

Not the eold house where ‘elosed in fonr squnro walls,
Wao simply live. heeause our duty calls;
Nar o’en that spot, 1nost sncred on this enrth,
The country fair to which wo oo our birth.
hat is uot homo,

But whero hearts boat in sympnlhr with henrta,
Vhere one’s good fortune joy toall mparts;
Where the tear shed, orthe half-uttercd aigh,
Meets guiok response in ouch observant eve,
Such ia home,

it O, while geateful for this human lovo.
Forzet not, thoughtloss once, the home ahoves
All teguter joys with which we now are blest
Aro shadows faint of Hleaven's peaco und rest,
hors i8 uur howo.

For the Hearvthstone,

WINDALE'S SOUVENIR.

BY ISAHELLA VALANCY CRAWFORD,

CHAPTER I,

TIHE SIGNET RING,

* Ringlet. oh ringlet,
Kha gnve you mo and aaid ¢
¢ Come kies it, love, and put it by,
If this cun ehnnge, why so can’l.’
Oh fie, you golden nothing fie,
Yutt golden lio.”’
—Tennyson.

# A splendld shot ! 1 don't think I could beat
that myself, Windaje,” and the speaker, n rod-
faced military man, nodded patronlzingly at the
marksmnru axl surrounding grouwp of geatle-
nen,

Windale, of Windale Towers, looked critieally
at the natl his ball had driven into the wall of
the shooting gallery, and then back at Colonel
Murtin.

# 1 think T can do even better than that
Colonel,” he angwered,

i Here Jim; tell Jean to bring moe the
mother-of-pearl ense hic knows of, and be quick
about 1t.”

Jim zcuflled away on his errand, and Windale
continued, touching the pistol ho had lnidon a
stand heside hdm,

s 'Phese clumsy afthirs hardly give one a falr
chanee; 'l show youn palr I was given while
in Egypt that It's really a pleasure to shoot
with. A, here they are!”

1is valet had appeared, bearing enrefully in
hix hands a mother-of-pearl case, elaborately
mounted with gold, on a brond band of which
biazed the Windale crest and Initials, in bril-
lants of considerable size and lustre. Tho care
with which Jean handted It showed that It was
valucd highly by 1ts possessor, who, taking 1t
from hhn, proceeded te open It with the aid of
u sinatl gold key attached to his watehehain.

With all the enthusizsm of men on such sub-
Jeets Windnle's guests crowded around him, and
many were the exclamations of admiration that
greeted the exquisite, though dendly toys, glitter-
g on thelr hed of snowy, satin, They were
passed round the group, and even Colonel Mar-
tin, an acknowledged authority on such subjects,
condescended to pronounce them ¢ Perfectlon,
sir! Never saw anything Uke them, exeept n
pair onlered & few monlhs ago for the Shah of
Peruin!"

« Rather long in the barrel, Windale,” sald n
young man who had not yet spoken, though he
sl exnmined them with closer attention than
any, pertnps, of thase present.

He was o tall, slight man, of some thirty
years, with more aristoeratie grace nbout him
than beawty of feature. He wus dressed in the
rather plcturcsque costume affocted of lato by
gentlemen in the couniry, and the dark bLlue
ghooting Jncket nnd knickerboekers dispinyed to
advantage his fine form and ercet hearing.

Windale, short, dark, almast swarthily so, and
with the crisp curls at his lemples slightly
touched with gray, formed a strong contrast
to his guest, as he leant forward to take the
pistol froni the other's slender, white fingers.

« Do you think x0?” hesnld earelessly, s Well
I venture with them what I'would not with any
others I ever handled.”

Despite his condemmatory remark, Darwyn’s
fingers lingered lovingly on the weapaons as he
restored them to their owner, and his light blne
oyes followed them engerly, ns Windale Inid
them for an Instant on the stand. But bhis
attentlon was speedily drawn to the proceed-
ings of his host.

