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who was carrying on an animated conversation
with n Russian prince with » star upon his
breust, seetnod by reasou of her hu:«bum{'s rank
to be far above hor, and more iu her fitting
sphere than she was,

Gordon, who bad been threatening to leave
wvery day for the past week, alse seemed guite
in biy natural element, aud exchnuged remarks
freely with staired plenipotentiaries and decor-
ated heroes.

 Lady Heo—, 1 think 1 should like to go
howe 1" Stanunie whispered, i

¢ Why teenre you U1 demapded her lady-
ship, in affright. *“ How very unfortunate! If
you had a ghws of wine don’t vou think yon
could stay a little longer? The Graud Duke
and Duchess are coming by.aud-by ! Do try
und stay until they arpive

“1am not il bat | fee] <0 hnxigoiticant woud
out of place "

. \\‘El.ﬂ« ean you teat * said her ladyship,
lnughing.  ** Such humility is as refreshing as
it is uncounuon in these davs ! Why, vou are
not at Court here uuy more than when you are
at a recaption in my house.  You don't feel so
abjeet there ¥

“ No; but there were more Enoglish, and 1
kuew vou alittle, Can’t 1o home 7

¢ Quite bupossible, undess you become really
il When the dancing cammences you will
he all right. | had no dden thet voa were so
shiy.  Rest assurel thia no one vonsiders you
the leaat person here to-night !

“What splendid deesses and diwmands some
of the badies have on " wiid Stannie, plucking
upe cournge ti glande avonnd Ler zgain,

C Vs osate pretty good diassnds 2 said her
companion, glieing ut ber own costly sap.
plitrea as she spoke. *CBat the waomen are very
ugly—-all foreign wowen are,  Our English
Countess aver there, the vivasions Lotty, puts
thew all 1 the shade. Al Mro Hunter: |
thotight you would de here to.night. Is this

Positively vour Lol appearane e O
CPumittveive L oan teddiy poing tosnorrow
wirhit. Why duesi’s the daseig o

1 bezing ¢
¢ for the party

3l

L osuppose they are waating
from the palace,
U Here they are, then ! <add Gorlon ;) and

eyer

e rase ta thetr foet s the roval visitors

enl .

UThey losk gust brke any other obd Ledy and
entiean noa toony” sand Staunie, oo s
appointed veies,

HCOWihatever il vou eg
asked Loty H- hnd ;
would comme in varanatinm o With cruwns
upon  their beads? The Grnd Dachess has
worn that erimeson velvet and obl polat a dozen
tines, oy kuowbetpe She isoa cherming
wormsn. b daresay she wiil ok to be introduced
when shie mds ant that vou are heres Madatue
HBerg and shie have been geeat cronies for vears,
Do voy feel better pow *7

CAre vour i aaked Gardon, fusking at her
anxiously. )

YoRerionsly t —ent ease,” amswered Lady
Howwnl **8She was awverpawered by the array
of aristcracy around  fHer. After wll, Gt s
neothing to what ane wees in foaelou. 1 have
Leen ot n huedred better danees there. Wart.
stadt is only o Little tox Coun”

“pBat 1 hiavse never hoen o London, that
makes all the difference, and 1 othink Wirtstadt
& woat impasing place.’

H
{

otz 1o b like ¢
s imntitie ey

S The dancing is going 1o emmenes 4t fast,
Fhe musicians me the gallery wre naking pre-
partions.  What & pity that dovely dyess
of yonrs has such an unbimited i, wmyv
dear 1 ’

“Yoh, the teain wiib be eastly managed,
e

*If what 57

I anyvbady should ke to dane.”

“You wre pot likely 1o beoaowalltlower,
think."

