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forgotten this faithful friend, in . inking of
other things ; she feels sulf reproachful for it, j

as she reads. Jemima is atopping for the i
present, in a hýmble London lodging, and

proposee remaifiing there until her 'dear
sweet Miss Snowball' writes good-by. Then

she will go back to New York and resume
life in her native - land. It is not quite so

euy to, think wifely thoughts of Sir Vane,
and make generous re8olutions after reading

this, and remembering how treacherously
and stealthily this humble friend was forced i
away.

Another night; another day. Thls day
certainly will bring the absent seigneur. A

strange nervousneu begotten of waiting and
expectation, hope and e1read fills her. She

can rest nowhere; sbe wanders aimlessly
aboutithe house, starting at every heavy
footatep, at every openinQ door.

Mise lâouth watches her with malicious,
amiling eyes. She hm seen Uene, at least -

has walked down to the village on purpose;
ana chatted, for five minutes condescending,
ly with the hostess. No, they have not many

strang'ers at the Arma t'nie spring, the land-
lady says, droppmg a courtesy ; only one
just now, a Mr. Macdonald, a foreigner, by

his looks, and wayB, and talk, in spite of his
Scotch name. No, she does not know when
he is going away ; he does not say ; he is a

real gentleman in all his ways, and givez very
little trouble.. Mr. Macdonald appears at
the moment, walking briskly up the road,
wirh his sketch-book and cigar, and keen

dark eyes, and Miss Routh hastily pulls down
her veil and departs.

The day wears on. Sir Vane comes not.
It brings no answer to her letter eltber, and

Dolores' fitlul exaltation of feeling vanishes
as it came. A dull depression, a fear of the
future tills her. làow blank and drear that
long life-pain stretches before her, here in

this silent, dark, mouldering old home. with
the faces of these two womnn who dielike
her, before her every day, and alI day loing !
,Inmùtecl," distrusted, unloved, how shall si2e
'bear it to the bitter end. And s4e is but
nineteen, and life looks so long, solong !

perhape it is the unmual-coufLnement in
the housé that is telling upon her ; it is now
two days since she has been out. A half.
etified feeling oppresses her , ahe must get
out of the deathly-silentgruesome Tooms, or

suffSate. It is after dinuer ; the laist ray
of twilight is fading out ; there is a broad
May moon riaing and star-atudded âky.
§he leaveis the nou d wanders aimlesa-
ly for awhile betw=é prim. beds and
bordera of one of the atiff Dutch gardens.

Now and then ahe stoope to gather tàe old-
faàioned, sweet-fimeUing floivers, but almuet

without knowiàg what she does. A nightin.
gale is singing, in a thorn-bush near, a song
so piercingly sweet, so mournful in ita sweet-
nesa, thatshe stops, and the tear8 rise to her
eyes as she listenz. Ani in that stop and,
pause to listen 9omething more than the
nightingale's song reaches her ear-the soft,-
cooing tones of Camilla Routh pronotincing
her name.

* Dolorffl' lover Was he i eally a lover of
your wife's, Vane, before you married her ?"
she is '"king. 1 Anything more lover-like
than they looked when 1 surprised them, it

would be difficult to find. And he is, very
handsome-there can be no mistake about
that-with the most beautiful Spanàh eyes I

think I ever saw.'
There is a zrumbling reply ; it sounds

like, &Devil take his eyes !' and it is the voice
of the lord of Valentine.

Dolores stands quite still, thrilled and
shocked, feeling all cold and rigid, and
powerless to move. A tall thick hedge sepa-
rates them ; she wears a dark, dým-coloured
dress, and in this shadow-y light, among the
other shadows of trees and moonlight, she

can hardly be seen. They açâ walking slow-
ly up and down a secluded aýenue known as
the Willow Walk. In the cleep evening hush
even Miss ]Routh's subdued tones are distinct-
ly and painfully audible.

& Re is still in thé village,'-again it is
Miss Routh who speaks , 'l how often they
meet, where they maet, 1 do not know. That

they do meet is certain, of course. Yes,
Colonel Deering bas called twice, but she

has declined to, see him ; one lover, I sup-
pose, at a time, is u much as she can attend
to. ý C

'Old loves, new loves, what are they worth,
Old love dies at the new love's birth.'

hums the fair Camilla, and laughs softly.
&'Signore Rene îs far and away the hand.

somer man of the two.'
'Are you too d«erting ]Deering and going

over to this sallowblack-eyed boy, Camilla?'
retorts with a sneer, Sir Vane.

" Noy' lightly. 4 IÀke your Dretty wife, I
am true to my fint lover. Slie is pretty,
Vane-reaây pretty. 1 always doubted it-
being a blonde myself, I seldom admire
blondes, but the other evening when 1 came
upon her by Ma aide down there in the park
-you abould bave seen her-transfigured by

gladness, love-who, knows what ? Yes, she
is pretty-when'èhe like& I confew the

woe-begone expreudon ahe puts on for us
hardly becom« her. People are be "13ning

to talk-many were whispering the other
night at the Broughton how wiètchedly ill
and worn Lady Valentine was looking. It

would be well to speak to her on the subj ect,


