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cation, bat, having tacitly discouraged it fur so
tong, she had taken it for granted that he would
avt venturcon adeclamation. Lven now, though
he had spoken words which could bear uo « her
wterpretation, she determined to put the taag
astley #nd present Lam, if pussible, frum speak-
ing more plainly. And yet her heart stirred
simngely when e called bier by her name!

4 Yours is almost the only sword we should
decline to enlist un any terms, Lord Castle-
tawvery,” she replied, gravddy.  “ Youuare an only
son, and the lastinhicritor of o noble name, Your
duties lic here.”

“You would not think thus if I were un
[talian?”

# Certainly not. I should then say that your
first duty was to your country.”

The Earl came and stood befure hier, pale and
carnest, and hot to be turned frum Lis purpose.

“ Hear me, Olinpia,” he sad, passionately.
#1love you, and you know that I love you, I
have luved you fur more than four years. I will
nut say that 1 have dared to hope. If T had
hoped, T shuuld not, verhiaps, have hept sitence
svlung, but I may Lave thuught that you read
my seeret, and that silence might plead for me
more cloquently than words. 1 hnuw Low heavy
the chances are against me—1 have weighed
thumn all, long since. 1 huuw that he who would
aspire to your hand must luve your Italy as if
be were 2 son of the soil, must throw in his for-
tunes with her fortunes, and descrve you through
his devotion to hier cause. T also krow that the
man who had done all this would only have ful-
filled those primary conditions without which
the humblest red-shirt in Garibaldi's wake would
stand a better chance than bimself, Am I not
right 77

«Perfectly ; but—

“Do not reply yet, 1 implore you! You say
that I have dutics here. It is true; and I am
prepared to fulfil them to the uttermost. T will
settle this house and balf my incume on my
mother for her life. Al else that is mine, land,
revenuc, strength of body and will, personal in-
fluence, life itself, shall be Italy’s. Your country
shall be 1oy country—your people, my people—
your God, my God. Caun I say more, cxcept
that I love you? That, deeply and dearly as 1
love you now, I believe from my soul I shall
love you better still in years to come. In my
eyes you will never be less young or less beau-
tiful. Should sorrow or sickness come upon you,
I'will do all tkat man may do to cherish and
comfort you. If you are in peril, I will die de-
funding you. The luve of my youth will bo the
luse of my age; and what you are to me now,
Olimpia, whether you rcject or accept me, that
you wiil be till my last hour!”

Ile paused. His manner, even more than his
words, had been intense and cager, and now that
his passionato appeal was all poured out, he
waited for his sentence.

And Olimpia? Did she listen unmoved?
She strovo hard to do so; but she could not
quite control the colour that came and went, or
the tears tkat would not be stayed. One by onc,
=s his pleading grew more camest, they had slip-
ped slowly over the dark lashes and down the
oval cheek; and the Earl, who had never scen
her shed a tear befure, belicved ft  one wild mo-
ment that his cause was won.

Her first words undeceived him.

“I am very sorvy for this, Lord Castletowers,”
she said; and Ler voice, which was a little
tremalons at fiist, became steady as she wenton.
“] would have given much that these words had
uever been spoken, for they are spoken in wain.
I believe that you love me sincerely. 1 believe
that I have never beenso well loved—that I shall
never bo 50 well loved again; but—I cannot
ey you

“You will, at least, give me a reasonP

#To whatcud? TLat , ou might combat it?
Do not ask it, my lord. Nothing that I could
tcll, nothiag that you could say, would alter my
decision.”

The Earl tarned his face aside.

. :‘ This is cruc),” he said. I bave notdeserved
it

‘*Heavea kaows that I do not mean it so,” re-
plicd Olimpia, quickly. I shionld bo more or

less than woman if I did not regret the loss of
such a heart as yours.”

¢ You have not lust it, Olimpin,” ho replied,
brokenly. “ You will never lose it.  With ine,
once is always.”

She ddasped hier hands together, like one in
pain.

L Oh, that it were not sul” she exclaimed,

“® Are you, then, sorry for ne?”

¢ Bitteray—bitterdy 1

“And yet you cannot love me 2’

Olimpia was silent.

Again the hope flashed upon him—agaip he
broke into passiouate pleading.

% [ used tothink once—madly, presumptuously,
if you will—that youwere nut quite svindiffercut
to me as you have beenof late. Was Imistaken
in 50 thinhing? Or is it possible that I have
dune anything to lessen your regard?  IHave [
ever offended you?  Or prined you? Or mani-
fested my admiration too openly 7

« Never—never.”

“Then, did you never carc for me ?
heaven's sake, tell me this hefure we part.”

Olimpia became ashy pale and leaned upun the
table, as if her strength were failing her.

¢ Lurd Castletowers,” she said, slowly, “ you
have no right to press e thus.”

¢ Not when the happiness of my whole life is
at stike?  Guve me but the shadow of & hope,
and I will be silent!?

“ cannot™

The Earl put Lis hand to his forchead in a be-
wildered way.

«1 don't scem as if T could believeit,” he said.
“ But—if I only knew why, perhaps it would not
be so hard to bear.”

Miss Colonna looked down, and for some
moments neither spoke nor stirred. At length
she said :

“I will tell you why, Lord Castlctowers, if
You must hnuw. It is possible that I may
ucver marry, butif I do, it must be to une who
can do more for Italy than yourself. Are you
satisfied 2°

The young man could not trust himsclf to
speak. Ie only looked at her; and a dark ex-
pression came into his face—such an expression
as Olimpia had never seen it wear till that mo-
ment.

