" was senled,” her days at Scarcwood numbered.

- waited nineteen' years, I might surely have

*! ful Paris—until tbe last wesk of the old year,
- and -enjoy myself lnstead of moping to death
+’fn a dull, respectable: Eoglish house, among

h

: u8 usual during breakfast, but as three ‘quar-
. .pers of an hour's steady talking to people who

- digpos
-* gxpédition to Castleford after all this moru-
- mk Morecambe?" *

" eold, curt decislon, * before you go to Caatle-

into my study. I have a ‘word to say to
.- " '

. Mis teoth on edge.. He looked her full in the
.. Saoe, and plunged -headlong into his subjuct.
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CHAPTER "X -CoNTINUED.
She set her Iipsclose. * =~ -
;  wX counld go, raps, 1 &upposs,’ she an-
swered, in a bard sort of voire. * We can
_endure slmost . anything, and people don't
break their haarts for, any loss in this nine-
teenth century. But—happy—that is quite
anotber thing. I have told you many times,
and I repeat it now, I would rather die than
be poor.” o '

She stopped, and there was dead silence
while thay walked up and down the long
stone terrace, Up in the bright October sky
the sun raived its golden light, and up in the
breezy turrets tho great breaktasi-bell began
to clang ; very fair Scarswood park looked in
.the amber radiance of the crisp early moru-
ing—the green and golden depths of fern, the
grand old oaks, and elms, and beeches, the
climbing ivy of cepturies' growth,_the x:ed
deer racing, and the stately old mansion, with
its eastern windows glittering like sparks of
fire. Katherine's eyes sparkled over it all—
she had learned to love every tree, every
stone in the grand old place, .

#Papa,” she said, nt lnst, & sort of wail in
her tone, “must we go~must we give np all
‘this 7—Was I right after all, and is this the
gecret Mrs. Vavasor holds?”

« Supposing it were—what then, Kathie ?”

« Then,” her eyes flashed, #order her out
of the house within the hour, though we
should follow her the next.” b

# What—and brave ruin and exposure when
we may avert them.”

# ¥You will not avert them. That woman
will not spare yon one pang she can inflict.
And if we must go”—she threw back her
head with right royal grace—« I would rather
we walked out ourselves, than wait to be
tarned ont. So that I have you and Gaston
left, papa, I can endure the rest.”

His mouth set itself rigidly under his beard,
and the soldier-fire came into his eyes.

# Let us go in, papa,” Katherine said, re-
solutely, » and when breakfast is over, give
Mrs, Vpvasor ber conge, 1t is for my sake
you have been afraid of her—not for your
own. Well, I hate poverty, I know, but I
hate Mrs, Vavasor much more. Send her
away, and let her do her worst.”

# She shallgo!”

«Thank vou, papa. It wasnot like you to
Ye afraid of anybody. I will breathe freely
again once she is outside of Scarswood. Shall
she go to-day ?”

t'Po-day—the soouer tbe better; and then,
Kathie—"

4 Then, papn, when you and I and Gastan
go} it will be together. 1f we are to be poor,
Yill work for you—turn actress, or author-
‘ess; or artist, or something free, and jolly, and
Bohemian, and try and remember Scarswood,
Bnd its glories, only ns peopls remember
Reautiful, Jmpossible dreams.”

t My dauntless little girl! But we won't
leave Scarswood |—no, net for all the little
painted women this side of perdition. She
shall go, and wo will stay, and we will let ner
do her worst. While I live at least yon are
safe—after that—"

“ But, papal” with a sort of gasp, * that
other beir—"’

The baronet laughed.

«There is mo other heir, my dear—Scars-
wood is mine, and mine only—Mre. Vavasor
shall go, and we will have our wedding in
peace, and i€ in the futere apy great loss or
werldly misfortune befall you, let us hope
Gaston Dantree's husbandly lova will muke
up for 't. Yes,"” he lifted his head. and
spoke definntly, as though throwing off an in-
tolerable burden, “come whot may, the
woman shall go!"

They found her in the breakfast parlor
when they entered, looking out over the sun-
1it landscape, and waiting impatiently for her
breakfust. Lute hours did not agree with
Mrs. Vavesor—it was & very chalky and hag-
gard face she turned to the baronet and his
daughter inthe grayish morning light. Her
admirers should have scen her at this hovr—
the seamed and yellow skin—the dry, parched
lips—the sunken eyes with the bitter circles
—even the perenniul smile, so radiant and
fresh under the lamps, looked ghastly in the
henest, wholesome sunlight.

« Good-moraing,dear Sir Joho—good-morn-
ing, demest Kuthie. How well the child
looks afrer last night's late hours—as fresh as
.a resebnd, while I—but alas! Iam five-and-
thirty, and she is siweet seventeen. Well, re-
gres for my lost youth and good looks ehall
mever impair my nppetite; 8o ¢ queen roge of
the rosebud garden of girls,’ the sooner you
give me a cup of cofles, thesooner my nerves
will be strung for the battls of lite that we all
poor wratches fight every day.”

. In dead silence Katherine obeyed—in dead
gilence tli¢ baronet took kis place, Her fute

E

I

it

‘8he saw it at & glance.

