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WHAT . THE PEOPLE SAY ABOUT
 WNWORMAN'S
Electro~(Curative J3elts.

To A. NormaN, M.E. : . Paupasg, ONT.
DxAr Si,—Please find enclosed 50 cents, for which I want a 'i‘eething
Necklace. A good while ago I got your ‘“ Acme” set, as I was suffering
from a Nervous Debility and Impotency, and I am now thankful to say it
cured me; and the best evidence I can give is the above order, as I got married
since and have now a big bouncing baby boy, which, for size and strength,
1o baby in Canada can beat, and before I sent for the Belts I had no hope
of such a blessing, not even of marriage.
I remain, yours in gratitude, G. W.D.

MR, A. NORMAN : ToroNTO, ONT.

Dzar Sir,—I have t pleasure inybeing able to testify to the efficacy
of your Electric Belts, They have benefited me greatly. Before I got them
T used to suffer with Catarrh in the head and General Debility. e Belts
cleansed my blood, and cured my Catarrb ; I scarcely ever catch cold now.
I recommend them to all who suffer.

< Yours truly, ’ N. McM.

199 YoNGE STREET,

A. NORMAN, g, ¢ ToronTo, Dec. 6, 1887.
Dear Sir,—Twelve months ago I had to leave my business through
complete prostration, and by the advice of my physician I travelled and
stayed at different country resorts. After four months, circumstances
occurred which compelled me to return to my business. I hardly knew how
t, do so, a8 my head felt so bad with creeping sensations through it, and my
thoughts I could not concentrate for two minutes together ; also I could not
rest at night owing to dreams and sweats. In this condition I consulted you,
and you told me if I carried out the course you recommended, I would get
relief in & few days. I was doubtful, but I tried it, and I must own in two
days I felt like a pew man, since which time I have rested more and
worked less, and to-day I am in better health then I have been for years past.

Yours respectfully, ALIVE BOLLARD.

o~ ~monon s

NORMAN’S
Electro-Gurative Belt Institution,

ESTABLISHED 1874
4 Queen Street East, Toronto.

N.B.—BATHS OF ALL KINDS.
. Consultation and Catalogue Free.
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YATIS] CORSET

Recommended by the HIGHEST MEDICAL AUTHORITTY.

. N N
Is modeled from a design of one of the most celebrated Parisian makers. It
gives the wearer that ease and ®race so much admired in French ladies.

The Yatisi Corset, owing to the peculiar diagonal elasticity of the cloth,
will fit the wearer perfectly the first time worn, no mattér what her style of
form is—either long or short waisted. To ladies who wish to lace tight and
not feel uncomfortable at the bust or hips they are indispensible.

The Yatisi Corset docs not
stretch at the waist, requires no
breaking in, fits comfortably the
first "time worn. As it gives to
every motion of the wearer, it will
outlast any of the cld-style rigid
corsets.

The Yatisi Corset is made
~of the best materials, and being
elastic (without rubber or springs),
is invaluable for invalids, as it can-
not compress the vital parts of the
body.

The Yatisi Corset is the
only one that the purchaser can
wear ten days and then return and
have the money rufunded if not
found to be the most perfect-fitting,
healthful and comfortable corset
ever worn.

Every merchant who sells the Yatisi Corset will guarantee every claim
made by the manufacturers, and refund the money to any lady who is nct per-
fectly satisfied with the corset.

The Yatisi Corset is patented in Canada, Great Britain and the
United States.

Every pair of Yatisi Corsets is stamped with our name, without
which none is genuine.

MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

“The Crompton Corset Co.

o




THE MATCH OF THE SEASON

A NOVEL.

N BY

MRS. ALEXANDER FRASER,

_ AUTHOR OF

%A FATAL PASBION,” ‘‘ GUARDIAN AND LOVER,” ‘‘ A PROFPESSIONAL BEAUTY,” *‘ HER
DESERTS,” ‘‘ A PEERKSE OP 1882 ‘A FABHIONABLE MARRIAGK,”
“ PALSE HEAKTS AND TRUE,” ETC.

“Oh, love ! oh, fire ! Once he drew
With one long kiss my whole soul through
My lips - as sunlight drinketl dew !”

¥ Aew Edition.
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NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMPANY.
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Dedicated

TO

MY READERS.

Onvy a little story of two human hearts; but if the perusal
of it yields even a passing interest, it will have gained for
itself all that it has been written to seek.

One word more in deprecation of criticism; with the
very best of will,—

¢ Frustra laborat qui omnibus placere studet !’

CARYLLS, FAY GATF, SUSSEX.
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Tue MaTCH OF THE SEASON.

———

PROLOGUE.

FALLEN AMONG THIEVES.

= N autumnal morning—bitter as the blasts of adversity
—cold as_the hard world’s sympathy. Just a sickly
gleam of light broke through the sullen clouds, and
= fell athwart the zed and amber-stained window of a
church, on two forms that looked shadowy in the pervading
loom.
8 T hose whom God hath joined logether let no man put asunder.
The words rang out clearly on.the silent aisles, and two
human beings were linked together for life till death.
He was only a boy—boyishness lingered over his figure, and
his face bore the freshness of colouring that belongs to extreme
youth.
’ A good-looking boy, with the stamp of blue blood set unmis-
takably on him.
She was his antithesis. )
By calling, a Columbine—by appearance, suggestive of tinsel
and spangles, of garish gaslight, of innate boldness and freedom
of life. Her beauty was of that gorgeous type that many a patri-
cian maiden would have willingly bartered her birthright for—
a magnificent creature of flesh and blood, resplendent in a
‘ morbidezza’ of colour, and in ruddy wealth of hair ; her eyes
were of the dark rich blue that grows purple in the shade ; her
lips were full and ‘vermeil tinctured ;’ her skin was snow and
Provence roses, and her form was like a young Athene’s.
A




The Matcl of the Season.

What marvel that her bridegroom gazed at her with pas-
sionate adoration! Her beauty was a dream! She was an
angel ! And her love was a heaven he had reached on earth.

‘We shall not meet to-night, Amelia, but to-morrow ! - Ah,
I shall count the moments till to-morrow.’ -

One ardent, yet shy kiss upon her brow—one fond and fer-
vent look into her lovely eyes—and hurrying nervously down
the gloomy aisle, he was soon lost to view.

There was no sign of nervousness about ker. Just a little
complacent smile of gratified ambition and petty triumph be-
strode her scarlet lips. Just an extra lift was palpable in the
carriage of her head as she walked slowly out of the church
with her two bridesmaids.

Both of these were young and pretty, both were attired in
bizarre hues, and both were—ballet-girls.

‘ Does he not look like a 7ea/ gentleman?’ the bride whis-
pered eflusively to one of her companions.

¢ He looks what he is—a doy /’ was the contemptuous answer.

¢ Never mind about that! I have always wanted to be a 7ea/
lady, you know.’

“And now you are one! I wonder if Hal Thorndyke will
ttink the more of you for it?’

Hal Thorndyke was utility man at the Amanda Theatre, and
at his name the bride blushed rosy red.

¢ You ought not to blush zow when Halis mentioned, Amelia !’

But to this there is no response.-

Later on, when night had unfurled her sable wings—finding
himself free, and fired with love and longing to look again on
his newly-wedded wife—the boy hurried to the theatre, where
he had first seen his  fate,” Amelia Willoughby.

How well he remembered that evening !

All day long he had toiled in the City office, where he gained
a paltry stipend—scarcely enough to keep body and soul to-
gether. A longing for amusement, for excitement—a longing
natural to his nineteen years—had come over him, and, ashamed
to meet men of equal birth with himself in the cheaper seats of
the large theatres, he had gone to a minor house—unfashion-
able and ill-lighted, and where a third-rate company called
forth the praise or hisses of a highly appreciative but noisy
audience.

It was a pantomime, with a clumsy plot—a vulgar harlequin, an
ungainly pantaloon, an outrageous clown—but the columbine !

At first sight of her he had lost his heart, his breath had
come quick and hard, his eyes had gazed on her as though they
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could never gaze their fill. In the intensity of his admiration,
he had clenched his hands, and could scarcely restrain himself
in his seat.

She was so beautiful—so beawtiful /

He remembered all this, and the recollection fevered his
blood still more as he reached the Amanda, to find the panto-
mime over, the company dispersed, and the lights out, save one
or two dim oil lamps that revealed the dingy stage entrance;
and, cruelly disappointed, he was on the eve of trudging home-
wards (for he did not dare venture to intrude on the house
where his bride lived, under the protection of a drunken old
father, without signifying his intention first), when two figures
passed quickly by.

One was the figure of a tall man, and the other of a woman,
closely veiled and cloaked, but the eyes of love are Argus eyes,
and he knew at once the figure of Amelia—#2ss wife.

What irrepressible rapture thrilled him as he murmured the
last word with a beatific smile on his lips, and yet, curiously
enough, he felt as if an invisible hand stayed him from arrest-
ing her steps or addressing her.

With fast-throbbing pulses, he followed close in the wake of
‘he familiar and beloved form, dogging her steps like a shadow,
till she paused with her companion before a shabby house.

The flickering light from a gas-lamp fell on the man’s face,
and the boy recognised it at once as the face of one of those
mechanical beings on the stage, who walk-—dance—and stand
still—but never speak.

The pair were so absorbed in themselves that they never
noticed the young features, half hid by a slouching hat, and,
opening the door with her key, the columbine entered tbe
partially dark passage, side by side with the man, while her
husband of twelve hours stole in, unobserved, following them
upstairs.

He had been in the house before, and stepping into a small
ante-room, he secured a view at once of an inner apartment,
where a homely meal was laid for 7wo.

There was not a suspicion of evil in his mind. Oh, no! he
loved the woman too dearly for that! He would as soon have
doubted the mercy of Heaven as the creature who was to crown
his life with bliss infinite, and yet a jealousy gnawed at his
heart-strings that made him yearn to put his lithe, trembling
fingers round the man’s burly throat!

He stood with :straining eyes and bated breath, his figure
quivering from head to foot, but he never dreamt that there
would be enacted before him a drama of misery and despair.
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He loved her so! He believed in her so /—loved her just
like a boy loves, madly-——blmdly——-xmphcxtly He believed in
her goodness as much as he believed in his mother’s, and
would require much proof—proof undeniable, diabolical—to
tear that pure and earnest love from his soul, that enthusiastic
and unlimited faith from his young and devoted heart.

The meal over, the man lounged back in his chair, pipe in
- mouth. Through the atmosphere, redolent of smoke, it could
be seen that he was about thirty-five. His herculean propor-
tions would not have failed to create intense admiration in the
Ring, and his immense breadth of chest showed up beneath an
old brown velveteen coat. A skye-blue cravat was knotted
loosely round his throat, and he was altogether a good-looking
ruffianly fellow, with curly, black hair, bold features, and reck-
less, defiant eyes.

Lolling indolently back, one of his arms was thrown care-
lessly over the shoulder of the woman, who knelt by his side,
and looked up lovingly into his coarse, handsome face.

¢ Amelia !’

The name almost broke in a wail from the boy’s white lips,
but with a superhuman effort he crushed back the sound.

He felt as he watched that he szus¢ have further proof yet—
proof of words, beside proof of looks—before he could drive
the woman out of his heart for ever.

Amelia, his bride of one day—his wife. The woman who
had sworn just twelve hours before to cleave to him till death!
T7ll death/ Oh, the bitter mockery of it! He had scarcely
touched her lips, and the cup of bliss was being struck out of
his grasp !

Through the horror of his feelings, he had a vivid sense that
though she was only his wife in name, she yet held in her
power—his happiness and his honour!

Even as he gazed at her, kneeling there beside that other
man, her beauty dazzled him—maddened him. The whole
character of her face was changed from what he had seen be
fore—her face was spiritualised.

True, the gas-light touched each tress till it grew almost too
ruddy, and seemed all aglow and afire, but the superb purple
iris of her eyes, beneath “the shadow of those sweeping Iashes,
looked like wells of tenderness and truth.

The too vivid colour on her cheeks had faded to the faint
flush of a sea-shell, and the full lips smiled with the innocent -
pleasure of a child as they touched ever and anon the coarse,
brown, caressing hand.

The transformation was marvellous. All the refinement she
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possessed in her nature, if such a term as refinement could be
used, was called forth by the voice and touch of the man she
really cared for.

For to the worst and lowest of human creatures real love is
doubtless a great purifier.

‘This is our last evening together, Amelia, the man said,
looking straight down into the loving eyes that had scarcely
left his bold, good-looking face since the two had entered the
room. ‘To-morrow you will have your husband here, and you
and I must part. Do you hear me, Amelia? To-morrow, or
rather, to-night, we two must say good-bye, and go each our
own way, you to live like a lady, in luxury and comfort, I
to go to the devil, perhaps—who knows? It’s you, sweet-
heart, who have kept me straighter than I was before, and
now you are going to leave me there isn’t much chance of
my doing much good! Why, you smile, girl! Has all this
no pain for you? Are you such a good-for-nothing that
it’s only a change, and nought to cry at?’ he asked angrily,
pushing her away, while his brow darkened, and a cloud swept
over his eyes, and made them cruel and threatening.

‘Hal t’

The.smile on her scarlet lips was gone, and replaced by a -
tremulous quiver, as she felt the rude and repelling gesture.

‘ Hal, dear, you are right down mad to talk like this! Don’t
you know that you and I can never part and yet live, Hal ?—
for if I lost you I would just drown myself! I have married a
gentleman, but it was only for you—to benefit you, Hal —and
I kate him !’ .

The boy who listened swayed a little as these last words,
vehemently spoken, met his ears, and he clutched blindly at the
wall to keep himself from falling, while he sent up a prayer that
his sense of understanding might not fail him, for he felt
that he must hear, that he mus? know all—all the treachery and
the falsity—all the misery and desolation—all the shame and
the sin !

‘ You'll promise not to forget me, Hal? You'll swear that no.
other woman shall take my place?’ she sobbed.

¢ P'll swear, Amelia,” he answered, emphatically, as if he would
not have sworn his soul away, without even a scruple of con-
science rebuking him. ‘You know that, with all my faults, 1
have been fond of you. I wish now that this marriage had
never taken place, for what shall I do without you? But it
can’t be helped. We must make the best of it. Come, don’t
fret so, dear,’ and he stooped towards her.

But a young hand armed with giant strength suddenly dealt
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him a sharp blow that sent him back, and a/young face livid
with rage and jealousy glared into his own.

‘Touch her if you dare! She is my wife, and I will let no
man pollute her lips, now that they belong to me !’ and cafch:-
ing her arm, the boy hurled her across the room with all his
might and main, and falling with a dull thud against the door,
she lay there white and senseless.

Hal Thorndyke recovering himself, sprang up, and seized the
slim figure of his assailant in a deadly grasp.

‘You are the chap who loves her, and I am the man she
loves !’ he cried, in a loud, coarse voice. ‘¢ We'll see if | dare
not touch her lips, even with her whey-faced stripling of a
husband looking on. Amelia! get up and come here !’

But there was no sign df obedience to his imperious mandate.

She lay quite quiet—even motionless—with the gas glare
touching her features with the livid hue of a corpse.

Both men, a little staggered at her strange appearance,
stared at her aghast—Amelia Willoughby, the columbine at
the Amanda, had never shown symptoms of physical weakness,
or a tendency to swooning before.

¢ She is just fooling, I believe. She is afraid to kiss an old
friend before her husband !’ Thorndyke cried, with a hoarse
laugh, and releasing his hold of his rival, he strode up to where
the woman lay.

White, so dreadfully white, and all in a heap, with her face
turned on one side, and her long lashes casting dark shadows
on her cheek ; even her lips seemed grey and set.

‘Get up at once, Amelia, and tell this boy which of us you
like the best—do you hear?’

Stentorian as was the tone, there was not a word in reply;
not even a quiver of the lashes.

‘You won’t, won't you? DI'll see if I can’t make yom speak !’
he cried, in ruffianly accents, stamping his heel in hig rage. =~ -

He did not mean it, perhaps, for he loved her as much as his -
selfish nature could love, éut iis heavy nailed boot kad come
a shade too close.

A dark mark crashed down on her blue-veined temple,
a strong shudder passed over her body, and she lay once more,
still—rigid.

‘My God ! is she dead ?’ the boy gasped, shaking like a leaf,
and steadying himself against a chair, all his wrath fading away
before the grim reality of death. He only remembered how
very beautiful she was, and how he had loved her!

And Thorndyke, falling on his knees, laid his hand on her
heart, with a terror-stricken look in his eyes.
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‘Yes ; we have killed her between us, I believe !’ he said at
last, in a whisper. ‘She is dead, sure enough, or she would
have answered to my voice, Ill swear! Amelia! my girl, |
didn’t mean to hurt you ; I wouldn’t have injured a hair of your
head !’ and bending down, he pressed his lips to the white farc¢

But suddenly his mood changed, and his expression altered
from tenderness into ferocity, and springing on the boy, he
threw him on the floor, battering him mercilessly with his huge
fists.

‘'l have my revenge for my girl’s death, anyway,” he hissed
into his victim’s ear—his victim, who was powerless as an infant
against such herculean strength.

And the blows, cruel and cowardly, fell thick and fast on.the
poor young face, until sight, and sound, and sense left him ;
and when Hal Thorndyke had planted his brutal mark on the
white brow, he caught him up as if he were a child in his arms,
and carrying him downstairs, flung him out into the darkness.

In the early morning they found him lying on the pavement,
blind and dazed, his lids blackened and swollen, a desperate cut
showing up a dull red just under a soft dark ring of hair, his
coat torn almost in shreds.

Roused into semi-consciousness by the touch of human hands,
his lips moved.

‘I have no wife !’ came low and faint, ‘I have no wife !’

‘1 should think not,” said a pitying bystander, ‘unless some- '
one has been child-stealing. Poor chap ; he looks as if he had/
fallen among thieves.’

It was quite true—he %ad fallen among thieves, who had not
robbed him 6nly of hope and happiness, but also of that which
is best of all in a man’s life, faith in the goodness and purity of
woman !

CHAPTER L
" MENS PRASCIA FUTURL

¢ And grief ghall endure not for ever I know,
As things that are not shall these things be,
‘We shall live throwgh seasons of sun and snow,
And none be grievous as this to me !’

A DEFP, wine-coloured sky, all flecked and dashed and speckled,
like a bird’s wing, with small white foamy cloudlets, among
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which Hesperion twinkles up pale and faint. From the ivy-
muffled windows of the old village church, the glorious * Cantate
Domino’ floats out on the fragrant dusk, full and sonorous. A
pretentious little breeze, born in the south, and soft as a child’s
kiss, swishes and murmurs by, bearing on its balmy breath
whiffs of clover. Two demure doves, perched on a topmost
bough, bill and coo amorously. A pure and silvery young moon
hangs out in the distant heavens.

* Look at me, Miss Wylmer !’

She obeys him and looks.

What she sees through the Midsummer gloaming is a man
of medium height, with broad shoulders and a strongly knit
frame. He has a baughty, resolute face ; a well-poised head
and short, wavy, brown hair; a pair of lazy, grey eyes, black-
lashed and deeply set, under straight, defined brows; firm
lips, a trifle thin, a massive jowl, and a clear, colourless skin.

Not by any means a ‘beauty’ man--a ‘curled darling, fit
for a carpet knight—but a man whose face has the power to
attract as well as to repel.

‘Well! And what do you see in my face?’ he asks im-
petuously.

She turns away with a deep flush on her cheek, and a false
little laugh on her lips that sounds somewhat harsh and
jangling, like silver bells out of tune.

¢ Nothing,” she answers flippantly ; ‘ that is—nothing I care
to look at a second time.’

It is a rude, ungentle, unmannerly speech, but he shows
neither anger nor mortification as it falls on his ear. All he
says is,— .

“Sol”

A deliberate, slow, long-breathed ‘So/’ almost phlegmati-
cally Teutonic in inflection, but thorough little ignoramus in
human nature as she assuredly is, she has by dint of natural
intelligence already divined that there is nothing phlegmatic
or Teutonic about Guy Trevylian’s temperament.

Tropical more likely.

The large pupils of his grey eyes have an odd power of
¢ concentration,’ and they concentrate and scintillate and rouse
into slow fire as he fixes his regard steadily and keenly on this
bit of a girl, who dares to answer him mo®kingly, while she,
feeling absurdly shy and nervous, droops her lids under
his gaze.

‘I did not ask you if there was anything to affract in my
face,” he murmurs, after a moment or two, in a low and curiously
passionless voice. And with the inconsistency of won.an, gf

.
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which this true du.ghter of Eve possesses more than her

}:vy' . rightful share, the passionless element in his tone irritates her.

ate It may be that his accents ring out usually charply, with a
iId": ’ subtle keenness of feeling resounding in them that unconsciously
.ath . flatters her even wiile it startles, and she misses the pleasant
;OSt H ‘hashish ;’ so vexed, she stands silent #nd apart, tapping her

0 dainty little foot on the velvety grass with the pretty petulance
on of a child.
Near them are a clump of tall oaks, and above these the
moon rises slowly higher and higher in the great vault of ether,
and her silvery beams falling athwart ‘the spreading branches,

an bathe the faces of the man and the woman in tender liquid
;g lustre, and form a carpet of diamonds for their feet. The

X : amorous lullaby of the two little doves has dwindled into a
N drowsy twitter.

The southern bieeze has grown quite laggard under its heavy

G burden of perfume. The strains of sacred music are hushed.
t The lights are out in the old village church, whose white walls

gleam like ivory under the moon’s pure rays, and everything is
still, so absolutely, weirdly still, that one could almost hear the

great heart of nature go—throb ! throb!

‘Why will you wilfully misunderstand my meaning, Miss

: Wylmer ¢’ he asks quietly.

1 ’ ¢ What dzd you mean?’ she replies, in feigned indifference,
turning away her head and blowing vigorously like a tomboy at
a morsel of thistle-down that floats past her.

¢ I asked what you saw in my face to make you believe that I
shall let you go out of my life so lonb as | have the power to
stay you.’

“Rut you haven’t the power !’ she flashes defianily, although
it must be confessed that her limbs quake ignominiously, and
her spirit waxes craven and weak as she inwardly recognises
the falsity of her assertion.

‘Nonsense! I kave/” he answers resolutely, seizing hold of
her hand in a grasp like a vice.

For a brief moment she struggles to free herself, then realising
he is victor, and, making a virtue of necessity, she shrugs her
shoulders and lets ten slender fingers, white and cold and limp,
lie in his strong clasp ; but the blood flies up fast and hot to
her face, and her feelings are so paradoxical that she hardly

rknows whether that scorching flush rises from anger at his
audacity or from the strange sweet spell that lives in his
touch.

Anyway, this clasp of his hands sends a thrxll of painful bliss
or blissful pain through her frame.

{o]
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*Ah! how I hate you!’ she cries, in a shrill voice, that
drowns the gentle drowsy twitter of the doves, and rings on the
siience around.

He starts slightly as he listens. Although he does not believe
her, it hurts him, these words from lips that he woulféin have
for ever beside him, for kisses and tender vows. And in the
clear moonlight she sees his mouth quiver 2 moment, then grow
firmer and more resolute than before.

‘Since when have you learnt to tell /Jes, my child?’ he
questions quietly.”

‘Lies !’

It is an odious word, and it stings more sharply than nettles.
She is a creature of impulse, warm, though crude, in every
feeling, ignorant as a savage of the supreme art of self-control,
but frank and open as daylight. Snatching one hand from his
grasp, she strikes him with all her might and main on the
cheek, and a diamond hoop she wears brings a narrow livid
line across his flesh that quickly deepens into dull red.

Horribly ashamed, and almost terror-stricken at her work,
she totters back a pace or two, and leaning breathless against a
tree, tries to smother a hysterical sob that gurgles in her throat
a sob which is as much the fruit of temper as of penitence, for
she is not of an angelic nature.

Then a curious feeling of mingled self-reproach and reckless-
ness forces her to look full at him and laugh, laughing more
because she evokes no corresponding mirth.

‘ Come here, Miss Wylmer,’ he says gravely, and not moving
a jot himself.

‘1 will not !’ she answers, as defiantly and wilfully as she can,
but yet in a tone which sounds to her own ears like a con-
temptible feeble little gasp, and clinging to her haven of refuge
—the tree. She feels sick and dizzy and miserable, and as if
something was swaying her from her otbit.

That “something’ potent, irresistible, though she barely
realises as yet the full’ potency and irresistibility of it, is the
look in Guy Trevylian’s eyes.

‘Come!’ he reiterates, in a low but imperious tone, that
resembles a ukase.

She deliberates a second, and calls up all the pride and
dignity of budding womanhood. How dare he speak so? It
is the first time a man has ordered her, and her passionate,
untamed spirit rebels.

‘Come !’ he repeats once more, but this time so softly, so
wistfully, that she goes towards him, though slowly, hugging
the flattering unction te her soul that her whole reason for




obeying is to make an amende honorable for the blow that
glares back at her red and reproachful.

* Peccavi !’ she murmurs mockingly, with a low, sweeping
curtsey of sham humility, but with her head well up in the air,
and her slender figure pulled up to every scrap of her five feet
and six inches.

With a little smile he accepts her apology, showing a gentle
courtesy that makes her feel tenfold mean and small.

‘I wish the blow had not come from Dal’s ring, though,’ he
says after a minute. ‘Good gracious! what a dreadful virago
you are, my Nest !’

‘1 am not your Nest, Mr Trevylian’

‘You will be, by-and-by,’ he answers confidently. ¢ Just now
you belong to Dalrymple Wentworth, I suppose. How proud
you should be of your conquest, Miss Wyliner ! A good heart,
doubtiess—tender, true even—but after all, only a—boy !’

*Dal is o a boy !’ she replies loftily. ¢ He is quite twenty-
two! And anyway, he is quite old enough for me/’ she adds,
with a swift, meaning glance.

¢ True,” he rejoins, and once more she detects a quiver on the
corners of his mouth and a ring of pain in his voice. ‘I am
thirty-two—ten whole years older than Dal. Much too old for
you! Oh, Nest, Nest! Why on earth cannot we put back a
few years of our life as we can the hands of a clock?’ he cries
impatiently, and under the tell-tale moonbeams his grey eyes
glisten as 1f with unshed tears.

‘You are as bad as a woman, crying over your age, she
exclaims wantonly, but with a babyish inclination to weep her-
self, just to keep him company.

‘1 was not thinking of myself. I should not care if half a
century had passed over my head. I was only thinking about
you—thinking that if we were man and wife—you and I, Nest
that we should be like May and December—I quite elderly
while you were in the flush of youth and beauty.’

‘And I %ate elderly men !’ she answers, with a warm blush.
‘I would far rather be a young man’s slave than an old man’s
darling! How awful you would look if you were bald, Mr
Trevylian!’ she adds, as the golden light streams down full on
his thick wavy brown hair, touching it with rich mellow shades.

He does not seem to hear her, or else he does not heed her
remark, for his eyes have an expression in them like those of
one arousing from a dream.

¢ I wonder if we shall ever be man and wife, Nest?’ he says
so abruptly that she starts involuntarily ; but recovering her-
self, cries carelessly,—

Mens Prescia Futuri. It
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‘Never!’

‘I don’t know so much about that. You see / may desire it.’

¢ You—you £’ she replies, with a peal of merry laughter thal
is echoed faintly on the air.

‘Yes, /. Do you know, Miss Wylmer, that I have a great
deal of determination, and as a rule determination goes a great
way to victory ?’

“This case will be the exception that makes the rule, she
says, with another laugh, which, though forced, does excellent
duty for genuine mirth.

‘Tell me, have you a good heart?—good and loving and
womanly ?’ he asks softly, looking straight into her eyes.

¢ Good, and loving, and womanly enough for some people
perhaps ! But not elastic, Mr Trevylian—not a heart to take
in ali sorts of lodgers.’

At this moment the moon hides her face behind a long bank
of darkling cloud, then suddenly emerges bolder and brighter
than before.

The wind has freshened, and whispers mysteriously to the
leaves that flutter at its touch, and the sleepy doves wake up to
bill and coo.

Both he and she glance up at them as they nestle close on
their lofty perch.

‘ Moonbeams and poetical allegories go hand in hand ! Shall
1 seize the occasion, and tell you a pretty little nursery rhyme
all about turtle doves, Miss Wylmer ?’

She bends her head in assent. She is just of that tender age
to resent being thought ‘ young’ and suited to nursery rhymes,
but it seems impossible at this hour to air her dignity. )

The night is so unutterably perfect—so thoroughly delicious,
the cool shadows corm® slanting down forming long, dark, gro-
tesque bars ; the spiked blades of grass sparkle like dew-drops;
puffs of purple and white clover steal up in incense to heaven;
a myriad stars, like clustering gems, twinkle in the sapphire
dome, pale, and holy, and watchful.

Each of these things has a strong and subtle spell of its own,
and bound in it, she stands motionless, with upturned face,
while he tells his story.

The old, old story, though told in nursery lore, old as Time,
enduring as Eternity, as fresh now as when Adam told it to his
Eve, amid the delights of Paradise.

¢ Very high in the pine tree
The little turtle-dove
Made a pretty little nursery,
To please her little love.
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She was gentle, she was soft,
And her large, dark eye
Often turned upon her mate,
Who was sitting by.
“ Coo ! ” said the turtle-dove,
“Coo ! said she,
% Oh, I love thee,” said the turtle-dove,
“And / love-—thee !’

It seems to the girl, who listens with bated breath and quick-
beating pulse, that his voice is like some quaint, magic melody
she has heard long, long ago in one of her sweetest childish
dreams—but she says saucily,—

‘Such rhyme would sui Dal, perhaps, but it hardly becomes
a man of your ripe years, Mr Trevylian !’ .

He moves a step or two nearer to her—so near, that in the
absolute silence that pervades around, she can almost count the
rapid throbs of his heart.

Are those thrabs all for her, she wonders; and, ashamed,
she half acknowledges to herself the hope that it may be so.

¢ Listen, Nest! Supposing you Anew that your love would
bring perfect joy to a man—that it would brighten his life, turn
his home into Eden, lighten his troubles, be his sword to fight
with, his wings to soar,—would you, or rather, cox/d you with-
hold that love from him ?’ he questions impetuously, with a hot
colour on his cheek, and bis usually lazy eyes flashing with
animation and eagerness.

The flash and fire of his glance and words thrill her from
head to foot with a new-born rapture, but she stands calm
and motionless as a modern Undine, afraid to let herself * go.
Her heartstrings are in Guy Trevylian’s hands, while her honour
and faith belong to another.

*One cannot withhold a love, if it does not exist!’ she
mutters, in a low voice.

‘You are quibbling, Nest !—quibbling not only with me but
with yourself,’ he answers impatiently. ‘We will suppose that
the love does exist—’

‘And is not withheld from the rightful recipient, Dalrymple
Wentworth,” she breaks in hastily, hating herself for her
falsehood.

‘Pshaw ! Don’t let strangers intermeddle with our joy !’
he cries contemptuously. ¢ At this moment 1 forget that anyone
lives, save our two selves—you and I, Nest. Pl put it another -
way. Supposing you £new that, without your love, a man would
growv worthless and reckless—dad, that, denied the only gift iie
craves on earth, he would drop lower and lower, socially and
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morally, until he fairly went to the devil. That wanting you,
thirsting and hungering for you, he would starve and—die—
would you, coxld you, withhold your love from him?’ he
questions fervently, and taking her hand he clasps them tight
and firm, while his gaze burns down into her inmost being, and
she feels bewildered and dazed by an odd conflict of feeling, a
tug of war between loyalty and unloyalty—love and self-scorn,
and a desperate defiance that is plentifully dashed with depre-
cation, and flavoured also—alas ! by an awful weakness of the
flesh.

‘Say,” he orders in a quick imperious fashion—‘say just yes,
or no!’

But she is quite dumb.

She has not the moral courage to answer ‘ Yes,’ and she has
not the right to say * No, bound as she is to Dal. She knouws
that this man has no earthly right to hold her thus, and ques-
tion her thus, forcing her to listen, and to answer at his will.

Yet she stands, a thorough daughter of Eve, before him, with
the pink bloom f#ing from her cheek and white lids drooping,
and a craven heart, feeling that her duty to herself and to her
plighted faith is to go away there and then, and, if she can help
it, never look again on the face that tempts her, yet lacking
atterly the courage to move a step away from him; for she,
Ernestine Wylmer, Dalrymple Wentworth’s affianced wife, has
let Guy Trevylian’s image fill every niche of her soul, and,
worst of all—she has let him find out the fact ! ,

That he has no desire to reject the heart yielded to him, is
proved by the voice tecming with passionate and infinite ten-
derness, 1n which he pours out to a pair of young, enraptured
ears all that is in his own soul.

¢ Love !—my love !'—whom I worship—whom I hold dearer
and more precious than aught on earth—more precious a hun-
dredfold than life itself! My love !—my darling ! whose sweet
face is beside me night and day—whose whole heart is mine,
my very own !’ and catching the slight fizure in his strong
arms, he presses kisses on her brow and cheeks and drooping
lids, and on her cold trembling mouth; swift caresses that
swoop down eagerly and seem to burn her lips like molten fire ;
that sear her soul, and take away her breath and her sense of
right and wrong, and reveal to her a world hitherto unknown ;
caresses—the memory of which will never leave her, come what
may, for they are the awakening of passions hitherto slumbering
in her breast—passions that no other touch will call into being
and force like Guy Trevylian’s kisses have done.

For a little moment—which seems an eternity to her, so much
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of feeling does it contain—a little moment, which she hardly
knows is happiness or pain—she rests in his clasp, every throb
of her pulse answering to his, her spirit in desperate revolt, yet
curiously restful, her vision dizzy, scared, blind to everything
save the proud, resolute face whose tender grey eyes look down
straight into her own.

Poor child ! there is nothing fast in her nature, though she
lingers without a struggle in the arms that hold her captive,
with her white face pressed down on his breast. She closes
her lids, t& shut out everything—everything if she can. The
voice of self-reproach, the memory of her broken troth.

It is only for a moment or two, though ; then she releases
herself hastily from the detaining clasp, with a strong sense of
shame and dismay and humiliation about her that makes her
impotently dash her hand across her brow and cheeks and
mouth to try and drive away the infinite and irresistible thral-
dom of Guy Trevylian’s kisses. But they seem to cling to her,
and she feels their burning sweetness, while her blood leaps and
surges, and her heart bounds.

Suddenly she looks up at him, with flashing eyes and quiver-
ing lips.

‘ Insolent !’ .

She literally hurls the words at him with the untutored vehe-
mence of her nature, but he smiles faintly, and she knows at
once how supine and absurd her protest has been, and flinging
herself down on the bank hard by, she bursts into a torrent
of tears.

For a few seconds he stands motionless, and apparently as
cold as a stone, gazing down at her as she lies in her childish
‘abandon’ of grief, her clasped hands covering her eyes. Itis
possible that he is still wrapped in an Elysian dream of the
caresses that have but whetted love’s hunger and thirst! But
presently he goes and kneels down by her side.

* My poor little girl !’ §

He says it with unutterable softness ; the passion has again
died out of his voice, and it sounds grave and penitent, even
a little troubled. :

‘Forgive me, Nest,’ he goes on, stroking back the long hair
that, unloosened, falls like a veil over her shoulders, ‘I had no
right to touch your lips by force, my child! I had no right to
hold you in my arms. Yet, Nest, [ know that some day you
will come to my arms of your own accord, and offer those sweet
hps to me !’ ’

She starts up indignantly at these words. So, because like
a poor, weak, wicked little fool, she let him see into her heart
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for a moment, he believes that she is bad enough to do it
again. The thought lashes her into fury with herself and him.

But Guy does not notice her vexation. There is a far-off
look in his eyes, and a confident expression on his mouth, as he
rises from his knees.

‘Don’t you believe in prescience, Nest? I do. I can see
clearly into the future at this moment,” he murmurs dreamily,
and forgetting her tears, she sits up and gazes at him won-
deringly.

¢ What do you see, Mr Trevylian?’ she questions ironically.
¢Is itby any chance someone called Ernestine—Wentworth ?’

He starts a hittle at this thrust. Then, regarding her with
a'slow, level look, says, in quiet, deliberate accents,—

‘I see someone called Ernestine 77evylian. | see a small,
dark face, with eyes like stars, and lips hike rosebuds, brighten-
ing into smiles at my approach, shadowing with pain at my ab-
sence. I seetwo li‘tle dusky arms forming a magic circle round
my neck—a delicious mouth pouting for my kiss. I see a small,
fluffy, brown head lying restfully on my hecart, and I hear a
sweet voice like the turtle-dove’s murmunnyg, “1 love thee!”
Oh, Nest !—oh, Nest ! shallall this be? Say,shall it be? Ah,
my darling ! if you would but come to me now fully and freely !
If you would but let your heart speak-—your soul bound to meet
my soul! A few foolish words may perchance bind you to
another man; but yox know, as well as 1 do, that | am your true
lover, my Nest! Come to me! It is but a matter of time,
after all. Then why let even one drop fall from our cup of
bliss—why let one grain shp from our sand of life? See, my
own, own love—my sweet—how these arms of mine are trem-
bling to hold you again! The blood in my body lecaps at your
touch ; my heart wearies for you ; my soul craves for you with™
a desperate craving, Nest, that will not be denied !’

He says it all in a quick, passionate voice, his breath sweep-
ing over her cheek, his eager face bending close to hers, his
grey eyes, full of fire and intensity, fixed on her as she stands
as if spellbound.

She ncither blushes, nor starts, nor shrinks; but, with qux'e
awakened senses recognises his absolute power and her own
pitiable weakness.

Presently the sharp tension on her nerves gives way, and,
trembling like a leaf, she leaves him without a word or a
look.

Guy Trevylian does not attempt to follow her, but stands and
watches the slender receding figure, with the clear moonlight
yevealing a sott tender smile on his usually firm lips.
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He loves her so much—so much ! and why he loves her so
is an absolute mystery to himself.

There are myriads of women more beautiful and alluring,
ready to be wooed and won by him. But he has set his heart
on this slip of a girl—foolish, frivolous, saucy, unreasonable,
with a quaint gipsy beauty on her face, and with her faith
pledged to another man.

CHAPTER IL
A FOOLISH TROTH.

¢ Love he comes, and Iove he tarries,
Just as fate or fancy carries !
Long he stays, when sorest chidden,
Laughs or flies, when pressed or bidden.”

AURORA’S fingers are making great rosy blotches in the cool
tinted sky, when Nest arouses with a smile on her mouth from
a halcyon dream, in which a pair of lazy grey eyes, warming
into slow fite, have figured. Springing out of bed, she goes to
the window, and throws the sash up widely, confident that no
vulgar gaze will rest on her young prettiness, which is consider-
ably enhanced by the loose, snowy garb, and long streaming
tresses, picturesquely tossed, and ruffled, and tumbled—for
Nature is the best hairdresser up to twenty-five—though after
that age, perhaps, she yields her prowess to Truefitt.

It is the rose month, June, and the misty dawn teems with
sweet aromatic breath of the lovely queen of flowers, mingling
with the perfume of the heliotrope and mignonette growing in
lavish masses in the vicarage garden.

The fair young spring, with her maiden blush, her tiny
glistening buds, and tender opening foliage, has ripened into
hot, voluptuous summer, and nigh as it is on the mystic break
of day, the soft amber sunlight comes down in long streaks,
steeping everything, high and low—tree, and leaf, and blossom,
~while all is as quiet as though the enchanter’s hand had
hovered over the scene, and bound it with a spell.

Nest is pagan to the core; and the freshness of this hour is
worth all the iest of the day to her, she thinks, as, leaning out
of the casement, she pulls idly at the scented petals of a Dutch
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honeysuckle that covers the wall, while fiery-eyed Phcebus,
driving his car through the heavens, kisses her on brow, and
cheeks, and soft, slim throat, leaving, maybe, mementos of his
caresses in little tawny freckles that will not go materially to
improve her good looks. But no matter ; at seventeen one is
not apt to think of what ‘may be’; and, philosophically indif-
ferent to her complexion, the girl quaffs great sniffs of fresh air,
with the long trails of the honeysuckle bobbing down, cool and
fragrant, above her, and a big blush rose, with a tender pink
bloom like her own, thrusting its dew-laden face right into hers.

Disdaining the Doric, or the Corinthian, or even the Vic-
torian, the Vicarage is a queer cross between an old-fashioned
farmstead and a model almshouse. It has a grey stone back,
considerably the worse for time’s ungentle touch, and a brick-
red, consumptive-looking front ; but under these early glints of
yellow light, the whole place wears a holiday aspect. The
glebe meadow is enamelled with pure white velvety daisies
and golden cowslips, and at the far end of it a little narrow
line shows up—it is the river—Yarl—quivering and wriggling
like a gigantic worm, and at it drink some large, meek-looking,
dark brown cattle.

Nest’s eyes rest dreamily on the trees, laden with a glorious
promise of luscious peaches and mellow apricots. She has a
reasonable weakness for all the nice things of this life ; but at
this identical moment the sin of gluttony is far from her. The
pale yellow butterflies, ‘ offspring of the air,” skim festively over
the clumps of white clove pinks ; the drooping clusters of the
barberry gild the dark, glossy leaves like burnished ore. Gaudy
rhododendrons linger yet here and there, lifting up their blood-
red faces among the tamer tints. The greedy bees begin to
hum with drowsy pleasure over the scented heads of the fox-
gloves ; and the long, slim dragon-flies, with their filmy, pris-
matic wings, dart backwards and forwards like so many living
jewels.

! Nest loves these pleasant sights among which her seventeen
years. have passed, but now she only feels a general sense of
pleasantness as she stands absorbed in communion with herself.

Wonderfully gay, certainly volatile, laughter-loving, and even
childishly reckless of the tuture, a decided little flirt, given to
sunning her wings in the world’s alluring and evanescent smile,
she has yet no lack of brain and mind, and she knows quite well
that at the present time she stands on the verge of a precipicc
(metaphorically),—what she elects to do now she is quite aware
will inevitably affect the whole course and meaning of her
existence. )
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Four men, distinctly dissimilar in all points, look which way
we will, personal and mental, but each of whom is evidently in
love with her, are, figuratively speaking, down at her dainty,
stockingless feet, offering her four very widely different destinies.

Which of them is the one she is to take for better, for woise
—for richer, for poorer, till death?

She half closes her white lids to shut out the outer world and
calls them up in rotation before her mind’s eye.

Place @ Dal.

Dalrymple Wentworth, familiarly callel ‘Dal’ by man.
woman, and child, is her betrothed—with conditions.

Within a few weeks of her betrothal, she had practically
learned, even if her natural intelligence had not taught her, that
the wife of Dal’s choice would be a woman Society delights to
honour ; a woman whose lot would be cast in the pleasantest
paths of Tophet ; a woman who would never lack the fleshpots
of the Egyptians, and who would ‘walk in silk attire, and siller
ha’e to spare.

All these excellent advantages own a very substantial attrac-
tion for her; Dal offers her— in fact, everything that can tend
towards a luxurious life; and if she“teally ends by marrying
him, she will have wealth, social position, and a capability of
using such benefits effectively—a capability which, it may be
remarked ez passant, many women are denied.

Nest chews up viciously a sprig of honeysuckle, and quickly
and deliberately sums up thesc advantages on the tips of her
slender fingers, just in, the same fashion as she has done her
sums in the schoolroom, only last year. She realises a total of
at least half-a-dozen and more, but unconsciously her small
white teeth come down rather hard on her ripe red under lip
that looks as if ‘a bee had newly stung it,’ and the ghost of a
frown puckers her forehead. Then she forgets ¢ Dal’ as much
as if Dal did not exist or never had existed, and proceeds to
the village squire.

John Dillon is pretty well off in worldly goods. In fact, he
is quite substantially well off in land and houses and cattle.
Nest, from her casement, can see a thin line of blue smoke
curling upward from the chimney of the old grange where he
lives and flourishes. He is a splendid judge of horse-flesh and
stock, grows the best mangold wurtzel and swedes in the neigh-
bourhood ; he is lucky in speculation and careful in his habits.
He smokes and drinks in moderation, observes the Ten Com-
mandments with due respect ; is generally first in at the death,
and owns the best breed of fox tersiers in the southern coun ies.
His temper is first-rate, his heart in the right place, his appeas-
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ance passable. No one could mistake him for an %adiiué of
Piccadilly or Pall Mall. But he has stalwart arms, good legs,
and a pair of honest eyes that are a passport wherever he goes.

She who marries him will have a very good time of it. She
need not fear that love will fly ou. of the window, or poverty
come in at the dogr; affection and prosperity of a sober,
enduring, jog-trotting kind will always be his. Ambition or
intell®ct find no abiding place in his ample breast or close-
cropped head, and gaiety, pleasure, fashion, and excitement will
certainly be lacking at his board and hearth.

