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"gR BLACK MABE.

A Story of Punchestown Races.

GHAPTER XIX,

LK RIVENR'S BRIN,”

{Continued.)

5re ho hiad clusped the farmer's hand, ot
Iy vwn gate, and lieard los cheery hospitablo
greeting, 1o wondesed how hie could fcel, 80
bappy.

i m proud to seo yo, Captain 1" said
Denmni, Joumlnng his Jint round his head,
a8 af 1t was n slip of blackthorn. * Proud
am I an' pleased to seo yo back again—sn’
that's the tmih't Yo're wolcome, I tell yot
Step m, now, un’ take sometlnng at_ waust.
Bee, Cnptam, thero's 1 two-yenr old in that
stublo ; thoe very moral of your black maro.
Yo nover sten her hices for loppin'! Ye'll
try tho buste tlus very afternoon, with tho
blessin'.  1ve had th' ould saddle meonded,
an® the stirrups altered to your length.”

—(——

CHAYTER XX.

TARING THE COLLAR.

The General thought he hiad never been
50 bappy in his hfo. 1
lus very dress scomed to partake of the de-
lusion thst gidded custonee. Springing down
the stepn of lus club, with more waist in - bis
coat, wore protonsion in his hat, aore
agihity in L gt than wascousidofed usual,
or oven decurons, amongst its frequenters,
no wondor they passed thoir commonts freely
tsotgh on tierr old comrade, ridicaling or
deplunting his fate, accurding to the various
opinions and tunper of the conclave. .

* What's up with St. Josephs now ?" ask-
ol a white whiskercd veteran of his neigh-
bur, whose Liuff, whetler-beaten face pro-
caitmed Lin an Admiral of the Red.  *“Hc's
tarnud geite flighty and queer of late.
Nothing wrong here, isthere,'” and thespeak-
er pomted a shaking finger to the apex of
lus own bald head. .

-+ Not there, but kore, " answercd thoe sailor,
lag g b8 runaiing arm across his brenst.
« Gomg to be sphiced, they tell me, So
for it.  Hc's not abad sort ; und a smartish
officer, as 've heard, in your servieo.”

s Pretty wetl—so, s0. Nothing extraor-
dinary for that,” answered tho first speaker,
commonly called by irreveront juniors ¢* Qld
Straps.”  ** He hadn't much to doin India,
1 faucy ; but ho's been lucky sir, lucky, aud
luck's tho thing! Luck against tho world,
Adnural, by sen or land 1"

*“*Well, his luek's over now, it secms,”
grunted the Admiral, whose views on matri-
wony appeared to dfer from thoso of bis
professtoni in general.  I'm told he's boen
fairly houkd® by that Miss Dougias. Black-
oyed girl, with black hair—black, and all
black, d—mo I—aud rides a black mare in
the park. Hey! Why she might bo his
daughter. How d'yo mean ?”

+ Moro foul he,” rephed * Straps,” with a
leor angt n grin that disclosed his yellow tusks.
A fellow Ynke St. Joscphs ought to know
better.””

** I'm notso suro of that,” growled tho
Admiral. * Gad, sir, if I was idiot enough
to dv tuo same thing, d'ye think I'd tako a
d—1 ould catamaran, that know eve
wove 1u the game ? No, no, sir; yout
and mnooeuce, hey 7 A clean bill of bealth,
a fair wiud, and a picasant voyage, you
kunow 1™

*In wmy opinion, there’s devilish little
youth left, and no innocence,” answered
* Straps.” ¢ If that's tho girl, sho's been
bawked about, to my ceriain knowledge, for
thoe last threo scasons ; and I suppose our
friend is the only chance left—what we used-
to call a * forlorn hupe™ when 1 was an en-
sgn. Hc's got a littlo mounoy, -and they
might give him a command. You never
know what this government will- do. 1It's
wmy belief they'd give that crossisg-sweeper a
cownand if they were ounly suré Lo was
quite unfit for it.”

