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THE VILLAGE ANGEL;

Or, Agathe's Recompense. ’ A

. CHAPTER XXIL
HREAT LuVE BEGINS ON FARTH AND ENDS IN
HEAVEN.”

I'Eavers stood alome ‘in her

Valerie ( .
roon, ber face flashed, her eyes bright
witn vicory; her heért beating, evory

ijees biuliing, every nerve strained to
?talnmuut Len:iun. What.an easy victory it
wus, sflor o |—is would love her if he were
fres. tle shouki soon bs free! -In h$r mad-
Regs Bhe nusto stupped 1o think that Sue very
facs - f his devtaring himself not free in real-
ity proved it he was not 803 ahe did not
betank haral: that if her susploions were
coriect, and he was not married to Agatha,
be was fre thst moment, then and there,
% make her sn off.r if he wished to do
po. Like mauy other clever people she
overrenchea herself ; in the delirium of
her mud love, oi ber triumph, of ber wild
hopes for tue future, she overlooked the
most practical and sensible view of the
case, .

Sha by but ome longing now, and it
was Lo nurl Agatha irom her throne snd
take her ;l.ce. She was juet a little puz-
zled how o begin. She held the power
and the peosfe 1o her’ own hands, bug
they woull require delicate manoge-
ment. Sie eould not go to Agatha, for
insconce, wod t-ll her the story ; thai would
mos erriarly be s blunder. She must not,
al preseut at teast, say cne word to madame,
who waiid bs uvercome with horror at the
bare ides of anch imiquity, To go to Sir
Vane hiuweif would, of course, be absurd ;
he kuew hia vwo secret. 1t was the greatest
purz = she Had ever had, )

She muat strike at Agathn, if she
skrusk ot o/l She felt a sure conviction
that she girl had been deceived in some
way, but in what way sie could xot
im..n- Sue knew enough of Agatha to be
quize su:» thas she was no hypocrite ; the
swet-t, opirisual tharacter was quite trans-
pareut t bec.  She had watched ner closely,
and was sere of her freedom from all
knowiedg «% b r guils.

H ow oftens sne had f_ound her, in the early
rerstog +n . tie dewy uight, with her pretty
gilt yrsyec book in her hands; bow ofteu
she tmd scca her in the pretty listle
chureh by the lake, kaoeelicg there
whea sile wviieved herself ubseen ; how
often, tw the twilight, had she found her
souted ny ihegan, singing, with her soul on
rer Lps. sume of those grand old melodies.
She romemb-red, too, the tender, delicate
purity ot the giri’s whole life. Sie had never
beuvd u g+t word on her lips, she had never
msan the famo st symptoms of levity ; she was
alweys 8weel, necene, calm and angelic.
Theu she rumembered, also, her wonderful
char'ty to the pnor: for even there, in the
seitusie of the chateau, Agatha found out
sovw- wite wanted help and relief.

Thwking vver these thinge, and relying a
great deol upen her knowlsdge of human
nuturs, V.l.recame to the conclusion that
Agzatba hsd, 1o some way or other, been

decenvedi iy Sie Vane; that he had
made  her b-lieve that she was his
wif:, apnd inst she was happy in  that
beber,  Sue muet  undo  that  bellef,

wini Joo e kuaw what her proper place was.
I4 woult, iu .1i probability, break her heart ;
At thea anme s n2’s heart must be breken—
at well Agatna's as another's. She was the
viotim a1 ot suifer, as victims alwaya do,
She wur jurt o little sorry for her ; butevery
womau rhiculd snow how to take care of
herssif, snoaf Agatha had uot done so, the
fauit wis by own, and she must take the
COURLYTUo K.

She oeided that she would notbe ina
huiry, It was letter to wait afew days
long:r tisp to act loo precipitately ; and,
duning there fow days, she decided thet she
woull eay as little as possible to Sir Vane,
and ag wmuen us posaible to Agatha,

It av huppesed toat the day after this
some fiirnds of mrdame’s, the Count and
Coantise [0 .eshen, came to nd a day with
her, art mudume, thinkiog to give pleasuro
to her Kus'ich lodgers, invited them to dine
with them,

The countesss herself wos a pretty little
blonde wum .0, very vivacious, animated, and
fond of zaxsip. The count just the roverse—
tall, daik, ¢ 1 nt, yet evidently delighting in
the auveia tateut of big wite,

Agatha tv-ked eupremely beautiful that
day. Xue wore a dinner dress of white
brocade, witn & suite of superb pesrls,
Valerie wore her most bewitching cos-
tumbe of mly  amber, with Msrechal
Niel roses iu her dark hair and on
her whise breast. The countess admired
Agatpy the meat, but liked Valerie the best.
She was more of her world than the refined,
gpiriiual ziri, whe looked a8 though she only
wunted wings to make her an abgel, The
countean srid Yalerie understood each other
oy lesaust 5 Ui countess and Agatha rather
avuiced encii other by instinct

It. wes a very pleazant party, and ma-
dame gavs them a moet recherche dinrer,
The deseert was placed outv in the gar-
dep, nuder thoshade of tall trees with greas,
spreading boughs,  Very pretty oand pic-
turesque it looked, the dishes fllad with
ripe, luacicue fruit, the glasses, with their
long, slender stems; the sparkling wine,
the rare flowers, and the beautiful women,

The cuvuntess warmed to her taek,
There were several very plgusat scandals

flouting abont concerning them in hizh
places, Hhe reluted obe or two, which

were recrived with marked admiration by
mademuisclie aud suppressed amusement by
Sir Vane.

