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Lo wl ota s bter, tenaal, cand
v faepn s -y o bt laoghe ¢ Sudhin
Lagary detter Dt gt kbow wWhat to
mpukeotat!

A fuupy btter ' And dus Leart hiad beat,
has Cyen biad e d, bis hughest, uoblost foel-
mys ﬁud bo. 1 ntirr. o with every line !

o wan con-cious that s bow  Reomed
stern, oveb pnpuus, While he answered with
exemding gruvty—

¢ Sgp0dy Liua by meanng clear enough.
Surdy, Mo Doagins Bl.uche ; may [ not
cull you Blandbho ¥ . .

o Yeu, lyoa Lk, suid sho impationtly.
“ Itna batdul vawe, [ think, ¢ That's not
wmy fault. Well, Goaeral, whit were you

wng lo ny ¢

¥ ufluuko&) wsdawd od felt perploxed. ¢ 1
was gong o obs e, smid he, * that as iy
question way very struightforward, and very
much m varnent, no ull my future happiness
depends on your reply.” .

> 1 wonder what there i8 you can seo in
me toliko 1" she ratorted, with an impatient
movement of Lier whole body, a5 if sho was
m fetters, and fult the restraint. ** I'm not
good cnough fur anybudy to cure for, that's
the truth, Guseral, . ThercCs binrdly o girl in
Londun wuo wouidn't suit you better than
me.

He was looking in her faco with sincero
admiration.  ** ‘'Lt ix not tho question,” he
rophed.  ** Surdy I amn old enough to know
my own mmnd.  Bepdes, you do not secm
conmuans of your power. You could mako a
bishop tall in love with you in ten minutes,
1if you chose 17 .

There eamne a depth of tendernoss in hor
cyes, a sunle, half sad, half sweet, ‘ubont
Lier hps, which he interpreted in his own
woy. .

+* Do you think so 2" said ghe. ‘I wish I
could beheve you, I'vonot had s happy
youth, and I've ust been brought upinavery
good school. I otten tell myself Icould, and
ought to bave beon better, but somehow
one’s whole Life sevms to be o mistake 1

A matake T ald rectify, if you wonld
givemo the right,” unswered St. Josophs,
disheartencd, but noet despuiring. I only
ask you to judge e tauly, to trust mo
honestly, and t) lovo mo svme day, if you
can.”

Sho gave him h r hand. Ho drow her to-
wards bim, aud pressed his lips to her cold
smzooth brow. No more, and yet he fanecied
sbho was lis own nt last.  Already half
pledged, already half an aflianced wife, She
released harself quickly, aud sat down on tho
further gido of hor work-tabie.

*+ You aro very genarous,” she said, ** and
ovry good. 1 still mmutain you deserve
somehrdy far supertor to me. lHow oad
thiess surt of things are aud why do they
noever turi out ay one—cexpeets.”

Sho was gotuy to say ** wishes,” but stop-
ped terself in time.

Ho would not understand.

** Iafo is mado upolhopes and disappoint.
ments,’ ho ob~erved. * You do not soem
to hope much, Blanch~, I trust, taerefore,
ront will hiave hoss cause for disappoiutment.

will do allus n.y power.  And now, dearest,
do not call i unpaticnt, fidgetty ; but,
wheu do you tlank 1 may look forward to—
to making arraugem utsin which we aro to
be cqually int r. sted 27

“QOh! I dout know!" shoe exclaimed,
with considerablo cmphasis, ** Not yet, ot
courso ; thora's plenty of time. Aund I'm so
hurned and worried, I can hardly speak !
Besidos, It's very late. l{)romisc to dine
with Mrs. Lushington, aud it's nearly eight
o'clock now.”

Even from n futare help-meet, so broad a
hint could not bo disregarded. The Goneral
was forced to put on lis gloves and propare
for departure. ** But I shall sco you again
goon,” ho pleaded. ** Shall you bo at the
opera—at Mrs. Ciamwell's—at Belgrave
Houso 2V

¢* Gortainly not at Belgrave House 1™ sho
answered impatiently. ' I hate s crush;
and that woman nsks all the caszals in Lon-

don. It'sa regular refugo for the destitute.
I'm not going thor» yet. I may, porbaps,
when I'm destitato I”

‘Thero was a hard ring in her voice that
distressod him, and sbe perceived it.