* Command by d—a " swore the Admiral.
« Hc'll have cnough to do t0 comwand his

oung wifo. What ? She's a lifely crft,
i‘ll Lo bound, with hier black cyes. Carries
a weather-helm, aud steers as wild as you
pleaso in & seasway. Il tell yon whatitis
— Hore, waiter! lnng me the Globe.
Why the — are tho ovening papers so late 2"

In thio rush for thoso weleomo journals, so
Tong expeeted, so esgerly seized, all other
topies wero instancously submnerged. Long

1lis voice, his bearing, |

box at tho Opera, 8o far unobserved that the
couplo who hud sccompanied them scemed
wholly ongronwd with™ esch other. Batan-
¢lla longod to make her confession-—easc her
congeience of its burdon, porhaps, though
such o thought was cruel and unjust—shake
the yoke from off his nock. Bhe lad even
wot a8 fur as, ** I've nevor half thanked you,
General—" wlen there camo & tap at the
box door. Euter an irreproachable dandy,
then a confusion of tongues, a laugh, a solo,
injunctions to silence, and the opportuhity
wus gono. Could she over find courage to
seok for it again ?

Novertheless, day by day she dwelt more
on her admiver's forbearance, his oare, his
tenderness, his chivalrous devotion. Though
ho never pressed the point, it seemed’'an un-
derstdod thing that they were cn%agod. Sho
lind forbidden him to vigit her before lun.
cheon, but ho spent bis afternoon in her
drowing-room ; and, on rare occasions, was
admitted in the ovening, when ‘an olderly
lady, supposed to be Blanche's cousin, camo
to nct chaperone. Tuo walks in Kensington
Gardens hud beon wiscontinued.  Her lheart
could not but smit ber somotimes, to think
that slie never gave nm but one, when sho
wanted himn to do her a favor.

Tad he been more oxacting, she would
have felt less self-roproach, but his paticnce
and good humor cut her to the quick.

¢« You brute 1" she would eay, pushing her
hair back, and frowing at her own handsomo
face in-the glass. * You'worso than brute’!

| Unfeeling, unfeminine, 1 wish. you wore

dend T—1 wish you were dead !
She had lost her rich color now, and the

1 liollow éyes wete beginning to look' very

large and sad, under their black arclung
brows.

Porbaps it was. the General's -greatest de-
hght to hear her sing. This indulgence sho
accorded lum only of an eveming, when tho
cousn mnvarinbly went to sleep, and her ad-
miter sat in an arm-chair with the daily-
paper before his face.  Sho insisted on this
scroen, and this attitade, never permitting
Inm to stand by ths sinnoforto, nor turn
over the leaves, nor undergo any exertion of
mnd or budy that should break tas charm.
Who knows what golden visions gladdened
tho war-wurn svldier's lieart while he Jeaned
back and hsteued, spellbound by the tones
Lo loved 2 Dreams of domestic happiness
and peaceful joys, and & calm untroubled
futuro, when doubts and fears should be
over, and lUc conld make this glorious crea-
ture wholly and exclusively his own.

D:d ho over wonder why in ccrtain songs
tho dear vorce thrilled with a sweetness al-
most akin to pain aro 1t was drowned. in
loud and bnlliant accompaniment, that 1oil-
cd tho possibilty of remonstrance, while
tho ditty was tbrown aside to be replaced
by another, less fraught, perhaps, with pain-
ful memories and associations 2 If so, hio
hazarded no remark nor conjecture, satisfied,
as it scuned, to wait her pleasure, and in all
things bow his wil to hers, sacrificing his
desires, his pride, his very sclf-respect to the
womau he adored.