The ambussadress was right: the beautiful
Qe dopsoe was eertaindy the felle ot that
assemblage, and was pot able tovseape o singie
duner,

ST am ose tived,” she sahd, two honrs later,
1o Gordon, happening to ind herselt near him
for an tnstaut,

Sludeed 7 answered that

gentieman, rather
savagelv,  He was not even pretenting to cuioy
himself.  Oue shors waltz with Stannie and
another with his sister had been the exteut of
Lix danecing, awd he hald passed the vest of the
evening wandering lstlewsly from one roow to
another, and surveying the brilliant seenv with
Jaundiced eves, He actually  frowned when
Stanuie, Nushed and ruimated, swept past him
onee in the muzes of the danee.

If he had daved ke wonld have dragged her
from the encireling grasp of the young tiraf,
who was at that moment realizing one of his
day-dreans,

* Pver sinee Miss Ross lad taken the town by
storm he hiad Lreen vainly  endeavonring to ob-
tin an introduction.  He had  uot hitherto
found it diffieult to make the wequaintanee of
operatie stars ; but this Scoteh girl was some-
thing different from all the rest ; he did not dave
even to send her a bonquet, .\ friend of his
had ventured to send hiz servaut with ote, and
the man hnd been politely informed that Miss
Ross nceepted tlowers out of the theatre only
from her own friends. There was no alternative
but to take the rejected blossoms back to his
master, who prowptly threw them out of the
window. The Cral had resigned himsel{ to his
disappointment, and worshipped  her afar off,
when lo ! he mot her on his own gronnd,

Perhaps he did not, to himself, quite admit
that u singer waa his squal,  But for the time

heing she was.

It seemed unlikely, when the
lon

ged-for introduction was obtained, that he
would gain much advantage by it ; but, taking
compassion on his earnestness, Stounie ran her
pencil through a name which was down twice
upon her vard, and sent him away rejoicing.

llf-\r cup of pleasure was full to the brim, and
running over,  She no longer wish wished to
ghide quietly from the ball-room and run home.
She knew she was the queen of the night, and
would not huve been human if her heart had not
thrilled with gratified pride, The Grand Duke
and Duchess did not remain long, but, before
!oavu.xg, they requested an introduction, and,
I a few well.chiosen words, they both expressed
the intense pleasure which her singing had
afforded them, and wished her every success in
her career. ’

4 Shall you be busy to-morrow forenoon 3”
asked Gordon, when he bade her good night at
the carringe door,

* Up till two o'clock.  After that [ shall be
free until the evening.”

1 will eall at half-past two, then, 1 wish
particularly to speck to you before 1 leave.”

1 will be at home then, and will have the
habies' rattles packed in a little box for you to
tuke over.  Has not this bien a glorious even-
ing ¢

“Ah pretry well. Glad you have liked it."”

“Liked it? T should think | had! It has
Leen perfectly delicious

** Good night.  Good night, Lady H
good-bye as well” '

,and

CHAPTER XXV
Il CANNOT BE.

I« your answer tinal, Stannie)”

Y

* Wili you not reconatder it ¢

* No. I | were to consider it for 2 vear, it
weuld be thesame. 1 shall never marry.”’

*Nevert That's a great deal to suy. You
will change one day.”

1 shall not change, T have chossn my life,
and mean 1o adbers to it. My work is plunned
out for yeurs to come. It is my other, higher
state of existence | am sorry, very sorry, if
you are disappointed, Gordon: hut can't you
see that it weuld never dot T huve no love to
bestow on any wan ot isall given to my art.”

*And you think that vou are happy 17

1 know that | awl™’

4 shadl conme again iy w year : mavbe vou
will listen to e then™

" Come when vou wiil, but it must be upon
the old faotiug, Fegard meas a sister, and |
will dove youwas Twonld a baather, 111 had one,
but nothing slse—1t cannot be,”

A sister 7 osuid Gordon, contemptuously ;
o, dndeed D shall onet accept @ sister's
alfeetion from you, It mnst be comething
mete, or nothing.”

“Phen it wust be nothing,” sald Rtannie,
suitly.

‘1 theught you huel a hewrt

“1 hope T have,” she answered : “bur ]
cannot foree it into Joving anvone,”

“You will change your mwind yet ; | know
vou will,  Dden't mean tu regard to myself :
vou seem decisive enough upon that point, |
was ¢ fool to bmagine that yoeu could eare for
we. Hoveu Koew how sincerely 1 have loved
you sinve the tirst day I saw vou first, 1 thiok
vou would have i little compassion for wme.”