** Don't look so wrotched,” sho added
kipdly. ‘¢ There are placos in the world be.
sides Bolgrave Square and Covent Garden.
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charne Had he boen maatare an wisd gy as
1 yoars, e oaght never to have thoagzht ot

marrying » woman who could influence him
40 oamly.

* [ ahall count the days till then,” he re.
rllod galluntly. ** They will puss very slow-
y, but, an the turnspit says 1 the Spaush
proverh, ¢ the largest Log of inutton must get
donu in timne 1" Guod-bye, Miss Douglns.
Good luck te you ; and 1 hope Satanella will
win i

He bowed over the hand she gave him,
but did not attempt to kiss 1t, taking Ins
leavo with o murgled doforence und interest
she could not but appreciato and admire.
* \Why can’t I care for bitn 2 shie murmur-
ed, passionately, ns the strect-door closed
with a bang. ** Ho's good, be's goncrous,
be's a gentleman ! Poor fellow, ho loves me
dovotedly ; he's by no means ugly, and he's
pot go vury old ! Yet I can't, I can't! And
1'vo promised him, almost promised him !
Well, come what may, I've got n clear woek
of freodotn still. But what a foul I've been,
and oh | what a fool I am !"

‘Then she sent her oxeuse to Mrs. Lushing-
ton, declined diuner at homo, ordered tea,
didn't drink any, and so crept sorrowful and
supperless to bed.

—_—s—

CHAPTER X.

AT 8FA.

Iu the British army, notwithstanding the
phases and vicissitudes to which itis subject-
ed, disciplino still rcmnains a paramount oon-
sideration—the keystone of its whole fabric.
Como what may, the duty must be done.
This is tho great principle of action ; and, in
obedienco to its law, young officors, who
combine pleasure with military avocations,
are continually on the move to and from
headquarters, by road, railway, or steam-
boat—tere to-d 1y, gone to-morrow ; propos-
ing for themselves, indeed, many schemes
of sport and pastimne, but disposed of, moral-
Iy and physically, by the regimental orders
and the colonel’s will,

Duisy. buried in_ Kildare, rising at day-
break, going to Led at nine, looking sharply
afler the preparation of Satanella, could not
avoid crossing the channel for * muster,” to
ro-cross it within twenty-four lours, that he
raight take part 1o tho great race on which
his fortuncs now depended—to vse his own
expression, which was to * make hima man
ur a mouse.”

Thus it f-1] out that he found himnself om-
barking at Holybcad amongst a stream of
passougers iz the mid-day boat for Dublin,
having caught the wail-train at Chester by a
scries of iutneate combinations, and an im-
pheit reliance on the veracity of Bradshaw.
1t rained a httle, of course—it alwnys does
rae at Holyhead—and was blowing fredh
from the south-west. Tho sea * danced,”as
tho French say ; ladics expressed a fear * it
wounld be very rough ;" their maids prepared
for the worst ; and a nautical-looking person-
ago n o pea-cont with anchor buttons, who
disappeared at once, to be scen no moro till
he laaded, pale and dishevelled, in Kingston
harbour, opined first that * there was a
capful of wind,” secondly, that ** it wasaten-
kaot breez , and would hold till they made
the land.”

With loud throbs and pantings of ber
mnghty heart, with a plunge, a hiss, a shower
of lheavy spray-drops, the megnificent
steamer got vnder way, larching aud rolling
but little, considering the weather, yct enough
to render landsmen somewhat unsteady on
their ]eﬁs, and to exbibit the skill with which
a curly-haired stewnrd balanced bimselt basin
in hand, on bis errands of benevolenoe and
oonsolation.