For a imo notlnng occurred to disturb the
General's cnforced tranguility, snd he pur-
sucd the course he seemed to have marked
out for humself with a calm perseverance
that deserved success. In &ubhc. peoplo
glanced and whispered when thoy saw Miss
Douglas on hiz arm; in private, he called
daily at her houss, talked much small-talk
and drank a great deal of weak tea ; while
m solitude lio asked lumsclf how long this
probation was to last, resolving novertheless
to curb lus impatience, control his temper,
and if tho prize was only to be won by wait-
ing, wait for it to the end !

icaving lus club, then, unconscious of the
Admiral's pity and the sarcasms of *Old
Straps,” St. Josephs walked jauntily throu h
Mayfair, till he carvio to the well-known
street, which scemed to lnm to now even as
a glado an Paradise. The crossing-sweeper
blessed with considerable emphasis, brashing
encrgetically o his path ; for when going
the General was invariably good for six-
pence, aud on prupitious days would add
thercto a shilling #8 ho returned. =~

On tho present oceasion, though his hand
was in Ins pocket, it remained there with the
con in its finger and thumb ; for the way-
farcr stopped petnfied in the middle of the
strect; the sweeper held his tattered hat at
arm’s-length, motionless as & statue ; and a
bare-beaded butclier's boy, standing crect in
» Light cart, pulled-his horse on itshaunches,
and called out—

*t Now then, stoopid ! d'ye want all the
road to yersell 2” grazing the old officer's
coat tails a8 ho drove by with a brutal
laugh.

But nather irreverence nor ou served
to divert the General's attention from the
sight that ro disturbed his equanimity.
¢ Thore's that d—d bLlack maro again!”
he muttered, wlile ho clenchied his tocth, and
his cheek turned pale. “ Tl put a stop to
this one way or the other. Steady, steady !

before b G uld raach the end of tho street,

No; wy game1s to bo won by plack and

CHAPTER XXI.

—

A BNAKE IN TRE ORASS.

His studies wero soon interrupted by the
rustle of a dress on the staircase. With
diffioulty hio forcbore rushing ont to mect its
wearer, but managed to preservo the com-
posure of au ordinary morning visitor, when
the door opened, and-—cater Mrs. Lushing-
ton ! She must have read his disappoint-
ment in his fuco ; for she looked half-amused
half-provoked, and there was no less malice
thanuirth in ber eyes whilo sho observed—

¢ Blanche will be down directly, General,
and don't be afraid I shall interrupt your
tele-a-tete, for I am going awuy a8 soon as
I've wriiten u note.  You can rchearso all
the charming things you have got to say in
the ecauntime."”

Ho hdd recovered bis savoir-fuire.

“ Reliearso them to you?™" he asked,
Jaughing, ¢ Tt would be pretty practioe, no
doubt. Sbiall I begin 2"

*¢ Not now,” she answered, in the samo
tone. *“'Thero is hardly timo; theugh
Blanche wonldn't bd very cross about it, 1
dare say. Sho is liberal enougli, and knows
she can trust me."

¢ I am suro you are a trne friend,” ho re-
turned gravely. ‘¢ Miss Douglas—DBlauche
—bhas not too many. Ihope you will always
remain ono of her stauuchest and best.”

8he smiled sadly.

*Po you really mean it?" said sho,"
taking his hand. ** You can't 1magine how
happy it makes 1o to hear you say so. I
thought you considered ms & vain, igudrant,
trivolous litlle woman, like tho rest.

Pérhaps he did, but thia was not the mo-
ment ta.confess it. .- <~

# \Vhat a strange world it would be,” ko
answered, * if we Knew the.royl opinions of
our friend&. In this ‘caso, Mrs. Lushington,
you see how-wrong you were about mine.”

“ T believe you, General.!” she exclaimed.

e

. °
thend,'was p'?rhlps the moroe disposed to
thrdw, Gifficulties 1 his path. He should
bave remembefed tlat in Tovo as in war, a
rapid flank moveméent and complete chango
of tactios will often prevail, when wvigilance,
enduraned, and honest courage lhave heon
tried in vain.

Satanolls could not but appreciate a deli.
cacy that forbade further inquiry about
tho black more. No sooner had sho given
vent to her feelings, in tho little explosin re-
corded above, than she Dbitterly regretted
their expressivn, comnparing hor wayward
petulant disposition with tho temper and
constancy displayed by her adwirer. Sor-
rowfzl, softened, filléd with solf-reproach,
sho gave him one bf her winning smiles, and
bade him forgive her display of ill-humor, or
bear with it, a8 ono of many evil qualities,
the result of nér morbid temperament and
isolated lot.