Ag lenjzth came one Jess comicel and ninre
trsgionl toan the rest, IV was of the heautiful

youn ! Princirs D——, It was well known
that she had loved with her whole heart a
distant cous’n of hers, who was in
the narmy:  bat  her parents had
wiehei that she should marry the
Groud Truke Icinberg, whom she dis-
lited =« naueh as sho loved the othes,

ANl 1vvone was sorry for the beuutiful
yuusy poincess, who was compelled to do
whut st was $: 14, and marry the old grand
duke. Towt which might have been foresecn
happrued—in time the beautiful princess
hated her lot, and found it unbearable. The
grand duke becume o jealous tyrant, the
young luver uppeared upon the scene, and
ghe ran away with him, tothe sorrow of all
Euroge. :

Iv would be all right in time, the friends
of the princses said; the duke would, of
course, obtain a divorce, and then she conld
marry tho old love,

Iy was a porry plight at the best, but she
hodl :hai one chence of redeeming harself, if
ipdeed there was any redemption. But the
wily o1d luke bod laughed to himself, Did
they thivk to manage bim so cleverly? Not
if e livd for fifty yenrs longer would he
geek o Givorce,  ‘“As the tree falle, 50 must it
lie "—us his wife hud chosen to disgrace her-
selt, she should die a8 she lived—no divorce
should b: won irom him. Thenr her friends
hed tried to persuade her to leave the young
Jover, and try to make some kind of compro-
rmisz witz the old duke, which she stoutly
refused, Then they avowed an intention of
taking her from him by force. The result of
(it o1l was that the beantifnl young princess
poisoned herself, and in the very height «f

beér b‘en\ity{ and vouf.i:. had keen buried ior-l}
ever from the sight of men. .
“They listened eagerly. It waga tragedy--

4 bat then, as the '‘Count stgreitud, it wonld

have biesn more complete had the young lover
‘killed himse!t as well. - There was a languid
smile for what was evidently intended a8 &
witticism, and every one preseot secmed to
draw o great moral lesson from the anecdote.
Agatha's fair face bad grown very pale ; she
had never heard such a story. before,
Sir Vane had dode her the greatest wrong
that could be done, but he had, at the same
time, evinced the greatest respect for her in-
nocence and simplicity ; he had never allowed
the scandal or gossip of ‘the world to come
nesr her, and he looked ronnd now uiost un-
comfortably ; he felt guite sure that it was
the first story .of the kind that she had
beard. Her eyes were dark with horror, all
her smiles and brightoess died. She hardly
knew the mesning of ths word divorce;
in Whitecroft it was unknown; hus-
bands and wives loved each other there, and
were quite content to live together, loviog
esch other, in primitive fashion, until they
died 5 such a thing e divorce was not known,
and yet here they talked of it as if it were an
every-day event.
The white, scared face made Sic Vaua feel
very uncomfortable. He arose and invited
h e count to take o cigar with him. The two
gentlemen walked toward the lake, the
ouniess and madame bad mutusl confidences
to make, the two girls, Agutha and Valerie,
wandered to where the marbles faun stood
with the eternal smilc on his young face,
““ You look psle and tired, Mrs. Heriot,”
said Valerie, glancing at the pale, thoughtful
face and shadowed eyes.
“ I am not tired ; but, Valerie, is that hor-
rible story true, do you think 7’
** Which of them 7’ atked Valerie, calmly.
She knew what was coming, and was
ready to make the moat of her oppor.
tuaity.
““ That terrible atory about the young
princess who poiscned herself,” replied
Agatha,
“ Yes, I ghould say it is perfectly true, [
ramember somethiog of it when I wag in
Paris. \Why need you look &0 white snd
{rightened abont it?"’
. %It seems so horrible,” she replied,
- guch a fou! moss of ain, and they tolked
about it as guite a common event. It seems
to me a horrible crime to marry without love
—a perjury.”
* What would you think then of those
who love sand do not marry " arked
Valerie.
** Love sud not marry,” repeated Agatha,
¢ that could rever be ; no one would be 8o
foolish as to love whea they could not marry.”
¢ You do nat knew much of life, Mre.
Heriot,” eaid Valerie, with a smile. ¢* One
might think you had always lived in o
chu-eh.”

1 kprow little cnouch of tbat kind of
life,” said Agutha. 1 hsve lived among
people who bave called sin sin, but I have
never heard of such thinge as these.”

¢ You do not snow much, then ' said
Valerie,

“I am glad I do not. It seems in me,
Valerie, tuat these people call any unnd
everything by the name of love.”

“ What do yon call love ! asked Vilerie.
A sudden light came into the pale fuce ; a
DLeautiful glesm shone in the violet eyes.