" uT frightened her last night,” she tkonght,
# and ghe bas been making in a complaintto

“paps, this morning, and papa has plucited

“ap courage from derpair, and I am to get the

‘route to-day. 'What a fool I grow! Having

[

“waited two months more. Well, as I must
“hold in iy hand that promised check for ten
thoweand pounds before T cross the threshold,
what does it signify ? I shall zo to London
-or Parig—my own dear, ever new, ever beanti-

dul], respectable English people.
‘well aa it i -
Mrs. Vavasor was as agreeably conversible

Itis justas

only answer In tersely chill monosyllubles is
‘apt'to be wearisome even to the sprightliest
Ition; her dreary yawn at rising was

" very excusable. :
-« believe I shall postpone my shopping

ing, and go back to bed. Ohdear!” another
‘stifled yawn; ¢ how sleepy 1 am. And we
dine this evening, do we not, dearest Kathie.

r @ Mrs, Vavasor,” Sir John intsrrupted with

ferd or to sleep, be kind enough to fallow me

y“Illle led the way instantly; Mrs. Vavasor.
‘paused a moment and looked over her shoul~
«der at Katherine with that smile the girl
- hated s0. I
. #I.think I understand,” she sald, slawly.
% My timehas come. If Ishall notbeableto
‘maut in an appesrance at the Morecambe din-
mer party this evening, you will make my
spologies, will you not, dearest? And give:
my love to lhat perfectly delicious Mr. Dan-
. And then she went, hummipg a tune, and
entered the study, and stood before the .grim
old Daromet, Ce e
. . Mo shut and locked the door, took a.seat,
~and . pointed imperatively for her. to take
amother, All the timeher eyes followed him
. with . bard, cold glitter, that seemed to wet
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dull intellect indeed, -my dear Sir John, that
 could fail, tq comprehehend your ringing, mil-
itary. orders:y;, I must go,.and at.once.. . Now
that is hard when I bad,made up my mind
not. to.stir until after-Christmas. ~Your house
is elegant, .your cook perfection, your wines
unexceptionable, your purse bottomless, and
your.friends. eminently respectable. I'm pot
used to respectable. people, zor.full purses
and I like Scarswood. Now, suppose I in-
si?t? ,upon spending Christmas . here, after
all? : '

actly as she had done on the night of her ar-
rival,

must go.? ..

know, who say a thing, and stick toit. Well,
you're mnaster here, of course, and if you in-
sist. upon it, what can a poor littie helpless
widow do? Bat, Sir John, I wonder you're
not afraid.”

desperation comes,
sence, your sneers, your covert tareats no
longer.
you before, for Katherine—a woman noted as
the most notorious gambler of Baden and
Hamburg during the pnst ten vears.

dared you go to her room as you did last
night, and talk of her mother? How dared
you doit?” -

pressed fury in his tone and look, all the
stronger for being so long restrained.
widow met it with a second scornful laugh.

learn what I dare do, Sir .{ ohn.
your temper, I beg—it's ot bscomiung to n
soldler, a gentleman, and a baronet.
dared I talk to Katherine of her mother?
Now, really Sir John, that sounds almost
wicked, doesn’t it ?
more sacred subject could I talk to a child
upon
mother 2"

ask a favor of you again, but now I do.
me_”

coming and I won't tell—aever! never!
never!

will know, or she either.
wood to-day, if you like.
drum respectability and stupid stuck-up
country families are apt to pall on depraved
Bohemian palates used ta clover disreputable
nobodies.
1hat ten thousand pound check. Mon Dieul
the lite I mean to lead in Paris on that; de-
lightful, respectable, orthodox—and I'll shake
the dust of Scarswood oft my wandering feet
—forever I”

morg ™

QOaths or words—it's all the same to Mrs.
Yavasor.”

that after I pay you the exorbitant price you
ask for your secrecy, you will not go to Peter
Dangerfield and betray me?”

sang-azure flows in those veing, I swear it!
You must take my word baronet, and cbance

swear—* by all the vows that ever men have
broken *?
me the money, and let me bid you—*oh,
friend of my brighter days!'—one long, last
farewell I"

crossed check for ten thousand pounds.
eyes flashed with intense delight as she
looked at it

pounds, snd I never had ten thousand pence
befure in all my life.
thanks.
shadow never be less!
children (meaning the future little Dauntree’s)
rise up, and call you blessed!
eyes of yours will never bs pained Ly the
spectacle of my faded features more.
Sir John—) ge—nnd I Ieave my benediction
behind.”

was summoned, a8 chambermaid was sum-
moned, and Mrs. Vavasor worked with right
good-will.
had held Mrs. Vavasor’s wardrobe last Sep-
tember—now four lurge trunks and no end of
big boxes, little boxes, and hand-bags were
filled. And with the yellow radiance of tle
noonday sunshine bathing park, trees, turrets,
and stately mansion In its glory, Mrs. Vava-
sor wus whirled away to Caatleford station.

through the great gates, and under the huge
Norman arch.

ter.
when next I come, my brillinnt, happy,
bhaugty Kathzrine, look to yourself.
morning's work is your doing-~I am not like-
ly to forget that.”

upon Mr. Peter Dadgerfivld like a blow.
suddenly and mysteriously as she had at first
appeared, she had vanished, and where were
all her vague promises and bewildering in-
sinuations now?