* Thon I slept badly, and went out tired.
‘The Rido was crowded, the sun broiling, the
mare disagrecnble.  Altogether, I came
back as cross a8 two sticks. General, are
you never cut of humor 2 And how do you
got rid of your ill-tuznpers 2 You cerfaiuly.
don't visit themn o me !"

¢ How could 12" he nsked in return.
¢ How can I over bo anything but your sér-
vant, your slave ? Ol ! Blaunche, you must
holieve me now, How much longer is my
probation to last ? Is tho tuno 10 be always
put off from day tv day, and must I—"

“ Clara! Clara!” exclaimed Miss Douglas
to hér friend in the back drawing-room;
. slmll]:,'ou nevoﬁ bave done with tgose til::’-
romo letters 2 Hayo you any. idea_whal.
o'clock it is 2" And the {am'nge wa?%rdered
at hive 1”

The General smothered & curse. It was
invariably'so. -No* sovner ‘did 16 ‘think™%o’
Lad gamned a secaro footing, wrested & -posi-
tion of advantago, than she cut the ground
from under him, pushc¢d him down the hill,
and his labour was lost, lis task all $o bcgin
again! It scemed as if she could not benr

X fecl that you aro truth itself. I am sure’
younever deccived 8 woman in your life, ‘
and 1 cannot understand how any woman i
céuld find it in her heart to deceive you.
Ono ought never to forgive such au offence, |
and T can believo that you naver would.” X

He thought hercarnestness unaccotntable,
and wholly uncalled for ; but his senses were I
on the alert to catoh the first symptoms of
Blanclhie’s approach, and he answered rather !
absently—

“ Quito right! Of courso not. Double- |
desling is tho thing I hate. You sy
cheat me once ; that is your fault. It is my
own if you ever take mo in again.” ’

“ No wonder Blancho values your good
opinion,” said Mrs. Lushington meaningly. |
¢ She has not spent her life amongst peop{o ‘
whoso standard is so high. Hush { bere she
comes,. Ah ! General, you won't care about,
talking to me now."”

She gave him one reproachful glavce in
which there was & little mérriment, a little
pique, and a great deal of tender interest, ere
she departed to write her ziote in the back
drawing-room. '

1t was impossible not to contrast her kind
and deferential mauoner with the cold, col- .
lecled bearing of Miss Douglas, who entered
the room, like a quesn about to hold her

court, rather than a loving miaiden, hurrying
to mect her Jord. )

Sho had always been remurkable for quiet |
di,%nity in motion or repose. ‘ )

t was ono of the many charms on whuch
the General lavished his admiration, but he
could luve'disgcnsed_ with this royal com-

sure now. It seemcd a little-out of place

thicir relative positions. Also he would
have liked to sro the color deepen in her
proud impassive tace, though &is honest
heart ached while ho uﬂecl«%how the bright
tints had faded of Iate, how the glory of her
beauty had departed, leaving her always pale.
‘and. saddened now. )

He wonld lisve asked a leading question,
hazarded'a géntle reproach, va in some way
made silasion to the amrival of Lis deéz noir,
but her altered looks disarmed him ;. and it
was Satanells hersélf who broached the sub-
ject, by g eglgoqux:mjn‘g Ler visitorshe had
Jjust returned from riding the black mare in
the Park. "#'Do you mind 2" she added,
rising in somo contusion to pulla blinddéwa,
whilo she spoke. ' )

Here would have been an opportunity for'
a confezsion of jealousy, an appeal io” heér
feclings, pleadicg, promises, protestations,—
to uso the General’s own.metephor,—** an
sttack along the whole line ;" tut how was
he thus to’offer decisive battle, with his flank
exposed and threatened, with Mra. Lusluag-
ton's cars wide oP_en and aticutive, while her
pen weunt scribble, scribble, almost in the
$amo room 2 ’

* I mind ew ing you do,” said Le gal-
lantly, ““and object to nothing! If I did
want to get up a grievance, I should quarrel
with you for not ordering mo to paradein at-
tendance on you in the Purk. My time, as

| finite trouble from & 1ad whom L3 ‘had sent

to faco her real position, glancing off at a
taugent, withont the slightest compunction,
from the one iniportant topic he was con
stantly watching an opportunity to broach.