On Windale's left hand blazed a ring, a table
dimnnod, set in A massive band of gold, and, en-
graved on the stone, tho sen! of tho family.. It
was o renl antique, and it was well known the
almost superstitious regard In which 1t was hetd
by ench successive hand of tho house,

A murmur of Interest ran round the group, ns
Windalo proceederd to take the ring from his
finger, nnd phssing a slender cord through It,
suspended 14 agninst the end of the wall of the
gallery, while Jean, who appeared quite up to
the business, londed both plstols carefully.

s A risky business,” muttered the Colonel to
Darwyn, ns Windale drow back in order to take
proper aim, and, while everyone helad bils breath,
Windale ralsed the pistol, there was a sharp

Jured clirelo of the ring,

There wag a burst of applanse from all but
Darwyn, who stood by with n slightly superelll-
ous curl of his tinely cut Hp, which wns not lost
upon his host. In the buzz whioh followad the
suceesstl shot, his volee, in an aside to the
Colongl, renched Windale's quick ear,

« A more trick,” he was saying, in a low but
perfectly audible tone, “and assisted by grent
good fortune. Ho might not bo able to do the
same thing againin five hundred attempts.,”

« Don't agreo with you,” sald the Colonel
shortly, ¢ Windale's slmply tho best shot I ever
saw in my life. He's not the fellow elther to
risk his ring on chance.”

Darwyn shrugged hls shoulders, smliled, and
was turning away, when deep Windalo's volco
arrested him.

« Hear, Jean, re-load this pistol, and hand mo
tho other.”

It was cvident that Windale was about re-
peating the shot, and the glance of annoyance
he darted at Darwyn showed the latter ho had
overheard his remark to the Colonel, although
ho took no other notlice of It.

Twice the fent was repeated, and Darwyn,
desplto himsell, was forcotd to Join In the general
applause, Windale's countenance had rocovered
its sarenity, and with his finger on the delleate
trigger, ho wns about taking aim for tho last
time, when n small door, but a few paces from
tho suspended ring, opened, and a group of
Indles entered the gnllery. :

Observing Windale facing them, and about to
fire, a chorus of little searcams burst from the
gry crowd, and, with great fluttaring of dainty

report, and the ball was lodged within the anin.

sunimer raimeni, ihey fed back into the curri. |

dor, wiltlh the exception of one who remalined
undaunted nnd motionless on the threshold,

On her white form the oyo of Windale foll;
he started slightly, but perceptibly; unintentton-
ally his finger pressed the trigger and discharged
tho pistol.  Bofore tho wreath of smoke had
curled nway he had sprung forward towards Lho
lady In the doorway,

4 Mlss Oglivle ! ” ho exclalmed, his dark faco
fushing deeply with agltation. “Are you un-
hurt? Pray speak, and assure me that I have
not reason {o regret my awkwardness! ™

Mliss Oglivie smlled, «I am perfeclly safe,”
she snid, advaneing into thognllery, ¢ and must,
on my part, mnke my excuse for disturbing
your alin. We enme Lo sce how yon genticien
were passing the thime, n8 you deserted us so
quickly nfter hreakfnst.”

The words were few and suflielently common.
place, bhut the volroe in which they wero spoken
wits something long tobo remoembered. It was
low and peculiarly 50ft, yot contalning sugges-
tlons of Iutent, hu! wonderful capabilition. It
was not i youthful volee, though its owner was
yebl young, that Is to say, It had none of the
bell-Iike ring fn ft of untried girthood ; Its tones
were full of memories, but of what?  Probably,
after all, this wonderiul volee was simply the
result of some uncommon development of the
lungs and larynx; for women who live so com-
pletely belore the pablie as did Miss Ogllvie, nre
not frequently troubled with such visions of the
past as lend adeeper richness, a more tender
melody to the nutural volee. No matter whenee
eame fts thrililng power, those who had once
heard her speak walted with impatience for her
next words, midd more than one of the ndmitted
Judges of such matters had observed that 1t was
o grent misforinue to the muslenl world that
Mixs Ogllvlie had not been Lorn In an humbler
sphere, In onler that sho might have won fime
and fortune by its ald.