A woman, when she is once married, however, Nest reflects,
recalling many axioms of ber youth, does not care for such
things ; her desires and afiections are naturally set on her
husband and children, etc., etc. Now, it is impossible to deny
that John Dillon is the very best fellow in the world, and
worships her—though she has shown him the cold shoulder
always—to fatuous stupidity ; also if by any chance she became
the presiding genius of the ‘ House that Jack built,’ she would
be almost next door to ‘ Home.

And ‘Home, sweet Home,’ has a wonderful charm for her,
in spite of many little drawbacks that the Vicarage possesses.
Irrepressible Gus, her pickle of a pet brother, with his round,
laughing face, would be able to look in upon the domestic
paradise of the Grange every day. The young olive branches,
with which the Vicarage abounds, could make the Grange their
playground, and the little meek-faced mother, dearest of all,

. could superintend the household, when a ride across country, a

fox terrier show, or the newest bit of fiction from Mudie’s or
Smith’s engrossed the time and attention of the legitimate mis-
tress. The Grange is a sweet, old place, a little old-fashioned,
it is true ; the Dillons have had it for several generations, and
have taken pride in the heavy curtains and ponderous furniture
liked by their great-great-grandmothers ; but since the present
owner has lost his heart to Nest, things have been altered o
please her taste. Nest is given to ‘fads’ The =®sthetic is her
last. So the Grange dining-room has got a pomegranate wall-
paper by Morris, a sage green dado by Dr Dresler, a lovely
Persian carpet by Faid/-cid-decn, a genuine Pintruccio, one or
two undoubted Bottocellis, Japanese bronzes, hawthorn pattern
china, heaps of daffodils and lilies, plaques of Palissy ware,
medizval work, and an old Nankin dragon overlooking the
whole.

In fact, the place is full of the ‘snappiest’ things, and Nest
half repents her coldness and cruelty to the squire when she
thinks of them ; but the picture, which ought to be wonderfuily
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attcactive, somehow gives her, to-day, a suffocating feeling.
One hittle grain of love for the bluff, honest, and hearty lover
would colour it with the enchanting views of Eden ; failing that
grain—she shudders, and goes on quickly to the third aspirant
to her heart and hand.

He is an aristocrat—a real live marquis, and he will be a duke
some day. His name is Elmsdale, and though he is short and
thin, and not at all handsome, he is the best match in London,
and therefore altogether irresistible to most girls.

Yet!

Nest makes quite a little moxe of dissatisfaction, and her
fertile imagination conjures up number four.

Number four is Guy Trevylian.

On his rather romantie pseudonym, she pauses full five
minutes ; the dozen letters that compose the name seem to have
an individual charm, and the total carries a magic in its sound
that makes her lids droop lower, and the faint shell-like pink
on her pretty rounded cheek wax quite deep, while her scarlet
lips soften into a shy and tender smile. It is not so easy to sum
up what he offers, while her foolish girlish truant fancy will
dwell so persistently on himself. With vaulting ambition, and
love of excitement and gaiety and luxury and wealth—every-
thing, in fact, fading from her mind—she finds herself wander-
ing back to the preceding evening. How the demure little
doves perched above cooed their amorous lullaby! How the
mystic moonbeams lent such softness to that firm mouth of
Guy Trevylian !

‘Ab, what an evening it was!’ she sighs, half audibly,
absently picking to pieces the wax-like petals of the Dutch
honeysuckles, and she wonders if she will ever, ever know such
an evening again !

She is only seventeen—just out of the schoolroom—and as
yet, the world has not spoiled her—as yef—or she would not be
so foolish as to put in comparison with this one evening—this
delicious oasis in all the existence she has known—her experi-
ence of greatest triumphs at the county balls, and find these
triumphs pale as gaslight pales by the side of Nature’s golden
light ; for the men whose homage made those triumphs dwindle
into pigmies by the side of Guy Trevylian. :

Why this should be she cannot tell—which of her sex can
analyse the cause when the result is that subtle, exquisite thrill
that comes but once to most women at the voice, the look, the
touch of the f£rs¢ love of their lives?

Guy Trevylian is by no means a Pheenix among his kind in
beauty, neither would impartial critics put him down as especially
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fascinating. To some he would be not commonplace—thatis a
term that could never apply to him—but simply unattractive,
vet his words and tones come back to Nest again and again.
They thrill with strange sharp sweetness to her heart, and she
asks herself, with a sudden, almost deadly pang, what existence
would be without him. Standing there, with the soft wind lift-
ing the rings of hair off her brow soothingly, with the hum of
bees in her ear, the scent of roses sweeping over her, the yellow
sunbeams falling upon her, she lifts up her face,and thanks God
for those hours passed with Guy Trevylian. Come what may,
nothing can take away the memory of them, not in all the long,
long years that she may live.

On this sweet summer morning she loses her identity in Guy
“Trevylian, for he fills her heart, her soul, her being, and with
the glamour of his grey eyes upon her, she forgets entirely to
consider how little, how very little, he has to offer her.

She never thinks in this dream of passion of questioning in
what region, short of Arcadia, two people, young, healthy, and
with moderately good appetites, can live on a few hundred a
year, or how careful, even futile, the daily struggle will be to
make two and two into eight instead of four.

She exists in a halcyon oblivion of the demands ot those
harpies, the baker and the butcher, and of all the elegant
nothings that go to make the happiness of fashionable ladies.

No ! she stands at her casement, her slender fingers toying
with the fragrant blossoms, her eyes with a far-off look in their
limpid depths, a smile, half gay, half serious, but exquisitely
loving, on her rosebud lips, as she thinks of the man himself.

The man who looked at her yestere’en with such passionate
looks, out on the green ridge yonder, and said, in a low
thrilling voice,—

‘I wonder if we shall ever be man and wife, you and I,
Nest !’

She remembers that she answered him then with a hard
defiant—

¢ Never!’

But she answers the question now, clasping her little hands
over her shy face, on which the flush grows and deepens.
Here, in the lovely day-dawn, she half shuts her lids and calls
up the features which she knows now are the dearest in the
world to her, a face not handsome, but which owns a power
that no other face has ever owned for her, and the sight of
which makes her redden and pale and her pulses beat with
alternate hope and fear.

She sees 'neath her drooping lids but one thing, a mouth
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proud and strong, with the silvery moonlight revealing all its
love and its pain, and from under its spel), she is motionless—
enthralled. Rousing herself at last, she turns to the toilette-
table and stares steadily at herself in her mirror.

There is not a vestige of womanly vanity in this. She only
desires to sum up the exact amount of attraction she possesses.

Is she pretty enough to enchain /7s fancy for ever and ever ?
and this is what meets her gaze.

A little oval face, grave and gay, cloudy and sunny in quick
succession ; a clear olive skin, two dark brown eyes that look
too big for the face, long black curly lashes sweeping over
cheeks tinted like damask roses, a small insignificant nose, a
pair of lips tolerably fresh and red, a figure more tall than short,
more supple and slim than rounded and voluptuous, and a sheen
that glances'and goes on every wave of her hair.

These are all, and they do not make up a grand array of
charms, so she turns away with a shrug of her shoulders and
concludes that she must be a ‘man’s beauty’ anyway, since she
has found favour with some of the sex.

‘Nest! Nest! hurry up,’ whispers a voice at her door, cutting
her ruminations short, and she knows it is Gus, her brother,
the biggest young rascal and dearest old boy that was ever born
to torment and delight in the same breath.

¢ Coming,” she whispers back, and rushing headlong at her
ablutions, she literally flings on habiliments that lie pell mell
around.

Arrayed in hat and habit, and without so much as one parting
glance at the glass, she slips noiselessly down stairs for fear of
awaking the elders, for she and Gus are bent on enjoying this
summer morning.

If there is one thing she loves more than another, it is horse-
flesh, and a ride on Claptrap, the old brown mare, with no
looks to boast of but plenty of g0, and with Gus on the roan
pony as escort, is just short of Olympus. It is quite early still.
The sun has barely dried up the glisten of dew, the flowers lift
up fresh blooming faces to the light, and the air is as sweet and
delicious as a draught of new milk, when Nest creeps out of the
back door into the large squitre yard where the Leghorns are

pecking and scratching and flapping their wings at a rakish old .

rooster, and two ducks and a drake waddle cpmplacently, while
half-a-dozen pure-white fantails swoop down close to her skirts
for their accustomed corn,

And these are all she has for companionship—Gus being
nowhere. Nest is not a Griselda by any means——patience, in
fact, is a virtue that she has never attained to as yet, whatever
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the trials of life may teach her later; so she screws up her
mouth, gives a low whistle, and sharply cracks her riding-» hip
as signals, to which a face—round as a ball, with a pair of fat
red cheeks—responds by peeping out of a stable window.

* Hush ! we must wait for Dal’

Then, like Jack-in-the-box, it vanishes.

Nest knits her straight brows until they nearly meet, and feels,
as she mentally expresses it, as cross as two sticks.

Dal!

Somehow she is less than ever in a mood for Dal—or Dal’s
chronic condition of utter spooniness—this morning. Dal, who
after Guy Trevylian, is like a dreadful reminiscence of her
childhood called ¢ pap,’ to a bottle of sparkling Moselle. But
before she has time to lash herself into greater discontent, Dal
makes his appearance, and, as far as appearance goes, he
certainly is the very beau-ideal of a sweetheart.

In the newest thing immaginable in the way of tweeds, and
with an irreproachable little hat perched jauntily on his fair
curls, he looks as spick and span as if he had just stepped out
of a bandbox. And at first view of his dear love, he blushes up
as furiously as a girl in her teens. :

¢The top of the morning to you, my darling,’ he says, beaming
all over, as he makes a dash at the fresh red lips.

But she is a great deal too quick for him ; making an adroit
duck of the pretty little head, she misses what Boucicault calls
‘the coward’s blow betwixt nose and chin.’

¢ Don’t, she says reprovingly ; ¢ someone will see you !’

*Who ?’ he asks innocently—taking a survey of the surround-
ing poultry. ¢ There is no one to say a word—if I took a dozen
of them !’

A dozen of them /—a dozen of—kisses !

Miserable little sinner as she is—she remembers with another
sharp sweet thrill, those swift passionate kisses under the silvery
moonbeams, that fell with blissful pain and painful bliss on her
lips and cheeks and eyelids; and remembering, she shrinks
away from her betrothed. The pullets flap their young wings
vigorously—the cocks crow shrilly—the ducks and drake join
the chorus with a loud quack!” quack !—and in the general
hubbub, Nest, thankful,. scrambles on unaided to #Claptrap’s
broad back, and trots through the farm-yard gate into a
meadow.

In another moment Dal, on his thoroughbred, reaches her,
and Gus, as gooseberry, ambles up to the other side.

¢ Twa’s company and three’s nane,’ says a homely old Scotch
proverb, and the truth of it has been tested, I daresay, by many
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—by you, perhaps, my fair reader—unhen stern paterfamilias or
a scheminy and worldly mother have adiered to you, just as
the soft speeches and softer eyes, to say nothing of a lovely
moustached lip of some fascinating ‘detrimental,” have been
near.

But in this particular case, the trio are very good company as
they jog along, chatting and laughing like the children that they
are. They go through a glorious old beech copse, with the long
amber rays beginning to slant athw art the brown gnarled trunks,
and to quiver and dance on the cool intensely grcen depths of
the midsummer foliage. The ground is staned all over with
tiny harebells—drooping their dark-blue eyes modestly—and
the sky above looks like a gigantic plain of clearest azure and
crystal. Presently they reach a white gate, which Gus charges
and opens, and filing into the high road, they go down in a
sweeping canter, with the early breeze, laden with puffs of
clover, wooing their faces sweetly. The way slcpes between
picturesque banks that are one lavish tangie of wild roses and
flowering palm, with an undergrowth of every, imaginable moss,
and fern, and lichen, and at the very bottom of the incline lies
the river. River, however, it can scarcely be dignified into.

The Yarl is only a pretentious little arm of water, very narrow
and extremely shallow, and so limpid that one could almost
count the shiny white pebbles that gleam up from below.

Claptrap and the thoroughbred, who have, like their respec-
tive riders, grown to know one another well by dint of sheer
association, splash anmucably side by side along the ford, with
the roan pony close in their rear.

The current eddies past—the water lies with cool shadows
here and there, and the young sunbeams touch into vivid
b}(;:auty of gold and green the wealth of verdure that lines the
shore.

It is the loveliest little bit in the world for Turner or Claude
Loraine, and represents the scenery of Devonshire, which,
with its deep arching shades and exquisite flowering lanes, is
true Arcadia.

Nest—who is sufficiently of an-optimist to accept life as it
comes—positively revels in the hour. It is such a thorough
day of midsummer beauty, so full of green waving woods—of
golden wheat-fields, over which the ambient air steals with
gentle billowy swell, of bloom and fragrance, of depths of pleas-
ant shade and long stretches of velvet turf, that existence in
itself seems a boon, and she glances at Dal to mark if he also
appreciates.

But alas ! according to Wordsw orth,—
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¢ A primrose by the river’s brim
A yellow primrose was to him,
And it was nothing more.’

No ; the beauty of dell and hollow—the spell of sunlight, the
song of birds—the loveliness of all nature, in fact, is at this mo-
ment a sealed book to Dal, who is employed in staring at his
lady-love, with the rapturous possessive stare that irritates her
beyond all else ; especially just now when her whole soul is in a
‘see-saw’ condition. With a curlyof her rosy lip, she deals
poor old astonished Claptrap a smart cut, and speedily reaches
the other bank, closely followed by her escort. Once more on
terra firma, Gus gallops off to give his roan pony a ¢ breather,
he asserts, with a mischievous twinkle in his eye, and so the
others are left as virtually alone as an enclosure of fields and
fences, and no sign of life, save cows and sheep, and an occa-
sional pig, can make them.

¢ Where were you last evening ?’

Dal asks this with an abruptness that bursts on her guilty
ears like a bombshell, and sends the hot blood tingling to her
cheeks.

‘1 left the whole home kit at coffee to hunt for you, much to
Miladi’s disgust, but—’

‘Froggy would a-wooing go, whether his mother would let
him or no !’ Nest says provokingly.

Dal treats her little outbreak into rhyme with a grave wall of
silence. He is evidently engrossed im domestic tiffs and griev-
ances, and if it pleased her to liken him to the faithful pig, he
would probably be indifferent to the compliment.

My mother nags so awfully, Nest!’ he murmurs, rather
peevishly, his pretty weak mouth pouting like a spoilt child’s.
 She never leaves off bullying me about you. ‘“Dal!” she said
yesterday, “will you do me one favour? Your duty to me
obliges you to accede to my request, surely. Will you please
look before you leap? That girl, with her airs and her graces—
her supreme wilfulness, will drive you into a lunatic asylum or an
early grave, my poor deluded boy! Those long-limbed, gipsy-
faced women are imps of Satan, I believe.”’

¢ Merci, Miladi!’> Nest utters mockingly, but all the same
she flushes deeply as she hearkens to the eulogies her mother-in-
law elect deems fit to indulge in. The colour soon dies away,
however. On this particular morning, like yesterday’s par-
ticular evening, she feels as if she were Guido’s Aurora moving
about the clouds, and as if she can bear most things with com-
mendable patience and philosophy. even Lady Wentworth’s
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scratches, and there are certainly no palles de velonr about
the dame in question.

‘ What a pity she did not bring him up in the way he should
go, so that when he was old he should not depart from it} she
laughs carelessly, glancing at her affianced rather contemptu-
ously, when she thinks how like a big baby he looks.

" “Cannot you be serious for five minutes? [ kafe being
chaffed,! Dal murmurs pathetically ; . you must see how the
whole thing breaks my heart !’ ¢

His heart’

She turns round in her saddle, an ztares full into his boyish
face. A physiognomist would detecin her regard, curiosity,
perplexity, mockery, and even a dash of dislike. His white
brow, milk-white as a woman’s, is quite unruffled, thcre is not a
furrow of pain or trouble to be traced upon it. His eyes are
blue as the heavens above them—as clear as crystal—and per-
fectly innocent of a shadow, or of a thought.

And Nest falls to wondering what sort of institution this
young man’s heart can be. Is it a sieve, or a hollow muscle, or
just a something essential to human anatomy, possessing no more
romance about 1t than his—/Ziver /

Hearts are associated so absolutely in her mind with resolute
faces, strongly-knit frames, and, above all, deep set eyes, that
look like windows of the soul.

Dalrymple Wentworth is adorably handsome. There cannot
be two opinions on the score of his good looks, and he 1s as well
aware of the fact as his neighbours ; tall and slight, perhaps a
trifle too willowy for a man ; the loveliness of a woman on his
face, and that very womanliness its only drawback ; his head all
over little golden hyacinthine curls, like a cherub of Rubens, or
a cupid in a valentine; his eyes Prussian-blue to the deepest
depths ; his flaxen brows delicately pencilled as a Circassian ;
his features small and faultless, and his mouth as sweet and as
wanting in verve as a child’s.

Altogether he is an extol]able, lovable, yet, withal, con-
tempuble specimen of his sex; though if he is vain, there
is nothing offensive in his vanity, and none of that arrogant
self-conceit and overpowering self-complacency that make
puppyism a mild epithet to apply to a man.

He is a perfect gentleman in birth, breeding, and {ee]ing,
though an enfant gdté, and dreadfully wanting 1n backbone,
and prone to that geneml masculine feeling of bei':cving humnself
irresistible ; and he has but one idea in his head at the present
time—the girl he is going to marry.

She is the Alpha and Omega of his days the torment of his

.




28 . The Match of the Season.

existence, the one thing that he believes in, the woman whom
he worships with all the might and main of his unstable, vacil-
lating character.

‘ Nest, my darling ! what on earth can I do to arrive at a
quiet life at home ?’ he asks, in a limp languid voice, that
makes her long to shake him or pinch him.

‘Give me up !’ she suggests quickly, and the sluice-gates of
relief seem to open out widely at the very merest possibility of
her advice being followed. ‘Give me up, and Miladi will be
sugar and spice, and all that’s nice.’

¢ Give you up !—never—not even—’

¢ With the certainty of my driving you into a lunatic asylum,
or into a premature grave, according to Miladi? Dal, dear
boy, hearken to the words of Scripture, “ Honour thy father
and thy mother, that thy days may be long in the land.”’

As he listens, Dal’s fair skin grows pinkish, and his Prussian-
blue eyes moisten, looking like a couple of dewy forget-me-nots.

¢ Nest, dearest '—have you ceased to love me, then?’ he
questions reproachfully.

Has she ceased to love him ?—has she ever loved him ?—that
is, if love be ‘strong as death.”’ Ifit be what she has heard of
—and read of—and dreamed of—and—and—what she has-—
felt—only for an hour or so, it is true—an hour when an earnest,
passionate face bent over her, and two burning eyes looked
straight down into her own, while her very soul seemed to
thrill and quiver and leap to meet them.

She is certainly dubious on the important point of her feel-
ings for Dal, and scarcely likes to answer him. She knows
that he may take her into his arms, and kiss her as often as he
pleases, and it pleases him very often—but the pastime brings
no flush to her cheek, or even one little extra throb to her
pulse. No! there is no doubt but that she and he have just
drifted into this sort of thing, and she has really thought
no more of the courtship between them than of eating her
breakfast.

But Dal looks upon the matter in a different light altogether.
He loves those kisses dearly, like a child loves toffee or sugar-
candy, because they are so sweet and so satisfying, and he
watches her now with a ldng grave face that does not suit his
style of beauty in the least ; but before she has made up her
mind what to say, Gus gallops back to them, red and breathless.
‘Come along !’ he shouts, ‘do leave off spooning, and have a
canter.’

So off they go, the three of them, and in the brisk delicious
air, the charm of the exercise, Nest forgets everything, even
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the preceding evening, for she is young and foolish and frivol-
ous, and seizes with eager hands each passing pleasure.

At last they turn their horses’ heads homewards, and ride
slowly along a road that winds like a brown ribbon through
fields of mellow corn. Sweet puffs of wild flowers come from
the tall hedgerows, and the east is all aflame with the gorgeous
golden tint of a pheasant’s breast, such as art has neither name
for, nor power to reproduce.

The ripples of the little Yarl shimmer up under the reflection
of the sun’s glory, and it looks all silver and gold, like a stream-
let in the Arabian nights.

‘Where were vou last evening ?’ Dal asks once more, and his
pertinacity on this point irritates her into a flagrant solecism of
good manners.

‘Where was 1? In my skin, of course?’ she flashes im-
patiently.

¢ Nest, if there’s anything my maother dislikes, it is your
flippancy !’

‘And if there is anything I dislike, it is your mother!’ she
retorts. ,

He does not dream of remonstrating with her upon this, for
all the filial reverence imaginable cannot go so far as to invest
Miladi with a mantle of pleasantness. Even to Dal, her first-
born, and the sole creature for whom she cares as much as she
can care for anybody or anything, she has always been a species
of Nero in petticoats.

To the world in general, she is a cold, harsh, unbending
woman, whose extreme ‘kanteur has gained her the sobriquet
of *Miladi’ ; and placed on a knoll, nestling within a clump of
magnificent trees, is the house where she dwells and reigns over
old Sir Piers her husband, and her numerous progeny, with an
autocratic sway that beats the Czar to fits.

Nest averts her eyes in dislike from Wentworth, lovely and
imposing as it is; but Dal regards it tenderly.

* I don’t want the poor old Guv or Miladi to hook it yet ; but
wouldn't it be a jolly place, just ! if you were mistress, Nest?’
he murmurs enthusiastically.

‘No !’ she blurts petulantly, on the spur of the moment, for
she has just been thinking that, if she ever marries Dal, Went-
worth will be the sepulchre for all the love in her heart to lie in
by-and-by-—dead—dead—for ever and aye !

‘You do not mean to say that you don’t care for Wentworth,
Nest !’ he cries, amazed and intensely disappointed. ‘Why no
man could find jollier diggings in which to spend his days !’

¢ I do not know about a max-—men have such queer notions

-
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about things,” she answers cynically, as if she had gauged
men’s natures thoroughly ; ‘but I am quite sure that a woman
would like something different, and not be so very remarkably
unreasonable in her requirements either !’

¢ Good gracious ! what could she possibly want?’ Dal asks,
forgetting his ordinary languor, and rising excitedly in his
saddle, as if he were going at a fence. ¢ Society—scenery—'

‘I abominate scenery ; it’s always the same. Trees, hills,
hollows—hollows, hills, trees.’

¢ Society !’

¢ Society ! what society? The same as I have had ever since
1 could speak,—the J.P.’s and their wives, fat, and prosy, and
stupid ; the doctor and his wife, fussy, vulgar, hateful ; the
county folks, stuck-up, horrid ! I have not had a real morsel of
pleasure like other girls. Ihaven’t had one bit my proper share
in the pomps, and vanities, and sinful lusts of the flesh, and yet
I am to be shut up for the rest of my natural existence in—
Wentworth !’ she goes on breathlessly, with a confused notion
that she is the most ill-used young person in the world.

Dal stares at her aghast, with intense mortlﬁcatlon legibly
inscribed on his countenance.

¢ And what could be a nicer, quieter place than Wentworth
for anyone, man or woman, to pass the evening of their life in ?’
hequestions, after a moment or two, in an aggrieved tone.

¢ Certainly there is nothing like taking time by the forelock,
she sneers ; ‘but I should be content to let the evening of my
life provide for itself, so long as I could have the moming as
I chose’

After this crushing remark, which appears to daze Dal’s
reflecting faculties, a short silence ensues, during which Nest
looks back furtively, and beckons to Gus; but, scenting war
ahead, he shakes his head, and pulls in the roan pony to
a sna11 s pace.

¢ Marry me off-hand, Nest !’ Dal says, suddenly.

¢ What for ?’ she asks, in a matter-o’-fact tone.

¢ Well, you see, this see-saw state of things unhinges a fellow
awfully, ‘and makes him feel thoroughly out of sorts. I am
jealous, too—jealous as a tiger—of—’

¢Who ?’ she interrupts hasuly, bending over and stroking
Claptrap’s grizzly mane, while she reddens like a rose from pure
consciousness.

¢ Of everyone—of Elmsdale, for instance.’

(4 Oh 1
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*If you would only marry me at once, Nest, it would be best
for us both,” Dal goes on quictly. * You would be settled down
comfortably for life; and my mother would cease pitching
Mabella Moreton at my head.’

Mabella Moreton !

Nest pricks up her ears at this name. She has an instinctive
feéling that at some future period of her life the owner of it will
bring her vexation, if not trouble and pain; but if the pain
Mabella Moreton deals her is only in marrying Dal, she knows
she can afford to forgive her, and to laud her attractions as
well ; and Mabella Moreton’s attractions are legion.

She is a widow—a young widow of twenty-five; and the
defunct Moreton has left her splendidly endowed.

She literally lacks nothing—the world seems to have been
made for her, and she is made for the world. She is one of
those lovely butterflies, in fact, that seem to skim along life,
their brilliant wings untarnished by the rude hand of pain or
trouble. All the goods the gods can give appear to drop into
her lap without the asking—purple and fine linen, jewels, the
fat of the land, are her portion. She has a pretty, blonde,
supercilious face, with mzignonne features, enframed in a quan-
tity of fair hair. Altogetler she strongly resembles the portraits
handed down to us of beautiful, ill-fated Marie Antoinette —
a resemblance of which she is remarkably vain. . .

The blonde skin, fair hair, and chiselled profile make up a
very attractive whole ; but the light blue eyes are too near each
other, and they are shallow, even faise, and the scarlet lips are
curiously thin.

In her manner she is a second ‘Miladi, whose especial
favourite she is. She has all the quiet and cool insolence of
her type ; and if it is necessary to her ideas to crush any pre-
sumptuous person, who does not sufficiently recognise her
exalted claims to admiration, the way in which she abstracts
all power of seeing from her eyes, and hearing from her ears,
is both amazing and edifying.

‘Why not please Miladi, like a good boy, and make Mrs.,
Moreton the future Lady Wentworth ?’ Nest asks eagerly, for~
it seems to her that once married and settled in the big house
on yonder hill, Mrs Moreton will be removed from exercising
any pernicious influence on her (Nest’s) life.

‘1!’ flashes Dal angrily, wrath blazing in his eyes, and a deep
flush creeping over his white skin, that makes Nest involun-
tarily think of a boiled lobster. ‘I marry any other woman but
—you ?’ - ‘

Then his voice drops down to his boots, in a little low, pathetic
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wail, and the fire of his glance is quenched in a mist ot
pain.

¢ For God’s sake don’t torture me, Nest! You will make me
believe you are tired of me if you talk like this,—that you want
to thrust me out of your life! Oh! my own darling, do you
want to break my heart ?’ -

‘Bosh !’

She has caught the word from careless, irreverent Gus; and
it comes out with a heartiness that gives weight to it.

¢ What nonsense ! You are not of the sort, Dal, to break your
heart about any woman. You haven’t it in you to love anyone
--passionately.’

She is thinking of Guy Trevylian as she says this. She sees
cven now right away across this fair-haired boyish lover of hers
- -a pale, passion-tossed face, a pair of lazy grey eyes quickening
nto fire, a stern mouth relaxing into ineffable tenderness.

‘Ah! zinz is how | want to be loved,’ she murmurs, soffo
vace, forgetting that she is not alone.

But Dal hears her distinctly with his sharp, young ears, and
gazes at her thunderstruck.

She is developing a new phase of character. She has never

_ before allowed him a glimpse of her inner nature.

Bright as a sunbeam, lively as a kitten, full of life, and sweet
as a Bower—these are what she has seemed to him hitherto, and
he has accepted her so, and adored her so; but now she fairly
takes away his breath. .

He is not much given to diving below the surface. His boyish
insouciant temperament on the whole prefers her as she was—
gay, laughter-loving, brimful of sauciness, wilfui, and spatkling.
Still she is—ANVest—and Nest must always be fairest, dearest,
nearest in all the world to him.

‘I can do nothing but love you better than anything else, my
darling,” he says, as plaintively as a sick canary.

*As for breaking my heart, well, perhaps you were right in
saying “ Dosh !” to that. Hearts are toush things, I fancy;
hut I am sure I should feel hike cutting my throat if you chucked
me over. You sce, I have never cared for anyone but you since
you were so high, Nest!’ and he holds up rather a stunted
stick. ‘I should have no idea whatever how to begin putting
you out of my life now. If you ever meant to throw me aver,
you ought to have told me long ago, before my feelings grew
and grew, until they are ever so much stronger and bigger than.
myself. Indeed, you should have, Nest!’

All this, in a voice slightly monotonous and mildly reproachful
moves her only into vexation.
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She mis-es the master{ful woeing that took her by storm
She yeains to listen to the magic melody of the voice that even
in a nursery rhyme bore upon 1t that universal diapason of
divine harmony—the music of the sphcres.

‘That is just the way with you men !’ she remarks causti-
cally. ‘How on earth is one to know the proper way to treat
you? You are indignant if one is not civil to you ; and if one
1s, you consider it necessary to fall in love forthwith, and make
yourselves troublesome ai.d disagreeable by being exigeant and
jealous. I have told you, Dal, scores of times, that [ hate the
idea of marrying and settling down here. Matrimony, to be
really nice, ought to be a complete change,’ she adds loftily.
‘What wou!d be the good or the sense of it, if one just steps
across that paltry little Yarl from the Vicarage to Wentworth,
and goes on the same humdrum grind that one has done all
one’s life? I want to go to Rome, and Paris, and Monaco. 1
am dying for heaps and heaps of—dissipation !’

‘ Dissipation !’

Dal gasps out the word, opening his light eyes so wide that
she thinks he will never be able to shut them again ; and his
resemblance to the lobster is superseded by a likeness to an owl,
which does not tend materially to heighten her opinion of his
natural intelligence.

‘Sol’

She almost jumps from her saddle; the little word brings
back so vividly the witching hour last night. The gleaming
moon and watchful stars ; the soft swish of the summer breeze ;
the subtle fragrance; the trailing shadows; the coo of the
amorous doves ; the mysterious whisper of the leaves; and
above all—above all—the presence that lent a charm to all of
these.

Poor little thing! Guy Trevylian has her in his grasp. So
su&reme is his influence, so fatal his attractions, that even the
remembrance of his lightest word, the memory of his slightest
tone, has the power to thrill her through and through. His
face, his look, his voice permeates through her being, and she
is already unconsciously the puppet, of which his hand holds

“every wire.

The word ‘So !’ from Dal's lips sounds like a feeble little
ejaculation emanating from a feeble little spirit. It lacks feel-
ing and inflection ; it is not even profound or guttural enough.
to be Teutonic.

¢ Pray, what have I said to shock you ?’ she asks sharply.

¢ Your views of marriage have rather taken me aback, Nest,
answers the heir of Wentworth, who, like a good many English-
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men, is what is called a model of domestic virtue. He is one
of those to whom it would never occur that there was a duty in
life beyond his own well-tilled fields, or a pleasure beyond his
own hearth—a young fellow renowned in the county where his
people have been born and have vegetated for generations—a
walking epitome of amiable qualities, and eminently fitted to
make the happiness of a really good woman.

What he is calculated to be for a woman who is not really
good—that is, a woman who has a hot, perverse heart, and a
wilful spirit that soars quite above the homely occupation dele-
gated to her sex—it is impossible to say. If we took the verdict
of the censorious on such a subject, we should discover that
such a woman deserves no happiness, and that domestic misery
is her proper portion on earth—a purgatory requisite to purify
her nature before she quits this sublunary sphere.

‘How?’ Nest asks quietly, though she feels irritated within.

¢ Well, your notions that matrimony ought to be a complete
change in everything, you know. I thought it was all so com-
fortably arranged that you and I were to get married down at
the old church, where we have prayed together for years and
years ; that we should take a little trip somewhere for our
honeymoon, and then come back and settle down at Went-
worth for the rest of our lives. I can’t understand you wanting
change, Nest. Now, / think that it would be a thousand times
more jolly to go on here amongst our old friends and familiar
baunts. Perhaps it may be because I love every stick and
stone of the place. However, rather than let any ridiculous
idea of mine raise up a wall between us, I am quite ready to be
off to-morrow anywhere you like, my darling. China, Egypt,
Japan, or—’

But she interrupts him urbanely.

* My dear old boy, 1 wouldn’t have you move a step from the
home of your forefathers for anything. I wouldn’t let you leave
the soil where you have growed and taken root, not for the
world. Apparently monotony is a thing after your heart, but I
require a change to freshen meup. I feel suffocating, stagnating
here, so I am going away for a little while.”

¢Going away ! Where to, Nest?’ he asks, turning as white
as a sheet, for he loves her awfully—not with the love she wants,
with the love with which she alone will be satisfied—but with
all the love in his_heart.

¢ Only to London. Mrs Lorimer, an old flame of dad’s, has
asked me to spend the remainder of the °season with her in
Chesham Place. 1 shall have a good six weeks of it. Six
whole weeks of the most delightful pleasure and dissipation! §
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* Six whole weeks of pomps and vanities, Dal! You stupid old
1 Dal, why on earih don’t you rejoice with me, instead of lookm
5 like that 2’
¢ That’ means a long white face like a Knight of the Ruetui
Countenance. Two Prussian-blue eyes, blunk and bewildered.
" and a twitching mouth like a flogzed schoolboy’s.  But to pleasc
her he pulls himself manfully tovether and champs away at ti.c
. drooping end of his fair moustache, to hide the quiver on bhis
, lips.
; g You see, darling Nest, you are so awfu]ly pretty, and lots of
: fellows will be finding it out. But they won't love you as I co.
« They cowldn't, Nest ! 1
There is a genuine desolation in his voice that touches her,
.and she replies quite hearuly,—
" ‘I believe you, Dal dear, indeed I do! You think too much
‘of me, I am afraid. 1 am only a frivolous little wretch, with a
»wncked craving for change and excitement, and lots of things.
#But I do care for you. Sometimes I think I am really fond of
Fyou.
y He gives her a wistful glance. Her gipsy beauty has enslaved
hlm more than he knows, and it seems to him at this moment

*that this long-limbed, dusky-faced imp of Satan, as Miladi calls
“her, is the ruler of his destiny for good or evil, for ever and ever.
Me catches hold of her hand, and with a confused notion that it
belongs to him in a way, she lets him hold it.

% ‘Don’t go to London, my darling! Give up the visit, for
#God’s sake, and the attractions it offers, and come to me. If
ian infinity of love—love so devoted, so earnest that it must
@allow each hour of life—leaven each moment with happiness,
s#and make even death not to he dreaded if we could die together
§—will satisfy you, you will never regret what you gave up for
gits sake !’ and lifting her hand he presses his warm young lips
@to the pink tips of her fingers half-a-dozen times.

g Fcr a moment his unusual eloquence startles her into both
#astonishment and admiration, but the feeling is only ephemeral.
#The time is gone by when any man’s words can really influsnce
gher—save one man’s.

@ Oh, but I must go,’ she answers decidedly, though she feels

little penitent at the sight of his crestfallen face. ‘Besides,

%al it will be better for me to see something of the wicked
“world before I settle down, like Joan, to someone’s Darby !
#And as for flirting about—the biggest flirts make the best wives,
Zyou know.’

8 ‘I don’t know !’~he cries, feeling as jealous as a Turk; but
#she does not heed him.
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¢ And, Dal, just think how nice it would be for you if 1 could
say when I come back to this horrible stupid old place, looking
faded and worn and limp and ugly, that, notwithstanding the
lots of men who have been spoons on ine, and the heaps and
heaps of experience I have gained, you arc the only one I care
for or admire.’

‘But wi// you ever say so, Nest?’ he asks solemnly, with
great piteous eyes, and waiting on her answer with a fast
beating heart.

‘I dare say I shall. At any rate, we will hope it, and as hope
is such a jolly comfortable feeling, let us stick toit. Dut here
we are at home. Thank goodness, no one is stirring! Take
me off, Dal !’

Dismounting, he obeys her—obeys her slightest will, as he
always does, spoilt as he is. Just for the hundredth part of a
moment he holds her against his breast, and for the first time
she sees a real shadow cross his usually bright face. Seecing
this, she almost repents her determination to zo to London.

‘How soon shall you leave here?’ he questions, in a low,
husky voice, averting his head so that she shall not see the
moisture in his eyes that his manhood is ashamed of.

‘In about a week or ten days. Don’t look so cut up, Dal. 1
shall be back before you can say “ Jack Robinson!”’

‘But you will not be the same,’ he murmurs hopelessly.
¢ Somehow I feel that I shall lose you.’

He little knows, poor fellow, that he has lost her already !

She just shrugs her shoulders in a pretty, petulant fashion
habitual to her, and gathers up her habit with an impatient
gesture. She does not care enough about the boy to argue the
point with him, and with a quick giance at the stable-yard
clock, she prepares to run into the house, for the Vicarage folks
breakfast at nine. .

‘Won’t you kiss me before you go in, Nest?’ Dal asks dole-
fully.

She hesitates an instant. But after all, she is in a manner
engaged to him, and one kiss more or less will not much signify,
so she holds up her cheek, with a pink flush on it, saucily, and
he stoops and presses it quietly, though the sweet fresh lips in
such close vicinity fire his brain, and with the crimson blood
in his face, he strides away to the gate to which his horse is
tied.

Nest walks slowly up the back-stairs to her own room, and
straight towards a small goblet of water that stands on her
toilette-table, then she deliberately scrubs away at her cheek to
wash oft poor Dal’s kiss.
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¢ After all, why should I mind it? It was so tame, so harm-
less after—~zthose others ’ she whispers to herself, with a burning

blush.

CHAPTER IIL
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.

¢Swift years of lilting and sweet long laughter,
That wist not well of the years hereafter,
Till Love woke—smitten at heart by a kiss
With lips that trembled—and trailing wings.’

FOR a minute or two she stands in the centre of her room
motionless as a statue, with her eyes going out to the green
ridge yonder, and a smile hovering over her mouth, a smile so
shy and tender that it adds a new beauty to her face. Then
she smoothes the hair that fluffs and crinkles at the smallest
provocation, and slipping on a white print, sprinkled all over
with tiny rosebuds, she marches sedately down into the break-
fast-room, and right into the bosom of her family.

‘ Blessed is he whose quiver is full of them.” ,

Surely thes Reverend Theodore Wylmer ought to be blessed.
for his progeny have numbered ten, though only seven of them
have been spared to plague and please him.

‘Dad’ himself is a dear, grumbling, hypochondriacal oid
thing, with ailments as plentiful as blackberries in autumn, ancl
his wife is just an angel, botR in face and disposition.

Then there came in rotation—

Maud,
Nest,
Gus,
Jack,
Jill,
Pop,
and
Mop.

Jack and Jill and Pop and Mop are of that tender age wlich
only suggests squalls, sweetmeats, a general stickines, and
Gregory’s Powder, so that the three elders are only to <€ fore.

Maud has the advantages and the disadvantages“f €Bjoying
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a number of years beyond her sister, the three defunct young
Wylmers having been between them. Maud is twenty-seven,
ten years older than Nest, but she is so beautiful that ‘age
cannot wither her or custom stale her infinite variety.’

A trifle wax-dolly, perhaps, with her baby features, a skin
all blush-roses and white satin, red lips rather materially
full, a great fuzz of golden hair twisted and tortured into the
extreme of the mode, and immense china-blue eyes with not
much expression to speak of.

But everything in the world has its drawbacks. So it is with
her. A chronic frown puckers her fair brow, a chronic, peevish
droop mars her mouth. She is what is called a victim of mis-
placed affection, or, rather, a holocaust on the altar of man’s
fickleness.

‘Amor et melle et felle est fo undissimus, to ape the Reverend
Theodore’s pet Latin, and gall predominating has made the
eidest Miss Wylmer a nuisance to herself and to others.

Eight years ago, one Duncan M‘Pherson, a real Scotch laird,
with heaps of ‘siller,” wooed her.

¢ Blair in Athol’s mine, lassie !
St Johnstone’s bower and Huntingtower,
And 2’ that’s mine is thine, lassie !’

quoth he, in his broadest brogue, and she, with a deal of ‘vault-
ing ambition pricking the sides of her intent,” and with nothing
substantial in view, jumped at him.

What matter if 'his cheekbones were a trifie high, his eyes
innocent of colour, his hair warm in hue, and his speech nasaily,
he had lots of counter-attractions, and

¢Oh, the gallant 'Pherson,
He was always thought to be
A superior pershon !’

But the course of true love did not run smooth. Maud, as a
beauty, was capricious and exacting, while Duncan’s temper
was fiery to match his iocks. Plenty of damsels set their caps
at Blair in Athol, etc., and Maud’s airs and graces—mostly put
on from an erronecous notion that_they tended to captivate and
nchain—were novelties to the practical straight-ahead Scot,
Wi was as raw as his own clime, and rough as his aative
heaker,

¢ “Shall I—like a fool "—quoth he,
“For a haughty hizzy dee ?
She may go to——France—for me. -
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And as Miss Wylmer was a fixture at Ravenshill, he just
went off himself.

This little episode was a culminating sore to several disap-
pointments that it had been Maud’s ill-fortune to meet, and it
curdled the milk of human kindness in her, especially as no
eligibles had cropped up, since, in the melodious Celtic brogue—

¢ Duncan fleech’d and Duncan pray’d,
And she was deaf as Ailsa Craig !’

On the whole, there is a decidedly malicious tendency in
Maud’s character ; and, when no other target is by, she huris
her little gall-laden shafts at her younger sister, whose undeni-
able success with the sterner sex is mnortification of the flesh.

‘I saw Dal ride off in a fine tangent this morning, Nest, she
observes spitefully. ¢His face was as red as a turkey cock’s.
If you don’t take care—you mark my words—you—will—lose -
him 1’

Nest calmly continues the occupation of nibbling at a morsel
of kissing crust, thickly lathered with honey, and turns a deaf
ear.

Now, it is the most cherished desire of the parental hearts
that their second daughter should be suzeraine of Wentworth
whaen it pleases Providence to remove Miladi to her place either
among the angels or down below, and Dal has been their thing
of beauty and a joy for ever since the hour when they laughed
and cried, and laid their fond benedictions on the young en-
gaged couple. One little speck on Dal’s and Nest’s horizon—
no bigger than a man’s hand—assumes therefore the gigantic
proportions of Mount Jura, to the anxious paternal and maternal
vision, and Maud’s evil prophecy electrifies her audience.

The matutinal meal comes to a sudden standstill, even Jack
and Jill, and Pop and Mop, leave off champing vigorously at
their bread-and-butter and treacle, to stare at the improvident
delinquent who is going to ‘lose Dal,’ and Gus comes down a
“real wakener, as our transatlantic cousins have it, on her
poor toes.

¢ My dear Nest ! you surely cannot be guilty of such utter—
utter folly as to risk your future happiness by any undue display
of temper,’ Paterfamilias adjures in the same solemn voice with
which he appeals to his rustic congregation abouc their souls.

‘Nest! dorn’t let anything rise up between you and dear Dal ;
you will never meet with anyone so truly perfect as he is,
murmurs Mrs Wylmer, in her soft little voice ; ‘remembe
Duncan M‘Pherson !’

Upon this, Nest shoots a mischievous glance at her siste..
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The crimson on Maud’s cheeks rivals a couple of leviathan
peonies that grace the breakfast board, and her delicately pen-
cilled brows meet in a curve over the bridge of her small
Grecian nose.

¢ Please don’t mention Duncan and Dal in the same breath,
mother !’ she says loftily ; ‘one was a man, and the other is a
—bdoy- They are as different as chalk and cheese 1’

¢Dal’s the ckeese, of course Nest breaks in, with a merry
laugh ; ‘that old Duncan, with his carroty hair and horrid
brogue, was a caution. I hate plain men!’

Whereupon Maud makes a daslrat her at once.

¢ How about Mr Trevylian, then?’ she asks; ‘he is plain
enough, to all intents and purposes, but you don’t seem to
hate him !’

Nest buries her face in her teacup to hide a blush, and to stop
her mouth from a return missile.

‘Talking of Trevylian, he is coming to make his adieux this
evening. I am sorry he is going; he is a first-rate naturalist
and geologist,’ Paterfamilias, who has a weakness for all sorts
of fossils and creeping things, mumbles regretfully through his
toast.

The news of this visit certainly does not tend to cool Nest’s
cheek, and suddenly springing up from her chair, she capsizes
the milk-jug and the sugar-basin.

Mrs Wylmer, napkin in hand, darts at the lacteal fluid, whose
evident proclivities are towards the much-worn carpet; and
Maud, her natural acerbity of disposition overcoming her usual
indolence, dives under the table, to drag out by their chubby
legs Jack and Jill, and Pop and Mop — who, taking mean
advantage of the general confusion, are swallowing sacchar-
ine lumps whole, and ad #ufinitum, regardless of choking or
economy.