 Just doue | and a good day’s work too 1"
xeplied Mrs. Lushington’s silver tones .fiom
the writing-table, and it-must have been a
quicker ear than either Satanella’s or the
General's to detect in that playfal sen-
tence the spirit of mischevious triumph it
conveyed. , ’

AMrs. Lushington was delighted. She felt
suro ghe had fathomed a aecrot, discovered
the clue to an intrigue, and by such means
as scemed perfectly fair and justifiable to her
warped. sense .of right and wtong.

Finding hersalf the third person-in‘a small
party that should have been limited to two,
she made urgent correspondence her excuse
for withdrawing o such a distance as might
admit of overheming' their conversation,
while tlié Jovers, if lovers indeed ‘they were,
should think themselves uncbserved.

8o she opencd Satanella’s -blotting-book,
and spread.a gheet of note-paper on its
folds,

Mrs. Lushington had a quick eye, no less
than o ready wit, Blanche’s -blotting-paper
was of the bect quality, soft, thin, .and absor-
bent.. Whera the. writing-book opened, so
shrewd.an.observer did not fail to‘detect the'
-wordg **. Bosoommen, Ircland,” -tragéd clear.
and distinct as a lithograph, thoughreversed.
Looking through the page, against tho light,
she read Daisy'c addressin his Liding-place
with his humb)e friend Denris plainly enough,
and the one word ** Registered" underlined
at the.corner.

' Enfin je to pinco !" she muttered below
her breath., It was evident Satanella wasin
Daisy’s confidence, that she knew his addraés
—which had baen extorted indeed with in-

to £ogland in charge of the precions mare—
and had written to him within.the last day
or'two. 1{ was a great discovery.! Her hand
sliook from sheer excitement, while she con-
sidered how best. it conld be turned to mo-
couut, how it might serve to wean . the Gen-
eral of his infatustion, to detach -him from
her fricnd, perhaps at last to secure him for
herself. Bat she must proceed cautiously :
make every step- good, as_she went on';
}xmv_e each link of the chsin, while sho
forged it ; and when Blanche was ‘fairly in
the {oils, show her the usual mercyextonded
by cne womax to anofler..

Of cour;e, she wrote her notes on a fresh
page of the blotling-book. Of course, she
rose from her employment frank, smiling,
unsaspicions, Of course, sha was more then

usuMly affectionate to Blanche and that]

young lady, well-skilled in the- wiles of her
own sex, wondering what had happened, |
watched her friend's conducd ‘with some
anxiety and yet more contempt.

* Good-bye, -Blanche.”

. Good-bye, Clara.”

 Come again soon, dear !"”

‘*You may depend upon me, love 1"

-

smiles and wiles, and meretricious ways ?
She had never valued her lover highor than
at the moment Mrs. Lushington left the
room ; but he destroyed his advantago, kick-
cd down all his good fortune,..by looking
Aiss Donglas’s faco with un expressson of
slavigh devotion, while he exclaimed—

** How dufferent that woman is-from: you,
Blanche. Surely, my quetn, thero is' no-
body hke you in the world !

r—r—$ ()

CHAPTER XXII.

AN EXPERT,

Returning from morning stables to his
barrack-room, Soldicr Bill found on his table
a document that puzzled him exceedingly.
He read it a dozen times, turned it upsido
down, smoothed it out with his riding-whip,
all in vain. He could make nothing, of it ;
then he summoned Barney.

. When did this thing come, and who
brought it 2” ** Five minutesback,” answer-
ed the batman. * Jieft by o young man on
fatigue duyty.”