*Ro 1 have : but not the sort of comypassion
that yeu would aceept. 1 am sorry that you
huve spoiled the old pleasaut Life. 1 have al-
wavs enjoyed vour visits here, aud looked for-
want to them so much,  Now, because [ will
not huwmour a fancy which would burden you
with an unsuitable wite, vou are going awav
with the threat that you will never return.”

1 wishied to take yon away from this unreal
life, which has east such a glamour over you. |
canuot bear to sew yvou with all that rabble
night after night. Those preople with whom
vou are thrown into Jaily contaet are not fit to
breathe thesame air with you”

* What 17 asked Stannte, looking at him as
if slie had vot heard aright.

“Omer more | implore vou to have doue with
them.  Give up this ofrightful profession of
yours, and be my wife.  Is my home not bean-
tiful enongh to please you

“ It is not a question of homes, but of hearts.
You judge my friends wrongly. 1 shall not
give them up.  You will get over this folly
soon.  Come and tell me when von have done
so; until then, goad-bye.”

He would not take the hand which she held
out te hint: he could not have done it had it
Lenn 1o save s lite.

She looked at him for an instaut as he st
with dreoping head, seemingly seving nothing
but the brown and goldon stripes of the tiger's
skin beneath his feet, and then she went softly
from the room.

Gordon rose to his feet when she left him,
and lovked around the reowm --her room-—for
the Inst time,

Evervthing seemed to reflect her image. Her
feet had pressed the sofl skins upon the tloor,
her fingers had swept the ivory keys ol the
piano uot an hour ago, she had toyed with
i which was Iving on the couch beside

the {
him.

In that last glance the place was tixed on
his memory for time to come. 1t was there she
had driven all blisstul illusions from his life,
and let him know that he must forego its hetter
part.

Sowe woen wight have smiled, and said to

themselves, ““Let her go—I do not care ;' but
he could not do that, for alas! he did care, and
Jet hitmself out a4 he had done weil-nigh & hun-
dred times before, anl walked quickly to the
Austrian F .bassy, to bid his sister good-bye,

The Countess was busy packing. Their holi-
day was over, anl she and her hushand were to
leave on the following day.

She came into the room with » gay speech
upon her lips, which died away when she saw
her brother's troubled countenance.

My goodness, Gordon! have you seen a
ghost ?°

L3 \'e.‘i."

““How intercsting ! Where have vou been 17

I have just come from Stansmore Ross.”

““Ah, | sece

And the brother and sister looked at each
other.

“[understand,” said Lotty, softly.

*1 did not futend that you or anvoue else
shoubl know, but it is as well—it will explain
what might have seemed strange to vou later.”

“1 am very sorry.” '

* I shall never veturn to Wirtstadt, and wish
that | had never seen the place.”

*She will not be here always.”

“ 1 suppose not. Well, 1 must keep ont of
her way.”’ ‘

¢ OF course, she woulld say ¢ Np 27

“ Why, of course, Lotty.”

‘ Because she is in the full swing of her first
{)opularity. You have ruined your own cause
1y speaking too soon. It might have been
very ditferent il you had waited, say, three
vears.” i

1 could not, and it would have made no
ditference,  Shesayx that she shall never marry
anyone.”

‘“Oh, rubbish '™ said the Countess. *¢]
don’t believe a word of it. She won't for a
while, that's certain.  Keep up vour heart,
brother.  Wait, and theu ask her again.””

#Noj I know better than to do that, She
does not love me, and never will 1™

* Then don’t think another instant about
her. She is bLeautiful, and clever, aund niee:
but if she doesn’t sud won't lnve you, don't fret
about it. These things are beyvond our control,
Gordon. FEttace her {romn your mind ; don’t be
like a ehild erving for the moon.”

*Your advice is not very comforting, Lotoy."”