« On, Valerie, there is but one kind of
love~there could not be more, 1 helieve in
the lcve that begins on certh and ends in
heaven."

* With moerriage as i intermediate sta-
tion,” laughed Valerie.

*t I have nlways thougkt of love and mar.
riage aa one,” she replied.

And then Valerie laughed to herseli, Of
a certainty this fair, epiritual girl had b
cruelly ani wilfully deceived ; and she tried
to make herself believe that it was her duty
to open her eyes so long blinded to the truth.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
DISTILLING TILE POLSON.

Valerie was for some days guite at n
loss how to wuse her power--it seemed
almost ueeless to her. She had given
herself infinite . trouble and expense to
learn Sir Vanes true history, and now that
she did know il, now that she had it by heart,
it seemed to her of no avail. Her plan was
to separate them, and to put herself in
Agatha’s place. He would not dare to trifle
with her—she was Mademoiselle D’Eavers,
belonging to a good ol1 French family ; she
hud becn to the court-balls, and more than
-ouce st the Tuileries ; the peautiful empress,
then in the very zenith of her beauty and
populirity, had epoken to her several
times, and the emperor had praieed her, la-
deed, had there been any way of pushing her
fortune at court, she felt that sheshould have
muade a great success there, Fven an English
baronet would not dareto rifle with her, A
country girl—a doctor’s danghter—wos a very
different pevson from a descendsat of the old
line of D’Envers.

She wae not airaid that ke would trifle
with her ; to win her heart was very differ-
ent from winning the heart of an obscure
girl like Agauthe Brooke ; but she felt that
wll her akill would be needed. If she made
the least mistake her plans would all fail ;
the elaborate structure she bad raised would
all full to the ground. She must use such
cautions skill as would insure her enccess
when Agatha was dethroned, The difficulry
would be to part them. She felt quite sure
now in her own mind that therc had beexn no
proper legal marriage—that, in some way
bert known to himself, Sir Vane had de-
ceived her, She saw plamnly emough that
Agatas honestly snd in all geod faith b:-
Yeved bevself to be his wife. She must
part them without drawing down his
spger upon herself, ov runming the risk of
loging him afterward. There was one great
danger which she could foreee, and it was
this : if any suspicions came to Agatha that
she hud been wronged, she wonld probably go
to Sir Vane, with sobs and 6:ars, snd he, lov-
ing her ng he certainly did, wonld perhaps
ofler o make her his wiie in carnesl; then
Valerie’s hopea wero all in vain, She must
provent that ; and a plan shaped itaelf in her
mind by which she conld let Agatha know
that she had pomcesion of her eecret without
gaying anythiogto Sir Vane, It would be
easy, safe, and sure, .

It was worthy of hor—worthy of the

French &tage, and thowed, aa her in-
quirics had done, a genius for intrigue
that was almost uosurpaseed,  She
could, imitate bandwriting, and what
ghe proposed to herself to do waa this: she
would write an anonymous letter and address
it to herself. . She would eend it to Paris to
one of ber friends, whe would post it to her
addressed to Moudemoiselle D'lunvers, Chateau
Bellefleurs, Lucerne, Switzeriand, and this
letter should contain the story., She would
read it to Agatha, and then let her do ag
she thought hbest, She was not afraid
of letting Sir Vane know thot she had
received such a letter; he could itot be angry
b her showing it to Agatha; it would seom
only vatural that she should do go, a8 she
could rot be supposed to show it to him,

If she had been mistaken, and there had
been a real marrisgo, then all she bad to do
was to denounce the writer of such a
letter, and profess the utmost coniempt
for it. If there was any truth in fit,

she had but to profess sympathy

jn any caso she was ‘qnite,_snfe, as no one
could aver suspect her of writing such.a let-
ter. No one knew she hated Agaths, loved
Sif Vane,:or interested berself at all in their
affairs, They wo‘uid ne\lrer suspect her. She

ite approved of her plan. .
,qu“' I u.lt)rll) d:v"élapin g qtl:itaku. genius,” she said
to herself, with a well-pleased emile, .
believe I conld write a drama for the singe,
Afterall, it is quite true that men and women
are only puppets, and one con pall the strings
at one’s pleasure.’”’ .

She was walking on the-terrace 88 she
matured this plan of hers, and aqddenly over
the roses came a sweet voice, crylog:

«t Valerie ! Valorie !’ ]

. She looked rouad. Agaths was walkiog
toward her, and at the sight of that fair, in-
nocent face something like remorse smote her.
‘How could she torture one so gentle, sa aweet,
and fsir? When a man resolves upon torture
he is cruel enough, but when & woman makes
such & resclution she is a thousand times more
cruel.  Valerie stood still to watch the beau-
tiful girl coming toward her. ,

& You made me very happy the other
day,” she said, gently. “You told me—
and the words were sweetest music t) mo—
you told me thatif you had met m¢ vt’r,hen
you were free, you might have loved me.

s Did 1 2 said Sir Vane, He did not even
remember the words, but she thou ght he per-
haps questioned their wisdom.