For the rest, she was straugely beantiful, that
I% of an order of beauty which scetned strange
mmld tho universnl blending of whe roso and
1y 1n the fees of the blonming mirls by whom
she was constuntly surrounded. There was n
traditton fn the family that Miss Ogilvie’s
grandmother, twice removed, had been & Peru-
vian tudy of raulk, and socfoty nlways brought
forward the chrenmstances te aceount for such
thoroughly un.English tralts In one of its idols
as the creamy hue of Miss Oglivie’s skin, and
the unfthomable ebon blackness of her lovely
brillinut oyes; such eyes to be crowned with
the pale gold locks derlved from her Saxon
ancestors, Ilowever, the contrast, though
unique, wns charming, and while Downgers
with unmarried doughters pronounced Alaxara
Oglivie n s fright,” the men, from tho young
Duke who had just attained his moustache and
hils majority, to Hevbert Ensel, tho famous hemd
of the R. A., declared her « perfection,” and so
she was—physieally. '

When she blushed, as she did now, under
the cloquent and tender glance of Windale,
tho dawn of the roses in the rich, erenmy
velvet of her cheeks, was a superb bit of color-
Ing, Miss Ogltvie seldomn felt eniled upon to blush
and a tremor of delight mn throungh Windale,
ns hls eager eyes noted the unwonted huo decp~
ening on the fuce of the first and only woman
ho had ever loved.

The moment of exquisite plensure was not
fated to linger long, Darwyn, languld and aris-
tocrutic sauntererd pnst Windule, and approach-
ed the darkeyed heanty.

4 Mlss Oglivie,” ho snld, “pray allow me,”
and he stretched out his hand in order to rolieve
tier of 0 plled up basket of Howers which she
held., while Windale tarned away to nddress
somga courteous words (o ii:0 ladles, who had
‘ere this re-appeared on ic scene.

He never saw annther man engaged in con-
versatlon with Alaxars, without n pang of dis-
quicturde, hardly however sufficlently strong ns
yet to merit the name of Jéalousy, and while he
was ostensibly engaged In ananimnted exehange
of badinage with the honorable Godlue Archi-
trave who for some time hnd been bringing all
the Mscinations of her aristoeratic, but rather
frosty churms of mind and person to bear on
the owner of Windale Tower, with, us certaln
advertlsements say ‘“a view to matrimony,”
he was lstening with keen attention to the
low volees of those behind him.

Darwyn's next remark proved that Alasnra
had decllned his prollercd courtesy. fo was
quoting Tennyson,

Ah, one rose.

One rose, but one, by thoso falr fingers eall'd
Were worth a hundred kizsoe pross’d on lips
Less oxqulsite than thine.

Tt was very softly spoken, ovidently Intondod
for one enr nlone, but each syllable fell with
perfect distinetness on the heanrts of two beslde
Miss Oglivie, Windale, and a lndy standing n
little apnrt from the group, and whom Dameo
Rumor hnd for some thine declared to be the
betrothed of Darwyn, who helr to an anolent
onrldom was consldered a very eligible parti
indeed.

Doubtless a certaln mysterions sympathy
exists between people whose minds are nbsorbed
with tho snmo subject, and the oyes of Windalo
and Ygerne Orkney met, as Darwyn’s soflly
breathed request saluted the ears of both.