©Lawas vexed as can be. 1 <aw whete your
eves were all the tine Jast night, [ would have
warned you had 1 dared to do so!”

“Any wmessages for home, dear 7 asked
Gordon, abruptly chauging the vonversation.

**None. My love to them all.”

“Is Eily Blennerhasset still with swamma 77

““Gordon, don't” said his sister, entreat-
ingly.

“Don't what, Lottehen 77

“ You know whut I mean.”

** 15 she

*Yes; don’t be rash ; don™t l+t your heart
rebound like un india-rublber ball { be true 10
vourself.  Would you ofter Eily an empty, dix
appointed heart ¢ Oh, Gordon 1"

** I daresay she likes me a little ¥°

* Undoubtedly she does,”

* Well, 1 like her. 1 ocan never marry the
wonuan [ love ; why not Eiy 1

* Would you be happy wlterwards ¥

* 1 am sure I stiould not.”

*Gordon, dear,”” said the voung Cvuntess.
*Chave patience.  ** Eily is a dear, good ypirl:
deal fairly by her. A vear hence the wound in
your heart will be healed over. Then ask her
to be your wife, if you will. It would be an
unmanly thing te ofler any wowman a counter-
foit atlection t”

He made no replyv. bat her words did their
work.

He crossed the Chanuel, and went direet o
his great emapty home st Cumrie, and many a
day came and weat betore he whispered wonls
of lnve to a woman again,

CHAPTER XXNVIL
MRS, MAUTAVISH WRITES A LETTER.

“1am <o tired | eau searcely speak.

“You need a rest, Miss Ross, You have heen
warking too hard.”

* [dow’t think so. Al the same, T am glad
that I have uot to sing thisx evening,” answered
Stanuie, Iying wearily back in her chaiy. “ The
truth is, Madawe Muller, | an auxious becanse
1 have not heard from home for nearly six
weeks now. 1 fear something serions mnst have
happened to Uncle Alan.”

*That's a long time, certainly. Perhaps he
has been vary bosy.”

“ He conldn’t be too busy to write to me, if
he wore well.”

** Would not Mr. Hunter have let you know
had such Been the case

“No,” samid Stannie, blushing hotly as she
revalled their last interview., *“Mr. Hunter
Lias never been iu the habit of writing to we-
Besides, he wonld not be likely to kuow.
Cumrie is a long way from 8t. Hreeda”

Madsme Muller teft her, sud Stannie closed
fier eyes to think.

Gradually her mind drifted step by step from
one thing to another, until she landed all at
once, as the fairy tales say, in the church ot 3t
Breeda.

She had fullen asleep, and in her drean stoad
in the Lroad aisle of the venerable building.
Mr. Graem was in the pulpit in his Geneva
gown and bands; the Principal nodded in his
accustomed phee.  Buat his rood were all seat-
terd 3 he was the sole ovenpant of the once well

filled pew. Could his kind-hearted spouse be
amongst the silent worshippers ontside? The
Macphersons were all there, and the miller,
with his apple-cheeked, tow-headed offspring,
and twenty othera at least whom she recoguized;
but Professor Neil’s place was empty, and it
seemed to her that now and then Mr. Graem
glanced gadly at the vacant seat.

“] can't remain here,”” she thought. *i
must go and find Unele Alan.” .

S0 she left the church, and went her way
arross the gravelled walks.

College Bounds was as deserted as if it had
been the month of July or August. Nota human
being was visible up and down the whole street;
the students in their red gowns had vanished as
effectually as if an invading army had annihil-
ated the Jast oue of them. A stray cat ran along
the top of a garden wall, then suddenly dropperd
into rctirement on the other side ; a dignified tur-
key cock, which had extended ita peregrinations
from a neighbouring farm-yard, pranced majes-
tically along the narrow pavement, and regarded
the scene ot still life with well bred contempt.
The blinds were all drawn in the Professor's
house, and the place wore a negleeted air. She
put her hand upon the door-handle, and it
vielded to her wouch, and entered.