Two ladies who had travelled together in
a turough carriage from Euston Square,
might have been seen fo part company the
mmoment they eset foot on board. Oane of
them cstablished horseff on deck, with a
multiplicity of cushions, cloaks, and wrap-
pings, to the manifest adwiration of a8 raw
youth in drab trowsers and highlows, smok-
ing a damp cigar against the wind ; whilo
the other vanished into the ladies™-cabin,
there toluy her head on a horse-hair pillow,
to sigh, and moaun,and shut her oyes, and
long for land, perbaps to gulp, with watering
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“ What o que stion

enough to take care of wmvselt ' No, 1'm not
absolutely ¢ on wy own hook,” asyou call it
I've given Frank a liohday -- goodness knows
what mischief e won't gt mto '—~but I've
¢ot & compauion, and s very nice unv,thoug.h
perhaps not quite so mee as usunljust at this
moment.”

* Then it’s n Jady," said Daisy, apparently
but httie interested 1 the wtelhgence.

* A lndy,” she repeated, with a scarching
look in luis face ; ** and a very charnnng lady
too, though a bad sailor. D)o you meanto soy
you can't guess who 1t s 27

* Miss Douglas, fur a pony!” was his
answer ; and the loud, frank tones, the joy-
ous &wile, the utter absence of selt conscious-
ness or after-thought, seamed to atford Mrs.
Lushington no shight gratification.

* You would win your pony,” she replicd
gently. * Yes. Blanchoe anl I aro going
over to Ireland, partly to stay withsome very

leasaut people near Dublin, partly—now I
Son't want to make you conceited—partly
beeause she has sot her heart on seeing you
ride ; and so have I.”

Practice, no doubt, makes perfect. With
this flattering acknowledgument, she put just
the right amount of interest into her glance,
Lt it dwell on him tho right time, and avert-
ed it at the right mowment.

* She's o deuced pretty woman ! thought
Daisy. - How well she lovks with her hnir
blown all about her face, and her cloak
gathered up under her dear little chin.” He
felt quite sorry that the Wicklow rango was
alreaqy looming through its rain-charged
atinospitere as they nearcd the Irish coast.

¢ I ghould like to win,” said be, after n
* Don't say me,” she murinured, adding
in a louder and merrier voice, ** You eannot
deny you're devoted to Blancho; and I dare
say, if the truth were known, shoe has made
you a jacket and cap of her own colors,
worked with her own hands.”

I hke ber very much,” he answered
frankly. ¢ It's partly on her account I want
to land this race. She's so fond ofthe wmare,
you know. Not but what I've gone a crack-
er on it myself ; and if it don’t come oft,
there’ll be a general break-up ! But 1 beg
your pardon, I dou’t see why that should in-
terest you.”

** Doun't you ?** said she earnestly. “Then
you're as bhind as a bat. Everything inter-
csts mo that concerns people I hixe.”

** Does that meaun you hke me ?" asked
Daisy with a saucy smile, enbanerd by a
prolonged lurch of the steamer, und the blow
of & wave on her quartar, that drenchied them
Loth 1n a shower of spray.

She was silent while ho wrang the wet
frour her cloak and bood, but when be had
wrapped fier up onco moro, aud re-adjusted
Lier cushions, she looked gravely m lus face.

* It's an odd question, Mr. Walters,” said
she, ** but I'm not afraid to answer it, and I
always speak the truth.  Yes, I do hie you
~—on Blanche's account. I think you've a
protty good head, and a very good heart,
with many other qualities 2 admire, all of
which scem rather thrown away.”

Daisy was the least conceit *d of men, but
who could resist such subtle flatlery as this ?
Fur a moment ho wished the Emerald Isle
sunk in the sea, and no nearer termination
to their voyaye than tho coast of Anticosti,
or Newfoundland. Alas ! the Hill of Howth
stood high on the starboard quarter, the
Wicklow mountains had risen in all their
beauty of color and majesty of outline, grand,
soft, seductive, robed in russet and purple,
here veiled in mist, there golden in sunshine
and streaked ot intervals with faint white
lines of smoke.