And Nest, with a glance of dismay at the results of her
awkwardness, sidles towards the door, to seek refuge in her
own room, when her mother arrests her steps.

¢ Has the dressmaker sent home your peacock blue?’

Nest nods her head and frowns; she knows quite well why
the maternal mind takes especial interest in this particular gar-
ment; it is simply because peacock blue is Dal's favourite
colour.

‘ Does it fit—is it pretty ?’ continues Mrs Wylmer.

‘So, so,” Nest answers carelessly, not feeling at the moment
as if fine raiment is an important consideration of existence.

‘Wear it this evening, Nest,’ cries Gus, * and kill two birds
with one stonc.

PN
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She goes up to him as he sits astride the low window-sill
swinging Ins legs, and pinches his ear till he yells.

‘ What did you mean by that sapient vemark ?”’ she asks.

¢ Oh, nothing, only that Beauty and the Beast will both be
here to-night,” he answers.

Beauty and the Beast are sobriquets of Dal and Guy Trevy-
lian at the Vicarage.

Nest says not a word in reply, but, turning away, runs up-
stairs humming,—

¢ For men may come, and men may go,
But I go on for ever.’

Directly, however, she has the door between her and the
others, and she knows the key will keep out all intruders, she
subsides on to the ground, panting and breathless, with a failing
heart, and buries her flaming cheeks in her hands.

¢ After last night, after all that happened, Zow am [ to meet
kim, with Dal’s eyes watching me ?’ she asks herself piteously,
half aloud.

CHAPTER IV.

UNDER THE LABURNUMS,

¢ In the change of years, in the coil of things,
In the clamour and rumour of life to be,
We, drinking love at the furthest springs,
Covered with love as a covering tree,
‘We had grown as gods, as the gods above,
Filled from the heart to the lips with love,
Held fast in his hands, clothed warm with his wings ;
Oh, Love—My Love ! had you loved but me !’

IN spite of her perplexity, Nest looks eagerly at herself in her
mirror, when she has donned the brand new ¢peacock-blue’
and added one or two touches to her dusky tresses.

‘Vanitas Vanitatum !’ quoth Solomon, and the Reverend
Theodore frequently impresses these words on his offspring, to
restrain their hankering too much after purple and fine linen.

Nevertheless, it is very pleasant, Nest thinks, to feel that she
is decidedly looking her best in a dress that fits her slim figure
like a glove, and she struts backwards and forwards to mark if
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her fournure is irreproachable, while a glow of self-satisfaction
i~es on her cheek, and her eyes grow as bright as a couple of
sdmimer stars.

Beauty and the Beast will both look on her prettiness this
night, but, forgetting all about Beauty, she wonders if she will
find favour in the Beast’s grey eyes.

Jack and Jill, and Pop and Mop, splashing in their evening
bath, shout and scream and keep high gala in the nursery, but
beside this there is no other sound, and no one is in sight, not
even inquisitive Maud, as Nest passes swiftly downstairs and
through the hall, and runs down the steps to the lawn.

Everything is looking sweet and delicious outside.

The western sky is full of a warm and rosy flush, and hardly
a twig moves, for -the faint breeze that stirred the tall tree-
tops has gone whispering away again amidst the delicate
silver of the willows and the sombre shadows of the weird-
like firs.

The sun shines down with all his might and main, and going
across the garden, between beds of heliotrope and verbena and
mignonette, and hovering for a moment or so like a butterfly
over the heads of the fragrant flowers, Nest finally sinks down
on a cool mossy bank like emerald velvet, and which is well
cheltered by the long drooping boughs of a couple of big
laburnums.

Laburnum blossoms are everywhere, weighing down the
branches in heavy yellow clusters, fluttering their petals earth-
wards, and powdering the grass with golden spangles, and
ntucking some that hang temptingly above her, she sticks them
fantastically, with the skill of an embryo coquette, into her hair
and on her breast, and all the while she is conscious that she
feels exceedingly restless and ruffled.

Moreover, her heart beats taster than it has ever done before.

Why?

Nest is seventeen, almost a child, and the power of analysing
human emotions has scarcely come to ber, yet she has avery
strong suspicion that she has fallen head over ears in—love.

Love, that mighty, tyrannical, omnipotent, uncomfortable
thing that, like Jonah’s whale, swallows one up, individuality
and all.

Up to one month ago, she had been a young philosopher,
looking on love at first sight as only the nonsense that quite
school-girls indulge in, but which at seventeen is a folly to be
scorned.

But. one summer’s day, just a month ago, she knows she .
succumbed humbly, hopelessly, slavishly to a pair of lazy, grey

«
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eyes, and a pair of resolute lips, belonging to a man whom
Maud pronounces ‘ quite plain.’

Nest shuts her eyes close to try and keep out his image, how-
ever plain it may be, and gnashes her teeth at her wickedness
towards Dal, as she feels even now that the boisterous waves
sweeping over her heart have been stirred by a mystic hand,
and already she has lost the strength—and worse still, the wi//
~—to quell the tempest.

After all, it is quite shocking to think that she has known
this man—who dares to make love to her in a manner all his
own, who even clasps her and kisses her, whether she will or no
—for just one calendar month.

One month, four weeks of newborn existence, a glimpse into
a new world, which contains all she has ever read of or felt of a
mad happiness, a blissful pain, a painful bliss.

Does she wish this man had never been ?

Nest, with due regard for Sapphira’s untimely end, dares not
answer this question to herself in the affirmative, so she just
does what most women would do—she yields herself to the
inevitable, since the inevitable is so pleasant; and, still with
closed lids, sets off dreaming, and as she dreams, a voice breaks
‘on her ear,—

‘ My lovely little Queen of Sheba !’

Starting, she opens her eyes wide, and sees the man she has
been dreaming of standing by, with the leaves flinging quivering
shadows on his cheek, and the errant beams touching his usually
pale face with a little warm glow, and a love lightin his eyes
that makes him not plain now, but bandsome as a god, and
above him, flashing in the sunlight like so many pendant gems
in their setting of green, droop the golden laburnum flowers.

Nest cannot check the flush that creeps over her face and
throat, but by a supreme effort she looks back at him coolly,
an;} keeps her place calm and dignified on her dais of velvety
turt.

‘My name is Miss Wylmer !’ she announces stiffly, where-
upon he laughs, and in another moment, like William and
Mary, they occupy the dais side by side.

‘You are not M7ss Wylmer,” he says, after a minute, during
which she vainly essays to look severe and repelling.

‘I am Miss Ernestine Wylmer, any way, 'she responds
gravely, in the delusive hope of nipping familiarity in the bud.

*What a pretty name your godfathers and godmothers gave
you,’ he goes on quietlys ‘but it is not half as pretty as its
abbreviation Nest—amy Nest.

Again the tell-tale blood rushes to her face, and she can
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scarcely control a little shiver that passes over her, like an
impromptu douche trickling down her back.

He looks at her steadfastly, almost rudely, noting down all
her points as if he were an auctioneer, from the crown of her
flower-decked fluffy head to the tiny tip of the bronze shoe that
peeps from under her trailing skirts of peacock blue.

‘Have you any idea how lovely you are, Miss Ernestine
Wylmer?’ he asks, in rather an unsteady voice.

She glances up quickly to see if he is laughing at her, and
feels ashamed of the gorgeous tints of blue and yellow in which
she has arrayed herseif Like a popinjay.

But she meets his eyes, so grave, so tender, and so true, that
she glances away again, and plucking wantonly a handful of
spiked blades of grass from her throne, she sends them flying
through the air with mock petulance.

‘ Beauty is only skin deep,” she answers, trying to screw up
her lips firmly. She is not very learned, is Nest, and her wise
saws come principally from the headings of copybooks. ‘I
woul 1 rather be good than pretty.

The wind whispers her last sigh to the smiling earth, the per-
fumed garden, the slumbering birds, the dew-steeped glades
and dells and hollows, and to the green ridge of softly-defined
hills that perkily raise their peaked heads against yonder
pburnished cloud. The sun—*God’s crest upon his azure
shield —sinks right royally to his rest’on a mighty cushion
of purple and gold, the burning crimson of his mantle quickly
fades out of sight, and only a mellow flush floods the western
sky.

‘And you are nol—good?’ Guy Trevylian whispers to the
girl by his side. ¢ Shall I tell you why ?’

She shuts down her lids again hard to keep out the subtle
- glamour of his face, while her long curling lashes cast pretty
soft shadows on her cheek.

‘It is because, try as you will, you cannot love—Dalrymple
Wentworth.

She starts.

‘Love him! of course 1 love him !’ she begins, in an indignant
voice, but pauses abruptly as she catches Guy’s steadfast gaze.
‘That is, I have known Dal ever since I was a scrap, and cared
for him as—as—’ '

¢As much as you care for Gus !’

‘Yes,” she replies boldly, ‘and that is awfully.?

‘Ah!’ he murmurs, and a smile irradiates his features, a
smile so wonderfully bright that she thinks the sun has arisen
again, ‘and are you absclutely engaged to him 2’
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‘Yes and no; but since when have you constituted yourselt
my father confessor, monsieur ?’

‘ You might tell me a little about yourself,” he says pleadingly,
¢if it is only for the sake of Jast night?

‘Last night’ has lost none of its influence, and she
obeys.

‘I have nothing much to tell, just nothing, except that feeling
I had treated Dal badly, that I had flirted with him ever since
" I was eight years old, and led him to believe that I really cared
; for him; and knowing he was so good and long-suffering, I
- promised him that, if I saw no one else I liked better, I would
marry him by-and-by.

A dead silence follows this little confidence, as far as words
# go; but Guy’s eyes speak volumes, and his pulse throbs fast as
' he grasps her hand in a close, warm clasp.
¢ And have you seen anyone you like better ?’

%  Another silence, save that a slight breeze rustles the labur-
¢ num boughs, and a shower of petals fall on Nest, crowning her
£ with gold.

‘No on~!’ she replies, clearly enough.

‘No one?’ he asks once more, almost inaudibly, and the eyes
to which she has succumbed plead for him wistfully, while his
mouth is trembling like a woman’s.

‘No one’ she repeats carelessly ; but she droops her big
brown eyes, lest he should read the truth in them.

Guy releases her hand at once, and catches his breath.

- “Itis well. Yet, lest you should be deceiving yourself, Nest,
my advice to you is not to marry Wentworth, unless your feel-
ings towards him change very much. You have not the smallest
conception—for, after all, you are only a child in years and in
knowledge of the world—what it would be to tie all your youth
and beauty, and above all, your heart, in the horrible bondage
of a loveless mariiage, Nothing is really more criminal or de-
grading on earth.’

‘Do you really think so?’ she asks, scrutinising his face
keenly.

‘Do I really think so? Yes, and I know so!’ he answers
emphatically. ¢ Scores and scores of women have made, and
are making, such marriages, and is the end of it happiness? If
so, I have yet to see an instance of it. '

‘1t is wiser any way to marry with feelings of indifference
than for love, and be disappointed afterwards,” she remarks
sententiously, like a young Solon in petticoats.

‘Yéu forget, then, what Tennyson says, and ip whose senti-
ments ] f_ully agreg,~
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1 hold it true, whate'er befall
I feel it when I sorrow most,
"T'is better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all.”

Child, we arc alone here ; there is no one to hearken, and we
are talking frankly. Look at Mrs Moreton. She made what
the world calls the best match of the season. A man rolling in
wealth, and who was really her slave. But she cared no more
for him than you do for——Dal. The consequence was, that they
were both wretched. He drank himself to death, and she—
well, she is no more what she was as Mabella Clyde.

*She was engaged to you once, was she not?’ Nest asks,
nervously and hurriedly, with an incipient jealousy devouring
her, lest his answcr corroborates Rumour’s oft-times false
tongue.

‘Yes,’ he replies, without hesitation, looking down absently
on the ground, on which long bars of shadow have begun to
trail, ‘she was engaged to me for two years ; but then, you see,
I was even a bigger pauper in those days than I am now. She
married Moreton simply because he was rich, and she found
scant happiness 1 the silks and satins and laces and fine
jewels for which she sold herself. She knew that I loved her,
and that the loss of her would hurt me more-than I can say, but
what was that to her? And yet women are called gentle—-
loving!. Ye gods! for cold-blooded cruelty, for passionate
devilment, a woman is to a man what a hawk is to a dove—a
tiger to a tame cat! Mrs Moreton, in spite of her handsome
fortunc of seven thousand a-year, her fine house in Mayfair, her
opera box, and carriages and horses, and her Zronpe of inter-
ested suitors, is not a happy woman, and I do not believe she
would object to a little platonic sympathy from me now,” and he
laughs a short, bitter laugh.

¢ And you would not object to give it, perhaps,’ Nest flashes
hotly, jealous as a Turk, though she does not know it herself,
that this woman has ever really and truly been dear to him.
‘I hate Mrs Moreton! And I cannot be even Christianly
sorry for anything—anything she may have had to suffer. 1
think her awfully mean and deceitful and avaricious, and—and
horrid altogether. What business had she to go and marry a
man who cared for her, just for his money, when she was head
over eats in love with someone else ?’

‘Don’t you expect anyone to be sorry for you then, when
you go and marry Dalrymple Wentworth,” he says quickly.

‘Bah! Comparisons are odious,” she remarks blandly, with
a futile attempt at a ‘ put down’ air. ‘ You see, you don’t know
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Dalas 1 do. You don’t understand a bit. He is so handsome,
and so kind and good and devoted, that a girl would be a posi-
tive brute if she did not care for him.

He winces visibly as he listens to these eulogies, although he
is convinced that she does 7ot feel love for the flaxen-haired,
good-looking boy.

‘ But however miserable I might be—wicked enough to be—
% if I married him,” she goes on vehemently, ‘you may be quite,
¢t guife sure 1 would never want or ask for sympathy from any
one, platonic or otherwise.

¢ God grant you may never, never feel the want of sympathy,
my child,’ he says softly; ‘and in order that you never may,
do not, I implore you, marry out of pity or out of kindness, or
out of gratitude for a man’s devotion, any more than for money
or position. You sacrifice yoursclf, 1t is true, for a higher
motive, but still, it is a sacrifice all the same, and will ‘bring woe
surely in its tramn. I wish with all my heart and soul 1 could
believe that my poor words may influence you in this matter.’

* And why should they?’ she questions, with a decided curl
of her red lip, while the green-eyed monster sticks his fangs
well into her heart. ‘ Prcachers to be heeded should practise
what they preach. Yours is the doctrine of following the light
and not the lantern. Now, tell me honestly, on your honour,
are you not contemplating a marriage of interest one of these
days, Mr Trevylian ?’

She looks him boldly straight in the eyes as she speaks, for
she has heard his name coupled once or twice with the rich
widow, Mrs Moreton, but she feels rather neivous at her own
pluck in cross-questioning, when she marks a swift ashy pallor
sweep over his dark cheeks.

In the partial light he looks positively livid.

He hesitates a moment. It is pleasanter for him to answer
¢ No’ to this girl, whom he loves aiready with the whole passion
of a singularly passionate character ; but Guy Trevylian is not,
with all his numerous blemishes, an adept in falsehood. It
would not come at all easily to him to tell a lie, or even to
prevaricate.

‘I don’t know,’ he says at last, slowly, as he looks back at her
steadily, with a curious sort of expression in his eyes, ‘but one
thing I 4o know, and that is, if I ever make a marriage of that
sort, there will be what lawyers call extenuating circumstances
in my case. I am hovering just now on the brink of uncertainty,
however ; one little word may decide me one way or the other.’

As now, with head bent down and averted from him as much
as possible, she hearkens to this, a dreadful and ceadly faint-
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ness swoops over her. A dense fog seems to rise up before
her vision, and, on the spur of the moment, she catches at his
arm.

Startled, he looks down hastily, and even through the mist
that dims her eyes, she can see almost a wild joy flash over his
face. .

¢ Nest, my little darling, you love me! You fear to lose me!
he whispers hurriedly, catching her to him, and straining her to
his breast. ¢ For God’s sake speak the truth, and tell me if it is
not so. Speak now, and decide your life and mzne 7’

Freeing herself, she rises, and stands before him, very erect
and stately, but with a white little face, and with her hands

B o

clasping and unclasping nervously, and she answers him in a ;

strange, forced, constrained voice,—

¢This is all folly, Mr Trevylian, and you know it! You are
not a bit serious and sincere. Besides, I am going to marry
Dal, and you—you had better marry a rich woman like Mrs
Moreton !’

Seizing her hands, he draws her down again on the mossy
bank, until her head is level with his shoulder, and her face close
to his own.

What a sweet little face it is, he thinks ; with its big star-like
eyes, its damask flushed cheeks, its tender rosebud mouth, and
with the blue dress and drooping yellow flowers giving a quainter
beauty to it. He st have her for his very own ; the thought
that this little face will ever be on another man’s breast goes
through him like a knife.

He holds her firmly in his stalwart arms, his eyes hold hers
in a spell ; their hearts beat almost against one another.

‘ Come, tell me you love me, Nest ; love me as I love you!
for it is the truth,’ he whispers passionately.

And itis the truth. The whole—whole unvarnished truth. She
loves him—loves him as she has never loved anyone in her life,
as she can never love anyone in her life again. To see him—
to hear his voice—to touch hirn, all these are a delight that one
little month has revealed to her, that eternity will never make
her forget.

‘Come, Nest! My own, own Nest! Just once let your
mouth speak all that is in your heart ; whisper it—here on my
lips, Nest! So,andso!’

And he kisses her, drawing her arm round his neck.

‘What does he care if there is a dumb protest in her eyes, since
her lips are his? Shadows are falling round them. A star or
two peeps at them, veiling and unveiling their light as if in shy-
ness.  The soft breeze swishes by, lifting her dusky tresses till
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they almost mingle with his hair. This mystic hour of gloam-
> ing—ah ! will she ever know it again ? or will she only see it in
 tortured memory? The mossy bank—the laburnum’s golden
" clusters, and through the trailing shadows, her lover’s passionate
face, her lover’s burning eyes! She is sorely tempted to speak
 now ; to tell him that she loves him—loves him so much that
¢ life will be everything with him, and just Dead Sea fruit without
him. That she is willing to throw her faith to Dalrymple Went-
" avorth to the four winds of heaven, so long as the eyes of Guy
Trevylian gaze into her own, and his voice whispers in her ear.
For she can want nothing more than these—nothing. Of course
he knows he has her heart and soul in keeping—but even he,
with true love’s instinct, cannot know how absolutely she has
yielded up every fibre of her being to him since the first day
they met !

¢“Listen, my Nest ; if you will tell me you love me now, I will
never marry any other woman but you so long as I live—so help
me God !’

She shuts her eyes, while a smile of joy passes over her as she
hearkens to these words.

But woman nature is a paradox.

With a full consciousness of all that this man is to her, she
.draws herself away, and speaks with a flippancy that amazes'
herself.

¢ Marry Mrs Moreton, Mr Trevylian! And forget, as I shall
forget, that we two have ever spoken aught but conventional
words to one another! You loved her, you know, and on
revient toujours & ses premieres amours !’

But she does not add that she is jealous—so jealous of his
'having loved any other woman but her, while he is her first and
last love, that she feels sick and dizzy.

He gazes at her with surprise ; women have always appeared
enigmas to him. But this one, lovely, and crude, and country- *
fied, beats all others hollow. Just a moment before, she almost
lay in his embrace, her eyes and lips rife with sweetness and
softness—and now, even the thickening gloom cannot hide
from him a defiant figure, a little, hard face, and curling
mouth. ‘

‘Tea, tea!’ shouts Gus, at the top of his healthy young
lungs, from the other end of the lawn. ‘Where are you,
Nest ?’

She does not answer, because she cannot. Her tongue seems
to cleave to her mouth, and once more a shiver runs over her
frame—a shiver of pain ; but she walks on, with Guy Trevylian
by her side, while she thinks to herself that she must be mad,

D
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for this is the second time she has put his love out of her
hife.

Will there be a third chance for her? ’

Suddenly she lifts up her eyes, and meets his gaze. Ah!
the sadness of it, the infinite—infinite vearning and regret
which she reads in the grey depths Her pulses seem to stop
beating ; her spirit sinks—softens—relents and—yearns.

¢ Guy !’

It is the first time she has called him by his Christian name,
and it breaks from her in spite of herself.

‘ Yes, he cries, standing still and facing her, while the pure
starlight lends ineffable tenderness to his glance. ¢Once
again, for God’s sake. cay you love me; that you will marry
me, Nest, or it may be fo0 late !’ he adds, under his breath.

The third chance is given her, but it 1s Zoo late.

‘ Why, Nest, my darling, [ thought you were lost!’ Dal ex-
claims reproachfully, emerging from a belt of laurastinus, and
taking her little, cold hand, he draws it through his arm with
a,decided air of proprietorship.

One little, earnest, wistful, pleading glance she gives the
other side of her ; Guy Trevylian’s features gleam as hard as
stone, and he is looking straight before him.

Then she marches into the Vicarage arm in arm with her
affianced husband, and runs the ordeal of the lights and of
Maud’s sarcastic face, with a feeble, deprecating smile on her
own mouth, for which she scorns herself.

‘You look all scared and as white as a ghost, Nest, Maud
says aloud ; ‘and as if you had had a mental castigation. You
have not by any chance been playing Pefruchio to Nest's
Katherine, under the laburnums, Mr Trevylian ?’

Nest does not dare look his way; but, to avoid Dal, she
smuggles herself in at the tea-table, under the united wings
of her mother and Gus, and, once safely established, she de-
votes herself, with a newly-developed gluttony, to hot muffins.

Before any other answer can be given to Miss Wylmer's
question, Dal, who is experiencing quite a fiendish sensation
of captiousness, suspicion, and jealousy, and whose counten-
ance lacks its usual amiability, breaks in with a good deal of
malice prepense,—

¢ Nest would not do for Katherine, Maud; the character
would suit the charming widow, Mrs Moreton, far better. You
will have a splendid opportunity of breaking her in, Trevy-
lian, as she has suddenly arranged to go up to town to-mor-
row by the mid-day express—same train as you said yesterday
you proposed taking. -
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A morsel of hot mufin falls unheeded from her little, cold
fingers, and Nest’s dark orbs send a pleading look at a pair of
" grey eyes across the table.
1 The look is seen, but not responded to as it would have been
. under the laburnums ; but Nest’s heart leaps, as she hears,—
> ‘I am leaving by the seven A.M. to-morrow, so as to catch
the night mail for Paris, and shall therefore be denied Mrs
! Moreton’s companionship en roufe. Miss Wylmer, what
% especial comestible have you a hankering for, in case I
" drop into Boissier's?’ and Guy smiles one of his sweet, rare
7 smiles,
% ¢Vanille caramels,’ cries Maud effusively, beaming all over
under the potent influence of that smile; and then she
sighs, for she remembers that vanille caramels were Duncan
M‘Pherson’s daily offering during the halcyon days that are
% no more.
# ‘And you, Miss Ernestine ?’
For the first time since they entered the house, Nest catches
his glance, and her own lids droop involuntarily.
4 ‘I hate sweets,” she says carelessly, unconsciously helping
% herself to five lumps of sugar in her tea as she speaks.
¥ ¢Oh, my! what a tarradiddle, Nest,’ cries Gus lustily, enfant
B ferrible as he is.  “You /now that you adore nmougat more
# than anything in the world !’
& ‘Always excepting Da/, of course !’ Maud informs Mr Tre-
-Zvylian in a stage whisper, with an inane simper on her pretty
¥ coral mouth.
% ‘Of course, cela va sans dire} he answers, quietly enough;
# but once more, from under a great Chelsea jar of roses, Nest
4 spies a momentary quiver on his lips, and a shadow on his
4 eyes, and she feels as if hanging was too mild a punishment
2 for her sister.
8 Theelders engross him after this. The Rev. Theodore enters
into a lengthy disquisition on natural history in general, and
3 the Californian beetle in particular ; and as the clock strikes
# nine, he rises to make his adieux.
€ He shakes hands all round before he goes up to Nest.
% It may be that he wants the touch of her little palm to carry
T away with him to Paris.
: She has taken up a stand at a distant window, but as star-
% gazing is a lazy habit of hers, according to Maud, her unsocia-
g bility on this occasion evokes no comment. She is feeling
| supremely grateful that Paterfamilias has challenged Dal to a
game of chess, when she hears the step she would know
among a thousand coming her way.

1
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The window is wide open—a delicious twilight blends ex- :
quisitely with the lustre of the young moon hanging out in the -
still and tinted sky.

The fresh fragrance of grass and flowers sleeping in the dew; -
the big trees, with their brown trunks and mighty shadows; -
magnolia blossoms, pure and scented, hanging above and
around; all seem full of peace, replete with that supremca; ge
magic of repose that dwells in a midsummer eve. 1

Presently, from the leafy depth of a little rosery, there comes
a subtle trill—a full-throated note.

‘It is a nightingale,’ Guy says, in a hushed voice; and bothfellow.
he and Nest lean out of the window to listen. é‘ I dg

But nightingales, like men and women, are fickle ; and after ¥ We
that one lovely row/ade, no note is heard. igly ;

¢ Checkmate |’ cries Paterfamilias triumphantly. ve v

*Yes!” answers Dal impatiently, with jealous eyes on then%ht-
pair by the window. I ar

Then Guy Trevylian whispers hurriedly,— g nif

I leave my heart with you, my Nest.’

For an instant their hands linger together, then he snatches §
the sprig of laburnum from her breast, and is gone.

When Nest turns from her survey of the night, a moment o
two afterwards, it is to find Dal occupying the window by he
side.

¢I hate that fellow !’ he mutters crossly.

¢ Hate what fellow ?’ she asks innocently, opening her large
eyes in feigned wonderment.

‘Every fellow who makes love to you, to be sure,” Dal falters&®
angrily. ‘I think men regular curs who try and poach on other®
men’s manors.’ 7

She looks him down with crushing contempt. I’

¢ And I bate slang, and mean, petty spite! I suppose you3
are hitting at Mr Trevylian, because Mrs Moreton is in love S
with him ; and that rails you.’ .

¢ It is not very likely that a fact I have known, in commong .
with the rest of the world, for ages, should suddenly rail me.Jg€
Mrs Moreton may love Mr Trevylian as much as she likes, and¥
as much as everybody knows she does. It's your feelings%§
towards him that I am bothering about.’ k

¢ Don’t fash yourself on that score,’ she answers, with flashing
eyes ; ‘as far as / am concerned, Mrs Moreton may have M
Trevylian all to herself; I don’t care if I never see him again !’ §

She is jealous—jealous—horribly, ghoulishly jealous. Yet, &
through it all, she is ashamed of herself for her unloyal speech,#§€
and wishes her tongue had been cut out before she made it.
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ds ex- 5

in the : Oh, will her falsehood bring any harm on her dear love?

d she grows pale as she thinks of it.

e dew ; Really Nest—really ?’

hdows ; ‘What do you mean by that, Dal? Am I such a story-teller

e andthat you want me to repeat thmgs over and over again? [

premca#n getting quite sick of it all, she says, in a hard, cold tone

t stabs him to the heart.

comes 1 don’t want to doubt you, Nest! Heaven knows it makes

quite miserable to think you give a thought to any other

d bOlh

3¢ I don’t she murmurs, rather sullenly.

d after, ?‘Well don’t be angry with me, darliny,” he says, very plead-
ingly ; and giving a glance around, he finds the fainily circle
hgve vanished into thin air, so as to allow him a sweet good-
night.

# 1 am not angry. Trifles do not anger me,’ she answers, with
Mignified air. ‘ But I am awfully tired, so I’ll say good-night,’
@Kl she puts out her /g/f hand.

atches JGuy’s touch lingers yet warm and close and tender on the

ht one, and she canno? give it into another man’s clasp
eady.

What is the matter with your other hand, Nest?’ Dal
stions anxiously. ‘It is not hurt, I trust! 1 like it best,
ause my ring—our betrothal ring—is on it.’
No, it isn’t !’ she cries, slipping off the diamond hoop, and
ing it drop on the floor. ¢And I am glad to be rid of it.
makes me feel like a criminal with a rope round my neck.
Bck it up, Dal, and wear it yourself, or give it to someone
e who will prize it more.
B Nest !’

Dal looks at her aghast, horrified, and drops—real big drops
ather in his Prussian-blue eyes. Then Le picks up the
mond ring and offers it meekly to her.

¥ Please take it back, my darling,’ he falters, ‘and forgive

e if I vexed you with foolish jealousy. It’s only because I
ve you so, Nest;’ and slipping the ring on her finger, he

P ops and kxsses her hand.

#She draws it away quickly with a shudder—the touch of
Ps warm young lips seems to hurt her. For the nonce she
ard and cruel and unforgiving.

¥ Good-night,’ she says, curtly.

Good-night! Won’t you say something nice to me before

# ‘ Bosh !’ she answers coldly, and without another word she
$alks out of the room and upstairs wearily.
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¢So everyone knows Mrs Moreton is in love with™ him.
Money and position as well as love she offers him,” she mutters,
with a sinking heart. ‘What chance have I against all
these ?’

CHAPTER V.
FOOL’S PARADISE.

* Why let the stricken dcer go weep,
The hart ungalled play—
For some must watch—while some must sleep,
So runs the world away.’

THE highroad runs from the village of Ravenshill, and passes
the southern lodge of Wentworth Park, and half-way between
village and lodge stands a moderate-sized villa of modern
build.

It is a, mongrel edifice ; the roof and windows aspire to the
Gothic, the frontage of red brick looks Queen Anne-ish, and
on the whole there is a cockney stamp and a common-place
aspect, fit for common-place folk.

It certainly is not a casket for beauty or refinement—never-
theless-—with the quips and cranks of Dame Fortune—beauty is
enshrined within.

The Lindens is not an expensive abode, and suits the purse
of the wife and daughter of a certain Colonel Vane, command-
ing a regiment of cavalry serving out its periods of service in
India.

When Angela Vane’s education is fully completed, she and
her. mother are also to go eastwards, an event to which the de-
serted and desolate old sadrexr looks forward with infinite
relish.

He is very weary of his bachelor existence, his mess life,
with its attendant billiards and *brandy panee ;’ and through
the long hot days, when existence, human and vegetable, seems
to stagnate, he counts anxiousiy the time of his probation, and
pictures the happiness of regaining his Lares and Penates.

She is a delicate, ethereal-looking woman, little Mrs Vane,
with rather a spirituel cast of face, that, in spite of many
years in an Indian clime, yet retains a good deal of soft peach
bloom, and her nut-brown tresses are still thick and lustrous.
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The only child of a proud old county squire, she had been
nurtured 1 the lap of luxury, remaining 1 blissful ignorance
of the value of pounds, shillings, an.l pence, until one fine day
a pic-nic sealed her fate, and she married for desperate love
a dashing captain of six feet two, without a sou beyond his
pay, and instead of congratulations had condolences showered
on her.

There is a strange lack of worldliness about her character,
and if her nature is a trifle shallow, its limpid depths show up
an almost childlike purity and frankness.

She is absolutely incapable of grappling, like the strong-
minded British matrons, with the perpetual petty grievances
that the exercise of rigid but necessary domestic economy
entails and is ‘sat upon’ to an alarming extent. She lives,
poor little soul, from cock-crow to night in a chronic condition
of meek resignation and quiescence to being mercilessly rifled
by those harpies, servants, upon whom she looks as so many
birds of prey, and feeling unable to cope with them, consigns’
herself to perpetual martyrdom.

Her ¢ cross,’ now-a-days such a common one, might be regarded
in a ludicrous light by her acquaintances, only few natures are
adamantine enough to refuse sympathy when she recounts her
little troubles in a gentle, pathetic, though slightly monotone
voice, and with a piteous expression in her mild hazel eyes.

She, too, awaits anxiously the expiration of her probation in
England, and longs to find herself installed within the plaster
walls of her Indian bungalow, her mind in repose, undisturbed
in its serenity by the appalling complication of the butcher’s, .
baker’s, and grocer’s accounts.

Her life just now is certainly not an enviable one. Although
she is just one of those women who suggest being made of
porcelain, to be handled gently and preserved from all violent

" concussions, she is for ever in a state of laceration either by the
arrival of ‘bills’ or the non-arrival of the Indian mail, for she
adores her gallant old militaire, with his furrows and his grizzled
moustache, with all the fervour of the bygone past.

Angela Vane, the daughter, is just seventeen, with a graceful,
willowy figure; and a fragility of organisation that strikes almost
painfully.

Her face, pure and seraphxc, is a prototype of Corregglo’s
Magdalen, and her tender blue eyes have an habitual tendency
to glancing heavenward with an appealing look in them.

Her little features are chiselled like a cameo ; and the small
oval face is enframed in soft hair, too dark to be flaxen, and too
light to be auburn. Her temper is as sweet as her face.
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In fact, Angela Vane is one of those nonpareils in nature
rarely met with. She is scarcely fitted to mix with ‘creatures
of mortal mould,’ and yet she is composed of that real stutf out
of which good loyal wives and loving mothers are made.

She has been for vears and is still Nest Wylmer’s bosom
friend and great ally. They are the same age and are almost
inseparable, notwithstanding their strong and striking contrast
in all points.

On Nest’s part, it must be confessed the attachment savours
a little of despotism and patronage. while Angela’s feelings are
wholly of affectiori and implicit faith. She is a little too much
given to sentiment, and is highly impressionable, but, though
susceptible and romantic, she is quite capable of a depth of
constancy that such soft yielding natures don’t usually possess.

Like a good many girls of her calibre, it is a positive neces-
sity to her to cling to something ; she could not live without
doing so, for her heart is overflowing with warmth, and it would
be a punishment to her not to lavish that warmth on some
object.

Not for a moment must my readers surmise that Angela is a
gushing young lady, a victim to ill-disciplined feelings, or inclined
to that dreadful ‘cheek by jowl’ flirtation, upon which girls in
these days look as an innocent pastime. Purity in all things,
in look and language and manner, are as natural to her as
purple bloom to a grape or unsullied whiteness to untrodden

. snow, and she is just of that age when woman’s nature, if un-

perverted, begins to lose all the crudeness that characterises
girlhood and measures its capacity for the higher aims and
saintly purposes that surely—surely—underlie this life of ours!

The Vanes come of a good old stock, in which pride has
descended from father to son, and Angela is as proud as her
forefathers, and would rather die than show her heart to any-
one.

For there is a secret hidden in this heart of hers, a secret
that makes her blush, and sigh, and weep even, when no one is
by to see.

She loves somebody, and her friend and ally, Nest, is her
rival. -

The object of her love is quite ignorant of, or else insensible
to, the amount of worship lavished on himgand Dal Wentworth,
though he marks with a sharp pang Nest’s frequent indifference
to his approach, quite overlooks the lovely pink flush in Angela’s
cheek, and the soft light in Angela’s eyes that rise up to greet
him.

Very voung and very inflammable, there is but one woman in

.
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all the world just now to poor passion-tossed Dal. He firmly
believes that if Nest goes out of lus life, there will be a com-
plete end to that ethereal essence called ‘love’ in his composi-
tion.

He is quite content to sit and gaze in a moonstruck sort of
fashion on her changing face. He is happy when he holds her
little hand in his, and he is in a delirium of delight when she
permits him now and then to clasp her slim waist or touch with
his warm young lips her forehead or her cheek.

For Nest is strangely stingy to him of her lips.

So Angela’s soul looks out of her azure eyes in vain, and the
tremor in her voice when she speaks to him makes as little im-
pression on short-sighted Dalrymple Wentworth as the swallow’s
wings dipped into the surging main.

He is going to marry Nest, and his heart is hers to trifle with,
mercilessly mutilate or trample on, and yet to retain as her
own, Be thinks, with the honour and loyalty that is a part of his
character.

est, however, is sharper-sighted than her lover—women in
matters of love are always so much more acute than men—and
she has found out Angela’s secret.

She feels no vestige of malice against her unsuccessful rival.
It may be perhaps because she does not care for Dal sufficiently
to be jealous, but, like a true daughter of Eve, she experiences
a strange gratification in flaunting the conquest of him before
Angela, not so much in words as in actions. She domineers
over poor Dal twice as much when Angela is by, and though it
might be put down to a good motive, a desire to crush fallacious
hope and save future pain, it is more probably an emanation of
female vanity that likes to show off its power over a human
heart—for Nest is dreadfully imperfect.

She never forgets the French proverb, ‘/z langue des femmes
est leur epde, et elle ne la laissent par se rouiller, for she posi-
tively seems to revel in levelling shafts at Dal, though she is
denied one gratification that her sex delight in, namely, con-
tradiction, which goes a long way to keep the apple of discord
on the bound and rebound.

An indulgence in ‘nagging’ is quite an ex-parte luxury in her
case, for though the worm turns when trodden on, Dal, appar-
ently more abject than that creeping thing, bears all, and bears
with an exemplary patience that outrivals Job’s.

At this especial time, Nest’s mind is in a particularly chaotic
condition, unsettled and unhinged, and her conscience s rather

self-condemnatory as well, making her temper fractious and
trying.
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It is the day after Guy Trevylian’s departure, and the lovely
weather has tempted the usual trio—Nest, Angela, and Da' —
into the shady gardens of the Vicarage. As a graphic descrip-
tion of their feelings towards each other, a map of their respec-
tive positions may suffice.

Nest half lies in an indolent attitude on a grassy slope, not
the mossy bank under the golden laburnum clusters—to that
she has designedly turned her back.

Her shabby straw hat with its long streamers is flung down
beside her, her brand-new peacock-blue is discarded for an old
green serge dress that has seen its best days long ago, and she
is apparently deep in Scott’s ‘ Heart ofsMidlothian,’ the only
waters of literature allowed by the Reverend Theodore to his
offspring, but in reality she is not reading, and is gone off into
a brown study, quite oblivious of an audience. She certainly
looks charming, in spite of her careless attire, as she lies there,
with one little hand embedded in her hair, as it supports her
head, her face is slightly flushed with the heat, her very long
black lashes droop over her half-closed eyes, and her slim figure
is symmetry itself, and Dal, sitting opposite’ on a rustic bank,
drinks in the beauty of the picture she makes, with a rapt look
in the ultramarine eyes that never swerve to the right'or to the
left of him.

It is his sweetheart lying there—his wife that is to be !'—and
as he gazes, he begins to count up how long it will be before
that exquisite form, that entrainante face, will belong to him for
ever and ever ! -

A little apart, and placed purposely just where she can see
him, herself unseen, stands Angela, doing violence to her nature,
which is as truthful as a child’s, for she is hypocritically pre-
tending to be employed in-skdtching the very laburnums, with
their drooping blossoms, that Nest is determined not to see

to-day, while in reality she is trying to transmit to paper a °

handsome boyish face, a face with perfect features and hyacin-

thine curls—the face that she sees by day and dreams of at 3

night.

gEvidently it is love’s labour lost, and her work is unsatisfac-
tory, by the knitting of her brow and the vexed look in her
eyes.

yThe silence has lasted some time, while the purple butterflies
skim lazily over the clove carnations, and a very vicious-looking
bumble-bee comes and settles on a rose, and then buzzes away
again with a monotonos hum—and a few fluttering white
clouds float athwart the great sapphire plain of sky, and a

sweet fragrance of heliotrope and mignonette encompasses them. J
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But Dal and Nest are matter of fact and material enough
just now. The loveliness of faint blue ether—the greenness «f
foliage, the perfume of flowers—‘Earth’s fairest children,’ as
some poet calls them—find no favour in their sight, for he is
thinking only of her, and she is thinking only of—Guy
Trevylhan. .

Presently Scott’s ¢ Heart of Midlothian’ tumbles ignominiously
with a jerk out of Nest’s hand on to the turf, betokening in its
fall absence of mind in the peruser. Dal stoops and picks it
up, and seizing, as it appears to him, a golden opportunity,
imprints a fervent kiss on the hand languidly extended for the
book.

This fervent little kiss is the straw that break’s the camel’s
back. Nest, brimming over with a mighty love and a desperate

; regret for the man who ‘left his heart with her,’ flushes deeply.
4 The caress seems a sacrilege to Guy Trevylian. With dilating
“# nostrils and curling lips, she flings down unfortunate Scott

again with an impatient gesture.

¢ Dal, I wisk you would learn to leave me alone !’ she flashes.

‘1 kate being watched and kissed, and made to look like a fool
4 before other people!’ and she glances meaningly at Angela,

and sees something that lashes her into greater irritation.

Yet it is only a pretty, golden-haired vision, with unutterable
Ftenderness in its soft blue eyes, that gaze pitifully at Dal, the
“culprit, and then, for the first time, turn with reproach in them

on Nest herself.

It is quite enough. Nest's quick temper rises to bubbling

point. She is not accustomed to bear reproval from anyone
& tamely and meekly in these days. By-and-by, when she has

¥ been through a furnace of pain and affliction, perbaps she will

# learn, when smitten on one cheek, to turn the other. Now,
g even Maud’s seniority does not protect her from a retort
"2 courteous from her younger sister when she deserves it.
® Never pausing to reflect—reflection is a thing her impulsive
‘§ nature is not given to, and not weighing the cruelty of her words
‘§—she blurts out vehemently,—

3 ‘Why on earth do you not transfer your love-making to

BAngela, Dal? She would willingly be the recipient of it, and

#be thankful, too, 7 know.’

% Once having vented her anger in these words, and being

gnaturally imbued with ladylike feelings, she is very much

gashamed of herself, and to cover her mistake with bravado, she

g gives a sharp, unpleasant laugh.

¥ Dal glances involuntarily at Angela as Nest speaks, and in

Pthe burning blush, the pained expression in the eyes, in the
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dumb but eloquent prayer of the lips for forbearance, he reads
at last the vigilantly-guarded'secret of Angela’s heart.

In another instant he holds her in his arms, her white face
pillowed on his shoulder. But she is quite unconscious of her
position, for she has quietly fainted.

.“Nest, Nest!’ he whispers reproachfully. ‘You are not
satisfied with being unkind to me, but you are cruel to this
¢hild, who has done nothing to vex you! Poor little thing!
She isn’t strong enough to stand taunts, you see.’

And he looks down commiseratingly on the white face, but
flushes himself as the golden-fringed lids slowly open, and the
eyes beneath them thank him mutely but eloquently for his
championship.

Nest notices at once the sympathy in his face, and the
gratitude in hers, and bites her lips in annoyance. She is
vexed to be the primary cause of a silent understanding be-
tueen these two. Not that she really cares for Dal, still,
.woman-like, she is unwilling to make him over to anyone else
- -at least not yet.

Pushing him aside, she kneels down by Angela, patting her
on the back as if she were a baby. But Angela retuses to be
comforted, and the faint culminates in a torrent of tears.

At last calm is partially restored, and Nest reverts again, in |
= pitiless sort of fashion, to the sore subject.

This is one of her ‘wicked’ days, as she is accustomed to
call certain days in her life, when some malicious imp of Satan
bestrides her spirit, and prompts her to all sorts of things of
which her conscience entirely disapproves.

One would fancy that a knowledge of the falsity her own
heart harbours would make her lenient to others, and disin
clined to probe a hidden wound in another woman’s soul. But
not a bit of it.

¢ Angela, you absurd child !’ she says tartly, ¢ what did I say +
to raise such a storm in a teacup? You must have a guilty !
conscience, or you would never have taken my words to heart 3
like this,’ and, stooping, she scrutinises the tearful eyes, that 3
certainly flinch from her regard. ‘I believe you are in love$
with Dal,’ she goes on flippantly, ‘and all the while he is in 3§
love with me! What a'stupid game of cross purposes we are
playing?’

‘Hush, Nest,” Angela whispers imploringly. ‘How can you §
say such things for him to héar? You don’t know what you
make me suffer. Mr Wentworth worships the ground you@i
trecad on ; and I would die to see you both happy.’

¢ Little hypocrite !’ laughs Nest. ‘I want to impress upon
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#% you the fact that Dal would be much happier with you than
with me. You would sit at his feet, and adore him, while
I should—’
5 ‘Have a contempt for him,’ she is on the point of adding,
g but she pauses.