Miss Oglivie had o decided penchant for the
stately old Towers with thelr wide strotching
demesnen, atd did not cxactly «dislike thelr
swarthy owner, added to which Darwyn was,
report said an engagedl man, whoso rent-roll
would never bear comparison with that of
Windale. Hence her answer wis different to
what it might otherwise have been. She lnughed
and drew a little away from his slde, nnd snkd
In that clear, enrcless volce which Isadenthiblow
to whispered sentiment,

« Thanks for your compliment, but youn
shoultt have aldressed it to Miss Arehitrave,
whose poor fingers really suffirred from the
thorns in cutting them! I am only one of
Florn's handmnids

Anything moro unlike tho rosy Goddess than
the honorable Gadine. wha turned towareds them
on hearing her name mentioned it 1s Impossible
for one tn imagine. Tho volee of Alaxarn was
as llquid honey, but between her raby lips theve
dwolt n something that had a sting Inlt, A
smile at the expense of tho ncid and angular
Gotline, slight but perceptible flew from lip to
Itp, merging Into n eonvulsive chuckle in the
person of Colonel Martin, whosa partlcular
horror Mlas Architrave wax, for some deepscated
reuson known but to himrelf,

Darwyn was secretly annoyed at Alaxarn’s
thur making thelr convorsation publie property,
but his nsunl languid goodhumor wag not ap-
parently much disturbed. He begged, and ob-
tained a half-oponed rose bud from the skinny
fingers of Miss Arghitrave, with as much em-
pressement ns he would have shown on recelv-
ing a simijar favor from Alnxarn’s glowing
aelf.

Windale breathed frecly as tho conctousness
that Misa Ogllvidy was notencouraging Darwyn’s
attentions stolo on hls disturbed mind like a
breath from the balmy south; In his sudden
content ho glanced again at Ygerne Orkney,
and man-liko was surprised and puzzled by the
storn pallor of her fair face. He was satisfled
with the termination of thix little dbit of by-play,
and why should not she ?

But Ygerno suw only tho silght pui upon tho
man she loved, and who was bound in hor, by
her trivmphang rival. The love she had fondly

thought all her own, she saw spurned by Alax-
ara, and her faco darkenced into something moroe
than gloom ag ghe turned and walked proudly
away.

Thoe glitter of something at her feot caught
her cye, and stooplng she lifted it from the
ground, It was Windale’s ring. His aim,
rendered unstendy by the sudden apparition of
Miss Oglivie on tho threshoeld, had swerved so
fr that the {ball hnd at once cut the stonder
string by which tho ring was suspended, aml
fractured the golden setting. Tho ring was fu-
miitar to the oyes of Windnle's guests, and bend-
Ing her gloomy eyes on 1t as it lay In the palm
of her hand, Ygerne turned agaln towards the
group, part of which had airendy left the gal-
lery. Behind with lingerlng stops and lowered
volees walked Windale and Alaxara.

Twlce Ygerne spoke, but it was not untlil she
latd her hand on his arm that he porcelved
her, and with a silent gesture shoe Iald tho ring
In his hand, and fNitting past them, disappeared
up the corriklor, followed by n glanee from the
Peruvian eyes of Miss Oglivle, which migat
hnve fold n tale te Windnle had his montul
vision been clear encugh tosoe the low triumph
gleanming in them.

As b was, Windale with a deep Qush on his
bronzed face, was looking with mingled grief
nnd vexation at the shattered ring lying in his
palm. His mind had been so fully occupled
that he had qulte forgotten it, and in some way
the accident that hadd happened to it Jurred
maost prinfutly on him, ho knew not why., At
any time 1t would have beeu n subject of kocn
regret with him, but something that was more
subtle than regret possessed him as he glanced
at it,

Tha same Indefinite feeling drew hls cyes
from 1t to the face of his compnnlon, with per-
haps less tenderness than usually shone in them.
He met the full magnetic glnnee of the dark
ecyes, and without xo much as looking ngaln at
the ring hie slipped 1t mechanleally Into hls
pockel. They were alone, atcd the far away
lnughter of the others rippled falntly back to
them from the distant fawn whither the rest of
the guests hud betaken themselves to while
away the hours of luncheon, with croquet and
filrtation.