* I'm glad you like me,” said he simply.
“ But how do you mcun you think I'm
thrown away ?” -

¢ By your leave ! growled a hoarso voise
at his elbow, for at tlus ioteresting juncture
{he conversation was interrupted by throe or
four able seamen coiling o gigantic cable
about the lsdy's foet. Shoe was forced to
abaudon her position, and leave to hier com-
snnion‘s fancy tho nature of her reply. No

oubt it would have Leon guarded, appro-
priate, .and to the point. Daisy had nothing
for it, bowover, but to collect her differcat
effects, and strap them together in proper

* ehe Jaughed. 1 air,
supposce you tunk 1 cid cuongh and ugly !
yshawl, the skirt of o dress, and a foot and

pause, ‘* particularly if you're looking on!" |

u\l ﬂlllll y m
the figure of a ludy preceded hun by o
fow steps. All he snw was the corner of o

nnkle ; but that foot and anklo could only
belong to Blanche Douglas, and in three
boands ho was at her side. A moment be-
fore, sho bad been pale, langnid, dejected.
Now, she brightened up into all the flushand
bnlhaney of her usual beanty, hike a fair
landscapo when thie sun shines out from be-
Inad a cloud. Mrs. Luslungton, standing op-
Y)osito the companion.way, noted the change.

nisy, in nappy ignorauce, expressed the
pleasuro, which uo doubt he felt, at a woct-
ing with his handsome friend on tho Irish
shore.

No woman, probably, likes anything sho
does like, one whit the worse becauso de-
prived of it by forco of circumstances. The
fox in the fable that protesied the grapes
wore sour, depend upon 1it, was not a vixen.
Satanella thoroughly appreciated her friend’s
kindncss and consideration, when Mrs. Lush-
ingten condoled with her on her past suffer-
ings, and rejoiced in her recovery, informin
lier at the same time that Daigy was a capita
travelling companion.

** Ho takes such caro of one, my dear.”
(She spoke in a very audiblo aside.) ** So
gentle and thoughtful ; it's like having one's
own maid. I enjoyed the crossingthorough-
ly. Poor dear!1 wish you could have been
ou deck to enjoy it too."

Done into plain English, the above really
meant—"* I havo been having great furn flirt-
with your admirer. He's very nice, und
perhaps I shall take him away from you
some day when I have a chance.”

By certain twinges that shot through every
rerve and ithre, Blanche Dougias knew she
bad let her foolish heart go out of her own
keeping. If she doubted previously whether
or not she had fallen in love with Daisy, she
was suro of it now, while wrung by these
pangs of an unreasoning jealousy, that
gradged his society for an hour, even to her
dearest friend.

‘T'uere was Uut little time, however, for in-
dulgeuce of the emotions. Mrs. Lushington's
footman, unposing, broad-breasted, and but-
toned to the chin, touched his hat as asignal
that he had all his paraphernalia ready for
departure. Two ladies™-maids, limp and
draggled, trotted helplessly in bis footsteps.
The steward, who knew everybudy, had
taken o respectful farewell of bis most dis-
tinguished passengers, the captain had done
shouting from his perch behind the funnel,
and the raw youth in high-lows, casting one
despairing look at Mrs. Lusbington, had dis-
appeared in the embrace of a voluminous
matron tho oment he set foot on shore
There was nothing luft but to say good bye

Satanclla’s voice faltered, and her haud
sliook. How she had wasted the preceding
three honrs that sue might lave spent on
deck with Daisy ! and how mean of Clara to
take advantage of her friend’s indisposition
by making up to him, as she did to every man
she came near!

“ I hadn't an idea you were goingio cross
with us,” said she in mournful accents, while
ho took his leave. ** Why didn't you tell
me ? And when shall I see you again ?”

** At Punchestown,” replicd Daisy checr-
fully. * Wish me good luck 1"

¢« Not till then!” said Miss Douglas. And
baving so said in Mrs. Lushington's hearing,
wished shie had held her tongue.

—_—f
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CHAPTER XI.

CORMAC'S-TOWN.

. I o man bas reason to foel aggrieved with
the conduct of his dearest friend, ho avoids
him persistently and sulks by himself.
Should circumstances compel the unwilling
pair to be togetber, they smoko and sulk in
company. At all ovents, each lets the other
see prettz plainiy that ho Is disgusted and
bored. \Women are not so siacere. To use
4 naval metaphor, they hoist friendly colors
when they run their guns out for action, and
aro never so dangerous ar 50 determined, a5
while manccuvriog under o flag of truce.