day was fixed, he had been bidden to the feast.
She had insulted him, scorned him ; he must
pocket his rage, and live without his revenge.
He was not prepared to break the law and
commit a murder, and how else was he to
put off this insolent heiress, And her atil
more insoleat lover?
gone, and all bis bopes of vengeance went
with her. .

tween this and the wedding day.
Dantres, might be ghown up in Lig true col-
org, ns the unprincipled fortune-hunter he
waB
Kutherine might break her neck even, in one
‘| of ber mnd gallops over highways and bye-
ways.

pow---saw the lovers together, bappy and
handsome, made himself agroeable, always in
a cousinly way, and the weeks sped oa.
trousseatl was ordered, all was joy and gaiety
at the great house,
and nothing had happened.

mas lve it chanced to be—hefore his solitary
bachelor fire, brooding over his wrongs.
solitary, bacuelor dioner stond onthe table—
he bad Deen invited fo a briiiiant dinaer
party at Scarswood, but he wus growing tired
of going to Bcarswood, and hoping against
.| hops.
—Ilznthertne grew happler—brighter—maore
joyous every day, and thut upstart, Dantree,
more invincibly good-looking.
pened ; luck was dead against him ; nothing
ever would happen,
‘the. wedding . night—and what a life spread
bufore those two in the future. It drove him
balf mad to look at them at times.
he must ‘go on_grabbing lixe & worm in the

~ w Harriot-Harman—Mrs: Vavasor==what.-
ever name you please, you must leave
house at once!

this
You hear—at once!”  \H
«I hear,” she laughed. «It would be 'a

She folded her arms and looked at him ex-

] will 'su;‘)'posé nothing of ,the . sort—yon

wAh1 I must! I like people, do you

t Bsyond a certain point fear ceases, and
1 can endure your pre-

You are no fit companion, as I told

The
irl hates you, as you know, and you—how

‘clay; for ever dnid "éver. r']{ul:hei;lnse- nuder:s"

therine’s .chiliren would Jjnber RIIWO0
KDl hbge brsat in ofd o mbA1 Hg yas
only a rickety dwarf. Never while life re-
mained would he forget or forgive those cruel
L4 IR ISP E TS 3 3 T S e NARIR S

‘uIf I'live for sixty years to come, I'll only
live in the hope of paying.you off, mylady,”
he muttered, clenching ;his:testh; “it's.a
long lane, indesd, that has no turning ! Curse
that Mre. Vavasor] 'If she knew anything,
why didn't she' tédfme?”. ., " 7 7,

There was a tap atthedoor. . = . ' .
* w'Come in,” ho calledsulkily; «it's time
‘you' came‘to ‘clean’ away. that mess.” He
thought it was the servant, but instead a lady
—dressed in black—and closely veiled, ‘oen-
tered. - . o Do .

‘He .arose in surprise, and stood.looking at
her. Who was this? Sho shut the door,
turoed the key,-advanced toward him, and
held out her hands to the fire, |

« It is cold,” she snid, ¢ and I have walked
all the way from the station.. Have you
dined 7 What o pity! And I am hungry.
Well, give me a glass of wine at least.”

He knew the voice. With a suppressed ex-
clamation he ‘drew nearer. ' .

# It jg,” he said~---+ surely it i=---"

“ Mra. Vavasor!" Ske flung back her veil
and met his glance with the old smile’ the old
malicious expression. « Yes, it is Mrs: Vav-
asor, coms all the way from Paris to see you,
nnd - keep her word A promise should be
held sacred—and I promised yvu your re-

His passion was rtising—there was a8 sup-
The

You have yvet to
Don't lose

« How dared I do it ?”?

How

What more filial-—what

than the subject of her sainted
u Harriet I thought I would never stoop to
Tcll

«That will do, Sir John—I know what is

It would be poer revenge indeed if
What you know now is all you ever
T’ll leave Scars-
After all, hum-

did,

Yes, I'll go, Sir John. Give me

« Forever! You swear never to trouble us

« I will swear anything you like, barounet.

+How can I trust you? Howam I to tell

Mrs. Vavasor faid her hand on her heart.
#On the honor of all the Vavasor's whose

Have I not promised—am I not ready to

What more do yon want? Give

venge, did T not? Yes, Mr. Dangerfield, I
have travelled siraight from Paris to you, to
tell you what is to make your fortune, and
mine—Sir John Dangerfield's secret !” ’

CHAPTER XI.
THE WEDDING XIGHT.

Witn & fierce, low ciy of Intense delight,
Peter Dangerfield grasped her by the wrist,
his thin face close to hers, and flushed with
eager joy.

“You will tell me!” he almost gnsped—
4 you mean it this night—you will tell me to-
night!"” _

¢« To.night. Letgo my wrist, Mr. Danger-
field ; yon hurt me. Be civil enough to hand
ne o chair; now n glass of wine—or brandy,
if you have it. AhL! this is the truo elixir of
lifg 1" ‘ ' a
She sat down before the fire," put up her
little Paris gaiters on the fender, lay back
luxuriously, and took the glass of French
brandy he offercd ber.

#You are sure there are no savesdroppers
in your establishmert, mon ami? I don't
care abput being overhenrd.”