% ‘lf he is wise enough to awaken to the knowledge of what is
‘:% best for him, I should not think of interfering between you two.
<2 Pl call him—’

i But the skirts of her green serge are seized with utter dis-
regard to their crumpling.
‘Nest, don's be unkind. It is downright cruel of you to try and
expose to a man who has no other thought but you, my feelings !
. Listen, dear,’ and Angela draws her down close, and in spite of
% the humiliating confession, her white face grows radiant, and
B the pretty, soft eyes flash as if with pride in the object she loves.
% ‘1 do love him ; and I shall never love anyone else as long as
-8 I live! But I know he cares no more for me than he does for
4 the wind that passes him by, and dies on some distant shore.
2§ But you, Nest—you, who are so dear to him—do not treat him
@ so! Be your own self to him. True love is not to be had
& every day, Nest, so do not throw it away.’
B ‘Rubbish !’ Nest answers, carelessly.
‘True love’ has been offered her four times already, she
"% thinks, so she does not value it as much as she should. Still,
4 when Angela is gone, and Dal comes to her, looking very un-
“# like himself, and-very ‘down in the mouth,’ some feeling
% prompts her to clasp his arm, and to say, with a smiling
“% face,—
own & ‘I won’t be cross again, Dal—db make friends !’
disin- @ Make friends. Friendship is an absurd word to express
But # his feelings, as he not only forgives her, but-seems to
§ love her doubly for the ill-humour she has displayed, just

I say #4as we prize the sun when clouds have hidden it away for a

cuilty 8 while. .
heart 3 Sitting there amongst the sweet-scented flowers, and under

, that 3 the arching trees, with the pale primrose light in the.western
h love ‘@ sky, the stars twinkling dimly above, and nature at peace after
is in @the cares of the day, the knowledge of Angela’s love fades
e are @right away from his memory like an idle dream, and he only

P remembers that his dear one is his own again; and the sun

n you @ sets, and the sun rises, and the days that intervene between
ht youg Nest's departure for London glide swiftly on their course, mak-
i youlfing no particular footprints on the sands of time, but yet they

lap Dal’s senses in a sort of Elysian dream,
upon From the hour he opens his ultramarine eyes to the hour he
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~loses them, he breathes, and walks, and talks-~laughs, eats, 8
drinks, and 1s gay—in the fool’s paradise life is to himn. b
Nest’s love is ambrosia of the gods, that we are told bestows
health, and strength, and mental bliss on the mortal who is #&
granted it. :
Poor young fellow ! ,,
The girl, who up to this time has been wilful and capricious, %
has suddenly put on the meekness of a lamb. It does not
really suit her style, perhaps, for only to look on her face is
enough to know that hers is a ‘ jeunesse orageuse. 4
There is not naturally placidity in the stormy light of her :
luminous brown eyes, and in the quick compression of her full ;
under-lip beneath her small, pearly teeth, if anything occurs to
ruffle her temper ; but for the nonce Dal’s heaven is wonder-
fully serene, and he delivers up his heart and soul to the en- j
joyment of it. A very pretty pair of lovers they make too— 3
both so young, both good-looking, and both apparently in love 3
—as they sit side by side, @ /a Paul and Virginia, under the }
spreading oaks of the Vicarage. Dal utters a few inanities—
foolish, loving inanities—but conversation usually drags, and,
after a minute or two, he half closes his eyes, and indulges ir *
a beautiful dream. E

b

-

¢ It was dregming! it was dreaming !
? g
T

It was dreaming, after all!’
as the song has it; but nevertheless the dreaming is ven
pleasant, and he pictures himself a second Ciaude Melnott
with a wish for Paphian bowers, in which he and Nest coul g
dwell, and on whose delights he would fain expatiate to hi}
sweet love, only that, unlike Paw/ine, Nest laughs at fantasti§
talk, and much prefers the topics of the day. 3
He loves her so! more perhaps—though he does not knovd
it—because his mother has set her face against the match, foj
it is curious how opposition fans the flanre of love, or what we
call love in these days. \
Meanwhile Nest, not caring much to disturb Dals dream
moments, basks indolently in the sunshine which she loves, beg
cause it is in consonance with her tropical temperament, and
occasionally heaves a sigh of eznzus at the part she has elected
to play. Guy Trevylian has gone to Paris, and she does nog
know if they two will ever meet again; and her conscience if§ OWn
alive with remorse and regret after the short but delicious timfl§ 9Str
in which he had filled her life. g ov
Impulsive, and with good feelings, she fancies she canm
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® atone too much, by excessive outward empressment, for the injury
‘R which she knows sheis doing Dal in letting Guy’s face haunt
% her as she does—but in spite of her the last tones of his goodbye
#& linger on her ears with a sharp and subtle thrill, to the total
3 extinction of the tender whispers that fall from Dal’s lips.
'R Yet she contrives, girl as she is, and a mere novice in dip-
%3 lomacy, to veil her real sentiments under an acquiescent if
Znot demonstrative affection ; and she disguises them with a
s skill that does more credit to her brain, or to her ability to
5 become rapidly that contemptible thing, a true woman of
4 fashion, than to her really pure and loyal nature.

CHAPTER VI
VANITAS VANITATUM.

¢ Men, some to business, some to pleasure take,
But every woman is at heart a rake.’

HE day on which Nest sets out to take what she ingeniously
fcalls her proper share in the ‘pomps and vanities and sinful
lusts’ is just a snatch from Paradise.

t It dawns with an unwonted crimson. The heliotrope, and
mignonette, and clove carnations smell more deliciously ; the
roses blush more brightly, the birds sing louder, the sun
ascends his throne in greater splendour, and, in fact, all

& nature seems to smile.

@ Dal, who is in love to fatuous stupidity, thinks his little sweet-
heart has never looked so charming as when she trips down to

2 him for a very last good-bye walk under the shade of the

@ southern wall, where the peaches and apricots will be quite ripe
and luscious by the time she is back again to eat them.

t  She is equipped in a dandy, double-breasted jacket of sage
green, a little fast in cut, perhaps, but undeniably becoming to
her slight, willowy figure ; a little stuck-up collar, defining by
its tightness a slender throat, is fastened by a jewelled fly, his
own gift on her last birthday, and a tiny hat, with a long black
ostrich plume curling over the brim, perches coquettishly well
over her brow.

Altogether she is the sweetest, prettiest thing imaginable, and
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Dal’s heart sinks as he remembers that other men’s eyes beside %
his own will linger admiringly on his darling’s »zanfe face for the § U
period of six whole weeks. 2 !

Six long wecks—what an eternity they seem to his love-sick
soul !
She slips a tan-gauntletted hand through his arm, and looks
up into his woe-begone face, her own features rippling with
pieasure and excitement.

‘And, you will promise not to pitch into me, and blame me
too awfully, Dal, if I happen to find someone very nice, some- %
one I can like, in Tophet ?’ A

‘Tophet’ is the Reverend Theodore’s pet name for London, 3
and it has become a familiar word in his household, thereby 3
losing a good deal of its significance. 3

Dal colours furiously, and a mortified expression crops up in $&:
his blue eyes. 3

Under this aspect, which has at any rate the charm of }
novelty (for if his eyes Zawve a flaw, it is a sort of vacancy in 4
their depths), his personal appearance decidedly improves, and §
young persons like Nest, foolish young virgins who have not
learned to trim their lamps with the oil of caution, are rather 3
apt to loose their heads to masculine good looks.

She has never thought Dal an Adonis; it may be that dark ¢
men are more to her taste, yet he is a splendid specimen of %
England’s gilded youth, with a fair, aristocratic cast of face, a }§
trifle insipid, perhaps, and not overweighted with intellect, yet
withal a face that most women would be liable to look at again 3§
and again. He has a tall, slender, swaying figure, that be- '
tokens more refinement and sazgre azu/ than strength and pro- 3
tection. A very good figure it is, but Nest likes broad shoulders -§
and stalwart arms; still, with a crimson flush dying his fair §
skin, and a light born of wounded love and pride animating his
eves, his features certainly have more expression than usual,
and Nest, little flirt as she really is, when she peeps up at him,
almost believes that she had better pledge herself at once to §
marry him at a certain date, and so put all other men out of §
her head.

But presently he grows pale, the flash dies out of his glance.
his face recovers its normal insipidity, and she blesses hLer §
stars inwardly that she has not been rash, and hearkened to 2
foolish impulse. ;

‘You dare not like anyone else, so long as you wear your
engagement ring,’ Dal says, rather doggedly, hurting her
hand. e wy

Nonsense !’ she answers carelessly, frowning and wincing §

crific
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3 £ ith the pain he has given her; ‘after all, it is only a cond;-
ide 2 onal engagement ring,’ {
the 3 Upon this reminder, he subsides at, once from feverheat into
. . 2he meekness of the traditional lamb.
ick | ‘True!’ he ejaculates plaintively ; ‘so I must live in hope

Wat no one wi// come between us two! I have been horribly
ks 3 alous of Trevylian and Elmsdale, and John Dillon, and of
ith gverybody else who has even looked at you ; but now I know

/ghe feeling was simply absurd and petty, compared to the tor-
M€ gres I shall endure for the next six weeks. Anyway, Nest, I
¢ @pay be more to you some day than I appear to be now, or

@ may be—nothing” He almost breaks down here, and gulps )
o Budibly, ¢ But you will always be everything tome ! I am not «J
by eloquent lover, darling. T haven’t a bit the gift of the gab, ;

e some fellows ; and somehow fine speeches always seem to :
-3pick in my throat, but4ou don’t want me to tell you that the
Appiness or misery of my life lies in these dear little hands,’
of 3% 3 he falls to kissing the tan gauntlets ravenously.

& Nest is so really amazed at the genuine pathos in his voice
nd 3 hat she can answer nothing, and feels a little moved herself,

10t 85 he goes on after a moment,—

1" 48 ‘One thing I must Say to you, Nest, before we part. I
Qould lay my heart down ' in the dust for you to trample on—

ark S ter that than, out of mere kindness or sense of honour, you

, 02: B-rried me, and crushed your own happiness in the act ! No,

el

4 | 1 don’t mind one bit how long I wait fer you, and all the
ve! Sme I shall hope for you, and pray for you ; but unless you
2" 3 look me straight in the face, and swear that you have not
be- 0 atom of feeling for any other fellow, you shall never bind
T0- Mour life to mine.’

- 4§ He gives quite a long breath as he finishes, and once more
}?1‘; pe glances up at him furtively, and this time with a certain

;spect.

Il: is the most lengthy and most” eloquent oration he has
gptempted, and he rises ever so many inches in her esti-
ation.

Up to this identical moment he has never displayed anything
$prprising in the way of magnanimity or self-immolation on the
¢ Mtar of unselfishness, He has, in fact, entirely confincd him-
If to the sweet rhetoric of pet names and caresses ; but now
’ 2 B beats Solon into fits, and just for an instant he succeeds in

iving lazy grey eyes and resolute mouth out of her mind.
Ur ¥ A chivalric young ¥iking, full of fire, and pathos, and
¢ By crifice, with hyamxe iocks of gold, and eyes like
o Y forget-me-nots, strides up and down the path of the
t-4
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kitchen garden by her side, with a new-born eloquence on his
tongue, and she believes she really likes him.

‘Don’t forget, Dal, dear, that you and I are engaged—con
ditionally, it is true, but I sha’n’t let you off your bargain, i
she whispers, while Maud and Gus keep their backs discreetly 1

turned, and the train, with a shrill demoniac snort, prepares to §§

§

start.

Dal looks at her and smiles, a tender smile, but a dubiou
one, and once more, with a quick look around, he fell to devour-
ing the tan gauntlet.

Then with a shy, sheepish face, like young lovers have, he
tips the guard a sovereign to lock the door, so that no audacious
masculine regard shall feast on his sweetheart ex route.

Nest is not of a nature to give way to pathos, but she is con
scious all the same of a sharp little pang, as her lover’s down 1

cast face, Gus and Maud’s familiar features, and the lovel; §

road, winding away to the silvery little Yarl, vanish like i
dream

As the solitary hours in her first-class carriage drag slowly}
on, great particles of dust, and a general sense of fatigue and
stuffiness, slightly obliterate her colenr de rose visions, but shel
pulls up bravely against the discomfort, satisfied that it is :
very small price to pay for the enormous novelty that is abov
to enter her life—that mature life of seventeen years that stand 1
so deeply in want of experience.

Cramped ®up within the narrow limits of her native Raven:
hill, she believes that she has been denied all expansion ¢
heart and brain. M

Through the heat and glare of the day she travels, excej,
one short ten minutes, during which she stretches her limbs:

a brisk walk on the platform, and seeks satisfaction for hr}
healthy young appetite in an antediluvian sandwich and a sta!
bun, that tries the capabilities of her strong little teeth.

Then, as the noontide heat grows less, she pulls a wrap ovj
her shoulders, settles her dusky head comfortably in a corr.d
and falls fast asleep—in a slumber too deep for dreaming. 3

‘Paddington ! Paddington !’

The train stops with a spasmodic jerk, and Nest is rud
awakened by a lurch, first forwards, then backwards, ar
the guard, with Dal’s sovereign snug in his pocket, unloc§
the door, and helps her carefully out, with a smirk on
face.

For three-quarters of an hour, a four-wheeler, going j
snailP’s pace, shakes and bumps her about, and finally depod
her at a handsome entrance in Chesham Place, Belgravia.
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E She stands a moment with a failing heart, then mounting the

Jeps, she gives the bell a mild pull.
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Mrs Lorimer is at home.

Nest follows the ancient servitor at a respectful distance up
e wide staircase, regarding his emaciated calves and canary
sh breeches with a certain awe, and her sense of smaliness

@icreases as he flings open a cream-and-gold door with a

andisonian air.

An old woman, who is not exactly an old woman, sits just
posite, and bolt upright, with a huge pile of damask cushions
opping her up behind and at the sides.

She affects a Louis Quatorze coiffure of a mass of frizzled
hite curls. She has a pair of very keen eyes, of neutral shade,

#8d a nose which is unmistakably Roman. And as Nest goes

timidly to her, she laughs, and tenders a hand withered and
wy, but with magnificent gems sparkling on every finger.

How do you do, my love?’ she says graciously, her hawk
s examining the small flushed face of her visitor. ¢ You are
commonly pleasant to look at, I am glad to say. You must
ve been dieted on roses to have such a lovely colour. 1
rrant you have not been in many stuffy ballrooms in your
3

No,’ answers Nest, plucking up courage. ‘I am only seven-
n, and there is very little society at home—at least, none at

R’ correcting herself, remembering the mandates of her youth,
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t the truth should be told at all times, ‘but I hope to in-
ase my knowledge of balls now.’
So you shall, and you will enjoy them amazingly,’ decides
s Lorimer, thumping her clawy forefinger monotonously
ainst an exquisite little Sevres snuff-box. ‘You are really
markably pretty, my dear, uncommonly like what your father
s when last I saw him. Dear! dear! Iam afraid to say
many years it is ago. “ Handsome Theo,” he was called.
hadn’t gone into the church then, and he was a wicked
fow. So sly with—women.’
fNest listens open mouthed.

ST hat Paterfamilias, with his sleek hair and sanctified look, a

e inclined to obesity, in spite of his plaisters and wraps and
idling, should ever have posed for Don Juan, is enough to
onish her weak mind ! .

But Mrs Lorimer does not pause for an answer. She likes to
h on, like the man with the cork leg.

Yes, you will have plenty of admiration and attention, of
rse. You will probably make the best match of the season,
d you must not let your little head get turned. Recollect

-
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that is only allowed to heiresses, and 1 fancy Handsome Theo
has not garnered up much for his progeny. How many are
there of them ?’

¢Seven, Nest says.

‘Seven! Good gracious! Who would have thought it? It
only seems the other day since Theo and I were spoons to-
gether. Is he as irresistible and fascinating as ever ?’

Nest thinks of him as he is, and not as he may have been,
and feels a violent inclination to laugh at the semi-sentimental,
semi-regretful tone of her interlocutor—an inclination which she
conceals by energetically blowing her nose.

“Dad’ is so thoroughly antipodean to sentiment, so thoroughly
anti-romantic, with his ailments of the back and opposite his
back, his air cushions, pills, powders, to say nothing of nause-
ous black draughts, that to fancy him “spoons’ is a stretch of
imagination she has never arrived at in her wildest flights.

Since the failure of his health—or the fancied failure of his
health—which is now quite ten years ago, he has almost handed
over parochial duties, with a salary, to a plain-faced, low-church }
curate, and exists generally in a recumbent position, devoting
himself to those refreshing waters of literature known as modern
advanced thought. He has a little money besides the living of
Ravenshill, and he owns a few acres, the cultivation of which j
has devolved on a working foreman and on Gus the astute, |
who, young in years, yet wears an old head on his shoulders; |
and this is a prudent arrangement, for it is not likely that any j
human being, with an average modicum of intelligence, can
grapple conveniently with the problems of the age, and attend
at the same time to the condition of crops and stock, for specu-
lative philosophy, as a rule, does not agree well with practical
agriculture, and neither do the most exhaustive researches into §
the nature, state, and descent of man throw any especial light}
upon the subject of phosphate fertilisers.

To his progeny of seven, Dad is very much an object of in-
difference, playing no active part whatever in their lives. ]

From big to little they know—have known instinctively from$
the hour of their advent on this sea of storms—that their society}
and prattle weary him and fret him, and, therefore, they giveq
him as little of that as possible, ;

Even little Mop, with her cherub face and lisping accentsg
reposes all her infantine tears and shrieks of joy on the sympa
thising maternal bosom.

Stern, Dad is not—tyrannical, never—but ¢ bothered’ often
than which, it may be asserted, there are few things more dis
tasteful and disheartening to the infant mind.




Vanitas Vanitatim. 69

‘Dad is very nice, but he is rather old now, Mrs Lorimer,’
Nest says, as a sort of wakener, thinking that a very long
lapse of time has been forgotten by her hostess.

‘True, my love. What a thing 1t is to be young—what a
thing ! And so, of course, Handsome Theo cannot ride at a
fence now, I suppose? He used to go over them as lightas a
bird ; many’s the time we have done 1t in company.’

Nest has never heard of the Nimrodian proclivities of the
author of her being. Since she can remember. Dad has been
shyhtly corpulent, and the idea of his flying like a bird over
: nything presents itself in such a ludicrous light th.t ence more
~nre has recourse to her handkerchief to conceal ti:e nmrth that
rises to her lips.

‘Did you get that dress out of Noah’s ark ?” Mrs Lorimer
«questions abruptly, in a sepulchral voice. Sage green, too!
Such a trying shade for a dark skin; and now [ come to lovk
at you, you are certainly very dark, my dear. If I had never
known Handsome Theo, I should have thought gipsy blood ran
in your veins—your mother, perhaps—half-cast by any chance?’

‘Mother’s as fair as a lily,” Nest flashes indignantly ; ‘and
so is Maud, and all of them, excepting me.’

‘ Dear me! how remarkably strange !’ murmurs the old lady,
in a dubious sort of way, eyeing her visitor keenly ; ¢ but, how-
ever, you are very nice-looking, and when I have taken you to
Swaebe, you will be a credit to your father. By the way, I
mizht take you to a ball to-night, if you have a presentable
garment.’

Nest reddens at this pleasurable prospect, and forgets her
vexation that the sage-green cke/ d’auvre of Miss Smith, the
Werth of Ravenshill, should have been put down to a remnant
qef Shem, Ham, and Japhet.

@ ‘'] have a nice white tulle and wild roses,’ she answers
pagerly ; ‘it is quite new, and fits like wax.’

‘White tulle-and wild roses—it sounds poetical,’ murmurs
Irs Lorimer, energetically tapping away at her snuff-box ; ‘but
oetry is not always to be depended on, you know. I must see

on before we can decide whether it’s good enough for your

‘but. Go up to your room at onge, my love. Ring the bell,

d my maid shall go with you.

It sounds very much like a mandate, and Nest obeys, and °

“the course of ten minutes she flutters into the drawing-
pom agdin, with the fleecy waves of tulle billowing round
b, and big bunches of wild roses blushing in her hair and
b her bosom, and catching up her aerial draperies here and
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She certainly looks uncommonly pretty, and she knows it ;
and the pleasant consciousness lends a bright bloom to her
cheek, that bids fair to rival the flowers she wears.

‘Walk up and down the room, my love, Mrs Lorimer orders,
and again Nest obeys, and promenades the lengthy apart-
ment with a slow, sinuous glide that she has learnt at the
Ravenshill academy for dancing and deportment.

“That’'s good, very good!’ enunciates the old lady unctu-
ously. ‘Now, suppose I am Queen Victoria, and curtsey low !’
and she draws herself up in an attempt to look regal, bridling
her head until all the Louis Quatorze frizzled curls commence
to tintillate.

Nest makes a profound reverence, with all the loyal blood
in her body stirring within her. She knows she was at the
head of the Ravenshill deportment class, and has a comfortable
feeling of assurance about her.

‘You'll do!’ pronounces Mrs Lorimer solemnly ; ‘you can
go now and disrobe yourself of your finery, and then you
shall have some dinner, of which you will be very glad, I
dare say. :

‘Yes!’ Nest avows frankly ; for the antediluvian sandwich,
and the stale Bath bun, have ceased to sustain nature, anc
she is hungry, dreadfully, unpoetically hungry.

A little later she rises, all the better for a dainty repast,

a dinner served in exquisite silver and crystal, and at which

she has been regaled with ensrdes and entremets, the subtle g
piquance and sweetness of which are a revelation to her §
countrified experience of plain roast and boil.

Eight o'clock chimes by the magnificent marble clock, when §
the hothouse grapes and pines are removed, and it will be %
some moments before the butler with the emaciated calves §
re-appears with the post-prandial coffee. ;

This palatial mansion is to be her abiding-place for six weeks, §
so Nest decides to take a closer survey of her surroundings ; §
she glances at her hostess for permission, as a preliminary j
step, but Mrs Lorimer has retired into a huge arm-chair, and J
with her frizzled head slightly lopsided, is fast locked in the
arms of Morpheus. .

Nest rises softly from her seat, and on tiptoe proceeds on her §
tour of inspection round the large and superbly-furnished room
What an embodiment of luxury it is! It positively seems to 3
smell of money, with its carved oak, its glittering buhl, its}
bronzes, its yielding velvet pile, and, above all, its pictures.

One of Sir Joshua's beauties faces an enchanting Gains-J
borough ; a sunset of Turner's—a mass of amber and crimsory )

3

£




Vanitas Vanitatum. 71

cloud, soft and full of unspeakable peace—is wis-d-vis to a
lovely head, dark and mellow with gleaming tints of Giorgionis ;
Titians, Peruginos, Romneys, succeed one another in bewilder-
ing splendour; and Nest lingers — rapt, entranced — before
each. She is no connoisseur ; her judgment is crude, her
own efforts but feeble daubs, but a thrill of pleasure and
excitement goes through her, for this is her first rea/ feast on
immortal Art.

Presently she reaches a sort of nook, formed by the embrasure
of a big bay-window, and here, as if enshrined amidst panellings
of shining oak and gilded mouldings, hangs the glowing portrait
of a woman. Not struck by its beauty, but simply spellbound
by mingled sensations of surprise, dislike, and a desperate jeal-
ousy, she stands as if riveted to the floor, her cheeks decply
flushed, and her hands cold as ice. )

‘A face to look at, my love,” Mrs Lorimer suddenly says, in
a low, hoarse voice like a raven, awakening from her forty
winks.

Nest starts visibly.

She has felt stunned and sick at heart, standing before this
portrait—the portrait of a woman who she feels instinctively is
her enemy, and her rival, but she recovers herself with an
effort.

‘But not a face to like !’ she flashes decidedly, forgetting in
the evil emotions it has aroused in her breast, that the owner of
it may possibly be a dear friend, or even a near relation of her
hostess.

‘Hum ! men like it, and that’s everything, I suppose ! I have
known a man go mad over it !’ comes distinct, in a still croaky
voice ; and as Nest listens, she believes it is a bird of ill omen.

‘Anyone you know, Mrs Lorimer?’ she contrives to ask
calmly, but with the green-eyed monster nibbling furiously at
her heart-strings, and with an awful presentiment that she is
going to hear—what—she does not quite realise herself.

‘Yes! anephew of my own, my dear—a clever, clear-headed,
strong-minded, sensible man, but as big a fool as could be over
that woman’s face. 1 don’t say he died for love of her, for men
have died, and worms have eaten them, but not for love, accord-
ing to Shakspeare, you know ; but he did the very next thing
to it~—he died socially—that is, he never went out anywhere,
grew as sulky as a bear with the world, and has eschewed all
womankind ever since s#¢ played him false |’

‘And has—Mr Lorimer—’

¢Not Lorimer, not my husband’s nephew, but my own—
Guy Trevylian, my only sister’s son, and poor as a church ray,
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unless I make him my heir, which I shall do, if he chooses to
marry who 7/ please !’

Nest hearkens to all this with a sinking spirit, and glances
furtively and nervously at the dread arbitrator of Guy Trevy-
lian’s destiny.

Very awful and very imposing she looks, sitting now bolt
upright, with a high, cream-coloured cap, and a big tuft of
marabout feathers tipped with green nodding over one strongly-
defined eyebrow. A pair of gold-mounted glasses perch on the
bridge of her Roman nose, and a row of enormous teeth gleam
at Nest, reminding her of the wolf in Little Red Riding Hood.

‘I fancy I have seen the original of this portrait,’ she mur-
murs, in a feeble voice. ‘It is a Mrs Moreton, is it not?’

‘Mrs Moreton, now, but Mabella Clyde when Millais did
that, and pronounced it hisloveliest work. The picture does not
belong to me ; I am only keeping it for Guy until he owns the
original—an event which will not be long in coming off, I sus-
pect !’ Mrs Lorimer says, with a satisfied chuckle.

Upon this Nest ceases her voyage of research, and goes back
meekly to her seat at the table, pours out the coffee—a task
which is evidently expected of her—with a shaky hand, while
she stares at her own reflection in the tall silver coffee-pot.
Very ugly and lantern-jawed she finds it, and she looks away
again quickly and angrily.

¢ Mrs Moreton is very well off, you see, and just the proper
wife for Guy. She is a woman of the world and ambitious, and
will instil these good things into him. He is sadly unworldly,
and lacks ambition terribly, poor fellow ! I have made up my
mind to this match, and I never allow myself to be baulked in
anything if I can help it, my love!” Mrs Lorimer goes on, in
the intervals of demolishing a plate full of hot crumpets, and
drinking her third cup of coffee, whilst Nest sits opposite white
and silent ; and she nearly jumps off her chair as nine strikes,
and Mrs Lorimer bids her go and dress for her first plungeinto
the pitfalls of Tophet, so engrossed is she in painful reflection.
Her step is slow and lagging, and her heart very heavy, as she
mounts the great staircase. True, she is just on the eve ot
having her proper quantum of the pomps and vanities she has
yearned for; but somehow she keeps thinking of Solomon, as
she slips on her fresh undulating waves of tulle, and absently
fastens the wild roses in her hair and on her breast.

¢ Vanitas—Vanitatum.

She is not well up in Latin, only little scraps that she has
picked up in a desultory fashion from ‘Dad.” This little bit,
however, she repeats to herself while she takes her last look int¢
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her mirror, even while she wonders if by any chance Guy Trevy-
lian will be at this ball.

She would not dance with him or flirt with him for the world,
she is sure ; but she confesses to hersclf that ‘she longs—posi-
lively longs—to see him just once again, if it is only to show him
that, as far as she is concerned, he is welcome to woo and win
the woman over whose face he had gone mnad, and for whose
sake he had died a social death.

And when, whilst driving through the noisy gas-lit streets, she
closes her eyes and calls up that soft spangled summer’s night,
full of unutterable love and fragrance, with the declicious Cantaze
Domino floating through the silent air, and Guy Trevylian’s
kisses falling on her lips, she shrinks back into the corner of
Mrs Lorimer’s luxurious barouche, and, with two little, white-
gloved hands, hides her burning face in shame.

CHAPTER VIL
TOPHET.

¢ The air was dicamy with £ u_is, the room was lovely with light,
The soft waltz tunes were floating afar in the’'warm June night,
And she danced with one and the other, she was far too lovely
to care, :
And she never looked as she passed him by, alone in the window
there,
She came to the window one moment, she gazed afar in the night,
She was dazed with too much dancing, or dazzled with too much
light ;
So he never moved from the shadow, so he found no word to speak,

And he never saw, as he turned away, the tear on her young, bright
cheek !’

MOosST of us at seventeen are optimists, so Nest enjoys her first
plunge into the pitfalls of Tophet immensely.

She experiences a flutter of timidity on entering the arena of
future conquest, but speedily regains courage under the very
substantial wing of Mrs Lorimer, who certainly makes a splendid
and imposing chaperon.

A rose-coloured érock? rustles round her tall form, and the
cream cap with the marabouts is exchanged for a regal turban,
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with silver wheat ears, that bob up and down over her strongly
defined brow. Some imaginative individual once told her that
she resembled Rebecca in fvankoe, and she has ever since
posed perpetually for that handsome but d#/aisséc young person.

‘ My young friend, Miss Wylmer,’ she says to every eligible
masculine she runs across, and then, in an aside, ‘The Wylmers
of Devonshire, you know.

Not that the Wylmers of Devonshire either aspire to or have
as yet acquired any celebrity in the world as to birth or posi-
tion, but Mrs Loruner has lived long enough in Tophet te be
aware that the mere saying of things often impresses them as
facts, especially if they are said in the off-hand, not over lucid,
fashion of ¢ society. .

Novel readers do not care for digressions as a rule gt one
remark ¢z passant. How shocked our dear, respectable, truth-
loving old grandmothers and grandfathers would be if they
could hear the fearful and unnecessary fibs that the ¢ world’
tells nowadays ! Miss Wylmer's sparkling face, fresh toilette,
and prguante manners, ably second Mrs Lorimer’s introduction,
however, and she soon bids fair to become the success of the
evening. Still, in spite of the demands for her hand by the best
dancers in the room, she feels a considerable amount of pleasure

when a voice that is familiar sounds on her ear, and Lord Elms-

dale stands bgfore her; and she thinks he looks uncommonly
nice, as she glances up at him, and meets two very admiring
eyes.

smiling pleasantly ; and Nest, ignoring ‘the claims of young
Moneybags, a city Croesus, with sleek hair, parted scrupulously
down the middle, and an enormous expanse of shirt-front, rises
from her seat with more alacrity than dignity, and the next
wmoment is floating round the large room, to the thrilling strains
of ¢ Dreamn Faces.’

She pauses at last, hot, flushed, and quite breathless, and
leans against the wall, while her partner fans her assiduously ;
but she only means to pause for a minute or two. She cannot
remember when she had such a divine waltz, and her feet are
impatient to be off again.

¢ Doesn’t this sort of thing tire you ?’ Elmsdale asks vaguely,
in a drawl which by habit has become second nature. ‘I don’t
think ballrooms are endurable for more than an hour’

¢Don’t you?’ says Nest, opening her big brown eyes wider
in amazement, for it appears to her just now that Tophet, with
an excellent string band, a floor as slippery as ice, and a good
partner, is a snatch from Paradise.
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¢ This valse, for the sake of auld lang syne ?’ he asks, softly, 3
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The light shines down upon the lovely, flushed faces, the
sweet, flashing eyes, and the bare ivory shoulders of the women,
who whirl round gracefully—through the heated atmosphere
steals the perfume of a thousand exotics. It is in fact a scene
of revelry, flowers, and beauty, the which, in her country experi-
ences, Nest has never looked on before.

‘I love waltzing !’ she cries enthusiastically.

‘Do you? Shall we have another turn?’
 So they go off again, and as they float round and round, her
“tsmall, dainty head, with its coronal of blushing wild roses very.
7 close to the ends of his drooping moustache, his arm clasping
.£her slim waist firmly, her hand in his, Guy Trevylian enters the
%room, and, standing within the embrasure of a window, watches

RPN SRV

them—watches them jealously, savagely.
Nest, although she is unconscious of it, has her revenge fully
Hat this moment for all the feelings she expericnced while Mrs
JLorimér expatiated on Mrs Moreton’s portrait. But—

¢ She danced with one and the other, she was far too lovely to care,
And she never looked as she passed him by, alone in that window
there.’

No, by all that is light and fickle in the nature of woman, she
has even forgotten the existence of Guy Trevylian; and he
3 thoroughly feels this fact, with his forehead furrowing into an
inmistakable frown, and a cold and hot sensation creeping over
& him as he marks her in Elinsdale’s clasp—his Nest, his wild
#flower! And suddenly turning on his heel, he leaves the room,
R trying to shut out from his ears the strains of the hateful
3 waltz.
‘ Have you been in the verandah, Miss Wylmer ?’ Lord Elms-
dale questions, as they promenade down a long gallery that is
Rliterally besieged with warm and panting votaries of Terpsi-
fchore, in search of coolness and strawberry ice. ‘It is quite
Afairyland,—cascades, and triumphal arches, and floral garlands,
Zand all that sort of thing, don’t you know.’
§ Even with this not very lucid description, it sounds very
inviting, and Nest is eager to go.
R The verandah is lovely. Lady Glendower, the hostess, is
Juite fanatical on flowers, and tier upon tier of splendid and
gragrant bloom line the way, interspersed by gracefully nodding
@erns and stately palms, and here and there, with ‘a dim reli-
&ious light’ falling from coloured Chinese lanterns, are, in
st?etic jargon the ‘smagpiest’ little nooks—just big enough
or ¢two.
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The very oldest and wisest of ‘twos’ might lose their heads
if not their hearts, for a little while, and yield to temptation
such a spot—might stretch out eager, idle hands to pluck at the
roses of pleasure as the sweet, golden time skims past.

And as Lord Elmsdale and Nest are neither of them very old,
or staid, or wise, it is impossible to deny that they have fallen
into temptation, and are flirting. And, after all, what can be

more natural than that two human beings, flung together in -

a sort of earthly paradise, should flirt.

« Flirting, however, very mildly, as flirtation is understood in .3

these advanced days—flirtation as really innocuous as milk and
water, though appearances are decidedly against them in Mrs
Grundy’s eyes, and in Guy Trevylian’s, who has a second survey of

the pair through the branches of a tall oleander. Heaps of other '}

¢ouples, bent on the same game, and infinitely more in earnest,

shrug their shoulders as they stroll by, and whisper that ¢ that i

fellow Elmsdale, misogynist as he pretends to be, is deep in
another desperate love affair.’

To men, who are inclined to pose for the part of male flirt §
(the which nothing is more contemptible if he is young, more §

dreadful if he is old), a bit of advice,—

There is one quality essential to doing the »dl/e well. It is 3

the quality of appearing completely absorbed in the object of ¥

attention—of being drawn out by her presence and proximity ;

from all recollection of self or surroundings.

The great secret of Elmsdale’s success (and though he is
short and thin, and not over handsome, it must be confessed §
that success is not lackingj is that he thoroughly attends to the
business in hand, and never permits his attention to wander for §
a moment from the queen of the hour.

He is thirty years of age, and has lived in the world and for

the world half that period, and he is no fool, especially in }
woman nature. He knows quite well when a woman is wor- ;

shipping his marquisate more than himself, and he is quite

conscious also that it is the merest A B C of flirtation that is §
passing this evening between him and the tawny-eyed, piguant: §
girl by his side, in whom he is far more interested than he has 4
ever been before in the myriads of ¢ beauties’ that he has known §e
and made love to. These were quite little ephemeral episodes, §
in fact, to the feeling he experiences now, as he sits with hs'§
gaze fixed on the allurmg young’ face, and the pretty shoulders 4
that shine up like polished marble under the Chinese lamps— &
shoulders which, considering how dark Mrs Lorimer has pro-

nounced her, are marvellously white and very symmetrical.

Elmsdale is dreadrully tired of so-called *society ladies,§




Tophet. 77
4
heads “awhom he meets night after night in fashionable Belgravian and
tion i Mayfair assemblies. He is weary to death of those hackneyed
atthe . words and stereotyped looks and smiles, all of which he has
t:Jearned by heart long ago. The proximity of the professional
ry old, '&eauties fails to quicken his pulse one jot, and the graciousness
fallen @f the grandes dames ‘has lost its savour,” and he knows that
an be Whough he has made up his mind never to marry-a girl who has
her in “Fone through the perils of London seasons, that an ordinary
mature piece of rusticity and innocence would sicken him.
ood in .§ But there is a wonderful freshness and originality in this
ilk and ,Foung person ‘from the countrp’ Her patronage, her im-
in Mrs pertinence, her sparkling face, all -make up a delicious and
rvey of ‘@povel mélange that fairly captivates him, and with it all there is
f other ‘Pot a single angle about her.
arnest, She is all soft bends and curves, both in person and mind.
t ‘that FBhe teems with coquetry double-distilled, but it is a coquetry
lcep in #pat goes hand in hand with good taste, in spite of her rustic
@reeding. She has none of the making of a fast woman in her,
hle flirt iind when she has developed fully into flower, he believes it will
-, more 4 of a high order, and not of a gaudy one.
B Already, though only seventeen, and, it must be confessed,
It is Fery much of a dunce where learning is concerned, she shows
bject of Bn innate grace and subtility, and a savory faire that quite
bximity J@mpress the man of the world, and though it is true that ¢ beauty
‘# only skin deep,’ she is certainly awfully pretty. There is a
h he is@harm about her little face that words cannot describe—a
fessed Jeliciousness about her colouring and her ripe red lips—and
to the $he has two immense eyes, dark as a Seville woman’s, that
bder for cll him in mute but eloquent fashion that he finds favour in
hem.
bnd for § How should he know that it is only for the nonce >—that
fally in fest’s real feeling about ¥ is a sort of frivolous triumph ?
is wor- $hat girl does not delight in feeling that she pleases—even .
s quite pptivates? And Nest has tasted this dangerous and attractive
that is @up of knowledge once or twice before in her life, and it does
iquant: Jot seem to pall on her at all—in fact, it seems to grow on her.
he has 4 She has a few grains of common sense left, however. The
L known Jerandah, with its exquisite bloom, its subtle fragrance, its
hisodes, #ystic charm, and the soft mysterious sort of light that should
vith hs’@ways accompany them, is very alluring, and so are Lord
ouldurs £imsdale’s eyes and accents, especially on this identical even-
amps— g, when her heart is so dreadfully sore about Guy Trevylian,
as pro-@ut still she knows that this pleasant little #Zz-@-t4ze, like all
al. f'cisant things, has lasted quite long enough, and should be
ladies, @ ced,
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‘Do you know that we have been here a very long time?
she says ; ‘had we not better go back to the ballroom ?

‘Why should we?’ he asks, in his languid voice, fanning
himself slowly with a big palm leaf, and feeling very comfort-
able—he is by a natural consequence lazy—‘1 am sure it is
awfully nice here. Are you tired of me already? Of course, in
that case, let us go.’

¢ No, not a bit tired,” she confesses ; ‘but we have been here
an hour, and Mrs Lorimer may entertain a faint sensation of
wonder as to what has become of me.’

Being of an unworldly and disinterested disposition, it never
strikes her that, Elmsdale being the match of the season, Mrs
Lorimer is not likely to grumble at her voisinage.

But he remembers this, and smiles.

‘Let her wonder ; it is good for her, poor old lady. Don’t
you know that wondering developes the—the speculative
faculties? Don’t go! 1 have a heap of things I want to say
to you, and in that horrid crowd other fellows will be bothering
us. I want to know if you have ever thought of me since 1 left
Ravenshill three months ago, or whether it is true what I
heard ?’

He says the last words in a very low voice, regarding her
intently.

¢ And what did you hear ?’ she asks, with feigned indifference,

but she feels the tell-tale blood rise to her face.

‘Why, that you were thinking of rusticating at Ravenshill for kK

the term of your natural existence with—
‘With ?’
¢ Dal Wentworth.’

¢ 1 wisk people would mind their own business !’ she flashes F

hotly. ‘One cannot really speak to a man without being
engaged to him ! One would thin® marriage was the one end
and aim of life !’

As she says this, she knows she is quibbling with the truth,
and her conscience, which is still remorseful and tender, gives
a throb of compunction, her eyes droop on the circlet of brilliants

that seem to hold the slifm third finger of the right hand in hate-

ful bondage as she draws it lazily through the sparkling water ¥

of a miniature fountain that is near her; and through the 3
cloistered greenness and dimness, poor old Dal’s blond face %

appears to Took at her reproachfully for denying him.

¢ Then it is not true !’ Elmsdale cries, forgetting his ordinary ;‘,

languor, for he has a new-born longing to convert this charming §

little girl into an embryo duchess.

‘I don’t really know what I shall do!’ she replies, with a }§
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decided dash of petulance. ‘How absurd it is to ask such
questions. We women don’t make our own lives; they are
made for us.’

‘ Nonsense ! you can make them in a great measure, don’t you
know !’ he answers, very earnestly. ‘You need not let yourself *
be put into a groove for which you are unfitted. Somebody
says—I forget who, so many people say things,don’t you know ?
% —that it is the tendency of life to drift square people into round
4 holes, and vice versd, but we ought not to allow it. I should
; never drift into anything I did not like.

‘You might! You might drift into matrimony, and find you
% had married the wrong person.

‘Yes, I might do that, he answers, with an affected sigh ;
% ‘but as society is constituted in this nineteenth century, mar-
i riage is such an awful leap in the dark, that no man or woman
can be blamed for the evil consequences that may follow.!

‘It would be a very good thing if the people who were think-
A% ing of marrying could bé shut up in the Palace of Truth together

i@ for, say, one week,’ remark the astute lips of seventeen. ‘But
i do you suppose anybody would ever marry anybody after such
an experiment ?’

. * Oh, yes! if bank-stock and houses and horses, and all the
8 other good things of this life, were in prospect. There are
Trevylian and the rich widow Mrs Moreton, for instance. You

4 don't suppose he cares a straw about her zow 2 Still, he would

like her money.’

¢ Are they really engaged ?’ Nest asks, with wonderful calm,
but she clenches her little fist so hard over the mother-o’-pearl
2 handle of her Watteau fan, that it gives a click, and she feels
¥ her cheeks grow so hot that she bends over the fountain on
¥ pretence of closely examining a lovely large water-lily that
R floats ¢ pale with passion’ on the surface.

¢ It is not posszble /° she mutters, sotto voce.

But Lord Elmsdale’s ears are curiously sharp.

‘Why is it not possible ?” he asks hastily, roused from indo-
lence into a surprised and suspicious condition, and regarding
the mutable, drooping face intently. ‘Has Trevylian been
making the running, I wonder? No doubt he flirts in the
absence of his liege lady; most of us do, I am afraid, but
nevertheless he is bespoken. I do not mean to say that he
is absolutely engaged, but Mrs Lorimer is determined on the
match, and as she is Trevylian’s £/ Dorado, I wouldn’t mind
laying heavy odds that she has her way.’

Is Nest already under the influence of ‘ Tophet, that she
never quails under these words? Though they cut like a
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'ash, she simply looks grave a moment, then cries impatiently,
* How horribly contemp:uble it is for men to be so mercenary !’

¢I will not retort that women are quite as much so, though
1 kave heard that Wentworth is pretty well off he says,
meaningly ; ‘but I will ask you, how can men help being
mercenary? Some of them are born idlers, and good for
nought—work they cannot, and to beg they are ashamed—
what is left to them then? But never mind about men in
general ; tell me about one in particular. You don’t know
/how anxious I am to know if you are engaged to Dal Went-
worth ?’

‘I am, she answers, with a merry laugh; but her heart
aches dreadfully, and she can hardly keep the tears that well
up in her eyes from falling; but Guy Trevylian, who is fasci-
nated to that opening among the oleander branches, only
hears the old ringing mirth.

¢ So he never moved from the shadow, so he found no word to speak,
And he never saw, as he tuined away, the tear on her young bright
cheek.’

‘You seem to be the happiest being alive, Miss Wylmer,
Elmsdale says, after a moment, a little vexed that she should
be so merry, and so well satisfied with her position as Dal
Wentworth’s affianced wife. It is supposed that no one is
entirely pleased with his or her lot, but yours seems to me
an exceptional case.’

‘I think you have spoken to me about a dozen times in
your life, Lord Elmsdale. Do you usually decide so promptly
on other people’s feelings? If so, you must possess rather
exceptional powers of observation, or else an exceptional con-
fidence in your own acuteness !’ she says, with another laugh.

“1 think I can read your feelings in your face, he says
slowly, studying the bright face so vivid with colour, the eyes
that flash with animation.

‘You may read, but you may not understand.’

¢ That may be true, he replies, more reflectively than is
bis wont. ‘It does not follow that because I have read I
have understood ; but yet— He pauses.

Man of the world—butterfly—flirt, though he may be, there
is something in this girl that prevents his paying her the com-
plimeuts that rise ¢libly enough to his lips for other women.
He cannot tell her that her sweet face is too mobile to deceive,
that the frank. limpid depths of her big, brown eyes could not
wear a look that fulsified the feelings in her breast. 4

‘Yet you cannut beip believing that my life is perfect and 9§
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my happiness unalloyed !’ she laughs once more, but this time
he can detect a bitterness in her accents.