Misg Ogilvio wns perfeet mistress of the pro-
prieties, and lier tone nnd manner as she said,
4« ghall we Join the others ?” was perfect. They
eonveyed two things, that her Inclinations wonld
have led to the prolongation of their t-te-i.tite,
but that she would sacrifice her inclinations to
decorum. She knew quite enough of the naturc
of the man beside her to fool thit the woman he
woull choose must oceupy n positlon which the
fulntest breath of seandal could never assail.
Hence she was willing to forego the present
opportunity in onder to bind him more securcly
in her fetters.

From tho gross finttery cofffeycd by words
Windale would have shrunk ns from an adder ;
but whiat man wiil turn from the dellclous in-
cense ollered up to him, in the volece and gltance
of the woman he loves?  Windale saw that he
was not Indlfferent to her, and his sudden
enlightenment broko down the fast barrler he
had crected round his heart.

Men at Windale’s time of life are frequently
moro Impulsive than inen of fewar yeary, aud
Windale was by nature more than commonly
rash,

s Not It you will grant me a foew moments,”
he snid, In answer to her Inquiry, ¢ I feel that
I must say to you what has been next my henrt
for weeks, ¢ Lot us visit the orangery, we are
not likely to bo disturbed there.”

It tay n glittering line at tha farther side nf o
hedgo of thickot roses, throngh a llttle rustic
gate, Inwhich Windale led his beautiful guest,
whose heart beat with & triumph that sent the
rich blool In rosy waves over her exquisite
throat, up to the misty gold of her hair, and to
the tips of her long, white fingers. Oh, rosy
hue of love, how many unworthy thoughls mask
themselvaes beneatly your proper color!

-¢ Triflos light ns air
Are to the jealous conlirmation strong as proofs of
Holy Writ.”

Tho cye of a lover Is koen to tnke encournge~
ment or the reverse, from gigns even less
definite. Windale saw the blush, and was
happy.

Ho threw open the door of the orangery, and,
lending her In, closed It earefully.

« Shall wo walk,” ho sald, “or wounld yon
prefer o sont 7"

She motioned him to proceed, and they walk-
ed slowly on, between lines of orange trees, on
which golden spheres hung like topazes amld a
wreath of snowy blossoms. The nlr wns falat
with the aromatle perfume, although the glasses
were partially up to admlit the balmy brenth of
summer, nud not n sound broke tho sllence save
the twitter of the swallows as they skimmed on
swift wing overhead.

Well, here it was that Windnlo asked the

question, on the answer to which depended, he
felt, his earthly happiness, and here it was that
Alaxarn bronthod o ¢t yes ¥ that did her Infinite
credit. It was so exquisitely polscd between
the Impulsive “yes” of & woman whose soul s
fult of o great love, and the graceMlly graclous
conscent which might have beseemed an Em.
press, conscious of the Inestimable boon sho was
conferring,

Windale was, as I have hinted, ratherdifMenlt
to please, but evon had ho beon less In lovo, her
mammer of aceepiing hissult would havo left him
nothing Lo desire,

An hour of gokl conics at least once to a man
during his lifetime, and Windale basked in its
snmshine now., HIs life from boyhood had been
so fully and actlvely cwmployed, its early yenrs
Indistaant travel, its later in the arduous and hon-
ourable scrvice of hls couniry, thmt little timo
hind been left him to enltivate the mere plen-
sures of existenee, and this new traln of thought
and feellng came to him llke a revolation of a
new and more beautifal i,

As they turned to leave the orangery, he
touched very lightly one of the heavy curls
which lay on her white dress, and whispered,
« Give mea ring from it that I may have it sotin
dinmonds, as something tangible to romind
me that yon have promised me to bo mine,
and someothing of yours to lie on my hoart whon
I am dend.”

He coukl not have made n request more dis-
agreeable to his boautiful botrothed. Hor mag-
nificont 8&axon halr, in its rich nndulations of
curls and waves of paly gold wns dear to her
vory soull, and even slightly to mar ons of its
tresses was Ingxpressibly ropugnant to her.