% Therc are pone.”

She drew forth from her purse a slip of
written paper—Peter Dangerfield's promise
to pay her ten thousand pounds when Scars—
wood became his.

#You recogunize this, Mr. Dangerfield, and
aro still willing to abide by it ?”

# Perfectly willing. For Heaven's sake,
don’t keep me in this fever of suspenss and
curiosity—speak out!’

She replaced the slip of paper, finished the
brandy, and produced a rose-scented cigar-
atte.

#I always smoke when [ talk, if possible,
and the story I have to tell is a sorrewhat
lengthy ons. \Von't you load, and light up
also?7—I see your little black pipe there on
t:e chimney piece. No? You're too anx-
ious, I perceive, and nebody can enjuy a pipe
or manilla, aud listen thoroughly at the same
time. Waell, before I begin, I must extort
another promise. No matter what I tell you,
sou are not to speak of it uantil I give you

less—unless Marie should take it Into her
jeplptls hoadto ofuaé oybf hare anll hudd s
up. 1 wonder what ihe sald or did when'she
thooght ;: there could be no, twq vpinions-on
that subject. "Poor, passianate, proud little
beauty! What an uh;:riiti,ggﬁed,i:ddundfél‘ I
am, to be sure! The nearer the wediing day
draws the more I seem to think of “her—the
fonder I grow of her—all because I've given

her up. forever, I suppose.” . ;. .. ',
* Butfondness for any human creature ‘was
ngt a weaknes Mr, Dautree would ever allow
to stand in hia ,way to fortune. ' Jealous and
exacting as nature hnd made the Laronet’s
daughter—hor acceptéd lover gave her no
shadow of excuse for either. He played his
role of Romeo to perfection; if it bored him
insufferably she never saw it; and now—it
wag ounly one week, and once her husband,
why all thls untiring devotion might reason-
ably coul down a trifle, and the continual
«tender nothings” of courtsbip give place to
the calm friendliness of humdrum married
life. .

«She can’t expect a fellow te dangle at her
apron-strings all her daye,” Mr, Dantree
thought; #if she does she’s mistaken-—that’s
all. I'm ready to callall the gods to witness
that I adare the ground she walks on, before
the words are said, and the nuptial knot tied ;
but afterward, my bonnibelle, you'll have to
take it for granted or do without. Men love
most, the wiseacres say, before marriage;
womrn most after. How will it be with me,
1 wonder, who don't love at all?”

It was long past midnight when the car-
ringe of the laat guest rolled away from the
hospitable portals of Scarswood, and the
# lights were fied, the garlands dend, the ban-
quet hall deserted.” And Eatherine, trailing
Ler brilliant silk aiter her, her jowels gleam-
ing in the fitful light, eyes shining, aund
cheeks flushed, weat up to her room.
Through the oriel window at the head of the
stairs the full winter midnight moon shone
gloriously. The Bloody Haud, and the crest
of the Dangerfields—a falcon rending a dove
—shone out vividly through tho painted
panes. A black frost held the earth in bauda
of iron; tha skeleton trees waved gaunt,
striped srms in the park ; the wild December

wind whistled shrilly up from the coast, ard
overheid spread that blue, star-studded,
moonlit eky. Katherine lenued against the
glass and guzed up at that shining silverorb,
and her thoughts drifted awav from her own
supreme bliss to that other Christmas ever so
many hundred years ago, when the first an-

them was sung by the angels over the blue | ¥

hills of Galilee,

* Kntherine!"
and her father's voice called.
cold to a dead certainty, standing there.
thought you had gone to your room."

+I'm going, papa—1'm not in the least
sleepy—]1 never am sleepy, I tkink, on
bright, moonlight nights like this. I won-
der if my brain is touched like other lunatics
at the full of the moon. Why are you not in
bed? Pape!" with a sudden cry of alarm—
a sudden epring forward, *you are not
well 1

His tace was of a strange, livid hue, there
was 4 coutinual nervous twitching of the
muscles, nnd his eyes bad a murky bloodshot,
look.

« Papa, darling! what is it? Are you
I .
« Not very well, I fear. I have not heen
well for days, but I feel worse to-night than
usual. And I think I ought to tell you—if
anything should happen.” He paused; and
put his hand to his forehead in a confused

Her father's door opened,
 You will take
1

leave. Don't look alarmed—your probibi-

He went to his writing, and handed her a
Her

“Ten thousand pounds! Ten thousand

Sir Jobn, & million
Aay you be happy!--may your
Biay your children's
Those aged

I go,
She went up te her room singing. Ninon

Two little shabby portmanteaus

Sne looked buck as the light trap flew

4 A fair and noble inheritance,” she said ;
too fair by far te go to her mother’s drugh-
Your sky iz without a cloud, now, but

This

The news fell

Mrs. Vavasor was gomne.
As

Katherine was to be married, the wedding-

Mra Vuvasor was

Something ‘might happen, to be sure, be-
Gaston

People die suddenly, too, occasionally.

While there is lifo there is hope.
He wen! to Scarswood pretty frequently

The
Christmas week came

"He sat moodily alone one evening—Christ-

His

Nothing ever befell this insolent pair

Nothing hap-
This night week was

tion will not last long—only until Kather-
ine Dangerfinld's wedding-day. Isita pro-
mise ?”’ .
«Itis, Go on—go on!”