¢t 1 do not expect to have very much“hsp-
piness in this world," he spid, gently ; ¢ but
if vou would tell me that, and sesure ms that
it 1s true, Y weuld not stk greater happiooss.
If we had met three years ngo, shonld you
have loved me ' o

Her voice seemed to die awsy in liquid
music, and he was only himself, very weak,

d severely tried, i
Yo You m’sed nst doubt it,” he said, I
ghould certainly have loved you.”

But he did not add thab it woull have
been with a light love, and that he would
spon have ridden away. .

It is wonderful how people can at times
blind themselves, but there is ne crea-
ture on carth so blind as the womsan
who loves n man, who in his turn 18 -
difi:rent to her, Valrie was quite blind ;
she judged Sir Vaue by heraelf ; sha thought
he must have grown tived of Agaths, how-
ever much he might love her.

T shall cheiish the memory of those
words,” she said, *“ ard sowe vy I may re-
ind you of thenm.” .
mBu:sin her blindness she overlooked this
faot—that if he loved her, #nd haq any
thoughts of marrying her, he had vothing to

do but put Aagatha a'ray from him. .

The little sceno ended entirely to her satis-
faction, and Sir Vsne luugked heart:ly when
he remembered it.

CHAPTELRR XXV,
SIIL VANE'S UNEASINESS.

Valerie saw her way quits clearly now.
Fler passion had completely blind ed
her. She made herscif believe that Sir
Vane cured as much for her as she did
for him, und that, if he were fre2 from what
was, after oll, an incumbrance, it wou_id not
o long before he ssked her to be his wife,
She would not look the  incon-

sigtencies of the matter in the face.
She  considered  herself much more
Leautiful, more hvillisnt, more gifted in

every way than Agatha ; more like him-
self, o preat denl, Tnerefore, it scemed quize
natursi to her that he should prefer her and
love her best. She did not even uaderatand
the charm of such a charactsr as Agathe’s; it
wus loat upon hee,  Sho drew up her superb
firure to its full height, ae shv said to her-
self :

#1 ghall manke o for better Lady Carlyen
than that faiv hoired dove, who has not
three jdeas outeide her church and
her Bible. She ia not fitted to be the mis-
tress of Garswood—I am.™

And from that moment she thought of
nothing el:e,

A bright morning dawned; thesky was
blue, with a few lovely white clouds fleating
over it. So fair o day had seldom gladdened
tho beautiful earth.

¢ \Why should I mind ?” she aeked berzelf,
* \Why should I hold my hend because she
must saffor 2 VWhen a great general wants
to conquer o kingdom, he does nob stop
to couns the slain, to couunt the mangled
bodies, the widows’ tears, the broken
hearts ; he does mnot. slop to speak
of the torture, the agony, the pain; he goes
on to victory ; and so must 1. I' muet not
stop to apeak of the tears she will ahed, of
the sobs and sighs that will rend her form, of
the shame that will burn and scorch her fnir
life. I must go on to victory.” .

She went to meet Agatha with a smile on
ner lipg—she who had deadly hate against
her in her heart, who had planned her ruin—
went to her, folded her arme round her,
kiseed her face, and speke loving words to
her.

‘r‘ You look fresh na the morning itself,
Mrs. Heriot,” she said, * Were you caliing
me?"’

«“Yes, Madame saw vour head was us.
cavered, and felt anxious about it. I prom-
ised to tell you.”

st Poor auntic ; she has alwaye shown mere
anxiety over my hend than my heart,” Inugh-
ed Valerie. * You English lsdirs think more
of your hearts thau your heads.”

¢ It iz hoped so,” said Agatha. .

Valerie's eycs were fixed on her in admira
tion—the tall, graceful figure in the white
drees ; the fair, flower-like face ; the golden
hair ; the light of the viciel eyes.

« It is true,” she said to herself, ‘ ghe ia
more like oo angel than & woman., She Jooks
fuir encugh, snd etheroal enough, if she had
wings, to (ly.”

Even while she had her arms round
Agntha's waiet, while she caressed her and
talked to her, she was wondering what the
fair face would be like wheun she kunew the
truth ; how the eyes would loss their light,
and the lips their smile. -

« It will moat probably kill her,” she said
to horaelf, ** and the merciful thing will be for
tier to die. I donotres waat is fo become of
her, if she ltves.”

When a woman act3 tho part of Judas, he
does it far more thoronghly thau a man,

The hapd-that was to deal Apatha her
denth blow touched Jightly the golden hair,

would give all they have on earth for such
hair as this.” . .

s¢ If they gave everything for it, of what
une wauld it be ! asked Agaths,

¢ You do not know the value of beauty,”
said Valerio. ¢ ¥Wait until you go out into
the world, Mrs. Heriot, and then you will see
what is the value oi bair like yours. Pale,
pure gold, is thought almost a8 much of as a
crown, At one of the balls I went to at the
Tuileries, tbere wae an Yoglish woman with
just auoh hair, and;the whole court was infa-
tuated with her. She was the rage for meny
weeks,” . .

