
arched nostril, a small mouth-, a row of whitE
tieeth, or a waxen complexion. Which à
the greater charm, do you think?"

" 1 did not know you were such a ph
siognomist," said Lady Juliana. Êray

read me, my lord."
He looked.over the arch face with the

plausible smile, the graceful féatures. th--
peach-like bloom, and a faint shad w
crossed bis brow.

1 f You would - be sinking in the :6 rst storm.
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fi Cousin ulie bas suddenly subsideÀl."
said Harry klconcourt, looking up to the

head of the table. Il A minute since she was
sparkling as champagne, now she is tame as

lemonade. What do you suppose bas
-occured, Miss Walsingham ? A mutiny be-

tween ber subjects P"
-Extraordinary disposition of the Brand

estates down-k surrey,11 said a voice op-
posite. Il They zfll go to a woman as hid-
eous as one of Macbeth's witches, and the
only scion of the race must elther marry ber
or lose them.'l

Il Is not that captain St. Udo Brand, of
the Guards ?" asked a gentleman in uniform.

&The saine. major."
il Fine soldier, brave man. Did you see

the gallant mention of bim in the latest
American War Gazette? Cut his way

through three thousand of the enemy wità
bis bandful of Vermoaters."

d'A daring deed, major."
Io Nothing when you know the vast nature

of the man. He needed such scenes as are
described in the sickening records of war to
stir up the lion in him, and to bring out the

gentleness too. He is the darling of bis
company-many a cheer, and Vll not be

afraid to say a blessing also bas greeted him
in bis tender visits to his sufféring boys."

Il You knew him at home here?"
te Knew Captain Brand ? Like a brother. sir.
Sad dog, but a noble man-a noble man.'*

What bright intelligence was in the deep
gray eyes which watched the offîcer's face,
But he did not see them, he was so absorbeti
by bis subject.

A pause occurred in the gossip, for the-
band was baving. a rest of forty bars, and
the flageolet was weak.

At the request of Lady Juliana, Margaret
carried ber careladen face to the piano and
played a long time, what-sht: knew not.
but gradually, from mechanical measure, the

chords grew into solemn pulsations, and a
vision rose up before ber introverted eyes of
a darkened battle-field, where the cannon

belched forth its :fiery death, the bugle
sounded the retreat, the soldiers, shouted.-
and cheered, and fell.

She saw the smoke and dust, the- rr-ýL
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remote chamber, she dreamed of the possible
angel in this man, and ber sou] yearned for
bis welfare. and mourned over the frailty of
the moth which he had burdened with bis
trust.

si A true brave woman might reclaim, hîm
yet," she sometimes sighed; "but the last

chance most probably is past with Lady
Juliana."

-You are to dine with us to, day," said-my
lady, onemorning, turning suddenly to Mar-

garet from under the hands of lier maid,
-My cousin, Harry Falconcourt, has arrived,
and insists on being intrduced formally to
the heroine who saved me; and as 1 am
bored to death with always saying Ishe does
not go into societyl I have promised 'him."

Dear Lady Julie, I hope you will not
insist upon this 1" exclaimed Margaret.
much startled. 411 really have nothing to do

with society."
Well, for all that, I am not going to

allow you your privilege of seclusion on this
occasion. I don't like leaving you alone so
much."

So my lady made her way, thongh this
time it was rather roughly carried through
the heart of ber companion.

The guests of bis lordship's dinner party
were the resident gentry, with their portly

wives and bloorning daughters, come to meet
the London visitors of Hautville Park; and
a great many bright uniforms mingled among
the mases of silken drapery, féathers, jewels,
black broadrJoth, and talle.

Lady Juliana kept ber smalt. territory at
her end of the table in a continual ripple of
delight by ber quips. and coquetries. She

was in surprising spirits, for was not bis
Grace the Duke of Piermont ort ber right

band, and Sir Akerat Breckinridge, who was
a slain subject. on ber left ?

His Grace, who was an ordinary-looking
young man, with a bright, wholesome com-
plexion, and pleasantly sparkling eyes,
seemed almost -bewitched by my lady's rapid

flippancies; and watched ber face as one
might watch the play of the aurora borealis,

shooting and dancing in the midnight sky.
" Who is that lady in the black velvet ?"

asked the duke. 4- Strange face 1 Most -un-
like any 1. have ever seen before.p

Where ? Oh, with Harry Falconcourt ?
That is Miss Walsingoam, my companion,
adviser, censurer, and sheep-dýj in genera.L 1'

'& I haven't seen such a face in my life be-
fore," continued the yonng duke, with dee

ening earnestness; -&and t is so whof;
pedof qnirn;al beauty thatthebeaUty

bursts from every look andtoneisso
ysterious. That is a countenance graced

goodness, bravery, candor. devotion.
here are faces graced by bright eyes, an