. 8o Barney, with cxaclitude, described
& government official, in the costumo of its

tele lelio department.
“ﬁ)i the man leave no message %' con-
tinued Bill. .

¢ 8aid as there was nothing to pay,” .an-
swered Barney, standing at ‘*attention’ and
obviously considering this part of his com-
munication satisfactory in-tlie oxireme.

*¢ Said there was notlung to pay 1" mused
-his-master,. ** and-1I-would-have given:him a
guinea to explain anytwo wordsofit.”_ Then
lie took his coat off, and sat doggodly down
toread the mysterious sentences again,pnd
again.

Tho soldier, as ho expressed it, was * up a
trec 1" "That the message be of:importance,
he argued, from its mode of transmission.
The sender’s name was legible enough, and
his own sddress perfectly correct. Ho felt
sure. Daisy would not havo telegraphed from
the wilds of Roscommon but on a matter of
urgency ; and it did seem provoking that the
only sense to be got out of the whols compc-
sition, was in tlic sentenice with whichit cop- -
cluded—* Do.not lose & moment.” In his
perplexity, lie oould think of no one so likely
to Lelp hun ‘as Mrs. Lushington.

¢/She has more ¢ nous’ in that pretty little
hiead of hers,” thonght Bill, as he planged
ioto & suit of plain clothes,  than the Horse
Guards and the War Office }am together.
She’ll knoex the.marrow. out of this, if any-
body can ! 1've heard her guess riddles right
off, the first time sho héard them ; and there
isn's lier equal in London for acting charades
and games of that kind, where you must be
down to it, before they.can say ¢ knife.' By
Jove, I'shouldn't - wonler if this was & donble
acrostic after all 2 Only Daisy ‘wouldn’t be
such a flat as to telegraph it all the way from
Ireland to me. I hope she'll sce me ? It's
awfully early. I .wonder}'f she'll blow me up

for coming 8o soon.”

" Tuess. reflections, aud Catamonot's
thorotigh-bred canter, soon brought him to
Mrs. Lushington’s door. Sho was at bome,
and sufficzently well prepared for exercises of
ingenurty, having been engaged, after break-
fast—though it is but fair to say, such gkir-
mishes.were of unusuzl occwrrence—in &
passage-of-arms with Frank. _

The Iatter was.a good-natured man, with
a badtemper. His wife's temper -was ex-
collent ; but her enemies, and indeed her
{riends, said she was 1l-natured. Thongzh
scarcely to be called -an attached cduple,
these two seldom found it worth while fo
quarrel, and 8o long asthe selfishness ofcach
did not olash with the other, they jogged cn
quietly.enough. It was only when domestio
affairs thirew them together more than co:n-
mon, that the contact elicited certain sparks,
such as crackled on. occasion into what
observers below stairs .called a. ** flare-
ap.’ - . ,
“To-day they happened to Lreakfast fo-
gethier, ~ After a few *“back-handers,” and
some rapid exchanges, in whigh {he husbund
cang by. the worst, their conversation tarned
on money-matters—alwaysja sore subject, 38
each considered -that the -other spent more
than a duo sbare of therr joint inoome, Com-
ph‘i;ets II:ad :ﬁ recrimiaagiqr;x;;_nnitiilf at;ljﬁ
RO e sharpness of his'wife's g
Mr. Lmiing'tonf exclaimed-: ¢ Narrow-
minded, indeed I' Paltry counomy! Ican
teil you, if I didn't keop. & precious tight
hand, and'deny myself—well—lots ofthings.
TsayifI didn't deny myself lots of things,
T should bs in the Bencli—that's all.”
“ Then you are a very bad.financier,” she
retorted, ¢ worse than the Chancellor of tho
Exchequer even. But I don't believe it. I
believe you're saving money every day.”

He rose from his chair in a transport of
irritation, tho skirls of bis dressing-gown
floating round him, like the rags of & whir-
ling dervish. .
* Saving money !" ho repeated, in a sord

you kuow, is always yours, and Iam never

And t_hey. cissed each cther with awarmth

of suppre: scream.  * I can only tell you