] would rather hide my hair under a
cap than be the ! rage’ apywhere,” snid
Agaths, ) "

*Vou will not always think so,” Janghed
Valerie. ¢ You have the glamour of love en
you now ; but the time must come when that
will fade, even ever so little, and you will
want to sce the world you think so little of.”,

«¢] have my werld with me,” said Agatha
with o sigh of contént. -

Valerie's brilliant face paled a little.
+ You mesn Mr, Herlot—he is your world,

«1 know ladies,” said Valerie, ‘“who.

oll higlifle 2 - - -
"¢« ] should hope so,
happy laugh, .**1 know one who will.”
<, ¢ [t is happy for you to think so,” said
Valerie. **1 think most men tireof love ina
very shork time—in one, two, or thres years,
as the cnse may be. You vemember the
lines : . ;

s Mam'e love (2 of man’e e nibing aparty - 3
15 Woman's whole exlatence, »

" gajd -A':g&thi, ,:with‘ g

. "] do not believe them,” replied
Agatha; “‘and when it is the onee, 1
should think theie is' some tault in the
object beloved.” ’

*+ 1t is the natare of a man to tire soon of
ono object,” said Valerie,

“1 koow to the comtrary,” said Agaths,
with & happy smile,

Valerie laughed. She did not want her
companion £o see the poison- underlying her
worde, ) '

s T think,” she continued, ¢ that women
are more selfish in their love than men. Ifa
moan marries & woman for love, he raises
ber to his level, and givca hev his name
end position, If a woman marries for
live, she wants her husband to give
up the whole world for her, and never
is 8o hsppy as when she has taken
bim from everything ugeful and noble in the
world, ap? keeps him all to herself.”

Rut Agathn was too simple and foo un.
conscious to te ke the words to herself. The
sunny light and laughter did not die from
her face as it would have done had she under-
stood the eting that Valerie intinded to
convey.

] often wonder—although you will say
that I have no right to wouder—how it is
that you can allow Ar. Hiriot to give all his
life to you as he doea.”

“Why sbould I not*” asked Agatha, with
a happy smile,

**T'ne rensson seems to me plain. He is so
clever, so gifted. YWhat a statesman he would
moke ; what an eloguen’ spesker ; what a
polished orator; and now he is lost to the
world,”

*He is happy,” said Agatha ; and herrival
had no reply.

* People look at things so differently,” said
Valerie. ‘A retrent for a few weeks or B
few months in a quict place like this i» ex-
cellent ; bus if 1 were in your place 1 should
urge my husband back into the world, to take
up & position snd make the best of his life.
I should be ambitious for him. Now you, on
the contrary, enjoy the guiet of an existence
like this,”

For the first time the fair face was troubled,
and a cloud carce over it, Could it b2 pos-
sible she asked herself, that her love was
selfish, that by scceding to his wish to live
here in this beautdul solitude she was doing
him an injury, marring the usefuloesa of his
life 7 Valerie's keen eyes noted with delight
the shadow-—the first she hsd aseen—on
that swoet face, He pleased himself ;
it ~was not she, Agatha, who had asked
him to come hcre. He had told her that
he was tired of the brillinnt world, ticed
of noist and gaiety acd fashion, that he
Ionred ror quiet, for rest, and love. Aud
th-n it occurred to her how much wos
in his lifo of which sbe knew nothing—
wheu he had lived in the groat cities—
when ke had triveled—he never spoke to her
of it, but seemed to live entirely in the pre-
sent.

Was ahe sgelfish in loving him so well—ia
makisyg lite 8o happy to him that he was con-
tent to live in this quict place and never
apoke of revarning to the world at ull 7 Iler
troubled e¢yes svught Valerie's face, but she
was too proud, too delicate to dizcuss such a
guestion with her. If ever sbe spoke of it at
all it would be with her husband. Valerie
saw that she had gone far enough,

¢ How foolish I am to ramble on in this
fashion,” she said, ‘‘ but sometimes when I
see My, Herios I think what a grand atates-
man or officer he would make; be has an air
of command euch as you see iu fine men—
but then, of course, he knows best, Now I
will make my sunt happy by going in search
of & garden bat.”

Dut sha had troubled for the firat time the
course of the happy life which hud been, un-
troubled ustil now.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE COQUETTE S ADVANQES,

Valerie epent many anxicus hours over the
composition of that letter ; ene word too lit-
tle would make it ineffectual, one word too
much would be fatal. She brought all her
wit, talent, skill, and ingenuity to bear upon
it, and whben it was finished she said to her-
self that it was inimitable, perfect of its
kind, She sent it to one of her gay, careless
friende in Paris—» lady who, gay and ecare-
lees ng she wag, would have burned her fin-
gers off rather than have posted such a
thing. Valerie made her believe that it
was & carredted Dbill which ehe was
ovliged to show to her aunt. The lady
posted it, snd never thought of it again.
Vaolerie thought to hersetf that before
it came it would ke ag well if she cyuld make
sure of Sir Vane’s real intentions toward ber
—whether, if he were {ree, be wonld really
marry her. If he did not care for her sufii-
ciently for that, she need not take any further
trouble. It was useless for her to eet him
free for another.