“ Farewell,” she said, alwost imploringly, and
put out her hand.

“ Farcwell,” he replied, and, having held it for
a moment in his own, disengaged it gently, and
said no more.

She remembered afterwards huw cold hier own
hand was, and how dry and hot was the palmin
which it rested.

DBut a few moments later, and she was kneel-
ing by her bedside in her vwn fas-anay chianber,
silent and sclf-reliant no longer, but wnnging
her hands with & woman's passionate sorrow, and
crying aloud:

¢ Qh, that he could have looked into my heart
—that he could ouly have kuowa buw I love
him I?

For

CHAPTER LV. AT ARM'S LENGTH.

There was no superfluous guestat Lady Castle-
towers' table, after all; for Miss Colonna excused
herself on the plea of severe headache, and Signor
Montecuculi opportuncly filled her place. But
the dinner proved an effete inanqué notwithstand-
ing. The Earl, though as host he strove to do
his best, played the part languidls, and was
bitterly sad at heart.  Saxon, who had come in
covered with dust and fonm about five minutes
before the dinner was served, looked weary and
thoughtful, and all ankike his own joyous scif.
Giulio Colonna, full of Italian politics, was in-
disposed for conversation. And so, what with
Olimpin's absence, and what with that vague
sense of discomfort insepamble from any kiod of
parting or removal,a general dreariness pervaded
the table.

Aliss Hatherton, however, was lively and talk-
ative,asusonl. Finding Saxon unwontedly sileat,
sho consoled Lerself with the stranger, and ques-
tionced Signor Montecncali about é‘xcily and
Naples, Calatafimi, Palermo, Garibaldi,and Vie-

.tor Emmanuel, to her hearts content,

In tho meanwhile, Colonna, sitting at Lady

Castletowers’ left hand, bad been lamenting the
non-fulfilment of certain of his plans.

“1 had hoped,” he said, in & low ine, “that
something would have come of it cro this.*

“ Aud T had hoped it too, dear friend—for
your sake,” replicd Lady Castletowers, benevo-
Iently.

“ l)had made certain taat, knowing how un-
expectedly wo are called away, he would have
spuken to-day; but, on the contrury, he ordered
out his horse qute ecarly, and has buen in the
suddle all day.”

“That looks strange.”

“Very steange. 1 wish to heaven we could
have remained with you one weck longer.”

“ But it is not tuo late to reverse jour plans.”

Colonna shook his head.

%1 can no mure re erse them,” he said, “ than
I can reverse the order of the planets.”

«Then leave Olimpia with me.  She is not fit
to go up to town this evening.”

« Thanks—1I had already thought of that; but
she i3 determined to accompany me.”

To which the Cuuntess, who was mucn more
decply interestd in procuring Miss Hatherton's
fortunc for her son than in sccuring u wealthy
W degroom fur the daughter of her friend, replied,
“ I am sorry, amico,” aud transfereed her con-
versation to Mr. Walkingshaw.

But Culonna had not yet played his last card.
\WThen the ladies retired, he took the vacant seat
at Saxon's right hand, and said: |

% Qur’s is an abrupt departure, Mr. Trefalden;
but I trust we shall sce you in London.”

Saxon bowed, and murmured sowething about
obligation and kindness.

“You arc yourself returning to town, I under-
stand, the day after to-morrow.”

Saxon believed hie was.

“ Then you must promise to cpme and sece us.
You will find us, for at least the next fortnight,
at the Portland Hotel; but after that time we
shall probably be bending our steps towards
Italy.

S?xxon howed again, and passed the decanters.

Colonnabegan tosce that there was something
wrong.

*When fricnds wish to casure 2 mecting,”
said he,—* and we are friends, I trust, Mr. Tre-
falden—their best plan is to make some definito
appointment.  Will you dine with us on Thurs-
day at our hotel 77

« I am afraid——" began Saxon.

& Nay, that is an ominous beginaing.”

“ [ have been so long away from town,” con-
tinued the young man, somewhat confusedly,
“and shall have so many claims upon my timo
for the next few weeks, that I fear I must make
no cngagements.

Guuliw Culunna was utterly confound. 3. But
yesterday, and this young millionnaire would
have grasped at aoy steaw of an invitation that
might have brought him ncarer to Olimpia;
and now Was he drawing off 7 Was ho
offended? Ile laid his hand on Saxon’s arm,
and, bending his most gracious smile upon hi,
said:

«1 will not part from yuu thus, my dear sir.
Thosc who serve my country serve me, and you
have been so munificent a benefactor to our
cause, that you have made me your debtor for
life. I will not, therefore, suffer you to drop
away into the outer ranks of mere acquaintance-
ship. I look upon you ns a fricnd, and as a
fricnd you must promise to break bread with mo
before I leave England.”

Saxon would have given the best thorongh-
bred in his stables——nay, cvery horse that ho
possessed, and the mail phacton into the bargainl
—oaonly to know at that moment how the Earl
had prospered in his wooing. Being ignorant,
however, on this point, he made the best reply ho
could, under the circumstances.

« I will dine with yon,if I can, Signor Colonna,”
he said, bluntly. At all eveats, I will call upon
you at your hotel, bat, unul I know how I am
sitnated with—with regard to other feicads—I
can say nothing more positive.”

«Then T suppose I must try to bo centent®
replied the Italian, pleasantly; but bo feit that
Saxon Trefalden was on bis guard, and holding
him at arm's leogtb, and, in his beart, be cursed