“When you have lived as long as I have, Miss Wylmer,’ he
says, with the air of a é/as? man, and of one nearly double her
age, ¢ you will learn that one must be a fool if one believes in
unalloyed bliss. I think that you fancy yourself very happy ;
but, if you analyse the matter, you may find you lack one great
thing. ‘

¢ End what may that be?’

‘Content !’

It is a shrewd guess on his part, and Nest flushes as she
thinks how easily even a stranger has divined her state of
mind.

‘ Content is a thing that everyone lacks, you know. All of us
find monotony horrid—all of us think that we should like to
season our lives with a little ‘more spice, colour, zest, perfume ;
some of us lack all these nice things entirely, and probably will
lack them to the end.’

‘But why ?’ he asks her, with a peculiar tone in his voice
that makes her turn and look at him. ‘There are people
born for a humdrum existence, perhaps, but you are not one
of them !’

¢ How should you know what I was born for, Lord Elms-
dale? 1 don’t wish people to fancy I am dissatisfied with my
lot. If I were, I would not keep my pledge to marry Dal.’

‘And you think that to live always at Wentworth, always
in the shadow of Miladi’s presence, will satisfy you in the
future ?’

She tries to look cold and stern, but at the mention of
‘Wentworth’ and ° Miladi) her natural impulsiveness w7/
find sway. It is a relief to her to give vent to her rebellious
feelings, in fact.

‘Are you a magician, Lord Elmsdale? And have you the
power to spirit me away if I tell you that the prospect of living
near Miladi is too dreadful ?’

She repents her indiscreet outbreak when she notes the deep
flush on his face, and the way in which he regards her. He is
falling rapidly in love, and he knows it.

“1f you will ever like me enough to delzeve in me,’ he says,
in a very low tone ; ‘there is no knowing what I may not have
the power to accomplish ; but magicians require implicit trust,
don’t youknow?’

‘Which I am of too unbelieving a nature to give, I am
afraid,’ she tells him lightly, feeling that he is encroaching a
little, considering her position as Dal’s future wife.

F
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*Perhaps your nature will alter with years and experience,
and you w:// trust in me later ! At any rate, I don’t want you
to forget that in this world our lives are pretty well what we
make them.

‘That is untrue !’ she cries quickly; and then remembering
that a flat denial is not the thing in polite society, she blushes,
and adds quietly, ‘or if it is true, it is only of ez and not of
women ; we are merely creatures of circumstances.’

¢That is because you do not know how to take advantage of
those circumstances,” he says, self-sufficiently, provoking Nest,
who knows full well how arbitrary the circumstances of her life
are. How Dad and the little mother and all the others, down
to tiny Mop, cling to Dalrymple Wentworth as the family prop
and stay.

‘You only say so because you may have been exempt from
obeying circumstances. I agree with the majority of people
who think that we a»e subservient to circumstances,” she replies
wilfully,

‘1 don’t know about that; but I do know that to circum-
stances one owes a very good turn occasionally ; for instance,
that which brought me here to-night.’

His voice falls as he says this almost to a whisper, and she
feels rather than sees a look which deepens the colour on her
face, while she meditates a move, when the voluptuous strains
of the lovely ‘Ma Vie’ valse fall on the verandah.

¢ Do let us have one more turn!’ she cries eagerly, and in
another moment they float round the ballroom so smoothly and
harmoniously that they look but one person. ’

Suddenly, with a crash, the music ceases.

¢ Ah, how delicious !’ Nest says breathlessly. ‘I could dance
with you all night !’

Her cheeks glow like damask roses, and her eyes shine like
twin stars.

¢ And I could dance with you zkrough life/’ Lord Elmsdale
murmurs softly, his arm still round her, and his face very close
to hers.

Nest is quite countrified enough to feel uncomfortable, and
her long lashes unmistakably droop under her partner’s fervid
glance.

‘ Mrs Lorimer would be glad to leave, when it is Miss Wyl-
mer’s pleasure to do so,” a low, grave voice says, and she starts
and looks up quickly.

She meets a pair of grey eyes, full of reproach, bent on her,
and she returns their regard with a frigid little bow ; never so
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much as holding out a hand in conventional greeting to the
man ¢ who left his keart with her.

The man who is going to marry Mrs Moreton is, of course,
nothing to her—absolutely not/ing/ In point of fact, she
rather dislikes and despises him, so she turns away indiffer-
ently, and smiles up in Lord Elmsdale’s face, as she takes her
fan and bouquet from him—smiles as we women so often smiie
when our very soul is rent in twain with anguish.

‘Il see you to the carriage,’ Elmsdale says courteously, with
quite a glow of pleasure that the other man is snubbed. And
Guy Trevylian moves away without another word, and thanks
God that he does not wear his heart on his sleeve.

¢She has found out already that he is the match of the
season,’ he says angrily to himself, trying to feel contempt for
her ; then he gives another covert glance at the little face, ani-
mated and flushed no longer, but very white and wan, and he
relents at once.

In a sort of maze, Nest lets her aristocratic cavalier cloak her
with empressement, and squeeze her cold fingers with tender-
ness. And in a sort of maze, which is accompanied by a sort
of mist, she sees Guy Trevylian, as he stands bareheaded on
the steps, after putting his aunt into the carriage.

Then she gulps down a stupid little sob, and sinks back
wearily in her corner.

¢ Capital ball, her chaperon pronounces decidedly ; ¢every-
thing first-rate, and no expense spared ; none of your rubbish-
ing light refreshments, but a good substantial supper, and the
Moet et Chandon A 1. How have you enjoyed yourself, my
love ?’

¢ Immensely, Mrs Lorimer,, Nest contrives to mumble
through a dreadful choking sensation in her throat; ‘such a
delightful evening unfortunately spoils one for another ball.

Then she collapses, after this feeble attempt at satire, and
Mrs Lorimer, thinking such late hours have overcome the little
rustic, leaves her in peace.

Had Nest been furnished with a necromantic mirror in her
bedroom, she would have seen Guy Trevylian pacing up and
down like a policeman before Chesham Place, with the chill air
gratefully fanning his throbbing temples, and his heart feeling
like a lump of lead, and through the London fog he conjures u
with a lover’s fertile imagination a couple of tall laburnums wit
their clusters of gold ; and he hears a voice whisper for the
first time, ¢ Guy,” while a girlish mutable face looks up into his
own.

=
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CHAPTER VIIL
'FWO WOMEN.

¢'Tis hard—'tis hard—my darling,

To give up all our dream.

‘T'o be no more together,

By wood and wold and stream.

To say good-bye for ever

To the love of long ago.

But oh, ’tis harder, d'xrlmg,

To think it better so.’ .
MRs LORIMER, who is quite a Macchiavelli in her arrange-
ments, having fixed the afternoon for a * talk’ with her nephew,
remarks blandly, between her mouthfuls of Riz de veax 2 la
neige,—

‘You look pale, my love, and want fresh air, so I have
written to my friend, Mabella Moreton, to chaperon you in a
drive at four o’clock.”

Nest, who not only looks pale, but feels tired and limp, as
she languidly swallows a morsel of chicken, starts at this infor-
mation, which sounds like an ‘order,” and her cheeks flush, and
an unmistakable frown puckers her forehead.

These little indications of ruffled temper or spirit do not
esca the hawk-like eyes opposite.

ou know Mrs Moreton, my love, don’t you?’ is all that
she says, suavely, however.

‘Yes, I know her a little,” answers Nest, in a slow, low voice,
that might easily pass muster for sullenness, but it is not so.
Nest has no sullenness in her nature. She is quick to wrath,
and % uick to forgive, and she is very impulsive, so she has to

. bite her lips to prevent herself from frankly adding, ‘And I
dislike Mrs Moreton immensely.’

But'in her sojourn at Chesham Place, very short as it is, she
has already learnt the fact that Mrs Lorimer is given to *fads,
and that her present fad is Mrs Moreton, also that Mrs Lori-
mer’s resolves are as immovable as the laws of the Medes and
Persians.

By-and-by, when luncheon is over, and her young and usu-
ally excellent appetite has failed entirely to do justice to the
whipped cream and pine-apple fritters, which are perfect
dreams in their way, she saunters up the great staircase to her
glwndts)edroom, and peers out of the half-closed green venetian

in
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1t looks wonderfully hot and dusty and glary, and Tophet loses
a good deal of its charm.

Nest glances at the little buhl clock on the mantlepiece.
The hands point to half-past two. The big landau, with its
ponderous roans, will not come round till four, so she flings her
morning dress into a white heap on the floor, throws a cool
muslin wrapper round her, shoves her litile feet into slippers
that Cinderella might envy, and, lounging back in a delight-
fully easy chair, delivers herself up to reflection.

Right opposite her is a mirror, but she never even glances
into it. Beauty or ugliness are matters of indifference to her
just now. If she did look at herself, she would possibly gather
a few grains of hope and comfort, for her face is one of those
that the broad daylight suits best. There are no flaws to be
brought out, and the rose bloom and creamy skin are able to
defy criticism from the sharpest eyes.

Spoiled, Nest may be to a certain extent from admiration
and attention, but she is quite free from petty vanity, and per-
haps it is the very absence of self-consciousness that constitutes
her greatest attraction.

The clock ticks monotonously ; a streak of yellow sunshine -
obtrudes itself through a chink in the blinds, and falling on the
portrait of one of Mrs Lorimer’s ancestors, imparts to his visage
an amber biliousy look. .

Nest notices this, and laughs, then closes her eyes with a
sudden sensation of irritation and weariness, and, after a minute
or two, the hot glary London sunlight fades right away into
oblivion, and twilight seems to her to pervade the room.

Away in yonder sky, a soft primrose flush arises. A faint
young moon lifts up its slender sickle and pearly beams, and
pale stars cluster in the azure heavens. Laburnum blossoms
in their glory of gold trail above her head, flutter earthwards,
and lie at her feet in mellow flakes, the lazy air comes sweet
and warm, and complete silence and solitude reign.

Somebody’s lips touch her lips, somebody’s arm encircles
her waist, somebody’s hand clasps her own. Her brown eyes
glitter, her heart beats fast |

It is the first time in her life of seventeen years that a man’s

lips have touched her's—so—that a man’s arm has clasped het
—so/

Her eyes droop with their burthen of lovelight, her rosebud
mouth feels once more the thriil of that never-to-be-forgotten
caress, and she smiles. tenderly, blissfully a smile that comes
as the heart of a careless, unthinking child changes into the
heart of a loving, faithful woman, )
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Suddenly Nest's day-dream ends. Opening her eyes, they
rest on the opposite mirror, and her even white teeth are set. E

‘How could he !’ she flashes aloud, ‘how dared he! He :
thought me a child, to be kissed and caressed by any man who 32
had a mind to do it! He thought me a toy—a wretched play- *
thing for five minutes’ amusement, but he shall find out his
mistake.’

She catches a glimpse of her excited face, her ho&’quiverinL
mouth, in the glass.

“So you are engaged to Mrs Moreton, Mr Trevylian? Well, 3
I'll try to be sensible and strong-minded, and do my best to 3
forget the past—yet, it was very, very sweet !’ E

She murmurs the last words very wistfully, and clasps her §
Hands over her eyes.

“Guy ! my Guy! it seems hard, 2erd to wish that you and I
had never met ! 1 Jor’f wish it—I shall remember the blessed £
past as long as I live. I shall marry Dal, of course, and jog on A
for the rest of my natural existence in that hateful Wentworth, J
withyMiladi picking holes in me from cockcrow to sunset ; and 3
Dal, my only tower of strength—Dal, good gracious ! I might 4
as well lean on the reed shaken by the wind that Dad preached
about the last Sunday at home.’ k-

She jumps up impatiently as she comes to this conclusion, 3
and goes through the duties of her toilette, attending as care- §
fully to each detail as if nothing had occurred to disturb the 3
even tenor of her life’; Znd no one would believe she had been §
ruffled, when Nest, fresh and bright as a flower, and arrayed in §
a little pale pink costume that suits her admirably, takes her ¢
place calmly in the landau side by side with Mrs Moreton, saying §
the while to herself,— . . ‘

‘I shall never like you. ]

Nor does this apparently unreasonable determination arise}
only from jealousy, or from the antagonism which is usually
supposed to exist between two pretty women. :

It is a sentiment that a great many people of both sexes, and§
old as well as young, experience in Mrs Moreton’s proximity.;
It may possibly proceed from her latent assumption of intensed
superiority, or from the only half-veiled patronage of her§
manner, a thing that often produces a counter assertion on thej
part of others, ’ N

Be this as it may, the fact remains that she is intolerablyj
patronising, and would, without a doubt, try and do the affables
to the Kaiser himself if he chanced to fall in her way. .

That the woman is excessively handsome, Nest admits td
herself frankly enough, as she glances covertly at the smal

25
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blonde, supercilious face, with its mignonne features and its
wide-open, light eyes and profusion of fair hair ; and she knows
how to dress herself too, in order to set off her attractions to
the greatest advantage ; her cream-silk, with its facings of tur-
quoise blue, and her tiny bonnet of forget-me-nots, and the
exquisite filmy lace -at her throat and wrists, form a Zoilette @
ravir.

‘The Row is full still’ Mrs Moreton remarks languidly.
¢1 see several of the Zabstués. There is nothing so unpleasant
as to be in town the fag end of the season. Earlier one is
sure to meet with old acquaintances, or to make agreeable
new ones.’

Nest, whose experience of town is so very limited, ventures
on no reply; and in order to thoroughly examine her rose-
leaf face and liquid dark eyes, of which the fair widow has
an incipient contempt, she puts up her glass and murnrs
condescendingly,—

‘You, I believe, know nobody in town, Miss Wylmer ?’

¢ Nobody !’ blurts Nest honestly, with a careless laugh, ‘or
1 can count all my acquaintances here on my fingers; but,”
you see, one can fortunately enlarge the circle, and I have \

3.
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every disposition in the world to enlarge mine indefinitely. I
am quite ready and willing to know everybody and anybody,
especially of the male sex, who Jappen to be walkable, talk-
able, and danceable !*
% ‘Little Goth) Mrs Moreton thinks, as she listens to the
® brave avowal, and her thin lip curls as she regards the
young person who has the very bad taste to utter it. Nothing
but shocking rusticity and unripe years can excuse such sen-
timents. Why on earth should Mrs Lorimer have had the
folly to invite this girl to Chesham Place, but to be a stumb-
ling-block in her path ?
‘After you have been in society a little while, you will pro-
2 bably grow more fastidious,” she remarks superciliously ; ¢at
3 least, it is to be hoped so. There are heaps and heaps of men
in the world, who are capable of walking and talking and
dancing, but whom one would not exactly care to know.’
¢Possibly ! I have not the slightest doubt but that I shall
grow quite as fastidious as yourself, directly I have plenty to
choose from,’ Nest answers, with unheard-of assumption ; but
somehow, even though Mrs Moreton may be engaged to Mr
Trevylian, she does not feel nearly so ready to be extinguished
by her as she used to do in their meetings at Wentworth, when
Miladi’s partiality for the widow made up a strong alliance,
offensive and defensive.
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During the rest of the drive, the ball of conversation lags
considerably onits way. Mrs Moreton bends her head haughtily
now and then to some passers-by, and Nest, in her girl-fashion,
engrossed in watching the people in the Row—a novelty to her
-—almost forgets that her rival with Guy sits alongside. Pre-
sently, as the carriage reaches a less crowded point, Lord Elms-
dale rides up toit. He looks better on horseback than elsewhere,
and a slight flush lends more attraction to his thin, pale face.
Just recognising Mrs Moreton’s presence by a bow and no more,
he addresses Nest eagerly,—

¢ Are you going to Lauderdale House to-night, Miss Wylmer?’

*Yes,’ she answers, blushing a little under his empressé 3
manner and looks. ‘At least, Mrs Lorimer said something 3}
td £=3

dbout it this morning.’
¢If you go, will you give me the first two valses ?’

‘1 shall be only too delighted,’ confesses Nest, remember- ,b
ing how much she enjoyed dancipg with him at Lady Glen- j
dower’s ; whilst Mrs Moreton listens in horror at the supreme j

waltz.

eyes, and topples into love deeper each moment.

He has found his Phyllis—a little wild rose, ¢ set with wilful
thorns>—but so charming {n her utter ignorance of society’s ]
ways and wiles. So engrossed is he in the sparkling young face, §

that he forgets Mrs Moreton’s existence even.

¢1 fell fast asleep this afternoon and dreamt of our valse,’ he §

I urmurs tenderly. ‘I never knew that a ball cox/d be so nice.
shall never forget last night’s.’
¢ Nor I, answers Nest unthinkingly-—recollecting only the
part where she suffered.
. ‘Talk of our fastness in town !—rustic maidens beat us
hollow !” Mrs Moreton says, in a shocked tone and in a stage
whisper, so that her words may reach Elmsdale’s ears.
Nest hears them too, and laughs provokingly.

¢I really think it is time to go home,’ her chaperon announces}

captiously.

¢Remember our first two valses to-night, Lord Elmsdale !}
Nest cries, quite indifferent to her departure from the reserves
due to the convenances. ‘I shall ask Mrs Lorimer to go earlyd

for I wouldn’t miss them for the world.’ ,
¢ No more would I, don’t you know,’ he answers, flushing with
pleasure as he takes off his hat.
Five minutes of silence ensue. Then Mrs Moreton say
scornfully,— ’

rusticity that so openly avows its pleasure at being asked for Jiland 3
ather

Lord Elmsdale looks straight down into the frank, brown 3
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¢ How soon you bave found out that he is the best match of

# the season !’

‘He—who ?’ asks Nest, who has been absently staring out of

¥ the window.

¢ He—who ?’ mimics her companion,
¢ ¢ Pretty innocence, oh, la!
I heard a lamb cry ba!’

% You must really excuse my%eing sceptical of your ignorance
on this point, Miss Wylmer. Of course you know that the
@ Marquis of Elmsdale is the best match of the season.’

‘Is he ?’ Nest answers indifferently. ¢ He is the best dancer [

/ghave ever waltzed with, which is more to the purpose as far as
2 am concerned’’

Whereupon Mrs Moreton sneets, and vouchsafes no reply.
Meanwhile, just after the landau had left Chesham Place, Guy

$BT revylian knocks at the door, with an unusual flush on his cheek,
Ahnd an immense deal of perturbation in his heart. He feels

ather a sensation of self-contempt as he stands on the steps
aiting for his summons to be answered. After all, he thinks,

2 boy might allow himself to be carried away in a maélstrom of

buncesy

d a\e ! ~
eserves
earlyd

h say

ad, overwhelming passion; but a man of thirty-two—a man
ho has been knocked about the wicked world like a shuttfe-
ock—who has suffered already from woman’s fickleness and
alsity, might surely have passion subservient to reason.

But even while he reflects thus, there is another train of
hought running through his mind, and it is to this effect :—

What will Nest say to him to-day? Will she have repented

pf her coldness of last night? Will the bonnie brown eyes of
is young love fill once more with the look they wore as she
tood by his side on Ravenshill bridge, with the soft moonbeams
vealing their tenderness?

And truth to say, he looks and feels uncommonly blank when
e only thing of beauty that meets his gaze on entering the

awing-room is the angular figure of his aunt.’

‘1 thought Miss Wylmer was staying with you,’ he ventures
p say, after the first greetings are over; mustering up all the
difference possible to his voice.

‘So she is ; but she has gone out driving with Mabella.’

‘ With Mabella,’ he repeats mechanically, and feeling dread-
lly annoyed as he pictures them together—the woman he
Hores, and the woman he ought to marry. )

‘ Yes, Mabella is such an excellent chaperon, you know. So
ry strict and fastidious about acquaintances. ‘And that little
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Wylmer wants looking after sadly. I found that out at once
last night. She is a born flirt. So was her father ; and what’s
bred in the bone comes out in the flesh, you know | I remem-
ber my old spoon—Handsome 'I‘heo—used to take half-a-dozen
girls, turn about, in one evening.’

Guy, whois accustomed to these little reminiscences, and aware
that, once wound up, Mrs Lorimer goes on like a musical box, in-
terrupts. He is burning with impatience to have his aunt’s
opinion about ‘last night” His own is severely condemnatory
of Nest's conduct-; but he hugseto his soul the comfortable
idea that his jealous feelings “have aggravated her ways and
manners. *

‘And what made you fancy last night that Miss Wylmer is
more given to flirting than most young ladies?’ he questions
carelessly, playing a monotonous tattoo on his best hat by way
of relief.

¢ By the shocking way in which she encouraged Elmsdale.
He danced with her, and then took her off—goodness knows
where—from everyone. Of course, if he is serious, it would be
a splendid marriage. But he only meant to flirt, and I should
have warned the child not to let him make a fool of her if I did
not think she was a match for him. When Greek meets Greek,
then comes the tug of war! And if little Wylmer has not a
large slice of devilry in her nature, I am no judge of my own
sex.

And Mrs Lorimer tintillates her Louis the Fourteenth curls
solemnly, and taps away as is her habit on her vade mecum—
the Sévres snuff-box.

‘Yes ; but you see Miss Wylmer is very young—almost a
child, and she is so thoroughly inexperienced in the world.
She has not an idea of the rocks and shoals that may lie ahead,
or of the number of ravening wolves abroad, Guy murmurs,
with considerably more of plaintiveness in his accents than he
is aware of. ¢ After all, it would be but kind of you, my dear
aunt, to give her a gentle hint of Elmsdale’s flirting propen-
sities, and generally loose reputation, if you only do it for her
father’s sake.

The last words are rather wily on his part, and have the
desired effect.

‘1 will, if I see any danger, for I have taken rather a fancy to
the girl herself—perhaps it is because she reminds me of Hand-
some Theo—he was.such a mixture of gullelessness and impu-
dence, and so is she; but, you°see, Elmsdale may really be
struck this time, and 1" should not think of putting any unpedl-
ment in the way of her becoming a marchioness.’

D
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A marchioness! Nest marrying Elmsdale and becoming a
marchioness ! Nest, with her rusticity, and her quaint gipsy
beauty, and her Bohemian ways! It takes Guy’s breath away
as he realises the possibility of such a thing, the possibility of his
little love takimg up her position among the upper ten thousand,
and he feels hoﬂ‘&ly sick at heart ; but he says nothing, for
the simple reason-that he knows it would be of no earthly use.

What good could ‘accrue from arguing with Mrs Lorimer,
when she is more stubborn than Balaam’s ass, and more con-
trary in her ways than the famous pig who refused to jump over
the stile, and bas hig peculiarities handed down to ‘posterity ?
Walking up to the window, he stands drumming his knuckles
on the pane in a monotonously dreary tune, while he champs
away viciously at his moustache, and clouds gather thick and
fast on his brow.

He remembers—he has never forgotten for one moment—
those two evenings at Ravenshill when he kissed Nest, and he
is unreasonable enough to believe that such a proceeding on his
part made her there and then his especial property.

He objects dreadfully to sharing with anyone. Dal Went-
worth, after all, is only a boy—a good-looking, effeminate lad—
and not worth much thinking about ; but Elmsdale, whom he
knows, and everyone in town knows, is quite another thing,
Elmsdale has never done anything dishonourable ; he has never
run off with another man’s wife, or jilted a girl, or trifled with
any woman beyond the point where trifling is held to be legiti-
mate in this advanced age ; but it is well understood that he has
caused many a heartache, and that he knows as well how to
cause them as any man of his day.

He amuses himself thoroughly—just to kill time, perhaps—
and for a girl just entering society, a girl in her teens, a child
who has rusticated in the wilds of the country all her young
life, Lord Elmsdale is, Guy thinks, absolutely perilous. Elms-
dale is the ravening wolf who will devour his one ewe lamb,
and he is helpless to save her. He can say nothing, do nothing,
for Nest herself has built up a barrier of ice between them.
Nest, perchance, young and frank and ingenuous as she seems,
may have the germs of worldliness and ambition budding fast
in her breast, powerful auxiliaries to Elmsdale’s cause—fatal to
Guy’s love for her! It is not every girl who can be strong-
minded enough to turn her back resolutely on a marquis, and
Guy is positively reduced to the forlorn hope that her half
engagement to Dalrymple Wentworth may be a bar between
her and this dangerous eligible peer. ~

In the midst of these cheerful reflections he is roused by Mrs
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Lorimer’s voice, a voice not usually melodious, and now—under
the influence of a cold caught at Lady Glendower’s ball—as
croaky as a crow.

¢ Guy, I do hope that-in the three months which have elapsed 3
since I saw you last, you have made up your mind to come to a
definite understanding with Mabella. I seeno good in your shilly-
shallying any longer. You are not a boy, and if a man lacks
decision of character, he is really not worthy of respect.’

A momentary silence follows this little harangue, during which
the clock chimes out a quarter to five with irritating loudness,
and Mrs Lorimer’s bony forefinger taps at her snuff-box. Guy
never winces, though the words hit bard. Perhaps he fully ex-
pected them when the arrangement for a visit this afternoon was
made, and has braced up his nerves as men brace them for the
surgeon’s knife. 3

He looks through the filmy lace curtains out on the glary, 3
dusty street, seeing nothing, as he answers quietly,— .

‘If you think that a spirit of indifference to this as to every-
thing else, synonymous with having made up my mind, perhaps §
1 may answer—yes. At least, I have every desire to do as you }
wish, simply and wholly éecause you wish it. When a life'is so §
utterly barren and useless as mine seems likely to be, what on §
earth does it matter after all what one does with it ?’ he adds,
hopelessly and drearily, thinking of Nest as Lady Elmsdale.

C Apres cela le déluge) he mutters to himself through his set
teeth, and once more Mrs Lorimer rouses him. :

‘I think you are extremely ungrateful and unreasonable, to talk }
in this absurd manner,’ she responds sharply. :

She has not one scrap of sympathy with anything appertaining
to ‘ rubbishing sentiment,’ as she calls—or rather miscalls—every
phase of genuine feeling. Cold as a stone, hard as granite,
strong-minded and thotroughly practical, she has not a vestige
of mercy or clemency for any human being moulded on another}
pattern to herself.

Her extreme lack of sympathy, her horrible hardness, have!
often struck Guy before, but never so much as in this moment,
when, in_spite of everything, in spite of Nest’s conduct last
evening, in spite of adverse circumstances, his whole soul has}
softened into almost womanly tenderness, and he would gives§
the world to find some responsive spirit.

He turns and glances at this grim arbitrator of his fortunes,
and wonders if she can ever have been girlish and pliant—if she}
can ever have loved a man with the love of woman—have clung§
to his neck and yielded up her lips to his caress, as most of hesj
sex have done, at any rate once in their lives.
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tooking at her as she sits, erect, angular, her features hard
| and impassive, the answer is decidedly ‘No.’ .

Though a creature of flesh and blood, her nerves are iron, her
# face, in its utter want of mobility, repellent to view. It may
be that her very ugliness is an excuse for her nature, for women
with extremely unlovely countenances are often unlovely in char-

L% acter.

2 ‘AmI asking anything very dreadful of you, Guy ?’ she ques-
Ztions sneeringly, ‘anything that you should assume such a
‘@martyr-like tone and manner about? Most men, especially poor
@ men, would not think themselves greatly injured by being offered
a very handsome, stylish wife, backed with a very handsome
Grtane.’

‘¢ Forgive me, if I seemed to speak ungratefully, Guy essays
o reply penitently, but he feels very sore and miserable at heart,
and very rebellious against the taunts at his poverty. Mabella

oreton has never held out less attraction for him than she
Hoes at this hour, when she is the instrument of torture. ‘I know
t is but natural that you should wish the marriage, since you
ike Mrs Moreton so much, and I quite recognise your right to
lictate the terms on which you will leave your wealth. They
hre not, as you say, oppressive terms. I grant that. A hand-
gome, stylish wife, and money sufficient to make life cowlenr de
vse, sound very nice and tempting, yet sometimes it appears to
me that anything would be more bearable than to make such a
mercenary bargain as this would be on my side.’

‘¢ And why in the name of all that is ridiculous, should it be
bnly a mercenary bargain?’ cries Mrs Lorimer, in a highly ex-
sperated tone, a point to which her naturally irascible.temper
foes not take long to arrive at. ¢ Pray, is Mabella Moreton

ideous or disagreeable? Don’t lots of men fall in love with
er, and -would give their eyes and ears to marry her? And
yho has ever been so foolishly in love as you were with her?’

‘True; but you know that *“Love once dead, nothing will
pnite the ashes,”” Guy murmurs, in a low voice, hating himself
pr having ever wasted so much feeling on any other woman but
Nest.
¢ Guy, I should have thought you were old enough now to put
ch namby-pamby ideas aside, and to look at life from a sen-
ble, practical point of view,’ is the crushing reply.

¢ I thought a little while ago that 1 2. 25 0ld enough or4indifferent
nough to do so,” he answers slowly, ‘but now 1 feel ificlined to
Sk you for a short reprieve ; let me delay my answerJor a few
eeks, and at the endp of that time, I pledge you my word, I will
cide finally one way or the other. Either I will ask Mrs More-
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ton to take me for better for worse (I am afraid the worse will -
predominate), or I will take my hat, make my very best bow for ¥
all y’our well-meant kindness, and pass out of your life for g
ever.

¢ Don't talk like that, Guy,’ she cries, actually softening a little ;
‘you know I have been an old fool about you always; I have
cared for you ten times more than for my-other nephews and
nieces—I really think you ought to remember this.’

‘I do remember it. 1 shall never forget your goodness, not
under any circumstances whatever. But most likely, he goes g
on, with a ghastly attempt at a smile, ‘I shall marry Mrs §
Moreton if she will marry me. I haven’t much hope or 4
courage to begin a new life with a new face beside me. It }

..will, after all, be infinitely easier to drift on somehow, with a J
familiar one.’ 3
+¢I meant to act for the best in everything, Guy, Mrs Lorimer
says, after a moment, awed by the bitter yet subdued reckless- 3
ness of his tone. 3
¢I don’t doubt it he answers hastily, and with the air of one
who is anxious to avoid a discussion. Then the tell-tale blood:
rushes to his face, for he sees the well-known landau with its §
air of fat roans stop at the door. He takes in ata glance—not 3
rs Moreton’s dainty cream and blue toilette and bonnet of 3
forget-me-nots, but a slight figure robed in palest pink, with a3
little white hat drooping low over his love’s dark eyes—and with &
fast-beating heart and bated breath he listens for the ascending j
steps. 3
II;x another instant she will be here, face to face, hand to hand
—ah, God ! would it were heart to heart ! i
Then the door of the drawing-room flies open, and Mrs More-
ton sweeps in alone, looking more than ever like Marie Antoi- 3
nette—but Marie Antoinette in a temper. 3
On the porcelain blush and white of her face, there are mani-§
fest traces of dissatisfaction, a deep line betwixt her golder
brows, a certain set about the thin red lips, all more or less i §
dications of ruffled feelings. 3
¢ How awfully warm it is,” she cries fractiously, sinking inte7
a commer of a sofa, her cream skirts trailing away from her. §
¢ When it is really warm in town, the heat is intolerable! Onej}
feels as if one was shut up in a box. I told you a fortnight ago,
Mrs Lorimer, it was full time to be off to Brighton or Scar.
borough’ :
¢ And Itold you I did not agree with you,’ Mrs Lorimer replies3
decidedly. She has no idea of allowing anyone the slightesty
advantage over her. ¢ And, moreover, I see no reason to retract}

o
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tny words. I don’t feel the heat at all oppressive, nor would

@ you, I daresay, if your drive had amused you.’

- ¢*Which it certainly has not. < ipere’s anything I detest it's

B bread-and-butter misses. One never knows what to talk about

to them. They are not equal to one’s conversation—and one
is not equal to making conversation to suit them.’

‘You might be philanthropic and try and drag them up to
your own high level, Mrs Moreton,’ Guy Trevylian says, with
# rather a cynical laugh, emerging from his nook from behind tl.e
window curtains.

She starts visibly—her fair face pink all over—her shallow
8 blue eyes lighting up with animation.

f ¢ Youhere? Why I did not even know you were in town.’

R ‘I only came last evening, barely in time for Lady Glen-
dower’s ball. Did not Miss Wylmer tell you she had seen me

there?’ he asks, quite wistfully, longing to hear something about

her, something about her sayings, something which may perhaps

tell him that he is not quite forgotten.

‘Oh, dear no. I suppose she did not remember your exist-
ence, even !’ Mrs Moreton replies carelessly, but with infmite
malice prepense. “ She is dreadfully elated with her apparent
conquest of Lord Elmsdale, and full of his divine waltzing.
Poor little thing 1—sheis so unused to society and admiration
that his attention has quite turned her head.’

¢ Poor little thing ! I suppose she has gone upstairs to think
3 over her conquest, Guy says, with a curt laugh, that has no
3 mirth in it. -

‘Yes, she said she had a headache, but I fancy it is a heartache.’

¢“ Ab, there’s nothing half so sweet in life as love’s young
dream,”’ quotes Guy, with a mock tragical air, feeling a perfect
¢ Othello’ within.

‘ Nothing /° murmurs Mrs Moreton, with a deep sigh, and a
swift meaning glance at her soi-dZsant lover, who catches it,
and instead of responding, looks the other way.

Mrs Lorimer taps her snuff-box louder, and sniffs, from the
Munited effects of a cold in the head and scenting something in
. @lithe atmosphere. Mrs Moreton’s sentimental tone must surely

glitell on Guy, and a #éfe-d-téfe and proximity are certain to com-
plete the charm.

‘Ring for-tea, Mabella dear, whilst I go and write to Mrs
WMauleverer,’ she says, in the most careless way imaginable. ‘I
m sure Guy would like a cup.’

‘No, thanks. I am due at the “Rag” at half-past five,’ Guy
breaks in with a little laugh, as he shakes hands with Mrs More-
on in adieux.
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Then he goes up to Mrs Lorimer.

‘You are forgetting our little compact already. Remember
you have promised me six whole weeks !’

¢ Six whole weeks of what, Mrs Lorimer?’ Mrs Moreton ques-
tions, directly the door closes upon him.

¢ Oh, of shooting, you know, and I hope he will succeed in
bringing down some game worth having,’ the old lady replies
gravely.

¢ Are you going into Suffolk this autumn then ?’

‘ Probably.’

¢And are you going to ask me, dear Mrs Lorimer ?’

‘Of course. Why, my dear Mabelia, the shooting-party would
be a dead failure without you /°

At this Mrs Moreton’s brow clears of puckers, and with a de-
lightful anticipation of the good times when she will have Guy

all to herself, and the horrid Wylmer girl not by to interfere, 3
she settles herself comfortably to her tea and thin bread and 3

butter.

‘Did you meet little Wylmer at Wentworth, Mabella ?’ Mrs 4
‘Wlete wif

Lorimer asks presently.
‘Yes. I believe she was trying to catch Dal, theson. At her

age, it is wonderful how interested her nature is. She flung her-

self at Lord Elmsdale’s head to-day in a way that was really 3§

quite shocking !’

“Ah, I see she has an eye to the loaves and fishes. Well, 3§
perhaps it is a good thing, as she will leave Guy alone, poor dear §

pauper as he is!—a progos of Guy, I wisk he could find some

woman with money, who would love him and make him 2 good 3

wife.” i
Upon this Mrs Moreton rises, and gracefully throws herself on §
her knees by the old lady’s side.

‘7 have money, dear Mrs Lorimer—and—and—I am so fool- 4
ish, but 1 cannot forget what I felt for Guy in the past.’ :

‘Do you feel anything in the present, Mabella? Don’t kneel
there, you'll crinkle your skirts, but sit down comfortably and teil 3

me if you would marry Guy if he asked you ?’
¢ You 4now I would, dear Mrs Lorimer !’

3 She fed
o the {
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Le Premier Baiser.

CHAPTER IX.
LE PREMIER BAISER

Yea, if I could—would I have you see
My very love of you filling me
And know my soul to the quick.’

N

: HERE is a brilliant gathering of the c+éme de la créme at

auderdale House to-night, and Nest, in spite of her headache
r heartache of the afternoon, finds it a pleasant duty—the duty
. making herself agreeable to men’s eyes. Her toilette has

‘“Whe invaluable assistance of Mrs Lorimer’s femme de chambre
Mouise, who like all her compatriotes possesses in matters of

dornment the soul of a born artist, and who is charmed with
he subject that is now on her hands.

A few touches of her skilful fingers metamorphoses the simple
tle white ball dress of inexpensive material into a costume re-
ete with elegance and s, and when the last spray of Cape
ssamine (a tloral offering of Guy Trevylian’s, though it has

Fome anonymously) has been put coquettishly into hair and

prsage, Nest looks into the great swinging cheval glass, and is
mediately filled with an honest amazement at her own exceed-

&b o comeliness.

I never was half, not a quarter so pretty before in my life !’
e cries, with a merry laugh. ‘I had no idea I cox/d look so
ce!’ .

And she really means what she says. She has always had a

S@spicion that she is very passable, but now she knows that she

r surpasses anything she has believed herself to be.

¢ Mademoiselle has enormous capabilities,” Louise confesses,
el pleased that her efforts are so much appreciated. ¢ Made-
oiselle is not like the English meeses, so straight, so stiff—she
quite—gwuile French I’

Nest rather demurs to this inwardly, she leans to fatherland

#Bd likes being an Englishwoman born and bred, but she gives

gracious little smile and thanks, and wrapping her fleecy
wl round her, trips downstairs.

@BShe feels her heart give a great throb, however, as she walks

Bo the drawing-room and finds herself face to face with Guy,

Ot plucking up her courage, she holds out a little ungloved
Ind that chills him by its excessiye coldness, and which does
- abide long in his clasp.

#tie offers her a cup of coffee, and for a few moments appears

G
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to be engrossed by a cup himself, then remembering that this
1éte-d-téte is not likely to be of long duration he says suddenly
and rather abruptly,—

‘Will you not speak to me, Miss Wylmer ?’

‘Yes! would you tell me, if you will be so good—how I am
looking to-night. Mrs Lorimer desired me to look my best—
and I should like to satisfy her !’ she answers carelessly.

Quite a sharp pain smites him as he listens. It seems im. j

possible that she can ever have cared for him! After all, she 28

is but a frivolous fickle butterfly, and all his infinite love anc 3
longing have touched her as lightly as the wind. He regard: i
her absently while these thoughts pass through his mind, anc:3
she with a good deal of natural aptitude reads easily all h
_ thinks in his face. 1
Is she sorry for the pain inscribed on his features? No
one bit. With true womanly triumph she loves to disco
that she can pain him, his suffering is incense to her van
and to her heart, for she loves him too, loves him more th
she knows herself. 3
‘Well ! she says, ‘let me have your verdict, Mr Trevylian !}
He does not reply for a moment, but it is not difficuit to se3
the dumb but eloquent admiratiop that shines out of his grej
eyes, and she flushes a little in spite of her. ;
‘I think Mrs Lorimer will be satisfied ; you look as well af
a woman could wish to look !’ Guy answers at last, with J
truly commendable moderation considering how fast his pulsg
is beating. 3
‘Oh, thanks !’ she cries, piqued. ‘I confess you are slighty]
indefinite, but when one fishes for compliments I suppose on
is properly rewarded by not getting them.’ 3
He sees at once that she is vexed. She is but a child aftg
all, with all a child’s inability to hide her emotions. In hf
vexation, puerile, even slightly contemptible as it may be, st
grows really more attractive. An additional spice of devilry 4
Miladi and Mrs Lorimer are pleased to call it, sparkles up §
her glance, and a wilful, irresistible, provoking pout bestrid]
her ripe red lips. 3
*You £now youare lovely !’ he exclaims passionately. ¢ WH
should you'wish me to tell you so?? :
‘Because it is pleasant to hear !’ she answers frankly, af}
she faces him with eyes as full of merry candour as a child’s. 3
¢ Will you dance with me to-night, Miss Wylmer ?’ 3
She hesitates, then she suddenly remembers that a decid
refusal may be construed into jealousy and anger about M
Moreton, and replies lightly,
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¢With pleasure, if you ask me when I am disengaged.’

¢ Will you dance the second waltz with me?’ he asks eagerly,
d she absolutelv experiences a sense of gratification at being

ble to say,— .

1 regret! but 1 am engaged to Lord Elmsdale for the first
o waltzes.’

Guy turns very red, and feels a very irritable sensation in his

Wdinary well-disciplined mind.

& ¢ Well, then, promise me the third !’

¢ The third,’ she repeats doubtfully. ‘I will try and remember
keep it for you, but so many asked me last night, and 1 said
s to everybody, without taking the trouble to understand

early which dance they wanted.

He feels intense annoyance and mortification as he listens.

‘I had no idea that you were already such an established

peen of society that it was necessary to bespeak a place on
ur programme days in advance!’ he manages to say, how-
er, quietly.

She flashes a covert glance at him which is full of exultation

Mhd her heart gives a triumphant throb. This man who dared

1 to—she flings away the memory, for it makes her feel so

pt and cold, and angry and indignant—this man shall see
er men flock round her and plead for a look or a smile,
shall know that the girl he trifled with, strove to make a

aything, a trumpery toy, is thé coveted prize of other hearts.
e is recalled from her dais of pride and scorn by a very
mble voice.

¢ You will ‘understand, will you not, that I shall gladly take

hy dance you are able to give me, and—Nest !—for heaven’s

ke do—’

¢ Come along, my love,’ cries Mrs Lorimer, rustling into the
om, resplendent in an Algerian opera cloak, with as many
lours in it as Joseph’s coat. *The carriage is hiere, and we
all be late !’

So Nest does not hear what she is to do ¢for heaven’s sake,
she hurries after her chaperon. Only, in spite of Mrs
oreton, she cannot help a thrill of pleasure as Guy pulls her
ap more closely round her, lingering over his task, and for a
pment holds her hand as he helps her into the carriage.
he crush is terrible at Lauderdale House, and difficult to
de through, but Mrs Lorimer’s tall, gaunt figure opens the
y, and. in a few moments she and her charge are safely
sconced on an ottoman against the wall,

There are many prettier women at this ball than at Lady
endower’s on the preceding night, and Nest looks at one
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and the other with honest admiration. Presently, among the
bevy of beauties, one passes who appears to her countrified
eyes the most beautiful woman she has ever seen, and who is
attired as only Worth or Pingat can attire.

Green silk, of the faintest, most delicate shade, that suggests

water shimmering under moonbeams, clouds upon clouds of %

fleecy, snowy lace, caught up by trailing sprays of tea roses.
Fancy the costume that a French modiste can fashion out of
such materials !

In her brown hair—rich chesnut brown—wreathing in and
out of the lustrous coils, pure pearls glisten, on her cheeks

two pink spots burn. In her glorious eyes there is a delicious §
softness. She is ‘a daughter of the gods, tall and divinely §
fair. . k.
:Gladys, Lady Underhill, is one of the most noted professional 3
beauties of the season, and has shoals of admirers, and at this 4§
moment her eyes are cast down at the superb Trianon fan she 3
carries, and she is evidently absorbed in the conversation of 3
her partner. :

This partner is Lord Elmsdale, and he is bending and 4
speaking very low under the sweep of his light moustache, 3
whilst his glance rests immovably on the lovely face beside him. 3

Notwithstanding his engagement to Nest, he has danced J
this first waltz with Lady Underhill and a quadrille and set ot %
Lancers are also gone through with her, before he comes to §
claim a dance. .

¢ Where have you been hiding yourself ?’ he asks Nest, in a J
soft voice—a voice he has grown so accustomed to modulating 3
when he addresses a woman, that it sounds inexpressibly tender, 3
even when he says ‘ Good day !’—‘I have been looking for §
you ever so long, surely you have only just come !’ 8

¢No; Nest answers, with a careless laugh, though at heart §
she feels angry and indignant. ‘I have been here some time,}
since the beginning of the waltz, in fact, which I believe you§
were to have had, were you not ?’ ’ :

She says this so indifferently that she piques him'in return. 3
Elmsdale, who considers himself a second Czesar, experiences 3
a twinge of mortification, and it evinces itse by a decided4
accession of colour to his usually pale face. g

‘1 am sorry the waltz was so uninteresting that you only §
thought you had promised it to me!’ he remarks, in a low re- 3
proachful tone, to which she turns a deaf ear.

¢ Did you say you have been looking for me ?’ she asks.

¢ Of course 1 have !’

¢ Strange, is it not, how one misses people when one is}




Le Premier Baiser. 101

looking for them, and discovers them when one is not. Now I
was not searching for you, and yet I saw you long ago !’ she
goes on innocently.

¢ And did not even speak to me. How unkind !’

The words are commonplace enough, but the voice is eloquent,
yet it does not deceive the listener.

With all her youth, she is not wanting in intelligence, and is
more than a match for him, in spite of his knowledge of the
world and his ingratiating ways.