Sir Vane was not averse to the little senti-
mental sccues ; they amused him while they
lusted, and e Jaughed at the recellection of
them. As tor ever cering about Vulerie, she
was the very lass kind of woman whom he
liked or tolerated—1 tiresome coquette ; he
pad flirted with handreds, and vilued them at
their worth,

Thero could be no greater contract than be-
tween “his fair, aweet Agatha and this bril-
lisnt, givlish creaturs ;s etill she amuzed

him, and mep have lived who epjoyed
even the physical tortare of their
kind, If any one lhad told 8it Vane

that this queen of firts had concurred a
vlclent paveion for him, he would have
Inughed the iden to scorn; grand passions
did not, according to his theory, belong to
that class,

- If ever he thought of Valerie’s future at
all, it was with an smuszed smile. She would
probably marry some old marquis with a
string oi titles and an unpronouncable name,
o gront amount of money and large estates:
he would give her costly dresses and magni-
ficent jowels—would find her good carriages,
;nd, thut great -consideration, an opera-

0X,

He laughed to think what a belle she would
be, and how she would flirt with all the gay
cavaliers in Paris to- her heart's comlent,
while the marquis rested and slept. He had
known hundrede of snch women ; they were
very beautiful, very.amueing, but as for

love—bah ! what bhad that to do with
it? Tiad any .one :teld. him that
Valerte believed she could part. him

from Agatha and take Agathu’s plsce, he
would have langhed theidea to scorn, He was
not tired of her yot, and. he wondered at
himeelf, In all his lifse he had never been
constant to any one for balf so long ; in fect,
he loved her better than he had done when
he persuaded het to run awey with him, .
" Every mon has one ¢reat love in his
life, end this was Sir Vane's, = The
chances ‘are . that if he _bhad heen ¢om-
pelied to chooze hetween leaving her forever

y and marrying her, he wonld have inarried
her at once, If they had lived in the world *

Db you tﬁink any man gever"-‘wgné;on loving iﬁ'tl;he‘br'dinm;y'féshian, it they -ri:'a_d'

iixed'q

ever 80 littl¢, the chances ara that his love

!| would have increased. It wad a. great proof

‘ot its atrength thit- it ‘had-Borne the sirain
and tension of solitude And:Valerie thought
‘that she conld part & man like this from the
woman‘he loved !~ /i, 7 !

All was fish that: came to’ his pet, 'and
when ‘on’ this lovely ‘dsy hé met Valerie
ont' in the beauntiful '
wag by no meava averse .to 'a little
time in telling him how shé admired him, and
intimating how much sne loved him, it-did
not hurt him, and it amuséd her. Ha could
have laughed at each’little manceuvre—be
knew them by hesrt years ago, R

He never dreamed that she wss rerious,
that her own infaiuation was so greatshe had
begun to-bslisve in his,

She met him with a coy, sweet smile,
and by the expression of her face he
knew that he was in for a sentimental scene,
She made a step backward, as though she
would retire, but Sir Vane held out his hand
in greeting. - '

*Good morning, mademeciselle,” he said,
in his cheery, genial tone. ** You have
brought the sunshine with you.”

But that was not the mood in which she
is)'pected to find him, or in which she wanted

im.,

Duare she venture one word against Agaths,
to eee how he would take it ?

** It is rather surprising to gee you alone,”
she said. *‘Mrs. Heriob is generally on
guard,”

She gave him the benefit of one glsnce
from those dark eyes—a glance which should
have gone .to his heart and made strange
hwvoa there ; buot it failed and fell quite
harmiess.

‘““Iam glad you think Mrs. eriot cares
ao much for me,” he said. *‘It iy very nice
to be guarded, as vou csll it, by a beantifnl
lady.”

¢ Still,” she said, pleasantly, **it wonld be
& treat to Bee yon sometimes alone.”

‘; Wouldt t? Then I must manage it,” he
said,

Aund the girl, so clever in all other things,
had not the cense to see that he was Jaughing
at her,

« Let us walk as far as thoe fouatain,”” she
said. ‘*How Dbeautifnl the lake is this
morning ;: the water is guite clesr and deep-
blue.”

+ %X wish Mra, Heriot would come out ; she
lovea the lake when it ia ia tht golden blue
light,” he said, hastily.

“ Oh, happy Mra. Heriot !” said Valerie,
** How delightful it must be to be thought
about and watched over every minute. I
envy her.”

Sir Vanc laughed a hearty, genuine laugh,
in which there was not one chade of senbi-
ment.

“ Some day some one will envy you,”
he said, ‘ and some one will watch over

ou.”

She shook her beautifvl head with the mnst
bewitching air of doult.

**I am not quite sure aboutit. I» you
keow, if 1 had my choice now in life, whag I
should be
. T cannot guess,” he replic.l,

“Your eecretary,” she said, “I would
choose that rather then apy other lst on
earth. I should see you every day then, oud
you would be obliged to talk to me.”

« Aye those two such elements of delight¥”
he asked, thinking to himself how waak und
foolish women were—all but Agaths.

€ They form my aotion of delight,” she
said, ** I should like to be your secretary,
I should like to write your letters, to discuss
all your affairs with you. But ones life is
mapped out ; no one cun choose for him or
herself. That would be my choice if I conld
make un3,” she sa1d.