But not a shade of hesitation orossed her

brow, ns lifting Miss Architrave's goardoen scis-
sors from amid tho rosos in tho baskot she still
carried, she olipped the glittering tondrils of a
ringlet, and with a smile as sunny ns tho Juno
morning without, latd it in his handas,
* For n moment they paused, while ho pro-
duced his note book, In order toplace 1t between
the leaves, As ho drew it from his pooket,
something came with i1t which fell glittering to
the loor hetween him and Alaxara, and the old
feellng returned as hojporcelved that it was the
broken signet ring.

« My nncestors wonld have predieted misfor—
tune from tho omen,” ho said, langhing a little
grimly, as he lifted it from tho floor; ¢ but wo
of tho nincteonth century arc wiser, my dar.
ling.”

But some way it grated harshly on him to

remember that It was through her the valued
helrloum had been Injured.

CHAPTER 1II.

TWO INTERVIEWN,

& {low many nmong us at this very honr

o forge a l%'l‘u-long tronble for ourselvea

By taking true for falso, or falso for truc.”
ldyle of the King.

Ygerme Orkney was n proutd woman, none
tho less 50 because her sweet and graclous qua-
Hities kept hor pride mostly from publle view, and
when Darwyn returned to hor sklo after his at-
tempted (lirtation with Miss Ogilvie, her recop-
tion of him plqued his scif-love amuazingly, Sho
wus contrtcous, but cold as the marble nymphs
on the terrace, and absolutely Ignored his skil-
fully lmplled compliments wind hinted entreatics
for n tite-n-tfto walk through the park.

She Inughed and talked resolutely with two or
three men who lingered at her slie ns she walk-
ced up and down the wide south terrnce, and a8
when one fenrs the 1oss of an ohjeot one hus held
but lightly, It developes a thousand new beautics,
80 Durwyn, looking frequently nt Ygerne's deli-
eato fiee, was only surprised at the exceeding
benuty he el but diinly pereeived before,

His ongugement Lo Miss Orkney ha been tho
result of much plotilng ikl manaitvring on the
part of Wis uncle, the Earl of IInndenstle, but
wlitle Darwyn had simply earelessly obeyed tho
commiannds of the head of the House to constder
himsclf betrothed to the great Northern helress,
Yizerne had brought her heart in her hand, and
fondly drenming that she possessed his, Inld it
ng his feel. Bu of lte she was beginning to see
with & clearer vision, Iar some weeks they
tind nll been together at the Towers, and sho
wag not slow In pereelving that Darwyn wus
deeply Interested In the benutitul Miss Oglivie,
and the deep-sented pride of Ygerne was rising
ltke an armed giant in her breust, Whilemany
wonld have gladly taken her in rags and pov-
wrty, its King Cophetun did the hogsar-maid, he
was secking her wealth alone, Who ean blanme
her that she turned resolutely on the love lingers
ing In her heart, and that the avmed hicol of
pride surely, surcly, wans erushing jts life out.

The seeno of the morning I nided the work
not u little, aud Durwyn, keen-sighied enough
to see fils blunder, though not sutllciently so, or
tooearcless tosee Its etlects, was only dismayed.

Any ruplure with Ygerne, ho knew, would
Infurinte the old Earl, and though the title and
entnlled praperty coukl not ho allenated {rom
him, the Iatter was but a very tritle when
woighed agabnst the vasy transferable property
in the possession of hisunele; hence, with mueh
Inward seif-uphrnkding, he defermined to recover
by strenuous exertions the ground he saw but
too plainly hie had lost. What was the brilliant
Alnxara to hhin that be shonld lose his Innds
and his bride for her smiles. Iad sho not
onee———

MHe drove back the thought of n certain time
long yeirs gone by with a strong hand, and
bending his hewd so elose that his breath stirred
the petnls of the yellow roses In her black lnce
hat, nmd the erépé waves of her dusky brown
hair, lie sald ¢

s Yuoerne, do not he cruel, Walk with me ns
far as the Wood Lodge, for I hnve something to
s1y 10 you that cunnot be sald before theso
men.”