“ Draw closer, then.”

He obeyed, and little Mrs. Vavasor, lean-
ing back in the easy chair, shoes to the fire,
cigarette in in mouth, began, fluently and at
once, the story she had come to tell.

The Christmas festivities at Scarswood
were very gay indeed, and Mr, Pater Danger-
field misyed a very pleasant evening by stay.
ing away. Perbaps, though, on the whale,
he enjoyed himself quite as much in his
bachelor lodgings at Castlefold, tete-n-tete
with Mrs. Vavasor. Tielong drawing-rooms
were ablaze with light, and festoonsd with
ivy and mistletoe, and gleaming with scarlet
hollyberries, A very large company were as-
gembled-—it wns an understood thing that
Miss Daugerfield appeared in public no more
until she appenred a8 a bride.

She was lookiug very well to-night—her
large eyes full of lnstrous light, ber animated
face dimpling over into radiant smiles. Her
gilken robe of whits, shot with palest rose,
blusbed s she walked ; large Oriental pearls
clasped back the floating brown hair, and
shone in cloudy splendor on her slim throat.
Not handsome—never that—but bright with
health, youth, and perfect happiness.

Since the day of Mrs, Vavasor'a departure,
the days and weeks lay behind her in a gold-
en mist. Time never flew as fast before.

" How nolseless f2il the feet of time
That only iread on {lowers.”

The only thorn in her rose-crown had been
temoved—papu looked contented, or if not
contented, rerigned—Gaston was all in the
‘way of a devoted Romeo the most exacting
Juliet could wish. Then there had been the
tronssean to order—a trip to London to make,
endless new dresses, and bounets, and pre-
gente, and altogether Clhristmas Eve had come
with magical quickness. - On New Year's Eve
~—jukt ang week from to-night-——she would be
Gaston's wi. and the happiest bride the wide
earth held. They were to be married at
elsven in the forenoon in Castleford Church.
Edith Talbot to be first bridesmnii, and her
brother chief groomsman, and ufter the wed-
ding breakfast, the “happy pair” were tn
start on their honey moou jouruey—a long, de-
lightful contiuentul trip, which was to ex-
tend far into the spring. Then would come
the returnm, the boufires, the bell-ringing, the
fussting of tenantry, and she and Gaston
would settle down ssigneur and chatelaine of
Scurswood, and life would go on forever a
perpetunl round of London seasons, presen-
tations at court, Parfs winters, autumns at
Scarswaod, operas, balls, and all the salt of
life. ) i . . L

That -was the . programme, * Man pro-
poses "—you know the proverb, - The ante-
matrimonial horizon just at pregent looked
cloudless—n violet sky set with gold stars-—
not a cloud ic allits dazzling expanse. And
five miles uvay at Castleford, a man and
woman sat plotting har life-long misery, dis-
grace, and rain. : :

Mr. Dantree was in great force to-night-.
his voice, aud laoks, his whole worldly
wealth, at their best. He had beon the
world’s football a long time—n Bcape-goat of
society, fizhting his way inch by inch, and
now the goal wus won. Fortume snch as he
had never darced dream of or hope for had
come to him—eight thousaud'a year, and &
title in prospective. And all, thanka to his
guave, olive.skinned beauty and flute-ltke
voleo, S ‘“

#0Only one week more, Gaston, mon: fils,”
he said to himaelf, exnltantly, as he whirled

sort of way. My hend feels all wrong some-
bow to-night. Katherine, if you're not
sleepy, come in—I bave something of im-
portance to say to you.”

She followed him in some wouder and
more alarm. His face had changed from its
dull patlor to dark red, his voice rounded in-
coherent und husky. What did it all mean?
Shke entered his room, watching him with
wide, wondering eyes.

«Sit down,” he said, impatiently shifting
away from her glance, ‘and doun't stare In
that way, child. I don’tsupposeit’sanything
to be alarmed about, only—I think I ought to
tell. You're goiug to be married, and you
ought to know. Then the burden and the
secrecy will ba oft my consclence, and you
can tell himor not, as you pleass. That will
be your affuir, and if ke deserts you—" He
stopped again, agnin pressed his hand hard
over his forehead, as though the thread of his
ideas had broken. # There’s something queer
the matter with my head,"” ke half muttered :
# I don’t seem able to talk or think somehow
to-night.”

« Then I wouldn't try, papa,” Katherine in-
terrupted, mors and more alurmed ; © you are
looking dreadfully, Let me ring for Fran-
cois to see you and send for the doctor. I am
sure you are not fit to be up.”

1t No, no—don‘t send—at least not yet. I
have made up my miod to-night, and, it X
don’t tell you now, I may never summon
courage again, You ought to know, child—
you ought to know. You are not safe for an
hour. It is like living over a lighted mine,
until that woman is dead. You ought to tell
him—that fellow—Dantree, you know. Ifhe
deserts you, as L said, hetter to do it before
the wedding day than after. - I know it is the
money he wants—I know he's a coward, and
a humbug, and a fortune hunter, and it_may
be the greatest mercy for you, child, if hy does
leave you before the wedding day."