‘I ought to be very much flattered,” ho
eaid.

I would rather that yon were touched
than flattered,” she replied, and her voice
wes 50 earnest and te mder, so full of music,
that he was roully tonched.

He looked at the beautiful, brilliant face
with a sensation of wonder that she cured
for bim. Of course, he was grateful; what
man is nut gratefnl touched and flattered
by the love or homsge of a besntiful wo-
man?

Sir Vane was no exception; they had
reached the beautiful fountain where the
marble faun stood in all its eterns! beanty.

¢ | ghall always love this spot,” she suid,
as she sank longuidly on the garden seat,
placed smong the myrtle frees, ‘1t was
here that I first talked to you,” she said ;
"¢ that we had our firat resl conversation. 1
shall always like this bettcr than any otaer
place about Belleflears,”

** You ure very good to think so- much
of me,” he said; and the light in his
eyes grew warmer as he looked as ber,

Whas o beantiful picture she made; -the
myrtle thus formed a background ; the
fountain threw its rippling waters high in
the air ; the marble taun stood cabin and
gerene in all its grandeur. Sho sat thero in
an attitade which might have been copied
from Claopatra ; it was so full of grace this
beantiful face, with a loolc of consciousuess
dark eyes that drooped from his, and lopg
lashes that swept the dsinty ocheek. She
wore @& picturesyue morning dress, with a
bunch of fresh, fair roses at her belt,
end a man might have gone far hafore he
co(uld find a lovelier picture.

't What a difference meeting you has made
in iny life,” she eaid. * How little when I
came home did I anticipate anytning of the
kind, I often ask inyself whether it hus been
for good or for evil.”

‘“How can you he so cruel, Valerie ?” ho
asked ; the dulvet tones of that low voice in.
fluenced him ingensibly.

“1t is you,” she interrupted, ‘*who are
eruel, and nos L.”

** Why should knowing me bring you any
harm ?" bo aeked.

She raiscd those dork ayes of hore with a
glearn of fire, and locked st him long snd
steadily,

* Do you mot koow ?' she asked. . * Can
you not guees ? It has been the one happi-
ness of my lite 2 meet you and kaow you,
but this pleasvre has become oo dear to me,
What shasil L do in the years in wkich I shall
see you no mors ¥’ -
¢ They will. not come yet,” be gaid.- **1
have no thought of lenving Bellefleurs,”

*s Perhaps not just now,” . she said ;. “but
yours i8 not a life to spend in this fashion—
all: your energy, fire, action, dying. You
will not oare for it muoh longer.? '

It does not follow of neceasity that be-
osuse I leave Bellelleurs I leave you,” he
gaid, half-langhingly.” - o

Before he had time to finish his sentence,
she had canght one ol hig handa between her
own, and had covered i% with passionate
kisses and tears. . )
¢t How bappy you make me," she said.
] was afraid that. when you once left
IBellgﬂeurs I should drop out of your
ife. : C Coe
She had roused him to - something like
enthusiasm by her honeyed words and
carers'ng ianner, She bent her beautiful
heasd down to his, until the odor of the
flawera she wore reached him, and spoke to

m, - o
To Agntha it was like a samile from
heaven, XHer heart went oack to the

) ) . sunlit. grounds,-
‘where be had gone to enjoy a-.cigar, he

amusement. - -If- ske, liked “to spend her

ord d'ih | besutiful firlds and meadow '
. | vociety, becn uble to vary theirJives] even! % the lovel

‘banging woods pnd the clear streams ag
‘She.wondered how 8il her desr old fi\i?:deé
 Werd (the children whem she” had- osred fop
viwdd tedded would be' grovring “up), and her
fther—~the dear, ubsent.minded father ; by
oyes filled with tears ns-she thonght of him.—
this fair, sunlit morning had taker her back
to him and her old. bome. She should
Bee them egain, she had no fear .of gha
When thisjpleasant dream. of  thoirg wag
broken, aud” Sir. Vaue had to return o
the reslities of life, he would take her home
she felt sure ; and when her futher eaw how
happy she was “he would: forgive her her re.
ticence. -She wrote to him at intervals, and
her letters were forwarded through Sir Vane'y
bankers. She did not understand how or why
this morning she could not take her thoughis
from Whitecroft. The Lake of Lucerge
was beautiful cnough, but it lacked the
clonds of white blossom that made home gp
fair. Afterward she knew that it was 4
singular coincidence that, on that day above
all other days her heart and thouglits should
have gooe back to the old home and the gray
church. :

She dressed hersel’ with urusual care
and elegance—she felt that sbe must b:in
accordance with the day, bright apd
fair. She took ont, peor child, a mornipg.
dress reserved for special occasion: g
bezautiful white Indian muslin, cut .ft ¢
seme quaint artistic fashion, showing
the pgracefal curves and lines of 1he
beautiful figure to the greatest advontage ;
the luxuriont golden hair—lovely encugh in
itself to have muade & plain woman beautiful
—was broshed back from the white brow, s ¢
fustened with snood of blue ribbon., S)e
gathered from the casement window o deep
crimson rose, and fastened it in the bodice
of her dress; and she looked the very
embodiment of all that was mosg lovely,
pure, and angelical. No wonder that Sir
Vane kissed heras though he could never let
her go again,

‘**You are brighter than tho mornieg,
Agatha,” he said, *‘and you ars tho loveliest
girl. How proud Iam of my darling ! It
a:ems to me that you grow more besutiful
every duy, and that 1 should have thought

mpossible,”

* Proud of me ! she said.  “ Ob, Vane, I
donot want yeu to be proud of me—anly
ove me, that is all; 1 want nothing but
lave.”