Her light footfall sounded strangely through
the rooms as she hurriediy passed from one to
the other. The ashes were still in the grates,
and various things were lying ubout as if they
had been nsed quite recently. Thz Professor’s
hooks lay upon the table, the chairs, and the
floor, as of old ; but the dust lay thick upon
their leaves and covers. His reading lamp,
with the green shade, stood upon the table
bat it was untrimmmed, and destitute of oil.
His slippers, sudly down at the heels, lay care-
lessly kicked aside upon the hearthrug, and &
pair of spectacles, which had dropped possibly
from his pocket, were lying near them. She
gazed around her, wondering and frighteuned,
and then called aloud, *“Unele Alan, where
are you "

But only » mocking echo answered her.

“Claget—Janet Scott, it is 1, Stanuie, come
home again ! Where are you all 7

Bat the old housekecper, ever ready to rua st
her favourite’s beck and call, came not.

“Unele " she called sgain.  *“ Where can
vou het Itis growing dark, and I aw afraid,
all alone in the house !”

Then she sat dowu and wept.

“ Huosh, dear hush! Wake up.  Youn have
beewn nsleep and dreaming ;@ bad dream, sarely,
to cause those tears,’”” sud Madame Muller,
taking both her hands tenderly within herown,
“You cannol bave been asleep long ; it s only
ten minutes sinee I weut to fetch your tea.
Here it is. Drink a littde: it will do you
good.”

“Are vou sure that it was only a dream '
aske Stannte, sobbing violently. [ am so
glad '

*CWhat was it, dear 77

Stannie related it and Maduue then said,
“ e is all extremedy stmple. What las bee
weighing upon our minds during the day come
back to us in distorted visions wheu we ar
asleep. Yon have heen vexing yourseit fo
weeks abour « letter, and bmagining all manue
of improbable things. Naturally, the sam
thoughts hauat youn in your dreams.”’

* How wretched the place looked ! T saw i
as distinetly as [ see the room here.  If 1 don’
lesar toonighy, [ shall tedegraph to Mr, Graem.
I wisht 1 had done so before.”

¢ Here is vour letter,” exclaimed Madawme
Muller, 2s a sharp double knock was heard.

Stannie sprang up to snateh it from the ser-
vaut's hand, -pilling her cup of tea, amd up-
setting a plate of bread and butter upon the
floor in her eagerness.

‘o, dear, dear ! she eried, tossing it aside.
¢ Such a disappointment ' [t is not trom home
vet,  The post-mark is Edinburgh. 1 am suve
I dor’t kuow any person there.”

““Will vou not read yonr lettar, Miss Ross &7
suggested Madame Muller, a few winutes later,

Stannie seated hersell in the same listless
attitwle, and had evidently forgotten all about it.

“There may be some news in it .

“There may. 1 ean’t inagine why anybody
in Fdinburgh should write to me. What a hald
haud—and a seal to mateh 't A dropsieal M7

she said, breaking it with an air of one who ex-
poeted nothing of an interesting nature to re.
ward her trouble,

Madame Muller lett the room, carryiug the
tea-things with her.  When she returned,
Staunie was still reading the lecter.

She looked up, and quietly asked; ** What
a'clock is it, Madame Muller ™

* Ten minutes past nine exactly.”

“ When does the train start—:the one which
goes through Belgium direct to Ostend 7

At midnight.”

“WHTE you ki iy pack up w few thiugs for
me, just what | ean carry in a dressing-bag and
small  portmantean /1 oam going by that
train.”’

“ Miss Ross bgoing!  Where

“To Elinburgh, [ suppose. | had better put
ou o warmer dress,”” she added, glnetug down
at the folds of her light silk,

 Going t Edinburgh ! Why, may Lask

“You had better read this letter. T koaew
there must be something wrong : 1 Kuew it b
fore 1 full tethay norend deeau,

1 was quite prepared for it, but 1 don’t think

leep, anldr

that I deserve the hard things she siys to a-,
; Bat do read the letter it will explin cvery.
. thing.”

(T be continued,)
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