‘1t would have been rather unkind if 1 %ad spoken,’ she
replies. ‘You were remarkably well entertained or enter-
taining-—

He looks down at her with a question in his eyes, and she
nods slightly towards a green silk train and trailing tea roses
that seem to hover a good deal close by.

“Ah! Lady Underhill ! she is a very old friend, and I was
very interested in her account of her husband’s illness. Poor
Underhill—I am so fond of him, don’t you know !’

Nest makes a little moue of doubt as he says this, and then
they set off on their waltz, and once more in the pleasure of
dancing she forgets everything. But a ‘society’ man has to
dance with so many, that Elmsdale is glad when the dance is
over, and he can take her out of the crush into the coolness
and comparative quiet of the long corridor.

¢ What has become of little Wylmer ?’ Mrs Lorimer asks of
her nephew, who, looking pale and a little spiritless, sinks down
on the ottoman by her side. .

¢ Improving her knowledge of human nature, the flirty side of
it, under Elmsdale’s able tuition, I presume,” Guy answers dryly,
and a little grimly even. ‘I saw<hem in the corridor a moment
ago.

¢ I wonder if she’ll catch him ?’

Guy starts, and makes no answer, then goes into a brown
study amidst the lights, and the flowers, and the lovely women
around. - .

¢ Guy! have you seen Mabella?’

‘ Yes.

¢ Have you spoken to her ?’

¢Only *“how-do-you-do?”’

‘ Don’t you intend to speak to her?’ and in spite of herselt,

rs Lorimer’s voice sounds very anxious. -

‘Yes! if it comes in my way,’ he answers, rather baughtily:

He has not sold himself yet for the miserable mess of pottage,
which just now looks most unattractive to him, and he has a

eluctapce to surrendering his neck meekly to the halter of
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obligation. However, it does come in his way a little later, and
sauntering up, he drops into a chair by Mrs Moreton’s side.

¢ All alone ?’ he asks, and his voice falters a little, for it seems
so like the old, old days to be sitting beside her, with the ivory
of her magnificent shoulders gleaming under his eyes, and the
perfume from her lovely blonde hair going out to him.

‘Yes; all alone! I don’t mind doing a wall-flower in the
least. General Stanhope was with me, but I am not in the
mood for talking to everyone, so I suppose he found me stupid
and left mé, she says languidly. ;

‘I hope you are, welll Do you know, you are not lookmg so 3

well and strong as you were at Wentworth.’ '

She glances up at him quickly. What a glance it is; so full -
of wistfulness—almost of pleading. It is the old look of bygone
days, when he and she were Adam and Eve in a terrestrial
paradise, before the serpent, Ambition, crawled across their
path and blighted its flowers.

It is the old, old look of bygone days, and it even now makes
his pulse, if not his heart, beat a little faster, while the vivid ¥
flush on’her fair cheek deepens.,

*Oh, I am well. Well enough!’ she replies, with a famt,
forced, bitter little laugh. ‘One’s looks must go off afteratlme,
you know, and sometimes one gTows not to care how one 1ooks
You are not changed at all, Guy.’ :

She lifts her eyes once more to see how he takes her utter-
ance of the familiar Christian name, and she sees that he does 4
not even notice it, for his gaze is bent on Nest, who is entering 3
the room on Lord Elmsdale’s arm.

‘Do you admire that little Miss Wylmer?’ she questions §
indifferently, although she is afmost choking with jealousy and 4
mortification. ¢

‘Yes! She is pretty and attractive, and her style is so un-}
usual,’ and quite a warm glow creeps over his face as he says
this.

Regarding him keenly for a moment, she makes him no
answer.

Such duels as these are common enough in_human life, and
that man or woman has the best of it who is the least rea.dable
to his or her companion.

Just now, unfortunately for herself, Mabella Moreton has very§
much the worst of it.

Guy reads her through and through and cannot help feeling§

a certain pitiless scorn and triumph for the woman who trampled
his heart in the dust for her pleasure and convenience, and
threw’ him over for- the sake otP filthy lucre. After all, there is

-
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Bnot much blame to him if he shows her now how lightly he
Fholds the memory even of the pain she dealt him.

¢ I should be glad, Mrs Moreton, if you would take the trouble
o cultivate Miss Wylmer. She is so frank and bright, and so
oroughly natural. Altogether she is a sunbeam, and enough
o make an old man feel quite young.’

¢ But how about an old woman, or one who fee/s old. We
hre not usually pleased by a sight of the freshness and youth we

Jpave lost, she answers, with a deprecating look, longing in her
oolish heart for one little word from his lips that will be incense

o the vanity which she repudiates.

‘Why imagine you have lost them?’ asks Guy coldly—
tarelessly—asks as Elmsdale or any other man might ask.
Remember that I have known you for a long time, and my
stimony is unimpeachable that you have-lost nothing you
eed regret.

‘ Nothing, Guy?’ she repeats significantly, turning and
hcing him, and for an instant two pairs of eyes fully meet,
hen Guy quietly looks away.

He has given her civil words, complimentary even, but it is
he manner and the tone that lack—that in their complete and
vident indifference harrow Mrs Moreton’s heart, and make her
ench her white hands hopelessly, helplessly under the shelter

I her fan. She presses down her teeth on her nether lip, and

Sbwers her lids to hide the anger in her cerulean orbs.

38 ‘You are very kind, she says, after a little, ‘but the
stimony -of my looking-glass is more unimpeachable still.
fVhat stupid things balls are !’ she goes on hastily, to cover

I Nervousness.

She feels dreadfully unsatisfied—restless—and he resolves
p keep aloof-from ‘remembrances,’ and ‘reminiscences,” and
1 tender points. Much as he has undoubtedly loved her

ce, he knows perfectly that that love is reduced to the veriest
phes, and that neither opportunity nor proximity will ever be
ptent enough to re-ignite it into a flame. -

Never, for love once dead between the sexes, can never

again.

¢ She bowled me over coolly once, and now she would like

to be her very devoted, he thinks, as he watches her
httering breath, her lagging words-—the flicker of the long
hes that kiss the crimson cheeks—the white gleaming
iWihoulders, the softened depths of the usually rather shallow
ue eyes. .
| Someone comes up, addresses a conventional remark to her,
bd Guy at once seizes the occasion to rise.
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As he does so, Mrs Moreton speaks eagerly : 3
‘Il try and cultivate Miss Wylmer ; I have no doubt sb 3
is charming, since you admire her so much Mr Trevylian !’

Guy bows, and without replying, saunters away, while h
eyes follow him, and under the light, dim as it is in the corrido
tears glitter in them. 3

Meanwhile, he enters the ball-room, with its gay music an
its bevy of beauties, just in time to find the band playing th #
third waltz of the evening. Strangely enough it is ¢ Le Premi.
Basiser, and as he recognises the air, a thrill goes through h3
heart and his face flushes. o

Nest, who has contrived to free herself from her numerog
admirers, sits demurely beside Mrs Lorimer, with impatiencg
plainly inscribed on her brow. At sight of Guy, her April faj
clears up, and forgetting all about the reserve and dxgmty witig
which she had resolved to treat him, she cries,— :

‘1 thought you were never coming, and I was afraid I shoul
lose the waltz altogether !’ 4

After all, it is the dance she cares for most, and as he believ
this his spirits sink below zero. 3

‘Don’t let us waste a moment, then,” he says, with a forcej
smile. But in spite of everythmO’ he has not felt so happy 4
many a day as he clasps her waist and her hand lies in his.

They scarcely pause until the music stops, then he takes b4
into the corridor, and sinking down on a soft fawfeui/, she hi
closes her eyes and fans herself languidly. k-

Guy gazes at her a moment keenly.

¢ Ah | who would recognise the “ Nest” of Ravenshill in t
Belle of Society ?’ he says.” ‘I am afraid she is in a fair w§
to become an indolent fine lady.’

Upon this she opens her eyes very w1de and flashes a lof
at him.

‘You really think so! I should have fancied that was tj
very last thing anybody could prognosticate with regard to mj
Now Lord Elmsdale was only saying to-night that my gre
charm consists in my being so thoroughly unlike what he ca
¢ society misses.”’

‘Really ! It is very impertinent of him to make perso
remarks, I think, Guy replies, with a“slow fire gathering ink
grey eyes. ‘And might I ask how long you will retain th
dissimilarity, if you have it, with Elmsdale and Co. flatter
you and fluttering round you all the evening, and teaching yd
all the tricks and fashions of their class, Miss Wylmer ?’

¢ That I am sure I don’t know,’ she answers carelessly, v
a bright laugh. ‘I have not thought about the matter at
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there any necessity to doso? 1 only hope I shall not be
ite spoiled by the time I get home again.’
She says this so naively that Guy smiles in spite of himself.
he golden light of the huge chandelier falls like an aureole
nd her head, her fingers toy with her fan absently. A more
ious expression has stolen over her sparkling face, and her
es are brimful of thought.
‘May 1 ask if there is any danger of your being utterly
oiled before you get home again ?’ he asks.
I Great danger of it,’ she says, with quaint earnestness. ‘You
st surely see it as plainly as I do. After being admired and
vied, and made to feel myself quite a person of consequence,
w am I going to drop back with tolerable philosophy into the
which seemed to me before dreadfully flat and dull, even
en I knew no other? Tt will be awfully hard, you see.’
Awfully hard, certainly,’ Guy murmurs, thinking that such
ace as hers deserves a different fate than being wasted on
desert air. .
Yes ! it will be uncommonly hard,’ she goes on, in her queer,
tspoken way, giving an impatient sigh. ‘But I suppose I
st bear it, and so I hope I sha’n’t have gone quite to the bad,
t the pomps and vanities are very nice, and I shall miss
em so much that I shall be as peevish and discontented as an
i maid when I go home, and make the little mother and Gus,
d especially Dal, wretched.’
al/

Guy starts visibly as the name falls suddenly on his ear, then
grows white to the lips, and passes his handkerchief over his
e to hide the feelings which he knows are written on it.
Tell me, were you really and truly in earnest when you said
had engaged yourself to Dalrymple Wentworth? Do you
an to say that your father and mother have really allowed a
Id like you, with no knowledge of the world—of the society
jmen—to go and engage yourself?’
I 'am not a child, Mr Trevylian. I am seventeen, and my
e mother was married at that age. As for Dal, after all, 1
e known him all my life, and treated him very badly, poor,
hr old fellow !’
Do you consider engaging yourself to marry him in the light
Ireating him very badly ?°’
No, not exactly. But it is a long story, and it would not
rest you.’
Yes, it would !’ he cries hastily. *If you have not found
that everything about you interests me almost more, I
cy, than it can interest Elmsdale or Wentworth, or any
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other man, you have far less discernment than your sex usually
possess.’ .

‘Yes, I think you db feel a sort of interest in me,’ she replies
demurely, furling and unfurling her fan. ‘I suppose it’s because
you think me such a child in"comparison with yourself 1’

¢ Just so,’ he answers dryly. ¢ Yes, it’s because I am so much
older than you. Do you remember that evening—a Sunday
evening it was—at Ravenshill, when I told you my age?’ he
asks slowly, looking straight at her.

He sees that she remembers—in the vivid colour that dyes her
face—in the swift lower of the broad, black-lashed lids—in the
nervous twitch of the lissome fingers.

And he smiles. After all she has not forgotten. What she
remembers has the power to make the blood leap to her cheek,
and the sweet, soft eyes to droop under his regard.

There is only one other couple in the far end of the corridor,
all the others are dancing fast and furious in the adjoining
room. Guy gives a quick glance round, then he stoops and
presses a passionate kiss on the slender wrist near him.

‘I have not lost you yef, my Nest, he whispers, and before
the burning blush has left her face, Elmsdale comes and claime
her for the next dance. -

bl

-

-

CHAPTER X
A DETHRONED QUEEN.

¢ By Castor! Love
Hath both its gall and honey in abundance.
Sweet to the taste—but in it we swallow bitter,
Even till we loathe.’

NONE of us require to number many years before we find
out that everything in this world is a mixture of gall and sweet,
gall mostly predominating, so that Nest only shares the common
ill of the human race when she discovers that with the pomps
and vanities attendant on a residence in Chesham Place there
are the hand-in-hand disagreeables.

She is so very young and so easily impressed, that one of
the real agreeabilities is Mrs Lorimer’s French maid, whose
talent in transmogrifying the plainest and cheapest garment
into a thing of beauty and taste is astounding. Still even this
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has its drawbacks! How in the world can she ever content
herself again with the handiwork of Miss Brown—the Ravens-
hill * Worth ?’ ’

The flounces and furbelows, the wonderful details of the
toilette, that convert her as if by one magic touch from the
tolerably neat, freshly-attired young person who created no
particular furore in county circles, into the belle par excellence
of Mayfair or Belgravia, the cynosure of all eyes, the evidently
chosen of Lord Eimsdale, who is the best match of the season,
is a toilette which inspires in her a certain respect, such as she
has never yielded before to such frivolities, for up to this time
she has been like the lilies of the field, that toil not, neither do
they spin, and simply grow and bloom and look pretty, because
they are put there apparently for that purpose.

Town has another attraction besides the French maid, it
consists in there being so many men always ready and willing
to devote themselves to her on the smallest provocation, but
before Nest has been many days Mrs Lorimer’s guest, she
inclines to the belief that all these advantages are in a great
measure counterbalanced by the very unpleasant propinquity
of Mrs Moreton.

Ever since she first set eyes on her it is scarcely possible to
express the dislike that this woman—fair to excessive fairness,
ladylike, low-voiced, dZsfingués—has awakened in Nest’s breast,
and it is still more difficult to set down in black and white the
subtle causes, irrespective of jealousy, of this aversion.

It must be remembered, however, by those who may accuse
her of caprice or ill-nature, that never before in her experience
of sevgnteen years, with the exception of Miladi, whom she
thoroughly detests, has she come in contact with a specimen
of that insolent fine-ladyism, which is perhaps the most dread-
fully aggravating thing to approach and wrestle with.

She does not in the smallest degree comprehend how to bear
philosophically an unseeing gaze that studiously ignores her, or
a supercilious stare that is evidently meant to annihilate her.

Neither can she tamely submit to being snubbed and patron-
ised when it pleases Mrs Moreton to notice her at all.

We have all heard the tradition about the unreasonable worm
that turns at last when trod upon.

Now Nest being as far as is possible from ‘ meek,” does not
wait like the worm to turn, but at once sets Mrs Moreton and
her snubbing at defiance, with a gay audacity. Still the bear-

g of her adversary is a chronic annoyance, and her historian
pegs to apologise for the real malice with which she mutters to

erself, clenching her little white teeth,—

v
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. ¢ I shall be even with you yet, Mrs Moreton !’
P And Mrs Moreton on her side has conceived quite as grear
an aversion to this girl, whose 7iante, sparkling face has set
\ men’s hearts aflame, and whom she can by no effort succeed
. in ‘putting down.’
[* : Except to a very few intimates, who can be counted on her
i fingers, Mrs Moreton’s manner is, as has been said, remarkably
! offensive. To Nest it is especially so, for cogent reasons.
Imperious Mrs Moreton for two seasons has posed for *The
- Beauty,’ and among her admirers, Elmsdale has been promi-
. "n‘;‘“ nent. True, this is but a thing of the past, and since, his J# Nes
o : affections have wandered here and there, in a manner JNATK §
habitual to them, still she is irritated by the visible admiration <#gheir 1

l worth speaking to, and with the usual and singular inconsist- Sfd t
| ency that often characterises the feminine mind, she pours out "% Us
'1‘ the vials of her anger on the woman, who is passive—instead of ; ally
.o b b

' l in his eyes for Nest. R ‘No
5 , And she 1s ever so much more irritated by the apparent .ZgnCe 0
i ! defection of Guy Trevylian. B8 ‘112
‘1 For to all means and purposes he has surely gone over to the ith y

i Philistines’ camp. gou ?

She has, however, an immensity of vanity, and she verily" A

! 1 ) ’ 4 , an i y Y _veriy

O ) believes that his defection is only on the surface. Yet it stirs- g@nmen
. her to wrath that he should even seem to attach himself to the Ut wa
; unconscionably long train of one so utterly insignificant as this 3 Mrs
o Devonshire lass, this bit of rustic, wax-work. e‘nds
S She is indignant that Guy—#e» Guy in the past, Ze» Guy, if ‘An
‘ i she can manage it, in the future—should even think the girl On

. on the man, who is active. - IYIe !
" But such is life. ='We women as a rule are curiously un- €8s

reasonable creatures, and just a little leaven of spite towards g ‘d 1S

e our fellow sisters is as indigenous to our hearts as oaks to4 I'ss

5 British soil. apd na
‘ On this especial morning, Nest is tired and sleepy after the pid
dancing and dissipation, and she lounges lazily in a deliciously 3 “md

‘ easy-chair, with Ouida’s last novel—(Mrs Lorimer is'not strict Oh

about her waters of literature)—in her lap, but even the exciting.:

pages cannot keép off ‘the dustman’ as the children say, when (;I‘he

she is aroused by the sudden entrance of Mrs Moreton, and.} Amfg ‘

amazed by the unusual empressement of her greeting. . Sy

Nest wonders why on earth the weather which has been 38 Y

most monotonously sunshiny and glary for ever so many daysi rgsc_i

- -should be a topic of conversation for full five minutes, or why$ air

Mrs Moreton should expatiate eloquently on the toilettes in thei§ sdan
Row on the preceding day, since she must be quite aware that§i®'as
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‘éno knowing the wearers from Eve, she (Nest) has no especial
great ,gjmerest on the matter. ) .
s set & Presently she leans back once more in her luxurious lounge,
cceed nd in spite of her commendable efforts in _the cause of good
manners, finds her lids persistently drooping over her poor
n her J#leepy eyes, when Mrs Moreton pronounces a name that at
kably .®nce rouses her,— )
L sons. ‘And go you have not known Guy—MTr Trevylian long?’

“The 38 This is said abruptly, but, withal, the voice that says it is

i ecidedly wistful. .

Nest, sitting bolt upright now, surveys her with two large,
ark eyes that are wonderfully bright and clear, considering
heir late vigils.

A ‘No. He has stayed down at—you know —at Wentworth,
ce or twice—that’s all’

‘I fancied I had seen him walking near the river at Ravenshill
ith you and your sister. You saw a good deal of him, didn’t
ou ?’

‘A very great deal. He is so nice, and we all liked him
nmensely. 1 remember meeting you one day when we were
ut walking, and I happened to ask who you were.’

Mrs Moreton, forgetting her ordinary languor and reserve,
ends forward at this, with cheeks burning crimson.

l ¢ And what did he answer ?’ she questions eagerly.

¢Only that he had known you a few years back, and that you
sed to be friends.’

¢ Used to be !’ is the bitter reply; ‘that is so like a man. I
eally believe that it costs men nothing to throw off the feelings

ars.’

KIest feels a hot spirit of partisanship crop up for jilted Guy,

d is conscious of an ill-natured desire to implant a sting.

‘1 said something of that kind to him, and he replied that he

d not throw off his friends, but that sometimes his friends

id him the compliment of throwing him over when they
und more serviceable ones.’

‘Oh !’ ejaculates Mrs Moreton, and she looks down on the
plendid velvet pile at her feet, while she evidently reflects.

There is quite a silence after this, which Nest seizes on to

dulge in a yawn behind one of Ouida’s most Sensational pages.

A faint wind comes through the open window, and slothfully
®irs the foliage of a couple of orange trees that stand in
Presden tubs close by, and it stirs also the soft dark tendrils

hair that wander on Nest’s forehead. It is a very soothing
insation, and once more she forgets she is not alone, and
Slkclds herself up to the drowsy god.

P arem" -

t strict
xciting
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And again she is aroused—this time by a deep sigh that
breaks from her vis-d-vis.

Nest stares at her wonderingly.

She lies back, looking like a soulless doll, fair and pink and
white, flaxen-haired, and with her china blue eyes wide open.

Can that sigh have been heaved over the fiery furnace of love
that swept over her in the olden days, and sweeps over her stil
Or is it—and for the sake of womanhood we will believe it so—
that she heaves a sigh over the supreme folly of a heart that
against her will, cannot quite forget the madness it once wen S

through. y
Presently she speaks, and this time her voice is rather hariid

and defiant. .
¢1 suppose you have heard people say that Guy Trevylian iy

heires:
And t]
bay,’ 1
rich w
hem.
floubt,
to h
r be
, thar
imen
h 1?
t this
e oth

And bending once more forward, she watches the smal
piquante face—watches eagerly, hopefully, to see, maybe, 1§
her words bring a shadow of grief on the starry eyes, a flusiy
of pain to the roseleaf cheek. :

But if she watches for such signs of suffering, she is foileid
for Nest carelessly turns over another leaf of her novel, to thi

merits of which it must be confessed she is not doing justiceH
and replies quietly, even stolidly,— b

¢Yes, 1 have heard people say so. a
¢ And did you believe the report 2’ o ty]
Upon this point-blank question, Nest raises her glance, ani@ g 10 2

looks straight back into the cruel blue eyes.
*No. I did not’
¢« And why not, pray?’ 2 ik
As she asks this, unconsciously to herself, Mabella Moretor' :
voice rings out almost fiercely. -
¢Because Mr Trevylian told me himself that it was not trueg
and if 1 like anyone I never doubt their word.’
¢Ah, but, my poor child, men are deceivers ever. Thyg
world’s fair, but it is very false. When you are a little ol -
ou will find this out.’ Wtop |
¢I think 1 am finding it out quite fast enough, without and c]l)o
need of growing older,” Nest answers gravely. d you
“Will you let me give you 2 little advice, my dear Miciilect o
Wylmer? Of course 1 can have but one object in doing s:iilec .
it is simply the interest one woman feels in another if she scqlis it .
that other in danger of a false step. You are very young; {ilre wi;
daresay you are not more than twenty.’ S ate
* I am just seventeen,’ Nest breaks in quietly. a
¢Seventeen! I should have thought by your manners aifilh,

imina

b
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Mint of shyness you were more than sevenfeen. However, the
St of your being even younger than I fancied further induces
i to murmur a warning in your ear. Men now-a-days are not
#rying men—that is, they. are not marrying men as far as

Bniless girls are concerned. A girl may attract them by her
y face, enchain them for a while by her innocence or her
fBness, according to the taste of her admirer, but there it ends.
3B may break her heart, but he simply goes on to number two,
Enumber fifty, as the case may be, and rehearses the same
, until the final tableau, which s ordinarily marriage with
heiress or a rich widow.’
And this is Mr Trevylian’s #é/¢ in life, I suppose you mean
pay,” Nest asks, a little scornfully. ¢If so, the heiress or

ich widow ought to be congratulated on the prize in store
hem. You are much older than I am, Mrs Moreton, and,
loubt, having bought your experience of men dearly, are

to hold your own against them, but do you know, I would
er be young and foolish and suffer for my youth and my
, than be always on my guard in case such a despicable
imen of manhood as you have painted comes across my

1
t this moment Mrs Lorimer comes in, and, looking from one

e other, taps her snuff-box reflectively.

ill you stay to luncheon, Mabella ?” she asks graciously.

o, thanks’ Mrs Moreton replies, rather curtly; ‘I ‘am
g to an afternoon at Mrs Dering’s, and must go home for a
iminary szesta.

y the way, we are going to Mrs Dering’s also; Mrs Lorimer

" that is, if this young person is sufficiently awake to dress

pon this Nest starts up from her Castle of Indolence, and
s a bright beaming eye on her hostess.
am quite awake for anything so nice. I would not miss
g for the world, Mrs Lorimer. Every one I know is to be
e—Lord Elmsd?le, and Mr Trevylian, and—’
ptop there, Miss Wylmer !’ cries Mrs Moreton spitefully.
do not want to mention anyone else, surely, since we all
you think Mr Trevylian a host in himself.’
est colours like a rose, but is quite equal to the occasion.
fes ; I do! I like him better than anyone else in town,
is it a wonder, since he is always ready to talk to me, and
e with me, and—’
atever else Mr Trevylian is ready to do, Mrs Moreton
a deaf ear to, as she sweeps haughtily out of the
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For a minute Mrs Lorimer gazes after her in amazemen
then she murmurs meditatively,— k

‘1 cannot imagine what could have made Mabella come he §
at this unearthly hour of the day, before my time for comir

downstairs too! What do you think of her, my love ?’ .
" ‘I have not thought much about her, Mrs Lorimer. It is:
difficult to form an opinion of anyone on so slight an acquair J
ance, and I really know nothing of her—nothing !’ Nest a;
swers, disclaiming any intimacy with vehemence, ¢ but perha; §
1 may say that I have not taken a fancy to her’

‘Ah, ha! I suspected as much. You did not give me t}
impression just now by your face that you were sweamn:
eternal friendship.. Of course, you were talking about someq
man—men are the usual rock on which women split. May#
ask*who you were discussing 2’ ‘

Nest scents a pitfall at once, and as she does not consié}
that Mrs Lorimer has any right to ask this question, she drag
herself up, and raises her pretty little nose just a shade ab.
the level of her companion’s Roman one. .

‘We were talking of different things—nothing very partictj
—and I fear I was not very amiable !’ Then she loses sigh:3
reserve, and flashes—* After all, it is none of my business t§
she jilted Mr Trevylian as she did, but I think it’s infamous|
women to act as she did.’ : .

¢Was she talking of Guy?’

‘Yes.
- ¢And what did she say about him ?’ persists the old inquisi
so determinedly, that the pressed victim resigns the point.

‘Nothing to speak of, if one analyses it. She asked mef
had seen a good deal of him, and whether. I liked him,3
whether I had heard he was engaged—and—that is all, I}
lieve, and Nest pauses to take breath.

¢Tell me, my dear, has it struck you that Guy is in love ®
her?’ - :

Nest crimsons, and going up to the apen window, tries§
cool her cheeks.

“No; Mr Trevylian’s manner to Mrs Moreton strikes me
-very much what it might be to quite an ordinary acquaintand

The lynx eyes watch her very closely as she speaks. 3

‘Dearme! And so you have not perceived any signs of
understanding between them ?’

¢No; indeed, I have not!’ cried Nest bravely, and as
leans to the belief that her powers of observation on this subj
have been acute, the sparkle comes back to her face with
smile to her lip.
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I am sotry to hear this, my love—deeply sorry, for I fancy
are very sharp in most things. It is true that Mabella kept
y dangling in her train for two years, and finally jilted him
a better match, but it is equally true that now she is
lirous of fastening her chains upon him. She is very fond of
—always has been, I suspect, though, of course, she has
n brought up to respect the Ten Commandments, and to
have herself properly before the world. She loves him, Ill
bound, with every inch of love she has in her, and what is
e to the purpose, she is willing to say, “ With all my
1dly goods~I thee endow !” Now Guy is a poor man, and
bella Moreton is a very rich woman, and naturally I desire
nephew to make a good marriage. He is no fitted for a
teel pauper; he has expensive tastes and habits; he is
olent and has no idea of work. There is nothing for him
to get a wealthy wife, and he knows he cannot depend on
; that is, I have told him over and over again, that every
ny I have shall go to the Asylum for Idiots at Earlswood
er than he should benefit, if he does not choose to marry a
nan I wish, and I wish him to marry Mabella Moreton !’
anding and listening to this long harangue, Nest feels very
at heart ; but she crushes down her inclination to cry, and
hs a merry laugh instead, which rather amazes Mrs Lorimer.
harangue has been given for a purpose, and this merriment
er takes away its point.
et us hope that Mr Trevylian will see the error of his
,and return to his allegiance to Mrs Moreton,” she says
ly ; ‘but we are forgetting time in our interesting conver-
pn, and I am engaged half-a-dozen dances to Lord Elms-
?

hen we must not be late for Mrs Dering’s, my love. Elms-
is a man so run after, that it would not do to offend him,
aps. Don’t you forget that he is the best match of the
on, and he is so very charming.’

ery charming !’ Nest echoes, ‘and he dances divinely.’
PDoes he ever say anything nice to you, my dear?’

est glances at her—the old face is the queerest mixture of
psity and anxiety—and once more the girl laughs.
fes ; he says / dance divinely !’

um ! and is that all !” N

nd he said he would like to dance through life with me,

answers demurely.

0/ And what did you answer, my love?’ Mrs Lorimer
tions excitedly.
i othing.’
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‘Nothing ! Well, perhaps it was best, it wouldn’t do for him
to think you were ready to jump at him.

¢ Especially as I am 70/’ Nest cries saucily, as she runs out
of the room.

* What fools women are,” Mrs Lorimer soliloquises. ‘Mabella
fancies the child likes Guy ; but anyone can see with half an
eve that it is ‘“ the coronet ” she is hankering after—an embryo
duchess! What a glamour these words have for us. Now /
never had -a chance of a title, but if I had bad, what a duchess
I should have made. What pride, what haughtiness I should
have shown to everyone._ I should have crusked everybody
under my heel, I hate them so! I hate the whole world—a
parcel of false humbugging creatures. There isn’t a soul who
cares for me, I believe, except for my money, and my dinners,
and my fine house.’

These cheerful reflections do not tend” to improve Mrs
Lorimer’s temper, and the little business between Guy and Mrs
Moreton irritates her above everything. No immediate pro-
spect does she see of the matrimonial arrangement on which she
has set her perverse heart—or whatever serves her for that
organ. Guy bestows very little attention on any woman, and
the only one who seems capable of rousing him to anything like
animation is Nest.

But Nest, for reasons of her own, treats him in an off-hand
fashion, and when she is at a ball flirts outrageously with other
men. So Guy, believing“that these moths suit her better than
his graver self, does not press his claims for notice, though in
secret he suffers horribly.

But Lord Elmsdale has no such retiring sentiments. He has
* no notion of surrendering to what he calls an unappreciative
throng, the charming little wildflower he has renewed his
acquaintance with, and he contrives to see more of her than
anyone else can, for Mrs Lorimer encourages him with shame-
ful openness.

To her it appears quite a feather in her cap to secure such
a parti for her protégée, and she leaves no stone unturned to
bring about meetings at parties, and picture galleries, and
dinners, so that all the London world begins to assert that
Elmsdale monopolises an undue share of Nest’s time, and
wonders when and how this desperate flirtation will end.

Lady Underhill wonders the same thing, and says as much
this afternoon at Mrs Dering’s. :

They are dancing an impromptu cotillion, and she is Lord
Elmsdale’s partner. )

She has been specially piqued and provoked at his very open

i
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and decided devotion to Miss Wylmer at the last ball, and has
longed for an opportunity of calling him to account.

In his usual fashion he leads up to the subject on which she
is burning to speak.

‘How very little I have seen of you,” he says, with a tender
emphasis, as he puts his arm round her waist.  If matters go
on like this, I shall feel inclined to challenge Prince Yourasou,
who has been monopolising you so much. How can you en-
dure that fellow ? He has not three ideas in his head, and he
dances like a bear.

‘All Russians dance like that,! Lady Underhill says; ‘and
you are mistaken in your estimate of Prince Yourasou’s ideas.
He has more than three ; but one wants some ideas of one’s
own to find them out, you know,’ she adds maliciously. ‘But
1 am really surprised you should be aware of who has been
monopolising me. Your own time and attention have been so
completely engrossed by that delicious piece of rusticity—Miss
Wylmer. Your devotion is unparalleled—pray how long is it
to last?’

For all the ring of defiance and carelessness in her voice,
Elmsdale is far too great a man of the world not to detect the
little tremble in the tone, so he answers very pathetically,—

‘How can I tell? One must passer le temps, don’t you know!
If I could but see something of you—but this, you said, was
not possible.” .

‘Yes; but I did not say it was impossible for you to ‘see
anything of me,’ she answers impetuously.

¢True ; but what with that idiot, Yourasou, that little French
monkey, De La Tour, and that woolly-headed, sauer-kraut-
eating German, Eisenbock—in fact all the Embassies at your
feet’; it is—’

¢ All nonsense !’ she interrupts coldly, ‘and you know it as
well as I do. Whatever a man desires to accomplish, he gen-
erally does accomplish. Miss Wylmer has more devoted ad-
mirers than I have—she is so dreadfully promiscuous, you
know—and yet you contrive to see a good deal of her, so much
so, that all town is wondering if you are going to make a mar-
chioness of her.’

‘Town is very kind to take so much interest in my affairs,’
he says nonchalanily, as the cotillion ends, and offering his
arm, they fall in with the rest into the refreshment-room, and
seeing a vacant window ledge, take possession of it.

¢ At least we have found coolness,’ he says, passing his per-
fumed handkerchief over his brow, upon which little, light rings
of damp hair are lying.
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¢Yes, assents her ladyship, languidly eating her brown-bread 3 Th
ice, and nibbling prettily at a pink wafer. ‘1 wonder why .
people undergo the fearful exertion of dancing in the dog- & g},
days. 3 -
4 I am awfully sorry I persuaded you into it he answers (::l;]i(;
penitently. = ou

¢Oh! it does not matter now, we are comfortable enough SR rf
here, and we need not move yet, unless you are engaged tof
someone for the next dance.’ .

“No; I am not, he answers, thinking that by the time he is3&.
released from what was once pleasure, but is now durance vileZ .-
(alas! for the fickleness of man nature), Nest will be en{ enc
gaged, fathoms deep. : il

He is recalled from his regrets by his companion remarking @, 5,
abruptly, and & propos to nothing,— & 0

¢By the way, I heard to-day that your little rustic is engaged iy ;.
to be married. . rJe 1

‘Engaged? Who to?’ he asks indifferently, but he coloursgll nr,
in spite of himself, and screwing up his programme into a fan S '}
uses it vigorously. ol

*To Guy Trevylian’

Elmsdale laughs at this, but the words vex him somehow,
Nest has confessed that she is pledged to Dal Wentworth
but Dal not being present, that affair has become rathe
shadowy, but Guy Trevylian—in town, and an habitué, of
course, of his aunt’s house—is a real rival.

‘For a man with Trevylian’s prospects, such a marriagy
would be too absurd, he “answers carelessly; ‘ besides, Ml .1
Lorimer has decided that he shall marry Mrs Moreton.)

¢ And you, I suppose, mean to marry Miss Wylmer?’ breaks
from her, hastily, for she has been watching his face, an{
drawing her own deductions from it. Lhe

*Suppose 1 do?’ he asks, in a slow, deliberate voice, ‘ca

o blame me?’ .

1 don’t blame you !’ she cries bitterly ; ¢I know, of course
it is no business of mine—that it would be sheer madness ofill
my part to ask ydu to resign such an idea. Y o

And Lady Underhill has tears—absolute tears—shining ol
her long lashes. o

Common sense tells her that her reign is over in this manil:
heart, but it is none the less true, that common sense is N |
what she yearns to listen to now.

In the most vapid soul that a sojourn in Tophet ever starveq

there is still some small lodging left for that divine and
licious folly that men call—/ove.
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This woman, fair, worldly, and admired, loves this man, who
#ts rufiled in temper, with a frown on his brow, by her side.
She loves him—not to the extent of resigning any of the
orld’s goods for him—not to the degree of making any self-
crifice for him, even if he were foolish enough or wicked
hough to ask it, but quite enough to feel a very bitter pang at
s marrying, and placing a double bar between himself and

T,
Elmsdale is not a handsome man, and as a rule she worshifps
auty, but the more she looks at him, the more she craves or
gleam of passion in his eyes, the stronger grows her desire to
ten to love words from his lips—but she craves in vain,
Silently he gazes rather blankly at the opposite wall ; so at
bt it behoves her to break the silence,—
I know I am very silly to have spoken on the
s Wylmer at all, but I really did #zo¢ think you
ating anything serious in your attentions to her.’
more [ do,” he replies coolly, clasping her hand under
shelter of her ice plate, ‘but if did, you must know that
ould be more for your sake than for anything else. How
p I be so selfish as to ask you to give up everythbing for me,
t you have been taught ail your I#fe to consider worth pos-
ing? How can I be so totally unworthy of your liking, as
ish to compromise your name? You know, Gladys, people
e talked about us. A lot of your own set—Lady Axminster,
Southcotes—were certainly cool to you at Lauderdale House.
it is why I have avoided you so much of late—have offered
self a holocaust on the altar of unselfishness, and for your
e, Gladys, I ought to—marry !’
or a momemt she is tempted to tell him that she does not
rifice ; that for his sake she is ready to give up
b € world—good name and position. Worldling
fhe is, it must be confessed the last is of the greatest value
er shortseeing gaze. :
o for just a moment or two love and prudence run a neck
neck race, and prudence wins.
fou are perfectly right in what you say, Elmsdale,’ she
rs, with a thrill ‘at her heart echoing in her voice; ‘and
ow it as well as you do! We have been reared under
in conditions and for certain ends, you and I, and we
i not put them aside. We are fit for nothing but society,
society would not recognise us if we let love rule our
nies.  We should simply mar each other’s lives and make
other miserable | True, Underhill is a brute—wine and
en have been the ruin of him—but he is my husband, and,
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1 had better stick to him if I want to get through life comfor §
ably.’ J
Upon this Elmsdale releases her hand so pettishly that thg
ice plate is nigh unto destruction, and subsides once more int§
silence. He 1s not of a nature to ponder deeply on social &
any other kind of evil, but just now the workdliness of thj
woman’s nature strikes him rather forcibly. 3

‘And shall you marry Miss Wylmer from /love?’ Lad
Underhill asks suddenly. -

4le flushes deeply.

¢ Of course not. But even if I don’t, what of it? Do peo
in our world deem it necessary to care for the man or wom:
whom they marry ?’

And Lady Underhill, reflecting on the world of whlch
speaks, cannot honestly affirm that they do.

CHAPTER X1
CROSS PURPOSES.

¢TI have put my days and my dreams out of mind,

Days that are over, and dreams that are done,

Though we seek life through we shall surely find
There is none of them dear to us now—not one !’

MEANWHILE, thoroughly oblivious of Lord Elmsdale or f
fact of his being the match of the season, Nest i dancing w
extraordinary lightness and grace and with a poesy of mo
which is all her own. Though how she has acquired the art
such perfection among the roses and cabbages of Ravenshill
bard to understand. Her partner is an extremely good-look
young Guardsman, who supports her so well that half thee
in the room are bent on them. Oswald Dennistoun is charn
with her, and as he wheels her round in a slow voluptu
movement, he murmurs something —only a compliment
some such danalité, probably, but it has the effect of deep
ing the wild-rose bloom on her cheeks, while she gives {

is said to have practised to the utter distraction of mankind.

But notwithstanding the innocence of floral and vegets
companionship for seventeen years, Nest, like the said
Recamiere, is a flirt to the backbone, and words and s
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Jend swift upward glances come to her as naturally and are as
"eally innocuous as mother’s milk.

Who can blame her then for that which is purely consti-
tional? Not surely Guy Trevylian, for as he watches her
ere is not a vestige of anger in his heart, only a little throb
f pain, while a shadow sweeps over his brow.

He is leaning against the doorway, talking in a desultory sort
f fashion to Mrs Moreton, who sits close by ; but even as he
hlks his grey eyes follow the gay figures flitting about the
gbom. On which especial figure his gaze mostly dwells, it
ould be difficult to say; but, when Mrs Moreton remarks,
ith a magnanimity which is simply put on—

‘ How well the little rustic dances!’

Guy assents with a slight bend of his head.

“And what a dreadful little flirt she is; Mrs Moreton con-
hues, in an indifferent tone. ‘I really do not think there is a
1in the room to equal her. Who would believe that she had
5t emerged from the jungles ?’

Which fact goes a long way to prove that flirting is inherent
the feminine disposition, like original sin and all that sort of
ng,’ laughs Guy, but his laugh is very forced, like his com-

ion’s magnanimity. ‘I fancy, however, that Miss Wylmer

5 had some training in the art before she came up to town.

see, there are few places even in the jungles where it is not
sible to find a subject on which to try a maiden sword !’ he
fis, with a little bitter laugh of irony.

Dal Wentworth was the subject, I fancy. I feel a good

of sorrow and sympathy for him, poor boy, and so would

, if you could hear Lady Wentworth dilating on the way
se Vicarage people hooked him, and how infamously the

tries him by her numerous love affairs! How Dal’s soul

d be barrowed and torn in twain if he had seen Oswald
nistoun whisper just now, and something very pleasing too,
her great saucy eyes answered him very kindly !’

y’s pulse beats faster and his straight brows knit together,
hi makes an effort and answers quietly and indifferently
gh.

h the shams, the tricks of this wicked world ! and the most

ul of them, the smiling lips that hide an aching or a break-
heart. It is but an acted lie, but we all do it—the best and
Bt amongst us.

hy are you not dancing? This is something which I
ely expected, to see you lapse of your own accord into
anks of obligatory wall-flowers! You, who, I remember,
so passionately fond of dancing !
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As he says this, she quite forgets Nest’s existence. Looking
up at him; she replies hastily, excitedly,—

¢ I should like to “ make believe” for once that I am young
still and capable of enjoyment! Will yox help me, Guy—will
you waltz with me for the old days’ sake?’

Guy glances at her—her mouth is actually trembling, and her
eyes glitter with excitement. He is certainly a little surprised
and rather taken aback, but what can he say? What could any
man say in his position?

There is but one course open to him he thinks, though he
had resolved that Nest should not see a vestige of attention
to Mrs Moreton on his part; still Nest, engrossed as she is
with her new conquest of the debonnazre Guardsman has thrown
the gauntlet first.

‘I shall be delighted,’ he replies. ¢ Of course I should have
asked for a valse, but somehow I have not felt up to dancing
this afternoon.’

She rises at once, and takes his arm and clings to it a little
closely.

‘1 feel as if 1 must have one waltz—and with you, she
whispers.

So he leads her into the circle, much to the gratification of
Mrs Lorimer, whose hawkeeyes spy them at once, and somehow
they both think of the old*days, as he clasps her slender waist,
and the perfume of wood-violets, which she always wears,
sweeps across him ; but as“has been said before, ashes are not
combustible, and Guy finds after a moment that both his head
and heart are perfectly steady, even with the memory of his old
madness, and he also finds his glance wander over his partner’s
head to follow Nest, as she leaves the ball-room on Dennis-
toun’s arm.

He wonders where the two are going, and what the young
fool of a Guardsman will say to her. ‘¢ What a heartless little
flirt she is!’ he thinks, as he strives to strangle his jealousy
while he whirls round and round with Mrs Moreton. °She
means to marry Dal, of course, but she cannot make up her
mind to spare anyone !’

By this time, the afternoon has closed in, and the evening
shadows begin to slant into the room and long galleries, which
are fitted up luxuriously for the benefit of exhausted dancers.

To one of these galleries that open into a superb conservatory,
Guy and his quasi-love betake themselves. It looks wonder-
fully cool and pleasant, the long glossy leaves of the tall palms
hold out a refreshing welcome, and the scent of stephanotis is
heavy on the air.
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¢ Prettily got up, isn’t it?’ Guy says carelessly, although the
whole place presents a-great green chaos to his absent eyes.

‘Yés! it is lovely !’ assents Mrs Moreton, half closing her
milk-white lids and speaking in that low mysterious voice that
is suggestive of sentiment and dangerous memories. ‘Do you
know that this conservatory reminds me of the one at Mans-
field ?Park, where we stayed together once—Do you remember,
Guy?’

‘Yes! I remember,’ he answers, rather grimly, flinching at
her tender pronunciation of his christian name.

Does he not remember it? As she speaks, it all comes back
to him, words, looks, tone, ay, kisses—a memory that a few
months back might have stirred him to fierce regret and fierce
indignation, but which now only moves him to cold contempt
for this woman leaning heavily on his arm, clinging to it with
passionate clasp! A woman who did her very best to ruin his
life for him, just because it suited her convenience and her
ambition, and who has not the self-respect to understand the
supreme dignity of silence.

Mrs Moreton’s ill-disciplined heart is meanwhile beating with
a nervous flutter. Foolish, weak, impulsive as she is towards
Guy, she still has one excuse, she longs to clear herself a little
in the eyes of the man she shamefully jilted, but whom, she
believes, she has never ceased to love with a love, which,
though worthless, is yet the most genuine feeling she has.

Finding that he gives her no encouragement to proceed in
her reminiscences, she speaks again after a short pause, and
this time there is a decided quiver in her voice.

¢ Perhaps it is foolish or wrong of me to allude to the dear
old days, they seem so utterly past and gone !’

Here she stops. Possibly she fancies he will protest against
her assertions, but he is either as hard as a stone or as cold s
ice, for he never so much as turns and looks at her.

Not a bit of it, he stands steadfastly regarding a waxy
blossom with an interestsd gaze, developing a new-born taste
for floriculture.

‘I have wanted to speak to you so often on this matter, Guy
but I have lacked courage.’

Curiously enough, thlS very day, when she is more demon-
strative—more outspoken—Guy has finally made up his mind
that sooner than marry her he will go to America—the Colonies
—the Fiji Isles—anywhere, so long as he can hug his freedom
to his bosom and be allowed to go on loving Nest.