Katherine started to her fuet.

% Papa,” she cried passionately, «this is too
bad—too crnel! 1 thonght you were never
going to speak against Gaston again—you
told me you would not—surely he has done
nothing to deserve it, This day week is my
wedding day, and you talk of his deserting
me. FPapn, if such a'thing happened-—could
happen —I would kill myself—I tell you I
would. I would never survive such dis-
grace ! T

-He sank into a chair in o dazed, helpless
sort of way, - .

“ What shall I do?” he 8aid wearily ;
“what shall 1 do? IfI bad only told her
years and years ago! Now it is too lute.”

She stood and looked at him, pale with
wondur and vague alarm. .

# Told me whuat? Itis theaccret that Mrs.
Vavasor holds? Why not tell me, then?
‘Whatever it is, I'can hear it—I can bear any-
thing, only your hard words of Gaston, your
talk of his deserting me. Tell me, my father
—I'm not achild or'a coward. Ican bear it
whatever it-is.” C e

- #You think 8o, but you don’t know—you
don’t know! Yon hate that woman, and you
ure so proud—so proud! You cinnot bear
poverty—ryou told methat—and I—what can
Ido? Icannot save you from—-" .

His lucoherent words died away—his head
fell baclr,  Katherine sprang to hiz sida with
a Bcream of terror.  Another instant and she
flew to the bell, ringing a penl that nearly
tore it down. Oh! what was this?

His face had grown purple—his whole form
rigid—what he had feared s0 long had be-
fallen him at last. He was stricken with
apoplexy. . o '

Thé room filled with frightened servants.
After the first shook, all Katherine's senses
came back.” Bhe dispatched s man at onee
to Oastleford for the family doctor. 'Sir John

And he—

homeward with the Talbots, ¢ and then let
Fate do her worst—she can't onst me from

was conveyed to bed, undressed, and all the

-Scarswood-and my:-wife.: Onless—al ways-un-.

got all'her letters back..”I.haow whaf she

All in vain, * With the dawning of the Ohrist-
joish day} the stalwart old soldier lay befors
them, breathing stenoriously, and quite sense-
less. : e Beanet

Doctor Graves and , his attendant, a young
man, Mr. Olis," arrived, and" pronounced the
fit apoplexy atonce. They sent the pale giri
in the féital dress, the shining pearls, and the
wild, wide eyes out of the rcom,and did their
best for the miastér of that grand old house.
But they labored in vain, thé long honri wore
away-—and still Sir John 14y rigid and sénge-
less whete they had first lsid him. -~ -
" White as a spirit, almost as cold, almost ag
8till, Katherina went up to her rooms. She
made no attempt to change her dress, to re-
move her jewels. She had loved this most
‘Indulgent father very dearly--—the possibility
that'he could be taken from her had never oc-
curred to her. Only yesterday morping he
had ridden with ber over the downs, only last
night he had sat at the head of his table and
entertainéd his guests. And now--he lay
yonder, stark and lifeless---dead already for
what she knew, :

She could not rest. Ske left her room, and
paced up aud down the long corridor. Ho
was not dead---8he could hear his loud breath-
ing whera she walked. She could not cry;
tears, that relieve other women, other girls of
her age, rarely came to Katherine., She felt
cold snd wretched. How:drearily &till the
great house.was! Would those two doctors
never open that door and let her in to her {a-
ther! What had he been trying to tell her ?
---what dreadful secret was this that involved
her life, and which made his so miserable?
He had talked of Gaston deserting her. The
wedding must be postponed now, and post-
poned weddipgs were always ominous. How
was it all going to end ? She shivered in her
low-necked and short sleoved dress, bnt it
never occurred to her to go for a wrap. She
stood und looked out ofthe oriel window once
more. Morning was breaking-—-Christmas
moralog---red and golden, and glorious iu the
east. The first pink rays ot the sunrise glint-
od through the leafless trees, over terrace and
glado, lawn and woodland. Outside the
gates the carol singers were Dblithely chanting

‘already ; new life---new joy everywhere wish-

out and within, the loed of this stately mau-

iion, of this majestic park, lay dying, it might
€.

But it was not death, The door opened

presently, and the pale, keen face of Mr,

Otis, the assistant, looked out.

«5ir Johu has recovered consciousness,
Miss"Da:Jgerﬁeld," he said, ¢ and isasking for
ou.

#Thank God” Katherine’s heart respond-
ed, but the dreary oppression did not lift.
She went into the sick room, knelt down be-
side the bed in her shining roles, and softly
kissed lhe helpless hand.

“«You are better, papa ?”

But Doctor Graves interrupted her at once.

“You may remain with Sit John, Mliss
Dangerfield, but neither of you must speik a
word. Daunger is over for the present, but I
warn you the slightest excitement now or at
any future time may prove fatal.

( Ta Le Continued.)
-
MRB. PARNELL AT AVONDALE BOUSE,

(From the London World.)

st Since I have forsook agriculture for poli-
tics,” eaid Mr. Parnell, «T have not slept six
nights at Avondale House.”