Mrs. Lushington and Miss Douglas counld
ne more part company than they could
smoke. Till they should arrive at their joint
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‘ut a pork wall, somo ten feet lngh, which

thia thtec nu% ot

v You must be ured, dear,” smd  Mrs.
Lushiugten, sinking buck among the cushious
of an easy Londou-built brougham. ** But.
thank gooduess, here we nre at last. T'hree
miles will seos. be over on 60 good a road as
this."

But three Irish miles, aiternlongjourney,
are not so quickly accomplished on a dark
night in a carriage with onoe of its lamps
gone out. It scemcd to the ladies they had
been dniven at least s1x, when they arrived

thoy shurted for u considerablo distanco ere
they ontered the demense through o stately
gateway, flanked by unposing castellated
lodges on aither side.

Haro a pair of whito breeches, and the in-
distinet figure of s horseman, passed the
carniage-window, flitting noiselessly over the
mossy sward.
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* Did you s it, Blanche ?" asked Mrs.
Lushington, who had been in Ireland before.
* It's a bansheo!”

“ Or o Whitcboy !” said Miss Douglas
laughing. * Only I didn’t know they -wore
even BOOTS, to say nothing of tho other
things 1"

But the London 1ootaran, balanciog him-
solf with difticulty amongst his luggage on
tho outside car, was more curious, or less
courngeous.

s What's that 2" he exclaimed, in the dis-
turbed accents of one who fears a ghost only
less than a highwayman.

* Which ?" said the driver, tugging and
fiogging with all his wight to raise a gallop P
-

for the avenue.

¢ That—that objeck!" answered the other.

“ Ah 1 that's the masther. More power
to him 1" replied the carmau. ¢ It's foxin’
Lic'll have been likely, on the mountain, an’
him nivir off the point o’ the hunt. Divil ;
thank bim with the cattle he rides ! Begorra!

o nivir sce the masther, but ye sce a great
aste !"

All this was Greek to his listener, whose
mind lhowever, became easier, with ¢
crunching of gravel uuder their wheels, ana ¢
tho looming of o large, irregular mass of
building, about which hghts were flaslung in
all dircctions, showing not only that they
were cxpected and welcome.

As Blanche Douglas stepped out of the
brougham, she found herhand resting in that
of the supposed banshee, who had dismount-
ed not a minate before to receive bis guests.
He was a tall, handsome old gentleman,
fresh-colored aud grey-haired, with that
happy mixture of cordinhty and good-breed-
ing m his manner, to be found in the

Einerald Isle alonc ; yet was thero but the
slightest touch of brogue on the deep mel- §
low accents that proflfercd their hospitable B
greeting. g

* You've hadalorg journey, Miss Donglas B
and a dark drive, but glad 1 am to see you, g
and welcome you are to the castle at Cor- §
mac's-town.”

Then lLie conducted the ladios across a fine
old ball, furnished with antlers, skios, ancient
weapons, and strange implementa of chase, §
through a spacious lilrary and drawing-room, §
to a snug little chamber, where a wood-fire §
blaz:d, not without sinoke, and a tea-tablo P
was drawn to the hearth. Here, cxcusing§
himself on the score of dirty boots and dis-§
ordered apparel, he Ieft the new arrivals to ¥
the care of his wife.

Lady Mary Macormac had once been as
fresh and hearty an Irish lass as ever rode o §
fow-foot wall, or danced her partners down
interminable jigs that lasted till daxlight. §
An earl’s daughter, shie could bud roses, set }
fruit trecs, milk a cow, or throw a salmon- §
fly’ with any pzasant, man or woman, on her §
father's estate.  She slept sound, woke early, &
took entire charge of the hcusehold, thej
children, the garden, the farm, eve
vut tho stables, was as healthy as o plongh-
man a8 brisk as a milk-maid. Now, with

own-up dauchters, and sons of all ages, | N

own to a misahievous urchin home from
schoo), ber cyes were blue, her cheeks rosy

as at nineteen.  Only her bair bed turned :

perfectly white, & distinction of which she

seemed rather proud, curhny and crimping§ 5
it with some ostentation and no little skillh§

over her calm unwnnkied brow.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