So he answers her, and, despite his best efforts, he cannot
conceal his distaste to the subject.
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‘Why should you desire to speak of it? What good can
possibly acerue by alluding to that which, as you say, is utterly
past and gone ?’

She feels horribly faint and wroth as sherealises his meaning,
but she has been too long a denizen of Mayfair and Belgravia
to show her feelings or her teeth. ./

Both in love and war she is an adept at fencing, and even
now, with the glamour of this man’s presence over her, she
does not forget her training.

‘Only the good of making you think less harshly of me.
Though you have never reproached me, 1 can feel in your
manner at times that you think my conduct to you was in-
famous and inexcusable. Very likely it was. And yet I mus?
tell you all—

¢ Please—please do not pain yourself by telling me any-
thing ?’ he interrupts, annoyed, perplexed, feeling in a false
position, yet forcing himself to remember that courtesy is due
to a woman if the heavens fall. ‘I trust you will not vex your-
self by imagining that any explanation is due to me. I beg
your pardon very sincerely if my manner has seemed to express
anything like reproach or a sense of injury. Believe me, nothing
was further from my thoughts.

She clasps his arm-a shade closer and looks up imploringly.

‘Guy—Gauy, I would rather have reproach a thousand times
than this cruel coldness! Your manner shows, as much as a
gentleman’s czz show, coldness aud contempt. Oh, please
don’t disclaim! I don’t mean that you have ever in the
faintest particular transgressed in politeness, and all that sort
of thing, but you have made me fee/—well, never mind what you
have made me feel! Now I 4zow that I did not break your
heart,’ she cries, quite bitterly, as if it were very reprehensible
of his heart not to be broken.

‘I know you are in love with that girl, that you are perfectly
indifferent to me, still I cannot help longing for your good
opinion, and for the sake of those old days, when you did love
me, Guy—love me more madly, more passionately than you
will ever—ewer love anyone else—I want to explain to you how
I was influenced !’

‘Forgive me if I repeat that it is not worth while} Guy
‘answers, a little less frigidly, tor her passion and pathos touch
him. After all, sinning against him, did she not far more-
deeply sin against herseif ? Did she not sell herself into bond-
age? A loathsome bondage, against which she must have
rebelled every hour of her married life! ‘I can imagine
everything—can understand everything, I am sure, without
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harrowing you by an explanation. Iet me tell you that I do
not blame you now. Of course I felt very bitterly for a time.
You see I cared for you—well, as much as a man can care for
a woman, but reason and prudence showed me that you were
perfectly justified in acting as you did”’

¢ It is very easy for you to talk in this manner !’ she cries,
with a great rush of emotion in her accents. This philosophical
indifference on his partis much—very much harder to bear than
the bitterest, most passionate reproaches could be.

She realises now, finally and altogether, that her empire is
entirely over, that she has no lingering hold, platonic or other-
wise, now, on Guy Trevylian’s heart.

It is likely that this realisation will be of service to her after
a while—that it will give her pride and strength and even
energy to go out into the world in search of a fresh conquest.

But at present she fcels a choking sensation in her throat,
with which she valiantly struggles for a moment or so, ther
suddenly amazes and dismays her companion by bursting
into tears.

Not calm, well-regulated tears, trickling slowly down her
cheeks, such as the daughters of society are trained to shed, but
big, scalding drops, that rain from her eyes and quench all the
fire of her glance.

‘Ah, don’t think me more of a fool than I really am !’ she
gasps. ‘I am often hysterical, and any agitation brings on an
attack like this.

‘Let me go and fetch some water,” Guy says hurriedly.

Water and a fan on occasions of this kind are the only two
ideas that occur to a man. Guy has her fan and is using it
violently as he speaks, so there is nothing left for him but to
suggest water.

‘No, no !’ she exclaims, ‘I shall be all right in a moment,
and there is no one here to mark my folly.

Guy gives a glance around, and devoutly thanks Providence
that the conservatory is completely devoted to them and the
palms and the stephanotis.

He does not remember when he has felt so nervous and
uncomfortable before, and though he is sorry for her, he pities
himself still more.

He obeys, and stands quietly beside the velvet divan on
which she has subsided in her woe. She is filled with a sense
of humiliation, for she is quite aware that she has made a
thorough fiasco of her explanation, and subjected herself, if
Guy were as vain as most of his sex, to a certain degree of scorn.

‘I don’t know what you must think of my giving way like
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this,’ she murmurs, almost inaudibly, ‘but I remember of ol
that you are very good, very noble, and I hope you will nog
misunderstand me or think—’ %

‘I think nothing, except that you are tired and nervous,’ h
says kindly, taking her hand in sheer pity for her evidenyg
discomfiture. ‘Don’t imagine for a moment that I misunde:3
stand anything. But I feel I have been to blame. I oughtn
to have spoken so coldly perhaps—you must forgive me.

‘I have nothing to forgive. It was desperate folly of me 3
allude to the past, but I thought it would make me happier g
explain how I came to treat you so badly. It has troubled nj
more than you can imagine to know how you regdrd me, and §
could not resist this opportunity to try and find out.’ 3

‘I understand exactly what you wished, but it is all ov
now, and explanations are only useless and painful. WH
cares to re-open an old wound ?” he asks, with a thrill of s
ness in his voice—a thrill with which the present has nothi
to do. It is a tribute to the past of which they have b
speaking. Tothe romance of youth, that lost its soft and gol
light, and died, when the woman trod upon his heart on
path to the ¢ world’ she craved to reach. :

But though the romance of youth is a good thing—the 4
sion of manhood is a better one, and who dreams of mourn
the death of the blossoms of spring, when we see the glori
flowers of summer?

¢ And you forgive me really—absolutely, Guy ?’ she questj
wistfully. “Yoar will not think bitterly of me, at any rate
was always easily influenced, you know, and when my faj
told me it was best for him—’

‘Yes, yes ! Iforgive you freely and entirely !’ he cries hasj
for he does not wish her to lower herself by any confessioj
regret, although they pander to his vanity. ‘Do not, I
of you, trouble yourself with any further thovght of me.
and make the best of your life. We can none of us do of
than that.’ :

‘I hope yox will do more ! I trust you may be really hapj
she says pathetically. ¢

He shrugs his shoulders with a gesture significant of if
lessness.

‘I do not think of being happy, he says. ‘I have, in}
resigned all such extravagant expectations.’ 3

Just as he asserts this in a ringing bitter tone, a voice
on his ear. -

‘What a delicious corner for a love-sick couple,
Wylmer !’ Oswald Dennistoun says,
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¢ Appropriately appropriated, too,’ Nest answers, with a
augh, but there is a hard, defiant sound in her mirth, and as
uy quickly turns towards her, he sees that the colour has left

her face and her large eyes literally blaze with contempt as he
neets them.

His avowal that he has resigned all expectation of happiness
as brought a feeling of self-scorn to her, and a torrent of
age and jealousy sweeps over her on finding these two here—

| After this Nest never doubts again that she has a heart.

It is usually in just such a moment that women and men
hake that discovery, often too late to do themselves or any-
ne else any good.

In the twinkling of an eye she and Dennistoun are gone
pain. And then Guy says resolutely,—
¢We must not stay here any longer, if you are able to exert
purself, Mrs Moreton—and I think I am engaged for the next
hnce,” he adds, pretending to study his card.

She rises without a word, and walks into the ante-room, and

en Guy has cloaked her and put her into her brougham, he
bes back slowly into the dancing-room, with a fast beating
art.

Nest is standing beside Mrs Lorimer ; her face is still very
e, and when she sees him, she ayerts her head.

Guy will take care of you, my love’ Mrs Lorimer says, as
e Venezulean minister assists her out of the crowd to her

age.

ISo Nest puts her little gloved hand through Guy’s arm, but
lightly that he can scarcely feel her touch.

I should like to speak to you to-morrow, Mr Trevylian,’ she
s abruptly, and as haughtily as a young queen. *‘Can you

about four ?’

Yes,” he answers, as he looks wistfully into her eyes, but
y are as bright as diamonds, and as hard and cold.
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CHAPTER XIL
AND YOU SAVED ME—MY SWEET !

¢ The loves and hours of the life of a man,
They are swift and sad, being born of the sea,
Hours that rejoice and regret for a span ;
Born with a man’s breath, mortal as he,
Loves that are lost, ere they come to birth,
‘Weeds of the waves, without fruit on earth.’

~ith a narrow silver zone encircling her supple waist, Nest ¥

~waits with a good deal of trepidation the appointmént she has

made with Guy. Mrs Moreton is due at a concert at four §

o’clock, and Mrs Lorimer takes a siesta daily at that hour, so J§
she knows she is pretty safe from intruders. g

Not that she desires to see Mr Trevylian alone, for the pleas- §
wre of it! The only feeling she has for him as she dawdles
restlessly about the big drawing-room, unable to work or read, §
and only varying her walk by an occasional peep out of the 3
window, is a thorough disdain and contempt of this man whom §
she believes to be as profound a hypocrite as ever trod the§
earth.

Still, when she hears his knock at the hall door, a knock she @
has somehow grown to recognise among numerous others, the §
wilful blood rushes to her face, tingling her cheeks and her ear
and she presses down her hand on her heart as if to try an
stop its throbbing.

When Guy enters the room, however, to all appearances shef
is cold, and calm, and dignity itself, and instead of shaking
hands she bows her little head imperially, raising up at once af
wall of reserve as high as Mount Jura between them. ;

Silence for a minute, then Miss Wylmer turns with a stateli-§
ness of demeanour that surprises her audience. .

‘1 asked you to come here to-day, Mr Trevylian, because I3
felt that I owed you and Mrs Moreton an apology for mj
appearance last evening in the conservatory. 1 hope you di§
not think I was eavesdropping ; and I went as soon as I could.

¢ Why should you have gone away ?’ asks Guy. He is dread
fully annoyed at the whole thing ; horribly annoyed at the fal
position in which Mrs Moreton has placed him. But it neveij
occurs to him that the position has deceived Nest. In reply tig
his question the girl throws her dainty head proudly back.
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‘I ara not in the habit of listening to anybody’s private con-
versation,’ she flashes, ‘and I should certainly not select yours
and Mrs Moreton’s to begin with. As a matter of choice I had
no alternative—however, I beg you to understand that I was
not in the least, not in the very smallest degree, interested in
anything which you and she had to say, and I am sorry I could
not get away before, I had heard a little.

¢So you said before,” Guy answers, a little haughtily, with a
gleam in his grey eyes and a gravity on his mouth that rather
frighten her. The truth is, her manner is far from conciliatory
and he has been much tried lately ; ¢ but you must allow me to
ask you again why you should have imagined that Mrs Moreton
and I had anything to say to one another which you or Dennis-
toun or all the world might not listen to ?’

Nest laughs out a mocking, satirical laugh, extremely unlike
her usual sweet, gay mirth, and he sees her pretty red lips curl.
‘You forget that I was unwillingly obliged to hear what you
and she had to say to each other!’ she answers, in a hard,
defiant tone.

‘And what did you hear?’ he questions coldly, almost
sternly, ¢ beside a few stupid allusions to a past which is dead
for both of us !’

¢Oh, I heard a lot that was edifying, extremely so !’ she cries,
with a good deal of bitterness. ‘I heard of old wounds being
re-opened, of excuses of weakness being made, and of all expec-
:ation of happiness being mythical. It was a splendid occasion
to improve my knowledge of this world, and—as Dad says—it
is a very, very wicked one, full of miserable sinners, and~—and
roaring lions. What a pity Mr Dennistoun and I broke in on
your féte-d-téte; you might have “ Kissed and made friends,”
like the children say.’

‘Nest !’

Guy is astonished, shocked, even a little disgusted. The
style of talk is wholly unworthy, he thinks, of the girl whom he
loves with all his soul, and he looks at her with surprise and
concern.

‘I don’t understand,” he says, in a broken tone, ‘ what change
has come over you; such sentiments are not at all what I
should have expected from you.’

‘You know nothing about me, she retorts angrily ; ‘you
have no right to expect anything from me.’

‘True,’ he answers, with sudden iciness in his accents. ¢I
thank you for reminding me of that fact; the thoughts, words,
or deeds of Dalrymple Wentworth’s future wife concern me
very little.
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‘It does not matter to you whose future wife I may be,’ Nest
answers contemptuously ; ‘but at least Dal did not in one
breath tell me he cared for me, and in another breath tell an-
other woman that he had given up all expectation of happiness,
because she had chosen to jilt him.

*Good heavens ! is it possible you thought I was alluding to -
Mrs Moreton’s conduct when I said that?’ Guy exclaims. ‘ls
it possible that you did not know that I was alluding to—’

He pauses, rises from the chair which he has been occupying
some distance from her, and drops into a seat on the sofa be-
side her.

‘To what ?? she asks, and the hardness in her voice certainly
softens.

Guy hesitates in spite of this encouragement, and another
golden minute drops like a bubble into the great gulf of time.
Then he looks at her steadily with his Irandsome eyes, that
are—

¢ As the sky and sea on a grey day.’

‘Nest! do yeu remember that you asked me, under the dear
old laburnums at Ravenshill, if I did not mean to make a holo-
caust of myself on the altar of interestedness ?’

Nest is surprised and a trifle startled at this sudden and un-
expected question, and, truth to say, her heart beats with a
suffocating sensation.

Of course, he is going to tell her of his approaching marriage
with the rich widow !

She plucks up courage, however, shies the remnants of a
bunch of Parma violets, which she has mercilessly picked to
pieces, into the grate, and says lightly,—

¢ Yes, I remember ; but the question was a very impertinent
one, and there is not the slightest reason for you to answer it,
you know, especially if you don't care to do so.”

Guy smiles. She looks so dangerously pretty, with her eyes
full of wistfulness, and her lips full of mirth ; and when he smiles
he grows wonderfully good-looking. It may be only from the
contrast to his ordinary gravity, Nest thinks, as she glances at
him, but it requires a very strong head to resist the fascination
of his eyes, and the soft, almost womanly tenderness that
breaks on his mouth.

‘1 promised myself that I would answer your question some
day, and 1 always like to keep my word-——most men do, you
know. Moreover the answer is very brief, and requires very
little trouble to utter—or for you to listen to. My answer to
your query is simply—no.’
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¢No?’ she repeats incredulously. ‘Ah! you are joking.
You don’t mean to say that you have made up your mind #of to
marry Mrs Moreten ?’

‘Yes, I do; I mean just that, he replies emphatically. ¢And
why do you think for a moment that I am not in earnest—in
-sober, though not sad earnest ?’

‘Because Mrs Lorimer told me you st marry her, and
from what she said, I fancied you were really engaged. I don’t
see how you can retreat with honour,’ she goes on gravely.

‘1 am thankful to say there is no engagement. Nothing
from which I cannot retreat with honour and self-respect !’

¢ But what will Mrs Lorimer say?’

‘I don’t know—I am afraid I don’t much care! She was
anxious for the marriage, and for a time, in sheerest apathy and
in an utter hopelessness of spirit, I felt as if I might gratify her
—as if I might make.up my mind to settle down and be content
with the mere husks of life. But this mood did not last very
long. Something came and roused me from my unhealthy
lethargy. I looked round, and took breath as well as thought.
After all, what are the base material goods of existence, in
comparison with freedom and self-respect? Therefore I am
here to-day a free man, free in spirit as well as in fact, free after
a dreadful bondage of twelve months.’

Nest gazes at him in amazement. A singular change sweeps
over his features as he speaks, the listlessness has vanished
from his face, the laziness from his eyes. He looks like a man
to whom life, and hope, and resolution, have suddenly come.
Unconsciously he throws back his head and shoulders, with a
gesture that seems to her to be full of courage and exultation.
He appears to thrill with the words he has uttered, and golden
words they are, though so few heed them.

CAfter all what are the base material goods of existence in
comparison with freedom and self-respect 2’

‘Once in many a man’s life, I suppose,’ he goes on, ¢ he has
to choose, not only between God and Mammon, but also be-
tween Mammon and his higher self, and on that choice depends
the whole course and meaning of his after life. For years past
I have felt a hopeless sense of existence, pre-arranged as it
were and fitted into a narrow groove, which seemed to crush all
energy and manhood out of me. Before I could decide for
myself with regard to what my life and career should be, my
father died, leaving me nothing but a paltry pittance. Then I
strove to add to it by a clerkship in London; but in lieu of
doing good L did—sAarm’ iic pauses, his face grows very
white, and a slow fire gathers in his eyes. Thank God! the
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evil passed away before it could make my life worthless as
Dead Sea fruit. Then my aunt took me up with the avowed
intention of making me her heir. She lavished money on me,
but kept me at her beck and command, and I chafed against
it, but not so very much. In a certain sense, the world was
before me—its pleasures ready to be plucked if I willed it—no
wonder the smothered flame of independence within me gave
only faint and fitful signs of action. Then came a blind un-
reasoning passion for Mabella Clyde.’

Nest moves away a little further from him, and a stab goes
through her, but though he notices the gesture, he continues his
life’s history, for he is resolved she shall know it all—ay, a//,
by-and-by, if he ever wins her for his wife.

‘It was a passion that I thought filled every hour and
coloured every act of my life. Great Heavens! what an idiot
I was! Looking at Mrs Moreton now, I can in no wise under-
stand my insane infatuation, or what enchantment existed for
me in her commonest words and looks. However, I presume
every man who has arrived at my age has passed through a
similar period of folly, and looked back on it with unmitigated
self-scorn and pity. I really think, however, that my folly must
have been a degree or two more intense than other people’s. 1
worshipped her, followed her about, was her absolute slave for
two years. Well, I told you how [ was treated. We parted as
lovers with tender caresses, and when I saw her again, she was
married to old Moreton !’

His voice drops a little over the last words. Lightly as he
has spoken, who knows but that even yet the old pang of
wounded love and vanity stirs him, or, if not the pang, the
memory of it? It must indeed be a very tough and callous
nature that does not flinch when the scar of an old wound is
handled roughly.

The clock on the mantel points a quarter to five o’clock ;
forty-five moments have flown by since Guy Trevylian arrived,
and Mrs Lorimer will be coming down for her afternoon tea,
Nest thinks, and Guy, as he sees her eyes glance at the time-
piece, guesses her thoughts.

‘I must finish my story quickly in the few minutes that remain
tous. You must not think that I made a fool of myself very
long after the death of my hopes. Of course, such a blow stuns
a man for a time, but if his courage is of the right mettle, he
SOON recovers.

¢ But I found that I could not look on life exactly as I had
looked on it before; I had even as a boy betn sceptical of
sincerity in women ; I had good cause to be sceptical too, and
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MissClyde’s conduct was a culminating proof. Trifles ceased
to ajuse me ; I felt the need of some serious and definite aim
in life, and wanted to work, but Mrs Lorimer would not hear of
it. Literary men’s life she regards as a species of genteel
vagabondage, unrecognised by good society.

“Now I am quite well aware that many men, feeling as 1 did,
would have burst what they called their chains of obligation
and gone their way, but I could not do it. Those chains to me
were very real and binding. I knew how much I was indebted
to her; I also knew there was but one way I could acknowledge
or repay my debt—it was by sacrificing my inclination. There
were many people who called me mercenary for acting so, but
I was not really so. So I gave up my second dream, and sank
into an apathy that seemed to eat like rust into my soul. After
a few months I went on the Continent, and lounged like a
dissatisfied spirit over half the civilised world—plunged into
dissipation, drank, gambled, spent money as if I had thousands
instead of hundreds at my command, and then_pulled up in my
mad career to face a self-contempt and utter weariness of spirit
that helped to sober me completely.

‘A year ago, I met Mrs Moreton in Paris, where she was
staying with Mrs Lorimer, and then my aunt told me this was
the wife she had selected for me. I was in a desperate mood
which inclined me to any desperate act that would relieve me
from money responsibilities, still I could not bear with philosophy
the idea of linking myself to one whose treatment had turned
every drop of my blood to gall and wormwood.

‘1 asked for time to consider the matter. I was fancy-free.
Why not marry Mrs Moreton or anyone else who had the
wherewithal for a short life, but a merry one. Love and am-
bition were both dead for me, what remained but the mere
outside of life?—and it was in this state of mind that I was
going to meet my fate, when—’

His voice sinks almost to a whisper ; his eyes look into hers
earnestly—passionately—his mouth quivers with emotion :

‘When I went to Ravenshill and saw you—and you saved
me !—My sweet !’

0 I ?)

‘Yes; you !’ he replies eagerly, watching the expression of
her April face while he speaks. *You did not guess it perhaps,
yet you might have! It was you, my Nest, who roused me out
of myself—my fallen, crushed self. It was you who made me
feel how sweet a thing womanhood could be—how pure and
how innocent ; you see, Mabella Moreton, and women like her,
had represented the sex to me for so long. My old reluctance
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came back on me with redoubled force, but still T hesitated,
thinking of Mrs Lorimer, until now. MNVow hesitation is at an
end, for I £now that I love you, and yox only, my Nest, and
that if you don’t marry me—as God hears me, 1 will never
marry any other woman !’

The passionate energy of his voice rings out strangely on the
room, and Nest quivers from head to foot with the suppressed
excitement, that makes her feel as if she has received an electric
shock from a galvanic battery.

But she does not speak a word, and the man who is beside
her, hanging on her answer to learn his fate, watches her in
perplexity and pain.

“Nest, I know you believe yourself partially bound to Dal }
Wentworth, and that while you believe so 1 ought not to have -
spoken, but I could not let you go on thinking that I was to
marry another woman—I could not bear to see other men
striving to win you, without asking you to give me a chance as
well. 1 know you do not love me yet as I love you, but may I
try and make you?’

He gazes at her with eyes that plead more than his voice,
and Nest looks back at him, shy and silent. She trembles all
over, and does not know what to reply. She is flattered—
touched—even a little triumphant of having won this man from
Mrs Moreton, and with it all she is full of a misty, struggiing
sense of loyalty to Dal. .

At last she speaks diffidently—her airs and graces dispersed }
to the four winds of heaven—her face pale even to her lips, and §
her hand cold as ice,— :

‘I think you are mistaken in thinking anyone wants to win
me here, and I cannot imagine what anybody anywhere can
want with me. But of course that is a matter of taste. But
Mrs Lorimer will never forgive your not marrying Mrs
Moreton.’ i

¢ Never mind about Mrs Lorimer,’ cries Guy, his face glowing §
with hope and smiles. ‘You and I are all alone here—as alone |
as we were that night at Ravenshill. “Ah, yox remember !’

She does not answer, but he sees a little smile creep to her
mouth, and taking her two hands in his firm, strong clasp, he §
gazes down wistfully into her face.

¢ Let us speak only of ourselves! Oh, my darling! Do you
think you can ever learn to love me well enough to marry me!}
Recollect I am a poor man—that I have nothing to offer you
like Elmsdale or—Dal !’ :

¢ Dal—we forgot Dal!’ she falters. ‘I should act as badly
and heartlessly as that Mrs Moreton acted to you if I threw
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him over. Poor dear Dal! He has loved me for years and
years, and you and I have only known one arother for a few
months, you see.’

Guy loses heart at this, but he gulps Jown the expression of
disappointment that rises to his lips. Bendiz Ioccr, he looks
into her eyes, and his arm steals round her.

Nest lets the arm rest there—in fact, she scarcely knows it is
there, in the turmoil of her feelings.

1 loved you the very first hour we met, mv sweet, though I
did not guess it myself. Don’t compare yvonrsclf for odte
moment with that—z4at woman. The cases are not pardllel
at all! You have noty, I am sure, vowed passionate love
and devotion to the man of whom you speik, nor bound
vourself by every tie of honour to be true to hum, and him
only.?

This is true, Nest thinks. She has certainly never professed
much love for-Dal. In fact, she bas behaved very badly and
coldly to him very often.

Suddenly she rises out of his clasp, saying,—

¢ There is Mrs Lorimer’s step on the stairs.

Guy draws her nearer to him again with one arm, and lays
a hand over hers while he listens a moment.

‘ Yes,” he says, ‘it is her step, and before she comes, tell me,
Nest, that you db care for me, and that you will not marry
Dalrymple Wentworth? Oh, my darling ! Just think what we
both shali feel, if, by such an act, you raise an inscparable
barrier between us! My Nest, my own—own Nest—put your
arms round my neck, and tell me that you love me and will be
my wife.’ N

His face is very close to hers, and it is a terrible temptation.
But she is a good little thing in the main.

‘I think I would rather break with Dal first, she says, in a
low voice. ‘You see, if I do that I shall not reproach myself
so much for having let myself— She stops, colours, and Guy
laughs—a bright, happy laugh, such as he has not laughed for

any a day.

¢ For having let yourself love e 2’ he whispers. “Is that it,
Nest? Say 1t is, and [ will wait tiil you are quite—quite free
before I ask for a kiss from those sweet lips.’

_ Bot she struggles out of his arms, and with a demure face
its down on a distant chair. :

‘ Mrs Lorimer is at the door,” she cries hastily.

But Guy is not to be done out of both word and kiss, and

pllowing her, he falls on his knees before her.

She looks down on his face—the face that haunts her dreams
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and lives with her by day. The grey eyes look pleadingly into
her own.

A mighty love sweeps over her whole being for him who
sealed her as his very own, with those caresses on the green
ridge at Ravenshill, and in another moment a kiss from a sweet
red mouth would flutter down on Guy’s, but a sense of honour
towards Dal rises up between them like a wall, and as Mrs
Lorimer makes her appearance by one door of the drawing-
room, Nest escapes by another.

Not, however, without the old lady’s lynx eyes having caught
sight of the tail of a violet dress.

‘I suppose that child has been flirting with you while I was
upstairs, Guy ?’ Mrs Lorimer remarks testily. ¢Like the busy
bee, she improves each shining hour. It would indeed be hard,
if one searched over the globe, to find any creature more
spoiled than she is. I certainly prophesied that her head would
be turned, but that it would be turned to half such an extent as
it is, I never imagined.

‘I cannot see that Miss Wylmer is particularly spoiled,’
replies Guy coldly.

¢ I suppose you cannot see it Mrs Lorimer observes, sarcas-
tically ; ‘ having helped to bring about the result, it would be
strange if you did not admire it even. But it is a great pity for
the girl herself—a dreadful pity. She had much better go
home and marry that boy, Dal Wentworth, who has got more
love for her than brains about him. As a rule, at least, men
worth marrying, who have self-respect and whom one can re-
spect, don’t like fast women for wives.’

‘ I really don’t think it possible to stigmatise MissWylmer as
“fast,” whatever that odious and comprehensive term may be
supposed to mean,” answers Guy hastily. His whole blood is
up in Nest’s defence, and he feels hot and cold as he thinks
ofethe way in which she is maligned. ¢She is fond of pleas-
ure and admiration, but that is surely natural enough, and
pardon me when I say that you, more than anyone, have
encouraged her in liking both. For example, see how you
have left her to Elmsdale’s good offices. As for her manners
or her character standing one moment in the way of her find-
ing a husband, I cannot, of course, answer for other men,
but’l should be the happiest man alive if she would marry
me.

‘Guy !’

Mrs Lorimer literally gasps ; she drops her Sévres snuff-box
—which fortunately falls on a soft crimson satin Zadowret—and
then she draws her breath heavily, as if she were about to have
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an apoplectic fit, while her sallow cheeks grow as red as the
eony.

P ‘G)l'zy, are you gone stark, staring mad,’ she asks, in a sharp,

quick voice, ‘or are you simply jesting ?’

‘I am neither mad nor jesting he answers, quietly and
steadily enough, to prove that he is sane, and far from inclined
to pleasantry.

Mrs Lorimer does not attempt to answer this; she simply
clasps her long, clawy fingers together, and fixes her pale eyes
full on his face.

Nothing daunted by this stare, for somehow his interview
with Nest has given him a sensation of lightheartedness and
courage, he begins at once to explain frankly and dispassion-
ately his feelings and intentions.

Not even the expression of sardonic bitterness on the thin
lips opposite deters him from speaking. When he finishes—
when he has announced in a cold and deliberate voice, that he
has arrived at his ultimatum—that he can never marry Mrs
Moreton—when, in a warmer and more passionate tone, he
has declared that he will, if possible, miarry Miss Wylmer, and
that he has resolved to adopt literature as his profession, Mrs
Lorimer answers, in a harder, sterner tone than he has ever
heard drop from her mouth before, for all the years he has
made her house his home :—

‘Guy, if you have finally and definitely made up your mind
to this course of action, I shall waste no words on you, but
bear the bitter—most bitter—disappointment you have pro-
vided for me as well as I can. I shall not pretend to say that
I forgive you, for I don’t, and I never will—never—you hear
me, Guy?—and I beg of you to mark, learn, and inwardly
digest this. I only do say that if you persist in a course which
dubs you a lunatic, I shall wash my hands of you for evermore,
and that I hope, with all my soul, that you will live to seé and
repent of your desperate folly, as you deserve to do.’

These last words—vindictive, resolute—ring out on the quiet
room almost like a malediction from the old withered lips, and
they are accompanied by the monotonous tapping of the long,
bony forefinger against the eternal snuff-box.

Guy, in spite of himself, shudders a little as he listens, be-
lieving it to be an ill-omen.

It is to be hoped that Byron ‘was right when he wrote—

‘ A curse is like a cloud—it passes.’

(At any rate, Guy does not attempt to remonstrate or palliate
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ir any way ; this, he knows, is Mrs Lorimer’s decision, and like
the laws of the Medes and Persians, it is sealed and signed.

Mrs Lorimer is, as has been said before, as stubborn as@

Balaam’s ass ; that stubbornness she is pleased to dignify by the§
name of ¢ pnde, and likens herself complacently to Lucifer in§
this feeling. i

But it is quite certain that none who have been acquainted
with her, have ever known her to soften or retract.

Guy marks in every line of her face, and hears in every tone
of her voice, the keen bitterness of the disappointment his¥
avowal has dealt her. She has so determinedly set her ob3
stinate old heart on his marrying Mabella Moreton, that ned
other woman, young, lovely, or even passing rich, would bell
acceptable in.her eyes.

And Guy, seeing and hearing this disappointment, and re§
membering with a vivid sense of gratitude, which is unfortu}
nately rare in the world, all he owes her—remembering he
rough but unwavering affection for him—her lavish liberalit
towards him, even while her dealings with others have bee
unusually fitful and capricious—feels a sense of remorse seizf
him. Folks who do not readily feel kindness, cannot tell how
deeply it touches those who do—cannot tell how a refined and
generous man is affected by obligations which another of
coarser, commoner mould would barely regard.

But for Nest, who has fairly bewitched him, Guy might
yield as he has yielded now, might sacrifice his life, and hi§
happiness and independence, but the thought of his little swee:§
heart keeps him firm. He cannot for one instant now enterta:§
the thought of marrying any other woman on the face of t
earth. He is in love—madly, desperately in love—and Nest
influence is over him for all time.

So when at last he replies, it is not to retract one iota of whal
he has said ; nay, the memory of all that passed between hinf§
and Nest but one short hour ago, strengthens him to suffer il
but one thing, and that is—her loss !

¢ I should be glad to hear you wish me well, though of cours
I can hardly expect it, he says, very quietly, and his face, t4
chief characteristic of whlch is resolution, softens con51derabl

as he speaks.

‘I know too well how severely you look on my decision. §
can, however, with all my heart wish yox well, and express m#
sincerest hopes that you may find—not a more grateful—but 2
more docile subject for your kindness. Don’t think that §
expect anything from you in any way or at any time, and ¢§
not misinterpret me, when I say, that I can never forget all yog
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pave done for me, and that I shall always think of you with the
eatest affection and gratitude so long as I live.’

‘Bah !’ she cries, in a ringing, caustic voice—a biting voice.
And who cares for gratitude or affection without proof?
Words when unsupported by deeds are literally worth nothing.

hey are as light as air, and touch me as little. There! I
ave heard enough—more than enough, Heaven knows |’

She gives a wave of her hand as a sort of dismissal, and turrs
way captiously from him. -

So, aflt)er a moment’s hesitation, Guy takes up his hat ard
loves and walks to the door.

Here he pauses and looks round, with real emotion shining in
is deep grey eyes.

* Good-bye,’ he says, ¢ and forgive me !’

But the set lips vouchsafe no answer, so he slowly passes
ut, and in the hall runs against a tall figure that is just

tering it.

‘How do you do, Trevylian?’ says a languid voice, and Guy

arts and flushes, as he recognises—Dal Wentworth.

‘How do you do?’ he answers mechanically. ©Are they
kpecting you ?’

Dal laughs, a boyish merry laugh, forgetting the languor
hich is put on.

‘No! An irresistible impulse moved me to come and have

look at my little girl, and I obeyed it. Have you any faith

dreams, Tre, old fellow? I had an awful dream last night.
dreamt someone had spirited Nest away from me, and the-

evil a bit could I find her, so I took the first train, and here I

How is she?’ ’

¢ Miss Wylmer was quite well the last time I had the pleasure .

addressing her,” Guy answers stiffly. The words ‘my little

rl’ chafe him horribly, then suddenly he speaks with jesuitical

prdiality. ¢ Go upstairs, Dal, you'll find Mrs Lorimer, and Il

der.the servant to tell Miss Wylmer of your arrival. I am

raid she is gone out.

¢ Gone-out !’ Dal reiterates, in a crestfallen voice, as he slowly

ounts the stairs, and as soon as the great gold and cream

lding-doors of the drawing-room shut him in with Mrs
primer, Guy says, in a quick decisive tone which all the
penddnts in Chesham Place know,—

*Go dp and tell Miss Wylmer I am anxious to speak to her

a moment. I won't trouble to go upstairs into the drawing-
om a,gain, but perhaps she will kindly come down into the

t seems to him as if his heart will burst if he cannot secure
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a word with her before evening, when he knows she is ‘doomed
to a formal dinner-party which Mrs Lorimer gives on certain
nights of the week. &

Walking up to the window, he looks up, instead of out. Thegg
deep red sunset gleams through the foliage and flowers thatj
adorn the balcony and falls in chequers of light and shade on
the floor. Right away a bank of purple cloud stands motion-
less like a pillar of heaven. The summer air is soft and slow.
And it is an evening that suggests at once that dolce far nient:;
which we seldom enjoy in our sea-girt isle.

Presently the door opens almost noiselessly, but nevertheless
Guy hears and turns eagerly, and going to her he catches both
her hands and clasps them firmly. ;

¢ Dal is here !’

‘Dalt’ !

The swift pallor that sweeps over her face goes through hisZa
heart like a knife, and she reads something of his feeling in his§
eyes, for she smiles faintly and says,—

¢ It’s only surprise.

*Sure, Nest? Sure that it is only surprise—that no stronge
feeling drove the blood from your cheek when you heard Di
was kere—close to you ?’

“Sure,’ she answers, freeing her hands from his clasp, and}
placing them on his shoulders, she looks up into his face
‘Poor old Dal! I shall be very glad to see him—but I don!
love him. 1 am afraid !’

‘My darling ! my darling !> Guy whispers passionately, ‘it is
me you love, though you won't say so. Yet you know that the
words would make me the happiest fellow in the world. Wil
you say them—some day, Nest ?’ g

¢ Perhaps !’ she answers, but she blushes over face and nect
as she meets his glance. . [

¢ Perhaps !’ Guy repeats, in a disappointed tone.

¢ Well, not perhaps—but—yes,’ she says, in a low voice.

“Then I will rest content, and meanwhile, let me entreat og
you to think—to think seriously over what we said this afterg
noon. It is but a poor plea to speak of myself—of how madl
I love you, and how desperately I long for you, my Nest}
Yet if you could in any way realise it! However, you mus
choose as your own heart dictates. Only for God’s sake, Nest]
listen only to your heart! Don't let yourself be swayed byg
any fear of giving pain, or by any old associations, I pray df
you.! . .
And clasping her hands once more, he leaves her.
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CHAPTER XIIL

GOD BLESS YOU-—AND GOOD-BYE |

‘ When hope is chidden
That fain of bliss would tell,
And Love forbidden
In the breast to dwell,
‘When fettered by a viewless chain,
‘We turn and gaze, and turn again,
Oh, death were mercy to the pain
Of them that bid— Farewell !’

FEELING very much of a culprit, Nest mounts the stairs slowly,
and with trembling fingers opens the door.

The first thing that meets her view, is the back of Dal’s long

willowy figure, as he stands by the window, watching for her
appearance down the street. But at sound of a step, he turns,
his face beaming all over, and rushes half-way across the room.
Here he pauses, with a sudden recollection that a grim old
ace, surmounted by tintilating curls, is witness to his first
preeting of his Love.

Oh! itis hard, hard! All the way from Devonshire, and it
as been a hot, dusty, uncomfortable way, his spirit has been
puoyed by the thought that a kiss from his Nest will refresh
oth body and soul.

‘Here’s “a young man from the country,” waiting for you,
liss Wylmer,” Mrs Lorimer announces, with malicious pleas-
ntry. ‘I have had the greatest, difficulty in preventing him
om losing himself in London, in quest of you.’

Upon this, Dal colours, and pulls himself up haughtily. The

entworths have a goodly leaven of pride, and he feels as if

would like to give this horrible old joker a shaking, for
ring to make fun of him, only she is Nest’s hostess, and en-
ed to courtesy at his hands. )

‘ London has the pleasure of knowing me well enough, Mrs

rimer !’ he says, with a forced smile, * better than I caré to

ow zZ, perhaps! But you are quite right in thinking that if
re was any chance of my losing myself, I would risk it,
pvided I found—Nest /

You will excuse me, Mr Wentworth,’ she answers curtly.

ave outlived romance myself, and romance in others, though
sing, 1s a thing I am not in the humour for to-day. I have
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had enough of such stuff,’ she mutters, and with a stiff bend of
her head, she marches out of the room.

Then Dal, with a heightened pink on his fair cheeks and a
warm light in his Prussian-blue eyes, dashes at the little violet-
clad figure that stands a few paces from him, and seizes her in
his arms, whether she will or no.

Nest struggles out of his embrace, her face very red and her
eyes sparkling with indignation.

¢You shouldn’t be so rough, Dal!’ she cries reprovingly ;
‘one would really think you were “a young man from the
country,” as Mrs Lorimer called you !’

Dal draws back, grievously hurt, then he musters up courage
and says, like a penitent schoolboy,—

¢ Won’t you let me kiss you, Nest ??

¢ Certainly not!’ she replies, with an immense accession of
dignity that amazes him; ‘I am not in the habit of kissing
everybody 1 happen to meet !’

¢ Everybody! Am I become “ everybody,” Nest?’

¢No!’ she laughs, ‘not exactly everybody! but let us sit
down and talk comfortably. How are they all at home ??

And placing herself on a chair, she motions him to one
opposite.

And Dal, who is her sworn slave, meekly subsides into his
appointed seat.

¢ They are all well—and you—how are you, Nest? You look
prettier than ever, but I don’t think the change to town has
improved you otherwise !’

‘1 am sorry I don’t find favour in your eyes !’ she murmurs,
a little mortified, with mock humility; ¢ other people think me

ect !’ :
That's 7zz—those o¢kers have spoilt you !?

¢ Well, it is pleasanter to have nice things said to one, than to
hear reproaches !’ she asserts wilfully.

‘I am sure 7 don’t wish to reproach you!’ Dal says depre- °
catingly. ‘I know you cannot help being bright and beautiful,
I would not wish you to help it, if you could! If you were my
wife, Nest, 1 should never be jealous, I should be proud and
glad to see other men admire you. But you don’t 7eally belong
to me, and so I cannot help being jealous and miserable and dis-
agreeable. I see already I have made a mistake in coming up
to town, and the sooner I go away again, the better !’

She glances at him and sees positive tears standing in his
usually sunny blue eyes, and the sight softens her.

¢ Dal, you will make me feel very uncomfortable if you talk
like this! You will make me feel as if I am the most wicked
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girl that ever breathed. To think you have come all this awful
distance’ (her accent seems to imply that he has journeyed from
the North Pole) ‘to see me, and I have managed to vex you,
directly you arrive !’

¢Never mind, darling, about that,’ he answers, with a com-
mendable effort at cheerfulness. ¢Of course 1 knew, in a
manner, what sort of welcome you would give. How have
you enjoyed yourself here, Nest ?’ .

*So, so!’ she answers. ‘Sometimes I have thought that
Society is a failure.’

¢ A failure !’ repeats Dal, with lively astonishment. ¢ Do you
mean to say that you have not enjoyed every hour of your gay
life?’

‘Yes, I mean just that,’ she responds. ‘It seems difficult to
believe, but all the same it'’s a fact. The truth is, that being
pretty and admired is very fatiguing,’ she goes on, with genuine
languor.

‘What!’ cries Dal, staring at her, and longing to press his
boyish lips to even the hem of her violet garment.

‘It isn’t half as agreeable as anyone—merely looking on—
might think,’ Nest pursues musingly. ‘One grows so tired of
a succession of men who say exactly the same things in sub-
stantially the same manner, and are most of them fit for nothing
but dancing monkeys. Now, you see, with the greatest love
for dancing in the world, one can’t dance all the time, and one
grows horribly tired of looking pleased when one is bored, and
interested when one wants to yawn—but never mind about
London, I want to hear about home. Have you been playing
chess with Dad? And how is my little mother, and Maud, and
Gus, and the little ones, and did they send any nice messages
to me ?? '

‘Yes, 1 am charged with more messages than I can re-
member. They want to know if you have grown quite a
fashionable young lady, and how your dress is made, and if
you have had any proposals of marriage,’ ke says, scarcely
heeding the gist of his own words in his longing to hold her
against his breast—this sweet capricious love of his, who will
not even let him touch the palm of her hand. :

Nest colours up furiously and averts her head.

‘ You must take back lots of messages for me in return, Dal,
when you go. Were you really in earnest when you said just
now you must return soon, or were you only fishing to see if I
should cry?’ she questions, a little anxiously.

*If I had been foolish enough to entertain such an idea, I am
atraid I should bave been disappointed,” he laughs, with a laugh
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that has only a ghost of mirth in it and no more. ¢No, Nest,
I was in earnest, I assure you. I saw in a moment, when you
came into the room, that the distance between us has widened
ever so much, so I think it best to go back and wait for better
times at Ravenshill. ’

¢ Why, Dal, one would think you had grown firm and resolute,
and all that sort of thing,’ she says lightly. ‘And you really
intend to stick to your resolution and go back again?’

¢Yes; what's the good of my staying? That hateful old
woman has evidently taken a dislike to me, and you—you
don’t seem to care very much about me, Nest!’ he murmurs
reproachfully.

She is silent. She cannot bring herself to say anything to
soothe the poor fellow’s amour propre, for Guy Trevylian’s last
admonition rings in her ears: ‘ Don’t let yourself be swayed by
any fear of giving pain, or by any tie of old associations.’

¢So I have made up my mind, and I shall be off to-night.”

¢I wish I could be firm and decided like that, Dal,’ she says,
with an extra soupgon of respect for him in her regard; but
you are right to go, for; you see, you would only be boiling over
with jealousy of every man I spoke to, and, of course, in London
one knows such a lot of men !’

¢ And you really think I am right to go?’ he asks wistfully,
hoping against hope that she will relent and bid him stay.
After all, he is her affianced husband—conditionally it is true,
still up to this time she has never been hard to him, though
often ¢ variable as the shade.’

Nest hesitates a moment. She feels a great remorse rise up
in her heart that she has let Dal’s image slip out of it, and Guy’s
image slip in. Then she speaks in her old frank way which he
is familiar with— :

‘Yes, Dal, I think it Zs right. I shall be very sorry if you go.
Oh! don't shake your head like a mandarin, for I mean it
honestly. I am not using the words as I would to an acquaint-
ance for whom I did not care a fig ; butif it’s for your 7ea/ good,
you know, as they always used to tell us when we were children,
and had to take nasty physic, why it’s better so. 1 am sure
your remaining would.give you very little pleasure, and I am
such an abominable person that people grow miserable if they
care for me. 7

¢What an idea you have of yourself) Dal replies, waxing
tender once more. ‘I am not going because I am angry with
vou. No, my darling, I don’t believe if you put your foot o
my heart and crushed the life out of it, that I would blame yo
in’ my latest breath. I love you, Nest, and think you the
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brettiest—prettiest girl that ever was born to make a fellow
happy and miserable in the same moment; but I 4afe to see

lot of men hovering about you, so I think, as I said before, I
hall go back to Wentworth, and try and wait patiently till you
ome and say to me that you will marry me.’

‘I am afraid I shall never say that—never!’ Nest murmurs
In a low voice, not daring to look up at him.

Dal starts, his temples throb and burn, and his heart seems
o have left its proper and natural position and to have settled
In a big leaden lump in his throat.