The chief agitator's country seat is an un-
pretending residence situated oa a slope of
the Wicklow Mountains, with a beautiful view
of forest, river and dale from the windows of
the living-rooms. It hasa rather barren and
neglected look, its whitewashed exterior har-
moniziag butill with the tints of the meadow-
land stretching in a semi-circle, bounded by
lofty trees, in front of the houso. The house
wag built by Mr. Parnell's grandfather, and on
the lock of the entrance door the date 1779 is
inscribed. On crossing the threshold the vis-
tor finds himself in a square hall of moderate
dimensions, along one side of whizh there
runs a gallery overhead, leading to the sleep-
ing appartments. The most conspicuous
object in the ball is a billiard table, across
slates ot which no ball has, to judge from ap-
pearances, rattled for generations. The walls
are decorated with the borns of the ancient
Irish elk, with hunting spears and other im-
plements of svarfare and chase. A log fire
burns oa a Bpacious open hearth. As the
visltor stands exumiuing the place an aged
dawe floats out of a side apartment, and ex-
pressing surprise at the visit, asks ¢ Master
Charles"” if he wishes that she should provide
breakfast. Tha master gives the nod, and
then requests his guests to step round the
house with him, Mr. Parnell isa man of
singularly mild and gracfous manuners in pri.
vate life, but ooc¢'s eyes are constantly di-
rected inquiringly to the cold and bloodless
face in the endeavor to reconcile the frigid
exterior with the couxtesy of the lips.

The parlor ¢f thoe Avondale House is neither
homely nor cheerful, und the atmosphere of
the room is that of the -Laureute’s forsaken
dwelling. One could fancy that the coverings
had just been drawn off the furniture at the
expiration of a Chancery suit. The picturaes
ure expressionlees, and of no great merit ; but
there 18 a richly enamelled fireplace, the work
of an Italian artist, whose method ot execu-
tion, Mr, Parnell thinks, has becomgs a lost
ars. The marble of this chef-d’wuvre is in-
laid in colored earths, delicately shaded and
‘twisted into jantastic festoons of flowers, A
volume of Carlyle's « Miscel.anies” lies on a
small table beside the fire, but the presence of
this sBymptom of life ia accaunted for by the
fact that one of Mr - Parnell’s sisters from
across the Atlantic has been residing forsome
months under ber brothar's roof. Thedraw-

ing.room has been painted and ornamented
by the.same Italian artist spoken of above,
the chief- feature of the work being a number
of cleverly wrought medallions containing
sea views. Various Bluchooks are scattered
about the apartment, having reference prin-
cipally to Irisk matters, auch as fisheries and
agricultural returns. o
- Thelibrary ot Avondsle House-is a hand-
s0me sguare room, book-ghélves occupying
everyside. There is scarcely a modern work
among these ; but there are many old calf-
Lound editions of the clasaics, ‘and a eompre-
hensive ocollection -of 'all the English authors
of note trom P’iera Blowman dowr ward.
" & An ancestor of youra has been immor-
talissd by Dr. Johneon, I believe ?” remarked
a guest, taking down a volume of the Lives
of the Poeta.” . :

« He belonged to a branch of the Parnell
family, but 18 not a relutive in the direct
line,’ was the reply. o

Mr. Parnell is no greagtender. The only
books of recent date, or¥of apparent recent
nge to ba rReen worae a few novels and abouta
dozen volumes relating to Ireland, such as
the ¢ Irlsh in America,” and some histories
of the country, - T

“When I have any lelsure:I employ my
time tn working out new mechanical contriv-.
ances,” sald Mr, Parnell;"and in helping to
fit in ite- place the water-wheel of ‘my saw-
mill; I neacly hed the finger cut o (ilfting
up a much scarified finger.) . !

In the corner of thelibrary is a collection
of old volunteer banners. belongjng to the

Wicklow Volunteers before the '98 rebellion.

the first Lond Leaguer takes much pridy «

them, since they belonged to hlnprg-:nltn
grandfather, who was Colonel of the regiment-
Oneof these ensigns bears the following in:

 scription :—« Independent Wicklow,” wi
the -motta, & Valoz et acer et fidelis amzéis,’r;;g

dﬁ“A'.]i')r'ish wolf.dog for crest.
ove Avondale Hounse, and be k

angpl;litie?? of tree(;,_ is éc]enr le\mn:p:::
which had been used by Mr. Parnell’ !
a8 & cricket ground. d ‘ nelle father

“ My father was once Captain of
Eleven,” observed Mr. Parnell,
always very foud of cricket my
took to polities.”

From this spot a wiew of several
buttle-fields of the Rebellion is obt?xgx:::]e
;vllth t:{ mngz:iiﬁcgnt sight of the Kery

ountains and the waters mesti i
VYale of Avoca. HE 0 the
. Mr. Parnell is .very abstemious,
little but wateror ten. He emokes g great
deal, and i3 never in want of g
g-ood “weed,” which he profiers ver
liverally to his friends. At thg aam{;
time he keeps o nmeat litilg wine.
cellar, aad can, when the ocecasion ariges
rogale his guests with a choice viotage, In’
other reapects his style of living is .vcr
homiely. . His ocly retainers are the venerabl%
matron we h_u.ve already reen, and & map who
looks after his horse, the #arden, and genoral
offairs of the house. " In the intervals of agi-
tation he iz a great rider, a moderately keen
sportsman, something of a farmer, and often
speaks of himself ssn Cincinnatus who has
besn regretfully compelled to relinquish lis
cabbages, Mr. Purnell hag
more or less eolitury man,

the Elon
“8nd 1 wag
gelf before [

drinking

seeing little

company, sud leading rather an jintro.
spective life. He hLas plaus and ob?e:?s
beyond those which he has yet un.

folded_; but he has no objection to enter
fully mtp 8 discussion of the merits ot his
crse. _It- 18 noticeable thnt he is rendy to cateh
up quickly and assimilate to his pusposes any
lact, idea, or phrase that may be casually
dropped in conversation or mentioned ip
newspapers.