Ygerne's delieate searlet lip curled very
faintly, but she kept ber velvety brown eyes
fixed on the marble pnvement as sheanswered :

y 4 Awd I hiava nlso something that must he
Bnid to you, but we necid noi 2o 8o far to ex-
change remarks,  See, they have kindly loft
the terrace.” Indeerdl. the gentlemen, fancying
themselves de trop, Inul Joined the party on tho
croquet lnwn below.

Darwyn was folled in hisattempt toobtain an
unwitnessed inferview, for though out of earshot,
they wero within fult view of the players, but
hie was fain to be content, and #s Ygoerne sented
herself on the low, broad balustrade of the
territce, e felt that he hadd nothing for it but to
sit down beskle her il hear what she had to
siy.

Coldly, enlmly, courtcously she broke thelr
engagement, withholding from him not one ot
her rensons for dolng o, and 1t was a trfumph
of self-restralut that not a faltering tone, not
one varying blush, revealed to the manshe was
discurding that he was, despite pride nnd
wounded aflectlon, dear to her stiH,

Darwyn looked in sllenee, borne of utter dis-
may, at the pure outline of the face, the profite
of which alone was turned towands him, and
despite its delieate tovellness, the tender curves
of the lips and the soft light In the eyes, softer
still from the length of tho dark.eurled Inshes,
he felt that his fte was sealed.  But thoe very
certainty tilled him with a kind of desperation.
IHo started impetuously to his foet and stood be-
fore her.

& Ygerno!” he sald; but hor volee nrrested
him.

s Stop!” she sali, rising also, ann stretehirg
her slender hand towards him with a gesture of
command, “I will not hear you.! Nothing
you could sny would alter my determinntion,
and we might both bo led to say what afters
wards wo would regret, for it 1s not my wlish,
Mr. Darwyn, that we should part ns encmles.”

# And do you expect thmt wo shall remain
friends ?" ho sald, with aconeentimted Litterness
that startled hor with its revelntion of tho true
nature of the man; but In stondy pumnance ot
her plan, she held out her hand with a frank
grace that oven he could not resist.

Ho clasped tho small hand ongerly. « Ygerne !’
ho exclaimedd, « take back what youn have sald.
Tor n foolish Mirtation with » woman I neither
love or respect, will you doom mo to lose all
that makes lifo endurnble? Oh, Ygerne, con-
slder what you are doing.”

Sho was becoming erielly agltatad. A fever-
fsh glow burned in her chevks. she looked
round, as thongh secking some nvenno of escupe,
and triced to draw hor hand from his grasp.

Ho thought that she would yleld, nand seeing
the players on tho Inwn thoroughly absorbed in
tho game, ho pressad her hand to his lips with
real emotlon,  What man of his callibro conld
bohold tho fading away of & prospect of fourteen
thousand o year without very genuine agitation ?
How littlo ho knew of tho nature he had to do
with!

With cyos full of sorrow and scorn, Ygoino
Orknoy looked at him, and as he, rightly rend-
ing hor stoadfast gaze, slowly dropped hor hand,
sho turned and walked away in a stloneo which
spoko volumes, while he stood and lovked afier
‘her slight, orcot figure with eyoes in which a
vory devil lurked.

Ho had not the gonerosity to acknowledgo
that ho had himsolf alone to blamo In tho traus-
action, and a flerce hatrod townrds hor was
boginning to shoot up already In his breust.
Strango anomaly ! he was capable of the maost
fntonso hatrod, while his afluctlons wore waver-
ing and ovanoscont as tho flonting mists of
‘morning.

" Hardly had Ygrenoe disappeared, when o rus-
tlipg bohind him attraoted his attentlon, aml
turning round he boheld the Urllllant Agure ot
Miss Ogilvio standing in tho Fronch window thnt
openod on tho terrace. Hoe started, flushing

lv, for thoro was n mockine smile on hor
1ips that told she had overheard his gonvorsu.
tion with Ygerne. '
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