*‘I conld not love you more than I do,
Agatha,” he replied,

He drew her to his heart, and caressed the
golden hair ; bis voice wus full of emotion.
She had never been so dear to him befcre,

Just at that moment ho wished that
he hud married hers, and bound her to
him forever. And there camv to him a
convicticn thab if she knew how he had
decoived her, and that if he wanted to ntore
to ber by muarriage, she would refuse him.

Looking at her in the morning light, so fair,
with so much of the light of heaven in her
face, he realized the purity and epirituality
of ber nature, und he knrew that she
would never Jorgive such & sin as
he bad committed egainst her, To
comsforted ' himself by saying in  the
depth of kis heart thut the world would never
kuow it. He feit that he would rather sliy
her with his own hand than that she shouild
cver know the tiuth. She wounld never for-
give him. e had learned, during these
mopths, to understand snd appreciate the
beautiful purity avd simplicity of ber charac-
ter, which mude Eer seem ukin to the angols.

Thank Heaven she would never know any-
thing about it. He hed thought of her future,
and he hod resolved, whenever he re-
turced to Eagland he wounld take
her snd find her & pretty house in
some remote out of the way place, where
he could oftsn go to =ee her, and ske
would never koow, As he kissed the
white eyelids and the red lips he vowed to
himself over, and over again that she should
nevcr koow., Better plunge a knifs in the
soft white breast than let her know what she
had lost and what she was; &l these
thoughts passed through his mind as he
carcesed her.

** How you spoil me, Vane,” she anid,
arranging with her white fingers the 1ipples
of golden hsir, ** No matter whet puins]
tuke with my hair,” she added, laughingly,
¢ you will disarrange it all.”

‘“You should not have such beautiful
hair,” he said. * This morning, in the sun-
light, it looks,—well, I am ata loss fora com-
parisen. I know gothing that it looks like,
:fhere is the bell tor breakfast, dariing, come
in,”

In some etrange way her thoughts wonld
g0 home that morning when she entered
the salon where the daintily appoint-
ed table groamed wunder tho weight of
ripe, luscious fruit and homely lux-
uries. Sir Vano startled her by ¢n exclama-
tion aa he took up one of his letters.

*‘] wag juet going to ask you, Agatha,
what we should do with ourselves to-day.”

“ Row to one of the islande apd talke onr
book,” she answered. :

“*That is just what I should have liked to
do; bat, unfortunately, if this letter be
true, I must go to Lucerne ; there is some
mistake abouwt o letter of credit at
the bank, and I must attend to it at once.
Will you go with me, Agatha ?”

It is poesible that the whole course of her
life might have teen changed had she done
80, The greatest events of most people’s
lives tura on trifles,

Y thiok not,” she said. ** Madame i
returning the hox cf beoke, and I shou!d like
to lovk throvgh them again. I was muchia-
tereated in thay last atory ot Vieter Hugo's,
and I ohould like to finish it. I meant to
tuke it to the island,”

* Then I will stuct atonee,” he said, *¢ nud
return as quickly as possible, 1 do not Jike
}iexvi?g you alone through this bright, sunoy

ay.’
" I shall not be alome, Vane. I shall be
with Victer Hugo.” :

“ And, mndemoiselle, you can asit her to
hsﬁ.ﬁ\;h you,” snid Sir Vipe, **if you feel
il.] .u . : .

'+ I ghall not f=al dull,” said Agaths. <1
ehall go to ya: r fa rorite place on the terrace,
read my bock, ani think of you, Vape.”

"A strange unwillingoess to leave her
came’ over him ; o foreboding ot presenti.
ment of evil, suca as he had never known
before, . B :
*Iwish you were going with me, Agatha,”
ne said. ** Ushall not leave you again,”

She vaised her. face to his, with a loving,
benutifal smile, |- : "

“ You spenk as though you were going on
a long journey, instead of » few miles,” she
83id ; and his ‘own sense of unensiness in-
creaged., . . : :
Yeb there was no reason ‘for it. He was
only leaving her for & few hours, and in per-
fect safety,

. #Can I bring you nnything from Licerne,
Agntha 2 agked Sir Vane. o

. ““No,” she replied, * The only thing I
oaca to have from Lucerna will be yourself.”
Yet he did not like leaving hor. e made
ono exousz after another, until at last she
rallied him, - T
'_¢ 1 believe you are trifling, Vane, and do
not want to go,” she said, laughingly, =~
. He took her in his arme, and Lissed her
with passionate love. ..., .|
“ You are right.. I 'do_nat like leaving
you, sweet Agaths ; since ¥ have thoughtof
it, & terrible sense of depression has come