With the comments of journalists M, Par.
noll profusses to De bLut littls acqurinteq
though he confesses to being a tolerably clogg
student of the national press, His time i3
much occupied, either in open warfarg or iy
friendly secret conclaves. Those acquainted
with the body of men whom the agitator leads
know that they form the nucleus of g ney
pational party in Ireland, one of whose chief
nims is to eliminate the clerical elem ent from
politics. # The North fear the priests: with.
out the Worth any Nationalist movemens
must fail ; if the ecclezinsticn] element cag
be induced to confine its energy to its owg
proper sphere, we shall gain the North ; ang
nothing can then peevent the restoration

of national independence,” argues Mr,
Parnoll and all bhis followers. My,
Parnell says he 1is prepared to wait,

and he will not be satisfied with any attempts
at remedial legislation which have not at
first received his sanction and approwal.

One of Mr. Darnell's sisters has gained
some reputation as the writer of stirring na-
tionalistic verses. ¢ My sister at home with
me does not care very much for poetry,” ob-
served Mr, Parnell; and lookingat this tal]
slender man of 34 years, with the iron face of
n livid huoe, one could imagine that there
might be moments in his life when e alsp
was indifferent to the Muses.

—————— @~ Q——— -
CURRENT EVENTS.

Sara Bernhardt's receipts at New York for
four weeks are §99,000.

Paruell is the Napoleon of the Land Leagne
and Dillon is the Murat.

Bogus noblemen are becoming plentiful as
blackberries in New York.

It 13 reported by the English papers that
the Queen rcfuses to make up with the
Princess Louise.

Alderman Gaughan, of Gueiph, is sueing
ex-Mavor Harriz for illegally ejecting him
fro.a the Counril Board.

Lord Oranmore and Brown, the celebrated
Irinb pessimist, cannot make bimsulf heard
Lndthe House of Lords. The acoustics aro

ad.

Chief Justice May, the Irish judge who ap-
plied such rufianly lapguage to the Land
League traversers, thinks this is the last
century.

The editor of the London Zimes puid
£1,000 for the privilege of publishiog
sslocted chapters from Lord DBeaconsfield’s
new romance a few days before the work ap-
peared.

Dr, Wilson, of Cincinnati, falls in love
with his lunatic patients. He has now mar-
ried one of them, a Miss McHlwain, who ig
as mad as a March hare and ten times more
violent.

Why cannot the Hon. Edward Dlake go to
Ireland and defend Parnell, He is of lrish
descent, and if one of his political opponents
(one Ferguson wo believe speaks the truth),
his graudfather was executed in famous '98.

It is believed in New York that fully ball
of the Frotestant clergymen are agnostics.
Their sermons are now based, not oa texts of
Scripturs, but upon such sensations of the day
os Bara Bernhardt, the Haulan boat race and
such.

The New York Star is pursuing Jumes

Gordon Bunnett like m detective. It styles
the ‘editor a D.D. because those leiters were
placed against his name once upon a time
when be was taken to No. 13 Precinct «dead
drunk."”
" The Czar is said to huve become addicted
to w’riting poetry as a means of wrenking full
revenge upon the Nihilists. In future when
‘any, of these revulutionists are captured, they
-will, be confined in padded cells and con-
demned to listen to the Czar's verses,

The Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, in his ad-
dress at the close of the fair for the benefit of
ths New St.-Mary’s Hospital, laat nighf
uttered warm words of commendation of the
work done by the Roman Catholic Church
for the bunefit of its poor.—JLrookiyn Eagle.

When the carpet-baggers wanted to plunder
the South alter the war they raised the cry of
Klu-Klux in countles where peace reigned
profound, and telagraphed that thirty negroes
Lad -been shot last night, and now that the
landocracy would drown. Ireland in blood
they. raise the cry ot # Commune” and moré
outrages.

Mr. Blake has been pointing ont what ho
has frequently pointed out: before, that al-
though the Conservative party has an over-
whelming majority in Parlisment it has not
an- overwhelming majority of the populsr
vote. A fow votes changed in & number of
constituencies would bring the Belorm party
back to power.—Toronto PLelegram.

Some people express doubt whether (rant,
.who has marrled his chlldren to the children
of millionalres, and is overrun with oflers o
.enormous salariee from all sorts of corpora-
tions and compauies, will congent to be put
upon a charity footing, even by the rlchj men
‘of New York, Philadelphia,and Boston, Theae
doubters forget that - Grant - takes whatever 13
oftered to bim, and has no extra sensitiveness

where money s concerned, -

Iways been a |
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