‘No, Dal; we must not marry! You are far too good for

e. I am not fit to tie your shoe-strings, I know that,’ she °
ays meekly; ‘I don’t know anybody who is, except Angela
ane; she is so very domestic, and you need a wife who will
ettle down at Wentworth for the rest of her days.’

Dal hearkens, and knows it’'s all up. When Nest proposes

other woman for him to marry, it is sure proof that she has
ut marrying him herself out of her head.

He gives a short, quick sigh, and jumping off his seat, strides
b the window, and she has a faint suspicion that, in that
osition, he dashes his pocket-handkerchief violently once or
jice against his eyes.

‘Do not let yourself be swayed by fear of giving pain.

These words in the beloved voice exercise a potent influence

er her, so she sits still, feeling horribly penitent and criminal.

¢ As to my being good, Nest,’ he says, after a moment or two’s
pliant struggle with himself, ‘ you know that’s all nonsense.
od knows I am far from being a Paladin, but I always thought
was a shabby thing for a man to torment a woman into
arrying him. I don’t mean to do that, but you won’t be
oss with me, Nest, if I just ask you once if there is not a bit

hope for me—the tiniest bit in the world ?’ .

His voice trembles in spite of himself, and his pleading,

arning, Prussian-blue eyes gaze at her through the dim light.
he gives a deep sigh and clasps together the hands lying in

r lap. - She jfeels rather than sees the longing in the fair

yish face turned towards her, and she hears and understands

ch better than she did at Ravenshill, the accents of re-
ained passion and desperate regret in the familiar voice—a
ce that has spoken tenderly to her for more years than she

n remember !

t comes home to her that she is giving positive pain to Dal’s

d heart, and for a minute, she shrinks from the cruel task.

I hope you will forgive me, Dal, dear; and I 4o hope you

j not be very sorry, she murmurs at last, in a pretty,
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pathetic voice that sounds to him like the sweetest music he
nas ever heard. ‘I hope you are fully convinced that I would
not suit you a bit, and that I am not worth regretting, for I am
afraid—I am—sure—there is no hope for you, Dal !’

There is.a short silence after this.

The soft summer breeze sways the fleecy lace curtain and
comes stealing in, bringing on its wings the breath of fragrant
flowers, and it stirs the cool glossy green leaves of a gigantic
India-rubber plant that stands in a jasper pot. Up in the sky
a few stars wink and blink naughtily at one another, and Dal
looks up at them, and then down at his feet. He has lost his
first grand stake for happiness. He says nothing, he gathers
himself up, and smothers a rebellious sigh, and in the semi-dark-
ness presses his teeth down hard on his nether lip.

What can he say? unless he throws himself on her mercy,
and asks her to marry him out of pity, and he’s a Wentworth,
and too English at heart to do that. .

It is Nest who speaks again.

¢ Dal !’ she says, going up to the window and patting him on
the back as if he were an ailing child, while he shivers under
her touch, ¢ tell me you are not very unhappy ! 1 don’t care a
scrap if you are furious with me, I don’t care if you call me
names and think me the most wicked flirt that ever walked the
earth, if you will only say that you don’t really mind a jot! I
know how pleased Miladi will be !’

He catches her hand in a vice and hurts her dreadfully, but
she does not even flinch.

‘ Yes, Miladi will be pleased. She always said you did not
care for me, Nest, but somehow 1 did not believe her ; you see,
I wanted not to believe her! I have never thought a hard
thing of you in my life, and I am not going to begin now. I
have tried to win you, and I have failed, hut it is not your fault.
You can’t help it if I am not to your taste, you know ! But I love
you so, Nest, I love youso! that it just feels as if you had given
me my death-blow. Never mind, don’t you go and spoil your
London season, Nest, by thinking of me and my stupid trouble.
God bless you and good-bye !’

Five ice-cold fingers, that tremble as she had never known
them to tremble before, grasp hers, Dal's moist forget-me-not
eyes look eagerly into her own, then he snatches up his hat,
and she héars him going downstairs.

As she listens to the slow, heavy tread, and remembers the
blithe swinging gait and light step of a month ago, she puts her
face down on the sofa-cushion and,sobs like a child,
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CHAPTER XIV.
HEARTS AND CORONETS.

¢ Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.”

I AM afraid you are dreadfully tired! You look like the
whitest lily, Lord Elmsdale murmurs tenderly. ‘Do let us
get out of this hot room.’

To this proposition Nest does not demur. Elmsdale has
been dining at Chesham Place, the only guest,at Mrs Lorimer's
express desire—fearful old matchmaker as she is—and now that
coffee is over, she yields herself up comfortably to the drowsy
god, leaving the young people to entertain themselves. And as
she closes her eyes, she devoutly hopes that by the time she
opens them again, Little Wylmer will have grasped the coronet,
and be out of Guy Trevylian’s way.

¢ Little Wylmer’ has a genuine headache—not a fashionable
one—and she has not yet recovefed the turmoil of her last
interview with Dalrymple Wentworth. Dal’s poor blank face,
when he heard that he was thrown overboard, haunts her per-
petually, and she feels a dreadful remorse when she reflects on
her fickleness. A breath of fresh air will fan her throbbing
temples. So she gladly sinks into an easy-chair that Lord
Elmsdale wheels into the balcony—which is gay with vases of
rosis and heliotrope, throwing up a delicious fragrance on the
night.

A big yellow moon, at her gullest, floods all around with a
deep amber glory—and the walls of the opposite houses gleam
like mother-o’-pearl. ’

‘Oh, what an exquisite evening !’ apostrophises Nest, lying
back comfortably on her downy cushions, and thoroughly appre-
ciating the beauty she extols.

‘Yes !’ he answers, lifting up his rather expressionless light
eyes poetically to the spangled heavens. It Zs lovely—and
moonlight hours are made for love, and that sort of thing—don’t
you know! At least the poet says so, doesn’t he?’

She has heard the gist of this remark before, but differently
worded. It was\in the gloaming, not so very long ago, near
Ravenshill Chﬁafé‘h. And not only are the words different, but
the voices are so dissimilar, that she fairly loses patience with
this speaker.

‘The poet \—which poet? Don’t be so absurdly vague, Lord

K
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Limsdale !’ she exclaims, rather flippantly. Sheis in fact weary
both in body and mind, and out of temper as well—for Mrs
Lorimer has evidently sent Guy to Coventry and entailed the
Marquis’s vapid society on her instead. ‘Women may be
allowed to indulge in foolish generalities, but men should really
be more decided in their discourse.’

‘ You are quite down upon me this evening,’ he says reproach-
fully ; ‘have I been so unfortunate as to vex or offend you ?’

¢No !’ she answers languidly, ¢ not exactly |—I 4o feel rather
cross, however. Mrs Lorimer has nearly snapped my head off
once or twice. Mrs Moreton ignores me so completely that I
almost feel as if 1 didn’t exist ; and—Dal and I have quarrelled’

“What !’ he exclaims eagerly—his face flushing and his eyes
kindling—then he adds in a more sober tone, ‘ But the quarrels
of lovers are the renewal of love, they say !’

* They say—wrong—this time! Dal and I have quarrelled
for always,’ she murmurs quietly.

Upon this he looks at her keenly. Is she by any chance
nothing but a little 7n#riguante after all—just like the other
women who yearn for a coronet? Is she—just to further her

*aims — proclaiming her freedom from her old engagement?
But Nest is evidently absorbed in her own thoughts, and in
appearance, at anyrate, has no designs upon him.

It must be your own fault to be out at elbows with every-
bady,’ he remarks, after a minute or two. ‘What have you
been doing ?’

¢ Nothing! People have often a propensity to make moun-
tains out of molehills, you know. For want of something better
to do, I suppose. After all, I must confess, that this is not only
a very disagreeable, but a very unsatisfactory world altogether’
And she winds up her harangue with a short sigh.

‘You have changed your opinion very suddenly, and very
completely. It is only the other day, a week or two ago, that
you told me what a delightful world you considered it !’

¢ ¢ The other day—a week or two ago,”’ she answers, mimick-
ing his tone, ‘everyone was nice to me, and besides, several
things had not happened.

¢Ah ! you are regretting Dal Wentworth already !’

*Am I?’ she asks, slowly and reflectively, as if she was
questioning her own heart, and not him. ‘No! I do not
think, I am! In fact, I may say, that I am quite sure I am
not/

‘ What is it, then? Has Trevylian been making love to you,
and thereby causing Mrs Moreton to sit upon you through
jealousy ?’
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¢Bosh !’ she exclaims involuntarily ; then she colours up,
nd says shyly ‘I did not mean to use that word, Lord Elms-
dale ; please forget it! Gus, my brother, you know, says it
often, and I have caught it from him !’
‘Don’t apologise ! Slang from pretty lips is delicious—don’t
you know !’
‘No—1I do notf know |’ she flashes quickly, ‘and I think it is
ery horrid of you to accuse me of “slang,” whatever that
eans, because 1 just said “ Bosh !’
‘1 did not intend to be horrid ! it is the very last thing [
khould like you to think me! especially as you Zzow what I
ink of you /’ he replies deprecatingly. .
But Nest, still chafed in temper, does not respond as kindly
ps he expects.
He looks down at her as she lies back in her easy-chair, and
hotices the full beauty she is in, for irritation has lent a rosy
parmth to her pure skin, and her big eyes glitter like the stars

The very toilette she wears—a soft clinging material of a pale
beutral tint, relieved by knots of bright colour at the little slim
roat, and at the dimpled wrists, perfectly unadorned by jewel-
ery—conduces considerably to her very undeniable attractions.

She is dangerously pretty, with something about her that the
rench describe as ‘entrainante.’

Elmsdale has grown to be very fastidious on the subject of
emale beauty and feminine garments, and he understands the
etails of dress almost as well as Worth himself, and now when
e examines her, a very comfortable and complacent feeling
pmes over him, that Dal Wentworth having gone to the wall,
he field is all his own and the prize worth winning, and
horeover, that there is no need of haste, as the end is so
ery sure.

While he so reflects, Nest, with drooping eyelids now, evolves.
h her mind where Guy can be this same evening. She knows
bere is a musical party at the Listers’ in Belgrave Square,
here Mrs Moreton is going to give ¢ Comme @ vingt ans,) in
er most bravura style, and rather shrill voice, and she won-
ers if by any chance Guy will drop in among the audience.
h spite of all that has been said on the subject, she is really as

alous as a tigress of the rich widow.

‘Do you know that you have not really looked at me ever

ce we came out on the balcony ?’ Elmsdale says, almost in a

hisper, startling her out of her reverie.

‘I am looking at the moon.’

‘ Never mind the moon !—it’s only a great yellow ball afier
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all '—but look at me with those sweet eyes of yours, while I sa
something very serious to you—/Vest.’

‘1 have no objection to look at you as long as you like, Lot
Elmsdale, she answers, turning the sweet eyes in quest
rather haughtily upon him, ‘but I should very much prefer yo
to call me by my surname. Only a very few intimate friendi
ever address me as “ Nest.”’

A dark red flush sweeps over the aristocratic blond fad
Never in the whole of a long and varied career of flirtation h
he received such an unpleasant—such a very direct—rebuff
this !

It certainly surprises—almost takes away his breath—and
steadies him. He has taken a ‘header’ and found he v
going too far !  Such rapid running might be agreeable to sog
girls, but not to this girl, who, with all her folly and frivoli
has not even the germs of fastness in her.

Perhaps this very virtue in her makes him, in spite of |
mortification, like this ‘rosebud set with wilful thorns,’ twice
much for so ably asserting her small self. |

His discomfiture, however, is not of long duration, for w
men of his calibre, the bump of sensitiveness is abnorm
small, and shyness is not chronic, though assurance may be.

Before the lapse of five seconds, ‘Richard is himself agi
calm and cool, smiling and subtle.

¢If I ventured to call you Nest,” he says, sinking his- voic
the most harmonious and perilously tender key she has he
yet, ‘it is because I have been letting myself hope that I mi
become one of your very dearest and most intimate friends’

¢ You could not conveniently become “two” could you ?’
asks, with flippant sarcasm. °‘Although I know you cons
yourself a host.

He entirely ignores her irony, in fact, it simply amuses b
and he half smiles under cover of his moustache.

It is not very likely that a little miss in her teens, a =
savage fresh from the Devofishire wilds, is going to move
out of his imperturbable self-complacency by childish effort
sauciness. - .

So he accepts her puny stab with the stoicism with whidj
would meet a gnat sting, and exceedingly enjoys this new p
of lovemaking which has less sugar than spice.

‘I should like to be #Ze greatest intimate you had in a|
world,’ he replies hardily, stooping and taking hold of thek
that lies listlessly on the red velvet arm of the chair, tou
into Parian whiteness by the amber moonbeams.

She reclaims her fingers, however, quickly, and begins 0
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ohtly uncomfortable; but fortifies herself with the thought
ht if the man is fooling with her, two can play at the same
me.
How modest you are, Lord Elmsdale,’ she says lightly, but
h a flavour of satire still ringing in her voice. ‘I have always
hrd that in everything but politics, before one can aspire to
hosition of honour and trust, one must show some fitness for
Now I do not want to be uncomplimentary,. but can you
bw any just cause or reason zw/y you should be my greatest
mate ?’
Yes, I can show you a very potent reason, and 7 think an
sufficient one,’ answers this noble wooer, whom her manner
ins to pique, ¢ [—love—you !’
He brings out this important announcement of his sentiments
a flourish of trumpets. His manner is unconsciously in-
pd, and betrays at once how deeply he feels his own gracious-
5 and magnanimity in uttering them. .
ter all it is but a modern version of King Cophetua and the
par maid, to his real thinking. He is Lord Elmsdale, heir
ne of our oldest dukedoms, he is rich as Creesus, the bluest
runs in his veins. The total is simply—magnificent.
Ind she, what has she to offer >—nothing | What is she ?—
pre nobody.
ly her face is her fortune, and he forgets.that, after all, the
er ofbeauty is greater in most men’s eyes than anything
in the world.
course there are many ambitious girls in society who
d be deaf to his tone, blind to his overweening‘vanity, and
e and alive only to the remarkably substantial attractions
ssesses, and there are also many women who have reached
re years—years passed in the world—who are philosophi-
accustomed to the conceit inherent in the masculine bosom,
who would not heed Elmsdale’s accents if they heard them.
Il;lgst is different to either of these.
e both hears and heeds—the pink flush grows deeper on
eek, and she turns the large dark eyes full upon him with
bice of devilry that is so hateful to Miladi.
pm excessively obliged to you,’ she says, very quietly, with-
vestige of embarrassment or flutter, ¢ but you must forgive
not thinking the reason you give an all-sufficient one.-
ere so, one or two other people might claim the right you
nd I should find it rather difficult to reconcile the re-
e merits and exclusive claims of all of you.’
o0 not doubt for a moment that there are other men who
ou ; not one, but a dozen!’ he replies, conscious of pro-
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found amazement at the singular obtuseness she displays to the
unprecedented honour Jre does her—it is not every girl, with no
advantages to back th,“:hat would thus play ducks and drakes
with a coronet ; ‘ butlit is impossible that any of them can love
you as I do; don’t yol1 know ?’ he adds, feeling the flame in his
breast burn more fi cer from her attempt to blow it out.

‘Why impossible A_she asks coolly. ‘Each one says exactly
that—each one swear loves me best. How am I to tell
whose love is the greateét? There are no scales in which we
can weigh love !’ -

¢ There are tests though !’

He is piqued, amused, vexed, and interested all in one
moment.

He feels that her petulance and defiance give a zest to the
matter, which it would lack with an amiable girl of a common-
place nature and conventional manner.

Nest is absolutely delicious in her disregard of the extra-
ordinary prize he is in the matrimonial market, and in her off-
hand treatment of an Elmsdale—a marqms—and with all this
tantalising fascination about her, he is impatient for a war of
words to cease, and for the lips that look so fresh, and fragrant,
and inviting in the moonlight, to confess bewitching]y that he
has conquered.

But, man of the world as he is, he bas not divined that he
has never been further from her heart than on this identical
evening when her thoughts, nolens wolens, keep reverting to
Guy Trevylxan

Guy ! who has told her in burning words that seem to ring
on her memory, how he loves her! Guy! whom she knows
she loves with all her might and main.

¢ What kind of tests can we prove love with ?’ she asks, after
a short silence, with innocent demureness. “I should like to
hear, for such bits of information may come in useful at any
time, you know ! like the receipts in ‘ Enquire Within,’ which
Dad carries about in his pocket always.’

¢ Disinterestedness, for one,” he begins loftily. ¢ You may be
pretty sure a man loves a girl when he is willing, nay glad, to
resign every possible or probable advantage for her sake |’

¢ May 1?’ she murmurs, half dreamily.

Her eyes droop still lower meditatively, her lips stir in a faint
baby smile, while the lines round her mouth soften.

Elmsdale—watching—believes that she is about % yield;
‘but, instead of that, ¢he is mentally reckoning up the possxble
or probable advantages that Guy has resxgned or is about to
resign for her sake.
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Elmsdale leans forward, seizes her hand once more, looking
at her the while with the eyes which many women admire.

‘You cannot doubt that I love you—love you with all my
soul—since I ask you to marry me!’ he whispers fervently,
forgetting his usual languor, and speaking eagerly, passion-
ately. ‘ How pretty you are ; and how marvellously a coronet
will become you. Tell me, Nest, that you will consent to
wear it!’

She does not rebuke him this time for calling her ¢ Nest.’

Perhaps she hardly heeds that he does so.

A triumph such as few women arrive at in her humdrum walk
of life has come to her. She can be a peeress if she wills. And
she would be more than the spoiled, impulsive, pleasure-loving
girl she is, if she.did not now fully realise the magnificence of
this conquest.

Oh ! what would Miladi think of this? Miladi, who thought,
and openly said, that she had laid snares for the son and heir
of the Wentworths.

‘What would Dad, and the little mother, and Maud, and Gus
think, of a daughter and sister being a real live Marchioness !
If she were absolutely fancy free, if Guy did not hold her under
the spell of those grey eyes of his, she would be able to accept
the man and all he has to offer.

Good Heavens ! the magnitude of his offering, as she realises
it, positively amazes her, almost appals her.

Himself—to begin with.

Himself—Eric Ferdinand Montressor, Marquis of Elmsdale
—over whom scores of the fairest ladies, in society and out of
society, have gone mad, and whose undeniable advantages make
him a Pheenix amongst his kind.

Add to this a splendid old Dukedom in prospective—landed
estates, and-a heavy balance at Coutts’.

And Nest haslearned already in her short sojourn in Tophet,
that money is the true sesame now-a-days to the portals of suc-
cess and pleasure.

While she goes through all this, her aristocratic suitor
regards her intently, naturally attributing her silence to that
maidenly shyness which occasionally ties women’s tongues.
And once more he bends over her until his long light moustache
almost touches her cheek.

¢ Nest —my darling—is it, Yes #’

‘No!’ she answers, starting back. ‘At least I mean
that I —that you must give me time to reflect —one can’t
make up one’s mind in a minute, you know !’ she winds up
Lastily.
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‘ But we have known each other for ages,’ he says, reproach:
fully, not understanding how any woman could know him
even for one day and not jump at the prospect of marrying
him. ‘Let me see—taking it all in all—it must be at least
eight weeks ?’

‘True! but you must remember that I have not had the
slightest anticipation of this ; so I am quite unprepared for it.
F.verybody said you were only amusing yourself !’

‘But I wasn’t! I am in right-down sober earnest. Nest—
say you will marry me !’

‘I cannot say so—Zo-night !’

‘When will you make up your mind, then?’ he questions,
rather haughtily, provoked and mortified at her reluctance.

‘I do not know! How can I say, Lord Elmsdale? If you
really wish for an answer, you must patiently wait till 1 get
home !’

‘But 1 have never been accustomed to wait patiently for
anything,” he says imperiously.

‘Have you not? Well; it is never too late too mend, you
know !’ she laughs merrily. ¢Is not Mrs Lorimer awake yet?
| think she must be sleeping the sleep of the just! It is
awfully late, and I am so tired, I must go to bed.

‘Dot go yet! and for goodness’ sake let the old lady
sleep on. I want to speak to you about something, and this
is as good an opportunity as I am likely to have, with Dennis-
toun,and Trevylian, and all those fellows eternally loafing about.

‘But I am tired—dreadfully tired—and I cannot keep my
eyes open ! I want rest !’

‘ Cannot you rest in that chair, and listen at the same time ?’

¢ Cela dépend ! if it’s very interesting, the subject you wish to
speak on, it will excite me instead of resting me.’

‘I do not know whether you will think it interesting, but it
is a very impartant subject to me. 1 have been watching you
very closely lately—watching you, as a man naturally watches
the girl he has made up his mind to marry—and I—1I don’t gwite
like your way with other men ; don’t you know !’

These lasts words are uttered deprecatingly ; but she starts
visibly. :

‘Really !’ . .

The hot blood is up in a moment. She flings back her head
and faces him ; her eyes quite wide awake now, and shining
bright and defiant.

¢And pray, may I ask wkat there is in my way for anyone
to disapprove of ?’

Elmsdale hesitates ; he hardly knows how to put into words
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all he feels. Her curling lip unmans him, and renders him
stupid and nervous.

At last he makes a plunge, but men, even at the best, often
bungle at the subject that requires most nicety in handling.

‘It is, that you lead every man who approaches you to think
that you especially like, admire, or are interested in him. Now
such a manner belongs essentially to a flirt, and I should hate
you to be reckoned a flirt, don’t you know !’

¢ Remarkably considerate of you, I am sure,” Nest answers,
in a ringing little voice, ‘awfully considerate, in fact ; but as far
as I am concemed, anybody who likes may call me anything
and welcome !’

‘Yes; but you forget) he remonstrates, as gravely as he
can, ‘that 7 may be concerned, deeply concerned, by-and-by,
in what Society says of you. Caesar’s wife must not even be
suspected, don’t you know? You lower yourself in accepting
admiration largely, and in flirting promiscuously, and of course
it would lower me! You are not aware how much you cheapen
all I have to offer you when you treat it as you might treat the
idle fulsome compliments of the other fellows who hang about
you. And, oh, your looks and words are not a bit nicer to me
than they are to Dennistoun and Trevylian !’ '

She thrills at the last name.

¢ Are they not ?’ she asks, with a peculiar accent that rather
puzzles him. ‘Well! you see my looks and words are not
my own. I mean that I never make them otherwise than they
naturally are. If they are the same to you as to the other men,
does it not follow as a matter of course that I do not feel dif-
ferently towards you, from what I feel for them ?’

It is his turn to start now, and under the strong moonlight,
his face looks even paler than usual.

¢ Possibly that does follow, he says, after a minute, in an
especially haughty tone, ‘and you must think me very stupid
that such a simple solution of your manner did not occur to me.
And a;x’x I then to understand that you have only been laughing
at me .

‘I do not see why you should understand anything of the
kind! You dance well, and I adore dancing. Is it my fault
if'you choose to give our pleasant acquaintanceship a more
serious feature P’

¢ It does not matter wkose fault it is! All I want to know is,
if you think you can ever care enough for me, to marry me!
Nest, 4o you think you can? I would rather hear my fate at
once. As I said just now, patience is not one of my virtues, so
1 should like yes or—no !’
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Unconsciously his tone and style are very decided, as he
concludes his speech, and though this sort of wooing might
suit a woman of the spaniel species, Nest is of different metal.

She has been fed on the cakes and sugar-plums of life too
long to submit meekly to distasteful diet.

¢1 think I had better say “ No ” then,’ she an.wers, trying to
steady the voice which temper renders slightly tremulous ;
then she recovers her.serenity, and’goes on very gently. ‘Oh,
Lord Elmsdale, don’t you see that there would not be much
happiness for either of us if I said “ Yes.” You have taken a
fancy to my face, but already you are jealous, whether for me,
or for your own dignity, it does not matter. And you object to
my love of admiration and my desire to make myself agreeable.
Now, both the desire and the love are as natural to me as—
as anything. I have been thinking about myself very seriously
lately, and I see quite clearly that I shall make a worldly,
dissipated, frivolous woman—the kind of woman that would
not do a bit for a marchioness, you know—and who would
give heaps of trouble to her husband, unless, indeed, she
happened to marry a man for whom she cared ever so much !’

¢ And you don’t care for me ever so much?’ he asks, feeling
his vexation and sense of dignity melt into thin air as he looks
down into the fair, frank young face, on which the golden moon
is shedding her light. :

¢Well, no! perhaps I don’t!’ she says hesitatingly, and he
winces. It is a dreadful downfall for his vanity ; his rejection
may get known, the clubs will chaff him, and the men and
women of his own set laugh at him, who has hitherto posed
for a second Julius Caesar.

‘You see, if I marry you, Lord Elmsdale, feeling as I feel
now, it would be mostly for what you offer and not for what
you are! and that would be desperately wicked, and wrong,
and interested of me, especially when you are willing to make
such a sacrifice as marrying me—I, who am out of the charmed
circle of your beauties and fashionables. I dare say you think
it very strange that a girl shouldn’t be head over ears in love
with you,” she goes on, with just a faint cadence of humour in
her voice. ‘I don’t pretend to explain such a phenomenon, I
only say what seems to me to be the case, hoping you will
forgive my frankness.’

‘ You need not laugh at me, anyway! If you do not love me,
of course there is nothing more to be said. I cannot sink so
low as to ask for your hand if you cannot give me your heart.’

He tries to speak proudly, but her coldness makes him miser-
able, g7o tem. that is to say—at this moment he firmly believes
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that the only thing he wants in the wide world is the love of
this little rustic.

‘No! of course not! especially when there are so many
girls who would give you their hearts without the asking,’
Nest murmurs penitently. It would be a downright shame
in any woman to marry you if she did not believe you A1 in
everything !’

‘It is all very well to talk of what other women would do!
but, don’t you know !—when a fellow has been foolish enough
to set his heart on ¢z woman, the sentiments of the rest of the
sex do not concern him very much, as a rule !’

A little pause ensues after this.

Up above, the moon sails on among the fleecy clouds and the
little stars keep winking and blinking to one another. The
night air freshens, and as a background to the flower-decked
balcony, is a room, replete with Jzxe, and with the owner of it
still in the land of Nod. Her Louis XIV. curls rest rakishly
on a cushion, and with her imposing head-gear slightly awry,
she slumbers as soundly as the seven sleepers of old, and Nest,
glancing over her shoulder at her, smiles at the grotesque
picture her hostess makes, and wonders at the same time if she
will regret to-morrow all she has said to-night, when Lord
Elmsdale speaks again.

This time, pride has lowered its crest, and melancholy marks
him for her own, and his voice is as plaintive as a nightingale’s.

‘You know how 1 love you! and after seeming to care for
me, it is very hard you should throw me over like this !’

I am very sorry if I have misled you,” Nest begins humbly,
but he interrupts.

‘Never mind ! only I repeat again that I love you!—love
you so desperately that I shall be wretched if you persist in
refusing me !’

She glances dreamily out on the mother-o’-pearl-looking
houses opposite and into the bright luminous might. Some-
how, she always seems to see Guy’s face in the silvery moon-
beams. She reflects a little, however, and marvels if she is
really right in casting away the good things the gods offer.

She thinks of Dad’s dire vexation when Dal proclaims his
broken troth-plight, of the little mother’s fast-falling tears, of
Gus’s disgust, and even of Maud’s malicious attacks, and she
remembers that if her dismissal of Dal ends in her reaching
a coronet, that mourning will be turned into mirth at the
Vicarage.

And what is she casting all these good things away for? For
the sake of a man whose heart is at best second-hand, a man
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who went mad over another woman only a year or two back.
Just for the sake of a few love-words spoken in her ears, that
after all may have been vain! For aught she knows, at this
very moment, while she is rejecting a destiny far grander than
aught she has dreamed of, Guy may be listening to his old
sweetheart’s voice, trilling and roulading for his especial benefit. -
Visions of Guy’s grey eyes looking into Mrs Moreton’s shallow
blue orbs rise up in the moon’s soft gleaming and torture her.

She turns suddenly to her companion.

‘I do not persist in refusing you, Lord Elmsdale—all I want
is a little time to think. You cannot blame me for this—since
you have been lecturing me for being heedless and gay—I do
not say I care for you now as much perhaps as you might wish
—but some day—who knows ? I may like you even better than
you like me !’

Is it prescience that makes her say this?

God knows !

She says it laughingly, carelessly, and even coquettishly, but
he is too much in love to cavil at the light words, when her face:
is uplifted to him with its sparkling péigwante beauty.

‘How long will it be before you give me life or death, my
darling ?’ he asks solemnly, in melodramatic accents that make:
her bite her lips to hide a smile.

¢ How long will you give me for reflection ?’ she answers.

¢ Three weeks. In three weeks you must give me your
answer. You will be at home by that time, and you rhust
write to me; but be merciful, Nest, and send me only one-
word—* Yes !’

¢ In three weeks be it, then,” she answers brightly, but some:
{eeling arrests the mirth, and she grows white to the lips.

¢ Three weeks !’ .

They fly in joy, but are leaden-footed in sorrow.

Without speaking again, she holds out her hand, and Elmsdale-
clasps it and kisses it passionately before she can withdraw it. -
Then she glides away like & ghost, her features still very pallid,
and with an odd, scared look in her eyes.

Just then, Mrs Lorimer wakens, to see Lord Elmsdale op-
posite, hat in hand, and with a smile on his face.

‘Shall I congratulate you?’ she asks affably, as she wishes
him good-night.

¢By-and-by,’ he answers complacently.

‘1 knew little Wylmer could not resist the match of the
season,’ she mutters, when she is alone. ¢ And now it will be all
right, Guy will marry Mabella, and I shall have had my way. I
Jowre having my way !’ she winds up, with a wicked, elfish laugh.
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CHAPTER XV.
OLYMPUS,

‘ Mine arms are close about thine head,
My lips are fervent on thy face,
And where my kiss hath fed,
Thy flower-like blood leaps red,
To the kissed place.’

NEST has passed the entire morning and the long afternoon in
her own room. She is not well, and her pallid face and the
deep bistre shades that run under her eyes fully corroborate
her words, and Mrs Lorimer, who has not recovered her equa-
nimity of temper since her last interview with Guy, is glad to
have the apple of discord out of her sight, while the apple itself
is only too willing for a little quiet and rest after the excitement
and combat of the latter days.

At all events it is growing late when Nest goes downstairs,
looking very pretty and interesting with her white cheeks and
pale blue dress. Mrs Lorimer has started for an early dinner
party preparatory to the first representation of a drama at the
Adelphi, and Nest is sure to have the monopoly of the house
for some hours. The large, cool, fragrant drawing-room looks
wonderfully empty, and is as silent as the enchanted palace, on
which Merlin laid his spell.

She wanders through it, finding no trace of human presence.
She is all alone—alone to do what she pleases, and to roam
where she pleases—to pace up and down, and linger here and
there in delightful idleness of motion. Nevertheless, she does
not really appreciate being monarch of all she surveys, for it
has its disadvantages in being dull and dreary, and even
slightly oppressive.

She strolls on to the balcony where she sat with Lord Elms-
dale just seven evenings ago, but somehow, as svon as the
recollection of him comes into her head she chases it away
again impatiently, and gathering some of the scented bloom,
she decks herself like a Greek divinity. Then she saunters
slowly back into the room, and drops into an inviting lounge
with Tennyson in her lap, but not even making believe to read,
save by little snatches.

She feels like a disturbed spirit. So she springs up, lets the
poor Poet Laureate tumble ignominiously on the floor, and
walks into the largest of the drawing-rooms. Once more a
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recollection of Elmsdale comes across her, it is brought vy
the sight of one of his gloves, which someone has found and
placed in a conspicuous position on the summit of a Chinese
temple. She recognises it at once, for it is one of Elmsdale’s
habits to wear French grey kids with broad black lines down
the back.

Seizing it, and flinging it on the carpet, Nest absolutely in-
dulges in a sort of savage war-dance on the offending object !
She is so angry with its owner and with herself! «

Angry with him because he has put her into such an awkward
dilemma a fortnight hence ; angry with herself that she allowed
herself to be inveigled into a promise of writing the ¢ No,’ which
she is quite sure she will give, which she would rather die than
not give ! Since that evening, when for a little while she let
herself be dazzled by the splendid future he offered, the glamour
of his offerings has faded right away. -

¢ Marry him !’ she says, half aloud and very scornfully ; ‘not
if he had fifty dukedoms in prospect. Feeling for him as I do,
his coronet would be a crown of thorns. I believe I should go
mad under the burthen of it. I told him I did not care for him,
and it is very mean of him not to have taken me at my word
then and there ! 1 hate men who have no proper pride.’

With this sweeping condemnation of men in general, and
Lord Elmsdale in particular, she picks up the glove, taking it
fastidiously between finger and thumb, as if it burnt a hole in
her flesh, and placing it on a high mantelshelf where it cannot
annoy her eye, she goes to the piano and slowly touches the
‘beautiful cold keys,’ as some fanatica per la musica has called
them. :

Now, though her education has been neglected in many
essential points, for truth to say Miss Ernestine Wylmer is an
‘ unlessoned girl,’ music is as much her natural element as air
is to a bird.

Even as a baby she had developed a high, shrill, but tuneful
soprano, and the talent has been cultivated by a not famous,
but yet worthy, professor of the art at Ravenshill. The result
is, that instead of striking up into a sing-song waltz or jerky
polka, she glides at once into that marvellous bit of harmony,
the ¢ Moonlight Sonata.’

She plays it once—twice—even thrice—not so much because
she cares for a monotonous repetition of anything, but simpl
because this particular style of music chances to suit her moog,
and her mood at this moment is far from a very cheerful one.

For several days she has not so much as set eyes on Guy,
and inclined to be jealous and even sceptical of his fidelity, she
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wonders if he has already grown wise and prudent, and répénted
him of the sacrifice of Mrs Lorimer’s favour and fortune, and
left her a maiden all forlorn, without further ado.

As she touches the notes, the tender, passionate chords make
a fit accompaniment for her thoughts of the man whom she
loves with every inch of her young heart, and she is well on
in the repetition, playing dreamily, with her big brown eyes
fixed on a glimpse of ‘the fringes of a faded eve’ seen through
the filmy lace curtains, and her spirit far away, when the sound
of a peculiar footfall on the stairs catches her ear.

Her hands pause abruptly on the ivory keys, she turns her
head, the breath suspended on her parted lips, and listens.

After a minute her listening is rewarded. Footsteps come
nearer and nearer, cross the polished parquet of the long ante-
room, and draw close. The silken draperies of a sort of arch,
within which the piano stands, are pushed roughly aside, and
in the opening appears a huge dog.

A dog, literally as big as a Shetland pony, a superb creature,
all tawny gold dashed with black, whose hair, soft as silk, curls
round him in every direction, and whose large bright eyes are
full of an indescribable beauty and affection.

This formidable visitor enters with the stately tread of a lion,
his plumy tail drooping, his magnificent head erect, his whole
face, where géntleness and strength are so marvellously blended,
replete with vivid expectation.

At sightjof him Nest makes one spring from the music-stool.

¢Rock !| Rock !’ she cries delightedly. My dear—dear old
boy! Isityou?’

Rock gives one short bark of recognition to attest that it is
indeed his noble self, and that he fully remembers the pleasant
strolls he and she and one other, have had together, on ambient
days not so very long ago, along the banks of the rippling Yarl.

Then he rushes at her, wagging his tail and fairly knocking
her into a convenient chair with the weight of his immense paws
on her shoulders, and she is in danger of suffocation, while
Rock’s great red tongue licks her face in unmolested delight,
when luckily a figure steps from behind the arch to her rescue.

¢ Down, Rock!” Guy Trevylian orders, in a tone which the
dog obeys at once by dropping on all fours and crouching on
the floor.

¢Has he half smothered you, Nest? No, sir! You have
done enough embracing for one day, so stand back.’

¢ Oh, don’t scold him,’ she cries, recovering her breath, and
with a flush of happiness and excitement on her cheek. ‘You
have never brought him here before ! And he is so glad to see
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me again! Rock, my beauty, you are more magnificent than
ever. What a grand head he has. Doesn’t he remind you of
Lord Byron’s epitaph on his dog 2’

¢ What, the verse that goes—

¢“To mark a friend’s remains these stones arise,
I never had but one, and here he lies 12"

Guy asks laughingly, and looking as if he would gladly devour
the little hands that stroke and caress Rock’s silken ears.

She glances up and catches his look, and blushing over face
and neck, says confusedly,—

¢No, you know that is not what I mean ! It is the inscription
on the tombstone.

‘I can’t remember. Rock, my boy, I don’t wonder your head
is turned at the sight of her. So is mine. Ah, Nest, do you
know, I am even jealous of 4zm, when you fondle and caress
him so. But what is the epitaph you mean ?’

* He possessed beauty without vanity—strength without insolence
—and courage without ferocity.”
1]
Now, does it not suit him toa T ?’ .:

¢ So it does. Is it not strange how he knew you directly. He
has an instinctive idea that you are going to be part owner of
him/

Again she flushes and her lids droop, but a happy_smile
plays on her mouth. T

‘Do you recollect how cross Maud was one day when Rock
jumped out of the water and on td her new muslin dress? [
thought she would have killed him by the lightning of her eye !’

‘I recollect! Is there anything that occurred at Ravenshill
—even most trivial—that I can forget?’ he asks earnestly,
watching the changing colour on her cheek. *I brought Rock
here to-day, because I knew my aunt was going out, and I
hoped I might find you in. Are you a prisoner to the house
“ by command,” Nest?’ -

“No! I was tired.and cross—and lazy and miserable! And
—and—1 thought perhaps you might come. You know you
have not been here for ages,’ she goes on impetuously, ‘and
I cannot afford to lose any of your society !’~—she is too glad
to see him to be coy or reserved—* especially as—’

¢As what?’ .

‘Well! I think I am going back home! You see Mrs
Lorimer is not exactly the same as she was at first, and perhaps
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she suspects that you are not going to marry Mrs Moreton — a:
least—’

‘ She &rows I am not going to marry Mrs Moreton,’ Guy says,
in his queer decided fashion.

‘Ah! that’s it then! She thinks I have led you astray—
and—’

Visits the sin on you right royally, my child ! She might
accuse me of every crime in the Decalogue, and I would forgive
it much sooner than I can forgive her for making you look so
pale as you do—or rather, as you did—for, somehow, do you
know, you have managed to get some colour back within the
last few minutes ; and I am curious to know the cause! Who
are you blushing about, Nest? I am sure it would never enter
your head to blush about 7z¢/’

‘I am not blushing about anybody!’ she cries indignantly.
‘If I am a little flushed, it is owing to this heat, and to—Rock.’

‘Oh! itis owing to the heat and Rock. Now, if I were to
say that you were telling /fes—] wonder if you would hit me
again as you did #zat evening /°

She remembers that evening but too well. How often has
she not thought of her handiwork with remorse ! She has no
colour now—her cheek grows what Elmsdale calls the whitest
lily-—and tears, big sparkling drops, gather in her eyes. Put-
ting up her hand, she touches his face softly.

‘ You need not be so cruel as to remind me of my misdeeds,
when the fruit of them stares at me like this !’

For an instant Guy gazes at her in profound amazement. He
knows that the cut from Dal Wentworth’s diamond ring has left
no trace on his cheek.

Suddenly he recollects, and growing pale, he answers, tremu-
lously,—‘That scar did not come from you, Nest! Yours was
lower down, and healed long ago.’

‘True!’ she says, lifting the dark ring of hair that partially
conceals the mark. ‘And who gave you this—not a woman ?’
she asks, gravely.

¢ No—a man—or rather a cur!’

¢ A man—why did he hit you ?’ she persists.

He shrugs his shoulders with feigned petulance, and says,—

¢ Oh, it is a long story, and it would not interest you !’

‘Yes—but it would! I want to hear it. Do not tantalise,
please. The longer you are silent, the more terrible I shall
think the story is, and if you do not mind, you will make an
anti-climax of it at last,’ she winds up wilfully.

‘Who cares about an anti-climax? I do*not mean to tell you
atalll’ . -

L
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‘Yes ! but you shall | It is a bad beginning if you are going
to have secrets from me,” she murmurs, with pouting lips, that
give Guy insatiable hunger and thirst.

‘1 shall never have a secret from you, my Nest. And, to
prove it, you shall hear the story of the scar on my temple
before we part to-day.

‘And before we part,’ she begins—but the very commence-
ment of her sentence flings such a dreary sensation over her,
that she almost breaks into a childish sob. *Before you leave -
me again, I want to beg your pardon for the horridly unjust
things I said to you the last time you were here. I know, now,
that they were unjust, and I hope you will forgive me !’

She stops—her heart fluttering like a bird’s—her brown eyes
glistening with unshed tears.

‘1 have nothing to pardon, my Nest. If I implied such a
thing, forgive me. When one suffers, one is apt to be un-
reasonable, and wounded vanity is quick to come to the side
of wounded love! I am afraid I have been like a bear some-
times, but you don’t know what I have endured from miserable
doubt and jealousy. I have suffered tortures when I have worn
a smile on my lips. After all, what more natural than that you
should not love me >—what more natural than that you should
care for others—Elmsdale, for instance ?’

¢ Nothing more natural, I suppose!’ answers Nest, feeling
her spirit rising, and her sauciness reviving as the consciousness
is borne in upon her, that she is still complete mistress of the
situation. ‘But natural things do not @/ways come to pass, do
they? There are exceptions to all rules, you know! 1 told
you before, that my heart was not elastic, and couldn’t take in
all sorts of lodgers !’

* Since you have been in town, I fancied you had forgotten that!’

‘Why should you have fancied it?’ she asks, unfurling a huge
fan and attentively studying—Dby the rather dim light—one of
the artistic designs, apparently an old Japanese woman riding
on a kettle.

‘It would be wiser to ask why I should have thought Elms-
‘dale’s attractions would not be irresistible I’ Guy returns, a little
dryly. I am not a lunatic !—and [ am quite capable of recog-
nising advantages beyond my own !’

‘But Lord Elmsdale has no advantages beyond you—except,
perhaps, that he is a little richer |’ she says, frankly.

‘I did not mean to imply that he is my superior, mentally or
morally,’ Guy observes, with a faint smile, ‘but the point ot
which you spea.k—wealth——ls just the very thing that women
most care for.




Olympus. 163

¢ Women may,’ she replies positively, ‘but I don’t; I am
sorry you should give me credit for such nasty feelings. I
do not think money worth anything,’ she goes on scornfully.
‘I have changed my mind lately about lots of things, and
among the rest, I am not at all sure that admiration and fashion
and riches, make anyone really happy !’

‘Yet everybody, Mrs Lorimer included, thinks you have been
hankering after a coronet !’

‘ Really ! everyone usually knows one’s feelings better than
one knows them oneself,” she retorts petulantly. ‘No doubt I
am very frivolous and strongly inclined to be mercenary, but I
counted the cost in time, and it seems to me to be a great risk
to marry without love. So I have not said “Yes” to Lord
Elmsdale, and 1 have sent away poor, dear Dal for ever and
ever!’.

‘Have you rea//ly—Nest ?’

Guy looks down on the sweetest, softest face in the world—
Nest is really blushing now-—blushing furiously up to her
temples, for she is not a fast girl, and she thinks she has said”
a little too much, but her face, in spite of its drooping lids, tells
its story of love with exceeding clearness and sweetness to Guy’s
passionate gaze.

¢ Darling ! my own darling ! and did you send away both of
them for me?’ he whispers, in a tone that thrills to her heart.

‘I am sure I don’t know for what else !’ she answers, in a low
tone, ‘and I thought I was nicely rewarded when you never
came near me for days and days!’ >

‘I could not come ! I did not dare come while Mrs Lorimer
was in the house, but I have thought of you every moment of
the time. Oh, Nest! I can scarcely realise even now that you
are really mine—my very own! Are you sure you will not
repent giving.up Wentworth, and the honour and glory of being
a marchioness? Do you mgmember that it is a poor man you
are going to marry ?’

¢1 like poor men,” Nest announces stoutly, ¢ they are infinitely
more agreeable than rich ones, and do you want a// the sacrifice
to be on your side?’ she asks, with a swift, loving, upward
glance of her brown eyes. ‘I call that dreadfully selfish-! I am
glad—ever so glad to have had a real live lord to give up for
you. Dal perhaps was different—it hurt me awfully to send
him away !’

‘My sweet ! and you will never, never again think that I care
for Mrs Moreton? God knows, my own, that you have all—all
the love a man can give! The old madness of the past is
utterly dead, but I cannot deny that it existed ! Are you sure
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you will not scorn a heart that has loved another woman, my
chiid

‘1 wisk you had never loved anyone but me!’ she avows
frankly ; ‘it is the only thought that w